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Landing, Arkansas," he announced 
stiffly. " I han a letter for you."  

He handed me a sealed envelope, 
and I pulled out a sheet of paper, and 
read: 

MY DEAR NoRTON: 
I am sending my daughter, Frederica, 

commonly called Fritz, to spill the beans 
to you. She may go a -long ways around 
the barn to get to the door, conversation
ally, but she'll get the facts before you
if you are patient and give her time. 
There may be a big lummox along with 
her, Colquitt by name, but don't mind 
him. He's what Fritz thinks she's going to 
hand me for a son-in-law. Anyhow, I hope 
you will come to Sunnybrook, if you think 
there really is anything sinister in the 
business. 

With much good friendship, I am 
Yours, 

Duo LANG. 

!'SO you're Dud Lang's girl," I said, 
looking at the delicious beauty 
with deeper interest. " You were 

away at college when I visited at Sun
nybrook last, as I recall. All right. 
Shoot it. What's Dud got on his 
mind ?" 

:Miss Lang smiled, carefully pow
dered a small spot on her delicate and 
wholly perfect nose, and asked what 
seemed then to be a silly question. 

" Do you know what a red flag 
stands for, Mr. Norton ?" 

" vVhat is this ?" I demanded. " One 
of those quizzing things ?" 

" I am serious," she assured me 
calmly. " Please answer.' '  

" A  red flag, in almost any language, 
means danger," I said. 

" Well," she drawled, " that is what 
we at Sunnybrook Plantation are up 
against. Not just one of them, though, 
but a bunch of red flags." 

I looked at her keenly. This girl of  
Dud's was no fool, as  I could see with 

. nne glance. Better to let her have her 
k·ad. 
" "All right, Miss Lang," I said, " go 

right along. You just spin the yarn 
in your own words, and I 'll see how 
good a listener I can be."  

" So sweet of you," she murmured. 
" I  always like to tell things in. my 
O\'ln words, and I do love good lis
teners. Now, Mr. Norton," she went 
on, " there is no need to describe Sun
nybrook Plantation to you, for you 
h;we visited there more than once. 
There is, however, one part I wish to 
place vividly before you. Remember 
that Sunnybrook House sits on a rise, 
a small donnick, perhaps a quarter of 
a mile back from the Mississippi 
levee ?" 

I merely nodded, recalling what a 
fine old home it was. 

" You will recall that father's land 
extends right up to the levee, and that 
just about half a mile from the house, 
and along the levee to the north, is the 
bed of what used to be Black Gum 
Slough. When the levee was built, 
the mouth of the slough was closed. 
You have all that pictured in your 
mind ?" 

I nodded again. She was going 
straight and fine, and no word of mine 
should start her around that barn of 
which Duel had spoken. 

" This is Thursday, isn't it?" she 
asked so earnestly as to almost ;;tartle 
me into words. But I nodded instead. 

She counted on her pretty fin,sers 
for an instant, then : 

" Four days ago, on Monday morn
ing, to be exact, the plantation fore
man and some of the negroes came to 
Sunnybrook House and reported the 
finding of some unusual objects on the 
levee. They were found up around 
that part of the embankment which 
now closes Black Gum Slough. In fact, 
Mr. Norton, Black Gum Slough was 
bracketed by a pair of red flags." 

She let me have the force of that, 
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then, getting nothing from me, went 
on. 

" On the levee, at the spot where the 
old slough once emptied into the river," 
she elaborated, " tacked to white sticks 
set firmly in the ground about two hun
dred feet apart, the flags waved in the 
river breeze. Dad put the_ matter down 
to some sort of nonsense on the part 
of the plantation hands, and sent Bis
bee and his negroes back to work. The 
flags were let stand where they were. 
Next morning they were gone."  

She looked at  me in speculation, 
then asked crisply : 

" Well, haven't you any comment to 
make ?" . 

0 

I shook my head negatively. 
" I'm beginning to think cops are 

difficult," she said, but picked up the 
0 thread of the yarn and went right on 
with it. " But .we were to have more 
flags. A negro in a skiff, coming down 
the river, stopped to notify Bisbee that 
a pair of red flags were stuck in the 
levee, on the river side, j ust above the 
water's edge. Bisbee hurried up-and 
there they were. Both flags thrust in
to the muddy levee at points that cor
responded to their former positions on 
the top. 

" That made Dad mad, and he went 
up to see them for himself ," Miss Lang 
went on. " He saw the red flags
and then, judging from his remarks, 
saw red everywhere he looked. A plow
boy was sent down for the flags, and 
they were taken to Sunnybrook House. 
Examination gave no satisfaction, 
howev�r, and Dad just had to stew the 
rest of the day. \Vhen night came on, 
he finally decided to have Bisbee watch 
the levee at that point, armed with a 
shotgun-and Dad's orders 0 were to 
shoot anybody seen fooling around on 
the levee or below it." 

I wasn't at all prepared for what 

came next, and I confess here and now 
that it gave me a jolt. 

'-'Next morning," Miss Lang said, 
a note of regret and uneasiness in 
her voice, ') a negro found B isbee 
stretched on the levee near the slough. 
He was dead from a rifle-bullet. It 
had entered through the back of his 
head !" 

CHAPTER II 

Puzzling Pictures 

"FOOTPRINTS on the 0 levee ?" I 
d e m a n d e d, now keenly in
terested. 

" The mud held lots of them. Dad 
says there's no clue in the tracks. Too 
many of them." 

" How was Bisbee lying?" 
" On his back, arms stretched wide, 

the rain-the eternal rain-beating in 
hi-s face !" She shuddered, and her 
voice broke a trifle. 

" We've had dark, moonless nights 
for the past ten days," I reflected aloud. 
Then, following a line suggested by the 
reflection, I asked : " \Vhat was the 
condition of the head where the bullet 
went in?" 

Miss Lang covered her face with her 
hands, and shuddered. 

_" Badly mutilated. His hair scorched 
and burned by the flame from the 
weapon. I ' l l  answer for you, Miss 
Lang. Now," I queried, " why did 
you say Bisbee had been shot with a 
rifle ?" 

She looked at me in puzzlement, 
then asked : 

" How did you know what condi
tion the back of Bisbee's head was in ?" 

" Dark night. The killer had to shoot 
at close range. There was lightning, 
probably, but he wouldn't have de
pended on that. Besides, accurate 
·shooting from a distance cannot be 
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done by the chance glare of lightning. 
\Vha.t about that rifle business ?" 

" It  made such a terrible wound," 
she shuddered. 

" Who made the coroner's examina
tion ?" 

" Dr. Flick. He is plantation phy
SICian for Dad and several other 
planters in the vicinity," she answered. 
" He is the coroner for our county, 
also." 

" Did Flick say the wound had been 
caused by a rifle bullet ?" 

" No. That seemed to be the general 
impression, though." 

" Just what did Flick say?" 
" Only that he had been dead since 

about midnight, as best he could tell. 
There was nothing much he could say, 
except what \\'as obvious even to lay
nlen.'' 

" Did he d \\·ell any upon the 
circumstance that Bisbee's hair was 
scorched ?" 

" Yes. He mentioned it." 
" Deduce anything from it ?" 
" Yes. He thinks the killer crept up 

on Bisbee, and shot him from behind." 
" Absolute rot!" I declared. " Bisbee 

was \Vatching the whole of that levee, 
and not the top of it alone. His instruc
tions were to watch for prowlers any
\Yhere about it. Nobody could have 
crept up on him close enough to fire 
that shot almost against his head. Not 
unless he was deaf and blind. "  

4'WELL, what have you to offer 
about it ?" she wanted to 
know. 

" I'm not offering today," I grinned. 
" Do you know of anybody who was 
on that levee after nightfall except 
Bisbee ?" 

" I do not. And I am sure no one 
else does." 

'\ Somebody was there, as the crime 

establishes-but we'll pass that for 
later investigation. How did Bisbee 
treat the uegroes on the plantation ?" 

" He was kind to them. Never was 
a driver, and never used a club, as many 
overseers do. Dad wouldn't have stood 
for that, even had Bisbee been that 
sort-which he was not. ' '  

" Nevertheless, i t  was generally 
known among the negroes that Bis
bee was patrolling the levee at that 
point." 

" Of course. 
groes to know 
on." 

Trust plantation ne
everything that goes 

" He would have a lunch at mid
night," I suggested. " \Vho was sup
posed to take it to him ?" 

" His boy, Tom. The boy says he 
took the lunch, and that his father ate 
it under a shelter which had been 
thrown up on the levee for his use the 
afternoon before ." 

" \Vas the body found near the 
shelter ?" I asked quickly. 

" No. A hundred y a r d s away 
from it." 

" Show Mr. Norton the drawing," 
Miss Lang requested, turning toward 
Colquitt. " It is the most mysterious 
thing of all. At least, it is to me." 

Colquitt got up stiffly, and un
wrapped a small section of drawing
board. He handed it to me without 
comment. 

It proved to be a drawing in crayon, 
rather . well done, without showing the 
thumb-marks of a finished artist, of 
Sunnybrook House, its fine old oaks, 
age-old shrnhs, and, sketched into the 
background, the cabins '.vhich had been 
preserved as mementos of the days be
fore the war. 

" \Vell," I asked, " what about this 
thing? It's rather well done, but what 
is its significance-'.i f any ?" 

" You may judge as to its signifi-
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cance," Miss Lang said quietly. " It  
arrived in the morning mail yesterday. 
The day Bisbee's body was found. The 
address was carefully printed in ink, 
and read : ' Col. Dudley Lang, and 
Family. ' "  

" Postmarked at what point ?" 
" Memphis." 
" Nothing but the drawing in

closed ?" 
" Absolutely nothing." 
" Know anybody in the vicinity who 

paints and draws ?" 
" I do both painting and era yon 

work," Miss Lang told me. " But, i f  
I do say it myself, this picture is crude 
beside my work. I'm giving you 
straight answers, and trying to make 
them enlightening-so don't mark me 
up as an egotist." 

" Nothing like it," I assured her. 
" Anybody else you know who does 
work like this ?" 

" Nobody. Yet there may be many. 
I mean, outside the circle of my ac
quaintance. "  

" There is a negro girl," Colquitt 
reminded, " living on the plantation, 
Miss Lang, who can do excellent work 
with pencil or crayon. Old Crawfoot's 
Jenny. If I am not mistaken, you have 
given her some help at times. Especial
ly when she was a maid at Sunny
brook House." 

" Oh, Jenny!" Miss Lang exclaimed, 
laughingly. " She is out of the ques
tion. She's just a little mulatto girl 
o f. fifteen. She would never think of 
doing a thing of this sort ! Mailing the 
picture to us, I mean." 

" But Mr. Norton did not specify 
white or black," Colquitt-showing 
good sense, I thought-reminded her. 
" He asked i f  there was a.nybody else 
who could do such work, and Jenny 
certainly can. Had she been a white 
girl, she might have gone far in art." 

" I-I hadn't thought about Jenny," 
Miss Lang admitted. 

I STUDIED the picture, noted the 
detail it exhibited, and knew, of 
course, that the artist had the ad

vantage of a minute acquaintance with 
Sunnybrook House and its grounds. 
An old well-house, occupying a spot 
in the left foreground, and which had 
been transformed by vines and climo
ing-roses into a thing of beauty as well 
as utility, looked as natural as life in 
the picture, except that its roof had 
begun to sag badly. Everything was 
natural, and done by one with the eye 
of a true artist, whether or not the skill 
was there. 

" I'll take care of this, although I 
cannot figure how it could bear on the 
case," I told Colquitt. " Any visitors 
at Sunnybrook House ?" I asked Miss 
Lang, knowing the colonel's wide
open hospitality quite well. 

" Yes," she replied. " There always 
is .  The Culversons, Dick and Ena, are 
there. Jackson Lang. Dad's brother, 
is up for a visit." 

" Culverson. That is a familiar 
name. Isn't there a plantation abqut 
ten miles or so above Sunnybrook that 
is called Culverson House ?" I queried, 
throwing back in my mind. 

" Yes, indeed," Miss Lang answered. 
" That is Dick Culverspn's place." 

" Dick been visiting at your place 
long ?" 

" About three months." 
" Three-whats ?" I exclaimed. 
" Months. Calendar months, Mr. 

Norton," Fritz replied, regarding me 
mischievously. " What's odd about 
that ?" 

" Nothing. Only Culverson lixes only 
about ten miles distant. Why the long 
stay at Sunnybrook ?" 

" Well," she explained, " poor crops 
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have hit Dick hard. He•s a spender. 
Terribly fond of betting on the races, 
and all that. He hadn't enough cash 
to carry on this- year, and the ·whole 
-place is mortgaged to the hilt. He 
didn't put in a crop this year, and came 
d-own to visit with us." 

Well, why not? Dick Cu1verson was 
in adversities, and his father's old 
friend, Dud Lang, was helping him out. 
Fair m.o-ugh. 

•• Why -didn't Dud put this matter in 
the hands of local authorities?" I asked. 

" No confidence in__ them. What he 
wants-and I'm quoting him, mind you 
-is a hard-boiled cop who doesn't give 
a damn about next e1ect(on, and will dig 
out the truth, no matter ,.mose ·toes 
are tramped on. Dad says you're the 
man for the job. Are you going to 
take it?" 

" Sure. You came up the river 
highway to Memphis, I suppose?., 

" Yes. But we can't return that way. 
It's covered in places by back-water 
fr-om the small streams, as well as 
threatened by inundation from the 
1\fississippi. Our best way would he to 
go- d-own to Sunny brook Landing on 
the Lilly Lee tonight. She leaves from 
\i\/harf Number Five at six o'clock." 

" All right. The Lilly it is." 
" So you really believe the matter is 

serious enough for you to tak� up?" 
she asked, rising. 

" Sure it is. The drawing, and those 
red flags may have no sinister signifi
cance, but the killing of that overseer 
surely has. Besides," I added, " if it 
does transpire that Dud has to pay out 
a wad of jack needlessly, why in Sam 
Hit1 shouldn't he pay it to me?" 

"No reason why he shouldn't," Fritz 
replied, laughing. " We'll be seeing you 
at the wharf, then?" 

" Absolutely!" 
They went about their business, and 

1 sat ba-ck in my -chair to consider mat
ters. At that moment the telephone 
rang. 

" Mr. No-rton _speaking," I called in
to the transmitter.-

"Long distance wants you, Mr. Nor
ton. HoM the line. Hell-o, Langston! 
Hello-here's your party. All right, 
Mr. Nortonf' 

Then Old Dud Lang's voice came to 
me crisply: 

"Hello, Tug!" . 
"Well, Dud, what's on your mindr" 
"' My gal been to see you yet ?" 
«Sure. Just left. I'm returning 

with her tonight. Lummox will be with 
us." 

"Clad your coming 1 Say, did Fritz 
show you a drawing in -crayon?" 

" Sure." 
"Well, we got another this after

noon. Another, but not like the first. 
This one shows Sunnybrook House 
with only its upper story tbrust up out 
of what looks like mud and silt. Win
dows all broken, trees all blown down 
or leaning badly-Sunnybrook House, 
in short, -plumb desolated. What in hell 
do you make of that, Tug?-" 

" I don't make a darrin thing of it, 
Dud ! Expect maybe somebody is 
crazy. But I'll be· down right -away
and then maybe we'll make something 
out of it. Anything more?" 

"Naw. Ain't that enough? G'bye." 

D
UD hung up, and I sat there staring 

out over the roof tops at the Mis
sissippi, as it glided like an oily 

serpent through the lowlands. Sat there, 
staring out through the eternal, damn
able rain, studying, combing my mind 
for an answer, or even a hint of an an
swer-and getting nowhere at all. 

Then I snapped out of it. Jim Steel 
was reporting by phone. 

" I tagged that -pair, Tug," he said, 
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" to the Peabody. The young lady went 
in and up the stairs. Big Boy then 
went to the Dixie Club. They had an
other tail besides me." 

" Did you make him ?" 
" Nobody I know, and that ain't all. 

He knows as much about tagging a 
guy as I do about the Einstein business 
-and I don't know nothing at all about 
it. He waited across the street in a 
taxi, and followed right on top of their 
back license plate. When the girl went 
into the Peabody, he followed the lad 
to the Dixie-and drove from there 
directly to Slug Bennett's agency." 

" The hell he did !" I exclaimed, a 
bit surprised. " How long did he stay 
there ?" 

" He's there yet, for all I know. At 
least, he hasn't showed since he went 
in. But that was only a few minutes 
ago." 

" Wait for him," I instructed. " De
scribe this amateur tagger." 

" Wiry, middle height, all wrapped 
up in a raincoat with a black hat pulled 
well down," Steel replied. " Typical 
stage shadow, if you ask me. Wore 
horn-rim glasses, and sported a short 
sandy beard and mustache, although I 
got only a brief slant at that. May 
have been false spinach, but it looked 
real." 

" You saw him walking, also," I re
minded him. " ·Any peculiarity in his 
gait ?" 

" Nope. All regular." 
" Pick him up when he comes out, 

and report when you've got anything 
else. Maybe you'll get a line on Slug 
Bennett, and find out where he comes 
in on this. That's all." 

Jim hung up--leaving me with some
thing to think about besides the flood
ing Mississip' . Slug Bennett, head of 
as crooked a detective agency as well 
could be, was playing a hand in the 

game. And, having known Slug back 
in Kansas City, I knew that I could 
expect plenty of dirty work at the cross
roads-and everywhere else. 

Steel reported at hourly intervals 
that afternoon, until I finally pulled him 
off. He was disgusted, as well as soaked 
and hungry. He had a-grievance. 

For the tag with the sandy beard, 
who had entered Slug's offices, had not 
come out again. There was no reaf' 
exit that would be available, and Jim 
had carefully covered the front. He 
simply entered the office, and was seen 
no more. 

One of Slug's men, disguised ? 
That appeared to be the likely an

swer, although Slug certainly had no 
amateurs on his staff. 

" Well, J im," I consoled my opera
tive, " Slug's in it, and he'll show his 
ugly mug sooner or later. It's your job 
to tail me to the boat tonight, and re
port when you can." 

·with me up among the passengers 
and officers of the Lilly, and Jim Steel 
masquerading as a scalawag rousta
bout on the boiler-deck, I felt pretty 
certain that Slug wouldn't do much 
sleuthing on board the boat that night. 

CHAPTER III 

On the Hurricane Deck 

PROMPTLY at six o'clock, the Lilly 
Lee's deep-throated w h i s t  1 e 
warned of departure. She lay 

alongside Wharf Number Five, bril
liantly lighted from bow to stern, the 
tenacious last of a once great steam
boat line. 

When I entered the dining-salon I 
was not surprised to see that Captain 
Stone, the skipper, had placed Dud's 
gal in the seat of honor. If she was 
a looker in street-dress, how describe 
her in a dinner-gown ? I'm not going 
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to try. She was lovely, and I reckon seemed, than the rich cigar he was 
that tells enough. smoking. 

The Lummox was, of course, at the I secured my raincoat from my 
same table, but some distance removed. stateroom and climbed to the hurri
He looked sullen. Across the cloth cane deck. The rain was beating down 
from Miss Lang sat a couple in their upon its uncovered surface with a 
thirties, and they were dressed for the sound like millions of buckshot falling 
big act, believe me. That the man and upon stretched canvas. Better the out
his wife were quite well acquainted doors and the rain, however, than the 
with Miss Lang was patent, they ex- heavily scented, over-heated atmos-

.... changing greetings and smiles across phere of either texas or dining-salon, 
the table. the latter now being transformed into 

I occupied myself studying the a ballroom. I went to the starboard 
guests, bent upon discovering if there rail, about half the length of the deck 
was anybody on board who showed aft the pilot-house, leaned against it 
undue interest in Miss Lang or the and puffed .my pipe. 
Lummox. I was not long in spotting The illumination from the cabin 
a bird across the table from Colquitt windows, the running-lights, and the 
who evidently enjoyed the young intermittently open boiler-doors on the 
chap's acquaintance. lower-deck, revealed the surging cur-

A middle-sized man and a dandy, he r-ent of the river. It seemed to boil, 
was. Black hair worn a trifle longer and frosty looking waves shot ahead, 
than would have become the average then receded. Over the Lilly's bow 
man, but which set off his thin, olive the boat's head-lights revealed the rain
face to advantage. He wore a small, pelted, rising tide in a manner that 
well trimmed mustache, and the single suggested a bit of the mystery, the 
diamond which shone on his left ring- just-around-the-bend possibilities of 
finger must have totaled four carats at the Great River. 
least. I shivered a bit, and buttoned the 

• When Colquitt, after the sherry had · raincoat to the collar. I wasn't cold, 
gone round, drained his glass and either; too much good wine aboard to 
turned it upside down, this gentleman be chilled by the weather. I just 
leaned across the table and kidded him shivered, for some reason or other
about it. perhaps it was caused by tbe spell of 

·When the man with the diamond the Mississippi, tawny, forbidding, at
arose from the table, he reached over, most at flood-stage; a spell familiar to 
plucked a red carnation from the cen- all who know the river-and buttoned 
te·r-piece, thrust the stem through the up my coat. 
button-hole in the lapel of his dinner
coat, then strolled into the texas. 

That four-carat bird held my inter
est, and I strolled along behind, keep
ing him in sight. But he didn't make 
that difficult, merely going out onto 
the foredeck and standing under the 
overhang of the hurricane-top, intent 
upon nothing more important, it 

ARUSTLE of oilskins directed my 
eyes toward the pilot-house well 
forward, and a flash of light

ning revealed a figure standing in the 
lee of the wall, on the starboard side. 
A slender figure clad in oilskins from 
top to toe-and alone. 

What was Dud Lang's gal doing up 
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there on the lonely hurricane, her 
finery covered with an oilskin coat ? 
I asked myself that, and right then got 
the answer-at least, what I had to 
take for answer. 

The girl was presently joined by an
other figure ; a man, also in oilskins. 
There c<!_me a murmur of words, a low 
laugh in the girl's tones-and when 
next the lightning flashed there \vas 
nobody in the lee of the pilot-house 
wall . 

Well, what of it ? I f  Fritz had 
slipped the Lummox's leash and dated 
up some guy there on the hurricane
top, what the hell did I care ? Dud 
had said nothing in his letter or over 
the phone about watching his girl . For 
that matter, I figured that Miss Fred
erica Lang was amply able to take care 
of herself. I refilled my pipe, lit it, 
and turned again to observing what I 
could see of the river. 

The lightning flashes began coming 
more frequently, and the downpour 
steadily grew into a regular torrent. 
I turned to hunt the pilot-house shelter 
-and felt myself gripped by powerful 
arms and thrust back against the rail. 
Arms l ike flexible steel, smelling of the 
oilskins that clothed them, grappled me 
with almost crushing force, and I felt 
my feet come up from the deck. 

Then I got over the surprise of the 
attack, and did some grappling myself. 
There resulted a short, muscle-testing 
struggle, a choking cry, and a dark 
shape went over the side toward the 
mad torrent below. I reached out with 
both hands to catch him-and caught 
the front of the slicker instead. It 
ripped open, I felt the starched front 
of  a dress-shirt-and when the body 
slipped from my grasp, and shot for
ward, I smelled the sweet odor of car
nations on the wet air. Had, in short, 
a red carnation gripped in my hand ! 

Who had I seen put a red carnation 
in his coat-lapel, at table ? A moment 
and I had him. The four-carat bird ! 
And this man who had just gone over 
the starboard rail had on a dress-shirt, 
and had worn a red carnation as well ! 
The carnation I then held in my hand ! 

I ran forward and down the com
panionway to the cabin-deck, thence to 
the freight-deck below. In the dim 
.light I scanned the faces of the now 
sleeping roustabouts, and nowhere did 
I find wakefulness, or such excitement 
as would have been there had the fall
ing body been seen. My assailant had, 
it appeared, gone to his death in the 
muddy Mississippi all unobserved. I 
raced back up the companionway, 

. searched the deck along the guards and 
found nobody, then turned into the 
texas. I would inform Captain Stone 
at once of the circumstance . 
. In the doorway I stopped dead: my 

eyes fixed upon the well-groomed fig
ure of a man in evening-dress who 
stood by a table and looked on at a 
poker game. The man was the dandi
fied four-carat bird. 

And he wore a red carnation in the 
lapel of his coat ! 

CHAPTER IV 

"Four Carats" Gets a Name 

T
HE certainty that my hurricane

deck assailant had been none 
other than the four-carat bird 

was shattered by the sight of that red 
carnation. He had put it in his lapel 
when supper ended, and it was still 
there. Another thing, the fact that he 
was standing so calmly in the texas, 
smoking a long cheroot and watching 
a poker game, instead of being on the 
bottom of the Mississippi, was conclu
sive proof that he had not attacked me 
on the pilot deck. • 
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Yet the attacker had unquestionably 
been a passenger. All officers of the 
boat wore blue uniforms with brass 
buttons, the jackets buttoning clear to 
the chin. Not one of them wore a 
boiled shirt, and the man who had 
sought to drown me had worn one. A 
passenger, without doubt. 

Captain Stone was nowhere in sight, 
but it was my cue to find him, exptain 
what had occurred, and have him check 
the passengers at once. That idea 
crossed the line of my thoughts neck 
and neck with another- and I acted 
on the other. An astounding idea it 
was, too. 

Four Carats turned and strolled to
ward the door, and I stepped back onto 
the foredeck out of sight. Just as he 
emerged from the doorway, I crashed 
.into him and, endeavonilg to rega.in 
my balance, thrust out with both hands 
-one of them clutching the red carna
tion. 

Before he spoke, which he did al
most immediately, I knew my ntse had 
gotten me nowhere. For the carnation, 
now in my hand, was dry. Perfectly 
dry ! 

" Collecting c a r n a t i o n  s ?" Four 
Carats asked, his voice quiet and 
steady. " You'll find plenty of them on 
the tables in the dining-room, all nice 
and fresh." 

" And this one," I replied, " is dry, 
almost wilted. Really, I thought you 
had just procu_red it from the dining
room. Pardon me. My mistake." 

He stood there; cheroot held deli
cately between the first and second 
fingers of his left hand, black eyes 
amused, a half smile on his lips, and I 
took occasion to observe the front of 
his  · dress-shirt. It was unsullied
which it would not have been, had my 
damp fingers trailed across it on the 
upper deck. 

Palpably, Four Carats was not the 
man. 

"My fault, perhaps," he said after 
a moment. " I should have honked my 
horn." 

He stepped past me, and went around 
on the port guard. The chap was mock
ing me, kidding me, well aware that I 
had stumbled against him and secured 
that c:;arnati9n on purpose. Perhaps 
he had expected me to lose my temper, 
in which case he would have, in some -
manner best known to himself, taken 
advantage o f  it. 

Wheeling, I stepped around the cor
ner of the texas and passed onto the 
port guard. Almost at once I stopped, 
for Four Cara-ts stood only a few yards 
distant, his left hand held up to the 
light from a cabin window-and he 
was plucking a long splinter from the 
palm by digging at it with a penknife ! 
_ I stepped forward quickly. 

"Ugly splinter," I commented, when 
he turned his head and looked over h-is 
shoulder at me. " In pretty deep. Can 
I be of any assistance ?" 

He laughed. " You should make 
the offer, at any rate," he said, " since 
I owe its presence in my palm to you." 

" So I had inferred. Did you get it 
when you caught the guard-rail of the 
cabin deck, or maybe it was the boiler· 
deck ?" 

He looked at me without even blink
ing his eyes. 

"Neither," he replied. "I got it off 
the door-jamb when you bumped into 
me a bit ago. Have you, perhaps, had 
too much wine ?" 

I disregarded that. The fellow was 
clever, no denying it. 

" How about the splinter ?" I asked 
him. " Want some help ?" 

He extended the left palm, and said : 
- " Devilish nuisance, and i f  you can 

remove it I'll· appreciate it." 
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I reached for the splinter with the 
first and second fingers of my left hand 
-and snapped the muzzle of a six-gun 
against his middle with my right. · I 
was none too quick, at that. For when 
I reached out to help with the splinter, 
Four Carats had made a swift dive 
with his right for a gun. Beaten to the 
draw, he let the weapon slip back into 
his hip pocket, and laughed. 

" I'd heard you were fast, Norton," 
he commented easily, " but I fancied 
myself your equal at least. Seems I 
was wrong." 

I SAID nothing, but reached around 
and removed his six-gun, which I 
tossed overside. Then I frisked him 

all over, finding no other weapon. He 
stood for it quietly, and no doubt he 
did so because of that ring of steel 
pressing against his stomach. 

" Now," I ordered, prodding him 
backward with my gun, " just pass on 
down the guard until we reach a spot 
not quite so public." 

He obeyed, and a few yards farther 
we found a place to my liking. I 
dropped my gun into its holster. 

" Now," I queried, " why the two 
attempts to murder me ?" 

An electric bulb in the ceiling beyond 
us gave sufficient light for me to watch 
the chap's expression. He registered 
astonishment, but whether genuine or 
not it was impossible to determine. 

" Two attempts to murder you !" he 
exclaimed. " Are you mad, or just 
drunk ?" 

" Don't stall me !" I snapped. " You 
tried to throw me overboard from the 
starboard side of the hurricane deck, 
not more than twenty minutes ago. In
stead, I threw you. You were saved 
from the river by catching on the 
guards, either cabin deck or freight. 
Probably the cabin deck, for you man-

aged to get into your stateroom, slip 
a false front over your soiled shirt, 
duck out, procure a red carnation from 
somebody, probably a woman friend, 
to substitute for the one I snatched 
from your lapel in the struggle. You 
wanted one a bit wilted, for a fresh 
blossom would have betrayed the fact 
that you were not wearing the one you 
originally had. So much for the first 
attempt. 

"As for the second," I went on, " it 
happened a moment or so ago. I t  was 
in your mind to clout me over the head, 
and then slide me over the guard into 
the river. Do you deny that ?" 

" All of it," he answered instantly. 
" I drew, or attempted to, on you be
cause I did not like the way you were 
acting. That's all. As for that stunt 
on the hurricane deck, I had nothing 
to do with it !" 

" Mean to say you haven't been up 
there tonight ?" 

" I  don't mean to say so !" he 
snappped, now showing fire. " I f  I 
have been there, it is none of your af
fair !" 

" How does it happen you know 
me ?" I asked. 

" No puzzle about it," Four Carats 
came back. " I've been in Kansas City 
a lot, and remember when you were a 
cop on the regulars. Also have seen 
you about, since you established that 
crooked bureau of yours in the Sand
stone Building. Recognized you at 
table tonight, in spite of your clumsy 
attempt to masquerade as a gentleman. 
That clear things up for you a bit ?" 

" About knowing me, yes," I replied, 
grinning at his slap about my mas
querading as a gentleman. " But all the 
rest is still a bit cloudy. You admit, 
or have made a reply tantamount to an 
admission, that you have been on the 
pilot-deck tonight-" 
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" Why don't you tell him that you 
were, Tod, and why ?" 

I had been aware, from the look in 
Four Carats eyes, that somebody was 
approaching back of me. The silken 
rustle of a garment infonned me that 
the person approaching was a woman. 
I was nob surprised when the interrup
tion came in the voice of Miss Lang. 

" You keep out of this !" Four 
Carats snapped. 

"Not so, my dear Tod," she mocked. 
" You came up to meet me in the lee of  
the pilot-house," she went on to  remind 
him, "and why deny it ? \Ve saw some
body standing by the rail not far away, 
and changed to the port side. Why 
be so delicate about it, Tod ? No harm, 
surely." 

" How long did you remain on the 
hurricane, Miss Lang?" I asked. 

". Not over two or three minutes," 
she replied. "We did it for the sole 
purpose of teasing Royce. Didn't we, 
Tod ?" 

" Exactly," Four Carats agreed, 
. now his calm self again. " And we suc
ceeded. He is sulking in his stateroom 
still." 

' 

"Yeah. I hear all that. But did 
you go down to the cabin deck with 
Miss Lang ?" I asked Tod 

" I did." 
" Certainly he did," she seconded. 

" vVhat is all this about, please, Mr. 
Norton ?" 

" Would you mind introducing this 
Four Carats hombre, who thinks I 'm 
not a gentleman ?" I grinned. " He 
knows me, but has forgotten to make 
himself known in turn. An unfair ad
vantage, i f  you ask me." 

" Why, I thought you knew each 
other !" she exclaimed. " The situation 
here was so-er-intimate, shall I say ? 
\Veil, anyhow, the gentleman in ques
tion is Captain Todhunter Colquitt, 

commonly called Tod. You have al
ready met his nephew, whom my re
vered father calls the Lummox. Come 
Tod," she invited, " you have. the next 
dance." 

They · left me there on the port 
guard, with nothing better to do at the 
moment than stare down at the muddy 
river. I ' l l  admit that the wind had been 
taken out of my sails. 

CHAPTER V 

''No One Missing" 

WHILE I stood there studying 
over the late developments of  
the case, I became aware of a 

scratching noise on the woodwork just 
below me, and, turning my attention 
to it presently saw a strong and hairy 
hand reach upward and grasp the lower 
rail of the guard. The hand was fol
lowed by a head, next a long, powerful 
body-and Jim Steel stood beside me 
on the deck. 

" Tug," he said, panting a bit from 
exertion, " I figured I wasn't never go
ing to git to contact you tonight. Lucky 
I heard 'you talking here. Slug Bennett 
boarded the Lilly a bit early, alt 
wrapped up and pretending to be a sick 
man. He's in stateroom Number Ten, 
and you can bet he ain't showed up 
amongst the passengers, · either--and 
won't. That's all I've got to report. 
See you after we land." 

I nodded, and J im returned the way 
he had come. 

So Slug was already on the job ! 
\Vell, crooked though he was, that 
hombre was always a fast worker
and a mean one to be up against. It  
could not have been Slug, however, 
who made the attempt on me on the 
hurricane deck. He was a man weigh
ing close to two .hundred pounds, and 
the .man who tackled me was much 

1 D-16 
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smaller and lighter than that. Abou_t all the upper part of a steamboat, was 
T.od Colquitt's size, I'd say. built of pine. 

Somehow or other, I couldn't get the Another .circumstance in my flashy 
idea out of my mind that I had the acquaintance's favor. 
right pig by the ear when I picked on I went into the texas, and as I passed 
the sporty Tod as being the man l through the doorway I glanced at the 
sought. He had saved himself almost jam against which Tod had caught for 
miraculously, and had the nerve to support-and found a small unpainted 
cover up as he had done. 

· 
spot from which a sliver of wood ·had 

But I had Miss Lang's word that he lately been torn. Evidence for that 
was with her on the deck, and that he hombre sure was piling up ! 
returned downstairs with her- I then explained to Captain Stone 

But, the idea struck me, neither one about what had happened on the hurri
of them, Miss Lang and Todhunter, had cane deck, and that officer hastily 
said whether or not they continued to · .checked his passengers over. He did 
remain with each other after returning that by having them all gather in the 
to the deck. Tod could have escorted texas. Not one was missing, and I ob
her to the texas, and then returned served that several men had carnations, 
to attack me. There was plenty of both red and white, now withering in 
time. their lapels. Tod had not been the only 

But what possible motive could he one who fancied a flower for the eyen-
have in wanting to get rid of me ? ing. 

The answer must be that he was con- " Well, Captain," I said, a fter the 
cerned in the mysterious business at check up was over, " you have a passen
Sunnyside. The red flags, and the mur- ger whom none of us have seen. A 
der. There could be no other explana- man in number ten. \iVhat of him?" 
tion. Yet, I knew, to accuse a Colquitt " But," the captain objected, " he is 
of anything underhanded would proba- ill . . Hasn't left his stateroom since he 
bly get me run out of the section. The came aboard. It couldn't have be�n 
Colquitts, of Colquitt's Landing, were him." 
above accusation of any sort, and had " Better look inside," I advised. 
been, father and son, for many, many " And, Captain," I requested, " i f  he 
years. is there, will you ha11d him a note?" 

But, for all that, I meant to have an The captain gave me a questioning 
eye on Tod. stare, but, knowing me well, nodded. 

Something on the deck near my left " Know the man ?" he asked. 
foot attracted my eye, and I picked it " Perhaps. \Vhat name did he sign 
up. It proved to be a splinter, and the on the book ?" 
fresh blood on it identified it at once. " Horace Barnes." 
Tod had managed to get it out of his I secured a sheet of paper and an 
hand at last, and had dropped it there. envelope. On the. sheet I wrote: 
I broke the bit of sharpened wood in 
two, and flung it away. Tod had not 
lied about where he got the splinter. 
It was yellow pine, and the guards of 
the Lilly were good, seasoned oak. The 
superstructure, which means practically 

2 D-16 

SLUG: 
You'll be sicker than you pretend to be 

now if you don't take my advice and 
hustle back to that crooks' exchange of 
yours in Memphis. You're monkeying in 
bad business, take it from me. 

TuG NORTON. 
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I sealed it and handed him the enve
lope. The Captain went away down 
the corridor. I could imagine the rage 
that note would raise inside that fat 
crook, Bennett. And I really wanted 
him to know that I was wise to him 
being on board. 

THE officer came back presently. 
· " He's in his room, Norton," 

he reported. " What's wrong 
"vith you, anyhow ? Head gone off a 
bit ? You must have dreamed that busi
ness on the hurricane deck ! Not a 
passenger missing. Do-you still insist-': 

" Not at all," I interrupted. " It's 
just my idea of a joke, Cap, to help 
while away the tedious hours." 

One thing I had learned that sur
prised me, when the passengers were 
checked over, was this : 

The married couple who had sat 
across the table from Miss Lang at 
supper, turned out to be Mr. and Mrs. 
Richard Culverson. The Culversons, of 
Culverson House, supposed to be visit
ing at Sunnybrook Plantation for an 
extended period. 

\"'hy, I wondered, had not Frederica 
Lang informed me that they were in 
Memphis ? 

I needed an answer to that. She had 
failed to tell me that Tod Colquitt was 
in Memphis, also. And that was some
thing else I meant to question the young 
lady about when we arrived at Sunny
brook. 

We arrived shortly before midnight, 
and the Culversons, Miss Lang and I 
all went ashore. We were met by 
negroes with lanterns, and a closed car 
awaited our pleasure. We drove toward 
Sunnybrook House in the pelting rain, 
all four of us silent. It seemed to me 
that I felt a chill in the murky air that 
was not all of the weather. 

As for Slug Bennett, he never 

showed. Where, I asked myself, would 
he step off ? 

Somehow or other, I couldn't help 
but believe he would leave the boat at 
Colquitt's Landing. Yeah, that was 
about the mileage I figured he'd bought. 

However, wherever he went he 
would not be lost. Jim Steel was on 
his tail, and that meant he would not 
have the faintest kind of chance to get 
to cover. Where he disembarked and 
where he holed up would be reported to 
me in due time. 
: So, certain of that, I dismissed that 
hombre from my mind. 

CHAPTER VI 

A Man With Sandy Whiskers 

A RED-BRICK house of some 
fourteen or fifteen rooms, pillared 
and porticoed after the old 

fashioned Southern manner, its walls 
covered with ivy and climbing-roses, 
surrounded by grounds thick with 
shrubs and flowers-such was Sunny
brook House. It was the country-seat of  
a type of man now nearly passed, and 
of that type no better example ever 
lived than Colonel Dudley Lang. 

He met us in person, his house 
servants grouped back of him. Tall, 
lank, sixty years old and looking not 
more than fi fty, he might have stepped 
out of a book of " before the war " 
illustrations, clothes, goatee and all. 

After he had welcomed his guests 
and conducted us into the welcome 
warmth of the huge sitting room, 
served some of his private stock and in
quired the news of the river, he cor
nered me off and asked one question : 

" Have you been able to get a line on 
this thing yet, Tug ?" 

To attempt to give his speech in the 
full richness of its Southern accent 
would be impossible. He neither 
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" suh'd " nor " sah'd," but he had it 
like Micky had the measles. 

" I've got a line that I'm working on, 
Dud," I answered. " \Vhere it will lead 
me is something else again. Anything 
new turned up ?" 

For answer he drew out a long white 
envelope, pulled out a sheet of paper 
and handed it to me. I recognized the 
brand of portable typewriter which had 
·been used, but that meant nothing at 
all. · Too many of them in Memphi�, 
where, 'if the postmark meant anything, 
it was written and mailed. It was not 
long, but it was juicy. Here's the text : 

DEAR COLONEL : 
The two drawings you have recently 

received were designed to make you think. 
Compare the two, Sunnybrook House as 
it is today, and the place as it would 
probably appear if a flood should devas
tate it. Observe the contrast. Add to that 
a similar calamity to many neighboring 
plantations, a large loss of human life 
and the perishing of thousands of head of 
cattle, then ask yourself if you like the 
prospect ? 

Do some thinking, Colonel. You'll hear 
from me again in the very near future. 

Who am I ?  Well, I'm just a partner 
of THE YELLOW DEMON. 

" Sounds like somebody had it in 
for you pretty strong, Dud," I com
mented, handing him the letter. " What 
about it ? Got any enemies ?" 

" Plenty. Mostly over in Mississippi. 
You recall the big levee-break at Trini
ty, five miles below here, which oc
curred three years ago, of -course. 
Well, Tug, somebody among the plant
ers wiped out in that break have hinted 
around that I engineered it in order to 
save us on the Arkansas side. I have 
never been able to trace the dirt to its 
source, needless to say, else I would 
have reckoned with the lying scoundrel 
in my own way. However, I have 
thought that perhaps all this business 
is a threat on the part of a group across 
the river. Sound plausible to you ?" 

" Not any," I said promptly. " They 
would strike, if they planned to wipe 
you out, without any warning what
ever. You see, Dud, that bunch, grant
ing there should be one, would mean 
business. The writer of this letter does 
not expect to go to extremes." 

" I  don't get that, Tug," the Colonel 
said slowly. " Will you explain it ?" 

" You'll get an explanation tomor
row, and from the most authentic 
source possible. The actor in this 
drama himself. One of the actors, and, 
of course, the leading one. Maybe I'm 
mistaken in naming tomorrow as the 
day, but I think not. And, in the mean- . 
time, don't think this hombre is not 
dangerous, Dud. He is. · One of the 
most dangerous, as well as shrewdest, 
men I have ever had knowledge of. 
Now," I requested, " let's JOln up in 
another drink all · around. I want to 
study and observe." 

D
UD gave me a look of perplexity, 

started to speak, then got up and 
ordered brandy served. That 

gave me an excuse to join the group 
about the huge fireplace. The Culver
sons, Miss Lang-and another whom I 
have not mentioned before, and for the 
very good reason that he did not make 
an appearance until after the ·Colonel 
had me cornered of{ 

The late arrival in the room was 
introduced to me as Jackson Lang, 
Dudley Lang's brother. About fifty, 
I judged, and a smaller man than Dud. 
Short, slender, wiry, he looked like a 
small reproduction of his brother. So 
much alike that, but for the difference 
in size and age, they might have . been 
twins. He greeted me cordially, and 
seemed a likable chap. 

The Culversons claimed my interest 
most, however. Dick Culverson, a 
long-faced chap of about thirty-five, 
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handsome m a manner attractive to 
most women, did not, on the surface 
at least, take his financial condition 
greatly to heart. He was merry, talka
tive, and, as I thought, very observant. 
At times it struck me that most of his 
gaiety was forced, and quite possibly 
it was. Maybe, after all, the chap was 
suffering in his mind because of his 
present position. He was a man hard 
to dope out. 

But his wife, perhaps two years his 
junior, was not difficult at all to read. 
Blond, beautiful, she was as lacking 
in warmth as last year's ashes. Her 
blue eyes were a trifle closer together 
than common, and they had in their 
depths a cold, calculating stare that 
most people would find disconcerting. 
I noticed that, when she coolly sized 
me up, took my riumber, registered it 
and promptly forgot me. 

An interesting couple, surely. The 
fact that they had been in Memphis 
over the past week end, going thence 
to visit a relative in the hills back of 
Raleigh for the succeeding three days, 
made Culverson most interesting in
deed. 

Dick Culverson was, in short, a 
mighty fine prospect for me to work 
on. 

Dick Culverson and Tod Colquitt
with my money on Colquitt. 

After a bit I had a chance to talk 
for a few minutes with Miss Lang 
alone. 

" Why didn't you inform me that 
the Culversons were away from Sun
nvbrook ?" I asked . . 

She raised her fine eyebrows, stared 
at me for a moment, then demanded : 

" How on earth could that interest 
you ?" 

" Listen, Fritz," I came back, " and 
get this straight from me in person : 
Just cut out arching your eyebrows at 

me, and pulling the high-hat. It won't 
do you_any good at all. I 'm too tough 
a bird for you to dent-even if you 
use an ax. Now, why didn't you tell 
me about the Culversons, and about 
Tod Colquitt ?" 

She laughed, and came down to my 
level. " Really, Mr. Norton," she said, 
" I did not think to tell you that the 
Culversons were temporarily absent, 
and as for Tod-=-well, one never knows 
when and where he will bob up. He 
had been to St. Louis, he informed me, 
and stopped over in Memphis without 
being aware that Royce and I were 
there.)' 

" Did he know anything about the 
trouble down here ?" 

" Not until I told him." 
" Did the Culversons know about 

it ?" 
" How could they ?" she countered. 
" They damned well might !" I 

snapped. " Besides, I asked a question, 
and want an answer. Did they ?" 

" Certainly not," she answered, and 
seemed so highly amused that she had 
nettled me. " I informed them on 
board the Lilly. They were greatly 
surprised and shocked." 

" Like hell they were !" I said to my
self. " Dick might have been shocked, 
but that icicle wife of his couldn't be 
-and I' l l  bet my turnip on that." 

" Fair enough, Fritz," I told her. 
" School is out. You may go and play 
with the other children." 

She left me laughingly, and rejoined 
the group by the fire. Pretty soon, 
good nights were said and the group 
broke up. Dud, Jackson and I were 
left alone before the sparkling logs. 
We went over the case in all the de
tails, and I got strict verification on 
every point Frederica Lang had dis
closed to me. She had covered the 
ground thoroughly, as it turned out. 
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Then I told them about my experi
ences on the boat coming down, being 
careful not to stress my suspicion that 
the prime mover in the deviltry, this 
hombre who so melodramatically 
signed himself a partner of The Y el
low Demon, might well be Captain 
Todhunter Colquitt, their neighbor. I'd 
be certain I had positive proof against 
him, in case it turned out to be he, 
before I ever made a crack like that, 
even to my friend Dud Lang. 

To say that the Colonel and his 
brother were astounded upon hearing 
my relation would only state it par
tially. They were, to put it under
standably, knocked into a cocked-hat. 
And while they were still in the said 
cocked-hat, the heavy knocker on the 
Colonel's front door began beating a 
loud tattoo through the empty hall. 
All the servants had been sent to their 
quarters, and the master of the house 
answered the summons himself. 

He returned to the sitting room al
most immediately, bringing with him a 
slender, wiry man in oilskins. A man 

· about the size of Tod Colquitt, but un
- like the �lant captain in that he wore 

a short, sandy mustache and beard, and 
hom-rimm

.
ed glasses. 

· " Doctor," the Colonel said, " shake 
hands with an old bear-hunter friend 
of mine, Mr. Norton. Dr. Flick, our 
sawbones in these parts, Tug," he fin
ished, while we shook hands. 

And there on the rug in front of 
the fire, a hot toddy at his lips, had 
materialized another prime suspect ! 

CHAPTER VII 

The Old Well-House 

IT developed that the doctor had gone 
fifty miles up the river highway on 
Thursday morning, to visit a rela

tive who was ailing, and had been fool-

ish enough to drive back the same 
route. He had experienced a tough 
passage, and his car had broken down 
in front of the Sunnybrook gates. 
Hence his appeal for refuge at the 
house, where he was, of course, quite 
welcome. 

He could hardly have been the man 
who attacked me on the boat, but he 
could easily have been the medium tall, 
wiry, sandy bearded spy whom Steel 
had described to me. And that was 
what aroused my suspicion. 

Another thing : It was a peculiar 
fact that three medium tall, wiry men, 
all from approximately the same loca
tion, had been absent either in Mem
phis or near there for the past several 
days. 

Who could say positively where any 
or all of those men had been ? They 
might have good alibis, and they might 
have fixed ones, and, of course, the 
prime actor in the affair might not be 
a medium tall, wiry man at all. He 
could be, and might be, as big as I am 
-six feet and two inches, with one 
hundred· and ninety pounds to carry 
around. But of one thing I was cer
tain : 

The hombre who had tried to dump 
me into the river had been a medium 
tall, wiry man. I couldn't be mistaken 
about that. 

· 

Dr. Flick had not only sandy ·hair 
and whiskers, · but his complexion was 
sandy and his voice grated like he 
might also have sand in his interior 
system. A disagreeable personality, 
and I did not wonder that he was a 
salaried plantation doctor instead of a 
free-lance practitioner. A man like 
.Flick would never build up a lucrative 
practice on his own. 

I eleded to go to bed, whereupon all 
of us retired. After I tumbled in, I 
dismissed the <:ase from my mind and 
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went to sleep. I'd probably need all 
my �nergy on the morrow, both mental 
and physical. 
. I did not get much sleep. At day
light I was brought up sitting by a rap
ping on my door. 

" Come in !" I called, and none too 
pleasantly. 

An elderly negro thrust his head in
side. 

" Marse C u n n e  1 ,  sah, dey's a 
gemmun wants to talk wid you on de 
tellemphoam. He say it's right im
po'tant, sah." 

I was into my bathrobe and slippers 
the next instant, and followed the 
negro servant down the corridor to 
where there was a phone at the end. 
It just had to be Jim Steel-and it 
was. 

" Tug," came in Steel's voice, and 
he spoke guardedly, " I'm reporting 
from a country store three miles south 
of Culverson's Landing. That cargo 
was put ashore at the landing last 
night, when the Lilly took on some 
freight there. I unloaded after it. It's 
now stowed snugly away in a room at 
the B ig House. Negro servant, just 
one on the place it seems, looking after 
it. 

" At two o'clock this morning, slen
der man in oilskins, black slouch hat, 
paid a visit," he continued. " Sandy 
beard and mustache. Betting it's that 
amateur spy I saw in the city. Couldn't 
hear what was said, and he didn't stay 
long. Left in a small car, and of course 
I couldn't follow. What's your or
ders ?" 

" Keep an eye on that cargo, and 
report to me again early tonight," I 
instructed. " Did you get the make of 
the car ?" 

" Couldn't find it in time," was the 
answer. " He came up a soft road, 
p:1 rked some distance from the house, 

and my first knowledge anybody was 
near was when he showed up in the 
room while I watched through a win
dow. I got the tire markings, though, 
and that may help some. Two new 
Firebrands on the rear, and a pair of  
Silvertreads on the front. That was 
the best I could do." 

" Call me earlier, i f  there is anything 
more," I said, and hung up. 

Well, that was that. It began to 
lo()k more. and more like the sandy 
doctor was up to something. We had 
his word for it that he had gone up 
the river to visit a sick relative. Maybe 
he had gone to Memphis instead, and 
for the sole purpose of spying on Miss 
L9ng and Colquitt, and later getting in 
touch with Slug Bennett. Probably 
Slug had been acting for him on the 
Memphis end all along. In fact, it 
looked very much as though he had. 

Then another thought struck me, as 
I was dressing. It was this : 

vVho could have had a better chance 
to get close to Bisbee on the levee than 
Dr. Flick ? It certainly would not be 
unusual to find the doctor out at all 
hours of the night, calling cftl the sick, 
and he was a person Bisbee 'lvould not 
suspect of evil intentions. 

The net began to close around Flick, 
and a few minutes later I was on my 
way down to the plantation gates to 
have a look at the tires on his stalled 
car. Identification of those tires with 
the markings described by Steel would 
just about spell curtains for the saw
bones. 

I 
FOUND the negro plantation me

chanic already at work on it-and 
found something else. Dr. Flick's 

small car had four worn Duplex tires, 
and the spare was the same. 

Yeah, just like that does investiga
tion sometimes throw a monkey 
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wrench into the well lubricated me
chanism of a theory ! 

There was no rain that morning, 
only clouds that looked like they might 
open up and spill their sheets of water 
at any moment. At the edge of the 
lawn in front I came upon the Colonel, 
who was out for an early morning 
constitutional. 

We went together to the plantation 
office in a corner of the yard, and there 
I had Dud do some telephoning. When 
he got through, an alibi for Dr. Flick 
had seemingly been established. 

" If Flick was in Linnville all day, 
as his sick relative told your friend he 
was," I told Dud, " then he wasn't 
playing spy in Memphis, and therefore 
isn't the man who shot Bjsbee-" 

" Shot Bisbee !" Dud's voice rang 
angrily. " What in hell are you get
ting at, Tug ?" 

" Keep your shirt on, old folks," I 
advised him. " I  think maybe I'm get
ting warm, as the kids used to say." 

When I called up Memphis, got in 
touch with the Toler Detective Agency 
and requested Fred Toler to check up 
on Dick Culverson during his supposed 
stay in Memphis recently, the Colonel's 
temperature rose to fever heat. When 
he had finished his somewhat pointed 
and pithy remarks, I got up and sug
gested that we go have breakfast. 

" But what on earth are you having 
Toler's office check up on Dick Cul
verson for ?" Dud demanded, as he fol
lowed me out onto the lawn. " My 
God, man ! You surely don't think-" 

" Yeah, I do think-a lot of things," 
I broke in. " One is that you are go
ing to come through with a thousand 
cold, plus expenses, to get the shock of  
your life. Either way the cat jumps, 
Dud, you're due to get shocked. Now, 
about the Colquitt boys, Royce and 
Tad. Tell me about them." 

" There's nothing to tell !" Dud al
most snarled. " Tad is a younger 
brother of my old friend Clark Col
quitt, now dead, and he is trustee for 
Royce, holding all authority over the 
estate, until Royce is twenty-five. He'll 
be twenty-five next month. Tad lives 
at the Colquitt place, as well as does 
Royce, and both of them are very fine 
men. Is that what you wanted to 
know ?" 

I did not answer. We had reached 
a part of the lawn from which the 
front of the old mansion was visible, 
and there at the left was the old well
house. My eyes were focused on it
especially the roof. 

" That well-house roof was sway
backed in the first drawing you re
ceived, Dud," I reminded him, still 
eying the roof. " When did you have 
it repaired ?" 

The Colonel gave the matter thought 
for a minute, then replied : 

" That · gable-sill in the well-house 
dropped down during the night. Some 
time back in April. Been in bad con
dition for a while. Mandy, the cook, 
reported it to me and I had it re
paired." 

" How long after the cook reported 
it, before you had it repaired ?" I 
queried. 

" The following morning, bright and
early, my carpenter and his helper set 
in on it," Dud replied. " I make it 
a point never to neglect repairs longer 
than necessary. Besides, the well is in 
daily use, and the roof, in its state of 
disrepair, was dangerous. Why all the 
questions about the roof of that old 
well-house ?" 

I didn't answer directly. Somehow 
or other, I couldn't take my eyes off 
that old well-house, nor my mind off 
it either. It had begun to impress me 
that in the vine-covered relic was a 
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clew that would lead me out of the 
morass. 
· A clew, in short, that would spell 
the gallows for somebody. 

CHAPTER VIII 

The Killer Strikes Again 

T
HE rest of that day was spent in 
prowling about the place, in
specting the levee, querying the 

negroes on the plantation, getting a 
line on things generally, as far as pos
sible. That was not far. I learned, 
in fact, precisely nothing. 

During the afternoon the Colquitts, 
Royce and Tod, came up to inquire i f 
anything out of the ordinary had oc
curred, as well as to visit. Both ex
pressed a willingness before departing 
homeward, to stand guard on the levee, 
. at the house, or serve in any capacity 
for which there might be a need. 

l did not click to either one of them 
standing guard anywhere about the 
place, and informed them so-politely, 
of course. 

As a matter of fact, I had no inten
tion of placing guards on the levee at 
that time. The levee, as I believed, was 
in no danger yet. It might never be. 
Nor did I think anybody at the 
Colonel's house need fear the crook. 
Not at all. I might be in danger, prob
ably was at every moment of the �ay 
and night, but I figured I could take 
care of myself. 

In late afternoon, while I stood 
frowning at that old well-house, feel
ing that I had something just about in 
reach, I got a call to the telephone. It 
was Steel calling. 

" Tug," he said, his voice expressing 
considerable ire, " when I got back 
from telephoning you this morning, he 
was gone ! Bag and baggage. My first 
thought was the landing, and I hot-

footed it down there-just in time to 
see him depart in a power launch up 
the river. Headed toward Memphis, 
Tug-hell-bent ! What do you make 
of that ?" 

" A lot," I told him. " But you stick 
right there tonight," I instructed. 
" Slug has probably ducked for good, 
but I 've got a hunch somebody else will 
show up there later. See what he's up 
to, in case he appears, but don't bother 
him." 

" 0 . K."  Jim hung up. 
And Slug Bennett was on his way 

back to Memphis ! Well, why not ? I 
figured Slug this way : He had been 
hired to turn a trick on board the Lilly 
the night before, but the man who hi.red 
him savv what he thought was too good 
a chance to lose, so he tackled the job 
himself. That was when I had my little 
affair on the hurricane deck. The job 
foozlect, Slug knew me well enough to 
be darn sure he nor anybody else would 
get another chance. And Slug had 
taken the first opportunity to beat it. 
He wanted to get in the clear. 
My note to him, delivered by Cap

tain Stone, had had its effect. 
My prediction that we would get an

other letter from the killer that day, 
failed to justify itself. The day passed 
without incident of note, and after 
supper the Colonel suggested that some
body stand watch in the house during 
the night. I felt no uneasiness about 
there being any danger to anybody, but 
yielded when he insisted. 

" I'll take the first watch, Norton," 
Jackson Lang volunteered. " Say we 
retire at about ten, I watch until two, 
and you relieve me for the balance of 
the night ?" 

That was agreeable. I felt that i f  
any danger materialized a t  all i t  would 
very likely come during my watch. 
About ten o'clock I turned in and, dis-
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m1ssmg the case from my mind, 
promptly went to sleep. At two, Jack
son Lang awoke }me, reponting every
thing quiet. 

" I really think Dudley is letting his 
fears run away with him, Norton," 
Jackson said while I slipped into my 
clothes. " Still, there is a certain satis
faction in knowing that everybody in 
the house is. not asleep. Hope you have 
as quiet a watch as I did." 

JACKSON retired to his room at the 
end of the main corridor, and I 
went down to the sitting room, 

switched off the lights, and sat down in 
a comfortable chair to wait for day
light. My reason for switching off the 
lights and waiting in the darkness was 
this : 

I f  that bird really meant to enter the 
house for any reason, he would not do 
so as long as there was a light in the 
place. If the absence of light would 
tempt him to enter, then he'd be most 
v;elcome. That would be as good a time 
for a show-down as any. 

During the next hour I sat there 
studying the problem over, but was 
careful not to become too engrossed. I 
kept in mind the possibility of danger 
-and it proved well that I did. 

At three o'clock, or thereabouts, a 
sound somewhere in the house drew my 
attention. It was more like a hint of 
sound, really, than anything definite. I 
sat up, loosened a gun for action, and 
listened. 

Again came the sound, and this time 
I identified it. A door across the hall 
was being opened, inch by inch. I got 
up and crept to the portiered arch be
tween the sitting room and the recep
tion hall, then paused to listen again. 
Not a sound came. 

Then I got the thought that a door 
might have been left ajar, and the 

breeze from an open window had dis
turbed it. Most likely that was it. How
ever, I couldn't let the matter rest 
there. I had to make certain. 

With a gun in my right hand, my 
flash ready to unloose in my le ft, I 
slipped silently from back of the por
tieres and started across the hall toward 
the drawing-room door. I did not 
cross it. 

With a suddenness that almost 
jarred the breath out of me, I came 
up against a solid substance-solid, at 
least, as the human form can be. 
\Varm, tobacco-scented breath flecked 
my face-then we were on the floor, 
r"l>lling over and over, my gun and 
flashlight gone. 

Whoever the intruder was, he 
proved strong, agile, hard as nails. I 
got a grip on the fellow's left wrist, 
bent it back, whirled him over with a 
powerful twist of my body-and 
brought my head in sharp contact with 
a mahogany hall-tree in a corner. It 
was a stunning crack, and for a brief 
instant I relaxed. It was long enough 
for my assailant. 

I was not exactly out, and when the 
daze had cleared from my brain I 
found myself free to get up. I did so, 
and my foot kicked _against my flash
light. Stooping, I picked it from the 
floor, and at that instant a terrific ex
plosion from above, accompanied by a 
yellow flash of light, fairly shook the 
house to its foundations. Somebody 
had fired a heavy-caliber revolver near 
the stairhead, and I leaped for the 
stairway, drawing my second gun as 
I went. 

" Help ! Help !" 
It was a man's voice, muffled. There 

was a sound of sharp scuffling, a groan, 
and then a heavy body struck the .first 
tread of the stairs. Struck it just as my 
flash cut a path of light upward. Down 
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the stairs in that path of light, rolling 
loosely like it might be just a bundle 
of clothing, came the body of a 
man ! 

I reached the first landing just as the 
body struck it, cast the beam of my 
flash briefly upon the face, then leaped 
over it and took the rest of the flight 
in two bounds. , 

Jackson Lang lay there on the land,. 
ing, and his killer was somewhere in 
the upper regions. As I reached the 
main corridor above I caught the sound 
of running feet receding along the pas
sage toward the back. Afraid to fire, 
not knowing who among the now 
aroused household might be thefe 
ahead of me, I ran swi ftly in the di
rection whence the sound had come. 
Jackson Lang's bedroom lay at the end 
of the hall, and I dashed into it just in 
time to have the· door which gave on to 
a railed balcony slammed in my face. 
I yanked it 'open, leaped out artd 
flooded the balcony with light. It was 
empty. 

THEN I saw a set of steps at one 
end, and raced down them. Con
fident that I was following the 

trail of the prowler's exit, and that I 
was right on his heels, I stil l  did not 
hope to overtake him. Rain was fall
ing drearily, the grounds black as tar, 
filled with bushes and shrubs. I circled 
the house, using my flash, chancing a 
bullet in the hope of getting a shot in  
return, but nothing happened. Except 
for the excited outcries in the house, 
all I could hear was the sullen roar 
of the river. 

I reentered the house the way I had 
left it, and found it now flooded with 
light. In a frightened, grief-stricken 
group at the foot of the stairs I came 
upon the members of the household. 
Colonel Lang, Frederica, the Culver-

sons and the two black servants who 
slept there. 

Dud's eyes questidned me as I came 
down to them, but " ii bent above the 
sprawled figure on the rug before mak
ing any reply. Jackson Lang had died 
from . a knife thrust that reached. his 
heart. Died without uttering a word. 

" Go into the sitting-room, all of  
you," I requested. " You can do no 
good here. No time now to explain." 

They trooped away, and I went back 
to the phone in the hall. As I expected, 
it was dead. The killer, smooth article 
that he was, had seen to that. Some
where along the line the wire had been 
cut, and to attempt to find the place and 
make repairs in the night�time would 
be a waste of effort. 

Had that wire not been cut, would 
I have found the men I had meant to 
call at home ? Would Dr. Flick have 
answered his ring ? Would Tod Col
quitt ? 

Time would give me the answer to 
the queries-if I lived to hear it. 

Going back into the sitting room, I 
gave them all a good once-over. The 
Colonel arid Fritz were out of it, o f  
course. But what about Dick Culver
son ? 

He stood the test. If ever a man 
was completely surprised and horror
stricken, then Culverson certainly ap
peared to be. 

" Colonel," I said quietly, " Jackson 
got the knife-thrust by trying to stop 
the killer. It was he who fired, and, 
unfortunately missed. His gun is lying 
in the corridor above. Contrary to my 
expectation, the fiend entered the house 
tonight. I firmly believe that he hoped 
to kill me while I slept." 

" God !" Dud cried hoarsely. " Can 
nothing be done ?" 

" Nothing now," I answered. " We 
can only wait until morning." 



THE YELLOW DE�ION 27 

" 1\Iorning ! God in Heaven," moaned 
Frederica, while tears rained down her 
cheeks, " what wiU the morning bring ? 
\Vhat more of this fiend's cruelty ?" 

I could only wonder. 

CHAPTER IX 

The Well-House Speaks 

THE death of Jackson Lang cast a 
heavy gloom over the household, 
as well as brought swarms of 

sympathetic neighbors from far and 
near. The wailing of the negroes in 
their quarters was weird, and dreary in 
the extreme. 

There was little I could do but mark 
time during the following two days, 
except to establish a strong guard 
around the house at night, and listen 
in on everybody I could. I learned 
nothing. 

The fact that the shot had come from 
Jackson Lang's revolver was easily es
tablished, and that gave me the whole 
thing. The killer had entered through 
the Colonel's library, reached the hall
way and encountered me in the dark
ness. Then he had leaped up the stairs, 
knowing that there was a good exit 
through J ack"son' s bedroom. Jackson, 
however, was still awake, or woke 
easily, and heard the sound of the 
struggle going on below. He had run 
out of his room, fired at what must 
have been a very vague target, then 
the killer had closed with him. The 
knife, silent weapon of the n_ight
prowler, had struck him down. 

During the two days before the 
funeral, nothing further came from the 
killer. He would quite naturally lay 
off until after the furor caused by his 
act had died down. I saw Steel twice 
during that time, and he had nothing to 
report. 

On the morning after the funeral, 

· Dud came out and found me gazing 
once again at the old well-house. The 
thing fascinated me, and I still was 
haunted by the thought that sometime 
soon it would speak to me. And it 
began to talk, in its silent way, right 
then. 

" Dud," I asked when he came up, 
" do you recall if there was anybody, 
an amateur crayon-artist for example, 
engaged in sketching hereabouts, on 
the day that well-house roof was 
sagging ?" 

" I don't. There probably was not, 
however." 

" A little mulatto girl, name of 
Jenny, maybe she was ?" I suggested. 

" She was not !" Dud snapped. " I'd 
have tanned her hide, had I caught her 
in such impudence ! Besides, that yel
low girl, Jenny, hasn't  been on the plan
tation since last March. Some city 
woman fancied her for a maid, and 
took her away. .-\ncl that settles that." 

" It does for a fact,'' I agreed. " And, 
incidentally, sho>vs me an out I had 
not thought of before." 

" What is it ?" Dud demanded. 
'' Tell me something first," I said. 

" Do you keep books on this big farm 
of yours ? Strict accounts ?" 

" I do. " 
" Then your records would give the 

exact date upon which the well-house 
roof was repaired ?" 

" Certainly. But how can that date 
be important ?" 

" It isn't," I grinned at him. " But 
let's find out anyhow." 

Dud accompanied me to the office 
and got out the record. The work had 
been clone on the sixteenth day of 
April. 

" Now that you know the date," he 
queried ironically, " and it is, by your 
own words, unimportant, perhaps you'll 
tell me why you had me look it up ?" 
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" Certainly. In order to get the date 
preceding it - which is important. 
While the sixteenth of April means 
nothing in itself, the fi fteenth of April 
does-" 

" It ought to," Dud interrupted, 
grinning. " It happens to be my birth
day. I was sixty last fifteenth of 
April." 

" Any guests ?" I inquired quickly. 
" No. We didn't celebrate that day. 

Just the home folks, and the Colquitts. 
The Culversons, of course." 

" Fine !" I exclaimed. " Now, Dud, 
we're getting somewhere. On the fif
teenth day of April, last, somebody 
among you took a kodak picture of the 
front of your house. Who did that, 
do you know ?" 

" How do you know so positively 
that somebody photographed the house 
on that day ?" Dud demanded. 

" Because nobody sketched it that 
day," I answered. " And if nobody 
sketched it, then somebody most cer
tainly did photograph it. You see, Dud, 
the well-house gable-beam was only 
sagging one day. Don't you get it 
now ?" 

" Damned if I do !" Dud exclaimed. 
" Well, old folks," I said sarcastical

ly, " you'd better quit having birthdays. 
Two or three more, and you'll be plumo 
dense. Don't you get it that that first 
crayon job sent you had to be sketched 
from a picture of the place, since no
body was here in person to sketch it ? 
And that on only one day out of the 
whole three hundred and sixty-five 
could the kodak have picked up and 
registered that sagging beam ?" 

THEN Dud got it, and his face 
went pale. He looked at me out 
of eyes suddenly aged and 

strained. Finally : 
" Tug," he said, " you have got a 

clew in that sagging beam, and no mis
take about it. But, my God, man ! 
Where will it lead to:?" 
" Do you want ·me to go on with 

the case ?" I queried, feeling sorry for 
my old friend. " No matter where it 
leads ?" 
" No matter where !" Colonel Lang 

almost shouted. " There's murder in 
this thing, Tug-and, by Heavens, I'd 
punish the murderer, even if it turned 
out that he was my own kin !" 

" So I thought. Now, who took a 
kodak picture of this house on that 
day ?" 

He hesitated only briefly. " Ena
Mrs. Culverson," he answered hoarsely. 
" She's a kodak fiend. But, Tug, what 
gets me is that she had me stand in 
front of the steps. It was me she was 
photographing, standing in front of my 
home on my sixtieth birthday. There 
is no figure at all in the crayon." 
" Certainly not. The crayon artist 

was instructed to leave you out, because 
you in the thing would have identified 
it accurately-" 

" But th.at sagging beam beat him 
after all !" Dud broke in excitedly. 

" Exactly. The picture is identified 
positively. Now we have only to get 
the person who made use of that pic
ture for his or her own ends, and this 
case is in the bag." · 

" Can you do it ?" Dud asked hoarse
ly-and I knew he was half hoping I 
never could. 

" Before I quit, yes," I said posi
tively. " You see, Dud, we have nar
rowed the field nicely. I'm going to do 
a bit of thinking, and in the meantime 
you find out from Mrs. Culverson who 
did the developing and printing of that 
film, what she did with the photo
graphs, how many she had · printed
and, above all, who took the film up to 
Memphis, if Memphis it was, to get the 
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work done. Skedaddle, Dud, and don't 
overlook any bets. Don't let anybody 
suspect how close we are. to the fin
ish." 

" And shall I come back here with 
what I learn ?" he asked. 

" Yes. I'll need that in formation be
fore I get the picture-blocks in place." 
Dud departed, was gone fifteen min

utes, and when he returned his face 
looked blue. 

" Mrs. Cuh·erson remembers taking 
the picture on that date," he informed 
me, " and had one dozen prints made. 
She has none now, having mailed all 
but the one she gave me, and the one 
she gave her husband, to friends of 
ours in the East. The developing and 
printing was done by the Keppler 
Photograph Studios, in Memphis." 

" Yeah ?" I queried. " And by whom 
did she send the undeveloped film to 
Keppler ?" 
" She mailed it," was the reply. 
And that was that ! An unexpected 

answer, but a plausible one. \Veil, for 
that matter, it only made the trail a 
little longer. And, I was sure, I had 
plenty of time. 

The Colonel and I reached the ve
randa just in time for the morning's 
mail from Langston. I waited, watch
ing the Colonel while he sorted through 
his stack. \Vhen his face became a 
fiery red, and an oath escaped his lips, 
I knew that I had guessed right. 

·we'd soon know the motive back 
of the Sunny brook matter ! 

CHAPTER X 

The Motive Appears 

COLONEL DUDLEY LANG'S 
face went the color of ashes, and 
his hand trembled as he opened a 

long, white envelope and fished out a 
sheet of typed paper. He read it 

through, then beckoned me to a far 
end of the veranda. 

" Read it, Tug !" he choked, thrust
ing the sheet of paper toward me. " By 
God, I believe I'm choking to death !" 

" Nothing like it," I assured him. 
" You're just mad as hell, Dud-prob
ably madder than you have ever been 
before in all your sixty years. Hold 
on to yoursel f, old folks, because you're 
going to need something in reserve for 
the really big shock." 
While the Colonel choked and sput

tered, I read the Jetter. Here it is : 

DEAR COLONEL : 
If you have not already reached the 

conclusion that the red flags on the levee 
the shooting of your overseer, the sug� 

gestive crayon drawings, and the letter 
you received Thursday were all a part of 
a very definite plan, you are less intel
ligent than your fame makes you out 
to be. 

Here is the solution, however, in case 
you have not already found it. If you 
wish to save Sunnybroak Plantation from 
complete devastation by the river, and 
save the plantations of your friends below 
you for many miles, you will respond to 
the following demand : 

Draw out one-hundred-thousand dollars 
from your bank in Memphis, all in bills 
not above one-hundred dollars in de
nomination, and have the money ready to 
hand. Do that before night comes to
morrow. You will receive another com
munication in which you will be given ac
curate instructions as to how the money 
shall change from your hands into those 
of the partner of 

THE YELLOW DEMON. 
P. S. Sorry about Jackson Lang. I was 
after other game. 

I returned the letter to its envelope, 
thrust it into my pocket, and then gave 
my attention to Dud. 

" Well, that's that,'' I said. " Why 
get so het up over it, Dua ?" 

" Tug," he bleated splutteringly, 
" what are you trying to do, kid me ?" 
" Not at all. Haven't you seen this 

demand coming, all along?" 
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" No !" he bellowed, rage over-com- through-and that he'd get a whate of 
ing his 5hock. a kick out o f  it." 

.. It was obvious. The red flags, " Do you mean to say you advise 
�racketing a two-hundred-foot section me to meet this damnable demand ?'' 
of the levee, were signifi-cant of one came incredulously from the Colonel. 
thing only : '!'hat you might expect a · " I do not. Just you sit tight, and obey 
breach m the embankment. The orders. By the way, could you have a 
crayon drawings were sent to make few folks to dinner tonight ?" 
you think of Sunnybrook all washed , " Now, what the-" Dud broke off, 
away. and began again. u No use trying to 

" Then , and here he shows his understand your moves, Tug," he said 
utter heartlessness, poor Bisbee was resignedly. •• Who do you want to be 
killed to stress his feroc1ousness. Yes, p<esent tonight ?" 
just that. To impress everybody with " For one thing,"_ I answered, 4' 1 
the fact that he was not to be fooled want you to make sure the Culversons 
with. All, Colonel, for the purpose of have no other engagement for the eve
making you pliable in his hands when ning. Then I'd like you to telephone 
he made his demand. Cat and mouse, the Colquitts. 1'ell them there is an 
stuff, you know." important development in the case, and 

" But-but," the Colonel stuttered, you wish to discuss it with them after 
" what does this scoundrel mean by dinner. Then, Dud, I'd like for Dr. 
that Yellow Demon business ?" Fl ick to fill out the party. Can you ar

I waved toward where the Missis- range it ?" 
sippi could be seen over the top of the " I can. You expecting things to 
levee-lapping the top, in fact. break tonight ?" 

'' Yellow, isn't it ?" I queried. " Y  el- " I hope to make them break," I an-
low as a lion's pelt. And what could swered. " Now for something else. 
be more demoniac than the Old Missis- Mrs. Culverson says she mailed out 
sip' when ifs unleashed ? That's the ten of thos.e pictures she took, and that 
idea, Dud-this hombre threatens to her husband has one and she gave you 
unleash the tawny menace on you. He's one. Can you contrive to find out 
hooked up with the Mississippi, and whether Dick still has his, and do it 
means to use it to his own ends. I'll without letting the Culversons know 
admit that the thought is rather stun- it ?" 

ning, but I'm betting the cards as they " I should be able to," he replied. 
lay_''  _ " Dick and Ena are down in the morn-

" H ighly imaginative, that !" Dud ing-room now. Wait here." 
snapped. " Fantastic !" 

" Exactly_ This hombre has been WHEN the Colonel came back, 
using a lot of imagination aU along_ after a lapse of ten minutes, he 
Reveling in it. Having the time of  his nodded affirmatively. 
life. Naturally, he hopes he will not " The picture is in the sitting room 
be called upon to go to extremes and� of the Culversons' apartment," he an
actually cause the destruction he nounced. 
threatens, because he had much rather " All right. Do you know where 
have the jack. But I have no doubt· he yours is ?" 
would do it, if you failed to come " Last I saw of it," he replied, " it 
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was in a frame on the mantel in my 
study. I haven't noticed whether it 
still is there-" 

" Go and see," I broke in. 
This time he came back with a mysti

fied look on his face. " The picture 
and frame are both gone," he informed 
me. " And damned if I can under
stand it !" 

" Your guests have access to your 
study, don't they ?" 

" Certainly. They go there to enjoy 
a quiet smoke, whenever they wish. 
It's always open." 

" What kind of frame was it in ?" 
" A  hand-tooled leather frame. Fritz 

gave the frame to me." 
" Well, you needn't look for it," I 

told him. " But it may be I'll return 
it to you later on. Now, Dud, go and 
arrange for the gathering-and keep 
mum." 
After lunch I parked in Dud's office 

in the corner of the yard, and waited 
for Toler to call me. At exactly five 
o'clock in the afternoon the call came, 
and the report was most satisfying. 
Just after dark, a negro whom I had 

posted at the gate for the purpose of 
meeting Steel sneaked up the servants' 
stairs with him, and he looked like 
something that should be sneaked. No 
chance for him to clean up, however, 
for I had another hard job for him. 
Having wised Jim to his part in the 

play I expected to stage that evening, 
I proceeded to dress for dinner. 

CHAPTER XI 

Bait 

THE persons I had named to 
Colonel Lang, gathered there for 
dinner that night, and after it 

was over, the Colonel, acting under my 
instructions, quietly gathered all the 
men of the party in his study. It was 

a large, comfor-table room, and easily 
accommodated us. Flick, the two Col
quitts, Culverson, Dud and myself, 
represented the company. 

" You gentlemen are all acquainted 
with the case upon which Mr. Norton 
has been engaged by me," the Colonel 
said, and pulled out the latest letter he 
had received. " Here is something 
which will discover the whole thing to 
you. I'll read it aloud." 

Very slowly, and with rising anger, 
Dud read the letter demanding the 
hundred grand, and when he had 
finished there was a chorus of exclama
tions appropriate to the occasion. He 
let them comment for a moment, then 
broke in on them. 

" This thing does not concern me 
alone," he told them, " and that is why 
I have gathered you here tonight. I f  
the levee should be breached here, no 
doubt some part of Culverson's planta
tion would be inundated. There can 
be no question but what your place, 
Royce, would be wiped out. There are 
others, too, which would suffer. Now, 
gentlemen, Mr. Norton, who you are 
all aware is a detective, will tell you 
just what he knows about the matter, 
and what he plans to do." 

Dud had done very well, so far, and 
it was now my cue to speak my piece. 

" There is no question, gentlemen, 
that we are up against a gang, and that 
the gang has for its brains a man of a 
most desperate character," I told them. 
" It is my belief that the leader is one 
who either lives in the vicinity at 
present, or has been very intimate with 
it at some very recent time. Intimate 
enough to be able to steal a framed 
photograph from the mantel in this 
room, for instance. A photograph 
from which somebody, probably in 
Memphis, made a crayon drawing 
which he wished to use in his plans. 
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" Intimate enough," · I went on, " to 
be able to keep tabs on everything that 
goes on in the neighborhood, and to 
know one resident here well enough to 
enable him to in1personate him very 
cleverly. That person, the one im-
personated, is Dr. Flick." · 

Flick was on his feet instantly, a look 
of amazement on his face. 

" ·what do you mean by that, Nor
ton ?" he demanded. 

" I  mean what I say," I told him. 
" You were a good subject for his pur
pose, since in your practice you may 
be expected to be out night and day, 
and appear most anywhere at any time. 
By disguising himself in your character 
and person, he was able to approach 
Bisbee on the levee-and blow his 
brains out." 

" That's guesswork !" snapped Cul
verson, and nearly everybody else 
raised some sort of question. 
" In his clever disguise, useful only 

at night, of course, or when he did not 
expect to stand the scrutiny of anybody 
at close range, he has gone about while 
the countryside was sleeping, arranging 
his little game," I went on, regardless. 
" Yesterday he was in Memphis, dis
guised for a time as Flic�. He took 
care to be seen in a taxi, trailing Royce 
Colquitt and Miss Lang through the 
streets of the city. Fortunately, how
ever, Dr. Flick has an alibi that is un
questionable. That alibi, gentlemen, 
cinched the thing in my mind. Made 
it clear that somebody was doing dirty 
work in the character of Flick. 
" Now," turning to Culverson, " here 

is something that may give you a jolt, 
Culverson," I said. " A report came 
to Colonel Lang, early on Friday, that 
somebody is using your house as a 
hangout, while you are absent. The 
Colonel's informant reported that a big 
man, a stranger to him, was there at 

night, and that a small car was driven 
. up the driveway at a late hour. Rather, 
an early hour that morning. The in
formant peered under the blind of the 
room-and saw Dr. Flick in conference 
with the stranger-" 

" That's a lie !" Flick cried heatedly. 
" Naturally. Your impersonator 

was there in the room," I soothed him. 
" The informant also said that he had 
seen lights in the house on more than 
one night, and he has further observed 
men slipping in and out of the place. It 
is therefore obvious to me, gentlemen, 
that this partner of the Yell ow Den1on, 
as he styles himself, and his gang, has 
been using Culverson House for a hang
out for some time past-" 

" \Vhy didn't you tell me about that, 
and make a search of the house ?" Cul
verson demanded, his face deathly 
white. 

" 'vV e did not want to worry you, 
Dick," the Colonel told him. " Besides, 
we wished to discuss the matter as we 
are now doing tonight." 

' ' Why discuss it ?" Royce Colquitt 
asked quietly. " And, furthermore, 
why not raid that place tonight ? I f 
there is somebody using Dick's house, 
then he ought to have the privilege of 
investigating it." 

" Not so fast, please," I said. " There 
is no immediate danger from this chap, 
as his letter today indicates. Night 
time is not suited for our purpose, as 
you must admit. Better to do it just 
at da•vn tomorrow morning, when we 
will have light for it. A thorough 
search can be made then. I f there is 
a dangerous crew laying up in hiding 
there, then we should take every pre
caution. And the sheriff should be 
there-" 

" Are we not enough ?" Royce de
manded, giving me a look of scorn. 

" We are, most certainly !" Flick 
2 D-1 6  
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seconded. " I move we raid the place 
tonight-and immediately !" 
Culverson glanced at the Colonel, 

then at me. We shook our heads nega
tively, and he addressed the rest : 
· " Mr. Norton and Colonel Lang are 

managing this," he said, " and it shall 
be as they �ay. We can gather here be
fore daylight, run up the ridge road in 
cars and pounce onto the place when
ever Norton gives the word. Do all 
agree ?" 
The two Colquitts agreed grudging

ly, but the others made no outward 
show of disagreement. 

" Then, until tomorrow before day
light, gentlemen," the Colonel said, 
'' we had better disperse. \ V e'll need 
some sleep, and the hour will come 
soon enough. Say at four o'clock ?" 
That agreed, the guests departed, 

and the rest of us retired to our rooms. 

CHAPTER XII 

The Trap 

A FTER I heard the Colquitts' small 
n motor-launch depart down the 

river and the doctor's little car 
chug away, I changed into an old suit 
of clothes and a pair of heavy boots. 
Then, after a careful examination of 
my guns, I stole down the servants' 
stairs into the rear yard. Five minutes 
later the Colonel joined me in the lee 
of the old well-house. 

" All set ?" he queried in a whisper. 
I nodded, and we set out toward the 

back of the plantation, slopping over a 
cotton-road in the darkness. A mile 
distant we came upon Jim Steel in one 
of the Colonel's cars. and, getting in in 
silence, we were off. 

Half an hour's going brought us to 
a gate which I got out and opened, and 
we passed through onto a road which 
followed the top of a slight ridge 

3 D-16 

toward the north. An hour later, Dud 
tbuched my arm and pointed ahead to 
where the lamps of the car had re
vealed a well-traveled side road leading 
toward the river. 
" Culverson's," he said simply. 
Steel kept right on, however, and 

parked in a side road on the right a 
full half-mile away. Then, still main
taining strict silence, we plodded up 
the Culverson road to the house. It 
was very like the mansion occupied by 
Dud Lang, and there was not a light 
to be seen, not a sound to be heard 
except the squash-squash of our feet in 
the mud, and the angry roar of the 
Mississippi. 

Steel .dropped out before we reached 
the house, and went to cover about one 
hundred yards down the road over 
which we had come, while Dud and I, 
after making certain there was no light 
anywhere in the place, continued along 
the road toward the river. Some three 
hundred yards from the house, we, too, 
stopped and went to cover. 
Lang was trembling, and I knew 

that his excitement was at high pitch. 
I found a garden-seat back of the 
shrubbery which concealed us, and we 
sat down. 

" God, Tug, this is hellish !" Dud 
groaned miserably. 

" All of that," I agreed. " But it's 
necessary. Want this levee-breaking 
menace to continue at large ?" 

" No ! You don't suspect Culver
son ?" 
" Don't ask so many questions, 

Dud," I admonished. " Just wait." 
" Why don't you tell me who it is ?" 

he pleaded. 
" Frankly, because I don't know !" I 

snapped. " I have suspicions, most 
certainly, but that isn't knowing." 

Dud groaned, and I suddenly. felt 
great compassion for him. My old 
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friend was due for a shock, so why i f  it was not to make this hombre show 
not make it as easy as possible for his hand ?" 
him ? " \ Vhy are you so certain he will do 

" Dud," I said, my voice low, " it that ?" Dud asked. " Maybe he. won't 
may be any one of three of your inti- show up at all ."  
mate friends. The photograph of the " He'll be here," I assured him eon
well-house narrowed the field to those fidently. " No question that he has 
very intimate at your house." used the house for a hangout, and 

" You think it's Culverson ?" he there's bound to be evidence there that 
asked faintly. would stick him. He's wise to finger-

" Could be. " print evidence, you can bet. He'll be 
" But didn't Toler check his alibi ?" burning up to get that evidence in the 
" Damn · alibis ! They can be faked, clear before the search tomorrow at 

and cleverly." dawn-rather, today. For it's two 
" The night Jackson was killed, you o'clock now-and the time is drawing 

chased the killer down the steps-" near." 
" Only onto the balcony," I cut in. 

" And I didn't notice until the next day 
that the same balcony is accessible 
from Culverson's bedroom. But I'm 
not saying it was Culverson. It may 
be one of two others-" 

" We checked on Flick," Dud broke 
in to remind me. 

" And that supposedly sick relative 
could easily have faked an alibi for 
him. As I have said, damn alibis. They 
are not" to be depended upon." 

" Then you were faking when you 
said the crook was masquerading as 
Flick ?" 

" Maybe. Either the killer masquer
aded as Flick, or is Flick in person. 
The final suspect," I finished, " is the 
gallant Captain Tod. Maybe he was 
in St. Louis. Maybe he was only in 
Memphis. I 'd prefer it to be him, he
cause I don't exactly love him." 

" Then you really don't know for 
certain who he is ?" Dud asked miser
ably. 

And I answered truthfully : 
" I do not. I only suspect one per

son more than another. If I possessed 
proof incontrovertible, I would not be 
out here now. Why do you suppose 
I laid that bait in your l ibrary tonight, 

DUD shuddered. I could hardly 
blame him. My ears strained to 
catch the slightest sound, I 

waited, cautioning Dud to be silent. 
Not to move so much as a hand or a 
foot except with care. The killer might 
come to the house in a motor car, or 
he might arrive by way of the river in 
a motor. Trouble with the motor
boat possibility lay in the fact that the 
river patrolmen were out in force, and 
the pop-pop-pop of their boats could 
be heard· at frequent intervals. No 
way of checking our man from the 
river. I f  he came by car, then we'd 
know it almost at once. 

It was nearing half past two when, 
without the slightest warning of ap
proach, a figure flashed by us, running 
on the sward toward Culverson House. 
We saw no more than a vaguely mov
ing shadow, then it was gone. Dud 
gasped, and grasped my arm. 

" \i\T a it," I cautioned. " Just give 
him time. We won't rush things, 

-Dud." 
Five minutes later I saw the flash 

of an electric torch against a window 
in the sitting room of the house, then 
it disappeared. A few minutes after-
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ward the light showed briefly in a room 
upstairs, then I saw it no more. I 
waited for five minutes, then. spoke to 
Dud in a whisper : 

" Step out close to the edge of the 
road," I instructed. " Have your flash
light ready for instant use. When I 
call to you, throw the beam on him
and for God's sake, keep it there !" 

Dud gulped a time or two, then took 
the station assigned to him. I stepped 
out directly in the center of the road
and I was none too soon doing it. 

My ears informed me that somebody 
was coming down the road, getting 
nearer. 

" Now !" I called - and Colonel 
Lang's. flashlight shot a white beam 
across the rain-swept darkness. It 
wavered, then picked out a figure 
standing stockstill on the road. He was 
not more than thirty feet off. 

AMEDIUM tall, wiry man in a 
black slicker, black hat-with a 
sandy b e a r d and mustache. 

Horn-rim glasses shielded his eyes, and 
his left hand grasped the handle of a 
physician's bag, and a square, black 

·case. The other grasped the butt o f  
a gun. 

" Flick !" 
Colonel Lang shouted the name

and, stunned by the revelation, let his 
flashlight swerve to the left, revealing 
me crouched low in the road. 

Wham ! 
A pistol shot ripped the stillness, and 

a slug of lead seared my ribs. I 
dropped onto my knees, peering as best 
I could toward where my man had 
been seen. 

At that moment the Colonel re
covered, and his light began to 
search the blackness. A second, and 
he picked up the figure in the black 
raincoat. 

Gun in hand, he was charging di
rectly toward us ! 

Then I fired once-and the figure 
stopped in mid-stride, gurgled what 
might have been an oath or a cry, and 
crumpled down in the mud. 

Steel came running up, gun in hand, 
and the Colonel and I ran forward. 

" Flick !" Lang cried. " God, is it 
possible ?" 

" Hardly, Dud," I told him. " Focus 
your light on him," I ordered. 

Then, when the dying man lay in 
the full exposure o f  the rays, I stooped 
over, caught the sandy beard in my 
hand and yanked it away. 

The white face upon which the rain 
beat down was not Dr. Flick's. It was 
the face of Captain Todhunter Col
quitt, his black 'eyes staring balefully 
up at me. 

Colonel Lang groaned, then let the 
flash fall while he buried his stricken 
face in his hands. Steel picked up the 
light and directed its rays again upon 
Colquitt. 

The Colonel knelt in the mud beside 
him. 

" Why, Tod ?" he pleaded in a 
broken voice. " Why did you do it ?" 

" For money," came from the man's 
pale lips. " Same thing other men go 
crooked for. Money to buy pleasure, 
excitement. That's all money's good 
for." 

" But your fortune-" the Colonel 
began. 

" Never was large," Colquitt inter
rupted wearily, his voice getting weak
er. " Spent it. Lost some of it. Played 
cotton too strong. In one month, 
Royce comes into his estate. I 've been 
using the income, being in sole charge, 
for my own purposes-" 

" But Royce would have forgiven 
that !" Dud protested. 

" Yes. But he never would have 
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trusted me again. My income would 
cease when he took over the reins. I 
knew it. Meant to collect a big sum, 
else wipe out a lot of you greedy ones 
who have li10re than your share," he 
ended vindictively. 

He was near death now, his eyes 
glazing. I motioned the Colonel away, 
but he had one more question to ask. 

" \Vould you really have blown the 
levee ?" 

A look of savagery that startled us 
all contorted his features. The stiffen
ing lips moved. 

" You're damned right-I would !" 
came in a low snarl. " I 'd have turned 
-the Yell ow Demon loose-on you !" 

He did not speak again. 
In the grip was the stolen photo

graph, a coil of fine wire, some deto
nators, and a portable battery cus
tomarily used in exploding charges of  
dynamite. The black case contained a 
small typewriter. No wonder Colquitt 

wanted to remove the conten� of his 
cache, every article of which bore his 
finger-prints ! 

Had he eluded us, I firmly believe 
that the Mississippi River vvould have 
had another devastating flood charged 
against it. For there has never been 
a doubt in my mind that, knowing the 
game was up with him, he meant to 
breach the levee that night. 

Anyhow, I had caught him with the 
goods on him-which was about the 
only way I could have convinced any
body but myself that a Colquitt had 
turned murderer, gone partners with 
the river, and threatened to wipe out 
his friends and neighbors. When you 
grab one of those Southern aristocrats 
for a crime, you'd better have the 
goods on him ! 

But when the appetite craves rare 
beef and black coffee, no matter whose 
appetite it may be, it's going to get it, 
one way or another. 

In next week's issue of DU:ECTIV:E FICTION WE:EKLY Robert E. Pinker
ton has a story, " Punk." Read what happens when two wolves of the city 
innde the wilds of the north ! 



The Kid Passes the Sugar 
By Erie Stanley Gardner 

The Police Knew Only One Fact About 
the Patent Leather Kid-Strange Things 
Happened to Men Who Tried to Get Him 

Three men ran toward the door of the store 

Brame. Listening in, were Bill Pope, 
the tropical explorer, and Renfroe, the 

T
HE police knew six things about banker. 
the man who had killed " That Patent Leather Kid," 
Grahame. First, that he was growled the inspector, " gives us more 

short and powerful ; second, that he trouble than all the rest of the crooks 
smoked Chesterfield cigarettes ; third, put together. Not for publication, I 
that he wore a wrist watch ; fourth, don't mind telling you that I sure wish 
that he was well tailored ; fifth, that he that bird hadn't made a mistake, and 
had killed Grahame by mistake, think- that he'd gunned out Th<:! Kid." 
ing that his victim was The Patent Dan Seller seemed slightly bored by 
Leather Kid. the conversation. 

Sixth and last, the police knew that " How does The Kid make you so 
this man would die. The enemies of much trouble ?" he asked. 
The Patent Leather Kid had a way of " Keeps the whole damned under
vanishing from what has been so aptly world stirred up, and on the front page 
described as " this vale o f tears," and of the newspapers," growled the in
the manner of their vanishing was a!- spector. " He never Jets things quiet 
ways somewhat unique, yet invariably down, keeps the · department in hot 
effective. water all the time." 

Seated in his club, sprawled in a Bill Pope, hard bitten explorer, skin 
luxurious easy chair, Dan Seller dis- the color of mahogany, eyes the color 
cussed the matter with Inspector Phil of steel, volunteered a comment. 

8'1 
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" Seems to me he's doing society a 
favor," he said. " The man dri fts 
through the underworld and rips it 
apart. If you ask me, The Kid's got 
a keen sense of humor, and does his 
stuff out of a love of adventure, just 
like I get a kick out of puttering around 
the head waters of the Amazon." 

Dan Seller flashed him a swift 
glance, but the explorer was studying 
the tip of his cigarette, and his face 
was utterly impassive. 

Inspector Brame growled a ·surly 
reply. 

" It ain't doing the police any good 
to have the underworld stuck over the 
front page of the newspapers all the 
time." · 

Renfroe, the conservative banker, 
nodded his approval. 
Dan Seller, laying down his news

paper, arose, stretched and yawned. 
" Well," he said, " I'm taking a little 

walk in the open air before I tum in. 
I take it, inspector, that y9u haven't 
any clews on the · Grahame murder 
other than the description of the man 
who pulled the job?" 

Inspector Brame chewed meditative
ly upon the end of a cold cigar. 

" We've heard rumors," he said cau
tiously, " that's all. Grahame was to 
have met The Patent Leather Kid in 
that apartment. The Kid got wise and 
never showed up. The girl at the desk 
remembers seeing a man who was 
short, powerful, well tailored. He 
looked at his wrist watch to check the 
time, tossed a cigarette into the urn 
filled with sand, and barged into the 
elevator. Half a minute later the shots 
'"'ere fired. Grahame lived long enough 
to tell the police he'd been �hot by mis
take, that the man who did it thought 
he was The Kid, and was sorry. He 
didn't mention any names. The under
world never does." 

Dan Seller yawned again 
" Oh, well," he said, " maybe the 

man'll turn up." 
" On a marble slab," grunted the in

spector, " and then there'll be some 
more publicity." 

DAN SELLER walked out of the 
room, and Bill Pope, raising his 
eyes, regarded the doorway 

through which Dan Seller had van
ished, with eyes that were mildly specu
lative. 
Those gray eyes of the explorer had 

seen much of li fe, and, if there were 
any occupant of -that exclusive club 
who suspected that Dan S e 1 1 e r, 
ostensibly a mere millionaire idler, was, 
in fact, none other than The Patent 
Leather Kid, Bill Pope would be that 
man. Yet there was no evidence of sus
picion in his eyes, merely a speculative 
appraisal. 
And if Dan Seller had been aware 

of that speculative appraisal, he gave 
no sign. He caught a cab when he had 
walked a matter of five or six blocks 
from the hotel, sent the cab in a figure 
eight around a couple of squares, mak
ing certain he was not being tailed, and 
then went to a fashionable hotel where 
he kept a room as Rodney Stone. The 
employees of that hotel knew him as a 
business executive who travelled ex
tensively. 

Shortly after eleven o'clock, Dan 
Seller, in his role of Rodney Stone, the 
business executive, slipped out of the 
hotel by a back entrance and service 
stairway. ·within two doors of the 
place where he hit the street was The 
Maplewood, an apartment hotel. 

Dan Seller entered this hotel, and 
became at ;nee a creature of another 
world. 
The man at the desk looked up. His 

face was twisted in a smile. His eyes 
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did not smile. The girl at the telephone 
smiled with both her eyes and her lips. 

· " Hello, Kid," said the man behind 
the desk. 

" Hello, Kid," said the girl. 
One and all in this strange new 

world, submerged beneath the business 
life oi the city, they called Dan Seller 
" The Kid." It was not a mark of 
familiarity so much as a badge of re
spect. He was known in the under
world as·The P�tent Leather Kid, and 
by no other . name. He was, after a 
fashion, as much of a mystery to the 
underworld as Dan Seller was to the 

· fashionable club in which he lived the 
other half of his strange dual exist
ence. 

The girl at the telephone desk 
slip!Jed off her headphones and came 
over toward the barrier. She was re
garding The Kid meaningly. 
" Didja hear about Grahame ?" she 

asked. 
The Kid didn't answer her question 

directly. Instead, he turned to the man 
who was standing back of the desk, 
just a little ways from the girl. 

" A guy was telling me a hot one to
night, Winton," he said. 

The clerk raised politely attentive 
eyebrows. 

" Indeed ?" he asked. 
" Yeah," said The Kid, casually, al

most too casually . to be casual, in fact, 
" he told me that the tip that I was 
going to be at the place where Grahame 
got rubbed out came from a leak from 
the hotel where I lived. That's a good 
·one, eh ? Ha, ha, ha !" 

And, still laughing, he strode to
ward the elevator. 
But the man behind the desk was not 

laughing. He was standing perfectly 
rigid, and the sudden pallor of his face 
emphasized the fact that he had not 
shaved that morning. 

The elevator operator greeted Tlie 
Kid with deference, whisked him up to 
his penthouse apartment. The telephone 
was ringing by the time The Kid had 
the door unlocked. 

The Kid took down the receiver. 
'' Yeah," he said, " what is it, 

Gertie ?" 
The voice of the girl at the telephone 

desk breathed softly through the re
ceiver. 

" Just thought you'd like to know," 
she said, " that Winton went into a 
panic, took what was coming to him 
out of the till, and beat it. He's quit 
his job. Went out of the door so fast 
you could have played checkers on his 
coat-tails." 
The Kid grinned. 
" Thanks, Gertie, only I don't play 

checkers." 
" No ?" she asked, " What do you 

play, Kid ?" 
. " I play fair," he said. " Gee, Gertie, 

I saw a &.well platinum watch in the . 
jewelry store on the corner. A lady's 
wrist watch, with . . .  " 

She interrupted. 
" Gee, Kid, I saw it too !" 
" Well," said The Kid, " maybe to

morrow night at this time you could 
tell what time it was without looking 
up at the clock." 

Her choking exclamation of thanks 
was merged in a cautious comment. 
" Kid," she._ asked; " could I wear it 
in the open, ;or would it be hot ?" 

" When I give a woman anything," 
observed The Kid, in a voic� of dignity, 
" she can wear it anywhere." And he. 
slid the receiver back on the hook. 

II 

THE KID paused in front of tlie 
display window of the jewelry 
store. That window showed evi

�ces of a business depression. A 
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series of brightly colored tags with 
prices marked on them, and red lines 
drawn through the prices, showed 
where articles of jewelry would repose 
· in the daytime. The risk of unlawful 
abstractions was too great to leave the 
articles on display at night. 

There was a little display stand for 
the platinum wrist watch. It was 
covered with black velvet. The watch 
itself had been carefully tucked to bed 
in the big safe in the back of the store. 
But the price tag and the display stand 
remained, waiting for · the wrist watch 
to make its appearance with the open
ing of the business day. 

" Lady's wrist watch-g e n u i n e  
platinum," read the price tag. " A  
marked down bargain at $980.00 " 
Then a red line had been drawn through 
the figure and another figure below it 
pencilled in : " $795.00." This figure, 
in turn, had been crossed out with a 
blue pencil, and down below, in flaming 
red ink, appeared the latest bargain 
price $599-99· 
" The Patent Leather Kid surveyed 
the window in gloomy meditation. 
Some subtle sixth sense caused him to 
turn suddenly and glance over his 
shoulder. 

A touring car with drawn side cur
tains was swinging around the corner 
from the boulevard. It swung in close 
to the curb and slowed its speed, crawl
ing along until it came to a stop before 
the Maplewood Apartment ' HoteL 

The Kid could not see the driver, but 
he remembered the sudden exit of Win
ton, the clerk, and he had an instinctive 
distrust of touring cars that cruised 
about with the curtains locked into po
sition on the side. He slipped into the 
shadows of the dark store building next 
to the jewelry shop, moved upon swift
ly silent feet until he came to the cross 
street and then broke into a light, swift 

run. vVhen the welcome mouth of the 
alley loomed before him he dodged in
to its inky blackness. 

It was half an hour later that he en
tered a telephone booth in a cabaret 
and called the residence number of Sol 
Asher, the owner of the jewelry store. 

It took three minutes before a sleepy 
voice answered. 

The Kid let his own voice show that 
slight slurring of word endings which 
marks a certain stage of alcoholic con
viviality. 

" Sol," he said, " d'yuh wanta sell 
that platinum wrist watch bad enough 
to open up the joint ?" 

There was a moment of tense silence 
at the other end of the line. 

" Who's speakin' ?" asked the voice. 
" A  customer," · said the Kid. " I 

gotta swell wren that's riuts over the 
wrist watch, an' I'm nuts over the 
wren." 

" Would tomorrow do ?" asked the 
voice. " The watch'll keep, y'know." 

The Kid's voice was crisply de-
termined. 
" The \vren won't," he said. 
There was a moment of silence. 
"The price is five ninety-nine, ninety-

nine," said the voice over the wire, this 
time with a certain oily accent of keen 
alertness. 
· " Yeah," said The Kid. . 
" Okay," said Asher. " You got the 

cash ?" 
" I  got a check that's good as gold," 

observed The Kid. 
" This ain't bankin' hours," whined 

the voice over the telephone. " Me, I 
do a cash business, y'understand. That 
there watch is priced now so close that 
I'm losin' money when I make the sale. 
I ain't goin' to lose my sleep, y'under
stand, to lose money." 
The Kid let his voice become cheer

ful. 
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" \V ell, it'll take fifteen minutes or 
so for me to get somebody to stake me 
to the dough. I'll give you a buzz if I 
make it." 
The voice of Sol Asher was com

plaining. 
" You want it I should wait up fif

teen minutes in the cold to see if some
body cashes you a check ?" 

" Hell no," observed The Kid. " I 
want you to wait up fifteen minutes to 
see if you're going to ring up six hun
dred bucks in your cash drawer." 
And he slid the receiver back on the 

hook. 

HE left the telephone booth and 
went upstairs to the cabaret's 
private dining rooms. A waiter 

gazed appreciatively at the five spot 
which was pressed into his palm. 

" Mabel ?" he asked. 
" That's the one I said," observed 

The Kid. " And a couple of Bacardi 
cocktails." 
The waiter dropped the curtain into 

place, bo·wed deferentially. Exactly 
two minutes and thirty seconds later 
the curtain was pulled to one side again, 
and a big blonde with tired eyes stood 
on the threshold and gave The Kid a 
synthetic snrile. 
The Kid arose and held a chair for 

her. 
The tired eyes lighted up. 
" It's swell to meet up with a real 

gent," said the blonde. " Most of 'em 
don't know how to treat a lady." 

The- Kid grinned, patted her hand, 
sat down. The waiter arrived with 
the Bacardi cocktails, withdrew, paused 
to pull the curtain carefully into posi
tion, closing off every crack and cranny 
of the door so that the interior of the 
booth could not be viewed from the 
hallway. 
The Kid raised his glass, smiled. 

" Here's how," he said. 
" I  know," said the blonde, and 

grinned. 
"How's the divorce coming, Mabel ?" 

asked The Kid. 
The blonde's fingers quivered. The 

smile faded from her lips. The tired 
eyes were startled. The glass tilted, 
part of the liquid slopped over to the 
tablecloth. The blonde lowered the glass 
just in time to keep it from dropping 
from the limp fingers. 
" Who the hell are you ?" she asked. 
The Patent Leather Kid grinned. 
" Just a bird who makes it his busi

ness to be in the know," he observed. 
" What," asked the blonde, " do you 

know ?" 
Her hands were gripping the side of 

the table top now. 
" I know," observed The Kid, speak

ing slowly and distinctly, " that you 
married Everett . Winton, the night 
clerk at The Maplewood Apartment 
Hotel. I know that you separated two 
years ago. I know he gave you a raw 
deal and no money. I know that you 
had to earn your living and you tried 
fifteen or twenty things before you 
had to come to this." 

And when The Kid mentioned the 
" this " he waved his hand in an inclu
sive gesture. 

" And I know that you've met a 
chap that offers you everything you 
want in life, marriage, a home, a 
chance to be decent. I know that he's 
a good kid, and that he'll make you 
happy. And I know that Winton won't 
give you a divorce unless you slip him 
a nice piece of change, and that you're 
having .a hard time getting your hands 
on the dough. Because of all this life 
here you can't get the divorce if he 
fights. He'll fight unless he gets his 
cut." 
The Kid ceased speaking. The 
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· blonde stared at him with a sagging 
mouth and eyes that were glassy in sur
prise. 

The Kid sipped his drink. 
" You . . . you sure as hell do get 

around, big boy !" 
The Kid nodded. 
" I  keep my health by knowing what 

I know," he said. 
" Who are you ?" she asked. 
" To you," said The Kid, " I'm just 

the big hearted guy that plays Santa 
Claus, the boy that's going to pass the 
sugar !" 

" Yes ?" she asked. 
" Yes," he said. 
" ·what's your cut going to be ?" she 

demanded, cautiously. 
" That depends," said The Kid. 
" Well, spill it." 
The Kid leaned forward and set 

down his Bacardi glass. 
" Ever hear of The Patent Leather 

Kid ?" he asked. 
Her laugh was harsh. 
" Naturally. You going to claim 

you're him ?" 
The Kid laughed, shook his head. 
" No. I'm going to tell you where 

The Patent Leather Kid is going to be 
at precisely fifteen minutes past one 
o'clock. He's going to be buying a 
wrist watch at Sol Asher's jewelry 
store on the corner of Maplewood, 
down a half a block or so from The 
Maplewod Hotel ."  

Her forehead puckered. 
" Well ?" she asked. 
" Winton, your dear husband, knows 

where that information can be sold for 
enough dough to give him his cut and 
more. He'll let you have your divorce 
for that information, maybe. Anyhow, 
he'll promise you." 

The blonde's strident laugh showed 
what she thought of her husband's 
promtses. 

" And," went on The Kid, " i f  you'll 
trust me in this thing, I'll just leave 
you a cash deposit to prove I 'm right." 

And his hand delved into his breast 
pocket, took out a wallet, extracted a 
five hundred dollar bill from the wallet, 
passed, that bill over to the blonde. The 
Kid scraped back his chair. The blonde 
stared at the bill. 

" You can tell him," said The Kid, 
" that you overheard The Kid tele
phoning from here, asking Sol Asher 
to coine down and open up the store so 
he could buy the wrist watch for a 
wren. It won't cost him anything to 
check the information." 

She blinked her eyes rapidly. 
" I can get him at The Maplewood ?" 

she asked. 
The Kid shook his head. 
" No," he observed. " I think you'll 

find him hanging around Garibaldi's 
speakie. That's the hangout of ' Buil ' 
Bogetti and his mob. Winton's been 
sorta friendly with them lately." 

And The Patent Leather Kid bowed 
to the blonde, and slipped through the 
green curtain which shielded the in
terior of the booth from the view o f  
those who might pass i n  the hallway. 

III 

THE back of Sol Asher's store was 
designed to furnish a certain 
amount of safety for the prop

erty which was on the inside. It was, 
however, only a comparative amount 
o f  safety. Under the skilled hands of 
The Patent Leather Kid, the locks be
trayed their trust with no noise, and 
no great amount of inconvenience to 
the gloved hands of The Kid. 

The Patent Leather Kid was careful 
to leave the back door of the place un
locked. He wanted a ready exit. He 
was also careful to  avoid going near 
the safe. But he took .from the pocket 
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o f  his overcoat a rather strange de
vice. It was a screw socket similar to 
the sockets which furnish the base for 
incandescent globes, and which screw 
into the wall or cord connections. But 
this socket did not support an electric 
globe. Instead it furnished the connec
tion for two dangling cords with in
sulation running almost to the ends. 
The ends, however, were bare, nfere 
naked wires with the ends frayed out. 

The Kid borrowed a chair, climbed 
up on it, unscrewed one of th� incan
descents, inserted the socket with the 
two wires, arranged those wires so that 
they were not readily discernible, and 
then went into the little office, sat down 
at Sol Asher's desk, and li fted the tele
phone with his gloved hands. 

He called Sol Asher's number. 
The voice which greeted him was no 

longer sleepy. 
" Okay, Sol," said The Kid. " I got 

the money. You get here j ust as quick
ly as you can. I'll be ready to close the 
deal at exactly quarter past; one. She's 
a swell wren, Sol . You'd oughta see 
the way she wears her fur coat ! And 
talk about complexion ! Say, she's got 
the sort o f  complexion that . . .  " 

Sol Asher's voice interrupted the 
flow o f  praise with a commercial ques
tion. 

" The complexion be damned," he 
said, " you got it  the money ?" 

" I," proclaimed The Patent Leather 
Kid, with that degree of jubilation 
which is  the result of alcoholic stimula
tion, plus the natural· reaction aroused 
by the appreciative appraisal of a won
derful figure and a good complexion, 
" have got the money, six nice crisp 
one hundred dollar bills, and the wren 
says if you don't want to make the 
sale . . . " 

Sol Asher's voice when he inter
rupted, was filled with that degree of 

mild reproach which was a sales tech
nique of its own. 

" Listen," he said, " you wouldn't 
want it a man should get up in, the 
middle of the night to make it a sale, 
and then have the customer back down 
on him, y'understand ?" 

" Come on down, then," invited 
The Patent Leather Kid, his eyes 
twinkling. 

" Right away," said Sol Asher. 
The Kid waited until the line was 

free, and then called police headquar
ters. His voice, when he talked was a 
very fair imitation of Sol Asher's. 

" Listen," he said, " this is Sol 
Asher, an' I got it the jewelry store on 
the corner below the Maplewood Hotel, 
on Maplewood Avenue. And I got it a 
lowli fer that gets me out o f  bed to 
come down and open the safe because 
he's got it a wren that wants a wrist 
watch, and I want it to have some po
lice protection, so if it should be a 
stick-up . . . " 

AVOICE interrupted. 
" Well, what're you crabbing 

about ? We told you we'd give 
you protection when you called the 
first time. There's a whole car full o f  
hard boiled babies headed out your way 
now." 

The Patent Leather Kid chuckled. 
" That," he said, " makes it okay," 

and hung up the telephone. 
The Kid smoked a cigarette or two, 

crouched down in the shadows back o f  
the safe, seated i n  a chair that was 
tilted back against the wall.

· 
Minutes 

passed. 
A touring car slid quietly along the 

curb, stopped. Steps pounded the pave
ment. A dark blotch of shadow 
loomed against the front door. There 
was the sound of a key in the lock. The 
Kid moved his chair so that he was 
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completely: concealed from the front of 
the store by the big bulk of the safe. 
He pinched out his cigarette. 

A light switch clicked and the place 
blazed with light. 

The Kid blinked his eyes. 
Sol Asher walked heavily toward 

the back of the store. He paused to 
scrape a match along the sole of his 
shoe as he lit a cigar. He was breath
ing heavily, after the manner of fleshy 
men who have taken exertion. 

Sol Asher walked in to the office 
and sat down. He waited a full three 
minutes, then started muttering under 
his breath. The Patent Leather Kid, 
attired in evening clothes, with shoes 
of patent leather, got to his feet. 

" Okay, Sol," he said. " I got the 
money." 

Sol Asher gave _ an exclamation 
which was like the wheeze of a col
lapsing tire. 

f' Hey !" he said. 
" Right over here," observed The 

Patent Leather Kid. " Six one hun
dred dollar bills. Come and get 'em." 

Sol Asher moved cautiously. 
" Say," he demanded, " how'd you 

get in here ? And what d'yuh mean 
coming into my place of business with
out letting me know-" 

" Do you," asked The P a t e n t 
Leather Kid, " want to sell me that 
watch or not ?" 

Sol Asher approached the safe. 
" Vel-1-1-1," he said, " since you're 

here, once . . ."  
He twirled the dials, and he stood 

so that he was plainly visible from the 
street, through the plate glass windows 
which looked into the interior of the 
store, blazing as it was with a brilliant 
light, designed to show the sparkle of 
the gems to the best advantage. 

The Kid hugged the protection of  
the steel box. 

Sol Asher jingled keys against the 
steel of the inside safe door, made 
fumbling motions with his right hand. 
He pulled out the wrist watch from 
the interior of the safe, and saw the 
six one hundred dollar bills which the 
Kid thrust into his hand. 

THEN The Kid stepped out into 
the open and took the wrist 
watch. Whereupon things hap

pened with a sudden swiftness. The 
touring car disgorged three men who 
ran purposefully toward the door of 
the store. One of the men held a sub
machine gun in a position o f  readiness. 
The others held automatics. 

Sol Asher gave vent to an oath. 
There was the roar of a gun. The 

Patent Leather Kid pressed the two 
wire ends together. The naked wires, 
making a contact, gave forth a blue 
spark of flame, and then, as the fuse 
burned out, every light in the place was 
extinguished. 

The submachine gun rattled into 
-action. Bullets sang through the store, 
crashing glass, smashing plaster, rip
ping long wood splinters. 

But The Patent Leather Kid, taking 
advantage of the darkness to move the 
single step which had been necessary 
to put him behind the safe, listened to 
the racket with an almost impersonal 
abstraction. His ears were attuned for 
another sound. 

It came. 
Running feet on the pavement. 

Nearby doorways disgorged broad 
shouldered men who ran forward, 
blowing police whistles. There was 
the roar of gunfire, the wail of a siren. 

The Patent Leather Kid moved 
calmly. He walked out to the back of 
the store, slipped out into the shadows 
of the · alley, and vanished into the 
night. 
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An hour later he dropped in to the 
Maplewood. 

" Hello, Gertie !" he said. 
She regarded him with \vide eyes. 
" Gee, where you been ? There's 

been a sweet mess down the street. 
Some outfit tried to hold up Asher's 
store, and the bulls were put wise. 
They'd planted themselves, and they 
S)JlOked up the gang until there ain't 
enough left for the ambulances to cart 
away . · . . Knowing what you said 
about the watch . . . Gee, Kid, I was 
a fraid they'd put you on the spot. God, 
but I'm glad you're okay." 

The Patent Leather Kid slid out his 
hand, along the counter. 

" Present for you, Gertie." 
The girl's hand slipped over his. 

The fingers gave a gentle . pressure, 
then she started as the cold metal of 
the wrist watch pressed against her 
palm. 

She opened her fingers, stared at the 
watch with bulging eyes. 

" Gee, Kid . . .  Gee . . .  I . . . " 
She stopped, choked for words, star

ing, incredulous, grateful, mystified, 
and her eyes showed not only grati-

- tude, but an emotion which is infinite
ly more personal and warm. But there 
was a trace of awe in her manner, a 
respectful adoration which was almost 
a worship. 

" Kid, how . could you do it ? The 
bulls were right there and . . . " 

The Patent Leather Kid laughed. 
" Just passing the sugar, honey. This 

is  my night to pass the sugar. Be a 
good girl. I got an -engagement. "  

IV 

H£ stepped from the. Maplewood, 
moved two doors and vanished 
into the service entrance of the 

hotel where he was known as Rodney 
Stone. He slept there, and was ready 

to appear at his club the next after
noon, freshly shaven, well groomed, 
his eyes twinkling at the world with 
lazy humor. 

He happened to get in on the tail 
end of a discussion between Inspector 
Brame, Bill Pope, the explorer, Ren
froe, the banker. 

" And this guy," grumbled the in
spector; " was short and powerful, and 

· he had a case filled with Chesterfield 
cigarettes in his pocket, and he wore 
a wrist watch. So we called in the 
jane that had seen the guy that killed 
Grahame." 

The inspector paused, sighed. 
" Well ?" asked Bill Pope. 
Inspector Brame shrugged his shoul

ders. 
" The same guy," he said. 
There was a moment of highly sig-

nificant silence. Then Bill Pope 
chuckled. 

" So the police were the ones that 
killed him," he observed, and his eyes, 
turning speculatively to Dan Seller, 
known in other circles as The Patent 
Leather Kid, regarded him in medita
tive appraisal. 

Inspector Brame nodded. 
" Trying to stick up the jewelry 

store ?" asked the explorer. 
The inspector frowned. 
" That, of course, · was what we 

thought at the time. But we ain't so 
sure now. You see, there was a guy 
that slipped in the store somehow, and 
was buying a wrist watch. He was 
visible from the street. Sol Asher 
can't give a very good description, but 
he wore patent leather shoes, and eve
ning clothes." 

Bill Pope threw back his head and 
laughed heartily. 

" An accomplice ?" he asked, at 
length. 

" No," said Inspector Brame, " we 
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can't even pin that on him. He bought 
a wrist watch, and he gave six per
fectly good one htmdred dollar bills 
for it. 

" Of course, we ain't sure. You see, 
there's only a few people that ever 
have really seen The Patent Leather 
Kid. He's a name to most of  the un
derworld, and that's all. 

" We had a line we understood we 
could develop. A man called in, said 
his name was \Vinton, and offered to 
tell us where The Kid hung out, 
but . . . " 

Inspector Brame paused to make an 
exclamation of  annoyance. 

" But what ?" pressed Pope, the ex
plorer. 

" But the damned fool got killed," 
said Brame: " Those boys that raided 
Asher's place had a submachine gun, 
so my men didn't give 'em very much 
of a chance. This guy, Winton, was 
in a touring car. When the battle 
started. he hopped out and started to 
run. The boys yelled at him and he 
didn't stop. So they did the natural 
thing." 

It was then that Dan Seller made a� 
suggestion. 

" Perhaps this man, Winton, left a 
widow or some one that he'd confide 
in." 

Inspector Brame sighed. 
" That's out," he said. " He left a 

widow, all right, and she's so damned 
glad to get rid of him that she got 
completely plastered when she heard 
the good news. Celebrating, you know. 
She's had a hard l ife, and she's got a 
chance to marry again." 

" Well," said Pope, " you can't 
blame her." 

Dan Seller chuckled softly, as 
though at some very pleasant memory, 
and Inspector Brame regarded him 
with that degree of austere disapproval 
which the busy man of affairs regards 
a rich idler. 

Renfroe, the banker, also frowned. 
The laugh, to him, seemed to be out 
of place. But Bill Pope, hard bitten 
tropical explorer, joined in the chuckle. 
Only his eyes, as they fastened upon 
Dan Seller, were thoughtfully specula
tive. 

Next week watch for " The Devil's Do-All," by Edward Parrish Ware. 
It's a Tug Norton story. 



The Red Ledger 

ASUBURBAN 
policeman stood · 
yawning in the door 

A Novelette 

By Robert H. Rohde 

Mr. Chivers Was Confident- Until He Saw 
the A rmed Mob After Him. Then It Began 
to Look Like the Red Duke's Black N ight 

The Red Duke 
fo u n d  h i m s e l f  

of his  bootlt, as  the Rolls
looking into a revol-

ver muzzle 
Royce flashed by, its headlight 
beams boring through darkness and 
drizzle like silver antenn::e feeling out Chinrs failed to command even a sec
its course for some monstrous sleek ond glance from the booth. 
beetle racing the storm to cover. At sixty-five an hour, though, he had 

Mr. Reggie Chivers, lolling in the seen only the blue uniform and not the 
limousine's beauti fully-appointed in- yawn. The glimpse \vas sufficient to 
terior, lifted the speaking tube and bring him up tense. 
said, " Faster !" " Why crawl, Barlow ?" he com-

In that hilly Westchester terrain, plained through the tube. " If that 
where great estates sprawled pluto- bobby took a notion to come after us, 
cratically over mile after mile of the where'd we be ?" 
drenched landscape, a Rolls on break- The chauffeur, jamming down on 
neck flight was nothing to make a po- the gas, l i fted a gloved hand from the 
!iceman bat his eyes. Millionaire resi- wheel and snapped it to his visor in a 
dents thereabouts were in the habit of smart and soldierly salute. 
suiting their speed to their mood with " Skiddy road, sir," he murmured 
a fine baronial disregard of the written defensively into the tube beside him. 
statute, and the swift passage of Mr. " And that last police constable was 

47 
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positively not a motorcycle chap. He 
'ad one of those bloomin' Tin Elizas 
parked by 'is kiosk. Couldn't hover
take us in a month of Sabbaths in the 
beastly thing." 

" Very good," said 1\-Ir. Chivers. 
" But have a sharp eye and a swift heel 
for the motorcycles, Barlow. It'd be 
quite the same as giving yourself the 
sack, you know, to let one of them 
catch us. · This kit of burglar tools 
might be a trifle hard to explain, 
what ?" 

Lighting a cigarette, he watched the 
speedometer needle creep past seventy 
and half way to eighty ; then he settled 
back comfortably again. At that clip 
a skid would mean inevitably a plunge 
through one of the stout stone walls 
that lined the road-sudden death. But 
such chances as that were all in the 
game, part of a night's work. They 
could be faced with equanimity, just 
as the chance o f  being nabbed red
handed on that prospective little enter
prise of house-breaking must be faced. 

Blue eyes narrowed, Mr. Chivers 
projected his thoughts ahead as the 
flying Rolls-Royce tossed the wet miles 
over its gleaming shoulders. Would 
he be coming back over these same 
roads a couple of hours from now, en
riched by fruits of his daring-or 
would this be the night when he came 
a cropper ? 

His luck couldn't last forever ; he 
had always known that. Some time, 
soon or late, the law was bound to trip 
him. There would be a flare of head
lines for the newspapers then, promo
tion for a policeman or two, a dismal 
end to the career and fame of the 
" Red Duke," m a s t e r cracksman. 
Neither police nor press nor prose
cutors would ever see l i fe his way. 
They wouldn't recognize that the worst 
he had done had been to snatch, here 

and there, the negotiable equivalent of 
a slice of leisure from Midase-s already 
overburdened with it. Never in Bar
low's " month of Sabbaths " would 
they. 

Not a bit of it. The headlines would 
shout, " Red Duke, Society Crook, 
Trapped at Last !" The police would 
take their bow and the law its toll. 
For Reggie Chivers, after that, prison 
and oblivion. So read the handwriting 
on the wall. 

Up in front, Barlow's foot was on 
the brake. They were coming, the Red 
Duke saw, to the turn they had marked 
on their scouting expedition the night 
before. As the limousine swung around 
it, sure-footed at a comparatively tame 
fifty-five, he asked himself the ques
tion once more. Was this to be the 
night of his crash ? And would it
ironically-prove to be a fool's errand 
that had brought him down ? 

And would the game, anyway, meas
ure up as worth the candle ? What 
substance was there, after all, to his 
·hunch that the gloomy old mansion on 
the hill held a prize that would repay 
the risk of ·the seeking ? Well, dammit, 
there was only one way of finding out ! 

HIS . objective finally had come into 
v1ew, a square graystone patch 
against the storm sky, · grim and 

inscrutable, frowning down from its 
knoll on a red-brick lodge behind iron 
gates set into a wall of granite. Fol
lowing orders, Barlow overran the gate 
by a quarter mile, and brought the 
Rolls to a halt opposite the boundary 
of the adjoining estate. 

In the tonneau, Mr. Chivers slipped 
into a waterproof of black

· 
rubber that 

would not only fend off the rain, but 
provide him with a protective colora
tion in the darkness. 

" Give me an hour, Barlow," he 
3 D- 1 6  
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whispered, materializing out of the 
night alougside the driver's seat. " Ex
actly one hour, mind. If I haven't re
turned by half after three, you will 
proceed back to New York." 

" Very good, sir. And then ?" 
" And then," Mr. Chivers said light

ly : " why, then it might be advisable 
for you to begin casting about for an
other berth, Barlow. Wherever I fetch 
up, be sure I shall be only too glad to 
give you the best of characters." 

He stood twisting a tip of his crim
son wisp of a mustache, smiling thinly 
under it, as the chauffeur gasped : 

u Wherever you fetch up, sir ? 
You're not-not hanticipating a hup
set ? In that case, sir, for God's sake, 
don't-" 

Mr. · Chivers shrugged a dripping 
shoulder. 

" Buck up !" he snapped. " Was I 
ever one, in India, to ride into a tiger
shoot on an elephant's back ? Have you 
found me that sort since ? Rot ! What'd 
be the jolly sense to this profession 
we've adopted if it didn'Lcarry a spice 
of danger ? Having come thus far, cer
tainly I shan't be turned off now. 
You're to wait one hour, remember .. 
No more, no less !" 

He swung away, crossed the road, 
and leaped nimbly over the ditch. 

The granite wall was lower there 
than nearer the gate. Mr. Chivers, al
though smallish in stature, could reach 
the top of it with his finger tips ; an 
easy j ump gave him a grip, and the 
rough stone. a convenient toe-hold. Ten 
seconds after he had turned his back 
on the Rolls he was over the wall, and 
not more than a minute later he was 
at the summit of a grassy slope, slosh
ing over the lawn surrounding the 
manor house he had marked for raid
ing. 

The windows behind the broad ve-
4 D-1 6  

randa were dark, and so also were the 
windows above. A cautious circuit of 
the bleak gray pile revealed no light 
anywhere within. Mr. Chivers, as
sured that no time could be better 
suited to his purpose, tip-toed onto a 
rear service porch and went to work 
at a window. 

The rest was simplicity itself. A 
thin blade of steel slipped between the 
sashes ; the catch slid back and the win
dow- slid up. Mr. Chivers, all ears for 
a breathless moment, transferred a 
small pistol to a pocket of the raincoat, 
where it would be readier to hand. 

The gun wasn't loaded, for the Red 
Duke had his code and held rigidly by 
it.  A hundred times in his swift-paced 
career he had shot it out with men as 
desperate as himself, and as far out
side the pale ; but never would he pull 
the trigger against an adversary who 
had the law with him-not though his 
freedom or his life should be the price 
of his forbearance. 

II 

T ONG ago he had made the vow, and 
L the empty pistol pledged its sol-

vency as Reggie Chivers stepped 
over the sill into the dark pantry be
yond. A sweep of his electric bull's
eye showed him two inner exits from 
the room. One door stood open on an 
immaculate big kitchen, the other led 
into a panelled dining-hall that might 
have been lifted bodily out of some 
Old World castle� 

Circling again there, the bull's-ey� 
rested for an instant on a sideboard 
weighed down with a proud array of 
burnished silver. The Red Duke 
shook his head over it and · started to
ward a further door. He hadn't come 
to that yet, thank heaven ! Plate didn't 
interest him ; the stuff could stay where 
it was until some crude cracksman with 
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a stubble of beard and a burlap bag 
came calling for it. 

Through folding doors that rolled 
back noiselessly, he made his way down 
a broad hall, dimly lighted ; then across 
a luxurious drawing-room into a 
library where tall bookcases hugged a 
vast fireplace and shadows, weirdly 
alive, danced in black corners to the 
crackle of a glowing back-log. 

A rectangle of rich tapestry at
tracted Mr. Chivers to one o f  the cor
ners. He found, as he had expected, 
that it hid a safe. Crinkles of  a smile 
formed about his eyes as he surveyed 
the squat steel block. It was an antique 
-would be, as certain of his American 
associates might quaintly phrase it, a 
push-over. 

Kneeling in front of the safe, he 
whistled soffly as his slim and sensitive 
fingers twirled the dial. One bar, two 
bars-open ! 

Mr. Chivers plucked a waxed end o f  
his fiery mustache and sighed deeply as 
he stared into the exposed interior. 
Closed, the safe had been a museum 
piece ; open, it was a flop. No dazzle of  
diamonds or gleam of gold shimmered 
upon the explorer's eyes, nor did hasty 
search of drawers and compartments 
reveal any prosier treasure of stocks 
and bonds. 

There were only dull records per
taining to business transactions in 
which Mr. Chivers had not the faintest 
interest. One moderate column o f  
figures, such a s  might be included i n  a 
tailor's bill, had always been a bore to 
him. Acres of figures-and the vener
able safe appeared to hold endless acres 
on stored ledger sheets-made him 
d izzy. He arose in haste and kicked 
the iron door to. 

" Sold !" he murmured. " Jolly well 
serves me right for poaching on an
pther chap's job !" 

Then he suddenly stiffened, chin up, 
listening He had not been, evidently, 
as quiet as he thought. At any rate, 
someone else was stirring now in that 
slumbrous house ! 

THE premonition that had haunted 
him in the Rolls gripped him 
again as his hand closed on the 

unloaded pistol in the raincoat. Not 
only had he come here on a wild goose 
chase, but he probably would be having 
a hair-raising time getting out, empty
handed though he was. 

Straining his ears to catch the direc
tion o f  those faint and stealthy foot
steps, he heartily repented the festive 
impulse which had prompted the 
night's excursion. What he was coming 
up against in the next few seconds was 
only too painfully apparent. Any estab
lishment so extensive as this one he had 
invaded must have at least half a dozen 
servants under its roof ; and evidently 
one of the servants, sleeping lightly, 
had heard some slight sound from the 
lower story and was coming to investi
gate. 

A loose floor board creaked some
where in 'the rear o f  the house, and 
corroborated the deduction. A servant, 
of course-and he had descended, 
naturally, by way of the back stair that 
led down into the short hall between 
the pantry and the kitchen. That made 
a complicated situation worse-put an 
enemy, probably armed, between Mr. 
Chivers and the pantry window he had 
thoughtfully left open as an avenue o f  
flight. 

The l ibrary was no place in which to 
be trapped. There were no closets, no 
curtained recesses, no crannies in 

· which eyen so diminutive a malefactor 
as the Red Duke could hide himsel f 
away. Nothing but books, books and 
more books-books in rich bindings 
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that represented a frozen fortune- posite-and not by any means such a 
books, as Mr. Chivers scornfully sur- figure as Mr. Chivers had anticipated 
mised, which were j ust a low-browed meeting. 
millionaire's vulgar display, standing This was no house-servant in bath
there year after year with leaves uncut. robe and slippers who faced him, but� 

And the �helves that the books filled more likely, a member of the family
were fastened solidly to the walls. The a good-looking young man, athletically 
cases couldn't be budged. Discovering built and clean cut, whose eyes went 
that, Mr. Chivers beat a hasty retreat round with alarm at sight o f  the 
to the drawing-room. At the door open- stranger. 
ing on the great center hall-the hall Nor had he come, as Mr. Chivers 
where the dim night-light burned-he had calculated, from above. Obviously 
paused to listen again. he was just in out of the storm ; water 

He could hear nothing ; but after a was-dripping from the low-drawn brim 
moment a whirring sound from above of his hat and from the shoulders of 
came to him. He gave a start and then his raincoat. And-making things 
he grinned. A clock on a landing of worse-he was a gun-toter. Rooted 
the main stairway had begun to strike. by the surprise appearance, Mr. 
He was being informed that hal f  of the Chivers sensed that at once. 
hour assigned to his nocturnal prowl The young man's right hand was 
was gone: It was three o'clock, that deep in the pocket of the wet coat. It  
was all. flashed out, and the Red Duke found 

The one thought in his mind then . himsel f looking into a revolver muzzle 
was to get back to that open window, that strikingly reminded him at the 
and get there fast. If he had to duck moment of the opening into one o f. 
a bullet or two, well and good. That those cavernous under-river tubes in 

' would -be better than dodging about 
·· New York. 

until the fellow back yonder had raised " Up with your hands !" snapped the 
an alarm and he had the whole house- young man with the gun. 
hold stalking him. A few hundred His arm was steady, his voice was 
yards a-way,. Barlow would be waiting steady, and so-most discouragingly
with the Rolls, and the Rolls could do were his eyes. In a fraction of a sec• 
ninety miles an hour under persuasion. ond, Mr. Chivers had completed a 
Once he made the limousine, wounded study of prospects. Intuitively, he knew 
or not, his thumb could be at his nose. he might just as well have left that 

Mr. Chivers had served long enough futile automatic in the car. A butler or 
with His Majesty's army in India to a houseman could perhaps have been 
cultivate a habit o f  acting promptly on bullied, armed or not. Not so this 
a decision. With this one arrived at, husky and steady young fellow in the 
he stepped boldly out into the hall. raincoat. Sure of it at a glance, 

111 
Reggie Chivers let go of his pistol and 
brought his hand from the pocket 
empty. He'd have to employ subtler 
strategy than a bluff to wriggle out o f  
the hole. 

IF he had been aiming at a disastrous 
result, the movement could not have 
been more accurately timed. At pre

cisely that same instant a stalwart 
figure was emerging from a door op-

" You have the advantage of me," he. 
remarked, mustering what sang froid 
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he could with both hands I'ligh above 
his head. 

" And I'm going to keep it," the 
n1aster of the situation promised grim
ly. " If you raise your voice, I'll pull 
the trigger. I mean it !" 

l\Ir. Chivers looked at him hard for 
a long moment. 

" Raise my voice ?" he repeated, 
blinking. " That's rather good, now. 
I say, old bean, what makes you think 
I'd be likely to ?" 

His smile, meant to be wholly engag
ing, was half one of perplexity. Very 
plainly, the young man with the re
volver was not as intelligent as he 
looked. His reasoning, at least, was 
impossible to follow. Mr. Chivers could 
imagine nothing more preposterous 
than the idea that he should kick up a 
disturbance at a moment so delicate. 
What would it gain but to bring the en
tire household down upon him-give 
him a dozen foes to deal with instead 
o f  one. 

" Ko go, my friend," his captor said 
shortly. " I'm not going to be drawn 
into any argument. My time's limited. 
Keep your mouth shut, please, while I 
figure something out. Now that I've 
got you, what am I going to do with 
you ? That's the first question before 
the house." 

MR. CHIVERS, in still a deeper 
mental boggle, drew a long 
breath and suggested hopefully : 

" Why shouldn't we both take a 
sporting attitude ? No harm has been 
done, so there need be no hard feel
ings on either side. Certainly, you 
can't be anxious to be dragged around 
a lot of filthy police stations and pa
raded through the criminal courts
and that's what you'd be letting your
self in for, you know, if you insisted 
on going through with this." 

A perceptible shudder ran over the 
well-knit frame of the youth with the 
gun, then his teeth clicked together and 
his jaw squared. 

" Nevertheless," he said softly, " I'm 
going through with it." 

He pursed his lips and looked Tvlr. 
Chivers over with a closer attention 
than he had previously given to him. 
For the first time, apparently, he was 
struck by the fact that his prisoner 
also wore a hat and a raincoat. " DeYi l  
of an hour for people to  be  chasing 
around !" he remarked. " Just coming 
in-or j ust going out ?" 

" Both," Mr. Chivers earnestlv as
sured him. " How about my pr;posi
tion ? Shall we shake hands and say 
good night ? Or must we have the p;
lice in ?" 

The gun li fted menacingly, and the 
eyes behind it went steely. 

" You're cool," rasped the young 
man in the dining-room doorway. 
" But I warn you that you'd better 
watch your step with me ! If you make 
one moye to call the police, it'll be the 
last act of your l i fe !" 

He had - screwed his more than or
dinarily pleasant face into a scowl as 
he spoke ; but even before the frown 
had passed his eyes lost their savage
ness and were bulging. 

His effect on the little red-headed 
man had been exactly the opposite of 
that intended. Just one explosive gasp 
had escaped Mr. Chivers as light came 
to him ; then, soundlessly but heartily, 
he was laughing-laughing until tears 
were rolling down his cheeks. 

The youth across the hall turned 
beet-red. 

" Stop it !" he commanded in a des
perate whisper. " I f  those hysterics 
get away from you-by Jupiter, I'll-" 

The revolver muzzle snapped up 
again and Mr. Chivers, fearing an ac-
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cident, exerted a mighty effort of self
control. 

" Don't be an ass !" he spluttered. 
" My dear chap, I'm a burglar, too !" 

IV 

THE revolver wavered, and the 
jaw of its owner dropped. 

" A burglar ?" he questioned 
weakly. " You-you're joking !" 

" Never more serious in my life," 
said little Mr. Chivers. " And never 
more relieved." 

" I can't believe it,'' the young man 
stated flatly. " You don't look like a 
burglar." 

The Red Duke shrugged. 
" Neither do you," said he. " May 

I ask how you got in ?" 
By the best possible evidence the sec

ond intruder :was beginning to believe 
him. He let :the hand that held the 
gun drop to his side. 

" _Found a window open at the back 
of the house," he replied after a mo-
ment's hesitation. 

-
. 1' I'm the one who left it open," 

smiled Mr. Chivers. " Haven't been 
long at this trade, have you ?" 
The glimmer of a grin-his first

lighted the young man's face. 
" I don't make a regular thing of 

it." 
" Thought not," observed the Red 

Duke. " As a matter of fact, I sort 
of got that impression last night." 

" Last night?" 
Mr. Chivers nodded briskly. · 
" Yes. I happened to be motoring 

through here. Noticed a chap lurking 
in that woods over the way, and de
cided it was somebody planning a 
house-breaking job, ·getting the lay of 
the land in advance. Thought it might 
be good sport to beat him to it." 

There was still a dazed blur in the 
gray ·eyes. 

" Looks as i f you ho.d. Yes, I'm 
the fell ow you saw in the woods
and your guess was right, as you see." 
The young man passed a shaky hand 

over his forehead. " !-I'll have to 
admit I'm not up on burgling ethics. 
What's the proper thing for the sec
ond man in to do in a case like this ? 
Apologize for intruding and get out ?" 

" No, no !" little Mr. Chivers gener
ously protested. " I f any apology is 
due, it's I who owe it. I really shouldn't 
have come here. Ought to have shut 
my eyes to what I saw last night and 
gone on about my business. But pos
sibly I can save you a little time by 
letting you know that the place is a 
dud. On this lower floor at least, there 
isn't a thing worth lifting-not unless 
silver appeals to you. There's a safe 
back there in the library ; nothing in it 
but stacks of ruled sheets covered with 
figures." 
The gray eyes lighted. 
" You've had the safe open ?" their 

owner demanded eagerly . 
" As a matter of course. Only thing 

in the place that interested me." 
" You didn't notice a small account 

book bound in red leather ?" 
" In the safe ? · No, I didn't." The 

Red Duke's eyes narrowed. " So it's 
that way, is it ? You've a rather good 
idea of what you're after ?" 
The amateur's face had clouded. 

" Are you sure ?" he insisted. " Sure 
that little red book isn't in the safe ?" 

" Positive. No book of any sort." 
They had spoken back and forth in 

low whispers, but there was no curb 
on the groan of disappointment that 
escaped the newcomer. 

Casting an apprehensive glance up 
the stairway, Mr. Chivers put his fin
ger to his lips. 

" Softly !" he breathed. " Don't for� 
get there are people asleep just above 
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us. Let's be just a bit considerate o f  
them, what ?" 

The young man with the now-for
gotten revolver directed a tragic stare 
toward the library. 

" If it isn't here-then-then I'm 
beaten !" he muttered. 

TO Mr. Chivers the matter of the 
little red book had all the ear
marks of being somebody else's 

private affair, and so no concern of 
his. It was the stamp of his breeding 
that he pointedly turned the subject. 

" I think," he said, starting lightly 
across the hall, " that I shall be going. 
Possibly you prefer to stay and look 
about a bit ? Well, best of luck to 
you !" 

The larger burglar sadly shook his 
head. " No use staying, and no use 
looking. If the book isn't in the safe, 
it isn't in the house. It's where I'll 
never be able to reach it. That means 
ruin for all of us. My father, my 
sister-lastly, myself." 

He followed the Red Duke back 
through the house to the open window 
in the pantry, out the window and into 
the rain. Shoulder to shoulder, both 
silent, they descended the soggy hill to 
the estate wall. 

" \Vhich way for you ?" Mr. Chivers 
asked when they were over the wall 
and on the road. 
. " New York-when I can get a 
train." 

" Don't bother about trains. Let me 
gfve you a lift." 

The gleam of its parking lights 
through the rain guided Mr. Chivers to 
the Rolls-Royce .

. 
His guest stared at 

tpe limousine and its trimly-uniformed 
<;hauffeur before climbing in. 

u Now I know better !" he said as 
the Rolls slipped smoothly into gear. 
�· You had me half believing that a 

burglar could be a man o f  culture
but this is too thick." 

Mr. Reggie Chivers lifted an expres
sive shoulder and smiled. 

" Easy come, easy go. I gather and 
I spend-and I detest cheap motors. 
Tonight was an off night, you see. 
Sometimes I do better-much better." 
He offered his cigarette case. " Per
mit me to introduce myself. My name 
is Reginald Chivers. I'm another one 
of those visiting Englishmen, but I 
don't write books at home and I don't 
make lecture tours over here. Your 
newspapers have pinned another name 
to me which may be more familiar. 
They call me the Red Duke." 

His guest's gray eyes widened. 
" The Red Duke !" · exclaimed the 

other burglar. " And there really is 
such a person !" 

" Most u n h a p p i I y," said M r. 
Chivers, " there is. I assure you that 
any pride I take in my fame is purely 
professional, not at all personal." 

There was a space of silence as the 
Rolls-Royce rushed city-ward through 
the night. The young man at Mr. 
Chivers' side at length put out his 
hand. 

" As burglar to burglar," he said 
with a wry smile, " let me say, Chivers, 
that you look like a darn good sport. 
My name is Bingham-Clay Bingham, 
Jr. That place where we met belongs 
to a former partner of my father's." 

Mr. Chivers blew out a thoughtful 
blue ribbon of cigarette smoke. " Ah ! 
Then you were on familiar ground." 

" Not exactly. I'd been in the house 
only once before. But I knew where 
the safe was, and I had the combina
tion. You see, that safe used to be my 
father's. You should be able to judge 
for yourself just how familiar the sur
roundings were. I thought you be
longed there !" 
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Mr. Chivers regarded his companion 
with a heightened interest. 

" Clay Bingham ?" he repeated. 
" I've seen the name somewhere recent
ly, I'm sure. Pardon me, but wasn't 
there something about a failure ? 
·wasn't there a Bingham firm that went 
under in the Wall Street crash last 
month ?" 

The young man nodded. 
" Yes. Bingham, Glore & Com

pany. They went bust just three weeks 
ago today. Shouldn't have, either. John 
Glore is no better than a crook. That's 
the short of it. It was his home where 
we met. You'll probably agree that he 
lives pretty well for a man who's sup
posed to be broke." 
· · " Rather !" drawled Mr. Chivers. 
" An.d how about your father ?" 

" He staked every dollar he had in 
the world to keep the firm afloat," the 
junior Bingham said bitterly. " Now, 
for his honesty, he's out of the coun
try, in hiding. A fugitive from j us
tice !" 

The Red Duke flipped his cigarette 
end out into the flying rain. 

" The world," he observed, " un
fortunately does not run true to the 
copybook formula. Too often the 
Glores prosper and-please excuse the 
personality - the Binghams go to 
smash. May I ask what you hoped to 
accomplish by tonight's visit ?" 

· 

" I mentioned a little red account
book. I wanted it. I 'd give my right 
arm, right now, to get hold of it. The 
book is a secret ledger listing trans
actions under cover between my 
father's partner and Simon Glore, his 
brother." 

Mr. Chivers' blue eyes sharpened. 
" Simon Glore, eh ? I've read about 

that fellow. Pressmen call him the 
' Great Bear.' It's the same Simon 
Glore, what ?" 

" The same. It was his operations 
that started the break in the market
and without my father's knowledge, 
Bingham, Glore money helped to bring 
on the crash. John Glore made heavy 
loans to Simon on collateral that were 
worse than worthless. It was a careful
ly rigged-up deal between the Glares. 
Of course, they divide the spoils." 

" Ratters !" growled Mr . . Chivers. 
" Now that you've gi�en me your con
fidence, one of the great regrets of my 
life will be that your little red book 
wasn't in that safe." For a quiet mo
ment he stared out into the storm. 
" You tell me the safe in Glore's library 
belongs to your father, Bingham ?" he 
queried at length. 

" Yes. It was in father's private 
office until the firm suspended. He had 
come across that secret ledger of 
Glore's and locked it up in the safe. I t  
would have given him not only a clean 
bill of health with the Stock Exchange 
Governors and the police, but <;auld 
have been used in court to win back 
every penny misapplied by the Glares. 
But overnight the safe was spirited 
away. 

" Through the people who moved it, 
I traced it out here to \IV estchester. 
By that time, though, a warrant had 
been issued for father and he was on 
his way to Mexico. · With Brother 
Simon behind him, and unlimited 
money at his command, John Glore 
stayed in New York to brass things 
out. You can see the construction that 
father's flight places on the whole busi
ness." 

v 

A F ARA 'vV A Y light came into 
those blue eyes of Mr. Reggie 
Chivers, and his mouth was set 

in a straight line. 
. " Well I know it," said he. " Once 
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upon a time, Bingham, I had to get 
. away in a hurry and leaYe a nasty
looking mess behind. Otherwise, we 
probably shouldn't l1ave met as \Ve did 
tonight." He drew deeply on a fresh 
cigarette and shrugged off the dark 
memory. " But let's keep to the case 
in hand. You think you know where 
the little red book is ?" 

" I'm certain I kno·w," nodded young 
Bingham. " If John Glore had meant 
to retain possession of it, he'd have left 
it in the safe. And there's only one per
son he'd willingly surrender it to. 
That's Simon Glore-and what Simon 
Glore has he keeps." 

The Red Duke looked up quickly. 
· " So ?" he questioned gently. " You 

intrigue me, Bingham. What's so 
impregnable about Simon Glore ?" 

" EYerything. Inside a half hour
i f  we don't climb a telephone pole and 
break our necks first-I 'll show you ex
actly what I mean." 

He was allowing, at that, a larger 
margin of time for the return trip to 
New York than the capable Barlow 
needed. They climbed no poles, never 
once had even a dangerous skid : but 
in twenty minutes flat, the Rolls was 
flitting down Park Avenue and Bing
ham was directing Mr. Chivers' atten
tion to a large and showy apartment 
house towering over that broad 
thoroughfare in the Eighties. 

" See those twin doormen ?" he 
asked. " See that squad of flunkies i n  
the hall ? They are just part o f  the 
reason why I can't get at Simon Glore. 
He owns the building--occupies the 
whole tenth floor of it. Has his office 
there as well as his home. A man he 
didn't want to see couldn't even get his 
foot in an elevator. And i f  he did 
manage to get upstairs, he'd find a steel 
door between him and Glore." 

Mr. Chivers cast � glance o\·er his 

shoulder at the rococo citadel of Simon 
Glore . 
. " Steel or otherwise," he observed 
sapiently, " doors must open. Abso
lutely, my dear chap. I f  they didn't 
open,· you see, they wouldn't be doors !" 

Bingham shook his head. 
" I'm reliably informed," he said, 

" that Glore's door is  wired against 
burglars. In addition to that, his butler 
is an ex-heavyweight prizefighter. And 
at least a couple o f  the housemen have 
been in the ring-and also, I am told, 
in a gunfight or two." 

" There's nothing," murmured the 
Red Duke, " like surrounding oneself 
with congenial people. By-the-by, 
B ingham, what does your little red 
book look like ? For instance·, what size 
is i t ? I mean, is  it something a fellow 
could slip into his coat pocket ?" 

The question startled Bingham. He 
was slow in replying to it .  

" Yes, it's pocket size," he said, look
ing questioningly at Mr. Chivers. · · : ·  It 
has a brass clasp and a lock, and John 
Glore's  name is on the front cover in 
gold letters." 

" Quite . easy to recognize, what ?" 
the Red Duke murmured. " Well, I'll 
keep i t  in  mind, Bingham. �f I .ever 
happen to call on Simon Glore and see 
it, I'll surely pick it up. Just �n the 
9ffchance, you must let me know where 
I · can reach you." 
. Bingham's eyes were skeptical ; he 
was past hoping. 
. " Where I'll be a fter the first of the 
month," he said glumly, " I don't know 
myself. Until then, my sister and I are 
staying on in Sutton Place-but the 
house has been sold over our heads." 

Mr. Chivers sighed. " So goes the 
world, Bingham," he said, and brought 
the speaking tube to his lips. " Sutton 
Place, Barlow," he ordered. " \iVe're 
driving the gentlem�n home." 
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It was nearly five o'clock, but a light 
was burning behind the lower windows 
of the attracti ,-e little brick house in 
front of which the Rolls-Royce pres
ently pulled up. As Bingham climbed 
out, a door was opening directly above, 
and for an Instant M r. Chivers was 
looking into brown eyes which he still 
declares the loveliest his own have ever 
met. 

" My sister," whispered the amateur 
burglar. For a moment he hesitated, 
and then his shoulders squared as i f  
some inner battle had been fought and 
won. " Darned if I don't like you, 
Chivers-and why should anything else 
matter ?" he blurted. " Shall I pre
sent you ?" 

The Red Duke flushed and drew 
back deeper ·into the limousine. 

" No; no, old chap !" he said hastily. 
" You're really too kind. But-I sha'n't 
forget the address -!" 

THOSE direct brown eyes haunted 
Reggie Chivers. Their fugitive 
glance continued to· warm him 

through the short journey to his pent
house apartment on the Drive. \Vomen 
like the girl of Sutton Place belonged 
to ·a chapter in his life that he felt was 
closecl for good and all ; closed and 
locked tighter than that little red book 
of secrets that had lured young Bing
ham to Westchester. 

A hundred times he had tried to tell 
himself that he didn't miss them, that 
it was really by preference that he 
lived wholly in a man's world. But 
when he eventually turned in that morn
ing, it was to a sleep broken by dreams 
of another brown-eyed girl whom the 
brief stop in Sutton Place had brought 
alive again to him-that one a girl back 
in India, the wife of a gouty Colonel 
,\'ith a title and a terrific income from 
home, miserable in her luxury. 

" Do something !" she seemed to be 
pleading. " Do something for those 
poor youngsters !" 

And when he came out from under 
his shower at noon, Mr. Chivers knew 
that his next adventure outside the law 
-even i f  it must be his last one-would 
be dedicated to the swindled · Bing
hams. 

He had Barlow drive him up Park 
A venue in the Rolls, and from the op
posite curb he spent an hour studying 
the too-gorgeous fa<;ade of the Impera
tor Apartments, stronghold of Simon 
Glore. The first five minutes of the 
hour convinced him that any frontal 
attack would be foredoomed to failure. 
He gathered in that time that the Im
perator was an abode popular with the 
newly-rich ; in  no other way could he 
account for such an astonishing array 
of hall-servants as manned the elevator 
approaches. There were at least a dozen 
of them, gayly plumaged ; and Mr. 
Chivers was not too far away to ob
serve that no caller was taken aloft 
until he had been announced by tele
phone and authenticated as a desirable. 

" But," he remarked to Barlow, " the 
house is not everything in life, be i t  
ever so gaudy. People must have food, 
as well as shelter. Funny, isn't it that 
there should be such a to-do over bolt
ing and barring and chaining the front 
of a house when the back door stands 
wide open ? Far as I can see, the Im� 
perator keeps absolutely no check on 
comings and goings through that serv
ice-entrance around the corner. It's 
something I shall jolly well keep in 
mind !" 

And Mr. Chivers was keeping it very 
well in mind when presently he had 
Barlow pull the Rolls-Royce around 
the block and draw up with a flourish in 
front of the Imperator's canopied main 
entrance on Park A venue. 
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· · Glittering and opulent, the imported Parting company with the Rolls late 
car stamped its master as a person of in the afternoon, he proceeded to put 
consequence. Both doormen sprang to the plans into execution. As a first 
salute as Mr. Chivers alighted, and the step, he bought a grocer's apron and 
superintendent came bowing when he a basket ; then he added to his pur
had indicated an interest in the chases an impressive ass6rtment of 
" Vacancy " discreetly advertised by a . fable luxuri�s in glass and tin, and was 
small brass plate beside the door. ready for adventure. 

M r. Chivers cut short a glowing de- Wearing the apron and carrying the 
scription of the apartment. It was on basket, he passed unquestioned through 
the eleventh floor, just above Glore's the Imperator's service gate. A few 
and that was enough for him to know. minutes after that, still unchallenged, 

" I'll have a look at it," he said. he was · riding smoothly upward in a 
Painters were working on the service elevator run by a sleepy-eyed 

eleventh floor, revising the decorative young fellow who had just said to him, 
scheme of a tenant who had succumbed " New, ain't yuh ?" 
to the depression ; but Mr. Chivers had Mr. Chivers admitted being new. He 
less curiosity for their operations than admitted it again when a heavy-jawed 
for the service end of the apartment. footman opened the rear door of the 
He tapped his walking stick against a Simon Glore apartment to' hirrt-'-a door, 
door in the rear hall. he noticed, that was also of steel. 

" What's this ?" " Hell of a time for deliveries," 
" The laundry chute, sir. Linens are grunted the footman. " Whatever 

dropped into a large bin in the cellar you've got, though, drag it in." 
:when soiled." " Thank you kindly," murmured Mr. 

" And this?" The Red Duke, hastily Chivers, and meant it. 
· 

putting the laundry-chute out of con- Under the frowning eyes of a chef 
sideration, opened another door beside who looked. as if he might have gone 
it. " Ah, I see ! The dumb-waiter- a round or two himself in younger 
and quite commodious it is !" days, the groceries were duly deposited 

The dumb-waiter had been all that in a roomy pantry. Mr. Chivers, basket 
he wished to see. Once located, it re- on arm, started blithely away, whistling. 
presented an ace in the hole which could But when he opened the rear door, 
be played in the event of a later neces- he had got as far as he intended going. 
sity. Further inspection was a bore, He .threw his basket into the service 
and he curtailed the tour. hall, then stripped off his apron and 

" I  have seen enough," he said quite chucked it after the basket. Directly 
truthfully ; and he added with equal after that, he gave the door an ener
veracity, " I shall return when I have getic shove. 
thought it all over." But he was on the inside when it 

VI 
slammed. On the inside and darting 
for a closet he had marked when he 

EVEN before he entered the Impera- came in. The closet was on a short hall 
tor as a prospective tenant, · little between the kitchen and a large, barely
Mr. Chivers had laid his plans furnished room in which, he judged, 

for insinuating himself into the pres- the household staff took their meals. 
ence of the tight-fisted Simon Glore. The closet, he discovered, was al-
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ready filled to bursting with heavy 
overcoats-the property, evidently, of 
Glore's massive servants. Mr. Chivers 
found just enough room to squeeze in, 
no more ; but for a suffocating hour he 
remained there. 

During that hour he learned from 
snatches of conversation drifting to him 
from the servants' hall that Simon 
Glore was dining at home, and dining 
alone. That was encouraging. All in 

,all, he preferred that Mr. Glore should 
be present when the high moment came. 
It would, he thought, simplify matters. 

To know when Glore had finished 
dessert and coffee and risen was the 
slightest of problems in deduction for 
Mr. Chivers. A scuffing of chairs in 
the room opposite the kitchen gave him 
the signal. The servants, finished with 
their ministrations in the main dining
room, were drawing ttl) to thei�. 

own 
dinner. 

MR. CHIVERS opened the closet 
door wide enough to verify with 
his eyes the evidence of his alert 

ears. Quite right. The long table in 
the servants' hall was lined-and from 
the Red Duke's brief glimpse of the 
beetle-browed company assembled, it 
might. have been a training-table in 
some pugilistic camp. 

Dropping his trimly-shod feet like 
feathers, Mr. Chivers deserted his hid
ing-place. Through an intersecting 
corridor and a swinging door he made 
his way into a refectory no less magnifi
cent than the one he had lately in
vaded in Westchester. 

A table that would have comfortably 
accommodated twenty had been set for 
one. At the end where Simon Glore 
had dined in solitary state, there was 
a litter of cigar ashes and a crumpled 
napkin. Glore had moved on, heavy 
with food. 

Mr. Chivers paused to sniff at the 
neck of an open bottle of port and to 
decide that the master of the house, 
with all his wealth, was no judge of a 
yintage. Then he, too, moved on. 

He took note during his progress 
that the layout of the apartment was 
strikingly similar to that of the house 
of John Glore in the next county 
north. There was a broad hall beyond 
the dining-room, then a luxurious liv
ing room, and finally a panelled library. 

Simon Glore, paunchy and droop
jowled, sat alone in the library with his 
back to the door. With a reading lamp 
beside him, he was studying a stock
table in an evening newspaper. He 
wheeled at Mr. Chivers' apologetic 
cough close behind him. 

" Who the . devil are you ?" he 
shouted irascibly at the red-haired in
truder. 

" Just the grocer's boy," smiled Mr. 
Chivers. As Glore stared, he produced 
a small blue automatic that could not 
have looked more formidable had it 
been loaded. " Let's  be calm about 
this, Simon," he begged. " For your 
own sake, keep a grip on yourself. A 
man as much overweight as you should 
avoid emotional outbursts-particular
ly when he's getting into middle age." 

The warning was in vain. Simon 
Glore's flabby cheeks slowly turned a 
rich purple. A long vein stood out on 
his forehead like a crimson scar. \\Then 
he could speak, his voice was a chok
ing rattle. 

" What do you want ?" 
" What have you got ?" Mr. Chivers 

asked practically. He motioned with 
.his pistol toward a small safe between 
two ·windows. " For example, what's 
in that?" 

Simon Glore pushed himself erect 
in the morris-chair. His expression as 
he surveyed the dapper little red-head 
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betrayed the direction of his thoughts. 
Plainly, he was trying to decide wheth
er it was really a robber who had 
broken in on him, or whether the un
invited guest was a stray lunatic. Mr. 
Chivers' chilly blue eyes gave him the 
answer. There was menace in that 
frigid stare, but certainly not madness. 
Glore moistened his lips. 

" In the safe ?" A fat hand crept 
toward a buzzer-button at a corner of  
the library table. " Nothing you would 
want. Just records." 

Mr. Chivers hadn't missed the move
ment of the hand. When it was no 
more than an inch from the button he 
rapped out : 

" Hold it, Glore ! And-thanks for 
showing me where that buzzer is !" 

·As Glore snatched back the hand, 
Mr. Chivers moved briskly to the table 
and broke the bell-wire with a quick 
jerk. Panic .had caught Glore by the 
throat and started a lardy rippling 
through the creases under his chin. 

" Be careful with that gun !" he 
cried huskily. " You're barking up the 
wrong tree, young man-but don't 
hold that against me. I keep nothing 
of value here. Never any money. I f  
you want to look into the safe, you're 
welcome to." 

The Red Duke beamed. " Thank 
you ever so· much," he murmured. " I'!I 
take advantage of the offer. Let's have 
the safe open, Glore." 

VII 

WITH a shaky low moan, Simon 
Glore got up. A light pressure 
of the pistol barrel against his 

.back expedited his progress across the 
room. He bent over the safe, fumbled 
for the combination, and drew back 
the thick door. 

" See for yourself !" he growled. 
" There isn't a dime here." 

His eyes sparkling, the Red Duke 
leaned forward. 

" But what's this, Glore ?" He had 
plucked out of the safe a small book 
with red-leather covers locked to
gether. " I'm rather a connoisseur of  
bindings, you know. Don't tell me that 
as handsome a thing as you have here 
is a mere account-book !" 

Glore caught his breath. " Nothing 
but. See here ! You can't take that 
book ! Put it back !" 

The little red book remained in Mr. 
Chivers' pocket, and he was retreating 
toward the door. 

" It's seldom, believe me," he said, 
" that I bark up a wrong tree. This 
seems to be one, as you promised. But 
at . least I can carry away" these · few 
leaves as a souvenir !" 

He · had reached the library . door 
then, and he turned and went racing 
through the drawing-room. But he 
wasn't to have the minute's grace he 
had counted · on. Behind him, Simon 
Glore had sprung for a second alarm 
buzzer, hidden near the safe, with an 
agility belied by his girth. A clamor 
of bells filled the apartment, and as 
the Red Duke reached the front hall 
there was a thunder of running feet 
at the rear. Off to a flying start ahead 
of the other servants, the big-jawed 
footman who had opened the service 
door for him· came rushing at Mr. 
Chivers. 

The time for using the pistol as a 
threat had passed. Reversing it, the 
Red Duke employed it as a weapon. 
He had to go up on his toes to reach 
the footman's temple with the butt. 

As he struck, he sidestepped. The 
heavyweight plunged past him, out on 
his feet, and crumpled against a hall
clock that came crashing down upon 
him, frantically chiming an hour still 
many minutes away. 
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Through the lofty dining-room the 
other servants were sweeping in a 
beefy \vedge that for an instant took 
Mr. Chivers' mind to those Rugby 
rushes he had faced in irrecoverable 
days on the playing fields of Harrow. 
He gave a jerk to the folding door. It 
slid promptly to on well-oiled rollers 
when only a split second's grace re
mained to him, and the flying wedge 
went to smash against the stout oak. 

A bellowed chorus of curses 
drowned out the thunder of the alarm 
gong. In the library, Simon Glore had 
p{tt a weight on the button to hold it  
down. He came puffing through the 
drawing-room, brandishing a heavy 
brass poker snatched from the library 
fireplace. Mr. Chivers ducked under 
an annihilating blow, and tapped Glore 
expertly behind the ear with the pistol 
butt. Then there were two on the 
floor with the industriously musical 
clock. 

" Sweet dreams !" called the Red 
Duke, and with two jumps he was 
through the steel door at the front of 
the entrance corridor and into a mar
ble hall where the shafts of a battery 
of elevators faced him. A stairway 
spiraled around the shafts. Mr. Chiv
ers, automatically deciding to proceed 
afoot, went up instead of down. As 
he fled, bedlam was loose at his back. 
The door of the vacant apartment 
stood open, but there was still an easier 
and quicker way out. 

Mr. Chivers kept going, and on the 
twelfth floor caught an elevator just 
discharging a plump and highly per
fumed passenger with a fluffy little 
dog on leash. \i\Tith a polite bow to 
the d o w a g e r and a murmured, 
" Charming evening !" Mr. Chivers 
stepped into the car. 

" Down," he said. " And no stops, 
i f  you please. 

The warning was well-advised. 0.1 
the tenth floor, as the elevator de
scended, there were many people anx
ious to get aboard. The needle in the in
dicator-box was jumping excitedly, and 
hard knuckles were pounding on th� 
glass of the shaft door. 

" We're playing a game," explained 
Mr. Chivers. " Keep right on and 
we'll fool 'em !" 

The elevator operator grinned ap
preciatively as the gay passenger crum
pled a bill into his palm. 

" Well, it's sure a surprise," he said . 
" Believe it or not, this is the first wild 
party that Mr. Glore has ever threw, 
as long as I've been workin' here.' ' 

HE was rolling back the gate at the 
ground floor then, and Mr. 
Chivers saw before it was bal i 

open that he was a fraction of a min
ute late. Evidently the telephone had 
been busy. The entire hall-staff of the 
Imperator was dra\vn up in battle ar
ray at the foot _ of the shaft, an im
penetrable barrier of gold braid. Be
hind the gorgeous d o u b I e rank a 
doorman was just entering with a po
liceman in tow, gun in hand. 

Hand on the gate, the rear admiral 
in charge of the eleWttor was in a 
convenient position for dismissal. Mr. 
Chivers li fted a spatted foot, shoved 
the operator forward with it, and had 
the cage to himsel f. He slammed the 
gate and wrenched the control handle. 
Up shot the car. 

At the eleventh story he stopped. 
Jumping out of the eleYator, he started 
it downward and slammed the gate. 

The entrance door of the vacant 
apartment stood open before him, 
emitting fumes of paints and var
nishes, and just a step beyond it was 
that buried ace of his, the dumb
waiter. He raced for it gratefully, and 
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a moment later was swearing whole- In a hasty backward glance, the Red 
heartedly. The dumb-waiter was still Duke couldn't recollect having been in 
there, of course, but it might have been a tighter spot. A young army was 
in another building for all the use it after him. This looked like his Water
would be to him. The door leading loo. It was the Red Duke's black night, 
to it refused to open ; it had been indeed. He saw capture only seconds 
" painted shut," and with all his des- away-then prison for endless dreary 
peration Mr. Chivers hadn't the years, a swift and sordid end to the 
strength to break the seal. gay career. 

He was not one, however, to cry A hundred times he had sworn that 
over spilt milk or c�relessly-applied he would never be taken alive ; now, 
paint, either one. Once convinced that with those two policemen thundering 
the dumb-waiter was inaccessible to at the back door and the others closing
him, he darted back to the dark service in, he thought of that second door 
hallway and gave the elevator button alongside the dumb-waiter, and one 
a hard jab. last desperate chance recommended it-

The car was already on its way up self. There was a lauridry-chute con
then, and as it stopped at the eleventh nected with the apartment, the renting 
floor Mr. Chivers saw that it carried agent had said. · Well; whatever a 
two passengers in addition to the laundry-chute might be, Mr. Reginald 
operator. Chivers would soon find · out all about 

He had j udged from the shadows it ! 1 ··� 

on the glass that the passengers were Dashing back to the service hall, he 
large men-and that was no mistake. made a final trial of the dumb-waiter 
They were policemen ! door. When it still would not budge, 

The Red Duke, leaping back as they he yanked open the door beside it and 
pounced frotn the cage, slammed the dived into blackness. 
service door of the vacant apartment . _ 
against them. With only the faintest 

I
N another in�ta.nt he was in 

-
swi ft 

fraction of a second to spare, he found descent, whtrlmg around a n d 
and closed the heavy bolt. around like an airplane in a tailspin. 

" Detour !" lie called, quoting road- Clear thought was unattainable in the 
signs remembered from his many tours dizziness that came upon him: All he 
in the Rolls. " Men working !  Pass could believe during the first horrible 
at your own risk !" seconds of the plunge was that he was 

Then he was scurrying through the catapulting to his death-due to keep 
apartment to try his luck again at the that grim vow of his, whether it was 
front of the Imperator. But even as his will to or not. 
he ran, he became acutely awar� that . But, strangely, no fear of a quick 
he was trapped. Lights flashed on in finish at the bottom o f  the chute op
front of him, showing a glint of brass pressed him. High spots of his li fe did 
buttons in the entrance hall. To make not march in speedy review, as they 
it worse, h e  had been heard. were said to when a man stared eye to 

" We've · got him !" a bass voice eye with death. On the contrary, it was 
shouted. " He's in this here flat--<:an't a pair of brown eyes he seemed to be 
get away ! Where's. the light switch, looking into as he whirled down to 
Sweertey ?" meet his fate-eyes that had briefly 



THE RED LEDGER 63 

smiled on him not long ago. N" o specter 
of death arose ; he could see nothing, 
and think of nothing, but that girl in 
Sutton Place. 1\o regrets for his duels 
with the law oppressed him. There 
was only one regret in his thoughts and 
in  his heart-the poignant realization 
that the little red book in his pocket 
would never get to the Binghams. 
Glore, of course, would now reclaim it. 
Faster and faster he spun. He became 
aware that parts of his body were being 
overheated by friction. One instant 
wondering why he shouldn't be worry
ing about his lot in Eternity, he found 
himself in another. second frightfully 
distressed lest the seat of his trousers 
be no more than charred tatters when 
they found him broken and still at the 
bottom of the shaft. 

But it wasn't a shaft he was drop
ping through. A chute was something 
else. This thing evidently was some 
sort of spiral tube, like those amuse
ment devices he had seen at Coney 
Island. 

Mr. Chivers came do·wn easy where 
he had been expecting to meet his own 
finish. The laundry chute had its end 
in cottony softness. Landed sitting, 
the Red Duke was amazed that he had 
suffered not even a spinal jar. It was 
pitch-dark where he eventually came to 
rest, and something moist had wound 
itself rather umvholesomely around his 
neck. 

He struggled up, made for a streak 
of light across a pulpy footing that 
reminded him forcibly of John Glore's 
rain-soaked Westchester lawn, and 
opened a door. Light came flooding in 
from the cellar, and identified the new 
neckpiece as a bath towel. 

Mr. Chivers' first act was to pat his 
coat-pocket and assure himself that the 
little red book with John Glore's name 
on the cover remained with him. 

He was standing knee-dee
.
p in soiled 

linens, and he didn't have to search 
long through the pile before he was in 
possession of an apron that would 
serve in his emergency. 

It belonged, he thought, to some
body's chef. At any rate, the owner 
was several sizes larger than Mr. 
Chivers, who had to make a large 
gather under the tie-strings before he 
could step out without risk of tripping. 

He had the Imperator cellar to him
self, and as he moved toward the exit 
he came upon a basket leaned against 
a white-washed pillar. He thought it 
would help to get him by. 

It ·would and did. A policeman 
standing at the head of the cellar stairs 
gave him only a casual glance. He was 
looking upward, straining his eyes. 
Mr. Chivers hesitated to give him a 
small earful of in formation. 

" They're chasin' a burglar upstairs," 
he whispered. " Got him surrounded 
on the elevent' floor. I heard it, comin' 
down from Mrs. Van Schooten's pent
house." 

The Red Duke didn't know that the 
Imperator sheltered any Mrs. Van 
Schooten ; wasn't sure, even, that there 
was a penthouse. But the policeman 
didn't know, either. 

" Eleventh ?" he repeated, and went 
racing away, tugging at his gun. Mr. 
Chivers saw him dash into the Impera
tor's marble hall, then calmly stripped 
off his apron and li ftecl a finger as a 
taxi came trundling through the side 
street with the meter flag up. 

" Sutton Place," he said, " and make 
it snappy !" 

Then, lighting a cigarette, he leaned 
back luxuriously with his hand on the· 
little red-bound book that was to figure 
so conclusively for the plaintiff a few 
weeks later in the case of Bingham vs. 
Glore. 
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fire of cannel coal burning in the grate 
because Beekman liked to look at it. 
He looked around him now with eyes 
full of quiet pleasure. 
" How I do love this house !" he 

said. 
His wife answered him through the 

open door of the dressing room which 
filled the middle of that floor. Her 
bedroom was in the front of the house. 
Her voice was querulous. " And I have 
to dress in this poky hole ! I haven't 
even a boudoir where I can receive my 
woman friends !" 

" You have one of the most beautiful 
bedrooms in town," he replied good
humoredly. " With the park outside. 
and sunshine in the windows all win
ter." 

" Nobody in our position lives so far 
downtown. If you must have a house, 
it ought to be in the Sixties or Seven
ties." 

" Those narrow streets are dark as 
the tomb, my dear !" 

" Well, an apartment is smarter any
way. There is no lack of sunlight in 
a penthouse." 

" Penthouses are so new !" he com
plained, smiling. " The increment of 
four generations is stored in this old 
shebang !  My great grandfather built 
it. When my Dad lost his money and 
it had to be sold, there was weeping 
and gnashing of teeth in Gideon ! It 
was that which spurred me on to make 
some money of my own. And I bought 
it back !" 

He was answered by an impatient 
exclamation from the next room. "You 
won't be serious about anything !" 
she said. 
·There was a discreet tap on the 

door from the hall, and Croydon the 
Beekman butler, entered. " If you 
please, Mr. Beekman, there's a gentle
man calling." 

5 D-1 6  

" Somebody calling at this hour ?''
said Beekman in surprise. " Who is if?'1 

" A Mr. Mann, sir."-
Beekman was arranging his tie be .. 

fore the mirror. " I don't know any; 
Manns." he said calmly. Then his ex• 
pression changed. " You said a gentle• 
man, Croydon ?" • 
" Well, he is expensively dressed1 

sir," answered Croydon in distress. " It 
it hard to tell nowadays." 

" What does he look like ?" 
" A  dark person, sir. Italian look .. 

ing. Fat." _ _ 
Beekman's face turned red witl:i 

anger. " Send him away," he said 
quietly. " Tell him if he has anything 
to say to me he can write it." 
" Very well, sir." 
Beekman became thoughtful. " W ai� 

a minute," he said. " I'll tell him my .. 
self." - He picked up a smoking jacket 
and slipped it on over his dress shirt. 

" What's the matter, dear ?" came 
the voice from the dressing room. 
" I  am honored by a call from Mr. 

Jim Mann !" said Beekman sarcastical• 
ly . . " I'm going downstairs to put him 
out." 
" Jim Mann !" gasped Mrs. Beekman. 

" Oh, be careful, Irvin ! Be careful ! 
. . .  Wait a minute !" 

Beekmah was already on the stairs. 
" Where is he ?" he asked Croydo11; 
who was at his heels. 

" I  scarcely knew what to do with 
him," stammered Croydon. " A  . . .  a 
person like that. I showed him in the 
library. If I had known it was Jim 
Mann I should have closed the door in 
his face sir !" 
" He might have sent a bullet 

through it," said Beekman with dry 
humor. " I  should have been sorry for 
that. It's a good door." 
" Shall you . - . . shall you require 

my assistance, sir ?" 
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· " I think not, Croydon." 
· The butler w ith a relieved face con
tinued on to the basement. The library 
was under Beekman's bedroom. He 
paused on the threshold. Jim Mann, 
wearing a black overcoat with a rich 
sealskin collar, was standing with a 
negligent elbow on.the mantelpiece, and 
a smile on his thick lips. The man's in
fernal aplomb took Beekman aback for 
a moment. They surveyed each other 
without speaking. Then Beekman said 
dryly : 

" So this is what you're like !" 
" Just what I was thinking," said 

Mann with a good humored chuckle. 
" You're a good guy, Beekman. You 
and me ought to be working together." 

" Thanks." 
" Mind i f  I sit down ?" asked Mann. 
" ] ust as you please." 
Mann looked around, and chose the 

most comfortable chair. " Better sit 
yourself ,"  he said. " It's more easy 
like." 

" Thanks, I prefer to stand." said 
Beekman. " What do you want ?" 

" Me, I don't go to see no guys no 
more," said Mann with cool ar.cogance. 
" I .don't have to. I send for them to 
see me, and they're damn glad to get the 
chance. But I knew you was a proua 
man, and I come to see you to save 
your face." 

" \Yell !" said Beekman with assumed 
surprise. " Decent of you ! Did you 

· think I'd come i f  you sent for me ?" 
" No. I knew you wouldn't. And 

that ·would have been too bad." · 
" For you or for me ?" 
" For you !" 
" Indeed ! What's the object of  

your visit ?" 
l\1ann looked around the room with a 

good humored sneer. " Swell place 
you got here. I never seen anything 
just like it before. Old-timey !" 

" Get on with your business," said 
Beekman. 

Mann's face hardened. The heavy 
brows drew down, the glittering eyes 
fastened on Beekman's face like those 
of a bird--'Of prey. " I got you sewed 
up, Beekma.n," he said harshly. 

" What's this ?" cried Beekman. 
" I own over s,soo shares of your 

bank." 
" You lie !" cried Beekman, flushing 

red. 
" Yeah ? It' 11 all come out tomorrow 

morning. " 
" Stuart told me only today that . . .  " 
" Yeah, Stuart ," said Mann with an 

evil chuckle. " You was foolish to 
leave it to him. He has the proxies 
for my shares all made otit in his own 
name." 

All  the blood left Beekman's face. 
He dropped involuntarily into ·a chair. 
It was a hideous shock, and the hardest 
thing to bear was that he had to take 
it in the presence of .his enemy. His 
cohin dropped on his breast. It  was not 
his loss which crushed him, but the tact 
that he had been betrayed. " Stuart !" 
he murmured incredulously ; " Stuart !" 
Mann's eyes were fastened on his face, 
eagerly and greedily sucking up his 
triumph. The thick lips moved as i f  
they were rolling a cigar. 

Beekman's confusion was only mo
mentarily. He jumped up with a laugh, 
took a cigarette from a box on the table, 

- and lit it with a steady hand. " I f  you 
and Stuart have got it all fixed up 
together," he said coolly, " \vhat do 
you come to me for ?" 

Mann looked disappointed. " Aah !" 
he growled. " Stuart ain't good enough 
for me. He's a small town banker." 

" You're a little late in finding that 
out, aren't you ?" 
- " Cheese, I can get plenty better 

men," said Mann coolly. 
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" What do you want of me ?' 
Man!\, did not answer immedi-ately. 

He took a cigar out of his pocket, 
looked at it, and put it baek again. His 
face smoothed .out. He smiled. There 
was a world o f  cunning behind it. He 
said slowly : " My policy is, when I 
meet a good, strong guy, I try to make 
a dicker with him before I fight him. 
Saves a heap of money sometimes." 

'' Well ?" 
" How would it suit you to go on 

being pres1dent of the Chambers 
National ?" 

BEEKMAN'S face hardened like 
steel " So," he said, " that'5 it � 
Y-ou're ready to kick Stuart down

stairs now, after he's done your dirty 
work l'' 

Mann shrugged. " What's that to 
me ? I ain't beholden to Stuart any, 
nor to you, neither. I do what I like �" 

" Stuart has the proxies now." 
•• Aah, we ean make out new ones 

with a later date. Or I can have my 
men �resent at the meeting to vote for 
you in person ." 

Before Beekman could answer, a 
rustling sound at the door caused both 
men to turn their heads. Cora Beek
man floated into the room, tall, blonde, 
willow slender. Coming direct from 
the minist-rations of her maid she 
'brought an a1r of fresh loveliness with 
her that seemed magical. Sh� w�re an 
aU-revealing guwn of soft white satin 
without any touch of color. Peads 
were hung around her neck. Both men, 
being men, were affected by the vision. 
Beekman's face softened, and Mann's 
hardened. Into the latter's eyes came a 
look o f  rapacity partly veiled by his 
drooping lids. 

Cora bore herself with a consciously 
unconscious air, suggesting that she 
knew precisely what effect she was 

creating. " ·oh !" she said to Beekman 
with charming surprise, " I didn't know 
there was somoone with you. I'll fly !" 

" Don't go !" said Mann in a purring 
voice. 

· 

Cora's eyes darted from one man tG> 
the other, trying to read what was hap,
pening. ... Why, Mr. Mann l What a 
surprise to find you here 1 Nice to see 
you again �" - She swam towards him 
with outstretched hand. 

Beekman abruptly turned his back 
on them. Mann glanced at Beekman 
covertly, and took her band. An in
solent desire blazed up in his eyes. 
Com's eyes skated away. 

" Say, you've got them all beat t" he 
purred. 

Cora through her lashes made sure 
that her husband's back was turned. 
Suddenly she gave Mann the depths o f  
her I.ove1y eyes-a glance to drive men 
mad ; and quickly lowered them again. 
Then she abruptly turned her back on 
him. 

· 

" Would you like a drink ?" she 
asked, addressing Beekman. _ 

" No, thank you," he said, without 
looking - at her. 

Cora looked hurt ; · this was for 
Mann's benefit. " There's nothing 
wrong, is there ?" she asked, glam:ing 
from one to the other. 

Mann laughed c o m f o r t a b 1 y. 
" Wrong !" he said " That's funny, 
that is.  Me and Beekman's got a little 
business to talk over, that's a11." 

• •  Business !" said Cora. " Then I'll 
run !" 

" Don't you do it," said Mann. 
" Stay and talk on my side. I'm put
ting the chance of making money in 
Beekman's way." He wagged his 
hands back and forth. �· A whole tot 
of money l All the money there is !" 

" Oh, Irvin !" murmure-d Cora in .a 
tone that forced him to look at her. 
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" Oh, Irvin !" That was all. She stood 
before him for a moment, unspeakably 
lovely and wistful, while the man 
looked at her painfully and hungrily. 
Then she went quickly out. 

Beekman looked moodily at the 
floor. Mann's eyes followed Cora, full 
of a shameless, ·carnal amusement. His 
look said as ,plainly as i f  the words had 
been spoken : " I  may not be used to 
high society, but I got that doll's num
ber all right !" 

A silence followed Cora's departure. 
Both men were listening to her run
ning upstairs. Her perfume lingered in 
the room. Finally Mann said mean
ingly : 

" Where would you be with her i f  
you lost your job ?" 

" Damn you ! Leave her out of i t !"  
said Beekman tensely. 

" I' l l  leave you and her to talk it 
over," said Mann smoothly. " You can 
call me up. " 

" Take your answer with you !" said 
B e e k m a n violently-but not loud 
eriough to carry upstairs. " The hell 
with you, do you hear? The hell with 
you !" 

Mann recoiled, snarling. " Aah, 
you're a fool ! You got no money. You 
got to work for somebody !" 

" All right ! I'll choose my master !" 
" You won't get no other job. Your 

rich friends will rat on you when 
you're down. Just like Stuart did. All 
men are the same !" 

" All right ! I' l l  fight alone ! For 
decency's sake !" · 

" Aah, baloney !" sneered Mann. 
" Ain't nobody here but us !" 

" All right ! I'm speaking to ease my 
own mind ! You dirty thug ! You mur
derer ! Get out of my house !" 

Beekman took a step forward as he 
spoke. With a movement so quick the 
eye could scarcely follow it, Mann 

whipped a gun out of the pocket of his 
overcoat and pointed it. At sight of it 
Beekman stopped short ; his face broke 
up ; he laughed harshly. 

" True to form !" he said. 
There was a moment's silence. A new 

and powerful look came into Beek
man's eyes. "· Go ahead and shoot me !" 
he said more quietly. " That would 
win my fight for me, though I passed 
out of the picture ! Shoot me ! You 
couldn't get away with that !" 

Mann, with the gun in his hand, was 
cool and sure again. " I'll plead self
defense," he said, grinning. 

Beekman turned his back on him, 
careless of the gun. He crossed the 
room and pressed a button alongside 
the fireplace. Croydon must have been 
waiting close outside, for he appeared 
almost instantly in the doorway. The 
butler was pale and shaken, but his eyes 
were steady. 

" Croydon," said Beekman casually, 
' '  I want you to take note that this man 
has a gun in his hand. I want you to 
take note that I'm not touching him, 
nor threatening him in any way." 

" Yes, sir." 
" Now go to the front door, set it 

open, and come back here so that the 
way will be quite open for our friend 
to retire." 

Croydon disappeared. Beekman and 
Mann watched each other. Losing con
fidence ip his gun, Mann began to 
waver. In order to conceal that fact he 
scowled like a gorilla. 

. 

The butler returned to the doorway. 
" The front door is open, sir." 

" Step inside ou� of his '..vay," said 
Beekman. " Now get out !" he said 
crisply to Mann. " Or shoot me i f  you'd 
rather." 

Pressed against the wall, the butler 
watched them, as pale as death. 

With his little eyes darting from one 
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to another, and his lips drawn back like 
an animal's, Mann backed out of the 
room, gun in hand. He backed down 
the length of the hall, the other two 
following him slowly. He disappeared 
through the door. 

Beekman closed the door, and leaned 
against it, - laughing a little wildly. 
" Just like what you read in the news
papers !" he said. 

Croydon: white-faced, stared at 
him as if he had become demented. 
Beekman, seeing his face, laughed 
afresh. · 

" Can I • • • can I get you anything, 
sir ?" stammered the butler. 

Beekman, sobering, clapped a friend
ly hand on his shoulder. " You're a 
good fellow, Croydon," he said. " The 
bravest man is the one who sees it 
through when his knees are knocking 
together. I shan't forget that you stood 
by me."  

" Yes, sir. Thank you, sir." 
'{ Now go downstairs and say noth-

. ing about what happened." 
· Neither man noticed the blond head 
peeping around the turn of the stairs. 
Croydon disappeared below, and Beek
man, returning to the library, dropped 
into a chair, and pressed his head be
tween his hands. 

CHAPTER XV 

The House in Baltimore 

DAVE WESTOVER came to him
self in the dark. He discovered 
that he was lying naked on a mat

tress with a sheet pulled over him. The 
place was warm. Above his  head was 
a mysterious pale oblong that lie 
puzzled over for a long time. It was 
just a little lighter than the surround
ing blackness. 

Getting out of bed, groggily at first, 
but- gradually beconiing stronger, he 

felt around the walls of the room. He 
stumbled against a table, a bureau, a 
chair, and finally came to a door. It 
was locked. Feeling up and down the 
wall alongside, his hand struck an elec
tric switch. He pressed a button and 
his prison was · flooded with light. 

It was a small, common looking bed
room, furnished with what appeared to 
be the cast-off articles of a household ; 
a scarred iron bed, a rickety little table, 
a cheap bureau ; · two broken chairs. 
There was no window and but the one 
door. The oblong overhead resolved 
itself into a scuttle in the roof filled 
with corrugated glass. The room 
looked as i f  it had not beeQ used in 
some time. There were no personal be
longings visible. Table and bureau were 
thick with dust. A swift search soon 
satisfied Dave that his clothes had been 
taken away. � 

Like any creature finding itself 
trapped, he instantly set to work to dis
cover a way out. First the door. It was 
a heavy affair of oak, and it  opened in
ward ; no hope of bursting it out. In 
any case if  he  tried to smash his  way 
out, the people who had put him i n  
there would come and beat him over 
the head again. His hands were empty. 

This put the thought of a weapon 
into his mind. He looked around him. 
The table ! It was a small, antique 
table, strongly built, but rickety after 
years of service. Dave turned it up
side down, and standing on it, 
wrenched off one of the legs without 
making too much noise. This provided 
him with a good hardwood club about 
three feet long. He stood in the middle 
o f the room, grasping it in both hands 
and trying it, a man reduced to the 
simplest elements. 

He looked up at the scuttle. It 
covered a low trunk in the middle of 
the ceiling, and was hooked down at 
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· one end. Dave planted a chair on the 
bed and gingerly climbed on it. He 
unhooked the scuttle, and gripping the 
edge of the trunk, drew himself up, 
l ifting the frame as he rose. He climbed 
out on the flat roof. 

The November air struck a chill to 
his bare skin, but he couldn't stop for 
that. Moving quickly to keep up his 
circulation, a hasty survey showed him 
that he was upon the roof of a large, 
three-story mansion facing on an old
fashioned street with trees and other 
old houses with mansard roofs across 
the way. At one side there was a yard 
with a driveway in from the street ; at 
the other side the blank brick >vall of 
a modern building towered over his 
head. 

He was soon satisfied that there was 
no way of escape from the roof. Nei
ther could he call for help from passers
by in the street below. The people in
side the house would get to him first. 
But there was another scuttle in the 
roof, not far from the one he had 
climbed out of. Dave returned to his 
prison ; procured the club, and the sheet 
from the bed ; and climbed out on the 
roof again. 

Using the club as a lever, he 
wrenched the hook from the old wood 
without difficulty, and laid the frame 
back on the roof.  He peered into the 
well of blackness below, and spoke 
softly : " Anybody there ?" 

No answer ; no sound of movement. 
Tying a corner of the sheet around the 
hinge of the scuttle, he dropped it into 
the hole, and let himself down, gripping 
the club between his teeth. He landed 
on a bare floor. 

He found the door and a switch be
side it, and turned on lights. It was a 
room similar to the one he had left, 
and must have adjoined it. This room 
was completely empty ; the floor was 

thickly covered with dust. He saw the 
key in the door, and a breath of 
blessed relief escaped him. He switched 
off the lights again. 

Opening the door with infinite care, 
he peeped out. He found himself look
ing into the central hall of the big old 
house, with the top of the stairs at his 
left. It was dimly l ighted by a single 
bulb in a wall bracket, and comfortably 
carpeted. The house was occupied 
then. There were doors all around the 
hall, all closed. Behind some of those 
doors there must be clothes. One door 
towards the front showed .a crack of 
light beneath it. Dave's face hardened 
when he saw it. He crept towards it, 
grasping the club in his right hand. 

Half way to the door, he heard 
voices approaching from below and 
hastily retreated into the empty room, 
closing the door and putting his ear to 
the crack. Two persons came up the 
stairs, and passing the_9-oor, opened a 
door in the front of the building and 
closed it behind them. Judging from 
the sound, it was the door of the lighted 
room. 

Dave waited a moment, and ventured 
out again. He turned towards the stairs. 
Since there were at least two of them, 
and perhaps armed, he had no inten
tion of troubling- these newcomers. But 
a murmur of conversation arrested 
him. After all it was important for 
him to learn what kind of a house this 
was, and what he was up against. He 
stole back to the lighted room. He 
opened the door of  the dark room ad
joining, so that he could slip in i f  neces
sary. He put his ear to the door of 
the l ighted room. 

The first words he heard caused him 
to forget everything else. It was the 
clipped, husky voice of Pompey speak
ing. " \i\Talter \Vrenn, the guy's name 
was ; Spider W reno they used to call 
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him ; a little guy. It was Rudy had 
the job of stopping him, and he balled 
it all up." 

"HOVv ?" a s k  e d another voice. 
Dave recognized the Maryland 
accents of  the blond Claude. 

" Rudy tailed the guy to his wife's 
flat. He found him sleeping there in 
a chair, and stuck a knife in his back." 

" Why didn't he smoke ·the guy ?" 
" Because his wife was sleeping in 

the next room. ·what a dumb play !" . 
" Why ? Didn't it stop the guy r• 
" Sure, it stopped him. Don't you 

read the papers ? But Rudy went away 
and left him there."  

" \iVhat's the difference ?" 
" Because them two women, Wrenn's 

wife and his daughter, were the only 
two people in New York who knew 
him, see ? He had just lately come 
there. If Rudy had smoked him any
where's outside, and just left him lay, 
there wouldn't have been no trouble. 
He wouldn't have been identified. He 
left him in the only place where he 
could be identified." 

" But he wasn't identified." 
" That was just because the girl 

didn't want no fuss. She got her fel
low to carry out the stiff and dump· it 
in the street. It's no thanks to Rudy 
he wasn't identified. That guy's gone 
yellow. He's sniffing snow. He washed 
out on this job absolutely." 

" How ?" 
" Wrenn had the affidavit on him 

when he croaked,_ and Rudy ·never 
found it." 

" How do you know he had it ?" 
" Because I searched Wrenn's room 

while Rudy was tailing him, and it 
wasn't there. He had it inside his hat. 
When I put it to him Rudy had to ad
mit he forgot to look in his hat. That 
guy is cuckoo." 

" Did the police get it ?" 
' ' Nab ! The hat was stuffed inside 

the coat of the policeman whose . neck 
was broke. Well, I got good connec
tions at Headquarters. I hooked up 
with a guy who was present when the . 
dead cop was brought in and laid out 
there and searched. He told me how 
they found the hat and opened it up, 
and there wasn't nothing inside it. 
Either the girl got the affidavit or this 
guy \Vestover." 

" \Veil he ain't got it on him, that's· 
certain," said · Claude with · a laugh. 
" There's his clothes." 

" I frisked him twice now," said 
Pompey. " I  thought maybe she give 
it to him today . . . Well, she has it 
then. I'll search that flat tomorrow."-

Hearing this, Dave clenched his teeth 
until the muscles stood out in lumps on 
his jaw. 

" But first-off I got to see Rudy," 
Pompey said in a casual, deadly voice. 

" What !" said the startled Claude. 
" That guy is dangerous. He's 

turned yellow. He's c·racked up. I 
got t.o put him out before he does harm. 
He sleeps at the Darius Hotel on 
Bleecker Street." 

" Gee, Pomp, what a guy you are !" . 
murmured Claude in accents of awe. 

Dave could hear Pompey's voice 
thicken with gratified vanity. " Me, 
I'll never crack up ! I got no nerves. 
Nerves was left out of me. And I got 
a skin so thick nothing can get under 
it !" 

There was a brief silence, then 
Claude asked : " What for did you 
bring Westover down to Balto for ?" 

Dave pressed closer to hear the an
swer. 

" Aah, he's a dunkhead," grumbled 
Pompey. " I'm sick of nursing him. 
Me, I got something better to do. I'm 
going to put him where the police will 
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never find him. I couldn't let him be 
found anywheres a!:-ound New York or 
the girl would raise hell, and it would 
all be spread in the papers. So I brought 
him down here." " 

" You can't smoke him in there," 
said Claude nervously, " or the niggers 
downstairs would hear. And if you 
put a knife in him . . .  the blood . . . " 

" Cheese ! There's other ways of 
putting a guy out," said Pompey coolly. 
" A cord around his neck ; twisted. I ' l l  
show you the trick. We can both be 
holding him down. N a· noise, and no 
mess after. ·we'll tie him up in a sheet 
with weights inside- Got anything for 
weights ?" 

" Plenty of stuff in the cellar. " 
" Okay. We'll carry him to some 

bridge, and heave him over into deep 
water. He'll never be found." 

" Okay, Colonel. There's plenty 
bridges round Baltimore." 

" I'l l  show you how to make a 
noose . " 

DAVE waited for no more. He 
· shivered as he crept away towards 

the stairs, and it was not because 
he was cold. 

The sight of the key in the door of 
the room where he had · been confined 
gave him an idea. He left that key 
where i t  was, but softly opening the 
door of the empty room adjoining, he 
took out the key, locked that door, and 
carried the key with him. Thus if his 
enemies when they found he had flown, 
should undertake to follow him over 
the roof and into the empty room, they 
would find themselves trapped there. 
at least for a moment or two. 

He went slowly down the stairs. 
peering over the rail to the floor below. 
and pausing often to listen. The second 
floor of the house was luxuriously 
furnished ; the central hall was but 

dimly lighted. Insteaci of doors there 
were arched openings on either side. 
The rooms beyond \vere dark. No 
sound of movement reached him. From 
outside the house came the faint noises 
of the city. 

Reaching the foot of the stairs, he 
kept on around by the rail, wary as an 
animal. On this floor there was but 
one big room on either side the hall. 
He saw tables covered with dust cloths. 
A gambling house ; roulette on one side, 
and different size tables for various 
games on the other. All dark. Dave 
threw the key under a .sofa. 

He looked down the last flight of 
stairs. Nobody in sight. He started 
down, step by step. He could hear 
voices from below now, but muffled as 
i f  there was a door between. The 
lower hall was brightly lighted. There 
was an opening on the right leading 
into a dark room. Opposite, an opening 
immediately at the foot of the stairs, 
and a lighted room within i t. 

In order to avoid showing himself 
in this opening, he went over the stair 
rail, and dropped noiselessly to the 
floor below. Snaking along the floor, 
he looked around the lo\vest step. From 
this point he commanded a view of 
part of a restaurant or dining room 
filled with small tables. The room was 
empty, and only one table showed signs 
of  having been used lately. 

While Dave looked, a young mulatto 
waiter came through a swing door with 
a tray, and started to gather up the 
soiled dishes. Dave crouched and 
gripped his club. It was the man's 
clothes that his eyes were fixed on 
covetously. However, there were two or 
three others behind the swing- door ; 
those were the voices he had heard. 
Any unusual noise would bring the 
gunmen springing downstairs. Dave 
sank back, gritting his teeth helplessly, 
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and the waiter carried his tray into the 
pantry. 

\Vhile Dave crouched alongside the 
stairs, scowling in uncertainty, he 
heard a sound from below that galvan
ized him into action again. It was the 
shake of a furnace grate, a sound every
body recognizes. Under the stairs at 
the back he found a door. It led, as he 
foresaw, to a cellar .stairs disappearing 
in the darkness below. 

Softly closing the door behind him, 
he stole down, testing each step before 
trusting his weight to it. He found 
himself in a widespread cellar extend
ing under the whole house. It was dark 
except for a single bulb hanging in 
front of the furnace at the far end. 
Under the light a heavily built white 
man in rough, soiled clothes was 
shovelling ashes from under the fur
nace, and emptying them into a can. 
. Dave's eyes brightened at the sight 
of him. Coal had not yet been put on 
the fire, and he had plenty of time. The 
wooden _beams of the floor overhead 
were �upported on square concrete pil
lars, and he dodged from one to an
other of these, always drawing closer 
to the furnace. Crouching, moving 
without a sound, a triangular furrow 
fixed in his forehead, and his eyes 
fastened on his prey, he had become a 
creature of pure instinct. 

Straightening himself behind the 
last pillar, he awaited his chance. The 
furnace man went. about his work 
apathetically : a middle-aged man with 
a heavy, dull face. The coal bin was 
against the back wall under a window, 
and he had to make half a dozen steps 
with each shovelful of coal. Each time 
he returned for more he presented the 
broad of his back to Dave, but the lat
ter did not move : he was afraid of the 
clatter of the iron shovel on the con
crete floor. There was another stair-

way at the back leading to the kitchen. 
The servants could be heard nfoving 
overhead. 

The man was slow in all his move
ments. He finally leaned his shovel 
against a post on the other side of the 
furnace, closed the door of the firebox, 
and adjusted the drafts. He pulled 
smoking materials out of his pocket, 
and slowly filled his pipe. When he got 
it going he seemed to fall into a .daze, 
staring at nothing. At last he turned 
away to pick up the old sheepskin coat 
he had thrown down. Then Dave, 
coming up behind him on noiseless feet, 
raised the club in both hands and 
brought it down on the man's head. 

He thudded limply on the concrete 
without uttering a sound. Dave's face 
showed neither regret nor pity. Always 
keeping half an eye on the door at the 
head of the rear stairs, he started drag
ging the man's sweater over his head. 
He unlaced his shoes ; he pulled off his 
overalls together with the woolen 
trousers beneath. These he judged 
sufficient to keep himself warm, and 
he left him the rest of his clothes. The 
man was breathing stertorously, and 
Dave expected to see him open his eyes 
at any moment. 

Dave gathered up what he had taken 
from him, together with his outer coat 
and ragged cap. A few steps at the 
back and a door showed how the 
man was accustomed to enter and leave 
the cellar. A minute later Dave found 
himself under the blessed free air of 
Heaven. He put on the clothes. 

CHAPTER XVI 

The White Beauty 

I
N the house on North Washington 
Square Irvin Beekman sat in his 
library, thinking hard. 'I'he fighting 

look was in his face. He was lost to 
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his surroundings. The spund of Cora's 
l ight tep on the stairs recalled him to 
actuality. His face turned toward the 
door eagerly. 

She came in with a white fur eve
ning wrap over her arm, and a pair of  
long, ·white gloves dangling. There was 
a half smile on her childlike lips, her 
blue eyes were · carefree, and she 
hummed snatches of  a song under her 
breath. Laying · wrap and gloves over 
the arm o f  a chair, she moved around 
the room making believe to put things 
in order. She appeared not to look at 
her husband. 

Beekman followed her with eyes full 
of appreciation, but wary. He had been 
married to her for twelve years ; he 
knew her pretty well ; and he suspected 
what th is seeming gayety was leading 
up to. 

" We'll have to start in fifteen min
utes," she said lightly. " Hadn't you 
better go up and finish dressing ?" 

" Must we go to that damned din
ner ?" said Beekman. 

She laughed. " It would be a little 
late to decline now, wouldn't it ?" 

" Same old people ! Same old food !" 
" Would it be any better staying 

home ?" she asked casually. 
He suddenly pounded the arm of his 

chair. " You are right 1" he said de
cisively. " We'll go, and we'll brazen 

---it out r� 
Cora made believe not to hear the 

last remark. She came and stood · in 
front o f  him, slim, white and ravish
ing ; looking at herself in the mirror 
over the fireplace, turning her head this 
way and that, patting her shining hair. 
" Like my new dress ?" she asked, off
hand. 

" Lovely t'' 
" You're not looking at it !" 
He didn't·answer. 
She moved to the table behind him, 

and getting a cigarette from the silver 
box, presented it delicately to his lips, 
and afterwards lighted it. Beekman 
inhaled deeply. Cora perched on an 
arm o f  his chair, flung an arm around 
his shoulders, and couched her cheek 
in his hair. Beekman drew her hard 
against him. 

" That's nice," she whispered. 
There was a silence . 
" It's all right between you and Jim 

Mann, isn't it ?" she said with an inno
cent air. 

" You know very well that it's not 
all right," he said quietly. " Why make 
pretenses with me ?'' 

Cora jerked herself away from the 
chair. Her beautiful face broke up like 
a child's, and angry tears :came into her 
eyes. '' Why don't you say at once that 
I'm a liar !" she cried. " You're always 
hinting it !" 

Beekman looked into the cold fire
place. " Won't make things any better 
for us to quarrel ," he said . 

·� Why don't you ten me �hat hap
pened ?'' she demanded. " Or is it none 
of my bus iness ?" 

" It is most decidedly your business," 
he said gravely. 

" What kind of a proposition did 
Mann make you ?" 

" He has secured control of our 
bank," said Beekman. " He came to 
offer me the presidency." 

Cora allowed her face to clear beau
tifulty. "' Welt," she cried, " that's aU 
right, isn't it ? He couldn't very well 
do anything else ! Of course he wants 
you to be president. He's asking a 
favor." 

Beekman looked at her straight and 
hard. " Cora, you're no fooi," he said 
quietly. " Why make out that you are ?" 

Tears t h r e a t e n e d again. She 
stamped her foot. " There you go ! 
Always insinuating that I have a mean 
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and horrible nature when I don't hap
pen to agree with you !" 

" Don't let us get into a ·wrangle," 
he said reasonably. " This is the big
gest thing I was ever up against in my 
life. The question is, are you going to 
stand by me ?" 

" Why should I stand by you if  you 
take a course of which I don't ap
prove ?" 

" Listen, Cora," he said patiently ; 
·� would you like to see me become Jim 
Mann's man ? After I have sworn to 
break the power of  that scoundrel and 
put him behind the bars, what would 
you think of me if I turned around and 
humbly accepted my job at his hands ?" 

She shrugged angrily, and pressed 
her lips together. 

" What sort of a figure would I cut 
in the eyes of other men ?" 

" It would soon be forgott_en," she 
said impatiently. 

" Yes," he muttered ; " that's the 
trouble with this damned world ! 
Everything crooked is soon forg_otten !" 

" What did you say to him ?" she 
demanded. 

" I  showed him the door." 
" Oh, you fool !" she cried, twisting 

her hands. " Jim Mann is riding on the 
crest of the wave. Nobody can stop 
him now ! He'll ruin you !" 

" I doubt it,"
. 

said Beekman stub
bornly. " And in any case I'd sooner 
be ruined than ruled by him. It will be 
a good scrap. "  

" You can't fight a man like Jim 
Mann. If you get in his way he'll 
simply have you shot !" 

" Well, I'm not going to stop fight
ing him just because it's dangerous ."  

" That's just talk !" said Cora 
angrily. " Tall talk ! How men like to 
reel it off ! Jim Mann isn't deceived 
by it. He's a practical man . . . Call 
him up before we go out." 

Beekman looked at her in surprise. 
" Call him up !"  she urged. " He'll 

be expecting it. He'll overlook what 
you said before. You can't insult a 
practical man. He'll laugh it off. Call 
him up and leave the way open." 

" Cora, you miss the point of this," 
said Beekman quietly. " It is futile to 
argue with a man when his back's 
against the wall. He's got to fight 
then, not argue. I will not knuckle 
under to Jim. Mann ! There's no argu
ment." 

Her attitude changed subtly. She 
glanced in the mirror and rubbed out 
an imaginary spot of powder on her 
cheek. " The shareholders' meeting is 
tomorrow, isn't it ?" she asked languid
ly. " When will you lose your job ?" 

" If the directors elect a new presi
dent tomorrow, I'll be out tomorrow," 
he said dryly. 

" Then �hat will you do ?" 
" Get another j ob. What the devil ! 

I'm .known. I've got plenty o f  
friends !" 

" Every man has plenty of friends 
when his star is rising," she said

· 
quick

ly. " But when he collides with a bigger 
star what happens to him ? And where 
are his friends then ?" 

" That's what Mann said-in slight
ly different words," answered Beek
man coolly. " We'll ·see who's right. 
After all, decency has not been done 
away with ."  

SHE cast a glance of irritation in  
his direction. " In the meantime 
I suppose we'll be very poor," she 

remarked. 
He arose and approached her, smil

ing. " For awhile, perhaps. We can 
stand that, can't we ?" 

She evaded him. " You must go 
and finish dressing !" 

" Give me a kiss," he said warmly. 
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J' And I can li<:k my weight in wild
cats !" 

She looked at him inscrutably 
through her lashes-but at the same 
time obediently raised her lips. 

" That's not much good," he com
plained. " Give me a real one !" 

" It's the best I can do now," she 
said, leaving him. " I don't feel lov
ing." 

" Cora,"  he said cajolingly, " when 
we started we were poor." 

" That was different," she said with 
a glance in the mirror. •• I'm thirty
five years old now." 

His face changed as if  she had un
expectedly stabbed him. His eyes 
widened ; a vein stood out on his fore
head. " Cora," he said hoarsely; " what 
do you mean by that ?" 

" Take it as you please." 
" It sounds,'' he said slowly, " as if 

you were suggesting that you hadn't · 
much time left to get another man r· 

" Don't be crude, Irvin !" 
" No !" he went on, passing a hand 

across his face. '' That couldn't be !  
Not after these twelve years ! I love 
voa more now than I did in the be
ginni�g, though I would never have 
believed it possible then. For twelve 
years you've been letting me love you. 
You have been encouraging me to go 
all out. And for twelve years you've 
been making me believe that you loved 
me. I can't believe that you're no more 
than a boarder in my house who is 
prepared to move as soon as the ac
commodations are no longer satisfac
tory !" 

". Must you be melodramatic ?" she 
ask�d sarcasticalty. " It went out ages 
ago. Everybody is practical nowa
days. They say what they think." 

" That's what I'm doing," he said 
somberly. " What do you think ?" 

" I refuse to be catechized."  

" This is a vital matter to me. rve 
got to know where I stand." 

" There's the telephone," she said 
delicately. 

" No ; by God ! You've got to tell me 
plainly what's in your mind. If Mann 
wins the first round, if I am downed 
for the moment, do you mean that you 
will leave me ?" 

A look of fear came into her face. 
She hesitated. 

" Cora, answer me !" · he cried in a 
powerful voice. 

" I  . . .  I don't know," she stam
mered. 

" Oh, God," he groaned, " that's an"' 
swer enough !"  

She was standing by the mantelpiece 
with her graceful head hanging and 
the toe o f  her satin slipper tracing a 
pattern in the mg. Half raising her 
head and turning it, she looked at him 
as she knew how to do, wistful, pas
sionate, maddeningly s e d u c t  i v e. 
" Irvin ," she murmured, "' am I not 
worth keeping ?" 

He did not melt to that look now. 
" I've got to deal with Mann first," he 
said harshly ; and left the room. 

Cora's face broke up. She looked 
like a beautiful fury then. Her eyes 
darted insanely this way and that, 
longing to smash and �estray. But she 
caught them in the mirror . and was 
frightened by what she saw. A beauty 
of thirty-five cou.ldn't afford it. She 
quieted down, and fetched her compaet 
to repair the damage. 

When she heard her husband moving 
about overhead, she went to the tele
phone. The instrument in the library 
was on a private wire. She quietly 
gave a number, and when she got an 
answer spoke close to the transmitter. 

" I  couldn't · do anything with him. · 
He's like a madman." She listened to a 
communication over the wire, and 
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said :- " All right. Tomorrow after
noon.'' 

CHAPTER XVII 

On the Road 

ADOOR in the back fence Jet Dave 
into an alley, and the alley in 
time brought him to a street 

with trolley cars running up and down 
and an occasional store . sandwiched 
among the dwellings. A sign on the 
corner in formed him that it was Fre
mont Avenue, but that meant nothing 
to him. - He turned in the direction of 
the brightest lights. 

One of his first acts was to search 
through the pockets of his borrowed 
clothes. They yielded a partly used 
packet of cheap tobacco, a box of 
safety matches, and various odds and 
ends that were of no use whatever to 
him. N ot a cent of money. 

A mirror in the window of a drug 
store caught his eye, and he paused to 
survey himself with a rueful look. 
Ragged cloth cap ; worn Jeatherette 
jacket with sheepskin lining : dirty 
brown · trousers ragged at the bottoms, 
and clumsy workman's shoes. How
ever, it was a pretty good disguise for 
a wanted man. In order to improve it, 
Dave pulled a lock of hair from 
under the brim of the cap, and let it 
blow in his eyes. 

A young tcid wi-th a vacant stare 
came gangling along the sidewalk, and 
Dave stopped him. " Say, fellow," he 
said, " where's the railway station ?" 

The lad stared. " Railway station ! 
Which one ?" 

" Oh, anything you've got," said 
Dave cheerfully. " Trains to New 
York preferred." 

" Say, you must be a stranger here !" 
" You've guessed it-!1' said Dave 

dramatically. " Alone in Baltimore !" 

" Union Station's clear across town. 
Take a car down to the center and 
trails fer 1\ orth on Calvert." 

" Much obliged, pal. Unfortunately 
I lack a dime !" 

" What good is a railway train to 
you if you ain't got carfare ?" 

" I'll tell you," said Dave confi
dentially. " I just like to look at the 
trains. It's my hobby !" 

" Say, you feel pretty good, qon't 
you ?'' 

" Sure ! So would you i f  you had 
just escaped being strangled. By the 
neck, see ? Cllk ! Just like that ! Gee, 
it's good to be breathing ! 

With a frightened face the lad 
moved away crabwise, his head over 
his shoulder. " Say, I think you're 
looney !" he whimpered. " Leave me 
alone !" 

Dave went on laughing. The only 
thing that troubled him was hunger. 
When he passed a bakery or a lunch
room he turned away his head. 

He reached the station at last. A 
sign informed him that an express for 
New York was due to leaye in a few 
minutes, but a ticket taker guarded the 
stairway that led down to the platform. 
Dave quietly set about to explore the 
station. He discovered that the bag
gage room on the floor below opened 
directly on the tracks. There were 
only two baggage handlers on duty at 
this hour. Choosing a moment when 
they were both engaged, he slipped 
across the baggage room and gained 
the platform. \Vhen the train came in 
he boarded the smoker. 

· 

Upon the conductor, when he came 
through for tickets, Dave exerted all 
his eloquence. " I was kidnapped in 
New York and carried down to Balti
more," he said. " All my clothes were 
taken from me, and my money and 
evetything. I had to knock a guy out 
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to get clothes. That's why I look like 
this." 

" Yeah ?" said the conductor dryly. 
" That's a new one. You ought to be 
writing fiction, fellow." He passed on. 

Dave was thrown off at the first 
stop an hour later. " You've had near 
sixty miles ride at the company's ex
pense," said the conductor. " The 
story was wOrth it." 

" .Much obliged,' ' said Dave. " Truth 
i s  stranger than fiction." 

The town proved to be Newark, 
Delaware. It appeared to have gone to 
bed by this time, and the only life that 
Dave could find centered about an all
night restaurant on the main street. H e  
hung about the door, looking receptive. 
He couldn't bring himself to the point 
of begging, but he hoped that some
body might offer h�m a meal. The ma
jority o f  the customers were motorisi:s., 
The cars passing up and down bore the 
license plates o f  various states, and 
Dave judged that he was on a main 
motor route. Having in mind that 
Pompey might well pass in one of the 
cars, he pplled down his cap and 
turned up his collar. 

A small blue sedan, wanting paint, 
stopped in front of the restaurant and 
three men got out, all young or 
youngish, and all looking a little wall
eyed. One · said : 

" Where in hell are we ?" 
Another replied : " Damfino." 
The third said with an air of digni

fied surprise-he was as tall as a stork 
and had to bend down to address his 
companion : " You're driving, aren't 
you ?" 

The driver replied : " Well, I just 
follow t-he other cars." 

They went into the restaurant with
out noticing Dave, and took a table 
near the door. They were in there a 
long time, though they ate but l ittle. 

All produced pocket flasks, which -were 
indiscriminately 'p a s s e d back and 
forth with much business of toasting: 
They were all right as long as they 
remained indoors, but as soon as they 
struck the outer air again they went 
to pieces. They leaned against the 
show window of the restaurant, sup
porting each other. The one who had 
been driving was the worst off, a little 
fellow with heavy eyebrows and close
set eyes like an ape. He pursed his lips. 

" Cheese, I'm drunk !" he whim
pered. 

. The stork bent over him prctecting
ly. " That's all right,' '  he said. " I'll 
drive !" 

" You're as drunk as me ! . I 
wouldn't trust you !" 

" I can read every word on that sign 
yonder." 

" Yeah, when you close one eye !" 
The third member of  the party be

gan to laug-h uproariously. " Well, I 
know I'm drunk !" he cried. " Good 
and drunk ! No question or doubt 
about that !" 

He suddenly began to stagger side
ways. Dave caught him, and leaned 
him carefully against his friends. 

" What you waiting for t' de
manded the middle one of Dave sus
piciously. 

" Trying to bum a ride," said Dave. 
" vVhere to ?" 
" New York or any way station." 
" Can you drive ?" 
" Sure !" 
" Fellows," said the little man im

pressively, " here's our chance ! Just 
like . . .  like manna from Heaven." 

Both the· others objected. " No ! No ! 
We don't know this guy. Leave him 
alone." 

" He's sober." 
" How do we know if he's sober 

when we're drunk ?" 
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" Haven't had a drink since yester
day," said Dave laughing. 

" We got to get home 'fore morn
ing," whimpered the little man. 

" He rnig;llt be a gunman," said the 
stork hoarsely. " Leave him be !" 

" Search me," said Dave, holding his 
hands over his head. " I haven't even 
got a five-cent piece on me !" 

The little man gravely patted· him all 
over. " No gun," he said. 

The third one, who was long on nose 
and short on chin, murmured pensive
ly : " We �ould all sit on the back seat 
and sleep !" 

That decided them. They started 
for the car. " Come on, fellow !" 

" I haven't eaten since noon," said 
Dave casually. 

They were all so busy climbing into 
the rear of the car, and quarreling over 
the rug that was to cover them, that 
nobody paid attention. 

" Aw, the hell with it !" said Dave 
philosophically. He slid under the 
wheel, turned the switch, and stepped 
on the starter. 

A T the first main crossmg he stopped 
n to get his bearings from the road 

signs. vVilmington was the next 
town on his route. The engine of the 
little car was running sweetly, and he 
pushed it for all there was in it wl1en 
he could see his way ahead. His three 
passtmgers, fast asleep in the rear, 
troubled him neither with directions 
nor admonitions as to speed. 

It was good to get a steering vvheel 
between his hands, to feel the wind on 
his cheek, and to eat up the miles that 
separated him from Paula. He kept 
glancing at the speedometer in satis
faction. His headlights made a funnel 
of light in the dark, picking up the end
less ribbon of the concrete road, and 
rolling it under, sharply deline_ating the 

fences, telegraph poles, trees, that 
sprang towards them and faded past. 
The fields smelled good. 

There had been heavy rains, and in  
places the water was over the road. 
They cut through it, sending out a wide 
silver sheet on either side. Past the 
occasional farmhouses or through a 
silent village street without slackening 
speed. The whole countryside seemed 
to sleep under the heavy sky, but traffic 
on the road never ceased altogether ; 
an occasional big truck, a bus full of  
sleeping passengers ; a passenger car 
driven at wild speed. Night birds. 

The cities offered the principal bar 
to fast time. First Wilmington, then 
the endless suburbs of Philadelphia, 
and the Quaker City itself stretching 
for mile after mile across its flat plain. 
Dave had heard that there was a way 
to go around it, but he could not find it 
in the dark. The street lights beamed 
down innumerable vistas of empty 
pavements. It seem�d to him that he 

· lost hours in Philadelphia. 
Every sight of a policeman made 

him nervous, for he feared that such 
a rough looking character as himself 
driving three well dressed drunks 
through the night might arouse the 
suspicion of the law. And i f  a police
man started to question him who could 
tell where it might end ? However, his 
passengers were all hidden behind, and 
nobody bothered him. 

On the other side of Philadelphia, 
another stretch of open country, then 
the Delaware River, and a tortuous 
course through the city of Trenton, an
other city of the dead with thousands 
of lights shining in the empty streets for 
nothing. Beyond Trenton he struck an 
express highway across the state of  
New Jersey, with scarcely a curve in

. 

it ,  and never a town to make him 
slacken speed. 
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SQme time later the lack of sleep and 
food began to make itself felt in Dave. 
The swift journey through the night 
lost its zest for him. In spite of him
self his eyes would begin to close, and 
the car veer erratically. Finally he 
came to with a start to find that he was 
careening wildly down the wrong side 
of the road. He stopped and beat him
self violently to drive away the desire 
to sleep. 

ished and chilled as he was, the hot 
steamy atmosphere laden with the 
smeH of cooking food, made him feel 
a little dizzy He gratefully expanded 

· his lungs with it. " Gee, is this 
Heaven ?" he asked, looking around 
with a grin. 

Only a truck driver down at the end 
of the counter busily stoking a late 
supper, · or early breakfast, got it. He 
grunted appreciatively. The other 
three men in the place ignored Dave. 

Dave seated · himself on a stool. 
" Ham and eggs and French fried," he 
groaned.; " and coffee for the love of 
Mike !"  

But each time he  started again it 
would· be the same. The broad <:on
crete path seemed to have a hypnotic 
effect. His eyes were dragged down 
as if by leaden weights. He crawled 
along the edge of the road at fifteen 
miles an hour, and when he saw the T \VO smartly dressed young men 
lights of a town off to the left, he topped with pearl Fedoras looked 
turned out of the through highway, around at him coldly, and con-
and went in search, of it. tinued their talk'. Dave, reminded that 

He stopped in front of what used to a roughneck is not expected to push 
be called a lunch wagon. They have himself forward in better dressed com
grown, shed their wheels, and become · pany, said no more. The two young 
" Pullman Diners " now. Flashing men were not eating, but merely gos
with lights from every window, it ap- siping with the man behind the coun- . 
peared to be the only thing aw�ke in ter. Dave looked slightly bewildered 
town. Dave slid out stiffly, and open- upon discoyering that they were talk
ing the rear door of the sedan, started ing about himself as if they were his 
shaking the man who happened to be personal friends. 
nearest him. It was the stork. " Dave's a smart guy," said one. 

" Hey, wake up ! Wake up !" cried " The police ain't seet} hide nor hair o f  
Dave. " I'm all in. I got t o  nave coffee him since he drove away in the gray 
and grub i f  you want me t{) drive y41t. car ."  · 

thmugh !" " And they w-on't, neither," added 
It was a weary business to bring the counter man. " Let me tell you 

him ba<:k t-o consciousness. Finally the Dave is smart ! I mean he's smart, aU 
stork thrust a hand in his trousers right !" 
pocket, groaning,· and pulling his hand " Dave's a dandy looking guy and a 
out, offered it to Dave full of 1oose swell dresser," said the second young 
change. Dave chose the largest coin man with envy in his voice. " Cheese ! 
he could see, a half dollar, and the Fe11ow like that must get a great kick 
stork sh-oved his hand back in his out of l ife ! Working in a bank all day, 
.pocket, spilling part of the change on and leading his  mob at  night !" 
the floor. Settling back in his comer, " Where you get a kick working in · 
he immediately went to sleep again. a bank ?" objected his friend. 

Dave en.tered the lunch car. Fam- " That was just to put up a front, 
5 D- 1 6  
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naturally. Nobody would suspect a 
guy working in a bank." 

" Pretty tiresome price to pay for 
your fun at night. Dave could had his 
fun just the same without working in 

·a bank." 
" Yeah, if you ask me, that looks 

funny," put in the counter man. 
" Working in a bank. I'll say it's 
funny." 

" This is how it was as I see it," 
said the second young man. " Dave, 
he was a respectable fellow. He had 
his family to think about. He wasn't 
aiming to be an out-and-out crook." 

" Yeah, I can see that. When he 
bumped off a taxi driver or a cop he 
didn't mean it serious." 

" Yeah, nobody wouldn't never have 
known it, if he hadn't been found out." 

" Yeah. Reckon there's plenty of 
respectable guys in the daytime goes 
out nights ·with a mob. They get a 
double kick out of it." 

" Yeah. You said a mouthful !" 
The truck driver, having finished his 

meal, approac-hed from his end and 
threw money on the counte'r. He 
winked at Dave, and jerked a grimy 
thumb in the direction of the Fedora 
hats. " Gas-heads !" he said hoarsely. 
" It's only the weight of their feet 
keeps them on the ground !" 

The two young men glared at the 
truck driver fiercely, but did not speak. 
When the door closed behind him, the 
first young man jumped up. 

" No guy can say that to me and 
get away with it !" he cried. 

However, he ailowed himself to be 
pulled back on to his stool. They 
smoothed their ruffled feathers, and the 
conversation was resumed. 

" Funny thing," said the counter 
man. " Every man, woman and child 
has seen Dave's pictures before this, 
but he ain't been found."  

6 D-1 6  

" Aah, some doll is giving him a 
hideout," said the first young man. 
" They fall for those guys." 

" Yeah," said his friend with some 
bitterness, " a  fellow's got to be a bad 
actor nowadays to please the women !" 

" Dave might come in here some 
night, Joe," said the first young man. 
" What would you do i f  Dave come 
in that door ?" 

" I  got it all doped out what to do," 
said the counter man confidently. " Me, 
I wouldn't touch the guy. He prob'ly 
carries four guns. He's six foot one 
inch tall, _and weighs 1 75 ."  

" Brown hair with lighter shades in 
it," added the second young man, " and 
gray green eyes." 

" Yeah," said the counter man, " I'm 
watching for him. He won't get by 
me, that guy !" He began to dramatize 
the scene. " Dave comes in that door. 
I'm alone here maybe. I don't let noth
ing on. I take his order, and I begin 
to fool with my stove, see ? I says : 
' My gas ain't flowing right, fellow. 
Excuse me a minute, and I'll fix it out
side.' I slips out the end door, closing 
it after me. I runs into the house and 
wakes the little woman. I tell her to 
call up the police and tell them Dave 
Westover is eating in Joe's diner. In 
less than a minute I am back here cook
ing up his eggs or his hamburger or 
what the hell. When a guy comes in 
here to eat he's good for ten or fifteen· 
minutes. Dave will never get by me !" 

Dave threw his half dollar on the 
counter. " Take it out of that, fel
low," he said. 

The counter man, still talking, rang 
up his cash register, and taking fifteen 
cents from the drawer, threw it on the 
counter in front of Dave with scarcely 
a glance in his direction. Dave turned 
away without hurrying. As he went 
through the door the man was saying : 
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" Yes, sir, Dave vVestover will never 
get by me !" 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Hoboken Ferry 

IT was five o'clock in the morning 
and as dark as midnight when Dave 
drove into Hoboken, and the mouth 

of the Holland Tunnel yawned before 
him. Fearing to venture into the 
brightly lighted tunnel with policemen 
stationed every few hundred yards, he 
turned into a side street and drew up 
at the curb. Opening the rear door, he 
shook the stork violently. 

" Hey t vVake up ! \Ye' re here ! 
Hoboken !" 

" All right, fellovv ! All right !" mur
mured the stork sleepily. 

As soon as Dave let go of him he 
fell asleep again. Da,·e left the three 
of them with a silent blessing and went 
his way. 

He crossed the river by ferry and 
called up Paula from a booth on the 
New York side. The wire ran direct 
to her bedside, and he could say what 
he wished. Vvhen he heard her anxious 
voice over the wire such a rush of feel
ing overcame him that he could not 
answer for a moment. 

" Paula ! This is Dave, honey !" 
" Dave !" All her heart was in that 

cry. " Oh, Dave ! You're all right ?" 
. " Right as rain ! And you ?" 

" Yes ! But nearly crazy wondering 
what had happened to you." 

" I'll tell you. Was i t  al l  right for 
me to call you so early ?" 

" Why, of course !" 
" It didn't scare your mother too 

much ?" 
" No. She's right here l istening. 

She's for you, Dave. But she says you 
must give yourself up to the police." 

Dave grinned into the transmitter. 

" Tell her I'll think it over . . . Lis
ten, honey, could you get right up and 
dress, and come meet me ?" 

" Surely !" 
" The reason I suggest it  is, they 

would never expect you to leave the 
house so early, and I don't think they'll 
be watching. Did you pawn the 
watch ?" 

" Yes." 
" Bring the money with you . . . 

Listen, you must make sure that you 
are not followed. If you find you are 
followed, turn around and go home 
again. It would near break my heart 
not to see you, but if you don't come 
I 'll know why it is. Take a taxi to 
some hotel, then change to another 
taxi ,  and come to the Barclay Street 
ferry house." 

" Yes, Dave." 
" And, Paula, bring the affidavit 

with you." 
" Oh, why ?" 
He did not tell her the real reason. 

" Those guys have searched me twice 
for it, and they won't expect me to be 
carrying it now." 

" Very ·well ." 
" Paula, I must tell yon 

rible now ; all ragged and 
haven't been able to wash. 
even got a shirt on." 

I look ter
dirty. I 
I haven't 

" Dave ! Do you think t4at makes 
any difference to me ?" 

" Well, I thought I 'd better warn 
you . . . Listen, have you got any 
old common clothes you could put on ?" 

" V\Thy ?" 
" Well, if anybody was to see a nice 

little lady like you kissing a common 
tramp it would certainly attract at
tention !" 

" All right," said Paula with a 
crinkle o f  laughter in her voice, " I'll 
manage something. I won't disgrace 
you." 
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Dave laughed. " Good !" he said. 
" All's well · if  you can still make a 
wisecrack !" 

Dave slept in the ferryhouse while 
he waited. He awoke to find her stand
ing before him . A guard shoving back 
the door to admit passengers to the 
boat, was watching them, and Dave 
swallowed the laugh that made his 
throat shake. In a funny long coat, 
shoes bursted out and run over at the 
heel, pale, streaked face and battered 
hat pulled over her hair, she looked· 
like a little cleaning woman on her way 
to wor¥:. She was dismayed at Dave's 
condition, for his rags and dirt were 
very real ; but she did not shrink from 
him. 

" Don't kiss me," she said nervously. 
" The man is looking." 

" I wouldn't think of it," said Dave 
grinning. He Was eating her up with 
his eyes. " Come pn, let's go over to 
Hoboken." 

Embracing her arm within his, he 
led her on the ferryboat. " Yon look 
so comical in your old clothes '" he 
murmured. " I wish I could keep you 
like that ! Nobody but me to know how 
pretty you were !" 

Paula seemed scarcely to know what 
she was saying. " Oh, Dave ! The 
shoes were the worst. I had to spoil 
a good pair ! Oh, Dave ! I 'm so 
thankful to have you close to me 
again !" 

There were but few passengers on 
the boat. On the upper deck nobody 
in sight. It was still dark out of doors. 
Dave held her close. 

" My Paula," he murmured brok'=n
ly. " I laugh, but I'm hard hit ! I 
never knew there was a girl so square 
and plucky as you ! You have made a 
new world for me !" 

" Don't !" she protested. H I give 
nothing ; you give all." 

" Nothing to it !" he said. " I re�on 
we're both lucky. It doesn't come to 
many l ike this." 

When they returned to earth they 
sat on the bench outside the cabin with 
Paula nestled under Dave' s  arm. While 
the ferry crossed the dark river he had· 
to tell her in minute detail of his ad
ventures in Baltimore, Paula listened · 
with breathless attention, exclaiming 
in horror at the dangerous parts. 

Dave laughed again. " Gosh ! It's 
great to have such a sympathetic lis
tener. I only wish I had more to brag 
about." 

" It's terrible," she murmured, " to 
haYe you in danger, and me just work
ing at the office !" 

" You needn't feel sorry for me," 
he said. " I wouldn't change with any 
man. Within the past two days I have 
learned what it is to be alive !" 

Paula pressed herself against him. 
" I'm the lucky one," she whispered. 
" Every woman dreams of it and few 
find him." 

" \Vhat ?" 
" A reckless lover !" 
" Paula, when you admire me I feel 

like a king !" 
" I f  · we could only be together 

through it all !" 
" Together ! Don't, honey. You 

make my head giddy !'� 

THEY had still much to discuss 
when the boat entered her slip in 
Hoboken. A deckhand came 

along to see that all the passengers 
were off. He took their fares for the 
return trip with a quizzical glance that 
seemed to say : Funny time of day to 
go cruising ! It was too cold to remain 
sitting down, and they walked slowly 
around the deck, arm in arm, heads 
close together. The day was beginning 
to break, and the unquiet river heaved 
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under the pale sky, showing the lights 
and shades of blued steel. 

" Is there anything new up here ?" 
asked Dave. " Do the police suspect 
that there is any connection bet>veen 
you and me ?" 

" No," said Paula. " They questioned 
Mother while I was at the bank, and 
she put them off so well they have 
never troubled me." 

" Good. When you leave the flat 
today, honey, you had better lock the 
door behind you. "  

" \Vhy, Dave ?" 
Not wishing to alarm her too much, 

he said carelessly : " Well. after having 
searched me again, I think they might 
try to search the flat next." 

" Very well, I 'll do it." 
" If  your mother heard them trying 

to break in, she could telephone for a 
policeman," said Dave lightly. 

" Surely . . . Dave, now that you 
have a little money, you ought to get 
out of New York again. I can get 
tnore."  

" No," said Dave firmly. " I'm not 
going to let them keep me on the run 
indefinitely. I'm going to take the of
fensive now. Don't laugh when you 
look at me ! I've already found out 
who killed Walter \Vrenn and they 
can't put me in the hot seat for it. I'm 
no detective, but I'm going to work to 
find out what is behind this whole busi
ness. It's the only way I can clear 
myself." 

. 

" But every policeman in New York 
is looking for you !" 

" That doesn't bother me as much as 
it did. I have learned that most men 
can't see what is under their noses." 

" Have you any plan, Dave ?" 
" Yes. I'm going to get in touch 

with Rudy. I know where he lives. 
I'm going to try to win him over to 
our side." 

" But if he's the actual murderer he 
couldn't come in with us. He couldn't 
admit anything." 

" I  don't expect him to incriminate 
himself, but when I tell him that his 
gang has put him on the spot he will 
certainly turn against them. He ought 
to tell me enough to blow up the whole 
racket."  

As  they were rounding the shore end 
of the boat, a line of five or six cars 
was slowly moving on board below. 
The first was a big, old-fashioned 
limousine, and at the sight of it Dave 
stopped as if he had been rooted to the 
deck. On the front seat he had a glimpse 
of a blond squarehead at the wheel, and 
beside him a yellow mask \vith a 
a drooping cigarette. Then the car 
passed under the deck. 

" Good God !" he muttered. · " There 
they are !" 

" \Vho, Dave ?" 
" Claude and Pompey. They're 

crossing on the ferry to avoid observa
tion in the tunnel !" 

All the color faded out of Paula's 
face. " And you're not armed !" she 
murmured. · She pressed close to him. 
" Oh, I'm glad I'm with you !" 

He flung an arm around her. " You're 
the real thing !" he whispered warmly. 
A rueful smile flitted across his face. 
" Just the same, I wish you \Vere safe 
home in your little bed !" 

" \Vhat shall we do ?" she asked 
anxiously. 

" There's very little danger," he said. 
" The trip is so short they're not likely 
to get out of the car. We'll be safe on 
the upper deck . . . But we ought to 
keep an eye on them." 

They hastily returned to the other 
end of the deck. The limousine had 
come through below, and they looked 
straight down on its roof. It was im
possible to see inside, but a wisp of 
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cigarette smoke floating out of the front 
window, satisfied them that the men 
were there. Dave and Paula moved 
back from the rail. 

" If I could follow them," muttered 
Dave, " I'd find out what they were up 
to !" 

" Follow them?" echoed Paula, dis
mayed ; " how could you ? Before yot 
could get a taxi on the other side they'd 
be far away." 
. " There are other cars on the boat. 
Perhaps I can hire one of them." 

" Dave !" she protested, " it's too 
dangerous !" 

He pressed her arm under his. " You 
said you wanted a reckless lover," he 
reminded her. 

" A man can be too reckless !" she 
pleaded. " Think of me ?" 

" Have you got your taxi fare home 
all right ?" 

She nodded miserably. 
" I'll call you up at the flat at twelve

thirty i f  it's humanly possible . . .  But 
don't worry anyhow. I'll turn up like 
a bad penny !" He kissed her, and 
hurried away. 

He went down to the main deck, and 
made his way among the cars from the 
rear. 

Beside the limousine, there were 
five cars on the ferry boat. Three of 
these were trucks on their way to work 
in the city, and obviously they wouldn't 
serve Dave's purpose. The fourth car 
was a sedan containing a couple on 
tour. The rear compartment was piled 
high with their miscellaneous effects, 
and the wife looked sour ; so Dave 
passed them up too. The fifth car was 
a Ford runabout driven by a young 
man who rlooked like a salesman or a 
collector. This was more promising. 
Dave said to the driver : 

" Do you want to earn a couple o f  
dollars ?" 

The young man looked him over 
quizzically. " Yeah ?" 

" Never mind my clothes," said Dave. 
" I can pay for what I order." 

" What's the big idea ?" 
" There are two crooks in that limou

sine at the head of the line, and I've 
got to tail them." 

" A detective, eh ?" said the young 
man with more respect. " Disguised !" 

" Yeah," said Dave dryly. " I've got 
a hunch those guys are going to report 
to their boss. I want to learn where he 
hangs out." 

The young man was interested. 
" Fi fty cents a mile," he said indicat
ing the speedometer. " It's a fair 
offer." 

" Okay," said Dave, " if you stay 
with them. Put on your side curtains, 
will you, so if they look through the 
back window they won't recognize me." 

THE ferryboat made her slip on 
the New York side. The limou
sine turned north in \,Y est Street, 

and continued uptown at a high rate 
of speed. The Ford held her. 

" Gosh !" said the young man. " If  
a cop gives me a ticket I'll get in bad 
with the firm." 

" He'll have to stop them first," said 
Dave. 

" I  don't know," said the other doubt
fully. " That car carries a Maryland 
license. They ahvays bear harder on 
the local boys." 

They mounted the elevated highway. 
The men in the limousine, unaware that 
they were followed, or perhaps indif
ferent to it, led them directly to the 
middle of the town, and east to Park 
Avenue. The...b ig car drew up before 
one of the side doors of the Surrey 
Towers, the newest, the greatest, the 
most sumptuous ;  New York's wonder 
hotel, covering a whole city block and 
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rearing its twin towers more than five 
hundred feet towards the sky. 

Dave was puzzled. " What the devil 
is he coming here for ?" he muttered. 

" Some hangout !" said the driver 
laconically. 

Pompey got out and appeared to be 
giving his chauffeur some instructions. 
The limousine moved on. 

" Want I should follow the car ?" 
asked Dave's driver. 

" No," said Dave ; " it's the guy .in 
the blue overcoat I'm interested in . . . 
Say, do something for me ?" he asked 
suddenly. " You're dressed all right 
and that guy doesn't know you. Follow 
him inside the hotel, and try to find out 
who he came to see." 
The young man had quite entered in

to the spirit of the chase. " All right," 
he said. " Anything to see a bit of 
life !" However, he took the precaution 
of removing the key of his car. 

He was gone three or four minutes. 
Returning to the. car, he said : 

" TN.e guy in the blue overcoat 
seemed to be known there. Didn't send 
up his name, but went up in one of 
the elevators that serve the tower apart
ments. I noticed by the. indicator that 
he stopped at the forty-seventh floor. 
When the elevator come down I asked 
the operator where he took him, but he 
was a fresh guy. Told me it was none 
of my business, and threatened to call 
the starter." 

" Forty-seventh floor," said Dave ; 
" that's something." 

" Say, them servants in there act 
like they was dukes or something," the 
young man went on bitterly. " Just as 
soon as I get fifty dollars I'm going to 
stop there for a day just for the 
pleasure of telling them where to get 
off at !" 

" Drop me off at some cheap lunch 
counter, will you, fellow ?" said Dave. 

" I feel a little out of place in this swell 
neighborhood." 

CHAPTER XIX 

Too Late 

H
AVING stopped for a meal on the 
way downtown, it was about a 
quarter past eight when Dave 

got to Bleecker Street. Lined with 
ancient tenement houses which have 
broken out into bright modern stores 
and spaghetti palaces on the street 
floor, Bleecker is one of the most col
orful streets in New York. It serves 
as Main Street for one of the several 
little Italys scattered about the island. 
The sidewalks were well filled, and a 
stream of traffic moved over the as
phalt. 
The most imposing building west of 

the elevated railway was Darius 
House, one of several hotels built for 
workingmen by a famous millionaire 
of the previous generation. He built 
so well that his hotel is still an orna
ment to the town. Dave entered it with 
a good deal of uneasiness ; it was so 
much finer than he expected. A hand
�ome marble corridor was filled in with 
an office at the end that shone with 
plate glass and polished brass. How
ever, he soon discovered that his rough 
clothes attracted no attention .whatso
ever. Darius House was used by all 
sorts and conditions of men. 
There was no use stopping at the office, 

because he didn't know whom to ask 
for. 

He kept on up a half stairway at 
one side, which brought him to an im
mense lobby or lounge forming one of 
the interior courts of the building. 
Windows opened on it all around, tier 
above tier, and -it was lighted by a glass 
roof high above. It was well filled with 
men, since times \vere hard and many 
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of the patrons obviously had no work 
to go to. 

Dave slowly circulated amongst 
them. Every type of  man was repre
sented, from the seemingly well-to-do 
to the humblest workman ; white collar 
men and no collar men ; only the incor
rigible bums \vere excluded. A cloud of 
tobacco smoke hung over them. Dave 
did not find Rudy ; he did not expect 
to ; Rudy would certainly be in bed at 
such an hour. He was looking for 
somebody who might know Rudy. 

Among the unexpected types in the 
place Dave saw a clergyman in the 
habit of the Episcopal church. He was 
smoking an old briar pipe, and mov
ing about talking to one man and an
other, doing a little missionary work 
perhaps. His manner was friendly and 
unpretentious, and he appeared to be 
a general favorite. Dave approached 
him. 

" Excuse me, sir," he said, " do you 
happen to know a young man living 
here by the name of Rudy ?" 

The clergyman was immediately in
terested and friendly. " What's his 
other name ?" he asked. 

" I don't know," confessed Dave. 
Feeling that some further explanation 
was required, he added : " He told me 
he lived here. I was to meet him here 
at eight o'clock." 

" What does he look like ?" asked the 
clergyman. 

" Nineteen or twenty years old, but 
looks older. Black hair, gray eyes, 
Irish type. A handsome lad, but looks 
like a bad one. Dresses very smartly. 
\.Vhen I saw him yesterday he was 
wearing a gray sui_!., gray hat, gray 
spats and a gray tie with a big emerald 
pin in it." 

The clergyman looked at Dave as 
much as to say : What do you want 
with such a one ? But he was too polite 

to ask it. Instead, he said : " What's 
his line ?" 

" I  reckon he's a sporting character," 
said Dave with a twinkle in his eye. 

The clergyman marked the twinkle. 
He was an understanding man. " Ah !" 
he said. 

" This is a funny kind of place 
for such a fellow to live," remarked 
Dave. 

" Oh, all kinds live here," said the 
clergyman. " It's cheap, and it's first 
class in its own way. It's the most 
democratic place in the city of New 
York. Nobody feels out of place 
here . . . I live fiere myself," he put 
in dryly. " I'm a curate in St. Barna
bas' Church. This is a great place to 
see li fe. I expect there's more than one 
' sporting character ' amongst us. You 
see it's so safe and respectable. Even 
a sporting character wants a place 
where he can lay his head in peace and 
quiet." 

" You're right," said Dave. " I  never 
thought of it that way." 

" Your friend may be known under 
another name here. I'm sorry I can't 
help you more." 

" Much obliged anyhow," said Dave. 
" I'll just keep on inquiring." 

" Let's go ask old Gus Eichler," sug
gested the clergyman. " He's the oldest 
patron of the house, and proud of it. 
He watches all who come and go here, 
and makes friends with as many as he 
can." -

He led Dave into a long room 
opening off the lounge in front, 
where they found a respectable old 
German workman playing draughts 
with a friend. He left the game 
while he listened to Dave's de
scription of the man he was looking 
for. As soon as Dave came to the 
emerald pin old Eichler clapped his 
thigh. 
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" Sure, I know that young guy," he 
said. " I marked the pin. I never see 
such a pin anywhere. It was carved 
in the shape of a beetle, like." 

" That's my man," said Da,·e. 
" Don't know him personally," said 

Eichler, " because he's a surly lad. 
Close-mouthed. But I seen him coming 
and going, and I asked who he was. 
He passes here by the name of Tim 
Ahearne."  

" Much obliged to  you both," said 
Dave. " I ' ll ask at the office for him." 

THE office of Darius House was 
arranged more like a banking 
office than a hotel. The couriter 

running across from wall to wall was 
topped by a glass partition with sev
eral small openings in it, each stopped 
with a brass grille. Inside, several 
clerks and bookkeepers were at work, 
and through a door at the back the 
manager could be seen sitting in his 
private office. 

To the clerk who came to ask what 
he wanted, Dave said : " I 'm looking 
for a man called Ahearne, Timothy 
Ahearne. " 

" Number 32 r ," said the clerk. He 
ran his hand smartly along a row of 
letter boxes, and slapped it in a certain 
one. " Key's here," he said. " He's 
out." 

" Oh," said Dave, disappointed. 
" Have you looked through the 

public rooms ? He may be sitting 
there" 

" I 've looked. "  
" Come to think of  it, h e  went out 

just a few minutes ago," said the clerk. 
" I  didn't see him myself, but I found 
the key lying on the desk." 

" Well . . . I ' l l  wait for a little 
while," said Dave, at a loss. He 
scarcely knew what to do next. 

He was still standing· by the desk, 

watching the procession of men pass
ing in and out of the corridor, when 
he saw a cleaning woman come 
through a door· at the back of the 
office. Her wild appearance instantly 
arrested his attention ; ghastly pallor, 
staring eyes, a clenched hand pressed 
hard against her mouth. 

She entered the manager's office, 
and said something to him, afterwards 
clapping a hand over her mouth as i f  
to hold back a scream. He pushed her 
into a chair, and came hastily into the 
front office. 

Thus far Dave was merely an inter
ested spectator. But when he heard 
the manager say sharply : " Number 
32 1 ; who's got that room ?" all his 
faculties leaped to attention. 

" Ahearne, sir, Timothy," said the 
young clerk. " He's just gone out." 

" Oh, no," said the manager in a 
queer voice, " he's up there." 

The clerk stared. " What's the mat
ter ?" he stammered. 

The manager said something Dave 
could not hear. The clerk staggered 
back a step. " Why . . . why, this man 
was just asking for him," he stuttered, 
indicating Dave. . 

The manager came through a door 
at the end of  the counter. " Do you 
know Timothy Ahearne ?" he asked in 
a shaken voice. 

Dave made his face a blank. " Yes," 
he said at a venture. 

" What is he to you ?" demanded the 
other suspiciously. 

" No relation, if that's what you 
mean. Just a fello"v I know." 

" \i\Tell, you'd better come with me. 
There's been an accident. For God's 
sake keep quiet. We don't want to 
start a stampede here." 

Dave, conscious that he was being 
watched, betrayed nothing ; but his 
mouth hardened with the realization of 
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danger. He followed the manager into position of the stairway in case o f  
the elevator, and they were carried to need. He followed the two through a 
the third floor. A porter was awaiting cement paved hall .  The manager 
them there. When the elevator went tripped along on smart, neatly shod 
back, the manager asked the porter : feet. He wore a well tailored cutaway 

" Have you been in the room ?" and elegant striped trousers like the 
" No, sir. \Vaiting for you . . . manager of a fashionable hotel. The 

Who's this ?" he asked with a jerk of porter slumped heavily like a gorilla. 
his head in Dave's direction. They stopped before the door 

" He's a friend of the fellow's." marked 3 2 1 .  The manager put the key 
Both men regarded Dave with sus- in the lock, and turned away his head. 

picion, for no reason except that his His face was all screwed up with re
clothes were rough and worn. Out of pulsion. " Go in first," he muttered. 
the tail of his eye Dave marked the " I  can't stand it." 

CONTINUE THIS STORY NEXT WEEK 

A Whole Town Ransacked by Bandits 

FOUR bandits swooped down on the little tow - Trevor, vVisconsin, 
recently, and staged a raid in old-time Indian style. They merely 
substituted machine guns and an automobile for arrows and horses. 
Trevor is a hamlet of fifty souls. At midnight the bandits speeded into 

the village, cut the telephone and telegraph cables, the little town's only 
connection with the outside world, and then proceeded to ransack it. 

At the office of the Wisconsin Livestock Company they knocked the 
caretaker out with a revolver and then split the safe open with nitroglycerine. 
After that, they marched into the six-room hotel owned by James M. Zmersly, 
and robbed Zmersly and his two daughters, who had wakened in terror. 

Henry Cpristofferson, manager of the stockyards, who was sleeping in 
the hotel, jumped out of a window and ran four miles in his night shirt to 
the neighboring village of Wilmot. He left $200 behind him in his trouser 
pockets, which the raiders got. 

The bandits finally set off a tear gas bomb, and fled. Their loot was 
$400. It was the most thorough ransacking since the days when Wisconsin 
tmvns lived in mortal dread of m�ssacre by the Indians. 
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The Man Who Rode 

The policeman kept 
shooting glances into 

the rear ()f the car 

With Death· 
A True Story 

By Dugal O'Liam 

HoUJ $24, 000 Changed a 
Sane Man into a Madman R unning a 
Headlong Race UJith Disaster and Death 

I
N March of 1930 William Frazier captivity down the gaudy path of 
was a modest young man with a pleasure. 

1 beautiful family �nd a comfortable William Frazier was an assistant 
home, living in a cheap section of Rah- manager of a restaurant in the Penn
way, New Jersey, going to work every sylvania Station in New York in 1930. 
day, faithful to his wife, adoring his The job paid only fairly well and his 
children, steady· and ambitious. family took much of his income. But 

In March of 1931 he was a man he did well and supported his wife, 
about town, living on his money, Hilda, and two daughters, Evelyn, 
owner of a new home and a new auto- eleven, and Irene, eight. 
mobile, a blossoming devil with the He was a handsome man, neat and 
women, a typical example of repres- careful about his appearance, a little 
sions released. shy with a shyness that w.as attractive. 
In March of 1932-that's another He was twenty-nine years old and his 

story, a . short, vivid story filled with mind was alert and his conversation 
the heU-bent-for-election plunge of a well chosen and convincing. He neit'her 
creature freed from an unconscious drank heavily nor gambled. In all, an 
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excellent father and husband, by the 
yardstick of human behavior. 

Then, out of nowhere, for he'd 
never even suspected that it was com
ing or that there was anything in life 
for him except what he earned by his 
own hard work, came a legacy. 

It wasn't a great fortune to some, 
but it was a mint to the modest man 
of Rahway. It was, in fact, $28,ooo. 

It came from an unknown estate of 
his father's. The father had died 
several years before, supposedly penni
less. Now came this money-half for 
William Frazier and half for his 
mother. 

His . wife was unbelievably happy. 
The skimping and privations were 
gone. The children could dress, she 
could dress, they could haYe a big car 
and a new home. 

They got the new home at once. 
" Exactly $8,ooo of this goes into a 

home," said William Frazier. " A  . 
good home, here in Rahway, one of 
the Colonial places over in the new 
subdivision. A plact: with a yard and 
some trees and rose bushes ."  

A week later, the Fraziers were in 
their new home, a frame Colonial 
house with a little hedge about it and 
plenty of yard and a garage. 

Now something had to be done 
about the garage. It was, immediately. 
A little too much, for Hilda's peace of 
mind, if she'd been thinking of any
thing but the great good luck that had 
come to them. 

For William Frazier came home, not 
with one modest car suitable to their 
needs, but with two cars. One for his 
wife and one for himself. And the 
roadster, which was small and light 
and easily handled, was for his wife, 
strangely enough. 

Hilda Frazier protested a l ittle, but 
her husband cut her off short. 

" Listen," he said, " I've slaved for 
you and the kids for thirteen years
since I was a boy that should haye 
been in high school. Now I intend 
to live. Hear me ? Live ! Like a man, 
not like a mole ." 

For the first time the wife began to 
worry. Bill Frazier didn't even wait 
to take her and the two girls out in 
the big car. He turned the key to the 
smaller car over to her, established her 
credit at the gas station and garage, 
showed her how to drive, and told her 
to live as he intended to live-like a 
civilized person. 

Then began the dance down the 
gaudy lane. 

From a man who'd never had a 
thought for another woman, Bill 
Frazier suddenly developed into \vhat 
is known in the American nomencla
ture as a skirt chaser. He developed 
a phobia. A woman didn't have to be 
beautiful, or young, to attract Bil l  
Frazier and his $20,000. She merely 
had to be a little receptive to Bill-and 
$20,000. 

Bill found that his job interfered 
with his social career. He discovered 
that it was necessary to choose between 
the two, so he quit his job. He began 
taking hunting and fishing trips. Hilda 
thought he was going alone, but she 
seemed to be the on�y person among 
those who knew Bill who thought so. 
Always Bill had feminine company on 
these trips, and it wasn't Hilda. 

He became a hopeless woman chaser. 
He flirted with everyone of the female 
sex, from fifteen-year-old school girls 
to graying grandmothers with high 
heels and rouged cheeks. If he didn'1 
have one woman in his car, he had 
several. 

He grew bolder. He'd drive up in 
. front of his own home with his women 
in his automobile, get out, go in, and, 
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when Hilda protested, ask her what she 
intended to do about it. 

" Let me live my life," he would 
snarl. " It's my money. I'm taking 
care of you. Let me alone." 

Then he met Phcebe Stader. 

HE was calling on his mother. She 
lived in a two-family house near 

. the railroad station in Rq.hway.
She was inordinately fond of her son 
and extremely proud. She had to call 
the neighbor, the occupant of the other 
half of the house, down to meet him. 
She wanted Mrs. Stader to see what a 
handsome boy she had. 

Mrs. Phcebe Stader was a woman 
of thirty-six. She still was attractive. 
Very attractive, i:n fact, with rich, dark 
brown hair and deep-set, luminous 
eyes. Her figure was round and well 
molded and her ankles were beauti
fully turned. 

Moreover, she had what Bill Frazier: 
called style. She was the wife of a 
welder, Phillip Stader, but she had her 
own business, a hair dressing shop, or 
had had when she was married. She'd 
always taken the best of care of her
set£ and now she was back at the work 
and had money to buy clothes and take. 
care of her appearance. 

BilL Frazier had suddenly begun to 
realize that he was attractive to 
women. It didn't make a great deal 
of difference who the woman was, just 
so she looked presentable-and liked 
Bill Frazier•s looks. 

Phcebe Stader was a romanticist. 
She was bored with life as the wife of 
Phil Stader. He worked hard, came 
home tired and grumpy, and seldom 
wanted any of the extraneous pleasures 
of life. Theaters, dancing, bridge. 
The old, old - story, as old as human 
relations, as old as the human family 
itself. 

Mrs. Frazier didn't notice that her 
son held Phcebe Stader's hand over 
long. She only noticed that Mrs. 
Stader seemed very much impressed, 
and she was proud. Her son impressed 
people. He was handsome, inteHigent 
and likable. And he had a big car and 
knew how to wear his clothes. 

Bill Frazier left the home of his 
mother. He drove around the corner 
to a ciga,r store, went in, bought a 
package of  cigarettes - and called 
Phrebe Stader on the telephone. 

" Please excuse me,'' he said, in his 
best man-about-town manner, " but I 
just couldn't help calling you. I had to 
call you. I hope you won't think I'm 
presumptuous." 

Bill Frazier listened eagerly for 
the reply. There was silence for a 
minute, a heavy, tugging silence. 

Then-
" \11/hy, I'm so glad you called," said 

the voice on the other end of the line. 
" I-I-I wanted you to." . 

11 

FIFTEEN minutes later Phcebe 
Stader swung down the street. She 
found Bill Frazier waiting in front 

of the cigar store. He opened the door 
of his car. She smi:led and got in. He 
went around the car, got in behind the 
wheel, kicked the starter, meshed the 
gears . . 

The ride down the gaudy road had 
begun for Frazier. 

The affair with Phcebe Stader be
came an open scandal. They were seen 
everywhere together. No longer did 
Bill Frazier parade his many loves 
about in his car or park them in front 
of his home while he went inside to 
taunt his wife, the mother of his 
children. 

He was seen only with Phcebe Sta
der, and Phrebe was seen with brilliant 
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ne\� clothes and jewels, and driving 
Bill Frazier's car. 

Word of the affair came to Hilda 
Frazier. She remonstrated. 

" This is my life and my bank roll," 
said Bill Frazier. " You keep out of 
it. I don't bother you, do I ?" 

Then came more serious complica
tions. Phil Stader, a powerful man, 
short-tempered and fearfully jealous of 
his handsome wife, learned of the af
fair. He summoned his wife. She 
denied it. He threatened Frazier. His 
wife laughed at him, taunted him as a 
jealous fool. 

Phil Stader met his wife coming 
home late one night. He threatened to 
deal with her and her lover-as soon as 
he found out who her lover was. 

He didn't have long to wait. Hilda 
Frazier went to Bill's mother. The 
mother let a hint drop about the woman 
that lived in the other part of the house. 
Hilda F-razier called on the Staders
and found Phil Stader, gloomy and 
morose and ugly, muttering his impre
cations on the man who was ruining 
his home, on his wife, on the whole 
dirty business. 

Hilda Frazier saw the man's hurt. 
She saw, too, his fury. She may have 
thought she was taking the right steps 
to save her husband. Whatever her mo
tive, she told Phil Stader, told the 
powerful welder with the suffering face 
and the eyes that were deep with the 
hurt of a tortured soul. 

Trouble had been piling up on Phil 
Stader. He had lost his job, hadn't 
been able to find work for weeks. The 
rent was overdue. A dispossess notice 
lay.on the table before him as he talked 
to Mrs. Frazier. His cup of bitterness 
was, indeed, filled to overflowing. 

" I'll stop it- By God, I ' l l  stop it," 
he told Mrs. Frazier. 

Mrs. Frazier went home. She'd done 

everything she could. I i  she couldn't 
reclaim her husband in one way, she 
could in another. 

Phcebe Stader came home late that 
night. It was somewhere in the middle 
of February of 1 93 1 .  

" Phcebe," Phil Stader told her, his 
face white and his jaw firm, " I 've 
learned what you're doing. I know 
who the man is. I f  you ever go out 
of this house alone at night again, with
out me, I'm going to-" 

He paused here. Decided to allow 
that to have its effect. He felt he didn't 
need to say more. 

Phcebe Stader was an independent 
woman. She'd grown more so since 
she'd attracted the Frazier man, with 
all his money, and her husband had 
been unable to work. She didn't know 
how near Bill Frazier was to the bot
tom of his pot of gold. 

" How dare you talk to me like 
that ?" she exploded. " You who can't 
support me, even, and then t<1-lk like 
that when I find someone who's willing 
to show me a good time." · 

She flew into a tirade. Women do 
that when they convince themselves 
that they are being abused and mis
treated. She raged up and down the 
floor. 

" So I can't go out, eh ? Well, who's 
going to stop me from going out ? 
Who's going to stop me ?" 

Phil Stader confronted his wife. 
" Phcebe," he said, with a desperate 

calm, " I told you that if ever you went 
out again without my knowing where 
you were going-" 

" You would what ?" she demanded, 
unaware of the dynamite that lurked 
in the bruised soul of her husband. 
" You'll do what ? Go ahead and sav 
what you'll do, you coward. Beat m�, 
I suppose. Well, you will not." 

She threw some clothing into a pair 
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of grips. She continued to berate Phil 
Stader as she packed. He stood in the 
middle of the floor, a little dazed. He 
said nothing. 

down a little. You're all worked up 
about something." 

" Great God, Ira," Bill Frazier was 
stammering. " It's Phrebe." 

Phrebe Stader finished packing the 
grips. She seized one in either hand, 
stalked out the door. At the threshold 
she paused to throw back these words : 

" Well, what are you going to do ? 
Make me stay here until the law puts 
us out of this hovel ?" 

Rahway never saw her again. 

" Phrebe ? What do you \mean ? 
What's happened ?" 

" She's dead-she's dead." 
" Dead ? What happened ? Phil Sta

der ?" 
" I  don't know. I j ust heard a shot 

and there she was, slumping in the seat 
beside me." 

" With you ? 

PHIL STADER stood in the middle " Yes, yes. 
of the room, staring dumbly at do ?" 

She was with you ?" 
Great God, what'll I 

the door. He stood there for five " Where is she now ? ·what did you 
minutes, never moving. Then he went do ?" Ira Jensen was trying to make 
out, in time to see Phrebe getting into heads and tails of the situation. 
Bill Frazier's car at the corner. " She's out-she's out in the car, 

Rahway
· 

saw Bill Frazier early the there." 
next morning. Somev,·here around two Ira went into the house and put on 
o'clock it was. He appeared at the door some clothing. Bill went inside with 
of Ira Jensen, his twenty-two year old him. He sat before the boy, his hands 
cousin, a nervous, shy youth, God- clasped between his knees, moaning. 
fearing and industrious, but possessed " I was in the back seat when I heard 
of an almost fanatical affection for a shot and saw Phrebe . slump down." 
Bill. " I thought you were in the seat with 

Ira Jensen was in pajamas. He saw her ?" 
trouble on his cousin's face with the " No, I was getting some things in 
first look. He saw dark despair, stark, the back seat. Vve were starting for 
unreasoning terror. Florida. And I heard a shot and down 

" What's the matter ? ·what in the · she slumped. 
world has happened, Bill ?" the youth " I got into the front seat and started 
cried. " You look like you'd seen a driving for a doctor. Then I ·  felt her 
ghost." and she was cold. Good God, Ira, what 

Frazier suddenly covered his face shall I do ?" 
with his right arm and staggered back " Go to ·the police right away," said 
from the door. Ira caught him by the Ira Jensen, regaining his calm. " Tell 
shoulders, shook him vigorously. the police about it right away." 

" What in the world's happened, " Oh, I can't do that," remonstrated 
Bill ? Tell me, quick." Frazier. " I can't. They'll want to know 

" Ghost-that's it-ghost," was all why I didn't tell them when she was 
the agitated man could say. first shot and then they'll arrest me, 

" Ghost 1'' exclaimed Ira Jensen. He because I don't know why I didn't.'' 
concludro his cousin had been drinking " Can't you tell me why you didn't ?" 
too much. " Don't be foolish, BilL " Well, I was excited and afraid. I 
Come on in and let your nerves settle heard another shot, and heard some-

6 D- 1 6  
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thing sing through the air, and I drove 
away as fast as I could. I just drove. 
All I wanted to do was to get away 
from there." 

" Then I started to hunt a doctor. 
Then I found out she was dead and I 
knew they'd arrest me then, because I 
didn't take her to a doctor right away." 

They were out at the car. Phrebe 
Stader was lying over in the front seat, · 
sort of slumped against the carriage 
work. Her mouth was open and her 

. eyes were staring glassily and there 
was a small, blue spot behind her left 
ear from which blood ran down onto 
her neck. 

" Let's get her into the back seat, 
Ira," Bill Frazier was suggesting. 
" Come on, help me get her into the 
back seat." 

" No, Bill, I won't do that. That 
would mean that I was a party to this 
thing and I wasn't, Bill. I can't get 
into it, Bill, but I want to help you 
all I can." 

" What the hell's the matter ? Is  
everyone turning against me ?" 

Ira Jensen said nothing. Bill Frazier 
dragged the body over the back of the 
seat and dropped it on the floor of the 
tonneau. He threw a robe and some 
papers over it. Then Ira got into the 
front seat with him and they drove to 
his mother's home. 

He put the car in the garage and 
locked it. Then he and Ira Jensen 
went inside. Ira remained with his 
cousin-that night and through the day. 
Late the next day, they went to Hilda 
Frazier. Ira had persuaded Bill Frazier 
to tell his wife what had happened. 

III 

HILDA FRAZIER was cold. 
" I knew something like this 

would happen," she said. " It's 
your place to go to the police. You 
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have a wife and children at home. 
When you encroach on other men's 
rights, you must take the consequences. 
Go to the police before it's too late." 

Frazier began to whimper again. He 
protested that they would arrest him. 

" Didn't you say you were mno
cent ?" 

" Yes, but I have to prove it. And 
i f  I 'm arrested it'll kill Mother. And 
think of the babies." 

" Yo1,1 . didn't think much of the 
babies and of your mother, to say noth
ing of me, when you were flouting this 
woman all over town. It's a poor time 
to start thinking of them now. I'm ad
vising you to go to the police. I'm 
through with you, forever. Take your 
medicine like a man:" 

Frazier began to plead with his wi fe. 
Finally he fell on the floor before her, 
tugging at her gown. 

" My God, Hilda, I never was in 
anything like this before. I never was 
in trouble before. I'm afraid of the 
police. I didn't see who did it and I 
can't tell them. They'll electrocute 
me." 

" They don't electrocute innocent 
men, Bill," Hilda said. " If you want 
to save yourself, you'll tell the police 
now so they can find the real Jl.!!Ur
derer." 

" Greqt God, every one wants to see 
me in trouble," the distracted man 
cried. " What have I done to be tor
tured like this ?" 

Ira Jensen was moved by his cousin's 
hysteria. A moody, sympathetic bov, 
he understood better than Hilda 
Frazier, who'd long brooded her 
wrongs. He went with Bill Frazier, 
hack to his mother's home. They went 
into the garage. Bill Frazier unlocked · 
the car. They got into the front seat 
together. 

" What are you · going to do, Bill ?" 
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" I  don't know, exactly, Ira," Frazier 
said, much calmer now. " I think I'll 
drive around an-d then take the body 
to the police and tell them the story." 

He tepped out of the car suddenly, 
went into his mother's house." Ira saw 
a light go on, then saw shadows as his 
mother got up and moved about the 
kitchen. 

" You look ill," the aged woman said 
to her boy. " You haven't looked well 
for two days. What's happened to 

· you ?" 
" Oh, nothing," Bill Frazier said, 

" just a little nervous headache. By the 
· way, have you seen Phil Staaer to
day ?" 

" Why, yes. Why ?" 
" I think I know where there's a job 

· for him. Did he seem upset-that is, 
about no work and his wife being 
away ?" 

" He seemed moody, but he said 
nothing about M rs. Stader. Just came 
here to get some things he'd left with 
me when they moved."  

His mother noticed his agitation, as 
mothers will. 

" Son," she said in alarm, " you're 
trembling. You're ill ." 

" I feel lousy," Bill said, trying to 
be casual. " I 'm going to run over to 
the hospital and see what's the matter 
with me." 

He kissed his mother good-bye and 
stalked out of the door. 

OUT in the car, Ira Jensen waited 
for him. Bill kicked the starter 
and they roared out of the yard. 

He turned the car south, headed for 
"' oodbridge and the open country 
along the lower coast. 

Ira Jensen was protesting vigorous
ly. He insisted that Bill Frazier take 
the body to the police. 

" I am," said Bill Frazier. " I'm go-

ing to Trenton, though. I don't want 
any deals like I'd get from the police 
here. I'm going to play safe and go 
right to state police headquarters." 

South of Woodbridge, he stopped 
the car. He asked Ira Jensen to get 
out. The boy refused. 

" What's the idea ?" the youth de
manded. " Tell me what you're up to 
and I'll get out." 

Bill Frazier was half hysterical 
again. He began wringing his hands, 
frantically. Tears ran from his eyes. 
The nen;-ous strain had made a 
mewling weakling of the Rahway 
ladies' man. 

" I can't stand this any longer," he 
· blubbered. " I  can't face this. If I give 
her up, they'll take me to jail and then 
they'll never try to find the murderer. 

· All they want in Jersey is to electro
. cute someone for every murder. They 
· don't care who it is, just so they elec
. trocute someone. ' '  

He was a little wrong there. Jersey 
justice is swi ft. There's never been 
any question about that. But there 

· isn't a proven case on record yet where 
it was in

. 
error. Perhaps its swiftness 

precludes error. Whatever it is, it's 
famously rapid and straight shooting. 

" What if they do lock you up for a 
while ? You can prove you didn't do it, 
can't you, Bill ? After that Hilda will 
take you back and you can start over 
again. I f  you run away, you're a 
hunted man for l i fe. Running away is 
an automatic admission o f  guilt. They 
certainly wouldn't hunt for another 
man if you ran away. They'd know 
you did it." . 

Frazier shook his head. 
" I  can't face the music. Here's 

what I want you to do. \Vait here 
while I drive into the field here. When 
you hear a shot, come over to the car. 
I'm going to end it all ."  
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Ira was horrified. He tried to pro
test. Frazier, suddenly frigidly calm, 
with steel in his harried blue eyes, 
pointed a rifle at him, told him to stand 
off: 

" Do  as l say," he hissed. " If you 
follow me, I'll blow both of us to hell. 
Stay here until you hear the shot. I f  
I see you coming toward the car, I'll 
shoot you on sight." 
Ira Jensen said nothing. He was 

frozen with horror. Bill Frazier got 
into the car. He held the gun on Ira 
Jensen with one hand and drove the 
car with the other, turning it into a 
fu!ld grown high with weeds and shrub
bery. 

Ira Jensen looked up and down the 
road. There wasn't a soul in sight. 
The car labored into the field. Then 
he heard the motor stop. His heart 
beat wildly. He felt a sickening feeling 
in the pit of his stomach. 
Why couldn't something happen ? 

Why couldn't BiH go on if he was go
ing to ? Why didn't he do it ? Why 
didn't it happen ? -
Ira Jensen could stand the suspense 

no kmger. He ran into the field, dar
ing the threats of his cousin. As he 
stumbled over the trail the car had left, 
blindly, half hysterically, he heard the 
auto horn sounding. It sounded like 
a call for help, like the baying of a 
hound that has treed more than it can -
handle. 
He plunged on through the shrubs 

and dead weeds. He could see Bill 
now. He was standing beside the car. 
His face was hidden in his arm. His 
shoulders were heaving. The gun lay 
half across the running board, against 
his leg. His right hand gripped the 
front door of the car. 

Ira took his cousin's arm . He 
turned him around. 
- Bill's eyes were red and swollen. 

,. I tan't even kill myself-I can't 
even end my own suffering. What am 
I going to do ?" 
" Go to the police," said Ira. " It's 

the only thing, Bill." 

IV 

BILL still refused. He woukln•t go 
to the police. He mistrusted the 
police. He' had another plan 

He'd get out of the way. No one enr 
would know what became of Phrehe 
Stader. Her husband hadn't mentioned 
her absence. 

" I'm going to Florida," said Bin 
Frazier. " I'll take the body with me. 
You meet me in Raleigh, North Caro
lina, with all the money you can get. 
Get it from Mother. She has some 
of my money and she' ll give it to you. 
Tell her you and I are going to Florida, 
that I'm going to open a restaurant 
there and you're going to help me. Tell 
her Hilda and I have quarreled." 

lra nesi.tated. Finally, because he 
wanted to help the distracted man, he 
agreed. 

Thus began one of the most grue
st>me and extraordinary rides any man 
ever took. a ride of horror, of fear, 
haunting fear. 

Of narrow escapes and challenges, of 
nightmares such as few men ha-ve to 
endure. 

Bill Frazier took Ira Jensen to a 
bus line, so that he might go back to 
Rahway. · Ira Jensen protested once 
more. 

" lf you go through with this, Bill, 
and they ever do catch you, you haven't 
a chance. There certainly will be no 
looking for the real killer. Y ou'11 con
vict yourself." 

" I'm going to do it," said Bill. 
He left Ira Jensen standing beside a 

hot dog and coffee wagon. He t.umed 
his car to the south. toward Florida, 
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jgnoring Ira Jensen's last pleading 
gesture. 

He drove frantically. He forgot 
about traffic regulations. He forgot 
about speed cops, forgot everything 
but his frantic desire to get away from 
Rahway and New Jersey. 

The gruesome load bounced and 
lurched in the tonneau. He tucked the 
robe carefully about it, dropped a pair 
of suitcases that he had packed casually 
over it. Then he continued his head
long race with death. 

At Trenton he was delayed by traf
fic, although it was late. A red-faced 
policeman held him up at the bridge 
that leads from Trenton into Moores
town, Pennsylvania, over the Dela
ware River. He went directly through 
Philadelphia, avoiding the downtown 
section, into Chester, Pennsylvania. He 
knew the route. He'd taken it on fish
ing trips, into the Chesapeake Bay 
country. 

At Chester he stopped for gasolin�. 
A policeman sauntered past the car. 
He stopped to converse with the station 
man. He looked at the New Jersey 
l icense plate. Then at Bill Frazier. 
B il l  Frazier's face was white and set. 
The policeman sidled over. 

" What's the matter, buddy ?" he 
ventured. " You look pretty peaked." 

" I 'm sick," said Bill Frazier, in a 
hollow voice. " I'm trying to get south 
for my health-if I can make it." 

The policeman looked at him again, 
searchingly. 

· 

" Sick, eh ?" he said. He seemed to 
drawl the words with maddening care. 
Then he added : " Well, I reckon you 
are, all right. You look like someone 
had stole your pants." 

· Bill Frazier tried to laugh. It 
sounded hollow and mirthless. He got 
into pis car and started to drive off. 
The station attendant called to him. 

He'd forgotten to pay for the gasoline. 
The policeman shuffled up again, a lit
tle more animated this time. 

" That ain't amneesy you got, is it, 
doc ?" he asked, meaningly. 

" No, no," Bill Frazier protested. 
" I  was nervous, that's all ."  

He started to pay the attendant. The 
policeman began pulling out a pad and 
paper, at the same time peering into 
the rear of the car. 

" Better let me see your licenses," he 
said. " Anything might happen to a 
sick man like you." 

·siLL FRAZIER'S hand shook as 
he fished out his licenses. He 
handed them to the policeman. 

The man took them, examined them 
coldly. He kept shooting surreptitious 
glances at the rear of the car. 

The cold sweat stood out on Bill 
Frazier's forehead. 

His palms were wet. 
· The policeman held the licenses in 
his hand. He looked at the rear of the 
car again. Then he ejected a large 
quid of tobacco. 

For God;s sake, why didn't he do 
something? Why didn't he ask what 
was in the back of the car, or tell him 
to open the door, so he could see
and get it over with ? 

Frazier said to himself, " I'm going 
to tell him-I can't stand any more 
o f  this ." 

He looked at the policeman. His 
hand shook frightfully. His tongue 
was stiff and clove to the roof of his 
mouth. But he could speak. 

" Officer," he said, " I-" 
The policeman grinned knowingly, a 

little satisfied with himsel f. 
" It's all right, Rahway," he said. 

" A lot of them tourists �re carrying 
their own beddin' and sleepin' out this 
year. A cop kno'vvs depression when 
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he sees it, doc. So long and good 
luck." 

On down the Washington route to
ward Baltimore B il l  Frazier drove. 
The awful thing in the rear seat be
came more and more appalling as he 
drove on. At no stop was he safe. 
Someone, a farmer, a policeman, an 
urchin, a bum seeking a hitch-hike, 
looked into the rear of the machine 
everywhere he stopped. 

He picked his way through Wash
ington in the early morning. He was 
so weary he could scarcely sit behind 
the wheel. His shoulders sagged, and 
now and then his eyes closed in spite 
of him. He stopped wherever he could 
and drank black coffee, so that his 
mouth was sore from the hot l iquid. 

He reached Alexandria, drove on 
through. The dawn was breaking. He 
could go no farther. He pulled his 
car into a little lane. 

He dropped over in the seat of the 
car. He closed his eyes. He fell into 
a fitful slumbe.r. Frantic dreams as
sailed his sleep. · 

He felt cold hands on his throat. 
Dead hands, with the flesh fallen away. 
He saw Phcebe Stader's glassy eyes, 
accusing and horrible. She was say
ing, over and over, " Why do you take 
me away ? Am I not to be avenged ? 
Mu�t no one pay for my life ? I gave 
it to you. You must make someone 
pay. You must make someone pay. 
Someone wilt pay." 

He awoke with a start. His neck 
\vas stiff. His body ached from the 
dampness· of the night and his cramped 
position. The sun was up. It was 
broad daylight. He felt a pair of cold 
eyes upon him. He whirled about. 
His heart leaped into his mouth. 

A policeman's motorcycle, with a 
Virginia state shield on the license 
plate, stood beside his car. 

The policeman was staring at him. 
At him and the rear of the car. 

He rubbed his eyes, foolishly. The 
policeman continued to ' stare. Bill 
Frazier wanted him to speak. He 
couldn't go through another-experience 
like that in Chester. 

The young policeman grinned. Then 
he shook his head. 

" Didn't mean to wake you up, part
ner," he said amiably. " Just thought 
I 'd better sit here a while and see that 
nobody rolled you in your sleep, not 
having anything else to do." 

Bill  Frazier was amazed. He looked 
at the young man, unbelievingly. Then 
he said, infinite relief in his voice : 

" Do you mean it ?" 
" Sure," said the youth. " Why not ? 

It's better to watch a man while he 
catches a little nap than to make him 
drive while he's half dead. That's the 
way they have accidents on these busy 
roads, men fallin' asleep at the wheel." 
· Bill I:'razier offered the youngster 

a $5 bill. He didn't have many such 
bills, but the relief, and the soothing 
effect of the soft southern voice was 
worth it. 

" Thanks, no," said the policeman. 
" Yo�'re mighty welcome and sho' look 
like you needed th(!t shut-eye." 
· Bill Frazier drove on. The world 
looked brighter, even with the awful 
burden that haunted his waking hours 
and assailed his dreams. He didn't 
care to stop at a hotel. Not with the 
body in the car. He'd have to be getting 
rid of  it soon, though. It had been in  
the car  more than thirty hours. He 
couldn't keep it there much longer. 

v 

HE was near the little town of  
Bowling Green. He saw a cul
vert. He got out and examined 

it. Then he saw a man watching him. 
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· He . pretended to l ight a cigarette. He 
got back into his car and drove on. 

He· reached an open field. He drove 
into it, stopped his car beside a fallen 
tree, almost stripped of its bark. He 
tugged the body out. He could roll it 
under the tree trunk and throw some 
leaves and grass and dirt over it. 

The body was heavy. It  wasn't stiff. 
· Rigor mortis had passed. He dragged 
the body about ten feet, to a spot be

. side the tree. 
Then he went back to the car and got 

a pair of scissors which he used for 
· patching tires. 

He cut the clothes off the body. He 
ripped them into shreds, leaving the 
body absolutely nude. . 

There was a ring on her left hand. 
: I t held a large aquamarine stone. He'd 
gi,·en it to her. It might identify her. 
He took a pair o f  pliers from his 
pocket and broke it. That was the only 
way he could get it off, the fingers were 
swollen so. 

Then he took a silver necklace from 
the body. He put the ring in his pocket. 
The necklace he buried in a tiny hole 
that he dug with the scissors and his 
·heel. He stamped the dirt down over it, 
:kicked a few leaves over the place. 

He gathered m�re leaves. Leave;; 
and twigs. Then he pushed the body 
as far under the fallen tree trunk as 
it would go. He threw the leaves and 
twigs over it. He pulled up some dead 
weeds and threw over the twigs and 
leaves. Then he got into his car and 
turned it south toward Raleigh. 

T-welve hours later he met Ira Jen
sen in Raleigh. Ira Jensen had $260. 
He'd borrowed it from Bill Frazier's 
mother. 

" \Vhat's new in Rah\vay ?" Frazier 
demanded, eagerly. 

" Nobody knows where Phil Stader 
is," said Ira Jensen. " You ought to 

have taken the body to the police. 
Everything would be all right now." 

" It's al l  right, anyway," said 
Frazier. " I 'll be back soon. Tell 
mother I 'm going to Florida to start a 
restaurant. Tell Hilda that i f  anyone 
asks for me, I 'm going to New Or
leans. Tell her that i f  anyone says any
thing to say that I left her for another 
woman." 

Poor Bill  Frazier. A great knowl
edge of woman's psychology the ladies' 
man of Rahway had. 

Ira refused to go on to Florida with 
Frazier. Instead, he went back to Rah
\\·ay in a dilemma. He believed Bl11 
was in the clear and wanted to do 
something to bring him back home. 

Frazier waited in Raleigh for sev
eral days. He took a room there, 
joined in the recreations about his 
rooming house. He was a good bridge 
player and a jolly companion. The 
young women of the place found H.  G. 
Devlin, as he called himself, a very de
sirable sort of an addition to their 
social l i fe. Especially since he had a 
nice car and plenty of money. 

One day he 'vent to the post office. 
He expected a letter from Ira, and he 
had one to mail. He pulled the letter 
from his pocket to put it in the slot. 
Something rattled on the post office 
floor. 

It was an aquamarine stone of large 
size. 

He stooped to pick it up. A stocky 
man stepped up to him. Something 
clamped over his le ft wrist. It rattled 
as it went on, and grated, like a cog 
wheel. 

He straightened suddenly, looked at 
his \vrist. 

Then he · looked into the cold, gray 
eyes of the man on the other end of the 
handcuffs. 

At first he attempted to appear in-



THE r-.IAN WHO RODE WITH DEATH 103 

dignant. The stocky man only smiled 
at him. Another man slipped up on 
the other side. The two took his arms 
and started walking him toward the 
sidewalk. 

They took him to his rooming house. 
He got his clothing and made arrange
ments to have his car left in the garage. 
Then they started back to Rahway. 

On the train, Bill Frazier talked 
easily. The first thing he asked was 
where Phil Stader was. 

"STADER ?" said the stocky man. 
" Why, he's in Rahway. He's 

been there all the time." 
He learned a great many things 

then, very rapidly. He learned that 
Ira had gone - home and told Hilda 
Frazier where her husband was. There 
had been a conference of relatives, in
cluding his mother. Ira and his mother 
were certain he was innocent and they 
wanted him back. 

Hilda Frazier seemed to want him 
back, too, but not for the same reasons, 
she afterward admitted. 

.They decided to go to the police. 
They went to the police. To their 

horror, they discovered that Stader 
had never even been wanted, that he 
had been staying quietly in a rooming 
house. His wi {e had left him, he said, 
when asked why he had not reported 
her absence. Even Phrebe's  sisters 
vouched for that. 

Then the police arrested Ira. Ulti
mately they announced that he would 
be a material witness. The boy re
mained in jail  at Rahway, heartbroken 
and half out of his mind, until Frazier 

-was brought back and tried. 
Then began a hunt for the body. A 

man named Twiggs, living near Bowl
ing Green, found it. He'd lost a dog. 
One day he saw buzzards circling 
above a spot near his farm. He thought 

that explained the whereabouts of the 
missing dog. · 

He went to the spot above which 
they appeared to be circling. He found 
the body of Phrebe Stader, exposed, be
cause the twigs and leaves and weeds 
had blown away. 

Then a man named Charles Collisin 
said he had seen a man driving a New 
Jersey car looking under a culvert on 
the preceding Thursday morning, 
early, and that the man had seemed 
nervous. He identified Bill Frazier as 
the man. 

With this evidence against him, 
Frazier told a new story, a story en
tirely different from the story he ,had 
told Ira Jensen and his wife. 

He said that he had met Phrebe 
Stader after she'd left her husband. 
He said that she already had agreed 
to go to Florida with him. They were 
ready to go, he said, and he was finish
ing packing the things in the rear of 
the car. 

He'd put a rifle in the rear of the 
car, he said, because Phrebe had told 
him that Stader had threatened her 
and him. He didn't want to be caught 
without some kind of defense, because 
Stader was a powerful man and he 
feared him. 

While he was putting the gun down 
behind the cushions, he said, it went 
off. 

The bullet struck Phrebe behind the 
left ear. She toppled in the seat. 

He tried to find a doctor, but 
couldn't. 

Then he found she was dead and 
went to Ira Jensen. He admitted he 
hadn't told Ira the truth. 

The police asked him why he hadn't 
come directly to them. He said that 
he knew he had been carrying on an 
unlawful relation with the woman and 
was afraid of what the police would 
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do and afraid of the shock to his 
mother. After he found out the 
woman was dead, he lost his head com
pletely. 

He cut the clothing off, so the body 
could not be identified. He took the 
ring for the same reason, but retained 
the stone-as a sort of keepsake. When 
he was asked why he had told Ira Jen
sen and his wife that they had better 
not talk or they would be held as ac
cessories after the crime, he said he 
didn't remember saying that, but that 
i f  he did it was because he_ had lost 
his head completely. 

When he got back to Rahway, his 
mother rushed to his defense as did 
several fraternal organizations. They 
hired Alexander Simpson, brilliant 
court strategist and famous in the 
Hall-Mills case, to defend him. County 
Prosecutor Abe J. David had charge 
of the state's case. 

In court Frazier's case collapsed 
completely. He couldn't remember, at 
first, any more than he'd told the po
licemen who brought him back from 
Raleigh. 

Under cross-examination, he unwit
tingly admitted that he and Mrs. 
Stader had quarreled the night of her 
death. 

" What did you quarrel about ?" 
David demanded. 

" She didn't want to go to Florida 
with me," Frazier sputtered. " She 
said she was going back to her hus
band, that she was through with phil
andering with me." 

" Why did she do that ?" 
" I  don't know ; she just did it." 
" Wasn't it over money ?" 
" Why, yes, I guess it was," Frazier 

admitted, hopelessly looking at Simp
son, who was objecting violently. " I 
guess it was something about money." 

" Just what was it about money ? 

Come on now, get this mess off your 
chest, Bill." David was friendly and 
cajoling. Simpson was unable to stem 
the tide ; Frazier was breaking down 
completely. 

" I 'd spent all my money,,. he 
blurted out. " I just had a few dol
lars of my inheritance left and she said 
she was through with me, that she had 
a husband and was going back to him. 
She said the joy ride was over and it 
was time to be sensible." 

" That was a rotten trick, Bill," said 
· the wily David, amid Simpson's ob
jections. " I  don't blame you for get
ting sore. What did you do then ?" 

" I was heartbroken because I loved 
her. I was crazy about her. I couldn't 
see her turn me down that wav. I 
wanted her to go to Florida with me. 
I told her I'd get more money from 
my mother. 

" She said she had a husband who 
could promise--and then I guess I went 
out of my head-" 

" And shot her ."  David's voice was 
heavy with challenge. . 

" No, no," Frazier was crying above 
Simpson's objections. " I  don't know 
how it happened,_ I tell you-" 

The jury was out two and a half 
hours. Then they came back, slowly, 
ominously. 

Frazier knew his fate then. He sat 
with his old mother. His eyes were 
deep - sunken, with great black circles 
under them. 

His light brown hair was streaked 
with gray, gray that had come through 
two months of horror. · 

He slumped in his chair as the ver
dict of guilty was read. His head fell 
on his mother's shoulder. He appeared 
to sleep. 

On April r ,  1932, they led him to 
the electric chair in the state peniten
tiary at Trenton. 



The Murder 
Key 

By Ray Cummings 

It Was the Key to a Dead Man's Door 
Fox Held-and It Would Be the Key to a 
Murder unless He Got Rid of It Quickly 

The key hurtled through the air 

IT was raining this dreary 
March afternoon when from 
the summit of the hill Ronny 

Fox looked down upon the sod
den gray walls of the great 
prison. The sight of the huge quad
rangle with its sentinel towers made 
him shiver. This was the place he had 
so narrowly avoided. 

Ronny was tense and grim as he 
halted his taxi and sat for a moment, 
gazing. He had waited two years for 
this afternoon when Jennings was 
coming out of the prison, released, 
square with the law. But he wasn't 
square with Ronny ! That was still to 
come. 

" Go on down," he told his taxi 
driver. " Near the front gate-I want 
to see a fellow come out. " He handed 
the man a five doliar bill. " \Vant to 
see without being seen, get me ? He'll 
be taking the four-eighteen to the city, 
I guess." 

It was now about hal f-past three. It 
hadn't been hard for Ronny to get the 
information that Jennings was coming 
out about this time. And Jennings 
knew nothing of Ronny's movements 
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-probably had forgotten all about him 
by now. 

'With his cap pulled low over his 
eyes, Ronny's slim figure lounged in 
the back of the taxi, hidden behind its 
rain-�plattered windows. His hand in 
the side pocket of his coat caressed the 
cool, sleek revolver. 

There �as a taxi waiting close by 
the gate and presently Jennings came 
out. No friend was here to greet him. 
What the hell - Jennings had no 
friends left. He looked, as he stood 
£haking hands with the prison official, 
just about a� he had always looked. 
Flabby and paunchy. A little pale from 
the prison life. 

The gate clanged open, and then 
closed. Jennings climbed into hi-s taxi 
and it started _for the hill. 

" After it," R o n n y  murmured. 
" Keep it in sight." 

This was a visiting hour. Ronny's 
taxi had attracted no attention ; there 
were many other cars waiting here. 
Easy enough to stay on the trail. Jen
nings wouldn't be suspicious . . .  In the 
railroad station Ronny was close 
enough to see Jennings buy a ticket for 

· New York. 

THE Mcilroy House . wasn't much 
of a hotel ; yet hardly a dump 
either. Ronny was close enough 

to hear the number of the room �hich 
Jennings had gotten. 332. He saw the 
big, old-fashioned key with its large 
oval metal tab bearing the name and 
address of the hotel on one side, and 
the room number on the other. Ronny 
could almost read the number as the 
clerk tossed out the key and the colored 
boy picked it up. But he didn't have to 
read it, for the clerk called out the 
number. And now he was writing it 
after Jennings' name in the hotel regis
try book. 

Ronny lounged around for nearly an 
hour. No hurry. No need to watch 
Jennings' movements any longer. Jen
nings had followed the colored boy up
stairs. The hotel had no elevator ; ap
parently j ust these front stairs which 
came down within sight of the desk. 
That was all right. Ronny had no in
tention of making any hurried get
away. When he left he would check 
out openly. There would be nothing to 
connect him with the crime. It  wouldn't 
even be considered a crime ; an acci
dent, probably, the way �onny would 
fix it up. There were only men in this 
hotel, most of them transients, plenty 
coming and going all the time. No
body would ever notice Ronny. He 
wondered i f  a hotel like this would 
have a house detective. Probably 
would, but Ronny couldn't spot him. 

And this hotel, which Jennings had 
selected for his first night of freedom, 
had a Police Station immediately 
across the street. Ronny had chuckled 
at that. Fair enough ! Jennings' first 
night of freedom. It would be his last 
night-for .anything . . .  

Ronny came out of his wandering 
thoughts and saw that it was after 
seven o'clock. He was hungry. Time 
to get a room here. And Jennings 
might be coming down any minute to 
go out to eat. It wouldn't be a good 
plan to encounter him here in the 
brightness. of the lobby. 

Ronny verified, as he signed the 
name John Green in the registry book, 
that Jennings had been given room 
332. That would probably be on the 
third floor. vVhat he wanted was a 
room ori that floor, or above-pref
erably above. Far enough away so 
that no one would think of him, even 
as a witness. 

" Don't care much, except the price, 
what you give me," he told the clerk. 
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Luck was with him. He didn't have 
to stall, or raise any objections. He 
got a room on the fourth floor, which 
was the top. And he saw, as he climbed 
the stairs, following the colored boy 
who carried his small suitcase, that 
Jennings' room on the third floor, was 
close to the stairs. Easy to spot it by 
the big metal numbers tacked to its 
door-panel. The- old-fashioned glass ' 
transom over the door showed a glow 
of light. What luck ! It was necessary 
to pass Jennings' room to get further 
upstairs. That gave Ronny a perfect 
excuse for being in this part of the 
hotel if by any chance he should be 
seen here. 
. Ronny went out once or twice, and 
then waited in his own room, reading, 
until nearly midnight. Jennings had 
been out to supper, had come back and 
perhaps now had gone to bed. Ronny 
slipped the bottle of whiskey into his 
side coat pocket and his revolver in 
the other. He drew his cap low over 
his eyes, put out the light in his room 
and locked his door as he left. He was 
wearing on his right hand a thin black 
silk glove to guard against leaving 
fingerprints. He kept this hand in his 
right coat pocket, gripping the re
volver. 

No need for particular secrecy ; i f  
anyone happened to be  in sight when he 
got down to the third floor he would 
keep on going. But no one was in 
sight. The stairs and the hall were 
empty. The transom over Jennings' 
door still showed an interior light. J en
nings probably was awake. 

Ronny paused at the turn of the 
stairs for a moment. The long hall 
was dim, with only an occasional small 
electric bulb ilh,tmined. A red glow at 
the further end marked the fire exit. 
Near the stairs a hall side-window, 
partly opened, looked out over an angle 

of the adjacent alley. Easy to walk 
quietly-there was a strip of carpet 
down the center of the hall. But the 
place was comfortably noisy anyway. 
The roar of the clattering city came in 
that opened hall window. Some of the 
room-transoms showed lights ; twenty 
·feet down the hall it sounded as though 
a card game were in progress. Noisy, 
raucous voices ; laughter ; the clatter of 
poker chips. 
· Ronny decided that now was as good 
a time as any to chance it .  A few 
seconds getting into Jennings' room 
without being seen ; and a few seconds 
unobserved when he came out. That 
was all he need�d. 

II 

HE stood at Jennings' door . . .  
Have to remember to close this 
transom. Jennings would make a 

little rumpus, of course . . .  Ronny 
tapped on the door very softly. No 
answer. Very carefully, with his 
gloved hand, he turned the knob. The 
door yielded. Jennings hadn't locked it. 

A second and Ronny was in the 
rooni, with the door softly closed be
hind him. And Jennings' startled voice 
was saying, 

" \tVhat you want ? Oh-" 
Ronny's swi ft gaze in that second 

took in all the details of the fair-sized 
bedroom. No bath. Only this one hall 
door. Two windows with drawn down 
shades. Bureau, washstand, chairs and 
table. Matting rug of straw on the 
floor. Small electrolier, lighted ; Jen
nings had evidently shifted it from the 
table to a chair beside the bed. And 
Jennings, in pajamas, propped up on 
the bed, with newspapers on his knees. 

A second, while Ronny stood backed 
against the closed door and Jennings 
gazed with startled surprise. He didn't 
recognize the intruder, of course. 
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Ronny's cap was pulled low down ; it 
was dim here by the door, out of the 
yellow circle o f  the electrolier's illum
ination. But that yellow circle fell 
upon Jennings' flabby face. It went 
{lale. The jaw dropped with astonish
ment, then with fear as Ronny's black
gloved hand whipped out with the re
volver. 

And Ronny's low voice hissed, 
" Keep quiet ! One shout--or move
and you'll be dead. I mean it. One 
move's your last." 

Ronny's left hand was fumbling be
hind him for the transom-lever. He 
found it and shoved the thing dosed. 
The big key was in the lock. Ronny 
turned it and locked the door. He saw 
the fear on Jennings' face mingled now 
with a vague relief. Jennings thought 
this was- an ordinary stick-up. His eyes 
swung wildly about the room as though 
for help, But he did not move. 

" What you-" 
" Shut up !" hissed Ronny. 
" What you-I-I have no money 

here." Jennings spoke with obedient 
softness. " Don't shoot. I'll give you 
-give you what I've got." 

Then as Ronny shoved back his cap, 
Jennings knew him. 

" YouT' 
' 

THERE was fear on his face now. 
Stark terror. Triumph surged 
over Ronny. This was the mo

ment for whkh he had been waiting 
two years. 

" Yeah. Know me, don't you ?" 
Ronny padded forward to the foot of 
the bed. " Keep your hands up there 
on your knees."  

" I haven't-haven't got-" 
" Well, keep 'em up, anyway." He 

shifted along the side of the bed and 
sat down on it close by Jennings, who 
drew back in terror against the pillows. 

" Ronny - that gun - what you 
want ? Are you crazy ?" 

He was squirming with terror. 
" Keep your voice soft, damn you, 

Jennings. I'll-" 
" I am keeping it soft, Ronny. I'm 

glad-" 
" Glad, are you ? Well, you won't 

be in a minute. Thought you'd double
cross me, did you ?" 

" Ronny, no--" 
" Just because you got caught-an' 

I didn't-tryin' to put 'em after me-" 
" No·! I swear I didn't, Ronny ; lis

ten-" He was terrified, squirming. 
Ronny sat with leveled weapon. Gloat
ing. This was worth waiting for. 

" Go ahead," he urged. " Tell it. 
Let's hear it-gettin' off with two 
years-" 

" Because they knew I ·wasn't the 
one who tried to kill her." 

" Yeah ?" 
" Yeah." Jennings dared to mock 

him. He dared to show a little spirit. 
Ronny, with narrowed eyes saw that 
Jennings was tensed, watchful. 

" Ronny, if I'd told them about you 
-you know damn well I saw you stab 
her. An' suppose she'd died-we 
didn't plan murder-! didn't-" 

" You're a liar." 
" I'm not, Ronny. I could have told, 

but I didn't. I could tell now-" 
Tell now ! But that's just what he 

couldn't do ! Ronny saw with a sud
den vision like a light striking into 
darkness how futile and unimportant 
had been all his plans for vengeance. 
This was his real motive. Jennings 
knew what really had happened that 
night in the lonely cabin ; he could send 
Ronny up for' it any time he liked. 

" Ronny, I've learned my lesson. I'm 
going straight-" 

" Straight ? Straight to hell !" 
There was an instant when Jen-
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_ nings must have seen his death com
ing. The knowledge of it swept into 
his eyes. His tensed body hardly 
moved as Ronny suddenly struck with 
the revolver muzzle which he had been 
holding within a foot of Jennings' face. 
It caught Jennings on the temple. He 
did not cry out. He made hardly a 
sound as his body pitched forward, 
tumbled sidewise and slid through 
Ronny's outstretched arms to the floor. 
The electrolier went down ; the light in 
the room went out. 

Ronny straightened and stood pant
ing. This was not just what he had 
expected should happen, but it was 
good enough. Jennings was dead. Or 
was he ? This damn room-light being 
extinguished, would that attract atten
-tion from the hall ? Had there been 
too much noise ? 

Ronny was startled by the confusion 
of his whirling thoughts. There seemed 
.a dozen things that he had to do all 

bed. Ronny saw that in falling one of  
Jennings' legs had struck against the 
dangling wire and had ripped the wire 

· completely out of the electrolier so that 
the two copper ends of the wire now 
lay on the matting. The paper-shade 
electrolier hadn't made much noise as 
it fell. It wasn't broken ; the bulb was 
still intact. The ripping out of the 

. wires was what had extinguished the 
light. 

Ronny's thoughts steadied. Could 
he make this look like an accident ? A 
drunken man, getting out of bed, trip
ping over a light wire, pitching for
ward and sidewise, striking his temple 
against something sharp ? Worth tak
ing a little time to fix. Ronny figured 
that if anyone had heard any noise, 
and wanted to investigate, they'd have 
come already. He would chance a min
ute or two. 

III 

at once, and above them all was a great HE padded softly to the windows, 
urge to get out of here. People might cautiously pulled the shades aside 
come, begin pounding on the door. an inch or so. A sheer drop to 
Through that door was the only way the street. Both windows were closed 
to get out. He'd be caught in here and locked. He did not touch them. 
like a rat in a trap. Was Jennings dead ? Ronny gripped 

Ronny stood fighting his rising panic. his revolver around its middle with his 
No one would come-there hadn't been gloved hand and stabbed the muzzle -
much noise. He saw now that there again into the red wo�md of Jennings' 
was still light enough in the room for head. Grewsome business. It made 
what he had to do. The hall light Ronny's senses reel, so that he leaned 
came through the glass of the transom, back against the bed to steady himself .  
and a yellow glow of nearby electric · Jennings was dead ; no doubt of it 
signs showed through the drawn win- now. Ronn:r: took off his black glove 
dow shades. And in a moment Ron- carefully. He wiped the bloody re
ny's eyes were accustomed to the new volver muzzle with the glove and laid 
dimness. the weapon and the glove on the floor 

The pajama-clad body of Jennings . . .  Mustn't forget to take them with 
lay with outstretched arms on the floor. him, and find a place outside to dispose 
One cheek was against the matting. of them. The blood on the glove would 
From the upturned temple blood was dry in a moment, and then he could 
welling, darkly red on the pallor of safely put it in his pocket. 
the face. The electrolier lay near the So much for him to guard against ! 
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He had left no fingerprints yet. He 
was sure of it. 'vVas any blood on his 
clothes ? He stood in the yellow glow 
of one of the window shades, examin
ing his appearance. Nothing wrong. 
In the bureau mirror, as he turned back 
to the dim, eerie room, he caught a 
glimpse of his reflection-slim fellow 
with gray cap awry on his head. His 
white face was contorted, strained. 
God, what a way to look ! Was he so 
frightened ? 

He faced the mirror, straightened 
his cap. Nothing wrong. And he 
smiled into the ghastly reflection of his 
face. Why all this excitement ? He 
had no expectation of facing the po
lice ; there would be no way for him to 
be drawn into this thing .at all. But 
he mustn't linger here. Must fix the 
body to look like an accident. 

The bed was of iron, painted white, 
with brass trimmings. Brass balls 
ornamented its corner posts. The two 
at the foot of the bed were much lower 
than those at the head. Ronny stood 
by the outside foot-corner and with the 
tail of his jacket he unscrewed the 
brass ball. It .came loose, exposing the 
threaded iron staple. It was just about 
the size and shape of the end of a 
revolver muzzle. This was what the 
dead man would be supposed to have 
struck . . . It would need blood on it. 

Ronny had the brass ball clutched in 
the flare of his jacket. What should 
he do with it ? He knelt, dropped it to 
the floor, kicked it gently .with his foot. 
It rolled under the bed, struck one of 
Jennings' shoes and lay motionless. 
Ronny took a look and left it there. 

With the black glove dipped into 
that grewsome temple of the dead man, 
he smeared blood upon the point of 
the bed-post, and put the glove back 
on the floor with the revolver . . . 
Mustn't forget to take them with him. 

A haste was on Ronny now. It 
seemed that he had been here an in
terminable time since the killing, but in 
reality it had only been a minute or 
two. The body wasn't lying in the 
right position. He gripped it under 
the shoulders and hitched it nearer the 
foot of the bed. Careful of the blood ! 
Had blood gotten to the floor matting 
in the other position ? He saw that it 
had not. 

He wiped his whiskey bottle with his 
jacket to avoid fingerprints. He put 
a little whiskey on Jennings' lips, 
spilled more on the floor and some into 
a glass which stood on the table. And 
then he laid the bottle on the floor with 
its neck against the fingers of Jennings' 
outstretched right hand. The whiskey 
gurgled out on the matting for a mo
ment and then stopped. 

Ronny was finished. He stood sur
veying the 'grewsome, tragic scene of 
the dim bedroom. A drunk fell out 
of bed and killed himself. Fair enough. 
Much better than an unsolved murder ; 
with a hue and cry after everybody 
who ever knew Jennings . . . 

Now to get out of this damned 
room . . . Ronny abruptly stiffened. 
He crouched back against the foot of 
the bed with all the blood in his body 
seeming to have turned into ice water. 
Voices and footsteps sounded in the 
hall ! Men coming ! God ! He was 
caught here red-handed, caught like a 
rat in a trap ! The door was locked 
on the inside-Ronny remembered dis
tinctly that he locked it. But the men 
would try the door. Pound. Shout.. 
Alarm the hotel. 

A panic of terrified, unre<�.soning 
thoughts swept Ronny as he crouched 
in the yellow dimness, holding his 
breath, l istening to the approaching 
men. A few seconds. Where was his 
damned gun ?  Must get it. Fight his 
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way out of here. Fight-never get 
taken-this-this w� premedi tated 
murder . . . Death penalty . . . 

The footsteps came to the door·
Ronny suddenly breathed again and 
felt himself smiling weakly. He was 
trembling and cold all over-cold with 
sweat. But safe. The footsteps had 
not stopped. The voices were nothing 
but casual talk. Just a couple of men 
passing on their way upstairs. 

What a fright over nothing ! The 
sounds were gone in a moment. Silence 
out there now. He wiped his dank 
forehead with the back of his hand and 
tried to grin. This accursed room
the body lying there weltering-once 
away from -here, this feeling of being 
in a trap would vanish. Now was the 
time to get out. 

·HE stood listening at the door. 
Silence. No, he could dimly hear 
that card-game down the hall. He 

turned the key quietly in the lock. Had 
he better open the transom ? Why 
bother ? What an idiot ! Of  course he 
had to open the transom, in order to 
toss Jennings' key back in ! He was 
sure he could toss it so it 'vould _ land 
on the bed. A drunk was liable to do 
anything. The police could figure that 
this drunk had locked himself in and 
taken the key to bed with him. Ronny 
fought to keep his mind on what he 
was doing. So many things, all of 
which must be done just right. He 
gently opened the transom. Its glass 
panel tilted inward from the top six 
or eight inches. 0. K. He took the 
key from the lock. Careful of finger
prints on the doorknob-and on the key. 
Big metal tab, easy to put fingerprints 
on it. He dropped the key in his jacket 
pocket and wiped it off with the cloth 
of the pocket. 

He turned the doorknob with the 

tail of his jacket. Silence outside. But 
in that second of hesitation it seemed 
to Ronny that he dared not chance 
going out. Was someone lurking silent! y 
out there, ready to jump on him ? Non
.sense ! 

Then another wave of terror swept 
him. He was going out, leaving his 
revolver and the bloody glove here on 
the floor ! He turned back and found 
them. The blood · on the glove was 
only damp now. He stuffed them in 
his pocket, opened the door an inch. 
Silence-

He was in the hall. He closed the 
door without touching the knob. There 
was just a little faint click, and an
other as he turned the key in the lock 
and withdrew the key. And they were 
both drowned in a burst of laughter 
from that room at the end of the hall. 

Safe ! The damned thing was over. 
But was it ? Footsteps sounded. Some
one coming up the nearby uncarpeted 
stairs ! And he had the key in his 
pocket-the key to the murder, unless 
he got rid of it in a hurry ! 

Ronny fled from the door. He 
reached the stairs, silently mounted a 
few steps and drew back in the shadows 
of the mid-landing. He was really safe 
now ! If this fellow came past the 
third floor Ronny could go on up to 
his own room . . . The footsteps 
reached the third floor and went along 
the hall and away into silence. Ronny 
breathed again. This sort of thing was 
easy. He went back down the few steps 
to the third floor. The hall was empty. 
He saw the opened hall window. The 
alley below was piled with a litter of 
rubbish ; Ronny had noticed it earlier in 
the evening. A good place to throw 
the revolver and glove. They might 
not be found for days . . . 

It only took him a second or two to 
reach the locked door of Jennings' 
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room and get rid of the key. He held 
it gingerly by the end, drew back from 
the door and threw it through the 
opened transom. It would drop on the 
bed-now he must throw the revolver 
and glove out of this hall window . . . . 
God ! Was it possible to see through the 
transom of Jennings' room from the 
upper stair landing ? The realization 
of such a possibility-someone having 
been on the stairs and seeing the mur
der-flashed with a vagrant stab of 

- thought into Ronny's mind in that split 
second while the dead man's key was 
hurtling through the air in Jennings' 
room . . . 

The key struck in the room-but not 
on the bed. Ronny heard the faint 
rattling clank of metal. It had hit some
thing hard. But what had it hit ? 

What was this ? The hall went dark. 
Blackness. Had he gone suddenly 
blind ? 

IV 

R
ONNY fought, in a panic with 

flailing hands, at the blackness. It  
drowned him. He turned in it, 

vaguely with his sense of direction 
gone. Blind ? Rot ! He was all right. 
Easy ! Find the stairs ! Get away 
from here ! Away-

All the lights in this part of the 
hotel were extinguished. The hall, and 
all these rooms, had gone suddenly 
dark. Voices were rising ; footsteps ; a 
clatter ; doors opening ; people groping 
into the hall. · 

Ronny tried to hold his wits. He 
heard the rattle of poker-chips. The 
card-game ! To the left ! He turned 
and started ; he felt the strip of hall 
carpet under his feet. Other men were 
in the hall. A match flared briefly, to 
show a man in a bedroom doorway. 

Then Ronny saw the glow of light in 
the hall window .

. 
The gun in his jacket 

pocket thumped his hip as he moved. 
Must get rid .of it-and the bloody 
glove. Throw them out the window . . .  

He reached the window and felt 
somebody beside him ; they bumped. 
Hands gripped him. Ronny's  heart was 
in his throat. He still had this damned 
gun and bloody glove. 

A voice demanded, " Shay, got a 
match ? 'Scuse me-hittin' you-damn 
dark." 

Ronny shook him off. " No, I 
haven't."'• 

Spots of yellow light were appearing 
in the hall. Voices were demanding 
that somebody find the stairs and go 
down and get the damned hotel clerk. 
Then suddenly from the card-game 
came the sound of a table overturning. 
A crash of bottles and glasses and 
chips. And a loud drunken wail. 

The fellow beside Ronny clung 
again. " No match ? Stew bad. Gotta 
get a can'le. Stew damn dark'n my 
room." 

This accursed bloody glove ! Was 
he doomed to be caught with it ? Would 
the electric lights flash on ? 

Ronny twisted sidewise at the win
dow. He was still in shadow. In an
other second he had the gtin and glove 
out of his pocket-and dropped them 
over the sill. Or on the sill ? · No, they 
fell down into the alley. No doubt of 
that. Down into a big pile of rubbish. 
He could see it down there. , 

What a relief !  Ronny stood with 
the drunk clinging to him. The glove 
had been moist with- blood ; Ronny 
could feel it sticky on his fingers. He 
spat on them, wiped them off on the 
leg of his trousers. 

" Let go of me, you idiot." He shoved 
away the drunk. Everything was all 
right now. He was just another by
stander. He turned and saw that he 
was only a few feet from the stairs. 

7 D- 1 6  
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He could say-if anybody bothered ro 
ask-that he had just come down the 
stairs from his room and was on his 
way out of the hotel. He was wearing 
his cap ; it would be perfectly plausible. 

H
E started for the stairs and met the 

, beam of a white flashlight-the 
house detective coming up on a 

run, with the night clerk after him. 
" What the hell's all the rumpus 

here ? Who put out the lights ? . What 
was that crash ?" 
Somebody said, " Lights went out, 

all at once. Guess a fuse blew out." 
The group gathered solid at the 

stair-head. Ronny could 't see how to 
get past them without attracting atten
tion. 

" Clerk, I say, get your electrician." 
" Lad's right. Ain't this damned 

hotel got any 'lectrician ? We're in a 
game-can't play poker in a dark-" 
Three uniformed figures came up 

tl-� stairs with a rush. The police from 
across the street ! 
" Hey, Greggson, you here ? Need 

any help ? What's the trouble ?" 
The hotel detective swung around. 

" Damned if I know, Bill. Fuse blew 
out-that's about all..:' 

Ronny's breath stopped . . He stood 
against the wall of the hall, frozen, 
transfixed. Somebody had said : 

" From that room-over there , 332." 
Greggson's flashlight beam swung to 

Jennings' door, and clung. 
The man added, " Seemed like I saw 

a splutterin'-a flickerin' light over that 
transom-" 
A little momentary flickering glow 

had been visible through Jennings' tran
som after the lights went out. And 
there was a smell of something burn
ing. It was faint, but even now every
one in the hall was aware of it. 

" Prom in there !" 
8 D-16 

" A short circuit-" 
" Who's in there ? Is it occupied-" 
Greggson was at Jennings' door. He 

tried it. Found it locked. Began pound
ing. And shouting : 

" Hey-, you, in there ! \Vake up !" 
" Drunk, maybe-" 
One of the policemen stooped at the 

keyhole. 
" No key in here." 
The clerk was saying, " I rented it. 

I was on when he registered. Man 
named Jennings. He came in to go · to 
bed coupla hours ago." 

Ronny stared, fascinated . But his 
thoughts were saying, " Get away from 
here. Away-" 

He took a ste'p. A policeman was at 
the stairs. No .chance ! No innocent 
bystander would leave now. It would 
look suspi cious, draw attention . . .  
" George, get the pass-keys." 
The pale-green colored boy rolled 

the whites of his eyes and dashed down 
the stairs. In a minute he was back. 
They opened Jennings' door. The flash
light beams swept in. 
. �· God !  Look at ' im !" 
" Dead ? Is he-" 
" Dead drunk, you mean." 
" Dead, you damn fool. Look at his 

head." 
" Lord, Greggsoq, look at this ! 

Easy, man ! Don't touch it !" 
" The fuse blew-no current now 

to--" 
" Well, don't touch it anyway. Get 

the sergeant. An accident ? How do 
you -know what this is ? Hey, you fel
lows, keep back out of here-" 
" Get a doctor, somebody. He might 

not be dead-" · 

R
ONNY was in the group that 
crowded forward to stare into the 
room. Queer mischance, caused 

by his tossing the dead man's key 
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through the transom ! The key had 
fallen, not upon the bed, but on the 
floor. It had slid and landed on the 
naked ends of the ripped-out electro
tier wires ! The key and its metal tag 
had short-circuited the current, caused 
that momentary blue flickering, and 
then blown the fuse. The straw mat
ting under the key was charred a little. 
It had smoked for a while and then 
stopped of itself. 

vV eird mischance that by tossing the 
key he had brought this sudden dis
covery of the crime. But what of it ? 
No danger to Ronny. And they could 
see that all this was only an accident 
anyway. 

Ronny was herded back with the 
others from the door. Nothing to do 
now but stand here and act natural : 
watching with natural curiosity what 
was going on . . . 

Time passed. Other officials came. 
Inside Jennings' room they tramped 
about and whispered. The door closed. 
Then later it opened again. 

Out in the hall the bystanders stood 
in little gropps, excitedly talking, gath
ering what they could from what 
snatches came from Jennings' room. 
Not a person had made a move to leave 
the scene ; more had tried to arrive, but 
the policeman on guard at the stairs 
stopped them. 

"-an' what the hell," Ronny was say
ing to the group which he had joined. 
" I  was on my way out from upstairs. 
Gonna keep us here all night because a 
drunk fell an' killed himself ?" 

" -sa yin' now it might be murder ! 
The clerk jus' said-" 

Might be murder ! Ronny stiffened. 
He mumbled, " J ees-this is the real 
thing, huh ?" 

Fragments of information came 
trickling into the hall. Looked like 
murder. The body wasn't in the right 

position on the rug matting to have hit 
the bed-post . . . Somebody had 
shifted the body. You could tell that 
because the whole rug had shifted with 
it and was twisted under the body . . .  
A post mortem would tell whether 
Jennings really had been drunk or 
not . . . The clerk said that the maid 
certainly would have replaced that brass 
ball, not left it under the bed. All the 
rooms \vere in good order, always . - . .  

l\Iurder ? Well, what of  it ? Ronny 
had covered his tracks all right. He'd 
just as soon, now w ith all this rumpus, 
that they called it murder as anything 
else . . . He had a chance now to 
verify that from the hall stairs it was 
impossible to see down through J en
nings' transom ; the angle was wrong. 
Besides, i f  there had been any witness, 
he would have spoken up long ago . . . 

The blow fell upon Ronny as unex
pectedly as though someone had thrust 
a kni fe into his back. From the now 
open doorway of Jennings' room a 
policeman's voice said : 

" -named John Green ? Who is he ? 
Is he here ?" 

And the clerks voice : " Sure-that 
. fellow with the gray cap over there." 

The hall was bright now. It went 
abruptly silent, with every eye upon 
Ronny. 

" Come here, you. Come in here." 
He stumbled into Jennings' room. 

The· door banged closed on the mur
murs of the crowd in the hall. 

The thick towering figure of a po-
liceman confronted him. 

" \Vhat's your name ?" 
" R- John Green." 
God, he was frightened ! 
" \Ve know this is murder, see ? He's 

got the wound in the right-hand 
temple. But that's the wrong side for 
hittin' the bed-post an' fallin' the way 
he did, ' less he was a contortionist." 
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Ronny's thoughts were pounding. 
The wrong temple ! Evidence of mur
der. What difference ? It didn't say 
who did the murdering . . . 

He was so horribly frightened ! He 
was stammering : 

" Y-yes, sir. You say-murder-" 
A voice said, " Locked the door as 

he came out of here-then threw the 
key back in-" . 

Ronny saw the key still lying on the 
wires ; the current was cut off now by 
the plug having been pulled from 
the base socket. 

That key lying down there . . . 
Ronny stared, with all his wits gone 
and his tongue sticking in his dry 
.mouth. Hands were plucking at his 
pockets. 

" Here's his own key-" 

It wasn't in his trousers pocket 
where he thought it was, but in the 
side pocket of his coat. The big police
man drew it out. Held it under 
Ronny's face. But his gaze passed it, 
and clung to the key on the floor. The 
dead man's key. But it wasn't ! It's 
tag bore his o_wn room number ! He 
could read it from here. 407. And the 
key the policeman had taken from 
Ronny's pocket was Jennings' key ! 
The fatal numbers - 332 - dangled 
under his eyes. 

Realization rushed upon Ronny. In 
that panic when he had almost been 
caught at Jennings' door, he had come 
back from the stairs, reached in
stinctively into his trousers pocket, and 
tossed through the transom, not the 
dead man's key, but his own ! 

Have you tried having your newsdealer reserve your copy of DE'!'ECTIVE 
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may have trouble getting some issues unless they are saved for you. 



Blow--Out 
By F. N. Litten 

" Y '  know gas, do 
yuh ? An' who 

are you ? "  

Bean-Eye Knew Oil Wells and Men-and He Knew 
Too the Death That Was Waiting in the Boiler Hou&e 

"IF he don't find oil, he's through," 
Layne said, leaning forward to 
make his words audible above the 

chugging of the launch. 
Old man Garner stared at him from 

the center seat. He did not answer, 
bu� the wrinkles in his hard face deep
ened into seams. The launch moved 
on down the sluggish Bayou Nezpere ; 
the racket of her exhaust vol1eying 
back and forth between the walls of  
moss-draped gum and cypress trees on 
shore. 

" Can't see why you hold him, Ed. 
Dan Yelverton's got more 'black marks 
than any driller on the A. T. payroll. 
It's making your district-making you 
-look bad." He paused. " I've got 
to tell you, Ed, Rand's been talking of  
a new super in  this district : you've 
junked too many holes on Bayou Nez
pere, he says. But I know it's Yelver
ton's to blame." 

Eel Garner moved his gaunt frame 
about uneasily, but his reply was color
less. 

Layne spoke again, impatiently 
with friendship in his voice. 

yet " I've been a company man a 
_ long time ; be hard to lose out now. 

116 
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But if it comes, I'll have to take it, 
boy." 

" Get rid . of Yelverton !" exclaimed 
Layne sharply. " You're letting him 
knife you-" 

He stopped. Garner's face under its 
leathery tan had grayed. His hands, 
resting on his knees, clenched the oil
spattered cloth convulsively. He sent a 
frightened stare past Layne-as if he 
saw a sinister, terrifying thing behind 
in the black water. Layne, startled, 
cded : 

" What's wrong ?" 
Garner broke into a sudden jarring 

laugh, but that was all. 
Layne's lips tightened angrily. He 

was puzzled too. Garner always had 
been hard to figure out, silent, brood
ing, but _a good friend. A smart oil 
man too, until he took this Dan Y el
verton to nurse. Arch Layne hated the 
thought of losing Garner, but his chief, 
Jack Rand, was hard. " Produce or 
make room," was Rand's slogan. 

The launch pushed on another hun
dred yards. She rounded a bend in the 
stream and Layne snapped upright 
suddenly. Just ahead, moored to the 
right bayou bank, lay a barge piled 
with steel bents, cross girders and oil 
drilling tools. 

" Converse Oil !" he cried. " They're 
bringing in a rig-they mean to drill 
an offset hole beside us, Ed !" Garner 
watched the barge crew sliding a heavy 
pipe-joint down the plank runway to 

-· shore. 
" They had a scout on our floor last 

week," he muttered. " An' every oil 
man in the country knows about this 
job, 'count of  that big gas-pocket Dan 
run into. Dan was into the oil sand on 
Friday. He St�re must have hit oil oy 
now." 

" He's out of luck unless he has," 
Layne answered grimly. Spinning the 

wheel, he turned the launch inshore, 
and shut off power. 

FIFTY yards below the barge, where 
a path led through the woods, the 
boat grounded in the mud and 

cypress knees. As the keel scraped, a 
man, emerging from the gloom of the 
tree shadows� hobbled forward. lie 
gripped the painter, dragged the boat 
ashore. 

Garner climbed stiffly out over the 
bow, the man stepped close. A queer 
scarecrow he was ; thin, hollow
cheeked, but what marked him was his 
left eye. A strange and ghastly thing, 
gleaming a fish-belly white, the eyeball 
rolled so that no pupil showed. Garner 
glanced at him curiously. The man 
spoke, an eager rasping whisper. 

" Brother, how about a job, for the 
smartes' bit-runner that ever made hole 
in these parts ?" The stranger thumpecf 
his chest, nodded. " Bean-eyed Jacobs 
himself, who done it better at Jennin's, 
Sour Lake, Burkeburnett, an' Bakers
field. Yeah, an' way down to ol' Tam
pico in Spigotty land. An' many 
others. How 'bout it, brother ?" 

" Full up," said Garner shortly, and 
made to push by. But the other 
reached uncertainly for his jumper 
sleeve. 

" Hey, wait !" he urged, but the as
surance had faded from his voice. 
" You got a place in the boll weevil 
corner, ain't you, er rackin' pipe, er 
firin' yer steam pots ?" His fumbling 
hand struck Garner's cheek. The 
superintendent brushed it away threat
eningly, then checked. He stared at 
the man for a long moment. 

" Why, you're half blind," Garner 
said at last. " No place for you round 
a rig. Takes all the sight a man's got 
to keep from under, when the drill
stem's traveling." 
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" Dammit, I 'm a driller !" cried the 
thin man, his voice shaking. " I kin 
make hole, I tell yuh. Blind, am I ?  
I see with my nose and with these here 
meat-hooks "- · he lifted his two 
hands-" better'n you with yer two 
eyes. Fack, brothe;. An' I smell with 
my eye, too." 

" Full up, ' '  repeated Garner. But he 
reached for his wallet, drew out a bill. 
" A  stake. You better hit for Berwick." 

The man's chin quivered. 
" Lissen, I don't want no charity. 

- This here wile-cat hole's brought you 
no oil-just a gasser, ain't it ? That's 
what the papers said. That's why I 
come. I sm:vy handlin' gas ; might save 
yuh a blow-out. Yuh got gas in these 
woods now. I smell it." 

Garner's voice hardened as he an
swered. 

" You smell it. And you smruy gas. 
But there is no smell to ' natural. ' So 
you're lyin', Jacobs, or whatever you 
call yourself." 

The man, li fting his hand, touched 
his ugly, sightless eye. 

" No; I ain't lyin', brother. Sure, y' 
can't smell casing gas-not with yer 
nose. But my eye tells me pronto if 
there's just a trace about ; it begins to 
sting an' burn. And I say again, 
there's gas in these here woods." 

Garner shrugged. He pressed the 
bill into Jacobs' hand. 

" We're full up," he repeated. Then 
with a nod to Layne he turned and 
strode up the path between the trees. 
But Layne held back a moment. He 
had heard somewhere that gas could 
be detected as the man had claimed. 

II "you say there's gas - here ?" he 
asked curiously. 
" Er my name ain't Bean-eye, 

brother," answered the thin man, con-

viction in the words. " I ain't blind, 
neither. I see fair in sun ; just these 
damn black woods bothers me. But 
when this here eyeball starts atingling, 
that spells casin'-head gas. An' when 
she begins to weep, I leave the place, 
pronto ! 'Fore the stuff can knock me 

- cold . . . Say, ain't you got work fer 
me ? Tool nipper, mixin' the mud ?" 

. He twisted the bill in his skinny 
fingers. " I'm broke, but no pan
handler, at that." . 

Some impulse he did not under
stand made Layne reply : 

" Fall in then. I 'l l  see i f  we can't 
fix it." 

He started after Garner, now almost 
hidden in the gloom ahead. It was 

· nearly sundown of a short winter day. 
The rival crew on the Converse Oil 
Company's barge quit work, the clang 
of pipe-joints rolling down the run
way ended suddenly. The woods were 

· still. Garner vanished round a turn in 
the path as Layne passed the rig boiler

. house, a tin-sided shed in a hollow. 
Beyond, over a dome-like ridge, he 

could sec the derrick frame where Gar
ner's man, · Dan Yelverton, was drill
ing. He noted a line of new two-inch 
pipe, red lead still bright on the joints, 
which ran snake-like down the hill and 
into the boiler house by him. It was 
a gas line from the well, fuel to fire 
the boilers. 

But the boiler fire-boxes were cold 
and dead, and there was no one on 
duty in the building. It appeared that 
even the gas had quit flowing. A sign 
at the edge of the path read : " Danger 
- Leave M a t c h e  s Here." Layne 
searched his pockets, dropped a box in 
an empty tin can tacked to the post be
low the sign, and went on. Behind him 
he heard Bean-eye Jacobs call : 

" Gas here-plenty, brother." 
Then a sound of angry voices reached 
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Layne-Garner's and a heavy deeper 
rumble that was Dan Yelverton's. The 
voices rose to higher pitch. Layne broke 
into a run. He reached the hill ridge, 
halted. 

Below, on the derrick platform at the 
bottom of the draw, stood Garner and 
the driller Yelverton, facing each other 
breast to breast. The crew were grouped 
behind them on the floor. As Arch 
Layne watched, Yelverton, a thick-set, 
bull-necked man, shook a heavy fist in 
Garner's face. 

" Gimme a pink ticket, hey ? Lessee 
yuh do it . . . Come on now." 

He stuttered thickly. He was drunk. 
Some of the men about him laughed, 
silly, off-key sounds. Others turned 
away to pick up wrenches or fiddle with 
the tools that lay scattered on the plat
form. One, more sober than the rest, 
kicked a stone jug off into the slushpit 
where it sunk with an oily splash. 
Layne's eyes narrowed. He hurried 
down the slope and climbed the derrick 
floor. Dan Yelverton turned and, see
ing him, laughed, a loud sneering laugh. 

" By cripes, if here ain't Jack Rand's 
gum-shoe lad ! Th' 'sistant field boss 
of the Anglo-Tex. Th' guy that sneaks 
up, looks an' lissens, an' runs home to 
Papa Rand to tell on a driller that 
twists off a bit, er sidetracks a bad hole. 
Y'come too close, Starchy-collar, an' I'll 
send yuh t' th' laundry." 

HE lurched across the platform, lost 
his footing on the mud-slick 
planks and fell heavily. Layne 

sent a quick glance at the branched pipe, 
called a "' Christmas tree," which 
capped the well-casing that rose up 
through the derrick floor. If a well 
came in with gas, the Christmas tree 
with a valve on every branch controlled 
the pressure. But the gauge on the 
branched pipe showed zero. The set-

tling pit beside the platform held not a 
drop of oil. Yelverton was scrambling 
to his feet. 

" You brought in another duster, a 
dry hole," Arch Layne said coldly. 
" It'll be your last test for the Anglo
Texas, Dan. I f Ed won't fire_ you, I 
will . . .  You're through now." 
The driller cursed, his lips quivering 

with rage He rose to a crouch, rocked 
back and forth. Suddenly he dived at 
Layne. The younger man sidestepped, 
and as Yelverton charged past, swung 
quickly, a hard, down curving hook 
that caught the driller just behind his 
ear. He crashed, head on, into a corner 
column of the derrick, slid to the floor, 
out cold. Layne turned from him to 
Garner. Pointing down the gully to 
where a pile of timber marked the lo
cation of a second . rig, he said : 

" The Converse Oil are putting up 
their derrick. Listen, Ed. They wouldn't 
start an offset unless they knew we had 
the oil." He waited. Garner's eyes 
were hopeless, but he did not speak. 
Layne went on, choosing his words : 
" Ed, Yelverton bas-sold out. He's 
drilled through the gas pocket, past the 
oil sand, to cap rock." 

He wheeled on the rig crew, singled 
out a man who had drawn back into 
the crowd. " Boyd, you follow Y elver
ton on the night ' tower,' and you know 
oil, too. Was there oil showing in the 
returns these past ten days ?" 

The night driller would not meet 
Layne's glance. He muttered something 
under his breath. Layne smiled coldly. 

" How much did you get out of the 
deal ?" he asked. " Did Converse pay 
you well to spoil this hole ?" 

DAN YELVERTON was strug
gling to his feet again. He stag
gered forward, still groggy with 

the fall and the liquor he had drunk. 
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Blood ran in l�ttle oily beads from 
under his matted hair and down his 
forehead. His eyes were venomous. 

" Sold out, hey ?" he croaked. He 
shot a quick malignant glance at Gar
ner. " Am I fired, Ed ? You're the 
boss here, not this stuffed shirt of old 
Rand's . . .  Have you got th' nerve to 
fire me, Ed ? Talk up, I want to hear 
yuh say. ' '  

Garner groaned ; the knuckles of his 
clenched hands whitened. - The crew 
stared at him. They were all sober 
now. Garner's face was the face of a 
man in torture. Twice he tried to speak 
and failed. At last he said defensively : 

" You oughta swabbed the hole. Did 
you try it ? Or put the air to her ? 
Pressure might have brought her in. 
There must be oil under this dome, 
Dan." 

The driller wiped blood from his 
forehead. Still swaying dizzily he an
swered, contempt, hate in his voice : 

" Oil ! Who says there's oil here ? 
A damn geologist, another of Rand's 
pets. A crew of pencil-pushers dyna
mited the ridge, took a lot of phoney 
figgers off the seismograph. But I 
know. An' I tell yuh there ain't no oil ; 
nothin' but salt under the cap-rock and 
some pockety gas." 

A thin reedy voice behind him 
shrilled : 

" Pockety gas ? When y' git gas in 
pockets, brother, there's oil somewhere 
about. I know gas well ." 

Yelverton started, whipped around. 
He had steadied suddenly. Thrusting 
out his heavy jaw he stared at the queer 
scarecrow figure by the derrick rail. 
Finally he laughed, a harsh jarring 
sound. 

" Y' know gas, do yuh ? An' who 
th' hell are you ?" 

" Bean-eye, they call me, brother. 
Lookin' fer work. Not a job, under-

stand, but work. An' say there's gas 
here, brother. My eye kin smell it plain. 
I savvy gas." 

" Th' bo's goofy," muttered Y elver
ton as if to reassure himself. But his 
eyes were narrow, speculative. Then 
he said : " \Ve got no work-full
handed." 

Turning once more to Ed Garner, 
with a sneer he asked : " 'vVant me to 
try a bailin' tool in her ? All right
in the mornin' .  An' why did we lay 
off, yuh ask ? Fer th' reason I didn't 
think 'twas any use. I'd junk this hole, 
myself . . .  Yeah, we got a leetle bit 
corned up while we was waitin' fer yuh. 
But what of it ?" 

He turned with an ugly leer at 
Layne. " Fire me, huh ! I'm goin' now 
to get some hay._ An' after that I'll see 
you agin, an' take yuh apart like a 
watch." 

III 

HE moved to the platform ladder, 
- climbed down it heavily. Layne 

watched him in the fast descend
ing twilight cross the gully to the bunk 
shack and disappear within. The rig 
crew melted away and followed. Until 
only Ed Garner and the one-eyed man 
were left. 

Bean-eye murmured : " This gang 
of roughnecks looks all wrong to me, 
brother. Here's a pipe-line strung from 
well to boilers. But no gas. Here's a . 
pressure head-a C'ristmus tree
made onto th' well casin'. But no pres
sure. Still they's been gas ftowin'. My 
eye felt gas when we come down the 
path. 'Course they was · gas, or why 
run that boiler l ine, er set the C'ristmus 
tree ? Somebody buggered up this hole 
a'purpose, brothers. That bull-necked 
driller might have run solid pipe down 
past the oil sand-" 

" You say you've been a driller ?" 
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Layne interrupted. " \,Yell, do you 
know enough to clear this hole ? 
Where'd you work last ? Any refer-
ences ?" . ./ 

" Nary one," said Jacobs. " I 'm a 
floater, brother, a ten-day man. But I 
kin make hole, drive the pipe er pull her 
with th' best. See me work, that's my 
reference." 
Garner broke in hoarsely : " You 

ain't gointa fool with this bo', are you, 
boy ? I'll make Dan start bailing-or 
do it myself , tomorrow. Y' wouldn't 
risk spoiling what's done ?" 

" Dan won't set foot on this rig 
again," Layne said. " You're boss here, 
Ed, but I'm acting for the chief. And 
I know what Rand would say. Y elver
ton's fired-Boyd too. That leaves us 
short-handed. You start a side track, 
a · new hole alongside this one. I' ll 
follow you on the night tower, and try 
out this Jacobs in Boyd's place. The 
gang is all rotten, but we'll have to use 
them till I can bring in a new crew." 

Bean-eye Jacobs rubbed his hands. 
His white eye seemed to shine in the 
darkness that now shrouded the rig 
floor. 

" Thanks, brother, thanks," he said 
heartily. " I 'll show you something 
too." Crossing to the branched Christ
mas tree he ran a hand over it. Red 
lead smeared the joint of vertical well
casing where the heavy main valve was 
screwed on. 

" This lead's set," he muttered. " It's 
been made up fer a week, this C'ristmus 
tree. I kin tell by the feel. That's 
what you learn when yuh don't see so 
good-to make eyes outa yer mitts." 
He lifted his voice. 
" Brothers, that C'ristmus tree spells 

gas. It's been cased off ; still, it leaks 
a little. They've left the valves open 
so's it won't build pressure. They went 
do·wn past the oil and gas·, for I kin 

feel a gassy tremble in the pipe. An' 
my eye says gas is a'leakin', seepin' up. 
Must be oil behind that gas. Somebody 
buggered up this test, brothers, an' 
Bean-eye aims to find out who." 
\Vith uncertain step he followed the 

pump rail to the ladder and swung 
down. As he vanished in the twilight 
Layne turned to Garner. He could not 
see Garner's face, but every line of 
Garner's body spelled despair. Suddenly 
Layne stepped forward grasped his 
shoulder. 

"ED," he said, " why are you plug:: 
ging for a man like Yelverton ? 
A booze-head, and now gone 

crooked. He's sold out to the Con
verse crowd. I'm sure of it. They're 
a wrong bunch, Converse Oil. But 
they're wise, too. They wouldn't drill 
an offset well beside a dry hole. They 
know we've hit oil sand, Ed. Dan told 
them. He brought this well in dry, 
cased off the oil, and for a price. You 
kno·w it, Ed !" 
Garner was breathing hoarsely. 

Again Layne urged : 
'-' Ed, there's something else-some

thing back of this. What ?" 
A half checked groan, then Garner 

broke out, his voice harsh : 
" What ? Murder, is what. I' ll tell 

you, boy. It's been on my soul for long 
enough. I-J_:._killed a man. And
Yelverton was there. He saw it done. 
That's enough, I guess." 
Layne took an involuntary back

ward step. Then as there came to him 
the long clean record of Ed Garner he 
straightened, once again laid a Hand 
on the superintendent's shoulder. He 
felt it quiver at his touch. 
" Not enough, Ed," he said quietly. 

" You killed a man, you're paying 
blackmail. I want to hear the rest. 
A friend is asking you, Ed." 
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For a time Garner stood silent, his 
gaunt frame trembling, fighting to 
gain self-control. Layne waited with 
his hand on the other's shoulder. At 
last Garner began : 

" I'll tell you all-all. It's the 
finish anyway. You'd have to know. 
Twenty years ago it happened-in the 
big days at Spindletop. I was a 
boomer then, roughnecking at the field. 
Yelverton was there, to�and others. 
A tough camp, Spindletop, gone crazy 
for quick money, liquid gold. All on 
the make, with rotten women, tinhorn 
gamblers, crooks of every sort to fill 
the hand. No one knew any man's 
name or his game. And so one night, 
we were sitting to a three card draw 
in the tool shed-just Dan and me
and the other. 

" I'd been slicing a bit of plug. My 
-my knife lay half open on the table. 
The�ther-had the cards. He did 
a queer flutter shuffle, makin' the deck 
fly back an' forth between hfs hands, 
an' then began the deal. Dan had been 
drinkin'. He said the other was siftin' 
the cards-that he'd planted 'em. That 
flutter shuffle done it, he said. The 
other jumped up, a fight began. And 
Dan was takin' it. Dan was thin then, 
all skin and bones. But I had hard 
muscles coverin' my frame. You'd not 
known either of us in those days. So 
the years change a man." 

GARNER stopped. When he began 
again his voice held a dreary, 
hopeless note. 

" I got to my feet-to keep this fel
low off of Dan, for Dan was limp with 
drink. The two of us fought hard. 
The table went over. Then I caught 
him fair with all my weight behind 
the fist. His knees folded and he went 
down, down on his face. He did not 
get up. And after a time I turned him 

over. My knife, that had laid half 
open on the table-was sunk, blade
deep, close to his temple. Dead." 

He paused, did not go on until 
Layne said : " And then ?" 

Garner roused. His voice was flat, 
drained of emotion. 

" We got away-left him-as he 
lay. My knife, with ' Ed Garner ' cut 
in the bone handle-! left it, too, for
gettin' that my name was on it. I won
der that they never traced me by the 
knife. But Garner, it's a common 
name, and those were heedless days. 
Still, even then they had begun to 
bring the law to Beaumont. Dan says 
they've looked for me . . . Now it 
will be known. I will still pay." 
" Twenty years," repeated Layne. 

" Garner, you're a fool. A court would 
clear you in a single hearing. An acci
dent. Not pleasant to think back on, 
still, an accident. It might have hap
pened-why, to me. You've let it get 
you down, brooded over it. The law 
can't-" 

" Wait," cried Garner harshly, 
" there is Dan !" 

" Dan ?;' echoed Layne. " Well, what 
better witness could you have ?" He 
felt the man's shoulder twitch. 
" Dan-tells another story now," 

Garner shivered. " He tells me he 
knq_ws I did the killing in cold blood, 
for the money this man had. He found 
me two years ago and told me s�saicl 
that unless I helped hi.m he would turn 
me up . . . His word would be good. 
There is that knife." 
Layne gazed out across the dark 

flat at the lights twinkling in the bunk 
house, and visioning Yelverton within, 
swore bitterly. A cur-lower than a 
cur. 

Feeding on the terror of his friend, 
threatening his betrayal. Garner was 
a fool to have listened. He could easily 
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be cleared. Then as Layne thought on, 
·doubts began to cross his mind. Y el
verton's word . . . The kni fe . . . 
No doubt it had been found. Damn
ing evidence, linked with his word. 
Twenty years had passed, but the testi
mony would be hard to shake. Yet 
he knew that Garner had told the truth. 
Slowly he shook his head. 

" Ed, somehow there's a way" out. 
We'll find it. You won't be marked 
down by this blackmail. I'll make sure 
of that." 

".You believe me, boy ?" Garner 
said, an almost pleading whisper. · 

Layne took his hand, gripped it. 
" You are a fool, Ed. Why wouldn't 
I ?  Let's go down to the shack." 

IV 

·
T

EN o'clock. In the lean-to office 
of the bunk house Layne and Ed 
G a r n e r were studying the 

driller's log, Yelverton's daily record 
of the driiling he had done. The tally 
told them nothing. Yelverton had 
drilled the hole down to four thousand 
feet ; he had set screen-a perforated 
joint of pipe through which the oil 
should flow into the pipe-in a strata 
of sand above cap-rock. Layne tossed 
the book away. 

" Dan's too smart. He's covered up. 
But he had found oil and was ready 
to set screen when he began the bar
gain to sell out. My guess is he ran 
the hole down another pipe length, and 
sealed it off. Why, a week ago he had 
a gas line to the boilers. He must have 
been sure then that he'd have gas or 
oil to fire the boilers." 
Garner said nothing. His face was 

gray, deep-lined. It was plain he too 
believed the driller guilty. A shadow 
fell across the table and Layne raised 
his head. Yelverton stood in the door
way, his shoulder pressed against the 

frame. His eyes were bleared, shot 
with red veins, but humble. He spoke, 
a harsh apology. 

" I-was likkered up this evenin'
talked too much. But I been waitin' 
a week fer yuh t' come and tell me i f 
we wuz to junk th' hole. We got 
res'less . . . Mr. Layne, hope yuh 
won't hoi' what I said agin me-er 
take it pers'nal." 

" Not a bit, Dan," Layne answered. 
" Just the same, you're fired." 
Yelverton jerked upright. He stared 

at Layne, his face a mirror of ugly, 
shifting thoughts. With a slow move
ment he swung to Ed Garner. 

" Yon know what this means, I 
reckon," he said. Then turning on his 
heel, went out. 

Layne rose instantly, but Garner 
gripped his sleeve. And at the door 
Layne halted. Yelverton had gone on 
to a round table in the center of the 
bunk house where a noisy card game 
was in progress. 

" Gimme a stack o' blues an' make 
room, rough-necks," Yelverton called 
harshly. " It's m' last night with yuh. 
T'morrow I'm stagin' a big blow-out
an' I'm celebratin' in advance." 

A man whose face Layne couldn't 
see shoved chips across the table. He 
spoke and Layne recognized the voice 
of Bean-eye Jacobs. · 

" Sit in, brother," he greeted Yel
verton. " I'll deal yuh a hand yuh can 
bet up to the roof . . . I want to ask 
yuh somethin' , too. 'Bout that wile-cat 
hole. Whyn't yuh shoot her-give her 
a dose of soup ? I seen many a gusher 
brought in round the Oklahomy fields 
that way." 
Yelverton laughed. " Y' poor simp, 

they don't shoot wells no more, 'less 
they wanta risk spewin' the whole pipe 
string up through-the crown block of 
the derrick." His voice changed, be-
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came ugly. " What's it to yuh, any
way, bo ? Who ast yuh to horn in ? 
Your name ain't on no payroll around 
here." 

" W rang, brother," remarked Bean
eye, placidly. " I'm night driller, draw
in' wages from tomorrow on. An' i f  
they's any soup e r  powder on the job 
I'm bound to give advice to use it in 
th' hole. Th' brass collar-that young 
Layne.....,...he'll listen t' me . . M�bbe 
quicker'n he would to you." 

T A YNE could see Yelverton's face 
J..., change as he listened ; at first red-

dening with furious anger, then 
as a new thought came, eagerly malig
nant. But when he spoke, the driller's 
voice was silky smooth. 

" Why, funny face, y' know that 
ain't so bad a idee after all. Shoot th' 
hole-sure. Might bring her in. I'm 
not with th' outfit no more or I'd meb
be try it. But there's a new case of 
powder, sixty per cent stuff, in th' tool 
house. Caps, too, a full box. Dyna
mite crew left 'em here ; they never 
been opened. Drop some powder down 
that pipe. Th' well's no good anyhow, 
y' couldn't do no harm. An' if you 
was to bring her in ! Bo, they'd give 
yuh a new eye. But y' oughta use 
plenty powder, give her a heavy shot. "  

" Heavy a s  yer guts, ole timer," 
responded Bean-eye. " I might do as 
y' say . . . Now, sit down while I 
muss these cards, an' then fall to an' 
bet 'em high." 

A roughneck stood up to give Y el
verton his chair. The driller slid down 
into it. He smiled, too, evilly. Layne 
knew why. Yelverton had planted 
something in the boomer's mind. 
" Shoot the hole and bring it in." Dan
gerous. Though it might start the oil 
flow, ten to one the well would be 
ruined instead. But Bean-eye might 

try it " on his own," hoping for the 
off-chance of success. He owed re
sponsibility to no one ; he was a " ten 
day man." A ruined hole meant noth
ing to him. In fact, for all Layne knew, 
Converse Oil might have sent him out 
to wreck the well in case Dan Y elver
ton's trick failed. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a 
sudden splintering crash. y elverton 
had kicked back his chair. Springing 
to his feet, he glared at the men about 
him, at the cards falling by his hand. 
There Wa.s terror in his face-wild, in
sane fear. He made sounds deep in his 
throat like the whimpering of a beast. 
With a desperate spring he whirled, 
darted to the door. He wrenched it 
open and was gone. 

THE crew stared. Then a rough
neck spoke, his voice ironic : " I 
was expectin' this. Too much 

rot-gut. Dan's been hittin' it some 
fur'ous-an' long. He's got snakes." 

Another said : " Las' night he hol
lered like hell in his sleep, y' 'member ? 
I had t' sock him twice ' fore he flopped 
outa it." 

" Come on, brothers," complained 
Bean-eye. " If the big lad's seein' pink 
el'phunts an' green taggars we can't 
help none. It'll wear off . .  But I got 
half a sawbuck beggin' fer fast action. 
Le's go." 

Garner had risen. He stepped to 
the door at Layne's side. 

" Oughta go look for him. He has 
been drinking-hard, an' for long. He 
wants revenge, an' no one's at the 
rig . . . Might do harm." 

Layne gave an incredulous laugh. 
" Harm ! He might fall in the bayou 
or shoot himself. The best thing that 
could happen. " 

But Garner shook his head. He 
started for the door. 
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" Wait," argued Layne. " Don't fol
low him. It only means more trouble. 
Listen, Ed, I'll go. His brain's on fire 
with booze. But I've got something 
here " -he patted a bulge under the left 
breast of his coat-" that'll make him 
behave. Leave him to me." 
Garner had lost his grip. His face 

was pathetic, dead. He allowed him
self to be persuaded. Layne left him 
at the bunk house door and strode out 
into the night. 
Clouds overcast the sky ; there was 

not even starlight. He moved through 
the darkness, pausing often, listening 
for a sound that would betray the trail 
·of Yelverton. For an hour Layne's 
5ear-ch continued and another hour. 
Then he retraced his steps. 

He found the crew asleep in the 
double-decker beds along the wall. But 
Garner had waited, head pillowed on 
his arms, at the round table. He started 
up as the door creaked. Layne said : 

" Couldn't find him. Sleeping it off 
in the woods. Not at the rig. We 
should have a watchman there. Still, 
it means a long jail sentence to do dam
age to a rig. Dan wouldn't chance that, 
with his trap for you all ready to be 
sprung." · 

Garner's lips twitched. Layne put 
a hand on his shoulder again. 

" He can't make it stick. Buck up, 
Ed . . . ·Tomorrow I'll have it all 
thought out. And now turn in ; you've 
got to sleep." 

v 

SEVEN-THIRTY. Fog rising from 
the bayou in the night had rotfed 
down through the swale, shroud

ing the derrick tower and plat fo m. 
Now with daybreak it was slow y 
drawing off, leaving the planking wet. 
The rig crew had turned out on time 

and stood shivering on the platform. 

But Dan Yelverton had not ap
peared. A roughneck sent to the boiler 
house to fire up found him asleep be
fore the ash door. He reported, too, 
that the boilers were both drained and 
an hour would be required to fill them 
from the gasoline pump on the bayou 
bank below. Layne sent him back 
to start the pump. 

" Stay by it," he ordered. " Keep 
the water going through. Let Y elver
ton alone, just where he is. He's not 
wanted around this rig." 

" A pious notion, brother," Bean
eye Jacobs said. 
Layne gave him a hard glance. 
" I'm wondering about you ; whether 

you're needed either. I heard you giv
ing Dan your ideas about shooting this 
well. Last night-you remember. 
Dynamite-that's something else I 
never want to see around here. ' Try 
it on your own,' eh ?" 

" Shucks, brother, I was just givin' 
that fat-neck a stroke or two of air," 
Bean-eye remonstrated. " I  wouldn't 
fool with no powder." 
Layne nodded. 
" I'll keep my word. But after last 

night I like you better when you're not 
so close. I'm going to send you to the 
tool shed. You can check the tool joints 
and supplies." · 

" I ain't gonna pull the pipe ?" Bean
eye's shrill voice was brimful of disap
pointment. He took a rearward step, 
slipped, bumped against a projection 
of the. Christmas tree. He caught at 
at the main valve wheel, clung desper
ately. But the wheel turned, and he 
slid slowly to the planks. Layne 
frowned. 
" Never do to have you on the rig 

floor today," he said. " I  mean to side
track this hole, go down beside it at 
three thousand feet. Risky-you'd be 
crippled before night." 
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But the one-eyed man did not seem 
to hear. He was running his skinny 
fingers over the big main valve. 

" My mitts is seein' things," he mut
tered. Re held up his hand, peered at 
it, blinking in perplexity. Layne saw 
a smear of red lead on the palm. 

" Cripes, am I dreamin' ?" asked 
Bean-eye. " This here red lead was 
dry yestiddy." He inspected the big 
valve again. " An' this valve was open, 
too," he added. Bean-eye got up, stared 
at the valve. Then, shaking his head, 
stumbled to the. platform ladder and 
climbed .down. 

GARNER with two of the crew had 
dragged a seven foot chain tong 
to the vertical well pipe in the 

center of the floor on which the big 
valve was screwed. The superintendent 
wrapped the tongs around the pipe for 
a ... back-up." Another gang of three 
caught a second wrench on the big 
valve itself, with the bite of the jaws 
reversed. The crew divided to bend 
backs and strain on the tong handles, 
trying to break the joint so that the 
valve could be screwed off. 

" Put beef into it," Garner called 
impatiently. 

Layne nodded grimly. The super
intendent seemed to have gained cour
age with the new day. But for him
self, Layne had only lost assurance. He 
could see no way out. That knife, anq 
the evidence of Yelverton ! After twen
ty years, still they were damning. 

The crew, spurred by Gamer, 
wrestled with the pipe, rocking back 
and forth on the heavy tongs. But the 
red lead held the joint and the valve 
refused to turn. The men brought 
sledges, pounded the valve, put on a 
third tong above the second. All with
out avail. At last Layne called a halt. 

" We'll have to wait till steam's up," 

he said, " and break her with power 
on the rotary. Meanwhile--" 

His sentence never ended. A sharp 
cry came echoing across the flat. Layne 
swung to see Bean-eye Jacobs' scare
crow figure running toward the der
rick. He plunged ahead, a blind driv
ing sprint-stumbled, went down. He 
rose and charged on. To Arch Layne 
came a premonition of disaster: 

He swung down from the platform, 
ran out to meet Jacobs. 

" What's wrong? Talk, man, talk !" 
Bean-eye gasped in great lungfuls of  

air. Then, still running, he spat out 
words like bullets. 

" Powder case-it was full, Y elver
ton said . . .  That was last night . . .  
They's three--sticks gone this A.M. 
An' that new red lead on the valve-
an' the :valve closed ! B rother-you 
was shot with luck-to have me here !" 

By now the two had reached the 
p 1 a t f o r m ladder. Bean-eye 
climbed up, crossed the floor to 

the big valve, crowding the men away. 
He stared at the valve. " A  spanner, brothers !" he begged, 
fumbling at the clean-out plate in the 
valve bonnet. Gamer handed him an 
end-wrench. Bean-eye set to work 
feverishly, feeling for the plate-screws 
where his cloudy vision failed. One 
by one the screws dropped to the 
planks. He twisted out the last, and 
the plate fell with a clang. Into the 
clean-out hole Jacobs thrust his arm. 
The crew, ringed about him, watched 
spellbound. Until, with a queer grim
ace, Beap-eye cried : 

" I found 'em, brothers ! Dynamite ! 
I kin feel the · butt of one stick, a 
crimped cap in the end-but there is 
two more. His reach was longe�'n 
mine-they're far inside !" 

" What-" began Layne and stopped. 
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The man, still reaching in the valve, 
shook his head. · 

" I  can't reach them last two sticks. 
Brothers, that bull-necked driller done 
a dev'lish trick. \Vired three powder 
sticks with caps on 'em into the valve 
stem. So's when you opened the valve 
the discs \\'Ould roll back on the caps, 
and shoot the sticks. Dynamite, sixty 
per cent. A blow-out, that would 'a' 
been, with purgatory at th' other end 
th' ride." 
" Yelverton !" exclaimed L a y n e. 

Still, he could not believe Bean-eye. 
What motive had Dan Yelverton to 
kill a dozen men-and ruin his own 
scheme of blackmailing Garner ? Bean
eye continued working his arm inside 
the valve, talking. 

" He slopped the gravy for himself 
when he told me yestiddy about the 
case of dynamite, that it was full. Fer 
I found three sticks gone just now. An' 
the lead on the valve plate this mornin' ; 
fresh-not yet set. An' I had reasons 
fer suspectin' Dan might want to rub 
me out. He figured I be up here workin' 
on the floor today. I knew he'd fix 
some hellish trap. Y er mind sees many 
a thing when yer eyes can't do it fer 
yuh, brothers." 

He reached his arm in farther, 
strained. 

" I can't reach 'em . . .  Ah-h-" 
He sprang back with a cry. 
" They got away-the dynamite's 

fell into th' casin'- Run-" 
VI 

AMUFFLED deep e x p  1 o s i o n  
drowned his voice. The casing 
head clanged-a shudder like an 

earthquake shook the derrick floor. A 
screaming whistle, a vibrating chatter 
in the big valve at his side. With a 
sudden rush a slug of mud vomited 
froti1 the valve-mouth. It ceased, sue-

ceeded by the howl of gas escaping 
under pressure. The sound grew 
heavier, changing to a mad bellow that 
ripped the eardrums of the startled 
crew. 

This ended too. There was an in
stant of suspense. Then, with gur
gling mutter, a black ropy fluid, foun
tained from the valve. It shot in a 
spraying stream a hundred feet above 
the derrick crown, spattering down on 
the clay soil of the gulch. 

And with the sight Ed Garner 
shouted : 

" She's in ! A gusher ! The shot 
caved the pipe. Don't shut the valve, 
boys-let her gas !" 
The rig floor was instantly a welter 

of black oil in which the crew ran back 
and forth like wild men. They slipped, 
falling, shouting to each other above 
the blastlike thunder of the flow. 
Layne, after a moment, moved back to 
the pump rail. The well was in. Bean
eye had done it. Garner would be 
cleared now with the chief. 

Only the thought of Yelverton wa� 
a dark spreading cloud. But Y elver
ton was a potential murderer himself. 
Layne remembered Bean-eye had said 
Yelverton meant to rub him out, but 
Yelverton had never seen Jacobs be
fore. Layne pondered this. No, it was 
he, Arch Layne, on \vhom the driller 
hoped to take revenge . . . Either 
way, if he had placed that powder in 
the valve, he was finished as a witness 
against Garner. Layne scowled. He'd 
call the driller to account-and how ! 

Striding to the ladder he dropped 
down, sprinted up the rise behind 
which lay the boiler house. He reached 
the summit, halted, muscles rigid. 

In the doorway of the boiler house 
stood Yelverton. He held a rifle at his 
hip. And he "vas smiling, a smile that 
carried hell in its reflection. The leer 
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of a trapped beast who means to strike 
one lethal blow and die. 

lAYNE whipped his automatic from 
L the shoulder holster and ad-

vanced a step. Yelverton called 
something, but the scalding roar of oil 
from the well drowned his voice. He 
raised his rifle. Layne slid back the 
safety of his gun. Then Yelverton 
cried out-shifted his rifle to the left. 
The bead no longer lined on Layne. 

He turned. Bean-eye Jacobs had 
just topped the hill, and it .was Jacobs 
Yelverton was covering. But Bean
eye seemed unconscious of his danger. 
He stumbled in a blind, unsteady run 
along the ridge. Until, a half-score 
yards from Layne, he stopped, called 
stridently. Layne caught fragmentary 
phrases : 

" W  ait-I want Dan Yelverton
He dasn't fire - blow himself up -
well's makin' gas-it's comin' through 
the line into the boiler hou-" 

Suddenly the man's body jolted-as 
though a fist had struck his breast. 
Layne whirled to see a gray smoke ball 
lift from Yelverton's poised rifle 
muzzle. A split second, then the man 
-the boiler house-were swallowed in 
a searing vivid flame. A fierce con
cussion hurled Layne from his feet. 
He staggered up. The roof, in the 
clutch of that hurricane-like blast, 
whirled high above the woods, shear
ing tops from live oaks as a scythe 
blade cuts. 

Layne, transfixed by the quick 
disaster, stared at the ruined building, 
watched the iron siding twist and curl. 
Yelverton he did not see, but there was 
a blue-hot flame that ran great forked 
tongues through the mass. 

And then Layne understood. Gas 
from the well had filled the boiler 
house, ignited by the driller's rifle when 

he fired. Gas under tremendous pres
sure, racing through the pipe-line from 
the well, its noise covered by the oil's 
metallic scream. Gas--odorless, in
visible both to eye and ear. Yelverton 
had not known it, but the very air with
in the boiler house was death. Jacobs 
had known, had told Layne the driller's 
rifle fire would touch it off. Layne 
turned, looked for the one-eyed man. 

Jacobs lay on the down slope of the 
hill. Layne ran to him, li fted his head. 
He heard the harsh breath rattle in his 
throat. Layne knew then that Bean-eye 
would not live. But the man smiled. 
He moved his head, a sign he wished to 

· speak. Layne bent close. The words 
came faintly, each a fearful effort. 

" Brother - the blow-out's come. 
Dan didn't know me-not until
last night. The £utter shuffle, he re
membered that. Yes, a man changes
in twenty · years. . An' my eye looks 
queer. I carried a grudge, brother
for too long-account of that bean
eye. But-it's all-washed up-" 

Bean-eye coughed and a trickle of  
bright crimson flowed from his lip cor
ner. He fumbled for his breast, 
clawed at his faded coat, thrust his 
hand inside. A i m I e s s l y, Layne 
thought. But when the hand came 
way there was something clutched 
within it. The task seemed to have 
quenched the last spark ; the man's 
breath checked, and· the lid closed slow
ly on that ghastly eye. Suddenly 
Jacobs spoke, so softly Layne could 
scarcely hear : 

" The blow-out's come-for me, too, 
brother. Give this to Ed-tell him
all's square-" 

His head sank back, the clenched 
hand opened. From it fell a knife, an 
old bone-handled knife. On the side 
was cut in script : 

" Ed G<Nner, Spindletop, '02." 
8 D-1 6 



Murder Under 
the Palm Trees 

On the Edge of the Sahara 
Desert Strange Crimes A re Com
mitted, and Strange Methods A re 
Used to Track the Criminal 

A True Story 

By Armand Brigaud 

Pessard's hand leaped to the butt 
of the revolver stuck in his belt · 

THE Arabian town of Touggourt �hat the body of a murdered white man 
marks the end of the Algerian lay in a lonely clearing outside of town. 
railroad. Farther stretches the Combier at once notified the officers 

oven-hot immensity of the Sahara des- in charge of the various units compos
ert, home of scores of nomad tribes. ing the garrison, who hastened to join 
But the swift action of Touggourt's him. 
strong garrison and the fact that the Half an hour later the party arrived 
neighboring sandy wastes are closely on the scene of the crime. By common 
patrolled by Meharistes, or Camel agreement, Combier alone first ap
Corps, renders Touggourt and the ad- proached the body to examine it and to 
jacent oasis perfectly safe at all hours look for foot-marks before the ground 
of day and night. was disturbed by his companions. He 

Therefore, one morning Lieutenant discovered almost immediately a trail 
Combier, commander of the local Gen- of slippered feet and bare feet mixed 
darmes, heard with amazement the ex- with imprints of shoes, and stains of 
cited blabbering of a native, who came blood. The trail led from the tortured 
breathlessly from the oasis to report corpse to a nearby thicket, where he 
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found another victim imbedded in the 
dense growths. He recognized the 
second body as that of a local magis
trate, a Monsieur Barras, president of 
one of the Chekaias, or tribunals for 
natives, of the district of Touggourt. 

Still following the trail of foot
prints and splashes of blood, Combier 
reached at length the bend of a path 
close to a hollow of the ground where 
five natives had lurked in ambush, as 
pro..-ed clearly by the neat and deep 
tracks of three pairs of bare feet and 
two of sandaled ones. The imprints 
left by the leather soles of the shoes of 
Barras and his ill-fated companion 
showed that the two Frenchmen com
ing from Touggourt had leisurely 
strolled up to the hiding place of the 
murderers, unaware of the danger 
which lay in \vait for them. Suddenly 
attacked by the five scoundrels they 
had fought desperately while they were 
being dragged to the bushes. 

Having checked out what we shall 
call the general setting of the crime, 
Combier proceeded to reconstruct its 
appalling details from the story told by 
the tracks in the soft soil of the oasis. 

It was evident that Barras and his 
companion had kept on struggling all 
the way to the clearing, where, badly 
wounded and exhausted, the magis
trate had been forced by his captors to 
sit and watch the horrible death of 
the other white man. As soon as the 
unfortunate fellow had been killed, 
Barras must have been pulled into the 
thicket where his body was found, and 
slain. 

Both bodies were stripped naked. In 
1he breast of Barras was imbedded � 
long straight poniard with a cross
shaped hilt-a typical telaka., one of 
the weapons used by the Touareg, a 
marauding race which roams the very 
innermost of the Saharan wilderness. 

With infinite care, cast-takers made 
plaster models of the variotls foot
prints, photographers took pictures, 
and surgeons inspected the bodies, 
marking down all the peculiarities of 
the murders. 

The other officers then inspected the 
scene of the crime, with Combier point
ing out to them all its outstanding fea
tures. They agreed with him as to the 
reconstruction of the last struggles of 
Barras and his companion but when he 
aC:lvanced the theory that the culprits 
were 'fouareg, Captain Sigourney of 
the Camel Corps shook his head in 
denial. 

He said, turning to the doctors, 
" The points where the daggers of the 
murderers tore into the limbs of Barras 
and the other can't be-.·connected by 
straight lines with the issue-holes pro
duced by the blade tips emerging from 
the opposite side. That suggests the 
sloping stab of curved poniards like the 
Arabian ones, rather than the straight 
thrust of Touareg telakas." 

" I agree with you," one of the sur
geons approved. " Both the Justice 
and the other poor devil were killed by 
blows of rnatraqucs, or native clubs, 
and stabs of curved knives. " 

" Then it is obvious that the Toua
reg poniard was just driven into the 
breast of Barras after he had been 
killed, to mislead us," Combier ac
knowledged. 

T
HE greatest clue to the identifica
tion of the suspects were the 
casts of the foot-prints of the 

murderers. The imprints made by one 
of the men who wore slippers were un
usually deep ; that meant that one of 
the Arabs was a heavy man, and a verv 
tall one as well, for the intense he�t 
and the scarce food and drink makes 
all Arabians lank, so that their weight 
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is almost entirely accounted for by 
their height. One of the sets of bare
foot prints was that of a lame man 
whose left foot dug deeper than the 
right. 

Therefore the Gendarmes were in
structed to hunt for a gang of five 
Arabs, one of whom was exceptionally 
tall, and another lame. 

Not long after, they found the own
er of a caravanserai, or native hos
telry, who had given food, shelter and 
hay for their camels to a group , of 
tribesmen which included two men who 
fitted the above description. 

" They were nomad.s who said they 
came from the East," the innkeeper 
stammered, anxious to a void any sus
picion of implication in the murders. 
" But judging from their way of speak
ing Arabic, they belonged to the Bed
Quins of central Sahara." 

This explained why the murderers 
happened to have a Touareg weapon 
with them, because many Touareg 
tribes have their headquarters in the 
central Saharan wilderness too. But 
as a clue it was an exasperatingly wide 
one, because it opened to investigation 
a desert territory about two hundred 
square miles in extent. 

To render the riddle harder to solve, 
not only had the culprits left the cara
vanserai without disclosing their des
tination, but the identity of the other 
dead man found with Barras was 
something of a mystery. 

A thorough check-up showed that 
none of the white functionaries, sol
diers and · civilians of Touggourt was 
missing. The man was a stranger and 
must furthermore have arrived in town 
after sunset, otherwise his papers 
would have been presented for the cus
tomary examination by the local com
mand of. the zone. 

All together the case seemed so baf-

fling that one of the best officers of 
the Algerian Intelligence Service, Cap
tain Arnaud, was placed at the head of 
the inquiry. 

He soon came to the conclusion that 
the unknown victim could not be 
identified by his fingerprints. 

Judge Barras would not have associ
ated with him if he had had a criminal 
past, and as he was Jobviously over 
thirty he belonged to the military-age 
group when neither government em
ployees nor recruits were obliged to 
have their fioger-prints taken as future 
means of identification. His face had 
been slashed beyond description, and 
his body had been almost deformed by 
the same horrible method. The survey 
of his remains disclosed, however, his 
approximate height, weight, age, and 
color of hair and beard. He had a 
scar on a knee and a large black mole 
between his shoulders. 

With these few scattered clues at his 
disposal, Captain Arnaud sought as an 
opening the motive of the murders. 

Keeping in mind the horrible dese
cration of the bodies, he finally came to 
the conclusion that it was a case of 
vengeance, aimed at the unidentified 
rather than at Barras, who had no 
known enemies. 

" The Justice did no more than pay 
the penalty for walking through a 
lonely place with a man marked for 
death," he said to Lieutenant Combier, 
who was in charge of the Touggourt 
end of the investigation. 

" Then we must try to find out who 
that man was," Combier replied 
wearily. " But where shall we look ?" 

" In our military posts and adminis
trative centers in desert territory," 
Arnaud replied. " I feel reasonably sure 
that he was connected in some capacity 
with one of them, and that he incurred 
there the enmity which resulted in his 
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death. Let us send out .a circular with For several months the murderers 
a full description of the case and see eluded the vast net of desert units on 
what comes out of it ." the look-out for them. Their racing 

II 

A FEW days later a reply from the 
forlorn desert center of Ain
Salah fully justified Arnaud's 

theory. The dead man was definitely 
identified as a certain Bedhera, an Al
gerian interpreter, of Spanish descent, 
and a former adjutant of the Camel 
Corps. The finger-prints on the dagger 
matched with those of a Mehmed Yus-
ouf, a Bedouin who had recently 
finished a three years' jail term for theft 
with his fellow culprits, a lame half
breed called Y ahouia, and a certain 
Moktar el Idriss. 

The motive of the murder was tenta
tively established too. Bedhera had 
acted as interpreter at the trial which 
culminated in their sentence, and also 
had identified Mehmed Yusouf as one 
of his former troopers of the Camel 
Corps who had been dishonorably dis
charged for bad temper and habitual 
rebelliousness. Attributing their stiff 
punishment to Bedhera's disclosures, 
the three Bedouins had been loud in 
their threats of retaliation. 

'!'o tighten further the net of circum
stantial evidence, the three ex-convicts 
had been seen in Salah on the eve of 
the departure on camel-back, of in
terpeter Bedhera and a party of non
coms who planned to spend their pro
longed leave of absence in Algiers and 
were eager to get to the railroad center 
of T ouggourt. 

But to catch the guilty ones was by 
no means an easy matter. The im
mensity of the Saharan sands where 
they had sought refuge turned the 
search for them into a sort of search 
for the proverbial needle in the hay-
stack. 

meharas covered without effort more 
than sixty miles a day. Expert Bed
ouin stalkers, they managed to sneak 
into the oases when the soldiers were 
riot there and got away in a hurry i f  
troops were approaching. To go from 
one of those desert havens of palm 
trees and cool wells to another they 
cautiously rode in immense looping cir
cles, avoiding the more frequently 
travelled short-distance routes. 

But at length they · apparently de
cided that they had eluded detection 
and pursuit. Misled by the belief that 
the past was the past and that they 
could now travel without worries, they 
grew tired of making long roundabout 
journeys to get to places. 

One night Lieutenant Pessard, of the 
Camel Corps, bivouacked in the open 
desert. He had ridden all that day on 
his long-limbed racing camel and 
covered seventy-five miles. A similar 
distance to be negotiated during the 
next day would bring him to the nearest 
garrison-fort with the news that the 
rebellious sheik, Kader el Afid, had been 
convinced of the error of his ways and 
asked forgiveness for himself and his 
hard-bitten followers. 

Pessard wore Bedouin attire and had 
only· two men with him. His dress and 
lack of powerful escort had reassured 
the surly sheik and made him well dis
posed toward the lieutenant, who on 
his trip across the desert had felt safe 
from attack because unprovoked, wan
dering Bedouins seldom turn against 
fellow Bedouins. 

When toward midnight the officer 
saw a party of four men mounted on 
camels approaching his camp from the 
west, he was not in the least worried. 
It seemed a peaceful enough group 
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riding leisurely along with guns slung 
across their shoulders. However, Pes
sard thought it wiser not to lie dowp 
and go to sleep until he learned more 
about the oncoming tribesmen. 

A little later the four were within 
hailing distance. They greeten the dis
guised soldiers with a rumbling, " Bis
millaten ar'essa," which means, " The 
blessing of Allah seven times on you," 
and is a recognized Saharan greeting 
of peace. 

As it was the courteous thing to do, 
Pessard invited them to alight and par
take of kuscous and minted tea, an in
vitation which they · accepted. They 
were ill-nourished and ravenously hun
gry. They attacked the food spread 
out before them with such zest and 
abandon that ,for a time they failed to 
notice how intently their host was 
staring at them. 

The lieutenant's attention had been 
attracted by the limp of one of his un
expected guests, who was undoubtedly 
a n e g r o i d. His · suspicions were 
awakened and a searching scrutiny of 
the face of the apparent leader of the 
group disclosed thick eyebrows uniting 
over a rapacious nose, and squinting 
eyes which corresponded to the fea
tures of the much talked about and 
much ·wanted Mehmed Yusouf. How
eyer, in his eagerness to obtain further 
proof, he made a fatal mistake. 

Instead of covering the men with his 
gun and declaring them under arrest he 
asked Yusouf how long it was since he 
had left the Camel Corps. 

" Four years," the Arab blurted out, 
taken by surprise. Then a sudden doubt 
and a frantic fear seized him. He al
most choked on a mouthful of kuscous 
he was just swallowing and upset the 
bowl he held on his knees. 

Pessard's hand leaped to the butt of 
the revolver stuck in his belt, but be-

fore he could pull out his weapon a 
shot rang out. 

One of the wanderers, who later 
proved to be a tribesman named Tahil, 
a relation of Yusouf, had been watch
ing the officer closely. A former soldier 
himself, he recognized the Caucasian 
features under Pessard's skin, in spite 
of the fact that long years of exposure 
under the desert sun had tanned him to 
a saddle brown. He also noticed that 
Pessard' s Bedouin costume was a 
travesty which i ll-covered his military 
mannerism, particularly as he became 
excited. The gesture of the lieutenant 
towards his gun had confirmed his dis
covery and spurred him to sudden 
action. 

His bullet brought down one of the 
two soldiers comprising Pessard's es
cort. The officer had barely time to 
fire back at Tahil, killing him, when 
the lame Y ahouia threw the kuscous 
bowl at his head with such a force that 
it stunned him. 

Mehmed Yusou£ and Y ahouia then 
fell on him, throwing him to the 
ground. While he fought fiercely to 
shake them off, he heard the sound of 
other shots and a cry from the one re
maining soldier. A moment later the 
third of the original group of Bedhera's 
enemies, Moktar e1 Idriss, joined the 
two who \vere struggling to overpower 
Pessard, and with a blow of a rifle 
barrel on his forehead, knocked him in
to unconsciousness. 

HE knew nothing more until he 
awakened with the morning sun 
shining in his eyes. He was stark 

naked and fettered hand and foot. Roll
ing first on one side and then on the 
other, he saw the bodies of Tahil and 
that of one of his soldiers, both stripped 
of their weapons. · 

Far away in the sky black specks 
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·hovered. Pessard knew they were vul
tures, who would soon sight the bodies 
·with their unbelieYably far-sighted 
gaze. They would come to tear the 
·corpses to pieces and himself too, un
able as he was to fight them off. 

The fact that the criminals had taken 
everything he had, leaving him to die 
of hunger and thirst or by the beaks of 
the buzzards instead of despatching him · 
with their knives and guns, was per
fectly clear to him because of · his 
knowledge of Bedouin customs. No 
Bedouin will ever kill with his own 
hands a host shortly after enjoying his 
offering of food. The law of Allah, 
however, does not say that the death of 
the host, if he proves an enemy, may 
not be effected in other ways, which in 
Pessard's case were these paralyzing 
fetters in a land where every force of  
nature is pitted against the life of  man. 

For several minutes Pessard tossed, 
frenzied and helpless. The black specks 
on the sky were increasing in size, 
hovering nearer and nearer. He knew 
that in a half hour, at the most, the 
vultures would alight all around him, 
and he wished that he were dead. 

Then a broken, halting voice came to 
him through the thin desert atmos
phere. Shifting his body, then lying 
still and listening intently, he finally 
succeeded in locating whence the sound 
was coming, and replied \vith a shout. 
At length, the head and shoulders of 
the other of his two soldiers ap
peared above a nearby knoll, then his 
long, burnoused body slid painfully 
toward him. 

Pessard realized that the man was 
badly wounded, and only by a tre
mendous effort had managed to come 
to the aid of his helpless officer. Fear
ing that the man would coiiapse at any 
given moment, Pessard could not take 
his eyes from him and the seconds 

seemed like hours. However,· crumpling 
face down on the ground every few 
yards on account of exhaustion and 
severe pain, dragging himself agoniz
ingly on hands and elbows, the soldier 
cra\'lrled nearer and nearer. After an 
eternity he reached the side ot Pes
sard just as the vultures came hurtling 
from the sky like great, feathery 
bullets. 

Chasing the birds away with weak 
gestures of his arms, moaning all the 
time, the faithful trooper managed to 
work with his knife at the fetters 
around Pessard's wrists. So weak that 
all he could do was to saw feebly at the 
·rope, he managed at length to sever 
it. The lieutenant succeeded in tearing 
his anns loose. His deliverer collapsed. 

Pessard flung his arms about to start 
the circulation of the blood and chase 
away the vultures as well ; then he took 
the knife the trooper had dropped and 
cut the rope from around his ankles. 

He turned next to the blood-stained 
trooper, saw that he was dying. 

" I was. wounded at the beginning 
of the fray," the soldier wheezed, 
" Knowing that I was unable to fight 
because the bullet had gone through my 
belly, I climbed on a camel, attempted 
to get away, to enlist help from the 
camp of Sheik Kader. I sticceeded in 
escaping unseen, but some hundred 
yards further I lost consciousness, and 
dropped from the saddle. 

" I awakened only a couple of hours 
ago. The camel was gone. I thought 
that before I died it was my duty to 
crawl back here, to see what had be
come of you, S idi. I'm glad I came in 
time. May Allah lead you to safety !" 

Pessard uncovered the man's wound, 
hoping that he could somehow cleanse 
it and staunch the blood. A single 
glance at the torn body of the gallant 
Arabian trooper convinced him that he -
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was past help, that only his tremendous 
stamina had enabled him to survive so 
long. The effort of dragging himself 
back to his superior had also sapped 
the last of his vitality ; not long after 
he died in Pessard's arms. 

There was only one thing for the 
lieutenant to do. · He retrieved the 
clothing and weapons of the man and 
buried him with the other soldier under 
the s�ft sand, facing East as every 
Arab likes to lie for the supreme sleep. 

\Vithout a camel, food or water, he 
had little chance to reach the nearest 
oasis, which was more than seventy 
miles away. Thinking that one direc
tion of march was as good as another 
in his present predicament, he resolute
ly struck out along the tracks left by 
the marauders, who had now two of 
the three camels of Pessard's party, be

. sides their four original ones. 
Luck was with him. Early in the 

afternoon a group of camel riders ap
peared on the extreme edge of the 
horizon. From the top of the dune 
where he stood Pessard waved his 
burnouse frantically at them. 

There is an unwritten · Bedouin law 
that stranded wayfarers on the Sahara 
may either be killed and robbed of 
every bit  of  clothes on their backs or 
rescued, but they must never be left 
to die of hunger and thirst. The new
comers; who were men of Sheik 
Kader's tribe, spurred their long
limbed mounts toward Pessard. 

A few minutes later the lieutenant 
confronted their leader, a gray-bearded 
old nomad, who had fortunately heard 
of the compact between the officer and 
his Sheik. Learning that the men who 
had attacked Kader's honored guest 
and killed the troopers of  his escort 
were Bedouins of a strange tribe, he 
drew up his big, scrawny frame in 
righteous rage. 

" How dare they to slay and steal 
in our own territory !" he exclaimed. 
" Inshallah, Sidi ! Let us ride after the 
accursed ones !" 

Pessard agreed eagerly. He dranK 
his fill from a skin of sun-warmed 
water, which seemed like precious 
nectar to his parched throat, then he 
climbed on a spare camel and placed 
himself at the head of the party. 

THE fugitives had no idea of the 
lucky encounter of the lieu
tenant. Fearing no pursuit they 

rode leisurely. Following the hoof
prints left by their mounts, Pessard 
and his rescuers came in sight of them 
early the next morning. 

The officer intended to overtake 
them and order their surrender at the 
point of the gun ; but his savage allies, 
stirred by the sight of their quarry, let 
out a shrill cry of " Allah Akbar," ·and 
charged, firing from the saddle. 

Mehmed Yusouf and his companions 
reacted to that challenge in Bedouin 
style ; outnumbered and unable to 
execute a successful counter-attack, 
they spurred their camels and tried to 
out-distance their pursuers. At the 
same time they swung their rifles under 
their left arm-pij:s, muzzle above the 
rump of their mounts, · and began firing 
as fast as they were able. 

Their noisy and inaccurate volleys 
failed to inflict any damage on the 
hard-bitten tribesmen who rode after 
them. The distance \Vhich separated the 
two parties quickly lessened, because the 
camels of the runaways were no match 
for the white thoroughbred meharas 
raised by the tribe of Sheik Kader. 

The lame Y ahouia was the first to 
be overtaken. The tribesman who 
caught up with him shot him through 
the head before Pessard could inter
fere. 
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From a distance of a few score yards 
Mehmed Yusouf and :Moktar el Idriss 
saw the death of their companion. As 
soon as a high dune offered them a 
favorable position they rode quickly to 
its top, dismounted, threw themselves 
on the ground and began firing. 

A typical desert sniping fight fol
lowed, which dragged on into the after
noon, At length only a single rifle an
swered to the fire of Pessard and his 
companions, giving evidence that one 
of the two defenders had been killed, 
or wounded so badly that he could no 
longer press a trigger. 

But Pessard considered that it was 
up to him to bring at least' one of the 
culprits to a regular trial. Regardless 
of the fact that in so doing he made 
himself an excellent target, he tied a 
piece of white cloth on the muzzle of 
his rifle and waved it as a signal of 
truce. 

The reports coming from the sum
mit of the dune ceased instantly. · Pes
sard found it harder to convince his 
wild allies to cease firing, too, yet at 
length he succeeded. In the deep Sa
haran silence which now followed the 
uproar of the combat his voice rang 
clear. 

" I  give you a choice. Either to sur
render to me, an army officer, or I 
leave you to the vengeance of the 
desert warriors who are with me. ;, 

From the top of the dune the voice 
of Yusouf answered : 

" Moktar is dead, too. Kismet ( fate ) 
was against us. I am your prisoner, 

. Sidi. 
One month later Mehmed Yusouf 

was brought to trial in Touggom;t. B:is 
confession confirmed the theory of the 
officers of the Intelligence Service. 
Savage hatred against Bedhera had 
moved Yusouf, Moktar and Yahouia 
to plan his murder. They found ready 
allies in . 'rahil, the cousin of Yusouf, 
and in a gigantic cut-throat called Bou 

· Abbas, who had joined them for tfie 
sake Of booty. But the opportunity had 
come only in the oasis of Touggourt, 
where Bedhera promenadedwithhis old 
friend Justice Barras, unaware of the 
ambush which lay in wait for · him. 
And Barras, a total stranger to the 
plotters, was killed, too, to still his 
tongue. 

The next day, in open desert, a fierce 
argument had arisen at the division of 
the spoils. 

A fight ensued, when Bou Abbas 
was stabbed to death and buried at the 
foot of a dune. 

That story and Lieutenant Pessard's 
relation rendered a capital sentence 
mandatory. The next day . Mehmed 
Yusouf was hung in that very oasis 
which saw the death struggles of his 
victims. 

The murder of the Crown Prince of Austria-Hungary shocked the world 
and baffled police. Here is the story of one of the world's most sensational 
crimes. Read " The Mystery at Mayerling," by Maxwell Hawkins, next 
week in DETEC'l'IVE FICTION \VEEKLY. 
























