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This particular story was written 
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ing abroad. She is a countess in 
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to use her title as her writing name 
-The Countess Anstey. 

I he story is called "The Breath 
of Scandal," and t�e first h'llf of it 
will appear in the next issue ot ALL
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on sale June 10. 
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The Breath of Scandal 
by 
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DET 
FICTION 

" The Magazine With the Detective Shield On the Cover " 

VOLUME LXVIII SATURDAY, .JUNE 11,1932 NUMBER 2 

Master of Millions 
A No�elette 

By Richard Howells Watkins 

A man was crouching 
by the wall 

CHAPTER I 

Eric's Big Story 

TOM HEATH f r ow n e d  un
certainly into the telephone re
ceiver. He drew squares and tri

angles on the stack of copy paper on the 
cigarette-burned shelf in the telephone 
booth ; then stabbed at the much 
abused woodwork with his pencil. 

" What kind of story, Eric?" 
t 

Bi sbee W m W rec/eing, Looting, 
Getting Away with Millions..:_but 
He Wasn't Getting Away with 
Murder, Tom Heath Swore 

"It's big! It's staggering!" The 
man who spoke was Tom Heath's twin 
brother. The quiver of excitement in 
his voice was perceptible even over the 
telephone line. "I've been rounding up 
facts for days. I must see you this 
afternoon. How about four-fifteen in 
the lobby of the Merchants Trust? You 
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must ·come, Tom. It's-simply tre
mendous!" 

" All right�unless something big 
breaks in town," Tom Heath said 
grudgingly. " But why not meet you 
up in your office? Is Jonathan Bisbee 
& Co. so busy in the middle of the 
world's biggest depression that-" 

Eric's voice cut in and there was 
something in its intensity, its inco
herence, that halted Tom's suggestion. 

" No! Not in-Not there! Bisbee 
must not see you, Tom! It's about
I'm not sure-Damn it, man! In the 
lobby!" 

" In the lobby, then," the reporter 
cortceded, " I'll-" 

The· receiver clicked in 
his ear. Eric had hung up. 

Still frowning 
u n· c ert a i n  I y 
Tom Heath· 

pushed his broad shoulders past 
the double doors of the humid phone 
booth into the city room of theM orning 
Mail. A few typewriters were chatter
ing, but most of the reporters were still 
out on their afternoon assignments. At 
his desk he batted out a two-stick inter
view with a retiring fi�e chief and took 
it up to the city desk. 

George MacQuistan, the city editor, 

was skimming an afternoon paper. He 
raised a quick and wary eye as Tom 
Heath paused beside the desk. 

"Boss, my brother just.phoned that 
he had a story for us," Heath reported 
uncomfortably. " He wants me. to meet 
him down at the Merchants Trust just 
after four o'clock." 

"You had your day off on Tuesday, 
Heath," the city editor said curtly. He 
sat bolt upright to take a police head
quarters slip that the assistant city 
editor had just received over the tele
phone. Glancing at it, MacQuistan 
dropped it on his desk and tilted back 
in his chair again. He made it plain 

that the subject was closed. 
" Eric never pul!ed this on me 

before," Tom Heath said. 

Tom swung around, 
startled 

George MacQuistan grunted. " If 
he works in Wall Street he's luring you 
down there to borrow two dollars from 
you," he said. "They're eating messen
ger boys in the Street." 

Tom Heath chuckled. Then he stood 
silently at l\IacQuiston's elbow. 

The city edit_or dropped his paper 
and made a dive at his littered desk. 
"Call up as soon as your brother's 
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story turns out to be a flivver," he said 
irritably. " And here "-his questing 
fingers caught up the assistant <;ity 
editor's memoranduq1-" here's an 
ambulance call from headquarters. 
' Man fell or j umped to street near 
corner William and \Vall. '  I f  it isn't 
j ust another broker there might be a 
story there." 

" Thanks," said Tom Heath. He 
htJrried away while MacQuistan was 
searching for more odd jobs around 
\Vall Street. 

HE headed for the subway. It was 
a warm afternoon, more like 
August than November. The 

subway was cooler than the street. 
Roaring southward he gazed skeptically 
at the ambulance slip. "\\Iindow cleaner 
fell one story and sprained an ankle," 
he diagnosed. 

Ambulance slips usually turned out 
that way. It was his brother's hig-h, 
excited voice that held his thoughts. 

Downtown he moved briskly toward 
the Merchants Trust building, a tall 
new spike in the city's skyline. Eric 
had a good j ob there with a bond house 
of moderate size, Jonathan Bisbee & 
Co. 1 t was one of the few financial 
jobs, so it  seemed to Tom Heath, that 
hadn't  wilted in the gloom of the big 
bear market. And n0\1\'-

There was something going on in 
front of the Merchants Trust building. 
A crowd was milling about. Reserves 
from the Old Slip police station were 
doing what they could to get people 
moving. An ambulance went clanging 
away, with the young surgeon debo
nairely riding the rear seat. Almost 
simultaneously a police patrol pulled 
up. 

Tom Heath pushed through the star
ing crowd, reaching for his police card. 
T\YO big policemen, carrying a covered 

stretcher and escorted by a wedge of 
other bluecoats, came out of the build
ing. They shoved the stretcher into the 
patrol wago_n. 

Swinging up on the step of the car. 
Tom flashed his card at a scowling cop. 
" What is it?" he asked. 

" Suicide," answered the bluecoat. 
He flung his hand toward the sheer 
flank of the towering building, then 
flipped back the blanket on top of the 
stretcher. " vVe got to get away from 
here, reporter. It ain't much-just a 
clerk." 

Tom Heath did not hear the words, 
but he let go his hold on the brass rail 
of the patrol. He toppled back into 
the surging crowd. What he had seen 
in that momentary glance had been the 
mutilated but unmistakable body of his 
brother Eric. 

CHAPTER II 

Blank Walls 

T
HE patrol clanged down the street 

before the fog lifted from Tom 
Heath's numb brain. The crowd 

which had upheld him by its density as 
he dropped off the step of the car was 
melting away, now, leaving him to sup
port his own shaky body. The incident, 
in the opinion of the crowd, was over. 

Tom Heath moved slowly toward the 
lobby of the Merchants Trust. In a 
daze he was fulfilling his part of an 
appointment that would never be con
summated. As he entered the building 
and stared around at the marble walls 
he was muttering to himself : 

" He didn't do it. He didn't kill 
himself! He didn't !" 

Halting, he continued to stare at the 
impassive walls. 

" Steady !" someone murmured in his 
ear, as he swayed on his feet. " Come 
on, Heath ; come with me !" 
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Tom looked around and saw that 
Ted Stuart, the clever young financial 
editor of the Mail, was grasping him by 
the arm. Stuart's face showed pur
pose; Heath followed him mechan
ically. 

Stuart guided him to an elevator. A 
pop-eyed operator shot the car upward 
at a signal from the alert starter. 

" Here!" Stuart reached for 4is hip. 
" Take a shot of this!" 

Tom Heath gulped a mouthful. His 
mind deared of &e horrible mist, but 
he still felt sick. Th.e car stopped and 
he followed Stuart along a corridor. 

'' I was here-to get a paragra£h 
from Bisbee, your brother's boss, when 
it happened," the financial editor ex
plained. " As soon as they told me 
who he was I called up the Mail. But 
you had left." 

" He didn't do it!" Tom Heath pro
tested. " I know he didn't kill himself!" 

" MacQuistan said the office would 
look after-after your brother," Stuart 
replied. "I'm taking you to Bisbee

�you'll want to know about it, I suppose. 
Or you can just rest }:!ere in his office 
a while." 

Tom Heath braced himself. "Yes. 
I want to know," he said grimly. He 
remembered the agitated message about 
the big story. The high thin note of 
excitement in Eric's voice still rang in 
his ears. Eric wasn't the sort who be
came excited easily. " I want to know," 
he repeated. "And I'm going to find 
out." 

Stuart looked at the reporter with 
sudden fixity. " Maybe you will find 
out," he said without conviction. " I 
want to talk to you about that myself, 
after you've seen Bisbee. Here's the 
office. Steady!" 

He opened a door modestly lettered 
with the firm name of Jonathan Bisb.ee 
& Co. and guided Tom Heath into• a 

small reception room. The white-faced 
girl at the desk looked up at them, then 
vanished without a word at a nod from 
Theodore Stuart. 

Jonathan Bisbee was alone in his 
office when Tom Heath and Theodore 
Stuart were ushered in. 

Mr. Bisbee was slumped in a dis.con
solate attitude behind a plain oak desk. 
His powerful body was outlined against 
the black front of a hig safe such as 
usually occupies the general office rather 
than the room of the head of the firm. 

Slowly Bisbee ros.e to his feet. He 
was a tall man of singular appearance, 
slightly bent at the shoulders as if nis 
b.ig body habitually failed to keep pace 
with his narrow, proj.ecting head. His 
thin nose curved like a scimitar and his 
.eyes were coldly gray. 

"This is Eric Heath's brother, Mr. 
Bisbee," Stuart said. 

The bent, middle-aged man behind 
the desk turned his deeply imbed.ded 
eyes upon Tom Heath and nodded 
slightly. 

" Sit down, Mr. Heath," he said in 
an uninflected and colorless voice. ' ' I 
am so sorry." 

His long curved fingers pressed a 
button. "I-I am overcome, Mr. Heath. 
Terrible! Terrible! I think Mr. Train, 
my secretary, knows more about it thaa 
anyone else here." 

Tom Heath sat down. Bisbee looked 
impressive enough, but his hesitant 
voiee, his slow movements, conveyed a 
strange indication of helplessness. And 
there was nothing in this small, quietly 
furnished office that hinted at the 
wealth of Jonathan Bisbee. 

A LMO.ST immediately in response 
n to the bell a short, exceedingly 

blond young man entere<i He 
was irreproachably .dressed and wore 
a flower in his buttonhole. Though 
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plainly enough upset he looked at his 
employer with attentive eyes, ignoring 
the others. 

" Mr. Train, please tell Mr. Heath 
about his brother," said Bisbee. 

" I really know very little." The 
blond young man spoke with jerky 
readiness. " When I last saw Mr. 
Heath he was in his office, a small 
room leading directly· into mine. I 
put my head in just before I joined 
Mr. Bisbee in the library, where we 
were_ analyzing a corporation report. 
I asked Mr. Heath to answer if my 
telephone rang. He nodded and went 
on with his work. When I returned, 
about three-quarters of an hour ago, 
he was not in his office. Later-we 
heard." 

"I myself was sitting in this room, 
waiting for Mr. Bisbee to return, wherr 
it must have happened, Tom," Ted 
Stuart put in. " There was only one 
room between me and your brother
Train's room. I didn't hear or s�e any
thing out of the way. Neither did 
Miss Stoner, a stenographer, who was 
here with me most of the time." 

And that, despite the questioning of 
many employees, was all that Tom 
Heath could learn about his brother's 
fall to the sidewalk, fourteen stories 
below. No one had notiq�d anything 
unusual about Eric Heath's manner; 
no one had been in his room within 
half an hour of his death. 

There was opportunity during that 
thirty minutes for almost anyone in 
the office to have slipped into Eric's 
room. Not even Ted Stuart had a 
sure alibi, as he pointed out, for the 
stenographer was not present all the 
time he was waiting in Bisbee's private 
office. � 

Tom could see no signs of a 
struggle. Both the windows in Eric's 
office were open wide at the bottom. 

Various employees unconvincingly 
expressed the belief that, becoming 
faint, he might have leaned out too far. 
But Tom Heath did not credit for an 
instant the accident theory. He knew 
his brother's unfailing health too well. 

He found not the slightest indica
tion of that big story among Eric 
Heath's things. Not a hint. 

A qlank wall! That was what Tom 
Heath felt that he was up against. 
Anyone might have entered that room 
from the private hall, but no one had. 

No one! Nothing! No cle\v! 
Everything was negath·e like the color
less, week-voiced master of the com
pany. 

Mr. Bisbee, after an hour, suggested 
with no indication of impatience that 
Tom Heath might request an expert 
examination of the room by the Homi
cide Squad. 

"A detective came and went before 
you arrived,'j he said. " He saw noth
ing suspicious about the case, but we 
can ask police headquarters to send an
other man." , 

The financier's grey eyes, so sunken 
on either side of the narrm� nose, 
dwelt in - mild interrogation upon 
Heath as he spoke. 

Theodore Stuart promptly seconded 
the suggestion. 

Tom Heath shook his head. " No 
use," he said. " The police will think 
the same as all of you do." 

Utterly at a loss, he turned away 
from Jonathan Bisbee and his watch
ful, almost fearful secretan·. He 
walked out into the corridor that ran 
like an aisle between the ,·arious offi
ces of the firm. Ted Stuart followed 
him. 

Tom moved past a bench on which 
was seated that unpleasing creature, 
Nagle - Jonathan Bisbee's chauffeur. 
The man, clad in a grey whipcord liv-
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ery that could not conceal the awk
ward. grossness of his heavy body, 
stared stolidly in front of him. His 
small, protrudin·g eyes, set i:n a huge 
expanse of blotched and surplus flesh 
did not even wink as Tom went by. 

The reporter did not speak to Nagle. 
He had already questioned the chauf
feur without result. Nagle had said 
that he had not left the bench where 
he awaited orders until after the dis
covery of the tragedy. He had seen 
nothing, heard nothing. 

Five feet beyond him, Tom Heath 
looked around at Nagle with a swift 
movement of his head. The chauf
feur's eyes had -not followed him, as a 
man's eyes naturally would. They 
were still rigidly fixed on the waH. 

" I 'm gettint out of here," Tom 
Heath said to Stuart. " This place 
doesn't seem to help me think. But� 
Eric didn't do it." 

" You've done all you could," Stuart 
murmured approvingly. 

Outside the building Tom parted 
from Ted Stuart. Although i:t was 
aft-er five o'clock, dusk had not yet 
come down on the thousands rushing 
homeward through the street. 

"I know you have your stuff to turn 
out," Tom said to the financial editor. 
" And I have-things--to do myself. 
Thanks for standing by. I'm all right 
now." 

" Come back to the Wall Street 
office as soon as you can," Stuart told 
him with quiet earnestness. " .I want 
to talk to you about this." 

CFIAP'l'ER Ill 
The Man in the Dark 

chested man with reddish · hair who 
stood on fl street corner peering into 
his pipe. The reporter recognized the 
loiterer ·as Peter Watts , a detective 
sergeant of the Homicide Squad. 
Watts was usually standing on a street 
corner somewhere, reflectively nursing 
his pipe. 

< 
The detective threw away a pipe 

cleaner and jerked his head at Torn 
Heath. " Tough break," he mumble.d 
uncomfortably. " I  was up there." 

" You were up in Bisbee�s office, 
Pete?" Tom asked. '' What do you 
make of it?" 

Peter Watts shook his ponderous 
head, then began to fill his pipe. 
" Nothing to it for us," he said. " I 
had a look at the room. No suspicion 
of homicide so I beat it before the re
porters could spot me and play it up as 
murder." 

Tom Heath rubbed his chin with a 
tremulous hand. " Was it chance you 
were in the building?" 

" I was coming to see B1sbee,!' the 
big detective explained. " Doing a 
job for the Connecticut police. Bis
bee's car was stuck up and his chauf
feur killed in the driveway of his own 
place up at Stamwich three weeks ago. 
A one man job. It was in the papers." 

The newspaper man nodded. He 
remembered the case, although not 
much had come out. 

" Underground, Bisbee raised hell 
about it with the Connecticut cops, 
called in private dicks, offered a re
ward and hired a tough looking gorilla 
to take the place of the chauffeur that 
was killed," Sergeant Pete Watts ex
plained. " He did.n't say so, but he 
was scared. My end doesn't look like 

T
OM HEATH turned his steps· to- much, but I wanted to talk to Bisbee. 

ward the Old Slip police station. • And when I got there-" 
As he neared the river his eyes H e  shook his head. "No good' me 

suddenly fowsed on a fall, barrel- trying to make a mu·rder ca>se out of 
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a-" He stopped himself and stared 
at his pipe as if it had bitten him. 

" Out of an accident," he added 
clumsily. 

" Bisbee's employees don't seem to 
have much luck," Tom H eath com
mented with some bitterness. 

" Millionaires are marks," Watts 
said succinctly. He continued to fill 
his pipt;. " Especially these days. But 
Bisbee hasn't had much trouble with 
crooks. He don't stand out in New 
York. He's quiet. His estate up at 
Stamwich isn't anything wonderful, 
and his best car's a year old. He's got 
a high speed motor yacht that he com

.mutes to New York in, but that's not 
big or new, either." 

" You didn't see a thing in my 
brother's room that would make you 
think he might possibly have been mur
dered, Pete ?" 

" Not a thing," Peter Watts de
clared solemnly. " Nor on his body, 
Heath. I'm talking to you as a re
porter and as a brother of the-the 
case. Your brother's gone. It's tough. 
But don't _make it tougher." 

He fidgetted with his pipe. " Same 
time, if I can do anything for you, I'm 
ready," he said, with awkward pauses. 
" You've always treated me right in 
the paper and out of it." 

" Thanks, Pete," Tom Heath said. 
" I'll remember that."  

The man from the Homicide Squad 
jerked up his pipe in a gesture of fare
well and walked stolidly away. 

Tom stared at the station house to 
which his brother's bodv had been 
taken, squared his shoulders a trifle 
and moved toward it. 

fifth street where his brother had lived 
alone with his books in a small apart
ment. 

In his pockets were his brother's 
keys, his brother's wallet and a few 
oddments and papers that gave no clew 
whatsoever to the big story or to why 
anyone should desire the death of Eric 
Heath. 

He entered the red wooden gate and 
passed along the narrow cement way 
between two tenement houses. This led 
to a dignified old house in the center of 
the block that had once, a century be
fore, stood in its own grounds. The 
dignity of the old place had sadly been 
impaired by numerous alterations, 
scaling paint <J.nd a blatant sign, 
" Apartments." ,. 

The windows of Eric's two rooms, 
on the second floor, were dark, but for 
a moment Tom Heath, glancing sober
ly upward, caught a glimpse of an 
errant beam of moonlight on one 
pane. 

He pulled open the front door, which 
the careless housekeeper had left un
locked, as usual, groped his way 
through the dark hall and tramped up 
the long flight of stairs to the second 
floor front. 

Again he had no,_need for his keys. 
A bundle of laundry, left just inside 
the door, told him why. He entered the 
living room, switched on the desk light 
and dropped his hat on the couch. He 
wandered into the small adjoining bed
room, switched on the light there and 
peered into the bathroom. The light 
from the other room revealed Eric's 
shaving tackle standing ready for in
stant use on a glass shelf above the 
washstand. 

IT was almost dark when Tom Heath · With tightening lips he came back 
descended the steps of the Ninth , .into the living room and sat down at 
Avenue Elevated and headed to·ward his brother's big desk. Here there was 

the remodetted rear house on Twenty- an ordered litter of bills, newspaper 
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clippings, letters, a book or two and a 
few stray papers. 

Methodically Tom Heath began to 
go through the contents of the desk. 
He spent a moment or tv:o oyer the 
clippings, which concerned the business 
depression. They were all of a general 
nature. 

Then he came upon a typewritten 
sheet-doubtless the product of the 
portable machine that stood open on a 
stand beside the desk. 

It was a list of safe deposit vaults. 
The name of the safe deposit company 
was given and then the address. And 
below it, in his brother's handwriting, 
as i f  scribbled unconsciously while 
deep in thought, were a few words. 
" J .  Bisbee, his hoard," the penciled 
words read, and beside them was 
a picture of a money bag with 
" ?oo,ooo,ooo" lettered across it. And 
beneath three more words: " What 
should I -. - ?" That was all. 

Tom Heath studied it soberly. Safe 
deposit vaults! Bisbee's hoard ! Could 
it be possible that this meant that his 
brother had discovered that Jonathan 
Bisbee had millions stowed away-

Suddenly the desk light above his 
head went out. 

Startled, Tom Heath swung around. 
He leaped to his feet. Through his 
mind flashed the possible meaning of · 
that errant beam of moonlight he had 
seen on the windowpane. 

A quick, involuntary cry broke 
from his throat. 

There was someone in  the room. A 
man was crouching by the wall. As he 
straightened up Tom Heath made out 
by the light from the bedroom that he 
wore Eric's long silk dressing gown. 

The intruder moved like a darting 
spear across the zone of darkness in 
the room toward the outer door. 

Tom rallied swiftly from the shock 

of seeing a figure in his dead brother's 
gown. Then he lunged toward the 
man. One of his hands gripped a solid 
arm. 

The man whirled. His right arm 
swung toward Tom's heaJ. 

Tom staggered. A thousand lightning 
flashes flared before his eyes. Bone 
and muscle turned to water in his body. 
He fought for his wits, a hand reach
ing spasmodically toward his blazing 
head. 

Something thumped on the floor be
side him. The man reached the door 
and flung it open. Then it crashed 
shut behind him. · 

Tom Heath rallied quickly from his 
pain and dizziness. He rushed toward 
the door. \\Then he reached the head of 
the stairs the thump of the fugitive's 
feet had ceased. He heard the front 
door closing. 

Staggering, he made what speed he 
could down the long flight. In the 
dark hall something soft entangled his 
feet and he fell. He climbed up and 
hurried on. 

There was enough reflected 'light in 
the narrow alley that led to the street to 
tell him i t  was empty. He stumbled 
along 'Nith one hand gripping his ach
ing head. 

When he reached the street that, too, 
was empty of nearby pedestrians. And 
every one of the tenement doorways 
was an easy hiding place for a resource
ful fugitive. 

-Tom Heath turned back. He was 
fighting a feeling of sickness that might 
become faintness any moment. In the 
lower hall he again felt something soft 
under his feet. Stopping, he lit a match. 
The thing that had floored him ,was his 
brother's dressing gown. He picked it 
up. And then, as the light of the 
match waned, he saw something else 
in the ha11-a man standing stiffly 
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motionless, with his body j ammed into 
a rear corner of the hall. 

·cHAPTER IV 

Held Up 

THE match dropped from Tom 
Heath's fingers.. He let it die on 
the floor. Swiftly he crept 

toward the light S\vitch. He snapped it 
on. Then, with a growl, he turned with 
clenched hands lo the man in the 
corner. 

" Now, damn you, slug me again 1" 
he rasped. 

From the stiff figure came a gasp of 
fear. The man seemed to crumple up 
as he stared with apprehensive eyes at 
the approaching reporter. 

"This--this is a public hallway!" he 
stammered, shrinking against the wall. 
"You-you have no right to-to 
menace me like this!" 

Tom Heath stopped. His fingernails 
ceased to bite his palms. He blinked as 
he stared at the man in the corner. It 
was Train, Jonathan Bis.bee's blond 
and foppish secretary. 

For a full thirty seconds Tom 
Heath studied unwinkingly the terror
stricken face of the secretary. He was 
struggling with a question. \Vas this 
meticu.lously dressed, shrewd but mus
cular young man the resourceful and 
hard hitting intruder who had so easily 
surprised and ·vanquis-hed him? 

Though Train's face was weak and 
frightened, Tom Heath had been de
ceived by faces before this. Train was 
breathing fast, but that might be clue to 
agitation, not exertion. 

.. Why are you hiding here?" Tom 
demanded. 

" I heard a struggle, slamming doors, 
a ialling body, men running down 
stairs-all kinds. of things-so I tried 
to keep out of it, " Train explained; 

" Here was l-in a dark hall in a house 
I had never been in before-" 

" And had no right to enter," Tom 
Heath put in. 

"It 's  a public hallway, Mr. Heath," 
Train insisted. "And I have a letter 
to you from Mr. Bis-" 

Tom Heath's hand shot out and 
halted Train's own manicured fingers 
as they crept toward his inside coat 
pocket. The secretary uttered a startled 
cry. 

"I'll get the letter," the reporter said 
coldly. " It's mine, isn't it?" 

He reached into the other's coat 
pocket and felt an envelope. But he 
did not pull it out until he had tapped 
both of Train's armpits and made sure 
there was no weapon hidden beneath 
that trimly tailored coat, or in the hip 
pockets of the well-hung trousers. 

" Come upstairs," he commanded, at 
last, and pushed Train ahead of him. 
He picked up his brother' s . dcessing 
gown and followed his prisoner. 

In the living room of Eric's apart
ment he switched on the overhead light 
and stood for a moment, one hand on 
Train's trembling arm, to survey the 
disordered room. 

Near the door Ia y the head and eight 
inches of the shaft of a broken golf 
club-a niblick. Tom felt the side of 
his own skull, where that heavy iron 
clubhead had impinged. There was a 
sizeable bump rising, but he no longer 
felt faint. 

He knew that broken golf stick. It 
had lain in the big closet on the other 
side of the room for six week-s or more, 
awaiting repairs. In that closet, too, 
Eric's dressing gown u s  u a 1 1  y hung . 
And the closet door was wide open, 
now. 

It was easy enough to reconstruct the 
action. He had come into the house 
and surprised some mtruder. The man 
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had hidden in the big closet. Seeing the 
search that Tom was making, the man 
in the closet realized that he would be 
discovered. So he had slipped on the 
dressing gown, as a disguise or con
cealment, crept out of the closet, jerked 
the cord of the reading lamp from the 
wall socket and bolted for the door 
with the broken golf stick in his hand. 
He had clubbed his way out and, quite 
safe from identification, now walked 
the streets. Unless-
Tom Heath swung around on his 

pnsoner. 
Train was standing in obedient 

stillness. But his head was bent 
sharply and he was staring with inten
sity at the typewritten list of safety 
deposit vaults that had dropped to the 
floor from Heath's hand during the 
scuffle. 

T
OM picked it up. He had a strong 
conviction that this list was the 
one tangible thing he had to" sub

stantiate his stubborn belief that his 
brother had been murdered. 
" What is this to you?" he inquired, 

as he folded the sheet of paper and put 
it in his pocket. 
Train shifted his weight to the other 

leg. "I-I thought it might be a
clew," he said. "Did he drop it-the 
man that ran?" 
" Sit down over there," the reporter 

commanded. He plugged in the desk 
lamp once more, made a swift search 
of the apartment for a possible accom
plice still in hiding, and then opened 
the letter from Bisbee. 
It was a brief communication ad

dressed to him. Couched in formal 
language, the letter offered to pay the 
funeral expenses of the " unfortunate 
employee." 

" When did Mr. Bisbee write this?" 
Tom demanded. 

" He thought of it after you had 
left," Train replied. He had regained 
a certain amount of composure. 
" And then he went home?" 
Train looked at him from under his 

yellow eyelashes. " Then he drove to 
the Metropolitan Yacht Club landing 
stage on the East River, boarded his 
commuter - his yacht- and went 
home," he said steadily. "He lives in 
Connecticut. I am to follow by train, 
as I often do." 
" What do you think of my brother's 

death?" 
" Suicide," Train asserted uneasily. 

" Sorry and so on, but what else could · 
it be?" 
It seemed to Tom Heath that the in

offensive-looking blond secretary was 
making a masked but determined effort 
to convince him. 
" Why do you want me to believe 

that?" he demanded. 
Train shrugged his narrow shoul

ders. He did not speak. 
Tom Heath tossed Bisbee's letter 

into the scrap basket. 
" Thank Mr. Bisbee for me and tell 

him the Heath family buries its own 
dead," he said curtly. "Now go!" 
·Train stood up. Near the door he 

paused. " Sorry and all that, but-" 
he began. 
Tom Heath took a step toward him 

and the secretary vanished precipi
tately. 
"It's ten to one that yes-man wasn't 

the fellow who swung that niblick," he 
told himself. "Unless- why did he 
come? Bisbee's letter is a blind. It 
shows that Bisbee's in it. That's some
thing." 
He drew out the list of safety de

posit vaults again and stared at it. At 
last he thrust it into his pocket. 

" I may be trying to hook a cheap 
burglary up with a murder that has 
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nothing to do with it," he warned him
self. 
It did not take him long to finish his 

inspection of Eric's papers. He found 
nothing that seemed to have any bear
ing upon his soft-spoken, cold-eyed 
employer. 
Locking up the apartment, he left the 

house. Rather wearily he directed his 
steps toward Ninth Avenue, He saw 
a taxicab drawn up outside a darkened 
house, but ignored it. 
The Elevated would take him down

town more quickly. The deserted 
street reminded him that it was getting 
late. He quickened his pace. 
He drew abreast of the cab. From 

the shadows of the house a man 
loomed in front of him. Simultaneous
ly he felt the jab of something pointed 
and hard against his backbone. There 
was a man behind him, too. 

CHAPTER V 

An Even Break 

,.IN the cab, you!" The big man in 
front of him spat out the words 
and shoved himself against Tom 

Heath's chest. And the pointed thing 
behind him prodded his spine in em
phasis of the command. 

Promptly Tom Heath backed to
ward the taxicab. The man behind 
him had the door open. A moment 
later he was sitting on the back seat 
with an enemy on either side of him. 
" Squawk an' you're through!" 

snarled the big fellow. " We need a 
loan. Jake, let him have it if he 
n1oves." 
"Damn right I'll let him have it!" 

the other thug muttered. 
Tom did not move. He had six dol

lars with him, and more reasons than 
usual to live. Also, his head already 
ached and he was not fool ene>ugh to 

think that he could win out against two 
men. 
He studied the big footpad intently. 

The man had a handkerchief covering 
his face from the eyes downward. That 
was something new in street robberies. · 
Concerning the other man he could 
make out nothing except that he was 
of medium size and held an automatic. 
The leader, with a flashlight to see 

by, emptied Tom's pockets. 
"We need cash, buddy," he ex

plained. .�. Cash is what we want. 
See?" But he collected in addition to 
Heath's wallet every other scrap of pa
per he had on him, including the list 
of ste>rage vaults. That was new. too. 
The r,efleeted light of the torch en

abled Tom to make out that the big 
crook's powerful body was round 
rather than broad. He was clad in a 
cheap, wrinkled suit of nondescript 
col-or, badly fitting. 4'here was some
thing definitely familiar about him. 
Ohce the stick-up man inadvertently 

turned the light downward. Tom, fol
lowing its ray, saw the big man's feet. 
The black shoes under the unkempt 
trouser legs were neatly p.olished and 
almost new. 
" I'm leavin' you the chicken feed," 

the round-bodied thug said, thrusting 
back a handful of silver into Heath's 
trousers pocket. "You're a disappoint
ment, buddy. Squawk and we'll come 
back for ye." 
Swiftly he gripped the lapels of 

Heath's coat and pulled him off the 
seat. The silent man on the other side 
jabbed Tom viciously in the back with 
his automatic. 

In an instant he was jetked out onto 
the sidewalk. Propelled by two pairs 
of arms he fell, sprawling. 
. " Lie there!" the big man warned. 
The glint of a gun showed in the hand 
he stretched through the cab window. 
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The cab started. It swept down the 
street as Tom Heath scrambled to his 
feet. His mouth was tight-shut. 
The cab swung around the corner. 

" Black shoes - nicely polished," he 
said, dusting off his knees. "Didn't 
bother to change them. He might as 
well have shown me his fat mug. The 
other was just a hired thug." 

A LMOST at once, though still 
n thinking hard, he got under way. 

He walked down to Twenty-third 
Street and waited for an eastbound car. 
Fifteen minutes later h.e was approach
ing the trim landing stage of the Metro
politan Yacht Club. 
The riding lights of only a few small 

craft not yet laid up for the winter 
gleamed in the East River anchorage 
of the club. A bored attendant sur
reptitiously dropped a cigarette as 
Tom approached. Straightening up to 
attention, the man placed a heavy foot 
on the glowing stub. 
Tdm Heath essayed a 'casual laugh. 

" Great Scot, my man, smoke if you 
wish," he said with easy generosity. 
" I'm not on the regatta committee. 
You're sure Mr. Bisbee's commuter 
hasn't gone?" 
"No, sir," said the man stolidly, 

·pointing out into the stream. " She's 
still there, sir. Shall I-" 
"Not now," Tom Heath broke in, 

pausing. " Mr. Bisbee won't be going 
now till his man gets here." 
" So Mr. Bisbee said, sir,". the club 

attendant agreed. 
Tom Heath turned down the ill

lighted waterfront. He walked on 
southward for two blocks. 
Suddenly he darted toward the cov

er offered by a pier gateway. A man 
was coming toward him along the 
street- a man in a chauffeur's most 
impeccable uniform- a big, round-

bodied man in a hurry. He was alone. 
As he passed a street light Tom Heath 
caught the gleam oi his neatly polished 
shoes. 
Then he S>vung on out of the light

ed area around the lamp. He came 
nearer to where Tom Heath had flat
tened himself in the recessed gateway. 
The reporter doubled up his right 

hand, with the thumb projecting be
yond the bent fingers. He waited. Tht: 
round-bodied man went past. Tom 
stepped out behind the hurrying chau f
feur. He thrust his thumb with all tlw 
force he had in him against the big 
man's backbone. Tom. Heath kne\\· 
just how it should feel. 
" Hoist 'em!" he snarled, and there 

was genuine menace in his voice. 
The big chauffeur's hands shot up 

without an instant's hesitation. He 
stood stock still. 
"You got me wrong, buddy," he 

murmured. " I'm light. But take a 
look, buddy, I ain't kidding you." 
"Tom Heath growled an unintelli

gible reply. Already his left hand wa� 
delving into the pockets of the uni
form. He found a wallet and knew it 
by Yery touch for his own. He found 
papers and his police card and stuffed 
them all into his own pocket. 
The big chauffeur suddenly swayed 

backward an inch or two against Tom 
Heath's tense right thumb. And then, 
certain that no weapon actually men
aced him, the man whirled and reached 
for his own hip pocket. 
Tom Heath's right hand was al

ready clenched. He shifted his pro
jecting thumb as he sent his hard fist 
upward in a swift and forceful upper
cut. 
Though it had failed as an imitation 

of a gun the fi§t succeeded, as a fist. 
It crashed against the point of the 
chauffeur's chin. The . man's bones 
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seemed to turn to water in his  body. 
He slumped in a l i feless heap. 

Tom Heath went away. Heedless 
of the danger of being spotted by a 
patrolling cop he ran like a runaway 
steer with the stockyards behind. His  
ears were alert for the blare of a gun 
and he swerved as he ran. He left  the 
waterfront and zigzagged into the 
heart of Manhattan. Gradually he 
slackened pace. 

Not until he was on an elevated train 
and heading down town did he venture 
to glance over h is  recm·ered belong
ings. They were all there, including the 
l ist of vaults .. 

"An even break," he told himself. 

address of the rear house in which his 
brother had l ived. 

" Perhaps that's why the big one was 
going alone toward Bisbee's yacht," he 
said slowly. " The other one went to 
Eric's house to make sure nobody could 
find anything among Eric's papers." 

"\\That's all this ?" Stuart asked. "I 
want to tell you something about B is
bee." 

"I've come to talk as well as to lis
ten," Tom said and told what had been 
happening to him. 

CHAPTER VI 

The Hidden Hoard 

"And luckier than I desen·e." 

Q
UIETLY sympathetic, Ted Stuart 

He hurried through the strange, de- listened to the reporter's narra-
serted, echoing streets of the financial tion of his adventure and of  
dist rict to  the  building where the Mail . the  story that had died with Eric 
had its untidy Wal l  Street'office. Ted Heath. Hal f of Ted Stuart's success as 
Stuart, with his  feet on a desk, was one of  the foremost financial writers in 
waiting, his work done for the night. the city was due to his  ability to listen 
He sat up abruptly and looked at Toru intelligently. He was a handsome, 
Heath with a rather peculiar expres un �ell-mannered man in his thirties, one 
on his face. of the few remaining descendants o f  

" I suppose this slip i s  a coincidence, a fami ly once a real power in the bank
but it 's queer," he said and passed over · ing world. He wore his  clothes as the 
a sheet of paper to Tom Heath. " HaYe genteel Train would never 1earn to 
you heard about it? The night desk wear clothes and he had played good 
tried to get you at your place and down football for his  university. Although 
here. Our headquarters man hap- his  name had originally gained him 
penecl to notice it among the routine the interest of  many big financiers i t  
s tuff ten minutes ago." was his discretion that continued t o  

Tom Heath glanced at the sheet. hold their confidence. He w a s  able to 
I� was a report on a one-alarm fire, of get stories quite out of  reach of other 
which there are many every day and Wall Street editors. 
night in the city. It reported briefly Stuart stood up and walked the 
that a fire on the second floor of a length of the room when Tom finished. 
house on \Vest T'Yenty-fi fth Street " Your brother was running down 
had destroyed the contents of a one of the biggest stories that ever 
desk. owned by " E.  Hearn."  "Cause broke in \t\Tall Street," he said. "And 
unknown. �o one injured. Damage he's left a job behind him that you and 
trifling." I must finish. It's a job I'm s{lre he'd 

The reporter rubbed his  chin have given his l i fe for, whether he 
thoughtfully.· The address was the actually did so or not." 
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Tom Heath examined the Wall 
Street editor rather dubiously. From 
Stuart's careful lips this sounded 
queer. 
"vVhat do you know about Jonathan 

Bisbee?" Stuart hurled the question at 
the reporter. 
"Not much," Tom answered . "Eric 

said he was a big man down here in a 
very quiet way. I sized him up as a 
hard proposition." 

" You are underestimating him," 
Stuart said. " Bisbee is the coldest 
fish in vVall Street-and the quietest. 
Also in his way, which is a different 
way from that of the important men 
down here, he is the biggest." 
" What?" Tom Heath demanded in

credulously. "You never hear of him 
as president or chairman· or-" 
"That isn't Bisbee's line," StuSJJ"t 

put in. "I'm a busy man, Heath,<·but 
lately I've spent a lot of time Of!l :Bis
bee. I have my ways of getti..ng a bit 
here and a word there about things I 
can't prove and therefore can't print. 
And I've about decided that what Jon
athan Bisbee is interested in doing is 
wrecking. He isn't the biggest banker 
or broker by a million miles, but he's 
the biggest wrecker." 
Tom Heath made 'no comment. 
" That's just a suspicion, of course," 

Theodore Stuart said hastily. " But I 
have an idea that your brother had 
more than suspicions; he had proof." 

" Come again!" Tom Heath mut
tered. " Are you trying to tell me that 
Jonathan Bisbee is some sort of Com
munist agent who-" 

Stuart interrupted him. "You've 
been reading books," he said. "Bisbee 
doesn't give a hoot about Communism 
--or democracy. What he's out for is 
making money for Jonathan Bisbee." 
"\Vell, ho·w-" 
" \Vhy didn't the United States come 

out of this depression faster?" Stuart 
demanded. "We've emerged from 
every other a lot quicker and a lot 
richer. This slump was different. It 
had no bottom. Why? Because every 
time the markets-the stotk market, 
the bond market, the commodity mar
kets-every time they perked up a bit 
a selling wave hit them like an ava
lanche. It was dLfferent from the ord
inary bull and bear struggle." 
Tom nodded. 
"People sold stocks, bonds, copper, 

wheat, cotton, everything-slung it on 
the markets from Maine to Texas," he 
said. " And the bottom dropped out of 
the markets again. Everyone lackea 
confidence." 
"Right!" Ted Stuart declared. "And 

the reason confidence was lacking was 
that those selling waves were so dlWer
ly timed and so devastatingly violent 
that they overwhelmed every effort of 
constructive bankers and financiers to 
arrest them . . Right now trade shows 
all the signs of permanent improve
ment-but another terrific selling wave 
would kill the improvement, throw men 
out of work, and ruin a few banks." 
He sat down and leaned forward 

over his desk toward Tom Heath. 
"Lately, shrewd observers are be

ginning to wonder if there was not a 
single intellect coordinating and launch
ing those panicky waves of selling, 
backed by the spread of alarming ru
mors. And my bet is that inconspicuous 
Mr. Bisbee, of the unimportant house 
of Jonathan Bisbee and Co., was, under 
scores of dummy companies and indi
viduals all over the country, the big 
bear behind the selling trigger." 

T
OM HEATH studied the ani
mated countenance of the finan
cial expert of his newspaper. If 

Stuart felt that way about Jonathan 
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Bisbee certainly he, an inconspicuous 
repo_rter, was in no position to contra
dict him. And Tom was in no mood to 
contradict him, either, while the mem
ory of Bisbee's narrow, cold�eyed face 
was etched so plainly in his mind. 
" If Bisbee has been consistently on . 

the bear side in a big way since the col
lapse iri the autumn of 1 929 he'll come 
close to being the richest man in the 
world to-day," Ted Stuart declared. 
"Most rich men have lost money by the 
carload because they thought the drop 
was over and bought too soon. I can't 
find that Bisbee ev.er bought any stock 
And selling stock you haven't got and 
buying it in to cover when it reaches a 
ridiculously low figure in a panicky 
market is an infernally fast way of 
making money. You see, you never 
own anything but money�cash ! And 
money can't go down. I've heard 
rumors here and there that Bisbee has 
demanded cash settlements of trans
actions." 
"He must have a wad of cash," Tom 

agreed. Out of his pocket he drew tfie 
Jist of safe deposit vaults that he had 
iound in his brother's desk. 
"Money! He must have million 

11pon million tucked away in banks, 
tucked away irr safe deposit boxes, 
tucked away-somewhere," Ted Stuart 
murmured. " Think! What does he 
want with it? Security-or some
thing else? An enormous fortune in 
cash alone! A mountain of money ! 
Gold! Greenbacks! Bank deposits !" 
"Bank Jeposits !" Tom Heath r.e� 

peated skeptically. "Why should he 
trust banks w en he's the man that was 
breaking banks? Look at that!" 
He handed the list of vaults to the 

financial editor and told how he had 
come across it in Eric's desk. " Suppose 
that is a list of places in which Eric 
had discovered that his boss had locked 

up cash�greenbacks ?" he suggested . . 
"My br.other was a square-shooter. If 
he had discovered that Bisbee had mil
lions upon millions in bills hoarded up 
in vaults�money that is needed so 
badly in circulation just now-he'd ex
pose him, no matter what the conse
quences were. And I guess the govern
ment would. find ways of settling Mr. 
Bisbee before Mr. Bisbee settled the 
country by his. partial corner on cash." 
Ted Stuart was whistling softly to 

himself as he gazed at the list. "I knew 
that he had safe depo�>it boxes in four 
of these places," he said. "But if he has 
stuff in all-well, it may be Bisbee who 
is hoarding a good bit of the money 
that hundreds and thousands of people 
all over the country are suppo�>ed to 
have tucked ·away." 
He took a dollar bill from his wallet 

and measur.ed it with a ruler. " Six 
inches and a bit by two and a half 
inches and a bit," he murmured. " Let's 
say the bill measured six by three inches 
and that two hundred would make a 
stack an inch high. Then such a small 
stack, if of thousand dollar bills, would 
be worth two hundre<:i thousar-1d dollars, 
or, if of ten thousand doiJar bills, two 
million dolJars. 
"You could pack away from twenty 

to fifty such stacks or from forty mil
lion to .one hundred million dollars, 
in a moderate sized safe deposit vault. 
And Mr. Bisbee, if we are right about 
this list of your brother's, has-h'm
twenty-one boxes. From eight hun
ared forty millions to two bill- I am 
. out of my depth. Perhaps we are credit
ing him with bills of too large de
nominati.on." 
He put away his dollar bill with a 

grave face. 
" An interesting speculation," he 

said. " But not quite credible." 
" Too bad Eric is dead," Tom Heath 

1 D- 1 1  
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said bitterly. " H e  might have been 
able to tell us. But Eric fell from a 
window.- He was dead in less than an 
hour from the time when he telephoned 
that he had a big story�" 

" Murder seems a bit crude for a 
man like Jonathan Bisbee," Ted Stuart 
demurred. " And you're overlookjng 
something." 

" What ?" 
" That this hoard of cash would in

evitably draw crooks to Bisbee. They 
seem able almost to smeU money in ·big 
lumps. Don't forget a lone robber at
tacked Bisbee's · car and killed his 
chauffeur three weeks ago. Another 
sneaking super-thief may have killed 
your brother." 

" Perhaps," said Tom Heath, quite 
unconvinced. " But I'm going to find 
out." 

Theoaore Stuart's handsome face 
hardened. " You and I as newspaper 
men and ordinary citizens have a plain 
duty to carry out. It  may or may not 
solve your brother's death, but with all 
respect to him, it is more important. 

" Once it is known that Bisbee is 
largely responsible for this terrific scar
city of cash which has been regarded 
as due to widespread hoarding the 
garernment can put a stop to it. Bisbee's 
fangs will be drawn before he can 
strike again-if he is planning to strike 
with another selling wave financed by 
cash and not merely to hoard it." · 

Tom Heath nodded slowly. " I  
agree," he said. " It's too late to help 
Eric, but I'm certainly going to try to 
finish his job for him." 

" Right !" Stuart stood up. " Before 
we can break a story like that on a man 
like Jonathan Bisbet: we must have the 
goods, the whole goods and nothing 
but the goods on him. And you must 
have even more than that to hang your 
brother's death on him." 
' 2  D-1 1 

" That's that, then," Tom said 
quietly. '' I'll start on Bisbee in the 
morning." 

.. I've my doubts of Bisbee as an 
actual killer," Theodore Stuart said 
soberly. " But if I were you I wouldn't 
expose myself unduly when Bisbee or 
his gorilla chauffeur or blond secretary 
were near me." 

Tom Heath smiled, not at all j oyous
ly. •• I'll risk that," he said. 

CHAPTER VII 

The Vault Robbery 

A T nine o'clock next morning Tom 
1"'\. Heath tackle<l his new assign

ment. His first interview was 
with George MacQuistan. 

'' Probably I'm a bit off my head, 
but I want to find out more about my 
brother's death," he told the city editor. 
" Let me switch to the Wall Street of
fi{:e without salary until I work it o9t 
of my system. · Ted Stuart is willing 
to have me." 

M acQuistan g;lanced up at the white, 
haggard face of the reporter and hastily 
scr_awle<l a memo. " Go ahead," he 
said, " but we won't start any precedent 
about reporters working without salary. 
I'm unpopular now," 

Tom Heath knew what he wanted. 
He went down to the financial district 
to question, not bankers or brokers, 
but the men who made a living by 
writing news and gossip for magazines, 
ticker service and newspapers. They 
knew more than they wrote. 

But it was from M acQuistan and not 
from Wall Street that he received news 
-news that sent him hustling up town. 

" Here's a red hot tip from a district 
man that sounds as i f it were right up 
your alley," the city editor said over 
the direct wire to the Wall Street office 
shortly after ten o'clock. His voice be-
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trayed some slight excitement, an un
usual symptom in MacQuistan. " A 
crook is supposed to have gotten away 
with the contents of Philip T. Train's 
safety deposit box up in the Brooks
Forty-second Street Safe Deposit 
vaults. One employee hurt or killed. 
Isn't Philip T. Train the name of Bis
bee's secretary? Do you want to handle 
it?" 
"I'm on my way," Tom Heath an

swered promptly. With a word of ex
planation to Ted Stuart, who had just 
come into the office to hammer out 
some notes, he shot out of the building. 
On the way uptown, in the roaring 

subway, he looked at Eric Heath's list. 
The Brooks-Forty-second Street Safe 
Deposit Company was on it. -

At Grand Central he pushed his way 
to the surface. Sprinting eastward, he 
came to the huge building in the sub
. basement of which was located the im-
�regnable steel and concrete shell with
in which several hundred New Yorkers • 
stored their valuables. 
There was a crowd gathered about 

at the top of the flight of stone stairs 
leading down to the entrance to the 
vault. The efforts of two policemen 
were not sufficient to dispel them. 
Tom Heath, heading for the vault, 

swerved suddenly at the sight of an
other policeman standing in front of 
one of the shops in a side corridor of 
the subterranean labyrinth. A knot of 
curiosity stricken citizens ringed him 
in. Just beyond this group was the tall, 
barrel-chested figure of Detective Ser
geant Peter Watts of the Homicide 
Squad. Watts was staring in profound 
distrust into the bowl of his briar pipe. 
" What's doing, Pete?" Tom Heath 

asked. 
The red-headed detective jerked his 

pipe disdainfully. 
" Nothing in it for me," he said. " I 

just looked in, passing by. The fellow's 
got a crack on the skull, that's all. A 
doctor's fixing him up in there." 
He turned his pipe toward the bar

ber shop outside which the policeman 
was on guard. 

" Just what happened?" Tom Heath 
asked. " I know these vault people will 
be as dumb as oysters. Can't you give 
me a line on somebody that will say 
something?" 
" Sure!" said Sergeant Peter Watts. 

He pointed ahead with his pipestem 
and silently led the reporter around an
other corner and into a small locker 
room. 
There was only one man in the 

room, a lean, gray-haired man with a 
grim and wrathful face. He was chang
ing from a blue-gray uniform to a suit 
of street clothes and talking profanely 
under his breath as he did so . 

" Jim," said the homicide man, " this 
is my friend Heath of the Mail. Let 
him have your stuff ; he'll give you a 
break. Heath, you're talking to a po
lice medal man, Sergeant Mulcay, re
tired." 
" I'll talk!" said Mulcay, and Tom 

Heath saw that the man was blazing 
with a righteous and highly Celtic rage. 
" Will· I talk? Listen!" 

HE pointed a bony and quivering 
finger in the direction of the de
posit vault. " I was on the door, 

there, when this robber came in," he 
said in a hoarse voice. " I'm doorman, 
do ye see? And why do I let him in ? 
Because the man had rented a uox in 
the place more than a month ago. And 
that's my jol:r-to let them in when I 
know by their faces that they have a 
right inside." 
He stoppped to button his waistcoat 

with agitated fingers. 
" All right," he said. " He goes in, 
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this fellow. His name is Clarence Nor
wood on the books. He goes in like 
he's done a few times before, with a 
brief case in his hand, and he goes into 
the safe and he hands his key to Hanby, 
one of the clerks inside, and he gives 
the number. It's done hundreds of times 
a day, do you see? Only this time he 
don't give the number of his own box 
and he don't hand over his own key, 
do ye see ? He gives the number of 
the box of a fellow named Train, right 
in the same section where his own box 
is located, and he gives Train's key, 
or a key that fits Train's box and looks 
genuine to Hanby. And Hanby takes 
out the box and carries it for him to a 
booth and turns on the light and leaves 
Norwood in there with it. In a minute 
or two out comes Norwood, hands the 
box and the key to Hanby and stands 
by to see it locked up again, takes back 
the key, noels to Hanby and heads for 
· the door with his brief case. " 

The ex-sergeant looked from Watts 
to Tom Heath as if challenging riti
cism and, receiving none, went on : 

" What would I do but let him out? 
'Tis my job. But not fifteen seconds 
later another of the clerks, Smithson 
hjs name is, who has been opening up 
for some other depositors, gets leary. 
He's got a queer memory, Smithson 
has, and it suddenly strikes him that the 
one side glance he'd given Hanby as ' 
Hanby put back the box for Norwood 
had stirred up something in his head, 
like. The position of the box Hanby 
was shoving back didn't agree with the 
looks of the depositor. But it strikes 
him a little too late. He asks Hanby 
a question and then out he tears after 
Norwood, saying he wants a look at the 
man. He isn't at all sure, do ye see ? 
Of course I let him go through the gate 
and of course I stand by the gate. 'Tis 
my job. 

" Well, Smithson goes around the 
corner after the man at a fast clip. He 
doesn't come back at once. After 
thirty seconds Hanby goes after Smith
son. And just around the corner he 
gives a yell. For there's no sign of this 
Norwood-he's got clean away. But 
Smithson is there-shoved into a tele
phone booth, unconscious with a dirty 
wound on his head, and with his auto
matic half out of his pocket. And Nor
wood's clean away-with the stuff in 
Train's box." 
He paused to raise an angry, shaking 

finger toward the vault again. " And 
after a bit the manager goes screamin' 
wild. He goes crazy with fear for his 
job, and he let the clerks have the 
rough side of his tongue and they take 
it like lambs. And then he sails into me, 
and, by God, I do not take it. And I 
fling his dirty job-and nearly my fist 
with it-in his open face before he can 
say the words to fire me. And how God 
give me the grace not to pull the man's 
head off his neck and roll it in the 
gutter-that I do not know! Me, an 
honor man in the department an'-" 
" Do you know what was in Train's 

box?" Tom Heath broke in. 
" That I do not-nor any other man 

in the safe. Train's here now-or 
was-with another fellow, an older 
man, an' all he would say when the safe 
was opened with his key was the stuff 
was gone. He took out what Norwood 
left in the box-packets of paper the 
size o' banknotes. 'Twas after that 
that the manager went wild at us-the 
white-livered tremblin' omadhaun! And 
it may be this Train and this Norwood 
have faked up a robbery on us-" 
"You say Train's here with an older 

man," Tom Heath said thoughtfully, 
moving toward the door. " Thanks to 
you both and I'll see nobody knows 
where the Mail got this dope." 



20 DE
.TECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

Sergeant Watts, with a word to Mul
cay, came with him. "Millionaires are 
marks," he said succinctly. " I'm think
ing it's Train's boss, not the little blond 
gentlem.an himself, that's out some 
valuables." 
Tom Heath clutched his arm, stop

ping him fifty feet from the safety de
posit entrance. " Look !" he said. 
" You're right enough, Pete. Look 
there '" 

CHAPTER VIII 

Bisbee Moves Boldly 

Up the steps from the vault was 
coming the tall, bent-shouldered 
form of Jonathan Bisbee. He 

was wooden-faced and cold-eyed. Be
hind him trailed his impeccably clad 
secretary. Train's lips were working 
nervously as he faced the staring eyes 
of the crowd. 
Out of the throng thrust the heavy, 

round body of Nagle in his gray whip-
cord uniform. · 

Tom Heath's eyes glinted at the 
sight of the round-bodied giant. 
"Fear's a queer thing," muttered 

Sergeant Watts. " Look at that mur
dering gorilla in uniform and say if you 
think Bisbee's any safer by having a 
guy like that to protect him. Protect ! 
Nagle would cut Bisbee's throat for a 
penny piece-if he thought he could get 
away with it. But Bisbee took him on 
against my plain warning." 
Tom mumbled agreement. His eyes 

were on Bisbee and the two men with 
him as they moved through the milling 
crowd. 
" .I'll escort them to the door," the 

reporter decided. " See you later, 
Pete." , 
He followed the trio as they headed 

for the stairs leading up to the ground 
floor. None of the spectators trailed 

them ; their eyes had reverted hopefully 
to the doors of the vault, as if they ex
pected a shower of gold at any instant. 
Tom Heath debated the matter of 

confronting Bisbee in the capacity of 
newspaper man. He decided' against it. 
The millionaire not only would not, but 
could not teli him much more about the 
robbery than he had already learned. 
B�t something in the purposeful move
ments of Bisbee drew him on to fol
low inconspicuously. 
In the lobby on the ground floor 

Jonathan Bisbee halted a moment and 
spoke cripsly to his chauffeur. Nagle 
saluted clumsily and departed down 
the passage. 
Bisbee, with Train almost level with 

him now, walked to the street. A foot
man, seated on the box of a glossy black 
limousine of famous make, hastily 
swung open the door for Bisbee and his 
secretary. 
Tom Heath lingered, just out of 

sight in the arcade. Bisbee sat in silence 
in tl!e car, disregarding a few tentative 
words of his secretary. 
Within five minutes the round, un

gainly figure of Nagle reappeared. The 
chauffeur was carrying a new suitcase 
in either hand. They were not ornate 
suitcases ; neither were they conspicu
ous suitcases, but they were large ones. 
The ease with which he swung them in
dicated plainly enough that they were 
empty. 
He opened the door of the limousine 

and placed them inside at Bisbee's feet 
and received an order. 
He got to the box and the car moved 

slowly westward amid the tangle of 
mid-morning F o r t y-s e c o  n d Street 
traffic. Tom Heath, diving impulsively 
toward an empty taxicab, suddenly 
caught a glimpse of Bisbee's formid
able face turned backward at the rear 
window of the limousine. It was quite 
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evident that what the millionaire 
watched for was some sign of another 
car in pursuit. 

Tom submerged himself in the 
hurrying crowds on the sidewalk. He 
sprinted like a belated traveler bound 
for Grand Central. His eyes were on 
the traffic light ahead. It had been 
green for a long time. 

AN hour later Tom Heath drCJ.gged 
n himself wearily out of a taxicab, 

scuttled across the sidewalk to a 
corner drug store and entered a phone 
booth. He called the Wall Street office 
of the M ail and spoke to Ted Stuart. 

" Been trailing Bisbee," he reported. 
" By hoof and taxi. He's visited six 
safe deposit vaults w ith two big new 
suitcases that were empty when he 
started. The vaults are all on Eric's list. 
He's in one now with Train. And some
body got away with whatever cash he 
had in one vault." 

Rapidly he outlined what he had 
learned at the Brooks - Forty - second 
Street vault. 

" Our friend is collecting what spare 
cash the robber left him," Theodore 
Stuart asserted. " And I know why. 
He isn't so much afraid of thieves as 
he is of the government. I 'v.e just 
learned that some Department of Jus
tice men reached town today. They're 
out to move heaven and earth to dis
cover what has become of so much of 
the country's cash. The banks and safe 
deposit companies are going to be 
raked for evidence." 
" I suppose the government could 

come down on Bisbee with subprenas, 
injunctions, and special inquiries, tie up 
his money and turn him inside out," 
Tom Heath suggested. 

" Maybe," said Stuart. " But if we 
get our facts today the Mail -can do it 
tomorrow faster and better than the 

government - with publicity ! That's 
what will get him-publicity." 

" Eric's way," Tom Heath muttered. 
" Eric .knew the best method. But 
what's Bisbee going to do with all the 
cash ?" 

" He's retreating to his second line 
of trenches-before the government 
gets its hooks into him. It's a bold 
move, but he has some secret and safe' 

hole to stow his hoard. Then he 
can laugh at the government, the 
crooks.--and us." 

" That must be it !" Tom agreed. 
" The cash is the only proof of our 
story. The Mail can't dynamite him 
on just our hunch. Once he gets i t  
tucked away we're sunk." 

" And he's fairly desperate or he 
wouldn't be riding around New York 
with a super-fortune in his car,"' Stuart 
said. 

" He's safe-for the moment, ' ' Tom 
Heath asserted. " The lone thief who 
looted the Brooks vault had to work 
weeks on his plan. Maybe he' s ·pulled i t  
at other vaults, too. But today the 
crook has certainly taken to cover with 
his spoils. It is Bisbee's one chance to 
act ."  

" He's jumped at it," Stuart agreed. 
" Well, I'm going to stick and find 

out what he does with those suitcases," 
Tom Heath said grimly. " It's tough 
going, but he hasn't spotted me. The 
delay at every vault helps. I ' ll ·call you 
again-and I 've got to give the robbery 
to the Mail by phone, too. "But I'll 
hang onto Bisbee whatever happens." 

" That's the spirit !" Stuart ap
plauded. " Don't let him get away." 

'' Right !'' Tom hung up and bolted 
from the store. The glossy black 
limousine still stood in front of a bank 
building a block further nor{h on Mad
ison Avenue. Bisbee and Train emerged 
from the vault a moment later with the 
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two bags, while Nagle and the foot
man, waiting beside the car, awaitea 
trouble with grim faces and hands 
hanging loosely at their �ides. None 
came. 
The gruelling pursuit went on. 
Eventually the limousine returned 

to the imposing front of the Merchants 
Trust building. Bisbee, coldly alert, 
and Train, visibly jumpy, followed the 
heavy figure of Nagle as he carried the 
suitcases to the elevators. It was quite 
obvious that the bags were very heavy, 
now. 
Ted Stuart appeared from nowhere 

as Tom Heath watched from the curb 
opposite the building. " I'm letting 
Murchison do my routine work to
day," he said. 
" They didn't miss a vault on the 

list," Tom reported. " If we're right 
you've just seen a man carry God 
knows how many millions of dollars 
through that doorway." 
" I think we're right," Ted Stuart 

said. His usually placid mouth twitched 
nervously as he looked across at the 
towering building. 
They made their plans. It seeme.d 

most unlikely that Bisbee would en
trust, overnight, such a mass of wealth 
to the safe in his own office since he 
must plan to conceal it not alone from 
thieves but from D. J .  agents. 

" Two men can't cover every possi
ble movement of that money," Ted 
Stuart said soberly. " But we can keep 
an eye on the most obvious destina
tion." 
" Right, we will," Tom replied 

briskly. " I'm on my way." 
"With any luck we'll smear Bisbee's 

hoarded cash all over the front page of 
the Mail to-morrow morning, " Ted 
Stuart predicted. " Then we'll let the 
government do the rest." 
"Except that I'll still work on Eric's 

death," Tom amended grimly. " I'm 
going to find out just why such a law
abiding citizen as Jonathan must have 
a thug like Nagle for a chauffeur." 
He departed. 

CHAPTER IX 

Heath Swims for It 

T
WO and a half hours later Tom 
Heath took down the receiver in 
a telephone booth in Stamwich, 

Connecticut. He called the Mail's 
Wall Street office. As before Theodore 
Stuart's voice answered him. 
"We guessed right," the financial 

editor told him. " Bisbee drove with 
the bags to the Metropolitan Yacht 
club landing on the East River and 
took them aboard his yacht. Train 
went out with him. I left then." 
" How about Nagle ?" 
" Nagle may have put the car up and 

joined his boss on the boat after I left, 
or he may be driving the car up." 

" Take the next train," Tom ad
vised. " I've been reconnoitering. Bis
bee's place isn't big, but it has a wall 
around it, and I've seen several guards. 
However, that doesn't beat \ts. The 
house is on a point of land and there 
are a few fishermen out in boats, taking 
advantage of this warm weather. As 
a fisherman I can watch the house and 
the yacht from the water until it gets 
too dark. As soon as you reach here 
hire a boat and join me off the point." 
" I'll be there," the financial editor 

promised. 
Tom Heath hung up the receiver. 

He left the store and came out onto 
Stamwich Avenue. He had walked only 
a block toward the harbor when he 
stopped. There was a red-haired, bar
rel-chested man standing on the corner 
with a pipe in one hand and a tobacco 
pouch in the other. 
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" ·what's the idea, Pete ?" Tom asked. 

" I thought you were down in New 
York working on that Brooks-Forty
second Street job." 

Sergeant Peter \Vatts shook his head. 
" Not my Ji.ne," he said. " Nobody 
was killed." 

" Well, who's been ki lled up here to
day ?" 

" That 's  for Connecticut to worry 
about, not me," said the detective. 
" But I 'm here to gossip with the 
Sta-mwich boys abottt their end of Bis- _ 
bee's stick-up and his chauffeur's mur
der." 

He nodded solemnly as he filled his 
pipe. ' 'Maybe you and I are working 
on the same case and don't  know it ," he 
SlJgg.ested. · �  No use pumping me, boy ; 
I don't know anything. " 

" You'll hav.e all the dope I've got by 
to-morrow morning-with any luck,"  
Tom Heath assured him and hurr ied 
on to the harbor. 

The rowboat he had chartered await
ed him at a rickety dock. There were 
fishing l ines aboard. 

He got in and rowed with long and 
powerful strokes out of Stamwich 
Co\'e and then around the eastern 
point. Be crossed the mouth of an
Qther sizable bay and approached a 
lo11g a1'l.d narrow peni�"Jsula . .  Upun the 
outer end of  this neck of land stood a 
stone house o f  moderate size, fronting 
the Sound but fairly well sheltered by 
tall elms and maples. On the western side of the headland, 
secure from the ravages o f  easterly 
gales, there projected a short but stout
ly built  pier and landing stage. 

N eqr several other conternplati ve 
fisherme-n anchored off the point Tom 
threw his grapnel overboard and b-usied 
himself w ith fishing l ine. 

The sun was setting now, but there 
was a long twil ight ahead. No sign of 

life was to be seen abou·t Bisbee's  un
assuming residence, but toward the 
landward end of  the estate Tom Heath 
made out a thickset man in a dark uni
form idling along the driveway toward 
the gate. 

" Tom turned on his seat an-d stared 
the other way, westward down the 
Sound. Most of the yachts and small 
craft that graced tl1e Connecticut shore 
in summer were missing now-already 
laid up for the winter. But sev.erai 
trim commu-ters, fast, comfortable mo
torboats that daily saved their wealthy 
owners a dreary train or car journey to 
town, were in sight. One of these 
was pointed straight for the estate off 
which Tom was anchored. It was mov
ing l ike an express train. 

" There comes Bisbee-with enough 
banknotes on board to buy himself a 
navy," Tom Heath muttered. His 
mouth tightened. " But not enough to 
save him if he kil led my brother," he 
added. 

He was right about the identity of  
the yacht. As  it drew ne-ar.er the white 
ri.!ffle of the bow wave subsided. The 
spruce white .craft swung with dimin
i shing speed in a hal f circle and ap
-proa-ched th.e private landing pier pro
jecting from Bisbee' s  grounds. 

TOYI HEATH bent over his line. 
His keen eyes, peering intently 
from under his brows, raked the 

yacht. The slender figure of Phi lip 
Train was visible in a chair under the 
awning on the after deck. Forward, 
!\Tagle and the footman lounged to
gether, with a couple of sailors. 

It was not unti l  the commuter was 
drawing alongside the pier that Jona
than Bisbe.e emerged from the cabin. 
He b.eekoned to his two servants and 
entered the cabin again. 

The yacht drew up to the pier with 
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a flurry of foam aiong her white sides 
as her screws. churned astern. The sail
ors make her fast. 
Immediately Bisbee came out on 

deck. Nagle and the footman followed 
him off the commuter. Each carried 
one of the familiar bags. 
Train fell in beside his employer. The 

four men moved along the pier, up the 
steep pathway and into the house. A 
manservant opened the door for them 
and they all entered. 
Minutes later Nagle reappeared. He 

wandered around the house, never 
straying far from its walls and moving 
in rather listless manner. Obviously 
the big thug was. on guard duty. 
Tom Heath sat tight. From this po

sition off the. point he had a clear view 
of part of the driveway and of the gate 
to the estate. In his reconnoitering 
ashore he had ascertained that there 
was only one gateway to that small es
tate. Unless the two suitcases were 
hoisted over the wall or spirited away 
in some small boat from the other side 
of the peninsula they could not be taken 
away without his knowledge. 
"Not until after dark, anyhow," he 

amended. 
The night was a tedious time in com

ing on that mild, clear autumn evening. 
£yentually grayness began to thicken 
into darkness. Tom Heath began to 
get more and more restless. It was 
time for Ted Stuart to appear, but his 
Straining eyes could make out no signs 
of a small boat approaching. 
Light appeared in the first floor 

windows and in some of the second 
floor windows of the stone house 
among the trees. A chilly little breeze 
sprang up. The advantages of his po
sition of observation had vanished with 
the growing gloom. In this rowboat 
anchored off the point he was no better 
off than if he were in New York. 

" It would be the easiest thing in the 
world for an unlighted car to carry 
away those suitcases," Tom muttered. 
He watched for another quarter of an 
hour. 
" Time to move!" qe told himself at 

last. Clambering forward he started 
to pull in the grapnel, then suddenly 
let it down again. He faced the fact 
that it was most unlikely that he could 
beach this heavy boat on Bisbee's 
waterfront without being sighted by 
one of the guards. He leaned over the 
side and tested the temperature of the 
water. It was not warm. 

" I'll leave the boat here so Ted 
Stuart can find it and figure out where 
I am," he decided. Hastily he pulled 
off his coat, shirt and trousers and 
slipped into an old pair of dungaree 
trousers that the owner of the boat had 
offered him to protect his clothes. He 
removed his shoes and tucked them into 
his belt. Then he went overboard, feet 
first, into the chilly water, taking care 
to make no splash. 

CHAPTER X 

The Crossing Act 

T
OM struck out. Noiselessness 
rather than speed was his chief 
care. He gave the motor yacht, 

which was still tied up alongside the 
landing stage, a wide berth. 
As he drew closer to the dark shore 

he headed toward a projecting ledge 
that showed ahead. Suddenly he 
s.topped swimming and stared fixedly. 
The thing he had been moving toward 
was not a ledge ; it was a rowboat 
drawn up near some bushes that grew 
just above the high water mark. 
Tom Heath sheered away. He picked 

another landing place. He had not 
noticed that boat before darkness came 
down on . the headland. Some sli�ht 
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curve of the coast line might easily 
have hidden it  from him. 

He touched bottom suddenly with 
his knee. Putting his feet down he 
found he was in  no more than three 
feet of water. Slowly he waded to the 
precipitous shore. He climbed out onto 
a shelving rock and stopped to put his 
soggy shoes on. The night breeze was 
unpleasantly cool as it blew gently 
through the clammy dungarees. 

He clambered softly up the steep 
aclivity and saw through the trees the 
lights of the house. 

Pausing for a moment he listened in
tently for sounds- of nearby human 
presence. He heard nothing save the 
noises of the night, the wind and the 
water. Cautiously he made his way to
ward the house, avoiding a gravel path 
and crossing a broad and close-cropped 
lawn. He located the driveway, hesi
tated a moment and then moved on to
ward the nearest lighted wi'ndows. In 
that isolated house the shades and cur
tains were not too carefully drawn. 

His distant observation had told him 
little concerning the inner arrangement 
of the house. Though his primary busi
ness was with the two suitcases he 
knew that their master would not send 
them away without going with them. 
A glimpse of Jonathan Bisbee would be 
good enough proof that the bags were 
still in the house. 

At the first window he approached 
he had a glimpse o f  a ruddy-faced 
butler preparing one place at a large 
dinner table. That looked as if Bisbee 
were still in the house. 

Tom moved on around the house. At 
a French window on the western side 
of the house he paused to peer under 
the shade. He caught a sudden, unex-

. pectedly close view of Jonathan Bisbee. 
The financier was sitting at a desk 
within ten feet of him. As on the first 

occasion on which Tom Heath had seen 
him, Bisbee's bent, powerful figure was 
outlined against a massive, ugly look
ing safe at least six feet in height. 

The room was a library with win
dows on two sides and ranks of book
cases around the walls. But that safe, 
with its angular steel sided bulk quite 
undraped or disguised, dominated the 
room. 

Bisbee, at the desk, was sitting mo
tionless, staring down at his hands. He 
was as  impassive as  a Buddha. 

Suddenly Tom Heath, crouching, 
moved four quick steps from the win
dow and flung himsel f on the ground 
under a bush. Somewhere in the dark
ness around him he had heard a foot-

, fall .  
Fifteen seconds dragged by before 

he heard another sound. 
Then it came again-another foot

fall. Turning his head he made out the 
loom of a big body approaching across 
the lawn. And then, close behind it, he 
saw another, smaller figure. 

The two men drew near him. The 
big man was undoubtedly Nagle. Tom 
Heath shrank against the bush. He 
was shivering with excitement and cold, 
but his hands knotted up into fists, and 
he got one foot under him and ready 
for a spring. 

The two, in file, passed by within six 
.feet of the clump of bushes. They 
moved as if certain of their direction, 
but with increasing caution, to the win
dow through which Tom had had his 
glimpse of Jonathan Bisbee. 

The big man peered into the room. 
Then they both moved away from the 
wall of the house toward the nearest 
shelter from the light escaping from 
the windows of the house. This was 
the clump of bushes in which Tom had 
taken refuge. 

For an instant they were both mo-
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tionless and silent. But -it was only tor 
an .instant. Then, beyond ·a'l:l dm.19t, 
Tom H.earh recognized die ·reedy, 
fright-eJiletil voice of Phili-p Ti-a�n. 

'' God !" he murmured trem11lously. 
-" How much lo&ger must we wai-t ? 
They'll catc41 us ! He's stiU there !'J 

'' La-y off thai: ·wh-�ne ! "' Eisbee's 
.chauffeur snap�d. ·" We a-in'-t done 
nothin' yet. Until-" 

A $HADOW feU from wi{hln -on 
the - w-md-ow they watched. At 
once N-agl-e erept tow-a-n1 -the 

hoose t-o -�eer -in. He slipped back -a� 
.qui�k1y as h-e had gone. 

" The tmrter's cat4ed him to dinner," 
he whispered. 

" Come on, then !" Train quaver-ed, 
ihllt tlis mov-e towar� .fhe wffi.flow was 
halted by the dut-Ch -of N-agle's hand. 

"' Wait, ;you f'  .the -chauffear com
mand-ed. •• This guy Bisbe.e ;is . s�ick. 
Give him a second to start fee<,iin'. 'I 
can'-t . mak-e no mist-akes. HeJs ·got 
enough on me to stick me iR the chair
him an' his damn p-riva·te dicks. H I 
get cattght-'' 

" '.iui·Hing ?" The blond secreta-r-y 
gasped out the quest:ion. 

·" I 'm playin' sa.fe, you shakin' sap ! 
Come Ofl, now !" 

O�ce again they moved toward the 
h-ouse. Tom Heath., -rais-ing his head, 
sa-w them outliRed iby -the 'lighted -win
dow. Sudde-n1ly 'fm-in's  'hand came up 
to po:int ins-ide. The two men stood 
st-ock-stili, peer-ing into -the room. Then 
Train retreated pred-p-itately and N ag1e 
foHowed. 

Tom H-eaiih. pressed i:limse'l-f -t:tnder 
the sp-reading, ·i·nadequate f-t)i�iage, aqert 
-t-o dod;ge .a descending -foot. 

Halting, T-ra-in gave v-ent to some
ffling Hke a -wail of despair. " In the 
safe !" he moaned. " God ·! He -put fhem 
·ifl -the safe r' 

" Well ?" N agie sna-rled. " I've seen 
you open that saf.e. ·What's got you ? 
You !mow ·t-he combination :!" 

" But-if he -cawe -back wh-ile-'' 
Trai-n wa-s )besi-de :himself wit;h fea-r. 
" He---be would know-·it was 1---.-:i{ 
he found the sate .open !'J 

" Wha-t the hell !" mutter_ed 'Nagle. 
·" We a-in'•t stick-in' ar:oufld, are we ? The 
car's :rea.d-y. Now buck up J" 

Cursing so_f1"ly, h€ shoved t!h� i-itde 
sec-r:eta-ry i-n fr:ont of h�m. towar-d the 
house. He 'held th-e man while he peer{X[ 
in through the Fnme.fl -wi-ndow ; ·thea 
he sw4:lftg it -<Gpen. It !had not been 
lock-ed. He -enter-ed and 'Tra-in sijpped 
-i-R behind !hi-m. 

T-om Hea-th le-ft !fl.i.s <flrot-ecting b�:�sh. 
He c r ·a w 'l ·e d t-owa-rd tile window. 
Though :be ruo-ve-cl wicthout hesitation 
he was in a �ua-Rd&r-y. P-erhaps !fie was 
to witness the -most st-upendous rdb
ber·y h1 -point of loot ·that-:had ev-er 'been 
a-ttempted. H-e ·felt no great imptttlse -to 
s-top it. He had flot the slightest sym
pathy .fo-r Bis:bee, -the super-rn:rser. 

" "Ii <'>nl-y Ted St-uart w-ould get 
here !" he -mu-r-mttred. Not for a mo
ment .«li-cl. he believe -that these two iH
assorteel t-hieves cot-tid get clear away 
with boot-y t-hat made t:he -proverbial 
'king's -raHsom seen1 like a :fland£.1:11 of 
pennies. E ut his i-nst-i-nct for Rews toM 
him that an attempted robbery might 
give him an opportufli-t-y to throw the 
light most teHingly -upon Bisbee's great 
hoard and the sinister thl:lg be used as 
a guard. 

There ·was a cha-nce, too, that he 
might in pursuing them get hold of that 
mass of moRe-y hi-mself and tum it over 
-to the potice. If he could do ·that he 
-would fo-restaH -most crushingl-y any 
defense of denial o.f hoard-ing that Bis
bee might have in reserve. · 

·" .I'U -stamd- pat a-while ·!"" he decided, 
and moved dose -to -the open window. 
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In the brightly lighted room the two 
thieves were as plainly visible to him as 
if they moved on a stage. They stood 
before the safe. 

The fate of Philip Train was a mask 
of terror. Nagle had halted the attempt 
of the secretary to bolt to the window. 
Now he pulled a pistol out of his hip 
pocket and planted it against Train's 
back. He jerked a thumb at the com
bination dial. His savage face was more 
threatening than his automatic. 
" Get goin' !" he commanded. 
Train almost fell against the steel 

door. His hand, trembling uncontrol
lably, sought the dial. He struggled 
with it desperately and twice he failed. 
Then, at last, in response to his tug, the 
safe door swung open. 
Nagle thrust the smaller man aside. 

He shoved his pistol back into his 
pocket and flung himself at the safe. 
He dragged out the suitcases. The two 
men bent over them like hungry beasts 
over a kill. 

Nagle jerked his bag open first. He 
uttered a low half-strangled cry, then 
thrust both clawing hands into the suit
case. He pulled out a confused mass 
of papers, magazines. and books. More 
books and magazines tumbled out as, 
with a frantic wrench, he turned the 
case upside down. No neat packets of 
bills-not a cent of money. 
Tom Heath's jaw sagged. 
Nagle swung around on his con

federate. But Train had already emp
tied his bag. Books-papers-maga-
zmes. 
" Done ! Done !" Nagle muttered. 

He licked his lips. His eyes gazed 
stupidly, unswervingly at the suit
cases. 

" He-he must have left it all in the 
office safe !" Philip Train qua,·ered. 

Suddenly he flung himself at the 
scattered, worthless litter on the floor. 

" Quick !" he gasped. " We must 
get it back-and close the safe ! Quick ! 
He must not suspect !" 
With hysterical energy he began to 

throw the books and magazines back 
into one of the suitcases. 

" That's right !" Nagle whispered. 
He stretched out a hand for the other 
case . . " We can't make no getaway 
without a pi le-" 

Suddenly the expression on his face 
changed from apprehension to positive 
alarm. He stood erect, glancing wari
ly toward the door. He took a step 
toward the open window, then hesi
tated and glanced down at the secre
tary, quite engrossed in his frantic 
packing. 

Nagle swung his right hand in a 
fierce, back-handed blow. .It landed 
full upon the secretary's jaw. He flat
tened out on top of the bag, quite mo
tionless. . 
Instantly the chauffeur took two 

heavy, thudding steps toward the door. 
He was reaching for the handle when 
it swung open. 
Jonathan Bisbee stood in the door

way. 

CHAPTER XI 

The End of Train 

EVEN as Tom Heath stared in at 
that strange tableau it seemed to 
him that he saw the curtain over 

one of the windows on another side 
of the room sti rring slightly. It ceased 
as he turned his eyes that way, and he 
instantly forgot it as he gave full at
tention to the scene within the room. 
Nagle swung around at the sight of 

his boss and jerked a finger toward the 
safe and the motionless secretary lyit1g 
in front of it. 
" I caught Mr. Train at them bags, 

sir, with the safe open. I come in the 
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window an' pasted him one. He 
didn't act right, boss, I figured he was 
getting set to run. I hope I ain't made . 
no mistake." . 

His voice was smooth and humble. 
In swift strides Jonathan Bisbee 

crossed the room. His eyes were merci
less. He bent and gripped Train by 
his scrawny neck. With a single, pow
erful movement he heaved him to his 
feet. Then he literally shook the man 
back to consciousness. 

" So you thought I trusted you, 
Train !" he said softly. " But there's 
a little electrical attachment on that 
safe-a private one, Train." 
The dazed secretary attempted to 

speak. 
Bisbee's long fingers tightened 

vengefully on the man's throat ; he 
shook the spindling figure with feral 
vehemence and his steady gaze never 
left Train's paper-colored face. 
In the secretary's eyes bewilderment 

was succeeded by terror, and then, al
most at once, by awful agony. He 
strove to speak. His pipestem arms 
bent ; his thin white fingers clawed at 
Bisbee's remorseless hand. He uttered 
choked throaty sounds. 
Tom Heath bunched himself for a 

leap into the room. The sight of the 
unfortunate secretary's face was too 
much for his strategy. But Nagle in
tervened. He seized Bisbee's arm. 
" Lay off ! Lay off !" he muttered 

urgently. " You'll croak him alto
gether ! Go easy !" 

Suddenly Train ceased to struggle. 
Me went utterly limp. Bisbee opened 
his fingers. Train dropped to the floor 
like an empty suit of clothes. 
Breathing hard, Tom Heath re

strained himself. He did not enter the 
room. 
" He's dead !" the chauffeur gasped. 
" You fool !" Bisbee said in his 

cold, quiet voice. " You can't throttle 
a man in that time !" 
Nagle looked down at the blue-faced 

secretary. 
" You can if he's got a bum heart," 

he retorted. " Cripes ! It looks like 
you'd done it !" 
" And if I have ?" Bisbee asked. His 

eyes dwelt with steady scrutiny upon 
Train's still figure. " Has a man no 
right to defend his property from 
treacherous-" 
Abruptly he ceased to speak and 

studied .with intensity the open safe 
and the other evidence on the floor. 
He picked up a magazine-a nautical 
magazine with a schooner under sail 
on the cover. 

Nagle rubbed his forehead with the 
back of his hand. It was plain that 
his -.generous instant had passed ; he 
looked down at Train's body with evi
dent relief. · · 

" Well , i f  the guy's dead, he's dead," 
he said, and edged toward the window. 
" I didn't see this, boss. You can sav 
he started to pull a gun on you an'_;, 
" Wait a moment !" Jonathan Bis

bee commanded softly. He dropped 
the nautical magazine to the floor and 
his deep-sunk eyes shi fted swiftly to 
the blotched and unprepossessing face 
of Nagle. His eyes focussed and te
mained upon the chauffeur's face. 
" You are armed, as I ordered ?" 

Bisbee asked. 
" Sure, boss !" Nagle muttered. 
" Let's see your pistol !" the finan

cier said. He stepped toward the chauf
feur with his hand outstretched. 
Nagle hesitated. His eves searched 

the saturnine face of his �mployer. 
" Well ?" inquired Bisbee softly. 
Nagle pulled his automatic out of 

his pocket: His eyes never left the fi
nancier's face. Suddenly he thrust the 
weapon back again. 
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" You've seen it !" he said hoarsely. 
Jonathan Bisbee nodded. " Good," 

he said in an equable voice. " I knew 
you'd obey orders, Nagle. I f  you 
didn't--or even i f  I should happen to 
die-you'd be in a bad way, Nagle. 
That data my detectives collected-ah, 
you appreciate its connection with the 
electric chair ? I expect obedience 
from you, Nagle." 

The chauffeur nodded sullenly. 
Bisbee stepped toward the desk, 

opened a drawer and quite casually 
picked up a pistol. He slipped it i nto 
his side pocket. 

" Now we are both armed," he said 
gently. " And we may well-" 

He paused. Then he strode quickly 
to a window. It was the window of 
which the curtain had seemed to stir .  

Bisbee pushed aside the drapery and 
stared through the hal f open aperture 
into the dark grounds. Then he turned 
back into the room. 

" I seem to be nervous tonight, "  he 
remarked coldly. " Did you notice 
anything odd about that curtain, 
Nagle ?" 

" I didn't see nothing," Nagle 
growled. 

" Come on, then," Jonathan Bisbee 
said with sudden decision, moving to
ward the door. 

" How about-" Nagle began, 
glancing down at Train's body. 

" That can wait !" Bisbee said. For 
the first time his voice had a rasp in it. 
" Come ! I may have need of y_our  
services." 

T
OM HEATH deserted his post 

instantly. He slipped back 
through the bushes, gained the 

lawn and stood for a moment to get 
his bearings. He knew what he must 
do next. The nautical magazine had 
told him that. 

W ith great care he moved toward 
the pier on thl! western side of the 
peninsula. Though he was safe enough 
near the house, around which only 
Nagle had patrolled, he might run into 
one of the other guards almost any
where on the grounds. 

As he approached the landward end 
of the pier he stopped abruptly. He 
had made out against the white paint
ed railings of the :o;tructure a dark · fig
ure moving toward the dimly l ighted 
yacht beside the landing stage. At 
least one man was on duty, then. · 

Tom changed his course. He head
ed directly down the slope toward the 
water. For a moment he stood on the 
rocks, staring this way and that. Then 
he slipped his shoes inside his belt 
again and pushed off into the lapping. 
chilly water. 

With his noiseless strok� he swam 
toward the outer end of the pier. There 
was no riding light at the low mast
head of the little yacht, but out of one 
of the forward ports came a dim glow 
from a light in the tiny quarters of the 
crew. And as he drew closer he caught 
sight of a faint, reddish glow on the 
fore deck. Doubtless it came from the 
pipe of a sailor or engineer. 

Tom decided to giYe the smoker a 
wide berth. He was working around 
toward the stern of the cra ft when he 
heard footsteps on the planking of the 
pier. Two men were coming toward 
the yacht. 

The glowing pipe raised itsel f ab
ruptly higher and moved toward the 
landing steps on the inner side of the 
yacht. 

" You - Simmons ?" Jonathan Bis
bee's low voice inquired.  

" Yes, sir ." 
" Has anyone been around here ? 

Have you heard anything ?" 
" No, sir. " The man's voice betrayed 
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respectful astonishment. " No one's 
been here, sir. I haven't  heard any
thing. What-" 

" Come ashore," the financier com
manded abruptly. " Go up to the house 
and wait for me there. I may need 
you." 

" Yes, s ir ," said Simmons. His  pipe 
moved off the yacht as soon as the 
owner came on board. 

Again Bisbee spoke. 
" I  want you on the pier, Nagle. 

Stay there-at the shore end. I wish 
to be undisturbed here. You under
stand ?" 

Nagle muttered assent. His feet 
clumped heavily but in diminishing 
loudness on the landing stage. 

Tom Heath swam closer, heading 
for the bow of the yacht once more. 

He heard the door of the cabin open 
and shut .as B isbee entered it. Then 
the lights within were turned on, i llum
ining the after ports and the skylight. 
But immediately the beams of l ight 
from the portholes were cut off as Bis
bee drew the curtains. 

Tom reached the landing stage. He  
was almost numb with cold. He seized 
the edge of the float and after a struggle 
pulled himsel f hal f way up. For a 
moment he rested there, flat on his 
chest, with his legs sti l l  dangling in 
the water. Then, with ' extreme cau
tion, he edged himsel f up onto the 
boards. He took his shoes out of his  
belt and laid them on the float. Then 
he groped about for the forward moor
ing line of the yacht. He .found it and 
with a thumping heart pulled himself 
up hand over hand to the fore deck. 

Moving on hands and knees, he found 
the forward hatch, leading down into 
the crew's quarters. He slipped down 
into it  and stood still . 

By the small electric l ight that the 
man Simmons had left turned on Tom 

saw he was standing in the V-shaped 
bow of the yacht, with a pipe berth on 
either side of him. A passage led a ft, 
past two more berths, lockers, wash
room and galley, all d imly revealed. 
Tom Heath moved softly along, his 
bare feet feeling their way. 

He came to a place where the pas
sage turned to the right and went aft 
along one side of  the yacht to the cabin. 
There was a door in the wall in front 
of him. He put his hand softly on the 
knob of  the door and twisted it . Cau
tiously he peered through a crack. 

By vague, broken l ight which entered 
from further aft he saw that he was 
looking into a commodious stateroom. 
It was empty. A door at the other end 
of the room opened into the main 
cabin It was through this half open 
door that the l ight entered. 

Tom Heath slipped into the room. 
He dropped to his knees and crept 
�wiftly across the thick rug to the a fter 
door. 

Screened by this he looked into the 
main cabin. 

An expression of extreme astonish
ment fixed i tsel f upon his face. He had 
come upon a strange denouement. 

TH E  tall, bent form of Jonathan 
Bisbee stood tensely beside the 
two bookcases built into the after 

partition of  the cabin. One of  the book
cases had been swung bodily out' o f  
place o n  pivots. His hand was still on 
it .  The cavity thus revealed was l i ter
ally jammed with rows and stacks of  
neat little packets of  crisp, oblong bits 
of paper. One of these had fallen to 
the floor and the topmost bit of paper 
was a Federal reserve note. 

Tom could make out "ooo" a fter its 
denomination. The breath rushed 
softly out between his lips. 

Jonathan Bisbee was not looking 
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down at that packet at his  feet. His 
head was turned sharply, his eyes were 
fixed coldly upon a man who had j ust 
stepped out of the passage beside the 
stateroom wall. And the man ,..,·as Ted 
Stuart, smiling, quite at ease, with one 
hand tucked into the side pocket of his 
well cut lounge suit and the other hold
ing a pocket flashlight. 

" Call (Jff your dog, M r. Bisbee," he 
said with no great emphasis in his 
voice, and nodded his head toward the 
companion steps. " I would like to 
speak to you in private." _ 

Bisbee did not move his head, but his 
eyes swept briefly i n  t}le direction that 
the editor had indicated. The broad, 
mottled countenance of Nagle, set in 
a ludicrous expression of  doubt and 
uncertainty, showed at the top of the 
steps. The eavesdropper was petrified, 
unable to move, and his narrow-sunken 
eyes were fixed on Stuart . 

" Get out," said Jonathan Bisbee in a 
level voice, and took his hand from the 
bookcase door to motion stiffly to his  
chauffeur. " Wait on the a fter deck," 
he added, almost at once. 

Nagle's head withdrew. The swing 
door at the top of the stairs closed. 

Tom Heath, who had li fted himsel f 
tensely to the balls o f  his feet, sank 
do-.vn again. 

Jonathan Bisbee pushed the book
case. It clicked back into position, con
cealing the close-packed space behind 
it. He bent, picked up the fallen 
packet, and thrust it into his pocket. 
He kept his hand inside the pocket. 
. " This will take a good deal of ex
planation, Mr. Stuart," he said politely. 

" Not a tenth as much as your mur
der of your secretary, Mr. Bisbee," 
Stuart answered. His voice was almost 
as low as Bisbee's and save for a hard
ly perceptible touch of strain, quite 
normal. 

" 1'Ir. Train died of heart disease 
and so an autopsy will show," the mil
l ionaire said with gentle emphasis. 
" You seem to have honored my house 
as well as my yacht tonight." 

Stuart nodded. His eyes did not 
leave the cold, controlled face of the 
other man. 

Tom Heath did not move. 
" Let us take our hands out of our 

pockets and discuss the situation," 
Theodore Stuart proposed. " \Ve are 
not gunmen, Mr. Bisbee ; neither of uo: 
does well in the role. 

" What do you want ?" Bisbee de
manded. He advanced to the center 
table and placed both his hands on it. 

" I want to help you-and I am the 
only man that can do it," Stuart an
swered. His voice shook with sup
pressed emotion. He, too, had come 
forward to the table. He laid do\vn the 
flashlight and his fingers drummed for 
an instant on the table top. 

" Do not think I haven't boundless 
admiration for your mentality, your  

, tenacity, your courage. But  you are in  
-a hole, Mr. Bisbee. And no one man 
can do what you hope to do. "  

" And what d o  I hope to do ?" Bis
bee inquired in his soft voice. 

Stuart raised a hand toward the 
bookcase. 

" I am confident that you are no  
mere frightened hoarder o f  wealth, ' '  h e  
said, almost in a whisper. " One day 
when most people think we are well ou t 
o f  this depression but before they han: 
quite forgotten it ,  you will use sudden
ly all the power locked up in that in
genious l ittle hole. The market wi l l  
slide. Doubt ! Fear ! Panic ! Mad
ness ! \Vhat happens in that wholly 
unexpected and inexplicable collapse 
will make tl1e last two years look l ike 
good times. You will double-mult i 
ply your capital ! 
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" And then-" his dry voice cracked, 
quite lost its semblance of coolness
" man, that is just the beginning ! With 
your tremendous buying power, exerted 
at a time of panic prices, you will have 
half the banks and industries of the 
country in your grasp when we emerge 
from depression. There-ihere is no 
end to it-unless I end it to-morrow 
morning !" 

" You can end it ?" 
" You know that I can ! You know 

what will happen to your plans when 
the story of that incomparable accumu
lation of currency blazes on the first 
page of the Mail. I have Heath, your 
late employee's brother, almost within 
call. And you can guess what will hap
pen· ·ta you yoursel f when the story of 
that ruthless murder blazes beside the 
other story on the first page." 

" What do you want ?" 
" Partnership !" Stuart's dry, rasp

ing voice almost croaked the word. 
" You need me. With my brains and 
yours we can bring off this coup. Of 
all the shrewd men in the Street only I 
discovered your plans. I've saved you 
from �xposure once ; you were too dar
ing, my friend. And I can save you 
again to-morrow-and again and again 
in the future. " 
" You saved me once ?" The repeated 

words were a gentle question. 
" I saved you once. Don't ask me 

how-yet." 

J
ONATHAN BISBEE looked down 
at his hands. He laid one finger 

" after the other on the edge of 
th� table, then li fted them again. He 
touched the flashlight idly and th�n 
looked up. 

" And-ah-all you have to offer 
for your share of the partnership is
your brains ?" he asked. 

" My brains, your safety and a bit of 

money to prove that I am in ef1rnest 
about this." 
" How much money ?" 
" I haven't counted it yet, but I'm 

no piker." Theodore Stuart's voice had 
recovered . something- of its original 
coolrtess. " I'll put in the missing (;On
tents of your Brooks-Forty-second 
Street deposit box." 
" Ah !" Jonathan Bisbee's tone had 

no element of surprise in it. " It has 
just occurred to me that perhaps you 
could contribute that much. No ollfi
nary bit of robbery-that. A sini le 
thing, but devilishly ingenious." . .. 
" It was simple, as you say," Stu�rt 

agreed. " But a few millions-what
ever the box held-have no attractions 
for me. I am ambitious, Mr. Bisbee ; 
I want tb join you in your tremendous 
enterprise. And at last I am in a po
sition to insist. You must. decide to
night." 
" I am deciding." Jonathan Bisbee 

continued . to stare at his hands. " It 
was clever, that robbery. I quite under
-stand you made a few slight changes 
in your appearance, rented a deposit 
box in the Brooks place and1kept me 
or Train under surveillance: '··  Clever ! 
But did not the key present some sl1ght 
difficulty ? Perhaps you obtained the 
key from my open safe-inexcusable 
negligence, that-yesterday about the 
time that young Heath committed sui
cide in my offiGe ?" 

Theodore Stuart nodded slowly. 
" And perhaps-! am naturally cun

ous, of course-perhaps it was then 
that you did rrie that service-saved 
me, you say ? I must know, of co11rse." 
The financial editor looked intenfly at 
't]le millionaire. Slowly Bisbee raised 
his eyes from his restless fingers and 
met the gaze of Theodore Stuart. The 
confronting faces were both woodenly 
expressionless. 

2 D- 1 1 
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Stuart nodded. 
" Just a moment," J a nathan Bisbee 

murmured. " I have a question to ask 
my man. Nagle !" 

· His raised voice brought the un
wieldy body of the chauffeur instantly 
into sight at the top"''of the companion
way. 

" Come down !" Bisbee commanded. 
Theodore Stuart dropped into a low 

chair by the table with complete as
surance in his movements. His back 
w. s toward Tom Heath. He let his 
legs sprawl out under the table. Fum
blmg in his pocket, he drew out a packet 
of cigarettes, fumbled again for 
matches and lit his cigarette. 

" Nagle," said Bisbee, " I  have a 
question to ask you. Mr. Stuart here 
is completely in my confidence so you 
may speak freely. It concerns a mat
ter which I have not discussed with 
you. Was I . wrong in · assuming that 
after Mr. Train took those notes from 
Mr. Heath's desk Mr. Heath came in 
before you had left the room ? Did I 
commit an error in assuming that you 
-ah-lost your temper under Mr. 
Heath!s remonstrations and-ah-dis
posed of him ?" 

" Huh ?" demanded Nagle, with his 
eyes as wide open as their lids would 
permit. " You sayin' I threw that guy 
out the window ?" 

" Some such thought had entered 
my mind." 

" Well, listen, the both of you. I 
never laid a hand on him. Train-the 
scared little shrimp-called me in to 
protect him in case Heath came back 
to his office while Train was frisking 
his desk. But Heath didn't come. I 
was back in the hall sittin' on a chair 
when the guy went out the window." 

He leered knowingly at his employer. 
" I don't know who handled Heath. 
And I ain't tryin' to guess. But lay off 
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tryin' to hang that one on me. It can't 
be done." 

" I see," said J ana than Bisbee, after 
a brief pause. " Yes, I see-now. That's 
all, Nagle. Wait on deck." 

Nagle clumped up the steps. 
Tom Heath -was standing up. He 

was trembling under the touch of the 
clammy dungarees and his hands were 
knotted into fists. His features were 
as rigidly set as granite. But he did not 
move a step. He held hims.elf in check 
with inexorable will. 

Bisbee turned toward the lolling 
figure in the chair on the other _side of 
the table. Only the financier's hands 
were r�tless ; they touched the flash
light on the table top and then wapdered 
up to the lapels of his coat. 

" Well ?" he asked. " Was that the 
service you did me-getting rid of Eric 
Heath ?" 

CHAPTER XII 

Guns Blaze 

STUART nodded coolly. " I  would 
have told you i f you had asked," 
he said. " I knew how big this 

was from the· first and how little a life 
or two mattered. When Eric Heath 
came into your office I managed to pry 
some interesting information out of 
him-things I had to know before I 
talked business to you. He was going 
-to give the whole story to his brother. 
After he left I had my chance to take 
your second set of safe deposit keys 
out of your safe ." 

He shrugged his shoulders. " Un� 
fortunately for him, Heath came back 
at an awkward moment. It was then 
that I had my generous impulse to save 
you. Alive, Eric Heath was an in
superable obstacle to us both." 
" So we are both murderers," J ana

than Bisbee murmured ironically. 
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Theodore Stuart sat u p r i g h t. 
" Right !" he agreed curtly. " I hold 
your life in my hands-you hold mine 
in yours. Do we annihilate each other ? 
There's no middle ground. What's 
your answer ?" 

Bisbee raised a slender hand to his 
chin. He surveyed with a casual air 
the skylight above his head. And even 
as he looked upward, drawing Stuart's 
watchful glance with his own, his right 
hand crep� toward his coat pocket. 

" My answer is-no !" The last 
syllable, snarled out a fter three soft
spoken words, coincided with the j erk 
of his pistol out of his pocket. 

His long fingers levelled it swiftly, 
in one movement, at the seated man on 
the other side of the table. But he 
never pressed the trigger. 

The shots that roared out in that 
cabin were from the automatic that 
Theodore Stuart, under cover of the 
table, held ready in his lap. He fired 
below the table and the steel nosed bul
lets slashed through the thin wood and 
registered in red on Bisbee's shirt. The 
man swayed, toppled, fell. 

" Greedy fool !" Stuart raged. H e  
was out of the chair in a n  instant. H e  
kicked the gun out of the relaxing 
fingers of Bisbee, caught it up and 
thrust it into his pocket. Standing over 
the outstretched millionaire he fired an
other shot into the man's head. 

There was no indecision in his move
ments. He leaped now to the light 
switch and with a wary glance toward 
the companionway, engulfed the cabin 
in darkness. 

Almost before Stuart's hand left the 
light switch the hoarse voice of Nagle 
came from the deck. 

" What's going on down there ? 
Boss !" 

" Your boss is  dead, Nagle," Stuart 
answered instantly. He was sheltered 

by the side o f  the door from direct fire 
through it. " You tried to cross me 
tonight, Nagle, but we'll forget that. 
Do you and I get away with wads o f  
money ? Or do w e  kill each other and 
leave the j ack to the cops ? Make up 
your mind !" ·. 

There was heavy silence on deck for 
ten seconds. 

" It was Train that kidded me into 
that play up at the house," Nagle 
growled " What's your proposition ?" 

" Fi fty-fifty-on millions !" Theo
dore Stuart answered smoothly. " I  
can't get away with it alone-neither 
can you ! We've got to run for it in 
this boat ; then unload the stuff some
where. Make up your mind !" 

" Get going !" Nagle spat out. " I' m  
with you ! Give u s  some light ! I c'n 
run the motor. ' ·Come up here an' cast 
off !" 

Tom Heath was moving through the 
black cabin. He was headed toward 
the man who had killed his brother. 
His _bare foot encountered an extended 
leg on the floor. He stepped over Bis
bee's body and came on. He was silent, 
tense, inexorable. 

One of his ·outstretched hands sud
denly touched Stuart's shoulder. 

With a quick-drawn breath Stuart 
whirled ·around. " Who-" he rasped. 

Tom Heath had instantly sunk to a 
crouch. His arms, sweeping wide, 
whipped around Stuart's wai�t. They 
imprisoned Stuart's arms below the 
elbows. 

Tom's arms tightened like a double 
belt. He li fted the other man from the 
floor. The pistol in Stuart's right hand 
flared in the darkness. The flying lead 
scored a gash down Tom's left leg. 

He paid no heed. He li fted Stuart a 
little higher ; then snapping his body 
forward, threw the man to the floor. 
And he flung himself on top. 
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He dropped chest to chest on Stuart. The ray flickered toward the stairs. 
His left hand, lashing out in the dark, Tom Heath, striking the light down, 
struck and then gripped at the right had a momentary glimpse of the 
arm of the floundering man under him. menacing· bulk of Nagle filling the 
He pinned down that arm, Stuart's gun companionway. He had a pistol · 
arm. And then his other hand drove gripped in his hand. 
down into Stuart's neck. The two men who had been fighting 

" Nagle r' Stuart croaked, out of his in the darkness fought on in the dane
constricting throat. " Shoot ! Shoot !" , ing light. Stuart struggled to his 

His clenched left hand flailed in  a knees. The light he held played 
savage punishing tattoo on Tom briefly upon the grim face of his foe. 
Heath's face and neck. Tom bent his " You ! You t'' Stuart cried out, 
head to. the limit against Stuart's chest, " Nagle ! For God's-" 
to guard his own throat. Heath beat down the light again ; 

Stuart's i m p r i s o n  e d right hand his fist smashed against Stuart's lips, 
twisted and strained at the wrist. He then groped for his throat. Stuart 
fired again and again toward the body leaped back convulsively. He dodged 
on to{) of his, but the muzzle o f  the toward the forward end of the cabi11, 
pistol. did not bear. One bullet cut a bringing up his flashlight. 
hole through Tom Heath's leg between But Heath was alTeady plunging at 
knee and thigh, but that was all the in- him when Nagle cut loose his pi-stol. 
jury the bullets did. The bullet buried itself in the stateroom 

Suddenly the automatic was silent in bulkhead. . 
Stuart's clutch. He let it drop and put All Stuart's agtility and strength 
aU his strength into one effort to were devoted How to keeping away 
wrench himself onto his side. from Heath and lighting his moving 

Tom Heath, holding his clutch on figure for Nagle ; all Heath's speed and 
Stuart's throat, was ilung sideways by power were exerted to close with 
the heav:ing body under him. His head Stuart and smash the flashlight. They 
struck a leg of the table with a shock darted, stumbled, s t a g g e r  e d and 
that j arred his brains. For a mere dodged on that littered floor. 
second his brain whirled in sick confu- Nagle's automatic bellowed like a 
sion. Then consciousness and purpose cannon in the confines o f  the cabin. The 
came back to him. bullet snarled past Tom's ear. 

But Stuart had tom loose his throat. Nagle fired again-and a third time 
They writhed on the floor amidst the at the man thrusting and charging be
wreckage, striking and clutching. low. The acrid fumes o f  the powder 

" Nagle !" Stuart's voice was no and the swirl of smoke filled the narrow 
more than a hoarse whisper. " Get room. The flashlight i·n Stuart's hand 
him !  Shoot !" j umped and wavered, making the scene 

Sl MUL T ANEOUSL Y from the 
floor beside Heath's head a beam 
of light suddenly shot upward 

toward the skylight. It was the fallen 
flashlight that chance had put within 
Stuart's touch. 

like some phantasmagoria out o f  a 
nightmare: 

Again and again Nagle fired. 
And then Tom Heath got his hold. 

His right arm swept around Stuart's 
neck as the man sought to duck ; in an 
instant he had his other arm clamped 
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around Stuart's straining back. The 
flashlight thudded on the carpet, i ts 
beam glaring fixedly at the bookcase. 
The rest o f  the cabin faded into dark-
ness. 

" Both !" Tom Heath rasped in 
Stuart's ear. " Both !" 

H is power ful body, nerved to a 
mighty effort, swung Stuart aft, 
toward the bellowing gun at the head 
of the companion stairs. As Stuart's  
sliding feet got a grip on the carpet he 
pi\'oted desperately, thrusting Heath's 
body between him and the automatic. 

Tom Heath did not resist the move
ment. His struggle was ebbing fast. 
He whirled himself on with it, and 
then, still turning, desperately dragged 
Stuart off his feet. It was a dim, gro
tesque dance of death. Again, by a 
frantic wrench from Stuart, their posi
tions were reversed. 

" Both !" gasped Tom Heath. 
Nagle's automatic thundered once 

more. Heath, twisting in Stuart's 
frenzied grasp, felt a stab of fire 
through his right shoulder. 

The man at grips with him coughed. 
He coughed again. His anns ceased to 
wrench at Heath's body. They fell 
away. 

All Stuart's energy, all his strength, 
went into that choked, strangling 
cough. He fought to get air into his 
lungs, but it was not air that filled 
them. He fell, still coughing. 

The flashlight which Tom Heath 
had knocked out of  Stuart's  grasp 
blazed on the floor. It shone with that 
brilliant white flare that comes from a 
filament about to burn out. And down 
into its beam fell the ghastly face o f  
Theodore Stuart. The man no longer 
coughed. He no longer moved. 

Nagle suddenly emitted a yell .  A 
thump reached Tom Heath's ears al
most simultaneously. Nagle pitched 

down the steps onto the cabin floor. 
He groaned and struggled feebly. 

" Pick up that flashlight and turn it  
on that man !" a curt voice from out 
on deck commanded. 

Tom Heath obeyed. Then he switched 
on the light. 

Nagle was writhing on the floor, but 
he did not attempt to get up. Neither 

.did he reach for his automatic, which 
lay by his shoulder. He put a hand to 
a cut on the back of his head and 
moaned. 

A face peered at Tom from the top 
of the stairs. It was the ruddy face of 
Sergeant Peter Watts of  the Homicide 
Squad. 

The detective's left hand held by the 
muzzle a .38 calibre revolver. He 
shi fted the clubbed gun swiftly into 
shooting position in the fingers of his 
right hand. He lowered his barrel
chested body slowly down the stairs 
into the cabin. 

His eyes bulged as he took in the 
shambles on the floor. " Some business, 
huh ?" he muttered. " What's-" 

Tom Heath put his left hand up 
under his right armpit. He placed 
thumb and forefinger over the wounds 
where Nagle's bullet had drilled 
through his shoulder. Then 'he stag
gered toward the stairs. 

" Get me out of here, Pete !" he 
begged. " To the house-telephone
quick ! It 's big ! I ' ll tell you all about it 
at once-on the phone same time
Quick !" 

Sergeant Peter Watts breathed hard 
as he stared at the floor of the cabin. 
His unoccupied left hand slipped his 
pipe out of his pocket. Instantly he 
thrust it back in ·again, violently. Then, 
with decision, he stirred up Nagle with 
his foot. 
" I  never won an argument with you 

newspaper birds about a story in my 
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l i fe," he grumbled and again insinuated 
his foot i n  Nagle's ribs. " Get up, you, 
or I' l l  give you a real clip on the head. 
Help this man up the steps." 

CHAPTER XIII 

Bisbee-Benefactor "NO\\T, l isten !" said Detective Ser
geant \Vatts emphatically to the 
man i n  the hospital bed. " May

be it was you that give  the Mail the 
main story, but it was me that put on 
the trimmings a fter you knocked the 
telephone over with your head ."  

" How far d id  I get ? ' '  Tom Heath 
asked. 

Peter Watts irascibly probed the 
depths o\ the bowl of his  pipe with a 
penkni fe 5e fore he replied. 

" Plenty far," he assured Heath . . " I 
left when you got to where you told 
about B isbee's cache being in the yacht. 
Man ! I went back to that boat on 
high . "  

He shook h i s  head. " T h e  stuff was 
still there ,"  he said. " I  plastered that 
yacht witl1 Bisbee's guards and servants 
and told them to watch each other. I 
kept one man to guard N agle. When 
I got back you were still talking. " 

Tom Heath nodded. " MacQuistan 
kept me going. We had to have that 
story-particularly as Stuart worked 
for us. You can see that ."  

Peter 'vVatts grunted, then blew 
hopefully through the stem of his pipe 
and resumed his  excavation work. " I  
told them a few things about Stuart 
after you'd passed out,' ' he said. " That 
gent was certainly something new in 
the crime business. A million wouldn't 
t empt him, but-this was d ifferent. He 
saw a chance to make· himsel f the 
biggest financier in America and he 
went for it like a bullet-and kept 
go mg. 

" Y'see, i t  was a crazy anonymous. 
tip to Headquarters that Theodore 
Stuart was the one who held up Bis
bee's car and shot his  chauffeur that 
put me on the case. Not so crazy, either. 
Somebody knew something, but didn't 
clare to squawk b�ause of Stuart's 
position and family. 

" 'vVell, Stuart didn't find in the car 
the cash he was after. He got some o f  
i t  later in that vault robbery stunt. But 
I couldn't pin a blasted thing on him 
except that he was spending a lot of 
t ime on Bisbee and his affairs. Not a 
thing !" 

" I don't blame you," Tom put in. 
" He was in fernally smooth. He used 
me as his tool up to almost the encl. 
And he got some in formation out of 
Eric before Eric caught him at Bisbee's 
safe. Stuart must have been the man I 
cornered in my brother's  rooms where 
he was looking for more definite in
formation about Bisbee's hoard. All I 
got out o f  finding him there was a 
crack on the head. He escaped without 
my recognizing him.' '  

Sergeant Watts shook his  head 
moodily. " Some crook,''. he conceded. 
" I didn't know until this rough boy 
Nagle started talking that it was Stuart 
who worked Nagle into the j ob o f  
chauffeur for Bisbee." 

" What ?" 
" Sure. Under cover Stuart terror

ized Bisbee for weeks - trailed him, 
prowled around the house at night, 
worked on his nerves and finally stuck 
up his car. Those millions pulled him, 
but he couldn't get a grip on them. Fi
nally he sold Bisbee, who was 
thoroughly scared, the idea of hiring a 
real tough egg-a fast shooting, what
the-hell desperado-as a bodyguard 
instead of a slow, fat private dick. He 
named Nagle casually. 

" Bisbee set cl icks on Nagle and they 
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dug up enough to about put Nagle in  
the  chair, so  Bisbee figured Nagle 
\Youldn't dare to do anything but obey 
orders-any orders-i f he hired him." 

" Were you trailing Stuart when 
you turned up on the yacht ?" 

(,. 
"

J
UST sort o f," Peter vVatts said. 

" I went back to the railroad sta
tion afte.r talking 0\·er the stick

up with the local clicks. And \vho 
hops off a train but your friend Stuart, 
in a hurry. I trailed along. H e  
took t o  a rowboat. After I 'd  figured 
where he was heading I took a taxi. 
A rowboat is a funny thing to go call
ing in when it's getting dark. 

" I got by the guard at the gate to 
Bisbee's place on my shield and face. 
I'd been there be fore. But I didn't go 
to the house. What for ? I took a 
walk along the shore in the dark. I 
guess I was falling o,·er bushes and 
sliding off rocks while Train was get
t ing his up at the house. When I 
found Stuart's rowboat beached and 
empty I started up to the house and 
almost ran intq Bisbee and N agle clip
ping along toward the pier. Bisbee 
spoke to Nagle ; that was how I knew 
it was them. I hung out by the path 
to see if Stuart happened to be follow
ing them, but he didn't come - that 
way. Maybe he was ahead o f  them. " 

" He was," Tom H eath put in. " H e  
was a t  a south window of the library 
while I was at a west window wishing 
he'd show . up. When he saw Bisbee 
pick up a yachting magazine out of 
the j unk from the two suitcases he fig
ured that on the way back from the 
city Bisbee had switched the money to 
some hiding place in the yacht and now 
was wondering if it was safe there." 

" Huh !" muttered Peter vVatts. He 
started doubtfully to fil l  his  pipe. 

" I  worked it out the same way. 

Stuart headed for the yacht o..-erland. 
I swam to it, so he got there fi rst. He 
slipped into the  cabin while the  engi
neer, the only man of the crew auoard, 
was sitting on the fore deck. llisuee 
arrh·ed and showed him ,,·here the 
money was hidden." 

Tom Heath relaxed against the p i � 
lows. " The money !" he said. " How 
much was there ?" 

" On the yacht ?" Peter \Vatts asked. 
" Only one hundred ahd fi fty-two mil
lion, nine hundred and forty thousand 
dollars. But he left  enough more to 
make up a billion in se..-eral other sa fe 
deposit hoxes that weren't on the l ist
most of it in cash , U. S. and state 
bonds that" couldn't go down. 

" As soon as your story came out in 
the 111 ail,  the town o f  Stamwich. the 
city of New York, the state of Con
necticut, the state o f  New York and 
the "Cnited States of America all sent 
messages to the executors of the estate 
of Jon a than Bisbee, deceased. saying 
' Stick that cash in the banks where it 
belongs. ' 

" There were no exe utors o f  
t h e  estate o f  Jonathan Bisbee. H e  
never made a will. H e  had no reb
th·es ali..-e. There was no one in the 
wodd he wanted to lea..-e a nickel t o .  
Money was his  li fe, but he  didn't care 
what happened to it a fter he died. H e  
was through, so what did it matter : · ·  

" Then that makes Jonathan Bi sbee 
one of the biggest benefactors of hu
manity that e\·er piled up a fortune,"  
Tom Heath said slowly. " I f  this bi l 
lion goes to the  state, people wil l  get 
their taxes reduced ; thousands of other 
people will get jobs on public "·ork� : 
the depression that he hoped to foster 
for his own profit will be sho,·ed oft' 
the map much sooner. 

" I guess my brother didn't die for 
nothing," he added. " That helps. " 



The . Corpus Delicti 
The Body Was Ce�tainly Tli�r:e When· Fur.uwonh CAlled the • • I'" 
Copa._._but Where Hat! It Vanished to Whmthe. PoliceArrweJI 

a, Vidor MKweU 

�RN�WORTH, canying: a tray he- passed 
r bearmg a d.e:ca:n.ter and two tall leather lou 

gjasses, · glrded silently imto th� feet aftradt. 
library. Placing the tray on a tabte by at it, .halted StlL 
the!. i\a;epla:ce be looked al»m. Tit ere .. M'r. Coogra\ 
was but 6ne light bmrring- and the room voi'€e a triffe unsteau 
w� is semit-darkne$5. Facing- the logs. Again- there was r{<:r rt�;- . .  
was the big leather fotmg� drawn fur- over, regarded the shadow at 
ward: st.) tllit ltaping< lfghts; and shadows: As his eyes became more accust-
frf;)m. the. •n fife pfayew e-v.er it. At tt')' flRr gloom he saW' what it was'---:t,. 
one sidt! :as t� ooerstuited armchair. t'Nm M a fmlff, its regs wfdesp&e.ad 
All other details were lost 'in thl:. gloom ll'p&n the- fhici£ rug, it'S torso dese to the 
that petvaded< the: furtfler pm-t of tfie . padded· oo-ek efi tffe- tom1ge, and the 
chamber: · The butler glimc:ed inqo:M-� · head hidden l>eneath the oaken fr� 
ingly a�ut, irowned . slightly,. and. work that helcf fhe cushions. He bent 
gently cleared h� throat. . over gmgerfy and' grasped orre of the 

" The decanter and tile glasse-s, s-ir," . legs.. · 

he said. " Mr. Cosgrave, sir ! Are yoit itT; 
No coJI!trrent a.m-weud him, and he siT r.+ 

.m�voo iotrw�d- io more erosely e�Ifll-- Tl!Rr leg wmch &e toodle& renia:ined 
ine the darkened part of the room. · .As . perfectly inert. He feane<f forward� 
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placed a trembling hand upon the torso " Now you tell me," he said. " What 
and gave it a prodding shake. was the ruckus, and all about it ? Who 

" Mr. Cosgrave, sir ! Is something was here, who . . .  ? 
the matter, sir ?" · The butler held up a hand. " Yes, 

Still no reply, no reaction in the limp sir, I will tell you," he interrupted. 
and still form. Farnsworth straight- "That is, I would tell you if " I could. 
ened . suddenly, · turned and passed But I do not know anything. Simply 
quickly from the library, closing the l went into the library and Mr. Cos
door behind him. He went directly to grave was lying on the floor . . . " 
a telephone desk at the end of the hall A shout from down the hallway in
and li fted the instrument, calling a terrupted him. The first officer was 
11umber which was prominently dis- looking from the library door. " Hey, 

-.. �d -on the cover of the directory. Bill, bring that old buck here," he 
· �·is the police ? . . .  This is the called. 

-

' ·M r. Raymond Cosgrave's, sir. Dragged in a very undignified man-. 
ght Chester Phlce, sir • •  ; . ner to the library, Farnsworth found it 

y-e it right. I think you had brightly illuminated. AU the in�an
�omebody, sir. A doctor, descents were glowing, turned on by 

"\ _officer." · the police. · The interne, in his white 
-<l.f ?" came a gruff _ coat, was standing before the. fire, the 

-ir. Mr. Cosgrave 
·urt, sir." 
�ms to be hurt ?'' 

.;ir.· He is on the 
· .  and does not-

. decanter in his hand; smelling its · con
tents. The officer who had entered 
with him was directly behind the 
lounge. 
- " Now what's a11 this about ?" he de
manded, as·Farnsworth ·was pulled into 

'id not an- the room. " What's the idea of calling 

.... rd a sigh 
d. gruff voice 

..ttler. Yuh stay 
. ,m't touch nothin'' 

I'll send 'em right 

us an' the sawbones out here and send
ing us to an empty room ? · You been 
drinking out o' that bottle, have you ?" 

The butler pulled free of the second 
man's grasp and moved forward, star- · 
ing at the floor behind the leather 
lounge. Save for the heavily-shod feet 
of the first officer there was nothing fHE BOYS" came with a banshee there. Farnsworth's eyes grew large, 

wail of sirens-two motorcycle a cold _perspiration broke out on his 
men, with the Emergency Hos- forehead. 

pital interne in a side-car. Farnsworth " Why, why, he was there, sir," he 
had th� front door open as they came gasped in a shaking voice. · " Just a 
up the ' walk and mounted the steps. moment ago. Wnen I telephoned. Lying 

" It's Mr. Cosgrave," he said. ": In bd-tind the lounge, there, sir. I could 
the library-the second door _down the · not rouse him. - His body was-was all 
hall."• limp, Mr. Cosgrave, sir." 

· 

The interne and one of the cycle· " ¥ou think he was out ? Knocked 
riders moved abead, the second officer out, I mean ? Somebody had slugged 
remained at the door. him ?" 

-
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The butler nodded slowly, looked 
dazedly about the chamber. The other 
motorcycle man, meanwhile was trot
ting about like a dog trying to pick up 
a scent. Suddenly he stooped over and 
retrieved something from the floor. 

" Job, all right," he said. " Here's a 
' sap.' Got hair and a smear on it. Bet
ter call the clicks. You stick here with 
this guy-l'll go .call in. You'd better 
stick, too, Doc .. " 

The interne put the decanter back on 
the tray and sat down upon the leather 
lounge, regarding Farnsworth curious
ly. The other motorcycle man kicked 
the door to the hall shut, and then be
gan to walk aboJlt the room, touching 
nothing but looking at everything. He: 
paused before a window that looked 
out upon the lawn. 

Some moments later there was a 
whine of a siren outside, an auto head
light flashed from the street. The 
front door slammed and heavy foot
steps came down the hall. The library 
door opened, and a large, ruddy-faced 
man, dressed in a dark business suit, 
entered. His eyes swept the room, 
then he nodded to the interne. 

" What yuh got, Doc ?" 
The motorcycle man at the window 

turned and answered : 
" Got call here, Sarge, that some

body was hurt. This bozo there, he's 
the butler, says the ruckus was in  here. 
We come in an' the room was empty. 
The butler swears this guy was lyin' on 
the floor . . . " 

" That'll do for yuh. Get outside an' 
help yuhr partner prowl the house," 
cut in the newest arrival. As the mo
torcycle officer saluted and moved to 
the door, the big maq stepped to the 
lounge and sat down beside the interne. 

" What is  it, Do� ? Yuh had a drink 
of it yet ?" His thumb jerked to indi
cate the decanter. 

The hospital man smiled and shook 
his head. " Smells like sherry, Sarge. 
But all I did was smell it. The old buck 
here, he said there was a sick man in 
here. When we got in there was no
body. I don't drink stuff m a room 
where they disappear." 

The sergeat11: turned to the butler, 
motioned him forward. 

" Y uhr name ?" 
" Farnsworth, sir. Thaddeus Farns

worth, sir. I am butler here, sir. I have 
been with the Cosgrave family for six
teen years ."  

" Uh-huh. I 'm sergeant of detec
tives. Now tell me all about this." 

" Yes, sir. Mr. Cosgrave, sir, came 
home about seven. A little after. He 
said he would not dress for dinner, and 
ate immediately. It was a little before 
eight when he had finished. He left the 
table and came in here, with the eve
ning papers. Called me a moment later, 
and said he was expecting a gentleman 
to call between half-past eight and 
nine. Told me to show him directly in 
here, without first announcing him. 
And added that j ust at half-past eight 
I was to bring in the decanter and two 
glasses. 

" Just as the clock in the kitchen said 
twenty-nine minutes after eight, I got 
the decanter and the two glasses and 
put them on a tray. Brought them in 
here. The room was dark, there was 
but one light burning-the one in the 
reading lamp. I did not see Mr. Cos
grave. I put the tray on that stand 
there, and looked around. Then I 
stepped forward, so I was behind the 
lounge. Mr. Cosgrave was lying on the 
floor. I touched him, shook him, but 
he did not answer. He was very-very 
still. Limp, sir. So I-I called the 
police. When the officers came I told 
them to come in here. This gentleman 
entered with them. As I was closing 
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the front door one of the officers 
brought me here-and M r. Cosgrave 
was not in the room, sir. i cannot un
derstand it." 

" Uh-huh. Yuh had a drink of that 
wine, did yuh ?" 

" No, sir. It may seem strange to 
you, sir, bt1t I am a fotal abstainer." 

" Yuh any idea who it was Mr. Cos-
grave was expecting ?" 

'" N-no, sir. No idea at all." 
" Try ij again." 
" No, sir, I do not know whom the 

gentleman is." 
•• What'd yuh call the bul1s for ?" 
" I thought it  the proper thing to do. 

Mr. Cosgrave seemed-seemed hurt, 
sir. One of the officers said he found 
a . . .  " 

•·• Yeah, I know all about that. M r. 
_Cosgrave got a famiiy doctor ?" 

·•• Yes, sir, Dr. Prentiss." 
�· \\Thy didn't yuh call him ?" 
The butler hesitated before replying. 

He looked uneasily about the room, at 
tne window, at the decanter and the 
two glas·ses . 

. ,, W-eH,  sir, I will tell you," he a�
swered, 'finaHy. •·• Mr. Cosgrave has 
been having some trouble. I do not 
just know what it is. I think it is about 
money. He has been-has seemed to 
be-to be-to be afrai-d of eventualit.jes, 
sir. So when I found him here this 
evening, I thought-thought it wouM 
be best to ca11 the pofi-ce." 

" ' Yuh mean yuh thought somebody 
had got to him ?"' 

" Nobody came to the house. That 
is, nobody came to the door. But that 
window is not very far above t'he ter
race on the lawn.'� 

One of the motorcycle men thrt:tst his 
head in the door. 

.. Not a thing in the house, Sarge,'4 
he announced. " They -got a daTkey 
-e6ok-Gawge Tompkins it is. He don't 

know a thing, Sarge ; was sittin ' up 
stairs in his room readin' the Bible, 
this not bein' his night for steppin' out. 
Didn't hear nothin' and don't know 
nothin'. Then there's a Mrs. Summers, 
a housekeeper. Nice, quiet old lady. 
She's been housekeeper here since be
fore the Cosgrave girls all got married 
an' left. -She don't know nothin' an' 
didn't near nothin'. That's. all the 
servants there is. House is in apple-pie 
order, nothin' roughed up at all. You 
want we should take the cook an' the 
old lady in ?"" 

The detective sergeant shook his 
head and motioned the man to with
draw. Then he turned to Farnsworth 
again. 

II 

" MR. COSGRAVE totl-d yuh w 
• show this man into the library, 

eh ? Like he had an appoint
ment ?" 

.. Yes, sir," the butler answered. " I  
think he was sure the gentleman would 
call. "  

· 

" And yuh say nobody came ?" 
" Nobody came to the door. "  
The detective sergeant nodded. ' '  Yuh 

go u-pstairs to Mr. Cosgrave's rooms," 
he said. " Look awund. See if he did 
not take his hat and coat apd. perhaps 
go out. Ta·ke a good look Find oult 
i f  any of his things are missing. " 
· The bl!ttler bowed an-d walked from 
the room. The detective sergeant 
waited a moment, then went into the 
hall, found the te'lefi>ihone, and called 
Police Headquarters. 

•·• This is Riordan .o' the dic'ks," due 
said. "" Gimme upstairs . . . . Hello, 
Ghormley .? . . . This :is Rio.rdan. If 
Enright 0or WiUis is in, send .one o' 
them to :8 Chester Place. Send one o' 

tlhe boys up here ·right away, if neither 
o' them is in." 
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He hung up, went back to the library. 
He examined the decanter and smiled 
at the interne. 

" What yuh think about it, Doc," he 
asked. 

" I don't know, Sarge. The window 
-one of the boys I came out with said 
he found a sap." 

Riordan nodded. " I sent him in with 
it, to the Bertillon room. When he told 
me I had a look outside below the win
dow. No prints-an' there's a soh 
batch of  dirt there, where they've tore 
up a lot of plants. I don't think much 
o' the window, Doc." 

" Maybe the butler slugged him." 
" That's an idea, Doc. Yuh're gettin' 

right clever after associatin' with the 
bulls like yuh've been doin'. Reasonin' 
along that line, the butler _will beat it,  
now I've give him the chance by sendin' 
him upstairs alone. An' if . he does 
he'll run right into Halloran, who come 
out in my bus with me. The big lummox 
is pussy-footin' round the outside o' 
the house just for a chance like that ."  

The interne laughed. " You're not 
as dumb as you might be," he com
mented. 

" Thanks, Doc, I'll  buy a drink for 
that." And so saying the sergeant 
poured out a little of the wine iri each 
glass, passed one to the interne, and 
with a " Here's how," tossed off his 
(!rink, smacking his lips. The interne 
did likewise. Riordan replaced the 
glasses and resumed his seat on the 
lounge. 

Farnsworth returned, a baffled ex
pression in his eyes. 

" Mr. Cosgrave's things have not 
been disturbed, sir," he reported. " His 
hat and coat are where I bung them 
when he came in. He could not have 
gone out, sir." 

" He never went out without a hat, 
then ? He only got one hat ?" 

" Oh, no, sir ; he has several hats
and coats. What I mean is there is no 
indication that he has gone out, sir. 
And I never knew him to go out with
out being properly dressed, hat, coat 
and gloves at this season of the year." 

" Uh-hub. I suppose if the house 
was afire he'd wait to dress, eh ? He 
live here all alone, does he, with yuh an' 
the two servants upstairs ?" 

" Yes sir, since Mrs. Cosgrave died. 
His mother, sir. The elder M r. Cos
grave died some years back, as you 
doubtless know. M rs. Cosgrave died 
last year. The girls-the Misses Cos .. 
grave-they have all married. This is 
the <;::osgr:lve family home, and young 
Mr. Cosgrave inherited it." 

" He fool around with women any ?'' 
The butler shook his head emphati

cally. " No, sir, not at all. ' ,' 
• 

" Engaged ?" 
" I believe so. But it has not yef 

b e e n  announced, because of his 
mother's death so recently. But I under
stand that he will marry Miss M abel 
Clifford. Her father is an attorney." 

R IORDAN nodded his head solemn
ly. " An' yuh called the bulls," 
he said, " because yuh knew he 

had been in trouble an' yuh was a fraid 
somebody had come in an' slugged him. 
Somebody he . was expectin' tonight
but yuh don't know who it was. That 
yuhr story ?" 

" Yes, sir, that is what happened." 
" If I was to take yuh down to j ail 

an' lock yuh up, Farnsworth, do yuh 
think yuh could guess who it was that 
was com in' here tonight ?" 

" No, sir, I have no idea who it was. 
And I hope you will not arrest me, 
sir." 

Riordan smiled grimly. " We'll see 
about that," he said. " Now yuh can 
take me over the house. I want to 
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have a look around an' talk to the rest 
�· the help." 

The inspection, apparently, netted no 
new information. The interne, who ac
companied Riordan and the butler, 
could not see that anything was de
veloped that would be at all helpful. 
The two other servants appeared to be 
perfect blanks, as i"ar as information 
went. Returning to the lower part of 

- the house, they found Inspector Willis 
wartmg in the hallway, one Qf . the 
motorcycle men having a d m i t t e d  
him. 

• •  This is Mr. Farnsworth, Willis," 
said Riordan. " Farnsworth, this is 
one o' my boys. Yuh'll find him a nice 
fellow. He's goin' to stay here awhile. 
lf Mr. Cosgrave comes home, Willis 

-will t<l,lk to hi:m. I think likely he'll 
come home. Wi!Fis will want to camp 
out down in the library-yuh'U see tliat 
be gets everythin' he wants ?" 

" Yes, sir, and I will be very glad to 
have an officer i-n the house."  

Riordan nodded. " Al1  right, fine 
an' dandy," he said. " Come Ol'l, Doc, 
I'll drive yuh in. Willis, yuh make 
yuhrself to home here. Farnsworth 
will tell y11h what's happened. ¥ u:h 
keep yuhr eyes an' -ears open. I' l l  give 
yuh a rilfg later, likely ."  . 

Back at headquarters, Riordan flung 
himself 1nto his chair in the l ittle office 
he '5har-ecl. with Captain of De--tectives 
Brady, and reached for the telephone 
book. - TurniHg to " Attorneys " in the 
classified pages at the back he found 
" Ennis, Clifford .& Egan ;, as the only 
law firm -in which the name Clifford 
appeared. Turning to the body of the 
bodk he fotmd the number of the Cli f
ford residence, and then reached for 
his outside phone. 

Mr. Clifford, h e  was told, in answer 
to his inqu-iry, was not at home. No, 
it wa-s 11ot li-kely tha1: he would re-N:�m 

later, he was out of the city. Would 
probably be gone for several days. 
Riordan thanked his informant and 
hung tip. 

Just before eleven o'clock Inspector 
Hal.loran lumber-ed in to the inner office, 
his two hundred and eleven potmds 
having in tow a thin, . scrawny, shrimp 
of a man, clothed in rags and pale of 
countenance. The se-rgeant laughed. 

" Gosh, yuh pick -big ones, don't 
yuh !" he exclaimed. 

Mr. Halloran ignored the irony, 
slammed his captive into a chair and 
sank down into a larger .a-rmchair him
self. 

' ' I lay around the Cosgrave dump, 
Matt, like you told me,'' he said, " an' 
nothing come out. Nothing at all. 
Filllally all the lights went out but in the 
library, where I wuld see young Willis. 
Pre1:ty soft for him, sittin' up there on 
.cushions, smokin' fine cigars, an' me 

-out i-n the bushes in front o' the hottse. 
Well, I 1-a y there till ten o'clock, like 
you said, an' then I started -down to the 
<:ar line to get me a ride in. And in a 
vacant lot at Fourteenth an' Chester I 
runs acrost this. He was curled up in 
the weeds, he was, a-n' I spotted him 
by the spark on .the end o' his  cigarette, 
so I reaches in an' hauled him out be
fore he had a chanst to take it on the 
-lam. 

"' H-e makes me for a dick the first 
thing-whioh is no -gr-eat wonder. He 
says he is j ust a Jhum an' was floppin' 
there . for the night. 0' course that 
neighborhood .is no place for bums, so 
I brang him on in. He wants to know 
what is all the bulls -doin' out there, so 
by that I know he has been layin' out 
there for some time. But when I put 
the bee on. hi-m he sticks to his story, 
that he has been pan-handlin' the back 
.doors, an' was layin' out there so he 
could get a early start in the -morn in'. 
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Which, o' course, is  a mess o' l ies. Shall 
I go to work on him ?" 

III 

TH E  prisoner flinched at the ques
tion and cowered in his chair. 
Riordan cocked an eye at the 

little man and leered. 
" Yuh figger we're that dumb we 

think bums flop in vacant lots up 
town ?" he demanded. " Yuh want the 
big feller, here, to start workin' on 
yuh ? Or will yuh talk ? Come clean, 
now !" 

The little man regarded the sergeant 
with beady eyes. 

" What was all the bulls doin' ?" he 
asked. 

" What would yuh think they was 
doin' ; lookin' for four-leaf clovers i n  
the dark ?" 

The little man shrugged impudently. 
" Well, whatever it was, I had no part 
in it,' ' he said. 

" Uh-huh. Likely, me bucko," 
sneered Riordan. " Now yuh listen to 
me. What was yuh hi  din' out there for ? 
All about it at one crack, or I ' l l  turn 
yuh over to . . . " 

" Aw, cut it out," interrupted the 
prisoner. " All you can do to me is 
hold me for after-hours or vag me.. I 
could use thirty da,ys eatin' on the 
state." 

" Want to be tough, do yuh ?" com
mented Riordan. " All right, yuh can 
be tough. I 'll tell yuh what was all the 
bulls doin' up there. Young Mr. Cos
grav e was found stretched out sti ff  in 
his ·own home. How yuh like that, eh ? 
Yuh want to go over to the county on 
suspicion o' murder, or will yuh talk 
here ?" 

The little man's face went deadly 
pale-so pale that the dirt upon his 
features stood out i n  gray streaks. He 
knew only too well the fate o f  bums 

when the police had a homicide on their 
hands., and when the handiest pinch was 
o ften the easiest way out of a bad mess. 
Where a moment before he had been 
antagonistic, he was now all eagerness 
to be of assistance. 

" Oh, Gawd !" he exclaimed. " Honest, 
sergeant, I didn't know nobody was 
croaked. I'll tell you all of it. So help 
me. I was waitin' for a guy. He was 
goin' to set me up to a flop an' a piece 
o' change. That's all I was doin'. He 
says for me to be there about hal f-past 
eight an' he'd be along. I was waitin' 
for him when I saw the bulls. You 
know how it is ; i t  ain't healthy for a 
bum like me to be 'round the bulls, s.o 
I took a dive into the brush. That's all, 
as true as I'm sittin' here . ' ' 

" Is zat so ? What's this guy's name 
yuh was waitin' for ?" 

" Sergeant, I don't know. I was 
down to Stenger's pool hall, keepin' 
me hands warm. I was broke, I was, an' 
lookin' for somebody I could mooch 
for a piece o' change, or mebbe run a 
errand for. This here guy come i n  an' 
give the place the double-o. He seen 
me an' he knew I was right. You can 
tell when a guy's right, you know. This 
guy was right, too. He come over to 
me an' sa1s how is tricks. I to!' him 
rotten. He slips me a buck an' says do 
I \vant some more. You know what I 
said. Very well, he says, meet him at 
Fourteenth an' Chester at half-past 
eight an' there would be a five in it .  
I s.ays I'll do no rough stuff, an' he says 
he don't  ask me to. Just to be there. 
Well, the guy looked like he was right, 
so I said I'd be there. An' I was. 
That's what I was waitin' for when I 
see the bulls come up." 

" Yeah ? And what was this guy 
like ?" 

" Sergeant, he was a middle-aged 
feller, grayish hair. Dark skinned, not 



46 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

like a wop, not so dark. A swell-dresser, 
all gray, an' good stuff, too. He had a 
square beard like a shovel, but no lace
curtains on the side of his phiz. Black 
eyes, an' hard. He was right, all 
:right." 

" Yuh mean he'd been in stir ?" 
" Sure, what would you think I 

meant ?" 
" How many jolts yuh had ?" 
" Only one, sergeant. I was in the 

reformatory wlren I was a kid . • • " 
" You're a dirty liar," rumbled 

Inspector Halloran. " I  make you ·now. 
Duke Hillis, he is, Matt. I seen his face 
in the picture-books. His moniker is 
Paste-Face. He's a three-time loser, or 
more. A dope, Matt. He done his last 
job in Oregon, an' was pardoned out 
that time the governor there floated a 
whole mess o' yeggs. There was a stink 
about it in the papers. This guy's line 
is dope an' shake-downs." 

RIORDAN nodded, much pleased 
that H a 1 1  o r  a n '  s remarkable 
memory had at last begun to 

work. The expression on the prisoner's 
face was ample evidence that the two 
hundred and eleven pound inspector 
was correct. 

" Take him upstairs," he said, " an' 
book him for investiga-tion-hold for 
forty-eight. Telephone the Federal 
Buildin' an' get one o' the Harrison 
Act men an' tell him about this bozo. 
Mebbe they'll want him. Then come 
back here. " 

While Halloran was escorting the 
little man to the jail, the detective 
sergeant reached for the phone book, 
found the number of the . Cosgrave 
residence and called. 

" Willis ? Riordan talkin'. Listen, 
this may be a dope case. Cosgrave may 
be eatin' it or snuffin' it. Buzz the 
butler. Yuh might even prowl the house 

again, lookin' for snow. Try that 
darkey cook. An' listen, yuh stay there. 
An' lay over that butler. I f  he goes out, 
tail him. Call me if yuh dig up any
thing." 

Hanging up, Riordan held . the in
strument in his ha.nd some moments, 
while he tonsldered the strange ease. 
Reaching a decision, he lifted the re
ceiver and called Chief of Police 
Roberts at his home. 

" Chief ? This is Detective Sergeant 
Riordan. I got a funny job, an' I 
thought you'd better know about it. 
Young Cosgrave, it is." 

--He recounted, briefly, the strange 
circumstances. Roberts listened, oc� 
cas.ionally exclaiming profanely, as his 
displeasure mounted. When · Riordan 
had finished he burst into song. 

" I'm glad you called me, damn glad. 
Riordan, there is liable to be all kinds 
of hell over this. No matter how it 
breaks. The damned papers will smear 
it all over the front page. Besides that, 
Cosgrave is real people. Tell you what 
you do-you call Ennis, of Ennis, 
Clifford & Egan. That's counsel for the 
Cosgrave family. You'd better go see 
Ennis. Hop right out there. And you'd 
better put somebody to work on that 
punk you've got. Make him come clean. 
Use any measures. Find out who this 
other man is in the racket, and what it 
was. Cosgrave is too big people to let 
this thing · lie as it is. Get busy, and 
give me a ring later if you get any
ihing." 

Riordan hung up, half wishing he 
had not called the chief. Roberts was 
going to get excited about this, that he 
could see. And when Roberts was ex
cited, life in the department was
well, just one thing after another. 
When Ha1loran came back he told him 
to sit in at the desk for a while, and 
then, donning his dress uni form, 
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climbed into his roadster and went out 
to the attorney's home. 

IV 

RETURNING, an hour later, he 
found Chief Roberts. sitting at 
Capt"iin Brady's desk. The pris

oner, Duke Hillis, had been brought 
down and-j u d g i n  g from appear
ances-had suffered a sad and hectic 
time. Inspector Halloran had used his 
persuasive powers to make the little 
man talk, but had gained no new in
formation. The man still stuck to his 
story. As Riordan entered Roberts told 
Halloran to take the prisoner back up
stairs, and whirled upon the detective 
sergeant. 

" Well ? What'd Ennis have to say ? 
Raised hell, I suppose. He would. 
Damn ! This hophead you got here 
won't talk. Swears. he don't know this 
other guy. He's lying by the clock ! 
What's Ennis say ?" 

" Not very much, chief. He's natu
rally not very happy. Says young Cos
grave owns the house outright, and has 
three hundred grand coming to him 
when he marries.1 He thinks he's 
been-kidnaped." 

" Kidnaped, hell," exploded Roberts.. 
" He's been slugged. And God knows 
what else. You got any report from 
the Be,rtillon room yet ?" 

Riordan reached for the inside phone 
and was busy at it somli moments. 
Then he turned back to the chief. 

" Hunter says there's no prints on 
the ' sap.' Whoever handled it used 
gloves," he said. " There's some hair 
in the blood smear, but Hunter's got 
.none o' Cosgrave's to compare it with. 
As. to the blood smear he don't know
hasn't had time to test it yet." 

Roberts leaped from his chair and 
stamped his feet. " I  guess I ain't got 
any clicks, either,'' he roared. " Every-

body sittin' round. I 'm goin' out to 
Cosgrave's  myself. I bet you I get some 
of his hair. I bet you I get something 
on this case. I bet you I make that_ 
butler talk. Wouldn't be surprised but 
the butler pulled the job, an' all this i s  
a fake alibi." 

" Want me to drive you out, chief ?" 
" No, I got a car. I suppose I got 

a driver, too, if he ain't gone to sleep. 
You stay here an' see if you can run 
the dicks. You certainly got nothing 
when you were out there before !" 

He was gone, with the door slammecl 
behind him so that the very wall shook. 
Riordan s h r u g g e d his shoulders, 
reached for the report basket and be
gan methodically going over its con
tents, once again taking up the routine 
work. The telephone on his desk tin
kled. He reached for the instrument. 

" Detective bureau, Sergeant Rior
dan speaking," he said. 

" Sarge, this is vVill is," came the 
voice over the wire. " I'm up near 
Ennis's house. He telephone the but
tier, Farnsworth, to come see him. The 
butler is still inside. I'm tailing him, 
l ike you said. Listen, will you get one 
of the-" 

" Yuh see the Old Man ?" inter
rupted Riordan. 

" No." 
" Well, yuh're lucky. He's wild. 

Went out to Cosgrave's. What were 
yuh sa yin' ?" 

" I  want you to ha,•e somebody pick 
up the driver oT cab number 56 of the 
Black & White Taxi Company. Find 
out where he got the fare he was driv
ing on Chestnut Street at a quarter 
after ten. Whoever it was, he was tail
ing the butler, too-from the taxi . "  

" So ?" Riordan's eyebrows arched. 
" I'll do that, son. Listen, when that 
butler comes out o' Ennis's house, yuh 
bring hip1 down here ." 
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He slammed up the phone, dashed 
out into the main room, his eyes sweep
ing the desks. 

·" Y ott, Enright," he barked. " Take 
Stacy an' Halloran with yuh. Down 
to the Black an' White Taxi office. Get 
the driver of cab 56. He had a fare 
on Chestnut Street at ten fifteen. Find 
out where he picked him up and get a 
description. If yuh can-if yuh got 
a coon's chance-two of yuh beat i t 
an' pick up that fare an' bring it in. 
The other one o' yuh bring in the 
driver. Take a flivver an• work fast
the Old Man is on the ramp, an' yuh'd 
better have somethin' to show when 
yuh get �back." 

T
HE _three inspectors scrambled to 
thetr feet and stampeded from 
the room, tangling themselves, as 

usual, in a jam at the door. Riordan 
smiled grimly, returned to his office 
and called Captain Brady at his home. 

" Yuh' d better come down, chief. 
We got a ruckus on," he said. " Sorry 
to wake yuh up, but the Old Man is 
on the warpath. I'll tell yuh when yub 
get in." 

· 

Twenty minutes later there was the 
strident shrieking of an approaching 
siren outside, a rumbling clash as a big 
car, driven at high speed, slammed over 
the rise through the curbing In front 
of the police garage, and within six 
seconds the office door banged open to 
admit Captain Brady. 

" Where's the Old Man ?'' he de
manded. 

" Still out, chief. 'But due m any 
minute," said Riordan. 
Brady's face showed sudden relief, 

" Well, what's broke ?"' he asked. 
Riordan told .him, in succinct detail. 

Ca-ptain Brady scowled as he listened, 
cataloging each of the strange inci
dents in his mind. When his sergeant 

had completed his account, he looked 
down for a minute, then demanded : 

" You got in touch with this frail 
he's to marry yet ? The Clifford girl ?" 

" No, chief. I tried to phone Clif
ford, but they said he was out of the 
city." 

" Better get the frail, boy. Willis 
would be a good one to send to see 
her. He's young and smooth." 

" Willis is tailing the butler. He'll 
be in soon." 

" Soon· ain't soon enough, boy. 
Time to get out there is now. Matter 
of fact, time was when this first broke. 
You slipped on that." Brady scowled 
again, then turned to the door. " Boy, 
I'm going out to get that Clifford frail. 
You stick here till l ·get back. I may 
be longer than you think. But stick 
here. If the Old Man comes in. tel1 
him I'm working. Tell him I'l l be 
back. You stick here." 

The captain whided and vanished 
·through the door. Riordan, surprised, 
and trying to see where he had 
" slipped,'' heard Brady's machine 
leave the garage with grinding gears 
and speed away down the street, siren 
screeching a warning. · What had the 
Oifford girl to do with it ? He was still 
puzzling over that-for he had great 
respect for Brady's acumen-when the 
door slammed back aga�nst the wall as 
Roberts barged in. 
The chief flung himself into Brady's 

chair, bit the end savagely from a ci
gar, and broke two matches trying to 
light it. Then he glared at Riordan 
through a cloud of smoke. Before he 
could find words to ·relieve his- feelings, 
Inspector W i 1 1  i s , accompanied by 
Farnsworth, the butler, enter.ed the of
fice. Willis closed the gaping door be
hind him, saluted the chief, and spoke 
to Riordan. 
" While I was tailing this man, ser-

3 D-1 1  
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geant, as you ordered," he said, " I  saw 
a taxi was following him. The- one I 
telephoned you about. Driving slow, 
about half a block behind. Holding it 
back, the driver was. He was so busy 
watching this man I don't think he saw 
me. I . . .  " 

" The officer is right, sir," spoke up 
Farnsworth. " I noticed myself that I 
was being followed. At first I thought 
it was a coincidence, so I did not go 
directly to the home of Mr. Ennis. 
Turned off a block, sir. The cab still 
followed me. I turned this way and 
that, back and forth, but the cab was 
always behind me. I was in great fear, 
sir, and got to a well-lighted street as 
rapidly as I could." 
" Yuh see Willis followin' yuh, 

too ?" asked Riordan. 
" No, sir. I was quite surprised to 

meet him when I c<trife out from Mr. 
Ennis's ." 
" What difference does it make if he 

saw Willis or not ?" burst out Roberts. 
" Who was in this taxi ? That's what 
we want to know." 

" I've got three men out, sir," cut 
in Riordan. " One to bring the driver 
in and the other ·two to get his fare." 
" Well, I 'm glad to hear it. First 

sign o' brains you've shown tonight." 
Roberts turned to Farnsworth. " You 
the butler at Cosgrave's ?  What kind 
of a cock-and-bull story is this, any
way, huh ? Now you tell me the 
straight of it, and pronto !" 

v 

FARNSWORTH related his origi
nal tale. His account did not vary 
an iota from his first report. He 

recounted Riordan's arrival at the resi
dence, his questioning, and the subse
quent events, including details of his 
visit to Mr. Ennis. The attorney had 
asked him what had happened, and he 

4 D-1 1 

had told him. Together they had rl!
viewed recent happenings in young Mr. 
Cosgrave's li fe, but neither of them 
could find anything that wou1d shed 
light on the strange occurrences of the 
evening. Roberts was in the midst of 
grilling the butler whe� Inspector En
right entered, a taxi driver in tow. 

Roberts dropped his questioning of 
Farnsworth and turned on the taxi 
man with ·ferocity. 

" Chief, I dunno nothin' about it, 
nothin' at all," said the driver. " I 
was on stand at the Belmont-Grand 
when a guy an' a skirt asK'ed me was 
I busy. They said to put the clock on 
the hour rate and drive out to Chester 
Place. It was just half past eight '\vhen 
I loaded 'em and pulled out o' the 
stand. We was rollin' into Chester 
when two bulls on gas bikes roared by 
us. The guy in back says to pull into 
the curb: This was about Twel fth arr' 
Chester. I pulled in, an' he says to 
wait there. While we wap waitin' the 
sergeant, here, come tearin' by in that 
red buggy o' his. The guy in my bus 
asked me was that more bulls, an' I 
tol' him yes an' who it was. He says 
to drive out to the park. 

" After we got to the park he says 
is they any roadhouses, an' I took 'em 
to Rookway's joint. · They was there 
an hour or so, he telli.n' me to wait. 
Then they come out, an' he says drive 
back to town. On the way in him an' 
his skirt was jawin' an the time, fight
in' over somethin'. I didn't get what 
it was. Vve get back to town an' the 
guy says drive out Chester again an' 
stop at Fourteenth. I pull out there 
and flag down on the corner an' the 
guy looks around but don't leave the 
bus. Then he says drive up Chester to 
the end. I done that an' he has me 
park there awhile. 

" By an' by he says turn roun' an' 
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drive back downtown. I went roun' 
the block an' come back to Chester. 
There was a guy walkin' down Chester, 
an' thiS' fare, he says to slow down an' 
tail this guy. So I stall my motor an' 
jus' rol l. We tai l this guy all over 
town an' onto Broadway, an' then out 
to Clinton. The guy \\'e're tailin' goes 
into a house there, an' I pull on a ways 
an' then park. The fare an' the skirt, 
they have another argt!ment, an' then 
he �a vs to drive dovm to the Rochester 
Apartments. The skirt gets out there, 
an' then the guy has me drive him to 
the Central Hotel. He pays me off 
there an' . slips me a dollar tip. I was 
low on gas then, so I goes down to 
the garage to get a refill, an' there's 
three clicks waitin'. They grab me an' 
buzz me about the fares I had, an' this 
one brings me in. \Vhat for I dunno." 

Roberts questioned the taxi driver 
about his fares, getting a description 
of them. His report of the man tallied 
with that Duke Hillis had given. The 
chief demanded the driver's license 
card, made a note of his name, address 
and number, and waved Enright to 
take him out and turn him loose. 

" \Vho's a fter the two in the cab ?" 
he dei11anded. 

" Stacy and Halloran, sir." 
" vV ell, they better get them, that's 

all," growle<;l. the chief, and he resumed 
his questioning of Farnsworth. 

TH E  entrance of I nspector Stacy 
and a flashily-dressed woman, 
still young and easy to look at, 

interrupted him. He leaned back in 
Brady's chair, and shot a telegraphi c  
glance at Riordan. 

The sergeant rose, pushed forward 
a chair for the woman, and then looked 
inquiringly at Stacy. 

" The name on the bell, Sergeant, 
was Luella Cummings," said Stacy. 

" The j anitor at the apartment says 
she was the only tenant come home 
in a taxi tonight. He always watches 
till about half past twelve ; says he 
aims to run a decent house and not 
have no trouble." 

Riordan looked at the woman a few 
seconds and smiled; " Sister," he said, 
" I  want to tell yuh somethin'.  Yuh're 
l ikely to be in a jam. We got the taxi
crab driver what dragged yuh around 
all evenin', an' presently we'll have 
what was with yuh. Yuh want to talk 
any ?" 

She regarded the sergeant with a 
whimsical smile. Then she turned and 
studied Chief Roberts, whose face had 
become a blank mask. Farnsworth got 
but a glance ; Willis she studied for a 
moment before, 

·
apparently, she had 

catalogued him. Stacy she did not con
sider at all-she had been riding with 
him in a police flivver and already 
knew about him. 

" I guess it's up to you to keep the 
conversation going," she said, pertly. 
" I  didn't know it was against the law 
to ride in  a taxi in this man's town." 

The telephone on Riordan's desk 
rang, and he turned to answer it. 
Those in the small office l istened atten
tively to one side of the conversation. 

" Detective bureau, Sergeant . 
uh-huh . . . who ? . . . that so ? . . . 
yeah, I 'll  do that. Goodby." 

He hung up, reached for the inside 
phone, and spoke to the exchange 
operator downstairs. " Send a bus o' 
some kind to the Central Hotel. Hal
loran'll be waitin'. Better send a man 
along with the driver." 

Hanging up, h e  turned back and re
garded the woman, a quizzical smile 
on his features. 

" Sister, we got ' Payoff Joe ' Har
rison," he said. " Yuh want to talk 
before he gets in here ?" 
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The woman di<l not lose her poise. 

" You offering me a trade ?" she asked. 
" I don't deal in trades, sister. We 

got a case on. Right now yuh're 
brought in here for quesdonin'. May
be later on yuh'll be locked up, or may
be yuh can talk yuhn;elf out of it. 
Yuh've got about ten minutes, the way 
the boys drive." 

" And Joe ?" 
" Forget Joe. . That's my advke. 

All he':; done for yuh is to get yuh in 
a fair way o' bein' jammed. I f  yuh 
can talk yuhrself out o' lt, yuh may get 
a floater out o' town. That's the best 
yuh can get, if _ ;my-." 

She looked down, tapped with her 
foot on the worn carpet. Made a fu
tlte gesture with her hands and stared 
about the room again, particularly at 
the hard, blank face of the chief. Then 
shrugged her shemlders. 

�' It's a laugh,'' she said. 1' A big 
laugh. Lot of work for nothing, I'll 
tell you. I 've never squealed on a guy 
that's played with me right, but Joe . . .  
welt, it  was th.e same old game. Joe 
put it up to me. Said I had the looks, 
and that this guy would fall hard for 
me. Cosgrave. But he didn't. Too� 
a run .. out powder, instead. Joe said 
this guy Cosgrave would get three hun
dred grand when he marri.ed. I was 
to tnake him fall. If he fell hard and 
married me, we'd rut the three hun
dred grand. I f  he didn't, Joe was go
ing to have him sue.d. for br.ea.eh . of 
promise. You know. 

1 '  Well, Joe fixed i for me to meet 
him at a Racquet Club dance. Joe can 
get in to anything, got a good front. 
Cosgra v.e, he hq..d a few drinks� Joe 
saw to that-and he seemed to think 
I was all to J .he mustard. We got him 
out of the dance and to Tony's joint 
on the Highway. There he begun to 
lap up the wine. Said it was the first 

t ime he'd been out since his mother 
died. He was quite a live party, after 
he got started. We had a private 
room, him and I, and Cosgrove got 
pretty - pretty chummy. You know, 
a guy that has had some drinks usually 
feds pretty good. 

" Then Joe burst in on us. He 
made out he was my father and he 
was atl horrified that Cosgrave had me 
in a private roorn. PuUed a rod on 

. him and threatened to shoot him. Said 
Cosgrave had to marry me or he'd kill 
him, right there. I wish to God my 
-real father had been that particular 
about me-l wouldn't be here now i f  
he had. 

'1 Wel1, Cosgrave parleyed him ....... 
parleyed Joe, I mean. We all come 
back to town together in a taxi. They 
let me out at my apartment. Then I 
guess Joe took him home. 

" Anyway, next day Joe met �1e 
dowr�:town and said Cosgrave wanted 
to buy out, but wou1d have some trou
ble gett·lng the coin. Would have to 
�ee somebody and borrow it. Seems 
l ike Cosgr.ave don't get his money till 
he m;,trries, that was in his old man's 
will. Joe says we got to play along 
with Cosgrave till he raises the dough. 
So we play along. It was atl set that 
tonight he was going to come 
through-Cosgrave, I mean. Joe was 
going to his house to get it .  So I was 
home, in the apartment, waiting for 
Joe to come back with my cut. Fifty
fifty it was to be. 

"BU1' Joe, at the 1ast minute, he 
changes his mind. He says like-
ly Cosgrave will bel.ch after he's 

-paid, CJ.nd w� better get ready to beat 
it. He says I better .come along with 
him to the pay-o·ff. That's all right 
with me, for 1t d.on't give Joe any 
chance to run out on me. · So we get 



52 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

a cab and start fer Cosgrave's place. 
As we get near a couple of motorcycle 
bulls go past us, and Joe, \vho is nerv
ous, tells the driver to pull in to the 
curb. The bulls go to Cosgrave's. Joe 
says Cosgrave has crossed us up and 
we better beat it, but I say maybe 
something has happened. While we're 
arguing it a car goes by hell-bent, and 
the taxi driver says it's more bulls. 

" So we get a�ay from there. Go 
out to the park and then out in the 
country. · Joe is all for dropping it, 
says Cosgrave has crossed us up. The 
bulls getting there the same time Joe 
was supposed to be, looks like it. But 
I said the bul!s were going in a hurry, 
and if they were laying for us they 
wouldn't be that way, but would be 
pussy-footing up quiet. I told Joe we'd 
better drive back and see how things 
looked. So we went b;ick. 

· "  Everything was quiet about the 
place. Pretty soon somebody _comes 
out, and Joe says it's the butler or 
some flunkey he'd seen the night he 
took Cosgrave home. Vv e follow this 
guy, Joe figuring on asking him what 
had happened. But there's somebody 
following this butler-! saw him out 
the back window of the taxi. So we 
don't want to stop and brace the but
ler till this other party drops off. He 
didn't drop off. The butler went to a 
house on Clinton Street and this other 
fellow, he hung round under the trees. 
It was too deep for us, so we decided 
to call it off. Joe dropped me at the 
apartment - and this officer came. 
That's all there was to it. You can't 
do anything. We had a plant, but we 
didn't put it over." 

She looked at Riordan. blandly, even 
impertinently. Smiled. 
" Yuh done pretty good, sister," he 

said. " But vuh left some out. Paste
·Face Hillis. . Where'd he come in ?" 

The woman laughed. " Oh, him? 
He wasn't in it at all. He was just a 
punk. Joe picked him up in some dump 
and had him planted near Cosgrave's, 
so if there was any double-cross and 
Cosgrave had ftatties around, Joe could 
throw this punk to the bulls. You 
know, start wrestling with him on the 
street, and when the bulls come up, 
he'd say he'd seen him running from 
Cosgrave's, and throw him to the bulls. 
While the ftatties would be grabbing 
the punk, Joe would fade out. Joe's 
clever, he thinks of everything." 
" You're a sweet mess," exclaimed 

Roberts, looking at tpe woman with 
flashing eyes. " Take her upstairs, 
Stacy-tell Mrs. Sergeant Hovenhauer 
to put her on ice. We don't want her 
here when Halloran brings in this 
' Payoff Joe.' " 

Her head · in the air, and a taunting 
smile on her lips, the woman followed 
Stacy from the room. 

VI 

"COOL piece," said Roberts. " Be 
hard to stick, too. She'll turn 
state's evidence and weep at the 

jury, snitch on Joe and say he led her 
into it, and walk out. At that she's 
lying by the clock." 
Riordan shook his head. " It checks 

with the taxicrab man," he said. 
" They likely got him fixed.'' 
The office door opened and the huge 

form of Inspector Halloran bulked in, 
dragging a dapper, dark-skinned man 
behind him. Roberts jumped from 
Brady's chair, jerked Mr. Harrison 
from the big detective's grasp, and 
slammed him back against the wall. 
" Where's Cosgrave ?" he bellowed. 
" Payoff Joe " Harrison recovered 

his balance, put his hat back straight 
on his head, slid a step or two out of 
the chief's reach, and held up a hand. 
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" Now be nice, Cnief," he said. · " H  
1 knew where Cosgrave was I wouldn't 
be here. You ought to know that.

,
., 

Roberts flung himself back in 
Brady"s chair and glared at the 
prisoner. 

" Joe, I got your moll upstairs and 
she's squealed. I got the butler here, 
and he''Il ident i fy you as the man who 
brought Cosgrave home the nj.ght you 
got him drunk • . . " 

" :Beg pardon, sir, but I never saw 
the man in rny li fe,'? interrupted 
Farnsworth. ' ' I f  he came home with 
Mr. Cosgrave; sir, he must have re
mained outside in the eab. I never . . •  " 

" Shut np ! Winis, take that dodder
ing· jackass upstairs· and Jock hfm · up f" 

Mr. Hanison looked at Halloran 
and smiled thinly as Wi ll is· and the but
ler departed hastily from · the room. 
Roberts· rubbed hls chin In perplexity. 
The sergeattt •eaned forward. 

.. It makes no never-mind, Joe," said 
R lor dan. •• We got yuh. We got the 
Cummings woman, or whatever her 
n-ame is. She'll testify to anyth ing to 
save her neck. We got the ' sap ' that 
Cosgrave was slugged with, an' likely 
we'll be able to find yuhr prints on it. I 
seen prints get on most anythin' ,  when 
there was need. Yuh got a record as 
long as my arm, an' yuh know it. We 
got Paste-Fate HH!is, a dope· an' a 
three-time foser to boot. We got the 
taxi driver. Yuh better talk."  

" Payoff Joe " Harrison r·ealized the 
situat iot1 . He was sufficiently familiar 
with police methods to see his predica
ment. He pressed his lips together and 
his face grew serious. And just thert 
the door opened again, admitt ing Cap
tain Br·ady, accompanied by two men in 
outing cfothe'S. 

" 'Evening, Chref. Thi's is Mr. Cfif .. 
ford, the attorney, and yout1g Mr. Cos-
grave,'r he said. 

Roberts rose, nodded to the two 
men, then shot a glance at Hanoran. 

" Take your man upstairs and sit on 
him,'' he barked. 

RIORDAN dragged forward chairs. 
Captain Brady opened the lower 
d rawer of his desk and produced 

a box qf cigats, passed it around. Fdr 
an interval there was no sound in the 
room but the soft whisk of matches 
being scratched and the gentle exhal'a
ti ons of smoke-burdened breaths. Then 
Mr� Clifford's chair creaked as he 
hitched It forward. 

" I guess, Roberts, I'm pretty heav
ily in your debt," he said. " 1f you 've 
been to any expense in this m-atter, rn 
be glad to take care of ail costs. Cap
tain Brady here is a very fine officer, I 
wish to speciaHy commend him." 

The Chief's cigar, upthrust a:t a ridic
ulous angle in his lips, was the only 

thing that bel ied his dign ity 
•• I'H hear what you have to say, Mr. 

Clifford . " · 
" Thartk you; Roberts. I 'll be brief. 

Mr. Cosgrave, here, was the victim
well, let us say he· fell into the· clutches 

of an unprindpled woman and her 
male compan ion . A variety of the 
badger game. He was thorGughfy 
frightened, though perfect1y innocerit. 
It is often that way. He came to me
l am a member of his family cotmsef
to borrow, to arrange a loan. I saw 
he was in some difficulty, and I per
suaded him to tell me the whole story. 
I gather you have by th-Ts time learned 
the details. Sergeant Riordan, here, I 
know to be a very efficient offic-er, and 
I suppose he has managed, by his skill, 
to get this man Harrison, and the 
woman. 

" The plot, Chief, was that Harrison 
wanted Cosgrave to pay him one hun
dred thousar1d doltars. Plain blaC'k• 
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mail, of course-but Cosgrave did not 'see any other way out of it. His en
gagement to my daughter is to be an
nounced soon, and, of course, publicity 
in this affair would be-would be very 
painful. To go to the police would be 
equally as disastrous, it seemed. There 
would have to be a prosecution. So it 
seemed to me that the best thing to do 
was to have the "f>>lice on hand without 
knowing-without knowing what they 
were summoned for. I mean without 
knowing about the blackmail matter." 

" You could have come to me, Mr. 
Clifford," said Roberts, " and I would 
have . • • .  " 
"Yes, I know, Roberts. But it seemed 

to me it would be better another way. 
So I instructed Mr. Cosgrave what to 
do. I relied upon the butler, Farns
worth, to do the obvious thing. I know 
Farnsworth very well and I know how 
his mind works. He is very matter
of-fact-has no imagination whatever. 
An admirable butler, Chief. He came 
into the library, found Mr. Cosgrave 
apparently the victim of an attack, and 
called the police. The minute he left 
the room, Cosgrave rose from his posi
tion, opened the window, closed it be
hind him, and, standing on the ledge 
outsipe, reached up and grasped the 
set-back cornice overhead, and, hand
over-hand, swung along until he was 
over the front steps. 

" He dropped to these, ran down the 
path, and entered my car. I was wait
ing for him, and we immediately drove 
to my fishing .J.odge up the river. So, 
you see, Cosgrave left the house while 
Farnsworth was summoning the offi
cers. I was going to call you in the 
morning anq explain. I supposed that 
this man Harrison would appear at the 
house just about the time the police 
arrived-or while they were there
and would either be frightened away 

· or would be apprehended. After I had 
�xplained it to you, we could have 
dealt with Harrison quietly--on some 
old charge, perhaps." 
Roberts looked at Brady. " How'd 

you know where they were ?" he 
snappe'd. 

· The captain gave a deprecating 
shrug. " It didn't fit, Chief," he an
swered. " If Cosgrave was dead he 
wouldn't get up and walk out. If he 
was slugged he wouldn't. The boy 
here - Riordan - called Clifford's 
house, likely to talk to Miss Clifford, 
for she'd be apt to know if Cosgrave 
·was planning a trip. He found out 
that Clifford was suddenly out of the 
city ; they told him that when he 
called. Likely whoever answered the 
phone thought he was asking for Mr. 
Clifford and not for Miss Clifford. 
" Well, I've seen these things before, 

so I went out to Clifford's Saw Miss 
Clifford, asked her where her father 
was. She said he was up at his fishing 
place and she was going up in the 
morning. I didn't say anything about 
Cosgrave then-just drove out to Mr. 
Clifford's fishing place. It looked like 
the best chance." 

CHIEF ROBERTS leaned back in 
his chair, an expansive smile 
gleaming on his face. 

" I  got a good bunch of dicks, Mr. 
Clifford," he said. "They were too fast 
for you. Next time you have any trou
ble, though, you want to come to me 
first. Save a lot of--of excitement. 
Well, we've got the woman and ' Pay
off Joe '-you'll be down in the morn
ing and sign a complaint ?" 
" No, Roberts. ,Mr. Cosgrave does 

not care to sign any complaint. N oth
ing has happened, you understand ? Mr. 
Cosgrave and I went fishing, that is 
all. ·we don't know Mr. Harrison or --



THE C6RPUS DELICTI 55 

thi s  woman. Anything I can do for 
the department, Chie f ?  A cheque for 
the Police Beriefit Association, for 
instance ?" 
· " But this guy, ' Payoff Joe/ Mr. 

Clifford, he's a bad egg. He ought to 
be put away," protested Roberts. 

" I ag�e with you, Chief. He has 
no visible means of support, he has a 
record-that ought to help yo�. At 
least you can get rid of him---run him 
out of th .eity. 

" Say a thousand dollars for the Po
lice Benefit Association-:-how would 
that be ? On the condition t.hat there i s  

' n o  mention of-of our fishing trip. Or 
anything else." · 

" It's not right, Mr. Clifford. Black
mail is . . .  " 

" There was no blackmail, R.ohel'ts. 
?\f o mone.;v passee, no marked bills. 
no evidence, nothing. Think o f  my 
daughter, Roberts. Suppose it was your 
daughte·r and her young man. You 
will look a fter it ?" 

The Chief shrugged his shoulders. 
Turned to Brady. 

" You clone so wei!, Brady," he sai"d, 
" see what more you can do. You an' 
your boys ought to l1e able to line up 
something that'-l l hold ' Payoff Joe ' for 
awhile. Get right a fter him in the 
morning. All I got to say is,  it's .a 
heluva l i fe, this police business." 

Everybody stood up and shook 

hands all around. Roberts leit the 
office, to escort Clifford and Cosgrave 
downstairs. Captain Brady and De
tective Sergeant Riordan faced each 
other .alone, .and each slowly opened his 
right hand. Clifford had bade them 
adieu last of all, and they had kept 
their hands closed a fter his parting 
grip. Now each beheld a crumpled 
fi fty-clollar bill in his palm. 

" Boy," said Brady, " as the Old 
Man says, it ain't right. But the po
lice business is a heluva business, an' 
the up-and-up folks can't be smeared 
with their own foolishness. You got 
to take what you can get. We can get 
Joe ninety days for vagrancy, an-y
way, and then push him up the track. 
Show him the town's on fire. I 'm gain' 
home now. Be fore you go, see that any 
reports on this j ob are kept off the press 
bulletin .  Good-night, boy .... 

Riordan regarded the crumpled bill 
in his hand. 

" I  wonder what he give the Old 
Man," he said. 

Brady paused at the door and 
laughed. " Give h im a slap on the 
back," he said. " Roberts would rather 
have that, boy, from Clifford, , than 
anything else. The Old Man ain't 
under civil service l ike you an' me, 
boy. He's in poli t ics-an' Clifford is  
chairman o' the county central com
mittee. Good-night, boy. " 
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quis, was picked up by the police. Hurwitch 
and Moran, in fear lest the police learn from 
The Marquis too much about their activities, . 
hired Counsellor Snit kin to get The Marquis 
declared insane. Snitkin's price was $ro,ooo. 
Hurwitch and Moran robbed a Mrs. Meyers of 
her jewels to raise the $ro,ooo. 

CHAPTER XXV 

A New Hide-Out 

" She's always car
goed with a half 
million dollar load 

of sparkle " 

Other thoughts were on my mind, 
too, and they concerned the split 
which Gene and I took of the $1 ,250 
that remained from the Meyers job. 

" That gripes me;" I said to Gene. 
" We take all the chances, and look at 
our cut ! A little over six hundred 
bucks for each of us." · 

" No funerals, AI. We gotta take it 
on the chin. There's nobody but us to 
dig up jack for The Marquis. He's 
got a brother, but-" 

" Wait, Gene," I cut in sharply. 
" You say he's got a brother ?" 

" His name's Charlie. He's a square 
guy." 

IT wasn't so easy to think quick and 
think hard to find a safe way to get 
the $10,000 bug money into the 

hands of Counsellor Snitkin so that he 
would make a quick move to put The 
Marquis into the nuthouse. 

" What's the matter with sending 
him to Snitkin with the ten grand ?" 

56 
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" He's not in our racket ; don't know 
nothing about. it." 

" All the better, Gene. He don't 
need to know nothing. We'll take the 
ten grand-you've got it in grand 
bills-put it into an envelope and tell 
him to hand it to Snitkin. We'll just 
tell him Snitkin's. gonna help his 
brother out. He won't bother to peep 
into the envelope, and if he did, being 
The Marquis' brother, he'd deliver the 
jack to help him out. He certainly 
wouldn't go south with the dough in 

· that case." 
" You're thinking," Gene grinned. 

He located Charlie Curtis on the tele
phone, and a little �hile later he was in 
my office. I explained to him that the 
boys were getting together to help The 
Marquis out of his tight jam and that 
the envelope I handed him was the go
ahead to Snitkin that would make the 
lawyer jump in and do something quick 
for The Marquis. 
So he agreed to carry the envelope 

to Snitkin. Charlie was a simple sort 
of a guy, worried about his brother and 
anxious to do anything to help. He 
busted out of the office with the en
velope. 

The tragedy that dumped itsel f all 
over Charlie Curtis, who knew nothing 
about the Meyers affair, who never 
even suspected us of it, didn't even 
know there was money in the envelope, 
is enough to make the heart turn cold. 
He suffered plenty through that en
velope he carried that day to help his 
brother, but the story of what hap
pened to him belongs in a later place 
in this chronicle of events. 

He delivered the ten grand and 
Snitkin broke into action. A sanity 
commission was ordered by the court ; 
both Snitkin and his partner appeared. 
.The Marqt\is, having been compelled to 
lay off the junk for sometime, made a 

heavy showing as. a phony nut. Vvhen 
the sanity commissioners heard the 
story of how he had packed a quart of 
soup around in the crowded city, had 
even kept it in his apartment, where his 
girl also lived, and his pals hung out 
occasionally, he was. put clown as a 
dangerous nut and rushed away to 
Matteawan Hospital for the criminal 
insane until he regained his sanity. 

If his sanity did not return then he 
was. in. the house of madmen for Ii fe. 
" There she lays,' ' Gene gloated. " If 

The Marquis does ever take it in his 
head to spill about us they won't be
lieve a word he says, because, don't you 
!ee, legally he's a nut." 
" But think of a guy salted in a place 

like that maybe for the rest of his. li fe," 
I said. 
Gene's face lit up. He blinked his 

small eyes. " AI," he said, " do you 
think The Marquis is gonna stick in the 
booby hatch ? Nothing can hold that 
guy. In 19 14 that baby kidnaped the 
warden of Dannemora Prison and they 
handed him ten years extra for rapping 
a guard over the bean. In 1 9 1 7 he was 
in Sing Sing prison, and wba'd he do ? 
He led a big break. And what happens 
in 1920 ? His sentence is commuted 
by AI Smith, the Governor,- and there 
you are. Junk or no junk that guys 
an eel. Nothing can hold him provid
ing he gets a little help from the out
side.' ' 
" From what I hear Mattea wan's no 

easy joint to slide out of,' ' I said. 
" Cripes, The Marquis could take the 

lam from Devil 's. Island and get away. 
In fact I'm running up to Matteawan 
.myself tomorrow to look the joint over 
and see what's what and just where I 
can help the poor junkie." 
The six hundred dollars in mr 

pocket felt like small change. " I.f 
you're going up to Matteawan," I said, 
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' '  I think I 'll breeze up and take in the 
races at Saratoga. The only chance fve 
got with this pin money is to lay i t  on 
a horse and clean up or shut up." 

At the races I got rid of the pin 
money in one plunge and came back to 
the- showroom on railroad fare bor
rowed from a bookie. 

GEN E came busting in at noon. 
He had a newspaper in hi� hand. 

" AI !  AI )" he cried. " Get a 
peep of this." -- He held up the paper 
a.t:�.d tapped it with his knuckles. " The 
Meyers· jane has been down to Police 
Headquarters. They showed her the 
mugs nf all the prowlers in their gal
lery. The clicks says she picked out 
tine .. Geez, that might be The Mal'quis.'' 

" They haven't got my mug," I said. 
" No, but they've got mi-ne from that 

rap on the gun-carrying and here I am 
still on the lam on that squea.J.. " 
. Gene didn't talk like a man who was 

frightened. He just felt the heat. 
His eyes were blinking like someone 
had thrown pepper into them. 

" It won't make any difference with 
.T he Marquis," he went on. " We've 
got him bugged and he wasn't in on the 
Meyers job. But they might go up to 
him about that and get a spill out o f  
him about the Harrington and other 
jobs.. Geez, I hope he makles a get
away before they can do that." He 
flattened the newspaper on my desk 
and for a minute read irt silence. 

Suddenly he hit the desk with his fist. 
., Holy . . .  AI, what d'yuh thii>lk of  

this ? The sheet here quotes the clicks 
as saying that the mob that knocked 
over the Meyers' apartment i-s the same 
outfit that took Charlotte King Palmer 
for six hundred thousand in jewels and 
furs . . .  and . . .  that the same mob 
killed that guy Elwell, the bridge expert 
in the Seventies." 

' " What ?" I fastened my eyes on  
the sheet. I read about the Palmer 
knock-over. 

" Why, a it says that job was back in 
1920, Gene. I wasn't in this racket 
then. And the Elwell killing was in 
1920 too." - ' ·· 

" That's all right for you, but riot 
for me," cried Gene, and for the first 
time he showed whit:e under the gills. 

" Well, you didn't pull those jobs, 
did you, Gene ?" · 

" Hell, no, a foreign mob got the 
Palmer stuff. But get this, AI, my old 
'Olan has lived in the same house with 
Mrs. King, the mother 0f Charlotte, 
for years down in Richmond Hill ." 

" You're shivering, Gene." 
Gene scowled at me. 
" Who wouldn' t ?  Don't you get the 

lay ? Sttppose the clicks work back on 
that Palmer knock-over, find out my 
old man's connection, then work that 
around, nosing it out till they get to 
me ? And me a lamster ! Them dicks'll 
just wrap one around me and around 
the old man. Me, a well knowq prowl
er and hin1 living in the same house 
with the Palmer girl's mother, where 
he easy could get a finger on her daugh
ter's jewels. And that ain't all. Read 
that about how the Palmer job was 
pulled." • 

I read . aloud to him . . . how three 
birds, all gaited, waited for Charlotte 
to enter her hous-e, �eized· and gagged 
her and bound silk covered wire 
around h-er ankles, and then stripped 
her of $696,ooo in diamonds, pearls, 
emeralds and rubies. I looked up at 
Gene. 

" Our system of knocking 'em over 
and three guys . . . silk wire . . . a 
·gag," said Gene. " Is that much dif
ferent from the Meyers job ?" 

" Damned little differ.en'ce," I an
sw-ered. 
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" And the Elwell job, well, some 
guy pushed in on him and threw a bul
let into him. Geez, if they worked . 
around to me through the old man's 
connection with the King house, the 

" I  haven't even got lunch money," 
I said. 

" Never mind eats now," said Gene. 
" The next shift is to get a new hide
out. This place is getting crummy. 

MATTHEW ( MICKEY ) BIDDULPH 

The " 6naer  "_who spotted the Schoellkopf set-up 

dicks'd rip open the sky to fasten all 
those jobs on me." He wiped the sweat 
from his forehead. 
I hooked my leg over the corner of 

the desk. " Well, · what's the next 
move ?" I asked. 

" To get set for a pinch," said Gene, 
tightening his small eyes until they 
were hardly visible. " Here.'' He 
jammed his hand into a hip pocket and 
hauled out a gun. 

" Sink this rod in your pants 
and be ready," he instructed. " It's 
okay. I doctored the numbers. I 
was gonna try and slip that to The 
Marquis on my next trip. · I'm heeled 
with a rod, too, in case the dicks give 
us a sudden flush. " 

He turned eo>ut his trouser pockets to 
show he was broke. 

Too many prowlers coming in. First 
thing you know a stool'll worm him
self in. We'll go over to Fifty-third 
Street and pick out a flat. Coming 
down from Matteawan I got off at Mt. 
Vernon ·and got a little flat where Lou 
and I can be." 

" Why plant ourselves right in the 
heart of the white light country ?" I 
asked. " I'll get a place otit near Mt. 
Vernon, too." 

" Don't be silly," Gene grinned. 
" Always take a bold step in a hole 
like this. Come right down into the 
heart of town where they wouldn't ex
pect to find you and face 'em out." 

The Stevens was outside. Gene and 
I got in and made a spurt into Fifty
third Street. We picked out a small, 
old style flat. Just off the front door 
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was a low stoop boarded in all around. 
It caught Gene's eye. He pointed to 
it as we came out. 

" A handy thing," he· said, " in case 
we hi-j·ack and need a place to plant 
booze in a hurry. Now scatter the 
word· that we've got a new hide-eut and 
keep: all those fish from coming into 
yol:lr office:·• 

" Why te-11 any of thelt\1 we're mov
ing ?-'' I s·aid. 

" Edl� we wa:Nt the fin�11s to k�ow 
where we are," s-aid Gene.. '" How els-e 
tan they hand us their ti'ps ?1) · 

CH.APTE� XXVI 

A Breeze from Sliver 

PASSING out wotd tbat we had 
· swi-tched headquarters, in¥ol.'v.ed 

only a sim.ple- '('}peration. At t-Fre: 
t1orner . of Broadway I g19t out of the 
Stevens and Gene ®r.ove off. I ambled· 
along the bri-ght ma.i.l.ll stem. and w�nt 
into a little two-by-four drug store. It  
was known as the " lam spot," an un
derground postoffice. I n  the course of 
any day bi.g and little guns on the 
clout, or trying to get on the clout, or 
looking for a bang of happy dust 
would dri ft in to find pals, or, in case 
of a sudden scatter, to leave word of 
their new hangout. 

One clerk, who had a face like putty 
and used junk, was the walking direc
tory. He knew everybody. Through 
him the mbbs kept track of each other 
when a sudden clean-up by the police 
scattered them. 

" I f  anybody wat1ts to hook up with 
me or Gene,"  I !"aid to him, " slip the 
new address." I gave him the number 
of the new hide-out in Fifty-third 
Street. I started away. 

" Oh, AI," he called out. When I 

turned he was swinging around the 
counter. He came runni-ng up to me. 

"' Lissen," he whispered, " you know 
anything about a guy named Charlie 
Curtis ?" 

" Charlie Curtis ?" I asked. " Why 
do you ask me about any Charlie 
Curtis ?" 

' ' A little guy I've got pegged as a 
stool was in here erack�ng about a 
Chadi:e Ctulti'S. I've as-kecli everybody 
i f  they knew him, N-obody ever heard 
of him." 

" Neither have I ."  .Un-true, . ef 
course, bu-t I was not putting- the finger 
on the Charlie Curtis· I knew,. and with 
whom Gene and I had don--e: a;mdercovei:' 
business. It made me stit:", however, 

· to learn that somebody was - fooking 
for him. I shot out of the store, looked · 
fot" Gene at th� showroom, found, he 
wasn't there, and dug out for th·e hid�
out ·in Fifty-third Street'. 

I opened the d'0or fo the flat a-rtd s-aw 
Gene lower a.  gun. " What the lt�ll 
Gene ! What"'s th� gtirt._." 

" I was fixing for a dick/; said Gene, 
putting away his rod. 

" How could they rap to a place we 
j ust moved into ?" , 

" They're a fter Charlie · Curtis,'' 
Gene sang out. " I don't know why, 
bi.tt they must've tailed him in or out 
of ·snitkin's office . . .  or · maybe some
body leaked. And I picks up a sheet 
and see where the clicks crack that Lil
lian Meyers names a bird known as 
Curtis as one of the guys that knocked 
her over.' '  

I <;lropped to the bed. " There's 
something brewing," I said. " That 
snow-bird in the drug store asks me i f  
I know a Charlie Curtis, and h e  says a 
police stool was astdpg him i f  he had 
ever heard of a Charfie Curtis ." 

" Yeah," exclaimed Gene. " VI/ ell, 
it don't make much diff. Charlie's got 
iee in nis· feet and has lammed. I f  they 
did slough him he couldn't say any-



I LOOTED BROADWAY 61 

thing. How could he, when he don't 
know · a damned thing about the 
Meyers job ?  You know, and I know, 
that guy is as clear of that as I am 
broke. I called up his family and they 

of his eyes. " You guys are teamed, 
ain't yuh ?" he asked. 

" I sold him a used car once," I said. 
" That's all I know about Gene· Moran, 
arid that he's a good skate." 

CHARLES CUR11S 

"He suJrered plenty" 

told me he had taken it on the hoof. 
Scared dizzy, that's all ."  

That afternoon Gene went to Mat
teawan to see The Marquis and find 
out if he knew anything about his 
brother Charlie. I went down to the 
drug store to once-over the gang in 
there and nose around. The junky 
clerk hadn't heard any more about 
Charlie Curtis so I bought a stack of 
cigarettes and planted there. A lo�g
nosed bird called Sliver eased up to 
me. 

" Looking for Gene ?" he asked. 
" What Gene ?" 
" Mor-an-n-n," he drawled. 
" I  know him� but I'm not looking 

for him." � 
He looked wisely out of the corners 

" You think he's a good skate, huh ?" 
" Yeah, I size him up that way." 
" Let me have a word, will yuh, 

buddy, and don't get sore at what I 
say." 

" Shoot." 
" I  don't wanta know how close you 

and Moran is, but-but if you ever 
have close-in business with him, give 
him a neat eye if he happens to have a 
sawed-off shotgun around." 

" He's a shooting buc'ko, huh ?" I 
laughed. 

" Yeah, but he uses the sawed-off 
artillery only when he wants to rub 
out a pal. Understand ?" 

" What of  it ? I:m no pal of  his." 
" I'm just saying." Sliver ripped 

the air with his open hand. " You can 
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take it or leav� it." ·And he walked 
off. 

THE breeze from Stiver at first 
gave me a cold chitt: It had 
never occurred to me that Moran 

might ever want to push me out of the 
picture. We kn.ew what we ha4 done 
toge�r ; had the good� on each other, 
but we n.ev.er had had any words. Still 
there was a streak of recklessness in 
Gene, especiaUy when he had a gun i.n 
his hand. It was then tha-t his gray 
eyes spit fire. The reckless way he 
had opened up with the undertaker 
·when h.e knew that shots would attract 
the c..ops ; the way h.e had �ailed into 
the coal black Amanda indicated to me 
that w� he got steal11M up it was 
only a. matter of a hair's br�dth 
whether there would bt a kitl fJf WJt. 
I rould n.evu � into Gen_e' s icy gr'-Y 
eyes, They had no bottmns ; � 
lived on fire, .Sure, a titm! might �me 
when he would get sore .at me iTJ. the 
flush of a jQb and turn his gat on me. 
I had never seen him with· a sawed�o:ff 
shotgun. I f he had one, or had ever 
used one, he said nothing about it to 
me. 

It dawned on me suddenly that he 
might have a hidden reason for hav
ing The Marquis bugged at a cost of 
ten grand, and now that be was 
anxious to help The Marquis escape 
from Matteawan it occurred to me 
that he might want The Marquis out
side so th4t he could blow him into 
silence }vith �a sawed-off shotgun, 
But on the other hand the�e hadn't 

been as much as a ten-word argument 
between Gene and I, and, when it .came 
to slicing . the swags he had divvied 

. them to the last penny. I hadn't caught 
him in a lie. After all, these were the 
things to measure a guy by, not a 
breeze from a fish like Sliver, who 

might haW'e been trying to put . a rap 
in aga�nst Gene to �t hunk. By ail 
the tests that I could make, Gene 
Moran was a square guy. But I buried 
the S'J:iver's spill about the sawed-off 
shotgun in the back of my be;;tn. This 
:�emed a. natural thing to do, for about 
�uy f�w days som� little gun's body 
was pickt.d up �tre with his 
� blown off by a $otgun-a 
mobster .Put on the s�t by &OJne other 
mobster and his be.an �lwt off to keep 
him from being identifie�l 

Back in the Fifty-third �tr:"t hide
out I found Mickey Bi.ddidph and a 
bird called Kindling waiting, I h� 
J'l.ever -set eyes on Kindling before, but 
I k� that he was a mgh��s.s finger 
.an.c:l that he g.ot his � � some 
bi.g jobs had 'been �t.4rU!.d, kimlled; by 
him-. 

Kindling wa.s di�ppointro at ·see
ing mt. He kind of sniff.M. at � ;  
asked rme when �ne wo-uld .t¥t in ; atld 
when I jold bim I didn't know he 
picked up his walking stick and swag
gered out. 

Mickey looked over the flat and re
marked that it s.eemed like a g.ood p1ant 
for liquor. He had an overnight 
growth of beard on his face and his 
clothes were baggy. He said he had 
been planted all night in a truck on a 
hi-jack and something had gone wrong 
and the job was smeared. He went 
out to get a shave and a pants press. 
Two prowlers came in a little larer. 

They wer'e puffing. 
" Where's Gene ?'' asked £me of 

them. 
A 

" He'll be in after," I said. 
" I got a swell lay," he cried. 

" There's a dude, calls himself The 
Count. Just over from the other side 
and . he's got a shipload of booze com
ing into Long Beach. How do you 
think that'd sound to Gene ?" 
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" Just in our line," I grinned. 
The prowler gave me The Count's 

telephone number. I wrote it down. 
" I' l l  put it up to Gene when he 
comes in." 

" Yeah, but remember where yq,u 
got the t ip-off from," said the prowler. 

" Did you ever hear of us kissing 
out a finger ?" I said. 

" That's okay, but you guys are busy 
birds and you j ust might forget acci
dentally . "  

They went out. Gene's battered suit
case was lying at the side o f  a dresser. 
I took a peep into it, but there was no 
sa wed-off shotgun in it. I made one 
move then which I figured I ought to 
make on general principles for emer
gency's sake. I took my rod out of my 
hip pocket and slipped i t  down 
under my vest on the left side 
where my belt held it and I could 
grab it with<;)Ut making the usual 
telegraph move to my hip. Not 
that I didn't trust Gene, but merely be
cause, when he got to the stage where 
his eyes blazed, and he had a gat in 
his hand, I 'd be prepared in  case the 
fi re ate him up and he turned on me. 

Outside. snow had begun to fall. 
It reminded me that i t  was November 
and the holiday season was due, and 
this made me think of The Count and 
his shi.pload of booze which would 
make a nice piece of pie to cut up. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

A $5,000,000 Job 

G ENE came in hal f an hour later. 
As he brushed snow from his 
shoulders he said he had j ust 

seen The Marquis at Mat�eawan and 
things . were working out nicely. 

" But he's in need of dough," said 
Gene, " and I had j ust enough to ride 
me to Matteawan and back."  

" I ' m  no better heeled than you," I 
said. 

" vVhat th' hell if something did 
break bad for us," said Gene. " \Ve 
wouldn't have a nickel's  fall-money to 
take care of us. And I don't  know but 
what any second some dick'll get wise 
to my old man being connected up with 
this Charlotte Palmer's mother, and 
t race back, and, nosing around, run in
to a tip on the Meyers j ob ."  He \\'as 
pouting l ike a peeved school boy. 

I slapped him on the shoulder. 
" Bury the sadness," I laughed. " I 've 
got a l ine on a swell load of  holiday 
booze. Two fingers were j ust in  here 
and they-" 

Two soft knocks on the door 
brought Gene out of his  funk. I went 
to the door. It was the finger, Kin
dling. He hooked his  walking stick on 
his arm and started to take off his 
white chamois gloves as he stepped in. 
He was an elegint visitor, smooth, 
well dressed and well spoken. He ad
dressed Gene as Eugene and then 
looked at me. 

" What about this person ?" he 
asked, in a slight accent which I took 
to be French. 

Gene held up his hand, joined two 
fingers by twisting one around the 
other  and said, " AI and me are j ust 
like this." 

Kindling's long, thin l ips spread into 
a tight smile as he looked at me. 
" You'll pardon me, old fellow," he 
said. 

" S ure," I replied. 
Gene sat on the bed with his legs 

crossed, tailor-fashion, and Kindling 
sat on its edge. 

" I can't go into details at this min
ute about the matter I have in mind, ' '  
said Kindling, " but let  me inquire, are 
you too busy to take a t ry at a few 
jewels ?" 
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" Yeah, I 'm always busy," said 
Gene, " but I'd let anything slide to 
work a job for you." 

" Thanks for the compliment," said 
Kindling. He turned to me. " Do you 
f �el the same way ?" he asked. 

" It depends," I answered. 
" Now, Eugene, i f  your friend here 

isn't going in with you on this proposi
tion well, either he or I ought to leave 
the room." 

" Not so fast," I put in. " Gene and 
I have handled jewels. About the only 
money in those jobs the fences or the 
fingers got. Unless it's big, and I don't 
mean five figures, I can't see any per
centage in taking the job.'1  

" Do l took cheap ?" he asked, 
throwing· his big, wide-open blue eyes 
on me and then on Gene. 

" In a way," said Gene, " Al's right. 
In the last knockover we got no more 
than we gave the £fger." 

Kindling was sitting with his hand 
over the hook of his cane� He wriggled 
the hand, raised the cane, and stamped 
it on the floor. 

" Well," he smiled, " how does a five 
million dollar project look to you, 
gentlemen ?" 

Gene unscrambled his legs and 
j umped up. " Where is there so much 
stuff as that ?" he asked. 

" Can't tell you that . . . yet,'' said 
Kindlrng. " As I explained at the start, 
I can't go into details. I need about 
two thousand dollars to bind my deal 
with one other person. With that 
money placed I ' ll turn the details over 
to you . . . for the usual ten per 
cent.'' 

" We haven't got that much jack on 
us," said Gene, " but I guess we could 
get it, huh AI ?" 

" Inside twenty-four boors or less/' 
I said.  

" Yeah, about tomorrow noon." 

Kindling arose slowly. He started 
putting on his gloves. " You're look
ing well, Eugene," he said. 

" You look top, too," said Gene. 
" Not as well as I would look i f  I 

had some of the magic substance in my 
waUet," said Kindling. He strode to
ward the door. " I 'm glad to see you''ve 
got an ambitious partner. I 'll  be in to
morrow at noon. Cheerio. "  

And the elegant preSence left us. 

I L?�K ED at Gene. " Is that dude 
klddmg ?., 

' '  Lissen, "  Gene bawled. " That 
baby talks millions and he handles mil
l ions. He's got a pedigree as long as 
your arm. I only know snatches of it.  
He's played with the jewels of kings. 
He works the other side o f  the pond, 
and the only reason he's in this country 
is that the two guns he works with are 
doing a bit in Dannemora prison-two 
Russian brothers, a pair of inter
national prowlers - and Kindling's 
looking for a chance to grab a big 
swag and use it  to spring them.''  

" Five millions . . . geez." I stood 
in a trance, with Gene staring at me as 
i f  he woere in a trance, too. It was 
hard to picture a swag that enormous. 
If it  were in j ewels it would fill a 
suitcase, no, a laundry basket. The 
stuff \vould be heaped, great gobs o f  
concentrated wealth. Easily it would b_e 
the biggest haul ever made in New 
York City. I even wondered where I 
could pick up a laundrv basket. It 
wasn' t  possible accurateiy to picture 
loot like that; It was too big to dream 
about. It could never mean $s,ooo,()()() 
to us, because, of course, the fence 
would tak� his slice, the biggest ; the 
finger would have to get his, but even 
then we would come out with more 
than a million for ourselves. Then 
there was the picture of t�e suave, cool, 

4 D-1 1 
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gentlemanly spoken Kindling, a big
timer to work with. A job like that, 
with a master like Kindling to work 
with, would graduate Gene and me into 
the international class. 

" Five millions," I finally repeated. 
Gene laughed. " Never mind dream

ing now, Al. How about raising the 
two grand Kindling needs for front 
money ?" 

And in the brief space of a fraction 
of a minute we had j umped from a 
$s,ooo,ooo jewel robbery, the biggest 
job ever pulled, to a measly booze hi
j ack to get $2,000 with which to "Set the 
wheels in motion. 

I went over to the telephone. 
Gene sat on the bed with his arms 

folded and red fire streaking out of his 
small eyes. I called the Long Beach 
number which the two booze prowlers 
had given me. A voice with an English 
smoothness in it answered. I gave him 
the name of one o f  the prowlers. This 
opened the door and I asked him what 
he had in holiday rye, Scotch, and 
champagne, using, in place of those 
names, the usual proxy-" goods. " 

" Oh, my dear man," he said, " I've 
the finest quality of goods and I'm in 
the best possible position to deliver it 
to you at a moment's notice." 

" I've heard that about your stuff," 
I said. 

" Then all you've heard, my dear fel
low, is quite so, quite so." I had to 
put my hand over the mouthpiece to 
choke off the big laugh that the high
hat language gave me. 

" Within haw£ an hour I could have 
it at your residence," he went on. 

" Oh, no . . • no," I said. " I' m  not 
fixed for it here. Where can I meet you 
and talk over price and so forth ?" 

" I'll be at the Vanderbilt Hotel in 
an hour." 

" Okay. How'll I know you ?" 
5 D-1 1 

" You cawn't miss me, my dear fel
low. I'll  be wearing a monocle !" 

I crashed the receiver into its hook 
and went zigzagging toward Gene, 
doubled up with laughter. I slapped 
Gene on the knee as I dropped to the 
side of the bed. " A  lime-juicer with 
a shipload of booze," I laughed, " so 
green in this country that he still wears 
a monocle." 

" What a mark," said Gene. 
" What a man," said I. " And 

anxious to do business without know
ing a, b, c about me, the price, or any
thing. I'll try and take him for the ship
load so we can slip the two-grand front 
dough to Kindling and have a little vel
vet to play around with between knock
overs. ' '  

On the way down to the Vanderbilt 
at noon I spent my last thirty cents on 
a white gardenia and stuck it in my 
buttonhole. 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

Easy Money 

My man was waiting in the lobby. 
The blue eye back of the 
monocle was twice as large as. its 

mate. He was short and thin, with a 
long nose and a loose, sloppy hat, the 
mark of a Briton. \Vhen I told him 1 
needed three hundred cases o f  goods, 
one hundred of rye, one hundred of 
Scotch and the same amount of cham
pagne to pass around to my friends 
during the holiday season, he said he 
didn't think he could deliver that much. 

Not having a nickel left in my 
pockets, or a check book it was my cue 
to make him anxious, to tease him 
along. 

" If you can't deliver that much," I 
said, " that's just too bad. I don't want 
the goods coming up to my place in 
dribs and drabs, so much from one man 
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and so much from another. I want it 
all in one chunk. "  

He snapped for the bait. " I'll d o  
the best I can t o  fill the order," h e  said 
quickly. 

With his mind dreaming about the 
big order, I shot him a question about 
price. He named $<)o a case for the 
rye, $65 for the Scotch, and $8o for 
the champagne. I told him that was 
satisfactory and arranged for delivery. 

I gave him an address in Fi fty
fourth Street. 

" But before you drive up," I 
cautioned him, " drop off and phone me 
that you're coming. I may not be in the 
situation to take care of the load. I f  
I 'm not I can make quick arrangements 
if you phone me." 

I gave him the phone number o f  our 
Fi fty-third Street flat. 

The monocle dropped from his eye 
and he shook my hand. 

He stood looking at me as I went 
down the stairs. In order to give him 
the right picture of a well-to-do gentle
man, I halted at the curb and spoke to 
a chauffeur sitting at the wheel of a 
Cadillac. I asked for directions to get 
to Twenty-third Street and he gave 
them to me. Then I pointed in that 
direction and shook my head, made a 
phony move to get into the car, backed 
up as if I had forgotten something, 
and hurried away, I e a v i  n g the 
monocled newcomer in the American 
booze racket to congratulate himself 
that he had found a l ive, wealthy cus
tomer who had a Cadillac and a driver. 

Apparently he was satisfied, for 
about two hours later, as Gene and I 
and the two prowlers were sitting in the 
flat the phone rang. 

It was the rum runner, calling to 
apologize for not being able to deliver 
more than fifty cases each of the stuff I 
had ordered. 

" Man alive," I growled, " you've 
upset all my plans. I'll have to get the 
rest from somebody else. I don't like 
that kind of a deal at all, at all ." 

He explained that the truck was on 
its way, so I told him to come on, but 
to phone me from the drug store when 
he got to Fifty-fourth Street. 

Gene took out an inspector's police 
shield and laughed. 

I gave the two prowlers. their orders 
to be at the drug store. 

We all patted our hips and felt our 
gats. 

Gene lecl the prowlers out. I followed 
them to the door and gave them a send
off. 

IN half an hour the phone rang. The 
truck was ready to push in. 

" You can't push in right now," I 
said to the Englishman. " You forced 
me to get the rest of the goods from 
another gent and he's making his 
deliveries now. I can't have this place 
over-run with you fellows. Hold your 
truck there and call me in half an 
hour. " 

" My dear fellow, I can't hold this 
truck about here," he yelped. 

" Have your men drive it out some 
place and then come back." 

With a load of booze adrift in the big 
city he was i n  a tight spot and he fol
lowed directions. 

I breezed out, jumped into the 
Stevens, and picked up Gene and the 
two prowlers. 

The truck of booze had already 
started north and we tailed it. A young
ster was driving ; the big boss was on 
the seat 'vith him minus his monocle 
and dressed like a gangster. 

On Jerome A venue, about a mile and 
a half from the heart of town, as the 
truck was rattling along under the 
Elevated Railroad structure I cut ahead 
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of the load of booze and dropped Gene 
and his helpers. 

I saw them swing aboard the truck 
with drawn guns ; saw Gene flash his 
badge. The truck halted. 

A uni formed copper, with his blouse 
open at the neck and smoking a eiga
rette-which marked him as off duty
started for the truck. Gene jumped 
off, went back to the copper and headed 
him off by telling him that the guy in 
the truck had just bultlpe·d into him and 
everything was being settled okay. The 
cop nodded and went away. 

· I drove the Stevens up alongside the 
truck, but well behind the seat as Gene 
got into the seat. 

" My dear fellow," the Englishman 
was saying, " you {:an have the whole 
load if you'll let us go." 

" Naw,'' said Gene, " you guys come 
with us." 

The Englishman pulled out bills. 
" It's all I've got," he said. Gene looked 
at the biHs and then took them. 

The kid leaped from the seat and 
beat it for a va.cant lot. The English
man followed him. 

In two deliveries we got rid of the one 
hundred and fifty cases at $6o for the 
Scotch, $8o for the rye, and $70 for the 
wine, and drove the truck into an alley 
and ditched it. 

Vve saved out one bottle of rye for 
ourselves and I carried that to the flat. 
Although I had given the monocled gent 
my telephone number, there was no 
chance that he'd look us up and holler, 
for how cou1d he holler about a load 
oi hot booze, and who could he make 
the holler to ? 

We split ten and a half grand that 
night-a grand each to the prowlers 
and the rest for ourselves. Gene took 
out •$2,000 for Kindling and the final 
split between us was $6,soo. 

Gene folded his bills. He was putting 

them in his pocket when he saio : 
" Some of this j�ck'll be a great help 
to The Marquis. He's getting set to go. "  

" Don't let anything break into the 
big job Kindling has for us," I said. 

" Don't worry," he grinned. " I'll be 
here tomorrow noon to take on that 
job." He went out. 

With my split in my pocket I looked 
through the racing entries in the news
paper. Next morning I laid a grand 
on the noses of two steeds, dropped i t ,  
and plunged all except $Ioo trying to 
get it back. It was a good thing Gene 
was carrying the $2,000 front money 
for Kindling, because, i f  I had been 
carrying it, probably it would have dis.:. 
appeared trying to get back what I lost. 

It was the old story. Hot money, big 
swags of it go just as fast as little 
swags. A man goes dizzy planning to 
get it, takes all kinds of risks getting 
it, more risks trying to get away with 
it, and finally dizzy again trying to find 
safe ways to spend it, and eventuaHy 
drops it where it can do him no good 
becau£e it's lost on a game of chance. 

And when we got a swag it didn't 
alter our style of living. For safety's 
sake we had to live in dingy hide-outs, 
always on the watch for clicks or fight
ing off the biters with their quick, hot 
touehes or trying to control the hungry 
little birds we were working with. After 
a job, with our swags in our pockets, 
we ate a little better. Gene went in for 
thick rare steaks, because now his 
nerves were settled and he didn't need 
to sharpen them with sour pickles or 
boiled potatoes with vinegar soaking 
them. 

Whether we had the dough of mil
lionaires or the small pickings of punks, 
the dough slipped :tway with little more 
than a big steak or a new suit Df 
clothes to show for it. It was the same 
now as it had been when I was a boy in 
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Old Cove, shooting off my first fire
crackers one by one, getting mild kicks 
from them, and then lighting half or 
the whole bunch to get the final grand 
kick. Was it worth while ? I asked 
myself the question and then said to 
myself, " Well, five million bucks will 
mean the last job, and after that the 
easy life for good." 

For a while I was as sour as a lemon. 
My hands were black and greasy, and 
their knuckles skinned from handling 
the cases of booze hi-)acked from the 
gent with the monocle. It was dirty 
work and hard labor. But presently I 
was again feeding myself on the picture 
of $s,ooo,ooo in jewels. The prospects 
of this rich haul took the sting out of 
my bum hands and the losses on the 
ponies. 

There seemed to be nothing stirring 
on the Meyers j.ob. Both Gene and I 
had been making the usual rounds in 
the Broadway section and no one had 
tumbled to us. So that job was sunk, 
and the income from it gone. 

It was a few minutes before twelve 
when Gene blew in. The Marquis was 
pat he announced, but raring to go. He 
was still acting the part of a phoney 
nut and Gene laughed when he re
marked that the Matteawan authorities 
would " get a great kick if they knew 
what was really going on inside The 
Marquis' noodle." 

CHAPTER XXIX 

The Moving Finger 

IN a few minutes there was a soft, 
polite knock on the door and Gene 
admitted Kindling. For a second I 

didn't know him. He was dressed in 
a light tweed golf suit and a pepper and 
salt top coat, wore a cap and glasses, 
brown kid gloves, and carried no stick. 
It was plain that Kindling was taking 

no chances on being recognized by any
one as the same man who had visited 
the hide-out the day before. 

He gave me a warm smile this time. 
· After a few words of greeting, Gene 
laid the two-grand bills in his hand. He 
crushed them in his hand as though they 
were ordinary pieces of paper. He was 
used to big money. A few grand were 
like chicken feed to him. He finally 
stuffed the bills into his coat pocket, 
then raising his coat drew out a roll of 
paper. 

As he unrolled the paper on the bed 
he asked if Saturday night would be all 
right with us. 

" Sure," Gene and I chorused. 
It was now Wednesday noon. 
Kindling was holding down the 

curled ends of the paper and I could 
see that the sheet contained drawn plans 
of a large house. 

" You boys have heard of -- ?" 
Kindling asked. 

" The oil man ?" asked Gene. 
" Yes, the big butter and oil man," 

said Kindling. " These are drawings 
of every room in his big palace at 
Roslyn, Long Island. There are no less 
than forty rooms in the house. That 
should give you some idea of what he's 
worth. As a matter of fact, he has two 
estates in Roslyn. They adjoin. --That 
gives you even a better idea of his 
wealth." 

He put a finger on the largest draw
ing on the sheet. " We'll be interested 
in this room, the dining room, and ball 
room used for state occasions," he 
said. " But before we go into that 
there are certain other details which 
will show you what an accurate set of 
plans this is. For instance." He moved 
his finger from one to another of the 
smaller drawings. Gene and I bent 
closer. · 

" Those are bedrooms," he said. 
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" Every one has a safe in its wall, and 
that should tell you that the people who 
live in this palace or stay there have 
something that needs a safe." 

He spoke slowly with a dry smile. 
There were small, red-ink circles on 

each of the sleeping room drawings. 
" You'll get a laugh out of those," 

he  smiled. " Each one of these red 
circles indicates a bathroom with a 
sunken bathtub in each one. Now, 

· every bathroom has a toilet, and at 
every toilet there is a roll of -pink, or 
blue or orange toilet paper. When a 
piece of toilet paper is torn from the 
roll a little music box plays a tune, but 
what tunes I don't know.'' 

Gene and I laughed. 
" Geez," said Gene, " you certainly 

got the details down pat." 
" I'll say he  has," I put in. 
" I 've had just as fine details on finer 

places than this on the other side of 
the pond," said Kindling. He moved 
a finger back to the dining and ball
room. " Getting back to this room," 
he went on, " this is where you'll oper
ate. Next Saturday night -- is giv
ing the grand social melee of the sea
son. At dinner and a dance he'll en
tertain at least two hundred of the 
creme de Ia creme of society. "  

" Whew," whistled Gene. 
" Two hundred ?" I gasped. 
" All of that," said Kindling. " Plus 

forty, perhaps fi fty servants." He 
pulled a slip of  paper out of h is  pocket. 
He read otf names, a list of the high 
spots in the Social Register-Vander
bilts, Whitneys, Rhinelanders, Astors, 
all the swellest and richest of New 
York families, and the names of Wash
ington, D. C., diplomats and govern
ment officials. 

" Not least among the guests will be 
Mrs. William Randolph Hearst, wife 
of  the publisher," said Kindling. 

" That alone means that one of · the 
finest assortment of jewels in the coun
try will be there." Then he read off 
each name again, together with figures 
in the hundred thousands. 

" The figures," he explained, " rep
resent the value of the jewels which 
will be worn at this -gay party. I 'm 
not guessing, either. I 've checked 
against guesses. -- is giving the 
party because he's made a heavy clean
up in oil and wants to make society 
gasp at the jewels he's gathered. So, 
what the party amounts to is really 
this • . • a battle of j ewels, a race to 
see who will show up grandest 11ext 
Saturday night. I think five millions 
is a bit low for the total, but I'd rather 
have you boys delighted than disap
pointed, so I 've made the figure con
servative." 

I DON'T know how Gene felt about 
it, but the description of the swag 
and the size of the party made my 

heart feel like something was pound
ing it. 

" I alinost forgot to mention," Kin
dling went on, " that there'll be a jazz 
orchestra there of twenty pieces, and 
at least four servants who will be 
undercover operatives for the Pinker
ton detective agency." 

Gene's eyes flew open. 
" Oh,  don't worry about the Pinks," 

said Kindling, quickly. " They'll have 
guns, probably pearl-handled twenty
twos. By merely herding all the serv
ants into the kitchen, then driving them 
out into the stable and garage "-he 
indicated the stable and garage on 
the plans-" by locking them up in the 
stable and garage they're easily put out 
of commission." He smiled. •• I could 
even tell you what the menu is to be 
and what tunes the orchestra will play 
and little details like that, but nothing 
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will be gained by that. It will be a 
king's feast with six or seven wines, 
and that will fill them up about to their 
necks." 

He pinned his finger on blue lines 
running away from the walls of the 
mansion. 

" These," he explained, " are tele
phone wires. A pair of wire cutters 
will take care of them. It's up to you 
to pick the man to take care of that 
end of the job." 

Gene looked at me. " Gentleman 
Jim'll snip the wires," he grinned. " He 
did plenty of that when he was knock
ing over honky tonk banks out in the 
sticks." 

" If Jim can't," · I put in, " my old 
prowling friend Boston Tommy'll take 
the job." 

" That detail is up to you gentle
men," smiled Kindling. 

Gene took a cigarette and handed 
me one. We lit up and sighed big 
clouds of smoke into the air. 

" The next step to consider," Kin
.dling continued, " is the time-the zero 
hour to move in and take." 

" What time do they sit down to the 
eats ?" asked Gene. 

" Nine on the dot," said Kindling. 
" Why not push in then ?" asked 

Gene. " When they sit down." 
Kindling shook his head. " I don't 

agree with you," he said. " Sitting 
people are always risks. They could 
Yery easily reach a gun with their 
hands hidden under the table. "  

The size of the job had staggered 
me. I hadn't done more than listen 
and think. 

" Of course," said Kindling, " it's 
got to be a straight dash-in-and-stick
them-up, and away, and not more than 
four men actually on the job. Some
how you've got to take time in as a 
partner." 

" What about just after they've 
eaten ?" I put in. 

" They'd be pretty well scattered 
then," said Gene. 

" Better yet," I exclaimed, " what 
about closing in just before the party 
breaks up ?" 

" Why so late ?" asked Gene. 
" Well, they'll have their wine

they'll be loaded down with food
they'll be logy and tired and be think
ing about bed, bored stiff with all the 
chatter and then they can be taken 
easy."_ 

Kindling smiled out o f  the corner of 
his mouth at me and addressed Gene. 
" You've got a genius for a pal," he 
said. ..... 

" It's only common sense," I said. 
" When people are low they don't have 
the inclination to put up a battle. And 
they're thinking of sleep, not jewels. 
Nobody can fight off sleep, especially 
well fed and heavily wined people." 

I t  was finally agreed that the attack 
.would be pulled off after midnight. 

" What about the getaway ?" asked 
Gene. 

" That's up to you boys," said Kin
dling. 

" Well," said Gene, " give us the lay 
on the grounds around the estate." 

" I can't do that," said Kindling. 
" I've spent all the time I could afford 
getting every detail on the inside. Any
way, the getaway is strictly your part 
of the job. I'm not a good hand to 
advise you, and I'm not going to, be
cause I have my own getaway to think 
about. "  

" D o  you know anything about the 
local cops ?" I asked. 

" Some of them will be there the 
night of the party," said Kindling. 
" They'll do what they always do, 
however-hunt for crumbs-load up 
in the kitchen with champagne or 
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whatever 1iquor they can get. You smacked his. lips. In a flash the mov
needn't worry about them. Y ou�n ing finger moved on. 
probably stumble over them lying in 
the grass, stewed to the gins." He got 
up from the bed. " You keep the 
plans," he said. 

Gene rol1ed up the paper. 
Kindling started to put on his 

gloves. " Of course;•• he said, '" there'll 
be a roaT about this job in the papers. 
But there'll be a few who won't say 
exactly how much stuff they lost lor 
the simple reason that not a11 o·f the 
stuff that'll  be worn there .Saturday 
night got into their hands duty-paid. 
You understand ? The U. S.. customs 
service will be interested in 1ookiog 
over any iist of jewels that appears." 
He stepped to the center of the room 
and started bt.rttoning his topcoat •·• 1 
guess I've given you boys a11 you 
need," he said. 

" Plenty," said Gene. 
'' What about a little snifter for .a 

doser ?'" I asked. 
" None for me," said Gene. '" A  

thimbleful o f  firewater now . and my 
torch would explode." 'The fire was 
flashing in his small eyes. 

'" What have you got ?'' asked Kin
dling. 

" Some rye-monode rye," I .said, 
with a laugh. 1 got the bottle that we 
had razored out of the Englishman's 
load. 

I poured two drinks. Kind1ing took 
his glass, held it up before him, and 
twidd1ed his fingers. He drew himself 
up pompously. " '  The moving finger 
writes and, having writ, moves on;' ·� 
he laughed. 

" We've got a poet for a finger." 1 
grinned. 

" That was written long before you 
were born," smiled Kindling, ".by an 
old Persian moon-gazer.�' 

Kindling downed his drink and 

CHAPTER XXX 

Old Cr.ow 

Q
UICKLY, Gene di_spos.ed of the 

drawn plans by tearing them up 
and burning the pieces in an e>ld

fashioned, marble-faced fireplace. His 
first move after this was to get Gentle
man Jim, while I found Baston 
Tommy. Gentleman J'un brought a 
fresh n e w  s p  a p e  r with him. Gene 
.grabbed it, looked into the society 
columns, and read aloud an account of 
the party to be held in the ,great Roslyn 
mansion and the names of the hi,g b�gs 
who were .to be ther.e. 

Then a period of dreaming set in. 
'We atl sat silent .and I suppose we an 
dreamed the same d-rean1. With an 
those high bloods in the baTiroom., 
what a marvelo.us function it would be ! 
Gene was dr.eaniing, with eager excite
ment written an over his face and his 
sma11 eyes flashing. I could see the 
jeweled women, lights from gr.eat 
chandeliers lighting the pearls, drawing 
white and blue .fire from diamond 
tiaras. brooches, necklaces, bracelets. 

I could s.ee 'Gene and me walking in 
on them, with guns drawn, and coo11y 
telling the kings and queens of society 
to line up and hand over their stuff. 
Then the quick wind-up, the dash to o.ur 
Stevens waiting in the roadway and the 
fury of the getaway while panic tm
loosed itself in the great mansion. 

It was. a magnificent picture, brilliao.t 
from the standpoint of the assembled 
guests and brilliant from our stand
point of swag, fast and furious action, 
the mad getaway and .the chase �rhich 
would start the minute the victims re
gained their wits and sent out tl1e 
alarm. 
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The details were yet to be settled. 
Gene addressed the gray-haired Jim, 

who drank in every word with mouth 
gaping. 

" You'll start with the kitchen," said 
Gene, crouching and slapping his hands 
together. " Put your gat on the cooks 
and maids. Be damned careful, old 
boy. Some of them servants will be 
Pinks planted among the servants." 

" I'll take care of Pinks," said Jim. 
" When you get them herded in the 

kitchen," Gene went on, " drive 'em 
out to the stable and hold them there, 
and plug the first one that makes a 
move you don't like. Then lock 'em 
in." 

" What about phones and alarms ?" 
I asked. 

" Phone and light wires bunch just 
at the side of the kitchen door," said 
Gene. " Don't get the wires mixed up 
and cut off the lights. Snip the phone 
wires only." 

" I've snipped the chatter wires on 
whole towns," crowed Jim. 

Gene turned to Boston Tommy, the 
seasoned yegg. 

" You'll take the doors in the dining 
room," said Gene, " while AI and me are 
putting on the frisk. · When the job's 
done you pile out, meet up with Jim 
and join us in the Stevens." 

The Stevens with its bullet holes, 
although they were ironed out and 
newly painted, was red hot. Cops every
where had their eyes out for it. Yet :we 
figured it comparatively safe, for cars 
were crowding the streets, the traffic 
control wasn't we.tl organized, and 
Gene and I would never stop for cops 
any time. And Moran wanted his daily 
thrill. Traveling in a hot car would 
give it to him. A thrill to him was like 
a cold shower in the morning. Gene 
always woke up hungry for a thrill and 
he wasn't satisfied until he was getting 

it. And we both knew that we had 
got away with that chase through 
Hell's Kitchen when the cops were fir
ing at us and taxi cruisers were chasing 
us. 

Finally Gene turned to me. " Now, 
AI," he asked, " what do you think 
about the frisk ? How'll we pull that ?" 

" Well, they'll all be in the big room, 
dancing, chatting, or moping around. 
You and me'll just blaze in, put the 
rods on them, and split 'em in two lines. 
I 'll go down one l ine and do my frisk, 
you go down the other. Of course 
everybody'll have to line up, including 
the orchestra." 

" It'll have to be a quick frisk," said 
Gene. " A coupla hundred people." 

" That's easy. The stuff'll be show
ing ; we'll just grab, grab, grab what 
we think is worth grabbing. The get
away is the thing to fix for now. We've 
got to get the lay of the grounds." 

" Do that with a plant," said Gene. 
" We've. got Thursday and Friday to 
work on that." 

" And we've got two of the best soft 
shoes in the business," I said, nodding 
at Gentleman Jim and Boston Tommy, 
who were sitting on the bed in a kind 
of a dream. " We won't put them on the 
plant, though, till Friday night." 

" Why draw it out like that ?" 
" Well, if they're gonna have guards 

around the place for Saturday night 
they may shove 'em in on Friday night 
to get 'em used to the place. And 
another thing, Gene, the sheet says that 
a lot of the guests are going down al
-ready . . .  house guests to make a stay 
over the week-end."  

FRIDAY turned out to be a cold and 
bitter day. In the morning I 
gathered up three sets of license 

plates and dropped them into the 
Stevens for future emergency. When I 
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got back to the Fifty-third Street hide
out, Gentleman Jim, Boston Tommy 
and Gene were there. 

" It's. gonna be a cold night for an 
outside prowl," whined Gentleman Jim, 
casting his eyes out the window, which 
was frosted with ice. 

Boston Tommy shivered. " You're 
damned tootin' it's a tough night," he 
chimed in. " An' what about eats, hot 
java ? You know him "-he nodded at 
Jim-" him and me are not young guys 
like you two blokes."  Tlien he spied the 
bottle of rye standing on the mantel
piece. " What about slipping us some 
of that fire water ?" he grinned. 

" Yeah," put in Jim. " A  pint of 
that." 

" One pint ?" bawled Jim. " Cripes, 
we'll be separated on this prowl. Give 
us a pint each, AI, so we won't have to 
be hanging on the other guy when our 
bones freeze." 

" All right ?'' I asked Gene. 
" It's an all-night prowl," Jim cut in. 
" Yeah, go ahead," said Gene. " Give 

'em the oil." 
I poured the whiskey into two pint 

flasks which still wore their original 
labels-Old Crow. I slipped them to 
our plants. I was sorry for this later. 

In half an hour we were in the 
Stevens. I drove slowly, because it was 
not yet dark. The spiked iron fence and 
solid steel gates told us that we were in 
front of the mansion. It was set back 
in the trees. Lights were blazing in the 
windows and the great house loomed 
up like a mountain full of fiery eyes. 
The gates were closed, so we dropped 
Jim and Tommy at the adjoining 
estate, which was penned in by a stone 
fence. 

The two prowlers had no guns. 
Gene wanted to gat them, but they in
sisted that if they happened to be picked 
l.tp and had no guns they could stall 

themselves out of the jam by saying 
they were just full of booze and hap
pened to get lost in the estate. 

" Be back at our flat bright and 
early," said Gene. " And don't bring 
us a load of guesses and this and that. 
Get the lay of that estate-the stable, 
the walks, the roadway, everything. ' '  

As we pulled away, Jim and Tommy 
were vaulting the stone fence. More 
lights had gone on in the big house ; 
automobiles were parked all around the 
house, and three or four men in chauf
feurs' uniforms were coming out. 

" Hey, Gene," I called out. " \Ve 
didn't make any allowance for the 
chauffeurs." 

" Hell, you don't need to. Can't you 
see them guys coming out ? They're 
blowing down to the village to get 
themselves cheap rooms while the big
shots and their ladies stay in the 
palace." . 

Half of Friday night Gene oiled and 
monkeyed with eight rods he had 
picked up. Everything that looked 
like a nick or a number he filed out. 
Each man was to have two gats. 

We slid into the sheets about 2 A . l\I .  
For a long time Gene sat up against 
the head of the bed. Part of the time 
he was in a dream, and the rest of the 
time he was talking about Paris, Lon
don, Canada, Bermuda, trunks full of 
swell clothes and knicks-knacks for 
girl friends-foreign motor cars-the 
things big money could buy. I listened. 
There was no need of me dreaming. 
too, when he was doing it for both 
of us. Bright and early Saturday 
morning we were up. 

Kindling called to ask how things 
were moving-and to take the last shot 
of Old Crow out of the bottle on the 
mantelpiece. We told him the prowlers 
hadn't come in. He went out saying 
he'd be back after. 
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By 10 A.M. they hadn't sbowed. 
Gene and I went out for breakfast anD 
to look over the Stevens and ha-ve it 
greased and aired. On our way back 
I bought an evening newspaper to 
study the racing entries and dope about 
the horses, for on Sunday or Monday 
I would be lamming for a race track 
w ith my first load · of jack from the 
fence. 
. " we·n need a suitcase to pile that 
swag in,•• said Gene. " We'U grab 
only the biKgest stuff, but five minions 
of thaf is some heap." 

" A big 'laundry basket ·is what we'll 
need," I said. 

Gene laughed. 
We reached the hide-out. I studied 

the racing dope and had big bets ng
ured out for the Monday races. With 
this off my mind ! skimmed through 
the newspaper hoping to find more 
names and more details of the big party 
we were going to wreck. 

Gene was iidgeting w1th the gats. 
" Gene ! Gene !"' I y e 1 1  e d . · He 

dropped the gats and looked at me. I 
read him this item in the newspaper. 

Two men, believ-ed by Roslyn police to 
be hoboes, werce driven early this morn
ing from the private estate of --, 
wealthy <>11 man, after a -dozen shots were 
fired at them by gardeners and care
takers. 

The police believe that one of the men 
was hit, as he fled under fir-e. Searching 
the estate detectilVes fmmd tw.o .empty 
whiskey flasks beariiJ.g Old Crow labels. 

" That's enough !
,
. bawled Gene. 

" Those lousy yeggs !" 
" We can still pull the job ·.v1thout 

them," I saiQ. · " We're in twQ thou
sand bucks to Kindling. The cops don't 
know what Jim and Tommy were up 
to. They think they were just soused 
bums that got iost on the estate. " I 
paused and wondered aloud whether 
Kindling had double-crossed us. 

" Doub: e-cross us ?"  cried Gene. 
" N ever. He isn't built that way." 

" All right. Then let's take on the 
j ob ourselves." 

" Naw, we'd be running into them 
two yeggs' heat. Another time, A1, 
when we can use The Marquis. They'l l  
ha-ve other parties." 

I threw the paper on the bed in dis-
gust. · 

" Maybe it's just as well," said ·Gene . . 
" 'Nith a swag like that we'd have had 
one he1l of a time keeping our mob 
under controL I'd probably had to 
bump off a couple of them to keep 'em 
quiet. I 't1 meet up with Gentleman 
Jim and that Boston Tommy of yours 
and then-" He jabbed a fist into the 
air, which meant that i f  he ever ran 
across the two yeggs he'd bump them 
off. 

WE awoke to a gloomy Sunday 
morning. Gene brought in the 
fat Sunday newspapers. They 

· contained long accounts <>f the oil 
man's party. I read off .each guest's 
name, and Gene kept nodding his head. 
What a marvelous party it had been. 
A paragraph was given to each promi· 
nent woman guest, with a description 
of the grand gowns she wore and the 
jewels. It had been a b.attle of jewels. 

Gene figured that there must have 
been more than $5,ooo,ooo's worth 
there. Once again we ran over the 
qetails of what might have happened. 

·" It was certainly a swe11 affair," I 
said. " Those guests'll never forget 
it ., 

" Yeah, and if  they only knew what 
tbey alm<>st ran into," leered Gene. " I 
wonder what they'd be thinking this 
morning i f  we'd pushed in on them." 

" Most of them would be in the 
hands of doctors this morning," I 
grinned. 
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Gene's eyes were hardly v isible be
tween their tight-drawn lids. " And 
to think," he remarked, " that it turned 
out a five-million-dollar flop because 
we gave two yeggs a couple bucks' 
worth of bum booze." 

" That's the way the breaks come in 
this racket." I couldn't help breaking 
out with a short little laugh. 

" What's the idea ?" boomed Gene. 
" I couldn't help thinking how that 

couple bucks' worth of booze wet our 
kindling," I said. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

The Queen of Diamonds 

IT was a blue, drizzly day in No
vember, 1 922. The old year was 
fading out. Gene and I sat in the 

hide-out drumming our fingers on an 
old mahogany table. 

" It'll soon be a new year," I 
cracked. " I'd like to make one big 
killing and maybe lay off. I'm getting 
old kind of fast, and so are you, Gene." 

Gene ran his hand down his limp 
left arm. " The older this gets, the 
worse I feel it," he said. 

" This hi-jacking is a tough grind," 
I said. " The truck drivers they use 
are getting to be more hard-boiled by 
the minute. And when you get a good 
load of booze what happens ? A mob 
of  chiselers tries to muscle in for a cut, 
and when you kiss them out you've got 
an army of soreheads to face, and we 
can't afford enemies." 

" Every stew-bum in the town is out 
hi-jacking," said Gene. 

" And another thing, Gene, there's a 
lot of lousy work to hi-jacking. You've 
got to monkey around with a lot of 
greasy trucks, bottles, barrels, bags and 
cases. That all means labor and a lot 
of time. It  seems to me we ought to 
cut out all that, take our gats, and go 

out and get dough direct and cut out 
the bags and bottles and that stuff. 
Why monkey with them when you 
don't have to ?" 

" You're spouting sense," said Gene. 
" What r d like to do is to find 

something that'll net us a million or 
more and then cook a set up to grau 
it if it takes us a year to figure it out. 
Cripes, some guys take a li fetime to 
make a million bucks. I guess· we can 
afford to plan for just a year to make 
one big killing." 

" Why don't you go out and finger 
something big ?" said Gene. " A load 
of  jewels, maybe." 

" Now what good would I be as a 
·finger ? Can you imagine me knock
ing around among people that have 
jewels ? I'd look like a wol f among 
the doves. And so would you. As 
fingers we're out." 

" It's funny \ve don't get a rumble 
from Mickey Biddulph," Gene scowled. 

" I  think that guy's  gone high-hat. 
Maybe some swell jane has fallen for 
him." 

Gene got up from the table and went 
over to a dresser. He pulled out the 
drawers and rummaged among shi rts 
and neckties. 

" Geez, Ai,' ; he ba�led
. 
out, " I 'm 

getting so poor my shirts are getting 
ragged around the neck." He slammed 
the drawers shut and came back to the 
table. We sat in silence, except for the 
nervous drumming of our fingers on 
the table top. 

Suddenly the door flew open. Gene 
and I sat up and reached for our guns, 
but when we saw Mickey Bidd1,1lph's  
face with its sharp spiked mustache, 
we sighed. 

" Alone, fellows ?" Mickey grinned. 
There was a money sparkle in his eyes 
as he glanced around the room and saw 
that we were alone. 
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" Something hot, Mickey ?" I asked. 
" Hot and ripe," he replied. " One 

of those things that makes you feel 
· you ought to close the door and lock 
it before you breathe." He closed the 
door in his slow, wise way, and turned 

. the key. He slid into a chair at the 
table. 

" But before I open up," he began, 
looking first at Gene and then at me, 
" I  want to know that I'm in for ten 
per cent." 

" Sure," said Gene. 
" Ce·rt," said I. 
" What do you think of c�ham

pagne ?" he asked, arching his eye
brows. 

" Only the rich can drink it," 
1aughed Gene. 

" Wetl, this is rich," said the finger. 
" Very rich.'' 

" I f it's a hi-jack, I'm out," I put in. 
u I'm off the bags an' bottles an' 
barrels." 

" And I'm through, too, bei·ng a 
bottle heaver,'' said Mickey. " I'm 
thinking now of diamonds, rubies, 
emeralds, sapphires, stuff like that, not 
in singles, but in big bunches." He 
held up his hand and closed it tight. 
" Clusters . . . piles . • • oodles • • · • 
enough tcr-" 

" Hey," blurted Gene, " are you 
shooting j unk into your arm or some
thing?�' 

Bidd ulph sat erect and pinched at 
the ends

· 
of his spiked mustache. '' I 

was born to the purple," he grinned. 
" ' Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, i f  the 
whiskey don't get you the cocaine 
must.' I go as far as the whiskey, but 
that's all. How does half a million 
bucks in jewels make you feel ?" 

Quickly Gene and I realized we 
were being talked to in dead earnest by 
a stick gent who, in our hi-jacking jobs; 
had never gone wrong. We bent low 

over the table and closed· in for a 
huddle to listen to Mickey liquidate 
the money sparkle in his eyes. Mi�key 
grinned as he saw our eyes yawn. 

HE began slowly like the teller of 
a fai-ry tale. ·" There's a certain 
queen named Irene Mamiock 

Simon Schoellkopf," he said, and 
·paused to see the effect of the name 
on us. 

" To me it doesn't mean any more 
than M rs. John Smith,'' said Gene. 

" Same here," I put in. 
" I f  you mingled like I do you'd 

know what it means," said Mickey. 
" When Irene, the queen, goes out, 
she's always cargoed with a half-mil .. 
lion dollar load of sparkle on her love
ly throat and her fingers." 

Gene looked at me. 
" She's a Buffalo, New York, dame," 

Mickey went on. " Lives in one of the 
sweHest mansions up there." 

Gene's  face puckered around the 
eyes. " Big mansion ?" he queried. 
· " Aw, but you don't have to crash 
-that," said Mickey, quickly. " Irene-
now wouldn't she like to hear me get
ting so personal ?-Irene comes to our 
big town pretty often and puts up at a 
suite at the Ritz-Carlton. ' '  

" Is that so hot ?" I frowned. " Tfie 
Ritz with its slick dieks ?" 

" I didn't say we had to crack the 
Ritz," grinned Mickey. " Anyway this  
queen can't get a kick wearing her stuff 
in her mansion or in the Ritz. She has 
to go places where the flash wHl be seen 
or she'd just shrivel up to a shadow. 
She goes out to swel1 parties to give 
her jewels the air ; . . to make other 
people envy her." 

Gene scowled. .., But suppose she's 
got big connections, a heavy political 
pul1, or she's related to some big shot 
in the police department ?" he asked. 
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" Yeah, what's the queen's back

ground ?" I asked, thinking of the same 
precaution that Gene had thought of. 
" It's never safe to go blind into a job 
and pick off somebody lined up politi
cally or with the police ." 

" Say," exploded Mickey, " you 
birds don't think I'm moving in the 
dark. Why, I've got this queen's his
tory from the cradle to this minute. 
She's the wife of one of the biggest 
money kings in the country. His name 
is Charles P. Hugo Schoellkopf. He's 
the big gun in the dye trust in this 
country, in a lot of banks and up-and
up in the highest society." 
Mickey paused and sat straight. A 

shaft of sun broke in through a high 
window and spot-lighted his face. His 
eyes flashed. He held up both hands 
and spread their fingers. 

" Just get an earful of this," he said, 
and he began to count on the tips of his 
fingers. " One . . . two . . . three 
bracelets with square-cut diamonds, 
one bracelet with square-cut rubies, and 
another with square-cut sapphires, and 
all bedded in solid platinum. Rings all 
over her hands." One diamond alone 
of a dozen carats, and a wrist watch 
crusted with diamonds and pearls. " 

" Pearls !" I sat up. He had touched 
the live spot in me with that word. 

"You said a mouthful," said Mickey. 
" I'm leaving the pearls for the last 
because they're the big prize." He wet 
his lips. " Two pearl necklaces worth 
at least a quarter of a million bucks," 
he added, " and one of the pearls in 
her ropes is alone worth thirty-six 
thousand berries. That brings the 
whole pile of booty up to half a mil
l ion, maybe more." 

" Somebody else'l l have to handle 
the pearls," I said. 

" Superstitious, AI ?" asked Mickey. 
" No, just burned by pearls." 

" I' ll handle any pearls," Gene put 
in. " Go on, Mickey." 
" She just drips stuff," said Mickey, 

" and her jewels are her life. It was a 
piece of the stuff she's wearing now-a 
square-cut diamond bracelet they cal l 
!l Byzantine-that led her to Schoell
kopf." 
Gene's and my mouth flew open at 

the same time. 
The finger was a marvel at getting 

inside information. 
He went on. " One night," he said, 

" there was a swell blowout at a coun� 
try club in Buffalo, and she was there. 
She had just divorced a poor tailor 
named Simon. Well, Schoellkopf just 
happened to take the Byzantine piece 
out of his pocket at the country cluh 
ball and flash it around. It caught her 
eye and that's how the romance began." 
The shaft of sun had moved to 

Gene's face. His gray eyes were all 
sparkle and he wet his lips. " How'd 
you get all this deep stuff ?" he asked. 
" The queen get soused in a speak
easy ?" 
" Nix," said Mickey, " she don't play 

no speaks." He waved an arm toward 
the window. " I  picked all this up just 
around the corner from here, at a 
private camp where she quietly hangs 
out. A Fifty-second Street studio . . .  
low lights . . . purple hangings . . . 
rich stuff like that. Outside, the place 
isn't so hot, just another old brown
stone billet broken up into studios and 
apartments. I had an invite and weri1 
up expecting to drink a lot of swell 
liquor, but once I got a look at the lady 
and her blaze I forgot the liquor and 
just stuck there looking and listening 

. • . and counting everything one by 
one." He paused and grinned his 
widest. " And," he finally added, " no
body else but Nicky Arnstein's wife, 
Fannie Brice, owns the brownstone 
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house and a millinety shop on the sec· there's two-two phony trails. Now 
ond floor !" 

· get me. This private camp is some 
dugout. It belongs to Irene's nice boy 

CHAPTER XXXII friend, Barry Carman, and when she 
comes to town from Buffalo she meets 

Barry Carman Barry there and Barry does the gigolo 

N
ICKY ARNSTEIN'S wife stuff, taking her around down to the 
owned the house ! This news swell dancing places while Mr. Hugo 
made Gene sit up like a general Schoellkopf sits before the 'fireplace up 

at attention. It made me slump a lit- in his mansion in Buffalo. Do you get 
tie. All my life I've considered Fannie the set-up now ?. Do you see what the 
Brice the funniest comedian on the police would be thinking about Barry 
stage, and one of its finest women. Carman, unattached, good looking 
· She's given me tons of laughs when I sheik and gigolo, when it's discovered 
was as sour as a pickle, and I guess that his lady friend's swarm of jewels 
millions of others have been made have vanished ?" 
happy by the laughs she gave them. If I couldn't excuse myself now from 
it would harm her in any way to lay joining Gene and Mickey in the en
down a raid on an apartment in a thusiasm they both displayed. For 
house she owned, I wanted out on the here was a double-ended set-up, a pair 
picture. of frames that would string not only 
Mickey sensed that I wasn't as hot one but two red herrings across the 

about the job as Gene, for he quickly trail while we were spotting the jewels 
assured me that Fannie did not live in to a fence. And furthermore-but 
the house and there'd probably never Mickey was talking again. 
be anything said in public about the " And non't forget," said Mickey, 
job if we pulled it off. " that whatever happens to Irene 
" Oh boy, it's a beaut of a set-up," Schoellkopf in her boy friend's studio 

Gene thrilled. H Nicky Arnstein, one is not going to be shouted about from 
of the best known wrong ones in the - the housetops so that Mr. Hugo 
land, big bond thief , tran!'tatlantic card Schoellkopf, up in Buffalo, will get 
cheat, and so on, and his wife owns wind of what young Barry Carman, 
the house ! Would they suspect Nicky interior decorator, one time chorus 
if the job was pulled off in a house he man, means in his wife's life. None 
was interested in ?" Gene looked at of them would dare peep, even to the 
me. " Of course," he added, " the cops. Would she ? Not on your life, 
dicks'd never be able to pin the job on not even on the chance of getting back 
Nicky, but they'd suspect him and you the jewels. Look at it this way or that 
birds know what a great help a red• way, front, back or upside down, we've 
headed herring is." got the perfect set-up, the perfect out." 

" You think it's a great set-up, huh, Although I was giving Mickey the 
don't you ?" grinned Mickey. closest scrutiny, while he made his 
" Never saw one to beat it," said build-up, to find a weak spot in his rea-

Gene. soning, the only indication of weakness 
Mickey waved a hand at Gene. seemed to me to be in the tapering of 

" You don't know the ·half of it," he his fingers. The set-ups were perfect, 
chuckled. " Instead of one set-up, as an experienced thief knows. There 
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was the vtcttm, a married woman 
robbed in the studio of her boy friend. 
Even if jewels were her life she'd 
swallow the loss without a peep to the 
police or anybody to protect her honor, 
to keep her love affair from her hus
band. It's an old situation, one that 
a thief usually looks for. There wasn't 
any reason why I should suspect that 
the graceful finger might overstep him
self in his enthusiasm and size up the 
situation wrong. He had always got 
the real dope on other jobs. He was 
wise, at least Gene and I felt that way 
about him. 

And there wasn't much time, right 
now, with everybody steamed up about 
the job, and Mickey full of pep, to re
flect in my mind about slip-ups. The 
plan had a swell build-up. Mickey had 
Gene and myself in a spell. A half 
million dollars' worth of the classiest 
jewels, and a set-up that was perfect. 
I could see all that brilliant stuff on 
her hands, her wrists, and her throat, 
and then I could see it in our own 
hands and plenty jack to last us a long 
time. 
There was a long silence, but I could 

see by the gleam in the eyes of Mickey 
and Gene that they were having the 
same kind of a rosy dream I was 
having. 

FINALLY Gene spoke up. " Give 
us some more about this Carman 
guy . . . his income, stuff like 

that," said Gene. 
" He's got a regular allo�ance from 

some rich old gent in Philadelphia," 
said Mickey. " ' A  patron, ' Carman 
calls him. He's trying to make a cul
tured gent, an artist out of Carman, 
and he pays the bills. So Carman says, 
but, I figure Irene is the real bankroll 
for hini, not any old duffer. Anyway, 
he gets the jack, because he has two 

floors in the house. The fourth and 
top floor, and the third." 
" Two hang-outs, huh ?" I asked. 
" What's he running," put in Gene, 

" a speak, or an inside gambling joint, 
or what ?" 

" He lives in the studio and rents 
the one below." 
" Is he alone ?" Gene asked. 
" No ; he batches it ' with a sweet 

looking chap named Renault." 
" That name says 'something to me," 

I said. 
" He's on the stage," said Mickey. 

" Maybe that's where you got an ear
ful of his name. He's a comedian." 
Then he snickered. " He's a female 
impersonator on the stage, and a good 
one," Mickey added. 

We all laughed. 
" There's always a bunch of lads 

like Renault up at Carman's studio," 
Mickey went on, " but Barry Carman 
himself is not their type. He's pretty 
regular, a good strong young fellow 
about twenty-five. A polished chap. 
Talks French, knows art and music. A 
refined guy." 
" A he-guy," remarked Gene. 
" Yeah ; and he can put up a fight,' ' 

said Mickey. " And Irene is no weak
ling. She's about forty, but well cared 
for, and I think it'll take some han
dling to snatch the stuff from her with
out a fight. Right now she's in town. 
At the Ritz. " 
There was a pause and both men 

looked at me as i f they expected me to 
add a word or give them the go ahead. 
On all the big jobs when we were 
building them up I was considered a 
kind of a judge. I was supposed to 
pick flaws in a plan, suggest changes, 
or call the whole thing off. That's 
why I didn't do a great deal of the 
talking. My job was to listen and use 
my bean and weigh the details of a 
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scheme, and then, when it came to the 
actual job, do my part. 

" It all sounds reasonable," I said. 
" Give us the rest of the details," 

said Gene. 
" Well," Mickey resumed, " this 

third floor that Carman leases is va
cant now. As I see the lay it's up to 
one or both of you boys to rent it, 
move right in, and tail Irene or Car
man every time they make a move . ., 
" Wait a second," I cut in. " This 

tailing business. That's not so hot to 
me. Suppose Schoellkopf suspects his 
wife and Carman, and he's hired some 
cat-footed private dick to tail them? 
The clicks might get wise to us, or Car
man himself might get a wire on us 
and wise Irene to be on the lookout, 
thinking we were clicks. No, figure 
something safer than that." 
" All right," said the quick-witted 

Mickey. " I 've got it. " The tele
phone in Carman's studio is on the same 
line with the floor below. It goes with 
the apartment when you rent it. You 
can listen in on his calls and get an ear
ful when Irene calls him up. What's 
that for a set-up ?" 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

Set for Christmas Eve 

''A NATURAL," I said. 
.r\. Then, stage by stage, we went 

back over all the details. This 
was a $500,000 job. I didn't want any 
bugs in it. Finally Mickey assured us 
that he would team with one of us, go 
to the Ritz, and put the spot on Irene 
when she showed up. He said he ex
pected she would be going to lunch to
morrow with Carman and he'd spot 
them both to us. 
" Does this lady take all that flash 

with her when she goes into the street ?" 
I asked Mickey. 

" She wears only the stuff that shows 
outside when she goes out," Mickey 
explained. " Some big rings and the 
diamond-set wrist watch. She keeps 
the bigger stuff for the lights at night." 
" Tpen if he's going to lunch with 

her tomorro you can pilot one of us 
up to his studio and catch the lay of it 
without the risk of him seeing us ?" 
" Tomorrow morning about c'leven 

we'll go up." 
" Okay," I said. Then I got cautious 

again. I wondered if by some chance 
Mickey had not declared somebody else 
in on the deal. I couldn't clearly figure 
o1,1t how he originally made the Carman 
bunch, so I asked him how he happened 
to break into a crowd like that. 
" The Indian gave me in with them," 

said Mickey. " Of course they don't 
know me as Mickey Biddulph. I'm Mr. 
Marshall to all of them." 
" Indian ? Who the hell . • •  what's 

the Indian ?" Gene asked. 
" He's a real honest Indian," said 

Mickey. " Was raised by a tribe. I 
forget what tribe. He's got a white 
wife. She's got a beauty business, herbs 
and face lotions and stuff like that for 
a high class private trade. · I think he 
calls himself a medicine man. Knows 
Indian magic, handles love powders. 
He's got the chorus janes on Broad
way all steamed up about his magic 
powders." 

" Medicine man ?" Perhaps it was 
my generally superstitious nature that 
made me cut in with this question. In
dians and magic. Not such a hot com
bination for a man that has supersti
tions about goofy things. 

" It doesn't make any difference what 
he is," said Mickey. " He doesn't know 
my line ;md as far as I know he's not 
an underground worker." 

" You gotta cut him in on a piece of 
this ?" asked Gene. 

5 D- 1 1 
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" Not a sou,'' Mickey assured. '"' All 
he did was to introduce me to Carman 
and the bunch. I made a hit with the 
crowd ; I'm in right with him, but he 
hasn't as much as a hair in on this 
thing." 
" You're sure he's out ?" asked Gene. 
" He was never in so he couldn't be 

crossed out," said Mickey. 
" Fair enough," said I. " You and 

me, Mickey, run up to Carman's studio 
in the morning." 
" Maybe Renault'll be there," said 

Mickey. " But he's soft and sappy." 
" Okay with me," I said. " As long 

as the b,ig chief medicine man won't be 
there to pull any magic stuff it's okay 
with me." 
Moran split the air with a big laugh. 
.. Laugh your h�ad off, Gene," I said, 

" but these Indians are mysterious guys 
and I wouldn't want to be hooked by 
their magic stuff." 

BARRY CARMAN'S studio was a 
knock-out. Mickey and I gave it 
the once-over next morning. Ren

ault was there. The first eyeful of 
him tagged him as not anybody to be 
afraid of. Gene introduced me as Lewis, 
and we hung the name of McGowan 
on Gene and referred to him as a 
friend with a wife who wa·s interested 
in taking the apartment on the floor 
below. Mickey gave McGowan a heavy 
send-off. While Mickey was holding 
Renault's attention with a lot of chatter 
about Carman, I took in the studio. 
It was plenty rich, a perfumed hide

away. The floors were covered with 
Oriental rugs. There were deep couches 
everywhere, covered with sky blue silk. 
The couches were loaded with big soft 
pillows done in the colors of the rain
bow. There were silk drapes and tapes
tries on the walls, ivory inlaid tables 
and a thin line of smoke kept curling 
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up from punks in brass incense burners. 
It was swell, but not a place I'd take 
to. I kept off my feet while I was 
there because I was pretty heavy and 
not used to rugs on waxed floors that 
slipped under your feet. 

Now and then I caught a drift «:>£ 
the chatter passing between Mickey 
and Renault. Something was said about 
Schoellkopf having taken Carman with 
her on a trip to Europe the year before 
when Carman gave up a job in vaude
vitle to make the trip across the ocean 
with the Buffalo lady. Then something 
was said by Renault about the lady1s 
jewels ; how Lottie Cantor, who was 
in bUsiness wi·th Fannie Brice in the 
millinery shop on the floor below, had 
referred to the display of diamonds and 
pearls as '' barbaric in their splendor." 
I guessed that Mickey was bringing out 
this stuff to tease my appetite and to 
make me understand that he wasn't un
dervaluing the stuff we were going 
after. 
Then Mickey drifted in with a line 

of chatter about himsel f. He spoke of 
being in a motion picture at Hollywood. 
Renault knew about Mickey's ex
perience in Hollywood and he tittered 
when he remembered aloud that the 
picture Mickey had been i·n was a de
tective story, " Wanted at Headquar
ters." I laughed to myself when I heard 
that. Renault seemed to want to talk 
about Irene, but Mickey made a play 
of not being interested in anything 
more about her because he did not want 
Renault to think he had the slightest 
interest in the lady. Mickey switched 
back to the apartment below. 

Renault explained that the empty 
apartment was laid out like the studio, 
but not so full of lavish furniture. He 
described the layout . . .  a big front 
room that got plenty of sun, then a 
kind of an alley, a butler's pantry, he 
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called it ,  with chests and closets and 
dra \vers on both sides and this led/ into 
a big sleeping room with bathroom, and 
off the bathroom a kitchenette. 

" This is a kind of an old building 
and McGowan would be up pretty 
high," I chipped in. " What about a 
fire in here ? How would a man and 
his w i fe get out ?" I was thinking o f  
an emergency getaway, a fire escape. 
Renault said there were no fire escapes 
and he hurried to explain that every
thing was spick and span and what 
wasn't in first class shape a colored 
maid would fix up. 

Colored maid ! That was another 
thing that gave me a little shock. 
Colored maids and black cats. The two 
always. traveled together in my mind ; 
not anything to be afraid of,  but just 
two bad break signs that I always took 
into consideration when building up a 
job. They were reminders to be a 
little more cautious. 

The interview ended with Renault 
explaining that he expected Carman in 
at about six to dress for dinner, but 
before he arrived he would ring up the 
studio. A fter that Mickey and I took 
the air and I was glad to get out of the 
punk smoke. Mickey s.aid he was 
sorry he had to get out of the place. 
It was the kind of a hang-out he liked. 

About five �. M. Mickey rang up the 
Carman nest, and he was in. Gene 
and Mickey dashed out, went around 
to the studio and closed the deal for 
the third floor apartment. Moran got 
away clean with the McGowan stuff. 

Mickey and Gene came away from 
the nest with bad news. Carman had 
told them that Irene would be in town 
only for that day and the next ; that she 
had to flit back to Buffalo for some big 
social affair, but about Christmas she'd 
come to town again. Off-side, Car
man told Mickey there would be a big 

party when the lady came to town and 
he was invited, but he whispered to 
M i ckey not to bring McGowan. It 
didn't make a dent in Gene's feelings 
not to get an invite. He was after 
bigger stuff than a bid to a party, and 
he felt that he could afford to be 
snubbed. And he didn't like the 
Oriental touch of the studio. 

On the next day Gene and his steady 
girl friend, Lou, carried a few bags 
into the apartment. 

Moran didn't come back to our hide
out in Fi fty-third Street after he had 
settled Lou in the apartment. 

I was getting ready to move too 
when I ran into that trouble with the 
wop bootleggers I described at the be
ginning of the story. It nearly broke 
up the whole lay-out we had fixed, but 
I got out of it and finally landed safe 
in the apartment under Barry Car
man's place. I had brought along my 
clothes in a couple of suitcases. 

We started to unpack the bags. I put 
all the stuff that had been laundered, 
shirts, socks, handkerchiefs and under
wear in a pile, and then cut off all the 
marks that were on them that would 
link them to me. 

" You better do this with your stuff," 
I suggested to Gene. 

" Aw, these flat-footed clicks haven't 
got sense enough to look at one of 
these, and, anyway, AI,  when this job 
comes off you can bet- every nickel 
you've got that never a word will be 
spilled about it." 

Then the phone upstairs in Carman's 
jangled. Gene picked our phone up 
and listened in. 

" It's Irene," he whispered. H e  
nodded and I stepped u p  t o  him. He 
eased ,the receiver away from his ear 
and we listened together to her chatter 
with Carman. She was calling j ust to 
say she was all right. There wasn't 
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atlll)l endearing, lamguag,e oetwe.en, themy. 
am1i when: Gene ffuallly hung, up 1i saia 
te>t fuim�. " Geez,. Gene, she dcnnit so.urul 
so sweet on him. "" 

"· 1 don"t ex-pect heti i<D �¥er the 
phone;,. he. said_ 

Alh0Ut a1!£ hli>mtr I31t.er· tlire 1\)hnn-e UJjl!
st5s rang., It was !rene c.aliing Car
man agam. Sne wanted to teiT !'lim it 
was all  right for Christmas eve ; she'd 
be at hi-s paTty r 

Gene slid the re.cliivet; itato- its hoof£ 
and �- aU es>.ver_ 

'" B'es>y," he said, '"this is. gvnna. ·lle. 
some Cl'lristmas far us_ Come orr, Tet's, 

get the a:i11 he£.ere: I fu.Mn up; with e.x
ertem:ent. �, 

W: � went out. W If tlure·e:z:ei <i>Vetr to 
Fifth Avenue. On evoy street cotnml" 
there w.ctre Salvaitlimmi Alrnmy SQIIIDta 
Clauses. an fas:si6 sl!mting t<mm�
bou.rines- Cilve:r iitrorll J!l.l!lGS fum wilrich crmin 
wa,s ]Drf.irrg up .. All the windows itl thct 
shops- were blaziamg; with Christmas tin
sel amd g0Id amd• silver gi fts·. l nes>sedl 
up to s<?Jme of the windows .. 

"" Aw,. meve11 mind that stuff," saicl1 
Geue.. " Yenill' have youn Ch:ristllroa.s 
presemt andi so wiTh I- And i t  won''t fue 
110• five· (llNdl dime ji\!Fl'k. '' 

The. Sc:.hoellkopf j,e;wel robb.cry ! One oJ the most sensational 
hold-ups m the history 0i Mew Ycudl: City's crime, it was. smeare:d' 
across the front pages of Btwspa�s. Manry stories &a.'ie been . ' -
recounted about it, but here,. for the. firs.t time, is the rear,, inside 
story� It is f0ld! by t1re man. wfw. c:ommilted the c�ime !. Read it 
next w:e:ei., in DEllE� FictTION W·EEKLY-the story 01 how AJ 
Hurwitch and Gene MCilrnn. r.obbed Irene Schoellkopf of a half 
millmm dollars' worill mr jewels. 



1HE CLUf OF TUE S'UGAR. C?oo 
JY $DOK..•s. Am�·· 

ONE NIGHT IN 1902 T�O BOYS 
GOING FISH I NG IN THE NEW 

JERSEY MARSHES, C?AME UPOf\l 
THE BODY OF A WOMAN, HORRI BL'/ 

r..-"1� 
MUTI LATED� Sf.lf WAS A BLOND AND · 

ALMOST NUDE . �ROUND THE. BODY 
WAS TIED A H ITCHING POST WEIGHT. 

SYLVESTER SULLIVAN . 
A YOUNG REPORTER FOR. lflf ' ·  . 
N.'/.JOURNAL,WAS SHlT BY . . . � 
HIS PAPER. TO COVER. THE CASE. 1HE .,, . :. 
NEW JERSEY POLleE <?OVERED EVERY TOWN lt.l lHf 
6tJT COULD LE'ARN Of NO MISSING GIRl � THE Y  DECIDED 
SHE WAS A FACTORY WORKER WHOSE MOVEMENTS WfRE 
HARD TO TRACE AND THEY WERt READ'/ TO DROP THE 
CASt. SULLIVAN. NOTI NG THE 8EAUTIFULL'ffORMf.D. 
60DY AND WELL KEPT HANDS,TI-\OUGHT 

01HERW1Sl:. 

OTH ER THAN THIS THERE WrRt 
NO CLUES .  THE POLI<?E WERE 

STUMPED. 

A REGULAR PICTORIAL FEATURE 
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�UlLIVAN BEI NG OF A 
THEATRICAL TURN OF MIND 
OFTEN HUNG AROUND THE 
PLAYHOUSES.  A FEW OAVS BEFORE �f 
HAD 6EEN ACCOSTED BY A CHORUS 
GIRL FRIE.NO OF HIS WHO WAS WORRI 
OVER. T�f DISAPPEARANCE OF 1-!ERCHUM. 
WHO VJAS IN THE SHOW WITH �ER. . S"f 
ASKED HIH TO TR.V At.J O LOCATr HER . He 
HAD 60NE TO THf'GIRLS LANDLADY AND 
FOUND OUT THE GIRL RARELY Wf:IJT WITH 
HEN �0 WAS fXT�EMElV FOND OF 
SUGAR. COOKieS.' 'FROH THE-
CORNE� 8AKERY SULUVAN AlSO fOUND 
THAT OM M DAY Of lt(f MURDER SHE 

HAD 60U6HT A 6AG OF COOKIES'. 
SULLIVAN lHOUGHT OOW THAT THE 
DfAOGIIi!L WAS AN.NA KINGSTON , HIS 

. fRIENDS CJ.lUM,SUT �E �AD 
TO 6f CERTAIN • 

.J.lr PERSUADED HIS EDITOR· TO SEND TO 60STOt.l 
FOR. THf 6JRLS AUNT. lHf AUNT lOrtJTIFlcD THf BODY 

6Y THc 61R.TH MARKS. WOW TO"flNO T ... f
KIU.E�. lA·KING THE HITCHING WEIGHT FOUND 

·�� 

TIED TO TH£ 800Y,SUi.LIVAN WeNT 'TO HOB�EN 
AND MADE THE ROUNDS Of lHHtVERV STA8ltS. 

HE FJ NALL'I FOUND THE .OWf.JtR OF ntE WfiGHT. 
TI-lE: MAN REMEMBERED RENTING A <?A�R.IAGE TO 
A MAN WHO HAD RUURt.J£0 IT  MINU5 n!f Wfi'GHT 
BUT Hf COULD GIVE ONLY A VAGUf � 

DESCRIPTION OF UU: FELLOW. ON£; �� � ' �t. 
DA'I)WWfVER,Hf WAS LOOKI�G ' � · . .  7' 't, 
1HROU6� A lRADE MA6AZI Nf- ., � � WHHJ /-If �AW lHE VERY MAN · 
POSeD Jt.J A GROUP PIC!TUR.f.' 

IJE TOW SULLIVA� AT ONCE AND SULLJVA� 
HAD THE PICTUR.f ENLAR.GEO AND PRINTED m 
HIS PAPER . JMMEDIATELV THE TOWN WAS 
IN AN UPROAR. . Tt-lf PICTURE PROVED TO 6f 
TWAT OF W.ltVOUN6. �0N OF J.W. VOUt.Ju, A 
PR.O��ENT FINANetER. . �f WAS ARRESTED 
AT ONCE . BELL BOYS AT A SMALL HOTEL RE
MEMBERED HAVING HELPED YOU� GET THe 
TR.Ut.JK. It.JTO A CA RRIAGE. Hlf CASt WA"S 

· NOW COHf'LETf:. YOUNG CDNffSSfO 
lHAT H-E- HAD LURED THf 61RL TO HIS 
ROOMS AND KilLED �ER. 8f:eAU5E SHE 
HAO RE51STEO Hl5  A DVA NC�S. 

AT THE TRiAL JOURNAliSTS RlF£RRED TO 
YOUNG A�"MR. FUZZY," BECAUSE Of HIS PECULIAR. 
BEARD - liE WAS GIVEN LIFE /MPRISOAIH£AJr. 

Next Week : THE COUPLING PIN MURDER 
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The Shadow Man 
By John Goodwin 

Stella H e a rs t h e  St range Sto ry of 
"F. V. ", the Man Who Went to the 
Gallows to Save a Friend from Hanging 

DON T MISS THIS STORY -BEGIN HERE 

C
LIVE J ERMYN was murdered 
by a man identified by his 
servants as Jermyn's nephew, 

Philip Carson. While police were look
ing for Carson, he appeared at the 
home of Peter Donelli, dealer in mur
ders, and demanded £5,000 for this 
crime. 

Donell i  was supposed to pay that 
sum to a mysterious man called The 
Killer for Jermyn's death, but Carson 
claimed he had beaten The Killer 
to it. 

Then Carson surrendered. He was 
brought to trial, though he confessed. 
Stella Harvey, Philip Carsen's sweet
heart, went to the courtroom. She saw 

"Two men came 
i down on me like 

a flash ! "  

the man o n  trial. He 
was not Carson, but 

one who resembled Philip closely 
enough to be easily mistaken for h im. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

The Doctor 

"C'C?R a while Stella sat dumb, tryr �ng to marshal her • thoughts, to 
find the key to this amazing situ

ation. She turned her eyes away from 
him and scanned the faces of the crowd
ed court. Then back to the prisoner. 

Here were a hundred people, all save 
one accepting him without the shadow 
of a doubt as Phil ip Carson. There was 
nothing surprising in that. If he stood 
up and challenged the evidence, de
claring : " I  am not Carson," who would 
believe him ? 

This story began in DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY for May 28 
86 
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Who was he ? Was it possible that 
Stella could be deceived ? 
Her mind cast back to the night of 

the murder. That horror she had tried 
to forget-the meeting at Waterloo in 
the gloom of the archway-the chase 
in the taxi. Those few minutes of 
blind- nightmare, swinging through the 
dark streets of the Borough, with 
Philip-as she thought-by her side, 
till she found herself alone in the night, 
the police car flashing past her through 
the haze. 
This was the same man. She could 

not take her eyes from him. He was 
no longer looking at her ; he had turned 
his head away and was watching the 
faces of the jury with an air of lazy 
contempt. 

This was the murderer. No sane man 
would, of his own free will, give him· 
self up to the hangman for a crime he 
had never committed. Tha:t was beyond 
belief. 

Why surrender in Philip's name ? 
The problem baffled Stella utterly. 
Philip's safety-Philip's innocence

that stood first with her. How was she 
to uphold it ? Could she, in the face of 
this astounding r e v e 1 a t i o n at the 
eleventh hour, dare to keep silence ? 
The trial was nearing its end ; Beth 

Hammond's cross - examination was 
concluding. 

" Answer this carefully, Miss Ham
mond, and remember you are on 
oath," said Marston. "When did you 
last see the prisoner ?" 
Beth answered without hesitation. 
" I  have told you. It was when I 

parted from him in Queen's Square, 
outside my uncle's house." 

" And you did not see Philip Carson 
again that evening-neither in the 
house nor anywhere else ?" 
" No." 
" Neither then nor since ?" 

" Never since, until to-day." 
Marston paused. 
" How long have you known the ac

cused ?" 
" I  have known him all my life. We 

were brought up together, children in 
the same household." 
" Always on pretty good terms with 

him ?" 
" Excellent terms,'' said Beth quiet

ly. " Cousins and li felong companions." 
Stella, listening, watched Beth Ham

mond's face. And now a second reve
lation came to her. 

Beth knew. 
She knew this man in the dock was 

not Philip. That marvelous resem
blance had fooled the authorities, the 
police, the C. I. D.-Inspector Magill 
himself. That was .natural enough. It 
could not deceive Stella--or Beth. 
Beth, who had known him from a child, 
and who loved him. 

Equally sure was it that no suspicion 
of the truth was in Marston's mind. 
He was seeking quite another line of 
defense, doing his utmost to shake the 
evidence, fighting against odds ; he 
could not have any shadow of a doubt 
that the prisoner was Carson. 

Stella realized now that Beth shared 
that knowledge with her. Stella's lips 
were sealed ; she had not spoken. 

Beth went far beyond that. On her 
oath, facing the Court and defending 
counsel, sworn to tell the truth and 
nothing less than the truth, from first 
to last she withheld that vital fact. 
Never once did her answers reveal it, 
never did a sign or a glance from her 
betray it. 
The fate of the man in the dock, 

guilty or innocent, was evidently 
nothing to her. Did she know who he 
was ?  Beth was in the house when 
Jermyn met his death. What did she 
know ? Whatever secret was locked in 
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her breast, Beth guarded it well. She 
defended it against the inquisition of 
the law. 

SITTING at the corner of the bench 
j ust below was a man who seemed 
perfectly oblivious to the witnesses, 

the trial, or the questions of counsel, 
but who betrayed an extraordinary in
terest in the prisoner himself. 
. He was a grave, distinguished look
ing man, apparently in the prime of l ife, 
with well-cut features and a neat black 
beard. He was well dressed. His steady, 
shrewd eyes rested unwaveringly on 
the impassive face of the accused ; he 
was bending forward slightly in an at
titude of close attention. 

Just as Beth's cross-examination 
concluded, the man rose, slipped out of 
the court, and approached the sergeant 
in charge of the barrier on the landing. 

" Officer," he said, " I've j ust come 
from the Carson trial-and I've a 
communication to make. Whom ought 
I to see ?" 

" Anything important, sir ?" 
" Important - u r g e n t !" said the 

stranger emphatically. 
The sergeant directed him to the 

office of the Recorder's clerk. Before 
he reached it a pleasant mannered 
young man overtook him and touched 
him on the shoulder. 

" Dr. Savernake, isn't it ? I'd like to 
have a word with you." 

" £h !" said the man with the black 
beard sharply. " How do you know 
who I am ?" 

" Everybody knows the most cele
brated consultant in Harley Street. 
You were in court just now, weren't 
you ? You're interested in the Carson 
case. So am I. By the way, my name's 
Cii fford." 

Dr. Savernake stared at the young 
man. 

" Of course ! You're Jermyn's secre
tary. But you must excuse me, I 'm in 
a hurry." 

" You want to see the Recorder's 
clerk, don't you ? Step this way." 

Savernake found himsel f led gently 
to an empty anteroom farther down 
the passage. As soon as they were 
inside his guide closed the door. 

" You're interested in the accused, 
Doctor. Tell me what you know about 
him." 

Savernake stiffened suspiciously. 
" Pardon me, 1 wish to see an offi

cial of the court." 
The young man smiled. 
" Of all professions, Doctor, one 

trusts the medical profession. A man 
can entrust his secret to a physician
he knows that the confidence will be 
respected. I'm trusting you with mine. 
Don't trouble the officials of the court. 
I'm I nspector Magill, in charge of this 
case ." 

He showed Savernake his badge. 
It took Savernake a moment or two 

to recover from his astonishment. 
" You are the last man I would ever 

have taken for a policeman," he said, 
eyeing his companion with a new re
spect. " But let us get down to it. I 
want to ask, first, whether this man in 
the dock-Carson-has been medically 
examined ?" -
. " Examined ! Well, of course. Every 
man who is arrested automatically un
dergoes a medical inspection." 

" These jai l  doctors," said Saver
nake impatiently, " all they want to 
know is that a prisoner has no infec
tious disease. You should equip that 
doctor with a new head. It's clear to 
me the authorities don't know there's 
something wrong with this prisoner, 
Carson. Something vitally wrong !" 

" Do you mean he's insane ?" asked 
Magill. 
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Dr. Savernake shook his head. " ' Any hope for me at all, doctor ?'  
" No ; I never met a saner man. He he said. 

has a brain above the average. I only " I had to tell him there was none. 
met him once. He came to consult me " ' How long do you give me ?' he 
at my house in Harley Street. I didn't said. 
even know who he was." " I told him-a month for sure. 

Magill sat up. Two months-perhaps. He certainly 
" When was this ? You can give me could not live more than that. A pain-

the date ?" ful, wretched business at the finish. 
" Date and hour," said Savernake, Doomed. 

producing a notebook. " One P. M .  " ' Thank you, doctor,' he said, as 
October nineteenth ."  casually as  i f  he had been a rich man 

" Seven days before the murder !" ordered to winter pleasantly in the 
said �1agill. " What name did he give South of France. ' Good day to you. '  
you ? You say you have only just And out he went. 
learned who he is." 

" He called himself Philip Connor. 
I guessed at the time it was a false 
name." 

" You are certain it i s  the same 
man ?" 

" Absolutely certain. It was the man 
they are now trying as Philip Carson. 
Not a ghost of a doubt about that ! 

" I very rarely see a patient without 
an appointment. But he sent up a mes
sage that it was very urgent ; would I 
admit him ? I did. He impressed me." 

" How was he dressed ?" 
" Gray overcoat. Dark blue suit. 

He said to me : ' I want you to examine 
me, doctor. See if you can pass me 
for a first-class l ife . '  

" I examined him," said Dr.  Saver
nake, " and found out what was wrong. 

" He is suffering from a deadly and 
incurable disease. One that can be de
tected by no outward sign, and not of 
very long standing. Easily overlooked 
at that stage by a prison doctor ex
amining him casually. When I had 
finished I told him the truth." 

Dr. Savernake paused. 
" I've had to pas� many sentences of 

death in my consulting room. I never 
knew a man take it better than he did. 
He smiled at me. 

141 SHOULD have thought no more 
about it-such cases are common 
-but to-day in the Sketch I saw 

his portrait : ' Philip Carson, on trial 
to-day for the murder of Clive J er
myn. '  

" It seems strange, doesn't it ? From 
what I 've already read abottt the case 
-the papers were full of it at the time 
of Carson's arrest-it was suggested 
that he arrived in England on the very 
day that Jermyn was murdered. But 
he was here ten days earlier. What 
do you make of that, Inspector ?" 

" It doesn't surprise me," said Ma
gill. " I was not satisfied that Philip 
Carson only arrived on the twenty
sixth-though he was certainly at 
Waterloo Station that night. ' '  

" Well, that's for the police to settle. 
What I do find amazing is that this 
man, apart from any process of the 
law, is doomed, and he knows it. And 
I know it. But evidently no one'- else 
does. He has preferred to remain si
lent, to keep that secret to himsel f !  
Well, I lay this vital fact before you, 
for you could not have known it ! 
Judge and jury, within a few yard� 
of us, are trying fo� his l ife a pri�oner 
who is little better than a dead man . . .  
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" This is  astoni-shing news you bring 

me,  Doctor," said Magil l .  " Certa:irrl'y 
no one suspected- it .  .And, of course, I 
believe you."  He paused. '" What 
then ?" 

Dr. Savernake seemed' taken aback. 
" What then ! What will  happen ?'" 
"' What wiil happen ?' That d'epend's 

on the jury. If they convict him, it  
wil l  be because the evidence is over
whelmingly against him. l'f convicted, 
he will be sentenced to death·, and- it i s  
quite certain in that case that h �  wili 
be executed within three weeks." 

" In the face of what I ha-ve tofd 
you ?" 

·� Yes. Unfess he happened to die 
beforehand or was obviousl'y near to 
his  end. And I gather that even you 
cannot forete!T it within a month or so. 
Thi5 will make no difference, Docro·r: 
The law takes its course inevitably. "' 

Dr. 8-avernake rose witfr a sigl\. 
" Well,' '  he saicf. " I have d-ischarged 

my conscience. Y ou'l1 report what 
I 've told you in the proper quarters ?-'" 

" Of course I shall . At the same 
time, I ask you to keep it stri-ctly to 
yoursel f : ·· 

They parted outside. MagiU walked' 
slowly oack to the landing, where Ser
geant Scarfe came up to Him and drew
him aside. 

" \tVasn't that Savernake, the Har
ley Street man, who was earwigging 
yon ?" said Searfe in an undertone. 
" What d i <i he want, Cl i ff ? "' 

Magi l l  did not resent hrs subordi-
nate' famili-arity .  It was Sca-rfe�s 
wa ,._ 

,; Yes, that's SaYernake. He gave
me a remarkable bit o f  new-s. f'll te-11 
you what it was later, Jim," sai-d Ma
gill. " How goes the case ?" 

" Closing. Marston's ending his; 
speech for the de fense. Hasrr''t caffecf 
any witnesses - he had none to call'. 

Carson refused to go i nto the stand. 
Had the right to refuse, i f  he chose, 
of course !" said Scarf e. " Did you 
notice-" 

" What ?" 
" That Hammond girl has beaten 

them ! For all the twisting both coun
sel have given her, she came out on 
top. She was in it. She may think 
she's beaten me. This man may have 
murdered' J ermyn. Vve've got to take 
i t  that he did, since he says so. But 
listen here ; let me tell you one thing." 

He touched Magilrs chest with a 
huge forefinger. 

" They haven't got The Killer. They 
may tflink they have, Cliff, out they've 
not r Biggest mistake they ever made 
in their l ives." 

·�  They ?" repeated Magill .  " Whom 
do you mean by ' they ' ?" 

" Afl the damn fools at the Yard," 
said Scarfe impressively. Magill 
smiled. 

... All-except yoursel f, eh, Jim ? 
When shall we know i f  you are right ?" 

H You'll  all know before long. ' '  
'" How ?" 
" There'll be another killing," said 

Scarf e. 
•• J hope not. But consider this, 

Jim. What do you suppose will hap
pen if the j ury should acquit  this· 
man ?" 

Scarfe's broken nose wrinkled, and· 
he smiied grimly. 

" Ah, that would be a miracle, if vou 
li-ke," he said dryly. " They won;t !" 

CHAPTER XIX 

The Verdict 

STELLA came down the Old Bailey 
steps with white face and un
steady feet. She could endure the 

tension no longer. She found it im
possible to sit silent and wait for the 
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end, there in the middle of things, fac
ing the man in the dock. Impossible to 
think or to come to any decision as to 
what she must do, under such condi
tions as that. 

It was a matter of minutes now be
fore the case concluded. It was not lack 
of courage that drove her to retreat ; 
i t  was sheer physical and mental ex
haustion. The only desire left in her 
was to get out of this house of doom. 

The street seemed to spin round her 
as she came out through the porch. 
She found herself caught by the elbo.w 
and steadied by a policeman on duty. 

" Better go back inside and sit down 
a minute, miss." 

" Can you get me a taxi ?" said Stella 
faintly. 

He found her one ; she sank back 
against the cushions. 

Where was Philip ? What had be
come of him ? 

vVas there anyone l iving in whom 
she dared confide ? She would have to 
speak, there was no getting away from 
that. And yet-

Arrived home, sitting alone in the 
darkness of the parlor, she found her
self as far from a decision as ever. 
How long she sat there, thinking the 
thing out, she could not have told. Less 
than an hour. Already the result of the 
trial was out ; the evening editions were 
selling through the busy streets. 

The Courier was dropped on the 
mat outside. She brought it in. There 
was only a brief announcement-a late 
flash. 

C A R S O N  T RI A L  
DEATH SENTENCE 

The trial of Philip Carson for the 
murder of Mr. Clive Jermyn concluded 
at 3 . 1 5 .  The jury, after a brief delibera
tion and without leaving the box, re
turned a verdict-guilty of wilful murder. · 

The prisoner, in a few quiet words, 
thanked the jury and the Bar somewhat 
cynically for their patience and. courtesy, 

bowed to the judge, and left the dock in 
charge of the warder. 

The paper fell from Stella' s  hand. 
She stared blindly before her. 

The thing could not end like this. I t  
had become something more than an 
unsolved mystery ; it was sinister and 
terrible-the shadow of death hung 
over it. Silence was no longer pos
sible. She was withholding from the 
J?inisters of the law knowledge that 
was vital-viJal to Philip himsel f. 
Beyond doubt, she must speak-tell all 
she knew. Stella rose and pulled down 
the blind. The sooner she got this off 
her mind the better. To whom should 
she go ? Inspector Magill ? 

There came a double rap on the 
outer door. 

Stella's heart missed a beat. Here 
was Magill himself. She might have 
expected that. She became panic
stricken ; she would have given any
thing to escape that interview. 

She went slowly to the door and 
opened it. Beth Hammond stood in 
the shadow of the porch. 

STELLA stared at her in blank 
amazement and hostility. Beth 
pushed past her and entered the 

parlor ; Stella followed. 
" What do you want ?" 
" What do I want ?" Eeth peered 

round her, looked into the little 
kitchen at the back, as though to make 
sure they were alone, and, returning, 
shut the parlor door. She flung her 
gloves on the table. 

" You were in the Old Bailey this 
·afternoon. I saw you," said Beth bit
terly. " You might have had the de
cency to stay away. You brought all 
this on Philip !" 

u I brought it on Philip ?" gasped 
Stella. 

" You and your folly. If you had 
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le ft Jermyn alone it wouldn't have 
st arted ." 

" What do you mean ! You know as 
well as I do that man who was in the 
dock is not Phifip !'' 

Beth shrugged her shoulders. 
" Of course I know it. No use deny

ing that. Well, what then ? You 
and I are the only two people living 
who know for sure. All the rest of 
them haven't even a suspicion of it. 
'VV e know that isn't Philip ; he's beaten 
them all ; he'll go on beating them. That 
brings me to you. What are you 
going to do about it ?" 

" There's onty one thing possible. 
I 'm going to the police right away, to 
tell them what I know and get this 
cleared up." 

Beth's eyes blazed at her. 
" You fool ! You unutterable little 

fool !" she said. " If you do that, 
you'll hang Philip yet. Is that what 
you're trying to do ? Or is it just 
stupidity ? I think !'11 kill mysel f, rather 
than let you do that." 

" You're crazy !" said Stella. " I f this 
man they've got is  gui lty, how can 
Philip be anything but innocent ? That's 
plain sense. He's guilty, or why would 
he give himself up? And if there's any 
possibility that he's innocent, why 
doesn't he say so and claim his 
freedom ?" 

" That is his affair, not yours," said 
Beth. " Who are you to judge ? The 
man's nothing to you, and, anyway, 
they won't hang him for three weeks. 
You say he's guilty. The jury and the 
judge agree with you. Leave it at that. 
It's not your business. And it's certainly 
not mine. Though, as far as I'm con
cerned, I wouldn't hang a dog for kill
ing Clive Jermyn. Does that shock 
you ?" 

' '  You certainly sicken me," said 
Stella. 

Beth remained unruffled and merely 
looked at her with cool contempt. 

" Oh, you can be mealy mouthed 
about it, i f  you choose !" she said. " But 
you didn't know Uncle Clive quite so 
well as I did. I needn't pretend that 
I miss him. And what about your
sel f ?  It seems you may have £so,ooo 
coming to you, which you'd never have 
got if he had lived. By the way, it's 
rather curious that they didn't call you 
as a witness, isn't it ? It looked as i f  
somebody at headquarters has rather a 
crush on you, Stella. You might have 
had a hot time in the witness box ; 
much hotter than I did. " 

She curled a glove round her finger 
and laughed, watching Stella's face. 

" I'm wasting my time with you," 
she went on. " You'll do the right 
thing ; just keep silence and don't 
meddle. Queer, isn't it, to think that 
for the time being you and I are allies ? 
Philip's safety and whatever happens, 
that's going to stand first with you-as 
it does with me." 

" Are you daring to suggest that 
Philip's safety depended on that man 
being condemned for murder at the 
Old Bailey ?" exclaimed SteHa. 

" My good girl, I'm not suggesting 
anything, am I ?" 

Stel la came up to her, and struck the 
table with her hand. 

" Listen !' ' she said. " You are hint
ing that I know something against 
Philip which nobody else suspects. 
That I understand this ghastly mystery, 
which even the police haven't solved. 
I don't ! Where is Philip ? Who is 
that man ? Why should he give him
self up ; above all, why should he be 
tried in Philip's name ? I don't under
stand it ; it's beaten me. But there's an 
answer to it ; and you know what it is. 
You're going to tell me ! You've got 
to tell me !" 
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Beth looked at Stella from beneath 
drooping eyelids. 

" Why ask me ? I know no more 
;1bout it than you do," she said. 
" You do know !" insisted Stella. 

" You are lying to me-just as you lied 
in the witness box today, on your 
oath !" 

" That's so, I lied on my oath," said 
Beth coolly, " sooner than let any harm 
come to Philip. Seven women out of 
ten would have done it in my place, and 
I'd think very little of one who didn't." 
She picked up her gloves and turned 

away. 
" Philip's the only living creature I 

care for. Yott.'ve falien for him, too. 
You're not the first, by many. You'll 
never get him ; maybe I shan't, ei ther. 
But, anyhow, I know you won't give 
him away. The only reason I came to 
see you was just to make sure of that. 
That's all I want. And, as you've told 
me that I sicken you, we needn't dis
tress e-ach other any longer. Good 
night !" 
Beth opened the door quietly. The 

next moment she was gone. 

S
TELLA stood motionless, her eyes 
hot and dry, her cheeks burning. 
Beth's visit had shaken her resolve. 

Could she go to the police with her 
story ; defy the warning ? 
Was it true that even if she knew 

Philip to be guilty, she would still 
shield him at any cost ? Could her love 
survive such knowledge as that ? If not, 
was it for her to take the action which 
must inevitably destroy him? The 
thought was appalling. 

She did not believe him guilty. She 
told herself firmly that it was impos
sible. And yet-she hesitated. 

What was she to do ? While Stella 
stared blankly out through the un
curtained window, trying to quell the 

turmoil in her mind, to come to a deci
sion, she noticed-as one does notin: 
trifles during moments of intense con
centration-that the ground floor win
dow of the house directly opposite was 
lit. A shadow passed dimly across the 
drawn blind. 
Her mind noted this with a sense o f 

uneasiness ; she had felt i t  before, 
though this was the first time she had 
seen a light there. For as long as she 
had lived in the street the ground floor 
of No. 1 3  had been empty. She knew 
the rooms were untenanted and un
furnished, except for the shabby blinds 
that were always kept drawn. 
But lately she had found a queer, un

explained fascination in those empty 
rooms. Were they indeed empty ? I t  
might be only that her nerves were 
jumpy, but she had a disquieting feel
ing that she was being watched. 

For some time past she had been 
unable to shake herself free from it. 
It had started a fortnight ago, while 
she ·was still in her old quarters on 
the top floor of No. 20. That place 
was surrounded and faced by other 
attic bedrooms. She had never liked the 
little flat. The landlord had long ago 
promised her the ground-floor parlor, 
with its little bedroom and makeshift 
kitchen, when it should fall vacant, 
which it had ten days before. And 
though caring little enough then where 
she lived, or whether she lived at all, 
Stella had moved down from her eyrie. 
So far from getting rid of that queer 

uneasiness, here facing the quiet street 
she found it worse. \Vhether it \vas 
some psychic sense or mere imagina
tion, it began two days after she 
moved. The only view was the dirtY 
blinds of No. 1 3 opposite, and twic-e 
she thought she saw them stir, and a 
face peer furtively across the street, 
watching her. It occurred to her that i t 
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was likely enough. As things were, she 
might well be under police surveillance. 

Then she told herself she was a fool, 
and suffering from nothing more than 
overwrought nerves. That di-d not help. 
Now, for the first time, there was a 
l ight in the opposite room ; it seemed an 
indiscretion. Anybody who had a 
watching job would surely not show a 
light i f  they could avoid it. Probably 
it had nothing at all to do with her. 
In any case, what did it matter ? 

Nothing mattered but the revelation 
of the truth. The truth about Philip. 

Philip ! Was it conceivable that if he 
knew of this sinister· drama that had 
ended today in the Old Bailey dock he 
would have failed to come forward ? 
It was impossible. 

Only one explanation r e m a i n e  d. 
Tragedy had overtaken him ; he was 
dead. Or in some extreme dangeP
danger at whose nature she could not 
even guess. 

Stella's dec ision was made. No more 
hesitation. She snatched up the hat and 
coat she had slung on to a chair, donned 
them quickly, and switched out the 
light. She had been duped-fooled. 
She would carry this burden of silence 
no longer. 

The street door clicked behind her. 
As Stella was stepping on to the pave
ment she stopped short. Again that 
shadow passed across the blind op
posite. This time it was clear and 
sharp ; the profile of a man, outlined on 
the screen of the blind. It remained 
motionless for a second, then passed 
furtively on and vanished. 

The corner of the blind stirred, 
showing a spark o f  l ight in the room 
behind. 

To Stella, it was as though she stood 
again in the Old Bailey, her eyes on the 
profile of the man in the dock. Her 
heart stood sttn. She shrank back into 

the doorway, staring. Onee more the 
shadow passed. 

It was Philip ! Brief as the glimpse 
was, to her, of an people, those clean .. 
cut features, silhouetted black against 
the blind, were unmistaka-ble. The 
shadow paused, dissolved into a dark 
blur as it retreated from the window •. 
Tnen the fight faded out, nothing left 
but blackness. 

CHAPTER XX 

The Vigil 

STELLA caught at the railings for 
support. She was t r e m b  F i n  g 
viol'entfy. 

Philip-here in the same street
within a hundred feet of her. Hiding 
from the raw-not daring to show hi-m
sel f. Or might it be that he was afraid 
to bring danger upon her ? She did not 
care what the explanation was ; she 
would be content to hear from his own 
lips. Ali she wanted was to help him. 

Instantly her resolve to consn·l't 
Magill was cancelled. He was the last 
man to whom she dared breathe a word 
of what she had seen. Here was a secret 
she must keep at any cost ; one slile 
must solve for herself. 

She waited a while, keeping control 
of hersel f with an effort, peering up 
and down the street. The Terrace was 
deserted, not a soul in sight. She stole 
quretly across the roadway and tried 
the front door of No. 1 3 . Locked, of 
course. But by leaning over the spiked 
area railings, from the step, she could 
just reach the window where the 
shadow had passed. She tapped on it  
with her knuckles softly, and waited. 
Then tapped again, louder - louder 
still. 

No answer. The house was dark as 
the tomb, and as silent. This was a 
futile thing that she was doing, and 
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to stay there was impossible ; the po
liceman on the beat might pass. She 
rapped once more, then retreated quiet
ly across the road to her own room, 
drew the curtains right back, opened 
the sash a foot or two, placed an arm
chair a l i ttle way back from the win
dow, and sat down to watch, her nerves 
tense and her heart beating. 

Surely the sign would be repeated
there would be some answer ! She was 
invisible to any passer-by in the street 
level, but not to anyone who might be 
in the house opposite. A street lamp 
a l ittle farther down shed a dim, dif
fused light into the room. 

Had it been intended that she should 
see that furtive shadow ? or had she 
made a discovery that was not meant 
for her ? For an hour she watched and 
waited-nothing happened. The black 
front of No. 1 3  seemed to mock her. 
Worn out by bodily and mental ex
haustion, she fell asleep. 

When she awoke it was past seven ; 
the winter daylight was invading Stan
ley Terrace. Stella was stretched in  
the armchair, stiff with cold and faint 
with hunger. 

She made herself a pot of strong 
tea, took a hot bath, cooked breakfast 
-the first decent meal she .had taken 
for a fortnight-and felt better. That 
over-night glimpse of Philip, brief and 
sinister though it was, made all the dif
ference. Here was something definite, 
which she was ready to face and deal 
with. She must find out all she could 
about No. I 3· She would have to be 
careful. A false step might bring about 
disaster. 

The house looked so commonplace 
in the full light of day, so dingy and 
unromantic, that she began t \Vonder 
i f  that vision of the night before was 
not an i llusion, born of a tormented 
brain. 

At a quarter to eight the front door 
o f  No. 1 3  opened ; an elderly man wi th 
bent shoulders, carrying a l ittle black 
bag, emerged and shambled away down 
the street, leaving the door wide open. 
She had expected this ; it  had hap
pened every day for months past, 
punctually at the same hour. She knew 
who the elderly gentleman was, and 
had no interest in him ; his only v irtue 
was that he left the door open. Front 
doors on the Terrace usually stood open 
during the day and often till well into 
the night ; most of the houses had 
several tenants, and so long as their 
own inner doors were secure, the occu
pants were satisfied. 

It was Stella's opportunity to ex
plore No. I 3· She chose her moment, 
crossed the road, and walked in. 

The front door gave upon a pas
sage. Inside on the left a door con
nected with the room o f  the drawn 
blinds. She tried it and found it locked. 
Nor was there any entrance to it by 
way of the narrow stairs at the end o f  
the hall. She ran u p  these quickly, and 
found they led right away to the two 
top floors. It was a puzzling house ; 
it had evidently been reconstructed in
to a sort of sel f-contained maisonette 
and a single upper flat. As she came 
down, baffled, she collided with the 
postman, who was coming in at the 
front door. He knew Stella, and stared 
at her in obvious surprise. 

" Does anybody live in this place ?" 
she asked unconcernedly. 

" Only Grierson, the old gent at the 
top back," he said. 

" No one here ?" She nodded to
wards the locked door. 

" Hasn't been anybody there these 
twelve months, nor likely to be." 

" Is there any other way into it ?" 
" No. There's a stairway inside and 

two floors above. \Vhy, miss ?" 
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" I thought of taking that ground 

floor- if I can find who the house be
longs to ; there's more room here than 
where I am. Who are the agents ?,.. 

" Never heard of any. l did hear, 
there was something queer about the 
owner. Disappeared or something. If 
I were you I'd stay, and let it alone. 
Damp, mouldy house. Smells queer, 
too." 

'[_JE went up the stairs, and she re
O treated to her own quarters. 

There must be some other en
trance to the place. She would find 
some means of getting in. 
She rose and crept out into the porch. 

Philip ! Beyond all vestige of a doubt. 
The edge of the blind stirred, as though 
someone was peering furtively. Then 
the shadow ducked swiftly out of sight. 
A second or two later the light was 
turned out. Darkness again. 

Stella nerved herself for a dash 
across the street. But she had to wait. 
Someone was passing along the op
posite pavement. A woman. She seemed 
to appear quite suddenly, out of the 
gloom and the rain, and after another 
minute-it seemed an age-she turned 
the comer and .was gone. 

Making sure the street was clear, 
Stella slipped across into the passage of 
No. I 3, and, groping for the door inside 
on the left, turned the knob. 

The door was open. 
No need to force an entrance-no 

difficulty at all ! Yet last night the door 
had certai-nly been locked. She thrust 
it back and passed in. 
The room was dark as the pit. A 

rank mustiness smote her nostrils, 
mingled with the sickly odor of warm 
paraffin. 

" Phil ip !' '  she whispered. 
A waft of damp air touched her 

cheek, eddying round the room. 

The door s�ng gently and closed 
behind her with a click. 

She slid the switch of the little 
electric torch she had brought. It 
flashed and went out ; the bulb filament 
had failed just when it was needed. 

She was trembling slightly. But the 
room was not wholly dark, as she had 
thought at first. A very faint glow 
came in from the street, and as her 
eyes focused themselves to it she saw 
something white dose by her, shim
mering dimfy ; put out her hand and 
touched it. It was the shade of a 
paraffin lamp, still warm. 

She had matches. She struck one and 
lit the lamp. Unwise, perhaps, but any
thing was better than this bl'ind gloom. 
She turned the wick very low and 
looked about her. 

The room was empty save for a 
large packing-case in the middle of the 
floor, on which the lamp stood ; and a 
grocer's sugar box that had apparently 
served as a seat. 
The pface was incredibly dirty and 

squalid, the comers of the ceiling fes
tooned in oid cobwebs thick with dust. 
But in the rusty fireplace were recent 
ashes, stiff blal!:k paper ashes, as thou-gh 
somebody had been burning postcards. 
And bes1de the grate were crumbs of  
food and a few scraps · of broken 
biscuit. 
At the- far end were two doors. She 

opened the right-hand one-another 
empty room. The door on the left was 
ajar. She pulled it open cautiously, 
moving on tiptoe. 

Beyond was a recess, and a small 
wooden stairway leading to the upper 
floors. As she stared up into the dark
nes_s, nerv ing herself to

· 
get the lamp 

and exp.,re, a cold air current came 
down and stirred her hair. Silence still. 

Somewhere, far above, a stair 
creaked. Then a soft, stealthy footfall. 

6 D- 1 1 
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Someone was descending. 
A sudden dread seized her and 

turned her bones to water-the fear of  
the Unknown. In a panic she ran back 
to the door she had entered by-any
thing to get out of this. I t  was shut 
tight and she could not open it ; there 
was no handle on the inside. 

She was trapped. 
Stella cowered by the door. The 

lamp flickered smokily. The soft, heavy 
footfall on the stairs continued inex
orably, the cushiony tread of rubber 
soles , slowly descending-pad, pad, 
pad! 

Her heart was racing as her fingers 
clawed at the lock-she could have 
screamed aloud. 

CHAPTER XXI 

A Mysterious Letter 

THE cry that terror bad nearly 
made her utter died on Stella's 
lips. Never before in her l i fe had 

she such need for courage, and there 
was none left in her ; it had been shaken 
and stamped out. · 

The man who was descending 
reached the foot of the stairs. She could 
see him now, a dim outline, standing 
motionless in the gloom of the recess. 
The lamp, flickering smokily in the 
draught, throwing alternate light and 
shadow, showed a face amazingly 
sinister and evil. 

Then as it moved slowly into the 
room it resolved itsel f into the broad, 
homely features and flattened nose of  
Sergeant Scarf e .  " Well, well t'' 

Her knees gave way under her. He 
took her firmly by the arm. 

" And what might you be doing 
pere ? I thought your place was over 
the way, miss." 

She trembled. Did this mean arrest ? 
" Didn't know anyone was here. I 
7 D-1 1 

saw a light-flickering. Came over to 
see. I-I thought the place might be on 
fire-" 

Scarfe looked at her closely. His 
small eyes twinkled grimly, yet there 
was a gleam of sympathy in them. 

" Thought the place was on fire ? 
I'd say it wouldn't be a bad thing if 
this house was burned out. ' '  

He drew her gently away from the 
door against which she was leaning.
Still holding her by the arm, he pro
duced a little pair of pliers from · his 
jacket pocket. took hold of the steel 
spindle that protruded from the Jock 
where the doorknob was missing, 
turned it, and. opened the door. 

" Do you know what I should do, 
miss, i f  I was you ?" he said. " l  should 
go across to my own rooms and go to 
bed and get some sleep." 

He shepherded her out into the 
passage. 

" And I wouldn't come back here on 
any account, not i f  I was you. I f  i t  
wants to  burn, let it. Never go  chasing 
lights and shadows, miss ; and never 
talk about 'em. But I'm afraid I've 
scared you a bit ; you're all shaky." 

" I  was frightened-when I saw you 
at the foot of the stairs," said Stella. 

4' My face isn't much to look at, 
especially in a half l ight," said Scarfe. 
He released her arm. " Can you go 
across without me, or shall I see you 
over the road ?" 

She shook her head, and, not trust
ing herself to speak again, crossed the 
terrace and dived quickly into her own 
quarters. Scarfe watched her go with 
an odd expression in his small, bright 
eyes. 

He went back into the empty room, 
turned up the lamp, and made a careful 
examination of the charred ashes in the 
grate. After a rapid search of the room 
he produced a couple of staples and a 
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small padlock, and fastened up the door 
leading to the stairway. Then he 
secured the door of the front room and, 
leaving No. 1 3, walked quietly away 
towards the river. · 
" Not a bad night's work. I wasn't 

thirty seconds behind him," mused Ser
geant Scarfe. " Killer, I wasn't ever 
quite so close to you as tonight." 

Secure in her own quarters, Stella 
. remained behind the curtains in her 
darkened parlor, watching the street. 

Thffi she saw Scarfe emerge and 
walk away down the street-alone. 

What did it portend, this mystery 
of No. 1 3 ?  It had not escaped the 
vigilance of the police. Scarfe w�s 
wise to it, and i f Scarfe, surely Magtll 
also. The trap had been laid for Philip ; 
it had failed. Here was Scarfe, 
empty-handed, defeated. But Philip
where was he ? 
She recalled Beth Hammond's words. 
" He has beaten them all. He'll go 

on beating them." 
A strange exultation filled her. 

Whatever the danger, however long 
the odds, her man was still unbeaten. 

NEXT morning the post brought 
two letters. One of them, in a 
long envelope, was addressed to 

" Miss Stella Harvey," in a neat, 
characterless round hand. She did not 
recognize it, yet there was something 
about the formation of the capitals that 
seemed familiar. She opened it first. 
It contained a smaller envelope, 

sealed, bearing nothing but the printed 
initials " P. C." With this was a 
sheet of plain paper, with a couple of 
sentences on it in the same neat writ
ing, unsigned. 

To the Little Lady of the Taxi 
Cab. 

Waste no pity on me. Fo-r what 

one does one must pay. One day 
you will understand. 

Keep faith and sil.ence. 
If the chance offers, deliver the 

enclosed. 

Her hand trembled. This came from 
the man upon whom sentence had been 
passed. She looked at the postmark on 
the envelope. It had been mailed in the 
West 5 district on the previous night ; 
the date was on it, the midnight col
lection for first post delivery. 
Could it be from him who lay in the 

condemned cell at Wandsmere, and 
who, on their first meeting, had steered 
her clear of the blind police chase 
through the foggy streets ? The man 
she had seen sentenced only yesterday ? 
It must be. But i f it was written be
fore his arrest, who had held it till 
now, and mailed it for him ? 

She looked at the enclosure-to 
" P. C." Philip Carson. 

She was to deliver this to him, with 
her own hands-keep it till that time 
came. 

How could she tell whether it was in 
Philip Carson's int�rest ? She had to 
know what the message was ; who
ever used her as a messenger must 
trust her. 
She slit the envelope. 
Inside was another slip of paper, and 

a message in the same hand, even 
briefer than the first, and at first sight 
just as puzzling. 

Dear Flip, 
I have squared our account. 

If this reaches you, and you have 
wit enough, you should win. 

Look after the boy. 
M oriturus te salutat, 

F. V. 
The familiar Latin tag she under

stoo-::1 . It was the cry of the gladiator 
in the arena, dedicating his life to 
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Cresar : " He who is about to die salutes 
you." 
The rest of it was baffiing. What 

account was squared ? Who was the 
boy ? 
She went into her bedroom and slid 

the note under the lining paper in her 
dressing table drawer. Let the secret 
remain there, till it was claimed and 
solved. 
The second letter which the post had 

brought her was as plain as the first 
was obscure. 

Ayscough, Saul and . Ayscough, 
Solicitors, 

IooB, Gray's Inn. 
DEAR MISS HARVEY : 

Re your claim on the estate of the late 
Mr. Clive Jermyn, will you call here and 
see me without fail at 10 A.M. tomorrow, 
the 1 5th ? 

Yours faithfully, 
PETER AYSCOUCH. 

CHAPTER XXII 

The Black Flag 

ON the stroke of ten she presented 
herself at Gray's Inn. Mr. Peter 
Ayscough, the senior partner, 

was a tall, spare man, who wore gold
rimmed pince-nez glasses perched on a 
beak of a nose. 
" I  have a copy here of the late Mr. 

Clive Jermyn's will, Miss Harvey," he 
said, as he lifted a typewritten sheet 
from the table. " And I have been in
to this matter thoroughly. As far as 
I can gather, there are only two rela
tives of the late Clive Jermyn living. 
One is his niece, Miss Beth Hammond. 
The other, his son, Copley Jermyn, a 
man of forty, at present abroad, and 
unmarried." 
" I don't know anything about his 

relatives," replied Stella. " I knew Miss 
Hammond is his niece." 
" There is, of course, his nephew-

Philip Carson, the man who is at 
present under sentence of death for his 
murder," said Mr. Ayscough. " But 
he is a nephew by marriage, and not a 
kinsman of the deceased-not a blood 
relation. Nor is he mentioned in the 
will. 
" Now, Miss Harvey, when you con

sulted me here on the first of the 
month, you made what seemed to me a 
very extraordinary statement. You 
said that, unless circumstances altered 
completely, you didn't intend to claim 
the legacy of £so,ooo to which Mr. 
Jermyn's will appears to entitle you." 

" I have changed my mind," said 
Stella. " I'll take whatever I 'm en
titled to. " 
The lawyer smiled and rubbed the 

tips of his thin fingers together. 
" You would be very foolish to do 

otherwise. I learned that Miss Ham
mond was entering a caveat against: 
you." 

" A  what ?" 
" A warning. She challenges your 

claim under Clive Jermyn's will and 
forbids the executors to pay it ." 
Stella sat up. 
" Beth Hammond did that ?" 
" Yes. And now she has with· 

drawn it." 
" Withdrawn it ? When ?'' 
" Yesterday." 
Stella reflected. Beth must have 

made that move immediately after the 
trial and sentence at the Old Bailey. 
" It's evident," said Ayscough, " that 

this young lady has decided not to op
pose you after all. What she opposed 
you for at all I can't tell. But I thought 
you ought to know about this." 

" Does Miss Hammond get any
thing under the will ?" 

" She gets £so,ooo-precisely the 
same sum as yourself. That's all she 
gets, though Mr. Jermyn was an im .... 
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mensely wealthy man. All the re
mainder of his fortune-except for a 
few small and unimportant bequests
goes to his son, Copley Jermyn. 

" Now, Miss Harvey, it will be some 
months before the will is through the 
Probate Courts. I f you happen to be 
in need of any money, I shall be pleased 
to ad vance you any reasonable sum on 
the terms usual in these cases." 

" How much can I have ?" 
" A  check for two hundred pounds 

now, if you like," said Ayscough smil
. ing. " Should yoc want morQ; at a 
few days' notice-" 
" Give it to me now, please !" said 

_ Stella. 
He wrote out a check ; she signed 

the acknowledgment he drew up for 
her. 
" Mr. Ayscough," she said, " I want 

_ you to know that this £so,ooo was a 
restitution-a debt. Clive Jermyn 
owed that to my father." 

" A late settlement, then," replied 
;\yscough, " for he died on the day 
that he acknowledged it. So this was 
a debt, was it ?" 

" If it "hadn't been, I don't think I 
could have touched it." 
" I  believe you, Miss Harvey," said 

Ayscough quietly. " I 've had a long 
experience, and I'm a pretty good 
judge of men-and women." 

She left him, went to her bank, paid 
in the draft, and drew £100 in notes 
which she took home and hid carefully 
in her own room, so it should be ready 
to her hand. 

EIGHT thirty is the hour officially 
fixed for executions. At eight 
thirty to the second, on the third 

Monday following the Jermyn murder 
trial, a man in uniform emerged from 
the skylight on b9 the roof of Wands
mere Gaol with a little black flag under 

his arm. He climbed to the short jack
staff on the dome, bent the flag to the 
signal halyards, and waited. The win
ter morning was thick and murky. 
The man on the roof was v isible 

from the street skirting the north wall 
of the prison, where a small knot of 
spectators had gathered. Seeing the 
watchers in the street staring upward, 
a passerby halted and stared, too. 

" What's on ?" he asked. 
" A swinging," said the man next 

him. 
" Who's going to swing ?" 
" Carson, the chap that killed J er

myn, the oil millionaire. The flag don't 
go up till the hangman pulls back the 
drop, see ?" 

" Queer, ain't it ? It was foggy the 
night he killed Jermyn," said another 
watcher, with a shiver, " and it's foggy 
now they're putting him down." 
" There she goes !" 
The flag moved suddenly up the staff 

in little jerks, and hung at the top, a 
lifeless rag. 
A dozen yards away, standing alone 

with her back against the wall, a 
shabby woman in draggled clothes 
stared up at the flagstaff, her eyes 
smouldering, her face turned sky
wards. It was not an attractive face ; 
once it had been good looking, but now 
it was coarse and bloated. While she 
watched, she slowly twisted a wedding 
ring round and round upon her finger 
with a queer, nervous motion. 
A little wind stirred the black flag 

on the prison staff ; its folds curved out 
like a crow flapping its wings. It hung 
limp again. The prisoner's soul had 
passed. 

u He's finished," said the onlooker 
who had spoken first. He turned away 
as a policeman approached the little 
crowd. 

" Pass along here," said the con-
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stable gruffly. " Loitering near the 
prison isn't allowed." He stepped 
across to the shabby woman, who was 
still staring upwards. " Move on, 
please. "  
The woman did not move. She 

looked at the policeman with cunning, 
defiant eyes. 
" Move on ?" she said. " I'm always 

movin' on, I am. You cops ! You owe 
me something." 

The constable looked at her suspi
ciously. He began to doubt whether 
she was sober. She drew her left hand 
out of her shawl and showed it to him. 

" See that ? I 'm a 'spectable married 
woman--or was." She nodded towards 
the prison roof. " Owe me something ! 
You cops ! You've done my old man 
in, among you. And all you can say 
to his widow is, ' Move on ' !" 

She checked herself with a hiccough. 
" You think I 'm talking empty, don't 

you ?'' 
" I should go home i f  I were you," 

said the constable stolidly. 
" Home !" said the woman, turning 

away. She dabbed her eyes furtively 
with a corner of her shawl. 

On the roof the black flag fluttered 
on from the staff. The constable 
watched with a puzzled face as the 
widow, drawing her shawl about her, 
shuffled away down the street and dis
appeared into the fog. 

CHAPTER XXIII 

On the Trail 

SERGEANT SCARFE sat on the 
arm of the old leather easy chai r 
in Magill 's office and thoughtfully 

rammed down the hot ashes of his pipe 
with a callous forefinger. 

" Cliff," he said suddenly " was that 
Carson they hanged this morning ? If 
it was Carson, how comes it that I saw 

Carson with my own eyes in Thirteen, 
Stanley Terrace, the night after the 
trial ?" 

" You think you saw him. That's 
a different thing. Why do you ask me 
to believe the impossible ?" 

Scarfe snorted, and stared thought
fully into space. 
" Cliff," he said suddenly, " who

ever they hanged, one thing's sure
they didn't get The Killer, nor the man 
who's behind him ! Can you tell me 
something about a man I'm gettin' very 
interested in, and who's not on the 
books ? A man called Donelli." 

" Yes. Peter Donelli, I 2A Athens 
Street, alleged expert on antique furni
ture. A man who deals in big values. 
Christened Pietro, born at Palermo, 
later of Chicago. Not a breath or a 
whisper against him. And a dangerous 
crook. And yellow ! Yell ow through 
and through." 

Sergeant Scarfe rubbed his hands 
together. 
" That's fine, Cliff ! Can you give 

me a pointer on another man who has 
never been ' inside '-Moran Ricks ?" 

" Moran Ricks, ex-prison doctor of 
thirty-five years service, retired. Looks 
like a schoolmaster. Brown eyes, 
pointed brown beard. Intensely re
spectable. Has money to burn-" 
" I'm very interested in Dr. Moran 

Ricks. Maybe I'll give you news of 
him." 

He left the Yard and made his way 
toward Soho. It was late in the evening 
before Sergeant Scarfe came upon his 
man, and he found him just where he 
expected to find him. 

At five o'clock Dr. Moran Ricks, 
complete with neat brown beard, well 
cut serge suit , and carrying a slim cane, 
appeared at the south end of Conyers 
Street. 
He turned the corner into a frowsy 
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. l ittle by-way where all the odors of the 

. East met him-a hot whiff of frying 
oil, eels, garlic, and decaying fruit. 
Dr. Ricks was evidently a man of 

sensitive nostrils, for he shuddered, felt 
in his pocket for his gold cigarette case, 
· opened it, and found it empty. He 
frowned with annoyance, glanced round 
him, 'and stepped into a tiny tobacco 
and newspaper shop opposite, with the 
name " E. Stephoulos " over the win-
. dow. 

Two minutes later Scarfe came 
round the corner. Dr. Ricks was not 
in sight. Scarfe drifted into the tobacco 

· shop and found nobody there, but the 
greasy little proprietor. 
" Gimme the best cigarettes you've 

got," said Scarfe genially, paying for 
the cig.arettes with a pound note. " You 
can keep that 'bit of paper, Mr. Step
houlos, and I want you to let me out 
of this store by the back way." 
" The back way ?" said the little 

Greek blankly. 
" You know me, don't you ?" said 

· Scarfe, with a glance back over his 
shoulder at the street. " I'm a bookie, 
an' some of the boys are tailing me. I f 
I can slip out of here on the quiet and 
lose them-" He dropped another note 
on the counter. 
The Greek shook his head uneasily. 
" I am zorry," he said, " zere is no 

ozer way out of here at all. " 
" Well, well," said Scarfe resignedly. 

" I'm big enough to look after myself. 
You do the same. S'long." 

He drifted out of the shop, flicking 
the ash from his cigarette. He had 
learned all he wanted to know. There 
was another way out of the store, and 
it was not worth Mr. Stephoulos' while 
to betray it for a bribe of two pounds. 
Dr. Moran Ricks, knowing himself to 
be shadowed, had taken that way out. 
Scarfe was well content. 

" The best day's work yet," he said, 
half closing his · little eyes. " We're 
gettin' near The Killer's head office." 

MR. PETER DONELLI was pac-
. ing the carpet of his luxurious 

flat on the top floor in Athens 
Street. There was a gleam of venom
ous resentment in his usually placid 
eyes. 

He turned sharply as a tap sounded 
· on the· door. Dr. Moran Ricks entered 
and laid his hat and cane carefully on 
the table. 
" Don," said Dr. Ricks, " Philip 

Carson was hanged at eight-thirty this 
morning. To be strictly accurate, I 
should say the man who called himself 
Philip Carson." 
Peter Donelli's face reddened with 

fury. 
" Damn him !" he said bitterly. 

" Hanging was too good for him !" 
Dr. Ricks shrugged his shoulders. 
" Think so ? I've been present at 

over forty hangings in my time, and it 
never struck me it was too good for 
anybody. I could give you details 
that would interest you, in case you 
should come to it yourself, Peter." Dr. 
Ricks eyed his friend with a sardonic 
smile, chose a cigar from the silver 
box carefully, and lit it. " Still, I'd 
have thought you'd be relieved that his 
mouth is shut for all time." 
Donelli glowered at him. 
" On the night of Jermyn's death he 

bluffed me out of five thousand 
pounds !" he said. " The price of kill
ing Jermyn." 

Moran Ricks grinned. 
" You're not built for dealing with 

tiger-men at first hand. You fell for 
him." 

" Why damn it, man, how could I 
.doubt him ?" said Donelli. " He came 
up here almost before Jermyn was 
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cold. I thought he was Carson. How 
could I take him for anyone but Car
son ? He'd got Jermyn's note case-
he showed me Jermyn's signet ring. 
He was in Jermyn's house that night !" 
Donelli squirmed in his chair. u I had 
to pay for that job twice!" 

Moran Ricks nodded. 
" You had to pay twice," he said, 

u because in the first place you allowed 
yourself to be fooled by a clever crook 
who needed £s,OOQ, and who didn't 
value his own life at a cent." 

He flicked the ash from his cigar. 
" You paid twice because when The 

Killer sent in his claim and showed be
yond question that he'd earned it ac
cording to contract, you got the shock 
of your life ! You paid because you 
didn't dare refuse The Killer simply 
because somebody else had rung in a 
dud on you." 

Dr. Ricks reached for the whisky. 
" After all, does it so much matter, 

Don ? You paid double--ten thousand 
pounds instead of five ; don't ask me to 
shed any tears over that. You must 
have cleaned up the biggest scoop on 
record over the Jermyn deal." 

Donelli snarled. 
" What happened, Ricks, 1s that you 

bungled it !" 
Ricks turned on him in sudden ex

asperation. 
" I bungled it ? I failed ? Donelli, 

don't pull any of that stuff on me ! You 
told me to get Jermyn. I chose the 
only man who could be trusted with a 
big job like that. Jermyn went down
and that's . all that matters. I f  you 
were bluffed by this crook who called 
himself Carson that's your affair !" 

Donelli groaned and sank into the 
armchair. 

" Who's this man they've hanged ? 
We know he isn't Carson. Who the 
devil is he ?" 

" Ten years ago," Rickey said, 
" when I was doctor in Southampton 
Gaol, there was a fellow there--a lad 
of twenty-one-as like Philip Carson 
as one pea is like another. All I re
member of him is that he'd a bad 
record. It sort of sticks in my mind 
that his name was Valery." 

" Valery-but who's Valery ?" 
Dr. Ricks shrugged his shoulders. 
" There you have me beaten. "  
" Why in the name of sense should 

he let them swing him instead of Car
son ?" 

" The man's dead. Breathe a little 
prayer of thanksgiving, Don. A dead 
man can never get back at you." 

Donelli winced. 
-

" I'd be a lot more thankful," he said 
slowly, " if  it was The Killer himself 
they were planting today in the yard 
at Wandsmere. "  

" Well, I agree .with you there," said 
Ricks, " but I doubt i f  the rope's made 
that will hang him. He's clever as 
hell." 

Donelli huddled in his chair, staring 
before him vacantly, and shivered. 

" How many jobs has he done for us, 
Rickey ? Five ! I 'm scared of him, 
Ri�ks ; this last job has scared me. " 

Dr. Ricks smiled wryly. " I f  it 
suited The Killer's book to kill you, I 
haven't a doubt he would do it." 

" Ricks," Donelli said, " he's been 
gone a long time now. I'm hoping we're 
rid of him !" 

" Do you ?" said Ricks. " So do I .  
When The Killer returns-look out." 

CHAPTER XXIV 

" Like a Thief in the Night " 

FOR three weeks and two days, 
Stella waited for the sign that did 
not come-the sign from Philip. 

Then the night of that day when the 
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man who had called himself Philip " Yes, I know it." 
Carson died on the scaffold, a step She looked at him. That lurking 
sounded on the stairs outside. The rain · horror crept back swiftly, and took pos
was beating down ; a cold wind rustled session of her. 
along the street. The darkness was " Answer me this, Philip !" she said. 
full of ghosts. " Did you kill Clive Jermyn !" 
She rose and turned the . switch, " No." 

flooding the shabby little room with He looked her in the face, but his 
light. own for a moment became stony. Then, 
There was a stealthy tap on her door. just as quickly, it cleared. The light 

Stella shrank back. shone through the brown-gold of his 
Had anybody knocked, or was it her . hair, two compelling blue eyes looked 

imagination ? into hers and held them ; his firm lips 
Again the soft tap. relaxed in the challenging little smile 
"Who's there ?" she called huskily. · she knew and loved. 
Panic seized her ; a foreboding o f " You never believed that, Stella ! 

danger . . . an impulse to escape, to · Though I wouldn't blame you-" 
hide herself, anything rather than face " Phil, I didn't believe it. Never-
him. never ! I didn't doubt you-not once. 

" Stella !" I knew-I knew you weren't a coward 
She darted to the door and snatched and a monster." 

it open. A tall form brushed past her He pulled a torn and crumpled news
into the -room, thrust the door to, and, paper from his breast pocket, the date 
turning, faced her in the light. of it was three weeks old. On the open 
" Philip !" page was the headlines.: " Carson 
But for his voice she would scarcely Guilty� The Prisoner's Confession. 

have known him ; this disheveled tramp Elizabeth Hammond in the Witness 
with his wet jacket buttoned high about Box." Below was the portrait : " Philip 
his throat and the cap pulled low over Carson." He pointed to it. 
his eyes. He tore the cap off, flung it on " What's happened, Stella ? Con
a chair and held out his hands to her. victed and sentenced-but what then ? 

She stared at him a moment ; she You saw this man ?" 
could not find her voice. He caught her - " I saw him. I was in court at the 
in his arms, holding her to him, his lips trial ." 
sought hers. " Of course you were ! But you knew 

She surrendered, and clung to him. it wasn't me ? You knew-" 
Everything else was blotted out. " I  knew." 
" Stella !" he said. " They couldn't He stared at her. 

take you from me !" " You told no one ! Neither then-
She freed hersel f. nor since ?" 
" Philip-you're mad to come here !" " No !  I knew it wasn't you. But I 

she said breathlessly. " Do you know didn't know where you were, Philip. 
you are accused of murder !" And you never gave a sign-till it was 

" Yes." too late." 
" You knew it - and you know " Three · clear Sundavs since the 

another man has been condemned in trial ! Do you mean n�thing's been 
�our place ?" done, Stella ? They haven't-" 
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" He died this morning. Didn't you 

know that ?" 
Philip seemed utterly stunned. He 

turned away from het", she saw his 
hands clenched at his sides. He moved 
slowly across to the fireplace, and 
leaned his arm on the mantel. She 
could not see his face. 

" Where were you ?" 
" I've been a pawn in a murder 

game, and it looks to me as if I 'm left 
with it on my hands. But they won't 
beat me ! Sit here, and listen. 

" To get it straight, we've got to 
start where I left you-right here in 
this house, on the night of Jermyn's 
death. I left you, and went after him. 

SHE watched him silently. He I was furious with Jermyn ; I'd already 
neither moved nor spoke. She stood as much as a man could stand, 
went quietly to her own room, that night, and I was out to settle 

took out the envelope with its two cryp- things up with him. But of course it 
tic messages from its hiding place at never occurred to me to do him any 
the back of her drawer, and gave it violence-he was an old man. That 
to him. will, · Stella-the codicil he made in 

He opened it and read, first, the note your favor-I'll never forgive him . . •  
addressed to herself. Then the second But what happened about that ?" 
message, signed " F. V." " That �quest's legal, they tell me," 
" When did this reach you ?" he she said. " And-I've claimed it." 

asked. Philip drew a long breath. 
" Two days after the trial. Philip- " You've done the right thing ! But 

do you understand it ?" never mind that now . . . 
" Yes." " When I reached Jermyn's house, 
He dropped the notes on the table. he was out. I saw his man servant. 

His face was white and drawn, he Beth Hammond came out. She said-" 
seemed to be thinking rapidly. He " I know, Philip ! All that came out 
turned, stumbling a little, and dropped at the trial, we can pass it." 
into the armchair. In a moment she · " Very well. I'm answering for my-
was at his side. sel f, not for Beth Hammond. I left 

" Philip ! You're ill. You're-" the Square. What I meant to do was 
" I'll be all right in a moment. This to come back at eight-the butler said 

is worse than I thought. But at least Jermyn would be back by then-and 
I know where I stand, and that's some- have it out with him. And I never got 
thing. Pull up that chair, Stella." there. 

" Why didn't you come before ? " I remember seeing a black closed 
Why didn't you face the charge ? You car pass me on the opposite side by the 
were here-in the house opposite-on Square railings as I turned the corner ; 
the night of the trial. I saw you my- the night was a bit thick and · foggy, 
self. Saw you with my own eyes !" one couldn't see very clearly. I think 
He turned to her with apparent it must have swung and followed me. 

amazement. Anyway, a few seconds later I heard 
" What dQ you mean ?" footsteps on the roadway behind me. 
She told him of the shadow on the " I whipped round, sensing trouble, 

blind. and two men came down on me like a 
" You didn't see me, Stella. I wasn't flash. I didn't stop to think, but hit 

within forty miles of the place." out and caught one of them under the 
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chin-I saw him spin round, and the 
other lashed out at me with a loaded 
stick or something, and I went down 
like a log. 

" WHEN I came to-it must have 
been an hour or two later, I 
think, I was in a car bump

ing along over a bad road. I could 
see a driver sitting in front ; I was 
huddled in the back seat between two 
men, and feeling pretty sick. I hadn't 
a notion what it was all about, but I 
. went for the man next me and started 
scrapping with him. 

" I was too weak to do any good, 
and the pair of them soon got me down 
and out. One of them said ' Hold 
him !' and he jabbed a needle in my 
arm. ' That'll keep you quiet,' he said. 

" My body and limbs felt heavy as 
lead. The whole thing was like a night
mare. Presently the car stopped and 
they pulled me out. 

" They marched me off down. a 
muddy path, holding me up and half 
carrying me, each of them with an arm 
locked under mine. 

" I could see water shining ahead ; 
we came to a sort of creek, where they 
got me into a boat and moved off 
across the stream. One rowed, while 
the other, the bigger man of the two. 
who seemed to be running the show, 
looked after me. There was nothing 
round us but raw mist and the smell of 
ooze and sea water, and I could hear 
curlews whistling. There seemed to be 
a strong tide running. We grounded 
on the far side of the .creek ; I was 
hoisted out and marched across a 
stretch of rough rushy land ; I was 
feeling half dead by that time. 

" Some sort of building loomed up ; 
one of the men had a pocket torch, and 
I can remember them hoisting me up 
:two flights of narrow stairs, a door 

was open, and I was hove down on a 
bed. I heard a key turn, and a bolt 
shooting home, and then I just dropped 
off in a stupor. That, for me, ended 
the night of the 28th-the night that 
Clive Jermyn died. 

" When I woke it was daylight ; I 
was lying on a rusty iron bedstead and 
a lumpy mattress, with an old army · 
blanket thrown over me. When I tried 
to move my arms I found they were 
tied behind me. 

" The room had bare brick walls . 
There was a heavy oak door on one 
side, and on the other was a door open
ing through .a matchbox partition that 
divided the place into two rooms. I 
seemed to be in some sort of a tower ; 
and yet it couldn't be that for it was 
built o f  cheap modern brickwork. The 
light came from a small window high 
up in the Wa.ll ; too high to get through, 
and too high to see anything out of, 
except the sky. 

" No one came near me. As I lay 
and tried to puzzle out what this crazy 
business meant, there was a crash like 
the day of judgment, and I felt the 
building shake. Then I got on to it. 
Big guns ! The heaviest kind of guns. 
Sometimes , they sounded quite close, 
and sometimes a long way off, the way 
gunfire o ften does sound. It was like 
a barrage in Flanders-it was like a 
new war starting. 

" I  lay listening to that awful racket 
for half an hour, at a loss what to 
make ·of it. Then the guns stopped. 
After a while a cold mist began to 
creep in through the little window. 

" Presently a new noise started ; a 
bull began to bellow. It was a giant 
bull, as big as an elephant, by the row 
it made. Long dismal roars. Some
times far off, sometimes near, as if the 
roarer were wandering about. But it 
was worse than the �ns. 
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" I wondered if I was delirious. 

Then-suddenly my head cleared, and 
I knew that noise for what it was. A 
fog horn ! It was the big hooter on 
a light ship. 
" The N ore Light ! I got to count

ing the intervals. One long hoot • . • 
two seconds pause, and hoot again. 
Silent two minutes and start afresh. I 
checked it with my old silver watch
the only thing those two thugs had left 
me ; it was worth nothing-they'd 
stripped me of everything else. 
" The Nore Light ; she swings in the 

mouth of the Thames, where London 
River meets the sea. She's the lamp on 
the front doorstep of England. She 
was the bull I 'd heard bellowing a 
warning to the shipping ; I was some
where in the Thames-Mouth marshes. 
" I 've done a lot of sailing round 

there and I know the old N ore like a 
sister. The guns too-the only heavy 
gun range in England is at Shoebury
ness, on the north lip of the estuary, 
where they fire over the Maplin Sands 
that stretched fifteen miles seaward, 
dry when the tide's out. When the fog 
started, of course the guns .had to stop, 
and the old N ore started her song. 

" All along there is a maze of for
gotten marshy islands. On one of those 
islets there's a windmill, the only one 
for miles. I'd placed myself, sure. I was 
in the old mill on Wakering Island. 
" You couldn't pick a lonelier hiding 

place in creation. I heard steps 
coming up the stairs ; the door opened, 
and two men came in." 

CHAPTER XXV 
The Escape 

"THEY were the pair who'd 
brought me in the night before. 
I knew one of them by his voice. 

He was a big, hefty fellow with 

shoulders like a gallows, and short 
black hair. His mate called him ' Sam,' 
and that's the only name I know him 
by-assuming that he's still alive. The 
other man was a lean, cunning looking 
rat who stared at me all the time and 
said nothing. 

" It was Sam who did the talking. 
" ' Well, how are you feeling?' he 

said. ' Pretty sick, by the look of you. 
By rights you should be dead, and you 
can thank me that you're not.' 

" ' Who are you ?' I said. ' And who 
on earth do you take me for ?' said I. 

" ' I can tell you what you are,' he 
said. ' You're a business asset. You're 
a stock that's going to pay for holding 
till the market rises.' 

" ' I f you think you're going to make 
money out of me, you won't,' I told 
him. The man laughed. 

" ' If you can't pay-which I never 
expected-! know who t:an and will,' 
he said. ' But you're going to be my 
guest a while. Mick, here, has some 
bully beef and water for you-put 
them on the floor, Mick. ' 

" He pulled an automatic pistol out 
of his pocket and handed it to his part
ner. He turned me over and cut the 
rope off my wrists. He took back the 
pistol and tapped it with his fingers. 
" ' You see this ?' he said pleasant· 

ly. ' So long as you keep it in mind 
and behave, you'll be safe enough while 
you stay with me. I f  you try and start 
anything when we come up to you, 
you'll be shot down. You'll be food for 
crabs.' 
" ' Look here,' I said, ' I  don't know 

what you figure to do, but you've made 
a bungle of this business. Whoever it is 
you want, you. were on the wrong track 
when you got me. Somebody's made a 
fool of you !' 
" He tucked his pistol away, and 

laughed. 
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" ' The man doesn't live who could 
fool me,' he said. ' Cut out that line 
of talk. And now we'll leave you to 
yourself ; you've plenty o f  time before 
you.' 

" They went out. The other man, 
Mick, never said a word. All he did 
was to stare at me. I heard the bolts 
of the door shoot home, and I was 
alone. They'd left me some food ; I 
couldn't eat, but I drank half the water 
in the jug, and tried to think the thing 
out. What were they holding_ me for ? 
Money, o f  course. But from whom ? 

" There must have been something 
deeper in it than that ; some graft that 
I hadn't even begun to understand. I 
explored the place. There was no 
getting otit o f  it, and even if I did it 
seemed there was not a dog's chance of 
quitting the island. 

" Neither of my two thugs would 
ever answer any questions, and they 
never asked any. They came up twice 
a day, always the pair of them to
gether, and brought me food." 

HE shifted in his chair. 
" It was a week before my 

head. healed, and on the fifteenth 
or sixteenth day my two captors came 
up into my room. They both had guns ; 
they locked the door. Sam threw me 
a thumbed, dirty copy of the Evening 
Standard-there it is on the floor ; it's 
been with me ever since. 

" ' Read that,' he said. 
" It was the account of the Jermyn 

murder trial. Jermyn dead ! Here it 
was in black and white, straight from 
the Old Bailey Session. The prisoner's 
written confession ; the cross-examina
tion of the witnesses . . . Beth Ham
mond's evidence. The verdict and 
sentence. 

" Philip Carson's trial and convic
tion ! And here was I sitting in that 

old mill on W akering Marsh, reading 
it in a paper already two days old. That 
man in the dock, why, he was a dead 
man before they tried him. I knew that. 
I could have told them that. Bpt I 
couldn't have saved him ; he wouldn't 
save himself. He surrendered, faced 
the penalty, and he assumed my name! 
He left me to bear the weight of it, if  
ever I came back and claimed to be 
innocent. That's how it looked to me. 

" And then, as I read, the light broke 
through and I bega� to see where I 
stood. What was my story worth, any
way ? Who would believe it ? 

" As I finished reading the report, 
I looked up, and there was Sam, sit
ting across the corner of the table, the 
gun in his hand, staring at me. 

" ' Who the devil are you ?' he said. 
' Damn you ! Is that Philip Carson the 
cops have got ? Because if it isn't-' 

" ' If it isn't you're beaten !' I said. 
' Can't you see, you big stiff, that 
you've got hold of the wrong man ? 
Your game's broken down and you're 
- left. Let me go, man, while there's 
time-let me out of this !' 

" ' Let you go !' he said. ' This job 
is panning out better than we figured 
it would. You're too dangerous to let 
loose, and I'm afraid you must stay on 
as our guest till we get a decision. 
Meanwhile we'll do you as well as we 
can. Mick brought in some beer to
day, and we'll bring you up a bottle.' 

" You know now, why I wasn't there 
to face that charge. 

14 WELL, Mick was alone in the 
mill. Sam must have been 
away I think, getting in touch 

with the news. It was the third Mon-
day after the trial. Anyway I heard 
Mick's step coming up the stairs, and 
he was certainly alone . . . They'd 
always come up together before. It 
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was the first chance I'd ever got and 
I was ready for it . . . I waited be
hind the door and as Mick came in I 
downed him with an iron rod I'd hag
gled out of the bedstead." 
Stella caught her breath. It was, as 

she remembered, precisely like that 
that Inspector Magill had been felled, 
on the night of Jermyn's murder. 

" I don't know how badly Mick got 
it. Didn't wait to see. I got away with 
Mick's gun, and down the stairs and 
outside, ready for Sam. No signs of 
Sam, and I didn't waste time hunting 
for him. I was on W a,kering Island 
all right enough-the old mill behind 
me and the marshes and the creek in 
front. 
" I  reached the water, and hoped I 

might find the boat. No boat ! But it 
was a dead low spring tide and I found 
a place where the creek could be 
forded. I struggled through mud and 
salt water up to the thighs and reached 
the next island-New England it's 
called ; there are three all in a line, and 
so across the farther creek to the main
land. It was just as simple as that." 

He laid a stained, muddy automatic 
pistol on the table. 

" Keep that for me, Stella. It's 
Mick's gun. But as I'm still under 
charge of murder I'd as soon not be 
taken with a gun on me. My story 
isn't going to help me much unless I've 
something to back it. And that's all, 
except that I tramped to Southchurch 
and on into Southend ; the nearest town 
where there's a railway. Got there in 
the afternoon 

" I hadn't a cent about me ; nothing 
but the old silver watch. I hocked the 
watch with a Southend pawnbroker, 
bought this cloth cap for a shilling
a man with no hat attracts too much 
attention-and that left me with just 
the far� to town. And I came here, 

Stella . . . Maybe I oughtn't to, but 
I couldn't think of anybody to come to 
but you . . .  " 

Philip dropped back in the chair, his 
voice failing. His face was white and 
pinched ; he seemed exhausted. 
" I hate to bother you, but have you 

anything to eat in the place ? Or a 
drink ? I've been traveling against time, 
and the old silver watch didn't run to 
a meal-" 

Stella sprang up. 
A match flashed to the gas stove, 

she wheeled his chair to it, and run
ning to the cupboard, brought out a 
tin of biscuits, the only food ·ready to 
hand. She snatched off the lid and put 
them before him ; there was a bottle of 
burgundy on the top shelf that had 
been there a month. Stella dragged 
the cork out and poured the red vintage 
into a coffee cup that lacked a handle ; 
there wasn't a glass in the room. 
" Drink this !" she said, putting the 

cup to his lips. " I'll get you some hot 
food directly." 
Her heart smote her as 'she heard 

his teeth chatter on the rim of the cup 
while he drank. She slipped an arm 
around his shoulders. 

" Philip, you're wet through !" she 
said. " You can't sit in these clothes. 
Get your jacket off." 

He laughed, caught her hand that 
was loosening the buttons of his coat, 
and kissed it. 

" Let the old coat be ! You aren't 
going to nurse me, Stella, you darling. 
This heartens a man more than wine
the wine's good, too ! Fill it again." He 
crunched the biscuits between his 
strong, white teeth. " Don't worry 
about me. I'm ready to face 'em. And 
I'll beat 'em all. I'm officially dead. 
And a little wet and cold isn't going to 
hurt a dead man ! They haven't done 
with me yet !" 
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" And you haven't done with me !" 
said Stella " Get out of this j acket I 
tell you ; I'm not going to let you catch 
your death of cold." 

He laughed, and yielded. 
She hung his coat over the gas stove, 

and taking down her fur; 'coat from its 
hook, draped it deftly and warmly 
about his shoulders as he sat before 
the fire. 

" There you are, then ! This Ser
geant Scarfe of yours was wise to that. 
He knew that whoever the man in that 
house might be, it couldn't be Philip 
Carson." 

She nodded, watching him. 
" -I've an idea he knows more than 

that, Philip. I think he knows who the 
man was." 

Philip's eyes narrowed 
" That may be. The Yard generally 

.. I'VE told you why I wasn't- here to knows what's doing. But-it looks as 
face that charge,'' he said. " You if he wasn't quick enough to get him. 

believe me, don't you ?" For the present, I should say that the 
" Believe ! Of course I do. If I Shadow Man has got away with it. 

didn't believe in you, Philip, !-well, " You've heard of The Killer. There 
I wouldn't care to go on living. I've is a gang who have made a market in 
got you back, and we'll face this to- murder. The police know it. The mo
gether." tive behind Jermyn' s  murder was 

" That's just how I feel. I've been money. Just cold, hard dollars. His 
through so much that I couldn't lose death, coming when it did, shook half 
you. And whatever I am, you won't the world's oil stock If there was 
find me a coward. Now I want to hear trouble here, in England, it's nothing 
what has happened to you." to what there must have been on Wall 

" But, Philitr-who was that man I Street. A million to scoop in, for those 
saw on the night of the trial ?" who knew when to scoop it. The man 

" If you saw anything at all, it was who killed him wouldn't get that. All 
because you were meant to see it. A he would get was the price that wag 
man's profile on a lit blind. A fake paid. 
put up by the man who planned the " Now, the man who was in the in
murder of Jermyn. You didn't see me. side ring of that gang, must have been 
All you saw was a shadow. Unless you Francis Valery. How he got into it, I 
dreamed it." can't tell. No one but himself has that 

" Dreamed it !" she said. " Did Ser- knowledge, and he's taken it to his 
geant Scarfe dream it, too ?" grave with him. We know that he died 

" Who ?" he asked sharply. at Wandsmere this morning, and he 
She told him of her encounter with was silent right up to the end. He got 

Sergeant Scarfe in No. 1 3. his price. And he was a dying man 
Philip sat silent a few moments, · when he faced the judge. Hand me 

staring into the fire. · that note again, Stella." 
· " Scarfe, eh ?" he said slowly. " He He opened the written message. 

must have been pretty close on the " ' F. V.' Francis Valery." 
heels of-the Shadow. And that's all " Valery ! Was he- ?" 
he said to you ! And what has he done " The man you rode through the 
about i t ?" Borough Streets with on the night that 

" So far as I know, he's done noth- Jermyn died Crooked as they make 
ing-yet." them, the man didn't live who could 
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beat him ; but I never knew him to be 
crooked with women, and I didn't 
think he'd go back on me." 
" You say you knew him ?" 
" No one better. I 've never acknowl

edged this to anyone but you, Stella. 
I'm the only person living who can tell 
you who Francis Valery was, and how 
he came by his end, and why." 

CHAPTER XXVI 

Francis Valery · "TO place Francis Valery, Stella, 
we must cut back thirty years to 
the time of my father, and his 

brother Desmond Carson of Carriga
holt, County Donegal. Uncle Desmond 
was the family black sheep, and not 
the first in the Carson record. 
" He married with some frequency. 

Two of his wives had money. Another 
was a Montmartre singing girl, Lola 
Valery, who had no money at all ; 
Francis was her son. Uncle Desmond 
left Paris for Brisbane where he 
married an Australian lady, and while 
his three wives were looking for him 
in Australia, Desmond slipped away to 
the Society Islands and married a 
Society woman. As far as -I know he 
died there. 
" To return to Francis, son of Lola 

Valery, the Frenchwoman . . . He called 
himself Francis Valery. He hated his 
father, he never used the Carson name ; 
of course he'd no legal right to it ; he 
didn't want it anyway. Francis in
herited a good deal of Uncle Desmond's 
temperment and twice his brains. 

" I was his first cousin, and a year 
younger. He never tn;)Ubled the family. 
He hated them all, and kept clear of 
· them-all except me. I came acros·s him 
early, and I liked him. He was as like
able a man as I ever met. 
" I think he liked me. I helped him, 

once or twice. I f he was straight with 
nobody else, he was with me in all our 
dealings. He had brains and the pluck 
of a tiger. 
" He was in . gaol more than once. 

He married, quite young, and went 
straight for a while, but he lost his 
wife, and drifted back into crookdom. 
There was one thing ought to have kept 
him level, and for a time it did ; that 
was his boy, Sidney Valery. He was 
left with the kid when his wife died. 
Sidney was born a cripple, but he was 
the brightest, pluckiest kid you'd want 
to meet. It seemed to me he'd brains 
a:bove the average. His father thought 
him a genius. In some ways his in
telligence was uncanny. It wanted 
turning the right way." 

Philip paused. 
" What help I gave Francis, was 

mostly on Sidney's account. Sidney 
had no idea his father was a crook who 
had done several terms ; he believed he 
was a sailor, often away on long 
voyages. 

" Francis said to me once, ' I f any 
man told Sidney the facts about me, 
I'd kill him without thinking twice. And 
I'm going to take care he doesn't take 
the road I've travelled.' 
" In the early days, everything 

Francis could make went to the doc
tors, trying to get the boy's body right. 
But a cripple he'd always be, and find
ing that was hopeless, he attended to 
his training. Francis Valery lived for 
him, worked for him, starved for him 
when things were tight, and rather than 
his boy Sidney should go wanting, if 
he couldn't get money honestly, he'd 
steal it. 

'' I LOST sight of them for a long 
time, and supposed they must have 
gone under altogether. Two years 

back, however, I ran into Francis 
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Valery at Cardiff Docks-after a four on the night of Jermyn's murder, and 
years' gap. five weeks before he himself went to 

" ' Flip: he , said-he always called his death. " 
me Fl ip, ' Francis Valery and his record " At Waterloo ! You met him there, 
are dead and buried. I've done with · Philip ?" 
all that. Frank Vance is my name. " He met me. He knew when I was 
And henceforth I'm going straight. due, and as my train drew up he came 
I've reformed. ' along the platform and ducked into my 

" All I said was, ' How's the boy ?' carriage, and got me into the corridor 
" • Sid is doing fine,' he said, and on the off side of the train. He'd a big 

then he hesitated. ' He remembers you. ulster buttoned round his chin, and he 
Would you like to see him ?' was in a hurry. 

" I  said I would, and he took me to '' ' Flip, ' he said, ' you've been a 
a decent small house behind the docks, good friend to me. · I want to warn 
where we got together with the boy- you-keep away from Clive Jermyn. 
aU three of us. The kid was always Keep clear of that damned uncle of 

· glad to see me-of course he didn't · yours. And Flip, I'm afraid I've done 
know who I was. His fatherls friend- you a bad turn ; i f  that's so, I'Jl square 
that was enough for Sidney. Though up in full for it-you'll forgive me. I 
Francis didn't much like it, the boy al· shan't be troubling you much long_f}r, 
ways called me ' Kinsman.' The like· · and you won't bear a grudge against a 
ness between us interested him. The dead man. • 
'difference was that, while I was clean· " I asked him what on earth he 
shaven, Francis generally wore a short meant. 
trimmed brown beard. But he was un- " ' The doctors tell me I 'm going 
commonly clever at altering his appear- · out: he said. ' They give me a month 
ance. or two, but I think I'm going sooner. 

" We Carsons come true to type as Don't let that worry you ; I 'll be a 
a breed of fox hounds. My father and damned good riddance, and I'll be glad 
Uncle Desmond were much alike in to go. I'm only worried about Sidney. 
looks, and Frank's resemblance to me · There'll be nobody to look after him. 
was uncanny ; you'd have fo stand us Flip, if I go under, will you do what 
side by side in the daylight to tell ns you can for him ? It's the last thing 
apart. I'll ever ask of you.' 

" Francis told me that Sidney-he 
was fourteen then-had always shown 
a natural turn for mechanics, and was 
to be trained as an engineer. I saw 
Frank several times after that, and 
finally, at the beginning of this year, 
he told me he was leaving for Germany 
and would be away a while. I knew 
nothing of his affairs, though he 
generally seemed to be abreast of mine. 
Three days later, I left for Mexico. 

" The last time I ever set eyes on 
Frank Valery was at Waterloo station 

"IT was a shock for me. It looked 
to me as if he'd been doping him
self. He told me what was the 

matter with him ; I never felt sorrier 
for any one. Of course I said I'd look 
after the kid, but wasn't there any-

. thing· I could do for him ? 
" ' Nothing,' he said, ' unless you've 

a l ittle money to spare. I haven't 
· enough to get me through the night.' 

" I gave him what I had ; ten shil
l ings and some Mexican five-dollar 

7 D- 1 1  
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bills that he could change at a money 
office. 

" ' Bless you, Flip !' he said, ' you've 
never gone back on me when I was in 
trouble-and I hate to go back on you. 
You'd better not be seen with me. 
Good-by, old man, and good luck to 
you. ' 

" He slipped away out of the car
riage and was gone. The thing shook 
me up. I didn't know what to make 
of it. When I got out, I saw him go
ing into a telephone booth. I checked 
my baggage and went after Frank to 
have it out with him. I couldn't find 
him ; he'd left the booth. And then
! saw you, Stella ! Over beyond the 
end of No. 2 Platform." 
" That's right ! I was there, looking 

for you-" 
" You were ! With Valery. But by 

the time I reached the outside rank, 
you were both off in that taxi as if the 
devil were after you. 

" I saw your cab turning out 
through the station exit ; I remember 
there was a black car a little way be
hind it. And there I was-left. I 
grabbed the first taxi, and told the driv
er to follow yours. 
" But when we got into the Water

loo Road you were out of sight. The 
traffic was all held up. The next thing 
I saw was a red police car, shooting 
along the street like a fire e�gine ; 
where it went to I don't know. · · All I 
knew was that I'd lost you, and I was 
helpless. That was the worst two min
utes I ever spent. I couldn't tell what 
devil's game Valery was up to. All I 
could think oj xvas to get along here 
to your rooms and wait for news of 
you. I couldn't g-o to the police. 

" Lord knows it was no fault of 
· yours, Stella, no one could blame you 
that' you mistook him for me. And 
looking back at it afterwards, I 

8 D-1 1 

couldn't see that it was Valery's either. 
I saw him make a dive into that cab, 
and you in after him. Off you both 
went." 
" Yes ! that's just what happened." 
" He had trouble enough on his 

hands that night. You must have been 
an added embarrassment to him.'' 

" I  was ! I'd hardly got in when the 
chase started-it was dark in the cab 

• . . How could I know ?" 
" He'd got to make his getaway ; he 

knew what he was up against. Of 
course he wouldn't give himself away 
to you. It must have beeri ghastly for 
you. Tell me, what did he do?" 

She told him of the chase through 
the Borough, and how he left her on 
the curb in Exton Street. Philip 'lis
tened. 
" Well," he said slowly, " I'll set 

that to the credit side of his account. 
He got you out of that. Himself, too
he gave them all the slip ! His hour of 
reckoning came later. It came when 
he was ready for it ; he chose his own 
time. That's Valery ! 
" Valery was the man who got into 

Jermyn's house that night. It was 
Valery who unlocked the desk with 
Jermyn's keys ; Valery who burned the 
letters. It was Valery who was seen 
leaving the house-not me. He re
corded his confession, faced his trial, 
and went to his death. He was a man 
without hope, a dying man. He knew he 
would soon have to leave his son un
protected and destitute. He was willing 
to sell his neck, if the price was high 
enough. And so-he sold himself. Did 
he get the price ? He did !" 
" Do you mean," she said slowly, 

" that this man went to Jermyn's house 
with the deliberate intention of killing 
him ? That he was nothing more than 
a hired murderer ?'' 

" I  don't know what took him to 



114 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

Jermyn's house. I know what came of 
it ." 

CHAPTER XXVII 

The Sacrifice 

STELLA turned to him, her face 
white. 
" Philip, did he kill Jermyn?" 

" That's one thing I'm sure of. He 
did not kill Jermyn!" 

" He believed you guilty !" 
" Yes ; he believed me guilty ! Else 

he would certainly not have sur
rendered in my name. When he 
entered the library Jermyn was dead. 
Valery knew I had serious differences 
with Jermyn. More than likely he saw 
me go to the house ; saw my interview 
with Beth Hammond in the street. 

" Soon after that-it must have been 
. less than twenty minutes-he got in. 
He says he broke in. I don't believe 
that ; I believe he was admitted • • . 
the doors were left open for him. And 
he found the job done. Murder. 

" Who had done it ? He didn't 
know-he could only guess. He got 
busy. It was he who used Jermyn's 
keys, went through the desk, burned 
the letters-letters that he must have 
known about. Why did he do that ? I 
can't tell you. He cleaned up the 
evidence--cleverly. Only one blunder 
he made in his hurry. He dropped one 
of those Mexican bills I gave him. 
Scarfe found it ! 
" Then he cleared. He was nearly 

trapped, yet he got clear easily 
enough • . .  

" He was free. In the morning, 
every paper in England and America 
reported Jermyn's murder, and the hue 
·d cry was out after me. Philip Car

son wanted on a charge of murder ! 
Every clew pointed to me. The 
evidence against me was overwhelming. 

At three o'clock that day Francis 
Valery stepped into the breach. He 
gave himself up. 

" He was a dying man. That con
fession of his was a brilliant, gallant 
lie. It cost him his life. He gave 
that life to save me. 

" It's the only explanation possible, 
Stella. He knew he could get away with 
it-unless I came forward to confront 
him, and claimed to be innocent. If I 
could have done that I could have 
cleared myself, but he didn't know that. 
Now it's too late. You couldn't have 
saved him, Stella. 

" If you had got up on your feet in 
the Old Bailey and declared : ' This 
man is not Carson,' you'd have stopped 
the trial, but they'd have traced his 
record ; a new indictment, a new trial, 
and he . would still have hanged-as 
Francis Valery . 
A little gasp escaped Stella. 
" Philip, are you sure of that ? If 

you knew how that thought had been 
torturing me • • •  that if I had spoken 
I might have saved an innocent man." 
" Just quiet your conscience on that 

point. Valery didn't wish you to speak, 
but i f you had you could have done 
nothing for him." 

" Yes, I see that now • • • All the 
same, I should have spoken-told them 
the truth. I would have saved you, i f 
I had !" 
" Would you ? How?" 
" Why, if the police had known you 

·were missing they'd have searched for 
you and they'd have found you. Every 
newspaper in the country would have 
been full of it. You'd have been found 
and rescued . • .  your name cleared." 
" Rescued !" he smiled, a little grim

ly. " Within an hour of that news 
being broadcast, I would have been 
dead. My friend Mick, and his worthy 
partner Sam wouldn't have stood for 
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that. A bullet from Sam's gun and 
I 'd have been food for crabs. They 
weren't taking any chances, and they 
wouldn't have waited for a police hunt. 

" Who were those men, Philip ?" 
" You're asking me more than I can 

tell you. I believe they were a fter 
Valery ; they were in the pay of this 
murder gang, and thei r  orders were to 
get him. They'd lost him, and it  was 
my track they picked up. Just why 
they were a fter Valery I can't tell you. 
All I'm sure of . i s  that they took -me 
for Valery. That's how I see it." 

STELLA looked at him, turned 
away, and stared thoughtfully at 
the fire. Her heart sank. Was 

all this an ingenious lie-designed to 
cover that fatal absence of his ? She 
thrust the thought away from her. 

" Yes," she said. " I 'm sure you're 
right. Philip-if you had been free
you would have gone to the police as  
soon as you knew-" 

-

" Just as quick as I could get there. 
Can't you see that i f  I'd done that, at 
the time, I could have saved both 
Valery and myself !  My evidence 
would have shown up that confession 
of his and torn it to pieces. No jury 
would ever have convicted him ; not 
a fter I'd shown them why he made it
and that's what I would have had to 
do. 

" Let them try me. I could have 
brought evidence that would have ac
quitted me, I could have proved my 
innocence. They would have released 
us both ; the C. I. D. would have had 
to look elsewhere for the murderer of  
Clive Jermyn. That, i f  I could have 
done it at the beginning, would cer
tainly have cleared me. But not now. 
It's too late. 

. " The case against me is black as 
pitch. ' Why did you not come for-

ward and tell the truth, when this man 
was being tried for a crime of which 
he is clearly not guilty ? Where were 
you when Clive Jermyn was murdered, 
why were you silent ?' Who would be
l ieve my story ? What is my alibi 
worth ? Would Sam the Gunner and 
his dumb friend be l ikely to help me 
out ? 

" Who killed Clive Jermyn ? We 
don't know. But I can tell you who'l l  
answer to the charge. I 've got to face 
it myself. It's not l ikely I can clear 
mysel f .  The cold truth won't do it ; 
it's as likely to hang me. My name is 
smudged for l i fe ; there's a stain on it 
that nothing will wipe out. 

" I f  I return from the dead and 
have to account for mysel f-as Philip 
Carson-I'm in a deadly position. I f  
I keep my freedom, start clear, assume 
any personality I choose, my posit ion 
is immensely strong. Phil ip Carson i s  
officially convicted, hanged, and under 
the flagstones at Wandsmere Prison. 
You can't hang a man twice. It would 
baffle the law to bring it home to me ; 
i f  I 'm in a tight place, so are the police. 

" Frank Valery made things very 
safe for me. \Vhen he made that 
sacrifice, he laid a charge on me that 
he knew I would never betray. Wh:tt 
did he expect me to do ? Sit t ight t i l l  
i t  was over-to get out of the country ? 
Isn't that the best thing to do ?" His 
face was gray and drawn. " I f I stay, 
I'll be bringing trouble on you. And 
i f i go . . . " 

He stood up and suddenly grasped 
her hands in his. 

" If I say to you : ' I'm leaving Eng
land tonight ; will you come to me when 
I send you word '-would you do it ?" 

There was a pause. 
" Yes !" she said under her breath . 

" I f you think that is the only way." 
His hands tightened on hers. For a 
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moment there was silence ; it was " Run for it ? No ! After all, why 
broken by three quick, light taps on should I ?  They're as hard up against 
Stella's door. it as I am ! Sure it's the police ?" 
It sent a thrill of dismay through " It's Magill !" 

every nerve in her. The blood left her He looked at her quickly, a queer, 
face. dancing light in his eyes. 
" Philip," she whispered, " it's the " Magill ! Will I run away from 

police !" Magill ? Forget I was a fool just now, 
She saw his eyes harden. He looked Stella-forget it for good and all. Ma-

alert and dangerous. gill, is it ? . Why, I've got him "-he 
" You mustn't be found with me, opened his hand, clenched the fingers 

Phil !" She caught him by the arm. quickly together-" like that !" 
" You mustn't be found in my rooms. He caught up the pistol from the 
Quick-there's a way out at the cloth, slipped it into the table drawer, 
back-" and closed it. 
" Too late for that," he said quietly. " Open the door. Let him in." 

CONTINUE THIS STORY NEXT WEEK 

Prison Rain Checks 
ALL the prisoners of the Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island, jail were 

l"\. recently released from the prison on tickets-of-leave. It happened when 
the insane hospital burned down. Having no other place to put the 

maniacs, and feeling safer with the convicts at large than the violently insane 
patients of the hospital, the authorities emptied the prison cells and told the 
inmates that they might go free until they found another place for the insane. 

The city fathers of Charlottetown should have got together with those 
of Grandville, Michigan, for that town has a calaboose that they have no 
use for. The jail was inside the village hall and was left intact when recently 
they tore the hall down. Since a new structure was being built, they decided 
that they had no further use for the calaboose and offered it for sale for 
one hundred dollars cash. 

Here's a job for a good detective to solve the mystery of how Charlotte
town can make use of Grandville's jail, and receive rewards for good service 
to both communities. 

-Jay Carter. 



City Slicker 
t .  40 T'fE:.. By Ernest M. Poate 

Hastings watched that slowly ..,.. �::;;;;::� 
openinll door 

Ha3ting3 Knew More Than Any 
Bunch of Hicks. He Knew, for 

Instance, How to Murder One 
and Fool the R est Completely 

C
LARENCE HASTINGS was 
. sick with rage. He slashed again 
at his horse's flank, and the whip ings's lips. " You would, would you ?" 

broke in his hand. He stared at its he muttered, drunkenly, and kicked the 
splintered stock, breathing heavily, balky animal. 
spent and shaking with blind, animal Someone laid a hand upon his shout-
fury. der. Hastings turned, staring dully. 
The handsome bay gelding did not His eyes were blood-shot, his lips trem

move. Feet planted firmly, head low- bled ; he seemed far gone · in drink, 
ered, back a trifle arched, i t continued though he was quite sober. 
to balk stubbornly. Clarence Hastings " Listen, Mister Hastings," said a 
scrambled out of his rubber-tired run- placative voice. " That won't do no 
about and groped his way, swaying a good. You're liable to lame him. Be
little, toward the beast's head. I t sides," as Hastings shook himself free, 
looked around at him, ears laid back, " he'll kick the daylights out of you 
the whites of its eyes showing ; its in a minute." 
sides, scored with whip-marks, heaved ; Clarence Hastings swung back a 
it snorted defiance, hind feet dancing, foot, and the other, a tall, raw-boned 
fore-feet wide-set and firm-planted as individual with a long, thin, sadly hu
ever. morous face, sighed in perplexity. 
There was foam on Clarence Hast- " You're just making a show of your-

117 
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self," he argued. " Ever'body's look· 
ing at you. Better take the flivver and 
drive home, and leave me lead him in, 
after." 
Clarence Hastings shook his head, 

as though to clear it. His vague stare 
focussed ; he looked around, still pant· 
ing and shaking. 

He stood in the middle of Grant· 
ville's wide main street. All around, 
from parked cars, from wagons and 
buggies standing by the curb, from the 
sidewalks, from store windows, folk 
stared at him solemnly, and turned 
their heads to whisper, and stared 
again. Beneath Hastings's furious 
gaze, their faces were expressionless, 
but from the corners of his eyes the 
harassed man saw how they grinned 
and winked as soon as his glance 
passed them. Hastings drew a deep 
breath, and passed a hand across his 
forehead. Damned hicks ! Of course 
they were looking at him, laughing at 
him, gloating over his misfortune, as 
they had ever since he first came to 
Grantville. 

" All right, Taylor," he agreed, un· 
steadily. His fury past, he was shaken 
by self-pity : he could have wept. " All 
right. You take care of the blasted 
brute, and let me get out of this." He 
started toward the little car which was 
parked close by, and stopped short. 

Beyond it stood a gaunt, stooped 
old man, clad in faded overalls and 
torn red sweater. He was chewing to
bacco vigorously ; his wispy, gray chin 
beard wagged to the movement of 
toothless jaws. Seeing Clarence Hast
ings, the old man grinned widely. 

" Guaranteed yuh he'd stand with· 
out hitching !" he cackled. " Heh, 
heh !" 
The man called Taylor came toward 

them with long, awkward strides, and 
laid his hand again upon Clarence 

Hastings's shoulder. " You'll just 
make it worse," he urged, in an under
tone. " Just don't pay any attention 
to him, boss. Just go on home." 

For an instant Hastings, tall, thick
shouldered and dangerous, towered 
above the little old man, then he yield
ed to Taylor's plucking hand. 
" M-making a show of myself," he 

mumbled, thickly. " You could have 
told me, Lamont." 
" Tried to," said Lamont Taylor, 

laconically. " Yuh wouldn't listen." 
"Well, anyway-" Hastings climbed 

into the flivver and stamped upon its 
starter. " Well, anyway, I 'll fix that 
old Dodge Morgan for this !" 

He let in the clutch and drove off 
with a clashing and grinding of gears, 
while Taylor stared after him, sighing. 

CLARENCE HASTINGS drove 
back to his new-bought farm, 
four miles out of Grantville, his 

mind a welter of sick regret and dis
gust. Why on earth had he ever been 
fool enough to want to settle out here 
in the sticks ? He must have been 
crazy. Nothing had worked out as 
he'd expected. 

City born and bred, Clarence Hast
ings had always cherished a secret 
longing for farm li fe. Always he had 
dreamed of a healthy, leisurely, out
door existence ; of managing a model 
farm, to the envious admiration of the 
surrounding natives. Thus, as a youth 
of nineteen years, he had jumped at 
the chance of becoming office-boy to 
the editor of the F,arming Journal; it 
was next best, he told himself, to coun
try life, and he would learn a lot which 
must be of use to him later. 
He remained on the staff of the 

Farming Journal for ten years, work
ing his way up from office-boy to as
sistant editor. With the help of Pouis-
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sant on " Disease:; of Domestic Ani
mals," he conducted a column of veter
inary advice to the apparent satisfac
tion of all, and thus convinced him
self-though he scarcely knew a cow 
from a horse-that he was an au
thority on farm animals. For a while, 
also, he substituted for " Aunt Alice," 
and conducted her column of Advice 
to Young Lovers. 
And then, a year ago, his Uncle 

James, whom he had never seen, died 
and left him a modest fortune-thirty
five thousand dollars. It wasn't riches, 
but it was enough. Forthwith, he 
bought himself a farm, and stocked it 
lavishly, and settled down, so he as
sured himself, to a life of happiness in 
the country. Armed with the knowl
edge acquired during his years on the 
Farming Journal, he could not help 
succeeding. He'd be able to farm so 
much better than the ordinary dull 
country hick ; they would all admire 
him, and envy him, and seek his ad
vice. Meanwhile, in his spare time, he 
would write the Great American 
Novel. 
In spite of his longing for a farm

er's l i fe, Clarence Hastings held the 
born city man's patronizing scorn for 
all real hicks. He took it for granted 
that they must acknowledge his su
periority, must see him as a man of 
wider vision, of more culture, than 
themselves-and also, of course, as a 
much better farmer. He would be the 
big toad, even if his puddle were small. 

It hadn't worked out that way. It 
hadn't been like that at all. From the 
very first, these ungrateful hicks had 
been aloof, suspicious, quietly sarcas
tic. They had even seemed secretly 
an1used, had been inclined to act as 
though he were the hick and they
Heaven knew why - were wiser and 
more experienced than he. 

He had hired Lamont Taylor to run 
the farm- under his direction, of 
course. Hastings did not intend to 
stoop to drudgery, himself. Taylor 
did the actual plowing and dragging 
and seeding and harvesting, while he 
mapped out operations. And Taylor's 
wi fe, Sally, did the cooking and house
work. 
At first he had supervised the work 

. very closely, ignoring his employee's 
suggestions. But after a few trivial 
errors, such as planting buckwheat in 
April, he withdrew yery gradually, 
until Lamont Taylor practically ran 
the place unaided. The man was good 
enough, Clarence Hastings admitted, 
grandly, to manage the ordinary rou
tine : he, the boss, could concentrate 
upon matters of strategy, such as the 
rotation of crops. And Taylor was 
always respectful ; he had never caught 
the fellow grinning behind his back, as 
so many of the neighbors did. 
The attitude of those neighbors per

plexed Hastings. He couldn't under
stand them. One would have thought 
they'd be grateful, but they not only 
failed to act upon his freely given ad
vice, they seemed to resent it. They 
even joked about it, led him on, in the 
stores or at the milk station, to give 
his views, and then laughed almost 
openly. He had come to Grantville in 
February, and now, though it was only 
December, he was already convinced 
that he had made a mistake. 

But his gradually growing resent
ment against these ungrateful hicks 
had not crystallized unti l now. Old 
Dodge Morgan, whose house was 
scarcely a hundred yards from Hast
ings's, though on another road, had 
been disagreeable throughout, and had 
more than hinted that Clarence Hast
ings knew nothing about farming. At 
last, only yesterday, Morgan had driv-
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en up behind this very bay gelding, 
and had offered to trade for Clarence's 
driving-horse. 

Secure in the knowledge acquired 
on the Farming Journal, Hastings had 
agreed. He knew horse-flesh, he told 
himself ; this old rube wouldn't get the 
better of him. He hadn't asked for a 
guaranty, preferring to depend upon 
his own judgment. Remembering this 
now, Clarence Hastings flushed darkly. 

Taylor had tried to d.issuade him, 
too, but he had made the trade. And 
Dodge Morgan, driving off behind 
Clarence's neat little roan mare, had 
called back, chuckling : 

" You don't need no guarantee, see
ing as you know all about horses. But 
I 'll guarantee yuh this much : he'll 
stand without hitching. Yes, sir-ee. 
Anywheres !" 
Remembering, Clarence Hastings 

ground his teeth. The dirty, cheating 
old skunk ! He'd done it deliberately, 
just to make a better man ridiculous : 
and Clarence knew, now, that he had 
been driving about the . countryside, 
spreading the story, ever since. No 
wonder all those rubes downtown had 
stared and giggled ! They'd been ex
pecting just this. And he, Clarence 
Hastings, had been held up for the 
ridicule of hicks by this ·evil old man 
. • • He wouldn't live it down for 
years • • •  

II' 

CLARENCE drove faster, so that 
his flivver bounced and skidded 
over rough, frozen roads. It was 

cold and raw ; four inches of snow cov
ered the fields, and the roads were rut
ted with frozen mud. Why on earth 
had he ever been fool enough to come 
out here into the sticks ? 
His thoughts returned to Dodge 

Morgan. Against this old man he fo-

cussed all his disappointment, all the 
bitterness accumulated in his heart. 
Dodge Morgan became a symbol. He 
stood for all the troubles Clarence had 
had in Grantville. To the man's heat
ed brain it began to seem that Dodge 
Morgan was to blame for everything. 
Yes, it was a personal matter, now. 

Old Morgan had challenged him, had 
thrown down the gauntlet. He must 
get the better of Dodge Morgan, or he 
could never hold up his head again. 

He'd punish thai old cheat. He'd 
fix the fellow so-Clarence Hastings 
drove into his dooryard and stopped. 
Sitting in the flivver, he stared across 
the snow-covered field toward Dodge 
Morgan's house, and smiled a slow, 
cruel smile. He'd show these hicks ! 
He'd prove himself smarter than any 
of them, as a city man should be. He'd 
find a way to punish Dodge Morgan, 
and no one-not one of these smart 
alecks-would ever guess how it was 
done, or that he had done it . . • 

Dodge Morgan must die. It wasn't 
just that horse-trade, Clarence told 
himself : it was because the old fool 
had humiliated him, had gone out of 
his way to make him appear ridiculous. 
It was because-it was because he 
hated the toothless, grinning old fool, 
as he hated the whole village of Grant
ville, and its .hayseed inhabitants. 
Dodge Morgan must· suffer for the 
rest, whom· he could not reach. 

Hastings went into the farm-house, 
and to his. own study. This was a 
large downstairs room, which faced 
Dodge Morgan's house. Looking out 
of the window, Clarence could see it 
across a snow-covered field, some three 
hundred feet away. The field · lay vir
gin, its snow untracked, for there was 
no intercourse between the two houses. 
For all they saw of him, Morgan might 
have lived . two miles away, for his 
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house faced another road, so that one ment, nightly. One could have set a 
must drive a mile or more to the cross- watch by his movements. 
road, down that, and back along the All that was splendid, Hastings told 
other highway, to reach it. himself. And that very evening, be-

Clarence Hastings rubbed his hands hind a locked door, he busied himsel f 
together with a pleased smile. Already in his study, making necessary arrange
his plan was complete. He glanced ments. He removed the head-set and 
about the room. On a table at one side ear tubes from his dictophone, and 
stood the dictophone which he used in after · some tinkering succeeded in 
composing the Great American Novel fastening that old megaphone to the 
that should one day astonish the coun:- machine with adhesive plaster. Thus 
try. Being unwilling to pay for a secre- he had a fairly adequate horn. 
tary, he was accustomed to dictate into Now he slipped a filled cylinder into 
this machine, and to send the com- place, and started the machine. His 
pleted cylinders to town for transcrip- own voice came back to him through 
tion there. This, also, he decided, the megaphone, distinct and clear, and 
should bear its part in his scheme. On almost as loud as if he were really 
the wall hung a battered old mega- speaking. Fine ! Tomorrow he would 
phone, relic of Clarence's days as cheer start the machine when no one was 
leader for the Bronx high school foot- about, and make sure that it could be 
. ball team. This, too, he could use. heard through the closed door. La-

He sat himself down and pondered mont Taylor and his wi fe were accus
deeply. Yes, the scheme was water- tamed to sit in the dining-room, just 
tight. He couldn't be suspected ; or, outside the study door ; they must be 
if he was, he'd have an unshakable able to hear. 
alibi. All he need do was wait for a Last of all, with an alarm-clock 
snow-storm, or for this snow to melt, from which he had removed the bell, 
so that his tracks wouldn't show across and with some bits of string, Clarence 
that field. Hastings constructed an ingenious de-

A snow-storm would be better, he vice, whereby the jerkings of the 
decided. It would make the matter so .. alarm-clapper moved levers, and thus 
much more puzzling. Meanwhile, lie reset the dictophone, so that it would 
would watch and perfect his know!- play the same! record over again. 
edge of Dodge Morgan's habits. Now let it snow ! 

Each evening after supper, it was He was forced to wait for a week 
Clarence Hastings's habit to enter his and more. He grew nervous and un
study-room, and there, behind locked easy ; he could not sleep, but lay awake 
doors, to dictate for an hour or two enacting and re-enacting the drama 
upon his book. It was understood, al- which he had plaimed. Exhausted, he 
ready, that at such times he must not dropped into slumber troubled by hor
be disturbed. Each evening at seven rid nightmares. His temper grew short ; 
o'clock, too, as he was aware, old he could not eat. Lamont Taylor and 
Dodge Morgan emerged from his back his wife worried about him, but he 
door, lantern in hand, and went to the snarled at their solicitude. The strain 
barn to bed down his stock. With the increased, until he could have screamed 
finicky exactness of an old bachelor, aloud. Fi fty times a day he examined 
he :.tppeared at exactly the same mo- the heavens tensely, searching for 
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signs of snow. Time stretched intermi
nably, yet all his sufferings merely 
fixed his purpose more firmly. Dodge 
Morgan should pay, also, for this time 
of anguish. 

AND at last, after a morning of 
.t'1. dampness and chill, raw mist that 

was full of the sounds of water, 
dripping from the eaves, trickling 
along the ground beneath the snow, 
there came a change. It grew colder ; 
thick, gray clouds spread across the 
sky. Lamont Taylor rubbed a shoul
der and said : 

" They'll be snow before night. My 
rheumatiz is worse." 

Clarence Hastings drew a long, 
quivering breath. His hands clenched ; 
he oould have shouted aloud. Taylor 
:was right, he knew ; the man was al
:ways right about the weather. Well, 
it was high time-yes, and long past 
time ! 

He watched the sky all day, unmind
ful of the others' curious glances ; and 
at last, an hour before nightfall, he 
saw the first feathery flake of snow 
come drifting down. It was still thaw
ing ; the snow upon the ground had 
diminished perceptibly, but at last there 
was to be a storin. Clarence could not 
wait. 

The early winter dusk fell, earlier 
even than usual because of the gray 
skies, and now it began to snow in 
earnest-great, soft, feathery flakes 
that dropped wetly, and melted on the 
window-panes, making them opaque. 

Hastings choked down a tasteless 
supper, and at six o'clock locked him
self into his study. 

" Got a lot to do tonight," he said, 
and his voice was strange in his own 
ears. " Don't bother me for anything." 

Within his own room, !)hades drawn 
tight-though the window-panes now 

began to frost over, so that none could 
have seen through them-Clarence 
Hastings set to work with fingers odd
ly numb and clumsy. He rigged up his 
dictophone, · fastened the megaphone in 
place, slipped on a cylinder and played 
it over. It sounded exactly like his 
own voice ; and he knew by last week's 
tests that it could be heard outside in 
the dining-room, where Taylor sat. 

Now he ran a shade up part way, 
rubbed the glass clean and began to 
watch the formless bulk of Dodge 
Morgan's house, s c a r c e  1 y visible 
through the thickening snow. Yet he 
could see a lamp there . •  , Absently, 
he talked aloud, at random, saying he 
knew not what. He must make sounds, 
must convince the Taylors that he was 
here. 

He had a record already prepared : 
a half-chapter from his novel. With 
a cunning forethought which he was 
forced to admire, he had interspersed 
the dictation with a bit of whistling, 
and a strain from some old song. It 
was his habit when working to whistle 
occasionally, or hum a tune ; and to
night, of all nights, everything 

·
must 

sound right. 
Time dragged and dragged,. but at 

last it · was five minutes to seven. He 
wound his  alarm clock, rigged its 
strings, . adjusted them. Now, when 
he started the dictophone it would run 
through that prepared record. Within 
a minute or two afterward, the alarm 
would go off, and its bell-less clapper 
would jerk the strings, re-setting the 
machine so that it would play the same 
record over again . . . That, he calcu
lated, would give him plenty of time. 

Now ! He must go. He drew a deep 
breath, opened the window' wide, 
reached back to start the dictophone 
and slipped out. As he lowered him
self to the ground, only a few feet be-
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low, he heard the dictophone blare 
forth : 
" Amy was filled with sudden fear. 

She screamed aloud-" 
He chuckled, and set his face toward 

Dodge Morgan's house. The window 
he closed again, save for a crack. 

III 

THE air was thick with snow. 
Clarence Hastings noted this 
with satisfaction. If Taylor or 

his wife should glance out of a window 
--even though the glass had not been 
frosted over-they couldn't see far. It 
had grown much colder ;  there were 
icicles on the window-sill, and the snow 
flakes which had been large and soft 
and feathery were small now, ar1d hard. 
They cut into his cheeks sharply. But 
the snow underfoot was still wet ; it 
packed beneath his feet, and clung to 
their soles. 
Hastings hurried across the field, 

head bent against the snow that drove 
into his face. He could see nothing of 
Dodge Morgan's house except the dim 
glowing of a lamp in the window. He 
shivered violently, between cold and 
nervousness, for he wore no coat or 
hat. It had seemed best that Taylor 
and his wife should know he had no 
overcoat in his room. 

Here was Morgan's house. He al
most blundered into it. Now he groped 
his way along the wall, to the back 
door. He'd have to hurry. It must be 
almost seven. He fancied he could hear 
the old man's shuffling steps, inside. 

Beside the back door was a woodpile, 
and beside the woodpile, its blade stick
ing into a chopping-block, there should 
be a double-bitted axe. Clarence had 
often watched the old man out - here, 
splitting wood . . . The axe must be 
here : it must, or his whole plan was 
ruined ! 

At last ! He found it leaning against 
the wall, and breathed hard as he 
swung it tcctatively. Now let Dodge 
Morgan emerge when he would. A sud
den chill gripped Clarence Hastings : he 
shuddered convulsively, a faint, cold 
nausea stirring within him. But he 
dare not think, now, of what he was 
about to do. 

There came Dodge Morgan, now ! 
He heard the old man's step : waiting 
breathlessly, he followed his victim's 
leisurely movements, while snow flakes 
dri fted steadily down and whitened his 
shoulders and his uncovered head. The 
old man was lighting his lantern. 
Clarence heard the clink of glass as he 
closed its chimney • • .  And now Dodge 
Morgan's hand was upon the door
knob. 
Clarence Hastings poised himself ;  he 

swung the axe up and back. His eyes 
were upon the crack of that back door 
as it widened slowly, slowly . . .  

Out came Dodge Morgan, stooped 
and frail and unsuspicious. By the light 
of the swinging lantern the old man's 
face showed as if contorted into a 
toothless grin. Clarence shifted a foot ; 
his grip tightened upon the axe-helve ; 
he swung his weapon furiously, striking 
downward with all his force, straight 
upon the old man's unprotected head . . •  

Dodge Morgan fell without a cry. 
The lantern dropped from his limp 
hand, rolled over twice, and flickered 
out. 

No need for another blow. 1\'forgan 
was dead-rather horribly dead. The 
murderer dropped his axe and fled 
across the snow-covered field. 

His thoughts raced aimlessly, like 
mice in a cage, around and around. 
Could he ever forget that last glance at 
Dodge Morgan's gashed head ? But 
he mustn't think of such things now. It 
was snowing harder than ever, and the 
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murderer noticed this with delight. Al
ready the tracks he had left on the way 

· over were drifted almost full ; in ten 
-minutes no one could guess that any 
man had passed that way. 
Already his blind, plunging run had 

brought him home. Half amused, half 
frightened, Clarence saw that he had 
almost missed the corner of his house. 
What i f he'd lost his way in the snow 
and dark ? What i f he'd passed by the 
house, to wander on through the cold ? 

He hadn't. He was safe, now, his 
lighted window only ten feet away. He 
changed his course. 
Another thirty seconds, and he had 

· pushed the sash up, had scrambled into 
- the warm, quiet room. Clarence Hast
ings shook himself violently, brushed 
off what snow he could, and closed the 
window behind him. That trusty dicto
phone was still at work, grinding out 

· his own words : 
" The· woman sobbed faintly. Now 

she was alone indeed, deserted by her 
last friend. Now-" 
Let it go on. Let it finish, while he 

caught his breath ; then he would take 
its place, and dictate another ehapter. 
He was flushed with triumph, now he 
felt quite in the mood to write a 
masterpiece. Hadn't he just proved his 
own ingenuity, his own genius ? He 
guessed Dodge Morgan wouldn't laugh 
at him again. None of these hicks 
�ould dare laugh at him now, if they 
knew . . •  
In high good humor, Clarence Hast

ings began to sing to himself : " Betty 
Co-ed with eyes of blue !" He bustled 
about, chuckling beneath his breath ; he 
removed the megaphone and hung it in 
its proper place upon the wall. He un
tied those strings, screwed the bell of 
the alarm-clock back into place and set 
the clock upon its shelf. Everything 
was in shape, now. 

He gave a final glance about. The 
room was orderly ; nothing was out of 
·place. His coat was drying rapidly, 
hung over a chair-back by the stove. 
He took off his wet shoes and tucked 
them beneath the sofa in one corner, 
putting on a pair of slippers. Seven
twenty, the clock said. It hadn't taken 
him long ! 

Hastings opened the door. In the 
dining-room, Lamont and Sally Taylor 
sat by the table. The man read a news
paper, while his wife darned socks. 
They both glanced up, surprised. 
" I'm out of matches," said Hastings. 

" What time is it ?" 
Lamont Taylor consulted his silver 

watch. " Seven-twenty-two. Ain't go
. ing to quit work this early, be you ?" 

" No-o. But I think I'll leave the 
door open. It's getting colder. I've 
got some writing to do." ,c. 

He took a few matches from the safe 
on the mantelpiece, and went back into 
the study, being careful to leave the 
door open so that Taylor, whenever he 
looked up, could not fail to see him 
there, bent over his desk. Now who, 
the man asked himself in secret tri
umph, who could ever dream that he 
had left this house tonight-"-that he had 
been gone long enough .to commit a 
murder ? 

IV 

C
LARENCE HASTINGS s 1 e p t 
well that night, and awoke just 
as the sun's bright rim peered 

over the eastern hills. He leaped out 
of bed and ran to the window. As far 
as the eye could reach, the fields all 
about lay white and virgin, unmarked 
by any foot-fall. Clarence laughed 
aloud. 

A hundred yards a\vay, Dodge Mor
gan's house stood empty, and all about 
it lay untrodden fields. When, -at last, 
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these hicks found the old man's snow
covered corpse, they'd be puzzled in
deed. Likely they'd think his murderer 
had come in an airplane, or maybe that 
he'd worn wings. They were fools 
enough, the stupid, superstitious idiots ! 
But certainly he, Clarence Hastings, 
could never be suspected. Even if that 
untrodden expanse of white hadn't 
proved his innocence, Lamont Taylor 
and his wife would swear that he'd 
been in his own room every minute. 
Clarence dressed light-heartedly, 

humming to himself. His conscience 
was untroubled ; he felt no emotion, 
save a mild curiosity. He wondered 
when and how the old man's corpse 
would be discovered, that was all. 

It came rather sooner than he had 
expected. While they were at break
fast the telephone rang, af!d over the 
party-line Sally Taylor heard the news. 
She retaileu it to the men, interrupting 
herself with exclamations of horror. 

Some wicked tramp had murdered 
Dodge Morgan with his own axe, it 
seemed. The driver of the milk-truck 
had found the old man's milk-stand 
empty of cans, and, seeing no smoke 
from his chimney, had gone to investi
gate. Almost at once, he had stumbled 
over Dodge Morgan's frozen body. 
" I declare to goodness !" cried Sally 

Morgan. " Lamont, didn't I tell you 
they must be somepin wrong ? We could 
hear the cows bellering so, Mister 
Hastings : didn't you hear them ? I 
knew Dodge couldn't of milked this 
morning. It does beat all what these 
tramps'll do. I do hope the sheriff 
catches him right away. Why, we 
might all be murdered in our beds !" 
At ten o'clock, Sheriff Earl Farley 

appeared, lank and stoop-shouldered 
and taciturn, tugging at his drooping 
mustache, to ask a few inept questions. 
Clarence Hastings could scarcely keep 

a straight face, the fellow was so 
obviously bewildered and helpless. 

" Can't you tell anything by the 
tracks ?" he asked, and the sheriff 
blinked faded eyes. 

" They wasn't any tracks," he ex
plained, dully. " Snowed most all night, 
and covered 'em all up. Maybe-" But 
he broke off here, his faded eyes 
wandering, and tugged again at his 
mustache. 

" Didn't you have a kind of a run-in 
with old Dodge ?" he asked Hastings, 
vaguely. " Seems as if I'd heard-" 

Clarence forced a laugh. " Oh, no ! 
Nothing, only he kind of did me on a 
horse-trade. But I didn't hold anything 
against him for that. You ought to 
. get busy, Sheriff," he went on, severely. " You ought to get right to work and 
catch the scoundrel that killed poor old 
Mr. Morgan. Maybe if you got some 
good detective down from the city-:" 

" Oh," said Sheriff Farley. " Yes. 
A city detective . . .  Uh-huh. We-ell, 
likely he mightn't know so much about 
how things goes out here in the sticks." 

His manner was entirely courteous ; 
there was no least hint of a smile upon 
his sadly solemn face. But Clarence 
Hastings flushed darkly. Still rubbing 
it in, were they, about his being from 
the city ? Maybe if they knew, they 
wouldn't be so smart. 
" Of eourse you'll have to manage it 

your own way,'' said Clarence Hastings 
stiffiy. " Only, I 'll bet you never catch 
the man." 
" Likely we won't. You never can 

tell." Sheriff Farley sighed, and 
turned away. 

T
HEREAFTER, nothing seemed 
to happen. Dodge Morgan's 
murder furnished a topic of con

versation all over the county ; it was 
discussed and re-discussed, and every 
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· farmer within twenty miles had his sky. " We're about due for the January 
own theory and his own suggestions. - thaw," he prophesied. 
But Sheriff Farley did nothing except · It grew warmer momently, and by 
sit around his tiny office in the Grant- · dusk it was raining steadily : a straight, 
:ville jail. . dreary downpour that melted ici<;les 

Exasperated, Clarence Hastings from the eaves like hot water. The 
taxed him with his inefficiency. night was filled with the sounds of 

" Why don't you do something ?" he water dripping, running, gurgling : . it 
demanded. Already it had begun to ." dripped from the roo( it pattered down 
seem to Hastings as if some stranger from the sky, it trickled and ran in 
had committed this crime. He had al- growing streams along the ruts of the 
most forgotten his own part in it. frozen roads. Across the fields, in 

Sheriff Farley only eyed him mourn- swales and low-lying places, small 
fully, and tugged at a drooping mus- rivulets appeared, and ran together into 
· tache. · " Do something ?" he repeated. brooks. The January thaw had set in. 
" W'y, Mister Hastings, I am ! • • • 

V · I'm a-waiting." 
Hastings laughed aloud, sneeringly. CLARENCE HASTINGS went to 

He felt perfectly secure. " Waiting for bed quite cheerfully, filled with a 
what ?" he challenged. " For Christ- sense of well-being. He lay ariel 
mas ?" admired his own cleverness until the 

" N  o-o. Prob'ly it'll be some time · restful sound of the niin lulled him to 
after New Year's." And with that sleep. 
· cryptic ·utterance the sheriff left the He over-slept. It was full clay when 
subject. · he awoke, and the cain was still falling 
And so things went on very much as steadily. He yawned, and dressed 

before, and Clarence Hastings felt himself, and descended the stairs. 
quite happy and content. He had proved The dining-room was empty, :but he 
· his own superior cleverness ; he'd : heard voices from his own ro6m, and 
punished his chief enemy, and if these · so stepped to the door and peered in. · hicks only knew what he knew, they'd Lamont Taylor stood there, looking 
realize that he was a man to be feared. very uncomfortable, and, strangely, 
Maybe, he told himself, relishingly, Sheriff Earl Farley was with him. The 
· he'd kill another of them some day, two men turned at Hastings's entry and 
just to keep his hand in. It was eyed him unsmilingly. 
easy-almost too easy to be interesting. Then the sheriff went on talking ; he 
. Christmas came, and passed, and ignored the owner of this ho.use. " You 

New Year's Day also. And the weather say you heard him, 'Mont ? What's he 
continued to be bright and cold, and doing-talking to himsel f ?" 
the snow lay on the ground un- Taylor fidgeted. " W'y, no. Talk
diminished. The first week of January ing into that thing. He-he's writing 

· passed, and the second. a novel-book." 
And then, one afternoon, the skies " Huh." The sheriff bent over the 

clouded ov�r, and a warm, damp wind dictophone, breathil!g hard. " Kind of a 
blew up fr�m the south; and it began graphophone, ain't it ? Yeah. Well, 
to rain in · little gusts and spatters. couldn:t it of been 'this here that you 
Lamont Taylor squinted at the western · heard, and not him at all ?" 
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Clarence Hastings had begun to per
spire freely. He wiped his forehead 
with an unsteady hand. " You can't 
hear it," he put in, and his voice was 
strained. " You have to wear these 
ear-pieces, see ?" 
" It's just like a regular grapho

phone," the sheriff argued. " S'posing 
he fixed a horn onto it ? They's one 
hanging up there." He pointed to the 
megaphone on the wall. " I bet any
body could hear it outside, then." 
He turned, and for the first time ad

dressed Clarence Hastings. " Want to 
try and see ?" he challenged. 

Clarence strove to seem bewildered. 
" I  don't know what you're talking 
about." 
" About old Dodge Morgan being 

killed, a while back." 
" But- But you can't- I was right 

here in this room. Taylor and his wife 
saw me-heard me. You can't 
prove-" 

" Heard you, or this here ?" inquired 
Farley, skeptically. 
Clarence Hastings began to tremble. 

His knees knocked together. This sud
den attack unnerved him. Then he 
plucked up heart. " Fiddlestick !" he 
cried boldly. " I'd have left tracks, 
wouldn't I, i f  I'd gone out ?" 
The sheriff laid a hand upon his 

shoulder, and led him gently toward 
the window. Clarence resisted hope
lessly, but his fascinated eyes were 
drawn in the direction of the other's 

pomtmg finger. He stared through 
the glass. 

Outside, the field lay bare and 
brown ; the snow had vanished, washed 
away by last night's thaw. The field 
was bare and brown-except where a 
series of shapeless, dirty-white lumps 
led straight to Dodge Morgan's house 
and back again in a double line. They 
were gouts of stained and frozen snow, 
and some of them still preserved vague
ly the imprint of a man's foot. 
" I  was just waiting for this thaw," 

said the sheriff, mildly, " to see if some
thing like this hadn't happened. They 
wasn't any tracks acrosst that field be
fore Dodge Morgan died, because 
'Mont, here, remembers. And that night 
it snowed." He paused, a contemptu
ous pity in his faded eyes. 
" Seems like," said Sheriff Farley, 

" seems like even a city slicker had 
oughta know that foot-marks in wet 
snow '11 pack down so's you can see 
'em when there comes a thaw." 

Clarence Hastings said nothing. His 
tongue was thick and numb ; he could 
not control it. His shoulders were 
bowed, and a tight pand seemed drawn 
about his forehead. 

But he must say something, must 
deny, excuse. He wet his lips. 
" The--the axe slipped," he mut

tered, and stopped short. What had he 
said ? 
" Better not say anything more," 

advised Sheriff Farley, almost kir.dly. 



Canned Justice 

It Was Spagna,s Plan to 
Kill Hu Master While 
He. Spagna, Stood Wilh
in S;ght of T weloe People 

-a Perfect Alibi 

By Arnold S. Young 

"Do not rear," 
S pa g n a  said.  

11 "Wait for orders" 

side. " You are afraid ?" He 
found an answer in Alonzo's fur
tive eyes ; an answer that made 

him laugh derisively. 
" It is well that I have found you 

out. Since it is bad when cowards 
f' 

T
ONIGHT I will kill him !" said mix in murders, I release you from our 

H ugo Spagna. The sibilant agreement. Alone I will kill that 
threat .came from the gash Tierney dog. But mark this well. All 

of a mouth that was the finishing the profits shall be mine." 
touch to his vicious face and mood. A A mute plea appeared in Alonzo's 
confident gleam in his smouldering eyes. 
black eyes, he caressed the revolver " You-you will lend me the money 
with the silencer. " Tonight you will as you promised, Hugo ?" 
help me right many wrongs, Alonzo." " No ! You have ruined my plans. 

The heavy-set man in the chair by It is only just that I ruin yours." 
the window squirmed and ran pudgy Spagna laughed again. " When the 
fingers around the collar of his blue prison doors close on you, regret will 
shirt. " I do not like this business," he eat your heart out. You will soon 
mumbled. " Yesterday they electro- learn that it would have been better to 
cuted Jimmy Hale. He too planned help me-even i f  you were to die in 
what you call the perfect murder." the chair-than live in that hell for 

Spagna's eyes narrowed. Three twenty years." 
quick steps brought him to the other's Alonzo gasped. 

128 
" T-twenty years ?" 

8 D- 1 1 
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" Fool ! Count yourself lucky if  you 
get less. One pays heavily for the 
crime you committed-that kind of an 
assault. But since you prefer prison 
to a 

'
few minutes safe work with 

me . • • " He shrugged his narrow 
shoulders and gesticulated idly. 

A head of perspiration rolled down 
Alonzo's temple. He weakened. " There 
will be no mistakes, Hugo ? No small 
error that will pave the way to the 
chair-for both of us ?" 

Spagna walked over and laid a hand 
on his -friend's trembling arm. " We 
cannot fail," he purred. " Tierney 
himself has set the stage and insured 
our success, I will strike at the earliest 
moment ; then meet you at my room
ing house, We will take a train to 
Philadelphia. At noon tomorrow the 
steamship Fiorenza sails for Barce
lona. Ah, Alonzo, I picture the district 

. attorney's rage when he discovers that 
you have jumped bail and disappeared 
on the eve of your trial. I picture us 
back in dear old Spain with pockets 
full of money for sweet wines and fair 
ladies, For many years we shall live 
handsomely on the profits of this 
night's work." 

Alonzo moistened his thin lips, 
turned up his worried face. �· Are we 
not fools ? I think always that it were 
better we just be thieves, It is the 
murder that makes my stomach roll, 
Hugo!' 

' 

" It is his l ife I want more than all 
else !" Spagna said. " For years the 
dog has abused my very soul. Only his 
l ife will make me live contentedly." 

HE paced the room like a lion, with 
Alonzo's worried eyes always on 
his flushed face. Suddenly he 

paused. 
" This very morning the dog loads 

my back with the last straw. I am 
9 D-1 1 

fired, he said, Fired, Alonzo ! After 
suffering his thrusts for five long years, 
But Hugo is clever. Though I itch to 
strangle him, ! make myself as a worm, 
I grovel at his boots ; I beg another 
chance. Because there is to be a party 
tonight, the fool agrees, not knowing 
that long ago I have vowed to kill him 
before I leave his house for the last 
time!' 

" The-the red-headed one is at the 
bottom of  all your troubles, Is it not so, 
Hugo ?" 

" The red-headed one ! There is a 
shrewd brain beneath that curly fire, 
Alonzo, How else does a maid elevate 
herself to be a wealthy man's secre
tary ? And could one so poor as I 
expect favors as of old, once Tierney 
becomes spellbound by her charms ? 
She has cast,.me aside for him-and 
there you have another reason why the 
dog squeals away his last . mirlute of 
l ife tonight. Through her I shall strike 
at him ; through him I shall crush her. 
It has all been thought out, Alonzo ; 
thought out and waiting for this very 
night. I need but your insignificant help 
to collect my dues. You are decided ?" 

Twice Alonzo gulped and thought of 
tomorrow's trial .  " I-I will help you." 

Spagna sucked in a breath of relief. , 
" A sensible decision ! One you shall 

never regret." He thrust the si lenced 
revolver and a bill into Alonzo's quiv
ering hand, " Here is five dollars for 
car fare and drinks to steady your 
poor nerves, At ten o'clock tonight you 
will be at the kitchen window of the 
Tierney house_ In the darkness you 
will be safe. I will call for the gun. 
When I have finished, I will pass it 
back-with enough jewels to make us 
kings in our native village, You re
member the wooden bridge over the 
river behind the house ?" 

�< Y-yes." 
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" You will drop the gun into the 
muddy water and hurry to my room as 
fast as cars and legs will carry you." 
He reached for Alonzo's hand. " I  owe· 
you much, my friend. I will never for
get. Adios." 

But Alonzo sat like one paralyzed. 
" Is it not better you reveal your plans ? 
Perhaps the things that burn within, 
blind you to some small mistakes that 
will pave the way to-" 
" Mistakes ? Bah ! For long, mad

dening years I have kept my mind on 
this. In good time you shall see how 
clever I am and how safe I have 
worked." 

Spagna left the dismal room. Cer
tainly this was a heaven-sent night : the 
long dreamed of night that would 
transform him from a sniveling valet 
and cook to a gentlema,p of leisure in 
that sleepy Spanish village beyond 
Barcelona. He turned his eyes toward 
dark skies and breathed a prayer of 
thanks. 

" I shall laugh when he kisses the 
red-head for the last time ! I shall be 
reborn when the red-head looks on his 
cold face, when the house full of guests 
discover the death of Mr. Hellingswell 
J. Tierney !" 

As he rode toward the remodelled 
farm house on the outskirts of Clear
water, he retraced every step of his 
plan. It was perfect ! 

II 

AT nine o'clock Spagna peered out 
n of the pantry adjoining the lux-

urious dining room. A dozen 
guests lingered over coffee and cig
arettes. At the head of the long table 
dotted with silver candelabras and urns 
filled with chrysanthemums, sat the 
heavy-jowled master. Spagna had eyes 
only for the vulgar diamond shirt 
studs, the huge diamond ring on the 

finger of the hand holding the solia 
gold cigarette holder, the diamond on 
the hand clasped over the carved lion's 
head on the arm of the chair. 
" Red-head !" he growled beneatli 

his breath as his half closed . eyes 
shi fted to the vivid girl at Tierney's 
side. " You do well to hang on his 
every word. Soon he will speak no 
more !" 

He drew back, stepped quickly into 
the kitchen. The extra help had obeyed 
his orders. The untidy room was de
serted. It was time to get down to 
business. He tip-toed up the rear 
stairs, then down a long, soft-carpeted 
hall. 
Quietly he entered the master's bed

room, slipped on a pair of white gloves 
and shifted an oil painting near the 
solid mahogany dresser. It had taken 
him almost two years to get the com
bination o f  the wall safe. A good in
vestment ! In a minute he dropped the 
contents of three jewel caskets into a 
handkerchief, stuffed the white linen 
into his pocket, and padded from the 
room. 
Nerves tingling, he hid the loot be

hind the clock ticking away on top of 
the white cabinet in the kitchen. He 
went back to the pantry and half
heartedly resumed polishing silver
ware. 
An eternity, it seemed, until the 

musical laughter of the red-head dri fted 
to him. He saw her cl inging to his 
arm, leading the guests to the spacious 
living room off to the left. Spagna 
tensed and listened. 
" There are no radios in hell, mas

ter !" he muttered as the blare of im
proper tuning grated on his ears. " And 
you shall dance differently down there 
-soon." 

Twice anxiety got the upper hand, 
made him thrust his head out of the 
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kitchen window and peer into the pitch 
black silence. The third time his heart 
raced. 

" Alonzo," he called cautiously. 
A phantom figure came stealthily to 

him. Without a word a silenced gun, 
balanced on a quivering palm, came 
over the sill. Spagna grasped the 
weapon. 

" Do not fear," he said nervously. 
11 Here is part of a lifetime of easy 
living. You will wait for orders." 
Hugo's finger closed on the precious 

handkerchief. " Hurry, Hugo. Hurry 
lest I-" 

11 Be quiet ! The fools dance and 
drink themselves into a fog. But they 
will serve the same Hugo they wipe 
their clumsy feet on. You shall see." 

He drew away as a familiar voice 
shrilled his name. He dropped the gun 
on the porcelain table, threw a dish 
towel over it. As he entered the pantry, 
the red-head pushed open the door at 
the other end. Spagna approached 
her. 
" Mr. Tierney wants two bottles of 

that last gin and • . • Will you stop 
looking at me like that ?" she said. 

He edged closer, eyes boring into 
her uneasy face. 11 I have never looked 
at you like this before ? You know 
better ! Though I have loved you from 
a distance, time makes me bold and to
night i t suits my purpose to have you 
come here. It is as if you knew how 
much I need your presence. Ah, you 
do not understand ?" 

She backed away from him, face 
.ashen, her fingers brushing the curly 
red hair from her high forehead. " I f  
you touch me I'll tell Mr. T ierney." 

Spagna chuckled. He knew she was 
going to scream. It was not his plan 
to have two people in the kitchen. 
Swift as light he seized her, drew her 
close, sealed her mouth with his l ips. 

Her sharp nails ripped down his cheek. 
The instant his fingers loosened she 
wrenched free and ran out. 

" Perfect !" m u m b I e d Spagna. 
Quickly he entered the kitchen, picked 
up the gun, and stepped behind the 
open door of the broom closet. I f  
things worked as he prayed they 
would, a raving mad Tierney would 
soon come. 

S
PAGNA waited, every nerve tense,. 
eyes riveted to the tiny pane in 
the swinging kitchen door. Music 

and hilarious voices drifted from the 
living room. Those sharp, furious 
steps were the master's ! The red-head 
had fallen into his plans as perfectly 
as though he had rehearsed her. 

" Hugo !" Tierney roared the name 
as he thrust in his head. 

" Here, sir," answered Spagna calm
ly, hoping the master would come 
closer. 

" You swine ! How many times have 
I told you what I'd do if you ever laid 
a finger on Miss Rhodes ? How many 
times . . ." 
His chin sagged ; the fire in his eyes 

died when he saw the weapon in that 
tense hand. 

Spagna grinned. " I treat you 
splendid, do I not ? I let you die to 
music. Because it suits my purpose. 
That damnable jazz will spare your 
guests the shock of hearing you 
scream." 
Tierney stood l ike a man suddenly 

paralyzed. " You-you wouldn't . . .  " 
" I  assure you ! I t will be small pay 

(or the years I 've worked here with 
you ; treating me like a dog, telling me 
what I may and may not do. Then 
those diamonds you wear, that wallet 
from which you have drawn my 
crumbs for five long years. And the 
red-he�d, master, the red-head I might 
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have had but for you. Ah, it is a pity 
lhat I can kill you only once." 

Tierney's head spun. He was in the 
hands of a madman. " You can't do 
this, Hugo," he said, as i f  he knew 
better. 

The steady finger on the trigger 
stiffened. Tierney cried out and spun 
toward the door. A finger of flame 
leaped at him as he reached the table. 
He swayed, steadied himself agains� it, 
his weight moving it back toward the 
dish closet. As he slumped to the tile 
floor, a second b u 1 1  e t plowed into 
his back. 
There was death in that shudder and 

sudden forward pitch. _ 
Without a glance at his victim, 

Spagna peered through the pantry. The 
radio was going full blast ; the guests 
were una ware of events. His eyes 
dropped to the corpse. Without a 
glance to left or right he greedily re
moved the fat wallet from an inner 
pocket of the tuxedo, ripped the studs 
from the glossy shirt front and the 
rings from the fat fingers. Unstrap
ping the expensive wrist -watch, he 
darted to the window. 

" Alonzo !" he breathed. " Alonzo !" 

AHEAD popped up. One look at 
the sprawled figure and Alonzo's 
mouth stood agape. 

" It is done, " whispered Spagna. 
" Done to perfection. Will you cease 
whimpering and listen ? On you both 
our lives may depend. No less ! Here 
are more profits. Take the gun also. 
Do you see that clock on the cabinet ? 
It is now exactly eleven o'clock. You 
will remove the silencer from the gun. 
At precisely five minutes past eleven 
you will lean over this windowsill and 
fire two shots. That is clear ?" 

Alonzo nodded. But suddenly the 
blood left his haggard face. " Hugo ! 

You have made the single mistake. We 
are doomed. 'vV e are-" 
" Shut your fool mouth. Do as I 

say." 
" But don't you see ? T-he bullets will 

imbed themselves in the walls. The 
guests will hear two shots. There will 
be two bullets in the walls, two in his 
body. Four bullets and only two shots 
heard. And if I fire the shots out 
here, that radio inside will drown the 
noise." 

Spagna laughed. " Imbecile ! For 
five years I have figured on this night 
of nights. You will fire the shots in 
this room to make certain they are 
heard. There will be no bullets in the 
walls-because - the four remaining 
chambers are filled with blanks. Fail, 
and electricity will make you much 
warmer than the cowardice that makes 
you sweat now." 
. He t u r n e d  away. · But Alonzo 

snatched at his arm. " I am to throw 
the gun :in the river and then go to 
your room ?" 
" And wait there. The police · will 

probably hold me with the others. But 
they wi-ll prove nothing and I will soon 
be at liberty. 'Adios." 
He inched past · the corpse and en

tered the pantry. All that remained to 
be done was to establish an alibi that 
no sane man could refute. He chuckled 
as he set two bottles of gin on a silver 
tray and nonchalantly walked into the 
living -room. 
The twelve guests were enjoying 

themselves without stint ; the radio was 
still blaring. Spagna could feel the 
red-head looking at him from an easy 
chair in a far corner. He skirted four 
dancing couples, filled every glass in 
sight, gradually, worked around to the 
second of his arch-enemies. He dared 
smile at her. 
" The master orders an apology," 
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he said smoothly. " It is well his heart 
is big and filled with forgiveness." 
She looked straight into his hard 

eyes. " Y  ou'll leave or I will. I'm go
ing to tell him so right this minute." 
Spagna's heart raced. Four minutes 

past eleven ; one full minute to go be
fore the master would be " murdered 
by prowling burglars " ;  but that min
ute loomed like an eternity. Panic seized 
him ; he stood directly in her path. 

" The master has gone down to the 
wine cellar. If you will wait until I 
empty the ash trays, I will inform him 
of your desires." 

But she pushed past him. Spagna's 
nerves snapped. To reach the cellar 
stairs she must pass through the 
kitchen. For hal f a second fear blinded 
him. Then, just as the red-head 
reached the alcove, something snatched 
Spagna back from hell. 
" Dance, Miss Rhodes ?" A tall, 

blond man took her slender arm. 
" I've been waiting all evening to steal 
one away from Mr. Tierney." 

The killer poured out his silent 
thanks in one breath. He began to 
make the round of trays heaped with 
ashes and cigarette stubs. The watch 
on the wrist of a frail looking brunette 
read precisely five minutes after eleven. 

" That f o o I Alonzo !" thought 
Spagna. " It is time. Already these 
people look at me and wish I'd get 
bac.k into my kennel. " 

But he dared not leave the room. 
His very l ife depended on being with
in sight of twelve people when Tierney 
was presumably murdered. His hand 
began to tremble as hour-long seconds 
ticked away. A cold sweat gathered 
on his throbbing temples ; his throat 
felt parched, his tongue thick. Mentally 
he prayed. Then, so suddenly that he 
was genuinely startled, carne the sound 
of sounds ; two sliarp cracks of a gun ! 

The man dancing with the red-head 
was the first to recover his wits. " The 
kitchen !" he shouted, and hurried to
ward it , with the others behind him. 

Spagna grinned as the red-head 
snatched up the phone and whimpered 
a call for the police. And all the while 
her accusing eyes were on his face. 

At the kitchen door the guests 
huddled and jabbered as the blonde 
man squeezed himsel f through. Quick
ly he returned. His face was solemn, 
white ; as i f he were sick to his 
stomach. 
" He-he's dead," he announced 

weakly. " Dead. And his diamonds 
are gone. One of the bullets pierced 
a large can of corn meal. It's still 
dribbling out." 
The red-head's scream brought 

blood rushing to Spagna's face. Never 
had he heard such music. He did not 
try to save her as she sagged in a de�d 
faint. 
" It is perfection itself," he mused. 

" All twelve of them must admit I was 
in the living room when the shots were 
fired. I have not failed." 
There was a smirk on his swarthy 

face as he watched the attempts to re
vive the red-head. 

III 

S
PAGNA rated the police service 
excellent indeed. Shots at eleven
five ; two nattily attired motor 

cycle State Troopers in the living room 
at eleven-fi f teen. 
" Fools ! vVhat can they see or do ?" 

he asked himself as he obeyed orders 
and waited with the others in the l iv
ing room. 
He stood directly opposite the weep

ing red-head. The two young troopers 
were behind the closed kitchen door. 
Suddenly they joined the guests. That 
they should be calm and smiling made 
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the killer feel uneasy. He watched 
them walk over to the red-head and 
gently elbow aside two consoling gen
tlemen. 

" Are you Miss Rhodes ?" the one 
asked softly. 

She choked back a sob, and nodded 
her head. 

" How soon after the shooting did 
you phone ?" 

" Before I reached the kitchen door 
to investigate," the blond man volun
teered. 

" Who was in the kitchen last ?" 
" Hugo. But that was at least ten 

minutes before the shots." 
Spagna returned the trooper's stare. 
" That .correct ?" 
" Exactly five minutes, sir," cor

rected Spagna with a stiff bow. 
" Exactly ?" The trooper grinned, 

looked at his watch. " That makes it 
just fifteen minutes ago." 

" I  am positive, sir, because I looked 
at the clock on the cabinet. Parties 
are no pleasure for me. Since they 
generally break up shortly after mid
night, I keep watching the clock to see 
how much more I must endure." 

" Okay. At eleven sharp you left 
the kitchen. At five minutes after 
eleven Mr. Tierney was murdered. 
Where were you when the shots were 
fired ?" 

" In this room serving refreshments, 
sir," said Spagna amiably. 
" He was right beside me," affirmed 

the frail looking brunette. 
The iron-bound alibi did not affect 

the trooper. But his steady stare an
noyed Spagna. 

" I am indeed fortunate," ventured 
the killer. " Were you not in this room 
at the time, suspicion would point to 
me." 

" \Vhy ?" 
" Since you will doubtlessly learn of 

it soon, I mysel f will tell you that there 
was bad feeling between Mr. Tierney 
and myself." 
" Immaterial !" snapped the trooper. 

Then his sharp blue eyes fell on four 
vivid red lines on Spagna's vicious 
face. " Hello !" he exclaimed, brows 
arched. 

" The price of a kiss," explained 
Spagna, an insinuating glance at the 
red-head. " I t was not worth it." 

Every eye in the room turned on 
him. The glares were wasted. Spagna 
continued to . study both troopers' 
faces ; the one absolutely blank, but 
determined, the other solemn and re
flective. 
" That will be all. You may all go 

home if you want to," said the solemn 
one. " We'll stay until the coroner 
arrives." 

Spagna felt like singing witl1 joy. 
This was assurance of complete success. 
But like a man who cannot drink good 
liquor without some comment, he had 
an irresistible urg.e to talk. 
" The work of prowling burglars, is 

it not ?" he asked. 
" Yep ! The work of . . .  You can go 

whenever you want to. " 
Fighting back a desire to laugh, 

Spagna succeeded , in making a wry 
face. Besides, he'd feel more comfort
able if the red-head went first. 

" I should be honored if I could do 
anything to help catch the thieves. Per
haps it will be better if I . . .  " 

" You'd only be in the way. Good 
night. Pleasant dreams." 

Spagna took his hat and coat from 
the kitchen closet. He went out the 
side door, walked up the cement path 
alongside the squat house, cast a side 
look into the brightly lighted room. He 
chuckled. The troopers were escorting 
the red-head to the front door. 
" Fool !" Spagna grunted. " She 
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might be sailing for Barcelona with 
me, were she not so damned clever." 

AS he walked to the distant inter
n urban trolley line, Spagna began 

to sing a Spanish melody. He 
cut it short as Alonzo's poor nerves 
and fears popped into his mind. 

" A little mistake that will pave the 
way to the chair for both of us ?" He 
mimicked. Then he growled deep in 
his throat. " Imbecile ! When the 
ocean is rough and no boat can be 
manned, I should throw him overboard. 
I t is not right that one with so little 
"faith in Hugo Spagna's ability should 
share the profits." 

He thought of the troopers and 
chuckled. Vvere there two bigger fools 
on earth ? Decidedly not ! 

" Wait unti l I tell Alonzo how they 
begged me to go. ' Good night. Pleasant 
dreams.' Laughable ! While they comb 
the country for a prowling burglar, I 
sail off for sunny Spain. Beyond a 
doubt this is the happiest day of all 
my life." 

It was precisely one o'clock when he 
swung up the stoop of his rooming 
house. 

" It is Dame Fortune," he teased, 
rapping on the flimsy panel. Quickly 
he stepped in. His face clouded. " And 
why are you white _as a sheet and shak
ing as if with ague ?" 
Alonzo backed away, terror in his 

eyes. " Something has happened that 
dooms us, Hugo. I cannot rid myself 
o f  the feeling. Let us hasten. I want 
miles between me and this room, many 
miles.'' 

Spagna held his sides and laughed 
uproariously. " You are as a woman 
who sees in a mouse a ferocious animal. 
The work is finished. We are safer 
than an eel in the river's mud, else the 
police would have me answering c1ues-

tions n ow. 1\nd should anything de
velop later, we shall be on the boat. 
Bring out . the profits, Alonzo, and 
wine, that we may drink to good for
tune." 
Th� steps that carried Alonzo to the 

rumpled bed were weak and hesitant ; 
the fingers that raised the corner of 
the cheap mattress trembled. He gasped 
and let go, hand flying to his mouth, 
bulging eyes toward the door. He 
hurried to Spagna's side. 

" I-I heard a step in the hall !" 
" You are mad," snarled Spagna, 

pushed him aside. In a flash he had 
the loot on the table. " Come, feast 
your eyes on something more comfort
ing than keyholes, Alonzo. Did you 
ever see such pearls ? The dog's gift 
to the red-head, no doubt." 

Alonzo went to the table. The for
tune beneath the flickering gas jet might 
have been paste for all the joy he dis
played. He did not even smile when 
Spagna emptied the fat wallet and 
spread out assorted greenbacks like a 
poker hand. He braced himsel f against 
the table. 

" \ Ve will go," grumbled Spagna. 
" But mark me, Alonzo. I will have 
no more of your sniveling. Pack your 
things. Mine are all ready in the depot 
check room." 

Pleasant words ! Alonzo dragged a 
full suitcase from beneath the bed while 
Spagna heaped the loot on the handker
chief. They took a single step toward 
the door when something crashed 
against it. Alonzo screamed. Spagna's 
blood froze. A man came hurtling into 
the room as the flimsy lock gave way 
under the second assault . 

It was the solemn-faced trooper. 
There was a blue-steel pistol in his hand 
and behind him came another um
formed figure. 
" Handcuff 'em, Jack. Hugo first. 
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The other bird looks as i f  he needs a the kitchen five minutes previous to the 
doctor." shooting. " 

Spagna tried to speak, but his tongue " B-but you told me I could go." 
was st i ff as ice. The strength went " And you fell for it ! You see, we 
out of his legs and he dropped heavily arrived at eleven-fifteen and found 
into a chair. The click of steel brace- meal still seeping through the bullet 
lets sounded like the crack of rifles. hole. The minute you made that exact 
" God save us," moaned Alonzo. time statement and explained the 

" The little mistake has happened." scratches on your face and the bad feel-
The troopers chuckled. " A flock of ing between you and the boss, I had a 

little mistakes," said the one. " And hunch you were the killer. After you'd 
we might have overlooked 'em, only gone, we put all the corn meal back in 
Hugo timed himself too well ." the container. 

He broke off. stepped over to the " It took fifteen minutes to dribble 
closet and picked up an egg timing down to the level it was at when we 
glass. " Watcl� it," he went on. " In arrived, proving the hole was made at 
three minutes the sand will dribble into eleven sharp. The bullet was still in
the lower _bulb." side. We figured· you had a helper 

Spagna thawed his tongue. " I  do who made off with the gun and swag, 
not understand what-" and would hurry to him to make sure 
· " Tob busy robbing Tierney to no- you got your share. As soon as we'd 

tice what had happened ? One of the made our time test, we got your address 
first things I saw was that a bullet had from Miss Rhodes and here we are ." 
gone clean through his _!>qdy and punc- " Little mistake," whined Alonzo. 
tured the container of corn meal on " What have I been saying, Hugo ?" 
the table. Tierney \vas not murdered There was no . answer. Spagna 
at ele·uen-five, but at eleven sharp. And thought he heard the red-head laugh
you were quite positive you were in ing. 

A breathless, exciting novelette is II An Ace in the Hole," by that great 
story teller, H. Bedford-Jones. Look for it in next week's issue of DEn<:c
TIVE fiCTION WEEKLY. 



DO YOU READ THE ARGOSY? 

Breath of the Desert 
By CHARLES ALDEN SELTZER 

To an Arizona cowman like Thor Underhil� some killings were 
justified, out where the arm of the law seldom reached 

CHAPTER I. 

HANGMAN. 

NANCE KAYNE had 
just finished break
fast and had gone 

outside when she heard the Swiftly, Thor bent his gun arm back 
scurrying of · hoofs. She 
turned swiftly to see half a dozen Sladen ignored the question. " I've 
riders, almost up with Thor Underhill. come to tell you that you can't get away 
who was down near the draw. -.with it. I'm going to blow you all to 

A big man with a short black beard, hell!" His right hand moved swiftly 
a hooked nose and cold eyes slid off his downward, then upward. His heavy 
horse and confronted Thor. gun flashed out of its holster. 

" Da m n  you, Underhill; you've But Thor's hand was swifter. 
swung Lafe Morrell and Jay Fargo!" One of the greatest masters of the 

" Yes, we swung them, Sladen. They Western story has written a vivid, 
were Hat riders. We caught them driv- smashing tale filled with suspense 
i·ng away some of our Flying U horses. and action. Read it in next week's 
Something else you want to know?" ARGOSY-on sale Tuesday, June I 4th. 

ARGOSY-THE GREAT ADVENTURE WEEKLY-IDe 
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A-ACROSS D-DOWN 

DIO 
A 14 

Although rt was nearly • • • . • • 
o'clock and old . . . . . . was shin
ing brightly, the air was decidedly 
cold, for it was . . . • • • Patrick's 
Day. Braving the •. • ... , chilling 

A 16(abbr.)vine and ...... , located in the 
A 37(abbr.)Bronx, New York City, ....... 
D 4 " . • • , • .  ! " exclaimed Joe Logan 

A IS 
D3I 

D 36 to his companion, a young . . • . • •  

·blasts, a comely brunette, wearing D 38 
D 29 a • • . • • • hat, was seen to enter the A 33 

A I D x6(Initials) . ..... ·shop of ...... Le- D4o 
138 

who, like himself, delighted to 
• • • . • • about s t r e e t corners, 
• . • . . • in chilly weather; one of 
the variety of mashers who • • • • • •. 
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08 
A 54 

at all good looking women. " What 
the matter with that 

dame? She seems all . . . . . • up 
about something. Wonder if she is 
going to liold up the place and 

D 9 . . . . . • Levine. Haven't seen one 
D 41 of her kind about here . • . . . . . 
D 43 Suppose we . . . . . . where we are 
A 2 r on the . . . . . . of the sidewalk and 
A 62 see how long she . . . . . . in the 
A sS store. It will do . . . . . •  no harm, 
D sr(cont.)D 3 and ...... a notion • . . . . .  

may see something interesting." 
A so 
Dr 
A 35 
A 25 
D 56 

And they . ..... . 
"Give me a ....•• !" said the 

young woman to the . . . . • •  clerk. 
" And please load it." • • • • • •  
glance was enough. • . . . • • was 
clear that the lady was in a high 

0 5 state of ...... , and that her 
D 2 powers in the . . . . . . of dissimu-
A 12 lation were being severely ..... . . 
A 52 He felt she was likely to • . . . . . 
A 40 damage to someone . . . . . • other 
D SQ with a loaded gun, • . . . . . , not 
A 4 7 caring to a crime he 
A 6o(prefix) ..... .loaded the weapon with 

blank cartridges. The sidewalk 
A 6t mashers saw her emerge and . .... 
D I3(prefix)a store ...... agonally across the 
D 22 street where a young ...... was 

earnestly talking to a handsome 
bleached blonde. 

D 21 
An 

06 

"You ...... of a man!" they 
heard her shout, her 
thoroughly aroused. " A nice kind 
of a husband you are! But you'll 
deceive . ..... no longer, nor you, 
you hussy!" 

And . . . . . • they were aware, 
bang, bang, bang, bang went the 

A s6(Rom. Num.)gun; ... ... times she shot! 
A 30 A 44 " 0, • . . . . .  ! I'm a ..... . ," 

A SI 

A 55 

moaned the husband as he and the 
blonde, slumped to the floor as 
. • . . . .  dead, and the injured wife, 
dropping her gun, fled into the 
arms of police officer 
Mulligan, who happened to be 
passing. . . . . . . course nobody was 
hurt, only frightened. She ex-

0 12 A 20 plained ..... Police Judge . . . • • 
Groot that she and her husband 
bad. been married but . . . • • • few 0 57 

D 20A45 

years, and had ...... a happy life 
till recently, when the man's af
fection had begun to . . . . . . . At 
first, she said, she was all ..... . 
as to the cause, though she knew 
his exalted •••... might lead him 
astray. • . . . • • that she had dis
covered the cause, she resented his 
duplicity . The judge did nothing 
but . • . . . • her to behave herself 
• • • • • •  the future, and let her go. 

But the wife was in ..... . 
mood to behave herself. When she 
saw her gun . ..... had produced 
no resu�ts, she was more anxious 
than before to finish the ..... . . 
She . . • • • •  a hasty lunch and was 
soon again on the war 
path. 

In excitement she en-
tered anoth�r store. " Give me a 
revolver, quick!" she demanded. 
"And ...... sure it's loaded." 

" • . . . . .  ," murmured the clerk. 
He, also, saw that the woman was 
. . . • .  , or perhaps, seriously ..... , 
and he, too, played safe, loading 
the weapon with empty shells. 

Her next attempt at murder 
produced no more . . . . . . results 
than the first, but this time the 
judge gave her . . . . . . days in the 
lock-up to cool off. 

ANSWER TO LAST WEEK'S PUZZLE 



FLASHES FROM READERS 
Where Reader3 and Editor Get Together to Gouip 
and Argue, and Everyone Speak3 Up Hu Mind 

IN spite of the fact that Arnold S. time going to school? You guessed it! 
Young pleads guilty to being the He resigned and turned out scenarios 
author of many words about the by the mile. But something happened 

other fellows, he says thaf writing to the hand that wrote the checks and 
about h i m s e.l f within six months 
comes under the a mighty disgusted 
classification o f Young was certain 
hard labor. How- that if a good ex-

ever, he t e 11 s us cuse for living ex-
these things. isted, it was some-

The first fifteen where in the West. 
years of h i  s life Hunger termi-
were spent in New nated t h i s west-
york in the usual ward flight a n d 
comic-tragic fash- destiny dropped a 

ion, and early in farmhand's job in-
his sixteenth year to his I a p . He 
th e comic evapo- p i c k e d  tomatoes 
rated. It s e e m s  until his back re-
y oung learned that fused to straighten 
a motion picture and he dreamed he 
company w o u 1 d was drowning in a 

buy ideas for two- s e a of ketchup. 
reel 'vV e s t e r n s .  Eventually he re-
Since lightning will sumed ·the collect-
strike almost any 

ARNOLD s. YOUNG 
ing of free rides on 

place once, his first anything headed in 
penciled-after-school effort brought a any direction, and soon fell in' with a 
hundred dollars. That same pencil more experienced traveler who edu
readily figured out that if two hours' cated him in the art of rod and blind 
work netted a hundred, why waste riding; the ducking of brakemen's 

140 
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lumps of coal, etc. Young confesses 
that at times it was quite difficult to 
keep insects at a respectable .distance 
and even more difficult to covvince his 
companion that the always present 
writing bug would ever amount to a 

hill of beans. Good gravy, what at
tention he lavished on that pen and ink 
insect! 

In the course of events, Young 
visited every State in the Union and 
wondered how come there were so few. 
Some well meaning brother of the 
Wanderlust Union passed a remark 
about Alaska and though Greeley said 
nothing about going North-wise guy! 
-Young went. A winter in N orne 
caused two tragic deaths; Young's pal, 
and the germ that causes restless feet. 
But Young and his cuddled writing 
bug survived, made the States, crossed 
the country and hoped to find a spot 
warm enough to thaw them out-in a 

few years. : 
It happened in his native New York. 

She was English, sweet and sympa
thetic; skeptical, of course, but Young 
praised himself so constantly she said 
" Yes " just to shut him up. And so 
he chained his footloose dogs to the 
fireside, borrowed a typewriter and 
went to work. Though the first few 
years oozed m o r e  tragedy, dawn 
eventually tinged the sky and, all in 
all, Y onng considers himself mighty 
fortunate. 

You'll have to admit that writing 
isn't as hard on the back as picking 
tomatoes at ten and a half bucks per 
month, and to close in the spirit of 
the day, Young wants it distinctly un
derstood that he still hates those bright 
red fruits. 

WENTWORTH, RIORDAN, MONGOOSE 
DEAR SIR: 

I have been a constant reader of your magazine 
for many years and expect to remain so for many 

more. I like Jimmy Wentworth, Riordan and the 
Mongoose stories best. 

I miss .Sidney Zoom and hope that he will 
return to us soon. 

Lester Leith is not the type of criminal that 
I enjoy reading about, but Erie Stanley Gardner 
is an entertaining author. 

Best wishes for your continued success, 
Sincerely, 

]OHN D. FEEN, 
Miami, Okla. 

VARIED AND INTERESTING 
DEAR SIR: 

The story of Riordan, in your April 2nd issue, 
was one of the most interesting ever published in 
the magazine, and I have been a constant reader 
since the book was called Flynn's. "Men of 
Prey " was a ringer, too, but " More than Satis
fied " was great! 

I thoroughly enjoyed every one of the spy 
stories and every non-fiction story you publish. 

Disregarding prices, DETECTIVE FICTION WEEK· 
LY is the best, most varied, most interesting publi
cation of its kind on the entire market. 

Best wishes for the magazine. 
Sincerely yours, 

MARIE A. CHANDLER, 
Miami, Fla. 

"HERE'S MY VOTE" 

Editor, 

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY, 

28o Broadway, N. Y. C., N. Y. 
The stories I like best in this issue of the 

magazine are as follows : 

! ........................................................................... . 

2--····-···-··--·-····-····-··········-····················-

3···························-··········································-··· 

4····-····-····-····-····-···-····-····-····-····-····-····---

s ........... ; ............................................................... , 

Name . .  ·-···-····-····-····-····-····-······················--

Street ............................................... -.................. . 

CitY···-···-·-·-····-···-··········-State .......... -···-·· 

Fill out coupons from 10 consecutive 
issues and get a large DETECTIVE FICTION 
WEEKLY drawing. 
This coupon not good after Sept. 10, 1932. 
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SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 
.\I 

A cipher is secret writing. 
The way to solve ciphers is 
to experiment 'With substitute 
letters until real words begin 
to appear. In solving, notice 
the frequency of certain let
ters. For instance, the let
ters e, t, a, o, n, i, are the 
most used in our language. 
So if the puzzle maker has M.B.OHAVER 

!j �ed x to represe;tt e, x will 
probably appear very fre
quently. Combinations of let
ters 'Will also give yott clews. 
For instance, affixes -ing, 
-ion, -ally are frequent. Read 
the helpful hints at the be
ginning of this department 
each week. The first puz:::le 
each week is the easiest. 

Another clew to the -ing snuggled 
inconspicuously in the third group, 
AQOCNMZKI, where the suspected 
ending followed symbol M. The oc
currence of symbol M as a final (word 
18) and as second letter (word I 5) 
suggested the l.etter y. And of all 3-
letter endings, -ing is the commonest 
after this letter. 

Having spotted the vulnerable termi
nation, the cryptogram would then 

No. 138-Cryptic Division. By \fonroe Hood yield by the usual process of substiStinson. 
tution. ZHHZKNKY ( i--in-n-), not-

HERE'S a division problem with 
plenty of clews and not a few 
points of special interest. Note 

the divisor, quotient, and products, for 
instance, where there are only three 
possible values for R and S, and but 
two for I. The last subtraction will 
show the value of P, and the values of 
U and I will be evident in the first and 
second subtractions; and so on. 

RRRR)U 

..2.. 
I 

J., 

I N E E 0 O(SSSS 
I I I ).-

u I I E � 
i I I I 

U U I 0 
I I I I 

PMUC 0 
I I I I 

RMEC 

ing the doubled le�t!!r would readily 
suggest imminent, which would check 
with P I N K Y (-gent) as agent. 
EKZLEEKPLEG (-ni---na---), with 
due attention to the pattern, would fol
low as knickknacks. And so on with 
the rest. 

Second-position h was also rather 
obvious in this cryptogram. The sym
bol U, used six times altogether, twice 
as second letter, was good material for 
this letter, especially upon noting its 
repetition in YUOTQIU ( -h--- -h), 
which would thus suggest through. 
This, of course, would lead to GQS
QOSG ( -u-ur- -), suburbs; and so on. 

Now for this week's cryptograms! 

The repeated suffix -ZKI ( frequen
cies I 2-I 3-4) was a weak spot in last 
week's No. I 37, by Cliff. A 3-letter 
ending with a low-frequency final, 
especially if used more than once, is 
usually worth trying as -ing. Besides, 
symbol K, used as penultimate letter 
5 times out of I 3, filled the bill for n, 

which normally occurs about one
fourth of the time in this position. 

Comparison of the short words MNG, 
MS, and QSM afford a start in Nu-
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mero's construction. Next try for 
words IS  and 2I, duly noting DOG 
and OJ. In Henrietta V. Austin's 
cryptogram you might attack the group 
ABBA TOYRE, having first identified 
AH. and the ending -ART. TJYE, 
YEEAOU, and XUUX will then lead 
to word I S. 

The two-letter words SY and AX 
provide entry to the crypt by Ollie,
giving all but two letters of XESA Y
XEM. The solver may then proceed 
by way of words w; I7, 9, etc. Com
pare NTR, NY, and QTHGT in 
\Villiam A. Quinn's cryptogram. Con
text with this last word will suggest 
the w o r d s for A YF and HB. 
*LWRFHGLD and D L W R wiU 
readily follow. 

Guess the symbol U in Irv's Inner 
Circle cipher and you will have practi
cally one-third of the message to start 
with! U occurs 28 times, and there are 
only 90 letters in the entire message! 
A .solution of this cipher will be pub
lished next 'Week. The asterisks here 
and in the preceding cryptograms indi
cate proper names. 

No. 139-Stepping-Stones. By Numero. 
PSOVJ YLTG MNG USYYSPLQE DOG 
QSM NDOV MS VGBLFNGO LU TGFM 
LQ KLQV DJ FDMMGOQJ: LBLBYG, 
CDEEDEG, FGDBGDCYG, KLDJKLB, 
MNLMNGO, FSJMFSQG, KDMNGKDM
LB, FYGQLFSMGQMLDOX. 

No. 14o---Aridity. By Henrietta V. Austin. 
ZUZZS *PYNYAAYR ABBATOYRE, AR 
FYTTS YEEAOU, XLWWUXXDLVVS 
ZUMMVART XELDDUM TVJNNJOBX, 
XUUX BUOOS TJYE TLCCVU LRWJR
XEAELEAJRYV "VAQQUO." 

No. 141-Good Advice. By Ollie. 
NZYXL UACLDSYCALO OZYG EXVA YRO 
NCYONLDSAJL QRPLCO ZYG SY MY-

DESL E M  B Y 0 S EXP XESA YXEM 
E U J L C S A 0 L C • GZLX AX UYRQS, 
DYXORMS SZLB. 

No. 142-Medical Note. By William A Quinn. 
UKLGY, NFYEHGLS *LWRFHGLD LBN
RFLGRYKB JHDR, LDNHPYNR NY 
BDLMR OHNRB, FRBRWOSRB *JHFU
HDHLD BDLMRFYYN, NTR OYNLDH
GLS DLWR AYF QTHGT HB *LFHBNYS
YGTHL *BRFERDNLFHL. 

No. 143-Rendezvous. By Irv. 
LYU BYU MURBU PUTRY, *PUS, 
*DUTOU RUMTU, BZUZU LOUBL VU 
HOU *BLUS. ZUPS, BUZRY NOUZU 
BRU NUPH. PUTRY, RUMTU AZU; LOU 
DOURL. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
132-Key: I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0 

J E A L O U S  FIT 

133-There once was a wall-eyed galoot, 
Who thought he could fish and could 

shoot; 
He did catch a flounder, 
About a half-pounder, 

Then he whistled: " Te-root-te-toot
toot." 

134-" Anyhow," said Uncle Jake "I kin 
�im credit fur lakin' ther best advice. I 
am't never hoarded yit !" 

135-Fascists would purge the Italian 
la:ng.uage of. foreign words. A forthcoming 
d1ctwnary IS to contain native equivalents 
for all words of foreign extraction. 

" 136--" Washington Post," "King Cotton," 
Stars and Stripes Forever," " El Capitan " 

an� "Semper Fidel is " are among the march�s 
which· earned John Philip Sousa the title of 
" March King ." 

�3 7-Rubicund agent purveying precious 
!'mckknacks becomes somewhat frantic dur
mg nocturnal trip through suburbs. Immi
nent hysteria avoided when burly policeman 
approaches. 

Answers to this week's puzzles will 
be given in the next issue. Join the 
June Solvers' Club by sending one or 
more answers to this department. 



COMING NEXT WEEK I ' PE:TER DENNIS got out of his small roadster in front of the \Vynnes' 
house, walked up the graveled roadway to the front door, and rang. 
The butler opened the door, and unbent far enough to beam at him. 

The family was at lunch, sir, but was expecting him. Of course Mr. 
Peter would join them. They would be particularly glad to have him come 
in because Miss Marian was upset, sir •. 

"Upset!" Peter exclaimed sharply. "What is Miss Marian upset about, 
anyway? Is it something serious? Is she-ah-dammit, is she in love with 
someone?" ·"' 

The butler hesitated. " Beg pardon, sir, I-1 think that's why she's 
upset. You see, sir, Mr. Holmes has. disappeared-" 

" Who the hell is Mr. Holmes?" 
" Mr. Holmes, sir, is a young man who came to Westhaven several 

months ago and became quite popular. He seemed to be much taken with 
Miss Marian, and she with him. And a week ago he disappeared." 

" Why? How? Why is Marian upset about it?" 
" Why-you see, sir/' the butler said; "people heard sounds of crashings, 

· sir, arid a shot in his flat. They reported it, and the police found the place 
upset, as if there'd been a struggle there. A bullet from Mr. Holmes' revolver 
was in the woodwork, and the revolver itself was on the floor with one 
chamber discharged. 

" Mr. Holmes was gone, and his rooms had been gone through and all 
his valuables taken." 

Peter's jaw was set grimly. 
" Yes? And- �en what?" he inquired. 
" Well-" again the butler hesitated. Then he leaned forward and 

whispered : " Miss Marian, sir, has been· hearing voices-ha1lucinations, you 
know-cries, screams, and things like that, when there was no one around ! 
She's going mad, sir, I very much fear." 

And Peter learned that what the butler said was true-and he also 
learned that a new and diabolical criminal had appeared, an unknown whose 
weapons were horror and madness, and who would not stop at murder. Read 
this baffling novelette-

Something New • Crime 1n 
By Murray Leinster 

Also stories by H. BEDFORD-JONES, ROLAND PHILLIPS, 
FRANK KING, THOMAS TOPHAM, and others, next week in 

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY-June 18 (on sale June 14) 
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Follow this Maal 
Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 

Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl's room! The detective's cigarette case is handled by 
the un�uspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It's true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 

FREE The Conlidential Reports 
No. 38 Made to His Chief 

And th� best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future ·Jor YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained· 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would 
like. Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 

Earn $3000 a Year and Up 
You study at home in spare time 

No advance education is needed. Any man who can 
read and write, and think can make good. A won· 
derful book tells all about what others have done. 
��:l' tg�"!�rtMt ��� ��::"Ff�E �o"PY

m
.!fth��� 

free reports. Get our low prices and easy terms. 
Mail the coupon. 
. INSTITUTE OF APPIJED SCIENCE 

1810 SliiUI)'alde Ave., Dept. 73.05 Cldcaco, IIIIBols 

.............................................................. 
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

. 1920 SIIIUI)'alde Ave., Dept. 73.05 <:bleago, Illinois 
fu�?;1:J�:�t.:i�:tsa� a:��FI�';�r P':.f'!:'�iJ:!0#aEVC��;

e
� 

op�r-ator .No. 88's confidential report. Tell me about your low 
prieea and easy terms. Literature will NOT be eeot t.o boys under 
17 yean of ag-e. 
Na�-----------------------------------------

Add�----------------------------------------



ResoleWearsBetterthaaMostLeatber 
Leather-like �ubstance makes old shoes like new. Spreads on 

·like but�r in just a few minutes. Dries hard and smooth over 
night. Its action is almost uncanny. No need to wear worn-out 
shoes or rubbers with leaky soles. Don"t pay big prices lor 
shoe repairs. Re-Sole does the job perfectly and economically. 
So easy to put on a child can do it. r-takes a flexible, 
non-skid waterproof sole. Saves time, 
money and health. 

So widespread is the white hot interest in Re-Sole 
everywhere-so overwhelming is the demand that 
we now need more men and women to make deliveries· 
and demonstrate in their communities. Agents every
where are making big money-get in now on the best 
profit item of the ·year. Easy to sell-big repeat business 
-get started today. Re-Sole is the original genuine 

. plastic product lor repairing shoes and is protected 
UDder U. S. patent. 

A Bard Tlalea ltelll 
AOSNTS CJ.&AJtiNO UP 

DJSTIUSUTOU W.JUfTSD 

RE·SOLE PAYS UP TO $47 A DAY 
BEllE'S ROOF 

Schmidt of Iowa wrote as followa: .. 1 .. " 
weattg fte.Sole. for oYer a IDOIItl. ud 

ere lo aol lh� .U,hteot olp or woor. TlaeoO 
Solet are plllble and ea8J on the teet. �� 
toqh aw. beyoad beUef. Aad lhe ;rteot 

11 Ieee :baD a Moe ahlne. •• Lindsay of Nebr 
"Extor- IS'I"<aM Re-Sole. Ship lollo""" da1 
104 _. ud !JIIrd day 200 ...,._AU 3 orden 
oold-WW be eolllq 600 weekiJ." While o( 
Maine ... Reeel•ed ample toclaJ aad tt.we 14 
onlere&odeiJver rfthtaway.''Gallant ofConn.: 
"Sold IZ ..,.. Re-Sole the llnt day." llaiJ of 
Pa.: ••weare bet&er than leather....._ •• Ben� 
shoof of Wyo., "Tested Re-Sole aplaolle&tll« 
on u emer}' whee}-t�e eowe ha•e lol to 

C: :����Sm'i,h:r•M�. �hu�.,: 
llole In aato tire with Re--Sole. DroYe the ear 
3.000 miles. The pateh Is stljl there and bJ the 
looks It wiD run another 3,000 miles yet. • 
Cooperrider of Ohio : "Used one an to ad•er
d.e amo111 the nelJbbors and now &hey ad•er
d.ee It for me. Was oat 3 houra amone farmer. 
aad IO&d 811. c:aaa." Chflord of Wash .. "Sold 7 
eau.,... day and am eneloslne a 25 ean order :• 

We have hundreds of letters in our files from 
agents making big money WJth Re-Sole. Se� 
:!ti-:,e 

:'��::l:o�;· �::�d���: 
medlately while goOd tern tory .is stiU open. Use 
ooupon below for run 'l>aruculars. 

Hundreds o! voluntary letters testily to big cash profits lor Re-Sole sales people. 
Men and women making big money. Customers delighted. Watson o! Wasconsin 
made $76.00 one day-Bienhart handled 1182 cans fi rst two mon(IJi-Lake o! Min· 
nesota sold seven orders in three hours. Schmucher o! Va. sold 6 orders first hour on 
seven calls. Hundreds o! others. Re-Sole nationally advertised in U. S. A. and in 130 

'countries all over the world. 

-,vK BD.P TOU. Full co-operation given agents and simple easy sales plans 
enable beginnea s and experienced salespeople alike to double and triple income. 
That's why Abbe of Mass. handled.--'='..;.... _______ .....;='_---. 
over 400 orders fi rst month. 

Balld....Sei.Odlerue .. 
Re--SOle is also excellent for repainng 

rubbers.. overshoes. boots. tuts iD tJ.res. 
auto tops. etc . It has hundreds or other 
uses for renewing leather, rubber or cloth 
products. Tremendous sales field makes 
easy sales-big profits. 

I'UI.I.T OUAJLANTmED 
My 100% safislactionmoney-back guar· �����= � e� �� customen.������.l2!:!!.�.!!!!���!!!.!��:!:,2� 

woman and child. No wonder 
distnbuton are making up to 
$47 00 a day. ll.,ure to mail 
ooupon today for run details. 

Bard Times Necenlt)' 
Cub Ia Now oa Re·Sole-Rasb Coapoa 
Re-Sole is so truly uncanny in its action-it soles shoes and repairs 

worn spots so quickly. so easily. so perfectly and as such a genui ne hard 
times necessity that distributors are coining money every day. Get the 
facts at once. A quick hall minute demonstration amazes prospects and 
compels them to buy. Sure repeat business. Good temtory still open. 
Rush coupon lor FREE SAMPLE on leather and exclusive terri tory offer. 

UNIVERSAL LABOilATOBDS, lac. 
.. �1 W. JlANDOLn aT., CBICAGO, ILL. 
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