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brand new Genuine Model 3 
Corona you've wanted-on the 

easiest terms ever offered-at LOW
EST PRICE ever offered. Complete 
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the world over as the finest, strongest, 
sturdiest portable built. 
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typed letters it turns out. Ideal for the office 
desk, home, traveling. Small, compact, light, 
convenient. Don't send out letters, manuscripts, 
reports, bills in poor handwriting when you can 
have this Corona at such a low price on such 
easy terms. Remember, these are brand new 
machines right out of the Corona factory. 
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D ADVERTISING SECTION 

Go to High School at Home 
1Y ou can secure a high school education right at 
home by studying the splendid new courses re
cently prepared by the International Correspon
dence Schools. 

The�e courses are equivalent to the courses 
given in resident high schools. They have been 
specially arranged for men and women who 
wish to meet college entrance examinations, to 
qualify for a business position, or to make up 
the education they missed when forced to leave 
school too soon. 

The College Preparatory Course, the High 
School Commercial Course and the High 
School English Course include English, algebra, 
ancient, medieval, modern and U. S. History, 
physiology, literature, geography, Latin, book
keeping, drawing; geometry, shorthand, physics, 
chemistry, salesmanship, advertising, civics, 
trigonometry, economics, corporation finance, 
money and banking, business and trade eco
nomics and other subjects. A diploma is given 
at graduation. 

The lessons are easy to understand and you 
will make rapid progress because you will be 
in a class by yourself and you will study under 
the guidance of instructors who are sincerely 
interested in helping you to get ahead and 
achieve the bigger things in life. 

Just mark and mail the coupon and we will 
gladly send you interesting free bo9klets 

describing the Higli School Courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools or any 
other subject in which you are interested. 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

"The UllitiersaL U11i.versitv'� 

Box 2246· D, Seranton. Penna. 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

An Opening 
FOR 250 MEN OF GOOD STANDING 
IN TERRITORY NOW BEING DEVELOPED 

"Experience though valuable is not �ential. 
I am interested in reliability rather than experi· 
ence. The men ulecled all his lime will be given 
a thorough training in ourbu•ines• method. and 
will be established in a busin� of their own. '' 

A nationally known Ohio Corporation with an annual busi· 
ness of several million dollars announces an expansion 
program that will create exceptional openings for 250 reli· 
able men. A new_ addition to our line will open up a field 
of several million prospects. The openings are sueh that 
the men appointed will be assigned productive territories 
which will not necessitate a change of address. 

For the past five years our firm has been recognized as 
having one of the best paid selling organizations in the 
country. The records of incomes of our men bear out this 
reputation-(book sent on request). Our sales policies 
and our extensive national advertising, coupled with an 
epoch making new addition to our line, assures the right 
type of man an income of from $4500 to $6000 the first 
year. Earnings will increase each year as the local busi· 
ness expands. Earnings from $8,000 to $12,000 a year 
are possible for those who are willing to put their best 
effort in the business. 

No investment in stock will be required. The firm puts 
its large factory stock at the disposal of representatives 
and makes deliveries and collections. The men are given 
authority to do open credit and "trade-out " business and 
are protected by the firm against credit losses. 

This opportunity is only for men seeking a permanent con• 
nection with an assured future. While we prefer men who 
can devote full time to our business, we can arrange to 
appoint a few men of serious intent who can spend only 
spare time at the start. 

r;} u _ / The coupon will bring full details of our proposition and 

� � � an application for those who are in earnest. Send to-day to 
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RAY C. HAHN, Director of Sales, 
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39-W Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Dayton, Ohio. 
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Product you are now placing on the market. 
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WONDERFUL SPORT/ 

(6) 
Important 

ImprovementS 
-including Super"' 
Strength Frame 
with Dr"' Forged For lc, 4 Balloon 
Tiree on Drop 
Center Rims,_ 
Oversi:e C I u t cb, 
Lowered Ridin" Position. and 

many oth�l'll •. SWING into the comfortable saddle oF. 
this motorcycle-let its quiet, power• 

ful motor whisk you over hills and down 
beckoning roads-feel its eager response 
to throttle and brakes, the perfect balance 
of its low riding position, the restful com• 
fort of its springing and its big, 4•inch 
balloon tires. What a motorcycle! 
You enjoy motorcycling at its best with this 
latest "45" Twin. Wonderful performance. 
.Amating economy-costs barely 2¢ per mile! 

See the 1930 models at your local dealet'o •. As� about hisl'ay•i\s•You•Ride Plan. •. 

li M�ilf��ij}�:_.':!;:." HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO. 
showing all our Dept. M.G., Milwaukee, Wis. 
1930 m ode ls, 
Singles, Twins, 

and Sidecars. 
Interested in your motorcyclet� 
Send literatur�. 

Name-.--------------------.. -
Addres•-·---------------·-·---·---··• 
My age is O 12•15 years 0 16•19 years 0 20·30 • 

years 0 31 years and up. Check your age group. 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
fte Purt>oM of th11 Dol)&rtment i.a to put 

tllo reader in toucb lmmedlatelJ' wlt.b tile o"""'t 
needfule for t.be bomt", office, farm, or penon; 
to otror. or �ek, an unusual business opportunity 

:!u:actoT th�u::'�:rre��d:n�. 
be

lt P��r�� 
a b.oUMWite or busineu man ea.uall7 well to read 
theM advertiaeme:nta ea.refu.lls. 

November 2nd Cluaified Fonno Close October 8th. 
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YOU CAN MAKE BIG MONEY 

IN THE FOOD BUSINESS 
NO CAPITAL OR EXPERIEl'!CE NEEDED. CREDIT GIVEN. 
HEIUJ IS YOUR CHANCE TO ESTA!ILISH A PERMANE?'IT 
BUSI�ESS OF YOUR OWN L'i' EXCLUSIVE TERRITORL 
WE FURNISH FREE SAMPLE CASE ASD FREE SA1tlPLEI5 
FOR CUSTOMERS. REPEAT ORDERS EVERY WEEK. ASK 
NOW. FEDERAL PURE FOOD CO .• M2311 Archer, CbW&go. 

UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY-$100 WEEKLY SELLING 
BETl'ER QUA.T.JITY, ALirWOOL, union�made-to-mea.sure suits 
and t opcoats at $23.50 and $31.50. BUild big r epe at busines�. 
Liberal bonus for producers. Large swatch samples FBEE. 
W. Z. GIBSON. INC .. 500 Throop, Dept. {·409, Chicago. 

AGENTS WANTED-40 TO 50% COMMISSION. BOX 
ASSORTMENTS and personsJ. Christmas Cards. Write for 
dct&ilo. AUTISTIC CABD CO .. Elmira, N. Y. Dept. 20. 

BIGGEST SURPRISE OFFER EVER MADE. Be IUro 
to answer thls ad. My line ot Soaps, Coffee. Taa.. Spices. 
Toilet Articles. Hot1.9ehold Specialties, pays )'OU bi.Jger proft.ts. 
M. G. BOTH. President, 2114 Dodier, St. I•mio, �{o. 

WE START YOil WITHOUT A DOLLAR. 160% PROFIT. 
SOAPS, EXTRACTS. PERFUMES, TOII.ET GOODS. JIXPll· 
BIE..'WE UNNECBBSARY. FREE SA�lPLE CASE. AUTO 
FUB�ISHJJD. CARNATION CO .. HO, BT. LOUIS, MO. 

BIG Money Daily oelllng Bblrts or all kindJ. Lumbertaclcetl, 
rTndC"rwear. Hosiery. Sweaters, P laysuits. Overalls, Pant.. Ba.Jo� 
ooats, Leather Coati! Outfit FREEl Experience unnece.sai'J. 
NIMROD CO .. Dept. 65, 4922·28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago. 

HELP WANTED-MALE 
FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN, BAGGAGEMEN (whit.. or colored). 

Bleeplng Car. Train Portera (colored), $150-$250 moot.bly. E:<· 
perience unnooeaaary, 836 Bailway Bureau, East St. Loul.s. m. 

TOBACCO 
TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO li!ATTER HOW LOXO 

YOU HAVE BEE:'l A VICTIM. no matter how strong your 
eravint.:, no matter in what form you use toba.cco, then• js 
bel!) for you. Ju�t send postcard or lettel' for our FREE 
BOOK. It explains everything. NE\VEI.L PH..ARM.ACAL CO., 
Dept, 84�. Vlayton Station, St. IAJuis, Mo. 

MICHIGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE 
MONEY MADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES. $10 DOWN 

NOW AND EASY TERMS BUYS LAl\'U NEAR MARKETS. 
LAKES, STREAMS. WRITE TODAY. SWIOABT .t. CO .. 
M·601. 32 NO. STATE ST. BLDG., CHICAGO. 

PATENT ATTORNEYS 
PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES . 

BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNESS ASSURED. SE.'"D DRAW
ING OB MODEL FOB EXAMINATIO� AND ADVICE. 
WATSON E. COLEI>1AN. REGISTERED PATENT l.AWYER, 
724 NINTH STREET. \YASHI�GTON. D. C. 

INVENTORs-Write For Our Guide B ook, "How To Got 
Y'our Patent," and el·idenco ot invention blank. Se-nd model or 
sketch for Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms reasonable. 
RA?oo'DOLPR & CO .. Dept. 412, Washington , D. C. 

PATENTs-Write tor our free Guide Book. "How To Obtain 
A Patent" and Record of Invention Bla-nk. Send model or 
sketch and description of Inventi on for Inspection and Advtoo 
Free. Reasonable Terms. Prompt Service. Highest References. 
VICTOR J. EVANS .t. CO., 762 Ninth, Washington, D. C. 

PATENTS AND INVENTIONS 
INVENTORS: WE HAVE BEEN IN BUSINESS 30 YEARS. 

IF YOUII INVENTION OB PATENT RAB MERIT, SEND 
DJ!JTAlLS OR MODEL. OB WRITB ADAM FIBHiiB lllFG. 
CO .. 2!9 ENIIIGHT, ST. LOUIS. MO. 

In anttoeriflg uu oilvertleom""f on fh� 1'<198 " it ile"r<Jble f�af Jlotl "'""""" fMe -goftiM. 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

There are twenty beautiful girls pictured here. To be sure. they 
all look alike, but, examirie them closely. TWO and only TWO 
are exactly alike in both dress and features aAd all the rest are 
different. See if you can nND THE TWINS. . 

Cr•uea, The beautiful twins are dressed just alike

• 1 • their hats and clothing are just the same. 
Some of the girls have beads on, others 

wear earrings-the hats on some have a checker-board pattern, etc. 
The twins, however. who are alike are dressed identically the same r=--=:;��=� 
in every way-so. study each girl carefully and if you can nND 
THE TWINS send the numbers of them to me at once. YOU may 
become the winner of a Buick Sedan or $1825.00 CASH MONEY. 
-without one cent of cost to you. I will give away ABSOLUTELY 
FREE. a new Buick 4-door Master Six Sedan and 9 other new 
Closed Cars including 3 Coupes, 3 Sedans and 3 Coaches and the 
winners can have CASH MONEY instead of the automobiles if you 
prefer. 15 BIG FREE PRIZES will be given-totaling $7500.00 in CASH MONEY. 

Or Win a Buick Sedan 
Ch� this beautiful Buick automobile or $1825.00 CASH. We 
pay all the freight and tax in full on all the prizes and deliver them 
anywhere in the U.S. A. This is an AMAZING OPPORTUNITY to 
win an unusually BIG FREE PRIZE. ACT QUICK, and hereiswhy-$505 Caslt-EKtra for Promptness 
I will fay $505.00 cash money extra jus t for promptness. In the event of a tie for 
any o the prizes offered, the full amount of thtfinze tiE'd for will be awarded to �(j'rJf�� <,\��;,'

e
t;:;�·

i
c�ou can WIN THE B ICK SEDAN or-$1825.00 CASH r;__..;::��:;=:i 

Y C t L 1 Absolu tely everyone who OU 1111110 ose. �e so��rt�i�t\��L'r 
BE REWARDED;-but HURRY-FIND THE TWINS (the two girls who are 
dressed just alike) and rush the numbers of them and your name and address to 
me today on a postal card or in a letter. and just say:-''Girls No. . . . and 

���;..;,· ieli �� �-;,.:��� ;��0
t�r; ti�G'��HC'��;.e �����f�!!!!r.!:rs��� 

CASH MONEY, without obligation or one penny or cost to me. 

C. A. LIST, Dept.l3& u!!'!:::,:�,. Chicago, DL 

·1,. ··OfiiU>frltt#· thC. Gd.,erliremettt it II d .. irabl• lhat 1/0U mention thla mogasltte. 
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" There's a man at the curb 
there who mustn't see me," 

Dan retorted 

The Red Menace 
Barry Sloan Runs Afoul of a Sinister World-Wide 
Plot and the Most Dangerous Man in New York 

By T. T. Flynn 

CHAPTER I 

The Girl in Black 

T
HE S.S. Leviathan was coming 

into New York Harbor. 
There had been a fog as the 

mighty ship pa�ied through the N ar
rows; but as Bedloe's Island and the 

. 
huge serene Statue of Liberty slipped 
up alongside, the curtains of mist rolled 
a·way, and the sun came out, flooding 
the decks warm and bright. Passen
gers began to line the rails, looking for 
the first sight of the towering, serrated 
sky-line of the city. 

Barry Sloan, walking on the prome-
582 
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n ade deck , wit h hi s pi pe clenched be
tw een his t eet h, and t he cool morni ng 
breeze fresh on his face, did not bot her 
to look at that i nspiring sight. He had 
seen i t  before. · Many t imes before. 
This made, to be exact, t he sevent eent h  
t ime he had crossed the Nort h  At la n
t ic, and proceeded up the low er harbor, 
past t he Statue, Ellis Island, hi st oric 
Castle \Villiam on G overnor's Island, 
t he Battery, and docked at one pier or 
another in lov ver M anhattan. 

Sevent een times-and the w hole sev
e nteen d idn't amount t o  much, Barry 
t hou ght, as h� bit dow n  on t he pi pe 
st em. Yes, one of t hem had. The t ri p  
aft er t he w ar-

B ar ry sighed, and w ent to the rai l 
and gaz ed moodily dow n  at the w at er 
far below .  Somet hi ng w as w rong wit h  
lif e, a nd b e  diq n't know w hat it was. 

In a ll h on' est y  he asked himself at 
t hat .moment what was t he matt er. 
Why

. 
shoul d

. 
a healt hy, si ngle young 

man, w ith th ree and a quarter millions 
i n  the bank, n ot a cloud on t he horiz on, 
n ot a thing to w orry about i n  all t he 
w orld-w hy i n  t he devil should he feel 

·t hat life w as a washout after all ? 
And in all honest y  Barry Sloan ad

m itted to himself that t here w asn't a 
reason i n  the w orld w hy he should feel 
t hat w ay. Still- he did. And he 
t hought as he tapped the· ashes out of 
his bri ar t hat he'd s pend a couple of 
w eeks in t he city, look up a few fri ends 
out of t own, and t hen run back to L on
don again, or take a small apartment 
in Pari s, or loaf along th e Med iter
ranean coast-

• He didn't really know vv hat he want
ed to do. 

Barry w ent , aft er a few m oments, 
dow n  to his cabin to make certain that 
everyt hi ng w as ready t o  go ashore. 

H e  had left t he door unlocked w hen 
he w ent out .  There wasn't anyt hing 

i n  t he room really wort h  st eali ng. Art 
att empt w ould have inject ed a litt le 
spi ce i nto the dull rout ine of t he days. 
Now ,  as his fingers closed· about t he 
knob of t he door, it re fused t o  open. 
Barry t ried again, for he disti nct ly re
membered t hat the door had not been 
locked. It now w as. 

The room st eward must have been 
around, he thought , as he fish ed for t he 
key, found it and slipped, it in t he lock. 
He walked i n. 

As t he door closed behind Barry 
Sloan, he w as suddenly aware t hat 
s omet hi ng was not a s  it should be. The 
soft scent of perfume cam e  to his nos
t rils; t he wi ndow curtains w ere draw n  
- and he had left t hem back not t hi rt y  
minut es before. 

He stopped and st ared around t he 
di mly lit room. There w as a litt le j og 
i n  t he left wall wh en one got a yard 
or so int o  t he cabin. Barry st epped 
t here, frow ni ng, his fists unconsciously 
c lenching� The ne}.'t moment t hey re
laxed. Hi s mouth opened a litt le in 
surpri se-

A young w oman w as cow eri ng back 
in t hat corner, eyes w ide with emotion. 
A dress of black silk covered her t all, 
w illow y  form. She seemed at first a 
black shadow . Barry had t o  look closer 
to make certain that she was really 
alive, was r eally t here. 

For a moment neit her of t hem 
moved.; and t hen Barry asked t he first 
t hi ng t hat came into his mind. " ·w hat 
are you doi ng in here ?" 

She made a qui ck move, like t he 
s tartled fl ight of a b i rd, and then 
stopped as Barry st epp ed back, barring 
the \vay out of t he room. " Not so 
fast,"'' he t old her cur tlv. " I  w ant t o  
talk to you first." 

-

." There i s  a mistake," she sai d  qui ck
ly. " I must have gott en i n  t he w rong 
room. Please." 
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' Barry pressed the light button; the 
room flooded with illumination, and all 
the objects stood out sharply. He saw 
her then, plainly. 

The black dress came a little below 
the knees, and black silk stockings 
shimmered over graceful legs. Black 
pumps were on her feet. Soft black 
hair molded about her face, framed it. 
Gray eyes gazed at him from under 
sharply penciled eyebrows. There was 
strength in her chin, character about 
her face-and Barry couldn't decide 
whether it was good or bad. 

He frowned at her. " I suppose," he 
said with a trace of sarcasm in his 
voice, " that you accidentally locked my 
door on the inside and pulled the cur
tains together." 

She nodded. 
" The number of this cabin," he told 

her, " is on the door very plainly. How 
do you account for the fact that you 
didn't notice it ?'' 

He saw the muscles of her alabaster 
throat flutter slightly as she swallowed. 
" I wasn't looking very closely," she 
answered. " I am sorry. Very sorry. 
I will go." 

" vVhat is your name ?" he asked. 
" That," she replied without a bit of 

hesitation, " is none of your business." 
" I think it is. I find you in my 

room. I don't remember seeing· you 
about the ship at all. Are you one of  
the passengers ?" 

She flushed a little, li fted her chin a 
trifle. " Yes." 

" \Vhat cabin were you looking for 
when you came into this one ?" 

" Mine." 
"I see," Barry said politely. "Your 

cabin is along here ?" 
"Yes." 
" Which one is  i t ?" 
She hesitated the barest fraction

and then said casually, " The third one 

down, B-53· I remember now. It was 
foolish of me to make the mistake. ' '  

Barry smiled slightly. He couldn't 
help it. 

" Queer," he observed. " The third 
cabin down is occupied by a bald-head
ed hardware salesman from Cliicago, 
who has told me no less than six times 
in the smoking room that he never was 
married, never will be, and doesn't give 
the wink of an eye for any woman that 
ever lived." 
- A wave of red swept over her face. 
The eyes closed a little; her mouth set. 
Before he quite knew what was hap
pening, her right hand had made a 
quick, lightning-like dive inside the 
neck of her dress. He looked suddenly 
into the small round muzzle of a dain
ty, pearl-handled automatic .  

" Put that thing up," Barry snapped 
harshly. 

" I  will shoot you if you so much 
as move," she said coldly. " Keep your 
hands before you, and your mouth 
closed. I 'Ye had enough of you." 

She had been merely a woman be
fore-now she was a woman with a 
gun. Queer what a difference it made. 
Barry thought of that even as he lifted 
his hands before him. He wasn't 
afraid. Rather-the fact that she was 
carrying a gun. and had been willing 
to produce it so quickly made him the 
more interested in her. There was lit
tle doubt in his mind now that she was 
a crook. A woman crook. 

He grinned. 
"The man did say it," he informed 

her. " I thought there must be some
thing wrong when you claimed his 
cabin. 

" Did you hear me? I have wasted 
enough time with you. Step aside. I 
am going out. I will lock you in. If 
you try to raise an alarm before I'm 
out of sight, I will shoot you." 
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" But you can't get off the ship," 

Barry pointed out. 
" That is my affair. Stand aside. ' '  
" I shall try to find you, and have 

this matter settled. I can't believe your 
story about getting in the wrong 
room." 

" Stand aside !" She gave a little 
flirt with the automatic. A decidedly 
menacing movement. 

Barry obeyed. A fter all, there ·was 
no point in risking a shot. He had 
caught her red-handed in his room. It 
might be possible for her nerves to 
bring her to the point of shooting. 

In silence sh� went to the 1door. In 
silence Barry watched her, realizing 
anew what a striking looking young 
woman she was. 

The door closed, the spring-latch 
clicked into place, and she was gone. 
Gone without locking him in with his 
keys as she had promised. 

Barry lowered his hands and stepped 
toward the door. He didn't think she 
would shoot him if he looked out after 
her. I f  she did, she'd probably miss. 
He'd take the chance at any rate. He 
jerked open the door and looked out. 

The corridor was empty. 
Barry glared up and down, and then 

stepped out. She had not been out of 
his sight many seconds. Certainly not 
long enough to get out of the corridor. 
And yet she was gone. It could only 
mean that she had gone into one of 
the staterooms along the corridor. In 
that case she might have been telling 
the truth. 

But, i f  she had been telling the truth, 
what had she drawn the automatic on 
him for ? Why had she been so eager 
to get away? And why had she lied 
about her room ? There was n.o chance 
of her being in with the hardware man 
from Chicago. Barry had been in that 
cabin himself. There was never a trace 

of perfume there, never a chance that 
a woman could be traveling with the 
fellow. 

Barry turned back, biting his lip 
thoughtfully, frowning. What could it 
mean ? 

CHAPTER II 
More Mystery 

HE went over his luggage to see i f  
she had been in  it. The two kit 
bags had been locked. They were 

still locked. 
As Barry bent over the kit bags, the 

sheen of light on metal, in the corner · 
where the girl had been standing, 
caught his eye. It was a small safety
razor blade, lying there on the rug 
where she had dropped it. And she 
had dropped it. The room had been 
freshly cleaned when he went out. In 
addition, the blade was a different 
brand than he used. 

He picked it up with thumb and fore
finger, and smiled slightly as he saw 
that the sheen of the metal was marked 
plainly with finger prints. The girl in 
black had slipped up on one point. She 
had left behind as evidence of her visit, 
proof more damning than the word of 
half a dozen witnesses. 

Barry found a small match box in 
one of the bureau drawers, and emptied 
it, and carefully dropped the blade in
side. He had no definite plans as to 
what he would do with it, wanted only 
to have it safe i f  he did need it. 

And as he closed the match box and 
laid it on the top of the bureau, he puz
zled over the use the girl in black could 
have had for that razor blade. It ''vas 
the last thing in the world he would 
have looked for her to leave. What 
had she been doing with it, or what 
had she intended to do? 

Cut the kit bags open ? 
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She had evidently had plenty of time 
to do so if she cared to-and had not. 

Steps sounded outside in the pas
sage. Some one knocked on a door. 
Voices followed; There was more 
knocking! more talking. It moved 
nearer. . 

Barry took notice after a few min
utes, during which he had been sitting 
on the edge of the bed, thoughtfully 
smoking, pondering. Something was 
up out in the corridor. He opened his 
own door and looked out. Three men 
were standing before a door, on which 
one had just knocked. 

Two of the men were ship's officers 
-the mate and the purser. The other 
man was a short, unassuming, grizzled 
person, in the fifties. He wore a black 
derby, striped -suit, in a styie decidedly 
too young for his age, and chewed a 
dead cigar, that had never been lighted. 

This man looked around as Barry's 
door opened. He spoke without taking 
the cigar from the corner of his mouth. 
"Want to see you, mister, wait a min
ute." 

The. mate knocked several more 
times on the door, but no one came 
out. The purser made a mark on the 
list that he carried. 

The short grizzled person came to 
Barry, biting on the end of the dead 
cigar. " Looking for a young woman 
dressed in black," he said out of the 
corner of his mouth. " Seen her any 
time during the trip?" 

Barry was startled, but he managed 
to cover most of it, although he had a 
feeling that the other was looking past 
all barriers and seeing wqat was down 
in his thoug_hts. " Woman in black?" 
Barry asked in genuine surprise. 

The other nodded. His eyes nar
rowed a trifle. " That's right," he as
sented. " Young · woman in black. 
Where did you see _her?" 

By that time Barry had control o£ 
his emotions. He said with a poker 
face: "What makes you think I saw 
a young woman in black? I didn't say 
so." 

The mate and the purser had come 
over also, and were standing behind the 
grizzled man, watching. Barry looked 
at the mate. " What is the meaning of 
this?" he asked coolly. 

" There seems to be a young woman 
on board who is wanted at the captain's 
cabin," the mate replied noncommit
tally. " She was seen in this passage 
a short while ago. We are making a 
check of the cabins to see if she is in 
them, or has been seen." 

" Hasn't she paid her fare?" Barry 
asked. 

" I can't say," the mate replied. 
The purser said nothing. 
The small, grizzled man tipped his 

derby back a little farther and shifted 
the dead cigar to the other corner of his 
mouth. He seemed to be getting bored 
with the matter. "Well, have you seen 
her?" he asked. 

Barry had ,made up his mind ih the 
few moments he had sparred with 
them. She had been a plucky girl, able 
to take care of herself. If they wanted 
her, let them get her, especially since 
they wouldn't tell him why they wanted 
her. 

One of the three knew, probably 
all. Certainly the short grizzled man, 
who was not even a member of the 
crew, or at least did not function so. 
Barry had seen him several times since 
the boat sailed, sitting around, chewing 
a dead cigar, saying nothing, seemingly 
bored with life. 

" I can't tell you· where to find such 
a young woman," Barry told them 
truthfully. " And I certainly haven't 
seen such a one in this passage. I'll 
keep an eye out for her." 
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" Than ks,' ' sai d  the ot her. He 

turned aw ay to t he nex t  door, where 
· the mate ,..- as already knocki ng. 

Barry stood t here and w atched with 
int erest. 

T he tw o ladi es w ho had the next 
cabi n w ere in their forti es, modishly 
dressed alw ays, great bridge players. 
One of them w as i n. Her v oi ce sound
ed plai nly. " No, I have not seen such 
a person." The door cl osed wit h  a. 
litt le slam. 

The nex t door w as open ed by a man. 
He, t oo, di sclai med any knowledge of 
the gi rl. The hardware sal esman from 
Chi cago w as i n  t he t hi rd. " Me ?" he 
s ai d  loudly. " No !  I haven't seen a 
young woman i n  black-and I hope to 
the good L ord I don't. I s  there any
t hi ng else you w ant?" 

The mate answ ered hi m polit ely 
while the purser made another check 
on t he li st he carri ed. The thi rd man 
chew ed on t he end of the ci gar i n  si
l ence. 

At that moment the second door 
dow n, on the other si de, opened. The 
young w oman i n  black stood t here, eye
ing the three men. 

The gri zzled man took the ci gar 
from hi s mouth for the first ti me. 
''- Hello, Olga," he sai d  with a di stinct 
ai r of satisfacti on i n  hi s voi ce. " I 
thought w e  w ould root you out o f  one 
of these cabi ns." 

Olga looked, as he spoke, dow n  the 
hall and saw Barry standi ng in hi s 
doorway. No expression appeared on 
her face at all. She mi ght never have 
seen hi m before. But t heir eyes locked 
together fo r an instant. Barry had a 
di sti nct feeling that she was smi li ng 
inw ardly at hi m. Then she turned t he 
s ame blank gaze on t he man w ho had 
addressed her. 

" Do I understand that you w ant to 
s ee me, Harri s?" she asked crisply, and 

not at all uncomfort ably. Barry was 
i nt erested t o  note t hat she seemed as 
much master of t he situati on as any of 
t he three men w ho faced her. 

Harri s  put the cigar back i n  hi s 
mouth, and nodded. 

" Captain w ants to see y ou i n  hi s 
cabin," he sai d. 

S he looked for t he briefest moment 
dow n  t he hall again, as though she w as 
studyi ng Barry. Harri s  noted i t  w it h  
hi s sharp, shrew d  eyes. " Y ou seem 
kind of interest ed i n  the young man," 
he observed. " Is he wi th you ?" 

Then she did look sli ghtly surpri sed, 
before she smiled sarcasti cally at Har
ri s. " You mi ght ask hi m," she sug
gested. 

Harri s  shot another glance at Barry. 
" Are you ?" he asked bluntly. 

Barry smiled also-he w as enjoyi ng 
hi mself. " You mig ht," he informed 
Harri s  poli tely, " ask the young lady 
that." 

Harri s  flushed sli ghtly, and frowned. 
He chew ed on the ci gar for a moment, 
and then sai d to Barry : " I guess 
you'd better come up and see the cap
tai n also." 

Barry rai sed his eyebrow s. 
" Sorry," he draw led, " but you have 

another guess comi ng. I kn ow of no 
busi ness that requi res me to visit t he 
captai n. He can come and see me if he 
cares to; or you can take me forcibly
if you care to." 

The gi rl, Olga, laughed softly, w ith 
appreciati on. 

" There y ou are, Harris," she gibed. 
" Think that over for a mi nute." 

Harri s  gri nned ruth fully. " If that' s  
the w ay he feels about it, he can stay 
here," he said. " B ut I guess you'll 
come along and have a little talk, w on't 
you ?" 

" If you i nsi st, certainly. \Vhy not? 
A nd I'll leave the door of my room 
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unlocked i f  it will make you feel any 
better. Come along." 

No one paid any more attention to 
Barry as they went down the hall. H e  
stood there i n  the doorway for some 
moments, trying to piece together what 
he had seen. He had said nothing to 
the authorities about her being in his 
room, and- yet they had come for her. 
She had not seemed the slightest bit 
worried that he would report her. 
Probably she thought he could not 
prove a charge, knowing nothing of 
the razor blade. 

Barry didn't know himself as he 
stood there, why it was that he did not 
report her. All . he realized was that 
he did not care to. Presently he closed 
the door behind him, locking it this 
time, and went back up on tlie deck. 

He remained up on the deck until 
the boat shut off steam and the- busy 
little tugs took her, and warped her in
to the dock, and the gangplank went 
down, and the first exodus began. I n  
that time h e  had seen n o  sign of the 
girl in black. He wondered, as he went 
down to his cabin, what they had done 
w ith her, and for what offense. 

The door of her cabin was closed. 
He knocked. There was no answer. 
Barry shrugged, rang for a steward, 
and presently went down to the cus
toms line. There was no trouble about 
his scanty luggage. The inspector he 
drew had served him before, and 
nodded as soon as Barry came up. They 
had several pleasant minutes of con
versation while the government man 
did his duty. And then Barry was 
free to go. He did, to the Plaza, where 
he usually stayed V·:hile in town. 

The next few days the Leviathan, 
the girl in black, and all that had hap
pened, faded gradually back in his 
mind. He spoke about it several times 
to friends, and they agreed it was in-

teresting ; and so it gradually became 
old news, uninteresting, and due to be 
forgotten. 

CHAPTER III 

Secret Service 

THE morning o f  his fourth day 
ashore, Barry took a taxi in front 
o f  the Plaza and ordered the 

driver to take him down town to his 
bank. They were held up at Forty
Second and the A venue. For no rea
son at all, Barry looked out the win
dow on the left, at the taxi alongside 
them. And his eyes opened wide, and 
a broad smile came across his face, and 
he uttered a shout that brought the 
head of his driver around as though 
worked by strings. 

" Dan !" Barry shouted across at the 
other cab. " Dan B rady !" 

A face peered at him-a face he had 
not seen for all of four years. Dan 
Brady; army buddy, good sport, friend ! 
Good old Dan Brady, who was all o f  
thirty-two years of age by now. 

Dan's reply came clearly over the 
cacophony of the busiest corner of the 
busiest city in all the world. " Barry ! 
You son-of-a-gun ! Come over here !"  

The lights flashed again ; traffic start
ed forward. Barry shoved a bill at 
the driver of his cab. " Never mind 
the trip. Changed my mind," he called, 
and opened the door and leaped out, 
running the risk of getting knocked 
down by the onward surge of the 
traffic. 

Dan Brady opened the door of his 
cab just as it started to move. Barry 
leaped in, the door slammed-and they 
sat there pumping each other's hands. 

" Dan, you no-account, what have 
you been doing with yourself ?" 

" How's the worthless, idle rich these 
days ?" 
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Thus they insulted each other en

thusiastically, grinning from ear to ear. 
For there had been a time when they 
were better than brothers to each other. 
and the years that had passed had done 
little to erase that feeling. Buddies, 
friend?-then and now. The fact that 
they hadn't seen each other for years 
made little difference. They were both 
the kind that could part casually in 
Piccadilly, and meet years later in 
Zanzibar just as casually. 

As the cab rolled down Fifth Avenue 
they sat there and brought the last four 
years up to date. Barry had not a great 
deal to tell. " Just been hanging 
around," he said ruthfully. , " Doing 
nothing for my country or myself. 
Here to-day, there to-morrow. How's 
it  been with you?" 

Dan Brady was a stocky, open-faced 
chap, who looked most of the time like 
a great big innocent boy just in from 
the country. Other times, when he 
needed a shave, and was dressed in old 
clothes, with a sullen look about his 
mouth, a cigarette drooping from one 
corner, and a cap pulled low, he ap
peared a rather bad customer. Unless 
one looked very closely, one would 
never see the keenness 1n his eyes, the 
brains that were plentiful in his skull. 

He grinned now, this Dan Brady, 
and answered Barry's question with a 
shrug. " Still at the same old game," 
he declared. " Secret Service. Watch
dog of the Treasury, the President, and 
what have you." 

" I tried to get hold of you last 
year," Barry told him. " My telegram 
to the Treasury brought the informa
tion that they did not know where you 
were.' '  

" In China," Dan said briefly. 
· " There was a tricky case that ran all 

around the world. Had several of us 
working on it. They didn't w ant our 

whereabouts to be known-although as 
a matter of fact, they didn't know 
themselves half the time." 

" Sounds interesting,' '  Barry said 
with a trace of envy in his voice. 

" It was.' '  
" Stuff like that gets me all hipped 

up. I want to be in on it ." 
" vVhy not try to make the grade ?' '  

Dan grinned. 
And Barry grinned ruthfully. " I 

might get by for a few months, but I 
couldn't stick the grind. What's on 
your program now ? Let's get away 
and take a little boat trip, or an auto 
trip, or blow the lid off in some way." 

Dan shook his head regretfully. 
" Sounds nice, old man," he admitted. 

" But I'm tied down tighter than a cir
cus tent for the main show. There's 
a big case on, and I'm doing most of 
the work." 

Barry noted for the first time that 
Dan's clothes were not very new, and 
they certainly needed pressing. So did 
Dan's face need a shave-and his fin
ger nails were actually dirty and un
trimmed. That, from Dan Brady, who 
had been fastidious in the muck of the 
war, was proof that something was 
afoot. " Can you tell ?" Barry asked. 

" 'Fraid ·not," Dan said regretfully. 
" It's heap big medicine, and the Lord 
help some folks i f  we don't make good 
on it." 

" Here's hoping, if it's that bad." 
" Sure is." 
" Maybe I'm gumming up some · of 

your work now," Barry declared 
quickly. 

" No. I was just riding down to 
Eighth Avenue and Twenty-Fourth 
Street to see i f  my partner has shown 
up there yet, I woa't even talk to him 
i f  he has. We have a code of signals, 
and I'll read them as we go past." 

" And then what ?" 
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" Nothing till this evening," Dan de
clared. 

" Come around to the hotel with me 
as soon as you get the dope from your 
partner and we'll have a little celebra
tion. There's lots to talk over." 

" Sure thing," Dan agreed. 
All the way down to Twenty-Fourth 

Street they talked as fast as the words 
would come. Dan said just before they 
reached the spot : " My partner is wear
ing old clothes and a big beard that 
makes him look like he's j ust over from 
the other side. You'll see him." And 
to the driver of the cab, Dan said : 
" Slow down when y;u pass Twenty
Fourth Street. I want to have a look 
around." 

As tney went slowly past the spot, 
Barry saw the man whom Dan meant ; 
it could be no one else. A tall, poorly 
dressed fellow, with a ragged beard 
that swept his chest, anq a battered soft 
hat on the top of h is head. He was 
leaning against a lamp-post, hand� 
jammed down in his pockets, eyes on 
the sidewalk, and he did not seem to 
have a thought in his mind on any sub
ject save himself. · He did not look up 
when the cab went by ; could not have 
known that it was there. 

Barry had been looking eagerly for 
some signal ; and when none was given, 
and they were past, he was surprised 
to see Dan sit back with a look of satis
faction on his face. " That's that," 
Dan remarked. " Now for the hotel 
and that little celebration. I hope your 
drinks are good."  

" Supposed to  be, old man. They 
cost enough. Look here-it's none of 
my business, but what kind of signal 
did you get from that fellow ? I was 
looking at him, and he didn't make a 
move. Didn't even know we were there 
I'll bet." 

Dan chuckled. " You'd win the bet, 

too," he declared. " I  don't think he 
did see us pass. He didn't have to. I f  
things were going one way, h e  was t o  
stand there with h i s  hands in his 
pockets. If they were not, his hands 
were to be down at his sides. That's 
all there was to it." 

" I'l l  be darned," Barry said ruth
fully. 

The driver turned his head. " Where 
to now ?" he asked. 

" The Plaza," Barry told him. 
They went back by way of Seventh 

A venue. At Thirty-Seventh Street 
they were stopped again by the change. 
of lights. Barry was surprised to see 
Dan Brady suddenly cower back in his 
seat and hide his face. 

" 'vVhat's the matter ?'' Barry asked 
i n  amazement. 

From behind his hat, Dan retorted 
sharply : " There's a man at the curb 
there who mustn't see me ! It's Ivan 
Alexandranoff, one of the most deadly 
men in the country to-day. He's part 
of the case I'm \Yorking on." 

Several people were standing at the 
curb, but Barry had no trouble in pick
ing out the man. He was lounging 
there, smoking l\ cigarette, looking idly 
at the traffic. He was a medium-sized 
man with a thin, smooth-shaved face, 
shadowed somewhat under a dark 
green fedora hat, whose brim was 
turned down in front. Barry caught 
a glimpse of extraordinarily small feet, 
almost l ike a woman's, of soft hands, 
small and white and womanlike also, 
and a feline grace about the figure 
lounging there. He started to study 
the sharp features o f  Ivan Alexandra
noff, but caught only a fleeting glimpse 
of a thin cruel mouth when the lights 
shi fted and they went fonvard again. 

Dan- came out from behind the shel
ter of his hat, clapped it on his head, 
and took a deep breath of relief. " That 
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was a close shave," he said fervently. 
" I  would have had a devil of a time 
explaining what I was doing here in 
the cab with you. You look too damned 
prosperous to be seen with me.'' 

" That chap struck me as being de
cidedly unusual, ' '  Barry remarked 
thoughtfully. " I don't know when I've 
seen a man who, well, lingers in my 
mind so. What's his history ?" 

Dan thrus.t a cigarette between his 
l ips and lighted it, and inhaled deeply 
before answering. When he did, his 
voice was solemn. " Blood," Dan said. 
" That's Ivan Alexandranoff's story in 
a nutshell. Blood. He's a spawn of 
the Russian trouble. 'vVe don't know 
much about him and his beginnings be
fore he floated to the top of the cess
pool of murder, blood, and torture. 
What we do know is that he was one 
of Lenine's right-hand men. Not one 
of the figure-heads whose pictures and 
histories were paraded around the 
world. He was too deadly for that. 

" I van Alexandranoff was kept un
der cover, like a snake. Not many men 
in the inner circles of the party knew 
about him for a long time. But he 
was busy. The tales that have come 
out about his activities would make 
your blood run cold. He went out of 
the country shortly a fter Germany and 
the Allies signed the Peace Treaty. We 
know he was in  France for a time, and 
then Italy, when Mussolini routed the 
unrest and took charge of things. 
Then he went to England. 

" Always where he remained there 
was unrest, trouble, plots against the 
government. Down under the surface 
the Red Menace seethed and bubbled, 
spreading out through the land. But 
no trail of guilt ever led to the door 
of Ivan Alexandranoff. 

" Finally he came to America." 
Dan inhaled again from the ciga-

rette, and then said grimly : " The 
greatest, finest, most contented coun
try in the history of the world only 
makes them envious \Ve have every
thing but their rotten gospel of revolu
tion, and ' j ustice ' for the masses. So 
their worms are boring, boring-" 

" You think that fellow is making 
trouble?" Barry asked. 

" H " h  " D  d e ts ere, an answere cryp-
tically. " We haven't anything con
crete against him ; but his record is 
enough. And there is no doubt that 
something is a foot. Something-we'll 
drag it out in the light of day pretty 
soon. And then-" Dan fell silent, 
his face brooding, as though he was 
looking into the past and the future, 
seeing things that had best not be put 
into words. 

Barry fell silent also, his mind filled 
with the memory of the man he had 
seen back there at the curb. I van Alex
andranoff. Felinelike, sinister. 

CHAPTER IV 

Olga Cassarova-Spy 

IN Barry's rooms at the Plaza they 
had a drink, and fell to yarning of 
old times. Lunch was sent up, and 

they ate it there, with a bottle of wine, 
and talked on. 

Sight of his kit bags stirred Barry's 
memory, and as they sat there, he told 
of the happening on board the ship. 

Dan listened with interest. " That 
razor blade," he asked at the last, " do 
you still have it ?" 

" I  think so." Barry got up and 
crossed the room, and felt in the pocket 
of the suit · he had worn the day he 
came ashore. The box was there, just 
as he had picked it up and pocketed 
it when he left the cabin. He gave it 
to Dan. 

Dan walked to the window with it, 



592 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

and starea at the shiny surface of the 
blade. " You have a good print here 
all right," he said. Unfortunately, it 
would be pretty hard to get any one 
to believe your story now. She could 
swear that you found the blade in the 
passage, or even in her room. She 
might reverse the charges against you." 
He smiled slightly. 

Barry shrugged. " I have no inten
tion of doing anything about the mat
ter. I would have proceeded at once 
i f  I had." 

" Why didn't you ?" 
" I don't know p1yself," Barry ad

mitted. " There was something about 
her. And she seemed to be in trouble 
anyway." 

Dan pursed his lips. " Probably a 
moll who travels the shipping lines all 
the time. She must have thought you 
had something valuable along." 

" But I didn't. And there was no 
mark on my bags. That's the only 
thing th�t she could have cut with the 
blade. She seemed to have plenty of 
time to cut if she had been minded to. 
Curtains were down, door locked, and 
all." 

" By me," Dan said with a shake of 
his head, and he  closed the box and 
handed it back. " You say the man 
who nabbed her was named Harris ?" 

" That's what she called him. And 
he called her Olga. I couldn't find out 
anything else." 

Dan looked up sharply. " Olga ?" he 
echoed. " Did you hear her last name ?" 

" No." 
Dan pursed his lips, and took a turn 

up and down the room. " It must be 
the same girl," he said, more to him
self than to Barry. 

" What girl ?" 
" Olga Cassarova. She just came 

over from England. The Department 
tried to keep her out, but there was 

some hitch and she came in as sweet 
as the flowers in June. She is  a Rus
sian agent, and that's about as much as 
we know about her. She's been mixed 
up with the Bolshies in England-the 
same crowd that I van trained with 
when he was there. Now she's here 
for some reason or  other. vVe think 
we know, but can't be sure." 

" \Vhat was she doing in my room 
then ?" Barry asked, tapping the matcli 
box with the end of a finger nail. " I  
had nothing that would interest a Rus
sian agent. And if it is the same girl, 
she wouldn't be stooping to theft." 

" No," agreed Dan. 
" Then what ? I knew subconscious� 

ly when I saw her, that there was some
thing funny about her presence there. 
What was it ?" 

" I  haven't the slightest idea," Dan 
confessed. " If you had been connected 
with international intrigue at any time, 
or knew any of the.·gang, or were con
nected with the Service in some man
ner, there might be an explanation. As 
it  i s, I 'm stumped." 

Dan left in the middle of the a fter
noon, promising to call up the next day. 
Barry picked up the latest issue of his 
favorite magazine and sat down by the 
window to read for a time. 

He was occupied in that manner, si
lent, still, when a key slipped into his 
door lock with a little rasp of metal 
against metal. There was something 
furtive about that sound that quite 
precluded any thought that it could be 
the room maid or one of the hotel staff. 

Barry sat up abruptly, and then as 
the key turned in the lock he got to 
his feet noiselessly and reached the 
open door of the clothes closet with 
three silent steps. He barely had time 
to draw the doo:- partially shut before 
his own room door opened and a figure 
slipped in, and closed the door after it. 

I D 
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It was several seconds before that 

figure moved in far enough to come 
within Barry's range of vision. And 
when it did, he almost gave an audible 
gasp of surprise. It was the girl in 
black, the girl of the Leviathan---!.Olga 
Cassarova. 

She was dressed in black again, a 
trim, modish outfit for street wear, in
cluding a small close-fitting black hat 
that came down low over her black 
hair. 

She stood in the middle of the room, 
Olga Cassarova, poised, alert, listen
ing, searching about with quick, keen 
gl�nces. There was no mistake this 
time, no chance that she could have got 
in the wrong room. She was in the 
right room, and she knew whose room 
it was, and what she wanted in there. 

Barry almost stopped breathing as 
he stared out through the small open
ing at her. And as he did so a score 
o f  questions rioted through his mind. 
What did she want with him ? What 
was the meaning of this second visit ? 
How did she know where he was stay
ing? Even to the hotel and the room. 
How had she got a key that would fit 
his door, and why ? 

She stepped to the door of the bath
room and tried the knob, and when it 
turned she opened the door and looked 
in, N o  one w_as there, of course. The 
sight seemed to reassure her. She came 
back into the room, and went without 
hesitation to the spot where Barry's 
two kit bags reposed on the floor. She 
stooped down over them, looked for a 
moment, and then picked one of  the 
bags up and placed it on the bed. 

She carried a small leather purse. 
Opening that, she took out a tiny 
hooked instrument and inserted it in 
the lock. With a dexterity that was al
most an art she worked on the lock, 
and finally opened it. 

2 D  

All the time Barry stood as though 
carved from stone, staring at her. He 
simply could not make himself believe 
that this young woman was the com
mon thief she seemed to be. Even as 
he saw her opening the bag he could 
not believe it. There was nothing in- _ 
side that had any value. Nothing that 
would pay her for the trouble of look
ing him up, getting a key to fit his door 
and making the risky attempt at enter
ing and stealing. 

Still, she worked as i f  by plan, 
certain that there was reward of some 
kind waiting for her. And Barry 
watched, struggling with himself, not 
knowing what to do about it. 

Finally, as he saw his bag open and 
her shapely hand dart down inside, 
he could contain himself no longer. He 
shoved open the door and walked out 
into the room. 

She heard the sound and whirled, 
the same small automatic appearing in  
her hand as  i f  by magic. 

This time Barry did not raise his 
hands ; the sight of the weapon, 
coupled with his knowledge of her 
record, aroused in him a measure of 
anger. " Put that down," he said 
coldly. 

If sight of her had surprised him, 
his sudden presence almost dazed her. 
She stood there with the gun in her 
hand, staring at him, saying nothing. 

" Put that gun up," Barry ordered, 
scowling at her. 

She started to lower it, and then 
caught herself and held it steady. The 
same movement seemed to give her 
self-control. She asked unsteadily : 
" What are you doing here ? I-I 
thought I heard you go away." 

Barry did not choose to enlighten 
her. " No matter what you heard, I'm 
here now. So you were spying on the 
room, waiting until I went out ?" 
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Her answer surprised him. Her 
voice was steadier, cooler, with a hint 
of hysterical laughter burbling down 
underneath it. " Certainly. You don't 
think I would try to come in while you 
were present, do you ?" 

" I wouldn't think, from your looks, 
- that you would ever stoop to it," Barry 

told her. He scored too. A bit of red 
crept up into the white of her cheeks. 

Her chin came up. " \Vhat you 
think," she told him, " does not matter 
in the slightest." 

" Yes, it does," Barry assured her. 
" For on what I think rests the deci
sion as to whether I call the house de
tective or not." 

" You wouldn't." 
" No ?  Have you stopped to think 

that you are a common crook ? You 
have entered my room, and opened my 
locked bag, and were searching it when 
I walked out on you. There is only one 
name for that sort of work, and 
usually only one treatment." 

All surprise and anger, all emotion. 
was out of her face now. She looked at 
him gravely from her big gray eyes. 

" Quite true," she admitted with a 
slight nod of her head. " Every word 
that you say is right-but have you 
stopped to think that I may have had 
a reason for entering your room this 
,:\·ay, and opening your bag ?" 

Barry raised his eyebrows. 
" Reason ? Certainly. You must 

have had. I credit you with more sense 
· than to do things like this for the 

pleasure of doing it. But-it will take 
a mighty good reason to cover what 
you have j ust done." 

She smiled-and the effect was 
astonishing. It was as if a veil of clouds 
had been whisked away from a fair, 
beautiful sky. No longer was she pale, 
no longer did she appear \vearied. 
Years dropped away from her shoul-

ders. She seemed what, in truth, she 
was, a beautiful young woman. Young. 

" And if I should tell you that there 
was a very good reason, would it be 
all right with you ?" she asked. " For 
you must see that I can't be looking for 
anything to steal." 

In that moment Barry found it hard 
to believe that she couid be all that Dan 
had imputed her to be. Olga Cassarova, 
Russian agent, Bolshevist, fellow
worker with Ivan Alexandranoff. A 
creature of the Red Menace. A beauti
ful lily, with roots thrust deep into the 
mire and muck of World Revolution. 

Hard indeed-and yet here she was. 
Barry wiped all expression off his 

face as he faced her smile. Knowing 
her for what she was, he knew the 
smile for what it was. A trap. He had 
caught her, and now she was trying to 
use her beauty to get out of it. vV ell 
-let her. 

" I shall be glad to hear what you 
have to say," he told her. " It does 
seem that you are looking in an un
likely place. I never carry valuables 
with me. In that bag you have just 
opened there is  not a thing of value." 

" Perhaps there is. Listen to me
suppose with me. Suppose there was a 
girl on board ship who had something 
that was very valuable to her, and a 
little dangerous i f  found on her. And 
suppose that she saw a man on that 
ship who could make trouble for her 
if those papers were found-and who 
had the power to do so. And suppose 
she got to her cabin, and got the papers 
and hid them in the first place that 
came to mind-" 

" Did she ?" Barry asked without ex
pression. 

And the girl nodded. " Yes-she 
did ; I did. I had been making the trip 
in my cabin, and I went out for a little 
walk, not knowing Harris was on the 
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boat. He did · not know I was either, 
until he saw me. I managed to get to 
my cabin and locked the door before 
he came up with me. But I knew he 
would soon find me. I had seen you on 
the deck, and knew which cabin you 
had. It would be empty. I took a skel
eton key-but the door was unlocked. 
With a razor blade I slit the inside 
seam of one of your bags and slipped 
the envelope containing the papers 
under the leather lining. You would 
not be likely to find it, and the customs 
men would not look. In your effects I 
found information that you stayed at 
the Plaza in New York. You would 
probably go back there. 

· I was detained on the boat, but I 
located you here as soon as I was free. 
I thought it would be easier to get the 
papers without bothering you. That is 
why I slipped into your room. But
again I was unlucky, or you have the 
luck of the devil. You will give the en
velope to me, and forget about it ?" 

She smiled winningly, and put the 
gi.ui in her purse. 

CHAPTER V 

Poison Gas 

BARRY would have believed her i f  
he had not talked first with Dan 
Brady. Would, without doubt, 

have done exactly as she wished him 
to. It was plain that she was telling the 
tntth-as far as it went. Everything 
j ibea in to support her story-and 
Dan's also. Olga CassaroYa, creature 
of the Red Menace. This smiling girl, 
whose hands, perhaps, were tinged 
with the blood that her associates had 
shed. He felt a sickish wave of revul
sion sweep over him. It could not be 
true-and yet it was. 

" You will let me have _the papers ?" 
she asked again, gently, winningly. 

Barry heard his voice asking coldly : 
" They are in the lining of that bag ?" 

" Yes." 
" Show me." He crossed to the side 

of the bed, and bent over the bag. 
Her gloved hand pointed. " Down i n  

that corner," she said. " The tiniest rip 
of the leather. I am sorry about the 
damage. I will buy a new bag if  you 
wish it. There was no time to think 
about the harm when I was hiding the 
papers." 

Barry found the place all right-a 
small slit that he would not have 
noticed for some time, if ever. And as 
his fingers explored around the spot he 
felt the slightest crackle of paper 
underneath. Carefully he parted the 
leather and drew those papers out. 

They were in a plain envelope, two 
or three sheets by the feel of them. The 
envelope was sealed with three small 
drops of wax, stamped with an in
tricate mark. At the moment Barry 
did not try to make out that mark. He 
stood up. 

" You see-! have told vou the truth. 
And now I thank you fo; the help you 
have given me." She stretched out her 
hands for the envelope. 

The briefest silence fell over them 
as they stood thus, Barry with the 
papers, she with her hand out. In that 
silence he made his decision, and a ten
sion seemed to fall over them swiftly. 
\Vith a quick movement he put the en
velope in his inside coat pocket. 

" Sorry," he declared coolly, " but I 
think I'll keep them until I know more 
about this matter." 

" They are mine," she said sharply. 
" Perhaps. They are mine right 

now. Possession, · you know, is nine 
points-" 

He had looked for anger, but, at 
that, he was hardly prepared for the 
passion that swept over her face. " You 
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will keep what is mine ?" she burst out. 
" For a time, yes." 
The blood drained from her cheeks. 

" For the last time," she uttered in a 
tight voice, " I ask for what is mine, 
I did wrong in putting that envelope in 
your luggage. But it is mine, and I 
will have it. Give it to me." 

" No," said Barry. 
She jerked open the purse she car

ried-and Barry sprang at her, antici-
' pating her move. She stepped back 

just as quickly. And the next moment 
he was facing the same pearl-handled 
automatic. Queer how deadly it looked. 
He stopped. 

" Now," she said passionately, " give 
it to me !" 

" No." 
" I am serious. Give it to me !" 
" No," said Barry stubbornly. 
He was not angry at her-yet. 

Rather, greatly irritated. This young 
woman had ceased to be just a woman. 
She was Olga Cassarova, companion of 
Ivan Alexandranoff. What the papers 
were he did not know, or what her mis
sion was in the country. But she stood 
against all that he lived for, the ideals, 
the love of country, of fellow man. She 
was the enemy of him and his kind. 
She was not bringing secret papers to 
this country for no reason at all. Since 
they were important to her, they would 
be doubly important to those who were 
working against her and her associates. 
Important to men like Dan Brady. 

" Put that gun down," he ordered. 
How white her face seemed. Little 

lines were running out from the sides 
of her mouth as her tips tightened. 
" Don't be foolish," she whispered 
huskily. " Give them to me." The 
small weapon was aimed straight at his 
face. 

Barry was not a coward. He 
weighed chances swiftly, and cast the 

die in his own mind. His chin thrust 
forward slightly. " If you're going to 
shoot, get ready," he said grimly, and 
took a step toward her. A slow step, 
so that she would not be startled into 
firiug without realizing what she was 
doing. 

He was banking everything on the 
fact that she was not cold-blooded 
enough to shoot him down ruthlessly. 

She stepped back-and Barry went 
forward again. 

" Stop," she gasped, and there was 
a note of pleading in her voice. " Stop," 
she said again. 

Barry moved toward her deliberate
ly, right into the face of the weapon. 
It shook a little, but the muzzle did 
not waver from his head. The little 
round hole in the end seemed as big as 
a silver half-dollar. Common sense 
urged that he stop, and something else 
drove him on. He could not back down 
now. 

She seemed to sense his feeling. The 
gun became steady. She straightened. 
Her left hand fished a small lacy hand
kerchief down from that sleeve. And 
the finger that rested on the trigger 
contracted with a sudden jerk . In the 
same moment the handkerchief went 
to her nose. 

Nothing happened. No explosion 
leaped out at him. But the next in
stant there was a sharp acrid feeling 
in his nostrils ; and then the world be
gan to swim, things went faint, and 
strength faded from his muscles. · 

Barry's mind was working even as 
he went down. He saw her lower the 
gun, and sway toward him, still press
ing the handkerchief against her nose. 
He fell soddenly on the floor, and she 
bent over him, and groped in his pock
et, and jerked out the envelope. 

The next moment she was away 
from him, at the door, and gone. 
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Barry lay there for the space of ten 
minutes-it might have been fifteen, 
helpless, but retaining some power of 
thought. Her weapon had been loaded 
with gas instead of lead. He was out, 
how bad he did not know, and she was 
gone, victorious. He raged at himself 
for allowing her to get the upper hand 
i n  such a manner, and at the same time 
had to admit that he could not have 
guarded against it. For how could he 
have known what manner of weapon 
she carried ? 

And in those long minutes there on 
the floor, one strong purpose was 

· forged from the confused welter of his 
thoughts. · He did not know what it 
was all about, but the thing had been 
brought to his very door, and he'd see 
it through. There was mystery here
and he would tear that mystery aside. 
There was menace also, and he would 
scotch that menace as best he could. 
He had money and brains of a sort. 
Had also friendship with Dan Brady. 
I f  Olga Cassarova was connected with 
I van Alexandranoff, Dan would be in
terested in her. Perhaps Dan would 
help, or he could help Dan. 

Gradually, as that purpose formed in 
his mind, the effects of the gas wore 
off. Strength came back)nto his body, 
and his mind cleared fully ; and pres
ently he was able to sit up, and then 
stand up and get to his bed. A little 
later he was as well as ever, save for 
a slight shakiness that went away as 
soon a·s he got to the window and 
opened it. 

A swift brushing of his suit, a brief 
look in the glass to see that he appeared 
all right, ami Barry went down to the 
desk hurriedly. His question there was 
answered speedily. A young woman 
had checked out from that floor less 
than five minutes before. 

A bell boy had taken her bags to a 

taxi. He did not know what her des
tination had been. 

He would not easily find out either, 
Barry thought as he turned away. She 
had gotten clear away, and by now was 
safe in the wastes of the city, the best 
place in the world to hide. 

It took him one brief moment to 
realize that he was stumped, unless he 
could get hold of  Dan Brady. And 
he had not thought to  ask Dan where 
he was staying now. Half an hour of 
telephoning produced no results. Dan 
Brady had never been heard of, it 
seemed, even by some who should have 
known him. 

Barry did not bother to report the 
case to the police. They might help, 
and they might not. It would only 
serve to drag the whole thing out in 
the papers, to no good cause. That 
was the last thing he wished. He de
cided tci wait until Dan called him over 
the telephone in the morning. 

CHAPTER VI 

Perilous Adventure 

BARRY was up the next morning, 
finished with his breakfast, and 
reading the paper when Dan 

called. 
" You're just the man I wanted to 

see," Barry told him thankfully. " I've 
got some important news to tell you. 
Come on up." 

Dan chuckled. " I'm not calling 
from the lobby," he said. " What is 
the news ?" 

" The girl-Olga-paid me a call 
a fter you were here yesterday after
noon, and got some stuff that belonged 
to her. Stuff she had left in the lining 
of my best kit bag." 

" Are you trying to kid me ?" Dan 
demanded severely. 

" No. It's the last thing in the world 
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I'm thinking of. She put me out with 
a shot of poison gas, and got away 
with an envelope. There must have 
been something very important in it 
from the way she acted." 

" Listen," Dan ordered swiftly, 
" you sound like you've had a brain 
wave. But i f  any part of it's true, 
don't say anything more. Tell me about 
it face to face where there is no chance 
of anyone hearing you. I can't come . 
up there to see you this morning. You'll 
have to meet me in the park. Say along 
the south shore of the lagoon. Be 
there as soon as you can." 

" I'll start right away," Barry 
agreed. 

He wondered, as he walked into the 
park with long strides, what the rea
son was that prevented Dan from com
ing up to see him. Wondered also 
why Dan had cut him off so quickly, 
and insisted that the story come when 
they were face to face. It seemed a 
little far-fetched-and yet Dan knew 
his business. 

Dan was not on the walk that skirted 
the south side of the lagoon. Two 
nurse-maids were there, pausing a few 
moments in their slow promenade for 
a few bits of gossip. A young police
man stood near, looking at them now 
and then as though he would welcome 
a chance to make the twosome a trio. 
And last but not least a shabby and un
shaven individual carrying a seedy 
valise stood at one corner of the lagoon 
eying the water vacantly, back to the 
policeman, the nurse-maids, and Barry. 

Even as Barry looked at him, he 
turned and trudged slowly away. 

The walk caught Barry's eye. After 
a moment he started rapidly after the 
other. And as he came up, he looked 
sidewise at the other's face. 

It was Dan, more unshaven, dirtier, 
far shabbier than he had been the day 

before. By subtle methods he had com
pletely transformed himself, until he 
looked thoroughly down and out. 

Dan grinned as Barry caught his eye. 
" Mister," he whined under his breath, 
" how about a dime for a cuppa caw
fee ? I ain't had a bite of breakfas'." 

" Go to the devil," Barry replied, 
smiling. " What's the idea of this get
up ?" 

" Business," said Dan. " Can I sell 
you a good knife sharpener ? One that's 
guaranteed to put an edge on the best 
and poorest steel ? Only fifty cents, and 
cheap at half the price." He opened 
the shabby valise that he carried and 
displayed a stock of slim whetstones. 

" Doesn't the government pay you 
enough to live on ?" 

" Shhhh," Dan husked, closing up 
the valise and walking along beside 
Barry. " I'm not working for the gov
ernment. I never heard the name be
fore, hardly. Whetstones is my line, 
and I live off of it." And then Dan's 
levity departed and he said : " \\'hat's 
this you were trying to tell me over the 
phone ? Let's get a quiet bench arid 
keep out of sight while we talk." 

They found a bench back in the 
bushes that fringed a stretch of the 
walk, and Barry told his story. Dan 
listened closely, frowning slightly at the 
last, where the matter of the gun and 
the poisoned gas came in. 

" That's a new one," he muttered. 
" I didn't know they were getting so 
scientific. Have to keep an eye out 
for more gas guns." 

" What do you make of it ?" Barry 
asked. 

" Guess there's no doubt that she's 
Olga Cassarova now." 

" No. I'm perfectly willing to be
lieve that." 

" Those papers," said Dan, " must 
have been pretty important, or incrimi-
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n atin g, for her to take all that trouble 
w ith them." 

" Barry sai d : " They must have been 
important. I f  they'd just been i ncrimi
n ating, she could have got rid of them 
before friend Harris caught up w ith 
her." 

" That's right. Your head i s  w ork
i ng n icely. Have you still got that box 
and the razor blade ?" 

" Yes." 
Dan fell into a thoughtful silence. 
Barry broke it. " I could have called 

up the police, and given them her n ame, 
description, and the razor blade. They 
should have hauled her in very shortly. 
But . I thought there might be better 
w ays of dealing with the matter. Some 
w ay that would give better results. I 
tried to get hold of you, but you seemed 
to be out of sight."  

" VIas," Dan said. " \Vorking blind, 
and · the department and most every 
one else have lost sight of me. Then, 
too, they're not giving out in forma
tion. If I'd been there they might have 
called me to the phone ; but there wasn't 
a chance of them telling "·here I could 
be foun d. How did they know who 
w an ted me ? Might have been some 
on e · on the other side, w ho merely 
w anted to get a lin e  on me. All the 
brains aren't with the government, you 
know." 

" Yes, that's what I thought. An y
w ay, 1 made up my mind to w ai t  unti l 
I had a t alk with y ou before I did an y
thing." 

" Glad you did, old man. It looks 
like you' ve stumbed on somethin g  that 
comes pretty close to what I'm w ork
in g on . There ought to be a way of 
getting some good out of it. I f  Olga 
Cassarova was bringing such importan t 
papers over w ith her, i t  j ibes i n  with 
other things that are happenin g. Gad 
-I wish you could have kept that en-

velope so w e  could have seen w hat 
was in side." 

" I tried to. But I didn't have any 
i dea she was going to give me a dose 
of gas." 

" Of course not. Better luck next 
time. Question is now- how to make 
the best of it. She's probably lost her
self in the ci ty. The papers are taken 
care of by n ow . \Von't do an y good 
to have her up. Just put her and the 
rest of them on their guard, an d give 
them notice that some one kn ew more 
about them than they thought." 

Barry spoke earnestly. " Look
i sn't there some way that I could get 
i n  thi s  thin g  and help work against her 
an d her crowd ? She's made a fool of 
me, and it certainly looks as i f  some 
one ought to take a han d  again st them. 
I don 't mean that in an y w ay that 
sli ghts you fellows." . 

" I  know ." 
" I have the tffiw and the mon ey to 

do almost an ything," Barry said eager
ly. " I'm n ot exactly a moron ,  and
I'd like to do what I can." Barry did 
not say what had been at the poin t  of 
his tongue-that he wanted to en gage 
in the business that was woven about 
Olga Cassarova-he could n ot put it in 
w ords ; kn ew only that i f  Dan didn't 
agree to his suggestion he w as goi ng 
i t  alon e. 

Dan d id  n ot reply for some mo
men ts. His un shaved face w as grave. 

" Barry," he said finally, " I wonder 
i f  you kn ow w hat you're asking." 

" I thin k I do." 
" You heard w hat I said yesterday ?" 
" Yes." 
" Heard me say that Ivan Alexan 

dranoff was n ot hardly human. That 
his whole career can be summed up in 
the on e word- blood ?" 

" Yes." 
" I am pretty sure that this girl ts 
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connected with him, or will be before 
long. She comes from circles that are 
very close to him." 

" Well-" 
" It means that i f  you go after her 

you will be brought into contact with 
him. And if he finds that you are liable 
to get in his way, the chances are al
most certain that he will put you out 
of the way. One of his men, rather. 
They do things like that without turn
ing a hair." 

" Are you trying to frighten me ?" 
" No," said Dan with a slight smile. 

" I'm merely trying to give you a pic
ture of what is ahead." 

" Is it ahead ? Do you think I can 
do anything ?" 

" Pretty certain of it. It's not at all 
regular, but there ought to be a way 
you can do a lot of good. I've just 
been turning it over in my mind. You 
were coming from the other side when 
you met Olga Cas.sarova. She was 
coming from England, and she's been 
there for some time. Now there is 
nothing to prevent you from coming 
from Paris." 

" Nothing," Barry agreed, " since I 
actually was. Had been there for three 
months. Paris and the south o f  
France." 

" We have contact with a man high 
in communistic circles in France who 
can give you a recommendation that 
will go a long way with the members 
in this country. It doesn't matter 
whether you have been active over 
there or not. If you can put across a 
good imitation of one, a sympathi-zer, 
and back it with his 0. K. ,  you will oe 
pretty well received over here." 

" Even if they know how much 
money I have ? This Olga Cassarova 
knows my right name now. I ' l l  have 
to be myself." 

" Certainly. That makes it all tfie 

better. There'll be no question about 
your being an agent of the govern� 
ment. There are plenty of poor de
luded fools with money who take up 
for them. Some actually believe what 
they profess, and some only think they 
do. It makes no difference i f  you are 
rich. You can get by all the better, 
backed with word from Rene Carre." 

Barry's imagination carried on 
swi ftly. " I  didn't know who Olga 
Cassarova was, or wasn't supposed to. 
If I can get in contact with her, I 'll 
tell her a yarn, and then get friendly 
with her." 

" Yes. The more I think of this the 
better I like it. We men are not in 
the inner circles. They investigate too 
much. We work from the outside most 
of the time. But you, obviously not 
connected with the government, with a 
past that is clear and open to all the 
inspection they care to give, can go 
far. It is so simple that it is good." 
Dan smacked a fist into the palm o f  
his hand enthusiastically. Then con
tinued : 

" Rene Carre is a little man with a 
great hooked nose, an apparently fiery 
temper, a hatred of everything that is 
not communistic, and a wooden leg. 
He is vain about that leg. Three times 
in fights he has been wounded in that 
wooden leg instead of the good one. 
He thinks there is a charm about it, 
and always tells of it and brags about 
it. One of the standard jokes in the 
inner communistic circles of France, 
England, and America, is Rene Carre's 
wooden leg. Remember that. His right 
hand man there is Leon Coline, tall and 
slim. And there is Jean Didier, who 
also does good work for Carre. 

" I will have a letter from Carre 
forged, and cable him to-night to 0. K. 
it, if he is queried about the matter. 
Take the letter to the offices of the 
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Brotherhood, the paper that is the rally- tie cold shiver dom1 Barry's spine. He 
ing point of most of the breed in the shrugged and grinned. " Get me the 
city. The main ones will be found letter," he said. 
around it, and the paper itself goes all " It will be brought to your hotel by 
over the country. Once there you will a messenger," Dan said. " \i\Then you 
be on your own. vVhat you do is up to g�t it, use it as you see fit. But on no 
you ; and you can't even see me, for it is account open your mouth about me, 
probable that they will watch you close- or anything that you have learned. 
ly at first. Just ordinary caution. Now I 've got to get to \\·ork myself. 
Something is afoot. Something big. Good luck, old man.' '  
Keep your mouth closed and your eyes Dan held out his hand. They shook 
and ears open. -and went their \vays, Barry to the 

" And you may die." left, toward Fi fth .A. xenue, and Dan to-
Dan said the last as casually as i f  ward Columbus Circle. And it was, 

he was stating a minor fact of little perhaps, better that neither of them 
consequence. could foresee what the future held in 

The very casualness of it  sent a lit- store, both for Barry and for Dan. 
TO 8 8  C O N T I N U E D  

Hoods For Prisoners 
SOLITARY confinement, never a soul to speak to, and a mask always 

over the face-there is the keynote of the new model French prison 
Fresnes, near Paris, France. All prisoners are required to wear masks 

during their waking hours, making it impossible to recognize comrades, should 
they perchance see one, and preventing the plotting of t>vo or more to escape. 
The Fresnes prisoner can breathe and see freely through his mask, but he 
cannot see through other masks. 

Special precautions were taken in the chapel of the institution. where 
all the prisoners gather at least once a day, and oftener on Sunday. Each 
prisoner has a covered box with a small opening on the side facing the altar. 
The tiers are arranged on a steep slant up to the rear of the chapel, and the 
boxes are entered from below. There is no chance for one prisoner to see 
any other in the chapel, even when it is  filled with men. 

One of the features of the prison is the zoo-like row of individual outdoor 
exercise pens. These pens have stone walks and grass plots, and face on 
the prison garden. They are separated by stone walls. Even in the exercise 
pens the lone prisoner must wear his prison mask. Fresnes prison is modern 
in equipment and embodies novel features which other prisons, including many 
in this country, are watching with interest. 



False Witness 

Gang Vengeance Creep& 
A round the Girl Who Knew 
Too Much, But One Man Stand& 
in the Way -" Under Cover " Lane 

By Mansfield Scott 
AT eight o'clock on Friday evening, l'""l. it became evident to Foxcroft 

that a new criminal project was 
being planned in the underworld. He 
did not learn the exact nature of the 
affair, for he was unable to hear 
enough of the snatches of conversation. 

The meeting was in the little back 
room at the Roost-a room from 
which many quiet orders had been sent 
out, and in which, more than once, sen
tence had been passed upon unfor
tunates who had incurred gangland's 
disfavor. Few of the patrons of this 
notorious resort knew of the little back 
parlor. One-Eye Beckett, the manager, 
knew, and several of the waiters ; but to 
all appearances the space was only a 
part of the big wine locker which ad-' 
joined the gaudy clubroom. 

A Novelette 

On occasions, nevertheless, there 
were secret gatherings there-as vn 
the Friday evening when Foxcroft 
learned that a plot was afoot. · 

He sat with " Bugs " Flaherty, a 
gunman, at the outer end of the room, 
close to a narrow back stairway which 
led downward three floors to an alley. 
Both men were silent, sipping liquor, 
awaiting orders from the group around 
a table a few feet away. 

The talk at the table was in low 
voices ; and the intermittent pounding 
of jazz on the opposite side of the par
tition, together with sounds of hilarity 
from the booths and tables, kept Fox
croft from hearing all. 

He well knew the identitv of those 
present. F. Henderson " St�ffy " Mc
Hugh, politician and gang leader, dom-

602 
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inated the group, holding the others' 
attention with his bright eyes while he 
accepted or rejected their suggestions. 
There was a flush upon McHugh's 
cheeks to-night, an extra keenness i n  
his glance ; and Foxcroft felt that it 
boded ill for some one. Then there 
were Murphy and Culhane, runners for 
the biggest gang lawyers ; a bootlegger, 
Sawtell ; and Jack Conlon, proprietor 
of a chain of gambling houses. 

" Aw, it's a cinch !" The bootlegger 
spoke in rough assurance. " It'll be 
dead open and shut-" 

" But get this," interposed Culhane, 
tall and beady-eyed, tapping the table 
with his forefinger. " You've got to be 
darn certain he's in his rooms at 
twelve-thirty, and alo11e." 

" \Ve'll make sure of that," said ] ack 
Conlon. 

Then .for several .minutes Foxcroft 
could hear little. At intervals Conlon 

" Look ! "  Somers cried. Botll 
aen saw it now - a single 
shadow thrown against the 
window, a shadow that was 

swaying, awlnging 

vigorously nodded his small, round 
head. The gaming-house keeper had a 
repulsive face, and this e\'ening it \VOre 
a leer. His cheek bones stood out prom
inently. 

At length Stuffy McHugh's voice 
broke in, smooth, rich, and forceful. 
" Now, you fellows let me handle that 
end of it. I 'm not a lawyer, but 
neither am I a fool. Tony must do 
his stuff. That's just where you've 
gone wrong once or twice before. You 
think the details aren't important-" 

" But what's the need of it, chief," 
Conlon protested, " if Massey and 
Pearson will svvear they seen him 
there ? And then there's Benny-a 
coupla grand'll buy his testimony any 
day." 

" I've told you, I'll handle thi� .  It's 
all right for three men to swear a thing 
happened at a certain place-but under 
cross-examination they'll have to go 
into details before and after. And i f  
they rely on imagination for that part, 
all three may not imagine the same 
things. I tell you, for that reason as 
well as for another, Tony is going to 
do his stuff." 

McHugh rose· abruptly and glanced 
toward the other end of the room. 
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" Bugs-there's a job for you to
night. Foxy-we'll not need you." 

Foxcroft nodded, set down his glass, 
and pushed back his chair, while his 
companion crossed to join the others. 
When the gang leader said that a man 
wasn't needed, it meant that he wasn't 
wanted. Foxcroft knew better than 
to invite displeasure by remaining. He 
took up his cheap straw hat, opened 
the door, and stumbled down the long, 
steep, creaking stairway to the alley at 
the rear of the building. 

The fragments that he had 0\·er
heard had left him perplexed and Uth 
certain. All of the gangsters, by their 
tense, quiet demeanor, had made it 
plain that the occasion was momentous. 
It might prove an evil night indeed for 
the unknown victim against whom 
their plans were being directed ! 

The Roost was at the top of an old 
brick building on Columbia Street, in 
the heart of gangland. Crossing 
thoughtfully tmvard an intersecting 
thoroughfare which led to his third
rate rooming house, Foxcroft caught 
sight of a crov,·d gathered on a corner 
a block farther south. He advanced 
with interest. 

There was a raid in progress-a raid 
on a notorious dive, Hurley's gambling 
joint. Two patrol wagons waited out
side, and the lower floors of the struc
ture swarmed with officers in plain
clothes. Foxcroft shook his head grim
ly. Here was another slap for the big 
mob-a raid conducted within a stone's 
throw of their lead�rs' conference in 
the back room at  the Roost ! 

As he moved on, he passed a knot of 
gangsters on the opposite corner. They 
were watching the police and muttering 
darkly. He paused, ostensibly to light 
a cigarette. 

" Leonardos- !" 
" He never comes wit' th' cops." 

" Dat's all right wait ! De dirty 
skunk will turn up one o' dese nights !" 

" Leonardos-the- !" 
II 

FOXCROFT smiled oddly, bitterly, 
a twisted smile, as he walked 
through the poorly lighted thor

oughfare. Here was an example of 
the reward of the common crooks, the 
vast majority of crooks. They weren't 
even permitted to share in inside in
formation necessary for their own pro
tection. It was Leonardos, editor o f  
the Beacon, the reform newspaper, 
whom they blamed for the campaign 
against gang-controlled interests ; it 
was Leonardos whom they hated and 
threatened-with never a thought of 
the man behind Leonardos ! 

Stuffy McHugh and a few more at 
the top knew, of course. They were 
aware that there was another with 
whom they must reckon ; an outsider, 
a man who had planned the whole long 
series of raids and prosecutions, and 
\Yho had signed a contract to rid the 
city of organized gang rule. A very 
few knew also that their arch-enemy's 
name was Lane-" Under Cover " 
Lane-a consulting expert. Yet even 
the chief, McHugh, didn't guess the 
whole truth. 

The vast campaign had been almost 
ruinous for McHugh. One by one, his 
biggest enterprises had been halted ; po- · 
lice captains in the gang districts had 
been moved about like chessmen ; and 
nearly all of the mob's best friends had 
been transferred. And McHugh laid 
the blame upon the police commission
er, wondered at his unerring knowl
edge ; he didn't suspect that the com
missioner's hand had been forced by 
the Governor, nor that the latter's in
formation had come from-Under 
Cover Lane ! 



FALSE WITNESS 605 
Foxcroft gave a quiet, hollow laugh. 

Perhaps Lane's work was nearly end
ed-this time might be the last ! He 
knew of the sums offered by different 
gang leaders for the exposure of the 
secret investigator who had cut off 
their enormous profits. In Cincinnati, 
in Cleveland and Brooklyn and other 
citie�. Lane's identity had never been 
known. 

He had directed huge drives against 
law-defying organizations : yet in every 
case, others had received the credit. 
The present task might have a different 
outcome-a single slip meant the end. 

The end ! There wouldn't be the 
slightest doubt about that part. It 
would come without warning, in a 
flash ; and through all the underworlds 
would spread a murmur of relief and 
satisfaction. In gangland there is no 
hatred so deadly as that which the mob 
holds toward an agent who works from 
the inside ; he is called a snitcher, a 
stool pigeon, a rat!  

Crossing the street, the man known 
as Foxcroft entered a small rooming 
house, a dingy and unattractive place 
like hundreds in the South End. He 
slipped up the stairs to his room, where 
he lit the gas, drew the shades, and 
went to work at once with the thor
oughness of one who realized that his 
life might depend upon his care. 

A cracked and dusty mirror hung 
facing the light, reflecting an oblong 
patch on the faded wall paper. It was 
a lean and sallow man of forty, pre
maturely gray, whom the glass first re
vealed ; a man cheaply yet flashily 
clothed, with several gold teeth promi
nent among others broken and dark
ened, and with hollow, pale, bitter eyes. 
The underworld was well acquainted 
with this individual-Foxcroft, invet
erate gambler, rapidly aging, buffeted 
by the winds of chance. 

But in a few minutes an amazing 
change had taken place. The flaring 
check suit, the bright shirt and tie, were 
discarded, and the man donned plain, 
quiet apparel. His sallow, dry com
plexion disappeared beneath a damp
ened cloth, and a sponge dipped in dye 
hid temporarily the gray streaks in his 
thinning hair. His eyes lost their sunk
en appearance. Finally he took from 
his mouth his full set of false teeth, 
and opened a wallet which he kept in 
his pocket. 

In this wallet were two other sets o f  
plates. One, much more repulsive than 
that with the gold teeth which he had 
just removed, displayed onlv two crum
bling fragments adorning the lower 
jaw and one abO\·e. The third set were 
faultless-small, white, and regular. 
He selected these, and his tranforma
tion was complete. 

No longer was Foxcroft, the gang
ster and gambler, reflected in the mir
ror. A different man, erect, well
poised, square-jawed, had taken his 
place. The highest executives of sev
eral states knew this man, and listened 
attentively when he spoke. 

Opening a drawer which he kept 
locked, Under Cover Lane paused, 
glancing at an assortment of hats and 
caps. He chose a dark felt, despite 
the warm evening. Turning out the 
gas, he quietly raised the shade and 
window at one end of the room, peer
ing out. 

A musty odor rose from the back 
yard below. There was no sound. Lane 
groped for the railing of the fire escape 
and softly descended. In silence he 
made his way through an alley to the 
street. 

From the point "·here he emerged, 
he walked three blocks, then signalecf 
a passing taxicab. Riding to a corner 
well outside of the South End, he en-
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1tered a drug store and slipped into a 
telephone bOoth. 

A man's deep, well-modulated voice 
answered his cali. 

" Donaldson ?" 
" Yes. \Vho' s speaking ?" 
Lane's reply was quiet, in a tone very 

different from Foxcroft's whine. " My 
_initials are ]. B. L." 

He heard a quick word of recogni
tion. 

" I must talk with you, Donaldson, ito� night. "  
" Yes. Well, I must talk with :you," 

'said the other. " Er-where are you 
'now ?" 

" Public booth." 
" \V ell, you know that young woman 

'who stepped into the situation at the 
Roost a few months ago, and spoiled 
some very interesting plans in regard 
to marked money ? Beatrice Ashton is 
her name. She phoned me just now." 

Lane caught his breath. " You don't 
say ! Knew where to find you, eh ?" 

" Apparently she looked me up. The 
�er-" He dropped his voice slightly. 
" The gang have been after her." 

" Eh ?  Well, they would !" was the 
instant, bitter comm�nt. " They must 
have found out she was the one that 
queered the game-although I tried to 
cover it." 

" Listen. I don't want to say any 
more over this line. Miss Ashton is on 
her way up here to consult with me 
now. Take a taxi and you can get 
here first. I'd like to have you pres
ent." 

" I'll be right up !" replied the under 
cover man. 

Iii 

BEATRICE ASHTON had found 
herself involved in the situation 
without warning. ·For months 

she had been in dread of such a meet-

ing, had been constantly on guard, un
til in recent weeks the comparative 
tranquillity of her life had lulled her 
almost to a sense of security. The 
more unnerving, therefore, had been 
her experience. 

As she stepped from an uptown 
subway entrance a few minutes before 
nine on Friday evening, only a sharp 
observer could have guessed that she 
was in a state of uncertainty and un
easiness · bordering upon terror. There 
·was, perhaps, a hint of forced resolu
tion about her firmly set lips, an un
usual watchfulness in the glance of her 
blue-gray eyes. And, as she walked 
briskly away from the entrance, one 
might have noticed that occasionally 
she glanced backward and across the 
street, pausing at times as though look
ing for a friend. 

It was not a friend, however, for 
whom she was on the watch ; and in 
her heart a growing fear conflicted 
with a sense of obligation. Of one fact 
she was certain : her danger, if already 
great, might soon be greater. To be 
observed arriving at her present des
tination might lead to the more dire 
consequences. 

Accordingly, when she had crossed 
several intersections and arrived op
posite a large apartment building 
·where the figures 447 stood out dimly 
on the glass of the main entrance, she 
stopped, carefully regarding each of 
the other pedestrians within view, and 
waiting until each had passed out of 
sight. An automobile had drawn to the 
curb a short distance down the street, 
and she did not move until all o f  its 
occupants had alighted and disap
peared. Then, watching her chance, 
she crossed the busy thoroughfare. 

Entering the door numbered 447, 
Beatrice glanced quickly at the several 
bells, pressed one, received a response, 
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and heard the clicking of the latch on 
the inner door. She ascended hastily to 
the second landing, where, in an oblong 
of light, a pleasant, dark-eyed woman 
of thirty-five stood smiling and return
ing her glance with quick interest. 

" I'm looking for Mr. Donaldson's 
suite," Beatrice said. 

" Yes. Come in. I am Mrs. Donald
son." 

Stepping over the threshold, the girl 
passed through a well furnished hall
way to a comfortable room lined with 
bookshelves, where a large, rugged 
man of uncertain age, who was busy 
at a writing desk, rose instantly and 
welcomed her with quiet courtesy. He 
had a prominent chin and quick, active, 
light blue eyes. 

" I'm very grateful for your interest, 
Mr. Donaldson." 

" It is I who should be grateful, 
Miss Ashton," he replied. 

A warm glance from Mrs. Donald
son showed that she shared her hus
band's knowledge of e\·ents that had 
occurred at an underworld rendezvous 
several months earlier. She excused 
herself politely and left the room. 

" I  hope I'll not take too much o f  
your time," Beatrice declared, when 
they were seated. 

" Don't feel troubled about that in 
the least," the investigator assured her. 
" My first concern at present is to hear 
your experience. I judge from what 
you said over the telephone that it was 
a rather trying one." 

He had taken a chair near a wide, 
dark-curtained doorway which ap
parently led to another room. The cur
tain was fully drawn. 

" It was startling-terrifying," she 
answered, meeting his gaze earnestly, 
" although, of course, I've realized for 
weeks that sooner or later such a meet
ing would be likely to take place." 

" You met one of the underworld 
characters ? One of the gangsters ?" 

She hesitated, then spoke a trifle 
timidly. " I-I'm not sure, Mr. 
Donaldson, how much you know about 
-about-past events." 

" I  know nearly everything about 
them," he returned frankly. " That's 
why I'm grateful." 

" You've learned about the marked 
money ?" 

He nodded. " It was to have been 
planted in my pocket." 

" Then-then you know also about 
my assisting the gangsters ?" 

" I  know that you did so without 
knowledge of what you were doing." 

She drew a deep breath, conscious 
of relief mingled with amazement. 

" Since that evening, Miss Ashton
have you found other employment ?" 

" Yes. I have a position in the ad
vertising department of King, Hadley 
& Company--drawing pictures for 
clothing advertisements. The manager 
has spoken of having me transferred to 
their big store in New York, and I've 
been hoping the change would come 
soon. As I said, I 've been living rather 
in terror of the very meeting which 
took place to-night. 

" Recently it has been my custom to 
have supper a� the Lisbon Cafe, a very 
quiet, pleasant place not far from 
where I am rooming. I was there this 
evening when a man suddenly stepped 
to my table and sat down in the chair 
opposite mine. I looked up in surprise, 
which changed to horror when I saw 
who he was ; and for an instant I was 
so frightened that I couldn't speak at 
all. The man was the gang leader, Mr. 
McHugh." 

" You mean F. Henderson McHugh, 
the politician ?" 

" Yes. It  was he wh<r-who em
ployed me, because of my ability to 
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draw people's faces from memory. 
Since the night when he sent me to 
place money in your pocket, I hadn't 
seen him. I was terrified ; I glanced 
wildly around to see how many others 
of his gang were in the cafe. And then, 
all at cince, I noticed that Mr. Mc
Hugh's manner didn't appear to be 
menacing-he was smiling. 

" He spoke to me then, asked me 
why I had disappeared so suddenly ; 
and I still couldn't find words to an
swer. He said, ' You don't think we 
hold it against you because you slipped 
on that one occasion ?' 

" Bitter words came to my lips when 
he said that, and I was on the point of  
denouncing him openly, regardless of  
consequences, but at  that instant he 
made another remark, a bewildering 
one. 

" ' Come,' he said, ' tell me, Miss 
Beatrice. You don't think I'm so un
grateful as that-after all the fine work 
you had done previously ?' And then, 
just in one amazing instant, I realized 
the truth-that Mr. McHugh didn't 
know I had spoiled his plans intention
ally, but thought I had become con
fused and had made a mistake. 

" How he could have failed to learn 
what really happened," the girl.added, 
" is beyond my conception ! Because 
there was the man Foxcroft-! threat
ened him with a pistol-and he was 
one of the gang ! The only possible ex
planation is that Foxcroft, for some 
reason, didn't make a full report to 
McHugh ; perhaps he realized that the 
gang's revenge would be a dreadful 
one." 

Donaldson · was listening intently, 
his face expressionless. 

" Well," she continued, " the instant 
I realized the true situation, I checked 
the remarks that I had been about to 
make. If Mr. Stuffy McHugh didn't 

know that I had intentionally upset his 
scheme, I certainly didn't want him to 
know ! I made an excuse, explaining 
that I had obtained a well-paying posi
tion with a clothing firm, and that L 
had been afraid my error at the night 
club would malte it impossible for me 
to continue as one of his secret agents. 

" To my still greater astonishment, 
he leaned across the table and said 
quietly : ' Miss Beatrice, there is an ex
ceedingly important matter that I'd 
like to send you on to-night.' 

" He added : ' I f it's on account of  
insufficient salary that you deserted us, 
I'll increase it. I will pay you two 
hundred dollars for to-night's work.' " 

The investigator sat forward quick
ly. " Did you accept ?" 

" I pretended to, yes. I did so be
cause I was afraid a refusal would an
ger him, and I didn't know how many 
others were close at hand." 

" Then he told you what he wanted 
you to do ?" 

She nodded. 
IV "Q F all the assignments that Mr. 

McHugh ever gave me/' Bea
trice declared, " I think this is 

the strangest, the most incomprehensi
ble. As was usually the case before, 
it's a piece of work which makes use 
of my ability to draw accurate like
nesses of faces from memory. At ten 
minutes after twelve to-night I am ex
pected to leave . my lodging house-" 

" Pardon me just a moment," Don
aldson interrupted. " Did you tell Mc
Hugh where you are living now ?" 

" I  told him in a rather vague way," 
was her answer. " I didn't give him 
the number of the house, yet I didn't 
say anything actually misleading, for 
I thought he might have me followed 
home-" 

2 D 
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" He didn't ask for your telephone 

number ?" 
" Not when he learned that it wasn't 

a private phone." 
" I  see. Proceed, Miss Ashton." 
" At ten minutes after twelve I am 

expected to leave my lodging house in 
the vV est End, take a cab, and ride at 
once to the corner of Mortimer Ave
nue and Groveton Street, in the South 

· End, alighting opposite the Mortimer 
A venue car barn. A Mortimer Ave
nue surface car leaves this barn at 
twelve twenty-five every night. I am 
expected to be a passenger on that car. 

" Then, according to McHugh's 
plan, one of  his gangsters will enter 
the car at the next corner, a man 
named Flaherty, in a dark brown suit 
and cap. We are ordered to pay no 
attention to each other. But farther 
along, at Albion Avenue, another man 
will enter. He will be of very dark 
complexion, wearing a stylish blue 
suit with a light line in it, and a straw 
hat. He will be reading a Greek news
paper, Mr. McHugh said. 

" This stylishly dressed man will 
ride across town in the car until it ar
rives at Columbia Street. There he 
will suddenly glance out of  the win
dow, give a sharp, quick gasp, throw 
down his newspaper, and hasten out, 
signaling to the conductor to stop. The 
first man, Flaherty, will then pick up 
the newspaper, make a grimace when 
he finds that it is in Greek, and lay it 
on the seat. 

" .. Meanwhile, I am expected to 
watch the other passengers, and to se
lect any two who are together, and 
who have observed the incident at Co
lumbia Street. I am to indicate my 
choice to Flaherty, and ·he is to follow 
these two people to their destination, 
wherever it may be. I am instructed 
to leave the car at Dover Street, then 

:� D 

to return home and draw close like
nesses of the two people whom I have 
chosen." 

The investigator was puzzled. 
" You mean that you are to draw 

pictures of any two people in the car 
whom you choose?" 

" Yes-any two who are together. 
Mr. McHugh says there are always 
quite a number of passengers on that 
car, late home comers, and he wishes 
me to choose two of the most respect
able. Aside from that, the selection 
rests entirely with me." 

" And Flaherty, you say, is to fol
low whatever pair of strangers you 
indicate ? He isn't to follow the stylish 
man with the Greek newspaper ?" 

" No. That man leaves the car at 
Columbia Street." 

" Humph," said Donaldson. He 
sat in silence for a moment with heavy 
brows contracted. At length he shook 
his head. 

" I confess, Miss Ashton, that at 
present I'm in the dark about this 
proposition. You've narrated every
thing that McHugh told you ?" 

" Yes, Mr. Donaldson. When he 
and I parted at the door of the cafe, 
he understood that I would be in the 
street car as direded1 and would bring 
tne two' pen drawings to his residenct 
to-morrow morning. I went to my 

· lodging house, very much unnerved 
by the interview, and quite at a loss 
what I should do. I thought of going 
at once to the police. Then I decided 
that it  might be better to consult with 
you." 

" I'm very glad you did," was his 
comment. " The matter interests me 
deeply." 

" And then, another reason why I 
came," she told him, " I felt that after 
having done so much, unknowingly, 
for the other side-so much against 
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the commissioner of public safety and 
other honorable men-I felt it was my 
duty to place these facts before you 
right away." 

He nodded. " You'may be sure that 
I . appreciate it. Your information 
may serve to prevent some very seri
ous crime. I only wish that I knew 
more of the details-" He hesitated, 
glancing at her in a quick, thoughtful 
manner. 

He rose and took a chair nearer. " I  
wonder, Miss Ashton, i f  you would be 
willing to be of still further service to 
us. If you are still troubled by any 
slight qualms of conscience at having 
done so much for the other side
would you consider squaring the ac
count by undertaking to do a little for 
us ? I promise that you will be well 
paid for your time." 

For a moment the girl did not an
swer. With her whole heart she shrank 
from further contact with the under
world, its furtive denizens, its ugliness 
and greed. The thought of returning 
to such surroundings filled her with 
nameless dread. Donaldson seemed to 
realize what was passing through her 
mind. 

" Let me resolve the question to 
more definite terms," he suggested. 
" You spoke of being transferred to 
New York by your firm. I certainly 
advise it, and I think you should ask 
to have it  arranged as soon as possible. 
While you remain here, you are in 
danger of suspicion by McHugh and 
his gang. If you remain passive, i f  
you fail t o  keep your agreement with 
McHugh to-night, you merely increase 
the risk of suspicion. Therefore, why 
not take sides with us ?" 

" What would you like me to do ?" 
she asked doubtfully. 

" To follow McHugh's instructions 
to-night exactly as he has given them 

-then to return here and report to us, 
drawing P.en sketches of all the actors 
in this little piece of melodrama. Then, 
in the morning, i f  McHugh pays you, 
accept the money ; and we'll see that it 
is turned over to the proper authori
ties later." 

She hesitated, a deep uncertainty in 
her eyes. 

" But-but suppose," she objected, 
" that the gangster, Foxcroft, should 
betray me ? He might not maintain si
lence if he saw that I was about to do 
his friends more harm." 

Donaldson smiled faintlY. " I think 
I can guarantee-" He stopped. 

" Did some one knock ?" Beatrice 
asked. 

He glanced toward the hall, then 
shook his head. 

· 

" I was going to say, Miss Ashton, 
that the danger of Foxcroft's betray
ing you cannot possibly become any . 
greater than it is already, now that his 
chief has engaged you to do more 
work He probably kno'\VS of it. I f  
he  has failed to  speak so  far, he can 
scarcely do so now, for he would have 
to explain his previous silence. In any 
event, we, too, are rather well organ
ized; and I think we shall be able to 
warn you promptly in case of danger." 

She drew a long, steady breath. 
" I-I certainly think, in the inter

ests of justice, I should do as you re
quest-" 

Donaldson rose, thanking her heart
ily. 

" You must permit me to take you 
to your neighborhood in my car. We 
can't risk your being recognized in this 
vicinity. Now-" He paused again. 
" I'm considering whether or not you 
should make your report to me to
night." 

Beatrice turned her head. " I'm 
sure some one tapped. In that direc-
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tion." She nodded toward the · room 
beyond the drawn curtain. 

He gave her a swift, half-humorous 
glance. 

" Spirit knockings, perhaps, Miss 
Ashton. I think you should return 
here with your report to-night, no mat
ter how late it is. I'll send two opera
tives to make sure that you aren't fol
lowed or molested .on the way. One 
moment-I'll send for my car." 

Mrs. Donaldson said good night to 
the girl, and presently the _investigator 
accompanied her downstairs to the 
front door, where his sedan was wait-

- ting, his chauffeur at the wheel. Don
aldson was quick to observe Beatrice's 
apparent surprise. 

" My profession is one where a 
chauffeur is really needed," he re
marked as they stepped into the car. 
" When· T move from place to place, 1 
need all my faculties to give to the 
problem at hand ; · I can't�be obliged to 
watch red and green lights." 

He explained that there was one 
stop to be made ; and soon afterward 
they were j oined by a well-built, 
freckled youth wearing spectacles, who 
was waiting at the curb. Beatrice 
started in surprise. 

" Miss Ashton-Mr. Somers. Oh, 
you've met ?" said Donaldson. 

" Mr. Somers of the N atwnal De
tective Agency ?" the girl asked. 

" Yes !" replied the youth. " And I 
certainly r�ember you, Miss Ashton ! 
Wasn't it you-the evening when you 
met with an accident-" 

Beatrice did not explain that the ac
cident had been a sham, and Donald
son judged that she didn't wish Som
ers to know of her previous alliance 
with the underworld. 

In the West End, they left the girl 
within a few blocks of her lodging 
house, and she promised to return to 

Donaldsonfs home as soon as she had 
. completed the night's assignment. 

When she had hurried from view, 
the younger detective turned a puzzled 
glance upon his companion. 

" Who is she, Mr. Donaldson ? And 
what's up to-night ?" 

The other gave him a swift look, 
half amused and half anxious, as he 
answered : 

" She's a mighty smart girl ! And 
I'm afraid there's the devil to pay !" 

v 

DONALDSON'S face wore an ex
pression of deep gravity, his lips 
were firmly set, as he alighted 

from his sedan on Temple Street at 
nine in the morning. He spoke briefly 
to his chauffeur, then entered the 
building where the car had stopped. 
An elevator carried him to the second 
floor, which was occupied by the edi
torial and news rooms of a small daily 
newspaper, the Beacon, owned by a 
wealthy resident of  the city, Colonel 
Franklin Graye, who was interested in 
law enforcement. 

Entering, Donaldson stepped at once 
to the office of the editor in chief in a 
manner of familiarity. An erect, en
ergetic man of thirty-five, with a keen 
Grecian countenance, bounded to his 
feet. 

" Ah-Donaldson ! Good morning !'' 
" Good morning, Leonardos," re

turned the investigator, very quietly. 
The other · sobered. " You don't 

seem in good humor to-day.'' 
" Oh, I'm always in good humor," 

said Donaldson, taking several papers 
from a portfolio. " I 've brought my 
operatives' reports." 

· 

He crossed to the most comfortable 
chair, sat down slowly, and thereupon 
lit a cigar-to the young editor's obvi
ous annoyance. 
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Leonardos had become widely 
known through the Beacon's campaign 
against gang rule and crime. In a lit
tle village not far from Athens he had 
begun life humbly, dreaming, as he 
grew older, of the time when he would 
journey to America and provide com
fort for his large family. But in 
America his  way had been long and 
hard, an uphill battle. 

Hampered by the necessity of learn
ing English, handicapped by race 
prejudice, Leonardos had struggled 
on, through college, through a school 
of journalism, unfaltering in his de
termination to achieve success. One 
friend there had been whose advice 
and encouragement had proved invalu
able. Then, in later years, had come a 
modest fame, and with i t  new hopes
a girl ; but Leonardos hadn't been able 
to think much of her yet ; his family 
in Greece still needed nearly all that he 
could earn. 

Donaldson sat regarding him steadi
ly through a swirl of cigar smoke. 

" That's a nifty suit you have on to
day, Leonardos," he remarked at 
length. 

" Do you like it ? I bought it at 
King, Hadley's." 

" Indeed ?" The older man raised 
his heavy eyebrows. " That's curious. 
I know a young lady who designs ad
vertisements for them. Yes ; I like the 
suit. That light gray line goes with 
the blue very nicely." 

Leonardos was eager to hear the 
operatives' reports. The recent work 
was of great importance in his drive 
against organized gambling. 

" We want these taken down, to
gether with my verbal interpolations," 
Donaldson suggested, shuffling his pa
pers. " Has your estimable assistant, 
\Vinston, got in yet ?" 

" \Vinston is not an assistant edi-

tor," Leonardos corrected with dig
nity. " He is a man without previous 
newspaper experience, whom Colonel 
Graye engaged to act as my special as
sistant and secretary, in connection 
with the law enforcement campaign." 
He rose and went to-the door in exas
peration. 

" Not here, as usual ! Ten minutes 
after nine. The fellow keeps banker's 
hours, comes and goes as he pleases ! 
I'll have a stenographer step in-" 

" No. One of these reports has 
rather tough language." 

Leonardos breathed a sigh of un-
easiness. 

" I don't like this \Vinston," he said. 
" He is too inquisiti-ve. And twice he 
has had the temerity to offer me sug
gestions. S-sh ! Here he is-" 

The special secretary, a lean, rather 
sharp faced man of forty, entered and 
hung his hat in a closet. 

" \Vinston, we have some material 
to be taken down in shorthand," Leo
nardos directed with a frown. 

Without answering, the new·comer 
obtained a pencil and pad and took a 
chair at a desk near the door. Don
aldson at once began reading the re
ports, adding comments at intervals. 

Suddenly he paused and again re
garded the editor. 

." By the' way, where were you late 
last night, Leonardos ?'' 

It brought a scowl to the other's 
keen, dark features. 

" Surely that is immaterial. I was 
at home after eleven." 

" That is, at your new apartment ? 
Were you alone ?" 

" Of course." Then sharply the 
editor caught his breath. " But, now 
that you speak of it, there was a very 
peculiar occurrence late last night !" 

" M-mm !" said Donaldson dryly. 
" Well, as a certain associate of mine 
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might remark, there would have been ! 
What happened ?" 

Leonardos cast an uncertain glance 
toward his special secretary before ex
plaining quietly : 

" Exactly at twelve thirty I was 
awakened by the bell. I rose arid an
swered through the speaking tube, but 
received no reply from below. This 
made me somewhat uneasy. I put on 
the light. Then I stepped quietly to 
the open window, and, as I did so, sev
eral men who had been at the mouth 
of an alley across the street disap
peared." 

The investigator's countenance was 
grave. He thoughtfully tapped the 
ashes from his cigar. 

" I, too, encountered a peculiar situ
ation last night," he stated. " It was 
brought to my attention by a young-" 
He stopped. " When I was first told 
of the matter last evening I - mis�;ead 
its significance completely. 

" Plans had been made by Mc
Hugh's crowd for a stylishly dressed, 
dark-complexioned man to be in the 
twelve twenty-five Mortimer Avenue 
car ; and I thought the man in question 
was a well-known gunman, Frankie the 
Greek, framing an important alibi. 
You see, i t · was clearly a · case where 
two strangers were to be -located, per
sons who had observed this particular 
man in the car, and who would be 
called later as witnesses. But the mat
ter has now taken a very different as
pect" 

Leaning forward, he drew an en
velope from his pocket. " I'm afraid 
that the new aspect is unmistakably in
dicated by these several pen sketches." 

Again Leonardos turned his head 
toward his assistant. " Have you any 
further dictation ?" he asked Donald
son. 

" Yes ; let 'Winston remain. And 

now look at these first two drawings 
and see if you recognize either face." 

A man of sixty and one much 
younger had been represented on sepa
rate slips of paper. There was a dis

. tinct family resemblance. 
" These two men were selected at 

random from among the passengers in  
the car. So far we don't know their 
identity." 

The editor shook his head. " I have 
never seen either." 

" Then look at this man." Donald
son offered a third sketch. 

" That's a gangster, ' Bugs ' Flah
erty," said Leonardos at once. 

" Right. And now what about this 
man ?" 

" W -why- !" 
" It-it appears 
ness !" 

The other started. 
to be my own like-

" M-mm," Donaldson mused. " So 
it does. You will be surprised to learn 
that this individual was seen by my in
formant in the Mortimer A venue elec
tri� car at twelve thirty last night. He 
was reading a Greek newspaper-or, 
rather, pretending to. His eyes weren't 
moving." 

Leonardos was troubled. " vVhy 
didn't you bring your informant to my 
office ?" 

For a moment Donaldson hesitated. 
He had avoided bringing Beatrice 
Ashton because Under Cover Lane 
had deemed the move inadvisable ; but 
Lane did not wish any one connected 
with the Beacon- to know that he was 
now in full charge of the work. 

" Listen to this carefully," Donald
son urged. " You are facing an ugly 
situation. You're probably about to be 
framed. · I've warned you often that 
you shouldn't live alone, shouldn't go 
around alone-"-

" Fiddlesticks !" replied the young 
editor. " I am not afraid of the mob 
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in this city. They are always threat· 
erling. They've been trying for years 
to frame the head of the National De· 
tective Agency-" 

" And why han they never succeed· 
ed ? Because, wherever he goes they're 
afraid he may have operatives near 
by ; they don't dare risk false testi
mony. At present, my friend, the 
whole underworld is seething with 
hatred of you. For months you've 
been pushing the big gambling ring ex· 
tremely hard-Jack Conlon's three 
joints in particular." 

" Jack Conlon's yes !" agreed Le
onardos, and a deep, warm light crept 
into his dark eyes. 

" It was my dear friend's last case," 
he explained. " The Rev. Mr. Went· 
worth. To him I owe everything. He 
was working to close Conlon's chain 
of establishments when he died i and 
then "-he bent forward earnestly, a 
new intensity in his voice-" and then, 
even before Mr. Wentworth was in his 
grave, a dastardly traitor was at work, 
selling out his cases to the mob !" 

• 

Much moved by the discussion, the 
editor rose, looking at his watch. " You 
must excuse me for a few minutes, 
Donaldson. I have an important en· 
gagement." 

With another troubled glance at the 
four pen drawings, and a stare of dis
satisfaction toward his assistant, he 
left the room. 

VI 

DONALDSON came to his feet 
slowly, brushing ashes from his · 
clothes, and peered over Win· 

ston's shoulder. 
" Are you taking this down accu· 

rat ely ?" he asked. 
The secretary turned. " Could you 

do any better ?" 
" Probably not ; but you might make 

it look something like shorthand. Le
onardos was looking askance at the 
pad as he went out." 

" Eh ? Well, he would !'' was the 
man's response. " He's too damned 
suspicious of me to have time for much 
else ! 

" But I mustn't blame him too 
much," he added. " He has the most 
thankless job in this city. A man who 
works for a reformer has either got to 
be a crook, or be called one. \Vhat do 
you make o� this now ?'' 

Donaldson regarded him soberly. 
" It's beginning to take pretty definite 
shape, isn't it ? 

" They've found a man who looks 
almost exactly like Leonardos. The 
two strangers are to be located by the 
gang and summoned, to testify that 
they saw him leave that car in con
siderable excitement at Columbia 
Stree_t. They ·want corroboration ; 
civilian testimony is worth twice as 
much as police testimony in most cases. 
They'll be able to bring almost any 
charge r 

" This other Greek, wearing the right 
clothes, is a dead ringer for Leonardos. 
He purposely attracted attention to 
himself-'' 

The man at the desk shook his head. 
" Not a Greek, Donaldson. An 

Italian." 
" Why do you believe so ?" 
" In the first place, because of his 

name, Tony. McHugh refused to take 
chances on a pure tissue of lies-Tony 
must do his stuff. Then you know Miss 
Ashton said the man in the car wasn't 
reading his newspaper, only pretend
ing. 

" If you were in that fellow's place, 
and had an open newspaper before you 
for appearances, you'd read without 
consciously doing so, even though you 
read the same paragraphs over and 
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over. ·wouldn't you--.-eh ? But this 
man's eyes never moved-he didn't 
read. Why didn't he ? Because he 
couldn't. Eh ? He's not a Greek ; he's 
an Italian." 

He tapped the pen sketches with a 
lean forefinger. " We may be able to 
be�t this thing yet. Have copies made 
out of this Italian's picture. Send three 
or four good men to scour the South 
End for him. Send others to the 
North End. If we can hit this before 
it breaks-" 

Somers and other bperatives were 
. dispatched:, each with a ·  sketch of the 

mysterieus 'fony as well as a photo
graph o f  LeonaFdos. All efforts, how
ever, to locate the ringer, who had im
personated the 'young editor, were.. 
fmitless ; and by Sunday evening Lane 
and Donaldson were convinced that 
the man had left the city. 

0111 Monday the blow fell 
Donaldson first learned of it when 

he heard newsboys shrieking as he 
descended from the office of the N a• 
tiona! Detective Agency on State 
Street. Gradually the significance of 
their phrases came to him. He snatched 
a paper from an urchin's hand. 

REFORM AGITATOJl HELD IN HUGE 
THEFT PLOT 

The details were dear at last. 
Leonardos, editor of the Beacon, was 
under heavy bail, together with " Big 
Bill ., Bonnell, a- stick-up man with a 
long record, and Fred Loger, who was 
already facing· trial on a bank robbery 
charge. Evidence had been unearthed, 
it was said, of a conspiracy between 
Leonardos and the two hold-up men to 
loot a chain of gambling houses on the 
busiest nights, when many thousands 
could be taken.. 

The account added that Loger and 
Bonnell · had been arrested while at-

tempting a robbery at one of the gam
ing parlors early Saturday morning, 
after police had shadowed them from a 
meeting place in the cellar of the ruined 
South End . Church at Mortimer 
Avenue and Columbia Street. Leger's 
subsequent admissions had led to the 
apprehension of Leonardos, who was 
said to have been present at the meet
ing. 

" You see ?" Donaldson remarked, 
as he sat in his comfortable · living 
room that evening with Under Cover 
Lane. " Leger's part in the game is 
clear enough. He's there to turn 
State's evidence. Why shouldn't he, 
when he's already facing a long term 
on another charge ?" 

His companion lit a cigarette and 
nodded bitterly. 

" Their aim," Donaldson continued, 
" is to deal our campaign a terrific 
blow by showing that our supposed 
leader has been in cahoots with bandits. 
Brought to court with these two 

. hardened criminals, Leonardos will be 
prejudged as surely as fate. Unless 
we can prevent it-" 

" We must find Tony," the under
cover man insisted. 

" Yes ; that's our one chance. Biit 
I have no doubt that he's been sent 
many miles away. He probably doesn't 
live near here, anyway, or they 
wouldn't have felt safe in using him. 
I suggest that we interview every rail
road and steamship ticket agent." 

Lane nodded. " And while we're 
about it, let's match them at their own 
game. · They engaged Miss Ashton to 
draw the witnesses'· pictures so they'd 
be sure of locating them a fterward. 
Now, if Tony looks just like Leonar
dos, then Leonardos looks just like 
Tony. 

" Eh ? Get me ? Don't rely wholly on 
an inanimrtte sketch when you inter-
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view the ticket agents. Present Leon
ardos in person. His face might j og 
the ticket seller's memory. But don't 
let him talk-his voice may not match 
Tony's so closely." · 

The effect of the accusation upon 
the young editor had been peculiar. 
His was an artistic and idealistic tem
perament ; not at all a suitable type to 
deal with crime and corruption. It  
wasn't so much the serious charge that 
had unnerved and crushed him ; it was 
the experience of being placed in the 
dock between habitual lawbreakers, 
vicious gunmen . 

. " It will be in the Greek papers, o f  
course," h e  told Donaldson in an odd, 
harsh voice. " My family will see it." 

He breathed a shttddering sigh. 
" Will you stand by me ? The worst is 
to come. I know it would kill my 
mother if she should read of my being 
sent to prison." 

" But if it was an unjust convic� 
tion-" 

Leonardos shook his head hopeless� 
ly. " She wouldn't understand." 

" Well, you're not in prison yet, old 
man." 

" Will you stand by me Donald
son ?" begged the younger, seeking his 
face with his deep, dark eyes. " You 
are almost the only friend I have-" 

" No ; you have at least one other, 
although you may not realize it-a 
very powerful friend. We'll do _our 
part, and you must help." 

There was little time in which to 
work. The district attorney, aroused 
by the discovery that a reformer had 
stooped to crime, had promised to push 
the trial with all possible speed. While 
Donaldson and Leonardos went that 
night to begin their rounds of the 
ticket agents in the several depots. 
Under Cover Lane moved quietly 
through the underworld in the guise 

of · Foxcroft, on the alert for the 
slightest clew. 

He did not make inquiries, for he 
knew better ; his years of constant 
hazard had taught him never to do 
that. A casual question regarding the 
missing man's whereabouts might do 
no immediate harm ; but later, if Tony 
were found, it would be remembered ! 
Throughout the evening Foxcroft 
drifted back and forth, to various dives 
and hangouts, watching the faces, 
listening for chance remarks. 

At Cassidy's, a den where two shifts 
of keen-eyed men accepted horse race 
bets throughout the afternoon and 
served as gamekeepers at green
covered tables by night, Lane picked 
l.!P his sole scrap of information. It 
came unexpectedly, from a group who 
had stepped from the gaming room to 
a spacious bar at the rear. 

" Tony ain't in town now, is he ?" 
" Naw. He lit out Satu.rday." 
" A  game sport, Tony." 

. " Smart driver, too-eh, Pete?" 
" Dat's right-go on, kid me, damn 

youse !" exploded the man addressed. 
" Youse t'ink I minda da spill, loosa 
da booze. But dat is not so ; it's his 
damn crazy drive in town I mind
lika to get pinch-" 

· " Yeah," agreed another, " Tony 
starts to make a left turn off the 
avenue-he pulls 'way over to the right 
curb and tries to make it from there !" 

" Shouldn't have let him drive. 
Might have known-" 

The group moved on, and Foxcroft 
heard no more. 

VII 

THE next two days brought fur
ther set-backs. 

Donaldson , in his efforts to 
locate an agent who had sold the un
known Tony his transportation,. had 
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met only failure. By Wednesday eve
ning he and Leonardos had visited 
every ticket window and stateroom 
office in the city, at various hours ; and 
they were ready to admit the prob
ability that some other person had paid 
the Italian's fare. 

But when Donaldson reported this 
to Under Cover Lane, the latter's firm 
jaw tightened. A glitter appeared in 
his pale eyes. 

· 

" No, no, man-I won't say it-I 
won't say yet . that we're beaten ! 
There's just a chance ; there's one more 
reference that might prod some fel
low's memory." 

He leaned across sharply, poking 
the other's knee. 

" You go tl�e rounds once again
take Leonardos and the pictures-ask 
each agent i f  he remei:nbers selling 
such a man a ticket to A tlantic City." 

Donaldson was curious. 
"Eh ? A guess-that's all," said 

Lane. 
A curly-haired young man, in the 

second grilled window of a long row, 
shook his head with a pleasant grin as 
Donaldson and Leonardos approached. 

" You've tried me before," he said. 
" Sorry I can't help you." 

At the older investigator's words, 
however, he suddenly snapped his 
fin_gers together and stared at Leon
ardos. 

" By Jove ! I do recall you now, sir ! 
If you'd mentioned Atlantic City be
fore-" 

" Is there any way you can fix the 
date ?" asked Donaldson. 

The agent considered for an instant. 
" Yes ! I know just ·when it was-last 
Saturday morning ! I was standing 
part o f  Berry's trick ; he had a severe 
headache and went to a doctor for a 
prescription-" 

The two men were jubilant as th�v 

left the depot. The editor hurried to 
his office. 

" My tiew hat's off to you !''  de
clared Donaldson to Lane. " But please 
enlighten my feebler mentality as to 
how you guessed it. ' '  

The undercoyer man seemed ir
ritated by the tone. 

" Well-if you must hear it-I had 
three reasons. First, the remarks I 
onrheard at Cassidy's gambling joint. 
Tony tried to make a left turn from 
the right curb." 

" Oh. That's permissible in Atlantic 
City-" 

" Permissible, man ? It's obligatory ! 
Of course, I don't say that's the only 
place where there's such a regulation. 
But Atlantic City has gang-controlled 
interests nry much like the ones here. 
And it has a large percentage of 
Italians." 

He hastily busied himself, thus 
averting his face, as an operati.-e ar
rived to report to Donaldson. 

In the afternoon, Somers of the 
National Detective Agency and another 
youth left the city by train. still carry
ing their photographs and ink draw
ings. Donaldson's hopes were high as 
the pair departed. But as day after day 
passed and brought only expense ac
counts and reports o f  failure, his 
anxiety rapidly deepened. He knew 
that there wouldn't be time to redeem 
another false start. 

The district attorney was making 
every effort to bring the defendants to 
an immediate trial. Kent, the shre\-vd 
lawyer defending Leonardos, fougnt 
desperately for delay. 

" It's all in the bag. This proves it !" 
Donaldson pointed out.  " Bonnell isn't 
trying to prolong it ; both he and Loger 
probably have been promised quick 
paroles. It's Leonardos they want."  

" Eh ?  W eli. they'll know they've 
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been in a fight before they get him !" 
returned Lane, thrusting out his lean, 
pointed chin. 

A week dragged along, and another 
report came from the two absent 
operatives. Again it was negative. 

" They'll never find him !" rasped 
the undercover man. 

The next night there was a new 
figure sauntering through the streets of 
Atlantic City-a large man, plainly 
dressed, with a soft hat pulled over his 
eyes to avoid recognition. Yet Donald
son knew that in all probability he had 
been identified. He was well known at 
the resort. 

Hidden between the railroad and the 
famous Boardwalk, and · extending 
westward from New York Avenue, ex
ists a side of Atlantic City's life of 
which most visitors know little-a se
cret and sinister side. It was through 
this district that the investigator was 
strolling, oonstantly watchful, searching 
every face. Twice he was almost cer
tain that he was being followed. 
Groups of men at corners appeared to 
stare at him with hostility. 

He turned south on Missouri A venue 
and ascended to the Boardwalk, min
gling with its throngs. Here, he knew, 
a shadow's task would be more dif
ficult. He moved along with the crowd, 
pausing occasionally to gaze at the bril
liant windows of the shops. 

His glance fell upon an unoccupied 
chair, approaching eastward in the 
slowly moving line. He stepped across. 

" I ain't allowed to pick up passen
gers," said the man. 

Donaldson handed him a dollar. 
" Down to the Steel Pier-I'm tired 

walking," he said. 
He watched to see if any of those 

walking westward turned to follow. 
The man pushing the chair observed 
his backward glance. 

" Out for a little entertainment to
night, guv'nor ?" he offered. 

Donaldson grunted. " I 'm off the 
night clubs."  

" This place ain't no club, boss. · A 
cabaret show-the finest at the resort; 
or your money back." 

" Oh, yes ?" 
" Yes, sir. On New York A venue. 

The Sunset Cafe. Lots of pretty girls." 
" Only cost you a sawbuck," he 

added. " See the doorman. See Tony 
DiRocco." As he said the last he bent 
close to Donaldson, his twisted smile 
revealing an almost toothless mo'uth. 

The other returned to his hotel in 
elation. Tony DiRocco, doorman at the . 
Sunset Cafe, could not be summoned 
fr-om the State of New. Jersey ; but 
there were other plans. Late that night 
he sent a code telegram. 

Then came the Monday when Leon- · 
ardos was notified that he would be 
called to trial on the following morn
ing. Defense summonses were. sent 
out. Somers, the freckled youth with 
glasses, was detailed to interview 
Beatrice Ashton. This task was not 
unpleasant to the operative. He had 
seen the girl several times before. 

" McHugh hasn't caiied upon you 
again ?" 

" Not yet." 
" You're sure that you'd be willing_ 

to testify if needed, knowing what it 
would mean ?" 

Her lips came firmly together. " I'm 
willing." 

" You'll not be called if  we can avoid 
it. What about being transferred to 
New York by your firm ?" he asked 
anxiously. 

" I can make · the change at any 
time." 

" Good," said Somers. " Then try 
to arrange it for to-morrow. It-it 
might · be advisable." 
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There was a strained note in his 
voice that he couldn't hide. 

Early in the morning he and Donald
son visited Leonardos's office. The 
editor of the Beacon was putting his 
desk in order. 

" In case I don't return !''  he ex
plained grimly. 

" What nonsense," scoffed the young 
operative. 

" Where were you late last night, 
Leonardos ?" asked Donaldson. 

" I  was out driYing." 
" Out driving ?" 
" Yes !" he replied, his deep, dark 

eyes lighting for an instant. " I hired 
a car. I drove past Conlon's three 'gam
bling houses. The windows were dark, 
the doors boarded, the paraphernalia 
destroyed. Gentlemen "-he drew a 
long breath-" my automobile drive 
last night has given me great courage. 
Are you ready ? Let's go to the court !" 

VIII 

THE trial was well advanced. The 
police testimony had been brief 
but damaging. Two special of

ficers and a route patrolman had been 
standing at Mortimet: A venue and 
Columbia Street at about twelve thirty 
on the night in question. They had ob
served Lonardos alighting hastily from 
an electric car. His furtive actions had 
caused them to watch him, and they 
had seen him enter the cellar beneath 
the ruins of the church. 

Investigation had revealed two other 
men in the cellar. Loger and Bonnell 
had been followed and captured in the 
act of attempting a holdup at a dive on 
\Vest Middleboro Street. After long 
questioning, the former had admitted 
his part in a conspiracy to commit 
grand larceny. He had named Leon
ardos. 

Loger had become the State's prin-

cipal witness. In hard, sharp syllables 
he had told of the plot to loot a chain 
of gaming houses. He and Bonnell and 
others were the actual robbers, while 
Leonardos, from investigator's in
formation, had chosen the nights when 
business in the various gambling 
houses was at its peak. 

The bandit ,.,.·as cross-examined at 
length by Kent. Leonardos's counsel. 
His long criminal record was shown, 
but he stuck doggedly to his story. 
\Vhen he stepped from the stand the 
jury appeared impressed. 

·The two defendants displayed con
trasting reactions. B o n  n e I I  was 
slouched in an attitude of stolid indif
ference, while Leonardos was rigid, 
following every move with troubled 
eyes. 

The State called Edmund Gormley. 
A man of sixty, thick-set and heavy 

build, advanced and took oath. The dis
trict attorney assumed an ingratiating 
tone. 

" vVhere do you li \'e, Mr. Gormley ?" 
" I now live at 65 Kirby Street," re

plied the witness, speaking with a 
precise Canadian accent. 

" Do you recognize either of the de
fendants ?" 

" Yes, sir. The one on my right," 
replied Gormley. 

" That is the defendant Leonardos. 
When and where have you seen him 
previous to this morning ?'' 

The jury then heard of the peculiar 
incident in the Mortimer Avenue car 
at the corner of Columbia Street. 

" Were you alone in the car ?" 
" No, sir. My son, Clinton Gormley, 

was with me. "  
" How d o  you fi x  the date a s  August 

3 1 ,  Mr. Gormley ?" 
" Because, since September I there 

has been no Mortimer Avenue car at 
that hour." 
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" Your witness," said the district 
attorney. 

There was a slight stir in the jury 
box. The character of this witness was 
obviously above question. 

Kent rose quietly, adjusting his 
gold-rimmed spectacles. 

" Er-:Mr. Gormley. You said that 
August 31 was the last date when a 
Mortimer Avenue electric car ran at 
that particular time ?" 

" It was, sir." 
" But that fact was announced to 

the public in advance, by means of new 
schedules, wasn't it ?" 

" Oh, yes." 
" Now, Mr. Gormley, do you feel 

positive that the man with the Greek 
newspaper, whom you saw in the car 
that night, was Mr. Leonardos ?" 

" I should not have testified to the 
fact if I didn't feel positive, sir." 

" You feel quite sure that it 
couldn't have been any one else ?" 

" I do.'T 
Kent took two photographs from his 

desk. 
" Will you kindly glance at these, 

and tell us if you can identify either 
as a photograph Of Mr. Leonardos
and, if so, which one ?" 

The prosecutor was wary. " I pray 
your honor's judgment," he said, ris
ing. " I don't think the witness's 
opinion m regard to these pho
tographs-" 

There was a pause while Kent 
sought to have the snapshots admitted 
as exhibits. He was allowed to repeat 
the question. 

" Indeed, sir,'' was Gormley's re
sponse as he glanced at the two pic
tures, " I  believe they are both excellent 
photographs of the defendant Leon
ardos. This one, in particular, is un
mistakable." 

" 1'1r. Gormley, if you should be 

shown positive proof that the pho
tograph you have selected is not of 
Mr: Leonardos, what would you say 
then ?" 

" Your honor, I ask that the ques
tion be stricken out." 

Judge Kenyon considered. " It may . 
be stricken out," he ruled. 

" Your honor will note my excep
tions," requested Kent. 

" They are saved." 
" That's all, Mr. Gormley," Kent 

said. 
Clinton Gormley then took the stand 

and corroborated his father's tes
timony. Asked by Kent if he could 
identify either photograph, he chose 
one unhesitatingly. Of the other he felt 
reasonably sure.-

" Are you aware that you have not 
selected the same one as your father ?" 

The young man showed confusion. 
" Of course he's not aware of it " 

the court interposed. " You haven't 
demonstrated the fact." 

" It's marked on the back, your 
honor," replied Kent mildly. 

He had no further questions, and the 
State rested its case. 

The first witness called by Kent was 
the defendant, Leonardos. In a clear 
voice he told of his whereabouts on 
the night in question. He narrated his 
experience in his apartment at twelve 
thirty. Under Kent's questioning, he 
denied emphatically any knowledge of 
the criminal plot by Loger and Bonnell. 
" It's a damnable lie !" exclaimed Leo
nardos-and the court reproved him. 

The State's attorney spent l ittle time 
in cross-examination. He had one tell
ing question, which he brought out with 
full effect. 

" Is it not true, Mr. Leonardos, that 
you had intimate knowledge, through 
certain investigators' reports, of the 
nights when the lavgest amounts of 
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money were in play at the different 
gambling establishments ?" . 

Leonardos was obliged to answer in 
the affirmative. 

" Walter Merrihew !'' 
A curly-haired young man stepped to 

the witness box. Sworn, he named the 
suburb where he lived. 

" What is your occupation, Mr. Mer
rihew ?" asked Kent. 

" I'm ticket agent at the South Cen
tral Depot. · ·  

" Were you on duty there on the 
morning after these events are alleged 
to have occurred ?" He repeated the 
date. 

" Yes, sir. That morning I relieved 
a friend who was ill." 

" Did you, on that morning, see the 
defendant, Mr. Leonardos ?" 

" No, sir. I saw a man who looks 
almost exactly like him." 

There was a spreading murmur of 
amazement, a general craning of necks. 
The jurymen sat up sharply. 

" Did you have any conversation 
"v ith the man who resembles Mr. Leo
nardos ?" 

" I  did. I sold him a ticket to Atlan
tic City." 

" Have you, on any occasion, seen 
Mr. Leonardos at the depot ?" 

" Yes ; twice. In company with an 
investigator, Mr. Donaldson." 

Court officers tapped for silence.· 
Handing the witness two photo

graphs, Kent asked : " Can you tell us 
which is Mr. Leonardos, and which is 
the man who resembles him ?" 

" I cannot, sir. They look too much 
alike for that." 

·Kent gave a swift, shrewd glance at 
his opponent. 

u You may examine." he said. 
The prosecutor rose, facing Merri

hew . . " If  these men, as you say, look 
too much alike to tell their photographs 

apart, how were you able to differen
tiate so positively in your testimony ?" 

Merrihew smiled. 
" Their voices are altogether dif

ferent," he replied. 
The room was buzzing with excite

ment when he left the stand. Kent · 
hesitated, drew a calculating breath. 
He searched the jurors' faces. It was 
evident that he had scored heavily. But 
the State's case, with six witnesses, was 
still dangerous. 

In a low but resonant tone he called : 
" Beatrice Ashton ! ' '  

IX 

ESCORTED by Donaldson and 
Somers, Beatrice advanced be
tween rows of tense faces, beneath 

the glare of hostile eyes. Sharp intakes 
of breath, mutterings, told her all too 
plainly that she was recognized by 
gangsters among the spectators. Try
ing to conceal the nameless terror 
which clutched at her heart, she went 
steadily forward to the witness stand. 

She raised her hand mechanically. 
The clerk's voice, administering the 
oath, seemed to jump and pound in her 
ears. 

Moistening her dry lips, she gave her 
name and place of residence. 

She heard Kent's tone, calm and re
assuring. " What is your occupation, 
Miss Ashton ?" 

" I draw designs for clothing adver
tisements." 

" A little louder, please," said Judge 
Kenyon. 

Kent repeated her answer. " And 
you also possess ability to draw faces 
accurately from memory, do you not ?'' 

" I've drawn faces from memory for 
years." 

" Do you recognize the defendant, 
Mr. Leonardos ?" 

" Yes." 
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" Now, Miss Ashton, were you in 
the twelve twenty-five Mortimer Ave
nue car on the Friday night-or, 
rather, the Saturday morning-" 

" On August 3 I ," replied Beatrice. 
She heard a tapping. There was a 

growing murmur in the room. Glanc
ing for an instant among the rows of  
spectators, she recognized denizens of  
gangland there, members of the big 
mob. These men knew what was com
ing. She read the implacable hatrea 
in their gaze. 

Like wolves in a circle th�y had 
gathered, waiting for the kill, waiting 
to carry the word to the underworld
that the young Greek who had won his 
way to prominence would' trouble them 
no more. A shudder passed over the 
girl as she met those burning eyes. She 
did not hear the attorney's question. 

He repeated : " Was there a man in 
the car that night who very closely 
resembled M r. Leonardos ?" 

" Yes. He left the car at Columbia 
Street." 

" Vve don't hear you," the prosecutor 
said. 

" Try to speak a little louder," the 
judge again requested. 

" Was it Mr. Leonardos who was in 
the car, Miss Ashton ?" 

" No, sir." 
" How do you know ?" 
" There are two slight differences. 

Mr. Leonardos's forehead is just a 
trifle wider ; his chin is a little more 
rounded." 

" Is this witness to qualify as an ex
pert ?" the State's attorney ventured in 
an acid voice. 

" Have you seen the other man since 
that night ?" Kent persisted. 

" Yes. In Atlantic City." 
" Can you tell us his name ?" 
" He is known there as · Tony Di

Rocco." 

" \Vere you present when a snap
shot was taken of him in Atlantic 
City ?" 

" Yes, sir." She identified one of  
the photographs. 

" What others were present when it· 
was taken ?" 

" Your honor, my brother is leading 
this witness-" 

" Were there others present ?" Kent 
asked. 

" Yes. The photographer and ?vir. 
Donaldson." 

" Now, Miss Ashton, when you were 
in the electric car that night, did you 
see the two men who have since been 
summoned by the State ?'' 

" Yes. Mr. Edmund Gormley and 
his son." 

" Did you draw their likenesses 
shortly afterward ?" 

Beatrice replied in the affirmative, 
and there was a legal wrangle while 
Kent sought to have her drawint;;'> ex
hibited to the jury. Again, as i f  in 
a dread fascination, the girl found her 
gaze wandering among the spectators. 
Suddenly she caught sight of a gang
ster whom she well remembered-Fox
croft. He returned a chilling stare 
from his dull, pale eyes. 

" Miss Ashton," asked Kent, raising 
his voice a trifle, " \Vhy did you make 
these two drawings ?" 

'' :My services had been engaged for 
that purpose." 

" By \vhom ?" 
There was an instant of silence. 
" By a Mr. F. Henderson McHugh," 

answen:d Beatrice. 
The district attorney leaped from 

his chair. He was white. 
" I  object ! This line of inquiry is 

absolutely irrelevant-" Judge Kenyon shook his head. 
•·• The State has offered evidence per

taining to the electric car."· 
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The prosecutor sat down, glaring. 

Beatrice testified that McH ugh had 
made the request at the Lisbon Cafe. 

" And, as a result, you knew that 
there would be a man with a Greek 
newspaper in the car ?''  

" Yes." 
" You knew that he would lean the 

car at Columbia Street ?" 
" Yes !" 
" How much did l\lr. McHugh pay 

you for this service ? ' '  
" Two hundred dollars." 
" What did you do with the money ?" 
" I  turned it  over to M r. Donald-

son." 
" Stool pigeon !" came in a low, gut

tural voice from the back of the room. 
Kent sprang up. " Your honor," he 

cried, while officers hastened to restore 
order, " I ask that the spectators be 
restrained from making threatening re
marks while this witness is testifying." 

" It wasn't a threatening remark-" 
the prosecutor demurred. 

" If there is another disturbance of 
this nature," Judge Kenyon warned, 
" the offender will be ejected from the 
court." 

Steadily and calmly, using all her 
force of will, Beatrice answered the 
district attorney's questions. In vain 
he tried to shake her quiet story. 

" Isn't it true," he thundered finally, 
" that you have lent your aid to a haH 
dozen lawless enterprises in this city ?" 

This precipitated a fiery exchange 
between Kent and the prosecutor. Soon 
a fterward, court was adjourned for the 
day. 

X 

S
URROUNDED by operatives, the 

girl went quickly from the build
ing and was hurried to a waiting 

automobile. 
" You'll not be needed to-morrow," 

Donaldson said. when he and Somers 
were seated \vith her in the machine, 
\\·ith a carload of their associates be
hind. " No honest jury could fail to 
acquit Leonardos after hearing your 
evidence and Merrihew's. 

" K evertheless," he added, gravely, 
" i f l\IcHugh hadn't gone one step too 
far. if he hadn't engaged you to sketch 
the two witnesses, a good man might 
haYe been sent to prison. It makes us 
"·onder who is safe, while machines 
of corruption rule." 

" \Vhere are we going now ?" she 
asked. 

" To your lodging house. You must 
start for K ew York to-night." 

" But-but I can't get ready-" 
" You'll have to manage. You must 

take the midnight tra: 1." 
She returned theit glan . es uncet 

tainly. 
" You must pack at once. Beatrice," 

declared Somers. 
" And remain at a hotel, guarded, 

until train time," Donaldson added. 
" Also, be sure to request your em
ployers not to give any in formation 
about \vhere you've gone. I'll see that 
they receive an official request of the 
same nature." 

" But I'm sure all this-can't be 
necessary-" Her votce trembled 
slightly. 

" I dislike to alarm you," the older 
man said, " but you should realize your 
peril. If you can't imagine what might 
happen to a young woman \vho's done 
what you have. it  would be useless for 
me to go into details. K ot only is it 
a question of gang revenge ; the whole 
mob "·ill be mortally a fraid that you 
may testify against McHugh later." 

In a dazed way Beatrice peered out 
the windo\v. Amidst the rush of traffic 
on the streets, the "·hole situation 
seemed grotesquely unreal, nnbeliev-
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able. Yet in her mind's eye was the 
fearful hatred which she had seen in 
the faces at court. 

Bolton of the National Detective 
Agency, at the wheel, was driving fast. 
In the mirror they could see the sec
ond machine keeping the pace. At 
length they turned into Beatrice's street 
and stopped. 

Donaldson and Somers entered with 
the girl while she informed the land
lady of her departure, and waited up
stairs in the hall until she had finished 
packing her trunk and suitcase. Her 
nervousness made the task difficult. 

At length she emerged, dressed for 
traveling, and contrived a wan smile 
when she found her protectors on 
guard. 

" We're now going to the Fenmore 
Hotel," Donaldson confided. " You 
will remain there until eleven twenty, 
when my chauffeur will call to take you 
to the depot. But not to a depot in  
the city. He'll take you to  Framing
ham." 

" And you must send a man for your 
baggage," Somers cautioned. " Don't, 
under any circumstances, return to thi s  
house !" 

Beatrice promised that she wouldn't. 
Three operatives were stationed in 

the hotel, mingling unobtrusively with 
the guests. Donaldson and Somers re
mained in the lobby 'until the evening 
was well advanced. It seemed impos
sible to both men that the underworld 
could have learned any part of their 
plans, yet neither was willing to take 
chances. 

At length the two rode in Somers•s 
coupe to the South Central Depot to 
complete arrangements for Beatrice's 
reservation at Framingham. The curly
haired Merrihew had returned to serv
ice in his window, and he saluted them 
cheerily. 

" Watch yourself for a \veek or 
two," Donaldson advised. " I  don't 
imagine they'll hold it against you, but 
one never knows. " 

Entering a booth, he called the hotel 
and left final instructions. Then he in
serted another coin and obtained com- · 
munication with a man who frequently 
supplied him with information about 
gang conditions. 

The other's words were not reassur
ing. Gangland was in a frenzy. 

" God help the girl if they find her !" 
the informer told him. 

Donaldson stepped out of the bootn 
and stood twirling his watch chain. 

" \iVhat did you learn ?" Somers 
asked. 

" Nothing very surprising," was the 
older man's response. He glanced to 
where the New York expresses were 
being made up. 

" Confound it," he muttered, " I 
don't know why I'm nervous ! There's 
no reason to be." 

A few minutes later, Donaldson sug
gested that they go back to the vicinity 
of the lodging house. A man had been 
left to watch the neighborhood, and 
both were anxious to learn i f  he had 
observed any of the gangsters. 

As they neared the street in the West 
End, Donaldson drew out his watch for 
the fourth time in a half hour. 

" ).1iss Ashton will be on her way 
to Framingham in eleven minutes." 

" Once in New York," opined Som
ers, " she'll be safe." 

" Yes ; for only three of us know 
her destination." 

•; As a matter of fact," the youth 
confided, " I'm expecting to be moved 
to the New York office of our agency 
next month." 

" Oh-ho !" said Donaldson with in
terest. 

They turned the corner, parked the 
3 D  



FALSE WITNESS 625 

coupe. Suddenly Somers gripped his 
companion's arm. 

" A light !" he whispered. " In that 
window. That's the room Beatrice 
had-" 

" There's some one moying inside," 
the other remarked. 

" Can it be the man for the bag
gage, as late as this ?" 

" No. Probably the landlady," re
plied Donaldson. He laughed, to con
vince himself that their alarm was 
needless. Yet away in some deep cor
ner of his mind, a dreadful thought 
was crying out to him. What if the 
girl had discovered that she had leTt 
something-and, despite her promise, 
had returned for it ? 

Somers uttered a sharp, husky ex

clamation. " Look-look there !" 
Both men saw it now, plainly-a 

single shadow thrown dimly against 
the curtain, a shadow that was sway
ing, swinging. 

Donaldson gave a cry of horror and 
raced madly toward the door, Somers 
at his heels. They stumbled up the 
steps, into the dim front hall ; then, 
halfway to the top of the carpeted stair
case, they met two figures descending. 

" Where's Mrs. Winters ?" cried 
Donaldson. 

" She's gone out," said one of the 
pair, a big, swarthy man. 

" \Vell, who's in charge ? We must 
get into Room 7 !" 

" I'm Mrs. \Vinters's brother," was 
the dull response. " Yoit the guys for 
the baggage ? Go ahead in-there's no 
one there. " 

The door, however, was locked. 
Donaldson drew back and flung his olg 
shoulder against it, and with a splinter
ing sound it crashed inward, revealing 
a shocking spectacle. 

From a steam pipe which ran part 
way across the ceiling, hung a slender 

4 D  

form, smartly clad, the head· and throat 
enveloped in a pillow-slip and bound 
cruelly with the same stout cord which 
stretched above. 

Dashing forward with a low cry, 
Somers whipped out a pocket kni fe ; 
and in an instant they had laid the 
form upon the bed. ·while Donaldson 
worked frantically to loosen the rope, 
the younger man plunged across the 
room for water. After a few seconds 
the suffocating linen was torn away, 
and two great realities impinged upon 
Donaldson's consciousness : that the 
girl would live, and that she was not 
Beatrice Ashton. 

A woman, wide-eyed, was standing 
on the threshold. 

" Do you know who this girl is ?" 
" The Lord have mercy !" she burst 

forth in answer. " If I'd ever dreamed 
she intended to do this-" 

" When did she come ?" 
Others were crowding to the door. 
" W-why-about six o'clock-Miss 

Ashton left. She telephoned-said she 
wouldn't be back-asked me to tell the 
man to check her baggage on the train 
that stops at Framingham-so we 
moved her things downstairs and let 
this girl have the room-" 

" Your brother didn't know it-" 
Her gaze was blank. " I have no 

brother ." 
Donaldson whirled, and Somers fol

lowed him as he ran down the stairs 
to the street. A dark form rushed to 
meet them. 

" Burke ! Two men-did you see 
them ? Came out of the house-" 

" Three men !" gasped the operative. 
" I tried to tell you ; their car was right 
at the curb as you went in. The third 
man came out just now, ahead of you 
-they drove away-" 

Somers started. " Then he told them 
it wasn't Miss Ashton ?" 
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" Speak, man ! What did he say to 
the others ?" 

" I think he made some reference to 
Leonardos. Something about ' framing 
him '-" 

" About framing him ?" repeated 
Donaldson. Then, in staggering real
ization-" My God !" 

Somers turned to face him, and the 
same word was on each man's white 
lips : 

" Framingha1'1l !" 
XI 

BEATRICE ASHTON stepped 
from the entrance o f  the hotel 
and crossed the sidewalk to the 

waiting sedan in nervousness which she 
still endeavored to conceal. For many 
minutes she had been ready, waiting, 
watching the gilded hands of the clock 
in the lobby with a strange fascination. 
Eleven twenty ! Precisely at the mo
ment, the big car had rolled quietly 
to the door. 

She heard the double snap of the 
latch, then a soft acceleration of the 
motor. Through the window she saw 
two operatives in the doorway of the 
hotel. The men raised their hats to 
her, and the automobile glided away. 

Beatrice settled back in the roomy 
seat with a peculiar mixture of emo
tions. Although eager to be on her 
way, she felt regret that she must leave 
the city. Her struggles in the weeks 
following her arrival, her determina
tion to attain success, made it doubly 
hard to realize that she must flee lor 
safety. She sat for a few minutes re
calling the chaotic events of the day. 

The route from the city led uptown 
through the suburbs, far from the gang 
districts, yet here and there were flash
ing electric signs, reminding her of 
those which beckoned to the cabarets 
of gangland-places which she had 

grown to abhor. There was no doubt 
of  it now : fear was in her heart ; and 
it had been there, slowly mounting, 
through the long hours while she had 
tried to keep Somer! and Donaldson, 
and even herself, from realizing its 
presence. Somehow her terrors were 
JTI)re real at night. She shuddered 
when a touring car drew abreast and 
passed ; and when men stared in at her 
from street corners, she shrank back 
from the glass. The terrible hand of 
the underworld seemed reaching out to
ward her from the dark. 

The chauffeur was driving fast
much faster than necessary, slie 
thought, as she remembered the dis
tance to Framingham. The lights and 
traffic of the city slipped behind, the 
streets became quieter, intersections 
less frequent. Finally, as the car 
turned sharply off into a much less 
traveled thoroughfare, Beatrice sat for
ward in uncertainty. 

" Are you sure this is the right 
road ?" 

The man did not answer. His si
lence chilled her. She strained for
ward in her seat, but only the side of  
h i s  begoggled face was visible in the 
dim light from the dash. 

A bridge swept into view, and be
yond was a solitary blinker marking 
five corners. The man at the wheel 
d iverged slightly to the right, entering 
a highway that was lonely and un
lighted. He sped on. 

" This-this isn't the way to Fram
ingham !" cried Beatrice, in a hollow, 
unnatural voice. 

The chauffeur spoke thickly : 
" To Framingham ? No, miss. To 

W oodfields." 
A choking gasp escaped the girl's 

lips. Her throat seemed gripped con
vulsively, rendering further protest be
yond her power. Woodfields ! Tfiat 
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· wasn't on the railroad division which 

passed through Framingham ; it was a 
tiny village miles to the south. 

But it was too late to call for as
sistance. The flitting roadside was ut
terly black, deserted. Into her mind 
leaped that most fearful phrase in all 
gangland-" taken for a ride !" 

In the tiny railroad station at Woou
fields, the lights winked out. A well
built man of thirty appeared in the 
darkened doorway, fumbling with a 
ring of keys. From down the track 
came the staccato coughing of a train 
gathering headway ; a pair of red lights 
were receding. The man turned in 
quick surprise as a large sedan swerved 
into the driveway. 

A chauffeur ·wearing goggles leaped 
out. Then the rear door opened and 
a slender, well-dressed girl appeared. 

" You're too late !" called the station 
agent. " The last train's just gone." 

" It's the New York train we want," 
returned the chauffeur. 

" There's no train for New York on 
this division ! Only the Nightingale, 
the crack flyer, no stops." 

" Take a look at this !" the driver of 
the automobile said, thrusting some-. 
thing toward the railroad man. 

They were standing in the glare of 
the headlights. The motor was still 
running. • 

The station agent stared downward, 
and gave a startled exclamation. 

He darted back to the depot and 
switched on the lights. Seizing a red 
lantern, he lit it, then hastened out and 
continued at a rapid trot along the 
track to the east. 

Far down the track, around a bend, 
came the scream of a whistle, piercing 
the night. The station master quick
ened his pace. He stumbled on over 
the roadbed until a single bright eye 

appeared in the distance, growing 
larger, and the shining rails began to 
pound and sing. 

There was another shrill warning
two long and two short-for a cross
ing. The man raised his lantern. 

There was a rush of wind that caught 
his breath-and the great, glistening 
hulk of the locomotive took shape be
hind the headlight. The long line of  
dark Pullmans went flashing by ; then, 
above the clatter and roar, he heard 
the grinding bite of the brakes-and 
sparks were flying from the wheels. 

Adrip with cold perspiration, the 
agent raced back to the depot. He saw 
the tail-lamps come to a standstill ; then 
quickly they crept again into motion ; 
there came the snorting barks of the 
giant locomotive as i f  in indignation
and the night flyer was on its way. 

The station master found the plat
f<;>rm deserted, the big sedan still wait
ing with motor running. He paused, 
unfolding again a crumpled paper-an 
order signed by the president of the 
railroad, at the request of the Governor 
of the State. 

The chauffeur had entered the sta
tion and was at a telephone. 

" Heilo ? Hello-yes, I hear you per
fectly !" came Donaldson's strained 
voice from the other end of the line. 
" Where's Miss Ashton ?" 

" On the train." 
" On what train ?" 
" The Nightingale. Shore line ex

press." 
" Great idea !" cried Donaldson. 

" And lucky, too, by the Lord ! Somers 
and Burke went racing to Framingham 
to overtake you, to warn you. The mob 
learned our plans ! They sent gunmen 
to the Framingham depot !" 

" Eh ? Well, they would !" the 
chauffeur flung back. It was the voice 
of Under Cover Lane. 



Tbt beam of a ftashlitht played on the water, roved about the surface near the wharf 

The Frarr1e-Up 
/immy Dugan Finds Some Strange Birds in Black,y Swain's 
"Nest "-One Was a Blonde and the Other Red-Headed 

By J. Allan Dunn 

NOTHING in the shape of a were more or less united in a sort of 
blinking electric sign �nnounced warren. There was only one entrance 
or adYertised the Nest. There to the Nest, but there were several ex� 

was not even a name place in connec- its, known to the initiated. The back 
tion with that basement combination space of two adjoining basements had 
speakeasy, cabaret and dance hall. To- been made into one big room for gen
tal strangers never discm·ered it, all eral entertainment. The other rooms 
those who were not habitues were re- were used for private parties, for card 
garded as outsiders, unless their ere� games, for conferences of racketeers, 
dentials were exceptional. It was far the division of loot or its proceeds. 
over on the East Side, the resort of One basement doorway was entirely 
gangsters and their " broads." A foul closed. Above the other was one dingy 
place. electric bulb. 

The music was good, so was the No one got through that entrance 
liquor, and the dance floor. All the who was not wanted. An easier place 
houses on that side of the dingy block to enter than to leave, for all the 
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emergency exits, i f  you did not belong. veiled. He did not have too much 
fA place suspected but not yet raided. 
'A place protected, beyond question. 
'At the back was a dingy stretch of 
ground. Adjoining fences were all  ne
gotiable, though the places for passage 
were masked. 

Two entertainers were on the floor, 
a t&wdry blonde who was still slender, 
still graceful, though her face showed 
the ravages of dissipation for all its 
make-up. _ Her dress was revealing 
rather than suggestive, she wore a 
number of gems that flashed too bril
liantly to be genuine. Her partner was 
a slim, slick Jizard -;of a man, with the 

courage, or masculinity, and it was a 
risky game in the Nest to interfere · 
with another man's girl. The man in 
question looked as i f  he could give a 
good account of himself. 

And when that solo sax-o-phone 
Starts in to drone--c: 
Just sets you cra-zy, 
The lights go ha-zy, 
You can't be la-zy 
Just have to rise and s�ay 
This way-that way-
To the moan, · 
To the drone, 
Of that solo saxophone ! 

eyes of a weasel and the suppleness of  The two gave their order, lit ciga-
that feral- brute. rettes, surveyed the room with languid 

They knew tht;ir audiences, and interest. The blonde deliberately ogled 
their audiences knew all their reper- the man. As the song ended, the pro
toire, save when, at rare intervals, the prietor of the Nest, an I tali an named 
blonde introduced a new song. Her Salterno, came over to their table, nod
voice was husky but not unpleasing, ded to them. 
there was still a lure about her of days " My fren', you say Dutch Fran!< 
when she might have been a headliner. tell you to come here to have good 

The dance over, dutifully applau-d- time, si? I hope you do that. When 
ed, she sprang up to a seat on the did you see heem last. You know 
piano, played by a mar¥ whose pasty where he ees, sir" 
face had eyes in it dead looking as His beady eyes were more than in
dried currants ; from whose dry lips quisitive, they held a flame of doubtful 
the fag of a cigarette constantly hung. hostility. 

" I'm tryin' out a new song to-night, " I ain't seen Dutch since I went up 
people," announced the bloride. " See north on my last run," said Jimmy 
how you like it ? Jangle the pan, · Dugan. " Last I knew he was ov·er on 
Looey." •'Nest Fifteenth." 

A couple were admitted after a " Ah ! You did not know he was on 
whispered talk with the burly guard, a a trip up the reever ? No ?" 
broken-nosed paluka, whose prize " You mean Dutch is in sti r ?  That's 
fighting ambitions had been flattened bad news. How long a stretch ?" 
with his nasal organ. The man who Salterno held up five fingers. 
came in looked as if he might be a Dugan whistled. 
truck driver. The girl was petite and " Say, that's too bad. What d'ye 
pretty. The blonde looked at the new- know about that, kid ?" 
comer with interest, her dancing part- The girl shook her head in commis-
ner surveyed the girl with a specula- eration. 
tion that was an insult to decency, a " Dutch was a good guy," she said. 
speculation he was careful to keep " It's bum luck." 
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" 'l'hey spot heem by that bum mitt 

of hees," said Salterno. " You know 
:wheech feenger was missing, my 
friend ?" 

" What are you tryin' to hand me ?" 
said Dugan. " There was nothin' 
wrong with Dutchey's mitts. What's 
the big idea ?" 

Salterno laughed. 
" I theenk you are all right," he 

said. " But _we ha v' to be careful. Y ott 
come an' say Dutch send you here, an' 
Dutch ees in stir. So, I ask you one 
question. Now you dreenk weeth me. 
Si.n 

Nobody knew better than Jimmy 
Dugan, second-class detective, that 
Dutch Frank had nothing wrong with 
his hands. He had helped to send 
Dutch on that trip up the river. He 
knew his mug, his measurements, his 
Bertillon description. 

He breathed a little more easily 
after Salterno expressed his satisfac
tion, not so much for his own sake as 
for that of his companion, Mary 
Brady. He knew that the very air one 
breathed in the Nest was fraught with 
danger to the intruder-and so did the 
girl - but, to enter there alone in
creased the risk, and he did not expect 
to do more than size up the clientele. 

As for Mary Brady, she also was in 
the game. Her present job was with 
the Garrity Detective Agency. She 
was holding down a counter job in a 
jeweler's establishment where there 
had been a recent record of missing 
gems, valuable rings ; believed to be an 
inside affair. Her evenings were her 
own, after the store closed, and she 
gave some of them to Jimmy Dugan. 

It was not the first time they had 
worked together, though the associa
tion was not official. J immy hoped, 
some day, to make the partnership per
manent. Then, he resolved, Mary 

would get out of the fascinating but 
risky game, too risky for the girl he 
loved, though the adventure of it was 
in her blood as well as his own. 

He had a hint, also a hunch, that 
the Nest was a rendezvous of the gang 
known as the Blackbirds, their racket 
the looting from freight cars of valu
able silks whose contents they knew 
beforehand. Their identity was still 
a secret to Centre Street, a secret Du
gan meant to solve. There were vague 
descriptions of some of them, given by 
blackjacked watchmen and others who 
had been put out of the way. 

There had been some who had been 
less mercifully treated. Floaters who 
had been found bumping against wharf 
pilings, brought in with the tide, shot 
in their defense of the goods the 
Blackbirds coveted. A desperate lot 
of racketeers with no thought of the 
value of human life outside their own. 

Dugan watched those who entered 
the Nest. He and Mary Brady seemed 
the only strangers. But he recognized 
none as members of the Blackbirds. It 
was getting late. The place was filled 
with the fumes of cigarettes, the reek 
of l iquor. Jests were bandied back 
and forth. He was conscious of the 
advances of the blonde entertainer, 
bolder as the general attitude became 
more rowdy, more intimate. She was 
dancing, off and on, with a red-head
ed, undersized, rat-faced mari who 
seemed more eager than she was, 
though he was a fine partner, dancing 
almost as well as her professional 
team mate, who gave up his attempts 
to interest Mary Brady, foiled by her 
indifference. 

It looked like an off night. Unless 
lhe red-headed man was one of the out
fit he wanted. They had a note at 
headquarters that there was a red-head 
among the Blackbirds. He did not 
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look like a· potential villain, and, while 
he was evidently well-acquainted, Du
gan saw no signs between him and any 
one else of close intimacy. 

" You can stay here all night," he 
said to Mary. " We might as well be 
going. It was just a chance lead." 

But Dugan was disappointed. It 
was the first time his hunch had failed 
him, the hunch that was an inborn at
tribute of the instinctive detective. Du
gan was making good, though he had 
not been long a detective. Six months 
ago he had been a harness bull, pound
ing the pavement �as two generations 
of Dugans had done before him. He 
had been lucky, he told himself, and 
might well have spelled the word with 
a p in front of it. " Pluck " and 
" luck," and that mysterious phenome
non called a " -hunch," had helped him 
to promotion, still kept him on the 
highway to advancement. 

It was based, that hunch, upon a 
natural faculty of observation, of de
ductions arrived at subconsciously, 
brought to life by illuminating circum
stance, heightened by persistent study 
of criminal ways. But Dugan was 
modest. His opinion of himself was 
far less than that of Deputy Commis
sioner Connelly, a friend of his father, 
dead now-Sergeant Dugan. Connel
ly liked the boy, believed him a comer. 
It was he who had suggested the cap-� 
ture of the Blackbirds, given Dugan 
the tips that brought him to the Nest. 

II 

THE blonde was singing again, 
singing pointedly and provoca
tively to Dugan, posturing m 

front of their table. 
Some day I'm going to meet my man, 
A lonely man, 

· The on!y man, 
And-when I find him, 

I'm going to let him see 
He is the one for me. 

' 

With .love I'll blind him. 
I'll take him by the hand 
I'll make him understand

' 

All he's been missing. 
' 

I'll make him play with me 
He'll never stray from me,

' 

Once we start kissing. 

The song ended with perfunctory 
applause. They had heard it before. 
The blonde stopped by Dugan's table. 
The red-head came up to her as the or
chestra jazzed for a dance. But-
. " Lissen, big boy," she said to Du

gan. " This is a social dump. You've 
been dancing with the same dame all 
evening. And you shake a lively hoof. 
Split up. Be amiable. Let ' Blaze ' 
Menken take on your twist and twirl 
and give me a number." 

Dugan felt the touch of Mary's el
bow. She knew what they were there 
for, knew the tip concerning a red
head. She was playing the game. Dugan 
stood up. His blood was tingling, not 
from the prospect of the dance, but 
with . the impulse of his hunch. I t  gave 
no dtrect message, but it seemed some
how like the rap of opportunity on his 
door. 

" I didn't suppose you wanted to 
dance with me," he said. The blonde 
gave him a coquettish look. 

" You don't mind, deary ?" she flung 
over her shoulder to Mary. 

" Not yet," Mary answered. 
They glided off. The blonde danced 

i�timately, complimenting Dugan. But 
hts hunch persisted that she was mak
ing use of him for some purpose of 
her own. The vindication seemed to 
arrive suddenly. The music was in 
the last bars of the dance when three 
men entered. Dugan saw them over 
his partner's shoulder. 

A dark man in the lead, with a 
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drooping left eyelid; a face that was 
the essence of evil, of craft and cun
ning. His neck seemed slightly twist
ed, so that he carried his head to one 
side. 

If this was not " Blacky " Swain, 
reputed leader of the Blackbirds, then 
Dugan's hunch, the reports at head
quarters were at fault. There was no 
proof against Blacky, beyond persis
tent rumors coming through the stool 
pigeons of other gangs, but, if the Nest 
was his hang-out, here was a definite 
lead that Dugan had come here to find. 

Also, there was a subtle stir in th� 
crowd. A personag,e had arrived. The 
two ment with Blacky, Dugan set down 
as his guards, pure and simple. 

The dance ended. There was ap
plause for an encore. 

Then the man with the stiff neck 
strode through the couples, who made 
room for him, caught the red-headed 
man by the shoulder, grabbed Mary 
Brady by her arm and flung her off. 

The blonde broke from Dugan, 
thrust herself between Blaze Menken 
and the other. Blacky caught her by 
the bare shoulder, sent her reeling. His 
eyes glittered. 

" I told you to steer clear of this 
dump !" he barked at the red-head, who 
stood as if robbed of motion, staring 
at the other. The dance floor was 
cleared as if by magic. Mary Brady 
a bruise on her flesh, came toward Du
gan, who set her back of him, his own 
eyes blazing. He took a step forward. 
Blacky Swain wheeled on him. 

" You keep out of this, ft:lla !" he 
said. " If you know what's good for 
you !" 

It was not only the detective in Du
gan that made him interfere. He saw 
Blacky reach inside his coat, caught 
the first glint of a gun. It was not 
meant for him, but for Blaze Menken. 

He had not brought a weapon with 
him. Such things were fnot easily hid
den, as he knew. Not on a crowded 
dance floor, in such company. He had 
come for observation, for clews, not 
to make arrests ; lacking definite rea
son. But he saw the bruise on Mary's 
arm, and murder about to be done. He 
was first a man and a lover, also an 
officer of the law. 

He caught up a chair and whirled it. 
It struck Blacky's bent arm, a leg hit 
his elbow. The two guards were start
ing forward and Dugan flung the chair 
at them, snatched another. 

Blacky was writffing with the an
guish of the blow. Blaze had darted 
from the floor, making for the back. 
Dugan knew no exit save the front 
door. 

" Beat it," he said to . Mary. " I "m 
with you." 

In the confusion he clove a way with 
the second chair, thrusting, swinging. 
The doorman faced him and he beat 
him down. Behind him the crowd was 
milling. Every second he expected a 
bullet in his back ; he wasted no time. 
He faced about as Mary slid through 
the entrance, leaving it open. Once 
more he slung the chair into tlie mill
ing crowd and followed her, slamming 
the door behind him. In the confu
sion no one fired. They were clear, 
he night air fresh on their faces. 

He caught Mary by the arm and 
sped her up the steps to the sidewalk. 
They raced together to the corner of 
the block, around it. A cruising cab, 
its fare delivered, came down the mid
dle of the empty street in the gray light 
of dawn, and Dugan hailed it with re
lief. It had been a close call. 

" 'Tis the last time you'll come with 
me to such a place," h� said. " 'Tis no 
place for a decent girl to be in any
ways. You've got to get out of this 
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game, Mary, though 'twas me took you 
into this end of it." 

" You found what you wanted, 
didn't you ?" she asked. 

" That's naught to do with it ." 
" It's part of the game. Jimmy, I 

think it was a put-up job. I think they 
suspected you." 

" They hurt you," he said. " You've 
left your wrap behind. ' '  

She snuggled to him. She was in 
the game, she ran the risks, but she 
knew that it was J immy Dugan, the 
man, not Dugan, the detective, talking. 
And she liked it. 

" Never mind the wrap, J immy," 
she said. " I f  you get that gang you 
can charge it to expenses. But I think 
it was staged, Jimmy boy. You' ll not 
go back there ? Promise me that ? It's 
not because of the blonde, J immy. I'm 
not jealous." 

It was the first time she had inti
mated that she might be. J immy slid 
an arm about her and she let it r.est. 

" That man Blaze," she went on. 
" He wanted to know all about you. 
They don't like strangers in that 
dump." 

" He came nigh to gettin' bumped 
off," said Dugan, " though 'twas not 
for him I interfered." 

" I know that, J immy. But, some
how, I think it was a-" 

Dugan's lips '\vere on hers, i n  the 
first kiss between them. 

" You're safe. Mary, that's all that 
matters," he said. 

III uTHIS is Blaze Menken speak
ing," said the voice. " You re
member me, in the Nest ? 

V\fhere can I have a talk with you ? I 
don't want to come up where you are." 

J immv could understand that. Blaze 
Menken.! He had saved his life, but 

he remembered Mary's warning. Man
like, he wondered i f  she was right. 
Without conceit, recollecting their ride 
hotne, he was not sure how much she 
had been afraid for him as he for her. 

A detective had no right to be in 
love, he had told himself more than 
once. It confused things. If Mary 
was fond of him it might upset her 
judgment. This was a lead he had no 
license to refuse. For once his hunch 
gave out no indication. 

" I ' ll meet you uptown," he said. 
" In the drug store, Times station, in 
half an hour." 

Blaze was on hand, furti\·e, glancing 
about him. He suggested a subway 
ride, and Dugan accepted the proposi
tion. In the subway they got off at 
Rector, between trains, and Blaze 
spoke his mind. Dugan had some 
questions of his own to put. 

" You clicks are not so wise," said 
Blaze. " Y ott put on masks at line-up, 
but you have to come out in  the open 
when you testify at trials, and you- can 
bet we're there to watch you. You 
pulled in that Greek crowd and you 
went on the stand. The papers carried 
your picture. Say, it's easy. vVe're 
on the lookout for you fellas, same as 
you are for us. The minute I saw you 
in the Nest I knew who you were. 

" But Black don't treat me right, 
see ? That blonde is my broad. I 
mean the singer, Mae Morgan, who 
made a play for you. I got her that 
job. She was a down and out dope 
when I picked her up. Looks different 
now. She's got Blacky's goat, an' I 
reckon he's got hers, though she tells 
me he said he'd bump her off i f  she 
didn't quit me -fer him. 

" Thet may be the truth or a stall. 
He told me to lay off. An' I wasn't 
layin' off. He may run the racket, but 
that don't ,g-ive him any right to cop 
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my doll. There's some things a guy Then he bought a paper, looked at the 
can't stand for. You wouldn't. I tide tables. Blaze had told the truth 
buzzed your broad when I danced 'Yith about the tides. It would be high 
her. She wouldn't give you erway. water on the East River at twelve 
She's solid fer you, but Mae-well, she eighteen. 
acted like she still thought a lot of me Dugan knew that the racketeers 
when Blacky starts to stick me up. were well-organized. They had spies 
He'd have bumped me off if it hadn't hanging about headquarters, around 
been fer you. And he knew I didn't the courts. The masks of the detec
have a rod on me. tives were all right for general inspec-

" I'll fix him. The whole outfit is tion, but they could not wear them dur
lousy. They think Blacky is Gord AI- ing a trial. It was a weak place in the 
mighty. They'll do me in if we don't armor of the law. 
git to 'em first, an' I'm puttin' you He knew also that one of the great 
wise. They're runnin' a load to-night. assets in making arrests and getting 
Silk. They'll come in a launch on top convictions came from flaws in the 
the flood, round midnight. They may gangster's equipment. Jealousies were 
stow it or a truck may come fer it. frequent, of one sort and another
Depends on how Blacky's fixed up the dissatisfaction about cuts in the divi
sellin' end. They've got a snug dump. · sion of spoil, suspicion that leaders 
You'd never uncover it. But you meet held out on the others. There was lit
me at ten o'clock and I'll put you hep." tle honor among racketeers. And life 

" Tell me now," said Dugan. was held lightly. · Their affairs with 
But Blaze Menken was plainly nerv- women were frequently the cause of 

ous, fidgeting with his finger ends, disruption, if not of downfall. 
flicking the end of his nose. He had · It looked like a good lead, and he 
said the singer used dope when he met resolved to meet Blaze .at ten o'clock. 
her. He carried all the signs of an 
addi� himself. 

" No," he said. " I  gotta go. I'll 
meet you at Mother Blinn's. She runs 
a lunch dump close to the hide-out. 
The gang ' 11 all be away." 

The man was trembling all over. I t  
might be hate, fear, but Dugan thought 
that Blaze was needing a sniff of co
caine. He was probably in jeopaniy. 
If Blacky had meant to kill him in the 
Nest he would not hesitate to finish·the 
job. Blaze knew too much. Blacky 
would not overlook the fact that Blaze 
might turn on them to save himself. 

Dugan let him hop the next train 
uptown after he had got the directions 
concerning Mother Blinn's location
right on the edge of the river, catering 
to longshoremen and wharfingers. 

Mother Blinn's lunch dump looked 
like a stranded scow. A long counter 
with stools ran for two-thirds of its 
length, stove and supplies back of it. 
There was a line of small tables, and, 
in the rear, two cubby-holes of rooms 
for privacy. Mother Blinn was a 
mammoth figure, half white, half Cu
ban negress, powerful enough to run 
that place where rough men gathered 
and racketeers dropped in. 

Blaze was waiting outside for Du
gan in the shadow. He had pulled 
himself together, seemed confident, 
crafty, and capable. They went to one 
of the back rooms. Mother Blinn did 
all her own work, cooking, waiting, 
and washing up. 

" We gotta order some grub," said 



THE FRAME- UP 635 
Blaze. . " She don't let you hang round 
:without payin' fer it. She makes good 
strong corffee. I didn't eat no supper. 
I'm takin' ham-and." 

Dugan contented himself with coffee 
and doughnuts. The woman left to 
fill the order. 

" Tell me about this hideout," said 
Dugan. " I want to know all about 
it before I go ahead.' '  

" It's a junk warehouse. Salterno 
has a nephew who buys up the cuttings 
and trimmings from the loft trade. 
See ? Brings 'em down here an' sorts 
'em. He leases the warehouse. That 
end of it's straight. You could search 
the place any time an' find nothing. 
But it's double-decked-see ? The stuff 
he brings in is all over the floor an' 
hides a trap, though you'd have to look 
close before you found it even when 
you know about it. 

" The stuff comes in the launch, al
ways on the flood. The end of the 
wharf is fixed so the launch can get 
right under it, right up to the lower 
deck We take it up through the trap 
as it's sold. Salterno's nephew, Rocco, 
·Does most of the delivering." 

" Where is it ?" asked Dugan. 
Blaze pointed out through the win

do,.,. of the little room to a long, ir
regular line of wharves and sheds, with 
docks occasionally in between. 

" Fifth one," he said. " The lower 
deck is fixed up with bunks, got electric 
_lights. It's snug enough. We got 
grub there an' electric plates fer cookin' 
i,f we need it. We could hide out there 
fer a week, or a month, fer that mat
ter, i f  we wanted to. Usually we just 
use it fer a sort of dump to wait in 
when we're lookin' fer Rocco to show 
up fer the goods. Play cards there 
sometimes." 

" Only way in bv the trap and by 
water ?" asked -Dugan. Blaze· s story 

was frankly tol�. Dugan was begin
ning to plan his attack. They would 
need the river police. 

" That's all," said Blaze. 
" How many in the outfit ?" 
" Six, countin' me out. Two of 'em 

generally stay in the launch." 
Mother Blinn entered, bringing the 

food. The coffee was strong, if in
clined to be bitter. Dugan put in plenty 
of sugar and milk, broke his doughnuts 
and ate them swiftly. 

Blaze \vould admit him to the ware
house, open the trap. It could be closed 
from beneath. Dugan wanted to make 
sure, to give the whole hideout a look
over before he made up his campaign. 
He was not sure what he would do 
with Blaze. Probably have him held 
at headquarters. 

He looked at his watch. It was 
twenty minutes after ten. There was 
time enough, but not too much. They 
might have some trouble in getting in 
touch with a river patrol. It would be 
best to iet the stuff be landed, watching 
them from the farther shore, to wait 
for Rocco to arrive, or perhaps to stop 
him, load officers in the wagon, force 
Rocco to let them in, give the proper 
signals. Then close in from land and 
water. There would be a fight. Rack
eteers were rats, in Dugan's estimation, 
but they fought viciously when cor· 
nered. 

The plans began to shuttle into a 
pattern in his mind as Dugan stood up. 
He finished the coffee in one gulp and 
nodded at Blaze. 

The latter's face had suddenly be
come distorted, dim. It enlarged, di
minished. the walls of the small room 
seemed to contract, to swirl. A giant 
hand seemed closing on Dugan's heart, 
his brain. 

He saw Blaze grinning, or some one 
who must be Blaze, grinning like an 
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imp. The half white woman was in 
the open doorway, a gigantic figure 
with rolling eyes and flashing teeth. 
H e  had been drugged. Chloral or-

His thoughts were no longer coher
ent. Mind and body lost coordination 
as Dugan strove to gather himself, 
clutching with forceless iingers for his 
gun. Then he felt himself falling, fall
ing through infinite space in utter 
bladrness. 

IV 

DUGAN woke with a shudder. H e  
had been violently, automatically 
sick and he still felt the nausea. 

But that and his own vitality had 
fought the drug. Still, he could hardly 
breathe. Sweat poured out of him. He 
was stretched in some sort o f  a bunk 
in darkness, in a place that was un
ventilated, hot. 

Yet he .shivered. His brain seemed 
to open and shut. It was not yet clear, 
memory did not function. There was 
the sound of lapping water close by 
and that proved the link that brougnt 
him to full consciousness. 

He lay there, l istening. He must 
have been brought to that lower deck 
Blaze had told h1m about, truthfttliy 
enough, realizing it would sound better 
than fiction, sure that it would do Du
gan no good. 

He was miserably weak. The dntg 
had poisoned him. Feebly he felt the 
damp wall beside him, the sideboard of  
the bunk he was stretched in. His 
watch was gone, his gun, his badge. 
They had stripped him. Blaze and 
Mother Blinn between them. The pair 
had probably carried him along the 
lonely water front. Blaze could not 
have managed it by himself. 

Then he heard voices. A line of 
dim light showed overhead, widened. 
A trap was opening. He heard foot-

steps shuffling on a ladder. Then the 
dick of a switch as an ele-etric light 
was turned on, dazzling to his blood
injected eyes. 

He kept them open, as a drugged 
man would, staring at the cciling. 
Slowly, forced by his will, strength was 
coming back to him. Very slowly
and he was unarmed, helpless. It was 
a wonder they had not killed him out
right. He guessed why not. Blacky 
\\'as the type who liked to j eer and 
gloat over a dick who had fallen for 
his frame-up. 

It had been well planned. They had 
recognized him, Blaz·e or some one else, 
from the first time he had come into 
the neighborhood. The play at the 
Kest had been cleverly staged. They 
knew he would come there sooner or 
later and they had all been in it. Sal
terno, the doorman, the singer. And 
he had fallen for it. 

But he could not quite comprehend 
their virulence. They hated a11 clicks, 
of course, but Dugan had not found 
out anything definite against them. It 
was true he had polled 'Off some sue- · 
cessful things ; they might be afraid 
of his uncovering them, but, to g� 
rid of him so early, only meant that 
others would take his place. He had 
happened in close on a nm, but it was 
very doubtful i f  he could have inter� 
fered with that so swi ftly. 

The two men came and looked at 
him. He lay huddled, his eyes fixed. 

'" \Vhat you gain' to do with him ?" 
asked one of them. "' Give him the 
works ?" 

Dugan dared not glance at them, 
dared not show sign of intelligence, 
hardly of life. 

" That's up to Blacky," said tbe 
other. It was Blaze's voice. " This is 
the guy that turned up the Circle Cross 
outfit. Turned up some others, too. 
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He's a dangerous dick-or he was. 
He'll be crabmeat before morn in'. 
Cross was Blacky's pal. Blacky's git
tin' even." 

" Goin' to dump him in the river ?" 
" Naw. Blacky's too wise fer that. 

We don't want no floaters identified. 
Soon as the load's clear they'll put him 
in the launch an' take him out on the 
ebb into the Sound. Blacky'll weight 
him down with pigiron ballast an' let 
him slide to the bottom." 

" Bump him off first ?" 
" Not Blacky. He'll wait fer him to 

come out of the drops an' he'll tell him 
a few things before he ties him up. 
He'll drop him in alive, the dirty -" 

Dugan listened to his fate, to the 
filthy stream of abuse from Blaze's lips. 
Rage urged his glands to function. 
Adrenalin flicked through his system, 
clearing his blood." 

" He sure fell fer the play," chuckled 
Blaze. " Figgered he'd saved my life. 
He nigh busted Blacky's elbow, though. 
He had a swell dame with him. I'd 
have liked to git her. Maybe I can 
yet, i f  I can locate her. She'd come 
ri.mnin' i f  she thought he was hurt. 
Stuck on the lousy dick. Mother Blinn 
'ud handle her." 

" You want to cut out monkeyin' 
wit' janes, Blaze," said the other man. 
" It's after twelve. Better open up. 
They'll be here in a few minnits. An' 
Rocco's due right now. The stuff's 
all sold." 

Dugan dared not look. His blood 
v .. ·as racing now, his heart pounding. 
The talk of Mary summoned the last 
reserves within him. The drug was 
still in part possession of him, but they 
had not bound him. He coitld hardly 
hold himself in, but he knew he had 
slight chance, unarmed, against the two 
of them. 

He felt a draft of air, the smell of 

tidal water. He guessed what they 
were doing. Opening up some sort of 
hatch through which the stolen silk 
would be passed. 

He was grateful for the air, though 
he dared not fill his lungs. He lay 
breathing stertorously, unmoving, save 
for occasional twitches. But his senses 
were alert once more. 

He heard the clink of bottle and 
glasses. Suddenly a buzzer sounded. 

" There's Rocco," said Blaze. " Help 
me open those doors. He'll run the 
truck inside. ' '  

They mounted the ladder. Dugan 
heard their tread overhead� He sat up 
and realized how weak he still was. 
His brain seemed filled with fumes and 
he could not rise. But he had to. It 
was his only chance. They were busy, 
but they would not be busy long. Once 
they came back it was the end. His 
chance was slim enough, as it was. 

He could barely stand. He looked 
round for some weapon, but that hope 
faded. He caught up the bottle and 
swigged from it. It was good liquor 
and it steadied him though he reeled, 
from weakness, as he made for the 
open hatch. 

Deputy Commissioner Connelly sat 
at his desk, laboriously filling in a cross
word puzzle with the stump of  a lean 
pencil, a cold cigar between his lips. 
He was feeling uneasy about Dugan. 
He had not reported in all day. It 
might mean that he was hot on a lead, 
it might mean he had met with some 
disaster. 

I f  Dugan had a fault, it was that 
of over initiative. So far his luck had 
helped his pluck to bring him through. 
And he had brains. But Connelly was 
given to hunches and he did not like it. 

If he did not hear from the lad soon 
he meant to send to the· Nest. H e  
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thought of going himself. Dugan was 
more to him than a promising detec
tive, one who had the genuine instinct 
for the game. He was fond of him, 
as he had been of his father. He ad
mired Dugan's ambition, his studies ; 
and his affection made him more sensi
tive to Dugan's welfare. 

Still, the lad had common sense. He 
would not try to  tackle such a gang as  
the Blackbirds alone. I f  he  had got 
anything on that outfit. 

He pushed aside the puzzle that 
would not work out to-night, lit his 
cigar and puffed at it, frowningly. His 
telephone rang. 

" What's that ? What name ? Send 
her in." 

He rose as Mary Brady entered, her 
face pale. He knew her, knew her 
affiliation with the Garrity Agency, and 
he was pretty certain how affairs stood 
between her and Dugan. She did not 
take the chair he offered, but stood 
alert, calm enough, for all the sign of  
worry in her face. 

" I was at the Nest with Jimmy last 
night," she said. " There was a quar
rel started and Jimmy interfered. A 
man took hold of  me to get ·at another 
one. He started to pull a gun. Jimmy 
fought his way out with a diair. I 
think it was faked." 

" Why ?" 
Rapidly she told him the whole story. 

Came to her conclusion. 
" The blonde entertainer must have 

been in it. She was wearing a lot of  
jewelry. Most of i t  was paste, but 
there was one ring that wasn't. A dia
mond nearly eight carats. She didn't 
buy that. If we could get hold of her 
we might find out what has gone 
wrong." 

" What makes you think it wasn't 
a phony ring ? What do you know 
about diamonds ?" 

" I'm working for the agency with 
Oppenheim. They've lost a lot of  
stones lately. I don't know, of course; 
that this is one of them, but I do know 
that some of the stones that were taken 
were Brazilian. They were not blue
whites. Brilliant, but off-color. I heard 
them talking about them. And I know 
that imitations are not made of off
color stones, unless on a special order. 
I f  she didn't come straight by that stone 
you could get it out of her. And-" 

" You're a smart girl," said Con
nelly. " We could use you on the force 
i f  the regulations stood for it. We'll 
collect this Mae Morgan. I've a no
tion we've got something on her. We'll 
bring her in, and this partner of hers, 
with our friend Salterno. \Ve'll raid 
the Nest. What they know we'll find 
out." 

The deputy was of the old school. 
His methods of dealing ·with crooks 
might riot be considered humanitarian, 
but they were efficient. He pressed a 
button, gave swift, concise orders. 

" I 'm going with the squad," he · 
sc:id, opening a drawer of his desk and 
taking out his gun. 

He examined it expertly, set it in a 
shoulder holster. 

" I'm going with you," said the girl. 
Connelly shook his head at her. 
" No place for you. We'll bring 

them back here." 
" You may find something out right 

there," she said. " I'm going, anyway. 
I'm a detective. I' ll go by myself i f  
you won't take me." 

Connelly put his hand under her 
rounded but firmly molded chin, looked 
into her eyes. 

" You can't ride with the squad," 
he said. " But I can't stop you follow
ing. I'll take you in my own car. You 
can handle the woman. You're right. 
There's no sense in bringing them here. 
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We'll hold our little third degree right 
in the Nest. " 

v 

DUGAN hung from a sodden beam, 
almost submerged. The shock of 
the water helped to revive him. 

He could swim, as soon as he was sure 
enough of his strength. His rapid exit 
had left him exhausted. He was thank
ful for the days when, as a youngster, 
he had learned to dive. to swim under 
water, from the wharves where he 
played with the boys of the neighbor
hood. 

The hatch was above him and to the 
right as he held himself close to the 
planking that covered the piles. He 
heard the excited voices of Blaze and 
two other men. Rocco had come down 
the ladder, probably for a drink The 
beam of a flash light played on the 
water, roved about the sur face, along 
the boarded-in section of the wharf. 

" He was shammin' ," said Blaze. "Got 
rid of the dope when he threw up. We 
gotta get him or Blacky'l l  raise hell ." 

" He'll raise hell, too, i f  he makes a 
giter-way. Maybe he drowned. He 
can't git out." 

" I'll shoot the rat," said Blaze. 
" Swing that torch, can't you ?" 

The ray came toward Dugan and si
lently he sank under the surface, grop
ing for a handhold, finding it in a snag 
of  slimy iron bolt with a square nut at 
its end, hanging to it, holding his 
breath, fearful that a bubble might be
tray him. 

Looking up he could see the ray 
moving away, a dim spot through the 
murky water. Silently he came to the 
surface again, took long breath, swam 
under water, making for the front of 
the wharf. He had seen that the torch 
ray barely carried that far. Soon the 
launch would be coming. 

It was here already. He heard it 
bump lightly against the end of the 
wharf, close in. Treading water in a 
far corner he saw a gate swing open. A launch came in silently, thrust for
ward by boathooks, gliding through. 
The gate was closed. He could not get 
out to the river. 

But he had not been 6seen. The 
launch had been darkened, but now 
lights showed in the cabin. There was 
a bustle of men. The engine was shut 
off. The launch moved on, came to 
rest by the open hatch. 

Dugan could see the men handli"ng 
the stolen stuff expeditiously. There 
were three of them at it, the fourth 
standi.ng in the bows. Evidently Blaze 
was not eager to break the bad news 
and Black was busy with getting the 
loot ashore. Blaze had said two men 
usually stayed in the launch. They 
would probably go into the cabin. When 
they did-

He had got another hold. The drug 
seemed to have leached out of him. 
Energy had returned. When Blacky 
heard the news, they would make a 
thorough search of the space beneath 
the wharf, would find him, shoot him 
if they did not haul him ignominiously 
aboard. 

Blacky had gone inside with two of 
the men. Dugan heard a sudden storm 
of  words. He launched himself out 
beneath the water, body straight, mak· 
ing for the hull. He had to act at 
once. Black was cursing Blaze, who 
was excusing himsel f. The two men 
aboard ,,·ent forward and Dugan 
dragged hrmself into the cockpit. 

" Turn on that searchlight," Blacky 
ordered, appearing in the hatchway. 
" Start that engine. Set her over by 
the gate. I f  he ain't drowned we'll git 
him. I'll fill him full enough of lead 
to sink an' stay down."' 
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He broke into curses. Beside him His hammer clicked on his last car
some one held the torch that stabbed tridge as they disappeared from his ac
the darkness, but failed to locate Du- curate marksmanship. Not for noth
gan, crouching back of the hood. ing had he practiced at the police gal-

The engineer was coming back along lery. 
the narrow gangway beside the cabin Dugan raced forward, got Blacky's 
structure. Dugan prayed that he would gun with shells still in it. He gained 
have a gun. the hatch and saw the room empty, a 

The man. did not see him as he pair of legs disappearing up the ladder. 
stooped to enter the cabin. Dugan was He fired at them and a body came 
on him like a tiger. He brought down hurtling down, a body topped by a red 
the back of his hand in a rabbit punch head. Blaze ! 
with desperate force and the man fell Blaze rolled on the floor, twisted, try" 
inside the cabin, Dugan on top, feeling ing to aim his weapon, collapsing as 
for a weapon, finding it. Dugan's lead tore through him. 

" What the hell's the matter with He heard the scrape of opening 
you ?" cried Blacky. " Tum her over. ' doors, the starting of a motor. They 
Go aft and help him, Jake." � \vere making their get-away. Leaving 

Dugan met the second man as he ' 'the loot. And he had got four of them. 
stepped down into the cockpit. He 1 Three. He heard a slight noise as 
dubbed him with the barrel of the gun he was about to mount the ladder. The 
he had found, rejoicing in the feel of man he had rabbit-chopped was look
i t. His strength was with him again. ing through the hatch, but ducked, un-

The man toppled backward, across armed, as Dugan let him go. He might 
the gunwale, sprawling, struggling con- need all his shells for men who would 
vulsively, falling into the water with fire back. 
a splash. One man would have a hard job to 

" ·what's up ?" open the gate and get the launch out. 
Biacky leaped aboard and Dugan Dugan was but one himself as he 

fi-red at him over the cabin hood. He sprang up the ladder. 
saw Biacky reel and then straighten up, The truck was moving out. Then it 
shooting back. The buUet whined close halted. 
to Dngan as he sent a second slug Headlights sprayed it. There were 
straight to the mark. Blacky went sharp commands. Officers came swarm
down in a heap, but now other bullets ing into the warehouse, surrounding 
w·ere singing, spurts of fire coming the truck. Dugan saw Connelly with 
from the hatch. unbelieving eyes. And then, back of  

But no one dared to  come aboard. the deputy, he saw the shining face of 
H e  held them, and he drove them back. Mary Brady. 

·watch for a new, thrilling Jimmy Dugan adventure in an early issue of 
DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY. 
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Manhunts of · a Great 
Detective 

A True Story 

Suddenly a figure crept to the 
aide of the grave and stoocl 

erect. He held a apa4e,_ 

Old " Neoer-Let-Go " Tells What Make3 a Detectioe-and 
R elate:; the Strange Case of the " Weazened Wonder". of Erie 

By John Wilson Murray 
Late Chief Inspector of the Department of Juatice of Ontario 

As Told to Victor Speer 

CHAPTER I 
The Grave in the Swamp 

IN a tangled swamp on a farm near 
Galt, i n  the County of Waterloo, 
Province of Ontario, Canada, one 

August, searchers were hunting for the 
body of a farmer's wife. · She had dis
appeared, and blood by the wood pile, 

and near the house, told of a crime 
and the hiding of the body. 

One of the party beating the swamp 
came upon a half dug grave. He kept 
silence as to his discovery, and, when 
night fell, he secreted himself in the 
thick brusli near the grave' and waited, 
in the faint hope that the murderer 
would return and finish his task. 

5 D 641 
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It was bright moonlight overhead. 
In the thicket of the swamp all was 
gloom, save for a broken filtering of 
pale light where the underbrush and 
tall brier had been thinned out. It was 
a lonely, dismal place. An owl's wail
ing and the swamp-frog's croaking 
were the only sounds. The hours 
passed. Midnight came and went. Not 
even a lizard appeared by the grave. 
The watcher was about to creep closer 
and ease his limbs, when a rustle 
sounded in the brush, a noise like the 
wind swishing a bush. It ceased, then 
came again, then all was still. Sud
denly, on the side of the grave farthest 
from the watcher, a figure crept swift
ly out of the thicket and stood erect. 

The moon shone full upon him. He 
was tall and broad shouldered, with a 
pose like that in the old-fashioned 
prints of heroic figures of the ancient 
wars. He wore knee boots, with a long, 
loose coat reaching to their tops, and 
buttoned to the chin. A slouch hat, 

, pulled well down on the forehead, 
shaded his face. In his left hand he 
held a spade. He paused by the grave, 
thrust his spade into the earth, and left 
it upright like a headstone, then shoved 
back the hat, and knelt on all fours, 
with his face close to the ground, for 
all the world like a bloodhound sniffing 
for a scent. On hands and knees he 
crept around and around the grave. 
Finally, from a pocket of the long coat, 
he produced a tiny lamp, and turning 
its light full upon the ground, he re-

sumed his circling of the grave, his 
face not five inches from the earth, his 
eyes searching every foot of ground. 

For half an hour this creeping 
around the grave continued. Then the 
figure squatted by the mound of earth 
and sat motionless. Suddenly he arose, 
seized the spade, and swiftly tossed 
away the mound of earth dug from the 
grave. All was done so noiselessly, so 
deftly, that it seemed unreal, phantom
like, the antics of a ghost. As he 
neared the bottom of the pile of earth 
his care redoubled. At length he be
gan to dig around the remnant of the 
pile as i f  making a second grave beside 
the first. He had left about four inches 
of the earth from the first grave lying 
undisturbed on the site of the second 
grave. It was thick, sticky soil, that 
held together firmly, being less watery 
than elsewhere in the swamp, yet fuU 
of heaviness and moisture. 

He dug cautiously, sinking the spade 
about four inches in the soil, then driv
ing it under, as would a man in cut
ting sod. When he thus had cut under 
the entire remnant of earth from the 
first grave, he cleared a space on the 
ground beside it, and as one would 
turn a pancake on the griddle, he 
flipped earth out and turned it onto the 
cleared space, so that the remnant of 
soil from the first grave was under
neath. He then painstakingly lifted 
away the upper layer, and thus exposed 
to view the soil from the first grave, 
precisely as it had formed the surface 

Editor's Note :-A ·year ago one of the greatest detectives the world has 
ever known died. He was John Wilson Murray, Chief Inspector of Criminal 
Investigation of the Department of Justice of the Province of Ontario. His 

· career was one of the most amazing a man ever had, for more than thi'f't)l 
years in the 'grim busi11ess of the manhunt. Fort�mately for readers of DETEC

TIVE FicTION 'WEEKLY, Joiz n Wilson Murray told the story of his life to his 
close friend and collaborator, Victor Speer, and we are able here to present 
the gripping chronicle. 
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or top of the earth before the digging 
o f  the grave began. He knelt over this 
earth as a mother over her child. He 
turned the l ight of the little lamp full 
upon it. Then he grunted, a subdued, 
deep, satisfied grunt. With the S(lade 
he carefully cut out a piece of the earth 
about a foot long and half as wide. 
:fie produced a measuring rule, and 
for half an hour worked over the piece 
of earth. Then he took the earth in 
his · arms as tenderly as if  it were a 
babe, picked up the spade and van
ished in the thicket. 

Like a flash it dawned on the watch
er that this mysterious figure had been 
searching for footprints. He had 
found no clear footprints around the 
grave. The marks there had been 
trampled by those of the watcher. But 
on the surface of the earth, where the 
grave had been dug, the footprints of 
the digger· were certain to appear. So 
the figure in the long coat ·had re
claimed this surface undisturbed, and, 
j udging from the one sound he made, 
the grunt of_ joy, he had found what 
he sought. 

The watcher trailed after him, igno
rant of who he was or whence he came. 
The gray dawn was creeping into the 
sky as he entered his hotel at Galt. 1\. 
sleepy porter was lolling on a table
footsteps sounded in the hall, and past 
the office door on his way upstairs 
went the figure of the long coat. The 
coat was in his arms, borne carefully, 
for it concealed the precious piece of 
earth. 

" Who is that ?" asked the watcher. 
" That !" said the porter with a 

yawn. " That's Old Never-let-go." 
" Who ?" asked the 'watcher. 
" Old Never-let-go," answered the 

_ porter. " Murray, John Murray, Old 
Never-let-go, the greatest genuine de
tective that this here or any other 

bloomin' country can produce. He's 
snoopin' around now a gettin' ready to 
fix a hangin' for whoever killed Mrs. 
Orr." 

The figure of the long coat was in 
his room before the porter finished. 
He had laid the piece of earth on a 
table and turned the light full on it. 
A footprint showed, distinct in every 
detail of- the shoe's outline. He re
measured it carefully, noting the meas
urements on a slip of paper. When 
he finished he compared this slip with 
another slip. Then he went to a closet 
and drew forth an old shoe, earth 
stained and worn. He gently lowered 
this shoe into the imprint on the piece 
of earth. It matched. The clew held 
true. 

After locking the piece of earth in 
an iron box, he went straight to the 
jail, where a suspect was under guard. 
H e  entered the cell and slammed the 
door. An hour later he returned to 
his room at the hotel, glanced longing
ly at the bed, then at his wah:h, shooK 
his head, and five minutes later was in 
a cold bath. When he appeared in the . 
hotel office shortly after, the newspa
per men and others, including the 
watcher in the swamp, crowded around 
him. 

" Any news ?" they asked eagerly. 
" The murderer's locked up," was 

the reply. 
" Who is he ?" 
" Jim Allison, the chore boy. He'll 

confess before he's hanged." 
Allison was tried and convicted, and 

h e  confessed before he was hanged. 
At the trial there was no inkling of 
the all-night labors in the swamp or of  
the fatal footprint. The case was com
plete, without a revelation of the meth
ods of the man who ran down the nec
essary evidence. I f  it had been neces
sary, the piece of earth with the tell-
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tale tread, a plaster cast of it to make 
it still plainer, would have been in evi
dence at the trial. It was not needed, 
and hence it did not appear. In a 
somewhat similar case a few years be
fore, proof of footprints was needed, 
and it did appear. 

" Yott're sure Allison did it ?' '  asked 
the newspaper men at the Galt Hotel. 

" Sure," said Murray, and he went 
to breakfast. 

It was the writer's first experience 
with John Wilson Murray, before his 
death Chief Inspector of Criminal In
vestigation of the Department of Jus
tice of the Province of Ontario, with 
head offices in the Parliament Build
ings, Toronto. For almost thirty years 
he was inspector, and, in that time, 
murders by the dozen. burglaries by 
the score, crimes of all kinds, totaling 
thousands, were solved by him, and the 
perpetrators apprehended. 

His career was a record of events 
outrivaling the detective tales of fic
tion ; for fact, in its fullest scope, is  
stranger far than fiction. H e  followed 
men over two continents, he pursued 
them over land and sea, from country 
to country, from hemisphere to hemis
phere, from new world to old world 
and back again. He traveled over 
thirty thousand miles in the chase of a 
single man. He shot and was shot. 
He was worsted in desperate struggles 
when help came in the nick of time, 
and he fought grim battles single 
handed when defeat would have meant 
death. His prisoners ranged from 
men o f  high estate to creatures of the 
lowest depths. The cases he solYed 
ranged through every variety of crime 
known to the police records of the 
world. 

He ran down counterfeiters of one 
million dollars and more ; he unraveled 

the mysteries of murder where life was 
taken for eighty cents. He had the 
counterfeiting plates, valued at forty 
thousand dollars, as a trophy of the 
one chase, and he had a rusty iron pipe 
as a souvenir of the other. 

Before his death he lived in Toron
to, in a comfortable brick house in 
Brunswick Avenue. A stranger see
ing him would have regarded him as a 
prosperous business man, of placid life 
and uneventful career. His home life 
was the antithesis of his official life. 
He lived alone, ·with a trusted house
keeper and discreet servants. His 
pleasure, apart from his work, was in 
outdoor li fe, with his dogs and gun, 
his fishing tackle, or, above all, a boat 
on the open sea. Beside his desk in 
the library of his house, were his fa
vorite books on a separate shelf-the 
poems of Robert Burns, the works of 
Scott, the essays of Emerson, the 
Count of Monte Cristo, Gulliver's 
Travels, and the Bible. He was an 
omnivorous reader, but these were his 
favorites. On the wall, side by side, 
were pictures of Queen Victoria and 
Abraham Lincoln. His den was filled 
with reminders of his life's work. 
There were rusty bullets that came 
from the brains of murdered men ; 
there were bludgeons, knives, revolv
ers, and sandbags, pieces of pipe, j im
mies, kits of burglars, outfits of coun
terfeiters, symbols of the crucial clews 
that fastened on criminals the guilt of 
their crimes. Each had its history, and 
in the story of his life all have their 
place. 

And in a gold frame on the top of 
his desk, in old English lettering on 
heavy p<l>per, was the following : 

They talk about a woman's sphere 
As though it had a limit ; 

There's not a place in earth or h eaven 
There's not a task to mankind given 
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There's not a blessing or a woe, 
There's not a whisper, yes or no, 
There's not a life, or death, o r  birth 
That has a featherweight of worth, 

Without a woman in it. 

Murray used to smile when a visitor 
read it. 

CHAPTER II 
What Makes a Detective "My experience in the United 

States Secret Service some 
thirty years ago," Murray 

said, " settled my determination to 
make the detectiv� business my life 
work. I realized that to make a suc
cess of it I would have to go to work 
to perfect myself in it, just as does a 
man fitting himself -for any other busi
ness and advancing himself after he 
engages in it. 

" The detective business is the high
er branch of the police business. A 
man may be an excellent policeman, 
and yet be an utter failure as a detec
tive ; and I have seen many a clever 
detective who was out of his element 
in the simpler lines of police duty. 
There is no magic about the detective 
business. A detective walking along 
the street does not suddenly hear · a 
mysterious voice whisper : ' Banker 
John Jones · has just been robbed of 
one million dollars.' He does not turn 
the comer and come upon a perfect 
stranger, and then because the stranger 
has a twisted cigar in his mouth, sud
denly pounce upon him and exclaim, 
' Aha, villain, that you are, give back 
to Banker Jones the one million dol
lars you stole ten minutes ago !' The 
detective business is of no such foolish 
and impossible character. Detectives 
are not clairvoyants, or infallible 
prophets, or supernatural seers. They 
possess no uncanny powers and no 

mantle of mysterious wonder-working. 
I remember a few years ago I was sub
poenaed before a grand jury in the city 
of New York to testi fy on a matter 
pertaining to a prisoner whose record 
I knew here in Canada. The foreman 
of that jury was a man prominent in 
New York's business life. When I 
was called he looked at me and sud
denly said : 

" ' Inspector · 1viurray, what crimes 
have been committed within the past 
hour in New York, and who commit
ted them ?' " 

" ' I have not the slightest idea,' I 
replied. 

" ' Oho ! So you cannot go out and 
put your hands on every man who has 
committed a crime ? You are a detec
tive, yet cannot do that ?' he said. 

" ' I am not that kind of a detective,' 
I replied. ' When I get a guilty man 
it usually is by hard work or good 
luck, and often by both.'  

" ' Thank the Lord we've found a 
detective who is not greater than God,' 
he said. 

" As a matter of fact, the detective 
business is a plain, ordinary business, . 
just like a lawyer's business, a doctor's 
business, a railway manager's busi
ness. It has its own peculiarities be-' 
cause it deals with crime, with the dis
torted, imperfect, diseased members of 
the social body, just as a surgeon's 
business deals with the distorted, im
perfect, diseased members of the physi
cal body. But it is not an abnormal 
or phenomenal or incomprehensible 
business. There is nothing done in it, 
nothing accomplished by any detective 
that is not the result of conscientious 
work, the exercise of human intelli
gence, an efficient system of organiza
tion and intercommunication and good 
luck. A good detective must be quick 
to think, keen to analyze, persistent, 
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resourceful, and courageous. But the 
best detective in the world is a human 
being, neither half devil nor half god, 
but just a man with the attributes or 
associaties that make him successful in 
his occupation. 

" A wide acquaintance is one of the 
most valuable assets of a detective. 
The more crooks he knows the better. 
I have seen detectives visit a prison 
and walk through it, recognizing man 
after man-hundreds of them. I have 
�een detectives stand before photo
graph cases and name and describe 
criminal after criminal, even to the · 
minute eccentricities of each one. -A 
good memory is  a great help ; in fact, 
it is essential to the equipment of a 
clever detective. 

" A wide acquaintance of the prop
er sort is invaluable. Personal friend
ship, among detectives and police de
partments of different cities and differ
ent countries, is one of the greatest 
aids to efficient detective work. De
tectives and police departments can 
help one another, for by their coopera
tion they create a detective system that 
covers the world. I f  a criminal escapes 
in one city he is apt to be captured in 
another, and times without number 
the perpetrators of crime in one com
munity are arrested by the police of 
another, and held until called for by 
the police of the place where they - are 
wanted. 

" From the outset of my career I 
have made it a point to increase steadi
ly and systematically my acquaintance 
among detectives, among criminals, 
among bankers, lawyers, business men, 
professional men, people of all sorts 
and conditions. Hundreds of times I 
have had occasion to be glad I did this. 
By knowing a man in the right way 
personally, you will find he will do 
things for you in a pinch that he never 

would do for you otherwise, under any 
circumstances. 

" Personal knowledge of crooks is 
valuable for many reasons. Often 
you may recognize the perpetrator of 
a crime from a witness's description 
of a person seen in the vicinity. You 
may recogn�ze a certain kind of bur
glary as the work of a certain gang. 
I n  an emergency you may gather in
formation from crooks that will enable 
you to lay your hands on the very man 
you are a:fter. 

" Much has been written about 
crooks by students of the social prob
lem and by scientists. At least all writ
ers agree that they are a queer lot, a 
class by themselves, with a life of their 
own and a point of view that is pe
culiarly their own. They have the 
characteristic of gratitude in perhaps 
a greater degree than some other 
classes of humanity. Of course there 
are exceptions. But crooks as a whole 
have a code of honor, or rather a code 
of dishonor, that is always paradoxi
cal, yet they adhere to it. 

" If you do one of them a favor
that is, a turn that he, not you, regard 
as a favor to him-he will not forget 
it. More opportunities than are im
agined present themselves where, in 
no way inconsistent with his duty, a 
detective may gain the favor · instead 
of the disfavor of a crook. The best 
crooks make the least trouble person
ally to a detective. They are the hard
est to catch, next to unknown crooks 
who are on the road for the first time, 
but once they are caught they realize 
that the part of wisdom is to acquiesce. 

" Crime is a disease. It is heredi
tary, just as consumption is hereditary. 
It may skip a generation, or even two 
or three generations. But it is an in
herent, inherited weakness. I am sat
isfied of this. I have seen instances 
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:where the identical kind of crime has 

- appeared in generation after genera
tion, great-grandfather down through 
grandfather, father, son and grandson. 
I have known men whose grandfathers 
were horse thieves or counterfeiters, 
and whose fathers were honest, to be
come horse thieves or counterfeiters 
and do nothing else dishonest. In the 
oldest records of crime we find inherit
ed crime traced through three hundred 
years, and even longer. The conditions 
of the criminal may be bettered, just 
as the conditions of the consumptive 
may be bettered. The disease may be 
checked ; in some instances it may be 
averted, but the crime germ, if I may 
use the word, is there, lurking in the 
life of the victim. 

" Once dishonest, always dishonest. 
That is the general rule. I believe in 
it absolutely. Reformation is  the ex
ception. The degree of dishonesty 
may vary, but the fact of dishonesty 
does not alter. I made up my mind 
slowly on this point, and I reached my 
decision with reluctance. But I have 
seen it over and over again. It is ob
served more clearly about professional 
dishonesty than amateur dishonesty, i f  
I may draw such a distinction. The 
crook who goes to prison once is apt 
to · turn up again in the hands of the 

· police. 
" The business is full of vexations. 

There are times when you know to a 
certainty the doer of a deed, yet arrest 
must wait until the evidence is in hand. 
Sometimes the evidence never comes, 
and you see the years go by, with a 
guilty man enjoying the liberty denied 
to another, no more guilty, who had 
not the good fortune to lose some links 
in the chain of evidence that surround
ed him. It is the law of chance. 

" I believe in circumstantial evi
dence. I have found it surer than di-

rect evidence in many, many cases. 
"Where circumstantial evidence and di
rect evidence unite, of course, the re
sult is most satisfactory. There are 
those who say that circumstances may 
combine in a false conclusion. This is  
far less apt to occur than the falsity of 
direct evidence given by a witness who 
lies point-blank, and who cannot be 
contradicted save by a judgment of 
his falsity through the manner of his 
lying. Few people are good liars. 
Many of them make their lies too 
probable ; they outdo truth itself. To 
detect a liar is a great gift. It is a 
greater gift to detect the lie. I have 
known instances where, by good for
tune, I detected the liar and then the 
lie, and learned the whole truth simply 
by listening to the lie, and thereby 
judging the truth. There is no hard 
and fast ·rule for this detection. The 
ability to do it rests with the man. It 
is largely a matter of instinct. 

" The best detective, therefore, is a 
man who -instindively detects the 
truth, lost though it may be in a maze 
of lies. By instinct he is a detective. 
He is born to it ; his business is his 
natural bent. It would be a platitude 
to say the best detectives are born, not 
made. They are both born and made 
for the business. 

" The man, who, by temperament 
and make-up, is an ideal detective, 
must go through the hard years of 
steady work, must apply himself, and 
study and toil in making himself what 
he is born to be. Sandow was born to 
be a strong man, but, if he had not de
veloped himself by hard work he 
would not have become the strongest 
man of his time. 

" As a detective advances in his 
business he will find that the more he 
studies and works, the stronger his 
powers of intuition, of divination, of 
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analysis, become. A very simple broad 
illustration will prove this. I f  a detec
tive is chasing a criminal from country 
to country, and has learned, by study 
of the extradition treaties, that a cer
tain country offers a better haven than 
another, he may save himself many a 
weary mile by going to the country 
where his common sense tells him his 
man is  more likely to be. 

" A mechanical knowledge of the 
use of tools, a knowledge of the effects 
of poisons, a knowledge of the ways 
of banking, of the habits of life of the 
various classes in various callings, a 
knowledge of crooks and, above all, a 
knowledge of human nature, in what
soever way manifest, are invaluable 
elements of the equipment of a good 
detective. 

" In a vague. way I held these opin
ions away back in 1 866, when, as a 
young fellow of twenty-six, I left the 
service in the navy after the war, and 
for about two years served as a special 
agent in the employ of the United 
States Government. I made acquaint
ances all over the country in those 
days, many of them being young fel
lows like myself, who were in the po
lice business then, and later became 
heads of detective or police depart
ments. I obtained my first experience 
then in the secrets of counterfeiting, 
in the arts of burglars, in the ways of. 
the classes of thieves busy in those 
days in all parts of the United States, 
and more or less bothersome at times 
to the government. It was precisely 
the experience and training I needed 
at that time. 

" Afterwards I was persuaded to go 
to Erie, Pennsylvania, where I had 
made friends during my early days on 
the lakes, including prominent railroad 
men, and joined the police force there. 
In the four or five years I remained 

there I had plenty to do, and it fitted 
me further for the work I had out
lined for myself. I became a detective 
on the force in Erie. Tom Crowley, a 
man I loved and respected, was chief 
at that time. 

" Sometimes, when the wind howls 
and the world is full of gusts and 
gales, and I am caught where the man 
next me has a pipe as old as Methuse
lah, and tobacco as strong as Samson, 
my mind turns back to Crowley, and 
there flit through my memory, like 
ghosts of long ago, episodes of the old 
days in Erie when I was a sleuth from 
Sleuthville, and mighty proud of it, 
too." 

CHAPTER III 
The W eazened Wonder 

APLAGUE of sneak-thieving broke 
out in Erie, Pa. ,  shortly after 
Murray became a detective. It 

grew to be epidemic. Furniture van
ished out of houses. Clothing seemed 
to fall upon the backs of invisible 
wearers and saunter into Spookland. 
Plows disappeared from farmers' fields 
as if they had started on the shortest 
route to China. Horses trotted off into 
nowhere. Entire shelves in stores were 
swept bare in a single night, and from 
one of them twenty dozen pairs of 
shoes seemed to walk out of sight at 
midday. 

" ' We had better order the people to 
anchor their houses,' said Crowley to 
me," said Murray, telling the story. 
" We watched all day and we' watched 
all night for weeks, but the stealing 
went on just the same. Crowley said 
it must be giant rats, who had a den in 
the bowels of the earth and decided to 
furnish it from Erie. He said some 
one had told him that in India they 
had a plague, by which people wasted 



MANHUNTS OF A GREAT DETECTIVE 649 

away and finally dried up. He con
cluded that the plague had spread from 
India to Erie, and had seized upon 
everything portable in and around the 
town. ' They're not stolen, they just 
waste away,' said Crowley. ' It's a 
case of now you see them, now you 
don't. To clinch this, one of the men 
began to lose his hair. Cro•vley point
ed to it and exclaimed : ' See, it's j.ust 
wasting away.' I had a mustache that 
was not flourishing just then, and I 
shaved it off. When I appeared for 
duty the next day Crowley gasped : 

" ' Great Scott, Murray ! They 
didn't steal your mustache, did they ?' 

" Finally a new democrat wagon 
disappeared. It belonged to James 
Tolwarthy, a grocer, who had left it  
in front of his store the day after he 
had paid two hundred and seventy-five 
dollars for it. The democrat had gone, 
as completely as if a modern Elijah 
had impressed it for ch�riot service to 
the skies. Tolwarthy was angry. He 
kept his wagons usually in a hotel shed 
near his store. When he went there to 
look for his new democrat he found 
_an old ctackey wagon standing in its 
stead. It stood there for weeks, and 
every day we went to look at it, as i f  
its tongue could tell u s  who left it there. 

" We searched every stable and 
every vacant building in the town. Not 
a trace of Tolwarthy's democrat or of 
any other vanished property did we 
find. A little child can lead us, how
ever, and I came across a boy who 
said he thought he had seen the man 
who left the wagon in Tolwarthy's 
shed. He described him as best he 
could. It was not much of a descrip
tion, but a poor description is as good 
as a good photograph any day. I would 
rather have a fair description than a 
dozen photographs when ,it comes to 
going after a man I never saw. I took 

the lad's description and started out to 
visit every farmhouse on every road 
leading out of Erie. I nosed into all 
of them for a radius of several miles. 
I found no such man as the lad de
scribed, and no haymow hid any plun
der, either, for I climbed into all." 

" At last I found a farmer who had 
seen a fellow drive by his houst in a 
new democrat about the time Tolwar
thy's wagon vanished, and the descrip
tion of the democrat tallied with that 
of Tolwarthy's democrat, while the 
description of the man proved him the 
same fellow seen by the lad. 

" Crowley, Officer Snyder and my
self got a team and started to drive 
over the road the stranger went with 
Tolwarthy's wagon. We stopped at 
every house along the way, but not a 
sign or trace of him could we find. 
For a dozen miles we made this farm 
to farm search. After fifteen miles or 
more we decided to put up the horses 
for a feed and rest. W.e turned off the 
main road, and in a secluded, out of 
the way place, in a clearing with about 
twenty-five acres of pine woods around 
it, we saw a house. No one was in 
sight. We hailed, and presently a 
buxom, blooming woman, about 
twenty-five years old, seemed to pop 
out of nowhere and ask us if we want
ed anything. Crowley asked for the: 
man of the place, as he wanted to feed 
his horses. The woman whistled, and 
out from a clump of bushes near the. 
barn came a little, weazened old fel
low, about fifty years old. He remind
ed me of a muskrat. The moment I 
laid eyes on him I recalled the descrip
tion by the lad of the man who left the 
crackey wagon. 

" We alighted and fed the horses. 
The old man eyed them keenly and 
looked at their teeth. 

" ' \Vhat's your name ?' I asked him. 
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" ' George Knapp," he said. 
" ' Lived here long.?' 
" ' Me and my wife been here about 

a year,' he answered. 
" ' Your wife ?' I said. 
" ' Yep, ain't she a bloomer ?' and the 

old man chuckled hideously as he leered 
at the young woman who was standing 
in the doorway of the house. 

" He was as keen as a scythe. I in
nocently asked him if he had seen any 
stranger driving past his house in a 
new democrat wagon. 

" ' Nope I No one ever drives past 
here,' said he, ' there ain't no past ; the 
road stops here.' , 

-" He parried us at every point. We 
searched his place, barn, house, and 
outbuildings and found nothing. Yet 
I was morally certain we had our man. 
As I sat in the shade by the barn I 
gazed idly at the stretch of cleared land 
running down to the creek. I noticed 
a place or two where the sod had been 
turned recently. It is the little things 
that point the way to big results. A 
sign-board a foot long often tells you 
the road for the next forty miles. 

" ' Knapp,' I said, ' I am going fish-
ing in that stream.' 

" ' All right,' said Knapp. 
" ' Lend me a spade,' I said. 
" ' What for ?' said Knapp, with a 

sudden sharpening of hi�t glance. 
" ' I want to dig some bait,' said I.  
" Knapp hesitated, then brought a 

spade, and followed me as I set out 
for the stream. I halted at one of the 
spots where the sod had been turned. 
. " ' No good digging here,' said 
Knapp. ' Come on farther down.' 

" ' Why ?' said I. 
" ' This has been dug,' said Knapp. 

' It's worm-scarce right here.' 
" ' Never mind,' said I. ' I only want 

a few, and it's easier digging.' 
" The perspiration started on 

Knapp's weazened, wrinkled face. l 
never dally in my gardeR with my 
spade, but I see a vision of Knapp drip
ping like an April shower. 

" I drove in the spade. It struck 
something hard. I turned back the soil 
and there lay one of the wheels of Tol
warthy's  democrat buried beneatli a 
foot of earth. I looked at Knapp and 
he was grinning in a sickly sort of way. 
I called Crowley and Snyder and ar
rested Knapp. Then we led him down 
to the stream and sat down and in
formed the old man, on the edge of 
the water, that the wise thing for him 
to do was to confess the whole series 
of thefts. He looked at us and then at 
the water and then back at us. I think 
he understood. At any rate he stood up. 

" '  Come on,' he said, and led the 
way to the house. 

" The buxom woman met us at the 
door. 

" ' Get the shingle,' said Knapp. 
" 'i\Tithout a word she went indoors 

and returned with a broad shingle. It 
was covered with red dots, which 
Knapp explained were made with 
chicken blood. One big blotch was to . 
show where the barn stood. The 
smaller dots spreading out beyond it 
showed where Knapp had buried the 
plunder. 

" We began to dig. The first thing 
we struck was a coffin. 

" ' You murderer !' said Snyder. 
' Now we know why you used blood to 
dot the sliingle.' 

" We lifted the coffin carefully oiit 
of the grave. It was very heavy. 'vVe 
pried off the lid, expecting to see the 
mutilated body of one of Knapp's vic
tims. Instead of a pallid face and 
glazed eyes we found dozens of boxes 
of shoes. Knapp chuckled. 

" ' Coffins ain't only for corpuses,' he 
said. 
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" We unearthed samples of every- and drove out seventeen miles with 

thing from a needle to an anchor, a Knapp. 
shroud, a toilet set, a baby carriage, " They took three spades and a pick 
forty silk dresses, gold watches, seven with them. Knapp began a lot of man
ploughs, a harrow, surgical instru- euvering, pacing off distances from 
ments, a churn, a log chain, a grand- house to barn ,  and from barn to tree, 
father's clock, a set of grocer's scales, and from tree to stu�np. They followed 
hats, overcoats, pipes, a barber's pole, him. and he tramped about for an hour, 
even a policeman's shotgun, that cost leading them through briers and 
one of the Erie policemen eighty dol- · swamps, and finally back toward the 
Iars, and that Knapp had stolen from barn again. 
his house. One of us would dig for " ' There is the place,' he announced. 
awhile, then Knapp would dig, and i f  " They began to dig a s  i f  their hope 
any one dug more than his share it was of eternal salvation depended upon it. 
Knapp. We uncovered ten wagon- Knapp encouraged them to greater ex
loads of stuff, including TohYarthy's ertion, and told them he had buried 
democrat, which Knapp had buried the gold seven feet deep to have it 
piece by piece. secure. They toiled for hours, digging 

" We took Knapp and his wife to to a depth of eight feet, but finding 
. Erie, and locked them up. We hired a nothing. One of them, who knew un

large vacant store in the Noble block broken earth when he dug it, accused 
in Erie, hauled in the plunder from Knapp of tricking. 
Knapp's, and put it on exhibition for " •  This is the place,'  insisted the old 
identification. man. • There is twenty-five hundred 

" In burying his plunder he had dollars in gold in two canvas bags.'  
boxed i t  up, preparatory to sending it " They fell to again. It  was a broil
away in the fall. He said frankly that ing hot day. They toiled until toward 
he had been stealing for years. He sundown, when the old man began to 
e�plained that the way he did it was chuckle. 
to drive into town in a wagon pretend- " ' That'll do,' he said. ' I'm even.' 
ing he was selling farm produce or " •  Even for what ?' they asked. 
garden vegetables, and seize opportuni- " ' For the t\Yo days I had to dig,' 
ties in that way to familiarize himself said Knapp. 
with houses, and then sneak in later, " ' And there's no gold here ?' they 
and steal whatever he could carry away. demanded wrathfully. 

" Knapp was very angry over hav- " ' There's gold all r!ght, but I can-
ing been compelled to help dig up his not remember where it is,' said Knapp. 
loot. He vowed he would get even. " They drove him back to Erie, and 
Some time after he had been locked up locked him up again. He was tried, 
in Erie, he called us in and in formed convicted. and sentenced to sixteen 
us, in profound confidence. that he had years in the Alleghany Penitentiary. 
buried twenty-five hundred dollars in His wife was released. Knapp played 
gold out on his place,. and if \\·e would insane, and beat the penitentiary. Re 
take him out there he would show us was transferred to the lunatic division, 
where it was. The story was plausible, and, soon after, he sawed the bars, es
and three of the fellows got a team, caped, and never was caught." 

TO B E  C O N T I N U E D  



The Robbery at Nopal 

The robber was speeding out of 

plato! range, in a 5wirl of dust 

on his motorcycle 

Into the Silent Desert VaniJhed the 
Club-Footed Thief of N opal, But a 
Little Grain of Sand Left a Clew 

By 
Eugene P. Lyle, Jr. 

THE bank had not been opened curtly to Bart's father, who was 
for business ten minutes when cashier, vice president and bookkeeper, 
the club-footed robber entered. he had passed on to his desk by the 

The red tile floor still glistened from open window, which looked out across 
its usual morning wetting down with the shaded sidewalk into the hot glare 
a hose, which was done as much for of Nopal's one business street. 
the cooling effect of swi ft evaporation Nothing much was stirring out there 
in the dry air as to flush out the sifting when the clatter of a motor cycle broke 
of desert dust. Facing the entrance be- the stillness. From the direction of the 
hind his cage, big Bart Stallard was paved highway it came, raising the 
cashing a check for Doc Avery, the dust, then swerved in a half circle and 
druggist next door ; and Mrs. Merri- stopped in front of the bank. Dis
wether, fidgeting behind Avery, was mounting, the rider leaned his machine 
the only other customer in the place. against a pillar of the arcade, and 
Mr. Trawl, the president, had just crossed the sidewalk with a decided 
come in, trim and severe and very limp toward the door of the bank. Mr. 
much the banker as always. Nodding Trawl supposed he was the messenger 
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from the Southwest National of El 
Metropole, with the ten thousand 
dollars in ones, fives and twenty-dollar 
bills to take care of the month-end de
mand for cash. He was thick-set, coat
less, dusty. An old brief case slung 
over his shoulder presumably contained 
the expected currency. 

And then, before anybody rightly 
knew what was happening, the man 
was inside, and masked, and proceed
ing to hold up the bank. From first to 
last he spoke no word. 

Big Bart Stallard, slow and delib
erate .as usual as he counted over the 
bills for Doc Avery, became aware of 
a black object thrust toward him be
tween the bars of the wicket. It was 
the short barrel of an automatic pistol 
leveled at his breast. His good-natured 

_ face stiffened to rigid attention. The 
man had wedged himself in between 
Mrs. Merriwether and Doc Avery. 

" Where's your manners, young 
man ?" Mrs. Merriwether squeaked in
dignantly. 

She did not know that the bank was 
being robbed. But chubby Doc Avery 
did. The hand that held the pistol was 
resting on his shoulder, and he 
twitched and perspired, trying to keep 

· very quiet. · Over Avery's shoulder 
Bart Stallard looked into a pair of 
eyes fixed on him through the slits of 
a gray felt mask. The mask covered 
the face down to the man's tight-lipped 
mouth and up to the visor of a soiled 
checkered woolen cap. Bart spoke 
quietly to his father, to the frail, 
resolute man at the bookkeeper's desk 
behind him. 

" Please, dad, don't try anything. 
I'm all right." 

" You won't try anything either, 
Bart ?" 

" No, dad, I'll be good. "  
The robber gestured with the pistol. 

Bart nodded. Hands in air he backed 
toward his father until he stood on a 
line with him, both facing the eyes be
hind the gray mask at the teller's 
wicket. 

" Keep backing toward the wall, 
dad. That's what he wants." 

They did that, and the robber 
stepped out from his usurped place in 
the line in front of Mrs. Merriwether. 
The old lady gasped to see that he was 
masked. 

" My gracious, what can a body do ?" 
He showed her. He motioned her 

and Doc Avery backward to the rear 
wall beside tile Stollards. Only Mr . .  
Trawl, a petrified spectator at his 
desk, was left. The pistol motioned to 
him to join the others ; he edged side
wise through the gate, then backed as 
before royalty. Doing so he brushed 
against the edge of the elder Stallard's 
desk and knocked off a metal box in 
which the notes of the bank's debtors 
were kept. The box struck the tile floor 
with a terrific crash. They all jumped 
-all except the robber. 

" He's deaf as a post," muttered 
Doc Avery. 

" Don't stoop for that box, Mr. 
Trawl," Bart shouted. " He'll shoot 
you. He thinks you're reaching for a 
gun. Come back here. That's right. 
It's no use to resist." 

Now the man moved swiftly. Dip
ping down at each stride in his violent 
limp he came skittering through the 
gate toward them. A monstrous 
cripple he seemed, and in his unremit
ting silence there was death alert to 
strike should they fail to comprehend 
the viperish pantomime of the instru
ment in his hand. Bart Stollard had 
a full view of him now. Tight over his 
heavy coatless body he wore a soiled 
chambray shirt, once blue, but faded 
to an ashen gray. Also he wore gaber-
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dine riding breeches, old and grease
spotted, and high laced boots, one with 
a raised sole. His mask was wet with 
perspiration. 

Throughout he spoke no human in
telligent word, and once only mouthed 
an inarticulate grow 1. This was when, 
confronting them lined up against the 
wall, he had to make the same gesture 
twice and still they did not understand. 
He reached out with his left hand then, 
and sank his fingers in the elder Stal
lard's thin shoulder and whirled him 
half round, pushing him face first 
against the wall. Bart Stallard lowered 
his hands, but the robber swung upon 
him and struck up his chin with the 
barrel of the pistol. Bart thought of  
the sidewinder, the desert rattlesnake 
that attacks man, as he felt the cold 
deadliness in the pupils of the eyes 
leveled on him. With the others he 
faced the wall, his  hands over his  head. 

The rest was incredibly swi ft. Out 
of the tail of his eye Bart saw the 
robber dart into the open vault, skim
ming unevenly as he went-the side
winder again in his horrible crippled 
haste. He gave them no chance for a 
break. Repeatedly the checkered cap, 
the masked face, reappeared, to vanish 
again within the vault. Bart could 
guess what he was doing in there. He 
was stuffing his brief case with packets 
of bills. He was stuffing the last of 
them in when he emerged. Keeping the 
automatic trained on them, he skittered 
backward as far as the gate when he 
faced about and ran for the street. 
Jostling past two Nopal merchants just 
coming in, he crossed the sidewalk, 
straddled his motor cycle, and kicked 
the starter. With a snort like a startled 
horse the machine leaped forward. 

Bart Stallard was the first to break 
from the line facing the wall. The 
instant the robber turned at the gate 

he broke. He ran to the teller's win
dow and snatched up his pistol on the 
shelf underneath. When he reached the . 
street the robber was speeding out of  
pistol range, but through the swirl of  
dust he noted that the motor cycle 
was grayish green in color. One of the 
two men jostled by the robber had a 
car outside. Bart sprang into it, and 
the two men scrambled into the ton
neau as he started the car. Others 
joined the pursuit behind them, Mrs. 
Ivlerriwether screaming, " Stop thief ! 
Stop thief !" 

Over his shoulder Bart heard shots 
-no, not shots. They were blow-outs, 
tires gone flat. Two of their own tires 
blew out, and the car lurched to a 
standstill. 

Tacks-roofing nails ! The robber 
had sown them in the dust as he rode. 

" Any skunk that would do that-" 
said the owner of the car. 

Bart jumped out and turned back. 
Three other cars had stalled, though 
others were coming, and he ran toward 
them, waving their drivers to the side 
of  the street. Two more had to stop 
before he could reach them, but the 
light delivery truck of the Imperial 
Grocery, with two citizens on the seat 
beside tffe Mexican driver and four in· 
the body, was just getting under way · 
as Bart swung aboard over the tail 
gate. 

" Off to the side, Tony," he ordered. 
" Climb the · curb ! Keep to the side- · 
walk !" 

A half mile ahead the robber turned 
south into the highway, toward EI 
Metropole and the Mexican border 
beyond. Fully a minute later they them
selves reached the highway. The 
cement road lay like a strip of gray 
carpet upon the yellow floor of the 
desert. It sloped gently upward over 
the dunes to the crest of a rise some 
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five miles away. They peered into the 
jiggling heat waves. The one moving 
speck visible was the motor cycle and 
its rider, which topped the rise and 
was gone. 

" We'll never catch him," said one 
of those in the truck. 

" Don't need to," argued another. 
" He's as good as nabbed already. He 
can't leave the highway." The man 
waved a hand over the sea of powdered 
dust. " If he keeps on they'll grab 
him at the first town. The bank has 
phoned everywhere by now, you bet." 

" Don't you suppose he's thought of 
that ?" Bart asked. 

" What of it ? What can he do ?" 
" I don't know what he'll do," said 

Bart, " but it's my guess that he's got 
something figured out. We'll just keep 
on after him." 

II 

THEY did, but when they reached 
the crest of the long rise they 
could see no sign of the motor 

cycle. As straight as a string, the 
cement strip stretched to the horizon. 

· .  Nothing moved upon it except a sand 
truck about a mile away. They over
took the truck and passed it. They 

. picked up the tracks of the motor 
. cycle where the dust had drifted over 

the paved road. In these places they 
saw two tracks, one made by the robber 
when coming to N opal, the other when 
leaving. At last they came to a stretch 
where there was but one track. The 
robber then had not come this far. 

They blinked at the desert that 
shrivels and erases. The man was gone. 
Now here to the mountain haze on 
either side was there aught to screen 
him. The clumps of greasewood would 
not do it. The sand verbena would not 
hide a jack rabbit. The man was gone. 

The pursuers turned back. They 

stopped and questioned the driver o f  
the slow-moving sand truck. He re
garded them with lazy interest. He 
wanted to  know if their doctors 
knowed they was loose in this oven 
heat. Yes, he sort of remembered 
seeing a motor cycle. Where did it go ? 
Huh, where would it go ? It just went. 
Wished he had a motor cycle instead 
of a load of sand, to hit up a little 
breeze. They would have to excuse 
him, but he wasn't paying no attention 
where the motor 'cycle got to. Real 
nice broiling weather, wasn't it ? 

" Oh, come on," said one of the 
men. " This bimbo's asleep, and he'd 
be a dumb-bell even if he was awake." 

" And keep out of the sun the rest 
of the day," the driver of the sand 
truck advised them as he threw in the 
clutch. 

A crowd stood around in front of 
the bank when they returned. Bart 
saw then that the doors of the bank 
were closed. His father admitted him. 
He started to speak to Bart, but turned 
without a word and led the way to Mr. 
Trawl's desk. Bart followed. Two of 
the bank directors were there. Mr. 
Trawl's brows arched behind his nose 
glasses as he greeted Bart. 

" Ah, the end of the grand stand 
chase, eh ? And did you get your man ?" 

Bart shook his head. 
" You wouldn't," said Mr. Trawl, 

" even though he was crippled and 
deaf. Why didn't you shoot him when 
he came in here ? But no, I suppose you 
were counting the buttons on his shirt. 
Always hipped on details ! I suppose 
you can tell us the color of his pants ?" 

" I can tell you," said Bart, " that 
he wasn't deaf." 

" Not deaf ? He was stone deaf. 
When that tin box dropped he didn't 
so much as start." 

" That was iron control. A deaf man 
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would have jumped. The concussion 
would have made him jump. Doctors 
have told me that. When the robber did 
not jump, that showed that h e  was 
pretending to be deaf." 

" Well, what of it ? What good does 
your knowing that do us ?" 

" It probably kept the robber from 
shooting you, Mr. Trawl," said the 
elder Stallard. " He believed that w e  
thought he was deaf. Consequently 
Bart convinced him that you were not 
stooping for a gun. I saw his finger 
on the trigger, but Bart saved you." 

" But," Trawl obj ected petulantly, 
" that catches us no thief. Very con
venient for your father, your not 
catching him, young man." 

" I don't understand, Mr. Trawl ?" 
" Oh, indeed ! However, these direc

tors of the bank and myself, we under
stand only too well." 

" Bart," said the elder Stallard, " it's 
worse than you think. The robber must 
have known that we were expecting a 
large sum from the Southwest 
National." 

" But he didn't get that. It hadn't 
come yet." 

" He did get it, though." 
Mr. Trawl's laugh was sarcastic. 

" That is your story, Mr. Stollard ." 
The elderly cashier looked only at his 

son. He went on : 
" That money from the Southwest 

National was brought by a messenger, 
Bart. He came on the stage before the 
bank opened. I was alone here, and let 
him in. I received the money, ten thou
sand dollars, and the messenger left at 
once. I opened the vault and put the 
money there. The robber took it, of 
course." 

" Like blazes he did !" Trawl burst 
forth, throwing off his manner of 
deliberate sarcasm. " A most conven
ient robbery for you, Mr. Stollard. And 

you and your son needing money badly 
for that ranching experiment of yours. 
Come, come, produce the money so 
that we can open the bank's doors." 

Bart trembled where he stood. 
" That's rot, lVIr. Trawl !'' 

" Yes, a rotten betrayal of trust." 
" You'll be saying next that we knew 

the robber was coming." 
" It would almost seem so. Very 

strangely the fellow happened in dur� 
ing the only few hours in an entire 
month when more than a thousand 
dollars would be in our vault. It's 
curious-very." 

" Not so curious. The Southwest 
National has been sending us currency 
the sari1e day every month for the past 
year. Almost any one could make it 
his business to find that out." 

" \Vhy, yes, that's so," spoke one 
of the two directors. He was \Vitheral, 
owner of the sand pits near N opal and 
owner of most of the bank. His eyes, 
under stubborn bushy brows, were 
afflicted with a squint in their steadfast 
gimlet boring. " Mr. Trawl's charges 
are serious," he went on, " and your 
father, Bart, is either unfortunate or 
-the charges are true. That's what we 
have got to  find out. However, Mr. 
Trawl, _ I might as well tell you this : 
You have misrated Mr. Stallard in the 
past. Jealousy, no doubt. Afraid he 
will displace you. Now listen. In case · 
these charges are proved untrue, w e  
could no longer trust to your judgment, 
and your place would likely be taken 
by one whose probity as well as judg
ment we could in that case trust 
absolutely." 

" Now you are meaning my · father, 
Mr. Witheral ?" 

" Yes, but only if  these charges are . 
proved false." 

" It's a dirty shame ! My father-" 
But that line would get nowhere. 

5 D 
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Bart Stallard became slow, plodding, 
his usual self. 

" How much," he asked, tense about 
the lips, " would be required to balance 
the bank's cash ?" 

His father was able to tell him. 
Eleven thousand, six hundred and 
eighty-five dollars. That amount ex
actly the robber had · taken from the 
vault. Methodically Bart noted down 
the amount. 

" Since the bank is closed and I'm 
not needed here," he  said, " I'll be tak
ing the rest of the day off." 

" I suppose," said Mr. Trawl, " that 
you are going to catch the thief ?" . 

" I'm going to try." 
" Ah, yes, and you'll be sure to 

count his buttons, won't you ?" 
" Oh, let up, Trawl," said the other 

director wearily: " The boy knows the 
robber has got to be caught. All right, 
Bart, take the a fternoon off." 

Bart felt a hand on his shoulder, his 
father's hand. 

" Thanks, Bart," said his father. 
Bart hurried to the garage where 

he kept his roadster and drove straight 
to the highway and turned south. " A  
man can't just disappear," he said to 
himself. That was all he had to go on. 

He stopped and questioned the 
drivers of the few cars he met. He got 
plenty o f  interested comment, but no 
information. He made the same in
quiry at the filling stations at Mesquite 

. and Date Grove. No one had seen a 
grayish-green motor cycle. They had 
been on the lookout too, ever since 
hearing of the robbery over the 
telephone. 

At every culvert bridging an arroyo 
or w.ashout, Bart stopped. His thor
oughness as to detail, which had often 
earned him chilled reprimands from 
Mr. Trawl, would not permit him to 
pass any possible hiding place. At last, 

6 D  

under a culvert some twelve miles 
south of Date Grove, he found the 
motor cycle. Nor was that all. Here 
also the man had left his clothes, or 
such of his clothes as might form a 
part of the description broadcast by 
Mr. Trawl. There were the faded 
chambray shirt, the soiled checkered 
cap, the laced boots, one with a raised 
sole, the gaberdine riding breeches, 
and the gray felt mask, evidently cut 
from an old hat. 

" About everything e x c e p t the 
money," Bart said to himself. He 
took up the garments one by one and 
set his faculties to work to read signs 
on them. Finally he rolled them up into 
a bundle and took them with him. The 
motor cycle he had to leave. He looked 
for its serial number, but found that it 
had been chiseled off. 

A question filled his mind as he 
drove on. How was the robber travel
ing now ? Bart put on all speed to the 
next little oasis of adobes and palms, 
and here at Golconda. Wells he tel
ephoned north and south that the rob
ber was no longer on his motor cycle 
and that the previous description as to 
his clothes no longer applied. After 
leaving Golconda Wells he overtook a 
seed salesman that he knew, who was 
bowling leisurely along in his work-a
day coupe. The compartment in the 
back of the coupe was open and filled, 
as usual, with sacks of alfalfa seed, the 
" real genuine hairy Peruvian " which 
the energetic Mr. \Veerts boosted end
lessly up and down the valley. 

Only recently Bart and his father 
had bought an experimental assort
ment of budded avocados of him. That 
putty-colored coupe with its sacks of 
alfalfa seed and the spry, slim 
nurseryman in his linen suit at the 
wheel had been a familiar sight on the 
highway and county roads for more 
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than a year past. As Bart came along
side he saw that the coupe was carry
ing a passenger, a thick-set man in 
overalls slumped forward, inert, his 
head on his hand. Bart honked, slowed 
down, and both cars stopped. 

" Suppose you've heard about the 
robbery, Mr. Weerts ?" Bart began. 

" Been hearing about it all morn
ing," the salesman replied. He had a 
keen, kidding way about him usually, 
but he was serious and genuinely con
cerned now. " Say, that's too bad. 
Caught the fellow yet ?" 

" I  was wondering," said Bart, " if 
you haven't got him there now," and 
he nodded at the figure besides Weerts. 
" Where did you pick him up ?" 

" Back at Barlow's," said Weerts. 
Barlow's was on a county road twenty 
miles off the highway. " They tell me 
he is a dare-devil broncho buster, but," 
said Weerts, his lean face twisting into 
an ironic grin, " look what a tractor 
plow did to him this morning." 

He tilted up the man's head and 
Bert saw that one eye was bandaged 
and that one forearm was in splints. 

" They did what they could for him 
seeing Barlow has no telephone and 
they couldn't get a doctor, and when 
I happened along, they asked would I 
deliver him to the hospital down at El 
Metropole." 

" And can't we be getting there ?" 
complained the man. 

" Sure," said Bart hastily. " Sorry 
I stopped you, but-" 

" Don't mention it," said Weerts, 
starting his car. 

III 

BART smiled feebly and speeded 
ahead. The floor of the valley 
widened on either side as he rode. 

The mountain ranges receded into the 
orange haze of late afternoon. Out 

over the vastness were flecks of silver 
-mesquite in the lowering sun. More 
and more the dunes gave way to ir
rigated fields. Now and again Bart 
Stollard felt a lesser dryness in the air, 
as if there had been a shower of rain, 
and he did not need to look to know 
that he was passing between long 
stretches of growing alfalfa. Canne
ries, icing plants, cotton gins, refrig
erator cars on sidings, began to min
gle with the clumps of greasewood. 
He had reached El Metropole. 

He turned into the wide paved main 
street flanked by long blocks of covered 
sidewalks and shops of stucco, one and 
two stories high. He kept on to the 
plaza and got out at the town hall. 
He found the police station inside, and 
the chief of police in his office. He 
was a moist, sodden man in  a swivel 
chair. His eyes regarded the intruder 
without moving. He listened unblink
ing to Bart's story and Bart's appeal 
for aid. Then he removed the loose 
dead cigar from between his lips and 
said : 

" Are you Bart Stollard ? Uh-huh, 
I've been hearing about you." 

" You have ? Who from ?" 
" From the Southwest N a tiona!. A 

guy in your bank phoned them. Guy 
named-Crawl." 

" Trawl." 
" All right, Trawl. He mentioned 

you'd be rampaging down here, telling 
us how to catch the robber." 

" Not at all," said Bart, " I'm asking 
for help." 

" Yeah, but the Trawl gink warned 
us we wasn't to take you as any way 
representing the bank, wherefore you!ll 
kindly bear in mind that thief catching 
is my business and I would like to at
tend to it myself." 

Bart departed. So that was what 
Mr. Trawl had done for him. Mr. 
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Trawl did not want the robber caught. 
He could not afford to have his 
charges proved false. 

At the Hotel Metropole across the 
,way in the privacy of the room as• 
signed him, Bart called up his home 
over long distance. 

" Oh, Bart-your father !" 
It was his mother's voice. 
" He needs you, Bart. People are 

saying things. The bank must have 
cash or it can't open in the morning. 
Mr. Trawl telephoned to the South
west . National for money and they re
fused. Things are serious and your 
father--oh, Bart, it would kill him !" 

" Mother, you don't mean-" 
" Yes, lrart, I do. I'm afraid-I'm 

afraid he will be arrested i f-if noth
ing worse." 

Bart Stallard was white to the lips, 
saying what he could as his mother 
hung up the receiver. 

He sat down, .Out he couldn't think 
He got up. He went out and drove 
around in the twilight. He passed an 
empty sand truck, and recognized the 
driver. Bart had passed him during 
the afternoon after leaving Weerts and 
the thick-set man. H is truck was empty 
now. He had dumpe� . his load and 
\VaS going home for the night. 

The sand bunkers were here i n  El 
Metropole. Bart remembered shaking 
sand from the garments he had found 
under the culvert, and it was not en
tire1y the yellow sand of the dunes. 
Part of it was bluish-black, like black 
loam, very fine. It was a rare sand, 
and came only from the Witheral pits 
north of Nopal. It had one peculiarity. 
It adhered tightly when wet and kept its 
form, so that it was in demand by 
f«Jundries for making molds.· Bart re
membered also that there were grains 
of it embedded in the grease-caked 
hubs of the motorcycle under the cui-

vert. His thoughts were racing now. 
He drove to the railroad, to the sand 
bunkers from which the molding sand 
was shipped to San Diego and Los An
geles. The man in charge was leaving 
for ·the day-a red-headed man curs
ing under his breath. 

" Trouble ?" Bart inquired. 
" It's that dumb buzzard that just 

pulled out," grumbled the red-headed 
man. " I f  his truck body leaks, why 
don't he get it mended 'stead of patch
ing it with junk ? What do you reckon 
I just got through snaking out of the 
bunker ?" 

" \Vas it a box ?" 
The red-headed man regarded Bart 

with respect. 
" They was boards, with the nails 

still in them ! Might have been a box 
at that, only it busted when he dumped 
it along with the sand." Evidently the 
man believed Bart belonged to his com
pany. " I wouldn't say nothing to keep 
you from firing him, boss. He's a 
mean buzzard." 

" I can't promise," Bart told him, 
" but I'm beginning to think that he 
may be relieved of  his job for quite 
a long spell. Now show me those 
planks." 

The man showed him the planks. 
Some were five feet long, others four 
feet. They would have made a large 
packing case about three feet high, ex
cept that the boards for one side were 
missing. 

" You are sure you got them all 
out ?" Bart asked. 

" Every last one. I tromped around 
in that sand until I got them all." 

" Good work," said Bart. " Now if  
you want to  get rid of  that driver, you 
keep your mouth shut." 

" Trust me, boss, I'm saying nothing 
at alL" 

Bart drove back into town and put 
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up his car in the hotel garage. " A 
man can't just disappear," he was say
ing to himself. A packing case five 
by four by three under a load of sand 
would hide a man and a motorcycle. 
Let down the tail gate of the truck, and 
if the box were there, its open side fac
ing out, the robber could climb into 
the box and there would still be room 
for the driver to stow the motorcycle 
in after him. Then close the end gate 
and back the truck, and who would 
guess that the fleeing bandit was hidden 
under tons of sand in a truck that he 
had overtaken and passed ? It was pret
ty shrewd stuff. 

Disconsolate at the thought of trying 
to outsmart such an adversary, Bart 
went on, reconstructing the rest of it. 
IA..t the first culvert where there were 
no observers the robber had left the 
truck, taking the motorcycle with him 
under the culvert where he had changed 
his outer clothes. There would be a 
second confederate-one in a car who 
had whisked him away. The approach 
of other cars may have prevented the 
truck · driver from ridding himself of 
the box as well. Nevertheless the rob
ber had vanished more completely than 
ever. Bart gloomily returned to the 
hotel, after putting up his car in the 
hotel garage next door. 

At the cigar stand in the lobby, 
Weerts, the seed salesman, was buying 
cigarettes. He looked cool and slim 
in fresh linens after coming in and 
scrubbing off his day's journeying 
among the desert ranchers. He looked 
fit and humorously content as his small 
keen eyes regarded Bart from under 
the snap brim of his crisp white Pa
nama. He waved a hand. 

" Smoke ?" 
" Thanks. Haven't had supper yet." 
" Me neither. Got your robber yet ?" 
" No. Guess he's gone for good." 

" Say, that's too bad. ''  Weerts pulled 
a bill from his billfold and tossed it 
on the showcase for his cigarettes. 

The girl behind the counter picked 
up the bill and a grain of sand dropped 
from it upon the plate glass. Bart 
stared. 

" Yes, yes, certainly too bad," he 
agreed hastily with Weerts. " Guess 
I'd better go up and wash." 

He left Weerts. He could not be 
mistaken. The grain of sand had 
dropped from Weerts's bill upon the 
show case. It was fine and black, with 
a dark bluish gleam. It was like no 
sand in all the valley except that which 
came from the Witheral pit above No
pal. How had it got into Weerts's 
billfold ? Though a man might change 
his clothes, and change them yet again, 
he would not change his billfold. Was 
it , Weerts who had lain concealed in 
the box in the truck( Grains of sand 
so fine would sift through the cracks 
in the box. One grain told the story. 
Was it enough ? Could he ask the po
lice to arrest a respectable and well 
known man because he had seen a grain 
oi sand on a show case ? 

No, officers of the law would in
vestigate first. . They would trace the 
motorcycle back to its former owner. 
They would shadow or question the 
truck driver. Bart couldn't wait. 

He recalled seeing Weerts's coupe in 
the hotel garage. Weerts had strolled 
into the dining room. Bart glanced in 
and saw him at a table facing the door. 
He himself continued down the lobby 
to the street entrance. 

IV 

IN the garage. which was large and 
dimly lighted, he told the attendant 
that he wished to get something out 

of his car, and went direct to Weerts's 
coupe where it was parked behind other 
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cars against the rear wall. He hoped 
for time to do what he had come to do. 
Using his pocket knife he slashe� the 
binder twine with which the bags of 
alfalfa seed in the rear compartment 
of the car were sewed. He thrust his 
arm to the shoulder into the seed of 
one sack. His fingers touched bottom. 
He tried a second sack, a third, and 
in the third his fingers came on a 
woolen softness. He pulled out a 
heavy sweater, a sprinkling of seed 
coming with it. He reached in again, 
and brought forth a pair of golfing 
knickerbockers and a second sweater. 

" Small wonder the robber was 
swimming in perspiration," thought 
Bart. 

He held up each garm�nt in turn, and 
noticed that each sweater was torn in 
the back, each in the same place. Then 
the door of Weerts's coupe opened and 
a man half stumbled out, evidently just 
aroused from a nap, but he rushed at 
Bart Stollard. Bart recognized him as 
the thick-set man he had seen in 
Weerts's coupe, though no patch 
covered his eye and neither arm was 
in a sling. He was able-bodied in every 
particular. · Bart struck him as he came 
on. He slumped, at the same time 
yelling : 

" Weerts-Weerts !" 
The garage attendant ran to them. 
" Get Weerts ! Get vVeerts !" 
Bart did some quick thinking. Had 

Weerts picked up this man at the cul
vert, or had he picked Weerts up? He 
could drive, all right. The bandages 
were only a blind. He was thick-set, 
like the robber-but no, that meant 
nothing. He had no club foot. Neither 
had Weerts. That required thought. 
But Weerts came. The thiek-set man 
had lapsed into the deep shadows. 
:VVeerts turned to the garage man. 

" Jerry, ask the hotel manager to 

step here. vVe'll see, Mr. Stollard, how 
far a nian can go prying into another's 
private and personal effects." 

Bart waited. It gave him more time 
to think. The hotel manager appeared; 
looking very serious. Weerts said : 

" Mr. Monroe, this young man is the 
teller of the bank at Nopal that was · 
robbed this morning. It seems to have 
turned his head. Look what he has 
been doing, rummaging through my al
falfa seed." 

The hotel manager was aghast. That 
a guest in his establishment should 
violate · the privacy, the property, of a 
fellow guest ! 

" Jerry," snapped the manager,
" phone the chief of police. No. Mr. 
\i\T eerts, I can't let this pass. Further
more, the chief asked to be notified 
should · this man get officious. Y ou'Il 
not stir, sir !" 

" Not an inch," Bart agreed. 
The police chief came. He eyed Bart 

with a dull cold look of gratified malice. 
" Snooping, eh ? Huh, I thought so." 
That put Bart on the defensive, and 

vVeerts had maneuvered it. Keen and 
resourceful wits were against him, and 
he eounted his own as nothing. He 
was slow and plodding. His way was 
method-details welded one by one un
til they were a ponderous machine, like 
a steam roller. One detail was the 
thick-set man. Weerts had not seen 
him yet. Bart pushed him into the 
light. Weerts was quick. 

" Look here," he said angrily to the 
thick-set man, " I thought I left you at 
the hospital." 

The man looked foolish. Weerts 
gave him no time to reply. 

" So you weren't hurt at all, eh ? Just 
a trick of Barlow's to get me to give 
you a lift to town." 

Bart spoke : " He was here guarding 
your car, Mr. vVeerts." 
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Weerts parried that, too. " The bum 
picks out my car to sleep in. What 
would he guard ? My old clothes, may
be ?" 

" Oh," said Bart, " are these your 
clothes ?" 

For a split second Weerts aid not 
reply. Then he said : 

" Of course. I wear them when I 
have to demonstrate tree planting for 
customers." 

" Two sweaters at a time, Mr. 
Weerts ?" 

" They're not too many in cold 
weather." 

" Y Ott wouldn't wear them both on 
a day like this then ?" 

" That's a bonehead question. Cer-
tainly not." · 

Bart turned to the chief of police. 
" Mr. Weerts robbed our bank at 

Nopal this morning. I'm asking you 
to arrest him." 

" What ?" The chief was disgusted. 
" Look here, we all know .rvir. Weerts. 
Besides, the robber was deaf and dumb 
and club-footed and thick-set." 

" He wasn't deaf," and Bart ex
plained why that was true. 

" But he was club-footed, wasn't 
he ?" 

" Wait," said Bart. He went to his 
roadster and produced the roll of cloth
ing that he had found under the cul
vert. He told briefly how he had found 
them and identified them as those worn 
by the robber. He held up the laced 
boots. 

" There," exclaimed the chief, point
ing to the one with the raised sole, 
" that shows he had one leg shorter 
than the other." 

" It shows," said Bart, " that one 
leg was made to look shorter than the 
other. He dipped down on his left 
foot, but this shoe with the raised sole 
is for the right foot." 

'' Wei( maybe so, ' '  the chief growled, 
" but how does that prove anything on 
Mr. Weerts ?'' 

VI/ eerts smiled. " Yeah, on a slim 
feller l ike me, Bart ?" 

" Pad yourself with these sweaters 
and the knickerbockers and you 
wouldn't look so slim, Mr. Weerts." 

Weerts sighed, shook his head pity
ingly. 

" You're a bigger dub than I am, 
Gunga Din." 

" Yes, and I'm going to take him 
along," exploded the chief. " He's 
daft. He might get dangerous." 

At once Weerts became serious. 
" No,'' he said, " I  want this thing 
cleared up. I can't afford to have even 
a crazy man going around saying I 
robbed a bank. Besides, I'm sorry for 
him. I'll . do anything I can to help 
get this bug out of his head." 

In spite of himself, Bart was shaken. 
He had to steady himself, remembering 
the grain of sand-that grain of sand 
on which he had built so tremendous 
an edifice. 

" Very well." he said to Weerts, 
" take off your coat ." 

" Sure, I'm perfectly willing to be 
searched." 

" Now your shirt. The undershirt, 
too." 

Weerts was puzzled. " You don't 
think I'm hiding loot under this gauze 
undershirt, do you ?" 

" I want it  off. And i f  there isn't 
a scratch over your left shoulder blade, 
then I'm mistaken, and I'm probably 
all wrong." 

Weerts complied. It could be seen 
that he sincerely believed now that he 
was humoring a crazy man. He stood 
before them, stripped to the waist, and 
on his back, over the left shoulder 
blade, they saw the thin red line of a 
scratch that had broken the skin. It 
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;was so slight that \iVeerts himself evi- tering. " Why all this fuss over put
pently did not know that it was there. ting on a shirt ?" 
The chief gaped, oozing moisture. They Forcibly they put the robber's faded 
all stared at Bart Stollard. They might shirt on Weerts. Bart pointed to · a 
have been convinced in witchcraft. Bart torn place in the shirt over the left 
picked up the two heavy sweaters he shoulder blade. He put his finger 
had found in Weerts's car and handed through the hole and it went through 
them to Weerts. the hole in each of the sweaters be-

" Put them on." neath. Drawing apart the edge of 
Weerts hesitated, and put them on. the three gaps, he bared the white skin. 
" Now," said Bart to the chief, " tell The fine red line of the scratch ap-

me if the snag in each of the sweaters peared before their eyes. 
corresponds to the scratch in his flesh." " For the lov·e of fish I" breathed the 

The chief prodded through the two chief. " But how did he get the 
holes with his fat forefinger, rubbing scratch ?" 
the tip of the finger along the skin. Bart told him. 

" The scratch is right here,'' he an- " On a nail. The nail was in a box. 
nounced. The box was in a truck under a load 

" Then," said Bart, " he was a liar of sand. The robber was hiding in the 
when he said he hadn't worn tfiem to- box. He was crowded in there with 
day." his motorcycle. He pushed back 

Weerts scarcely flinched. against the side of the box, against a 
" I  remember now," he said, " that protruding nail." 

I did have them on this afternoon. I The chief's expression grew shrewd 
had to get under my car and I didn't and crafty. 
want to ruin my clothes. I don't re- " Gosh all rip, then that makes Mr. 
member getting the scratch. Maybe a \iVeerts the robber." 
sharp rock in the road did it." " Imbecile !" muttered Weerts. 

Bart nodded. He was Method, mov- " What are you doing now, Mr. 
ing ponderously. From the roll of Stallard ?" asked the chief. 
clothing he had found under the cui- · Bart was pouring Mr. Weerts's al
vert, he shook out the faded chambray falfa seed out upon the garage floor. 
shirt. Weerts's eyes grew steady and Sack after sack from the coupe he 
cold at sight of it. emptied upon the floor. His haste was 

" Put this on over the sweaters, Mr. eager and desperate. Wliat use to eaten 
.Weerts." the thief i f-

W eerts floored the chief of  police Then with the seed from one sacld 
with a blow of his fist and dashed for came an old brief case. The brief case 
the street. Bart was expecting some- was heavy and distended. Bart opened 
thing o f  the kind. He drew his pistol it, turned it upside down, and let the 
and fired in the air. " Stop !" he contents shower upon the floor. Packets 
shouted. Weerts swerved from his of bills were the contents. He stooped 
clear but long path to the door and and began counting them, slowly, meth
darted behind a car. Bart went to odically. He looked up, and he was 
where he was and brought him back. smiling happily. 

" Now put it on,". he said. " Eleven thousand six hundred and 
The chief of police was up and sput- eighty-five dollars," he announced. 



The Death Dread 
Trent's Tal/c With the Former Insane Asylum Head 
Reveals an Amazing Clew to the Addison G:ue 

Br Wyndham Martyn 

" You ought to be put under 
arrest," Mr. Mallon boomed 

W H A T H A S  C O N E B E F O R E  

J
OHN ADDISON, Wall Street fuses to discuss. Inspector Edwards, 

financier, tells his daughter Cyn- who has been called, arrests and re
thia to send the servants to bed leases both Ellis and Hubbard. l\lr. 
and stay indoors. Later that night Jessup, an invalid ; Nurse Gregory, 

Cynthia and Roger Ellis, Addison's Mrs. Addison and the other servants 
secretarv and her fiance, hear the are all questioned. It was learned that 
dragging step of Hubbard, the lame Ellis had received a mysterious black
butler. mail call from a woman the day before 

Ellis investigates at once, but finds the attack, a call which he declines to 
Hubbard in his room, at least the but- explain. 
ler's voice answers his knock. Anthony Trent, millionaire sports-

The next morning Addison is found man, takes an interest in the case. Ad
on the floor of the library, his face hor- dison hires a corps of private detectives 
ribly battered. He is not dead, and to guard his place. Trent smuggles his 
explains it was an accident. Hubbard way into the house to continue his in
has a black eye which he sullenly re- \'estigations. Addison and his wife 

Tbla story began In DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY for September 7 
6� 
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quarrel, she accuses him of hitting the 
faithful Hubbard, and then replacing 
him with a detective-butler. He denies 
hitting the butler, saying it was the 
same person who attacked him. N ight 
before Addison planned to return to 
N ew York he is again attacked and 
kidnaped from the locked library room. 
Trent visits a Robert Camplyn to run 

. down a new clew. 
Ellis tells Trent that he believes for

eign powers are a fter financial secrets 
held by Addison, to use in swaying the 
stock market. Trent confides in Ellis, 'confessing that he was the fake Mr. 
Jessup outside the door of the library 
the night Addison disappeared, and he 
then demonstrates to all in the house 
that he can escape from the locked li
brary. Trent learns from Mrs. Colton, 
Addison's first wi fe, that John Addi
son's cousin, Marcus North, is insane 
and his whereabouts unknown. Trent 
also learns from Hubbard that a fist 
greeted his queries at the library door 

. .the night of the first attack. 

CHAPTER XII 
Marcus North's " Past " 

WHEN Anthony Trent left Dart
mouth for New York and the 
nev,·spaper game he \Yas for

tunate in having as city editor a fa
mous journalist named Clarke. who in 
those Park Row days was used to im
bibe constant stimuiant in the alluring 
bars of the neighborhood. 

It was as a cub reporter under 
Clarke that Trent covered police head
quarters and came into touch with 
crime. Later, when Clarke fell from 
his position he and his \Yi fe lived in 
the same boarding house as Trent. Just 
before the war, when Trent sailed on 
the Leviathan for France, he bought 
an old house in the Ch.elsea district and 

installed Mrs. Clarke and the boarding 
house proprietress as joint owners. It 
was a gift from one 'who did not expect 
to return. 

Trent had a definite use for Clarke. 
He had an extraordinarily retentive 
memory for sensational front page 
cases. More than once Clarke's card
index system had saved him months of 
research. Trent had not. seen him since 
the Deal Beach case. At that time 
Clarke, raving at prohibition, was en
gaged in distiliing his own poisons. But 
all the toxins that l ive in unaged alcohol 
had taken their toll of him and for a 
time he was near death. Thereafter he 
dared not try strong drink, and Trent, 
on his way to see him after leaving 
Mrs. Colton, wondered in what con
dition he would find him. 

The exterior of the house surprised 
him. Where there had been one quiet 
red-brick house there were two united 
by a basement restaurant that seemed 
to be doing good business. 

The small upper room in which he 
had last seen Clarke was now as large 
again. The wall between his room and 
the corresponding chamber in the new 
house had been removed. Clarke was 
no longer thin. He seemed to be bet
ter than he had been for years. He 
looked at his visitor with affection. He 
used to say Trent could have been man
aging editor of any paper in the world 
i f  he had stuck to it. But Trent had 
adventured into fiction instead. 

Mr. Clarke, who had formerly sung 
so loudly the praises of the Demon 
Rum now chanted pastorals that had to 
do with milk. He liked to think that 
two cows passed contented lives so that 
their lacteal fluid should be his. 

" My boy," he said, " if you want a 
real nightcap, try a pint of hot milk 
before you go to bed with a pinch of 
salt · in it and ten drops of Worcester 
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sauce. Look at me." He tapped his 
head, " And the old brain still func
tions. I keep up with my card-index. 
It was mighty good of you to have all 
those out-of-town papers sent me. I'm 
working on a big thing. I'm getting 
up an annual so that you'll be able to 
see what New York, or Detroit or Kan
sas City or_ any big town were inter
ested in on any day of the year you 
like to mention. Front page stuff is  
all  I've tim� for. Take February I 5 
for example. Chicago is talking about 
the assassination of the Moran gang in 
a garage by rivals pretending to be po
lice officers." He picked up another 
card. " Los Angeles is still interested 
in the Keyes expose. 

But why the happy occasion ? It  
wasn't to look at  your old milk-fed 
city �ditor. You only come when you 
want something.'' But there was no 
reuroach in his tone. · He knew o f  
T;enfs innumerable activi-ties and his 
infrequent visits to New York. 

" It's the Addison case," Trent told 
him. " It was one of those things that 
didn't ring true to me and as I had 
friends near their summer place I took 
the opportunity to meet the Addisons." 

" A  fine man, Addison," Clarke 
commented. " I've no dirt on him." 

" He never would meet me," Trent 
said, " although at first when he heard 
I wanted to make sketches of his house 
he sent cordial messages. In the end 
I felt I was being asked to go." 

Clarke was again the astute city edi
tor. " What have you found out ?" he 
demanded. 

'' Practically nothing. I've just ]eft 
his first wife. Mrs. Sidney Colton." 

" Messalina," Clarke cried, " Faus
tina, Catherine of Russia, Cleopatra 
and wha,t have you. My boy, she's high 
voltage danger." 

" I  felt it," Trent admitted. " In 

the end I permitted myself to off-end 
her. She has emerald eyes, Clarke, and 
a caressing voice and not a shred of 
conscience. It is better to be her ene
my than her friend." 

" She gets that . way honestly," 
Clarke said. " Her father was about 
the gayest rip this old town had in the 
mauve decade. I could have told you 
all about her-and him. I remember · 
now that Addison did ·marry her." 
Clarke closed his eyes. His old pupil 
knew that in a few moments the front 
page of some forgotten paper would 
be called into being for Clarke to glance 
at. After that all the details would be 
clear. " I wonder how I forgot that," 
Clarke said. " Sometimes I think milk 
is too soothing." 

" What I want to know about is 
Marcus North, whose divorced wife 
Addison married." 

" Sure I remember Marcus," Clarke 
said. " Funny how the vicious re
main in the �mory when the good sort 
o f  fade out. There was a rip-snorter 
for you," Clarke cried. " A handsome 
devil arid i f  he had any good in him 
nothing ever brought it out. The di.:: · 
vorce case was a famous one. Weren't 
you on the Leader then ?" 

" Before my time. Why was he 
found insane r· 

" To keep him from the chair. In 
those days we didri"'t know how to puil 
the Remus stuff successfully. He tried 
to 'kill John Addison for the beating 
he took from him and actually did beat 
up a valet, who testified against him, 
so badly that he died from the effects." 

" How did I miss that ?" Trent cried . 
eagerly. " It must have happened 
while I was in Europe on my nrst trip 
and didn't take any interest at aH in 
crime." He frowned. " Why didn't 
that fool butler tell me ?" 

" I  guess Marcus is dead by now," 
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Clarke said, " and people have too 
much to attend to without rattling 
skeletons. My files don't go back that 
far, but you can read about it in the 
public library, Forty-second Street and 
the Avenue. You can bet the Addisons 
and Norths don't want it known. Not 
that they have anything to fear, but it 
wouldn't soothe the second Mrs. Addi� 
son." -

" Was Marcus North mad ?" 
" Not then," Clarke said. " Very 

likely he got that way before he died. 
They say it's catching if you live long 
enough with nuts." 

" Didn't his family try to have him 
adjudged sane so he could get out ?" 

" They did not. Having him proved 
mad salved their honor in a way and 
they didn't want that revengeful, exJ 
travagant devil out again. They ad� 
ministered the estate and t h e r e 
wouldn't have been any to administer 
i f  he'd lived another couple of years 
outside of a psychopathic establish
ment. He'd been getting away with 
too much." 

" But the authorities are the people 
.: te decide that. They don't want to keep 
· people who don't need them." 

Clarke shruggced his shoulders. " It 
may be a question of money. The 
North family could afford to pay big 
fees. That I couldn't say. It ought 
riot to be difficult for you to get par
ticulars." 

" I'll put David More on the case. 
I think I'll run out to Fort Lee now. 
I'll be in to-morrow to talk it over 
again." 

David More was a small melancholy 
· looking man whom Trent had often 

employed in the more pedestrian tasks 
of obtaining facts. He was a shrewder 
judge of men than he looked. Since 
much of his life had been spent as col
lector for installment houses, there 

were no excuses or human evasions for
eign to him. He was indebted to An
thony Trent for the little store which 
enabled him to live comfortably and 
had a great but silent admiration for 
the younger man. 

More never asked unnecessary ques
tions and his reports were concise and 
to the point. In adventuring for infor
mation he rarely antagonized. It was 
his custom to sell things at the door so 
cheaply that the help at the house 
·where he needed information welcomed 
him gladly. His silk stockings, often 
sold below cost price, insured him � 
pleasant reception. More ·was not with
out pride in his work. He had been 
far more valuable to the installment 
house than he had ever known and he 
was delighted to see his patron again. 
One of his younger daughters just re
turned from High School was given 
charge of the store and More dn>ve 
back to N e\v York in Trent's car. 

He purchased an extensive supply of 
silken hosiery and rejoiced that it was 
a day when Judith O'Grady enveloped 
her calves in the same shade and mate
rial as the colonel's lady. David More 
thought of the day \vhen his excuse 
had been no more compelling than the 
offering of an accident policy. David 
More went to a hundred per cent talkie 
for the first time while Trent busied 
himself in the newsroom at the Public 
Library. They met at dinner later. 

\Vhen Trent left the library he was 
in possession of many facts concerning 
Marcus North. Trent was struck by 
the comparative reserve of the news
papers of that period in dealing with a 
story that offered so many opportuni
ties. In tabloid times it was different. 
But he learned the name of the State 
institution to which North had been 
committed. It was not in New York. 
David More would be the one to get 



668 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

i1Jm the more intimate knowledge he 
required. 

At his hotel there was a wire from 
Roger Ellis to the effect that no new 
developments had occurred. The un
fortunate Hubbard was now engaging 
Edwards's attention and was proving 
an obstinate and unwilling witness. Ed
wards's men had taken him only late 
yesterday afternoon. Within an hour, 
so Trent reckoned it, of his departure 
from Fairhaven. 

When More had set out on his jour
ney next day, Trent went to the office 
of the agency which had supplied Mr. 
Addison with his operatives. Trent 
encountered Evans as he went up in 
the elevator. It amused Trent to re
member that the last remark Evans 
had addressed him was of a singularly 
biting nature. Now he was glad to re
mind the other of his existen<:e. Evans 
felt he needed influential friends since 
his chief was not pleased with his work. 
Trent drew him aside. 

« I think you had a rough deal in 
the Addison case," he observed. 

" That's gospel truth," Evans re
turned. " I  wish you'd tell the boss 
that." 

" I want to see him. Can you ar-
range it ?" 

" You bet," said Evans. " He's in · 
his private office right now I expect. 
I'll  get you in all right and I'd be 
mighty grateful if you'd say a good 
word for me." 

The agency manager contrived to 
know a great deal of what was going 
on in the world. He knew that An
thony Trent was a rich sportsman, a 
player of polo and the friend of some 
of New York's important people. He 
therefore displayed extreme courtesy 
and offered, when Trent informed him 
he came at Mrs. Addison's request, to 
put what information he had at his 

sen·ice. But he was a shrewd man a�d 
had to show a good balance. 

'' We haven't had any answer to our 
request for payment of our account," 
he said. " I suppose Mrs. Addison 
didn't ask you to say anything about 
it ?" 

Trent took out his fountain pen and 
his check book. There could be no 
better way of  gaining the man's con
fidence. · 

" Mrs. Addison didn't mention it, 
but she would want me to pay. Just 
now you will understand she is terribly 
upset." Trent looked at the bill and 
wrote his check. The -agency rates 
were high. 

" That man Evans you sent down," 
he said, " seemed always on the job. 
He even suspected me." 

" It was my impression he had bun
gled things, Mr. Trent. 

" The breaks were against him, 
that's all. The police haven't found 
anything either. Mrs. Addison hoped," 
and here Trent considered himself 
justified in stretching a point, " that 
you could tell me what your relations 
were with her husband. He kept her 
and his secretary completely in the 
d-ark." 

" 'vVe've had the police ask about it, 
too," said the manager, " but we have 
no information. Mr. Addison wrote to 
us for men who could fill certain posi
tions. We supplied them and when he 
disappeared our operatives. were dis
missed by Mrs. Addison at the request 
of the police." 

" A  man with your vast experience," 
Trent suggested, " must have some 
theories about the case. "Why should 
a man of his peculiarly high type want 
all those husky men to guard him ?" 

" Mr. Trent," said the manager, " I 
used to be a policeman before I took 
this up and I guess I know as much 
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about men as most, but I'm learning 
more every day about 'em and it don't 
make me think any the better. I guess 
Addison got into a jam and thought 
he'd be safer down there with our men 
than he would have been in his town 
house." 

" What sort of  a jam ?" Trent 
asked. 

" \Vomen I guess,' '  said the other. 
" My experience is that men of his age 
have a mushy spell for a bit when 
they're the easiest things on earth. 
Maybe he fell for some tabasco baby. 
Then there was the war. Lots of men 
lost their moral bearings there, Mr. 
Trent." He smiled tolerantly. A 
wholly virtuous world would have 
found him out of his job and he had 
his own expenses. " You were in the 
big war ?" Trent nodded. " Then you 
get me." There were few things the 
manager liked better to discuss than 
the less proper diversions of the high 
and mighty. " I  read a piece in a 
magazine that said it was the chemicals 
and explosives that made men act that 
way. Interesting idea and it may be 
true. In my work it's hard to believe 
in anyone. I may be all wet about Mr. 
Addison, but it looks like trouble with 
a woman or rather ·with the men that 
the woman has sicced on to him. You 
wouldn't believe the time and trouble 
some crooks go to to land a big fish 
like Addison. Mr. Trent, some of the 
high-grade crooks would make for
tunes on the stage the way they can 
act. My guess is that one evening 
when his wife was away Addison went 
to a roof show and thought he had his 
youth back." 

Not a grain of  comfort did Anthony 
Trent get from the agency manager. 
Indeed the man's disbelief in the integ
rity of Addison was a blow, for it 
chanced that Trent had been very fa-

vorably impressed and he did not like 
to be proved wrong. He had merely 
paid out several hundred dollars to be 
told that all men were base. 

Evans stopped him as he ·waited for 
the elevator. " Did you say anything 
for me, sir ?" 

" Yes. I told him I thought you 
were on the j ob the whole time." Trent 
smiled a little, " I had greater oppor
tunity to observe your work than you 
will ever know." 

CHAPTER XIII 
The Hidden Exit 

THE Addison women in their vast 
and quiet house were tasting to 
the full all those unpleasantnesses 

inseparable from a cause celebre. It 
was impossible to keep those people 
away whose newspapers demanded in
timate particulars. But it was Cyn
thia and Roger Ellis who bore the 
brunt of these interviews. Mrs. Addi
son seemed to grov; weaker with her 
despondency. It was as· though the 
strength that had been hers had been 
derived from the stronger partner who 
had gone. 

The hope she cherished that the police 
would find John Addison, at first vivid 
and sanguine, died down when not a 
trace of him was found. The innumer
able false alarms when it was found 
that rumors of Addison's presence in 
distant towns were no more than that, 
discouraged her so that her health suf
fered. 

" Mother," Cynthia said one eve
ning-, " Why was it that when you 
heard that Dad had been murdered you 
seemed not to be surprised ?" 

" In the excitement I may have said 
anything. We were all of �s unstrung, 
Cynthia. I'm tired enough to sleep to
night." 



670 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY. 

Cynthia had been put off several 
times, but it was not in Mrs. Addison's 
power to stop her now. The girl had 
puzzled over the matter a great deal 
and now when there seemed to be no 
probability that Edwards's clews would 
amount to anything, she determined to 
see if she could not find one in what 
had been wrung from her mother in 
that moment of agony. 

" You said," Cynthia returned, " 'If 
it had happened before I could have 
understood, but now-' What did you 
mean by that ?" 

" What does one mean by things 
torn out of one in a moment of that 
sort ?" Mrs. Addison had recovered her 
calm admirably. Cynthia felt she was 
again a little girl asking impossible 
questions. But she remembered she 
was twenty and great responsibilities 
devolved upon her. She was not again 
to be side-tracked. 

" In moments like that," she an
swered, " the truth comes out. It is 
only now when one is alarmed at hav
ing said such a thing that one tries to 
explain it away. Muvvie, dear, don't 
look at me like that. You did say it 
and I feel I must know why." 

· 

Mrs. Addison did not answer. Cyn
thia could see that · she was wondering 
whether or not to give her confidence. 

" Dear," she said, " you have often 
wondered why I did not love this place 
as much as you do or your father did. 
It is because I am by nature timorous 
and I have been afraid here. Until 
some years ago I feared something 
dreadful might happen to your father. 
There used to be trees that touched the 
roof and made strange noises when 
ther.e was rain or wind. Your father 
loved them, but he had them cut down 
because he wanted me to like being 
here: When you· were a little girl I 
hated it but tried to pretend I did not." 

" You don't mind it now, though, 
do you ?" Cynthia asked. 

" No, but it takes a lot to wipe out 
some memories. I'm not 'fearless as 
you are." 

" What did you mean by saying that 
i f  father had been murdered once you 
wouldn't have been surprised ?" 

" There was a man who threatened 
to kill him." 

" But mother," the girl cried, " you 
ought to have told that to Inspector 
Edwards. When he asked you i f  you 
had ever heard of any one who had a 
grievance against dad you said ' No.' " 

" My dear, it was true. The man 
who hated us both died five years ago. 
You were at school in Paris when it 
happened and when you came home 
you said ' Muvvie, what has made you 
grow so young and pretty ?' Do you 
remember ?" Cynthia nodded. " The 
reason I looked so well was that the 
haunting dread had been removed."  

Cynthia recalled the incident. It  was· 
at a time when the family was dis
turbed about Mrs. Addison's health: 
She seemed likely to develop into a 
chronic invalid when suddenly the mir
acle happened. 

" And you kept on living here all the 
time you were so afraid ?" 

" It didn't much matter where I lived 
so long as he was alive. He seemeq 
nearer to me here, somehow, so per
haps that is why I dreaded the sum
mer." 

'' Mother, who was it ? I ought tq 
know.'' 

" My dear, I shall never tell you. If 
you have any love for me let me for• 
get that nightmare. Please, please, 
don't talk of it again. It would do you 
no good to know and it would only 
bring back things I want buried." 

" The best way to rid yourself of 
fears like those is to talk about them .. 
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Uncover them, the psychoanalysts call 
it." 

" For moderns like you, perhaps. 
Not for me." Cynthia knew her 
mother's obstinate look. The matter 
was closed. And since Mrs. Addison 
was in a highly nervous condition the 
girl had to abide by her decision. 
Knowing her mother's imaginative na
ture she could picture to herself the 
horror she must have experienced. And 
while Cynthia had played joyously 
about this great lonely house, her 
mother had been anticipating a tragedy. 
This explained so much. Contritely she 
kissed the wan lips. " Poor muvvie," 
she whispered. " Forgive me. I only 
wanted to help you." , 

Roger met her in the hall, " What 
luck !" he said. " Anthony · Trent's 
back. Phyllis phoned from the Mill 
House where he's staying. They're 
coming over. I said it wasn't too late. 
You don't mind ?" 

" I'm delighted," she cried. " I sim
ply adore Anthony Trent. She patted 
his arm affectionately. " Why shouldn't 

. I ?  Didn't he give us back to one an
. other ?" 

Directly the first greetings were 
over, Trent drew Cynthia aside. 

" Did you do what I asked you to ?" 
· he demanded. " You know, about your 

mother. You told me f'he has said 
· things that puzzled you." 

" I did, and the poor dear explained 
everything satisfactorily." 

" .Satisfactorily to you, perhaps, but 
how am I to accept that ?" 

The girl hesitated. The interview 
was so near still and she was not yet 
recovered from the emotion communi
cated to her bv her mother that she felt 
it was too private a matter to discuss. 

" You are going to disappoint me,'' 
he said, rebuke in his tone. " In a 
matter like this it isn't your province 

to decide that you '11 tell me as much as 
you like of one thing and nothing at 
all of another. I am quite certain that 
your mother knows more than she has 
let the police believe. Edwards seems 
to think she is just a woman broken 
down by grief who knows nothing." 

" In a way you are right," Cynthia 
answered. " Mother did know some
thing. Years ago there was a man who 
swore to kill dad." 

She saw Anthony Trent's eyes light 
up. 

" vVhat man ?" 
" I didn't even ask her. I know she 

wouldn't tell anyhow. Don't look so 
distressed. The man died five years 
ago. I remember it well. Mother 
seemed a new woman from that 
moment." 

" \iVhere is Mrs. Addison ?" he de
manded. 

" In bed. She is not a bit well. What 
I told you is in confidence." There was 
alarm in the girl's manner. 

" She'll never kno\v you told me 
anything," he said . 

Cynthia looked at Trent curiously. 
" I don't understand \vhy you look 
suddenly as if you'd find something 
out." 

" I've found out nothing definite," 
he answered. " Hello, what's that ?" 
He turned to see Inspector Edwards 
and Mallon, his chief of detectives. 
Nor was there any longer on the faces 
of these officers any sign of good 
feeling. 

" What do you mean," Edwards 
said, not returning Trent's greeting, 
" by running a way like that ?" 

" Running a way ?" Trent replied. 
" Success and public flattery have 
turned your brain. I do not run away. 
You had every opportunity to ask me 
what you wanted, but you couldn't 
bring yourself to admit defeat. I even 
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demonstrated that an amateur could 
find the way the crook escaped." Deep 
concern was in his manner. " You are 
not going to tell me that you and the 
truculent Mallon are still in the dark ?" 

" It was your duty to show us," 
JVIallon cried. He did not recognize 
the adjective Trent had applied to him 
but he felt it was something unflatter
ing. 

Trent shook his head. " Only when 
your superior requests my aid." 

It was a heritage of those past and 
regretted days, when Trent worked 
outside the law, that he retained a con
cealed dislike of the police. Inspector 
McWalsh of the New York Depart
ment, although he flattered himself 
that Trent, the millionaire sportsman, 
liked him was far from the truth. It 
had amused Trent when he was a 
master criminal to outwit the police. 
He enjoyed now bewildering them. 
Edwards was a sound professional as 
they went, and he had not neglected 
the usual conventional things. He had 
regarded the maidservants with sus
picious eyes and had become a nuisance 
to Nurse Gregory and Mr. Jessup. He 
had rounded up all the questionable 
characters in the county and had a 
large collection of finger-prints, none 
of which were identified at head
quarters. 

His fault was too great a depend
ence on tradition and traditional ways 
of crime. He had once arrested the 
members of a mob of gangsters which 
had invaded his city and broken up 
their racket by excellent work. But 
these men had no new methods of 
crime except in so far as death at the 
muzzle of a machine gun differs from 
death at the mouth of an automatic 
pistol. It worried Edwards not to be 
able to find by what means the Addison 
abductor had fled. Not, he admitted, 

that it would clear up the mystery, but 
it would relieve him of the gibes of the 
newspaper boys, and keep him from 
becoming the subject of irritating 
cartoons. 

His manner toward Anthony Trent 
changed. It was again the suave Ed
wards who spoke. " I should have 
thought," he said, " that considering 
your personal feelings toward the 
family you would be more than glad to 
help me." He looked at Cynthia and 
smiled with benevolence. " If I could 
help a young lady like her I don't 
think I would hold back." Edwards 
shook his head. It was gathered that 
he considered Mr. Trent's action some
thing less than was to be expected from 
a gentleman, something beneath the 
dignity of a man. 

" Then why hold back ?" Trent re
torted. '' All you have to do is to ad
mit yourself beaten. Your own terms, 
Edwards, your own ingenious sugges
tion." 

" You ought to be put under arrest," 
Mr . . Mallon boomed. 

" That'll do," Edwards called sharp
ly. There were few things he would 
like better to do than to put this An� 
thony Trent in a private room and ad
minister the good old, discredited, 
third degree ; but Edwards found it un- . 
wise to antagonize wealth and in
fluence. Trent had too many highly-. 
placed friends. He made an appoint
ment to see him early next morning. 
Trent knew he would capitulate. 

And Edwards did. But he made it 
a private matter and Mallon was not 
with him. 

Cynthia, Roger and Edwards walked 
through the library. Trent opened the 
long window that led to the porch. It 
was thirty feet in length and ten wide. 
Under it, cars or carriages were 
sheltered as they reached the front 

6 D  
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door. The drive was twenty feet be
neath. At each corner it was supported 
by white fluted Corinthian pillars. The 
wooden floor of the porch was covered 
with lead, as was the roof above. In 
ea.ch corner stood a pedestal of wood 
painted white, as were the railings on 
which at some time or another vases 
had stood holding potted plants. 

Mallon puffed into the scene just as 
Trent was set to stage his triumph. 
He bore on his florid face the marks 
of resentment at having been ignored. 
Those watching saw Trent lift up one 
of the wooden pedestals. He did not 
remove it, but pushed it on its side. 
Then he raised more slowly the lead 
sheeting, which bent easily. 

u These pillars are hollow," he said. 
"' Most pillars are to-day, even if they 
are made of stone or cement. This one 
leads down to a bin of egg coal. Ob
viously egg coal reveals little disturb
ance. I don't propose to descend again, 
but Mr. Mallon is burning to show I'm 
wrong." 

" Why Mallon ?" Edwards asked al
most angrily. Why had he not thought 
of this simple solution ? " Why Mal
lon ?" Asperity was in his voic�. 

" Because it narrows somewhat at 
the base and Mallon's paunch would 
hold him there until the world had for
gotten him. You're about Mr. Ad
dison's build, inspector, and you'll only 
just make it." 

They saw the inspector prepare for 
the descent. Then they saw him dis
appear with great swi ftness. 

Later he came from the cellar limp
ing. He had sprained an ankle and 
bitten his tongue. He was in a flaming 
temper. His pose as that of a superior 
intelligence was shaken. 

" I might have broken my neck," he 
cried passionately. He felt he had been 
made a laughing stock of. 

7 D 

" Haven't you any ingenuity ?" 
Trent demanded. " I expected you 
knew how to brake yourself with knees 
and elbows. :tviust I help you all the 
time ?" 

Cynthia's face was troubled. If her 
father had been dropped down this 
tunnel unconscious, what mJuries 
might he not have received. She felt 
this way of escape would worry her 
mother even more than by having the 
thing remain a mystery. Inspector 
Edwards's asperities brought her mind 
back to the present. Plainly he was 
bruised in body as well as spirit. He 
refused comfort and announced his 
intention of going again to the porch. 

" There's something I don't under
stand," he said and scowled at An
thony Trent. 

" You wrong yourself," Trent an
swered. 

" It's this," the inspector said. 
" There must have been confederates 
in the house. I don't deny that Mr. 
Addison's body was slid down there." 
Cynthia shuddered, but he paid no at
tention to her. He looked still at Trent. 
" You said you had proof. \Vhat was 
it ?" 

" A  shred of Harris tweed from the 
arm of the suit that Mr. Addison wore. 
Hubbard identified it." 

" Hubbard," the inspector said 
grimly. " I'm mighty glad I sent a 
hurry call for him. We'll need Mr. 
Hubbard." 

" You are wasting time," Trent 
declared. " He is innocent." 

" Then some one else isn't," Ed
w_ards snapped. " Listen. I admit the 
body was shot down that tube and later 
disposed of, but the man who threw it 
down didn't follow. I'll tell you why. 
How could he put that lead sheeting 
back and then lift that pedestal in 
place so nobody saw anything wrong ?" 
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Mallon snorted. He tried to give 
the impression that this problem had 
occupied his brain, too. " What wise 
crack will do for that one ?" he asked. 
Trent thought his manner impertinent. 
Nor was Mallon alone in thinking he 
had discovered a weakness in this 
reasoning. Roger Ellis, heart and soul 
for Trent and with his own grievances 
against the police for excess of zeal, 
was troubled. And he was strengthened 
in his discomfort by the look of dis
may on Trent's face. 

" Well done, Edwards," Anthony 
Trent said. " You have begun to ob
serve things. Perhaps I was unduly 
thrilled with my discovery." 

Without protest he mounted the 
stairs. Mallon gave his arm to his chief, 
who frowned at Trent's suggestion 
that he use Mr. Jessup's elevator. 
" That's another mystery you've no 
doubt cleared up while I was attacking 
it in my timid amateur fashion. I for
got you picked up the fake Jessup on 
Tremont Street, didn't you, Mallon ?" 

Mallon disdained to answer. The 
fake collector of charities had air-tight 
alibis given by the police of . Boston 
themselves. 

When once they were in the library 
and Edwards had seated himself a mo
ment, and was massaging his swelling 
ankle, Trent's manner changed. He 
was again the professor lecturing his 
pupils. 

" Talking of observation, Ed
wards," he began. " It amazes me that 
you and Mallon did not see how that 
trick was worked. I did not expect Mr. 
Ellis to observe it, because that isn't his 
profession. But you two !" Trent shook 
his head. 

" What are you giving us ?" Mallon 
growled. 

" Elementary instruction," Trent re
torted. " You will note when you go 

out there that a piece of piano wire is 
thrust through the lead flooring and at
tached to a nail in the inside of the 
hollow pedestal. The other end of the 
wire is attached to the north side o f  
the pillar's interior by a nail. The 
shred of cloth I spoke of was caught 
by that same nail. All that is needed to 
conceal the exit is for this very strong 
wire to be pulled. The pedestal itself is 
hinged to the roof so that it  cannot get 
out of place." 

Feverishly the two officials examined 
it. What Trent had said was true. It 
was plain to Edwards that the work of  
affixing hinges was new. The man who 
had probably killed Addison was, in all 
likelihood, the man who had run the 
wire through the lead. Careful prepara
tion had been made. There had been 
leisure and opportunity to work here. 
And it could hardly have been done ex
cept at night, when the marauder 
would be undisturbed. Edwards knew 
very well that this would be unlikely 
during the time that the private de
tectives were in charge. By this strange 
route the assailant had come during 
the Hubbard incumbency. How long 
had this plot been maturing ? 

It was stupid to show enmity to 
Anthony Trent. Edwards had been 
foolish to allow his professional pride 
to spur him to rivalry, in the first place. 
McWalsh had been right. Perhaps it  
was not too late to make amends. More 
than ever Inspector Edwards needed 
his aid now. 

" A  fine bit of work, Mr. Trent," he 
said, " and I guess Mallon and I know 
when we are licked. You are absolutely 
right, but how in the world could any
body climb up ? I'm a proof how easy 
it is to go down, but how could any one 
climb up ? No space for a ladder there." 

" Perhaps some one on the top 
lowered a rope," Trent suggested. 
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" He'd have to be there first, and 
how could he make it ? I understood 
you to say this bird climbed up and 
fixed things." Ed wards had noted in 
his descent that there were no project
ing pieces of wood for a man's foot to 
use in the ascent. He had been stopped 
in his fall by nothing. 

" That was merely a suggestion," 
Trent explained. " I f you say it's im
possible, why then we'll eliminate it ; 
my address, if you want me, is the Mill 
House, Elm Falls." He nodded. "Good 
hunting." 

"A good riddance," Mallon growled. 
He was amazed to see the sudden look 

- of anger on his chief's face. 
- " Damn hiin," said Edwards. " He 
·knows, but he won't say." 

" Knows wha,t ?" Mallon asked with 
tremendous interest. 

· " How that bird climbed up," 
Edwards answered. He was examining 
the orifice carefully. 

In the hall where Trent was talking 
things over with Roger, Cynthia said : 
" For a moment I really thought you 
did know how one could climb up the 
pillar. Edwards looked so disap
pointed." 

Trent smiled. " Cynthia, keep my 
secret. I do know and I've climbed up 
it myself. No, I will not tell you yet. 
My present aim is to pass the time of 
day with Mr. Jessup. Please persuade 
Nurse Gregory to let me see him." 

A few minutes later he was talking 
to the ol� man he had so successfully 
impersonated. Mr. Jessup was delighted 
at an excuse to talk, and his nurse was 
pleased at the opportunity to take a 
little air. She promised to be back in 
half an hour. Trent allowed 1\fr. J es
sup to rid himself of all his ingenious 
theories. Then he asked casually : 
" But you liked Marcus North, didn't 
you ?" 

" We weren't talking about Mar
cus," the old man said. " Or were W<?. ?" 
His memory was not what it had been, 
he knew, and it was quite likely that he 
had made some mention of Marcus 
North. " Yes, I liked him. That type 
appealed to me. \Vhat a life he l'ed 
John Addison, from all I hear, when 
they were kids in this house. Brought 
up together, you know. What a con
trast ! There was John, who wouldn't 
tell a lie, and Marcus, who wouldn't 
tell the truth. It wasn't that I liked him 
for that though. There was something 
about him that just got me. I knew he 
was no damned good just as well as I 
knew John ,:vas too damned good. I 
told my niece." The old man broke off. 
" There was a girl for you ! She's one 
of a thousand." 

" Loves ?" Trent asked. 
" You must have met her," the 

uncle returned, not at all offended. A 
marvel. She was taken by John's good 
looks. He was as handsome as Marcus 
in his way. Evelyn used to say he was 
an unawakened Antinous. She soon 
grew tired of him." 

Mr. Jessup tried to get back to his 
favorite topic, the identity of the man 
who had successfully impersonated 
him, but he found himself led again 
to the subject of Marcus North. 

" He was bad all through," Jessup 
conceded, " and when he murdered 
that valet of his the family thought it 
about time to call a halt. Their in
fluence kept most of the evidence out 
of the papers. There was a National 
Convention meeting at the same time, 
and that helped. I've always thought 
that the beating John gave him af
fected his brain. That was certainly 
some beating. I never saw Evelyn so 
interested in anything. She wouldn't 
let me stop it. Not that I wanted to, 
but I could have made a stab at it. 
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" John got back all he had suffered 
from his cousin's bullying when he was 
smaller, but to do John justice it wasn't 
that. He was crazy over Edith and he 
fought for her. Never think John 
couldn't fight. He'd have been heavy
weight champion if he had put his mind 
to it. In the beginning I'd have bet all 
I had on Marcus, but not after the first 
minute. I remember saying to him : 
' You've killed him.' John looked at 
Marcus on the ground and said, ' I 
hope I have.' " 

" How long after the divorce did he 
kill his valet ?" 

" Two years, I imagine." Mr. Jessup 
went back to the trial at which he was 
a witness. " His family certainly put 
one over on Marcus. There was no 
' temporary maniacal insanity ' alibis 
then. Just plain paranoia was good 
enough to get him sent to Deerfarm. 
His money was administered by his 
people and the idea was that in a few 
years, when the public had forgotten, 
he was to be let out. That's where they 
put it over . on him. They kept him 
there. They were afraid of him, and 
they didn't want the North name dis
graced again. They were wise at that. 
I 'm told that when Marcus found out 
he was in for life he actually went 
mad." 

" You think he was sane when he 
killed the man ?" 

" Who is sane ?" old Jessup retorted. 
" They say I'm not, and you don't look 
normal to me. You have strange eyes, 
Mr. Trent. I believe the only sane 
man I ever knew was John Addison. 
:Maybe that's why I didn't like him." 

" Not many parents," Trent said, 
dismissing this suspicion of his mental 
health, " \vould be content to let their 
son remain in a psychopathic institu
tion when he might have been re
moved." 

" Marcus was an orphan. That's why 
he was brought up here with John. His 
uncle and aunt benefited materially by 
administering the estate. They hadn't 
much and their nephew had. They 
came in for a lot of criticism." 

" When did he die ?" Trent asked. 
" Before I came here to live, and 

I've been here almost five years."  
" Was it in the papers ?" 
" Very likely, but I didn't see it. 

Edith told me, and I never saw a 
woman change for the better as she did 
when she knew. She was in deadlv fear 
he'd get out and kill John. John. knew 
it too. He told his wife that the time he 
spent in the trenches was the only time 
for years that he felt he could relax. 
Relax in the trenches !. I guess that was 
the truth. John will not tell a lie." 

" \Vould he for his wife ?" 
" He might, but not for any one else. 

John was one of those men who were 
made for fidelity to one woman, and 
my niece wasn't the woman. So you 
know Evelyn. How is she getting along 
with Sid Colton ?" 

" I gather that she is disappointed 
with captains of industry. 

Trent was glad to see Nurse Greg
ory. He had obtained the information 
for which he had come and was now 
anxious to see Hubbard who was even · 
now in the house, but in bed with the 
after effects of influenza. 

Hubbard was glad to see him. Now 
that John Addison was gone, the old 
man needed some strong man from 
whom to derive comfort. And he felt 
that his blameless senescence was being 
vilified by the police. Especially by 
Mallon who licked his lips every time 
he saw him and sought to entangle him 
in long cross-examinations. 

" I "ve been through a lot, sir," he 
said, tears in his faded eyes, " since 
you left me at Fairhaven. I used to 
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think Mr. Roger's teasing was bad 
enough, but he's an angel compared 
with Mallon and I am bound to say he's 
behaving very well now. I guess ifs 
Miss Cynthia's influence." 

" I suppose," Trent said, wasting no 
time in arriving at his point, " that you 
disliked Marcus North principally be
cause he used to bully Mr. Addison.?" 

" And," Hubbard cried with a touch 
of his old acidity, " because he used to 
play practical jokes on me. I never 
·saw a boy who had so many �ays of 
bothering you. I've always had this 
room since I took service with Mr. 
John's father and you'd think nobody 
could get in here when the door was 
locked, but that Marcus, he got in one 
time and sawed the wooden legs of my 
bed nearly off so that when I climbed 
in they collapsed. And I got blamed 
for it. I had a Yale lock put on the 
door so I could keep my room to myself 
and Marcus couldn't get in. I was the 
only one who had a key. Marcus swung 
himself on to the roof from a tree. 
There were trees all around the house 
then. Tall trees. I don't know what 
sort. I'm not interested in trees and 
I wasn't the one to raise a holler when 
Mrs. Addison had them cut down. I 
felt safer. That boy could get in any
where, no matter whether the windows 
were barred or the doors locked." 

" And Mr. Addison follo·wed suit ?" 
" In the early days he fairly wor

shiped his cousin. Yes, he tried every
thing Marcus did and nearly broke his 
neck doing it, but he wouldn't give in 
and Marcus was always trying stunts 
that he hoped Mr. John would fail 
in. A lot he cared if any one broke 
their necks." 

" Well," Trent said, " death got him 
at last. Did any of the family go to 
the funeral ?" 

" Mr. John did, I think, but it wasn't 

a subject to talk about. The Nortfis 
and the Addisons hold their heads high 
and they didn't want any publicity of  
that sort. A pretty penny it cost M r. 
John to buy silence, I've heard. It '11 
lx: six years on my birthday that he 
died, and I was born the same day 
Washington was. Mr. Roger used to 
say it was the same year, but that was 
his exaggeration." 

" What I came to see you about," 
Trent said, and spoke only half a truth, 
" was about the necessity to employ a 
good lawyer." 

Hubbard's obstinate jaw was thrust 
out. He was conscious of his inno
cence and did not think truth needed 
any assistance. Trent pooh-poohed this 
naive theory. " You, more than any 
one else, need a good lawyer. Nothing 
convinces the ordinary jury less than 
bare truth. It is so unreasonable as a 
a rule, whereas the clever lie carries 
conviction with it. I've already ar
ranged for a good man to look a fter 
your interests. I don't anticipate any 
trouble, but the police have to have 
some one to exhibit and you made a 
mistake in attacking Mr. Ellis." 

" I  know," the old man admitted, 
" but I was out of my mind with wor
ry at the time. I've apologized to him, 
Mr. Trent, and I will say he showed 
himself the gentleman. Shook my 
hand and said the whole family were 
grateful to me for my loyalty. It was 
a fter that, feeling good, you under
stand that this Mallon said I insulted 
him. Perhaps I did." Hubbard smiled 
as he thought of his splendid sarcasm 
toward authority as exemplified by De
tective Mallon. " I guess what I said 
was a bit above · him." 

Trent did not stay long at the Mill 
House. After the first cold snap and 
snow the weather became mild and the 
meteorological bureau-that faithful 
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and unjustly abused public servant
promised a continuance of it. 

" Golf calls me," said Trent to Bar
ton Dayne, " and as my wife won't 
be back until Christmas I am going to 
see what those new links at Hillsbro 
are like. They've been chosen for the 
National next year so they're certain to 
be first class. I may be down here at 
any moment." 

" Your bed and board awaits you," 
Dayne said, " and you'll be the most 
welcome guest in the world." He hesi
tated a mo111ent. " Does this mean 
you're giving up the Addison case ?" 

" I have allowed Inspector Edwards 
to think I am retiring, vanquished. It 
has done a lot to restore his self-confi
dence. But, my dear Barton, privately, 
do you think I'm the sort to give up 
things ?" 

Dayne looked into the keen face and 
shook his head. " No." 

" Golfing with me is often a way of 
getting information. I've asked Roger 
to keep me posted as to what happens. 
Just now the police are doing good 
work and work that I couldn't hope to 
equal them at. Their theory is that 
Addison was killed and is buried in the 
woods or old quarries somewhere near 
the house. Naturally that search takes 
a lot of time and men. It may ve-:y 
well be that they find the body. That 
will be their triumph." 

" And what will yours be ?" 
" I should like to find the man who 

killed him." 
" Edwards says if they find the body 

they'll get the murderer." 
Anthony Trent was not inclined to 

be communicative. " Edwards has his 
moments," he said, " but that was not 
one of them. It's a cliche to say that 
dead men tell no tales, but it's worth 
remembering i f  Edwards has another 
burst of hope." 

" It beats me," Dayne said, reverting 
to golf, " why you don't go in for the 
big tournaments. You'd land in the 
first six, I'd bet." He was not. to guess 
those reasons which drove Anthony 
Trent to remain little known and 
wholly unphotographed. In the early, 
wild days he had met men who might 
still be able to identify him i f  his photo
graphs stared from the papers and 
magazines. And since, in these days, 
we pay so much more homage to su
premacy in sport than to any intel
lectual achievement, his decision was 
w1se. But what Dayne had said was 
true. It would take one of the cele
brated golfers to beat him. 

" I haven't energy to keep perpetu
ally in trim," he answered, " and I'm 
getting more and more interested in 
aviation. I've got three hundred flying 
hours to my credit already." 

Thomas Perkins was not forgotten. 
Trent drove into the paved yard where 
he left his car before taking his fare
well of the Addisons. " I want you to 
report to me on what you personally 
observe the police to be doing," he said. 
" Here's my address." 

" They're still searching the quar
ries," the chauffeur told him " and 
they've dragged every pond in the 
county. There won't be much to tell." 

" They may find the bodJ.," Trent 
answered. " They probably will i f  it's 
anywhere near. Edwards is  thorough, 
though uninspired." 

" I've got the letter from the Zodiac 
people," Perkins said. " I don't know 
how to thank you. They offer me a 
splendid position from the first of the 
year. I'm afraid you exaggerated my 
abilities ."  

" It's up to you to preserve my repu
tation,"  Trent retorted. " I'm not 
worrying about that. I haven't  made 
many mistakes in the men I've picked. 
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I've just come from Elm Falls. Dayne 
is turning out to be a business genius 
who would, but for a little luck, have 
tried to be a college prof�ssor. I 'm 

· cashing in on him already and I shall 
on Captain Evvyndike, too. I'm at 
heart a rapacious and mercenary type." 

Thomas Perkins, soon to cease the 
driving and cleaning of other men's 
cars, looked a fter him with gratitude 
in his heart. It was still inexplicable 
why this Anthony Trent should have 
given him this opportunity, but it had 
nothing to do with mercenary motives. 
So long as one played fair with this 
man with the keen eyes and the hawk 
protile one had nothing to fear. That 
his tongue could be sharp Perkins had 
found when he heard him talk to Mal
lon. Perkins turned again to the pol
i.<,hing of a panel of the big l imousine. 
It was h ard work to make its luster 
match that other panel _upon which his 
former helper had spent so many hours. 

At Hillsbro, Trent registered at the 
new hotel which had sprung up for the 
convenience of gol f.�rs, a hostelry 
which called itsel f an ' '  Inn " and, con
sequently, charged high rates. He was 
now a gol fer come for a few weeks' 
play. In reality he · had come to meet 
and become friendly with a certain Dr. 
Lang who had found time from his 
work to become runner-up for the State 
championship two years in succession. 
Dr. Lang's handicap was two, and his 
position that of superintendent o f  the 
Deerfarm Asylum four miles away. 

Deerfarm Asylum was behind the 
times in its buildings and equipment 
and for a long while there had been 
dissatisfaction with it. In the south
ern part of the State there were splen
didly-appointed psychopathic institu
tions, but these were always filled ow
ing to the large increase in insanity, 
which is one of the warning signs · of 

the rush era. No man had fought for 
better conditions more consistentfy 
than this same golfing physician. In
deed his ·published articles in profes
sional magazines had occasioned some 
annoyance to those who administered 
such institutions and he had been 
warned that it was disloyal of him to 
malign his State and State establish
ments. 

When Trent learned that Dr. Lang 
played almost every day and there were 
no local golfers fit  to give him a game 
he sa w  that ere long he would be · or
friendly terms. A two handicap. This 
meant that Trent must be on the top 
of his game. His putting was not too 
good and when he had joined the club 
and become acquainted with the profes
sional he putted until dusk and then 
drove into the old city of Hillsbro. . 

It was here that More, now president 
of the Fort Lee, New Jersey, Hosiery 

· Company, had established headquar
ters. He was living at the H i llsbro 
House. One of his points of vaiue to 
Trent was that More never wanted to 
know anything beyond his instructions. 
He had been sent to Hillsbro to peddle 
his \vares. A fter hours he was told to 
play pool in the principal pool rooms 
ir. the town and get in touch with the 
men who worked at the asylum. Mr. 
More's not to reason why. He sola 
his silk stockings and he played pool. 
He was an earnest player, slow and 
cautious, but the recreation cost him 
twenty dollars a week. He lacked dash 
and his sa fety play was not of the 
modern school. 

His bona fides were established. Let
ters and packages came to him from 
the More home in Fort Lee and the 
hotel clerk could see by the labels that 
he was the president of the concern. 
He said he was engaged in preparing 
routes and assigning territories for the 
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salesmen he was to engage when he 
went home. More went out of his way 
to be friendly with the attendants from 
Deerfarm and listened in what was al
most horror at the stories they had to 
tell. When they offered to show him 
around he rejected the offer. In  truth 
David More had a normal horror of 
the insane and the stories the attendants 
told made it deeper. The incredible 
cunning of these madmen shocked him. 
Some of them would wait for years 
until the moment came when they could 
inflict the vengeance they desired. And 
all this time they seemed ordinary peo
ple reacting apparently to normal 
stimuli in a way that was calculated to 
deceive even experts. 

More had never played pool so bad
ly as that night when one of the young
er men had told him how last night he 
had occasioned to take an old patient 
back to the bed from which he was 
constantly escaping. The attendant, 
careful not to inflict bruises or injuries 
which the doctors would detect, took 
the old man by the ear, and the ear 
came off in his fingers ! Mr. More used 
to dream of it at night. He was as
tounded at the courage of his kind. 
Rather starvation, he told himself, 
than such a l ife as these attendants led. 

" The pool cost more than I expect
ed," he said rather timidly, as he laid 
his expense account before his em
ployer. 

" That's all right," Trent said, writ
ing a check. " I suppose you know the 
place pretty well now ?" 

" I 've specialized on the Deerfarm 
people mostly as you told me to. They 
seem a friendly bunch. That may be 
because they're all new here." 

" \Vhat do you mean ?" Trent de
manded. 

" There was a big shaKe-up a few 
weeks a�o and the whole staff got fired 

and practically every attendant, male 
and female, is new.'' 

" Did Dr. Lang go ?" 
" Yes, him first of all. Politics they 

say. Lang never would kowtow to the 
bunch at the State House and they got 
him at last, and put in a staff that 
would keep quiet." 

" That's bad news for me," Trent 
said slowly. " At ·least it seems so for 
the moment. I had a definite use for 
Lang. vVho is the new man ?" 

" Dr. Humphries. He's a politician 
and once was a State Senator, a good 
machine man, but they say he isn't 
fitted to succeed Dr. Lang." 

" Have you ever been over the asy
lum ?" Trent asked. 

" No, but I could any time I want 
to. I 'm afraid of those folks in there, 
Mr. Trent. A penitentiary ain't so bad. 
A crook in them knows it's no good 
pulling rough stuff if he wants to get 
out. He tries to make a good impres
sion, but not them Deerfarm people. 
It's the epileptics that are the worse," 
More went on retailing his newly ac
quired knowledge. " You never c;m 
trust them especially when there's a 
change in the moon." More described 
the incident of the ear and was grati· 
fied to find that even his listener shud
dered. " He was an epileptic, too, and 
that feller I played pool with has to 
sit there all alone with a hundred of 
'em around him. And he daren't hit  
'em when they begin to act up. The 
doctors see to that. Those fellers have · 
their own way o f  protecting them
selves. They get soap and knead it 
so it's kind of soft and then put it in 
a sock. It knocks the lunatics out, but 
it don't leave a wound. They have to, 
Mr. Trent. I used to think there was 
a lot of cruelty in them places, but I 
was wrong. They've just got to pro
tect themselves." 
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" You've done good work," Trent 

said commendingly. He was silent for 
a l ittle. Presently he began to tell More 
what he had not yet confided to any 
one. Trent had implicit faith in the 
little man. 

" More," he said, " I may have 
wasted a lot of time and a good bit o f  
money o n  a hunch that is  worthless. 
I'm here-and you, too-because I 
have eliminated everybody in the Addi
son case except one man." 

�' Fine," said More approvingly. He 
had . unbounded faith in the other. 
" Trust you, Mr. Trent, to find out any
thing you go after." 

" You may not think so when I tell 
you that the man I suspect has, I have 
been told by three distinct persons, 
been dead these six years." 

" How could that be ?" More asked. 
" I'm here to find out. Do your 

friends, the attendants, talk about the 
people they have in charge ?" 

" vVhen they get together they do," 
More said. " There's not so many in 
Deerfarm as in the other asylums, but 
they've got Mrs. Pate who killed her 
husband by taking him into the ga
rage when he was drunk and then 
running the motor while she went 
into a picture show to alibi herself. 
They've got the Hersey brothers who 
made enough money out of bootlegging 
to have their 'murders made out like as 
i f  they was crazy when they committed 
'em." 

Trent scribbled a name on a piece of 
paper. " Memorize that," he said, " and 
start inquiries about him." 

" lVI:arcus North," More read, " I 
never heard of him, Mr. Trent, but I 'll 
find out about it as soon as I can." 

" I am informed Marcus North died 
six years ago. I f  he did I shall have 
to own myself beaten on the Addison 
case." 

" But the bureau of vital statistics," 
More said. He had often worked on 
such tables at his employer's request. 
" What's the matter with them ?" 

" The name Marcus North does not 
occur. Naturally I had that looked up 
at once. But the omission may be ac
cidental. I was fooled that way before. 
Vital statistics figures lie like all others. 
In itself it is no proof that Marcus 
North is alive. The only way to find 
out is to see him." 

" Mr. Trent, sir," More cried, " I' d  
b e  scared to, honest." 

Anxiety was reflected on the little 
man's round face. He felt he was 
behaving very badly to his benefactor, 
but he could not shake off the terror 
he experienced at the suggestion. He 
expected to be reprimanded. 

" I don't understand," he went on, 
" how those fellers can face that crowd 
and have authority over them." 

" It's largely a matter of when you 
were born," Trent said. " I can say 
with certainty that your birthday 
doesn't come between the third week 
of January and the third week of Feb
ruary." 

" It's May," More said, " but I don't 
understand how that makes it any dif
ferent." 

" Nor I.  But it's almost universally 
true that men born under the Zodiacal 
sign of Aquarius have a strange in
fluence on the insane and make the best 
attendants for them. I'm an Aquarian 
and I have it. You'll find probably 
that your friend who makes light o f  
epileptics and straying ears was born 
under the same sign as I am. Be re
assured, More, you shall not be de
livered to the lions yet, but I want all 
particulars about this Marcus North. 
He murdered his manservant and 
should have been hanged. Instead the 
family wealth got him to Deerfarm." 
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" I'd rather have been hanged," 
More cried. 

" He was sent there just seventeen 
years ago. Not a word of the Addi
son case to any one. I f  you hear it 
discussed just l isten. Offer no sug
gestions at all. That's all for the pres
ent. I suppose i f  any one asks about 
me you'll say I'm the money behind the 
Fort Lee Hosiery Company ?  Good. 
That's a perfectly good reason for your 
seeing me. You want more capital. 
Is business good ?" 

" Too good," said M r. More, " I 
don't have any time to mysel f. I 've 
got to raise prices." 

CHAPTER XIV 
A Maniac at Large 

DR. STEPH EN LANG was a big, 
gray-haired man o f  fi fty. He had 
learned his golf when a student at 

Saint Andrew's University and because 
of the correctness of his form, he was 
still a first-class player when most men 
of his years had begun to drop behind. 
He had been offered the Deerfarm su
perintendency after one of the periodi
cal scandals when the politically ap
pointed head had allowed the institu
tion to become a byword. He was to 
find that there were many in the State 
more important than its new superin
tendent and much of his long tenure o f  
office had been embittered b y  strife. 
The relief he felt at his freedom was 
tinctured with regret that his successor 
seemed to forget that he was a physi
cian and began at once to appoint in- -
efficients at the dictation o f  his party. 

More than ever Dr. Lang was in fa
vor of divorcing psychopathic estab
lishments from lay control, but his in
fluence was now very small. Rumors 
were circulated that he had been dis
missed for incompetency and Trent met 

him in a bitter mood. The professional 
offered the new temporary member, 
whose approaching on the practice hole 
he admired, as a victim to the club's 
best player. 

In the. beginning Dr. Lang disap
proved o f  Trent. Lang addressed the 
ball with great deliberation and drove it  
two hundred and thirty yards. Trent 
stepped up to it and without a prelim
inary waggle outdrove the doctor by 
twenty yards. A fluke, the older man 
told himself and waited for the second 
drive. In the end Trent was beaten by 
a bole, but this was mainly because the 
links were strange to him. Even Dr. 
Lang conceded that and looked for
ward to some excellent golf. After 
all, he admitted, Duncan, too, had this 
absence of the protracted waggle and 
a man who could play as \veil as this 
stranger need make no apology for 
style, stance or speed. And there was 
something he might learn in putting 
from the new member. Perhaps he 
was over-deliberate himself on the 
green. 

The two men dined at the same table 
and Lang's Caledonian reserve dropped 
away from him. He referred to his 
long connection with Deerfarn1. Trent 
did not think it would be long before 
the doctor would talk freely. " I  should 
think golf must be a great relief in 
work of that sort," he said. 

" I  should have gone mad without 
it," Lang answered. " I created the 
old nine-hole course that this is built 
on, almost single handed. Gol f wasn't 
the proletarian thing it is to-day and 
the natives thought I must be one of 
my own charges. I'm inclined to be 
sorry to see it so popular. Golfers' 
manners aren't \vhat they were." 

In the two weeks that were to fol
low, Anthony Trent managed to beat 
Dr. Lang three matches out of four. 
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The friendship that ripens so quickly 
among devotees of sport, a growth im
possible under ordinary conditions, 
found the two men seeking one an
other's company in the evening. It was 
a bond between them that Trent was 
the son of a distinguished physician 
who had turned his uncommon talents 
to the hard work of a country physician 
in a mountainous locality and had died 
of it in the end. _-. 

There was much o f  the reformer 
about Stephen Lang. Prison abuses 
stirred his ire no less than those of the 
psychopathic institutions. . 

" We are too prosperous here," he 
contended, " to investigate the condi
tions of prisoners and lunatics. Be
cause they are housed in fine buildings, 
and cost a lot of money to maintain, we 
assume everything is all right. Take 
prisons for example." Trent did not 
yet dare turn his mind to the discussion 
of Deerfarm. That had to come as an 
outcome of this allied subject. " How 
many Americans know that nearly 
ninety per cent of commitments are 
made to local institutions such as coun
ty and municipal jails, workhouses, 
farms, chain gangs and camps where 
there is filth, indescribable filth and 
overcrowding disease. Innocent are 
herded with the guilty, the well with 
the foully diseased. How many of 
these club women who prattle loyally 
know the prevailing practice of sub
jecting female prisoners to the over
sight of male attendants ? 

" And then, too, that pernicious sys
tem of  paying jailers a daily sum for 
boarding prisoners without specifying 
how much food is to be given. Great 
Britain is more than half a century 
ahead of us there. That's a chance for 
the professional jingo, Trent. Let them 
stop battleship rivalry and cleanse their 
own Augean stables." Dr. Lang smiled 

a little. " I apologize," he said. " I  
have made many enemies by talking 
that way. Truth is not always pleas
ant. \tVhat time shall we tee-off to
morrow morning ?" 

!' \Vhat you say interests me very 
mu�h, doctor. I can only say that 
our women don't know about those 
things." 

" They ought to," Lang said, " I've 
lectured and written about it  enough 
to get thrown out of Deerfarm." 

" Are places like Deerfarm run as 
badly as prisons ?" 

" Deerfarm wasn't in my day. This 
new man who is using it  as a step to 
something more paying will set it back 
a generation. There can always be 
abuses when politics run things. You 
know that. I had a fairly good set of  
men with me, but the new bunch will 
probably take its tone from the men 
higher up. The State doesn't worry 
much about Deerfarm. The buildings 
are old and ought to be condemned. 
It isn't light enough and it isn't warm 
enough." 

" You had some famous patients 
there I've heard," Trent said. Mrs. 
Pate, for example. I suppose she was 
undoubtedly mad."  · 

" No more than you or I. She 
planned her crime very carefully. She 
made her husband so drunk she had 
almost to carry him into the garage. 
Her watchdog could be depended on to 
warn her of the approach of any one 
to her remote farm, but he hadn't the 
habit of barking at airplanes and it 
happened that a passing flier saw that 
Pate was intoxicated and that she was 
helping him to the garage where car
bon-monoxide finished him. His evi
dence convicted her. It was death for 
Mrs. Pate, or Deerfarm, and she chose 
a spell of the latter. She'll be out be
fore long. The term shyster lawyer is 
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often used, but no one speaks of shyster 
alienists. I tell you they are a peril 
to civilization." 

Dr. Lang thought of the patients to 
whom he had tried to be just and kind. 
He saw that Anthony Trent was in
terested and since Lang liked to discuss 
things with men of intelligence, he 
spoke of many of the Deerfarm in
habitants whose names had once flared 
across the newspapers of the country. 
Trent thought he would never come to 
the only one in which he was inter
ested, but did not deem wise to men
tion. 

" One of the men I never could es
tabiish sympathetic contact with was 
Marcus North. I expect you have 
heard of him. Most of tht: Deerfarm 
people are of the poorer classes. He 

· on the contrary was a man of fashion 
and wealth. Yet he killed two people." 

" Two ?" Trent cried. 
" His valet first and years later the 

night attendant in his ward. North 
had a room to himself, mainly because 
there were several in the old ·wing and 
he was well behaved. The new night 
attendant didn't like North . . Class ha
tred I imagine in its origin and North 
was put in the general ward. So he 
bided his time and strangled the night 
attendant. 

" Then he is mad, of course ?" 
" When I took charge I was told he 

was a paranoiac, He may be. They 
can he sane on all subjects but one. He 
spends his time in reading and sketch
ing. He has no intimates. Yes, I sup
pose his is a paranoiac. There is no 
record of violent outbursts except in 
the case of  the attendant he killed. He 
seems so sane and reasonable that a 
night attendant used to slip off to play 
poker with men off duty and leave him 
in charge. I found it out and dismissed 
the man." 

" I suppose even those fellows can 
be reached ?" 

" Do you suppose in this age when 
lavish spending is the rule, and every 
laborer has his car and radio, that an 
attendant is immune to briberv ? Do 
you know what they get at De�rfarm ? 
The men are paid forty dollars a month 
with no possible increase. The women 
get thirty-five after a year. They start 
at twenty-five. Attendants are on duty 
sixty hours a week and have one full 
day off each week with a fortnight va
cation of full pay. Deerfarm is popu
lar because uniform is not compulsory 
for males. I ask you whether or ·not 
in a group of men who earn four hun
dred and eighty dollars per annum 
there will not be some who refuse to 
turn down the chance to make more if 
there isn't much risk. And yet I firmly 
believe that prison guards have many 
more opportunities to graft. I should 
like very much to believe in men as I 
did when I was an idealist at Saint 
Andrew's, bnt I'm suspicious now. 
They'll demand proof to know it is  
Saint Peter who guards the gate i f  
ever they get up  there." 

Dr. Lang, once started, rambled on, 
pausing only now and again to light 
his pipe or refill it. Trent's expression 
was one of deferential interest and the 
exclamations that fell from his lips 
were admirable. But he heard no word 
of the Scot's commentaries on life. 

Marcus North was not dead ! The 
belief that John Addison had lied to 
his wife in order to relieve her mind 
of the haunting fear of the paranoiac, 
was justified. That others had accept
ed this statement was perfectly reason
able. For what cause would they in
vestigate ? No doubt Jessup had in
formed his niece and as the news could 
not be uHexpected why should she 
doubt it ? 
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Trent's investigation of the Addison 
mystery showed him clearly that the 
man who was responsible knew the 
house inside and out. Further that 
Addison recognized his visitor that first 
night and did not wish his wife or 
family to discover that he had lied. 
What, Trent wondered, must have been 
poor Addison's state o f  mind when he 
found the man in his library who had 
threatened to kill him ? Had he, per
haps, hoped to be able to reason with 
him, or, i f  that failed, to silence him 
for ever ? 

Marcus North, i f  Trent's theory was 
correct, had broken out of Deedarm 
on that October night and had reached 
the Addison house unseen. He could 
not have walked the thirty-five miles 
nor have taken a train. The automo
bile might be eliminated insofar as con
sidering North to be its driver. Sev
enteen years or more had made so great 
a difference in automobiles that to one 
who had not kept up with their gradual 
evolution would probably be wholly at 
sea in undertaking to drive one. Prob
ably North was driven there. 

The problem immediately before 
Trent was to discover if North had 
made a known break. And if there 
was none reported against him it would 
mean one of two things : either that 
he had the backing of a Deerfann at
tendant or else that Trent's deductions 
'�ere wrong. The name of North re
curred in Dr. Lang's talk. 

" I wonder a man of his sort sane 
enough to stand out among the rest, 
didn't try to escape." 

" He did," Dr. Lang replied. " After 
killing the night attendant he got away. 
We found him twenty miles distant. 
That wasn't the first time. Apparently 
he has some fixed idea as to his route, 
for he is always headed in the same 
direction." 

Trent knew fairly well in what direc
tion it was. John Addison must have 
known, too. What obstinacy was it 
that made him come back year after 
year to this old home whose childhood 
memories were common to Marcus and 
he ? Psychologists called by the name 
of Phobophobia that emotion which is  
fear of fear, or fear of being afraid. 
Possibly John Addison ·had been 
spurred to particularly gallant feats in 
the war by the same motives which 
made him ashamed to admit to himself 
that he dared not live near Deerfarm. 

" The paranoiac," Dr. Lang went 
on, " is the most deceiving and danger
ous type of madman and the clever 
criminal has only to persuade a jury 
that he is paranoid and he will escape 
the gallows. I have often talked to this 
man North and I find it very difficult to 
make a decision about him. The J o
seph G. Robin case should be a lesson 
to all alienists. Ten of our most emi
nent psychiatrists testified that he was 
insane ; and when the judge compli
mented the jurors for disregarding this 
mass of expert evidence and convicting 
him, the New York Academy of Medi
cine held a mass meeting at which 
Jerome spoke contemptuously of him 
as a half-baked judge holding office 
through grace of Charlie Murphy. I 
was just as indignant as Jerome until 
Robin admitted he had been shamming 
insanity in the hope of evading con
viction. I don't wonder intelligent lay
men suspect expert evidence when it 
can botch a case so horribly. I f  those 
experts were honest they were igno
rant. If they were not ignorant
what were they ? It's a bad business, 
Trent, and thinking of it will put me 
off my drive i f  I'm not careful." 

The doctor paced the floor, frown
ing. " Thinking of North brings the 
two Haggertys to my mind and that 
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scoundrelly little Dr. Gross who mar
ried Dr. Humphries' daughter. I firm
ly believe they were all engaged in try
ing to get evidence on me. I dismissed 
all three, but they were reinstated. I 
said it was either them or me. So 
they let me go after my years of serv
ice." 

" Why should North bring them to 
your mind ?" Trent demanded. 

" He was in Haggerty's ward and 
Gross showed a favoritism to North 
which was unwarranted and bad for 
discipline. I would have no ' trusty ' 
system in Deerfarm when I was there." 

The question Trent asked seemed 
innocent enough, but on its answer a 
great deal hinged. " You mean that 
o f  all the men in Deerfarm Haggerty 
and this Dr. Gross alone survived your 
reign ?" 

Trent smoked a pipe or two as he 
pondered upon what he had just . 
learned. By some fortunate array of 
circumstances, Marcus North was un
der the control of people inimical to 
Lang. These men were the venal types 
which the fallen head had tried to 
eradicate. Had North escaped but once, 
it might be supposed that the break had 
been discovered and he had been 
taken back But on the second 
occasion there was probably collusion. 
It would be well to find out what in
formation More had about these at
tendants. He determined to drive over 
to the Hillsbro House and see More. 

More remembered a great deal about 
the Haggertys. He had lost money to 
them at pool and poker and they re
garded him almost with affection as a 
source of income. " I  went driving 
with Big Haggerty this evening," More 
said. " He certainly has a swell new 
coupe. They've both been left money. 
Not before they needed it, the pool 
room owner said. They're drinking 

quite a bit now. · Big Haggerty says 
there's no one big enough to fire him 
now, Dr. Gross is in charge. Hum
phries' son-in-law." More explained. 
" Humphries is too busy campaigning 
to spend much time here now." 

" You've done good work," Trent 
said commendingly, " and it's time to 
talk about Marcus North. Y ott remem
ber his trial and you'd like to see some 
of the famous patients. Suppose you 
summon up enough courage to see Mrs. 
Pate and North. They are under re
straint." 

Trent saw More squirm at the pros
pect, but he did not propose to allow 
this fear to defeat his plans. " I'm 
afraid I'll have to insist, More. Get 
as friendly as you can with Big Hag
gerty. The bootlegger at the Inn comes 
to me with splendidly inspiring analy
ses of his goods and I'll see you have 
something to offer Haggerty when he 
visits you. You must seem no more 
curious about North than you do about 
Mrs. Pate. Haggerty is a boasting 
type. Get him to talk about Lang who 
tried to get him fired and how he put 
things over on him. Haggerty is just 
the sort who can be readily induced to 
brag especially when he's drinking." 

" He's got something on Dr. Gross," 
More said, " and that's bad for disci, 
pline. All right, Mr. Trent, I 'll do it. 
I'm sort of getting used to the idea 
now. It was at first I was so scared. 
Haggerty says all hell looks out of some 
of their eyes, but there's nobody sane 
or insane that can frighten him." 

" Call me up at the Inn," Trent said. 
" I'm having a debauch of golf and I 
imagine Lang will think he talked too 
much. I've got all I need from him." 

Dr. Stephen Lang did, indeed, think 
he had said more than was wise. He 
feared he had betrayed almost vindic
tiveness. And, too, there was the feel-
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ing that he should not take sides with 
a layman against his own profession. 
Lang was glad that during the next 
week Trent made no reference to Deer
farm or its prisoned guests. Probably 

. he ·had bored Trent with his talk of 
reform. 

More did not report to his employer 
for eight days. Then he suggested a 
visit. 

" Mr. Trent, sir," More said in his 
slow, mild voice as he smoked one of 
the cigars that Trent sometimes gave 
him, " there's something wrong about 
Marcus North. I give Haggerty some 
of that liqueur Scotch of yours and 
he's been to my rooms several times. 
Very friendly. No, he don't need my 
money although he's a great one for 
gambling. He's got a big wad and 
I've seen it. One night he began to 
laugh at me for being afraid to go to 
Deerfarm: I told him I'd b�en there 
and most of the women were wearing 
my stockings-the nurses I mean-but 
he said that wasn't what he meant. So 
I said I'd like to show I wasn't a cow
ard and I'd see Mrs. Pate." More 
shivered a little. " I seen her, Mr. 
Trent. A good looking woman in her 
way but she scared me stiff. I couldn't 
believe she was a murderess and a 
homicidal maniac. Then I went back 
to the ward where Marcus North was. 
I asked Haggerty suddenly where he 
was and I did what you told me and 
looked at his hands. They clenched 
like hands do when you're going to 
sock some one. I couldn't tell a thing 
from his voice or his eyes when I 
looked up. He asked me what I knew 
about Marcus North. I said some one 
down at the Hillsbro House said he 
killed an attendant." 

" Haggerty said he'd show me him. 
He took me to a room and made me 
look through a little grating with a 

shutter across it. It was too dark to 
see much at first but he turned up a 
light in the ceiling and there in the 
corner on a mattress was Marcus 
North. He was in one of his bad spells 
and they put him in there and pushed 
his food under the door until he gets 
less violent. No furniture in the room 
and the mattress is on the floor so he 
shouldn't have a bed to break and use 
as a weapon." 

Trent thought a moment over what 
More had said. Haggerty did not wel
come questions about North, whereas 
he did not mind what was said about 
another inmate, Mrs. Pate. He had 
displayed this emotion before he 
showed More the cell where violent 
maniacs were put. That was worth a 
thought. Why, i f  he did not wish 
More, a person of no importance in so 
far as influence was concerned, to see 
North or ask about him, did he take 
him to the cell when he need not have 
offered more than an excuse ? 

" You have no proof that the man 
lying there was Marcus North." 

" Nothing except his word and I've 
proved him a liar. I made a note o f  
i t  because I thought i t  might be worth 
investigating. I was in his place last 
night. He has bought a house out
side Deerfarm by the depot and the 
gang meets there for poker. I had a 
bottle of your Scotch and he said to 
wait and not open i t  until the bunch 
was gone. You know me, 1.fr. Trent, 
I'm no drinker so that meant pretty 
well the whole quart for him. He can 
drink, believe me. While he was get
ting ice the phone rang and I answered 
it .  It was long distance from \iV orces
ter and the girl at this end wanted to 
be sure it was Big Haggerty. While 
I was saying I'd fetch him he came in. 
It's my belief he's a maniac." 

More rubbed his arm where Hagger-
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ty had gripped him. " He j ust threw 
me away from the phone and your bot
tle was knocked off the table. That 
made him madder than ever. I tell you, 
sir, he put me through the third degree 
and wanted to know if I knew who'd 
called and the number. I was mighty 
glad I didn't know. Then the way he 
talked to the operator was a scandal. 
Then he got my hat and coat and 
fairly threw me out. This morning he 
apologized and said he was drunk and 
that a man at \Vorcester who o"Yed him 
money had called him up. All the time 
he was apologizing he was looking hard 
at me. I wouldn't like to be a patient 
under him." 

" When a man behaves that '"'ay to 
me," Trent obsen·ed, " I  don't accept 
an apology very readily." 

" That's because you are a scrapper," 
More said. " I wasn't nry well pleased 
considering the money I 'd dropped to 
him and the three qua.rts he'd had from 
me of real stuff." More smiled a liftle. 
" I found the operator Haggerty had 
called down and she's had my special 
gi ft box of six pairs of stockings. A 
pleasant-spoken sensible young lady." 
More took out a scrap of paper. 
" That's the number that was trying 
to get Haggerty. He calls up every 
night. May be nothing in it, but I 
knew you like to know everything. It's 
a tnan." 

Trent smiled. 
" Fine," he cried. 
More was always to be depended on 

to remember things more brilliant mel) 
overlooked. " I 'd like to meet Hag
gerty. I want particularly to hear him 
talk. "  

· " I ' m  playing pool with him at 
seven," l\Jore said. " I f  you drop 
around and watch the tables the voice 
you hear above all others will be Big 
Haggerty. His brother don't say much 
and he'll be on duty." 

" All right," Trent said. " You won't 
recogni ze me, of course. I'd like to 
know one other thing. When does he 
have this nightly conversation with the 
man i n  worcester?" 

" Always at one A.  M. It's over in 
a few words. " 

" I  shall be passing Haggerty's house 
at one to-night. I want you to signal 
me when Haggerty hangs up. Prom
ise him another bottle." 

More never raised difficulties. " That 
ought to be easy. I'll come out on the 
porch and light a match. As a matter 
of precaution I'll light three at once 
so you'll see my face. That means 
okeh, he!s through." More hesitated 
a moment. " If there's likely to be � 
mix-up with Haggerty you'd better 
watch out. He was telling me some 6£ 
the tricks he has of  subduing them poor 
devils in there when they get violent. 
It made me sick to the stomach j ust 
l istening to him." 

" Thanks for the tip," Trent said. 
" I  may never have to speak to him. 
I am working on the flimsiest of ideas. 
I may be all wrong." He looked at 
More and the smaller man saw that 
adventure light in Trent's eyes. Trent 
knew more than he said. \V ell, More 
was not inquisitive. In due time he 
would be told. " I f  I do have occa
sion to talk with your friend Big Hag
gerty I don't think there'll be a great 
deal of risk involved." 

TO B E  C O N C L U D E D  

7 D  



Shadow of the Rope 

"A cop ? It's Hammett. He'a shot I "  

t:::'lJLLY fifty people must have witr 
,
nessed the prelude to the tragedy, 
for the light in that second floor 

window of No. 31 was brighter than 
showed in any other along the row, 
and the half-strangled and terror
shaken scream had come from some
where close behind it. 

" Bradley! For God's sake ! Do a't, 
Bradley, don't!" 

Then those two figures, sharp-etched 
in black on the yellow of the drawn 
shade ; after that the wilder cry, the 
crash of the gun and the muffled echo
ing thump of a heavy body on a hard 
floor. 

It Was an Open and Shut Mur
der Case Until Officer Hawley 
R ecalled He Was Once a K1d 

By Robert H. Rohde 

Up the block, on one of the crowded 
boardinghouse stoops, some one had 
been strumming a ukelele. The play
ing stopped abruptly. A breathless si
lence settled on the breathless summer 
night. 

On the steps of No. 38, diagonally 
across from the house of the brightly 
lighted window, two men who had 
been looking at a girl sitting between 
them leaped to their feet and stared at 
each other. 

" That's murder !" snapped Detective 
Sergeant William Brill. " A  job for 
me !" 

A flush came into the cheeks of the 
8 D  689 
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younger man who had been bidding 
against him for the girl's attention. It 
was just like Brill to point that dis
tinction for Mary Corcoran's benefit ; 
he never passed a chance to rub it in. 
He was a first-grade man, drawing top 
pay in the Detective Bureau, close to a 
lieutenancy. And Jim Hawley was a 
mere patrolman, a pavement-pounder, 
a wearer of the " harness "-one of 
the rankers that Brill liked to call " you 
guys with your brains in your feet." 

Hawley felt the flush, but he forced 
a grin. 

" There it  is for you, Bill," he said. 
" Go get it. I'll be behind you." 

Brill threw a hurried word to the 
girl : 

" Excuse, kiddo ! Business before 
pleasure !" 

It wasn't exactly necessary, so far 
as Hawley could see, that he should 
have drawn his gun there, before her. 
But he did, and flourished with a 
clatter down the steps. Jim Hawley, 
off duty and in civilian clothes, lingered 
a second. 

" Listen, Mary," he whispered 
urgently. " Get in the house, will you ? 
There may be-a gunplay. Leave it to 
us." He caught himself and swallowed 
hard. " I mean," he amended, " to 
Bill." 

He was halfway across the street 
when he eased his pistol in the service 
holster under the tail of his shiny 
serge coat, and Brill, ahead of him, was 
racing up the stoop of No. 3 I two 
steps at a time. 

Hawley stayed on the sidewalk be
low, an all-gone feeling at the pit o f  
his stomach. He wasn't afraid. o f  any
thing that might happen ; hadn't even 
thought of that. But to him there was 
something symbolic in Brill's swift 
ascent. 

It wasn't only the closed and cur-

tained door above that Brill was mak
ing for : it was his lieutenancy. Not 
discounting the nerve that he really 
had, good breaks had taken him up 
where he was. Now, first on the job at 
a killing, close enough by to collar the 
murderer red-handed, he was getting 
the breaks again. Give him this hot 
grab here, with a lieutenant's rank and 
a lieutenant's pay coming to reward it, 
and the race for Mary was <;>ver. Haw
ley couldn't see it any other way. He'd 
have to drop out ; let that be the proof 
of his love for her ; leave her for Bill. 

Looking up, he saw Brill's big hand 
at the bell-saw it come away as the 
front door, with a soft glow behind 
its curtains, was snatched open. A 
broad figure blocked the light. From 
the sidewalk, Hawley got an impres
sion of wild eyes in a round, red, be
wildered face. 

The red-faced man started back at 
sight of Brill's pistol and his flashed 
badge. 

" A cop ?" he croaked. " It-it's 
Hammett ! He's shot !" He drew a deep 
breath wheezily. " I'm Easler," he  
explained, as  i f  that guaranteed him. 
" Easler of the City Contracting Com
pany." 

" I get you," said Brill, but he still 
barred the way. 

· 

To Hawley the name meant some
thing too. Both names did. He could 
remember them coupled, years back, on 
building jobs all over town. There was 
a time when a man .couldn't walk a 
dozen blocks without seeing their signs 
-" Hammett & Easler, General Con
tractors." After that, for awhile, the 
signs put it : " City Contracting Com
pany, Successors to Hammett & Eas
ler. " John Easler, if he was that Easler, 
was a sure enough big shot. 

But Bill Brill wasn't handling the 
red-faced man with gloves. 
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" Where were you goin' in such a 

Jmrry ?" he demanded, stretching out 
a -detaining arm. 

" To find a policeman." 
" Yeah ?" said Brill. " Well, you've 

got one." Briskly he patted Easler's 
hips and his coat pockets. " No cannon 
on you, hey ? No ; there wouldn't he." 

The red face grew redder. 
" W -what d' you mean ? Say ! You 

don't think-" 
" Never mind what I think," 

grunted Brill. " You get back in the 
house while I have a look. Upstairs, is 
he ? And who is he, did you say ?" 

i• Hammett. Oscar Hammett, that 
used to be my partner. Yes--upstairs. 
In front.': 

Brill _ gave the stout man a push, 
straight-armed, that sent him back to 
the door through which he had just 
come. 

" Come along, Hawley !" he called ; 
and over Hawley's shoulder he cast a 
withering glance at the crowd of ex
cited stoop-sitters marshaled behind 
him. " Come in, and close the door 
on them rubber-necks." 

When the door was shut and the 
three of them stood under the hall 
light, Brill dropped his pistol out of 
sight. 

" Now, - Easler !" he· barked. " I  
know who you are, all right ; but that 
don't get you nothing-not now. If  
you didn't do  it, who did ? Tell me 
that ! And where is he ?" 

Wrath and a dawning fright had 
started perspiration in a beady deluge 
down the contractor's cheeks. 

" I don't know," he protested. " I 
didn't see anybody. Didn't think there 
was anybody in the house but Ham
mett and me. But somebody got him. 
I guess you heard." 

" I heard," Brill agreed grimly. " I 
wasn't more than a mile away, see ? 

And you're the only one I've _ �een 
comin' out. Shake a foot now ! Up
stairs ! Lead me to it !" 

The impact of  his staccato command 
carried Easler up a step or two. He 
stopped there and turned. 

" You're making a mistake, officer," 
he said. " Being hard-boiled like this 
-with me. You'll find it out." 

Then he began to climb again_, Brill 
at his heels, Hawley trailing. At the 
front of the second floor hall the door 
of a l ighted room stood open. Easler 
hung back and made way for Bril1 to 
pass him. 

" In there," he said with a shudder, 
and pointed. 

Brill walked into the room, but 
Hawley halted at the threshold. One 
glance at the figure prone and rigid on · 
the rug was sufficiently convincing. It 
had the posture and the immobility o f  
death. 

" He's done," Hawley said. " vVe'd 
better get busy, Bill, hadn't we ?-and 
see where our man got to ?" 

Brill's sidelong eyes mocked the sug
gestion, and so did the .fxaggerated 
seriousness with which he considered 
it. 

" You're a fast thinker, Hawley," 
he grinned. " If they knew their pine
apples they'd had you in the Detective 
Bureau long ago. Sure they would. 
They'd 'a' slung out some of us dumb
bells to make a place for you." He 
cast a quick glance about the room, 
marking an upset chair and a reading 
lamp overturned at the end of a table, 
and came back into the hall. " All 
right," he gibed. " It's a smart idea. 
You hang onto Mr. Easler here, Haw
ley, and I'll check up." 

He ran up the stairs to the floor 
above, and before a minute had passed 
was down again. 

" Nobody went out tha t  way, mis-
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ter," he informed Hawley, broad in 
his deference. " Not over the roof. 
The trap's locked on the under side. 
And, in case you might think that 
somebody jumped out one of the back 
windows-they're all locked, too." He 
passed down the hall and opened a 
door at its rear. " No ;  nobody hidin', 
either. Nobody in the closets, nobody 
under the beds." 

He vanished into the dark room, 
and lights presently flashed on to re
veal him trying windows. 

" All locked here, too, Hawley," he 
reported. " But I aim to satisfy. 
S'pose you want me to try downstairs ? 
And the basement and the cellar ?" He 
turned his grin on Easler. " How 
about :vou? Want me to keep on 

· huntin' ?" 
He started toward the entrance hall, 

beckoning Hawley to follow with the 
sweating and speechless contractor. 
Hawley, from the front hall, saw him 
trying windows again-heard him put
tering below afterward. 

When he returned he said nothing, 
but crinkles of malicious mirth were 
about his twinkling small eyes as he 
looked at Hawley and at Easler and 
picked up the telephone. 

" Sergeant Brill talking," he an
nounced when he had been connected 
with headquarters. " Just walked into 
something out here on Planton Street 
-No. 3 1 .  You hear me, captain ? 
It's Oscar Hammett's house, and he's 
been murdered. Yes ; that's what I've 
said. Sure, send the homicide squad
but, hell ! I've got their man !" 

He winked at Hawley as he hung 
up the receiver. 

" Don't that sound," he wanted to 
know, " as though you might be seein' 
me in church ?" 

Then, not expecting a reply, he 
wheeled on Easler. 

" It's all settled," said he, " but the 
warrant. The whole back of the house 
is locked tighter than a drum-locked 
from the inside. That's proof nobody 
went out the back way, and there's 
plenty witnesses besides me to swear 
that nobody left by the front. There 
was just you and Hammett in the 
house when he was bumped. And say, 
Mr. Easler : am I wrong, or ain't your 
first name Bradley ?" 

II 

TEN minutes later, when a Police 
Department car sounded its 
siren in front of No. 31 Planton 

Street, busy Sergeant Brill had a dozen 
witnesses corralled in Oscar Ham
mett's disordered " front parlor." 
Hawley and Easler were there, too. 

Hawley opened the front door to a 
gray mustached man in a square
blocked derby who brushed swiftly 
past him at sight of Brill in the hall 
beyond.. Four men of the homicide 
squad, close at the gray man's back, 
likewise piled in. 

Saluting, Brill addressed the leader. 
" The case is all cooked for you, In

spector Gregory," he said. " Ready to 
serve up on a silver platter. Hammett's 
upstairs. Want to see him first ?" 

Before the inspector had answered, 
a voice hailed him from the thronged 
parlor-and Hawley recognized the 
voice as Easler's, tremulous with relief. 

" Hello, Tom ! Glad to see you ! 
That's no lie !" 

Gregory straightened and stared. 
" Brad Easler ! \Vhat're you doing 

in this ?" 
Glaring at Brill, Easler jerked a 

thumb in his direction. 
" Ask him," he said savagely. " He 

thinks that he's got me arrested. " 
The inspector glanced sharply at 

Brill, who nodded. 
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" He was here alone with Ham

mett," he said succinctly. " And Ham
mett's dead. Shot through the head, 
inspector. Yes ; I'd call it an arrest !" 

Gregory frowned. 
" You don't often make mistakes, 

sergeant," he said, " but you'.re all 
wrong here. Mr. Easler and I have 
·been friends for years. I wouldn't be
lieve he'd shot anybody until he told 
me so himself." He walked to the con
tractor and put out his hand. " How 
about it, Brad ? What happened ?" 

Easler mopped his face with a jaunty 
handkerchief. 

" Your man," he said, nodding curt
ly toward Brill, " makes a lot out 
of the fact that Hammett shouted my 
name. Well, it's the truth. He did. But 
I don't see how anybody could hang 
me for that." 

Brill bared his teeth in an un
pleasant grin. 

"Maybe you don't-now," he re
marked. " Go  ahead, Easler. Tell In
spector Gregory the same story you 
told me. He's your friend, ain't he ? 
Let's see how it sets with him !" 

The inspector nodded encourage
ment. 

" Let's hear it, Brad," he said. 
" You were here visiting Hammett, 
were you ? First time in a blue moon, 
wasn't it ?" 

" In ten years," Easler told him. 
" In exactly ten years. Hammett called 
me up this afternoon-reminded me i t  
was just that long since we broke up 
the old partnership. He wanted me to 
come here to-night. Said he had some
thing to talk over with me. We made 

· an appointment for nine o'clock." 
" Check !" put in Sergeant Brill. 

" Anyway, inspector, it was just about 
nine when Easler got here. I was sittin' 
on a stoop over the way, and I 
noticed him ringin' the bell outside. 

He's got a shape to remember, ain't 
he ?" 

Gregory's gray eyes lingered for an 
instant on Brill, and the gleam in them 
was not wholly approving. 

" I'm listening to you, Brad," he 
said. " :rVIust have been a surprise to 
hear from Oscar Hammett." 

" It was," admitted Easler. " But 
it's a funny world. After all I've 
seen-" His eyes lifted to the ceiling. 
" \Nell, I came to call, anyhow. Even 
your Siberian wolfhound here agrees _ 
to that 

" I came to call ; and, far as I know, 
Hammett was alone in the house. He 
let me in himself. I didn't see anybody 
else, or hear anybody. I and Hammett 
set down together in this very room 
where we're standing. He was nervous 
-I can say that much. And he had 
liquor in him." 

" He would have," commented the 
inspector. " I've kept some track of  
him. What did he  want with you, 
Brad ?" 

Easler hesitated. 
" Why-why, that'd be pretty hard 

to answer. 
" Yeah !" came .a sotto voce echo 

from Brill. " Pretty hard is right !" 
" I mean," Easler went on hurried� 

ly, " that I never got it clear. While 
we sat down here, he just talked about 
how long it was since we'd seen each 
other, and all that. I played along with 
him, waiting for him to come to the 
point. 

" But he never got there. Maybe ten 
minutes after he let me in, or maybe 
fifteen, he got up and asked me i f  I 
minded being alone for a couple o f  
minutes ? He  wasn't worried about any
thing then, because he turned around 
after he was out of the door and 
grinned at me. 

" He went upstairs, and I heard him 
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moving right overhead, in the front 
room." 

" Sure it was him?" demanded Greg
ory hopefully. 

Easler blinked. 
" I never thought about it being 

anybody else." 
" 'vV e'll come back to that," observed 

Gregory with a quick nod. " And you 
sat tight down here, did you, Brad ?" 

" Until Hammett yelled, I did. 
That lifted me out of the chair like i t  
had been dynamite under me. I couldn't 
hear just what it was that he was 
shouting, but I could make out my 
name clear enough." 

He paused to mop at his sweaty face 
again, and Sergeant Brill dryly ad
dressed the company at large : 

" So could a lot of other people !" 
Easler passed the interruption. 
" He was yelling my name," he re

peated. " And his voice was enough to 
send a shiver through you. It  was like 
-like a man being murdered. I ran 
into the hall, and just as I started up
stairs there was a shot and something 
fell. I kept on going. 

" Oscar Hammett was in the front 
room on the second floor, stretched 
out, with a bullet in his head. I gave 
one look at him and started to find a 
cop. I f  ever I saw a dead man, i t  was 
Hammett."  

Inspector Gregory was looking past 
him. A youngish man with black
rimmed spectacles, who had driven up 
a moment after the arrival of  the police 
car, had poked his head in at the door. 

" Killed instantly, inspector," he 
said. " The gun wasn't more than a 
few inches from his head. That's about 
all I can tell you now." 

The inspector stared speculatively 
at Brill, although his question was 
directed- at E�sler. 

" You've heard the medica.l exam-

iner, Brad," he said. " And your guess 
was right, you see. And then you came 
straight downstairs, did you, and went 
to look for a policeman ?" 

" That's it." 
Brill, boldly holding the inspector's 

eyes, made himsel f heard once more. 
" Funny," he remarked, " that Easler 

thought he had to go out to get a cop."_ 
" ·what do you mean by that ?" 

snapped Gregory. 
" That it looked more to me like he 

was tryin' for a fast get-away. D'you 
see, inspector, there was a telephone in 
the hall !" 

Then Jim Hawley spoke. He had 
been listening in that stolid silence with 
which ordinary patrolmen, plain har
ness bulls with their brains in their 
feet, should properly attend conversa
tions between dignitaries of the detec
tive bureau. He hadn't meant to butt 
in-but, suddenly, involuntarily, there 
he was doing it. 

" And there was something else in 
the hall," said he. 

Gregory's eyes swung to him ; so did 
Brill's. 

" He's just a cop," Brill explained, 
scowling, " that happened to be with 
me. A uni formed man, off duty. I 
brought him over in case I'd need him." 

Swiftly the inspector sized up the 
accidental patrolman. 

" That looks,"  he decided, " as if i t  
might be  a head that you've got on 
your shoulder, officer. �Vhat else was 
there in the hall ?" 

" Mr. Easler's hat," said Jim. " It's 
still there, on the rack. That is, I guess 
the brown one's his. It's got the ini
tials ' B. E.' in it. And he was starting· 
out "·:thout it. It didn't seem to me 
that he could have meant to go far." 

The contractor flashed him a grate
ful glance. 

" That's right, Tom ! Maybe i f  I 
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said I didn't see the phone, or think of 
it, that might be hard Jor some people 
to believe. But it ought to mean some
thing that I didn't bother about my 
hat, either. Yes ; that bro\vn felt is 
mine." 

Gregory's relief was mani fest. 
" What's your name, officer ?" he 

asked. " Hawley ? 0. K., Hawley. It 
is a head !"  

Brill regarded Hawley without kind-
ness. 

" Hat or no hat, inspector," he said, 
" Easler's in this mess with both feet. 
You've got to look at the simple facts. 
There was only Hammett and Easler 
here. That's a cinch. The whole back 
of the place is buttoned up on the ir.
side, and that tells the story from that 
end. The same goes for the roof. The 
bolt is shot under the scuttle. :\s for 
the front-! and Hawley can tell you 
that nobody came out after the shoot
ing but Easler. And i f  our word ain't 
good enough, there's dozens of others 
can tell you the same." 

Gregory made a gesture of impa
tience. 

" You're careful, Brill," he said. 
" I'll agree that conditions are prob
ably as you say they are. But why are 
you so set on making murder out of 
it? Haven't you ever stopped to think 
that Hammett could have killed him
sel f ?" Gregory caught the medical ex
aminer's eye. " \Vhat do you say, Dr. 
Young ?" he asked. " Couldn't it have 
been suicide ?" 

The physician nodded. 
" I certainly wouldn't say it couldn't 

have· been, inspector. The bullet was 
fill'ed close up, as I've told you already. 
It entered the forehead, on the right 
side. It's probably not my province to 
remark that there are indications of a 
struggle up above." 

Gregory stiffened. 

" I  haven't been upstairs yet myself," 
he said. " \Vhat-" 

Brill eagerly anticipated the ques
tion. 

" A lamp and a chair upset, and a 
rug kicked up," he volunteered. " And 
that was more than I expected. It 
didn't last long." 

The inspector stared at him. 
" What do you mean, it didn't last 

long ?" 
" That's more fact. I saw the whole 

of it !" 
Easler's jaw dropped ; Gregory's 

went up at a sharp angle. Their voices 
were one : 

" Saw itt' 
Sergeant Brill folded his arms and 

impressively cleared his throat. 
" I saw it, Hawley saw it, and so 

did all these people sitting around here. 
I guess I could dig you up even more 
i f  I had to. You ought to know Pan
ton Street, inspector. Along this block 
they're boarding houses, mostly. And 
you know how boarding house 
crowds'll go for the stoops on a hot 
night. 

" I  and Hawley were paying a call 
ourselves. Vve've got a sort of mutual 
friend-a lady friend, see ?-that lives 
at No. 38. 'vVe were on her stoop. 
Just chinnin' along, you know. And 
then, all of a sudden, somebody starts 
yellin'. The noise came from over here, 
in No. 3 1 ." 

Gregory challenged that brusquely. 
" Aren't you guessing, sergeant ?" 
Brill shook his head. 
" Not a bit of it. It was Hammett 

yellin'. And he hollered out · Easler's 
name. That is, his first name. He was 
beggin' ' Bradley ' not to kill him." 

He glanced along the line of his wit
nesses for confirmation, and got it in 
a series of nods. Gregory's gray face 
tautened, and his eyes went to Easler's. 
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For the first time they expressed a 
· doubt. 

III 

BRILL allowed a pause to let one 
sensation sink in before proceed
ing to the next. Then he resumed : 

" There was a bright light upstairs, 
and the room it was in was where the 
hollerin' seemed to come from. The 
shade was down, but-" 

" Then you couldn't actually see any
thing ?" Gregory wanted to know, still 
covertly watching Easler. 

Brill grinned. 
" If you mean faces, no," said he. 

" But figures-yes ! They were be
tween the lamp and the window. They 
were as clear on the shade, almost, as 
I see you now against the light." 

Gregory's sharp chin went up again. 
u They?" 
" That's what I said-and that's the 

clincher, inspector ! There were two 
men in that room. And they were 
scuffiin'. I leave that to anybody. " 

He solicited further corroboratory 
nods, and was not disappointed. A 
thin-haired man spoke up : 

" That's the truth, inspector. I 
testify to it-and I was on the force 
once myself. There were two men· up
stairs in 1\o. 3 I .  Their shadows were 
on the shade. I just caught a flash of  
them, fighting ; saw one take a clip at 
the other. After that they got out of  
the line of the light, but it wasn't an
other second before the shot was fired." 

" It's right," some one else assented 
breathlessly. " Just what I saw !" 

Gregory took a cigar from his pocket 
and for a little ruminatively chewed its 
end. His shrewd eyes studied Brill's 
parked witnesses, and nowhere along 
the line of them could he discover dis
sent. He walked to Easler and dropped 
a hand on his thick shoulder. 

" Brad," he said gently, " it doesn't 
look so good. I know that Hammett 
has had it in for you all these years. 
I f  he got you here to trim you, if you 
had to let him have it to protect your
self, I want you to tell me." 

The color had drained from Easler's 
face, leaving it with a pasty and blotchy 
pallor. 

" They're all-crazy," he said un
steadily. " Trying to pin it on me ! I 
don't know any more than I told you. 
There wasn't anybody but Hammett in 
that room when I got up there. Maybe 
there had been somebody. Maybe it's 
fact what they say about seeing two 
shadows on the shade. But I can't say 
anything about that." 

Gregory stood away from him, 
searched his ashy face. 

" It's not so good," he repeated. 
" Look here, Brad ! You and I have 
been friends for a good many years. 
The best I could ever do for you 
wouldn't be too good. You know it. 
You've helped me when I needed help, 
and I'm not forgetting it. 

" But there can be times, Brad, when 
a man's best doesn't mean much. Times 
when he hasn't any choice. This is one 
of them. All I can advise you to do is 
come clean. And that's a friend's ad
vice, remember . . There's been a killing 
here, and I've got a policeman's duty 
ahead of me. No matter how it hurts, 
there's no getting away from it." 

Easler dropped into a chair, and 
threw out his hands. 

" I'm through," he said. " vVhat's 
the use of going all over it again ? 
You're as cuckoo, Gregory, as any of 
the rest of 'em. I don't know what 
it's all about. I didn't see anybody 
but Hammett in this house since I got 
here. I didn't see anybody coming in 
or anybody leaving, front or back. I 
didn't shoot Hammett. Didn't raise a 
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hand to him. When he was shot, I 
was sitting right in this same chair 
where I'm sitting now. If the back 
of the house is all locked, maybe no
body skipped that way. If a lot of  
people were watching the front and 
say that nobody went out-well, may
be nobody did. You'll have to figure 
it out for yourself. I'm licked !" 

Gregory sighed and shrugged, and 
turned to Brill. 

" I suppose, sergeant,"  he said stiffly, 
" that I ought to congratulate you on 
another piece of good work. Mr. 
Easler seems to be your prisoner. It's 
time, I think, to warn him that any
thing he says in regard to this matter 
may be used against him." 

Avoiding Easler's startled eyes, he 
passed a thin hand wearily over his 
forehead. 

" Now, Brill," he said, " we'll have 
a look upstairs. And you come along, 
too, Hawley !" 

IV 
A T the door of the l ighted room with .l"\. the drawn shade, Gregory stopped 

to ask a curt question : 
" Everything's been left the way i t  

was ?" 
" Exactly," said Brill. 
The spectacled medical examiner, 

who had followed them upstairs, an
swered with a nod. 

" Naturally," he said. " I opened 
the man's coat. That was all ."  

Gregory gnawed the dry cigar while 
his eyes roved. 

" Looks as i f  Hammett put up a 
fight," he observed. " See that lamp ?" 

Jim Hawley was looking at it. 
" Strong, isn't it ?" he asked. " It's 

a wonder the filament didn't break 
when it went over. I never saw one 
of those high-po,wer lamps that'd stand 
a lot of jar." 

Gregory, without comment, walked 
into the room and picked up the re
volver that lay beyond Hammett's 
sprawled feet. He held it close to the 
upset reading lamp. From the crowd 
on the sidewalk a strident voice came 
up as he bent to examine it : 

" Look ! The cops are up there now !" 
The inspector saw the shadow of his 

head on the shade, magnified to giant 
proportions. 

" That's how it was, eh ?" he mur
mured. He moved back out of the 
light stream, and turned the gun over. 
" Not a sign of a finger-print," he said. 
" The revolver won't tell us anything
unless we can trace it ." 

Sergeant Brill patted a complacent 
yawn. 

" Do we need to have it tell us any
thing, inspector ?" he queried. " Did 
you ever s.ee so many witnesses to a 
murder in your l i fe ? Or a case so 
open-and-shut ?" 

Gregory said nothing. He put down 
the gun carefully upon the exact spot 
where it had lain and picked up the 
pencil with which he had marked its 
proper place. A glint of white under 
Hammett's body caught his eye then. 
He stooped, and gingerly plucked at 
the edge of it. A moment a fterward 
he was by the lamp again, examining a 
rumpled silk handkerchief. 

" Now, that's sort .of funny," he re
flected, aloud. 

Hawley saw what he meant by that. 
The handkerchief was knotted at either 
end. He looked hard at it, and then 
harder still at the reading lamp, on its 
side at the near end of the mission 
table. 

" No !" he said suddenly. " It isn't ?" 
Gregory straightened and stared at 

him. 
" vVhat's that ?" he demanded. 

" What are you saying, Hawley ?" 
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Brill interpolated, severely : 
" Better keep your oar out, young 

£ella ! I guess the inspector can get 
along without your advice. I f  you 
don't think it's queer for anybody to 
knot up a handkerchief that way, that's 
no license for you to chip in." 

There was a strain of stubbornness 
in  Hawley. It came hotly to the sur
face. 

" I t's not so queer," he insisted, 
coloring as Gregory's eyes narrowed 
upon him. 

But the inspector wasn't rebuking 
· him with that steady regard ; his mind 
had flashed back to the incident of  
Bradley Easler's hat-to his observa
tion that what Hawley's shoulders sup
ported was a human, reasoning head. 

" Why isn't it queer ?" he presently 
wished to be told. 

Jim Hawley, so swiftly and directly 
caught up, had an impulse to temporize. 
He looked away toward the lamp and 
blinked in its glare. Was somebody, 
pretty soon, going to be telling him lie 
was crazy ?" 

" I mean," he said lamely, " it  is and 
i t  isn't. If i t  was just the handker
chief, maybe I wouldn't have thought 
anything. But-take that lamp there, 
now !" 

Gregory transferred his stare to the 
lamp . . -

" Well ?" His  voice was crisp. 
" It's a reading lamp," said Hawley. 
Brill burst into an explosive and un-

complimentary laugh. 
" That's keen ! Goes . to show you, 

inspector, that we've got a lot of talent 
harnessed up in the precincts ! Haw
ley's found out that it's a reading lamp ! 
Can you beat him ?" 

Gesturing Brill to silence, Gregory 
popped out another, " 'vV ell ?" 

Hawley squared his shoulders and 
hi� jaw. 

" There's something funnier about 
the lamp than about the handkerchief," 
he asserted doggedly. " Could a man 
read under a light like that without 
being blinded ? It's a hundred-watt 
bulb, inspector ! There it is, marked on 
it. The glare of it off a book or paper 
would start your eyes watering in a 
j iffy. Nobody'd use more than a sixty
watt lamp for reading, at the outside.'' �r:gory nodded absently. Brill was 
grmnmg. 

" You must burn better than a hun
dred watts yourself, under your hat, 
Hawley," he sneered. " But what's the 
lamp got to do with the handkerchie f ?  
What has. watts got to do with knots ?" 

Hawley wheeled on him, his eyes 
blazing. 

" Don't you remember anything at 
all," he demanded, " from the days 
when you were a kid ? Didn't you 
ever-" 

Again Brill laughed, and the sneer 
was caught up in the laugh, giving a 
cutting edge to it. 

" Hey !" he cried. " What's that got 
to do with-anything ?" 

With an effort, Hawley caught back 
two things that had been ready to slip. 
One was the latter part of an uncon'l
pleted question, the other a right fist 
that ached for contact with Brill's s�r
donic mouth. But his defy was out be
fore he could check it. 

" I'll show you !" 
There were danger signals in his 

eyes, and Brill did not misread them. 
H e  looked away to Gregory, who asked 
quietly : 

" What do you mean, Hawley ? 
vVhat'll you show ?" 

Hawley drew a deep breath, and 
caught up the challenge. 

" Just what happened up here," said 
he. " My idea of it, anyhow." 

Again Gregory was studying him. 
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" Go ahead," he invited shortly. 
But Hawley shook his head. 
" I . can't do it ; not with both of you 

here," he demurred. 
" There's nerve !" gasped Brill. 

" What the hell d'you think you're 
pulling ?" 

Gregory rubbed his chin. 
" I don't understand," he admitted. 

" I f  you think you've got something to 
show us, Hawley, let's see it-in a hur
ry. We'll have the reporters here in a 
couple more minutes." 

" I  know," Hawley said. " But this 
i;; something I've got to do my own 
way. Or else it  won't mean anything. 
You've got to leave me alone here." 

" And-us ?" 
" I want Brill to go over and sit 

where he was-on the stoop of No. 38. 
If it's just the same, inspector, I'd like 
to have you alongside him. Just sit 
there-and watch !"  

Brill held up his  hands. 
" J eez !" he ejaculated. " If that 

ain't brass ! How long is it, inspector, 
since you took orders from a rookie 
patrolman ?" 

Gregory's gaze bathed him with a 
cold light. It was only a straw-but 
he grasped at it for his sinking friend. 

" I haven't been so long in the de
partment myself, sergeant," he said, 
"that I'm sure there isn't anything left 
for me to learn. As for Hawley's 
proposition, I 'm ready to be shown. 
\ Ve'll stroll across the street together, 
Brill, i f  you don't mind. Where did 
you say you wanted us, Hawley ? On 
the stoop of  No. 38 ?" 

v 

MARY CORCORAN was over 
there, watching No. 3 1  with 
strained eyes, \Yhen Sergeant 

Bill Brill came back to her. Just as he 
had gone, he returned-with a swag-

ger. But now it was not a pistol he 
flourished, but a police inspector. 

" This is  my boss, kiddo," he said. 
" Inspector Gregory, meet Miss Cor
coran. She's my extra special." 

The girl took the inspector's thin 
hand, and by her speech betrayed how 
l ittle she knew of the department. 
\Vhat she said-and warmly, too
was : 

" Then I suppose you know J im 
Hawley, Mr. Gregory !" 

Brill frowned, but the inspector 
smiled. 

" I've just had the pleasure of meet
ing him," he replied. " An enterprising 
young man." 

His gaze wandered over the way. 
and discovered the head of the enter
prising young man poking from the 
brightly-lighted second floor window 
of No. 3 1 .  

" Set ?'' called Hawley. 
" \Ve're here." 
Mary Corcoran gasped. 
" It's Jim ! He's in that room where 

the man was killed !" 
And then she was on her feet, 

screaming. \Vhat had happened twen
ty minutes ago was being repeated. A 
wild, horror-filled shout was echoing 
along the street. 

" Bradlc:y !  For God's sake ! Don't, 
Bradley, don't !" 

" Help him !'' cried Mary CO<coran. 
" The murderer's come back, and he's 
after Jim ! Look, look !" 

Black shadows were again on the 
yellow shade, the swollen shadows of 
two men struggling behind it. 

Brill's eyes popped. He jumped up, 
his hand swinging automatically to his 
hip. But the shadows had vanished 
then. There was a whir, and a sharp 
crack. 

The crack wasn't another pistol shot ; 
the yellow shade had been yanked and 
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let go smacking onto its roller. Jim 
Hawley leaned out the window. 

" A one man show !" he called across 
the street. " How was it, Inspector 
Gregory ?" 

Gregory was already on his way 
over. He pushed into No. 3 I and ran 
up the sta irs. Hawley met him at thei r  
head. He had the knotted handker
chief in his hand. 

" The knots were the giveaway," 
said he. " They made the shadows of 
the two heads. Maybe Bill Brill doesn't 
remember being a kid, inspector-but 
don't you ? Don't you remember mak
ing shadowgraphs between a strong 
light and a screen ? Just with your 
fingers you could make a lot of things. 
Horses and dogs and elephants and 
churches. And i f  you tied knots in a 
handkerchief-say, couldn't you put on 
a first-class battle ?" 

A roar e9caped Gregory-a roar o f  
appreciation and relief. H e  went down 
the stairs with a rush, burst into the 
parlor where Easler sat among the 
hostile witnesses. 

" Brad !" he shouted. " You're clear ! 
It was a last dirty trick that Hammett 
tried to put up on you. He'd got ready 

finally to bump himself off-and he 
thought he'd leave you to swing for it. 
That's what he'd been scheming these 
ten years toward, planning a red an
niversary !" 

He whirled around and caught Jim 
Hawley's arm ; whispered energetically 
to him. Then he lashed out at Brill. 

" You're a good man, sergeant," he 
wound up. " I'd be the last to say you 
weren't. But there's such a thing as 
being too anxious to force a collar. 
You're inclined to be that way, some
times. Sometimes your brains are in 
your feet !" 

Hawley didn't hear that. Already 
he was sitting on a straw mat on the 
steps of No. 38, holding hands !vith 
Mary. 

" Luck !" he exulted. " To-morrow 
I go into the detective bureau as a sec
ond grade sergeant. Pop Gregory says 
so, and he never breaks his word. Know 
what it means, Mary ? A jump of a 

thousand a year ! Now I can say the 
word !" 

The girl's eyes were starry. 
" Why didn't you say it a long time 

ago, Jim ?" she wanted to know. " Ain't 
!-working ?" 

.. 

.l$ __ _ 

Clancy's bride was bought and paid for, but it was a bad bargain he got. 
Read this  puzzling murder mystery in next week's issue of DETECTIVE FICTION 

WEEKLY-" The Alibi Bride," by John L. Tiernan. 



Liverpool Jack 
A True Story 

When the Two Best Sleuths of the Tenderloin Go to 
Public School the Underworld Learns a Thing or Two 

By Charles Somerville 

His own lamp showed a tall man with a gray mustache 

IF there were ever two vexed, ir- pockets, lots of jewelry on their per
ritated, bothered, worried and sons. It becomes, therefore, a Mecca 

. chagrined man-hunters they were for all the experts of crookdom. A 
Detectives Ed Burgess and John Fitz- detective in that district has his work 
patri.ck of the New York force on a cut out for him ,.,.or king his wits 
certain night back in 1 9 1 2 ! against the razor-edged ingenuities of  

These two were, at the time, the star the fastest criminal performers on 
sleuths of the branch bureau of head- earth. 
quarters established at the West Forty- Working together, Burgess and 
Seventh Street station, in the heart of Fitzpatrick had achieved an imposing 
New York's new " Tenderloin " dis- record for difficult cases well handled. 
trict, known also . as the Great White They had solved several very knotty 
Vvay and the " Roaring Forties." It mysteries and bagged many dangerous 
draws vast crowds from all over the criminals. They had sent the vicious 
nation and from all over the world- " One-Eye " Lynch, otherwise known 
people with lots of money in their as " The Eel," to the electric chair 
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after long and implacable pursuit. 
They had taken the million-dollar thief 
of the American Bank Note Company 
affair. They successfully laid the 
mysterious crime of tire murder of  
the West Side philanthropist saloon
keeper, " Paddy the Priest " at the 
door of " Happy Jack " Halloran, and 
sent him to the chair for it. They had 
pursued the youthful thug and plun
derer known as " The Crusher," and 
closed the bars of prison upon him for 
a long stretch of years. They had 
landed " Stutters," a wizard at bur-
glary, n o t o r  i o u _s '-' dinner " and 
" theater " -thief, who pillaged the 
homes of wealthy New Yorkers o f  
more than a quarter of  a million dollars 
before Burgess and Fitzpatrick got a 
chance at him. They had raided and 
routed the thieves' resort of " Scuslf" 
Thomas, fence and gtmman, who him
self was in the end " taken for a ride •• 
in New Jersey by fellow desperadoes. 
On the. tiny clew offered by the scratch 
on the side of a stolen gem they had 
stopped an up-State society woman 

· in the beginning of a career as a jewel 
thief. 

But the Law, in its pursuit of male
factors, frequently gets some hard 
bumps itself. 

Burgess and Fitzpatrick had been 
long organizing a corps of tipsters, or 
" stool pigeons," working underground 
in the underworld. All detectives must 
establish such liaisons with the secret 
lanes, byways and resorts of crime i f  
they are to b e  successful in their 
careers. These two detectives had dis
played fine tact and ingenuity in play
ing one crook off on another while 
maintaining friendly and confidential 
relations with both. Important as had 
been many of their captures after the 
commissions of crimes, even more im
portant had been their ability to nip 

numerous criminal projects in the bud. 
And it was when bent on such a task 

that from one of their secret sources 
of information came news of - an im
pressively dangerous mating up of 
three <:ertain criminals for the purpose 
of bank robberies by safe breaking. 

" Bugs " Reilly, they learned, was 
one of them. But Bugs was the smallest 
of the game. He was little more than a 
stripling in years. He was no " touch 
system " adept, or expert in the use of  
the explosives employed in- the crash
ing of the heavy steel doors of bank 
vaults and safes. Bugs would rank as 
not much more than a "' lobbiegow," 
an errand runner, a lookout on the job 
during its performance and a " toter of 
the tools." 

But another member of the combina
tion was to be " Connecticut Blackie " 
Blake. That was very different. Very. 
Blackie had done several prison 
stretches to be sure, but he bad left a 
trail of smashed bank vaults from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, and from 
Canada to Mexico, and even in Mexico 
itself. He was a yogi among yeggs. 
Expert, daring, reckless in the use of  
gat or rod when cornered. 

Big game as Blackie Blake was, big
ger yet, however, would be the capture 
of the third member of the mob, if it 
might only be achieved. This would . 
be the leader beyond doubt-the 
master mind truly. To bag Liverpool 
Jack 'vValsh wouldn't be merely a 
feather in  a cop's cap--it would be a 
plume, and a red one at that. 

For Liverpool Jack had a reputation 
as a highly skilled safe-breaker that 
was world-wide. The very neatness 
and precision and swiftness with which 
he handled his steel tools and ex
plosives left his trade-mark indelibly 
on all his jobs. He had robbed banks 
in the United States, · England, Bel-
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gium, Holland, France, Austria, Italy, 
India, Australia, China and several of 
the nations of South America. He 
had " done time," as had Connecticut 
Blackie Blake, but more sparingly, in 
very small degree, indeed, considering 
the large number of his depredations, 
the riches he had taken in plunder. His 
greatest disaster had befallen him in 
Australia. There Liverpool Jack was 
taken red-handed and meted an eight
year term which he was compelled to 
serve to the bitter end. 

As his criminal moniker or alias in
dicates, he was of English birth. His 
Rogues' Gallery picture, long a vain 
exhibit in that of New York head
quarters, displayed a well-featured, re
fined countenance. One examined it 
without reward for any of the asym
metries of eye and mouth and eyebrows 
exploited by the Lombroso. There was 
a well-shaped, high forehead, evenly 
and widely set, keen, rather large eyes ; 
a high-bridged nose in no way aslant ; 
a firm jaw, but not outstandingly large, 
a full, finely molded chin. A gray mus
tache concealed his mouth. Further 
description stated that he was tall and 
rather heavily built. He was getting 
along in years at the time Detectives 
-Burgess and Fitzpatrick turned their 
attention to him. Computed from the 
Headquarters Identification Bureau's 

· record, Liverpool Jack was then past 
his fifty-sixth year. 

It will be seen then that if Con
necticut Blackie was a yogi among 
yeggs, Liverpool Jack Walsh was the 
Grand Guru himself. 

Burgess and Fitzpatrick were hot to 
land him. No lion or tiger hunters ever 
experienced keener fever of the chase. 

They began a patient, tireless espion
age of the movements of Liverpool 
Jack, Connecticut Blackie and their 
satellite, Bugs Reilly. They trailed 

them from different criminal " hang
outs " west of Broadway day on day, 
but without more result for several 
weeks than to learn the situation of  
the obscure hotel "vhere Connecticut 
Blackie and Bugs \vere living, and to 
shadow Liverpool Jack to an apart
ment in the upper Eighties, where he 
lived with his wife and a son about ten 
years old. He was · evidently in funds. 

The apartment house where he lived 
was of a class commanding a monthly 
rental of at least one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars. He dressed very 
well himself, his wife wore fashionable 
attire, and their little son was equally 
well cared for. Liverpool Jack, how
ever dangerous he might be to society 
at large, was a good family man. Cer
tainly he was tremendously fond of  
h i s  little son, spending hours at  play 
with him along Riverside Drive daily 
before joining up with his newly 
adopted partners, Connecticut Blackie 
and Bugs Reilly, at the thieves' resorts 
further down town. 

Detective work in large part is 
dreary business. It is very much of  
a waiting game. He who cannot school 
himself to infinite patience would find 
the profession intolerable. Only the 
big game hunter can have a sym
pathetic understanding of the fascina
tion of the work which keeps a spirit 
of eagerness awake in man-hunters 
through long, monotonous sterile 
periods of watchful waiting. 

In this case there was six weeks o f  
it, day and night, before action came. 

Burgess, shadowing the hotel where 
Connecticut Blackie and Bugs Reilly 
lived, saw Bugs leaving it one after
noon about four o'clock. Blackie ac
companied him as far as the lobby. 
Burgess noted that the older crook's 
words at the parting were swiftly and 
decisively spoken. What interested the 
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detective even more was that which tried the catch, and smiled. The bag 
dangled from Bugs's right hand. was open ! Greater his satisfaction 
Dangle is hardly the word. It was a when full confirmation of his deduc
satchel of costly black leather, and it tion presented itself. Brace and bit, 
hung heavily. In fact, its weight caused hammer and chisel, soap and " soup " 
him to put it down on the floor until -nitro-glycerine-in vials in sufficient 
Blackie's talk ended. When he picked quantity to wreck the entire railroad 
the satchel up again it required a sturdy station i f  it exploded-he found in 
heft of his shoulders to lift it. And Bugs Reilly's bag. But the vials were 
Bugs lost no time in engaging a taxi packed well in pads of cotton and 
on leaving the hotel. In another cab waste, so that Burgess had no misgiv
Burgess, of course, followed. The ing in allowing them to remain where 
trip ended at the depot of the Dela- they were. 
ware, Lackawanna and Western Rail- Trailing Bugs back to his New York 
road. There Bugs made straight for the hotel, Burgess sent swift word to Fitz
parcel room, heaved the heavy satchel patrick, watching Liverpool Jack at 
on the counter and checked it. He his uptown home. He left Flaherty at 
made no purchase of a railroad ticket the hotel long enough to get Fitz
at the time, but ·returned again by patrick on the secret wire of the branch 
ta..-xi to the hotel. bureau at the West Forty-Seventh . 

In following Bugs, Burgess had not Street station by means of  the police
left Blackie unwatched. Detective man on post in the vicinity of Liver
Charles Flaherty remained to hold pool Jack's apartment. 
Blackie under espionage. When Bugs " Looks like a job to-night, Fitz," 
rejoined his pal, Burgess consigned he said, " so don't let Liverpool slip 
the two of them to Flaherty and re- you. Bugs checked a safe-breaking kit 
turned to the Delaware, Lackawanna over at the Delaware and Lackawanna 
and Western Railroad station and to this afternoon. Yes-sure. He left it 
the package room. There a show of  his unlocked and I got a good full peek 
shield quickly obtained him the priv- into it. All the works there. No, I 
ilege of  examining the bag Bugs had don't know where they fix to pull the 
deposited there. He shook it and the job. He didn't buy any ticket. But 
jangle of metallic contents gave him a Flaherty and I have got both Blackie 
thrill. A kit of burglar tools doubtless. and Bugs covered down here. I'm only 
The newly formed trio, with the guessing that it's to-night they are fix
masterful Liverpool Jack in command, ing on. But it looks good. He'd hardly 
were, in all probability, planning an be taking the tools to leave in a public 
out of town trick. checking room for any length of time. 

He wished he might look into the I'd say they meant to use 'em right 
bag and confirm the ring of metal away. Well, keep your eyes on Liver
that had come out of it. But he dared pool." 
not tamper with the lock, he figured. Shortly after eight o'clock that night 
It would advertise to Bugs of a cer- Bugs Reilly again left the hotel. Bur
tainty that strange hands had been gess, of course, went after him. Again 
upon his possession. Still, there was Bugs taxied to the Delaware, Lacka
the possibility that the bag hadn't been wanna and Western Railroad station. 
locked. It was worth testing. Burgess This time he made for the ticket office 

8 D  
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and bought a ticket. He consulted the 
station clock, comparing it with his 
watch, and apparently decided there 
was ample time left in which to board 
his train, for he went to a newsstand 
and began looking over the magazines. 

When Burgess was certa-in Bugs was 
taking no further interest in the ticket 
window he made his own appearance 
there and quickly elicited, by describ
ing the purchaser, that Bugs had 
bought a ticket for the fashionable 
autumn and winter resort of Lake
wood, New Jersey. He promptly sup
plied himself with a ticket to the same 
place. Bugs waited till within a few 
minutes of train time before present
ing his check and recovering the kit 
of vault-cracking tools. Bugs traveled 

- high, having a conductor assign him to 
_ a Pullman seat when he boarded the 

train. 
Burgess, who couldn't be sure that 

he may not have been pointed out as 
a detective to Bugs by some fellow 
crook at one time or another, dared not 
engage for himself the same luxury. 
He rode in the common smoker. 

There were many stops, and, of 
course, at each he alighted from the 
train to see that Bugs didn't steal a 
march on him in that way. Especially 
was he careful to do this, for it is an 
old trick of criminals to get off a train 

· at a station before or a station beyond 
a town or city in which they mean to 

. commit a crime. This is done for the 
purpose of beclouding possible identi
fication by trainmen. Criminals travP!
ing in pairs or trios or quartets 
frequently get off at different stations 
so that they will not be grouped in the 
mind's eyes of conductors and brake
men. 

But Bugs tried no tricks. At least, 
not ori the journey to Lakewood. He 
rode the full length o f  the ride. And 

g D  

Burgess, elation still running high, 
loitered after him as he left the station. 
It was not policy to place himself too 
closely at the heels of his quarry, of 
course. He allowed Bugs a good two 
to three hundred feet of leeway ahead. 
But as Burgess came to a crossing ill
luck suddenly befell. Four huge lorries 
headed with milk for New York hove 
around a turn and halted Burgess 
while Bugs had escaped the delay. 

When the lorries passed Bugs was 
gone ! 

This way and that Burgess looked, 
hurrying his steps, but man and bag 
had completely disappeared. Burgess 
ran from block to block peering down 
the side streets. No Bugs ! 

And yet, supposing that Bugs knew 
he was being followed, supposing 
Burgess had been identified as a de
tective to Bugs and that Bugs had 
caught sight of him at the Delaware, 
Lackawanna and Western Railroad 
station, or on the train, Bugs 
could not have done any tall 
running himself, burdened as he 
was with a bag full of heavy steel in
struments and hampered as well by the 
caution the presence of nitro-glycerine 
in the kit made imperative. The im
plements themselves were all securely 
held in the bag by strap insets, but 
there was the danger of a trip and fall 
as he ran. 

Burgess then became certain that i f  
Bugs had gone ahead h e  must have 
caught up to him. Somewhere between 
the station and the place he now stood 
Bugs must have picked a place of con
cealment. It was possibly a pre
arranged place of hiding in some 
saloon near the station. 

So the detective went back over the 
ground he had already covered. There 
were several saloons and lunch places 
in the vicinity of the depot, but these 
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he looked into without result. Bugs 
had evaporated. Somewhere in the im
mediate neighborhood, Burgess then 
bethought him, the mob might have a 
local accomplice and that to his flat or 
house Bugs had gone awaiting the ar
rival of his masters, Liverpool Jack 
and Connecticut Blackie. 

Somewhat was Burgess's chagrin 
ameliorated by the thought of the last 
two criminals being securely under 
the espionage of his side-kick, Fitz
patrick, aided by Flaherty. After all, 
what was there to worry about ? Bugs 
was only the underling, the toter of the 
tools. The expert, the actual perform
ers, had to get on the job before any
thing could happen, any crime be com
mitted. Fitzpatrick and Flaherty wouid 
be on the heels of the adepts, and this 
would lead them to the place where 
Bugs was to make rendezvous with 
them, the place to which he had so 
suddenly and blankly disappeared. His 
own job would be to pick up Fitz
patrick and Flaherty. He and Bugs had 
arrived on the next to the last train 
which would come to Lakewood that 
night. They had got in at eleven ; 
there'd be another train at midnight. 

But it was doubtful if Liverpool 
Jack and Blackie would use the rail
road. Rather, they v,:ould come in a 
car, because they would reckon an auto
mobile as their swi ftest manner of 
escape after a robbery. His deduction 
as to a motor car "vas quite correct. 
But as for the rest ! The rest was 
entirely another story. 

Fitzpatrick had the satisfaction of 
trailing Liverpool Jack, making a bee
line-as nearly as possible in a taxi
for Blackie's hotel. Blackie was await
ing him in the lobby, cap and overcoat 
on, waiting to go. No time was lost in 
starting when Liverpool Jack arrived. 
Outside there sat a little ferret-faced 

fellow at the wheel of a big, eight
cylindered motor car, not too new nor 
conspicuous, but a machine of fine 
lines and in fine condition, as the de
tectives were soon to find out. 

It was apparent the crooks did not 
think they were being spied on, for the 
car was parked directly in front of the 
hotel, and Liverpool Jack and Blackie 
did not so much as cast a glance over 
their shoulders to see if any one was 
noting their entrance to the machine. 

To this day Detective John Fitz
patrick, and Detective Charles Flaherty 
and Ed Burgess, too, for that matter, 
would dearly like to learn the identity 
of that little, ferret-faced chauffeur ! 

He didn't, on this night, at once show 
his stuff. The detectives in the high
powered car which Flaherty had plant
ed on a side street near the hotel, had . 
no trouble in keeping the other in sight. 

But, it is to be remembered, in those 
days there was no automobile tunnel 
connecting New York and New Jersey. 
The detectives had, perforce, to run 
their car onto the same ferryboat which 
carried the crooks across the North 
River to the Jersey shore. The slei.tths 
drove their car on last so that there 
were several vehicles between them and 
the crooks' car which had been the first 
to slide over the gangplank and upon 
the ferryboat. · · · 

On leaving the ferry the crooks gave 
no evidence that the detectives had been 
recognized as fellow passengers aboard 
the ferry. They probably had not. For 
no effort was made by the car ahead 
that might be taken to mean an attempt 
to shake off pursuers. But some time 
between leaving the ferry and Jersey 
City and about five miles out of New
ark-when truly rural sections were be
ginning to be traversed-discovery of 
pursuit was certainly made by Liver
pool Jack's conveyance. 
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It was then the little ferret-faced 

chauffeur began to " do his stuff." An 
amazingly intimate knowledge of the 
New Jersey roads he soon displayed, 
not only of the highways, but of all 
the byways. H e  snaked in and out of 
remote dirt roads and throl.tgh wood
land roads no \�icier than lanes. He 
had the police chauffeur in the car fol
lowing dazed and wall-eyed in an ef
fort to figure his moves and keep tfie 
car in sight. Frequent halts had to be 
called while the detectives alighted and 
made out the freshest of ' the tire tracks 
ahead. And finally the little man at 
the wheel of the crooks' car completely 
outwitted and outgeneraled the driver 
of the car )>ehind. What the crooks' 
helmsman didn't know of New Jersey 
roads could be fully j otted on a thumb 
:nail. He lost the police car so far off 
the beaten roads that it took the detec
tives nearly an hour at that time of 
night to get the information that set 
them once more on the right highway 
for Lakewood. 

Approaching the resort city, they 
slowed the car to reconnoiter. They 
were by no means despairing of a cap
tur� yet. 

" They were wise that they were 
being followed," said Fitzpatrick, " but 
not untir after we followed them out 
of i-iew York. But they are not wise 
that we know where they are heading 
for-that we have the dope that their 
job is to be at Lakewood. They think 
they've lost us and will go ahead witli 
the business. But I think we ought to 
park the car and do the rest of it 
around the town on foot. The sound 
of another automobile burring around 
the streets here at this hour of the 
night "-it was nearing two o'clock in 
the morning-" would be all the warn
ing they'd need to figure that we were 
:\Vise to Lakewood, too. 

" Besides, there's Burgess on the job. 
They are bound to meet Bugs with the 
tools. And Burgess has Bug5 in sight. 
He'll be on deck when Bugs meets 
Liverpool and Blackie. Their arrival 
will tell him we must be somewhere 
around and, anyway, i f  he spots them 
enter the bank he has only to get the 
Lakewood police busy and make the 
bag. So it's not so bad after all. "  

This burst of  optimism had no more 
than passed the , lips of Fitzpatrick 
when a voice called from behind a tree 
on the highway, the car having come 
to a complete halt : 

" Hey, Fitz !" 
" Good ! There's Burgess now !'' said 

Flaherty. 
" Hello, Ed !" said Fitzpatrick. 

" Maybe we're not glad to see you ! 
Lost our guys !" 

" You did ?" 
" Yes. They had a trick chauffeur 

that knew all kind of funny things 
about the New Jersey roads. It was 
like following a pinwheel-or trying to. 
But where did they show up at ? Where 
did you trail Bugs ? Are they together 
now ? Maybe we're just in time-hey ? 
Have they started their job ?" 

" Search me!" 
" T¥hat!" 
" Lay off yelling like that," said 

Burgess, " or they'll hear you if  it's in 
Atlantic City. They lost you. Bugs 
lost me! That's the sad story. Don't 
take it too hard." 

Groans chorused from the car. 
" \,Yell, i f  Bugs got wise to you, they 

got wise to us," said Fitzpatrick, " so 
I guess it's all off for the night." 

" No," said Burgess, " I don't think 
Bugs got wise to me at all. He never 
by the least action betrayed that he 
was. It was simply that damn string 
of lorries that stopped me in my tracks. 
But it was for hardly more than a 



'708 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

minute. I didn't think it worth while 
running around behind them because I 
didn't want to hang too close to Bugs, 
of course. But when they had passed 
-no Bugs. It's simply that wherever 
he was bound for must have been near 
the depot and he disappeared into it. 
But I've looked into every dump in the 
neighborhood and watched every house 
and not one of those showed a l ight. 
So then I figured they'd be along in a 
car as we had doped it out and you'd 
be a fter them and, of course, that 
woul� lead you to Bugs and all would 
turn out fine." 

" Did you see anything that looked 
like them ?" 

" I didn't have any idea what they 
looked like, did I ?  I didn't know what 
make of car they'd have. There \Yere 
two or three hundred cars moving 
along this road until about an hour 
ago." 

" Sure-that's true enough," ad
mitted Fitzpatrick. " But the main 
thing is that you are pretty certain 
Bugs didn't suspect he was being fol
lowed !" 

" I am," asserted Burgess. 
" Then perhaps we are still in l ine. 

For Liverpool and Blackie are certain 
they shook us and if Bugs doesn't say 
he was followed here, they'll go aheaa. 
We'll park the car up that side road 
and hit down into the business sections 
where the banks would be."  

" That's a hunch !" agreed Burgess. 
Which is what they did. 
Lakewood boasts several banks. The 

Ne,v York detectives found them and 
their vaults and their watchman all in
tact. 

In the vicinity of Lakewood are the 
estates of many wealthy men-some 
the mansions of the fabulously wealthy. 
So the detectives telephoned a warning 
to the State Police headquarters. Prob-

ably one of these modern palaces was 
the golden " rarebit " the mob was 
after. 

Then a hunch hit Burgess. 
" By God ! The post office !" 
" Liverpool Jack never played one in 

his li fe," protested Fitzpatrick. 
" No-but Connecticut Blackie has. 

It's been his principal lay." 
" That's right. A post office would 

be soft for Liverpool, too. No harm 
to look." 

No outward sign of depredation 
could be seen at the post office. But 
the Lakewood police chief at word 
from the New York detectives as to 
the distinguished character of the 
criminal visitors to his city, soon had 
the doors of the institution open. And 
the inquirers ·were a minute later gaz:.. 
ing at the wreck of a big safe. Aroused 
from sleep, the distraught postmaster 
was soon computing the loot up to at 
least thirty thousand dollars. 

" Fast work !" grunted Fitzpatrick. 
" Under o11r noses, Fitz ! I've a 

blamed good mind to resign overnight. 
Lord, what a kidding we are in for 'all 
around-newspapers, headquarters-:-" 

" Lay off the wailing ! \Ve're not 
dead yet. Back to New York for us 
as fast as the car can take us. They'll 
head for :!\ ew York sure. I'll bet if we 
work fast enough we can hop back to 
New York and pick Liverpool Jack out 
of the hay in his West Side fiatT' 

" There's a chance," put in Flaherty. 
" Let's get a move on !" • . 

It was something after five o'clock 
in the morning when the police cal" slid 
up in front of the apartment house 
where Liverpool Jack with his wife and 
small son had been making his home. 

The first move there would be to 
awaken the superintendent or janitot 
for admission quietly to the apartment 
o f  Liverpool ·Jack. Flaherty mean- , 
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while was despatched to the street in 
the rear of the apartment to gain en
trance to the backyards there and guard 
the fire escapes of the Liverpool Jack 
· apartment house. 

But the detectives did not have to 
awaken the superintendent. On the 
first touch of the bell, he was at tfie 
door, eyes glaring with anger, hair 
mussed, suspenders of his trousers 
drawn over his pyjama jacket. 

" Say, what the hell's the matter with 
people to-night ?" he demanded. " I 
j ust manage to get back to bed when 
along comes somebody else and-" 

• The glint of the hall l ights on two 
gold police badges choked off further 
utterance of indignation. 

" What's happened that's got you all 
w�rked up ?" asked Burgess. 

" The darnedest thing ever happened 
since I've had anything to do with 
apartments ! Of course, I could hardly 
say nothing against it. He had always 
been a good tenant, always· paid his 
rent regular, always been a darned fine 
sort of a man to have in  the house. 
His little kid and my kid were good 
friends and his kid was a dandy kid
used to let my kid play with the things 
he had that I couldn't afford to buy my 
kid. But, goshall gee, starting to-move 
out at four o'clock in the morning, wak
ing up everybody in the house-not but 
what he made the movers work as quiet 
as he could-but, say, that's not the 
sort of thing to do, is i t ?" 

." Who are you talking about ?" 
" Mr. Lawrence Preston-an Eng

lishntan, a limey, but a mighty nice fel
low exceptin' for what he pulled about 
an hour ago." 

" And he shows up to move out at 
five o'clock in the morning ?" 

· " Yeh ? Can you beat it ?" 
::�c . " What's his hurry-did he  explain 
ithat to you ?" 

" Yes, he did. But I'm pretty dopey 
with sleep. I only got a hazy notion of  
what he  was talking about. It was 
something about getting a hurry call 
from the old country that his father's 
dying and he's got to make a boat in  
the morning and can't leave h i s  wife 
and kid behind and has got to get his 
furniture out and put in storage, and 
he has only got a blamed little time left 
to do a whole lot of things. I'm sore 
as a boil. But he slips me a fiver at 
that. And, like I say, he's always been 
an all right tenant." 

" How about the van that came to 
get his things ? Did you see i t ? See 
the name on it ? See where it came 
from ?" 

" I  just seen it from the window
that's all. There were two of them. 
But not like regular moving vans. 
They was open top. Like them big lor
ries you see going around down at the 
water front loading off ships. I figured 
he must have gone down to the ship 
line dock and scared 'em up somehow." 

" Borrowed from the Silk Loft 
gang," opined Burgess to Fitzpatrick. 

" Sure." 
" What about the dog-the kid's 

collie ? Leave him with you ?" 
" Lord, no ! That kid of theirs would 

have died of a broken heart i f  they 
ever took that collie away from him. 
The dog goes with him and his wife 
and kid into a car. " 

" A  taxi ?" 
" Not from where I was lookin' i t  

didn't seem to be  a taxi. A private car 
-a big touring car." 

" Lawrence Preston-that was his 
name, hey ?" 

" Yes." 
" Well, of  course, after to-night he 

got wise we have been spotting him 
here and he's come straight back from 
the job and bolted," said Burgess. 
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The discomfited detectives went in 
the rear to call Flaherty off, and the 
three were unce again in the car and 
the chauffeur had just started the 
engine whirring when Burgess sud
denly commanded, " Stop !" 

He jumped out and called the super
intendent, who had turned to go back 
indoors. 

" Just a minute," he shouted. 
" \Vhat was the name of Preston's kid 
-the first name ?" 

" Jack." 
" Thanks." 
" Well, what ?" demanded Fitz

patrick when Burgess got back into the 
car. 

" You mean asking the kid's name, 
I suppose ?" • 

" Sure." 
" Can't you get it ?" 
" No." 
Burgess whispered into Fitzpatrick's 

ear. 
The older detective clapped him on 

the shoulder. 
" The bean is working," he said in 

a congratulatory manner. 
\Vhen they returned to the branch 

bureau there was a report on the desk 
o f  the senior detective, Fitzpatrick. 
When he read it he grimaced sourly. 

" Some lucky breaks we are getting 
on this job !"  said he to Burgess, hand
ing him the paper. 

The report came from Police Head
quarters, Jersey City. It conveyed the 
information that a few hours before 
Connecticut Blackie and Bugs Reilly 
had actually been in the hands of the 
State police somewhere in the vicinity 
of Newark, and had slipped out of 
them ! 

By what method, in what other 
automobile Liverpool Jack made his 
get-away from Lakewood that night 
was never found out. But the evidence 

was plain he had parted from his ac
complices, and that Blackie and Bugs, 
driven by the ferret-faced marvel, re
turned to New York in the car in 
which Blackie, Liverpool and the tricky 
chauffeur had traveled to Lakewood. 

On the return the car was overhauled 
by a State Road Inspector. The trio in 
it were probably on the point of 
throwing up their hands or-drawing 
their pistols. But the inspector's words 
were merely : 

" What about your tail-lights there 
and what's the matter with headlights 
-only one going ? That don't go 
around these parts, New York." 

· 

Blackie, probably with the thirty 
thousand dollar post office loot under 
his legs in the tonneau as he spoke, · 
talked fast and well. He emitted 
apologies in the most polite manner. · 
He asked the inspector to believe that 
it wasn't neglect or scorn of the laws 
of motor travel in so intelligent a 
State as New Jersey that had caused> 
them to offend. The matter of the 
lights had been an unavoidable mis
fortune of motor travel. The bulb� had 
failed back and front. There hadn't 
been sufficient extras to fix things up 
properly and they had been anxiously 
on the lookout for an all-night oil 
station or garage in which to .r.epair 
the deficiency. Blackie got by. The 
inspector told the crooks the situation 
of the nearest oil station and had 
waved them on their way. 

" Ed," said Fitzpatrick, " i f that 
kid hunch of your� doesn't pan out, 
we're licked." 

" If Liverpool Jack sticks to New 
York I'm thinking it's bound to work 
out. vVe'll have to wait, say, four or 
fi\·e days. I figure the Silk Loft crowd 
stored Jack's stuff for him for a dax., or 
two till he could rent another ap-art
ment, then give him and his family two 
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to four days more to get settled in 
their new home, and then we'll try the 
scheme out." 

As a matter of fact, Burgess bided 
his time for a week. Then he went to 
the public school little Jack " Preston " 
had attended in the Riverside section 
and consulted the principal. . 

" Have you transferred any pupils 
from your schood to the others in the 
city recently-within a week ?" 

" Three," said the principal. " I 'll 
get the registry book." 

Of the three entries was one stating 
that Master John Preston had been 
transferred to a school in West One 
Hundred and Twenty-Sixth Street. It 
recorded the change of address of the 

· boy, and the new one led the detectives 
to an apartment directly opposite the 

· schoolhouse which Master John Pres
ton was marked to attend in the future. 
The name " Preston," necessarily re
tained by the fugitive criminal in order 
to effect the school transfer, appeared 
in the hallway letter box. The apart
ment was on the top floor. 

Then Burgess and Fitzpatrick 
" went to school." At all hours. That 
is to say, they consulted with the prin
cipal, taking him into their confidence, 
and he afforded them a small room on 
the top floor of the schoolhouse which 
had a window directly overlooking the 
windows of the Preston apartment. For 
three days they watched, observing the 
comings and goings of Mrs. Preston, 
and the gambolings after school of  
Jack and his big, festive collie. But 
no sign was vouchsafed of Liverpool 
Jack. 

If he were warily remaining away 
for a time while he established a 
counter-espionage on the detectives to 
find out if they were tracing him to 
his new abode, his measures had been 
ineffectual. Because on the fourth night 

of their vigil-they watched at night 
more assiduously than in the day, be
cause it would be at such a time Liver
pool Jack would be most likely to ap
pear at his home-they saw a tall man, 
one who fitted Liverpool's description, 
step dovvn the street and enter the 
apartment house opposite. It was past 
two o'clock in the morning. Not a 
light was showing in any of the win
dows of the big flathouse. But shortly 
� fter the big man had entered below a 
light flared from the front windows of  
the Preston apartment. The sleuths 
trained night glasses on the windows, 
but the curtains were of a heavy silken 
material, shutting off a view of the 
room. 

They were first tempted to go direct
ly over and arrest the man. But caution 
warned them against acting hastily. 
Sttpposing the man should prove not 
to be Liverpool Jack, but a crook 

· friend sent by Liverpool from his 
place of hiding to convey a message to 
his wife ? That would be only tipping 
their hand and sending Liverpool off 
on another route of escape. They felt 
they must be absolutely certain that 
the man they had seen enter was none 
other than Liverpool before pouncing 
on him. 

They "spelled " each other in  
watches through the night, each 
snatching short sleeps on a cot they had 
installed in their tower room. 

Somewhat after nine o'clock in the 
morning, and just as Burgess was 
going out to snatch a bite of  breakfast, 
after which Fitzpatrick might allay his 
appetite, Fitzpatrick, at the window, 
called Burgess back. 

Fitzpatrick already had his eyes 
screwed on glasses trained on one of 
the windows of the Preston flat. The 
heavy curtains had been completely 
drawn aside. A florid-faced man with 
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a big gray mustache was sitting in full 
sight behind the pane. He was en
sconced in an armchair, smoking a 
long, fat cigar and reading the morn
ing newspaper. 

" Liverpool Jack, all right," said 
Burgess. 

Just then the man's hands flickered 
in turning the pages of the newspaper. 

" No question about it, Ed-two 
fingers of the left hand missing !" ex
claimed Fitzpatrick triumphantly. 

That had been the most striking de
tail in the headquarters description of 
the international safe-blower. 

\Vhen Burgess and Fitzpatrick en
tered the Preston apartment the only 
individual in it who was all for " giv
ing the bulls a battle " was little Johnny 
Walsh's big collie. But Liverpool Jack 
called him off imperatively and chased 
him into a rear room. 

He accepted matters quietly, as did 
his wife. At headquarters he was 
suave and dignified. 

" I would like to oblige you by an
swering all your questions," he told his 
inquisitors, " but you gentleman will 
understand that I would be very foolish 
to talk before consulting my lawyer. 
I think you will also understand that I 
am too experienced in these matters to 
be worth trying the third degree on. 
I should tell you the finest pack of lies 
you ever heard. So if you don't mind, 
I'll finish reading the newspaper till 
my lawyer arrives, not that I blame you 
for interrupting me as you did this 
morning of course." 

Deny it as they may, your metro
politan detective holds in secret respect 
such renowned law-breakers as Liver
pool Jack \V alsh. None knows better 
than the detectives the chances these 
men take, the daring they must display, 

_ the odds they battle against. They are 
fools, of course, but with a reckless-

ness and an ingenuity that are some
times incomparable. 

Liverpool Jack was allowed to 
await the coming of his lawyer in  
peace. After all, i t  was a matter for 
the New Jersey authorities. Over 
there the notorious safe-cracker went 
swiftly to trial and was as swiftly 
found guilty. His advanced years got 
him no mercy. He was sentenced to a 
fifteen years' stretch. But he didn't 
serve it. The New Jersey State prison 
at Trenton was only able to hold him 
within its steel confines for two years. 
Then he escaped. How the prison 
authorities were so reluctant to tell 
the news that the dangerous Liver
pool Jack was once more at large did 
not become .public - till long after t4e 
celebrated crook had vanished from 
prison yard, workshop, mess hall and . 
cell. 

Indeed, the particulars of the man..: 
ner in which he effected his " French 
leave " were never really told. If you 
listen to the underworld, the explana
tion will be to the effect that it 'o/as 
simply a matter of a rather heavy 
financial transaction with one of -the 
keepers. 

But within less than six months after 
Liverpool Jack melted through the 
bars of Trenton prison, there occurred 
in the yard of a large factory in Brook
lyn at eleven o'clock one night a 
desperate duel between a yegg and a 
policeman. 

The policeman, a rookie, was on post 
near the factory when a citizen re
ported to him that from the window 
of his home near by he had seen inter
mittent flashes of an electric lamp in _ 
the factory yard. It appeared as i f  bur-· 
glars were prowling about seeking 3:.. 
windov1r bv which to make entrance,;
the citizen" thought. �� 

The factory yard was surrounded 
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by a high wooden wall. The young 
policeman obtained a tall ladder from 
a near-by garage and mounted it. As 
he looked over the fence the flash lamp 
.flickered twice near the factory wall. 
The zealous young cop dropped over 
the wall into the yard and yelled : 

" Come out of that !" 
At the same time he leveled his own 

lamp in the direction where the light 
had shone and saw the face of a tall 
man staring at him. He noted a big, 
gray mustache. 

The next instant an automatic pistol 
began spitting bullets at the rookie. He 
let go with his own. But when the battle 
was over the young policeman was on 
his back with four bullets in him, two 
of which had inflicted wounds bound 
to prove mortal. 

He died only half an hour later in 
the hospital. But he was able to make a 
statement in which he said he was pos
itive his own shots had struck their 
mark-that he had wounded his man 
at least twice. 

But if his man had been wounded, 
'the yegg had yet been able to escape. 
Of course, i f  he had comrades there 
had also been a waiting automobile to 
'\vhich .they could have borne him. They 
had no need of climbing the tall fac
tory fence, for they had j immied the 
door in it which opened on a side street 
where their get-away car was doubtless 
parked. 

On the fourth night following the 
deadly encounter of the rookie with 
the yeggs an hysterical woman ran into 
a Brooklyn police station. She was 
nearly incoherent, but finally the desk 
lieutenant was able to make out that 
in her apartment near by a man was 
lying unconscious and dying from the 
_effect of three bullet 'wounds. 
·,:-- " He's my brother," she sobbed. 

::" And- Oh, I may as well tell you-

what's the use of hiding anything now ? 
He's a-he's Liverpool Jack Walsh ! 

" He came into my house the other 
night looking terribly pale and could 
hardly walk. He asked me to keep him 
for a few days. And-well, he's my 
brother. So I put him to bed. Then I 
saw that his body was covered with 
blood. I saw he was terribly hurt. And 
I wanted to get a doctor. But he 
begged me not to do it. He said the 
minute I got a doctor it would mean 
the police would be on him, and that 
he really wasn't so terribly hurt. 
But each day he got weaker. He 
couldn't eat. He couldn't hold anything 
on his stomach. But when I'd speak 
again of a doctor he'd curse me with 
all the breath he had left in him. 

" Then he went out of his head in a 
kind of delirium and then-now-he's 
unconscious and I'm sure he's dying !" 

Liverpool Jack breathed his last in 
the ambulance. He had three bullets 
in him, one in his stomach, two in his 
right lung. A grim discovery the am
bulance surgeon made was that Liver
pool Jack had saved himself from 
bleeding to death within a few hours 
after the duel by plugging the bullet 
holes ,.,ith wads formed of cigarette 
papers. And thus he had lain in a bed 
in his sister's house till gangrene and 
fever assailed him. He must have re
alized that the murder of the young 
policeman could mean only one finish 
for him if he gave himself up and sur
vived his wounds-the electric chair. 

Connecticut Blackie and Bugs Reilly 
made good their get-a way for the 
Lakewood affair. Bugs disappeared 
as an underworld habitue. Blackie, 
some three years later, was caught in 
a Long Island post office job and was 
sent away for a long term. Little or 
nothing of the Lakewood plunder was 
recovered. 



CHARACTER REVEALED IN 
YOUR HANDWRITING 

EniToR's Non: - After 
making character analysis, 
through handwriting, his 
hobby for more than a score 
of years, John Fraser has re
cently won wide reno·wa in 
New York City as a popular 
lecturer on this subject. 

He conducts a thriving 
b�tsiness of analyzing charac
ter from ha11dwriting; and 
many notables in this country JOHN FRASER 

and abroad have compli-
mcnted lz im on the accuracy 
of his findings. 

By special arrangement his 
persoua� analysis is gi<:en to 
DETECTIVE FICTION \VEEKLY 
readers for ten cents in U. S. 
POST AGE, or free with a 
$ I.OO subscription for thir
teen issues (in Canada $1.75 
for subscription) . Please fill 
ottt the special coupon. 

. � - � .; � Liu.u. �&( ..we. � r------, 
fJ � ry � f-t- drl 

D. H.,  Washington, D. C.-The first 
thing I see in your penmanship is that 
you are bucking up against disappoint
ment and discouragement. Conditions 
at home, or in the office, are no1. to your 

favorable conditions. Keep your eyes 
open, and your mind awake. Cultivate 
your imagination. Stop carrying dead, 
wood around with you. 

· 

You are a fellow who believes it1 
liking. You are like mill ions more, " peace at any price," no matter .how 
who are trying to fit a square peg into much you suffer. This is the height 
a round hole. Since you are not in of foolishness. God never meant any 
your right element, you can never ex- of us to suffer in that way. What you 
pect to do your best work You seem require more than anything else is plain 
to be content playing second fiddle, gumption. Your remark to me about 
while all the time you might, and could haYing an " open mind in all things " 
be, a first violinist in the world's or- makes me rather suspicious about your 
chestra. power of discrimination, since the best 

You remind me of the Spartan youth of us often mistake a vacancy for an 
who complained to his mother that his opening. 
sword was too short, whereupon the 
old woman's advice was, " add a step 
to it ." Exactly. That's what I would 
advise you to do. Overcome your cir
cumstances, rather than let them over
come you. Redouble your diligence, 
and get into your system a more earn- S. E., Springfield, Mass.-You ap
est determination to get out of your tm- pear to be a warm, impetuous fellow, 
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quite full of the joy of living. You 
have a stirring personality, as well as 
lots of vitality in your system. With 
such keenness and vibrancy in that na
ture of yours, li fe to you is a big thing, 
in every sense of the •..vord. This does 
not refer necessarily to a physical in
terpretation, but one essentially men
tal . . 

For example, there is a bigness 
about your idealism that brooks no tol
erance of petty details. I would call it · 

high thinking, in  every respect, which 
never falls to the common le,·el. Nor 
is this idealism confined to abstract the
ories alone but colors, rather, every 
thought and action. 

Your mental daily dozens and credos 
are of more importance to you as eye
openers, than any setting-up exercises 
could be. Behind all this, however, 
your mind seems to be in a turmoil. 
Your thoughts are in the meantime dif
fused. You find it difficult to focus 
your attention on one central idea or 
goal. The fact of the matter is, you 

·don't know whether you are going or 
cori1ing . 

. : · You seem to be passing through 
<iome · experience which is a little 
too much for your mentality. You 
are seeking for light, and unfortunately 

· you continue sitting in the dark. 
Because of this condition, I'm afraid 

you are over-emphatic about certain 
points, and inclined to underestimate 
the importance of. others. Moreover, 
this mental confusion has brought out 
somewhat extravagant characteristics, 
both in your mental attitude, and physi
cal expression. For example, you are 
outspoken and talkative. You love to 
exaggerate. All your geese are S\vans, 
and you imagine yourself the cock of 
the walk 

Cut out this chestiness, and be 
yourself once in a while. There is 

still hope for you, but meantime you 
require mental adjusting. 

17-/ � 

r -"-- T.;:::;:;::;;j- �.: 7 
K. W., St. Louis, Mo.-I observe 

that you have a very impulsive nature· 
which has many ramifications. It i s  
the reason behind the development of  
many of your distinctive personality 
traits. To begin with, you are temper
amental in much the same way as some 
of our greatest artists are temperamen
tal. You are full of animations and 
ardors, and are of a very vivacious dis
position. Your impulses lead you to 
be extremely affectionate, and a little 
demonstrative. You seem to be of  
an  essentially economical disposition, 
which is apt to express itself when your 
own personal affairs are involved. 

You belong to the jovial type of folk, 
and yet I see that you give way to 
periods of depression. You get " blue " 
quite a lot, and think things are going 
to the bow-wows. These moments of 
pessimism, however, are brought about 
by sorrie external condition much more 
than by a mental attitude. 

To come to your less desirable traits, 
I would say that you have a love of  
contest which oversteps the bounds and 
results in your displaying a quarrel
some nature. Your self-reliance leads 
you to an undue assurance, which, in 
turn, leads to a domineering attitude, 
growing out of a somewhat selfish and 
conceited disposition. Fortunately for 
you, these traits are usually subordi
nated to your natural joviality, so that 
they merely add salt to your person
ality rather than spoil it. I want you 
to realize that you have very signifi
cant natural gi fts. For example, you 
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have great capacity for concentration. 
You think clearly. You are a strong 
lover of order. You are careful and 
prudent in all your affairs. All in all, 
you are a very human sort of chap 
with a mixture of good and bad char
acteristics. 

Mrs. E. B. vV., Cambridge, Mass.
You are one of those fortunate indi
viduals who are endowed with great in
herent ability. You seldom require a 
text-book to know how it should be 
done. You just do it, and that's the 
end of it. I suppose you go pretty 
much by the " rule of thumb " and ar
rive at your conclusions much quicker 
than most of us spoon-fed mathema
tiCians. You have been blessed with 
a clear mind, and consequently are able 
to grasp problems instantlv. 

You also have a love for order. Your 
home, I'm sure, is the acme of neat
ness. Your choice of furniture and 
drapes and the hundred and one nick
nacks which go to make up a restful 
dwelling, probably reflect your good 
taste and judgment in this direction. In 
looking deeper into your nature, how
ever, I observe you are rather self-ap
preciative. You carry a proud and 
haughty mien which is sure to detract 

· from your other splendid qualities. 
You may think you were in the 
front row when Modesty was served 
out, but I'm sure you weren't. None 
of us has any right to live as i f  we 
expected to be judged from our epitaph 
rather than from our conduct. A little 
less self-reliance and egotism, and a 
wee bit more humility would place you 
much higher in my estimation. 

Then again, your temper has · not 
much to commend it. It is as short ·as 
a rabbit's tail, and as touchy as a bar
rel of gunpowder. Altogether you are 

. a very sensitive woman. 

Do you want Mr. Fraser's anal)•sis of ::our character and a personal 
lt!l ter from him? Then send us the coupon and si.t; lines of your ha-ndwriting, 
in ink with ten cents in U. S. POSTAGE. Mr. Fraser will send -vou an 
analylis. Or, send us one dollar for a thirteen-weeks' subscription to DETJ!C
TrvE FrcTION WEEKLY (in Canada, one dollar and seventy-five cents), and 
Mr. Fraser will send you a FREE aHalysis ! 

Signature_ ____________________ _ 

Stree�.--__________ CitY-----�----



FLASHES FROM READERS 
Where R eaders and Editor Get Together to Gossip 
and Argue, and £\lerJ}one Speaks Up His Mind 

By now you are becoming ac- wars and, I trust, am not yet through 
quainted with J .  Allan Dunn's with the far places and lonely trails. 
new detective character-Jimmy " Meantime, Jim11ly Dugan vicarious

Dugan. Human, plugging, fighting, ly adventures for me. I have seen the 
winning-the third of the Dugan clan war canoes surge up to a reefed 
on the 1\ ew York force. Y 011 meet schooner, felt the phantom touch that 
him again this \Yeek in travels dovvn the spine when you hear · 

THE FRAME-UP the devil-devil drums transmitting 
Here is how Mr. Dunn discovered your unwelcome progress through the 

Jimmy Dugan and started him sleuth- bush, and think of poisoned darts. I 
ing for DETECTIVE FrcTIO:-< : have spent a most unpleasant night in 

" I  have, i n  the course of the last score a clubhouse with skulls racked all 
··or so of years, written a good many round and a gleam of light glittering 
\lifferent types o'f yarns, though all of on the gold-filled tooth of some unfor
them smacked more or less of the ad- tunate traveler once on the same trail . 

· · \[enture story, because, I suppose, of a " But I know that there is all the ad-
certain adventurous streak in my own venture, all the danger of months of  

:nature that started me off in my salad such voyaging to be met with in New 
days-the days when one is green- York within twenty-four hours, not 

. cruising the South Seas in the sanguine always with having to look for it. And 
· hope that I was going to make a for- a modern gangster is a far more for

�une out of pearls. Needless to say, I midable and aggressive enemy than 
didn't, but I had a whale of a good any fuzzy-haired l\Ielanesian. 
time and learned navigation, among " The Jimmy Dugans, waging war 
other things. Since then I have been against crookdom, have always held 
around the world some five times, my admiration. It is true that New 
deck, saddle and hoof, explored a good York, with the largest assortment of 
many out-of-the-way places ; partici- crimes and criminals in existence, lacks 
pated, in various capacities, in three much of modern methods. \Ve are still 
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talking of radio-equipped cars when 
Scotland Yard has a Aeet of them and 
also publishes three daily papers on the 
activities, past, present, and often fu
ture, of the underworld. Detroit has 
many cars of this type. Old customs 
still prevail on Centre Street, but grad
ually there is springing up a corps of 
Jimmy Dugans, clear-eyed, clear-think
ing, fearless chaps who study as well 
as follow the profession they have 
chosen because they are themselves ad
venturers, loving the game. 

" I  know my J immy, whose second 
name is not Dugan, but who exists in 
flesh and blood, if some of the affairs 
I plan for him are imaginary. But 
Jimmy has the scars of many an en
counter with gunmen, with dope-run
ners, thieves and holdup men. He 
knows his underworld and he has 
shown me something more of it than 
I would have learned for myself. He 
does not know he is the basic hero of 
the yarns. He would disclaim any such 
identity, but he is real and I hope I 
can make him seem so to the readers 
of DETEcTivE FicTION \iVEEKLY. 

" J . ALLAN D U N N." 

NO TRUE STORIES FOR HIM 

DEAR EDITOR : 
I have been a reader of DETECTIVE FICTION 

vVEEKLY for about a year or more and find 
it has as good stories in it  as the twenty
five-cent magazines have, and only costs 

i ssued and have only missed one i ssue in all 
that time. 

Lester Leith is great and Murray Leinster 
is good. 

Hoping for a reply soon, I beg to remain 
A Constant Reader, 

] A MES A. PETERS�N. 
New Rochelle, N. Y. 

BEST OF ALL 
DEAR Eo : 

Enclosing ten votes for artist's original 
drawing. 

For quite awhile I ha,·e been reading your 
magazine and want to tell it's the best of all 
I 've read. Hang on to Lester Leith. He's good. 
I 'd like to see some more Cha11da-L1tllg stories, 
also Riordan and Ruggles. The Red Duke is 
good, too. 

Sincerely yours, 
J A MES J.  DUNN, 

New York, N.Y. 

Get an artist's original illustration 
of a story in DETECTIVE FICTION · 
WE EKLY. Fill out and send us coupons · 
from ten differellt issues of th� . 
magazine. 

" HERE'S MY VOTE " 
Editor, 
DETECTIVE FICTION WUKLY, 

280 Broadway, N. Y. C., N. Y. 

The stories I like best in this · 
issue of the maga�ine are as fol- : 
lows : · • 

1 ------------------------

.· 
ten cents. I like the novelettes better than 
those true stories. I suppose the true stories 

I 
are all right for those who like them but I 
would rather have something with a little 
more mystery in it. 

Sincerely yours, 
DAYTON ELYEA, 

Newark, N. ]. 

3--- t 4----·----
_

------------------ f. 
5--------------- ------- t 

THE SOONER THE BETTER 
DEAR EDITOR : 

Enclosed find ten vote coupons. The sooner 
I get my picture the better, because if the 
picture is  half as good as the magazine, it 
will be great. 

I have been reading it since i t  was first 

I did not iike _______________________________ _ 
because.----------------------------------------
Name ... _ 

I �:;;.:_ ________ _,),(J,, __ _ L 9-28 



SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 
Edited by M.  E. Ohaver 

ONE of  the weakest points in cryp
togram construction is the em
ployment of certain common 

words which can be recognized through 
· their distinctive patterns ; that is, by the 
number and relative positions of their 
repeated letters. Two weeks ago we 
had occasion to present a short list of 
such words of three, four, and five let
ters. And to these the following longer 
words may be appended. 

The most frequently used six-letter 
pattern words are alu•ays, any�vay, be
fore, cannot, either, indeed, rather, 

· tltottgh, unless, and within. It will be 
noted that no two of these words are of 
:tpe same pattern.. • In always you have 
the first and fourth letters alike ; in 
anyway, the first and fifth, also the 
third and sixth ; and so on. 

Words of seven letters also con
t;ipute their quota of easily recogniza
ble patterns, the commonest being al
r.eady, because and through, betn•een, 
finally, forward, herself, however, 
nd-ther, nothi11g and perlw.ps, someone, 
�iially, wheth er, and n•itho11t. Here 
b(cause and throu.glz are of the same pattern, with the second and seventh 
'l_eotters alike. And not/zing and per/zaps 
�so are similar, with the first and sixth 
letters identical. The other patterns 

.:are all different. 

follow ; i f  it does not, the decipherment 
will ordinarily proceed no further. Try 
another method of solution. 

This week's No. I is built around a 
story which recently appeared in this 
magazine. A comparison of L, LS, 
SYR, and TYL VR should help. Com
pare EJO and EJYOO in No. 2, and 
then try for group 1 6. More about this 
one next week. No. 3 is an interesting 
crypt because of the pattern words 
WNCN, CNNJW, and WRZCCW, 
which have so many letters in common. 
No. 1-By Franklin L. Morgan. 

VRBSRE VRLSY B l.J Y RORZ B NJR, 
BONE� BSLEELAF BS�NS NFRO. 
LAZRRZ, LS TNB " N  \v R "'  UY lJ N 
BUYROR." B I  BLOWVR, B fLJ S,  BN
SLBJ XLAFVX BKER. L ERNZ LS 
STLUR, UYKUQVLAF S Y R  TYLVR. 

No. 2-Bv " Primrose." 
EJO ]TYDO KD QKDWCCOWYKLS : 
ATTQYIUU, LOWY FKDEOYL, J O P
CD AKLO ; FYTDD-DEWUU LTA CW
DE, I LQOFKQOQPB L T :  EJYOO DE
WEOGOLED, TY CTECTIYYK. 

No. 3-By Mrs.  W. D. Gray. 
ZIOZRONS WR!IILHSR HWWZVW 
CNNJW LMBOSY \VNCN DCOYTR, 
WRZCCW XNRNB, YNH\V OSR:--1 S N
WH LOIH, PBZWTH\V RTBNJ\IYT 
TZSYZB. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
I.-Evidently many men resembling the 

prisoner in general appearance had had 
encounters of various kinds with the law. 

·. Application of these words to the · 2-Various hypotheses have been set up 
·solution of a crypt is of course a very by scientists concerning the different 

··. �imple matter. Given a cipher group classes of vertebrate animals. 
· .the pattern of which conforms to one 3-six new dirigibles sail due north-. of these words, the letters so afforded westwardly over concededly rough terri-

are first substituted throughout the tory with perfect safety. 

, ��togram. If the group in question Answers to this 'vVeek's cryptograms 
: )lly signifies the word so tried, the will appear next week. Keep your 

anslation of other words will quickly cryptograms and solutions coming. 
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COMING NEXT WEEK I 
' WILLIAlVl ! Yo u in there.'" the old man hoarsely commanded, his 

panic clear to all beholders. " For Heaven's sake, \Villiam, answer 
me ! \Vhat's  happened ? What've you done-" 

The bank president's voice trailed off into a groan. Dropping the tele
phone into \Vhich he had been speaking with Cashier Blair, imprisoned in 
the time-locked vault, he all but collapsed into the big leather-padded chair 
at his desk. 

" \Vhat is it ?" the other employees gasped in a chorus. 
" I heard-" the president began with trembling lips. " I heard a re

volver shot. .-\nd now-all's silent in the vault."  
Yet when a wrecking crew broke into the vault of the First National 

Bank of Middleburg no weapon of any description could be found. Only 
the dead body, the body of the man who had been Blair, with a bullet hole 
in his head. The books of the bank showed a serious deficit, and the finger· 
of suspicion rested heavily upon the dead cashier. 

It was an out and out suicide, said the local police. Yet there was that 
matter of the weapon. 

T. Ashley, connoisseur of crime, reading his morning paper, decided the 
Middleburg case was just the spring tonic he needed. But t"\vo days' ques
tioning brought him little or nothing. Then he went fishing, and thereby 
obtained a clew which ans\vered the riddle which will puzzle you as it puzzled 
the good people of Middleburg. 

· 

You'll like the way T. Ashley tackles a mystery as air-tight as the vault. 
in which the dead body was found. You'll have as many clews as does T." 
Ashley. Can you beat him to the solution of 

The Vault Murder 
B y  George Allan England 

Other corking mystery yarns by T. T. Flynn, Wyndham Martyn, Edward 
Parrish \Yare, Marie Louise Eliott, Garret Smith, and other well known 
detective fiction \vriters in 
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SICK. at heart the trembling girl shuddered at the words that 
delivered her to this terrible fate of the East. How could 

she escape from this Oriental monster into whose hands she 
had been given -this mysterious man of mighty power whose 
face none had yet seen?  

Here is an extraordinm·y situation. What was to  be  the fate of  this 
beautiful girl? Who was this strange emissary whom no one really knew� 
To know the answer to this and the most exciting 
tales of Oriental adventure and mystery ever told, 
read on through the most thrilling, absorbing, 
entertaining and fascinating pages ever written. 

asterpieces ol Oriental Mystery 
1 1  Superb Volumes by SAX ROHMER 

Written with his uncanny knowledge of things Oriental 

£TERE you are offered no ordinary mystery storfl ies, ln these books the hidden secrets, mysteries and intrigues of the Orient fairly leap from the pages. 
Before your very eyes spreads a swiftly movin'ft panor-
�?�oc1�:; ... !t!'o

e
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.sini>ter up,aerworlds of London and the Far East-from 
mr�� ::� r,.:;,oggc'h1nt�_!_�\���?�n�f:��} �[!fa�� 
along st ge paths to the very seat of Hindu sorcery. 

11 Mystery Volumes Packed With Thrills! 
Be · community to own these, mystery stories ever puousn,aa-

by the hundred you will 

over again. Handsomely bound in substantial cloth covers, a proud adornment for your table or shelf. 
These are the sort of stories that President Wilson , Roosevelt and other great men read to help them relax -�o forget their burdens. To read these absorbing 
tales of the mysteri0us East is to cast your worries 1 into oblivion-to increase your efficiency. � Priced for Quick Sale IT 
Prtntlng these \'Oiumes by the b undred thousand wbc:l b I paner was cl:leap makes this low price posst ble. 4' 
Only a limited number left. Don't lose a mtnute! A Dept. 

Complete Sets Free on Approval � 9��9 I 
You needn't send a cent. Simply mail the .# 
coupon and thls amazing set will go to you 4' McKINLAY. I l:nmed!ately.allcbargesprepald. lllt falls �(> STONE & �� 

1
�•\li�����· return -S' MACKENZIE 1 

o t  our ex- 0«, 114E.I6thSt.,N. T. 
pense. � pr���:f,e :1�0

c���e�0 tirt I �V Paid, your special set of + Mc...sterpleces or Oriental I 
�o-v b!u1riJti{ci�h 1�ofulm��.0cttsr0�W!?; 

10 days' tree examlnatlon. I am I .,.�.. deligllted, 1 will send you S l .OO 
� promptly and S l .OO a month tor I t<.0 m�0A�ita�����s��h:�e 1�0

se��e�: c., t h e  Gurkha Kukrl Without exu.J. cos;. 1 _.._"r"' Otherwise. I wltl return the set in 10 day�! 
�· c.t your expense, the examlnatloo to cos .. me 

nothing, 1 
�\·arne . . • . • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  , • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
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Folks!•¥a\fl 
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and accumulations, and 
all my husband paid for 
his policy was leu than 
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"When, on January 18,  my husband took out a North 
American Accident Insurance Co. policy, he did not dream 
that he would meet with a fatal accident in a few months. 
Yet we had seen so many friends and neighbors burt or sick, 
with no money to help them when they needed it most, 
that my husband took no chances. 

"It might have been dilterent if the ln1111rance cost a lot, but a lriend bad 
told us about the wonderful poliey be had taken out with the North Ameri· ���t!c���e:J ��;u;a
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the priee of a newspaper everr day, yet look wb:>t it givea you'-$10,000 
for accidental loaa of life banda, feet, or eyeaifbt-$25.00 weekly for stated 
accidents and sickness-and it _pays Doctors bills, gives hospital benefits 
and emergency relief benefits. "Every man,' my buaband said. 'owes it to 
himaelf and his family to take out a policy.' 

To lh 
��t��'j �3:'o���!et;0t'!1�e���� ����hi�en�n·x��i:n�������!� c� 
policy. We would have had to depend upon charity, for what we had saved 
would have gone quickly. But this wonderful policy protected us in our. 
hour of need. As soon as I sent the proofs of my husband's terrible acci
dent to the Company, I received a check, which amounted to $10,000 
with accumulations. A representative called the very next day and gave 
me the full sum.'' 

No One I• Scri-Ara Y- Prepared II 
Accident or Slcltn S ri  Yo 1 
There is no way to prevent accident or sickness. No one is ufe-You may 
to
e
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of the many common ills covered in this policy-wouldn't you rest easier, 
convalesce more quickly if you knew that this Company stood ready to pay 
h��e���
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Doctors' bills, hospital benefit, emergency 

Don't Wait For Misfortune to Overtake You ! 
MAIL THE COUPON NOW 

A •utlden o.ccidantl A dtl n rcArn *' 
Cern you •cry neit/a.,. ·u happ n to you ? 

Then don't delay another day. Protect yourself by insuring in 
the largest and oldest exclusive accident insurance Company 
in America. Send the coupon NOW for complete information 
about our new $10. Premier $10,uu0. Policy-and protect your 
family the way the Goold family was protected. 
UDder Direc:t Superriaion of 48 State Insurance Departmenb 

AGENTS Wutedfor New Toni� 

-Oa .lui� 22ad, I reeeh"ed 

Actual plwtograph of Mra. Dora Goold, of Brooklp, 
New York, tDho tell$ vou the 'rue .torv, in thi1 adNr• 
til'ement, of her experience rueiring insurance ch«k 
for $10,000 and accumulations for the accid.nlal deatft of her hll,sband, Julius Goold. 

Entire 

Coat 

No Dues 

Loaa of banda, feet or eyea'lebt 

for atate.d Accident. or Siclm-

0 
This is a simple and undel'3tandable pOlicy
without complicated or misleading clause.. You 
know exactly what every word meana-and 
every word means exact:y what it says. 

Oldest and laraeat exc:huive Health and 
Accident luuraoce Company ia Am� 




