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HALF & HALF MAKES
ONE SWELLSMOKE!

&' Sure you can smoke a pipe. Just try Half & Half. Cool as

a wife saying: “Where have you been?” Sweet as your

4 3 ' alibi: “Out with your dad.” Fragrant, full-bodied tobacco
y = B'Jz' that won’t bite the tongue—in a tin that won’t bite the
w fingers. Made by our exclusive modern process including

. | patent No. 1,770,920. Smells good. Makes your pipe wel-

= B&' come anywhere. Tastes good. Your password to pleasure!

o M
Not a bit of bite in the tobacco or the Telescope Tin, which gets smaller and smallep
. as you use-up the tobacco. No bitten fingers as you reach for a load, even the last oneé;

o
. Copyright 1936, The American Tobacco Company

HALF~HALF
The Safe Pipe -7ctbacco

FOR PIPE OR CIGARETTE



ADVERTISING SECTION

ONE YEAR from today?

THRrER hundred and sixty-five days from now—
what?

Will you still be struggling along in the same
old job at the same old .salary—worried about
the future—never able to make both ends meet?

One year from today will you still be putting
off your start toward success—thrilled with am-
bition one moment and then cold the next—
delaying, waiting, fiddling away the precious
hours that will never come again?

Don’t doit, man—don’t do it.

There is no greater tragedy in the world than
that of a man who stays in the rut all his life,
when with just a little effort.he could advance.

Make up your mind today that you’re going
to train yourself to do some one thing well.
Choose the work you like best in the list below,
mark an X beside it, and without cost or obliga-
tion, at least get the full story of what the I.C.S.

can do for you.

INTERNAT.IONAL .CORRESPONDENCE 'SCGHOOLS,

*

BOX 2191-F, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

*

O Arehitect

D Arobitestural Draftsman
O Building Estimating
Contractor and Builder
8tructural Draftaman
Btructural Engineer
Management of Inventions
Elsetrical Engineer
Electric Lighting

Welding, Electnc and Gas
Reading 8hop
Boilermaker

D Heat Treatment of Metals

O Sheet Metal Worker

O Telegraph Engineer
Telephone Work O Radio
Mechanical Engineering

0O Mechbanical Drafteman
Machinist 0O Toolmaker
Patternmaker

O Diesel Engines

O Aviation Engines

OA bile Mechanio

D Refrigeration

DDDUUUUUD

D C. P. Aecountant
O Bookkeeping

[J Business Management
D Office Management

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Plumbing
O Heating
0O Air Conditioning

O Steam Engineer

O 8team Electrio Engineer

O Marine Engineer

O R. R. Locomotives

O R. R. Section Foreman

O Air Brakes [J R. R. Signalmen
O Highway Engineering

3 Civil Engineering

O Burveying and Mapping

[] Steam Fitting
O Ventilation

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

0O Service Station Salesmanship
0O First Year College

O Bridge Engineer

O Bridge and Building Foreman
O Chemistry

O Pharmacy

0O Coal Mining

O Mine Foreman

O Navigation

D Cotton Manufaeturing
O Woolen Manufacturing
O Agriculture

O Fruit Growing

D Poultry Farming

[ Grade School Subjectr
O 1liigh School Subjects

If you reside in Canade, send thie coupon to the Inlernationul Corres

Induatrial Management [0 Seoretarial Work O Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

Trafic Management (D} i . [ French O Stenograpby and Typing O Illustrating

Accountanoy 0 Balesmanship 0O Civil Bervice 0 Mail Carrier [J Cartooning

Cost Accountant 0 Adver O Railway Mait Clerk D Lettering Show Cards [J Signs
Nanze Age Address .
City State Present Position..

d. di

Scheels C

Limited, Montreal, Canado

Di1—iyg

In answering this advertisement 8 &8 desirable that you meniton

1

this magazine.
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e housrrrs ATIP.GOT BILL A GOOD JOB!
BILL, JUST MAILING THAT
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK

START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO,
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

MY RAISE DIDN'T COME THROUGH
MARY = | MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UP.
IT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,

““TOM GREEN WENT
INTO RADIO AND HE'S
MAKING GOOD MONEY,
TOO, I'LL SEE HIM
RIGHT AWAY,

BILL. WHY DONT YOU
TRY A NEW FIELD
LIKE R&D!O\?

YOU SURE KNOW
RADIO= MY SET
NEVER SQUNDED
BETTER /

THATS $15 IVE
MADE THIS WEEK
IN SPARE TIME

TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND I'M

GETTING ALONG FAST==
& JOB SERVICING gpr
i\ (,M!r'“ SETS .,

TOM'S RIGHT = AN UNTRAINED
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE, I'M
i GOING TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO: IT'S
TODAY'S FIELD
OF GOOD PAY
OPPORTUNITIES

Or
\OR INSTAL g BRay, W4
D gp,
THERE'S NO END TO THE "'#,,s

GOOD JOBS FOR THE
TRAINED RADIO MAN

N.R.L TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS,
QUR MONEY WORRIES ARE
OVER AMD WE'VE A BRIGHT
FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO,

OH BILL, I7'S WONDERFUL
YOUVE GONE AHEAD
SO FAST IN RADIO.

I'LL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

In Your Spare Time For A

GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week
Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stations em-
g"{'] enginee: operators, station managers and pay up to

8_Yyear, pug tim o0 set servicing pays as much as:
%:5 a nrﬁtﬂl t?ﬁ%ngﬂnstgom Pa; h"' much f":}:m’
a week, any xperts own their own oF
time Hadio businesses, oBadm manufacturers and jobbers
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, servicemen, pay-
ing up to $6,000 @ year, Radio operators on ships get good pa
and see the world. Automobile, police, aviation, cumma:eiag
Hadio, and loud speaker systems offer good opportunities now
and for the future. Television promises many gpod jobs scom,
Men 1 trained have good jobs in these branches of Radio,

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra :
n Spare Time While Learning J. E. SMITH, President
Practically every neighborhood needs a good spare time service-  National Radio Institute

N.R.I, man. The day you enroll 1 start sending you Extra Mopey Job T who_has dir
Training $10 Bheats. They show you how to do Radio Tepair joba Tt Tor, toshaey oaiy raiocted
Increases to $25 | can cash in on quickly, Throughout your training I send plans more men for .ngb han
Yearly S and ideas that have made good sparé time money for hundreds O°7 other manin Amedica.
Salary A of fellows. 1 send epecjal ec}uipment which gives you practical
In Spare || experience—shows You how to conduct experiments and build
$1,200 Time circuits which illustrate important Radio principles,

o Find Out What Radio Offers You

*8in in . " ”
erator's . licenss "1 am making from Mail the coupon now for “Rich Rewards in Redio.” It's frea
through N. R. I.  §10 to $25 a week in fo any fellow over 16 years old, It deseribes Radio’s spare time
Training, I've been &pare time while ®#0d full time opportunities, also those coming in Television;
vegularly employed ill holding myregu- tells about my Training in Radio and Television; shows you
and am now chicf en-  lar job as a machin. 2ctual letters from men 1 have trained, telling what they are
neer with WJBY. ist. ] owe my success Qoing and eaming; tells about my Meney Back Agreement.
y salary has in- to N, R I"—wj, MAIL COUPON in an envelope, or paste on & post card—NOW ! Ay,
i F. RUPP, 130 W. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6MK
gs Q. gt-hckSt,. gonsho- National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C.
Sémou ocken, 'a, 0 I D T I (N O

goaden, J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6MK
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

$3,500 a Year Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “Rich Rewards in Radio,”
in which points out the spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and
OwniBusiness explaing your 50-50 method of training men at home in spare time to

become io Experts, (Please Write Plainly.)

“After complet- -
the N. R, L

NAME .. cc.eoeseeseacntssascssascssosstrssssssrsssssasssnstssnesssAGE.oiieen

.i Course_ 1 became

~*== Radio Editor of the
Buffalo Courier. Later 1 started
& Radio service business of my
wn, and have averaged over
EEG’O a year.''—T, J. TELAAK,
f Broadway, New York City.

In answering this advertisement i3 48 adesirable that yovu mention this magazine.
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o INVENTIVE

OTHER MEN have read and profited by our fees books. ‘‘Patent
Protectlon" and “Selling Inventions.”” Fully explain many in»
teresting points to inventors and illustrate lmmrtanb mechanioal
rinmnles With books we also send free ‘‘Evidence of {nven.
jon’* form. Prompt service, reasonable fees, deterred payments,
thirty-six years’ experience. Avold risk of delay. Write immedi-
ately to: Victor J. Evans & Co., Registered Patent Attorneys,
717-M. Vlictor Bui'ding, Washington, D. C.

for MORE PAY lJearn F r°m

RAFTING ==

OET READY FOR PROSPERITY. Be ceady for BIO
PAY. I willtraln yon at. your homa by mall on Practical
Drafting untll IN POSITION, or prepsre you for BET-
TER PAY on the Job you have All tools and drawing table sent
at once If you enroll now, WRITE FOR FREE BOO

START $1260 to $2100 YEAR “SUC™50s 30" se DEAF

MEN -=WOMEN —~ ~ Franklin Institute ~Every deat ows
anklin Institute { 4 person
Common education - Dept. P254, Rochester, N. Y. g‘;&-“’g;‘;‘%ﬂ;’ ?ﬁ;ﬁ?%ﬁ%’,ﬁmﬁiﬁi‘hﬁ:iﬁ'

Gentlemen: Rush FREE list
e of Government hig pay Dositiens,
[\ with salaries, vacations. hours, work

usually sufficient. (1Y

ficial Ear Druma, He wore them dayud nlnhl:
Mail Coupon :

They atopped his head
noises. Theyareinvisible 3

Today. Tell mo what to do to get a Dosition. S enforiabinnowires
sy -~ Na.me ot b:m.enes rite for - 2
oo SRR . ,0,0,c, 0000080000000 BER R ne Ry “Also W p
% G T R o 0o o B0 Do o S o 3600003006 ¢ i bookleton Deafneas, Artifiial Ear Drus
3 THE WAY COMPANY
# 726 Hofmann Bl Detroit, Michignn

r"vEp“é EHEAP 0L BURNER

"0ld Leg Trouble

HEALED WHILE WORKING

Congestlon from VARICOSE VEINS.
SWELLING. MILK LEG. or Injurles
cause itching, leg rash snd most old leg
ulcers.  Viscose Home Method relieves
pain, heals many sores or no oost for trial,
Mention your trouble for a FREE BOOK.

Dr. M. S. Clasoa Viscose Co.
140 N. Dearbora St. Chieago, I,

LIQUOR HABIT

In Your Present Stova or Furnace—
HOTTER—CHEAPER—No
Dirt or Ashes — Twice the

COOKS A MEAL for LESS'

Beats any oil burner ever gotten out for low
coat, perfect performance. Burna ch oii
a new way, without pre-generating or clo;

k intense heat by

ng up. Quie! Sim 0
Fok O vaive, Send for FREE TRIAL of Noxalco, a
Try At Our Risk | AGENTS home treatment. Can be glven secre in food or dnnk to
30 DAYS’ TRIAL Salesmen anyone who &rinks or craves Whis r, Gm, Home Brew.
Proro it ends dradgery and BIG MONEY Wine, Moonshine, ete, Your request for Free
B lrnc?l-t.llf p:;f or ltaatt -uu:i'lfi' GE or trial supply by return mail and full $2.00 treatment wh?cﬁ:
uickly by what IT SAVES, a ‘. FURNACE you may try under a 30 day refund guarantee. Try Noxalco
FREE SAMPLE |2 ? nt our risk. ARLEE CO. Dept. 204  3ALTIMORE, MD,
FOR AGENTS -nd m.n RPHE Quick HERAT at
9fered to ogs energetio men | Moses Weltesow. | Tarrms of Valvel || Reap ABOUT THE

wil 8ad 'take orders. Welts quick, b frat to lsarn how ts
lllllrzsz::gﬂtgilﬂl':‘. 17533&"“&,“%3“&'&% PLAGUE OF RATS (page 24)
TRAIN WRECK CAUSED BY A
CAPTAIN ABOARD SHIP
(Page 120)
HORSE-CAR CARVED ON A
PORTABLES TOMBSTONE (Page 112)

[ B
M" : - - MULES THAT VANISHED FROM A
m’uﬂmﬁ‘?ﬂ'mﬁ‘wﬁ : F [ LOCKED CAR (page 60)

brand new, up-to-dst
Fow kayboard, Fully Guaranteed.

= = Trial Th nly few of the odd angles of rail-
BR‘ND NEW Special Lﬂw Pﬂl;es roa(:isi%gargis%usse%‘l nfv the Dec(:emhe:“g oot ¥
En T ne el Baw Irars o coney-savin: oy Ea-ple witl RAILROAD STORIES
Shns e PR e LIBERAL ALLOWAREE " o
your old typewritor during this sale.

International Typewrlter co..ée’.}.“{ﬁ's"‘mei.‘,, At News-stands, or 280 Broadway, N. Y. C.

BOTH ot BORGIVEN ND NA ADDRESS--Cholce

rist mg CU MISSION, MICKEY
., W USE WRIST WA“H (..hrom i !ln h e;)‘: matal
- celat, . ulll jon 8 ; un_gw
Wound Sgﬂn Caoll. W.ﬂ ﬂlilg:ﬂ ﬁhnlon GIVEN T,
Vi %AI"AY FREE beantiful art Dd.:h.lN- with famons WHIT!
‘ VERINE SAL for cuts, burne, chaps, ete., whfch Fou sell tn lr| at & box
2 (with picture FREE) and remit a3 Lo nrummm n book watches and rifles given,
Our 42nd senson. Wo are fair end square. BE qu IN ?uug (i}‘:num 'rn“‘rlm Writa ta-
A dny Tor eT o lovering Y R o I'IIM Mﬂ ol tul !
g oo sight. WILSON CHEM. CO., r&: MEP%. m-il'. o qu"'.lﬂ- “'Null.mﬂ.n“

—j_:;—"’ SEND NO MONEY!

{n answering auy advertisement om this page €t ie desirable that you mention thie magazine.
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n
Help Kidneys| Jug ./
Your 12!1::: g:::ir : rlriﬁi':x? t:rsxyA‘tl‘x:t::lssor filters w«::'Id:Qmated Zlhlxtybgh(

®hich may be.endangered by neglect or drastic, irri-
tating drugs. Be careful. If functional Kidney or g?oh&tn%lfh Pg\\"!ﬂ—-with ;
Bladder disorders make you suffer from Getting Up w. mn ump. Handi--f

Nights, Nervousness, Loss of Pep, Leg Pains, Rheu- t:stt.ummnst Ll ht inven

matic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, Neural- }‘L city, hvm' rain-proat, b E’*"’mﬂ

gia, Acidity, Burning, Smarting or ltching, don't whttaii

take chances. Get the doctor’s guaranteed prescrip- aﬂmbngﬁaﬂm wick Janternson half

tion Cystex, the most modern advanced treatment 0 cost. ""”‘“”‘“:“"““‘I::‘P“l“’“

for these troubles. $10,000.00 deposited with Bank of 1] sens®Li l:gwtth !

America, Los Angeles, California, guarantees that Make upto §12 a| mateh, cf

Cystex must bring new vitality in 48 hours and make day. No experl-| less,safe Guaranteed,

Yyou feel years younger in one week or money back on ence or itai 30 DAYS HOME TRIJ\I.‘
return of empty package.Telephone your druggist for Eﬁ‘:,:;"f] work Trysodm stom-risk. Send for
guaranteed Cystex (Siss-Tex) today. ers. Exclusive

Em? all drtails F %er%gndfamug
TILo NOW.
THE AKRON LAMP CO.

Te!:r;llnry- Write
161 Lamp Bidg., Akron, Ohle

au

 Klutch” holds

FALSE TEETH

Tight—all day

RLUTCH forms a comfort cushion, holds the plate
B0 snug it can’t rock, drop, chafe or be played with.

You can eat and talk as well as you did with your R
own teeth. Why endure loose plates? Klutch endsthe

GENUIN[ D,AMONDS . DIAMONDS
A Bu WATCHES':
of LOFTIS :

DIRECT IMPORTERS -

trouble. 25¢ and 50c at.druggists’. If your druggist
hasn’t it, don’t waste money on substitutes but send
us 10c and we will mail you a generous trial box.

HART & CO., Box 2444:K, ELMIRA, N. Y.

FUR—FISH—GAME

is just the magazine you have bcen
looking for, at a price you can afford
to pay. Edltﬁg by me wellph&iown out-

BUDGET Pl.ﬁ’\].

Order direct from illus-

tratwns, or send for
FREE CATALOG.

in each monthly issue 64 to 100 pp. of
fascinating, thrilling, true stories of the

ENGAGEMENT

outdoars dealing with HUNTING, FISH. E

ING, TRAPPING, FUR FARMING, Guns, ﬂlmﬁ%ﬂbblﬂﬂ
T

C:
Do;zs. Coon and Fox Hunung. Fur Mar-
kets and Prices. New Reduced price on
newsstands—15c. a copy o $l 80 a year,
;ave money by sending your order TODAY
or ou

SPECIAL OFFER
€ months only 50c

(saves you 40c.)

(As lu«uralnﬂ
Your choice in Solid
Natural or White Gold;
both rings for the one

price $19.50 o 202
clip nd, attach address and 3end with

: - o addred B 50c a Week
FUR-FISH-GAME, 167 E. Long Street, Columbus, O. Pay Only One-Tenth Down 19 Months

to Pay

Good positions for trained men and
women in hotel. club. restaurant
and institutional field. Previous ex-
perience proved unnecessary. Qualify
in FOUR MONTHS8—learn on real
hotel eauipment. under expert in-
structors. National Placement Service FREE of extra
charge. New Day Classes start Jan., Feb. Catalog FREE!

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS
Division RMT 7134 Washington, D. C.

—CIVIL SERVICE HANDEBOOK

Containing Complete Home Study Courses

For Federal, State and City Positions N
Shows you how to get a job'(mth tire best oY

boss in _the worid—the American G o
ment, "X’HE C1VIL SE!%\'_ICE HAN?)BOOOVEH;B $1

. clerk, mail carrier, fireman, and many
e b others. Just Out! Mail $1 \vlt.h this ad to (Fult
l 0 ot NATIONAL LIBRARY PRESS, Dept. T 1 Prfcel)
satisticat 110 West 42nd St., New York, N. Y. Postpaid
4——-__..

FOLLOW THIS MAN | B0 e oot s

fecret Bervies Oparator No. 04 in on the job ! [Watch or Hing
Rurnimg down dangeroas Counterfeit Gang. 1 agres to pay $— on terms of. FER WEEK.
talo finger prints in mmﬂareui ®irl’s room,

,*ﬁal Raport
Free &

£5 made

o hin ckuf n ritafor it.

Earn a Regular Monthly Salary
YOU can bacomo a Finger Print Expert at homa,

In your spara time, at amall cosi. Fsl rite for €ama
fidential full report and duotails. Literaturs will
be sent to boys under 17 years of age,
INSTITUTE OF APFLIFD SCIEHCE

1920 Sunnyside Ave

Dept, 1148 chtca!o. 13 -J EW E LRY co,

months

MEN'S 17-JEWEL WATCH
Good-looking, dependable wateh; ¥el-
low Gold finish; geruine lcather strap

%03 15C a Week

No.204
LADIES" =2
17-JCWEL WATCH

Salid 14-K Yellow Gold
smart round nh;gu, uilk cord

beacelet $24.9 We sell ail -tumtar.{ mrx.{u af watehes:

75c a Week f‘::. on (,‘&euuz e is'(ir"?ﬁ}c“}'.g

In answering any advertisement om this page 41 is desirable that you mention this magazine

5



ADVERTISING SECTION

HAVE A NEW SKIN!

Statement of the ownecrship, management,
i etc., of DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY,

: published weekly at New York, N. Y., for
October 1, 1936. Required by Act of Congress
of August 24, 1912, and March 3, 1933.

State of NEW YORK

< County of NEW YORK | %%

Read this

Ean e v
Before me, a Notary Public, {n and for the State and
Free Offer IN 3 DAYS || gounty atorcsaid. personally appeared WILLIAM T.
. who, aving been duly sworn according
1dered impossibie before—the re- y C
_—a:xd o{“}fﬂnﬁ‘e‘? xlr;::'i(h“e':;s,m('::ck(ie:. tan, olly skin, large pores, :g lillwd gfl’fsﬁﬁ ‘;lsn% says that 16(19 1; th% gﬁ?ﬁ%’f‘%\"%
mg;lxklaa and other defects in the outer skin-—an new be done %’I‘IeON %VEEGK Yombany. publisher 0ll D
Matmicssly and cconomlcally at home in three days’ tLne, as stated FI EKLY, and that the following is, to
by legions of men and women, young and old. the best of his knowledge and belief, a true state-
1t is uil cxplained in a new free treatise called ment of the ownership, management, etc.. of the
“BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS" aforesaid publication for the date shown in the unbovo
which 15 being mailed absolutely freo to readers of this paper. 8o caption. required by the Act of Auzust 24, 1912, as
worly 1o more over your humiliating skin and combDlexion or signs of amended by the Act of March 3. 1833, embodied in
aging if your outer skin looks soiled and worn. Slmply send your Section 537, Postal Laws and Regulations. To wit:
natne and address to MARVO BPiAU;('l‘\& L;\BOR:’[;?RH?.‘!I. rerc)gﬂlé |
-16 J dway, New York, N. Y., and you wi v
This now b T e e mall in plaln Wwrapper, postoald and ab- That the names and addresses of the Pub-
salutely free. If Dleased. tel) friends. lisher, Editor, Managing Editor, and Business

Manager are:

Publisher—The Red 8tar News Company, 280

o Broadway, New York., N. Y
Bea ;

Editor—None.

Managing Editor—Albert J. Glbney, 280
Broadway, New York. N. Y.

No Time Like way. New York oy, B Ward. 280 Broad:
Now to Get in—
Make up to $75 a week

It’snotrick tomakeupto$12
aday whenyou use yourcarasa McNess
*'Stere on Wheels.'” Farmers are buying
everything they canfrom McNess men,
Attractive business-getting prizes, also
money-saving deals to customers make

selling McNess daily necessities a snap.

T'his business is depression-proof.

We Supply Capital — Start Now!

There’s no better work anywhere —

That the Owners are: (If a corporation glve
its name and the names and addresses of stock-
holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of
the total amount of stock.)

The Red Star News Company, 280 Broadway,
New York, N. Y.

The Frank A. Munsey Company, 280 Broad-
way, New York, N. Y.

C. W. H. Corporation, 280 Broadway, New

gl:;yawelll. Dc:r&n?ricm.hnnled no experience to start and York, N. Y.
[u a
e Bl int? P 323 K5 HETEd Quck, You L A g e ="
Ness Dealer Book—tells all—no obligation. (92-A) York, NW 0 R N — =
MAS, 37 Mary . Dewart, 280 Broadway, New York. N. Y.
FURST & THO 9 Adams St., Freeport, IIL - \g’rllllam T. Dewart, Jr.. 280 Broadway, New York,
Thomas W. Dewart, 280 Broadway. New York, N, Y,
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A voice snaried, ‘ Drop
that gun. I've got you
all covered "
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The Riddle of the
White Wig

CHAPTER 1

Innocent?

HE jury filed slowly back and a

I nervous, expectant hush fell over
the crowded courtroom. I didn’t
bother to notice them. My eyes were

on the chief, young, bril-
liant, athletic Rip Hastings,
Assistant United States At-
torney, who had been my
captain in the Marine Corps,
and who I now served as

confidential secretary, bodyguard—as
though he needed one!—and drinking
partner.

His were centered on the eleven men
and the solitary woman, who, in a mo-
ment, would be decreeing whether To-
bey Flannigan was innocent or guilty
of the murder of United
States Senator Homer
Blake.

Rip’s finely proportioned
body was tense, his steel-
gray eyes narrowed, his



All three of us reached for the ceiling. That guy
meant exactly what he said

By James W. Booth

chin protruding. He watched those
twelve as a cat might watch a mouse.

Then suddenly he relaxed, looked
away and settled comfortably back in
his chair. A strange, twinkling light
appeared in his eyes —an expression
which is difficult for an ex-Leather-
neck Sergeant to describe—and then
and there I knew

in the jungles of Nicaragua. Our de-
tachment had been surrounded by a
band of bloodthirsty brigands and
there didn’t appear to be a chance of
escape. \We were outnumbered a good
ten to one and cut off, as well. But
Rip got us out, and without losing a
man, either. And once he’d determined

how to do it, that

the verdict would be
“ Guilty.”

I knew, because
I'd seen that expres-
sion in those steel-
grav cves of his be-
fore. It always ap-
peared when he was
certain of success.

The first time I'd
seen it was down

A Woman’s Intuition Made
Rip Hastings Laugh — Until
Murders, Like Beads on a
String, Proved Connie's
Hunch Correct, and Hastings,
Facing a Desperate Killer's
Gun, Planned to Gamble His
Life on a Woman’s Courage.
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funny light popped
up in his eves.

It had been there,
too, not many weeks
before, when he had
gone out to George-
town to ask Connie
Merrick to marry
him.  And sure
enough she'd accept-
ed him,
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In Nicaragua, there had been some-
thing for him to worry about. And
Connie hadn’t been a safe bet, either,
for she’d turned him down a half doz-
en times or so before she gave in.

But this Flannigan case! It had ap-
peared an odds-on bet to me from the
start that he would burn. From the evi-
dence I couldn’t for the life of me see
how it could be different. Rip’s luck,
which was something of a legend in
the Corps, seemed. to be holding good
in his new sphere. Not only had he
drawn a sensational case to prosecute
as his first assignment since his ap-
pointment as Assistant United States
Attorney for the District, but one
which appeared a cinch to win.

Shortly after midnight on May 24,
Senator Blake had been found
sprawled on the ornate Chinese rug of
the study of his spacious Massachu-
setts Avenue home. Crimson saturated
the white of his stiff-bosomed shirt,
and protruding grotesquely from above
his heart was the hilt of a common,
every-day jack-knife. His body was
still warm. The medical examiner said
he had been dead less than an hour.
The study looked as though a young
West Indian hurricane had struck it.

UST prior to the grim discovery,
Flannigan—a crook who had
seen the inside of a score of jails

from the Mississippi east, including a
trio of incarcerations in Lorton, the
District of Columbia bastile across the
Potomac in Virginia—had been
nabbed fleeing from the grounds.

His fingerprints were on the sill of
the open study window. His footprints
were in the soft earth outside. His
rumpled felt hat was in a rose bed a
short distance away. And there was
mud corresponding to that on his shoes
on the rug of the death study and in
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the hallway leading to the front door.

The motive? Robbery obviously, for
Tobey’s lengthy police record stamped
him as a proficient exponent of the un-
savory art of breaking and entering.

Senator Blake had been alone in the
house at the time of the murder. Ear-
lier in the evening there had been a
conference in his study. It had had
something to do with the Railway Pen-
sion Bill, then pending before Con-
gress. Attending it were Larry Mec-
Kay, rotund, white-haired lobbyist for
the railroads, John Abbey, a statisti-
cian of the Interstate Commerce Com-
mission, gangling, flashily-dressed C.
P. Bagley, Blake’s attorney and Con-
nie Merrick’s employer, and the Sena-
tor’s secretary, Frank Kingcade. They
had all left before ten-thirty.

The police theory was that Blake
had come upon Flannigan in the act of
rifling the study and had fought with
him. During the struggle, they con-
tended, Tobey had drawn the knife
and plunged it into the legislator.

On the witness stand, the defendant
had vigorously denied killing the Sen-
ator—or, for that matter, even having
been in his home. His claim was that
he had planned to rob the house, but
seeing the light in the study, had crept
up to the open window and peered in.

“1 seen him on the floor there, all
blood, and with the knife sticking in
him,” he testified, “ and I got scared.
I knew if I was caught around there
they’d pin the rap on me, so I ran. The
next thing I knew a cop had collared
me. But I swear I didn’t kill him.”

It just didn’t stand up to my way
of thinking. Not with all the circum-
stantial evidence—the fingerprints, the
footprints and the mud in the study
and the hallway.

And now the foreman of the jury, a
skinny woebegone little man, who held
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down some minor job in the Geo-
logical Survey, was confirming my
convictions.

“We find the defendant guilty of
murder in the first degree,” he
“droned.

They polled the other eleven. Every
one of them felt the same way.

“ Congrats,” I told: Rip.

“ Forget it,” he answered, gathering
up his papers, but I could see he was
as tickled with his success as a kid
would be with an electric train at
Christmas. ““ Get the car,” he told me;
“ I'll meet you outside in a minute.”

1 had it ready, its motor purring
sweetly, when he came down the court
house steps and across the lawn. He
slipped in beside me, tossed his brief
case on the back seat, and said, ““ Back
to the office, Tiny. I'm thirsty.”

They call me Tiny, which is a laugh,
because I'm not. Just six feet one of
muscle and bone, one hundred ninety
pounds of it. And the real name is
Saunders—Montgomery T. in case
anvone is interested in the full mon-
iker.

I knew that by office Rip meant his
own private layout in the Press Club
Building, not his cubbyhole alongside
the U. S. Attorney, so I swung the
car down D Street, then across to
Pennsylvania Avenue and up. On the
Avenue, we got the full benefit of the
sizzling heat which makes Washing-
ton insufferable in the summer. The
asphalt all but rose up and slapped us
in the face. So it was a relief to get in
the Press Club Building and he
whisked up to Rip’s air-conditioned
offices.

« ANY calls?” he asked his stenog-
rapher, Teddy Wilson. If you
wanted to be formal with her,

you addressed her as Theodora, but
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we never were. She was a trim little
mite. Fresh, but keen as a whip lash,
and I had a strong yen for her. How-
ever, it didn’t seem to be doing me any
good.

She thrust back a strand of her gold-
en hair, and nodded. “ A bill collector
asking for the striker,” she said, mean-
ing me.

“A public enemy, you mean,” I cor-
rected, but she saw no merit in the
remark.

“A man named Lawson, John
Lawson, was in to see you, but he
couldn’t wait,” she told Rip, ignoring
me completely.

“ Lawson! Never heard of him.”

“I think he's a taxi driver, but I
wouldn’t care to ride with him, thank
you.”

“Why?” Rip wanted to know.

“Too fidgety. FHe was as nervous as
an old hen.”

“ Anyone else?”

“Yes, a mugg who seemed all hot
and bothered phoned.”

“ What does a nice girl know about
muggs?” I demanded.

She flashed blue eyes at me and
snapped, “ Pest! Why don’t you go sit
on your derriére?”

Then to Rip, “ He called about five
minutes ago. When I told him you
weren’t here, he told me, none-too-po-
litely, ‘ Listen, sister, you tell your boss
I'll get in touch with him later and
when I do he’d better listen to me and
do as I tell him if he wants to stay
healthy.” ”

Rip frowned, then said, “ A perfect
gentleman, eh?”’ and walked into his
private office. I knew he didn’t under-
stand what it was all about, and I didn't
either.

I followed him in and, remember-
ing his remark about being thirsty,
made for the little bar we'd installed
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in one -corner and started rustling up a
couple of Tom Collinses.

“Here's to the first conviction,” I
told him, handing him one, and then
asked, “I wonder who the bozo was
who phoned you?”

Before he could reply, his interoffice
phone buzzed. He answered it, said,
“Yes,” and then, “ Tell her to come
in.” I knew it was Connie even before
he turned to me and, told me to mix
up a third drink.

She breezed in, as lovely as ever,
and looking so cool and refreshing in
her tight-fitting sea-green linen sports
dress that I forgot all about the fact
that the thermometer outside was
cracking 100 degrees.

“’Lo, darling,” she greeted Rip, and
waved to me. “ I understand the pub-
lic ‘prosecutor won his first case. The
newsies are screaming it from the Capi-
tol to the White House.”

Rip grinned and kissed her.
“ Glad?” he asked.

She shook her head. “ No,” she told
him, “ I'm frightfully disappointed.”

Rip looked at her skeptically. “ You
wouldn’t be kidding a fellow, would
you?” he wanted to know.

I was certain she was, but why she
should I didn’t know.

HE took the Collins I held out to
‘her, took a deep sip, and dropped
into the big leather chair in front

of Rip’s desk. She yanked off the blue
‘beret, which had been pulled jauntily
over her raven-black hair, and smiled
up at him. 1 thought how lucky he was
and hoped that Teddy would smile at
me that way some day.

“ No, Rip, I'm serious,” she replied.
“1 was never more so. I believe Flan-
nigan should have been acquitted.”

I nearly choked on my drink.

Rip sat down and put his elbows on
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his desk. He looked straight at her.
Their eyes met and their gaze held.

“In short,” he said, “ you consider
this Flannigan a public benefactor?
You believe that by plunging a knife
into Senator Blake he performed a na-
tional service?”

She smiled again and answered.
“ Not exactly, darling.”

Then, speedily, her expression
changed. Her face became grave and
her brown eyes flashed.

“ Homer Blake was the biggest
crook ever to sit in Congress,” she ex-
claimed, heatedly. ‘““He ruined more
than one man, and my father was one
of them. He lost everything when
Blake sold out to the R. M. and W.
and they built the cut-off between Ran-
som and Blackston. You know all about
it.”

I did, too, for Rip had told me. It
had happened more than a score of
years before, but at the time it had re-
ceived much space in those Western
newspapers not controlled by the rail-
road or its financial backers. The cut-
off had left two agricultural counties
of the State without adequate transpor-
tation facilities. It had been necessary
for farmers to haul their produce into
Ransom, a distance of anywhere from
thirty to seventy miles, before they
could get it aboard freight trains for
shipment to market. Automobile trucks
were not as common then as they are
now, and the time element and the ex-
pense had been too much for the farm-
ers.

Homer Blake had been in the House
then, representing a district which in-
cluded the two affected counties. At
first, he had fought the cut-off propo-
sal vigorously. Then, suddenly and
without ever giving a satisfactory ex-
planation of his action, he had with-
drawn his opposition. Construction of
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the cut-off had commenced, and a short
while later, Blake had announced his
candidacy for the Senate. The railroad
had thrown him its support, and its
bankers, too, and he had been elected.
And until his murder he had remained
in the Senate. The railroad, the bank-
ers and the other powerful interests of
the State had seen to that. They knew
he was safe and could be depended
upon to vote the way they wanted him
to.

“Yes,” Connie continued, “ Homer
Blake ruined my father. He died short-
ly afterward. The worry of the thing
was too much for him. I was a mere
child then, but from that day on I hated
and despised Homer Blake. But even
so I couldn’t condone his murder.”

Rip studied her speculatively.

“Well?” he asked, softly.

Connie's smile returned, and with it
she heaved a verbal bombshell,

She announced earnestly, “I don’t
consider Tobey Flannigan a public
benefactor. I know he is a criminal,
with a long record. I know also—oh,
I'm positive of it—that he is innocent
of the murder of Homer Blake.”

CHAPTER 11
The Threatening Voice

IP slowly drained his Collins, eye-
ing her all the while.

“ Tiny,” he said, not shifting
his gaze, “I believe three more are in
order. No—wait!”

He addressed Connie. “You can
stand another, can’t you, dear? Or has
the first one gone to your head? Given
you illusions or something. Tiny makes
them potent, I know, but I never real-
ized one was so strong that it would
make a guilty man appear innocent.”

Connie puckered up her nose and
made a face at him.
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“I’d be charmed with another one,
Mr. Hastings,” she replied, sweetly.
“ They're delightfully refreshing. And
it isn’t the drink that makes me feel
the way I do.”

I commenced mixing up another trio,
and Rip asked. “ What is it then?”

“ Suppose we call it woman's intui-
tion,” she laughed.

“ Admirable evidence to place before
a jury,” he scoffed. “ The defense could
appreciate it, I'm sure.” He paused a
moment, and fished out a cigarette
from the pocket of his coat. He always
kept some loose there. He said they
werce casier to get at. “ No, Connie,”
he went on, “it’s no go.”

““Alaybe not,” she said. ““ Neverthe-
less, I feel he told the truth on the
stand. Someone else could have mur-
dered Homer Blake, couldn’t they?”

“ Undoubtedly, only they didn’t. The
fingerprints, the footprints, the mud—
scientifically proven to have come from
his shoes—all that evidence and a good
deal more proves that Flannigan and
Flannigan alone committed the crime.
Satisfied ?”

“ No,” she stated, emphatically, “I'm
not. Somehow the fingerprints seem to
strengthen my theory about his inno-
cence.”

“Vhat do you know about finger-
prints?” Rip inquired.

“You'd be surprised, darling,” Con-
nie responded, crossing her legs and
settling back in her chair. *“ After all,
if my husband-to-be is going to be con-
cerned with crime, murders, kidnap-
pings, embezzlements, and all that sort
of thing, they should be my concern,
shouldn't they? I've just read a book
about how to be a dutiful wife, and it
was emphatic about it. Really! It’s
the crux of all marital harmony. Col-
lective interests, not separate ones.”

Rip grinned. ““ Okay,” he said, “I'm
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glad you are studying up on how to be
a little helpmate, but that doesn’t an-
swer my question. What do you know
about fingerprints ?”

“I know those found on the window
sill of Homer Blake’s study pointed in
—toward the study.”

“Sure they did. What of it?”

Connie frowned. “ Well,” she said,
““if 1 was Sherlock Holmes or Philo
Vance, which I'm not, I'd say they sub-
stantiated Flannigan’s testimony. He
“tated he merely peered into the win-
low, didn’t he? Isn’t it logical to sup-
nose he placed his hands on the sill
while he was doing so?”

Rip nodded. ““ Yes,” he stated, eas-
ily, “ and then climbed through the win-
:low, murdered the Senator, with a
neat knife jab, and ran out of the front
‘loor, leaving particles of mud from his
“hoes in the study and the hallway and
he door wide open.”

HE didn’t say anything for a mo-
ment, and Rip just watched her.
He was enjoying it immensely, I

could see.

At length she said, “I still think
someone else could have done it. Did
lo it, in fact.”

“ Suppose you tell us who,” Rip re-
joined. “ I’'m not anxious to see a mis-
carriage of justice, you know.”

“What about the four men who
were out at Blake’s earlier that eve-
aing ?” she wanted to know. ““ And, by
“he way, wasn’t there something in the
papers right after the murder about a
‘juarrel between the Senator and King-
:ade? It took place in the Senate Office
Building, as I recall.”

“ That’s right, but it had no bearing
on the case. We checked it thoroughly,
and Kingcade was very frank about it
when we questioned him. It was over
patronage. Something to do with the
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appointment of a postmaster. Kingcade
wanted one constituent, a cousin-of his,
I believe, and Blake favored someone
else. They had a lot of heated words,
but, like all such things, they patched
it up. No, there’s no motive there if
that’s what you’re looking for.”

“ How about Abbey?”

“He’d never met Blake until that
night. He was merely called in to fur-
nish some figures and statistical data.”

“ McKay?”

I put my oar in then. *“ Not jolly old
Larry!” I said. “ Blake was his mouth-
piece on the floor and in committee,
His meal ticket! It’s certain he didn’t
kill him.”

Rip crunched out his cigarette.
“ Which leaves only Bagley, your own
employer, among your list of suspects,”
he informed Connte. “ Now you know
he was the Senator’s attorney, and at a
handsome retainer’s fee, too, so—well,
from what little I know of my profes-
sion he preferred a live client to a dead
one.

“ Anyway, the forces of thelaw, my
dear, carefully investigated the respec-
tive activities of the four gentlemen be-
tween the hours of ten-thirty and ome
o’clock on the fatal night.

“They found that Kingcade, after
leaving the Senator’s home, went to the
Millard, had a Scotch and soda in the
Round Robin Room, and then took a
taxi out to his apartment on Connecti-
cut Avenue. He arrived there shortly
after eleven-thirty, according to the
doorman. A

“Abbey went directly to his rooming
house out on Seventeenth Street, near
Park Road. He chatted with his land-
lady for about ten minutes and then re-
tired. : :

“McKay and Bagley rode’ down
town together in McKay’s car. They
had a bite to eat at the Occidental and
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then parted. McKay went to the High-
Ho Club and stayed there until closing
time. Bagley walked down the Avenue
to the Regent, where he lives, talked
with the night clerk, and then went up
to his rooms.”

He paused and smiled at Connie.

“There you are, darling,” he an-
nounced. ““ All four present and ac-
counted for.” Tfe shook his head dis-
mally. “ That much-publicized woman's
intuition may bhe okay for picking an
occasional winner at Bowie or Laurel,”
he told her, “ but it’s a total loss here.”

Connie seemed about to reply, but
just then Teddy Wilson knocked on the
door and, without waiting for a re-
sponse, which wasn’t unusual for her,
pushed it open and stepped into the
office.

*“ That’s man’s on the phone again,”
she informed Rip. “ The one who called
before and told me you’d better listen
to him if you wanted to stay healthy.”

CARCELY were the words out of
her mouth than Rip had snatched
up the French phone,

“ Hastings speaking,” he said softly.
He always spoke in a low, well-modu-
lated voice, no matter what the situa-
tion.

AVe all watched him intently. A faint
frown furrowed Connic’s forehead.
There was a perplexed expression in
her dark brown eyes. Unlike Teddy and
myself, she knew nothing of the pre-
vious call.

*“ Wait a minute. Not so fast,” Rip
said. ‘ There, that’s better.”

He listened attentively, occasionally
interrupting with a “ Yes” or a “ How
do you know?”

We could all hear the voice at the
other end of the wire. It was sharp and
high-pitched. But we couldn’t distin-
guish the words being spoken.
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Suddenly, the voice ceased abruptly.

“Hello Hello!” Rip called, his
voice rising ever so slightly.

A dull click at the other end of the
line was the only response. Whoever
had called, he or she had hung up.

“ Damn,” Rip muttered. flashing the
operator. Quickly, he identified himselt
and gave brisk instructions to trace the
call. Then he looked at Connie, then at
me, and finally at Teddy Wilson, stand-
ing in the open doorway. For a time, he
didn’t speak. Then he said, “It’s in-
credible.”

“What?” I asked, wondering what
it was all about.

““That there could possibly be any-
thing in that woman'’s intuition busi-
ness.”

Connie wiggled to the edge of her
chair, her eyes wide with interest. 1
put down my glass and walked over to
the desk. I perched my carcass on it.

“What’s the dope?” I asked.

“It’s all screwy,” Rip said. * Who-
ever that was who called said very
bluntly and positively that Flannigan
didn’t have a thing to do with Blake’s
murder. He said, too, that I'd better
prove he was innocent or I'd be killed
the day he goes to the chair. ‘ I'm not
kidding you, Hastings,” he said. ‘I'm
not the sort who kids or who gives
second warnings. But I'll give you a
tip.” ”

“ What was it?” I demanded.

He looked at me and grinned. ““ Of
course, it's all screwy, Tiny,” he an-
swered. “ The fellow is nuts. A crank.
He said if I'd go out to the apartment
at the corner of Fourteenth and Clif-
ton Streets, Northwest, at 10 o’clock
tonight I might find something in Num-
ber Eight to help me.”

“Well, let’s play detective,” I said.

“ We’re going to,” he said, seriously.

The telephone rang. Rip was quick
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to answer it. He was frowning as he
replaced the receiver.

“ That was central,” he announced.
‘“ She traeed the call. Now it’s screwier
than ever.”

“ Where did it come from?” Connie
asked, ‘excitedly.

‘“From a pay station in the Depart-
ment of Justice,” Rip said.

CHAPTER III
“ Nervous as a Hen”

E were out at the apartment at

Y eight-thirty, but we didn't go

in. The building was a grimy,

brownstone one and stooed on a ter-

race. We parked the car around the

commer on Clifton Street, and wait-

ed in it. From where we sat we could

watch the front deor and see whoever
went in or out.

A thunder storm had been threaten-
ing since late afternoon. Black clouds
had hung low owver Arlington across
the river, and ‘the sky had been inky in
the direction of Georgetown.

But the storm didn’t break until we
came up Fourteenth Street hill, swung
into Clifton and turned around. Then
it lashed out in wild fury. Carried on
a high wind that snapped off branches
of trees and sent leaves hurtling :down
as though before a winter :blast, the
rain pelted down in sheets. Soon the
streets were filled and water was over-
flowing the curbs. Lightning struck mot
far away from where we sat.

“ A nice night for a murder,” 1 told
Rip.

He said, “I'm glad we have the
sedan, not a roadster.”

The height of the storm passed
quickly. The thunder and kghtning
moved off in the .direction of Brook-
land, but it continued to rain. A trol-
lay car sloshed up the hill. It stopped

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

at Clifton Street and two.girls alighted,
then a man. The girls had .an umbrella.
They put it up, huddled under it and
went hurrying up the street. The man
didn’t have one. He put up his coat
collar, looked cautiously about and then
started for the apartment house :on the
terrace.

Rip gripped my arm. “‘See who it
is?” he whispered.

“Yeah,” I said, “ Kingcade. What
will we do?”

“ Stay put,” Rip told me.

I looked at him quizzically.

“We can’t shadow him without be-
ing «detected, and we know he’s going
into the apartment,” he said. *See,
there the gaes in ‘the door.”

“ What time is it:?” I asked.

Rip glanced at his wrist watch.
“ Nine-frfteen,” he answered.

* Gee, three-quarters of an hour to
wait. The guy on the phone :said ten
o’clock, didn’t he?”

Rip nodded. “I'm commencing to
think he knows something. I didsi’t'be-
fore. I thought he was just .a crank.
Still, I couldn’t-ignore what he said. I
had to “investigate it. Bat how the
devil tould Flannigan :pessibly ‘be in-
nocert ?”’

“Don’t ask me,” I told him.

, E waited a half hour, then we
got out of the car and made
for the building. Kingcade had

not emerged. The name owver the mail

box in the vestibule showed us that one

Mathew Denton :occupied apartment

eight. The vestibule was dark and

gloomy. The small hall inside was even
darker. An old fashioned cage elevator
was over at one side.

* Number eight :must be .on the sec-
ond floor,” Rip stated. “ We'll use the
stairs. Did you -ever hear of Denton?

I said, “ No.”

Di1—14
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We went up quietly. A small light
burned in the hallway above. Someone
had had cabbage for dinner. You could
still smell it. It wasn’t a nice smell.
Number eight was in the rear. The
number was painted on the door. Who-
ever did the job must have been drunk.
The figure was all wobbly.

Not a sound came from inside the
apartment, nor from the one across the
hall. We stood outside the door, listen-
ing and wondering. Finally, Rip looked
at his watch. It lacked two minutes of
being ten o’clock.

“We'll ring,” Rip said, and pressed
the buzzer. We heard it ring some-
where back in the apartment.

“What are you going to say when
they answer it?” I asked.

“It all depends.”

It didn’t matter. No one answered.
We rang three times, then knocked. Rip
looked at me, questioningly. “ It’s all
very screwy,” he said again, and tried
the knob. It turned and he opened the
door.

“We haven’t a search warrant,” I
cautioned him, as he started in.

“ The hell with one!” His tone was
brisk. I saw him again a marine cap-
tain, alert, keen and ready for action.
“I'm getting premonitions, too,” he
said. “ I feel something’s happened, but
I don’t know what.” i

The foyer was pitch black. Rip
groped for the light switch, found it
and snapped it on. There was a cheap
rug on the floor and a rickety settee
up against the wall. Its seat was covered
with some coarse material. It was a
hideous shade of crimson. It made me
think of blood.

‘“ Hello, anyone home?”’ Rip cried.
The only answer was the rain beating
against the windows of the bedroom,
which was off the foyer.

We went in there. There was an old

D.—i1g4
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bed, with only a blanket on it, and a
dilapidated bureau. There was a comb
and brush on it, and a cheap safety
razor. The room was stuffy and foul-
smelling.

“It smells as though the windows
hadn’t been opened for days,” Rip said.

It did.

“ Nothing here,” Rip said.
Denton must be a sloppy guy.”

‘““He isn’t neat, that’s certain,” I
told him, looking quickly around the
room.

There was a narrow hallway leading
to the living room. Rip started down it
and I followed him. The light from the
foyer illuminated the room dimly. Rip
reached the threshold, uttered a startled
exclamation, and bounded across the
room. I snapped on the light and
stopped dead in my tracks.

A studio couch stood in one corner,
A man lay on it. He was a medium-
sized man with jet black hair. He was
fully dressed, except for a coat. His
shirt was full of blood and there was
a knife sticking in his heart. It was an
ordinary jack-knife.

Rip felt his pulse. ““ He’s dead,” he
said, grimly, ‘ but he hasn’t been dead
long.”

He stood up and looked around the
room. His eyes were narrowed and his
face was grave. There was a windew
on one side of the room. It was open
and led on to the fire escape. The rain
was coming in it. Rip hurried over and
looked down the fire escape.

Then he turned quickly and ad-
dressed me. ““ Notify the police,” he or-
dered, briskly, “ and get the janitor.
Find out all about this Denton. And no
one’s to leave this building until I say
so, especially Kingcade, if he’s still
here, which I doubt, seeing that win-
dow opens on the fire escape. It’s the
only one in the place that’s open.”

“ This
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WAS on my way before he finished

speaking. I got hold of the janitor

by pressing the bell in the vestibule.
I had to lean on it for a good five min-
utes before he put in an appearance.
But I couldn’t afford to go down in the
basement looking for him and leave
the front door unguarded.

He came grumbling up the steps. He
was a German, plump and short, and
had a racing tipster sheet in his hand.

“Forget the scratch sheet,” I
snapped at him. “ You've got a sure
thing upstairs in Number Eight.”

“What?” he asked, stupidly. Then,
“Who the heck are you?”

“ A stiff,” I said, answering the first
question. ‘“ And the name’s Saunders,
United States Attorney’s office,” which
actually wasn’t the whole truth, be-
cause while I worked for Rip, I didn’t
draw the twice-monthly from Uncle
Sam.

It got him though. *“ A stift!
mean— ?”’ he stammered.

“ A dead man—with a knife in him.
His name’s Denton. What do you know
about him?”

He drew a nervous hand across his
forehead.

“ Say, what’s your name?” I asked
him before he could reply.

‘“ Becker,” he said, ‘““ Karl Becker.”

“Okay. Now about this Denton?”

“1 don’t know much about him. He’s
only been a tenant about three weeks
and I've only seen him a couple of
times since he moved in. He’s away a
lot. Travels, he told me.”

“When did you see him last?” I
questioned.

“Tonight. I saw him come in about
six o’clock.”

“ Six o’clock, eh?”

He nodded.

“ Describe him.”

‘“ He’s not very tall,” he said. “About

You
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five feet five. I'd say he was pretty
close to sixty years old. Maybe older.”
He paused, and when he spoke again
he gave me a start. I concealed it, how-
ever. ‘“Anyway, he has white hair.”

I told him to go down and lock the
basement door and pocket the key.
When he came back I had him guard
the front door. *“ Don’t let anyone out,”
I told him, “ and no one in, except the
police.”

All the time I was thinking about
what he told me.

There was a pay station in the hall-
way and I called Inspector Bowers at
Headquarters and told him about the
murder. Then I hastened back to Rip
again.

“Say,” I exclaimed, “ that guy isn’t
Denton. Denton has white hair.”

Rip said, “ I know he isn’t.”” He was
holding a card in his hand. “I found
this in his trousers pocket. It's a taxi
driver’s identification card. The name
on it is John Lawson.”

“ The—?” I started, but Rip kept on.

“ That’s the name of the man who
came into the office to see me this af-
ternoon.”

“ The fellow Teddy Wilson said was
as nervous as an old hen,” I finished.

CHAPTER 1V

Identification

IP was very solemn. “ The same,”

Rhe acknowledged, ‘‘ unless some-

one planted the identification card

on him. Teddy will know. You better
get her over here.”

He walked slowly over to the corpse
and knelt down beside it. He squinted
his eyes and studied the knife sticking
into the poor guy, but didn’t touch it.

“It’s very screwy,” he stated, using
his pet expression, “ Homer Blake was
killed with the same sort of knife and
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in the same manner. There are factors
here, Tiny, that don’t jibe at all.”

“The white-haired cluck, Denton,
and Frank Kingcade, for example,” 1
volunteered.

He nodded, but didn’t say anything.

“ Fingerprints may help,” I went on.

He stood up and glowered at me.
“You're an optimist,” he said. “T’ll
give you odds right now that there isn’t
a damn print on the knife, or anywhere
around here, that’s worth anything.”

He ran his hand through his hair
and continued to glower.

““We got a phone call telling us that

Flannigan is innocent, and that we
might find something to prove it if we
come up here at ten o’clock,” he went
on. ‘“We get up here early and see
Kingcade scooting into the building.
" Then, we find that Number Eight is
occupied by someone named Denton,
who we've never heard of before.
There’s no answer to our ring or our
knocks, and we break in. He’s not here,
or Kingcade. But we find this poor
devil and—"

“ An open window leading on to the
fire-escape,” I offered. *“ The only win-
dow in the place that is open, or has
been for some time, judging from the
stuffiness around here.”

“Yes, but I still don’t get it.
wait—"

He broke off abruptly, and whistled
softly. I thought I glimpsed that funny,
twinkling light in his steel-gray eyes.

“T get it now,” he exclaimed, eager-
lv, and crossed over to where I was
standing. *“ This fellow Lawson knew
something about Senator Blake’s mur-
der. Something vital. That’s why he
was killed.”

He put his hand on my shoulder.

“ Listen,” he told me, “ get down to
.that phone and call Teddy Wilson, then
the Triangle Cab Company—that’s the

No,
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outfit Lawson drove for—and find out
where he was between ten and one
o’clock on the night of May 24. Find
out what fares he had and where he
took them. They’ll have the records.
Have them check them right away.”

“Okay,” I said, “but who did the
killing, Denton or Kingcade ?”

Before he had occasion to reply,
footsteps sounded down the hallway
and Inspector Bowers, followed by a
couple of dicks from Headquarters,
strode into the room. Bowers was a
lean, lanky individual, with a weather-
beaten face, bushy eyebrows and a per-
petual frown.

He greeted Rip, and then asked,
“ What’s been going on here?”

Rip pointed toward the couch, and
Bowers hastened over to it. His frown
dcepened considerably as he surveyed
the corpse.

““Who is he?” he asked.

“A cabbie named Lawson, judging
from this.” And Rip handed him the
identification card. Then, he quickly
sketched what he knew of the affair.
But he left out quite a bit. He didn’t
mention the phone call he had received,
or say anything about having seen
Kingcade enter the building. He had
his reasons, I knew, and, anyway, it
wasn’t up to me to butt in.

I left the apartment and went down
to the phone booth on the first floor.
Two uniformed cops were guarding
the front door, and a lot of excited
tenants were clustered on the stairs.
One woman was on the verge of hys-
terics. Becker, the janitor, the racing
sheet still clutched in his hand, was
trving to quiet her, and not succeeding
very well.

I fished out a nickel, stepped into the
booth and drew the door shut. I called
the cab company and told them who I
was and what I wanted. They told me



20

it would take some time to get the in-
formation I sought.

“How long?” I asked.

“ An hour, anyway,” they informed
me. “ That’s two months ago and all
those records are filedaway. We’ll have
to dig them out.”

“ Okay,” I said. “ Make it snappy.
I’ll call you back in forty-five minutes.”

I hung up and started hunting for
another nickel. I didn’t have one. A
half-dollar was the only change I had
in my pocket. I opened the door and
yelled at Becker.

“Hey, let me have a nickel,” I told
him.

He looked at me dumb-like, but pro-
duced it.

“Thanks,” I said. “1It’s one the
bangtails won’t take from you,” and
closed the door again.

I dialed Teddy Wilson’s number.
She answered, sleepily.

“The boss wants you,” I advised
her. “It’s important.”

She woke right up at that.

“Don’t be funny,” she flung at me.
“ A working girl still has some rights.
I’'m not being pulled out of bed in the
middle of the night to take dictation.
Mr. Hastings should know that.”

I wiped the perspiration off my fore-
head and scowled. It was hot in the
booth, and she would be like that.

“Who said anything about dicta-
tion?” I demanded. “ He wants you to
identify a stiff.”

SAswhate’

“ A stiff,” I repeated. “A corpse. A
dead man, dumbbell.”

“ You're drunk,” she stormed, and
hung up on me.

SWORE and tried to get the op-
erator, but I couldn’t. Not without
another nickel. I stepped out of the
booth and saw Doc MacFarland, the
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Medical Examiner, and a couple of the
fingerprint boys from Headquarters en-
tering the building. Doc changed my
half-dollar for me, and I went back
to wrangle with Teddy.

“ Listen,” I said, when I got her on
the phone again, “ don’t jump at con-
clusions. Wise up to yourself. I'm stone
sober and there is a corpse over here.”

Then, I hurriedly reviewed what had
happened, recalled that someone giving
the name of John Lawson had visited
the office that afternoon while Rip was
still in court, and carefully explained
that the only way we could know
whether he was the murdered man was
for her to identify him.

“ Why didn’t you say so in the first
place?” she wanted to know.

I glared at the phone. Wasn’t that
just like a woman?

“ Sweetheart,—” I commenced, but
she interrupted me.

“Tll be right over,” she informed
me, briskly.

She was. She arrived within twenty
minutes,

In the meantime, Doc MacFarland
had done his stuff and departed; the
fingerprint boys had powdered every-
thing there was to powder, and a trio
of dicks were quizzing all the tenants
and their guests. They had them all
rounded up in the hall on the third
floor, but Kingcade was not among
them.

It wasn’t the usual cocky Teddy that
a big policeman showed into the apart-
ment. She was very much subdued. Per-
haps it was the realization of death
that made her so. I don’t know. Any-
way, she hurried over to me, shuddered
slightly, and said, “I’'m sorry, Tiny,
I didn’t mean to be sc rude over the
phone. Really.”

“ Forget it, honey,” I said. “ You
weren’t,” and took her arm.
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I led her down the narrow hallway.
“Don’t let this get you,” I said. ““ It’s
nothing—just a dead man.” That was
a boner—a bad one. I realized it the
instant I'd said it. Just because I was
used to death, and I'd seen a good bit
of it, in Nicaragua, Haiti and over in
China, that didn’t mean she knew any-
thing about it. I was sorry, but then,
I always did have a habit of putting
my foot in it. I just squeezed her arm
tighter and said no more.

Rip met us at the door of the death
chamber. Inspector Bowers, glowering
as always, stood just behind him.
They’d drawn a sheet over the body.
I was glad for that.

“Take it easy, Teddy,” Rip said.
*“Sorry we had to disturb you.”

He took her arm and guided her
across the room. Bowers drew back
the sheet. I’ll give him credit. He
showed a certain amount of finesse. It’s
surprising for a cop. He only pulled
it down far enough for her to see his
face. You couldn’t see the blood-soaked
shirt, where the knife had been driven
into him.

“Ts this the fellow who called to see
me this afternoon?”’ Rip asked, gently.

Teddy nodded. “ Yes,” she faltered,
and snuggled up to me.

Bowers quickly covered up the
corpse. Rip said, “ That’s all, Teddy,
and thanks a lot.” He addressed me.
“Take her home, Tiny,” he instructed.

I would have liked nothing better.
She was such a sweet kid, and I had
such a yen for her. But she wouldn’t
hear of it. She grabbed hold of her
nerves once we were outside the drab
apartment building and down on Four-
teenth Street. She dabbed at her eyes,
wiped away the tears, and told me:

“TI’m all right, Tiny—really. I have
my car and can get home in no time.
And, anyway, Rip needs you.”

a1

I’d never heard her mention the chief
in such informal tones before, but it
didn’t register just then.

“You're sure you can make it?”’ I
questioned.

She smiled, wistfully. “ Of course,
foolish,” she told me.

Her car was parked around the cor-
ner and 1 guided her to it. Regretfully,
I watched her drive away alone. As
she swung into Fourteenth, she leaned
out and waved to me. It made me feel
a lot better.

I went back into the drab apartment
building. But before going upstairs, I
stepped into the phone booth and called
the Triangle Cab Company. I figured
they should have the information I
wanted by this time. They did, and I
felt elated when I heard what it was,
for it tied in neatly with Rip’s theory.

The fingerprint man was talking
when I stepped back into Denton’s
apartment.

“There are no prints on the knife,
Inspector,” he told Bowers.

Bowers growled something, which I
couldn’t make out, and Rip said, “It’s
not surprising. I offered to give Saun-
ders odds there wouldn’t be.”

The fingerprint man went on.
“ There are some clear ones on the bed
and the bureau, but there’s not a one
on that window sill.”

He motioned toward the open win-
dow leading out on the fire escape.

Two men from the morgue came in
just then to cart Lawson’s body away.
They were a couple of glum-looking
hombres. I doubted if they ever smiled.

“Well, I'll be moving along, Inspee-
tor,” Rip announced. “TI’ll keep in
touch with you, though.”

I still couldn’t figure out why he
hadn’t mentioned Kingcade’s presence
in the building.

“TI’ll have this thing cleared up in



22

no time, Mr. Hastings,” Bowers boast-
ed.

“I'm sure you will,” Rip told him,
but he didn’t sound as though he was.

CHAPTER V
The White Wig

E went down the steps and out

into the night. It was still driz-

zling, but the moon was making
an attempt to poke through the clouds.
We cut across the lawn to the car. I
didn’t say anything until I had pressed
down on the starter and the motor
had sprung to life. Then I asked,
“ Where to?”’ and anticipated Rip’s
reply.

I wasn’t mistaken.

He told me, “ Get over to Kingcade’s
as fast as this old bus will travel and
forget the red lights.”

I had swung into Fourteenth Street
before he had the words out of his
mouth. I cut left on Park Road, down
into Klingle, and then raced through
Rock Creek Park. Kingcade, I knew,
lived in an apartment house out on
Connecticut Avenue, above Tilden
Street.

Rip remained silent until we were
well into the Park. Then he asked,
“What did you find out from the cab
company ?”’

I gave it to him fast. “ Lawson hung
on the stand at Q) and Connecticut from
ten-thirty until twenty of twelve with-
out getting a fare. Then he got a call
to pick up a party on New Hampshire
Avenue. He took them out to the Brit-
ish Embassy.”

Rip whistled softly. I knew he would.

“Go on,” he told me.

“ There’s not much more,” I an-
swered. “ He got back to the stand at
twelve-thirty and reported in. He didn’t
get another call until one-ten.”

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

In the light from the dashboard, I
saw that Rip was grinning.

“ It ties in perfectly, Tiny,” he cried.
“ It definitely places Lawson out there
on Massachusetts Avenue about the
time the Senator was murdered. Blake
lived pretty close to the Embassy, you
know. It seems apparent now that he
saw the killer.”

“ Flannigan?” I asked.

He shook his head. “ No. I'm con-
vinced now that he got a bum rap.
Connie’s premonition appears to be cor-
rect, after all, in spite of all the cir-
cumstantial evidence against him. Now
she’ll ride me.”

He remained silent for a time, and I
kept still, too. I realized he was try-
ing to fashion the loose ends together
somehow.

Finally, he said, “ Whoever mur-
dered the Senator also killed Blake. It
seems impossible to escape that fact.
The same sort of a knife was used in
both crimes, and both victims were
stabbed in the same place—just above
the heart.”

“ Kingcade did it, of course,” I of-
fered.

He answered, “It certainly points
that way.”

“Why were you so close-mouthed
about it with Bowers then?” I de-
manded. “You never even mentioned
the guy to my knowledge.”

“I didn’t, because I'm not certain.”

I frowned. I couldn’t get it at all.
His reply made the whole affair screw-
ier than ever.

Kingcade’s apartment loomed up
ahead on the right. I swung the car
into the curb and the tires shrieked as
I jammed on the brakes. Rip was out
and half-way into the building before
the car stopped rolling.

“Come on,” he shouted at me.
“ We've got to get him.”
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HE apartment was a swanky one.

There was a big, black Negro

doorman in livery out front. Two
clerks, immaculately attired and look-
ing very pompous, behind the desk,
and a blonde, who wasn’t chewing gum,
at the switchboard.

Rip didn’t waste any words.

“1 want to see Mr. Kingcade.”

One of the clerks smiled, politely.
He recognized Rip. ‘“ He’s not in, Mr.
Hastings,” he said. “He went out
about ten minutes ago.”

“ Know where he went, whether he
took a cab?” Rip snapped.

The clerk looked puzzied. “ No, 1
don’t,” he answered, ‘“ but the door-
man—"

Rip turned quickly to me. ‘Find
out what he knows, Tiny,” he ordered.
And then to the clerk, * Get me the
manager. 1 want Kingcade’s apart-
ment opened.”

T hurried out to the big Negro, and
from him 1 obtained the information
Rip desired.

“Mr. Kingcade? \Why, he took a
cab, boss. One of those from the stand
there.”

He nodded up the street. There
was a line of taxicabs drawn up at the
end of the building.

“You don’t happen to know what
directions he gave the driver, do you?”
I asked him. “ Did you hear where he
said he wanted to go?”’

“Yes, suh,” the Negro grinned.
“ He said, ‘¢ Union Station, and make
it fast””

“You're an observant cuss,” I told
him. “ Thanks.”

So Kingcade was trying to lam. It
was a sure sign of guilt.

1 started into the building, and then
suddenly remembered something I'd
forgotten to ask the doorman, and
went back.
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“Say, you know the driver of that
cab, don’t you?”’ I questioned.

“Yes, suh, his name’s Little, Bill
Little.”

“Okay. When he comes back tell
him Hastings, the Assistant U. S. At-
torney, wants to see him pronto. \We'll
be inside.”

The Negro’s eyes widened. He said,
“Yes, suh!” again, and then, “ He
ought to be back directly, "cause he uses
this stand 'most all the time.”

I went back into the apartment. Rip
was talking to the manager, a little
guy, with a bald head and pince-nez.
He appeared fidgety. I drew Rip aside
and told him what I had learned. He
frowned, and then went into the phone
booth over on one side of the lobby.
He called Bowers and told him he
wanted Kingcade picked up. Then he
communicated with the railroad police
at Union Station and gave similar in-
structions.

When he came out, he made for the
elevator. The manager dogged along
beside him. They stepped in and I
crowded in after them. We rode up
to the sixth floor and got out. The
manager pulled out a bunch of keys
and started down the corridor. We
trailed along.

“This is very irregular, Mr. Hast-
ings,” he said nervously, stopping be-
fore a door. “ Mr. Kingcade is one of
our most valued tenants, and—"

“Don’t worry about it,” Rip in-
formed him. ‘ There’ll be no come-
back.”

He appeared dubious about it, but he
unlocked the door.

I didn’t know what Rip expected to
find inside, but we both saw the
cartridges at the same instant.

They were strewn across the top of
the desk, eight of them, and there was
a box, with more in it, turned on its
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side over by the edge. On the floor, be-
side the desk, was an empty holster.

I picked it up, and Rip reached for
one of the cartridges and examined it.
“It’s a thirty-eight,” he declared.

He frowned at the others on the
desk, and then glanced quickly around
the room. It was a comfortable bache-
lor layout, and everything appeared to
be in its place. Kingcade had a repu-
tation up on the Hill of being a fas-
tidious chap.

Rip turned back to the desk, righted
the box and started picking up the
cartridges and putting them into it.

“The way these are spread all over,
and that empty holster there, makes it
look as though Kingcade had grabbed
the gun and the bullets in an awful
hurry,” he said, grimly. “It ties in
with what the clerk told me. He said
Kingcade came in about eleven, but
only stayed a few minutes.”

“And with what the Negro door-
man says, too,” I offered.

IP put the last of the eight
cartridges back in the box.
“Yep,” he announced, “it’s just
as I thought. He came in to get the re-
volver. There are six cartridges miss-
ing from the box. Just enough to load
it."

“ Who's he planning to kill now?” I
blundered.

Rip simply scowled at me. The bald-
headed manager gulped, started to say
something, and then thought better
of it.

It dawned on me then that Rip
hadn’t told him anything about his sus-
picions.

We went through the apartment in
fine-tooth-comb fashion. We scruti-
nized the contents of every drawer in
the place, fingered through the file,
pulled books out of the bookcase, and
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looked under the mattress and the rugs.
But we didn’t discover another single
clue.

And then Rip opened the closet in
the bathroom. There were shelves in
it, neatly stacked with towels, sheets
and a couple of blankets, and there was
a metal hamper for soiled linen on the
floor. It was half-filled.

Rip picked it up and dumped the
contents on the bathroom floor.

I started to say, “ You sure are
thorough,” but quickly changed it to,
“ What the hell!”

For out on top of a bunch of soiled
shirts, underwear and socks tumbled
a white wig.

Rip reached for it, an incredulous
expression on his face. He appraised
it for a moment, and then handed it to
me. “It’s wet,” he said. “ Does that
mean anything to you?”

I looked at him, vaguely. It didn’t.

“ It was raining when Lawson was
killed, if that’ll help you,” he told me.

Then it clicked. ‘“ You mean,” 1
cried, “ that Kingcade masqueraded as
Denton?”

I knew the idea was screwy the
minute I'd suggested it.

But Rip didn’t seem to think so.
“It’s very possible,” he informed me.

“ That’s a lousy trick to play on that
old guy Denton,” I said. “ The cops'll
pick him up, sweat the devil out of him,
and the next thing he knows he’ll be
confessing a crime he doesn’t know
anything about.”

“ No, they won't.”

“ Oh, not now, of course—now that
we’ve found the wig,” I admitted.

“1 didn’t mean just that,” Rip re-
plied. “I don’t think there is any such
person as Mathew Denton. Something
tells me Kingcade created him and im-
personated him all the way through.
It’s all theory, of course, right uow,
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but here’s the way it shapes up to me.

‘“Lawson knew that Kingcade killed
Blake. Perhaps he threatened to ex-
pose him. Perhaps he tried to black-
mail him. It’s anyone’s guess. Any-
way, Kingcade knew he wasn’t safe un-
til he could get rid of Lawson, and he
had to do it in some way so that sus-
picion wouldn’t be directed at him. So
he posed as the old white-haired guy,
gave the name of Denton, and rented
the apartment over on Fourteenth.
Then he enticed Lawson up there and
killed him.”

“ But first Lawson got panicky about
it all and tried to see you.”

“Very possibly. We may never
know.”

“It’s a nice theory,” I said, ““ but it
doesn’t explain who called up and
threatened to kill you if you didn’t
prove Flannigan innocent.”

Rip frowned. ““ We’ll take that in
our stride,” he said. “ Right now I'm
trying to account for this wet, white
wig. How tall did the janitor say Den-
ton was?”

I thought a moment.
five,” I told him.

Rip addressed the manager, who was
blinking in the doorway. “ You know
Kingcade pretty well. How tall would
you say he was?”

The manager stuttered, “ Why—
why, I couldn’t be certain. About five
five, I guess.”

“1 thought so,” Rip said, and then
told him. ‘“Now forget all you've
heard or seen up here.”

“Of course, of course, Mr. Hast-
ings,” the little guy said, hurriedly.
“A scandal is the very last thing
we—"

Rip pushed passed him and went out
into the living room. He picked up the
phone and dialed Police Headquarters.
He got Bowers on the line, but he

“Five feet
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didn’t get the information he wanted.
They hadn’t picked up Kingcade.

CHAPTER VI

The Inconvenient Corpse

ITTLE, the cab driver, was wait-
L ing for us in the lobby when we
got downstairs.

“You wanted to see me, Mr. Hast-
ings? The doorman said—"

“ Right,” Rip informed him, briskly.
“Do you know Mr. Kingcade?”

The cabby shook his head.

“ Well, you picked up a fare here a
while ago and took him to Union Sta-
tion, didn’t you?” Rip demanded, his
eyes narrowing and scrutinizing the
hackman.

“ Oh, that  fellow,” Little said.
“Yes, but I didn’t take him there.”

“ What?”

“ No, it was this way, you see. The
guy told me to hurry. He said he
wanted to meet a train. But when we
got down on the avenue, just below the
Millard, he saw a man walking along
and told me to stop. I swung into the
curb, and he jumped out and ran up to
this fellow. He talked with him for a
minute or two. He seemed very ex-
cited. Then they both got into my
cab.”

“ Where did you take them then?”

“ Down to the river.”

“ Where ?”

“ Down to a houseboat.”

Rip frowned. I didn’t get it at all.

““What did this other man look
like?” Rip demanded. “ You don’t
know who he was, do you?”

Little scratched his head. “ No, but
I've seen him around town a good bit,”
he said. ‘““ He’s a tall guy, rather
skinny, and always wears loud clothes.”

Rip and I glanced quickly at each
other. We both had puzzled expres-



26

sions on our faces, I guess. We didn’t
say anything. We didn’t have to. We
both knew the description fitted C. P.
Bagley, the attorney who had repre-
sented Senator Blake.

“Get going,” Rip told Little.
“ You're taking us down to that house-
boat. It’s police business.”

NOTHER thunder storm was
A_ rumbling down the Potomac, as
we swung past the Bureau of En-
graving and Printing and turned down
Water Street, passed the fish wharves.
We rocked over the cobbles, with
lightning flashing in back of us. We
went for quite a ways, and then Little
slowed down and stopped. We drove
up alongside of his cab.

“ This is the place,” he said. “ That
boat tied up at the wharf over there.”

We could barely make it out. And
then a flash of lightning lit up the sky
and we saw it more plainly. It was a
neat job, and must have run into con-
siderable money. I’d never seen it be-
fore.

“It’s funny there’s no lights on it,”
I said, as I got out of the car. ““ You're
sure that’s the boat they boarded?”

“ Positive of it,” Little said.

“ We'll soon find out,” Rip said, fish-
ing under the front seat for his flash-
light. He found it, and said, “ Let’s
get going.”

“ What about the cabby?” I asked.

Rip debated a moment, then said,
“There’s no need keeping him.” He
paid him, told him he might need his
testimony later, and we started along
the gloomy wharf.

It was pitch black, except when the
lightning flashed, and I stumbled a
couple of times. Rip didn’t show the
flashlight. ““ No use tipping our hand,”
he whispered, “ but you'll do it if you
don’t pick up your feet.”
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We reached the end of the wharf
and crossed over to the deck of the
houseboat. We crouched there, listen-
ing. There wasn’t a sound aboard.
There wasn’t a sound anywhere, for
that matter, except the water lapping
against the sides of the boat.

“There’s no one here,” I growled.
“ What was that cabby doing, kidding
us?”

Rip said he didn’t think so. “ Why
should he?” he asked. * Perhaps
they’ve left. He brought them down
here quite a while ago, you know.
Come on, let’s find out.”

He flashed on the light and we went
into the cabin. I found the switch and
snapped it on. The furnishings were
luxurious, but they sure had been
tossed around. A table was over-
turned, and a couple of chairs. A lamp
lay smashed on the floor. A split
humidor was nearby, with several
broken cigars dumped out of it. And
not far away was a yellow table scarf.
It had splotches of blood on it.

I looked quizzically at Rip, but
didn’t say anything. I was thinking a
lot, and so was he as I could tell from
his expression.

Finally he said, “ You go aft, I'll go
forward. Let’s see what else we can
find. I don’t quite get this.”

I went into the galley. Everything
was ship-shape. There was no evi-
dence that anything had been disturbed.
I worked along the companionway,
without seeing anything, and then, just
as I was about to step into the cabin
again, I saw an envelope lying on the
floor. It was a manila one and very
dirty.

I picked it up and discovered that it
was stuffed with newspaper clippings.

I was just about to take them out
when Rip shouted at me. ““ Tiny, come
here. Quick!” he yelled.
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I jammed the envelope in my coat
pocket and scrammed.

I found him in the first stateroom.
He was standing there, looking down
at the floor, a startled, perplexed ex-
pression on his face.

“"“What happened?” I cried, and
then I saw.

Kingcade lay sprawled at Rip’s feet.
There was a bullet hole in his fore-
head, and just a tiny splotch of blood
around it. He was dead.

“Bumped himself off, eh?” I said,
grimly.

Rip shook his head and frowned.
“ No, that’s just it—he didn’t,” he told
me. “I thought so at first myself. But
there are no powder marks and, more
important, there’s no gun around. He
didn’t hide it after he was dead, that’s
certain, and he died just like that—"

He snapped his fingers.

A violent crash of thunder sounded
just then, and it commenced to rain
in torrents.

I just stood there, looking down at
the corpse, and trying to figure it out.
But I couldn’t.

“Kingcade comes down here with
Bagley,” 1 said, “and when we get
here we find Kingcade dead and Bag-
ley gone. It sure is screwy. Looks as
though Bagley killed him, but why?”

“That’s what we’ve got to find out,
Tiny,” Rip answered somberly.

“But it doesn’t make sense at all,”
I said.

“ Murder never does,” he replied.

We pulled a sheet off the bunk and
threw it over Kingcade. Then we went
back into the cabin.

“I've got to get in touch with Bow-
ers right away,” Rip declared, picking
up the blood-stained yellow scarf.

“There’s a dinky all-night lunch-
room up the street. T saw it as we drove
by,” I informed him.
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He nodded. “T'll go up there. They
probably have a phone. You stay here.”

He started toward the door, then
stopped abruptly, his steel-gray eyes
narrowing, his trim body tense. He
stood there, listening intently. Then,
slowly, his hand went for his revolver.

Footsteps sounded on the deck.
Someone was coming toward the cab-
in. Now they had started along the
companionway.

Quickly, Rip leaped behind the door,
and I followed suit. He held his gun
tense, waiting.

The footsteps became louder.

Was Bagley coming back? I'd read
about murderers returning to the scene
of their crime, but I'd never seen it
happen in real life. I felt instinctively
that I was going to now. '

The sweat stood out on my fore-
head, and my muscles felt tight as
drums. I didn’t like the suspense. It
was worse than being trapped by the
brigands down in Nicaragua. I wanted
something to happen, and happen fast.

But whoever was coming was tak-
ing his own sweet time about it. The
seconds seemed like eternity. And
then he was almost at the door.

I girded myself for action.

Rip’s eyes were sparkling. The
cold muzzle of his gun was aimed at
the door.

Now it was being drawn open. Some
one was coming through.

It was rotund, white-haired Larry
McKay, the railroad lobbyist.

CHAPTER VII
The Greek Has a Word for It

OU could have knocked me over

with a feather. Rip ordered, “ Up

with them—fast,” and McKay
gave a violent start, flung up his hands,
and turned deadly pale.
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. “Frisk him, Tiny,” Rip told me, and
I went over him quickly and thorough-
ly. He didn’t have a gun, but he cer-
tainly had the jitters. He started shak-
ing like a guy who had just come off a
ten-days’ binge.

“ Well, McKay,” Rip said severely,
“what have you to say for yourself?
You better start talking, and you’d bet-
ter make it ring true. You're in a spot.
What are you doing here?”

The lobbyist made a desperate effort
to get control of his nerves. A mysti-
fied expression came over his face. It
seemed to me that he didn’t know what
it was all about. Either that, or he was
a damn good actor. He just looked at
Rip, dumblike.

“1 might ask you the same ques-
tion,” was his retort.

“Don’t stall,” Rip advised him.

“I'm not. This happens to be my
boat.”

“ How long have you owned a boat?
That’s news to me.”

“I just bought it a week ago, but
I don’t see that it’s any of your busi-
ness. This is certainly high-handed pro-
cedure.” He had his nerves under con-
trol again, and was getting cocky. “ A
man can’t—"

“ Forget it,” Rip snapped. “ So it’s
your boat, eh? Well, that puts you in
an even tighter spot, because a man
was murdered aboard here just a while
ago.”

“What?” McKay started and sweat
stood out on his forehead. *“ Who,
Kingcade?” he stammered.

Rip frowned. “ You know all about
it, I see,” he said slowly, scrutinizing
the lobbyist through narrowed eyes.

“ I—I— Listen, can I take my hands
down?”

He’d been standing with them raised
above his head all the time.

“ Go ahead,” Rip shrugged. “ You
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haven’t a gun, and I don’t think you’re
quite fool enough to tackle both Saun-
ders and me.”

McKay dropped his hands, pulled a
handkerchief from his coat pocket, and
shakily wiped his forehead. His nerves
were going bad again.

“ Listen, Hastings,” he said earnest-
ly. “ You've got me all wrong. Is King-
cade really dead ?”

“Very much so,” Rip responded.
“He’s back there in a stateroom, a
neat bullet hole in his head, and no gun
anywhere around. What did you do
with it?”

“ ]—I— Now, wait a minute. I tell
you you've got me all wrong.”

“I also told you you’d better talk
fast,” Rip said sternly.

McKay mopped his forehead again.

“I don’t know why I said, ‘ Who,
Kingcade?’ except—"

“ Except what?”

“Well, Bagley phoned me a while
ago. I was in bed, reading. He was
very much excited. He said that King-
cade had discovered who murdered
Senator Blake. That it wasn’t Flanni-
gan.”

“Who did he say it was?” Rip de-
manded. I could see by the expression
on his face that he was inclined to be-
lieve what McKay said.

“ He didn’t,” the lobbyist answered.
“He said, ‘I can’t tell you anything
over the phone. Can’t mention any
names. But Kingcade’s life is in dan-
ger. There’s a killer at large.” That’s
what caused me to say, ‘ Who, King-
cade?” I guess.”

“Go on,” Rip instructed, showing
ever increasing interest.

McKay said, “ Can I smoke?”

Rip nodded, and I handed him one
of my cigarettes.

“This is awful,” he said, lighting
it, and meaning the murder, not the
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cigarette. He inhaled deeply and then
continued :

“ Bagley said, ‘Kingcade’s hiding
aboard your boat. I’m going right back
to him. Get down here as fast as you
can. I'll tell you everything when you
get here.’ I dressed as fast as I could
and raced down here. I must have
passed every red light on the way.

Then I get here and—" He shrugged.’

“Well, you know the rest.”

Rip thought for a moment, and then
said, ‘“ Okay, McKay, that seems to
clear you. We can check on it, any-
way.”

“ Be reasonable, Hastings,” McKay
cried, and tried to smile. e didn’t
succeed very well. ““ What would I
want to kill Kingcade for?”

“What would anyone want to kill
anyone for?” Rip countered.

I'd often wondered that myself.

“Your story doesn’t clear Bagley,
though,” Rip went on. “ You said he
told you he was going right back to
Kingcade. Well, he isn’t here, and
Kingcade is dead. I wonder how he’s
going to explain that?”

cKAY started to say some-
thing but the words froze on
his lips.

For, just then, a voice snarled,
“Drop that gun, Hastings. Stick ’em
up, all of you, and don’t try any funny
business. I've got you all covered.”

The voice was harsh. It was the
voice of one who meant exactly what
he said.

Rip’s revolver clattered to the floor
and all three of us reached for the
ceiling. I shot a quick glance toward
the door as I did so. Rip and McKay
did likewise, I noticed.

A masked figure was standing there.
He clutched an automatic in his hand.
The mask covered his entire face. It
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was black. But it wasn’t the mask nor
the polo shirt and slacks which he wore
that interested me. It was the fact that
he was about five feet five in height.

Quickly the thought flashed through
my mind—there is a Mathew Denton,
after all, and here he is, ready to kill
again.

Gripping his automatic tightly, he
moved slowly into the cabin and herd-
ed us all into one corner.

“This is a perfect set-up,” he said,
mockingly. “I couldn’t have asked for
anything better. The relentless prose-
cutor Hastings, the man who convict-
ed the unfortunate Tobey Flannigan.
Poor Tobey! He was such an innocent
cat’s-paw.”

He laughed crazily, but his antomat-
ic never wavered.

“And our friend the lobbyist, Mr.
McKay. He is the gentleman who
pulled the strings and made the late
lamented United States Senator Ho-
mer Blake dance. I really shouldn’t
say lamented, gentlemen, but then, it’s
always proper to speak respectfully of
the dead.”

He laughed again, and I started fig-
uring what my chances would be of
jumping him. I figured it wouldn’t be
wise—not just then. That automatic
was too menacing, and too near my
belly.

“Oh, yes,” he went on, “I mustn’t
forget the respected Mr. Hastings’
very amusing stooge, the ex-Marine.”

His voice quickened.

“ It’s too bad you didn’t stay in the
Marines, Saunders,” he said, with an
added tinge of sarcasm. “ You might
have lived longer. But now—" He
shrugged indifferently. “ Now you're
going to die. You're all going to die,
and do you know why you'’re going to
die?”

Rip was scowling. His muscles were
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tense. I could see he didn’t intend to
take it lying down, but then I didn’t
expect he would. I'd been through too
many scrapes with him to think that.
The nerves had gotten McKay again.
His face was blanched, and he was
trembling. None of us said anything.

“You're going to die!” the masked
figure fairly shrieked, ‘ because you
are all getting too inquisitive. And
you're going first, Mr. Assistant
United States Attorney.”

He swung the gun toward Rip.

Rip, I saw, was going to dive for
him. I steeled myself to follow
through.

But I didn’t leap. Not right then. If
I had I would have been killed.

A shrill, feminine voice
‘“ Stop, or I'll shoot.”

To say I was startled would be put-
ting it mildly. Surprise left me cold,
for I recognized the voice all too well.
But it knocked the masked killer far
worse than it did me. It knocked him
right off his pins. He hadn’t antici-
pated any interruption, and now that
one had come he lost his head.

He swung around and his automatic
spit flame twice. The bullets went
crashing into the wall of the cabin. He
missed the door by a mile. A shot
crashed from the door. It, too, was
wild. The slug embedded itself in the
floor over in a corner.

Then I leaped. So did Rip. But the
masked man was agile. I'll give him
credit. He side-stepped nimbly, side-
swiped Rip on the head with his auto-
matic, and sprang for the window. He
took a running dive and went right
through it and into the Potomac.

Rip snatched up his revolver and
dashed after him, firing as he went. It
was pitch black outside and raining
hard. You couldn’t see a thing, but
Rip emptied his gun just the same.

cried,
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I turned to the door. Teddy Wilson
was standing there. She was wet and di-
sheveled. Her hair hung down in kinky
strands. She had an automatic in her
hand.

“You fool,” she cried, “ why didn’t
you grab him?”

And then she started to cry. It was
the reaction of the thing. I moved over
to her and put my arms around her.
She snuggled up to me, and sobbed,
“ Oh, Tiny!”

I didn’t know how she happened to
be aboard the boat. I had thought she
was home, in bed and asleep. I didn’t
know where she’d gotten the gun. But
it didn’t matter just then. Nothing
mattered, except the fact I had her in
my arms. Whoever it was who had
killed Lawson and Kingcade, whether
it was Denton or someone else, I didn’t
know. But whoever it was, he’d en-
abled me to make better time with this
nice little armful in a couple of hours
than I'd made before in—well, almost
two years.

[P came over. He was sore as

Tophet because the killer had es-

caped. He didn't say so, but I
could tell. He took the automatic from
Teddy. “ Where did you get this, and
what are you doing here, anyway?”

She wiped her eyes, but still stayed
close to me. “ You ought to be glad
I'm here. It seems to me I saved your
life,” she replied, her old-time fire re-
turning.

I squeezed her, and Rip said, “ You
did at that, Teddy. I sure appreciate
U A

He looked at the automatic.

McKay, still pretty much shaken,
came over and said, ““ Let’s see that
gun. It looks familiar.”

Rip looked at him questioningly and
handed it over.
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McKay made a quick appraisal.
“Yes,” he announced, “it’s King-
cade’s, or was. See, here are his init-
ials.” He pointed to the butt.

They were there, the initials “F. K.”

Rip surveyed Teddy again. “ All
right,” he said. “ Give us the low-down
and make it snappy, please. We've got
to get a hustle on and notify Bowers.”

Teddy did.

“I didn’t go home after you had
me identify the taxi driver,” she re-
lated. “I couldn’t. My curiosity was
aroused. You know what a woman’s cu-
riosity is? I wanted to see what else
was going to happen. I turned around
and parked down Fourteenth Street.
I waited until you and Tiny came out.
Then I followed you—to Kingcade’s
-apartment. I parked across the street
and waited there, too. Then I followed
yvou down here. I almost lost you down
near the White House. I was held up
by traffic on Pennsylvania Avenue.

“1 saw you go down the wharf, and
I got out of my car and came part way
down. There were some barrels stacked
there. I hid behind them. It commenced
to rain and I got soaked.” She smiled.
I thought what a pretty smile she had.
“But I stayed there. I was still cu-
rious.

“1 saw Mr. McKay arrive and come
down the wharf. He passed within two
fcet of me. Then I saw someone else
coming along. When he got almost to
where I saw lightning flashed and I
saw that he was masked and had a gun.
1 became frightened. I didn’t know
what to do.

“1 stayed there for a while, and then
determined I must do something. I
had to warn you all, if I possibly could.
I started toward the house boat and
tripped over something. It was hard,
and hurt my toes.”

She glanced hastily down at her thin,
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water-soaked white shoes. They were
not really white any more. Then she
continued :

“I reached down and picked it up.
It was that gun. Somehow I Tfelt brave
when I had it in my hand. I don’t know
why. I don’t know anything about
guns. Then I crept aboard the boat
and "—she smiled again—‘‘ you know
the rest.”

Rip grinned and patted her on the
shoulder. “ You're a swell kid, Teddy,”
he said.

McKay nodded agreement.

I didn’t have to say anything. I
think she knew how I felt about it.
Otherwise, she wouldn’t have stayed
so close to me.

Rip started out of the cabin.
“ Come,” he said, “ we got to get mov-
ing. We've wasted too much time as it
is. \WWe've given that killer a nice start.”

McKay locked up, and we left King-
cade where he had fallen. He’d be safe
there until the police and the Medical
Examiner arrived. I could visualize
Doc MacFarland cursing when he re-
ceived the call. He lived out near Wal-
ter Reade.

“ Hope that lunch room’s open and
they have a phone,” Rip said, as we
started off. McKay drove Teddy’s car
and left his down by the wharf. Teddy
rode with Rip and me.

“ The place is open,” I announced as
we drew near. “ There’s a light.”

It was open all right, but there did
not appear to be anyone in it. There
were no customers and no sign of the
proprietor—not from outside, any-
way.

We pushed in, all four of us, and
then we discovered why. The proprie-
tor, a big, swarthy Greek, lay crumpled
in back of the counter. He wasn’t dead,
just knocked out. There was a nasty
bruise on his temple.
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“You tend to him, Tiny,” Rip in-
structed. ““I simply have to phone.
This gets screwier and screwier.” He
strode to the rear of the place, where
there was a telephone booth.

Teddy fetched a pitcher of cold wa-
ter and I doused the Greek. The second
one had him stirring. The third had
him sitting up and gesticulating as
though he were a Frenchman.

There is no need of my recording
all of his sputterings. The sum and sub-
stance of it was that he had been doz-
ing up at the front of the counter when
a man had come in to use the telephone.
He hadn’t bothered about him because
he wasn’t a cash customer, and had
gone on with his dozing. Suddenly he
had opened his eyes to find a masked
man standing in front of him.

‘“ He had a gun,” the Greek babbled.
“He had it raised. I started to cry
out, and he smacked me with it. Right
here.”” He rubbed his temple. ‘ He
smacked me hard and everything goes
black. I don’t know anything more un-
til now.”

Rip scowled and walked back to the
cash register. He rang it up and
counted the money in the till.

“ How much did you have here?”

“ Fourteen dollars.”

“Well, you haven’t been robbed,”
Rip told him. “It’s all here,” and his
scowl deepened.

“I don’t quite get it,” he said, half
to himself. And then to the Greek,
“This fellow who came in to phone,
was he the one who hit you?”

The Greek shook his head. ‘‘ No, it
was a small guy.”

“What do you mean? What did the
man who phoned look like ?”

The Greek rubbed his head, and
Teddy handed him a wet towel. He
grunted thanks and put it up to his
teruple.
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“He was tall and skinny,” he an-
swered, “and wore a pink shirt.”

“ Bagley!” Rip, McKay and I said
almost in one breath.

““Was he still phoning when you
were hit?”’ Rip asked.

The Greek pressed the towel hard
against his temple. The cold appeared
to help him.

“Yes,” he said. “ I'm pretty sure he
was.”

CHAPTER VIII
Starving Woman

AWN was streaking the capital
when we finally got back to
Rip’s office in the Press Club
Building. Teddy was still with us. No
amount of argument would cause her
to go home and get some much-needed
rest. She was plucky, and resolved to
see the thing through.

But from the progress we’d made so
far it looked as though it might mean
going without sleep until Christmas.
We hadn’t fared so well.

We hadn'’t located Bagley. He hadn’t
returned to his hotel and we hadn’t
found anyone who had seen him. We
had learned, however, that he had been
in New York all day and had heen ex-
pected back on the eleven-twenty train.

That explained one thing, anyway
—why Kingcade had told Little to
drive him to the Union Station. He
apparently had known what train Bag-
ley planned to return on. Obviously,
too, the lawyer had taken an earlier
one. @therwise, they would not have
met on Pennsylvania Avenue.

He hadn’t located hide nor hair of
the house-boat killer—who we were
certain now had also murdered Law-
son and Senator Blake, as well. His
gloating conversation indicated that.
But we’d had plenty of suspects to
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scrutinize. Bowers hadn’t allowed any
grass to grow under his feet, not that
it had done him any good. He’d had
his men round up almost every one
they’d found on the streets. And what
a motley mob they’d collected, pan-
handlers, bums, gamblers and assorted
riffraff. But none of them had an-
swered our purpose.

Rip swung himself wearily in his
chair, ran his hand through his rum-
pled hair, and scowled at the white wig
he had laid on his desk.

I motioned toward it. ““ Kingcade’s
being bumped off rather knocks your
theory of him being the great imper-
sonator into a cocked hat, doesn’t it?”
[ asked.

He thought a moment, then shook
his head.

“Not as far as the idea is con-
cerned,” he replied. “ Kingcade is out,
of course. But the wig fits in some-
where. I'll swear to that.” -

I grinned at him. “ You're catching
the premonition-intuition fever from
Connie, aren’t you?” And then, se-
riously, I said, “I can’t see how it can
possibly fit in. Kingcade had it, didn’t
he?”

“Yes, he had it. But how did he get
it?”

I shrugged. 1 had no idea.

. “Kingcade knew who the murderer
was,” Rip went on. “ McKay told us
that. Now suppose he decided to trap
him. We know he went up to that
apartment on Fourteenth Street last
night. Let’s suppose he went for that
purpose. And let’s suppose, too, that he
came upon the murderer just after he’d
killed Lawson. The murderer went out
the window and down the fire-escape,
and Kingcade obviously went after
him. Suppose he grappled with him,
igot the wig off him, and then the killer
get away from him. Or suppose he
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didn’t have the wig on when Kingcade
busted in on him. Let’s say it was on
the table, and Kingcade grabbed it up.
Either way it would have come into his
possession.”

“Yes,” I answered, ‘‘ but—"

But Rip wasn’t to be interrupted.
“ And remember this, also, Tiny. That
wig was wet when we found it, and
everything else in that hamper was dry.
It strengthens the theory a lot, doesn’t
it?”

I couldn’t argue that one.

He yawned and reached in his pock-
et for a cigarette. He didn’t find any,
and it was up to me to produce one for
him.

It was then that I discovered the
dirty manila envelope I'd picked up
aboard the house boat. In the excite-
ment of everything, I'd forgotten all
about it until now.

Somewhat meekly I hauled it forth
and handed it over to Rip, explaining
where I'd got it.

“You're a great detective, forget-
ting your clues.,” he told me. ’

“1 hope you’re right on the clue an-
gle,” T answered. “ It may be just a
dud.”

E pulled out the newspaper clip-

pings and spread them on his

desk. The first one he picked up
was from the Washington Telegram.
It told of the murder of Senator Ho-
mer Blake. There were several more
dealing with the crime and the trial
of Tobey Flannigan. They didn’t mean
much, except that whoever had
dropped the envelope had been vitally
interested in the case.

And then [Rip spied a yellow clip-
ping among the newer ones. It was so
old it had cracked in a couple of places.
He read it with interest, his steel gray
eyes narrowing, and a puzzled expres-
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sion flitting across his countenance.
Then he whistled softly.

“ Here’s our clue,” he said quietly,
and passed the clipping over to me.

It had a Ransom date-line, and read:

DENTON JAILED FOR THREAT

Farmer Draws 30 Days After Intimidat-
ing Congressman Homer Blake

Ransom, Sept. 10.—Mathew Denton, a
farmer of Kittery, was sentenced to 30
days in the county jail here today by
Judge Roberts, after he had threatened to
kill Representative Homer Blake of the
Second District.

Denton accosted the Congressman on
Main Street and, drawing a revolver,
shouted, “ I've lost all on account of your
double-crossing. Now I'm going to give
it to you.”

Two policemen grabbed him and dis-
armed him.

Denton is one of the lower county
farmers who stands to lose by the new .
railroad cut-off between Ransom and
Blackston.

Congressman Blake first opposed the
cut-off, then switched, and supported it
vigorously. He recently announced his
candidacy for the United States Senate.

I read it over twice, then looked
at Rip. “It’s an awful long time to
carry a grudge,” I said.

He nodded. “ You can never tell
about human nature,” he informed me.
‘“ Revenge is sweet to some people.”

“Well, anyway,” 1 replied, “it
seems to clear up a lot of things.”

“1I hope so, but you never can tell,”
he said, reaching in his desk drawer
and bringing forth a telegram blank.
“Ring for the boy, will you?” he
asked, starting to scribble.

The message he dashed off was ad-
dressed to * Chief of Police, Ransom,”
and read, ‘ Advise last known where-
abouts of Mathew Denton, Kittery, ar-
rested and jailed Ransom, September,
1915, for attack on late Senator Ho-
mer Blake. Urgent.”
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The messenger boy had just depart-
ed with it when Rip’s telephone rang.
He snatched it up and talked briskly
for several minutes. He spiced a lot of
“Dears” and *“Darlings” through
the conversation, so I knew it was Con-
nie he was speaking to.

“She’s been trying to get me all
night,” he advised us, as he hung up.
‘“ Bagley phoned her about midnight.”

“ What did he want?” I interrupted.

Rip frowned. “ She said he cried,
‘ For pity’s sake, get Hastings and tell
him—" Then she heard a groan and the
line went dead.”

I frowned also. Teddy just sat over
in the corner and seemed half asleep,
but I knew she was taking it all in.

““What do you make of it?”’ I asked
Rip.

The phone rang again before he
could reply. !

We heard him say, “ Yes—Where?
—Fractured, you say.”

“That was Bowers,” he informed
us, when he’d finished. ‘ They've
found Bagley, discovered him dumped
out along Pierce Mill Road, in the
Park. He’s unconscious. His skull ap-
pears to be fractured. They’'ve taken
him to Emergency.”

He sat back in his chair and again
scowled at the white wig. He didn’t
say anything for a time, and then he
announced, “ I think I know what hap-
pened to him. The killer probably
trailed him to that all-night lunch
room, bashed the Greek on the hcad,
and then cracked Bagley. He couldn’t
afford to have him talk, vou know.”

“How did Bagley get out in the
Park?”’ Teddy inquired, rubbing her
tired eyes.

“The killer probably Ilugged
body to his car, drove it out there
dumped him.”

‘“ He slipped up,” I said.

his
and
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“ What do you mean?”
“He didn’t kill him., He must be

slipping.”
“He probably thought he was
dead,” Rip said.
HOSE cops out in Ransom

worked fast. They were on their

toes. It was just a little over an
hour before we had a reply, but it was
not what we wanted. It knocked every-
thing screwy again.

Rip swore when he read it, then
flipped it over to me. I saw the words
and was tempted to swear too. They
were:

MATHEW DENTON DIED TEN

YEARS AGO STOP IS BURIED
EVERGREEN CEMETERY HERE
RADCLIFFE CHIEF OF POLICE

“Perhaps his ghost walked,” I told
Rip.

“I've been thinking that,” he said,
and he didn’t seem to be joshing, ei-
ther,

He deliberated a while and then told
me, “ Tiny, take Teddy home. She’s
got to get some sleep. Then go down
to Emergency and see how Bagley is.
If he’s regained consciousness, find out
what he remembers, whether he can
identify anyone. He seems our only
bet at the moment.”

Teddy didn’t want to go home, but
I made her. I took her out to her apart-
ment and locked her in. She put up a
fuss, but I quieted her. “ Listen,
Toots,” I told her, “ you're asleep on
your feet, and pretty girls need plenty
of rest. I'll be back at five and let you
out. We'll have dinner together. What
do you say?”

She yawned and
Tiny.”

I heat it from there down to Emer-
gency, but it didn’t do me any good.

said, ‘ Okay,
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They wouldn’t let me see Bagley. He
was still unconscious, the head nurse
told me, and in a critical condition. A
cop was sitting by him, ready to take
down anything he might say.

“ Will he die?”” I asked the nurse.

She said she didn’t think so. That
was something.

I left the hospital all befuddled. I
could not make head or tail out of
the whole affair. Nothing seemed to
jibe. It was all a complete mystery.
Who killed Senator Blake? Who killed
John Lawson? Who killed Frank
Kingcade? Who bashed Bagley on the
head, and the Greek? Who was the
guy who was all set to kill Rip, McKay
and myself when Teddy so fortunately
interrupted the homicidal proceedings?

I didn’t know the answers. Not one
of them. And I was completely devoid
of hunches. If I hadn’t been I might
have been prepared for the action
which followed as soon as I got back
to the office.

Rip was on the phone when I came
in. I heard him say, “It's a straight
tip, buddy. I wouldn’t kid you. They’re
wise. You better scram.” It stumped
me, particularly because he was dis-
guising his voice.

He banged up the receiver and
jumped up. He saw me and shouted,
“ Come on, Tiny, we haven’t a minute
to lose,” and almost pulled me out of
the office.

Going down in the elevator, I no-
ticed that strange, twinkling light was
in his steel-gray eyes. The same ex-
pression I'd seen him have in the jun-
gles of Nicaragua. The same one which
had appeared when he’d asked Connie
Merrick to marry him. The one which
always showed when he was certain of
success.

We dashed out of the Press Club
Building and into a cab. “ The Hurley
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Building,” Rip snapped, ““ and make it
fast. Park across the street.”

He sat on the edge of the seat all
the way, his chin sticking out, his body
tense, and that funny twinkle in his
eyes all the while.

The Hurley Building didn’t mean
anything to me. I knew it was an office
building up Pennsylvania Avenue, but
how it fitted into the picture I didn’t
know.

We came to a stop across the street.
“We'll wait here,” Rip told the driver.
“ Watch the door,” he instructed me.

I looked across the street, and gave
a start. The sign beside the entrance
read, “ Interstate Commerce Commis-
sion.” Then I commenced to get it.

“You mean—" 1 exclaimed, and
then Rip grabbed my knee excitedly.

“Look, there he 1is,” he cried
hoarsely.

John Abbey, the statistician, who
had been at the conference at Senator
Blake’s the night of the murder, came
hurriedly down the steps. He was carry-
ing a bag. He looked furtively about
him and then plunged into a cab.

“ Follow it, and don’t lose it,” Rip
ordered our driver.

We went down Pennsylvania Ave-
nue to Fourteenth and then cut right.
We passed the Department of Com-
merce Building, the Bureau of En-
graving and Printing, and a lot of
structures belonging to the Depart-
ment of Agriculture. They were
bounced on to the Highway Bridge,
across the Potomac.

“ He’s making for the airport,” Rip
said grimly.

“You certainly must have discovered
something while I was out,” I told him.

He didn’t tell me what it was. All
he said was, “ Did you notice Abbey’s
height?”

“He’s short,” 1 told him.
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“ About five feet five, eh?”’

“1 get you,” I exclaimed.

The taxi ahead swung into the air-
port, rolled over to the administration
office, and stopped. We were right be-
hind it. Abbey got out, casually paid the
driver, and started to pick up his bag.
He wasn’t aware he had been followed.

Then it was that Rip bore down on
him. ‘" Abbey, you're under—"

The little man dropped the bag at
the words. With lightning speed, his
hand went inside his coat and a gun
flasfed out. At the same instant Rip’s
left fist shot out. It traveled less than
a foot, and had everything behind it.
It caught Abbey flush on the jaw and
sent him sprawling through the air.

Rip sprang over to him, his own gun
out now. I retrieved Abbey’s.

Rip yanked him to his feet and spun
him around. He had a dazed look in
his eyes. His body was limp. All the
fight seemed to have left him.

UDDENLY, Rip jerked out the
white wig. He had had it in his
coat pocket. He spun Abbey

around again, held him steady, and
slapped the wig on his head. It fitted
perfectly.

Abbey smirked. “ All right,” he
said, “you win. I killed Blake. I'm
glad I did. He deserved to die.”

“You killed Lawson and Kingcade,
also, and made a felonious assault on
Bagley and the Greek.”

The little man shrugged. “ Sure I
did,” he said. “ And I'd have killed
you, too, and this guy”’—he nodded
toward me—‘ if that dumb girl hadn’t
butted in.”

A crowd was gathering around us,
pushing and shoving, trying to find out
what all the excitement was.

We took Abbey into the adminis-
tration building and the operations
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manager turned over an office to us.
Rip told him to phone Inspector Bow-
ers and tell him to hustle over.

He pushed Abbey into a chair.
“Don’t try any funny stuff,” he
warned.

“Why should I?” Abbey asked.
“I've accomplished my purpose.”

“Yes, you swore an oath when
your uncle, Mathew Denton, died that
you'd kill Senator Blake, didn’t you?”
Rip snapped. “ Your uncle tried to kill
him once. Threatened to, anyway. He
was ruined when that cut-off was put
through, and he swore revenge on
Blake. He didn’t get his chance, but
you carried on for him, and suc-
ceeded.”

“You must be a mind reader, Mr.
Prosecutor,” Abbey said sullenly. “I
don’t know where you obtained your
information, but it’s correct.”

“I'll tell you more,” Rip said.
“You didn’t get an opportunity to kill
Blake until May 24. Then you were
called in to supply some statistics on
the Railway Pension Bill. You left
when the conference was over. You
went back to your rooming house and
established an alibi, by talking with
your landlady for a time. Then you
went up to your room and out the fire-
escape. You went back to the Senator’s
and killed him. You left mud from your
shoes in the study and in the hallway.
It was the same sort of mud Flanni-
gan had on his shoes. But that’s ex-
plained now. It came from the grounds
of Blake’s place.

“ Lawson, cruising down Massachu-
setts Avenue, saw you run out, but it
wasn’t until just before Flannigan’s
trial that he knew who you were,
Then he accosted you with the fact.

“You realized if Lawson talked sus-
picion might be cast upon you. You
struck upon the idea of impersonating
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your dead uncle, bought that white
wig, and rented the apartment up on
Fourteenth Street. You got Lawson to
come up there. No one in the apart-
ment knew you as Abbey. They
thought of you as Denton, a little old
man with white hair.

“It gave you a perfect out, you
thought. You could kill Lawson, and
the police would run themselves ragged
hunting for a man who had been dead
ten years.

“ But somehow Kingcade got wise
to the fact that you had killed Sena-
tor Blake, and also that you were using
the Fourteenth Street apartment. He
burst in on you just after you had
killed Lawson. I don’t know whether
you had the wig on then or whether it
was around somewhere.”

“ Splendid deduction,” Abbey
scoffed. ““ Very true, indeed. The wig
was on the table.”

“You went through the window
and down the fire-escape,” Rip con-
tinued. ‘“ Kingcade went after you,
but. you shook him off. Then the
tracked became the tracker. You fol-
lowed Kingcade to his apartment and
then down to the houseboat. You
waited along the wharves. Bagley came
out, you saw where he went and then
went aboard the boat. You wrestled
with Kingcade, got his gun away from
him and killed him. In the tussle you
dropped an envelope containing news-
paper clippings. It was a grave error
on your part. You dropped Kingcade’s
gun on the wharf.

“ Then you hurried up to the lunch
room. You had to stop Bagley from
telling what Kingcade had known.
You found the proprietor in front of
the place, and you knocked him uncon-
scious. Then you dragged Bagley from
the phone booth and slugged him. You
dumped his body in your car. Then
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you discovered you had lost the en-
velope containing the telltale news-
paper clippings.

“You figured you must have
dropped them aboard the boat and
went back to look for them. It was
then that you came upon McKay,
Saunders and myself, and you might
have killed us, although 1 doubt very
much whether you would have suc-
ceeded had not Miss Wilson put in an
appearance.

“You dived through the window
and swam ashore. You got back to
your car and drove away. You drove
to Rock Creek Park, and along Pierce
Mill Road you dumped out Bagley’s
body. I’'m not certain whether you
thought he was dead or not.”

Abbey frowned. “I did,” he said,
“that was my error. The rest of your
recital, however, is perfect. The facts
are all correct. Well, I have no regret.
I've fulfilled my oath.”

He smiled crookedly.

“Do you mind if I smoke?” he
asked quietly. ““ After all, this has been
quite an ordeal for a—statistician.”

“ Okay,” Rip told him. ‘“The In-
spector will be here any minute now.”

Abbey carefully extracted a cigarette
from a silver case. The thing was cork-
tipped. He tapped on his wrist.

“ Ah, yes, the Inspector,” he said,
striking a match. He held it in his hand
a moment while it flared. “ Inspector
Bowers, I believe.”

He lighted his cigarette and inhaled
deeply.

“ No, Hastings, I don’t believe I am
going to have the—ah, shall we say
pleasure, of meeting the Inspector.”

He took another deep puff, and then
another.

" His body twitched suddenly. The
cords stood out grotesquely on his
neck. His eyes goggled horribly.
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The cigarette fell from his fingers.
He toppled forward, then crashed to
the floor and lay still.

Rip had his hand on his pulse an
instant later.

“ Dead,” he announced. He looked
at me, grimly. “ That cigarette, it was
poisoned. He tricked us.”

“You mean,” I said, “ he saved the
District the expense of an electrocu-
tion and you the trouble of prosecuting
him.”

ATER, back in the office, there
were still a few things I had to be
put straight on.

“ How the devil did you know Ab-
bey had sworn an oath to avenge his
uncle and kill Blake?” I asked Rip.

“1 didn’t. It was a shot in the dark,”
he replied, sipping the Collins I had
just mixed up for him.

“And how did you ever know it
was Abbey ?”’

He grinned. “1 got to thinking it
was rather odd that everyone, except
Abbey, who had been at Blake’s the
night he was murdered had figured in
last night’s happening—Kingcade, Mc-
Kay and Bagley. Then suddenly I had
a hunch. I long-distanced the Chief of
Police in Ransom and asked him what
living relatives Denton had. He re-
plied, ‘ Just one, a nephew John Ab-
bey. He raised him and he lived with
old Denton until he d1ed But I don’t
know where he is now.’

“I did, so it didn’t matter. But it
wasn’t evidence against Abbey. So I
phoned him, disguised my voice and
tipped him off that he was suspected.
It all depended on how he reacted.
WWell, the trap was set and he walked
right into it.”

He had, at that—into a nice death
trap.

The office door swung open and
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Connie Merrick, looking lovelier than
ever, swept in.

‘“’Lo, darling,” she greeted Rip and
then shook a finger at him reprovingly.
“1 understand,” she said innocently,
‘“that Tobey Flannigan is innocent of
Homer Blake’s murder.”

Rip grinned sheepishly.

“ Woman'’s intuition,” she taunted
him. “ It has no place in crime detec-
tion, says the Assistant United States
Attorney.,”
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Rip got up from his desk. I knew
they wanted to be alone. I looked at
my watch. It was six-fifteen, and I'd
locked Teddy Wilson in her apartment
and told her I'd be back at five o’clock.

I scrammed. I could visualize the re-
ception I'd get. All the headway I'd
made with her since last night gone for
naught. I knew it instinctively, for I
know you can’t talk reason to a starv-
ing woman. And I knew she must be
that by this time.

CIPHER SOLVERS’ CLUB FOR AUGUST
(Continued from Last Week)

A total of 6,324 answers were submitted to cryptograms Nos. 181-210,
published during August, breaking all previous records for that month in the
history of our cipher department, and raising our grand total for the year to
48,664 answers! Your name is in the following list if you sent us one or
more solutions to these puzzles! The degree sign (°) distinguishes members
of our Inner Circle Club, who have individual records of 1,000 or more solu-
tions with this magacine. Watch for the September Cipher Solvers” Club to

be published in an early issue!

Twenty-three—Alpha Bet, Merchantville, N. J.;
Denarius, Detroit, Mich.; Lefty Did, New York,
N. Y.; Miss Hannah Epstein, New York, N. Y.;
G. N. G,, Key West, Fla.; °Plantagenet, Paterson,
N. J.; Dr. Dirk E. Stegeman, Los Angeles, Calif.;
John T. Straiger, Brooklyn, N. Y.; A. F. T,
Sidney, Ohio.

Twenty-two—J. B. Emerick, Fort Monroe, Va.;
H. L. Evans, New York, N. Y.; V. Genevrier,
Globe, Ariz.; Lucille Little, Chicago, Ill.; Ruth,
Laramie, Wyo.; °Ike N. Wynne, Great Falls,
Mont.; Zarkov, Aberdeen, S. Dak.

Twenty-ome—Ernest G. Alstadt, Erie, Pa.;
Myrtle Lee Bunn, Washington, D. C.; Mrs. Altie

Mather, West Allis, Wis.; Carl H. W. Oestreich,
Grants Pass, Oreg.; D. G. S,, Colusa, Calif.

Twenty—°H le Care. Norfolk, Va.; Eatosin,
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York, N. Y.; Elvin Crane Paynter, Ocean City,
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By Cornell Woolrich

Real Estate Rodge, also known

as High-Pressure Harry, also
known as—but look it up yourself in
the records—stopped his hired car (his
for the next sixty minutes) in front of
an imposing construction job which
was clamorous with riveting. It was im-
posing not so much because of its
height or breadth, but because of the
quality of the materials being used.

CLIP ROGERS, also known as

Its two-story skeleton was fashioned
of steel beams, painted scarlet, of the
kind that are usually used only for the
tallest skyscrapers. The trim around
its base was polished basalt. The
mound of bricks that lay in the street
waiting to go into the upper facade
were bisque, with a high glaze, the best
grade obtainable.

Clip swept his arm at it with an air
of proprietorship, turned half around

“Clip” Rogers, Confidence Man, Finds a Detective-Badge and Decides
to Have Some Fun
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in his seat to face the two parties in
the back of the car. ‘““ Nifty, eh?” he
remarked, addressing the more con-
spicuous of the two. *“ Nothing like
seeing it for yourself, is there? Well,
how about it, Mr. Hemingway, think
you’d care to come in on it with me?
Tell you what I'll do. I'm very hard-
pressed for ready cash right now, I've
been financing the thing single-handed
so far, and as you can see I've spared
no expense. It’d be a crime to have to
stop now, when it’s within an ace of
completion. Rather than approach the
banks for a loan and pay the exorbitant
rates of interest they’ll soak me, I'd be
willing to cut somebody in on it out-
right, and keep it in private ownership.
Five thousand dollars—and a half-in-
terest in it is yours.”

Mr. Hemingway, better known as
Philadelphia Slim (because he was
very fat and badly wanted in Phila-
delphia), looked judicious, one might
even say cagey. “I don’t know,” he
hesitated, “it's a little bit out of my
line. Now, my friend Mr. Jeffreys
here, goes in for that sort of thing
more than I do. He’s cleaned up quite
a bit in his home town buying property
at foreclosure. What’s your opinion,
Mr. Jeffreys?” he asked deferentially.

Mr. Jeffreys’ two main character-
istics were an air of unmistakable pros-
perity and an air of even more unmis-
takable childlike innocence. Crash
knickers, howling golf-stockings, and
well-fed, he was the perfect prospect.
His and Mr. Hemingway’s acquaint-
anceship dated from the hotel lobby
twenty-four hours before. He was
down here for a well-earned rest. Mr.
H. was down here to put over a big
deal. It was quite a coincidence the
way he and Clip Rogers had run into
each other awhile ago, right while Mr,
Jeffreys was with the former.
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Mr. Jeffreys’ opinion seemed to be
one of almost uncontrollable eagerness.
He nudged Mr. Hemingway to go
ahead, even tried to wink knowingly at
him without Rogers seeing it. He was
what both of them would have de-
scribed as ‘“ hot.”

But Mr. Hemingway was careful to
appear only tepid.

“1 haven't got that much money in
ready cash,” he drawled. “1 could let
you have a check—"

“I've got to have the money this
afternoon, or the offer’s withdrawn,”
his partner said. “ I've got an obliga-
tion coming due that has to be met—"

The lamb between the two wolves
looked unsuspectingly from one to the
other. ‘““I have twenty-five hundred
with me,” he burst out. “Would you
consider letting me have a quarter-in-
terest in the building for that, Mr.
Rogers?”

Mr. Rogers’ eyes sparkled a little;
outside of that, he appeared quite re-
luctant. “ That’s letting it go for noth-
ing,” he said sadly. “ You'll get your
investment back out of the first
month’s rentals, alone. I suppose it’s
better than having it taken away from
me, though.

“Of course, I've known Mr. Hem-
ingway here for years, but you're prac-
tically a stranger to me—"

“I can vouch for Mr. Jeffreys,”
spoke up Mr. H. quickly. ‘“ He’s one
of the leading citizens of Jonesville,
Indiana.”

“ Johnsville, Illinois,” corrected Mr.
Jeftreys.

“ Well, in that case—"’ condescended

Rogers. “1I have the deed all drawn
up, in my pocket. It just needs to be
signed.”

“If you'll come hack to my room at
the hotel,” said Jeffreys excitedly, * we
can cinch the thing then and there. I'll
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have them turn the money over to me,
they’re keeping it in the safe.”

Rogers and Slim exchanged the
briefest of looks. The former cleared
his throat. “I'd prefer to have this
transaction kept strictly confidential
for the present, Mr. Jeffreys. It
would hurt my credit to have it known
that I was in difficulties.”

“I won't say a word,” promised
Jeffreys.

swung the car around slowly in

a circle. Just as they were pull-
ing away, the foreman of the construc-
tion gang went by. Rogers saluted him
familiarly. “ Everything coming along
all right?” He let out the clutch with-
out waiting for an answer.

The foreman stood staring after
them, scratching his dome—a sight
which Jeffreys missed seeing. ““ Who
the hell was that?” he muttered to him-
self, ““ Blamad if I know him!”’

Twenty minutes later by the clock,
Rogers and Slim let themselves cor-
dially out of Mr. Jeffreys’ hotel room
with a great deal of handshaking.
“ We’'ll wait for you downstairs in the
lobby,” promised Slim. They waited
side by side for the elevator to
come up, in a sort of silent intensity.
It showed up finally, and they de-
scended without a word. They didn’t
linger in the lobby waiting for Mr.
Jeffreys, as they had promised. They
left the hotel quite briskly, as though
they both had an important engage-
ment somewhere else. They did have;
it was Rogers who put it into words
as they took leave of one another in
an unlighted telephone booth several
blocks away. “ All right, here’s your
split, twelve-fifty. Now lam—before
he finds out we’ve sold him a United
States Government branch-post office!

}KOGERS shoved his foot down,
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I'll see you in New York later in the
week, you know where.”

They parted, Rogers made his way
to the station, bought a ticket, looked
all around him, and boarded an express
just as it was ready to pull out. The
clack of the wheels as the cars got un-
der way was sweet music to him—the
lullaby of the lam. He snapped his
hat-brim in farewell to the resort they
were leaving behind and made his way
forward to the smoking-car. He se-
lected a nice comfortable leather-
backed seat, sprawled himself out in it,
loosened the knot of his necktie, lit up,
and looked about him. Apprehensive-
ly? Not a bit of it.

You didn’t know Clip Rogers if you
thought he ever took time off from
making easy money the hard way. The
busy little bees had nothing on him
when it came to being industrious. He
hated even to waste a train-trip {from
one point to another without at least
trying to contact one sucker. This, of
course, wasa very short haul, not much
more than a commutation-trip, and the
prospects around him were a very
crummy-looking lot.

He looked them over, took a stab at
drumming up a conversation with the
man across the aisle—just because he
was the likeliest-looking — and got
promptly and definitely squelched. He
got up and went out to the washroom,
just to give himself an excuse for
changing seats and tackling someone
else when he came back. While he was
in there he took the opportunity of
transferring his twelve-hundred from
his inner pocket to a safer place, a little
felt pouch stitched to his garter. Just
in case.

His cuff had dropped over his shoe
again, when somebody tried the door.
Clip, of course, had it locked on the
inside, The tryer didn’t go away, kept
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trying as though he wanted in in the
worst way. By the time he got in, Clip’s
coat was hanging up on a hook and he
was very busy cooling off his hands
and arms under the water-tap.

The interrupter was a very stocky
man with a—just then, at any rate—
light green face. He could hardly see
straight. “I never could stand riding
on a train, on top of ersters and beer!”
he groaned blindly. He pitched his coat
at the hook over Clip’s, disappeared in-
to the closet, and was too sick for a
while to care whether school kept or
not.

LIP, to put on his own coat again,
had to remove the other one and
hold it up with one hand, while

he got at his. This was putting him
to a very strong temptation—and Clip
tempted very easily. He spaded his
hand deftly at it, then snapped it back
again almost as though something had
bitten him.

A detective-badge had come up in
his palm.

He wouldn’t have been found dead
with the thing, but just then the trem-
bling cabinet-door started opening once
more. There was no time to do any-
thing but fling the coat back over the
hook. When he started shrugging back
into his own, he still had that insignia
of his hereditary enemies hidden in his
palm, with no chance of getting rid of
it.

The late sufferer looked a whole lot
better. ““ They always send me on these
out o’ town assignments,” he com-
plained weakly, replacing his coat. Clip
just nodded sympathetically, and when
he left there, put the whole length of
the train between them. On the way he
was going to drop the badge overboard
between-cars, and then thought better
of it.
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Why throw it away? It had its uses.
It could come in very handy for a little
plain or fancy shake-down, for in-
stance, to liven up slack periods. Might
get him a little graft from some bar-
keeper, a free show at some club, a free
room at some hotel. On the other hand,
it was very doubtful that that dick back
there would finish out the trip without
discovering his loss—and he’d know
Clip was the only guy who could have
taken it.

Clip was in no position, with his
twelve-hundred bucks, to be at the re-
ceiving-end of a frisk, just then. So it
was a case of doing without the thing,
or take a terrific chance. But now that
he had it, he hated to give it up with-
out trying it out a little—like a kid
with a new toy.

The train started to slow just then
for one of its two stops, and a sign
reading “ Wildmere” gandered in
through the window.

And all of a sudden he found him-
self out on the platform, and the train
was powdering again in back of him.
Which is one of the beauties of travel-
ing without baggage. He turned and
looked after it just in time to see one
of the smoking-car windows way up
front thrown open, and the head,
shoulders and arms of the real owner
of the badge shoved way out, gesturing
wildly.

He’d either been too busy looking
for his badge, or too all-in after being
ill, or maybe he’d dozed off—but he’d
missed his station.

If he’d run straight to the back plat-
form instead of wasting time, he could
have still jumped off and made it. But
the line was electrified, and the cars
picked up speed much quicker than a
coal-burner. By the time he did join
the tail-lights, he was just a speck way
down the track, whizzing along at such
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a speed it would have been suicide to
jump.

11

T wasn’t just idle curiosity that
made Clip Rogers saunter up to the
station-agent’s window, although

it was a grave mistake on his part to
do so. He wanted to know just how
much time he had in Wildmere before
that dick got back here again from the
other direction. He really didn’t want
any time at all here in Wildmere, but
there wasn’t anything he could do
about it.

He couldn’t go back where he’d just
come from, because Mr. Jeffreys who
had bought one of Uncle Sam’s post-
offices was there—and there was no
other place the trains went from here.
And there was no other New York
train until seven, he knew that al-
ready.

He wasn’t worried that the dick
might telephone back long-distance and
ask the local rubes to hold him. The
dick couldn’t be sure he’d actually taken
his badge, and he certainly wouldn’t
crave publicity on the score of having
had it lifted from him. Wouldn’t that
sound great: “ A dip pinched my badge
and jumped off the train with it, and I
was carried past my station!” Not the
best man among ’em could have ever
lived that down afterwards. The As-
sociated Press would have spread it all
over the country in one of those little
space-fillers the newspapers pad out
their back pages with.

The next question came from the
agent before Clip could get out of
reach, and it packed a wallop that lift-
ed him out of his shoes. “ You must
expect to mop the blamed mess up in
right smart order, inspector, seein’ as
how you're already askin’ about the
trains goin’ back?”
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“ Come again?” wheezed Clip Rog-
ers.

He promptly did, which made it
Clip’s turn once more. “ I don’t know
who you take me for,” he said frost-
ily, “ but your wires are crossed some-
where along the line.”

The agent flopped his hand at him
reassuringly. “ I won’t say nothin’ to
nobody, as long as you don’t want it
known who you are. But I know Sher-
iff Haskell was expectin’ you on that
train, and I seed yvou was the only one
got off —’ His thumb hooked one of
his braces. “I’d make a good detec-
tive myself, wouldn’t 17"

“ Just about,” was Clip’s comment.
He was dying to ask who he, Clip, was,
but before he could, that took care of
itself, too.

““ Here's Haskell now, come down to
meet you,” said the agent, and Clip
turned to find himself the tenter of an
admiring triple stare on the part of
two constables and the sheriff.

The latter thrust out his hand at
him. “ Inspector Griswold, I'm Sherift
Haskell,” he beamed. ‘I'm certainly
honored to meet you, sir!” (pump,
pump, pump.) ““When Capital City
wired back they were sending the great
Griswold to help us out on this, I
couldn’t believe my eyes!” (pump,
pump, pump.)

Clip took his throbbing hand back
again and said, eloquently, “ Unh?”

One of the constables wet his thumb
and extended it toward Clip’s sleeve.
‘“ Inspector Griswold,” he quavered,
“no offense—but lemme touch you.”
He drew his breath in reverently,
*“Think of it! The guy that put the
great Gash-face Marrone behind the
bars at State Prison—"

“ That was the Government,” said
Clip truthfully, ““ not me.”

The second constable sighed like a
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sick calf. “I knew he’d be modest;
all great guys always are. Is it true
that Rat-eyes Houlihan committed su-
icide the minute he found out you’d
been assigned to go after him?”

Clip wasn’t the slowest guy in the
world on the pick-up. He was in it
now, so he was going to stay in it—at
least until seven. ‘Nawr, fifteen min-
utes after he found out,” he corrected
without batting an eyelash.

“I've got my car back of the sta-
tion, Inspector Griswold,” offered the
sheriff.

“ Just call me by my first name,”
said Clip, by way of finding out.

He did. “ Thanks, Clarence, I ap-
preciate that!” said the sheriff effusive-
ly. And he looked over his shoulder
at the two constables who were follow-
ing them as much as to say, “ Isn’t he
swell, though!”

“That,” amended Clip, now that he
knew the worst, “ don’t go for you two
men.” There was such a thing as go-
ing too far. “ Clarence,” he shuddered
inwardly.

“ Nossir, inspector, of course not,
inspector,” they chorused submissively.

E got in front next to Haskell,
the two constables in the rear.
“Of course, the case was out-
lined to you before vou left Capital
City, so we don’t need to go over—"
began the sheriff as he pressed the
starter.
“No, it wasn’t. They wanted to, but
I wouldn’t let them,” cut in Clip
promptly. “I like to tackle an assign-
ment with my mind a perfect blank, no
preconceived ideas about it whatever.
I work best when I start from scratch.
Riding on trains always makes me go
stale, anyway, so I wouldn'’t let "em tell
me a thing before I started.”
He saw the two constables nod at
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each other gravely in the mirror.
very good system.”

“Then I'll just take you up there
and let you form your own conclu-
sions,” suggested Haskell.

Wildmere was a good deal bigger
than he had taken it to be, not in a
built-up city way, but in a sprawling
countryfied way. The trees out-num-
bered the houses, but the houses kept
on showing up just the same. ““ There ”
turned out to be a large resort hotel
on the top of a hill, a rambling wood-
en structure painted dazzling white,
with a veranda all around it and a
young army of rocking-chairs lined up
in triple rows.

“ Everybody,” reassured Haskell as
they drew up outside of it, “ that was
here at the time is still on tap, we saw
to that! Season’s over anyway, place
was half empty. It’s just that we were
getting nowhere so fast, I decided to
wire in to you people—"

Clip, who was in complete darkness,
just to keep his oar in, took a stab at
a remark that didn’t turn out to be the
dumbest cne in the world after all. “ Of
course, the mere fact that you've got
’em all bottled up is no guarantee; it
might have been somebody from the
outside, that didn’t belong in the place
at all.” And kept wondering to him-
self, ““ What the hell’s up anyway—a
peterman job, a jewel robbery, a—

“ 1t is the most brutal murder we’'ve
had here in the hundred and fifty years
of this town’s history!” Haskell added
in an undertone as he led the way up
the veranda steps.

Clip Rogers stiffened and felt a chill
go down his back. Enough of a sketch
has been given of his activities to show
that he was no plaster saint. But he
had his code, and he stuck to it more
unswervingly than many an honest
man. He'd gypped and bamboozled
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and swindlied, but he’d never taken a
life. And it wasn’t because he lacked
the courage, either. To him murder
was filthy, and he detested it. Give
the credit where the credit’s due. He
used his brains to do his fast-work, and
not at the point of a gun, nor nitro,
nor a jimmy.

And, though he probably didn’t re-
alize it himself, it wasn’t the easy
money that kept him racketing as much
as the actual excitement of carrying out
the swindles.

He was a thrill-chaser on the shady
side of the street, that was all. Just an
old-fashioned adventurer in an up-to-
date streamlined world. As he might
have put it himself, he liked his crime
clean.

“Brutal?” he corrected Haskell
ironically. ‘I never heard of a mur-
der yet that was gentle.”

HEY went into a gloomy, old-

fashioned lobby lousy with rub-

ber-plants, each one of which
seemed to have an old maid gawking
from behind it at Clip. They would
probably beat any underworld grape-
vine in existence when it came to
spreading news, he figured.

“ See if you can put the soft-pedal
on who I am and what I’m here for,”
he mouthed to Haskell. “I don’t want
it to get around; it eramps my style.”
He wasn’t taking any chances; there
just might be someone in Wildmere
who had once seen the real Griswold
or a picture of him.

“ Now where would you like to be-
gin?” the sheriff asked deferentially.

‘“ On the spot,” said Clip.

They went up in a mousetrap ele-
vator to the third (and top) floor, ac-
companied by a hand-wringing man-
ager and a pouter-pigeon of a desk-
clerk. DBoth constables stayed below.
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They all went down a long hallway
with a seedy strip of red runner in the
middle of it, and around a couple of
hairpin-turns, and finally stopped in
front of a door numbered 310. Haskell
unlocked it, and Clip went in and
looked all around.

The body had been removed, but the
bed was a wreck, looked as though it
had been drenched with iodine. On the
mirror of the dresser, in cold-cream, a
skull and crossbones were outlined, and
under that two crosses. Nothing else
was disturbed.

Haskell said, ‘“ She’s over in the
basement of our station-house; we
haven’t got a morgue here. If you'd
care to come over and look—of eourse,
we took pictures, like they do in the big
cities.”

He opened a briefcase and handed
Clip a group of macabre stills. He
glanced briefly at the top one onlv. It
showed a dead woman sprawled on this
same bed, mouth open, half of a build-
ing-brick balanced across her forehead.

“ The other half had fallen to the
floor beside the bed. We’re sending
them both in to Capital City, for finger-
prints—"

“ All that’s passé,” Clip said, hand-
ing the pictures back. ‘I use psychol-
ogy. Now go on, gimme the back-
ground, one at a time.” He flexed his
finger at the manager. ‘‘ Name, length
of stay, habits, and so on.”

“ She registered from New York
five days ago, name of Doll Henderson,
took this room and the adjoining one,
with a communicating bath between,
for herself and her little boy—"

“Where's the little boy now?”

“ My wife’s looking after him,” the
manager said.

“ All right, now you.” He signaled
the desk-clerk with his head. *“ Any
phone-calls, any visitors?” '
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“ Plenty, and all from one guy. Fel-
low here that got stuck on her. They
were out on the lake together all after-
noon yesterday in an outboard motor-
boat. He called her again last night
at midnight, just a little while before
it must have happened—"

“Don’t worry, we’re holding him,”
put in Haskell grimly at this point.
“Been grilling him all morning, be-
fore you got here. He’s trying to side-
track us by saying that while they were
out in the boat together she told him
she had some mysterious admirer who
would kill her if he caught her with
this other guy—"

Clip tuned him out with a chop of
the hand. ““ Who was the first one who
found her?”

The clerk spoke up again. ‘I was,
unless you count that poor little kid
of hers—"

““ Oh, the little boy found her first?”

“ E came downstairs to me at
nine this morning, poor little
devil, hair all neatly combed
and face all shining with soap-and-
water. He came up to the desk and
pulled me by the sleeve. ‘Mr. Frost,’
he said in a scared little voice, ‘I can’t
wake Mom up; she won’t answer me.’
I went back uptsairs with him and
found her, the way those pictures show
her. Oh, it was ghastly, awful! Of
course, the child didn’t realize it even
then; he thought somebody had been
playing rough-house with her, that’s
all. Heartbreaking!” said the clerk sen-
timentally.

“ Headbreaking, you mean,” said
Clip morosely.

“But,” said Haskell impatiently,
“you're withholding the most impor-
tant fact of all from the inspector! The
kid saw the man in the act of commit-
ting the crime! He was an eye-witness.”
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“Now,” said Clip softly, “ we're
getting some place.”

“He had a nickel in his hand when
he came down to me this morning,”
the clerk shuddered. “ On the way up
he dropped it and went after it; that’s
how I happened to see it.”

“ What’s that got to do with it?”
Clip asked.

The sheriff took up the spiel. “ He
heard a noise in his mother’s room,
some time during the night. He
can’t tell time yet on the clock, so that
leaves us guessing. Anyway, he
climbed out of bed, went through the
bathroom, and looked in through the
side-door, that one over there. He says
he saw a man hitting his mother with a
brick, and he said to him: ‘ Don’t hurt
my Mom! What are you doing to my
Mom? So the man turned around and
answered, ‘ You go back to bed, sonny.
You're just dreaming this.” And he
gave him a nickel and pushed him back
where he came from.

“So the kid climbed back in bed
again and fell asleep, right on top of
what he’d just seen! This morning he
really thought it was a dream, but, of
course, the fact that he still had the
nickel clenched in his little fist proves
that it wasn’t.”

“What does he say the guy looked
like?” Clip wanted to know.

Haskell shrugged discouragedly.
“What d’ya expect from a kid of
seven? First it was the boogy-man.
Then it was the sandman. Then it was
Jack-the-Giant-Killer. Every time we
ask him, he hands us another, He’s
one of those youngsters with too much
imagination, and he still thinks he
dreamed it, anyway.”

“How about matching him up with
this suspect you're already holding ?”

“ That was almost the first thing we
did,” Haskell said. “ We put him into
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a sort of impromptu line-up, along with
the elevator-boys here from the hotel
and all the rest of the male members
of the staff, and sure enough — he
picked him out!”

“ Did he say that was him?”

“No, what he did was stick his fin-
ger out at him and say, ‘ Why did you
do that to my Mom? Now she won't
talk to me any more.” ”

Clip sank down in a chair and looked
blank. “Well, if that’s the case, why
did you have to send to Capital City
for mef”

“ Because this guy, this Joe Fisher,
has been able to prove that he didn’t
come near here all night last night! His
younger brother’s down with pneu-
monia, and he passed through the crisis
in the early hours of this morning. We
have the testimony of two disinterest-
ed people, the doctor in attendance and
the trained nurse, that he hung around
outside the door of the sickroom from
the time he came in at twelve, after
calling her up, until daylight. He was
asleep on the sofa when we went there
after him at half-past ten this morn-
ing.”

“ Then, why,” Clip wanted to know,
“are you holding him?”

“ Because the kid picked him out of
a line-up of ten people, without having
been tipped off ahead of time what they
were assembled for.” Haskell looked
at him helplessly. “It’s kind of a vi-
cious circle, that don’t make sense.”

II1

T H, there’s plenty of loopholes
in it, don’t worry,” Clip as-
sured him. “ How far is the

Fisher house from here? The doc and

the nurse couldn’t have had their eye

on him every minute, if they were busy
with a critical patient.”
“Well, we checked on that pretty
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thoroughly, and the longest stretch of
#ot noticing him either one would ad-
mit to, was fifteen minutes at a time—
at any time. It takes half an hour from
there here, by car. He kept getting in
their hair all night long; the doc even
bawled him out several times.”

“Then the loophole’s somewhere
around on the other side of the circle.
How about sending the kid up here and
letting me see what I can get out of
him?”

“ Here, in the same room?”’ objected
the manager squeamishly.

I thought you said he didn’t under-
stand what it was all about, even yet?”
He shook off the blood-stiffened clothes
and kicked them under the bed. ‘“ We
don’t have to have that staring us in
the face anyway. Anybody got any-
thing sweet?” The desk-clerk silently
handed him a stick of gum from his
vest-pocket.

In about five minutes the manager’s
wife came in with a little boy of about
seven. He was a stocky little fellow,
intelligent-looking, with a eowlick of
ash-blond hair hanging down over one
eye. He wore a white blouse, serge
knickers, * sneakers,” fuzzy stockings,
and had a sweatshirt or pull-over
sweater thrown over his shoulders, tied
by the sleeves under his chin. His face
was all grimy and sooty, as though he’d
been burrowing in the dirt.

Clip motioned everyone out except
Haskell and the manager’s wife, whose
feminine tact he felt might come in
handy. His own experience with
youngsters was strictly limited.

“ Aren’t you ashamed to have the
nice man see you like that?” the
motherly woman was cooing. “ You
were so nice and clean just a little while
ago, before you went out to play—
“Why won’t you wash your face, like
a good boy?” she went on.

D2—14
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“1 will wash my facel” the boy said
in a reedy treble. “ But I don’t wanna
wash it down in yeur bathroom, I wan-
na wash it up here in my own bath-
room!”

“Hello, son,” purred Clip, crouch-
ing forward above his knees, *“ what’s
your name?”’

“ Jimmy,” said the boy.

“ Like chewing gum, Jimmy?”

“1T only like to lick the sugar off it.”
He peeled off the tinfoil, stuck out his
tongue, and began to strop the gum
back and forth across it.

“ Jimmy,” said Clip, ‘“ what was this
man like that gave you a nickel last
night, when you dreamed someone was
hitting your Mom?”

“1 told you a million times!” said
Jimmy impatiently. “ He was big, tall
man in a gray suit, with lots and lats
and lots of freckles—”

“Joe Fisher to a T,” murmured
Haskell bebind the back of his hand.

Clip sighed, as though he felt sorry
for the poor motherless shaver. “ Well,
Jimmy,” he said, * you’ve certainly got
a very dirty face for such a little fel-
low.” He took a clean handkerchief
out of his pocket, reached for the boy.
“ Cmere and let’s see if I can’t get
some of it off for you.”

But Jimmy reared back, dodged be-
hind the woman’s skirts. He seemed
to be afraid of Rogers all at once, for
some unknown reason. ‘I know how
to wash myself?’ he shrilled. “My
Mom showed me how ever since I was
five!”

“ Well, let’s see you do it then,” Clip
suggested genially.

HE kid seemed to have gotten in-
Tto a bad temper, without cause.
“ I don’t let nobody see me do it!”
he piped. I do it whennoone’s look-
ing!” He dodged out fram behind the
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woman, swerving to get out of Clip’s
way, and fled into the bathroom, bang-
ing the door after him. They heard
him slip the bolt on the inside. A min-
ute later the second door, giving on the
next room, had slammed and clicked.
Water began to splash.

“ He don’t seem to like you,” com-
mented Haskell, raising his brows. “1
got along dandy with him all morn-
ing.”

“He’s been begging and pleading
with me to let him come up here,” the
manager’s wife whispered. “ He
seemed to want to wash his face, but
I couldn’t get him near our bathroom!”

Clip had fallen strangely silent all
at once, was staring at nothing lost in
thought. His face began to harden,
to set grimly in a mask of repulsion as
he sat there. He went over to the locked
door finally, crouched down, and put
his eye to the keyhole. He straight-
ened up and came away again.

“ What’s he doing ?”’ asked the wom-
an breathlessly.

“ He’s hung a towel over the inside
of the keyhole,” was the answer. The
door had no transom.

Clip motioned to them to get out,
then raising his voice so suddenly that
the manager’s wife jumped nervously,
boomed out: “ Let’s all go downstairs
and look around!” In a hurried whis-
per he went on, “ You'd better go, both
of you; this is going to very unpleas-
ant!” He ushered them out, stayed on
the inside of the room-door. * No mat-
ter what sounds you hear coming from
here, don’t interfere. Watch that other
door down the hall and don’t let any-
one out, not even the kid !”’

Then he slammed the daor noisily
and cut himself off from them.

There wasn’t a sound for the next
ten minutes. The manager’s wife beat
a prudent retreat, but Haskell stayed
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within earshot out at the end of the
hall, and had one of the constables sent
up to lend him moral support.

At the end of the ten minutes there
was a sudden crash of glass, as though
somebody had broken a window be-
tween the two rooms, then an ear-split-
ting screech like a noon factory-
whistle, followed by a hoarse exclama-
tion from Rogers. “ Got you now—-"

Haskell looked whitely at the con-
stable and breathed, “ The killer must
"2’ been hiding in that bathroom all
night and all morning! Looks like the
kid knew, too. Somebody that won his
confidence, most likely, and got him
to keep his secret. Griswold must 'a’
caught on just now—"

“ But we was in and outa there a
dozen times—” The constable took a
step forward. Haskell motioned him
back. “ We gotta obey him to the let-
ter; don’t interfere no matter what
happens, he ‘said”

The uproar continued unabated.
Somebody tried to get out the nearer
door and was knocked aside. There
was a scuffling back and forth.

“ Griswold ” gave a sudden sharp
velp of pain, followed by a deeper
groan. There was a momentary lull in
the strife, as though he’d been badly
hurt. The two out in the hall looked
at each other ominously.

HEN the nearer door flashed open

and the frantic little bov darted

out, beside himself with terror.
Foam-flecked like a mad dog, he darted
between them before they could stop
him and scurried down the hall.
Sounds like a peanut-stand whistle
came from him.

Haskell's knees were knocking to-
gether. “ He’s gone out of his mind
with fright! They've driven him into
convulsions!” he shuddered.
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He threw open the door and looked
in. ““ Griswold " had a gash down the
side of his neck from ear to shoulder,
pumping blood. An open razor lay at
his {feet. He had stripped a pillow-
case from the bed, was ripping it into a
hasty tourniquet. “ Hurry up!” he
breathed heavily. ““ Tighten this around
me before I pass out! Just missed my
jugular by inches—"

Haskell fashioned him a neck-cloth
that nearly strangled him, but stopped
the flow.

“ Where’d he go?” the constable
asked, coming back from the other
room, where the woman had been slain.

Clip didn’t answer. He went loping
down the hall in the direction the kid
had gone. They went after him. They
caught up to him around the second
turn of the hall, in front of the ele-
vator. The car was down, but the shaft-
door stood partly open; through the
narrow slit the counterweight could be
seen moving upward.

“ Get down there, head that car off
before it lands!” Clip rasped. The
constable darted down the stairs, off to
one side. Clip funneled his hands and
boomed down through the opening:
“Bring that car back, operator!”

“In the name of the law!” amended
Haskell.

The counterweight reversed itself,
the car-roof flushed upward. As it
came abreast of the floor, Clip shoved
the slide all the way out, gave the hor-
rified Haskell a glimpse of Jimmy, the
mad boy, crouched spitting on the roof,
clasping the center cable with one hand.

“ Hold it, that’s high enough!” The
ascent stopped, with the car-roof at
waist-level. Under it were sprawled
two women passengers in a dead faint.

Clip reached in, gave a yank, with
his jaw-line set like concrete, the steel-
thread cable twanged like a big harp-
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string, and little Jimmy came out
squirming and kicking at the end of his
long arm, held up by the scruff of the
neck like a frothing little beast.

Slip carried him that way all the
way back to the room, Haskell at his
heels babbling, “ What’s got him—hy-
drophobia? What’s he slavering like
that for?”

Clip slammed the room door on the
three of them, threw the clawing Jim-
my bodily into a big easy-chair with
one arm. ‘‘ Hydrophobia, hell!” he
spat out. “He’s a forty-year-old
midget I interrupted in the act of steal-
ing a shave! He's the murderer of
that woman, that went around posing
as his mother!”

Haskell nearly sat down backward
on the tloor.

“T’ll get it out of him!” the raging
Clip went on. “ Take a flying leap at
me with an open razor from the top
of a dresser, will he? I’ll make him
talk! Get your shorthand pad, sher-
iff—" He stepped into the bathroom,
returned with a tough leather strop.
“ Posing as a kid, ch? Well, here’s
where he gets a kid’s medicine!” He
stepped one leg up on the chair, pitched
the “ little boy ”” head-down across his
knee.

The two constables came in, gog-
gled.

“ Don’t! Don’t!” Jimmy pleaded.
“ That’s the one thing I can’t stand!
I'll talk — but don’t humiliate me in

”’

front of all these people!

LIP uprighted him again, dropped
the strop. “I had a hunch that
would get you,” he said softly.

“ Cigarette, fellow. No need for play-
acting now any more.” He was genial
ence more, a man talking to his equal.

The diminutive figure sat there, puff-
ing away, his lacerated self-respect re-
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turning little by little. “ That’s why
I did it. I couldn’t stand it any more.
You don’t know what it means to go
through life like I am—"

“I’ve been around,” Clip murmured
understandingly.

“We both worked in a circus, she
on the trapeze, and me—for what I
am. [ fell in love with her, like a fool.
Then when we lost our jobs, she
thought up this lousy shakedown rack-
et of hers, with me as her shill, dressed
up like a kid. She picked guys with
money, led them on, and then 1 wrote
them blackmail letters and frightened
them out of their wits, pretending to
be her racketeer sweetheart out gun-
ning for them. I didn’t want to,I'd al-
ways earned an honest living until 1
met her, but I was crazy for her, I
couldn’t stand the thought of not be-
ing near her.

“She was always laughing at me.
She forgot that we have feelings, too.
And 1 was jealous of each one that
came along, even though she was just
playing them for suckers. I'd brought
the brick up to the room myself yes-
terday afternoon, as part of the kid-
act. Then when he phoned her late
last night, it looked like what I'd heen
dreading — the real thing, and not a
racket any more. So I said, if I can’t
have you, nobody can—"

“ Sign,” said the sheriff.

The handcuffs wouldn't fit; he could
have slipped his whole hand through
them with ease. Clip shook his head
at them quietly. “ He’ll be all right.
Just get a pair of long pants for him
before you take him out of here—and
treat him like an equal.”

The midget flashed him a look of
wan gratitude. “You have been
around!” he murmured. “ There’s
something awfully different about yeu
from most dicks.”
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“You'd he surprised!" Clip smiled
to himself.

“ I'll drive you down to Doc’s,” said
the sheriff. “ Better get a couple <)f
stitches taken in that neck of vours.”
On the way over in the car, he asked:
“Oi course, voure Griswold, so I'm
not surprised. But how did vou spot
him so quickly?”

* In a million ways at once. He had
that sweater looped around his neck to
hide his Adam’s apple, but I saw it
fluctuate just the same when he licked
the sugar off the gum. There were
nicotine-stains between two of his
fingers. He dirtied up the lower half
of his face purposely, of course, to hide
the fact that he needed a shave. FHe
jumped back when I tried to touch his
face, and he wouldn’t use the woman's
bathroom, only this one up here—be-
cause his razor was hidden in it some-
where. The cold-cream streaks on the

mirror were too thin to be made by

anvthing but an aduit’s pinkey, and a
man would only use his index-tinger
for that. Covering up a kevhole by
draping a towel over the knob is too
smart an idea for a seven-year-old. I
crawled out on the ledge and when I
took a hinge in the bathroom-window,
sure enough he was standing up on a
chair lathering away—

“Well, Inn— I mean Clarence.
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we're certainly going to give you {ull
credit for this!”

“ Suppose you take credit for it
vourself, and just leave me out of it
altogether.” And when the doctor had
finished stitching the gash for him,
“Will it leave a scar?” he wanted to
know. .

“ Apt to, but a little grafting later
on can take care of that easily enough.
Don't tell me a man like you is vain
about your looks!"

“No-0,” drawled Clip, “ but it don't
pay for me to be too easily identifiable
—in my line of work.”

It was five to seven when he took
leave of Haskell, in back of the station,
and a train from New York most prob-
ably bringing the real Griswold could
already be heard approaching in the
distance. The one bound the other
way was in, and waiting.

“You just stay here where you are,”
said Clip, “ and wait for me, I'll be back
in no time!”

“Then vou're
train—?"

“ Just hold this for me!" He thrust
the badge at him. ‘“Give it to me
when I come back.” And as he loped
off through the station, he called back
something that sounded like: ““ You
won't know me at all. I'll look so dit-
ferent!”
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Death 1 the

Cards

Billik’s chanting held:
Vzral spellbound

By Robert W. Sneddon

HE professor’s beady
Teyes were focussed on
the spellbound face of
the middle aged woman sit-

ting across the table from
him.

to them with a glass
rod. :

But for all his ap-
parent concentration,
the professor’s mind
was outside the
striped tent with the
banner over the door
reading : “ Professor

The words of the old fortune
telling patter rolled glibly otf his tongue
as he spread the lamb’s knuckle bones
on the velvet table cover and pointed

“ Professor

\|/
[

CAR

TRUE JSHORT

DETECTIVE FICTION WEENLY

Billik: The Bohemian mas-
ter of mystery, knows all,
tells all — the past, present
and future. Consult him
now before it is too late.”

The veiled menace of the last phrase
had once been worth twenty dollars a
day to him. But now, alas, he could
hear the ping-pang of the bullets on

the targets of the

The Story of Murder Was in
Those Cards—Y et with T hem
Billik  Could
Neatly Prophesy Everyone’s
Future but His Own
—_———
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lead joint next door,
token that the nickels
were flowing into the
cash box. On the
other side of his
pitch, the reedy flut-
ings of the hand or-
gan of the punk ride
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told him that the kids were crowding
the miniature carousel. Money was
dropping like rain into the hands of
all—into the grease joints, the kid
joints, the rides and swings of the
Park.

Time was, when he, without a bark-
er, or a single shill, without grinding
all day long, could lay up enough of a
bank roll to carry him through the
winter. But now, what with tight wads
and squawking customers that wanted
a life’s history for a quarter, it was a
tough life.

“Yes, lady, the omens tell me there
is trouble ahead,” he went on mechan-
ically. “ Someone in the family wants
to make trouble for you. You got a
cousin? No. Oh, a brother-in-law, I
thought so. The signs don’t ever lie.
I see jealousy. Someone comes between
you and your husband. Yes, here is
trouble again. But I can fix it for you,
lady. I got the right medicine here
against family trouble. You see this
bottle. You put three drops on the
doorstep where the trouble is—three
drops when the moon is full. Then
vou wait a month and three drops
more, and no more trouble.”

The woman’s eyes dilated.
say I get rid of trouble?”

“ Positive. Sure. Fifty cents for the
medicine.”

“1 give you fifty cents already,” she
protested.

“ For the advice only. But wait, I
make a bargain. For the medicine this
time only, a quarter. But don't tell no
one, see.”

He reached out a pudgy hand for the
quarter, and passed over the little bottle
of water and blueing. The woman rose
and passed out with a furtive stealth.

The professor slipped the coin into
his vest pocket under his robe, and re-
moved the turban from his heavy thick

“You
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hair. In repose his face was that of a
clown minus the red and white makeup,
dumpy, solid, a small flattish nose, a
smiling mouth, twinkling eyes, but now
it was lined with discontent.

There was something wrong with the
year 1904, but just what it was his
occult knowledge could not tell him.
People weren’t paying money for his
advice and medicines, love potions,
trouble chasers and the like as they once
did.

Herman Billik was, as he described
himself, truly a Bohemian—that is,
he came from Bohemia, now part of
Czechoslovakia. His mother had
brought him to Cleveland eighteen
years earlier and herself set up in busi-
ness as a fortune teller. She had been
amazed to find as many credulous peo-
ple in Cleveland as in her native Bo-
hemia where the belief in spells and
curses, werewolves, wizards and
witches still persisted.

Herman had given her a hand in the
business, then tried other occupations.
He had been a waiter and a chef, but
when he came to Chicago, he reverted
to his mother’s art, and set up his tent
in the park at suburban Riverside. At
first all had gone well. He had estab-
lished his wife and two children in a
house on the West Side and managed
to draw a steady income. But now
there appeared to be a depression. The
supply of lovelorn girls and worried
matrons had unaccountably fallen low.
Something had to be done to remedy
the matter.

As a matter of fact he was already
considering a remedy. He stood re-
flectively in his tent for a few minutes,
then abruptly pulled off his robe, tossed
it with his turban and fortune telling
apparatus into the large tin trunk in
the corner and secured the lid. He was’
through for the night. A moment later
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he was dodging through the crowds
and making for a street car.

R. MARTIN VZRAL was still
in his dairy store when Billik
entered. For all his American

citizenship this fellow Bohemian had
lost none of his national superstitions.
A heavy witted, hardworking peasant
he had brought his cow knowledge to
Chicago and made it pay him a profit-
able living. He had built up a good
business, bought himself a house, and
had a family of six daughters and one
son. He believed that all this had been
accomplished by favorable fortune.
But now someone was putting the Evil
Eye on him. One of his herd was sick.
A new dairy store had opened up in
the next block and was robbing him of
trade. He was losing customers and,
on account of black magic, the future
looked very dark indeed.

He had mentioned the matter to the
professor who bought his milk, eggs
and cheese at the store, but Billik busy
with his own worries had given him
no consolation or advice. He had mere-
ly shaken his head and said it was too
bad.

Vzral looked up.

“ A quart, Mr. Billik?”

Billik nodded. He saw that he had
interrupted the dairyman’s pencilled
figuring in an old note book.

“ Business aint so good, eh?”

“Nah. Today I find Mrs. Linko-
vitch, the Polish lady, says she gets
better milk up the street. Lvery day
more trouble, more trouble. You're an
educated man, Mr. Billik. I got to do
something. You tell me.”

Billik leaped at the opening. He tip-
toed to the door, opened it, looked out,
closed it and came back to the counter.
He leaned.across its zinc top and beck-
oned to Vzral.
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“Sh! I don’t want no one to hear.
No names, Martin. The gentleman up
the street, eh? He’s the one that’s work-
ing magic on you.. Well, I fix him with
my magic. I got better, stronger magic
than him—I—" :

Vzral took his ear away from Billik’s
lips. He made a protesting gesture.

“Mr. Billik, I ain’t got no money
for magic—I'm a poor man.”

Only Billik’s vision of what the fu-
ture might bring forth prevented him
from telling the man in front of him
that he was a liar and that he knew he
had over six thousand dollars safely
stowed away in bank and other monies
available. He controlled his scorn of
this tightwad. :

“I don’t charge a cent, Martin; for
a friend I do everything free. Listen,
I fix this Dutchman for you.”

“How?” asked Vzral directly.

But Billik was ready for him.
“You got a big pot I can use?”
“Yes.”

“ All right, I got to get some stuff.
I come to your house in an hour and
you help me cook up when I bring! I
tell you I fix the Dutchman right.”

“You are a fine man, Mr. Billik,”
Vzral murmured. “ Nah—you don't
owe me for the milk, nothing. You
come to my house in an hour.”

The professor stepped away more
gaily than he had entered. He had
hooked a victim with money enough to
make a little labor worth while.

When he turned up at the dairyman’s
house he had with him a paper parcel
which smelled none too sweetly. He
asked Vzral to put it in the kitchen
and be careful about it, and with ap-
prehensive hands the dairyman did as
he was asked. Then he intimated blunt-
ly that his physical strength must be
built up for what was to be done and
a substantial meal with wine was. set
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in front of him. He got through with
this and a cigar, while Vzral fidgeted
uneasily,

Then the magician rose and looked
significantly at the clock.

“Time you were all in bed,” said
Vzral hastily to his children.

“ But, pa, it’s only ten,” protested
his daughter Mary.

“What's the matter, pa?’ asked
[Emma.

“Mr. Billik and me has business in
the kitchen.”

‘“ What sort of business? Don’t you
go dirtying up the kitchen,” protested
Mrs. Vzral with a perplexed look.

“Don’t worry, Madam,” said Billik
smiling. “ Martin and me, we make a
little experiment that will bring lots of
money. Whatis a dirty pot? Youcan
buyv a dozen new ones.”

The Vzral family saw the pair go in-
to the kitchen and heard the key turn
in the lock.

“Well, I never,” murmured Mrs.
Vzral. “ Whatever can your father be
doing?”’

She would have been amazed had she
heen on the other side of the door. Bil-
lik, dressed in his robes which he had
brought along, placed a pot on the stove
and emptied into it the contents of his
paper parcel obtained at the butcher’s,
—scrap entrails and a lamb’s skull.

Seated on a chair as directed, Vzral
watched the wizard stir the mess and
mutter strange words over it. Evil al-
chemy was being performed in this
prosaic kitchen, and dark and wicked
things summoned to it by ancient in-
cantations. From time to time, Billik
dropped in some substance which fall-
ing into the mixture caused it to smoke
and fume with a pungent vapor.

The clock on the wall ticked mo-
notonously.  Billik had extinguished the
light. Now and then .he opened the
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stove and the red glare threw a mon-
strous shadow on the wall. Vzral’s
spirit dwindled to nothing. It seemed
to him that if this hideous business con-
tinued much longer he must die. Billik’s
chanting rose and fell.

HE mess in the pot dried and

stuck with a nauseating odor. Bil-

lik peered into it, then lifted it
from the stove.

The tips of his fingers to his fore-
head he bent over it, swaying and mur-
muring. Vzral closed his eyes. He
could not bear to look any longer.

“It is done, Martin,” said Billik’s
voice abruptly. “ Look now.”

He was standing at Vzral’s elbow
holding out a spoon heaped with a
gray powder.

“That is it?” asked the dairyman
in an awed whisper. “Can I have a
light now ?”

“Yes. That comes from the pot,
from the skull of a black lamb, three
drops of a viper's blood, and the claw
of an owl killed at midnight and other
things that I.won’t tell you.”

“And that powder will fix the
Dutchman

“Yes. We fix him at midnight.”

It was almost midnight then. Quiet
had fallen on the house. The family
had gone to bed. Vzral, still under the
spell of his obliging friend, followed
him into the street. In a few minutes
they reached the darkened store of the
rival dairyman. There Billik halted
and took the little glass jar in which
he had placed the powder, from his
pocket. He set it on the doorstep. His
fingers wove a pattern in the air above
it. Then he bent over, unscrewed the
top and slowly poured the powder on
the stone in a circle. Within the circle
he made an arrow pointing away from
the direction in which they had come
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from Vzral’s house. His lips worked
in a fast mumble. He spat four times,
‘turning to each point of the compass.

The dairyman watched him with
awe. He lifted his eyes to the clock
tower at the end of the street. The
hands were at midnight exactly, the
hour when spells work best.

He jumped as Billik touched his
shoulder and said:

“ Go home to bed, Martin. Every-
thing is fixed now. I make good busi-
ness for you and bad for the German.
You can spit on him now and he can
do you no more harm.”

The fortune teller watched Vzral
plod heavily away.

11

WO days later he dropped into

the dairy store. Vzral all but em-

braced him. Business was wonder-
ful. Three new customers and the sick
cow was feeding again.

Billik accepted the gratitude as his
due. The new customers he could have
explained about. He had visited and
coerced three families to patronize
\'zral, threatening them with vague
misfortunes if they told of his persua-
sions. As to the cow, he knew nothing
ahout that. Mayvbe he had worked a
cure.

“ And now maybe I owe you some
money,” said Vzral cautiously, finger-
ing a well worn old leather purse.
“ How much, Mr. Billik ?”

“ Nothing,” said Billik magnani-
mously. “But I tell you, I am a little
short. Maybe you can lend me twentyv
dollars. I pay you back as soon as [
can. But for what I did, forget it. Be-
tween friends, eh?”

“That is right, between friends,”
said Vzral, beaming. *“ Twenty dollars,
eh—you want a loan. Willingly, Mr.
Bitlik. Your credit is good with me."
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And with the utmost good faith the
dairyman made his first payment on
his passport to the country of the Dead.

It was the most fatal move he could
have made.

Assured that he had found an easy
mark, the fortune teller settled himself
down on the Vzral family and like
some bloated spider began to extract
the life essence of them all. He was
soon on terms of easy friendship with
all of them—DMartin, his wife, Rose
and the girls. Martin’s son, Jerry, a
sixteen-year-old lad, was the only one
who did not think much of the pro-
fessor’s home magic, his herb medicines

" ‘and potions, and his incantations and

spells. He saw that every time there
was any of this business, it cost the
family money.

But everyone else in the family
thought a lot of Uncle Herman. When
he wasn’t working magic, he was full
of fun and jokes. Martin Vzral appar-
ently was willing to go the limit for his
friend. A hundred dollars here, a hun-
dred dollars there meant nothing to
him. Billik was his good friend, his
benefactor, the author of his increased
prosperity. Billik was going to make
money for him. He knew of an herb
which, if fed to cattle, made every cow
give twenty quarts of heavy milk a day.

Two thousand dollars of Vzral's
hard earned money soon found their
way into Billik’s greedy hands. Only
a loan, of course, but a loan which the
borrower had no idea of ever repaving.
Billik still kept his tent in the amuse-
ment park, he still worked there at in-
tervals, but no longer was he driven
and worried. Why should he be? There
was Martin to fall back on. And there
was Rose whose eyes lit up when they
met his.

When he wanted a holiday, there was

banker to pay for it. He talked to
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Martin. In California in a certain val-
ley was this wonderful milk producing
herb. He was sure if he went there he
could find it. He had consulted his
Tarot cards. There was danger to be
overcome but great fortune in store.

The outcome was that California re-
ceived another tourist who lived on the
fat of the land, drank its wine, basked
in the sunshine, and reinvigorated re-
turned to Chicago with a sad story of
discovering that the magic herb had
been uprooted by Japanese who did not
know its value.

ZRAL swallowed this fable, and

—\/. suggested that Billik do a little

magic in another direction. Em-
ma, his twenty-four-year-old daughter
who should have been married years
ago, was balking at his choice of a
husband for her. He had picked out a
steady-going elderly butcher to take her
off his hands. And what did the un-
grateful hussy do! She said could not
marry a man who smelled of meat.
She had had enough of cow smell to
last her all her days. There was a
young man, Niemann, hanging about.
He had a good name—Mr. Nobody.
A “nobody” he was, but Emma was
making sheep’s eyes at him all the time
on the sly.

Billik heard this story gravely and
promised to fix Emma. He gave Mrs.
Vzral some concoction of his own to
slip into the girl’s coffee. It would
make her crazy about the butcher and
there would be a marriage very soon.
He had cut the cards four times, and
every time there was a marriage.

The cards were right. Only the mar-
riage which Emma made was with Mr.
Nebody. She promptly eloped with
him and set up house out of reach of
the family.

It took the fortune teller all his cun-
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ning to twist this to his advantage, but
he managed to do so by prophesying
that the butcher was headed for bank-
ruptcy, while Nobody was destined to
make a fortune.

As the newly married pair made no
demands on his purse, Vzral was quite
satisfied, and Billik’s reputation was
upheld. There was just one thing
troubling the fortune teller. Despite
having the dairyman and his wife in
the hollow of his hand, bound to him
by a combination of gratitude and ter-
ror, all at once Vzral began to show his
old cautious miserliness. He clung to
his money as if he never expected to
make any more.

Billik determined to attend to this,
and within a week the dairyman began
to have vague and distressing stomach
pains. He bore with them for a time,
complaining, then sent for a doctor who
looked him over and prescribed. As
the nausea and cramps, the numbness
in his limbs continued in spite of the
drug store medicines, Vzral begged his
friend to help him.

Billik did some hocus pocus with the
cards and gravely announced that some
enemy was hexing him. He would
have to work a counter spell and give
him a potion or a powder which would
put him on his feet again. Vzral
thanked him gratefully and begged him
to start in his magic at once. So Billik,
having given Mrs. Vzral a white pow-
der to administer to her ailing :nan,
left to go into the silence where he
might concentrate on his cure.

On March 27, 1905, Martin Vzral
was free of all his bodily ills and super-
stitious fears. The doctor who had
prescribed for him signed a certificate
of death from natural causes. The
weeping family stood about the grave in
the Bohemian National Cemetery. The
widow was supported by Uncle Her-
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man whose tears flowed almost as copi-
ously. There was an enormous wreath
- with his name attached.

When Rose Vzral found herself a
widow with business to attend to, she
turned to the man who had been so
close to the dead man and herself. She
had now the house, the dairy business,
two thousand in life insurance and
close to six thousand in cash in the
bank.

Billik gave her advice, and it was
only natural that she should slip him a
little change now and then. One al-
ways pays for financial advice. Every-
thing was going along smoothly until
one evening Mary, the twenty-two-
vear-old daughter had a violent head-
ache. Uncle Herman happened to be
there and with the aid of an aspirin and
a few mysterious words in an unknown
tongue cured her. But he wagged his
head gravely. That old hex worker
was busy again. He suggested Mary
should visit his tent and he would read
her fortune.

She turned up next day with sister
[Emma who had come on a visit and
Billik cut the cards. The card of
Death turned up three times and Mary
went home sick with apprehension.
She went with Jerry to decorate her
father’s grave with flowers and she
said to the boy— “ I'm going to die,
I know it. I'm going to die.”

Sure enough she did die on July 28
—just about four months after her
father, and with much the same symp-
toms. A fresh blooming girl, she suc-
cumbed to some mysterious ailment.
To the doctor attending her there ap-
peared nothing suspicious in her death.

HE plot in the cemetery was
opened to receive the body and
none sobbed more bitterly than
Uncle Herman, but as he told the sor-
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rowing mother, at least she was not be-
ing put to any expense. Mary had
been insured for $8oo. Billik went
with Mrs. Vzral to collect from the in-
surance company, and it was only fair
that he should get a good slice for all
the time and trouble. Was he not
waging a constant battle against the
machinations of the secret black
magician who had put a curse on the
family?

There must have been an unguarded
peint in the protective wall raised about
the Vzral family by their friend, for
towards Christmas poisonous malice
slipped in and struck down twenty-
year-old Tilly with the same old
stomach trouble.  She joined her
father and sister in the cemetery and
Mrs. Vzral added $620, less Billik’s
share, to the bank account. The insur-
ance company paid without question.

But if those who should have been
officially alert were not, there were
others who began to wonder what was
wrong with the Vzral family, thrice
visited by the Angel of Death in nine
months. In the neighborhood there
were two factions. One gabbled about
the similarity of the deaths, their sud-
denness, and the constant attendance
of this man Billik about the house. He
was up to no good with his herbs and
his cards and what not, a worthless
good for nothing scoundrel who was
hanging about for what he could get.

But {for every enemy, Billik had two
supporters. He was a wonderful man,
a kind man who wouldn't kill a fly.
All you had to do was to hear what his
wife said about him. He was crazy
about his children. And the things he
had told people that had come true, the
good advice he had given, the miracu-
lous cures he had worked. He was a
saint on earth. Maybe he did work
magic, but it was good magic such as
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the blessed saints themselves would not
disdain, healing the sick, bringing pros-
perity and comfort to the poor.

And gradually gossip and talk died
away. But in August, 1906, tongues
were wagging again. The hidden
enemy slipped again into the Vzral
family circle and this time Rose, a
handsome eighteen-year-old girl was
the victim. Her insurance, $300, was
paid without question.

This poor creature was followed to
the grave in November by twelve-year-
old Ella Vzral, carefully insured for
$105.

“And still no official attention was
paid to these five deaths. But this time
the neighborhood got busy. At first
with talk only. Only the day after Ella’s
funeral Jerry came in with a wild story
of what he had heard—neighbors were
threatening violence if his mother did
not get Uncle Herman out of the house
—they were going to tar and feather
him and run her out of town.

Fortunately Uncle Herman Billik
was there to advise. Sell the house at
once and move. He knew a man who
would buy it. Before night the house
had changed hands at a price of $3000
cash, and by morning the moving vans
were at the door, and the sad re-
mainder of the Vzral family was being
moved to another section of the city.

But it was a move too late. Scarcely
had the beds been put up and the dishes
on the shelves of the new home than
the police were ready to make a call.

III

OMMENTS of neighbors had
stirred Emma to action and she
had gone to the police with the

story she now believed — that her
father and sisters had been murdered
by Billik with the connivance of her
mother.
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Detectives were dispatched at once to
the new Vzral home, but someone had
been before them. Rose Vzral lay
dead in her bed. They learned that
Billik had been there an hour earlier.
What persuasion he wused on the
woman to take what she knew to be
deadly poison no one will ever know.
By her death the one sure witness of
his crimes . was gone.

Billik was arrested at his home.
What veil had come between him and
his future that he had not foreseen this
happening? Or was he so assured of
his ability to beat the gallows that he
made no attempt at flight?

He was confronted with the hys-
terical young woman who would have
gone the same way as her sisters had
she remained at home. She charged
him with giving a white powder to her
father, to her sister Mary, with taking
money continuously from her mother.
The insurance money of all her sisters,
with killing her mother whom he had
hypnotized to do his will.

With an uneasy smile plastered on
his clownish face, Billik blinked his
eyes and in his most glib tones denied
everything.

He was clapped into prison charged
with the wilful murder of the five
Vzrals.

The police are always up against
trouble in a poisoning case. Who,
how, when, where, why are questions
that sometimes take a lot of answering.
As a preliminary the five bodies were
exhumed, the organs removed and sub-
mitted to the medical experts. Their
tests disclosed the presence of enough
arsenic in each body to produce death.

Supposedly the white powder given
by Billik was arsenic. Where did he
get the poison? Detectives working
for months explored every drug store’
in the city, in near-by towns, in Cleve-
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land, without coming on any trace of
a purchase. Advertisement brought no
response from any drug clerk in other
cities. No one who knew arsenic had
seen it in Billik’s possession.

That Billik had poisoned five people
with arsenic was self-evident, yet how
was it to be proved, and especially to
ajury.

Looking about for witnesses the
prosecution grabbed at Jerrv and from
this lad they extracted a wealth of pic-
turesque description of the magician's
rites and ceremonies, of his prophecies
of death and disaster to the family, his
promises to save them, his brewing of
medicines and administration of cures.
He told of hearing his mother talking
to Billik. He made out a good case for
the dead woman, saying that she was
simply a prey to Billik's powers, and
that she handed him out money all the
time.

He added a new piece of testimony :
that his two little sisters were in the
house alone one time after Billik had
been there; that neighbors smelled gas;
and that they saw Billik hurry out of
the house. They waited a little and as
the gas grew stronger went into the
house and found the two little girls
unconscious and a gas bracket pouring
gas into the air.

Inspector Shippey, in charge of the
case, asked Jerry, “ Why do vou think
he missed you?”

“ I dunno, unless maybe it was I had
no insurance.”

“And a darn good answer, Jerry.”

They brought the prisoner into
court, July 3, 1907. He was bland and
unperturbed. His cunning brain was
ready to fight for his life.

He denied the charge of murder. If
any murdering had been done, Emma
could explain it. She was capable of
murdering her whole family.

IN THE
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As for the white powder. If salt
was a poison, it was the first time he
had heard it so called. If pills of bread
with a little yvellow soap were poison,
drug stores could go out of business.
Sure, he had given salt and soda, harm-
less pills. Why not—it was faith that
cured.

As for his spells and fortune telling,
he admitted he had worked them on
the Vzral family to get money. There
was nothing wrong in that. Of course,
he had taken the money. Why not,
when it was offered to him.

He knew nothing about how Rose
\'zral died. She took arsenic, did she?
Where did she get arsenic? The state
said he had arsenic. \Vhere would he
get arsenic? People who made state-
ments had to prove them. They said
he had arsenic. Well, that had to be
proved. Anyway, it was a lie.

UT if the prosecution showed
weakness, the defense showed
more, and the jury found Herman

Billik guilty in the first degree. He
was sentenced to be hanged October
12, and an overwrought juryman
sprang to his feet and shouted much to
the confusion of law and order: “ And
I'd like to spring the trap myself.”

They took Billik murmuring his in-
nocence and shut him up in the county
jail.

And there, strange as it may seem,
the prisoner far from being an object
of detestation, within a couple of weeks
was being regarded as a martyr by his
fellow prisoners. He put on such an
innocent act that even the prison
authorities softened their hearts, and so
smooth was his work that he brought a
tear to the eye of Sister Rose, a nun,
whose life was given over to prison
visitation,

In all her years of this service she
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had never met a man like the Bohemian
fortune teller. He told her he had
given up such simple dabblings with
powers that were frowned upon by the
church and renewed his faith. He
swore to her that he was an innocent
man, by Mary and her son, and begged
her to prevent a terrible miscarriage of
justice.

Sister Rose came from the con-
demned cell as if walking in a dream,
as if she had seen a vision, little know-
ing that the wily magician had caught
her senses in his web of lies. She car-
ried her belief in his innocence to
Father Callaghan of the Paulist
Brothers and inspired him to visit Bil-
lik. What happened, no one knows,
for the secrets of the confessional must
not be bared. But after several inter-
views and moved by the intercession of
others in the prison, the priest cham-
pioned the doomed man’s cause.

He went into action with banners
flying. A man of positive force, a tre-
mendous power in support of any
movement he undertook, the priest
made his church a headquarters of
defense. In his pulpit he proclaimed
Billik’s innocence, he charged that the
District Attorney and his minions were
in conspiracy to railroad him to the gal-
lows.

He even went so far as to pronounce
a curse on the District Attorney. He
lobbyed. He besought the interest of
important political figures, until the
whole city of Chicago was throbbing
with interest. He never directly said
that Billik had confessed innocence, but
it was assumed this must be so.

Never had any man such a fiery
champion.  Father Callaghan took
Vzral and his little sister in charge and
soon was in position to announce that
their testimony had been as good as
put in their mouths by the authorities,
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When the authorities denied: this, the
priest went on the stump with his two
exhibits and toured. He packed halls
with thousands crazy to see Jerry and
Mina, and to hear them tell a very dif-
ferent story to that in the police
records.

They had inherited much of their
papa’s gift of inspiring conviction and
in the old vaudeville phrase were a
“wow.” Jerry took back the words
which had contributed so largely to
sending Herman Billik to jail, and
wept his penitence as the good father
stood with his arm about his shoulders.

Such mass sympathy as was aroused
had material results. A stay of execu-
tion was granted to allow the Supreme
Court of the state to review the case.
After a second stay, the Court decided
the sentence was just and Billik must
die.

‘ x JITH this decision the case be-
came, as is often the way in this
country, a political issue. It
was election time, the District Attorney
who had so far borne up under the
curse, was ousted, and a more lenient
personage elected. The bombardment
of influence became more intensified.

But in his cell the magician knew the
set hour of his death was at hand. He
did not know that his champion was
closeted with Judge Landis who was to
become Emperor of Baseball later.

Half an hour, bare thirty minutes
before the fall of the trap of the gal-
lows was timed, Father €allaghan
brought word to the prisoner that a
third stay was granted.

An appeal to the United® States
Supreme Court was denied and once
more Billik was billed to die on the
high platform. But the defense had
not  exhausted all its bag of tricks.:
They secured a new stay on the novel
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plea that Billik could not be hanged,
as by now he was legally dead. In
one of his rescues from death, some-
one had forgotten to go through the
formality of rescinding the execution
order and making out the usual official
reprieve.

But the courts made small work of
this Gilbert and Sullivan opera idea,
and once more set the date of Billik’s
final appearance on any stage. His
farewell performance was to be De-
cember 11, 1908,

It is not given to all of us to have
such devoted friends, as Billik the pris-
oner had.

Nothing daunted, the defense played
a last card. Billik, in his own defense,
had suggested that the arsenic dis-
penser might be found right in the
hosom of the Vzral family. He in-
ferred that Emma knew.

An order was obtained to exhume
the body of Mr. Nobody, senior, Em-
ma’s father-in-law, who had been liv-
ing with them when he died, and great
was the whooping when arsenic was
found in the body. Billik had never
seen the man, never been near him, had
nothing to do with him. There was no
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possible way by which he could have
administered poison. Though the
amount of the poison was infinitesimal
—no more arsenic than might be found
present in any body—its finding was
hailed as a proof of Billik’s innocence.

Once more Billik was snatched from
the gallows, this time by the word of
Governor Deneen, who agreed to con-
sider the case in conjunction with the
Board of Pardons.

His fate hung in the balance until
January 22, 1909, when it was an-
nounced that a reprieve had been
granted the prisoner on the grounds
“of a considerable public sentiment
and a feeling of doubt in some quar-
ters.”

Billik smiled a pasty smile. There
was a lot of truth in the Tarot cards
after all. That one, known as the
Hanged Man, with the man hanging
upside down, had several meanings, but
its most important occult indication
was the Law of Reversal. The shadow
of the gallows was lifted now for all
time, the sentence of the law reversed,
life not death.

He went without protest to his future
home—]Joliet.

CIPHER SOLVERS' CLUB FOR AUGUST

(Continued from Page 39)

Seventeen—Arulas, Los Angeles, Calif.: Vasseure
and Danette, Denver, Colo.; Leonard Price, New
York, N. Y.; Wash, Portland, Me.

Sixteen—Illy, Akron, Ohio.

Fifteen—W B. Nye, Flint, Mich.; E. Sthar
Odilnu, Atchison, Kans.

Fourteen—Duke d'Ekud, Bronx, N. Y.; Mabs,
Baltimore, Md.; Gene Miller, Petersburg, Ind.;
GeeKaSee, Seattle, Wash.; N. Dak. Ump, Gilby,
N. Dak.

Thirteen—Merland Edwards, Twin Falls,
Idaho; Electron II, Paterson. N. J.; J. Toscano,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

Twelve—Uncle Abie, Burnet, Tex.; Harry R.
Bell, Columbus, Ohio; °Mrs. W. C. Bird, San
Francisco, Calif.; L. P. Carr, Soda Springs, Idaho;
W R. G, Maywood, Ill.: H J Haewecker.
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Neon, Rochester, N. Y.; Jerry

Phelan. Bronx, N. Y.; Big Stack, Anaconda,
Mont.;: Tud Tarbet, Logan, Utah.

Eleven—P_ J. B., St. Petersburg, Fla.; A. E.
Balinsky, Baltimore, Md.; Bee-Gee-Bee, Hart-
ford, Conn.; Edna D. Brooks, Attleboro, Mass.;
Bugler, Elizabethtown, Ky.; How Carso, Winni-
peg. Manitoba, Canada; Helen P. Foote, Eliza-
bethtown, Ky.; Rengaw, Chicago, 1ll.; Kenneth
H. Riggs, Wollaston, Mass.; Albert B. Wool-
dridge, San Antonio, Tex.

Ten—Epehaw, Long Island City, N. Y.; Fae
Malon, Englehart, Ontario, Canada.

Nine—Segro, Brooklyn, N. Y.; Chi
Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada.

Eight—Michael Kasarowich, Bayonne. N. ]

Seven—David Mueller, Cape Girardeau, Mo.;
Pap, Kingstown. Mo

(Continued on Page 83)
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A G-Man and a Public Enemy
Play a Strategic Game of Hide and
Seek—W hile Death Grimly W aits
to Tally the Final Score

S

By D. B. McCandless

I'll spiel it, for reasons you’ll
savvy when you get all hep to
Poppa. Poppa’s a grand old gent, one
of the best, but when he’s spinning a
varn, he’s likely to take detours and
wind up boring you with the old one
about the night he drove the great Lil
Russell up Fifth Avenue in his public
hack.
Poppa’s still driving the same oid
Victoria that once carried the great Lil.

THIS is Poppa Quigg’s story, but

That “ Vic” is one of the few horse-
drawn public hacks left in the Big
Burg. It’s got a heap of bones. between
the shafts that answers to the name of
Daisy—that is, she answers when she
gets damn good and ready. Daisy and
Poppa and the old Vic hang around
the park entrances, waiting for the nuts
who think it's “so quaint” to amble
through the park behind a horse. Pop-
pa soaks the nuts plenty. He makes
out good.

64 D 3—14
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You should see Poppa, perched on
the high box of the old Victoria, with
his plug hat covering his pink dome,
his black muffler covering his lowest
chin, his greatcoat covering his curves,
and his red nose covering a large sec-
tion of his face. ¥You should see him,
guiding old Daisy up Fifth, with a
stream of shiny paint jobs tooting
horns on all sides of him, and him look-
ing down his bulgy nose at all of ’em,
and giving old Daisy a flick of the whip

when the red light changes. A grand
old gent, Poppa!
Me, I drive a hack, too. A swell

crate, red and white paint job, with a
sweet motor. It does what I tell it to
do and I tell it plenty. I'm Jerry
Quigg. Not quite the mug the photo
inside the cab makes me, but then
again, no beaut. Somebody once
cracked I was a hard-boiled egg. I
ain’t hard-boiled. I’'m petrified. A
guy’s got to be when he’s runaning a
taxi in this man’s town.

Here’s the story. (I'm still asking
myself why I’'m alive to tell it.) I quit
early that night. About eleven, it was.
And I thought I'd ease up to the park
and see if Poppa was still at the stand
in front of the Savoy—which I did.
They were there, all of ’em—Poppa,
Daisy and the old Vic. Tired, all of
’em, too, with their springs sagging.

I slid the cab in behind, getting ready
to give ’em a blast on the Klaxon and
see ’em jump. I had my hand on the
horn button when it happened.

A guy came charging out of an alley
beside the Savoy and lammed across
the sidewalk. I got a look at him un-
der the street lamp as he came. He
had a beautiful pan, like a movie actor,
but it looked dead, if you get me.

Anvways, I reached to open the cab
door, expecting him to fall in and gasp
out an address on Park Avenue some-
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wheres. I was figuring he was run-
ning a race, with some doll’s husband
behind, see? Well, I swung the door
open and started the engine, and then,
what does he do but turn his back on
me, race along the curb and throw him-
self into Poppa Quigg’s old Vic!

Poppa sat up sudden, like somebody
had run a knitting needle into his spine.
He reached for the whip. The next
minute, the old nag Daisy came out of
her trance and moved. The old Vic
was turning into the south entrance of
the park before I got my jaws together
again and reached around to shut the
cab door.

I didn’t shut it. A man, a tall feller,
shaped something like a lead pencil,
had his fingers wrapped around the
handle. A nasty looking guy he was,
with half-closed eyes and a slanting
mouth.

“Follow that rig,” he snapped at
me, and dived inside, slamming the
door shut.

I didn’t move.
the idea, bo?”

He said: “ Follow that carriage,”
and reached a skinny hand through the
window. The hand had the nose of a
gun sticking out of it.

I kept my own hands in sight on the
wheel. I turned my head and spit
words out of the corner of my mouth:
“Listen, bo. I'm driving into no gun
battles. I’'m riding no gangsters in this
cab™ e

I said: * What’s

HE guy drew his hand in. When
he shoved it through again, there
was no gun in it. There was a
little gold shield. I said, “ Okey, Mis-
ter G-Man, if that’s what you are,” and
stepped on the gas, heading for the
south entrance of the park. “ But
listen,” T said, “the old guy driving
that heap in front is my old man. If
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”

there’s going to be any shooting. . . .

“ No shooting,” he said, “ if you do
what you're told. Take it easy. When
we strike a quiet spot in the park slide
up alongside that rig as if you were
passing. I’ll handle the rest. When
Sardis seesme. . . .”

“Sardis!” I said, tooling easy into
the entrance. “ You mean Sardis, the
Public Enemy? Say, what’re you
handing me, anyways? That ain’t
Sardis. I've seen Sardis’s ugly pan too
many times in the paper. . . .”

“ Sardis had his ugly pan operated
on a month or so ago,” said the G,
quick and hard. * Since then, he’s been
convalescing in private. Now [isten,
feller. You act pretty or I'll have your
license. That guy thinks he gave me
the slip. He’s probably leaning back
in that carriage now, congratulating
himself on his smartness in not trying
to make his getaway in a regular car,
and wiping the blood off his hands
while he enjoys the ride. Yes, he’s
got blood on his hands, a dead man’s
blood. . . .”

I said, “Huh?”’ and strained an
ear, but the G-man leaned back on the
cushions and closed up. Ahead of us,
the old Victoria was just ambling un-
der an arc light, rounding a turn.
Poppa was sitting straight and impor-
tant on the box. There was nobody
in the carriage behind him!

“ Say!” I said, “ looks like this feller
you say is Sardis has slipped. . . .”

“ He’s still riding,” said the G-man,
quiet. “TI've had my eyes on him.
He’s doubled up on the seat, hid-
den. . . .”

Bang! A blast of fire came over the
back of the swaying old Vic and sud-
den, there was a spider on the glass of
my windshield. A spider with long
cracks for legs and a bullet hole for its
body.
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I wrenched over the wheel, zig-
zagged the cab. The Vic was still on
the turn. More spiders were popping
out of the gun over the Vic’s back
edge.

“Hey you, G,” I yelled, getting
ready to make a hairpin turn, “ we're
going away from here!” and I risked a
quick look-see into the cab.

The G wasn’t there. He was out on
the running board, on the wheel side,
steadying his gun arm on the window
ledge beside me. The gun was spout-
ing fire and bullets toward the back of
Poppa Quigg’s Victoria.

“Drive,” said the G, biting the
words, as the old Vic disappeared
around the turn. ‘ Step on it, man.

After '’em!”
“Nix,” I yelled. “I'm going away
from here. You said no shooting.

The old guy on top of that thing is
my ...”

The G didn’t raise his voice. He
said, “ Straighten this cab out. Drive.
Fast.” He said it like you'd say, “ Pass
the salt.”

I passed him the salt. We were go-
ing sixty when we hit the turn ahead.

Y eyes felt funny. I didn’t
want to lift ’em. I didn’t want
to look up and see that old Vic,

swaying ahead of us again, with the old
gent on the box sticking up like a tar-
get for the bullets I knew were going to
explode out of the G’s gat. I didn’t
want to look and yet I did want to look.
I wanted to be sure that old gent was
still on the box.

Still at sixty, we rounded the turn
which the old Vic had rounded maybe
a minute before. A long, straight road
stretched ahead, trees on one side, open
grass on the other. The road was
empty!

I stood on the brake., I said bad
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words. The G said, “ Look!” and used
his gun for a pointer.

I looked and shut off the gas at the
same time. In the silence, you could
hear the clatter and rattle and squeak.
The old Vic was hurtling across the
meadow at the side of the road, flying
like a bat out of hell. Daisy’s hooves
pounded the turf. Poppa jockeyed
forward on the high driver’s seat.

I said:

“ Gawd, I didn’t think Daisy could
do it! The old nag’s running away!”

The G popped around the cab and in-
to the seat beside me. He said:

“ Running away, hell! That horse
is being whipped to run. Step on it,
you. Head across that grass. We've
got to catch ’em before Sardis dishes
that rig for something faster. Get
going. . . .”

“Qke,” I said, “ but not across that
grass. There’s a side road ahead that
cuts back. We'll .. .”

I was stepping it up again, eating up
the road. I could feel the queer gim-
lets of the G on me, and now he was
leaning close, so the wind wouldn’t
carry his words away.

“ There’d better be a side road
ahead, feller,” he said. “1I don't like
the way you’re acting. Queer thing,
you and this old man you claim is your
father should be planted outside the
Savoy entrance the very night my part-
ner and I closed in on Sardis. No,
feller, I don’t like the set-up, and I
don’t like your face.”

“ Likewise,” I said. “ Now listen,
G. TIll admit I ain’t sweet to the eyes,
but get this: That old gent—he’s got
a knack for getting himself into jams
like this, but—hell, you’ve only got to
lamp his face to know.”

“T've lamped it,” said the G.
was perfect. Too perfect. You put
too much red paint on his nose when

“«“ It”
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you rigged him for this act, you and
the rest of Sardis’s pals. Step this bus
up, feller, and remember, I've got a
gun in your ribs.”

I stepped her up—to sixty-five. The
side road that cut back across the
meadow was just ahead. The G said:

“And I wouldn’t mind using the
gun, either, wreck or no wreck. Sardis
killed my partner tonight. Anything
or anybody that gets in my way . ..”

The speedometer showed sixty-eight
as we lurched into the side road that
split the meadow. The meadow was
empty. The road ahead was empty.

The G pushed his gun a little closer.
He said: “I'm tired playing tiddle-
dewinks. Turn, and head for the
Sixty-second Street Police Station. I
know some of the boys there. They’'ll
be glad to codperate.”

“So help me,” 1 said, “ you're got
me wrong, mister. Listen, give me a
chance. Maybe we can still catch up
with ’em. There’s two roads branch
off the end of this one. . . .”

The G turned his eyes full on me.
They looked worse open than half-
closed, but I gave him stare for stare.
He said: “ All right. T'll give you ten
minutes to find that rig, with Sardis
Tl o o o

II

HE ten minutes were up. We

were speeding over one of them

rustic bridges with purple flowers
on it. The flowers smelled damn like
wreaths to me just then. The G-man
said: “ Stop!”

I put on the brake. We slid. The
siren on the motorcycle that had been
trailing us for the last five minutes
grew louder. The G ordered: ‘ We’ll
wait here for the cop. And don’t say
‘listen’ to me again.”

Isaid: “Listen. So help me! The
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old Vic ain’t in the park, that’s plain.
Probably this Sardis guy dished it long
ago. Probably my old man’s home,
with his shoes off by now, drinking his
regular glass of light beer. Why don’t
we beat it there and get the old man
to tell us where Sardis lammed, if he
knows ?”

“ Where’s home?” said the G.

“Over east,” I said, “by the river
edge. \We got an old frame house,
an old barn for Daisy and the cab, and
a spot of garden. Poppa grows string
beans, 2. o

The screeching motorcycle scorched
alongside and teetered. A cop poked
his mug in the window, mouth open,
ready to give us the works. The G
never looked at the cop, just stuck his
palm, with the little gold shield in it,
under the cop’s nose, and kept leering
at me.

“Over by the river edge, eh?” he
cracked. “ Nice lonely spot, eh?”

“Yeah,” I said, “it’s lonely, G.
Want to take the copper along for pro-
tection?”

The G balled his hand into a fist and
stuck the fist in his pocket. He said to
the cop: “ All right, officer. We don’t
need any help.”

I stepped on the gas. We left the
cop choking on the words he hadn’t
been able to spit. That tickled my ribs,
even though the ribs still had the G’s
gun jammed into em.

I turned the cab off the dark, nar-
row street that lines the river at East
Seventieth and we bounced down the
ruts of the Quigg driveway. The
doors of the patched-up barn at the end
of the drive were open. A lantern was
hobbing around inside. Behind it, 1
could make out Poppa’s curves. 1
couldn’t savvy the lantern. The old
barn is wired plenty. ‘ Get out,” said
the G.
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I slid from under, with one of the
G’s guns occupying the small space be-
tween him and me, and the other of
the G’s guns pointed at that bobbing
lantern in the barn.

“Call your pals of the barn,” said
the G. “ No tricks.”

“ Poppa,” I yelped.

The lantern went out. The white
light of a flash swept over me and the
G and the G's guns.

“ Jerry!” said Poppa Quigg’s voice
from behind the flash, in the same tone
I used to hear just before Poppa took
down the old strap. *“ So, it was your
cab following! You, my sole off-
spring, allowing a low gunman to use
your cab, to follow me, to shoot after
me and my fare. . . .”

“ Poppa,” I yelped, “ this is no gun-
man. But he’s got a gat in my side and
another aimed at your belly!”

“ Poppa,” said the G, “if you don’t
throw down that damn light and put
up your hands, I’'m going to bump off
your sole offspring.”

Poppa made a queer, gurgling noise.
The flash thudded on the dirt and
rolled toward me and the G.

“Pick it up,” said the G, “ and turn
the light toward Poppa.” I did.

Poppa’s hands were up above his
plug hat. Poppa’s face was purple and
white, mixed.

“ Walk, Poppa,” said the G. “ Walk
toward the house. Your sole offspring
will keep the light on vou. T'll keep
the gun on your sole offspring.”

E marched up the back porch,
through the back door that
leads straight into the big
kitchen. The light was on. The old
black cook stove was crackling. The
usual two bottles of beer, with the
sweat on ’em, were on the marble-
topped table by the back window, like-
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wise the usual hunks of rye and Swiss
cheese.

The G ran one hand over Poppa,
while Poppa made disgusted noises
through his nose. He backed the old
man up against the wall on one side of
the room, felt me for guns and backed
me up on the other side, near the sink.
Then he backed up against the wall
between the rear door and the rear win-
dow, with the marble-topped table
between him and us.

“Now,” said the G, “I want to
know—"

“Listen, Poppa,” I said, stuttering
because I needed to talk fast and I
didn’t like the look in Poppa’s eyes.
“ Listen, this man is a G. He works
for Uncle Sam. All he wants is to ask
you some questions. Please don’t do
anything rash and get us in a worse
jam. . . .”

“Jerry,” said Poppa with dignity,
folding his arms over his chest, ‘ This
man is a low breed gangster. Look at
his face. Look at the crime and
treachery in his face!” Poppa low-
ered his voice like a man does when
something’s freezing the hairs on his
spine, ‘“Jerry, this man is Sardis!”

The G laughed, a funny, rusty laugh.
He laid the gun in his left hand down
on the table and reached for a bottle of
beer. He gave the bottle’s neck a
quick snap against the table edge and
buried his pan in the suds that frothed
out, then set down the bottle and
looked at Poppa again.

“So,” he said, “the fare you ran
away with tonight told you he was be-
ing pursued by the villain, Sardis?”

*“ He did,” said Poppa, and unfolded
his arms.

I took a step forward, my eyes on
Poppa’s mitts. He was reaching up like
he wanted to scratch the fringe of gray
around his pink dome, but I knew what

59

was itching him. The thing that was
hanging on a hook just over his dome
was itching him. The thing was an
old pistol, big enough to blow both
shooter and shot to shreds. I knew it
was loaded.

“Poppa,” 1 said, quick, “ my fare is
a G-man. He’s the goods. He'll show
you his shield. He. . . .”

“ My fare had a shield,” said Poppa,
‘“ a little gold shield. I felt it an honor
to serve him, since he was not only a
G-man, engaged in Uncle Sam’s ser-
vice, but a man sore beset and wounded
by this gunman’s bullets. I still feel it
an honor to serve a G-man.” Poppa
reached a little higher. His fingers al-
most touched the old cannon above
him,

“Poppa!” 1 yelled. *Don’t—"

“He won’t,” said the G, quiet.
“ Just lower the hands, Poppa. To the
sides. That’s right. Slide along the
wall a little, Poppa, out of temptation’s
way. Not too near that door there,
Poppa. Okay.”

I leaned back against my side of the
wall, sort of weak. My mouth felt dry.
I looked down at the sink. There was
a pan of pink water in that sink, a little
heap of red stained rags.

‘“ Poppa,” said the G, “ just where
did you drop your fare tonight? Or
did you drop him?”

“Poppa,” I said, “if you know
where that guy is, for Gawd’s sake . . .
listen, you dumb old cluck, can’t you
get it through your noodle . . . listen,
any guy can buy himself a fake gold
shield.”

STOPPED sudden and looked at
the man who had showed me his
gold shield. He wasn’t looking at
me. He was looking down at the floor
boards, at the trail of small red drops
that led from the sink to the back door.
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“Poppa,” I gulped, “listen. Your
fare tonight was running away. A real
G don’t run away. He runs after—
like my G.”

Poppa didn’t answer. For a minute,
you could hear the crackle of the stove
and the tooting of the river whistles.
The man I was beginning to think of
as “my G” had stopped staring down
at the trail of blood drops. He had
both guns in his hands again. One of
‘’em was pointing at Poppa, the other
was pointing at the door to our front
room, just at oppa’s left.

“Poppa, he said, in a low, nasty
voice, “I was just beginning to think
I'd misjudged you. Just beginning to
think the color on your beak was real.
Who's that moving behind that door?”

The door at Poppa’s left swung
open. A man stepped through it from
the living room into the kitchen. For
a tick, I thought this must be the
beautiful mug who had ridden in
Poppa’s Victoria that night. The next
tick, I knew it wasn’t. This guy just
stepping into the kitchen with a sawed-
off shotgun on his arm was anything
but beautiful and he had a pair of bow-
legs like a couple of barrel hoops.

I remember wondering why the two
gats in my G’s mitts didn’t go off, and
then I heard the clunk-clank of fall-
ing guns from the back of the kitchen
and knew why. The G was standing
with his hands empty—shoulder high.

His guns were resting on the table be-
side the beer. Two men who must have
sneaked in the open back door while
Bow Legs was making his entrance
through the front room were behind
the G. One of ’em had a gun against
the bones of the G’s spine.

The bow-legged man shifted his
sawed-off shotgun so it pointed at
Poppa. He said: “ We’ve come to take
Sardis away from here. Where is he?”
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Poppa unfolded his arms. There
was a gleam of triumph in his bleary
old eyes. He said: “ Well, my man,
why don’t youtake him? There he is,”
swept one arm out, and pointed an ac-
cusing finger at my G.

The bow-legged man twisted his
thick mouth down. He said, looking
at my G: “That thing Sardis?
Listen, old man, Sardis is my boss, and
he ain’t to be insulted. That thing
over there, with its hands up and a gun
in its back, is a G, a dirty G. We've
come to get Sardis away from here,
and we know damn well that you know
damn well where Sardis is, old man,
because we followed that wagon of
yours with him in it.”

Poppa gulped. He dropped the
hand he’d been pointing at my G. His
face and his neck puffed out and his
eyes popped. He made queer noises in
his throat.

The bow-legged man eyed him a
minute, then spat on the floor and
turned his back on Poppa to stare at
the G.

“ Maybe you can talk better than the
old one, G? Where’s Sardis? You
ought to know. You came here to cop
him.”

II1

HINGS began to happen in flying

circles, like a bad dream spinning

in your head. Poppa went into
action. He took a funny sideways
leap, reaching, and suddenly the old
pistol was in his hands, swooping
down. The bow-legged man folded
down to the floor, with Poppa on top.
At the same moment, the G did a swan
dive to the floor carrying the old

‘marble-topped table, the beer bottles,

the rye bread, the Swiss cheese-and his
own two guns with him in the crash.
The two men behind the G let off
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their guns, but the G wasn’t there. He
was on the floor, with the table tilted
over his head, grabbing one of his guns
that had got mixed up somehow with
the Swiss cheese.

I came out of my trance. I skidded
across the floor, toward the G. An-
other gun went off, I wasn’t sure
whose, but I knew the bullet scorched
my ear as it passed.

It didn’t take me more than thrce
seconds to move from my place beside
the sink to the spot where the G was
firing over the shield of the table’s
marble top, but I felt like a' slow
moving picture, and I saw everything
and heard everything as I moved.

One of the two men who had been
hehind the G was crouched in a corner
over by the back window, blood run-
ning down his low brow into his eves,
shooting his gun like mad at the slab
of marble table-top between him and
the G. The other was crawling on ali
fours, very silent and cautious, aiming
to edge up on the G from the side.
Poppa was squatting down on the floor
in front of the door to the front room,
holding the bow-legged man before
him like a shield. The bow-legged
man’s head was resting on one of his
own shoulders. He didn’t seem to
mind.

I don’t know why or how, but some-
how, 1 was down behind that old table,
beside the G, and the G was thrusting
one of his guns into my hand. Then,
the G was sticking the nose of his gun
around the table’s edge on one side and
I was sticking the nose of my gun
around the other edge.

I'd never had anything deadlier than
a Coney Island rifle in my hand before,
but I aimed at the corner where I'd
seen the man with the blood trickling
down his low brow, and, somehow, my
gun went off. I heard a high screech

1

and the screech came from that corner.

The G’s gun exploded and drowned
the screech. A howl of agony rose on
the echoes of the G’s shot, and the man
who had been crawling on all fours to
edge up on us appeared suddenly
around the G’s side of the table and
rolled.

He stopped rolling with his twisted
face toward us. His gun waved
from side to side as he lifted it and
fired.

The G grunted and clapped a hand to
his shoulder, then fired again, straight
into the twisted face of the man on
the floor.

And then, there was silence—
silence and curling smoke. The G
poked his head above the table, looked
at the corner where I had aimed my
one shot, sat back again and grinned
at me.

He said, quietly and easy, as though
nothing had happened:

“Good shot, Jerry. You got your
man. [ hope Poppa still lives? I want
to apologize.”

The light went out. Something
moved behind us. I felt the G jerk up-
right in the darkness. I was halfway
to my own feet, my gun wobbling in
n1y hand.

Poppa’s voice spoke. “1I have put
out the lights. If there are any more
of this Sardis gang outside, it would
be better that they should not see in.”

The G chuckled. He said: “ Smart
Poppa! T’ll just go and see—” and
began to ease quietly away through the
dark toward the open back door.

I said, whispering: * Poppa, listen.
Get under this table and stay put. You
may be smart, but for Gawd’s sake,
don’t get any smarter. And whatever
you do, don’t shoot off that old cannon.
I'm going front to see if there’s any
more of 'em. , . .”
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LEGGED it across the kitchen

toward the front. The door to the

front room was wedged almost
shut by the body of the bow-legged
man Poppa had conked. I squeezed
through, gun ready, waited a moment
in the darkness of the front room,
eying the furniture. Starched curtains
were blowing into the room from the
open window through which the bow-
legged bozo must have come. I made
for that window, stuck my head, cau-
tiously, over the sill.

A big, dark car was standing right
outside the house, its motor purring.
A man was just stepping off its run-
ning board, his back to me. I could
see the shine of a gun in the hand
hanging loosely at his side. I aimed
at the shine. My gun didn’t seem to
want to stay still in my hand. I said
to myself: “ Jerry, you got one of
them hoodlums with this gun. Here’s
where you get another. . . .”

And just then, the man at the car
faced me and it was the G!

My trigger finger almost finished
pulling, but I stopped it in time. I sat
back on my hunkers under the window
and wiped the sweat off my pan with
the starched curtain.

The G stuck his head through the
window. He said: * Jerry? Well,
it seems we got all there was of ‘em.
Their car’s empty, except for a pretty
little sub-machine gun. The next
question is, where the hell is Sardis?
Suppose you step back to the kitchen
and ask Poppa.”

I squeezed through the door to the
kitchen again. Poppa wasn’t there. I
dived out through the back door, down
the porch steps. The G was just run-
ning down the driveway from the
street. I said: “Poppa . . .” and
then I saw Poppa, trotting fast, head-
ing toward the barn. I said: * Sar-
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dis!” and ploughed across the beans,
the G beside me.

A muftled boom came from inside
the barn! The Gsaid: ‘ Sardis!”’ and
spurted ahead.

Poppa disappeared inside the open
doors of the barn.

We made the last few feet, the G
and me, in nothing flat. We charged
over the barn sill abreast. e slid to
a stop together.

The big shape of Poppa was there
in the gloom, talking: “ Sardis,” he
was saying, very solemn, “you may
shoot out the lock of the harness closet
where I hid you when I thought your
cause was a just cause, but you cannot
shoot open the bolt which I fastened
to make you doubly safe. I command
you now, Sardis, to drop your gun and
when I unbolt the door, to come out
with your hands raised.”

The G made a dive forward, me with
him. We fell on Poppa and Poppa fell
on the floor. The G said: *“ Get the
old man out of line of that closet door,
wherever it is. Sardis will shoot
through the smashed lock!”

Sardis did shoot. The flare of it
came out of the hole where the lock of
the harness closet had been. The crack
of it echoed against the old rafters of
the barn, and the old nag in her stall
gave a frightened squeal.

OPPA and I were rolling toward
the doors to the driveway. More
shots were popping as we rolled.
A bullet hit the floor just behind us.
Poppa snorted. He grunted. He
got loose from me somehow and
hoisted himself up. 1 grabbed for him.
His hand touched the spot beside the
doors where the light button was. The
lights went on.
The G was standing to one side of
the harness closet, his gun ready. He
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blinked in the light, made wild motions
to us to back up. He said to the closet
door: ‘ Sardis, this is the G-man
whose partner you murdered tonight.
I have plenty of company out here. It
will do you no good to waste bullets
through that door. Do you drop your
guns and come out peaceful when I
shoot the bolt, or—"

I left Poppa and dashed to the other
side of the closet, gun ready. A
muftled voice came from inside. The
G seemed to understand what it said,
for he said: ‘ Okay, Sardis. Drop
it.”

I heard the thump of a gun dropping
on the floor behind the closet door.

The G lifted his hand to the big,
rusty bolt at the very top of the door.
He looked at me and whispered across
the space between us:

“ Better keep out of it, feller. Sardis
will pick that gun up before he comes
out. He’ll come out shooting. It’s
just a question of who pulls the trig-
ger first.”

I shook my head. I lifted my gun
a little higher. The G nodded as if
to say, “ Your funeral.” His fingers
were on the bolt. He said: “ Now,
Sardis—"

A big shadow fell between the G and
me, passed on. Poppa had waddled
straight by us, straight through the
danger zone in front of that splintered
door.

He was moving calmly toward the
old nag’s stall.

The G looked at me.
G and said, “ Poppa,
sake!”

Daisy’s hooves clumped out of the
stall. Poppa was beside her, one hand
on her skimpy mane.

“ Wait,” said Poppa in a hoarse
whisper, shoving the old mare around,
keeping her between him and the closet

I looked at the
for Gawd’s
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unlil her hindquarters were close 1o the
closet door, “ Wait—" :

The G said: ““ What in—"

Poppa said, still in a whisper: “ Let
this treacherous vermiin, Sardis, come
and come shooting, if he will. We are
ready. Unbolt the door!”

The G looked at Daisy’s bony rear,
backed close to that closet door. He
looked at Daisy’s hind hooves, heavy
hooves with shaggy tassels of hair
growing down over them. He lifted
his queer eyes to Poppa, standing at
Daisy’s head, and suddenly, the G’s
mouth slanted up, instead of down.

The G shot back the bolt. “ Out,
Sardis!” he snapped, -and jackknifed
his skinny length.

The closet door sprang open. 1 got
a quick side glimpse of a handsome
pan that looked dead, all except the
eyes, which shone like cat’s eyes. I got
a snap look at a couple of gleaming
gun barrels. And then—Daisy reared.
Her hind legs rose. Her hind hooves
flew out and up and back. They
landed. My stomach jumped up in my
throat at the sound of those hooves
when they landed!

The G looked down at the man
sprawled at his feet. He said: *“ Sardis
will have to have his face made over
again, if he wants to look pretty in the
electric chair.”

S T said before, this is Poppa
Quigg’s yarn. Me, I'd stop
now, with Sardis sprawled on

the floor at our feet and old Daisy
clop-clopping calmly back to her stall.
Poppa says that ain’t the end. He says
he wants the “ grand finale” put in.
Here it is: Two nights ago, when
I hit home at the regular time, I found
an extra bottle of beer on the kitchen
table—the table that’s got some bad
dents and holes and cracks in its
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marble-top now. I also found extra
large plates of rye and Swiss cheese,
and I found Poppa on one side of the
table and on the other, the G.

“ Poppa,” the G said, sawing off a
slice of rye, “Poppa, maybe you'd
answer me a question now? What did
you do to dear old Daisy to make her
give that superb, that magnificent
kick ?”

“G,” said Poppa, solemn and
pompous, “I’ll tell you. I stuck her with
a pin.”

The G laughed. It sounded almost
human. He said: “ Poor old Daisy!”’
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Poppa said: “ Daisy was proud to
serve a G.”

The G hooked a bottle of light,
struck it a smart blow on the table edge
and buried his mug in the suds -that
frothed out. He banged the bottle
down, reached in his pocket and
brought out a folded paper, pink. He
said: “ Poppa, allow me. Your share
of the reward for Sardis, dead or alive.
Take it and buy Daisy a ton of oats.”

I leaned over Poppa and stared at
that check. I bellowed, “ Ten thou-
sand dollars! Ten G’s! Ten G’s, and
every one of the ten the goods!”

The Workers and the Worked

AS there are only two kinds of people in the world, the workers and the
worked, it may be a wise plan to learn something of the methods used

by the workers in working the worked.

The type of worker which it is proposed to describe here is known as

the confidence man; the work is the confidence game.

As the game is al-

ways based upon two known qualities, greed and credulity, the basic prin-

ciples are always the same.

The first stage of any confidence game is the ““ approach.” That is where

the pocketbook is dropped so that the intended victim can recover it.

Any

other method used simply involves the making of the acquaintance of the

intended dupe.

Stage number two is the “ build-up.” That is where the swindler begins
to arouse the cupidity, and to whet the appetite, of the proposed sap. Hints
of easy money and of fabulous wealth are involved here.

Number three stage is the “in and in.” The prospective sucker risks a
small amount of money along with the swindler in some venture.

The fourth stage is the *“ pay-off,” sometimes known as the “ convincer.”
The easy-mark is allowed to win the first time.

The fifth stage is the ‘“ hurrah,” wherein the sucker is led to believe
that, with a much larger sum of money, he can make a big killing. He invests
the money with the swindler and the game enters the sixth stage.

That is known as the “ get-away,” wherein the swindler escapes,

—John Berry.
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fingers twitched, and his palms itched.
He wanted money. For days he had
paced the stuffy little room, stopping
occasionally to peer through the dusty
curtains at the busy street below. He
was watching the branch bank directly
opposite, calculating the most oppor-
tune moment to slip inside that marble
entrance and shove a gun into the tel-
ler’s face. It was very difficult to
muster enough courage. Petty thiev-
ery was his familiar ground and stick-
ing up a bank for big money was
something different. It required a lot
of nerve.

Well, he could forget the bank now.
Here was $10,000 practically knocking
at his door. Softer picking, less dan-
gerous.

Murdock’s mind worked quickly.
He had spent hours in the dreary room
reading detective stories. It had flat-
tered his vanity to imagine himself
committing one of those clever crimes,
a perfect crime. One formula that he
had read remained catalogued in his
mind. Here was the chance to employ
it.

Murdock stepped softly into the de-
serted corridor. He stopped before
Cronin’s door and noted the room num-
ber—313. He rapped, politely.

Cronin opened the door, just a trifle.
He was a florid-faced, middle-aged
man. His chunky body was partially
disrobed.

“I'm the night clerk,” Murdock
smiled. “ Got something for you.”
Cronin opened the door wider.

Murdock jammed a gun into the
man’s stomach. The flesh seemed soft
and flabby. Murdock closed the door
behind him and twisted the key. He
motioned Cronin to the bed, made him
sit on it. Cronin reached for a gun un-
der the pillow. Murdock’s hand was
there first. He pocketed his own
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weapon and trained Cronin’s on its
owner.

“ Now, where’s that money?” Mur-
dock snapped. He was secretly proud
of the steady way he held the gun. Hec
was playing his role perfectly.

Cronin stared at him stupidly. His
thick lips tried to form words, but he
said nothing. He seemed badly fright-
ened.

Murdock yanked open a table
drawer. There it was—a neat stack of
$100 banknotes. Murdock greedily
transferred the crisp currency to his
pockets, all except one banknote. He
placed it on the table. Then he backed
cautiously to the wall telephone. He
kept the terrified man on the bed, cov-
ered with the gun. He lifted the re-
ceiver from the hook. He heard the
night clerk’s voice answer.

“This is Cronin in 313. Yes, Cronin
on the third floor. I'm going to kill
myself. No, I'm not kidding. I’'m leav-
ing money on the table to pay my bill,
more than enough. You keep the
change.”

Murdock had spoken the words
slowly and distinctly into the mouth-
piece. He replaced the receiver on the
hook quietly. The man on the bed trem-
bled, licked his dry lips. He made a
clumsy lunge at Murdock. Very calmly,
Murdock squeezed the trigger. The re-
port blended with the thunder peal out-
side. Cronin tottered crazily for a mo-
ment. Then he sprawled across the rug.

Murdock moved swiftly. The night
clerk was an old man. It would take
him a few minutes to walk to the third
floor. Murdock wiped the telephone
receiver with his handkerchief. Then
he wiped the gun. He pressed the gun,
Cronin’s gun, into the dead man’s hand.
Murdock felt no revulsion. Not a nerve
tingled in his body. He was cool and
smart,
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URDOCK stepped briskly into
the corridor. He locked Cron-
in’s door and pocketed the key.

He secreted the stolen money in his
own room. Then he heard footsteps
approaching. The old night derk,
breathing heavily from his climb.

Murdock began to force the locked,
keyless door that separated his own
room and Cronin’s. He heard the night
clerk pounding on Cronin’s outside
door, demanding admittance. He heard
a pass key inserted.

Murdock smashed through the in-
side door as the night clerk entered
Cronin’s room from the corridor. Un-
observed, he placed Cronin’s key on
the bureau. The night clerk was fuss-
ing over the body.

Murdock described overhearing the
suicide threat and the fatal shot which
immediately followed. He described
his frantic efforts to force the connect-
ing door between the two rooms and
the difficulty in breaking the lock.

The night clerk mumbled something
about Cronin telephoning. He also re-
marked that he had come on duty after
Cronin registered. Stranger to him,
but he certainly meant what he said
over that phone. Well, they’d better
notify the police.

Fifteen minutes later, Detective Ser-
geant Gibbons stood beside the body.
He was a square-jawed Irishman. He
kept munching cough drops from a
small package in his coat pocket. He
chewed them like gum.

“It’s Cronin, all
Cronin.” Gibbons observed to a uni-
formed officer. “ Had some connec-
ticn with one of those uptown mobs.
Always changing his address. Not such
a bad guy.”

Gibbons munched another cough
drop. Then his cold blue eves shifted
to the night clerk.

right — Gabby.
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‘“ So Cronin phoned you and said he
was going to bump himself off

“ That’s correct,” the clerk nodded,
““and I believe this gentleman over-
heard him.”

The blue eyes moved to Murdock.

“It’s true!” Murdock agreed. “I
was standing close to the door that
separates our rooms and heard him
make the threat. There was a pistol
shot. I started forcing the door.”

Gibbons reached for another cough
drop. It was the last one in the pack-
age. Reluctantly, he crumpled the
empty package into a small ball and
dropped it into the waste basket. He
whispered a few hurried words to the
uniformed officer. The officer disap-
peared.

Gibbons examined the $100 bank-
note on the table. He studied it, fin-
gered it.

“So Cronin told you to keep the
change?”

The night clerk nodded. Of course,
he didn’t want the change now.

The uniformed officer reappeared.
He handed Gibbons a bundle of bank-
notes. Crisp $100 banknotes, matching
the one in Gibbons’ hand, the same
serial number.

“Found them under his mattress,”
the officer explained.

Murdock grew faint. He fought to
regain composure. This wasn’t the
way he had planned things. Yet he
couldn’t recall making a slip.

Murdock descended the stairs into
the dingy hotel lobby. He was hand-
cuffed to Gibbons. They paused at the
cigar counter while Gibbons bought an-
other package of cough drops.

“Funny thing about Cronin,” Gil»
bons mused, as his thick fingers slit the
package. ‘“He had sharp ears, but he
couldn’t utter a sound. He was a dum-
my. Born that way, the poor devil.”
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X THE BLUE BIRD
CAFE MURDER

] { T i 2%,
9 ! IT WAS FOUR IN THE MORNING OF
' DEGEMBER 26,1920, WHEN TWO MEN
EMERGED FROM THE BLUE BIRD CAFE
LOCATED AT 14-TH STREET AND FOURTH
AVENUE IN NEW YORK CITY. THEY HAD
WALKED BUT A FEW STEPS TOWARD THE
SUBWAY WHEN THE TALLER MAN SUD -
DENLY WHEELED AROUND, WHIPPED OUT A
PISTOL AND FIRED FIVE SHOTS INTO HIS
COMPANION , THE ASSAILANT EASILY ESCAPED
AS A GROWD GATHERED ABOUT THE RIDDLED
FORM ON THE SIDEWALK .

THE VIeTIM HAD DIED INSTANTLY WITH
HIS HANDS @ROSSED BEFORE HIS FAGE
AS A SHIELD AGAINST THE FIVE BULLETS
WHICH HAD BEEN PUMPED {NTO HIM. IT
WAS SEVERAL HOURS BEFORE TWO VET~
ERAN POLICEMEN IDENTIFIED THE THI€K,
GORILLA-LIKE BODY AS THAT OF "MONK*
EASTMAN, KNOWN TO NEW YORK AS ONE
OF THE MOST NOTORIOUS GANGSTERS
ON THE EAST SIOE IN THE BOWERYS
HEYDAY. ONCE A LEADER OF A STRONG -
# ARM MOB THAT HAD SPREAD TERROR
| WITH MURDER AND OTHER @RIMES, THE
‘MONK” HAD ourquD HIS MANV

b, ,/

: A/>\
; ) In THIS cASE OB
d THE'MONK'S” mume, THE POLIGE WERE AT SEA AS
YO THE JDENTITY OF THE PROBABLE SLAYER o THEY
COULD ONLY FOLLOW ROUTINE METHODS OF SEEXING
A SOLUTION, AND WITH THESE THEY WON. BY PER-
SISTENT QUESTIONING OF WITNESSES— NEWSBOYS, /
WAITERS IN THE BLUE BIRD 178 PROPRIEYOR AND
YAX! DRIVERS - THEY LEARNED THAT *MONK*NAD
§ BEEN ARRESTED IN THE BLUE BIRD CAFE-REALLY '
A SPEAKEASY — WITH SIX FRIENDS .

A

COMING SOON—
78



S'OON AFTER ,THEY ARRESTED
A TAXI DRIVER WHO AGMITTED
[ HAVING TAKEN MONK AND HIS
| PARTY TO NEW YORK FROM
BROOKLYN WHERE THE EX~
GANGSTER LIVED. FROM HIM THEY LEARNED THE
IDENTITY OF EASTMANS FRIENDS. FIVE OF THEM WERE AR-
RESTED. THE SIXTH, JEREMIAH BOHAN, A PROHIBITION AGENT, :
HAD VANISHED,FROM HIS HOME, HIS HAUNTS AND HIS JOB SINGE
THE MURDER . HE GAVE HIMSELF UP WHEN HE SAW BY THE PAPERS
HE WAS WANTED.

BoHAN, AN EX-STEVEDORE, AND INTIMATE OF
GANGSTERS,ADMITTED THE SHOOTING WHIGH HE CLAIMED
o\ HAD RESULTED FROM A DRUNKEN BRAWL IN
THE BLUE BIRD OVER ATIP TO A WAITER.
N5, WHEN HE AND “MONK"HAD LEFT THE
20\ N\CAFE, THE LATTER HE CLAIMED HAD

4 CAUGHY HIS SHOULDER AND
£72N WHIRLING HIM AROUND, HAD
HISSED, "JERRY, YOUVE ‘eE-
COME A RAT SINGE YOU 60T THA

FEARING THAT EASTMAN &

WAS GOING TO PULL A GUN AND KiLL HIM, BOHAN DREW HIS OWN
PISTOL, FIRED AND THEN FLED IN A TAX/GAB.THE DRIVER OF THAT
©AB HAD GIVEN THE POLIGE A DESERIPTION OF THE SLAVER THAT
FITTED BOHAN. THE DRY AGENT CLAIMED THAT MONK “HAD
THREATENED HIM WITH A GUN ON A PREVIOUS OCCASION.
HE PLEADED GUILTY TO FIRST DEGREE MANSLAUGHTER AND
DREW A SENTENCE OF THREETOTEN YEARS IN SING SING.
HE WAS RELEASED IN A YEAR AND A HALF FOR

GOO0OD BEHAVIOR .
o vt

MURDER ON THE NAYATT PIKE
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T was torrid at noontime on that
June day in 1878 and the cashier
of the minor league bank in St.

Joseph, Missouri, was hot and both-
ered. For one thing, his assistant was
taking an overly long time for lunch
and, for another,

“ A — :
- ;, /
7))
. -
i

The
Bank Sneak

By Will McMorrow

sober - faced gentleman whose black,
“ Dundreary ” whiskers were framed
in the cashier’s window seemed a par-

ticularly fussy person.
“ The notes you present,” the cashier
explained plaintively for the third
time, “will be col-

there were several

customers waiting to
be attended to.

They were well
dressed and substan-
tial-looking custom-
ers, too—the sort
that the bank wel-

A Great

Business,
Sneaking. A Smart Lad Could
Get a Fortune in Fifteen Min-
utes, or a Pittance for Years
of Hard Labor—or Both!

lected and the money
will be here for
you.”

“I am afraid it
isn’t quite clear yet.”
The other combed
his whiskers with
fretful fingers. “ We

Bank

comed—though the

physicians are not al-

80



THE BANK SNEAK

ways familiar with business methods.
See? It says here, ‘On demand.’”

He pointed to the note he held in his
hand and the cashier craned his neck
to see. He went into patient and de-
tailed explanation of banking customs.
Black Whiskers nodded. Even one so
naive in matters of business as he ap-
peared to be could not fail to be con-
vinced.

Perhaps the cashier would have been
more hot and bothered than ever had
he known then that he was confronting
Tom Bigelow, one of a mob of bank-
sneaks which had cleaned up a quarter
of a million dollars within two years,
and that the middle-aged gentleman in
the silk hat, next in line, was Charley
Adams, tops in the safe-blowing craft
but working a sideline now while wait-
ing for his tools to arrive from the
East, and that party counting dollar
bills so painstakingly in the corner was
Charles Bennett, notorious thief with a
special talent for window-smashing.

However, there was to be no win-
dow-smashing here. In the fraternity
of bank-sneaks, rough work was
frowned upon. In those forgotten days,
professionals depended on adroitness
of hand, glibness of tongue and well-
laid plans. Slugging, mayhem and
murder were left for the lower orders
of thievery. Bennett’s job was to re-
lieve Bigelow, the ‘“window stall,”
when Bigelow could no longer engage
the cashier’s attention. In turn, Charley
Adams, operating in this case as a
“turner ” was to distract the cashier’s
attention at crucial moments.

There were, of course, others. A
man named Carroll, for instance, re-
puted to be the best * corner stall ” in
the West, was at that moment button-
holing the cashier’s assistant on his way
back to the bank from lunch and the
two were discussing family matters,
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Carroll being an old friend of the fam-
ily who had come to town, allegedly,
and a most garrulous fellow, when it
came to reminiscences. There was still
another member of the mob whom the
cashier did not see. He would have
seen him cross the space from the door-
way but for the fact that, at that mo-
ment, the cashier was craning his neck
around to see the note Black Whiskers
held so tantalizingly askew. It was
most important that the cashier should
not see the young man in the rubber-
soled shoes, for that young man—Billy
O’Brien, alias “ The Kid”—was the
works. His was the star performance.

Entering at a signal from Charley
Adams, master of ceremonies, O’Brien
ducked into the bank, crouched down
below the long, glass-topped partition,
and reached the president’s room in the
rear. It was necessary to enter the
cashier’s compartment from the rear,
cross a space of seven or eight feet
and vanish into the vault behind the
cashier’s back. The signal to do so was
given by Adams, who dropped a silver
dollar to the floor and, before the ring-
ing had stopped, O’Brien was in the
vault and hastily cramming currency
into the lining of his coat, especially
prepared for that express purpose.

Meanwhile, Black Whiskers had ex-
hausted the matter of the notes. Adams
scraped his foot on the floor as a sig-
nal for Bennett to relieve the good doc-
tor and give O’Brien an opportunity to
leave the vault unseen.

Bennett hurried to the window and
slammed down his roll of bills.

“I wanta New York draft for a hun-
dred dollars,” he announced loudly.
“You count ’em. I've counted them
twice already and, doggone it, I can’t
make it come out right!”’

As the cashier bent over the bills, the
star-performer glided from the vault
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and waited a second signal from
Adams to cross the open space to the
door. Adams stood well to one side,
away from the doorway, where he
could command a view of the street
and the work of the ‘corner stall ”
and, at the same time, distract the
cashier’s attention if it became neces-
sary. In his hand, Adams held a patent
burglar-alarm, a primitive affair used
in those days, wound up and which he
would have set off—on the pretense of
wanting to sell some of the gadgets—
in the event Benmnett was unable to turn
the cashier sufficiently. The burglar
alarm was Adams’ idea. He was a re-
sourceful rascal.

As it happened, the occasion did not
call for it. Bennett’s ‘“finger stall ”
worked successfully. The “finger
stall,” used by bank-sneaks and prob-
ably originating among pickpockets,
was simple and efficient. Bennett’s right
forefinger was covered with a piece cut
from a kid glove as if in protection of
an injury and fastened by a string
about his wrist. The string was un-
done in advance and, when asked to
tie it, the cashier obligingly did so but
with Bennett’s hand shoved through
the window at an angle that compelled
the cashier to turn his back to the open
door leading to the street.

Thereupon, Adams motioned to the
“sneak ” and the latter walked out of
the bank with $19,500 in his pockets,
followed by Adams and the window-
smasher who—regretful, no doubt, that
things had gone so quietly—parted
from the cashier with mutual expres-
sions of esteem. The cashier got no
lunch that day.

T was rather unimportant as major
league crimes go—or rather, went
in those days—but a fair sample

of the methods then in use by bank-
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sneaks. As a class, this order of crooks
vanished as did the old-time bank-
burglar around the turn of the century
with the introduction of time-locked
vaults and the more scientific methods
of protection now in use by the guar-
dians of cash. But in the hey-day of
their activities, bank-sneaks were re-
sponsible for a large percentage of the
underworld’s “ take.”

They were the brains of mobdom.
Patient, resourceful, daring in the ex-
treme, they traveled in squads, some-
times in the wake of a country circus,
hopeful that the parade would attract
the bank employees to the windows,
leaving the money unguarded, some-
times with a woman confederate posing
as an invalid who would stop her car-
riage outside the bank and insist on the
banker leaving his counter to transact
business on the street while the quick
snatch was made. They haunted the
banking houses and if a customer were
seen counting a wad of money, a bill
would be dropped at his feet and he
would be politely warned that he had
dropped it. When he stooped to re-
cover his supposed money part of the
wad would vanish from the counter.
Not all, of course. Just enough to
arouse suspicion in his mind that he
had been short-changed by the teller.
In the ensuing argument, the thieves
would step out of the picture.

They were always on the look-out
for easy money. In a broker’s office in
New York, one fine morning, there was
an animated discussion going on among
the employees as to just where a cer-
tain town in Ohio was located. A well-
known sneak happening to enter, on
the chance of picking up a dishonest
dollar, overheard the conversation. The
safe was invitingly open and the cash-
box in plain view.

The thief stepped quietly around the
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corner to the waiting accomplice and
sent him hot-foot to a map-store, then
returned to await developments. Pres-
ently, a map-peddler arrived in the per-
son of the accomplice. Nobody was
interested in maps.

“Can I show you one of our new
maps of Ohio?” he insisted. “ All the
towns, counties, boundaries—"

No need to repeat the offer. Bets
were made all around, the new map
unrolled and with the employees crowd-
ing around the peddler it was decided
just where that town in Ohio was lo-
cated. The location of the cash-box,
filched from behind the outspread map
by the ready accomplice, was a matter
of more heated discussion later on.

Preying on safe-deposit box owners
was another branch of a nefarious
business. Entering a booth, the thief
would tap the victim on the left shoul-
der, apologize for mistaking him for
another and withdraw. Presently the
hox-holder would discover that part of
his bonds had vanished. When he had
turned to the left, in natural response
to a tap on the left shoulder, the sneak
had snatched from the right. A case
where the right hand knew too well
what the left was doing.

Clever scoundrels they were and,
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still, not so clever after all. For, one
by one, they seem to have wriggled
and schemed their way into the net.
Charley Adams, smartest mug of the
lot, spent weary years looking out of a
barred cage and wondering, perhaps,
if the little cashier in Missouri had
not been smarter in the end to work
for his money honestly. Buck Taylor,
Billy Coleman, Horace Hovan—who
had a twin brother that he used for an
alibi—Bigelow, O’Brien, Bennett, Car-
roll, to name but a few of the con-
fraternity, spent the best years of their
lives breaking rock and emptying slop-
buckets in various jails throughout the
country. Adams—it was not his real
name—the big shot that stole $306,000
from a bank in Concord, Massachu-
setts, was forced to beg $25 from the
Commonwealth to start him in life
again when he got out of State’s prison.
Everything had gone to stool-pigeons,
fickle friends, blackmailing enemies.

Twenty-five dollars for ten and a
half years hard labor! Two dollars and
fifty cents a year after getting $306,000
for fifteen minutes’ work. No wonder
the trade of bank-sneakery became un-
popular.

It does not appear to have paid divi-
dends in the long run. . ..

CIPHER SOLVERS’ CLUB FOR AUGUST
(Continued from Page 63)

Six—Gladys L. Couch, St. Louis, Mo.; Mrs.
Bertram Craven, Rensselaer, N. Y.; G. J. D,
Philadelphia, Pa.; The Red Duke, New York,
N. Y.; Effjay, Richmond, Va.; Rain-in-the-Face,
Los Angeles, Calif.; Ritz-E-Fritz, Berkeley, Calif.;
Seymour Gerber, Bronx, N. Y.; Hoodwink, Bas-
trop, Tex.; Sherry Magee, New York, N. Y ;
Martha Mallory, Lexington, Va.; Alexander
Marion, New York, N. Y.; Troy Matthews, Los
Angeles, Calif.; C. W. Miller, Quincy, Pa.;
Harold W. Pickard, San Diego, Calif.; N. H.
Russell, Schenectady, N. Y.; Mrs. Marvin P.
Souther, Lovell, Wyo.; Waltraw, Detroit, Mich.

Five—Biff, Point Lookout, N, Y.; Blackshirt,

(No Address); D. R. Eason, Grand Rapids,
Mich.; G. I. Schuman & B. Franklin, Ferndale,
Mich.; Dorothy E. French, Boston, Mass.; H. J.
Gronauer, Clarksdale, Miss.; Donald Houghtalin,
Anr. Arbor, Mich.; Oneal Irvin, Meridian, Miss.;
Neil Johnson, Manchester, Iowa; Al Liston,
Newark, N. J.; Mack, Pontiac, Mich.; Pangram,
Lakewood, Ohio; Susie Pumphandle, Johnstown,
Pa.; W. L. Reynolds, Seattle, Wash.; Ruel, Ocala,
Fla.; J. C. Schock, New York, N. Y.; Grace C.
Shaw, Milwaukee, Wis.; Stas, Brooklyn, N. Y.;
Mrs. M. J. Timmerman, Albany, N. Y.; Hal E.
Tosis, Elgin, Ill.; Will Will, White Plains, N. Y.
(Continued on page 96)



Chris realized he was In a
tight spot

Sweepstakes Payoff

By Robert H. Letifred

HE Sweepstakes - drawing in
Dublin had long been a thing

of the past. And the lucky
names, drawn from the huge drums,
had been matched with the names of
famous race horses scheduled to run
in the Grand Nation-

act sum each was to receive in cash.
Then these lucky human beings were
forgotten, except by those jackals wwho

prey on the lambs of human society.
Chris Larsen, the waterfront detec-
tive, had, among other things, two
tickets for the f{a-

al at Aintree.

mous Sweeps. Both

In due course of
time the winners had
received their prizes,
and the losers—con-
solation. In the daily
papers were pictures
of the winners, de-
tails of their person-

Chris Larsen, Waterfront De-
tective, Was Smart Enough
to Know When Opportunity
Knocked — Especially W hen
It Involved a Chance
Avenge the Murder of His Pal

had proved worth-
less. He had long
since forgotten them,
and they would have
remained forgotten
to had it not been for
the mysterious death
of a longshoreman

al lives, and the ex-

named Arthur
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SWEEPSTAKES PAYOFF

Bruckner which aroused his dormant
memory.

Chris, reading back through news-
papers kept on file, came across the fol-
lowing: ARTHUR BRUCKNER OF
SAN PEDRO WINS A HUNDRED
AND SIXTY-TWO THOUSAND
DOLLARS OF SWEEPSTAKES
MONEY.

When Chris laid the paper down
there were creases in his forehead, and
a thoughtful glint in his gray eyes.

Captain of Detectives, Judson, saw
Chris fumbling through the papers and
frowned. “ Chris,” he pleaded. “ Head-
quarters is putting pressure on me. Put
away your reading glasses and do some
leg work. Look up Bruckner’s friends.
Find out where he spent his time.
Check up on any lead that looks prom-
ising. You're not tied to that chair.”

Chris rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
“Don’t rush me, Captain. I just dis-
covered a lead in a week-old paper.”

“ Yeah ?’) ]

“Yeah. Bruckner won a hundred
and sixty-two thousand dollars on the
Irish Sweepstakes.”

“The hell he did!”

“ That's what I'm telling you. And
if I remember right, there wasn’t any
such sum found in his room at the time
of the investigation.”

“ How about the banks and Building
Loan companies ?”’

“I checked all of them and drew
blanks. But at the time I checked them
I wasn’t looking for any such sum as
Bruckner won on his lottery ticket.”

Judson shifted the cigar from the
port to the starboard side of his jaw.
“ Well, the Mayor, the Chief of Police,
and the Grand Jury are beginning to
ride me. They could have a dozen mur-
ders in the Big Town, but once some-
thing happens in this port city, they go
hog-wild for law and order, and
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threaten our station with a wholesale
shake-up.”

Chris yawned. “ Trouble with you,
Captain . ..”

The clangor of the telephone broke
in. “Take it,” said Judson. “It’s
probably for you anyway.”

Chris took it. ‘ Detective Larsen
speaking. Yeah. Who? Go ahead.
You don’t say? Sure it wasn’t an auto-
mobile back-firing? Check, lady! T’ll
be right up. Stick around. I'll be see-
ing you.”

“ Now what?” growled Captain Jud-
son.

“ Nothing much,” said Chris, rising
to his feet. *“ From what I could gather
it seems like somebody shot somebody
else.”

Judson began to swear softly to him-
self.

Chris laid a penciled memorandum
on his superior’s desk. “If I'm not
right back, you’d better come to this
address with the squad car and an am-
bulance.”

Judson took the cigar from between
his lips and pointed it at Larsen’s face.
“T knew it,” he accused. ‘ Trouble
never comes singly to this station
house. It comes in bunches.”

LANTING through the casement
window, the sun penciled an ob-
lique line across the torso of the

dead man on the floor. He lay on his
left side, his arm doubled up beneath
him, his right arm outflung, the fingers
frozen around the butt of a Colt .38. ~
There were black powder burns
around the bullet hole on the right side
of his head.

His eyes were wide and staring.

Detective Chris Larsen had just

come in from a semi-darkened hall.
The room where he now stood was
Jbright with sunshine. His experienced
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eyes took in every detail of the death
chamber.

Beside him stood an old woman,
neat, shawled, wrinkled and alert. Her
beady eyes kept shifting from the body
on the floor to the face of the water-
front detectire.

“My, my!” she complained in a
cracked voice. ““ What’s this world a-
coming to. They never did things like
this in my time. Maybe a skull would
get cracked and a couple of ribs broken,
or an ear chewed off. But killings with
a gun ... Well, do something. This is
a respectable place I'll have you under-
stand. .Don’t stand there gawping like
a yokel sheriff. You cops nowadays
gotta do so much loitering around.”
She snorted and began to rub the
knuckles of a skinny hand against the
side of her nose. A

A big, blunt man was Chris Larsen,
and a terror to the crooks along the
port city’s waterfront. But he knew
his limitations. He was no brilliant de-
tective, yet his record at this Pacific
coast seaport town seemed to prove
otherwise.

The old woman’s nagging upset his
thought processes. Being a blunt man
he lacked certain niceties of tact.
So he put the flat of his big hand
against the old woman’s face and
shoved her into the hall.

“ And stay there,” he warned her.

“ That’s no way to treat a lady ...

“ Shut up!” snapped Chris. “ How
the hell do you expect me to do any-
thing with you underfoot ?”

“T heard the shot, didn’t I?”” argued
the old woman from the hall shadows.
“I called you on the telephone, didn’t
I? I told you I suspicioned that. ..”

“ Get me mad, my beauty,” threat-
ened Chris, “ and I'll sure as hell blow
up and slap you in a cell. Now pipe
down!”

b
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“Fooey!” came a hoarse whisper
from the hall.

As Chris knelt close to the body, feel-
ing for the pulse that would never beat
again, he was vaguely troubled by
something that was not quite right.
There was an element out of place.
This was no suicide, even though per-
fect in setting. And as the solution
suddenly dawned on him he heard a
confusion of voices in the hall behind
him. He half-twisted around.

Judson stood in the doorway, his
black eyes surveying the scene. From
outside on the street came the siren of
the ambulance. Past the Captain
crowded a wiry doctor who acted as
medical examiner, and he was followed
by the official photographer with a
camera.

Captain Judson spoke before he
looked at the face of the dead man.
“Who is it this time?”

From his kneeling position on the
floor Chris said: “It’s Manny Mec-
Guire, the radio cop who was dropped
from the force.”

“Ummm!” grunted Judson. “I
thought McGuire had left town. I
would have if I had been in /is shoes.
He stuck around—and look at what
happens to him.”

The discharge and disgrace of Man-
ny McGuire was a sore spot between
Chris Larsen and his superior. The
feeling that Manny had been unjustly
treated was reflected in Chris’s voice.

“I always said that Manny was in-
nocent, Captain. I say so now. And
damn it, someday I'll prove it.”

Judson shrugged impatiently. “ All
right, Doc!” He motioned to the wiry
medical examiner. Let’s get the routine
stuff over with. Looks like suicide to
me. McGuire must have reached a
point where he couldn’t take it any
more.” ‘
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HEN the wiry doctor had fin-

ished, and the last picture had

been snapped by the photo-
graphic expert, Chris and Captain Jud-
son searched McGuire’s pockets care-
fully. There was the usual collection
of coins, keys, cigarettes and matches,
but not a scrap of writing.

The medical examiner began in a
sonorous voice: “ A superficial exam-
ination of the wound and its various
aspects in relation to the distance at
which the shot was fired . .. "

“Nuts!” cut in Judson. “Is it sui-
side? That’s all I want to know right
now.”

“ The width and depth of the pow-
der burns—black powder by the way
—from the actual flame zone, would
indicate that the gun was held close
to the unfortunate man’s head. There
seems to be a considerable quantity of
unburnt powder in the corneum, and
a closer examination would undoubted-
ly reveal still more powder within the
mucosum. Death was practically in-
stantaneous and painless.”

“Does the bullet hole match with
the calibre of the gun?”

‘“ Superficially. I'll know beyond a
doubt when I have recovered the lead-
en bullet. Then you can turn it over
to your ballistic expert for matching
with a test bullet.” He cleared his
throat. ““ Unless there is any evidence
to the contrary, I will make out the
ticket as death from a self-inflicted
wound.”

Chris opened his mouth as if to
speak, changed his mind and rolled a
cigarette. If the Captain chose to think
that Manny had bumped himself off,
let him think that way.

He stood back, while Judson inter-
viewed the old woman who owned the
rooming house. It developed that Mc-
Guire had roomed there a long time.
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Had few callers, and minded his own
business. Had there been any visitors
in his room before the accident? She
didn’t know.

“ Suicide,” decided Judson. “I
thought for a time that it was another
murder. That lets you out, Chris. So
get busy on the Bruckner case. I can
handle this suicide myself.”

Chris left the rooming house and
plodded to a chili joint where he knew
McGuire took most of his meals.

‘“ Pete,” he asked the proprietor.
“ McGuire been in lately ?”

“Yeah, Chris. He was in this morn-
ing. Ate a big breakfast. Why?

“ Nothing. I was just wondering.
A man eating a big meal couldn’t by
any stretch of the imagination be think-
ing about suicide, eh?”

Pete’s eyes bulged. ‘“ Suicide?”

“We just found him dead with a
bullet in his head, and the gun gripped
in his hand. Tough, eh?”

“The hell you did, Chris. You kid-
ding me?”

“ Read tonight’s paper.” He left the
chili joint. One thing was established
in his mind. McGuire wasn’t feeling
low enough to kill himself when he
could deliberately eat a hearty meal.

In turn he visited two saloons, an-
other hash house, and three pool par-
lors. His questionings brought no re-
sults except that Manny had been low
in funds.

Chris kept this fact in mind as he
headed towards a pawn shop on Har-
bor street. ‘ Greenbaum,” he said to
the pudgy man behind the jewelry
counter. ‘“ Haven’t I always treated
you right?”

“ Sure,” beamed the pudgy man.
“Ain’t 1 always maintaining that
you're the best police officer in this
town. Ask anybody.”

“ Okay. Then listen, and don’t get
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your tongue twisted. Did Manny Mc-
Guire pawn anything here during the
past three weeks?”

A crafty glint appeared in the pawn-
broker’s eyes. “ Now listen, Chris, I'm
a respectable business man. I say let
well enough alone. I gotta make a liv-
- ing like everybody else.”

Chris rocked on his heels. “ Quit
stalling, Greenbaum. Come clean with
an answer. Remember, I ain’t trying
to crowd you. Anything you tell me is
just between the two of us. I'll keep
your name out.”

“Sure, Chris. Sure. Well, it was
like this. McGuire came in one day—
about the time the Fleet went south.
He was hard up. Losing his job on
the force was tough on him. He needed
money. He put up a watch and his
service revolver. I let him have fifteen
on the gun, and ten dollars on the
watch. Yesterday a big guy came in
and told me that he had won the ticket
on the gun from McGuire in a game of
draw poker. He paid the fifteen, got
the gun and took it away with him.”

“ Do you know the man?”

The pawnbroker shook his head.
“ He was a big guy like I said. Well-
dressed. He didn’t belong to this town.
At least I never saw him around.”

“Read the papers tonight,” said
Chris a second time, “ then keep your
mouth shut about the gun. Get me?”

II

‘ x J ITHOUT waiting for an an-

swer he returned to the room-

ing house where McGuire had

met his death. There was a cop on

duty outside. Chris nodded to the of-

ficer and went in, climbed the stairs
and reached the room of tragedy.

It was empty now, and there was

only a dark splotch on the carpet where

blood had stained it. As he turned to
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close the door he found himself staring
into the bird-like eyes of the old wom-
an. “ You still here?” he sighed.

The old one laughed—and the sound
was like dry paper tearing in her throat.
“Me and you,” she cackled, “ are the
only smart ones. Oh, I was watching
you every minute. You're a sly one.”

Chris was again feeling the urge to
shove her out into the hall.

She seemed to read his mind.
“ Don’t push me around again. I don’t
like being pushed. When my old man
was alive 1 never let him push me, so
why should I let you?”

“ Listen,” said Chris, patiently.
“This is police business, and I don’t
like to be interrupted by you or any-
one else. See? Now be a good old
girl and clear out.”

The old woman slapped her bony
thighs, leaned forward, peered into
Chris’s eyes. Again there came that
sound like dry paper tearing in her
throat as she laughed.

“I sorta like you, Mister detective,
even if you are rough and uncouth.
Now listen to one who has lived al-
most ninety years in this crazy world.
I also sorta liked Mr. McGuire. He
was like you only—only I think ke
was honest. And he was not a man
who would act the coward and kill him-
self just because he was kicked from
the force. He had courage written all
over his Irish face.”

Chris smiled warmly. “ You're go-
ing good, my beauty. I'll share my
secret with you. McGuire didn’t com-
mit suicide. He was murdered!”

From beneath her shawl the old
woman took out a nicotine-stained pipe,
lighted the dottle within the bowl, took
three swift puffs, extinguished the
glowing embers with a leathery thumb
and tucked the pipe into its former
hiding place. Then she spoke.
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“I'm not surprised. But what are
you going to do about it?”

“ Find the killer—with your help.”

“ Dear me! What can I do?”

“1 was wondering myself. You told
the Captain about everything there was
to tell. Were you holding back any
trifles of information?”

“Not purposely. But I kept think-
ing about . . . well, twice he came down-
stairs and used my phone. He called
long distance operator and tried to
make a connection with the Ajax Im-
porting Company in San Francisco.
But he didn’t get them either time.”

“I see,” nodded Chris. “T’ll keep
them calls in mind. Right now they
don’t mean anything. About trunks
now. Did McGuire have any stored in
the basement?”

“ There is no basement, and Mr. Mc-
Guire had no trunks.”

“Ummmm!” grunted Chris. “ Will
you please sit down. I'm searching the
room in case what I'm looking for is
here among his things.”

“What are you looking for?”

Chris sighed. “I don’t know.”

HE old woman snorted vigorous-

ly. “ What kind of a detective are

you? You don’t sound very in-
telligent to me. I heard that other de-
tective, the one with the mustache, say
that he could handle this case himself
That let’s you out. Why don’t you go
home ?”’

“TI'll go when I've finished. Not be-
fore.” Methodically he opened the
drawers of a dresser, searched them,
scowled and went into a clothes closet.
He searched through the pockets of all
the garments and discovered nothing.

The querulous voice of the old wom-
an nagged him wherever he went. Fin-
ally he stood in the center of the room,
feet spread wide apart, hands on hips.
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As he stood there he became aware
of the bed, a bulging, brass structure
with knobs the size of oranges on all
four corners. He regarded them lazily
before it occurred to him to unscrew
one. No go. He could see that the
posts were hollow, but he couldn’t look
into them. He he took off both knobs
at once and tugged at a cross piece. It
came off easily in his hands.

He looked into the cavity of the
nearest brass post and saw a folded
square of newspaper. He took it out.
It was only part of a sheet. Enclosed
in brackets marked with a pencil was
an article about the Sweepstakes win-
ner—Arthur Bruckner.

Beneath the article were penciled
three names: Silver Jack, Soskind, and
Whitey Smith. There was a line drawn
through Silver Jack’s name, and several
question marks after Whitey’s name.
Soskind’s name, in the center of the
list, was followed by a single word,
Ajax, and some figures—6 and 3I.

Chris Larsen’s mind was working
slowly, but it was working. Ajax sug-
gested the two uncompleted long dis-
tance calls to Frisco. But the figures?
He studied them with care. They meant
something. What? Had they anything
to do with Manny’s death?

Chris kept on thinking. Could they
be a measure of time like the sixth
month, June 31? Not unless the cal-
endar was changed, for there were only
30 days in June. His brow wrinkled
with concentration. Manny McGuire
was a good cop. A radio cop. And
he had used figures.

Something clicked in the water-
front detective’s head, and everything
dropped in place. McGuire’s instruc-
tions while cruising in a radio car al-
ways came to him in code numbers.

Those figures were definite. They
meant something. Chris took a small
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book from his pocket. His eyes found
the radio code and moved down to the
numeral 6, He read Waterfront section
W, Piers 17, 18 and 19. His eyes
dropped to the numeral 31. The code
word was Yacht.

Without a word to the old womaa,
he grinned, tipped his hat and went
out to the street.

In the phone booth at the local tele-
phone exchange he said to the long
distance operator: “I want to talk to
the Better Business Bureau, San Fran-
cisco. Police department calling. Rush
the call.”

When he left the booth some min-
utes later, two things were clear in his
mind. The Ajax Importing Company
had quietly folded up following a
secret investigation by the Coast Guard
agents. The name Ajax Importing
Company had been a misnomer—the
sole member of the firm being a gentle-
man by the name of Soskind.

Chris yawned and went out into the
sunshine. It was warm and he wished
he had a couple glasses of beer.

7T HE face of the blonde was hard,
her eyes metallic. She sat at a
table on which were two tele-
phones. There was a wooden railing
in front of the table that ran across the
room. :
Chris leaned negligently on the rail-
ing. “I want to talk to Soskind,” he
stated. His eyes ranged over the of-
fice. It consisted of a single, large
room. At the far end, facing windows
that looked out onto the harbor and
Terminal Island, was a single desk.
Next to the desk was an old-fashioned
wardrobe with double doors—closed.

“ He’s out,” said the blonde. “ Won’t
be back till next week.”

From his position at the rail Chris
could see a panetela cigar butt laid
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crosswise in an ashtray on the far desk.
He said without a change of expres-
sion: “I want to talk with Soskind.
Y’understand? There’s a cigar on his
ash tray back there. Believe it or not,
sister, it’s still sending up a cloud of
smoke. You wouldn’t be smoking
cigars. But your boss would. He
should have taken it into the wardrobe
with him. Just a little mistake, sister,
that .. .”

The doors of the wardrobe opened.
Out stepped a slim man with a hatchet
face. He was smiling with everything
but his eyes. And his eyes were smoul-
dering like the cigar he had left on his
desk. ]

“ All right, Mister,” he spoke. “I'm
Soskind. I thought you were somebody
else when you came in — someone
I didn’t care to see.”

“You sure as hell got out of sight
quick,” observed Chris.

“That’s all right, too. What do you
want ?”’

“ Me,” said Chris, “I'm a friend of
the late Manny McGuire.”

The eyes of the slim man became
opaque. “I don’t know him.”

“ My mistake,” Chris countered.
“ McGuire’s dead. Shot through the
head. That mean anything to you?"”

“ Not a thing.”

“Then he never did any business
with vour firm?”

“Not that I remember. But then
vou couldn’t expect me to know every-
body my firm dealt with.”

“ Naturally.” Chris Larsen’s face
broke into a disarming smile. He
hauled back the lapel of his coat dis-
plaving his badge. “ Police,” he said.
“We’re trying to check up on him. He
was discharged from the force you
understand. The reason I came here
was because I found one of yourbusi-
ness cards in his pocket. The investi-



SWEEPSTAKES PAYOFF

gation is mere routine. McGuire com-
mitted suicide a couple of hours ago.”

Soskind nodded. His mouth was still
smiling. “I see. Sorry I can’t be of
help. Have a cigar?”

“Thanks,” said Chris, taking the
panetela carefully between a thumb and
the first finger, and tucking it behind
a handkerchief in his breast pocket.
“ I'll smoke it when I'm off duty,” he
explained.

He tipped his hat to the blonde.
“ G'bye, sister.”” He grinned and went
out to the street. But the grin was
not one of pleasure. He knew that Sos-
kind was somehow linked to Manny
McGuire. Knew also that Soskind had
been expecting a caller—one of whom
he was mortally afraid.

Returning to headquarters building
he went to the crime laboratory on a
lower floor. Billings, the keen-eyed
chemist and ballistic expert, left off the
examination of a gun barrel, and
dabbed at the sweat on his forehead.
“Huh!” he grunted.

Chris took the cigar from his pocket.
“ My prints are on this. So are an-
other guy’s. What I want to know is
do they check with the prints found on
the gun that McGuire used to bump
himself oft.”

“There were no prints on the gun
but McGuire’s. But there was a swell
impression on one of the cartridges—
and it wasn’t McGuire’s.”

Chris rolled a cigarette and sat down.

He watched the expert. Billings was-

holding the cigar close to a light bulb
of frosted glass. He grunted after a
moment and sprinkled a pale powder
over the cigar’s outer leaf. Then he
grunted some more and tried another
powder. After a time his grunts
ceased.

He held the cigar beneath a power-
ful microscope, squinted and said:
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“From a superficial examination,
Chris, the prints are not the same. I’ll
have to make a negative and print it if
you want to see for yourself.”

“ Not necessary,” said Chris. “ But
don’t let anything happen to that print
on the .38 shell case found in McGuire’s
gun. See you later.”

N the hall outside he ran into grief
in the person of his superior. Cap-
tain Judson’s face was criss-crossed

with storm signals—all dangerous. His
upper lip twisted sarcastically as he
spotted Chris.

“ Where the devil yox been keeping
yourself? Maybe you think you're be-
ing paid . ..”

“ Whatever pay I get, I earn,” said
Chris. “I'm in a hurry.”

“ Hold everything! After all, you're
a detective, and accountable for your
time and actions. Come clean!”

“I'm checking,” explained Chris.
“There’s been a couple of murders in
this town, and I'm the bright young
man . ..”

“ Bright me eye! What do you mean
—a couple? One murder. One suicide.
Tell me I'm wrong and I’ll fling you
to the politicians.”

“ Start flinging, Captain.
wrong.”

Judson gulped. He looked ready to
throw a fit. “The more I work with
you, Chris, the less I understand how
you get away with it. Ain’t it bad
enough to have the whole county and
city on my neck without having to put
up with a dumb dick like you?”

The jaw of the waterfront detective
hardened. “ You're right about being
dumb. If I'd been smart, Manny Mc-
Guire would still be alive. If I had
gone to the bat for him when he was
accused of taking graft from the nar-
cotic mob, I might have uncovered

You're
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something that I’ve got to uncover now
—without Manny at my side.”

Captain Judson spoke with exagger-
ated politeness. “ I'm only the Captain
of detectives in this town, Chris, and
your immediate superior. Would it in-
convenience you to stop long enough
and explain why you think there’s been
a double murder in this town? Would
it!” he scowled.

Chris spoke patiently. * Listen, Cap-
tain. Manny didn’t kill himself. Some-
one else blotted him out. Manny was
left-handed. He carried his holster on
the left side. Had a special one made
to order. I know. I’'ve been with him
on the target range.”

The hairs of Judson’s mustache be-
gan to curl inward. “ Say that again,
Chris, and slower.”

“ Manny was shot in the right side
of the head. He couldn’t possibly
reach around there with his left hand.
Try it yourself.”
~ “But we found the gun in his right

hand . . ."”

“T know it. But the man who killed
him didn’t know that Manny was left-
handed. That’s why he put the weapon
in the wrong hand. If I was going to
shove a gun against my head, I'd sure
use the hand that was accustomed to
handling guns. So would you. Another
thing.”

“Another?”’ Judson asked.

“Yes. The gun used was Manny’s
own. He pawned it when short of
funds. Another guy got hold of the
ticket. This same guy got the gun out
of hock.”

Chris raised his hand to check an
explosion of questions. ‘“Now don’t
hurry me. I'm telling you things as
they are and were. There’s a man
named Soskind, an importer in this
town, who is mixed up in this. And
the two murders are linked—that of
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Bruckner and McGuire. Now, if vou’ll
just leave me alone, I'll have the case
cleared up by tonight. Hell, if a man
is killed around noon, and I have the
murderer in custody by night ain’t that
fast enough for you—or your big town
superiors?”’

A faint grimace spread over Captain
Judson's face, and the hairs in his mus-
tache straightened. ““ In case you don't
know it, Chris, we have a certain sys-
tem for handling homicide cases. All
information must be placed on my
desk . ..”

“Sure. I know all that.
you want me to do?”

“ Write a detailed report from the
evidence of eye-witnesses, ballistic re-
ports, possible motives . ..”

“Hooey!” scoffed Chris. “1I can’t
write.”

“Then beat it,” said Judson in a
tense voice. “ And don’t look to me
for sympathy if you get your head
shot off.”

He pivoted sharply, went to his of-
fice and punched a button. To the of-
ficer who answered he said: *“ Send in
Barker.”

Detective Barker came in.

Judson’s teeth sank into his cigar.
‘“ Between you and Chris, I don’t know
who’s the worst. You look like a couple
of gigolos. Anybody would think you
two were bankers instead of waterfront
dicks—the style you put on.”

He cleared his throat, touched light-
ly on what had already happened, and
added : “ Chris is steamed up and head-
ed for trouble. He thinks he’s the lone
guardian of the whole damned water-
front. Tail him and don’t let anybody
get rough with him. He’s watching a
man named Soskind who is an im-
porter. That’s all. Get going.”

Barker felt of the knot of his silk
foulard tie, nodded, smiled his decep-

What do
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tive smile and left, stopping only long
enough on the way out to pass the time
of day with the desk sergeant while
that individual looked up the address
of importer Soskind.

T a quarter past six a Packard
A_ sport roadster warped to the
curb where Soskind had his of-

- fice. Soskind, furtive and jerky, came
out and took the wheel from the Fili-
pino driver. Then the Packard swerved
around the corner, headed up Sixth
street and stopped before an apartment
house part way up the Palo Verde hills.

Soskind got out and went in. The
Filipino drove the machine into an ad-
joining drive, then faded throu;h a
side entrance.

Chris Larsen’s taxi stopped at the
corner. Chris got out and came down
the street. The apartment was a swank
one. He pushed through the front door.
Soskind had vanished. There was a
colored boy at a small switchboard.
Chris displayed his badge and said : “ I
you want to keep your job, boy . ..”

“ Yes, sah, Boss. You de police?”

Chris nodded. “I’'m watching Sos-
kind. He just came in. If he receives a
call or makes one, I want to listen
InSViEs
Already a light was flashing on the
switchboard, and the colored boy was
pointing mutely to a telephone exten-
sion as he plugged in on the outside
wires. After a time, Chris hung up,
slipped the colored boy two half dollars
and went outside to the street.

II1

HE motor yacht, Virginia,
moored at Pier 19, was, except for
the riding lights in the rigging,
quite dark. From concealment behind
a pile of dunnage, Chris watched Sos-
kind move along the pier followed by
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the Filipino in a white jacket carrying
two suitcases.

Lights presently flashed behind the
portholes of the main saloon amidships,
then vanished as curtains were drawn.
After a time, another figure came
swinging along the pier—the figure of
a big man. Chris heard the creak of
the gangplank as the big man crossed
it and faded into the shadows. The
Filipino came out and vanished some-
where forward on the main deck.

Chris left his pile of dunnage and
crossed over the gangplank. Then
headed for that round porthole where
he had first seen the light. Voices,
faintly muffled, reached his ears.

“Trying to pull a fast one, hey?
Figured to shove off and leave Johnny
Patillo holding the empty bag, hey?”

“ Listen, Patillo,” This was Sos-
kind’s voice. “I tell you a local dick
was in my office this afternoon. He
said he found one of my business cards
at McGuire’s place. He lied. I haven'’t
any business cards. He linked me to
McGuire some other way. Someone
squealed.”

“Stop your sniveling,” growled
Patillo. “It won’t get you anywhere
with me. And quit stalling. I want my
cut on the Sweeps money. And if I
don’t get it tonight, it’s just gonna be
too bad for you. I'm sick of hiding out
while you hold the dough we lifted
from Bruckner.”

“I'm getting around to that, Patillo,
if you'll only give me time. Now listen.
Are you sure you didn’t make any mis-
takes at that former radio cop’s room ?”’

“Not a one. I know my stuff. The
cop’s gun was used. I handled it with
gloves. In my pocket I got his memo-
randum book in which he kept all the
dope. And there’s enough in it to send
me and you over the road for a long
stretch. As soon as you hand me my
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cut of the hundred and sixty-two grand
we took from Bruckner, I'll set a match
to the book.”

Chris moved from his spot near the
porthole. As he did so he heard a faint
click behind him. He whirled, hand
streaking towards his hip.

“ Please,” said a quiet, high-pitched
voice. “Do not move. You are cov-
ered with a big gun. Please to raise
your arms. That is good. Now, please

turn around and walk slowly through

the door into the saloon.”

Chris saw in the darkness the white
ccat of the Filipino house boy. He
could also see the black chunk of metal
that was the big gun. He felt very
foolish as he lifted his arms and walked
as directed.

Patillo’s gun came out as Chris and
the Filipino entered the brightly lighted
saloon. “ Who's this guy?”” he frowned.

“ He was outside,” said the Filipino.
“He seemed to be listening near the
porthole. I thought he should not be
there.”

“You thought right,” said Soskind,
quietly. He looked sharply at Chris.
Patillo, this is the dick who came to
my office.”

“ Well, well,” rumbled Patillo. “ A
friend of McGuire’s, hey?”

“ Sure,” said Chris. ““ Any objec-
tions?”

“Keep him covered, Charles,” or-
dered Soskind.

Chris’s eves ranged the walls and
ceiling. “ Nice boat, Soskind. Must be
a lot of jack in handling silks, narcotics
and occasionally rolling a lush guy like
Arthur Bruckner.”

“Who the devil are youf” clipped
Soskind.

““ A heel,” rapped out Patillo, * that
needs to be bumped.”

A slow smile wreathed Chris Lar-
sen’s face. ““ Just a friend of McGuire.
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He was a good cop till you guys framed
him. And he was still good when you
turned the heat on him. They don’t kill
cops in this town and get away with
it. Maybe you’ll be good boys now
and put away your guns. I don’t like
to get rough.”

The gun in Patillo’s hand was solid
as a rock. Chris couldn’t see behind
him, but he knew that the Filipino still
had him covered. A crafty glint showed
in his gray eyes. He waited.

Patillo said: “ How’d you get wise
to all this?” '

“ Soskind,” said Chris, deliberately
lying. “ Soskind spilled everything and
promised not to leave town.”

Soskind’s face went livid.
vou lying heel . . .”

" Why

“Shut up!’ snapped Patillo. “I
know he’s lying.”
“ E told me,” Chris went on,

“how you got the pawn ticket

and bailed out McGuire’s gun.
Why you poor punk, you knew damned
well that Soskind was pulling out with
Bruckner’s money in his pants pocket,
leaving you to be picked up by the dicks
in this town as soon as they traced you
with the pawn ticket on the gun.”

“ Kill him!” screamed Soskind. “ He
isn’t any cop. He’s a hijacker!”

“Sure,” Chris taunted. ‘ Kill me,
Patillo. But it means you’ll have to
kill Soskind, and this little brown boy
behind me. And what’ll it get you?
Use your head.”

“You keep still,” said Patillo in a
flat voice. “ You've shot off your
mouth long enough.”

But his eyes were already clouded
with doubt as they wavered between
Chris and Soskind.

“1 swear,” pleaded Soskind, *that
this heel is lying, Johnny. He’s made
this stuff up, guessed it.”
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“You were leaving,” flung back
Chris. “ The Coast Guard was close
behind you. You got word tonight—
over the telephone. And you were leav-
ing Patillo for the cops to find.”

Patillo’s eyes slitted. “ Wait,” he
said. His body swiveled around so that
his gun covered both Soskind and Lar-
sen. He kept moving in a slow arc.

“ Charles,” he called out to the Fili-
pino. “ You're going to get hurt if you
so much as think about turning that
gun of yours on me. Get it straight
before I blast. The cops aren’t taking
me, now or ever.”

" “You're sunk, Patillo,”
Chris. “ Soskind’s sunk.”

“ The hell with Soskind and his rat-
ting on me. It's me I'm worried about.
What have you cops got on me?”

“ Plenty. The gun was found in Mc-
Guire’s right hand.”

“ Yeah, but there weren’t no prints.”

“ But McGuire was left-handed.”

Patillo whirled on Soskind. “ You
hear that? You told me to slip the
gun in McGuire’s right hand . . .”

Soskind’s face had turned a grayish
green. “I said,” he began, “T said to
put the . . . hell, Johnny, I didn’t know
he was left-handed any more than you
did. I tell you this heel is trying to turn
you against me. It's a trick . ..”

“Call it anything you want to,”
Chris broke in. “ But it happened just
the way I told you. Patillo handled the
gun with gloves. He did good. But
he didn’t have gloves on when he load-
ed it. Patillo will swing for that crime.
Soskind, with a good lawyer, will go
free.”

“The hell he will!” raged Patillo.
The gun he held cracked sharply.

Soskind cried out and fell kicking to
the floor. Chris pivoted. Powder stung
his cheek as the Filipino’s gun erupted
almost in his ear. The bullet creased
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Patillo’s forearm. Chris swung at the
house boy. The Filipino ducked and
scuttled out the door.

Chris whirled and faced the big man.
Patillo was raising his gun arm. Chris
drove forward, bending low. He
grabbed Patillo by the legs. Both men
crashed. Out on the deck close to the
gangplank a gun began to rap out slow
convulsions of sound.

Patillo swung viciously and the
sharp-edged gun sight raked Chris
across the cheek causing the blood to
spurt. The detective sucked in a pained
breath and exhaled wrathfully as the
flat of the gun next jarred his back
teeth. He spat and from a kneeling
position flung his bunched knuckles
against the big man’s jaw.

Soskind meanwhile had staggered to
his feet. In his hand was a shiny,
chromium-plated .32. The hand was
shaking as he tried to draw down on
the waterfront detective.

Chris got his hand around Patillo’s
gun, jerked it free and hurled it across
the room. It struck Soskind in the face.
Slobbering with pain, he sagged to the
floor.

HE fists of Patillo were sledge-

hammering against the detective’s

face. Chris shoved the big man
back with the heel of his hand. Heat
lightnings flashed in Patillo’s eyes. He
went crazy mad. His powerful arms
started to flail like clubs.

Into the flailing clubs of fists walked
the waterfront detective. He forced
the big man against a porthole and
nailed him there with a looping left
hand smash that jolted him clear to his
heels, then followed it with a haymaker
that caused the whites of Patillo’s eyes
to roll slowly upward in glazed sur-
prise. Patillo crashed to the floor—out
cold.
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Chris snapped a steel cuff around one
wrist. Crossed the saloon, collared Sos-
kind, dragged him to Patillo’s side and
linked the remaining steel circlet to
Soskind’s wrist.

Soskind was cursing and rubbing his
bloody face. Chris ignored him. His
fingers were in Patillo’s pockets. Sud-
denly he straightened. He had Mc-
Guire’s missing memorandum book in
his fingers.

The door to the saloon slammed
open. In shuffled a bedraggled Filipino,
a little the worse for wear. Behind
him, immaculate though bloody on one
pants leg, strolled Barker swinging a
Colt .38. He figured the situation at a
glance. ‘“ Here’s the one who almost
got away,” he said, cheerfully.

Chris looked up from the writing in
McGuire’s book. “ Who let you in on
this pinch. Hell, can’t I handle a
couple of mugs ... ?”

“The Skipper did it,” said Barker,
quietly. “ He said: ‘ Chris is steamed
up and headed for trouble. He thinks
he’s the lone guardian of the whole
damned waterfront. Tail him and don’t
let anybody get rough with him’
That’s what he told me. So I did like
I was ordered. See? And I collared a
little dark boy with one hell of a big
gun in his hot fist. My leg feels like a
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two-pound chunk of steak has been
sliced out of it.”

Chris rubbed the gun slash in his
cheek. “I guess I ain’t so fast as I
used to be. I...”

““What’s going on here?” The light
of a pier watchman’s flash was making
a white ring on the deck outside.

“ Get to a telephone,” ordered Chris,
“and call police headquarters. Tell
them to send over a squad car.”

He grinned at Barker after the
watchman had left. ““ See this memo
book? Belonged to McGuire. The big
guy on the floor had it. There’s evi-
dence plenty on its pages that Manny
had been uncovering after he was
kicked off the force. Enough to send
Soskind up for twenty years and Pa-
tillo to Quentin and the rope.”

Barker gazed ruefully at his blood-
stained white pants.

Still rubbing his jaw Chris added.
“ This evidence will sure clear Manny
McQGuire’s record, along with what I've
gathered in myself. And won’t Captain
Judson be sore. Serve him right, too.
He’ll learn some day—if he’s ever go-
ing to learn—that there are more hon-
est cops on the force than dishonest.”

“You telling me?” drawled Barker.

“ No,” said Chris. *“ I was just talk-
ing to myself.”

CIPHER SOLVERS’ CLUB FOR AUGUST
(Continued from Page 83)

Four—Ajax, Staples, Minn.; Aubercan, Wash-
ington, D. C.; Frank Brady, New York, N. Y.;
Cotton, Arlington, Tex.; Cub, Chicago, Ill.; Wil-
liam Eymer, New York, N. Y.; Pearlie Glen,
Baltimore, Md.; Gregory, Taos, N. Mex.; Mrs.
Patricia Hall, Lagrange, Tex.

Three—Mrs. George E. Currie, Guifport, Miss.;
E. L. Davis, Jr, Austin, Tex.; Joe Fucarino,
Ridgefield Park, N. J.; William E. Gilbert, Alex-
andria, Va.; Sydney Grablowski, Newark, N. J.;
Lloyd Jenne, Lennoxville, Quebec, Canada: J. S.
N., Butte, Mont.; Benjamin Skowronski, Yonkers,
N. Y.; Robert Voorhees, Battle Creek, Mich.

Two—A. Convert, Denver, Colo.: Howard
Grindlinger, Kew Gardens, N. Y.; The Wizard

of Oz, Blasdell, N. Y.; H. J. Rudniak, Wilming-
ton, Del.

One—Alice, Riverside, Calif.; August Fromm,
Elizabeth, N. J.

Corrections—N. Dak. Ump, Gilby, N. Dak,,
21 answers for July instead of 11, also 21 answers
for June instead of 20; Illy, Akron, Ohio, 19
answers for July instead of 14; Elvin Crane
Paynter, Ocean City, N. J., 15 answers for July
not previously credited; Jay Abey, Los Angeles,
Calif., 24 answers for June instead of 23; °Com-
rade, Baltimore, Md., 24 answers for June in-
stead of 23; B. P, Miami, Fla,, 20 answers for
June instead of 15, as previously credited.

Dg—14



Secret Agent Devrite of Necessity Worked
Alone and Unarmed—but on the Night He
Was Trailing an. Unknown Murderer, He
Knew That Even a Fully-Armed Police
Squad Could Not Help Him-

Devrite never had a chance

Powder on t/aew ody

By Tom Curry

looked at the. dead man.on the victim had left a widow and.children.

Morgue slab: Inspector Hallihan There had been others and there would
stood aside to.allow him an probably be more, unless
unobstructed view — Halli- Devrite could stop the
han, chief of the Secret killer. Devrite was: aware
Police, sometimes found. it of an eager, burning hope
necessary to give his: star that he could do that.

operative such a showing “That’s powder,” replied
before starting him on a Hallihan. ““ All three dead

murderer’s trail, a trail ones have had a sprinkling

which might end in death: for the of it on their clothing.”

undercover man. “Is: it face powder, left by a
“ What are those white specks on the woman?”’ .

coat?” asked Devrite. His voice was “The chemists say it’s. plain talc,

low, for he was a sensitive man and no dusting powder. Not smeared: but

matter how often he looked on violent sprinkled. Perhaps a. woman’s.”
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SECRET Agent. George Devrite death he was always affected. This
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Devrite observed the small, blue-
tinged bullet hole behind the left ear.
*“ Twenty-two caliber,” he observed.

“ And fired close up,” nodded Halli-
han. “I told you this is William Nar-
dan, a wealthy broker. He was found
early this morn up a dark alley. He
died around 3 A.M. The shot wasn't
heard, no one was seen running away.
The whole set-up is similar to the other
two. I have no doubt the same killer
did them all. It’s characteristic.
When a man gets away with murder,
he will usually try it again.”

They taxied back to Centre Street.
The Secret Police chief’s office was in
a dingy building away from Head-
quarters so his agents might slip in
without being identified by friend or
foe. Such men as Devrite lived dan-
gerous lives, working alone and un-
sung, boring into the criminal world
for vital information. Devrite did not
make arrests, never testified in court,
simply playing the réle of an observer.

Climbing a flight of stairs to the
frosted-glass door marked, * James
Prown — Beaded-Goods Importer,”
Devrite took a chair across the desk
from Hallihan. The agent’s wide
shoulders were hunched and there was
a vertical wrinkle between his eyes as
he listened to the puzzle expounded by
his superior. Devrite knew that already
he hated the killer, that he would stay
on that death trail until the end. . . .

Hallihan’s naurally humorous Irish
mouth was lined and there were dark
pads under his eyes, for sleep was a
luxury to him. He worked day and
night without regard to hours. He was
seldom without a cigar, clinched at one
side of his teeth to facilitate speech it
hobbed as he talked, bits of gray ash
sprinkling his coat lapels until it re-
minded Devrite of the dinner-coated
body in the Nlorgue.
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“These three murders,” said Halli-
han, “are practically identical. Each
victim was a rich man, shot the same
way by the same .22 caliber automatic
pistol held close so the small bullet
would not miss the brain. That powder
on the coat, money gone. The Detec-
tive Bureau has not yet solved the first
two. They did trace the victims to the
Blue Belle nightclub and out of it. Be-
tween the Biue Belle and home the men
were murdered. The Nardan case has
started the same route so the Commis-
sioner put us on it. The killer probably
knows the regular detectives so they
can’t get close to him.”

“The Blue Belle may be a clip
joint.”

“Naturally they thought of that.
Men checked the movements of David
Rogers, owner of the club. He lives
on Central Park West—the address is
in this DD-4 report. Rogers was at
home during all three murders. After
all, it’s the habit of clip thieves to spy
on such places for a victim. A youny
man, Frank Iverson, was picked up,
lurking near the Blue Belle, but he was
waiting there for a young woman
dancer named Evelyn Payne and noth-
ing was brought out to incriminate
him. Iverson claimed he kept out of
sight because Rogers doesn’t like him.
That’s all, except I warn you this is a
very dangerous job. Go to it.”

Devrite went to his furnished room
in the Fortiess. He was a careful
worker but endowed with reckless
courage in emergencies. Trained in
jujutsu and police work, he was a
super-detective, a lone wolf who
hunted in the dark Underworld.

E dressed in a tuxedo and around

10 P.M. stood across the side
street.  For an hour he watched
patrons entering the Blue DBelle.
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Among them his trained, retentive
memory identified an ace gambler,
Barney Brown, and a short while later,
a tall youth with a shock of tow hair,
wearing full evening dress, lurched
under the red marquee into the club.
Devrite also recognized him as Ken-
neth Van, latest Broadway playboy
whose pranks delighted the tabloids.
They printed his pictures regularly as
he tossed away with both hands the
millions he had inherited.

The secret agent decided this would
be an opportune time to inspect the in-
terior of the Blue Belle and, crossing
over, passed into the lobby. A major-
domo escorted him to a table. The
main club was elegantly expensive—
white-clothed tables, shaded pink
lamps, a polished dance floor beside
which was a swing band. A stage
show was going on, a very pretty
young brunette singing a song. The
buzz of talk, odors of food, alcohol,
tobacco, were familiar enough.

Devrite looked around for Barney
Brown and Van. Neither was in the
big room. A man with bulging shoul-
ders,  curly dark hair brushed wet,
naturally brown skin, was whispering
orders to the headwaiter. Devrite had
read the description of David Rogers
in the DD-4 reports—he did not miss
the eager looks Rogers cast at the
pretty girl singing in the spotlights.

A door banged open at the rear.
Kenneth Van, the playboy, stuck his
head out and shouted impatiently,
“ Come on, Rogers.”

Everybody looked, including
Rogers. The singer faltered, then
went on. People smiled broadly.

Rogers frowned, put a finger to his
lips as he hurried to the noisy youth
who had so rudely interrupted Evelyn
Payne. The proprietor pushed Van
back, closing the door.
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Devrite ordered a drink and waited.
Around midnight he ate a meal. At
1:30 Rogers emerged, called his head-
waiter, giving further orders. He then
left the club.

The secret agent rose and followed.
Despite the clear bill given Rogers by
investigators, Devrite knew he must
check him and all concerned ; it was the
only way. The white powder on those
bodies was too vague a lead to start
him on a direct trail, so he must cast
about until he could pick up something
more definite.

Rogers stood under the marquee as
the secret agent came out on the side-
walk. A taxi was waiting at the curb
with open door but Rogers was frown-
ing, staring across the street. Devrite
heard him curse, and then the stocky
proprietor hurried to the opposite
walk, where he accosted a tall young
man loitering there.

“Iverson, didn’t I tell you to step
hanging around here?” snapped
Rogers.

“I'm waiting for Evelyn.”

“Wait somewhere else. You're a
nuisance. The police think you’ve been
clipping my patrons, and I wouldn’t be
surprised if they were right.”

“You're crazy,” growled Iverson.

Rogers glanced back over his shoul-
der, and Devrite, following the look,
saw the beefy figure of the Blue Belle’s
bouncer. Without warning, Rogers hit
Iverson in the nose, knocking him back
against the building wall.

VERSON recovered and tore at the
nightclub owner. He was slim, but
his fists smacked Rogers’ face,

drove him stumbling over the curb.
The big bouncer ran to help his boss,
caught Iverson’s shoulder, whirled him
around and drew back a hamtlike fist to
knock him out. Rogers stood back,
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breath fast, eyes shining with fierce
pleasure at seeing Iverson about to be
beaten.

Devrite had slipped over. He did
not wish to call undue attention to him-
self, vet the big bouncer might serious-
ly injure Iverson, and besides, it might
be a chance to contact Iverson in a
favorable way. He stepped in and
seized the bouncer’s thick wrist, tore it
away.

“ Stop it,” ordered Devrite quietly.

“ What’s it to yuh?” snarled the big
bouncer, turning on Devrite.

“He’s a friend of mine,” Devrite
replied.

The bouncer, being a man of force,
tried to hit Devrite. The secret agent
caught the moving fist, fell back and
stepped aside. The jujutsu trick, using
the big man’s weight and strength, sent
the bouncer crashing on his stomach,
the wind driving from his lungs. Street
dirt stained his tuxede front.

“ Here comes a cop,” said Iverson,
as he came to stand by Devrite.

Rogers backed off hurriedly, entered
his cab and drove off. The bouncer
picked himself up, dusting off his
clothes, his lower lip sullen. He saw
the approaching patrolman and walked
back into the Blue Belle.

“Thanks for your help, mister,”
Iverson said gratefully.

“ Don’t mention it,”” Devrite said,
nodding. “ Two on one’s hardly fair,
is it?” He found Iverson intelligent
and with a pleasing, vouthful face.

There was a taxi near by, and the
secret agent got in, with a goodby wave
to Iverson.

The agent’s cab drew up at the Cen-
tral Park apartment house where
David Rogers lived, as Rogers was
payving off his driver. Rogers went in-
to the huge place. Devrite left his taxi
and stayed on the east side of the ave-
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nue. He could see Rogers enter an el-
evator. He sat down on a handy park
bench and waited.

It was late, but there were plenty of
people around; cars whizzed past and
Broadway still glowed white. After a
time a man and woman came out of
the apartment house and swung down-
town; a late homecoming tenant ap-
peared to give a chow dog a run in the
Park, and an elderly gentleman, with
narrow shoulders bent over his tap-
ping cane, emerged, and went for a
stroll.

For over an hour the secret agent
waited. He saw the chow dog come
back and the old man, too, returned,
cane tapping the cement.

Evidently David Rogers was set for
the night. Devrite yawned, thinking
of sleep. It was almost dawn when he
went to the subway and rode down-
town to his furnished room.

II

EVRITE was up at eleven next
morning. Going out for break-
fast, he picked up an afternoon

paper at the corner stand. His face
was relaxed as he glanced at black
scare headlines. He stopped short, star-
ing at the print, cursed under his breath
as he realized the import of what
he read, and forgetting breafast,
jumped into a cab and rode down to
Hallihan.

“Well—did you get it?” cried the
big inspector eagerly as Devrite hur-
ried in, the newspaper clutched in his
hand.

There was chagrin and shame in
Devrite’s heart as he was forced to
shake his head. ‘ Kenneth Van’s real-
ly dead ?”

Hallihan’s face went sour. “ Sure.
The same way. Powder on the hodv,
Devrite. He was shot about 2:30
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A:M. ‘with ‘that same .22 caliber auto-
matic-pistol. I-washoping you had the
answer.” Hallihan’s chin touched his
chest; ‘he said mothing more in blame
of his star agent, but Devrite eould
read his great disappointment.

“ It was done right under my nose,”
muttered Devrite, face burning hot.
While he had been idling at Rogers’,
the murderer had gone to work.

He told Hallihan all that ke had
done. * Then Rogers runs a big game
in back of his club,” growled the in-
spector. “ Barney Brown never plays
for anything but high stakes. It’s pret-
ty exclusive, I suppose.”

“Van was in that game.” Devrite
paused, then asked, “ How dees Brown
rate with the police?”

“ Okay, far as I know. He’s sup-
posed to be a square shooter.”

“ Send a'man to tap him and find eut
what happened last night. Ask Brown
how much Van won and if he sat in
the game the night Nardan was there
—:let him take it for granted we know
all about -it.”

‘Hallihan nedded as he reached for
the phone at his-elbow. “ You got it
about right, Devrite. Beth of them
must :have been winners and were car-
rying bigrolls of cash.”

An hour later the report came back.
Hallihan took it, turned to his agent.
“Nardan won about forty grand,
Brown says. Van had a drunk’s luck
and took away sixty thousand.”

“ How many playing?”

“Five. All professionals except
Van—the game was square, you can’t
fool men like Brown, of course. e
claims he went with his friends for a
meal, until 4 A.M. Van left as soon as
the game closed, which was a litile
after two.”

“ Did Rogers himself -play?”

‘Hallihan shook his head. “ Brown

ily.
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told our man that Rogers never takes
a hand. He went home early last
night.”

“I wonder if he went home early
the night Nardan died?”

Hallihan thumbed over the DD-4 re-
ports, sheafs turned in by investigators.
*“Yeah. He left his club around 1:15
and arrived home at 1:30, but he didn’t
leave his apartment till the following
afternoon at five o’clock.”

Devrite asked himsel{ why the night-
club owner should leave early. He had
to fight against the feeling of self-con-
demnation at having failed to spot
Van’s murderer. It had, as he said,
occurred almost under his eyes. His
face was set as he rose.

“I'm going after Iversan,” he said.
“Rogers was in last night. Iverson
was hanging around that club. He’s a
decent looking young fellow, but yau
never can tell.” Hallihan nodded, cigar
bobbing with his head.

Devrite went to the address given by

Iverson to investigating detectives. It

was a furnished rooming house. The

landlady informed the agent that Iver-

son had moved two weeks before, but
had left a forwarding address. On

:comparison, Devrite found it was the

apartment where Evelyn Payne, the
dancer, lived, a self-service building in
the West 60’s.

J VERSON came out around 1 p.M.
and sauntered to Broadway where
ke bought papers and some bags of

food. It was simple for Devrite, stroll-

ing in the opposite direction on the
same side of the street, to contact him.

Iverson recognized him after a mo-

ment, smiled and stopped, holding out

a hand—as he took it, Devrite noted

‘powder smears .on Iverson’s bluc coat.

“ Why, hello,” cried the agent heart-
“Did you get home all right last



102

night? That was surely a big fellow
who had hold of you.”

“Yes,” replied Iverson. ‘ He's the
bouncer in the Blue Belle nightclub. I
sure thought I was in for a bad licking.
He used to be a prizefighter, but you
handled him swell.”

“That’s a wrestling trick I learned
in college,” explained the agent.

“Do you live around here?” in-
quired Iverson.

“I'm staying in a hotel over on
Broadway. But I come from Detroit.”

“I thought you must he from out-of-
town.” Iverson smiled. “No New
Yorker would ever help another man
m a street fight. Why not come up to
my apartment and have a drink?”

“That’s a good idea.”

There was something open and lik-
able about Iverson, Devrite felt, as he
walked beside him. But—he had con-
tacted many killers, and sometimes they
were decent, polite in appearance.

Iverson led him toward the Hudson
to the brickfront tenement. A taxi
stood outside with motor idling as they
entered the lobby. Iverson took Dev-
rite up a flight of steps and opened a
second-floor door.

“ Oh, sweetheart,” he called. “I
want you to meet a friend of mine, the
man who helped me last night—"

They had passed througha short hall
and Iverson was already in the living
room. Devrite looked past him and
saw Evelyn Payne, face white, stand-
ing in the middle of the floor with the
scowling Rogers, half-turned toward
them.

“ So this is it,” Rogers was growl-
ing, reddening. His fists clenched.

“ Oh, please, Mr. Rogers,” cried the
girl. “Frank and I—we didn’t want
anvone to know—but we’re married,
two weeks—"

Rogers was furious. “ 1 came here,”
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he said, voice grating “ to tell you you
could choose between that bum Iverson
and me, Evelyn. You’'ve already done
it. I don’t want you in my club any
more. You're through, you under-
stand—through!”

Tears showed in her eyes. She made
a gesture cf appeal. “ Mr. Rogers,
please don’t. This is my first real
chance on Broadway. You can’t—"

“You're fired,” snarled Rogers. He
glared at Iverson and Devrite, pushed
past them, slamming the door after
him.

“ Whew,” exclaimed Frank. He took
his wife in his arms, patted her.
“Don’t cry about it. I'm glad you're
through at the Blue Belle. I never did
like Rogers.”

“He—he just came in—and said,
either I would stop going with you or
he would fire me,” she sobbed. * He
said—you attacked him last night with-
out provocation.”

Devrite watched them with one eye
while the other took in the small apart-
ment. There was a bedroom, a kitch-
enette, a bath. On shelves in the last
room he saw an array of toilet articles,
makeup, a can of dusting powder used
after bathing. He also noted that after
Iverson had held Evelyn in his arms
there was fresh powder on the young
man’s coat. Yet, he thought, it was
smeared rather than sprinkled as was
the powder on the dead bodies—

“We've got enough money to skin
by on,” said Frank, comforting his
wife. “To hell with Rogers.”

Devrite fought his instinct, which
told him these two were decent young
people. He liked Iverson and the beau-
tiful woman. He hoped they might be
entirely innocent. But—he had elimi-
nated Rogers, unless the nightclub man
had an accomplice doing those jobs for .
him. Barney Brown had claimed that
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he and his friends had gone to a public
eating-place until after the time of the
murder.

It was most likely that someone had
spotted Kenneth Van coming out, had
followed him, killed and robbed him.
Iverson had been hanging around out-
side.

There must have been an inside con-
nection to tip the clipper off to the big
winner, the big money.

“ Did you leave the club right after
that fight we had?”’ he asked casually,
as he lit a cigarette.

“1 went away for a while, but I met
Evelyn when she quit at three o’clock,”
Iverson replied.

When Frank and Evelyn asked him
to stay for lunch, Devrite was glad of
the chance for further contact. The girl
was preparing the meal when the tele-
phone rang.

“It’s Rogers,” growled Iverson, an-
swering.

Evelyn quickly came and took the
receiver. She listened for a moment,
then cried gladly, ““Oh, thanks, Mr.
Rogers.” Her face was radiant as she
hung up and turned to them. “ He says
he’s sorry about the way he acted and
wants us to forgive him. I've got my
job back.”

Iverson frowned. ‘ I'd rather you
stayed quit,” he said. “ We’ve plenty
to live on. Next week I start my new
job and we’ll get on fine without your
working.”

“ But I love dancing. You call for
me tonight as usual, dear.”

Iverson nodded, morosely. After an
hour with them, Devrite took his leave.
He noted the make of the door lock,
for he had determined to have a care-
ful look about the apartment. They
would be out late that night which
would give him a chance to slip in for
his search.
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E, came back again around 1 A.M:,
watching for Iverson to come
out. Evelyn had gone to the
Blue Belle early in the evening. The
side street, west of Tenth Avenue, was
deserted at that time of night, save for
a few parked cars and an occasional
passerby. There was one sedan down
near the corner, motor softly idling.
Devrite was across from the tenement,
loitering in a dark doorway, as Frank

Iverson emerged and walked east.

The secret agent waited, glancing
after the young man. In his pocket
was a skeleton key that would fit Iver-
son’s lock. Iverson was close to the
corner, and Devrite started across the
street, sull looking toward Iverson.

A man in that parked sedan sudden-
ly leaped upon Iverson from behind.
Devrite saw a club descend, crack down
on Iverson’s head, knocking off his hat.
Iverson dropped, folded up on the side-
walk. The car bulk partially hid the
attacker from Devrite. The man who
had hit Iverson was bending over him,
and the secret agent, starting toward
them, saw light glint on a pistol barrel.

Devrite, likely to be picked up and
searched by police, and never in a posi-
tion to identify himself without endan-
gering his value as a secret agent, sel-
dom went armed. He had no gun on
him then. A hoarse shout issued from
his throat as he put down his head,
rushing toward the sedan. The man
bent over Iverson started violently—
the street lhad seemed clear to him,
Devrite having been hidden in his
doorway.

The gun gave a “ whoosh,” a crack-
ing sound followed. A moment later,
the gunman swung, crouched by the
fender of his machine, and a bullet
whirled past Devrite’s head. There
was, he realized, a silencer on the pis-
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tol, that muffled explosion much less
startling than a car backfire. He felt
a sudden, sharp sting in his left side.
The world grew confused to him, his
legs would not work as he wished them
to. He lost stride, staggered, whirled
and fell on the sidewalk, black spots
kaleidoscoping across his vision.

He grew aware of a car motor sud-
denly accelerating, as the black sedan
made a U-turn and swung out of sight.

Gasping, the secret agent pulled him-
self together. The shock of the bullet
which had torn the flesh of his side
had stopped him for several moments.
But he recovered his wits and, though
pain shot through his heart, he man-
aged to reach Iverson. There was pity
in him, pity for the young woman who
was dancing while her young husband
lay seriously wounded.

Bending over Iverson, who was com-
pletely unconscious, he found blood
streaming from a head wound. His
long fingers probed for the extent of
the injury. Iverson was still breath-
ing. The secret agent knew wounds:
he was aware his own was hardly more
than a cut. And with relief he re-
alized that the gunman’s aim as he fired
at Iverson had been slightly deflected,
undoubtedly by his start as he heard
Devrite’s shout.  The bullet had
ploughed through the scalp, grazed the
bone, missing killing Iverson only by
the fraction of an inch.

His lips were grim. He put his hand
on the sidewalk to help push himself
up. It was pricked and he raised it
to see what had struck him. It wasa
splinter of wood, about three inches
long, the top smoothed and painted
brown, the rest white, jagged wood
fresh to the air. He dropped it in his
pocket. It was probably off the club
that had struck Iverson. He closely
inspected Iverson’s coat; there were
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still those powder smears, rather faint
since Frank had evidently used a
whiskbroom on his coat. There was,
too, a faint sprinkling of fresh gran-
ules.

He rose. He did not wish to be
caught there, for that would mean ex-
planations and identifications he could
not make without exposure. The swift
scuffle, the mufiled shots, had not at-
tracted any attention, but a passer-by
on the nearby avenue had paused at the
corner and was staring up at him. Dev-
vite hurried to him.

“Is he drunk?” asked the man.

“ No, he’s been hurt. Will you please
call a policeman while [ tend to him?"

HE citizen nodded and hurried

toward a phone booth in an all-

night drugstore. The secret agent
turned the other way and caught a
night-owl taxi which took him to the
Central Park West apartment house
where David Rogers lived. This at-
tack made him think at once of Rogers,
who plainly hated Iverson.

He had forgotten how his own ap-
pearance might startle anyone seeing
him in the full light. His hands were
dirty from the pavement, clothing, too.
And there was blood coming through
his coat from the wound. But as he
strode in under the marquee he was
in no mood to turn back.

The doorman came quickly to him,
looking at him suspiciously.

“Is Mr. Rogers in?” inquired Dev-
rite.

“Yes. He came home about 12:30.
But he can’t be disturbed now.”

“It’s very important. Call up, tell
him Mr. Iverson wants to see him.”
Devrite handed the doorman a ten-dol-
lar bill.

The tip melted the ice at once. The
doorman went to the switchboard at
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the rear. As Devrite waited, standing
at one side of the board, he heard the
tap of a cane on the marble lobby til-
ing. He turned to see the elderly gen-
tleman enter the elevator. The gates
closed and the car climbed up, Devrite
staring at the indicator, which stopped
at the 12th floor.

“\Who's that who just went up?” he
asked—the doorman was still ringing
David Rogers’ apartment.

“That’s Mr. Bartell.
1456. I'm afraid Mr.
asleep. He don’t answer.”

“Let me go up and see, it’s terribly
important.”

He had no official card, no position
he might announce, but usually he
could obtain what he wanted in one
way or another. More money melted
the doorman, and Devrite rode up to
the 12th. The elevator boy waited for
him, after pointing out the door of
Rogers’ apartment. On the next floor
above, Devrite heard a door open and
close. He put a finger tip on Rogers’
bell. There was no answer for a time;
then the nightclub owner’s voice asked
from inside, “ Who's there?”

“I've come from Evelyn,” Devrite
told him through the door. ‘“ She's in
trouble.”

The lock clicked and Rogers, wear-
ing a blue-striped dressing-gown, dark
curls plastered wet on his head, looked
out. He was frowning heavily.

“ Why—you,” he growled, as he rec-
ognized Devrite. To Rogers, the agent
was Iverson’s friend, who had inter-
vened in the street fight, and had come
to the Payne apartment with Frank.

He lives in
Rogers is

OGERS tried to block him, but
Devrite put an elbow in his
stomach and shoved inside, clos-

ing the door. The apartment was a
large duplex, extending two floors.
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“ Get out,” ordered Rogers angrily.-
“ What do you mean by pushing in like
this. I'll call the police.”

“You'd better not,” advised the
agent. “Iverson has just been shot,
Mr. Rogers.”

“ What's that got to do with me?
I've been at home all evening.”

“But Mr. Bartell hasn’t been,”
sneered Devrite. ‘ He lost a chunk of
his cane; it cracked off when he struck
Iverson. You know such a weapon
holds fingerprints. I've just realized
the trick, Rogers. You've made an er-
ror.”

“Who are you?” snarled Rogers.

“A friend of Iverson’s, I tell you—"

“1 don’t know anybodv named Bar-
tell. I've been here all evening,” insist-
ed Rogers. ‘““Now get out.” He
reached to shove Devrite, who put a
hand on the nightclub owner’s shoul-
der; it was soft under his touch.

“There’s no 13th floor in this
building,” Devrite went on coolly.
“Your duplex opens on the 14th,
where the Bartell apartment is. When
you got out of the elevator on the 14th
just now, as Bartell, you could hear the
phone ringing in here. You were in
such a hurry to answer it and prove
yvou were at home, that you failed to
wash all that powder out of vour hair,
the powder that whitens it when you
disguise yourself as Bartell. That slip
has told the story. There is no Bartell,
for vou are one and the same person.”

Then the fear flashed in the man's
eyes, the secret agent knew he was
right.

“ What are you talking about?” de-
manded Rogers.

“You know,” the triumphant Dev-
rite cried, pressing swiftly on his men-
tal trail. “ You made a bad mistake
when you let your personal hatred send
you after Iverson.”
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Rogers backed away. *“ You—you're
not Iverson’s friend. You're a detec-
tive, a spy,” gasped Rogers.

Devrite shook his head, but Rogers
knew now. Nothing Devrite could say
would convince him that this was
chance.

It was to be regretted. Devrite was
sorry he had entered this way. It
might mean he would be uncovered,
that his work would cease.

He nearly lost his life in that mo-
ment. Rogers whipped out a pistol and
fired pointblank. The bullet passed
within an inch of Devrite’s face as he
lunged in, butting his head into Rog-
ers’ chest. The nightclub owner
fought to swing his pistol muzzle, fin-
gers trapped in the trigger guard. Dev-
rite turned the muzzle with a deft
bone-twistimg trick, which brought a
scream of pain from Rogers as the
forearm cracked. Then the gun spat
again.

Devrite felt Rogers go lax. The
nightclub owner’s eyes glazed as he
crashed back on the thick rug. Rog-
ers had pulled the trigger on himself
by accident. The slug had ranged into
his vitals.

The secret agent stepped away from
him, quickly searched the apartment.
There was iittle there to interest him.
On Rogers, however, was a keyring
which he took. He climbed to the sec-
ond floor, went out into the hall. These
doors were marked “ 14" as he had
guessed. Across from the upper door
of Rogers’ apartment was 1456, “ Bar-
tell’s.”

Devrite rang the bell but knew he
would get no response. A key on
Rogers’ ring let him inside.

Half an hour later the secret agent
phoned Inspector Hallihan.

“ Your'll find your murderer in Rog-
ers’ apartment,” reported Devrite.
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“He shot himself in a scuffle with me.
Rogers committed these killings. He
spotted his victims at his gambling
ciub, left early to fix alibis for himself.
Then he crossed over to another apart-
ment where he disguised himself as
‘ Bartell,” an elderly gentleman.

“He did the murders with the .22
automatic, silencer attached, you'll find
up there — you know there are few
types of pistols on which a silencer
may be used, and they are only efficient
on small calibers. You’ll find also large
sums of cash Rogers took, and the Bar-
tell disguise he used.

“There was a piece of cane picked
up beside Frank Iverson which fits in-
to ‘ Bartell’s’ stick. I saw ‘ Bartell’
go in, coming back from his attempt to
kill Iverson, after he garaged his car.

“1 finally guessed it when I saw the
state of Rogers’ hair, after he had
changed from ‘ Bartell’ back to Rog-
ers. He wore shoulder pads to make
himself look powerful, part of his van-
ity. He loved Evelyn Payne, couldn’t
stand losing her. He had a fortune he
had taken clipping victims after those
games. He would waylay the big win-
ner, force him up an alley at gunpoint,
then finish him and rob him. He killed
them so there would be no chance of
his being identified.” '

“And the powder on the body?”
asked Hallihan. :

“That’s simple. Rogers whitened
his hair with plain dusting powder, in
his guise as ‘ Bartell.” When he bent
over his dead victim to remove the
money from his pockets, a little pow-
der would fall out and sprinkle the
corpse. 1 found the powder he used.
When I saw how wet his hair was, and
streaks of powder in it, too, where he
had failed to clean it entirely—being in
a hurry then—it clinched the identity
and gave me the real answer.”



Seven Faces

By Max Brand

What has happened—

OHN COBB, an eccentric multimillion-
aire, vanished from the crack Chi-
cago train, in spite of the fact that

Detectives Patrick O'Rourke and Angus
Campbell of New York's hemicide squad

were guarding him.

“ Do | fee! something in

here?’’ asked Burman.
“1 have a license for
it,” declared Grosvenor

ured past recognition by burning gasoline.
He finds in Cobb’s bedroom seven strange
photographic portraits, one that of Charles
Latimer, a young man whom he had met
on the train.

O’Rourke and McGuire also capture an
elderly marauder
named Pete, whose

O’'Rourke, certain

he can solve the mys-
tery in his own way,

picture is one of the

With Ple”ty of Clues dnd an seven. Pete manages

leaves the train, goes Overabundance of Villains—  to escape, with the aid

of an accomplice

back to Fullerton, . )
Still Campbell and O’Rourke ;.40 12 mp, Re-

where there had been

a brief stop. A young- Cannot See the End of Their  turning to continue
ster named McGuire  S4yapge Murder Trail. ... their fine-tooth-comd

accompanies him,

search of Cobb’s

O’Rourke discovers
Cobb's body, disfig-

place, they wound
voung McGuire.
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O’Rourke uncovers the treasure trove, a
cryptic map.

State troopers recapture Pete and
Champ, bring them back to O’Rourke.
They outsmart him again, however, leave
for Chicago in an express passenger air-
piane. There they would have been trapped
by Chicago police, working under orders
from New York, had not the radio exposed
the plot and forewarned them. They force
the pilot to land at a distance from the
Midwestern metropolis. O’Rourke, still
on their trail, follows on to Chicago in a
speedy plane.

In the meanwhile Campbell is convinced
that the heart of the mystery is still on the
train. His clues lead him to believe that
Charles Latimer, a beautiful girl, Josephine
Worth, and a bearded, foreign-looking
chap named Grosvenor were all in Cobb’s
stateroom before the disappearance. In
Buffalo, Josephine, trailed by both Lati-
mer and Campbell, meets a friend. Lati-
mer gains possession of an old newspaper,
the Willoughby Messenger.

Campbell steals the paper, a bit later,
reads a long article about a bonanza strike
made by seven partners: Winslow, Cham-
pion, Worth, Latimer, -Waterson, Mark-
ham and Green. It all seems to tie togeth-
er. A certain difference in Cobb’s signa-
ture and the body of the will he had made
O’Rourke and Campbell witness is worry-
ing the Scotch detective when the train ar-
rives in Chicago.

O’Rourke is waiting at the station for
Campbell, and they separate again.
O’Rourke is going to follow Latimer and
Campbell is to tail Grosvenor,

“ Where do I keep in touch with you?”
ORourke asked.

“Ring me at the Clifdon and leave a
message for a Mr. James Angus,” Camp-
bell replies as they move off into the thick
crowd.

CHAPTER XXV
Setting a Stage
THE Clifdon Hotel is all marble,
glitter, noise, and immensity.
New York hotels are mild-man-
nered in comparison. The flow of

guests for dinner and dancing and the
huge bar is even greater, perhaps than
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the current of those who actually have
the expensive rooms of the place.

Campbell checked his bag at the lug-
gage room, went into the bar, and took
a Scotch neat, in small sips. He was
in no hurry, for he had seen a small,
dark-faced man with the white of tape
across his upper lip. That would be
Lawrence Purvis Pelton, he was rea-
sonably sure, who leaned over the card
of registry and wrote.

Grosvenor, after entering the place,
had disappeared before Campbell could
spot him, but there was no haste if
Pelton had a room in the hotel.

The warmth of the bar soothed
Campbell. Each moment, he felt the
long vibration of the train easing out
of his body, leaving his brain also, so
to speak. The Scotch pleased him, to
his very nerve centers, also.

When he had finished it, he went to
the mail clerk.

“If messages come in for James
Angus, please take them,” he said. ““ I’ll
be registering for the night, I think.”

After that, he went to the raom tele-
phones and asked for the room number
of Mr. Lawrence Purvis Pelton.

“ No Pelton registered,” was the an-
swer.

“ Maybe not,” agreed Campbell.
“ Try Purvis. Lawrence Purvis?”’

“1709,” said the operator. ‘ Shall
I connect you?”

“ Not now,” said Campbell.

He went to a corner of the great
lobby and waited with that hungry pa-
tience which had devoured him for so
many years of his life. At last he saw
Grosvenor come out of the elevator,
looking taller, more magnificent than
ever, with Lawrence Purvis Pelton
stepping rapidly beside that stately
stride. They turned into the entrance
of the dining room.

Campbell, following as far as the
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great arched entrance, saw the pair
take a corner table at the farther end
of the big room.

He returned to the desk and asked
for the key to 1709. It was given with-
out question, and a moment later he
was unlocking the door.

It was a single room furnished in
greens and yellows. Rather a small
chamber, and rubbed a little dingy al-
ready in its short year of life.

Grosvenor, he saw, had stood in
front of the fake fireplace. Three big
gray dabs of cigar ashes littered the
floor, there. They reminded him of the
stateroom on the train. Signs of foot-
falls went up and down, slight dark-
nesses in the nap of the deep, gray
rug. This, then, was where Jittle Mr.
Pelton had hurried back and forth.

It had not been an amicable meeting.

Mr. Pelton had walked up and down,
the sign showed, and occasionally had
made sudden darts at Grosvenor to
make a point.

A pigskin bag lay in the corner.
Campbell opened it and went through
the contents. There was nothing in the
slightest degree suspicious about the
contents of that case.

He went to the desk in the corner
and examined the white blotter upon
it. Even when he squinted from the
side, he could make out no more than
a few vague impressions. He took out
a pencil with a broad, soft lead and
commenced to shade the blotter, mak-
ing strokes so light that an almost im-
perceptible- layer of gray was trans-
ferred to the paper.

He had started at the center and
worked outwards; he was almost at
the lower right hand corner before he
found what he had hoped for. Not a
single word except the signature, but
even this pleased him a little. It was
very dim. The impression was so very
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light that he barely was able to make it
out. He took from his pocket a slip of
very thin, transparent celluloid, and on-
to this he traced the signature with the
utmost care, moving the pen as though
he were incising a design in metal.

But he had the letters at last, not
trembling and uncertain as most
tracings are, but running with a bold,
free movement: Lawrence P. Pelton.

That bit of celluloid he returned to
his wallet and left the room.

On the whole the trip had been not
disappointing. He had learned to his
own satisfaction that Pelton and Gros-
venor, in spite of tlrat signature of
“ Partner,” were not friendly. And
certainly the hired murderer could
hardly be on amicable terms with the
man who paid him!

The elevator slid down to the first
floor with a breathless whisper. He
walked out into the echoing noise, the
marble brilliance of the lobby and re-
turned the key to 1709. The clerk, re-
membering him, gave him the usual
swift, mechanical smile and nod of
recognition.

All clerks are fools, mused Angus
Campbell.

E passed slowly across the en-
trance to the dining room and
marked his pair in the distance,
Pelton listening with a frown, Gros-
venor talking with large and formal
gestures, including a large sector of the
room like an actor to a public audience.
Campbell went to the desk and asked
for one of the hotel detectives. A fat
man, wrinkled from the chin to the
eyes with queer cross lineations, was
instantly beside him.
“I'm Angus Campbell, from New
York,” Campbell began.
“T know about you, Campbell,” the
hotel detective answered.
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“You do?”’

“I remember you and O’Rourke—
that poison case in the house on ‘he
island—I read it, Campbell. Tell me,
what can I do?”

“There’s a man called Grosvenor in
the dining room. Wait till he finishes
dinner. Then take him somewhere so
that you can go through him. You'll
get a gun on him, I think. You'll also
get a wad of hard cash. Put me some-
where to listen to what he says. Can
you do that?”

The detective scratched his chin.
“We’re here to protect the guests, not
to bother ’em,” he said, plaintively.

“ Brother,” said Campbell, borrow-
ing O’Rourke’s usual word, “I think
Grosvenor has bothered one of your
guests, all right. I think he’s bothered
him for several thousand bucks. And
if he has—it’s murder!”

“ Murder ?” murmured the house de-
tective. He licked the fat of his lips.
“Come along with me,” he said.

He took Campbell to a small office
which opened from a hall behind the
lobby. An inner door opened into a
larger room with a counter across it,
as though to make a bar for the han-
dling of questions.

“ Suppose we keep this door open a
bit?”” he suggested.

“ What’s your name?” asked Camp-
bell.

‘“ Burman.”

“ Burman, when you get Grosvenor,
handle him with gloves. Mind you, I
think he’s a goad shot and I'm pretty
sure that he has a gun. Take another

one of the boys along with you. Will
you do that?”
“ Sure,” said Burman. “If you’ve

ever been burned, you’re glad to wear
gloves.” ,

“ Now, mind you. If you find that
he has a gun, and if you find that he
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has a wad of new money on him, you’re
to say one thing to him. Will you re-
member ?”’

A frown of anxiety came to Bur-
man.

“You tell me. TI'll try to get it,” he
said.

‘“ Say this: ‘ Does murder pay that
well?” You have that?”

“I have that,” answered Burman.

‘“Say just that: ‘Does murder pay
that well 2 ”

“ All right. And then?”

“Then give him back the money.

Give him back the gun. Let him go.”
“ What?”
“1 mean it. Give the stuff back to

him and let him go.”

Burman began to sweat. ““If he
thinks that I haven’t got anything on
him, he’ll complain to the manager.”

“Complain? With an unlicensed
gun on him. Complain?”

“ Sure, sure! The gun . . . if
he’s got a gun, it’s all right. But you
want to turn him loose ?”

“I do. The main thing for you is
to watch his face. If you find the
money and the gun on him. Watch
his face when you speak your line
about murder. Will you do that?”

“ Like a hawk.”

“T’ll wait in here. Go get him when
you can,” said Campbell.

“ What murder is it?”

“ One murder’s as bad as another,”
said Campbell. “ Go ahead and do
your stuff!”

CHAPTER XXVI
Conference by Duress

HE door of that inner room
Campbell kept ajar the least frac-
tion of an inch, just so that his
eye, placed behind the crack, would
command a considerable wedge of the
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smaller office. He could see half of a
map of Manhattan and its environs on
the wall, and part of a brown, var-
nished desk. He knew, even as he
stood there, that he would remember
this slice of existence as long as he
lived.

A moment later, Burman and an-
other fellow brought in Aloysius Gros-
venor; and Campbell almost groaned
aloud because he had not warned Bur-
man before to keep the suspect facing
the inner door. True, Burman could
report how the fellow had looked at
various points in the examination, but
no description would satisfy so much
as a single glance at the man. As it
was, the three men moved back and
forth over Campbell’s field of vision.

\What had happened in the dining
room or the lobby before Grosvenor
had been brought in could be implied
by the first words of the talk. Gros-
venor said: “ Well, gentleman, this is
a very pretty to-do. I should like to
have an explanation as quickly as pos-
sible. I do not wish—" here his voice
deepened and grew rich with a human
sympathy— “ I do not wish to get you
in trouble with the management of the
hotel but—"

“What's your name?”’ demanded
Burman harshly.

“By what authority, in the first
place, do you ask me? \What is your
power to question me?”’ said Gros-
venor.

“ Show him the warrant, Steve,”
commanded Burman. Then, as papers
rustled: “ Wait a minute. See if Fe's
gunna refuse to tell us his name.
T hat’s important, too.”

“I don’t refuse my name,” answered
Grosvenor. ‘“But I wish in the first
place to understand. . . ."

“ He’s gonna hold out on us,” said
Burman, walking impatiently back and
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forth across Campbell’s field of view.
To the bottom of his heart, Campbell
was appreciating Burman’s bluff.
“ We oughta take and drop him in the
jail and let him ripen. They ripen 'em
fast, down there.”

“ About ten minutes is all they need
to ripen ’em,” said Steve. “ Shall I
take him down?”

“Tf you intend an arrest,” said
Grosvenor, “I demand to know the
nature of the charge.”

“Tell him, Steve,” said Burman.

“ To hell with him,” answered Steve.
“\Vhy should we treat him better than
any low bum, seeing what we know
about him?”

Campbell warmed one hand against
the other, smiling broadly. He felt a
deep sense of personal gratitude to both
of these house detectives.

“ All right,” said Burman, “ but I'll
try him once more. What’s your real
name ?”’

“ Albert Gresham,” said Grosvenor.
“ And that name . . .”

. can be changed around for
Aloysius Grosvenor, eh?” asked Bur-
man. :

“ Aloysius Grosvenor?” he queried.
There was an instant of pause. Bur-
man laughed.

“ Aw, why not come clean?” he de-
manded.

“You speak of coming clean, my
friends,” said the magnificent Gros-
venor,” but I wish to tell you that—"

“ Ah, take it easy,” cautioned Bur-
man. “ Steve, get behind this bozo
and keep a gun on him.”

“T protest!” Grosvenor began in a
loud voice.

“ Go on and protest and be damned,"”
growled Burman. “T'm gonna go
through you, brother. Keep your
hands up as high as your shoulders,
will you!”
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”»

“This damnable outrage
shouted Grosvenor.

‘““Nobody’s damned around- here,”
said: Burman, “except the crooks that
wear two pairs of names.”

“That little matter?” said Gros-
venor, pouring an oily persuasion into
his tones.
that my mother . . .

“Don’t rat it,” advised Burman.

His hands began to move over the
stout body of the big man. These
hands paused.

“Do I feel something in here?”

“I have a license for it,” declared
Grosvenor.

i)

URMAN pulled out an old-
| fashioned single-action Colt from
Grosvenor’s clothes.

“ What name you got the license un-
der?” he asked, shortly.

“What name?” said Grosvener.
“As a matter of fact it’s under the
name of Grosvenor. My proper name,
but the other I used to prevent any
embarrassment. . . .”

““What a big, soggy bum you are,
anyway,” said Burman. ‘ Steve, go
telephone to New York and ask if
there’s a gun license there for Aloysius
Grosvenor. . . .”

‘“Now that I remember,” said Gros-
venor, ‘I think that this year I took
out the license in Wrayneville.”

“The heck you did!” commented
Burman. “ Where’s Wrayneville ?”

““Wrayneville, Colorado? You must
have heard of Wrayneville. No, per-
haps you haven’t. Wrayneville is a
very: charming place, delicious air, a
great deal of sun. . . .”

“You got a gun license there, did
you?” asked Btirman.

““We Westerners grow in the habit

of carrying weapons: for self-defense,”"

said Grosvenor.

“You have to understand °
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“Yeah, and so do a'lot of us Middle
Westerners,” said Burman, * and so do
a lot of Easterners, too. A pile of
them go to the chair every year, they’re
so damn used to defending them-
selves. . . . How-many times you been
in jail, Grosvenor?”

“Jail? To whom are you address-
ing- yourself ?”’ squalled Grosvenor.

“Tm asking: Were you ever in jail,
Mr. Grosvenor, alias, Grosham?”’

“ My friend,” said Grosvenor, ““ I see
that you are determined to misunder-
stand me. A childish prank when I
was a boy in school—otherwise, cer-
tainly I never have been in jail.”

“Why don’t you slide him down to
jail?” suggested Steve. * This bozo is
somebody that they’d like to talk to.
They know how to put on the pressure,
and a- whole lot of juice could be
squeezed out of this sap.”

“ Well just scratch-around:and see
for ourselves,” said Burman.

He continued his search and; in full
view of Campbell, pulled out a wallet.

“You can’t dothat!” shouted Gros-
venor.

He made a lunge for Burman who,
springing back from the hands of the
big fellow, bumped a shoulder-against
the inner door and flung it wide open.
Grosvenor stood staring at:the revealed-
face of Campbell.

“ Still smoking those swell cigars?”
asked ‘Campbell.

But, from the corner of his eye, he
damned the clumsiness of Britrman.
The house detective, screwing: his
mouth, made a gesture of despair.

“ Ah!—I remember you,” said Gros-
venor.

“Yeah. You remember me, all
right,” answered Campbell. ‘“Heow
many extra names do you pack- with
your- things, Grosvenor?”

Grosvenor at this. moment was mag-
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nificent. He held up the flat of his
hand and laughed a little, a truly
melodious chuckle, as of one honestly
amused.

“ Ah, that?” he said. “I want to
assure you, Mr. Campbell, that the
name of Grosvenor is much dearer to
me than my person. I would be a
pitiable fellow if I permitted that name
to be associated with trouble of any
sort. These honest fellows have been
put on my trail by you, Mr. Campbell.
But you must have a superior knowl-
edge, as a man of the world, toa...”

“Jeez, I'd like to rap him for that,”
commented Burman, softly.

“ Give me the wallet,” said Camp-
bell.

He extended his hand for it, never
moving his eyes from the face of Gros-
venor. And he saw Grosvenor’s
glance flicker wildly to the side as the
wallet came in view again.

It was a fat purse, and the stuffing
was all in greenbacks. Campbell
flicked his thumb over the corner of the
stack. All were hundreds and fifties.

“You're sweating, Grosvenor,” he
observed. “ What’s the matter?”

“Do you think a man will submit
to being robbed?” cried Grosvenor.
“ Do you imagine a man can stand and
see his property handled by strangers
who—"

“ Ah,
Burman.

“Why are you sweating?” de-
manded Campbell again. “It’s run-
ning down your face. You look gray
and green.”

“ For this conduct, you'll be answer-
able, all three,” said Grosvenor.

“How yellow are you?” asked
Campbell. “ There’s five thousand dol-
lars, here.”

Grosvenor closed his
opened them again.

D6—14

shut up, mug,” cautioned

eyes and
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Steve said: “ Sure, he’s no petty
larcency bum. He’s the goods, he is.”

“ Five thousand is a pretty big stack,
isn’t it?”’ persisted Campbell.

“ As for that money—" said Gros-
venor.

*““Yes, what about this money?”
asked Campbell. “ You didn’t have it
on the train.”

The whole frame of Grosvenor was
shaken by this remark.

“ How do you know that?”” he cried.
“How do you—how did you dare to
search . .. ?”

“1 didn’t search,” said Campbell.
“I just knew. That’s the way with
some of us. We just know. Where
did you get this five thousand, Gros-
venor ?”’

“I refuse to answer,” said Gros-
venor, his face now dripping wet.
“ This outrageous inquisition cannot be
permitted to—"

“Who gave you this
Campbell repeated quietly.

“Tll not be bullied into talking,”
shouted Grosvenor.

“I don’t think you will,” said
Campbell. “ But I want to ask you
something: Is five thousand enough?
Is that a big enough price for mur-
der?”

“ Murder ?”” breathed Grosvenor.

His knees went loose. He got a
hand on a chair and sat down with a
heavy slump of his body.

“ Ay, murder,” said Campbell, step-
ping close and leaning to study the
greasy white face. ‘“ An accessory be-
fore the fact—you can hang by your
fat neck for that, Grosvenor. Under-
stand? Hangbythe fatof yourthroat!”’

money ?”’

ROSVENOR began to pull him-
self together. He stood up and
towered above them.

“I demand my instant liberation or
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else instant incarceration and a crime
placed against me,” he said. ‘“ As an
American citizen, I have that right.”

“ Sure he has,” said Steve. ‘‘ Leave
us take him down to the station and
charge him with the gun. Maybe mur-
der’ll leak out of him somehow later
on.”

Campbell, staring continually into
the handsome, strange face, held out
the wallet.

“ Take it back,” he said. “1I don’t
want it. Give me the gun, Burman.”

Grosvenor got the wallet in both
hands, dragged in a breath, and shoved
the money away inside his coat.

“ Here’s your gat, too,” said Camp-
bell, passing it over.

It disappeared with expert swiftness
under the coat of Grosvenor. “ The
whole detail of this circumstance is
firmly pictured in my mind,” he said,
““and I shall not forget your names,
your faces, and every act which has
taken place, here, and every word that
has been spoken.”

“ Get out!” said Campbell.

The big fellow pulled a snorting
breath, reached the door with a stride,
and went out with a sudden jerk of the
body, as though he were kicked from
behind.

“ Why?” growled Burman. “ Why’d
you let him go?”

“Tail him, Steve, will you?” asked
Campbell. ““ Better dodge is to get an-
other one of your boys to look after
him. He’ll have his eye out for the
rest of us. Get somebody on him, will
vou?” Steve nodded and went out.
Campbell sat down, lighted a cigarette,
and immediately drew in a long breath
of the smoke. He stared down at the
floor.

“ It beats me,” exploded Burman, at
last.

“ What

does?” asked Campbell,
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rather faintly, his thoughts were so far
away.
“Why you'd let a skunk like that

go.

“Don’t you see?”’

“No. I don’tseeatall. You could
sock him in the pen for carrying a gun.
They take gun-carrying in a big way,
here in this town.”

“ He’s a big fellow, isn’t he?” asked
Campbell.

“Yeah, he’s big all right, but is he
too big for you?”

“ He’s big,” said Campbell, ““ but the
only use he is to me is as a feather.”

“ Meaning what ?”

“ Why, to show which way the wind
blows. Steve is a wide-awake fellow,
isn’t he? He won’t let Grosvenor get
out of sight will he?”

“He'll tail him.
lad.”

“ That’s good,” said Campbell, * be-
cause if he doesn’t keep Grosvenor in
sight, then I'm done in by this trick;
I've made a terrible fool of myself.”

“You big time fellows take the big
risks, don’t you?” said Burman, with
admiration. * It beats me the way you
all go out. Some time you’ll have a
twenty-story fall; the ground’ll cut
right away from under you.”

Here the door jerked open and Steve
thrust in a startled face.

“I put Jigger Wilson on him, and
the Jigger just tells me that he’s disap-
peared. Got into a big sweep of people
from the elevators, and Jigger was el-
bowed back at the front door. . ., .”

Steve’s a bright

CHAPTER XXVII
Latimer Treads Softly

HERE is nothing that makes one
so forward-minded as a taxicab
in Chicago. The traffic moves
with a swerving rush in that town and
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the taxicab drivers are inspired devils
who seem to think their cars are
threads which always can be put
through a needle’s eye. Passengers
regret that their insurance is not larger
and wonder why they have never
learned to appreciate the pleasures of
pedestrianism; and all the while, they
keep their eyes fixed fast forward on
the dissolving and reforming currents
of the traffic.

But Latimer, as he left the station
in the cab, sat back with a small hand
mirror which he raised just high
enough to enable him to study what
went on behind the car. He printed
on his mind’s eye the picture of the
machines = immediately behind; he
studied their radiators until he knew
their names, and that is not easy in
1936, where so many draw out to a
sharp point, like the bows of a ship.
Then he gave the driver a new address
and felt the sway as the machine took
the next corner to the left.

They went for three blocks and he
studied the traffic again. Half of the
cars were sure to be of identical
models, of course, but he noticed one
long, low, gray affair which was there
behind him, two rows back. It had
followed before; it still was following.

“Take the shortest cut. Step on it,
driver!” called Latimer.

The driver shrugged his shoulders,
slid down lower beneath the wheel, and
turned the car into a thing with wings.
For ten minutes they dodged through
the field like a running halfback; then
Latimer studied the traffic behind him
again. The long gray car was there
again, still two files back.

Then thev had their speed quenched
in the traffic jam of a one-way street.
Latimer leaned forward and slipped a
bill over the shoulder of the driver.

“1 forgot something back there,” he
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said. “ Leave my bag at the Hotel
Chester; keep the change.”

He stepped out, walked through the
jam of cars, and gained the opposite
side of the street. Deep in the shadows
of the doorway of a closed store, he
withdrew and watched the jam break,
slowly start. The gray car was among
the others. There was no one inside
it except a liveried chauffeur; and
Latimer pursed his forehead and for-
got to smile.

He turned the corner, went up three
blocks, and took another cab. Again
he went with rushes and pauses
towards his address. But estimating
his progress, he decided that an active
man on foot might have kept pace with
the taxi, so thick was the press of cars
and so long the waits. Still he studied
the cars behind him, and as he went
on decided that not one of them was
sticking to his trail.

It was not certain, by this time, that
he had escaped being trailed, but he
decided that the chances were ten to
one against.

At last he reached the corner he had
selected, paid the cab, and went along
on foot. Again he turned a corner,
stepped back into the twilight of a
doorway, and for ten long minutes
watched the pedestrians and the auto-
mobiles go by him.

When he went on again, it was with
few glances behind him. For he was
satisfied that he had dodged pursuit;
and in fact he could not have been
expected to study not only his own side
of the street but also the opposite side-
walk, where a rather chunky figure
walked briskly ahead, waited for the
traficc and went on. But when
Latimer fell into his proper walking
gait, the chunky fellow dropped well
back, following at a distance of per-

“haps half a block. On the few occa-
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sions when Latimer turned, the fat
man was idling in front of a shop win-
dow or talking to one of the children
who littered the street as they entered
a Negro quarter. Furthermore, the
fat man had various attitudes in his
walking, and each was different from
the others. He was at times affected
by a limp, and again he walked brisk,
head high, with all the demeanor of
one who went whistling on his way,
content with the world; or yet again,
with his collar turned up against the
drizzle of the rain, he seemed a poor
unfortunate without a home or a
friend. That, perhaps, was the great-
est reason why Latimer, in the doubtful
light between day and night, failed to
spot that trailer.

The Negro quarter which he had en-
tered was one of those new districts
which the black tide had invaded. Be-
fore the great War, Chicago had been
districted within certain clear lines and
boundaries, but in the post-war years,
Negro population increased, lured from
the South by the reports of high wages.
The dark mob began to leave its old
abodes and press outwards in new di-
rections. Wherever it went, the value
of real estate for the whites declined.
What was the height of fashion one
year was overclouded the next; cun-
ning landlords bought in abandoned
property for a song, cut up the big
rooms into crowded little apartments,
and filled the houses with mobs of
Negroes. Their individual rents were
small but their numbers were so great
that the investments paid hugely.

It was into such a district that
Latimer had passed. The evening was
cold and wet, but the children were
still out at play, and in the half-light,
the pavements were filled with faceless
men and women who came out of
shadows into life only when they were
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close enough for Latimer to see the
white flashing of their eyeballs.

E entered a street of dignified
houses, leaning shoulder to
shoulder, an almost empty block

with “ For Sale " signs dimly visible on
the front of nearly every one. The
whites had removed from that sector
only recently, and the blacks had not
yet taken their place. It was a sort of
No Man’s Land; a gloomy =air of
emptiness and despair in some manner
looked out of those tall fronts and de-
pressed the passer-by.

In the middle of the block, Latimer
turned down the steps to a cellar door
and fitted a key into the lock of it. The
bolt slid stiffly back. He had to press
down before the door gave way a little,
yet he managed all with such care that
he made no sound; only the wind en-
tered before him and whistled faintly
through the interior.

He took out a pocket torch and
slashed the darkness right and left. It
had been a servant’s room, perhaps.
The worthless frame of an old iron
cot, together with badly rusted springs,
fitted askew into a corner. Near the
cot, the floor was spotted with black
where cigarettes had been allowed to
fall and had burned out on the wood.
The ceiling was badly cracked and
rain-stained at one end. Otherwise,
there was nothing to note except the
dust on the floor, and into that dust
Latimer peered closely.

It was not thick enough to take a
good imprint but it seemed to him that
he made out the dim trail of footprints
across the boards.

He slanted the light across them to
bring out the definition more clearly.
He blew on the delicate edges of the
prints and watched the dust dissolve
under his breath. Someone, he de-
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cided, had entered the house within the
last few days. He could come no
closer to the time than that, but it was
enough to make him go ahead with the
greatest caution.

Behind the front bedroom, there
were four other chambers, each clean
swept, the doors ajar. He looked into
them one by one. He entered them,
and opening the closet doors, he peered
inside with his light and his revolver.

The last room on the cellar floor was
a big laundry. He stood only for a mo-
ment to scan it with his torch. The
light glinted across a huge spiderweb
which hung across a window face.
And Latimer thought how pinched the
belly of that lady spider must be in the
deserted old house where even the flies
would lose interest, after a time, and no
longer try to get through the crevices
into the interior, lured by the smell of
food.

There was no odor now except a
damp mustiness together with a faint
stain in the air which lingers so long
after human habitation. As though the
walls and the floor had soaked it up and
then gave it out again by degrees, for
years and years.

The cellar steps were finished and
painted wood. He went up them
treading close to the wall, where the
heavy weight of his body would act on
a shorter leverage and would not be apt
to make the boards creak. At the head
of the straight flight was another door,
also locked; but the same key which
had opened the outer cellar door fitted
in this one also. It was not swollen
with damp but gave inwards at the first
touch of his hand.

He was now in the hallway on the
first floor. Every door, right and left,
was closed. So he started at the left.
The doors were closed but not locked.
The first one he opened held the empty
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shelves of what had once been a
library, with a deep, bricked fireplace;
next came a long living room that ran
on to the front of the dwelling. When
he turned his torch ray up, it was
multiplied into a million brilliant par-
ticles, for a big chandelier had been
left hanging from the center of the
ceiling. The new fashion was against
chandeliers, and he wondered why it
had been left. Because it had value,
it seemed to Latimer, like a living
thing, abandoned here by a cruel folly.

This side of the first floor was
empty. He passed across the hall.
Here the door stuck a little. He had
to lift up hard before it came clear and,
opening wide upon the room, let in a
damp breath of draught about his head
and shoulders. More than this at-
tracted him. In the air of the room
there was the stale, disagreeable odor
of cigarette smoke!

People had been in that room not
long before; within a few hours, in
fact. A little deal table occupied the
center of the floor; there was a stool
on one side of it, and two broken chairs
were near by. Three people, perhaps,
had been conferring here.

Thrusting his head around the cor-
ner of the door, he cut the darkness
of the ends of the room with the ray
of the torch. All, so far as he could
see, was empty, but there was a closet
at one end to be examined, and there
were two deep window embrasures at
the front end of the dining room.

He walked gingerly towards the
table, picking up and putting down his
feet with separate acts of the mind,
until a sidecut with his torch glinted on
a bright bit of metal in the second em-
brasure.

The light winked out in the hand of
Latimer. He took one swift, silent
step to the side, dropped to a knee.
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The silence continued for a long mo-
ment. He might, perhaps, have with-
drawn from the room, feeling his way
to the hall door; instead, he began to
move very stealthily towards the sec-
ond embrasure. He rounded the table,
reached the farther wall, and moved on
little by little. His outstretched hand
touched the cold marble front of a fire-
place; it regained the rough plaster of
the wall’'s face. Still he stalked for-
ward.

“Where are you, Charlie?” called a
sudden voice.

“ Ah, Pete Winslow!” exclaimed
Latimer, and snapped a flood of light
into the face of Pete himself, still
standing in the embrasure, still with the
gun in his hand.

CHAPTER XXVIII
Gathering of a Clan

ETE Winslow, leaning a hand
against the wall, nodded and
grinned at the big fellow.

“1 kind of thought that you’d back
out of the place,” he said. “I kind
of thought that you'd slide back into
the hall. But when a cat smells a
canary, it just follers its nose. I
should of guessed that.”

He began to laugh. He licked his
lips and stared earnestly at Latimer.
“ Like father, like son,” he commented.

“Why didn’t you speak up when you
saw that it was I?” asked Latimer.

“1 dunno,” said Pete. “ 1 was just
wondering if you were like your old
man, that never took a backward step.
I remember down in the Patridge
Saloon when there was big Joe Mc-
Carthy and Sid Devon, and three more
that come in looking for your old
man”’

“T've heard that story,” Latimer in-
terrupted. “ Where’s Champion ?”
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*“ Here, your honor,” said the husky
voice of Champion.

Latimer turned quickly about on
him. “ What’s the matter with you
fellows?” he asked. ‘‘ Are you trying
to make a fool of me?”

“How could we make a fool of a
man that's spent so much time in
school ?”” asked Champion. He took
off his hat and rubbed the flat of his
hand over his bald head and grinned.

“ What have you swallowed, the
pair of you?’ asked Latimer. ‘‘ What
makes you act so fat and foolish, any-
way ?”’

“ Why,” said Pete, in his genial
way, ‘“it’s just realizin’ that we got a
Latimer with us. That’s what makes
us happy. It would make anybody
happy, wouldn’t it?”

“ Sit down,” commanded Latimer.

“Take a chair, Champ,” ordered
Pete. “I wanta walk around and
stretch a little. It was kind of nervous
staying there in the dark, waiting for
the big cat to creep up on me. . . .
Look at here, Charlie. What would
you of done if you'd found me in the
dark? Not knowing who it was, what
would you have done?”

With that cold, faint smile, Latimer
continued to regard him. At last he
said: ‘ Sit down, Pete.”

Pete obeyed.

Champion pulled a flask out of his
pocket. ““Have a shot, Charlie?”’ he
asked.

“ Where did you get that stuff ?”’ de-
manded Latimer.

“ Just picked it up off the street,”
said Champion.

“Where did you get it?” asked
Latimer, raising his voice not in pitch
but in volume.

“ Why, just outside of town. There
was a little joint along the way. Me
and Pete felt kind of cold.”
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“You'll feel a damned sight colder
when you've been hanging up by the
neck for a couple of hours,” said
Latimer.

‘“ Charlie, you’re enough to give a
gent bad dreams,” observed Champion.

“You've raised hell, the pair of
you,” said Latimer. “And you’re old
and in your dotage. You sit here
laughing like a pair of old fools.”

“You can’t help that,” answered
Pete. “When a fellow gets old, his
brains gets old with him, right?’

“Yes, the brains get old,” said
Champion.

JTH he and Peter were so highly
B delighted that they hardly could

contain themselves. =~ And big
Latimer, with his faint smile, looked
back and forth from one face to an-
other.

“ They’ve had plenty of chances to
see you,” said Latimer, at last.
‘“That’s one reason you’re so happy.
That’s the real reason. What you'd
like best of all would be to have your
pictures in the papers. You'd like that,
wouldn’t you, Pete?

“ Some folks have told me that I got -

a kind of an interesting face, at that,”
said Pete.

“You've been using an interesting
gun, too,” said Latimer. * As though
there weren’t enough hell around us,
you've had to use a gun!”

“1 didn’t shoot to kill,” said Pete,
complacently. “1I seen the big gent
and just drilled him through the leg,
high up.
folks when they get drilled through the
leg, like that. But the kid was Irish.
He tried to come right in on us, and
then he fell and whanged his head. It
wasn’t the shooting that might of killed
him, but him being such a nervy young
damn fool.”

.with the old brain.
'shaken him off, Champ.”
It kind of discourages most -
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“ When you get to hell-fire’s edge,”
said Latimer, “ you'll still have ex-
cuses; you'll still have reasons why you
shouldn’t burn.”

“A man has to talk,”’” said Pete.
“You know that, Charlie. We ain’t
all like you and your father before you,
that can keep our mouths shut so
good.”

“Were you followed after you
brought the airplane down?” asked
Latimer.

“Not a bit that we could see. We
headed back south, and showed our-
selves a coupla places so’s the other
boys would be fooled.”

“That was good enough,” said
Latimer, “ if they don’t find out where
you doubled.”

‘“ Even O’Rourke ain’t likely to find
us,” remarked Champion.

“Who’s that? Oh, Campbell’s part-
ner on the train. . . .”

“Who’s Campbell ?”” asked Pete.

“The hardest Scotchman you ever
saw, and the smartest,” admitted
Latimer. * He’s made of tool-proof
steel with a diamond finish. . . . I'd
expect anything of him.”

“ He may be a fine head,” said Pete,
‘“but O’'Rourke is a funny kind of
devil. He thinks out your thoughts for

‘you. After I seen him a coupla times,

I was scared to do any thinking for
fear that he’d read what was in my
head. You'd think he was too fat to
have a head on him, but he’s quick
I'm glad we’ve

“If we’'d busted his head wide open,
it wouldn’t of been bad,” observed
Champion.

“When you bought that whiskey,
were you traveling south?” asked
Latimer.

“ No, we were comin’ on towards
Chicago,” said Pete.
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“Then they’ll pick up your trail at
that point,” observed Latimer. “ You
had to have the whiskey, did you?”

“ It was kind of a time to celebrate,
wasn’t it, Charlie?” asked Champion
with some anxiety.

“That kind of celebrating will put
you in jail,” said Latimer.

‘“ Pete kind of misses jail, anyway,”
said Champion, and he laughed again.

Into this laughter, Pete fell. Regard-
ing one another, the two veterans tilted
back their heads and indulged them-
selves until the tears went down their
faces. And Latimer, high of head,
patient, examined their faces.

He said at last: “ You have it!”

“Have what?” asked Champion,
wiping his eyes.

“You have the plan,” said Latimer.

“How would we get that?” de-
manded Pete, innocently.

“You'd get it out of the rathouse
where Cobb was:living,” said Latimer,
eyeing them still.

“Well,” said Pete, “ we looked all
through his things but, we couldn’t find
it.”

“You couldn’t?” said Latimer.

“We couldn’t find it,” said Cham-
pion, shaking his head.

’

ATIMER lighted a cigarette and

L blew the smoke straight ahead of
him. He reached up a swift, im-

patient hand and cut the draught of
smoke in two.

Afterwards, he stared into the
bright, mocking eyes of the two elders.

“You found the plan,” he insisted,
quietly. “I can tell by the look of
you.”

“We didn’t find it,” declared Pete.
“ O’'Rourke found it for us.”

“ O’Rourke ?”

“ Ay, it was O’Rourke that found it
for us. One day, we might send a
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present to him. He’s a brainy man,
and only a little crooked.”

“How crooked ?”” asked Latimer.

“ He wanted to come in with us.”

“1 guess he was only stringing us,”
commented Pete, a moment later, as he
thought the matter out. “ He just
wanted to start us talking. A feller
like O’Rourke wouldn’t touch crooked
money unless he got it through political
graft, or something like that. Just
good enough to be bad, is the way with
his kind.”

“ Give me that plan,” put in Latimer.

. The two looked at one another.
“He says he wants it,” interrupted
Pete.

Champion nodded his head. “ He
thinks he ought to have it,” he agreed.

“ Why should you have it, Charlie ?”’
asked Pete.

“ Because the pair of you will be in
jail, inside of another couple of days,”
explained Latimer.

“And the boys would trust you to
keep out of trouble?”

The smile of Latimer went out and
that hard, still look of danger entered
his eyes.

“T always stay out of trouble,” he
said.

“Yeah, and he does,” said Pete,
sighing. ““ He wouldn’t of been back
in the hands of O’Rourke three times,
like we were. Or me, anyway.”

“ O'Rourke had glue on his hands.
You couldn’t get away from him,”
answered Champion.

“ Give me the plan,” said Latimer.

Pete shrugged his shoulders,
whistled a dreary note, and then
reached inside his coat. Latimer
reached his own hand inside his coat
and waited, tense.

“You think I'm grabbing for a
gun?”’ asked Pete, curiously.

“ You might be,” said Latimer,
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“You wouldn’t trust me, eh?”

“No more than I'd trust prison
snakes.”

“ Listen, boys,”
“You wouldn’t be arguin’,
you?”’

“Be still, Champ,” commanded
Latimer, keeping his cold eyes on Pete.

“ Why should I trust you, then?”’
asked Pete.

“ Because you know that the thing
would be safer with me. That’s the
only reason.”

“ He’s right,” said Champion.

“Yeah,” drawled Pete. ‘I suppose
that’s true. I suppose that he’s right.”

He pulled out the fold of paper and
pushed it gingerly across the table.
Latimer opened it and glanced it over.

“ Did O’Rourke see this?”” he asked.

“Yes. Hesaw it, all right. He
found it,” said Champion.

“ Damn!” muttered Latimnier.

He lighted a match, held up the
paper, and applied the flame to a corner
of it.

Pete yelled out as though he had
been struck with a knife. Champion
lurched from his chair, grabbing. But
Latimer caught them by the wrists and
held them easily.

He said: *“ Let it burn.
need it now.”

The paper wafted to the floor. They
could hear the tiny crinkling noise of
the flames, so perfect was the silence of
the moment.

“Why don’t we need it, for cat’s
sake ? demanded Pete.

“ Because I’ve got it drawn down in
my memory, now,” said Latimer.

“The figures and the angles and
everything ?”’ cried Champion.

“The figures and the angles and
everything,” said big Latimer.

A gust of wind struck the house.
Latimer turned his head and listened.

said Champion.
would

We don’t
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“Yeah, maybe you can remember
them,” nodded Pete. ** That’s better
than having the stuff on paper that can
be grabbed.”

Latimer, lifting his hand for silence,
stole with soundless, flowing steps to
the door, caught hold of it, and tore it
suddenly open.  Josephine Worth
pitched inwards, into his arms.

CHAPTER XXIX
Oil and Water

TG Charles Latimer gave the girl
B only a glance, and then passed her

into the room. Afterwards, he
made a cautious step onto the threshold
of the doorway and glanced his torch
up and down the hall.

He turned, closed the door behind
him, and heard Pete Winslow saying:
“Hello, Jo. Now, doggone me but
I’'m glad to see you! Who you got
along with you?”

“ Hello, Jo,” said the unctuous voice
of Champion. ‘ This is mighty fine.
Never seen so much color in your face
before.”

She was smiling at them, and shak-
ing hands.

“ Who brought you here?” asked
Pete.

“1 came by myself,” said the girl.

“Now look at here, honey,” said
Pete, ““ I allow you a mighty brave girl,
but you wouldn’t be hunting ground by
yourself all through black town, would
you?”

“I didn’t have to hunt,” said the
girl. “1I knew that his father owned
this house. I could guess where you'd
show up.”

“That sounds more reasonable,”
said Champion. “ Still, you must of
taken somebody along, Jo. You
wouldn’t go prying all alone into an
empty house, would you?”
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““She’d be able to come alone,” an-
nounced Latimer. ‘ She’d be able to
do anything, alone. Look at her now!
D’you think that she’s afraid of. the
dark?”

The girl had turned to Latimer with
her head thrown high, her face cold as
stone.

“You sure look kind of resolved,
Jo,” remarked Champion.

She altered at once. She threw out
both hands to Latimer and cried out:
“ Charles, why do you treat me as
though I were a poisonous beast ?”’

Latimer’s faint smile did not alter.
He looked her up and down with a
quiet detestation.

“No,” he said, “ not a beast. The
beasts don’t have the sort of brains you
carry around with you. Sit down!”

She obeyed that command, slipping
into a chair with her hand down, inert
as though she had been struck from her
feet by his words.

“Hold on, Charlie. Don’t be so
damn mean,” said Pete. “ A gal as
pretty as Jo . . . youdon’t act hardly
human to her.”

“Lift your head!” directed Latimer.

She dropped it still lower.

He put his big, brown hand under
her chin and raised her head. Tears
made her eyelashes glisten. Her lips
seemed to tremble.

“ Look at her!” said Latimer. “It’s
wonderful, isn’t it? I've seen the great
ones on the stage work themselves into
real tears. But she doesn’t have to
work. She presses a button, and the
tears are there!”

She struck his hand away with both
of hers.

“1 despise you!” she said, half
whispering the words.

“ That’s more like it,” said Latimer.
“ Did you see her face, just now? See
how the baby went out of her eyes and
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the devil came into them? How would
you like to meet a face like that on a
dark night?

She drew a handkerchief from her
sleeve and dabbed her eyes with it. So,
leaning back in the chair with her lips
slightly parted, she breathed like one
exhausted.

“There’s the fourth change,” re-
marked Latimer. “ Now, I ask you,
why should a talent like that be
wasted? Why the devil shouldn’t she
be on the stage where the millions
could see her and adore her? Why
does she have to be simply a crook?”

“Charles!” murmured the girl.
“ Please!”

“ She’ll have tears again, in a mo-
ment,” said Latimer. “ You can trust
her for that. There—see 'em come?”

“ Pete, will you make him stop?”
asked the girl, making a suddenly
pleading gesture towards Winslow.

“ Ain’t you kind of ashamed of
yourself, Charlie?” asked Pete, with a
great deal of curiosity in his manner of
asking.

“ She’s a sweet thing, isn’t she,
Pete?”’ demanded Latimer. * She’s
nothing but sweet, would you say?”

“I dunno much about gals,” said
Pete.

“ Neither do I,” said Latimer.
“Thank my stars, neither do I! This
one is enough for me. Just thinking
about her will keep me away from the
females as long as I live. . . . Jo,
listen to me!”

She turned her head. She looked up
at him with wide, wet eyes.

“Yes, Charles?” she said.

His mouth twitched. He com-
pressed his lips. “ How can you be the
way you are?”’ he demanded.

“ What way, Charles?” she asked,
with a helpless gesture.

“ Bah| he sneered at her. “ Every
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time you look in the mirror don’t you
see what you could have made your-
self? Stop playing that damned part;
be yourself and get your head up. Do
you think you win anything from me,
when you act this way? Why don’t
you wash your hands as clean as you
can get them and try to make a new
start.”

“ Will you help me to, Charles ?”” she
asked.

He stepped back with an animal
grunt of disgust.

“There you are,” he said to Pete.
* No matter what you do, she’s always
on the stage. And she can play the real
parts, too. Up to murder. Up to mur-
der!”’

Pete and Champion watched the girl
with steady, bright eyes, and said
nothing.

“Get out of here,” commanded
Latimer. “I’'m sick at the sight of
vou. Get up and get out of the house.”

“Wait a minute, old-timer,” said
Champ. “ Ain’t she got a kind of a
right to talk with us?”

“Didn’t she have her old man in the
business ?”’ suggested Pete.

“ Her father was a decent man,”
said Latimer. ‘ But there’s none of
his blood in her. Let her be cut in for
her share. But keep her out of my
way.”

“ He’s kind of got his back up,” said
Pete. “ Maybe you better go, like he
says, Jo.”

HE jumped out of her chair and
cried out furiously at them:

“ Are you going to let him be the
head of everything? What right has he
to give the orders? You’re both older;
you’re worth twice a Charles Latimer.”
“ Now I like her best,” said Latimer,
with the half-closed eyes of a connois-
seur. ‘“ When she picks up the fire and
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throws it in one’s face. That’s when
she’s at her best.”

She turned on him, to add: “A
great, lounging, self-assured hulk; a
chunk of cannon-meat; and you treat
him as though he were something to
look up to!”

“Well,” said Pete, “I’'m kind of
short, and it’s easy for me to look up
to people. I don’t have to sag at the
knees none. It just comes natural.”

“Leave the house!” said Latimer.
“If you don’t get out of your own
volition, I’ll carry you out.”

“I don’t think you’ll do that,” said
the girl. She was white-faced, her nos- -
trils trembling with her excitement.

“ Are you going to march through
that door?” demanded Latimer bit-
terly.

“ Not a step!” she answered.

He strode to her and, standing be-
hind her, took her by the elbows.

P Champ!” she gasped
over her shoulder.

“He looks kind of big and young.
I’d do what he says, if I was you,”
answered Champ.”

“You better go along with him,
honey,” said Pete. :

“T’ll go,” she answered. “ Will you
take your hands away?”

“TI’m glad if I never have to touch
you,” said Latimer, but he followed her
to the door.

“Tll go alone,” she said.

“Tll see that you get outside the
place,” answered Latimer.

She turned there in the doorway
and looked back and up to him, her face
stone-white and her eyes blazing.
Then she went on through the outer
hall, carving her path through the
darkness with the penciled ray from a
very small flashlight.

She went down the steps into the
cellar. The shadowy bulk of Latimer
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followed behind her with that soft,
padding step which was peculiar to
him. When they reached the door, she
turned suddenly into his arms.

“ Charles, will you please listen to
me for five minutes?” she pleaded.
“ Tl tell you every step of my life!”

“I've read Dante,” said Latimer.
“I don’t care a great deal about the
dirt in your own personal hell. . . .”

He pushed open the door. ‘ Get
out!”

Josephine whirled quickly away
from him and hurried down the street.
She walked briskly around the corner,
up the block to the left and turned
again onto the street behind that where
Latimer’s house stood.

She went on to the mid-block, nar-
row alley—a relic of very old building

Seven faces in dead John Cobb’s bedroom . . .

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

days—and hurried down it. It stopped
at a high board fence. She rolled skirt
and slip to her hips and went over the
fence like a boy. Only at the top of
the fence, she delayed long enough to
scan the rear views of the houses be-
fore her. Latimer’s place she picked,
numbering the houses from the corner
to the right spot. Then she dropped
down into the back yard. There were
two other fences to climb before she
would reach her goal.

But she set about her work with a
perfectly cool confidence. It was only
when she had reached the rear of the
house that she paused again to right
her clothes, and pull the skirt down
snug about her hips; after that she
went forward again with her graceful
dancer’s step. . . .

connected, somehow, with Cobb’s

death, and a silver mine, and evil deeds done when the century was young. How
are they all tied together? Will Detectives Campbell and O’Rourke, smart as
they are, be able to outwit the many factions working against them—and each

other?

A great surprise is coming in next week’s blood-speeding conclusion!

The Odd Case of the Initialed Check

“ N/ ES, I should be glad to initial your check for payment, Mr. Flammer,”
smiled the bank’s president. ““ Thirty thousand dollars. A rather large

”»

sum.

“ It represents my entire account here, which I must have for a quick
business deal. In a few days, I hope to re-deposit the whole sum together with

additional sums.”

The elegantly attired Mr. Flammer betook himself to the window of the

paving-teller where he withdrew his entire account.

Whistling softly, he

stepped out of the bank and into one of Chicago’s many dispensing centers
for the escape from reality associated with the swallowing of certain liquids
while one foot rests upon a brass rail. Mr. Flammer’s courage came from
more reliable sources than a bottle, but, even so, one needed a certain dead-
ness of the inhibitory sections of the brain which persisted in saying, “ BE-
WARE.”

Back in the bank again, he shoved the check for thirty theusand dollars,
bearing the O. K. of the bank’s president, into the hands of a paying-teller
who noted the O. K. and passed out the money.

Later, it was found that this had been the method which the swindler
had taken to relieve the bank of thirty thousand dollars. —Jokn Berry.
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before, but the stubble of his beard
showed blue-black beneath his skin.
His eyes were black, and with the hard,
brittle glitter of glass. His brows
were black and bushy. He had the
name of being one of the toughest men
in the Treasury Department. He
looked it.

McDowell said, “I sent for you be-
cause of your reputation and because
no one here knows you. This counter-
feit ring is burying Birmingham with
queers, most of it in bills as low as five
dollars. That’s one thing that makes
it hard to catch the shovers. We have
caught a number of them, but—what
the hell!”

McDowell gestured, palms up.
*“ They don’t know the real source, and
they are afraid to talk about what they
do know. Two or three tried to squeal
and later we found them in ditches out
past East Lake. The local crooks
aren’t used to organized murder and
they’ve been scared into swallowing
their tongues. There’s never been a real
gang chief in Birmingham before, but
there’s some big-time man back of this.
It's not going to be easy—but you've
got to find him!” The chief struck the
desk viciously with his fist.

No expression showed in Steve
Rush’s dark eyes. His mouth was a
red line through the blue-black of his
cheeks and chin. For a full minute he
stood silently, looking down at Mc-
Dowell as if he did not see him.
Abruptly he said, “ Could I get the
names of some shovers who are work-
ing? Persons you know are handling
the queer, but that you haven’t caught
doing it?”

McDowell said, ““ Sure,” and pushed
a button on his desk.

Still without expression Rush asked,
“ And the police will cobperate”
“To the limit.”
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“I'll break the ring and get you the
headman,” Rush said matter-of-factly,
“or you'll pick me out of the ditch in
Fast Lake.”

TEVE RUSH had selected the
persons to attend the first meeting
carefully. Now he sat in the living

room of his apartment on the south
side and looked at them.

In the chair to his left was a small,
gray-haired lady. Her clothes were
sedate and black, her face was sweet
and innocent. It was this innocence,
the Treasury agents had told Rush,
which enabled her to pass queers so
easily. They had never been able to
get the slightest evidence against her,
although they were sure she was con-
nected with the ring.

To her left sat two pasty-faced local
crooks, beyond them a couple of ne-
groes, and on the extreme right a man
with eyes like gray beads and a mouth
as colorless as his-eyes. This was the
man that Steve Rush put his faith in.
He had come to Birmingham at the
same time the snow of counterfeit
money had arrived. He had a police
record in several northern cities. He
was a killer.

Rush centered his attention on the
others. “I'm taking over the queer
racket in this city,” he told them.
“ From now on you'll buy your phones
from me—or you’ll get out of town.
And we’re not wasting time on fins,
either. I'm letting you have twenties,
but I'm letting you have them cheap.”

The old lady on the left said, ““ But
suppose we're working for somebody
else?”” She had a sweet, piping voice.

Rush turned his dull gaze toward
her. His finger slid hard along his
chin, making it white for an instant.
“You’'ll work for me or nobody. This
is going to be my town.”
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“ So you said.” The old lady looked
very sweet and prim perched on the
edge of her chair. ‘“ But what of all
the other punks in town who are shov-
ing queer?”

“T’ll get to them as fast as I can,”
Rush said. “ They are all going to
work for me, or get out.”

There was a moment of silence. The
pasty-cheeked men glanced at one an-
other, twisting nervously. The negroes
looked frightened.

Abruptly the man with the gray eyes
and mouth stood up. He wasn’t tall,
but heavily built. On the left side, near
the shoulder, there was a bulge in his
coat. His right hand toyed with a coat
button. He stood feet apart and raised
slightly on his toes. There was some-
thing about him like an animal ready
to spring. The others glanced at him
and edged their chairs away.

The man said, “ Listen, guy. The
con racket is already bein’ run in this
town. By a guy that don’t want no
trouble. And he ain’t gonna have any.
If you're around here two days from
now, it’ll be ’cause nobody claimed the
body. See?”

Steve Rush turned slowly. There
was no expression on his gaunt, dark
face. He said, “ Are you giving those
orders, Bonaldi, or do they come from
somebody else?”’ _

“The boss heard about you askin’
us down for this meetin’. I was told
what to say.”

“ All right,” Rush said. He stood
up, surprisingly tall and lean. “You
can tell your boss that I’ve seen some
of his bills. They’re not bad. If he’s
willing to play ball, I'll let him stay and
take a small cut. Otherwise he better
clear out.”

Bonaldi said, “ Clear, hell! He don’t
play with punks.”

Rush said, ¢ All right. If he doesn’t
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want to play.” His voice was totally
without emotion. He took one long
stride that ate up the space between him
and Bonaldi. His left fist swung hard.
It made a clear crack against Bonaldi’s
chin, lifting the squat man from his
feet and slamming him back against
the wall. His knees buckled and he
went to a sitting position.

But he wasn’t out. He cursed, the
corner of his mouth flicking with the
same motion that sent his hand plung-
ing inside his coat, ripping out with
one streaking action. An automatic
gleamed.

USH was a full five feet away.
His right foot moved in a tiny,
dancing motion, his left foot

swung. The toe struck Bonaldi’s wrist
and the gun sailed upward. The
Treasury man stepped forward, caught
it with both hands and dropped it into
his pocket.

The prim old lady, still on the edge
of her chair, said sweetly, ‘“ Well, you
certainly knocked hell out of that
buzzard.”

For a moment the red line of Rush’s
mouth showed signs of curving into a
smile. He said, “ Thanks.”

Bonaldi was on his knees now, shak-
ing his numb right hand and cursing.
His face was bloodless, but in his eyes
was-a red flame. ‘ You'll be leavin’
town.” He was panting, almost cry-
ing. ““ Leavin’ on a slab.”

Rush said, “ Maybe. Where'll you
be tomorrow night at nine?”

Bonaldi’s gray mouth tightened.
“T’ll be around-—on my feet, not in
any rotten morgue with you.”

“ All right,” Rush said. He looked
at the others. “1f Bonaldi is in the
lobby of the Wilson Hotel tomorrow
night at nine, you needn’t come out to
buy the queer. If he’s not, you'll know
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that he has—er—left town. You
might bring some other shovers with
you.”

“I'll be there. And if they come out
here, all they’ll find is a stiff,” Bonaldi
snarled. He heeled and went out,
opening the door with his left hand, his
right hand still numb at his side.

The old lady said, “ Somebody is
going to get a belly full of lead.” She
smiled at Rush. “If you’re not care-
ful, it'll be you.”

Rush said, “ Thanks. I’ll be care-
ful.” He watched the old lady, the
pasty faced men, and the negroes file
out. The men glanced at him from the
corners of their eyes as they went. He
knew what they were thinking: that
tomorrow he would be dead.

IT

HE apartment house was situated

where the Montgomery highway

first begins to coil upward over
the mountains. ‘““He’s being very
respectable indeed,” Steve Rush
thought, pausing just outside the glow
of a street-light to look at the build-
ing.

He circled the building and found an
alley in the back, a locked delivery door.
From his pocket he took a huge bunch
of keys and after some two minutes
the door swung open. He pulled it
shut again, went down the alley and
along the street to a corner drugstore
where he put in a telephone call. Then
he went back to the alley door, slipped
through, and closed it behind him,

He had no trouble finding Bonaldi’s
apartment on the fourth floor. For
two full minutes he listened outside the
door, then went to work with his keys.
Another two minutes and the door
opened. He stepped over the sill into
darkness. With a flashlight he ex-
amined the apartment, found nothing.
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He pulled an overstuffed chair close
against the wall on the left of the door
and sat down to wait. Occasionally
he smoked, keeping the cigarette so
cupped in the palm of his hand that no
glow escaped. His lank body was
completely relaxed, but his eyes were
wide open, the tips of his nostrils
slightly dilated. The slightest odor,
sound or movement would have sent
an alarm screaming to his brain. He
was playing with death and he knew it.
Though he rested comfortably, he was
keenly alert.

Two, three, four hours dragged by.
The red line of Rush’s mouth curled
upward slightly as he thought that
Bonaldi was probably waiting for him
outside the house where he had met the
counterfeit shovers earlier that night—
waiting to kill.

It was almost dawn when someone
touched the outside of the door. While
the key still scraped on the lock Steve
Rush came to his feet. One utterly
silent stride put him where the opening
door would shelter him. How many
men were coming in he didn’t know.
They would be ready to murder him,
while he couldn’t afford to kill, even in
self defense, since he had no legal right
to be there.

A man cursed. Another one an-
swered him. At least two of them,
Rush thought. Every muscle of his
body was rock hard and motionless.
He held a police positive in his left
hand, the flash light in his right. The
door swung open.

A man came in, paused just over the
sill.  “ Where in hell’s the light ?”

“Here.” It was Bonaldi’s voice.
Rush heard his hand fumbling along
the wall.

Steve Rush stepped forward. The
thud of his gun barrel striking the
man’s head was the first sound he had



THE COUNTERFEIT COUNTERFEITER

caused in the room. Breath hissed
from the fellow’s open mouth and he
folded. At the same instant light burst
in the room.

Rush and Bonaldi stared at one an-
other across a space of some ten feet.

T seemed to both men that for a
long while all motion was sus-
pended and they faced each other

like two wax figures in a deserted side-
show: Bonaldi half crouched, one hand
still on the wall switch, the other hand
close to his coat lapel; Rush, tall and
with his face blackened by beard, hold-
ing the pistol with his left hand, the
flashlight in his right. In fact, how-
ever, there was never an instant when
both of them were not moving.
Bonaldi’s hand went inside his coat and
came out with the same motion, swing-
ing an automatic. Rush was plunging
forward.

He was too far away! Rush saw
that even as Bonaldi’s gun cleared the
coat lapel. A bullet would get him be-
fore he could reach the other man!
With a flip of his left wrist he flung
his gun, still charging in. It whirled
straight for Bonaldi’s face.

Instinctively, the gangster ducked.
That was the added second that Rush
had wanted. His left hand slapped on
the automatic. His right hand smashed
downward with the flashlight. Bonaldi
moaned and went down, glass tinkling
on the floor from the broken light.

With no break in his action Steve
Rush scooped up both guns, cropped
them into his pockets while diving for
the door and closing it. There was a
desk across the room with paper and
ink. With his right hand, awkwardly
since he was left handed, he printed a
note.

Tell your boss Bonaldi will be
of no more use to him. Neither
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will you, if you try to be smart.
Tell him I'll give him five days to
clear out of town or take my
proposition.

He stuck the note between the
clenched fingers of the first man he
had knocked unconscious.

Bonaldi was moaning slightly, eye-
lids twitching. “ The flashlight wasn’t
heavy enough,” Rush thought. He
took Bonaldi’s gun from his pocket,
weighing it with his left hand. Then
he struck the gunman above the ear.
He went limp without a sound. Rush
put the gun in his pocket again, tossed
Bonaldi over his shoulder, and went out
of the room into the hall.

He walked down the stairs. On the
second floor a woman came otit of an
apartment and saw him. Her mouth
opened as though she were going to
scream.,

“ He jush had one dwink too mush,”
Rush said, wavering a little, and kept
going. Behind him the woman laughed.

He went out of the back door into
the dark alley. A police wagon stood
nearby without lights, although the
motor was running. A man in uniform
stepped out of the wagon, whispered,
“That you?”

Rush said, “Yes.” He tossed the
unconscious figure from his shoulder
into the wagon. ‘““Don'’t let anybody
see him. Keep him locked in solitary.
He’s supposed to be dead.”

The policeman grinned. “ He’s play-
in’ the role good.” A moment later
the wagon purred out of the alley. A
block away the lights switched on.

HE following night the old lady
and the other four shovers re-
ported at Rush’s apartment. They
had three new workers with them, and
there was a look of respect in the eyes
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of everyone. Rush greeted them with-
out words, the sharply chiseled lines
of his face making him look more
gaunt and dark than ever.

“Well!” the old lady said. She
perched bird-like on the edge of a chair,
her head cocked to one side. “ We
noticed that Bonaldi wasn’t in the hotel
lobby tonight.”

““I knew he ain’t gwinea be there,” a
negro said. “I seed Mistur Tomaselli
on de street dis mawnin’ and he say
somebody konked him on the head las’
night an’ kill Mistur Bonaldi an’ run
off wid his body.”

“Who is this fellow Tomaselli?”
Rush asked.

The old lady nodded sweetly. “ Just
another cheap hood like that guy
Bonaldi. But I've heard that he shoots
very straight.”

Rush said, “ If he shoots, it better
be straight.” Then he got down to the
business of the night. For twenty-five
dollars he sold the shovers five queer
twenty dollar bills each. He had never
before aided in the distribution of
queer money and the red line of his
mouth twisted into a crooked grin as he
did so. He was beyond the law now,
but it was better to add to the number
of phonies being passed for several
days than to allow the steady flood of
it to continue indefinitely. And this
was the only way. He fiad to take the
job from the big shot who now con-
trolled it. If he couldn’t find his way
to that man, he’d force the man to come
to him.

“Be back tomorrow night for an-
other hundred,” Rush told the shovers
before he sent them out. ““ And bring
more men with you. If they want to
work, they’re going to work for me.
I’ve told you I was taking over this
town, and I'm doing it.”

“ It sho’ sound dat way after what
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happen to Mistur Bonaldi,” one of the
negroes said. ‘‘But dis other guy,
who ever he am, am bad. I’se scared.”

“T’ll look after him,” Rush said.

During the three days that followed,
death stalked Steve Rush constantly,
waiting for the error that every human
being makes sooner or later. “ One of
us is going to slip first,” Rush thought.
“ And the one who does . . .” His lean
hands gestured, palms upward.

More and more men came each night
to buy their queer money from Steve
Rush, and he knew that he was eating
into the other man’s business. Since
Bonaldi’s disappearance, Rush’s fame
had spread and the underworld turned
to him. But the man who had con-
trolled this racket was not going to
give up so easily. Steve Rush knew
that. He knew that he had to make
only one error—and die. He never
went out of his house in the daytime,
although he kept a constant watch
from behind curtained windows. When
he went out at night it was through the
back way, lurking always in dense
shadows. He did not dare telephone
McDowell, the local T-man chief, or
the police, from his house for fear the
wire had been tapped. When he slept
it was only a half-doze, with every
nerve constantly alert.

HEN came the first break. It was

on the third night while the old

lady and three shovers were in
his house to buy queer. He was seated
back of his desk talking to them when
the door of the room opened and two
men came in. Each carried a sub-
machine gun. Cloth masks hid their
faces.

Silence burst like thunder in the
room as they came over the sill. The
line of shovers broke, flowing to each
side and leaving a clear path between
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the machine guns and Steve Rush.
The air was suddenly electric, charged
with a hidden and terrific current that
nceded only a twitching finger to set
it bursting into death. To Rush the
muzzles of the tommy guns seemed as
large as his face, eating his gaze into
their black depths.

One of the men spoke through his
mask. “ The boss said to come while
there were shovers here. He wants ’em
to see who’s running this town. He
wants 'em to see what’ll happen to ’em
if they quit him again.”

“That’s good,” Rush said. His
voice was utterly toneless, but with a
strained sound. His eyes were wide,
expressionless, his nostrils dilated.
Sweat began to stand in large beads
across his forehead. “1I want these
men to see for themselves whom they
ought to work for. But do you think
it polite to shoot me while the old
lady’s present?” Even as he spoke a
gray fog was coiling up from the floor
just behind the gunmen.

The old lady said spryly, “ It’s going
to be a hell of a mess, but I've seen
worse things before.”

“Still,”” Rush said, “I

“think . . .” The fog coiled higher.

One gunman said, ““ Shut up, Punk.
Do you want to stand up or do you
want to take it sitting down?”

“1 think”—Rush’s voice was husky
now, tense—‘I’ll stand up.” In that
same instant the coiling fog spewed
upward, enveloping the gunmen. Steve
Rush went over with a crash behind
his desk. A man screamed. There
was a ripping blast of fire. Then hell
burst in the room as the shovers began
to shriek.

The gunmen staggered through the
door, clawing at their eyes, flinging
wild spurts of shot into the walls and
ceiling.

don’t
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With cool precision Rush took a
gas mask from the bottom drawer of
his desk, put it on. He pulled the
police positive from under his coat.
But he did not hurry into the hall. He
wanted the gunmen to escape, because
if he shot one or both of them there
would be a trial and the whole case on
which he was working would fall
through. So by the time he reached
the front door the gunmen were gone.
He went back into the tear gas-filled
room and helped out the shovers who
hadn’t already escaped.

The old lady stood at the front of
the hall, dabbing at streaming eyes
with a handkerchief. She looked like
the portrait of a mother weeping at
sorrow. “ Well, you sure took them
easy,” she said. ‘“How the hell did
you do it?”

“Tear gas, with a release under the
desk to be pushed with my foot,” Rush
explained. “I knew this fellow would
make a play for me sooner or later and
I got the house fixed up with dozens
of tricks. They won’t take me in here,
that’s certain.”

The rout of the gunmen was what
turned the trick. After that all the local
underworld came to Steve Rush. He
had dozens of shovers, professional and
amateur, wanting to buy queer from
him. He had secured several thousand
dollars of counterfeit from McDowell
and now let out as little as possible,
stalling whenever he could.

But he had to let most of them have
some each day in order to keep their
allegiance.

“ The final break is coming soon,” he
thought. “ The next time, I win—or
die.” So far he had won over the un-
known gangster, but neither had made
a real error. The penalty for that error
would be death. Slipping out of his
house at night he mailed a letter to Mc-
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Dowell, taking what precautions were
possible,

III

FTER the shovers left one night,
the old lady remained behind,
sitting nervously in her chair and

twisting a handkerchief. Her small,
pert face was drawn into anxious lines.
The old-fashioned hat sat ridiculously
on the side of her head.

“Well ?” Rush asked. He stood near
the door, watching.

She said, “ I—I've got a message for
you. It’s from the fellow who used to
be in charge of the queer racket.”

Rush’s whole body jerked taut. He
leaned forward on the balls of his feet,
the sharp angles of his face growing
clearer as his jaw tightened. The last
move of the game had come now, he
knew.

“ He wants you to come to see him,”
the old lady said. She looked up sud-
denly, almost brightly. “ My personal
opinion is that he wants a good chance
to fill your belly with lead.”

“ Do you know him?” Rush’s voice
was flat as he asked the question.

“I never saw him in my life. But
I’ve an idea who he is. He telephoned
me.”

“Why doesn’t he come here?”
Again the toneless quality was in his
voice.

“He said he wanted you to come
where he has his presses. Then you
could look them over and make a deal
with him. But as I said,” she remarked
calmly, “ my idea is he wants a chance
to bump you off and is afraid to tackle
you here.”

For a long moment then Steve Rush
stood motionless, body tilted forward
on the balls of his feet, muscle ridging
the angular lines of his jaw. He knew
what it meant to walk into the other
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man’s trap. But it seemed the only way.
He wanted those presses—and proof.

He said, “ What's the address?”

“ And I was beginning to like you,”
the old lady said. ‘““But I reckon it
doesn’t matter. I'll work for whichever
one is living.” She shook her gray
head. “Let’s get started. I'm sup-
posed to take you there.”

“ Okay,” Rush said. *“ But you won'’t
mind if I dictate our method of getting
out of this house and the way we travel.
Of course, I don’t suspect a double-
cross, but this fellow might have
planned on the way you’d bring me.”

“ Any way you like. I'mnot soold 1
want to get knocked off by a stray bul-
let.”

They went out the back, Rush keep-
ing the old lady ahead of him and hug-
ging the shadows. Four blocks away
they called a taxi, later changed to a
You-Drive-It which Rush examined
carefully before accepting it. From
there on he followed the old lady’s in-
structions only as to the general direc-
tion, but finally they reached the place,
a hulking warehouse just off First
Avenue.

In the alley behind the warehouse
Rush left his car. “ We go in here,”
the old lady said, rapping three times
on a huge, closed door, pausing, and
striking twice more. The door slid
open.

Rush kept close to it as it opened,
moving sideways with it. He spoke
loudly, ““ The guy who opened this door
come out in the open.” There was a
moment’s silence, then Tomaselli, the
gunman that he had knocked out in
Ponaldi’s apartment, appeared on the
sill. '

“ All right,” Rush said. ““ Back in-
side.” He followed the man and the old
lady, his police positive in his left hand,
stood aside while Tomaselli closed the
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door. Then he said, “ You can show me
to the head man now. It’s not that [
don’t trust him. I just want to make
sure.”

T was a huge, dully lighted, bare
space across which they moved,
Tomaselli first, then the old lady,

and Rush behind, his gun drawn. A
flight of dusty stairs opened on the
right and they went down to come sud-
denly on a large room, the center of
which was brilliantly lighted although
the walls were in shadow. In that first
glimpse Rush saw enough to know that
here were presses and engraving equip-
ment capable of turning out thousands
of dollars of counterfeit money each
day. He was in the right place at last!

Behind him a voice said, “ Don’t
move, guy, unless you want to be cut in
twenty parts!”

Rush felt his whole body jerk,
stiffen. His heart struck savagely at his
ribs, and seemed to stop altogether. The
air drained from his lungs, leaving
them empty and aching. The voice be-
hind him was that of the man who had
come to kill him at his house. One
move and a machine gun would blast
his spine apart.

Somehow Rush kept his voice steady
despite the pain in his lungs. He said,
“ Don’t shoot until you ask your boss.”
As he spoke the old lady turned. She
was facing squarely into Rush’s revol-
ver. A finger held the trigger tight
against the guard; his thumb on the up-
raised hammer was all between the old
woman and death. Beyond her Toma-
selli stood poised, hands empty but
ready.

The old lady looked at the gun in
Rush’s hand and her mouth opened,
“Why...why...?”

Rush said, “ You needn’t ask ques-
tions, Pete. If you want that hood be-
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hind me to pull his trigger, just tell him.
But you know that before I fall I'll
pull this trigger. And you know where
the slug will land. You can kill me,
but you can’t do it without killing your-
self. You better think carefully, Pete.”

All the sweetness went out of the old
lady’s face. It hardened and the mouth
curled savagely. The voice dropped an
octave, became semi-masculine. “ How
in hell do you know who I am?”

“Simple enough,” Rush said.
“Your third finger is longer than your
first; you don’t hold your legs as far
apart sitting down as a woman. Four
or five other things made me suspect
you weren’t a woman. And if you
weren't, then you were probably Pete
Nelson. Working my job you keep a
close track on most crooks. Pretty
Petey the boys used to call you.”

Pete Nelson cursed. “I thought you
were a damn T Man. That money you
were handing out didn’t all come from
the same press. And the shovers that
worked for you never got pinched. It
all tied up, but I wasn’t sure.”

HE red line of Rush’s mouth

twisted the dark stubble of his

beard. “You couldn’t be sure.
And if I wasn’t a government man you
had to get me out of the way. You
were afraid to try any move in my
place, so you brought me here. That
was where you made an error.”

Nelson said, “ Okay, I slipped. But
you came and that was your error. It’s
better fun to gut a Treasury man than
some cheap crook.”

“ Maybe,” Rush said. “ But when
you tell this fellow back of me to shoot,
think of what is going to happen to
your belly. It’s a stalemate, Pete. You
better take me to the door and let me
out.”

“ What we gonna do, Boss?”’ It was
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the man behind Rush.
down?”

“Wait a minute,” Nelson cried.
“Wait!” And then Rush saw his cyes
flicker toward the shadows to his left.
A smile touched the gangster’s face.
“Wait a minute,” he said. ‘“ He’s not
coing to shoot as long as we stand here
because youll kill him if he does.
There’s plenty of time to think.” Again
his eyes flickered toward the shadows.

Rush looked at the same instant, let-
ting his gaze whip to one side and back
agairn.. But in that second he had seen
enough. A shadow, denser than the
others, was moving softly along the far
wall of the room. There had been the
dull gleam of a rifle barrel and of tele-
scopic sights.

Another one of Nelson’s gunmen
was moving to get a clear shot at his
gunhand! Rush pulled it close as pos-
sible, turned to shelter it with his body.
But he couldn’t turn too far and still
cover Pete. Soomner or later the man
would get a clear shot. A marksman
with a rifle could take the gun out of his
hand. Then the man behind him would
open fire. If he swung to shoot at the
marksman, the man behind would get
him first.

There wasn’t a chance!

“ Figure a way out of this one,” Pete
Nelson said. “ You can shoot me down,
or you can live three or four minutes
longer until Nick gets a bead on your
hand. Which are you going to do,
Tough Fellow?”

“I’'m going to live the extra min-
utes,” Rush said. He had twisted as
far as possible to shelter his hand and
cover Nelson. But the gunman was no
longer making any attempt to keep hid-
den and was moving rapidly. The
sweat streamed across Rush’s forehead
to slide into his eyes and burn.

“ He’ll have you in another minute,”

“Do I cut him
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Nelson sneered. “ Why don’t you plug
me now, unless you are yellow?”

The answer came from the shadowed
foot of the stairs. ““ He won’t need to.
We'll be taking you off to the Federal
Pen, unless we can prove some of these
past murders on you.” McDowell came
striding into the light, a revolver in his
right hand. Behind him the shadows
filled with Treasury men and local
police.

Rush felt as though his knees were
wabbling under him with relief, but he
kept his voice steady, his face calm.
“You see, Pete, we wanted to clean up
the whole bunch of crooks when we
went to work, shovers and all. So
Treasury men tailed everybody who
bought queer from me, getting evidence
that they passed it, but not making any
pinches until the time was ready. They
trailed the sweet old lady too, but she
never passed any. She never took any
chance of getting caught. It seemed
fishy.”

He turned to McDowell. “ You were
late getting here. I was thinking that
maybe you hadn’t got my letter to tail
me wherever I went, or had lost my
trail on the way down. I figured the
head man of this ring would be wanting
me to come to him soon. That’s why 1
wanted you to tail me. But I was
afraid to come straight as the old lady
told me, because she might have some-
body planted on the way to knock me
off. T was afraid I'd lost you while
dodging them.”

“You would have,” McDowell said,
“if the oil gauge of your car hadn’t
leaked. When we lost you, we could
follow the trail.”

“ That’s why I opened it,” Rush said.
He looked at Nelson. “ Your error was
in not watching me as carefully as I
watched you. I opened that gauge when
I rented the car.”
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Special Agent (G-Man)
Secret Service Operative
Post Office Inspector
Customs Patrol
Immigration Patrol
Anti-Narcotic Agent
Parole Investigator
Prison Keeper

Internal Revenue Agent
Alcohol Tax Agent

Could You Qualify as—

Police Patrolman
Police Detective
Policewoman
Fingerprint Expert
State Trooper
Crime Prevention
Investigator
Probation Officer
Criminologist
Police Radio Expert
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This department will give

you every week typical

questions asked in civil
service examinations.

Account Clerk Test

HE test for senior account clerk given

below was actually used, during 1935,

in an eastern state, and while the same
test will not likely be given again in pre-
cisely the same language, it may neverthe-
less be considered a uniform test for this
type of position. Applicants who took it
were eighteen years or over and the job
paid $1,200 to start. A minimum rating
of 60 was required for each part and a
general average of 70 on the entire test.

SectioN ONE. Education.

Q 1—For what position are you taking
this examination?

Q 2—Name the courses you have taken,
other training or education.

SectioN Two. Duties.

Q 3—Explain the meaning of five of the
following: (a) a resource; (b) buying on
account; (c) inventory; (d) overdraft;
(e) liability; (f) savings account; (g)
requisition; (h) sight draft.

Q 4—(a) What is a trial balance? Its

object?  When taken? Does a true trial
balance prove that the accounts are cor-
rect? Explain,

SECcTION THREE. Letter Writing,

Q 5—Write a letter to Mr. John Doe,
22 High St, Washington, recommending
a friend of yours (you to assume a name)
for the position of senior account clerk in
a state department. Give his or her edu-
cation, experience and other qualifications,
and why you believe he (or she) would be
a good senior account clerk. This letter will
be rated as to spelling, punctuation, pen-
manship, sentence structure, paragraphing,
content and arrangement.

Q 6—On the (show your work) first
Saturday of each month of the fiscal year
ending June 30, 1912, the wholesale price
of raw rubber in the United States was
$1.45, $1.87, $1.92, $2.03, $1.84, $1.75,
$1.76, $1.84, $2.06, $2.80, $2.47, $2.28
respectively. What was the average price
for the year and what percentage increase
or decrease was the average over the price
during the first month?

Q 7—1In a hospital having 1,048 inmates
there were consumed the following
articles; fresh meat, 206,710 lbs. average
price 19 cents per lb.; smoked meat, 7,614
lbs., average price 23 cents per lb.; canned
meat, 6,520 lbs., average price 17%4 cents
per lb.; poultry, 3,672 lbs., average price
32 cents per lb. Find the total cost and the
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cost per capita and show all your work.
SectioN Four. Financial Records, Prac-
lices and Terms.

Q 8—Fill each blank space in the fol-
lowing with a word or short phrase so as
to make the statement complete and true.

(a) Two common systems of bookkeep-
ing are ... ands e

(b) Money paid for the current use of
money is called

(c) In bookkeeping parlance, CPA
means ... _

(d) Controlling accounts are usually
kept in the ... ledger.

Q 9—Which of the following is true or
false? (a) Interest earned is an asset; (b)
a financial statement is the same as a bal-
ance sheet; (c) prepaid rent is an asset;
(d) a check bearing date of a legal holiday
is wvalid.

SectioN FIvE. Mark with a check the
answer you select among the following:

Q 9—You work in an office which opens
at 9 AM., but your immediate superior
hardly ever reports until 9.30 AM. You
should

(a) Report promptly for work at 9.

(b) Time your coming so as to arrive at
the office just ahead of your immediate
superior.

(c) Report the situation to the depart-
ment head.

(d) Warn your immediate superior that
he will get into trouble unless he changes
his ways.

The attitude of a senior account clerk to
his subordinates should be (a) strict; (b)
confidential; (c) neutral; (d) firm.

SEcTION S1x. Understanding and follow-
ing written directions.

Q 10—(a) Indicate by a cross in the
last column (at right) the youngest em-
ployee listed.

Title  Sex Age Tardy Salary

Typist...... M 17 1 3] 80057 s
Checker......... M 21 1 $1200 - i
Typist....... F 19 8 %950 e
Cashier...... M 24 0  $2500 e
Typist...... F 26 3 1000+ s
.M 19 5 $ 720 e

Erser8 2 Prr2lg o

(b) Indicate by placing a zero in the
last column the female employee earning
the highest salary.

(¢) Indicate by a cross in the last col-
umn the oldest male employee.

DETECTIVE FICTION

WEEKLY

(d) What percentage of difference is
there between the highest salary and the
lowest?

(e) Assuming that the above employees
work six days a week and a day’s pay is
docked for 6 instances of tardiness, which
employee in the list would be docked and
how much would be deducted? Indicate
the employee by a plus sign in the last
column.

Key answers will not be provided. If
you believe the test is an easy one, and
you have made a high mark, do not as-
sume you have passed the basis of this
written test. In selecting candidates for
eligible lists examiners usually subject each
one to a personal interview during which
any number and type of questions may be
asked. In general practice the personal
interview carries a weight of from 20% to
40% in the final marking. Oral tests,
however, are passing out where candidates
are required also to take a written test.

INTERPRETING THE LAW

In a recent Civil Service test adminis-
tered to a class of 410 civilians seeking ap-
pointments as patrolmen, 125 of the as-
piring competitors protested that they
were required to have a lawyer’s knowl-
edge of the criminal code. The 125 had
failed on one question. On appeal to the
Civil Service Commission, they were over-
ruled. Here is the question:

A section of the local penal code pro-
vides that ““ any person who willfully burns
or sets on fire in the night time, a dwelling
house in which there is a human being at
the time, or a building, car, vessel, vehicle,
structure, knowing a human being is there-
in at the time is guilty of arson in the first
degree.” You, as a patrolman, are con-
fronted with this case: Brown set fire to a
storage building in the yard of a dwelling
house in which the owner was sleeping.
The owner was aroused before the dwelling
caught fire, but remained therein until the
building was burning. With what degree
of arson would you charge Brown?

The 125 who missed gave the same an-
swer—first degree arson—and  were
marked wrong, whereupon they protested
claiming that they were required by that
question to possess a lawyer’s knowledge
of the law. The Civil Service Commission
ruled that it was not a matter of a knowl-
edge of the law, but rather a matter of in-
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terpreting a law which was given in full on
the test paper. The correct answer should
have been, the commission held, that the
degree of arson committed by Brown could
not be fixed until it was known to the pa-
trolman whether the fire was set during
the day or night time,

Such questions often occur in police
tests and lead to considerable grief. It’s
really not a matter of knowing the law
but rather a matter of being able to read
a law clearly and understand its meaning.
And you'll run across these seemingly
tricky questions in many Federal Civil
Service tests for government police jobs.

Lawyers write the laws and often em-
ploy legal phraseology and sentence con-
struction which involve the law in compli-
cations, at least complications which puz-
zle the lay mind. In order to simplify this
type of legal question for readers who may
go in for a police test, G-2 submitted the
question above to a prominent police in-
spector who has trained thousands of po-
lice rookies.

“ The only thing to do when a man runs
up against a test requiring the interpreta-
tion of a complicated law,” said the in-
spector, “ is to break it down into its sev-
eral parts, like this: (1) any person who
willfully burns or sets on fire; (2) in the
night time; (3) a dwelling house, in which
there is @ human being at the time, or (4)
a building, car, vessel, vehicle, structure;
(5) knowing a human being is therein at
the time (6) is guilty of arson in the first
degree.”

Even the most complicating master-
pieces written by lawyers, the inspector
added, could be broken down or dissected
in this manner. If you will apply the
breaking down process to the question
miffed by the 125 aspiring pavement
pounders it will be seen that the element
missing in the case of arsonist Brown was
the time he applied his torch.

STATE POLICE DATA

About half of the letters which come to
us from readers ask for information as to
procedure in getting an appointment to
state police organizations. In the order
of their age we present a list of state police
organizations and other details for which
most readers ask.

PENNSYLVANIA. Training course 3
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to 5 months. Apply to Commander, State
Police, Harrisburg, Pa.

CONNECTICUT. Training course 10
weeks. Apply to Superintendent, State
Police, Hartford, Conn.

MICHIGAN. Training period 4 to 6
weeks. Apply Commander State Police,
Lansing, Mich.

NEW YORK. Training period 6 weeks.
Appointment for 2 years. Apply to Com-
mander State Police, Albany, N. Y.

WEST VIRGINIA. Training period 2
months. Apply to Commander, State Po-
lice, Charleston, W. Va.

MASSACHUSETTS. Training period
3 months. By enlistment. Apply Super-
intendent, State Police, Boston, Mass.

NEW JERSEY. Training period 3
months. Apply Superintendent State Po-
lice, Trenton, N. ]J.

RHODE ISLAND. Apply Superintend-
ent State Police, Providence, R. 1.

MAINE. Apply Superintendent State
Police, Augusta, Me.

OREGON. Apply
State Police, Salem, Ore.

The Texas Rangers, though sometimes
referred to as a state police organization,.
is not so regarded in official quarters. It
is, however, the granddaddy of all state-
wide police services, having been organized
in 1835. The pay of a state trooper ranges
from $500 to $9oo for recruits in training,
to $2700 for senior patrolmen. Recently
four states have added state police detec-
tive bureaus. Men for this work usually
are selected from among the existing pa-
trol staffs. The pay of a state police de-
tective ranges from $2100 to $3000. In
some states the commander of troopers
may select from among outsiders men he
deems specially suited for state detective
work. Just now, commanders have more
applications from candidates for both pa-
trol and detective work than they know
what to do with. The list of state police
organizations given above does not include
State Highway Police forces. Five states
maintain a separate police force to handle
highway traffic and motor vehicle law vio-
lations. Frequently motor vehicle police
are mistaken for state troopers and nothing
more thoroughly ruffles a state trooper
than to be made the victim of such an
error.

Superintendent,

Next Week—Sample Bookkeeper Test



Picking Your

Own Pocket

This is the fifty-eighth of a series of articles
exposing business rackets that cost you
billions of dollars every year! Mr. Wrent-
more is an authority on swindles and
frauds, well known to legal, financial and
commercial associations.—The Editor.

TRANGE as it may seem, some
Speople gyp themselves, although

in most instances the process is
competently aided and abetted by those
who stand to profit most. Negligence
in protecting yourself against the gyp
is one way of ‘“Picking Your Own
Pocket.”

When the government inaugurated
the Better Housing program there
were, and still are, plenty of hitch-
hikers ready to thumb their way back
to prosperity at your expense. Pro-
moters organized firms with titles
which incorporated such words as
“ Federal,” “ U. S.,” ““ Interstate,” etc.,
and one of them devised a name which
enabled it to use the initials, “ N.R.A.”

These promoters, masquerading as
contractors, although lacking the ex-
perience, reputation and equipment, ob-
tained contracts for building and re-
modeling homes and then farmed out
the work to whichever company would
do the job at the lowest price, with
no regard to responsibility, ability or
satisfaction to the customer—but the
customer paid|

Own Your Own Home

By
Frank Wrentmore

They paid because they signed * cog-
novit notes,” which the promoter ex-
plained offhandedly to be simply “ cred-
it information” to submit with an ap-
plication for a government loan. Had
he described it by the more familiar
term of “ judgment note ”” he would, of
course, have placed the victim on his
guard. The word “ cognovit ” is also
in the dictionary, and the definition is
quite lucid. It means “a confession of
judgment.”

Reputable firms lost contracts be-
cause they were unwilling to equal the
promises and methods of the irrespon-
sible promoter-contractors who, in a
number of cases were merely ““ advance
fee ” artists claiming to have a “ pull
with Federal Loan officials or * special
financial connections.”

The danger isn’t over. The home-
buyer or home-builder who is not fa-
miliar with the tricks of the unscrupu-
lous is easy to fool, so I am going to
erect a few danger signals for those
who are going to build or buy a home.

Get a good lawyer to close the con-
tract. Don’t depend on your own
knowledge of the intricate laws of con-
tractstosafeguard youagainstloss. The
lawyer’s fee is a form of insurance on
the amount of money covered by the
contract. Hire your lawyer to keep you
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out of trouble, not after vou are in it
up to your neck. lle may not be able
to help you then.

Insist upon title examination and in-
surance before the contract is signed.
If you fail to do this, you may have
trouble when you want to transfer title
or borrow money on your property.

Likewise you should have your prop-
erty surveyed by a licensed surveyor, to
assure yourself that you are not buy-
ing or building on property that be-
longs to someone else and which may
later cause you expensive litigation.

OOK over the ground carefully.
You should observe the grades ad-
jacent to your property to guard

against the possibility of having surface
water drain toward your basement.

If you are purchasing just a lot, and
particularly if it is in a new subdivi-
sion where certain improvements are
promised, such as paving, sewers, side-
walks, curbing, gas and even water and
electricity—when such promises are
made to you, don’t fail to have them
put in writing, also have in writing
who is to pay for such improvements.
Down’t do business with any firm which
will not put oral promises in writing.
They don’t intend to keep them.

If you are going to build a house,
before you buy your lot, make absolute-
ly certain that the kind of a home you
are planning is permitted under the
Building Code and Zoning Laws.

If you are going to build a home,
get an architect and pay him a fee to
supervise the construction of your
house. Remember, you are going to
live there for a long time. Follow his
advice when you select your contractor,
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but be sure and get one whose reputa-
tion for good work and fair dealing
has been established. His may not be
the lowest bid, but it may be the cheap-
est when all things are considered. You
cannot get something for nothing.

A low bid may be comparable to
cheap merchandise and the contractor
who gives you an extremely low bid,
may, in the end, make a large profit by
taking advantage of your lack of
knowledge—unless you have a super-
vising architect — of the different
grades of material and workmanship.
He can make substitutions and skimp
his work. Substitutions of inferior
grades of lumber, second grade mill
work, poor roofing materials and other
items will cost you dearly.

There is much watered paint in the
market and cheap paint is no bargain
at any price. Good paint and quality
material is essential to the durability
and permanence of home construction.
Make sure that plumbing, heating and
electrical work is installed by licensed
contractors and that they use standard
equipment. To avoid mechanic’s liens
and subsequent litigation, find out be-
fore paying the contractor in full if
he has paid for all the work and ma-
terial. Get the receipted bills.

If you are planning to build your
home on a payment basis, see that this
is set up in the beginning, so that you
may know the amount of your pay-
ments and that they are within your
income or means, thereby guarding
against possible loss due to your inabil-
ity to meet the payments,

Seek and follow competent advice at
every step. Remember the fable of the
three little pigs and the big bad wolf!

Next Week—Doctor Bunk



Solving Cipher Secrets

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, 0, n, i, are the
most used in our language.

So if the puzzle maker has

DMACA'’S Cryptic Square Root, No. X-29,
published two weeks ago, was novel not only
in the type of the problem itself, but also in

the colloquial form of the key phrase. The puzzle
is given below, with answer and key, so that you
m';ly check over your results if you failed to
solve it.

YUOTAU(UYE §76127(759
LI, a9
TKY) SOT 145) 861
UAY 725
TYIE) TNOAU 1509)13627
TNYST 13581
KO 46
Key: o 1234 567 809
I TANK YOUSE
The multiplication Y X Y = Y, where Y must
be 5 or 6, provided entry to this puzzle. Noting

these values, symbol T in TKY X Y = UAY
would have to be 7, to avoid a four-digit product
in UAY. Next, using the sequence YO indicated
in the third subtraction, T (1) — Y = O would
give 5 and 6, respectively, for Y and O. Where-
upon symbol K would follow as ¢ in the sequence
KY shown in the first subtraction. And the rest
of the problem would unfold in like manner.

The importance of final y in the solution of a
cryptogram was well illustrated in last week’s
Inner Circle cipher, No. 270 by U. U. Jeff. ¥
can often be identified by its low frequency
coupled with its use mostly in the final position.
And when it occurs in non-final end positions,
it is often followed by such suffixes as -s, -ed, -er,
-ing, etc.

In No. 270, svmbol X reacted as y, being used
but twice altogether, and once as a final letter.
Whereupon the ending -BML, following X in
HXBML, could be tried as -ing Using these
letters, LDLMN (g-ng-) would become gangs or
gongs, with the former leading to wvigilant for

M. E. OHAVER
‘“ Sunyam ”

used X to represent e, X will

probably appear very fre-

quently. Combinations of let-
ters will also give you clues.
Thus, the affixes -ing, -iou,
-ally are frequent. Read the
helpful hints at the begin-
ning of this department each
week. The first cryptogram
each week is the easiest.

CBLBEDMS (-igi-an-). Thus to ABCDE (-ival),
evidently rival; and so on.

Now for this week’s puzzles! P. B. Spofford’s
division problem employs a key phrase numbered
01234 56789. Note L — L — C for the value of
C.UX Y =Land U X B = L will show if
U and L are odd or even. In Captain Kidd's
crypt, consider Z and -’O, and the phrases YDL
Z, YDL LPU, and PZO LPU. Then complete
XFOLO and XUGLO.

A comparison of RFZ and the phrase RFZ'E
AFXOX will unlock RXX in Segro’s contribution,
leading also to *TXAXNA and the starred groups
8, 9, and 10. Observe the endings -YYVY and
-VY in G. Hirano’s cryptogram. Then fill in the
pattern groups YAVBXNNY and UNNVBVG.
Next, supply the middle letter in BUSGY and the
two middle letters in BVPSBG.

Try to guess *ESBEYS by its peculiar pattern,
in Arthur Tebbe’s construction. If your guess
is right, you can readily identify HEY, YNNEHU,
and YEN. Find your own leads in Waltraw’s
pangrammatic Inner Circle cipher! A solution of
No. 276 and the answers to all of this week’s
puzzles will appear next week. -Asterisks indicate
capitalization.

No. 271—Cryptic Division. By P. B. Spofford.
YRLU)MYLPUL(TYB
ULBY

AMRU
A0 12N L

R
R

ol

A
A

o=
[l

!
o
Q

140



SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 141

No. 272—Universal Sport. By Captain Kidd.
ZG ZDLF VHNEUH'O KNXUGOU XFOI.O YDL Z TUR XUGLO,

YDL LPU PFKVUH PZO LPU BHNENKUSU FT PDGLNGS
BUVUOLHNZGO TFH Z RPFKU AUZH!

No. 273—Welcome Arrival. By Segro.
DVZND! DVZND! “RFZ'E AFXOX?” “*TXAXNA.” “*TXA-

XNA RFZ?” “*TXAXNAGLX *UGNAGZV *RXXDHK!"'—DVZ-
ND! DVZND! “RFZ'E AFXOX?” “RXX.” “RXX RFZ?” “RX-
XDHK NOKYAZSOBPE!”

No. 274—Spreading the Net. By G. Hirano.
HUYYVY, LXTXRSZEVY, GVHFED YAVBXNNY PSEOA BUS-

GY, KDPSDY; AFZE TSZTRXZT, SGURVYOVZE KUD OBXC-
XZSR. KXT BVPSBG UNNVBVG!

No. 275—Imitations Preferred. By Arthur Tebbe.
BOLVC *LEAOJ SUUBL ZANU *ESBEYS FTYSVURL. LUSBL

ZYET ANBUN KNASRA. FTYSVURL POEMVTC YNNEHU
HEY YEN ZYET. UHUNCFABC GYKKC SAD. OXG! OXG!

No. 276—Objects of Art. By Waltraw.
NYCGU RGYST ZGYKVALMV, XBEVSF DYBLGKG, MLSEK

XSFLJYV PLBFY ALFZLS FGHKR-FYBPR OYSI KZGH. NYRK

XSDLVSF NBGSWV EVULOGZS HQYK AVLBE DXBPVE

LPGBR LUXTYV.
LAST WEEK’S ANSWERS

265—Key: o123 45617809 260—Gin fizzes, plus habitual buzz of
CORN FLAKES prattle of habitués of bizarre bazaar, *‘ Zee
Rendezvous,” bigwig bivouac, befuddle mo-
266—* Cocoa ” and “cacao” have a triple ronic wits of lecherous roué.
similarity, being related in meaning, spelled
with the same letters, and of like pattern. 270—Rival hoodlum gangs hijack rum-
laden truck. Ensuing fracas draws big crowd,
267—Small-town railroad bulletin: “ The vigilant police. Eight dead, four dying, six
ten o'clock train’ll go at eleven o’clock to- slightly hurt. Cops uninjured. Bravo!

night, and there’ll be no last train.” . . '
Answers to any of this week's puzzles will be

268—Broadway Bill, famous turf com- _ credited to the solver in our Cipher Solvers’ Club
municator and story teller, says: ¢ Only for November. Address: M. E. Ohaver, DETEC-
wager what you can afford to lose; but not Tive FicTion WEEKLY, 280 Broadway, New York,

what you expect to winl”



S we write this, it is evident from
trade reports and other statistics
that the nation has emerged, at

long last, from the ravages of the
Great Depression. Money is freer;
credit is more easily obtained. Once
more steel girders are rising, like skel-
etons, above New York thoroughfares.

Naturally, every reader of DETEC-
11IvE Ficrion WEEKLY has known that
times are definitely better. And with
better times, and more money circu-
lating, it is necessary for us to voice
once more our warning against that un-
scrupulous tribe, the swindlers.

Now that confidence has largely re-
turned, ill-advised persons will be lured
by countless get-rich-quick schemes.
Some of them will be legitimate—great
risks and great profits. Others will be
hottomless pits into which the unwary
will drop small fortunes.

We suggest that now, especially, is
a good time to study FRANK
WRENTMORE'’S authoritative, in-
formative articles in this magazine.
Now is the time, when in doubt
about strange financial transactions, to
get the best possible advice before in-
vesting. Like many other reliable ad-

from READERS

visors, Mr. Wrentmore will be glad to
answer letters from readers.

B LIS

The job
DEeArR EpITOR:

1 have held my peace long enough. For several
months now, FrasHEs rroM READERs has been
overrun with people who have various axes to
grind. Some of them want more serials or less
Some of them want mcre accuracy in the stories
or less. All of them are clamoring for some
radical departure from the magazine as it is now.

Well, here’s a letter from a confirmed stand-
patter. I like DeTECTIVE Fiction WEEKLY better
than any other magazine I can buy on the stands.
I have liked it to that extent for a goodly num-
ber of years. I'm perfectly satisfied to have it
remain exactly the way it is.

Some very smart stories have been appearing
in your pages. Smart stories always have. Any
single one of them would have been worth the
price of the magazine to me, and I'm not a
person to throw my money around, by any
means.

It seems to me that it's far toc much to expect
of a great magazine that it please every reader
with every story. I know in my own housechold
that when any particular issue has been digested,
there is always great difference of opinion ahout
this story and that, and their respective merits.
I assume that the same thing would be true on
a larger scale.

Personally, I like serials. They enable the au-
thor to depict his characters more in detail, and
they provide a more sustained period of consum-
ing interest. But even if there were no serials,
there is still more than enough in the magazine
to make it worth my while,

is yours, Mr. Quentin!
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FLASHES FFROM READERS

Even when I fail to work the ciphers, and skip
a couple of storics or dcpartments, 1 still am
satistied with my bargain. I wonder if there
isn't a great host of DFW readers who feel the
same way about this that I do?

Sorry to have made this squib so very long,
but I've been on the team for a long while, and
I think it’s time for someone to lead the cheering
section. EpcArR QUENTIN,

Dallas, Texas.

This was a surprise.

DEAR SIR:

I suppose you’ll be searching the map of Penn-
sylvania for Pietermaritzburg, U. S. A. when you
receive this letter. I'll gamble that few Amer-
icans realize that besides meaning United States
of America, the abbreviation U. S. A. also signifies
Union of South Africa.

I expect that I'm one of the most backward
readers you have. My cousin in Chicago bundles
up his copies of DFW and ships them on to me.
So I'm always two or three months behind
schedule. That doesn’t lessen my enjoyment of
the magazine a whit, however.

The first year I was out here (I'm working in
the branch office of a large British banking con-
cern) I would have died of loneliness had it
not been for DFW. Now, your magazine so
neatly fills my leisure time that it's troublesome
keeping up with my correspondence.

I cannot know if you've ever experienced the
pangs of nostalgia. I'm London-born, and where-
as Pietermaritzburg is a thriving little town, it
is pretty much lacking in the glamour and bustle
of the great metropolis. But vicariously, through
the agency of DFW, I have traveled the length
and breadth of the United States.

I presume that you will consider this a pointless
letter, but I have derived so much pleasure from
reading your periodical that I thought I should
tell you about it.

Yours most faithfully,
JNo. COWPERTHWAITE,
Pietermaritzburg, U. S. A.

g e e e

We're mighty glad to be able to help.

Dear EpITOR:

Well, here is one reader who is more than satis-
fied with the stories Detective FictioN WEEKLY
has been publishing. I have just finished the
September 26th issue, and it's a honey, all the
way through. Cornell Woolrich’s story, *“ Murder
in the Middle of New York,” lives up to the
little squib about it in FLASHES PROM READFRs
in every detail. It is one of the very best stories
Woolrich has ever written, and DFW is to be
complimented on publishing it, because there is
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no magazine in the country of a general type
which wouldn't have been more than giad to do
the same.

I was also glad to see L. G. Blochman in the
magazine. He is a very fine author, and this
little story by him, “ Bokor the Great,” is quite
in keeping with the usual excellence of his work.
“The False-Face Murders,” Judson P. Philips'
newest adventures of the Park Avenue Hunt Club,
are quite in character with their predecessors, and
I think that probably this is the very best story
there has ever been about Geoffrey Saville and
the others.

All the remaining stories are up to par, too,
and this turned out to be a magnificent issue.
For a number of years now, DFW has been my
favorite magazine, since I'm a shut-in-veteran—
and because of that very fact, I do most of my
adventuring in the pages of your magazine.

May I thank you most sincerely for helping me
by making my vicarious sleuthing so very en-
joyable? With all my best wishes.

Sincerely,
James QUINN,
Ft. Snelling, Minnesota.

—

A rebuttal.

DEeAR Smr:

I notice several issues back that some gentle-
man took exception to the letter I wrote you
recently. So he thinks I'm in my second child-"
hood, does he? Well, I am getting along in
years—far enough along to know better than to
bandy words with young whippersnaps.

1 still think that DFW is a swell magazine and
I still maintain that only a half-wit can expect
every story to please him.

This is just to let you know I haven't gotten
too far along.

Sincerely,
TroMmAs V. ToLLIVER,
Spokane, Washington.

e

Authors, take a bow!

DEAR SIR:

I just wanted to write in and tell you that I
think Derective Ficrion WEEkLY is a dandy
magazine. I have a couple of snobbish friends
who won’t read it, and I really feel sorry for
them for being so short-sighted and dull-witted.
I think that probably the best writing being done
in America—by the authors whose names will be
household words a few years from now—are ap-
pearing in the pages of DFW and Arcosy and a
few other high-class magazines.

Yours,
GEORGE WATSON,
Dallas, Texas.



COMING NEXT WEEK

MARTLING’S MILLIONS
By T. T. Flynn

ARTLING, the Millionaire, was giving his annual banquet for
his relatives—the most hard-bitten and hypocritical clan ever
gathered under one roof. At the end of that ill-fated feast, young
Philip Martling was murdered. Yet the murderer struck so swiftly
and secretly—so many were the possible motives—that Detective Cran-
ston was forced to confess, for the first time in his brilliant career,
that he was completely baffled. Gambling cn the uncertainties of mod-
ern black magic, he invoked the aid of Ramak, cunning wizard of
the stage, to make the dead speak the truth. . ..

FOUR THOUSAND DOLLARS CHANGE
By D. B. McCandless

ARAH WATSON, she-devil detective, wanted money and a cer-
tain shoebutton, even if it took gunplay, thievery, brazen treach-
ery and risking her own precious neck to get it! ‘

TIME AND TIDE
By Carl Clausen
LIEUTENANT LAIRD McLEE was a hopeless landlubber. He

admitted that he didn’t know a chain hook from a davit, but he
did have an unerring instinct for ferreting out murderers!

Stories by:
MAX BRAND -2 TOM CURRY
JAMES W. BOOTH

Plus the usual DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY features
by FRANK WRENTMORE, “G-2,” STOOKIE ALLEN and
M. E. OHAVER.

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY

144 D 6—1a




Bills nagging, comforts vanishing, funds
slipping, the fingers of want reaching

out for what little is left—what a torture
when jobs are hard to get and a family must
be kept alive!

Would you change the picture? Then look at

the cheering prospect opened up by my gener-
ous offer to help you set up a respectable and
profitable business of your own—finance your
prosperous growing business on my money—
without you risking a penny of your money to start!

There’s no catch in this. It’s an honest offer, made

by a responsible manufacturer whose Route Dealers

made over one million dollars in profits last year.

I'll Give You This
New Chance

I am a manufacturer, nationally known, with a
million-dollar plant. I need more Dealers at once
to work in their own home territories. I offer this
liberal money-making chance to earnest men and
women who will set up Routes in familiar neigh-
borhoods. When you become a Dealer, you are
like an Independent Merchant. Other Dealers
now making up to $60 and more in one week. You
handle quality products in everyday use by all the
family—a brand well-known the country over, but
never sold in stores. You take orders at your
convenience; light work; no experience neces-
sary; no bulky equipment to carry; no store com-
petition. You begin earning at once—your first
hour—no waiting, no delay! Send for full de-
tails—ABSOLUTELY FREE.

What a delicious sense of security when you have
you: family provided for, money in hand and your
future rosy. Not so much to ask, perhaps, but all
too often denied.

N T I

Rush Coupon—Send No Money

ALBERT MILLS, President
8749 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio

FACTS about money-making plan with which you

Without obligation to me. please send me FRIE I
help establish me in business for myself. |

NAME .

ADDRESS

I (Print or Write I’lainly)

It may seem “too good to be true” when I say
my proposition has brought prosperity to many
Dealers who work with me, but it is a fact. The
chance I give those who codperate and who pur-
sue their opportunity faithfully, makes the way
clear for big cash returns for honest effort!

You work for yourself. You have your own busi-
ness, are your own boss, work as you like. Results
are up to you.

It is into this prosperous family I invite the
willing and ambitious. You, too, will have the
most glorious opportunity of your life to make
good. Find out more about my proposition. Lose
no time. Mail the coupon right now—TODAY!
All the facts are Free!

ALBERT MILLS, President,
8749 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

Use a car like this

My free giflt to Dealers as a bonus for making the
grade! Given in addition to your weekly cash earnings.
This brand ncw Ford
Tudor Sedan will help
you enjoy iife—and
your new business.




Hotrorsyaenand
ROt LOXEE 7.

OUR doctor’s deepest concern is your health.

And any medicinal product even remotely
connected with your health assumes great impor
tance in his mind.

You will discover, for instance, that physicians
have a definite standard of requirements for a
laxative before giving it their approval. Read
these 8 points carefully. They are very important.

WHAT DOCTORS REQUIRE OF A LAXATIVE:

it should be dependable.

It should be mild and gentle.

It should be thorough.

Its merit should be proven by the test of time.
It should nor form a habit.

It should rot over-act.

It should rot cause stomach pains.

It should rot nauseate, or upset digestion.

EX-LAX CHECKS ON EVERY POINT

Ex-Lax checks on every point the doctor looks
for in a laxative.. Not merely on one or two. But
on all the points that the medical profession in-
cludes in its code.

For over 30 years mothers and grandmothers
have given Ex-Lax to their children. Why? . ..
Because the very qualities that make Ex-Lax an

ideal laxative for you are doubly important to a
child’s welfare. Ex-Lax has proved so satisfac-
tory in millions of cases that it has become the
largest-selling laxative in the whole world.

A REAL PLEASURE TO TAKE

Try Ex-Lax the next time you need a laxative.
You will find its action mild and gentle. It works
thoroughly, but without the slightest discomfort.
You’ll experience no upset, no nausea, no weak
“dragged down” feeling. And Ex-Lax will not
form a habit—you don’t have to keep on incrsas-
ing the dose to get results.

Ex-Lax tastes just like pure, delicious choco-
late. It’s the perfect laxative for all—children and
grown-ups alike. At all drug stores in 10c¥* and
25c* sizes. Or write for free sample to Ex-Lax,
Dept. Y116, P. O. Box 170, Times-Plaza Station,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

#In Canada 15¢ and 35¢

When Nature forgets —remember

EX-LAX

THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE





