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A NEW JIM ANTHONY NOVEL

Complete In This Issue

With the roar of the first
shot, Jim threw himself to
the sidewalk.

Terrible are the passions
that make for murder!
And none stranger than
those Jim Anthony finds
in the case of the artist's
ex-wife and the men
who would kill for her

By
JOHN
GRANGE

HE big white convertible slid to
a law-observing stop when the
light changed from green—-to
yellow—to red. The radio softly
emitted the strains of one of the na-
tion’s foremost rhumba bands, the
moon beamed down softly from over-
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head, the four occupants of the car
were correctly attired in proper eve-
ning clothes. In short, it looked like
a very big and enjoyable night.
But that was before the traffic po-
liceman recognized the car and came
charging over to it, threading his
way imperiously through the constant
stream of cabs and pleasure vehicles

coming from the opposite direction.

The man at the wheel, black of
hair, swarthy of skin and deceptively
wide of shoulder, grinned affably.

“Hello, Connor,” he said. “Fooled
you that time, didn’t I, stopped for
the light.”

Connor touched the visor of his
cap, grinned in answer, but there was

7
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a trace of self-conscious worry about
the grin.

“Evening, Mr. Anthony and Mr.
Gentry— and ladies. It's a double
pleasure to see you, on account of
Fve been standing there hoping you'd
come this way, ever since Hoyle and
Murphy came by in the cruiser.”

“Yep,” put in Tom Gentry, from
the back seat, “it's nice seeing you,
but we’'ve a big night ahead, so let's
move, Jim.” He patted the arm of
the very slim young brunette beside
him. “It's Marcia’s birthday and
we're celebrating. Just the four of
us, Jim, Dolores, Marcia and my-
self.”

Jim, being a bit shrewder than his
friends, knew the big cop bad hardly
stopped them merely to. say hello.
“AD. right,” Cdhhor, we're sure
enough in a big hurry. What's on
your mind?”

“It's hard to say, Mr. Anthony, on
account of you may think I'm butting
in. Truth of the matter, we cops like
to prevent trouble rather than make
arrests after it's over and too late.
Hoyle and Murphy heard it first up
in Die Fifties, so they found him, and
sure enough he was roaring drunk
and toting a gun which he had a
perfect right to do hut you know who
and what he’s looking for and------- 1

The words emerged in such a tor-
rent, due to the blasting of impatient
horns behind; that they were sense-
less. Jim Anthony leaned over the
blonde at his side, Dolores Colquitt,
and threw open the door. “Get in,”
he said. “You don’t make much sense
this way.” Connor got in, more red
faced than ever; the convertible
crossed the street and continued up-
town.

“'Now, start at the beginning. Who
did Hoyle and Murphy pick up,
whv'd he have the gun, and where
aoes that concern an innocent party
of four out for an evening's fun?”
Irrelevantly he added, “And a good
night for a part}, too, eh Connor?”

“A Dbetter night for a murder,”
answered Connor grimly. “The party
Fm speaking of is Manny Meredith.”

Marcia Higdon’'s gasp was plainly
audible over the purr of the motor.
Jim glanced swiftly into the rear
view mirror, saw that she had stif-
fened beside his friend, that her eyes
were wide with sudden fear. The
back of one hand was tightly pressed
over her mouth, the other clutched
the base of her smooth, columnar
throat.

I1|ANNY MEREDITH was a Man-

hattan legend. His trouble had
always been too much money, for
he had inherited from both his father
and his mother at an early age. His
foibles and follies were proverbial,
and yet his reputation as an etcher
and artist placed him in the van of
the younger group. Screens, fans,
porcelains, portraits and even sculp-
ture tempted him, and at each of
these various branches of art he ex-
celled. But etching was his first love.

In twenty-eight years, besides his
art, he managed to find time to lead
a Himalayan expedition, to fly in
Spain and thereby lose his left eye,
to back at least a dozen shows and
revues—and to get married five
times.

Everyone agreed that he was a

nice guy—except for his money,
which is an odd thing for Broadway-
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ite3 and Cafe Society to say about
any of their own set. The point was
that his money constantly had him
in hot water. For he was an incurable
practical joker who couldn’'t take a
joke on himself, and was possessed
of a violent temper which was liable
to flare up and explode at any time.

Manny Meredith’s money was his
downfall because he worked on the
mistaken theory that there is no trou-
ble at all which a man with sufficient
money cannot overcome.

£]ONNOR, the cop, went on apolo-

getically. “Everybody in town
knows that this is not only Missus
Meredith’s— excuse it, | mean Miss
Higdon’s birthday, but also the an-
niversary of her marriage to Manny
Meredith. The papers was so full of
it a year ago and------- 1

Now he was floundering helplessly
again. Marcia Higdon, Meredith’s
last wife, or ex-last wife, was crying
openly, Tom Gentry’'s shoulder shel-
tering her cheek.

Jim laughed. But he was wonder-
ing the cause for the woman’'s so
evident fear. “ Come on, Marcia, buck
up. He's probably passed out by now.
And tbere’s nothing to be scared of
anyway. Many a woman has divorced
a husband.”

“You don’'t know him when there’s
something like this on his mind. Let's
call it off, 1 want to go home!” Her
voice rose to a wail. Connor, who
evidently was one of those bluff Irish-
men that couldn’t stand crying wom-
en, opened the door briskly. He said
he just figured they ought to know
about it, on account of Manny was
such a crazy son— well, such a crazy

guy, and no telling what lie would
think of. He stood on the curb and
watched them glide away, the flush-
ed and worried look still on his face.

Dolores Colquitt, Jim Anthony’'s
fiancee, was an anomaly, in that she
was as practical minded as she was
blonde and beautiful. Jim grinned
at the prompt way she took over.
“Nov/,” she said, “I'm talking to
three of you. We’'ve planned this lit-
tle celebration for a month and noth-
ing is going to stop it. Marcia, you're
legally separated from this screwball,
he has no legitimate claim on you
at all. In fact, now that you and
Tom are— well, like that—he has
less claim than ever. Nov/ suppose
we just forget about him, don’t even
mention his name, and go on with
our plans.” She laid slender fingers
on Jim’s arm. “Anyway, with Tom
and Jim along I think we’re sufficient-
ly protected.”

And that was that, thought Jim
Anthony, for Marcia Higdon ceased
her fearful crying and began re-
pairing her complexion as well as it
could be done under the circum-
stances. Nor was it anyone of the
four who mentioned the affair first
again. Rather it was the garage man.
He drew Jim aside.

oo that's all 1 know about it,
Mr. Anthony. The guy evidently was
in the Casa Loma looking for yow
Scranton, the manager must have
checked to see if you had reserva-
tions, and knowing where you always
park, called here. That's all he said,
just to do him a personal favor and
go somewhere else tonight.”

Leaving for the two block walk
to the club, Jim was in a quandary.
He knew the temper of his friend.
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Tom Gentry, all too well, and Tom
bad observed the sideplay between
the garage man and Jim with a
suspicious eye. Just a little private
business, Jim had told him, and as
soon as the words issued, was sorry
for them. Now he had to go to the
Casa Lcma, to keep Tom quiet! And,
as a matter of fact, a bit of a hunch
was playing inside the big million-
aire-criminologist.

That hunch was whispering—-
“Stay away from Manny Meredith
tonight. There's death in the air!
Death!”

The blind newsman on the comer
found something familiar in his foot-
steps, spoke to a cabby— and called
him back. His information fell in
line. And when the doorman at the
exclusive Casa Loma asked to speak
to him privately, that foreboding,
worked overtime within Anthony.

JNAT Louie Scranton, owner of the

Casa Loma bustled pompously up
to their table after they were seated,
mopping at his florid forehead with
a tremendous handkerchief of white
silk. He wanted to know if the damn-
ed fool garage man had passed along
the word he sent, and in spite of
Jim’s trying to give him the eye, per-
sisted in telling all. Fat Louie Scran-
ton was glowing at thought of his
own wisdom, and when Scranton
glowed, he talked.

“So there |1 was,” he said, “hardly
knowing which way to move. My
doorman sent in word that the cop-
pers took a gun off him up in the
Fifties, but he had another one in a
shoulder holster. | tell you he acted
like a mad man. Kept squirting that

glass eye of his out into his hand and
polishing------- 1

“Wait, Louie, let's let it lay. Af-
ter all it's not very pleasant for Miss
Higdon.”

Scranton looked aggrieved, greatly
resembling a small boy just scolded.
“Okay,” he said, “if yen feel like
this. But I managed it, 1 got him cut
and home. Only he left this for
Missus— I mean Alias Higdon.”

He drew a folded half menu from
his coat pocket, laid it before the ex-
Mrs. Meredith. Arising, he started to
move away, and his good humor re-
turned at thought of Ms accomplish-
ment. He winked at Jim over his
shoulder. “See me before you go,
Jim. This will kill you, the way I
got rid of that guy.” He ambled
away.

Marcia Higdon spread open the
folded piece of menu. Her fingers
were steady, she bit at her lower
lip as she cast puzzled eyes on the
bit of cardboard. Suddenly she sway-
ed back into her chair, would have
fallen sideways had Tom Gentry not
seized her arm. Her face was dead
white except for the spots of rouge
on her cheeks. Her breast trembled
violently with the deepness of her
breathing. She took the cocktail just
brought by the waiter; the glass rat-
tled against her teeth.

Jim Anthony knew psychology. He
fully realized that he was watching
a woman fight with every muscle of
her lovely body, every cell of her
brain to regain control of herself.
A little glow of admiration swept
through him as she tossed the note
on the table and forced a smile.

“Some more of his practical jok-
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ing,” site said, almost in a normal Cﬁgeaﬁgrglesksd%\:vmn JB ﬁﬂg

tone of voice. “ Not being a very cul- a bcivj and totes kimn
tured person | don’'t know what he into the housel®
means— it's written in some out-

rageous language.” She pushed back

her chair. “Should we dance, dar-

ling? After all, we agreed not to

mention this any further this eve-

ning.”

The pair of them danced away,
swaying rhythmically, Marcia Hig-
don chattering up at her partner.
Dolores, the eternal feminine, reach-
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ed for the note. She said, puzzled,
“It's Latin, | believe. And Jim, she
lied. She could and did read it!”
Jim nodded, took it from her and
put it in his pocket, without reading
It. He said that he, too, thought a
bit of dancing would do no harm.

"W/UEN they returned to the table,

Tom was alone. “Washroom,”
he explained laconically. But as long
moments passed and Marcia did not
return, he looked at his watch more
and more often. Again Jim and Do-
lores danced— this time the table was
unoccupied when the music ceased.
And this time it was Jim who looked
at his watch more and more regular-*
lyjis ihe moments passed.

“Okay,” said Dolores, In answer to
his unspoken question, ‘Til go.” In
no time at all she was back, more
than a little excited. “Jim, she made
two phone calls and left. Tom ques-
tioned the maid in the powder room,
and now he’s gone. Do you suppose
there’s trouble after all? Tom is so
crazy about her and------- ?”

For a moment he stared at her.
Then he pulled the piece of menu
from his pocket and spread it open.
His lips formed the words aloud.
“Latin, all right,” he said, laconical-
ly, “but it doesn't make much sense.
‘Urbem lateritiam invenit marmor-

earn reliquit’.

“And that Is a fine note to write
anyone! A fine—!”

“More or less literally it means
‘He found the city brick and left it
marble’.

“Who? Who found what city? And
why would a crazy-jealous nut like

Manny Meredith wVite it to Marcia
Higdon? Why— yes?”

The waiter said, “Pardon me.
Call for you, Mr. Anthony. Will you
take it here? Jim Anthony nodded,
the waiter plugged in the phone.
But the extent of Jim?% conversation
was a few startled whats, wheres and
okays.

Without a word of explanation he
called for his check. Nor did Dolores
ask exactly what had occurred. Fat
Louie Scranton, however, caught
them at the checkroom.

Jim said, “Oh, yeah, Louie, you
were going to tell me how you got
rid of Manny.”

“l took him home,” answered
Scranton proudly. Anthony thought
of the tall, wide shouldered Mere-
dith, gazed with disbelief at pudgy,
short Scranton. Scranton read the
thought and grinned.

“You won't give me away? |
should have trouble here! Not an old
timer like Fat Louie. It ain’'t like it
would hurt him, you know, on ac-
count of he’'s got a constitution like
a horse. Jim, this’'ll kill you, but
I pulled the old Gay Nineties gag.
I slipped him knockout drops. A
little—hey, what's wrong?”

“And then you took him home,
Louie?” Jim had the fat man by his
lapels now.

“Sure, me and the cabby, and we
saw him stretched out on his bed.

“You better get your hat, Louie.
I just had a call from Meredith’s,
from Tom Gentry. You were wrong,
those drops, that gag, won't kill me
— but they damned sure killed Manny
Meredith. Let's go.”
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CHAPTER I

Dead Man's House

OUIE SCRANTON

dated back to pro-

hibition days. Not

only had he owned

and operated many

speakeasies, in those

old hide-out times,

rjg but he had been con-

- \V nected with a good

many rings that dealt in the stuff

in wholesale quantities. He was an

inveterate gambler, rumor having it

that he would bet an interested party

that the sun would fail to come up

the following morning— if the odds

were interesting enough. Scranton
was definitely in the know.

Now, seeing him approach from
the direction of his office, Jim real-
ized the type of man with whom he
was dealing. No longer was he the
garrulous, rosy-cheeked host so well
known to the bon vivants. All affa-
bility had dropped away from him,
like discarded clothing, or a mask
tossed aside to reveal the real man.
His eyes were cold and wary, he
walked with his fat shoulders thrown
back, and there was a challenge
about him.

A pace to his right and a pace to
his rear came a man known to Jim
only as Fargo. Fargo was no taller
than Scranton, and was as thin as
Scranton was fat. His face was dead
white, his eyes like shoebuttons, his
waxed mustache a thing of beauty.
It was Fargo’'s mouth that was the
giveaway. Scranton inevitably intro-
duced him as his secretary; the
mouth was almost lipless, a thin, in-

13

delible
healthiness of his skin.
mouth of a Kkiller.

Anthony said, “Why Fargo, Lou-
= 97
iel

“Because 1 want Fargo/5 snapped
Scranton. He bustled past Jim and
Dolores, Fargo keeping his position.
Over his shoulder he said, “1 hope
to God that same damned cabby is
here.”

His hopes were realized. The cab-
by was there. He even said, “Hiya,
Louie, hauling more drunks or is one
enough for the night?”

“One will be enough for the rest
of my life,” snapped the fat man.
“Back to the same address, but be-
fore we start, tell my friend here
just what happened! Everything, pal,
and leave out nothing.”

The cabbie was a little abashed,
it took several more questions and
even a harder tone of voice to elicit
the information. “Why,” he said, at
last, shoving back his cap and
scratching at his head, “Fargo here,
he comes out and tells me to drive
around the alley. | did, then Louie
and Fargo bring this guy out and
dump him in the cab. So we------ 1”

“We? Did Fargo go too?”

“Nope, he went back into the Casa
Loma. Louie tells me where to drive
— it ain’'t very far—then | goes up
and rings the bell and this female
gorilla comes down the steps. | tell
her her boss is p-.sed out in the
cab, and whaddaya think? She comes
down to the cab and picks him up
like a baby and totes him into the
house.”

“Neither of you went in?”

“Did | say that, hell no, pardon

line drawn across the un-
It was the



14 SUPER DETECTIVE

me, lady.” The cabbie sounded ag-
grieved. “We both went in, me and
Louie, figuring this dame couldn’t
make the front steps. She took him
clear on up to the third floor and
lays him on a couch and------- 1"

Louie broke in, “1 think my friend
would like to know whether or not
the fellow was alive when we left.”

“Can a guy that ain’t alive swal-
low? She puts him on the couch and
drags out a bottle, raises him up and
gives him a drink. Then she gets her
darning or something and thanks us,
and says she aims to sit up with him
for awhile on account of sometimes
he snaps out of it and goes around
the joint busting his pictures and lit-

tle tSndressed statues and stuff and
P

“Okay, okay, go on, get started,
take us back there.” The cabbie, once
started, was reluctant to quit talking.
It took added persuasion from Scran-
ton to get him under way. “Now,
Fargo,” said the fat man, “how much
stuff did 1 slip in Manny’'s drink?
You saw me.”

The voice suited Fargo’'s appear-
ance, flat, colorless, clipped. *“Not
over a teaspoonful.”

A traffic light held them up mo-
mentarily. Beside him, Jim could
feel the tenseness in Dolores’ body,
and wondered if she was thinking as
he thought. Why was Scranton so
anxious to clear himself? And, fur-
thermore, why had there been such
urgency in the voice of Toni Gentry?
As a matter of fact, it did seem high-
ly improbable that the administration
of knockout drops— in one drink—
could kill a man like Manny Mere-
dith.

r|THE house, from the outside, hard-

ly lived up to the money possessed
by young Meredith. It ‘was the usual
brownstone of that particular local-
ity, a series of some dozen steps
leading to the front door, three or
four steps leading downward to the
basement door, which was concealed
by the longer series of steps. It dif-
fered from its neighbors in height,
looking a good deal like a tall, gang-
ling human, badly dressed.

For a moment they stood on the
sidewalk, a bit uncertainly. Two
houses down a man came out of the
cellar entrance to bang a trashcan
down on the curbing. Jim looked up
at the Meredith house, saw that the
top floor was illuminated — the
fourth. But even as he looked the
entire house suddenly blazed, light
pouring from every window. The

front door came open, a strained
male voice called, “Come in, Mr.
Anthony. Quickly, please!”

They went, up the steps, leaving
the wondering cabbie to wait for his
fare. The door, swung wide to ad-
mit them, partially concealed the man
who had called. Louie Scranton had
seen the hallway before, but Dolores
and Jim paused instinctively to gaze
about them. The entire entrance hall
was of marble, gleaming and shining
as if the walls and floor and ceiling
were alive. At regular intervals were
niches, some eighteen inches in
height, perhaps half that in width.
These niches were curtained with
some sort of bronze cloth, matching
the double doors leading to the right,
and the door of ordinary width—m
also bronze— at the end of the hall-
way. Some six feet from the floor,
leading from the front door toward
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the rear, was a deeply carved frieze.

In the brief seconds that he stood
there, startled by the cold beauty
of the hallway, Jim’s trained eye
noted two significant things. The
frieze was unfinished, it did not reach
entirely down the right hand wall. It
represented nymphs at play with
satyrs.

Already Scranton’'s heavy tread
could be heard on the marble steps.
The same strained, petulant voice
said, “// you please, Mr. Anthony!”

“Just a moment,” he answered,
and deliberately walked away. He
could hardly believe his eyes. For
each nymph, no matter what her
posture, was identically the same!

His fingers drew aside one of the
small bronze curtains. Evidently this
made contact with a concealed switch,
for soft light poured down on the
twelve inch figurine of a woman with-
in. Her hands were crossed over her
high breast as if in shame— or sup-
plication— but her head was thrown
back on the column of her throat.
Again, the same woman!

And the woman was Marcia Hig-
don, ex-wife of Manny Meredith, who
no doubt had carved this marble.

J.JE TURNED away then, knowing

that Dolores waited at the foot
of die stairs with impatience, and
for the first time observed the man
who had admitted them. He was tall,
as tall as Jim himself, his shoulders
fully as wide. He wore a yellow silk
sweater that showed his magnificent
torso, and a pair of baggy, dark blue
corduroy trousers. But it was his face
that attracted attention, for it was
a face of ultimate evil—that of a
beardless Mephistopbeles.

Now where have | seen this guy,
before?
Wonderingly he turned back to the
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frieze. There was no doubt of it

now.

He spoke again. “Yes, vyes, |
modeled for Manny if that's what
you're wondering. Will you please
hurry?” Scranton and Fargo were
already out of sight about the first
bend, Dolores had paused up some
half dozen steps. The model stepped
aside for Jim to pass him, saying,
in explanation, “I've studied with
Manny for over a year, paying him
by modeling when he needed me. My
name is Nic Remus, with no k on
the Nic, please.”

Jim nodded, grinning, took Do-
lores’ arm, hurried upward. In the
middle of the third flight of marble
stairs, lie felt a tremor run through
her. She whispered, “Marble! Ugh!
Too cold and tomblike to suit mel!”

And then they were on the top
floor and Jim understood why the
house looked so oddly out of pro-
portion from the street. This floor had
evidently been added by Meredith
as a place to work. The door to the
right stood open, revealing an or-
dinarily furnished room with a not-
too-expensive rug, and rather cheap
furniture.

Passing through the far door, Jim
Anthony, millionaire criminologist
extraordinary, entered into one of
the strangest scenes and likewise one
of the strangest groups of people he
had ever encountered in his life.

There was but one word for this
littered studio, and the word was
dirty. The smell of paint and turpen-
tine and lacquer overhung all. Odds
and ends of furniture sat about dis-
consolately, some half covered with
stained rags and articles of clothing,

all white with dust. Here and there
were irregular chunks of Carrara
marble, as yet untouched by a sculp-
tor's hammer. There were at least
three easels, each bearing its own
unfinished painting, and sculptured
details, hands in various postures,
feet, forearms, calves, solitary shoul-
ders. A wide alcove at the far end
of the long narrow room was almost
obscured by a group of people.

Someone called, “Jim!” Hurry-
ing footsteps came toward him. Tom
Gentry’s face was so pallid that his
freckles looked almost black. “Jim!”
he said again, and seemed suddenly
speechless.

“Take it easy, Tom. Come on,
we’ll have a look,”

CHAPTER 111

Before The Inquest

F COURSE there
were some sane and
normal people in the
room, Anthony reas-
sured himself wry-
ly. Dolores Colquitt
and Jim Anthony, at
least. Marcia Hig-
don was the epitome
of stark, cruel fear. The sort of fear
etched on a person’s features when
he or she knows there is absolutely
no escape from the catastrophe that
threatens, and yet is not at all cer-
tain from where that catastrophe will
strike. She stood against the wall of
the big alcove, her arms outstretched,
palms flat. The wall was darkly paint-
ed. Clad in-a white evening gown
of some soft material that followed
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every contour of her figure, she might
well have been again that statuette
in the niche downstairs. Her lips were
a red blotch, doubly red because of
her pallor, her eyes were wide, and
filled with nameless terror. Her
breasts rose and fell in quick tremors
that seemed to flow through every
inch of her body.

Anthony had a curious thought:
How like blood are her nails and her
lips.

Tom Gentry made a sound of pity
and compassion in his throat and
rushed to her, seizing a hand and
attempting to reason with her. She
did not take her eyes from the corpse,
she might have been a manikin rather
than the extraordinarily desireable
young woman of Manhattan who had
ridden so joyously beside him only
a few short hours before.

From those two, Jim’s eyes carried
on to the woman who kept darting
about, bumping into first one person
and then the other, a sewing basket
beneath her arm, her eyes on the
floor. There was no doubt as to her
identity. She was the woman men-
tioned by the cabbie as the “gorilla”
who had carried Manny up three
flights of stairs. She was all of six
feet in height, and possessed the
frame to go with it. She weighed
at least three hundred pounds. Her
dress was the black, conventional
garb of elderly housekeepers, and
she wore a small lace cap on her
head.

Jim Anthony stepped forward in-
to the group by the corpse just in
time to receive her massive shoul-
der, as his eyes had temporarily left
her. She raised her face to glare at

i?

him. The face went with the body,
large of mouth and nose, a fringe
of black moustache over her thick
lips. The eyes, too, were large, black
until it seemed there was nothing
but pupils, the whites criss-crossed
with tiny veins, the composite pic-
ture pillowed on bluish liver pouches.

Jim snapped, “Pm Anthony, what
are you looking for?” The trick had
worked for him in good stead be-
fore. It did again.

“I'm Mrs. Siddons, the housekeep-
er,” she wheezed. “Thank God
you've come, he’'s been murdered.”
She gulped, and added, “ I'm looking
for a needle.” And to his amaze-
ment she went right on looking for
it!

Which allowed the next Dantes-
qgue figure to fall into his line of
view. This one, thought Jim, had the
features of a well aged satyr rather
than a young one.

He was bent over the corpse of
Manny Meredith and the top of his
bald pate cast back light like a re-
flector. From time to time he glanced
up at the group hovering about, like
a knowing gnome, with his dirty,
streaked beard and parchment face.
He wore an old fashioned nightshirt,
and only later— because he was on
the opposite side of the couch on his
knees— did the wrinkled black trou-
sers and the sloppy house slippers
become visible.

gCRANTON was an evil Budha

waiting to see which way the wind
would blow, and Fargo, at his elbow
was a snake ready to do his master’s
doing. Nic Remus— with no k, please
— leaned against a wall smoking,
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every secret evil and vice since the
world began seeming to show plain-
ly in his face.

Because Jim Anthony had a card
index mind, because he could sweep
his eyes over a group once or twice
and definitely classify each member,
it was only a few seconds, perhaps
a minute, after his entrance that the
words of the play began. The fellow
arose from the corpse, and spoke in
a peculiar monotone. His little eyes
danced from beneath bushy brows,
he rubbed thin skinned hands one af-
ter another over the shininess of his
bald head.

“1 warned him. | told him. It was
his heart, | often told him he'd go
off i& a spell!”

Mrs. Siddons ceased the relentless
search for her needle and shook the
sewing basket at the goatlike little
man. “You! You!” she screamed in
a voice that made the windows trem-
ble. “You old reprobate, you—-you—
Uncle lke—you lie! Warned him!
You encouraged him! And no matter
how much he drank he was strong as
a horse, a horse! Ask his real doc-
tor, Doctor Steel, not an old quack
like you!”

Jim grabbed her shoulder, shook
her into quiet. “Hey,” he admonish-
ed, when she paused for breath, “not
so loud. Who is the fellow?”

This time her voice was sullen,
but lowered, at least. “Him!” she
sniffed. “Nobody at all but Old Ike
Crane, who calls hisself a doctor.
Seme ragtail relation of poor Man-
ny’s, living here on him, getting his
spending money by getting the poor
lad drunk! 1 tell you Manny’s been
murdered, and here’s the one that

did it, that old goat right there! They
qguarreled every time they saw each
other!” She pointed her finger dra-
matically at the old man.

He cupped his hand behind his
ear, leaned forward, his eyes veno-
mous. “Hey? Hey?” he intoned.
“What's that she said? What's that?”

The younger satyr spoke, smoke
pouring out of his nostrils, studiously
studying the glowing cherry end of
the cigarette. “1 don’'t want to men-
tion any names, but I'm of the opin-
ion a man like Manny wouldn’t have
heart failure. 1 saw a certain young
woman ring the bell and enter here
about ten, | believe.

Au., eyes turned to Marcia Hig-

don. But she did not take her
gaze from the corpse on the couch.
Tom Gentry, however, bounded from
her side blazing with anger. Only
Jim’s clutching fingers prevented his
hurling himself on the man in the
yellow sweater.

“Why you—you!” he sputtered.
“What are you going to say when
— —1” He actually choked on his
anger and it was seconds before he
recovered. Then, “Listen, Jim, listen
to this. Marcia discovered the corpse
and called me— but she fainted first
and has no idea how long she was
out! | grabbed a cab and came here
at once, and this fink here was run-
ning down the front steps while |
paid off my cab. It's-—-—-- "

“A damned lie,” put in Remus.
“Mrs. Siddons will tell you she called
me to come over. You were here
too, you probably heard her call
and------- -

This time it was Jim Anthony who
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raised his voice to a harrowed
scream. “ Shut up! Damn it, shut up!
How can | make heads or tails out of
anything.” And Anthony obtained si-

lence. A tense, expectant silence, as
though everyone present was waiting
for the explosion of a powder keg
and was not certain whether the best
thing to do was to run for it or stick
around and hope for the best.

A moment later Remus reeled back,
bleeding, into the cons’ arms.
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m“In the first place,” he went on
stiffly, “all we know is that Manny
Meredith is dead. We don't know
that he’s been murdered. | doubt it
very seriously.” He strode toward
the corpse.

Manny Meredith looked about in
death as he had looked in life, three
sheets in the wind. His lips were
pulled back in a sardonic grin, both
his eyes— the artificial left as well
as the right— stared straight upward,
seemingly with natural brilliance. He
was not wan, and pale, rather there
was a flush on his cheeks. Someone
had loosened his white silk shirt at
the throat, and his coat of Scotch
Tweed was thrown back. He leaned

smelled the dead man’s lips;
there was no odor other than that of
liquor.

Tom Gentry interrupted. “ If you’'ll
let me finish what | began, perhaps
you can land in the middle of the
funny occurrences that have been
going on around here. And | do mean
funny!” He glared at Nic Remus,
who smiled in reply and lit a ciga-
rette from the butt of its predecessor.
“Should | start at the beginning?”

Fargo contributed his first bit to
the affair. “Hey, you ain’t no cop,
you ain't tire law!” He was rewarded
by an elbow in his ribs that almost
upset him— from Fat Louie Scran-
ton.

Jim disregarded the gunman and
told Tom the beginning was the cus-
tomary place to start anything.

“Okay. Marcia got worried as hell
as we danced, and | don't mind tell-
ing you why. Meredith had warned
her that if he couldn’t have her, no
one else could. Strange as it seems,

we're in love. She simply got afraid
that Manny would sleep off his drunk
and come back again. So she called
him up in the powder room and—

“Talked to him, when he was out
like a light?”

“No, she talked to Mrs. Siddons,
damn it!”

“That she did,” said the house-
keeper. “And | told her Mr. Manny
wasn’'t home, though he was.” She
sniffed again. “The very thought of
her drives him to more drinking and
I knew he’d had enough for-------- 1”

“Go on, Tom. You found out from
the maid where she called and came
out here?” Tom nodded, started to
continue, but Jim snapped, “She
made two calls. To whom was the
other?”

Nic Remus, the man of evil, spoke
up. “To me,” he said, calmly. “Man-
ny and | were friends. She wanted to
know if he was at my place. Which
is three houses down the street.”

JYTARCIA HIGDON said nothing at

all. The body of the man to
whom she once was married fascina-
ted her, drew her eyes like a bright
and glittering snake draws those of
a bird. She did not move.

The only noise in the room for
the moment was Tom’s strangled
breathing. “Okay. She called you,
then, and to hell with you. I know
she merely wanted to talk him out
of trying to do something to me.”
He glared about as though defying
anyone there to deny it. “She came
here and no one answered her ring,
so she came on in--—--—-- "

“How?”
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“She still has a key, damn it, Jim.
Just never gave it back.” He crossed
the room again and put his arm
about her unstirring shoulders. “ She
didn't hear a sound in the whole
house, so she went on upstairs and
into the studio. She found Manny
dead, and she fainted. When she
came to, she called me.”

“Where were the housekeeper and
Doctor Crane?”

“I'm coming to that. | beat it over
here just in time to see this monkey
running down the steps------- !

“It's a lie,” said Nic Remus. “If
you came in a cab maybe you can
prove it by your cabbie?”

“Damn you, you know he was
driving off, he wouldn’t have seen
you!”

“So you
Jim, *“

“The door was open, so yes, |
came in. | called and heard nothing.
Oh, don’t raise your brows, you'll
understand in a minute. So | started
up here. On three, the floor below,
I heard some one hammering on a
door. | went in there—-there’'s a small
hallway behind the bronze door—
and found Doctor Crane locked in
his room and mad as hell!”

Mrs. Sidons’ sniff was again awe-
inspiring.

“l1 came on up here then, and
found Marcia, fainted again there
in the entrance room. Right by the
phone. She’d passed out right after
calling me, but that was the second
time, remember. Once by Manny's
corpse, again after calling me. While
I was looking at Manny------- !

“Where was Mrs, Siddons?”

“Damn it, let me finish. Locked

came in,” encouraged

in that supply closet there with a
lump on her head as big as an egg.
Somebody turned out the studio
lights while she was sitting there
sewing beside Manny------- 1

“He was alive then?”

“And snoring,” put in the house-
keeper.

e and when she walked over
to turn them on again, somebody
bopped her on the head and locked
her up and------- 1

F AT Louie Scranton shapped, “And

so Fargo ana | will he going, An-
thony. You saw me at the club while
all this was going on. Somebody
came in and put the screws to Man-
ny, that's all. Locked the old goatrrs
his room and whammed the Big Ber-
tha here. So---—--- 1”

“So damn it, Scranton, you're not
going until | get the police. Maybe
he was Kkilled by this ‘somebody’
but there’s not a mark on him that's
visible, like throttling marks. There’s
no blood to denote a wound. He
might have died while a burglar was
in the house, died from the effects
of your ch— —1”

“ Stop! Fargo!”

Fargo moved then. He stepped
from behind the boss and the big
.45 looked the size of a cannon. “ I'm
going to give you a little advice,
Anthony, then I'm leaving here. If
I were you, I'd forget about what I
told you as a joke, see?”

And of the two, the most danger-
ous by far was the fat man.

Anthony was no fool, and he was
unarmed.

He waited until they had been
gone a full three minutes before call-
ing headquarters.
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CHAPTER IV
More Than a Haystack

ROTTER of Homi-
cide was a rarity, so
to speak— an honest
cop who had come
up the hard way. He
was not given to
derby hats or tilted
cigars, nor to say-
ing, “So you won’'t
talk, hanh?” But somehow or other
he would never be mistaken for any-
thing else but what he was— a homi-
cide detective. There was little love
Tost between him and Jim Anthony,
though circumstances had thrown
them together on many cases. Trotter
was of the old school, he believed
in a mild form of the third degree
and relied a great bit on stool-
pigeons. Anthony was scientific and
deductive, and also a millionaire ath-
lete and sportsman who dabbled in
criminology as a hobby rather than
a profession. Which, of course,
doubly damned him in the eyes of
the professional, Trotter.

To top it off, Trotter was trou-
bled with dyspepsia and had been
hailed out of bed by headquarters,
for Anthony had particularly re-
guested his being sent.

Now he stood in the alcove glar-
ing down at the dead man as the
medical examiner finished his work.
Trotter growled, “And you claim to
be brainy, Anthony. Damn my eyes,
why you'd get a homicide man on
the case is more than 1 know. Hell,
all you needed was a doctor and the
robbery detail. The guy died from

either the chloral or an overdose of
liquor, and somebody else robbed
the house. You saw his clothes—
wallet gone, and Fat Louie Scranton
wouldn’t pull anything like that You
also saw the safe open, and------- 1
Jim, the detective, and the medical
examiner were alone in the alcove
with the corpse of Manny Meredith,
now stripped naked. The medical
examiner arose and pulled the sheet
over the body. “No external mark,”
he said, beaming and rubbing his
hand. “Body well developed, shows
lots of exercise in spite of his drink-
ing so heavily. Have to remove his
in'nards to get the truth on the chlo-
ral but it would take a hell of a shot
to kill a man like this and—!”
Anthony said, a bit coldly, to Trot-
ter. “You heard me talk to Doctor
Steel, his personal physician. Steel
said his heart was all right. You
have the story of what happened,
Trotter, and I'll give you six, two
and even the man was murdered!”
“How?” asked Trotter patiently.
“Poison, maybe, we’'ll know tomor-
row. In the meanwhile, nobody will
run away. Surely not his ex-wife,
and not his housekeeper, or not Uncle
Ike. As for Fat Louie Scranton, hell
I can pick him up anytime | want
him. | feel bad, I tell you; I'm going
home. Matter of formality | took
everybody’'s prints and let them go
— only your girl is waiting for you.
If 1 had something to go on------- 1
“Prints on the safe?” asked Jim.
“Be done anytime, damn it. No
matter what it is, murder or what-
not, it'll have to wait till tomorrow,
I got the damnedest bellyache a man
ever had.” He turned and walked
into the studio proper, pausing mo-
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mentarily before eacli objet (Part,
rocking on his heels disconsolately.

jguU T jlIs thing would not adjust

itself satisfactorily in Jim An-
thony’s mind. There was the matter
of the note left at the Casa Loma for
Marcia Higdon by her ex-husband,
a note written in Latin, apparently
meaningless, but which caused her
to rush to a phone and call a man
she hated. Also, her two faints, which
although entirely possible, were
hardly plausible.

Fat Louie did not quite ring true,
either. He was entirely too willing
to go too far to keep himself out of
it, to please Jim. The drawing of a
gun had been uncalled for. If he
wasn't lying about the knockout
drops what was he afraid of?

And old Uncle Ike Crane, who had
lived on bis relative’s bounty for
years, why had he lied? Claiming
he had warned Manny that his heart
was bad and liquor would kill him,
and, according to the housekeeper,
drinking with him like an old toper
instead.

Nic Remus lied, too. Tom Gentry
was Jim’s friend, Jim knew him
through and through. If Tom said
he saw Remus descending the steps
to the street as he, Tom, arrived,
then without doubt Remus had been
so doing. Remus was a smooth one,
a wise one. He'd challenged Tom
about the cabbie, implying of course
that it was Gentry’'s word against his,
and no doubt he would stick to his
denial. What was he covering?

As far as Mrs. Siddons was con-
cerned, it was probable she was
knocked unconscious in the darkness
and put in the closet as she said. At

least the knot was on her head. And
undoubtedly she loved Meredith, for
she had carried him up the stairs
herself when they first brought him
home and-------

He was only faintly conscious of
the fact that Trotter was talking to
a man at the door,, hut at the sound
of approaching footsteps he broke
out of his train of thought.

Trotter was worried. He said,
“‘Lock, Jim, this Higdon woman, just
what do you know about her?”

“WTay, not much, She and Tom
are ia love, she used to be married
to Manny Meredith and | think he
met her in New Orleans.”

“How’d her story go? Said she
discovered Manny dead, made it as
far as the phone in the anteroom,
called Tom and fainted again?”

“That's what she said. What's
wrong?”

“Not much,” said Trotter with in-
finite sarcasm, “except she lied like
hell. Her prints are all over the safe
we found open, the only ones dial
are worth a damn.”

Jim laughed. “And then 1 sup-
pose she locked Uncle lke in his
room, kayoed Mrs. Siddons, all three
hundred pounds of her and dragged
her to the closet, after which she
robbed the safe like a Jimmy Valen-
tine, sandpapering her fingers—— ?”

“Hell, she must have known the
combination, she was once married
to the guy. According to her own
admission she still carried a door-
key.”

'J'HERE was no denying this. Trot-

ter asked for and received Marcia
Higdon’'s address and phone num-
ber, and while he was gone to dis-
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patch a policeman to bring her back
— after which Trotter had all inten-
tions of turning the thing over to the
robbery detail and departing for
home with his aching stomach— An-
thony resumed his original thread
of thinking.

He had been turning Mr. Siddons
over and over in his mind. Funny,
how in the presence of the corpse of
a young fellow she loved she could
go bunting her way about looking
for a— what was it? By God, she was
looking for a needle, she’d been do-
ing some sewing or darning when the
lights went out. Gould it be like
that? He moved toward the dead man
on the couch, thankful that the meat
wagon hadn’t arrived.

He leaned over the corpse, gritted
his teeth and forced himself to the
act. Closer and closer he bent over
the cadaver, and a moment later
when Trotter found him so engaged,
he said, “Well, hell, if you want to
kiss a corpse go ahead, | won't tell.
Your girl got tired waiting anyway,
said to tell you she was going home.
Which is where I'm going as soon
as robbery-------

“No, Trotter,” said Jim grimly,
“1 think you’ll stay. Look.”

“My God,” said Trotter, “you got
a nerve. You took out the glass eye.
Look where?”

“In the eye socket, Trotter. See
that gleam there? That will be a
needle, probably a darning needle.
Somebody that didn't like Manny
locked the old guy in his room, turn-
ed out the light and slugged Mrs.
Siddons, squirted out Manny’'s eye
and shoved a needle beneath it, prob-
ably with a thimble.”

Trotter looked. His face turned

red and choleric. Straightening he
growled, “Dames use needles. Dames
sew. By God, wait till that Higdon
babe gets brought in!”

CHAPTER V

Etched In Blood

IMANTHONY

spent the next few
seconds damning
himself  vigorously
for his own acute
powers of concentra-
tion and detection.
Tom Gentry loved
Marcia Higdon. The
least that Jim Anthony could have
done, he told himself, was to keep
his suspicions to himself. Without
doubt, at the autopsy, the m.e. would
have discovered the truth, that a
needle driven into his brain through
an empty eye socket had been the
cause of Manfred Meredith’'s death.
But, at least it wouldn't have been
Jim Anthony who tightened the web
on his friend’'s fianceel Now— now
what?

For try as he might, Jim could not
make the circumstances less damn-
ing for Marcia Higdon. At least not
in his own mind, and Jim coidd hard-
ly withhold truth. Her great fear and
nervousness through the early eve-
ning when Connor the cop, the ga-
rageman, the news vendor and the
others had warned them about Man-
ny, how she had even wanted to
break the party up. Her prints on
the safe, too! Her actions in the
alcove, her various lies.

Could it be, he wondered, that she
had called Nic Remus to assist her?
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For most assuredly she had never
slugged the big housekeeper and
dragged her into that closet. Uncle
Ike Crane was deaf. It would be
easy to turn the key in the lock of
his door. But the matter of three
hundred pounds of Mrs. Siddons was
something else again.

"I'm (taking you one thing,”
Jim said grimly. “Did you Kill
Manny Meredith tonight?”

Trotter, dyspepsia forgotten, was
now going into action. He dispatched
a policeman to the house of young
Remus, another for Uncle lke, or the
Doctor as he called himself, and still

25
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a third for Mrs. Siddons.

“Might as well get started,” he

said mildly, eyeing Jim in a peculiar
way. “The others will be here be-
fore long. | also got a pickup for Fat
Louie and Fargo.” He hesitated for
a minute. Then, “You suppose Tom
took the girl right home?”
* Jim stared at him while a man
might have counted a full score
slowly. “1 get it,” he said. “You
said women used needles, and you've
got Marcia’'s prints on the safe. Tom
and Marcia were the ones who should
fear Manny and you’'re figuring Tom
and Marcia killed the guy— Tom
kayoing the housekeeper? Trotter,
you're nuts! You’'re— what?”

The door from the anteroom burst
open and a white faced copper yelp-
ed, with no respect for seniority,
“Hey, Trotter, come along quick.
The fat dame bumped herself off!”

TPHE kitchen and Mrs. Siddons’

guarters occupied the basement
of the tall, thin house. The uniform-
ed cop sent for the housekeeper pant-
ed ahead of them, talking breathless-
ly. “And | knocked and | knocked
and knocked and nobody answered
so | said hell, maybe the big dame
is a hard sleeper, like my wife. |
opened the door and turned on the
light and there she was stretched out
on the bed as dead as------- 1”

Trotter managed to gasp, “How
do you know she did the Dutch?”

“Hell, she’s been hitting the bot-
tle and crying like hell, and she was
nuts about that Manny wasn’t she?
She— ?”

They skittered into the basement,
Shrough the kitchen, the spic and

span little living room, and into the
bedroom.

God, Anthony was thinking, could
she have killed this Meredith and
knocked herself off from remorse?

She was, as the policeman said,
sprawled out on the bed, not length-
wise as she would have been normal-
ly, but across it, her great legs dan-
gling over the side, her great feet on
the floor. A bottle of brandy sat on
the table at the head of the bed, a
bottle about three quarters full. The
glass was in fragments, shattered
at her feet.

Together, Trotter and Jim leaned
over die corpse. Tears were still
damp on her cheeks, she could not
have been dead over a few minutes.
“Get a doctor,” roared Trotter to
the gaping cop, “and maybe we can
save her yet!” The cop clattered out.

Jim said, “Not a chance, Trotter.
Know what it was, don't you?” The
fat face had a strangled, contorted
look, and the skin was slowly turn-
ing cherry red in larger and larger
spots.

“Sure,” answered Trotter bitter-
ly, “I've seen it before. She took
herself a slug of potassium cyanide.
Damn it, now we may never know
the truth about Meredith!”

Jim shook his head slowly. *She
didn't commit suicide, mister, and
you can bet your money on that.
Look how she's dressed, or undress-
ed | guess you'd say. One stocking
off, her dress off and corset off. A
dame that size takes off her corset
soon as she can. Besides, she'd have
modesty enough to keep them all on
or put on her gown if----—-- I" He
broke off, picked the bottle of bran-
dy up carefully by its neck, took
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off the cap and sniffed. It gave off a
distinct odor— the smell of potassium
cyanide. “And here’s more proof.
If you meant to kill yourself, would-
n't you just put the stuff in one
drink? Why mix a whole bottle full
and then put the cap back on the
bottle after pouring your dose? It
doesn’'t make sense.”

In a matter of minutes the ambu-
lance surgeon arrived. Ke was a
young man with an old man’s cyni-
cism. He leaned over the big woman
with his stethoscope, listened for a
moment, sniffed the bottle. “"Not a
chance,” he said laconically.
“There’s enough in that bottle to kill
an elephant—not that she damned
near wasn’'t one.”

Another policeman elbowed his
way through excitedly to Trotter,
spoke swiftly in his ear. Trotter's
face turned redder and redder, he
cursed viciously. “And what the hell
is going on here, anyway?” he asked
the room at large. “ Get upstairs, doc,
there’s another one—only he ain’'t
dead yet,”

As Jim dashed out of the room
after him, he saw the grinning, sar-
donic face of Nic Remus in the dead
woman’s living room. The policeman
who had been sent for him had evi-
dently brought him on downstairs.

INNTERING the cell-like room on

the third floor close behind Trot-
ter, Anthony was so struck by the
room itself that he paid but half
attention to the action transpiring.
The bed against the wall was plain,
iron and white— three quarter size.
There was a bed table with a small
radio, a rocking chair and a straight
chair. A prim white chifforobe with

a shadowed mirror and a bare top
stood against the opposite wall. Al-
most the entire available wall space
was given over to book shelves, and
a quick glance proved the books to
be the oddest assortment that An-
thony had ever encountered. Next
Sir William Osier’'s complete works
on medicine, handsomely bound in
calfskin, were volume after volume
of Horatio Alger’s books for boys,
“Pluck and Luck”, *“Sink or Swim”,
“Jed the Poorhouse Boy”, “ Grit” , and
dozens more. These were flanked by
a set of Gibbon's “ Decline And Fall
of the Roman Empire”, next to which
were literally dozens of dime novels
and Wild West books!

Trotter suddenly roared, exasper-
ated, “Shut up your whining and
tell me why you did it, damn it!”

Jim remembered that the old man
was deaf; he peered over Trotter's
shoulder. The old man who called
himself Doctor Crane lay on the
white iron bed in his night shirt,
running tremulous fingers through
his scraggly beard. Spittle flecked
his lips. His beady little eyes flick-
ered from one person to the other.
Then the ambulance surgeon patted
his abraised throat with a swab of
iodine. The eyes lighted up frantical-
ly, the mouth opened to reveal pur-
ple, toothless gums, the throat con-
stricted, and the cry of pain that
came from those lips was hardly hu-
man.

The ambulance doctor grinned. As
the echo of the shrill ululation died
away he said, to Trotter, “He’s okay.
Broke the skin a little.” He gazed
toward the open closet door, and
Jim too, turned to look. “Looks like
he’d just hung himself up there when
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the cop barged in. Another five or
six minutes and------- ?” He shrug-
ged, snapped his bag, added, “If
you think there won't be anymore
suicides or attempted Dutchs tonight
I'll ran along, captain.”

"LREADY Trotter had forgotten

him. He leaned closer to the man
on the bed, roared his question in his
ear and waited. A fit of trembling
swept over Doctor Crane, his lips
twisted, his eyes squinted. Then, in
that same, flat toneless, he said, “I
loved him like my own son. He was
always so good to me! And now
she’'s gone and killed him!” He be-
gan sobbing all over, in spasmodic
hursts. Trotter turned to give Jim
Anthony a comprehensive look and
a ponderous wink. He shook the thin
shoulder on the bed.

“Shut up,” he roared. “How do
you know she killed him? You said
it was heart trouble. And who is
she?”

“She? Mrs. Siddons! It just came
to me, sir. I know she did it, she
killed him because she loved him.
She often said she was going to do
it to save his soul!”

“So she stuck a needle in his eye,
eh?” screamed Trotter.

The little satyr, the aged satyr,
sat up, his eyes widening. “Needle?
Eye? She told me she was going to
poison him! But he’s dead, dead,
dead!” In the space of ten seconds
he was well launched into hysterics.
The ambulance doctor was caught
before he could leave and returned
as laconically as ever.

Anthony walked to the open door
of the closet, Trotter beside him.
From a hook, set high in the back

wall, hung a length of bright yellow
rope. On the floor was an overturned
stool. The peculiar part of the rope
was that it had a hondo spliced into
one end, the opposite end passing
through the hondo, or metal eye, to

form a noose—as is formed in a
lariat.
Trotter growled, “This old guy

is nutty as a fruitcake, in his second
childhood. Hey, what's that?” For
he had squirted his flashlight across
the floor. Crumpled in a comer was
a red box which, upon being straight-
ened, read, LONE RANGER LAR-
IAT. Doctor Crane had attempted to
hang himself with a play-rope.

The ambulance doctor called, “ I'll
have to give this guy a shot, cap-
tain.” He waited while Trotter growl-
ed something in his throat. “And
it'll probably keep him out the rest
of the night.”

Disgusted, Trotter led the way
back up the studio on the fourth
floor. By now the corpse of Manny
Meredith had been wrapped in a
sheet and deposited in a wicker
basket for its journey to the morgue.
Nic Remus had been brought up dur-
ing their absence by his attendant
policeman, and now stood before an
easel scanning an unfinished portrait
by the dead man. He nodded, smiled
crookedly, said, “The overtones are
all wrong, aren’'t they? That was
always poor Manny’'s trouble.”

Trotter favored him with his hot-
test glare, continued his conversa-
tion with Jim. “— —and potassium
cyanide is pretty hard to get and

“Not so tough, in this house,” in-
terjected Nic Remus, and Trotter
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wheeled back on him with a demand
for explanation.

“Why,” asked Remus, “haven’t
you been over the whole house yet?
I thought that was what policemen
always did, go through the house
with a line tooth comb! The second
floor, my dear sir, is given over to
the noble art of etching. Not only
is there a fine collection from mod-
em etchers on the walls, but poor
Manny did his own etching there.
Naturally his cabinet bolds the neces-
sary chemicals, among which is po-
tassium cyanide. We use it to clean
plates.”

“Wel!l” barked Trotter. “Then you
got some of the stuff, too?”

“Certainly. I've been studying
with Manny a long time, one of my
studies was etching.”

“And sculpturing?” This last from
x\nthony. There was something ma-
lignant, an odor of evil about this
self-assured artist that got under
Jim’s skin.

EMUS’ Mephistophelean face
twisted in a sneer. “No! He
couldn’t teach me much about that.
The shoe would be on the other foot,
though | admit he had the acclaim.”
He caught his anger with a visible
effort. “Why don’t you check up on
the potassium bottle down on two?”
“That,” said Trotter, “is what
we’'ll do, and you can come along
and be helpful some more.”

A switch near the door flooded
the room full of etchings with soft
light. A quick glimpse showed An-
thony that the collection on the wall
would rank far to the front with
any moderns. But now they were
more interested in the workroom

opening off the exhibition room,
There was a table with the various
paraphernalia of the etcher’'s craft,
a special cabinet for steel plates,
and another filled with bottles, all
plainly labeled. The cabinet was un-
locked.

Nic Remus opened the glass door,
reached inside, and before Trotter
could prevent, picked out a glass
flask. “ Gentlemen,” he said, sarcasti-
cally, and handed it in the general
direction of Trotter. Trotter's anger
knew no hounds, he hopped from
foot to foot. At last, handkerchief
in hand, he took the bottle gingerly
from Nic Remus, who, for once seem-
ed nonplussed.

“You double damned idiot,” Trot-
ter at last simmered down, “and what
if there were fingerprints on this!
I ought to— 1 ought to------- I” Evi-
dently he could think of no expletive
choice enough for he fell silent. He
hardheeled to the door, yelled for
the print man in stentorian tones.
Returning he found a grinning Jim
examining the etchings on the wall,
Nic Remus sitting before the table,
the inevitable cigarette dangling
from his lips.

The bottle was half full of po-
tassium cyanide.

CHAPTER VI
Murder Motive

OU nitwit, what if
the murderer’s
prints were — o h,
hell, what's the
use?” Trotter's dys-
pepsia was again ac-
tive, due, perhaps to
his flare of anger.
His face showed it;



BO SUPER DETECTIVE

Remus had recovered his com-
posure. “What murderer?” he asked.
“1 thought you concluded poor Man-
ny passed out naturally or some-
thing while a robber was in the
house. Mrs. Siddons was absolutely
crazy about Manny, I'm not at all
surprised she killed herself. The poi-
son was handy, and------- 1”

“And so she filled up her brandy
bottle with cyanide, put the poison
bottle back in place in the cabinet,
carried her brandy to her room and
poured herself a drink, neatly re-
placing the cap on the bottle, got
herself half undressed and bang!
She’s off.” Trotter’s brows were meet-
ing in the center of his forehead,
his face was beet red. “1 sent a
copper for you, Remus, because we
learned Meredith was murdered. Be-
fore you arrive we discover that Mrs.
Siddons has been poisoned! And at
the same time old Doc Crane, that
fruit cake, tries to hang himself!”

When he paused for breath, Re-
mus said, softly, “And where do |
come in on all this, why was | sent
for a second time? I've already told

“Practically nothing! That's what
you've told me, practically nothing.
Now we'll get down to a few facts,
mister. Just how long have you
known this screwy household?”

“I've known Manny about three
years. Never had much occasion to
come around the house until | start-
ed studying under him, let's see—
about eighteen months ago.”

“Hmmmm, | see. How'd you and
Manny get along?”

“If you mean did | Kkill him—
— I” He broke off as Trotter waved
a beefy hand, and continued: “We

got along swell. As a matter of fact
we were what might be called bosom
friends, although, of course we did-
n't move in the same circles social-
ly.” He corrugated his brow. “1 was
friend enough to be best man at his
wedding— the last one—up in Con-
necticut.”

Jim Anthony had been merely pre-
tending to study those etchings. He
was paying particular attention to
the words of this man whose very
features repulsed him. And the last
words, given with hesitation might
mean much or little. Remus, not
long ago, had practically accused
Marcia Higdon of having a hand in
the affair. Yet Marcia Higdon had
called Remus on the phone from the
Casa Loma. And now Remus was
himself stating the fact that he had
been best man at their marriage. He
could have been forestalling the fact
that this information would soon be
coming from Marcia, or— he stored
the remark away in his mind, for
Trotter was rushing on.

“How’'d you get along with Mrs.
Siddons?”

“She hated my guts,” was the
amazing answer. Remus went on to
say that Mrs. Siddons had practical-
ly raised Manny, that she was in-
tensely religious and disapproved of
much that occurred in the house,
blaming Manny’'s friends for “lead-
ing him astray!”

“QOccurred in the house. What was
that?”

“Parties,” laconically. “Some of
them might as well be called bac-
chanalian revels, so to speak.”

“Wild parties, hanh? And you
were in on some of them?”

“Most of them. 1 like that sort
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of thing, but my private life is my
own.”

“Not when a couple of murders
touch it,” replied Trotter. “How
about Old Doctor lke Crane. What
does he mean, ‘doctor’?”

“Doctor. A word of six letters
meaning physician, healer of the
sick. He's some sort of second or
third cousin of Manny’'s mother.
Been living on Manny’'s bounty for
years. Harmless old coot, but not
so damned crazy as he seems. | hear
he tried to hang himself with a cow-
boy rope?”

“Never mind that, that's my busi-
ness. Now let’s get on to tonight.
You say you saw Marcia Higdon
enter the house here about ten?”

Jj>EMU5 hummed and hawed and

at last admitted he might be
wrong. He had been in a lunch room
across the street when a cab pulled
up and a woman got out and ran up
the steps. No, he admitted, he hadn't
exactly seen her face but an artist
knows a woman from the sweep of
her hips, from her general build,
her carriage!

“So you knew her pretty well,
this Higdon woman? Well enough to
recognize the way she swung her
hips, at least, hanh?”

Jim looked over his shoulder. Nic
Remus’ face was darkening with
anger, his lips were pulled back
from his white teeth. “1 knew her
before he did! | introduced him to
her, she’s modeled for me as well
as for him.” He seemed to realize
the portent of his words, and hid
his anger by taking time to light a
cigarette. “Don’t misunderstand me,
my friend. She never meant a thing

Ultra-violet rays cast a queer glow
on the rusted surface of the kook.

to me. She was merely something
to put into clay and marble.”

“You arid Meredith never quar-
reled over her, did you?” Trotter
was a shrewd detective.

Remus laughed. “Why should we?
I introduced him to her. He had a
barrel full of money and me, I'm
practically penniless. Nope, | nev-
er quarreled with him. There was
no doubt where her heart lay once
she met him!”

“Okay, eve'll let that lay for a
minute. You still swear that Gentry
didn’t see you running down the front
steps to the sidewalk when he pulled
up in a cab?”

“Certainly 1 still swear it. He's
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in love with her. As soon as | told
the truth about seeing her— or who
I thought was her,” he amended
swiftly, “entering here at ten o’clock,
he wanted to make my word look
bad. So he pulled that one. Mrs. Sid-
dons herself called me to come over
once Gentry released her from that
closet. She can tell you—but she’s
dead!”

Trotter nodded. “She is dead. Gen-
try's alive, if we can ever bring him
in.” His glare at Jim Anthony was
an accusation. Jim turned his head
again.

“1 know Manny was damned jeal-
ous of Gentry,” continuel Remus.
“He was damned jealous of any man
that looked at Marcia, even after the
divorce. That in spite of the fact she
divorced him because she caught him
with another woman.”

Trotter nodded. That was common
knowledge. Also, she had testified
in court concerning those “bacchan-
alian revels” and how her husband
expected her to participate.

“1f |1 knew an ex-husband was out
to blow my head off for running with
his ex-wife, well-—the best defense is
an offense.”

Anthony stiffened hut did not turn
his head. Trotter’'s words were grave.
“We’'ve thought of that. As soon as
Gentry and Miss Higdon arrive
there’ll be a few questions to ask.”

m OW Anthony had paused before
1~ another curtained niche, similar
to those downstairs in the entrance
hall. Almost automatically his fin-
gers searched for a switch. The cur-
tain, colored to match the wall, slid
back, made contact, and light poured

down on a statuette of a nude wom-
an.

For a moment he could not believe
his eyes. Then slowly the little fig-
uiine began to revolve! He stooped
a hit for a better view, for it was
a duplicate of that downstairs, with
the head well down. By God, it was
so! Half this wohian was Marcia
Higdon, the other half was a wither-
ed hag! It was as if two statuettes,
the same size, had been neatly saw-
ed, and alternate halves, one of each,
put back together! What maniac’s
mind had conceived this thing?

He heard Trotter saying, “By the
way, do you know who gets all the
Meredith dough now?” Heard Re-
mus answer, “Manny didn’'t have a
will, I've often heard him say so.
Nearest of kin, with a few bequests
here and there. |1— say--—--- I”  His
voice arose incredulously as Anthony
read the inscription beneath the twirl-
ing statuette.

“For a Judas who would drag
Galatea down into his own slime—
thusly.”

He had time to think that such
an inscription was worthy of a lug
who would write his ex-wife a note
in Latin on the back of a menu. Then
Nic Remus, a raging madman was
beside him. “What has he done to
you, what has he done to you,” he
shrieked. “Look what he’'s made you
into!l Oh, my dear, my very own
dear, so he was the thief! The jeal-
ous thief who stole you and——"

He snatched the whirling statuette
from the lighted niche, pressed it
tightly against his lips, covered it
with mad kisses. Trotter started for-
ward, only to be restrained by An-
thony, who observed the excited ar-
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tist with narrowed, brooding eyes.

Now Remus turned the statuette
so that the left side was to him in
profile. He saw the aged weariness
of flesh that once had been fulsome
and fair, the sagging, broken lines
that once had been so proudly curv-
ed, the promise of death in that
which once had been an emblem of
life.

“No! No! I tell you, no! He was
the evil one, not I! There is his work,
representative! He was the one to
bring filth and sickness, hopelessness
of body and soul and mind! Damn
him, damn him to helll”

He threw the statuette across the
room. It crashed into a Pennell etch-
ing, and the two art pieces clattered
to the floor in a thousand shard3 and
fragments. Wildly Remus stared at
them, then ran for the door.

“Let him go,” snapped Jim. “One
of the boys will nail him.”

Trotter took off his hat and wiped
his forehead. Grimly he said, “ They
better nail him. Anthony, the guy
was nuts and is nuts about the Hig-
don woman himself! Insane! Murder
motive, murder motive! Thwarted
love! There’s our man.”

CHAPTER VII
Enough Rope

RANTIG Nic Re-
mus wasn’'t stopped
by the policeman on
duty at the first
landing. Remus had
the build of a pro-
fessional foot ball
player, and knew
how to use it. He
bowled the copper over like a nine-

3B

pin. But it slowed him, and two
others leaped upon him, to be joined
a minute later by a belligerent and
triumphant Trotter with his gun in
his hand.

“Hold him, hold him,” he yelled.
“It's the killer, boys, tie on to him.”
Remus didn’'t have a chance. But
there was one thing in the struggle
that was to his advantage— it seemed
to bring him back to reality. At Trot-
ter's words he quit fighting of his
own accord.

“Now, my friend, just what was
that? Who did | kill?”

Trotter advanced truculently,
slashed him across the face with the
back of his hand. Remus rolled with
the blow, but nevertheless, it landed
hard, and a trickle of blood redden-
ed the pointed beard on Remus’ chin.
A foul stream of curses issued from
his lips.

“So you were bis best friend,”
sneered Trotter, “you were his best
man! Damned right, and head over
heels in love with his wife.”

Remus slanting eyes merely stared
at him hotly, his tongue darted out
at the red worm of blood from his
cut lip.

“What was it you yelled when you
saw that two sided lady? Something
about a jealous thief who stole her
from you? Was that your statue,
mister? Answer me!” He raised his
hand again.

Remus did not move, but gave
Trotter stare for malignant stare. At
last he said, “What difference does
it make? Yes, it was mine, | carved
it, and he stole it. 1 simply wanted
to show him who was the pupil, who
was the master. Did you see what he
did to it? Did you see, damn him,
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did you see?” His voice rose to a
shrill crescendo.

“Now, now, hold it,” soothed Trot-
ter, seeing the mad light appear in
the eyes so close to his.

Jim Anthony was thinking of that
inscription on the double statuette.
For a Judas who would drag Galatea
down into his own slime— thusly.

“You might as well talk,” said
Trotter, going from toughness to
gentleness, reasonableness. “You

carved a statue of Marcia Higdon,
maybe to show Meredith you were
better than he was, he got sore be-
cause you used her as a model, you
guarreled and------- 1

“Used her as a model! Why would
I need her when memory------- 1”

He broke off, biting his lip, his
ears reddening a bit.

“Go on,” snapped Trotter. Remus
shook his head. Jim Anthony didn't
like what followed. A moment later
when Remus reeled backward, bleed-
ing, into the arms of the men behind
him for the third time, he turned and
walked toward the stairs, more than
a little nauseated.

HjTHIS, he decided, once again in
'S'the second story room of etch-
ings, is one of the damnedest things
I've ever kissed into! Anthony’s
friends often said his mind was like
a card index, wherein he tucked away
facts and features of every case he
worked on. If that was so, he now
started methodically through his en-
tries as he went from the etchings
themselves to where the statuette had
shattered against the wall. Almost
absentlyTie reached down and picked
up the inscription, which, fortunately
had remained intact. He dropped it

into his pocket without fumbling a
fact, continued on his meditative
round of the room.

Tom Gentry's willing complicity
in the murders was not to be thought
of at all; he knew his friend too well.
The man had a temper, true enough,
but even if he were angry enough
to kill another, it would not be
through fear. Nor would it be with
a needle thrust into an empty eye
socket. But------- I To be perfectly
truthful with himself, Jim had to
admit that Tom was none too bril-
liant where a beautiful woman was
concerned.

Marcia Higdon was a woman of
exquisite, ravishing beauty. Could it
be that she persuaded Tom to assist
her, him not knowing that murder
was to follow? He loved her enough
to do almost anything she asked.
What if she told him she had to have
something from that safe, something
that might affect their future happi-
ness? Tom Gentry was the man to
take the risk! Then, while she sent
him on a fool's errand, could she
have slipped the needle in the eye.

Nuts, he told himself. Tom might
be pretty much of a fool, but she
couldn’t pull the wool over his eyes
in that manner. But where were Tom
and Marcia? She was feeling bad.
Tom had surely taken her home. Or
had he? At least no one had brought
them back to the house obeying Trot-
ter's orders.

Marcia Higdon, What was her
past? What of the note in the Casa
Loma. “He found the city brick and
left it marble.” And the inscription
on the statuette originally carved by
Remus and altered by the jealous
Meredith, And the use of the word
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Galatea. Galatea was the woman
carved by Pygmalion in an old myth,
carved from the finest ivory. Pyg-
malion fell in love with his figure
and prayed to Venus, who breathed
life into the figure because of the
vast depth of Pygmalion’s love.

YMD it fall in line, then? Galatea,

created by Pygmalion. A city
found brick and left marble! Which
only led on to who and what Marcia
Higdon had been before coming to
New "York City.

Nic Remus? There was no doubt
about Ms loving Marcia Higdon. He
said he had introduced Manny Mere-
dith to her. It would be like Mere-
dith, the ghoulish practical joker, to
insist upon Remus being best man
at the iredding of his own girl! And
there was the argument concerning
pupil and master, which was which,
in sculpture. Artists are notoriously
jealous people. And Tom swearing
he saw Nic Remus running down the
steps when he first entered the Mere-
dith house of death. Assuredly he,
Remus, was suspect.

Mrs. Siddons according to dual
testimony, loved Manny greatly. Yet
she was a religious fanatic. Old Doc-
tor Crane had said she threatened to
kill Manny to save his soul. Could she,
swept away by her own fanaticism,
have actually killed him and framed
the rest, someway locking herself in
the closet. Could it be that she ac-
tually had committed suicide from
remorse, then, in spite of all logic
pointing elsewhere?

And Fat Louie Scranton. Some-
where in the damnable puzzle he fit-
ted. If he had merely given young
Meredith knockout drops as he claim-

ed, what was the cause of his fear?
Fear so great that he used a gun
to leave the house before the arrival
of tire police. And fear so great that
the police had not as yet been able
to find either him or his bodyguard,
the snakelike Fargo.

Doctor Crane, Uncle lke. A harm-
less old goat, surely, and deaf as
a post. What motive— Jim stopped,
looked a bit startled. Remus said
Meredith had left no will, and old
Uncle Ike, the doctor, was a cousin
twice removed. My God, what if he
was the heir to all those millions?
What a laugh! But Uncle lke had
been released from his room by Tom
Gentry; he’d been locked in. But so
had Mrs. Siddons.

Jim was uneasy, there in the room
of etchings. Something was hardly
right, there was some little piece of
the puzzle that fitted apparently but
in reality did not. He went back
over his checkup carefully, arrived
at the end, which concerned Uncle
Ike.

Had he lied when he said he'd
told Meredith his heart was had?
Mrs. Siddons claimed so. The poor
old guy must have been intent on
suicide. There was the rope, the great
abrasions on the scrawny throat. The
incongruity of the room— —? He
snapped his fingers. Ah! Up the stairs
he went, two at a time, closing his
ears to the angry rumble of Trotter's
voice coming from below.

JL UNIFORMED policeman sat in

spindle-legged monstrosity in the
hallway outside the bronze door.
Yeah, the little nut in there was still
asleep. Doc must have given him a
heavy shot to put him out. Jim went
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through the small inner hallway,
listened at the door but heard no
sound.

He turned the knob, opened the
door. Glimpsing and noting its thick-
ness he realized the room was sound-
proof through solidity. Across the
room in the prim iron bed he made
out the silhouetted figure of Doctor
Ike Crane, and from his hoarse
breathing, the doctor was still under
the influence of morphine. Jim turn-
ed on the light.

Doctor Crane was a grotesque fig-
ure, his ragged beard on the outside
of the sheet pulled high beneath his
chin. There was hardly any need
for quiet, deaf as the old man was,

Jim looked swiftly around the
room, smiling a bit as his eye en-
countered the odd array of books.
Trotter had said the old guy was in
Ms second childhood, and this must
be true.

Directly behind Jim, where the
door on being opened would hide it
from view was a softball and a soft-
ball bat. Second childhood was right!

Swiftly he went across the room to
the prim chifforobe. He opened the
small drawers on top one at a time.
They were empty. The next drawer
beneath, a large one, likewise empty.
The next. What was that in the cor-
ner? A brown paper sack.

He opened it cautiously, held it
to the light. He probed its contents
with his forefinger, shook a bit into
his palm, sniffed it, tasted it and
finally blew at it. It promptly disap-
peared. He chuckled a bit at the ec-
centricities of the aged. It was dust,
common dust. He put it back the way

he had found it and closed the draw-
er.

The bottom drawer held a crack-
ed and well worn medicine case. By
its weight it still held instruments,
or medicines. He did not bother to
open it.

Passing the old man he did not
glance at him at all on his way to the
closet. The closet revealed one suit
of clothes swinging on a hanger at
the right hand side. A shiny hat re-
posed on the shelf above. Next it was
the gaudy box which had contained
the play lariat. The shoes, with the
socks tucked inside, would be be-
neath the bed, he surmised.

He stepped into the closet and
thrust his fingers into the pockets of
the coat, one after another. The re-
sult was a few advertising letters,
some white cards, three by five in
size, a couple of pencil stubs and
a half used plug of chewing tobacco.

He fumbled at the trousers pock-
ets, found the wallet he sought in the
left rear. About thirty dollars in mon-
ey. This? From one of the smaller
pockets he drew two stiff cards. They
were claim checks at the railroad
station checkroom.

Deep within the closet as he was
he could hardly make them out. He
stepped toward the door, read them
half aloud. “F-1790” and F-17907.”

The lights went out in the room;
he was in total blackness, half in,
half out of the closet. He did as any
other man would do, hesitated one
split second, then stepped toward the
switch. He caught himself just in
time, else another corpse would have
joined the other two. As it was, the
swishing blow was enough to knock
him unconscious.



NEEDLE'S EYE 3

CHAPTER VIII
Shot In The Dark

E STRANGLED.
Hot, raw liquor ran
up behind his nose,
down his throat,
down his chin from
his mouth. He was

conscious of the
buzz of excited
voices, recognized

Trotter’'s impatient anger. But he was
afraid to open his eyes. He felt sure
that if he did so, the entire top of
his head would blow off. Here came
the bottle again. This time he swal-
lowed, and the warmth of the brandy
permeated his body; he felt better.
He opened his eyes.

A policeman was holding his
shoulders with one arm, the bottle
with the other. He said, “Feel bet-
ter, bub?” Jim took another drink,
the room quit spinning. He recog-
nized the red face of Trotter above
him. He felt a little flattered at the
obvious worry written on the choleric
features.

Trotter said, “You okay Jim? You
all right, boy?”

“1f my head is still attached to
my body. What happened?”

“Somebody busted hell out of you
with a ball bat, mister, that's what
happened. It's a damned wonder you
wasn't killed. Look, your girl wants
you to call her right away, and me,
Trotter, 1 damned well want to talk
to you.”

“Somebody busted me,” said Jim,

sarcastically. “And there were only
two of us here, me and------- I” He

turned his head, wincing at the surge
of pain.

Doctor Crane lay exactly as he had
lain before. Anthony struggled to his
feet, his jaw set. That blow had been
meant to kill him. He laid his ear
agains,t the old man’s chest. The heart
beat was hardly half normal. The
man most surely was under the ef-
fects of morphine. Jim’s pre-medic
training told him that.

“Hey,” he said, remembering,
“there was a wallet mixed up in
this! There was---—---- I” Trotter ex-
tended the nondescript wallet.

“It was on the floor beside you,”
he said laconically. “Now if you're
okay— hey, what's so important in
the wallet?”

Jim tried to make his grin matter
of fact. “Not a damned thing im-
portant,” he said, and added, under
his breath, “anymore.” For the two
checks were gone.

He followed Trotter out of the
room to find a strangely familiar
scene transpiring in the hall. A group
was gathered about the recumbent
form of the cop who had been sit-
ting outside the door. Jim nudged
the big homicide man and gestured.

“My wide awake man Casey,”
growled Trotter. “He heard the com-
motion in the room there and being
a smart boy, stuck in his head. The
guy teed off for a three bagger,
stepped over Casey and got out. How
or where | don’t know as yet.” He
led the way up the stairs toward
the studio.

Anthony was thinking: Casey
heard the commotion through a
soundproof door? Aloud, he said,
“Did Remus crack?”
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|*.LOOMILY the answer came,
“Damn it, I'm inclined to be-
lieve the fool.” He clenched and un-

clenched his hairy right fist. “When
Mary Ann fails to get results there
aren’'t any results to get. He stuck
to the original story. Friend Marcia
Higdon was a model in New Orleans,
Remus’ home town. After Remus
came east he became friendly with
Meredith, Meredith took him on a
trip and they ended up in New Or-
leans, where he introduced Manny
to the gal. You know what happen-
ed. Meredith played Mr. Bountiful,
brought her east, used her as a model
and even got her a part in a show.”

“And married her, over Remus’
head,” added Jim, dryly. “That
would be like Manny Meredith.”

“Funny, though,” puffed Trotter.
“Remus claimed he didn’'t hold that
against Manny. Hell, he loved the
woman; he couldn’t blame anyone
else for agreeing with his taste. They
guarreled over art, by God. Remus
admits Manny was the best at etch-
ing and painting people’s pictures
and the like, but he figured he had
Manny beat hands down when it came
to carving. Said Manny couldn't
carve but one figure— this Higdon
dame— and he, Remus could beat
him all to hell at that. It's just screwy
enough to make sense.”

He opened the door into the ante-
room, walked across to the safe.
“Damn, if 1 had some idea of what
that dame took from the safe,” he
said.

Almost casually— and that was
certainly not the way he felt—Jim
asked if Tom Gentry and the Higdon
woman had been located yet.

“Nope. You wouldn’t have any

idea where they are at? Look Jim,
I'm being frank. Their dropping out
of this thing like this doesn’t help
their case much.”

“What case?” He made his voice
cold.

“Her prints were on the safe! She

was here! He was here!”
“ Afterward!”
“Says they!” For a moment the

two men glared at each other. Trot-
ter shrugged. “He’'s your friend. |
like the dame and I like him, but I'm
a policeman. I'm just telling you
what to do and that's get them here!”

“If you'd put in as much effort
finding Fat Louie Scranton and Far-

“We found Fargo, and Fat Louie
will turn up,” Trotter interrupted.

“Where was Fargo?”

“Shot to death, in Central Park,
and a hell of a lot of good finding
him does. Scranton will turn up soon
as he hears about the fire, though
I can't see what he has to do with
it. Hell, the knock out drops didn’t
kill the guy— the needle did. And
could Fat Louie have------- ?”

“Poisoned the old lady? Certainly.
That isn’'t all the potassium there
was, though I'll admit | hardly see
— hey, did you say fire? What fire?”

“Fire at the Casa Loma tonight.
In Fat Louie’s officer. Damned near
gutted the back end.”

Anthony’'s eyes snapped; some-
thing clicked in his brain. He grab-
bed Trotter’s lapel, shook him. “You
get the Fire Marshal that covered
that fire, Trotter. Tell him you want
a chemical analysis from the arson
squad. Go on, get them started, and
don’t let them hand out any of that
cigarette in the waste basket hooey!”
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were still more than enough missing
answers to keep an ordinary man
busy for a lifetime. Unless he got
a break.

He knew now7 or thought he knew,
that this was not one case, but two.
The house next door was not more
than twenty feet distant. Most of its
window were blanked out by brick,
for privacy, and it presented a solid
wall. Almost directly beneath where
he was standing was a square of light.
This could come from no other place
but Uncle lke Crane’s bedroom.

For a long moment Jim stood
there staring at that square of light.
Softly he swung the window inward
and peered down at the ground. Four
stories. With his handkerchief in his
hand he twisted and pried, turned
and toiled until he had removed both
the old hooks, once used by window
cleaners for safety belts. Now, since
the windows installed by Meredith
swung inward, they were no longer
of use. Wrapping them in the hand-
kerchief he dropped them into his
pocket and turned to meet Trotter.

Trotter said, sourly, “A hell of a
time to catch air. Where are you
going?”

“My girl called,” said Jim. Trot-
ter followed at his elbow. He heard
Jim say, “All right, right away. One
stop only, then I'll he there.”

“Where you going, damn it? See-
ing as your friend is involved I'd
think you'd help me clear this up.”

“My girl has a stomach ache,”
grinned Jim. “That comes first.” But
he went down the steps whistling, for
the thing was working out. The cop
on duty opened the door respectfully.
Anthony was well known and liked
by the beat walkers.

SUPER DETECTIVE

Jim nodded, stepped out, paused
for a moment on the door step. He
heard the purr of a car motor, saw
a small black sedan pull away from
the curb some three or four houses
down. The driver did not turn on
his lights.

As Jim passed the Meredith house,
orange flowers blossomed. With the
roar of the first shot Jim Anthony
threw himself sideways, untouched.
Three times the unknown one fired
before the motor leaped to life. By
the time the cop came through the
door, the car was gone.

CHAPTER 1IX
The Past Is Dead

T WASN'T fear that
held Jim Anthony
where he had
plunged. It was
momentary stupefac-
tion. He was con-
scious of the thunder
of heavy soled shoes
across the porch and
down the steps, the excited yelling of
heavy voices, a car plunging away
from the curb. Then hands were pick-
ing at him, a flashlight bathed him in
silver. He pushed up on one elbow,
a hand, then sat up.

“Turn off that damned light,” he
said. “I'm not hurt.” The light dis-
appeared, Trotter helped him to his
feet. Jim said, “ Trotter, let me look
at all the stuff Manny Meredith had
in his pockets.” He knew the answer
to that one, but was merely checking.

“Hell, Jim, you know he was strip-
ped clean as a pin. There wasn't
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anything at all in his pockets. Where
you going?”

“Where | started,” snapped Jim.
“And while I'm gone, you might dig
the slugs out of the door and have
diem compared with the slugs that
killed Fargo, 1 think you’ll be sur-
prised, though I could be wrong.”

“Hey,” called Trotter after him,
“you want a couple of the boys for
bodyguards?”

“Nope. And neither do | want as
many as one for a tail.”

He hailed a cab and gave the ad-
dress of Dolores Colquitt's apart-
ment.

Dolores admitted him, with wor-
ried face, kissed him and whispered,
“1 don’t know what's happened, Jim,
but take it awfully easy for both
of their sakes. Tom’s walking the
floor in the front room and poor
Marcia is doing the same thing in
my bedroom. She refuses to see either
of us until she’s talked to you.” She
led him toward the front room of the
apartment where Tom Gentry was
pacing back and forth like a caged
tiger.

“Jim! Thank God, you’'ve come.
Marcia insists on seeing you. Trotter
let us go, convinced the thing was
a robbery at an unhappy moment

“You might as well know, Tom.
The only fingerprints on the safe be-
longed to Marcia. You sure you're
not covering up something for her?”
The look of consternation on his
friend’'s face was answer enough.
“And you're positive you met Re-
mus coming out as you were going
in?”

“Positive! 1I'd like to crack that—
but what's this all about, Jim?”

“Murder. A pair of murders.” He
told Tom and Dolores what had oc-
curred at the Meredith house.

Tom gasped, “But surely they
don’t think Marcia--—---- ?”
“Trotter suspects everybody,”

snapped Jim, “you know that. It's
only your word against Remus’ that
you saw him going out. | can swear
what time you left the Casa Loma,
but that isn't close enough. You're
a suspect as well as Marcia and
there’s a pickup out for you right
now. Where’s Marcia?”

rJVHEY left a shattered Tom Gentry
'flLin the front room. A moment la-
ter they paused before another door.
From within came the clack— clack
— clack of heels as Marcia Higdon,
ex-wife of a murdered man, paced
the floor. Jim tapped. The heel taps
approached the door, a soft voice
asked who it was, and when he an-
swered with his name, the key turned
and the door swung open.

He stepped into a room filled with
smoke from innumerable cigarettes.
She closed the door and locked it,
waited until he was seated, and walk-
ed across the room to the vanity
where she ground a freshly lighted
cigarette into an ashtray already fill-
ed to overflowing.

She turned and leaned back
against the vanity. The white eve-
ning gown had been discarded in
favor of one of Dolores’ negligees.
The twin lights of the vanity reflect-
ed into the floor length mirror illu-
minated every line of her breathtaking
body.

The memory of Nic Remus madly
kissing a statuette came to Jim. The
thought of a man who loved madly
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even though he had lost! And the
thought of his friend’s love for this
woman! All these things came to him
before she spoke.

“They say you're Tom’s best
friend, Jim, and they say Jim An-
thony will go to hell for a friend.”
He nodded, waiting, watching the
mad intensity of her eyes. “Tom
loves me, | love Tom, more than Fve
ever loved anyone in the world be-
fore. You must understand that, you
must believe that.”

Again he nodded, saying,
right, Marcia, | believe.”

She lighted another cigarette, be-
gan pacing the floor as before, one
shapely white leg at a time emerging
unheeded from the negligee. “I'm
going to ask you to do me a favor,
and by doing it, you also favor Tom.
If you won't, promise not to men-
tion it, and if you do— Tom mustn’t
know about it.”

He waited so long before answer-
ing that she crossed the room and
stood peering down at him. He said,
“Let me ask a couple of questions
first, Marcia, before | answer any.
I love Tom. Because he loves you,
you rank high with me. I'm asking
only to get at the root of things. Did
you kill Manny Meredith tonight,
did you put cyanide in Mrs. Siddons’
brandy?”

She swayed for a moment. He
started to arise, but before he was
well out of the chair she recovered
herself. Her voice was husky, but
she looked directly into his eyes as
she answered, “No.”

“What did you want from Mere-
dith’s safe— and did you get it?”

“That— that's part of the story.
What | wanted from Manny’s safe!

“All

God! Will you promise the things
I ask?” He nodded. Already he knew
much of what she was about to tell
him.

JT WASN'T a pretty story. It was

a tale of a girl bom in the Missis-
sippi Delta of poor white trash, a
girl who never went to school, who
went barefoot until she was fifteen
years old. She told it with no great
bitterness, but simply to point out
how she had wanted to leave the delta
country so badly that she was willing
to do anything at all.

Remus, the artist, had come along.
With him she had gone to New Or-
leans, living together as man and
wife. Eventually he had deserted her.

She eked out a scanty living as
a model; too scanty, for modeling
had not been enough. . . . Still she
read hungrily, constantly. When Re-
mus had at last returned, with his
friend Meredith, thus they had found
her. Meredith had fascinated her. He
brought her to New York as a pro-
tege, obtained work for her, taught
her how to dress, gave her a smatter-
ing of culture, put her in a show—
and at last married her.

“1 thought he loved me and I
guess, after his fashion, he did. But
he wanted to show me off, to exhibit
me to his friends as he would a statue
that he had carved. Naturally we
qguarreled. Try to picture it. 1 came
up from nothing, nothing at all! Oh,
I'm no genius, I'm probably far be-
low the average, but can’'t you see,
the delta, and Rampart Street of New
Orleans, and the atmosphere of the
French Quarter — those were the
things | was so anxious to forget.
And he wouldn’t let me!”
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Jim nodded his head in under-
standing. Once or twice in a lifetime,
he thought, a person meets such a
woman as this!

“You’'ll never know how madly
jealous of me he was. And yet he
carried on his affairs! He didn’t par-
ticularly want me, but he wanted to
make sure no one else had me! It was
sickening, repulsive! At last 1| di-
vorced him. He had been so flagrant-
ly unfaithful that he didn’t'dare con-
test the divorce. He was even gener-
ous about the money end of it.”

He would be, thought Jim, because
he had a reputation to maintain. Now
she dropped down on the edge of a
chaise longue, folding a leg beneath
her, plucking nervously at the neg-
ligee.

“But he warned me that he would
never let me marry again. He must
have been crazy, demented. He said
I was something he had created, that
he’d— he’d found me in the gutter—
and built me, molded me, into some-
thing desirable to a millionaire and
a man of the world!”

Galatea and Pygmalion! And that
Latin quotation concerning finding
the city brick and leaving it marble!

“He— he sent detectives to Louisi-
ana and they brought back a small
stack of affidavits. From policemen
who had taken bribes from me.” She
looked squarely, almost defiantly at
at him, hut the pulse at the base of
her throat throbbed madly. “From
the proprietor of a hotel at which I
lived. From other— girls. From
men.”

Jim said, gently, “You needn't
go on, | can imagine the rest.”

But she persisted in finishing the
sordid tale. “He showed them to me,

after the divorce, and said if | ever
made plans to remarry, he would
show them to my husband. That's
why | called him, why | went out
to his house tonight! | was afraid
he'd heard that Tom and | definitely
planned on marriage and was going
to show him the documents he has.
Tom doesn’t know.”

¥T WAS long moments before Jim

spoke. “What has been is water
beneath the bridge, Marcia. If you
ever wish to tell Tom about all this,
okay; if not, your past is perfectly
safe with me. I'm inclined to think
he’'s marrying your present and your
future rather than the dead long ago.
You needn’t tell me what you want
me to do— I know.

“You entered the Meredith house
mith your own key, and found Manny
dead as you have told us. You faint-
ed. Recovering, you started to call
Tom, thought of those papers and
opened the safe, knowing the com-
bination?”

She nodded. “ It's unbelievable and
stupid of me to expect anyone to be-
lieve what followed. | called Tom
first, then opened the safe. I remem-
ber peering there inside it, wondering
if 1 should or shouldn’t search it,
thinking how many hateful things I
might find in it. 1 thought I'd wait
for Tom and tell him the whole thing.
I even thought perhaps Manny isn't
really dead! | made myself arise,
I made myself go back to the corpse
again. And the same thing happened
— | fainted again. The next thing I
knew Tom was there!”

“And you never got a chance to
look through the safe?”

“While he was letting Doctor
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Crane out of his room | managed.
And Jim, the affidavits were not
there, though | know that is where
he kept them!”

To her surprise, Jim smiled. * Nat-
urally they weren’t,” he said. “Some-
one very close to Manny knew about

those papers. Someone who was an
opportunist. Entering and grasping
the situation— he took those papers
from the open safe— because he’'s
mad for you, wants the same hold on
you that Meredith had!”

Her palms pressed against her
breast; her eyes were round. “Nic
Remus! He knew! He------- !

Jim nodded. “So I'll pay a little

From the fire-escape
he saw her posing for
the man she hated!
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call on Mr. Remus a bit later in the
evening. | don't really think he pull-
ed the killings. He might have killed
Meredith, but he surely had no rea-
son to poison Mrs. Siddon. How-
ever, | could frame it around his neck
very nicely. Yes, | think our friend
Mr. Remus will give back the af-
fidavits. It may be that | can like-
wise persuade him to keep his mouth
shut. If you want to tell Tom, as |
said before, all right, but------- !

That was as far as he got, for he

was rising to his feet as he spoke.
She flew across the room and wrap-
ped her arms about his neck, talking
brokenly, and he was more than a
little embarrassed when he finally
disengaged himself. He headed for
the door in a hurry.
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Her soft voice followed Mm.
“Thanks, Jim Anthony. Will you
send Tom to me in a few minutes?”

“Nope. I've got a little work for
that young fellow. Even love and ex-
planations must wait for murder. So
long, Marcia, and I'll see you
through.”

“How is she,” asked Tom anxious-
ly, in the front room, and Dolores
asked the same with her brows. Jim
grinned.

“Okedoke—or she will be when
you get back. Get your hat, Torn,
you've got to give me and friend
Trotter a little lift.”

While he was after his hat Jim
slipped an arm around Dolores’
slender shoulders. He said, “When
I was a kid | used to cuss to beat
the dickens because my memory was
too darned good. | couldn't go to
sleep at night because the day’s arith-
metic problems kept dancing through
my head with all the sums and an-
swers— like some Kkids memorize
poetry. Now, I'm glad of it, tickled
to death of the ability to remember
numbers.”

He kissed her, and before he could
explain what he meant, Tom reenter-
ed ready to go. “Tom,” said Jim,
“you got plenty of money?” Tom
Gentry admitted that he had plenty
of money. “Okedoke. You go down
to the Penn Station and spend it,
and more if necessary. The follow-
ing two numbers may be trunks or
bags, but they're checked at the sta-
tion and | want to know what's in
them, who they belong to, all about
them. Get a pencil. All set? F-17906,
F-17907. You can reach me either
at the penthouse or at Manny Mere-
dith’s.”

DETECTIVE

The numbers were those of the
claim checks he had taken from Doc-
tor Crane’s billfold, which had like-
wise been taken from him after he
had been knocked unconscious by a
softball bat.

CHAPTER X
Double Check

IM ANTHONY
lived in Penthouse
A atop the black
marble and chrom-
ium edifice of
the W aldorf-An-
thony Hotel. The
penthouse was not
luxuriously furnish-
ed, but furnished, rather, for comfort.
The rooms were large and highceil-
inged, the walls themselves consisted
mostly of special plate glass, while
the outer walls were of glass brick.
Probably the most interesting room
in the house was Jim’s laboratory,
which stretched entirely across the
west side of the penthouse. Because
he was immensely wealthy, and be-
cause he was exactly the type of fel-
low who rode a hobby hard, prob-
ably no police lab in the country
could equal that of Jim Anthony for
equipment.

There were powerful microscopes,
apparatus for microphotography, a
half dozen varieties of special ultra-
violet rays, spectroscopes, compari-
son microscopes and other ballistics
apparatus, all the hundred and one
things used by the scientific crim-
inologist.

Now he was bent over a powerful
glass peering at the second of the
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two hooks he had taken from the
swinging window of Manny Mere-
dith’'s studio. The rays from an ultra-
violet lamp cast a queer glow on the
rusted surface of the hook. Jim had
a triumphant look when he rose
from his work. And ten minutes later
he rode down in the elevator whist-
ling an aria from Trovatore.

jpAT Louie Scranton stood at the

deserted bar of the Casa Loma
chewing his cigar. There was a strain-
ed, hunted look on his heavy features.
The big room, with the tables push-
ed to one side, the chairs stacked
on the table, still smelled of smoke.
The rear hallway was damp and deso-
late; waiters were still at work clean-
ing the charred debris from the office.

The doorman said, “Hey, Louie,
there's a guy outside in a cab wants
to see you. Says his name is An-
thony and can’t he come in.”

Fat Louie’'s eyes went cold. He
shifted the cigar to a new angle. The
meeting was inevitable. Better to get
it over with. What the hell? He wad-
dled toward the doorway, the door-
man, still in uniform, pulled the
lock and let him out. Anthony stood
on the sidewalk beside a cab whose
motor was idling.

Louie Scranton said, “Hello, Jim.
I've been trying to get in touch with
you. Sorry | pulled the fast one over
at Meredith’'s, but damn it, when a
man has spent as many years as |
have regaining a reputation, he—
well, he goes nuts when it looks like
things are about to shape up for him
in a bad way.”

“Yeah, | know Louie. But listen,
I came to tip you off. Trotter is
wondering what happened to the stuff

in Meredith’s pockets,
his wallet.”

The fat man shrugged. His right
hand was buried deep in the pocket
of his coat.

“And some guy whispered in his
ear that Meredith backed you in the
Casa Loma, that he was holding notes
of yours and------- 1”

“The bell!” It slipped out. But
nothing further slipped from the
thick lips. For Jim started his right
belt high, and laid it resoundingly
against the fat man’s chin, caught
him as he fell.

The cabbie said, “My God, mister,
you’'ve killed him,” Almost automati-
cally he opened the door. Jim tossed
Fat Louie in like an oversized bag
of wheat and gave the proper ad-
dress.

particularly

rl[pROTTER said, “l don't know

what the hell you brought this
guy to, for. I want him for hiding
from me, but------- 1

“Hiding from you hell,” snapped
Fat Louie, rubbing his jaw. “1 walk-
ed out of here and got right in a
poker game, and | can prove it.”

“Then you didn’t hear that Fargo
was found blasted in Central Park?”

The fat man’'s astonishment was
almost laughable— from one angle!
Jim said, “Sit still and shut up,
damn you. Listen, Trotter, remem-
ber how Manny was stripped, how
he had nothing at all in his pockets?”
Trotter nodded. “Fat Louie Scran-
ton brought him home from the Casa
Loma.”

Fat Louie howled, “And since
when did | become a lush roller?”

“Since about nine this evening,
when you couldn’t resist temptation.
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You started out to be a good guy,
to keep Manny out of a jam, to keep
from having trouble in your, place,
for Manny was packing a gun.
Right?”

‘“l was doing you a favor,” said
Scranton, spreading his palms, “and
this is what |1 get for it!”

“So you took him back to the
office, you and Fargo, and slipped
him enough chloral to put him out.
Then you went through him, for curi-
osity. And by God, you found your
notes. For Manny backed a lot of
clubs and shows and such, and the
Casa Loma was among them! The
temptation was too great. You rolled
him completely and were ready to
swear he didn’t have anything when
he came in.”

“Prove it,” snarled Scranton.
“Prove that Manny backed me.”

“1 can't, of course, since your
records burned so conveniently. I've
got a reputation such as it is for
getting to the bottom of things. You
didn't want me coming around the
Casa Loma tonight. You even phoned
my garage to warn me off, fixed
your doorman in case that didn't
work. You were afraid if 1 came I'd
learn you took Manny back to the
office, afraid he might beef later on
and I'd put two and two together,
and find out where he had been roll-
ed.”

Fat Louie looked thoughtful. He
nodded. “All right, I'll save you a
lot of trouble. That's what happened.
I brought Manny home, you know
that, according to the cabbie. And left
him alive, by God. | suppose I'm
in Dutch for rolling him and for
burning my records. He did back
me, for seventy-five grand. I'm ready
to make any kind of settlement with

the estate the law says make.”

Trotter's mouth was agape at the
suddenness of Scranton’s admission.
Men like Fat Louie fight to the last
ditch, fight as long as they can raise
a penny to pay a crooked lawyer.

“1 still worried you, though, didn’t
I, Scranton? You were so afraid 1'd
dig up something that you waited
outside and took three or four pot-
shots at me when 1 left this house!
The hoys have got some of the slugs.”

Perspiration was on Fat Louie’s
brow now. His voice was not so
steady. “1 never owned a gun in my
life, damn you. | wouldn’t know how
to use onel!”

“Don’t forget the gun Manny was
carrying! 1 have ;it in my pocket
now, took it out of your own pocket!
And don’t cry about it being a plant,
because | was careful to have a wit-
ness. The cab driver outside now
saw you come out of the club, talk
to me on the sidewalk and get kayoed.
He saw me take the gun from you,
and it's the gun Manny was carry-
ing, it's probably registered to him.
What were you afraid 1'd find out,
Scranton? What made you so scared
of me you were willing to take a
chance and wipe me out?”

There was no answer, only a sullen
shaking of a fat head that caused
heavy purple jowls to quiver and
tremble.

“Flow much did Fargo want for his
cut, Louie? Did he try to hold you
up? Or was it that he simply knew
too much?”

Fat Louie arose. It seemed as
though every line of his body sagged
and drooped, as if life itself had
gone out of his eyes. He said, “ Okay,
okay. I know when I've had enough.
I know a little about ballistics, too.
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and the paraffin test and all that. I'm
not talking anymore ijnfll f see my
lawyer.”

The phone was ringing shrilly in
the anteroom. Trotter called, “For
the love of Pete, somebody grab
that damned phone.” He wheeled
back to the group. “All right, sup-
pose you let me in on the secret,
damn it, if a cop might intrude.
What's all this about ballistics and
paraffin and lawyers?”

“Not much. Only you know where
I got the gun. Scranton had it. I'll
give you odds the slugs from the
door match the slugs in Fargo’'s body
and that all of them come from this
gun.”

Trotter's face reddened, he began
to bluster. *--—- and the dirty fat
slug probably came back here and
stuck a needle in Manny’'s eye, and
maybe opened his safe, and maybe
killed the housekeeper!”

He advanced toward Scranton, his
fists clinched. *“Hanh, what's that?
All right, tell Anthony, don’t tell
me. It's him they want on the phone,
not me.”

Jim said, “Don’t monkey with
Scranton, Trotter. I'll give you a
killer in a very few minutes.”

Into the phone, he said, “Hello.
Yes. Hey, hold on, don’t get so ex-
cited. Now stop, take a breath and
try all over again.” There was a
period of silence. Then, “Okay. You
went back to Dolores’ apartment,
found Dolores knocked out and Mar-
cia gone? Hang on, damn it, she’s
all right. 1 know where she is. You
get on over here to Meredith’'s and
bring Dolores. I'll have Marcia on
hand. Hey, wait a minute. How about
those checks?”

Tom said, “Checks? Oh, yeah. It
was two oversized suitcases, belong-
ing to that Doctor Crane that's re-
lated to-—hello, hello!”

Tim Anthony had hung up.
CHAPTER XI
Trapped Rat

1JRE, sure, Mr. An-
thony, | under-
stand,” Hie police-
man who accompa-
nied Jim Anthony to
the fourth house
down was young and
a little awed by the
company he was
keeping. “ 1 wait five minutes exactly,
then walk up and ring the bell. When
somebody comes— | mean a guy with
a beard comes—I'm to ask if the
Smith Brothers live here. Then after
he says no and shuts the door | wait.
If there’s any shooting, | break in
and come a running, if not | wait
until something happens.”

“Right. Absolutely right. And nev-
er mind asking why, just do as you’ve
been told.”

He put his hand on top of the
iron fence and vaulted it easily. The
room for which he looked, he knew,
would be on the top floor, probably
with windows like Meredith’s, to take
advantage of the north light. The
fire escape was out of reach, but by
climbing onto a windowsill, he man-
aged to reach it. A few seconds later
he crouched in the darkness and peer-
ed into a lighted studio. He cursed
beneath his breath.

Nic Remus, the artist man of evil,
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now wore a smock. A roughed-out
figure of a woman stood on the stand
before him, some twenty-four inches
in height. He was working on it with
chisel and mallet, utterly engrossed
in his efforts and his art. It was the
model that caused Jim to curse. The
model, across the studio from the
artist, was Marcia Higdon.

What lay between Nic Remus and
Manny Meredith as artists Jim An-
thony was never to learn. What twist-
ed, perverted channel in both minds
caused them so stridently to endeavor
to outdo the other in carving a cer-
tain form and figure? Afterward he
he was only able to shake his head
and wonder at the queerness of ar-
tists.

She posed exactly as in those
niched figurines or statuettes on the
lower floor of the Meredith house;
arms folded below her magnificent
breast, head bowed in dejection. Soft
light flowed down from overhead.

Jim gulped in the darkness. Here
was Helen, whose face launched the
thousand ships and burned the top-
less towers of Troy! Here were Dei-
dre, and lIseult, Lilith in the Garden
and Cleopatra in her scented barge
on the bosom of the Nile! Here was
Salome, tired from dancing for the
head of the prophet.

And Nic Remus’ tools flew mi-
raculously as he transcribed this liv-
ing loveliness into the cold serenity
of the marble before him. Jim had
almost forgotten why he was there.
When Remus ceased work with a
gesture of annoyance and hurried
from the room, he remembered. It
was the work of a minute to raise
the window and step into the studio.

ICKLY Marcia seized a robe,
QWrapped it about her. “He’'s
ma®; mad,” she whispered, her eyes
filled with fear. “He forced me to
come with him, he hit poor Dolores
and knocked her unconscious! What
could I do? He promised me those
affidavits if 1 woulld pose once more
for him. But I'm----—--- I” She paused,
hearing the hurrying footsteps on the
stair.

Jim snapped, “Get out of sight,
get dressed if you can!”

He stepped quickly behind the
door as she disappeared from view.
Nic Remus entered, muttering to him-
self.

“No, no. | told him no, there is
no one here by that name. Go away,
I said, I am very busy. My name,
I told him, is Pygmalion, and | am
very busy, busy creating a Galatea.
FU prove to Manny that I am------- 1”

His voice ceased, he was staring
at the empty model’s dais. He passed
his palm over his brow, then trans-
ferred the chisel itself to his left
hand. Craftily he called, “So! You
think you can hide from Nic? What
do you think Nic will do with these
letters.”

His laughter was that of a mad-
man, a man captured and ruined,
caught up in the web of his own
vices. A man overcome by evil. “I'll
see that Gentry gets them! Wherever
you are, come out, damn you!”

Anthony stepped out from behind
the door. He had expected his sud-
den appearance at least to startle
Remus. He was totally unprepared
for the swiftness and speed with
which the artist launched himself. As
he leaped, his scream was that of a
trapped animal. He dropped the mal-
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let in midflight, hut the sharp chisel
was still in his right hand. It grazed
Jim’s cheek and he felt the warm
flow of blood as Remus bore him
backward.

He fastened bis hands, somehow
on the artist's wrist, but the man’'s
body was muscle inspired by mad-
ness. Jim ducked his head grimly
and took the blows rained on him
with Remus’ left hand, clung on to
the wrist in his hand and dug his
own fingers into the wrist muscles.
Madness or no madness, the pressure
was too great for Remus. He released
the sharp instrument. Jim managed to
throw him off and gain his own feet.

Afterward, when asked about the
fight, Jim Anthony would merely
shake his head grimly and shudder.
Twice he felt hot breath on his face,
felt teeth at his throat. And in die
nick of time the policeman broke
down the lower door and arrived. It
was his sap rather than Jim An-
thony’s muscles that subdued the mad
artist, and Jim was all too willing
to give credit where credit was due.

Trotter was more than exasperated.
His dyspepsia was bothering him
again. He looked scowlingly about
the circle. There was Marcia Higdon
sitting close to Jim and Tom, Dolores
sitting on the other side of her fiance.
Fat Louie Scranton, looking a bit
the worse for Trotter’s exuberant fists,
sat cuffed to a policeman. A stenog-
rapher sat at a small table taking
everything down.

Trotter said to Jim, “ Okay, okay,
don’t tell me what it was. Miss Hig-
don had something in her ex-hus-
band’s safe which she wanted. Every-
thing happened exactly as you’'ve ex-

plained. Nic Remus, the crazy man,
came in after her at ten o’clock, after
seeing her enter from the lunchroom
across the street. She opened the
safe and went back for a second look
at the corpse, fainting. Remus spent
a little time messing around.
Where?”

“He went through the safe. Look,
Trotter, she called Tom before open-
ing that safe. It takes maybe ten
minutes to come from the Casa Loma
to this house. When Tom arrived, he
found Remus going down the steps
of the house. Where was Remus and
what was he doing during those ten
minutes?”

“All right, I'll play straight, man.
Where was he?”

“Going through the open safe. He
knew about this— er— this property
belonging to Miss Higdon, and stole
it himself. It required the ten min-
utes to search the safe. Now, I'm
telling you this to explain why 1
went over to Remus’, what the fight
was about. Now | want to make a
bargain with you. If | gave you a
double Kkiller, the party that drove
the needle through Meredith's eye
and poisoned Mrs. Siddons, would
you agree to keep Marcia out of
this, as far as the newspapers are
concerned?”

Trotter regarded him owllshly.
“Just what is this property worth?”.

“A hundred million to Marcia
Higdon, maybe more, and not a pen-
ny to anyone else. Is it a deal?”

Trotter nodded.

“l want a bunch of old newspa-
pers,” Jim told one of the cops. And,
when he hesitated, “Damn it, any
papers! | don't want to read them—
I'm going to bum them.”
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When they were brought he told
the popeyed policemen what they
were to do and led the way down to
the third floor. Cautiously, after ar-
ranging his wadded papers, he gave
the word. Matches were applied to
the papers; a window at the end of
the hall was opened to fan the smoke
and flames. He allowed it a moment
or two to gain headway, then gave
the signal.

A policeman knocked over a chair,
yelled, “Fire! Fire!” He ran back
and forth in the hallway. Another
policeman ran down the stairs, only
to turn and run upward. “Turn in
an alarm, hurry!” screamed another.
“Fire! Fire!”

Jim smiled. The bronze door open-
ed a fraction of an inch. The seconds
ticked on, then suddenly that bronze
door was swung wide by a carpet
slippered toe, and a grotesque figure
leaped into the flaming papers. It
was Doctor Crane, or Uncle Ike, and
he was staggering under an enormous
load of his medical books, his pre-
cious books, which he was endeavor-
ing to save.

Trotter caught him as he plunged
blindly through the flames. Police-
men stomped about putting them out.
The books remained where they were
fallen.

TIM grinned at the glowering little

man. “Bring him back into the
room,” he instructed, “and bring the
stack of books, too.” Inside the room
he went directly to the closet and
lifted the play rope down from the
shelf. Trotter pushed Doctor Crane
ahead of him. He flopped down on
the bed and stared at his feet dis-
consolately.

Jim said, “Note that it takes a
good sized policeman to carry those
books, Trotter. Which means that he
may look skinny, but lke Crane is a
pretty strong man, all considered.
Bear that in mind. It's sort of im-

portant.”
Trotter took off his hat and scratch-
ed his head. “Well, Jim, I've seen

you pull some funny ones out of the
fire, but this one beats me!”

Jim paid no attention. Instead he
said in a normal tone of voice, “How
long have you been playing deaf,
Crane?” There was no answer. Im-
patiently Jim snapped, “You know
I can have you examined. Hell, man,
it's all over. Don’'t make it tough on
yourself. You heard the running feet
and the voices through twb doors,
the inner of which is practically
soundproofed, yet you were supposed
to be under the influence of mor-
phine, besides being deaf. Come on,
how long have you been playing deaf,
and playing like you were a little
crazy i

Crane looked up then. All the dev-
ils in hell danced in his eyes. His
lips pulled back, he snarled, “Wfliat's
it to you what I play or don’t play,
you interfering fool?”

Trotter said, in an awed tone, “By
God!”

“1 know what you did with your
little hat and with your little rope,
Crane,” said Jim.

“And what if you do? Who gives a
damn? I'm having a drink and to hell
with you!”

His hand emerged from beneath
the pillow, a flat pint bottle in his
hand. He had the cork out and the
bottle at his lips before Jim’'s hunch
threw him forward. He seized the
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bottle, managed to drag it away from
the thin lips. But momentarily lIke
Crane’s eyes gleamed with triumph.
The fingers that released the bottle
were lifeless fingers.

Sick at heart, Jim smelled the
brandy, said, “Potassium cyanide,
of course. And we let him get away
with it!”

He walked across the cell-like
room to the solitary window, ran his
hand along the top of the sill, where
the two sections came together. His
fingers were dust covered. He paused
at the prim chifforobe, found the
little sack of dust and the medical
case.

“ Come back to the studio,” he said
wearily. “There’'s nothing we can do
here.” On the way out he picked
up the play rope.

4irjpHE trouble was,” he continued,
“there were too many people
with motives for killing Manny Mere-
dith. There was his ex-wifevfor whom
he made life a torturous thing, there
was my friend Tom Gentry, engaged
to marry Marcia Higdon. There was
a housekeeper, who was fanatical,
who often said she was going to kill
him to save his immortal soul. And
Nic Remus who loved Marcia in his
warped way, and who fought with
Meredith over their abilities as sculp-
tors. There was Fat Louie Scranton,
who owed Meredith around a hun-
dred thousand dollars. And there was
Uncle lke, who'd hung on for years
by playing a deaf, enfeebled relative.”
“Motive?” snapped Trotter.

“Two. Didn’t it strike you pecu-
liar that there were no clothes in
Crane’s room? But I'll come to that
in a moment. We could eliminate

the housekeeper because she, too, was
murdered. And this, of course, nar-
rowed our field. Who would want to
kill both Manny Meredith and his
housekeeper. Add to this, who would
know about potassium cyanide being
so handy around die house?”

“Nic Remus would. He and Mere-
dith loved the same woman and— !”

“1 never could place Remus as a
killer. A man of evil, yes. And with
a twisted brain. He wanted more than
anything else in the world to show
Manny he was the greater sculptor.
How could he show him, prove it to
him, gloat over his discomfiture, if
Manny was dead?”

Trotter merely shook his head,

“1 started with the premise that
something was wrong with Crane’s
room. | went back, and went through
it, after he was supposedly under
morphine as a sedative, after he had
supposedly tried to kill himself.
There was one suit of clothing in the
closet. Checks were in it. You know
that. Now when a man packs up and
checks his stulf, it surely means he's
going to leave. Why would a fellow
like Crane leave a cushy home like
this? Because he quarreled with Man-
ny over something and was ordered
out!

“Now, suppose Mrs. Siddons the
housekeeper overheard that quarrel,
but because it was one of many, she
thought nothing of it. Afterward, af-
ter he had killed Manny, he got to
worrying about it. So knowing about
the potassium cyanide, knowing Mrs,
Siddons’ habit of taking a little night-
cap— he took care of that Then,
when he heard the commotion, he
pretended suicide with the rope in
his closet. Do you follow me?”
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“Not precisely,” answered Trotter
dryly. “He killed Manny because
Manny asked him to move. He killed
the old lady to keep her from report-
ing the request to move, as soon as
she thought of it?” Jim nodded!
“And maybe you can explain how
he'd lock himself in his room and
leave the key outside the door?”

66CURE,” answered Jim calmly.

“But you're overlooking some-
thing. 1 damned sure don’t know
why so many people think an heir
must be younger than the person leav-
ing a fortune. Meredith didn’'t have
a will. 1 don't even know if Uncle
Ike is his closest of kin, but even
if there were a hundred others, a
slice of the Meredith dough would
keep an old man in luxury for the
rest of his life. He had that for his
second motive.”

“And the key? Hey, wait! | take it
he hit you himself in his room and
took the checks from you, that he
hit the cop outside the door?” Jim
nodded. “How the hell could he when
the ambulance doc knocked him out
with a shot of morphine?”

“He was a doctor at one time. This
is his bag there. He used it twice.
As soon as the room was cleared
the first time, after he played hang-
ing to avoid suspicion or muddy the
case, he gave himself a shot of some
stimulant. He was wide awake when
I searched his room. When | found
the checks he went into action on
me and on the cop when he came
in. What was simpler then than to
give himself a real shot of morphine
so that his pulse would be about half
normal when | came to?”

“And the dust on the bag? How
could he open it?”

“There’s dust in this sack, Trotter,
found in his ehifforobe. If he hadn’'t
killed himself, this dust would
have burned him. Let me get on, I'm
tired. He'd planned this for some
time, but the last quarrel was the
payoff. Tonight he listened and peep-
ed when they brought Manny in, pass-
ed out. Opportunity!

“He opened his window, leaned
out with his trusty rope and patiently
threw and threw until he managed
to hook it over one of the window
washer’s hooks, he— now wait a min-
ute! I'll prove it for you in a min-
ute. Then he took his little bat and
went out, locking the door behind
him. The dirty work took place up-
stairs. The needle was an inspiration
I suppose. He probably meant to use
the bat. All he had to do next was
slide down his little rope and reenter
the room.

“The rope even had a metal hondo,
or eye, in it to form the lasso. He
would give it a bit of slack and flip
it off the hook without difficulty. He
closed his window, and sprinkled
some more of his precious dust on it,
to show it hadn’t been opened.”

“And you can prove it about the
hook?”

“Absolutely. Here’s the hook, well
rusted— almost. Take it to your own
chemist. Let him examine it micro-
scopically with the aid of an ultra-
violet lamp. He'll find the smooth
places left by the noose, with even
small bits of sisal clinging in the
rough rust. On the sides he’ll see
where the metal hondo rubbed, leav-
ing bits of brass. And | told you
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the dust would have hanged him had
he lived. The criminal always slips,
Trotter, you know that. Logically,
because Crane’s room is painted dead
white, the dust on the bag and on the
sill would also be white, dust sifting
from the rough walls. But it’'s ordin-
ary outside dust! Black and brown
with hardly a trace of that whiteness.
Crane slipped up there. He wanted
the fancy, added touch of the dust.
So he got his dust from the basement.
Poor guy.”

pOUR people stood before a small

fire in a grate of Penthouse A,
atop the Waldorf-Anthony Hotel. The
woman with the black hair said sadly,
hut levelly, “Tom, dear, there’s some-
thing | must tell you, and | want
Dolores and Jim to hear it too. It's
------- ” she flushed painfully.’ “It's
about a past period in my life that
I wanted to bury. You may hate and

EVERY PENNY THAT YOU PUT

despise me for this, but it's the only
way to shoot square.” She hesitated.

Tom Gentry took her hand, his
voice was husky. “New Orleans?”
She nodded. He slid an arm about
her shoulder. “Why do you think
Remus and | had it in for each oth-
er? He told me all about it two
months ago and | smacked him down.
As far as I'm concerned, it's all a
mess of lies.”

She didn’t speak. She had no need
of speaking. She turned to him* and
his arms were waiting.

Jim Anthony knelt before the fire.
He had a handful of documents
which he had taken from the pocket
of Nic Remus’ smock. One at a
time he tossed them into the little
blaze.

“What are you burning, Jim?”
asked Dolores.

He grinned. “Nothing at all, dear.
Just a handful of lies.”
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Joe Carson on his midnight run
of the lower Manhattan police
stations stopped as usual in Pearl

THE cabbie who always drove
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Street under the curve of the ele-
vated, opposite the slanting down-
hill alley that is Oak Street, Joe
patted the knee of the chestnut-haired



The police only laughed at her when she told of the
submarine in New York City’s East River, but Joe Car-
son had a nose for news. Even though it meant standing
up his own sweetheart, he decided that the panic-

stricken blonde was worth a

girl who had ridden with him from
the editorial offices of the Morning
Bulletin.

“This will only take a minute,
Lois,” he promised. “Bowery bums
and drunken sailors are all they get
here.”

Lois Grant, who loved Joe so much

little closer study

that she had been putting up with
this sort of thing for almost a year,
sighed.

“You'll have to get a civilized
job when we’re married. I’'m not going
to spend all my nights watching you
work.”

He squeezed her hand— the left
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one, on which their engagement dia-
mond sparkled-—and opened the cab
door. He strode hurriedly between
the square green lamps that flanked
the entrance to the Oak Street station,
a tall and angular fellow, not yet
thirty, with unruly dark hair sur-
mounting a lean homely face.

Inside the station Lieutenant Rior-
dan’s frosty eyes peered down from
the high desk. Out of the side of
his mouth Riordan said to the cop
on the switchboard, “No reporter
with sense would come lookin' fer
news in a precinct so peaceful ye
can hear a jakie-bum hiccough a
block away. He'd be down at the
waterfront where the rats are blowin’
up all them ships.”

Riordan handed down half a doz-
en pink cards, and Joe riffled through
them. A homeless man dead of al-
coholism. A minor auto smash. Two
drunks held for fighting.

Joe grunted, “The city could save
money by closing up this joint----—--- "

The door banged open. A girl
stumbled in. Joe stared at her
disheveled blonde hair, wild Dblue
eyes and panting red mouth, and
at the cheap frock stretched taut over
a too-thin body. The girl was about
twenty and she was pretty despite
the terror in her face.

She went straight to the desk. She
said, “You got to believe me this
time! Tonight they’'re going to blow
up one called the Western Prov-
inces/”

Riordan’s voice was tinged with

indulgent sarcasm. “Max Linster
again, Myra?”
“Max,” she said, “and some

others. They got a submarine.”

“A submarine? Well, now! Where

might it be?”
She sensed his skepticism and
moaned, “Somewhere in the East

River is all 1 know. You could make
Max tell.”

Riordan was a cynical cop, but
not necessarily an unkind one. He
leaned forward. “Go home, Myra.
Quit botherin’ us and | won't have
the paddy wagon take ye to Belle-
vue.”

“Honest, lieutenant, I'm tellin’

“Mullens,” said Riordan to the
man at the switchborad, “get the
wagon. Tell 'em we got a nut for
observation.”

The girl’s wild eyes looked at the
cop, who grinned. They turned hope-
lessly upon Joe, who for all his
reportorial experience was a little
bewildered.

“1'll go,” she said dully. She open-
ed the heavy door and slid through
it.

Riordan swore. “ These screwballs!
We got a million phony tips about
them ships. This dame came run-
nin’ to us when the Spindrift and
the Glennon was sunk, blamin’ Max
Linster, who runs a ship’s outfittin’
shop. We checked and found he was
okay, but Myra used to be his girl,
and they had a fight and she wanted
to play a dirty trick on him.” He
snorted. “A submarine in the East
River!”

IOE fished in his pocket for a
N cigarette. “They have 'em at the
Brooklyn Navy Yard. After all, she
was talking about important stuff.”

“Is it the police ye're givin' ad-
vice to, son? Well, ye may as well
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know we'll send a detective to see
Linster in the mornin’, and tonight
I'll ask the harbor authorities to keep
an eye on the Western Provinces—
which they’d be doin’ anyhow. But
Linster is a storekeeper, not a sub-
marine skipper.”

Joe shrugged. “And me, I'm not
a cop.” He added, “Thank God,”
and went outside and up the little
hill to where the taxi and Lois wait-
ed.

Half a block away, in the dark-
ness under the el, he saw a small
gray figure hurrying. She kept look-
ing over her shoulder and avoiding
shadows. She was the only person
visible in that direction, and as he
watched her Joe remembered the ap-
peal in her frightened eyes.

He leaned inside the cab and made
his voice apologetic. “Lois, honey,
I've got a tip on a story. How about
going on home and waiting for me
to call? I won't be over half an
hour.”

Her eyes were pale gold, studying
his face. “Has your tip anything to
do with that flossy-looking blonde
who was in the station?”

“It might. Can | help it who fig-
ures in the news? If we're going
to be married, I've got to keep work-
ing.”

“All right,” she said. “I'll wait
while you chase your Bowery beauty.
I'll wait half an hour, Joe Carson.
Don’'t bother calling if you're later
than that.”

He kissed her, and the warmth of
her response took the sternness out
of her words. He felt the yielding
softness of her young body, and
hated to leave her. After all, the

D
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chances were that Riordan was right
and he’d only be wasting time.

But Joe Carson was a reporter
and he had a hunch, and he believed
in hunches.

The girl Myra was a block away,
walking fast. Joe extended his long
legs, eating up space. He had more
than halved the distance between
them when a man stepped from the
doorway of a warehouse and halted
her. Her scream was cut off sud-
denly, as if hands had closed over
her windpipe. There was a struggle,
then she and the man vanished into
the doorway.

Joe began to run, on his toes, as
guietly as possible. Excitement made
his whole body tingle. Already he
was sure that his hunch had been
a right one.

The girl and the man had not
entered the building. He heard scuf-
fling as he neared the recessed door-
way, a man’'s heavy breathing, and
the man’s savage voice: “Squeal on
Max, will you? You dirty tramp

Swinging into the doorway, Joe
had a glimpse of a dark-clad form
bent over the girl, who was sprawled
upon the concrete. The man’s hands
were at her throat, squeezing, shak-
ing her as a terrier shakes a rat.

The man’'s'face lifted toward the
reporter. His hands came away from
the girl. Before he could make a
decisive move, Joe’'s fist smashed
against his jaw, and the man bounced
against the door and collapsed.

The girl lay on her side, her skirt
flung high. Joe dropped to his knees.
His hand went inside the vee of her
dress, feeling for a heartbeat. If she
were dead. . .
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But his anxious fingers caught the
flutter of a pulse and an instant later
she drew a shuddering breath.

The man stirred. Joe crouched,
half expecting to face a gun or a
knife, knowing a cold dread at the
thought. But the man did not want
to fight. He scrambled to his feet
and sprinted up the sidewalk.

Joe stared after him, tempted to
follow. But the man was fast, and
anyway the girl was more important.

He lifted her to a sitting position.

“Myra,” he said.

¥X¥ER eyes shot fear like a tangible
force toward him. “Let me go,”
she whispered, trying to pull away.

“It's all right,” he whispered.
“The guy who tried to kill you won't
stop running this side of the Bronx.”

“They’ll be back for me. | got to
hide!”

Joe helped her up. “1 know a
place. Lean on me.” He put an arm
around her thin waist and looked
up and down the street. It was desert-
ed except for a taxi crossing a block
away and an el train rumbling down-
town.

They went through a cross street
toward Park Row. There was a dingy
saloon on the comer, run by Pete
Fanner, one of Joe’s many dubious
acquaintances in that quarter. Pete
had rooms for rent upstairs.

Joe led Myra through Pete’s side
door and along a corridor to another
door that opened into the bar, where
shabby men were drinking nickel
beer and dime whisky.

“Pete!” he called.

A stocky man in an apron ap-
proached. “Hi, Joe. What can | do
for you?”

“We want a room,” Joe told him.

Pete grinned. “Take the front one
on the second floor. It'll be a buck.”

Joe gave him two bills. “Bring
up half a pint of rye. Good rye,
Pete— none of that rotgut.”

He helped Myra up the creaking
stairs. The door of the front room
was open. He pulled the cord that
lit the naked light bulb dangling
from the ceiling and surveyed with

distaste the sagging bed, the one
chair, the washstand with its bowl
and pitcher.

Myra sat on the edge of the bed,
shivering. Joe sat in the chair and
puffed nervously at a cigarette un-
til Pete came with a pop bottle full
of liquor, glasses and a pitcher of
water. Pete cleared a space for those
things on the washstand and depart-
ed wordlessly.

Spilling half the liquor into a
glass, Joe gave it to the girl, “Itll
take the jitters out of you.”

She downed it without batting an
eyelash.

Joe took a smaller drink, and it
tasted like what he had ordered. He
said, “Tell me about Linster.”

“Are you a cop?”

“A reporter. Call me Joe. If you
tell the truth I'll see that the cops
help you. If it's a good story, my
paper will pay you some money.”

“They’ll kill me! Sam, that guy
who tried it, works fdr Linster.”

“You'll get protection. You can
count on me.”

She eyed him speculatively, mak-
ing up her mind. “All right. 1 got
nothing to lose. Can | have another
shot?” He gave her what was left
in the bottle and she tossed it off.
“Linster used to be my boy friend.
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“They'll kill you!” the girPs
voice called shrilly, but he
was over the ralL

1 found out he was mixed up with

gang of dynamiters— Nazi spies,
I guess— helping blow up ships car-
rying supplies. | quit him after the
Spindrift and the Glennon were sunk.
I went to the cops, but they laughed
at me. I knew they were going to
try for the Western Provinces to-
night, but 1 figured it would only
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get me in trouble if 1 went to the
cops again. | hid in a cheap rooming
house and damned near starved. But
tonight | couldn’t stand it any longer,
thinking of the sailors that might
be killed. I went to the cops, and
you saw how they laughed at me.
Then | ran into Sam, who must have
been watching for me.”

OE asked, “How did you find out

what was going on?”

“Max wasn't careful what he said
around me. A man named Holmann
— Captain Holmann, he called him-
self—visited Max in the store a lot
and gave him money. Other people
came there and | heard them talk-
ing. | didn't know how really im-
portant it was till those ships blew
up. Then 1 told Max | wouldn't
stand for murder or working against
the government— that if he didn't
get out of it I'd go to the law. He
beat me and locked me in a room
over the store, but I got out of a
window.”

Joe remembered the case of the
Spindrift, dynamited at her dock in
Jersey City. Investigators said later
that, being a munitions ship, she
was watched so closely that it should
have been impossible for saboteurs
to get near her. After that they re-
doubled their vigilance— but they
could not prevent the dynamiting of
the Glennon as she was passing the
Statue of Liberty, bound for some-
where in England.

“What about the submarine you
mentioned?”

“1 heard them talking about it.
They keep it somewhere along South
Street, at a private dock, hidden un-
der a tugboat.”

His heart sank. All at once he
found himself in full agreement with
Lieutenant Riordan that Myra was
a nut. No submarine could be hidden
under a tug. Submarines couldn’t
navigate the channels of the East
River under water anyway, but would
have to keep to the surface. He
should have known that from the
beginning.

“Baby,” he said, “you had me
going for a minute. You ought to
know better than dream up stories
like that. Maybe you belong in Belle-
vue after all!”

She shrank back. “No! 1 tell you,
I'm not lying!”

“But how could they hide a sub-
marine------- ?2”

“This is a special kind. It was
made by an old man named Bard.
They got hold of him somehow

“Franz Bard!” he shouted. He
leaned forward in his eagerness,
gripping her bare knee where her
short skirt had pulled up. “Myra,
if you're sure of that, | apologize!”

The papers had been full of Franz
Bard and his midget submarine two
or three months ago. It was a freak
craft carrying only three or four
men, built to navigate waters in
which other undersea craft could not
venture. There were some who had
predicted that it would revolution-
ize naval warfare.

But Bard had vanished, presum-
ably lost at sea while testing his
only working model. Naval officers
had shrugged, taking it for granted
that his failure to return had proved
the impracticability of the craft. Al-
ready the newspapers had almost
forgotten the old inventor.
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“You believe me?” she asked.

“And how! I'm going to do some-
thing about it. Wait here while 1
make some phone calls and see some
people.”

Myra got up in alarm. “Don’t
leave me, Joe! I'm scared stiff to be
alone while they're after me!”

He moved toward the door. “Just
for a few minutes.”

“No!” She threw her arms around
his neck in a frantic effort to hold
him. “1 won't let you leave me!”

He looked into her face, fresh and
pretty in spite of everything, and
hesitated. He couldn’t take her with
him while he organized a raid on
Linster’s shop that would produce an
exclusive story for the Bulletin— not
while killers were watching for her
— and on the other hand he couldn’t
have her getting hysterics in this
room.

He put his arms around her. “It'll
be all right.” He felt her tense body
guivering against him, and thought
about Lois again.

“ Stay with me, please, Joe!”

ABRUPTLY he was aware of some-

thing more than fear in her voice
and manner. He looked into her blue
eyes and saw smokey longing there.
The poor kid had been scared and
lonesome, he thought.

He tightened his embrace and felt
the slim curves of her figure fit
themselves to the angles of his frame.
Her lips parted, and he closed his
eyes and bent his head to kiss them.
His heart pumped steaming thrills
through his veins.

“I'll take care of you, Myra------- "

The door flew open. Joe spun, ball-
ing his fists.
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Lois Grant stood there, her lovely
face pale beneath the burnished hair,
her bosom rising and falling rapidly
beneath the vest of her black satin
frock.

“So0,” she said icily, “I1 should
wait at home like a fool while you
makes love to a Bowery tramp!”

“You don’'t understand!” he said
desperately. “It's a--—--—-- "

“A story. | know. A romantic
story, you might call it—of the

sordid type. | had the cab wait and
saw you come out of that Pearl
Street doorway with your arm around
her. 1 followed and saw the light
go on in this room.” She smiled bit-
terly. “1 didn't want to rush you,
but I had to see it with my own eyes
before 1 could believe it.”

Her hand moved. The diamond
engagement ring rolled on the thread-
bare carpet.

“Wait!” Joe grabbed her arm. He
couldn’t let her go, thinking what
she was thinking. He couldn’t bear
to lose her. He said, “Myra, tell her
the truth!”

But Myra was sitting on the bed
again, weeping.

“1f you don't mind,”
“I'll go home now.”

A board creaked in the hallway.
A voice said, “No, you won’'t. You
won't go home for quite a while,
sister.” A dapper young man stood
in the door, covering the interior of
the room with an automatic pistol,
and over his shoulder Joe saw a
pale, dark-clad man whom he recog-
nized as Sam, the man who had tried
to strangle Myra.

On the bed Myra cringed, stricken
with terror. She gasped, “ Smokey—>
Sam— for God’s sake don't kill me!”

Lois said,
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Her voice rose to a shriek. “Don’t

kill me!”

rJ'H E dapper young man, whom she

had called Smokey, came with
lithe steps into the room. Joe’s brain
and,.body ached to spring upon him,
to pound the ~smirk from his face.
But Sam also had a pistol, and its
black snout wavered between Joe and
Lois and Joe could not risk the life
of the girl he loved.

“Don't— !” shrieked Myra. But
the flat of Smokey’'s gun slapped
against her temple and she went
limp, her legs sprawling beneath her
tumbled skirt.

Joe said furiously,
you got against her?”

“Don’t ask questions, guy,” Smok-
ey advised, “or you'll get a dose of
the same. I'll bet Myra’s been telling
you fish stories about submarines.
Well, you and your girl friend will
find out more before the night’s over,
if you don’t make me kill you first!”

“Leave her out of it. She doesn’t
know a thing.”

“We couldn’t think of leaving her
out, pal. We wouldn't never found
you if it hadn’'t been for her. Sam
had to lam when you showed up and
neither him nor me saw which way
you and Myra went. But | was wait-
ing up the street, and saw you get
out of this other dame’s taxi, so we
followed it—and here we are.”

“Oh, Joe!” Lois moaned, her gold-
en eyes filled with shame. “Joe, can
you ever forgive me?”

He could forgive her anything,
but he could never forgive himself
if he had led her to harm.

“It's all right, honey. I'll
care of things.”

“What have

take

“Think so0?” spoke Sam’s rasping
voice, behind Joe. “Here's a down
payment on that punch | owe you.”

Joe heard the quick intake of
breath that presages violent physical
effort. He started to turn, but the
clubbed gun smashed down on the
back of his skull and his legs turned
to rubber. He fell forward into the
blackness of insensibility with Lois’s
scream ringing in his ears, growing
fainter. . .

HP HE return to consciousness was

a long struggle, like fighting up
from the bottom of the ocean with
lungs threatening to burst at every
stroke. At first Joe thought he was
smothering. Then he realized he was
half lying, half sitting, with his face
against a soft body. He turned his
head and caught a whiff of familiar
perfume, and knew that his face had
been pressed against Lois’s shoulder,
just above her breast.

He tried to put his arms around,
her, but they were bound behind him
and lashed to a cleat. When he tried
to move his feet he discovered that
they were bound also. He heard low
voices near at hand and opened his
eyes to the yellow light of small
electric bulbs. The smell of hot oil
and bilgewater filled his nostrils, and
the surface on which he lay trembled
with the slow turning of machinery.

They were lying against the sides
of the cabin of a moving tugboat—
he and Lois and Myra and a white-
haired old man in tom garments,
whose face was covered with a rag-
ged growth of beard. Lois and the
old man were bound and gagged as
he was, but Myra was still uncon-
scious from the blow she had receiv-
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His hands same away

from the girl, but before

he could get his balance,
Joe had struck.

ed and her hands and feet were free

Sam and Smokey sat on the after
rail of the wallowing craft, puffing
cigarettes, peering from time to time
through the open door of the cabin.
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But the voices came from forward,
where a short companionway led up
into the wheelhouse. Three men were
in there, one with feet braced be-
hind the wheel, two seated on a tran-
som.

Joe looked again at the old man,
and a memory of news photographs
came back to him. This emaciated
prisoner, with the saddest features
he had ever seen, was the famous
Franz Bard— not a willing aide, but
a victim of the dynamiters!

Lois moved beside Joe, and he
turned to her. The handkerchief stuf-
fed in her mouth blocked the words
she would have spoken, but her eyes
were eloquent. They were telling him
that she blamed herself for this peril,
that if she had trusted him they might
have been safe.

It was not possible for a man to
smile visibly with a bandage over
his mouth, but Joe did the best he
could. He nodded reassuringly. Not
even the thought of death was harder
for him to bear than the thought of
the self-torture she was enduring.

Feet, thudded in the companion-
way. A squat man wearing thick spec-
tacles came into the cabin, followed
by a tall straight man in dungarees
and a deck officer's cap. The squat
one, Joe decided, would be Max Lin-
ster, the outfitting merchant who had
turned traitor, and the other must
be the Captain Holmann of whom
Myra had spoken.

Linster stared coldly at the re-
porter. “Ha, my snoopy friend!” he
growled. “It is time you woke up.
Tell me, by moving your head,
whether you had time to report to
the police what the stupid girl told
you.”

Joe could see no point in telling
the truth. He nodded.

“Ha, | do not believe you!” Lin-
ster spat at him. “But no matter;
none of you shall live long. Fortun-
ately 1 was already prepared to close
my store and move.” He kicked at
the sprawled form of Myra. “When
this yellow-haired squealer wakes up
I shall cut her heart out!”

Holmann grinned callously and
followed Linster to the after deck.

Joe gave up tugging at his bonds.
The ropes were hard and unyielding,
his wrists sticky with blood. He was
filled with cold despair. Only a mira-
cle could save them, he was con-
vinced, and he had ceased to believe
in miracles a good many years ago.

He glanced at Myra, sprawled
there pathetically in her sleazy dress.
He pitied her far more than he did
himself. There had been unmitigated
cruelty in Linster’'s eyes and voice.
When Myra awoke, it would be to a
horrible death.

SUDDENLY he realized she was
~ awake, and had been for some
time. He surprised a flicker of her
eyelids, a movement of one hand. He
saw that the hand was not empty,
but held a twelve-inch bar of iron
which must have been on the deck
near her.

He watched, fascinated, as she
drew up her bare knees. Her eyes
were open now, blazing with hatred,
and they were fixed upon the broad
back of Linster, standing just be-
yond the cabin door. She arose silent-
ly as a cat, while Joe’s brain groped
for the words of some prayer that
might help her. She took a step for-
ward and raised her arm. . .
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“Look out, Linster!” Sara yelled.

Linster whirled. He ducked as
Myra hurled the bar with all her
slight strength. It struck his left
shoulder and made him grunt with
pain, but did not disable him.

He sprang at her, snarling like
some wild beast. His right hand went
to his belt and flashed up with a
sailor’s knife. The girl shrieked.

Lois shrieked too. Joe could hear
the muffled sound in her throat,
through the handkerchief that gagged
her.

Joe shut his eyes against the ghast-
ly spectacle of Linster, holding the
girl by her yellow hair, plunging the
six-inch blade into her bosom. He
felt her body fall against him, felt
her hot blood upon his legs.

“The little bum!” Linster snarled,
gripping the streaming knife. “ She'll
never squeal on anybody else!”

Linster stood directly in front of
Joe. The reporter’s raging fury lent
him strength and speed. He bent his
knees and straightened them, driving
his heels with all his might straight
into the murderer’s belly.

The fat man uttered a gasping
scream. He shot backward while the
knife clattered to the deck. He lean-
ed against the farther wall of the
cabin, retching.

Sam came into the cabin and
smirked at Joe. Sam said, “lime
for a second installment on that
punch!” His foot came np and

smashed against the side of Joe’s
bead with stunning force, and stars
and pinwheels flowered within Joe’s
brain.

'PVERYTHING was a blurred jum-
«*J ble for a while after that—a

THEIR HANDS

67

succession of flashes of light and
blackness, in which meaningless
voices and the sounds of hurrying
feet intruded. It took long minutes
for Carson to sense his surroundings
again clearly, and when he did so
Linster and Sam and Smokey had
disappeared. Only Captain Holmann
and the man in the wheelhouse seem-
ed to be aboard with the prisoners.

Holmann stood before the old in-
ventor, speaking with mock polite-
ness:

“In behalf of our great cause I
thank you, Franz Bard. If you were
not such a fool— if you did not in-
sist upon remaining loyal to a doom-
ed democracy—you might gain
honors and riches in the New Europe.
Not only have you built an under-
sea raider that has aided us greatly,
but you were kind enough to make
it available to us by dealing for
fittings with our trusted agent Lin-
ster. We have sunk many ships and
killed many men with your unwilling
help, and shall sink and kill more
after you are gonel!”

The officer turned from the old
man, who was weeping silently. He
stared with smiling insolence at Joe.

“Good-by, my forceful young
friend. In twenty minutes you and
your so pretty sweetheart will be in
hell. This vessel is loaded with dyna-
mite, timed to explode at the proper
moment. Hans will steer her close to
the dock where the Western Provin-
ces is about to sail with supplies for
our enemies, and then Hans will
swim to where we wait in our tiny
submarine to pick him up. The ship
and the tug will be blown to bits
with all aboard. So will some of
the docks and ships near her, and
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such unlucky men as happen to be
in the vicinity.”

Holmann’s smile grew wider and
thinner. “You might have caused us
serious trouble had you learned of
our existence a week ago. As it hap-
pens, we were prepared to move our
base tonight and sacrifice the tug
to destroy the munitions ship. Hid-
ing a submarine, however small, be-
neath a tugboat in the river was a
clumsy and dangerous device, and
we only intended to use it until we
could prepare a disused yacht harbor
on Long Island. From this night on

we shall be much more effective
against allied shipping in these
waters.”

The captain gave a sharp order
to Hans, at the wheel, and left the
cabin. Joe saw him go toward the
port rail, heard him speak to some-
one overside. Then Joe breathed a
sigh of relief and went to work
feverishly.

#~]NLY a miracle could save them
" — but the beginning of a mira-
cle had happened already! He had
the bloodied dagger that had taken
Myra’s life. Half concealed beneath
his outthrust legs, it had been un-
noticed in the commotion of leaving
the tug. He drew in his feet, hook-
ing it toward him, until his numbed
fingers could grasp it.

It was clumsy, arduous work. The
keen blade sliced into his wrists often*
er than into the tough manila fibers.
Twenty minutes, Holmann had given
them— and some of those precious
minutes had been wasted in talk.
Even if he freed himself, there would
be an armed man in the wheelhouse
to face. And there would be four or

more aboard the submarine, watch-
ing to see that all went well, pre-
pared to torpedo both the tug and
the Western Provinces if necessary.

‘Counting seconds by his heart-
beats, he thought at least half an
hour must have passed before his
wrists came free from one another
and from the cleat. He swept the
knife to his ankles and cut the ropes
there. He tore the gag from his
mouth and snatched up the iron bar
Myra had thrown at Linster.

He was at the foot of the com-
panionway when the man Hans saw
his reflection in the glass and turned
with a muttered curse. Hans clawed
at his belt where a knife-hilt showed,
but fear made him clumsy. Before
the blade was half out of its sheath,
the metal bar descended upon Hans’s
skull and battered him to the deck,
where he lay still.

Hastily, for time was life, Joe
cut free the wrists of Lois and Franz
Bard, not bothering with their ankles
or their gags, leaving the knife be-
tween them so that they could finish
the job themselves. He panted, “ Steer
her so she won’'t come near any other
ships, Bard. Then grab lifebelts and
go overboard. If | don't come back
— good-by!”

He sprinted from the cabin. As he
neared the rail Lois’ shrill scream
followed him:

“They'll kill
back!”

The cry went out over the water.
It reached the round metal tower
that was settling toward the depths
ten feet from the side of the tug. In
the top of that tower a circular door
was closing. It opened abruptly and
Holmann’s head peered out. Beside

you, Joe! Come
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the head appeared Holmann’s arm
and hand, pointing a Luger. The
fellow’s lips writhed in a tight grin.

Joe placed his foot on the low
rail and leaped. The shot came while
he was in the air and the slug burned
his hip. Then his feet splashed into
cold water and struck a slippery
rounded deck beneath, and his left
hand grasped the rim of the con-
ning tower. He swung the metal bar.

Holmann’s grin vanished; his skull
collapsed beneath the cloth cap; the
pistol made a small splash in the
sea.

T'| RAGGING the dead man from

the turret, heaving him into the
harbor, Joe climbed down into the
submarine. A wave went with him,
spilling buckets of water into the
hull. Someone below shouted, *Shut
off the valves! The tower’'s open!5
And Linster's heavy voice, echoing
weirdly against metal walls, de-
manded, “Are you having trouble,
Holmann?”

Standing at the bottom of the shaft,
peering into a tapering tube barely
six feet high in the center and less
than fifteen feet long, Joe Carson
laughed crazily.

You’'re having trouble!” he yelled
—and hurled himself at the three
men in front of him.

A bullet plucked the shoulder of
his coat. The noise of the pistol was
deafening in that closed space, and
the cry that came from Smokey
seemed faint and muffled:

“Cut it out, Sam! Do you want
to blow us all to hell?”

Smokey’s left hand grabbed for
Sam’s automatic, and at the same
time Smokey’s right hand thrust a

knife toward Joe’s chest. The iron
bar swung again and the knife went
spinning. Smokey sank to his knees,
staring stupidly at a wrist that droop-
ed queerly from its forearm.

“Who cares what happens?” Sam
shouted, mad with fear. He triggered
again. The bullet went wild, plow-
ing into the floor. Sparks blazed
where it had struck and the air was
filled with the smell of acid spilled
from batteries.

Joe’s knuckles found Sam’s jaw
then, hard-driven with the memory
of Sam’s last kick. The man who
had tried to strangle Myra went back-
ward precipitately, his skull striking
the metal wheel that controlled the
valves. Sam collapsed in a still heap.
Whirling, Joe faced a cowering Lin-
ster, whose pudgy hands fumbled at
an empty knife sheath at his waist.
Linster gasped, “Please— 1 surren-
der----—-- "

“Like hell you do!” Joe roared.
He smashed his fists, right and left,
into Linster's face. “You rotten
traitor! You murdering skunk!” The
thought of the dripping knife plung-
ing into Myra’s breast blotted all
else from Joe’s brain, so that he
did not realize he was still punching
after Linster's features had become
gory pulp, and Linster had slumped
in a senseless huddle against the
curving wall.

Nor did Joe realize that he was
coughing and choking until a hand
grasped his shoulder and shook him.
He looked blearily into the haggard
face of Franz Bard.

' “Chlorine gas!” Bard was shout-
ing in his ear. “Sea water in the

{Continued on page 127)



Death Straight

N THE deep living room chair,

of leather, sat Nathaniel Prince

with his slender legs extended
and neatly crossed at the ankles on
a rectangular leather ottoman. In his
lap was a book which he was not
reading, though he appeared to be
absorbed in it. He had read it on his
last trip up here to the country place
and thought it was exceptionally poor.
But he liked the feel of paper be-
tween his fingers when he was think-
ing, and he turned the pages caress-
ingly.

Especially he liked the soothing
response of banknote paper, and he
could not afford to pay Angelica the
amount she said she ‘‘could use.”
She indicated blackmail and was very
sophisticated about it, the wickedest
girl Nat Prince had ever known, and
uncommonly shrewd for one so
young. He had always been afraid
of her because she was just a trifle
smarter than he was, in her feminine
way, but he had never let her realize
it. He was crooked, too.

He would have bargained with her
and cut her demand of a hundred
thousand dollars down to a reason-
able sum, but he couldn’t lay his
hands on an even ten thousand now.
It was all tied up.

They never raised their voices
when they quarreled, and were about
equally matched in vocabulary and
the amount of hate they could ex-
press in words. The battle they had
just had nearly exhausted Nathan-
iel’s resources in the language. In
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the chamber off the living room she
was striding up and down like a caged
panther. That was the trouble. She
couldn’t go anywhere, couldn’'t have
fun in the city like him because they
were hunted in five states for various
swindling and blackmail operations.
Sooner or later it would have been
fatal if they appeared in public to-
gether, but he was safe alone. She
had to bide out indefinitely, for a
unique reason.

Nathaniel slapped the book shut,
planted his feet on the rug, and
raised his elegantly attired fifty year
old form to the perpendicular.

“Where are you going now?” An-
gelica nagged from the doorway, in
her clear, peremptory voice.

“To the kitchen for a couple of
fingers of Scotch, my little bowleg-
ged chickadee,” he responded. “Do
you want some, or will you have
something else like ant poison?”

She was not bowlegged, but vanity
is easily pricked even by a lie. Her
legs were long and straight, and
touched properly at the thick of the
thigh, the knee, calf, and ankle.

“1 imagine you've been wasting
your time scheming to get rid of
me,” she guessed correctly, “Remem-
ber I'm a damned sight stronger than
you are, if you want to try strangling
me.”

Nathaniel looked at his hands.
They were long and lean and sinewy,
qguite able to wring her smooth neck,
but he had decided upon another
means.
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“You're younger, but not much
stronger,” he commented. “ Do you
want a drink or not, Your Royal
Witchiness?”

‘Yes, you old weevil.” She watch-
ed him head for the kitchen, and
appropriated his chair.

By R. T.
MAYNARD

She was the wickedest and
loveliest girl he had ever
known, but he took none of
that into consideration when
he marked her for death

At that moment Usher
came in with a gun,
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QUT in the Kkitchen Nathaniel

made glasses clink, got ice out
and produced the general clatter of
preparing a tray. His elderly figure
was graceful, his face smooth, and
the complete lack of gray in his hair
invited aging maidens to assure him
that he did not look forty. His ward-
robe was imported, with no excep-
tion, and costly; in this case his ha-
biliments consisted of narrow brown
shoes on small feet, slacks, gabardine
shirt and fine woolen sweater. With
a debonair manner he selected a
knife from a table drawer of kitchen
implements, and expertly tucked it
under a sleeve of the sweater along
the inside of the wrist. It didn’t show
and it was easily held in place.

The tool was an ordinary paring
knife in shape, but the steel was the
finest made. Uring a common dime-
store sharpening device first, then an
oilstone, he had improved the blade
to a needle point and refined both
edges to a nickless wickedness with
which a man could give himself a
first class shave.

There were no creaks in Nathan-
iel's joints. He was familiar with the
feat of grabbing a handful of box-
cars in the dark of night; behind him
were years of exercise, of beating it
through black alleys to Angelica in a
waiting car, scuttling down fire es-
capes and other needful gymnastics
when the chase drew nigh, which
found him still in excellent physical
and mental fettle. He could move
with the stealth or liquid velocity of
a cat, and now that his mind was
made up he lacked only the oppor-
tunity. If the opportunity, such as
stabbing her in the back while kissing

SUPER DETECTIVE

her, did not present itself, one could
be manufactured surely.

Out of the kitchen he came bear-
ing the tray, and good will in his
thin, aristocratic smile. He made the
drinks with a bartender’s skill and
toasted, “No hard feelings.”

“All right; no hard feelings,” she
agreed, and sighed, “But, my God
Nat, how long do you think I can
stand being cooped up here?”

“It will have to be a while longer,”
he stated, clearing his throat and
speaking professorially. “It's a
scared market with present condi-
tions. If | get out before the upswing,
we're goners.”

“How about The Street, that mar-
velous financial magazine of yours?”

“It's making just enough money
for the margin my broker wants.”

“The financial wizard,” she com-
mented. “Why don’t you follow the
advice you give others and buy sound
issues instead of gambling on the
long-shots? We’'d be rich by now.”

“We would, indeed,” he said re-
gretfully, evading blame for that
gambler's flaw of playing the other
man’s game.

He inspected Angelica’'s figure
openly as she lay at ease in the big
chair, and she was indifferent, per-
haps just a little amused about his
interest. Her figure was tomboyish
in its attractiveness, compact in
fashioning and without any excessive
softness in curvature anywhere. She
had sweet lips, and hair so black
that in the shine of it were accents
of elusive blue. At twenty-three she
was a witch, and wise. Perhaps she
had been wicked from birth, but she
hadn’t been caught at being bad until
she was seventeen, and she had es-
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caped from the reformatory within
three weeks, never to be caught again.

Though theirs was mostly a busi-
ness relationship, Nathaniel exer-
cised certain inevitable rights obtain-
ed in long association. In a couple
of casual steps he sat down on the
low arm of the chair and slipped his
left arm around her. The left, be-
cause through the right sleeve she
would have felt the hard shape of the
knife.

He made the advance with slow
detachment, and with something like
affection she touched the back of his
hand. He was good, never offensive;
the way of his approach always made
her heart beat faster, as the awkward-
ness and schoolboy uncertainty of a
man her own age never could.

“J CAN'T think,” he said, “of any

new ways of telling you what a
splendid figure you have.” He could-
n't do it now. He couldn’t draw the
knife and use it quickly enough, be-
cause she would be quicker.

She was wearing her favorite pa-
jamas of loose little jacket and trou-
sers of skirtlike fullness, in the finest
pure-silk crepe. The material was a
print in hands of smoky greens in
which her lithe body was contained
as though merely in shadows. It was
not a garment to be worn by a hostess
serving high tea in sunlight. She
shrugged deliciously, and smoothed
the banded crepe preoccupiedly.

"You know, Nat,” she reflected,
“I've liked you since the time that
cop chased me around the corner
and you threw open the door of your
car just as though you were waiting
for me all the time. And you won't be
an old man for twenty years yet.”

73

“No, I'll never be an old man, any
more than you’ll let yourself turn
into an old lady.”

“So it turned me white inside when
you said a little while ago that we'd
have to break up the partnership.
That's why | talked to you the way
I did. Nat, I'm going cuckoo on this
farm.”

“Honeybee, we can’t skip the coun-
try without /lough.”

“Why the hell,” she groaned, “did-
n't you buy the stocks you recom-
mended to those old women you got
the money from?”

“1 didn’t do it, that's all.” Cheer-
fully he added, “But we’'re going to
shake down the old apple tree this
year yet, and retire on an island.”

“l1 wonder how many times I've
heard that.”

“We’'ve got the law of averages on
our side.”

MADE more drinks, and in
holding liquor it was a match
between her youthful vitality and the
capacity which he had extended
through the years. With die second
drink he slipped from the arm of the
chair down into the seat with her,
and the chair was built on a scale to
accommodate both of them. Because
of the knife he kept his right hand
occupied with his drink. They had
been at each other’s throats so furi-
ously a few minutes before that he
couldn’'t have guessed things would
have calmed down so easily, and he
cursed himself for not leaving the
knife in the kitchen. It was a hin-
drance; with his arm hanging, he
could reach the handle only with his
little finger, and couldn't work it
loose to slip it under the chair. He
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had to kiss her in one-armed fashion
and he didn't like it at all, but the
restraint seemed gallant to her.

At least he had erased the mistake
of telling her that they had to part
company. He hadn’t known that that
was what she dreaded, and what
made her react so violently in their
hottest quarrel of all. He knew that
she was in love with him, but not to
such an extent, and anyhow his own
chief interest was in preserving his
much-sought-after hide.

There had been another item in the
newspapers; an anonymous person
had phoned the police and reported
that the wanted swindler had been
observed at lunch with his young
assistant in a Broadway restaurant.
The report was false, but what both-
ered Nathaniel was the fact that the
testaurant named was only a block
from the office of his excellent maga-
zine of finance.

If it was coincidence, it was not
palatable. What made such an item
newsworthy was not entirely the fact
that Nathaniel had cleared upwards
of a million dollars in his indefati-
gable crookedness in big and lesser
cities spread with meticulous calcula-
tion in time and distance between the
Atlantic and Pacific littorals. It was
the odd fact concerning his compan-
ion in mulcting suckers, who con-
sisted mostly of rich old women who
desired to skim still more fat off the
land at the eventual expense of the
common people.

Nathaniel’'s conscience was atro-
phied with his experience in sucker-
ing those cultured or illiterate, fat,
or thin, kittenish or solemn, greedy
old dames. What made Angelica
Meade unique was her hands. She

SUPER DETECTIVE

lined up die customers, joining
bridge clubs and civic project and
Thursday Luncheons to feel out the
wealthy hags of the community. She
was young and alert, and was invari-
ably taken unto bosoms like a daugh-
ter. She could cry at will about an
imaginary tragedy in her love-life,
and not once had her tears failed to
get her smothered in the soft beef of
a shocked matron.

About her hands. They were beau-
tiful, Tike those of an unforgettable
mistress. She had shapely, tapering
fingers not quite so long as Nathan-
iel’s, creamy from using lotion with
religious regularity. They were kept.
And she had no fingerprints. Accord-
ing to criminal statistics there is only
one person in an approximate million
like her. In jail and at the reforma-
tory they had applied her fingertips
to a plate smeared with sticky black
printer's ink and rolled her finger-
ends one after another, both hands.
In the labeled squares of the finger-
print card and recorded nothing but
elliptical, guiltless smudges. She was
the millionth girl.

It was freakish luck for Nat
Prince. He used her for a front in
his ventures, seldom showing him-
self, As they traveled from city to
city she did most of the office-work,
and he wore gloves.

But her singular immunity from
identification by the Bertillon men
had become a boomerang. It was well
known now that the girl who worked
with Nathaniel Prince did not have
to worry about handling paper used
in correspondence, or wiping off
doorknobs with a handkerchief, nor
making telephone calls, nor handling
objects indiscriminately for the bene-
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fit of the technical boys with the
powders and camel’s-hair brushes
who wanted to cop a peek at the
artistic loops and whorls which, pore
by pore in a print, can be expected
to route an individual up the river
for many years, or oftentimes to the
discomfort of the electric chair.

The anonymous person, male or
female, had said to the police, “I'm
a private detective, never mind from
where. | swiped this cocktail glass
from the restaurant and printed it,
and there weren’'t any prints. She’'s
the girl working with him. That
skunk has been robbing widows and
motherly old ladies all across the
country, and if |1 had a gun, Pd have
shot him for all the misery he’s
caused. Why the hell don’t you ar-
rest him?”

Angelica said abruptly, “I'm go-
ing to bed.”

“Got to stay up a little while and
do some papers,” he said.

He watched her as she went to the
bedroom. He could expect her to fall
asleep within five minutes, as usual,
and with the load she was carrying
she would sleep like the dead. He
waited ten minutes, put it off ten
minutes more, then entered the bed-
room with the knife in his hand.

H E LEANED over her, not touch-

ing the bed. Her lips were part-
ed and her eyelids gleamed. He
smoothed the silk jacket over her
breast, and under the curve of it
aimed the knife.

It was the prick of the point that
awakened her with a brief cry of
fear, and her wild upstirring that
buried the knife to the handle rather
than his thrust. Her head flopped

back on the pillow and her eyes re-
mained open. He left the knife in
because he wanted as little bleeding
as possible. It was so easy. He tin-
gled, remembering how the knife had
slid in, missing bone, as smoothly as
though she had been soft butter.

Down the basement was a bucket-
ful of rusty automobile chains. He
took them outside in the yard after
laying her on the grass and wound
them around her ankles, waist, and
neck.

What little blood there was only
soaked her jacket. With an arm un-
der her knees and around her back
he hiked down a shoulder of lawn to
the artificial lake created by the for-
mer owner, and followed the shore
to a crude concrete dam. In the mid-
dle of the dam was cut a notch
through which spring-water flowed
and fell fifteen feet to splash among
a jumble of rocks.

He walked carefully out on the
dam to the notch, lowered the limp
body carefully into the water. Be-
yond the grating of his feet as his
shoes turned on the concrete there
was no giveaway sound above the
steady fresh noise of the waterfall.
When he let go, the weighted body
went down fast with the knife still in
the breast. The knife would be a
suspicious tool to find in the kitchen.

He returned to the house and au-
tomatically made himself another
drink. Now there were sounds in the
old house which he had never heard
before, the click of phantom locks,
the pacing of light, invisible feet. He
toured the premises with his drink,
not so much to make sure that he
was alone but to ascertain how much
work remained to he done. In sever-
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ing his connection with the past he
had to be certain that his new life
would begin without danger.

It was a one-story house really, not
counting the slant-ceilinged store-
rooms upstairs, and built of solid,
hand-hewn oak timbers. Throughout
the place, everywhere in the down-
stairs rooms, was evidence of a wom-
an’s occupancy. All of that evidence
had to be removed. There were draw-
ers of clothing, underthings, shoes,
cosmetics, the whole catalogue of a
girl’s effects. One thing which he
didn't have to worry about, he re-
flected grimly, was the otherwise ex-
hausting and impossible job of re-
moving fingerprints from everything
she might have touched. But with all
her things on the place the absence
of such fingerprints was enough to
identify him and convict him.

It was a long job ahead, and it
would have to wait till morning. He
went to bed, and fell asleep smelling
her fragrance in the air and wonder-
ing how long it would take for that
to disappear.

The mad, scampering footfalls of
rain on the roof awakened him in a
clammy sweat within the hour, and
he listened open-eyed to the drum-
ming of the heavy drops. In the
darkness, in the wet air, Angelica’s
provocative scent was stronger, and
he got out of bed.

Without turning on a light he went
through the kitchen to the back door,
unlocked it and looked out. There
were no lights of any sort anywhere,
and a man standing two feet away in
the downpour could remain unseen.

| JAREFOOT, in pajamas, Nathan-
iel took a torch from the kitchen

table and used it to light his path
to the garage. In the protection of
trees and location among knolls, the
light could not be seen even from the
road. The nearest habitation was
three-quarters of a mile down the
road. The town of Kindy was six
miles off. Because of its isolation
and other advantages, Nat had bought
the Steiner farm here in Steiner’s
gulch. The narrow, rocky road run-
ning past the house was merely a
connection between the eastward and
northward highways leading out of
Kindy and was used by few cars be-
cause as a shortcut it was hazardous.
In rain there would be no traffic by
the natives, who knew about exposed
crowns of slippery shale and slate.
Nathaniel got a spade from the ga-
rage and went down to the dam.

He had supposed something. The
handle of the knife was wood and
might pull free and float. It would
go over the dam, down the brook to
the lower road and into Bannister's
Pond. In the laboratory, blood wash-
ed off in the best soap and water
could be still found on a blade.
There was something else, too, which
made him wonder if his wits were
dulling with age.

Angelica was not necessarily lying
in fifteen feet of water. It might be
only ten or twelve feet, because the
water brought down muck from the
hills and was caught here at the first
dam. Down below, Dad Bannister
had to do the job only in two or
three years, but at Steiner’'s the lake
required dredging every year by the
right kind of tenant. Nathaniel had
never bothered about that obnoxious
duty because it was too heavy for
one man, himself, and he didn’'t want
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any strangers on the place. The Kin-
dy natives were typical small-town*
ers, nosy, observant.

There would be bell to pay if any-
one noticed when he left for the city
and came up to sneak a swim in his
absence- The lake here was twice as
big as Bannister's, and furthermore
this was off the road and there was
no need of a bathing suit. The water
wasn't entirely clear, but a pair of
sharp eyes might discern Angelica
looking back at him if she wasn't
deep enough.

The lake could be emptied with
very little trouble. In the face of the
dam above the rocks was a rectangu-
lar opening, and in it a gate which
could be raised or screwed down fast
by means of a spoked wheel along-
side. The apparatus had always leak-
ed, which was neither here nor there.

Nathaniel stood the spade against
the concrete and took hold of the
wheel like a sailor. The gears were
rusted and he worried for a while
that the gate was jammed. He didn’t
want to do it the hard way, take a
dip in the icy water.

The wheel turned, grinding. First
a jet shot through the ribbon of fall-
ing water, then a broad tongue of
mud pooped out and was followed by
a gush of water which cleared the
rocks in a leap as he screwed the
gate up as high as it would go. He
slipped on the rocks and nearly fell,
startled out of his wits by something
flashing and silvery which was ex-
pelled by the pounding water. It was
a good-sized fish. Probably not the
only one which would increase the
population at Bannister's place, since
Nat was no fisherman and didn't al-
low any fishing at Steiner’'s. With all

the fill which had collected, the lake
was neither large enough nor deep
enough to take long to empty. Nor
would it take long to empty. Nor
would it take very long to fill in
again if the rain kept up.

Sure enough; Angelica lay on her
back wrapped in chains on a bed of
spongy muck only ten feet below the
notch in the dam. He scooped a grave
through two feet of slippery black
mud and a foot of stony sand and
rolled Angelica into the pit. She land-
ed face up again and looked at him
with sorrowful reproach. Her favor-
ite pajamas were glued to her, and
her figure made him sigh. He shov-
eled her in, and with dispatch climb-
ed up and around to lower the gate
again.

When he regained the bank, a stab
of the torch showed the grave already
covered with a spreading pool of
water.

He was sopping wet, and his pa-
jamas hampered him like ropes. Rain
in the grass quickly washed the mud
from his feet as he mounted the
slope and returned to the house. He
wrung out the pajamas and got dry,
changed to a new suit, and went to
bed. He slept like a baby.

rJpHE doorbell ringing with alarm-

clock insistence, awakened him to
a sunny day. Unsteady with a slight
hangover, he opened the door and
blinked at a young man who smiled
at him with singularly offensive
cheerfulness.

The kid had a black book in his
hand, and in the crook of his arm
was a sample-case opened to display
of lingerie. Panties, brassieres, sheer
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silk stockings,
yoke of lace.

“Lady of the house in?” inquired
this nuisance with beguiling youth-
fulness

“No,” said Nathaniel. “She------- "
He checked himself, but it was too
late. In a less antagonistic way he
said, “She doesn’t happen to be.”

“Too bad.” The boy clucked. “As
you can see, this stuff wouldn’t inter-
est you very much. Would your wife
be down in the city, perhaps?”

“She-----—-- ” He swallowed, check-
ing himself again. He had been about
to say that he was a bachelor, ,He
said, “Yes, she’s down in the city.
Sorry.”

“That's all right. My name’s Ush-
er, Clement Usher. I'll be working
Kindy for a while yet, and maybe
I can find Mrs. Prince in the next
time | drop around.”

“Good-bye,” Prince bade him. He
closed the door and stood looking
at it, waking up fast. Usher, Usher.
Outside of Poe, he had heard that
name somewhere before, a long while
ago. That had been, yes, way out in
Milwaukee where he and Angelica
were rooking the local crop of wom-
en with money.

Usher was a private investigator
whom one of his victims had im-
ported from New York to investigate
his credentials. Old Mrs. Tetlow. An-
gelica had got wind of it, and they
had quietly folded the tent before
the detective arrived. It was the same
man. The cold gray-green eyes in that
kid’'s head didn’'t jibe with his kid-
dish countenance and Cheshire-cat
grin.

Prince bad been tricked into ad-
mitting that there was a woman in

a satin slip with a

the house while he was still soggy
with sleep. He was now in the unique
position of having to supply a house
with fingerprints. Anyone’'s, so long
as they were feminine. It wouldn't
do any good to get rid of Angelica’s
effects now.

The fear that took his heart in a
knotty grip let go. There was no real
harm done yet, but he had to get the
jump on that detective.

While he shaved, bathed, and
dressed he listed the names of avail-
able girls in his mind, and realized
that he knew damned few. He looked
out the bathroom window and saw
that the lake had filled during the
night and water was again going
through the notch in the dam.

He locked the house securely, leav-
ing no windows unlatched, and got
his car out of the garage. He had
his choice of direction on the road
and took the high road since he had
to go through Kindy anyhow, and
since Usher had gone down to the
low road. If he stopped at Bannister’s
or was stopping there, he might take
it into his head to return up the hill
for a second call and try a bit of
burgling and fingerprinting if the
doorbell wasn't answered. Detectives
did that, Prince knew from sad ex-
perience.

He had to get hold of a girl. The
need was so simply taken care of
that he shook his head in disgust
with himself.

JX)R a good driver, Kindy was an

hour and twenty minutes out of
Manhattan, through Tuxedo and over
mountains. From the George Wash-
ington Bridge to his Broadway office
downtown was the most exasperating
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and delaying part of the trip, even
if the West Side Parkway and express
highway was booming-fast for a city
so jam-packed with traffic.

There were two doors, and only
two rooms in The Street’s address on
the fifth floor of the Broadway build-
ing. Prince used one door, and his
secretary, Shirley Lyon, used the oth-
er. He seldom saw her, because he
did not like to see anyone often
enough for his face to be remem-
bered, and it was quite true that she
had only the vaguest idea of what
her employer looked like. When she
had been hired, he was at his desk
with his back to a broad window
through which came bright sunlight.
That was an old and maddening trick,
putting a jobhunter at the worst pos-
sible disadvantage. It was a little
cruel in Shirley Lyon’s case because
of her eyes.

After staring bravely into the
glaring sunlight that time, she had
had to lean against the wall when
shfe got outside in the corridor until
she recovered from nausea. But she
had the job, and for months she ran
the office with superlative efficiency,
receiving manuscripts, paying rent,
and developing an understanding of
the market which a banker would
have envied. At first the monotony
and loneliness of it— Prince was in
the city only two days a week— made
her desperate. But she became in-
trigued with what the flux of mere
names and numerals meant. And in
fertile ground grew a lusty curiosity
as to why a man of Prince’s great in-
sight wasn't a Wall Street Croesus.
The high batting average of the mag-
azine put it in a class by itself.

The circulation had climbed stead-

ily, and it was read like gospel by
very brainy men who wondered
whether a guesser was having a run
of luck and cursed themselves for let-
ting chances slip away while they
pondered Prince’s observations. The
only conclusion at which Shirley
could arrive was that Mr. Prince was
constitutionally incapable of follow-
ing his own advice.

Her eyes were pitifully bad, but
the myopia which developed from a
siege of scarlet fever when she was
in grade school had been arrested.
The lenses of her glasses had to be
embarrassingly thick. She was as
vain as any girl of twenty-five with
an exceptionally well rounded figure,
could be, but without the glasses her
hand would be a blur only ten inches
from her face. Motion pictures and
the theater gave her violent head-
aches, and she often went sleepless
with melancholy, and cried alone,
because there was so damned little
fun to be had.

She raised her head listening, then
started typing rapidly. Mr. Prince
wasn't due in town until tomorrow
morning, but the door to the adjoin-
ing office had been opened and closed,
and there were footsteps.

With deft hands she fixed her coil-
ed blonde hair, looked at her em-
inently kissable lips in her compact-
mirror. She pulled her stockings up
tighter, suddenly starting typing
again because the communicating
door was opened behind her.

“Good morning,” said Mr. Prince.

“Good morning,” she answered;
she continued her typing because she
was shy, and because a man of
Prince’s hard-to-reach mysterious-
ness did not let a girl know where
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she stood, nor whether the job she
was doing was satisfactory or hope-
less.

The communicating door closed.

ANOTHER person who was won-
x dering about Nathaniel Prince
was Clement Usher, who was by no
means as cherubically young as he
looked. He had a mousetrap mind,
which at a breath snapped on a sus-
picion and broke its neck. In the
morning of the day on which he got
his first look at Prince he had com-
posed a long report to his employer,
Mrs. Tetlow of Milwaukee, on de-
velopments in his long search for
the pair who had swindled her out
of some twenty thousand dollars. The
old lady didn’t miss that amount of
money, but some of her friends did
and she was a withered old gal of
principle. She trusted Usher as to
his expense accounts after a hawk-
eyed conversation with him, and in
return he kept the old harridan in-
formed. She had kept him on a damn-
ed fat salary for months and months,
and it was incredible to him that she
was so patient. Even when he wrote
that the hunt was hopeless and he was
taking time off for the relief of solv-
ing another case she ignored him and
kept sending his regular check.

The man he was looking for had
used the various names of Paul Na-
than, Norman Powers, Nathan Pell,
and so on, keeping the initials in the
majority of cases. The swindler had
rambled and robbed across the en-
tire continent. Usher respected him
simply on the grounds that he could-
n't find him.

Of the man he had no description
at all save that he was young-old,
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built approximately on Usher’s scale.
Of the girl he had a photographic
likeness in his mind. That was a vi-
vacious, young, dark-haired witch,
a consummate actress with worship-
ful big eyes and the talent of a hand-
some, stray child for worming her-
self into motherly old ladies’ hearts.
That poisonous, conscienceless girl
was a clue, and he had speculated
often about her. She liked and had
used names like Magda, Helene, Lor-
etta, Gloria, Francesca, and he won-
dered what her real name was. The
oddity about her was that she had
no fingerprints, which was an eye-
brow-raising piece of evidence to go
on.

He had run across the name of
Nathaniel Prince, and here again was
a man engaged in a scheme con-
nected with the market. The trouble
was, the magazine was good. Damn-
ed good, sound as Manhattan bed-
rock in its recommendations, and
such a condition was not allowable.
If Prince was the man, he should
be engaged in ransacking suckerdom
for hunks of cash, and there was no
evidence of it.

The one lead he had was that he
could discover nothing whatever
about Prince’s antecedents. He had
made an anonymous telephone call
to the New York police just to see
what would happen. He hung around
the offices of The Street, and wonder-
ed whether it was accident or de-
sign— Prince’s heading straight up
country for Kindy. Whereafter Clem
Usher bought an assortment of gos-
samer underthings (which purchase
he explained to Mrs. Tetlow without
any expectation that she would be-
lieve it) and took a shot at a target.
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HAD seen no sign of a girl of

Angelica Meade’s description.
Tine only girl in evidence was that
receptionist in the magazine’s office,
the grave-eyed, heart stopping blonde
Miss Lyon. He had failed in five
attempts to take her to lunch. The
town was full of girls, and invariably
when a man saw one who made him
feel frustrated, he couldn’t get any-
where with her.

Mrs. Tetlow of Milwaukee might
have muttered in her beard if she
had seen the time-biding Usher sit-
ting in the middle of Bannister's
pond this afternoon, in a flat-bottom-
ed boat, with a bamboo fishpole stick-
ing up out of his hands. At the rump
of the boat there was a stir in the
water which was calm elsewhere un-
der the hot afternoon sun. On a
tail of rope with a dog’s-stick at the
end three edible fish were strung
through the gills and wagging in
their predicament.

Clem didn’t like to advertise his
preferences, and waited until an on-
coming car had passed at murderous
speed along the Ilower highway
bounding the pond. There were no
dust-clouds, thanks to the overnight
rain. From his hip pocket he drew a
bottle, uncorked it and let two fin-
gers of the liquid go down his throat.
His eyes bugged; hurriedly he stab-
bed the cork back into the bottle,
dropped it, and grabbed the pole with
both hands to play the weight which
was stretching the line tight.

There was no fight, and he sagged
disgustedly, strangling on the hastily
swallowed whiskey. The hook had
snagged on the mud-filled skull of a
horse or something just as useless.
Anyhow it was heavy and certainly
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not a fish with any determination to
remain uncaught. He reeled the wa-
terlogged weight in with patience,
with scarcely any curiosity about
what it was.

"MERGING from his private of-

fice and letting the communi-
cating door go sluggishly shut be-
hind him, Nathaniel Prince eyed the
golden curls which coroneted Shir-
ley’shead. The pink tip of an ear bud-
ded through the 24K golden hair. She
was typing at top speed, answering
a letter. He sneaked up behind her
unheard, and with a sudden gesture
yanked her glasses off and dropped
them on the rug. She made an about-
face as she left the chair and stared
unseeinglv at him.

Prince took her in his arms, and
she struggled violently until he said,
“It's quite all right, my dear.”

She was scared because she had
slapped him. She relaxed and said,
“Mr. Prince, I'm sorry; you scared
me.”

“1 don’t blame you.” He chuckled.
“1 shouldn’t have done it, but it's
a beautiful day and things are going
well. Don’t you think so0?”

“Oh, yes, indeed, Mr. Prince!”

He didn't answer, and her heart
was pounding; his embrace tighten-
ed, squeezing her against the hard
musculature of his chest and he
moved a sinewy hand down the curve
of her back. His cool old lips were
on hers, as startling as though she
had heard an explosion. Spontane-
ously, out of sheer hunger for love,
she kissed him back and hugged her
arms around him, thrusting against
him the warm curvatures of her body.
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“It looks as though you’'re fired,”
he said, chuckling.

There was no life in her hands,
and she freed herself, backing away
stunned until the desk was hard
against her legs. She couldn’'t see
him. All he was— she stared at a
smiling blur and wished that she had
eaten a quick breakfast, and felt sick.
She had no idea how lovely she was
with her parted lips and scared eyes.
She had done something wrong, or
wasn’'t good, or she was being played
with. She began to get angry in de-
fense. She groped for her glasses on
the carpet.

Prince took her under the armpits
and brought her up. He held her
gently and said, “1 didn't mean to
frighten you. You've done a won-
derful job and | want to keep you.
All I meant was that I've just canned
a girl and | want you to take her
place at a ten dollar raise. Up at my
country place. As secretary. You
know | do most of the work up
there.”

“Oh.” She sagged against him in
relief. “I'd love it.” She felt dizzy
without her glasses and she stirred,
but he wouldn’t let her go, and she
was flattered. She shook her head to
shift the molten gold of the curls on
her neck, and smiled dazzlingly and
blindly. She couldn’t see him at all.

Glass crunched underfoot and
Prince ejaculated, “Damn! If | have-
n't broken your glasses, my dear!”

JT GAVE Shirley a queer feeling,

taking instructions from Prince in
the house near Kindy. It was as
though she were being coached for a
part, and now and then she felt as

though she were handling a dead
girl’s things.

All the cosmetics— she opened and
had to try everything on his insistence
that he wanted to know “whether she
liked the make.” She handled things
in the Kkitchen, touched furniture,
opened doors while he toured her
inexorably all over the place.

It was evening now and he appear-
ed to be satisfied that he had ac-
guainted her thoroughly with her
new quarters. She didn’t drink much,
but he insisted on that too, and now
she felt abnormally gay with a cou-
ple of stiff Scotches in her tummy.

Prince had broken her glasses de-
liberately, on impulse. His idea was
that with her execrable eyesight she
would make a damned poor witness
as to where she had been.

Watching her in her Imprisonment
of semi-blindness, he wondered
whether all the trouble would be nec-
essary. Shirley was alone, and if she
vanished, she wouldn’'t be missed.
The pond was big enough to hold
two.

The compulsion of an idea drew
him to his feet, and he enjoyed the
curious perspective of regarding him-
self and the girl as performing on a
distant stage. She was not frighten-
ed at first, because she expected that
she would have to allow certain liber-
ties in order to keep her job. But
his hands were so strong, and he was
hurting her.

The limit had been exceeded, and
she said sharply, “Don’t! This isn't
fun any more!”

“It happens to be fun for me.” He
laughed, twisting her wrists so that
she cried out in pain, thrashed her
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long legs and drove her knees trying
to hurt him.

“That'll be all of that,” Clement
Usher said from the kitchen door-
way.

Prince jumped to his feet, leaving
Shirley gasping on the sofa. He de-
manded, “What the hell's the idea?”

Usher had a gun in his hand, and
he kept it pointed at Nathaniel. He
said, “1 just thought I'd come up and
ask how the fishing is in your pond.”

“Get out of here and make it fast,”
Prince threatened, “or you’'ll be an-
swering questions from the police.”

“No; that's what you're going to
be doing,” Clem corrected him. “I've
called them and they're on the way.
You seem to have murdered your
girl-friend.”

“Don’t be preposterous!
my secretary right here.”

“1 mean the other one, the young-
ster at the bottom of your pond.”

Prince bluffed, “1 don’t know what
what you’'re talking about!”

“Dad Bannister down the hill has
been nursing a grudge against you,”
said Clem irrelevantly. “His pond

This is

was fished out, and he thought if you
didn’'t have the common decency to
allow fishing up here, you could at
least dredge out your lake and let
some fish get down below. Catch on?”

“What are you babbling about?”

“Why, | caught a half dozen fish
this afternoon in no time at all. |
didn’t think anything about it, and
then | caught a big snapping turtle.
Dad figured on having some turtle
stew, and when we opened the snhap-
per up we found he’'d just had him-
self a meal.”

From his pocket he fished a hand-
kerchief wrapped about two grue-
some objects. The ring finger and
little finger of a girl’s hand, as blood-
less as ivory.

“Ah,” said Nathaniel. “1 see.”

Heavy fists pounded at the door.
That would be the police; Usher
could take his eyes off Nathaniel and
devote his attention to Shirley. An-
gelica might have been the millionth
girl in the matter of fingerprints, but
Shirley was a girl in a million her-
self. There was a good chance that
he could wangle that luncheon date
with her yet.
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e man with his feet on the

I desk-top was neither a big man

nor a small one; but he was well
knit. He looked quite capable. There
was a lean hardness about bis gray
eyes and tanned face. He wore a
neat gray suit, and along with just
a touch of gray at the temples, it gave
him a distinctive appearance. One
might think that he was a broker.

He was not. His name was J. Pem-
berton McCarthy and he was one of
the greatest private sleuths in New
York— when he wasn't tied up with
a blonde, or a redhead, or perhaps
a brunette. “Candid” McCarthy,
they called him, for he had photo-
graphic eyes and one of the keenest
memories known to any private dick.
A single glance at any scene or in-
cident and he could remember the
situation for days, even months after-
ward.

He was saying into the mouth-
piece now: “The hell you say, At-
kinson. I've got a date with Mabel
and besides, this is Saturday. Don’t
you insurance birds ever stop work-
ing?” Then McCarthy groaned, sigh-
ed, settled his lean frame lower in
the swivel chair and listened to the
sharp, crackling voice on the wire.
The voice snapped:

“But this is important, Candid.

This client has been robbed of the
Death Diamond. We stand to lose
fifty grand in insurance which covers
that unholy piece of ice. You're to
meet this client, act as her bodyguard,
come to my office within an hour.
We’'ll discuss the situation then. Her
life has been threatened.”

McCarthy moaned, “So what the
hell, I'm a dick, not a wet nurse to
old biddies who can’t--—---- "

“The name,” E. W. Atkinson, pres-
ident of the largest jewelry protec-
tive organization in New York, said,
“is Ann Deering, of EIm Drive— ="

Candid McCarthy was suddenly
half out of the chair. “What?” he
exploded. “Ann Deering? Well, why
in hell didn't you say so0?”

“1 just did!” came the bland reply.

Candid was already looking
around the office, trying to remember
where he’d last flung his hat. “E. W.”
he purred into the mouthpiece, “this
is indeed a pleasure. Inform Miss
Ann Deering that | shall pick her
up within fifteen minutes at her
home.” He slapped down the receiv-
er, bounced from the chair and im-
mediately started building up mind
pictures of that lovely client of Na-
tional Protective. He had met Ann
Deering only once.

But his camera-like mind prac-

He was a detective who liked to be prepared and
the files he kept were unbelievably complete. But
when he found himself in a coffin, as good as dead,
he realized he must depend this time on nothing
but his wits— and his adorable little secretary!
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tically placed ber enticing, willowy
form right before him now in the
office room. Long legs . . . slender
waist . . . curves that were a sym-
phony of loveliness.

Her mice was a half scream.

“He's an undertaker,” she cried,

"and his address is----The
line went dead.

RATIONAL PROTECTIVE paid

this ace sleuth handsome fees
for tracking down jewel thieves and
crooks. J. Pemberton McCarthy hated
rats—-human variety.
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But being bodyguard to a lovely
wren such as Ann Deering was some-
thing else again. Bodyguard, and
how! A sublime grin crossed his quiet
good looking face. “Oh, boy------- "
Candid started to say.

But the blonde bit of temptingness
standing in the connecting doorway
behind the slender sleuth purred:
“Relax, Master Mind. From that ex-
pression in your eye, Fd say you're
getting your blood pressure worked

Candid’s assistant, came into the
room, and anyone with eyes for beau-
ty could see that she had everything.
Petite, she was lithely curved right
down to her small, trim ankles. She
wore a skirt split at one side past
the knee, and a wispy bit of powder-
blue shirt-waist no heavier than re-
vealing cellophane. Tucking hack a
bit of curly, blonde hair as her blue
eyes twinkled, the girl continued:

“So you're going to play body-
guard to Ann Deering---——- "

“Aw, hell!” McCarthy grinned,
making a playful swing at the blond’s
trim figure. “It's all in the day’s
work. Besides, we could do with some
cash and | understand this wren has

“Yeah,” Candid’s assistant said
dryly, “you love your work!” She
sighed, reached for his crumpled fe-
dora, which rested at an angle atop
a filing cabinet, and said:

‘‘Okay, Sherlock, amscray. Of
course you and me had a date for
tonight, but business comes first.”
Her blue eyes flashed dangerously.
“But be sure it is business!” She
came close to Candid, moving her
lithe, neat form close to his own.
She put the fedora on Candid’s head,

let her small hand slide caressingly
over his face and down to his square
chin.

She hit his jaw gently with a dain-
ty fist. “You big lug,” she said, grin-
ning. “Far be it from me to com-

Candid McCarthy’'s strong hands
had suddenly cupped her small chin
and tilted it upward. He shut off her
rapid patter of words with a Kiss,
asked: “Are you, sweetness?”

The blonde’s name was Mabel Kay
but Candid seldom called her that.
He had a dozen pet names for her
instead. She replied now:

“What do you think, Master
Mind? Besides, you know where to
find me!” She gave the detective a
push toward the hall door. “I1 think
you said you'd be there in fifteen
minutes?”

But McCarthy didn’t budge. In-
stead, strong arms went around his
assistant’s shapely back and he crash-
ed her willowy figure tight against
his own, so close that he could even
feel the excited beating of her little
heart against his. His arms tightened
and the girl came to her toes, lovely
blonde head tilting backwards as
Candid’s firm mouth covered her
own. She closed her eyes for a
moment languidly.

She caught herself then and push-
ed Candid back from her. She said
tremblingly, “Good heavens— it's
four p.m. And I've got work to do,
mister. | was filing all those letters
on the Stinson case------- "

Gray-eyed Candid McCarthy grin-
ned, released her and straightened
the hat on his head. He started for
the door.

“Okay,” “1'll call

he said. you
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as soon as I'm free. You lock up this
joint, eh?”

He took another step toward the
door, then swung around, adding, “I
see that you’'ve changed your brand
of powder, gorgeous. You got stung.
It has coarse grains in it and doesn’t
do your complexion justice. Also,
that new waist you're wearing has
the slightest defect in it near the bot-
tom of the Y neck. Don’'t let sales
clerks sting you like that!”

He went out.

Mabel turned toward a wall mir-
ror, examined her face critically,
leaning close to the mirror to do so.
She raised up on her toes and studied
the dainty material of her new shirt-
waist, and gasped when she saw the
slightest flaw in the threads near the
open neck—a V opening that was
now pulled apart and exposing soft,
delicate ivory-white flesh. Her pretty
cheeks reddened and she spun to-
ward the now closed hall door.

” she said hoarse-
ly. Then, more quietly, “Good Lord,
that man sees everything!”

r 'TANDID McCarthy wheeled his

old roadster up to the curb on
the outskirts of town. It was a de-
serted side road along the Hudson,
near Riverdale. A single, old ram-
bling house reposed beneath great
elms and the detective saw a garden-
er working somewhat listlessly
around the wide lawn.

It struck him that the estate of
old Harvey Deering was somewhat
ran down. Ann Deering’s father had
died a year ago, and some said the
old boy had left his lovely daughter
fairly well fixed. Candid wouldn’t
know about that. Rut he was acutely

certain of something else. The old
gent had certainly endowed his
daughter with every physical neces-
sity.

McCarthy realized this now as he
watched her coming down the curv-
ing walk. He was out of the car and
she waved her hand, recognizing him
She paused for a moment, speaking
to the gardner.

She was wearing a light coat, open,
and a sleazy dress that did things to
her figure—and to the detective.
Trim heels tap-tapped on the walk,
her stride imparting a gentle sway
to her hips. He had no time to admire
more of her gorgeous form for she
was suddenly close to him, holding
out her hand, smiling out of brown
eyes.

“1 think we've met before,” she
murmured. She had a soft voice and
a manner of talking that made Mc-
Carthy feel that he was the last man
on earth-—and for her alone. It was
something in the expression of her
eyes and the way her words trailed
each other.

He said: “Yes, Candid McCarthy
at your service, miss!” and helped
her into the car.

It was almost dusk.

He went around and slid in be-
hind the wheel. She moved closer
and for a moment, as her arm gently
rubbed against his own, he had the
impression that she was trembling.
There was also something in the
depths of her brown eyes that he
could not quite fathom. She said
abruptly:

“I'm terribly frightened — too
frightened even to go into the Na-
tional Protective offices and talk over
the theft of this— this Death Dia-
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mond. | suppose you've heard of
it?” Her hand rested upon McCar-
thy’'s arm. He nodded.

“Yes. Your dad acquired it some
years ago. There was supposed to be
a trail of disaster for all those who
possessed it. But | don’t recall that
he ever had any bad luck with it—"

“No,” Ann Deering cut in. “He
didn’t. Then, the other night, some-
one broke into my home here and
stole it from the library safe. I've
had several warning phone calls,
from persons unknown, threatening
me with all sorts of horrible things
if 1 reported its loss-------

A rounded, silk-covered knee
gleamed near his. It was a nice knee;
the skirt had crept up above it when
she had climbed into the car. Candid
put his eyes on the road and said:
“Then relax, lady. You are now in
the hands of the best, all-around
body-guard in the city------ "

She repeated, “ Oh, I wish | were-
n't so childish! But just the thought
of leaving the house---—-- "

She broke off, staring wildly
through the windshield. Then her
arms flew about McCarthy's shoul-
ders and she screamed: “Oh my God
—look!”

”

TT WAS a large, heavy sedan, riding
1 without lights in the evening dusk.
It was making about forty and that
wasn’'t excessive on this seldom-used
side street. Only it was heading di-
rectly toward the dick’s car and there
was something dark and ugly look-
ing protruding from a rolled-down
side window of the sedan.

Candid yelled a single word:
“Duck!”

And then he had thrown his arms

around Ann Deering’'s warm, shape-
ly waist and was dragging her down
with him into the roomy interior of
the front seat. There was plenty of
leg room beneath the dash and he
forced the girl's body into the space.

Silk-clad knees brushed Candid’'s
knuckles as he threw his lean body
protectingly over her own. Even in
that moment of oncoming disaster,
his photographic mind retained a
picture of those shapely legs and a
dainty pink rose bud that adorned
an elastic garter.

In the next heartbeat of time, a
gun thundered from the hurtling se-
dan. McCarthy prayed, holding him-
self shieldingly over the girl. For
that old battered-looking roadster of
his was built of sheet metal and a
bulletproof windshield. This wasn't
the first time killer’s guns had sought
him out. He was certain that the car
body would still withstand pistol
slugs, but if those gents happened
to have a chatter gun—a Tom-
my—

But the reverberating gunfire told
him they didn’t. It sounded like .38’s
shattering the stillness of the early
night. Then the car thundered past
and the firing ceased.

Instantly, Candid McCarthy re-
leased the girl’'s throbbing form, pull-
ed her up into the seat beside him
and was jamming his toe down on
the starter. He sent the powerful
roadster roaring down the street in
second.

And behind them, some distance
down the street, the heavy sedan was
careening around in the street. The
would-be killers had seen McCar-
thy's car start up. They were re-
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turning to complete their gruesome
job.

And with this lovely, dark eyed
girl beside him, McCarthy knew that
there was no time to go for his own

gat, fling himself from the bus and
try to bum down a couple of his
pursuers. He had the girl’'s life— Na-
tional Protective’s client— to think of.

The thing to do was to get back
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into the city limits, attract a cop
prowl car. There was a toll bridge
on the Henry Hudson Parkway, just
before they'd hit Riverside Drive.
A cop’s booth was located there.

With Ann Deering leaning help-
lessly on his arm, clutching at him
with trembling fingers, he slammed
the roadster around the next comer,
circled the block and hit the parkway
doing sixty. Slowly, they pulled away
from the dark sedan.

And as Candid’s foot went down
all the way on the gas, he breathed
freely and had time to realize anew
that this girl beside him was a honey.
Wind whipping through the open
window swirled the black silk dress
up about her stockinged legs. Her
bosom quivered with excitement; the
light coat pulled free of the clinging
dress.

Minutes later he slowed for the
toll gate entrance, fishing in his pock-
et for a dime. His gaze held the rear-
view mirror for a moment. There
wasn't a car in sight. Quietly, to Ann
Deering, he said:

“No use squawking now. They've
ducked. | didn't even see their li-
cense plates. But | did get a flash of
a face that is somehow familiar.
We’'re due at Atkinson’'s office, and
to set up a holler here would mean
a lot of questioning.”

The girl murmured, “Yes, that's
right,” and snuggled closer beneath
his arm. In the fifteen minute drive
which followed, Candid McCarthy
learned a whole lot about Ann Deer-
ing. Nice things. Like the fact that
the sleek gown was not telling any
lies as to the perfect form which it
revealed.

Also, that she had sensitive, curv-
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ed lips; flaring, delicate nostrils; that
the slim fingers resting on his arm
were tenderly caressing. . , .

rTOGETHER, they entered the of-

fices of National Protective. And
McCarthy, following Ann Deering’s
nice figure, was thinking: “ She’s got
everything. And I'm her bodyguard.
Sweet hell!”

A reception clerk was just pre-
paring to leave, giving her little nose
one last dab of powder. She recog-
nized Candid and announced: “The
chief just stepped out, Mister Mc-
Carthy. He said for you to wait in-
side.”

Candid grinned at the girl who was
getting ready to depart. Waiting with
pretty Ann Deering would indeed
be a pleasure.

It was a comfortably furnished
office, the inner one, more like a den
than a business place. Atkinson be-
lieved in treating his clients proper-
ly.

Candid nodded toward a deep,
comfortable divan and said: “The
old hoy keeps some good rye here
some place. Maybe you could stand
a snort?”

Ann Deering smiled. “And how!”
She dropped onto the deep cushioned
divan. She crossed shapely legs and
relaxed against the cushions sighing.
She started to smooth out a stocking
which had the slightest wrinkle, and
the action brought her silk dress up
over her knees.

Candid reluctantly turned away to
find liquor and glasses. He came
back with them in his hands. The
girl made no attempt to cover her
knees. He sat down close beside her,
and he was acutely aware of a deli-
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cate haunting perfume which she
used. Handing her a drink, he smiled.

“Pm going to like this bodyguard
business swell, Ann.”

She tossed off the drink like a
veteran, gave Candid a personal, for-
you-alone smile and replied, “Are
you?”

His arm went around her waist
then, his right hand, close up be-
neath her own right arm, drawing her
closer. She leaned against him tight-
ly, soft dark hair gently brushing his
hot cheeks. She murmured: *“Well,
for a start, you haven't done bad.
You just saved my life. That de-
serves a------- "

She turned her face and their lips
were close together. Candid’'s arm

tightened: He prompted: “Well—
what?”
Soft, curving, moist lips came

closer and she sighed: “ Guess!”

He didn’t have to.

His mouth closed over her own
hungrily and he drew her up tightly
against his strong chest. She bent
her head back beneath the steady,
hard pressure of his lips, and the ac-
tion brought their forms into a close
fitting embrace. It was then that Can-
did felt something small, hard, be-
neath the bodice of her dress boring
into his chest. He stiffened slightly
and raised up.

He stated: “It's funny, Ann, why
anyone should want to kill you. You
say you've been robbed of that un-
lucky stone. At least, that's what At-
kinson of National Protective reports.
All right, then. If crooks have taken
the Death Diamond, why should they
still want to harm you. Their logical
course would be to get as far away
as possible------- "

He shot the words at her rapidly
in a hard voice. Ann Deering pushed
away from him and her dark eyes
flashed. She exclaimed: “Why— why,
what do you mean?”

“l mean that you still have that
diamond. Here in the lining of your
dress! His fingers started to reach
beneath the open neck of the silk
material, touching warm skin. . . .

The door to the outer office opened
then and the young clerk’s head pop-
ped into view. She flushed slightly,
then announced, “Sorry, Mister Mc-
Carthy. But there’s someone here in-
sisting he must see Miss Deering.”

TIJcCARTHY was unprepared for

the next occurrence. A heavy
set man with battered ears and a flat
nose pushed the office girl into the
room. She tried to jump to one side,
but a second man caught her. This
arrival was tall, straight,’ wearing a
black suit. He had a long, funeral
looking face and dull eyes. He said
to his burly partner as he nodded
toward Ann Deering, “That's her,
Butch.”

Ann Deering clutched her breast
and exclaimed, “Thomas! You----—
Candid McCarthy went into instant
action.

For he had noticed the two men
carried guns.

The shapely office girl, breast quiv-
ering with excitement, had momen-
tarily prevented the men from cover-
ing Candid, blocking them as she
stepped through the doorway. In that
hair-breath of time, McCarthy had
leaped.

Now his fist had caught the fu-
nereal-looking one on the tip of the
jaw and sent him staggering a half
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dozen steps along the wall. The gun
bounced from the man’'s hand.

The burly, flat nosed thug swung
on Candid, clubbing his gat, cursing:
“Damn you, McCarthy. We heard
you were handlin’ this case. An’ you
ain’'t spoilin’ this set-up— I'll take
you apart.”

Crack!

Candid’s balled fist connected with
the bruiser’s jaw like cement plump-
ing into clay. He followed the blow
up with vicious rights, twisting the
gun from the thug's hands with his
own left. The man let out a bull roar,
got his head down into his thick
shoulders and came charging like a
huge ox.

Candid merely grinned, leaped
lithely aside and snapped a fast one
off the thug’'s nose. McCarthy’s build
was deceiving; he didn't look like
a big man, nor a small one. But be-
neath his neat-fitting suit there was
packed a hundred and seventy-five
pounds of fighting fury. He used it
now, calling out to the office girl,
“Keep clear, babe. This will only
take a moment.”

Candid had no time to get at a
gun; and his chief job was seeing
that the men did not scoop up those
he had knocked from their hands.
But the tall, gloomy faced one had
jumped toward Ann Deering. Candid
had one fleeting glimpse .of him rip-
ping at the front of Sbhlack silk
dress; one quick flash of white skin.

Then Ann Deering twisted away
from her assailant and raced toward
a partly open door across the room.
Candid knew this was a small wash-
room and lavatory. The girl’'s hand
swept toward her mouth as she ran.

He saw this action in one photo-
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graphic blink of his trained eyes;
then, the burly man was upon him
again. Deceivingly, drawing the man
in for a killing blow, Candid backed
toward the outer office doorway. One
more second now, and he would de-
liver the smashing hook that would
put the fellow to sleep for hours.
Now!

But McCarthy never finished the
swing. For he hadn’'t heard the foot-
step behind him. A third man had
entered and was swinging a black-
jack even as Candid’'s fist started
that knockout swing.

Elam!

It felt like a truck backing up
against his skull. It backed up, rolled
right over it and Candid was driven
down into oblivion. The last thing he
thought of was a dark-eyed, long-
limbed woman who wore cute rose
buds on her garters. He had intended
— until he learned that she was her-
self a thief— getting one of those
rose buds for a souvenir. . . .

I"ANDID woke up with a throb-

bing skull and the taste of raw
whisky in his mouth. He didn’t mind
the whisky.

He sat up, saw bright-eyed, efficient
E. W. Atkinson bending over him.
The boss of National Protective gave
a sigh of relief, started to cork the
pint of liquor. He said: “What the
devil’s going on here, Candid? |
return and find May in a faint; you
with your head looking like some-
one bounced a ball bat off it;

Candid got to his feet, shook his
head for a moment and took the
whisky bottle from his chiefs hand.
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He said: “Thanks. I might need more
of this.”

He looked around, saw the office
girl out cold on the divan. He ask-
ed: “Where is she?” and started to-
ward the washroom doorway.

Atkinson, dressed immaculately in
a dark business suit, sparse hair
slicked over a head that was almost
bald, followed. He asked, “Who? I
told you May must have fainted—"”

“No,” Candid put in. “1 mean Ann
Deering, the gal who says she was
robbed of a fifty-grand stone! She

was here, you know.”

Atkinson wailed, “Oh, my God!”

Candid peered into the small wash-
room, turned back to his employer
and spread out his hand. He an-
nounced: “She’s gonel!”

Again Atkinson groaned. Briefly,
Candid explained what had happen-
ed. Then he jumped toward the desk
phone and put in a call for his own
office. He took the pint whisky bottle
from his pocket, took a swig and set
it on the desk before him. While he
waited for his connection, he order-
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ed, “Now talk fast.” He glanced at
the still figure of the office girl.
“She’ll keep okay. The Deering dame
called one of the men who kidnaped
her ‘Thomas’. It's someone she
knows. I've seen the man before.”

Candid’s fist suddenly rapped the
desk-top. “And now | know that oth-
er mug. Flat nose; thick ears. He
was in that sedan with the gunmen.
I only had a fleeting look at him.
His name is Butcher Smith and he’s
a former small-time crook, supposed-
ly gone straight.”

McCarthy looked at Atkinson. The
insurance executive’'s bright eyes
were snapping. “The Deering girl
wasn't as wealthy as we thought,”
he stated. “ Just learned that late this
afternoon. She has three or four un-
cles. Two of them are named Thom-
as. One’'s a dentist; the other is
Thomas Moore, an undertaker here
on the outskirts of town-——

Candid cried, “Hold it! That's the
guy. Long, somber face and looks

like a corpse himself. I remember
him now. [-----—-- "
A sweet voice said “Hello?” in

the telephone receiver. It was Mabel.
Candid said, “Listen, Heart-throb,
look in the file and find out if we
have Butcher Smith’s last known ad-
dress. He’'s been out of the clink
about two years now. Find out, if
you can, who his companions are.”
Candid McCarthy kept one of the
most complete crime files of any
private sleuth in the business. His
camera-like eyes, his uncanny mem-
ory, gave him details for his files
that not even city police had.
Mabel did not leave the phone.
She kept right on talking, and it was
then he caught the tautness in her

sweet voice. She was saying: “Look,
Candid. There’s a man here. He want-
ed to see you. Says you're to lay
off the Ann Deering case— or else!”

Then, in a rapid-fire rush of words,
as though Mabel were shouting them
before whoever was with her could
stop her, she half screamed: “He’'s
Lefty Martin, Candid. Been working
for a man named Moore . . . under-
taker out on . . . Oh! . . ."”

The line went dead.

Candid came out of the chair, got
the operator on the line again, de-
manded a reconnection. In a mo-
ment, the operator reported that there
was no answer. Candid dropped the
phone, was halfway toward the hall
doorway before Atkinson got words
out of his mouth. “What— where—

McCarthy took the undertaker’s
address. “You call the cops and get
them out there in about half an hour,
Atkinson. Give me a start on this
first. They've got my partner and
your client, Ann Deering. This isn't
only insurance swindling— it's mur-
der!” He went out.

~E N minutes later, Candid’'s bat-

tered roadster had wheeled him
to the edge of town, to the road where
Moore’s undertaking parlor was lo-
cated.

He had tried his office again and
received no answer. He knew that
a fast trip there would he useless.
The man named “Lefty” Martin, who
had been covering Mabel when she
received her partner’'s call, would
have long since gotten her out of
there. Mentioning that crook’s name,
and the place where he was supposed
to work, was as good as signhing her
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own death warrant. But Candid had
a hunch the crook would take her
back to the hangout, which McCar-
thy now knew was the undertaking
parlor.

Yet, to be certain, he called a pri-
vate detective friend and asked him
to investigate any trouble at his of-
fice.

A fraction of a mile away from
the establishment, Candid parked his
car in a tree-shadowed side road and
went forward in gloom. It had been
dark for an hour now. He was thank-
ful for that.

He reached a high wire fence bor-
dering the gloomy-looking grounds.
He found a broken spot in the wire,
crawled through on his belly and
stalked toward a darkened house
carefully. He saw a gravel driveway
and garages in the rear. But no sign
of anyone about the place.

He circled the house twice and
then he saw the slanting basement
doors, almost concealed by shrubs.
He raised one of the doors carefully,
noting that the hinges were oiled and
that it did not squeak. Then he heard
the faint voices. Men were talking
somewhere there in the basement.

Candid let himself in, found a
hallway. The place was built off into
a series of rooms. The voices came
from one at the end of the hallway
through which he was feeling his
way. A thin blade of light angled
from beneath a door.

He heard a man speaking. It was
the voice of Ann Deering’s uncle,
the undertaker Moore, and it was
as somber as his long expressionless
face: “She swallowed that diamond.
Got some wax from her purse around
it before 1| could get into that wash-

room, and swallowed it. You know
what we have to do, don’'t you?”

There was a guttural reply and
Candid’s heart stopped for a second.
That remark—you know what we
have to dol

H EDREW his gun, slammed open
the door and went into the room
fast. He drew up with a jerk three
steps inside the laboratory-like place.
Photographic eyes took in new cas-
kets about the room, the three hard-
faced men standing close beside
Thomas Moore. But it was the form
of the beautiful girl at their feet that
froze Candid McCarthy’s blood. She
had been stripped almost naked. She
was even lovelier than he had ima-
gined. But now there was a mar to
that beauty. A knife bad been
plunged through the girl's breast.

Candid cursed. “You damn lousy
swine— —"”

Moore held up his hand. He said
icily, “Think before you pull that
trigger, McCarthy. There's some-
thing you might like to know. What
in heltre you waiting for, Butcher?”

Too late, Candid knew the ruse of
the man’s words. Butcher Smith had
been behind that hall door which
he had just flung open. Candid start-
ed to whirl, and the bruiser's fist
caught him behind the ear.

He went to his knees, his gun fly-
ing across the room. He started to
his feet and a heavy foot slammed
him back to his face against the
cement floor. The other thugs jump-
ed forward and in a moment power-
ful arms were holding the wiry dick.

Just then the hall door opened
again and a thin, ratty-looking man
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bounced into the room. He stared
around, saw Candid, then Moore, the
undertaker.

He half shouted, “ This guy’s part-
ner, chief!l The dame you sent me
to see! She hadda blackjack in her
desk and bounced it off my skull.
She got away------- "

Moore's long face twisted with
rage. But suddenly it tightened and
he held up his hand. “Listen!”

A truck was rumbling into the
driveway beside the house. The man
who had just entered explained: “A
load of caskets, chief. | passed the
truck on the way out------- "

“All right,” Moore cut in. “Into
one of these caskets with him.” He
glared at the private sleuth. *“One
move out of you, fella, and a dozen
slugs go through this box. This truck
driver ain’t going to suspect a thing.”

Candid was dumped into one of
the empty caskets. He knew that at
least four guns were trained on him
as someone went to meet the driver
with the shipment of new caskets.

It was hot, stifling, in the silk-lined
casket. Just being in it sent a creepy
chill through McCarthy. He thought
of his lovely assistant, Mabel. Where
was she?

He heard the caskets being carried
in and the men talking carelessly.
And all the time he knew that they
were still covering him from the out-
side, probably under cover of coat
pockets.

After awhile, he heard a door
close. There was a moment of silence,
then the casket lid opened. Perspir-
ing, gasping in fresh air, Candid
sat up and stared at the menacing
gats. Then at the spot where he had
last seen Ann Deering’s shapely

form. It was gone. But he saw some-
thing else too, and he knew he had
to hold their attention on himself.

He said tensely to the men around
him, “I1 figure it now. She was al-
most broke and got the smart idea
of insuring that stone and then hav-
ing it stolen.”

He glared at the tall Moore. “You
were in on the deal, only she de-
cided to keep all the insurance for
herself. She called me in for a body-
guard— knowing that you mugs
wouldn't let her get away with it so
easy.”

Moore laughed harshly. “And be-
cause you're such a smart guy you
die! How do you like that, snoop?”

Candid kept looking at the leader
calmly. But eyes that saw every-
thing saw something else. None knew
that Candid was taking in something
beyond and behind them. He kept
talking, stalling for time.

~"H AT McCarthy saw was a pile

of new caskets. One on the floor
was a heavy, zinc casket for special
contagious cases. The cover of this
one was opening slowly. It went up
a trifle, then lowered again. What-
ever was pushing it from inside was
finding the lid heavy. Tien Candid
saw the gun muzzle protruding over
the edge of the casket. He yelled:
“Let 'em have it, copper!” But he
knew it was no cop.

Candid ducked down as the blast
of gunfire racketed across the room.
And he listened happily to some-
thing else— prowl car sirens scream-
ing into the near-by driveway— and
a moment later to the thud of racing
feet.

It was Butcher Smith who scream-
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ed: “Cops. Stop 'em!” He led his
partners in a race toward the door
to the hallway. Then hell broke loose.

The crooks went out into the hall-
way, firing blindly, cursing, trying
to block the entrance of the city
police. But in a moment Candid
heard the yammer of a riot gun, then
choking coughs from the killers who
had raced out to meet the coppers.
Tear gas!

Candid slipped out of the casket
and went across the intervening space
to the new zinc casket whose lid had
been pushed up. It had slammed
closed now, trapping a smoking gun
muzzle beneath its edge. Tear gas
was already floating into the room
and the crooks were backing in away
from it.

Candid threw up the heavy lid, had
one quick glance of his partner Ma-
bel’'s sweet shape huddled in the cof-
fin— and then he was inside with her.
He exclaimed: “Darling, you hurt?”

Wedged against him like a boxed
sardine, his partner said shakily,
“No. | bribed that truck driver to let
me ride in here in this zinc-lined
Pullman. Hold me tight, partner, I'm
scared stiff!”

Candid wriggled around, managed
to get an arm around her. Squeez-
ing her to him, he said, “Don’t talk,
babe. Tear gas outside. Hold youi
breath as much as you can. Listen!”

Gunfire was smashing around out-
side the protective casket. There were
groans, curses, then an abrupt si-
lence. A heavy, authoritative voice
started snapping orders.

CANDID raised the coffin lid and
grinned out at a dozen blue-coat-
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ed figures. He recognized a sergeant
and said, grinning, “Fancy meeting
you here, Murphy.”

Briefly, he told about the crooks’
racket and the murdered Ann Deer-
ing.

The sergeant said he had got the
rest from Candid’s employer, when
Atkinson had called in asking for
cooperation. He gawked at Mabel,
wedged beside McCarthy. His sharp
eyes said louder than words that
this was a bit of blue-eyed, blonde
loveliness that was prettier than any-
thing he had ever seen.

The sergeant was explaining, “ The
rest of the boys are loading the mugs
that ain't dead into the cars out-
side— —"”

He looked around as a shout of
dismay came from across the room.
A casket lid had been lifted, and the
corpse of Ann Deering was revealed.
Candid, still sitting up in the casket
beside his partner, said, “ She’s worth
fifty grand, serge. Swallowed a spark-
ler worth that. We'll have to have an
autopsy.”

The other cops crowded around,
gasping at the beauty of that gor-
geous figure so still in death. But
Candid, left alone for the moment,
turned to his partner and grinned.
His fingers drew together her pow-
der-blue blouse where it was pulled
open at the neck. His fingers touched
the warmth of her flesh and a thrill
ran through him. He tried to get
straightened out in the cramped quar-
ters. He said:

“Partner, you look pretty as hell
in a casket! But------- "

“It's a little too comfortable!”
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TAN VALLEE crouched in his
darkened room and peered with
lively curiosity beneath the low-

ered blind. It was the third night in
a row he bad crouched there, trying
to figure out why Parkhurst Winter,
the tightest multimillionaire in New
York, should hire him, the highest-
priced private detective on Broad-
way, just to watch a pretty girl un-
dress for the night— especially since
Winter was himself reputedly en-
thusiastic about such fascinating
sights.

Not that Vallee didn't find the
work interesting! Vera Selden, whose
shapely silhouette was sharply visible
against the drawn shade of the win-
dow across the court, was perhaps
the most interesting redhead he knew
about. Well-behaved, too, even
though she was one of the big town’s
first string glamour girls, with a star-
ring spot in the swankiest show of
the season. Neither scandal nor idle
gossip had yet connected her with
any man other than Winter.

“1I'm afraid something might hap-
pen to her,” Winter had told Vallee
—and the detective hadn’t believed
him for a second. Winter might be
jealous, although apparently he had
no grounds for jealousy, but he would
never be afraid of anything that
might happen to someone else. He
was that kind of guy.

Even in silhouette Vera Selden was
easy to look at, Vallee assured him-
self, marking the steps of the dis-
robing process. Muscles rippled
lithely as the knees were lifted,
one after the other, so that shadow-
hands could strip off the filmy stock-
ings.

B lJI-at that moment, another shad-

ow fell vaguely across the win-
dow and grew clearer, coming into
focus between the lamp and the blind.
Vallee exhaled smoke gustily and
swore under his breath. It was the
shadow of a man, tall and gaunt—
not Parkhurst Winter, who was stocky
and flabby. And evidently he was
no unwelcome visitor, for her shad-
ow held out slender arms to him
and they strained together.

The detective was startled and a
little hurt. He'd taken the trouble
to check on Vera's reputation and
had decided he admired her a lot—
not just because she was pretty, but
because she had seemed to he clean
and decent. And now, when she was
supposed to be Winter's girl, she was
willingly nestling in another man’s
arms!

Of course, it might be love. Vallee
always made allowances for acci-
dents of that kind, because he ap-
proved of love, even while he shun-
ned it. . . .

When two persons see the same woman being killed
in two different rooms at the same time, there has
to be an answer. Stan's only error was that he forgot
that some women can be trusted only so far
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Certainly there was emotion in the
fervent embrace. Vallee could almost
see the girl’s body stiffen as it press-
ed close to the man. Their mouths
met and clung. It was more than
mere friendship, all right-------

Then one of the man’s arms moved
outward behind the girl’s back and
a different kind of thrill zipped along
Vallee's spine. For the man’s hand
held a thin, pointed object that could
not be anything else than a long
knife, and it was poised for a killing
thrust.

Vallee wanted to cry a warning,
hut there wasn't time. Before he could
get his mouth open the hand tighten-
ed against the girl's back and the
shadow of the blade disappeared—
to the hilt!

The girl’s shadow jerked convul-
sively and shuddered. It swayed
backward, away from the man. He
eased its fall with one arm and turn-
ed away from the window. The light
behind the shade went out.

Pausing only long enough to snatch
his automatic from the drawer of
the dresser, Vallee darted out of the
apartment and along the hallway,
spurred by white-hot rage at the bru-
tality of the thing.

AT THE far side of the court the

knob on the door of Vera Sel-
den’s apartment would not turn, but
it rattled loudly in his grip. He added
to the racket by battering the toes
of his glistening oxfords against the
lower panel of the door and holding
his thumb against the bell-push.
When a full minute of this brought
no response, he stepped back, in-
tending to pound his shoulder against
the door until it burst.
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As he poised for the initial lunge,
a soft voice inside the apartment call-
ed: “Who is it?”

Vallee choked on profane words.
He yelled: “Open it up or I'll shoot
off the lock!” He reached into his
coat pocket for his automatic.

The lock clicked and the door
opened just far enough for an oval
face, set with anxious dark eyes and
topped by smooth raven hair, to peer
out. It was the face of Stella, the
maid, with whom Vallee had already
struck up a nodding acquaintance.
She said: “Mr. Vallee! Have you
been drinking?”

H E DIDN'T wait to discuss that.

He shoved the door back so
abruptly that its edge struck the maid
and threw her off balance. She cried:
“Oh!” staggered back into a chair
and sat down so rapidly that her
legs flew up and he had a brief
glimse of creamy flesh above silk
stocking tops. Just a glimpse— and
then he dashed for the door to the
bedroom, where the shadow-drama
had taken place. He found the light
switch, snapped it and stared at the
bed with its frilly spread, the dress-
ing table with its triple mirrors, the
unlittered carpet. There was no
corpse in the bedroom, no sign of
blood or struggle, no trace of the
clothing the girl had removed— noth-
ing at all to prove the reality of what
he had seen. He looked into the two
closets of the chamber, but they con-
tained only coats and gowns, hat box-
es and dozens of pairs of shoes and
slippers on shelves. He opened the
connecting door to the bathroom and
found it innocently tidy.
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Stella had followed him, her
brown eyes wide and questioning.

“Where’'s Vera— Miss Selden?”
Vallee demanded.

“ She went out about an hour ago,”
the girl said promptly. “To one of the
other apartments, | guess. She didn't
take a hat or coat.”

“Who was in here just now?”

Stella looked blank. “Nobody. I
was in my own room, reading, when
you came in. No one else has been
here.”

“You're lying! I was watching out
of my window and saw shadows on
this curtain. There were two persons
— a man and a woman.”

“You must have been watching
some other window.”

He lifted the shade and looked out.

The window of his own apartment
was directly opposite. There had been
no mistake.

The thick nap of the rug under the
window was spotless. There were not
even the scuffed marks one would
expect to find if a person had stood
there recently— the kind of marks
his own feet and Stella’s were mak-
ing, that would last ten or fifteen
minutes, until the elasticity of the
fabric eliminated them. And vyet it
did not seem possible that a man
could have stabbed a woman and
left no trace at all.

Of course, be might have held a
cloth ready to staunch the flow of
blood. He might have carried his
limp victim from the place. But how
could a man carry a dead woman
through corridors and in stairways
or elevators in a fashionable apart-
ment house without discovery?

If anyone knew the answer, it
would be this self-possessed little
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maid. Vallee regarded her specula-
tively. He was young and tall and
not bad-looking, and if he gave her

a play ...

!1JE GRINNED experimentally. “ At

least,” he said, “there’s no one
here to bother us. It’s nice to see you
alone.”

She wrinkled her uptilted nose.
“A lot of men want to see me alone
—when they're drinking,” she re-
plied. “But it isn't flattering when
they’ve had so much they begin see-
ing things and smashing doors.”

Vallee went close to her and
breathed in her face. “Not a drop,”
he said. He put his hands on her
shoulders, let them slide to her trim
waist. He added: “You're easy to
look at.”

She gave a little twisting wriggle,
as though making an effort to shake
off his hands— a decidedly half-
hearted effort, which only worked her
warm figure closer against him. “Do
you say that many times a day?”
she asked archly.

“Only when I mean it.” Without
moving his hands he drew her closer
to him. He hadn't been sure how
much coaxing she might need, but
already there were warm lights hack
of her eyes and a trace of eagerness
in her feigned reluctance. He sank
into the chair she had stumbled
against and drew her into his lap;
he put his arms around her shoul-
ders. “I've often seen you through
the window,” he said.

“1f I'd known you were a Peep-
ing Tom— —!” She did not finish,
but a warm flush crept into her face.
He tightened his arm around her
shoulders and let his eyes drop to
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the curves of her deliciously modeled
figure, to the neckline of her costume.

She said: “Oh!” again, much as
she had said it when the door struck
her. She presented carmine lips, vel-
vet-soft and moist. He crushed them
furiously in an avid kiss that made
his own breath catch and his blood
race. They were both gasping when
their mouths parted.

The hammering of Vallee’'s pulse
shook him from head to toe. The
scorching anger had vanished from
his brain and he seemed to be lost
in a pink, steamy mist that clouded
his reason. He had forgotten that he
came in quest of information; he was
aware only of the moist sweetness of
this girl’s urgent lips, of the yielding
pliancy of her eager young form.. ..

JpURELY by chance, he glanced to-

ward the window. Beneath the
shade he had lifted he could see the
window of his own bedroom. Sud-
denly the emotions aroused by Stella
vanished.

His own apartment had been un-
lighted, so that his interest in things
outside would not be suspected. When
he had dashed out in quest of a
corpse and a murderer, he had not
switched on any lights.

Yet now the window was brilliant!

Heedless of Stella’s astonished
guestions, he leaped to his feet, hardly
paused to keep her from tumbling
to the floor. A second time he ran
at top speed through the corridors.
He flung open his own door and
stepped into a glare of lamps, in the
living room and the bedroom, the
door of which was ajar.

An ugly voice growled: *Reach
high, Vallee!” The voice came from

O/m detective

behind a .38 calibre Police Special,
whose black muzzle was focused sick-
eningly on the pit of his stomach. The
fist that held the gun was attached
to Sergeant Jack Schwartz of the
Broadway Squad, whom Vallee had
once punched in the nose; and
Schwartz’'s beefy, blue-jowled face
was grimly challenging, as though
he hoped Vallee would be crazy
enough to ignore the command.

Back of Schwartz, grinning bleak-
ly, stood Pete Eichert, private dick—
the one person on earth who hated
Vallee more than Schwartz did. Ei-
cherfs close-set eyes glittered with
malicious triumph and his right hand
hovered near the lapel of his coat.

Vallee was suddenly madder than
he ever had been in his life, but he
had sense enough to raise his arms,
just the same. He glared at the pair
of them. “What's the joke?” he rasp-
ed.

Eichert answered, drawling each
word with leisurely mockery. “It's
on you this time. You're pinched for
murdering Vera Selden!”

Eichert stepped aside then and
glanced out of the corner of his eyes
into the bedroom. Vallee edged to a
point where he could see through
the doorway, taking care to give
Schwartz no excuse to start throwing
lead. His eyes took in the bed, the
shaded window, and a corner of the
dresser with the half-consumed ciga-
rette he had tossed into the tray still
smouldering. Then he saw what lay
on the floor and a queer prickling
started in his scalp and spread along
his spine.

(SOMEBODY had murdered Vera
Selden, beyond a doubt. She lay
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on her face across the carpet, her wavy
red hair spread fanwise about her
head, her statuesque body crumpled.

A thin stream of crimson had crept
down her back and formed a glisten-
ing puddle just above her hips, slop-
ping over onto the floor. The source
of the stream was at the hilt of a

slender brass paper knife that had
been driven deep between her white
shoulder blades.

. Yallee felt the blood drain from
his face, leaving the skin tight-stretch-
ed over his cheekbones. His mouth
was suddenly dry. He knew a frame
when he saw it, and he knew Eichert’s
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reputation as a builder of frames.
He wondered whether they'd railroad
him straight to the chair or give him
a chance to buy his way out.

He said, his lips stiff: “All right.
What's the story?”

“As if you didn't know!” Eichert
scoffed. “ Ever since you moved here,
Winter suspected Vera was doubling
with you. He hired me to watch from
the apartment across the court, one
floor up. She came here half an hour
ago. You had the shades down, but
your shadows were plain. She stood
in front of the window and put on
a strip-tease act. You stabbed her
when she wasn't expecting it.”

Vallee’s brain was groggy. He
could feel the net tightening, but he
couldn’t see the strings that operated
it. Until he could grasp the whole
picture, he had to fight in the dark.
He said wearily: “Put your gun
away, Schwartz. Mine’s in my pocket.
I'm getting tired.”

Schwartz appropriated Vallee's
automatic. He grunted: “All right—
put 'em down. But I'll blast you if
you get funny.”

“To hell with you!” Vallee growl-
ed. “ 1 suppose you've got a gallery of
witnesses, Eichert?”

“One,” Eichert replied. “Me. That
ought to be enough, with the evi-
dence that's here.”

“Call Winter,” said Vallee. “I
want to see that double-crossing rat.
There’'s a flaw in your dirty case
somewhere, and I'll find it.”

“1 called him right after I phoned
Schwartz. He’ll be down.”

“And while we're waiting,”
Schwartz put in, “you might as well
tell us why you bumped her, Vallee.
You can't bluff your way out. What
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did you have against her? Why did
you pull a dirty trick like that?”

“Keep it up,” promised Vallee,
red anger getting the better of his
caution, “and I'll bust your nose
again, gun or no gun! | didn’t do it.
I saw exactly the same thing Eichert
says he saw—a man stab a woman
against the window blind. Only I
saw it in Vera’'s window, across the
court. “So | went over there and
found nothing and came back.”

“And | suppose,” the sergeant
sneered, “you want us to believe she
was killed over there and carried here
while you were out!”

“It could have been done. The
court is enclosed, and corridors run
on all sides of it. While | was going
one way, the killer could be bringing
her here the other way. Nobody
would be watching this late.”

“That won't do. Take a look at the
body. Nobody set that stage. There's
a wound on her arm where she fell
against that hook that holds the cur-
tains back, and there’'s blood and skin
on the hook. Only three drops came
from that little cut on her temple,
and all of them fell on the carpet.
The blood on her back isn't slopped
any, and most of it would have come
out the same minute she was stab-
bed.”

myALLEE went into the bedroom

and looked down at the body. It
was a damned shame a girl like Vera
had to go out that way, he thought,
noting the intriguing curves of her
sleek shoulders, hack, and hips. Even
in death she was beautiful.

Schwartz was right about the blood
and skin on the curtain hook. The
girl had been killed in that room,
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assuredly. And it was funny about
the wound on her temple; it was a
double puncture of the skin. He
couldn’t see any object she might
have struck in falling that would
cause such an injury. . . .

Eichert called: “Here’s the maid.
Maybe she can tell something. Where
did your boss go tonight, baby?”

Stella’s wide innocent eyes looked
at all of them. She got a glimpse of
the pitiful body and gave a short,
choked scream. Getting her breath,
she stammered: “Miss Selden went
out about an hour ago. She didn’'t
say where she was going, but |
thought she might have come here.
She liked Mr. Vallee”

“You know damned well she never
knew me!” Vallee accused.

She flashed him a vengeful look.
She continued: “A little later Mr.
Vallee started pounding at our door.
I let him in and he acted drunk. He
— he tried to make love to me!”

“Romeo Valle e!” Schwartz
chortled. “Thought you could make
hex fall for you, too, so she wouldn’'t
tell anything. Then all you'd have to
do would be to get rid of the corpse!’

Vallee’s lip curled. “You little
louse!” he said to Stella.

A short, bulky form filled the door-
way. Parkhurst Winter came into tire
apartment He wore dinner clothes
without hat or topcoat. Pale, ice-cold
eyes were set in his moon-shaped
face. He raised a pudgy hand to ad-
just the diamond in his shirt front
and an ostentatious ring glittered—
a heavy ring set with a huge emerald,
balefully green as the eyes of Satan,
and a huge ruby, red as new blood.

“Where did you come from so
quickly?” Vallee demanded.
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“From Vera's apartment,” Eichert
replied for Winter. “He told me he
was going there for a showdown with
Vera, and when | saw you Kill her, |
phoned there. | left a message with
the maid.”

'WT'INTER ignored them all. He

stepped to the door of the bed-
room and looked coldly at the dead
girl. He looked at her a long time,
and when he faced the others again
his face was not altered.

“I1f she had to cheat,” he com-
mented, staring hard at Vallee, “she
should have had better sense than
to pick a killer.”

Vallee felt all his muscles go rigid.
He would have liked to cram Win-
ter's costly jewels down his gullet—
the icy diamonds, the emeralds that
were the color of jealousy, the rubies
that were the color of blood. The
fiery ring with its twin stones held
his gaze, fascinated him.

“You're a filthy rat, Winter,” he
said. “You're back of this. You want-
ed to get rid of Vera and you hired
me to watch her just so I'd be on
hand. You murdered her and framed

Winter’s sneer was slow and elab-
orate. He drawled: “Vallee, you’'ve
been seeing too many movies------- "

Something snapped in Vallee's
brain. Like a panther springing, he
hurled himself at the fat man. His
knuckles smashed against Winter's
flabby jaw and he knew a fierce ela-
tion.

Schwartz went for his gun with a
grunt of pleasure and had the sights
on a line with Vallee's diaphragm
when Winter stumbled against him.
The gun roared and spat flame, but
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Eichert got the lead. He screamed
and grabbed a shattered right wrist.
Vallee made the doorway safely.
Stella stood in his path and he felt
a satisfying jolt as he crashed into
her soft form. She went down, claw-
ing at the air, legs waving wildly.
For the moment silk-sheathed legs
were her most obvious features.

Then Vallee was in the corridor,
rounding the corner, bound once
more for the apartment that had been
Vera Selden’s, certain the answer to
this most tragic of mysteries could
be found there.

This time Vallee had to use his
shoulder. His hundred and eighty
pounds thudded against the door
three times before the bolt splintered
away from the frame. He dashed to
the bedroom and paused while his
eyes traced an imaginary line that
would reach from the center of his
bedroom window to the center of the
shade before him. A continuation of
that line would strike the upper part
of one of the clothes closets.

He opened the closet and flung
aside expensive gowns. Behind them
a shelf was piled with hat boxes. One
of them had a hole the size of a man’s
fist punched in the side. He grabbed
it, withdrew a small object of heavy
metal and glass.

He whirled to face Sergeant
Schwartz. The big cop’s face was
splotched with angry purple. His re-
volver swung to cover Vallee. The
private operative saw the look in
the cop’s eyes and knew Schwartz
wasn't going to give him a chance
to put his hands up this time.

TLTE DREW back his arm and threw
the metal object at the sergeant.
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As it left his hand, the gun belched
flame. The bullet hit Vallee’'s side
like a gigantic fist, knocking the
breath out of his lungs, spinning him
half around. Agony streaked along
his ribs.

But the heavy machine caught
Schwartz on the forehead, and
Schwartz reeled backward and fell,
out cold.

Stella had come into the room.
She started to flee, but Vallee's flam-
ing glance seemed to bum all the
strength oat of her. She cowered back
into a comer, trembling, as he stag-
gered toward her.

“Talk fast!” he snarled. “1 know
the answers now, so don't lie!”

“It was Winter!” she moaned. “He
kept after me till 1 said I'd help him.
He said he’d buy me pretty clothes
and get me an apartment as nice as
this. All | had to do was get you
here and keep you for a while, so
he could take Vera to your place
and stab her. He was going to bide
afterward in the janitor’s closet in
the hallway.”

“What did he have against her?”

“He’'d promised to marry her. She
wasn't like most girls— he couldn’t
buy her off. She had letters and
things, and was going to make trou-
ble for him. It made him furious.”

“And you—you worked that ma-
chine?”

She nodded.
swear it!”

Vallee glimpsed Eichert slinking
away from the door. The rat had been
listening, had got the drift of things
and was checking out. Vallee would
have chased him, but his wound was
throbbing horribly. He sank giddily
into a chair.

“That's all 1 did. 1
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Stella came over to him. She sat on
the arm of the chair. One of her
shapely knees was cocked up and the
skirt slid back from it, haring a glim-
mer of ivory thigh above sheer silk.
“1f 1 was real nice to you, would
you tell on me?” she coaxed.

Yallee laughed harshly. He was
thinking of the poor kid across the
court with a knife in her back—re-
flecting that it would be far better if
the law reserved other things than
the electric chair for men like Win-
ter. Things like the rack, or a caul-
dron of boiling oil.

111 was mildly surprised to see

Winter appear at that moment
in the doorway, his face twisted with
rage, his hands in the air. Behind
Winter came Eichert, his left hand
holding an automatic, while his right
bung limply at his side, wrapped in
a bloody handkerchief.

“1 overheard Stella spilling the
truth,” Eichert said. “1 could enjoy
seeing you in a tight spot, but I'll be
damned if I'll see you railroaded
for a murder you didn't do. | went
back to grab Winter when he came
up for air after your punch. What
do | care if it does cost me my fee?”

Vallee said: “My God, Eichert—
I'd have sworn you were in it!”

“Not murder. A guy’s got to draw
the line somewhere.”

Schwartz stirred on the carpet. A
groan came from his thick lips and
he sat up slowly rubbing his head.
<What hit me?” he asked.

“Only the evidence,” Yallee told
him. “1 socked you with the movie
projector Stella used to throw sil-
houettes on my window. Eichert saw
them and was taken in.
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“By the time Eichert phoned the
precinct station down the street,
where you hang out, the whole busi-
ness was finished. Winter would deny
hiring me and | wouldn’'t have any
alibi. All he had to do was wait in
the janitor’s closet till he heard me
go back through the corridor, then
pretend he'd just come in to see
Vera.”

Schwartz glowered at him. “You
socked me twice,” he rumbled, “And
I only shot you once. | ought to have
your license taken up, but I'll forget
about that if you’ll tell me how you
did it, so | can take the credit.”

“Credit, hell!” Vallee snorted.
“You'll be lucky if I don't have you
kicked off the force for shooting me
after all the rest of your dumbness.
The clues were right under your nose.
That funny wound on Vera's temple
was made with that big ring Winter
is wearing— the one with the emerald
and the ruby. If you'll look at it
closely, like 1 did, you'll see blood-
stains on the setting. He slugged
Vera before he stabbed her—the
louse!

“As for the shadows— Winter sup-
plied the tip-off to them. He told me
I'd been seeing too many movies, and
the word clicked. A movie-projector
was the only thing that could put
on that show, short of two actual
people. And it was easy to see where
it must have been placed to hit both
windows. ...

“Winter will bum, and you can’t
collect from a dead man. I'll spend
a week in the hospital on account of
your damned bullet.” He sighed, and
then he grinned. “But that sure was
a sweet sock | gave you with the pro-
jector—wasn’t it, Schwartzie?”
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ANDRY stroked his mustache
D and looked at me through his

pince-nez. He said: “I
owe you anything, Roper.
damned thing.”

The library of his suburban man-
sion matched his own pompous man-
ner and his well-fed girth. |1 hated
him for the fire that burned on his
hearth when | didn't even own a
second-hand overcoat to keep me
warm. | hated him for his stuffed
belly when mine gnawed with empti-
ness. And most of all I hated him
for what he’d done to me.

“You owe me five lost years out
of my life,” | told him. “Five years
of hell that might have been more
if 1 hadn’t earned a parole for good
behavior. And you owe me Betty. Not
that I want her, after you've married
her. . ..”

He shrugged his fat shoulders.
“You stole,” he taunted me. “You
looted the company and sent it into
bankruptcy. Don’'t come whining to
me because you had to pay the piper.
As for Betty------- 5

I bit back the anger that swelled
in my throat. “You’'re the one that
did the looting,” | said. “1 was in-
nocent, and you framed me.” | was
a fool to fling that at him. It would
not get me anywhere. But hunger
will make a man do crazy things.

don't
Not a

I went on: “ I'm not asking charity.
And IIm not trying to shake you
down. | haven’'t got a shred of evi-
dence to blackmail you with.”

“Otherwise you'd do it, | sup-
pose?” he sneered.

I let that pass. “All 1 want is a
stake. I'll pay it back when | get on

my feet. From the looks of your
house, you’d never miss a couple hun-
dred dollars.”

“And why should | stake a rail-
bird?”

“Because we were partners and
you sent me to prison on a phony
rap. And because you made Betty
divorce me so you could marry her.”

He said: “What happens if | turn
you down, Roper?”

I guess | wasn't quite sane. “Then
I'll kill you, steal what I need, and
to hell with the consequences,” 1 told
him.

He stood up quickly, as if alarm-
ed. “That won’'t be necessary. If 1
give you five hundred, will you leave
town and not come back?”

I said: “Yes. Cash. No checks.”

JOANDRY walked out of the room.

He was gone about three min-
utes. | didn’t suspect a double-cross
until it was too late to do anything
about it. He came back with a .32
in his pudgy fist. He left to get the

Sending his partner to prison on a phoney rap and then
marrying his partner's wife wasn't enough for Dandry.
Above everything else, he had dreams of wealth that
closed his mind to any qualms of conscience or decency
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gun, not money. He pointed it at me
and snarled: “Now get out, damn
you, before | forget myself and give
you what's coming to you.”

I should have known he'd pull
something like that. Lice don’t change
in five years or five centuries. If |
made a move toward him, he’'d shoot
me dead and tell the cops it had
been self-defense. And he'd get away
with it.

| said: “Okay, Dandry. You hold
all the aces just now. But look out.
Some day you'll be on the other end

of that gun.” I went out of the room
and out of the house.

There was snow on the ground, it
was four miles back downtown to my
three-dollar-a-week bedroom, and my
shoes were thin. Well, so what? |
was getting used to tough breaks.
Maybe my luck would change some
day. Maybe Fd be riding instead of
walking.

1 rode sooner than | expected.

'mJ'WO blocks from Dandry’s house
a maroon sedan pulled up to the
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curb alongside me. A voice said:
“Get in, Terry. I'll take you where-
ever you're going.”

It was Betty. Dandry’'s wife. My
wife, once upon a time.

If I hadn’t been so cold, Fd have
told her to go to hell. But the wind
was as sharp as razor blades through
my threadbare hand-me-downs, and
that sedan looked inviting. So did
Betty.

I got in.

She was wearing a fur coat. An
expensive one. Her sleek, tapered
legs stretched to the foot-pedals. They
gleamed silkily in the dashboard
glow. Her soft contralto poured over
me like warm liquid. “Hello, Terry.
I— | heard everything. And | had to
follow you— help you------- "1 saw
the up-and-down stirring of her pout-
ing bosom under the fur coat.

Again | was a fool. 1 remembered
the sweet, clinging softness of her
in the old days, when she’'d belonged
to me. And the sudden starved feel-
ing in my heart wasn’t food-hunger.
That should have warned me, but it
didn't.

I let her go up with me to my
room.

She slipped out of her coat and
said: “Well, Terry . . ?”

Her crimson lips were moist with
promise. So were her blue eyes. Her
frock was cut low at the neck-line.
I could glimpse gleaming skin, softly
curved, white and enticing. Her
whole length swayed ever so slightly.

“Afraid of me, Terry?” she purr-
ed when | made no move toward her.

I said: “I'm not your husband
now. Dandry is.”

“To my regret,” she came back
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with soft bitterness. “ If only we could
turn back the calendar------- I”

“You mean you're dissatisfied with
your bargain?”

“He beats me. Cruelly,” she said.
“Oh, Terry ... Terry . . . I've been
so wrong. . . !”

She came close to me. | put my
arms around her. |1 couldn’t help do-
ing it

She strained against me.

I lost my head. I know it was
wrong but | kissed her.

My hands tingled on well-remem-
bered curves. Little ripples of sen-
sation seemed to course through her.
She parted her lips on my mouth.

Tire fragrance of her wheat-yellow
hair made me dizzy and drunken.
Madness filled me with a throbbing
ache. Longingly she panted: “You do
love me, Terry! | know you still
love me!”

“Yes, God help me. | do.

“Well, then------- ?”

I swept her off her feet and cradled
her in my arms. For a while | was
in a fool's paradise. . . .

EATER | said: “Leave him. We'll
go away together. We'll get a
fresh start and forget the past.”

She wriggled her frock straighter
on her shoulders and smoothed its
massed creases. “But we can’'t do it
without money, Terry darling.”

“I'll make money.”

“N-no, Terry. There’s a much bet-
ter way. A way that'll give us revenge
for what we’'ve both suffered.”

“How do you mean?” | asked her.

“l— 1 can’t tell you now. I've got
to get home before he finds out I'm
gone and starts raising hell. He might
take a notion to use his fists on me.”
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“1'd kill him if he tried it”

She grabbed my arms. “You must-
n't even think such things . . . I'll
be seeing you again, Terry. Soon.
You won’'t leave here, will you?
Promise me?”

“They’ll be kicking me out unless
I pay my rent,” | said glumly. “It's
two days overdue and you don't rate
much consideration in a dump like
this. You pay up or you vacate.”

She opened her beaded purse, fish-
ed out a ten-spot and handed it to me.
“This will tide you over, won't it?
I'll bring you more, later.” She Kiss-
ed me and left me before | could
put up an argument.

HTHE next night she came back
' again. She said: “Everything's all
set, Terry.”

“Set?”

“He’s left town on a business trip.
He'll be gone at least a month. I've
got my grips all packed.” Her voice
seemed strained, almost calculating.

“Well?” 1 said.

“You're coming home with me.
Now.”

“What for?”

“There’s ten thousand dollars in
currency in his wall safe. He's been
looting his new company, just as he
did when you were his partner. |
know the combination to the safe.
We’'ll take the money and run away
together------- "

A vague suspicion stirred in the
depths of my mind. “If I'm caught,
I'll go back to prison,” | said.

“You won't be caught. I promise
you that. Nobody’s home tonight ex-
cept the butler.”

I still didn't like it.

She slid her dress

| said so.
low over her
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shoulders. There were bruises on her
upper arms. “Aren’t you willing to
run a little risk to take me away
from th-things like this?” she whim-
pered.

I was a sucker. | kissed the black-
and-blue marks. Then 1 Kkissed her
throbbing throat and her wet red
lips. Fool's paradise again! | was
starved for the miracle of her love. ..

Afterward we drove out to her
place. A butler let us in. He was fat
and pompous, like Dandry; maybe
even more so. | hadn’'t seen him on

my previous visit. In fact, | hadn't
seen any servants at all.
Betty dismissed the lackey. “I

won’t be needing you any more to-
night, Herkimer,” she said.

He didn’'t bat an eye, although he
certainly must have thought it strange
for his mistres”™ to be entertaining a
threadbare scarecrow like me. He
just bowed and strutted away to the
servants’ quarters belowstairs,

¥ TP IN the boudoir | saw that Betty
had told me the truth: her lug-

gage was packed and waiting. She
led me into Dandry’s den and pointed
to the wall safe. Flickering light from
the fireplace gleamed on the chrome
knob. She whispered the complicated
combination to me.

I opened the safe. Except for some
insurance papers, it was empty.

She sucked in a swift intake of
breath. “Damn him!” she choked.
“He must have taken the cash with
him! But why? He couldn’t possibly
have suspected------- ”

“We won't need his dirty money,”
I said. “Well go without it. We can
make out somehow.”

She said: “Don’t be absurd, Terry.
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We'll just have to wait. He will be
putting more cash in the safe when
he gets back from his trip. He al-
ways does. Then we can------- "

“1 don’t like waiting,” | cut in.
“If you're so worried about funds
to see us through, why can’t we hock
your jewels? They ought to bring
plenty. | noticed a whole mess of
pretties in the jewel case on your
dressing table in the boudoir a min-
ute ago.”

“No. They— they're paste. Fakes,”
she came back nervously.

I walked into the boudoir, and
she followed me. | said: “So these
are all phonies, are they?”

“Yes.”

“How about the mountings? Real
gold, or brass?”

“G-gold. But how much could you
get? Only a few hundred dollars.
Not enough for our purpose, Terry.”

I said: “Still looking for luxury.
Is that it?”

She twined her arms around my
neck. “Don’'t you understand, dar-
ling? It's not the money. It's revenge
I want. The knowledge of how hell
feel when he finds out his stolen
funds have been lifted------- " Her
eyes bored into mine. “ It's the only
real way we can hurt him.”

Her nearness did things to me.
It always had been that way. “ Okay.
We'll wait,” | said harshly. I mashed
her mouth with mine.

Then | heard a sound.
from the hallway.

I raced to the door and jerked it
open. | was just in time to see a fat
figure waddling around a comer.
Footsteps padded quickly down the
back stairs.

It came
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“The butler. Snooping!” | grated.
| started after him.

Betty tried to stop me. “You must-
n't------ 1

I shook her off. | pelted down to
his belowstairs room and banged on
the door. He opened up. He blinked
at me.

I said:
dropping?”

His eyes narrowed in their folds
of fat. “l1 don’'t understand you—
sir.” He put nasty emphasis on the
sir. There was something caustic and
supercilious about his tone,

| said: “Maybe you can under-
stand this,” and | slugged him in
the mouth. He went backward across
his mussed bed.

Betty pulled me over the threshold.
“You've got to get out!” she whis-
pered frantically. “You should not
have done that! Now [I'll have to
discharge him-------

“Better do it soon,” | said. “He’'s
no damned good.” | blew on my
stinging knuckles and left the house.

But I didn't go far. | was thinking
of that butler. How much had he
overheard as he stood outside the
boudoir? How much was he likely to
tell Dandry, later?

I sneaked hack around the house
to his window, wondering what to
do. | peered in. What | saw made
me feel sick and disgusted.

Betty was alongside him, talking
to him. He had his arm around her
waist, and he was grinning through
his puffed lips. I couldn’'t hear what
was being said, but I could watch him
kissing her. And Betty wasn't trying
to stop him. . . .

That "was the kind of woman |

“What's the idea, eaves-
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was in love with. Just a damned

tramp.

T WENT home to my rat-hole of a

hotel and checked out. I moved
to another dump on the south side of
town. 1 still had seven dollars on me.
I squandered two of them for cheap
whiskey and got roaring drunk. |
stayed drunk three days.

A week passed before Betty found
me. | was broke by that time. And
hungry again.

“Why did you try to hide from
me?” she asked me.

I told her what I'd seen through
the butler’'s window.

She didn't even blush. “But | had

to let him . . . neck me a little,” she
said. “1 found out he was a private
detective.”

“You mean Dandry planted him to
watch you while he was away on
his trip?”

“Yes. So what else could | do but
. . . bribe the man so he would not
talk? Oh, Terry . . . please try to
understand! Everything will work out
for the best if you'll just have con-
fidence in me!”

I pretended to give in. Not that I
cared a damn about her. That was
all over, now. But | needed some
money. And | was beginning to won-
der about the game she was playing.
I was interested in seeing how the
cards were going to turn when the
show-down came. Then I'd know how
to act.

So | said: “1 understand, baby.
Skip it. Give me a kiss.”

She gave me a lot more than one
kiss before she left. Among other
things, she slipped me another ten-
spot . . »
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Things went on that way for an-
other three weeks. She came to see
me almost every night. Not once did
I mention running away with her.
The next move was hers, | decided.

And the time came when she made
it.

She rapped excitedly on my door
around eight o’clock one evening.
It was snowing outside. When 1 let
her in, her fur coat sparkled with
hundreds of tiny wet diamond-drop-
lets where snowflakes had nestled and
melted. She said: “Terry, he’s back
home.”

“Dandry?”

“Yes. And I— | saw him put twen-
ty thousand dollars in the wall safe
a while ago. Then he went out. He
said he had some work to do at the
office and wouldn’t be back until af-
ter midnight.”

“Well, where’s the money?” |
said. “Did you bring it?”

rfPHAT seemed to set her back a lit-

tle. “Wh-why didn’'t | think of
that?” she berated herself. “1 could
have taken it. . . . But instead, | came
after you. I'm such a fool!” She
plucked at my sleeve. “But you can
come and open the safe. Then we'll
get away------- [

I said: “How about that Herki-
mer guy, the private-dick butler?
Suppose he’s on guard?”

“He’s gone. He’s out of the pic-
ture.”

“Dandry fired him?”

“Yes. This afternoon. And re-
placed him with a new man. A real
butler this time.”

“Do you think Herkimer spilled
anything about that night in your
boudoir?”
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“No. How could he, after the way
I . . . bribed him?” She blushed a
little. Her eyes widened. “You’'re not
holding that against me, are you,
Terry? 1—1 couldn’t help myself.
I did it because | love you so much.
Because | wanted us to have our
chance at happiness.” She squeezed
herself against me. “You are not
going to back out, Terry? You aren't
going to throw me down?”

“Not if you don't want me to,”
I said.

She pulled a little automatic out
of her coat pocket. “We're going
through with it, Terry. We're going
to take what belongs to us. Here.
Put this in your pocket. In case any-
thing goes wrong. . . .”

“Not now,” | said. “Later. Give
it to me when we go into the house.
Let's get started.” But when we got
downstairs, | added: “Wait a min-
ute. I've got a phone call to make.”

Her eyes held quick suspicion.
“What for?”

“l've got to contact my parole
officer. 1 have to do it once a week.
If 1 phone him now, he won't be
expecting to hear from me for an-
other seven days. We’'ll have that
much start when they begin looking
for me as a parole violator.”

She said: “All right. But hurry.
I— I'm nervous.”

I made my call from a comer
drugstore booth. It took me several
minutes. Then | got into the maroon
sedan and Betty headed for the
suburbs.

She drove too fast. A motor-cop
stopped us and gave us a ticket. After
he got on his bike and roared away,
I said: “Tear it up. You won't be
around town to worry about making

SUPER DETECTIVE

a court appearance anyhow. Forget
it.” 1 put my arm around her waist
to soothe her.

She was jittery. “Damn that flat-
foot!” she whispered. But she did
not gun her throttle after that. She
took it easy. Ten minutes later we
were walking into the house.

rJ IHE new butler met us in the hall-

way and offered to take our
things. He wasn’'t fat like Herkimer.
He didn’t wear sideburns, either. He
was smooth-shaven and paunchless.

Betty said: “Never mind, Hawke.
You may go. | shan't need you any
more tonight.”

“Yes, madame,” he said. He bow-
ed and stalked off.

Betty and | went upstairs to the
den. The only light came from the
fireplace, just as before. She said:
“Better take this gun, Terry,” and
forced it into my hand.

I accepted it. | put it in my pocket
and went toward the wall safe.
“What's the combination again?” |
asked her.

She told me. | twisted the knurled
chromium knob.

Just as | was swinging the cir-
cular door open, Betty said: “Listen!
I hear somebody!”

I froze. She darted out of the
room.

Now it was coming. Something
warned me to run. But | didn't. |
stood stock-still.

The portieres stirred behind me.
Dandry’s voice roared: “You damn-
ed thief!” Then a gun yammered
twice. Ker-rang krangl

I jerked around. | saw a bulky
figure pitch face-forward into the
hearth. There was a hissing sizzle of



Profession hi 90 Days,

a Hoe

mMi

Hundreds of Men acairealave fourd Indgpardance ibisway

K you are looking for a new and better way to make a Hiving, take up Swedish Massage, a DIGNIFIED
FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to men and women without

college training.

practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 per week, while

Hundreds of graduates of our home study course, either nave fin%é)_ositions or a private

C. Crittenden, who

received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports averaging $60.00 per day.

Plenty of IpperitinHtes Goen

This interesting, big pay profession was for years
available only to a few.” Its secrets were guarded
jealously and fabulous prices were paid for in
struction, This same instruction is now available
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and
need not leave your present work until you
@e qualified as_an expert and can command an
pert's pay. There is a big demand for trained
men and women, from beauty shops, hospitals,
sanitariums, chibs, doctors and private patients.
Prepare for this profitable profession note.

The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as
fi_professional of the highest type, commanding
(die respect of everyone in his community. Here
is a profession, now open to you, which makes
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach
you is of great aid in many human ailments as
well as in building: beauty—it offers you Si-
tion, both professional
and Bocial, it offers
you? independence,
freedom from worry
and the respect and
admiration of your
neighbors and friends.

YQU Dn Uam a Hem

Turn spare hours info money. Use_spare time at
home to master a profession which, has made
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men and
women. Many graduates have completed this
training in just a few months, but you can take
your own time. It need not interfere with your
other work or pleasure. All instruction has been
prepared by the teachers in our well known resi-
dent school—the same material is used and a
diploma is awarded upon graduation.

Bxperts i Reduding

Many of our students become specialists

In reducing.

These photographs are
representative of hd b-
dreds received with
tetters of praise and rec-
ommendation. Send the
coupon and we will 8n-
cJude a booklet of names
and photographs of grad-
uates.

innm m

Incone* from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients
are bound to oome to those of our graduates who
profit by the thousands of opportunities available
to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin,
writes, “At times | have had to turn away people;
I have been so busy the depression never touched
m ” Miss Childs, Baltimore, Maryland, says,
“1 already have over 40 patients, | hope many
others take yottr course and profit financially and
socially as I have.” Hundreds and hundreds of
graduates have written similar letters. Get into
Swedish Massage through our “Bight in Your
Own Home”

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study course
(high Bohool training not needed), you will be
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an
expert and should be accepted by them as proof
of your proficiency in your chosen profession.
Enroll now, before’it becomes necessary to spend
years in intensive training to qualify for a permit
to practice.

Jtealemj Charts and
iwkfet #f Pbeiogrsph*

Write now for oar ansaring offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
graduates. Medical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller ana
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in otir ©oars® without
one cent of extra cost. Send the
coupon now» -there a Da oast or
obligation.

THE College of Swedish Massage
Dept. *si. M East Mmrm

Use this CouRo_n for FREE information

ini*»iniBnmwminiitimiia»itm M »«M »fiH B

< soff Swedish Masspga,
%. 951730 East Adams St Chicago, ID.

You may send mo FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts,
Ilustrated Catalog, Bookie* of Successful graduates and com-

Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off fat.
Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the teachers in
our famous resident echoed This course includes lessons m
Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Anatomy, Medical
Gymnastics, in fact everything you need to know to qualify
for a Diploma.

pletedetail* of your offer.

City.



IO TSo fJOBS

upP.

Machine Shop Men i§,P R |G

Electrical Engineers, Diesel and Air-Conditioning Experts,
Builders, Contractors and Automobile Mechanics, too, have
good chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE PROGRAM

Now Is the time for every ambitious man to start In
one of the fields which are now opening up new jobs
in industry. Get the facts needed from our world fa-
mous technical cyclopedias- Use the jiffy index to find
out what you need to know in a hurry. Shop foremen

should welcome men who prepare themselves this

way, and industry right now is on, the lookout for
skilled menwho know how  J() A yoeras

ELECTRICITY

This new seventeenth edition of
applied electricity has over 3,000
pages— hundreds of illustrations-
Dynamos, motors, power stations,
radio, television and many, many
other subjects ail covered. Total
price only 523.80* Sent on trial,

AUTOMOBILE
ENGINEERING

6 Volumes

Whether you arc a mechanic or helper,
expert or apprentice, auto owner or
driver, you will find great value in these
auto books (19th edition.) which tell you
step by step how to make difficult re-
pairs. 2,500 pages, 2,000 illustrations.
Marine engines, aviation motors, Diesel
engines included. Total price only $24*80.
Sent on trial

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING

9 Volumes
This new 1940 edition
should makeiteasy for
any carpentertobecome
acontractor. Invaluable
to builders. Roof fram-
ing, steel square, archi-
tectural drawing and
design, estimating,
painting and decorat-
ing, heating, building,
contracting, concrete -
forms, and many other subject3 well covered, Total price
Ssttt en trial.

HEATING— VENTILATING

INCLUDING AIR-CONDITIONING

6 Volumes

Over 2<H0 pages, 800 illustrations,
cover this new industry includin
heating, ventilating, insulating an
similar subjects. Total pries $24.80.
Sentontrial*

DIESH_ BNGINEERING

6
Volumes

Over 2,500 pages profusely illustrated
make Diesel, the new power, easy to
understand.Learn Diesel operation, con-
struction and repairing this way. Total
price $24.80. Senton trial.

Y. VA~ -,
iyt
MACHINE SHOP MEN

Learnto setup and run almost

any Rind of relachine- MAKE Needed
MORE MONEY NOW, learning
quickly HOW TO DO THINGS
which usually take years of

study and practice. N O W I
THESE 8 BIG BOOKS give you achance to qualify

for promotion in the mechanical field. Everybody knows that tiaere
Is a shortage or skilled men right now and that there are likely to be
more and more good jobs open. Here are 3,000 pages with nearly
3,000illustrations which cover tool making, pattern maJnng. foundry
work, mechanical drawing, forging, machine shop practice and man-
agement, and hundreds of other subjects. This set, “ Modern Shop
Practice,”*should be endorsed bg manufacturers, superintendents
and foremen everywhere, and we believe will give any mechanicwho
uses them an advantage over untrained men. With each set we will
include a big binder of nearly 800 pages with 2G7 original shop
tickets and 1,200illustrations which show step by step how to set up
and run almost any kind of a job. These are in addition to the 8 bis
books pictured above. Total price $34.80. Sent cmtrial.

Consulting Service Included

A year’s consulting privileges with our engineerswill now be given to
each buyer of any set of these books without extra charge.

ANY SET SHIPPED FR E E !

for Examination. AH ym steal do to get a set of “ Modem
Shop Practice™ 8 volumes plus binder, “Applied Electricity” 10
volumes, ' Automobile _Engineerinlg" 6 volumes, "Building’, Esti-
mating and Contracting” 9 volumes, “Heating-Ventilating”" 6
volumes, “Diesel Engineering” 6 volumes, for free examination is
to send in the coupon below. The books will be sent promptly. You
pay the delivery charges only. Keep them for 10 da?/s If not
satisfied send them back and you will owe us nothing. 1f satisfied,
send only $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the total
price shown is paid. There is no further obligation.

American Technical Society, Publishers—Home StL):C(!}/2 Courses
Drexel al 5Sth Street, Chicago, lllinois, Dept B

THIS COUPON TODAY ------- *

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept* X728
Drexel at 58th Street. Chicago, Illinois

Send for 10 days free use the cyclopedia which 1 list here.

Put name of set here
I will pay the delivery charges only and if fully satisfied wiH
©end yon $2.00ia 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the
total price of. ..o is paid. If | return the
b.ooks'in 10 days | will owe you nothing. You are to include
a year's consulting privileges with your engineers without
extra charge.

Name.

(O 1 PPN State s

Please attach a letter statin* a**, occupation sad name am) address at
employer and at least one business man as a reference.



human flesh roasting on the red-glow-
ing coals; an acrid, pungent stink
drifted to my widened nostrils. The
fat form didn't move. It lay there
with its face cooking horribly in the
fire.

Betty screamed and came pelting
into the room, She wasn't dressed—
except for a nightgown. 1 could see
the pallor of her cheeks and the
white, rounded arrogance of lovely
contours surging against thin silk.
She flicked on the light.

Then somebody grabbed me and
pinioned me. It was the new butler.

He rasped: “Call the police, ma-
dame! Quickly! The master has been
murdered!S

I twisted and tried to get away
from him. He was strong. Much too
strong for me. Especially when he
jammed my two arms up my back.
Sweat streamed into my eyes. “Let
me go, damn you!” 1 shouted. “I
didn't shoot------- []

Betty was tugging at the heels of
the corpse on the hearth. She man-
aged to drag the dead man’s head
out of the fire. His features were
a grisly char. There were two bullet-
holes through his white shirt-front.

“My husband------- I” she scream-
ed. She whirled on me like a tigress.
“You killed him, Terry Roper! In
cold blood!”

I said: “You're a liar.”

“You did! You did!”

“And how are you going to prove
it?”

“Your gun. It's been fired twice.”

| said: “How do you know that?”

The butler put a little more pres-
sure on me. “1 saw you do it. I was
watching. You shot Mr. Dandry twice
and put the gun back in your pocket.
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Your fingerprints will be all over it.
The barrel will match trp with the
murder-slugs. He caught you rob-
bing his safe, and you killed him.”

Betty picked up the phone and
called headquarters. “1 want to re-
port the murder of my husband by
a burglar,” she said. “We’'ve caught
the killer. Please send some.men....”"

She hung up.

J STARED at her. God, she was

beautiful. 1 could see the smooth,
lyric perfection of her form through

the thin nightgown; and |
could also see the evil triumph in
her eyes. . . .

Evil. That was the word. If ever

there was a soulless woman, Betty
was that woman. She used her animal
lure to attract men, to make them
give her what she demanded of life.
It didn’t matter to her what happened
to her dupes, after she was through
with them. Let them starve. Let them
rot in prison. Let them go to the
electric chair— or roast their eyeballs
against the coals of a fireplace. . . .

I said quietly: “So you'd already
pulled your kill when you came to
my room and offered me your auto-
matic. 1 was hoping against that. |
was hoping | might prevent a mur-
der.”

Her lips curled. “1 don’'t know
what you’'re getting at. You're the
murderer.”

“Pm not, and you know I'm not,”
I said. “You're framing me. For a
long time I've realized that you were
sucking me into something. Now |
see what it was. A murder frame.
And I'm the fall guy.”

“Tell it to the cops,” she said.

SUPER DETECTIVE

“They’'ll be here soon. Maybe they
will believe you.”

“1I'd sooner tell it to you,” | shot
back at her. “And you'll listen. Re-
member when | first came here and
asked your husband for a stake?”

“Certainly | remember.”

“When he refused me, | threat-
ened to kill him and steal what I
wanted. That was when your plot
was hatched. How easy it would be
to trap me into a situation where
I'd have a murder gun on me, and
my prints all over the wall safe!
Your testimony regarding my threats
would send me to the chair.”

She said: “That's exactly where
you're going.”
“You laid all your plans care-

fully,” 1 ignored her interruption.
“Dandry ostensibly left town. A new
butler was engaged. A fat one. Her-
kimer. Then you brought me here to
open the safe, knowing all the time
there was no money in it. That was
just bait to keep me on the line.
“That night, Herkimer did some
snooping and | popped him for it.
You had to let him take liberties
with you in order to persuade him
to stay on the job. You tried to cover
that episode by telling me he was a
private dick. He wasn't. You lied
about that. Just as you lied when you
said your jewels were paste, not
worth pawning. | looked at them my-
self. Don’t you suppose 1I'd know the
difference between phonies and the

real thing?”
“So what?” she said.
“So | knew you weren't on the

level about running away with me.
Otherwise you'd have been willing to
hock your sparklers. And why were
you so anxious to appease a fat but-
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ler? Why was he so damned im-

portant to yon?

“Because of the insurance papers
I found in the safe that first time,
I grated. “Life insurance papers. Big
policies covering Dandry.”

Her eyes flashed menacingly.
That's dangerous talk, sucker.”

I said: “1 know it is. Tonight when
you offered me a gun, | saw through
the scheme. | knew why Dandry had
ostensibly left town for a month—
which he really did not. 1 knew why
you needed a fat butler of Dandry’s
size.

“Dandry probably remained in
hiding right here in this house the
entire month. He went on a complete
fast. He sluffed off his paunch and
shaved away his mustache. Nothing
can disguise a man better than to
change his figure by thirty or forty
pounds.”

“You're insane. There he lies
where you shot him. Does he look
thin to you?”

| said: “That's not Dandry. That's
Herkimer, the fat butler. He was
killed just before you came to my
hotel tonight. He was murdered with
the gun you handed me. And when
you brought me here, two harmless
shots were fired from another gun—
and Herkimer, dead at least thirty
minutes, was tossed forward from
behind the portieres, tossed so his
face would fall in the fireplace and
be burned beyond recognition.

“In other words, you were pre-
pared to identify him as your hus-
band and collect his insurance. I'd
take the rap for his kill. Then you
and Dandry would lam with the in-
surance money.” | twisted around
until I could see the servant who
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Detroit lady finds relief for husband.

She will

tell you how. AH letters answered.
Mrs. GEO. DEMPSTER
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HAND MADE. Very beat. "
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your name for FREE catalog.
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ARE YOU LONELY?

Meetsoraeoeeaearyoa,
through special state
lists. Many Wealthy,
Sincere people are
seeking motes. Select.
CoaNdeatlol. Results#?
moneyrefusded. Write
tor free description*
andsealed information.
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2194*3 ts  Avenus
New York City

ACCOR.DIANS

Lowest prices. Direct
We do repairs. Send

ACC. MFG. CO.
C.F., Chicago, IN.

SOCIAL

Correspondence Club-~W

EXPERIENCE the thrill of romance thru this select club!
Introductions-by-letter. This club is conducted on a high
plane tohelp lonely, refined, marriageable men andwomen
find compatible friends. Discreet, confidential service ..

Vast nationwide membership* Est. 1922...Sealed particu-
lars FREE. EVAN MOORE, Box 988, Jacksonville, Florida,
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GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

Are %om lonely for a sweetheart? By letter you
ean become acquainted with just the type you
desire — young, middle-aged, or elderly. Either
sex. Many close enough to meet personally. Free
descriptions and particulars sent sealed.

R. E. SIMPSON

Box 1251 Denver, Colorado

FALSE TEETH

Save Money by order- 90 D(
INg beautiful life-like
MAFVEL plates by

Trial

Send for illustrated
folder showing many
styles including popu-
lar transparent FREE
impression material
sent with instructions on taking your
own mouth impression. Write Today.

MARVEL DENTAL CO..
Dept, 30-M 343 Dearbom St, Chicago

TYPEWRITER

STANDARD OFFICE MODELS
About Vi RftFRS. ORIG. PRICE

Oft a week
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FULL ?YEAR GUARANTEE

No Money Down—-10 Day Trial
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See our literature before you buy. SEND TODAY
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCH.
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SIDELINE  SALESMEN AND AGENTS

Sell onr ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and
other NOVELTIES. Bach booklet size 4*x2%. Ten
different sample booklets sent for 50<t or 25 assorted
for $1.00 or 100 assorted for $2,00. Shipped prepaid.
mWholesale novelty Price list sent with order only. No
orders sent C.0.D. Send cash, Stamps or Money Order.

REESAC SALES COMPANY
1 West ISth Street Dept. RM-6 New York City
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‘ Sard Sketch or Write for FREE Inventors
Z

Send no money
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Recordlng Blank Confidential Advice
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SENT BY RETURN MAIL
BARBER SERVICE
72 5th Avenue, Det RM -8 New York City '

BE A DETECTIVE

Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE 8. P. WAGNER, 3640 Broadway, N. Y.

DICE. CARDS.

Specialties for_ Magicians' Use.
Inks, Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs.
Catalog ten cents, stamps or coin.
KILL BROS., Box C, Sallda, Colo.

Quit Using Tobacco!

Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.
Results Guaranteed or Hone¥v|Refunded
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pinioned me. “You're Dandry,” 1

said.

“And you're much too smart,” he
snapped back at me. “1 guess we'll
have to bump him, Betty. I'll claim
self-defense. We can still get away
with it.”

rJ WO plainclothes detectives walk-

ed into the room. One of them
said: “Afraid not, Dandry. Turn him
loose and put up your hands. You
too, Mrs. Dandry.”

The jig was up and they knew it.
But Dandry was a devil to the last.
He whipped the automatic from my
coat-pocket and tried to shoot his
way to freedom. At the same instant,
Betty broke into a leaping run.

Dandry’'s aim was bad. Or else
fate guided Betty's steps. In any
case, she plunged directly into Dan-
dry’s line of fire. Three of his slugs
tunneled through her soft, feminine

flesh. She screamed and stumbled
and fell. Blood gushed out of her
mouth. | think she died instantly.

I hope so. After all, she’d been my
wife, once upon a time.

ITie detectives disarmed Dandry

pefore he could do any more dam-

age. He was like a maniac. “Where
the hell did these rats come from?”
he screamed at the top of his throat.

“How— 7?7
I said: “1 suspected this kind of
set-up, although | was hoping we

could prevent Herkimer's murder.
When | phoned the parole officer, I
tipped him off. He saw to it that
Betty was delayed on a speeding
charge. That gave headquarters time
to send some men here to your house.
They broke in and secreted them-



*TJie 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” th€ author says, “All the Mysteries of Life

from the Cradle to the Grave'—and Beyond,

It tells you the particular day and hour to

do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”

H# dates, "The Bower to gft what yon want wraaled at
last for the first tame since the dawn of creation. The very
Faroe power which the ancient Chaldeans. Cufchie, Priests,
Egypttena, Babylonians, and Sumerians used U *t onr dis-
posal today.** . ) .

e says, "Follow the simple directions, and you e*n do
<Jiytfttng desire. No one can tell how these Master
Forces are used without knowing about this book, but with it
you mold anyone to your will**

_Fn*n this boefe, He says, "You can leara the arts of an
aid Science as practiced by the Ancient Priestly Orders. Their

marvels were almost beyond belief. You, too, can learn to do
them all with the instructions written in this Book," Lewis
de Claremont claims. "It would be a shame if these things
could an be yours ami you failed to grasp them.”

- He claims. "It is _every mac's birthright to have these things
cf life: MONETY! GOOD HEALTH 1 HAPPINESS! If you lack
any of these, then this book has an important message for
you. No matter what you need, there arista a spiritual power
which is abundantly able to hring you whatever things you
need.**

OVERCOME ALL ENEMIESOBSTACLES~IODEN PEARS

are

you crossed in any way?

Seven Keyt. to Power, Lewis de Claremont says, shows you

ho® to lemon and cast it back.

The Book Purports to Tell You How to—

Gain a® Sew at the eppfflrfi* sat.
Unite people far marriage*.
Obtain property.

Make people do your bidding.
Make any person” love you.

Make people bring back stolen

Get any Job yon want.

Cast a spell on anyone, no mat-
ter where the¥ are. i
Get people oat of law suite,

courts, or prison.
Banish all misery.
Gain_the mastery of all things.
Regain your youth and vigor.
Choose 'words according to an-
dent, holy methods.

goods. i
Make anyone Itteky in my e«n«L
Cure any kind of sickness with-
out medieice.

THE ONLY TRUEBOOK OF SUPREME MASTERSHIP/

This i* the Power,
knowledge and from which tl
Kings,

He sa?('s, from which the old masters gained their
i eﬁ_ add limitless portion! tocertain favored
Priests, and others at high prices, but never tobe revealed und<*

a vow, toe violation of which entailed severe punishment.

This hook, he claims, 3
erly applied makes you able to control the will

THE VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKEN

shows you the secrets of old which when prop-
of all without their know-

ing It ou have a problem and you wish to solveit, he says, don't
hesitate. Advertisements cannot describe nor do this wonderful book jus-
tice. You must read it and digest its meaning, to really appreciate Its
Worth.
GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR HONEY REFUNDED

Only a limited number available for sale, so don’'t wait.
It is worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will
rush your order for this book NOW.
MR LUCKS CURIO CO, Dept M
800 N. Clark Street., 1
Chicago. Illinois.
This coupon Is worth $1.00 to you. Attach a Money Order for $1
to this coupon and we will send you your copy of The Seven Keys to
Power—Begul&rly $2 for only $L
Name ...
Address ...
City. State.
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If you wish we Trust

few pennies Postage.
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. (Pa¥ Postman $1 on delivery plus a
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If You Suffer Distress From

"FEMALE
EAKNESS

Which Makes You
Tired, Cranky, Nervous!

At such times do functional monthly
disturbances make you nervous, rest-
less, high strung, cranky and blue?

Then try Lydia E. Pixikham’s Vege-
table Compound—a famous liquid
medicine made especially for women
to help relieve monthly cramps, back-
ache and nervousness—due to this
cause. And in such asensible way! With
nature’s own beneficial roots and herbs.
No harmful opiates.

Taken regularly—thruout the month
—Pinkharp’s Compound helps build up
resistance against such symptoms. Fol-
low label directions. Worth trying!

LYDIA E.PINKHAM'S
nuniu CMOND

FALSE TEETtywaj”™ggs

90 DAYS TRIAL
TEST THEM
EXAMINE THEM

We make VAi~>Ji TRUTH for \.,u BY MAIL from
){_ou mouth-ijnprr.ssion!  M'mey-1Jacfe. OPAKAN-
EK of Satisfaction. FHETC impression material
directions. Booklet of New Styles

and  Information. Write  today

to

PARKER DENTAL LABORATORY

127 N. DEARBORN STREET, DEPT. 30-D, CHICAGO, ILLinO

' = Get this Rig, Complete 72 page Original
Bios Boot. Captain”™ mystifying novelties,
.magicians and conjurers specialties —
| DICE-CARDS-GAMES, Inks, layouts, etc.
Supplies of all kinds. Write today! *

H»*¢. IVANS & co.
D«,T. DE « 15D WEST ADAMS STREET = CHICAGO

m z / fip / x m i
Sensation in  shoes! “Clipper"
ZIPS on and off instantly. Now's
the time to build vyourself a
highly prof:table shoe business with
Clipper and 240 other sensational
shoe styles for men and women.
Press «work—sports shoes.  Price*
low as $2.08 Extremely libera!
prodt for you. Complete sales out-
fit absolutely FREE. Write now.

MASON SHOE
MFG. QQ

Dept. M-47, Chippewa Fells,

FALSE TEETH

Low as PRICED TO FiT

$7 00 Your Pocketbook

90-DAY TRIAL

Compare quality and price. Let us show

you bow 'you “can have a beautiful Dental Plate made under
n \Y i mas”™ 1 i 1 b supervision of a licensedDentist.

SEN N O n/lIUN-cY jutt your name and address on

Ilustrated folder,

postcard will bring you FREE
impression material. WRITE TODAY.
BROOKFIELD DENTAL PLATE CO.
Dept. 152 BROOKFIELD, MO.

For Skilled
Typewriter
Service See

ROYAL TYPEWRITER COMPANY. Inc.
2 Park Avenue New York, N. Y.

FRENCH
LOVE DROPS

An enchanting exotic perfume of irrer
sistible charm, clinging for hours like
lovers loathe tq part. Just a tiny dreg)
is enough. Full size bottle 9 re-
paid or $1.32 C.0.D. Directions free.
One bottle FREE If two are ordered.
REXBELL Box 124 Dept. 146
Huntinoton Station New York



selves where they could watch and
hear everything.”

The detectives nodded grimly.
“We saw you shove that corpse to-
ward the hearth. And you just drilled
your wife. Too bad, Dandry. Let's
get going. There's a long trip ahead
of you—with the hot squat at the
end of it.”

They took him away.

I went out into the bitter night.
But somehow the wind didn't bite
so very sharply through my hand-me-
down, | felt warm, inside. 1 felt
square with the world.

You'll find some of America's
best writers of detective #fic-
tion in one of America's top
detective fiction magazines:

RCBERT A ©ARRON
LLRE THRRY

E HOFHVIAN PRICE
JUSTIN CASE
ROGER THRY

RCBERT LESIE BH1BMV
DALl BOYD

and others,
appear regularly in

PRIVATE
DETECTIVE

CLASSIFTED

PHOTOGRAPHY

Stereoscopic (3 dimensional) Art Photos and views;
Stamp Brings Particulars. Oddity House, St. Peters-
burg, Fla.

PERSONALS

SWEETHEART CLUB—MAGAZINE— NAMES Ad-
dresses—Pictures— ALT. for 254. Satisfaction Gunran-
teen. Box: 185-C, Worcester, Massachusetts.

LONELY? Confidential introductions. Romantic. Dig-
nified. Sealed Particulars FREE. National Service,
P. O. Box 1470-C, Washington, D. C.

LOVABLE CADIES—want sweethearts, 120 names,
addresses, descriptions. 35£. Frank Shilling, 1017-J,
DDebar, Canton, Ohio.

LONELY 1! 257 BRINGS PEN PAL BULLETIN with
100 names and addresses. Box 5450, Metropolitan Sta-
tion, Los Angeles, California.

LONESOME? Magazine, Photos; 100 Addresses 25<f;
Year $1.00. Morrell©, 130-N State, Chicago.

LONELY'? Let nationally known organization supply
desirable friends or select helpmate for-you. Stamp
and age. Rev. Jones, Box 2181, Kansas City, Mo.

INSTRUCTION

GOOD Jobs For You in TL S- Defense Food, Recreation
and Housing Program. Thousands of men and women
—all ages—trained in commercial food, housing and
recreation management needed for well-paid positions
in Government Defense Projects. Already over 700 mil-
lion dollars worth of barracks, mess halls, cafeterias,
cantonments, recreational buildiné]s, dining rooms,
sea-vice clubs, officers’ quarters, under construction or
planned. Swelling the urgent demand for trained men
and women is the fact that travel is breaking records—
hotels, clubs, restaurants everywhere are benefiting.
We're receiving calls for Housing Supervisors, Dining
Room Managers, Cafeteria Directors, Hotel or Club
Managers, Hostesses, Housekeepers, Purchasing
Agents, Stewards, etc. Previous Experience Proved
Unnecessary! No need to leave your Job to qualify.
A good grade school education, plus Lewis Training
qualifies you, at home, in spare time. National Place-
ment Bureau helps place yon when qualified—and,
under amazing Certified Job Plan—actually Guaran-
teesFyou’II “make good” when placed. Write Today
for Free Book! Lewis Hotel Training Schools, Room
AE-3968, Washington, D. C. (First and only School of
its Kind—Now in its 26th Year!)

DETECTIVES

DETECTIVES—Make secret investigations.
ence unnecessary. Detective Particulars free.
George Wagner, 2640-B Broadway, N. Y.

Experi-
Write,

BOOKS, PICTURES, ETC.

THRILLING—SENSATIONAL— CUBAN— MEXICAN
Art Pictures, Books, Miscellaneous. Samples, Lists,
50n. JORDAN, 137-C Brighton, Boston, Mass.

MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES

EARN MONEY ADDRESSING AND MAILING CIR-
CULARS ! Detailed instructions, 10~. Golliday Com-
pany, H-1514 Long, Columbus, Ohio.
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DETECTIVE
LEADS THE FIELD!

INTIMATE REVELATIONS OF
PRIVATE INVESTIGATORS ------
in a new, all-star issue;
now on the stands

You'll want to read

“SECRET AGENT?”

by Wallace Kayton

“THE COUNTESS
A ND THE KITLLER?”

A Complete Short Novel
by Roger Torrey

— and other top-notch
DETECTIVE YARNS
DETECTIVE FICTION'S BEST
— by your favorite writers!



BLOOD ON THEIR HANDS

(Continued from page 69)

batteries! It will kill you! No time to
bring the others!”

Joe groped blindly after the old
man, up the ladder into the fresh
air of the night, leaving three men
to die behind him— and not too sorry
for any of them. . .

They stood knee-deep in water on
the submerged deck of the sub-
marine, clinging to the conning
tower. Bard pointed a skinny hand
out toward open water past the
bright torch of Liberty.

“1 slowed the tug and aimed her
out there where there aren’'t any
ships,” he said through chattering
teeth. “If Holmann told the truth,

Next

she ought to blow up now.”

Joe cuddled Lois’s trembling form
against him, feeling the warm curves
of her through her drenched frock,
loving her more than he ever had.
Together they watched the dwindling
lights of the doomed craft, carrying
a dead heroine to fame and a dying
spy to oblivion.

A red pillar of flame split the
sky. A deep-throated bellow of thun-
der rolled and reverberated over
New York Harbor. Before the glare
had died away, the green lights of
police launches were visible off the
tip of Manhattan, racing toward
them.

issue —

JOHN GRANGE
has written a new
JIM ANTHONY NOVEL

that'll knock your eye out!

Watch forit!

IS EPILEPSY INHERITED?
WHAT CAUSES IT?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous
doctors on this interesting subject will be
sent FREE, while they last, to any reader
interested. Please use the coupon today.

| EDUCATIONAI, DIVISION, Dept. CP-3 " 1

| 535 Fifth. Ave., New York. N. Y 1

* Please send me free of charge bookletentitled "Can J

I E/pilépey Be Cured.?7* 1
N AME e

I (Please Print) ?

| ADDEESS ... ]
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-WANTED

MEN & WOMEN

WORK (or the 0. S. GOVERNVENT
Salaries S1700-S2SCO Per Year

No Layoffs!
Pensions!

Regular Raises!
Vacations with Pay!

A LIFETIME J0B
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS

CITY MAIL CARRIERS CLERKS - FILE CLERKS

POST OFFICE CLERKS STENOGRAPHERS <TYPISTS

RURAL MAIL CARRIERS STATISTICAL CLERKS (Ass’t)

CUSTOMS INSPECTORS JUNIOR MESSENGERS

PATROL INSPECTORS IMMIGRATION INSPECTORS
ACCOUNTING and AUDITING ASSISTANTS

Pay for Course Only
After You Are
Appointed and Working

So sure are we that our simplified Interstate
Home Study Course of coaching will result
in your passing the Government examination
and being appointed, that we are willing to
accept your enrollment on the following
basis. The price of our complete 10 week
lesson course is $30, plus $3 Examiners’ Fee.
We axe willing to give you any course
with the understanding that you are
to pay for it ONLY AFTER YOU
ARE APPOINTED AND WORKING
FOR THE GOVERNMENT!

Get Ready Immediately FULL Particulars FREE!

Clip and Mail this Coapon NOW *“
INTERSTATE HOME STUDY ACADEMY
901 Bread St., Div. CP-5, Newark, New Jersey
Please BUSH me FRED particulars, without
obligations, on how to qualify for a Govern-
ment Job.

Address

City .... State.

AID NATUS?

Do yon feel “played out,” bei
your time, not as good as yv
used to be? Do you Buffer fro
functional weakness1
need EDEN PERLES, rich
VITAMIN E, For PEP, Vf
VIGOR AND VITALITY, not ;
senescence. Recommended for men and womc
many physicians. If your system lacks VITAS)
EDEN PERLES supply it. VITAMIN E has ad
relationship to the sex hormones. EDEN PER]
stimulates metabolic function. Often blood enrich
Accept no harmful substitutes. Full direction! Lit
supply only $1 (C.O.D. $1.15). Shipped in plain ¢t
per. Money back guarantee. Order Now. EDEN C
PANT, Eox 12C, Station Y, Brooklyn, New Y

NEW
HAIR

DISCOVERY

(A Reliable 22-Year-Old Hff
Forraufa). QUININE HAIR MAR
h a Scientific Vegetable Com ound of Hair Root and k

Ton id

Oil, together with sev&ral ot positive Herbs. Tharefo ,ove
maltlng It one of the most powerful and harmless aids oan|I

growing hair known. Great success has been reported in mi
obstinate cases. One of the best
Itching, Sore Scalp and Falling Hair. Excellent for muatach
and eyebrows, it most not be put where Hair Is not wants
QUININE HAIR MARVEL is a Powerful Stimulant. It EXCr
the scalp to a new and healthy action. It is guaranteed

please or money refunded. Also a 3-months’ treatment of

New Marvel Scalp Stimulator. Order C.O.D. plus postage,

enclose $2 cash and we pay postage. For your 6-montr
complete traatment of QUININE HAIR MARVEL and fr
directions. Write MOW to the—

HAIRTONE COMPANY
381 Fulton St, Brooklyn, N, Y,,

remedies for D-aedru

Dept. =

DO YOU WAN'
POWER

Power *« make you victorious In ail you umJertai* fc
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn «
Power to gain popularity? Power to make anyone follow
I will send you information, which is the result of scl/
research. With this information and directions in your pi
sion you must become more masterful and exert greater
enee.  You will he able to break prevailing misconception
YOU ARE NOT DELIGHTED YOUR MONEY IMMEDLVCEL’

FUNDED. Just send me your name and. address. Pay pot
on delivery only S1.9S. plus few cents postage when he del
goods and written, guarantee or (eneloso cash or money Q-

and we pay postage} Write now.

A. LANE, 175 E. Broadway
New York City, N. Y., Dept. N. S.



TH1S VALCAB1E NEW BOOT

eeMathematics Made Easy"— gives

you simplified instruction in every

phase of figuring ALL types of

work, PEI'S a FREE Deluxe Pro-

I’T&bhs fessional 10 inch SLIDE RULE.
y [P Saves time, simplifies alt calculat-

INg, fractions, estimating, percentage,

Thru New o
SHADOWGRAPH Method i
— You Bead Blueprints the First Day

decimals, costs, ratios, etc. Complete
Instructions for using a Slide Rule.
BOTH FREE—with

this offer.

BLUEPRINT READING

AMAZING NEW INVENTION

MEN of ALL AGES
and ALL TRADES

MAKES BLUEPRINT READING EAST AS SEEING A MOVIE if you are a
LEARN AT HOME — EASILY, QUICKLY — IN SPARE TIME  Mechanic, Student, Welder, Car-

penter, Plumber, Shipbuilder,
Machinist, Sheet Metal Worker,

ThOusandS Of Men Wanted At OnCGI Teel Mak’e!‘, _Electrician, Steel

Worker, Aviation Mechanic, etc.

Jobs — Bigger Pay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, at last, you must know
newuumk and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Readlng at Home in an amazmgly

£*" — at an unbelievably low “cost. This sensational *“Shadowgraph" Method of Blue' Blueprlnt Readlng

Leading was_created by ~Nationally Famous Experts — skilled in teaching technical to win promotion
eots to men without previous technical education. They have eliminated all complicated and bigger pa
11s, they explain all technical words in simple language. Contains everything you need 99 pay

know about Reading Blueprints — no matter what
d of work you do.

mW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS

vtbing about Blueprint Reading is put right at your
r-tips! Simple aa A, B, C. No need to attend an
ensive trade or technical 'school. No previous teehni-
or special education is needed. Here's a speedy Blue-

t Reading Course for all trades that is ABSOLUTELY

ent. No dry textbooks — you learn by seeing and
— and Wu READ BLUEPRINTS from the very
T DAY. ith this amazing new method — a

es a day is all you need to read Blueprints

ht. This simplified, spare-time. Home Stud
meets all B ueprlnt equirements for Civi
and National Defense Jobs.

UALIFY QUICKLY
>R A BIG PAY JOB

really big news for you — if you have
r if you want job in any branch of
ship mldlnﬂ sheet metal ork, weld-
Incity, machine tooling, plumbmg car-

lo, building automotive and ~Diesel

.or any other of the mechanical, con-
r "DEFENSE INDUSTRIES — the AUS-

».

i_"Shadowgraph" Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER
BIGGER PAY In an amazingly short time. This marvelous home-
<hod is so easy — It enables even a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Beadlng
first day! i
24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is packed in a specially con-
ned bookcase, which in itself Is a unique "Working Model" designed
nable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains
600 Actual Blueprints—Charts—Tables—Diagrams— Signs— Symbols
;)H)(er Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practically

IYTHING IS SENT TO YOU AT ONCE!

Rete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is sent to you together with
lally constructed “Working Model” Bookcase, You also get FREE— "Mathe-
Made Easy" aad Professional Slide Rule. Everything is sent in one ship-
CT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED.

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE
899 Brood Street, Div. CP-5, Newark, N. J.

SEND NO MONEY

FREE EXAMINATION

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE
899 Broad St., Div, CP-5, Newark, New Jersey

Send me on FREE APPROVAL your com-
plete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course
with special * Worklng Model" Bookcase. |
am to get FREE "Mathematics Made Easy"
and Professional Slide Rule. 1 will pay post-
man $1.95, plus postage and C. O. D. charges
on arrival. If 1 return everything within 5
days you are to refund my money in full.
Otherwise T will remit $2 monthly for
3 months and a final payment of $1 for the
4th month until the total price of $8.95 is
paid. (10% discount if full payment accom-
p-anies order—same refund guarantee.)

Name.
Address.
City...

.State.

Reference.
Address...

NOTE: If you enclose $1.95 with coupon— {
we will pay all postage charges. Every cent
refunded If not satisfied.



THOUSANDS of MEN NOW

mflppeat Tad Jlook
SLIMMER BETTER YOUNGER

withn ommandat
Amazing NEW Abdominal Supporter

To,. InstooH, ,0«. too. coo begirt to f«1 ALIVE . . . ON TOP OF THE WORLD by i®oiog tk.
Parade of Men who ore marching up the highway of happier Irving with the COMMANDER,
the amazing new Men's abdominal supporter.

GET “lIl SHAPE™ INSTANTLY AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE
The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed “INTERLOCKING HANDS'
principle for extra double support where gou need it most. It flattens the "Uiraen-
some sagging “corporation” and restores to the body the zestful invigorating feelmg
that comes with firm, sure "bay window” control. ~ Order this new "belt today and .
begin enjoying the p]easure of "feeling **in shape” at once,

BREATHE EASIER— TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly sup*,
ports abdominal sag. The iInstant you pull on the belt you breathe easier . .~ your
wind is longer . .you feel better!

YOUR BACK IS BRACED— YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER— YOU APPEAR TALLER
The COMMANDER braces your figure, your posture becomes ere

1/ 5 erect . you look
and feel slimmer.. . . your clotheés fityou better. Your friends, will ndtice the
improvement immediately.

COMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN!
The ab f i teel ribs, dangling, buckl both | ill
ajoy’ COMMARIDER has & real mans Jogk type potith, Completel Seechabie OrF
G{v}és GENUINE MALE PROTECTION. Tr Is amazing new belt with full confi*
dence . .. and atour risk. SEND FOR T NOW |

*THE SECRET OF THE

INTERLOCKING HANDS
Onlr}/_COMMANDER contains this NEW
rinciple. A special non-stretch mate-
rial is built into the TVno-wav_stretch
body of the COMMANDER. = STRETCHES
10 to 14 INCHES HIGH ... in _the outline
of two interlocking hands for EXTRA
DOUBLE SUPPORT where von need it

MAKE THIS TEST
WITH YOUR OWN HANDS
AND FEEL WHAT WE MEAN

Commander Wearers all o Arerica Sasx;d i

»1 am sure you will be pleased to “thM losed find order for another hcti. sing in the morning.
knew that “yls by far ‘h: best and 1 wouldn't be without this supporter my check for another,
4 for ten tiroes what it costs.” I. C MeG.

most practical supporter | bare ever br. G e s St. Paul. Minn.
bad. i hare been pleased to show St. Charles. IIL <] recommend the Commander for
It to several of my friends and they “ Received the Commander about a what it is made for. It sure has
are likewise impressed with it. You week ago. To say that | am well been a great help lo me. | waul to
shall probably hear from some of pleased with it would he putting it thank “you ‘for what it has done. 1
ihem hi the future.” mildly—I ran see that It fills a long might add It lias helped me more

felt want, giving the needed support than anything 1 have ever tried.”
Dr. A. M. S. and a most comfortable feeling. | Voo K
Staodish. Mich never miss putting it on the first or nox, Kg.

Above are just a few of the many unsolicited testimonials /or the Commander
that we receive regularly. Originals of these and others are on file.

SEND FOR IT TODAY— USE THIS COUP<

INTRODUCTORY TEN DAl TRIAL OFFi 10 DAY FREE TRIAL
WARD GREEN CO”. DEPT.

342 MADISON AVENUE. NEg\l\BI YORK, N. Y. SEND NO MONEY

Send me the "COMMANDER" for'tcn days Free Trial, | Will pay postman the special price of $2.95
pTSs p'gsetagg. If not satisfied anZ: m?gariﬁésu 'leoer dralya; I may return it and tlie purchase price will be Wear COMMANDER ONLY
promptly refunded ten days FREE. If it fails
My waist measure . My height is . ,
(Send string the size of waist If measuring tape is not available.) to do all we say, send \ ) QO

it back and the pur- £«w U
chase price will be
promptly refunded. SIZES 28 to 47

SPECIAL LARGE SIZES 48 lo 60, 53-98

ADDRESS

here If you enclose *2.9§ With this order and we will pay postage charges. The same refund

1941 W. C. Co



