


HALF & HALF MAKES 
ONES M KE! 
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Make your pipe give double pleasure with Half & 
Half. Cool as the clang of a grade-crossing bell. 
Sweet as your habit to "Stop, Look and Listen." 
Fragrant, full-bodied tobacco that won't bite 
the tongue-in a tin that won't bite the fingers. Made 
by our exclusive modern process including patent IIY..'fl.l No. 1, 770,920, Smells good. Makes your pipe welcome 

,� anywhere. Tastes good. Your password to pleasure! 

� Not a bft of bit. In the tobol-.,.. the Telescope Tin, which pts srnalleor and smaller 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

"THE BOSS TIPPED ME OFF" 

* 

• "HE TOZZI ME that In the near future an Important Job would opea up bt our husine11, aDd 
be thought I Weal the mcm for il except that my training might not be ca� up-to-dcrte aa it 
ahould be. The boaa ia em engineer who bows bia st\IU. He tipped - off to what an 
InternCitiono.1 Correspondence Schools Coune could do lor me- and I took Ilia tip. Get "the 
lob? Bet your life I did! An L C. S. Coune ia the best stepping atone to a better job I know." 

-.lln-..:frae</n>'•• """'""'''"'"'"'"· 
Here's a tip lor men ,..bo want to impro•• themaeiTea. Mail thia coupoft today! 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

* 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

WOULD you be happy with half a loaf if you couldn't get a whole one? Penelope thought 
there was nothing else to do. When she found that Philip Steele, the man on 

whom she had set her heart, was married, ·.she determined that instead o£ cutting him out 
of her life, she wanted to keep on meeting him-"just sometimes just for a little while." 
Instead of trying to find a man of her own to take his place, she deliberately chose to 
share him with his invalid \\·ife. 

And Philip? "Pve never loved a woman until now," he said. "'Pve always hoped 
I never would. I didn't mean to let you know. I'd give my life to take back this last hour." 

"The happiest hour of my life," she whispered. 
She was in love for the first time in her life, so much in love that sb� thought 

nothing ·mattered except 1)eeing him sometimes, being reassured sometimes about his love 
for her. While Philip wanted to break 'the whole thing ·off at once--never. ·see each ·other 

• 

aga1n. 
Was he right, or· was she? 
Can -a· girl. in such ci-rcumstances pay too high a price for her uncertain happiness? 

"We'll·call it our compromise," she said bravely. "Our happy compromise with Life and Love. 
We'll make·· a success or it, dat-ling. No jealousy, no· quarreling, _no misund�standipg " 

Such was the ideal with which she set out, on the road that men and women have tried 
to travel through the ages--the road that leads to inevitable disaster. 

This is the situation in a spell-binding new nov�l by that most popular -of writers 

• 

You will lov.e it from the first word to the last. 
And this �is only one of the enchanting features of the August 15th issue of 

Many novelettes and short stories by well-kno')'n and well-liked love story 
writers; interesting departtnents. These last include 4' Your Lover," written 
by a star <>f radio and screen, and in connection with it ":e are running a continu
ous contest in which anybody may join at any time. 

CASH PRIZES GIVEN for YOUR 
LOVE LETTERS 

See any current issue of 

MAGAZINE 

Now On Sa.le 
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Flashes f� Police Fronl 
(NOTE: It is the purpose of this de

fr
artment to wam. readen i_n all .aions of the country 

:!n'�o�e:, =::ra�=-�"1t �ou�.::����:r·���
a

:l J.':::�,. ":e����·te 1;. 
formation possible and report the cm:unutancq Immediately_ to your. local police authon· 
tiu. They will know what to do. Rut assured that you w11l be domg .omeone a favor. 
Man is the only animal that can be skinned more than once.) 

CONFIDENCE MAN 
$200 Reward Offered for Slick Triclc.,l:er 

GEORGE M.  SAUNDERS, 
alias AI. M. Saunders, alias 
George Miller, alias G. W. 

Shaw, alias George Lee-and who 
knows what else ?-is wanted by 
Chief of Police }: M. Lewis of 
Smyrna, Del., who will pay the 
above reward. 

Saunders is described as 39 years 
old, five feet eight inches in height, 
weighs 153 lbs., dark brown hair, 
medium complexion, slender build, 
very large lips, sometimes known to 
wear a small waxed mustache. He 
is now believed to be working in 
Texas and will probably be found at 
boarding or rooming houses, hotels 
or apartment buildings selling stocks 
or bonds. He is want.ed for had 
checks and embezzlement of laoge 
sums of money. 

"MAGIC GAS" 
Added to Gasoline, It Doesn't Work 

A CANADIAN company manu
facturing " Magic Gas " ad
vertised that if  it were added 

to gasoline it would increase mileage 
from 25 to so per cent. Tests 
were made in which two gallons � of ordinary gasoline were first 
placed m a 1933 sedan, and the 
car was dnven until the engine � stopped, the mtleage obtained being 

�� 

23.4 miles per gallon. (Note. The 
Canadian " Imperial " gallon con
tains approximately one-quarter 
more liquid than the American gal
lon, hence the greater mileage.) The 
tank was then supplied with two 
gallons of the same kind of gaso
line, to which was added the 
" Magic Gas " in the proportion di
rected. The car was driven over 
the same road at the same rate of 
speed as in the previous test with 
the untreated gas. The mileage ob
tained in the latter test was 23.2 
miles per gallon with no difference 
in engine performance. 

Few, if  any, concoctions of this 
nature will increase automobile 
mileage. 

PSYCHOLOGIST 
Church Worker and Widow Worker 

UNDER the name of James 
Edwards (aliases : R. J. Coll
man, R. J.  Hoose, Clayton 

Manley, H. D. Edwards, Guy Ed
wards, Minter, Callahan, Mark
ham, Marksman) this psychologist 
opened an office in Houston, Texas, 
several weeks ago and began hold
ing meetings at various churches, 
duOs and organizations, expound
ing his theories of character analysis 
and character building. He also 
claimed to delve into the occult sci
ences. 



Flashes rePolice Fronl· 
Just recently, Edwards married 

Qne of his students, a widow who 
had $Io,ooo insurance money. She 
reported that - she gave him $10,000 
to invest in a company which was to 
prevent war. He assured her that 
he would be able to double her in
vestment within a year. Edwards 
is about six ft:et in height, weighs 
18o and is a convincing speaker. He 
can quote scriptures by the hour and 
appea.rs to be- quite�a p<,)\ver with the 
women. 

If you have any information 
about his individual activities, or 
know where he- is operating at the 
present time, notify the Houston 
authorities. 

O.OTHING 
Collects Deposit, No Delivery 

S1)MME� suits are being offered 
by an alleged salesman for 
E. M. Brusard Company of  

New Orleans who requires a caSh 
down payment. This firm cannot 
be located in New Orleans. The 
salesman is described as about five
feet ten inches tall, 1 90 pounds, 
sandy complexion, 27 or 28 years 
old, speaks with a Southern accent. 

MAIL FRAUD 
Orders Men:handise but Doesn't Pay 

M ICHAEL 0. BROWN is 
wanted by the U. S. MarM 
shal for the eastern district 

of Louisiana at New Orleans on 
charges of operating a scheme 

whereby he ordered merchandise by 
mail and then peddled the goods 

·
to 

the public ·and merchants without 
paying for it. 

Brown is 45 years of age, short 
and stocky build, gray hair, pale 
blue eyes, reddish complexion, prob
ably Irish� Cause. his arrest and1 
notify S. L. Clampitt, Post Office 
Inspector in Charge, Ft. \Vorth, 
Texas. 

A NBW SHOPUFTBR TRICK 
Muku Men:hanbi 

A West Coast shoplifter has deM 
veloped a new technique with 
which she has· been quite sue· 

cessful. Speeializing on stores 
which make cash refunds, she picks 
up merchandise from tlie counter, 
wraps it in a newspaper, and then 
approaches a clerk and asks for a 
refund, as though the. purchase was· 
not satisfactory. · 

She knows all the answers. Has 
lost her sales slip. Cannot remern· 
ber the clerk who waited on her, but 
appears quite ready to raise a fuss 
if the refund isn't made promptly. 

In one store, she returned a pair 
of  trousers, claiming they were not 
the right size, She then pretended 
to look through the stock for the 
proper size in an acceptable pattern, 
Lut finding nothing to suit her taste 
she demanded a refund. Later, 
when the clerk checked his sizes he h 
found that this parttcular pa1r of 
trousers had never left the store--
but the refund had � 

�� 
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By 

Franklin H. Martin 

G-Man Joe Lynch Was Out 

to Get the Leaders of Or

ganiz.ed Crime . and He 

Chose the Toughest Way--

Through t he Big-Shot's 

Suave, High-Hat Daughter 

Moosh, coming to, stared at Joe 

··-

CHAPTER I 

ter 

They Called Him "Arizona, 
one block away, where taxis swung 

MAN stood at the window of a out of the Penn Station at the cor
darkened office on the fifteenth ner of Thirty-third and Seventh. 
floor of an office. building on A line of cabs rolled up the ramp 

Eighth Avenue, just off Thirty-third. .and turned off in various directions at 
·H e  held a pair of powerful field glass- the corner of Seventh and Thirty
es to his eyes, focused them on a spot third. Three or four of them turned 

G 



. 
H All. rtig:ht. Arizona� 

-Back -away'!" 

lost :in the setn1-dark maze ·o f  stre·ets 
·\vest ·of ·Eighth; it ·seemed to 'have 
melted ·into th·e ni-ght. 

·west ·on ·Thirty•third. T·hey .. had gone A ttt)iformed policeman ran up to 
half a block when an arm popped ·out the ·taxi _just as the dri�·er ·was yank
o'f the window ·of :the trailing cab, 'ing openth·e'backdoor. "·13etter�cail an 
·waved to a big black car ·standing at ambulance, offic�," he ·said. '" A :big 
the curb with ·motor running, then black Buick full·of hoods just riddled 
pointed to 'the taxi ·directly :in .front. my ;fare with lead." 
Tbe ·parked sedan sho� out �fron1 -the �e s�tched ·on the inside light ·and 
curb, ·swept . alongside ·of :the marked the ·pdlieema� stu·ck his ··bead and 
cab. There.· .

. 
was a rending crash as ;shoulders inside the cab. In :a minute 

lenders ·cru�pled, then ·th:e -'Sharp tat- �he' emerged. ·u ·Too late 'for ·an anibu
too :of gunfire .followed by the blast ·of �lance,-fella. 'Th·at Ifa�.e ·of ·yours ;is dead 
a· powerful motor ,sudd.enly opened ·as ·Gen·eraJ �Grant.· Didn't :get. -the 
·wi<ie. The :sedan ·roared away and 'Was ·Buick�s ··nurriber, ··did ;rou-?" 

1 
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" Nope. Their tail-light was out." 
The policeman blew a shrill blast 

on his whistle. " Don't touch anything 
until the homicide squad gets here . . . .  
Let's see your license." 

Up on the fifteenth floor of the 
office building one block away the man 
standing in the window of the dark
ened office lowered the field glasses 
from his eyes and placed them in the 
bottom drawer of a desk. He stripped 
off a pair of silk g.loves and .tossed 
them on top of  the binoculars. Then 
he locked the desk drawer, yawned and 
stretched lazily. _He set the snap lock 
on the outside door and stood for. a 
moment in the corridor while he 
lighted a cigarette. 

He was tall and slender, perfectly 
groomed and tailored. His face was 
lean, but devoid of lines except . for 
oblique creases at the corners of his 
eyes and mouth. His age might have 
been anything from thirty to forty
five; his large, coal-black eyes were 
ageless. 

The elevator boy nodded. " \.York
ing late, sir ?" 

" That's right, sonny." 
In the lobby the head watchman who 

served as night elevator s�arter touched 
his cap respectfully and wrote in his 
check-out book, " Mr. R. Dakers, 
Gotham Realty and Investment, Room 
I$07-IO.I$ P.M." 

Not far away, off Tenth Avenue, 
sliding metal doors slammed shut be
hind a big black Buick sedan with a 
newly crumpled left front fender. 
There were four men in the car. It 
rolled down a steep ramp, through two 
storage compartments and on to an ele
vator. The elevator shot down and 

gan to dismantle the Buick.. They 
ripped off fenders, lights and radiator. 
Two other men began to burn the paint 
off with blow torches. The four oc
cupants of the car walked into a small 
office and sat down in wooden chairs. 
Three of  them were scrawny and fur
tive looking, dressed in dark, tight 
clothes. Their eves had the needle 
sharp look about

· 
the pupils common 

with drug addicts. The fourth was 
husky and wore his loud clothes with 
a jaunty air. His face had been badly 
batten;d at one time; it was grotesquely 
ugly from great scars running from 
eye to chin and across the bridge of 
his flattened nose from ear to ear. 

The three snow birds lighted reefers. 
The ugly one in the loud suit lighted a 
big cigar that had a -pleasant aroma. 
Nobody spoke. They· just sat there, 
waiting. The phone bell jangled and 
the three sniffers jumped as if given 
the hot foot. The man. with the bat-
tered face picked up the phone. 

" Yeah. This is Moosh talkin'. 
Okay, boss." He tossed the instru
ment back on its cradle: " Okay, 
youse guys. That's all for tonight." 

Two of them got up, jerking and 
making ner\'OUS grimaces, and walked 
out without a word. Moosh walked to 
a tool rack at the back of the office 
and took down a wooden box about 
the size of a cigar box. It was marked, 
" Generator Parts."- Moosh put the 
box on the de.sk, then took his Colt 
·45 automatic out of its shoulder hol
ster and began. to take it apart. The 
third hood sat there, twitching in his 
seat, watching Moosh· with his little 
rat eyes, mouth gaping slightly. 

came to a stop in a basement that was M OOSH dismantled the auto-
brightly lighted and smelled strongly matic, took the barrel out and 
of paint. As the four men got out of  , . flipped back. the· cover of the 
the car three mechanics in ov.eralls be- box . It was filled with miscel\aneous 
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parts that might have belonged to any 
mechanical contrivance. From among 
assorted sleeves and gears and ratch
ets Mooch took a b.lue steel cylinder, 
smeared with cosmolene. He wiped it 
carefully and fitted it into his gun. 
Then he made cryptic markings on the 
barrel he had removed and cleaned it 
thoroughly. 

The skinny hood with the rat eyes 
spoke for the first time. " Why do you 
change the barrel on your rod, 
Moosh ?" 

Moosh tilted his cigar in one corner 
of his mouth and grinned around· it 
proudly. " Brains, punk. I got to 
carry this gat in my business, see ? If  
I get picked up the coppers fire test 
slugs outa it to match up with slugs 
that mighta stopped some citizens 
around town, see? That barrel I just 
took out left rifling mark? on the slugs 
it fired. The barrel I put in ain't fired 
any slugs the cops got on record-yet, 
see?" 

"Why don't you just toss the rod in 
the drink and use a new one?" 

Moosh shook his head sadly. " That 
stuff you sniff keeps you in a cloud. 
I got a permit to carry this rod, see? 
The number is registered at Head� 
quarters down on Centre Street. They 
can come and look at it any time and 
it's in order. I rate a permit because 
I'm collector for Mechanical Games, 
Inc., and I often carry around as much 
as twenty or thirty bucks, cash, at one 
time, see ?" He guffawed heartily. 

Suddenly Moosh's expression he· 
came serious. He got up and went over 
to a small mirror hanging on the grimy 
wall of the office. He Stared at his 
battered countenance for several min· 
utes, tuining it first one way, then an· 
other. Then he lifted his left· hand and, 
using the huge yellow diamond on his 
second finger, cut a groove in the cor· 

ner of the mirror. There were two 
other scratches-this was the third. 

" What you put the nick in the mir· 
ror for, Moosh ?" the skinny man 
asked. "That bird we cooled off 
wasn't no cop. I thought it was only 
when you cool off a cop you put-" 

Moosh whirled, snarling. " What 
do you say ? He wasn't no cop ? He 
was a cop, all right, the worst kind. 
He sneaks in where he ain't known ·and 
takes advantage of guys trying to turn 
a dollar here and there. The worst 
kind of a cop. Punk, that guy we 
cooled off tonight was a G·Man . . • .  " 

J UDGE LUCIEN DEREVEUX, 
silk hat, white tie. and tails, was 
coming out of the Opera. On one 

side was his dignified, white·haired 
wife, jeweled and exquisite under an 
ermine cape. On the other arm was 
his daughter, Sandra, one of the sea· 
son's loveliest debs. Her sable wrap 
was thrown back enough to. reveal a 
gracefully feminine figure. As the dig· 
nified ex·judge steered his two women 
folk toward his long black limousine 
at the curb an old woman dashed out 
and thrust a bunch of rank and faded 
flowers under his nose. 

" Buy some pretty flowers for the 
ladies !" Her voice was CFacked. She 
was dirty and ragged. She kept push· 
ing the faded posies under Judge 
Dereveux's immaculate chin. " Fifty 
cents. Buy them, Guv'nor !!' 

The white·haired man flushed, re· 
leased his wife's arm long enough to 
dig into . his trousers pocket. He 
brought out a five dollar bill. The 
flower peddling hag snatched it. " I 
got no change, Guv'nor," she croaked. 
" I got no bread in the house. I got 
no change." She Jeaned ·against the 
judge and lifted her gin·laden breath 
toward his sensitive nostrils. 
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"Keep it," Dereveux -said quickly. 
:• And here, keep the flowers, too." He 
pushed the flowers, as drooped and 
.unsavory as the hag who sold them, 
back into her talon-like hands, helped 
his wife and daughter into. the limou
sine and got in himself quickly. 

" Home, Maurice," he told the 
chauffeur. 

Sandra Dereveux laughed musical
ly and snuggled close to her father." I 
love to -see your dignity upset like that, 
D�d. Why didn't you just ignore the 
old crone and her foul posies?. Mother 
and I know it's just a racket-" 

"What?" Judge Dereveux sat up 
quickly and turned .a startled face to
ward his daughter. 

"What she means, Lucien," Mrs. 
Dereveux put in.softly, "is the old wo
man isn't really selling flowers. She 
just held you up, knowing you'd pay 
rather than be embarrassed. You see, 
dear, the word racket is a slang ex
pression for-" 

"Yes, yes, my dear," Dereveux cut 
in ;quickly. " I know what the word 
means." He patted her hand fondly 
but ,his expression was suddenly bleak. 

" ·I know the meaning of the word 
quite well." 

A. N hour after dark and a· cold 
.£1 drizzle was falling. A small 

sedan Qf very popular make 
rolled north under the lattice work pat
tern of .lights and shadows made by 
-the. Ninth Avtt�ue L structure. The 
car turned west and eased to a stop in 
front of a pair of sliding metal doors 
set in between deserted stores and drab 
d:enements. The driver sounded his si
TCD several times, then got out and 
,pttnched the , bell beside the garage 
:dOor. He was tall and heavy shoul
·dered. The collar of his· trench coat 
was high around his· neck against the 

rain·and .his cloth cap' ·pulled:Jo'w ·over 
his eyes. 

There was a bronze stubble of ·beard 
on his Jean cheeks and a cigarette dan
gling from his bottom lip gave his 
mouth a drooping; sinister look. He 
pushed the bell four or five times be
fore·the small door, cut into the large 
metal sliding doors, swung back. A 
dark burly man in mechanics' cover
alls stood there. 

"Open· the doors," the tall man ·in 
the trench coat·said. "I want to pull 
in." 

The burly man in the coveralls 
stared intently, then began to close •the 
door. "Try another garage, buddy. 
We got no ·room kere. '' 

The visitor shoved his foot in the 
door. "You got room for me. I just 
drove across the country. I want to 
see Ollie Winters. I got a message 
from a friend of his, Frenchy Renault." 

"Yeah?'' The burly man in coveralls 
still barred the way. "And -what's 
your name, buddy?" 

"Lynch-Joe Lynch." The tall man 
in the trench coat put ·one foot over 
the sill. "Let me talk to Ollie Winters 
and don't keep me standing out here 
in the rain." 

"Okay. Come on." 

The tall man followed -the- mechanic 
do\'m the grade of the ramp to the 
first garage level. The office on the 
first floor had a gas radiator in it and 
an old leather couch besides several 
chairs and a battered desk. A fat man 
in a soiled leather· windbreaker was 
stretched- out on the old leather couch, 
checking the entries in a copy of the 
Ru11ning Horse. There 'vas an open 
paper bag of hamburger sandwiches on 
top of the littered desk. 

· 

" Guy to see you, Ollie.''· The me
Chanic jerked his thumb toward the 
man in the trench -coat. 
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"Yeah?" Ollie looked UJl from his 

racing form. " What can I do for you, 
fella?" 

"You're a friend of Frcnchy Re
nault, a

'
ren't you?" 

"Yeah. I know Frenchy." 
" I came east to collect some dough 

for Frenchy. He told me to stop here 
and see you. He gave me a note for 
you." Lynch unbuttoned his tTench 
coat and pulled out some rumpled 
papers. One was an advertising folder 
for a tire and accessory store in Boul
der, Colorado. The man in the trench 
coat split the top corner of the ad with 
his thumb nail and peeled off the print
ed matter. On the layer beneath it was 
a message, printed in pencil. Ollie 
reached for it without getting up off 
his back. He read the message. 

" Where did you meet Frenchy 
Renault?" 

"We were together in San Quen
tin." 

"You drive all the way out here in 
a hot car?" 

" Yeah, but it's all right. The plates 
came off a car that was sold so they 
aren't listed and the crate's a Thirty
five sedan. A million like it in every 
town." Lynch walked over to the desk 
and helped himself to a hamburger out 
of the greasy bag. "Tell one of your 
monkeys to pull it in off the street, 
will you?" . 

"That's my supper you're moving 
into," Ollie protested. 

"Okay," Lynch agreed around a 
mouthful of food. "1 didn't stop the 
last six hours. I wanted to get in. 
Where's a handy place a guy can get 
a steak and a good cup of java?" 

"The coffee pot around on Tenth," 
OUie told him. "1'11 have them pull 
your heap in but I don't know how 
long I'll be" 

able to keep it here. I'll 
have to talk to the boss." 

" I thought you were the boss." 
"I am-in a way. But you know 

how it is, Lynch." 
"Going out to put on the feed bag," 

Lynch said. " See you when I get back. 
Got a cigarette? Thanks." 

He took a cigarette from Ollie Win
ters, lighted it and tossed the match 
on the floor. " See you later." He 
walked out of the office and up the 
ramp. 

Ollie Winters scratched his nearly 
bald plate. "I don't like these guys 
from the west coast," he told the burly 
mechanic. "They're too snotty, get 
into jams soon as they hit New York. 
Frisk that heap of his when you pull 
it in-and I mean really frisk it, un
derstand?" 

The tall man in the trench coat who 
called himself Joe Lynch went out and 
over half a block to Tenth Avenue. 
The lights of a coffee pot splashed a 
yellow pattern over the black, rain-wet 
pavement half a block distant. Lynch 
went in and ordered steak and onions. 
While it was on the fire he got some 
nickels in change and went into the 
phone booth. He dialed a number and 
gave a code word. Presently a voice 
came over the wire and Lynch moved 
his mouth close to the transmitter, 
spoke softly. 

"This is Joe Lynch. I'm in town. 
Got anything for me?" 

T HE chief of the Department of 
Justice of the New York Divi
sion said, "Glad to hear you're 

on the job, Lynch. They told me to 
expect you. Not much to work on. 
Special Agent Riordan was killed just 
when he was beginning to get some
thing. He left a name in his notes that 
doesn't make sense. It's the name of a 
well respected judge, ex-judge rather, 
Lucien Dereveux. So far we haven't 
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a thing. that could possibly connect this 
mao. with any of our investigations. 
What angle are you working on?" 

" Rior..dan jumped right into the 
middle of it," Lynch said. " l'm. worlv 
ing from the bottom up. I won't con
tact you personally until. I'm estab
lished but I'll call you up from time te 
time." 

:'Lots of .luck, Lynch. You're walk
ing into a tough one.'' 

"Yep. I'm following a good man 
when I take up where Riordan left 
e1l You say the name he left in his 
OQ;tes was that of_ ex-Judge Lucien 
I)(reveux? Right, I'll remembeli that. 
Call you again, chief." 

Joe Lynch quit the phone booth and 
went over to the marble counter where 
the. shaFt order c90k slid him his plat
ter li>f steak and gnions. " Gettin: 
t::older, ain't it, buddy?" 

" Yeah." The F. B. I. man nodd¢d·. 
"But l think it wiU warm up. Yep, 
I think things will be getting war.mer 
any: minute now. Slide the salt and 
pepper: down, will you?" 

Atter. finishing his meal Lynch 
bought a tabloid newspaper from a boy 
that· came into the coffee pot,. and killed 
another: fifteen minutes pretending. to 
nead it. Then he paid his check and 
walked back through the rain to the 
gara·ge. He let himself in and walked 
down the steep ramp to the first storage 
room. A score of cars of all makes 
and models were ranked alang the 
floor. The room behind this also held 
a1 .dozen or more cars. Some near the 
far. corner had wheels or parts miss
ing or their hoods off. There was a 
r:ow 0f repair �nches in the comer 
and- a tool ra<tk. 

.Joe Lynch strolled through careless
ly: Over in' the corner by .the work 
ht:n¢hes stood. his. own cat:. All_ the 
doors were 0pen-, the hood w.as off and 

the back wheels. wer� j,aeked ·higJl. A 
mechanic w:ith a drop light: -was ex
amining the chassis. All the seat 
cushions were out,_ piled on t-he floor 
alongside. 

" Hey!" Lynch kicked the foot that 
stuck out from under the car. " What 
are you doing to this <ear?" 

The burly mwhanie stuck his head 
out. "Looking it over. Boss's orders." 

" Is thaJ; right?" Joe· Lynch's tone 
was_ sharp· but there was a half-pleased 
twist to his lips as he went forward to 
the office. Ollie Winters was there, still 
stretched. out comfortabl)l on· the 
couch� There was another man with 
him, a' ht1.sky, mau with loud clothes 
and a battered face. 

."Hey, you!". Lynch1s tone was bel
.ligerent. "\Vho told that monkey out 
�here to tear my car: apart?" 

Ollie sat up, scratching his sparrse 
pate, " Wh�. I did, buddy. What 
about it?" He winked at Moosh who 
was straddling a chair,. leaning crossed 
arms on- its back 

" Why?" Lyn<:h demanded. 
" Because," Ollie explained -with 

mock patience, " we don't know you 
so good, mister. You drag in. here• with 
a Ferd· with Arizona plates and· want 
to stick it in our garage. The last time 
some strange dude got a crate in· here 
we found out, alter it was too late, he 
had a dictaphone set on a time clock. 
Some e�f the boys' conversation got on 
the record and the joint was over.run 
with cops for a week. We was all 
bother:ed, and we don't want it to hap
pen again, understand?" 

"You think I'm a cop·?" Joe Lynch 
dra,vl"ed. 

" Cops!�' Moo_sh; spat viciously with
out removing his cigar. 

".Maybe you're okay and maybe you 
ain:t." Ollie sa-id· judicially .. " You got 
a note from_Frenehy Renault and• YClU 
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claim you done time with him out in 
the San Quentin stir. But until we see 
more of you we can't be too sure, un� 
derstand?" 
" Tough babies in this town, heh ?" 

Joe Lynch eyed Ollie through slitted 
lids. 
Moosh shifted his position in his 

chair and jerked his chin toward 
Lynch. " Who is this dude, Ollie?" 
" Name's Joe Lynch, Moosh," Ollie 

said. " On the Jam from the west 
coast, so he says. Brought a note from 
Frenchy Renault.�' 
Moosh growled. "Listen, Lynch, 

or whatever your name is, strangers 
don't start giving lip around here, see? 
Ollie is boss of this joint and I'm one 
of the boys. Ollie is too fat to handle 
the noisy ones. But I ain't, see? Any
body makes too much noise around 
here usually winds up by explainin' to 
me, see?" 
" You wouldn't kid me, would you?" 

Joe Lynch's tone was deliberately in
sulting. " Welt, I'm going to be around 
for a while, so we might as well get 
sfraight from the start-you ugly ba
boon !" 
Moosh leaped to his feet with a bel

low of rage. He spun the chair back 
out of his way with one flip of his 
powerful hand. The other, knotted into 
a maul�like fist, he drew-back, cocked 
for a punch. "Why, you punk-" 
Joe Lynch's words might have been 

secming.ly careless but his motions were 
deliberate. He stepped close to Moosh, 
both hands at his sides. As Moosh set 
himself Joe Lynch's left fist shot out, 
beating the husky man to the punch. 
You have to be alert and lightning fast 
to get away with a counter punch like 
that because you're walking right into 
the other fellow's fist when you coun
ter. Moosh's spread mouth stopped 
the blow and it rocked his head back. 

Joe Lynch didn't wait; he crossed his 
right. The blow didn't travel more 
than ten inches but it drove Moosh 
across the room, sent him sprawling 
on his back, a dazed look in his eyes. 

FOR several seconds the gunman 
with the scrambled features lay 
there, blinking stupidly, then his 

right hand slid toward his left armpit. 
He halted it halfway and began to 
scramble to his feet. " I  guess I can 
take you with me mitts, fclla. I don't 
have to use no gun in a fair fight." 
He shuffled toward Lynch, crouching. 
Lynch feinted, drew a wide swinging 
lead from Moosh and drove his left 
hard into Moosh's middle. The gun
man doubled and his knees began to 
buckle. Lynch hit him quickly and 
savagely as he slid down. The G-Man's 
last was a terrific right to the jaw. 
Moosh lay sprawled on the floor, face 
down. Joe Lynch kicked his ribs. 
" Get up, tough guy. Get up and take 
it !" 
Ollie Winters was off the couch, on 

his feet at last, holding a gun. " All 
right, Arizona," he said. " Lay off. 
You got him half-killed now. Back 
away." 
Joe Lynch stepped back His tone 

was like the snap of a steel trap. " I 
hate to start anything I don't finish. I 
thought he was supposed to be tough." 

" He is tough.'' There was a note 
of wonder in fat Ollie Winters' voice. 
" That's what gets me. Moosh is the 
toughest gent around here. Yet you 
folded him up like a 'cordeen. Boy, 
what a sock you pack, Arizona." 
Moosh was coming to. He stared at 

Joe Lynch and at Ollie, gun in hand. 
" Put the rod away, Ollie. I coulda 
used me own if I'd wanted to. That's 
an awful punch you carry, stranger. 
Ollie, get out the bottle. I ain't had 
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a shellackin' like-- this since that. cop 
hammers_.my kisser outa,sltape. What's 
your racket, Arizona?" 

... No hard feeling, Moosh," Joe 
Lynch said. "Just wanted to get 
things straight." 

"Yeah." Moosh was standing, a 
little uncertainly, on spread ·feet. 

"T.hat's the way to do it. Listen, 

Change your shirt and get, yoW"seU a 
shave, • . .  Miami, boy; \V,here the ·sun 
is·outand_the gee-gees-are runnin1• All . 
set?" 

Joe Lynch nodded. "All set." 

CHAPTER II 

Miami Race Tr.�ck 

Arizona, we got a bunch of yella-belly up in Westchester a long limon-
snow. birds around here trying to do sine purred up the winding drive 
a man's- work Me, I'm the only real to the porte-cochCre of a hand· 
tough·guy in,the crowd. You and me some residence. Ex-Judge Dereveux 
could•get·things done . .. • . Shake on got out and his wife met him in· the 
it.?-�' hall. ".You're liome early, Lucien." 

"Right." Joe Lynch clamped "Yes.'' The white-haired: ex-judge 
MOOsh's hand in a steel grip. patted his. wife's shoulder. "I'm tak-

" Let's have a drink," Moosh in- ings the first plane-in the morning for 
vited: "You got the guts and a punch Miami. Have to delve i-nto an estate 
and;! can tell by looking at you you liquidation. Thought· you: and Sandra 
don't use the old needle. You:and me, might- want- to come along for a few 
back to back, could stand· this man's days' fun and change of weather:. I'll 
town on jts tail1 and make it cry for only spend a short time at bpsincss. 
mucy. 1'.11 talk to the boss about you. The rest of. the time we can spend en-
WHat d'you think, Ollie?" joying ourse.lves." 

Ollie nodded and put down his gun. " Miami," his wife smiled. "That 
"I� never see a guy do so much dam- will• be· splendid. I'll tell Sandra soon 
age in such a short time." �-as she comes in- from shopping." 

The phone rang and Moosh reached An hour later the phone rang. Judge 
for the instrument. " That's for me. Dereveux answered it. A soft, cul
t'm waitin' for the call." He answered tured man's voice said," When you go 
lhe;phone and said," Okay, boss. Sure, down there, Dereveux, I· want you to 
['in ready. Yeah, I got just the guy. give them the McCoy-. All the big boys 
Nope, not that- hopped-up punk. I got will. be there. You know wha-t's ex
a new partner .. : . No, this guy is okay. pected.'' 
He'-s my pal." Moosh hung up and "Yes.indeed," Judge Dereveux said. 
turned·to Joe Lynch. "I know exactly." 

" Hey-, Arizona, how would you like The second day the Dcreveuxs were 
to; shove off in an hour for Miami? in Miami a long distance call came for 
Drive down in a legitimate car and the ex-judge from New York The 
stop at the best joints all the way." same soft voice advised- him quietly, 

. "Sounds good," Lynch said. "Who "You will· be waiting by the second 
we going· with?" column from the cigar stand- in· the 

Moosh,winked. His scrambled face lobby of your hotel at seven· o'clock 
gave tlie gesture.a grotesque twist. "A this eveni_ng. A man-will-approacll you 
gambler-in the- big dough is going down and .ask- you· about your selections at 
and he wants a good bodyguard. the race track. You will reply, that- you, 
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never play the races and he will give 
you a key. The key will have the name 
of the hotel and the room number on 
it. You will go there alone at ten 
o'clock this evening. Everything has 
been arranged. Are you all ready?" 
" Yes, I am all ready." 
" Very well." The click of a dosed 

wire came over and Judge Dereveux 
hung up slowly. Then he took a handw 
kerchief from his breast pocket and 
mopped his brow. 
The Coral Palm Hotel is one of the 

big ornate places over on the beach. 
Its architecture is modified Moorish
Mediterranean, its lObby built like a 
patio and filled with bell hops and 
pages in black velvet pants and red 
sashes. All the very latest in service 
and convenience. Most of the page 
boys are kids, but here and there is 
an older man with shrewd, knowing 
eyes and tight·looking mouth, wearing 
the same outfit and trying to look like 
the rest of the boys. 
Rex Dakers' big custom built limou· 

sine purred up the winding drive and 
eased to a stop under the portico. 
Moosh, at the wheel, and Joe Lynch 
at his side, admired the p.lace audibly. 
The doorman swept open the back 
door and a flock of page boys lined up. 
Dakers- got out and walked up the steps 
with a quick, impatient stride. No, he 
had no luggage. He wasn't staying 
there. Yes, he wanted his car to wait. 
He walked through the spacious lobby 
and straight over to the grilled iron· 
work around the elevators. Two ele· 
vators were waiting but he walked to 
the last one in line and stood there. 
Moosh and Joe Lynch relaxed in the 

front seat of the big car, parked in 
the bend of the driveway. " Swell 
joint, eh, Arizona?" 
" Yeah. Big mob around, too. Must 

be all in the chips." 

" Yeah, I guess so. Look at all them 
dames with their rocks and the guyj 
in ice cream suits, all burned pink. 
Soft life, eh, Arizona?" 
" Some guys have all the luck. 

What's the boss doing in here if he'j 
only going to stay a short time ? Little 
game ? Wire room?" 
" No." Moosh shook his head. 

" When he gets in a game he sticks 
sometimes twenty·four hours or more. 
He's just going to meet some gees and 
rib a race or find out who's in town." 
Neither Moosh nor Joe Lynch no-

ticed the tall, dignified man who got 
out of the taxi and mingled with the 
crowd in the lobby. Judge Dereveux 
made his way to the e.levators, stood 
there for a second while he consulted 
the tab fastened to the key in his hand. 
He stepped into the car and said, 
" Seventh floor, please." 
Room 704 was a pleasant room with 

a view of the sea. Its appointments 
were expensive and in good taste. The 
only unusual thing in the room was a 
microphone speaker arrangement set 
up on the small writing desk by the in· 
side wall. 
Judge Dereveux took some typed 

notes from his pocket, adjusted g.lassea 
with heavy rims and a black ribbon, 
then took out his watch and placed it 
with his notes beside the microphone. 
At exactly ten o'clock Dereveux 

deared his throat, pulled the mike to· 
ward him and looked down at his 
notes. " Gentlemen," he began . .  , 
Rex Dakcrs was sitting in a large 

room with five or six other men. All 
were well dressed with the air of men 
of the world. Two were beyond mid
dle age, the rest were under forty. The 
ash trays on the big table were pile4 
high with the butts of expensive cigars. 
Two bottles of Scotch and several si
phons were half consumed. 



�6 DEFE=VE FICFION WEEKLY 

" 'Well�" <one of the older men was 'looked at each other and 'e-xchanged 
saying, " ·that's how we handled it in nods of satisfaction. " Whoever that 
·Boston. -We steer clear of violence bird is," one of them said, " he cer-
whenever possible." tainly knows his ·stuff." 

-

" But in a case like this ?" Dakers " .I've got a. hunch," another said, 
asketl softly. No one answered and " he's some big number ·down in 
he looked from one faee to another. \Vashington." 
" How about it ?" " Personally," another ·put in, " I'd 

0ne of the men put his fist out \Vith just as soon not know. But I've saved 
·the 'thumb turned ·down. The others a pile of dough and grief since this 
·nodded, some repeated the gesture. guy has been setting us up on Federal 

" That's what I thought," Dakers violations." 
purred. He looked at his watch. " ·We " Well," Dakers drawled, u I guess 
should be hearing from the Big Shot the meeting's adjourned. I :know of a 
any second now." game over ill town. Think I'll go over 

As if  in answer to his statement and give it a whirl." 
Judge Dereveux's voice filled the room Several of the others laughed. Da· 
with its quiet, rather stilted scholarly kers shook his head seriously. " This 
aceents. " Gentlemen-" One of the isn't a house game. It's a private· game 
·men laughed and Dakers silenced him with some big business men. Do you 
with a curt gesture. think I'd come all the way down here 

" You all realize," Dereveux's voice to toss my dough into one of thc ·plants 
went·on, " our biggest menace is Fed- Herb here is running?" 
era! violation. We can handle local They laughed again and the man 
cases by · control of city and state poli- called Herb pushed ·the bottle toward 

'ticians. Bear in mind, gentlemen, the Dakers. 
'local politicians are no more anxious " Call me tomorrow ·before you go 
·to have Federal men come in than we to the track. I may be talking to some 
are. Our usual methods do not prevail of the horses later ·on." 
against the Special l\gents from Wash- On the way back 'to town from the 
ington so we must endeavor at 311 times beach, Joe Lynch drove Dakers' big 
to avoid acts that are Federal offenses. limousine while Moosh sat besiQ.e him 
\iVith a little careful thought this can and sniped at policemen with his sling
be made more simple than it at first shot. He had one made of very heavy 
appears . , .'' rubber and he carried a little bag of 

FOR fifteen minutes ex·Judge 
Dereveux went on to tell the lead
ers of a crime and racket syndi

cate whose activities spread all up and 
�'Own the east coast of the United 
States just how they could carry on 
their nefarious and ·lucrative business 
without involving ·themselves with the 
dreaded F. B. I. crew. 

W-hen he was all through 'the as
sembled leaders ·of organized crime 

bee-bee shot in his pocket. He could 
fire one of the little slugs with the 
speed and accuracy of an air rifle with 
the added advantage of silence. He 
leaned one elbow nonchalantly on the 
door of the car and drew· back · the 
other hand to let fly any time a target 
presented itself. 

A motorcycle policeman passed the 
car on the causeway. Moosh nodded 
happily and snapped a bee-bee pe.tlet at 
him. The policeman jumped in his 

D 1-15 
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saddle. One hand flew to his neck and 
his machine swerved dangerously. It 
just missed a light pole and teetered on 
the edge of the shoulder of the road, 
inches from Biscayne Bay. He righted 
his machine and got off, rubbing the 
back of his neck and scowling. The 
big car swept on by. Moosh was con· 
vulsed with laughter. 
On the mainland he got the traffic 

cop on the comer of Bayshore Drive 
and Flagler Street. Pedestrians and 
people in cars were surprised and 
amused to see the big officer suddenly 
jump in the air , let out a yell and grab 
one ear in his hand. Nobody knew 
what it was. Moosh was having the 
:ime of his life. 
Dakers said from the back seat, 

" Quit sniping, l\1oosh. Where do you 
think you are, home?" 
Jdoosh stopped laughing and sulked 

l ike a small boy. " Well, they're cops, 
ain't they ?" 
" Forget it." 
Moosh spoke in a low aside to Joe 

Lynch. " You know, Arizona, I am 
once a very handsome guy. I am so 
good-looking an artist wants to paint 
my kisser in oils, see ? This is no rib. 
I got guys can prove it. A big artist 
wants me to pose for him. Then one 
night I am upsetting fruit carts and 
stands with the boys during the apple 
rat:ket squeeze. A big hooligan of a 
cop grabs me and hammers my pan 
until they think I'm gain' to croak. I 
pull through, but look what I'm usin' 
for a kisser." 
" He certainly scrambled it up," 

Arizona agreed. 
" Listen !" Moosh's voice was sud

denly tense with passion. " 1  hate all 
cops, harness bulls and clicks, all of 
them. If my best pal was a dick I'd 
cut his heart out on the steps of the 
City Hall-that's how I am." 

D 2-I .c; 

" Have you got any private grudges, 
Arizona?" Dakers asked from the back 
seat. 
" No," Lynch answered easily. u I 

get along with most everyone-if they 
don't get too tough." 
" That's good," Dakers said softly. 

" I don't like gees with too much busi
ness of their own to attend to." 
" Aw, boss," Moosh protested. " I  

was only-" 
" Shut up," Dakers drawled. " And 

put that sling-shot away." 
The game that night was at the home 

of a nationally known newspaper pub
lisher on Palm Island. Joe Lynch saw 
Dakers lose thirty thousand dollars in 
a quiet little crap game conducted on a 
pool tahle in the publisher's palatial 
game room. One of the players was a 
celebrated orchestra leader, another 
was a Broadway and Hollywood talent 
scout. There was a Congressman and 
a well known corporation lawyer. They 
played quietly and recklessly :until 
dawn. 
When Dakers was .leaving the Con

gressman said, " What's the matter, 
Dakers, don't you ever win ?" 
The question had a strange effect 

upon Dakers. His dark eyes glinted 
fire and his nostrils flared, but he held 
himself in check. " You'd be surprised 
how often I win," he drawled. 
Getting into the car, Joe Lynch told 

Dakers, " Representative Halliday 
switched the dice on you, twice." 
" I know it," Dakers said softly. 

" And when I'm ready to tell him, he's 
going to know it, too." 

THE next day at the race track 
Dakers told Moosh to wait in the 
grandstand and motioned for Joe 

Lynch to follow him into the paddock. 
The gambler carried his program and 
pencil in his hand and eyed the mounts 
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with a critical eye but it was quite e'v·i
dent to the G-Man that Dakers cared 
little or nothing for the horses. From 
time to time a gaily clad tout or gam
bler greeted Dakers and he nodded 
shortly in reply. 
A beautiful blond young lady, 

dressed in expensive good taste, clung 
t6 the arm of a tall, white-haired man 
\Vith a distinctly dignified bearing. She 
was admiring the horses, exclaiming 
over their sleekness and evident spirit. 
Joe Lynch saw Dakers stare at the girl. 
He saw the gambler move closer, yet 
keeping out of her line of vision, look 
her over carefully and boldly with his 
dark inscrutable eyes. 
The white-haired man turned to an

swer some question the girl put to him. 
Dakers was standing close enough to 
hear his. voice. Its effect upon him was 
startling. He dropped his program and 
took a long time to pick it up. When 
he straightened there was a half
puzzled, half-satisfied expression on his 
face and he was staring, not . at the 
girl this time, but at the tall, white
haired man. 
Then Dakers turned abruptly and 

walked through the crowd, searching 
the faces he passed with his eyes. He 
came to a young man with a heavy 
tan dressed in a white doe-skin suit. 
The young man was busy scribbling on 
the margin of his program. 
" Hello, Tommy." Dakers took the 

young man's arm. 
" Oh, hello, old man." The young 

man had a Harvard accent. " I  say, 
you can help me, if you will. I'm cast
ing about for the winner of the next 
race." 
Dakers took Tommy's program and 

marked an entry with his pencil. " Oh, 
by the \vay, Tommy, who is that white
haired man standing over there by the 
ring, the one with the girl on his arm ?" 

Tommy turned to look. " That's 
Judge Dereveux. The girl with him 
is his daughter, Sandra." 
Dakers nodded. " The girl is his 

daughter, heh ? Listen, Tommy, I want 
you to bring me over and introduce 
me." 
The young man coughed and looked 

embarrassed. " Come on," Dakers 
said shortly. " Let's go." 
Dakers bowed politely to Sandra 

when Tommy presented him and shook 
Judge Dereveux's hand. Tommy 
mumbled uncomfortably and backed 
away. Dakers turned f;om her father 
to the girl. " I  happen to know some 
of the owners of these horses. If you'd 
care to come up on the club house 
porch perhaps I could help you pick a 
few winners." 

�· Oh, splendid,'' Sandra smiled. 
" Come on, father." 
" :Maybe your father would rather 

stay here for a while," Dakers said 
quietly. " We can find him here again." 
Judge Dereveux's heavy white eye

brows drew down. " Just a minute, 
young man-" 
Dakers said, very softly, " Our prob

lem is Federal law evasion • . •  I made 
your voice, Judge." 
Judge Dereveux's face froze in a 

stiff mask. " Run along with l"fr. 
Dakers, Sandra. I'll join you in a little 
while." 
The girl took Dakcrs' arm and 

smiled up at him. " VVhat was it you 
said to my father?" 
" Just a little password," Dakers 

smiled back. " A  sort of fraternity 
password." 

.A FTER the last race Dakers and 
fl. Sandra found Judge Dereveux, 

looking worried, scanning the 
faces of the crowd. Sandra ran up 
and put her hand on her father's arm. 
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'' Dad, darling, I'm going to have din
ner with Mr. Dakers and then he's go
ing to take me to the dog races. He's 
been so nice and he knows everyone 
and we've bttn having the most excit
ing time-" 

" I'd rather you didn't." Dereveux's 
tone was stiffer than usual. " Your 
mother-" 

" You explain to mother," Sandra 
coaxed. " She'll understand. It's all 
so exciting. I've never had quite so 
much fun in my life." 

Judge Dereveux seemed to be gasp-
ing for breath. 

· 

" Your father will tell your mother 
you'll be all right," Dakers said, star
ing at the white-haired ex-judge with 
his coal hlack eyes. .. Shall we go, 
:vliss Dereveux ?" 

Joe Lynch pull�::d his cap low over 
his eyes when he climbed into the front 
�at of Dakers' car beside Moosh. 
Dakers helped Sandra Dereveux into 
the back seat and gave Moosh the name 
of a swanky supper duh at the north 
end of Miami Beach. 

That evening Judge Dereveux paced 
the floor of his hotel suite. His wife 
sat with a book in her lap, pretending 
to read, btit her eyes kept straying to 
the restless figure of her husband. 
Finally she said, •• What is it, Lucien? 
YVhat's bothering you ?u 

" Sandra !" Dereveux exploded. 
" It's almost eleven o'c.lock." 

•• But you assured me it was quite 
all right," his wife. insisted. " You 
said you knew the young man and he 
was showing Sandra the sights." 

" Yes, y�. of course."' Judge Dere
veux resumed his pacing. \Vhen the 
phone rang he almost knocked the in
stru.ment off the table picking it up. 
It was a long distance can from New 
Y ark. The suave voice that Dcreveux 

1 knew so well came over the wire. 

" Dereveux, you are a good friend 
of Doctor Howard Kilburn, aren't 
you ?" 

" Yes, indeed. We are old friends. 
We dine at each other's home quite 
regularly." 

'' Yes. I know that. Dr. Kilburn has 
been perfecting a drug that is a sure 
pain killer. It will be a big thing. You 
win return to New York at once and 
see him. You win buy the formula 
from him. Pay up to two hundred 
thousand dollars and buy it in the name 
of the Chemical Products, Inc., of Wil
mington, Delaware. The money wilt 
be deposited in the Amsterdam Tntst 
Company. Do this at once." 

" Yes, of course." Judge Dereveux's 
hand shook as he replaced the receiver. 
He told his wife, " We clre leaving in 
the morning for New York. . .  Any
way, I'll be glad to get ·sandra back 
home in the city." 

His wife stared steadily at his drawn 
face .. " Lucien, are you sure there isn't 
something wrong ? You aren't kttping 
anything from me, are you?'' 

" No, no, my dear.'' Dereveux sank 
weakly into a chair . .. Everything is 
quite all right." 

SANDRA came in just before mid
night, eyes bright and cheeks 
glowing. She had l>een having the 

most glorious time. Mr. Dakers knew 
everyone every place they went. She 
had met actors, prize fighters, radio 
and movie stars, senators and a wo
man who owned a stable of hundreds 
of racing horses. They were all so in
teresting and so nice. They weren't 
like the dull people she knew. 

Mrs. Dereveux kissed her. " And 
now to bed. We are going bade to New 
York in the morning." 

Joe Lynch and Moosh delivered Da
kers to his hotel, put the car in tbt 
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garage, and retired to their own room 
down the corridor from the gambler's. 
l\'loosh yawned and stretched out on 
one of the beds. " Get sort of tired 
rammin' around like this," he said. 
" Sometimes I think it would be a 
smart idea to settle do\'m. Get mar· 
ried, maybe, have a couple kids . , . 
" Yeah," Lynch agreed. " ·why does 

Dakers have to have a couple body
guards trail around with him all the 
time ?" 
" You see the dough he carries in his 

kick," Moosh explained. " They is lugs 
on the make who would make a snatch 
or cool him off for a small part of his 
roll. You oughta know that, Arizona." 
" I'm going down and get a racing 

form, Moosh," Lynch said. " Come on 
down and I'll buy you a beer." 
" Naw.'' Moosh yawned. " I'm too 

tired." 
" Be right back," Lynch said. He 

lighted a cigarette, went out slowly and 
went down in the elevator. For five 
minutes he waited in a far corner of 
the lobby, watching the stairs and ele� 
vator. Then he went out into the 
street and hailed a cab. He instructed 
the driver to take him over the cause
way to Miami to a small hotel just off 
Bayshore Drive. He got out and 
walked one block to a garage. He went 
back to the office and nodded to a 
plump, middle aged man behind the 
desk. 
The man looked up and grinned. 

" Didn't know you were down here." 
" Yep," Lynch told him. " Put me 

through to New York, will you, Gus ?" 
The man behind the desk indicated 

one of the three phones. " There's 
your wire." He reached under the desk 
and threw a small switch. 
Lynch lifted the receiver and in an� 

swer to a hello gave a code word. 
Then, he said, " This is · Joe Lynch. 

I'm in Miami as bodyguard to Rex 
Dakers, the gambler. Nothing �n him 
yet, except he uses gunmen for body� 
guards. Saw this Judge Dereveux at 
the track with his daughter. Dakers 
didn't know him but got himself in· 
traduced and made a play for the 
daughter. Dereveux didn't like it but 
something Dakers said made the ex� 
judge pull in his horns. 
" Dakers may be a gambler but he's 

the strangest one I ever saw. Looks 
like his gambling activities are a blind 
for something else. I think he's in the 
mob some place. The Dereveux ang.lc 
is a strange one. Anything we have so 
far doesn't even cast the shadow of a 
suspicion on him. But it's evident he 
doesn't like Dakers and is afraid of 
him." 
" Vl/e've been checking Dereveux up 

here, too. So far all clear." 
" I'll call you again." Joe Lynch 

hung up. 
The plump man behind the desk 

grinned again. " So you're Joe Lynch, 
now, eh?" 
" Yep." Lynch nodded seriously. 

" Joe Lynch, on the lam from some 
place in the foothills of the Rockies. 
Known to my New York pals as ' Ari� 
zona.' " 
" Pretty soon," the plump man said, 

" you're going to be so well known you 
won't be much more good to the De� 
partmcnt." 
" If I don't get some place on this 

case soon," Lynch told him, " I won't 
be working for the Department long." 
Moosh was asleep when Lynch got 

back to his room. The G�Man \Vas sit� 
ting on the side of his bed unlacing his 
shoes when the room phone buzzed. It 
was Dakers. " You and Moosh go 
down and get the car and check out," 
he said. " We're on our way." 
" Rig-ht now ?" 
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" You heard me.'' 
Moosh came out of it sleepily, mum· 

bling. " Always on the prowJ.'' he com
plained. " Genna quit rammin' around 
some day and settle down." 
It was after one-thirty when the big 

black limousine with Lynch at the 
wheel pulled away from the hotel. 
Soon after dawn they were in Jack
sonville. :Moosh dozed in the front 
seat. Lynch could not tell whether or 
not Dakers s.lept during the trip. Evt:ry 
time he focused the gambler's face in 
the rear vision mirror Dakers was star
ing straight ahead. with his inscrutable 
coal black eyes. They· stopped a short 
while for breakfast, then took to the 
road again with Moosh at the wheel. 
They had just crossed the state line 
when Dakers said from the back s�at, 
" Let Arizona take it, Moosh. I want 
to get places." 
Lynch took the wheel again. It was 

a smooth powerful machine with a cusw 
tom built body. The windows had that 
slightly yellow tint that bullet proof 
glass has. The ventilators were prow 
tected by sliding flanges of steel, more 
like miniature gun turrets. The GwMan 
gave the big car all it would take and 
by evening they were in Richmond, 
Virginia. 
Dakers got out and stretched. "We'll 

stay here for the night. Where did you 
learn to handle a car like that, Ariw 
zona ?" 
" Where I come from,'' Lynch told 

him. " There's always a lot of disw 
tance between places, and sometimes 
we were in a hurry." 
Two o'clock the next afternoon they 

rolled out of the Holland Tunnel and 
Lynch ttlr11ed the big car north to the 
uptown traffic viaduct. In a short while 
they were sliding down the ramp of 
the garage run by Ollie Winters, just 
off Tenth Avenue. 

" I'll take a cab from here," Dakers 
told Moosh. " Have them wash and 
polish it." He turned to Joe Lynch, 
" How would you like a regular job 
driving for me ?" 
" Swell." 
" Okay. Stick around and I'll talk 

to you about it later." 
" I'm always glad to get back to 

New York," Moosh said. 

FARTHER uptown exwJudge Luw 
cien Dereveux was being admitted 
to the apartment of Dr. Howard 

Kilburn. The doctor was a man about 
Dercveux's own age, bald and a little 
stooped, with kindly eyes behind thickw 
lensed glasses. He greeted his old friend 
warmly. " Glad to sec you, old fel
low." He motioned Dereveux to a seat, 
then range the bell. 
The man servant who answered 

stopped in the door when he saw the 
doctor's visitor. 
" Sherry, sir?" 
" Yes, please." 
The doctor sipped his wine. Dcrew 

veux barely touched his to his lips. 
" Kilburn," he said. " I've a business 
offer to make you. I rather imagine 
you'll be glad to hear it." 
" Business?" Dr. Kilburn looked 

over the tops of his glasses. 
" Y cs." Derevetix nodded, looking 

into his wineglass. " I believe you have 
perfected a formula that is a sure pain 
killer." 
" That's right. Dr. Kilburn smiled. 

" I don't know how you found out, but 
I've been working on it for some time. 
Now I believe I have it perfected." 
" I am authorized by a reputable 

firm," Dereveux said, " to offer you a 
large amount of money for exclusive 
rights to manufacture your fonnnla." 
" No." Dr. Kilburn shook his head. 

" This is something I have dreamed 
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about since I entered medical school. 
I have worked on it years and years. 
Now that I have it perfected I want to 
give it to humanity." 
" The cOmpany I represent would 

put it on the market,"- Dereveux said. 
" It would be available at once." 
" You don't understand," Kilburn 

explained. " This formula is unlike any 
local anesthetic known to science, It 
can be applied or injected. It will not 
only stop pain instantly but arrest 
bleeding. It is simp.le to apply, anyone 
can use it and it �·ill save untold suf
fering and many lives. In accident 
cases many deaths are due to shock. 
I visualize it for sale in every drug 
store at a reasonable price. Every po
liceman and ambulance surgeon will 
have some in their first aid kits. In 
case of emergency any man can run 
into the nearest drug store and pur
chase it. I am going to make a present 
of it to the American Medical Associa
tion." 
" But you aren't a rich man, Kil

burn," Dereveux insisted. " I have 
been authorized to offer you two hun
dred thousand dollars for exclusive 
rights to your formula." 
" No, Dereveux, old man." Dr. Kil

burn smiled and shook his head again. 
" If I present it to the Medical Asso
ciation it will be ·available for about 
seventy-five cents an ounce. If I sell it 
to a commercial firm they will produce 
it for about seventy-five dollars an 
ounce, rna ybe more. Then it would be 
available onlv to the rich. That would 
defeat my d;eam and ideal. You see ?" 

' ·  But two hundred thousand dol
lars," Dereveux pressed. " You could 
use that money for further research." 
Kilburn smiled, half-shyly. " What's 

money, Dereveux, when an ideal is at 
stake?" 
Dereveux coughed nervously and 

reached for his wine g.lass. " Guess 
you know your own mind, Kilburn. 
But I wish you'd think it over." 
" If I'd sell it to any man I'd let 

you have it," Kilburn told him. " But 
I can't do it. How is your charming 
wife and your beautiful young San
dra ? I haven't seen them in weeks." 
" Quite well, thank you. Have din

ner with us one day next week, won't 
you ?" Dereveux got up slowly. 
" Sure you feel quite all right?" Dr. 

Kilburn asked. " You .look a bit tired. 
Perhaps you're working too hard." 
" No. I feel quite fit, thank you. If 

you change your mind-" 
Dr. Kilburn smiled happily. " Not 

for anything. That's my gift to poor 
suffering humanity." 
" Very well, then. Call me about 

dinner some night next week." 
" Indeed I shall." 
Dereveux went down to his car and 

told the heavv set Frenchman who was 
his chauffeur·, " Home, Maurice." 

CHAPTER III 

For Humanity or-for Crooks 

J OE LYNCH and :Moosh sat at the counter of the Coffee Pot around 
the corner from the garage, on 

Tenth. Lynch put down his thick cof
fee mug and reached for a toothpick. 
He spun around on his stool. " Think 
I'll call a couple numbers, Moosh. 
What do you say if I can make it for 
two ?" 
Moosh's eyes brightened in his bat

tered face but the light died suddenly. 
" Aw, no thanks, Arizona. Broads take 
one look at my kisser and faint." 
" \Vell, I'll try my own luck." Lynch 

stood up and went to the phone booth. 
He dialed a number, gave the code 
word, and started to talk " Get any
thing on those pistol barrels?" 
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" Plenty. One fired the shots that 
killed Special Agent Riordan. Another 
matches the slugs that killed Inspector 
Davies of New York's Racket Squad. 
The third was in the gun that drilled 
Lieutenant Holland of the New York 
Homicide .J3ureau. Why didn't you iet 
the three guns?" 

" They're all out of the same gun," 
Lynch said. " Do you want the man 
who did the killing?" He looked out 
the glass door o f  the booth at Moosh, 
waiting for him at the counter. Moosh 
saw him and made a coy gesture, 
screwing up his scrambled face in what 
was meant to be a vety tender expres-
sian. 

" Can you take him now ?" 
" Sure," Joe Lynch said. " I  know 

where I can put my hand on him." 
" Welt, keep an eye on him, but don't 

tip your hand. ·we're glad to get the 
man who got Riordan but we want to 
get beyond that. This man is under 
orders from somebo·dy. He's a small 
link in a chain that controls every 
racket up and down the coast. Slot 
machines, produce, drugs, illicit booze, 
numbers, vice, wire rooms-the whole 
line-up. Don't expose your hand until 
you get the man who gives him his or
ders. Anything new on Judge Dcre� 
veux ·?" 

" No, sir." 
" Well, work on that. Right now 

you're just about where Riordan was 
when they killed him. We want the 
important links in this racket syndi
cate." 

" Right," Lynch answered. " I'll 
call you." 

He came out of the phone booth and 
rejoined Moosh. The disfigured gun
man grinned. " \Vel!, did you fix me 
up ?" 

" I  fixed you up all right,'' Lynch 
told him. " But not for tonight. I got 

a lone date tonight, fella. Your tum 
is coming." 

" Okay, pal." 
Lynch got his Ford out of the garage 

and drove up to Westchester. He 
parked across the street from Judge 
Dereveux's handsome residence and 
waited. The big fami.ly car was stand
ing in the driveway by the house. The 
G-Man passed two hours watching the 
front of the house. Then he saw a 
figure come out and drive the car 
around to the garage in back. Soon a 
light cheap car came out of the drive� 
way and Lynch recognized Maurice, 
the Dereveux's chauffeur, behind the 
wheel. 

The G-Man fell in behind the chauf
feur's car and tailed him several miles 
down the Post Road to a small French 
restaurant set in off the road. Lynch 
parked his car beside Maurice's and 
waited. He had to do something he did 
not like, but time was pressing, and 
he couldn't be squeamish. If Maurice 
were incapacitated Judge Dereveux 
would need a new chauffeur. Lynch 
knew that Dakers, secretly, would 
supply the man. And he, the one they 
called " Arizona,'' was the most pre
sentable one of the mob. He'd get the 
call to take Maurice's place, but first 
there was Maurice to take care of. 

In about an hour Maurice came out, 
twisting his mustache up to points, 
whistling a gay tune. Lynch eased him
self from behind the wheel, then 
stopped and watched. A heavy-shoul
dered figure slid from behind a parked 
car and as Maurice opened the door to 
get into his car the burly man stepped 
up behind him. Lynch heard him mut· 
ter, " I  hate to do this, Frenchy, but 
it's got to be done." 

Lynch recognized Moosh's build and 
hoarse voice but he sat back in the 
shadows and watched. Moosh seized 
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the chauffeur's right wrist, clamped it Dakers got up and went over to the 
in a cruel grip and- spun the surprised ' dresser in his bedroom. He took sev
man around. He forced it  up with a eral twenty dollar bills from a roll 
savage thrust. There was a snap. that was lying loose on the bureau. 
Maurice's knees buckled. He mur- " Go out and get yourself a chauf
mured, " San·C nom de Dicu," and slid feur's uniform, a neat, quiet one. Then 
face down across the running board take your heap and go to Judge Dere
of his car. Moosh was gone again in veux's place in Westchester. It's in the 
the shadows. phone book Tell him you're from the 

The G-Man whistled softly to him- Domestic Service Agency. They sent 
sel f. " So they had the same idea. you up to drive his car. Be on your 
Anyway, Moosh sa,·ed me a disagree- toes, understand? I want you to keep 
able job-I didn't have to do it." the job for a while. You'll still be on 

He slid back behind the wheel and my payro.ll while you're working for 
drove back to the city. He dialed his this Dereveux dude, get it? I want 
New York superior's phone. " Judge you to report every day. Come back 
Dereveux, or one of his family, will be to Ollie's garage every night and tell 
calling some employment agency the me every move that white-haired so
first thing in the morning for a new and-so makes." 
chauffeur. Something happened to " Okay." Joe Lynch took the money 
theirs on the way home from work. and started out. 
Don't let any agency send up a man " Wait a minute," Dakers said. " I  
until I get in touch 'ivith you." want you to keep an eye on his daugh

J OE LYNCH was at Ollie Winters' 
garage' early the next morning 
when Dakers called on the phone 

and asked to talk to him. When the 
G-Man took the phone Dakers ordered 
him to report to his hotel at once. 
Dakers was having breakfast from a 
tray in his room when Lynch arrived. 
The gambler was dressed in an elabo· 
rate Chinese silk dressing gown and a 
barber was just gathering up his tools 
to leave. 

The gambler waited until the barber 
had left, then he pointed his fork at 
Joe Lynch. 

" Listen, Arizona. I've got a job for 
you I wouldn't trust to Moosh or any 
of those other lugs. Nobody knows 
you around here, and when you're 
shaved up and dressed you make a 
pretty good appearance." 

11 Whatever you say, boss," the C
Man agreed. 

ter, too. Remember the doll I met 
down at Hialeah? Okay. I want to 
know who she goes out with and where 
she goes. You think that's too much 
for you to handle?" 

The F.B.I. expert twisted his hat in 
his hands. " I'll try to keep it all 
straight, boss. I guess I can get what 
you want." 

" Yeah," Dakers agreed. " Some
how I think you can. Don't forget to 
report." 

Lynch went out and bought himself 
a chauffeur's uniform and a smart vi
sored cap. He dro\·e up to Westches
ter and reported to the Dereveux resi
dence. The ex-judge had gone mto 
the city to his office, but his wife asked 
Lynch a few questions, eyed his erect, 
muscular figure in its 

'
neatly fitting 

uniform and noticed his lean features, 
close-cropped bronze hair and level 
greenish-gray eyes. 

" Very well, Lynch. No, I think I 
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shall call you Joseph. You ·may start 
at once. Our first call will be at the 
Concourse Emergency Hospital, where 
my regular chauffeur is confined. Some 
hoodlums attacked him on the way 
home from here last night and brol$:e 
his arm. I must stop and see if there 
is something I can do for him." 

Lynch sat beside the wheel of the 
big Dercvcux limousine, driving I\'lrs. 
Dercveux on various errands. In the 
afternoon he drove Sandra on a visit 
to another girl on the other side of 
town. She gof into the front scat be
side him, and he could feel her eyes 
upon him. 

" You look familiar," she said at 
length. " Perhaps you drove for some 
people we know ?", 

" Maybe," Lynch_ said stiffly, " but 
I don't think so, Miss." 

" But I'm sure I've seen you some 
place before." 

" I guess all chauffeurs look some
thing alike," Lynch offered. 

" Oh, no, they don't,'' Sandra 
smiled. " I hope dad keeps you. I 
like your looks." 

" Thank you, Miss." 
At five o'clock the G-Man drove into 

the city and stopped at Dereveux's 
office to pick him up. Dereveux looked 
at him vaguely. " Oh, you're the new 
man, taking Maurice's place, eh ? Well, 
drive me home." 

" Yes, sir." 
Ex-Judge Dereveux sat in a huddle 

in one corner o f  the back seat. 
The family attended a musicale that 

night at a swanky community club 
and it was after twelve when Lynch 
put the big car away and climbed into 
his own to go home. There were no 
chauffeur's quarters over the garage. 
It was almost one when the G-Man 
got into the city to Ollie Winters' west 
side midtown garage. 

Ollie was in his Gustomary spot, 
stretched out on the ragged leather 
couch in the unkempt office. 

" Where's Moosh ?" Lynch asked. 
" Boss called him about forty-five 

minutes ago," Ollie yawned. 
" \:Vhere'd he go ?" Lynch de

manded. " I want to see him." 
" He didn't say." 
" Hmm,''

, 
Lynch murmured. " I 

wonder . . .  

DAKERS and Moosh were rid
ing slowly along the upper east 
side in the section recently re

c.laimed from slums and made over 
into swanky and comfortable quarters 
for folks who wanted to live close in. 
Dakers leaned over from the back seat. 

" Give me your rod, Moosh." 
Moosh dug under his left armpit 

and brought out a Colt ·45 automatic, 
handed it back to the gambler. 
" What's up, boss ?" 

" Let me out at the next comer/' 
Dakers said. " Then cruise slowly up 
and down for six or seven blocks. 
Keep that up until I come back." 

Moosh stopped for a moment at the 
next corner and Dakers slipped out. 
He 'Yalked toward the waterfront, 
where a hlock of new fronts pro
claimed the rebuilt section. He passed 
the block briskly, then cut down an 
alley meant for tradesmen between 
two of the new buildings. He went 
in the basement entrance and stepped 
into the automatic elevator. He pushed 
the button and went up to the third 
floor. 

Dr. Kilburn answered the door him� 
self in answer to Dakers' insistent 
pressure on the bell. He opened the 
door a few inches and asked, " Well ?" 

Dakers pushed his way in. " I've got 
to see you, doctor. It's a matter of 
life and death." 
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Dr. Kilburn. had an old dressing· 
gown on over his pajamas. His side 
hair was disheveled and his pink pate 
glowed. His eyes blinked a little sleep
ily behind their thick glasses. " \.Yell, 
then, come in." He led the way down 
the hall and switched on the lights 
in a neatly furnished office. " What· is 
it?" 

Dakers looked around cautiously. 
" Are we alone ? Can anyone hear 
me ?" 

" No," Dr. Kilburn assured him. 
" My nurse leaves at nine and my 
houseman has gone foi' the night. We 
are quite alone." 

" Then let's get down to business," 
Dakers said bluntly. " You have a 
formula for a pain-killer. It's all ready 
to be presented to the Medical Associa
tion. Get it  out. Let's have it." 

" Would you tell me, please," the 
doctor asked, " how did you know 
about thi s ?  Even my own associates at 
the hospital do not know. I have 
worked on it alone. One man, an old 
friend, heard about it, too. Yet I 
could have sworn it was a secret." 

" We got guys who make it their 
business to find things out," Dakers 
grated. " Give me the stuff on it-
quick !" 

" 

Dr. Kilburn spread his hands. 
" 'What good would that do you ? In 
a few days it will be common prop� 
erty. Anyone can get it  then." 

" That's just the trouble," Dakers 
snapped. " I  want it before you give it 
away, or anybody else learns you've 
got it. That stuff should be worth one 
hundred do.llars an ounce. Let's have 
the formula, and don't waste any 
time.'' 

" Who are you ?" Dr. Kilburn 
blinked incredulously. 

Dakers slipped the gun from his 
pocket and balanced it  in his hand. 

The doctor looked at it  and nodded. 
" I  see . . .  but I don't think you know 
what you are doing. This will be a 
blessing to humanity. There isn't 
enough money in the world to buy it." 

Dakers took a black silencer cylin� 
&r from his pocket and slipped it over 
the automatic's blunt snout. " Give me 
the formula and all your notes on it. 
I guess you keep them all together, 
huh ?'' 

Dr. Kilburn drew a deep, weary 
breath. " I fail to see the sense of 
your action, when it will be public 
property in a few days. I can always 
do it over. I am not apt to forget this 
formula." 

" Let's have it." Dakers pushed the 
gun closer. " Quick !" 

Dr. Kilburn turned around and 
opened the top drawer of his desk. 
Dakers stood right behind him, the gun 
pressed against the doctor's ribs. The 
benefactor of mankind pulled out a 
large folio tied with tape. " This is 
it. And nobody in the world even 
dreamed I was working on it. All in 
form for the presentation at the Medi
cal Association meeting next Thurs
day." 

Dakers snatched the folio from Kil
burn's hands. He backed off several 
paces and, keeping his eyes on the doc
tor, opened the folio. He pulled out 
a script, bound together by clips. He 
threw hurried glances at the pages. 
" Yeah. I guess this is it. Is it all here ? 
All your notes?" 

Dr. Kilburn waved one hand. " It's 
all there. Twenty-five years o f  work. 
Thirty years of dreaming. My gift to 
the suffering world, the victims of  ac
cidents, the badly injured. The fruita
tion o f  my fondest ideal-" 

Dakers raised his gun, pointed it at 
Dr. Kilburn's head, right between the 
eyes. " You pulled a boner, doc, when 
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you said you remembered the
-
formu· 

Ia. Can't have guys remember things 
and give them away when we sell them 
for a hundred bucks an ounce." 

Dr. Kilburn's kind, near-sighted 
eyes blinked. " You don't mean-" 

Dakers squeezed the grip. A single 
spiteful cough. A round red hole ap
peared between Dr. Kilburn's eyes. 
His glasses slid off artd his mouth 
sagged as he toppled forward. He 
gagged, "For humanity . . .  " Then he 
was sprawled out on the floor. 

' '  Had to give it to you like that, 
sawbones," Dakers explained. "\Vith 
one of these silencer tubes on the bar
rel an automatic will only fire once. I 
had to make it a good one." He picked 
up the folio, used his handkerchief in 
switching off the light and letting him
self out. 

The automatic elevator came up at 
his summons and he went directly 
down to the basement. 

Moosh was tooling slowly along the 
avenue when Dakers came striding 
along. The gunman swung open the 
hack door and Dakers hopped in. He 
handed the gun to Moosh. " Better 
clean it when you get the chance, 
Moosh." 

" Sure," Moosh agreed. " I always 
do." 

EX-JUDGE DEREVEUX came 
hoffie in the middle of the af� 
ternoon. He was clutching a 

newspaper that was wet from the per� 
spiration of his hands. His wife was 
just going out as he stumbled through 
the door. " \Vait !" he gasped. "Don't 
go out. I must talk to you. I've kept 
it for more than two years. But-but 
it's too much. Too much, I tell you I" 
His voice was shrill. He waved the 

'newspaper. " They shot down Kilburn 
in cold blood. You see ? They mur� 

dered him because he wouldn't sell his 
formula. I know that's why they did 
it." 

"Come up to your room." Mrs. 
Dereveux put her arms around his 
waist. "Dr. Kilburn's death was 
ghastly, but don't let it unnerve you 
so." 

" But if you only knew," Dereveux 
wailed. He started up the wide front 
stairs, feeling in front of him with his 
hands like a hlind man. 

Once in his room, Mrs. Dereveux 
closed the door. " Now pour yourself 
a drink and tell me what it's all about." 

Dereveux sat down weakly. " It all 
began mdre than two years ago. You 
remember, things weren't very brisk. 
My income had been greatly curtailed, 
to the point where you and Sandra 
were in danger of losing face com
pletely. I was obliged to use some of 
the Haledon trust fund to make some 
money in the stock market I was 
doing well enough and the Haledon 
estate was never in danger of losing 
by it." 

His wife listened silently, her wide 
eyes upon his face. " Yes?'' 

" I  don't know how he found out," 
Dereveux went on, " but some man 
came to me and threatened to have an 
immediate accounting demanded un
less I advised bim in the case of a 
notorious public enemy who was play
ing fast and loose with the law. It was 
a matter of a Federal violation. Much 
as I disliked to do it, I was obliged to 
advise him, and he dropped the de� 
mand for an accounting . . . .  That was 
the start." 

"The start?" His wife's face was 
troubled. 

" Yes . .  They came to me for coun� 
sel on all manner of illegal devices. 
I never went into court, but I steered 
them from behind. Then it got so I 



28 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

was obliged to advise them before the 
crimes were committed. They paid me 
well and agreed my name should never 
be known, even to members of the 
crime syndicate. Soon I began to detest 
it  less. I became used to it. I didn't 
think it touched people like us, or like 
Dr. Kilburn. And the revenue was 
much more than I had been making in 
private practice." 

" Do you mean," his wife's voice 
was shocked, " for the past two years 
you have been legal advisor to a crime 
syndicate ?" 

" I  couldn't help it," _Dereveux 
wailed. " They made me do it !" His 
hands covered his face and his shoul· 
ders shook with uncontrolled sobs. 

His wife went over and placed a 
hand gently on his bowed head. 
" Don't let it get you so, Lucien. \iVe'll 
go away and forget it. Y.tle can live in 
England or in some of the Scandina· 
vian countries, or in Greece. Even 
South America would be pleasant 
enough." 

Dereveux looked up. " I bought 
reservations on the City of Paris on 
my way home. V.le'll leave everything 
-sail for Europe. \i\lhere's Sandra?" 

" She's out with Mr. Dakers." 
" Dakers !·' Dereveux looked up 

wildly. " Dakers, the inhuman swine. 
He's connected with the crime syndi· 
cate somewhere. He found out that 
I \vas their advisor and he has been 
ming it to hold over me like a whip. 
He tied my hands so I can't forbid 
Sandra to see him. The boat sails Fri· 
day. Don't let her leave the house 
alone until then. . . I couldn't help it. 
They forced me. They killed poor, 
gentle Kilburn. He never harmed a 
soul in his life, was going to give his 
life work to humanity, and they killed 
him in cold blood. They maim and 
kill. They pick out innocent shopkeep· 

ers and make them put in nickel rna
chines and sell numbers. If they rc· 
fuse, they cripple them and wreck their 
stores !' '  

" Please," his wife begged, " calm 
yOurself.'' 

" They keep the money in one hor
rible cycle," Dereveux went on. " They 
pay the hoodlums, then get the money 
back through their bawdy houses and 
crooked gam,bling spots. Even the 
drabs in the vice ring spend their 
money back to the syndicate for drugs 
and numbers tickets and ' protection.' 
It's unbelievable. I tell you, it's mon
strous !" 

" And you have been su-pporting our 
daughter and me on the proceeds of 
that practice?" Mrs. Dereveux's voice 
sounded incredulous rather than cen
sorious. 

" I \VaS forced into it,'' Dereveux 
mumbled. " But we'll leave all that be
hind. \Ve'll go to Europe and pick 
some spot in which to settle. Sandra 
must never know." 

Mrs. Dereveux shook her head. 
" \'Ve must contrive to keep it  from 
her. I will be packed and ready to 
go by Friday." 

The phone rang on Dereveux's pri· 
vate wire. Fearfully be stared at the 
instrument. When he reached out his 
hand for it he had the air of a man 
about to pick up a poisonou� reptile. 
A call on that phone meant only one 
thing ; orders from the voice that had 
directed his life for the past two and 
one�ha\ f years. His hand shook as 
he picked up the phone from its cradle. 

" Yes." 
" Dereveux." It was the soft cul

tured tone he knew so wet\ that al· 
ways sent a chill up his spine. " It 
has been reported to me that you have 
made reservations on the City of Paris. 
You will cancel them, Dereveux, And 
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never attempt to leave the city for a,ny 
reason without permission." 

" But, great heavens, man-" Dere
veux's voice stuck in his throat. 

" Have you got it straight?" the 
voice said softly. 

" The reservations are for my wife 
and daughter," Dercveux stalled. 
" They are going on a little trip." 

" No, they aren't. And neither are 
you, Dereveux. You failed on an im
portant assignment that was given 
you. Other methods had to be used. 
We have not yet decided what our 
attitude will be towards you, but you 
will be advised . . . . In the meantime, 
stay right where you are." 

Dereveux replaced the phone on its 
rack and dropped his head on his arms. 
" This can't be true," he mumbled 
brokenly. " These things can't really 
be happening. Sandra. Where's San
dra ?" 

" She is still out with Mr. Dakers," 
his wife said. " Don't you think you 
should lie down and try to rest?" 

" Rest !" Dereveux wailed. " How 
can I rest ?'' He walked to the win
dow and stood there. The fingers of 
his hands, clenched behind his back, 
trembled like gelatin as he tried to 
lace them together. His lips were mov
ing soundlessly as he stared out at the 
spacious yard and winding drive, the 
wide road beyond. 

Dakers' long black car swept into 
the driveway and stopped under the 
porte cochere. Dereveux stared at it 
for a moment, then whirled and ran 
downstairs. Sandra was standing on 
the carriage step, talking to Dakers, 
when Dereveux pulled the door open. 

" Please go into the house, Sandra." 
Dereveux's voice trembled. " I want to 
talk to Mr. Dakers." 

" The stern parent," Sandra smiled. 
" See you about eight, Rex." 

" At eight," Dakers agreed. When 
the door closed behind Sandra, Dakers 
turned his unfathomable black eyes on 
the white haired ex-judge. " What's 
eating you ?" 

" You are not to see Sandra any 
more." Dereveux tried to keep his 
voice steady. " She is a fine decent 
girl and will be spending her time with 
escorts from her own social sphere 
from now on." 

" You don't te.ll me." Dakers' drawl 
was heavy with irony. " Who says so ? 
For a little while I thought you were 
the Big Shot. But you're just one of 
the hired hands, like me. And right 
now you're out of favor and you know 
it. I'll see your daughter as often as 'I 
want, and that's plenty often. And i f  
you don't like that, just think about 
what happened to your old friend, Dr. 
Kilburn." 

CHAPTER IV 

Deuveux's Secret 

M OOSH was at the garage that 
night when Lynch came in 
after finishing up in West

chester. The gunman with the battered 
face grinned widely when he saw 
Lynch walk in with his natty new uni
form. He put one hand on his hip and 
mincJ:d across the office. " Why, hello, 
dearie. Where'd yuh get the new 
frock ? Whoops!" 

The G-Man grinned and unbuttoned 
the tight tunic. " What you been do
ing with yourself, Moosh." 

" Me and the boss have been busy," 
Moosh said. " He wants you to go 
right over to his hotel He said no 
matter how late it was, you should go 
over when you came in." 

" I'm on my way," Lynch told him. 
" Boy, have I got the long hours." 

Dakers was waiting for him, pacing 
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the floor of his hotel room, when the 
GwMan arrived. " Well," he asked ir� 
ritahly, " what you got to report?" 

Lynch pulled a pad out of his pocket 
and read off the movements of the 
Dereveux family. Dakers listened, nod
ding his head absently. " Who was 
this jane's house Sandra went to ?" 

Lynch gave him the girl's name. 
" Talking about Sandra-" He hesi
tated. 

" We.\1, what about her ?" Dakers 
demanded. 

" I don't want to be personal, boss," 
Lynch said slowly, " but she is cer
tainly nuts about you." 

" Yeah?" Dakers purred. " What 
makes you think so?" 

· 

" Shr. talks about you all the time," 
Lynch told the gambler. " Even to her 
old lady she gasses about you all the 
time they're riding in the car. When 
she's with some other jane she really 
tells what's on her mind. Boss, you're 
in with that frail." 

" What she act so childish for 
then?" Dakers snapped. " Always 
wants to play. Never acts· grown-up." 

" She's shy, I guess," Lynch offered. 
" She's been brought up careful and 
has been taught not to wrassle with 
guys unless she's engaged to them. But 
once you took hold of her I'll bet you'd 
find she is grown-up, all right." 

" You think so?" Dakers' large black 
eyes narrowed speculatively. " You 
think she's really nuts about me?" 

" I'm j ust telling you what I heard 
her say, boss." 

" How about the judge ? How has 
he been acting?" 

" I  think something's going sour," 
the G-Man said innocently. " He's been 
acting strange ever since I went up 
there to work. His wife keeps telling 
him to get a ,grip on himself, but he 
seems sunk all the timP.. I got no idea 

what the trouble is. All I know is he 
looks like he'll soon be cutting out 
paper dolls." 

Dakers spoke, more to himself than 
to Joe Lynch. " I  guess they're put
ting the pressure on him, all right. I've 
got nothing to fear from that baby 
now." 

" Yes, sir," Lynch mused aloud. " If 
it was me I'd take that skirt and just 
put her in the car. She's certainly a 
beautiful doU-and what a build !" 

" Never mind that !" D a k e r s  
growled, then his voice became specu
lath·e. " You think once I got her away 
from the folks, off by myself, she'd 
warm up, heh ?" 

" No doubt about it," the G-Man 
said with assurance. " I  know how she 
feels." 

" All right, Arizona," Dakers said. 
" You're doing a good job. Stay with 
it." 

" That's what I'm doing," the G
Man told him. " Good-night, boss." 

The next afternoon Dereveux came 
home from the office very early again. 
He seemed so wobbly and unsure of 
himself, Joe Lynch had to help him 
out o f  the car and into the house. He 
went into his first floor study and re
fused to come out for dinner, despite 
his wife's urgings. 

About eight o'clock Sandra went out 
with Dakers and after that the white� 
haired ex-judge just sat there, his 
hands .limp on the desk before him, his 
eyes staring blankly at the far wall. 

At nine-thirty the phone rang. Judge 
Dereveux let it ring, just sat there like 
a wax figure. His wife answered in 
the hall extension. " It's for you. It's 
!vir. Dakers." 

" Dakers ?" Dereveux stared stupid
ly for a moment, then reached for the 
phone. " Yes?" 

" Hello, Judge," Dakers' voice came. 
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over the wire. " Don't look for your 
daughter tonight, pop. She won't be 
home for a while, maybe not at all. I 
just wanted to hear your voice when I 
told you. And I thought you used to 
be the Big Shot I How do you like it, 
you old white-haired phony?" 

Judge Dereveux murmured weakly, 
" That cold-blooded murderer with my 
little Sandra . . .  " Then he toppled 
sidewise off the chair and lay on the 
floor like a halHi.lled bag o f  rags. 

J DE LYNCH was seated in the car 
by the side ent

.
rance of the house. 

I f  the family didn't want to use 
it in another fifteen minutes he was 
going to put it away and go home. The 
door opened and Mrs. Dereveux ap
peared. " Come in, Joseph. Hurry, 
please." He followed her into the house 
and in to Dereveux's private first floor 
study. Mrs. Dereveux pointed to the 
l imp figure of her white-haired hus
band on the floor. 

" Judge Dereveux has fainted, Jo
seph. I wish you would help me carry 
him up to his room." 

" I'll take him." The G-Man lifted 
the white-haired man in his arms, car
ried him like a child. Mrs. Dereveux 
ran up the stairs before him and held 
open the door of her husband's room. 
Lynch carried the lDlconscious man and 
and laid him on the bed. " Guess I'd 
better get his clothes off, ma'am," he 
told Mrs. Dereveux. 

" Please do," she said. " I'll call a 
doctor. The judge has been under a 
tremendous strain for some time now. 
Thank you, Joseph. Now if you'll un
dress bim, I'll call a doctor." 

Soon as Mrs. Dereveux had left the 
room the G-Man went into the bath
room and soaked a towel with cold 
water. He brought it back and pulled 
Dereveux half erect on the bed. He 

swung the cold wet towd and slapped 
Dereveux smartly across the face with. 
it  several times. Dereveux shuddered 
and his eyes flicked opefl. Lynch 
smacked him again with the wet towel. 
Reason seemed to come into Dere
veux's tired eyes. 

" Dakers, the swine," he mumbled. 
" He's run away with my little girl, 
my Sandra." 

" Sure he has." The G-Man's voice 
was not that of the chauffeur or of the 
tough guy the boys at the garage knew 
as Arizona. It was brisk and com
manding. " He has run away with her 
and there's only one man who can stop 
him. You know who that man is !" 

" The police," Dereveux muttered. 
" No. It would bring disgrace on her 
and on her mother and me. I must get 
her back without that." 

" You might not want her back after 
a while," Lynch snapped brutally. " If 
you get her back at all you've got to get 
her now, tonight. The police can't do 
it. Only one man can stop Dakers now. 
That's the Big Shot himself. Call him." 
The G-Man shook Dereveux roughly. 

The ex-judge seemed to have lost 
possession of .all his faculties. " Who 
is he?" Lynch pressed. " What's the 
Big Shot's name ? What's his phone 
number?" 

" It's too .late," Dereveux mumbled. 
" The black-hearted killer has taken 
her away." 

u It will be too late if  you don't tell 
me soon," Lynch pounded. " Give me 
his name and I can save Sandra in 
time." 

White-haired ex-Judge Dereveux 
was licked. His eyes rolled, and as he 
slid back into a faint he muttered, 
" George Grayson, Squires' Club." 

The Squires' Club was one of the 
oldest and most con�ervative men's 
clubs in the city. Lynch had heard of 
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Colonel George Grayson, knew the 
man's reputation as a secret manipu
lator of political strings. He knew that 
Grayson bad spent years in Washing
ton as a lobbyist for large interests. 
Now he was officially retired from ac
tive life. South in tbe winter. North 
in the summer. The Squires' Club be
tween seasons. 

The G-Man told the doOrman he had 
a personal message for Colonel George 
Grayson. The doorman looked at 
Lynch's livery and admitted him. The 
F. B. I. agent walked across the read
ing room to where a plump, pleasant 
looking man o f  about sixty· was seated 
by the fireplace. He stepped close to 
George Grayson and opened his palm, 
disclosing a little gold Department of 
Justice badge. 

" They want to talk to you at the 
Department, Grayson." 

Grayson looked up calmly. He nod· 
ded and started to get up. He was 
plump and the chair was softly up· 
holstered so he had to grunt a little 
before he made it. 

Walking across the room he said, 
" How about a drink before we start, 
Mr. Special Agent?" 

The G-Man shook his head. " Sorry. 
\Ve can't stop just now. Dakers has 
kidnapped Dereveux's diughter. You'll 
have to send out the word to have him 
stopped and turned back." 

GRAYSON stopped walking and 
turned to face Lynch. His voice 
was soft and cultured. " My dear 

young man. \Vhat makes you think I 
know any of these persons or have any 
control over their actions?" 

" Dereveux broke down, Grayson. 
We kno\v all we want to know." 

" Really?" Grayson yawned, then 
covered the yawn with his hand. 
" That being the case we have no rca· 

sonable excuse for delay. Shall we 
use my car ?" 

" No. I have mine." 
They were almost to the door when 

Grayson's knees buckled and he fell 
forward on his face. The G·Man knelt 
beside him and began to lift his head 
from the floor. 

" Sorry you wouldn't let me get a 
drink," Grayson said in his soft cui· 
tured voice. " I dislike very much hav
ing to take poison without being able 
to have a whiskey chaser." 

Lynch explained to the club's chief 
steward that Colonel George Grayson 
had just committed suicide, showed 
the servant his little gold badge and 
gave him instructions. Outside the 
club he instructed the policeman on 
traffic duty to call his precinct and re
port the death in the Squires' Club. 

He went over to the west side traf· 
fie viaduct and down to the midtown 
ramp, turned off and in a few minutes 
was in Ollie Winters' garage. 

" Where's Moosh ?" he demanded. 
" Gone with the boss," Ollie told 

him. 
" VVhere'd they go ?" the G·Man de· 

manded. " He told me he wants to see 
me right away. I was late, getting 
down from Westchester." 

" Moosh said he'd be gone a couple 
days," Ollie remembered. " Maybe 
they went to the boss's place in Pennsy 
. . .  Although they don't usually go 
there unless they got women along." 

" What place in Pennsy ?" Lynch 
barked. " Where is it? What's the 
name of it ?" 

" Some .lodge in the hills near 
Doylestown called the Fly and Feather 
or some screwy name like that." 

" Okay." Lynch started out. " l '!l 
be seeing you." 

He drove through the tunnel and 
over to the Newark Airport. It took 
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him twenty minutes to arrange for the 
chartering o f  a plane and get off into 
the graying sky. The pilot knew 
Doylestown from the air and the G-
1bn had him fly low over the out
skirts to see if  he could pick out a 
place that might be Dakers' fishing 
lodge. Then he directed the pilot to 
set the ship down on the golf course 
behind a clump of trees on a dog-leg 
hole. 

Ten minutes later he had the sheriff 
and a car load o f  deputies armed with 
shotguns. The sheriff knew where the 
city {ella's fishing lodge was, up the 
crick a bit. They"drove up to within a 
hundred and fifty yards of it, then 
Lynch ordered the posse out of the car. 
Dakers' big black limousine was .in the 
path in front o f  the cabin. 

It was getting dusk. Joe Lynch ex
plained to the sheriff's men : " There 
are at least two men in there and one 
woman. The men are both cold-blood· 
ed killers and the girl is there against 
her will. \Ve'd better rush them before 
it starts to get dark o r  they might 
make a break for it." 

" If you say so,'' the sheriff agreed. 
" It's your party." 

" Maybe that wouldn't be a good 
idea either,'' the G-Man hesitated. 
" There's a girl with those two desper
ate characters. She's not a criminal, 
doesn't know what it's all about. She 
might get hurt i f  we started shooting. 
I'll go in alone and order them to sur
render. Then you and your men can 
help me take care of them." 

" If they're tough as you say," the 
sheriff grunted, " you can have the 
job of calling them. The boys and I 
will surround the shack. Right?" 

'' Right." The G-Man started up the 
path toward the little rustic fishing 
lodge. The sheriff deployed his men, 
sent them out into the woods to con-

verge upon the cabin from different 
sides. 

There was no sign o f  life or move
ment as Joe Lynch walked slowly up 
the path. A thin trickle of smoke was 
coming from the chimney and Dakers' 
big limousine was standing out in front 
nearby. Aside from those signs the 
place might have been deserted. 

THE G-Man tried to appear very 
casual in case they were watching 
him from a window. Only when 

he was on the porch and his hand on 
the door knob did he reach inside his 
tight chauffeur's tunic and ease the gun 
in his shoulder holster. The top three 
buttons o f  the jacket he left open pur· 
posely. 

The door yielded to his push. The 
three of them, Dakers, Sandra Dere
veux and Moosh, were sitting around 
in front of an open fire. They all 
looked up as Lynch came into the 
room. 

" Hello, Arizona," Moosh greeted 
him. 

" What are you doing here ?" Da
kers' quiet voice had an edge to it. 

" Oh, Joseph," Sandra said. " Did 
they send you for me?" 

" Lift your hands, all of you !" 
Lynch snapped suddenly. In one hand 
he held a gun, in the other he displayed 
the little gold badge o f  the F. B. I. 
" I arrest you, Dakers and you, Moosh, 
in the name o f  the Department of Jus· 
tice of the United States.'' 

Dakers and Moosh elevated their 
hands slowly. " I  might have known 
there was something funny about you," 
Dakers said quietly. " You were too 
good to be a tramp hoodlum." 

" Hey," Moosh said incredulously. 
" Don't tell me you're a cop, Arizona ! 
Not you, you ain't a dick I can't be
lieve it.'' 
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" Go outside, Miss Dereveux," 
Lynch directed the girl. " \Valk down 
the path. Stay there." 

Sandra nodded and started for the 
door. A.s she passed Dakers he reached 
out suddenly and pulled her toward 
him. Holding her in front of him as a 
shield, Dakers snapped out his own 
gun. The girl struggled vainly for a 
moment but stopped, eyes wide and 
staring, when Dakers grated in her 
ear, " Be still, or I'll drill you." lie 
had the gun muzzle jammed against 
the soft flesh at her side. 

Holding the girl before him Dakers 
began to back out. Moosh watched, 
hands still high, a· bewildered expres
sion on his battered face. Twice he 
muttered, " Geez, Arizona. You can't 
be a cop !" 

Lynch waited until Dakers and the 
girl were in the doorway. Then he 
fired one shot at Dakers' right shoul· 
der, exposed for a moment above the 
girl's form. Dakers' return shot grazed 
the G-Man's left wrist. Out on the 
porch, Dakers pushed the girl aside and 
dived for the door of his bullet proof 
car. 

He had his hand on the door handle 
when a shotgun exploded and Dakers 
sank forward against the body of the 
car. The G-Man's head turned at the 
sound and Moosh dropped his hands 
and lunged for the door, yanking out 
his gun as he ran. The sheriff's man 
was right behind the corner of the 
house and had the door ranged per
fectly. 

He gave Moosh the other barrel as 
the gunman came out. 

The G·Man called from inside the 
"door. " That's an. Cease firing!" 

When he walked out Moosh was 
huddled in a heap on the floor of the 
porch. Dakers was slumped down over 
the running board of his big bullet 

proof car. The sheriff's men were com· 
ing in through the woods and a state 
trooper was jouncing up the road on 
his motorcycle, gun in hand. 

The G·Man stooped down to look 
at Moosh. The gunman's battered face 
was twitching spasmodically. " Guess I 
never will get to settle down, Arizona 
. . .  How did you happen to be a cop ?" 
His eyes closed, then opened again to 
stare glassily. 

D AKERS was writhing and moan· 
ing in agony. The buckshot 
charge from the shotgun had 

struck him in the sid'e. He was bleed· 
ing badly. His face was gray and 
bathed with the sweat of excruciating 
pain. " For God's sake do something," 
he begged the G·Man. " Give me a 
shot of something. I can't stand it. 
My belly is blown apart-I'm bleeding 
to death. Do something." 

" Poetic justice," Lynch toJd him 
grimly. " If you hadn"t drilled Dr. 
Kilburn between the eyes this state 
trooper would have some of his for
mula in his first aid kit. In two min
utes your agony would be over and the 
bleeding stopped. You'd have had a 
good chance to live. The way it is now 
you probably won't survive long 
enough to reach the hospitaL" 

Dakers shrieked. " I can't stand it. 
I can't !" 

The G-Man satisfied the state troop
er as to the authenticity of the raid, 
then climbed on behind the back seat 
of the trooper's motorcycle and rode 
out. They found Sandra Dereveux; 
white and trembling, in the sheriff's 
car. 

The G·Man instructed her to wait 
for the sheriff and rode on to the 
trooper's station. 

He put in a call for his superior in 
New York and< identified hin;LSdf. 



THE BIG-SHOT'S DAUGHTER 35 
" Looks as if the ball of yarn is all 
wound up," he said. " I had to work 
on Dakers until he snatched Sandra 
Dereveux and took her to his fishing 
lodge in Pennsy. Then I had to needle 
Judge Dereveux until he broke down 
and named George Grayson. \.Yhen 
Grayson beat me to it and took poison 
I hopped a plane and came down and 
got Dakers and his bodyguard, the man 
who killed Riordan and others. The 
sheriff is taking care of the Dereveux 
girl. Perhaps we'd better keep her out 
of the way until her father goes down 
to \Vashington to tell his story." 
" Fine," the G�Man's chief ap

plauded. " Only one mistake. Grayson 
didn't take poison. He fooled you by 
taking regurgitant that had the symp
toms of a powerful poison. Five min
utes after you left him in his club he 
was up and out the back door. But he's 
in the open now and we shouldn't ha,•e 
any trouble picking him up. You say 

Dakers and his bodyguard are both 
dead ?" 
" One dead," Lynch said. " The 

other dying. I'll bring the girl back 
with me. Dereveux should be ready to 
talk now. He's a cinch to break down 
after what he's been through. 
" Yep. I'd have had a tough time 

breaking these babies dO\vn if it hadn't 
been for the girl. She didn't know it 
but she was the \vedge. I played both 
Dakers and her old man, using her as 
bait. The idea came to me down in 
Hialeah at the track when I heard 
Dakers mutter to himself when he first 
saw the girl. He mumbled, ' So that's 
the Big Shot's daughter I' At the time 
he thought Dereveux must be the di
rector of the crime syndicate." 
" AU right. See you soon as you get 

to New York. From here out we 
shouldn't have any trouble cracking the 
rest of this combine. Looks as if you 
finished the job Riordan set out to do." 

Within and Without the Law 

T
HE first disturbance among prisoners of Alcatraz Island, the govern
ment's escape-proof prison in San Francisco Bay, was a queer one. 
The men went on strike for working hours. They refused to eat unti: 

gi,·en more time for relaxation. The warden announced that they would 
" starve or work "-and they were finally forced to give up the strike. 



"THE heat is on ! I'm 
going to clean up this 
town, starting with 

the Police Department. Graft 
is out ! The cop with his hand 
out is reaching for the door
knob, whether he knows it or 
not. I'm going to make an 
example of any fellow who thinks he's 
bigger than the shield he's walking 
around behind-" 
So said General Rhyder, newly ap

pointed Commissioner of Police - a 
soldier talking to 
four hundred detec-

tives, long assigned to the 
Rackets Detail, stood square
ly and respectfully on his 
t\vo No. 10 feet. He had a 
wide, knobby face with a 
mouth that might have been 
cast in irbn, with yellmvish 
eyes that might have been 

rubbed copper. He was forty·seven, 
and twenty·two years on the Force. 
He had seen a lot of Commissioners 
come and go. The "reform" kind came 
loudest and went the fastest, he had 

noticed. 

tives lined up at at
tention in the down
town show-up room: 
In the front rank 

Timothy Donohue, 
Sergeant of Detec-

Detective Sergeant Tim Don· 
ohue Could Accept Disgrace 
Far &sier than the Loss of 
His Most Pri�ed PosJession 

" I'm going to 
make some examples 
here and now !" the 
General shouted. 
It was all the old 

mohokus, Tim Don· 
ohue figured. He 

36 
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had seen too many shake-ups in the 
Department. They turned a iew goats 
out to pasture in the suburbs, they 
dusted off the well-kno\vn Special Or
ders, they bought a few more prowl
cars. The prowl-cars stayed, but pretty 
soon the goats came back. 'Cause why ? 
Because you couldn't run a police de
partment like a business office, or like 
an army. 
" . . . Show you I mean business !" 

the General stormed. 
Tim Donohue didn't doubt that. 

Sure, Rhyder was sincere ! But policing 
a city of four hundred thousand wasn't 
a question. of being sincere. You had 
to have the right lines out, you had 
to have stools and canary birds, and 
a stan•ed bird doesn't sing. And that 
kind of stool only squeaks when you 
apply plenty of grease. Suppose, now, 
hoods put the gim on a big department 
store? Tim Donohue knew fifty phono
graphs - talkers with records- who 
would open up for a price. But where 
did he get the price ? Could he draw 
hali a C at Headquarters? Don't laugh. 
No, he went to a certain box at the 
First National. 
Did he need a box at the First Na

tional for what he could sa\'e out of 
thirty-five hundred a year ? Don't laugh 
again. 
And suppose he didn't ha\·e the box ? 

In that case, the _ canaries didn't sing ; 
the hoods clewed the gim on tighter ; 
the department store squawked. Busi
ness men decided the reform adminis
tration wasn't so hot. They kicked out 
the Commissioner, the goats came back, 
the stools squeaked, the hoods faded. 
That was how you policed-
" Timothy Donohue !" the Ge:1eral 

said. 
What could this be ? Was the General 

going to put Tim Donohue out in the 
sticks, then ; was the General going to 

assign Tim Donohue to recovering 
stolen bicycles out in Manor Park-as 
had happened away back in 1923 ? 
Tim Donohue moved his No. 10 feet, 

three steps front. 
" Hand _ me your gun, Donohue !" 
His gun ? 
" And your badge." 
It wasn't the sticks for Tim Don

ohue, it was the skids. He reached for 
his gun, he pulled his shiny nickel 
badge from his pants pocket. 
" You mean I'm suspended, Com� 

missioner?" 
That would be laying it on with a 

trowel ! Donohue's cheeks burned, a 
deep slow color. Suspend him ? How in 
hell could they do that ? A trip out to 
Manor Park could be explained as poli
tics. But to suspend him ! The Devil 
himself was in that I 
General Rhyder's face burned, too. 

\-\lith anger. 
" No, I'm not suspending you. I'm 

busting you, Donohue !" His voice 
whip-cracked, it boomed out like the 
voice of the fellow who plays Mussolini 
on the "March of Time" radio pro
gram. 
" I'm wise to you, grafter!" the Gen

eral barked. " You're out ! .You're 
through ! You're tin-canned I I won't 
have a cheap grab artist disgracing the 
Force-" 

DONOHUE'S face went white. 
It went sick-white, licked-white, 
fish-belly-white. He was mad 

enough to bite ten-penny nails, but he 
couldn't have swallowed gravy for the 
knot in his throat. 
His arm jerked up. He saluted. The 

salute jerked open the front of his coat. 
"Wait a minute I" the General said. 

"What's that on your shirt ?" 
\Vhat Tim Donohue had on Ius shirt 

was a silver badge, a special shield 
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given to him by the Blade-Tom Bled
soe's paper. They had changed all that 
now, and they gave hundred dollar 
checks for the heroic policeman stunt. 
But Tim Donohue got this shie1d away 
back in the old days-in 1919, just 
after the War. He got it on account 
of a running gunfight _: he got it for 
blasting the Beretti gang. 

" That's my own," Tim Donohue 
said. 

" It reads City Police to me," the 
General snapped. " Hand it over, 
Donohue." 

" Commissioner, I can't do that-" 
" Can't you !" the General barked. 

" Well, I can !" 
He grabbed the silver badge. He 

didn't bother to unpin it, either. He 
yanked. He took the badge, and a 
triangular strip out of Tim Donohue's 
shirt. 

" Silk !" the General sneered. " I  
can't wear eight-dollar shirts, Dono
hue." He handed the triangle of cloth 
to Tim. " Take this, and march ! Get 
out of my sight!" 

Tim Donohue marched. The eves of 
the ranks of waiting men followed him. 

" Karl Muldren !" the G e n e r a  I 
gruffed. 

Tim Donohue walked out of the 
room, out of  Headquarters Building, 
up the street. 

Grafter ! Cheap grab artist ! 
He said to himself : 
" It's a rotten deal, it burns me up !" 
Busted. Well, he should worry ! He 

had close onto forty grand salted away 
in that First National box. Clean 
money, too, in spite of what the Gen
eral said ; in spite of the fact that it 
hadn't come out of his salary. 

Well, anY'vay, it was fairly clean. 
He had never touched girl-money, 
dope-money, hot-bonds, nothing like 
t�at I Yes, maybe he had put his hand 

out-just a little. He had taken a lit
tle from the bookies-

" Why not?" he asked himself. 
The citiuns wanted to play the ma

chines. The citizens wanted to play 
the races. It was only fair and just, 
then, that those industries should pay 
for their protection. He collected from 
crime to fight crime-

yes, he did ! He had never kept 
any records-<mly a sap would keep 
papers on that sort of thing-but in 
the last ten years he'd paid out twelve, 
maybe fifteen, grand to keep the stools 
greased, to feed the canaries. 

How else could he stay at the head 
of the Rackets Detail ? He was a good 
cop, an efficient cop, because he had the 
lines out. And you don't catch fish 
without bait. Why, Lord bless this 
world, if  he ' hadn't done things like 
that he never would have been any
thing"better than a flatfoot pounding 
the pavements. 

Twenty-two years ago, he'd been 
just that. How did it all start? Tim 
Donohue tried to think back. He 
guessed it all started with the signs. If 
a merchant owned a sign that hung 
out over the sidewalk, he was supposed 
to have a special license. The cop on 
the beat checked up on that. And it 
just happened to be cheaper and easier 
and more convenient all around, for 
everybody, if  the st(?rekeeper slipped 
the officer a finnif instead of going 
down to the city hall. Yes, that made 
the start of it. 

A finnif here and a finnif there, had 
given young Tim Donohue a back-log 
to burn. Understand, nothing dirty ! 
The storekeeper could have his sign 
worries taken care of, but he couldn't 
fix anything serious-like a short scale 
to cheat the poor, in those days before 
the city set up a Weights and Measures 
Division. 
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A MAN with a back-log, Tim 
Donohue had been able to take 
care of a thing or two. Like 

giving Joe Morris a twenty when the 
bailiffs moved the Morrises onto the 
street. Poor Joe' d been in the pen, he 
was trying to go straight. Maybe that 
twenty saved Joe from dropping back 
into his old tricks. And when Tony 
Ajax came out of the jug, when Tony 
propositioned Joe on a particular heist 
job, didn't Joe slip the word to young 
Tim Donohue? Sure, he did ! So Tim 
Donohue busted the heist, so he won 
a transfer into plainclothes. 
Busted, now, himself ! 
" Praise God, Mary never th·ed to 

see this day !" ejaculated Tim. 
Yes, it wOuld have been the devil and 

all to have had to tell Mary a thing 
like this-to tell Mary that the Packard 
and the Frigidaire and what-not elsC, 
had not exactly been paid for out of 
reward money on crooks-which the 
Chief had kept out of the papers so's 
not to make the rest of the force 
jealous. 
All the same, he had pinched the 

crooks ! They couldn't take that away 
from Tim Donohue ! When it came 
to murder, to theft, to arson� then Tim 
had his hand out a different way-with 
a gun in it. 
He thought about his silver shield, 

and the corners of his mouth quirked 
downward. How could the General 
wipe it out-that Donohue single
handed blasted the Berettis? The Gen
eral couldn't ! 
Tim Donohue's eye roved into Gro

gan's saloon ; it was twenty-two years' 
habit to look into a place like that. 
And who should be at Grogan's bar 

but slick Gero Gowan, the mouthpiece ? 
Donohue walked in. 
" Ho-ho ! One hero tess this morn

ing !" laughed Gero Cowan. 

Tim Donohue pinned a hard squint 
on the mouthpiece. He didn't like 
Gowan's kind of law, and he didn't like 
Gowan. The shyster was too fat, too 
flashy, and smelled too much like a 
combination barbershop and barroom. 
" Good news travels fast," Donohue 

said. 
" Bad news. You kept trade boom

ing, Tim boy." , 
" Straight up," Donohue told the 

barkeep. 
Gero Gowan inspected his sidecar. 

" I  guess they're screwing the tid on 
tight? Welt, it's an ill wind don't blow 
me a lot of clients. I should kick !" 
" You got one right now," said Tim 

Donohue. " I ain't taking this laying 
down." 
" Mohokus." 
" No, I ain't. I'm going up in front 

of the Trial Board," Tim Donohue 
growled. " I'm a civil service employee. 
Rhyder can't bounce me like this." 
Gero Gowan smiled cynically. 
" They couldn't put Capone away, 

either," he said. " So what ? You're 
bounced. You don't need the Trial 
Board to put a rubber stamp on the 
tin-can." 
Tim Donohue scowled. " All I care 

about, Rhyder has to give me back my 
silver badge. If I can't get it from the 
Board, I'll sue him clear up to the Su
preme Court !" 
" On account of a dollar's worth of 

dressed up tin ?" 
" No. On account that shield be

longs to me !" 
Gero Gowan pushed his glass across 

the bar. " A  quick one." He fixed a 
blue-green stare on Tim Donohue. 
" This will cost me money, Tim boy. 
But I don't want your case. Maybe 
you remember when the Bar Associa
tion put the rap on me for jury fixing? 
I fought back. You know what hap-



40 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

pened ? They dug up enough evidence 
to take me into criminal court !" 

Tim Donohue's eyes narrowed. 
" There's plenty of other lawyers." 

Gero_ lifted the sidecar. " Here's to 
your funeral, Donohue." 

" Okay. But they bury me with my 
silver badge on, see ?" 

Gero said, " You're a fool, but I'll 
take the case." He held out a flabby 
hand. 

Tim Donohue didn't see the hand. 
" I  don't care what it costs, I'm going 
to get that shield back." 

FIVE members sat on the Trial 
Board. " Your Honors," argued 
Gero Gowan, " we don't ask for 

reinstatement of my client. Our claim 
is short and sweet. The badge in ques
tion was given to Officer Donohue in 
esteem of heroic services. We contend 
that General Rhyder acted away out of 
his constitutional rights in seizing this 
pie'ce of personal property." 

General Rhyder whispered to the 
D.A. 

The D.A. stood up. " Honorable 
members of the Board, it doesn't make 
any difference where the plaintiff got 
this badge. Maybe hC bought it in a 
dime store. Maybe it was given to him. 
But, Your Honors, a private citizen 
has no right to a police shield; bought, 
given, or stolen." 

It was the Board's turn to whisper. 
The President of the Board spoke : 
" What all this comes to is  a Suit in 

equity. The Board does not hold that 
Donohue's badge is an ordinary shield, 
comparable to one purchased in a ten 
cent store. The Board agrees with the 
plaintiff's contention-namely, that this 
shield has a special value extrinsic to 
its worth in weight." 

The D.A. frowned, and Tim Dono
hue grinned. 

" The question before the Board," 
the President went on, " is--does this 
plaintiff come into court with clean 
hands? Officer Donohue contends that 
his badge is  an honor; we agree. He 
further contends that it is an honor 
that ought to be restored to him. We 
disagree. No police officer can come 
before this body, disgracefully dis
missed as he is, and expect us to restore 
any honors to him. The matter is dis
missed, pending further action on the 
plaintiff's part." 

The D.A. grinned and Tim Donohue 
frowned. 

Gero Gowan hustled his client out of 
the room. " I told you what to ex
pect, Tim boy. They want you to lead 
with your chin. You should sue for 
reinstatement ! You should prove your 
hands are clean ! Don't do it, Dono
line. Let them take you in front of a 
Grand Jury and prove your hands arc 
dirty." 

Tim Donohue stared bleakly at his 
mouthpiece. " I  got to win thaf shield 
back, Gero." 

Gero threw up his fat hands. " Can't 
you get it through your head, man ? A 
Trial Board ain't a court, but its find
ings are open to the Grand Jury. Un
der the ordinance, Rhyder don't have 
to prove you're a crook ; all he has to 
prove is that your dismissal was in the 
best interest of the Department. He 
can hide behind a technical charge, such 
as suspicious action. You got to prove 
your action ain't suspicious ; that forty 
grand in a safe deposit vault ain't sus
picious. Then the Board asks, where 
did you get that dough ? You tell them 
you inherited it from your Uncle Char
ley, maybe? Then the D.A. investi
gates and finds you haven't got an Un
cle Charley. So he goes up in front 
of a Grand Jury-" 

" He could do that anyway." 
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" Yes, and why don't he?" Gero 

Gowan asked. " Because he don't know 
for sure what your defense will be. It 
might be your Uncle Charley, it might 
be the stock market, it might be your 
wife took in washing. The only thing 
he does know is me, Gero Qowan. I 
will beat the rap once, but not even 
Gero Gowan can save you if you once 
explain that forty G's to the Board. 
Not even Gero Gowan can beat a rap i f 
he has to hand h i s defense to the D.A. 
six months or a year before the crimi· 
nal trial." 
" You beat the juryJ ixing rap." 
Gero winked. " By fixing the jury 

that tried me!" 
Tim Donohue pulled in a long 

breath. He said, " Sue for reinstate
ment. I'm going to have that badge 
back." 

THAT evening a detective named 
Jim Alden happened to step into 
a cigar store at Eighth and Lin

coln, and who should he see at the wall 
phone but a party known as Trigger 
Tex Thompson. 
" Put them up, Tex !" ordered De

tective Alden. 
Trigger Tex starJed to lift his 

hands. He kept his right arm close to 
his chest as it went up. 
Trigger Tex carried his belly-buster 

in an armpit holster, the lower half of 
\vhich had been trimmed off so the 
snout of the gat stuck through. Trig
ger's forearm boosted the rod on a level 
with Alden's chest. A piece of string, 
looped around the trigger of the can
non, was moored on the holster top 
band. The string tightened. 
The belly-gun blasted. Detective 

Alden crumpled. The cigar store clerk 
ducked behind the counter. By the 
time the prowl-cars arrived, Trigger 
Tex was a long way from Eighth and 

Lincoln. The cigar clerk could give 
only a partial description. Jim Alden 
could give no description at all. He 
was dead, 

Gero Gowan leaned back deeply into 
a luxurious chair in his luxurious office. 
He rubbed the gleaming, freshly mani
cured nails of his left hand on his right 
sleeve. 
He said, " Tim boy, I know how you 

can get your badge, after all." 
Tim Donohue stared at the mouth

piece. Tim's face seemed to have 
grown narrowed during recent weeks. 
The knobby cheek bones stood out 
farther. 
" Yeah ?" 
" Yeah. And you won't have to face 

the Trial Board, either." 
" Go on." 
Gero rubbed the nails of his right 

hand on his left sleeve. " All you 
have to do is make a deal with 
Rhyder." 
Donohue laughed harshly. " A  

deal-with Rhyder? You're crazy." 
" Crazy like a fox. Rhyder" gives 

you back your badge, and in return 
you turn in the lug who killed Alden." 

" I don't know who killed Alden." 
" One of my clients does." Gero said 

that very quietly. " Good news gets 
around fast, you told me once. Rhyder 
has been able to lay a lid on the town, 
yeah, but Jim Bledsoe's paper is hot 
on. his tail because murders like that 
Alden thing go unsolved. l'm like you, 
Tim. I have my lines out." 
Donohue said, " Get out of the 

bushes ! Spill it !" 
" I want to sell you a bill of goods, 

Donohue. A three G bill." 
" Okay, but what?" 
" The guy that bumP.ed Alden was 

making a phone call. He never had 
a chance to hang up, see ? The party 
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at the other end of the line heard the 
shot." Gero Gowan paused, let that 
sink in. " This party is  a client of 
mine. The party wants to get out of 
town, and needs three G's. So--" 

Donohue got a cigar out of a box 
on the table, bit off its end. 

" That's very interesting, Gero. But 
why does your client have to lam ? I'm 
not handing out three G's to help any
body beat a rap." 

" The party had a little tip racket," 
Gero said. " Nothing you should 
worry about, Tim." 

" I wouldn't take your word for that, 
Gero." 

" You don't have to. My client will 
meet Rhyder personally, and put the 
finger on who killed Alden. Rhyder 
can pick up the killer and the cigar 
clerk can identify. My client would 
never consent to meet Rhyder if  there 
was anything on the record, you know 
that." 

Donohue thought a minute. " It 
boils down to this. I pay your client 
three G's for going into Rhyder's of· 
fice with his story. And 1 pay, i f  and 
provided the clerk can identify." 

Geto Gowan began polishing his 
nails again. 

" My client can't go to Headquar· 
ters, Tim. My client is maybe being 
watched on account of  this phone call 
I'm telling you about." 

" Okay," Donohue said. " He c�n 
give me the lug's name, and I'll go to 
Headquarters." 

" That wouldn't be a little bit 
smart," Gero Gowan protested. His 
fat lips puckered. The lids curtained 
his eyes. " You want to do the Gcn· 
era! a favor, Tim, you don't want to 
hold him up. If  you know this name, 
you ought to tell him ; you shouldn't 
try to bargain for a badge-espccia!ly 
with a dictaphone maybe in his office. 

No. Tell him you can arrange a meet
ing, ask him politely if  he won't bring 
your badge along. There's another an
gle. My client probably wouldn't talk 
except to the General. It figures this 
way, my client don't want to put a fm
ger on th!'! lug in court." 

" That could be taken care ot." 
" Not by you or me.'' Gero Gowan 

said. " Will the State take this tip, 
and not bring my client in as a wit
ness ? You can't promise that. No, 
the party has to talk to the General." 

" Where ?" 
" Where the party lives. It's a nice 

quiet hotel over on Vine Street, a place 
calted the Beverly Arms-" 

IT was room 5 1 2  in the Beverly 
Arms. The General sat very erect· 
ly in his chair, a military ramrod 

of a man. He said, " Damn it ! Where 
is  this mysterious informer?" 

Tim Donohue chewed on a cigar 
The muscles bulged in his cheeks. 

" General, I asked you to come a 
little early. I thought we could talk 
this thing over." 

" Talk what over, Donohue ?" 
" I  thought maybe we could get to 

understand one another," Tim Dono
hue said. " I'm willing to come half
way." 

" You could come all the way, On 
your hands and knees, too," the Gen
eral barked. " I don't want any part 
of you, Donohue." 

" I'm still coming half·way, Gen
eral." 

The Commissioner pulled down a 
pair of white brows. " All right, 
you're coming. What for ? Your 
hand is still out, too. What do yon 
want this time ?" 

" It's hot in here," Tim Donohue 
said. He crossed the room, lifted the 
window three inches, and came back., 



BADGE OF HONOR 43 

" You hit the nail on the head, Com
missioner. My hand is out. Give me 
back my silver badge I" 
" So that's it." 
Donohue knocked the ash from his 

cigar. His big fingers shook slightly. 
" Listen, General. Suppose a soldier 
got the Congressional Medal. Suppose 
afterward he--deserted. You wouldn't 
take the medal away from him, would 
you ?" 
The Commissioner laughed. It was 

,·ery far from a pleasant laugh. " 'Why 
try to justify yourself, Donohue? 
You've got something to sell. I'm ,.,.m. 
ing to buy. I'll pay the price." 
He took the badge from his pocket. 

He threw it, scornfully, at Donohue's 
number 10 feet. The silver gleamed 
dully against the worn turkey red car
pet. 
Donohue stooped, picked up the 

shield. He blew on it, and wiped the 
moisture on his coat sleeve. Slow color 
flamed in his cheeks. 
" Put it back in your pocket, Com

missioner." He dropped the badge in
to the General's hand. 

Rhyder's eyes widened. " Sore, are 
you ? Calling the deal off?" 
" Don't worry about the deal-and 

my hand is still out," Tim Donohue 
growled. " But let's get this straight. 
You've called me a crook and a grafter. 
Well-maybe I was. Yes, I went 
along with a lot of things. But I didn't 
go along with everything. That badge 
stands for the things I didn't go along 
with, see ?" 
A rap sounded at the door. Again. 
" You'd better open it," the General 

glanced at the second tap. 
" In a minute, Commissioner. You 

don't like my methods. I'm here to 
show you how they work." His face 
paled, now. " I'm going to show you 
that a crook and a grafter can maybe 

fight the killing kind of crime, tight 
fire with fire. That's how I won that 
badge to begin with, and that's how 
I'm winning it back." 

Tap! Tap! Tap! 
Tim Donohue opened the door. A 

young woman stepped into . the room, 
first casting a fearful glance up and 
down the corridor. 
Donohue gaped at her. Gero Gowan 

hadn't mentioned that his client was a 
girl. Still, it seemed logical that who
ever killed Jim Alden might have been 
phoning a skirt like this. 
She had sleek blonde hair. She had 

arched, pale eyebrows with some green
ish-blue paint daubed on the upper lids. 
Her mouth wore a lipstick Cupid's 
bow. 
The girl wore an expensively bulky 

fur coat. She looked like a gunman's 
moll, Donohue decided. She swayed 
across the room. 
It happened fast. It happened far 

too fast for Tim Donohue to do any
thing. 
First, the girl peeled off her coat. 
" Darling !" she said, and threw her 

arms around the Commissioner. 
" Hell !" said Tim Donohue, slam

ming the door shut. He started toward 
the pair. 
A cold chill tweaked the side of his 

face. 
The blonde was a big girl. She had 

a pair of shapely arms clasped around 
the Commissioner. Her painted nails 
dug deeply into his coat. 
" Shake her !" Tim Donohue roared. 
But the General might not have been 

able to free himself at once, had he 
tried. He didn't try. The General 
was stunned into momentary rigor. 
A photoflash exploded. Tim Dono

hue whirled around, saw the photogra
pher crouched on the fire escape out4 
side the now open window. 
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" Damn you, Donohue !" the Com� 
missioner shouted. He struggled with 
the girl. " You framed this !" 

Donohue urged his two hundred 
pounds toward the window. The 
photographer jumped up, slammed the 
sash in Donohue's face. 

DONOHUE covered his face with 
his left ann, and banged his 
right elbow twice through the 

glass. He pushed his head through the 
opening and watched the photographer 
run down the escape. 

" Stop !" yelled Donohue. " Stop, or 
I'll shoot-" 

He hadn't carried a gun since they 
tin-<anned him. He didn't have a per
mit to carry one. 

Donohue pushed through the broken 
glass, snapping off jagged slivers 
against his burly shoulders. 

He pounded his big feet down the 
frosty iron steps. A frame�up, he 
thought angrily. Gero Gowan had 
played him for a sucker ! And half the 
reform organizations in town would be 
demanding the General's resignation in 
the morning. · Reformers were like that. 

The photographer dived through an 

open window into a room on the fourth 
floor. 

Tim Donohue dived right in after 
him. 

Three men sat playing poker in the 
room. The dealer wore a green eel� 
!uloid eyeshade. Tim Donohue knew 
the dealer slightly. His name was 
Trigger T ex Thompson. He had a 
record. He was wanted. 

" Keep your hands on the table, 
boys," Tim Donohue said, with hi5 
own right fist making a bulge in his 
coat pocket. 

They kept their hands on the table. 
" Where did he go ?" Donohue asked 

then. 
" Where did who go ?" Trigger Tex 

said. 
" The guy with the camera;" 
" Get a butterfly net," Trigger 'l'ex 

sneered. 
The other two guys at the table 

looked scared. Their names, Tim 
Donohue remembered, were AI Stope 
and Keno Halsey. They were dime a 
dozen punks ; they didn't worry him a 
bit. 

" Keep right on shuffiing, Tex," he 
said. " Make them cards talk out loud 

When trouble brings you bock to earth, 

Give Beech-Nut a chance to prove its worth

The flavor softens Fortune's Frown, 

And soothes you when life hos let you down I 
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while I 1 o o k in the bathroom." 
Donohue turned toward the bath· 

room. The man who had been hiding 
under the card table reached out his 
hand, snagged Donohue's ankle. DonO· 
hue staggered. His hands flew out 
wide, and he fell-hard. 

• ·  Didn't even have a rod !" the pho· 
tographer said. 
Donohue lay with his face in the 

carpet and swore softly. 
" Hands up, all of you !" the General 

shouted. 
A service ·45 came through· the win

dow, with the Commissioner behind it. 
Rhyder's face bled from a trailing 
scratch that ran from mouth to ear : 
the blonde's painted nails had been 
sharpened nails, too. 
" No !" yelled Tim Donohue, pulling 

up on his knees. 
He smashed the photographer in the 

face. He grabbed the card table with 
both hands, threw it against Trigger 
Tex. But Tex was half out of his 
chair already, his hands almost to the 
level of his lapel notches. 
" Hands up!" the Commissioner or

dered again. 
Tim Donohue got to his feet very 

fast for a big man, a man of forty
seven. He threw his arms around 
Trigger Tex, tried to knock Tex off 
balance. 

Crash! 1 
The Commissioner shouted, " Out of 

the way, Donohue I" 

T
IM DONOHUE did not obey at 
once. A hvitch �erked his big 
frame. He swayed stiffiy. His 

head, thrown back on his shoulders, 
seemed to listen to the echo of the shot 
against the \valls of the room. 
It took him a long time to fall. He 

went down slowly, majestically, like a 
big tree in a forest of smaller trees. 
Trigger Tex had his belly-buster out, 

now. He was considered a fairly good 
shot by the hoods around Twenty-first 
and Lincoln. 
The General had a lot of medals in 

his office. He had \VOn them on ranges 
in the Philippines. 

Crash, the General's .45 said, craslt! 
The hoods around Twenty-first and 

Lincoln would have been very sur
prised. 
The General did not shoot Trigger 

Tex dead. Nothing so crude as that ! 
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He merely and f:x�rtly shot most of 
Trigger's right wrist ofi its forearm. 

The room was suddenly full of plain
clothes men. They came crashing from 
a passenger elevator which had been 
" out of service " that evening. They 
came by way of the fire escape up from 
the street. 

No, the General hadn't been so 
dumb! 

Somebody wrapped a tourniquet 
around Trigger's arm. Someone else 
snatched up Tex's �lly-gun. Later 
they fired shots out of it, and the slugs 
matched with the tracings on the lead 
they had previously taken out of De
tective Alden. Somome else was ask.:. 
ing questions, and to every question the 
photographer sadly answered, " Gero 
Gowan." 

Yes, Gero Gowan had tried to bust 
the Commissioner, and save the rackets. 

Most of the detectives, however, 
stared wide-eyed at a tittle ceremony. 

The General got down on his hands 
and knees beside Tim Donohue. He 
turned Tim over, who was breathing 

heavily. He stared at Donohue's 
shirtfront. It was an expensive shirt, 
an eight·dollar silk shirt, that had been 
torn and then mended skillfully by 
laundry service. 

There was a big badge of blood 
covering the neat laundry stitches. 

Tim said, " 1'11 be all right in a 
couple of days, Commissioner." 

The Commissioner groped in his 
pocket and got out a silver shield. He 
bl.ew on the badge, wiped the moisture 
on his handkerchief ;  he shined the 
badge up nicely. Finally he placed the 
silver shield in the middle of the big 
red stain on the left side of Tim Don· 
ohue's shirtfront. 

The badge said, in tall graven letters, 
CITY POLl CE. And in much smaller 
letters, in the space where the officer's 
number would have � engraved on 
an ordinary nickel shield, it said ; 

RERO 

FOR HE DID lJRAVEI.Y WHA'l' 

HE SAW '1'0 B� 

HIS DUTY 

As a Man Is Painted-

T
HE path o f  the transgressor is daily becoming harder as s�nce wages 
war on crime and from time to time adds new devices which aid the 
police in bringing the criminal to justice. One of the latest of these 

is used by the police of England and consists of a glass container resem
bling an electric light bulb which is filled with paint. This " paint bomb " 
bursts when striking a fleeing automobile, for instance, and smears a bright· 
colored paint onr the ohjed which the police wish to capture. In this way, 
identification is readily established and the chances of the fugitive escaping 
the law are seen to be steadily approaching the zero point. 

-JohtJ Berry. 



Sergeant Harold M u lbar, of the Michigan State Police, watehet Eldon Searl, of 
the Bureau of C r i m i n a l  Identification, taking the Lie Detector test 

A-For Recording respiration c-control bolt 

B-Btood presaure cuff D-Bulb for blood pressure cuff 

Detecting Deception with Lie Detector 
By Oscar G. Olander, Comm;ss;oner, Michigan State Police 

As told to 
Virgil E. LaMarre 

The " L;e De_tector , Is No Respecter of Persons. Rich or PooY, 
Cunning or Stupid, Honest or Crooked-It Will Find You Out! "WHAT d o  y o u  � lie detector of them all !" 

think of the lie � Brute force ! Gruelling 
detector?" SPECIAL cross - examinations ! The 

When asked this question, ARTICLE rubber hose ! What sins 
at the time of the Wicker- they have committed in the 
sham investigation, a high name of justice ! 
police official exhibited his clenched Effecth·e? To a limited degree I be-
fist : " Here," he said, " is the best lieve they were-a generation ago 

47 
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when police work was largely centered 
about what is now the prosaic task of 
rounding up petty crooks, burglars, 
pickpocket and the like. 

But to-day they are worthless. Big 
money has attracted men with brains 
to the field of crime. Mass education 
has intensified the shrewdness of all 
criminals in general. Bully tactics be
come increasingly ineffectual and high
priced legal talent makes the once sim
ple task of getting 
the truth a thousand 
times more difficult. 
Yes, the mailed fist 
must give way to the 
more effective kid 
glove, 

Two years ago, 
upon the recommen
dation of Lieutenant 
Van A. Loomis, 
Deputy Chief of the 
Michigan State Po
lice Detective Bu
reau, I approved the 
purchase and experi
mentation with the 
K e e l e r  Polygraph 
or, as it is better 
known, the Keeler 
Lie Detector. 

Here I want to 
rnakf' it  clear that this device should 
in no 'vay be confused with count
less other so·called "lie detectors" 
in use throughout the country. 
The Polygraph is unique. Its in· 
ventor, Doctor Leonarde Keeler, As
!!istant Professor of Law in Legal Psy
chology at Northwestern University's 
Crime Laboratory in Chicago, h<is per
mitted the manufacture and sale of 
only a limited number of these ma
chines-approximately fifteen. As one 
who is totally disinterested in the com
mercial possibilities of the Polygraph, 

Doctor Keeler, in his middle thirties, 
has dedicated his life and scintillating 
ta�ents to the cause of combatting 
cnmc. 

" An instrument of this nature in 
the hands of an unscupulous individual 
is extremely dangerous," remarks Doc
tor Keeler. " The successful use of 
my device depends largely upon the 
skill of the operator." 

For this reason he has restricted dis
tribution of Poly
graphs to individuals 
who have demon
strated their abilitv 
as operators and 
who are either rep· 
utablc members o f  
t h e  medical profes
sion, officials con
nected with. educa
tional institutions or 
recognized law - en
forcing agencies. To 
all others Doctor 
Keeler turns a deaf 
ear, although be
seiged daily with 
many requests from 
would-be purchasers 
o f  his device. 

O f  t h e  m a n y  
noteworthy demon

strations of the uncanny accuracy o f  
this machine, several, made b y  Doctor 
Keeler himself, are worthy of mention. 

In Valparaiso, Indiana, in 1931, Vir
gil Kirkland was accused of rape and 
murder. Eventually he was tried, con
victed and sentenced to death. His 
attorneys won him a new trial. At 
the invitation of defense attorneys 
Doctor Keeler subjected the condemned 
boy to the Polygraph. Repeated tests 
showed him to be innocent of the crime 
of murder. 

Doctor Keeler testified at Kirkland's 
D 2--1 5  
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second trial and, before the prosecu
tor's objections caused the withdrawal 
of the jury, succeeded in partially ex
plaining his tests. The trial judge 
listened to Doctor Keeler's testimony 
in detail. 

The jury eventually returned a ver
dict of " guilty of assault and battery 
with intent to conunit rape,'' and Kirk
land was given a sentence of one to 
ten years in the state penitentia�y. 

_ALTHOUGH no claim is made as 
� to the infallibity of the Poly-

graph deception test, in experi
mental cases, where the outcome is of 
no material import to the subject, the 
machine has demonstrated eighty-five 
per cent accur�cy. And where money 
wagers have been made the percentage 
has always been higher, due principally 
to the subject's additional efforts at de
ception. 

During the past three years Doctor 
Keeler and his associates have ex
amined approximately two thousand 
bank employees in fifty-two Chicago 
banks in an effort to detect embezzlers 
of various sums of money. And here's 
what they learned : 

From ten to twenty-five per cent of 
the entire personnel of many banks so 
examined were found to be lying re
garding thefts of money belonging to 
their institutions. In one instance 
where five thousand dollars was em
bezzled from a large Chicago bank, 
fifty-six employees, all of whom were 
under suspicion, were given the Poly
graph test by Doctor Keeler. 

One employee, a cashier noted for 
his rigid adherence to high standards 
of discipline and honesty, was particu
larly annoyed over the blight thus cast 
upon his name. Anxious to clear him
self, he appeared at the Northwestern 
Crime Laboratory. 

D 3-1 5  

He was given the test. Then, rising 
and donning his overcoat, he said : 

" Well, I hope you're satisfied I told 
the truth." 

" But I'm not," Doctor Keeler re
sponded quietly. 

The cashier paused in the act of ad
justing his wrap. " What do you 
mean?" he stammered. " I told you 
the truth. I didn't have anything to 
do with that missing five thousand dol
lars." 

" I  know," Doctor Keeler responded, 
" but when I asked you i f  you had 
ever, at any time in your life, taken 
a penny from the bank, you replied in 
the negative. According to the machine 
you failed to respond truthfully." 

Seating himself again the thoroughly 
subdued cashier . told the following 
story : 

" Some months agt," he began, " I 
was preparing to leave for lunch when 
I found I had forgotten my wallet. I 
was without a cent. And not being 
in the habit of borrowing, I finally de
cided to take one dollar from my petty 
cash drawer-money allotted me for 
dispensi11g to the various. charities, and 
for which I am not held accountable. 

" Days passed and I neglected to re
turn the dollar. Finally I forgot it 
altogether-that is, until you asked me 
that question." 

Incidentally, in this particular in� 
stance not only was the embezzler of 
the five thousand dollars found and 
later sentenced to the state penitentiary. 
but twelve other liars exposed. Of this 
number nine confessed to embezzie
ments hitherto unknown to bank of
ficials. 

SEVERAL Chicago banking institu
tions will not employ an applicant 
for a position wlless he is tested 

on the lie detector, Persons who an-
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swer all questions frankly are usually 
considered " good risks," past experi
ence indicating that individuals con
fessing previous irregularities are not 
likely to repeat their dishonest prac
tices. 

Our own experience with the Poly
graph during the past two years, here 
told for the first time, has been equally 
encouraging. 

From January x st to December 
22nd, 1935, one hundred fifty-six per
sons suspected of having committed 
crimes were subjected to the Polygraph 
examination by our department. Of 
this number forty-two made voluntary 
confessions after learning their tests 
indicated guilt. A total of ninety-six 
persons were cleared. And while thir
teen subjects displayed evidences of 
guilt, they failed to make conclusive 
statements of an' incriminating nature. 
Most of these, I might add, were event
ually tried and £onvicted. There were 
three incomplete cases and only two 
where it was found impossible to test 
the subject, because of their emotions 
at the time of the examination or be
cause they were hyper-thyroid cases. 

Michigan prosecution officials esti
mate a saving o f  twenty-five thousand 
dollars to the state and various coun
ties as a result of our lie detector ex
aminations during the past year. 

The case of John Jeske, a Saginaw 
County youth accused of the murder 
of Devere Wygant, was only one in
stance where the expense of a trial was 
saved the state by the lie detector. 

Jeske was entangled in the web of 
strong circumstantial evidence when, at 
his own request, he was taken to East 
Lansing and submitted to the Poly
graph. It showed him to be innocent. 
The case was solved three weeks later 
when three men, arrested in Lansing, 
Kansas, confessed to the slaying. 

Another interesting case occurred in 
Lansing last year. Lloyd Andrews, a 
sturdy youth, was accused of attempt
ing to poison his stepmother, Mrs. Ida 
Andrews. He subbornly maintained his 
innocence-until subjected to the Poly
graph. The machine indicated he was 
lying and Andrews confessed. He is 
serving a twenty-year sentence. 

Having read the above facts, would 
you lik� to submit to a Polygraph test ? 
Submission is never made compulsory. 

You would ! All right, let us delay 
no longer in visiting the lie detector 
room within the State Police Admin
istration building at East Lansing. 

F
OR our purposes let us suppose 
you are suspected Qf arson-to be 
specific, that you burned your 

home to collect the insurance. 
A few seconds walk from my office 

and you find yourself in a small, high
ceilinged room, about eight by twelve 
feet in size. At once you perceive that 
every effort has been made to destroy 
any appearance of police atmosphere. 
Attractive pictures decorate the walls. 
the floor is heavily carpeted and sev
eral heavily upholstered chairs, two 
bridge lamps, and a desk remind you 
of that cosy little den you've always 
wanted. 

You are introduced to a tall, broad
shouldered, young man attired in a 
somber business suit. He is, you learn. 
Sergeant Harold Mulbar, the only rec
ognized Polygraph operator in the 
State of Michigan. Trained by Doctor 
Keeler, Sergeant Mulbar is a man well 
suited for this highly important work. 
being calm in demeanor and a keen 
student of huma11- nature. 

I f  you are normal, chances are you 
will be exceedingly nervous, although 
the atmosphere of the lie detector room. 
and the quiet, friendly manner of the 
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operator do much to keep }'QUT tension 
within bounds. 

You are told you may leave the room 
at any time, that the door' is locked 
only from the outside, 

Then, for approximately an hour, 
Sergeant Mulbar will encourage you 
to talk about yourself-your parents, 
early background, education, ambitions, 
accomplishments, etc. If  you smoke, 
he cheerfully supplies you with ciga
rettes. There is no hurry. The of
ficer's manner is leisurely, but he is 
studying you closely, Striving mean
while to select the type of questions 
he must ultimately' employ. 

" You have nothing to fear.'' he tells 
you. " If you are innocent this ma
chine will clear you." 

· This preliminary procedure has been 
likened to the period of questioning 
every good doctor einploys upon his 
patients befOre proceeding with a di
rect physical examination. To the lie 
detector operator, it· affords an oppor
tunity to gather a fairly accurate opin
ion as to the moral and mental caliber 
of his subject. The operator must 
possess a good knoWledge of psychol
ogy and psychiatry. 

" What individuals make the best 
subjects for the Polygraph ?" I once 
asked Sergeant Mulbar. 

" Liars and educated persons," he 
responded promptly: " Both have bet
ter developed imaginations and make 
greater efforts to coriceal the truth. 
Hence they are more easily detected in 
deception." 

A person of low intelligence is usu
ally a difficult subject ; physically apa
thetic and stolid mentally, he has the 
best chance of beating the Jnachine. Of 
course, the Polygraph is designed to 
detect only cases of conscious decep
tion. This eliminates the mentally in
competent. 

But let�s proceed with your testl For, 
by now, you are intensely intereSted ·in 
proving your innocence, if innocent you 
are, or in the possibilities of beating 
the Polygraph if you are guilty. 

SERGEANT MULBAR uncovers 
the machine. And in all probability 
you won't be much impressed. In 

appearance the apparatus resembles a 
small radio cabinet, with the dials on 
the upper surface instead of in front. 
It is very compact and is easily car
ried about in a case designc!d for the 
purpose. 

The Polygraph, the officer explains, 
is designed to record two physical re
at:tions, ·respiratory changes and the 
pulse wave and blood pressure, both of 
which are closely allied with emotional 
changes. 

For obtaining these bodily reactions, 
yo11 learn, a rubber tube is placed 
around your chest and a blood pressure 

'cuff, of the type ordinarily used by 
physicians, is fastened about your up
per arm and then inflated. Rubber 
tubes of approximately one quarter of 
an inch in diameter lead from both the 
tube about the chest and the cuff about 
the upper arm into metal tambours. 
Two . stiluses, arm-like projections, are 
attached to the metal tambours. And, 
at the tips of the stiluses are small 
cups filled with ink, which feed the 
pens as they fluctuate with each pulse 
beat or respiratory movement. 

These recordings are made upon 
graph paper, moving at the rate of six 
inches per minute, power for which is 
supplied by a small electric motor. 

You are instructed to sit in a 
straight-backed chair, facing away 
from the machine. And ·once you ' are 
seated the chest and arm fittings are 
secured. 

A final admonition to remain per-
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fectly quiet and to answer all questions 
" yes " or " no " and the test begins. 

A faint whir fills the room as the 
motor is turned on. You cannot see 
the operator. He is at your back, 
watching the tell-tale recordings of the 
two pens as the graph paper unrolls. 

For a half-minute you sit in silence, 
awaiting the first question. This phase 
of the test is very important, supply
ing as it does an average or " norm " 
of your respiratory and blood-pressure 
variations. Then comes t_he first ques
tion : (Remember, you are suspected of 
arson.) 

1. " Are you employed ?" The oper
ator's voice is soft. He .must deliver 
every question in the same quiet man
ner. 

" Yes," you reply. 
2. " Did you ever set fire to any 

building?" 
" No," you respond. 
3· " Do you smoke?" 
Again you reply in the negative, like4 

wise with the following three, spaced 
at forty-five second intervals. 
· 4· " Did you set fire to your house ? 

S· " Did you ever tell a lie ? 
6. " Have you lied to the Poly· 

graph ?" 
The test is over, the respiratory and 

blood-pressure recording apparatus is 
removed and Sergeant Mulbar jerks 
the graph from the machine. To you, 
forced to remain motionless, the test 
lasted an eternity; actually it took four 
and one·half minutes. 

N
OW comes the most important 

part of the operator's work. 
Are you guilty or innocent ? 

An intelligent and accurate interpreta
tion of the findings of the Polygraph 
has been likened by Doctor Keeler to 
the diagnosis of  a heart specialist em· 
ploying his stethoscope. 

" Almost anyone can operate a Poly
graph as well as he can hear sounds 
through a stethoscope," says Doctor 
Keeler. " But only individuals with 
training and long experience can inter
pret the resultant recorded curves. The 
inexperienced operator cannot diagnose 
deception with a Polygraph any more 
than he can diagnose a cardiac murmur 
with a stethosocpe." 

But let us watch Sergeant Mulbar as 
he carefully studies the results of your 
examination on the lie detector. 

First we see the beginning of the 
graph recordings, the average or 
" norm " period o'f the interrogation 
during which you were asked no ques
tion. 

Two wavy lines, somewhat similar in 
appearance to a child's early attempts 
at vertical penmanship practice, rep· 
resents this " norm "-your average 
respiratory and blood-pressure varia
tions. 

Sergeant Mulbar checks question 
one. It was purposely irrelevant to 
note your reaction. 

Your response was normal. There 
was no deviation in your respiratory or 
blood-pressure reactions. 

Question two. Here Sergeant Mul
bar detects a faint variation in your 
reactions, indicating emotion. The 
graph may have ascended or descended 
momentarily before returning to nor· 
mal. 

Question three-another irrelevant 
query. 

" No," you reply. The graph lines 
behave. 

Question four-again no perceptible 
change as you respond in the negative. 

Question five-" No," you respond. 
Both graph lines jump momentarily. 
then resume their normal variations. 

The last question-again your res
piratory and blood-pressure reactions 
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S1tow .ll. ·'6light •rise "Or <.drop, tb:en : Jie- j�� • .  wotild inhibit �the secretion <Of 
sume :their ·normal course. salh,·.a. 

" What ·does cthe machine ·show?" And ·still prev.alent in certain parts 
you inquire breathlessly. of India is the belief ·that movement 

" That you're innocent o£ the crime of a suspect'·s big toe is .an indication 
of arson," Sergeant Mulbar responds of guilt. 
smilingly. ·" However, you ·failed to Various instruments , desig:necl to de-
answer ·question :five truthfully." teet deception ..are in use in the psy-

The question flashes -across y.our �hology departments . ·of many colleges 
mind. " Did you 'ever tell a lie ?" ·.and universities. Usually such .experi-

Too late you realize that you took mental · devices consist of a galvanom
.the bait--that at some time or othe-r eter and Whea.tstone bridge, :an instru
all -of us have told lies. ment designed to record :changes in skin 

But this in no way affects ·your test resistance when an imperceptible cur
and, in all probability, you will be per- rent of electricity is flowing · through 
mitted to :go your way. And perh-aps, the subject's body duriug the period of 
to cover his own embarrassment as you questioning. In itself this madhine ·has 
attempt to thank ·him, Segeant Mulbar met -with �ndiffe.rent success, -chiefly be
will tell you -of the-old, Northern Mich- cause it measures but one .bodily -re
igan fanner who, accused of burglary, action. This cannot be depended upon 
was found innOl�ent when submitted to to give true and significant evidence of 
the Polygraph. deception. 

· � I  had a- bad five minutes," Sergeant However, at the present time Doctor 
Mulbar recalls reminiscently. " He Keeler is experimenting with an ·-im
wanted to kiss my hands. And I prov_ed Polygraph, i:o which -is :attached 

.couldn't make him believe it was the rthe- -ga.l-vanometer -prinoiple of detecting 
machine, not me, he ought to ·thank." deception, thus -enabling the apparatus 

-However, all Polygraph examina- to record three physical reactions .at 
tions are not so easy. I have purposely once. 
refrained from confusing the one just Peihaps the most successful formula 
described, that the reader may ·grasp !fer detecting deception · before the ad
the fundamental principles upon -which vent of the Polygraph, was -the dis
conclusions are drawn. covery of " truth serum " by · the late 

It must be remembel'ed that e-Ven the Doctor R. E. House, of Ferris, Texas. 
highly respected medical arts are not By -sub-cutaneous inj-e-ction of·a drug 
infa1lib1e. Nature _plays"tricks·on ev:en •lrnownas Scopolamine, commonly -used 
the�!>est-<0'£ medical .expert$, :but is ·stlffi- in obstetrical cases to induce " twilight 
cient-ly unifonn to·warrant -certain con- sleep;"' Doctor House succeeded -in dull
elusions in the .great majority :::of ·cases. ing. the suspect's consciousness without 

TilE detectors are •by ,no means new. 
L ln ·a.ina� 'hundreds -cf y.ear:s ago, 

.there existed a .. pra.ctiee uf Tequ.est
ing ..an accused !to -chew :rice . and :.then 
spit it,-out ;i'ur-:exaniination--.and if the 
rice·was .ar.yd:he· sub-ject was ronsidered 
gW1t:y. 'Fear ·o·f -detection it was ::be-

· impairing his hearing or his .ability .to 
speak. This ,caused the person sus
pected of a crime to answer all ques
tions more .or . iess automatically, 
thereby . .lessening his -..chances for -de
�tion. 

ln ,over two hundred experiments 
·Doc-tor House -met -w�th approximately 
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fifty per cent success with Scopolamine 
and another drug, Sodium Amytal. 
fi'luch in the way of de-bunking pop

ular concept of the Polygraph or lie 
detector must still be accomplished. 
All of us at some time or other have 

noticed the various physical disturb
ances accompanying lying-blushing, 
squirming, perspiration and many 
others. The Polygraph probes more 
deeply and records respiratory and 
hlood pressure changes. 

Whenever a discussion arises con
cerning the Polygraph, four questions 
are invariably asked : . 

1. \Vhy wasn't Hauptmann sub
mitted to the lie detector? 

2. What if the suspect refuses to 
answer questions ? 

3· How does the machine work on 
nervous, emotional people? 

4· I f the Polygraph is so effective 
why isn't its testimony admissible in 
court? 
And here are the answers : 
Hauptmann was never submitted to 

the Polygraph because his legal coun
sel objected. 
As for the second question . . . . if 

the suspect refuses to answer the re
sults are the same. The graphs record 
his reactions just the same. 
Physiological irregularities, such as 

high blood pressure, or emotional in-

stability caused by worry or psychologi
cal strain, do not interfere with the 
deception test because these factors are 
determined at the initial stages of the 
test, when the average or " norm " of 
the subject's respiration and blood pres
sure reactions are measured. Conclu
sions are drawn from deviations from 
this " norm." 
As for the judicial recognition of the 

Polygraph, I believe it is but a step 
distant. The science of fingerprinting 
went through twenty years of develop
ment before an appelate court approved 
of its use in a criminal case. The lie 
detector, too, must go through the 
stages of all things new. 
The reason for the present inadmis

sibility of lie detector evidence is well 
expressed in the opinion of the Fed
eral court in the case of Frye v. United 
Statas : 
"] ust when a scientific principle or 

discovery crosses the line between the 
experimental and demonstrable stages 
is difficult to define. It must be suf
ficiently established to ha ... ·e gained gen
eral acceptance in the particular field 
to which it belongs." 
One thing more : The lie detector is 

no respecter of persons or of sex. Rich 
man, poor man, beautiful or ugly, they 
are all alike to this modern machine 
which seeks to establish truth. 



" T here'• • bit of • atory 

atta<:hed to th;ot dJembl•." But 

t..yne did not tell the ator)'-dld 

net U n to. 

FOR a quarter of a mile, 
Barrat Grove's furtive 
way led due north. 

Then, half a dozen hlocks 
from the point where he had 
struck into that quiet avenue 
paralleling the East River, he turned 
a comer-and knew he was turning a 
comer in his life as well. 

But his step did not falter. His mind 
was closed, his heart steeled, his heavy 
jaw set. There \Vas 
no turning back for 

Perfect, Plus 
By 

Robert H. Rohde 

vation the very first and 
greatest of nature's laws ? 

The turn made, Grove 
walked swiftly along a short, 
clean-swept, sleeping little 
street at whose .lower end the 

river gleamed frostily under the cold 
white light of an arc. It was here that 
La,vson Lyne Jived ; and as Grove had 
expected, Lyne was still awake. The 
light of a reading lamp yellowed the 

drawn shades of his 

him at this late mo- B a r r  a t  GroYe Had No 
bachelor apartment 
o v e r l o oking the 
water. ment, cottld not be. 

Again he grimly 
told himself that he 
w a s  g o i n g  n o t  
against natu're but 
with it. Absolutely 1 
Wasn't self--preser-

Choice. One Murder Would 
SaYe Him from Ruin and 
Prison; a Second Would SaYe 

_Him from Exposure and 
Death · in the Electric Chair! 

•• 

G r o v e  lingered 
briefly in a dark 
doorway and stared 
at those lighted win

· dows. T h e n  b e  
crossed over and 
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tiptoed up shadowy stairs and stood 
listening at Lyne's door. 
No voices ! The coast was clear, 

Lyne alone. Grove's straining ears 
caught a faint crackle beyond the door 
as Lyne turned a leaf in his book, the 
tapping of his pipe on the African 
gourd he used as an ashtray. 
A g:loved finger at a buzzer button 

brought Lyne to the door, unsuspicious, 
not even visibly surprised. It was well 
after one o'clock in the morning; but 
nothing in his strongly marked face 
suggested that he felt the hour a 
strange one for a call. His greeting 
was as casual as if this were early eve� 
ning. 
. " Oh, it's you, Grove ? Come in." 
Grove, dropping into a chair, kept 

his gloves on----cheap gloves of white 
cotton that he had traveled far from 
New York the other day to buy. 
" Had a little · accident," he to.ld 

Lyne. " An awkward waiter at the 
club fumbled a pot of boiling water and 
I got most of it on my hands." 
Barrat Grove had rehearsed that ex

planation of the gloves, had weighed 
carefully in advance every further 
word that he would say. 
" It's late to be dropping in," he 

smoothly proceeded, " but I saw you 
were up and the fact is that I'm leaving 
New York on a morning train and may 
not be back for some time. In the cir
cumstances, I thought it might be bet
ter if we had a talk now. 
" As vou of course know, I am 

Lana D�ake's .broker and since her 
father's death her finances have been 
entirely in my hands. You, she tells 
me, have proposed marriage to her. 
And as I also understand, you will be 
returning to London in th� very near 
future." 
" You're quite right on both points," 

Lawson Lyne said quietly. " I  am sail-

ing home in a fortnight and ·hope - that 
Miss Drake will sail with me as my 
bride. But man only proposes, Grove. 
The disturbing _truth is that I haven't 
had her answer. Frankly, I believe that 
despite their quarrel she still has a 
warm spot in her heart for Paul War
ing. I can understand that she should 
have. He's a splendid fellow." 
Grove nodded. He knew more, cer

tainly, about the breach between Lana 
Drake and young Waring than any 
other. living person. It had begun with 
squibs in newspaper gossip columns 
designed to stab deep at the girl's pride 
-barbed paragraphs, secretly inspired 
by Grove himself, coupling Waring's 
name with that of a current night-dub 
queen many times married and di
vorced. It had started that way, and 
gone to a definite split. 

FOR more reasons than one, Bar
rat Grove had been desperately 
anxious to break up his pretty and 

wealthy client's friendship with Paul 
Waring ; for exactly the same reasons 
he dared not risk having her ·give her 
hand to Lawson Lyne on the rebound. 
So long as she remained heart-whole, 
fancy-free, unwed, Lana Drake rep
resented three million dollars that 
Grove could juggle as he chose in Wall 
Street. For his own profit, he had 
taken criminally long chances with that 
money. His manipulations would mean 
ruin for him if he were called upon 
for an accounting, and such a call 
would inevitably come with her mar
riage. 
\-Vith the market as it was, and by 

all signs would be for many months, 
he could never pull his irons from the 
fire. Expulsion from the Exchange, 
disgrace, prison, wOuld stare him in 
the face. 
Grove's eye, as he gave that quick 
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comprehending nod at his host's men
tion of  Waring, was already on a 
wicked-looking curved knife he had no
ticed over -the mantel on his one earlier 
visit to Lawson Lyne's apartment. 

He got up and strolled across the 
room, closed his gloved right hand on 
the hilt of  the knife and lifted i t  down 
from its bracket. 

" Sinister object," he lightly re
marked-and still Lyne had no pre
monition o f  danger. His tone was as 
casual as Grove's. 

" A Somali sword-a djembia. It 
came into my possession one night 
years ago in DjibOuti. Oh, indeed, 
there's a bit of a story attached to it." 

But Lyne did not tell the story
did not live to. A moment later, sur
prise was in his eyes for the first time, 
but those eyes were already glazing 
then. Lyne lay slumped back in his 
deep chair, the curved keen blade of 
the African sword buried in his chest. 

In a few seconds Grove knew that 
Lawson Lyne was dead. There had 
been no sound from him. The murder, 
with all those other precautions taken, 
was the perfect crime that Grove had 
planned. 

He thought of  John Temple, sleep
ing in his own apartment upstairs, and 
a hard smile twisted his lips. Temple 
was Lyne's good friend-Lyne's and 
Waring's both. It was through him 
that the visiting Englishman had come 
into the Thistle Club, in which they all 
held membership. Through him, too, 
that Lyne had met Lana Drake. 

Temple had means and a hobby. He 
dabblf"rl in criminology, several times 
had been successful in solving myster
ies after the police had thrown up their 
hands. 

" Let him," murmured Grove, 
" solve this one !" 

The white gloves were still on his 

hands, unstained, as he picked up the 
receiver of Lawson Lyne's telephone. 
He wasn't through yet. It was perfect, 
but perfect wasn't enough. 

Grove called a number and in an
other moment Paul Waring, uptown, 
was sleepily answering. Grove made 
his own voice husky. 

" This .is Lyne," he said in a clipped 
manner of  speech that might very well 
have been the Briton's. " I've got a 
bit of a cold - but that's nothing. 
There's something else tremendously 
wrong. Something in regard to Miss 
Drake. You can be · of  great service 
to her if you will come to my rooms 
at once." 

Paul \''aring spoke one crisp word. 
" Coming !" he said. 
And then as both receivers· went up, 

the mui-derer drew a long breat,h. 
There was such a thing as improv

ing on perfection. And he, Barrat 
Grove, had done it I 

II 

TUBBED, shaved, fresh, immacu
late, sure of  himself, Barrat 
Grove emerged from his dormi

tory room on the fourth floor of  the 
Thistle Club a little after eight o'clock 
and stepped into the elevator. He car
ried a morning paper which, by club 
custom, had been left at his door. When 
the grizzled old elevator man blurted : 
" Frightful news, sir !" Grove returned 
a somber nod. 

" Ghastly," he replied. " It was the 
first thing that caught my eye." 

John Temple, rarely to be seen in the 
club before evening, was downstairs at 
the reception desk. His eyes were tired 
and his lean face was gray with fatigue 
and concern. He glanced at the news
paper in Grove's hand. 

" You've read about Lawson Lyne?" 
" Just a moment ago. It's a shock" 
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iliove. opened the paper and stand at 
the half dozen Jerky stop-press para
graphs reporting Lyne's violent death. 
" Must have 'been a terrible jolt to Paul 
Waring-, if  it's true. that it was. he who 
fmmd the body." 

" It's true," Temple said. " And also 
most unfortunate for Paul." 

" Unfortunate ? I don't understand. 
Sure.ly there's no question that it was 
31 case of suicide?" 

" It was not suicide, but murder. 
With that much certain, Waring is in 
a bad spot. The police insist on believ
ing he knows: more than he has told." 

" Absurd !" 
" Yes, absurd to you and me. Ab

s.wr.d to all Paul's friends. But not to 
the Homicide Bureau detectives. 
They've got Waring down at Police 
Headquarters." 

· 

Grove's e.yes widened. " You-you 
Qont mean, Temple, that they accuse 
him of killing Lyne ?" 

" It hasn't come to that. Just now 
they're holding Paul as a material wit
ness. Even so, ;  he. must be: having a 
highly unpleasant time of  iL They're 
tertainly pounding him. Pounding 
hard." 

Grove's breakfast, ordered the night 
before, was already laid out for him in 
the grill r.oom. A waiter approached 
and Grove booked his arm through 
Temple's, his own dark face sober. 

" Sit down with me,"· he urged, " and 
tell me what you know. There's very 
little in the paper. How did it happen 
t}lat Waring was visiting Lyne at such 
an hour ?" 

Temple had dropped wearily into a 
cllair · opposite Grove and ordered : 
" Black coffte--big pot of it !" before 
he answerm. 

" Lyne rang Paul Up. early this 
morning·; routed him out of bed with 
the call and begged him to come down-

town at onee. That was between half 
past {Ill¢ and two o.'dodf, and' it nmst 
haYe been nearly a fiWIJJter a.fter two 
when Paul rc<Khed Lyne's door. He 
foWld it slightly ajar, walked in when 
there was no response to his ring. Lyne 
lay dead in a chair-kn�fed. 

" Waring was in. the room only a 
few seconds, just long enough to 
gather his wits. He came up immedi
ately to my apartment and· woke me, 
and I rushed downstairs· in dressing 
gown and slippers. Of course, when I 
saw what Paul had' seen 1· k>st no time 
in summoning the po.lice;" 

Grove had his coffee cup at his lips. 
He put it down. 

" Why do you say it was murder 
and not suicide ? Did yfm think it was 
murder when you first saw Lyne ? ... 

" I did:. The knife was a· loog we 
-as long as a bayonet-and· its curved 
blade was buried to the hilt in Lyne's 
body. It didn't seem p05sibl'e he could 
have driven it so deep. himself." 

" What abaut this phone caU ? It's 
hatd . to imagine Lawson f...yne, being 
the sort he was, ringing up anybody at 
two A.?:.t. Why was he se. anxious to 
see Waring?" 

" He didn't explain in. detail. Just 
said it was something which vitally 
concerned · a mutual friend." 

" Did he name the friend ?" 
John Temple toyed with a spoon. 
" Yes, Lyne named the friend," he 

said slowly. " It's 50meene whom you 
know and' 1 knew. But Paul is deter
mined to keep her name aut of this." 

Barrat Grove stared at him. 
" Good God !" he gasped. "'"Was it 

Lana-- ?" 
Temp� shook his head and lifted. a 

hand. 
" Please I Let's drop th<it end of it. 

Regardless, I am certain that Paul 
.Waring has absclutely no guilty knowl· 
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edge. Even if I hadn't known him 
for so many years, were not so thor
oughly acquainted with his character, 
his whole demeanor when he sum� 
moned me would be sufficient guaran
tee of his innocence." 

TempJe's coffee had been placed be
side him. He poured a cupful, steam
ing hot, black as ebony. 

" That's one thing, Grove," he said 
softly. " Just 011c thing ! If Waring 
should be formally accused of the mur
der, I'm surely going to prove that he 
had nothing to do with it. Here and 
now, I give you my solemn promise 
-I'll prove it !"  

Grove said, " I hope so," and said it 
with convincing earnestness. But deep
down, he was amused by Temple's 
cock-sure confidence. To himself he 
j cered, " You think so ? All right, then. 
Try !" 

CONSCIENCE, in Barrat Grove's 
flinty personal definition, was 
simply the fear of being found 

out. He had no such fear, for his everv 
step on the road to murder had bee� 
coldly and carefully planned, checked 
and rechecked. 

Those gloves had safeguarded 
against the leaving of telltale finger
prints, and having served that purpose 
would never arise to embarrass him. 
Two minutes after he had slipped un
seen out of Lawson Lyne's apartment, 
the gloves had vanished into a sewer 
-gone forever. And he could court 
investigation of his whereabouts at the 
moment of Lyne's death. His alibi, i f  
suspicion should ever slant toward him, 
would withstand any fire, 

Proceeding coolly with business as 
usual in his brokerage office in lower 
Broadway, he was therefore not in the 
slightest degree flustered when his sec
retary announced a police caller. 

" I'll see him," Grove nodded; and 
then leaning back at perfect ease he 
waved the red-faced man who had pre
sented the card outside - "  Detective 
Sergeant James Burke, Homicide Divi
sion"-into a chair drawn up to his 
desk. At a glance, Sergeant Burke had 
no thought of trying third degree 
methods. He was apologetic. 

" I  know you're a busy man, Mr. 
Grove," he said, " and I'll take only a 
ver}' few minutes of your time. It's a 
fact, I think, that you knew Mr. Law
son Lyne ?" 

" That's correct. I didn't know him 
intimately, though. He was a club ac
quaintance." 

Burke took a cigar from Grove's 
extended case and gnawed off the end. 

" I  know that. He belonged to the 
Thistle Club-and you're living there." 

" Temporarily. My own apartment 
is being redecorated. I'm j ust stopping 
at the dub until it's ready." 

The Headquarters man smiled. 
" You had dinner at the Thistle Club 

last night, Mr. Grove. Then you were 
in the card room for a couple o f  hours. 
A little after ten you went up to bed. 
This morning, shortly after eight, you 
came down to breakfast and-" 

Secretly elated by that early check
up but outwardly amazed, Grove cut 
in. " What's all this ? Do you mean 
to tell me that I've been an object of 
police attention?" 

Burke shrugged. 
" Routine. VVe're getting a line as 

fast as we can on everyone who knew 
Lawson Lyne. In your case, there was 
nothing to it. That system they have 
at the Thistle Club of keeping track o f  
members coming and going told u s  all 
we wanted to know in a couple o f  
minutes. ·what I ' m  here to a s k  is 
whether you happen to know of any 
enemies made by Mr. Lyne." 
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" I don't. So br as my knowledge 
gGes, he had none."- Grove blew out 
a ribbon of cigar smoke. " I haYen't 
seen an evening paper, Sergeant, so 
perhaps you'll be good enough to tell 
m� what's been going on. At last re
port, you police were q�stioning Paul 
Waring. He's been released, I hope?" 
" Not yet. The fact is, things look 

pJtttty black for him." 
Barrat Grove's quick froWll was an

other top-ho.le piece of acting. 
" That's TlODS'ense ! While it's true 

that Waring may not have liked Law
son Lyne any too wdl, I can't bt:lieve 
that he would commit mtirder. Lyne, I 
have been informed, telephoned "to 
Waring and wanted to see him at once. 
So· that accounts perfectly well for 
Waring's having been the one to 
discover the bOO.y." 
Again Burke shrugged. 
·� That�s what Waring says. It's his 

story and he's sticking to it. But there's 
no way of tracing a. local phone call. 
Maybe Lyne rang \Varing up, maybe 
he didn't. All we've got is Waring's 
wont. He was alone and on the way 
downtown saw nobody he knew.', 
The detective talked on. Head

quarters, he reveal�:d, knew about Lana 
Dlclke ; knew, too, that Lyne and 'War
ing had been rivals. Lana herself had 
visited the Police Commissioner, hop
ing to help Waring, but from what 
Burke let drop she had done his cause 
more harm than good. She had told 
the Commissioner that she had de
cii:'led against accepting Lyne's pro
posat--had realized, she said, that de
spite their differences she loved Paul 
Waring and could not bring herself to 
man"y another. However, she had not 
.told \Varing so, and under pressure she 
had admitted that she had not. 

� W'hat l mean," the Homicide 
Sqtmd man conduded, " Mr. Waring 

is in a mess. Whether he got a phom 
call or whethtr he just dropped in on 
Lawson Lyne, it looks likely that they 
quarreled. We hear .that Waring has 
a pretty high tempeT and our best dope 
is that it suddenly got out of hand. It 
is oobody's idea-not just now, any
how-that Waring went to that apart
ment to kill Lyne. We figure it was 
just one of those things. He was blaz
ing mad and saw that big knife-and 
used it.'' 
Grove shook his head. 
" A  handy theory, but you can't sell 

me on it. How about finger prints? 
Little as I know about detective work, 
it does seem . to me that prints must 
have been left on the knife:• 
" There weren't any." 
" You mean that they: were wiped 

away?" 
" Maybe. Sometimes we get prints 

and sometimes we don't. It depends 
on the person, on a matter of skin con
dition. There's got to be a certain 
amonnt of oil in the skin-or no prints. 
The oil works the same as ink." 
Burke was on his feet then. He 

tucked another of Grove's cigars in 
his pocket and said : " Thanks again. 
Thanks a lot. Sorry I had to bother 
you." 
At the door he turned for a last 

word. 
" Myself, I call the case open and 

shut. So does everybody else at Head
quarters. But another friend of yours 
-Mr. John Temple-insists that War
ing didn't do it. And because Temple 
has guessed right on a couple of other 
cases-we1l, we're doing what the 
newspapers call ' leaving oo stone no
turned.' Get me?" 
Then the door of the private office 

closed behind Sergeant Burke, and 
Barrat Gro"e permftted himself one 
brief thin smile. Soundlessly he 
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snapped his fingers. And that, like the 
smile, was for Temple. 

Ill 

AS Grove entered the Thistle Club 
fl. at six o'clock that evening, John 

Temple was leaving. They met 
in the entry-met and passed with no 
more than an exchange of nods. And 
Temple's was an abstracted nod. Deep 
in thought, austere, he stalked silently 
Ot:t. 
But he had left the club full of 

whisperings that came to Grove's cars 
from several directiqns within the next 
few minutes. 
Old Dan Brady, doorman at the 

Thistle for more than a quarter of a 
century, was staring after Temple as 
he took Grove's topcoat and hat and 
transferred the card bearing the 
broker's name to the " IN" column on 
his board in the entrance hall. 
" He looks ten years older this eve

ning, Mr. Temple does," Brady said. 
" It's no wonder, with what he's got 
on his mind. They're saying, Mr. 
Grove, that he knows a deal more 
about Mr. Lawson Lyne's death than 
even the po.lice do. A big lot more." 
Grove said mechanically, " I hope he 

docs-hope so for Waring's sake." 
He let it go at that and walked on. 

In the half light of the library, half a 
dozen members were talking in low 
voices. Grove, hovering for a second 
at the door, changed his mind about 
joining them. He'd better, he thought, 
have a drink first. Just one drink. 
He continued along the hatl to the 

buffet, and found no one there but 
bald-pated little Rounds, the bar
tender, almost as long in the club ser
vice as Brady. 
Rounds, usually smiling, wore no 

smile now. Mixing Grove's Martini, 
he diffidently asked : " Did you see Mr. 

Temple, sir ? I-I was wondering if 
he told you anything." 
Grove gave him a quick, hard look. 

" Told me anything?" he repeated. 
" Begging your pardon, sir, yes. The 

word is that he knows something about 
Mr. Lync's death. I heard him say, 
myself, that tl1e police would be mak
ing a terrible mistake if they put a 
charge against Mr. Waring." 
" To be sure," Grove said stiffly. 

" Naturally, a great many of us feel 
the same way," 
The barman leaned forward and 

lowered his voice. 
" It's not just a case of feeling that 

way with Mr. Temple, sir. He claims 
to know!" 
Rounds had poured the cocktail and 

Grove downed it in one swallow. He 
still was as certain as he had been 
twe�ve hours ago that his trail was per
fectly covered, but suddenly he was 
wishing either that he had come earlier 
to the club or that John Temple had 
stayed later. It would have been some
how better, it seemed to him, if he 
could have talked again with Temple. 
Of course, Temp.le knew nothing. 
With his show of confidence at the club 
he had been merely whistling in the 
dark. But at second hand even empty 
words could take on disquieting sig
nificance. 
The Martini gave Grove a lift. He 

went back to the library and joined the 
group there. 
White-haired Doctor Vark, who 

night after night played chess with 
Temple in the game room, and of all 
the Thistle Club's hundred members 
unquestionably knew him best, was 
talking. He glanced at Grove and went 
evenly on : 
" Temple knows something. I tell 

you, gentlemen. he positively does. For 
reason of his own, he hasn't yet dis4 
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dosed >it to the poli-ce. He means to 
keep his lips sea.ied ior the present. 
And I know and appreciate his reason 
for that resolve. However, if definite 

action is taken against Paul Waring, 
-be assured that Temple will break .his 
.silence." 

'A younger .member, a fellow broker 
o£1 Grove's in the Street, looked dubi
ous. 

"If Temple can really lift Waring 
()Ut of this jam, his reason for delay
ing must be a mighty strong one." 

Doctor Vark nodded. 
" It's a reason that -deeply concerns 

all of us. Yes, sir, every member of 
the Thistle Club owes a_ debt ·of grati
tude to John Temple at this moment." 

H f.n what way?" 
" I'd rather not say." 

A. MOMENT after that the ·group 
had broken up in a general 
movement toward the grill and 

Gr()ve found himself alone with Vark. 
'The thickening atmosphere -of mys

tery, sure as he was that nothing sub
stantial lay beneath it, had ·definitely 
begun to oppress him. He had be1ie¥ed 
himsel f  utterly without nerves, but that 
was not quite the fact. He was fight
ing off jitters now. Again and more 
ardently he wished that there had been 
an opportunity for him to talk person
ally with Temple. Doubt, for the first 
time, rose to assail him. Was it pos
sib.le that he had slipped somewhere 
in his .long and met-hodical planning? 

Vark had settled himself in his fa
vorite chair by the hearth. He said 
softly : " Yes, a damned lucky thing 
for Waring it is that he called Temple 
down to Lawson Lyne's rooms before 
the police got there. If they had found 
What Temple found, the truth might 
have been forever hidden." 

"Fom1df" echoed Gt'ove. 

" That's .it. The real -murderer -left 
a clue. He had· .taken a hundred .and 
one precautions to . protect his secret, 
but still he left himself wide open." 
Vark leaned forward in the big wing 
chair and d-ropped his voice .to .a whis
per. " Strictly between ourselves, 
Grove, John Temple's life-saving clue 
proves that Lyne was killed ·by a mem
ber of this club. But it wasn't Paul 
_Waring. - Absolutely not Paul. An
other member." 

Barrat Grove's thumping heart 
skipped a beat. 

" If that's so," he demanded, " why 
doesn't Temple name him?" 

" At the moment, he can't. While 
he is positive that the due will inevi
tably bind the murderer to his crime, 
it' s ·nothing so simple and direct as a 
calling card. In the hands of the po
·lice, it would bring an investigation 
which would plunge the Thistle Club 
into the ugliest •possible .-scandal-and 
that is just what Temple wishes to 
avoid. - Lawson Lyne is dead ; nothing 
can put the breath of life ·ba.ck in him. 
And Temple-would rather see the mur
derer go unpunished ·than ·bring minous 
notoriety on t,he- club." 

Gt-ove stared at the glowing Wg. 
There was a space of silence, and Vark 
spoke again. 

" Unpunished,'' he said, " -isn't quite 
the word. Even if the police release 
Waring, John Temple means ·to get to 
the bottom of the murder. But at his 
own good time and in his own way. 
When he has done that he means to 
confront the murderer •with !the damn
ing evidence -of his guilt-and then let 
him walk through the rest of his·-days 
haunted by the knowledge that his 
secret is shared, that at any moment a 
whisper· may bring the Law's· hand to 
his shoulder." 

Barrat Grove repressed a shudder. 
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With a tremendous effort of will he 
kept his voice coo.t and steady. 

"I see, Doctor. Assuming that War� 
ing is innocent and somebody else we 
know may be guilty, it's John Temple's 
charitable idea to drive that man to 
suicide instead of handing over his evi� 
dence to the proper authorities." 

Vark spread his thin hands. 
" Temple has not said so. But- !" 

He broke off and got up, shook his 
shoulders. " For God's sake, let's get 
off the gruesome ! Have you dined, 
Barrat ? Will you join me ?" 

Grove stayed in his chair. He had 
brought an appetite to the club, and 
the one Martini had sharpened it. But 
it  had fled now. 

" Thank you," he managed. " I'm 
waiting for a telephone call. Dining 
out." 

IV 

GROVE left the club a little after 
seven and returned at eleven. He 
looked about for John Temple, 

but Temple was not in the building. 
Vark was back in the library, again 
the center of a cluster of club members. 
Now, though, the group was a different 
one than had listened to him earlier. 

At the desk, as always when he 
stayed overnight at the Thistle, Grove 
left his breakfast order and his reguM 
.lar morning call for sevenMthirty. Then 
he went directly to his room. 

NightMbeforeMdate editions of the 
morning newspapers were already on 
the streets. A tabloid bought at eight 
had informed him that Waring was 
still held at Headquarters and had 
hinted at " serious charges" in immi
nent prospect. And on a newsstand 
only a moment ago he had seen a later 
headline in one of the standardMsize 
papers confirming the prediction o f  its 
more agile competitor. 

Temple regardless, the police had 
finally entered a formal homicide comM 
plaint against Paul \Varing. The new 
headline c\arioned : 

WARING CHARGED WITH MURDI3R1 
Upstairs, Barrat Grove closed an4 

locked his door and a few minutes later 
<Switched off the lights. He had not un
dressed ; fully clad, he sat in darkness 
and steeled himself for one more dead
ly sortie. 

He had killed Lawson Lyne last 
night to continue his control of loose
ly-held millions, to avert what menaced. 
both that and his liberty. Tonight a 
still greater stake spurred him to mm:
der again. Life itself hung in the bal
ance now, Unless John Temple died 
before morning, a few short hours 
would see Grove on his way to the 
electric chair. 

Before he thought of that convenient 
sword on his first victim's wall, Grove 
had meant to finish Lyne ,.,.ith a bullet. 
In the same distant city from which 
the ,.,.bite gloves had come he had 
bought an automatic equipped with a 
silencer, and now the gun was in a 
locked bag in his closet, loaded. 

At half past one he slipped it into 
his pocket and softly opened his door. 
The hall was dark, quiet. Only two or 
three members besides himself were 
staying at the club this week, and they 
were on a lower floor. 

On tiptoe, repeating his per forman� 
of the night previous, Grove moved 
soundlessly to the end of the hall. A 
dim red light burned there over a door 
with FIRE ESCAPE lettered on its glass 
panel. That door was kept locked. In 
the event of need a light blow would 
break out the glass, but Grove didn't 
have to smash the panel. 

Always haunted by fear of fire at 
night, he had discovered, months ago. 
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that one of his apartment keys would 
turn the lock; and that discovery had 
Bashed back upon him to inspire his 
whole elaOOrate alibi scheme when he 
decided he must put Lyne out of the 
way. By calling the decorators in to 
" do over" his bachelor quarters up
town near Waring's, he had provided 
himself with the best and most obvious 
of reasons for moving into the club. 
And the club, with its rigid system of 
recording every arrival and departure 
of members, offered the best alibi. 

Just as the system �ad served him 
last night, it would surely serve again. 
Grove didn't question that. Silently he 
opened the closet door and locked it 
behind him, and within a minute he 
stepped out of the alley at the rear of 
the club and walked rapidly east. Then 
another five minutes and he stood once 
more looking up at lighted windows in 
that deserted little street by the river. 

They were windows higher by two 
stories than Lawson Lyne's. That 
third floor apartment was Jobn Tern� 
pie's, and Grove, coming up the avenue, 
had expected that Temple would have 
turned in long ago. The lights puzzled 
him, threw _him for a moment into 
panic. What if the police were up 
there with Temple now ? Too late 
then I Already that clue of his, what� 
ever it might be, must have been turned 
over to the Homicide Squad. 

Since talking with Vark, futile ron� 
jecturing had kept Grove's brain in a 
whirl. It was hard for him to think 
straight now. An impulse to take im� 
mediate flight all but overpowered him. 
He wanted desperately to get out of 
that street, out of New York ; to snap 
aboard the first train for anywhere 
with just what clothing be wore and 
the few hundred dollars his wallet held. 

To fight down that wild urge took 
every atom of his strength and when 

fi.nally he forced himself to the oppo
site walk and into the house, his knees 
were threatening to buckle under him. 

At the head of the first flight of 
stairs he was breathing hard. He 
stopped there in the hall outside Lyne's 
rooms and got a fresh grip on himself. 
He must go on. Must. There was 
everything to gain by going, nothing 
to lose. If the police weren't there . . .  

They were not. He knew that when, 
two flights farther up, he listened at 
Temple's door as he had listened last 
night at Lyne's. 

Belatedly, Temple was about to tum 
in at that moment. Grove heard a click 
beyond the door and knew that the 
lights in the front room had been 
switched off. He drew a deep breath, 
touched the buzzer button. Inunedi� 
ately slippered feet padded on the rug 
and Temple was at the door with a 
dressing gown over his pajamas. 

He was another like Lawson Lyne 
-not easily surprised. 

" In one more minute, old bean," he 
said, " you'd have found me fast 
asleep. Then you'd have had a devil 
of a time rousing me. I'm fagged. But 
come in, Grove, come in, What brings 
you ?" 

HE nodded toward a chair by his 
graying grate fire, but Grove re� 
mained standing. Again he had 

'Yell rehearsed the scene ; during those 
hours while he waited in darkness he 
had lived over it a hundred times. He 
spoke without hesitation. 

" I  just got out of bed, myself," he 
said. " Woke up not more than fifteen 
minutes ago, realizing that I had SOQ1e 
information which may help to clear 
poor Waring." 

John Temple's weary gray eyes 
brightened. " Splendid I Spill it." 

Grove moistened his lips. " Now 
D 3-1 5 
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that it comes to the point," he sparred, 
" I hesitate to speak. What I know
what suddenly came into my mind just 
now-may put another friend of  ours 
where Paul Waring, unfortunately, 
now is." 

Temple had slumped down into a 
chair by the dwindling fire. He looked 
at Grove under leaden, sagging eye
lids. 

" A  member of the Thistle Club, by 
any chance ?" 

Grove nodded. " Yes." 
" Who?" 
For a moment Barrat Grove paced 

the rug ; then be swung to Temple. 
" Before I mention a name, suppose 

we compare notes? I was talking with 
Doctor Vark this evening and he to.ld 
me that you had unearthed some so
called clue which you thought it best 
to withhold from the police - some
thing which would connect a club mem
ber other than \\Taring with the killing 
of Lawson Lyne." 

" Yes, I did let Vark in on that." 
" The doctor was rather hazy as to 

the nature of the clue." 
A fleeting smile twitched Temple's 

.lips. 
" He would have to be," he said. " I 

didn't tell him what it was. I've told 
nobody . . . .  Go ahead, Barrat ; I'm lis
tening. Tell me what you came to tell 
me. N arne your man." 

Grove shook his head. " I'd rather 
hear from you first. Tell me about 
your due." 

" My dear chap-" Temple patted a 
yawn-" it's quite evident I've said too 
much about it already. In good time 
it will send a murderer to his death. 
Isn't that enough ?" 

Barrat Grove's right hand, deep in 
his coat pocket, tightened on the cold 
grip of the automatic. His voice tight
ened too. 

D 4-1 5  

" No, Temple, it's not enough. I'm 
calling for a show-down. I insist on 
knowing what you found--on seeing 
it with my own eyes." 

" Impossible !" Temple protested. " I  
can't do it. Absolutely ca-" 

He stopped sharp, staring into the 
muzzle of his caller's suddenly drawn 
gun. " You must !" rasped Grove. 
" You understand ? I'll blow your 
brains out if  you don't give it up. Sit 
tight, now ! Don't raise your voice or 
reach for the phone. It's instant death 
for you if  you do." 

Temple's eyes opened wide and then 
again were half closed. 

" So it was you!" he whispered. 
" You killed Lawson Lyne, did you ? I 
begin to s�e, Grove. The Drake money 
-that was at the bottom of it all. 
You've been playing fast and loose 
with those millions while Lana rode 
her horses and sailed her boats and 
rampaged around the country in her 
fast cars with never a thought of what 
might be happening behind her back 
in Walt Street." 

" Stop !" snarled Grove. " That's all 
my own business. If you want to liv.e 
you'll-" 

But Temple was talking on. 
" Ah, yes I I can understand the tele

phone call to Waring now. It wasn't 
Lawson Lyne on the wire. Never. It 
was Barrat Grove, tricking an inno
cent man into taking a murder rap for 
him. And putting another marital pos
sibility out of Lana Drake's life. That's 
all painfully clear at this moment. But 
how the devil, Grove, did you get in 
and out of the dub without being seen? 
I'd really like to know. Sometime I 
might want to use the same route my
self." 

" You're wrong there," grated 
Grove. " You'll never use it, Temple. 
In a very few seconds you'll be as 
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dead as Lawson Lyne. To hell with 
your clue I With )'OU gone, what good 
wilt it be ?" 

His finger was trembling on the trig· 
ger then, but Temple had not flinched. 

" I  don't expect to live forever," he 
said. " If there's any accident 'vith that 
gun-well, Kismet ! But there !tad bet
ter 110t be, Grove I If you shoot, you're 
a dead man yourself. Look behind 
you !" 

Then another voice spoke. A crisp 
voice close at Grove's· back and one he 
knew he had heard before. 

" Drop that rod !" it commanded, 
and Grove wheeled to see in a half
opened inner door a raised pistol and 
a red, set face behind it. " You ought 
to remember me," the man with that 
steady gun said, as the we!pon with 
the silencer thudded from suddenly re
laxed fingers. " Ought to have my 
card someWhere. The name's Burke
Sergeant James Burke o f  the Homi
cide Bureau. Mr. Temple was think
ing he might need he.lp from some of 
us plain cops tonight. Looks like he 
did, huh ?" 

Temple was yawning again-yawn
ing and smiling all at once. 

" Yes, I rather had you in mind as 
a possibility in the L)11e case, Grove," 
he said. " But you were just one of 
several. For an Englishman, Lyne 
played a damned keen game of poker, 
and I know a couple of fellows who 
had lost more to him at the club than 
they could ever hope to pay. Know 
others who had found him danger
ous in business, too. 

·� As for the clue you were so anx
i_ous to know about, I told you pre
cise truth when I said I couldn't show 
it. � couldn'_t, because it didn't exist. 
My best hope of saving Paul Vlar
ing was to find a way of baiting the 
real murderer to my door. And with 
the kind coOQeration of Doctor Vark 
-well, here you are !" 

He nodded at Burke. Handcuffs 
flashed and swung at Barrat Grove's 
wrists. Grove was staring at John 
Temple again as the steel circlets 
clicked. But it was no haggard gray 
face that his straining eyes saw. It 
was a little brO\vn one-way door. 

Photography for Policemen 

T
HE field of photography offers many opportunities to the crime investi
gator and camera squads are already to be found in the police depart
ments o f  some of the larger cities. The time will come, undoubtedly, 

when every policeman will carry one o f  the small cameras which easily fits 
into the pocket. These " candid cameras," using a film like that used in mak
ing motion pictures, take pictures which can be used as evidence, under all 
kinds o f  adverse conditions such as at night with artificial illumination. Pho
tographs can oftentimes be taken without the criminal being aware that he 
has been caught in the act. As a means o f  later identification a photograph 
is invaluable. 

Chicago already has twelve radio cruising cars on its camera · squad. 
Photographs are taken at the scene of traffic accidents and it is planned to 
use some of these photographs as convincing persuasion in safety campaigns. 
Berlin also has a similar department in its police force. New York City has 
its camera detectives and many other municipalities are seeing the advantages 
of  having policemen trained in photography. -John Berry. 
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ing to do with the holdup," stated 
:Miriam. 

The refrain rang in the secret agent's 
brain, for she repeated it over and over. 
" 'Vhat makes you so sure ?" he in� 
quired, staring at the red tip of his 
cigarette. " He gave you the necklace 
for a present. It wasn't decent of him 
to put you in such a position." 

She waxed indignant : " But Frank 
didn't know it was diamonds, I tell you. 
He only paid half a dollar for it, think
ing the thing was a string of glass 
beads. He- " Her breath caught 
and two tears rolled down her cheeks. 
She put up her hand to hide them. 

'' -bought it from a street vendor 
at night," finished Devrite, a trifle 
wearily. All she thought of was her 
fiance, behind those steel bars. She 
worked, seHing perfumery in a Fifth 
Avenue department store ; she dressed 
well and her blood was genteel. " Yet 
he can't describe this person except to 
say he was thin and seemed timid-it 
sounds fishy." . 

Just a block east of the Greek bak
ery-restaurant, where they 1ingered 
over coffee, stood the high buildings 
housing the greatest gem collections in 
the world. There had been several 
holdups lately in Jewelers' Row-there 
were always holdups. Miriam had been 
caught wearing, openly, a diamond 
necklace that had been among· the loot 
in an $8o,ooo robbery during \vhich 
two men had been murdered. A tip, 
anonymous, coming over the phone to 
the police, had put detectives on Mir
iam ; clever questioning implicated her 
sweetheart, Frank Rogers-no one be
lieved his story of having bought the 
necklace for fifty cents from a hap
hazard street vendor. 

Devrite had been ordered by his su
perior, Inspector Hallihan, to contact 
her, in the hope she would uncover 

the trail to the jewel thieves the police 
were after. The secret agent had ac
cess to the reports of all detectives on 
the case ; he had easily made the ac
quaintance of a friend of Miriam's, 
who had introduced him to the young 
woman. She had no suspicion of what 
he really was, but merely thought him 
a sympathetic young man willing to 
hear her troubles. He had told her 
he was a salesman out of work ; she 
was glad of someone who would listen 
to her. 

Devrite, the secret policeman, never 
made arrests, never testified in court. 
He was an observer, reporting his find
ings to Inspector Hallihan directly. He 
was unknown to the detectives who 
acted on tips he gleaned in the demi
monde. Unassuming, almost diffident, 
yet able to call forth a rash courage 
when it was needed, training and ex
perience had made him a good agent. 

A patient man, he missed little of 
what went on about him. His long gray 
eyes, narrowed in the tobacco haze of 
the Greek's, saw attention was focused 
on himself-he shrank from that. It 
was Tomolis, proprietor of the place, 
who watched him. Tomolis stood be
hind the counter devoted to baked 
goods and the cash register where food 
checks were paid. The Greek was large 
with a thick, close-clipped mustache he 
was in the habit of fondling. His com
plexion was marred by black specks. 
On duty he affected a counterman's 
high apron across his bulky stomach. 
His eyes were black as shoebuttons and 
similiar in other respects : they were 
small and they bulged. 

"Waiter-more coffee and a piece of 
that crescent Danish pastry," called 
Devrite, to get Tomolis's gaze off him. 
He wanted to know i f  Tomolis meant 
that baleful glance. The waiter, a thin, 
hurried man of Tomolis's nationality, 
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brought the food-Miriam wanted no 
more. 

" Why do you like to come here ?" 
inquired Devrite. 

" Frank and I came here a lot. The 
pastry's nice and it's cheap. Frank was 
out of work." 

Devrite had taken her to a movie ; 
she was willing to be friendly, though 
her thought was for her young man. 
From the corner of his eye as he bit 
into the crisp pastry Devrite saw Tom
otis again caressing the mustache and 
glaring at him.:-no doubt at all about 
it now. 

He at once began to wonder. Olive 
oil-a cruet stood on every table and 
the cooked food reeked with it. 

He liked Miriam ; she was soft and 
sweet. He was willing to take his oath 
she had nothing to do with the ban
dits, even i f  her fiance had. In dis
guise, he had taken a look at Frank 
Rogers in police lineup. Rogers was 
a nice-looking lad with light hair and 
broad shoulders. But most modern 
bandits were. Police shadows watched 
Miriam ; their DD-4's would include 
Devrite himself : a mysterious young 
man with no visible means of support. 

" I've got to work tomorrow," she 
said, rising. 

They walked slowly toward the 
Sixth Avenue door, pausing while Dcv
rite pretended to have trouble locating 
change. 

" Gude evenin', Meese Kenny," 
beamed Tomolis. He accepted Dev
rite's dollar acidly. " You come soon 
agin, yess ?" 

" You're not," inquired Devrite 
mildly, " looking for another waiter 
are you, Mister Tomolis ? I'm out of 
work, and- " He wished to check the 
Greek's reaction toward himself. 

' ' ·My fran'," broke in the Greek se
verely, " \'hen 1 !oog for \'aiter I do 

not poot sign in winder, or hire ef
fery riffraff who esk." 

Devrite shrugged, followed Miriam 
out. She remarked, as they started up 
the El stairs, " He offered me a cash
ier's job once." 

HE left her at her Twenty-third 
Street boarding-house. His 
brain hummed with conjecture. 

He depended a good deal on the in
nate impressions made upon him by 
those he dogged. He knew he wished 
to help Miriam and her Frank. 

The black shadows leaped at him 
from the areaway in a terrific rush. It 
was like a sudden bump from an un
seen, unheard car. Both of the men 
were large. One hit him a stiff blow 
in the ribs that drove the air from his 
lungs and sent him gasping to his 
knee, a hand breaking his fall on the 
pavement. The second reached for his 
coat collar and ripped his coat half off 
him. 

The tearing o f  the blue cloth gave 
Devrite a chance. He straightened his 
knees, driving back at them, ramming 
his head into the first man's stomach. 
He had been carefully trained for his 
occupation in jujutsu, the use of  fire
arms-all branches of police work But 
he was not then carrying a gun ; there 
was always the likelihood detectives 
might pick him up. The possession of 
a pistol would mean explanations he 
could not make without identifying 
himself. One man told another, and 
if the thousands of police in the city 
knew him, his value would soon be lost. 

The man he butted crashed back 
against the pillar of the steps ; the sec
om! struck at him; and Dcvrite caught 
his outstretched wrist, turned and 
brought the whole arm and shoulder 
clown across his own shoulder, bending 
at the waist. There was a sharp snap 
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as the forearm bone snapped ; the man 
screamed and slid along Devrite's side, 
rolling over and over along the side
walk. 

His partner cursed, drew a gun. 
Close in, whirling, Devrite was able to 
knock up his arm. The pistol dis
charged, echoes cracking in the warm 
night air. A woman, coming toward 
them, screeched shrilly; Devrite was 
grappling with the gunman, both pant
ing in the struggle. Two large, well
dressed men who \Vere strolling toward 
the corner on the other side of the 
street heard the shot and the woman's 
yell. Detectives Murphy and Hrde had 
just " put " Miriam in her room, and 
were on their way to telephone in. 
There was a traffic officer on duty at 
the Avenue intersection and the three 
policemen ran along the block toward 
the fight. 

In desperation, Devrite put both 
hands against the gunman's chest and 
pushed. His opponent flew back and 
Devrite knew the man wished to get 
away as much as the secret agent, fear
ing identification and nullification of 
his usefulness. They separated like 
fighting cats at the approach of dogs 
and ran. The man with the limp arm 
was already out of sight up a dark 
alley. 

Devrite, breath fast, a pain in his ribs 
from that first unexpected punch, gal
loped toward Ninth Avenue, glancing 
back over his shoulder at the pursuers, 
who called upon him to halt. When 
he kept going, the uniformed officer 
knelt and fired a shot over him. He 
heard the .38's whine, and he zig
zagged, turned the corner. Arrest 
would mean trouble. He would be 
dragged to Thirtieth Street Station, 
booked and grilled, held for morning 
court. 

He could do a hundred in ten sec· 

onds and he did it then. He crossed 
Ninth and ran down the hill to Tenth. 
He left the police far behind. 

A taxi idling on a corner was a 
haven for him and he sank back on 
the leather seat. With his wind com
ing back he also regained his wits. 
'Vhat did the sudden attack mean ? Did 
it show he was uncovered, that some
one had put the finger on him as a 
police spy ? But they would have shot 
him instead of trying to beat him up 
had it been that-no gun was drawn 
until he had fought them off. It must, 
he decided, have been Tomolis who set 
them on him. 

On a sudden hunch he returned to 
the vicinity of Tomolis's ; in the cab 
he managed to repair his coat some
what. He recalled the Greek's nast\· 
looks and surly tongue. And olive oil 
-but where did the sugar and flour 
come in ? 

The newsstand under the El station 
made a convenient place to stand. It 
\vas not long before a well-dressed 
yoting man with broad shoulders and 
a tout's clothing strolled up and went 
in the Greek's. There were fresh 
scratches on his face. Devrite was sure 
he was one of those who had jumped 
him on Twenty·third Street, outside 
lHiriam's: 

The agent walked along and looked 
in the window. Tomolis was not at 
the counter ; the thin waiter stood in 
his place. 'Vhen the stalwart young 
man spoke to the waiter the latter 
nodded and touched a buzzer button 
under the counter. Tomolis emerged 
from the rear kitchens and came up 
front. His face had an eager expres· 
sion. The young man nodded to him, 
grinned and ran a forefinger along his 
throat. 

They spoke together shortly. Dev
rite thought he read the Greek's lips ; 
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" Tomorrow- " Then the man left, 
passing near the inconspicuous Devrite. 
He had no doubt now it was Tomolis 
who had instigated the attack on him. 
He did not like the Greek. I f  Deme
trios Tomolis were responsible for the 
terrible trouble those two kids were 
in- I 

II 

A LIMOUSINE drew up a short 
distance along the side street. 
A liveried chauffeur opened the 

door and a thin ma.n carrying a cane 
and wearing gray Spats emerged and 
went to a door leading to a flight of 
steps next to the Greek's. The chauf
feur touched his horn twice. T omolis 
hurried out and also went up the stairs. 

Dcvrite waited, nostrils widening. 
A glance told him the chauffeur was 
looking the other way and he slipped 
in, started up the steps. A door closed 
on the second floor to the rear ; the 
upper hallway was deserted. Opposite 
the head of the stairs was the open 
door leading into a bedroom. Devrite 
thought Tomolis lived here, above his 
bakery-lunchroom. He tiptoed to the 
rear door and listened. 

It was an old building, its odor musty 
with age ; the panels were thin and 
Devrite could hear much. 

" -tomorrow," announced Tomo
lis's heavy voice, " about nine." 

" I don't \vant to hear that part of 
it," cold tones replied. " That was a 
stupid thing you did and you must not 
let it occur again." 

"Aw, I'm sorry," growled Tomolis 
apologetically. " It von't heppen no 
more." 

"As soon as I get my price on the 
other, vou'll be taken care of.'' 

" Okay." 
" I'll send my chauffeur tomorrow 

night. About this time ?" 

" Thad'll be bes' ," agreed the Greek. 
Devrite, intent on what they were 

saying behind the door, was nearly 
caught by the man coming up the stairs. 
It  was the thin waiter from the res
taurant. The secret agent looked hur
riedly for a spot to hide. The open 
bedroom was the nearest place and he 
flitted in and stood in the door shad
ows. 

T omolis opened his door and looked 
out. " Ho, it's you, Constantine?" 

The waiter whined, "Jus' gain' to 
bed, boss." 

" Okay." 
Constantine passed the bedroom and 

went on to the third floor-Devrite 
heard him overhead. 

"I go firs', mak' sure she clear," said 
Tomolis and went to the street. 

Devrite glimpsed the burly Greek 
through the rails. The other man fol
lowed slowly. The secret agent slipped 
out and hurried after them when he 
heard the street door bang. The big 
limousine was just pulling out from the 
curb ; Tomolis was in his place, getting 
ready to close up for the night. A 
taxi halfway up the block and Devrite 
was trailing the big car. 

An hour later he called at Inspector 
Hallihan's obscure, dingy office. The 
big police officer, with close-clipped 
head and a lined, humorous Irish' 
mouth, watched his agent as Devrite 
took the chair across the flat-topped 
oak desk. Hallihan wore plainclothes ; 
the sign on his frosted glass door said 
he imported beaded goods-though the 
amount of business he transacted in 
that capacity would not have clothed 
a Burlesque dancer. He was the main 
conduit through which flowed the re
ports of such men as Devrite, the secret 
agents of the New York police, high
grade men of integrity who worked 
without glory and for small pay. 
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" Did she take down her hair and 
cry it out on yer shoulder?" asked the 
inspector, cigar clinched in a corner of 
his broad mouth to facilitate speech. 

" That girl's innocent. She's no 
crook's moll." 

Hallihan shrugged, looked at his big 
fingers. " You want me to take you off 
her ?" 

Devrite shook his head. " I  believe," 
he said, " she'll lead us to what we 
want though she has no connection 
actually with the bandits. Can you tell 
me anything about Demetrios Tomolis, 
the Greek restaurant man ?" 

A furrow appeaed in the rhinoceros 
hide of Hallihan's brow. " Tomolis
Tomolis," he repeated. " I'll see if  he 
has a record." He lifted a phone at 
his elbow which put him in direct com� 
munication with the secret files of  the 
Department. 

Devrite waited. If Tomolis had a 
police record it might prove a valuable 
pointer. There was some delay. Hal
lihan held the receiver to his ear by 
hunching his shoulder, looking at Dev
rite and bouncing a yellow pencil by 
its rubber up and down on the blotter. 
After a few minutes his attention riv
eted on the reporting voice that came 
from the phone. He hung up and 
turned to his agent. 

" Better lay off Tomolis." 
" Hasn't he a record?" 
" No record. He's got a political 

friend, named Gregory, very power
ful." 

" But-what about Frank Rogers 
and the girl ?" 

HALLIHAN shrugged. " It's 
pretty sure Rogers had a hookup 
with that robbery. He'll crack 

sooner or later. The yarn he told is 
crazy." 

" Suppose he did buy that trinket 

from a man he believed a street ven
dor selling beads-that it was planted 
to make trouble for Rogers ?" 

Hallihan's brows rose. " Pretty far 
fetched. Go easy on Tomolis, I tell 
you. Be dead certain or it'll mean 
trouble." 

" Suppose I hook his coru1ection 
too ?" 

· •  Then," grinned Hallihan, " you 
can order the whole menu. Only don't 
blame me if  you find yourself in the 
tureen." 

Devrite rose. " By the way. I broke 
a man's arm on Twenty-third Street 
tonight. He'll have to have it attended 
to by a doctor." 

" You want him picked up?" 
" Shadowed." 
" Okay." 
" I  believe," the agent added, " that 

this man with the broken arm will learl 
you to a nest of gunmen. I have also 
the address of a man named Gregory 
whom I followed home this evening ; 
men ought to be stationed at his place 
uptown and be ready to break in when 
the cleanup comes." 

"And when," Hallihan asked, eyes 
slitted, " will that be, Devrite ?" 

" Tomorrow night at I I  P.M. Tom
otis has given himself away, through 
a personal matter. I'm sure the Greek 
has played an important part in these 
jewel holdups, Inspector. His restau
rant's rery handy to the district there. 
At eleven tomorrow evening, Gregory's 
chauffeur will enter Tomolis's and in 
some way pick up loot from a robbery 
that's to take place tomorrow." 

Hallihan frowned. '' You don't 
know where, though ?" 

DeYrite shook his head. " No way 
to say exactly. I'm going to watch 
tomorrow. I'll be at Tomolis's at 
eleven at night ; have otle of the regu
lar squad arrest the chauffeur. You 
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remember, Inspector, that diamond 
necklace had traces of flour and sugar 
on it?" 

Hallihan's face was a study. Sud
denly it cleared. " Not bad," he 
growled. " You think-they're push
ing the stuff into pastry, is that it ?" 

" That's it." 
" It's a good idea. But I hope you're 

right, Devrite. I'm going to take all 
the precautions you suggest. If you 
win-fine ; everybody'll get a medal but 
you. If you lose- " Hallihan ran 
his forefinger across his throat. 

" You'll have men watching for the 
broken arm bandit ; men at Gregory's 
-and men at Tomolis's at eleven." 

Devrite returned to his furnished 
room in the West Forties from which 
he was operating on this case. He 
climbed a carpeted flight to his small 
chamber and unlocked the door. Be
fore he switched on the light he smelled 
a faint odor of cigar smoke. He never 
smoked cigars. 

Light on, his trained eye roved the 
room. The bed was as usual ; his few 
clothes he kept in a dressing-bureau, 
and he saw the bottom drawer, which 
he knew he had left open an inch, was 
now closed. The slavey who made up 
the rooms never bothered about such 
details of neatness. He inspected the 
arrangement o f  his shirts and under
wear ; it was slightly changed. He 
shrugged and slid the door bolt, de
ciding detectives had been in to search 
his room in the hope of uncovering 
evidence to link him to the jewel rob
beries-he had been seen with Miriam 
and that was enough. 

He was up early next morning. He 
climbed the El steps, went through the 
turnstile, posted himself down the plat
from, from which point he could com
mand the Greek's door below, the cross 
street and one side o f  Sixth. He could 

smoke there, and a phone booth was 
near where he could call without los
ing sight of the restaurant. 

Tomolis came out of the door that 
led to his living quarters in which he 
had entertained the man Gregory. It 
was about nine A.M. and few custom
ers were out so early. Up above, out 
of the Greek's sight, Devrite watched 
him. " You gave yourself away, Tom
otis,'' he muttered. " You should never 
let personal matters interfere with busi
ness." The Greek's obvious jealousy 
of himself, simply because he was with 
Miriam, the attack which he knew had 
been instigated by the Greek ; the olive 
oil and the deduction he had made con
cerning the disposal of the stolen gems, 
pointed one way : to the burly figure 
of Tomolis himself. 

The secret agent was laying every
thing on a throw of the dice : what 
he had overheard between Tomolis and 
Gregory convinced him there would be 
evidence that night which would be 
overwhelming against the thieves. 

At nine eleven a butcher's wagon 
delivered meat ; a baker's wagon, a 
well-known city firm, brought pastries, 
pies and rolls ; vegetables came from 
a produce house. In the distance Dev
rite heard the sound of sirens ; it was 
nine thirty-four by his wrist watch 
when a second baker's wagon, a black 
truck with closed rear that simply said : 
BAKERS' SUPPLI"ES, swung along Sixth, 
and Devrite saw six trays of brown 
buns with sugar icing taken into the 
Greek's. 

" Funny," he muttered. " Two bak
ers. What-?" 

III 

H
E waited patiently. He \Vas 

disappointed not seeing the man 
who had led the attack on him. 

He had thought the bandits would con-
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tact Tomolis. He grew vaguely war� 
ried. 

Around noon he phoned Hallihan. 
" There was a stickup in Jewelers' 

Row this mornin'," the inspector told 
him. " Forty thousand in diamonds, 
and a corr-idor guard shot dead. The 
same bunch. A man with a broken 
forearm had it set at the People's Clinic 
this morn, and I've had a tail on him 
all day." 

The secret agent hung up as a train 
roared to a stop at the station. In 
his breast was the same excited feel· 
ing a man has who bets his roll on a 
horse race and watches the run. The 
afternoon was a weary watch for him. 

At ten that night, Miriam met him 
at his . request. 

" \Vhy, what's wrong with your 
arm ?" she cried, pointing to the splint
bandage Devrite had on it. "And your 
head- " 

" I was sideswiped by a taxi," ex
plained Devrite. 

He led her to the Greek's and they 
took the table she liked halfway down 
the long room. De\•rite was aware of 
the Gn=ek's beady eyes upon him, gloat
ing over his evident injuries. A taped 
pad on his temple, stained with iodine, 
and his left arm in a sling, gave Tom
otis the pleasure of  believing the at
tack had beeu successful. 

" How long have you known Tom
otis?" Devrite inquired. 

" Oh, about six months," she replied. 
" I often come in here for lunch. Tom
olis got to know me, asked me to go 
out with him, but I told him I was 
engaged to Frank Tomolis is all right 
but not my kind." 

De"·rite was aware the Greek was 
approaching. He winked at Miriam 
as Tomolis paused and put a large 
hairy hand on the tablecloth. " You 
git hurt, huh ?" he grinned. 

" Yes, he was hit by a taxi," ex
plained Miriam. 

Tomolis laughed. " Taxi ! Funny, 
loogs lige to me sornevon beet heern 
in face. Mebbe he lose fight, huh ?" 

Devrite made a wry face-the Greek 
was a heavy breather and a devotee 
of  garlic. Under Tomolis's armpit 
Devrite could see a bulge-evidently a 
gun in a shoulder holster. It encour
aged the secret agent to think Tomolis 
believe4 it necessary to carry a pistol. 
He was sure he had it figured out cor
rectly, Tomolis as the middleman be
tw·een the strong-arm bandits and the 
mastermind Gregory. He wished eleven 
o'clock would come. 

" Vhy not you come vork for me 
here ?" asked Tomolis of  the girL " 1 
giff you gude cashier job." 

She smiled and shook her head. " I 
like it where I am." 

" The perfumery's sweeter there," 
remarked Devrite. 

Tomolis scowled at him. " I  pay 
you twict as mooch- " he began, but 
a customer rose and went to the coun
ter to pay his check and the Greek had 
to hurry up front. 

" Those brown buns with the sugar 
icing look nice," the customer said, 
pointing to the six trays in the lower 
case-they were the ones Devrite had 
seen the second baker's truck bring. 

Devrite watched, as Tomolis shook 
his head. Light suddenly dawned upon 
him ; those brown buns were, evidently, 
all-important. An El train roared past. 
The customer went out, with a bag of 
other buns. Devrite glanced at his 
wrist watch. It was ten fifty-five. The 
bell over the door tinkled and a tall 
man wearing a blue suit and a pearl
gray hat sauntered in, took a table near 
the front and ordered coffee and Dan
ish pastry. Devrite recognized him as 
Detective Murphy of  Headquarters. 
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This was the man Hallihan_ had sent 
to make the actual arrest, on Dcvite's 
information. 

Devrite was excited. He concealed 
his emotion f�om Miriam, who was 
talking along about her Frank. She 
was absolutely unaware of what was 
going on. He watched Tomolis. He 
thought the Greek's face flickered in 
the pale light from the white window 
globe as Tomolis looked at Murphy. 
Tomolis stood behind his counter, el
bow on the wall shelf. 

It was eleven one P.M. when Greg
ory's chauffeur entered. " Have you 
got Mr. Gregory's order ready?" he 
demanded. 

Tomolis nodded. He began slowly 
and methodically to fill two brown pa
per bags with pastries from a tray in 
the upper part of  the counter. Dev
rite's nails dug into his palms. The 
chauffeur held out his arms and took 
the bags and Murphy leaped up and 
put a hand on his shoulder. This was 
according to Devrite's tip to Hallihan, 
that there would be loot from a jewel 
holdup handed over to the spotted 
chauffeur at eleven P.M. 

" One minute, friend," said the big 
detective smoothly. " Let's have a look 
at those buns." 

" ·what's the idea ?" snarled the 
chauffeur. 

Tomolis said nothing. He watched 
the detective breaking in half the pieces 
of baked goods. Murphy, after de· 
straying a dozen, began scowling. 

"Are you· craz·see?" growled Tom· 
olis. "You haff ruin dem, messter, so 
you pay fer dem." 

"Aw right, I'll pay," Murphy 
snapped, throwing down a five dollar 
bill. He was confused, his bull neck 
was flushed red. 

The secret agent cursed inwardly. 
It was a delicate moment. He saw him· 

self now, clearly, the meaning of  that 
second baker's truck : it had delivered 
the loaded buns, with the jewels hid· 
den in them, and Tomolis had them 
still on the bottom shelf. It was plain 

.the Greek had spotted Murphy as a 
detective and handed the chauffeur 
plain pastries. If  the raids on Greg
ory and the bandits took place and they 
did not have Tomolis's right, every
thing might faiL 

FROM the corner of his eye he saw 
Constantine, the thin waiter
there were only two waiters, one 

was short and fat, while Constantine 
was thin-and nervous. Constantine 
stared toward the front, face pale as 
chalk, licking his lips. He must know 
who Murphy was, too. A flash of  light 
came to Devrite : Constantine, thin and 
timid ; his fingers stained with olive 
oil. The peddler who had sold those 
diamonds to Frank Rogers-why, it 
was perfect ! He must get the waiter. 

But first he must get Tomolis. The 
whole business \"vas going to pot, be· 
cause Murphy was confused by the 
trick Tomolis had played upon him. 
Devrite saw all his work going up in 
smoke ; trouble for Hallihan and hitp
self, agony for Miriam. He dared not 
make a move that would identify him 
as a police agent. This one case was 
not important enough itself to justify 
uncovering a trained, valuable spy. His 
strict orders wer.e never to show him· 
self as that. On the other hand he 
was determined not to let the case fold 
up ; Hallihan had gOne too far, on his 
advice alone, to back out. 

He rose on unsteady legs and stag· 
gcred toward the counter, simulating 
intoxication. " What's wrong with the 
service here ?" he cried at Tomolis. 
" I've been tr)'in' to get more buns for 
five minutes. Give me some of those." 
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He pointed to the brown ones, with 
the white sugar tops, in the bottom 
case, buns brought in by that second 
truck. 

He knew at once, from Tomolis's 
actions, that his deduction was correct. 
Tomolis stared at him ; the Greek 
thought Devrite had had some liquor 
in him when he came in and the warmth 
had brought it out. " Go siddown," 
growled Tomolis. " You're drunk. You 
can't have dem !" 

" Drunk ' r  not," snarled Devrite, 
" I'll have service." He shoved the 
Greek violently away, and snatched out 
several of  the shiny brown buns. He 
bit into one, swore and spat out the 
dough. 

" Phooey," he cried. " What're 
those hard things in there-why, it's 
glass- !" 

That was enough for Detective Mur
phy. The detective uttered a cry and 
snatched the buns up. He broke a 
couple open and the light reflected back 
from the facets of diamonds that had 
been pushed deep into the soft dough. 

Tomolis swore furiously. He had 
recognized Murphy and tried to trick 
him by handing Gregory's chauffeur 
unloaded pastries. Murphy's play had 
been made by Hallihan's orders, the 
iru>pector acting upon the secret police
man's suggestions. 

Tomolis reached under his apron 
and out came a ·45 automatic pistol 
from the shoulder holster. 

" Hey-he's got a gun," shrieked 
Devrite, putting terror into his cry to 
warn Murphy. 

But that was unnecessary. Murphy 
was already in. He seized the Greek's 
thick wrist as Tomolis tried to pull back 
the pistol slide to cock it, and jerked 
him across the counter. Murphy's 
heavy left fist smacked up against Tom
otis's mustache, driving his lip against 

his yellow buck teeth. It was the sort 
of  thing Murphy did best and he per
formed it with relish. " Try to draw 
a gun on me, huh ?" he cried. 

The cl1auffeur made · a jump for the 
exit. He ran into the arms of  Mur
phy's pals, coming in to polish it off. 

Devrite, seeing e\·erything going 
well, and Tomolis caught cold with the 
stolen gems, backed away. He wanted 
Constantine to complete his case and 
free Frank Rogers. He was sure that 
the Greek Tomolis had forced the thin, 
nervous waiter to sell that necklace to 
Rogers; it was the likely explanation. 

But, turning, Constantine had dis
appeared. The secret agent ducked to 
the rear and around a green screen into 
the kitchen. But only the fat Greek 
cook was there. 

" Where did Constantine go ?" Dev
rite asked. 

The cook pointed to a rear door. 
" Mebbe empty garbage, I dunno." 

The court and back alley were de
serted. Devrite had to have Constan
tine. A faint creak above sent his eyes 
that way. There was a fire escape lad
der three feet overhead-it creaked, 
yet there was no wind. Dcvrite leaped 
up, caught it, brought it down and ran 
up it swiftly, through an open second
floor window. He climbed into the hall 
where he had overheard the talk be
tween Tomolis and Gregory. 

Someone was running down the 
stairs from the third. Devrite jumped 
into the bedroom doorway and waited. 
Constantine, apron off, a · soft hat on 
his greasy head, carrying a brown bag, 
hurried along the hall. His face was 
twisted with fear, his breathing la
bored. 

The agent had · taken off the band
age from his arm ; in the bandage had 
been hidden a blue-steel, slender .32 
revolver. He waited till Constantine 
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was just past the doorway and then rant. When all was clear, Gregory, 
he jumped on him from behind, the the Greek's boss-we got him right, 
butt of the pistol knocking the waiter found some stuff from that double 
flat. murder still in his home, as you said 

Devrite used what �andage and tape it might be from what you overheard 
he had to tie Constantine. He was -had his driver call for the gems in 
not quite through when he heard the the pastries. Tomolis simply put the 
street door open below--detectives baked goods containing the loot into 
were coming to investigate the Greek's paper bags and handed them over. 
quarters. H e  leaped over the prostrate Tomolis was middleman between the 
Constantine and- ran. stickup men and Gregory, the master 

" Hey you-stop--police- !" mind who was planning the jobs and 
When he refused to obey a bullet selling the stuff. Gregory was also 

whirled an inch from his moving head, Tomolis's backer, but he's sunk now." 
and then he was out. A second slug " They found Constantine ?" 
whined over him as. he ran down the Hallihan grinned. " Sure, tied up 
clanging ladder and hit the courtyard. neat as you left him. The boys say 
A police detective appeared at the res- they fired at a mysterious man ?" 
taurant's kitchen door. They were " That was I." Devrite stared at 
swarming through it now. " That Hallihan. " That second baker's wa
you, Charlie?" called the detective. gon and Tomolis's refusal to se.U the 

Devrite did not wish to be arrested ; buns I saw delivered ftom it, told me 
that would mean suspicion, explana- the diamonds from the holdup must 
tion. He growled, " Sure it's me," and be hidden in them. The sugar and flour 
lowering his head, butted the officer in on the diamond necklace Miriam was 
the stomach, driving him back inside. caught wearing wen= there because it, 

The way east, across a fence, was too, had been shoved into pastry. To
clear, and Devrite took it, leaving the molis took it and forced Coustantine 
shooting and shouting behind. to peddle it to Frank Rogers, who gave 

IV 

T ATER he called on Hallihan. The 
L inspector looked like the cat who 

has swallowed the canary. " All 
clear," he reported. " Nice work, Dev
rite. Murphy gels credit for solution 
of  that jewel mystery. We grabbed 
the gang-the guy with the broken arm 
led us to them late in the afternoon." 

" \Vas I right about them putting 
the gems in pastries ?" 

" Sure. When they got loot from 
a stickup they tossed it into that phony 
baker's wagon waiting around the cor
ncr. Tomolis's men were in it and 
would shove the gems into fresh-baked 
Uough and deliver them to the rest au-

it to his girl, believing it a pretty trin
ket. It  was night when Constantine 
sold it to Rogers, and the waiter kept 
his coat collar up. Then Tomo.lis 
phoned an anonymous tip to the po
lice. You-released Rogers?" 

" Sure, he's free and with his girL 
As you suggested, I had the boys work 
on Constantine, and he came clean, 
said he's the man who sold that neck
lace to Rogers. Tomolis made him 
do it because he thought if he got Rag� 
ers out of the way he could win Mir
iam." 

" That was Tomolis's error. The 
o.live oil on the diamonds pointed to 
the Greeks ; the blood on them points 
Tomolis and his friends to prison." 
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What has hapJunf!d-

HE����������: 
leetor, invited his bit
terest enemies to spend 
a week-end with him 
prior to his marriage. 
Gene Chatham, Tyd
ings' arch-foe, i� there, 
only so that he may be 

By 

Max Brand 

A Doctor's Confession and a 
Butler's Blackmail Scheme 
Sen•e Only to Tangle Detec· 
ti11es O'Rourke and Campbell 
More Tightly in the Mys-

tery on Tydings� Island 

near Charlotte Reid, 
the bride-to-be, whom 
he l o v e s. Winifred 
Staunton, Tydings' 
former mistress, is also 
present, and at dinner, 
when Tydings is bait
ing his guests, includ
i n g  Rupert Walden, 
another collector rival, 
and Willard Hamblin, 
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resident physician, Winifred wounds Tyd· 
ings with a gun belonging to Lionel 
Reid, Charlotte's brother. Sergeant De
tective Angus Campbell and his bicker· 
ing team·mate, Sergeant Detective Patrick 
O'Rourke, arrives at Tydings' Island 
to learn that Tydings' body has van· 
ished. They soon discover that each of 
the guests had a motive for the murder, 
and that each is well alibied. They make 
an extensive search of the house, and in 
Dr. Hamblin's chambers find a real clue. 
One of Hamblin's amateurish copies of Ra
phael's Granduca is smeared in the corner 
with Tydings' bloody fingerprint. It · is  
also learned that Gifford, the butler, is 
somehow involved. Campbell surprises a 
sneak thief in his room, examining the 
copied Granduca canvas. He says he's 
William Kearton, refuses to say more. 
Cross-examining Chatham avails the de
tectives nothing. He knows all the an
swers, and as they give up in disgust, Viv
ian Tydings, Henry's daughter, rushes in 
saying there's a fight in Charlotte Reid's 
room. There they find Lionel struggling 
with his sister for a canceled .check. Camp
bell recovers it, forces Lionel to confess 
that it's a forgery which Tydings honored 
only so that he would have a bold over 
Charlotte. Kearton makes a break, tries 
to escape with the Granduca copy, and 
Walden, the butterfly collector, stops him, 
betrays his own keen interest in the pic
ture. In the meanwhile a police launch 
has recovered Tydings' body floating in the 
bay. An autopsy is ordered and it is 
learned that Winifred Staunton's shot 
didn't kill the collector. He died of ac
cumulative arsenic poisoning. Doctor 
Hamblin collapses when he hears the news. 
He had been prescribing an arsenic tonic 
for Tydings. An analysis proves that it is 
a much stxonger solution than the phar
macist bad prepared. In the midst of the 
questioning, Kearton, with the aid of some· 
one in the house-probably Chatham
escapes. Shortly thereafter Campbell ac
cuses the doctor of Tydings' murder. The 
physician is a broken man, able neither to 
affirm nor to deny the charges against him. 
But O'Rourke is not at all satisfied with 
this deve1opment; insists that Chatham 
must be the guilty man. Campbell has 
seen Chatham in the hallway with Vivian, 
has seen Charlotte crying because Chatham 

has been neglecting her. " Chatham's no 
murderer, Pat," Campbell says. "He's a 
Great Lover." 

" Is he?" O'Rourke growls. " Then he'll 
burn for that,- too l "  

CHAPTER XVI 

Blood 

THEY got Winifred Staunton 
ready for her trip to jail. She 
asked to see Chatham before she 

left, and O'Rourke, after some hesi
tation, sent for the big man. 

She looked amazingly fresh and 
well, except for a s.light blue stain 
around the eyes. 

She said : " None of the rest of 
them are worth trusting. You tell me 
something, Gene, will you ? Did I give 
that drink to a dead man, or was he 
alive ?" 

" Dead," said Chatham. 
She half-closed her eyes. 
" That's hard to take," she said. 
" You're going to pull out of this,'' 

said Chatham. " It's a nightmare that 
will fade out, after a time." 

" What happened to me when I 
came to this house?" she asked. " I  
must have gone crazy !" 

" It's a bit like walking into the 
Arabian Nights, this house of Tyd
ings'," said Chatham, " and it's no 
wonder that you began to act with a 
high hand." · 

" I was a fool !" she said. " Let me 
give you one piece of advice . . .  don't 
be a fool yourself, Gene. You know 
what I mean. It's no use. . " 

" You come along!" said O'Rourke, 
roughly, and took her quickly away 
from Chatham. 

Chatham called after her : " I'll 
think it over, Winifred. Don't be 
worrying. They won't hold you for 
slapping the face of a dead man. Good
by, old fellow." 
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Afterwards, O'Rourke went back to 
Campbell and found him in the later 
heat of the afternoon with his coat off, 
half a dozen books on paintings scat� 
tered across the face of the table, and 
the copy o f  the Granduca before him. 

Campbell said : " It can't be worth 
a damn, but it is. It's worth a couple 
o f  damns, and then some. Here's a 
slab of cheap paint that seems to be 
worth murder. Maybe it's a code, Pat. 
Maybe there's a message written out 
in the paint strokes, or something." 

•• Yeah, maybe," said O'Rourke. " I  
just saw the Staunton gal off." He re� 
peated the brief conversation between 
her and Chatham. He added : " When 
she told him not to be a fool, she 
meant it. When she said that it wasn't 
worth while, she was talking business. 
Now, what the devil did she mean ?" 

" She meant something about this 
picture," said Campbell. 

" Damn the pictur.e I" answered 
O'Rourke. 

" She meant the picture," said 
Campbell, firmly. " Any trace of the 
Kearton fellow on the island ?" 

" No trace at all. The police are 
still searching. But there are fifty 
cracks and hollows in the rocks along 
the waterline that would be fi'ig enough 
to co,•er a man. Or maybe he managed 
to slide out into the water and drift 
off with the tide. Listen to it run !" 

" I wish there'd be a real wind in
stead of just the · sound o f  it," mut
tered Campbell. " The picture-I'm 
gonna go crazy until I figure it out. 
Look, here it is in our hands, mean
ing a thousand things to \Vaiden, 
Kearton, Chatham, and the doctor, 
and maybe to all the rest of these 
crooks. We know that Kearton and 
Chatham are playing in together. 
Otherwise, Chatham wouldn't have 
worked the rope trick." 

" Chatham's the head of every-· 
thing," said O'Rourke, " and the rest 
are working with him." 

" What's the doctor got to do with 
Chatham? He never speaks to anyone 
except Walden." 

" You'll find out in the finish,'' an
swered O'Rourke. " You keep wasting 
your time on a damned picture, but 
it's the living things that count with 
me." 

" Irishmen were never good for 
anything but politics," said Campbell. 
" If you want to be helpful, just find 
out who handled the body of Tydings, 
before or after he was dead." 

" The doctor did," said O'Rourke. 
" The doctor ain't strong enough to 

do that sort of work. Besides, he hasn't 
got enough nerve for it." 

" He had nerve enough, maybe, be
fore that work with a dead man took 
the heart out of him." 

" How would Chatham know so sure 
that Tydings was dead when he \vas 
in the armor ?" • 

" I  don't know that." 
" \Ve oughta have Chatham under 

lock, and a cop guarding him day and 
night," said O'Rourke. 

" There's not enough cops to watch 
all the people in the house. And if 
we give these fellows rope enough, 
some of 'em may hang themse.lves. Go 
find out who handled the body of Tyd
ings." 

" 'While you cool yourself off study
ing pictures, eh ?" asked O'Rourke. 

But he went out of the room, slam
ming the door heavily behind him. 

He crossed to the bedroom o f  the 
doctor and heard inside it the smooth 
flow of the voice of Walden, saying : 
.. Depression is an active agent. That's 
what we forget, Hamblin. It's a con
stant rubbing of the nerves and the 
friction wears us out. Keep that in 
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mind and you'll understand better how 
it happens that you're so nervous. The 
thing to do is not to fight back. Re· 
lax, my dear fellow. Relax, and don't 
worry. They've built up a case against 
you, but the case will collapse." 

Here the voice of  Hamblin mut· 
tered : " \.Yhat makes you think so, 
\Vaiden?" 

" Nothing but the most circumstan
tial evidence." 

" That's the only kind of evidence 
they need, when they've made up their 
minds to railroad a man." 

" Grant that," said \"!alden's deep, 
easy voice. " But they haven't proved 
anything of great importance. How
ever, if  you're afraid, don't fight away 
the fear. Imagine everything. See 
yourself walking to the electric chair. 
:Make the images as terrible as you 
please. You'll find them turning into 
a sort of  dim story, afterwards. Your 
imagination will turn out a novel, so to 
speak, and you'll come out of  the 
trance with your nerves no longer on 
edge." 

T
HE door pushed open and Wal· 
den stood on the threshold. He 
did not start at the sight of  

O'Rourke. 
" Come into my room and see what 

happened to me?" he asked. " The but
terflies have come to know me, Ser
geant. A beauty flew through my win
dow a few minutes ago. I had to laugh 
at my good luck. Come in and see it. 
Still quivering its wings on its card
still a living member of an index sys· 
tern, as you might say !" 

" I've got business in here,'' said 
O'Rourke, and strode rude.ty past \.Ya!
dcn and into the doctor's room. 

He found Hamblin stil! stretched 
out on the bed, with his head turned 
toward the wall. 

O'Rourke said : " Hey, you I ·what 
do you mean to Walden?" 

The doctor started violently, jerked 
up his legs, turned and glared at 
O'Rourke. 

" Leave me alone, will you ?" he 
shouted. " Let me be ! . . .  Damn you 
and all your bloodsuckers J • • •  I wish 
to God I were dead !" 

" Ah, lie down and be still," said 
O'Rourke, disgusted by this show of 
nerves. 

The doctor fell back on the bed. 
" What about it, George?" asked 

O'Rourke of the policeman who sat 
glowering in a corner of the hot room, 
a wet ball of a handkerchief in his red 
hand. " How long has Walden been 
in here ?" 

" Maybe half an hour," said the po
liceman. " Got kind of a good way of 
talking about him, seems to me. 
Smooth, and knows his stuff." 

" I'll stuff him, one of  these days," 
O'Rourke affirmed. 

He stood in the middle of the room 
and looked over it. 

He and Campbell had gone through 
everything, but the sheer nervousness 
of a long, hot afternoon determined 
him to look again. He started with 
the chest of  drawers and went through 
every article it contained. 

" Lemme help," suggested the 
officer. 

" Leave me be with my own mean· 
ness," answered O'Rourke . ., This isn't 
going to get me anywhere, but I'm on 
the way just the same." 

The officer laughed briefly. It was 
too hot for long effort of any kind. 

O'Rourke went over to the ward
robe and opened it. It was lined with 
a purplish gray paper. A sweater, a 
dressing gown, several coats appeared 
on the hangers. He began to brush 
his hand over them. 
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At last he said : " Here, George, 
come and use a fresh eye on this stuff 
and see what's what, will you ? May� 
be you can see something." 

" Like what ?" p.sked the policeman. 
" Like blood.'' said O'Rourke. 
There was a faint, gasping breath 

from the man who lay e�tended on the 
bed. 0' Rourke glanced toward him 
and grinned. George said : " Poor 
devil's done in, but he ain't a patch, 
now, on what he was before Walden 
came in." 

O'Rourke took the pile of coats and 
hanger"s out of the closet and laid them 
on a chair for the policeman's inspec
tion. 

" \Vaiden soothed him down quite 
a lot ?" he asked. 

" Yeah. A whole lot. Talked mighty 
smooth. You could see Hamblin catch
ing hold of himself again." 

O'Rourke turned with an absent 
frown back to the emptied wardrobe 
and now saw on the unshadowed paM 
per at the back of the thing a dark 
smudge. He dropped instantly to his 
heels to bring his eyes closer. An edge 
of the paper projected. He caught hnld 
of it and tore off the small portion 
covered by the stain. 

" Whatcha got ?" asked George. 
" Bean soup," said O'Rourke, and 

carried his prize to the light of the winM 
dow. 

He stared at it closely, folded it, put 
it back in his pocket. Afterwards he 
returned to the coats and examined the 
sleeves of  them. A · blue flannel was 
quite wrinkled between the wrist and 
the elbow. He picked up the coat with 
its hanger and fitted it by its hook over 
the bright steel rod that ran through 
the wardrobe. The wrinkled portion 
of  the sleeve dang.led against the pa
per. When it was slipped along, the 
same part of the sleeve fitted against 

the torn patch from which O'Rourke 
had torn his sample. 

He stood up with a sigh, and went 
over to the bed. 

" Look at this, doctor," he said. 
The doctor turned his head. 
" See this coat, Hamblin?" 
" Well ?" asked the doctor. 
" Why did you wash out this sleeve, 

the other day ?" 
" I  didn't . . !" said the doctor. 

" Ah, yes," he added. 
A new interest caused him to sit 

up on the bed, blinking his eyes beM 
hind their glasses. 

" R e m e tri b e r  n o w ?" asked 
O'Rourke, calmly. 

" I  remember," said Hamblin, nodM 
ding. His voice was calm and the 
shudder seemed to have left his body 
entirely. " The fact is that I was 
cleaning up some paint the other day 
and got a sticky streak on the sleeve. 
Of course, as soon as I noticed what 
I'd done, I washed it out at once." 

" You need gasoline to clean up 
paint, don't you ?" asked O'Rourke. 

" Naturally - for ordinary paint. 
But some of the ingredients of  temM 
pera, you see-" 

" Like blood?" said O'Rourke. 
The doctor had parted his lips to 

speak the next words. They remained 
apart. He took off his glasses and 
looked vainly at the sergeant- through 
his weak, nearMsighted eye. He put 
the glasses on again and stood up. 

" Blood ?" he whispered. " Blood?" 
" Steady," said George. 
" Go right on," said O'Rourke. 

" What blood was it?" 
" Ah I" said Hamblin. 
" Tydings'?" asked O'Rourke. 
The doctor struck a hand across his 

face, but could not in this manner reM 
call the color that had vanished from 
it. 
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" Tydings' ?" insisted O'Rourke. 
" Yes," said Hamblin. " And now

Heaven help me !"  

CHAPTER XVII 

Confession 

THE policeman came up behind 
Hamblin, saying : " I  can't look 
at the poor devil, Sergeant. Leave 

me stand here where I can catch him 
when he falls." 

" He's not going to fall," answered 
O'Rourke, ingratiatingly. " Go right 
on, Hamblin. This is the way to help 
yourself. Come out with the whole 
truth. Get it out while the getting's 
good . . . . Sit down, man, will you ? 
That's better." 

He got Hamblin into a chair. 
The doctor said : " How did you 

know ?" 
" Just a kind of  an oversight,'' an

swered O'Rourke. " You ain't a pro
fessional crook, doctor . . . .  That's 
gonna count in your f:ivor, too. Know 
that?" 

" 'Will it?" the pale lips of Hamblin 
framed the words. 

" You bet it will," replied O'Rourke, 
heartily. 

The policeman, listening in the rear 
of Hamblin, pursed one fat side of 
his face, and winked. 

Hamblin said : " But how did you 
know?" 

· 

" There was a stain on the back of 
the wardrobe--on the paper." 

Hamblin groaned. 
" Start right in about. the body,'' 

said O'Rourke. 
" When I came up to my room after 

dinner," said Hamblin. " I mean, when 
I came up after the shooting, I turned 
on the light and saw a darkness lying 
on the floor. It wasn't shaped like a 
man. It was too sprawled for a man. 

It was too bunched in places. The rest 
was too thin. It was like something 
painted on the floor. The head was 
turned. And the face that was painted 
in greenish white was the face of
the face of . . .  " 

" Now, you stop that," said Pat 
O'Rourke, gruffly. " Stop the scream
ing. I f  you had half an eye you 
could see that you're with friends that 
are gonna help you out in the long 
run . . . •  George, go and get Campbell 
for me . . . .  No, leave him be. He pre
fers to studv art, damn him. I never 
seen such a Scotchman. No'v go ahead, 
Doctor Hamblin." 

He was scratching rapid words into 
a note·book as he spoke. His pencil 
was a thick stub. It made broad, car
bon-black lines. 

Hamblin said : " It was Tydings. I 
thought he'd tripped and knocked him
self out on the floor." 

" Thought he'd tripped-knocked 
out . . .  floor," muttered O'Rourke, 
writing. 

" I shook him by the shoulder," said 
Hamblin. " His body was loose. It 
was watery loose. His jaws made a 
clicking sound together. I turned him 
aside. I could see the place where the 
bullet had entered his breast. I pulled 
open his shirt and saw that it was 
only a glancing wound that couldn't 
have killed him. And then I thought 
-I thought people would say that I'd 
struck him down and killed him in 
my room . . . .  But everyone thought he 
was lying there in the dining room. 
I f  I could get him back there, nobody 
would know. They'd never suspect 
anything except that the bullet had 
done for him-the bullet and the fall, 
perhaps. 

" So I got him by the shoulders. 
I dragged him out into the hall. I took 
him down by the servants' stairs. His 
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head kept falling · back. Noises came 
out of his mouth. His body loosened 
and poured in on me. His heels bumped 
and bumped on the stairs . . .  and . " 

" Now have a heart and be a man, 
will you ?" growled O'Rourke. " You 
are all right. Tydings is done for. He's 
all washed up. . . You go right ahead 
and talk. It'll do you a lot of good." 

" \Vhen I got down close to the din
ing room, using the back hall, I heard 
the squeak of a door, and Clifford's 
voice said something inside the dining 
room." 

'' Clifford ? In the dining room ? . 
And that was before I'd got to the 
house ?" 

" Yes." 
" Clifford knew body gone," mut

tered O'Rourke, as he wrote. " Go on. 
This is a good yarn, doctor. This is 
worth having. You're gonna be proud, 
the slick way you're telling your story. 
You're gonna be damn' proud." 

" I didn't know \Vhat to do," said 
the doctor. " If I tried to drag that 
weight bac� up the stairs-well, I 
went on. I couldn't stay there,' with 
one of the servants like.ly to come out 
into the hall any moment. And I 
thought they were coming each in
stant. They were stepping out into 
the hall behind me and watching, and 
nodding to themselves-they 'vere-" 

" Steady, steady !" said O'Rourke. 
" I'll get him a drink," said George. 
" Leave him alone till he's finished," 

said O'Rourke. " Vl/e gotta work for 
the good things in life, and the doc
tor knows that." 

" There was the armory. I thought 
of  that," said Hamblin, " because it 
was so big . . . .  I thought of leaving 
the hody in the hall . right there for 
anybody to find. But then I thought ��

n
��g

.
e}.rints and the ease of detec-

" The detective story writers do us 
a lot of good turns," said O'Rourke. 
" They got the world afraid of lie de
tectors and fingerprint experts, and all 
that tripe. All the brainy crooks are 
slowed up a lot by what the detective 
story writers have to say. But go on, 
doctor." 

" I  GOT him into the armory, then, 
and there was nobody about. I 
thought of opening the big wood 

box and laying the OOdy in that. But 
I kept remembering that I would have 
left tokens of myself on Tydings , 
so I looked around for something 
else, and saw the white faces of the 
dummies inside the helmets, and that 
gave me the next idea. 

" I could put the body · in one of 
those suits and wait for a better 
chance, when there was not such a stir 
in the house, and the police expected 
every minute. Then I could move it 
farther on. So I unjointed one of the 
suits. It was easily done. I took out 
the pole and the head that was carved 
on the end of it. I shoved the pole 
in among the wood that was piled on 
the hearth. 

" I  had to work fast. My hands 
were crazy. They were numb with 
nerves. There was no feeling in the 
fingers. They 'vere the way your hands 
are after a long cold ride in winter. 
But I got Tydings into the armor at 
last ! And immediately afterwards the 
detectives came, both of you ! And the 
room of the . entire house that was 
picked out for the examination of the 
people was that same armory !" 

" Yeah, that was a tough break," 
said O'Rourke. " I always notice that 
half the tough breaks are just the luck. 
No bad planning, but just a rotten 
break, is all, most of  the time. Go 
on, doctor. You're doing fine," 
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" Aherwards.'' said Hamblin, " all 
I remember is a scream, and \�'inifred 
Staunton running out of  the armory, 
screeching Tydings' name. I knew 
that was bad. I think all the blood ran 
out of  my brain and never has come 
back to it. I felt sick, and my breath 
was gone. As though I'd been hit a 
heavy blow in the body." 

" It was a kind of a solar plexus 
smash.'' O'Rourke agreed, with a m�lt� 
ing sympathy in his voice. " Trot 
right ahead, doctor." 

" I raced in.to the armory from 
under the stairs," said Hamblin. " I 
don't know exactly what I did. I was 
stronger by twice, suddenly, than I'd 
ever been before. The breathlessness 
left me, the moment I got Tydings out 
of the armor without letting one piece 
of it fall to the floor, but by the time 
I got him out, the floor was littered 
with pieces of the armor, and I knew 
that I couldn't reassemble them. 

" I thought, then, that I'd rake them 
together and hide them in a corner. 
One missing figure, at that time, might 
not be 11oticed for a while. So I 
scratched a match and dropped it into 
the wood on the hearth. That would 
take care of the big, clumsy pole that 
usually held up the armor. I mean, 
the armor would hold up itself ten 
times over, but the pole stiffened it, 
and gave the head to put inside the 
helmet, you see ? . . " 

" I see," said O'Rourke. 
" And as the fire began to flame, as 

I was going back toward the armor, 
I heard you and Sergeant Campbell at 
the armory door, pushing hard against 
it. I saw that I had no time to. dis� 
pose of the armor. I got the body of 
Tydings by the shoulders. It had to 
disappear. . . . Something reminded 
me, then, that there was the dumb
waiter. I hurried back to it, pressed 

the button that called it up. It came 
softly and smoothly, but I thought it 
never would rise. And inside the ar� 
mary, a few steps away from me, 
were two skilled detecti \'es . . . .  At last 
there was a bump and click. I opened 
the door of the waiter and heayed the 
body up and into it. 

" I closed the door and pressed the 
button. It started sliding down. But 
the moment after, it seemed to me that 
I hadn't pressed the basement button, 
as I'd intended, but the kitchen level. 
Half of that crazy strength went out 
of  me, then. I started to run down the 
stairs to the bottom of the house. Be
fore I got there, I heard a wild yell 
from the kitchen. I looked into it. I 
saw, down the hall, a cluster of serv� 
ants. And the door of the dumb-waiter 
was open, and inside it, leaning over 
with a leer on his face and one loose 
arm hanging down, was Tydings. I 
felt a scream come in my throat, apd 
I bit down hard to keep it back. There 
was something to do and five seconds 
to do it in. I got across the kitchen 
floor. The white of that room made 
me think of a hospital. There was a 
sweet, sick smell in the air, I thought. 
I dragged Tydings out of  the waiter 
and down the passage into the cellar." 

" Go on,'' said O'Rourke. 
" No use," said George. " He's all 

in." 
The doctor 'tay back in his chair, 

mO\ring soundless lips and shaking his 
head from side to side. 

" Here," said O'Rourke. " You get 
him out into the air . . .  get him over 
there to that window, will you, and 
let him take a few breaths?  1'11 fetch 
him a drink of brandy . . we're going 
to get the whole story out of the doc� 
tor . . .  and . . .  " 

He rushed from the room, and 
sprinted to that which he had made 
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headquarters for himself and Camp
bell. As he jerked the door open, he· 
called : " Spotted Hamblin . . .  he's 
confessing . . .  the job's over, old son ! 
Where's that brandy?" 

That was why he was behind Camp
bell in the race back toward the room 
of the doctor. That was why Camp
bell jerked the door open just as the 
policeman inside it shouted : " Hey, 
Hamblin-hey, where are you ?" 

Campbe.ll and O'Rourke ran on into 
the room. George met them with a 
blank stare. 

" Where's Hamblin?" shouted Pat 
O'Rourke. 

" I  wish I knew," said George fer
vently. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

A Problem in Windows 0 'ROURKE ran on into the room 
and stood in the center of it, 
opening and shutting his hands, 

his face swelling with anger as he 
glared at the policeman. 

" I  mean," cried O'Rourke, " \Vhere 
in hef! . . .  what ? . . .  " 

" Me, I was walking up and down," 
said George. " The poor fellow was 
standing at the window, kind of lean
ing over the sill, mumbling that he 
was gonna come out with everything. 
They were all gonna be socked before 
he got through with his talk, he said. 
And I walked up and down and told 
him to go to it, and why should one 
man be the goat for them all ? . . And 
then you came in-and that's all there 
is to it." 

O'Rourke groaned : " Are we gonna 
have some damned kind of  foolishness 
like sliding panels and secret stairways 
and all that old kind of stuff out of 
books? Is that what we're up against ?" 

" Aw, shut up and leave me think," 

said Campbell. " There's nothing to it. 
You've just spoiled everything again. 
You get the fish on the hook and leave 
your line aRd go off and tell the whole 
town that you've caught a whale. De
tective ? Detective--hell !" ' 

O'Rourke turned· like a maddened 
bull, but then surrendering the argu
ment of words, went to the window 
and dragged in a deep breath of the 
evening air. It seemed hotter than 
mid-day. The flame of the sunset 
ringed the sky with heat. 

" Hey !" cried O'Rourke. " Hey
lookit . " 

He ran from the window, bolted 
through the door, and raised a thunder 
on the stairs, descending. Campbell 
wavered a moment before he followed 
the footsteps of O'Rourke into the 
court, through the garden gate, and 
around the corner of the house. 

O'Rourke was already picking up 
the figure that lay crushed against the 
ground. He turned it over. The head 
of the doctor fe.ll back loosely from his 
shoulders. He had no face ; it was 
merely a red blur. 

O'Rourke, on his knees, said : " He 
dives out the window. Socks the back 
of his head on the balcony beneath, 
and then comes wham down on his 
face. That's all . . He got to 
thinking, and he went and took a high
dive, the poor, yellow hound !" 

" Got a fish on his line and went off 
and called it a whale," said Campbell. 

He stared up at the broad, red face 
of George on the balcony above, .like a 
rising moon in a summer sky. 

" Go spot everybody,'' said Camp
bell.· " Find out where everybody is 
and send a couple of your men down 
here to carry the body in. Make it 
snappy." 

The round face disappeared. Camp
bell took off his hat. 



THE GRANDUCA 87 

He said, sadly, as he looked down 
at the dead man : " And he might have 
tipped off the whole game-how he 
come to poison Tydings and every
thing - and Detective Sergeant 
O'Rourke lets it ail slide through his 
fingers." 

O'Rourke sang an idle little song, 
hut his voice trembled. 

_A FTER\V ARD the voice of Chat
I"l_ ham said from the balcony 

above them, suddenly : " Who 
threw the doctor off the cliff, Ser
geants?" 

" Ah, it's you, is it?" growled 
O'Rourke. 

" Suicide," said Campbell. 
Chatham turned his head and looked 

up the side of the building. 
" \Vell, it was high enough to do," 

he said. 
He added : " Does the doctor pro,·e 

anything for you fellows?" 
" Aw, be still and leave us alone !" 
Chatham laughed and disappeared. 
" Kind of a fine, big-hearted, sym-

pathetic boy, that Chatham, ain't he ?" 
said O'Rourke. " And why did he 
turn and .took up the side of the house, 
anyway? . . . Angus, I'm gonna take 
a walk through the upstairs rooms." 

" I don't care where you walk, so 
long as you walk away," . said Camp
bell. " A  whale on the line ! He's 
gotta go run and tell people about it ! 
Detective . . .  bah I" 

And again O'Rourke, strangling 
slightly, turned, found nothing to say. 

He went up through the confused 
noises of a house being thoroughly 
disturbed. The heavy beating of the 
feet of policemen clad in service shoes 
sounded down the halls. Somewhere, 
a woman's voice laughed briefly. 

O'Rourke climbed. He thought of 
Campbell. He thought of all Scotland. 

He cursed with a brooding thorough
ness. 

\Vhcn he found the window above 
the windo\v of the doctor's room, it 
proved to be merely that of the laun
dry. An old-fashioned idea, decided 
O'Rourke, to have to pack all the 
soiled clothes up there to the top of 
everything, and then cart them down 
again for distribution. 

He leaned out the window and saw 
two policemen carrying av,·ay the body 
of Hamblin. 

" The poor, dumb Doras," mur
mured O'Rourke, to himself. 

He took another look at Campbell 
who stood back from the place where 
the dead body had been found, with 
his hands in his hip pockets and his 
feet spread wide apart. It was a char
acteristic posture of the sergeant when 
he was deep in thought. 

" The sour-faced son of the mother 
of vinegar," said O'Rourke. 

He turned from the window and ran 
vague eyes over the room. The light 
was bad. The sunset furnished a part 
and the electricity gave another por
tion. The two lights would not go 
together. They made confused high
lights and different shadows. 

Still, O'Rourke looked over the 
room with an uncomfortable eye, sigh
ing. He was not seeing much other 
than the six big metal tubs . . . .  \¥omen 
are the ones that have to bend their 
backs over such things. If you take a 
woman's life, it's a funny thing how 
rotten it is-if they have money, how 
damned silly . . . .  But there was one 
woman in the world that he could pity 
from his heart, and that \vas the \vife 
of Detective Sergeant Campbell living 
in that dump o f  an apartment, harry
ing her children off to scl10ol, in from 
play. 

In the room next to the laundry, 
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a woman's voice at this point began 
to sing. O'Rourke listened without 
pleasure. Women are so damned 
funny, you never can tell. Still the 
voice sounded young and pleasant. 

Something gleamed in a corner of 
the room near the window, as the sun
set diminished and the electric light 
shone more strongly against the eve
ning dullness. It was an electric iron. 
He picked it up and noted that the 
nose of the iron seemed to have been 
rubbed down to a slight bevel. 
Woman's work had done that, also ! 

He put the iron down again. Even 
in a big house like this the servants 
would be careless, leaving their irons 
lying around on the floor of  a room. 

He went out irlto the hall, turned 
towards the singing, and tapped on the 
next door. 

" Come in !" sang out a cheerful, 
loud response. 

He pushed the door open and looked 
in on the vast under-pinning, the slop
ing shoulders, the diminishing head of 
Mary, the maid. 

" Oh, Sergeant O'Rourke !" said 
Mary, and lifted her hands to her hair. 

She was such a damn fool thinking 
that he would notice whether her hair 
was neat or not ! Women are that \Vay. 
They're funny, is all they are. They've 
got no sense of humor, for one thing. 
They think they're always on a stage, 
is what's the matter with them. 

" I  was just ironing out some dish
towels," said Mary. " Do you want 
something, Sergeant ?" 

" Yeah ? Dish towels ?" said 
O'Rourke. " Listen, Mary, why don't 
people like you, in a fine big house like 
this, take care of all the truck that the 
boss gives you to make work easier ? 
Why don't you act right about the 
tools he gives you and spends good 
money for ?" 

" What have I done, sir ?" cried 
Mary. 

" Oh, nothing," said O'Rourke. 
" Just left an electric iron on the floor 
of the laundry f�r it to get eaten up 
by rust. It ain't much. It's what it 
shows is what counts." 

" Floor of the laundry?" cried 
Mary. " I  never heard of such a thing. 
There isn't any iron on the floor of 
the laundry." 

" You go look-see, sister," said 
O'Rourke, with a careless superiority. 

She went scurrying. 

IT'S a queer thing how much better 
men do everything. Women are 
all right if  you've got a man's 

brain to plan things. Women do pretty 
good when there's a man to tell them 
what next. You gotta have a man to 
te.ll a woman where to get off . .  , When 
you think of women having the vote, 
why, it's funny. Look at them, is all 
you gotta do. You take a look and 
ask your eye what it tells you ! 

He had followed on past the door 
of the laundry when he heard Mary 
cry out : " Why, this does beat every
thing." 

He stepped back · to the door. 
" Yeah, you found it, sister, did 

you ?" he asked. 
" But what a thing to do !" cried 

Mary. " Somebody's t?Ut off a whole 
length of clothesline from the ironing 
room. Look !" 

" Somebody's done what ?" snapped 
O'Rourke. 

He hurried into the room and took 
the round bit of new cotton rope from 
her hand. 

" It'll spoil the running of the line," 
Mary explained. " You never can 
splice together this cotton, white stuff 
and-" 

•· Be still ! '.' said O'Rourke. 
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He took the rope to the window and 
dangled an end of it down the wall. 

" Ah !" said O'Rourke. 
Then he examined the ends of the 

rope and found that one o f  them was 
slightly bent into hvo curves. 

He dropped the rope, \vent to the 
electric iron, and shook his head. 

" Who's been up here ?" he asked. 
" :Me," said Mary. 
" Yeah ? You ? Only you in here ?" 
" I wasn't in here. I was in the dry-

ing and ironing room." 
" Danm it, I don't care about the 

drying and ironing. \Vho was in here ?" 
" I  don't know, sir. I'm sorry, sir." 
" You don't know who might have 

been in here ?" 
" No, sir, but I'll ask. . . .  " 
"Never mind, never mind ! You'd 

never find out !" 
He put the iron on a table and 

went downstairs. Campbell was still 
in the doctor's room, pacing from the 
window to the wall, and back again. 

He said, without looking up : 
" Leave a fish on the line to go and 
blab about it. \Vhen I think of it I 
Leave a crazy fool like Hamb.lin with 
a window open so's he can take a dive 
and smash his head in . . .  Detective . .  
sergeant o f  detectives ! Ah, my gosh !" 

" The trouble with a Scotch brain," 
said O'Rourke, " is it never can eat up 
two things at once. It ain't got sense 
enough to \Vash down its dry oats with 
beer. It just chaws and chaws like a 
cow at one idea at a time. God made 
Scotchmen after hours and the real 
men have been on a strike against 'em 
ever since . . a lot of lousy scabs . . .  
The doctor didn't do suicide." 

The first part of this speech had 
struck Campbell livid. The last words 
knocked his eyes open wide. 

" The doctor didn't what ?" snarled 
Campbell. 

" Take it easy," said O'Rourke. 
" I  wouldn't want to rush another idea 
into that head .of yours. You'd have 
to rent more room for your brain . . . .  
But the fact is murder, Angus, my 
boy." 

Campbe.U said nothing. He merely 
\l"aited, setting his jaw. 

" :Murder-and easv murder," said 
O'Rourke. 

-

" Go on-you know something," 
said Campbell. " How was he killed?" 

" Easy. Tie a rope to an iron. 
Leave it hang out the window just 
over the window of Hamblin's room. 
When he sticks out his head for air, 
leave the iron drop ten feet with a 
bump-and you knock Hamblin out of 
the window and tum him into a suicide 
on the ground. That's all." 

"And who did it ?" shouted Camp
bell. 

" Who did it ? The guy that killed 
Tydings. The same one. Chatham !" 

CHAPTER XIX 

Cliffonl Makes a Bid 

IT was not long after this that every� 
one had gathered in the armory 
because on this hot evening a sense 

o f space, the air stirred by electric fans, 
was the nearest one could come to 
coolness. They had been assembled by 
order of the detectives. Clifford, still 
attending as a servant, was under as 
much suspicion as the others. Char
lotte Reid and her brother sat near a 
window, he with his elbow on the sill 
and his chin on his fist, looking to
wards the New York glare. Vivian 
Tydings, incapable of feeling the heat, 
had cur.led herself luxuriously on a 
davenport. Walden looked curiously 
stiff and erect in a hard wooden chai r ;  
a n d  Gene Chatham walked u p  and 
down with a book in his hand. Some-
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times he held it up before his eyes. 
Sometimes he put it behind his back 
and shrugged his shoulders as he 
thought over the last words. 

Vivian Tydings said : " What are 
you reading, Gene ? Let's hear part of 
it. . . .  The detectives never will come. 
\Vhat's the matter with them, Clii
ford?" 

The butler said : " Sergeants Camp
bell and O'Rourke are wrangling 
again." 

" What are they wrangling about?" 
asked Reid. 

" I  don't know, sir. 
Vivian said : " We.ll, I wish they'd 

argue themselves back to New York. 
\Vhy are they assigned to the same 
case ?" 

The butler answered : "As mutual 
stimuli, perhaps. Sergeant O'Rourke 
is telling Sergeant Campbell that it is 
better to seem a fool than to be a 
Scotchman. Sergeant Campbell is too 
angry to talk back. He only curses." 

" Good," said Vivian Tydings. " I 
hope one of  the curses chokes him. I 
hate that little man. Go on, Gene ; 
read us something." 

He replied : " This is  just stuff. 
Not worth reading. But here's a sam
ple. On Solitude this little book of 
aphorisms says : 

" '  I cannot enjoy solitude unless I 
feel that others desire my company.' 

"Again : 'Solitude is first fatal to the 
hero and next to the wit.' 

" Here's another : 'Any company is 
good which does not make a man feel 
more alone.' The book's full o f  that 
sort of  thing." 

" I think it's rather good,'' said Viv
ian. " It has point, anyway. Do you 
mean to say that the whole book is 
filled with that sort of  thing?" 

" Yes, the whole book," said Chat
ham. 

" Clever," said Walden. " Very 
clever." 

" It's too clever,'' said Charlotte 
Reid. " Epigrams are silly things. 
They're not made to last, but just to 
shine for a. moment." 

" H'ere's some more,'' said Chatham. 
" ' It is impossible to make a friend 

without finding an enemy.' 
' ' 'A friend wants to be known, but 

not too well.' 
" ' It is kinder to borrow a man's 

money than his friend. The first you 
can repay. The second he will not 
want again.' 

" ' The only thing we would refuse 
from most people is themselves. • " 

" Not so fast," said Vivian. " I  
want to taste them as they come." 

Chatham read : · " ' The instant that 
half of life is finished we begin to 
hurry through the rest. • 

" ' Modesty is rarely seen in artists ; 
never in critics.' 

" ' Even when we are least content, 
we wish to be envied.' 

" ' Never look for sympathy from a 
happy man.' 

" ' Glory curls the lip of the qbser
vers.' 

" 'Angry women have forgotten 
their proper rOle.' 

" '  Some o f  us like argument. Others 
want to lead a ,chorus.' 

" \Veil," said Chatham," that's all of 
it that I can stand." 

" Gene !" said Vivian. " Don't you 
like it at all ?" 

" He can't live on seasoning with
out any food," said Charlotte; 

" That's rather good," said Chat
ham. 

" Oh, I don't think it is," said Viv
ian. " Charlotte's chief talent is say
ing 'no' at the popular time." 

Here the door opened and the two 
detectives came in. 
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Campbe.\1 lurked in the background, 
scowling. O'Rourke took the center of 
the floor. He said : " This boils us 
down to five. You all know that the 
doctor has been murdered . . . .  " 

Lionel Reid turned his head abruptly 
and scanned the distant city with a 
strange anxiety. 

" I  want to know where everyone 
was," said O'Rourke, " I'm writing 
down what you say. Mr. Walden, 
we'll begin with you . . . •  " 

AFTERWARD, O'Rourke looked 
fi. over his notes and said sav· 

agely : " Everybody accounted 
for- Even Mr. Chatham-same as 
always. NobOdy in this house knows 
anything or does anything. Now, I'll 
tell you one thing : It's pOssible to 
send six people to the electric chair as 
well as to send one. I want you folks 
to remember that. If any of you thinks 
that he �.;an show a clean pair of hands 
and help us to find out the truth, it's 
about time to come forward. Tomor· 
row morning, we go back to the city 
and it looks now like the rest o f  you 
are going to come along with us-to 
jail ! Mr. Chatham, you say you 
were in your room wasting your time 
with a silty book. What was the 
book?" 

" I  ha\'e it in my hand," said Chat
ham. 

" Why were you hanging onto it i f  
i t  was n o  good ?" 

" I  don't know," said Chatham. "A 
great many of us waste our time and 
can't give a reason. You're doing it 
now, Sergeant.'' 

" Yeah, you're making a fool of 
yourself, O'Rourke, but that's why you 
feel so much at home," said Campbell. 

O' Rourke looked at each of them in 
turn. He lost his temper and banged 
his right fist into his left hand. 

" I'm going to find the truth in spite 
of all the Campbells in the world I" he 
shouted. "And the crook that I run 
down is going to burn in the chair . . . .  
But he'll have company . . . .  He won't 
burn alone. Maybe you'll all sit in a 
circle and sizzle at the same time." 

He turned on his heel and stalked 
out of the room. Thought overtook 
him in the hallway, and Campbell 
found him there when he came out. 
As the door closed behind the Scotch
man, it shut away a gust of laughter 
from the people in the armory. 

" You did a good job," said Camp
bell. " I never seen you being more 
yourself. Everybody had a lot of fun 
out of you." 

" You're going back to your damned 
picture, I suppose?" asked O'Rourke. 

" That's the clue to ev,trything," 
answered Campbell. 

" Is i t?  You'll never get out of that 
what I got out o f a flat iron. Listen 
to me, Angus, did you ever see a gang 
as cool as those mugs in there ? I 
announce a murder and they don't 
turn a hair, none of them." 

" It ain't what people hear that 
counts," said Campbell, " it's the way 
things are told them that knocks in the 
runs. High class people like that 
crowd never bat an eye, anyway. It's 
agail)st their rules to show anything
but a poor Irish mug can't be sup
posed to know that." 

O'Rourke watched Campbell pass 
down the hall, and made no answer. 
For his own part, he returned slowly 
to the upper part of the house. 

AU the windows were open, but lit
tle air was stirring, and the roar of the 
tide running was still the only sug
gestion o f  wind. 

It had occurred to O'Rourke that i f  
the iron had really been used as the 
murd�r tool, there must appear on it 
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certain small scratches where it would 
have grazed against the wall as it was 
raised or lowered. He could make 
surety doubly sure if  he were able to 
find those scratches. The iron, . care� 
fully investigated, had revealed no 
fingerprints, but he had not had the 
forethought to look for any other 
marks. 

When he tried the door of the laun· 
dry, it was locked. The door of the 
ironing room was secured, also. So he 
went to Clifford's chamber to get the 
necessary keys. He could hear the 
man inside clear his throat and before 
knocking, O'Rourke leaned to squint 
through the keyhole. In the figure 
eight of light he could see the butler 
writing at his desk, calmly, thought
fully, his fine forehead intent but un
wrinkled. 

O'Rourke knocked at the door and 
tried the knob. But this door was 
locked, alsO. 

" Sure," said O'Rourke to himself. 
" There's murder in the house." 

Clifford opened the door. " Yes, 
sir ?" he queried. 

" Just slip me the keys to the laun
dry and the· ironing room, will you ?" 
asked O'Rourke. 

" Certainly, sir," said Clifford. 
" Come in, please." 

O'Rourke walked into the room, 
saying : " You'll wind up a profesSO\ 
or something, Clifford, doing all the 
studying and writing and what not." 

" Thank you, sir," said Clifford. 
" One remembers the old maxim : It 
is impossible to stand still." 

" Yeah ? Now what d'you mean by 
that ?" 

" There must be progress or decline, 
sir." 

Clifford crossed the room and 
O'Rourke sauntered towards the desk. 
He was surprised to find no writing 

in sight although certainly he had seen 
the man working busily at the desk 
with the air of one who composed 
something of importance. 

O'Rourke slipped the blotter to one 
side and made out a paper half-covered 
with delicately formed letters, all 
printed with a fine pointed pen. 

He read : 
" This wilt give you to understand 

that I know everything and that I 
shall expect such assistance from you 
as you are able to . . . .  " 

Something moved swiftly behind 
O'Rourke. He turned with the weight 
of the automatic in  his hand. Clifford 
was charging at full speed with a 
black, contorted devil in his face. The 
sight of the gun made him swerve. 
He checkM himself, and rested a hand 
against the wall, panting. 

" So ?" yelled O'Rourke. " You try 
i t  even when you ain't got a flat iron 
in your hand, eh ?" . 

He looked with a slight shudder at 
the formidable shoulders of Clifford. 
His glance rested on the bruised place 
high on the side of the head. " You 
walk first and show me the way down 
to me and Campbell's room. Mind 
your step all the way. This gun I got 
in my hand is damned nervous." 

CHAPTER XX 

A Deal in Deceit 

WHEN Clifford knocked on the 
room, the voice of Campbell 
barked : " Come in ! Come in !" 

and as Clifford entered he added : 
" What's the matter, Clifford ?" 

" I've come down here at the request 
of Mr. O'Rourke, sir," explained the 
butler. 

" Yeah ?" said Campbell, lifting his 
eyes fully and finally from the scan
ning of the copy of the Granduca. 
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Then he saw O'Rourke come in with "And i f • . •  what ? What's the rest, 
the gun in his hand. Clifford ?" he asked. 

" Fan that bird, Angus," said · " Nothing of any moment," said the 
O'Rourke. butler. "At least, I forget the other 

Campbell, without a word, went ex� words I intended to write, sir." 
pertly through the butler. Under the " \Vho was it going to ?" asked 
tappings of his hand there was only a O'Rourke. 
crinkle of paper re\•ealed in a breast " I hope you will pardon me for not 
pocket. Campbe.tl drew out a house- answering that question, sir." 
hold bill, a handkerchief from one O'Rourke said : "Ah, when I see a 
pocket, a small pearl-handled knife dirty blackmailer, Angus, it sure sick
from another, a silver cigarette-case, ens me . . . .  I can even stand a kid
a little black lacquered cigarette naper. He's gotta run more risk. , . , 
lighter. But a damned blackmailer kind of boils 

" That's aU," said Campbell, putting me up. He's got the knife in the dark. 
the things on the table. It ain't flesh and blood that he runs 

He asked no questions. His serious away with. It's a reputation that he 
eyes studied the face of the butler and socks his claws into and tortures to 
remained in that occupation. death. I gotta terrible kind of a feel-

" It's him, I guess," said O'Rourke. ing that I'm gonna beat hell out of 
"After all I've been hoping, it's out you, Clifford." 
of him that we gotta get the informa- " Yes, sir," said the butler. " I  un-
tion we want." derstand the reprehensible nature of 

" Did you kill Tydings?" asked this act and I appreciate your efforts 
Campbell, almost pleasantly. in preventing the crime, sir." 

" No, sir," said the butler. '1Saints !" roared O'Rourke. " I 
" He was writing in his room. I can't stand it ! I'm gonna slam him, 

come in. He ducks the writing under Angus !" 
the blotter. I take a look see. He " Say when," said the Scotchman, 
tries to run me down. I stick him up. " and I'll turn my back and not see. I f  
Here's t h e  .letter," reported O'Rourke. he's gonna fall down and bash out 

Campbell took it, nodded his head at some of his front teeth, how can we 
it, glanced up at Clifford, and then help it?" 
read aloud, slowly : Clifford ran the red tip of his tongue 

" This will give you to understand across his lips. 
that I know everything and that I "Arc you gonna te.ll me or ain't you 
shaU expect such assistance from you gonna tell me who that letter was 
as you are able to afford. It is not my aimed at ?" asked O'Rourke. 
pu;pose to reveal my knowledge in " The fact is," said Clifford, looking 
writing, naturally, but if you will go at the balled, fat fist of the sergeant, 
do\\'n to the swimming pool at about " that I did not have anyone in particu
clcHn o'clock tonight I shall be happy lar in mind." 
to give you such proofs of  my know!- " Now, that's the kind of a lie that 
edge as will induce you to feel that we even a fool kid wouldn't tell. Be your 
should come to an understanding to- age, Clifford . . . .  Angus, you better 
gether. And if  . . . .  " turn your back." 

, _Campbell looked up. " 0. K." said CampbelL 
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The butler said, rather hastily : " It 
seemed to me that someone living in 
this house was guilty of a very serious 
crime, sir. Perhaps guilty of  two great 
crimes. I did not know for sure, but 
I had a belief that I might bluff my 
way through this business if  1 used a 
little discretion." 

" Yeah, go on," said O'Rourke . . . .  
" Look at the slimy, noble face of the 
lousy Wackguard, Angus, will you ?" 

" I'm looking," said Campbell, and 
· glanced down at the sharp, bony 
knuckles of his right fist. 

" I was not sure," said the butler, 
"whom I could reach with this commu
nication, but I intended to try them one 
by one at different times and see what 
happened, sir." 

" Who you gonna try first ?" asked 
O'Rourke. 

" Miss Vivian, sir . . . .  I beg your 
pardon." 

" Yeah, don't beg my pardon. \Vhat 
you got on' her ?" 

" Nothing that amounts to any 
proof. But I could not help consider
ing who would gain the most by the 
death of Mr. Tydings." 

" Meaning that the girl would be the 
heir, eh ?" 

" Yes, sir. That appeared obvious. 
Also, the singular calmness of Miss 
Vivian after the death of her father 
seemed to me notable." 

"YOU see how dumb a crook al
ways i s ? "  asked O'Rourke of 
the Scotchman. " They don't 

go deep enough. Now, supposin' that 
the pretty kid had slipped the poison 
into papa's soup . . .  \veil, wouldn't she 
of covered up by stagin' a little emo
tion and cryin' around, and fainting, 
even ? Sure she would." 

" I'm afraid that you underestimate 
Miss Vivian, sir," said the butler. "She 

always has been capable of extraordi
nary self-control, and everyone in the 
house at present would consider it very 
strange if  she had shown any unusual 
change of  manner. At the same time, 
the extreme ease with which she met 
the situation seemed to me worthy of 
comment.'' 

" Kind of bad taste, eh ?" said 
O'Rourke. " I  noticed that myself. So 
you were gonna write that letter to 
Miss Vivian, were you ?" 

" Yes, sir. That_ was my intention." 
" Ever notice any hard feeling be

tween Miss Vivian and her father ?" 
asked Campbell. 

" There was no feeling of any sort 
between them, sir," said Clifford. 

" How d'you mean-no feeling?" 
" Miss Vivian at an early age, sir, 

was aware of the amours of her father 
and disapproved of them." 

" How early an age ?" 
" When she stilt was a child, sir. 

1vlr. Tydings was to a large degree in
different to the opinions of others. He 
included his daughter in that indiffer
ence." 

"Come to words, now and then?" 
" They rarely had conversation of 

any sort with one another." 
" Kind of a lonely life for the gal, 

wasn't it ?" asked O'Rourke. 
" Miss Vivian is a person rich in 

mental resources," said the butler. 
" Can't you talk natural ?" rasped 

Campbell. " Do you have to use that 
high .lingo all the time ? It makes the 
back of my tongue ache !" 

" I'm very sorry, sir. The customs 
of long service, sir .. " 

"Ah, to hell with that," said 
O'Rourke. " Now listen to me, Clif
ford. I think you're lying. You know 
more than you say." 

" Yes, sir," said Clifford. " I  could 
tell you in great detail about unpleasant 
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happenings in this house, but I coutd 
not prove a crime against anyone." 

" It's a funny thing," said O'Rourke 
to Campbell, " how I'd like to kick in 
the face of this big bum." 

" If you don't, I 'm likely to do it 
myself," said Campbell, "but you wear 
bigger shoes, Pat." 

" Finding us agreeing with one an
other kind of is  a joke, ain't it ?" 
asked O'Rourke. " Clifford, what sort 
of a gal is Miss Vivian ? Straight and 
clean ?" 

" To my knowledge, sir, her conduct 
always has been flawless." 

" That means · something," said 
O'Rourke. " Now this bird Tydings. 
He didn't give a damn for anything?" 

" He loved his pictures, sir." 
" I mean, people?" 
" He found women a convenience, 

sir." 
" I mean, Miss Charlotte Reid. She 

wasn't nothing to him, \vas she ?" 
" Yes, sir. He loved her-like a pic� 

ture !" 
The Irishman laughed. " He's got 

a kind of a tongue in his head, ain't 
he, Angus?" he asked. 

" Clifford," said the Scotchman, 
" you're gonna be useful to us." 

" With the greatest pleasure in the 
world, sir," said the butler. 

" You're gonna write out copies of 
that letter to send to Charlotte Reid, 
Lionel Reid, Walden, Vivian Tydings, 
and Chatham . . .  all the five of them. 
And then we'll see." 

" I beg your pardon, sir ?" 
" Well, go on." 
" Not Mr. Chatham, sir." 
" Why not Chatham, eh ?" 
The butler paused, drew a breath. 

" It would be a dangerous thing, sir," 
he said. " Mr. Chatham is a man of 
the most violent possible temper." 

" You mean that he'd take a sock at 

you-the way he did in the garden the 
other night?" asked O'Rourke. 

T HE butler blinked. " I  would be 
very unwilling to send a letter of 
that nature to Mr. Chatham, sir,'' 

he said. 
" Look here, Clifford. We'd have 

you under cover. The minute those 
letters are written",'' said Campbell, 
�< you'll be under our protection." 

The butler weighed them with quick, 
sure glances. 

" Still, if you'll pardon me, Mr. 
Chatham is a very dangerously ingeni
ous gentleman." 

" How smart is he, Clifford? You 
te.\1 us, will you ?" 

" I  think I have told you that Mr. 
Tydings loved no one. Furthermore, 
he despised almost the entire human 
world. He dignified no one by giving 
his full hatred, either - except one 
man." 

" Chatham, eh ?" 
" I  refer to Mr. Chatham, sir. Mr. 

Chatham's knowledge was greater than 
Mr. Tydings. Mr. Tydings had hated 
him for a long time. They were often 
rivals in the picture market." 

" I didn't know that Chatham was 
rich." 

" No, sir, but he found ways of ac
cumulating certain art treasures. Not 
many, but all priceless, sir. I have 
heard Mr. Tydings refer to three pic
tures in the hands of Mr. Chatham 
for which he would give this house 
and everything in it." 

" No !" breathed O'Rourke. 
" I retl)ember the words very accu

rately, sir," said Clifford. 
O'Rourke said : " Clifford, you're 

going to \vrite a letter to Chatham 
along with the rest. . . .  I'm not gonna 
see this high-brow spoil your good 
idea, Angus," he added. 
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" Thanks, Pat," said the Scotchman. 
" Would you want to take a sock at 
his white, dirty face right now while 
I look out the window ?" 

" Wait a minute and we'll see," said 
O'Rourke. " Clifford, are you writing 
to Chatham along with the rest ?" 

The · butler took a breath and looked 
over the head of O'Rourke. 

" Yes, sir," he said. 
" Look at him," said O'Rourke. 

" He's turned all green and funny, 
Angus.'� 

" What did you ever see Chatham 
do?" asked Campbel�. 

" Nothirig, sir," said the butler. 
" You mean that you just slanted 

your eye at him, and you figured that 
he was poison?'' asked O'Rourke. 

" I  did, sir." 
"And you think he might have 

killed Tydings ?" 
" Yes, sir." 
"And Hamblin ?'' 
" Yes, sir." 
" You hear that, Campbell ? Look 

here, Clifford. Are you ever wrong in 
the way you dope out people?" 

" No, sir,': Clifford answered. u I am 
never wrong." 

Blackmailer Foiled 
T ORD ROTHSCHILD, bothered by a blackmailer, got the help of In
L spector Hawkins of Scotland Yard. The blackmailer had demanded 

that $2,500 in bank notes be inserted in the wall of  a hotel cloak-room. 
Hawkins connected the package of notes with a burglar alarm and arranged 
that as the blackmailer withdrew them his hand should be showered with 
filings from an indelible pencil. The bell rang and Hawkins ran into the 
cloak-room. There he found a panicky blackmailer trying to wash his hands, 
and astounded because the harder he scrubbed the dirtier they became. The 
man \\-as convicted. 

-J. L. Considine. 
D 4-1 5  



The 
Tri pie-Cross 

By 
Robert H Leitfred 

SAVAGE r e s e n t m e n t  

. 
caused· two splotches· of 
red to brighten the 

prison pallor of Joe Brenner's 
cheeks as he strode down 
Christopher Street. His lips 
twisted bitterly. This was the 
price he must pay to organ-

Loul• wa. hopped 

for" a killing. He 

held a 1lleneed 

LUIIII" in 1111 ha11d 

ized wciety. The grim walls of the Big 
House hemmed him in more than ever. 

from under him. He hadn't a chance. 
The cards were stacked against him. 

Seven days of freedom. A job with 
the Mystic Carnival 

Parole- Officer Sumner was waiting 

Shows that might 
have landed him in 
big-time vaudeville. 
And now he was 
loose on the streets 
again-jobless. AU 
the finn resolve to 
go straight seemed 
to have been knoclred 

D S-I S  

The ConYict Stigma Was 
Branded on Joe Brenur -
Dr.i,ing H i m  Relentlessly 
Back to Crime. But a Strong 
M� Forges His Own. DeJ
tiny on the .lf-nt'il o/- Hon01'· 

97 

at the street door of 
the miserable room
ing house where Joe 
Brenner lived' since 
his release f r o m  
prison. 

Joe's voice was 
bitter when he spoke 
to the parole· officer. 
"-W e l l ,  I h o p·e 
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you're satisfied at the way everything 
has turned out, Sumner." 

The eyes of Sumner were coldly im
personal. " Fired ?" he asked. 

"Sure. As soon as the carnival man
ager found out I was an ex-con he 
says : ' Out. Here's your pay.' Well, 
what's the answer? Am I going to be 
railroaded back behind those walls I 
just left ?" 

" The rule.:; of  the Parole Board are 
not mine, Brenner. I talked with the 
man who hired you, bitt I didn't request 
him to let you out. If  he discharged 
you, it's no fault of  mine." 

Joe Brenner clenched his hands. A 
deep, primitive rage made him want to 
beat this parole officer's face into a 
bloody pulp. He held his anger in check 
only by a strong effort of  the will. It 
wasn't easy to forget stone corridors, 
steel bars and monotonous prison rou· 
tine. 

" I'll take your word for it. But 
don't bear down too hard." 

The parole officer shrugged. He 
could hardly be blamed for his attitude. 
He had fifty other men like Joe Bren· 
ner to watch and report on. " I'm just 
telling you how it works out, Brenner. 
Better get another job, and report to 
me this coming Saturday." He made a 
notation in a little book, swung on his 
heel and went down Christopher Street. 

Joe went up the stairs to the mean 
little room on the second floor-a room 
not much larger than the prison block· 
cell he had occupied for three years. 
He switched on the light for dusk was 
falling over the city. 

Then he flung himself into a chair 
and stared out the window. There was 
nothing much to see but a darkening 
street and a maze of chimneys. The 
prospect was infinitely dreary. 

A knock rattled the door. Before he 
could cross the room to open it the door 

was flung wide. Detective Clancy of 
Central Office stood framed in the 
opening. 

There was something relentless, like 
the clang of  a cell door, in the big de· 
tective's face and ponderous jowls. His 
eyes were wide apart and half dosed. 
He carried one shoulder higher than 
the other owing to a shortened tendon 
caused by a gangster's bullet. 

Joe eyed the detective uneasily. 
" Come in, Clancy, What's on your 
mind ?" 

" Plenty. Lefty . Hertz has been 
bumped off. Mean anything to you ?" 
His voice was soft, huskily soft-soft 
like the folds of velvet. 

" I wouldn't know anything about 
Lefty Hertz. If he got bumped off, 
that's his hard luck. I got troubles of 
my own." 

The eyes o f  the detective surveyed 
the mean furnishings of  the room as if 
to ferret out secrets-if secrets they 
had. He said nothing for the moment, 
just kept looking, pondering, waiting. 
Then he spoke again. 

" You know the old wheeze, Bren
ner, once a crook, always a crook?" 

" You've got nothing on me, Clancy. 
I'm running straight if you and that 
cold-blooded parole officer will let me." 

" Old stuff, Brenner. Things are dif· 
ferent since repeal. Your friend, Louie 
Castner, has lost out on his rackets. 
Things haven't been breaking right for 
that mugg since the liquor business was 
legalized. There's only three ali\•e now 
of his original mob-Spot Lawson. 
Monk Waters, and you. Lefty Hertz is 
lying on a slab at the morgue. And 
you're out on parole." 

Joe Brenner smiled thinly. " You got 
nothing on me, Clancy." 

" Not yet. You've only been out a 
week. The going hasn't begun to get 
tough. But as long as you go straight 
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I won't 1honnd yeu. I may ·be hard. but 
I'm not vindictive." 

" I  learned my lesson," said Joe. 
"And I'll plai)' the game according to 
the· rules if  I'm let alone. That satisfy 
you?" 

DETECTIVE CLANCY eyed the 
ex-con pityingly. " Talk doesn't 
mean a damn thing, Brenner. 

Sooner or later you'll step off the 
straight and narrow. And I'll be wait
ing for you with steel bracelets. Men 
like you ·and Louie Castner never re
form. You're crooked all over. Crooked 
minds. Crooked hearts. Crooked 
codes." 

" If it comes to a showdown, Clancy, 
you won�t find me whining to the police 
or anyone else.'.' 

The detective grunted, swung o� his 
heel and left the :r:oom. 

Joe closed the door, lit a cigarette 
and picked up a copy of V.ariety . .Ab
sorbed in the maga:zine he paid no at
tention to the - darkness creeping o:v.er 
the city. Shadows moved in the street 
outside his window hugging unlighted 
patches of .gloom. And one. more sin
ister- than the - rest, slithered through 
the street entrance of the 1"00ming 
house. A faint knock on the door 
caused Joe's eyes to raise questioningly. 

He opened the door. Louie Castner 
slipped in. " H'are you, Joe ?" he 
Jeered. " I  saw -Clancy pull out. \Vhat'd 
that flatfoot have on his mind?" -

" Plenty. But what the hell are you 
doing here in my room. We're quits, 
Louie. I'm off the old rackets. " 

" Oh, yeah?" Louie Castner's 'VOice 
was thinly sardonic: " You only think 
you are. Listen, you're out of stir and 
broke. W:hat's going to keep you?" 

""The same thing1hat.kept me before 
I got swell-headed and J1oined your 
mob. But I learned SOJlle things up in 

the Big House, Louie. And what I 
learned knoCked all the conceit·�t of 
me. I took the rap for the ·last job we 
pulled and sa-ved you from life im
prisonment. The clicks ·down in hea-d
quarters put me through a 'Course of 
heat treatment I'm not likely to forget. 
I mean •it when I say l'mthrough." 

" You're out on -parole, aren't you?" 
" You know I am." 
" Finding it toUgh?" 
" I'tl get by-and without any of 

your · help." 
Louie Castner took hold •of the· door

knob. " Think it over, Joe. I got some 
big things lined up. Plenty of sugar in 
aU -of them." , 

Joe's lips curled. ,,. The last sugar I 
earned tasted kind of bitter, Louie. 
And that taste-lasted for ·three years. I 
still want to be friendly with you, but 
I'm going my way-alond" 

"'That's okay·with me. Be ·seeingyou, 
Joe." 

After his unwelcome caller had left, 
Joe Brenner •extinguished ·the light and 
sat alone in the darkness. It hadn't 
been easy for ·him to face I>JOuie Cast
ner and tum down the yrospect of easy 
moneY. He knew that he ·could make 
more in a week with· Ca·stner. 'than he 
could earn in a year wor.king with side
shows and ·carnivals. 

And being as hmnap as anyone else 
there were many things he wanted that 
were being denied him-new clothes, 
f.r.iends and a goad time. He wanted ta 
be a:ble to hdld his ·head up and .face 
society ; to wa1k the street-s without 
being watched and thteatened. : ·  lile 
asked nothing but the privilege of doing 
the thing he knew best_;his act in the 
camrival ·sideshows. 

" Things will work .Out,"' ·he •mut
ter.ed, hopefully., picking up lhis 'hat and 
lea�:; the TOOm for the ·S�eet. · 

.A short distance· from a subw.&y 
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kiosk he met a human wreck known to 
the underworld as Lefty Russek. Rus
sck's face was pinched with the cold. 
His clothes shabby. And there was a 
dull look in his eyes that brightened at 
sight of his old friend. 
" It's sure good to see you again, 

Joe. How they been treating you ? 
You look kinda pale." 
" You don't look so good yourself, 

Lefty. Listen, why don't you lay off 
the snow powder ? It's slowly killing 
vou." - Russek's lips quivered. He ran the 
back of his hand across them in an un
conscious gesture. "Can't, Joe. Hon
est. It's got me." He smiled apologeti
cally. " Got a fin on you I could bor
row ? I wouldn't ask you for it only 

only I'm in bad shape-and 
broke." 
Joe gave him a five-dollar bill. " I  

ought to knock your head off, Lefty, in
stead of giving you money." 
Russek's shaking hand tucked the bill 

away. "I wasn't always this way, Joe. 
You know that." 
Joe placed a reassuring hand on his 

friend's shoulder. " I  haven't forget
ten, Lefty. We went through hell to
gether, once. You never came out. 
I'm not blaming you. I couldn't." 
" Living at the same place ?" 
Joe nodded. "(hey shook hands and 

each went their separate ways. 

O
N the following day, Joe Bren
ner registered at all the booking 
offices around Times Square. 

But the answer was the same at all 
these places. There was no spot·avail
ablc for his act. 
To fill in time he found a job nailing 

co\•ers on packing cases and wheeling 
them to the curb where they were 
loaded on trucks. He had been at work 
only half a day when he saw the parole 

officer, Sumner, talking to the head of 
the shipping department. 
That night the boss tapped Joe's 

shoulder. " Too bad, Brenner, but I've 
got to let you out. Orders from the 
management.'' 
Joe Brenner smiled mirthlessly, 

turned up the collar of his coat around 
his neck and shuffied away. One job 
after another was found and lost. 
Sometimes he saw Sumner, other times 
he didn't. Malicious whispers followed 
him wherever he went. Weary and dis
couraged after many betrayals, he 
found himself, eventually, with his 
back to the wall, jobless and broke. 
He pawned his overcoat. Then he 

met Louie again. 
" 'Lo, Joe," husked the mobster. 

"How's things ?" 
" Rotten !" 
" Rotten, eh ? What's the trouble?" 
Joe Brenner's eyes glittered. " Sum-

ner. He's riding me-knocking every 
job I get out from under me. If I make 
a squawk, it means back behind the 
bars.�· 
Louie Castner half closed one eye 

" You ought to get wise to yourself, 
Joe. Don't be a punk all your life 
You're up against a system that works 
for the State." 
" Don't I know it !" 
" You don't act like you did. Re

member what I said about the heavv 
sugar ? \Vel!, it's waiting for you, guj, 
whenever you throw in with me." 
Joe shook his head. " Nope. I'm 

through with you, Louie. You'd better 
get it straight in your mind once and 
for all." 
" Nobody ever gets tPrough with me, 

Brenner. Not unless I want them to. 
Understand?" There was a menacing 
threat in Castner's husky voice. " I'll 
be seeing you tonight." 
Once more Joe Brenner shook his 
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head. "Keep away from 'the -rooming 
-house, Louie. Sumner is watching me 
like .a hawk." 

" Yeah ? Well ain't that nice. You 
scared of that guy, Joe ?" 

" Sure I'm scared of him. You'd be, 
too, if you were in my shoes." 

Louie Castner's lips twisted in a 
brutal grimace. " I wouldn't be scared 
long. There's ways of handling bright 
boys like Sumner, and I know them 
alL" He turned suddenly and lost him
s
_
eli in the surging crowd on Broadway. 

Ir · was dark when - Joe "Brenner 
walked down

_ 
Christopher Street. 

The parole officer was waiting for 
him at the street door. 

' '  Upstairs, Brenner," he ordered. 
' '  I want to talk with you." 

Joe said nothing, but led the way to 
his room wl_tere he -snapped on the. light. 
Sumner dido'�- sit down-just stood in 
the center �f the room ·in a grim, un
.nl�enting ·postur.e of a man who has a 
duty tO perform. 

" Brenner," he began. " You. were 
-seen t<l:lki�g with Louie Castner this 
afternoon. The other day you gave 
money

' 
to a . notorious drug addict." 

u Listen, Sumner. I met Castner by 
accident·. You can't say, and bo�estly, 
that I've been hanging around with 
him. As for Lefty RUssek, . I knew 
him lo'ng before he got mixed up in the 
dope ring. I knew him in France be
fore the wounds he received started 
him on the morphine trail to kill the 
continuous pain in his body." 

" I'm not concerned with Russek. 
He's small fry. It's Castner . .  " 

The door behind Joe Brenner 
opened. He half-turned around. 
Through the opening glided Louie 
Ca!'tner. The gangster's ·eyes were ab
normally bright with the iris tin.y. 
'Louie was hopped for a killing. 

His right elOOw hugged his bo9y. 
Fingers gripped a Liiger with a silencer 
clamped arotmd its barrel. He ·looked 
vicious and mean. 

Joe Brenner moistened his lips. 
•• Out !" he gritted. " And put that gun 
down !" 

Louie Castner looked at Brenner, 
past hitn and at the parole officer. 

Sumner's face was pale, his smile-
derisive. He backed away and reached 
towcirds a hip pocket. 

A choked, muffled explosion, barely 
audible outside the room, spewed from 
the Liiger. A bullet struck the parole 
officer in the shoulder and spun him 
around. 

Joe Brenner jumped forward to stop 
·the Slaughter. Castner turned on him 
and lashed his cheek with the end of 
the silencer. Again ·the Liiger ex
ploded. The parole officer stood up
right ·for a moment, his finger� clutch
ing at his chest, then slowly, with 
staring, paill-ra:cked eyes, he crum
pled t<;)' the ·floor in a bloody heap. 

The Liiger swung·en Joe. "'Want a 
dose. of the same . poison?" sneered 
Lo.uie. " Or-are you gonna be Teason
able when a guy�s •trying to help you ?" 

Joe Brenner rubbed his bruised 
cheek. His breath was hot, ,and eyes 
smOulder:ing. The nailS of  his. fingers 
bit deep into his palms as he ·Struggled 
to hold his wrath in check. 

He knew, did Joe Brermer, thal he 
was in deadly danger-not only from 
the killer's gun, but from Detective 
Clancy. He knew that Louie was 
hopped for further kills if necessary. 
His eyes Swerved to the body of the 
parole officer. 

I f  ever Joe Brenner . felt stark fear, 
he felt .it now. Murder in his room
and he, an ex-con-:<>ut ·on parOle. He 
Watlted to laugh. ·�t 'W3S . funny. 
Damnttd funny ! There was the ·dead 
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man on the floor shot through the 
lungs. And there was Louie Castner, 
his eyes dilated with morphia, waving 
a hot gun. 

Yes, it was funny-so funny that it 
caused Joe Brenner's heart to constrict. 
He recalled in this moment, when an 
impossible decision was called for, the 
words of a Lifer in the pen he had just 
left. 

" When things break wrong, kid, 
don't lose your head. Getting mad and 
socking a guy don't get you out of a 
jam. Get wise, kid, and learn to use 
\'our head." . The Lifer was right, Joe knew. He 
stopped moistening his lips. He even 
managed to smile. " Jeez, Louie," he 
spoke in an awesome whisper, " you 
sure done a quick job on that guy. He 
was bad news for me no matter what 
I did." 

•• Sure," agreed Castner, shoving the 
Uiger in his coat pocket. " I knew it 
all along. I'm for you, Joe.  I want 
you back in my mob. Does this settle 
things between us?" 

Joe Brenner nodded. His eyelids 
drooped. " Everything's settled be
tween us, Louie. But how about this ?" 
He indicated Sumner's body. 

" All fixed. Spot's outside in the 
car. We grab this guy by the arms and 
walk him downstairs like a drunk. 
Cinch !" 

They walked Sumner down the 
stairs and shoved him into the back 
seat of a sedan. Spot Lawson drove 
lhe car directly to some vacant lots in 
the Bronx. And behind a huge sign
board, the body of the parole officer 
was dumped out in the soft snow. 

It was discovered early next morn
ing by laborers cutting through the lots 
on their way to work. 

Detective Clancy from Centre Street 
viewed the remains, scowled and said 

nothing. He knew Sumner. He knew 
that the parole officer had held the 
freedom of more than fifty men in the 
hollow of his hand. Here was a case 
it wasn't going to be easy to break. 

J OE BRENNER returned to his 
room shortly after midnight. Care
fully he washed up the blood on 

the carpet. He worked with a curious 
lack of haste. 

After he had finished he lit a ciga
rette and turned out the light, He was 
too bitter and depressed to feel the 
need of sleep so he sat down close to 
the window. His eyes stared unseeing 
out the window, then focused against 
his will on high, stone walls with 
guards at spaced intervals along the 
top. 

Old prison smells fouled his nostrils. 
His body throbbed with the cadence of 
marching feet, and stiffened at the 
sharp orders of  the Head Keeper. He 
cringed at the familiar clang of metal 
doors. Dimly, he saw the years of his 
life stretching endlessly behind barriers 
that would bar him from freedom for
ever-<>£ the death chair-if Clancy 
e\'er pinned that murder on him. 

Wide·eyed and alert, he sat there 
until nearly dawn. He was under 
Louie's orders now. Joe had thought 
it all over before making his decision. 
One more job, It was already planned. 
It seemed an easy one. Then he'd fade. 
He'd get as far away from New York 
as trains could take him. Change his 
name, and try once more to go straight. 

A sound outside in the hall caused 
him to pivot in the chair. He thought 
instantly of Clancy. Was the Central 
Office man already aware of the mur
der ? 

The noise continued-soft footfalls 
on the carpeted hall outside. Presently 
they stopped outside his door. The 
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lmOO,. rattled. A Jrn.ock, sounded, , fgl
low.ed.by,a·low. voiceo' "J9el You. there, 
Joe<'' 

Br.enner crossed to the door, He.had 
recognized- the voice. Hi opened the 
doon , only far enougn, . to .- admit the 
shadO\\IY figure. of Lefty Russek 

" Go  to the window, Joe," p�ed 
Russek. " See if ! . was followed." 

Brenner said nothing, but took - up; a 
position where he could look down- the 
street. Except; for . a .  milk delivery 
wagon, the street was deserted. 

" Nerves, Lefty. What makes you 
think someone was tailing� you'? Been 
pulling a .fast onel'' 

" Me?" Russek sat •down·and. ·fum
bled. with a , cigar:ette and match. 
" Don't worry about . me pulling fast 
ones.: I'm watched too close.'' He drew 
a daep inhalatioll'into his lungs .. .. Well� 
Joe, . the·bad new.s. is. goingr the- rounds. 
Sumner, .the par:ole officer, w:as .bumped 
off. The police don't know it yet:" 

Joe, his eyes still on the street out
side, said.:. " He- got . /Us  right in 1this · 
room!" 

" Yeah] Jeez, JOe, you.. shouldn't 
ha:v-e .takeru a. chance· . . .  !" 

that's,p�sh It's .,nowt that's - impor-tant 
Listen. I was laying low on a bltnk 
over at Cardigan!s place. My eyes were 
closed. Guys .there thought .! .was doped· 
up pJenty, But I · wasn..'L I was. just 
lying there, thinking. Nobody pay� 
any1attention to me .. So I heard plenty 
-all oi - it bad," 

]9e Brenner's• eyes became narrow 
slits. " Meaning?" he asked-. 

" Just this. ' Get ·out of : New: . York, 
J oc. Get out before- the .. cOJ>Ii begin to 
check-the men Sumner was -visiting.last 
night." 

" Can't. I'm broke, Sumner saw to 
that. He. got me fired .from every-job 
I . could- find-even the ohe w.ith the 
Mystic CarnivaL ShoMrs/' 

" Not· Sumner; Joe. It · was Louie 
who ·got you.fired from those.j9bs." 

" Louie.? How--'(]Of you. know?" 
' '  Never: .mind. Loui�-d.idn.'t want you. 

to .have . those: j�bs-,. He w.anted ry-pu tzy. 
w�k.iot.Jthn:�� 

J9e. lit a;,cigarette •and. inhaled !twice. 
before . sp�ki'ng. " So- Louie.z was . the 
g1,1oy.tbat turned-.rne< in, eh? Auds when 
he. · saw;, that . his• plan didn't ! '"IOrk he 
bumped :off; Sumner here, in my room 

" Think I'm . crazy, Lefty ? Louiet and·..g�ts:-me .in a . .tig!U -spot-. How, that 
did:it !" 

" Louie.? I heard you did it.�' 
" Wha! .else. did. .you hea•·?" 
" I  heard . . Louie. g�t you . a • job · as 

nighl-w.atchman at a. rich maris home 
over . on• Pii.rk Avenue. Qw;ner called 
suddenly to Europe. The job. came 
through a man named .Reisnor· of . the 
National Agency. Oh, it's regular. aU 
right.· Leave it . to. Louie . .  The · only 
thing wrong with it is . w:haL happens 
after .the· job is. pull.ed-.1' 

Joe nodded . io . the· dark., " Welve 
been...friends a. .long·_time, Lefty. 'Wa.y 
back to the· time our battalion .. was . cut 

g�ty .must- hate..me." 
" Hate you? .  Htt�s scared to death of 

you,- Joe� He�s: afraid ·you'IL .tum .him 
in if  you .g�t -into. another . scrape. He
knows :you- ·gqt ·plenty _ on him . . Besides 
he . respects your· knowledge. of locks 
and ·safes: But he�ll - get you sooner or 
later, Joe, unless you get him fit:st.." 

" l'm .. in a- j\lm. all right;" muttered 
the. comered man.. " And . a.ftei- . this 
Patk A'Venue job, ..  i� gqing to. get 
worse." He. stopped . .talking as . an .ugly 
thought .cr.ossed his mind . . " You think, 
Lefty, that he's pJanning�. tOe . frame 
me?" 

to .p�ces. He looked up at his friend's. pinched 
" Yeah/' Russek- broke< ·  in.. " But face gtadualty becomingr visible. in the 
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gray of - dawn. He saw the lips move 
slowly. 

" Yeah, Joe, he's going to frame 
you. The cops will be tipped off to 
search your room. They'll find plenty 
unless . .  .'' 

" I  get you," nodded Joe, grimly. 
" Well, I took the rap on the last job, 
and I kept Louie out of it. But i f  I get 
caught again, Louie Castner goes to the 
Big House with me." 

" [ got to go," said Russek. " J eez, 
I'm getting sleepy. Well, take care of 
yourself, Joe." 

.A FTER Russek had disappeared 
£"l_ with that same quietness in 

which he had come, Joe Brenner 
lit another cigarette. His face had be
come white but his hands were steady. 

He opened the lid of a steamer trunk 
-a trunk containing treasures out of 
the past. These were things he was 
familiar with. He had used them many 
times both in vaudeville and carnival 
shows. They aH belonged to his act. 

But Joe was not thinking of the act, 
only a portion of it. He was trying to 
fit it in-to find a spot for it in real life. 
Dimly the first flicker of an idea came 
to him. He thought it over. Got to his 
feet and paced the room for long hours. 

The flicker of an idea became a plan. 
It was a dangerous plan. It carried the 
threat of sudden death i f  it failed. But 
death was no worse to Joe Brenner just 
tben than a second long stretch behind 
prison walls. 

Carefully he made a selection from 
the treasures in the trunk and slid them 
in his pockets. Then he rumpled his 
bed to give it the look of having been 
slept in, flung a final glance arounct the 
room and went out into the street. No 
sign of Clancy. No sign of Louie. 

After a cup of coffee he went down 
steps and rode the 7th Avenue subway 

line until nearly noon. Then he came 
out of a kiosk at Columbus Circle and 
entered a cheap moving-picture show 
where he remained until nearly time to 
report for his new job on Park A venue. 

But before doing this he stopped in 
a cigar store and entered a phone booth. 
He placed a nickel in the slot. A bell 
rang followed by the voice of central. 
" Number please." 

Joe moistened his lips. " I  want 
Polic� Headquarters, Detective Bu-

A man's voice came over the wire. 
" Police Headquarters, hello !" 

Joe spoke thinly. " I  :want to talk to 
Detective Clancy." 

There was a pause, a click from the 
wires, then a voice : " Yeah !" 

" Hello, Detective Clancv? You 
don't ·know me . . I don't wan't you to. 
So .don't try to trace the call. It'll get 
you nowheres. Now listen. Here's the 
tip. 

THE soft rays :of a desk lamp 
played across Joe Brenner's head 
and shoulders as he knelt before 

an old-fashioned safe in the library of 
the home he had been hired to watch 
and protect against thieves. Behind him 
stood Louie, watching his every move. 

Near the door at the top of the stairs 
leading down to the front hall lounged 
Spot Lawson. At the foot of the 
stairs, where a second light burned 
dimly, crouched Monk \Vaters. He was 
staring through a parted curtain at the 
ayenue outside. 

Darkness had fallen hours ago. Park 
Avenue was deserted. 

There was moisture on Joe's fore
head as he twisted the dial of the safe 
and listened to the faintest clicking of 
falling tumblers. 

" Give me a couple minutes more, 
Louie, and I'll get this tin can opened." 
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" Taking you long enough !" com
plained Louie. 

" I ain't opened a safe in over three 
years," said Joe, his cheek pressing 
against the cold slab of steel. " What 
time is it, Louie?" 

" Time we was getting the hell  out 
of here. It's eleven o'clock." 

" Ah !" sighed Joe. " Got it that time; 
Louie, the last number of the cOmbina
tion." The handle of the safe responded 
to pressure and the heavy door swung 
open. 

Louie Castner dropped to his knees 
and paWed at a treasure in bonds, cur
rency and precious stones. It  was a 
sight to turn a man's head. 

Joe wiped his forehead with a hand
kerchief, flung a queer glance at Louie,
thcn r:ubbed the dial and handle of the 
safe door. No incriminating · finger
prints· were going to be left behind i f  
he could help it. 

He restored the handkerchief to his 
pocket. When his fingers came out 
again two keys were cupp�d in his 
palm, They were small keys, very· 
small. 

He stepped close to Louie. And 
when he moved away again the keys 
were no longer in the palm of his hand. 
They were in Louie's pocket. 

For the loot in the sa·fe he showed 
not the slightest interest. His mind was 
centered on one thing-time. His face 
was paler than usual as he eyed a cer
tain door-a door leading to a small 
room adjoining the library. This was 
to be his sanctuary, his place of alibi. 

Even as he wet his lips and gauged 
the time element there came a dribbli11g 
curse from the region of the front hall 
downstairs. 

Monk Waters was pulling an auto
matic from a shoulder holster as he 
moved backward up the stairs. 
" Dicks !" he spat. 

The front door crashed under the 
impact of heavy bodies. Two men 
sprawled into the front .hall-detec
tives. 

Louie jttmped across the room to a 
spot where he commanded a view of 
the stairs. He jerked out his gun as 
he moved. The silencer clamped to its 
muzzle subdued its thunder-but not 
its deadliness. 

One of the detectives crowding up 
the stairs clutched at · his belt, swayed 
and crashed· 'back down the stairs. 

A Colt .38 boomed hollowly. Spot 
Lawson, who was taking carefUl aim 
at the second detective, dropped his 
gun arm, choked and sagged down on 
the landing outside the door. 

The single detective was weaving up 
the remaining stairs; Monk Waters 
was waiting for him, his gun arm ex
tended. 

Suddenly the light switch clicked. 
Blackness shut down. Monk began to 
fire down the stair well. And then, 
for a split second, the flames from his 
spitting automatic illuminated a pale, 
white face, and he was knocked from 
his feet and into the arms of the big 
detective coming up the stairs. The 
Colt .38 · boomed· ·again. M o n k 
screamed, and was dead when his body 
hit the newel post at the bottom of the 
stairs. 

The big detective never halted, but 
kept coming up the remaining stairs. 
Louie Castner, crouching low, opened 
up with his Liiger. The first bullet 
glanced the detective's shoulder. The 
second burned his· forearm� Then the 
officer dropped flat. And the gun in 
his fist rapped out twice-hollow, 
booming e'chOes. 

Louie Castner fell, writhing. His 
heels kicked for s'e\•eral seconds against 
the carpeted floor, then stiffened. 

The brooding silence that ·followed 
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was broken only by the hoarse breath
ing of the detective . . . •  

A. FTER a few moments his fingers 
£1. foWld the light switch. The soft 

illumination revealed Detective 
Clancy, holding a .38 Colt in his blood
smeared fingers. 

. As he surveyed the shambles his 
forehead wrinkled with perplexity. He 
seemed to be looking for something 
that was not immediately visible. He 
called aloud from the top of the stairs. 
" Larabee, you all right? Hey, Lara
bee, sing out !" 

'ifhe voice of the detective who had 
fallen at the first exchange of bullets 
answered weakly. "I'll be all right . .  . 
I guess. Belt buckle helped stop . .  . 
the slug . . .  " 

Clancy crossed the room, looked at 
the open safe, prodded Louie with his 
foot and swung abruptly arOlmd. He 
was facing the only other door leading 
from the room. 

His voice was brittle when he spoke. 
"All right, you behind that door. Come 
on out-with your hands high !" 

He stood for a couple of seconds 
balancing himself lightly on the balls 
of . his feet. His eyes narrowed, be· 
carne bleak. "Come out," he ordered 
in a flat voice, "or I'll come in and get 
you !" 

Still no answer. from behind the 
closed door. Clancy let out his breath 
with a heavy sigh, turned the knob of 
the door and kicked it open. 

The sight that met his eyes caused 
his gun arm to drop. And the per· 
plexing look returned to his face. On 
the floor in the center of  the room lay 
the trussed·up body of Joe Brenner. 
Clancy bent, and without a word, 
dragged him to the library. 

Joe Brenner's body was twisted 
grotesque.ly. Clancy couldn't under· 

stand why this should be. Steel hand· 
cuffs encircled wrists and ankles. 
These in tum were joined together so 
that Joe's body was bent in a half 
circle. So tightly were the steel links 
drawn that red welts showed on the 
wrists. Around the bound man's 
mouth was a heavy gag fastened with 
adhesive tape. He was breathing 
harshly and with difficulty. 

" Ummm I" -grunted the detective. 
He jerked the tape from the mouth of 
the manacled victim. 

" Thanks, · Clancy," panted Joe. 
" What the devil happened to you ?" 

growled Clancy, the perplexing wrin· 
kles forming deeper around his eyes. 

Joe spoke from bis ·cramped posi· 
tion on the floor. " Plenty. I was hired 
as a night·watchman. Was playing a 
straight game. Got this job and went 
to work this afternoon: Got it through 
a good agency. This mob crashed in 
somehow. They covered me with their 
rods and gagged me. Snapped on the 
irons . . .  " 

" Shut up I" snapped Clancy. " I've 
got to think." 

He went to the door facing down 
the stairs. He stood there staring at 
the two dead gangsters and the badly 
wounded Larabee. His jaw twitched. 
He had a decision to make .. A judg· 
ment to render. 

There was something missing
something in Joe Brenner's past. 
There must be no mistakes made. He 
knew that Louie Castner had hounded 
Joe Brenner. He suspected the source 
of the telephone call that tipped off 
this job. Brenner had made the call. 
Made it because there was nothing 
else he cottld do. The ex·con was 
reaDy trying to go straight. 

There was something else he must 
keep in mind. He had seen Joe Bren· 
ncr's pale face for a split second in 
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the revealing flames of  Monk \Vaters' 
automatic. Joe Brenner had been on 
his feet during the shooting. He had 
knocked Waters down the stairs-and 
saved his, Clapcy's, life. . 

The big detective was not one to 
forget a brave action. It occurred to 
him that there was something deeper in 
this business than appeared on the sur
face. He swung around sharply. 

" Where are the keys ?" he asked, a 
trifle grimly. 

Joe's eyes met those of the detective 
squarely. " In the coat pocket of 
Louie." 

Clancy found them and set Joe free. 
" Being found trussed up with wrist 
and ankle irons lets you out, Brenner. 
The alibi's perfect. I believe you tried 
to go straight. So I'm letting you have 
your chance on one condition. Tell 
me. Who croaked Parole Officer Sum-
ner ?" 

Joe Brenner moistened dry lips. " I  
\vouldn't know, Clancy." 

The detective wagged his head 
slowly, patiently. " Come clean, Bren
ner. You know. And I know that you 
know. And I'll give you ten seconds 
to change your mind. If you don't, 
I'll suddenly remember seeing you on 
your feet when Monk Waters was 
pumping bullets at me as I came up 
the stairs. And I'll forget that you 
knocked him down, thus saving my 
life. VVell, what have you got to say ? 
Ready to talk-now ?" 

" The LUger," husked Joe. " Have 
your ballistic experts go over it
Louie's LUger, the one with the silen
cer on it." 

Clancy bent and picked up Louie's 
gun. Carefully he wrapped it in his 
handkerchief. Then he turned and 
faced the ex-con. 

" I'm calling the squad car and the 
ambulance. You'll remain here. But 

1'.11 want you on hand later to testify 
before the Medical Examiner. Keep 
your story straight the same as you 
told it to me, and I'll see that you don't 
lose by it. Do we understand each 
other ?" 

Joe Brenner's pale face brightened. 
The weight of the fear that was on his 
mind suddenly fell away. He realized 
that he was facing the squarest dick 
on the Metropolitan police force. 

" I'll remember, Clancy," he smiled. 
" And thanks 1" 

BEHIND his desk at headquarters 
on Centre Street, some hours 
later, Detective Clancy finished 

reading certain records he had taken 
from the criminal file. 

The perplexing look had left his 
face. He understood, now, a number 
of  things that had not been clear in 
his mind. Joe Br.enner's act was that 
of an escape artist. He had worked 
with Houdini and others. Had mas
tered the secrets of  knots, locks and 
handcuffs. 

And reasoning backwards, the head
quarters man saw clearly that i f  Joe 
Brenner could escape from handcuffs, 
he could also bind himself with these 
same bands of  steel. Not only could 
he do this-but that's exactly what he 
had done. 

Over the hardened face of the� vet
eran detective crept a slow, amused 
smile. 

" Louie Castner," he mused aloud, 
so as to get it clear in his own mind, 
" planned tQ put the double-cross on 
Brenner, according to a certain stool
pigeon who has never failed me yet. 
And Brenner, tipped off by someone 
in on the know, went him one bet
ter. It looks to me," rubbing the stub
ble on his chin, " like a case of the 
old triple-cross." 
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The Sixth Sense of 
Frau Bernhauer 

OLD, tired, little Frau 
Josefina Bernhauer, 
sitting relaxed in her 

squalid, ground-floor fiat, 
couldn't avoid hearing them. 
They· were babbling directly 
outside her door, believing, no doubt, 
that because no light shone through the 
transom she -was absent. Silly gtese, 
she thought, that's 

By 
John Kobler 

beds, cooks meals, deans the 
house from attic to cellar 
just like an ordinary wom
an." 

" Poor creature," the 
o t h e r  murmured, " how 

dreadful to be shut out from life . 
like living in a prison, a prison of the 
mind !" The phrase ple�d her and 

she r e p e a t e d  it 
how folks with eye
sight reasoti. 

The fat woman 
who inhabited No. 
19, top floor, was 
whispering : " It's 
uncanny; I tell you ! 
Blind as a bat she·· is, 

Frau· Bunha11er, Old and 
Blind, Listened Reluctantly 
to th£ Boasting of That TaW� 
dry Don Juan· - and. Sa-w in 
Hjm What Wa.s Hidden from 

brightly. " A  prison 
of the mind." 

" Is it t r u e," 
asked the fat worn� 
an, " her husband 
left her a little in
surance ?'' 

tlte Seeing 
yet she makes the 
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" Indeed, yes. She 
told me so herself •. 
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Herr Bernhauer was a plumber. Died 
quite young, poor chap, leaving her 
everything. Of course, it wasn't much, 
which explains why Frau Bernhauer 
lives on here as general houseworker. 
It's remarkable what one can do if  one 
has to, isn't it ?" 

She clucked philosophically and the 
two women stood silently awhile, pan· 
dering the inscrutable ways of Des· 
tiny. At length the fat woman's voice 
became brisk, efficient. " Welt, I must 
run away now. My man will soon be 
home. \Ve're having Bratwurst for 
dinner. Mit Gott!" 

" Mit Gott. See you tomorrow." 
A door banged. The fat woman 

dragged herself up the ramshackle 
staircase, heaVing. She'd better watch 
out, Frau Bernhauer told herself. It's 
dark on the landing and she's apt to 
trip, not being very observant. A misw 
chievous smile played around the blind 
woman's mouth. Her strong, corded 
hands groped until they found the cat 
purring contentedly at her feet-a 
pcarlwgray Siamese cat. " Thc)r're funw 
ny, aren't they, Fritz i ?  They think bew 
cause one has nO eyes, one can't see. 
But one sees many things they'd never 
dream of. I ask you, my Fritzi, is there 
another woman in Innsbruck who can 
make a neater bed than I ?  Is there anw 
other woman in all Austria who can 
cook a tastier dinner ? No, Fritzi, you 
know very well there isn't." 

But the cat had slipped from be· 
tween her feet and was padding across 
the room. 

" What is it, Fritzi ? Is some one 
there ?" The ponderous front door 
opened abruptly. Jaunty footsteps tap
tapped along the hallway. " Ah, that 
will be Herr Marick. Later than usual. 
A woman's been keeping him, eh, 
Fritzi ? He's a queer one with his 
women !" 

The footsteps halted outside the 
door. A bold knocking, and before 
she could answer the fe.tlow was in 
the cent�;r of the room with an air of 
having seized ownershit> by virtue of 
his mere presence. " Cute Nacht, Frau 
Bernhauer. It's me, Marick." 

" Of course. I knew that." 
" You're sitting in the dark." 
" I  don't need light." 
" Oh, 1-1 forgot." 
" Turn on the light if you're uneasy 

in the dark." 
He was abashed, but only for a mG

ment. He pressed the light button. 
Frau Bernhauer knew why he had 

come. She knew, although he was toct 
self·centered, too stuffed with apprew 
dation of his own importance to real
ize it, a great deal about the dashin' 
boarder, the insurance salesman, Herr 
Heinrich Marick. Every evening he 
would visit her cubicle to spill out an 
unsavory mess of boasting and swag
ger. If he on.ly knew how he gave 
away his grubby, little soul through 
those confidences ! It  fascinated her in 
a way, this unconscious revelation of 
character. Like the others, he thought 
she couldn't see. He didn't realize that 
all the time she was judging. 

TONIGHT he would be full of hii 
latest conquest, this twowpenny 
Don Juan. With him women 

were a hobby and a vice. How he 
loved to babhle about them ! And alw 
ways to her. She understood that, too. 
She was old, blind, futile, a cipher. 
She was an ideal person to talk at. 
And Marick was of the breed wh() 
must crow to someone, no matter 
whom. 

But for once he surprised her. 
" Frau Bernhauer," he announced fat
uously, " you may congratulate nu:. 
I'm engaged to be married !" 
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Her knitting slipped fr.om her fin
gers.· Why did· this· .conventional news 
sendr a chill raGing down her spine ? 
" Mar.r:ied•?" she echoed, mastering 
herself.. " Mar.ried, Herr Marick ? But 
how . very nice ! Who-who's the 
lady?" 

" Don't think you know her, al
though she lives only thtee blOcks 
away at 3 Langasse. Frau Maria Luck
ini, fair, fat, forty - and a rich 
widow.'' 

He always spoke of women in this 
cavalier tone,- even the women he pro
fessed to love. Admittedly he ex·isted 
for women; at heart he despised them 
like-· a drug that had enslaved him. De
spised ? Too feeble. He loathed them 
�ith· pathological• fury. Frau Bern
bauer - o.ld,. worn, has-been, Frau 
Bemhauer-knew that He was what 
she•.had once heard a Viennese doctor 
call' a " psychological problem." Was 
it some disappointment in boyhood 
that poisoned him against the whole 
sex ? 

" Frau· L-uckini ? N·o, I don't know 
her-; But she's well"liked in the·neigh4 
borhood. Th'ey speak of her as pleas4 
ant and· happy·go-lucky." She tugged 
at Fritzi's fur and brought him to a 
sitting position at her feet. 

" 'Oh, she's all" right (The - callous· 
ness -of him ! To . tell her that ! Did, he 
think she had ·no womanly feelings ? ) .  
Husband was a railroad conductor. 
Lef-fher quite a pile. What a place she 
has ! Three rooms, modern, the finest 
things. And she simply adores me, 
Frau Bernhauer. Of course, thafs 
nothing

-
unusual. She's a little older 

than· I, you - understand-" 
" And how old are you, Herr Mar4 

ick?" 
" I ?  -I'Ill'---er--Qh, in my early thir4 

ties. She'-s forty·one, but one can't 
have everything."' 

She� smiled inwaFdlyl She, had- an· 
ticipated· ·the, 'vain, siUy lie. ltJ was so 
perfectly , in character. The man was 
thirty-seven!' if he was a day. She 
found, herself- feeling · very sorry for 
Frau Luckini. 

" This is the second time. you!ve 
been betrothed, isn't it, Herr: Marick ?'' 

" Why, yes, so it is. What ·a mem
ory you've got ! You're thinking of 
poor, little Hermine Seidl ?" 

That was the name. Hermine Seidl. 
She remembered well the sad story he 
had told her from time to time in scat4 
tered fragm�nts. He had been· living 
in Graz then, to the .-South. The girl 
-she was only 25-had been- be· 
trothed to Marick in I9JI .  A- few 
days before the wedding date she was 
found dead, suicided. The gas-jets in 
her .apar-tment were -on full force. No
body . seemed to have understood it. 
But there it was. . Who could under
stand tragedies like that"? 

" Well;" · said· Frau Bernhauer, 
" good luck, Herr Mar.ick, good Juck." 

" on; thank you-; Frau Bernhauer," 
he ·replied airily. He ·was : surveying 
himself in · the mirror. A smirk·o£ self
satisfaction split his face. Decidedly he 
was handsom� a · trifle on the short, 
heavy side,- but·his mouth was full and 
sensual, his- eyes blue and magnetic. 
If Ffau Bemhauer could have looked 
into those eyes she would have known 
then she was right about Heinrich 
Marick. 

Presently he withdrew.- Frau Bern
bauer sat a long time, absently strok
ing Fritzi·, trying to straighten out 
her turbulent thoughts .. 

II 

T'HREE. days after this• curious 
dialogue,.on· the- morning of July 
JI , 1935, George· Wiesenleitner, 

janitor of No. 3 Langasse, opened} to 
D S-I S 
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a frantic rapping on his bedroom door. 
It was Herr Marick, Frau Luckini's 
gentleman friend. 

" Come with me !" he pleaded in a 
voice shrill with panic. " Something 
must be wrong. Frau Luckini doesn't 
answer her door·bell-and there's a 
strong odor of gas I" 

" Gas ! Gott im Himmel!" 
The janitor raced down the corridor 

with Marick, panting, violently agi· 
tated, behind. He tore a skeleton key 
from the huge iron loop dangling at 
his side, thrust it through the keyhole 
of No. 7· He pi.tlled. At once the sick, 
dead odor of gas made them gag. 
Wiesenleitner crushed a handkerchief 
to his nose and signaled Marick to do 
likewise. Together they entered, jerked 
open the windows. One glance at the 
bed told them they were too late. The 
flaccid, plump form of Frau Luckini 
Jay asprawl across the counterpane. 
[-fer fingernails clawed the sheets, her 
staring eyes were glazed, bulging. 

" Gott !'' the janitor gasped, feeling 
suddenly nauseated. " She's dead l" 

" Dead !" echoed Marick inanely. 
Before the � fumes had escaped 

entirely the police arrived. After a su
perficial examination the medical- ex
aminer declared Frau Luckini had 
been dead at least eight hours. He 
fixed the time at about midnight. 
Asphyxiation, naturally. The kitchen 
gas-jets had been opened wide, the 
lethal fumes had filled the tiny bed
room in short order. 

Inspector Johann Fruehauf, of the 
Central Station, approached Marick 
and Wiesenleitner, who had been 
herded into the corridor along with a 
sprinkling of horrified lodgers. He 
addressed Marick in discreet, soothing 
tones. H Mein Herr, do you know any 
reason why this lady should have taken 
her life?" 

D 6-IS 

Marick swallowed hard. " My poor 
Maria, it was the pain. It could be 
nothing else. You see, she had stomach 
ulcers. It  was agony sometimes. She 
used to threaten-but I · n e v e r 
dreamed-" He faltered, apparently 
too full for words, his eyes misted 
over. 

The inspector turned to \Viesenleit
ner. " Did you know she was a sick 
woman?" 

" Ja, Herr Jnspektor, we all knew 
that, but no one ever suspected how 
bad it was." A sympathetic murmur 
from the lodgers. 

" Herr :Marick," the inspector pur
sued, " I appreciate your distress, but 
I must ask one or two questions. For 
the records, you understand." 

" I'm entirely at your service." 
" Will you give an account of your 

movements last night?" 
" Gladly. I was with my fiancee dur

ing the early evening. I left her to
wards 9 :30. She seemed a bit de
pressed, but I thought-you know-a 
woman's moods." He almost gave that 
sly, twisted smile of his, expressing so 
eloquently his contempt for the st:x, but 
he caught himself just in time. " I 
then joined some friends at a cafe, 
where we drank until past midnight." 
He gave the names of his friends, the 
location of the cafe. 

" How does it happen you are here 
at this hour?" 

1vlarick's eyes refilled. " We always 
had breakfast together. You see, I 
have to pass this house en route to my 
office. I'd stop by for a cup of coffee
and now, now she's gone. Why ? Why 
do such things have to happen? We 
would have been so happy together." 

The inspector waggled his head un
derstandingly. " There'll have to be an 
inquest, of course. But it's a foregone 
conclusion-suicide." 
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The medical examiner who had just 
emerged from the bedroom, closed his 
eyes solemnly. " Suicide," 

NEXT morning a new Heinrich 
Marick descended the stair
case of 47· Fraunhoferstrasse. 

Picturesque was the only word for 
him. He peacocked into Frau Bern
bauer's cubicle arrayed in a Tyrolese 
mountain-climbing outfit - a luscious, 
pea-green jacket, knee-length breeches, 
cocky hat crested by a pheasant plume. 
He looked somehow more youth£ ul, 
more jauntier than ever. 

" You've heard r' he asked the blind 
woman. 

Heard ? God, yes I All night she had 
tossed and twisted, seeing weird, 
lengthening shadows with her mind's 
eye, thinking s t r a n g e, trouWing 
thoughts. For a time she had feared 
she was going mad. 

" fa, Herr Marick, I know. You 
have my sympathy. A terrible trag
edy!" 

" Ach, that is life for you. Alive 
and happy today, tomorrow-" He 
made an expressive gesture. 

" I suppose you're on your way to 
the funeral?" 

" Alas, I can't go. They're burying 
her this morning, but I must, I simply 
must take a little holiday. I'm so up
set. A little mountain-climbing in our 
lovely Tyro.! will do me a world of 
good." 

This time Frau Bernhauer lost her 
exquisite self-control. She spluttered, 
choked. " But-but, surely, you-" 

" Come, come, Frau Bernhauer, one 
must be philosophical about these mat
ters. It was Fate. There's nothing I 
can do to bring her back. I've sent a 
wreath-an expensive one, too. Now 
I'm off to the mountains. I have a 
pressing engagement." 

There could be mistaking what he 
meant. He was going with a woman. 
Ah, it was too much. The man was 
inhuman ! 

" Auf wiedersehn, Frau Bernhauer. 
I shall be back in a week." And he 
was gone. 

Now Frau Bernhauer was fright
ened. For the first time she felt the 
full bitterness of her infirmity. She 
felt suddenly weak and helpless, just 
an old woman. What could she do ? 
Suspicions, intuitions, guesses, these 
were not things you could take to a 
level-headed police commissioner. But 
the name which had run through her 
head all night would not be denied. 
Hermine Seidl. Hermine Seidl. Herr 
Marick had talked too much. He had 
underrated her. But she knew. She 
knew ! 

All at once she saw what she must 
do. It sent her heart fluttering wild
ly, yet there was no alternative. The 
time was at hand for action. She 
would not, she could not, sit by pas
sively. She struggled determinedly to 
her feet. Her mouth was locked in 
fierce resolve. Painfu�ly she climbed 
the staircase, pail and mop in hand. 
She felt her way down the hall until 
she stood before Marick's door. She 
could barely breathe with the thought 
of the man who lived there. But she 
must be calm. She was lost other
wise. She could run no risk of dis
covery. Cautiously she rapped. " Herr 
Marick, are you in?" No answer. 
" I've come to clean." Silence. He had 
spoken the truth. He was gone. 

She entered and set down the pail 
and mop. First, she must make certain 
he had left town. If  he were to re
turn unexpectedly - she felt terror 
seizing her by the throat. She moved 
towards the closet, opened it and 
groped for his valises. There were 
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usually four. She could feel only 
three. She was safe. 

She knew every object in the room 
by touch. She would know if  there 
was anything unusual. But what ? 
\Vhat was she seeking? She didn't 
know. A phial, perhaps ? A bottle 
of  some sort ? Slowly, with infinite 
patience, she circled the room, touch
ing everything. As she neared the big 
bureau she smelled it distinctly-gas ! 
She went weak inside. · She flopped 
down on the bed. 

When she had recovered, she made 
straight for the bureau. The odor was 
coming from the top drawer. She 
wrenched it open, plunged in her 
hand. Her fingers closed over some
thing round and smooth and snake
like. A rubber t�be, about four feet 
long ! Such tubes arc used all over Eu
rope to feed gas from the pipe to the 
stove. She brought the mouth of the 
tube to her nose. The odor of  gas 
was overwhelming. 

A few moments later Frau Bern
hauer, dressed in her best Sunday 
gown, was standing on the stoop of 
47 Fraunhoferstrasse, hailing a taxi. 
When she heard an answering honk 
she beckoned to the driver. " The po
lice station, quick ! And you must help 
me. I'm quite blind !" 

III 

INSPECTOR FRUEHAUF re
ceived the quaking, old blind 
woman in his private office. Cour

teously he guided her towards a deep 
leather chair, and she collapsed into 
it. 

" And now, Frau Bernhauer, I'm 
listening." 

But it was hard for her to speak 
coherently. Bit by bit she gasped out 
her suspicions. She told the inspector 
all she knew of Hermine Seidl and 

Maria Luckini, of Marick's callous at
titudes, of his deep aversion to \VOmen. 
She related the thousand and one 
things she had reasoned out and pon
dered in the loneliness of her little cu
bicle. 

" I was near the dresser," she ex
p.lained as she approached the climax 
of her statement, " when I noticed the 
smell of gas." 

" Gas ?" said Inspector Fruehauf. 
" Yes, sir. It was nothing else." 
The inspector grinned good-na-

turedly. " My dear lady, I appreciate 
your efforts to assist justice, but may 
I ask why a piece of rubber tubing 
strikes you as suspicious ? Need I re
mind you that rubber tubing is a com
mon article in m a n y  European 
homes?" 

Frau Bernhauer clapped her hands 
together. " A cit, in my excitement I 
forgot to tell you. There is no gas 
cotmection in Herr Marick's room!, 

" What's that ? No connection ? 
Wait-1'11 go back with you myself !" 

" Griiss Go ttl" the old woman 
breathed reverently. 

I T was a busy week for Inspector 
Fruehauf. To begin with, he was 
beside himse.lf with curiosity to 

welcome Herr Marick back to Inns
bruck-personally. Since that gentle
man was pottering about the Austrian 
Tyrol, it. was thought advisable not to 
alarm him by dispatching a search 
party. Meanwhile, ther:e was plenty 
to keep the best medico-legal brains in 
Innsbruck occupied. 

The rubber hosing was treated for 
fingerprints. Three sets were developed 
-the inpector's, Frau Bernhauer's, 
and a third set, unidentified as yet. 
A study of Frau Luckini's bank ac
count yielded further interesting dig. 
coveries. On the morning of the trag-



116 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

edy Herr Marick, armed with power 
of attorney, had withdrawn his fian· 
cee's savings-J,OOO shillings, Her 
will named him sole heir to her other 
worldly possessions. A visit to the 
attorney who had executed the will 
revealed that in June of 1934, Marick 
had borrowed from the widow 8oo 
shillings, giving in return an I 0 U in 
whiCh he agreed to repay her within 
two years. As additional security he 
had left with his lawyer an insurance 
policy supposedly worth 2,000 shillings. 
Actually it was worth nothing. The 
premiums had not been paid for two 
years. 

There remained only to ferret out 
certain details of Herr 11arick's biog· 
raphy. Official records disclosed his 
birthplace as Hoetting, Austria, on 
May g, 1898. He had served iq the 
anny during the World VVar, and in 
1919 he married. There were two 
daughters. After seven years of fam· 
ily life, the Maricks split. 

As a youth, Marick had learned the 
trade of barber, but this was clearly 
no vocation fOJ his adventurous spirit. 
He became instead an insurance sales
man. His acquaintances in Hoetting 
testified that he was an ardent nature 
lover, doting on birds and flowers. He 
was known to have protested that he 
could not bear to injure an insect. 
Only women had drawn his hatred. 
He appeared to have made every ef
fort to be free of  them forever, but 
his lustful appetite had frustrated him 
again and again. Amid this biographi
cal data, Inspector Fruehauf found 
most interesting the story of Hermine 
Seidl and her tragic death. 

On August 8, at about 10 A.M., fol
lowing hours of intolerable suspense, 
an urgent telephone call was switched 
through to the inspector's desk. It was 
Frau Bernhauer's quavering voice. 

" He's back ! About half an hour. 
There are two young hussies with 
him." 

" Ah, thank you, dear lady. I shall 
be there at once. Let nothing alarm 
him." 

At 1 0  :30 Inspector Fruehauf, ac· 
companied by an officer, was knocking 
on Marick's door. He heard giggling 
and chattering and Marick's rich ten
or. He knocked again. 

" Come in, come in." 
Inspector Fruehauf tensed. He 

signed to the officer to wait outside and 
he entered. Marick was lolling on the 
bed, his arms encircling two cow-eyed 
girls. They wore shorts and alpine 
knapsacks were strapped to their 
backs. \Vhen Marick saw him he 
called out gaily : " Good morning, 
Herr Inspektor! I'll bet I know why 
you've come. It's about Frau Luckini 
again." The girls giggled. 

" That is correct, Herr Marick. 
There remains just one little matter 
which piques my curiosity. Why do 
you keep rubber tubing in your bu
reau?" 

l\·farick was unruffled. Apparently 
he intended to brazen it out. " Rub
ber tubing? My dear sir, I haven't the 
faintest idea what you're talking 
about." 

" No?" The inspector strode over to 
the bureau, jerked open the top draw
er. He f umb.led a moment among the 
shirts there. Then he flushed. There 
was no tube. 

" You see," said Marick, the picture 
of  virtue triumphant, " I'm afraid 
you've made an error. Howe\'er, no 
hard feelings. I won't hold it against 
you." 

The girls rose from the bed, gig
gling, nudging each other. · •  Well," 
the more bovine of the two announced, 
" guess we'll go now. Auf wcidersclm, 
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Herr Inspektor. Auf weidersthn� 
Heinrich." They tip-toed archly to
wards the door. 

The inspector was no foot Bitterly 
he resented being made to appear like 
one. He had a reputation for light
ning-quick thought in a crisis and such 
a crisis was at hand. The veins pulsed 
in his temples. He was as red as a beet. 
He had seen the tubing with his own 
eyes. He was positive Marick had no 
inkling of his visit. The man must 
have concealed it when he knocked. 
He saw the alpine knapsacks vanish
ing through the door. An inspiration ! 
Where else, .indeed ? He roared at the 
girls : " Stop where you are !" 

T
HEY wheeled around. Their 
grins turned to open-mouthed 
amazement, tlK:ir chins began to 

tremble. Inspector Fruehauf's hand 
dove roughly into one of the knapsacks 
and emerged gripping the rubber 
tubing. 

" Very clever, Herr Marick," he 
said contemptuously. 

The man on the bed was silent. His 
face had frozen into a grim mask. He 
\vas ashen. "Now, the �{iris were sob
bing. " We had · nothing to do with it.  
Honestly, we didn't. He must have 
slipped it in when we weren't looking. 
Oh, dear, what is going to become of 
us ?" 
" I believe you." He called through 

the door to the officer. " Accompany 
these young ladies to their homes. We 
may want to question them later." 

The officer saluted and led them 
away. 

" And now, Herr Marick," said the 
inspector, " the time has come for you 
and I to have a little conversation. To 
the station, if you please !" 

The " little conversation " lasted 
seven hours. Marick to.ld a hundred 

conflicting stories, denied, retracted, 
told more and more lies, slowly spun 
a web around himself from which 
there was no escape. And always the 
inspector spoke 'ourteously, softly, in 
that deadly monotone which was as 
comforting as a drop of water falling 
on Marick's head at regular intervals. 
Marick was sweating. He had 

ripped his collar open. His hair was 
matted and glistening. Towards eve
ning, his voice dropped to a hoarse 
whisper. " All right, give me paper 
and pen. I will write my confession." 

" That is  sensible, Herr Marick. It 
will save a great deal of bother in the 
end. Of course, you must suit yourself. 
As it is, I think I can tell you what 
happened. Correct me if I am wrong. 
On the evening of July 30 you man
aged to introduce into Frau Luckini's 
food or drink some drug. An ex
humation will undoubtedly reveal 
which one. You then left her, return
ing after midnight. Probably you had 
a key with which to let yourself in. 
You connected the rubber tubing with 
the kitchen jets and extended it into 
the bedroom, near Frau Luckini's bed, 
so that there could be no slip-up. After 
that you went home, leaving yon fi
ancee to her long slumber. 

" Next morning you let yourself in 
again, unseen by any one in the house, 
removed the tubing, locked the door 
again and summoned the janitor. Cor· 
rect?" 

" Yes." 
" And Hermine Seidl ? The same?" 
" Yes, yes ! I kiUed them because I 

didn't want to marry them." 
" And, quite incidentally, for gain?" 
" Yes." 
" Very well, Herr Marick. And now 

if you would care to put all this in an 
orderly form-" 

He shoved paper and pen towards 
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the suddenly aged, little Casanova. comes to trial. This is not a result of 
When he was done, Inspector Frue� procrastination on the part of Aus· 
hauf nodded to an officer standing by. trian justice. It is the result of the 
Marick rose unprotesting. " My con· little black note-book found in Mar
science is at ease now. I will go to the ick's room after his imprisonment. 
scaffold with courage. I will plead Henri Desire Landru, the French 
guilty." " Bluebeard " who insured his wives, 
On his way down the long corridor murdered them and disposed of their 

which led to the cell-block, Heinrich bodies in the furnace of his villa, had 
Marick passed a frail, bent, little old such a note-book. Landru entered 1 I 
lady. She was twisting a handkerchief names of women. l\Iarick entered 53,  
between her fingers. · She looked up. with their addresses, the dates and cit
Blind as she \vas, it is possible she cumstances of his relations with them. 
sensed his passing, for she stiffened. Fifty-one of those women, including 
He opened his rriouth to speak, but the ill-starred Maria Luckini and Her
checked himse.lf. How he had under- mine Seidl, have been accounted for. 
valued her ! She appeared all at once, Forty-nine are safe and sound in their 
despite her age and infirmity, like a homes. But there remain two women 
Goddess of Justice. who have long been missing. \Vhere 

are they ? 

H
EINRICH MARICK was in- Inspector Johann Frcehauf would 
dieted for the murder of Maria !ike to find the answer to that question 
Luckini one year ago. Another before the Innsbruck hangman erects 

year will probably pass before he his scaffold. 

Los Angeles Fights Fire and Arson 0 NE of the hardest things to prove is that a building has been set on 
fire with a criminal intent. In order to obtain evidence which would 
otherwise be lost, the Los Angeles police make use of the smoke which 

escapes from a building on fire. This smoke furnishes samples which are 
analyzed in the lahoratory to determine the presence of inflammable sub
stances such as alcohol or gasoline which might have been used for the pur
poses of arson. The charred residue of the building is examined, as usual, 
and it is also subjected to the ultra-violet ray machine in the search for evi
dence which would build up a case against persons who start fires in the 
hope of collecting insurance, or for other motives. 

-John Berry. 



Murder on My Mind 
By 

Cornell Woolrich 

THE alarm busted me 
wide open like a hand
grenade on the solar 

" H ow did you kftow the 

wrench wa• there?" 

The tin agony-box went 
into another tantrum, so I 
chopped my. muscle at it and 
clicked it off. " All right, 
so I'm up !" I groaned, 

plexus. 1 was into my shoes and pants 
before my eyes were open. Funny, I 
thought dazedly, 

" what more d'ya want?'' I went into 
the bathroom and scraped my kisser. 

when I looked down 
and saw them on 
me, how you can do 
things like that au
tomatically without 
knowing anything 
about it, just from 
long force of habit. 

A Dick Re11eals the Strange 
Truth about d Murder Case 
So UnbelieYable That Even 
His Best Frieud Thought 
That He'd Gone H�ywire 

119 

I felt like the morn-
ing-after the night
before, e y e s  aU 
bleary and w i t h 
shelves under them 
you c o u l d  have 
stacked a row of 
b o o k s  o n, a n d  
couldn't figure it. 
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Eight hours' sleep ought to be enough 
for anyone, and I'd hit the hay at 
eleven. Mattress must be no good, I 
thought, I better tackle Hatchet-face 
for a new one. Or maybe I've been 
working too hard, I ought to ask the 
cap for a leave of absence. Of the 
two of them, I would have much 
rather tackled him than her. 

She was going off like a Roman can
dle at Ephie, the colored maid, when I 
stepped out of my room into the batt. 
" Wide open !" she was beefing. " I tell 
you it was standing wide open, any
one could have walked in ! You better 
count the silverware right away, 
Ephedrine - and ask the roomers i f  
any of them are.missing anything from 
their rooms. We could have all been 
murdered in our beds-" Then she 
tamped me and added with a sniff, 
" Even though there is a detective 
lodging on the ground floor !" 

" I'm off-duty when I come back 
here at nights," I let her know. I took 
a look on both sides of the lock of the 
front door, which was causing all the 
commotion. " It hasn't been jimmied 
or tampered with in any way. Some
body in the house came in or \vent out, 
and forgot to dose it tight behind 'em, 
draft blew it open again-" 

" Just let me get my hands on 
them !" she vowed. " It's probably that 
no-account little showgirl who has the 
third-floor-back, traipsing in all hours 
of the morning-" 

I took a deep breath to get my cour
age up, and plunged. " Wonder if may
be you could change my mattress, must 
be Jumpy or something, I don't seem 
to be getting my right rest-" 

Right away she went into vocal py
rotechnics that would have put a 
Fourth of July at Luna Park to shame. 
It was the newest mattress in her 
house, she'd bought it only two years 

ago last fall; nobody else in the house 
seemed to find anything wrong with 
their mattresses; funny that a great, 
big man like me should. If  I wasn't 
satisfied with the accommodations at 
her boarding-house, maybe I knew of 
another that would suit me better. 
She wasn't making any money out of 
renting out her very best room far
and so on, and so on. This would have 
to be a IJOvel to quote her in full. 

She was still going strong by the 
time I was all the way down at the 
corner, flagging the bus for headquar
ters. I had sort of waived my request, 
so to speak, by withdrawing under 
fire. 

A call came in only about an hour 
after I got to headquarters, sent in 
by a cop on the beat. The cap 
sent me and Beecher over. " Fellow's 
been found dead under suspicious cir
cumstances. Go to 25 Donnelly Ave
nue, you two. Second floor, front." 

Riding over in the car Beecher re
marked : " You look like hell, Marq. 
Losing your grip ?" 

I said : " I feel like I've been 
dragged through a knot-hole. I'm 
gonua ask the Old Man for a leave o f  
absence. Know what's been happening 
to me lately? I go home and I dream 
about this stuff. Must be on my mind, 
it's starting to get me. You ever have 
dreams like that ?" 

" Nab," he said, and rapped the rim 
of  the wheel with his knuckles. " It's 
like a faucet with me, I turn it off and 
forget about it till next day. You used 
to be that way, too. Remember when 
we were both second-graders, the night 
that messy Scallopini case finally broke 
-how we both went to see a Donald 
Duck flicker, and you fell off your 
seat into the aisle just from laughing 
so hard ? That's the only way to be 
in this racket. VVhy don't you slow. 
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up a little, take it easy ? Hell, you've lay dead on the bed, in the most gro
got a good record, no use punishing tesque position imaginable. 
yourself too hard-" He was half-in and half-out of it. 

I NODDED and opened the door 
as we swerved in to the curb. 
" Just as soon as we find out what 

this thing is." 
Number 25 Donnelly Avenue was a 

cheap, yellow-brick flat. The cop at 
the door said : " Now, get away from 
here, you people. Move on. There's 
nothing to see." There wasn't, either 
-not from down there. " Them are 
the windows, up there," he said to us. 
Beecher went straight in without both
ering. I hung back a minute and 
looked up at them. Just two milky
glass panes that needed washing pretty 
badly. 

Then I turned and looked across at 
the opposite side of the street, without 
exactly knowing why. There was a 
gimcrack one-story taxpayer on the 
whole block-front over there, looked 
as if  it had been put up within the last 
year or so, much newer than this flat. 

" Coming?" Beecher was waiting 
for me in the automatic elevator. 
" What were you gandering at out 
there?" 

" Search me," I shrugged. I'd ex
pected to see a row of old-fashioned 
brownstone houses with high stoops, 
and then when I turned I saw a cheap 
row of modern shops instead. But I 
couldn't have told him why. I didn't 
know why myself, so I didn't tell him 
anything. It had been just reflex ac
tion on my part, I guess. 

A second cop outside the flat-door 
let us in. The first room was a living 
room. Nothing in it seemed to have 
been disturLed. Yesterday evening's 
paper was spread out on the sofa, 
where somebody had last been reading 
it. Beyond 'vas the bedroom. A guy 

One whole leg was still under the cov
ers, the other was touching the floor, 
toes stuck into a bedroom-slipper. The 
covers had been pitched triangularly 
off him, as i f  in the act of getting up 
out of bed. Apart from that, though, 
there were no noticeable signs of a 
struggle in here, any more than in the 
outer room. The window was open 
about an inch from the bottom, and 
the shade was down halfway. 

The guy's clothes were draped neat
ly across a chair, and his shoes were 
standing under it, side by side. There 
\vere three dol1ar-bills and a fistful of 
change standing untouched on the 
dresser, the way most guys leave their 
money when they empty their pockets 
just before retiring at night. It was 
just a room with somebody sleeping 
in it, apart from his distorted position 
and the look on his face. 

The examiner showed up a minute 
or so after Beecher and myself had 
got there, and while he was going over 
him we questioned the superintendent 
and a couple of the neighbors in the 
outside room. The guy's name was 
Fairbanks, and he clerked in a United 
Cigar store, and he was a hard-work
ing respectable guy as far as they 
knew, never drank booze, never chased 
chippies, never played the horses. He 
had a wife and a little girl in the coun
try, and while they were away for a 
two-weeks' rest he'd kept his nose to 
the grindstone, gone ahead baching it 
here in the flat. 

That was how he happened to be 
found dead. The couple in the flat 
across the hall had known him and 
his wife, and while she was away 
they'd been neighborly enough to have 
him in for coffee with them each 
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morning, so he wouldn't have to take 
it at a drugstore on his way to work. 
In the evenings, of  Course, he shifted 
for himself. They were both present, 
this couple, and they gave us all this 
at great length. 

She'd sent her husband over to 
knock on Fairbanks' door and find out 
·why he hadn't shown up yet ; they 
knew he opened his store at seven and 
it was nearly that already. Her hus
band rang the betl and pounded for 
fully five minutes, and couldn't get a 
rise out of Fairbanks. He knew he 
was in there, because the morning pa
per was still outside his door. He 
tried the door and it was locked on 
the inside. So he got worried and 
went down and got the super, and the 
super opened up with his passkey, and 
there he was-just as he was now. It 
was the super who had phoned in to 
US. 

Beecher said : " \Vhen was the last 
time you saw him ?" 

" Last night," the neighbor said. 
"' We all went to the movies together. 
We came back at eleven, and we left 
him outside of his door. He went in, 
and we went in our place-" 

I said : "  Sure he didn't go out again 
afterward?" 

" Pretty. sure. We didn't hear his 
door open any more, at least not while 
\Ve were still awake, and that was until 
after twelve. And it started teeming 
not long after we got in. I don't think 
he'd go out in that downpour !" 

I \VENT in the other room and 
picked up his shoes and looked 
close.ly at them. " No," I said when 

I came back, " he didn't go out, his 
shoes are dry." 

I looked in the hall-closet and he 
didn't own a pair of  rubbers. " If  he 
was murdered-and we'll know for 

sure in a few minutes-somebody came 
in here after you people left him out
side his door. The position of the body 
shows he didn't get up to let them in, 
they got in without his knowledge. 
That's why I wanted to know if  he'd 
gone out again. I thought maybe he'd 
left his door on the latch for a min
ute, just to go to the corner, and they 
slipped in during his absence, hid when 
he came back and waited unti.t they 
thought he was asleep to sneak out
only he woke up and the intruder killed 
him to prevent his raising an outcry. 

" But now that it seems he didn't 
go out at all a second time, I can't fig
ure it. The door hasn't been tampered 
with in any way, the living-room win
do\v is latched on the inside, the bed
room window is only open an inch ancl 
there's a safety-lock on it-and in any 
case there's no fire-escape nor ledge 
outside of  it." 

" Maybe a master-key was used,'' 
Beecher suggested. 

I asked the super : " How many keys 
do you give your tenants, just one or 
a pair of  duplicates ?" 

" Just one,'' he said. " We used to 
hand out two where there was more 
than one person to a family, but so 
many of 'em moved away without re
turning them that we quit that." 

" Then Fairbanks and his wife only 
had one, that right?" I went in and 
looked ; it was there big as life, along 
with the keys to his store. We tried 
it on the door just to make sure, and 
it was the right key. So he hadn't lost 
it or mislaid it, and it hadn't been 
picked up by anybody. 

Beecher took me aside and said, 
" Why you so set on murder? For all 
we know so far, it might have been a 
heart .attack, got him before he could 
struggle out of  bed to get help." 

" Didn't you see his face ?" I an� 
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swered. " There was violent death 
written all over it." 

The examiner came out, and we 
shipped the super and the coup.le out
side for the present. " Compound frac
ture of the skull," he said. " He was 
hit a terrific blow with some blunt ob
ject or instrument. Sometime between 
midnight and now, and he died right 
away. He had an unusually thin skull, 
and a fragment of it must have pierced 
his brain, because hardly any blood was 
shOO-hair's just a little matted, that's 
all. Good-bv." 

I called fhe Old l\bn on the phone 
and told him about it. " All right," 
he said. " You1re On the case, you two, 
stay with it." 

A minute later it rang back, and it 
was Fairbanks' company, wanting to 
know why he hadn't opened his branch 
store on time. 

" He was murdered early this morn
ing," I said. " How was his record 
with you people?" 

" Excellent. He's been working for 
us the past seven years, and he is-he 
was, I mean-a good man." 

" You check on your branch-clerks 
pretty often, don't you ? Ever hear o f  
his having any run-ins with anybody, 
customers or co-workers?" 

" He was well-liked by everybody, 
matter of fact was known by name to 
a great many customers of that par
ticular store. Couple years ago we 
shifted him to another location, and 
got so many inquiries that we put him 
right back again where he'd been. 
Sounds funny in a chain-store busi
ness, but everybody'd missed him and 
they \Vanted him back." 

I hung up and turned to Beecher. 
" Can you get a motive out Of this ?" 

" Nab," he said. " There's nobody 
living 'in a place like this with anything 

.worth taking. Even the little money 

he had in there wasn't touched. He 
had no enemies, and no bad habits." 

" Mistaken identity?" I offered. 
" Nuts !" he said. " I told you that 

you need a rest." 
" What do you suppose happened to 

the ' heavy, blunt instrument' doc men
tioned?" 

" Carried it out with him, I guess� 
whoever he was." 

P OOR Fairbanks, meanwhile, had 
had his picture taken and been 
carried out to his last rest. The 

fingerprint feUows had powdered 
everything they could, which wasn't 
much, and got ready to go, too, re
marking all they'd probably get ·was 
fifty-seven varieties of his own prints. 
The outside knob of the door was a 
total loss by now, touched by every
one who'd come in. Even the inside 
knob had been pretty well spoiled by 
the super coming out after he'd first 
found Fairbanks. 

I said, " Wait a minute !" and mo
tioned them back. I pointed to the 
ceiling. 

" So?" they kidded. " Want us to 
climb up on a ladder and dust those 
bulbs too ? 'Who do you think has been 
in here, Goliath?'' 

" They're lit, aren't they?" I said. 
" And they been lit ever since it hap-
pened. He was killed getting out of 
bed, and the switch is over by the door 
as you come in, so it was the kiiter 
turned 'em on last-and left 'em on. 
What's the matter with that little 
mother-of-pearl button over there ? 
You don't just blow at those things,to 
push them in." 

So they just gave each other a look 
and took that too. " Change jobs with 
you," they offered laughingly on their 
way out. 

" The one I've got now is even too 



124 DETECf!VE FICf!ON WEEKLY 

tough for me," I grinned. The way I 
felt, there was more truth than poetry 
in that ; my back ached from that 
damned mattress at Hatchet-face's 
boarding-house, and my eyelids felt 
like they were lined with lead. 

" I've got something !" Beecher 
called to me as the door closed behind 
them. " What time'd it rain last 
night?" 

" Search me. I didn't even know it 
did until I heard those people across 
the hall mention it." I went out to 
him. 

" It ought to be in here." He picked 
up the morning paper, the one that 
had been .left at the door, 'that Fair
banks had never lived to read. " Here 
it is, in a little box by itself. Started 
at eleven-forty-five and continued un
til after two-" He spanked the item 
with his fingernail. " Whoever it was 
killed him came in here between two4 
thirty and dawn." 

" Why not right during the rain ?" 
"· For pete's sake, Marq !" he said 

impatiently. " Use your eyes ! Don't 
vou see the little dab of dried mud here 
�n the carpet? Came off his shoes, of 
course. 'rVell, do you see any blurs from 
drops of water around i t ?  No. The 
nap of this cMpet is a cross between 
felt and cheap velour ;  it would have 
shown them up in a minute if there 
were any. 

" His clothes were dry, just his soles 
.had mud on them, probably under the 
arches, from someplace out in the 
street. He came in after the rain, most 
likely wasn't even out in it himself. 
Fairbanks' own shoes are slick as var
nish underneath, did you notice?" 

" I've got another," I said, crouch
ing down, chin to my knees. " Here, up 
against the threshold-board bet\veen 
this room and the bedroom. The board 
scraped it off as he trod across it. 

" Gee, I wish we could get the whole 
print !" he said wistfully. 

" \Vhaddya think this is ?" 
" I'm going to look outside," he said. 

" They haven't mopped the halls yet." 
\Vhile he was gone I found another 

little clot right beside the bed, show
ing where he'd stood when he banged 
Fairbanks. The pillows 'vere still in 
position, even though Fairbanks was 
gone, one showing a little rusty-brown 
sworl. I stood over the tiny dirt-streak 
on the floor, and swung my arm stiffly 
in an arc down on top of the pillow. 
It landed too far out, made no allow
ance, for the weapon, no matter how 
stubby it had been, would have hit him 
down near the shoulder instead of on 
top of the head. Then I remembered 
that he hadn't been flat on his back 
but had already struggled up to a sit· 
ting position, feeling for his slippers 
with one foot, when he'd been hit. 

I kept my eye on an imaginary point 
where his head would have been, sit
ting up, and then swung-and there 
was a space of about only two or three 
inches left between my clenched fist 
and the point. That space stood for 
the implement that had been used. 
What the hell could be that short and 
still do that much damage? 

II 

I HEARD Beecher whistling up for 
me from down below the windows, 
and chased down. " I've got one !" 

he yelled jubilantly. " A honey-per
fect from heel to toe ! Just look at it ! 
I can't swear yet it was made by the 
same guy, but I'm certainly not pass� 
ing it up." He turned to the cop who 
was with him. " Phone in quick and 
tell 'em to send somebody over with 
paraffin and get this \" 

It was a peach, I had to admit that 
myself. There was a cement sidewalk 
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along the whole length of the flat, but 
between it and the building·line there 
was a strip of  unpaved earth about 
three yards wide, for decorative pur
poses originally, although now it didn't 
even bear grass. The sidewalk bridged 
this sod across to the f rant door, and 
it was in one of the two right-angles 
thus formed that the footprint was set 
obliquely, pointed in toward the build
ing. 

" Don't y' see what happened?" 
Beecher babbled. " He came along the 
sidewalk and turned in toward the 
door, but instead of staying on the ce
ment he cut the corner short, and one 
whole foot landed on the soggy ground. 
Left foot. It wasn't made after day
light by any milkman, either, the 
ground was already too dry by then ; 
it was within an hour after the rain. 
Notice how deep it goes in ? The 
groWld was still plenty squashy. I'd 
like to bet this is our guy !" · 

" I'm on your end of the dough," 
I nodded, scanning it on my heels. 

" And is it a beaut I Look at that
rubber-heel worn down in a semicircle 
at the back, steel cleat across the toe ; 
man, it has everything but the guy's 
initials !" He grabbed me by both bi
ceps and gave me a squeeze in his en
thusiasm. That was one nice thing 
about teaming with him, the gusto he 
could work up ; each case that came 
along, he acted like it was his first case. 
I'd been that way myself until just the 
last week or so-

We hung around until they'd greased 
it and filled it with paraffin, and we 
were sure we had it. They also took 
microscopic specimens of the dried 
mud from the rooms upstairs, and 
some of this soil down here around 
the print, for the laboratory to work 
over. 

" Good tall guy, and pretty hefty, 

too," Beecher decided. " It's a ten-and
a-half," he rolled up the tape-measure, 
" and pushed down good and hard by 
his weight, even though the ground 
was wet. The worn-down heel shows 
he carried around a load on top of his 
legs, too." 

" About my height and build, then," 
I ruminated, rubbing my chin, " if you 
can depend on measurements built up 
like this from a foot-size." He only 
came up to my shoulder. " I take a 
ten-and-a-half myself." I started to 
lift my left foot off the cement, to 
match it against the impression, but he 
turned and went in without waiting, 
so I changed my mind and went after 
him. After all, I didn't have to make 
sure at this late day what size shoe I 
wore. 

" Well, we've got a little something, 
any�ay," he was saying cheerfully on 
the way up. " We've narrowed it down 
to a guy "-he glanced at me-" ap
proximately six-one or over and be
tween one-eighty and two-twenty or 
thereabouts. At least we can .skip all 
shrimps and skinny guys and such. It 
ought to be a pushover, don't you 
think, to track down those shoes to 
some repair-shop as soon as the mold's 
hardened enough to get a plaster of 
paris cast from it?" 

" Yeah, a six or eight months' push
over," I remarked morbidly. 

" I don't think you're eating right," 
he said flippantly. 

I told him about the arm-measure
ment I'd taken stand-ing beside the head 
of the bed. I repeated the thing for 
him ; he couldn't try it out himself be
cause his arms weren't .long enough. 

" Naturally, his arms might have 
been a good deal shorter than mine, 
but big feet usually mean long arms. 
With just two, three inches to spare, 
what else could it have been but the 
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butt of a gun ? Held right up close 
to the handle." 

" If just one blow from that could 
kill him, doc must've been right, he 
�ure did have a thin skull. Let's go 
over the place right, we haven't half
started yet-" 

He ,began yanking open dra,vers in 
the dresser ; I went out into the other 
room again, suddenly turned off to one 
side and went toward the steam-radi
ator, reached down between it and the 
wall and pulled up a wrench. 

" Here it is I" I yelled. " I've got it !" 

HE came in and saw what it was 
and where it had come from. 
He took it and looked at it. We 

both could see the tiny tuft of hair im
bedded between its tightly-clamped 
jaws, the bone-splinters--or were they 
minute particles of scalp ?-adhering 
to the rough edge of  it. 

... You're right, Marq," he said al
most breathlessly, " this is i t !"  And 
then he wasn't looking at it any more, 
but at me. " How did you know it was 
there ? You couldn't have seen it from 
here. You went straight toward it. 
How did you know where to find it ?" 

I just stared at him helplessly. " I 
don't know," I said. " I  wasn't think
ing what I was doing for a minute, I 
went over toward it sort of uncon
sciously, and-and there it was." I 
took it back from him and .looked down 
at it. Suddenly it slipped from my 
grasp and hit the carpet with a dull 
thud. I passed the back of my hand 
across my forehead sort of dazedly. 
" I  don't know," I said again. 

" Marq, you're all in-for pete's 
sake, go home and catch a nap ! The 
hell with how you happened to find it 
-you found it, that's all that matters ! 
Probably the superintendent's-let's 
have him in again." 

He went to the outer door. I shook 
myself-physically, like a terrier-and 
snapped out of it. The super came back 
with Beecher and identified it unhesi
tatingly as his own. He had a straight
forward story to tell, as far as that 
went. He'd been in here with it one 
day tinkering with the radiator-that 
had been months ago, in the Spring, 
before they turned the heat off-and 
had evidently left it behind and for
gotten about it. 

" Does that make it look bad for me, 
gents ?" he wanted to know anxiously. 

" It could," Beecher said gruffiy, 
" but we're not going to let it." The 
super was a scrawny little runt, 
weighed about a hundred-thirty. He 
wouldn't have had to come in from 
outside the building at three in the 
morning and trail mud all oyer the 
place either. " Don't worry about it." 
Beecher jerked his thumb at the door, 
for him to go. 

" Wait a minute," I said, stopping 
him, " I'd like to ask you a question 
-that has nothing to do with this." 
I took him OYer by the window with 
me and squinted out. " Didn't there 
used to be a row of  old-fashioned 
brownstone houses with high stoops 
across the way from here ?" 

" Yeah, sure, that's right !" he nod
ded, delighted at the harmless turn the 
questioning had taken. " They pulled 
them down about a year ago and put 
up that taxpayer. You remembered 
them ?" 

" No," I said slowly, very slowly. I 
kept shaking my head from side to 
side, staring sightlessly out. I could 
sense, rather than see, Beecher's eyes 
fastened anxious.ly on the back of my 
head. I brushed my hand across my 
forehead again. " I don't know what 
made me ask you that," I said sort of 
helplessly. " How could I remember 
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them, if I never saw them be-?" I 
broke off suddenly and turned to him. 
" Was this place, this street out here, 
always called Donnelly Avenue?" 

" No," he said, " you're right about 
that too. It used to be Kingsberry 
Road, they changed the name about five 
years ago, why I don't know-" 

T HE name clicked, burst inside my 
head like a star-shell, lighting up 
everything. I hit myself on the 

dome with my open hand, turned to 
Beecher across the super's shoulder, 
let out my breath in relief. '! No won
der ! I used to live here, right in this 
same building, right in this same fiat 
-2 5 Kingsberry Road. Eight years 
ago, when my old lady was still alive, 
Cod bless her I It's been bothering me 
ever since· we got out of the car an 
hour ago. I knew there was something 
familiar about the place, and yet I 
couldn't put my finger on it-what with 
their changing the street·name and 
tearing down those landmarks across 
the way." 

Beecher didn't act particularly inter· 
ested, for which I couldn't exactly 
blame him ; all that had nothing to do 
with what had brought us here today. 

" I suppose this thing's spoiled as far 
as prints go," he said, indicating the 
wrench. " You wrapped your hand 
around it when you hauled it up." 

" Yeah, but I grabbed it down at the 
end, not aU the way up near the head 
the way he held it. He must have held 
it up there, foreshortened ; the mud 
shows where he stood." 

" We'll send it over to 'em anyway. 
Peculiar coincidence, Fairbanks must 
have come across it behind there and 
left it lying around out in the room 
intending to return it to our friend 
here, then this unknown party comes 
in, whacks him with it, and on his way 

out drops it right back where it had 
been originally. Funny place to drop 
it." 

" Funny thing to do altogether," I 
said. " Walk into a place, bean a guy 
dead, turn around and walk out again 
without touching a thing, absolutely no 
motive that I can make out." 

" I'm going to run this wrench over 
to the print·men," he said. " Come on, 
there's nothing more we can do around 
here." 

In the car he noticed the lo�g face 
I was pulling. " Don't let it get you," 
he said. " \Ve'll crack this thing yet, 
we haven't even begun. Might get 
something out of his frau ; she'll be 
in from the country this evening. 
Everyone I've spoken to so far has giv
en her A· I references, but there might 
be some guy in the background had his 
eye on her, that's always an angle. De· 
pends just how pretty she is, be able 
to tell you better after I get a look 
at her." 

" I don't agree," I said. " The guy 
would have tried to cloak it with a 
fake robbery·motive to throw us off 
the track. He'd know that _leaving it 
blank this way would point twite as 
quick to a jealousy·motive-" I broke 
off short. " What's the idea?" 

We'd pulled up in front of  Hatchet· 
face's rooming house. 

" G'wan, get out and get in there," 
he said gruffly, unlatching the door and 
giving me a push. " You've been dead 
on your feet all day ! Grab a half
hour's snooze, and then maybe we'll be 
able to get some place on this case. 
See you over at headquarters later-" 

" Wouldn't that look great when the 
Old Man hears about it!" I protested. 
" Going to sleep right in the middle of 
a job--" 

" The case' II still be there, I'm not 
swiping it from you behind your back," 



128 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

he grinned. " This way you're just 
holding the two of us back. They'll 
probably have the prints and the mud 
and the plaster-cast ready for us by 
the time you show, we can find out 
for sure about that footprint down
stairs-" 

H
E drove off and cut my half
hearted squawks short. I turned 
and went up to the door, fum

bled for my key, stuck it wearily in 
the lock-and the door wouldn't open ! 
I jiggled it and wiggled it and prodded 
it-and no soap, nothing doing. 
" What'd the old girl do," I thought 
resentfutly, " change the lock without 
telling anybody, because she found it 
standing open this morning?" So I 
had to ring the bell, and I knew that 
meant a run-in with her. 
It did. The scene darkened and there 

was her face in the open door. " Well, 
Mr. Marquis ! What did you do, lose 
your door-key? I haven't got a thing 
to do, you know, except chase up and 
down stairs all day opening the door 
for people when they have perfectly 
good latchkeys to use !" 
" Aw, pipe down," I said irritably. 

" You went and changed the lock-" 
" I did no such thing !" 
" W e.U, you try this, then, if you 

think it's perfectly good." 
She did, and got the same result I 

had. Then she took it out, looked at 
it. Then she glared at me, banged it 
down into my palm. " This isn't the 
key I gave you ! How do you expect 
to open the door when you're not using 
the right key at all ? I don't know 
where you got this from, but it's not 
one of the keys to my house. They're 
all brand-new, shiny ; look how tar· 
nished this is-'' 
I looked at it more closely, and I 

saw that she was right. If I hadn't 

been half-as.leep just now, I would have 
noticed the difference myself in the 
first place. 

III 

I START ED going through my 
pockets there, under her eagle eye, 
feeling-and looking-very fool

ish. The right one turned up in one of 
my vest-pockets. I stuck it in the door 
and it worked. 
Hatchet-face wasn't one to let an 

advantage like this pass without mak
ing the most of it. Not that she needed 
much encourage"ment at any time. She 
closed the front door and trailed me 
into the hall, while I was still wonder
ing where the hell that strange key had 
come from. " And-ahem-! believe 
you had a complaint to make about 
your mattress this morning. Well, I 
have one to make to you, young man, 
that's far more important I" 
" What is it ?" I asked. 
She parked a defiant wrist on her 

hip. " Is it absolutely necessary for 
you to go to bed with your shoes on ? 
Especially after you've been walking 
around out in the mud ! I'm trying to 
keep my laundry-bills down, and Ephie 
tells me the bottom sheet on your bed 
was a sight this morning, all streaked 
with dried mud I If it happens again, 
Mr. 11'1arquis, I'm going to charge you 
for it. And then you wonder why you 
don't sleep well ! If you'd only take the 
trouble of undressing the way peop.le 
are supposed to--" 
" She's crazy !" I said hotly. " I  

never in my life- 'Vhat are you trying 
to tell me, I'm not housebroken or 
something?" 
Her reaction, of course, was instan· 

taneous-and loud. " Ephedrine! ' ' 
she squalled up the stairs. " Ephe
drine ! V/ould you mind bringing down 
that soiled sheet you took off Mr. Mar· 
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quis' bed this morning! I'd like to 
show it to him. It hasn't gone out 
yet, has it?" 

" No, ma'm," came back from up
stairs. 

I kept giving Hatchet-face a funny 
kind of look while we stood there wait
ing. She couldn't get what it was, I 
suppose; no wonder she couldn't. She 
wasn't used to getting that kind of  a 
look, not from me. There wasn't any 
anger or dislike in it, it was the kind 
of look a person gives another when 
they're asking fOr help, when they're 
floundering around and they want 
somebody to give them a hand, even 
i f  it's only by way of  a word of ex
planation. Yet how could she ? 

I also knew, long before Ephie hit 
the bottom step with the bundled-up 
sheet under her arm, that she was tell
ing the truth. She was loud-mouthed 
and a holy terror, but she wouldn't lie 
about a thing like that. She was a 
righteous person, according to her 
lights. And yet how could it be so ? 
I distinctly recalled pulling off my 
shoes the night before when I was turn� 
ing in. 

I remembered sitting on the edge 
of the bed, dog-tired and grunting, and 
doing it. Remembered how the im� 
petus had thrown one a short distance 
awav and it had fallen over on its side 
and 

·
I'd left it there. The thing came 

back clear as a snapshot. 
That peculiar feeling I'd had all 

morning over at the Fairbanks fl.�t 
came back again. As though there 
was some kind of knowledge hidden 
just around the corner from me, and 
Yet I couldn't seem to turn that corner 
in my own mind. It kept dancing out 
of  reach. 

Ephie and she spread out the sheet 
bet ween them, as if they were going 
to catch someone jumping down from 

upstairs. " Just look at that !" Hatchet
face proclaimed. " That was a clean 
sheet, put on fresh yesterday morning! 
I suppose you'll stand there and try to 
teU me-" 

I DIDN'T try to tell her anything. 
I was the one wanted to be told, 
wanted to know in the worst way, 

worse than on any case I'd ever been 
assigned to. 

But I wasn't listening. I'd just re� 
membered something e.lse, that had 
nothing to do with this sheet-business. 
Something that hit me sickeningly like 
that wrench must have hit poor Fair
banks. 

I had a flash of myself the previ
ous Sunday night, that was the night 
before last, rummaging through an old 
valise for something, finding a lot of 
junk that had accumulated in my· pos� 
session for years, discarding most of 
it-but. saving a tarnished door�key, 
because I couldn't remember where or 
what it was from, and therefore I fig
ured I'd better hang onto it. I'd slipped 
it into my vest�pocket-

They must have both seen my face 
get sort of white ; I could tell by theirs, 
.like in a couple of mirrors. Ephie's 
openly showed sympathy. Even 
Hatchet-face sort of  shut up and re
lented a little. As though I gave a hoot 
about having spoiled one of her sheets 
for her, as though that was what was 
troubling me ! 

" I'll be right back," I said, and left 
the house abruptly, left the street-door 
standing wide open behind me. I threw 
up my arm at the first cab that came 
along, and got in. 

He took me back to 25 Donnelly 
Avenue like I'd told him to. It was 
still light out, light enough to see by. 
I got out and went slowly across the 
sidewalk like a man 'valking to his 
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doom, and stopped there by that foot
print Beecher had found. It was pretty 
well effaced as far as details went, but 
the proportions were still there, the 
length and :widt� of it if nothing else. 
I raised my left foot slowly off the 
cement and put it down on top of it. 
Then I had to put out my arm and 
hold myself steady against the wall 
of the building-and even so I started 
.leaning more and more toward it, 
slumping, until the cab-driver m:l<le 
a move to get out and come over to 
n1e. 

It matched like only a print can 
match the foot that's made it. I took 
my foot off it after awhile and turned 
it bottom up and l<?Oked at it dazedly. 
The cleat across the toe, the rubber
heel worn down · in a semi-circle at 
the back. I only did one thing more 
before I called up Beecher at head
quarters. I went upstairs to the locked 
Fairbanks flat and took out the key that 
I'd fOtmd in my valise two nights ago, 
that I'd mistakenly used on the room
ing-house dOor a little while ago. It 
opened the flat, the door fell back with
out a squeak in front of me. 

I didn't go in. I took it out and 
closed the door again and went down 
and phoned Beecher from a pay-sta
tion. '' Come over to my place," I said, 
and I hung up. Just those few words. 

I was waiting for him there when he 
showed up. I had the soiled sheet in 
the room with me. He found me sit
ting there staring at the wall. " Was 
that you ?" he said incredulously. " You 
souaded like the chief mourner at 
somebody's funer-" 

" Beecher," I said hoJlowly, " I think 
I killed that guy Fairbanks. I think it 
was me who went there last night-" 

He nearly yelped with fright. " I  
kneW this was coming ! You've finally 
cracked from overwork, you've gone 

haywire. I'm goin�r out and f'Ct a doc
tor i" 

I SHOWED him the sheet. I told 
him about the key, about measur
ing the footprint. My teeth start

ed chattering. " I woke up dead this 
morning and couldn't remember put
ting my pants on, they were all wrin
kled. I know now that I'd been sleep
ing in them. The street-door here in 
this house was found standing open 
first thing this morning before anyone 
was up yet. It was me went out and 
came in again in the early hours. 
There were mud-tracks in my room 
here, and yet the first time I went to 
bed it hadn't even begun to rain yet, 
my shoes were dry. I .used to Jive in 
that same flat he did. 

" It was me that went there last 
night-didn't you notice how I found 
that wrench, went straight toward i! 
without knowing why, this morning ?'" 
I ducked my face way down over my 
knees and groaned. " Poor guy. With 
a wife and kid. He'd never harmed 
me. I'd never even seen him before. 
I told you I've been dreaming lately 
about the cases we've tackled. 

" I must have found my way there 
in my sleep, with crime on my mind, 
all because I used to live there long 
ago--found him there, mistaken him 
for an intruder in my room, and 
slugged him with a monkey-wrench 
right in his own bed�without waking 
up." I shivered. " I'm the guy we've 
both been looking for all day, I'm the 
guy-and I didn't even know it !" 

He poured me a drink, and he had 
one himself. He opened the door and 
looked out in the hall, and closed it 
and came back in again. His hand 
dropped clumsily onto my shoulder. 
" Kid," he said, " I'd give my eye-teeth 
if I could laugh at you and tell you to 
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forget it, that you were crazy-" He 
killed his drink, made a face like it 
tasted rotten. " But I can't, not now 
any more. The only prints would 
come off the wrench, the light push· 
button, were yours-yours and Fair
banks'. 

" The ones near the head of the 
wrench, where the killer actually held 
it, matched the ones lower down the 
handle, which I knew to be yours. It 
didn't hook up, until now that 1 came 
here and heard what you just told me, 
because-well, I figured you were 
groggy this morning and might have 
been careless handling things while we 
were there, messed up the clues with
out meaning to. And-" he said this 
slowly, like he hated to--"I already 
dug up the shoe repair shop which put 
those cleats on. It wasn't hard, there 
aren't many people use them, there 
aren't many people take that size shoe. 
It was the first shop I hit, right on the 
corner below headquarters. I intended 
working my way from there until I'd 
CO\'ered every shop in town, but I 
didn't have to. 

" He reco.gnized my description. 
He'd only done one job like that in 
the past six months. He knows you by 
name. Mr. Marquis from headquar
ters. He remembered you told him you 
only own one pair of shoes at a time, 
you had to sit in one of the little stalls 
in your socks while he hurried the job 
through. 

" I cursed you out a little when I 
heard that. I thought of course you 
made the print right after you first 
got there with me this morning, in spite 
of what I'd said about the ground al
ready being too dry by that time." 

" What's the score?" I choked, my 
fist against my mouth. " You see how 
your side of it fits in with my side, 
you see how it must be, has to be, 

the only possible thing that could have 
happened. You see how there's no get
ting away from it. I don't remember 
it even yet, but there're all these things 
that prove it to me. I walked there 
and back in my s.leep-with my eyes 
wide open. You're my friend, help me. 
\Vhat's the answer ? What am I gonna 
do ?" 

" I'll tell you what you're gonna· do, 
I'll tell you what the answer is," he 
said in a harsh undertone, leaning over 
me. " You're gonna shut up and for
get what you've told me-every word 
of it. I've forgotten what you've said, 
get me ? You haven't told me a thing ! 
Now see that you forget it too-" 

I took a long time answering. He 
stood there looking out the window o f  
my room at nothing, brooding, feeling 
as bad as I did. I sat there looking 
down at the floor, between my hands, 
hugging my face. I'd killed a man with
out meaning to. I'd killed a man with
out even knowing it. Though my mirtd 
hadn't been with me, in the eyes of 
the law it was I who had done it. 

I stood up and put on my hat. 
" Coming?" I said quietly. He saw 
that there was no use arguing with me. 
He tried to dissuade me for the last 
time just outside the door of the Old 
!\fan's office, down at headquarters·. 

" Do you want me to. feel sorry all 
my life ?" I said. " Let me get it off 
my mind. Many a guy I've dragged 
across this silt at the end of a bracelet. 
It's my turn now.'' I knocked. 

He looked at me for a minute, and 
then he said : " I  felt sorry for you 
when you first spilled it to me. I don't 
nnw any more. I'm proud of \· O l l .  
Marq, and glad to be your friend. You 
may walk in your sleep, but you're a 
man. It'll be all right, the Old Man'l.l 
kO'Ow what to do. Let's go inside." 

I opened the door .and we went in. 
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Civil Service Q & A 
By " G-2 " 

Could You Qualify as-
Special Agenr (G-Man) 
Seaer SerYice Operative 
POSI Office Inspector 
Custonu Patrol 
Jmmigntion Patrol 
Anti-Narcotic Agent 
Parole Inveltigator 

Priwn K..-epu 
huefnal Revenue Ageua 
Akohol Tax Agenr 

This d�partment will gi't'� 
you e'llery week typical 
questions osked in ciYil 

sen,ice examinations. 

'Traffic Control 

T HE tremendous growth of the auto
mobile industry has given employ� 
ment to thousands of persons in city, 

state and federal service. The regulation 
of motor traffic requires traffic )XIlicemen 
and motor vehicle inspectors, while the use 
of the motorcar in all branches of public 
service necessitates the employment of 
competent chauffeurs and motor mechanics. 
In the more progressive communities, these 
jobs are filled by civil service tests; in all 
cities where civil service applies to police 
jobs the test for patrolman must be passed 
before a man may become a traffic police� 
man. Today, in many cities, patrolmen 
are required to take a course in scientific 
traffic control before they are assigned to 

Poli« Patrolmea 
Police Ddero
PolicewomaD 
Fingerprint Expert 
Sc:ate Trooper 

Crime Prevet�tloo 
InvestiptOI' 

Prob.tion Oftica. 
Criminologisc 
Police Radio E..:pert 

_j 
knowledge of motorcar construction but 
also requires that the motor vehicle idspec· 
tor possess certain police .ability. Almost 
every month during the course of a year 
some state holds tests for motor vehicle in
spectors. The test which is

' 
reproduced 

below was given in 1935 to 300 applicants 
for the position of motor vehicle inspector 
-whose duties are to examine applicants 
for chauffeurs' and operators' licenses. In 
all state civil service tests, qu_estions are 
submitted which call for a knowledge of lo
cal motor vehicle laws. Applicants for 
these tests should make a study of the mo
tor vehicle laws in effect in their states. In 
a general way the test here given shows 
what is required of candidates. 

TEST FOR MOTOR VEHICLE IN� 
SPECfORS 

Q t-Who is liable for any breach of the 
law when giving or receiving instructions 
in the operation of a motor vehicle-the 
instructor or the pupil? Answer -······ . 

Q 2-What is reckless driving? Answer 

traffic duty. Q 3-What are the rights of any per-
The control of motor vehicles is a func- sons arrested for any violation of law? 

tion of state governments, and, in most Answer -·--····· 
�tates, registration of motorcars----their in· Q 4-Read the following description of 
spection and the licensing of drivers-is an automobile accident and then answer 
handled by state motor vehicle bureaus. the five questions below. Take no more 
The work involved calls not only for a than five minutes to study this statement 
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of facts: " Saturday noon, about 1 2 .30 
P.M., Mr. J. P. Smith of 294 Steele Road, 
this city, was en route to the Bull Coun
try Chili in his car, a large Studebaker se
dan driven by his colored chauffeur, James 
Jackson. At the corner of First Avenue 
and Derby Street, Smith's car was struck 
by a Ford truck coming east on Derby 
Street, and thrown against a touring car 
headed west on Derby Street. Smith was 
badly injured and rushed to the hospital in 
an ambulance where it was said he had a 
slight concussion of the brain and was bad
ly cut by flying glass, but would recover. 

" Mr. A. V. Funk, who is well known 
in this community as donor of the Funk 
Memorial Playground at 16th and Florida 
Streets, was riding with Smith, but aside 
from a bad cut in the forehead, which was 
attended by a physician who happened to 
be near the scene of accident, he was un· 
injured. Smith's chauffeur was pinned 
against the steering wheel, but upon being 
extricated with considerable difficulty, he 
appeared to be unhurt. B. C. Murphy, 
driver of the open delivery truck for Brown 
and Company (which truck was partly 
loaded) ,  was t.brown heavily to the ground 
and momentarily stunned into unconscious
ness. He soon revived, however, and re
fused medical aid. No one in the third 
car was injured. 

" An eyewitness gives the following ver
sion of the accident. A Mt. Pleasant trol
ley car was halted at the southwest comer 
of First Avenue and Derby Street when 
Smith's car came up behind it and stopped 
while passengers entered the trolley. As 
the trolley started slowly forward, the driv
er of Smith's car drove by with a lunge. 
The delivery truck with its load of coal, 
coming east out of Derby Street at the 
same time, started across First Avenue in 
front of the trolley. Neither the driver of 
the sedan, nor the driver of the truck, could 
see each other because of the trolley be
tween them. They both shot out in front 
of the trolley without a chance of avoiding 
the crash. The car coming west on Derby 
Street had stopped to permit the trolley to 
pass in front of it, and was, therefore, in 
almost direct line with the other two when 
they hit. The big sedan was thrown 
against the third car which probably pre
vented the sedan from being overturned." 

Having studied the above for not more 

than 5 minutes, answer the following ques
tions without referring to the above state
ment: 

(a) Which victim of the accident was a 
prominent citizen in the community and 
why? Answer ·····-······ 

(b) Did the truck have a full load, and 
of what did it consist? Answer -·---·· 

(c) How many, and which persons re
ceived cuts in the accident? Answer ---······ 

(d) What indicates the general extent 
to which the sedan was damaged? An
swer .....•..... 

(e) Which motor vehicle had the right 
of way, and what good reason could the 
other driver give for disregarding that 
right? Answer ·····--· 

Key answers are given below. 

A POLICE CHAUFFEUR TEST 

In a number of medium-sized Pacific 
Coast cities, special tests have been given 
for the position of motorized patrol wagon 
driver, a job which is classified as a civilian 
occupation to distinguish it from the job 
of patrolman. With the increasing use of 
motorcars in all branches of police work, 
it is likely that tests like the one given be
low will be encountered. 

Q t-Spelling. Pick out and spell cor· 
rectly the misspelled words in the follow
ing: (a) She kneeded the dough; (b) The 
car was condemmed; (c) The scissor 
would not cut; (d) He lived in a palacial 
house; (e) The driver was hurt in a colis
sion. 

Q 2-Composition. Rewrite the follow
ing, correct all misspelling, and put the 
statement into bette'r form: '' The car was 
coming down Austin Buloil.vard when it 
viered to the right and hit an electrial com
panies pole. It was driven by a man 
named Halloway. The accident could have 
been avoided if Hollaway had been sobor. 
It was a Ford. Halloway lives at x6 Cur
tin Avenue. The aciddent happened at 6 
o'clock just after Holloway left a restau
rant where he had breakfast and some 
drinks." 

Q 3-Mat!tematics. (a) A newspaper 
carrier is paid 90 cents a day and he asks 
you how long it will take him to earn 
$2.70 at his daily rate of pay. (b) A real 
estate man bought a number of houses for 
$s,ooo and resold them for $7,5oo, netting 
himself a profit of $ 1 2 5  on each house. He 
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sold --� houses. (c) Some battleship 
linoleum is required for the station house 
looker room which is 8 yards long and 2 }4 
feet wide. The sergeant orders a piece 8 
yards long, 2 }1:1: feet wide, and then directs 
you to find out what will be the total cost 
of the linoleum at Is cents a square foot. 
(d) You are ordered to drive your patrol 
so per cent faster, and you immediately 
step her up to 6o miles an hour. What 
speed were you making per hour before 
you stepped her up? (e) Your car is get· 
ting 14.5 miles on a gallon of gas costing 
. 232  cents. On two-bits' worth of gas bow 
far will the car travel? 

For key answers to the above see below. 
For each correct answer to Q's 1 and 3 ,  
credit yourself with 5 points; for  each er
ror you miss in Q 2 · deduct 1 point, allow
ing 10 points for a complete answer which 
corresponds to the key answer to the entire 
problem. In the practical se<:tion of the 
trst, which follows, allow 8 points for each 
corred answer or 40 for the entire test. 
Key answers will not be given to the prob
lems in Q 4 since there is only one possible 
answer to each query. 

Q 4-(a) What causes a motor to miss 
when running on a magneto with spark ad
vanced and when not retarded? (b) How 
would you time the magneto with the en
gine? (c) How would you determine the 
primary terminals of a coil that were not 
marked? (d) Show how to conne<:t dry 
cells in series, and in multiple. Explain 
the voltage and amperage in each case. (e)  
Would a gas engine run without a fly 
wheel? 

KEY ANSWERS 

Motor Vehicle Inspector test: Q 1-Both 
are liable; Q 2-Reckless driving includes 
the use of any motor vehicle, or any ap
pliance or accessory thereof, in a manner 
which unnecessarily interferes with the 
free and proper use of the public highway 
by others or unnecessarily endangering 
users of the highway; Q 3-An immediate 
hearing upon the charges and admission to 
bail; Q 4-(a) A. V. Funk, donor of the 
playground; (b) Partly loaded with coal; 
(c) Two persons were cut, Mr. Smith and 
Mr. Funk; (d) Glass must have been 
broken in the rear of the car to cut Smith 
and Funk, while the front end must have 
been damaged to pin the colored chauffeur 

behind the wheel; (e) The right of way 
was with the sedan if the third car had 
stopped to permit the trolley to pass. The 
driver of a vehicle approaching an inter
se<:tion shall grant the right of way at ',he 
intersection to any vehicle approaching 
from his right. The only reason the driver 
of the truck could give was that the third 
car had advanced so far toward the inter
section that he thought it was going to 
come straight or make a turn which would 
have taken the right of way from the se
dan and given it to the third car . 

ANSWERS TO POLICE CHAUFFEUR 
TEST 

Q 1-(a) Kneaded instead of kneeded; 
(b) condemned; (c) scissors; (d) palatial; 
(e) collision. 

Q 2-( Corrections appear in italics ) .  
" The Ford car, driven by a man named 
Halloway, living at 16 Curtin Avenue, 
was coming down Austin Bau.levard when 
it veered to the right and hit an electric 
company's pole. The accident occurred at 
6 A.M., after HaUoway had left a restaurant 
where he had breakfast and some drinks. 
Had HaUoway been sober� it could have 
been avoided." There are eight misspell
ings in the statement (2 points for each 
correct spelling) and 2 points if you trans
posed the statement so that its sequence 
follows the key answer. Q 3-(a) 3; (b) 
20;  (c) $8.10; (d) 40 miles; (e) 15 .625 
miles. Practical test answers will not  be 
furnished, since they involved technical 
matters and usually are given orally. 

BIGGER AND BETTER MATH 

More than one reader has informed us 
that the two math problems submitted by 
R.  D. Nicola of New York, and published 
in the June 6 issue, have been embodied 
in civil seiVice tests.. Tbe problems were: 

Q 1-What number can be divided by 
10 and have 9 left over; by 9 and have 8 
left over; 8 and have 7 left over; 7 and 
have 6 left over; 6 and have 5 left over; 5 
and have 4 left over; 4 and have 3 left 
over; 3 and have 2 left over; 2 and have 
1 left over? 

Q 2-What is the largest amount that 
can be expressed in three figures? 

Lee A. Miller, a civil service employee 
in the alcohol tax unit of the U. S. Internal 
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Revenue Bureau, got out his pencil and 
tackled the problems, forwarding to this 
department his answers. " My enjoyment 
of DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY," he 
writes, " has been increased through the 
addition of your department." His answers 
to Mr. Nicola's brain teasers are as fol
lows: 

Q 1-10 X 9 X 8 X 7 X 6 = 30240 (least 
common multiple of the numbers Io,Q,8, 
7 ,6,5,4,3 and 2 ) ;  30240 minus t = 30239 
which meets the conditions of the problem. 

Q 2-9 to the 99th degree is the largest 

number that can be expressed by three fig
ures but my years do not pennit time 
enough to work it out. 

Mr. Nicola's answer to Q I does not 
agree with Mr. Miller's. He gives as the 
number that can be divided by 101 9 and 
so forth, 2 5 19. He explains, " This answer 
is arrived at by finding the least common 
denominator of I,2 ,JA,s,6,7,8,9 and 1o." 

There seems to be .no question among 
the exponents of bigger and better math 
that 9 to the 99th degree (999) is the cor
rect answer to Q 2 .  

Coming Next Week-The Anti-Narcotic Service 

Bloodhounds Proven Liars by Lie Detector 

T H� bayi�g of bloodho?nds attracted the local �itize?ry of Green County, 
W1sconsm, as the poltce followed the hounds wh1ch were hot on the· 
trail. A burg13.ry had been committed in a residence and the hounds 

had been pressed into service as hard-working accessories to the law's arm. 

\'\lith the courage of their convictions, the bloodhounds forged ahead and 
led the way confidently to the home of a man who, on account of their de
ductions, was now a first-class suspect. 

The suspect presented an alibi which was rather weak in some respects 
and things began to look bad for him. He was locked up, although stoutly 
protesting that he was innocent. The bloodhounds retired, certain that they 
had done a good job. 

State's Attorney, John D. Germatu1, became interested in the case and 
became a little skeptical of the evidence as presented by the hounds. Al
though a Russian scientist learned much about the working of the dOg mind, 
there has never been any satisfactory intelligence test worked out for blood
hounds, and the result is that just any old bloodhound can go snOoping around 
and make suspects of people. Germann took the suspect to the Scientific 
Crime Detection Laboratories to be tested on the Polygraph, popularly 
known as the lie detector. The finding of this machine were that the sus
pect was innocent. He was released. 

A little more than a year later, Germann had the lie detector test given 
to two boys who were suspected of a number of burglaries. They con
fessed. One of the burglaries which they confe:;sed to have had committed 
was the one which the first suspect, who had been trailed by the bloodhounds, 
had been suspected of because of the canine mistake. 

-Joh11 BerrJ•. 



This is the forty·fiftlr of d Uf'ies of 
ortid�J exposing busineu Ya<:lreu thdt <:ost 
you billions of dolLm n-� yeflf'! Mr. 
WY�tntmore is "" authority on swindles dnd 
frt114dJ, well lrno- to legdl, financial, and 
c:ommaciai .usodatiotu.-The Editcn. 

"

H
ELLO, Mr. Carpe"nter?  This is 

Dr. Carl 'Wagner in the Mis· 
sian. A group of us young 

business and professional men have 
banded together to aid the newspapers 
put over that very fine Safety First 
campaign. We are selling Safety First 
seals at one cent each. I've bought 
twenty dollars' worth to put on my 
mail. Won't you help us by buying, 
say fifteen dollars' worth ? Fine, thank 
you. I'll have our delivery boy come 
right over ,.,· ith them. Our address? 
Yes, we're in the Claus Spreckles 
Building and I'll send the boy right 
over with the seals. He's bonded, so 
you need have no fear of paying him 
for them. Thank you very much. 
Good-by." 

San Franciscans had been reading 
about the Safety First campaign in 
their local newspapers for days. Sud
den death had struck down many cit
izens and the newspapers were trying 

to do something to reduce the number 
of  automobile accidents. Here, appar
ently, was an opportunity for every
body to help a worthy cause-if it was 
worthy. 

But there are always some canny in
dividuals in every community who do 
not fall immediately for every propo· 
sition-particularly on the telephone
and some of these got in touch with 
the San Francisco Better Business 
Bureau in an effort to learn something 
more about Dr. \Vagner and his young 
business men. The Bureau investi· 
gated. 

It was true that there was a Dr 
Wagner at a Mission Street address, 
but his name wasn't Carl and he wasn't 
selling Safety Seals. 

The Bureau immediately sent a spe
cial warning to its membership and the 
next morning the " bonded messenger " 
was detained when he called at one 
business house to deliver the seals. He 
led the Bureau investigator and the po
lice to an apartment on Eddy Street 
where four Los Angeles promoters had 
established a telephone " �iler room " 
and were cleaning up in their sale of 

.. I 1m �tlld to endorR the program of Dettcti"e Fiction W etlrly whic:h will bring to 
tu �aden the truth about rackets and radttteers. No m:�n c:an be swindkd if be ltnow1 in advanc:e what the twindler is going to do--Uid nobody wQniS to be swindled."
Edward L Gnene. General Man"'er of the National 8ettel' Busi- Btueau. 
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Safety Seals to credulous nath-e sons 
-and others. 

When the case came before Judge 
Michelson in Municipal Court, it de
,·eloped that the prime mover was an 
ex-con with a police record. To this 
record the judge added a six months' 
sentence and a five hundred dollar fine 
and one of  the accomplices was sent 
away for sixty days and was fined one 
hundred dollars. When he pronounced 
sentence, Judge Michelson said : " This 
scheme is obviously a racket to cap
italize on the splendid work of  the 
newspapers and other groups in advo
cating ' Safety First.' We will not tol
erate such rackets in San Francisco." 
The San Francisco Examiner stated it 
more tersely, " The ' safety first ' ad
monition to racketeers is, ' Stay out of 
San Francisco.' " 

THIS is but one instance of swin
dlers cashing in on popular public 
movements to their own profit. 

Telephone solicitors are unusually diffi
cult to convict because )'ou camwt tes
ti/)• in coJ1rt to a telephone conversa
tion unless you can positively identify 
the person to whom you t!'ere talkmg. 
This, of course, is impossible when the 
person who calls you is a stranger-as 
these solicilors are. It is therefore rea
sonably safe for swindlers to make al
most any representation to you on the 
telephone in their efforts to inveigle you 
into their snide propositions. 

Some of the rackets which depend 
on the telephone as an introduction to 
their victims are directory swindles, 
(more about these in a later article) 
charity chiselers, stock sharpers, " puff 
sheets," ticket sellers and many other�. 

It isn't ahvays as simple to locate the 
boiler room as in the San Francisco 
incident. In New York City, where 
the telephone gyp jumps from promo
tion to promotion and gypping is al
most an art, he has better protection. 
The boys who deliver the tickets do 
not know where the boiler room is  lo
cated and when they are arrested, they 
lead the police to a small rented room 
with a single telephone. Here the po
lice generally find a girl who professes 
not to know the names of her employ
ers-and· frequently she doesn't. . She 
recci ves orders over the telephone to 
make deliveries to so-and-so at such
and-such an address and to collect so 
much money. She thereupon sends a 
boy with the required number of tick
ets or seals or whatever the gyps may 
be selling at the time. 

At the end of her day's work she i s  
instructed by telephone to  bring the 
money and checks to some hotel-al
ways different - and she is shadowed, 
en route, by some member of the crew 
to make sure that she is not being fol
lowed by the police. If everything ap
pears to be all right, she is met in the 
lobby of the hotel by one of  the gang 
who takes the money and checks. 

Now for a few danger signals. 
No reputable firm selling securities 

will call you on the telephone in an ef
fort to sell you stocks, bonds, oil royal
ties, or any other form of security. 

Tickets for charitable affairs, sold on 
the telephone, usually net the sellers-
not the charity-about forty per cent. 

Tell any telephone solicitor, " If it 
is worth a call at all, it is 'yorth a per
sonal call." Demand to see the man 
who calls you on the telephone. 

Coming Next Week-Dope for Your Automobile 



Solving Cipher Secrets 
A cipbu U KC:ret writiug. 

The way to aolve cipher• ia 
to uperilnent wi.th substitute 
letters until rnl words begin 
to appear. In solving, notice 
the frequency of cett.aiu let
ters. For instance, the let· 
ten e_ t, a, o, n, i, are the 
mo.M uxd in our language. 
So ii the puzzle maker hat ij 

used X to represent e, X will 
probably appur very f� 
quendy. Combi.natioM of lrt
ters will also give you dues. 
Thus. the afiU.a ·in&, -ion. 
�aUy are frequent. Read du: 
helpful hints at the �gin· 
ning of thU department each 
week. Tbe first cryptogram 
each week ia the eaaiat. 

M. E.. O H A V E R  

" S\Inyam " 

THE fonowing Jetter is from one of our Eng· 
lisb. crypto!ans, introduud in last week's in
sta.U.ment ol our Cipltu COITtsjOruleMU 

Club. Let's give R. M. B.  a rousing reception! 

Du.Jt Sut: 
I 5haJ1 be very much obliged if you will 

mroll me as a membu of your Cip� CWTt
spoMenct Club. I am nineteen years of age, 
and have many interests, including cryptogra
phy. I ibould be glad to heu from Amer
icans, of either sex, who would liltc to carry 
Oll an interesting corre�pondence with a Brit
ish youth. 

I have only been reading Dtt!CTlVE FIC· 
nou Wu:J:LY for a few months, and I am, 
t.berdore, not yet vr.ry far advanced in the 
art of cipher solving. However, I shall cer
tainly not miss YQUr masuine in the future, 
although it does not appear to be available 
in this COUDtry until some time after it il 
publi5hed. 

Your faithfully, 
ROBERT M. BERRIE. 

23 Ballbrook Ave., Withington, 
lU.DCbestcr, England. 

Further r.upplementing last week'l Sue of our 
Cipher Cornlpondence Club Directory, please note 
the!e new addresses: A. Onyx Starke!!, frwmuly 
4141 Delmar Blvd., St. Louis, Mo., JIOW 4142 Dd
mar Blvd., St. Louis, Mo. ;  and KRIPTOBENS, 
Bert Pinkston, jnl'fflerly Paducah, Tell:., "ow Hope, N. Mex. Members should promptly �rt new 
addresstS. 

• 
Oub Not�:.John J. \'11.ughn, 902 York. Ave., 

Pawtucket, R. l., has �ltct«< ARROWHEAD as 
his cryptonym. EATOSIN, Fred G. Warren , HI 
Kenwood St., Marietta, Ohio, writes in that he 
would like to uchange ideas or puzzles with other 
Club mcmbtn. And EDMACA, E. M. Camp, 28 
LancB.Ster St., Albany, N. Y., wants to exchange 
original mathematical puzzles with some of the 
!ads. 

In last week's Inner Circle cipher, Zireon's pan
gra.mmatk No. I9J1 a sea�h for q would soon 
limit tbe solvu to syrobols J, I. and C u the 
most likely suspects. Remerobering that q w;ually 
preced� u, XVZCZUO (- -uqu- -), suggesting 
bouqud, would lead to XUKZ {bt·v), evidtnliy 
beau, etc., th115 readily un1ockinl tbe wtire 
� ... This weclr.� puu}e$ : Zulr.ov hopea you will $tub your toe on his division, which uses a two
won! lr.ey phrase numbered o IZJ4567&p. Find 
sero by iDsped.ion. Co�rirou of Q, UTQU, 
UTVSV, TV, and TVS will start you with H. F. 
Widmer's cryptogram. Old Nick provides the 
phra!IC SLDS SLK for eatry. Follow with BLX· 
ERH DRBX FK, and then complete BORKVS. 

Carroll B. Mayers offers -KGX and -NKAG 
for $ludy. Nat, tum to HKGPUUO u.d HAU
UAZT. Note the pattern KOZZOZ in Hoot's con
tribution. The B.Sterisb indicate capitalization. A 
solution of H. A. J .'s Inner Circle cipher and the 
answets to all of this 1Jtek's puules will be pub
lished next week. 
No. I9J-Crypt.U: Division. By Za.rkov. 

S O N ) S C A R C E ( N N U  
B T U B  

B O E C  
B T U B  

C T O E  
C C S T  

S U R  
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No. 194-Rejected Bid. By H. F. Wickner. 

ZYXV UTVSV RQP Q ONSM RTZ SVLKPVJ JQYXNYO RNUT 

QY QSXTNUVXU. PTV PQNJ UTQU PTV RQP QLSQNJ TV 

HNOTU MVQGV FMKV ESNYUP ZY TVS I 

No. IQ5-0pposing Camps. By Old Nick. 

BORKVS UXNOK YAXHEGKAB FKROKNK SLDS SLK SDR-

POKB BLXERH FK UDHK OVDEHOFRK, TLORK SDRPOK 

YAXHEGKAB LXRH SLDS SLK BORKVS GOVKUDB BLXE

RH DRBX FK OVNOBOFRK. 

No. tQ6-Helpful Advice. By Carroll B. Mayers. 

ABFD-EAGHKLFGN NODA PNNFRSNT EDOSNEiiE TAUVNK-

AG LKTDFXPDLKGX SDFEFLKGX YKGNT. FGEA VGNFDT. 

NDAVMUF. HKGPUUO TZPUUAZT SDKLF, DFPLT EUFZT. 

TVEEFTT HAUUAZT. 

No. 197-Btauty Contest. By Hoot. 

*SHOOPEO, VLFORA KOZZOZ TSHUK, VUN-MEXQNT *AG-

ONNU, BHRVQDENHZEPLHT *OTSHEFUH DEGUR. AUPYT 

*NENEUP BEXNUER. VRUKT ZUFUTY VQOOy, TLVYT 

DLTA PLTO. URUT, URUVYUZUA, RUZEOT I 

No. tQ8-La:t in Relaxations. By H. A. J. 

GEOFFRY, GEBBARY GBPXUEL GBPHNX GBPDY XRTRE 

ZDOL GENFFOKR, GEBSPRU, GOXMNRDY, GVOEOYRH, GE

BANXBDR, GVRGAREH, QNUVBPU GVROUNXKI 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 

187-Key : 0 I 1 3  4 5 6  7 8 9 
L U M B O D Y N I A 

t88-Everybody noticed that the sign " Gas 
and Oil and Air,'' displayed at the gasoline 
filling station, contained the words, " gas " 
and " and " and " oil " and " and " and " air " !  

189-l'll pay you, s o  you can pay her, so 
she can pay him, so he can pay them, so 
they can pay me. Then all of us can eat, 
drink, and be merry! 

191:>-Fast drivers formerly engineered most 
automobile accidents. Nowadays, slow drivers 

cause more wreds. Another uaruple of hare 
and· tortoisel 

IQr-Carc-free young fishermen sat around 
cheery camp fire, told comic yarns, sang jolly 
tunes; whilst beyond �waying pines, ubiqui· 
tous nighthawks whistled shrilly. 

IQ2-Jovial film star gave dusky radio beau 
azure onyx comb with lilac bouquet scalp 
elixir. Jocular fun purveyor sent back gingham 
pyjamas. 

Send us one or more answers to tbis week's 
puzzles, for enrollment in our Cipher Solver.!' Club 
for August ! Address: M. E. Ohaver, DETECTIVE 
FICTION WEEXLY1 �So Broadway, New York,N, Y. 
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O
NE of the greatest pleasures 

which comes with being the 
editor of D�TECTIVE FICTION 

WEEKLY is to read the letters which 
interested, well-meaning readers write. 
They need not be praise, for construc
tive criticism is quite as welcoine as ap
plause, and more helpful, probably. In 
any event, we are firmly convinceQ that 
there is no great body of readers any
where which is composed of such intel
l
.
igent, progressive, staunch readers as 
1s ours. 

We are hard at work, drafting a 
treaty between the serial faction and 
the short story contingent. In the 
meanwhile . . .  

DEA11 EDITOR: 
In the midst of the hue and cry for le55 serials, 

I want to have my vote registered for the other 
side. Recently you have been running only one 
seriaJ at a time, and I can remember with much 
relish the time when that was not your custom, 
and when you ran two. 

at it, and you may have mighty powerful reasons 
for changing from two to one. But I thought it 
wouldn't hurt any if I were to get my two-bits 
in along with the rest of the folks. 

Come to think of it, it won't make a whale of 
a Jot of difference one way or the other, because 
I'm a DFW fan for good, and whatever you do 
-M long as you turn out the same high-grade 
magazine with the same high-grade fiction content 
-will be ail ridlt with me:. 

Sin��ly, 
AYOS SlL1TBDlS, 

Dallas, Texas. 

Thank you, Mr. Carruthers. A fine 
story by Mr. Philips is scheduled to 
begin in one of the issues coming very 
soon. 

DLU EDITOR: 
It was in the nature of a major discovery for 

me when I read my first copy of DETECTIVE Ftc
noN WEEXLY recently. You sec, I have been 
reading various magazines, and always feeling that 
there was something lacking. Some of them nearly 
come up to the mark, but your magazine is the 
lint one which hits on all cylinders all the time. 

These lads who are complaining about the serials 
amuse me I like the maguine just all it is. 1t 
is well balanced, bas the best selection of stories 
on the market. And there is one more thing in 
its favor-the greatest advantage it ball over the 
rest of the magazine field: It tomes owt tvfry 
Wfekf 

Now my notion about two serials is this. With 
that number, the� is always something going on 
in the magazine from issue to issue, and it main
tains a high thread of interest. And I get more 
entertainment from the longer stories, which have 
rnore plot, more characters, more color and more 

I ha,•en't found a single story yet whkh wasn't 
a: good one, and most of them are 'way above 
the average. Keep up the good work, Editor, and 

Of coun<"", this is just my dub way of looking you can count on my dime each wedt. 
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By the way,when are we going to have anotber 

long story by Mr. Judson P. Philips? 
Youn truly, 

SAMU£1. CAIUI.omus, 
Chicago, Illinois. 

From a gentleman who doesn't 
usually write letters ! 

DEAlt EoiTOt.: 
For a good many yeats, now, I've been read

ing Dnrenvt: FiCTION" WU:nY. You'd probably 
be surprised to know how many people in the 
advert� pme do. But I've discovered that 
there are some folks who are natural-born letter 
writers. They sit down and pen poi!!OD lettel'$ to 
actors, cosmetic companies, and JII&gadnes with 
wanton and aimless enthusiasm. I e:��pect that 
you've discovered the same. 

This is by way of a preamble to let you know 
that I'm rsot a letter-writer. I've never written 
to a maguine before, and I probably shan't write 
again for a long while. 

But occa..sionally something really gets me going 
and I have to shake a man's hand for doing a 
fine job--even if it's only by Jetter. 

Judson P. Philips' new serial-l've just finWled 
the second installment-is my idea of a thor
oughly delightful piece of writing. It has every
thing in it with which to beguile the houD and 
carry the reader for a brief while to Never
Never Land. 

Naturally, I think that DE'rt:CTIVIt FICTION 
WEEKLY is always consistently good, but this 
timely, informative, meaty serial shows editorial 
acumen and an awareness of modem-day life 
which is refreshing. 

Please keep giving us fiction like " THE CON
VEr..'TION MURDERS." Wishing you every sue• 
cess, I am, 

Yours truly, 
0AVI0 READINO, 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

CRYPTOGRAM FANS I 
" Solving Cipher Secrets " b a fascinating word 

game. Have you tried M. E. Ohaver's popular 
department in 0!1"ECTtVE FICTION Wtuav? Mr. 
Oha\·er has prepared a book. full of advice and 
hints as to how to pl.!.y the game. E.�perts will 
lind the book Invaluable. Novices will lind It 
opens up entirt;\y new angl". Get 

" CRYPTOGRAM SOLVIN G "  
By M. E. Ohaver 

Send 1St to OnttttVE FtcnOI'I Wu:n.y 
'8o Broadway, New York City 

E:;i::e8!0:�;
n: r:��;!ea�:' :h:;;' t�� 

bacco. So we urge husbands to keep their briars 
sweet and clean and fitted with Sir Walter 
Raleigh's milder mixture. No woman ever re
coiled from Sir Walter Raleigh burning fra
grantly in a well-kept pipe, As a matter of fact, 
thi! gentler blend of better Kentucky Burleys 
makes men more attractive and women more 
yielding and ad(lliring, Try a tin for the little 
woman's sake , , • and your sake • � • and our 
sake. We honestly feel it's the easiest-smoking, 
best-sme11ing blend ever offered for only fifteen 
cents! 



COMING NEXT WEEK! 
Bluebeard's Seventh Wife 

By Come II Woolrich 

AYELLOWED card in the modus _operandi file at headquarters kept 
haunting Detective Rt'chard Dokes. And then there was that di!i
quieting business when Dokes' young sister was being married-and 

the ghastly suspicion that the bridegroom, for all his suave manners and 
specious intent, was leading the girl, like a lamb, to slaughter I 

The Balinese Dagger 
By Richard B. Sale 

M
EMBERS of a ruthless cutthroat crew were bent on getting Daffy 

Dill's double-edged Balinese dagger, and Daffy couldn't figure out 
why, until he realized that it might be able to slash two ways lo a 

quick, big-time payoff. 

The Spanish Prisoner 
By Eugene Thomas 

A LITTLE thing like an impregnable Spanish prison could not keep the 
Lady from Hell from attempting the spectacular jail delivery of Cruz 
Delgado, the most notorious bandit to be found in the length and 

breadth of Europe ! 

Also--another fine, smashing installment of MAX BRAND'S greatest 
novel, " THE GRANDUCA " ;  a splendid collection of short story m:tstcr
pieces and gripping, entertaining true stories and features by " G-2," 
STOOKIE ALLEN, FRANK WRENTMORE, M. E. OHAVER. 

ALL IN THE AUGUST 22 ISSUE 

DETECTIVE FICTION 
WEEKLY 
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PILES DON'T BE CUT 
Until You Try Thle 

Wonderf\d Treatment 
forp!le sull'er!ng. It you havf! pilea ln any form wl"lte for a F R E E  sample of 
Page's Pile Tableh and )'OU wlll bless 

��e���a�o��.tt.:l�fe�1���h�id":.����:�!X; �·lc':.: 
RAILROAD STORIES-A Magazine About Railroading That Appeals to Everronel At All Ne.,s·sl<tndJ. 



lt'o hoe"'' 'nle ... ,,�·t. mo•t .,., •. ,!inn"! 

;,�;� f,)�\�"';u;r��--��h�' .:�·� �.�:;,' 
11nd womf11 �ver:r,.w-... -. ri,-h """ HOot 
JOUn� and old '"'"'' tu "''"" '""' l<•·•·t> 
lhrlr who I� Jt.-ea """"· 1\'h�· 1 JJ..·ca\1"" 
01t lh\8 b<'aut!ful ron�r t• t�·r""""'"il>
rf't>ro<lu('('<l au:r J>hOtorr•tJlh. "'·'"'h"t 
"'" 1"<:-CUI't' of .om� lu•-,.1 ""''- ,-�·
r,.,roduo� drariJ" &Tl<l •horply a"<l 
mft<kl p;Lt1 of lh� rlnr ii•�H "" it 
o·an"l rub oll. como ofl m hdo• oft 

�:££���;:���hi!:::����·��:, 
hour"• ..-lllnf P:<J><'riHJ('(" - Me 
lakin�< tl<>z�os of toT"<I<>,.,. a d�· and 
maktnK ololl:�n� of pr-oflt bl" tho· hand-
lul. Anol n<"•·. in >·<onr tr-rrit<.or) 
��n <·a•h ' "  '"" H�ry day woth lhi.• ,., 
6UrP-fiN' PT"<>ht no.ok<•r ant! �arn m<>n<·y "" 
It "'11 -·�·m ,.,,.,... ltkr play tllan wru-k 

Order Your Sample Ring Now ! 
You Don't Risk a Penny ! 

N�ur hd<>l'f' loa� an�·thi"� llko- tloi• N>"'� nour way. No o·<>mpo•llll<><> lrom ""�·on<·--no lnokill>' lor Jl'<"l'''.-t� (thr·,-8r<' all ,....,,.,,., )''"' 1 -no �:trryn>� a '"" """'k or putunc 
�n:;.:·�:::;�s'�':;"�'":'i"j,,,�::',:\:!\t��·;"�','�, );:::� r 7:,•:.�:��� �:�:; roH¥hlxo,.,, "111 lx· , . .,,.,�h to .,,..,. you " "  H>dl•·'� "'''"" of <>rot<"'- Vi<· ,.,, ,.,.,.,. 'Ill ro·d l.<t•<· ano! """ ""'"') to ,.. . .,.J 
h:�u-,'. ��� 'J::J; �:���! \';;" ::�;" ;,'.'.:;;_:� '',", ,) ·;�: \f�::r ", �:�·���:�-�· Hu•h 1l1o· '""'"'" 1�·1<>"" lnr \'Oil It """"'''' '""' :0:011· • 
'[.��-·�-:',,;'" t�1•;,t"'�t :_It nt��',. ";;"�:.,._,' t ��� ", ',1,',', ",',; );:;::� .. �; 1 :·��� �.�,':-'�:�.-��",��;.�·THY nn:t: <.W A I'E!<:o:\ t'O�·r Uttdo·r 

h< onl>' I !  U r�aol -� � �''" ,.,,_, .. �··•' ,\ .... !.· to ,... '"' Ilk• 
;� ... ..... , .... , .... ., ,  , ,,  ,. 
'"'"" '" """ ""'''' , ,  .. , 

th<" t•>c<u.,· .. f o  '"''' Tl.-· ,;, " .. -tt «n·o ,.,,, '' It �•II '"" '"'"''' �11h ""''""')' <Or< Th• t•lctur. or 1M 
Jow! nno l< rlnrl>· . .to•rpl)" r<pro•l'"'"l 

.. lth •U•V<I<In� fallhluloo·<> on<\ '""''"" 
on lo ep"ahlo part of II•� rln• It ron't 

···M�!Tka'"P;k;tr�H ot oo�1ws 
Just Weariq Rilll ! 




