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Works on Storage Battery
or 110 Volt Light Circuit

A REAL WELDER

Men, here is the hottest specialty item that
has come along in years, A real honest to
goodness electric arc welder that does a
man size job. Built sturdily of the finest
materials. Requires no mechanical knowl-
edge—any on© can use it. Every demon-
stration should make a Bale. This new
Trindl Electric Arc Welder is
mad®© possible by the Invention of
a low voltage carbon which gets
white hot from the current of an
ordinary 6 volt storage battery
each as in your automobile. It
only uses about 20 to 25 amperes
of ‘current which is about the
same current drain as 1 head-
light bulbs, yet develops about
7000 degrees of heat.

MELTS IRON AND STEEL

INSTANTLY

The Trindl Welder Is simple to use. Expert

welding can be done by anyone. The
Trindl Are Welder is the only battery welder that, after a rigid teat has
been approved by the Automotive Test Laooratorfc* of America. It is
ideal for making permanent fender repairs—also for broken castings,
radiators, cylinders, water jackets, holes in auto t»<Uw, bog troughs,
boilers, tanks milk cane, radios, batteries, etc. Iron, Steel Brass, Cop-
per and Tin can be worked on for a quick and permanent repair. The
repaired part will be as strong as before.

NEW 110 VOLT CONVERTER
MAKES FULL SIZE PROFES-
SIONAL UNIT

This new eonw tw in used on any 110 volt 60 cycle electric light socket
in place of a storage battery. It is especially designed to be need with the
Trindl Electric Arc Welder—COSTS LESS THAN A GOOD BATTERY
—The combination makes a full site professional electric are welder that
everybody enn use. Ideal for fender and repair shop needs. This is a
sensation, not only in price but also in actual results. The converter
represents the same fine construction and engineering skill as the am
welder. The complete outfit, including the transformer, is easily portable
so that it can be brought right to the job.

IICEBC CU/CAD BV IT The price is m low thattihow any-
U)fcR) uw tA K Bm Il =T -~on® cam afflord to a real
welding outfit. Think of the proflt you can make introducing this Trindl
Welder and Converter—a simple five minute demonstration should make
a Bale to ©very intereisted prospect, ©specially when they hear the amaz-
ingly low price. Garages, radio and battery men, tinners, sheet
metal workers, janitorN, farmers and home-owners ail need the
Trindl Welder and Converter.

I A f |k|A U | There are big profits and a steady busl-
VA |f = nesa waiting for you taking care of your

territory for us. Don't let someone else get in before you—Send

coupon Today.

TRINDL PRODUCTS

2229-FG Calumet Ave., Chicago, lll.

Welders an
gate me in any way.

Please mention A merican Fiction Grout when

Local Address..
City
State

FACTS

2S .?? iB,t = few excerpts
Electric Arc boosters. Trindl]
Pleas© find enclosed for 12
welders by return mail for I **
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- Gtier, ot,i"
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D A SEEEAY

iF$ r - Ntwa
I. my ang it gt
%*WI Electric!

810.50 a day profit for you for only
railing 6 Trindl Arc Welders. No
matter where you turn, you will find
people who will want " to buy arc

welders from you. Garages, shop
men, radio repair men, farmers,
home-owners, mechanics. Janitors,

all of them need Trindl Electric Arc
Welders, Be the man in your terri-
tory to clean up with Trindl,

MA)L fZ0t3PQ™M N fTV/ f
TRINDL PRODUCTS
2229-P Calumet
Chicago,
Teel Rush me free particulars of how |

alumet Ave,
1llinois

e big money with Trindl Electrlc Arc
d rter:

This does not obli-
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Send Free Book and lull details of
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FACTORY SALE— BELOW COST

25 CAL. AUTOMATIC ggjog
VEST POCKET SIZE
Model 066— 7 shot; fine blued steel;
accurate; safety; flat model. Length
4% ' overall: wt 15 oz— Special $5.95.
26 CaL— 10 Shot—$7.65; 32 cal.— 8 shot—
M.83; 10 shot Military Model--|r.e5.
HOLSTERS:—Open top— 75c; Shoulder—*L 75.
tridiu*: 25 cal.—65c; 82 cal.—75c per box of 25.
$2 Deposit required en CCD’'s—eand M.O. In full
and save charges. None sold to minors.
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Smashing action yarns that
you can get only in a Red
Circle sports magazine!
They're real! — Live!l—
Thrilling!

Two Complete Novelettes:
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THE TROUBLEMAKER by Jonsey
Taylor
THE TANGO KID by Ross Kenton

Eight Smashing Short
Stories:
Fight
THE CRACK OF DOOM by Jerry

Tola" Baseball
PITCH WITH YOUR BRAINS by
Charlie Lewis
Football
THE RUNNING FOOL by Paul Kenny
Auto Boeing
HELL ON WHEELS by Will Sand-

mann Trock
TWO WAYS TO GLORY by Arthur
Mann .
—“Tennis
TOUGH GUY by Walter
Schmidt
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BUT NOT YELLOW! by Bart Victor
Fight
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I'LOOK HERE, N.R.I,

I HAS' TRAINED HUNDRGBI
OF MEN LIKE ME TO

\MAKE GOOD MOhIffv
.1 GUESS fLLGET THAT

foH! JIM, ITS YES MARy, AND\
WONDERFUL THERE'S A REAL
NOW VOURE FUTURE FOR
ON THE WAY US IN THIS
TO SUCCESS RADIO FIELD.

hL rz

HERE'S PROOF

THAT MY TRAINING PAYS

**| now hare my own
Radio business which
shows three hundred

"When 1 corai
20 lessons, lobtatned
my Radio Broadcast

Operator's license  dollars ft month

E?l”iﬁ eldm m eSdtla‘? profitm-thanks again
to National Radio.”

WMPC, where I am £ \\K T. REESE,

tor.” —HOLLIS 29N, fViton St,

HATES. 8 Madison Philadelphia,

St, Lapeer, Mien. Fcnna.

_ ™1 knew nothing
i about Radio. At-
ter four lessons |
began servicing Ra-
earning the™ first
) Last winter | made as
high as $100 a month in spare
time.”—G. F. WALTON. 803
West Olney Road, Norfolk. Va.

dios,
month

Please mention

THIS IS SWELL FUtIA
AMD | AM BEGINNING
TO MAKE MONEY
ON THE SIDE ALftEAW,
RADIO SURE IS FULL

OPPORTUNITIES

FOR TRAINED MEN.

ILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
In Your Spare Time For AY”~~"n

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio exports Make $30, $30, $73 a Week

Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stations em-
plo&nengmeers operators, _station managers and pay up to
#3000 ft year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays as much a»
$200 to ? a year—full time riervicuig jobs pa¥ as much as 430.
50, 55 a week. Matty Radio Experts own their own full or
part time Radio businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, servicemen, puy-
ing up to $6000 a year. Radio operators on ships get good pay
and see the world. Automobile, police, aviation, commercial
Radig, and loud speaker systems offer good opportunities now
and for the future. Television promises many good jobs soon.
Men | trained Lave good jobs in these branches of Radio.

Many Make $3. $10* $13 a Week Extra
In Spare Time While Learning

PncticaJl? every neighborhood needs a good spare time service-
man. Dm day vou enroll L start sendlnug you JKxtra Money Job
Sheets. They show you how to do Radid repair jobs that you
can cash in on quickly. Throughout your tunning | send plaui
of fell %av% Sthat have made good sparée time money for hundred*

e
experience—ehows you 0\_«10 conaict e e ‘buila
circuits which illustrate important Radio principles.

Find OutWhat Radio Offers You
Mail the coupon now for "Rich Rewards in Radio.” 1t'8 free

£n£.6idl¥i'YOTer 16%Mrs old- _ft q%scribes Radia's ﬁpqre.time
ana nui- time opportunities, also those coming in Television;
Training in Radio and Television; shows yon

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

1. E. SMITH, President, Dept, 7EKJ
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

J. €. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
The raanvrha has di-
rected the home study
training of more men
for the Radio Indus-
try than any other
man in America.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send "Rich Reward? in Radio,”
which points out the spare tiuie ami full time opportunities in Radio and

explains your 5050 method of training men a

home in spare time to

become Radio Experts. U'leasc Write Plainly.)
NAME AGE..
ADDRESS..
CITY oo e = e STATE

American Fiction Gaoup when answering advertisements
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GUARANTEED TIRES!
GOODYEAR* GOODRICH * .
FIRESTONE*U.S. and (L IXif
mdrierStandardMak”s n

kvkht
BALLOON T1RESI1-

“ J<m Tint Total KNG
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s PGRBY-neUDTIRE & RUBBERCO. 1,

VLMEM ARKABLE

POCKET RADIO

QUIT
TOBACCO

No m&n or woman can escape the
harmful effects of to&aoco. Don't try
to banish unaided the bold tobaooo
has upon yon. Join the thousands of

QERTBIBDIN of e kedey Treatment.

Treatment For
KE L EY Tobacco Habit
Successful For

Over80 Years
Q7 kh!rbamah«rINg~rfcHAbaoTO._J/rite today for Free
. Free youneU from the tobacao
habit and oar Money Beck C

THE |

Mention Kuxxicx* Fzctxov Gbovp when answering ados.

UNKNOWN! -
bat not for long!

Announcing!— A lively new detective
story magazine— DETECTIVE SHORT
STORIES—-featuring twelve stories for
ten cents! A thin dime is all you pay
for a dozen of the best action-packed
detective stories of the month! Get
DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES now!

= MURDER BY
INHERITANCE
by Donald Barr Chidsey
2— CORPSEMAKER
by Philip L. Ketchum
3— MEASURED FOR PINE

by Joseph Gollomb

4— THE"DIAMOND STUDDED
FISH by S. S. Bedford

5— BLOOD IS NEWSI
by Morton H. Edwards

6— BLACK FURY
by Hugh B. Cave

7— DEATH HOLDSTHE ACES
by Carl McK. Saunders

8— SLAYER'S FIELD"DAY
by Fletcher Mawson

9— MURDER CLOCKED IN
by John Carlisle

10— EAGLE EYE SNAPS A
PUBLIC ENEMY
by T. K. Hawley

11— A CORPSE FOR STEVE
by James Hall

12— KILLER'S CREED
by Simon Barrow

For the newest detective story
magazine on the stands, get—

Detective Short Stories

Look for tho Red Circle on the
eov«rf
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W ill You Be Clerk or Manager

Ten Years from Now?

TTRELY. thisccu!d never haﬁpen to me,” yon say—
“that | should be sitting at the same desk—be doing
k j the same work— for ten straight years!”
But wait a minute—

Exactly that same thing has happened to thousands
upon thousands of men. It has probably happened to
men right in the company you now are working for. And
— unless you fit yourselffor a better job— there is a eery
good chance that it may happen to you/

Unthinkable? That's what J. N. Dixon of Columbus.
Ohio, said to himself. Yet lack of training kept him
slaving away at low wages for a long time.

THIELES INCOME

Here is Mr. Dixon's own story—"Just after | returned
from the war, one of your representatives found me
plugging away at a bookkeeper’s job in Marietta, Ohio.
He performed a real service and explained to me the need
of further training, and induced me to take the LaSalle
traininq in Higher Accpgntanp){]. After a few months of
study. 1 secured a position with the Trust Department
of a National Bank. This whs the stepping stone | needed
to various responsible positions including handling of
receiverships and other important duties. That quickly
boosted my income several hundred percent.”

ANOTHEH AMAZING SUCCESS STOBY

If you think Mr. Dixon's success story unusual, please
read what J. H. Krouse of Memphis, Tennessee, says,
*When | decided to take your trainingin Higher Accoun-

tancy, | was a clerk. Today | am Chief Consultant Ac-
countant for the U. S. Engineer's Office in Memphis.
Tenn. Whatever success or recognition | hnve had. |
owe to your training. 1 have had no other specialized
training along this line. Your method of teaching is not
only instructive but hi hI% engaging. | have observed
other courses, but firmly believe LaSalle has the best
to be had anywhere. '

Another bit of proofis Mr. R. P. Barthalow’s experi-
ence. Mr. Barthalow is Chief of the Sales Tax Section
of the Tax Commission of Ohio. A department which
handies over $50,000,000 a year. Mr. Barthalow attrib-
utes much of his success to LaSalle training.

SEND FOR These Two Books and
Siari Toward Bigger Success

Need you hear more before you investigate the oppor-
tunities in Accountancy?

i Or will you face the problem of your future NOW.—
and send to LaSalle and got further facts and particulars?

Without cost or obligation, the coupon will bring you
ewo interesting books—one a 04-page book entitled,
"Accountancy, the Profession that Pays"; the other
“Ten Years' Promotion in One.”

How about those next ten years—will you Wait or will
you START TODAY to realize the tremendous oppor-
tunities that lie ahead ofyou through sound and practical
home-study business training?

Measure your %Il\'/it and ambition by what you do with
this coupon—NOW.

LaSalle Extension University

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY,

Cl)qp[t)ortunities In Accountancy—Check below and we will
a

-

Dept 592-HR

| send you a copy ol “Accountancy, the Profession
Pays,” also copy of “Ten Years* Promotion In One,™ all without obligation.

CHICAGO

U H MK op & E)Lp Anntcmn J" Lealegcgo OSIEOtha.\S Auditor, Comptroller, Certified Public Accountant,

tgne ountancy untan

Other LaSalle Opportunities: if more interested inone of the other fieldsof businessIndicated below, check that.

OLaw: Degree of LL. B,
Oindustrial Management
QPersonnel Management

Q Business Management
OExpert Bookkeeping
DC.P. A. Coachin .
O Modern Salesmanship
OTraffic Management

Name

Present Position--------—----- ~------ eeeAddrcffr<

0 Modern Business Correspondence

OStenotypy R

O Business English
O Commercial Law
O Effective Speaking

Please mention Ameejcan Fictioh Group when answering advertisements



A girl appeared from the parked automo-

bile. There war a muffled roar, the smell

of burning clothes, and suddenly Feroni went
limp.

i4 RMED

EGS

a complete novelette
by Donald Barr Chidsey

Phillips had peeked through a key-
hole; and what she saw made her
almost sick from fright.

Certainly Cora was not a keyhole-
peeking kind of secretary. Clean, cool,
crisp she was; neat, quiet, precise.
“That girl really runs Standard Prod-
ucts,” they said. “Rutledge may be
president, but as far as the real busi-
ness goes, she’s Rutledge!”

This wasn't strictly true, for Arthur
T. Rutledge was a man who would have

JT was the only time in her life Cora

been successful even if he hadn’'t em-
ployed a girl he himself admitted to be
the world’s best secretary. Still, there
was no doubt that Cora Phillips was an
invaluable aid.

Ambitious, too. There was nothing
dowdy about her— quite the contrary—
but she carried her businesslike atti-
tude even to her wardrobe, and at work
she wore tailored clothes, smart but se-
vere, and flat-heeled shoes.

“She’d be a good-looking kid,” they
said of her, “if only she didn't have



A fast-moving action story in which the lure seeks the hunter
— the woman sets out to find the man!

those glasses, and if she didn't do up
her hair like that, and if she’'d wear
something less mannish. All efficiency,
that’s the trouble. She’s a wonder, but
she isn't human!”

They were mistaken. Cora was hu-
man. At least, she was human enough
to turn all warm jelly inside at the very
thought of Arthur T. Rutledge, Jr., that
lazy, laughing youth who called at his
father’s office sometimes but who never
had even glanced at his father’s capable
secretary. It had been a mention of
Junior Rutledge’'s name, when the
firm president’s mysterious visitor had

raised his voice once— “Yes, and that
goes for your son, too!”— which had
caused her to lose all her poise and her
pride.

For she knew that something was
wrong today. Something was wrong
with her boss: something horrible
haunted him: he was nervous, troubled.
It was not a business matter, or Cora
would have known about it. It was
something else. Something personal.

There had been several strange tele-
phone calls. Then, a short while ago,
there had arrived a tall man with dark
hair. This man was handsome in a
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flashy way— thin, straight, swarthy,
with gay clothes. There were many
small diamonds on his fingers, and a
huge ruby glittered in his necktie.

“Rutledge in? Tell him Feroni’s
callin’.”

Cora had started: “Have you an
app—"

“Never mind! I'll walk right in.”

Cora had followed him, murmuring
protests. But the sight of her boss’s
face had stopped her short in the
threshold.

Arthur T. Rutledge was pale as a
ghost.

“Send the jane out.
with you alone.”

Arthur T. Rutledge had waved her
away without even looking at her. He
had told her he would ring when he
needed her.

This was not like him. Cora had re-
treated, troubled. For ten minutes she
had heard the mumble of voices from
the president’s office. The visitor had
done most of the talking, and his voice
was harsh, cold. Only once had he
raised it enough for her to catch those
words of threat in which Junior Rut-
ledge’s name was used. And it was then
that, breathless, frightened, she had
ventured to peek through the keyhole.

My business is

"IV/HAT she saw was a large blue
automatic pistol.

She heard Feroni snarl: “Just in
case you don’t think I mean what | say,
see?” Then he started for the door
and Cora sprang back to her seat be-
hind the prim little desk in the ante-
room.

Feroni emerged, grinning. He had
the air of a conqueror. He paused at
her desk and leered down for a moment.

“Listen, baby. Anything you just
heard, forget about. See?” He nodded,

still leering. “You’'d be a nice-lookin’
kid,” he said, “if it wasn't for those
cheaters.” And he went out.

Arthur T. Rutledge had not rung for
her, but Cora went into his office any-
way. She placed four letters in front
of him.

He didn’t seem to see them. He was
staring after Feroni.

“Trouble?” she asked, coolly, imper-
sonally.

“Yes, Cora. A lot of trouble.”

“I1s there anything | can do to help?”

He smiled sadly, patted her hand.
“No, I'm afraid not. There isn’t a thing
you can’t do around an office, as well
as | can do it myself. But this— this
is— well, something else.”

He signed the letters. Cora blotted
them, shuffled them together, started for
the door. But she paused.

“If it’s anything about the business
and | can—"

“It isn’t,” he said, “and you can't.”
But he said it in a kindly voice. He
was fond of Cora.

“Is it blackmail?”
denly.

He started, staring curiously at her.

“l suppose that's what they call
womanly intuition. Yes, Cora, it’s
blackmail. That man who was just in
here is demanding fifty thousand dol-
lars. Not for anything I've done.

. 7 He glanced at the picture of
hIS wife, the large picture in the silver
frame, which he kept always on his
desk. He never had remarried.

“Your son?”

He nodded. “Yes. A woman, of
course. Junior’s been pretty wild lately.
He— he’s all I've got, and | suppose
I've let him run around more than I
should have. But he told me about
this right away. There was nothing—
nothing wrong, he told me. But he'd
written some letters.”

So it was a woman? At last some
woman had trapped that eager, tall,
straight-cut youth, though Cora had
never even dared address him when he
swung past her desk on the way to his

she asked sud-
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father’s office.

Cora’s heart was battering wildly
against her breast. But outwardly she
remained unruffled, cool.

“Are you going to pay?” she asked.

“1 don’t see what else | can do!”

“How do you know they peally have
the letters?”

“I'm to meet them out near Eagle
Rock, at midnight. Junior will iden-
tify the things. And I'm to pay the
money then.”

“Fifty thousand dollars,” Cora said,
“is a lot. You'll need that much to
swing the Fisher deal next week, and
I don’t know where you can borrow it.”

“l don’t see what else I can do!”

“If the Fisher deal doesn't go
through,” Cora reminded him, “it may
mean— " She glanced at the letters
she held.

“l know! 1 know! But I'd rather
see the whole business go smash than
see my son start out in life with a scan-
dal like that hanging over him! | wish
there were some way you could help
me, Cora, and | appreciate your offer.
But there just isn’'t anything else to do.
I'm going to pay.”

/""ORA shrugged and went out. A lit-
A~ tie later she returned, to ask for
the rest of the afternoon off.

Rutledge was mildly astonished. He
supposed Cora Phillips had no real ex-
istence outside of this office. At least,
it was impossible for him to think of
her anywhere else.

“Why, of course.
ment?”

She shook her head.

“l want to get my hair marcelled,”
she explained, and left him gasping.

He would have gasped even more if
hp had seen his secretary a few hours
later. The horn-rimmed glasses had
been set aside, and this fact, and the
marcel, had changed her whole appear-
ance. She was dressing carefully, elab-

Dentist appoint-

orately. Filmy chiffon step-ins, a
white brassiere, a white satin slip,
sheerest silk stockings. The “common-
sense” shoes she wore at work were in
her closet, and her small feet werfe
sheathed in white satin slippers with
French heels.

Yes, Arthur T. Rutledge would have
gasped. He would have gasped, too, if
he had seen her at work in front of
her mirror with face creams and orange
sticks, rouge and mascara, scarlet nail
polish and lipstick and eyebrow pencil
—and if he had seen her select from
among many a long white organdie eve-
ning gown, cut low in front and back,
with a skirt consisting of very feminine
flounces.

But he would have gasped most- of
all— he would fairly have fallen over
backward in astonishment— if he had
seen what Cora Phillips did after she
turned away from the mirror.

She took a small, flat automatic pis-
tol from a lower drawer of her dressing
table. It was in a leather holster,
which she strapped around her shapely
right leg just above the knee.

She was ready for business now. Not
the sort of business Arthur T. Rutledge
usually gave her, but nevertheless busi-
ness which vitally concerned that gen-
tleman.

It was dark, and the grocer on the
corner was just closing his shop. “I
want half an onion,” she told him.
“Half a small onion.”

She wrapped this in a handkerchief
and held it to her nose; so that by the
time she arrived at the Green Mill there
were large and convincing tears in her
eyes.

“Do | know you?” the doorman said
dubiously.

“Why, of coursel” She smiled
through her tears. He should have
stopped her, checked her up; but he
couldn’t resist that smile.

“Boy, what a swell lookin’ number!”
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he muttered, after she had swept past.
“Wonder what the Niagara act’s all
about?”

There were only a few men at the
bar, and nobody at all sitting at the
tables around the freshly waxed dance
floor.

Cora went to a table,
drink.

“Feroni here yet?” she asked the
waiter.

He looked at her curiously. “He’s in
the private dining room back there,
with a friend. He don’t want to be dis-
turbed.”

“I've got a date with him.”

“He didn’t say anything to me about
expectin’ any dame.”

Cora swallowed a little of the whisky
— not much, just enough to make her
breath smell. She rose, simulating a
lurch.

“Jus’ the same,” she mumbled, “I got
to see him.”

Feroni had done the same thing to
her, that afternoon. She staggered past
the waiter and entered the private din-
ing room.

ordered a

ITERONI was dressed just as he had

been in the afternoon, but his hat
was pushed far back and Cora saw now
that there was a jagged scar on his fore-
head just underneath the curly, tight
hair. In that dim place he looked inde-
scribably sinister, cruel.

His companion was little, dapper,
cold, shiny, with eyes like black shoe-
buttons, and a bloodless mouth.

“Hello, sister. Who let you in?”

Cora asked, in a frightened, quaver-
ing voice: “Are you Mr. Feroni?”

“Who wants to know?”

“You are, then?”

“Well, maybe | am. What of it?”

She knew that he didn’'t recognize
her. She walked toward him slowly,
holding her breath, staring as though
fascinated. She did not even glance at

the other man.

“I— I've heard so much about you,”
she whispered.

His chest went out.
her away. “Sorry, sister.
other night maybe.”

“My boy friend says you're a punk,”
she stated suddenly. Still she gazed at
him, open-mouthed, adoring.

“He does, eh?” Feroni grinned.
“Who is your boy friend? [I'll teach
him to keep his trap shut, next time I
run into him.”

“He says you're a punk,” she re-
peated stupidly. “But | told him I'd
heard you were a lot more of a man
than he was.”

“That’s right, sister.
for me.”

“He was nasty.”

“That why all the weeps?” Feroni
asked.

Cora nodded.

The other man spoke for the first
time. “Listen, Joe, you ain’t got time
to be foolin’ aroun’ with any dames to-

But he waved
Busy. Some

You stick up

night. We got somethin’ on, remem-
ber.”

“1 know! | know! But we got plenty
o’ time yet.”

“This little bum is drunk. You can
smell it on her.”

“Sure. What of it?” Feroni gestured
toward a chair. “Sit down, sweetheart.
Maybe somebody’ll buy you a drink.”

She sat down. She was very lovely,
with her vyellow hair, her trembling
hands, her cupid’s-bow mouth, and the
large blue eyes that were brimming
with tears. She continued to stare at
Feroni.

“So you're really Mr. Feroni?”

“That’s right.” He pushed a buzzer.
“What'll you have?”

The other man whispered: “Remem-

ber, now! We got somethin’ to do to-
night.”

“Okay! Okay! One or two won’'t do
no harm.”
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The waiter appeared. He gazed dubi-
ously at Cora Phillips, but he accepted
Feroni’'s order without a word; and
presently he returned with a bottle of
whisky and three glasses.

“None for me,”* Feroni’s companion
said hastily. “An’ remember,” he
added, “we got to be seen outside every
now an’ then.”

“Sure. Sure.” Feroni glanced at
Cora. “Maybe it might be a good idea
if you was to go out an’ show yourself
now, Harry.”

“Maybe it might be a good idea if we
was both to do that little thing,” Harry
snapped.

Feroni sighed. “Okay. Business is
business, | suppose.” He rose, never
taking his gaze from Cora Phillips.
“What's your name, angel-face? An’
where’ve you been all my life?”

“Madge,” she whispered, breathless.

“Okay, Madge. Me an’ Harry here
have got to go talk to a few friends, see?
But we’ll be back. Don’t get lonesome.”

r F'HE tears were streaming down her

cheeks, and the more she patted her
eyes with the handkerchief the more
tears there were. “Don’t be too long,”
she whispered.

“We won’t. / won’t, anyway! An’
don’t you guzzle too much of that liquor
before we get back, either.” He added
hastily: “1 don’t mean you can’t help
yourself all you want o’ course. Any-
thing you want, when you’re with me.
I'm that kind o’ guy.”

“1 knew you would be,” she said.

“Sure I am.”

Harry snarled: “Let’s get goin’!”

Left alone, Cora considered the situa-
tion. Meeting Feroni had been even
easier than she had expected, and
clearly he was a man who could be led
around by the nose— by a clever woman.
But his friend Harry seemed devoted to
the work at hand and in no humor for
pleasantries.

She had no preconceived plan of cam-
paign. The tears already had done their
work, so she threw the onion into a cus-
pidor. She dumped almost half the con-
tents of the whisky bottle after it.

Harry’s reference to being “seen”
would indicate, she figured, that the two
men already were planning an alibi.
They wished to be able to say that they
had been in the private dining room of
the Green Mill all that night—and to
have other men support this statement.
In case of emergency, that was. But
how did they plan to get out? There
was only the one door. Cora examined
the single window, but found it led only
to a closed airshaft: exit was impossible
that way.

Besides, why should they wish an
alibi? Blackmailers had no need for
such stories. Arthur T. Rutledge al-
ready had seen Joe Feroni, could iden-
tify him if necessary.

Was there some other crime mixed up
in this? Was it more than merely a
case of blackmail?

She patted the pistol strapped just
above her right knee. It comforted her
to know that it was there.

About an hour later Feroni came
back, alone. He leaned over her chair,
grinning at her,

“Still think 1'm a better man than the
boy friend?”

She cooed: “Oh, much!
with him for good.”

“Well, well! Don’t cry any more,
kid. You look pretty when you cry,
but you look even better when you
don’t.”

“Do you think so?”
a dazzling smile.

His chest went out a little more.

“1 could go after a doll like you in a
big way,” he confided. “Too bad I'm
going to be busy tonight.”

“Is it so important?”

He frowned. “It's important to the
tune of fifty grand, that’s how important

1'm through

She flashed him
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it is.” Then he smiled again. “But
you don’t have to worry about things
like that, babyface. You justlap up the
liquor an’ be nice to little Joe-Joe, an’
everything’ll be swell.”

“Oh, that’s wonderfull!”

“Think so, eh?”

He put a hand on each of her bare
shoulders and bent far down, moving
closer to her. His dark eyes were slits
of desire, bright and hard and hot. His
breath was coming in short gasps.

She did not stir. She just gazed up
at him, as though fascinated.

Then Harry came back. Joe Feroni,
with a muttered curse, moved to the
other side of the table and poured him-
self a drink.

“Good Gawd! You Kkill all
liquor, Joe? Or the dame?”

that

PERONI glanced carelessly at the
* bottle. “I guess it was her. Quite
a capacity you got, eh, Madge? Like

this stuff?”

“I've tasted better,” she admitted.

“It’'s not much good here, that's a
fact. Now | got some rye over at my
apartment—”

Harry interrupted. “Lay off that
stuff, Joe! Remember, we got some-
thing to do tonight. You can’t afford to
take this dame over to your apartment.”

“Yeah? | don’'t know why the hell
| can't, if | feel like it!” Feroni looked
at his watch. “Only ten after ten right
now, an’ we don’'t have to be out there
till twelve.”

“l know. But we got to stick around
here, to make sure of— Well, you
know.” He glanced at Cora, whose
head was low; she was mumbling,
chanting something; and her right
hand, on the table, was moving her glass
around and around in a wet circle.

“Sure, but what’s the harm of me an’
Madge here breezin’ over to my joint
an’ havin’ a few drinks an'—an'—"
He drew a deep, slow breath, his slit-

like eyes fastened hungrily upon the

girl.  “We got plenty o’ time. You
could pick us up there later.”
“An’ bring her along, | suppose?

That'd be just jim-dandy!”

“Hell.no! Leave her in my place.”

“How’ll we get her out of here?”
Harry was whispering now. “She’s
drunk, but even so she might remem-
ber— something like that.”

“Simple. You walk her out to the
street an’ put her in a cab an’ tell the
driver to take her to my place. [I'll slip
out the other way an’ take the big car
an’ meet her there. Then you can come
back here, an’ later you can come over
to my place in the roadster. Right?”

Harry shrugged. “I suppose, if you
say so.”

“Sure. It's a cinch. Then later we
both slip back here an’ nobody outside
in the barroom knows we've ever been
away.”

He shook Cora gently.
Babyface.”

She permitted Harry to help her out
of the room, “Don’t you be late,” she
muttered thickly, over her shoulder.

“l won't, sister. Don’t worry!”

Cora knew now that there was some
secret entrance to that private dining
room which she had not discovered.
Harry and Feroni planned to use it for
getting back and forth, without going
through the barroom; in this way, they
would have a perfect alibi.

But why were they so eager to have
an alibi? She still was wondering about
this when Harry bundled her into a
taxicab and gave the driver two dollars
and Feroni’s address.

It was a small apartment house on
the outskirts of the city, not far from
the Eagle Rock Road. Feroni was
there ahead of her, seated at the wheel
of a large limousine. But he didn't
speak to her or approach her until the
taxicab had disappeared. She knew
that he didn’t wish the driver to see him.

“Come on,
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There was nobody in the lobby, and
the elevator was self-operating. Feroni
leaned dose to her, put his arm around
her waist.

“You never got a brighter idea in
your life, sister, than when you picked
out me. |I'll treat you right. I'll hang
pearls on you, kid!”

He tried to kiss her, but she lurched
against the row of buttons and stopped
the elevator. He cursed quietly, but
good-naturedly, and did not touch her
again until they were inside the apart-
ment.

It was a big place, dimly lighted,
luxuriously furnished. Feroni took his
coat off promptly, grinning at her.

Cora began to feel panicky. She ran
her tongue over her lips.

Feroni threw his coat over a chair and
approached her, arms outstretched,
mouth curled lasciviously.

A SMALL bundle fell out of the

inner coat pocket— four letters in
envelopes, held together by a paper clip.
Cora pointed. “You—you don’t want
to lose that,” she faltered.

He frowned for a moment, but then
he smiled again. He picked up the let-
ters and stuffed them back into the
pocket. “Damn’ well right | don’t want
to lose 'em,” he said. “Worth a lot of
jack to me, those things're goin’ to be.
Not that it makes much difference now.
I could just as well throw 'em away,
now.”

Again he approached her.

“How ’'bout a drink,” she muttered.
“Firs’ thing, a drink.”

Now he began to look troubled.
“You've had quite a few—"

“1 know, but | need another.
more.”

“Okay.” But he did not sound en-
thusiastic. He started for the kitchen.
“I’ll mix you a stiff one, eh?”

“That’s the idea.”

She was at his coat almost before he

One

was out of sight. A glance at the let-
ters was sufficient. She took them out
of the envelopes, and then she filled the
envelopes with pieces of paper of about
the same size, snatched from the open
desk. She put these back into the coat
pocket, but the letters themselves she
kept.

She was wondering what Feroni
meant when he said that the letters
didn't matter anyway, now. She was
worried about that.

Feroni came back with two old-
fashioned cocktails. He handed one to
Cora, and after she had accepted it he
ran still-wet fingers slyly up her bare
arm, cupping his hand over her lovely
white shoulder. He squeezed the shoul-
der, grinning, leaning closer.

“No sense wastin’ any time, eh, sis-
ter?” he leered.

There was something snake-like
about his tiny, black eyes, glittering
with lust. They came closer and
closer . . .

Cora, almost hysterical with fright,
raised her glass to her mouth. His own
lips had been within inches of hers when
she did so; but now he drew back
slightly, grinning, reminding her more
than ever of some venomous snake
which pauses for only an instant before
it strikes.

He finished his own drink in one
swift gulp and deposited the glass upon
a table at his side, but he never took his
hand from her shoulder, never ceased
to devour her with his hot gaze.

The pressure of his fingers was tight
upon her shoulder: he had a grip of
steel. How was she to escape the man
—a man no longer but a passion-mad
beast? Flaying with him in a speak-
easy, toying with his vanity, had been
simple enough. But now she was in his
own apartment, trapped. There was
nothing even faintly ludicrous about
Joe Feroni now. The snake could
strike, was swift and strong, and there
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was deadly poison in its fangs. While
he was good-natured, all was well. But
already it was apparent that he was be-
coming impatient.

“Kill it, sister.
one— later.”

She could sip at her cocktail no
longer. She was obliged to finish it.

And again Feroni’s face came closer
to hers, and closer. . ..

She tried to laugh, and turned away,
simulating a hiccough, staggering as
though drunk.

But he jerked her toward him. Sud-
denly he was angry, suspicious. His
teeth were bared in a snarl, while blood
throbbed in the scar on his forehead.

“Wait a minute! Wait a minute!
Don’t pull that pretending-to-be-tight
stuff on little Joe-Joe, sister! You
know what | brought you up here for,
an’ don’t try to act as if you didn’t!”

I'll get you another

T IE paused, his eyes becoming even
* * smaller, even brighter. He ran
the tip of a red, red tongue over his up-
per lip.

“You'll string along with Joe Feroni,
sister, or else,” he said slowly, nodding
down at her, “or else you’ll wish you
had, see?”

She cried wildly: “Sure! Sure! I'm
with you, Joe!” She wriggled away
from him, started around the little
table. “I just wanted to get my— "

He took one long stride and grabbed
her wrist. “You’ll get nothing— except
what I'm going to give you now!”

Then she slipped. It was not a trick,
but a true accident. Trying to back
away from him, shrinking from him
with every nerve and muscle in her
body, she stepped on the edge of a rug
—and the rug slid. She went down.
The back of her head struck the table,
and she was pitched forward on her
face.

It was a hard blow, but because of
her hair it stunned her for only a mo-

ment. Still, she kept her eyes closed.

She felt Feroni’'s hands upon her
shoulders. He shook her. But she was
limp.

She heard him curse softly, then
make for the bathroom.

Tense, she prepared herself to spring
to her feet and make a dash for the hall
door.

But Feroni was back almost imme-
diately with a glass of water and a
wash doth. He dabbed the cold water
on hfer temples. He picked her up, car-
ried her to the day bed.

Again he went away, but again only
for a moment. From the Kkitchen he
brought a piece of ice, which he rubbed
on her forehead.

“You all right, kid?” he muttered,
shaking her.

She did not open her eyes, did not re-
spond in any way.

She heard him say: “I guess you'll be
okay in a few minutes.” He was sitting
beside her, and she felt his hands, trem-
bling with desire, caress her neck, her
breasts___

She was frozen with terror, breath-
less.

He started to pull down the shoulder
straps of her evening gown. His hot
breath was upon her face.

Then a bell rang.

Feroni, with a muffled curse, rose.
Presently she heard him talking to his
partner, who was downstairs.

“Okay, I'll be with you in a minute.

. Her? Oh, she passed out. [I'll
leave her here. Something to give me a
little fun when we're finished with this
job, hey? . .. Them?” He patted his
coat pocket, “Yeah, sure | got 'em. Not
that it makes any difference. Only they
might be good to show these guys so’s
you can slip aroun’ an’ slug 'em from
behind in case anything goes wrong... .
Okay, I'll be right down.”

Suddenly Cora Phillips understood.

These men were not going to sell the
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letters at all. It was no more than a
scheme to lure Arthur T. Rutledge and
his son to a lonely spot near Eagle Rock
with $50,000. The letters, or the sup-
posed letters, would be retained for pur-
poses of additional blackmail in the
future. Tonight’s transaction was to be
nothing but a hold-up.

And if there was any resistance,
death would be the penalty. That was
why Harry and Feroni had arranged for
an alibi.

Murder! What did it mean to these
calloused brutes? All part of a night’s
work-

E7ERONI had said: “In case anything
* goes wrong. . . .” And something
would go wrong, of course. Junior Rut-
ledge would insist upon seeing the let-
ters before his father handed over the
money, and Feroni would produce the
sheets of empty paper. Then Feroni
would know that the game was up. And
he and Harry would slaughter both the
Rutledges. Without ever giving them a
chance to fight.

Cora went cold all over.

She heard Feroni go outside, and in-
stantly she was on her feet. But she
heard the key turn— she was locked in!
—and then footsteps crossed the hall-
way, the elevator door opened and shut,
the elevator whined diminishingly in its
descent.

Frantic, she tried the door. It was a
heavy door, much too heavy for her to
think of breaking open.

She remembered having seen a fire
escape. She ran to a window which
looked out upon a side street, opened
this, crawled out, and stumbled down
to the sidewalk, dropping the last ten
feet.

She hurried around to the front of
the building, where two automobiles
were parked, one of them the car Feroni
had been driving, the other a roadster
with the top down.

The two men she had glimpsed in the
apartment house lobby, through the big
glass front door. They were buttoning
their overcoats, whispering together.
They had not seen her.

There was nobody in sight. She
might bang upon the door of one of the
nearby houses, get to a telephone, call
the police. But all that would take
time. People would think she was
drunk, smelling as she did of whisky.

This was near the edge of the city.
Harry and Feroni would go fast; and
probably before policemen could be
summoned the killing would be finished.

Besides, she didn’'t even know the lo-
cation of the proposed rendezvous, ex-
cept that it was somewhere near Eagle
Rock.

She ran to the two automobiles. The
roadster was long, bright red, a foreign
car. They wouldn’t use that: it would
be remembered by anybody who hap-
pened to see it.

So he got into the back seat of the
limousine. She lay upon the floor, slip-
ping her pistol from its leg holster.

A moment later Feroni and his com-
panion climbed into the front seat.

Harry drove, very fast, and Feroni
talked. “We don't get rough with 'em
so long as they behave themselves. We
just tell 'em we’ve decided to keep the
letters anyway, to be on the safe side,
an’ that the best thing for them to do is
not to tell the cops anything about this,
or otherwise we’ll publish the letters,
see? But if anything goes wrong, if
they get fresh or anything, you slip
around back of 'em an’ slug 'em with
the butt of your gat. I'll give you the
high sign.”

“Why slug 'em? Why not shoot 'em?
Nobody’d hear anything, out there.”

“Because that’d be murder, an’ this
guy Rutledge being a big millionaire
it’”d mean a lot of fuss. Of course, we're
covered anyway— we got our alibi—
but still there’s no sense takin’ any
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chances. By slugging 'em we can make
it an accident, see? We just stick 'em
back into the car, an’ one of us drives
that over to Eagle Rock, an’ then we
run it off the cliff. Nobody’s goin’ to
know, when they shovel up what’s left
of those guys then, that they was
slugged, see? | got a flask with me, an’
we'll sprinkle a little liquor on ’‘em
first, so’s it’ll look like they was drunk
and crashed through the fence there.
It’ll be a cinchl There ain’t a gas sta-
tion or a hot dog stand or anything be-
tween there an’ the top of the rock.
That’s one reason why | picked this

place, see?”
“1 get it,” said Harry, and chuckled.
“Sure | get it!”

“All that,” Feroni reminded him, “is
just in case there’s any trouble.”

“1 got an idea there will be, though.”

“Yeah. | got an idea there will be
too.” He loosened his gun in its hol-
ster under his left arm. “Well, here we
are.”

"1 TIE spot had been well picked. It

was lonesome, bare, flat. It was on
a side road, where there was almost no
traffic at night. Not even a farmhouse
was within hailing distance. And there
were no bushes, no trees, no large rocks,
nothing behind which men could be con-
cealed in order to spring a trap on the
blackmailers.

Arthur T. Rutledge and his son had
been standing beside their limousine
when the other car arrived. Now they
walked forward to meet the two crimi-
nals. They were both in evening
clothes.

Junior Rutledge was about the same
height as his father, a breath under six
feet; but he was thinner, and so he
looked taller; he was compact, springy,
an athlete.

“Well, have you got those letters.”

“Sure, we got them,” Feroni said.
“You got the dough?”

“Let’s see the letters first. We in-
sist on having them in our hands before
we pay you a cent. We’'ll pay tonight,
but that’s the end!”

“Okay,” Feroni drawled, glancing
significantly at his partner. He drew a
bundle from his inner coat pocket and
handed this to young Rutledge. “Okay,
if you're goin’ to be tough about it.”

Junior Rutledge and his father were
close together, leaning over the letters.

“These are the right envelopes, any-
way,” Junior muttered. He opened one
of them, and stared at a blank sheet of
paper. He opened the other three
hastily— and found the same in each.

“So that's the game? So you're go-
ing to—"

There was a scream from the Feroni
automobile, the crack of a pistol.

Junior Rutledge heard a grunt of
amazement behind him, and wheeled to
find Harry with a clubbed gun raised
high. It was a moment for quick think-
ing. Junior hit, and hit hard— a thud-
ding right to Harry's jaw— and the
gangster crumpled without a sound.

There was another shot, two more.
A girl in white came running from the
parked automobile.

Joe Feroni’'s pistol was out like a
flash. Once it spoke— but only once.

Arthur T. Rutledge ran for his car
to get a weapon he had concealed in a
side pocket. But his son, not at all cer-
tain of what all this was about, saw one
thing clearly: that Feroni was trying to
kil a woman. So Junior Rutledge
grabbed Feroni’s wrist before the
second shot could be fired.

They fell to their knees, struggling,
Junior pushing the pistol hand further
and further back.

Feroni made one last desperate ef-
fort to wrench himself free. There was
a muffled roar, the smell of burning
clothes, and suddenly Feroni went limp.
He swayed for a moment, there on his
knees at the side of the road. Then he
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fell sideways, and pistol dropped harm-
lessly to his side.

Junior Rutledge rose, to confront his
rescuer. He thought he had never seen
such a lovely girl.

She was tucking a smoking automatic
into a holster strapped just above the
knee, and be gasped at the glimpse of an
exquisitely shaped leg sheathed in silk.

Then she drew four letters from the
neck of her fluffy white evening gown,
and thrust these into Junior’s hands.

“You were a fool for writing these in
the first place,” she whispered, “and
you were both fools for coming out here
tonight. Now drive away as fast as you
can.”

She started off.
“Wait!” he cried. “You’re hurt!”
CHE smiled fleetingly at the place on

the back of her right hand where
Feroni’s bullet had creased her. It was
no more than a short, nasty scratch,
now filling slowly with blood.

“It’s all right,” she said. “It’s noth-
ing.”

She ran back to the other car before
Junior could say a word, and a moment
later he was staring after a bobbing
scarlet tail light as a man stares after a
departed vision.

Arthur T. Rutledge hurried back
with a gun.

“l didn’t see her! Who was she?”

“l don't know,” breathed Junior,
“but I certainly wish | did!”

Cora Phillips, when she entered her
boss’s office the next morning, found
Arthur T. Rutledge, Jr., there. She
nodded, expressionless.

She was holding a handkerchief over
the back of her right hand, and trying
to seem casual, matter-of-fact about it.
But Junior Rutledge had caught sight
of the wound there, and gaped at her,
blinking.

“My son is going into the business

with me,” Rutledge, Sr., explained.
“Thought it might keep him out of
mischief. That— uh— that matter |
spoke to you about yesterday after-
noon, by the way, has been satis-
factorily arranged.”

Neat, efficient, quiet, as always, she
placed some papers in front of the Presi-
dent of Standard Products Corpora-
tion.

“I'm glad to hear it,” she said. She
was dressed in a prim tailored suit,
severe, practical; and flat-heeled shoes;
and wool-and-lisle stockings. She wore
horn rimmed glasses, and her hair was
combed back over her ears as straight
as a recently achieved marcel wave
would permit. “There’'s no hurry
about any of these except the two top
ones. Mr. Montgomery was here about
the Watson contracts, but he said there
was no need to bother you, so we ar-
ranged it all outside at my desk. He
asked about the Fisher merger, and |
told him it was as good as settled al-
ready.”

“And | suppose it is, with you doing
all the work.” Arthur T. Rutledge
looked up at her, nodding admiration.
“1 don’'t know what I'd do without you,
Cora.”

“Thank you.” But she didn’t smile.
She said politely to Junior, “1'm glad to
hear you're going to be with us,” then
she quit the office without a sound.

“A remarkable woman,” Arthur T.
Rutledge said. “A pure business ma-
chine, if there ever was one. | admire
her enormously, but sometimes she al-
most gives me the shivers— she’s so effi-
cient! Sheisn’t human!”

Junior Rutledge still was staring
after her, and there was a faraway look
in his eyes.

“l wonder...” he murmured.

A MOMENT later, he said: “Ex-
4 1 cuse me, Dad,” and went out to
the anteroom where Cora Phillips had
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her desk. She was standing behind the
desk, sorting some cards in a filing case,
and her hands trembled at sight of him,
and she found it difficult even to breathe
evenly, much less appear businesslike.
But she was telling herself that she
should not permit herself to feel this
way, ever. She was a business woman.
She must be efficient, impersonal.

He looked at her quietly for a mo-
ment or two.

She swallowed. “Yes?” she asked,
striving to keep her voice low and cool.
“Is there something | can do for you?”

“There is. You can permit me to

take you to dinner some time soon and
get better acquainted.”

The hands that held the filing case
trembled more violently than ever. She
nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

“Tonight perhaps? At seven?”

Again she nodded. She kept repeat-
ing to herself that she must be calm, col-
lected.

“That's settled, then.” But in the
doorway of his father’s office, Junior
Rutledge paused. “And 1'd appreciate
it,” he added slowly, “if you wore that
white dress again.”

The filing case crashed to the floor.

10 SMASHING ACTION-PACKED STORIES!

Guns for a Lawman.................

............... Eugene Cunningham

A sleul! with « bullet-hole and a dead man that was a living killer—The Brasos Kid busts

open this case with smoking guns.

Powdersmoke Guardian...........

..................... James P. Olsen

Bank-busters stay clear of this two-gun lawmanl

Texas Style....oooieiiiiiiiiniiian,

............................ Rex Evans

Riley was Texas bred and he didn't savvy this lynching, so ha broke it up— Lone Star style.

Owlhooter's Nemesis..............

....................... L. R. Sherman

Outlaw Valley— where a wandering waddy is greeted with dying lead and nearly dies with

his boots on.

Tophand Nester......cooeveiiiinnn...

........................... James Hall

You couldn't run this fighting fool off by just raising a lot of gunsmokel

Bullets for a Killer..................

........................ John Lawson

Father meets son end bullets fly close in a gunsmoke welcome.

Trigger Talker..........oooalt.

..................... Carmony Gove

It was the only language this hard-case town understood!

Boothiil Angel.............ooooilL

........................ T. K. Hawley

He was dead broke and of no good, but a cowboy— and he pledged his life to save a

woman's happiness.

Badmen Not Wanted................

................ Raymond S. Spears

Nerve end patience was Benson's formula for handling tough hombres.

South of the Border.................

............ Henry Herbert Knibbs

This fighting Americano gunslicks a bad border hombre.

AND A SPECIAL SHORT NOVEL

Red Trails of Renegades..........

..................... J. E. Grinstead

Across a vengeance trail strewn with dead men the kid tracks down his dad's murderer

and blasts him into a boothiil finish.

all in the latest issue now on sale!

WESTERN SHORT STORIES Is a Rod Circle magazine.

Look ter the Red Circle

oa the'cover!



C-O-D--CASH OR Z )eath/

by Gary Sheene

HE little man, the tailor Eman-
I uel Swartz, was pressing a suit;
but his thoughts were not on this
routine operation and resembled more
those of a soldier in a front-line trench
expecting shell fire.

When Serra— the young man with a
scar who, every week, collected ten dol-
lars each from the small tailor shops
for the Big Guy who had the tailor
racket— came in. Emanuel was going to
refuse to pay. His face, which nature
had made somewhat putty-like and in-
expressive, depicted the struggle which
his mild and placating spirit had been
through before he reached this desper-

ate determination; his situation was in-
deed desperate.

For two months the rent of the shop
had not been paid and Emanuel saw no
way of paying it. His wife and chil-
dren had had to go to live with her
brother, Gustave, who was failing as
a market gardener on a plot of ground
he rented in the suburbs. Every Sun-
day Emanuel journeyed by elevated and
trolley-car and a two-mile walk, to take
them what money he could, which some-
times was ten dollars. More often it
was eight, or six; and this week, if he
paid Serra, it would be not more than
three.

While Serra was
unconscious he sewed him
tightly in linens.

When gunmen crowded little Swartz, it was they who needed
protection!

2
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In the immediacy of these misfor-
tunes, Emanuel only occasionally recol-
lected that the doctor had told him,
some time before, that if he did not get
outdoors more he would not live very
long and had suggested California.
California? That was something to
laugh about bitterly— ha! hal A man
who could not feed his children should
take a vacation and go to California!

\Y/HEN the bell over the front door

”  of the shop tinkled, Emanuel left
the pressing machine and went and
peered through the opening between the
two rooms. The arrival was Serra,
right enough.

Serra was a sleekly fat young man,
who probably ate a good many times a
day, for his skin had a smooth and oily
appearance. His clothes were the most
expensive money could buy and in the
latest and most pronounced style; they
always were brand-new. His face had
an unreadable and aggressive expres-
sion which the scar extending from his
temple across his cheek and down un-
derneath his collar made threatening
and, to Emanuel, terrifying.

Behind Serra, Emanuel could see
through the street door that there was
no car in front of the shop and he took
note of this fact unconsciously. Some-
times Serra came in a car with two or
three other young men who waited
while he got the money; sometimes he
came in a car alone; occasionally he
walked. This was one of the times
when he was alone and walked.

“All right, Swartz,” he invited; and
this indiacted that he was ready to re-
ceive the money. His voice was gut-
tural, and habit made it purposely un-
pleasant.

Emanuel pulled himself desperately
together and moved to the pressing
board behind the counter, so that Serra
could not see how his knees were shak-
ing.

. — mf A

— >

“Nossir, Mr. Serra,” he said deter-
minedly. “I got no ten dollars.”

He had meant to say outright that
he would not pay, but when it came to
the point he said he did not have it,
which was untrue.

“Sure, you got it,” Serra told him
confidently. “It don’t mean nothing to
you, Swartz, because you charge it on
the customers.”

“Mr. Serra,” Emanuel said in agony,
“for ten months | been waiting there
should be someone like that, some cus-
tomers, and | ain’t seem them yet.”

Serra stood looking at him steadily
and terrifyingly.

“You remember, Swartz,” he said
“when you first opened this shop you
didn’t want to pay and the shop got
busted into by somebody, | don’'t know
who, and six suits of clothes got burned
up with acid.”

“Sure, | remember, Mr. Serfa. My
troubles begun with settling with the
customers for them six suits.”

“You don’t want nothing like that to
happen again, do you? You want to
stay in business.”

“Sure. | got to stay in business. |
got five children.”

THERE was no use kidding himself

that he was courageous; he was
scared to death, and only the memory of
his family made it possible for him to
speak connectedly. But he, he re-
minded himself, should take ten dollars
out of the mouths of his children so that
Serra and the Big Guy could ride in
limousines!

He leaned across the counter plead-
ingly.

“Mr. Serra, you don’t understand
this proposition. What troubles | got,
Mr. Serra!  The guy what sold me this
shop made crooked books on me. So
much pressing, the books said; so much
cleaning, even so many suits got made
here. There ain’t none of them things.
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What books would have told the truth
the guy burned up. Ten months | been
here and every month | got less than
what | got the month before. Now I
got nothing. You tell the Big Guy, Mr.
Serra, ‘I seen Swartz and Swartz ain't
got no money.’”

But Serra had not been coming into
the shop every week without learning
something of its customs and arrange-
ments. He walked silently past Eman-
uel into the rear room, where was the
big moth-proof and air-tight closet for
the storage of clothing. He pulled open
the door of the closet, switched on.the
light, went in and picked up the tin box
in which Emanuel kept his money,
fingering the small bills it contained un-
til he had counted ten of them, and stood
looking at the two which were left as
though he might take those also on ac-
count.

“1 knew you had it all right, Swartz,”
he said comfortably and triumphantly,
grinning.

When Emanuel saw Serra coming to-
ward him out of the vault, putting the
ten dollars into his pocket, Ids brain, in
rage and resentment, stopped working.
There was nothing startling in his
brain’s not working; but what was
amazing and utterly unprecedented was
that simultaneously his body galva-
nized into action. He rushed at Serra
with a loud cry and pushed violently
at his chest with his thin arms; and as
Serra, taken off his guard, staggered
and fell backward into the closet,
Emanuel, with practically a single mo-
tion, crashed the door shut and locked
it.

'X'HEN he leaned against the door of
* the closet, sick and shaken through
and through with terror, while he lis-
tened to Serra’s muffled voice shouting
and cursing. Oh! what had he done?
A man could not live very long in that
air-tight closet, whose atmosphere was

heavy with preservatives for clothing.
In a few minutes at most he would have
to let Serra out. Then what? Serra’s
threats left no doubt as to what would
be immediately ensuing. He, Emanuel
Swartz, would be bumped off. Marietta
Swartz would be left without a husband,
and five children— whose names were
Percival, Millicent, Waldo, Imogene
and Ferdinand— would then have no
father.

At this inopportune moment, the bell
above the shop door gently tinkled, de-
noting a customer. Emanuel wiped the
cold sweat of terror from his face and
steeled himself and gathered himself
together. The customer, with an
alarmed and questioning look, was lis-
tening to the muffled noises. Emanuel
carefully closed the door between the
two rooms and faced about with a sickly
smile.

“Such boys!” he said. “Outside, in
back, they always make such noises,
cursing and yelling.”

The customer, he saw anxiously, ap-
peared to accept this explanation. He
had come for a suit left to be cleaned
and he was very particular in examin-
ing it. Before he had finished, a second
customer came in and, after him, a
third. This itself was amazing. Usually
not as many as three customers came
in in a whole day. They apparently had
time unlimited at their disposal, and
were deliberate about everything; the
third one even stopped and talked about
the weather. As soon as they were
gone, Emanuel tore open the door be-
tween the two rooms and listened at the
door of the closet. There had been no
noises since before the second customer
had come in, and now with his ear
against the door he could hear nothing.
It was not possible that in so short a
time Serra could be dead; but, as a mat-
ter of fact, Emanuel, in his excitement,
could not form any idea how long the
time had been.



24 STAR DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

L I1E walked up and down, wringing
* N his hands. He could not leave
Serra in there any longer, but when he
opened the door he knew what was go-
ing to happen; Serra would rush out at
him and bump him off. Or else Serra
would be dead. Either way it would
be entirely horrible. Emanuel went on
tiptoe to the door of the closet and si-
lently unlocked it and, with his body
shaking violently, opened it inch by
inch until he could peer in.

Serra was lying on his back, with his
legs wide apart and his hands pressed
to bis throat. He was dead, Emanuel
decided. He dragged the door wide
open and rushed in and seized Serra by
the feet and pulled him out to where the
air was better. Serra’s face was dis-
colored, his eyes were closed but his
heart was still beating. The cold sweat
which had been running down Eman-
uel's legs because Serra was dead now
ran more freely because he foresaw
that presently Serra would be coming
to himself.

He looked desperately around the
shop, but there was nothing there with
which Serra could be tied, but there
were pieces of linen. Laboring in haste
and panting, he wrapped them tightly
around Serra’s body, enclosing his legs,
and then around his arms, and sewed
them with strong stitches. Then, see-
ing with terror that Serra’s eyes were
about to open, he pushed a piece of the
cloth into Serra’s mouth and tied a strip
over his mouth and around his head so
as to gag him. Serra’s eyes opened with
a dazed expression which changed with
returning consciousness to amazement
and fury, and he attempted to struggle,
but his arms and legs remained immov-
able.

Emanuel looked on in misery. “I
didn't go to do nothing to you, Mr.
Serra,” he asserted placatingly. “I'm
sorry what I did. | know what you'd
do to me if you got loose.”

He fled from the threatening anger
in Serra’s eyes to the front room and
sat down behind the counter with his
hands pressed against his temples. This
was terrible. What he wanted most was
to tell Marietta about this and get ad-
vice from her, but Marietta was twenty
miles away and he had on means of
communicating with her. Several times
he went in and stared silently and in-
quiringly at Serra, but the malevolent
gaze sent him hastily back to the front
room. It was plain that he could not
release Serra without disastrous conse-
guences to himself, but neither could he
leave him as he was. He could think
of nothing that could be done and the
problem appeared to him unsolvable.

At seven o'clock, after taking a final
look at Serra, he locked the front door
of the shop and took a street car to the
neighborhood where his old shop had
been and borrowed from his friend,
Guldensup. the grocer, the small truck
with which Guldensup delivered grocer-
ies, promising to return it in the morn-
ing filled with gasoline.

Emanuel had learned to drive by ex-
perimenting with an antique and vi-
brant car which his brother-in-law,
Gustave, had bought for fifteen dollars
for his market business. He parked the
delivery-wagon in front of the tailor
shop and waited for the streets to be-
come deserted; and at two in the morn-
ing, panting and sweating with effort
and apprehension, he performed the
stupendous task of getting Serra out of
the shop and into the truck, and closed
the rear of the truck upon him so that
he could not be seen.

]7 MANUEL, driving north through

' empty streets and then along coun-
try roads, with a weight of guilt upon
him, realized that he was now a crim-
inal. He perceived— rather dimly, to
be sure, but terrifyingly— how easy it
was to get into crime. One performed



C. O, D.—CASH OR DEATH! 25

some impulsive and unconsidered ac-
tion, such as pushing a tough young
man into a closet, and thereafter every
criminal step followed of necessity and
was done merely to protect oneself. It
was not yet quite daylight when he
reached Gustave’s shack, standing with
no other building near it, and Gustave,
aroused by the arrival of the car, came
to the door pulling on his trousers over
his nightclothes.

“Get Marietta,” Emanuel told him
briefly.

Gustave turned back to arouse his
sister and then came out again. Gus-
tave was not bright; his struggling in-
telligence could not be much astonished
at anything that happened, because
everything was so inexplicable to him
that events looked very much alike. So
he accepted as a matter of course that
Emanuel should arrive unexpectedly in
a strange truck at four in the morning,
but when Emanuel opened the rear of
the truck and showed him Serra, a look
of mild surprise came over his features.

“Don’t ask nothing,” Emanuel com-
manded him. “Just help me.”

Between them they pulled Serra out
of the truck, lifted him and carried him
into the lean-to behind the Kkitchen
where they laid him down and Emanuel
took the gag out of his mouth.

“Now you can yell, Mr. Serra,” he
said politely, “because nobody hears
you here and it don’t get you nothing,
except maybe you wake up the
children.”

But Serra did not yell. When he had
worked the cramp out of his jaws and
moistened his dry tongue, he burst into
a flood of threats and oaths which
turned Emanuel’s blood to ice and made
Gustave study him with bewildered ad-
miration. Then Marietta, coming upon
this scene through the kitchen door,
with four children in their nightclothes
trailing behind her, stopped in amaze-
ment and alarm. The children, not un-

derstanding any more than their mother
what was going on, but accustomed to
accept their father’s actions as correct,
showed only curiosity.

“What is all this?”
manded.

Marietta de-

C MANUEL put his arm around her
*—* and led her back into the kitchen.
“This is the guy that came every week
for the ten dollars, Mamma.” And he
explained to her what had happened,
while she sat and wept with anxiety and
fear.

“But why did you bring the guy
here?” she asked. “We can’t do noth-
ing with him here, and if he gets loose
he bumps off all of us, maybe even the
baby.”

“l couldn’t think what | could do,
Mamma, so | bring him out here so
that you should help me think about
it.”

“/ should think!” Marietta returned,
unhappily. “I got no thoughts for such
a case like this, except that now you
bring the guy here you got to stay here
with us.”

“l got to go back to the shop,
Mamma.”

“What good is the shop? Probably
next month the landlord takes it away
from us anyhow.”

“1 got people’s clothe? there. Be-
sides, | got to take Guldensup his truck
back. But I come back quick this eve-
ning, Mamma.”

Emanuel returned the truck, filled
up with gasoline as he had promised,
and took a street car back to the shop,
but it was impossible for him to do any-
thing after he got there.

A little after noon a car stopped in
front of the shop and three hard-faced
and carefully and inordinately well-
dressed young men got out and came in.
At sight of them Emanuel’'s knees
turned to water and he sat down sud-
denly on the stool behind the counter
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because he could not stand up, but his
face kept desperately a look of in-
nocence and placidity.

“You seen Serra?” one of the young
men asked.

“Yessir, mister,” said Emanuel. “He
come in yesterday, mister.”

“You know anything about him
since?”

“Nossir, mister. He come in and |
give him ten dollars and he went away.”
“Did he say where he was going?”

“Nossir, he didn’t say nothing about
that.” Then by immense mental effort
Emanuel accomplished a speech of du-
plicity. “Did something happen by Mr.
Serra?” he asked innocently.

But the young men did not answer
that. When they had gone, Emanuel
sank forward onto the counter, very
nearly fainting. They would go to
other places, asking questions, and they
would find out that this was the last
place Serra had been. Then they would
come back. It did not occur to Emanuel
that even imaginations accustomed to
ideas of variegated violence would not
be able to picture him, Emanuel Swartz,
as having done harm to Serra.

He must close up the shop. He could
not go back and forth between the shop
and Gustave’s without being followed,
and they would find out where Serra
was. Fortunately, no one in the neigh-
borhood knew where Gustave lived;
Emanuel had been ashamed that he
could not support his wife and children
and he had told the neighbors only that
they had gone to the country.

D Y late afternoon the shop was empty.
Emanuel locked the place and
stuck the key under the door where, if
he died before he could return, the land-
lord would find it, and hurried to the
elevated to go back to Gustave’s.
When, walking so fast he panted, he
came in sight of the shack, his heart
leaped to see Millicent, Imogene and

Waldo contentedly playing. They at
least were still alive. Odors of cooking
which filled the yard told that Marietta
was getting supper.

Emanuel, before going into the house,
looked into the lean-to, where Serra ap-
peared to be talking with Percival. At
sight of him, Serra snarled and his
eyes glared yellow like those of a
trapped beast, so that Emanuel shrank
back shivering.

Marietta was bending over the stove
and Gustave sat watching her. So here,
at least, everything was all right. But
as he looked at them, he became less
certain it was all right.

“Has something happened here?”
Emanuel asked anxiously.

“Pretty near something happened,”
his wife answered. “Pretty near Gus-
tave let that guy loose.”

Emanuel turned in horror to Gus-
tave.

“The guy offered money to Gustave
should he let him go,” Marietta ex-
plained.

Emanuel went and stood accusingly
in front of Gustave, who hung his head
in shame.

“You done that, Gustave?”

“Sure,” Gustave confessed in contri-
tion. “I begun to unsew him but then |
thought first 1 should ask Marietta.
Marietta says, would I let the guy loose,
he would bump us all off and then he
would take the money back.”

Emanuel looked from his wife’s un-
compromising countenance to Gustave’s
bowed head. After all, nothing actually
had happened.

“You done right to ask Marietta,
Gustave,” he said consolingly. “Always
ask Marietta.”

“Gustave didn’t want the money for
himself; he wanted it for all of us,”
Marietta explained.

OUT Emanuel, no longer listening,
went and sat down and put his face
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into his hands.

“Mamma, | don't know what we
should do,” he said despairingly. “I
don’t know nothing.”

“First you should eat.”

He looked at her gratefully. He
would probably be able to think better
after he had eaten.

“After you eat,” she said, “I tell you
what we do.”

He looked up at her quickly. “You
got it thought out, Mamma, what we
should do?” he asked her eagerly.

“Sure. | got it thought.”

Immense gratitude toward her flowed
in on him. He could always depend on
her.

“1 eat better,” he said, “should you
tell me now.”

She surveyed him in doubtful consid-
eration and decided in his favor.

“We go away from here, Papa,” she
said, “somewhere far off. Maybe we
take some other name, not Swartz, so
they don't find us.”

“We can’t go nowhere, Mamma.”

“Sure. In Gustave's car. Gustave
goes too.”

“Mamma, that car comes from too
far out of past times. We don't get
twenty miles in it and it fails into ten
thousand pieces.”

“Whatever place that happens we
buy us a new car.”

“Mamma, we got no money to buy no

car. We got no money to buy us noth-
ing.”
CHE held the spoon poised over the
~  pan she had been stirring. “How
I knew the guy meant to take the
money back,” she stated, “was he of-
fered so much to Gustave should he let
him go. Five grand.”

“Five grand?” Emanuel echoed in
astonishment. “Five thousand dollars?
From where would he get so much
money?”

“In lus pants pocket.”

“1 don’t believe it. He ain’t got no
five grand.”

“] seen it,” Gustave asserted. “He
said | should unsew him over his pants
pocket and take the money out and look
at it and put it back.”

“We take the five grand out of his
pocket,” Marietta concluded happily,
“and we go.”

Emanuel’'s heart sank with disap-
pointment. So this was her plan! It
was no good. He would go a long way
to relieve the needs of his family, but he
could not steal, could not take money
out of Serra’s pocket.

“No, Mamma. Already | done
enough that's bad, ain’t 1? For what
they call it kidnapping this feller | get
sent to prison if they catch me, and you
ain’t got no husband and the children
ain’'t got no father. What happens to
you then?”

She sighed; when he took that tone
she knew there was no hope of moving
him. Then she went and called the chil-
dren to come in and get ready for sup-
per. They came in and Millicent began
to wash the hands of the younger ones.
Emanuel sat with head bowed, staring
at the floor. It was all bad, awful. The
children looked at him with trusting
eyes, as though he were really— as, in-
deed, they thought he‘ was— someone
great and powerful; they never ques-
tioned that he would feed 2nd take care
of them. It was terrible to think that
he was not able to do it.

rT tHEN Percival, who had not come in
1 with the others, came to the door be-
tween the lean-to and the kitchen.

“The guys says you should give him
something to eat,” he announced.

“Sure. He eats pretty quick,” Eman-
uel answered. “How soon is supper,
Mamma?”

She looked at him as though she were
not going to answer. “In five minutes,”
she said finally.
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“What is for supper?”

“Onion soup, and Gustave went and
got some meat so we got now Spanish
stew and, for after, pudding with
sauce.”

Emanuel went out into the lean-to.

“You going to starve me, Swartz?”
Serra demanded. He was not, for some
reason, threatening now; he was ques-
tioning and even conciliatory.

“Nossir, Mr. Serra. Supper is in a
couple of minutes.”

“l get some, do 1? Remember,
Swartz, | ain’t ate nothing since yester-
day. Four or five times since then
I ought to have ate and no one gives
me nothing.”

Emanuel was astonished. “You ain’t
et, Mr. Serra?” he inquired incredu-
lously.

The glare in Serra’s eyes seemed to
him now not anger but hunger, and he
could imagine that the stout body had
grown smaller under its wrappings. He
returned to the kitchen door.

“Mamma, ain’'t you fed Mr. Serra
nothing?”

CHE turned to him defiantly. “You
k-' ain’'t said nothing 1| should feed
him, and | ain’t had no more than just
enough for us and the children. You
would want maybe that Waldo and
Imogene should go hungry so that fat
guy can eat!”

“No, Mamma; no, Mamma; but we
got to feed him.”

“He should pay for it then,” she an-
swered angrily.

His uncertain stare at her changed
to startled exultation. Such a look Mrs.
Issac Newton and Mrs. Galileo and
Mrs. Einstein must have seen on their
husbands’ faces when the great idea,
long sought and elusive, flowered, sud-
denly dazzling and exalting them.

“Mamma, always you got it thought
out, always you got it the big idea that
makes everything come out right. Sure,

the customer should pay! Many times
he says that to me. Mamma, you are
wonderful!”

He took the paper the meat had been
wrapped in and wrote on it in big let-
ters:

Onion SOUP .coceevveevieecieeeeen, $300
Spanish stew ......cccccceeevnennne, $500
Pudding with sauce................ $200

He took the paper out and pinned it
on the wall of the shack, where Serra
could read it.

“What’s that?” Serra demanded.

“Bill of fare, Mr. Serra.”

“You gone nuts, Swartz? You think
I would pay you three hundred dollars
for a plate of soup?”

“1 don’t say yes, | don’t say no. You
got it plenty time to think about it.
Guys like you, Mr. Serra, don't care
what they spend because they don’t
work none but take their money off of
other people. Easy come, easy go. Many
times, | guess, like my son says, you sit
by some night clubs where you pay it
sixty dollars for a bottle of wine. Soup
for three hundred dollars is better. The
soup is good soup and the wine ain’t
even wine yet.”

“Get out of here, Swartz!”

C MANUEL moved toward the
'—* kitchen, from which delicious odors
of food poured out into the lean-to.

“Hold on, Swartz! I'll pay you. |
got to eat. I'm starving.”

“Sure, Mr. Serra; and money ain’t
nothing when a guy has got to eat.”

Emanuel went on into the kitchen.
“First Mr. Serra eats, then gs,” he told
them. “I feed him.”

He took the supper which Mrs.
Swartz prepared and carried it out to
Serra.

“First money, Mr. Serra.”

“In my pocket,” said Serra, his nos-
trils drinking in the odors of the soup.

Emanuel felt in Serra’s pocket, took
from his roll two five-hundred-dollar

!
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bills and then began to feed him.

“Good food, Mr. Serra,” he said.
“You will enjoy it.”

When he went back into the kitchen
after feeding Serra, the others were at
the table. He showed the bills to his
wife, then gave them to her and she put
them in her bosom.

“Five times he eats,” he announced
comfortably, as he seated himself, “and
then we go away from here. You got
to think now, Mamma, how we do about
Mr. Serra. We can’t leave him tied up
here.”

“The way to do that,” Percival in-
formed them, “is from somewhere far
off you call up the police station. You
say, ‘If you go such-and-such a place
you'll find a man tied up.” When the po-
lice station says, ‘Who is talking?’ you
don’t answer even anything and hang
up.”

Emanuel looked at his son unhap-

pily. “He is ten years old,” he com-
mented, “and already he knows every-
thing how crooks do it. Like Mamma
said, we got to change our name. We
don’t call ourselves Swartz no more,
children. We call ourselves Black. You
got to learn that, all of you. Millicent,
what is your name?”

“Muillicent Black, Papa.”

“Waldo, what is your name?”

“Waldo Black, Papa.”

“What is your papa’s business?”

“l don’'t know, Papa. What is my
papa’s business?”

“He grows oranges in California.
Imogene Black, what is Papa’s busi-
ness?”

“He gwows owanges in Talifornia.”

“You are good children.” But he
looked at them sadly. For he was afraid,
with the terrible example he had set
them, they would all grow up to be
crooks.
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nature a timid man, nor one over-

imaginative.  Still, he possessed
enough imagination to permit, with the
passage of time, the transmutation of a
certain sensible respect for danger into
a vaguely annoying dread. He called it
a hunch, when he thought of it, but it
was something more than that. It was,
for Plug, the first really disturbing fear
of his life.

Plug was convinced more than ever
that it was a hunch when he responded
to a hail on Tenth Avenue one warm
summer night. He disliked to pick up

PLUG O'BANNION was not by

a UNMAN’S
by Gregory Regan

This taxi driver's fare paid off

with lead poison - but Plug

O’'Bannion had a special anti-
dote.

business on Tenth Avenue, but a pas-
senger had taken his cab from Grand
Central into the very depths of that
frequently sinister neighborhood, and
the beckoning hail caught him as he was
emerging.

He halted the cab at the curb before a
drab tenement house and threw open
the door for the slender, sharp eyed
young man who stood there waiting.
The young man made no instant move
to enter. Instead he turned his head
and addressed two men concealed in the
shadows of the tenement doorway. All
three then moved together, and quickly,
and the cab door slammed shut on their
very heels.

“All right. Chief, beat it,” ordered a
voice through the window at Plug’s
right ear. “Cut across to the East Side.
We’'ll tell you where to stop later.”
And the window slid in its groove and
was tightly closed.

For an instant Plug remained still, his
hands on the wheel, his wide black
brows gathered over his eyes in concen-
tration. He did not look around. Then
he slid the gear lever into low, shot the
cab forward, snapped into second and
into high, and went speeding along the
empty street. His head bent over the
wheel intently as though this were no
battered hack he drove, but a flying
racer.

Plug’s hunch had come true, and now
he knew it for a veritable hunch indeed.
The face of the second man to enter his
cab had been visible in the light of the
street lamp for a scant second. It was
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a face Plug knew, a countenance which
months before had been forcibly im-
pressed on his memory. Its aspect was
to Plug unlovely and unwelcome.

"“THOSE months counted up to more

than a year, and that day Plug had
been in good humor because intermit-
tent spring showers had brought a rush
of business. Late fn the afternoon, close
to shift time, Plug had cruised leisurely
up Lexington Avenue. Near a quiet
crossing a speedy sedan had suddenly
started from the curb in high, and Plug
had barely escaped a bad side scrape.
Jamming on the brakes, Plug sent a
wrathy oath after the reckless driver of
the sedan. And then his wrath was dis-
tracted by the outcries of a white coated
man who came running out of the cor-
ner drug store, hands tearing despair-
ingly at his hair. Plug was of the city;
he knew he had witnessed the getaway
after a holdup.

In an instant, and somewhat to the
surprise of all concerned, a policeman
was on the scene. He too was of the
city, and the fleeing sedan was no
sooner pointed out than he leaped on
Plug's running board.

“Come on, after them!” he barked.

“But— " began Plug. His taxi could
never hope to outdistance that power-
ful sedan.

“Move, damn you!” roared the cop.

Plug moved.

Of the two the policeman was the
wiser in this instance. There was traf-
fic on the avenue, and there were cross-
ings where officers on duty would on
principle strive to halt any car advanc-
ing at undue speed. There was a
chance, even with a battered, ancient
hack.

The pursuit lasted thirty blocks. The
sedan was unavoidably delayed several
times by knots of vehicles in the way,
and the road was cleared for the cab by
the mere presence of the officer cling-

ing to its side. The cab caught up. The
larger car was pocketed by a minor
jam and could not escape. The police-
man leaped from the running board and
thrust his service pistol in the face of
the sedan’s driver and the latter’s com-
panion. The pair surrendered. They
had gambled and lost.

Now that he could appreciate the
reason fdr the other car’s wild dash
from the curb, Plug felt quite imper-
sonal about the whole affair. He bore
the unhappy pair no resentment. That
he had aided in their capture was noth-
ing of his doing, and he would have felt
no disappointment had he failed. He
sat at the wheel as the officer made his
capture and looked on with keen inter-
est and nothing more.

The two bandits, however, were un-
able to regard the affair impersonally.
They knew that they faced severe
penalties; and two facts — first, that
sheer rashness had inspired the holdup
in broad daylight in such a neighbor-
hood; and second, that ill luck in the
person of an adjacent policeman
damned their enterprise— combined to
sour their natures. The driver, young,
slight, blond and sullen, said nothing;
but his partner, about thirty-five,
gnarled of face and frame, studied Plug
O’Bannion over the cop’s shoulder and
addressed him.

“You creeping Judas!” he said. His
voice was impressive with feeling. “1'm
going to remember your mug till they
carry me into the icebox. 1'm going to
meet it again sometime, and 1'm going
to stop long enough to take it apart in
little pieces. You sneaking rat— "

“Shut up!” said the cop.

“The hell—” began the man with the
gnarled face, but abruptly he subsided.

There was too bright and hard a
gleam in the cop’s eye. That cop had
silenced hard men before.

The incident was closed for Plug
O’Bannion after that. At least, he was
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relieved of further obligation to assist
the police department. He made cer-
tain of that by departing quietly dur-
ing the subsequent excitement, un-
noticed and unknown. He assumed,
correctly enough, that the pair were
tried and convicted. The newspapers
found too many other exciting items to
chronicle on the following day, and
Plug saw no record of the bandits’ fate.
He was satisfied. Plug wished only to
forget them.

A  MAN who knows his city as well

as Plug, however, may find it hard
to forget some things. Plug had
knocked around in the harder depths
of the town, and accident more than in-
tention had steered him clear of trou-
ble with the law in his reckless years of
youth. He had done unpleasant things,
but with the saving virtue of doing
them pleasantly.

He was good natured and innately
philosophic, and it was when he discov-
ered that there were things which he
balked at doing then he took to hacking.
The pay was satisfactory, and the con-
stant movement pleasant to his uncon-
ventional soul. He was thirty, big
framed, black haired and black eyed,
and an air of easy guilelessness con-
cealed his completely self-reliant deter-
mination to carry through to the very
end anything that seemed fair and
aboveboard to Plug O’Bannion.

Plug knew men of the city; it was
me of the hard won tricks of his trade.
He knew the type of which the out-
spoken bandit was a fair example. He
could read in those hard gray eyes
peering from the gnarled face an im-
placable spirit of hatred which time
would not weaken. That fellow might
realize in cooler moments that Plug was
an innocent victim rather than a par-
ticipant, but the fact would not daunt
him. In it all there was something of
an elemental law which has been form-

less since the beginning of time. It is
the law of the jungle.

It is also the way of the city.

“The helll” Plug argued with him-
self. “Why should 1| let that bozo
bother me? That imitation big shot—
with a stretch up the river to cool off
in. And if | should run into him, what
of that? I've put out a few false
alarms before, when they sounded off in
a way | didn't like.” Plug repeated,
eloquently, “The helll”

It was eloquent, but not completely
effective. Plug knew, as a hack driver,
that they might very logically meet once
again on the streets of the city; and he
knew also, as an instinctive student of
men, that neither would ever forget the
face of the other. What would happen
with that encounter he dared not ven-
ture to predict, but irritatingly, annoy-
ingly, a vague apprehension grew in
Plug’s heretofore untroubled mind. He
recognized it only as a hunch.

As he drove the three men across the
town from Tenth Avenue, that warm
summer night, Plug faced the fact that
his foreboding was well founded. The
second man, he of the gnarled face, had
been smiling. But he had not glanced
toward the cab driver, and the smile
meant nothing. The outcome must yet
be seen. Plug felt no fear now, but a
grim, cold interest in eventualities. He
had been too long ready for them, and
too long a stranger to panic, to be dis-
mayed.

At Lexington Avenue one of the
three ordered a halt and climbed out of
the cab, to disappear promptly down a
subway stairs. Plug was ordered to go
on.

At Third Avenue another departed,
wasting no time. The man with the
gnarled face and hard gray eyes re-
mained within. He told Plug to proceed
uptown on First Avenue.

It was on a clammy, odorous side
street in Harlem that the cab finally
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halted before an unkempt flat house.
Plug jerked on the brake and half
turned in the seat as his passenger
stepped from the cab.

“Well, what's the tariff, bud?” the
latter asked, pausing with hand in
pocket.

“l make it one buck thirty,” said
Plug— and waited.

TH E man drew forth a wad of crum-
pled bills. He fingered the wad
leisurely. His unhandsome face, which
looked as though it had once known in-
glorious service in the ring, was placid,
even faintly smiling, and the gray eyes
were masked by heavy lashes. Nearby
a group of loungers in the doofway of
a resort unidentifiable by any sign, but
obviously a cheap saloon, ceased their
desultory conversation to watch.

“That makes quite a lot | owe you,
doesn’t it?” asked the man.

“Well— " began Plug. He eased out
of the seat to face his passenger on the
sidewalk, a tall, hard figure of a man.
“1 guess it all depends on how you look
at it. One thirty won’'t make or break
anybody.”

“No,” agreed the other. “But when
I happen to owe more than that it's
tough on a heel like you.”

“Is it?” Plug’s whole body became
instinctively tense. “Give me the jack
and I'll fade, and you can hang me up
for anything else.”

The man uttered an epithet. He ut-
tered it casually, but it was the sort of
epithet which custom has decreed to be
anything but casual. The man devel-
oped the theme, his voice growing
colder and harder as he talked. Plug
stood motionless, his eyes fixed on the
man. He did not interrupt.

“1 spotted you from that doorway,”
said the man. “lI'd known you any-
where! I've been looking for you. |
waited almost a year to start looking
for you. And now— I've found you.”

“Yeah?” said Plug. “You found me.
Well, what about it?”

This was no challenge; it was a ques-
tion, a question Plug had been waiting
to utter for many months. He hung
upon the answer with a suspension of
all emotion.

“This,” said the man smoothly.

His move, too, was smooth. It
brought him close to Plug, and it
brought still closer a black, small, heavy
something, that appeared between
them with a flip of the man’s hand and
pressed gently into Plug’s body.

“You rate a good long ride, you
heel!” Electric, vengeful hate lashed
out with the words. “You rated it a
year ago. You were looking for it and
you had it coming.”

“Easy!” said Plug, in something of
a grunt. “What happened a year ago
was none of my doing.”

“Yes, damn you — but | spent ten
months in stir for what you did!”

The logic of this was certainly open
to question, but Plug refrained from
comment. He knew now what it was to
experience fear, he who had never
known before. This man wanted pay-
ment for his ten lost months, and he
intended to exact it from Plug, who
stood silent at this moment with a gun
thrust in his midriff. The group in the
nearby doorway did not stir. They
were interested, even fascinated, but
impartial. This man knew his neighbor-
hood.

The fellow stepped slightly back.
Plug’s shoulders hunched imperceptibly
in an instinctive attitude of defense.
The other’s lip curled.

“All right, you rat— take it!”

And Plug took it. What it was he did
not immediately know, for it consisted
of a sudden, agonized movement, and a
shower of stars that filled the night and
brought oblivion.

Awakening came suddenly but pain-
fully. Plug found himself piled into his
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cab in a heap. His driver's cap was
jammed down over his eyes, and his
head throbbed mercilessly. The effort of
orienting himself required a moment,
for Plug’s stunned sense of balance
functioned poorly just then. Presently,
sore but apparently sound, he pulled
himself to his feet on the sidewalk. It
was curious and surprising that the feat
was possible.

The block was empty. The door of
the nearby saloon was closed and de-
serted, though a dim light burned with-
in. On either avenue traffic rumbled by,
but no pedestrian ventured down the
street.

pL U G uttered a slow oath. It relieved
* some of the bitter wrath within. He
condemned himself for a complete
sucker to have let himself in for this.
Theextent of that which he had let him-
self in for was not at first apparent, but
certainly it was less than that fellow
would have desired, had he full op-
portunity to wreak his will. Despite the
throbbing, Plug’s head was not seriously
injured; exploring with his hand he
found a rising bump on one side. A
slashing blow with a gun can administer
severe punishment, but the stiff vizor
and band of the cap had saved him.
Plug glanced at the cab. It seemed un-
harmed. And then his hand shot to his
pocket, and Plug learned the worst. He
was cleaned— not a cent remained of a
bard and profitable day’s receipts.

Once again Plug cursed, and this
time with heartfelt abandon. The theft
was sheer wantonness, that was certain.
By it Plug was robbed not only of his
earnings but also of every dollar that
he, generous and improvident, owned in
the world. He glared up and down the
empty street, baffled. He threw his big
frame into the cab seat behind the
wheel. Jamming the lever into speed,
he shot away and went roaring up the
block toward the avenue.

Plug received scant sympathy when
he reported the unhappy affair to his
boss. The latter, a round, red faced,
angry man, heard the story standing on
the wet concrete of the garage floor just
outside his office.

“You sap!” he commented harshly.
“And you let him get away with it!
Why didn’t you call a cop?”

“What for?” demanded Plug. “To
weep on his shoulder or something?
What good was a cop?”

“What d’you think they’re good for?
Not a hell of a lot, but they couldn’t be
more helpless than you!” Plug’s em-
ployer probably had other troubles,
and this was the last straw. “Well, get
this— you better find that guy or you
stand the tariff yourself. There’ll be no
more of you chiselers making a monkey
out of me.”

Plug’s large mouth tightened.

“Easy with the cracks,” he said. “I
took plenty, and I'm not taking any
more from you.”

“Is that so?” retorted the red faced
man. “It that so? Well—we’'ll seel”

The office door slammed, and Plug
was left standing alone. He stared at
the panels a moment, then shrugged
and went his way. And as he went he
felt of his bruised skull gingerly and
thoughtfully.

Reporting for work next day, Plug
found awaiting him police orders to re-
pair to the local station house to report
his loss. He did so, philosophically re-
signing himself to the additional loss of
such time as the errand required. A
detective questioned him closely, and
then to Plug’s not very pleased surprise,
bade him go along on a visit to head-
guarters. He was given no explanation.

At the grim fortress on Center Street
Plug was received and questioned again
in one of the squad rooms— which one,
he was uncertain. It was a busy place,
and these were busy men. They were
too pre-occupied to give him more than
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cursory attention, it would seem, yet far
too interested to let the matter drop,
as Plug was now more than willing to
do.

Plug told of the first holdup and the
threat of the captured bandit. He could
not recall the exact date, nor had he
ever learned the fellow’s name. He told
of his ride with the three men and in-
cluded every word of the conversation
with his enemy. His story was received
without comment by an audience con-
sisting of an inspector and several plain
clothesmen. He repeated it at least
three times. After the last recital he
was left sitting’in idleness in a chair be-
side a desk while his inquisitors busied
themselves mysteriously at telephones
or with hurried errands and sober con-
ferences.

DLUG began to regard with increas-
* ing displeasure the fact that he was
missing a day’s work. The boss could
not make him pay for yesterday'’s loss,
but the thought offered poor consola-
tion for the fact that the boss would
on no account give Plug any remunera-
tion for time squandered on this un-
lucky affair.

One of the officers in the squad room
was a uniformed man who, when his
duties were not pressing, seemed to en-
joy a measure of idleness. Plug eyed
him for a time and, finally catching his
gaze, beckoned him over from the door-
way.

“How long do they keep a guy hang-
ing around here, Chief?” he inquired.

“You're here on that taxi holdup,
ain’'t you?” returned the officer.

“Yeah, but not from choice.”

“Well, I guess you'll have to grin and
bear it,” said the cop, grinning himself.
“You picked a bad time for trouble.
The whole department is on the jump
today, and | guess you're only small
potatoes.”

“What happened?”

“Ain’t you seen the papers?”
“Not yet.”

"[ "HE other paused, relishing his news.
* “Sid Cromwell got bumped off last
night.”

Plug stared, incredulous.

“Lord Almighty, no! Did they really
get him?”

“They did. 'They simply got tired of
Sidney Big Shot Cromwell running half
the rackets in town for his own exclu-
sive benefit, and gave him a one way
pass on the powder wagon. The depart-
ment picked him up dead in his room
at the Hotel Granada at dawn. He'd
been plugged by parties unknown
twelve hours or more.”

“Jeez, think of the biggest shot of
them all going on the spot!” This was
inside dope on that stratum of the city
which Plug knew best, and while he was
personally unaffected by the news, he
nevertheless found it of absorbing inter-
est. “Who did it?” he demanded.

“Wouldn’t half of New York like to
know?” jeered the officer. “Take a
guess. Take a whole lot of guesses.
They’ll never find the guy.”

“It don’t seem likely,” granted Plug.
“He must be a power in town this morn-
ing. Well, he had his nerve. It ain’t any
of my business— but I'll never thank
him for bumping off Cromwell the night

before | come down here. I'm out a
day’s work now.”

“Cheer wup. You still got your
health.”

The cop grinned amiably and then
hastened away in answer to a bellowed
summons from an inner office.

It was much later before the tedium
of Plug’s long wait was relieved. And
relief failed to come in time to allay a
growing nervousness. Plug respected
the police, but he bore them no affec-
tion. If they kept him this way after
he had told his tale in full there must
be a reason. Did they, for instance,
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suspect him of a hoax whereby he pre-
tended a holdup and appropriated the
cash that would otherwise have been
turned in to the boss? Such things have
happened, and cops are paid to be
suspicious.

A stocky, grizzled veteran of the
force approached Plug. A silent, Wise
looking younger officer trailed at his
heels. The elder studied Plug, lips
pursed thoughtfully.

“Well, me lad, you're in a bit of a
jam, ain’t you?” he offered.

“No kidding!” said Plug, with irony.

The detective smiled.

“It might not turn out so bad at that.
I think you can do something for us and
clear up your own case Completely.”

“Yes?” said Plug, waiting.

“Come along. I've got something to
show you.”

Plug quitted the chair gladly, and the
two officers escorted him out of the of-
fice and down the corridor. They pro-
ceeded leisurely, and meantime the
older man talked.

“You’'ve heard of the Cromwell mur-
der, haven't you?”

“1 just learned,” replied Plug.

“It’s a tough case, but maybe we can
crack it. We have sources of informa-
tion that have helped before, and are
helping now. | suppose you understand
what | mean.”

“l do.” Plug had heard of stool
pigeons before, and was well aware of
their fundamental importance in the
scheme of things; though the means be
shady, the end was incalculably worthy.

“Well,” continued the older man,
“we can tie the raspberry on a guy
named Mike Murtha — providing we
can find just the right touch of evidence.
We braced Mike early this morning,
but Mike has an alibi. He would, of
course. We don’t believe it, and he
knows we don’t. But he also knows that
we realize that most juries would be-
lieve it. He’s safe.”

“Yes?” encouraged Plug with inter-
est.

They entered a small room, occupied
solely by a table and a desk and several
chairs. The detective strode to the desk
and picked up a Stiff piece of cardboard
about the size of an ink blotter. He
glanced piercingly at Plug and, turning
the thing over, handed it to him.

“Is that your stickup?” the detective
asked.

On the cardboard were mounted the
twin pictures always taken of a con-
victed criminal, to be filed in the rogues’
gallery. Beneath them were names and
notations. Reading, Plug learned that
this was Mike Murtha. A glance at the
face told him instantly that it was also
his year old enemy.

IT is doubtful whether Plug O’'Ban-

nion ever faced a more momentous
decision. On his word depended the life
of a man — perhaps also of his own.
Plug could not guess just how he could
help fix the guilt of murder on Murtha,
but he knew that the detective looked
to him for an answer that would some-
how effect it irrevocably.

Sid Cromwell had meant nothing to
Plug, and his death, for all Plug knew,
might have been well deserved. Murtha,
beyond a matter of assault and trivial
robbery, meant little more. Plug had
never given trust or confidence to the
police. Had he the choice, he would
wish nothing better than to withdraw
himself entirely from these unpleasant

matters. And paramount among the
ways of the city is scorn for the
squealer.

“This guy,” said Plug slowly, “I
guess is out. | can’t say that I've ever
seen him.”

The detective’s brows rose and then
lowered gently, until a bright, hard
coldness lay concealed behind narrowed
eyelids.

“There is a crime called accessory
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after the fact of murder,” said the of-
ficer. “I've sent a dozen up the river
for it in my time.”

The barely veiled threat had the op-
posite effect than that intended. It
would, with Plug O’Bannion. It made
his decision final.

“1 wish you luck this time,” he said
innocently, and he handed the photo-
graphs to the detective with no further
word. No man would burn on the idle
word of Plug O’Bannion.

They left Plug to cool his heels in a
corner of the squad room; and, alone
again, Plug analyzed the situation and
tried to draw from it the conclusions
which tended to be of greatest benefit
to himself. The older detective’s threat
was exaggerated; so much he felt sure
of. Still, he was under suspicion of
theft, and the cops would not thank him
for refusing to aid them. If they became
convinced that he could help if he
would, they would find some means of
paying him off for his stubbornness.

Plug could not feel certain that they
were convinced, however. They had
skilfully matched his story with known
facts, and had unerringly selected Mur-
tha as the bandit whom he had helped
capture. Yet they had no record of
Plug’s participation, and they would
have difficulty proving it. They had
only his story to go on, and Plug could
develop a faulty memory hereafter if
necessary. Robbery was one thing, but
murder was entirely another, and Plug
had no wish to be drawn into it. Mur-
ders frequently come in pairs; and Plug
valued his own skin highly, while the
police valued only his testimony.

In any case, there was time to stall
them off for awhile. Before they could
scrutinize their records of a year gone,
and prove Plug conclusively the driver
of the taxi which captured the bandit
car, something might break which
would point the way to a safer conclu-
sion. Plug had been unable to shake

off a certain worry for more than a
year, and he balked at shouldering an-
other of even greater proportions.
They let Plug go free late in the after-
noon. He was informed that the rob-
bery of the night before would be in-
vestigated and that results would be
made known to him as they developed.
He was also made to understand that it
would probably be wise to think certain
matters over very carefully during the
coming day or two. Delicately they let
him know that flight or evasion of any
kind would go exceedingly ill with him,
and that it lay well within their power
to render adequate punishment. Plug
listened, thanked them impassively and
walked out of headquarters building.

"1 'HAT was an unpleasant night for
Plug O’Bannion. Being broke, he
ate in a restaurant where his credit was
always good and retired to his room for
the evening. And in his simple, com-
fortable room, he found himself unable
to do other than think unpleasant
thoughts. There was no escape.

Plug could but poorly tolerate being
afraid, and dread visited him now. He
dreaded the police, and infinitely more
he dreaded Murtha and all the man
represented. By staying neutral he
courted the enmity of the cops, which
was dangerous; and by siding with the
cops he won the vengeance of Murtha'’s
mob, which was fatal. Alone with him-
self, Plug growled and cursed futilely,
unable for the first time in his life, when
confronted with danger, to tear slash-
ingly into it and fight it to a successful
and intensely satisfying finish. Instead
Plug began to know something of how
it feels to be completely licked.

He reported for work next day, un-
certain of his reception at the garage.
The boss was not present, and his as-
sistant noncommittally checked Plug
out with a cab. Plug roved forth
through the streets and worked hard.
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But he avoided his usual haunts, warily
dodging trouble, and in consequence
his receipts suffered. He pulled into
the garage that night at shift time in no
equable temper.

The boss was waiting beside the cash
window as Plug turned in the money.
He glanced over Plug’s shoulder at the
amount.

“Huh!” he commented. “So nobody
took it away from you today, eh?”

“No,” said Plug.

“Imaginel” observed the boss.
“What a chance they missed to dean
up!”

It was a double edged crack. Plug
thrust the cash through the window,
stared hard at his employer while his
nostrils quivered faintly, and then
strode swiftly away over the concrete
floor.

Plug O’Bannion was rapidly passing
into a state known as being fed up. His
gorge was full. Departing from the ga-
rage, he walked the streets for many
blocks. He dropped into a restaurant
and, with some of the loose silver ac-
cumulated that day, bought himself a
sketchy meal.

Action was brewing within Plug
O’Bannion. Something must happen,
and soon. It was the way of the city,
and the way of Plug O’'Bannion. Reck-
less he might be, even foolhardy; but
patient and guileful never. There was
the matter of a certain murder, which
he must keep out of at all costs— but
there was also the matter of a certain
jam involving Plug, which must be set-
tled now, immediately, murder or no
murder! And Plug, draining the last of
his cup of coffee, thought he knew a
manner of settlement that would prove
decisive.

When he left the restaurant Plug
traveled in a fixed direction. He
traveled determinedly, and his objective
was the drab little saloon on that
empty side street in East Harlem.

It was the sort of resort which offers
no problem to the stranger, for the rea-
son that strangers would not likely be
disposed to enter. Plug merely thrust
the door open and walked inside. He
was in a place resembling a small store,
with a counter to one side, chairs scat-
tered about the floor, and shelves lin-
ing the walls which contained the mer-
est pretense of a stock of staple mer-
chandise. Immediately to the rear
there was a light partition. It did not
reach the ceiling, and by the sounds and
Kghts beyond, Pltfg knew that the busi-
ness was mainly conducted on the other
side.

There was a man in shirtsleeves
seated behind the counter. Atop the
counter sat another, apparently a pa-
tron pausing for a chat. They regarded
Plug in silence.

“Is Mike Murtha in the back?” Plug
demanded.

'THE two men continued to study
* him, then exchanged a quick glance.

“No,” said the man in shirtsleeves.
“He ain't.”

“Will he be here?”

The other shrugged.

“1 should know!”

Plug leaned on the counter confiden-
tially.

“1 want to see him, gfet me? | don’t
care where he is. Find him and tell him
to turn up here right away.”

“Oh, you don’t say?” retorted the
man pleasantly. “I should tell Mike
Murtha to come running, eh? Well, will
you please do me a favor in return and
kindly go to hell all of a sudden, eh?”

Plug smiled sardonically. He drew
forth a cigaret and touched a match
flame to it.

“You can mention,” he added, “that
he’s due to get scorched in a certain
very unpleasant way unless he shows
up here in a hurry. Just pass the word.
I'll be in the back.”
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Plug turned and strode through the
open partition to the rear. There was a
bar against one wall, and half a dozen
customers stood before it. Plug tossed
a coin on the wood.

“A large glass,” he ordered, and in a
moment was drinking deeply from a
mug of acrid, foamy beer.

He set himself to wait.

Plug was incurious about the proced-
ure adopted by the man in shirtsleeves.
It mattered little, so long as Murtha
came. And Murtha would surely come
if Plug’s last words were relayed to him.
Plug smiled grimly as he waited. Mur-
tha would come.

And in time Murtha came.

Plug was aware suddenly of his pres-
ence; his entry had been so incon-
spicuous that it went unnoticed. Plug,
looking in the bar mirror, saw that
gnarled face studying him from a point
of vantage just within the partition
door. It bore no expression, no sign.
Plug turned, glass in hand. He leaned
back to the bar and scrutinized Murtha
from head to foot. Murtha ap-
proached.

“So it's you, eh?” he said.

Curiosity worked within him.

“It is,” agreed Plug. “l wanted to
talk to you.”
“1 see. But what about?”

“A matter of murder,” said Plug.

Only by the merest flicker of his
mobile brows did Murtha give any sign.
It was unlike him to practise control,
but these were unusual circumstances.
Plug, for the while, had the upper hand;
and they both knew it. There were
things which Murtha must find out.

“What about what murder?” he
asked.

Plug kept him waiting a space.

“l found out something very
strange,” he said. “A year ago | nailed
you to the cross— by accident. This
time | can do it again, and it won't be
any accident. All | need to do is say

the word. Big shot, I've got you cold!”

“Yeah? How?”

Plug smiled, with narrowed eyelids.
That was one question he had no inten-
tion of answering. He did not know the
answer. Sufficient that the police had
courted his testimony.

“1f you can’t figure that out, big shot,
that’s too bad for you. You told me you
were waiting more than a year to
square things with me. Well, they're
more than squared now. So far as I'm
concerned you're safe right now; I'm
not taking any tales to the cops. But
next time you start thinking about me,
remember that | can singe your hair for
you in a second.”

Murtha said nothing. He was think-
ing hard.

“First thing we’ll do,” continued
Plug, “is square a little matter of my
own. Come across with seventy-seven
dollars.”

Murtha’s gaze turned upon Plug.

“For what?”

“To settle for the jack you lifted the
other night.”

Baffled, dangerous anger was sim-
mering beneath Murtha’s still exterior.
Plug watched him, estimating the signs.
He knew the type of man Murtha was.
There was no compromise in him, only
passion. Plug would win— or he would
lose. Either way, it would be without
reservation.

And as he watched Plug began to re-
alize that his words had failed to win
for him. Fear was dominant in Mur-
tha; not fear of Plug, but of the un-
known which Plug represented. In
Murtha fear was a treacherous, fero-
cious emotion. It caused his lip to curl
slowly, and Plug knew definitely that
he had lost.

Now fear, in Plug O’Bannion, was a
strange emotion too. These were men
of the city, and in that strange way they
were alike. Good natured and gener-
ous was Plug O’Bannion— to a certain
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point. That was the point, in the com-
mon run of men, where the lust of bat-
tle cools and gives way to the impulse
of flight. In Plug it marked the mo-
ment where the battle has just begun.

Plug began to smile. It was a hard,
crooked smile, and with it the hackles
were rising. He anticipated Murtha’s
answer.

“You think you're going to tell me to
go to hell, don’t you, big shot?” tie said.
“You think you can tell me to go to
hell?”

Murtha turned on him.

“1 certainly do!”

Plug’s beer glass was placed on the
bar with a sweeping motion, and the
motion, in returning, brought Plug’s
open hand against Murtha’s jaw with a
shocking smack. There was no gun in
Murtha’s hand this time.

The blow flung the unprepared Mur-
tha across the floor against the opposite
wall. Plug came away from the bar,
teeth bared in a kind of reckless joy,
following up, Murtha had a gun some-
where on his person, but Phig intended
that Murtha would find no chance to
go for it. Plug struck again, and this
time the hand was closed in a hard, bat-
tering fist.

Murtha was ready. In his eyes the
ferocity of his hatred was now bared.
He took that second blow on the arm
with an ancient skill, so that it glanced
off harmlessly. And sidesteping
quickly, he struck back, shiftily, merci-
lessly. His movement was fluid. This
was an old, familiar game.

They battled. The others in the
room recoiled with astonishment and,
seeking the shelter of the bar, watched
with hot eyes. The bartender seized
the club that hung ever ready at his
hand, and then, realizing the identity of
at least one of the combatants, stood
helplessly looking on. He dared not
interfere, for this was no common
brawl.

Plug battled for his life and for ven-
geance.

Beneath their feet damp sawdust
flew. Their bodies struck the bar and
bottles rattled. Plug collided with the
wall, and a dusty, ornately framed lith-
ograph leaped from its resting place
and crashed to the floor. The skin on
their knuckles slipped and their blows
left marks of blood on white skin. They
battled on.

They were breathing heavily. Grim
determination succeeded the first flush
of fury. They stood up together, reck-
less of punishment, until the powerful
impact of a fist threw one or the other
back despite his will.

DLUG knew he had no assurance of
* victory. He ceased to think simply
of smashing the face before him and
kept in mind the necessity of ending the
fight quickly. His fist sought repeat-
edly to land on the point of that ugly
chin, to land fairly. Murtha was too
quick; his head shifted a fraction of
an inch just in time and the blow ac-
complished nothing. And each time
Murtha seized the opportunity and
came back viciously to the body, so that
Plug grunted.

Plug was receiving a lesson in com-
bat, and soon was wise enough to know
it. He changed his attack. He too
strove to plant a blow in Murtha’s soft
midriff. Murtha was no fighter in the
pink; he was exceedingly vulnerable.

Pain and exhaustion were draining
Plug slowly but surely. He was sup-
ported by the knowledge that the same
weakness was coming over his antag-
onist. Plug’s left arm was numb and
almost ineffective; he used it only to
feint.

A right to the body, which Murtha
evaded; then another to the face, which
failed. Next a smashing blow on the
shoulder from Murtha, which flung
Plug again to the bar. He braced him-
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self, heaved his body forward and
charged.

And then suddenly it was done, so
suddenly that Plug, standing over the
fallen Murtha, still twitched with in-
stinctive movements of battle. The
feint had worked, and the right, snap-
ping immediately after, had landed
hard. The sound of the impact still
echoed in his ears. Murtha had simply
sailed across the room and crashed once
against the wall and then to the floor.
He lay still in the scattered sawdust.

Plug looked around. Behind the bar
stood the barkeep and the customers,
still immobile. In the partition door
was the man in shirtsleeves, aghast.

“It was a fair fight,” said Plug.
“Keep out of it.”

None displayed any intention of join-
ing.

Plug leaned over his foe. He ran his
hands over the body. In a skeleton
holster attached to the rear of his belt
there was a .32 revolver. Plug broke
it, removed the cartridges, and tossed
the weapon to the other end of the room.
Next he emptied Murtha’s pocket of a
wad of folded bills. He came erect, and
counted out seventy-seven dollars in
plain sight of the watchers.

“1'm taking this,” he told them. “It’s
mine.”

Plug discovered that nobody seemed
to hear. They were staring at the door.
He swung about. Behind the man in
shirtsleeves, rapidly estimating the im-
plications of the scene before them,
were two policemen.

They pushed the man aside and
walked into the room.

It was only after Plug had been left
alone in the cell at the police station for
a quarter of an hour that reaction set
in. It took a strange form. Plug
laughed.

The situation was fantastic enough
for laughter. He was held on charges
of fighting and of robbing the uncon-

scious Murtha. He could easily ex-
onerate himself by telling why he had
fought and taken the money— but that
involved retracting his statement at
headquarters. Now that the excitement
was over, Plug could see the hand of an
ironic fate moving through the affair,
and he could laugh, loudly and rather
profanely.

He was completely stumped about
what to do next. He would like to have
a talk with that elderly detective again,
a guarded, noncommittal talk that
might shed some light on the way ahead
and still leave Plug clear. Scorning
these local police, he had told them
nothing. And Murtha, brought to con-
sciousness and also arrested, for very
evident reasons had refrained from
talking.

nPIIERE was a disturbance in the cor-

* ridor outside, and Plug looked up
from the pallet on which he sat. They
came to his cell door. An officer thrust
a key in the lock, and behind him, to
Plug’s not very great surprise but much
to his pleasure, waited the man himself
— the grizzled detective whom Plug had
wished to see. He was smiling. It was
a slightly crooked, rather assured smile.

The detective entered the cell. He
gave Plug a brief greeting and sat down
beside him. He offered him a cigaret
and a light.

“Well, you're sure hell bent on get-
ting into trouble, aren’t you?” he ob-
served.

Plug grinned.

“1 was just thinking the same thing.”

The officer was in no hurry. He
smoked his cigaret.

“It looks pretty bad, all right,” he
said. “Just for the hell of it, | bet |
could line up about a dozen assorted
charges against you, misdemeanors and
felonies both.”

Plug shot a glance at him. Just how
serious was this guy?
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“Off hand,” the other continued, “1'd
hesitate to say how much time they
would call for. But it would be con-
siderable.”

“Oh, yeah?” said Plug.

“Yeah!” echoed the other.

An interval was spent in silence.

“Look here,” continued the detec-
tive suddenly. “You’ve got something
that we want, and | might as well tell
you that it’s useless for you to stall us
off. | know damn well you lied to me
about Murtha. Now | want you to tell
the truth, and to tell it so that a jury will
believe you.”

“1 thought so,” said Plug, with eva-
sive disgust. “But look here yourself
—why drag me into your dirty work?
It’s your job and they pay you for it.
I’'m no cop and never will be.”

“I'll explain. | told you Murtha had
an alibi that cleared him on the Crom-
well murder. It's a good alibi. He was
supposed to have been playing cards in
Stamford during the time that the mur-
der was committed. We did some fast
work, and found out that the alibi was
no bluff. It was well prepared and
would be a formidable defense in a
trial. Murtha, you see, has been a small
time gangster, and he was picked to do
the Cromwell job because he had never
been in any way connected with the
man. None of his known pnemies
would dare to try the job. They hired
Mike and paid him well, and Mike took
it because the alibi alone would clear
him. If we bust that open, we bust
Mike.”

“Where do | come in?”

“Well, Mike claims he drove down
from Stamford after the poker game,
early in the morning. He claims that
because it was safer than to try getting
out of town to Stamford after the job—
there’s always the chance that one of
our men might see him going, since he’s

known. And it looks very reasonable.
Here’s the point. If he robbed you, he
could hardly have been in Stamford
playing poker that evening at the time
he says he was. If he has no alibi, we
can make several points with some
other evidence we have. And if we
prove that he created a false alibi, we
discredit everything else he mav assert.
See?”

“1 see,” Plug said slowly.

“And now it's up to you. If you
keep your mouth shut, you are guilty of
a very serious crime, and the depart-
ment will be mighty slow to forget it.
Tell your story and it’s all over.”

DL UG rose and paced the brief length
* of the cell. He returned and looked
down on the officer.

“Well, you got me. I'll be damned if
I'd talk for you for any other reason.
I'll talk.”

“Fine!” The detective came to his
feet. “I'll fix it up so that you won't be
held as a material witness, and 1I'll keep
my mouth shut so that you needn’t be
afraid of Murtha’s friends. He hasn’t
many, and the guys that hired him will
be glad to see him burned and out of the
way.” He drew open the cell door.
“Come on, let’s get started.”

“Just a minute!” interposed Plug.
“This is all very well, but how about my
seventy-seven bucks? Do | get them?”

The officer smiled. It was again that
same slightly crooked, assured smile.

“1 guess you do.” He pulled forth a
roll of bills. They amounted to quite a
sum, “Seventy-seven? I'll make it a
hundred, to pay for the day you
missed.”

Plug pocketed the bill, shrugged and
smiled philosophically in return. This
was the way of the city.

They walked together out of the open
cell.

See page six for special announcement!



by S. J. Bailey

One pretty girl is big enough a headache in any murder case
— but when they come in pairs . . .

ley wedged his crate against the

crowded curb and made for the
ritzy entrance of the Cabot Arms Ho-
tel.

He found his passage into the hotel
blocked by a very pretty girl, heatedly
arguing with the doorman over a fleecy,
white animal she had at the end of a
blue silk ribbon.

Marley’s eyes widened as he saw the
animal. The tough lines of his jaw soft-
ened a trifle. It was a lamb and it
couldn’t have been more than a couple

FIRST Grade Detective Bill Mar-

of months old. There was a big blue
bow around its neck, and the bow was
almost bigger than the lamb. It let out
a plaintive cry and began to stalk in a
semi-circle, on wobbly, spindly legs.
The ribbon started to wrap around
Marley’s leg.

Marley resisted an impulse to reach
down and pick it up. He got a kick out
of pet animals, especially young ones.
“Well,” he demanded, his voice gruff,
“do I get in or don’t 1?”

The doorman, fat and resplendent in
blue uniform decorated with gold braid,
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gave Marley’s burly figure, his leathery
face and his wrinkled suit a fish-eyed
once-over.

Marley flipped back his coat, exposed
the badge pinned well back on his vest.
“From Headquarters,” he said tersely.
“What goes on here?”

The doorman opened his mouth to re-
ply, but the girl beat him to it. “Oh,
please help me! I've an appointment
here and this man says 1 can’'t take
Snow-pup in with me.”

She wrinkled her nose at Bill Mar-
ley. It was a pert, little nose, just a
trifle turned up. Her eyes were big and
starry and seemed to say something
that made Bill Marley’s heart pop a
couple of corks. She was small and
had a nice shape, well set off by a green,
clingy silk dress. She was just the kind
of a number, confided Bill Marley to
himself, to whirl his pulse dial for a
long distance call.

“Snow-pup?” he said, screwing his
mouth to one side to keep from grin-
ning.

“No,” she replied innocently, a hint
of mischief in the back of her baby
brown eyes. “Of course not. 'S no
pup. It’s a lamb, silly, can’t you see?”

“l mean it’'s name, snub-nose,” re-
turned Marley. “And don’t getsmart.”
He reached down an untangled the rib-
bon from his leg. “Call him off, will
you? He’s getting me all tangled up.”

The girl was suddenly furious. “Un-
tangle him yourself, smart guy. Maybe
it’'ll make your face red and you’ll stop
going around calling ladies names.”

Marley grinned. “Okey, snub-nose.”

He turned to the doorman. “Let
snub-nose take her pet in with her. He
won’t do any harm. Now, | got to get
on inside. I've got a call-—"

UDDENLY, things were happening

around Bill Marley. The girl’s face
turned white and she swayed in her
tracks.

It wasn’'t the blood-chilling scream,
rushing at them with express train
speed, that made his stomach flinch.
Nor the scraping, ripping sound of the
collapsing awning as the body tore
through. It was the thudding sound,
punctuating the end of the brief jour-
ney, that made him sick.

The face of the doorman went as
white as the collar around his fat neck.
A cabbie who had been leaning against
his crate at the curb, opened his mouth
and the cigarette bounced down the
front of his shirt. A half dozen feet
from the fire hydrant on which the body
had been impaled, a white-clad nurse-
maid fainted across her baby carriage,
into the arms of her wailing charge.

Bill Marley grabbed the girl's arm,
steadied her. He spoke to the doorman.
“Looks like one of your customers took
a short cut to the gutter, Pat.” His tone
was deceptively light. His lean, leath-
ery face was taut.

“Jeez,” said the doorman.

“Recognize her?” demanded Marley,
tight-lipped.

“That’s kinda hard— now,” mumbled
the doorman.

“Move over here, where you can get
a squint at her face— "

“It’s hanging up-side-down.
ah-h!”

“Well?” asked Marley impatiently.

“It's Alice Lang, the musical comedy
star!” The doorman blinked, licked
his lips.

Marley’s jaw hardened. “Alice Lang,
eh? Playing in Tulip Time, isn’t she?
Say, wait a minute! You say it's Miss
Lang?”

The doorman nodded unsteadily.

Marley let out a low whistle, his face
grave. “A Miss Lang called Headquar-
ters from here and said she had some
information for the police. Wouldn't
say anything over the phone. Insisted
that somebody call on her.”

“There was only one Miss Lang,”

But—
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supplied the doorman.

Marley shook his head slowly.

He surveyed the scene carefully,
while traffic piled up, and people ap-
peared magically, knitting themselves
into a large, buzzing circle. A police
whistle shrilled down the block, which
was occupied mostly by swanky apart-
ment houses.

A thin negligee exposed a voluptuous
slim figure. The flimsy material was
blood-soaked. The girl's stomach had
been impaled on the hydrant. Her
arms and head dangled down into the
gutter. A black handbag hung by a
narrow strap from one wrist. It was
open and its contents were strewn on
the pavement.

“Dressed in a negligge,” muttered
Marley, “and carrying a handbag. Sui-
cide— hell.”

He gathered the articles from the
bag. There were bills in fives, tens and
twenties to the tune of about four or
five hundred. Lip stick, change, cig-
arette lighter, a card of the Elite Beauty
Shoppe, and a small flat key.

Something made Marley look up. It
was a squawling noise. The kid in the
carriage was trying to struggle out from
under the unconscious nurse. Nobody
was paying any attention to it. All eyes
were centered on the dripping horror at
the hydrant.

Marley went over and picked the kid
up. He was a big man but somehow he
didn’t Ipok funny, holding the kid. He
made a small noise at it. It stopped
squawking right away. It chortled and
grabbed for his nose. Marley’s nose
was something to grab at. It was a lit-
tle long 8§nd a little thin, but straight
as a blackboard pointer.

N\yJARLEY looked down, noticed a
T** monogrammed “L” on the corner
of the baby’s blanket. He slapped the
nursemaid’s cheek. She slipped from
the carriage and sat down hard gn the

sidewalk. That brought her out of it.
She got up and took the kid. The kid
started to wail as soon as it was out of
Marley’s big arms.

Mariey stationed a cop who had
broken through the press. Then he
ducked into the building. The girl with
the pet lamb had disappeared.

The desk told him Alice Lang’s suite
was E-26. Marley found the door ajar.
He put purposeful feet across the
threshold, took quick inventory.

The rooms were modernistic with
white the dominant color. At first he
thought them empty. Then he found
the maid. She was standing in a shad-
owy corner of a big closet which opened
off the living room, a dozen feet from
the open window through which Alice
Lang must have fallen.

She was darkly pretty, in her trim,
short-skirted uniform. She was staring
straight ahead, dry-eyed, her hands
clenched at her sides, her lips trembling.
Marley saw immediately that she was
suffering from shock.

He dragged her out of the closet. He
spoke to her softly. At first she didn't
seem to realize his presence, then grad-
ually she responded to the compelling
influence of his comforting presence.

“Miss Lang was too ill to go on to-
night. I don’'t know, | guess she’d wor-
ried herself sick over something that’s
been bothering her. She was waiting
for her understudy to get here. There
were some lines or something they had
to go over. | was in the bedroom.... |
didn't know anybody else was in here
until all of a sudden | hear a man’s
voice. It was raised, like he was sore.
Then | heard her scream. | ran in
here and just caught sight of a rnan dis-
appearing through the door. The win-
dow was open. | ran over and— " She
buried her face in her hands.

“You saw the man'’s face?”

“No.”

“Did you recognize his voice?”
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“No.”

“Could you distinguish anything he
said?”

“No.”

Marley shrugged, eyed her keenly.
“You're Miss Lang’s personal maid,
eh? Do you know why she’'d have her
handbag in her hand when she fell from
the window?”

“1 don’t know.”

“She wasn’'t dressed for the street.
If she’d wanted make-up, she’'d have
gone to her dressing table in the bed-
room.” Marley’s brow knit in puzzled
fashion. “She must have picked the
bag up for some other reason. Some-
thing in it—"

He pulled the key and the beauty
parlor card from his pocket, examined
them.

The maid eyed him fearfully as he
turned the key over in his palm. It
was stamped; No. 27, Times Square,
B. M. T.

Bill Marley shrugged, picked up the
phone and dialed a number. He waited
a few seconds, then; “Detective Marley
reporting. Gimme Homicide . . . Hello,
Sergeant McComb?  Listen, Sarge,
Alice Lang, the actress, just fell out of
her window, Cabot Arms Hotel . . .
Yeah, all over the sidewalk. Looks
like she was pushed out . .. How do |
know? Listen, you never did like me,
Sarge, and | guess it’s too late for any
love to sprout between us. | know it’s
murder. Tell you when you get here

. . What? All right, you can push
my face in when you get here. You'd
better do it right away, because it’s
gonna take the rest of your life, prob-
ably, to pin this crime on the real
killer.”

Marley hung up, grinning. Sergeant
Dan McComb of Homicide never had
had any use for his, Marley’s detective
ability. Marley had tried to make the
homicide squad more than once, but
Dan McComb always stood in his way.

1 ""THREE quarters of an hour later,

Bill Marley entered the office of
Inspector Lanning. “I just got back
from the Cabot Arms Hotel, Inspector.
You know, the Alice Lang Killing. |
turned things over to Sergeant Mc-
Comb. He’s going to dig something up,
pretty quick— "

“He’s already dug something up,”
rapped out Inspector Lanning, his face
drawn with serious lines. He stopped
for a moment and Marley stared. The
old boy sounded as if he had a hell of a
weight on his chest.

“Marley,” went on Lanning, “is it
true that you stopped outside the Cabot
Arms Hotel to talk to some jane that
was running around with a pet lamb?”

“Why— why— " began Marley.

“Yes or no!” roared Lanning, pound-
ing his fist on the desk.

“Yes— sir,” said Marley.

“You were sent out on an assign-
ment,” said Lanning. “We did not
know why this Lang woman called, but
we did know she had something of a
serious nature to impart to us. Instead
of getting to her and listening to her
story, you stopped to chin with a chip-
pie, who for all we know, was an ac-
complice of the killers. You failed to
get the Lang story. The fact that she
was murdered indicates that she had
some information of criminal activities.
Now she’s been silenced. We have a
murder on our hands, and what’s worse,
the matter she wished to report is still
unknown to us.”

“But, Inspector,” began Marley.

“There’s nothing more to be said,”
interrupted Lanning. “Turn in your
shield. You’'re under suspension.”

Bill Marley went out of headquarters
with a weight dragging like lead inside
him. He had never given thought to
the possibility of one day having to give
up his shield, even temporarily. He
had not realized how much the badge
meant to him.
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He kept thinking about the girl with
the pet lamb. He felt certain that she
was a decent kid. He didn’t believe she
had been planted to hold him up while
the Kkillers could polish off Alice Lang.
Why, she hadn’t delayed him more than
three or four minutes.

Still, he couldn’t deny that those
three or four minutes would have saved
Alice Lang’s life. It was a tough spot
to be in. He had an honest mind, dear
through, and he couldn’'t help feeling
that he was at least partially to blame.

Despairing anger turned to bitter re-
solve. He’'d find that dame with the
lamb. He’d soon find out if she had
anything to do with the killing. Some-
how, he’'d get to the bottom of this mess
and do what he could to dear himself.

He decided it shouldn’t be hard to
trace a girl traveling around the dty
with a pet lamb in tow. He was right.
After canvassing eight of the cabbies
who frequented the stand near the
Cabot Arms, he found one who had

seen her.
“Do | remember that dame?” said
the cabbie. “Well, | hope to kiss a

pig’s ear, | do. She had the lamby-
wamby under her arm. Say, did she
steal that annie-mile from you, bud?”

“Listen, bo,” growled Marley, “this
is police business. Maybe you want me
to draw a diagram on your ugly puss.
I got a pan-kissing right that’s aching
to go into action.”

“Okey, okey,” said the cabbie. “I
was only kidding. Why didn’t you say
you was from headquarters? 1 rolled
up a dollar ninety on the clicker, tak-
ing her to Darwin Street. 1 think the
number was 436— no, 463.”

“Roll up another dollar ninety,” or-
dered Marley, throwing himself into the
cab, “and when | say roll, I mean
ROLL.”

Number 463 Darwin Street was a
walk-up apartment house. The super-
intendent at once identified the girl as a

swell kid but an awful nuisance on ac-
count of her lamb. Name of Vera
Trent.

T I1E found Vera Trent in a little two-
* by-four apartment. She was
wrapped up in a negligee that brought
out one or two other little things in her
favor. She seemed glad to see him. He
admitted right away to himself that he
was getting a big kick out of seeing her
again. But he didn’t let on to her. He
laced right into questions, direct, hot
and to the point.

“1 get sick when | think of it, Bill,”

she said. “Alice Lang was always swell
to all of us girls. | hate to think of her
— like that.”

Marley’s blood pounded. He threw
his hat into the overstuffed chair and
flopped on a pillow-strewn studio couch.
“You knew Alice Lang?” he exploded.

“Why, of course. I'm in the show.
Tulip Time. I'm her understudy.”

“Then you’re the dame she was wait-
ing for! And you're going to take her
part permanently now that she’s— "

“Please! Don't say it!” protested
Vera. “It sounds so— ” she broke off
suddenly and stared at Bill Marley, as
if she had just thought of something
disquieting. “You didn’t come out here
because you thought I had anything to
do with— " she faltered, pained.

“Down at headquarters,” said Mar-
ley, “they naturally jumped,to the con-
clusion that you were deliberately stall-
ing me at the door so that—"

“Oh!” cried Vera. “Do you think
that, too?”

Marley shrugged, eyeing her closely.
“1 don’'t know what the hell to think.
I've just been invited off the force be-
cause | couldn’t help talking to you for
a minute. You were such a nice clean
kid and that damn lamb kind of got me
— say, where is Snow-pup?”

“In the bath tub. 1 was just going
to give him a shower. Would you
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like to see him take a shower? He
adores— "

“Get your clothes on,” suddenly
gritted Marley. “You're coming with
me. | just thought of something.”

Her eyes became suffused with fright.
“Billl  You're not—” She released
the front of her negligee to grasp his
coat lapel, bringing to view a generous
expanse of firm, youthful breasts.

Marley grinned mirthlessly. “I
haven’t got power now to arrest a cock-
roach for blocking traffic in the sink
drain. So stick your worries in the bath
tub with Snow-pup and hang some
clothes on that beautiful chassis.”

Vera went behind a flowered, Japa-
nese screen and Marley heard the soft
rustle of silk. He plunged his hand in
his pocket and brought out the key and
the beauty parlor card. He frowned,
spoke: “Ever hear of the Elite Beauty
Shoppe?”

“Why, yes,” came from behind the
screen. “It’s a nice place. 1 go there
often.”

“Did Alice Lang ever go there?”

“She used to. But—say! Why do
you ask?”

“I'm asking the questions,” coun-
tered Marley. “What’s on your mind?”

“Well,” said Vera, emerging from be-
hind the screen, hooking a black satin
dress up the side, “it isn’t anything very
definite, but day before yesterday, | was
talking to her and | suggested casually
that we go to the Elite together. She
got pale and changed the subject very
quickly. 1 didn’t think much of it at
the time—"

“Let’s go,” said Bill Marley, rising.

They had to walk to the nearest sub-
way station before they found a cab.
“Times Square,” Marley told the driver.
“And take the dollar and a quarter
route, instead of the dollar ninety
route.”

“Okey, buddy,” saluted the driver.
“Union man?”

“What,” asked Marley, when they
were bowling along at a good clip, “does
this Elite Beauty Shoppe look like?
Anything odd about it?”

Vera wrinkled her pert little nose,
looking off into space. Then she turned
her soft brown eyes on Bill Marley,
snapping her fingers excitedly. “I have
it! A very peculiar thing I've never
seen in any beauty parlor. They have
specially built phone booths. They're
really little lounging rooms, with deep
leather cushions and mirrors. Each
one has a French phone. They seem to
be sound proof. The women that go to
Elite spend a lot of time sitting in the
booths, telephoning their friends, while
they’re letting their hair dry or waiting
for the bleach to work.”

“Hmm,” said Bill Marley thought-
fully. He stared out of the cab window,
frowning at a cab that had pulled up on
the right and was apparently trying to
maneuver past them.

“Look out for the guy on your right,”
Marley called out to the driver. “He
looks like he wanted to chew your fen-
der off. He's—"”

T H E cabby shot one look at the other

cab, then yelled: “Watch it, buddy!
There’s a mugg in the back of that cab
and he’s toting a rod. Looks like he’s
gonna plug you!”

Marley grabbed the girl and shoved
her down to the floor. He squatted gun
in hand, waiting to get a peek at the
occupant of the other cab.

The two taxis were racing along, al-
most neck and neck. At the next in-
tersection, a trolley car halted and a
small knot of school kids began to
get off. The driver of Marley’s cab
slammed on his brakes. The other
cab swerved widely to the right, and
crashed through the intersection, barely
missing a couple of the Kids.

Marley, leaning out the window, got
a fleeting glimpse of a head inside the
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cab. He saw an arm extend through
the small oval in the rear and heard the
whine of a slug whistling past his head.
The report of the gun wafted back as
the cab disappeared in traffic further up
the block.

Marley waited, fuming, for the trol-
ley to move on. By the time they got
into the chase, the other cab was hope-
lessly lost.

Vera climbed back on the seat, dust-
ing herself off and throwing little side
glances at Marley. “Gosh,” she said,
“you're a roughneck, aren’t you? Al-
most broke my back, shoving me into
the floor.”

Marley grinned, then looked serious.
“I'll lay odds we've been playing tag
with the guy that murdered Alice Lang.
Did she have any enemies that might
know you?”

Vera shook her head. *“Alice was
liked by everybody | know. She was
one hell of a swell trouper. Say, you

don’t think that man was out gunning
for me?”

Marley looked puzzled. “I
know.”

A half hour later, Marley dragged
Vera Trent down into the B. M. T. sta-
tion at Times Square. “What's the
idea?” she exclaimed. “The beauty
parlor is over near Eighth Avenue, on
43rd.”

“Just a minute. | held out some-
thing on Sergeant McComb.” He took
her over to a battery of steel checking
lockers, pulled out the key that had
fallen from Alice Lang’s handbag. He
found number 27, inserted the key and
pulled open the door. He let out a low
whistle, stuck in his hand and showed
Vera what he had found inside the
locker.

“A fifty dollar bill!” she breathed.
“Gee, Bill, but am | hungry. Let’s you
and me go into the tavern upstairs and
talk this thing over.”

“Not so fast, snub-nose,” laughed

don’t

Bill Marley. “There’s something
phoney about this. 1 find the key on
Alice Lang and here’s fifty bucks in
her locker, how come?”

“It’'s the prize!” exclaimed Vera.
“You know, Steve Kelso, the gink that
runs these locker boxes in the subway
stations advertises a fifty dollar prize
each week to one of his patrons. It’s
a new way to bring prosperity to the
checking business.”

“Yeah, | know,” said Marley. “Kel-
so’'s practically turned his checking
business into a gambling racket. Even
people who don’t have bundles to check,
gamble a dime on finding the lucky
locker. But how come— ?”.

“l see what you mean,” broke in
Vera. “If Alice gambled a dime on
finding the lucky locker, which is in-
dicated from the fact that she had the
key, why didn't she take the prize
money? Is that it?”

“Yeah, that's it,” said Marley. “It
looks damn phoney to me. Come on,
we're going to look up this guy Steve
Kelso.”

The phone book showed Kelso’s of-
fice to be in the Channing Building on
Forty-second near Eighth. Marley left
Vera in the cab and took the elevator
up to the top floor. His number ten’s
hammered purposefully down the hall-
way. He laid a big fist on the knob of
a door whose frosted glass panel bore
the inscription:

Steve Kelso, President,
Kelso Lucky Locker Company.

A big-breasted blonde with a chin full
of chewing gum was pecking away at a
brand new typewriter. Marley stumped
past her desk and twisted the knob of
the inner office.

“Hey, you got an appointment, hey?”
hollered the blonde. But the door was
already shutting behind Marley, who
now faced two men seated in the private
office, one behind the desk, the other in
a visitor’s chair.
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1(/IARLEY, grioirlipped, planted his
*'1* two feet apart and fixed his eyes
squarely on the man behind the desk.
He was a tough-looking hombre, heavy-
lipped, shaggy-browed and rock-jawed.
He glared up at Marley and clipped out
the words: “Who let you in, mug?”

Marley whipped back: *“I asked my-
self, can | come in, and then | told my-
self, sure you can come, so then | came
in.”

“A wise-ock, eh?” The big man be-
hind the desk shifted his position. He
edged open a drawer on the side fur-
thest from Morley. He paid no more
attention to the other man.

Marley stood tight-lipped. The
other man was of medium build, wore
glasses and was nattily dressed. He
stared from Marley to the big man.
Then he said: “Well, Mr. Kelso, I've
said all I had to say. Now FU be go-
ing and let you transact your—er—
business.” He put a peculiar accent on
the word “business.”

Marley said, “Easy, Kelso. Don’t
put your hand in the desk. 1'm fast and
jumpy on the draw.” To the visitor, he
said, -State your piece over again,
mister. 1'm from Police Headquarters
and I'm interested in anybody that'’s in-
terested in this mug.”

Marley noticed Kelso start at the
mention of the word, “Police.” The
other man looked relieved. He beamed.
“Why, I'm glad to hear that. | thought
this was one of those gang feuds you
read about. You see, | realize I'm not
in what you'd call the best of company.
E~—here’s my card.”

Marley glanced at the slip of paste-
board. It read: Better Trade League,
Leslie Warren, Manager, New York
Office.

“We're a national organization,” ex-
plained Warren. “We make it our af-
fair to investigate men who run business
firms in a manner which may not be un-
lawful, but which is unfair to the pub-

lic. My visit here today was to attempt
to persuade Mr. Kelso to refrain from
conducting his Locker System as a more
or less open gambling racket. | regret
to say Mr. Kelso has not seen fit to fall
in with my suggestions. 1 don’'t mind
saying that, as a national organization,
our power is considerable, and | have
just had the unpleasant duty of inform-
ing Mr. Kelso that we will not stop un-
til we have run him and his low gam-
bling racket off the business mapl”

Mr, Warren then clamped his hat se-
curely on his head, bowed and said:
“Good day, sir.”

“Just a minute,” said Marley. “You
might as well stick around and get a
load of what Fve got to say to Kelso.”

“Very well, if you wish.” Warren
stood patiently by, his head on one side,
his ear almost literally cocked.

“Kelso,” Marley drove the words
home, “1 found a locker key on Alice
Lang’s body this afternoon. When |
used it to open the locker it fitted, I find
a fifty dollar bill. How do you explain
that?”

Kelso leaned back suddenly in his
ohair and roared. “Is that all you want
to know?”

“Look,” said Marley, “if Alice Lang
risked a dime and opened one of your
lockers, and it contained the fifty dol-
lar bill, she wouldn’t be likely to leave
it there and go away. Now, would
she?”

“Well,” said Kelso, “our lockers are
popular. As this jack rabbit here— "~
waving his hand carelessly at Warren
“— has pointed out, a lot of people are
gambling. So what? They get sore
when they don’t find a fifty. Then what
do they do? They walk off with the
key. So then what? We have to go
around every other day, opening the
lockers and changing the locks where
there aren’t any parcels checked.”

“Yet,” persisted Marley, “the key I
took from Alice Lang opened the locker.
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Apparently the lock had not been
changed on that one.”

Kelso shrugged. “Maybe it just hap-
pened, the same key fitted the new lock.
That’s possible.”

“Yeah,” said Marley, “it's possible
— about one chance in a million. Okey
for now, Kelso. But you’ll be seeing
some more of me.”

“Don’t rush back on my account,
copper,” returned Kelso sarcastically.

'"THERE were fine lines of puzzle-
* ment on Bill Marley’s forehead as
he climbed into the cab. He told the
cabby to cruise around the block, then
explained to Vera what had happened.

“So the riddle of the key is still a
riddle,” she said.

“1 don’t know,” said Marley. “I’'ve
got a hunch, which points a number
one finger at a ticklish possibility. |

need you to stage a little act. May be
dangerous. | hope not. What about
it?”

“You can count on me,” flashed back
Vera, “just like you would count on your
vest button.”

“You mean as long as | don't put on
too much weight, eh?”

Vera giggled. The idea of lean, wiry
Bill Marley busting off a vest button
tickled her. Then she sobered. “What
do | have to do?”

“First of all, don't ask questions.”

Marley tapped on the panel. “Stop
here, driver.”
He turned to Vera. “The Elite

Beauty Shop is just down the street.
Go there and step into one of those lux-
urious phone booths you were telling me
about. Look up the phone number of
the Mercer Drug Store— look it up

mind you, don't ask. information.
Then—"
“Mercer Drug Store?” breathed

Vera, staring at him in puzzled fashion.
“Why, that’s right over there, across
the street.”

i
“Exactly. That’s where I'll be. You
ring me and repeat this message over
the wire: Better write this down:

‘That you, Joe? Listen, get this
straight. | contacted Alice Lang’s
mother. Yeah, you had it straight.
She’s lousy with dough and she’ll
cought up 25 G’'s with no ques-
tions, to find her grandchild, Alice
Lang’s baby.’

That's what you say,” finished Marley.
“Then I'll say—"

“Say, what are you giving me,” broke
in Vera. “Alice didn’'t have a child.
And her mother is dead— "

Marley grinned. “That's what
everybody thought. But I've got a
pretty good idea she did have a baby.
There was a kid in a carriage in front
of the building. The nursemaid acted
awfully queer. And there was a mono-
gram on the kid’s blanket. An em-
broidered ‘L.” And the kid was right
under her window. She probably swore
the maid to secrecy and had her bring
the baby around on that street every
day so she could see it without anybody

getting wise. Maybe I'm wrong, but I
don’t think so.”
“Well, I'll be a late supper snack,”

exclaimed Vera.
“Yeah, and so now I’ll chew another
little chunk off your ear,” snapped back

Marley. “Shut up and listen. After
you say your piece, I'll say:
‘Okey, Gert. Bring the old

dame and the dough to 32
Harmon Street. Tell her we’ll
deliver the kid when we get
the dough.’

Then you hang up and beat it home.”

“Home?”

“Yeah, home. There’s liable to be
fireworks later at 32 Harmon Street, if
my hunch is right, and | want you to
be where I know you’ll have a chance
to say your prayers right through with-
out being disturbed.”
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“Oh, yeah, | see,” replied Vera, ab-
sently.

“And one thing more.
you’ll have trouble inside. But watch
your step. If that Beauty Parlor is the
clearing house | think it is, there’s a
certain very tough guy behind it. | don't
figure he’ll have any reason to stop you,
because he’ll figure you're the little girl
who’s gonna bring Santa Claus, see?”
But watch your step just the same.”

Vera Trent’s lips quivered. She threw
a longing glance at Marley, then she got
out of the cab.

I don't think

\ TUMBER 32 Harmon Street was a
* ' five-room bungalow standing
somewhat apart of its neighbors in an
outlying residential section. Bill Mar-
ley paced up and down the small living-
room, glancing now and then at his
watch. A stump of a candle stood on
an up-ended egg crate near the center
of the room, throwing big, black shad-
ows on the cracked plaster of the walls.

A car was stopping in front of the
house. He glanced again at his watch.
It was ten minutes past eleven. His
jaws grew taut as he peered through the
dirty window, saw a shadowy figure
coming up the porch steps.

There was a light tap at the front
door. Marley moved cautiously into
the tiny hallway, released the latch and
yanked the door open. A slim figure
in a dark coat moved toward him. It
was Vera Trent.

“Bill! Are you all right?
come.”

Marley slammed the door, eyed her
furiously. “You little fool,” he broke
out angrily. “I1'm expecting gun trou-
ble. Why didn't you go home, like I
told you?”

“l— 1 was worried,” she faltered,
“about you, | mean. | thought—"

“Quick I' he snarled. “Somebody’s
coming. Beat it back into the kitchen
and keep out of the way.” He shoved

| had to

her roughly back. She ran down the
narrow hallway and disappeared.

A heavy foot sounded on the porch.
The door shook as heavy knuckles beat
a tattoo on it. Marley stepped back into
the shadows, reached out and released
the catch. The door swung ajar and a
big, heavy-set man bulked slowly into
the opening. He moved forward until
the feeble rays from the guttering can-
dle in the next room picked out the de-
tails of his features, the thick lips,
bushy brows, mountainous jaw.

Bill Marley darted out of the shad-
ows, sent his right fist crashing into the
side of that big jaw. The big man
grunted, swayed forward. Marley
caught his toppling figure, laid him
neatly along the wall of the narrow,
murky halL He shut the door quickly
and spent a long moment peering
through the small square of glass set
high in the door panel.

Then he nodded, and knelt by the un-
conscious man. “le clicked on a flash-
light and stared down at the man'’s face.

Vera Trent came out of the kitchen,
looked down at the recumbent form.
“Who is it, Bill?” she asked.

“Steve Kelso,” replied Marley. “The
guy that runs the lucky locker racket.”

“He’s the murderer!” breathed Vera.
“He must be! He came here in re-
sponse to that fake call you had me
make to you. You were right about
that beauty parlor.”

“Yeah, | was right about it,” replied
Marley grimly. “It’s being run as an
information clearing house for a black-
mail racket. Those swell booths you
were telling me about were supplied to
encourage wealthy women patrons to
talk over the phone. Very often they
would call intimate friends and talk
about their personal problems. The
wires are permanently tapped. They
would spill bits of information and then
they would be blackmailed for it. But
don’t get the idea We're in the clear. Get
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back in the kitchen now and sit tight,
no matter what you hear. 1'm expect-
ing all hell to break loose here tonight.”

Marley waited, crouched beside Kel-
so’s unconscious figure until he knew
Vera was safe in the kitchen. Then he
got up, hammered into the living room
and swung a vicious kick at the crate
which held the candle. The crate
whipped up and crashed into the oppo-
site wall. The flame of the candle de-
scribed a graceful arc, then snuffed out,
and the room was as black as a mine pit.

Deafening, sustained pandemonium
ensued. The walls echoed, the floor
thundered, the windows rattled, plaster
flaked from the ceiling. This kept up
for a couple of minutes, then something
bulky crashed into one of the windows
and glass tinkled on the floor. There
was a couple of shots, flame lanced
through the inkiness, then everything

went quiet.
Bill Marley, his chest heaving,
crouched in one corner, near the

smashed window, his feet motionless,
his elbows pressed against the plaster.
In his right hand, his smoking gun felt
warm and comforting.

A BOUT five minutes ticked by. The

* * house was silent as a crypt. A
light breeze wafted through the
smashed window, fanned gently against
Marley’s tightened jaw.

Suddenly a shadow, darker than
other shadows, bulked in the window
opening. It remained motionless for
tense seconds as Marley waited, every
muscle taut. Then there was a light
scraping sound and a leg thrust into
the room. A moment later, a man
moved forward, not three feet from
Marley.

“All right,” ordered Marley, his voice
sounding low and clear in the empty
room. “Hold it, lug.” His flashlight
clicked on, illuminating the broad back
of the man.

But even as the tiny beam focussed,
the broad back was melting away, to-
ward the floor. The man flung himself
down, rolling, and fired at Marley’s
light. The flashlight flew from Mar-
ley’s hand and he felt the slug crease
his arm. His own gun roared, and
missed.

The flashlight fell to the floor, but
did not go out. Its beam splayed out
along the floor, picked out Marley
crouching, gun in hand. A smooth
voice came from the darkness, beyond
the flashlight. “Drop it, copper. You're
covered.”

Slowly Marley complied. The man
picked up the flashlight, moved forward
and scooped up Marley's gun.

Marley said quietly: “I figured it
was you, Warren.”
The man stared. “You did?”

“Yeah, | figured you’d tail along be-
hind Kelso, just in case there were any
loose ends left to tie up.”

“There is a loose end to tie up.” War-
ren looked meaningly at Marley and
moved his gun menacingly. A change
had come over his face. He no longer
wore glasses; his eyes glinted danger-
ously. “Before | plant a slug in you,
tell me, what else did you figure out?”

“Oh, | doped out the whole case. You
see, | know the local branch manager
of the Better Trade League. So 1knew
you were a phoney. Then why, | fig-
ured, were you so anxious to make
Kelso run a legitimate business? You
sounded as if you meant it when you
threatened to wipe him off the map.

“Now, Alice Lang had a key to the
lucky locker, but she hadn’t taken the
prize money. Apparently she’'d never
opened the locker. So | figured she'd
got the key some where else. But
where?

“1 figured, suppose some bird is run-
ning a blackmail racket, using the lock-
ers for the pay-off, sending his victims
a key so they could go and leave the
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dough for him. Naturally such a bird
would be safer if the locker business
was run quietly, without the gambling
angle. 1 was right. You’'re that bird,
Warren.

“You found out through your beauty
parlor information clearing house that
Alice Lang had a baby and didn’t want
her public to know. You blackmailed
her regularly. After paying off for sev-
eral months, she got tired of the bus-
iness, and, from what | hear of her,
being a pretty decent person at heart,
decided to expose the racket which she
knew was operating through the Elite
Beauty Shoppe and getting an awful lot
of women into jams. She foolishly told
you over the phone that she was calling
in the police, and you had to go and
throw her out the window to shut her
up.

“Then, you figured you'd blame the
crime on Vera Trent, her understudy.
You followed Vera home, waiting for a
chance to plant some evidence in her
apartment that would make it look like
she hired somebody to shove Alice Lang
out the window. You saw me go in
Vera Trent’s apartment, then saw the
two of us come out. You figured some-
thing was up, and you tried to knock us
off from a cab.

“1 suspected you when | saw you in
Kelso’s office, but | had no way of being
sure. | decided to trap you. But not
the way you think. | figured you would
follow us when we left Kelso’s office.
I decided to let you think that | was
laying a trap and that | was expecting
you to walk into it. | expected you'd
see through our little telephone gag. |
figured you'd send a fall guy here to
take it on the chin, and that you’'d fol-
low up, as | say, to clean up the loose
ends.

“l was right. You must have told
Steve Kelso some crazy yam to get Mm
to walk in here— "

“He had some dame call me on the

phone,” broke in a heavy voice from the
doorway. “She told me I'd find him
here. | could rub him out, she said,
and so help me, that’'s what I'm— "

RANGE flame jetted from an in-
n visible source, lanced across the
room. The gun in Warren’s hand ex-
ploded and a slug furrowed a bloody
channel across the side of Marley’s
face.

Marley leaped into action as the
flashlight bounced to the floor. He
closed in, grabbed Warren’s wrist,
twisted the gun from fingers that were
strangely flabby. Then Warren sank
away, to the floor, and Marley’s fist
fanned air. He realized that Kelso had
planted a slug in Warren’s back.

“Listen, mug,” said Steve Kelso, a
couple of minutes later when Marley
had righted the box and re-lighted the
candle. “Are you the gent that cooled
me off when | come in here?”

“Yes, he did, all right,” said Vera,

looking proudly at Marley. “He’s got
some wallop, hasn’t he?”
Marley glared at Vera. “No hard

feelings, 1 hope?” he asked Kelso. “I
just wanted you out safe, while | staged
a fight-to-the finish noise to lure War-
ren in here.”

“No hard feelings,” said Kelso. “Say,
I hear you got suspended. | could use
a rough and tumble guy like you in
my business.”

“No thanks,” grinned Marley, “1I’ll
be back in harness iq a couple of days,
after breaking up this Lang killing like
this, right under Sergeant McComb’s
nose. Oh, boy.”

“Sure,” said Vera, her eyes shining.
“You’ll be in harness.”

“1 don't like the way you said that,”
returned Bill Marley.

Vera grabbed his arm. “I'll bet
Snow-pup is lonesome, right now. How
about going back with me now and
helping me give him a bath?”



Crowley was hemmed in by
armed natives led by the
grinning Kelvy.

G‘Md] PFanted

by Lemuel De Bra

A G-Man goes manhunting— and finds a woman too!

ITH a suddenness that com-
W pelled Crowley to grab the

steering wheel with both
hands, the old woods road swerved to
the left and ended against a dilapidated
rail fence that staggered across one
end of a small clearing.

Perched on this fence, a dirty slouch
hat drawn low over his narrowed eyes,
a dirty smudge of black beard covering
most of his face, was a long bony back-
woods native holding a double-barreled
shotgun across his skinny knees.

Steve Crowley, crack under-cover
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G-Man of the United States Depart-
ment of Justice, knew this wild Florida
gulf coast region. As he leaned for-
ward casually and shut off the ignition,
his right hand dropped to the butt of
his government .38 in the holster
strapped to the steering post.

“Hello!” Crowley called out, and
gave the native a cheerful, devil-may-
care smile. “Going hunting for yellow
jingle-bugs?”

Without taking his gaze from Crow-
ley’s face, the native turned his head
and spat— copiously and emphatically.
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With his left hand he made a quick dab
at the tobacco juice that dribbled over
his unshaven chin; then the hand
dropped again to the shotgun.

“Jes! whar you headin’ foh, stran-
gah?” he asked coldly.

“Jes’ what business is it o’ your'n?”
countered Crowley, still grinning.

“This is mah land,” the native fired
back quickly. “The road ends heah.”

Crowley knew he was almost in the
center of a two-thousand-acre tract of
Government land, but he let that pass.

“Yeah?” Crowley said as if sur-
prised. He glanced quickly around the
old clearing. Two huge China-berry
trees, now almost choked by a dense
undergrowth of jasmine and ti-ti, were,
Jo Crowley’s discerning eyes, evidence
Ilii, years ago, there had been a dwell-
ing in this spot; now the clearing was
hemmed in by an almost impassable
barrier of brush and scrub oak, and so
overgrown with palmetto that he could
not even locate the site of the building.

A  SLIGHT frown creased Crowley’s
forehead. According to the map
he had found on the body of Deputy
Sheriff Rogers, this road should have
continued on through the “sticks” for
another five miles. Obviously some one
had made a mistake. Had that mis-
take caused him to stumble into the
smugglers’ camp? Crowley wondered.
“Yeah, this is mah land,” the man
with the shotgun repeated. “An’ Ah
don’t 'low no huntin’ since somebody
shot three 0’ mah hawgs. An’ no fish-
in’1”

“Suits me!” exclaimed Crowley,
smiling again. “I don’t hunt or fish.
I'm a timber scout for the Southern
Pines Naval Stores Corporation. And
I'm not interested in your land. I'm
looking for a big tract of Government
_7

“You done passed hit,” the native cut
in. “Go on back ’bout five miles an’

take the road to the left an’ keep goin’.

“Well, I'll be darned!” Crowley
growled with assumed annoyance. He
got slowly out of the car, stretched his
cramped legs and arms, and strolled up
to where the native now stood by the
fence, the butt of the shotgun held
against a post, the muzzle aimed with
apparent carelessness at Crowley’s ab-
domen. “Don’t see how | got lost,”
Crowley went on, appearing not to no-
tice the threat of the shotgun. “Show
me that road on this map.” He flipped
a folded paper from his shirt pocket,
unfolded it and reached out to give it
to the native.

“Keep back!” the man with the gun
ordered savagely.

“What!” Crowley stiffened. A look
of sudden fear came into his face. The
paper slipped from his trembling hand.

“Git goin’'!” the native growled; “an’
keep goin’1”

“All right,” Crowley agreed chok-
ingly. “I-1I'll go; but—"

He leaned over to pick up the paper;
but, just as his fingers touched it, he
hurled himself forward. Backed by a
hundred and seventy pounds of hard
muscle, Crowley’s head rammed the na-
tive's stomach, sent him crashing back
against the fence.

A loud, gasping groan of agony burst
from the man’s lips. He dropped the
gun, clapped his hands to his abdomen
and leaned on the fence, sick and help-
less. Kicking the shotgun far to one
side, Crowley passed his hands swiftly
over the man’s-clothes, found a loaded
revolver and appropriated it. “Thought

you had me scared, eh?” Crowley
chuckled.
He looked at the native. Familiar

with the cruel fighting tricks of the lum-
ber camps— tricks that Crowley used
only in a desperate emergency— he
knew how that solar plexus blow had
shattered the man’s courage. Stepping
close, he pressed the muzzle of the re-
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volver against the native’s right hand
held tight over his stomach. The man
did not move. His eyes closed, he
leaned against the fence, gasping, reel-
ing, sick.

“Where's Kelvy?”
G-Man.

“At— the cabin,” the native answered
in a hoarse whisper.

“What cabin?”

“Mah cabin. Short piece—up the
trail— back o’ me.”

“How far is it to Kelvy’s camp?”

“ 'Bout a mile down the bayou from
mah cabin.”

“What's Kelvy doing at your cabin?
Was he expecting me?”

demanded the

E native nodded.

“Huh!” Crowley grunted. “Did
Kelvy plant that map on Deputy Sher-
iff Rogers— after he had murdered
him?”

“No— Rogers had the— map. Kelvy
left hit there so’s you'd find hit.”

“Huh!” grunted Crowley again. He
started to ask another question but, in-
stead, looked suddenly past the native
Into the woods. Two cardinals— a male
with his brilliant crimson coat and
black collar, and a female in her spring
dress of soft brown— were darting from
limb to limb, making angry, disturbed
cries. Discovering the two men by the
rail fence, they whirled suddenly and
vanished in the woods to Crowley’s
right.

“Get down!” Crowley whispered
quickly. With his free hand he seized
the native’s arm and forced him to lie
down by the fence. Crowley was drop-
ping to his knees when from the woods
came a cool, arresting voice:

“Never mind that, Crowley. I've
been watching every move you made.
Was afraid Taylor would make a mess
of things.”

With that, the speaker emerged sud-
denly from behind a clump of palmetto.

Crowley covered him with the revolver
but, somehow, be felt that the move was
futile.

“So this is the famous G-Man Crow-
ley?” the new arrival exclaimed, ignor-
ing the revolver. “I must say I'm dis-
appointed, Crowley! You don’t look a
bit heroic!”

“No?” Crowley’s lips parted in one
of his lazy, contagious smiles. “Weil,
give me time, Kelvy. | haven't got
started yet.”

“You have started—and finished!”
snapped Kelvy. “I have three men in
the woods covering you with rifles.
Give me that gun!”

Crowley hesitated and, for an in*
slant, the two men looked into each”
other’s eyes. Kelvy was about thirty,
not much older than Crowley; but there
was a glitter in his black eyes and a
hardness in his handsome, dark face
that made him appear many years
Crowley’s senior. He wore Kkhaki
breeches with leather puttees; a cool
white shirt open at the neck, and a gray
leather case containing a pair of field
glasses.

“1 suppose,” Crowley said calmly,
“that you were perched up in some tree
— where you’'d be Safe— watching me
with those glasses. Wonder you didn’t
have this bird shoot me down in cold
blood— like you shot Rogers.”

“1 didn’'t shoot Rogers,” Kelvy cor-
rected without the slightest show of
emotion; “but | had him shot— which
means the same thing. And that’s what
I’'ll have to do to you if you start any
trouble. 1 say, give me that gun!”

Again Crowley hesitated. Kelvy ap-
peared to be unarmed. Taylor, still
looking very sick, was struggling to his
feet.

“Supposing | refuse, Kelvy?”

Kelvy turned his head slightly. In
swift succession he called three names.
From the woods behind Kelvy came a
native carrying a rifle; from the woods
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on the other side of the clearing, back
of Crowley, came two more,.

“Very dramatic,” K e 1v y com-
mented, smiling; “but you've over-
looked one thing. | know that you're
no foolt So quit bluffing. Killing me,
then getting killed yourself, isn’t going
to—"

“You win!” Crowley interposed. He
gave his gun a flip, caught the end
of the barrel, and held it out, butt first,
to the smuggler.

Kelvy took the gun and barked out
orders to his men. The one behind him
vanished again in the woods; one of the
others behind Crowley followed him;
the other stepped up and with awkward
hand searched the prisoner. He found
no weapons.

“Taylor!” snapped Kelvy, “get your-
self in shape and take charge of Crow-
ley’s car. Crowley, get over the fence
and go ahead of me down the trail. Wil-
let, you follow me.”

DASSING around the clump of pal-
* metto, Crowley found the trail clear
enough. For several minutes theywound
through the dense underbrush, emerg-
ing suddenly on the bank of a broad
and motionless bayou. Some distance
on his left, Crowley espied the moss-
covered roof of an old cabin; but in-
stead of turning in the direction of the
cabin, Kelvy directed Crowley to go
around a huge magnolia standing on the
bayou bank. Here Crowley discovered
two skiffs equipped with outboard mo-
tors.

The two men who had preceded
Crowley and Kelvy were already in one
of the skiffs. At a signal from Kelvy,
they put off. Kelvy then directed the
other men, Willet, to get in the other
skiff. He did so, laid down his rifle,
and prepared to start the motor. Crow-
ley took the middle seat, Kelvy pushed
off and sat down in the bow.

“Well,” remarked Kelvy as the boat

swung around and headed down the
bayou. “I have toadmit again that I'm
disappointed in you, Crowley. You
walked right into my trap like—"

“And I'm disappointed in you,” the
G-Man cut in. “Do you think I didn’t
know a trap had been set for me? Huh!
I suspected something when 1 found
Rogers’ body. A double charge of
buckshot had torn the poor devil’s heart
clear out of his body. Rogers never
walked a step after he was shot; he
was dead when he hit the ground; yet
there was blood all down the front of
his overalls. | knew then that some
one had picked him up by the shoulders
and dragged him to the road where I
found him, that he had been planted
there so / would find him. And when
I looked back and saw a clump of palm-
etto on each side of the road, where
there wasn't any palmetto when |
passed a few minutes before, | knew
| had to go on, that | couldn’t go back
even if | had wanted to. And as for
Taylor trying to send me back to that
other road, any fool could see through
that. You want me, for some reason:;
but you wanted me to wander around
Mangrove Swamp for a day or so until
you were ready for me.”

“Good!” exclaimed Kelvy, his eyes
sparkling. “I1 see that after all you
have sense. And eyes. You didn't get
what Rogers got for the very reason
that 1 felt you were worth saving.
Rogers was honest, but he had no sense.
You have sense; and— " Kelvy’s pause
was significant.

“And what?” prompted Crowley, al-
though he felt certain he knew what
was coming.

“Well, I'm not saying you're not
honest,” Kelvy answered with sudden
earnestness. “If you hadn’t been on
the square you’'d have been kicked out
of the Service long ago. But | do be-
lieve you'll listen to reason. For in-
stance, Crowley, | know that Uncle
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Sam pays damn poor wages. Now I
can fix things so that you can keep your
job with the government, yet bank a
clear two thousand a month— for many
months to come.”

“Two thousand— dollars— a month!”
The G-Man sat up, staring with as-
sumed incredulity. “That’s almost as
much as Uncle Sam pays me in a year.
And then makes me advance all my ex-
pense money. How can you do it,
Kelvy?”

“Easy enough! And the game will
get better; especially if you come in
with me. You see, you did me a big
favor when you put Havana Pete out
of business. Since then I've perfected
my organization— at both ends. And
I've branched out. Now I'm running
aliens, as usual; but | also take on a
load of dope and liquor. The dope is
paying all my expenses and the rest is
all velvet. Why, | can hide a hundred
five-tael cans of opium in less space
than it takes to carry one man. See?”

/""ROWLEY saw, but he shook his
~  head. He wanted Kelvy to talk.
Undercover agents in Havana had re-
ported that Kelvy was getting five
hundred dollars a head for aliens. They
had been unable to get any line on any
of Kelvy’s other deals. Crowley, work-
ing on the gulf coast side, had learned
that Kelvy was covering his smuggling
operations by operating a small turpen-
tine camp in a little known and almost
inaccessible spot known as Snipe Key.
That crude map he had found in Rog-
ers’ pocket had partly confirmed that
tip; but there was still much to be
learned.

“Listens good,” Crowley admitted
dubiously; “but two thousand dollars
a month-—"

“Did | say a month?” Kelvy broke
in.,, “Well, see here, Crowley]. If you'll
wofk with me I'll put you in the way
of making two thousand a week!”

“And landing in prison?”

“Not a chance. | have all the coun-
try officers fixed. Rogers, a hang-over
from the former sheriff, didn’'t have
sense enough to get in line with me—
and that put him in line with a shotgun.
Does that— er— convey anything to
you?”

“Plain enough,” Crowley answered,
smiling. “And quite like you. How
soon must I make my choice?”

“There’s a shotgun at the camp,”
Kelvy said, his narrowed eyes glittering.
“We’'ll be there in five minutes.”

Five minutes! Crowley looked
around. Steered by the sour-faced
natives, the little “coffee-grinder” was
driving the skiff rapidly down the
bayou. At the native’'s feet, within
quick reach of his long arms, lay his
rifle.

Turning again, Crowley looked
ahead, past the smuggler-chief in the
bow of the skiff. The dark water of
the bayou was as smooth as glass, re-
flecting on each side the oaks and mag-
nolias and palms that lined the banks.
As they rounded a bend, two blue
herons broke the water and sailed
gracefully on down the bayou out of
sight.

He turned his attention to the boat.
It was none too clean. Fiddler crabs
scuttled catiously over the soggy floor
between Crowley and the man in the
bow. There were old fish-scales, half a
dozen sun-dried minnows, and a bunch
of Spanish moss that apparently had
been used to shield fish from the burn-
ing sun.

But there was nothing that would
serve as a weapon. And Kelvy not four
feet distant with a revolver in his lap.

“Where’s the other skiff?” Crowley
asked suddenly. “It wasn’t going fast
enough to— "

“Never mind where it went,” Kelvy
cut in sharply. “Be thinking of where
you're going.”
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“Yeah?” Crowley grinned cheerfully.
“Supposing | go in with you— or say
I'm going; what’s to prevent me from
double-crossing you then?”

“Just one thing. | made sure of that
first.  You're not that kind. You'll
either go in with me and play square, or
you’ll tell me to go to hell.”

“Thanks!” Crowley smiled again.
“l suppose the reason you wanted my
visit postponed a day or so is that you
have something— or some one— at the
camp now, that you won’'t have in a
day or so.- Eh?”

“Maybe.”

Crowley glanced around again. They
were passing near a swampy spot over-
grown with saw grass. From his sun-
parlor in that grass, a fourteen-foot al-
ligator leaped suddenly and vanished
in a swirl of muddy water. With the
scheme that was taking shape in Crow-
ley’s mind, the sight of that 'gator was
not reassuring.

O U T minutes were passing; and Kel-

vy was eyeing Crowley with open
suspicion. No doubt, Crowley reflected,
Kelvy had already guessed that the G-
Man had never for a minute entertained
a thought of accepting the smuggler’s
proposition.

Past the marshy spot, the boat swung
to the left; and Crowley saw that they
were turning into a narrow branch. Al-
ready the water from the branch was
discoloring the clearer water of the
bayou.

“How much longer have 1?” Crow-
ley asked with a seriousness that was
not entirely assumed. He knew that the
little motor was doing about twelve
miles an hour, but he hoped his question
would lead Kelvy to disclose the exact
location of the camp. The ruse worked.

“That's Snipe Key,” Kelvy said, in-
dicating the wooded tract just ahead.
“The camp is about a quarter of a mile
up the right bank of this branch. Now

don’t be a fool, Crowley! Even if you
escaped now, you know my men would
run you down before you could get out
of these swamps.”

“Are those your men?” Crowley
asked casually, pointing up the branch
behind Kelvy.

The question caught Kelvy off his
guard. He turned to look up the
branch.

The skiff was then swerving sharply
to the left to head straight into the
branch. Swiftly as he had ever done
anything in his life, knowing that fail-
ure meant death, Crowley made a side-
flip, landed with his feet on the star-
board rail while both hands seized the
cross-seat at the port railing. A quick
backward heave—a warning bellow'
from Kelvy— and the water was hissing
in Crowley’s ears as he struggled to free
himself from the overturned and sink-
ing boat.

With relief, Crowley discovered that
the water here was several feet over his
head; which meant that even if Kelvy
had retained hold of his revolver he
would have a hard time taking a shot
at his escaping prisoner. But Crowley
took no chances. As he headed for the
bank, swimming beneath the surface, he
allowed the current of the branch to
carry him farther out into the bayou.
As long as he could endure it, he kept
going; then, half strangled, lights flash-
ing before his eyes, Crowley came
slowly to the surface and looked around.

The boat, as he had expected, was
gone. Near where it had sunk, Kelvy
and Willet were swimming for the
shore; on their leftl This put the
branch between them and Crowley.
Delighted with his good luck, Crowley
struck out for the bank, struck sand
bottom presently, waded the rest of the
distance, and stumbled into the conceal-
ment of dense firebush just as Kelvy’s
revolver broke into rapid firing. Laugh-
ing, not surprised that Kelvy had had
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the presence of mind to hang onto his
gun, Crowley wormed his way swiftly
through the brush and got behind a huge
water-oak.

“Hugh!” grunted the G-Man as he
hastily wrung the water from his
clothes. *“Lost the best hat | ever had!
And Uncle Sam won’t buy me another,
either. | wish those birds in Washing-
ton who are always criticizing my ex-
pense accounts could be with me rigjht
nowf— queer that Kelvy and Willet
went to the other side of the branch!
I'm sure Kelvy said his camp was on
this side!”

OEVERAL pounds of water wrung
~  from his clothes, his shoes emptied,
Crowley fought his way through the
brush to an old magnolia whose low-
hung branches made easy climbing. He
climbed up until he saw in the distance
what he sought—a white-scarred pine
that had been chipped for turpentining.
There would be a path to that tree; and
from there, other paths made by the
turpentine dippers would lead to the
smugglers’ camp.

The best course to the scarred tree
picked out, Crowley sat there for a mo-
ment and considered. On his left—to
the north— a jungle growth of trees shut
out the branch bayou from his sight; to
the south, an opening in the trees gave
him a glimpse of the blue water of the
gulf, of whose sullen roar he now be-
came aware. Listening, he could hear
no sound from where he had last seen
Kelvy— only the hum of a myriad in-
sects, the harsh scolding of blue jays,
the glad song of the mocking birds in
the woods all around him.

Concluding finally that he would have
to go it blind and trust to luck, Crowley
descended the tree and struck out
through the barrage of bamboo vine,
crimson creepers, jasmine and other
growths and finally reached his chipped
pine. The path to and from the tree

was very faint, but Crowley followed it,
came to another pine, and kept going.
Now and then he stopped and sniffed
the air, knowing that in these woods he
could smell smoke farther than he could
see it. Once he stopped just in time to
avoid the vicious strike of a huge moc-
casin.

Kelvy had said that his camp was a
qguarter of a mile from the mouth of the
branch bayou. Keeping count of his
steps, making allowance for the crooked
paths from tree to tree, Crowley esti-
mated that he was within fifty yards of
the camp when he caught sight of the
rough, unpainted side of a board shack.
Here, too, the paths, which had in-
creased to a regular network, con-
verged at a wagon road running east
and west, and passing on the north side
of the shack.

His clothes soaking wet again from
his run through the stifling heat of the
semi-jungle, Crowley paused to rest and
to listen. About him now was A strange
silence, an ominous silence broken only
by the muffled roar of the gulf. Puz-
zled, Crowley started for the shack,
keeping to the concealment of the brush
and trees at the roadside.

Coming up at the side of the shack,
the G-Man put an ear to the boards and
listened. Hearing no sound, he cau-
tiously crept to the corner and looked
around. The front door stood open.
On the sand, near the pine-log step, lay
a half-burned cigarette. Crowley
reached out and picked it up. The
tobacco was warm.

Scarcely breathing, his eyes nar-
rowed, Crowley looked around. The
turpentine road wound on through the
woods. There was no other shacks in
sight; but Crowley’s sensitive nostrils
now caught the fragrant scent of pine-
wood smoke. Directly across the road
from where he stood was a bay tree
against whose trunk stock a packing
case. On the sand around the case
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were cigarette stubs and half-burned
matches. Footprints in the sand led
back and forth from the packing case
to the door of the shack. Beside the
footprints were other marks over which
Crowley puzzled for a moment or two.

“A negro,” mused the G-Man, frown-
ing. “Big brute— from the size of those
prints. Is carrying an old box-axe.
Doesn’t live in this shack. No one has
lived here for a long time. What's he
been doing? Huh!”

DENDING low, so his shadow would

not fall across the step and betray
him, Crowley crept to the door. Cau-
tiously, he looked in. At first, in the
gloom of the cabin, he could see noth-
ing. Then he made out a rough board
table, a bench— and seated on the
bench, his head resting on his arms
folded on the table, a boy of about six-
teen, apparently asleep.

One more swift survey of the woods,
and Crowley stepped boldly into the
cabin.

But the boy was not asleep. At the
sound of Crowley’s first step, he sat up,
a startled gasp on his lips. And Crow-
ley saw then that his wrists were bound,
that a rope ran from his bound wrists
to one leg of the heavy board table.

“A friend,” Crowley said, then added
quickly: “Amigof”

The boy checked a scream. He was
staring at Crowley, fear and bewilder-
ment in his big dark eyes. And sud-
denly, as Crowley’s gaze went swiftly
over the neatly cut dark hair, the slen-
der form, the even features and full
lips, he sprang forward, caught the
bound wrists, felt of the palms, exam-
ined the fingers. He straightened,
stared for an instant at the prisoner’s
face. “A girll” he exclaimed softly.
He got out his knife and slashed the
rope that bound her wrists. “No time
foriquestions, Senorita!” he said rapidly
in Spanish as the girl started to speak.

What are you doing
Tell me everything

“Who are you?
here—a prisoner?
— quickly?”

The girl’s big dark eyes studied the
man’s face for an instant. There was
intelligence in those eyes— and courage.
She flung a glance at the open door,
then spoke in swift Spanish.

“1 trust you. | am Rosite Carlotta.
With ten of my countrymen | came a
week ago on a boat from Havana. |
wore these clothes because Senor Kelvy
would not take a woman. And | wanted
to be with Jimenez, my Jimenez. My
father would not let us marry, but
Jimenez said that in this free country
we could find a priest who would help
us.

“The others shared my secret and did
all they could to help me; but | could
not hide my secret from Senor Kelvy.
At first he was furious; then— well, the
look in his eyes terrified me more than
the threat of death.

“Yesterday Jimenez disappeared. |
asked everybody; but no one had seen
him. Then Kelvy came. He told me
that Jimenez had tried to run away,
had been bitten by a moccasin-—and
was dead. | knew it was a lie and told
Senor Kelvy so. He declared that it
was true, and that now | should have
to marry him— the pig! To keep me
from running away, he made me a pris-
oner here. All day a horrible negro
with a big axe has watched me.”

“How much did you pay Kelvy to
bring you to this country?”

“Jimenez paid him two hundred of
your American dollars. We were to
pay three hundred apiece when Senor
Kelvy delivered us.”

“Delivered you where?” demanded
Crowley quickly.

“1 do not know the name— Yes! |
heard Jimenez say it! We were to go
at night by boat forty miles north, then
by cars sixty miles to a big lumber
camp. The Longleaf Pine and—"
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“1 know the place!” Crowley broke
in exultantly. “Kelvy owns a control-
ling interest. Employs over a hundred
men. No wonder his scheme has
worked so well. Did he bring over any-
thing else?”

"~PHE girl started to speak but Crow-

* |ley stopped her. His sharp ears had
caught the sound of voices. Stepping
quickly to the door, he peered cau-
tiously out. Three men— Kelvy, Wil-
let, carrying a shotgun, and a huge
negro carrying an old box-axe— were
hurrying down the road toward the
shack.

“They’re coming!” Crowley whis-
pered. “Sit down— and be quiet!” He
placed the rope over her wrists so that
they would appear to be still bound.
“Why did the negro leave here?”

“He heard shots and— "

“Is there a good trail to the bayou
on the other side of the branch?”

“Yes. The men always go that way
to the boats.”

“That explains hsw Kelvy got to the
camp ahead of me. Now keep your
nerve, Senorital!”

“You are armed?”

“Yes,” Crowley lied, looking des-
perately around for something that
would serve as a weapon— and seeing
nothing. “Armed with two good Ameri-
can fists,” he muttered to himself as he
skipped softly to a comer back of the
open door.

The men were rapidly approaching

the cabin. Soon Crowley heard Kelvy
speaking.
. . No more nonsense. . . . Won't

listen to reason. . . . Don’t shoot him,
Willet. Bring him back here. | want
the pleasure of seeing Mig cut the fool’s
head off.”

The men apparently went on down
the road. Kelvy turned and entered
the cabin. He was still in his wet
clothes, but had buckled on a belt and

revolver. He stepped up to the table
and looked down at the girl, Rosita,
the better to hide the fact that her
wrists were free, had bowed her head
again. She appeared to be crying.
Kelvy spoke to her in Spanish.

“For whom are you grieving, my
pretty? For Jimenez who left you? Or
for me because | was away from your
side for so long?”

The girl did not answer. Crowley
waited. He did not like to see her suf-
fer the suspense; but he knew that a
struggle was coming and he wanted
Willet and the negro to be far enough
away that they would not hear the noise
and come back.

“Jimenez didn't want you,” Kelvy

went on. “But | want you; and what
I want- 1 get! So be sensible, my
sweet! | can give you everything. |
can—"

Abruptly, Kelvy whirled around. A
creaking board had betrayed Crowley’s
cautious approach. With an explosive
curse, Kelvy jerked out his revolver,
fired from the hip. It was done so
quickly that not even Crowley could
have prevented it. His leap at Kelvy
was stopped short. For a split second
he seemed on the verge of collapsing;
then, his deep-tanned face ashen, he
shot forward, caught Kelvv’s wrist in
both hands. As he rushed the smuggler
backward, the gun exploded again, but
the bullet went wild. Crowley caught
a glimpse of Rosita backed against the
wall, her eyes wide, her lips parted, one

hand pressed to her throat. “Get out
of here!” he shouted. “Quick! Any
place! Hide!”

The girl started for the door, but
stopped. The two men were struggling
with savage desperation, for each man
knew precisely what defeat would
mean. Kelvy was the heavier; knew
all the brutal tricks of the Ilumber
camps; but Crowley was the quicker
and he had the endurance born of youth
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and a dean life. He dodged Kelvy’s
vicious knee-kicks, but could not avoid
bis left-arm jabs.

Blood was oozing from his battered
face when Crowley finally got the
“break-arm” hold. “Drop it!” he
gasped through bleeding lips.

ly" ELVY knew that hold. The slight-
*»e est movement of his body, even the
effort of breathing, caused excruciating
pain. He knew that with that hold
Crowley could break his arm as easily
as a man snaps a match. He dropped
the gun—and into the room tumbled
Willet and the negro.

» “Kill him!” bellowed Kelvy, and
hurled himself at Crowley just as the
latter leaned over to grab the revolver.

So quickly had Kelvy struck him that
Crowley’s grab for the gun missed. He
tried to straighten, and fell forward,
face-down across one end of the bench.

“Kill him, Mig!” bellowed Kelvy
again, and Crowley knew what that or-
der meant. He lay helpless across the
bench, his arms pinned to his side, his
head hanging over the edge.

“Hold ’em, boss!” yelled the negro
with fiendish glee.

Rosita screamed. Crowley saw her
dive for the revolver, saw Willet strike
her with his fist, saw her fall in a heap
in the corner.

The negro was swinging the box-axe,
a frightful weapon with a keen blade
eight inches long and with ten pounds
of oak and steel behind it. Crowley had
seen those axes used in fights in tur-
pentine camps. He knew that a single
blow could behead a man.

Queerly enough, the one thought that
beat through his half-paralyzed mind
was not for himself; it was this: “I
hope Thompson will save the girl! . .

In a second of time it was all over.

Weighted down by Kelvy’'s heavy
body, unable to move his head or his
body, Crowley was frantically doing the

only thing he could do. He was kicking
— kicking wildly with both feet, trying
desperately to do something— anything.

And, suddenly, one foot caught on
the leg of the heavy broad table. With
all his strength, Crowley shoved.

A horrible cry burst from Kelvy’s
lips. Beneath the savage blow of the
heavy axe his body quivered frightfully,
then went suddenly limp.

Crowley’s desperate shove threw the
bench clear over. The two men crashed
to the floor. Shaking himself free of
the thing on his back, Crowley made a
dive for the revolver still on the floor
where it had fallen from Kelvy’s hand.
He got it, whirled, and backed against
the wall— crouching, his eyes narrowed,
face tense with deadly determination.

Just in time he saw Willet raise the
shotgun. Without a warning word,
Crowley fired. Willet staggered, fell at
the feet of the girl that a moment be-
fore he had struck down.

Through the smoke Crowley saw the
negro’s brutal face, the low forehead,
the bloodshot eyes— saw the swinging
axe. Again, without a word, Crowley
shot. The huge negro stopped; his
giant body shook like an oak under the
axel; then, with a wild roar, he swung
his box-axe and charged.

The explosion of the revolver blended
with the splintering crash of wood as
the heavy axe tore through the wall
where Crowley, a split second before,
had stood. It was followed by another
crash as the negro fell.

Crowley gave a single glance, then
sprang to where Rosita had fallen. She
was getting to her feet. “All over,”
Crowley told her. “Don’t worry!”

ROWLEY leaped to where Kelvy
~ lay. The man was on his side.
The absence of blood on his shoulders
confirmed what Crowley had already
suspected. The sound of that blow was
not the sound of steel crushing through
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bone; it was a dull, flat sound. Just
in time, the negro had seen what Crow-
ley had done. Too late to check en-
tirely the descending axe, he had turned
it, struck Kelvy across the shoulders
with the flat side of the blade. It was
a crushing blow, but not fatal.
Crowley picked up one of Kelvy’s

hands. The fingers did not move. He
let go of the hand. It dropped life-
lessly.

“You're out of the fight for awhile,”
Crowley told him. “Rosita, that rope!
Kelvy, you can walk; get up!”

Helped by Crowley, the smuggler got
to his feet. Crowley tied his wrists to
his waist, gave Rosita the free end of
the rope, and the revolver. “Walk close
behind him,” Crowley told her in Span-
ish. “If he starts anything, shoot him!”

He picked up the shotgun that Willet
had dropped. Both barrels were loaded.
A glance at Willet and the negro told
Crowley that they would cause no more
trouble. He told Kelvy and Rosita to
start on—to the main camp. Kelvy
obeyed without a word.

As Crowley had expected, they no
sooner had started up the road than
they met two men armed with rifles
running toward them. Much to Kelvy’s
disgust, expressed with savage profan-
ity, both men threw down their rifles
at Crowley’s command. Marching
ahead of Crowley and Kelvy, they pro-
ceeded on to the camp, a cluster of four
shacks near a wharf on the bank of a
small bayou. Here two other men,
after an instant’s hesitation, also sur-
rendered.

“Helll” growled Kelvy. “I deserve
to lose— picking men like that! But—
you're not out of the woods yet, Crow-

ley! And you're alone— "
“Yeah?” Crowley grinned through
bleeding lips. “Rosita, where are the

men who came over with you?”
“In that cabin,” the girl answered,
pointing to one of the shacks. “Locked

up like criminals!”

“All right. Now listen close! Get
matches and fat wood. Turpentine or
coal oil. Anything and everything that
will burn. Set fire to those barrels of
gum on that wharf. Get it going good.
Then go tell your people that they have
nothing to fear. [I'll tell them later
what must be done with them. No,
keep this revolver with you— and don’t
hesitate to use it if necessary!”

Kelvy was staring at the G-Man.
“What's the idea?” he demanded.
“What right have you to burn—”

“See here, Kelvy!” Crowley broke in
sharply. “You lied to that girl, Jimenez
did not try to run away. And you
haven't killed a man worth three hun-
dred dollars to you. Where is he?”

t70R a moment Kelvy tried to look
* Crowley in the eye; then he shifted
his gaze.

“1 suppose,” Kelvy said with sullen
defiance, “1 may as well tell you. He’s
in a cabin back up the bayou. That’s
where my two men went who started
out ahead of us. But you can’t get to
him; and— "

“See how those pitchy barrels burn!”
Crowley cut in as a black smoke began
rising from the wharf. “Kelvy, have
your men reported any strange craft
around here lately?”

“Only a clumsy fishing boat manned
by a few negroes.”

“Yeah? Well, listen, Kelvy! One of
those negros is my buddy, Thompson.
Through glasses, he’ll see that smoke
he’s been watching for. Then things
will happen! Down will come the false
canvas sides Thompson and | fixed on
that ‘clumsy fishing boat’; and out will
shoot the prettiest and fastest seaplane
that ever hit water! It'll be here in a
few minutes with deputy marshals
and—"

Crowley broke off, unable to restrain
a laugh at the look on Kelvy’s face.
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“T' T SOUNDS wild to me,” frowned
I Don Cragston, addressing the
owner of the seagoing Ibis.
“Though you've been cruising around
in this yacht for five years, the fire-bug
didn’t get busy until you left Egypt, six
weeks ago. Anyway, coal in bunkers
often develops spontaneous combus-
tion.”

“Spontaneous!” echoed Gordon Holt.
The retired racketeer’s square face was
haggard, and his little blue eyes had the
red-veined glassiness of protracted
sleeplessness. “How about papers
stored in a fireproof safe being charred
to a crisp— behind air tight doors! That
was in Singapore. | tell you, this damn’
boat is jinxed!”

Don Cragston, licensed investigator,
wore his shaggy tweeds as if breeches
and riding boots would be more to his
taste. He was lean and rangy; his
crisp, sandy hair was sunbleached, and
his aquiline face was deeply branded
by the Asiatic deserts and jungles he
had recently forsaken in favor of man-
hunting in San Francisco.

For a moment his level gray glance
was divided between the three who
awaited his decision. Cragston was not
yet certain that he wanted an ex-racke-
teer as a client; but if Gordon Holt’s
problem was legitimate, the past did
not count.

Including himself, there were four
in the salon; but Cragston sensed a
fifth, and unseen presence: undefined
fear, that invisible tenant in rifled
tombs, that lurker along the orchid
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Horrible burning death followed

whenever this beautiful exotic crea-

ture appeared— but Don Cragston

would not believe a woman so de-

sirable could have the brain of a
soulless devil.
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blazoned margins of lakes lost in vene-
mous jungles. And that presence hov-
ered near the woman at Holt’s right.

She was tall, with firm breasts, her
soft shapeliness strengthened by a
straight nose and a red mouth that was
a shade too hard. Somehow, Linda
Grayling made him think of ivory that
masked steel; and her hazel colored
eyes hinted that the iron of her soul was
reaching the cracking point. Their ap-
prehensive shifting kept pace with the
nervous, almost subdued play of her
hands. Her voice betrayed the terror
that had followed the Ibis all the way
from Egypt as she cut in, “A cigarette
butt might account for the fire in my
wardrobe. But good heaven, Mr. Crag-
ston, how about a steamer trunk that
for no reason at all began smouldering,
down in the hold— behind a locked
steel bulkhead?”

And Linda, like Holt, betrayed her
sleeplessness: except that her eyt$ were
not reddened, and that the vitality of
thirty-odd still kept the ravages of in-
somnia from creeping into her lovely
face.

“Mmm. . . that is odd,” admitted
Cragston, noncommittally. Then he
turned to the thin, scholarly man who
abstractedly polished his pince nez
glasses. “Doctor Fillmore, what are
your ideas?”

“If 1 were a scientist instead of an
antiquarian,” answered Ellis Fillmore,
“1 might laugh at Holt’s fears.”

“So you believe the Ibis is hoodooed?
Jinxed?” Cragston challenged, teeth
clamping down his cigar butt.

An odd light flickered in Fillmore’s
frosty eyes. He smiled, then answered,
“Strange things come out of Egypt. |
have seen too much of that dark land
to be a good sceptic. And we did come
back with more loot than we should
have. Tomb and temple loot.”

That, Cragston told himself, was
pure rot; but it piqued him, and he said

to Holt, “Remain at anchor, and I'll
give this boat the works. But I'm not
making any cruise with you, regardless
of the fee.”

“If you think 1'd get out of sight of
land, you're crazy!” flared Holt. Then,
as a steward entered in response to his
ring: “Binns, show Mr. Cragston his
stateroom.”

The Ibis, riding at anchor in the
sunset reddened crescent of Half Moon
Bay, some twenty miles south of San
Francisco, was well off shore; but as he
turned to follow Binns, a mirrored
glimpse told Cragston that Holt was
agitated as though he were in a city
where machine gunners lurked in every
alley, waiting to pour out leaden ven-
geance. Yet more than the fear of
death haunted Holt.

“Dinner will be at eight, sir,” an-
nounced wooden faced Binns.

“Tell Mr. Holt I'll be too busy to
join him at dinner,” said Cragston. He
gestured toward his luggage, adding,
“Lot of equipment to unpack. Could
do with a sandwich, later.”

"1 'HE large suitcase he had brought
A from the car parked ashore did con-
tain a compact kit of investigator’s
equipment, from fingerprint to moul-
age; but arson, whether for vengeance
or insurance money, leaves too few of
the traces that camera and glass and
test tube can convert into convictions.
Cragston had no intention of unpack-
ing anything.

He wanted to see the passengers of
the Ibis when they were not aware of
his presence. The whole thing was
wild, right from scratch. After having
voluntarily made his peace with the
treasury department, Gordon Holt had
set out to sea to prove that one can quit
the game and live; it seemed somewhat
late after that five year absence from
the states for some surviving former
associate to begin seeking vengeance
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disguised as an Egyptian curse. In
fact, Cragston had gathered, not only
from gossip in town but also from
Holt's remarks that the ex-racketeer’s
departure from Egypt had been only
because be was certain that his exile
could safely be terminated.

The blow-hard, garrulous under-
world could scarcely have suppressed a
rumor of lurking wrath. Vengeance
not preceded by boasts and followed
by “I-told-you-so’s” would be flying in
the face of nature.

Once dinner was announced, Crags-
ton emerged for his reconnaissance.
He made no effort at stealth; yet he
sensed that his sudden appearance in
the passageway had been just an in-
stant too late to be enlightening. He
could not be certain that he had heard
a door click and the whisper of trailing
garments; but a lingering, pagan
sweetness convinced him that some
woman must have vanished just in time
to escape observation.

The subtle, foreign perfume was not
Linda Grayling’s; but something alien,
disquietingly reminiscent of the bazaar
just off Shari’ el Ghuri in Cairo, or a
breath of fragrance exhaled from some
latticed window in Damascus: a costly,
cunningly blended sweetness that
proved he still had things to learn about
the passengers of the lbis.

And this, following Holt’s assurance
that aside from the crew, there were
aboard the yacht only himself, Fill-
more, Linda, and her salaried compan-
ion, Martha Finley, lengthened his face
into angles.

He spent little time peering through
a porthole at the diners. Fear, he
sensed, still was the unseen guest. For
a moment he studied the sweet faced
little blonde near the foot of the table.
She must, he concluded, be Martha
Finley. She had long lashed blue eyes,
nice features, and a determined chin;
and her reserve in that small gathering

confirmed her status. It also encour-
aged Cragston: when she found an au-
dience, she would be willing enough to
talk. A salaried companion generally
is!

He left his observation post, assured
that the three he had met on his arrival
aboard the Ibis had not been staging an
act. Then he prowled about the yacht,
noting the portable fire extinguishers
that gleamed from every bulkhead.
There were twice as many as ordinary
prudence dictated; and the inspection
tag dates indicated that they had been
installed many months before the Ibis
had left Egypt.

That was a thought Cragston car-
ried back to his stateroom; that, and
his speculations as to the mysterious
woman whose presence had been con-
cealed from him. One way of bringing
her out of cover would be to turn in a
phoney fire alarm. Another ... he
opened his Kit, and considered the dust-
ing powders he might later that night
spray on the deck, in the passages, then
check up on heel prints. In spite of
every sign to the contrary, Holt might
be setting the stage for an insurance
fire, now that escape from the Ibis was
just a matter of rowing ashore.

But that woman? Surely not neces-
sary in any such scheme!

And then there was a preemptory
tapping at his door. It was Holt, who
abruptly began, “Fillmore’s driving me
nuts, and Linda’s out of sorts— which
gives me a chance to show you around
the boat this evening.”

As they passed the guest staterooms,
he named the occupant of each, con-
cluding, “The others are used for stor-
age. Cruising as I've been, one takes
along a lot of stuff, and accumulates a
lot more.”

“Let’s have a look,” suggested
Cragston, noting that one of those
designated as storerooms must have re-
ceived the unseen woman.
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“Better get the layout of the boat
first,” Holt brusquely countered, turn-
ing toward a companionway.

/""XNCE below deck, Cragston ob-
~  served that the hold was guarded
by a compressed carbon dioxide system
which automatically would flood it
with a blanket of extinguishing gas
when the temperature rose beyond a
certain degree; but he made no com-
ment until Holt unlocked a compart-
ment door.

“For hell’'s sweet sake, what's this?
A museum?” he demanded.

Blocked against the further bulk-
head was the green basalt figure of a
woman with the head of a lionness;
Sekhmet, the Egyptian goddess of solar
flame.

“That’s what | wanted to show you,”
Holt solemnly answered. “I'm sorry |
ever let Fillmore talk me into bringing
her along. There’s the hoodoo!”

“You're goofy!” snapped Cragston,
resenting the instinctive awe that that
solemn image had aroused in him.

“Maybe I am.” Holt would not ar-
gue. “Anyway, idleness was getting
me, so | began collecting. Anything to
escape bridge and Scotch.”

Holt, though much of his work had
been evil, had likewise been the brain
of legitimate enterprises. Neither arche-
ology nor any other intellectual pursuit
was out of character. That seemed to

explain  Fillmore: companion, and
guide to new interests.
“Ever since | met him in Paris,”

Holt carried on, referring to the doc-
tor; but the words froze on his lips, and
Cragston whirled, following his gesture.

Black fumes and little vyellow
tongues of flames were rising from the
joint where the lid fitted on a gilded
mummy case that stared from a corner.
Cragston knocked the cover aside and
leaped back to avoid the flame that
surged out.

The fumes reeked with blazing bitu-
men and the sickening stench of long
dried flesh well afire. The entire com-
partment was heavy with the horrible
sweetness of corpse-flavored frankin-
cense.

He snatched a portable extinguisher
from the outside of the bulkhead a&d
commanded, “Don’t spread the alarm!
Keep this thing quiet. | can handle
it.”

He pumped a jet of tetrachloride in-
to the flaming mummy, then seized
and emptied a second extinguisher,
subduing the blaze before the auto-
matic system could function in reac-
tion.

“Got it!” coughed Cragston. “Whew
—what a smell! Now, shut that door.
Not a word about this. I've got a hunch
I want to follow. Give me your keys—
yeah, the whole bunch.”

He followed Holt up the forward
companionway; but as he emerged, an
eye-searing radiance from overhead
blinded him. There was a crackling
as of intense combustion, a shrill cry
from aft, hoarse shouts from below.
The deck quivered under successive
detonations as though the bay itself
were boiling; and as clouds of vapor
surged up the companionway, Cragston
heard the ringing of alarm gongs, the
commands of the officers.

It had all happened in a succession
of stunning instants; and then he
caught the horrible odor that tinged the
steam which billowed about him and
Holt: the reek of burned flesh, and this
time, not mingled with embalming
spices.

The vapor poured from a porthole
that opened to the main deck. It came
out of Linda Grayling’s stateroom!
Cragston knew that death had struck;
hideous and unspeakable death. There
was no sound; and he was glad, think-
ing of how a body must be burned to
taint so much vapor.
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CHAPTER 11

RAGSTON, dashing down the
C passageway, could not tell

whether Holt was praying or
cursing. His voice was scarcely articu-
late. Binns, the steward, was chatter-
ing meaninglessly. That awful flare,
that odor— they needed no explanation.

Cragston unlocked the door. Light
gleamed murkily from the steam
clouded stateroom. As he recoiled, Fill-
more came running. He blinked, fum-
bled with his vapor clouded glasses, let-
ting his flannel robe whip open in a
gust of wind. He was groping for words
and before he spoke, Cragston, with
that strange perception of trifling de-
tails that a moment of horror brings,
noted that the scholar’s chest and throat
and legs were gleaming with great
patches of scar tissue. Old burns. . .

“Good Lord— what’s happened—
how— " he stammered, blinking behind
his misted glasses and drawing his robe
about him.

“Take Holt away!” snapped Crags-
ton, “Isn’t that smell enough?”

The wind thinned the vapor which
obseured the further angle of the state-
room. Cragston shouldered the owner
of the Ibis against Fillmore and crossed
the threshold. There he halted, staring.

It would have been bad enough if
Linda Grayling had been burned to a
crisp, but this was worse. Though her
turquoise negligee was smouldering
away from her white body, she was un-
touched except for an oblong area
reaching nearly from hip to her breasts.
And in that space, most of her torso had
vanished, blotted out of existence by the
fiery mass which had dropped from
above.

The upholstery of the chaise longue
was afire, and the deck beneath it had
been cleanly burned through. Cragston
was glad that she was dead; and as he
reached for a fire extinguisher, he care-

fully avoided looking at her face.

“What happened?” reiterated Fill-
more, still dazed.

Holt, escaping restraint, stood there,
mumbling.

“Take him away, you damned fool!”
croked Cragston. He gestured toward
the ceiling. “Something hot enough to
bum its way through steel plates over-
head dropped down on her. And went
on through. Get out!”

Cragston had enough to torture his
eyes, without hearing the horror strug-
gling for expression. Fillmore went,
leading Holt.

The veneer which covered the steel
deck was spattered with lustrous gray
drops, but the edges of the hole be-
neath the chaise longue still glowed
dully; and so did,the metal which, like
drippings from a blast furnace crucible,
had congealed at the edges of the open-
ing overhead.

Cragston withdrew, locked the door,
and staggered up to the hurricane deck.
For several feet around the source of
that incredible heat he found droplets
of cooled metal; and the hull of the life-
boat nearby was similarly peppered,
and filmed with whitish dust.

Then he saw a thin ribbon of white
ash, an eighth of an inch wide. The
heat of combustion had made the deck
paint boil, and thus extinguish the
flame, so that an unburned bit re-
mained. It was magnesium ribbon, dull
silver gray, such as photographers used
to use in place of flashlight powder.

“That makes it murder,” Cragston
reasoned, “A magnesium fuse to touch
it off. . . God, what a death. . .”

His lingering nausea left him, and his
face hardened like his granite gray eyes.
Someone aboard the Ibis was quite be-
yond the pale of humanity.

Cragston now had to notify the po-
lice, and while waiting their arrival,
guard the scene of the crime; but this
was more than one man could do. Since
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murder and arson had joined red hands,
the uncanny combustion of the mummy
was just as important as the stateroom
and deck. Wherever he watched, he
would be leaving openings for the crim-
inal to obliterate clues elsewhere.

He stepped back from the opening
in the deck, pinched the tip from a
cigar, but did not light it. And as his
teeth sank into the tobacco, he looked
out across the black expanse that reach-
es all the way to China, then studied
the shore line. One or two lights from
farm windows blinked in the darkness
of the narrow strip of fertile soil de-
voted to artichokes and garden truck;
and in back were the sombre Montara
Hills.

""HOUGH little more than twenty

¥ miles from San Francisco, this was
beyond the country jurisdiction. There
was not a headlight moving down the
new highway. In midweek, the sea food
and dancing resorts were unpatronized.
By night, the country seemed almost as
unpopulated as when stout Don Gaspar
de Portola camped there, a century and
a half ago, ill and with no food but the
mussels his soldiers could find at low
tide.

“Why anchor the Ibis here? If afraid
of fire, San Francisco harbor would
have been infinitely better; and even
though Holt might still fear underworld
vengeance, he could scarcely be at-
tacked aboard a yacht on the Marina or
the Embarcadero.

“And it couldn’t be secrecy,” Crags-
ton concluded. “He'd know that I
wouldn’t drive out here without leav-
ing word where 1'd gone.”

Anyone going over the side could
swim or row ashore, and head for the
hills which, despite a network of high-
ways, were as undeveloped as in the
days of the Spanish regime. Further
south, the country, though wilder, was
dotted with summer cottages occupied

only over week ends— an ideal hideout
for a fugitive.

“1'd pick a place like this,” he ar-
gued, “if | had to make a getaway from
a boat. But who was figuring on check-
ing out?”

He descended to the main deck and
strode along the rail toward the radio
room; but he paused at the portholes
of Linda’s stateroom. The lights were
still on.

Whoever had planted that incendiary
bomb had to know exactly where the
victim would be when it was touched
off. Cragston looked through the pol-
ished glass, and could just see her bro-
caded mules; enough guide for who-
ever had planned the crime.

There was a perceptible smudge on
the pane. Someone had peeped into the
stateroom, pressing his face close to the
glass to block out reflections. If a
woman had made that smudge, some
cosmetic trace would offer a hint; if a
man, there might at least be some re-
vealing imprint of skin texture and
sweat glands.

He shifted toward the opened port,
which brought him squarely in line with
the corpse. Had she looked up, she
would have seen anyone spying on her;
and Linda’s constantly shifting glance,
he had concluded that afternoon, was
a firmly fixed nervous habit.

“That half scorched book lying near
her, looks as if she’d been trying to
read away the jitters. Someone had her
well mapped out, and knew better than
to risk looking in through this open
port.”

Cragston had to risk leaving the main
deck. After all, as long as no one knew
that he had evidence of murder— that
scrap of magnesium ribbon— the assas-
sin would feel too secure to risk tam-
pering with the stateroom.

Passing Holt’s quarters, he heard the
owner’s now somewhat coherent speech,
and Fillmore’s reassurance: “I know |
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spoke of a curse. Everyone has con-
sidered such possibilities, ever since the
mysterious deaths of those who opened
the tomb of Tutankhamen. But—"

“But you yourself explained a curse
as something not entirely necessarily
screwey!” protested Holt. “Hypnotism.
Post hypnotic suggestion. They're ac-
knowledged by science. Somone
aboard may be committing these out-
rages without even being aware of
them! But that damned green statue
— I'll throw it overboard— "

“Listen, Holt—"

“Listen, be damned!” the racketeer
flared. “Over it goes; | financed this
party, and even if | did tell you the loot
was yours, you've got no fair claim
against my wishes!”

The closing of the porthole cover re-
duced the altercation to a confused
blurr.

Cragston found Blaine, the radio op-
erator, with his feet propped up on a
table. He was reading a magazine six
months old. His eyes were straightfor-
ward, but his thin, swarthy face was
too hard for its age. The fellow was
wary as a cat, swiftly shifting to his feet
as Cragston entered.

“1 want to send a message— ”

“No go!” Blaine cut in, brusquely.
“Unless Holt or the captain says so0.”

“Buddy,” smiled Cragston, “let’s
not be that way. You know there has
been a nasty accident aboard. | have
to notify the police.”

“The cops can wait till Holt’s ready.
Or you can lower a boat and phone from
shore. | got my orders, and 1'm no sap
for your convenience.”

He grinned, shook his head, and
reached for a fresh smoke.

“Listen, Blaine,” continued Crags-
ton, still very amiably. “1'm a licensed
investigator. 1'm the law until the sher-
iff arrives. This boat is within the three
mile limit, so the captain’s got not a
thing to say about it. Now get busy

with that key.”
“Fade!” snapped Blaine, eyes hard-
ening, one hand slipping behind him.

/CRAGSTON didn't know what the
operator was reaching for, and he
was taking no chance. Before the fur-
tive gesture was fairly started, Blaine
was looking into the muzzle of a 7.65
Mauser. His jaw sagged, and he jerked
bolt upright from his menacing crouch.
“Hey— wait a second! | was reach-
ing for matches.”

Smack! And that was Cragston’s
fist, not gun, that came into play.
Blaine dropped, frozen and popeyed.
His sudden stiffening at the sight of
Cragston’s pistol had unmasked a
switch in the bakelite panel behind him;
that, and the box of matches that lay
in plain sight in jront of him had be-
trayed his move to cut the antenna cir-
cuit before the investigator forced him
to hammer the sending key.

“QOught to put a lily in his hand,” he
grinned, checking the operator’s drop
to the floor.

Cragston stepped to the key and
tapped out his message. Some ship or
land station would get it and relay it to
the police. He had to gamble on that,
since he did not know how to tune the
sending wave to the proper band.

“But if 1 make enough of a riot in
the air,” he reasoned, repeating his la-
boriously pounded code, “someone’s
bound to get it.”

That done, he bound and gagged
Blaine, and stowed him in a locker. Un-
less someone missed the operator, there
was a chance that the police would ar-
rive before anyone aboard would sus-
pect that they had been summoned.

It was becoming personal. He was
the only stranger aboard. Once he was
disposed of, it would be a simple mat-
ter to rivet in new deck plates, report
Linda as having fallen overboard, and
that was the end of it. And Cragston’s
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car, parked near the highway, would
not prove that he had ever boarded the
Ibis.

But did that mysterious woman,
whose only trace thus far was a whiff
of Asiatic perfume, fit into this grue-
some tangle?

A latch click warned Cragston. As
the knob turned, he drew back, letting
the inward swinging door hide him.

“Lloyd?” A woman'’s voice, low and
tremulous, was hailing Blaine.

She repeated the name, paused a mo-
ment, then entered the radio room. It
was Martha Finley, and the aura of
Vrai Narcisse which accompanied her
was neither Asiatic nor haunting. For
a moment, not perceiving Cragston, she
stood there, tense, perplexed. Then she
started, sensing a presence in the room.

“I'm looking, for him myself,” was
Cragston’s amiable observation as she
whirled, her eyes wide blue queries.
“Sending a message?”

“Oh—!" Alarm, and suspicion
chased each other from her face. Then
she caught his arm, and said, “Mr.
Cragston— you must be the investiga-
tor— I'm scared silly. | know some-
thing’s happened to Lloyd.”

Score a half point for feminine in-
tuition; she obviously did not connect
him with the operator’s disappearance.
She at once went on, “Could you step
to my stateroom? |I've got to talk to
someone. While | have a chance.”

She said not a word as he accom-
panied her down the passageway. It
was not until her own door had closed
behind them that Martha began, voice
tremulous and scarcely above a whis-
per, “There’s a woman— or something
— somewhere on this deck. | caught a
passing glimpse of her. One night when
Linda— Miss Grayling— was remaining
in her stateroom! And I've heard her,
I know it wasn’'t Linda’s voice. You
know how a bit of sound just filters in.
A stray bit, picked up by a ventilator.”

“A stowaway? Well, what of it?”

“But it’'s not a stowaway!” Her fin-
gers sank into his arm. “Holt knows
about her. Why does he have to conceal
a guest?”

“Can you describe her?” he went on.

“All 1 could see was her face and
those utterly preposterous eyes. The
rest of her was in dim light. She seemed
shrouded in something shapeless and
flowing.”

She paused, and Cragston prompted,
“Those eyes?”

“Like—” Martha shivered. “Like
something carved in an Egyptian tomb.
Very long, very large eyes. And she
seemed to fade, like that!”

“So you went to tell Blaine about it,

just now?”
“No. I'm . . . well, rather fond of
Lloyd. It’s mutual. | wanted him to

get me off this yacht. Both of us. Be-
fore it goes up in flames.”

/CRAGSTON frowned. Try and sift

the facts from the hysterics! Mar-
tha's crude description suggested a
Coptic woman, one of the survivors of
the old race that ruled Egypt, long be-
fore Persian, Greek, Roman, or Arab
invaded the land. It might all be illu-
sion, suggested by the goddess of solar
flame, and the curse of fire. Yet that
lingering trace of alien perfume con-
firmed her impressions. Literally, there
was an unseen presence aboard!

He resumed, apparently changing the
subject, “Did Linda have any premoni-
tions? This afternoon she had a fine
case of jitters.”

“She’s always been that way,” an-
swered Martha, “ever since I met her,
shortly before she asked me to join the
cruise of the Ibis. Always taking bro-
mides and sedatives. An overdose al-
most finished her.”

“Pleasant cruise,” he wryly ob-
served. “What was the angle?”

“I've not die least idea!” Martha's
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answer was entirely too ready. “But
she and Holt got on each other’s nerves.
They quarrelled bitterly. Particularly
since leaving Egypt with all that cargo
of antiques. It took money and pull to
get the lot out of the country, but Holt
had both.”

“Better forget this idea of checking
out,” warned Cragston. “After what’s
happened aboard, anyone missing will
be suspected.”

“Oh, good Lord!” she gasped. “But
Lloyd couldn't— 1 know he wouldn’t
have left— without telling me—"

Cragston left her to simmer. Won-
dering about the missing radio operator
might make her blurt out things he was
certain she was withholding. He
stepped to the passageway. Now that
he’d put a message through, his best
move was to guard the scene of the
crime. He had been away longer than
he realized.

But it was not until he reached the
porthole of Linda’s stateroom that he
realized how long his vigilance had been
broken. The porthole pane was now
absolutely clean. The smudge had been
wiped off!

CHAPTER 111

RAGSTON strode to his state-
C room, took some was from his

kit, and sealed the door and
portholes of Linda’s stateroom. Then
he broke in on Holt's conference with
Fillmore.

“Someone,” he bluntly began, “de-
stroyed some evidence. But I've sealed
the room. If anything else is messed up,
you're responsible.”

That left Holt and Fillmore groping;
and Cragston clinched it by demanding,
“Have you radioed the authorities
ashore?”

He expected an affirmative; but in-
stead, Holt answered, “Hell, no!
Though | should have. But after what

happened, I've been— why didn’'t you
remind me sooner?”

Cragston was certain that no one had
witnessed the encounter in the radio
room; therefore if Holt had forbidden
the operator to transmit messages, the
logical falsehood would have been to
insist that he had reported the tragedy.
His frank admission was a contradic-
tion.

“Fillmore,” continued Holt, turning
abruptly to the scholar, “Have Blaine
get in touch with the police.” Then, to
Cragston: “Let’s go below and have a
look at whatever it was that burned
through everything but the hull plates.
The captain insists it's a meteor, though
the impact should have sprung every
rivet in the boat. Moving at such
speed— "

“Air resistance,” suggested Cragston,
keeping his own counsel as to the be-
traying strip of magnesium ribbon,
“would slow a meteor down as well as
heating it to incandescence. So it might
be burned down to a very small bulk
of extremely hot substance.”

“He said it seems to be pure iron,”
persisted Holt. “Let’s see what your
guess is.”

He followed the owner of the Ibis
below deck. The throbbing of pumps
hinted that the terrific heat of the ther-
mite had sprung some rivets, admitting
water; but the monotone of the rum-
bling voices below indicated that it was
nothing serious.

It might not even keep the Ibis from
pulling out to sea.

As they reached the compartment be-
hind whose locked door the statue of
Sekhmet cryptically regarded the half
consumed mummy, Holt halted, ab-
ruptly turned, and fished for his keys,
“That fire in there has me stumped.
Let’s have another look. No one has
had a chance to tamper there.”

Cragston checked his fumbling, say-
ing, “1 have your keys. You gave them
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to me, remember? And | could do with
another look. Fact is, I was thinking
of it.”

Cragston wunlocked the bulkhead
door. But as Holt groped for the switch,
Cragston checked him. In the murky
half gloom he saw a wavering, phos-
phorescence on the deck. It also out-
lined the half consumed mummy.

“There’'s something!” he muttered,
answering Holt's incredulous query.
“Leave the light off until I get a sam-
ple.”

As Cragston strode forward, he pro-
duced a handkerchief. White phos-
phorous could account for “spontane-
ous” combustion; and the carbon tetra-
chloride used to extinguish the blaze
had dissolved the stuff, along with the
gums and resins of the mummy, making
that glow.

“This Egyptian curse seems to have
laboratory training! ” he exclaimed; but
his voice suddenly had a hollow rumble.
He whirled. The door was closing.
Then darkness, and a click as he bound-
ed forward, too late to wrench it open.

“You------ ——- 1" he swore to the
gloom. Then, finding the switch, he
added, “And I'm another, getting

caught this way!”

Holt had him out of circulation.

Cragston’s first concern was the air
supply. Unless he could quickly extri-
cate himself, he would suffocate. The
compartment reeked with the fumes of
fire extinguisher fluid, making his eyes
smart and his head ache.

Sweat cropped out on his forehead.
It was only with an effort that he com-
pelled himself not to try to calculate
how long he could remain conscious in
that limited air supply. For a moment
he deliberately surveyed the compart-
ment and in his exaggerated effort to
retain command of himself, he scruti-
nized each of the objects it contained.

The pitch of the sjiip, and the mock-
ing stare of Sekhmet suggested the first

move; that, and the hazy recollection of
an old story about the havoc wrought
by the escape of an improperly lashed
cannon on a warship, back in the days
of muzzle loading artillery, when the
guns had to be drawn back on carriages,
loaded, and rolled forward to the firing
port.

'THE statue, if released from its

1 blocking, would at every pitch of the
Ibis be skated across the deck and
against the opposite bulkhead. That
would spring a plate, create an alarm-
ing disturbance, force the ship’s officers
to come in and stow the cargo. Thus
he would gain at least an exchange of
pistol fire. Better go out in a red blaze
than to die like a rat in a fumigated
hold. Police interference was too slen-
der a chance to consider in this emer-
gency.

He was already dizzied by the pun-
gent fumes exhaled by the half burned
mummy; but as be approached the god-
dess, he saw that he still had a slender
chance. She was secured by threaded
tie rods which, after passing through
the bulkhead, were fastened to four by
fours that crossed the pedestal, knees,
and breast of the image. And large wing
nuts made his task easier.

They were not as tight as he had
expected. The statue was perceptibly
shifting with the motion of the boat.
A splash of extinguisher fluid, though
cutting the thin film of grease and grime
from the steel deck plates, had not quite
obliterated traces which indicated that
Sekhmet had been moved not long be-
fore the mummy caught afire.

He removed a wing nut; and then
another. The compartment was now
whirling, and every breath was a knife
thrust, a gulp of burning, half poisoned
air. But finally he kicked aside the bot-
tom block, and as the Ibis pitched, he
watched the statue sli(Je slowly forward,
then jam against the angle of a massive
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granite sarcophagus.

Cragston wedged himself behind the
image. For a moment a backward lurch
crushed him as in a deadly vise; then
the next pitch helped him, and Sekhmet
slid free. His ears were roaring, and un-
counted hammers seemed to be beating
inside his brain. He slumped, nauseated
and helpless. Then he felt the vibration
of the deck, heard a splintering of wood,
a terrific crash, a tinkling of steel.

The image had tipped over, the im-
pact breaking off a knee and hand. It
rolled, then slid; and for a moment, its
direction hung in the balance: whether
it would crash against the further bulk-
head, or slide back to pin Cragston
against his wall and the sarcophagus
was an even chance. Though his head
was light, his body was a sluggish, inert
mass.

Scrambling clear, he dislodged the tie
rod. It slipped freely, dropped back
into the adjoining compartment, expos-
ing the hole drilled into the steel plates.
Then, as he desperately pulled himself
to the half inch opening to suck in a
breath of untainted air, the roll of the
Ibis sent Sekhmet smashing against the
door.

Wind and tide were helping him. The
sea was becoming heavier. The sculp-
tured stone swooped crazily into a cor-
ner. Above the crash he heard the groan
of a strained rivet. A plate had been
sprung. He gulped another breath from
the drilled hole, then turned back to
watch for the next dive of the statue.
The deck was now littered with green
fragments. As it chewed itself to pieces,
its motion would become faster, a grow-
ing danger for Cragston, who would
have to dodge the juggernaut he had
released.

The Ibis nosed down. The ponderous
bludgeon came tumbling toward him.
The deck was slick, the angle was steep.
He scrambled, slipped, then flung him-
self to the lid of the heavy sarcophagus

just as the statue smashed home, raining
him with basalt splinters.

“That was damn near personal!” he
gasped, shuddering as he saw how the
erratic tumbling of the goddess had al-
most trapped him.

Then he noted the heavy chunk
broken from the pedestal, and the white
fragments scattered by the impact.
Plaster of partsl And it concealed a
cavity in the back. The deck was
strewn with a dully gleaming powder
with a metallic lustre— odd cargo for
Egyptian tomb loot!

Cragston was on deck as the next roll
sent Sekhmet skating across the deck.
He caught a glimpse, just as the over-
head light broke the shifting shadows,
of paper wrapped parcels in the crevice.
Risking the treachery of the now bat-
tered stone, he plunged after a package
that had broken from its concealment.

There had been no investigation of
the terrific hammering and thumping
Cragston had released. Apparently the
threatened destruction of all the cargo
in that compartment was less impor-
tant than keeping him imprisoned.

“Nobody wants to swap lead, yet,”
he growled. “Waiting for me to suffo-
cate.”

His imprisonment must be known to
the ship’s officers; otherwise someone
would have come running. And being
thus lightly disposed of whipped the
captive’s wrathful determination to get
out.

"1 '"HEN he recalled that scrap of mag-
nesium ribbon he had picked up on
the hurricane deck, tore open the little
envelope in which he had sealed it, and
reached for the parcel of thermit. He
poured the powder out in a train that
included a circle a yard in diameter. At
one point he heaped the stuff higher,
making a mound sharp pointed as pos-
sible.
With his penknife Cragston split one



FLAME OF THE DEVIL 77

end of the scanty bit into several little
tongues, set it upright in the heap. He
broke the first match he struck, and
his hand trembled as he brought the
second one, lighted to the fuse.

Damn that ribbon! The metallic
mass was pulling the heat faster than
the match could supply it. And then
a wink of white. He drew back. False
alarm. Another match —

Its flame was blotted out by a pene-
trating white glare. Magnesium is slow,
deliberate in its burning. Cragston
reeled back, but as doom clawed at his
throat the glow of the magnesium was
swallowed by a blinding incandescence,
a rain of white hot sparks.

Then, as he counted the endless sec-
onds, there was a terrific hissing, an
overwhelming increase of pressure. The
automatic fire extinguisher system was
pouring carbon dioxide into the com-
partment to blot him out like a candle,
smother him, keep even a drop of air
from coming in. The roar of gas now
seemed to come from a great distance.
It whistled past him as he crawled to
the bolt hole to get a gulp of air. That
was a vain effort; the gas, rushing out,
kept any air from getting in. The ther-
mit providing its own oxygen, needed no
outside air to burn, and carbon dioxide
was drowning him surely as though he
had been inhaling water.

The incandescence was spreading. It
became a circle of radiance whose cool-
est spot was over 7000 degrees. Pack-
ing cases were ablaze from tiny bits of
the flaming stuff. Cragstonk clothes
were now smouldering.

Suddenly the white hot ring dropped
from sight. A three foot hole gaped in
the deck. The gas pressure dropped,
spent by the opening. Cragston,
scarcely conscious, seized one of the
pieces of wood used to block the statue
into place; and with that to protect his
hands, he dragged himself toward the
hole. The dull red, glowing edges set

»

the wood smouldering; but as he gulped
in fresh air from below, his head
cleared. He rose, snapped off the light.
Looking down, he saw that the metal cut
out by the thermit had rolled clear.
He then stepped from the two by four
that protected his feet from the hot
edges, and dropped out of the compart-
ment.

He landed in a coal bunker. It was
already partly ablaze from the hot iron
that had fallen into it; but that was
somebody else’s worry. A moment later,
Cragston was ascending a companion-
way, pistol drawn.

CHAPTER IV

A'S CRAGSTON reached the main

ZA deck, he saw that the cutter

which had brought him aboard

was again swinging from the davits.

Someone was leaving the Ibis; or rather,
someone hoped to.

“Hold it!” he shouted. Then, pistol
leveled, he backed against a bulkhead
and as the officer in charge whirled to-
ward him, he added, “Swing it back, and
never mind what Holt told you!”

For a moment their eyes clashed;
then the mate’s hand dropped to his
side. The cutter swung back, sank to
its blocks.

“Line up, and hoist your hands!” he
continued. Then, recognizing Holt by
the deck lights, he added, “You, in
there, pile out.”

The ex-racketeer’'s face was gray as
he confronted his escaped captive.

“1 left orders for you to be released
when | reached shore,” he protested.

“Skip it!” Cragston’s laugh was iron.

And then Fillmore emerged from the
cutter. He frowned, perplexed and an-
noyed rather than alarmed. He de-
manded, “Cragston, what’s all this?”

“No one leaves until the police arrive.
You might as well know | radioed them
before | asked Holt if he’'d sent word.”
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“If you'd said so,” snapped Fill-
more, “it’d have saved a good deal of
confusion. We were going ashore to re-
port. When | went to the radio room,
the operator was missing. | couldn’t
find him anywhere.”

“You fool!” growled Holt, recover-
ing from his panic, “Put up that gun.”

“You might tell me,” countered
Cragston, “why you locked me in that
compartment.”

“l had my reasons,” was the sullen
answer. “How did you get out?”

“With a can opener.”

He could not indefinitely hold the
Ibis; and that radio message was en-
tirely too uncertain.

His sudden stride brought him close
to Holt, and so quickly that no one
could venture a false move. Then, with
the 7.65 jammed against the racketeer’s
ribs, he said, “Don’t move, any of you!
I'll blow Holt’s guts out quicker than
I'd argue.”

“1 tell you,” stuttered Holt, “I left
orders to release you. Listen— "

“You tell the skipper to run this boat
into the rocks so it can’'t get away. |If
she’s not headed in for a crackup in
thirty seconds, I'm giving you the
works. And report it as killed while at-
tempting to escape. With your record,
I can make it stick, and you know it.”

A dozen eyes probed Cragston’s grim
face, striving to read whether he would
methodically cut down the owner. The
conclusion was yes; and Holt con-
curred,

“Go ahead, McCulley,” he ordered.
“Tell the skipper to run her aground.
By my order.”

“By your order, hell!” boomed a
deep voice from the companionway.
The red faced Captain hove into view.
“Do you think 1'm going to do that on
a calm night and spend the rest of my
life trying to prove the owner ordered
it?”

“Captain,” grated Holt, “damn it,

you can’t disobey— "

“l can and | am!” retorted the cap-
tain. “If he wants to plug you, that’s
your look out. I'm not having my
ticket threatened to save your neck.”

That threw it to Cragston. If a
weapon were drawn by anyone at all, it
would be different, and Holt would die
first; but cracking down on him to com-
pel another’s obedience was something
else.

The captain’s ruddy face twisted
ironically. He knew the answer; but
he had not anticipated the next move.

Cfagston thrust Holt forward, then
slipped to the rail of the launch. Still
commanding the situation with his 7.65,
he said, “Captain, it would be dumb to
crab yourself to save this louse. So I'm
taking him ashore. Lower us over the
side, or you won't be living long enough
to worry about a master’s ticket,

“Holt— Fillmore— both of you into
this tub. Backs toward me.”

The captain’s triumph froze. Crag-
ston had reversed the field; it was no
longer a question of cutting down a
hostage, but of squeezing lead into any-
one who tried to hinder the getaway.

“You win,” was the answer; and then
he gave the orders.

/CRAGSTON, behind and between his
~  two captives, covered the deck
crew as he retreated over the side and
into the cutter. Once the launch cleared
the rail of the Ibis, he herded Holt and
Fillmore ahead of him, jamming them
into corners of the small cockpit where
he could watch them.

“Take the wheel,” he commanded,
once the sea picked them up.

“Where are we going?” demanded
Holt.

“To police headquarters. And if any-
thing funny does happen aboard the
Ibis during your absence, you can’t be
held responsible for destruction of evi-
dence, or the corpus delicti. You're
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getting a break.”

“Listen, you chump!”
aghast. “I didn't kill her.”

And then, above the sputter of the
engine, Cragston heard a latch click be-
hind him. He whirled, leaped bap'k. A
small caliber pistol crackled. Numb-
ness gripped his gun arm. The 7.65
dropped from his fingers before he could
face the enemy who had emerged from
the cabin.

“Don’t move!” It was a woman.
Her voice was on the verge of cracking.
Her shooting would be wild, but with
lead spraying the entire cockpit, Crag-
ston knew that his chances of disarm-
ing her were slim. “Grab him, Gor-
don!”

“You damn idiot!” swore
“Nefeyda, why did you butt in?”

But it was the woman herself who
shocked Cragston more than the tiny
slug that had numbed his arm. Ne-
feyda was slender, very shapely, and
partly enveloped in a loose brown
woolen robe— an Egyptian aba that
covered a low-cut revealing dress,
muffled almost all of her face and arms.
Her features were aquiline, finely mod-
elled: cheek bones just prominent
enough to be piquant, a firm red mouth,
a thin, highbridged, haughty nose. She
held the gun tightly, and the rise and
fall of her full breasts underneath the
silken dress made plain her tautness.

She reminded him of an Egyptian
tomb painting. It was her incredible
eyes that fostered the illusion: long,
black, with dark lashes so closely spaced
that the edge of her lids seemed to have
been streaked with mascara. Her re-
mote ancestors had worshipped Sekh-
met and the other gods of Egypt. This
was the stowaway of the lbis.

“Don’t move!” she threatened, soft
voice menacing as a serpent’s hiss. “I
slipped— | didn’t intend to shoot you,
just then. But | will.”

And he knew that she would. Des-

Holt was

Holt.

peration had made her superior to rea-
son.

“Wait a minute!” protested Holt.
“This is going wild— cut it out— damn
it, you’ll make things worse— ”

“It will be still worse for you, Gor-
don,” purred Nefeyda, “if | get nervous
and shoot this gentleman. Get back
there in the cabin— both of you— "

“Cragston,” warned Holt, seeing the
investigator suddenly becoming tense,
“don’t risk it— she’s screwy!”

“Follow them, Mr. Cragston,” said
Nefeyda, snaking back out of arm’s
reach.

She could still spray the entire cock-
pit with lead; and a desperate woman
with an automatic pistol is utterly un-
predictable. So he obeyed; and a mo-
ment after the door locked behind them,
the engine revved up. Nefeyda was
heading ashore.

Cragston cursed wrathfully, looked
about for an exit. But the girl had
prepared in advance for her prisoners.
The milled head of the latch was miss-
ing; and breaking down the door would
invite a hail of slugs from his own pis-
tol.

“Who the devil is she?”
Cragston, turning to Holt.

“A political refugee,” answered the
racketeer. “I wanted to get her off the
Ibis before the police came aboard.
That's why 1 locked you in that com-
partment. | never thought of the fire
extinguisher fumes. She’s afraid that
this awful mess will end in her being
deported and sent back to Egypt, which
would mean a quick finish.”

“It would,” interpolated Fillmore.
“So we smuggled her aboard with the
antiques. We kept her presence con-
cealed from everyone. So there would
be no leaks when we reached the states.”

That did make sense; but Nefeyda
might have imposed on Holt with the
express purpose of avenging his inter-
lude of tomb looting in Egypt. Or she

demanded
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might have been jealous of Linda Gray-
ling. But before Cragston could plan a
move to recapture the boat, he heard the
drumming of a motor, and a search
light beam picked the cutter out of the
gloom. A launch, coming from the di-
rection of the Ibis, was overhauling
them.

“Police boat!” exclaimed Cragston.
“They got my message, headed for the
yacht, and now they’re after us. Tell
her to halt. She may listen to you. No
sense making it worse by trying to run
out.”

A S HOLT turned to the door, Crag-

ston opened a porthole, thrust out
his head, and yelled. For a moment
the searchlight blazed full into his face
as he gestured. Then the engine of the
cutter ceased turning.

“Gettingsense!” exclaimed Cragston.

As if to mock him came the crackling
of pistol fire from the cockpit: the spite-
ful smack of a light automatic and the
heavier report of the 7.65. He heard
the whine of bullets ricocheting from
the water. Nefeyda, apparently at her
wit’s end, was shooting at the approach-
ing launch long before it was within
range.

A rattle of machine-gun fire an-
swered. A porthole glass was spattered
to fragments. Slugs drummed like a
rivetting hammer against the cutter.
The counter attack, however, ceased as
the shots from the cockpit stopped as
suddenly as they had begun.

“Maybe they winged her!” hazarded
Cragston.

Then there was a gusty rumble from
the cockpit: the surge of fierce flames.
Through the porthole he saw the lurid
glare on the water, the thick, black
fumes whipped by the wind. Appar-
ently a stray bullet had glanced, struck
the carburetor sediment bowl, and
spilled enough gasoline to start a blaze.

“Fire!” shrieked Holt.

“Take it easy!” shouted Cragston.
“It’s mainly lube and greasy rags and
wiring. Smell the fumes? We can break
out the back and get out on the fantail.
The gas tank won’'t explode. She
gummed up this lock, just so we couldn’t
escape and go forward in a hurry to
nail her.”

But that effort was wasted. Before
the door yielded, the approaching
launch grated against the side of the
cutter. It was a harbor patrol launch,
but crowded with a squad of harness
cops. Guns down, they swarmed to the
fantail.

“What the hell’'s up?” roared a fa-
miliar voice. “Who was shooting?”

Cragston recognized the speaker:
burly square-jawed Sergeant Harley of
the San Francisco police. He answered,
“Prisoner got us bottled up. She’s in
the engine compartment. Maybe over-
come by fumes. Shake it up!”

Then, to Holt: “Let’s forget that you
locked me up on the Ibis. Get the story:
we were going ashore to report, and Ne-
feyda went loco and started shooting us
up.”

“But how— "

“Play it anyway! ” snapped Cragston.
“Give 'em the exile angle, if there is a
word of truth in it. | figure you were
too rattled to have a dime’s worth of
judgment left. But if it came out that
you tried to put me on ice, you'd be in-
criminated up to your neck.”

“He’s right, Holt,” said Fillmore.
“Do you think she’s guilty?”

“That’s not the question,” temporized
Cragston. “Her flight speaks for it-
self and helping her escape would make
him—and you too— an accessory after
the fact.”

That last left Cragston entirely in
command.

The police launch pulled up. And
during the confusion of question and
answer, identification and explanation,
some minutes elapsed before it was es-
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tablished that Nefeyda was missing, not
suffocated. That put Cragston, Holt,
and Fillmore on the spot; trying to
make an absent and seemingly imagi-
nary woman take the rap for shooting
at a detachment of police.

“But | told you,” repeated Cragston,
“she was pulling a gag. Listen, you
damn block head! Don’t you get it?
First shooting, then setting the waste
and drippings in the bilge on fire is do-
ing just the thing she figured it would.
Giving her time to make a getaway!”

They got it. They played the search-
light over the black water, and toward
the shore. But while the distance was
not great, the crescent of outline of Half
Moon Bay was. The tide was right, and
a creditable swimmer could make it
without much effort.

CHAPTER V

IME was lost in convincing the

I police that there had been such a

person as Nefeyda. More was
spent before circling the bay was aban-
doned, and one of the squad went ashore
to telephone the sheriff of San Mateo
County, giving the alarm that the short
wave from Palo Alto would put on the
air. By every rule, Nefeyda should
not have a chance.

The San Francisco homicide squad
that had accompanied the harbor patrol
was far out of its jurisdiction, but being
on the scene, they took charge until the
proper authority arrived. And further-
more, so much of the city’s business
population lives on the Peninsula that
San Francisco keeps an unofficial finger
on that narrow fifty-mile tongue of
land that separates San Francisco Bay
from the Pacific Ocean.

Thus, finally, the disabled cutter was
towed back to the Ibis. Cragston’s bul-
let crease cleared him of suspicion. Har-
ley’s one crack was countered by, “I
told you once we were going ashore to

notify the police! She sprung a sur-
prise on us, hiding out in the boat. Does
it look like we were helping her? That
jane wasn’t playing cowboy and Indian,
either, Harley. You know | don’t usu-
ally give up a gun that easy.”

Holt's courage was returning. De-
spite his unsavory past, Cragston’s jock-
eying was getting him the breaks. But
suddenly his heavy jowls sagged, and he
hoarsely whispered, “Lord . . . when
they find Blaine!”

“Pray, if you've not forgotten how,”
was Cragston’s grim comment. “I’ve
been thinking about that . . .

If the ex-racketeer wondered at Crag-
ston’s change of heart, he was at least
not looking a gift horse in the mouth.
Logically, he could attribute the switch
from grim resentment to alliance as the
result of Nefeyda’'s desperate and in-
criminating moves. That, however, was
not the investigator’s motive.

If Holt, the center of a vortex of in-
trigue, were in the hands of the police,
it would drive to cover those plotting
against him; or if he really were respon-
sible for the atrocity aboard the Ibis,
his being in custody would keep him
from making some move that would be-
tray him.

Cragston could not afford scruples.
If his client was guiltless, then nothing
short of murder was too much to serve
his interests; but if Holt was criminally
involved, gaining his confidence to
trick him was just part of the game.
And thus, while the law ploughed into
Linda’s stateroom, Cragston found his
chance to release Blaine, the radio op-
erator. The tragedy was gruesome
enough even to shake men accustomed
to fishing unmentionable things from
the water front.

“Keep your face shut, Blaine,” Crag-
ston counselled, jerking him out of the
locker. “If they ever hear you refused
to send my message, you'll be stuck as
an accessory after the fact— helping
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your boss get a murderer off this boat.
And keep away from Martha.”

Blaine thought he understood, and
nodded wisely.

Once the police had things in hand,
they accomplished by advantage of
numbers what Cragston had not been
able to attempt: a simultaneous inspec-
tion of hold and guest quarters. Finger-
print and moulage equipment was me-
thodically brought into play. The pho-
tographer, arriving later, took pictures
not only of the corpse, but of the holes
burned in the deck, of the compartment
in which Cragston had been imprisoned,
and of the incandescent missile, now
cooled, which had welded itself to the
bottom plates of the Ibis.

There were no fingerprints to iden-
tify whoever had stored or removed a
portion of the thermite concealed in the
now-shattered statue of the Goddess of
Fire; only the traces left by Cragston’s
hand as he burned his way to freedom.

Then it seemed to Cragston that his
sudden turn to act as Holt’s advocate
had been one of those uncanny hunches
that guide an investigator through a
tangle of complications. That was when
he reclaimedhis emptied but undamaged
7.65 from the police, who had found it
in the cockpit of the cutter; but what
most interested them was a briefcase
and its badly-charred contents. It con-
tained a thick bale of unregistered gov-
ernment bonds, easily negotiable as
cash.

“Whose are they?” the sergeant de-
manded.

“How should 1 know,” countered
Holt, “without looking at the serial
number? But the brief case is certainly
mine.”

“Quit squirming around and gimme
the dirt!” Harley was now well in the
saddle. “I guess a hundred grand in
bonds is a total secret on this tub, eh?
Look at 'em—if they ain’t yours, who
do they belong to?”

/CRAGSTON was now on the edge of
~  his chair. The answer did not sur-
prise him: “They must have belonged
to Linda Grayling.”

“Damn it, then you birds were cov-
ering up that Turk jane—"
“Egyptian, Sergeant,”

Cragston.

“That female Turk,” persisted Har-
ley, face stormy as his blue eyes. “That
escape of hers was a gag. And in the
confusion, everybody forgot the hun-
dred grand.”

“l told you,” Cragston cut in, “that
she sprang a surprise on us all. But if
you insist on believing Holt roasted
Linda Grayling and then robbed her,
when he could have pushed her over the
rail any place between Nagasaki and
here— a matter of 5500 nautical miles
— | won’t argue with you. And if you
figure it was clubby, skating a .25 slug
through my arm and then locking us up
in a blazing tub, that’s your idea of an
accomplice.”

But that clash was checked by the
fingerprint men, who came in to report
his findings: that Nefeyda had been in
Linda Grayling’s stateroom, and had
opened a concealed, built-in locker, the
disturbed contents of which indicated
that a parcel the size of a sheaf of bonds
had been removed.

“And that’s only half of it,” he con-
cluded. “While it’'ll take an autopsy to
make sure, there’'s a glass and a bottle
that show that the victim took a heavy
dose of a strong sedative. A bottle that
size is missing from the medicine cab-
inet in Holt’s stateroom, and the one
on Linda Grayling’s table shows signs
of his handling.”

That swung it against Holt. His color
receded, and he shot a despairing glance
at Cragston. The investigator’'s face
froze. There was no ready answer for
that.

“Looks like this is winding up,” de-
clared Harley, “before anyone arrives

corrected
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from the sheriff’s office. Holt, you better
cough up. You doped her, robbed her
locker, and then cremated her.”

The racketeer’'s protests were
scarcely articulate. He was cracking
under the deadly succession of rever-
sals of the evening. Almost secure, he
had his feet knocked from under him.
And then Cragston said, “You've asked
Martha Finley just about one thousand
assorted questions, trying to get her to
say that Holt and Linda Grayling had
been quarrelling about Nefeyda.

“You might risk another one. She
told me, before we started ashore, that
the deceased was pretty much addicted
to sedatives, ever since this cruise
started. Put her on the mat again, and
have her cover that angle.”

Sergeant Harley took him at his
word: the blonde girl not only confirmed
Cragston’s contention, but concluded,
“She’d run out of those tablets last
night, so this evening, she sent me to
Mr. Holt’s stateroom to get a bottle. So
I did. And that’s the one—the one
you've got tagged.”

Cragston wanted to wipe the rush of
sweat from his forehead, but he had to
deny himself that luxury. He sighed,
stretched the kinks out of muscles ach-
ing from tension, and said, “After all,
sergeant, | was with Holt for a good
half hour before the murder. Just be-
cause Nefeyda isn’t here to explain the
circumstances under which her finger-
prints appear on the panelling doesn’t
mean that you can dump it all on my
client.”

“You know more about this than
you're letting on!” flared the sergeant,
who had to concede Holt’s indisputable
alibi and the utter lack of any proof to
show that a mechanical time-bomb de-
vice had been used to make an alibi pos-
sible.

“I've just been thinking about it a
bit more than you have,” Cragston
drawled. “And you know damn well

that from the time | opened my office in
San Francisco, no one has hinted that |
ever helped any client get away with
murder.”

That was another claim that was be-
yond disputing; and the law presently
brightened up, realizing that Nefeyda
could not long hide out after emerging
from Half Moon Bay— that is, if she
had really emerged.

CHAPTER VI

decision; that, and because no case

could be made during Nefeyda'’s ab-
sence. And not even her capture would
necessarily implicate the ex-racketeer.
The immigration authorities, checking
the accounts Holt and Fillmore had
given of the mysterious beauty, learned
in response to their radioed queries to
Egyptian officials that she actually had
been deeply involved in native politics.
Thus, with no proof that he had in-
tended to smuggle her into the States,
he had an out on that score.

The following day, it was a toss-up:
Linda Grayling had either been mur-
dered for a parcel of bonds, or she had
been a victim of Egyptian vengeance.
It made good newspaper copy, the log
of the lbis, the shattered goddess, the
hell-heat of thermit. As for the hole
in the compartment from which Crag-
ston had escaped— he had successfully
represented that as the result of an ex-
periment to identify the parcel of sub-
stance concealed in the statue.

Cragston had the game in his own
hands, but it was dangerous. Unless
he quickly solved the riddle, some slip
would expose his strategy. Now that
he had a tiger by the tail, he would be
finished, once the beast turned on him.
He told Holt as much, as he and Fill-
more sat in the racketeer’s suite in a
San Francisco hotel.

“Give me all the dirt,” he concluded,

IT was Holt’s alibi that won him the
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“or you blow up with me. That rob-
bery angle doesn’t add up. What the
hell would an alien like Nefeyda figure
she could do with a bale of bonds?

“You're in the clear, but you know
the cops are not through with your
crew. One leak about your having
locked me up aboard the Ibis will not
only make a liar of me but an accessory
of yourself—"

“And of me, as well,” Fillmore inter-
polated, readjusting his glasses. “You
might as well be frank, Holt. Crag-
ston’s right.”

“1 needed some quick cash,” Holt ad-
mitted, after a long pause. “To take
care of Nefeyda after she got ashore. |
knew Linda would be in a drugged sleep,
so | sent Nefeyda to do the looting while
I took you on a tour of the ship.

“Then, after that ghastly murder, I
had to get Nefeyda off the Ibis before
the police arrived. | had a damn good
hunch you’'d strong-armed Blaine and
send a message, so | booted you into
that compartment. As | said, | was too
rattled to think you might suffocate
from fire-extinguisher fumes.”

And that was logical. Holt was
wealthy enough not to have an ample
supply of cask. Furthermore, in the in-
terests of secrecy, he could hardly ask
Linda Grayling for the loan of her
bonds.

“But it's crazy,” declared Cragston,
“figuring that Nefeyda would pull a job
like that, unless she handed you that
verified exile story just to blind you to
her real purpose. Did you get any
threats while in Egypt, any warnings
telling you to desist from your dig-
ging?”

Holt shook his head. Then, as he

hewed another cigar to shreds, he
aid, “I still think Fillmore’s right, even
if it does sound screwy. That fire god-
dess angle. If it's not a traditional
curse, then a fanatic is trying to blot us
out. | don't believe Nefeyda did it—

but a fellow never can believe anything
like that about—"

“Uhuh,” agreed Cragston, smiling
thinly. “She’s just the type of gal one
could get unbalanced about. 1'd never
have figured she’d try to sift some lead
into me, only she did. But this ain’t
getting us anywhere.

“What was Linda Grayling afraid of,
from the very start of the cruise? Why,
did you humor her phobia against fire?
That yacht was a fire extinguisher sales-
man’s paradise. And that Finley girl
told the cops how Linda had had the
jitters right from the start of the
cruise.”

Holt’'s face tightened. He shook
his head, muttered, “Uhuh. That be-
gan to eat at me. And after those fires
broke out, I got that way myself.”

“Get it off your chest,” prompted
Cragston, at the end of a long silence.
“1’'m in this up to my neck, having cov-
ered your tracks. There’s only one out
— a solution. Tell me all about Linda
Grayling. Everything. Or you and |
will end telling things to the cops, and
not liking it.”

T TQLT'S glance furtively shifted to-
* ' ward Fillmore. The scholar rose,
saying, “It might be easier if I left you
two to talk itout. I'msorry. 1'd have
thought of that sooner, but I've been so
accustomed to be under Holt's feet, so
to speak— "

A vague gesture ended his apology.
He found his hat, then with scholarly
deliberation picked his way toward the
door.

“Splendid chap, Fillmore,” sighed
Holt, as he turned to face Cragston.
“1'd have gone nuts if 1 hadn’t run into
him in Paris.”

“But Linda Grayling?”
Cragston.

“That's what | meant,” was the
sombre response. “Something was eat-
ing at her. | figured a cruise would

persisted
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straighten her out. But it worked the
other way around. | ended cutting
paper dolls myself, just from having her
on the lbis.

“She’d been assistant to a psychia-
trist who was treating a wealthy old
duffer by the name of Cyrus Patton.
He was just screwy enough for some
businesslike relatives to try to have him
declared incompetent, the idea being
to get hold of a pretty juicy estate.”

“Nice business,” was Cragston’s dry
comment.

“Well, that part of it wasn’t so bad,”
amended Holt. “It’'s what followed.
Patton retained the psychiatrist to pre-
pare a defense. But in the meanwhile,
Linda had played up to him— Patton, |
mean— and learned enough of his eccen-
tric points to make it a sell-out in court,
crossing him and the psychiatrist.

“That way, she clinched the rather
wabbly case against Patton, and the old
chap was locked up. In what they
politely called an institution— but it was
just a de luxe bughouse. And Linda’s
crossing him actually did make him
crazy. He spent most of his time in a
strait-jacket.”

“Then Linda’s conscience began grip-
ing her?” Cragston wondered.

“Don’t be silly!” Holt smiled sourly.
“Not that early in the game. The stake
was a bale of bonds that Patton had
secretly put into a safe deposit vault.
That was Linda’s suggestion. A sort
of ace in the hole, just in case his rela-
tives did get him declared nutty. He
bit at her good advice.”

“Clever gal,” remarked Cragston, be-
ginning to follow the play.

“But once he was caged up,” con-
tinued Holt, “his ravings about a hun-
dred grand or more in bonds were con-
sirred hallucinations. When a man is
assumed to be insane, everything he
says is suspected. So Linda grabbed
the plunder which had ben stowed away
in a joint tenancy account. Legally,

she was absolutely in the clear, as the
dough had been put into the box be-
fore Patton was declared incompetent.”

“Where’s the fire phobia come in?”

“When the institution burned down,”
answered Holt, grimacing. “Maybe
you heard of it. Over a dozen patients
died in the blaze. Patton was among
them. He was in a strait-jacket. Not
a Chinaman’s chance, though a couple
firemen got badly injured trying to save
him. And until the flame choked him,
he was cursing Linda, damning her and
prophesying her death by fire.

“Which gave her the jitters. And
since | was making a cruise . . . well,
for my health, you might say, | told her
she could hop along. A dumb move. |
knew the story, and with Linda mum-
bling about it, month after month, |
began to get kinked myself. Partic-
ularly after we left Egypt and began to
catch hell from mysterious blazes.”

“Anyhow,” said Cragston, after a
long pause, “the madman’s prophecy
came true. And those were old man
Patton’s bonds that you borrowed in
Nefeyda’s behalf?”

“That's right!” snapped Holt,
“though | can’t say I'm tickled at the
way you put an accent on borrow.
Damn it, I'm not broke. | just didn't
have enough ready cash to stake Ne-
feyda. But we went into all that.”

“Yeah, we did,” agreed Cragston, try-
ing to get the rotten taste out of his
mouth. While Linda’s death had been
hideous beyond all reckoning, he could
not help feeling now that there was such
a thing as poetic justice. Then, reach-
ing for his hat, he went on, “1’'m going
on the prowl. Can’'t get to first base
sitting around here nursing a gun and
looking at you. It's your hide and
mine too, if | don’t get to the bottom of
this. And if you still feel jumpy, even
in this fireproof hotel—”

“Fire, my eye!” scoffed Holt, “I'm
off the Ibis, ain’t 1?”



86 STAR DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

“That'’s right. And if some of your
former business associates are still in
your hair, | know an agency that can fix
you up with a body guard. The number
is—”

“Skip it!” Holt chuckled grimly,
patted his armpit, and added, “Any-
way, that’s been outlawed by G-men
bullets. Good luck.”

D U T as he stepped from the suite and

headed toward the elevator, Crag-
ston was warned by a sixth sense that
intent scrutiny was stabbing him in the
back, despite there being no one visible
in the corridor. That uncomfortable
sensation persisted as he strode through
the lobby. He began to realize that,
oddly enough, Holt had not asked him
for any details of his plan to clear up
the case.

That implied an assumption that
Cragston had in his possession some
fact that could uncork the case; which
made that intent, back-piercing scrutiny
as he left Holt’s suite a warning just
vague enough to be heeded. He began
wondering if Holt feared that he might
trap the fire-slayer!

He walked at random, thinking it out.
It was now certain that he was being
followed. Declining a body guard
hinted not only at confidence, but also
at a trick to convince Cragston that
Holt did not have anyone secretly
checking up on the investigator.

The entire crew of the Ibis, still
wanted as material witnesses, were out
on bond furnished by Holt. That was
another disquieting consideration. v

Cragston knew that the more pur-
poseless his direction seemed, the more
persistently he would be followed. So
instead of carrying on with his original
plan of seeing the dead woman’s sala-
ried companion, he looped down toward
the warehouse district along the water-
front, where, after six in the evening,
the all-day riot of business is blotted out

by a deserted darkness.

This was a city jungle; yet in jungle
strategy, no city dweller could long
compete with Cragston. Thus, pres-
ently, he not only had learned that he
actually was being followed, but like-
wise had made good use of the tangle
of alleys.

His timing was perfect. He calcu-
lated his shadow’s progress to within
a few paces. And he was lurking in a
narrow, apparently blind passageway
when the muffled figure that for some
blocks had trailed him strode past the
mouth of the eight foot tunnel into the
gloom.

“Let’s talk, buddy!” he challenged,
one hand reaching out, the other ready
to offer fist or pistol as he lunged from
cover.

There was a start, a gasp, the begin-
ning of a scuffle as his grip closed on the
collar of a topcoat. And then, face to
face, he recognized Fillmore. Before
the scholar could find his tongue, Crag-
ston went on, “This hide and seek stuff
is dangerous. | might have popped you.
What the hell’s the idea, doctor? Afraid
I'll pin something on your buddy?”

CHAPTER VII

was decidedly embarrassed.

Finally he answered, “I couldn’t
quite decide whether to hail you or not.
But you've taken the decision away
from me.”

He paused, his thin face troubled and
uneasy. At last he blurted out, “It’s
about Nefeyda. She’s bound to be ap-
prehended, sooner or later. And the
longer she remains in hiding, the worse
it will be for Holt. He knows where
she is.”

“The hell he does!” exclaimed Crag-
ston, who was not surprised.

“Yes,” affirmed Fillmore. “He man-
aged to throw the police off the track.

F ILLMORE groped for words. He
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But he can’t keep her from the law. So
I’'m trying to save him from his foolish-
ness.”

“Very prudent, doctor. Though he’d
probably not appreciate it.”

“l1 know it!” Then, less angrily:
“She’s hiding not far from La Honda,
in a week-end cabin owned by a friend
of Holt’'s. That was the original plan.
He gave her the directions. Even be-
fore the police boarded the Ibis he
couldn’t have taken her all the way out
there. Not after suspecting that you
had radioed San Francisco.

“And unless she drowned while trying
to swim ashore, she must have headed
for that cabin. A good fifteen-mile walk,
but she could make it. She’'d be too
shrewd to risk a ... ah, hitch-hiking,
I think you call it.”

That was all plausible. Fillmore
would have Holt's confidence. But
Cragston came to the point, “What am
| to do?”

“You might guess! Go out and get
her. Before her capture makes Holt an
accessory. Makes you one, makes me
one! And keep it to yourself, this mat-
ter of exactly where you found her.
Just a reasonable error in reporting the
location of her hiding place will save
us all.”

“If she suspected Holt of betraying
her,” objected Cragston, who now was
fairly certain Fillmore was most con-
cerned about his own learned hide,
“she’d spill the whole works, and I
would be up a stump.”

“Convince her she can’t stay under
cover indefinitely,” the doctor impa-
tiently countered, “and that she owes
Holt any advantage she can give him.
That it will be to her own advantage
as well. As long as he is not impli-
cated, he’'ll be better able to defend her.
She’s intelligent enough to realize that.”

Then, after giving him the directions
to the cabin, Fillmore added, “And now
Td better get back to Holt’s suite.”

“They way you put it,” Cragston ad-
mitted, “I’ve got no choice.”

He paused for a moment, eyeing the
retreating doctor. Then he reasoned to
himself, “This is it, just like I figured.
Holt suspects me of having a hunch, so
he gives this learned benny a stall to
pull on me. A foolproof stall. Next
move, | lean up against some gun muz-
zles, just so | can’t spill my private no-
tions about Nefeyda, who is probably
in Frisco, and not in the Peninsula
hills.”

But Cragston accepted the challenge.
By barging into an ambush, he would,
if he survived, gain definite evidence.
He had more than once offered himself
as live bait, trapped the trappers, and
thus worked back to the man behind
the scenes. It was just a matter of
drawing first and shooting straightest.

Thus, in a very few minutes, Crag-
ston was driving out the Bayshore, and
hoping no highway patrolman would
nail him for doing considerably better
than seventy. Having deliberately
taken a roundabout course, he had to
make time. Ignoring the obvious route,
he was approaching the La Honda sec-
tor from the south.

At the end of his mountain maneuver-
ing, with headlights out, along a narrow
road practically untravelled except on
week-ends, Cragston parked and set out
to do some bushwacking of his own.

He emerged from a thicket and
paused in the dense shadow of a mon-
strous redwood stump. At the further
end of the clearing he could just dis-
tinguish a drive which led to the main
road: the direction from which his ap-
proach would be expected.

His prowling, however, was termi-
nated as he caught a glow from a win-
dow of the large, rustic cabin. That
was odd. An ambush could not have
been planned so far in advance that a
fire would have time to burn down to
embers.
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Like a jungle cat, he crept forward;
and at last, reaching the window, he saw
a slender form within, breasts darkly
outlined against the glow of a grate. It
was a woman scantily clad; and as she
stirred, Cragston recognized the fine
profile of Nefeyda, one of the few sur-
vivors of that ancient race to whom sci-
entific tomb-looting could only be un-
pardonable sacrilege.

Fillmore had given him a straight
story. Though unexpected, it added up:
the doctor had betrayed Nefeyda to
save Holt.

DERHAPS, Cragston reasoned, there
* was something in Egyptian venge-
ance. She might be there to tempt Holt
to make an effort to take her to a more
secure hiding place, and thus give her
a second chance to strike. What else
but fanaticism could have motivated
that desperate break from the launch?
If Nefeyda was a descendant of a line
that centuries ago had served Sekh-
men, goddess of the solar flame, she
might have picked on Linda Grayling
because of her association with Holt;
if only because of the girl’'s unsavory
history would make such a doom seem
like a divine visitation, and thus crack
the main victim.

Slowly, Cragston circled the house.
He found an open window, guarded only
by a screen. With his knife he sound-
lessly cut it; then, discarding his shoes,
he cleared the sill. Finally he was
pressed against the jamb of a door open-
ing into the spacious living room. He
did not want to alarm her, or give her
a chance to use the automatic she might
have brought from the cutter.

He released the catch of his cigarette
case; then, muffling the cover with his
hand, he snicked it shut, making a small,
indefinite sound that could be vaguely
placed as coming from somewhere in the
hall.

Being but one of the faint stirrings

of the night, it did not startle her; but
it was repeated with maddening preci-
sion, slowly, regularly, until its rhythm,
arresting her attention, brought her up-
right, forward. As she crouched, tense,
the fire’s glow behind her outlined the
rigid stiffness of tapering thighs. Rays
of firelight danced among the glistening
hollows of the smooth whiteness of vo-
luptuous breasts.

She was listening to that snick . . .
snick . . . snick . . . indefinite, chal-
lenging; yet its monotonous regularity
was assurance that it could be no more
than a chance sound. Nothing animate
would thus deliberately make that
small, vague disturbance; yet it got her
on her feet. She stood a moment, lis-
tening, her supple figure covered with
but a light silken robe.

As Nefeyda approached, Cragston
could almost hear her breathing. She
did not strike a light. Fugitive’s nerves
were moving her. And at the threshold
she paused, instinctively waiting for the
next repetition of the sound she could
not quite localize.

Cragston moved just as she sensed
an animate presence; but she had no
chance for outcry or retreat. He pinned
her arms to her sides, and said, “The
last time you tried to shoot, so | could
take no chances.”

Her low, bitter laugh was followed
by relaxation. Her soft body drooped
against him. Then she said, “I might
have known Fillmore would betray me.
Or did Gordon Holt send you?”

That last was hopefully spoken.
Cragston, however, evaded, “Over the
week-end, the woods are full of people
visiting their cabins. You couldn't
hide much longer.”

She considered that for a moment,
then said, “If | were found here, it
would implicate Gordon.”

He told her of what had happened af-
ter her desperate break, concluding,
“Right now, Holt is in the clear. Dead
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or alive, I am his alibi.
wanted for murder.”

“1 would be,” she admitted. “No one
could believe | acted on a frantic im-
pulse. | did get those bonds, while he
was side-tracking you. ButLinda Gray-
ling was alive. | made that break just
because being deported would be more
deadly than anything American law
could do. I hoped to hide until the
case was cleared up. But that is out
of the question, now. As you say, my
best chance is to conceal the fact that
Gordon knew where | was hiding, and
so leave him in a position to defend me.
If there is any defense.”

“If 1 had ignored Fillmore’s hint,”
said Cragston, “someone else might
have been put wise.”

“I'l go with you,” she agreed.
“Peaceably, | mean. What was written,
must be.”

Their scuffle had disarrayed the robe,

And you are

uncovering her left shoulder down
to a rounded breast. He stepped
back, avoiding her eyes. She quickly

adjusted the robe and stepped into a
small compartment at one corner of the
cabin. She reappeared shortly, dressed
in a green silken gown. She certainly
prefers silk, he reflected, and could read-
ily understand her choice. The soft ma-
terial emphasized full breasts, small
waist, and rounded thighs.

“First we’'d better clear up traces of
my living here.”

That was presently accomplished.
The fire in the grate was not extin-
guished, but left to smoulder to ashes.
They bundled up the empty cans which
would have indicated that someone had
drawn on the supplies in the cabin.

/CRAGSTON did not handcuff his
~  prisoner or attempt to search her
for weapons. He was more than a cap-
tor; he was the intermediary who was
giving her the best remaining chance
with the law. And when they reached

his parked car, the glow of the dashlight
revealed the brooding resignation of her
olive-tinted features. For an instant,
she reminded him of one of those age-old
sculptured figures that stare through the
veil of time and space, looking back to
the days when the gods were still living
in the valley of the Nile.

He hesitated, twice reaching for the
starter, and each time refraining. A
sudden conflict in his reasoning was
making his thoughts whirl.

“Your fingerprints were on those
bonds,” he observed.

“Of course, they’'d be,” she admitted.

“And you did know your way about
her stateroom?”

“Certainly, | often came from hid-
ing, late at night.”

“Thinking of Egyptian vengeance?”
hinted Cragston. “Of the sacrilege com-
mitted in looting a tomb or temple?”

“Fillmore’s superstition!" she scoffed.
“Why would the vengeance of the gods
strike an innocent person— as she was?”

“The gods?” He echoed her words,
impressed by the meaning she gave to
those who were but myths in his world.
1 “We Copts,” she answered, “were
Christians centuries before your ances-
tors ever knew that word. But deep in
our marrow is the memory of the for-
gotten gods. Before Gordon radioed
you to come to the Ibis, he told me that
he had heard of you. That you knew
the east, that you were the one to look
into the curse on the yacht. And I told
him that gods who could no longer pro-
tect their temples would be too weak to
reach after his trifling loot.”

“Wait a minute!” Cragston suddenly
protested. “You’'re making me forget
something | almost had at my finger
tips.”

“You were wondering just why you
really came out here tonight?”

“Yes.” He caught her arm. “We’'re
going back to the cabin. | came out
here expecting an ambush instead of
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you. But since you were there, we
would by every rule be driving back to
the city. And you and | are both dan-
gerous to Holt, who is in a ticklish posi-
tion.

“If 1 were shot, supposedly by you,
and you were found in my cracked-up
car, supposedly killed as you drove
through these treacherous mountain
fogs— that would close the case?”

“Then— " She paused. “You think
Gordon did kill her? And would finish
us?”

“He might suspect me of remember-
ing something that would upset the alibi
I furnished him. You, alone, could not
have gotten that thermit out of the hold
and doctored that mummy with phos-
phorous, and touched off that murder-
ous blast. Neither could he. Someone
trusted someone else.”

Though he was thinking of the
smudge that had been wiped from the
porthole glass, he did not mention it.
His move was now to avoid the trap
that he still anticipated. Curiosity had
snared Nefeyda; it might do as much
for others. If he failed to return on
time, with his prisoner, someone might
come to the cabin to find out why.

Presently they were retracing their
steps to the clearing. Though he was
technically her captor, the situation
made him a protector. And as they ap-
proached the side door, he was thinking,
“I'll let one light burn. Just to be natu-
ral. Set a floor lamp cockeyed, so it
will throw her shadow against a shade,
with her out of range. And when they
bite and start shooting— ”

“They’d learn things about bush-
whacking.”

Cragston’s hunch had become real.
He was instinctively groping for some
shred of logic in the web. There must
be an ambush. But the one thing that
his reasoning had not been able to take
into account was the time element.
Thus he was caught offguard as they

slipped into the living room.

Alone, he might have had a chance
when that muffled figure flashed out of
the shadows. But as he whirled, Ne-
feyda’s taut nerves cracked. Her recoil
blocked his draw*. A pistol blast ripped
the silence. Nefeyda cried out, crum-
pled against him; the impact deflected
his answering shot. And when he fired
a second time, he was too late.

CHAPTER VIII

HAMMER blow numbed Crag-
Aston; scorching fire creased his

ribs, and one of his legs was para-
lyzed. As he sank, still trying to disen-
tangle himself from Nefeyda, a small
piece of furniture was hurled athwart
them. The impact kept him from scor-
ing with his next shot. He smelled the
stench of scorched wool as the pistol
was knocked from his grasp. He had
missed by a hair.

Strength sapped by lead and bludg-
eon, he could not resist when he was
dragged back and to one side, then
thrust across a threshold. Nefeyda,
flung after him, blocked whatever effort
he might have made.

Then a door closed heavily, and a key
turned. He struggled to his feet, and
encountered garments suspended from
hangers. They were in a clothes closet.

Cragston began to realize that none
of his wounds were serious; that shock,
and the impact of a smoking stand or
the like had kept him out of action just
long enough to let the aggressive lurker
imprison them. And Nefreyda was stir-
ring. Though the swiftness of the am-
bush had overwhelmed them, the ene-
my’s frenzied haste had saved their
lives.

“Steady!” he whispered. *“I've still
got my knife. Let's cut some strips
from your gown to plug up the leaks he
shot through us.”

“It’s not as bad as | thought,” she
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answered. “Though one shoulder seems
wooden. But I've still got my pistol.
Two shots left.”

“You had it all the time?”

“Of course. | brought it from the
cutter. | realized that setting it afire
would give me the best chance of es-
cape. So | stopped shooting.”

The two prisoners stealthily assisted
each other with improvised bandages.
The lurker’s ineffective marksmanship
must have been caused by more than
darkness. Cragston sensed that he had
been surprised as they had.

Then, knife in hand, he crept to the
door and silently began cutting to en-
large the narrow crack between two
heavy boards; but as he worked, he
wondered why there had been but one
assailant, whereas he now plainly heard
a low, muffled voice that muttered as in
explanation to a companion. If he
could widen the crack, he could look at
an angle, and thus see the speaker who
now was out of line.

“You don’t need to know anything,
Holt,” droned that mechanical voice.
“I'm wearing this mask to make my
message more convincing. A dead man
is talking.”

There was a pause, but no audible
answer; only a half choked breathing,
the scrape of a chair. Why didn’t Holt
speak? Why was Holt in that cabin?

“Do you understand,” continued the
voice, “a dead man is speaking! Now
perhaps you know why you are in a
strait-jacket, and why | suspected you’'d
come out to this cabin?”

Another pause, as though the speaker
enjoyed listening to Holt's efforts to an-
swer. Then, “I disposed of your friend
out there in the hall. There is no one
left to interfere. 1'm Cyrus Patton’s
son. Remember how he burned in a
strait-jacket? That was Linda Gray-
ling’s treachery— but you explained to
her how easy a trick it would be. You're
as guilty as she was. Worse, for you

didn’t need the money she stole from
my father. You were in it just for the
sake of the game . .

The choked outcry now was a gur-
gling all the more horrible for being in-
articulate. Holt now knew what was to
happen, and so did the two imprisoned
so close to him. Cragston, weak from
his flesh wounds, could not break out;
but he whittled, frantically, desperately,
raising great blisters as he plied his
knife. There might be a chance to drive
home one shot from Nefeyda’'s auto-
matic when the opening was large
enough to allow the barrel to reach
through at an angle.

“ ... sothere'll be burning flesh to-
night, Holt,” mocked that low, venom-
ous voice, “just to fulfill a madman’s
prophecy . . .”

Liquid splashed. A quavering, half
human shriek shook the room. Holt’s
mouth must have become ungagged, but
he was beyond words. He choked,
groaned as the shattering of glass was
followed by a final drenching of liquid.

Cragston, sick with horror, thrust the
pistol through the opening. He still
could not see the two in the other room.
An angle of the wall blocked him; but
he fired, hoping to distract the masked
man from his work.

That effort, however, was wasted.
There was a gusty roar, a golden-red-
dish blaze, an outcry that stopped be-
fore it was fairly started, but though
that brief sound was a lifetime of hor-
ror, the avenger had overstepped him-
self.

NnTHAT complete drenching with gaso-

line had so enveloped his victim
with lashing flame that the first inhala-
tion had stopped all utterance. Crag-
ston knew that though flesh would
roast, char to a horrible cinder, sensa-
tion could not endure after one breath
of that swirling hell roar. Nevertheless,
what had been done in the adjoining
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room whipped him to frenzy. He kicked
the walls, cursing and challenging the
fire-fiend to come within arm’s reach.

A window crashed to shards. That
was the answer. Then a voice yelled
from outside, “Madman’s prophecy,
Gordon Holt!”

The seasoned timber of the cabin
added its crackle to the gusty roar of
the blazing gasoline. The broken win-
dow, and the open door which the
avenger had not dared approach lest
Cragston pick him off was supplying a
draft. The air in the closet became un-
bearably hot and choking.

As fear took the place of horror,
Cragston hurled himself at the door.
The impact stunned him. Nefeyda
crept to his side and said, “Wait. [I'll

get some clothes off the hooks. Pad
your shoulder. Let’s both try. The
extra weight may help. | felt it yield.”

By the hell glare which now came in
through the loophole, he saw her sweep-
ing fishing jackets, old coats, old trou-
sers worn by the owner as he pottered
about his camp; overalls—

A pair of wire cutters dropped from
the pocket.

“Got it!” he croaked.

With the jaws of the side cutters he
caught the edge of the loophole; he
tugged and wrenched. A long, ragged
piece tore from the plank.

“Muffle your head!” he spat from
thick lips. “Stand by and flop some-
thing over me when I make it.”

If he made it . . . but he fought on,
the steel jaws chewing, shredding the
wood. And at last, the bottom plank
released, he gained a leverage. An up-
ward tug tore the protesting nails from
their beds.

They plunged through. There was
one heart shaking instant of suffocation
and flame that sought their swathed
faces; then they stumbled into the
clearing, and out of reach of that hun-
gry fire.

They both needed medical attention,
but once they reached Cragston’s car,
he drove straight through to San Fran-
cisco, to Holt’s hotel.

Sergeant Harley and his squad were
in the suite. They were looking for
signs of struggle, for evidence of Holt’s
having been drugged to effect a silent
capture. Fillmore, calm, but weary and
haggard, had the floor.

He was saying, “l came from my
room to see him, but he didn’t answer.
The door was ajar. So | went in, and
he was not there.”

Then, seeing Cragston: “Good
Heavens, man! What— where—”

“Nefeyda Malouf, believe it or not! ”
Cragston announced, dividing his words
between the doctor and the staring po-
lice,

Fillmore’s glance was trenchant and
querying, as though he wondered if the
reeling investigator could remember the
details needed to cover Holt’s trail; and
before Cragston could answer Harley’s
questions, Fillmore broke in, “Where
did you find her?”

He seemed to be prompting him to
protect his client. Cragston flashed him
a reassuring glance, and then the ser-
geant boomed, “So Holt faded and went
out to get this jane, only you beat him
to it? That makes him an accessory.
I had a hunch, right along.”

“And you were wrong,” Cragston in-
terrupted. “The guy you want is Doc-
tor Fillmore. He killed Linda Grayling
— and Gordon Holt!”

CTLLMORE recoiled, his pallor be-
coming perceptible; then, very
deliberately, “That’s absurd.”

They listened to what had happened
in the hills near La Honda. Cragston
concluded, “You're it, doctor. You're
Cyrus Patton’s son. Shut up— wait till
I finish! I'll prove it. And without
checking upon a car you must have
rented.
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“That smudge wiped from the port-
hole glass of Linda’s stateroom was the
false note in the case. Remember, Ne-
feyda went in to get the bonds while
Linda was heavily doped with a seda-
tive. Remember also that Nefeyda did
not bother to wipe her prints from the
panelling, even though she had ample
time. So why would she have wiped
the smudge from the porthole pane?

“And why would she have peeped in
through the porthole? No need to. She
knew Linda was out cold! But the per-
son who touched off that thermit did
not know that, and so had to look in to
check on her position. That means you,
doctor.”

“But Nefeyda,” Fillmore cut in.

“Too bad!” snapped Cragston,
though the room was now whirling. He
shook off Harley’s supporting hand, and
went on, “When you tipped me off to
Nefeyda’s hideout, supposedly to pro-
tect Holt, | first thought it was a trap
for me. Then when | actually found
her there, | figured it was a set up to
blot her and me, just to prevent leaks.
I can now tell the law | held things out
to protect Holt—so | could keep him
out of jail and under my eye.

“When Nefeyda and | went back to
the cabin, figuring on outwitting the
ambush that seemed to be ahead of us,
the masked man who trapped us and
finished Holt gave me the answers, even
though the disguised voice fooled me.

“Fillmore, you must have told Holt
| was wise to Nefeyda’s hideout. That
would send him a-helling to beat me to
it. He was plunging right into a nice,
quiet spot for you to finish him. You
probably did not originally plan to cre-
mate us. In fact, Nefeyda on the hoof
would bear out your Egyptian ven-
geance theme song. The wrath of Sekh-
met, and all that.”

“That’s insane,” the doctor declared.
“You're badly shaken. That fire—"”

“Speaking of fire!” Cragston’s eyes

blazed, and he straightened. “I nearly
popped the masked man when he

slugged me. | smelled the scorching of
his clothes. | must have creased his
ribs. And you, Fillmore, are sagging

a bit on one side. Watch, Harley— "

Cragston’s hand shot out, jerking the
doctor’'s vest open. The other hand
yanked his shirt free and open. That
exposed a red weal, and powder dotted
flesh. More than that, it displayed the
scar tissue that made Fillmore’s body a
record of old burns.

The scholar swayed for a moment,
corpse-colored. Then he said in a firm
voice, “You win, Cragston. But this
game was worth losing. These scars
were the result of trying to save my
father that night. 1'd come from Paris
to help him escape from the madhouse.
| nearly died, trying. And | failed.

“Cyrus Patton wore a beard, which |
never did. His eyes were brown, and
he was heavy. So you see, | wouldn't
resemble him, particularly since my
nose is straight, and his had been broken
and not properly set. Thus neither
Holt nor Linda Grayling suspected that
Fillmore the scholar actually was Glenn
Patton, the madman’s son. It was easy,
joining those conscience haunted peo-
ple as they dredged Paris, trying to for-
get the clever trick that drove a man to
insanity and cremation.”

Cragston, accompanying Nefeyda
and Sergeant Harley to the emergency
hospital, said to the girl, “Maybe the
immigration authorities will at least de-
lay your deportation until your political
dangers are over. There is a new gov-
ernment in Egypt, and—¢

“You're very kind,” she smiled.
“1 wish | could stay here. At least long
enough to convince you that it was ac-
cidental when I fired the shot that raked
your arm.”

Cragston’s smile assured Nefeyda
he could be convinced.
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by Vick

Shelton

He played a woman against a woman-
and he was the loser!

CERTAIN detective once re-
A marked that Danny Serota was

the most innocent-looking crook
between the Battery and the Bronx.
This same detective also said many
things about Danny that would make
a blue police blotter blush for shame.
On one occasion he had remarked to his
chief that he hoped some fine day
Danny would make the mistake of kill-
ing somebody, so that they could ticket
him to Sing Sing for good. You gather
from this that Danny was no dub in
his chosen profession; that as a crook

he was really a crook, and no false
alarm.

Danny was. He had crossed the sea
when all the world was in chaos and had
done most of his fighting in crap games
behind the lines. He had earned him-
self no glory, and after the Armistice he
had drifted to London’s East End and
run with the gutter-snipes there. He
knew the dank alleys of Montmarte,
too, and he had killed a man in Barce-
lona. Mexico City had claimed him for
a while, and a Creole woman in New
Orleans had slipped a knife between his
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ribs in a shady dive down near the river.
More than one crooked deal he had en-
gineered in Chicago, and finally had
skipped to New York in the nick of
time.

Perhaps Danny was thinking of his
colorful past as he sat in Tony Rigotti’s
restaurant near Chatham Square, idly
stirring a mug of dark-brown coffee.
Perhaps not. Anyhow, you couldn’t say
for sure. Danny had such a guileless
face, such gentle blue eyes, such a wist-
ful smile. His hair was blond and silky,
very much unlike the waitress’s in Tony
Rigotti’s place; her hair was coarse and
dull like old straw. With a detached
air he watched her gather up to an am-
ple bosom an armful of dishes and
breeze into the rear, her high heels rap-
ping the floor resolutely, her starched
apron swinging. Then his eyes drifted
back to his coffee and he drank it
slowly.

A few moments later he sauntered
out into the street, with a fresh ciga-
rette between his lips, pulling bis hat
well down over his eyes against the
bright morning sun. He was not good-
looking, yet there was something subtly
engaging about his pale, thin face. His
chin anck his forehead seemed to retreat
from his long nose, and a perpetual
smile— that wistful smile of his—al-
ways held his mouth a trifle askew.

He drifted down the Bowery to Pell
Street. He turned into a crooked China-
town alley and slowed down when he
saw up ahead a crowd of people gath-
ered @n the street and sidewalk. He
caught sight of a policeman or two,
stopped in his tracks with intention of
turning back, but after a moment’s hes-
itation moved on. He stopped and lin-
gered at the outer edge of the mob,
which consisted for the greater part of
jabbering Chinese.

Presently a tall, rangy man, incon-
spicuously dad in dark clothes, with a
cigarette-butt drooping from one corner

of his mouth, appeared in the doorway
of the building that seemed to be the
center of interest. Under the low-slung
visor of his cap a pair of cold agate eyes
glinted aggtessively, and his mouth was
wide and hard. The agate eyes, sweep-
ing the crowd like an icy winter’s blast,
froze on Danny. The hard mouth bent
down at the corners. He spat away the
cigarette and elbowed his way through
the crowd,

“Hello, Danny,” he bit off, his eyes
narrowing.

“Why, hello there, Jerry!
glad to see you!”

“Yeah, is that so? Well, listen, guy,
I'm glad to see you, too. I'm looking
for ‘Slick’ Morelli. Wise me up as to
where | can lay hands on him.”

Gee, I'm

r'VANNY'S innocent blue eyes dilated.

“How should | know where he’s
hangin’ out, Jerry? You know as well
as me | got no use for Slick, same as
Slick has no use for me. We hates each
other like poison, Jerry. You know
that.”

“l know— | know,” went on Jerry a
little impatiently. “But that ain’t pre-
ventin’ you from knowin’ where Slick
hangs his hat. Come on, Danny, open
up. Come across. Be decent. Ain't
us guys at the precinct been treatin’ you
decent right along?”

“Sure, Jerry— sure thing. | ain’t
kickin’, but I don’t know where Slick is,
so help me. We don't travel in the same
comp’ny. You know how high-hat Slick
has got recent, | bates him, Jerry, an’
I wouldn’t mind seein’ him get plugged
some night, or sent to the chair. Now,
if 1 knowed where he is, wouldn’t | tell
you?”

Jerry jammed his fists against his hips
and rocked on bis feet. “I don’'t know
whether you would or not. With that
there pious mug o’ yourn, a man never
knows when you're lyin’ an’ when you
ain’t. Yes, | know you hate Slick like
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poison, an’ that's why 1 figure you're
keepin’ tabs on him.”

“But, Jerry, now listen. If | knowed
where he was, me havin’ a grudge
against him, like | said before, wouldn’t
I tell you?”

Jerry snorted. “That's just it— I
don’t know! Y’ see, guy, you're such a
lousy liar, | sometimes feel like takin’
a poke out o’ you. Well, never mind,
then. Better drift, though, because this
here street ain’t no healthy place for a
guy like you.”

“Sure. But what’s up, Jerry?”

“Soo Ling was found this mornin’
with a knife in his guts.”

“An’ Slick Morelli?”

“Seen beatin’ it down Doyer Street at
one this mornin’. Aw, say, come on
now, Danny, an’ tell your boy friend
Jerry what you know about this here
Slick Morelli.”

“Jerry, will you listen t’ reason? |
tell you I don’t know a damn thing— "

Jerry made a rasping noise in his
throat. “Drift, Danny! Breeze. Scat.
Blow. Get the hell out of here before
| get sore. Hey, wait a minute! Got a
butt?”

Danny proffered his pack and Jerry
took a cigarette, lit it and plowed his
way back into the crowd. Danny did
not linger there for long. He retraced
his steps to Pell Street and then up the
Bowery to Canal, in no great hurry, ru-
minating meanwhile that Jerry Dono-
van was a tough dick. Jerry had tried
to plant something on him more than
once. Yeah, he was some go-getter,
this here Jerry, with a record at Head-
quarters for doing his stuff. He’'d like
to get somethin’ on Danny— yes, sir!
But Danny was no sap— not by a long
shot. It would take a better guy than
Jerry Donovan to give him a one-way
ticket to Sing Sing. Betcha life!

He headed westward on Canal and
after a while slipped into a speakeasy
near West Broadway. Pete Manino

sold fruits and vegetables in the front
and red ink in the back. Upstairs were
a dozen or more rooms with dubious
reputations. Pete was a pretty good
sort, though, take him by and large.
Danny passed the time of day with him,
went into the rear and then climbed a
flight of stairs. He walked down a nar-
row, gloomy hallway where the floor-
boards creaked under a worn carpet.
He stopped before a door and rapped it
lightly with his knuckles. After a mo-
ment it opened on a crack, then swung
wide, and Danny entered.

“ Lo, Rosie,” he said, with his most
wistful smile.

Rosie stifled a yawn.
Park yourself.”

She dropped to a rumpled cot, draw-
ing her bare feet up and leaning back
against the wall. “Gimme a butt.” She
wore a cheap Chinese kimono. ... In
the position she assumed the kimono
draped backwards to expose soft white
thighs. Youthful breasts, pressed tightly
by her knees, strained at their silk cov-
erings. Her hair was jet black, bobbed,
disheveled. She was pretty in the way
that glass may be pretty, and her eyes
were lazy. Her mouth was insolent.

She was saying, “Well?”

Danny held a match to her cigarette.
He blew the match out, leaned back in
his chair, and rubbed his hands together
musingly. Then he looked up at Rosie
gently, and his soft, liquid eyes wan-
dered over her face, breasts and gleam-
ing legs. She frowned, shuddered a
trifle.

“Get it off your chest!” she snapped.
“An’ for God’s sake, don’t look at me
that way!”

Danny smiled sweetly— just that—
sweetly.

“The cops is after Slick,” he said.

“Oh, it's you.

D OSIE held her breath for a moment,
* ' staring blankly at Danny. Then
she exhaled a stream of smoke and



WOMAN-BAIT 97

chuckled sardonically. “What’s that to
me, huh?” But her heaving breasts be-
trayed her interest.

“Maybe nothin’,” he shrugged, clasp-
ing his skeleton hands between his knees
and regarding the ceiling. “Just
thought 1'd tell you, Rosie.”

There was a long silence during which
Danny continued to gaze at the ceiling
and Rosie gazed moodily at Panny.

Then a cloud surged up in the wom-
an’s eyes, and she sat erect, disregard-
ing the kimono which fell away from
quivering breasts.

“What are you drivin’ at?” she gave
him harshly.

Danny looked around the room, wag-
ging his head sorrowfully. “Rotten
dump you got here, ain’t it, Rosie?
H’'m. Kinder rotten of Slick, the way
he gave you the cold shoulder.”

Rosie half snarled, jerked to her feet
and stood before the window, gazing out
bitterly. After a moment she swiveled
about, bare legs flashing from under the
kimono, her hands clenched, her bosom
heaving, dark fires in her eyes.

“What do I care!” she flung at him
savagely. “What did you have to come
here and tell me for? What do | care!
I wish they'd get him—I wish they
would!”

Danny stood up, his hands and eye-
brows raised in a gentle plea for silence.
“Don’t yell like that, Rosie. You’ll get
yourself all unstrung.” He went over
and put his hands on her shoulders, but
she shrugged them off and drew the
kimono tightly about her lithesome fig-
ure. “Take it easy, Rosie,” he went
on, unabashed. “I like you, Rosie. |
ain’t what you call a handsome guy,
but me heart’s in the right place. |
know you’'re heartbroken.”

“Aw, cut the sob-stuffl”

“Now it ain’t gob-stuff a-tall, Rosie.
I mean it— honest. It wasn't right for
Slick to treat you mean for Skippy
Chalmer. She’s a gold-digger, Rosie,

an’ you know it. Why, hell, I dont
know what he seen in her, though, be-
cause she ain’'t half as good-lookin’ as
you are. But what | was goin’ to say.
jerry Donovan—you know that tough
dick— well, Jerry’s got a hunch Slick
knifed Soo Ling last night. Jerry tried
to pump me before, but | acted dumb,”

“Soo Ling,” echoed Rosie flatly.

“Yeah, well, you know as well as me,
Rosie, that Slick’s been runnin’ dope to
a high-class dump uptown paternized
by, you know, the idle rich. Soo was
supplyin’ it to Slick an’ Slick was sell-
in’ it to the swells at a fancy price.
Slick always had too much temper to
do him any good, an’ | ain’t su’prised if
he got in a row with Soo an’ stuck him.
Maybe the Chink wanted more money
or somepin’. Anyways, | got an’ idea
Jerry’s hunch ain’t wrong.”

“You got a grudge against Slick,” she
said, half-rebellious.

“l ain't denyin’ that, Rosie, but it
ain’t that I'm thinkin’ of— honest. Slick
did you dirt. Ypu got a chancet to do
him dirt. Me, | got a bright idea. You
ain’t ought to live in a dump like this.
Slick’s got money. You work with me,
Rosie, an’ we'll fleece Slick an’ split it
two ways.”

She lowered her bead, brushed flat
hips by him and sat down on the cot,
placing her elbows on her knees and her
chin in her hands. His eyes followed
the sweeping line from delicate throat
to the deep white valley between her
breasts. After a while she said, “Well,
what’s your bright idea?”

She did not see Danny smile covertly
and moisten his lips. He sat down to
closer regard those entrancing mounds,
and the ghost of a twinkle flickered
through his blue eyes.

“Slick is layin’ low in a hotel up-
town,” he explained. “An’ Skippy is
livin’ with him.”

“Ancient historyl”
ironically.

muttered Rosie
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“l got some dough,” Danny con-
tinued. “You go an’ take a couple o’
rooms in a place I'll tell you about later.
You get Slick on the wire— he’s reg-
istered at this swell dump as Joseph
Harris— you get him on the wire. Tell
him you got somepin’ important to tell
him, an’ have him meet you on a street
corner. Then take him to your rooms
an’ keep him there, sayin’ you got
tipped the cops is after him an’ they're
on the way to nab him at the hotel.

Keep him with you, Rosie, an’ I'll give
you a number you can get me at from
a public phone, an’ I'll hand you more

instructions. Does that much listen
good to you, Rosie?”

“It sounds interestin’,” she admitted
in a muffled voice.

“Then we’ll see about them rooms,”
he told her. “Nice rooms, Rosie, an’
I'll get you some glad rags. You look
mighty nifty when you’re dolled up a
bit. We'll fleece Slick, eh, Rosie?”

She nodded but did not raise her
head. Hence Danny did not see the
soft, warm look that came into her eyes,
the color that mounted to her cheeks,
and he did not see the way the hardness
faded magically from her lips.

r\AN N Y was finishing another break-
fast at Tony Rigotti’s restaurant.

He had placed Rosie in a couple of fur-
nished rooms uptown, and he was com-
plimenting himself on having thus far
succeeded in his plan to fleece Slick
Morelli. Everything had gone along
smoothly, and in an hour or so he would
tell Rosie to start the ball rolling.

Strolling along Canal Street a little
later, he almost ran into Jerry Donovan
as the latter came out of Elizabeth
Street at a brisk walk. As usual, Jerry
wore a dark frown on his forehead, as
though some weighty business rested
heavily on his mind; and as usual, he
asked Danny for a cigarette.

“Left mine at the precinct.”

“Nice day,” offered Danny.

“Yeah, if it don't rain.
tricks?”

“S0-s0; can’'t complain, Jerry. How’s
everything by you?”

“Rotten! That Slick Morelli case.
The papers are on our neck, Danny.
I've turned this damned town inside out
for Slick, an’ | ain’t even warm yet.
It’s the bunk— we got a lot of snow in
Ling’s joint. Now if you was a real
friend of mine, Danny, like | am to
you, you'd put me on the right track.”

“Jerry, you know me, an’ you know
if 1 knowed anything about Slick 1'd
be only too willin’ to tip you off.
Gripes, 1'd like to see Slick get his.
He's pretty high-hat now, but some day
some guy’s gonna plug him, an’ won't
be sorry none. Where you headed?”

“Pete Manino’s.”

“Huh?”

“Yeah. There was a frail Slick used
to trot around with. Might know her—
Rosie Connor. | was just wised, an’
I’'m gonna see if she’ll open up.”

“Mind if I go along, Jerry? 1'm just
out for a walk, anyhow.”

“Sure. Come on.”

Jerry led the way into Pete’s, nodded
toward the back room, and Pete, grin-
ning and rubbing his hands, showed
them through the door and waved them
to a table, with a grand Sicilian gesture.

“Bring you best, Pete,” clipped
Jerry, “an’ then squat.”

Pete brought his best and took a seat
at the table.

Jerry said, “There’s a dame livin’ up-
stairs 1'd like to have a chat with, Pete.
Rosie Connor. Know if she’s alone
now?”

“Ah, Jerry, Rosie she go away,” re-
plied Pete.

“Away? When did this happen?”

“Rosie she go yest’day momin’.”

Jerry snorted, “Another bum break!
Where'd she go, Pete, d'you know?”

“Ah, dunno, Jerry. Mebbe Danny

How'’s
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know, eh, Danny?”

Jerry shot a fast glance at Danny.

“What about it, Danny?”

“Don’t know, Jerry. | was speakin’
to Rosie a couple a days ago but she
didn’t say nothin’ about movin’.”

“Didn’'t know you was
around her, Danny.”

“1 wasn't, Jerry; justdropped in, you
know, to say hello,”

“Sure that’s all you said?”

“Sure, Jerry. Now what else would
| say?”

“Lots of things. Now look here,
guy. You an’ meain’t goin’ to get along
so good if you keep on bein’ so tight-
mouthed. | happen to know that Slick
chucked this here now Rosie frail for a
Polack blonde a year or so ago, | un-
derstand Rosie was head-over heels in
love with Slick, an’ she’d ache to get
back at Slick somehow. All right. You
got a grudge against Slick. Rosie is
got a love grudge. Now, tell me, guy,
what the hell’s preventin’ you two from
joinin’ and playin’ a two-handed game
against Slick?”

Danny smiied peacefully. “Nothin’
preventin’ us, Jerry— nothin’ a-tall.
Only thing is, you're way off your
track.”

“Oh, I am, am 1?” rolled out Jerry.
“Maybe I am— maybe | ain't. Any-
how, I got a hunch that you’'re the lousi-
est liar on the face o’ the earth. From
now on, Danny, you want to watch your
step. I'm goin’ to get this here Slick
now, but it would give me a lot more
satisfaction if | could land you. Huh,
a guy can’'t be decent with you bums.
Why, last night | read a letter in the
newspaper from some shocked reader—
says us cops aren’'t gentlemen, because
we handle a suspect too rough. 1'd just
like to take that guy on a stroll some
night an’ show him the kind of boy
scouts we gotta handle. He’'d damned
soon change his mind. Well, here’s
how.”

hangin’

I IE DOWNED his drink straight and
1 * got up. “Remember, Danny,” he
said. “I've declared war on you, an’
in war everything’s fair.” With that
he turned and strode out.

Pete leaned over and said, “Dis is
wan tough worl’, Danny.”

“Oh, it ain’t so bad,” Danny replied
softly. “Jerry? He'll get over it
Jerry thinks he’s a good dick, Pete, but
he’s awful dumb— terrible dumb.”

“Ah, dat is wan question! Allah tarn
it ain’ tah de wise cop make-ab de big
haul. Some tam de dumb cop makeah
de big haul by— whatcha call— dumb
luck.”

“Dumb luck is right, Pete— if Jerry
ever nabs his guy. Well, I guess I'll be
gettin’ along.”

Calm, unruffled, benign, Danny made
his way to the street. Inwardly he was
amused. Jerry always amused him,
Jerry always took himself so seriously
— he wasted so much energy dashing
around on blind leads. Yes, he had a
record at Headquarters, but— dumb
luck.

Danny entered a cigar store and
closed himself in a telephone booth.
Soon he had Rosie on the wire.

“Hello, Rosie. This is Danny. Say,
it's O.K. to call Slick now.” He gave
her the phone number of the hotel where
Slick was registered as Joseph Harris.
“Get him to meet you, Rosie, an’ get
him in your rooms an’ keep him there.
An’, instead of you callin’ me at that
number | gave you, I'll call you when
it’s time for you to breeze. If I say,
‘O.K.." you’ll meet me at Times Square,
north side o’ the Times Buildin’. That’s
all I'll say, an’ you hang up an’ re-
mark to Slick someone had the wrong
number. I'll pass your place in a
couple o’ hours. If you got Slick, open
one o’ your windows; if you ain’t, leave
'em dosed. All right, then, Rosie, start
in an’ do your best.”

Leaving the dgar

store, Danny
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smiled to himself. To kill some time,
he took a subway down to Cortlandt
Street and hung around in the Hudson
Tubes station. A small, commonplace,
inconspicuous figure he made, looking
for all the world like a stranger in the
big city— and a forlorn one at that, with
his clothes, decent enough though they
were, hanging from his narrow shoul-
ders like the rags of a scarecrow.

The time dragged by until finally he
went outside and took the Sixth Avenue
“L” uptown. He got off at Herald
Square and drifted west at a leisurely
pace, circling a few blocks, pausing to
look idly in some store windows, and
to glance at his watch. Finally he en-
tered a street where traffic was light,
gazing obliquely at a row of buildings
across the way. Then he stopped,
scratched his chin and smiled, nodding
his head thoughtfully as, after a mo-
ment, he turned about and retraced his
steps at a somewhat faster gait. The
window in Rosie’s room was open!

/"\N THE following day, after a

luncheon at Tony Rigotti's that
consisted of a Spanish omelet, French
frieds, raspberry pie and dark coffee,
Danny, permitting himself the infre-
qguent luxury of a twenty-five-cent cigar,
strolled along Canal Street in his most
benign manner.

He was about to enter the West Side
subway kiosk when someone yelled,
“Hey, Danny!”

He stopped, turned about slowly and
saw Detective Jerry Donovan crossing
the square. Jerry’s frown was more
important than ever, and he had never
walked more briskly. Jerry was indeed
a human dynamo. Danny wondered
what he wanted, and even as he won-
dered Jerry reached him and asked:

“Got a butt, Danny?”

“Sure. How about a cigar?”

“Well, now, don't ask foolish ques-
tions.”
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Jerry clamped the cigar between
strong teeth and Danny held a match
to it.

“Ah, some smoke, Danny! How do
you do it? Some day you’ll be in Slick
Morelli’s class.”

“How’'s the case cornin’ along,
Jerry?”
Jerry spat sharply. “Rotten! |

can’t even seem to get me mitts on it.
If 1 could get a holt of this here now
Rosie frail, I might be able to do some-

thin’. But | been gettin’ so many bum
breaks, it gets me sore. Well, thanks,
for the cheroot.”

“’S all right, Jerry. So-long.”

“G’bye.
“What?”
“Qur little war is still on.”

Danny descended into the subway,
mildly amused, and caught a north-
bound local. He left the train at Penn-
sylvania Station and walked through
Thirty-third Street to Broadway. Soon
he was in the ornate lobby of a preten-
tious hotel. He found the hotel switch-
board and asked the operator for Mr.
Joseph Harris. A moment later she
indicated a booth and Danny entered,
closed the door and put the receiver to
his ear. A woman'’s voice floated over
the wire, and Danny smiled.

“Is this you, Skippy?” he asked.

“Yes— ah— who— who is this?”

“An old friend of yours, Danny Se-
rota.”

“Oh, for cryin’ out loud!
you, anyhow?”

“Downstairs, an’ | got somepin’ to
tell you, Skippy, if you’ll come down an’
meet me in the lobby.”

“What about?”

“Somethin’ very important,
When will you be down?”

“]l— ah— in about ten minutes, Dan-
ny. But, say, listen— "~

“I'll be waitin’, Skippy.”

He hung up and drifted back into the
lobby, leaning against one of the mar-

An’, say, don’'t forget.”

Where are

Skip.
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ble columns near the row of six eleva-
tors that were forever in motion.
Skippy appeared quite on time. She
was a small, chic blonde, with a doll-
like face and rosebud lips; with small
pert breasts and rounded thighs tightly
encased in shining satin. Your average
cosmopolitan would label her, “beauti-
ful but dumb.” She walked with her
nose and chin elevated at a rather snob-
bish angle— as though the humanity
about her was as dust beneath her feet.
However, Danny knew her of old.

“Come down to earth, Skippy,” he
said genially.

“Never mind any wisecracks, an’ let’s
get into the writin’ room, where it’s
darker an’ not so public.”

In a secluded corner they found a
divan and sat down. Skippy was rest-
less and kept fingering the folds of her
dress where it covered a restless bosom.

“Well, Danny, what's so important,
huh? You got me all worked up. |
been awake most of the night besides
an’ even a Bromo Seltzer this inornin’
didn’t do me no good.”

Danny smiled gently, inclining his
head on one shoulder. “Yeah, Skip, I
s’pose it’s Slick you're thinkin’ of.”

“Huh?” With a rapid glance.
“Yeah. | seen Slick last night.”
“You did! Now, where?”

Danny clasped his hands together be-
tween his knees. “Well, now, Skippy,
maybe | oughn't tell you.”

She leaned forward, grasping his coat
sleeve. “lIs—is Slick pinched— is he?”
She wore a delicate perfume, he now
perceived.

“Pinched? What for?”

CH E sat back, holding a hand over her
N rising breasts. “Oh— nothin’. 1—
I— well, Danny, you know how it is.
You never knew when they might frame
him for somethin’ he didn't do. But
you saw him, Danny? Tell me where.”

“l— well, Skippy, | seen him on
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Broadway with Rosie Connor.”

“Rosie Connor!” she gasped.

“Yeah. You know, Skip, I always
liked you like a sister. When you went
wit’ Slick | says to meself: ‘He’ll chuck
her over just like he’s chucked the rest.’
Slick’s that kind of a guy. It’'s only be-
cause | like you, Skippy, that I'm tellin’
you. An’ it looks like he's keepm’
Rosie on the side now.”

Skippy pursed her lips.
you're lyin’!”

“Honest t' Gawd, Skippy, | ain’t. |
seen 'em together, an’ I know where
they're stayin’. They got a couple
rooms over near Eight’ Avenue. It
ain’t fair by you, Skippy. Hell, I don’t
know what he sees in Rosie. She ain’t
nowhere near as classy as you are,
Skippy.”

Skippy put her hands on her narrow
hips. Despite the heat of the conver-
sation she was conscious that the mo-
tion brought to light every generous
curve of her proud breasts and supple
waist that rippled beneath the clinging
satin. “Say listen, Danny, lay off the
applesauce. You got to show me— see?
You got to prove that Slick is stayin’
with Rosie.”

“Gee, Skip, don’t treat me so rough.
I'm only tryin’ to be your friend. Guess
I shouldn’'t ha’ told you in the first
place. Well, anyhow, | told you, an’
I can prove what | say, if you don’t
want to take my word for it.”

“Well, if you can, then begin struttin’
your stuff.”

“All right. But you got to promise
to hold your head an’ not start any fire-
works.”

“All I want is to see Slick where you

“Danny,

say he is. | got a better idea than
startin’ fireworks.”
“Let’s go, Skip,” said Danny.

They went. Danny even went so far
as to hire a taxi, and this gave Skippy
plenty of opportunity to powder her
nose and primp up generally. They



102

alighted a few blocks away from the
apartment-house and walked the re-
mainder of the distance, and Danny
motioned Skippy to precede him
through the entrance. Then he led the
way up two short flights, turning at the
top to put a finger to his lips. Skippy
nodded understanding”™ and followed
him down the corridor, her lithe body
taut. He stopped before a door near
the end, and Skippy put her ear against
it. After a few moments she stood erect
and whispered in Danny’s ear:

“l can’t make them voices out.”

Danny looked around, then clasped
his hands in front of him and braced
one shoulder against the door frame.
He nodded to Skippy. She raised her
shapely right leg until her dress slid
back to free creamy tapering thighs.
She put her foot in his clasped hands,
grasped his shoulders and raised her-
self up to the level of the transom above
the door. Danny held his breath as her
soft luscious breasts rubbed past his
face. He sensed rather than felt that
a tremor ran through Skippy. She al-
most lost her balance and might have
fallen had not Danny unclasped his
hands and flung his arms about her as
she toppled. Still holding her, he ran
down the hall to the stairway and did
not set her trembling body down until
he was on the floor below.

“They might ha! heard us,” he told
her.

She was busy with her pocket mir-
ror, adjusting her hat, which had been
knocked on one ear in the scuffle. She
lowered her dress over gleaming thighs
and adjusted the low neck to show just
the right amount of the curve of her
breasts.

“But | seen them, so | don’t care,”
she retorted.

“Don’t talk foolish, Skippy. We got
to get out o’ here.” He grasped her
hand and pulled her down to the street
door. “Keep close to the buildin’s,” he
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warned. “They might be lookin’ out.”

At the next corner they entered a
taxi. Skippy was quite breathless and
in a state of nervous excitement. He
watched the rise and fall of her breasts.

“l seen them all right,” she said.
“My Gawd, she was layin’ in his arms
like a fade-out scene in a bum movie.
Well, he won't kid me any longer. |
been gettin’ tired o’ him, anyhow, lately.
Some nights he didn’t come home at all.
So that’s where he was hangin’ out!
He must think I'm a fool. I'll fool
him!”

“’Tain’t right, him treatin’ you like
that,” Danny reflected with a sad smile.
“That’s why | told you. | always liked
you, Skip. | ain’t good-lookin’ like
Slick, but me heart’s in the right place.
Maybe | can do somepin’ for you,
Skippy, huh?”

“You can come right up to my apart-
ment an’ help me pack. 1'm givin’ this
here burg the air an’ I'm leavin’ Slick
flatter than a flat tire. When | get
through with that guy he won’t have a
cent to his name.”

CKIPPY'S three-room suite was a
~  comfortable affair. Danny fol-
lowed her lissom figure in and closed
the door softly, scanning the appoint-
ments with an appreciative eye. Skippy
had flung her hat across the room and
was now hauling her array of clothing
from the closet. She pointed to a ward-
robe trunk and told Danny to get busy.

“You help me, Danny, an’ I'll slip
you five grand,” she said.

“Aw, gee, Skippy, | wasn’'t thinkin’
o’ that. | was just doin’ you a friendly
turn, for old times’ sake.”

“Well, anyhow, shake a leg, Danny,
will you?”

Danny smiled behind bony fingers
and opened the wardrobe trunk, but he
kept his eyes on Skippy. He saw her
go into the next room and unscrew the
knob from one of the brass bed-posts.
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He nodded to himself and smiled his
crooked smile. Everything was work-
ing out as he had hoped it would. He
saw Skippy draw several rolls of bills
from the hollow bed-post.

He was about to thrust a long white
silk scarf into the trunk, but hesitated,
looking from the scarf to Skippy.
Holding the scarf before him with both
hands, he tiptoed across the soft car-
pet, and with a quick, deft movement
clapped it over Skippy’s mouth. The
only sound was a muffled gasp. He
twisted her arms behind her back until
she dropped the packets of money, when
the front of her dress burst apart to
expose pert breasts forcing against a
thin lace bandeau. Then he bound her
hands and feet with a convenient pair
of silk stockings. He lifted her in his
arms unmindful of the closeness of her
tender young body and carried her into
the closet, where he left her half-uncon-
scious. Closing the door, he went back
into the bedroom and gathered up the
money; three compact rolls of yellow
bills which he flipped hastily.

“Easy ten thousand,” he told him-
self.

Slick would feel this blow. But that
wasn't all. There was more to come.
It all had been carefully planned, care-
fully thought out, and the black con-
science of Danny had not felt a qualm
in considering the human pawns that
would unwittingly serve his own per-
sonal greed.

He stuffed the money into his pock-
ets.

Now for the culmination of his old
grudge against Slick. He would never
have planned all this for the grudge
alone, for he was quite incapable of an
emotion strong enough to warrant a
grudge for the grudge alone. But now
he would wipe clean the slate with one
vast flourish. He had Slick’s money,
and now he would get Slick out of the
way.
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Don't Guess— Send for Our FREE BOOKLET
"Facts About Prostate lllness."

CMeai*, Il

For years— Men from every walk of
Life — ministers, merchants, doctors,
fanners, railroad men, and lawyers from
every state of the Union have been
treated for Prostate Illness in Milford,
Kansas.

FREE BOOKLET OF FACTS

Including diagrams, illustrations, pic-
tures of our modern sanitarium, and valuable informa-
tion about prostate illuew, Address

MLFORD SANITARIUM Dept W Milford, Kudus

OO0FLESS

NPlates

ORDER BY MAIL AT

MONEY SAYING PRICES

FREE e
seim no metmv!

1Th«s» Plataa ara Held firmly by

Vacuum Cup Suction, ftaatnraa Natural Vcica and Facial Extrusion,

Sw*t Belay, Writ* Today. Sandllama and Addreufor Inlormatlon.

60 DAYS
T

RIAL MTT.IH -t U L YAH auMH ST. CHICAGO. OV
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He picked up the telephone, clearing
his throat. His voice was naturally
soft, and with a little effort he could
make it sound like a woman’s. He
called his number, and in a few mo-
ments he was connected with a down-
town police station.

He said, in his most feminine voice,
“Tell Jerry Donovan that he’ll find
Slick Morelli in an apartment house at
number 1200 Eight’ Avenue— apart-
ment 33.”

He hung up, rubbing his hands to-
gether, smiling wistfully. The police
might trace the call, and if they did
they would find Skippy bound and
gagged. Now to get away. He would
not hurry. He had plenty of time. He
would drop down to Penn. Station and
hop an outbound train for— anywhere.
Skippy — Rosie? Pawns — nothing
more. And to look at him, with that
sad, gentle smile, you would have
thought him the embodiment of all that
was good and benevolent.

He put on his hat, buttoned his coat
and, with a last look at the room, opened
the door to go out. He walked straight
into the muzzle of a blunt automatic
pistol.

“Back up!” bit off the man behind
the gun.

He was a tall, slim man, immacu-
lately dressed from gray spats to kid
gloves. He had a small, well-groomed
mustache and piercing black eyes. He
shoved Danny back into the room,
closed and locked the door behind him,
removing the key. His white teeth
glittered in an uncanny smile.

“The elevator boy, a kind of friend
of mine, casually remarked that I
had a visitor,” he explained. “I sus-
pected who the visitor was. Surprised,
Danny?”

“Aw, now, look here, Slick, put away
the cannon,” whined Danny. “I just
come up to tip you off the cops was
after you.”
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— when you can learn to play
at home without a teacher

T~\ON'T let the thought of long years of tiresome
*-* practice scare you away from learning to play!
Don’'t let the thought of an expensive private
teacher keep you from letting your dreams come
true ! For you—anyone—can easily teach yourself
to play—right in your own home, in your spare
time, and at only a fraction of what, old slow
methods cost |

It's sO easy 1 Just look at that sketch at the right.
The note in the first space is always I. The note
in the second space is always a. The way to know
the notes that come in these four spaces is simply
to remember that they spell face.

Now, isn't that simple? You don’'t have to know one
note from another in o'ter to begin. For the U. S. School
way explains everything as you go along— hath in print and
picture— so that, almost before you know it, you are playing
real tunes and melodies right from the notes.

You simply can't go wrong. First you are told what to
do, then the picture shows you how to do it— then you do it
yourself and hear it. No private teacher could make it any
clearer.

Easy as A-B-C

No wonder over 700,000 men and women have enrolled |
For this famous course is based on sound, fundamental
musical principles highly simplified. [It's not a “trick” or
“stunt” method. You learn to play from notes, just as the
best musicians do. You learn to pick up any piece of tnusic)
read it, and understand it.

No time is wasted on theories. You get all the musical
facts. You get the real meaning of musical notation, time
and harmony.

You'll find yourself studying the U. S. School way with
a smile. Your own home is your studio. The lessons come
to you by mail. They consist of complete printed instruc-
tions, diagrams, all the music you need. There are no dry-
as-dust exercises to struggle through. Instead it's just like

playing a game— you leara
so fasti

What Instrument No Talent Needed

for You?

Forget the old-fashioned
Plano Guitar idea that you need “talent.”
Violin saxophone Just read the list of instru-
Organ Mandolin ments in the panel and de-
Cornet Ukulele cide which one you want to
Trombone Harp play. Remember— no matter
Piccolo Clarinet which instrument you choose,
Elute ‘Cello the cost in each case will
Hawaiian Steel Guitar average only a few cents a
Trumpet day.
Piano Accordion You'll never regret hav-
Italian and German ing learned to play. For
Accordion those who can entertain

Voice and Speech Culture  with music at parties— who

Harmony and Composition can snap up things with

Drums and Traps peppy numbers— are always

Ba”l_0 (Plectrum, sought after, always sure of

5-String or Tenor) a good timel Start now and
surprise your friends!

Easy as A—B—C

If you can read the alpha-
bet” you can learn to play
your” favorite instrument In
just a few months.

\%
Free Book and Demonstration Lesson

“How You Can Master Music in Your Own Home” is an
interesting book that is yours for the asking. With this free
book we will send you a typical demonstration lesson that
{oves better than words, how quickly and easily you can

arn to play your favorite instrument by note— in less than
half the time and at a fraction of the cost of old, slow
methods— the U. S. School way.

If you really want to play— if new friends, good times,
social popularity, and increased income appeal to you—
clip and mail the coupon NOW. Instruments supplied
when needed, cash or credit. U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC,
2465 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Thirty-ninth Year (Established 1898)

U. $. SCHOOL OF MuUsIC
2465 Brunswick Building, New York City

Please seed me your free book, "How You Oan Learn Music In
Your Own Home,” with inspiring message Dr. Frank Crane.
Free Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy payment
plan. 1 am interested In the following course:

Hare you
- instrument
Name
Address
City.... State.

Please mention American Fiction Group when answering advertisements
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ears. X hare th%sands of satisfied customer*.

y methods insure satisfaction and save yott
many dollars. Guaranteed unbreakable, good

Send No Money SPSt “ &L25

i material end directions, Don't delay. Write today.
Dr. Heinlnger, 440 W. Huron, Dept. 5512, Chicago

Newly Discovered Hormone
Helps Men Past 40

It's a hormone used b{) many doctors hare and abroad to strengthen
impaired vigor caused by weakened glands. This hormone, together
with other beneficial Ingredients,!* obtained In Zo-ak Tablets (Blua
Box for Men—©range Boy for Women) at all good druggist*. Try
them uninterruptedly for one month. If you do not feel vastly im-

proved your druggist gives you your money back. Don't accept a
cheaper “substitute. Bo-ak contains the genuine sex gland-stimulat-
ing hormone. Booklet by registered physician free. Zo-ak Co.,

%299 b|LE SUFFERERS

cial
erto

Privsts formula ointment used by the Mc-
Cleary Clinic, as partofits regular treatment
of rectal cases. May now be used in your
home. It soothes and gives mncb temporar
relief. Large trial tube sentto any rectal suf-
ferer for loyf to pay postage and incidental
chargee. THK MIcCLEARY CLINIC,

_e-»8 ElmsM Excelsior Springs, Mo.

LONESOME?

Letme arrange a romantic correspondence for

r you. Find yourwlf a sweetheart thru America’s
foremost select social correspondence club. A friend-
_iiip letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen.
Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter;
efficient, dignified and eontlnuous service. | have made thousand* of
lonely people happy— why not you? Write for FREE sealed particulars.
EVAN MOORE; P. O. BOX 888 JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

000

0 your measure.
Our match sent FREE for your O, K. before
pants are made. Fit guaranteed. Send piece

of cloth or vertto a
SUPERIOR MA %ANTSCONPANY
ao» sjghMeteat._ gegtm

GIANT

Pleasanl outdoor work. A Gﬂl pond
all need for ftve pair* of
Nufond Giant" breeders, expand W|th
Increase. to ship. A

c*te**o

gatet lotla |merest|r|| dn ERS

Q) re, alrg n

B’oo ex;;\ealn* b il Vgrﬁeg tod
American Frog Cannlng Comp: any

Dept. ISi-E ew Orleans, La.

NEW
BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS,

|—Accurate—Eoooomical —Practical— /
AdluetableSIloaANcFocco -AmaaiitctMeklmvm |
Velocity— e*U. 177 or 28 und BB— For Tareetand *
small_ Game— the only Genuine Compressed
Air Pletol on the m*fket—Siaite Shot with

Air Rifla *6.00— 25 Shot BB Repeater Air Rifle $7.50—at

De#>r or Direct—
PUL TARGETA FREE-WRITE TODAY
Ca,

P
Benjamin A*r Rifle . Broadnrey. **.
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CLICK MORELLI chuckled dryly.

“It that so? Come out of your
shell, buddy. Rosie told me every-
thing.”

Danny blanched.

“Yes, everything,” went on Slick.
“She told me everything because, you
poor fool, she loves me. She can’t help
ioving me. Why, you dirty little
shrimp, you should have known that
much. No, | don’t love her, but that
doesn't stop her from loving me. Hubh,
and you thought you could make her
work with you! | love Skippy. | don’t
know why, but I do, and | only wish
she’d love me the way Rosie does.
Where is she?”

Danny was almost speechless. He
kept moistening his lips, shrinking
from the man with gun.

Slick’s face went dark. “Damn you,
where is she? If you so much as
harmed a hair on her bead— "

There was a groan from the closet,
and for a split-second Slick’s eyes left
Danny. Danny saw it was his only
chance, and he flung himself at Morel-
li's legs. They crashed to the floor,
knocking over a pedestal, and Slick
snapped out a warm oath.

At that instant the closet door swung
open and Skippy, still bound and
gagged, fell into the room. Through
much effort she apparently had man-
aged to open the door, and now she lay
there, watching with wide eyes the two
struggling men.

Her dress had given away further
until now she lay almost entirely naked,
with the whiteness of her thighs and
curve of her heaving breasts sharply
outlined against the green of the floor
carpet.

Danny was small but unbelievably
quick, and he knew a dirty trick or two
about the rough-and-tumble game.
Slick, taller and heavier, had his hands
full. They rolled back and forth across
the floor striving frantically to break
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To run local

COFFEE

AGENCY
Splendid Chance
To Make UpTo "In aWeek

If you are .married and willing to cooperate with your life partner in operating a
Coffee Agency right in your own locality, send your name at once for full details
aboutmy plan— FREE.

It is now possible for married couples to make up to $60 in a single week if you can
work harmoniously together. W ife handles the orders, keeps records, eto., while
the husband delivers and collects. Steady, permanent business of one to two
hundred customers can quickly be established if you follow the simple, proven
plans that | send.

START EARNING AT ONCE

I'll send you everything you need—your complete outfit containing full-size
packages of products, also printed forms, blanks, advertising literature, samples,
etc., together with simple instructions for both the husband and wife, so you can
start your earnings right away. Make as high as $45.00 your very first week.

Everybody uses Coffee, Tea, Spices, Flavoring Extracts, Baking Powder, Flour,
Cocoa, Canned Goods, and other foods every day. They MUST BUY these
things to live. You simply take care of your regular customers right in your
locality— just keep them supplied with the thinge they need. You handle all the
money and pocket a big Bhare of it for yourself. You keep all the profits—you
don’'t divide up with anyone. Hundreds of housewives in many localities are
waiting, right now, to be served with these nationally famous products.

| SEND EVERYTHING

Just as Boon as | hear from you | will send you complete details— tell you all the
inside workings of this nation-wide Coffee Agency Plan. 1 will explain just how
to establish your customers; how to give them service and make good cash earnings.
You can plan it so you give only 5 days a week to your business, collect your
profits on Friday, and have all day Saturday and Sunday for vacation or rest.
The plans | Bend you took years to perfect. You know they must be good beoauso
they have brought quick help to hundreds of other men and women, both married
and single, who needed money.

FORD CARS GIVEN

Over and above the cash earnings you make | will give

tem m

a m a e
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WONDERFUL
SUCCESS

Reported by Others

Clare C. Wellman, N. J., tried ray
plan and cleared $96.00 in a' week.
Hans Coordee, Nebr., made $27.95
in a day; $96.40 in a week. Nor-
man Geisler, Mich., reported $33.00
profit for one day and aa high as
$129.00 in a single week. Ruby
Hannen, a woman in West Vir-
ginia, stated that Bhe made $17.00
in one day and $73.00 in a week
W ilbur Whitcomb, Ohio, reported
$30.00 profit in a day and $146.00
in one week. | have scores of
reports of exceptional earnings
like these as evidence of the amaz-
ing possibilities of this money-

making offer.

a u 3J .i;

you a brand-new Ford Sedan as a bonus for producing.
This is not a contest or a raffle. | offer a Ford Car—a&
an extra reward—to everyone who starts in this business.

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY

You can start a Coffee Agency and make money the first week.
You don't have to risk a cent’ol your own money. 1 absolutely
guarantee this. No experience IS needed. You use your home
as headquarters. You can_build your business on our capital.
Full details of money making plans are free. Send your name
today for_the free book giving all Inside facts, then you can
decide. Don’'t waste a minuté as you might lose thi$ oppor-
tunity through unnecessary delay. ACT AT ONOK.

ALBERT MILLS

3S65 Monmouth Ave., CINCINNATI, OHIO

ALBERT MILLS, President,

3865 Monmouth Are Cincinnati, Ohio

Send your free book telling how to start a local Coffee Agency
in which a married couple (or single persona) can make up to
$60.00 In a week. We will read It ahd then let you know U
we want to accept this opportunity.

AAIESS....oiciccccie s e e s

(Please Print or Write Plainly)

Picas* mention A msiucan Fiction Gsour when answering advertisements
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] ;% 5Price

Hire over 34 on nl-Undiwd office raodeir
Also portables at u nt* |)

SEND
All I<te models eomplslolv rennlshed A,
brand nnr. FULLY GUAfCANTEED. Bij:\

E?Fco%traslmmwest pl% geaﬁg!e\ onc'e

€ 000rM _In typing (Delud
INTERNATIONAL
231 W. Monro* St.

ed
TYPEWRITER EXCHANCE
Dopt. 549,  Chicago

Y
of
Acne, Blackheads, Oily Skin,etc.

r)frlte at once for Great News about Sensatlonal Home
reatment for clearing skin of unsightly Pimples, Acne,
Blackheads Enlarged Pores, Oily Skin and other blemishes.
Discovery of Famous 8kin Speclallst used privately for yeart
with marvelous success, tent on Trial. You Risk Nothin".
JpTJI»MTt Send for Free Booklet At Once. Don't suffer
embarrassment any longer. WRITE TODAY*
SEBOLINE C©” Dept. 20, Box 2408, Kansas City, Ho-

bureau: Happinese awaits you, correspondents everywhere
reeking congenial mates. MANY WEALTHY. 37 years of
dependable dignified confidential service. Let us arrange a
romantic correspondence for you. Quick results guaranteed.
Photos, deecriptiona, introduction Free. Send no money.
STANDARD CLUB, BOX C-3 GRAYS LAKE, ILLINOIS

. . . l
Epilepsy— Epileptics!
Detroit lady finds relief for husband after Spe-
cialists home and abroad failed! AJl letters an-
swered. Mrs. GEO. DEMPSTER, Apt. 16, 6900

Lafayette lilvd., West, Detroit, Mich.
— Advertisement.

00 YOU Q"
o lorTOBACCO?

Banish the craving for tobacco as
thousands have._Make yourself free
and hap% y with Tobacco Redeemer.
Not asubstitute, not habit forming.
Write tor free booklet telling of in-
jurious effect of tobacco and depend-
able. easy way to relieve
the craving matymen have.
" FREE
NewellPhamtacalCo* gy
Dept. 114, St. Louie. Mo.

K W

FIND YOUR IDEAL MATE!

Get-To-Gether Club brings you love, romance, marriage.
Make your dreams come true. Members everywhere. Large
select membership, many wealthy, sincere, honest people
are seeking mates. Write for free, confidential information
and descriptions sent in plain, sealed envelopes.

GET TOGETHER CLUB
2104A Bathgate Ave. New York, N. Y.

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

Many people with defective hearing and
Head Noise* enjoy Conversation, Movies,
Church and Radio, because they use
Leonard Invisible Ear Drums which
I resemble Tiny Megaphones fitting
*in the Ear entirely out of sight. ILu
No wires, batteries or bead piece, 'yd
They are inexpensive. Write for
booklet and sworn statement of
the inventor who himself ha* been benefited by the use
of the drams.

4.C, LESWHO, iofc, Silt* ZN, 79 St* »vt., Srv T «*
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each other’s grip, and a hand-painted
floor-lamp crashed down in ruin. Slick
had lost his gun, and now it lay in the
center of the floor.

By sheer superior strength he suc-
ceeded in heaving himself to his feet,
with Danny still clinging to him like a
leech. He then tore about the room in
an effort to fling Danny loose and, los-
ing his balance, tumbled over a chair.
This broke Danny’s hold, though Slick
found himself in a bad way with the
chair on top of him. Danny had landed
on the back of his head and twisted
about with startling agility. Though a
bit stunned, instinct prompted him to
struggle to his feet, and, swaying, he
saw Slick shove aside the chair and try
to get up.

At the same instant his foot kicked
something. He looked down and saw
Slick’s revolver lying at his feet. With
a sweep of his long arm he snatched it
up, even as Slick, with a snarl on his
lips, picked up a chair.

“You damn pup, drop that gun!”
roared Slick.

Danny crouched, the revolver pressed
along his hip, a weird smile twisting his
mouth. Slick, instead of raising the
chair above his head, swung it at arm’s
length as he lunged and let it skim along
the floor. Ten to one, Danny had no
intention of shooting at that moment.
He had killed a man or two before, but
the acts had been done under circum-
stances favorable to Danny’s subse-
quent freedom as far as the law was
concerned. But now he realized that it
would be suicidal plain and simple to
do any killing, and he yelled:

“Put up your hands, Slick!”

However, the heavy chair had already
been flung and it struck him a cruel
blow across the legs. He hit the floor
on his elbows and shock caused his fin-
ger to yank the trigger. The gun
boomed with a deafening roar.

Slick buckled to his knees and fell
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STARTLING INVEN-
TION SAVES GAS.
OILS VALVES-
MAKES MOTORS
RUN SMOOTHER-
SAVES EXPENSIVE
REPAIR BILLS!

FUELIZER

Burns 96 % Free Airl

A famous automotive engineer made the state-
ment that if all the energy in a gallon of gas could
be harnessed it would drive an automobile 450
miles. We do not claim that a Diamond Fuelizer
will give you 450 miles on a gallon of gas, but
we do say that it should greatly increase your gas
mileage by eliminating wastage. It uses the simple
principle of adding extra air and vaporized oil to
your gasoline, thus breaking it up into a vapor
instead of feeding just plain wet gasoline to your
motor. By this vaporization process, less gas is
required and you get more power and pep.

Automatic Fuel Control

The Diamond Fuelizer is absolutely automatic. It goes into
operation when autos attain a speed of approximately twenty-
five miles an hour. It then fccd3 additional air to the gaso-
line and at the same time the air passes thru the oil creating
a very fine mist of air and oil which sprays the valves and
cylinder walls. The automatic feature of the Fuelizer elimi-
nates the difficulty of slow starting and motors laboring at
low speeds that was caused by other types of gasoline savers.

Not A Gadget!

This device is the invention of a famous aviator who has
perfected various automotive devices that have been used on
millions of cars. It is solidly built of the finest materials
and is scientifically correct in its principles. Users report
three to five miles caving on a gallon of gas with the Dia-
mond Fuelizer. They say it greatly improves motor perform-
ance. Every car owner owes it to himself to equip his car
with this invention.

AMAZING DEMONSTRATOR

n oJC!l | F B 1 You do not have to be a supef-

1 L L 1 li! salesman to make money with
" ,,BF the Diamond Fuelizer. With
this device installed on your car, all you have to do is make
a simple one-minute demonstration that will show your pros-
pect right before his eyes how the Fuelizer actually saves
gas and oil and your sale is made. A few sales a day will
make you $10.00 or more and many a single demonstration
should make five sales.

A rrM TC BIG PROFIT
macC.nil 9 - OPPORTUNITY

Here's a year around money maker. Get your territory
rariy. Write for complete plans and how to get demonstrator
FREE by helping to introduce it. Mail coupon TODAY.

DIAMOND FUELIZER
Dept. 367, 600 High Street, Akron, Ohio

RUSH COUPON FORPARTICULARS!

| DIAMOND FUELIZER -
| Dept. 367, 600 Hleh Street, Akron, Ohio "

You may send me ytrar plan that tells me how to get * Diamond i
1 Fuelizer FREE for ojj own car and how 2 can make big money 1

as your representatlye. [
| NAME oot e J
| MIDMSS oo »
I CITS. |

Flout mention Aisntactt) Fienoi Gio'jr uiht» answering advertisements
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DC A RAILWAY WRITE
TODAY

U L TRAFFIC inspector

tus AND RAILWAY LINES ARE

ASKING US FOR MEN
Your position is waiting for you. Qualify as a
Passenger Traffic Inspector by our short, home-
study course, and upon completion we will placa
you at up to $135 per month, plus expenses, to
start, or refund your tuition. Rayl)(id Advancement.
Interesting work; travel if you like. ANDARD
BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE, Div. 8805,
Buffalo, N. Y.

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

If you wont a "wife,” "husband,” or ‘Wcefchearfc,” tell
ue your age, descrlptlon of your “ideal/* and by return
mail you will receive aealod particulars of one of tba
oldest, most modern Clubs.in America, representing many
wealthy educated members,

R. E. SIMPSON. Box 1251 Denver, Colo.

DON'T BE CUT
Until Yon Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If yew hawvie piles in any

form write for a FREE sample vrPace's Pile

Tablets and you will bless the day
read this. Write today.

E. R. PAGE CO., (05- 8S, Page Bldg.,
,) Want a wife, hus-

LONESOME band, or sweet-

' heart? Many

wealthy, nationally advertised. Outstanding

at you

Marshall, Mich.

members. Most every city. Coast to coast.
Either sex, all agee. Established 1924. Con-
fidential. Introductions by letter. Reliable.

Quick service. Small cost. I have made thousands
happy, why not you? If lonely write today lor free par-
ticulars, real photos, descriptions, testimonials well sealed.
Address Lois L. Reeder, Box 549, Palestine, Texas.

PROSTATE SUFFERERS

Prostate gland acute or chronic, rheumatism,
kidney and bladder sufferers send lor Iree
trial package, amazing results, Endorsed by
doctors.

PROSTEX 0O.. Dept. 76,

LONELY? .

WANT ROMANCE AND FRIENDSHIP?
Let ire help you find a congenial and true mate. Members every-
Viter*. We will give you a personal, ceeftdenflalJ tarries mad* t*
satisfy the most particular. Write TODAY for Information sent
In plain sealed envelope. Phone Kinnabridge 6-2921
AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE
14M KING8BRIDGE STATION NEW YORK CITY

LIQUOR HABIT

Send for FREE TRIAL of Noxalco, a guaranteed harmless
home treatment Can be given secretly in food or drink to
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, Beer, Gin, Home Brew,
Wme, Moonshine, etc aYour request for Free Trial brines
trial supply by return mail and full 12.00 treatment which
you may try under a 30 day refund guarantee. Try Noxalco
atour risk.” ARLEE CO. Dept 210 ~ BALTIMORE, MD.

MIAMI, OKIIA.

fcatflaft

etc., tftreci fvom manufacturer
through our Mail-Order Dope
All Item* are mailed postpaid by oa to plain, sealed package. a
have everything. Send for FREE, illustrated mail-order catalog.

THE N-R MFO. CO- Dent. T-27. Bex 853. Hamilton, Oat.

cave 75%

w ha m

WHY BE LONELY?

When there are thousands of attractive and
congenial people like yourself seeking com-
panions. Write us today for FREE SEALED
particulars. We guarantee results.

RICHARDS SOCIAL. CLUB
P. O. Box 195, Jacksonville, Florida

lieavily on his face, groaning between
clenched teeth. He twisted around on
his back, clutching at his chest, gasping
spasmodically. His body heaved with
a jerk, rolled over, shuddered and then
lay very still.

There were loud knocks on the door.

Danny, his face pale with a ghastly
pallor, the revolver still clutched in his
hand, shrank away from the door. He
turned and looked out of the window.
Below— far below—a dozen stories or
more— was the street. He grimaced,
brushing a hand across his face. He
ran into another room, looked out. No
fire-escapes there either. It must be in
the hall. Then— then he was trapped!

There was the sound of splintering
wood— and a crash. Danny spun about,
crouching with his back against the
wall. There were voices— hoarse shouts
—running feet. Danny felt his heart
pounding against his ribs like a sledge-
hammer. His hand shook. Perspira-
tion poured down his face and made
his clothes cling to his body. He felt
very weak, very small, very much alone.

\TEVER before had he been in a tight
¥ ' comer like this. Never before had
he been trapped. He had never known
what it was to be afraid. But he was
afraid now. He was lost— irrevocably
lost. Rosie had turned on him. Skippy
had seen him shoot Slick. He could not
have foreseen this. He would have
sworn by Rosie. Damn Rosie— damn
all women!— He had not meant to
shoot Slick— he had not—

Two men rushed through the door
from the other room. He saw them
through a mist— house detectives. One

Pitots msniton A merican Fiction Grout token onswering advertis*mints
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WOMAN BAIT 1H

OOMEWHERE a voice is calling— perhaps
for you. Introductions confidential. Send
stamp and age for particulars. From the
land of romance and gold. Box 225, Dead-

wood, So. Dak.
— Adv.

IS EPILEPSY A~INHERITED f
CAN IT BE CORED?

A booklet containing’ the opinions of famous
doctors on_this interesting subject will be Sent
FREE, while theB_Iqs_t, to any reader writing to
ivision.

551 Fifth Avenge, Dept. AF-5, New York, Y«

For great sport* stories read

ripped the gun from his hand; the other
held him in a grip of steel. He did not
struggle. Hot sweat enveloped him and
made him very weak. He was half-
dragged, half-carried into the other
room. There was a crowd there. He
saw Skippy. flushed and wild-eyed, fix-
ing her hair with one hand and pointing
at him with the other. And she was
talking— he didn’t care about what. It
all seemed like a dream—a horrible
nightmare. He had been tricked. He
had not meant to kill Slick—

Later he saw Jerry Donovan come in
and take command of the situation.
Jerry was brisk as ever.

He was saying, “Hell, Danny, | never
expected a haul like this. Trailed that
phone call here after | looked up that
tip. Yeah, | found Rosie— found her
dead! Poisoned herselfl Yeah. |
don’t know, but there’s a sob artist from
one of the yellow sheets swears it's a
case o' love spurned— somethin’ like
that. An’ | find Slick here killed, an’
you killed him! Baby! Say, you got
a butt handy? Thanks.”

Danny lit one himself and smiled
wistfully at the match until it burned
out. “You just got me, Jerry, by—
well, dumb luck,” he said.

Box 1888M,

Dept. 64-E

P. O. Box 408

KNOCK. EM - COLO!

KNOWLEDGE IS POWER-— Especially if tHat
knowledge is of American Poltie Jiu-Jitsu, the
world's most efficient protective science. Sena
fifteen cents DpDAY for fall course on
13 Knockout* blows amove the *ce
** WAISTWITHOUT THE USE OF FISTS 13C
written and Illustrated by totemattonally
known police instructor. Also learn how you
may defend yourself against any' man, re-
gardless of size or strength, whether he be
armed with gun, knife er club,

S, J. JORGENSEN
653 Maritime Bldg. Reattic,

Stop Drink Habit

dees Craves: m his ceflee, tea. Uaspror food. He won't
finm<crvinsforwh Jscw or*vHne shpula dfokpaear.
gbyalcicn(Upreecriptipn, Toncb'nrryeel ki

Wt, Case—doésn 't opsetetoftawlA Thoaaandybenpftted

— -oaranteed. Mailed postpaid in plain wrapper £0r41.00.
i. D desired, plusa few centsadtmJonaLcosrge-—Order today.

CMffiXCO., Baa. 111, P. 0. Box942, Eurbeafc, CaEf,

MARRY RICH

Send 10c lor photos and descriptions of rich and
beautiful women who wish to marry.

JANE FULLER CLUB

Milwaukee, Wisconsin

HEBE fal BT TR MGYNE-

Look for the Red Circle on the cover!

Order your Drug Sundries direct
through our Mad Order Depart-

SAVI ment. We carry a complete line

of all kinds ef Specialtie* ‘for men
and women. All personal articles
rent postpaid by us in plain, sealed

; .’% wrappers. Write today for FHEc.
illustrated catalog.

REX DRUG CO.

201 E. 35th St. Chicago, ID.

COMPANIONSHIP

Is offered by our Club, for you Io_nelly ones.
Our Club iS5 honestly and exclusively con-
ducted for worthwhile people. Send for free
sealed information.

THE GLOBE SOCIAL CLUB

Modesto, Calif.

Mention America* Fiction Group when answering odvs.
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STAR DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

MEN CONTENT WITH THEIR PRESENT INCOMES

Ifyou're satisfied with what you're
making—If you’re content to just
hold onto your present job—If you
see no advantage in modernizing
your training—Then—This coupon
doesn't interest you! ¢ But—If

INTERNAT IONAt

CORRESPONDENCE
BOX 2928'B, SCRANTON,

you'd like to follow the path to
more money, already blazed by
thousands of ambitious men, then
this coupon may be the turning
point in your earning career! Mail
it for free information.

SCH O0O0LS

PENNA.

W ithout cost or obligation, please send ME a copy of your booklet, “Who W ins and

W hy,” and full particulars about the subject before which 1

TECHNICAL AND

O Arehitoot O Sheet Metal Worker

O Architectural Draftsman O Boilermaker

O Buildin* Estimating 0O Telegraph Engineer

O Contractor and Builder O Telephone Work O Radio
O Structural Draftsman O Mechanical Engineering

D Structural Engineer O Mechanical Draftsman

O Management of Inventions "1Machinist O Toolmaker
D Electrical Engineer

O Electric Lighting

O Welding, Electric and Gaa ation Engine*

O Heading Shop Blueprint* O Automobile Mechanic

O Beat Treatment of Metala D Refrigeration

have marked X:

INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Plumbing O Steam Fitting Bridge Engineer

Heatin O Ventilation Bridge and Building Foreman
Air Conditioning Chemistry

Steam Engineer Pharmacy

Steam Electric Engineer Coal Mining

Marine Engineer Mine Foreman 0O Fire Bosses
R. R. Locomotive* Navigation

Cotton Manufacturing
Woolen Manufacturing
Agriculture

Fruit Growing

Poultry Farming

1, R. Section Foreman

Air Brakes O R. R. Signalmen
Highway Engineering

Civil Engineering

Surveying and Mapping

DoodoDIDD 000
oooOogooooooog

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

O Business Management O Bookkeeping O Service Station Salesmanship O Grade 8ehool Subjects

O Industrial Management 0 Secretarial Work O First Year College Subtecta 0 High School Subject*

O Traffic Management O Spanish O Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

O Accountancy O French _ O Stenography and Typing O Illustrating

O Coet Accountant OSalwsmliip 0 Civil Service O Mail Carrier O Cartooning

0 C. P. Accountant O Advertising O Railway Mail Clerk O Lettering Show Cards 0 Signs
OOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES

O Horae Dreeetneking O AdvancedDressmaking O Millinery O Foodn and Cookery

O Professional Dressmaking and Designing O Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering

Name. «+« Address..

Gty uunurannrannsnssas tanssnnssnssnsssnssasssnssssssnnnsnns Present POSItioN. vuvveississnssanssnnsenannns

U you reride in Canada, send this oowptm te the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Conadn

Please mention A merican Fictio%n answering advertisement*
w. r.



NOw! YOU Can Unfold the

SECRET OF THE ROCKIES

SAVE CAR OWNERS 95% OF

RING AND REBORE COSTS

If Your Motor Wastes Oil and Gas— If It Has Lost That

“New Car”

Power,

Speed and Quiet, Send Coupon

Below for Free Sample of Miner’s Amazing Mineral
Discovery Which When Heated Quickly Expands

SAVES OIL

Astounded users report oil savings up to 50% and in-
creased gas mileage up to 45%. This new patented mineral
plating process brings new power, pep, speed and quiet to
old motors at less than 5% of the cost of rebore and new
rings. Nothing like it ever before discovered. Thoroughly
tested and proved in thousands of cars by certified labora-
tory tests and great Universities. The savings possible
through this miner’s discovery makes enthusiastic boost-
ers of the most skeptical. Wide awake distributors and
salesmen say it's the richest money making opportunity
in years. Use the coupon and mail today!

OVRHAUL YOUR MOTOR IN 30 MINUTES

At a cost less than spark plugs and in only 30 minutes’ time, you
can place OVRHAUL in your cylinders and start reaping the benefits
of this amazing invention. No special too.s needed—no car tie-up-
no danger of ruining your motor by reboring the cylinder walls.

MONEY MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN

FOR SALESMEN AND DISTRIBUTORS WHOACT QUICK!

rESTING LABORATORY REPOIRT*V

DEH WORKING COND I

Salesmen and Distributors are
cashing in Big with Ovrhaul. It
is so revolutionary—so positive in
its notion —so new and different
and saves the motorists so much DEH GWORKING (SONPL
money — that representatives say 752000 mifes. JoTAL CATN

OVRHAUL is the quickest seller in compression 92 pounds

and dggest profit - maker they (nearly normal according te
have had in years. Not a gasoline manufacturer's specificae
dope, nor gadgel Does not con- tonsi. Obp"&A L d;’h“ NOT
tain graphite or harmful abrasives. ,ncjrua,ec the motor. The er,\,N'se,
18 million car owners need Ovr- up” speed, and hill cllmbr
haEI No wonder soale?qmeF and dis- L’?EES‘ZZ""E',TSS&%SSLY -
tributors report Ovrhaul “a sen-

sational seller.” Just bring Ovr- hen pnr:mca”y as well as
haul to the attention of Auto

Owners and show how it gives mo-
tors NEW LIFE, PEP and POW-
REDUCES UPKEEP CoStS
and QUICKLY PAYS FOR
SELF_in what it saves. If u want in on is,
opposlte or a penny post card and let me help you
I built a sales organization that sold over a million automobile tires,
and tubes. | took untrained and trained men and taught them how
to sell profitably. Ovrhaul in my Judgment has greater possibilities
than anything I have seen in the past 10 years. Join hands with me
—a splendid business with %ulck profits_should be yours. Start today
by mailing the coupon for FREE SAMPLE.

send the ooupon

Up to 30 Times

Nearly a quarter of a million car owners
have Ovrhauled their motors, saving
the cost of rebore and new rings with a
scientific product, containing the amaz-
ing mineral. It has been Awarded the
Automotive Test Laboratories Seal of
Approval. Salesmen and Distributors
are cleaning up.

-SAVES GAS

Sfr/ves a 25 \
I/ea/i O id ffiuM & yn.

Since motor oars were first invented—OIL WASTE, LOW GAS
MILEAGE, LOW COMPRESSION, LOST POWER and NOISY
MOTORS, caused by worn rings and o yllnders have brought great
expense to car owners. Before Ovrhaul, it was necessary to put in
new rings and rebore the cylinders, costing up to $150.00. Now
—a single application of Ovrhaul qulckly checks oil waste— in-
creases gas mileage and compression and adds new power, pep.
" m speed and quiet, all at
rrMwWASTEO ® 1 the

gas ® of new rings and rebor -

SAMPLE
FREE !

If you would like to
try this amazing miner-
al discovery without risk,
use the coupon below or
send a Ic POSTCARD
for free sample and full
details of a real money-
making opportunity.

B. L. Mellinger, Pres.
OVRHAUL CO.
E-102, Kansas City. Mo.

SAMPLE COUPON

B. L. Mellinger, Pres.
Ovrhaul Co.. E-102 Kansas City. Mo.

Without cost or obligation send me at once a
FREE SAMPLE. Also show me your hig money-
making plan.

Name. ..
Address.

City .State.



A HEW LIFETIME BUSINESS

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING
NO IHOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS OF
THE 11IGII-GRADE BUSINESS MAN

G. F. Pegram. Texas, cleared $315 in his first 5 days in this business.
J. C. May, Connecticut, cleared $262.35 in 9 days. W. Ferrell,
Ohio, writes: “ My earnings have run well above $1, 000 in a month’s
time”—he has made oven 1,000 sales, paying him $5 to $60 profit
each sale. J. Clarke Baker, Connectlcut sells 13 firms in 3 days’
time, netting $151.71 clear profit—over $50 a dg/ profit. ~ Writes
that 9 of these 13 firms are already using second or third repeat
refill orders. And so on._ These men had never sold this item before
they came with us! Mow'could they enter a field totally new to them

earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that does
away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that is
creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men. Those who
enter now' will pioneer—to them will go the choicest opportunities.

R H5 SALES DAILY PAY*280 WEEKLY

INSTALLING NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL — Making Tremendous
Cash Savings in Operating Costs for Thousands of Concerns in the U. S. and Canada

$4,707 Returns for
One Kansas Store
in Three Months

Sanders Ridgway, of Kausas, In-
vests $88.60 and shows returns of
$4,707.00 between April 5th and
Ju-te 20th1 Bowser Lumber and
Feed Co.. West Virginia, in-
vests $15. reports returns well
over $1,000,001 Fox Ice and
Coal Co., Wisconsin, returns
$3,564.000 Baltimore Sporting
Goods Store_invests $45. returns
$1,600,001 Pollom & Son. In-
diana, in 45 days turned $15
installation Into $2,250.00 cash.
With these and scores of sim-
ilar results to display, our repre-
sentatives interest business men
from the very smallest to the
very largest- No one can dispute
the” proof in the photo-copies of
actual letters which our men show.

No High Pressure— UT RISKING A
SIMPLY INSTALL— OWN. Can't possibly
Lei It SELL ITSELF it shace vt

limited space avail-

COMPLETE
TRAINING
FURNISHED

Many men with us today
started at scratch, many
coming out of clerklng obs,
many out of small busi-
nesses, some out of large ,
concerns. We teach you !
every angle of the business.
We hand you the biggest >
money-making business of'
its kind in the country.
You try out this business
ABSOLUTELY WITH- 1

; . ) . able here. Mail the
Here is a business offering an inven- coupon now for
tion so successful that we make it sell full information
itself. Our representatives simply tell -nothing to

what they offer, show prouf of success in

every line of business and every section

of the country. Then install the specialty

without a dollar down. It starts working at once,

producing a cash return that can lie counted like

the other cash register money. The customer sees

with his own eyes a big, immediate profit on his

proposed investment. Usually he has the investment,

and his profit, besides, before the representative re-

turns. The representative calls hack, collects his money. OUT

OF EVERY $75 BUSINESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOER.
NEARLY $60 IS HIS OWN PROFIT! T1IE SMALLEST HE MAKES

IS $5 ON A $7.50 SALE! Our men are making sales running into the hun-
dreds. They are gemnlg the attention of the largest concerns in the country,
and selling to the smaller businesses by the thousands. You can get exclusive
rights. Business is GOOD in this fine, in small towns or big cities alike!
It's on the boom now. Get in while the business is youngq!

F. E. ARMSTRONG President. Dept. 4093-E MCBfLE ALABAMA

risk, every-
thing to
gain.

OUT RISKING A~

Brilliant Record of Success
As well as selling thousands of Installations to small mer-
chants, professional men, etc., we number either the par
ent companies, or branches, or dealers, etc.,
world-famed concerns among our customers: Cities Servlce
tional Majestic Radio. Chevrolet, Chrysler.
Consolidat Corp, United Aluminum
ailways Advertising Great American Life
Underwriters, and srores of others natlonally known. Uni-
versities. newspapers, doctors, etc., buy sulistuntial installa-
tions and heavy repeat orders.

Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit
Customer gets signed certificate guaranteeing cash profit on
his investment. Very few business men are so foolish as to
turn down a proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof
from leading concerns that it does pay.

Portfolio of References from America’s
leading Concerns
is furnished you. A handsome, impressive portfolio that repre-
sents every leading type of business and profession.  You show
immediate, posltlve proof of success. Immediately forestalls
the argument. "Doesn’t fit my business/’ Shows that it
does fit, and does make good. ~Closes the deal.

Q
5

Kueli the Coupon for Full Information — Terri-
tory Filled in Order of Application

If you are looking for a ntan-slae business, free from
worries of other overcrowded linos of work, get in
once,  Learn the’ possibillies now

before the franchise your territory is
This specialty is ns lmportant a business opportunlty
Unlay as the. lyin'writer, adding machine, and dicUi-
mne were in_ their early da?/ Don't Iose valuable
and let this slip away from you Use the cou-
pon for convenience, ill rlng (Jou Tull Infor-

mation and our prupusmnn immediately.

m
MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION!
F. E. ARMSTRONG. Pres., Dcpt.4093-E, Mobile, Ala.
Without obligation to me. send full information on
your proposition.

Name



