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Feel well and keep well 
use LISTERI N E 

AFTER SHAVING 
Tlu soft antiseptic exhilarateJ the skin and guards against inftction 

DO you want your face to feel cool, refreshed, and 
exhilarated after shaving? Do you want to get 

rid of that hot, burning sensation, that raw. feeling, 
that so often follows a shave? 

And, more important, do you want to feel sure that 
no dangerous infection from a razor scratch will threaten 
your health and possibly your life? 

Then use Listerine, full strength, after shaving. Pour 
this golden liquid into the cup of your hand and douse 
it on the face. Immediately you will feel your skin 
tingle-which tells you that the tiny nerve centers and 
blood vessels have been stimulated. Soon after, there 
steals over your face, the coolest sensation you have 
ever kno\Yn. The skin feels like a baby's, soft and satiny. 

Don't forget that when you use Listerine this way 
you are automatically taking care of the danger of in
fection. Because Listerine used full strength is a deadly 

enemy of germs. Though safe to use and healing to 
tissue, it kills germs-all types of germs-within I 5 

seconds. 
Germs are uncertain things. On some people they 

seem to have little effect. On others they develop in
fection, which, running a swift course, results in sickness 
and sometimes death. And these tiny germs often gain 
entrance through small wounds left by the razor. 

"Why run the risk of infection? Why not apply Lis
terine after every shave? It is worth using solely for the 
protection it gives, and it is doubly worth using when 
you realize how fresh, clean, and exhilarated it leaves 
your skin. If you haven't tried it, do so the next time 
you shave. And while you're making your toilette don't 
forget to gargle a little Listerine. As you know, it puts 
your breath beyond reproach. Lambert Pharmacal Co., 
St. Louis, Mo. 

COOLS � SOOTHES THE SKIN � KILLS GERMS 



D ADVERTISING SECTION 

Win s3.70ooo 
OR BUICK 8 SEDAN AND $2,500 IN CASH 

'1:/ze hetd tlud fits the rider 
is j\TlJ. . 

Solve this Old Mystery 
Find the Head of the Mysterious Headless Horse

man. Six heads are shown. Only one of them be
longs to the Mysterious Headless Horseman who 
for years struck terror to the heart of a peaceful 
village. No one ever saw his head. Can you now 
solve this age-old mystery? Here is your chance to 
qualify to win $3,700.00 cash or Buick 8 Cylinder 
Sedan and $2,500 cash besides. You must look 

carefully. See that the head you pick fits the collar 
of the mysterious night rider. Rush your answer at 
once to qualify in this gigantic distribution of$12,960 
or 4 Buick Sedans and $8,160.00 in Cash Prizes. 

This sensational, easy money making opportunity is just 
our way of adyertising. Someone who solves qur puzzle is 
going to win 53,100.00. Many other big cash pnzes. Anyone 
may win-why not you? This big fortune in cash and auto
mobiles must be gi\·cn away. Find the Headless Horseman's 
Head. Get your share of this easy money. 

Easy to Win sxz,960!! in 103 Cash Prizes 
We will give away $12,960 in cash. You are sure to deposit in the Mercantile Trust and Savings Bank, 

profit if you take an active part. In case of ties a big Chicago Bank. 
duplicate prizes will be given. You get $3,700 if you $ 

&! p t win grand first prize. In addition there are 102 1,000!! &Or romp neSS 
other wonderful cash prizes. The winner of the grand Send yow' answer at once. Make sure to qualify for Sl,OOO 
second prize may win $2,200, and winner of the extra given for promptness if you win the Buick Sedan-a 
grand third prize may win $1,700. Also four other total of S3,700 if you prefer all cash. 
prizes of $500.00 each and many others. All told 
$12,960 in cash. Money to pay you is already on 

Indiana Farmer Wins $3,500! 
Send No ��� �;�

n
s�

h
��e

g
i�(;�

n
�J�!r��;;g

n
�::;� �o;;�X: M 0 n e y bution. Hurry! and take no chance of losing 

the extra reward of $1,000 for promptness if 
you win grand first prize. Act now! You don't need to send a 
penny of your money to win! just find the Headless Horse
man's head-mail with coupon or \Vrite me a letter at once 
for particulars. 

In anawering thi1 adverti1ement U '' desirable that vou mention thi& magazine. 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

I will train-you 
at home 

•soo a week 
")ly enrning:; in Rarlio 

are many tim�s grf><lt"r' 
tha.n J t·n-r exJ�t'C'lf>rl 
t.h�:y would be wlll'lL 1 
enrolled. Tht':V sddom 
f;Lll under $!00 a \Wek." 

E. E. \\'lXBOR::>'l!l, 
l::!<ii \Y. 48th St., 

::'\orfolk, Ya. 

.Jumped from SJ5 
to ssoo a week 

"Ref ore T e n t e r e d 
Radk I was me.king S35 
a week. L-ast we\!k I 
earned S 1 1 0 servicing 
and selllng Radios. I 
owe my success to N. 
II. !." 

J. A. VAUGHN 
3107 S. Grand Blvd., 

St. Louis, Mo. 

•no eJUra In 6 
months 

"I finrl I mode $500 
from January to ).fay in 
my �pare time. :My best 
«tek br•JUght me $10i. I 
should hare taken it long 
ago.·· 

HOYT )!OORE 
R. R. 3. Box 919, 
lndhnapolis. Ind. 

BIGP# 
Rad. � b will give You my new 8 OUTFITS JO 0 • j of RADIO PARTS for practical 

If you are earning .a penny less than $50 a wee!<:, Home Experiments 
send for my book of 1nformabon on the opportum
ties in Radio. It is free. Clip the coupon NOW. 
Why be satisfied with $25, $30 or $40 a week ior 
longer than the short time it takes to get ready 
for Radio? 

Radio's growth opening hundreds of 
Sso, $75, $100 a week lobs every year 

In about ten years Radio has grown from a 
ll2,000,000 to a $1,000,000,000 industry. Over 
:300,000 jobs have been created. Hundreds more are 
being opened every year by its continued growth. 
1t1any men and young men with the right training 
-the kind of training I give you-are stepping 
into Radio at two and three times their former 
salaries. 

You have many Job" to choose from 
Droadcasting stations use engineers, operators. 

station managers and pay $1,200 to S5,000 a year. 
ManUfacturers continually need testers, inspectors. 
foremen, engineers, service men. buyers, for jobs 
paying up to $7,500 a year. Shipping companies use 
hundreds of Radio operators, give them world-wide 
travel with board and lodging free and a salary 
of SSO to $150 a month. Dealers and jobbers em
ploy service men, salesmen, buyers, managers, and 
pay S30 to $100 a week. There are many other 
()pportunities too. 

So many opportunities many N. R. 1. men 
make S:&oo to ss,ooo while learning 

The day you enroll with me I'll show you how 
to do 28 jobs, common in most every neighborhood, 
for spare time money. Throughout your course I 
send you information on servicing popule-r makes 
of sets; I give you the plans and ideas that are 
making $200 to $1,000 for hundreds of N. R. I. 
students in their spare time while studying. My 
course is famous as the course that pays for itself. 

Talking Movies, Television, Aircraft Radio 
are also Included 

Special training in Talking Movies, Tele
vision and home Television experiments, Ra
dio's use in Aviation, Servicing and Merchan
dising Sets, Broadcasting, Commercial and 
Ship Stations are included. I am so sure 
that I can train you satisfactorily that I 
"•iH agree in writing to refund every penny 
of your tuition if you are not satisfied with 
my Lessons and Instruction Service upon 
completing. 

64·page book ol Information FREE 
Get your copy today. It tells you where Radio's 

good jobs are, what they pay, tells you about my 
course, what others who have taken it are doing 
and making. Find out what Radio offers you, 
without the slightest obligation. ACT NOW I 

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio ln•tltute Dept. 1 KK 

Wa•hlngton. D. C. 

Tou cs.n build over 100 clrcults 
with these outfits. You build 
and experiment with the C'ir
cults used In Crosley, Atwater
Kmt, Eveready, ).laje..,tic. Zen· 
1th, and other popular sets. 
You lenn how these sets 
work, why they work, how to 
make them work. This makes 
learning at home easy. fasci� 
Dating, practical. 

Back ficw of 5 tube 
Screen Griod A. C. 5Ct
onlr ono or many cir"'\ 
cuits you can build. 

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 1 KK 
Washington, D. C. 

Dear :\Ir. Smith: Send me ronr free 
book. I understand ihis request does not 
oblig:1te me and tbat no salesman ·will call. 

1:\A�IE . . . .... . . . . . . ...... . . . . . . . . . . . . ......... .. 

AlJDI.lESS .................................... . 

CITY ..................... STATE ............. . 

In an•wering tllil advertUement U U de•irab!e that 11011 mention thi• maaa•ine. 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Thinl-:: of it-oYer 2 million buye1·s paid $102.50 
(cash) for this model Xo. 5 now offered direct� 
to·:rou at ·way below -% original price-and on 
easiest tenns besides. Positi\·ely the greatest 
bargain eYer offered. Accept the special 10 day 
trial offet· and be convinced. See the neat, per4 
feet work it does-compare its bright. shiny 
newness without risl-c, Recognized as the 

finest. strongest typewriter built. 

Easy Terms-only lOc a day 
Here is postth•ely the chance or a lifetime to own a World-famous 
Standard Underwood No. 5 completely refinished like new at the 
very lowest vrice and easiest terms. All complete with modem 

improvements including standard 4· 

Learn Touch Typewriting ���lck
e
�i����· r����:.

pa
sc.;;kt 1��t 

2-color ribbon, etc. ldea11or busi-

Learn touch typewriting 
1ree! Complete (home 
study) course of famous 
Van Sant System given 
with this offer. Fully 
i 1l u s  t r  ate d- easll y 

learned. 

i����e:S;s�ucfe
r
n
o
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n
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Don't. let this chance pass by .. 
10 Day Trial 

You �ave over S60 by quick action� 
These genuine guaranteed Under
woods now onlY 539.90 (cash) while 
Hmitt""d supply lasts. Only Sl down 
brings tbe Undenvood tor 10 days' 
trial. Ir you keep It-only JOe a 
day soon pays tor your Underwood 
on our new low price and easiest 
terms. send at once before this 
special ofler ts withdrawn. Re
mernher every machine fully guar-
anteed and sent on 10 day trial. r·····························································-: 

• International Typewriter E:�ch. : ; 231 \V. Monroe St., Chicago, Dept.l008 : 
: I enclose $1 dePOsit. Send Underwood No. 5 {F.O.B. Chiearol at once for 10 ; 
! �r�e�lt b�tami{1t :er�ei�t'{ �N�::: �Je�n r:;���hn ���i'th':v�

o
1J;:itd8$�4�i� : 

a (term price) an full. ; 
. . : Name ................ , . , . . . . . . . .. . . . ... . , . . . . .. . .. ... , ., . . • •  Aat ......... ; . . i ;:::t��. -� � .· ... · .· .· .· .·: .. .. ... · .. : .. : .· .· .·: .· ..... · .· .· .· .. :: .. : .· .· .. :.·.·�;a��.:::::::::::::::::: � !••············································ .. ··············•• 

Classified Advertising 
AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED 

U N U S U A L  0 P P 0 R T U N IT Y- $100 WEEKLY::-::S:::E:::Lc:lc:,TN:::,-:::G 
BE'l'TER QUALITY, ALL·\\OOL. finely made·to·measure suits 
and topcoats at $23.50 and $31.50. Build big reJ)f'at business. 
Liberal bonus for producers. Lan:e swatch samples FREE. 
W. Z. GIBSOX. 1.:\C .. 500 ThrOOJ). Dept. 1'·409. Chicago. 

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR. SOAPS. F.X· 
TRAL'TS. PERFl'�mS. TOILET GOODS. EXPERIENCE UN
NECESSARY. CARXATIOX CO., H2, ST. J,OUIS. MO. 

BIG MONEY SELLING SHIRTS, TIES, UNDERWEAR, 
SOX, RATX('OATS, LDIBERJACJ,S, 8\\'EATERS. J.EATHF.lt
COATS. I\Jackinaws. Oreralls. Pants. Playsuits. Outfit FREE\ 
NDIROD CO., Dept. 55, ·H/22-28 Lincoln A\·e., Chicago. 

WONDERFUL NEW COMPOUND has l:wen inrented. \Vhen 
poured into old dischar�ed Bat terif:'!s they become charged in
stant.Iy. Big money-ma.ker. LfGHTXIXG CO .• St. Paul. Minn. 

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EI 'ERY OII'XER BUYS 
GOLD lXLTlALS for his auto. i ou charge $1.50. make Sl..:J;j, 
Ten orders daily easy. \\"rite tor particulars and free samples. 
AllERICA� )10XOGRA�1 CO .. Dent. 5-l, East Orange. N. J. 

WANTED-COUNTY SALESMAN WITH CAR, TO DE�IO:-<
STRATE FOR LARGE 01!10 )IAXCFACTCRER. First class 
job. FYR-F'l'"TER CO., 2:?uo .Fyr-.b'.yt('r .Muilding, Danon, Ohio. 

HELP AND INSTRUCTION 
WORK FOR "UNCLE SAM." S!05.00 to S280.00 month. 

Steady jobs. .\lt-n-wom€'11. 18 to ,jQ. Paid ,·acations. Samnle 
coaching and list r·osit ions FREE. \\'rite immediately. 
li'R.A..'iK.Ll� lXS'l'IT'CTE, Dept. J-1, Rochester. �- l'. 

HELP WANTED 
-------

WANTED: Eligible Men-Women, l S-50. qualify at once for 
Government ]Xlsitions. Salary ran!!e. $105--$230 month. Steady 
emplonn{'nt. Paid ,·acarions. Thousands apnointed rearly. Write, 
today, 1:::\'STRCCTIO);' lll'UE.-\ l'. :?3U. St. Louis. �Jo. 

POSITIONS ON OCEAN LINERS TO EUROPE; ORIENT. 
GOOD PAY. EXPERIEXCE C:\'XECESSABL Self - Addressed 
envelope brings list. .ARCCLCS. Dept. 2\J2, .Mowlt \'ernon, N. Y. 

HELP WANTED-MALE 
AMAZING NEW INVENTION brin�s up to S60 e>ery week 

from grateful housewi\'es. Sensational kitchen tool has five dif
ferent uses. Sells on sight e\·ery home. \\'rite for free sample 
otTer. TYLER )1FG. CO .. Dept. C-1010, �luncie. Ind. 

OLD GOLD AND DIAMONDS 
CASH PAID for Gold Treth and Dental Work, 

·Broken Jew
elry, Watches, Sit>erware and Diamonds. Cash b�· return mail. 
Goods returned if .You're not satisfied. )lcDE\Tl'T CO., 116 
)larket St., :."ewark, );'ew Jersey. 

PRINTING-PRINTED STATIONERY 
STANDARD GRADE 20 lh Bond Letter Heads 8% x 11, 

Em·clopes !HI. inC'h 24-lb \\'O'ff'. llusi ne.;s Cards . . Hlotters, 
Statements. Bill Head.::, ctc.-S:?.50 per 1000 plus parcel J)Ost. 
Baltimore Thomo:oon L'o., 8101-,j Harford Road, Baltimore, Md. 

Hammermill Bond Stationery Special! 200 shCf"ts and 100 
enveiOJJcs. neath· vrinted with your name and address in a 
conserl'at ivc type, in rich blue. Only $1. ).laney back if dis
pleased! The Philatelic Printery. 1258 Brook A.ve .. N. Y. C. 

PATENT ATTORNEYS 
PATENTS-Write for free guide book. "Bow To Obtain A 

Patent" and Record of lnnmtion Blank. Send model or 
sketch and description or inventions for Free Opinion whether 
it comes \ri.thin Patent Office Rules. Easy Pa.yments. 
VICTOR J. EYAXS &: CO .. itJ2 Xi..nth, Washington, D. C. 

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCES. 
BEST RESCLTS. PRO�IPTXESS ASSCRED. SEND rutAIV
ll'G OR )IQDEL. II'ATSOX E. COLE�lAN. REGISTERED 
PATE�T LA.\\-YER, 724 );'lXTH ST., WA.SHl�Gl'ON. D. C. 

PATENTS AND INVENTIONS 
I NVE N T I O N S  C OMM E R CIALIZE D. PATENTED OB 

UNPATENTED. Send sketch and descriPtion or model. or 
write for information. In business 30 years. Complete facilities. 
ADAM FISHER MFG. CO . . 249 Enright, St. L<mis, Mo. 

UNPATENTED IDEAS CAN BE SOLD. I TELL YOU HOW 
AND HET.P YOU MA"E THE SAT�K �'REE PARTICULARS. 
\\'rite W. T. GREE1\"'E, 951 Barris�er Bid::;., \\-rasbington, D. C. 

In antwering aft11 advertilement on tM• page it i1 de1irable that vou mention tl\i1 magazine. 
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You'll be surprised how euy to learn, how lnte:reAtinR" 
Dl"'lfting 18-how Quickly you can �ret ready for well-paid 
POsitions with Architecta, Contractore, and io bhr maou
facturin�r plants. 

$40 TO $75 A WEEK-AND MORE I 
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money refunded. Am azing olfer right now to office and 
factory men, between 20 and 35 years old. Aak for tree 
leuon and Ora!tin�r book today, 

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. 0·736 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St. Chlc:ago 

sfountli'n'1FreeqjforsAssuREYouR$uca$$ 
One garment free with three. New mer• 

�� ... �JV?r>e���g�p��1:t�:�'":f��ge�hCn��Pet[e' ���� 
pie line given free. Write today. The 
plan's n proven money maker. 

... - ... �- PHOTOGRA 
CAREER 

rwo billion dollar U:utustry offers 
splendid opportunities 3$ 

DlloUo11 Pldvtt Camerama.n and Ptojettlo-.ltl 0"51111 .. Pt.otosrapbtr ud Plloto fi•UIItr 
to learn by our simplified method.. 

SEND FOR FREE BOOK 
giving full Ik.tail.s.. State which interests you. 

NEW YORK INSTITUTE Of PHOTOGRAPHY 10 W. 33rd St. <Dept. 80), New York 

SONG WRITERS! 

"How we 
saved our first $500'' 

"�L\R\" and I had been married four years, but we couldn 'e 
save a cent. Fact is, we were constantly in debt and l was 
always worried for fear I wou ld lose my position. 

"Then one night I saw that something must be done , so I told Mary I was going to take a cou rse with the International 
Correspondence Schools. 'I've been hoping you would do that,' 
she said. '1 know you can earn more money if you really try.' 

'·So I started studying after supper at night, in the spam 
time that used to go to waste. It wa.sn't hard and prettr soon. 
l began to see it was helping me in my work. In thrl!e 
months a new position was open and the Boss gave me a 
chance at it because he'd beard I "·as studywg with the I. C. S. 

'·\Yell, that w:lS the start. Before the end of the year I 
recei,·ed another raise and we began to sa\·e. \Ye've got $50() 
in the bank now and we' re going to ha,·e a lot more soon." 

For th irts·ft•e yean the International Correspondence School! 
ha\·e been helping men to win promotion, to earn more money, to 
get ahead In business and in life. Tou can do it too. 

At least. ftnd out how by marking and mailing the coupon 
t>rinted below. It doesn't co:ot you a penny or obligate you in any 
'vay to do this, but it mar be thQ means or changing your entiro 
U!e. Do It now. 

Mail Thill Coupon for Free Booklet 
---------------------

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
uTh-8 Unit:er�aL Cn.iveraitv'' 

Box 2133· F, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or ohllgatlon. please send rue a copy or your book� 

let, "WhD Wins and Why," and full plrticulars about the subJect 
bet ore whicb I hare marked X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
OA.rchftect 0 Automobile Mechanic 
OArchitectural D raftsmao 0 �lumbing 0 Steam Fitting 
OBullding Estimating- Olleating 0 Ventilation 
OWood )Iillworklng OSheet ::\Ietal Worker 

BContractor and Uullde� a steam Engineer 
Structural Draftsman Steam Electric Engineer 

OStructural En.:lueer §Ch·U En,sineer 
OEiectrlc \Yiring Sun·eying and Mapping 
OEiectrfcal Engineer Refrigeration 

· 

OEicctric Lighting O R. R. Locoruoth·es
-

D"'elding, Electric and Gas OR. R. Settlon Foreman 
0 Reading Shop Blueprints 0 lt. R. Bridge and Building Foreman 
OTele graph Engineer 0.\lr Brakes 0 Train 0Deration 
OTelephone Work 0 H ighway Engineering 
OMechanical Engineer OChemistry 0 Pharmacy 
OMechanical Draftsman OCoal Mining Engineer 
OMachinlst 0 Tool maker ONarlgatlon 0 lloilerrn.aker 
OPatternmaker O'l'extile o�erseer or SuoL 
OPlvefitter 0 Tinsmith OCotton Manufacturing 
OBridge Engineer 0\\"oolcn Manufacturing 
0 Bridge and BuUt.ling Foreman 0 Agriculture 0 Fruit Growing 
0 Gas Engines 0 I Hesel :Bngines 0 roultry Farming 0 Radio 
OA.viation En�ines 0 )J:arine Engineer 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES BBus iness Management OBusiness CorresoondP.nce 
Office Management 0 Lettering Show Card.; 0 SigiLOJ 

0 lndustriall\lan::u:;ement 0 Stenography and Typing 
OPersonnel Management OComplete Commercial 
OTramc Management OCi\·11 Service 0 )!ail Carrier 
0 Accountancy 0 C.ht . .\coountant D Railway Mail Clerk 
DC. P. Accountant OGrade School Subjech. 
OBookkeeping OlfiJ:h School l"ubject:� 
0 Secretarial Wort\ 0 College PreDaratory 
0 Spanish 0 French 0 Illu,;traling 0 Cartoon inc 
D Salesmanship 0 .\dvertlsine- 0 Lumber Dealer 

Name ......................................... .......... . . . . • . .  Age .....••.......••••. . . . . . . .  , 

Address ................................ . 

City ..................................... ............ State ...... . 

Occupation.. ... . .  . . . . ..• 
ll JIOU rerido in Canada, und this coupon to the International OtW• 

retpondence Schoola Canadaa,�. Limited, Montreal, Cana<la 

In answer-ing anv advertisement on tM1 page U il desirable that uou mention this magazine. 
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Learn RADIO 
Television� Tal kina Pictures 
Scores of jobs are open-with Manofaetarers, Dealers, Broadcast• 
in� Stations, Movie Studios and Talking Picture Theatres, Steam· 
sb1p and Airplane Lines, Television Laboratories, etc. Interesting, 
fascinating JObs, offering Big Pay to the Trained Radio man! 

Ten Weeks of Actual Shop Training 
Come to Coyne in Chicago and prepare for these jobs the quick 
and practical way-by actual shop work on actual radio equip· 
ment. No useless theory. Some students finish the entire course 
In 8 weeks. The average time is only 10 weeks. No previous 
experience necessary. 

GET MT FREE RADIO And TELEVISION BOOK 
But get all the facts! How some students earn while learning, how 
we help our graduates in securing positions, etc, It costs nothing 
to investigate! Just mail the coupon for a FREE COPY OF MY 
BIG RADIO, TELEVISION AND TALKING PICTURE BOOK. 

Ha C. LEWIS, President Radio Division, Coyne Electrical School 
500 s. Paulina St., Dept. 71·7E, Chicago, 111. 
Send me your Big Free Radio, Television and Talking Picture 
Book. This does not obligate me in any way. 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . .  
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CASH 
BONUS 
GIVEN 

Start earning right away, Quaker will 
help you with a marvelous free sample 
outfit that gets orders everywhere. 
Men1s Fine Shirts, Ties, Underwear, 
Hosiery,Workshirts, Sweaters, Lumber· 
lockets. Sheep-lined clothing for men 
and boys. Amaxingly low prices. 
Write NOW. � QUAKER SHIRT CORP. 

.Dept. 01 0 1107 Broadway, N. Y. 

Be A Detective 
Make Secret Investigations 

Earn Big Mon ey. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating_ work. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to 
GEO, R. B. WAGNER, 2190 Broadway, N. Y. 

The Truth About 
Hen Past40! 

Thous�tnds. or men past40 have lost their health 
�tnd streng·th-Hnd d on "t know the c�tuse. Tiley 
suffer [r('quent nigoht rising. chronic constipa
tion, b11.ckache. foot and lt-1! pains, sciatica. nt>r
vousness. mental dt>pressaou. etc. )(any tllink 
it is approach in� old age. Others wroru.d.\· A.t
tribute their trouble to biA.dder and kidne.L 
This issometimestt dang-erous mistake. SciPnce 
basdlscovt""red the real troubleisoftt>n prostate 
g-land failure-a �ravt" Hffliction. But �tn amaz
ing new drugless home gland treatment ha.s 
been perrectPd that thoUSR.JH.ls of users say hHS 
broue-ht tl-Wift .• permanent relief. and quiclily 
restored normal activity. W. J, Kirk, Pres I• 
dent, 3046 Morris Avo., Steubenville, Ohio. 

-relieved in ONE minute 
by these thin, healing, safe 
pads! They remove thecause 
-shoefriction and pressure. 

FREE! 
So amazing in results that the in· 
ventor sends It on 
Free Trial. Write 
today for facts and 
tree book of star
tling truths about men past 40. 

D! Scholl's 
Zino-pads Si(es also for 

CallouseJ atJd Bunion$ 

PANTS MATCH 

No JOKE To BE DEAF 
-EVERY DEAF PERSON KNOWS THAT 
Geor(:"e P. Way ma€le himself bear. after being deH.f ror 
25 y ears . with Artificial Enr Drums-his own iuveutlon. 
Be wore t.bem da:-· and nig-ht. They .. etopped heRd noises and ring ing-
f;����t;��-�����v������:�:e'�e[���: 
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. . : N •• 

Write ror IJis true story, " How 1 , 
Got Dear and Made M:rsel t Hear." 
Also l)ooklet on DeRfne�s. Address Art(llrial Ear Dn.nt 

GEORGE P. WAY, INC. 450 Hofmann Building Detroit, Michigan 

�:��������� Don•t Fail to read''Song Requirements 
ofTalkingPicturea,Radio and Records'' 
an explanatory. inatructive book SENT 
FREE on requeat. New writer& may mail 
aong-poema for free examination. lVe re· 
uiae, compose and arrange music, and se
curecopyrights, guaranteeing approvaL 

M.G. Newcomer Associates, 1674 Broadway, New York. 
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FREIKA ELASTIC STOCKING 
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!11vi�ible undPr fine:>t �dlk ho�e. Porous. Com
fortablt>, Hnd£>nic. WashaiJie. SENO fOR fOLDER. 

Snle A(tt'tlt.o� in r. S. anrl C(mrtrla. 
THIEMANN.BOETTCIIER&CO.,Inc. 2020 BROAOWAY, Dept. 53, NEW YORK CITY 

II The readers of ALL-STORY are cetting a. FREE reproduction 
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HOTEL , club, restaurant and in�titution<'ll field 
calling for trained men. Thousands of posi
tions as Manager. Assistant :l\lanager. Stew

ard. Room Cleric Auditor. Sports Director and 
other important positions paying 82. 500 to 510.000 
a year. open an nually . Nearly $ 1 . 000.000.000 worth 
of NEW HOTELS. CLUBS. SCHOOLS. HOSPI
TALS and INSTITUTIONS being built this :vear! 
Lewis-trained men start at salaries up to S!!.500 a 
year, with living often included . 

Our tiles (•onta in hundrE-d� 
of lc'tters likP these. w hi"'h 
prove thA.t the hotel in
d u stn· is the fiel d of bi!!" 
oppoTtunity today. 

Herman Goodman : ''Am 
Steward i n  the Jarg'e�t 
ftnd finest hotel in this 
r>it.>. I wA.nt to thank the 
Le�·i!'! Schools for their 
R.ssistance. ' '  

Previous Experience Proved Unnecessary 
.J•)hn n:. Dobson: " �o w  

A s s t s t a n t  Manager ot 
largeet aoartment hou�e in 
th'" state. with better lhdog Qualify tor a well-pai d position at 

home in spare time--our Personal 
Coaching Plan adapts training to your 

needs. Lewis-trained men of both young 
::tnd mature age winning success;. Julius 

1\i. VVinslow, 52, became Assistant Manager thru 
Lewis Training. A good grade-school education , 

plus Lewis Specialized Training, qualifies :rou. 

quarters, iocre:ned �talary. 
Your course haa helped 
grt!atl y , ' '  

Nationwide Employment Service Free of Extra Charge 
All of your training under personal supervision of Clifford Le"·is.  

who was appointed Managing Consultant by over 300 hotels. Registr<:l
tion F'HEE of extra cost i n  our National Employment Bureau. COYer
tng country at 70.000 points through special arra.ngement with Po!"tq\ 
Telegraph . Send today for Free Book "Your Big Opportunity . "  explain
ing our Money-bacl� Agreement and our Personal Coach in g Plan . 

; Lewis Hotel Training Schools, 
: Roout DS- '; 1 07 ,  \\' a8lllugton, D. C. 
, S"'nd me the Free Book, '' YOUR BIG OPPOR· 
'" TUNITY,'' without obligation, and detail! of your � Peuonal Coachina- Plao. HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 

Washington, D. C. ; Na� .... . . . . ..........  . 

Rupture No 
Spoils My Fun 
"Now that I am rid of my rup· 
ture and do not wear a truss. I 
enjoy dancing again. l\lany stren
uous activities are pleasures . be
cause I am not handicapped in any 
way. :My work is no longer a task 
-l enjoy it. No one would ever be
lieve I was crippled by rupture . " 

This is the way people write us 
after ridding themselves of rupture 
by using STUART' S  ADHESIF 
PLAPAO-PADS. 

Stacks of sworn endorsements 
report success-without delay from 
work. 

Plapao·Pads cling to the body 
without straps. bucl{\es or springs. 
Eas;.· to apply-economical and 
comfortable. 

Convince yoursel! by actuall y 
testing Plapao at our expense. 
Send coupon today. 

---=--=----� ��Wi]Jl.ti FREE I �...ru�, -s.:r 
.- - • � :::=---:-:,� - ,  MAIL COUPON BELOW TO·OAY · 

I Plapao Laboratories, Inc., J 
I 743 Stuart Bldg., St. Louio, Mo. I Send me FREE Trial Plapao and 48-page book on ( R u p t u re. No charge for this now or later. I 
I Name .. ... ........ .............. ....... .. . . ... . ..... . ....... I Address ..................................................................................................... .. 
L - - - - - - - - - - - - -l  

• � Addreu .. . . . . . . .  . 

: f;it'J .. . .. State .. 

"Gold 
fro� , 

Corn · 

w1tk Unique lnYention! 
Hundreds of men and women who are using this ma
chine are "coining money . "  Profits up t o  S30 to $50 a. 
day have been reported from full time and spare time 
work. 

This renu:trl�able invention is the Crispette 'Machine that 
makes the nationally famous Crispette popco1·n confec
tion . Young and old like them. Come again and again 
for more. Ea:;y to ma!<e. All equipment furnished. 
Raw material plentiful and cheap. Profits big. 1'\o town 
too small. Start now. 

Q U I C K  S U C C E SS P O SS I B L E  a nywherc-citil's. towns. villages; 
oven a. lit tle l'etail storE' ; or begiu at home ; \\'hOll'sale t o  stores. 
grocers. baJ(ers, druggist s. parks. baseball games, picnics. wayside 
stands. 
N EW P O P  C O R N  SP E C I A LTY S H O P S  making Jots of money now. 
J.AO"Ltcrs just rccei\'ed during vast month tell of many succt"sses. 
WE START Y O U  IN B U S I N ESS for little mon�:y. Supply rna· 
chines. secret formulas. and ra\1,.· material. Little catJital star:s 
you. No <.•xpt•rienco needed. 

W RITE FOR " B O O K  OF FACTS"-it's free, contains success 
letters from others-shows their places of business. tells bow to 
start. 

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY 
1 098 HIGH STREET, SPRINGFIELD, OHIO 

In antwering an11 adverti•ement on thi1 page 4t te del·irable that vou mention tAil magazine. 
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Go to High 
School at Home 
You c a n  secure a high school education right at 
home by studying the splendid new courses re
cently p repared by the International Correspon
dence Schools. 

These courses are equ ivalent to the courses gi\'f.·n in resi .. 
rlent high schools. They have been specially arranged fol" 
men and women who wish to meft college entrance examina
tions, to qual ify 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 Commer
cial Course and the High School English Cout>e include Eng
lish , algebra, ancient, medie,·al, modern and U. S. History, 
physiology, literature, geography , Latin, bookkeeping, drawing, 
geometry, shorthand, physics, chemistry, salesmansh ip , adYer .. 
tising, ci\'icS, trigonometry, ecc .1om ics, American business law, 
corporation finance, money and banking, business and trade 
economics, etc. A diploma is giYen at graduation. 

The lessons are easy to understand and you will make 
rapid progress because you wil l be in a class by ynursrlj and 
you \Yill study under the gu idance of in!=-tructors who are 
sincerely interested in helping you to get ahead and achieYe 
the bigger things of life. 

Just mark and mail the coupon and we will gladly send 
you interesting free booklets describing the High School 
Courses of i.he International Correspondence Schools or an)". 
other subject in which you are interested. 

INTERNATIONAL C ORR ESPO N D ENCE S C H O O LS 
Box 21S4·f, Seranton. Penna. 

Without cost or obligation. please tell me hew I can QUaU!y for 
the position or in the subject beturc which 1 have marked ao �: 

0 College Preparatory Course 
0 High School Commercial Courso 
0 High School English Course 
0 High School Vocational Course 
0 High School Agricultural Course �Business 1\l;magement 

Industrial Management 
Personnel Management 
Traffic Management 
.Accounting and C. P. A. 

· Coaching §Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Secretarial Work 
Spanish 0 French 

TEC H N ICAL AND 

B
Etectrlcal Engineering 
Electric Lighting B ������l�:l E�:����n §Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 0 Ch'il Engineer §Surveying and l\Iappini' 
Plumbing and Beating 
�t;s� E�

i
8�:r

i
�t�ning 

OSate�manshio §Ad-.ertising 
Business Correspondence 
Show Card and Sign 

..... Lettering §Stenography and Typin� 
English 0 Ci\·11 Sen-tee 
Railway )lail Clerk 

Bfii���r:N��ol Subf:Jc��rtoonln« 
INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

O Architect §Architects• Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Drartsman 
Concrete Bui ld£'r 

D Structural Engin£'er 
O Chcmistry 0 Pharmacy 
D Automobile Work 
0 Aviation Engines 0 :\a\"igat ion 

B .-\gricult urP and Poultry 
.:\Iathematics 

Name . . . . . . ..................... . .................................... .......................... _ 
Street 

Address . . . . ................... . .......... . ...... . .. . .. . 

cu� .................... ......................... . . . . . . .  State 

GIVE S I L K  H O  E F R E E ! 
Clear up to $40 Cash 
Make big money giving 100% Pure Silk Hose Free ! Rivals $2.50 value. Given Free with 

Parium and Poudre set, equal 
of $4 value, at only $1 complete ! 

1 OO''C PROFIT FOR YOU 
WITH PARIS TOI LETRIES 

Sight-Seller! 

.-\ dd up w �·U!.OO weeki.\· to �·our 
r'"'�.::ulur income. Take orders fvr 
t.hP lo west pr·if'erl line of !1-hirt!'. underwear, ties and hosiery offered 
in years. Hia-hest quality, newest fabric�J. Shirts as low as SSe, other item11 in proportion. 

No ln.,estment Necessar)' Ju11t c11.1l on friends and nei1<hborl!. Take ord�rs for merchandise that they'll buy on sight. And then re-order time and time again. Your profits are lar�e. Help eliminate hard tim"!! by ""rlting at once for FREE samples and full particulars. 
CARTER WELCH, Mgr. 227 W. Van Buren St., Dept_ 835 

Chicago, Ill. 

l f  you are under 35 ttnd willintr to pre-pare for 
n �ood Electrical p(l�ition in !>pare time. we un
(ICrtake to IH·Ip place you with Electrical Power 
,)r nHtnufacturi tn;- company when you are onlv 
halt way thro ugh our course or moner refunded. 

POSITIONS $40 TO $75 A WEEK 
We ha,·e been able to find good joLs for our studentl'O and 

. _ _. graduate�� . even in panic tknu, becau11e ELECTRICITY "'lo�c;�-�-�·iii .. �� is the one industry which continues to grow and prosper - 'io.. -
.
-
. 

_ -- regardleu of bu11inen conditions. WRITE TODAY 
� ��� ��ln':���� ·:;:if�tu��e!; E����rt:ft9y·.�';' and book ,  

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. E-736, Drexel and 58th Street, Chlcaa:o 

F E M I N I N E � 
H Y G I E N E  _ <> 
I positively guarantee my great . .. 
successful "Relief Compound." 'Qo- · 
Safely relieves some of the long-
est, stubborn and unusual cases 
In three to five days. 
FOR OVER A QUARTER OF A CEN TURY 
women from all over the country have used this com• 
pound with remarkable results. Testimonials without 
number. No harm, pain or interference with work. 
MaiL $2. Double strength, $3, Booklet Free. Wrile loday. 
DR.:E.T. SOUTHIII8TOII REMEDY C:O., IIAIISAS CITY, MO. 

ln an110er!ng an11 advert!aement on thia page It il de1irable that vou mention this magazine. 



DO YOU READ THE ARGOSY? 

They were met by a grim sight 
i1t the garage 

The Flaming Torch 
The role of a taxi driver only added to the audacity with which DetectifJe Terence 

Guard attacked New York;s arson and murder ring 

By WILLIAM CORCORAN 

CHAPTER I. 

TAXIMAN TERENCE GUARD. 

M
ARTIN SAVAGE, a power in 

the contracting world, had 
never ceased to love a fight, and 

it seemed that one was starting 'here 
with all the dispatch of a sizzling sky
rocket. 

At his signal for a cab, two machines 
had come whizzing in toward the curb. 
The driver from the regular line threw 

open his door and came headlong from 
behind his wheel, clutching a heavy 
jack handle. 

The other driver, compact, capable
looking, with steel-trap jaw and hard 
blue eyes, approached. His  voice was 
softly grating and incisive in meaning. 

" This ride is  mine, big boy," he said. 
" Scram !" 

One of the most thrilling, fast-moving detective 
stories you've ever read. Begin it in next week's 
(Oct. 10) ARGOSY. 

ARGOSY- THE GREAT ADVENTURE WEEKLY -10c 
I D 145 
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Cri1ne Breakers 
NUMBER 2 

A Novelette 

By Judson P. Philips 

He covered the plush box containing the diamonds with ashes 

Mr. Hewes Wasn't Grasping, but He Figured Gems Worth 
$450,000 to a Maharajah Might Be Valuable to Him Also 

CHAPTER I 

The Release of Jim Garth 

upper classes, men \Yho belonged 
definitely under the classification of  
gentlemen, either incoming or out-

T
HE warden looked with an un- going. He had seen and talked to this 

disguised expression of curiosity young man just a year ago when he 
· in his eyes at the young man had first come into the prison to serve 

,,·ho sat in the chair opposite him. It a sentence for embezzlement: he had 
was not often that he had men of the encountered him only once or twice 
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during that year. To-day he ''as sign
ing the papers \vhich would release 
him. 

Prison leaves its mark on most men, 
but it does not as a rule make such a 
startling change in a man as it had in 
this instance. Jim Garth had come into 
prison ruddy, tanned from an athletic 
life, a clear, humorous light in his eyes. 
His hair had been black and wavy, 
and worn rather long. His face had 
been unlined and carefree. 

The man who sat opposite the war
den was so cha.nged it took an effort 
of memory for the latter to recall his 
first impressions. Jim Garth's eyes 
were somber and brooding. His dark 
brows were drawn together and deep 
lines had formed in his forehead. His 
lips were tightly closed with a bitter 
little quirk in the corners . His hair 
was close-cropped and salted \\"ith a 
sprinkling of gray. But the somber 
eyes met the warden's steadily, un
waveringly. 

"Well, Mr. Garth," said the warden 
cheerfully, "I am as glad to release 
you to-day as you are to be released, 
I'm sure." 

"Thank you," said Garth. His tone 
was unemotional. 

"It isn't often that \\"e have a man 
of your caliber in here, Garth, and I 
hav

-
e tried to make it as easy for you 

as possible." 
Garth's head went back and he 

laughed shortly, bitterly. " I'm grate
ful for your thoughtfulness, warden. 
I'm afraid there isn't much any man 
can d9 to make a stay in jail pleas
ant.'' 

The ·warden passed a box of cig
arettes and Garth accepted one and lit 
it from the match the warden held. " I 
have always believed your story, 
Garth," continued the warden. " I 
think you held the bag for the men who 

\Vere really guilty. I think i i you 
hadn't been an honest man you \YOuld 
never have sen·ecl this term." 

"I am sure,"' said Garth, ironically, 
"that is a great consolation." 

"You mustn't be bitter, Mr. Garth. 
The thing is passed and over now." 

Garth gave the warden a sharp look. 
"Passed and over, eh? Do you honest
ly think that, "·arden? Be�ause if you 
do you are less \vorldly than I should 
have thought. Do you think I can ever 
go back to the friends who knew me or 
move in the same strata of society? Do 
you think I will ever be able to shake 
the stigma of having been a jail-bird? 
Do you think any one in the business 
world will ever give me a job when my 
name has been plastered over every 
newspaper in the country as the guilty 
seller of fraudulent oil stocks? �ly 
dear man, everything that ever meant 
anything at all to me is shut a\Yay for
e\'er !'' 

"But you are a wealthy man, :\Ir. 
Garth. You will be able to live where 
you wish and how you vvish. The pos
session of wealth makes it easy for 
people to forget the past." 

Garth studied the ends of his fingers. 
'' Every cent I ever had or am likely to 
have, warden, went into making good 
to those people who were caught in the 
trap I unwittingly set for them. �o 
one lost by that oil deal-except my
self. I have lost everything-money, 
position, friends." 

"You are young, Mr. Garth. You 
can make a fresh start." The warden 
knew he was just talking clap-trap 
phrases. He knew that the scar on this 
man's soul 'vas too deep to be healed 
by words. 

Garth inhaled deeply on his cigarette 
and then cru5hed it out in an a�h tray 
on the warden's desk. 

"You forget, warden, that I 'vas 
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a prominent person. People all oYer 
the \Yorld read the story of my dis
grace. \Vherever I turn it will be 
remembered. No, warden, there is 
just one thing in life left for me." 
The \Yarden shifted uneasily in hi;-; 
chair, for he guessed what was com
ing. Garth continued: " There is just 
one thing left for me, warden, and 
that is to square accounts with the man 
who was responsible for sending me 
here. \Yhen I have done that, nothing 
else will matter."  

"Revenge," said the warden, me
chanically, "is never as sweet as most 
people think it will be. "  

Garth laughed, and the sound of  his 
laughter was not pleasant. " I want to 
turn the screws on him as he turned 
them on me, warden. I want to trap 
him as he trapped me. I want to see 
him suffer as I have suffered-over a 
long period o f  time. I want him to know 
what it i s  to sit hour after hour in a 
two-by-four cell with nothing but bit
terness in his heart. I want him to 
knO\-v what torture it has been for 
me . . . here." Garth's voice had 
risen in passionate anger. 

The \Varden rose. " Remember, Mr. 
Garth," he said, gravely, " that your 
thirst for revenge may result only in 
bringing· you back here. You have a 
black mark against you on the books 
that will count against you in life." 

Garth also rose. " I am painfully 
aware of that, warden, but I promise 
you that I will gladly spend the rest 
of my life here if I can just balance 
my account. That's all I ask for, 
\\·arden." 

" I  \Yish you luck, Mr. Garth. I hope 
that \Yhen you are free you will lose. 
some of your bitterness. It will never 
bring you happiness." 

• ·  Happiness!" The departing pris
oner langhed. "Happiness! Your 

sense of humor, \\"arden, IS nothing 
short of extraordinary." 

CHAPTER II 

The $450,000 Plot 

IT ,,·as a restaurant which specialized 
in food, an extraordinary thing in 
th is clay of the speakeasy. It \\·as 

one of the last places in the city where 
the gourmet could still satisfy his deli
cate tastes, and because the American 
palate has been paralyzed by bad gin it 
was patronized only by a few cus
tomers who still ate food for the joy 
of eating and sipped rare wines for 
their flavor rather than for their alco
holic effect. 

The fat man at the corner table was 
obviously having a delight ful time. He 
had ordered with care and was eating 
with relish. The white linen napkin 
was tucked into a middle waistcoat but
ton, but despite this precaution there 
was a fresh stain on the expensiYe 
necktie he wore-a fresh stain to join 
the others which were already old 
friends. His clothes were wrinkled and 
unbrushed, yet if one knew about cloth 
it was apparent that this suit had come 
from one of the best tailors. 1\ow and 
then the fat man removed his gold
rimmed spectacles to wipe away the 
mist which befogged them as he leaned 
over the steaming casserole of quail, 
cooked in a ravishing "·ine sauce. He 
seemed entirely oblivious of the other 
two men who sat at an adjoining table, 
yet these t\\"o men \Yere attracting curi
ous glances from the other patrons. 
Martin Hewes had no curiosity, at the 
moment, except about the next mouth
ful o f  quail., 

It was not remarkable that the other 
two men attracted attention. One of 
them wore a turban. and had the dark 
skin and aquiline features of the East 
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Indian. Glittering black eyes were a man whose wealth is so fabulous that 
fixed intently on the man who sat oppo- even he himself does not know how 
site him, eyes that seemed to be bor- much he has." 
ing through the strange, mask-like face " The Maharajahs are noted for 
of his companion. The other man, an their riches," said :;\1r. Sheringham, an 
Englishman, was immaculately clad in acquisitive gleam in his one eye. 
striped gray trousers. black coat, wing "�Iy master,'' said �Ir. Singh, "is 
collar, bow tie. spats. The one out- a collector o f  precious gems. When
standing thing about his appearance. ever he hears of some jewel which 
however, was that in his right eye he would augment his collection he ac
wore a monocle of  opaque green glass. quires it, regardless of expense or 
Close scrutiny >Yould have shmvn the effort. There is a piece of jewelry 
observer that this was not altogether an here in your city which he wishes. I 
affectation, for behind that green glass have been commissioned to get it and 
was no eye at all. Some accident had I must have it." 
left nothing but a seared socket \Vhich " All things are possible," said Mr. 
the man cleverly hid by the wearing Sheringham. " Go on." 
of a monocle. He  had thin, bloodless " It is a necklace ," said Mr.  Singh, 
lips, which seemed to be twisted into a " a necklace of matchless diamonds 
perpetual i ronic smile. The one good which was brought to � ew York by 
eye, pale green in color, \\'as cold and ·-;ames Carrington, the millionaire, for 
heartless as splintered ice. He toyed his wife. \V ord spread from the dia
idly with the caviar ·which the waiter monel tparket in Amsterdam that this 
had brought him. was the most beauti fully matched string 

"'iV ell, Mr. Singh,'' he said, " let's of diamonds in the \YOrld. �1y master 
hear your proposition," his voice was will not be happy until it is in his pas
suave, oily, but with a decidely unpleas- session. Carrington will not sell at 
ant edge to it .  He spoke in a normal, any price, so it must be acquired in 
conversational tone \Y ith no attempt to some other fashion." 
keep any one from hearing. It \\·ouldn't :Mr. Sheringham regarded the 
have done much good if any one had prongs of his fork thoughtfully. " But 
heard him, for he spoke in Arabic. if your master did get possession of 

Mr. Singh leaned forward, ignoring this necklace he would never be able to 
his  canape, to the pained horror of the show it, Mr. Singh. I know of the 
waiter. " Shall we come directly to the Carrington string, and if it were-er
point, Mr.  Sheringham ?" he asked, also shall we say removed, every. one would 
in Arabic. be on the lookout for it and it  would 

" By all means," said the man with be promptly identified and your master 
the green eyeglass. " I don't think we prosecuted." 
need beat around the bush. I knO\\' The East Indian laughed softly. 
who you are, Mr. Singh, and you know " You do not understand the collector's 
who I am and what my business is." lust for possession, ?\lr. Sheringham. 

Mr. Singh rubbed his hands together He would not be fool enough to sho'l-v 
enthusiastically. " Precisely. It  i s· the finest string of di;�_monds in the 
gratifying: to me to be able to place my world. Now to put matters quite · 
cards face up on the table. I represent frankly, I am led to believe that you 
a prince of my land, lVIr. Sheringham- have the organization and the skill to 
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steal this necklace. I am here to buy 
your services. "  

Sheringham regarded his companion, 
the sardonic twist to his lips tightening. 
" How is it that you would trust me 
to turn the necklace over to you after 
I have stolen it ?" he said. 

Mr. Singh shrugged. "My dear 
Mr. Sheringham, what could you do 
with the necklace after you had it? You 
are not a collector. These diarnonds 
are of such a distinctive tint that even 
though they were re-cut they would 
sti:� be distinguishable. You couldn't 
sell them, Mr. Sheringham. That is 
why I trust you." And it was Mr. 
Singh's turn to indulge in a grim smile. 

" Sound enough," agreed Shering
ham. " At what figure do you value 
the necklace ?" 

" Four hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars,'' said Mr. Singh, impressively. 

" In that case," said Sheringham, 
grimly, " it will cost you j ust that 
amount in cash if I am to get the string 
for you." Mr. Singh gasped. " Further
more," Sheringham continued, " you 
will pay that to me in advance and I 
will retain it whether I succeed or fail." 

" My dear sir!" Mr. Singh was over
come. 

" It's a highly precarious venture," 
said Sheringham, " and the risk of 
being detected is so great that I would 
not take it for anything less than the 
sum I mention. If I fail and some of  
my men are caught, I shall need funds 
to get them out of trouble. So you 
see, I must have the money, win or 
lose." 

Mr. Singh's dark skin seemed to 
grow dar!{er. " I'm not sure that I 
should object to the sum you mention 
i f  you succeed. But to pay it to you 
in case of failure seems-well, stag
gering !" 

Mr. Sheringham's lips tightened. 

"That's my proposition-take it or 
leave it. There is no point in argument, 
Mr. Singh, because I am nor a flexible 
person." He looked steadily at Mr. 
Singh. "I m'ight add, that I am not 
expecting failure, l\ir. Singh. But I 
must be prepared for it. This is a busi
ness \Yith me and 1 do not run it on 
a speculative basis." 

"vVhat it means," said :J'lr. Singh, 
" is that i f  you are clo;;e pressed you 
will not care about the necklace. You 
will be already paid." 

Mr. Sheringham smiled. " Failure 
means an end of my prestige, Mr. 
Singh. Believe me, \Ye will stop at 
nothing to succeed. It  is only because 
we have stopped at nothing in the past 
that my reputation is known to you."  

lVIr. Singh sighed. " I  must risk it," 
he said dolefully. "because I dare not 
return to my master without the dia
monds. Come to my room at the Ritz 
to-morrow morning at eleven and I 
will have the money." 

Ylr. :.\1artin Hewes, the fat man at 
the next table, regarded a piece of  cold 
quail on his plate with the light of 
tragedy in his eyes. His attention had 
been distracted from his lunch and it 
was spoiled. ?vir. Hewes spoke and 
understood Arabic fluently, and the 
conversation at the next table had been 
too interesting for him to concentrate 
both on it and quail. 

CHAPTER III 

Martin Hewes Stumbles 

MR. HEWES walked from the 
restaurant tO\Yard his apartment, 
'"hich faced on the park. ·walk-

-1ng was something Mr. Hewes almost 
never did, and only when it was forced 
on him. On this occasion Mr. Hewes 
wanted to think, and he knevv there 
would be no chance for thinking in a 
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taxicab. \ Yhat one needed ,,:as leisure 
and a cigarette in the comfortable arm 
chair he knew was waiting for him, 
but he couldn't wait to do his thinking. 
So he walked and thought. 

So de�ply did Mr. Hewes think that 
he took no notice of his surroundings. 
Thus it was that he failed to se� the 
shadowy figure of a ragged man slunk 
down on a park bench with his tattered 
shoes stretched out across the pave
ment, thus it was that Mr. Hewes 
tripped over those feet and nearly fell 
flat. It  was only by the most heroic 
effort that he regained his equilibrium. 
He turned back angrily, his chain of 
thought broken. The ragged man was 
standing up. 

"I say, old man, I'm most fright
fully sorry," he said. " It was damned 
careless of me to have my feet sprawled 
all over the sidewalk. I hope yon didn't 
hurt yourself . "  

Mr. Hewes, who had been about to 
indulge in the luxury of some good 
old Anglo-Saxon expletives, checked 
himsel f  and the anger died out of him. 
Mr. Hewes was perhaps the most curi
ous person in the world, and already 
the problem of the man with the green 
eyeglass and his Indian friend was ban
ished from his mind. This tramp-this 
ragged bum was a gentleman! His 
words and the intonation of his voice 
were a dead give-away. 

" It's quite all right," said Martin 
Hewes, absently. He stared at the 
young man in rags. As he stared tne 
young man swayed unsteadily on his 
feet and sat down rather 'abruptly on 
the park bench. 

" Drunk?" asked Martin Hewes. 
There was no censure in his voice. 
Just curiosity. The man in rags laughed 
and it wasn't a pleasant sound. }.fartin 
Hewes took a cigarette from his case, 
tapped it on the back of his hand and 

lit it. Then \Yithout a word he turned 
away from the young man and hailed 
a passing cab. \Vhen the driver had 
pulled up at the curb, }.1artin Hewes 
turned back. " Come on," he said, 
shortly. The young man on the bench 
looked at him curiously, but he didn't 
move. " Come on," repeated Martin 
Hewes. 

" I'm afraid I don't understand," 
s_aid the young man. He was trying to 
put a stiffly formal note in his voice, 
but somehow he failed. His voice 
cracked a little, spoiling the effect. 

" Don't be a damned idiot," said 
Martin Hewes, calmly. -" \Ve're going 
to eat ." He said it almost eagerly, his 
manner belying the fact that he had 
j ust completed an enormous dinner. 

" You're a\\· fully kind, old man," 
said the ragged one, " but I've just had 
something. " 

" That," said }lartin Hewes, '' is a 
damned lie. Come on, I don't care to 
stand here all night. Please don't make 
it necessary for me to call on the taxi 
driver to lift you into the cab. You 
know you're so hungry you can't stand 
on your feet," 

Very slowly the young man rose to 
his feet and walked unsteadily toward 
the cab. " I don't kno\\' who yoti are ,"  
he said, " but you're right. I'm as 
hungry as hell!" 

He got into the cab and Hewes 
joined him after giving/an address to 
the driver. They rode only a few short 
blocks in silence and then the cab drev\' 
up before the old bro\\'nstone house 
where Martin Hewes lived. They got 
out and after Hewes had paid the 
driver they mounted the stairs and the 
fat man opened the door \Yith a latch
key and switched on a light. 

" My housekeeper's gone home," he 
said, "but there's always a cold bird 
or a bit of ham in the ice box. Cheese. 
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beer, bread and butter! How doe;; that 
sound?" 

The ragged young man moistened 
his lips. "It sounds swell!" he said, 
and grinned. 

"Follow me," said l\1artin Hewes. 
Cold partridge, thick slices of ham, 

bread and butter, ice cold beer and a 
Stilton ch�ese all came out of the ice 
box and were spread on the kitchen 
table by the host. He said nothing but 
wand the young man to a chair. \:Vith 
a grateful glance the young man 
attacked the food with an ardor that 
left no question as to his appetite. 
Martin Hewes sat down on a kitchen 
chair and lit a cigarette. He watched 
the young man, his eyes twinkling 
beneyo]ently behind his gold-rimmed 
spectacles. He liked to see people enjoy 
food. He hoped the young man wasn't 
too ravenous to appreciate the really 
fine flavor of that cheese. 

At last the young man leaned back 
in his chair with a satisfied sigh. Hewes 
passed his cigarette case and the young 
man took one, lit it, and drew the smoke 
hungrily into his lungs. This chap has 
suffered, thought Martin Hewes. He 
was young, yet there was a sprinkling 
o-f gra)' in his close-cropped hair, and 
the lines about his eyes and mouth 
betrayed tragedy. " I don't know how to thank you, 
sir," said the young man, in a low voice. 
" If there is any way I can pay you 
for this I'll gladly-" 

" \\'hat's your name?" cut in Martin 
Hewes. 

The young man hesitated noticeably. 
Then he spoke. "Garth," he said 
quietly. "Jim Garth." 

1\Iartin Hewes gazed reflecti,·ely at 
the ceiling. "Former international 
polo player, former amateur trap
shooting champion, former millionaire, 
ancl-er-former com·ict,'' he said. 

Jim Garth smiled bitterly. "You 
seem to have me down to a T, 1\1r.
er-'' 

"Hewes. l\1artin Hewes." 
" Everything about me is ' former,' 

:rvir. He\Yes." 
" Just released?'' asked ?.1 a rt i n 

He,ves, casually. 
"Ten days ago." 
"No job, eh? Friends not too cor

dial?" 
" Precisely." 
Martin Hewes watched the ash drop 

from his cigarette onto his Yest un
moved. " You turned your whole for
tune over to the people who were 
caught in that oil fraud, didn't you. 
Mr. Garth?" " I did." 

"Quixotic but admirable," said :\far
tin Hewes. " I gather you are \Yhat i:; 
known in modern parlance as a ' fall 
guy.' " 

" I  believe that's the term." 
" I  take it." said Martin Hewe:;. 

"that under the circumstances your are 
open to a business proposition." " I told you," said Jim Garth, "that I would do anything to square my
self for that meal I've eaten. It sand 
my life." 

" Anything?'' asked Martin Hewes, 
slowly. 

" Anything'' 
"Come up to my study," said the 

fat man. 

CHAPTER IV 

Garth Accepts a Proposition 

MARTIN HEWES'S study was 
something to see, and Jim Garth 
stared at it in undisguised 

amazement. To begin with. Martin 
He\Yes never allowed his housekeeper 
to clean it but once once a year, and it 
\Ya� hean· with dust and cigaret te 
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ashes. Papers "·ere littered helter
skelter oYer eyerything while the desk 
and tables were the repositories for the 
strangest collection of  odds and ends. 
guns, pieces of pottery, pipes, fish
hooks, empty liquor bottles and piece:> 
o f  string. In one corner a chessboard 
stood on a littered taboret, an unfinished 
game set up on it. Pictures of consid
erable value hung crookedly on the 
walls, coated vvith dust. The room was 
lighted by a soot-darkened skylight 
and every inch of wall space not occu
pied by pictures was covered with 
shelves of books. 

Martin Hewes seemed unaware of 
anything unusual about the room and 
he pointed out a battered chair to 
Garth. He placed a box of cigarettes 
at the young man's disposal and leaned 
back in his own plush arm chair with 
the comfortable sigh of a man who is 
content. For a moment or t\yo he 
studied Garth's face, the tips o f  his 
fingers together. 

"I'll tell you, Mr. Garth," he said. 
abruptly. " I'm a sort of d�lecti \'e. 
That is to say I'm interested in crime, 
and when something turns up that in
terests me I work on it whether l'm 
hired or not. ·when I 'm not hired I 
keep my findings to myself. I t  doesn't 
matter much to me one way or another. 
It's just that I love the game." 

" I see," said Garth. He \vas in
stinctively dra·wn to the sloppy Hewes, 
drawn by the magnetic twinkle in his 
eyes, and by the kindness of his voice. 

" I've knocked around the world a 
good deal," said Hewes, " and I'Ye 
picked up a thing or two that stand me 
in good stead. To-night I was sitting 
in a restaurant having dinner, and at 
the next table two men were planning 
a colossal crime. They discussed it 
quite openly because they didn't think 
anvone would understand them. The�· 

spoke in Arabic. Now there probably 
aren't more than four people in all of 
N e\v York who can speak Arabic flu
ently, but I happen to be one of  them." 

" Extraordinary," said G a r t h. 
" \\'hat were they plotting?" 

" One of them is going to steal the 
famous Carrington necklace. ' '  

" \Vhy, that's nonsense!" cried 
Garth. " It can't be done." 

" Just the same," said Hewes, " the 
other man thought so highly of his 
ability that he is going to pay him four 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars for 
the attempt-win or lose!" 

" Good God!" 
" Precisely. You see the purchaser 

has ample confidence in the other man 
to accomplish the theft." 

" Aren't you going to Carrington 
and warn him?" demanded Garth. 

Mr. Hewes looked at his guest, a 
faint smile flitting over his lips. " I 'm 
not interested in the moral aspects of 
crime, Mr. Garth. It's a game with 
me, a game I play and from which I 
exact as much recompense-financial 
recompense-as possible. I see an op
portunity for the making o f  a tidy little 
sum of money in this deal and if you 
see fit to join me I think we can. man
age ."  

" Join you?" 
" Yes. The fact is, Mr. Garth, I am 

about to offer you a partnership in my 
business. Fi fty-fifty on all profits, and 
I'll stake you to clothes and money un
til there are profits. ' '  

For a moment Jim Garth wondered 
if this ineffectual looking fat man was 
day-dreaming. But something about 
those mild eyes behind the glasses made 
Jim Garth realize that he was in ear
nest, and that he was capable. 

" It's a generous offer, Mr. Hewes. 
\\"hat is your plan in regard to the Car
rington necklace?" 
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:Martin Hewes brushed the cigarette 
ash from his expanse of waistcoat. " I f  
w e  go to Carrington and warn him," 
he said slowly, " we will probably get 
laughed at for our pains. But, i f  we 
wait until the necklace is stolen, and 
then steal it back-well, Carrington 
might be willing to part with a tidy 
l ittle sum to regain his treasure. 
Twenty-five-fifty thousand dollars, 
VVho knows ?" 

" But how do \Ye steal it back?" 
asked Jim Garth. 

A far-away, whimsical look came 
into Martin Hewes's eyes. "My dear 
Garth," he said slowly. " I have been 
nosing around in the field of crime for 
a gl'eat many years and there aren't 
many tricks of the trade I don't know. 
But physically. my dear fellow, I am a 
\·ery lazy man. \Vith your energy, 
vour ability to shoot and fight, and my 
brains, I should be willing to stack my
self up against that gentJeman with the 
green eyeglass and think I had better 
than an even chanq.�." 

" Man with the green eyeglass!" 
cried Jim. His hands tightened spas
modicallv over the arms of his chair, 
· ·  You d

-
on't mean Basil Sheringham, 

the explorer?" 
" Quite so," said Hewes. " Mr. 

Sheringham, socially prominent ex
plorer, bi'g game hunter, and what have 
you, is in reality one of the slickest in
ternational crooks in the business. A 
man has to be good, Garth, to get four 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars in a 
down p�yment, win or lose.'' Hewes 
lit another cigarette. " Your social 
position will be a help in dealing with 
Sheringham, too. \Vhat do you say, 
Garth? Will you take a share in my 
humble business? Before you know 
it you will be independent financially 
again. Twenty-five thousand on this 
deal for you would be a good start." 

There was an excited glint in Jim 
Garth's eyes, and the knuckles of bis 
hands showed white, so tightly was he 
gripping the arms of his chair. ''There 
is just one person in the world, l\IJ r. 
Hewes, with whom I have a score to 
settle. I suspect you know who that 
person is, but in case you don't, I'll te!l 
you. If there is any way I can make 
Basil Sheringham suffer; if there is 
any way I can smash him-crush him 
down into the dirt, I'll do it. Basil 
Sheringham is the man who sent me to 
jail, deprived me of my friends, my 
fortune, my happiness." 

Martin Hewes smiled faintly. " I  
knew that, Garth." 

" Then," said Jim Garth, " you 
know that I'm with you ... one hun
dred per cent!" 

CHAPTER V 

The Necklace 

MR. BASIL SHERINGHAi\I 
stood on the doorstep of the 
Carrington mansion, stick under 

arm, gloves in hand, hat at j ust the 
right angle, and that faint, sardonic 
smile on his lips which seemed always 
to hover there. A stolid-faced butler 
admitted him and relieved him of hat, 
stick and gloves. 

" Miss Carrington, please," said the 
man with the green eyeglass. 

The butler disappeared and returned, 
walking with the noiseless step of a 
cat. " This way, sir." 

Peg Carrington was an extraordina
rily popular young woman, and it was 
not due entirely to the fortune which 
was hers. She had real charm of per
sonality and people liked her for her
self. She came to the door of the liY
ingroom to greet the explorer. 

" This is grat�d, Basil," she said. 
" You're just in time for tea, spelled 



CRUdE BREAKERS 155 

h-i-g-h-b-a-1-1. Dad's back from an ex
hausting day at the office watching the 
money roll in." 

" He's lucky," said Sheringham. 
" It's rolling out for most people. I 
had your invitation to the reception 
you're giving Thursday, so I thought 
I 'd drop in and accept i n  person." 

" Glad you can come," said Peg. 
" It'll be an awful bore. Hundreds of  
people you don't want to see but have 
to, if you follow me. Dad, here's Basil 
Sheringham." 

James Carrington did not look like 
the moving picture conception of a mil
lionaire. He didn't wear wing collars 
or spats or any of the other expected 
trappings. Instead he had on a baggy 
tweed suit, was smoking a foul-smell
ing pipe, and sipping a highball. He 
waved casually to Sheringham. 

" Hello. Make yourself a drink. I'm 
too damned lazy. How's the exploring 
business ?" 

" All right, only there's nothing to 
explore now except the homes of  mil
lionaires." 

" Help yourself," said Carrington. 
" Dad's in an awful stew over the 

reception," explained Peg. " He's try
ing to pretend he has a date to play 
ping-pong with somebody." 

Carrington made a wry face. " Why 
the-well why any one should open 
his house to a couple of hundred sight
seeing friends is over my head. Vve 
don't owe anybody anything, at least 
not to my way of thinking. Nice quiet 
dinner with fi fteen or twenty guests 
is all right. But hundreds of dancing, 
gin-drinking nincompoops is almost 
too much to bear:" 

" Most people would think fifteen 
dinner guests was quite a party," said 
Sheringham, pouring a stiff measure 
o f  Irish whisky into his glass. 

Carrington grinned sourly. " Mustt 

be at least fifteen people. I expect to 
be bored by each person in at least ten 
minutes. That allows me two hours and 
a half .  A fter that I go to bed." 

Sheringham glanced at his wrist 
watch. " lVIy time is almost up."  

" Don't  be an ass," said Carrington. 
" Sit clom1 and be as dull as you like." 

Sheringham sat clown and took 
several tentatin sips at his drink. 
"Excellent," he pronounced it. " I 
suppose,'.' he said, " that you have to 
bring in a lot o f  extra servants for a 
function o f  this sort. " His tone was 
utterly casual. 

" Sure. Detectives and servants and 
what have you." 

" Detectives ?" Sheringham' s one eye 
was fixed on his amber-colored drink. 

" Our clear friends," said Carring
ton, his Yoice heavy with sarcasm, " are 
apt to be a l ittle light-fingered unless 

· we have an ostentatious watch set. 
Souvenirs, they call 'em. Just a little 
something to remember me by. But 
it's damned annoying all the same."  

" Still, I don't suppose you keep any
thing of great value in the house. I 
mean jewelry and that sort of thing. " 

" Not much !" said Peg. " \tVhy, can 
you believe that he has that diamond 
necklace of mother's right here in a 
safe that could be opened "vith a sar
dine key'" 

Not a muscle of Sheringham's face 
moved. Carrington groaned. 

" ·will you tell me, Sheringham, 
what the good of owning jewelry is if  
you keep it clown town in a safe de
posit Yault and wear paste imitations? 
As far as that necklace goes, it would 
be just as safe i f  I hung it on a chande
lier. 1\ obocly "·ould take it." 

Sheringham watched the smoke curl 
up from his cigarette. " I'm afraid 
I'm a l ittle stupid," he said slowly. 
" Vvhv not?" 
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Carrington's eyes sparkled. The 
necklace \Yas his pet toy. ·· Did you 
ever see it, Sheringham ?" 

" :\" o-o." Still watching the blue 
smoke curling upward. 

Carrington rose. " \Veil, when you 
do, you'll see how useless it would be 
ior a thief to take it ." He crossed to 
the bookcase, pushed aside a piece of 
Florentine tapestry and disclosed an 
old-fashioned wall safe. Sheringham's 
one eye was cold as steel as he watched . 
. -\ couple o f  turns o f  the dial and Car
rington opened the safe. He brought 
out a blue plush box and took it over 
to Sheringham. 

" Cast your eyes on that piece o f  
glass," he  said, with a delighted 
chuckle. 

Sheringham's hands were steady as 
rock when he opened the lid of the box 
and staFed at its contents. The most 
remarkable gems his skilled eye had 
ever encountered twinkled up at him. 
He felt a slight acceleration of his 
heart-beats. No doubt the Maharajah 
cO\·eted this exquisite string. Shering
ham thought it the most beauti ful 
thing he had ever seen in his li fe. 

·• :-Jice, eh ? Pretty lovely, eh ?" Car
rington was like a child. 

Sheringham looked up at him. " It's 
the most marvelous thing I ever saw," 
he said earnestly. " I  should think you 
would have an armed platoon to guard 
i t . "  

Carrington laughed. " Worth half 
a million . to me," he said, " but not one 
cent to a crook. He couldn't dispose o f  
it, see? The color of  those stones i s  
so  unique that even i f  they were recut 
they would be recognizable. No, Sher
ingham, it's just as I said. I could 
hang it up on the chandelier and it 
would be perfectly safe." 

Sheringham closed the lid of the 
box. · ' There are collectors,'' he said,  

casually, ' ·  who would covet that even 
though they couldn't show it to the 
world at large. Personally I almost 
feel as though you should giye me a 
receipt for its return right now." 

Carrington took the box, laughing, 
dropped it back into the safe and re
joined them. " It's a kick to know that 
you own the finest diamonds in the 
world," he said. " You've traveled all 
over the world, Sheringham, but I'll 
bet that's unsurpassed. Right here in 
little old New York !" 

" In spite of what you say," sam 
Sheringham, " it would give me the 
willies to have it in  that safe. As Peg 
said, you could open that safe with a 
sardine key." 

"Nonsense," said Carrington. 
Sheringham rubbed tips of his  

fingers together thought fully. " I 'll 
bet you a ten spot against another high
ball that I can open it while you're mix
ing a drink." 

" Done !" laughed Carrington. 
Sheringham rose and went over to 

the safe, rubbing the ends of his 
fingers on the rough surface of his 
coat. " I once took a course in safe
cracking from a convict I knew," he 
said. " I  used to be pretty good at i t ."  
His slender fingers manipulated the 
dial, caressingly, gently. The million
aire and his daughter watched him in
terestedly. It took Sheringham about 
a minute and a half. He turned away 
from the open safe door nonchalantly 
and crossed to the cellarette to pour 
himself another drink. " Almost easier 
without the sardine key,'' he said. 

" I'll be damned," said Carrington. 
" You see,'' said the explorer, " it 

might j ust as well be hung on the 
chandelier. That thing is pie for a 
clever safe man." 

Carrington was unperturbed. " All 
I can say is that it's a fort unate th ing-
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that you're an honest man, Shering
ham. " 

" It is most fortunate," agreed Sher
ingham, taking a deep swallmY from 
his glass. 

CHAPTER VI 

The Plan of Crime 

MR. S H E RI N G H A M strolled 
down the avenue till he came to 
a lofty office building. His, l ips 

were twisted into an even broader 
smile than usual as he entered the ele
vator and asked to be let out at the 
fourth floor. One of the plate-glass 
doors bore the legend " Paradise Gar
dens. Walk in." Mr. Sheringham 
walked in to what was a small, but very 
complete barroom. There were several 
tables about, at one of which sat a 
man. He was a thin, wiry individual, 
dressed in a dark suit and wearing a 
tweed cap pulled well down over his 
eyes. He was playing solitaire. A cig
arette with an inch-long ash hung be
tween rather flabby lips. Novv and 
then he inhaled and then blew the 
smoke out through his nostrils. 

Sheringham nodded to the bar
tender. " Manhattan for me, Joe," he 
said and crossed to the table where the 
card player sat. He took the chair 
opposite him. The card player looked 
up. His black eyes were set too close
ly together and there was an un
pleasant, almost mad look in them. 

" Hello," he said, the cigarette still 
between his lips. Then he went back 
to his card playing. There was a bulge 
under his left arm-pit which meant to 
the skilled observer that he was armed. 

Sheringham 'vaited in silence until 
the barman brought his cocktail. He 
sipped it  for a moment or tvvo, and 
then put it down. 

" \Vell, Kid," he said slowly, " the 

set-up is complete. It's going to be 
easy." 

Kid Cronin continued to study the 
cards without looking up. The ciga
rette had burned down so close be
tween his lips that he seemed in im
minent danger of being scorched. 
Presently he took a fresh one from a 
package in his pocket and lit it from 
the finished stub. 

" Spill it," he saiq. His voice was 
a harsh, croaking discord. His eyes 
were still riveted on the cards. Sher
ingham was undisturbed by the ap
parent lack of interest on Cronin's 
part. 

" Things have turned out better than 
we could have hoped," he said. " The 
Carringtons have unwittingly collabo
rated with us by giving a large recep
tion to which I am invited. You and 
Macfee will be present in the guise of 
additional waiters or footmen or some 
such thing. We will set the time for 
the robbery at a quarter to twelve. At 

that time you will be stationed near 
the front door. Macfee will be in the 
cellar. He will handle the l ights." 

" Yeah?" 
" Yes. Our luck was stretched a little 

further. Carrington showed me where 
he kept the necklace. He even let me 
open the safe and leave my finger
prints all over it ." 

Cronin looked up sharply, his black 
eyes narrowed to pin-points. " What's 
the idea ?" 

" I told him the necklace would be 
easy to steal. He is j ust stubborn 
enough to leave it where it is now that 
I've demonstrated how simply it could 
be done. Moreover I can open the sa�e 
on Thursday night and leave as many 
prints as I want to. Carrington and 
his daughter will both swear that I 
left them to-day. It's really a break. " 

Cronin grunted. " I f you had the 



1 58 DETECTIVE FICT J 0 2\J  WEEKLY 

necklace in your hands why didn't you 
make a break for it and save all this 
rigmarole ?" 

" Simply because I don't care to 
spend the rest of my days on the 
dodge. You forget, Kid, that it is my 
social standing that has made this 
racket possible. No, I shall be on hand 
after the theft on Thursday, ready to 
offer my help and experience in  the 
capture of the thief." 

-

Kid Cronin shuffled the cards. When 
he spoke the cigarette bobbed errali
cally between his lips. " Get down to 
the details," he rapped. 

Sheringham sipped his cocktai l .  " At 
the given moment, a fter Macfee has 
done his bit, I open the safe which, 
now that I know the combination, will 
take about fifteen seconds. - r  slip to 
the door and pass the necklace to you." 

" Yeah ? And then what ?" 
Sheringham drummed with his 

fingers on the edge of the table. " Kid, 
I want you to get the most conspicuous 
automobile you can find. Bright colors 
-something that will be easily identi
fied. I want you to delay your get
away until you are sure that the car 
has been seen by several people. Then 
you drive away like mad."  

" Yeah ? And then what ?" 
" Well, then, Kid, the truck will be 

waiting about two blocks away and be
fore the chase is organized you will 
disappear from the face of  the earth." 

" I get you," said the Kid, without 
looking up. 

· 

" You slip away at once and go to 
the usual place," concluded Shering
ham, " and the thing i s  done." 

Very gently the Kid caressed the 
bulge under his arm. Sheringham's 
lips smiled, but his eyes were steely. 
" Yes, Kid," he said softly, " i f you 
have to." 

The Kid looked up and for the first 

time he took the cigarette from between 
his lips. He smiled broadly, and in 
those close-set eyes was an expression 
of delighted cunning. He moistened 
his l ips with the tip of his tongue. 

" 0 . K.," he croaked. 

CHAPTER VII 

The Carrington Party 

J
IM GARTH'S fingers trembled 

slightly as he carefully adjusted 
the black dinner tie he was wear

ing. To-night ! To-night might be the 
first step in his promised squaring 
of accounts with Basil Sheringham. 
Hewes was certain that the man with 
the green eye-glass would take this op
portunity of the reception to pull off 
his little stunt. Garth's dark eyes were 
burning as he gazed at his own re
flection. All the bitterness and anguish 
that had been his for the last year 
welled up within him at the prospect 
of coming face to face with Shering
ham once more. Perhaps this was to 
be his hour. 

Martin Hewes, who sat languidly in 
an arm chair watching his young part
ner put the finishing touches to his eve
ning attire, indulged in a troubled 
smile. He studied the ash of his ciga
rette for a moment or two. 

"I know what this night means to 
you, J im," he said slowly. " But re
member, for our purposes, restraint and 
finesse are essential. You can't act too 
quickly, Jim, or the fat will  be in the 
fire. " 

Garth's lips tightened. " I 've waited 
a year, Martin. I guess I ' ll be able to 
keep myself in  check for a few hours. 
Of course Sheringham \Von't pull this 
alone. Dollars to doughnuts his man, 
Macfee, will be there in some capacity 
or other." 

" There's a worse danger than that,' '  
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He\\·es said. " I've been scouting 
around a bit for the last few days and 
my long ears have picked up some 
things here and there. Sheringham has 
a henchman named Cronin who is a 
bad boy with a gun. You've got to 
watch out for him because he's sure to 
be around somewhere to shoot Sher
ingham out of any jam he may get 
into, and i f  they find out that you are 
onto their little game, I 'm afraid that 
white shirt-front will be punctured by 
a few well-placed holes !" 

Jim Garth's hand strayed around to 
a bulge on his hip pocket. " It takes 
two to make a really artistic gun 

-to keep this sort oi person out. This 
man, however, ''"as obviously a gentle
man, and something in the intensity of  
his look made the butler waver. 

" I'll ask Miss Carrington if she'll 
see you," he said. 

As he moved away the detectin 
shi fted his position so that he stood 
directly in front of J im, blocking his 
entrance. " No tricks, brother,'' he 
said, out o f  the corner of his mouth. 

J im smiled, took out a cigarette 
case, offered one to the detedive, \Yho 
refused with a grunt, and lit one for 
himself. 

After two or three minutes the 
fight," he said. •butler returned with Peg earring-

The Carrington butler stared at Jim ton. She was dressed in a stunning, 
Garth with an impassive, expression- low cut gown, with a long, sweeping, 
less face. " Your card of invitation, graceful skirt. The butler nodded to
sir." ward Jim and she looked at him, 

" I  misplaced it ," said Garth placidly. puzzled .  Then her mouth opened in a 
" \Veil, i f  you'll give me your name, little exclamation of surprise. 

sir, we have a list of the invited guests " J im �, she cried softly. " J im 
here to check against. "  Standing be- Garth . "  
hind the butler was a man, who for all He felt a sudden tightening of  the 
his dress clothes, was a ludicrously ob- muscles in his throat. There had been 
vious detective. He was looking at a time when Peg Carrington had 
Garth with an air of professional sus- figured very definitely in his plans for 
picion. the future, and the sight of her brought 

" If you don't mind," said Garth, " I  . back all the old longing for her with 
will not give my name, but i f  you call disturbing force. She held out both 
Miss Carrington I'm sure she will set her hands to him and he took them in 
matters straight." his, struggling to keep his voice steady 

" Miss Carrington is in the receiving when he spoke. 
line, sir, and unable to see you. If you " Can I see you for just a minute, 
will j ust give me your name . . .  " Peg-alone ?" he asked. 

Jim fixed him with a baleful glare. " You can see me, J im Garth, for as 
I m ust see Miss Carrington,"  he said long as you like ."  She drew him acros" 
sternly. " It is a matter of-of li fe and the hall to a little reception room, 
death."  closed the door behind him, and they 

The butler was silent for a moment. were alone. She looked at him ex
He had seen these gate crashers before pectantly for a moment and then 
and he knew Miss Carrington would squeezed his hand tightly 111 her. 
be very annoyed if she was called out " \iVhen did you . . .  " she hesitated. 
to face some unwelcome caller. That " Get out ?" he concluded for her 
"·as \-Yhy he was stationed at the door dryly. " About three ,yeeks ago, Peg. · ·  
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" J im ! And you haven't been here Martin Hewes wished it played, for 
to see me before !" Hewes had given him hi:; chance. 

His lips were set in a tight, hard " You must go back to your guests, 
smile. " vVould you have wanted to Peg. Just let me wander around for 
see an-an ex-convict, Peg?" a bit and then I'l l  slip away." 

" Jim !" She moved disconcertingly " But you'll come back, J im ? Some-
close to him. " You know how I felt time when we can really talk ?" 
about that whole business. You know " If you want me to, Peg," he said, 
I 've always believed in you-believed simply. 
that you were duped in that deal-be- " Of  course, I want you· to !" 
lieved that you've paid the price for When he was alone Jim glanced at 
some one else. I wrote you that, J im, his watch. It was eleven thirty. He 
in-in prison. But you never an- guessed that i f  Sheringham was going 
swered." to do anything i t  would be soon, while 

Jim turned away. He couldn't bear the whole crowd . of guests were still 
to look into those soft, understanding milling about. Jim crossed the hall to 
eyes. the door of the big room where the 

She was something that might ' reception line stood, his head lowered 
have been his, but that was gone for to avoid being recognized. He didn't 
ever now. wish to be hailed by some old friend at  

" I 've burned all my bridges, Peg," this moment when all his attention and 
he said, " I had to. God knows that \\'its must be focused on Sheringham. 
having you believe in me is the one and Standing in the door he looked around 
only thing I have to cling to. That and the room. He saw Mrs. Carrington in 
the prospect of squaring my account the reception line with her husband and 
·with the man who smashed everything realized that she was not wearing the 
for me." He paused. " But somehow, diamond necklace. Probably this occa
Peg, I had to come here to-night. I sion was too public for a display of the 
just wanted a glimpse of you and of · famous stones. Then his eyes, roving 
the people that were once my friends. about the room, picked up Sheringham 
No one will spot me in this crowd.!- and he felt every muscle in his body go 
I 've changed." tense and hard as he stared at the man 

" Oh, Jim !" There was a catch with the green eyeglass . . • the man 
in her voice. " The fun has gone out who had ruined his l ife. 
of your eyes, Jim, and the smile that Sheringham was standing over by a 
was always on your lips has grown gorgeous Florentine tapestry, chatting 
hard. Let me help, somehow."  with a woman whom J im did not know. 

" Just' seeing you has helped," he said Jim had spent a year in jail while that 
hoarsely. Then he took a deep breath. man had moved about freely among 
He hadn't come here to open old Jim's friends . . • that man who was a 
wounds, but to take the first step in scoundrelly thief and a murderer. Little 
balancing the ledger. Right now he beads of perspiration stood out on 
should be out of here, watching for J im's iorehead. If he could just turn 
Sheringham and his men. He hated primitive for a moment . . . If he 
to deceive Peg as to the real reason for could just inflict some bodily punish
his presence, but there was no way out ment, some torture, on that suave, cool 
of it. He must play the game as charlatan. 

I D 
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And then as Jim stood there, seeth
ing with anger, the entire house was 
suddenly plunged into blackness. 

CHAPTER VIII 

but also the hall and the front door. 
In the darkness he pulled the revolver 
from his hip and d ropped it into the 
pocket o f  his dinner j acket, where his 
right hand remained closed over it. 

People were still laughing and shout-
Get-away ing to each other in the gloom. Some 

APANDE110NIUM of excited one bumped into J i m  and muttered an 
shouts and hysterical women' s  apology. Already the butler had ac
screaming resulted almost at once. quired sufficient presence of mind to 

At first nearly every one thought i t  was find some candles. H e  came out o f  
some part o f  a scheme o f  entertain- the dining room w i th them set i n  a 
ment planned by the Carringtons, but candelabra, holding them high above 
the millionaire himself  had raised his h is head. They cast an eerie light in 
voice reassuringly. Probably ::ome the big rooms. Some one started a 
fuse had blown out, he told them. H ere mock cheer. 
and there a match flickered in the clark- Then as the light bearer approached 
ness, or the tiny flame of a cigarette J i m  saw that standing not three feet 
lighter. People were laughing and from him across the doorway was Basil 
bumping into each other. Sheringham. Someho\\', in the dark-

Aside from those who understood ness, the explorer had made his way 
the cause for the sudden darkness, J im across the room and '"as now leaning 
Garth was the only one \Yho came close nonchalantly against the doorj amb. 
to guessing the truth.  This \\'a s  Sher- Jim's first impulse '"as to speak to him, 
ingham's doing. Some one had thrown and his second and wiser one was to 
off the S\ritch in the basement and shrink back into the darkne;;s. At the 
before light vvas re�tored the explorer same moment he sa\\· the f ront door 
would have accomplished his plans. open, a shado\\·y figure slip through it, 

Jim hesitated in the door. debating and the door close silently. \Vas that 
what he would do. He had strict orders chance, or had Sheri ngham already 
from Hewes not to raise an alarm. accompli shed his purpose and was the 
Sheringham was to be allowed to sue- person who had j ust departed in pos
ceed temporarily. But if he got away session of the necklace ? 
without Jim's being able to trail him It was a moment of rather desperate 
they might fumble the "·hole affai r. _ decision for hi111. Hewes had told h i m  
Should he \Yait here in t h e  door. or t o  use h i s  own j udgment, and he felt 
should he try to work his way acros� certain that Sheringham himself would 
the room in the darkness to the spot not try to take the necklace out of 
where Sheringham had stood when the the house. To disappear would be to 
light went out ? Sheringham had of attract suspicion and that would be the 
course been pJ;epared for this and had last thing Sheringham would want. 
probably made his '"ay to the hiding- No, the necklace was probably now in 
place of the necklace without any hesl- the hands of  :-Iacfee, or Cronin, Sher
tation. J im decided to stay " here he ingham's two aides. I t  was on this 
was. \Vhen the lights came on he would thought that Jim determined to run the 
have a full view not only of the room risk of losing sight of Sheringham and 
in \vhich the guests had been received. making certain that the person who had 

2 D 
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just left the house was one who had 
a legitimate reason for going. He 
slipped away in the candle light to the 
door and out into the night. 

It seemed much longer, but it was 
probably only three or four minutes 
before one of Carrington's servants 
reached the control box in the basement 
and discovered that some one had 
thrown off the main switch. The house 
was flooded with l ight again when the 
switch was thrown in and at once every 
one began to babble excitedly. · For a 
moment it seemed that there was no 
harm done . . . a moment that was 
abruptly ended when Basil Sheringham 
shouted across the room to James 
Carrington : 

" My God, Carrington ! That wall 
safe !" 

James Carrington swung around 
toward the Florentine tapestry and saw 
something that sent a chill of fear into 
his veins. The tapestry was pushed 
aside and the wall safe stood open: 
He reached it in four quick strides, 
fumbled desperately in the interior of 
the safe with his hand, and then turned 
away, white and shaken. 

" The necklace," he said d u 1 1  y. 
" Gone !" 

Sheringham was at his side. " I 
knew that was no blown fuse !" he said, 
sharply. " Some one monkeyed with 
the l ight switch. It gave them time to 
remove the necklace, but it seems hard
ly credible that they could have made 
a get-away. If I were you, I'd have 
the doors locked and have every one 
searched before they leave." 

" Good God !"  said Carrington. " I  
can't subject my friends to that sort 
of thing." 

" One of your friends has subjected 
you to a half million dollar robbery," 
said Sheringham, dryly. 

The detective who had been stationed 

at the front door joined them. Very 
concisely Sheringham explained what 
had happened and the detective hurried 
off to give orders that no one should 
leave the house. 

" Better have a look out on the 
street , "  Sheringham called after him. 
" If any one has left he would scarcely 
be out of sight." 

The detective took this to be good 
advice and he ran to the front door and 
out onto the steps. Just as he opened 
the door he saw a machine pulling out 
of the l ine of parked cars. It was a 
garish, canary yellow Rolls-Royce, and 
the· man at the wheel had a tweed cap 
pulled down over his face and a ciga
rette dangling between his flabby lips. 

" Hey, you !" shouted the detective. 
" vVhere are you going ?" 

Cronin leaned low over the wheel 
of the Rolls and it started forward 
with a lurch . 

" Stop him !" shouted the detective 
to a group of chauffeurs. " Stop thief !" 

Several of  the men moved forward 
but it was too late. The Rolls was tear
ing down the block at a dizzy rate o f  
speed. At  the same moment a taxi 
shot past the door. Leaning forward 
and speaking to the driver was a hat
less and coatless young man in dinner 
clothes. 

CHAPTER IX 

The Only Man Missing 

THE detective held a hurried con
ference with the chauffeurs. Sev
eral of them had noticed the yellow 

Rolls because of the staPtlingly bright 
color. Better yet, at least three men 
had noticed the license number and re
membered it because it was such a small 
one, N. Y. 42. They had seen the 
1)1an in the tweed cap come down the 
steps from the house and get into the 
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car, but there had been no reason to 
think there was anything out of the 
way i n  that. Then they had seen the 
second man in dinner clothes, with no 
hat or coat, however, come out o f  the 
house, hurriedly, look about , and then 
make off dovvn the street as though he 
was looking for some one .  

This was n o  t i m e  for lazy methods. 
A patrolman had j oined the excited 
group, and the detective gave h im the 
description and number of the yellow 
Roll s with orders to circulate it and 
have the dri\·er arrested if they could 
catch him. :VI eamvhile he was to make 
a canvas of  all the traffic officers with
in a radius of  fin blocks to make ab
solutely certain vvhich direction the es
caping thief had taken. No one would 
fail to notice the big yeliO\Y touring 
car. 

Back in the house the detective 
j oined Carrington and Sheringham 
with a long i ace. 

" I'm a fraid the thi e f  has got away, ' '  
he said glumly. " H e  must han passed 
me in the dark as I was standing by the 
front door.  I think w e  may catch him, 
though, because he drove off in such a 
conspicuous car ."  

Carrington was gnawing his  under 
lip. That necklace, besides its immense 
value, was his most belo""ed possession. 
\-Irs. Carrington and Peg had joined 
them and they held a hurried consulta
t ion. }Irs. Carrington tmi.de a practical 
suggestion. 

" If you know the thief is  gone there 
is an unembarrassing method oi find
ing out who he is. There is a list o f  
every person here and each person was 
checked off as they came in. I f  you 
announce to the guests what has hap
pened and then calJ the roll, you'll find 
out who is missing. " 

" That's a splendid idea, f-Irs. Car
ri n gt on, "- said Sheringham. " I  sug-

gest it be carried out at once . "  Car
rington and the detective agreed and 
Carrington called for s ilence. The 
guests waited for h im to speak. 

" My friends, a very regrettable 
thing has occurred . During those few 
minutes o f  darkness the wall safe here 
in this room \\·hich contained a price
less string of  diamonds of which most 
of you have heard, was opened and the 
necklace taken. · •  There was an excited 
murmur. 

" The thief has escaped," Carring
ton continued, " and while we know 
this we do not know who he is. I t  has 
been suggested that we call off the 
names of the people \\·e know tq be 
present, and i f  there are any absentees 
it wil l  aid us in narrowing our investi
gation into the identity of the thie f.  I 
have here the l i st o f  those people who 
came to-night .  .\ s I cal l off your name 
\I· il l  you anS\Yer and �hO\\' yoursel f ?" 

He began to read from the l ist. As 
he called off the names each person an
swered and raised his or her hand to 
show where he was. The detective 
checked off the list as Carrington read. 
At the end of about ten minutes it was 
completed. but there \Yas not a single 
absentee. While this had been going 
on the butler had checked up on the 
regular servants and the extra help.  
No one was missing. 

For a moment Carri ngton and the 
detective stared blankly at each other. 
Sheringham' s  face was expressionless. 
The more delay the better for his 
cause. Suddenly the detective's face 
l ightened and he turned to Peg Car--· 
rington. 

" I  have it, :Vl iss  Carrington ! The 
man who came and asked to see you. 
His name wasn't on the list and natur
ally he hasn't answered to the rol l .  
Where is he ?" 

" I-I don't  know," said Peg. She 
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had been looking diligently for a view 
of J im's face ever since the lights had 
come on. 

" \Vho vvas it, Peg ?" her father 
asked. 

She hesitated. " I'd rather not say, 
dad. Quite obviously it would incrimi
nate him, and I know that he had noth
ing to do with this ." 

" But i f  you know that, Peg, what 
harm can there be in telling me ?" the 
millionaire asked. 

" I 'd rather not, dad." 
" I remember his name right enough," 

said the detective bluntly. " I  heard 
you speak to him. It  was Jim Garth." 

There was one of those moments of 
electric silence. Carrington looked 
rather reproachfully at Peg, who was 
biting her lip. Sheringham, his face 
impassive, took out his handkerchief  
and wiped h is  mouth. 

" Jim Garth, eh ?" he said, quietly. 
" I thought he had another month to 
serve." 

" Month off for good behavior," said 
Carrington, absently. He was upset by 
this disclosure. He knew something 
of what his daughter had felt for Jim, 
and he himself had always liked the 
boy. He couldn't believe that J im  
\Yould descend to  common burglary. 

" I should think," said Sheringham, 
acidly, " that our l ittle problem is 
soh·ed. An ex-convict-a man who has 
just served a term for embezzlement
is the one person kno\Yn to have dis
appeared from the house. "  

" You're not accusing J i m  o f  steal
ing the necklace, are you ?" demanded 
Peg. hotly. 

Sheringham shrugged. " Circum
stantial evidence, my dear Peg. I was 
j ust as shocked as you were a year ago 
to learn that Garth v\ras a crook. But 
we must look facts in the face, and this 
looks pretty bad for him." 

Peg was white and shaking with 
anger. " J im Garth is no more a crook 
than I am, Basil, and you know it. He  
paid the price for some one else,  and 
you know i t  as \\·ell as I do. He was 
left holding the bag. " 

Sheringham knew i t  much better 
than she did, but nothing in his manne1· 
suggested it .  " Loyalty is a splendid 
quality, Peg. It 's too bad that yours 
is misplaced. , . 

The detecti ve \\·as uninterested in 
personal loyalties. " Suppose you give 
us a description of this Garth," he said. 
' ' I only got a brie f look at him. Tell 
me all you know about him." 

" I  can describe him readily enough," 
said Sheringham, " as for the details 
of his career, you will find them in the 
criminal records." 

Whi le  Sheringham was talking to 
the detective the front door was opened 
to two men who at first glance ap
peared to be policemen. One of them, 
a sharp-eyed, gray-hai red man with a 
lean, hard body, introduced himself to 
Carrington as Inspector Ives from po
lice headquarters. He was promptly 
apprised of the facts by the detective. 

" You pulled a boner on that car, 
Corliss," said Inspector I ves. " No 
yellow Rolls-Ro,-ce has left this dis-
trict ."  

· . 

" It \Yas the yeiiO\Yest car I ever 
saw," said the detective. " I f you'll 
question the chauffeurs out there you'll 
kno'"' that there \\·as no m i stake about 
that. " 

" Perhaps you can explain where . i t  
went then," sa id I ,·es. " Did you 
notice whether it was equipped with 
flying apparatus ?  Because that' s  the 
only way the car you describe could 
have got out of this neighborhood. 
\.V e've questioned every traffic cop for 
blocks around and not a single damned 
one of them laid eves on such a car.  
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There are extra men on, too, because 
of this reception. I tell you no yellow 
Rolls-Royce left this neighborhood." 

" And I tell you, inspector, I saw it 
go with my own eyes," insisted Corliss. 

Inspector Ives shrugged. " In that 
case i t  has just been swallowed up. ' ' 

The faintest o f  i ronic smiles twisted 
Basil Sheringham's lips. Hovv could 
the inspector guess that his attempt at 
sarcasm was almost the literal truth ? 

CHAPTER X 

Garth Follows the Diamonds 

WHEN Jim Garth ran out of the 
Carrington house on the trail 
of the shadowy figure who had 

preceded him, he at first saw no one ex
cept the group of chauffeurs on the 
sidewalk, but j ust  as he was about to 
turn back he glimpsed Cronin climbing 
in behind the wheel of the yellow Rolls. 
It was not a moment vvhen he could de
bate his course of action. Either he 
must assume that this man was flying 
with the necklace or he must go back 
and keep his eye on Sheringham. One 
thing decided him. When the lights 
had gone out Sheringham had been 
standing way across the room by the 
Florentine tapestry, yet when the butler 
appeared with candles, Sheringham 
was out in the entrance hall. The 
assumption was that he had passed the 
necklace to his confederate under the 
curtain of darkness. 

Cronin had already backed the yel

low car out of line and Jim saw that 

t here was no chance of stopping him. 

The only hope was to find some means 
of following him, so he ran down the 

block wavinO' frantically at a taxi 
• 0 
which had drawn' up at the corner. 

" If vou stick on the trail of that 
Yellow Rolls it will be worth twenty
five dollars to me," said Jim sharply. 

·' 0. K . ,  boss !" 
Jim nearly smashed in the back of  

his head as the taxi started forward 
with a jerk that threw him against the 
seat. Cronin was already tmder way 
and the taxi driver, in order not to miss 
him at the next corner, was burning up 
the pavement. Jim leaned forward and 
spoke. 

" If he stops and leaves that car any
where I 've got to follow him, so here's 
your money now." He slipped some 
bills into the driver's pocket, and the 
man nodded, grimly intent on keeping 
the Rolls in s ight. 

Cronin swung the yellow car around 
the corner at a perilous rate of speed, 
and Jim offered up a silent prayer as 
the taxi lurched dangerously in pursuit .  
There could be  no doubt now that 
Cronin was attempting to make a get
away, which argued that he was in 
possession of the diamonds. The Rolls 

' raced through a red traffic light with
out slackening speed, and Jim's taxi 
nearly ended its career and the careers 
of its occupants as it narrowly missed 
colliding \\'ith another car which came 
across their path on the green light .  
J i m  mopped the  perspiration from his  
forehead with a silk handkerchief. 

Down the block, drawn up at the 
curb, was a huge moving van, the back 
open and a sort of runway incline slop
ing down from the tail board. Two 
men stood idly on the pavement smok
ing cigarettes. With a startling abrupt
ness the Rolls brakes screamed out in 
protest and the big yellow car slowed 
down and then with a precision that 
spoke worlds for the skill of the driver, 
ran up the runway and into the bodv 
of the moving van. The two men o� 
the sidewalk were suddenly all action. 
The runway was shipped into the van 
<md the big rear doors were closed. 
A lmost before the t ime it takes to tell 
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it, the Rolls, as Inspector Ives had in
nocently remarked, was swallowed up. 

Jim's taxi, unprepared for any such 
maneuver had narrowly missed crash
ing into the back of the Rolls as it 
slmved down, swerved around it and 
sped past the van. Jim had a brief 
glimpse of the disappearing act, but 
enough to know what had happened. 

" Keep going," he o r d e r e d  the 
driver, tensely. " I don't want them 
to think we're following. We'll pick 
up the van in a minute ."  

The taxi man's eyes were popping 
out of his head. The vision of the big 
car driving up into the van was one 
of the strangest things he had ever 
seen. He slowed down gradually and 
presently drew in to the curb. He was 
gambling on the chance that Cronin 
had been too intent upon his driving 
to notice the fact that he was trailed, 
and in this gamble Jim was correct. 
The van came lumbering along the 
street now, being very careful to ob
serve the traffic signals . . . a very inno
cent looking vehicle. Looking up and 
down the street Jim saw no one who 
might have observed the strange ma
neunr of the Rolls. Either luck was 
with Sheringham or this has been care
fully arranged. 

For ten or fifteen blocks the truck 
continued its leisurely way, with Jim's 
taxi trailing as unobtrusively as pos
sible. At last, halted by a traffic light, 
the truck pulled in near the pavement 
and a man climbed down from the 
front seat. Jim recognized the tweed 
cap and hunched shoulders of Cronin. 
Jim opened the door of the taxi. 

" Here's a fi fty-dollar bill," he said 
to the driver. " You . go somewhere 
else and forget all about what you've 
seen to-night." 

The driver grinned broadly. " 0. K., 
chief !" 

Jim slipped across the pavement and 
into the shadow of the buildings, for 
he realized that he was decidedly con
spicuous in his dinner clothes without 
either hat or coat. Cronin was walk
ing along in front ot him, uncon
cernedly, his hands stuffed into his 
trousers pockets, a cigarette dangling 
between his lips. This side street was 
deserted, for it  was after midnight and 
they were well away from the theater 
district . 

Jim quickened his pace and drew 
closer to the gunman. He must act 
quickly if he was to get the necklace. 
He remembered that Hewes had told 
him Cronin was one of the quickest 
men with a gun in the city and Jim's 
hand closed over the butt of  the pistol 
in his own poc:{et. He was only ten 
yards back of Cronin when the gunman 
turned into an alley between two build-

. ings. Jim's muscles tightened. Had 
Cronin guessed that he was being fol
lowed or was he taking a short cut ? 
I f  it was the former reason, Jim knew 
that the minute he turned into the alley 
he would in all probability breathe his 
last. But there was no choice. The 
success of  the whole venture hinged on 
his getting the necklace from Cronin 
before he reached a place of safety. Jim 
drew his gun and turned into the alley. 

He had steeled himself for an attack, 
but it did not come. Instead he saw 
Cronin far down the alley, still walking 
unconcernedly, the red point of his cig
arette showing in the darkness. Jim 
crouched and ran noiselessly after him. 
Now was the time. 

Cronin did not hear his pursuer until 
Jim was almost on top of him. Then 
he turned, snarling, his hand going like 
lightning for the gun under his right 
arm-pit. Jim wanted no gun shots i f  
h e  could avoid it. He did not dare have 
attention attracted to him until he had 
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delivered the n e c k I a c e to Martin 
Hewes. He sent himself hurtling 
through the air in a magnificent flying 
t ackle that crushed the l ittle gunman 
under its ferocity before he could dra"'" 
the gun from its holster. 

But that was not the end. Jim was 
bigger and heavier than Cronin. but the 
wiry little gunman fought \\"ith a 
maniacal furv that more than evened 
things. There was very little noise. 
Each man ,,·as fighting for his l i fe and 
Cronin, writhing and twi sting. \\·as try
ing to get a free hand at his gun . In 
the darkness there was no opportunity. 
to aim a decisive blow and J im was 
.slugging blindly at the smaller man, 
hoping by the grace of Providence that 
he could keep Cronin from his ,,·eapon . 
In the narro,,· confines o f  the alley 
there was l i ttle room for mo1·ement, 
and Jim \\·as bruised and gasping for 
breath as they repeatedly c r a s h e d 
against the brick walls of  t h e  over
hanging building;;. 

When the fight ended, it was so sud
den that Jim found himself l eaning 
against one of the walls, dazed. They 
had half struggled to their feet and 
with a desperate lur ch Cronin f reed 
himself from Jim's grasp. Jim knevv 
i t  was his finish unless the fates were 
"·ith him. He struck out in the black
ness with e very last ounce of strength 
in his wean- arm . . . and the blow 
landed. Cronin ,,·as catapulted back
ward and his head struck wi th a sick
ening thud against the bricks . He 
crumpled clown to the pavement and 
l ay  st i l l .  

J im, sucking i n  his breath in ago
nized gulps, knelt do,,·n and felt for 
his victim. The year in prison had lef t  
him out of condition and he fe l t  \Veak 
and dizzy. His first move was to take 
the gun from Cronin's holster and slip 
i t  into his own pocket. Then in a side 

pocket he found the plush box which 
contained the diamonds. He rose slow
ly to his feet. Once that box was in 
Martin Hewes's hands he would have 
struck the first blow at Sheringham. 

He walked unsteadily down the alley 
to the street and hailed a cab. 

CHAPTER XI 

Caught ! 

IX S P E C  T 0 R IVES was no t  a 
genius, but when i t  came to apply

. ing the resources of the police de
partment to his ends he was unbeat
able. In matters of routine detection 
he never missed a t rick. Thus, when 
he learned that Jim Garth, ex-convict, 
had been among those present when 
the lights ,,·ent out and that he was 
now missing, he made immediate steps 
in the di rection oi locating this man. 

Garth's l i t t le scene \Y ith the warden 
in \Yhich he had rather unwisely said 
that the only thing he had left to live 
for \\"as to square himsel f with the man 
"·ho had betrayed him had led that 
official to not ify the police that it might 
be \Yorth their while to keep an eye on 
the former society man. This had been 
done in a stol id ,  matter-of-fact way, 
and so when hes got in touch with 
headquarters he learned that Jim was 
liYing with Martin Hewes, the private 
detective. 

Ives repaired at once to He,res's 
home with several plain-clothes men, 
only to find there was no one at home . 
. \t least their repeated ringing o f  the 
door bell brought no response and 
there were no l ights visible anywhere 
i n  the house. He was a l ittle at a loss 
to know how to interpret the fact of  
Garth's residence with Hewes. To the 
best of his knowledge Hewes was a 
lavv abiding citi zen, and it was a l i tt le 
incredible to the inspector thai he 
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,,-oukl harbor a thie f, i f  for no other 
reason than it  \vould have a damaging 
effect on his reputation as a detective. 
But I ves vvas not one to go off half
cocked, and he settled down stolidly 
with his men to wait for Hewes or 
Garth to show up. 

Meanwhile Jim Garth, ragged and 
disheveled from his encounter with 
Cronin, had emerged from the alley 
and engaged a taxi to bring him home. 
He sat back i n  the cab trying to get 
back some o f  the strength that had been 
sapped in his exhausting struggle. 
·when the cab drew up before Hewes's 
house he got out, paid his fare, and 
turned toward the steps. It was only 
then that he saw Ives and his men 
waiting. He stopped abruptly, every 
nerve tense. 

A dozen thoughts flashed through 
his mind. I f  I ves were to arrest him 
now the consequences would be grave 
indeed, for not only was the necklace 
in his possession, a fact that would be 
hard to explain away, but also he was 
carrying two guns in direct violation 
o f  the Sullivan Act, and as an ex-con
vict he \Yould be l iable to a severe 
sentence. \Vhatever happened he must 
not fall into Ives's hands at the mo
ment. 

In a very leisurely manner he turned 
and began to stroll along the sidewalk 
away f rom the house. The inspector 
and his men hesitated for a moment, 
wondering i f  a fter all this was not their 
man. Then as Jim passed a street lamp 
and the disheveled condition of his 
clothing became apparent to them, Ives 
called out. 

" Garth ! Wait !" 
The inspector's staccato hail  only 

made Tim take to his heels like a scared 
rabbit � Some one fired a shot a fter him 
but it went wild and he ducked into an 
alley between two houses and sprinted 

ior sa fety. He could hear the police
men shouting to each other and he 
guessed some of them had been dis
patched around the block to meet him 
when he emerged f rom the other end 
of the alley. He hesitated for just a 
minute, panting for breath. He was in 
a maze o f  back yards, walled in by low 
wooden fences, and he scaled one of 
these walls and dropped into the yard 
beyond. I ves and two of his men were 
clattering clown the alley. 

Jim's first move was to get rid o f  
the two guns h e  was carrying. H e  
might b e  able t o  explain away the neck
lace with Hewes's assistance, but never 
the guns. He stumbled across the yard, 
littered with trash, to the next fence 
and pulled himse l f  up. A shout rose 
behind him and the top o f  the fence a 
foot from him was splintered by a 
bullet. One o f  the detectives had 
mounted the wall behind to have a 
look around and had spotted him. 

Jim l iterally fell over the wall into 
the next yard and then paused to take 
stock of the situation. It would be too 
hazardous to climb again, for they 
\\·ould be waiting, and his chances o f  
escaping another bullet would be un
pleasantly slim. The dim light from 
an upper window gave him a faint 
glimpse o f  his surroundings. He was 
in the back yard of a rather modern 
apartment building, and just to the 
right of it was a service passage lead
ing to the street. This must be his 
avenue of escape and he started on the 
run clown it.  At the exit to the street 
he paused and looked cautiously out, 
only to withdraw hurriedly. Two o f  
I ves' s men were patrolling the side
walk. Behind him he could hear the 
shouts of the rest of the party. He \v-as 
trapped. 

Jim looked frantically about him. I f  
h e  was to be caught he must di spose o f 
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the necklace in some place where Mar
tin Hewes could recover it even if he 
himself were to land in prison. Voices 
were dra·wing nearer and whatever he 
did must be done quickly. There was 
a row of ash cans standing in the alley 
waiting for the collector to come for 
them in the morning, and it was into one 
of these that J im pushed the plush box 
containing the diamonds and covered 
it over with ashes. He moved along 
down the alley so that he would not 
be hear the cans when the police closed 
in, thus attracting attention to them. 
It was then that he noticed the open 
cellar window. 

With an agility he had not believed 
possible he squeezed his way through 
this narrow opening and dropped down 
into a coal bin. He lay still, praying that 
the coals would stop their rattling ava
lanche before the policemen drew 
abreast of the window. He could hear 
them now, talking excitedly. They hur
ried on past the window to the street 
where they were joined by the others. 
Here a council of war was held, the 
men from the street swearing that J im 
had not come out. Ives returned down 
the alley and Jim could hear him giv
ing orders for every house and base
ment to be searched. Inspector I ves 
was a thorough man. 

An hour of painful waiting ensued. 
1\t last the most crucial moment ar
rived when the detectives came into the 
very cellar where Jim was hiding, 
buried now under the coal so that un
less they shoveled the stuff out of the 

· bin they would not find him. I ves was 
not in this particular search party or 
else that very thing might have been 
clone, but once more fate was with him 
and after an exhaustive search the de
tectives left him unmolested. 

At last J im pulled himsel f out of tli'e 
bin, dirty and t ired almost to the break-

ing point. There was no sound in the 
alley and with care Jim wriggled his 
way out through the cellar window 
and into the open. The only thing to 
do no,,· was to retrieve the necklace 
and phone Martin He,Yes for advice. 
It would be impossible to return to his 
friend's house, for that would be 
\Yatched. He started slowly down the 
alley toward the ash cans when some
thing \\·as suddenly rammed sharply 
into the small of his back. 

" Put up your hands, Garth ! Quick !"  
The order was given in a hoarse 

whisper. Slowly, discouraged, J im 
raised his  hands. There was a clanking 
of metal and a pair of handcuffs were 
snapped over his wrists. Slowly he 
turned to face his captor, and as he 
saw him in the glimmer of light from 
that upper \Yindow a cry escaped him. 
The man before him, pistol in  hand, 
was Basil  Sheringham. 

CHAPTER XII 

Trial by Fire 

SHERI�GHAM'S lips b,·isted in a 
characteristic sardonic grin. The 
light reflected from the green glass 

in his eye gave him a definitely sinister 
look 

" V/ ell, Garth, I hadn't expected a 
reunion with you so soon," he said, a 
faint chuckle in his voice. " vVhen I 
heard you had been at the party to
night and disappeared at the same time 
that my friend Cronin made his get
away I guessed that somehow you were 
onto the play. vVhere's the necklace ?" 

Jim was collecting his equilibrium 
rapidly. There hadn't been time for 
Cronin to recover and report to his 
master, so that it v .. ·as apparent that 
Sheringham was guessing. 

" I  don't know what you're talking 
about, Sheringham," he said. 
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Sheringham sighed. " Ah,  well, we 
can't discuss it  here. Just precede me 
up the alley, Garth, and don't make any 
attempt at a get-away because I 'm not 
in the mood to hold my trigger finger." 

J im knew that Sheringham was dan
gerous and he was in no position to 
argue. He turned and walked slowly 
out the alley to the street, and Shering
ham, walking behind, kept the muzzle 
of h i s  pistol pressed i nto the small o f  
J im's back. \Vhen they reached the 
street a curtained l imousine p ulled up 
at the curb, and Sheringham ushered 
his prisoner i nto the back of the car 
and took the seat beside him. The 
driver pulled av.:ay without ,,:aiting for 
orders. Sheringham leaned back on 
the cushions and lit a cigarette. He 
spoke in a bantering tone, but J i m  
recognize9 that underneath it  was a 
decidedly menacing note. 

" I overheard Inspector I ves's plans 
for your capture," said the man IYi th 
the green eyeglass, " and I thought I 
would be present. I wanted to know 
whether you had managed to get the 
necklace from Cronin. I'm certain now 
that you did, else why should you run 
from the police ?" 

" I don't know what it's all  about , "  
said Jim stol idly. 

Sheringham laughed unpleasantly. 
" You'll talk, my dear fellow. I'm not 
in the mood to let you stand in my way 
to-night. Did you kil l  Cronin ?" 

" YVho's Croni n ? ' '  asked Jim Garth 
blankly. 

The drive was a short one and when 
the car stopped be fore a large private 
house on lower Park A venue, Shering
ham got out, and \Yi th the revolver 
hidden in the folds of his overcoat, kept 
J im covered while he followed. There 
was nothing to be gained by resistance. 
The chauffeur opened the door of the 
house and followed the explorer and his  

prisoner in.  Sheringham dropped his  
coat and hat in the hal l  and walked 
behind J im into a sort of t rophy room 
where he kept mementoes of  the days 
when he had really been a big game 
hunter. Jim knew the house well, for 
in the days of his unfortunate associa
tion with Sheringham he had been in 
it  often, The cha1,1ffeur came along 
as well. Sheringham nodded to him. 

" Search him, Macfee." 
Roughly and thoroughly :Madee 

went over Jim's clothes, but in the end 
he turned to Sheringham with a shrug. 

" Nothing doing, chief." 
Sheringham stared thoughtfully at 

his prisoner, who was looking down 
into the flames of the fire which burned 
hotly on the hearth. He knew some
thing of Garth' s  mettle and he won
dered to j ust what lengths it  would be 
necessary to go in order to force him 
to talk. As he meditated on the best 
procedure the door to the trophy room 
opened and Kid Cronin came in. H e  
was a sadly battered and dilapidated 
looking specimen. The ever present 
cigarette hung between bruised and 
puffed lips. His cheek was cut ,  his  
clothes torn, and one of his  close-set 
eyes was almost closed. .-\t the sight 
of Garth an expression of murderous 
hatred flashed .across his face. He 
reached under his left arm-pit, forget
ting for the moment that his  gun was 
missing. Then he pointed at J im. 

" That b ird has the necklace, chief . . , 

he said hoarsely. 
Sheringham nodded . ' ·  I thought as 

much, Kid." He smiled. " Still  in a 
complete fog as to what it 's  all about , 
Garth ?" 

" Complete," said Jim, blandly. 
Sheringham's fist cl enched suddenly,  

and his  l ips tightened. " Tie him t o  
that straight-backed chair," he ordered 
Macfee and Cronin abruptly.  
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J im was pushed r0ughly into a chair 
and Tv!acfee went to a closet in  the 
corner, produced a length of rope and 
lashed Jim so tightly that he couldn't 
move. Sheringham moved over to 
the fire and threw on a white birch 
log. The firelight cast grotesque shad
ows across his evil face. Macfee and 
Cronin l ifted the chair in which J im 
was tied over to a place on the hearth, 
directly in front of the fire. Jim turned 
away, the heat from the flames tm
pleasantly hot against his face. 

" Where," said Sheringham in a 
purring voice, " is the necklace ?' "  

Jim shook his head slowly. " I don't 
know what you're talking about, Sher
ingham, and if I did you ought to 
know that I wouldn't tell you. You're 
wasting time." 

Cronin and Macfee, standing on 
either side of J im's chair, at a signal 
from Sheringham tilted it slightly for
ward toward the fire. Sheringham l i t
a fresh cigarette. " That fire, Garth, 
will get warmer and warmer the closer 
you get to it," he said. " I think before 
it becomes necessary to ·bury yonr 
face in the flames you may clenlop a 
streak of memory. I 'm not going to 
waste much time, I warn you. \Vhere 
is the necklace ?" 

" You won't go through with this, 
Sheringham," said Jim steadily. " be
cause it will do you no good to kill 
me. You won't know anything then."  

" Oh,  I have no intention of kill ing 
you," said Sheringham. " Of  course 
i f  you are permanently mutilated or 
blinded by the flames i t  will be most 
tragic. I 'm sure. I urge you to avoid 
it. \Vhere is the necklace ?' '  

" I pass," said J im. 
Cronin and Macfee tilted the chair 

closer to the flames. The sweat was 
running clown Jim's face, and in his 
heart was horrible fear. Nothing would 

make him talk, but already his eye
brows and hair were scorched and the 
heat on his face was almost unbearable. 
He had no doubt that Sheringham 
would carry out his threat. He mois
tened his scorched lips with the tip 
of his tongue. 

" I don't know how you got onto 
the game to-night, Garth," said  Sher
ingham, calmly, " but it was unfor
tunate for you that you did. I think 
you will wish to God that you had 
never heard of  me unless you tell me 
at once what you've clone with that 
necklace. "  

" No  soap, Sheringham." 
Again the chair was tilted forward. 

The flames were only an inch away 
from his eyes now. Jim clenched his 
teeth and prayed quietly for courage 
to endure whatever happened with no 
outward show of what he felt. Better 
not to give them that satisfaction. 

" This is the last time, Garth," said 
Sheringham deliberately. " vVhat have 
you done with the necklace ?" 

" Don't you think," said a mild voice 
from the doorway behind them, " that 
this has gone far enough ?" 

The chair \\'as dropped back on its 
legs. Sheringham, Macfee and Cronin 
turned quickly. Jim twi sted his head 
painfully to see who had saved him for 
the moment. Standing in the doorway, 
a benevolent twinkle in his gentle blue 
eyes, was Martin Hewes. J im groaned. 
The fat man was apparently unarmed. 

CHAPTER XIII 

Martin Hewes' Little Bottle 

SHERINGHAM whipped the gun 
out of his pocket and covered the 
little detective with it .  " So," he 

said,  " the light begins to break ! You 
are behind this, · eh, He\Yes ? Is i t  pes
sib le that you speak Arabic ?' '  
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" I list it ," said Martin Hev.;es, walk
ing calmly into the room despite the 
menacing revolver, " under my accom
plishments." 

" Stand where you are," Sheringham 
rapped, " and put your hands as high in 
the direction of the ceiling as you can." 

Hewes stood still and slowly raised 
his hands above his head. Sheringham 
laughed. " You are a fool, Hewes. 
You've just walked into a trap your
self. Neither of you will leave this 
house until I know where that necklace 
is. I f  I can't make that young idiot 
talk perhaps you will be easier ! Es
pecially when you see what I've got in 
store for him." 

" There seems to be some slight mis
apprehension as to just who is in con
trol of this situation," said Martin 
Hewes calmly. " Apparently. my dear 
Sheringham, you have not noticed the 
little glass bottle I am holding in my 
right hand." 

The others looked, and ?llartin 
Hewes wiggled a l ittle bottle he was 
holding between his fingertips for them 
to see. " You see," continued Hewes, 
" it just happens that this l i ttle bottle 
contains enough high explosive to blow 
this house and every one in it into the 
East River. I'm not. such a fool , 
Sheringham. as to think that if \'ie told 
you where the necklace is you'd let us 
out alive, so I don't see that there's any 
compromise. Unless you untie Garth 
and let us out of here in about one
minute I shall cook everybody's goose 
to a lovely brown turn." 

" You wouldn't dare !" said Sher
ingham. 

" I can just see the set-up,"  contin
ued Martin Hewes. " After we tell 
you where the necklace is you shoot us 
in cold blood and tell the police we were 
house-breakers. No, Sheringham, I 
much prefer to blo"v us all up in grand 

style than to die so in:;ignificantly. 
Quick ; untie Garth before my hand 
gets paralyzed from holding it up over 
my head."  

Sheringham h e s i t a t e d. Martin 
Hewes was j ust  enough of a quixotic 
fool to carry out the threat he was 
making. It was, in short, a Mexican 
stand-off. After all he had Mr. Singh's 
money and he had done his best to 
get the necklace. That little bottle in 
Hewes's hand made him nervous. 
Nitro-glycerine or some such stuff, in 
all probability. 

" Untie him," he ordered Cronin and 
Macfee. 

The two released J im with alacrity. 
They had heard of Martin Hewes and 
they knew that behind his mild exterior 
he was a man of his word. Jim got 
up from the chair stiffly and moved 
over beside Hewes. 

" Just stand behind me, J im," said 
Martin Hewes. " Then if Sheringham's 
trigger finger gets nervous he'll hit me 
. . . and if he hits me I will of course 
be unable to hold on to this bottle any 
longer . . . and when I can no longer 
hold on to it . . . poof !" 

Jim stepped behind him, smiling 
grimly. The mild, little fat man was 
all he had believed him to be when he 
joined forces with him. Very slowly 
they backed out of the room. Martin 
Hewes deliberately closed the door, 
and locked it. 

" I 'm leaving the key on the outside," 
he called to Sheringham. " Pleasant 
dreams." 

They hurried out onto the street. A 
taxi pulled up beside them and Hewes 
explained that he had it waiting. They 
got in and Jim leaned back against the 
seat with a sigh. " That," he said, 
" was an unpleasantly close shave." 

:Martin Hewes chuckled. " I would 
not have delayed so long. my dear 
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fellow, but I had the devil's own time 
finding the money." 

J i m  looked puzzled. " The money ?" 
Hewes nodded. " 1Ir. Singh's four 

hundred and fifty thousand dollars . "  

H� patted his breast pocket. " Every 
cent of it !" 

" Oh, my aunt !" J im I a u g h e d. 
" l\Iartin. you're worth your weight in 
gold." 

" I  am, literally, at the moment," said 
Hewes. " By the way, where is the 
necklace ?" 

" In  an ash can," said Jim. still 
laughing. " We'd better hurry before 
the ash man comes on his rounds." 

" vVe seem," said Martin Hewes, 
" to have clone rather well ." He \vas 
juggling the little glass bottle back and 
forth from one hand to the other. 

" If you don't  mind," said J im, " my 
nerves have stood enough strain to
night. Just put that bottle some\\· her"" 
that you're not apt to drop i t ."  

" This ?" Martin Hewes looked :;ur
prised. " Did you fall for that too. 
Jim ? Why, there's nothing in here but 
good Croton reservoir water. It  i s true 
that I had a gun in my hip pocket. 
But a gun, while it might have killed 
one or even two of  them, would hardly 
have cowed that gang enough for our 
purposes. It was necessary to bluff 
them entirely, or be prepared to try a 
fight to our mutual deaths. I naturally 
preferred to bluff-an accompl �shment 
of mine which I han sometime�. I 
flatter myself, raised to a high art. It 
worked, as it happens-for "·hi ch I a m  
really quite thankful." 

Politeness Pays 

POLICE politeness pays. \ 7i tness what happened when l\iayor Anto l 
J. Cermak of Chicago ordered Chicago's police to give polite sen-ice. 

Sergeant John T. Coughlin, of that ci ty, saw two men laboring
vainly to start the engine o f  their truck. All  their efforts were useless. The 
motor would not go, and they cursed long and loudly. Sergeant Coughlin  
strolled over to a iel i f  possible. 

" Need any help ?" he asked politely. 
" No," he was told. " \Ve'll get this boiler going in a minute." 
" Well, I'll see what I can do anyway,' ' the sergeant politely answered. 

and walked around to the rear of  the machine. There he sa\v a barrel of  
something-real beer, he  declared-protruding. There \Yere nineteen more 
on the truck The sergeant took the two men and the barrels into cmtod,-. 



Radw-ay's Rocket 
By Robert H. Rohde 

" Hands up, everybody I "  Radway commanded. 
" You're Atlanta bound " 

Radway Could Walk Home /rom the 
Ride- but It Was a Boat R ide, and 
He'd Have an Anchor A round His Nee� 

T
HE man coming up the lonely 

beach behind Radwa�' evident
ly pre ferred to stay behind. H e  

h a d  been \\·alking S\Yi :f tly along t h e  
hard sand close t o  the sluggish surf 
when Radway fi rst glimpsed h i m, but 
at sight of  the stranger his pace had 
lagged. A moment later, changing di
rection, he vanished among the dunes. 

Radway was curious about him
professionally curious about everybody 
on that beach. A hundred yard:; above 
the point where he had come to the 
shore a fter his long, hot hike from the 
v il lage five miles inland, he stopped to 
gather a handful of pebbl es and shel ls  

and shy them over the dispirited break
ers. A little further along, he stopped 
again i or a long stare at the schooner 
that lay becalmed in the far northeast. 

Then the rusty, listing shell o f  a 
,,·reeked freighter left high and dry by 
the retreating tide gave him anothe! 
excuse to loiter. He unlimbered the 
kodak hanging from his shoulder and 
took his time getting a i ocus on the 
wreck. The camera took n o  picture 
when h e  clicked the shutter. It  was un-
1 o a d e d-like the flannels he had 
changed into a couple o f  hours ago, 
just " scenery." 

The delay at the wreck accompli shed 
174 
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his purpose. The man 11·bo had been 
playing hide-and-seek with him among 
the dunes came into view again, close 
by. He rounded a sandy rise and cut 
back to the beach. Passing Rad\\·ay,  
he eyed him hard. 

" Hot enough for vou ?'' hailed 
Radway. 

The man in the flapping ducks halted 
and turned. Tt.J.e question appeared lo 
call for consideration. The beach 
walker's sullen black eyes traveled 
slowly upward from Rad,yay's white 
canvas shoes to his j aunty panama. 
\Vhen the answer finally came it \Yas a 
clipped monosyllable. 

" Yep !" 

The tone didn ' t  i m·ite a f urther ex
change, but Radway was not to be dis
couraged. 

" Isn't there a li fe-saving station 
somewhere along here ? "  he asked. 

" Yep. "  
" You belong there ? ' '  
" Yep. Ought to be there now . ' '  
That had been meant to close the 

conversation, but as the beach patrol
man started off, Radway fell into step 
with him. 

" �o obj ection to visi tors, I hope," 
he said diffidently. " At that, I bet 
you don't get many . It 's  certainly a 
tough drill over f rom I\ orport . "  

" Stopping in Norport, are you, mis
ter ?" asked the other \Yi th a Yeiled side 
glance that found only blank innocence 
on Radway's  bronzed face. " :\ope.  
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we don 't see many sununer people over 
on that part of  the beach. They let 
u s  alone and we let them alone. "  

Radway v,·as cheerfully unconscious 
of the hint. 

" Kind of funny, isn't i t :' I should 
think you'd be overrun with company. 
A Coast Guard station ought to be a 
pretty interesting place. I ' ve always 
wanted to have a look at one . . . 

" Yeah ?" queried the Coast Guard 
without enthusiasm. H e  poi nted with 
a tat tooed hand tO\\·ard a bank o f  
leaden clouds massing behind the mo
tionless schooner. " \Veil, you picked 
a bad day for the trip, mister. See that 
sky ? That's a rain sgual1 making up. 
You'd better start ba,:k for Norport, 
i f  you don't  want them i ce cream 
clothes spoiled for you." 

Radway thoughtfully inspected the 
muggy horizon. 

" Guess you're right . " he said. " But 
could I get  to the village ahead of the 
rain ? That vvhite building up the beach 
-that's your station, isn't i t ?  Maybe 
I'd better stick around there until the 
storm's O \·er ."  

The beach patrolman shrugged a 
heavy shoulder and quickened his 
�tride. 

" I t's public property," he grunted, 
his eyes fixed stonily before him. " Suit 
yoursel f . "  

II 

0 N the veranda of the Coast Guard 
station, an elderly man with a 
spare wiry figure and a square

cut spade of graying beard was looking 
seaward through binoculars. He low
ered the glasses as Radway parted com
pany with his taciturn companion and 
plowed through the broiling sand to
ward h im. 

" I'll be dinged !" he ejaculated. " A 
visitor ! Glad to see you. New faces 

are sights for sore eyes around Sandy 
Point nowadays. Come up and have 
a chair. Came all the way from Nor
port, did you ?" 

' ' Farther than that, ' '  said Radway, 
mounting the verand.a. " You're Cap
t ain Docksee ? ' '  

' '  That's my name. ' ' 

" Mine's Radway, captain. "  The 
Yi sitor's hand opened to reveal a small 
gold shidd hidden in the palm. " I 'm 
in the Govemment service, too---but 
mine's another branch. May I have a 
private word with you ? Suppose you 
go through the motions of showi ng me 
the apparatus. It  your men get the im
pression that I'm just summer folks, 
that wilJ be fine . "  

Docksee h1gged a t  h i s  beard and 
stared. 

· ' You're here-official ?" 
Rad",·ay nodded. 
' ' But keep it to yoursel f, p lease. I 'd 

l ike to spend the night as your guest. 
Do you suppose that could be arranged 
"IYi thout arousing too much curiosity ?" 

Before he replied, Docksee raised his 
binoculars again and trained them on 
the l i ttle schooner offshore. 

" I reckon. ' '  he said slowly. " There's 
a storm cooking out there. It'll prob
ably blow great guns for a while by 
and by, and then rain all night. I f  I 
was to ask you to stay to dinner, i t'd  
be my own business ; and i t  would be 
natural enough for you to bunk in here 
if the rain was to catch you. "  

Docksee caught a look of warning 
from Radway, w ho l i fted his voice to 
a higher pitch and asked a question 
about the station's l i fe-saving equip
ment. The man with the tattooed hand · 

had j ust appeared at the end o f  the ver
anda. Puzzled for an instant, the 
Sandy Point skipper took Radway's 
cue. 

" No, mister," he said, " we don 't 
2 D 
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use the beach-gun once in a blue moon . 
.-\.in't had it in action since that old 
tramp down yonder came ashore two 
winters ago. But I ' l l  show it to you
sure ! "  

He hopped spryly over the railing 
and marched off toward an outbuilding 
a couple of hundred yards below the 
main house. 

" Don't look back," Radway whis
pered, catching up with him. " But 
I 'm sort of wondering about that fel
low back there. What do you know 
about him?" 

" The man you walked to the station 
with-Lazzaro? How do you mean?" 

" Do you trust him ?", 
Docksee debated as he flung open a 

wide door to reveal a cradled l ifeboat 
and the wheeled beach-gun with its 
caisson of coiled rope. 

" Dunno as I do, dunno as I don't," 
he said judicially. " He ain' t  been here 
long enough for me to form any spe
cial opinion of him. What makes you 
ask?" 

Postponing answer, Radway asked 
another question. 

" How many men have you got here 
all told?" 

" There's eight in the regular crew. 
But this is a slack season and four of  
them is off on leave. With Lazzaro 
and another summer fill-in, Karger, 
I've got s ix now. " '  He glanced back 
toward the big house. " Looks like 
that's Karger that j ust came out on the 
porch-that big man talking to Laz
zaro. They kind of chum together, 
being both new in the service . . , 

" How about the rest ?" 
" All old-timers. Been with me ten 

years and up-and I 've been here 
going on twenty-four years myself." 

" Men you'd swear by, eh ?" 
" I'd stake everything I've got on 

th
.
em." 
3 D  

' ' Good enough. \Ve'll need men we 
can count on before the night's over. ' '  

Docksee fingered his beard. 
r, You ain't told me yet, mister," he 

reminded Radway, " what all this is 
about." 

" It won't take me long to tell you 
when I get started," promised Radway. 
" You've got a man in your crew that's 
taking money from · smugglers-big 
money. I f  my information is straight, 
a very large proportion of the dope 
entering the country lately has been 
finding its way across this beach of  
yours." 

" The hell you say !" 
" It's fact . "  
Docksee's thin shoulders l ifted and 

his beard jutted belligerently as his jaw 
squared. 

" Name the man !'' he challenged. 
" Point him out to me and watch me 

handle him !" 
Radway shook his head. 
· ' I know how you feel, skipper," he 

said, " but  this is a case where Uncle 
Sam will do the handling. The first 
job is to catch our man-get him dead 
to rights. I've got a sneaking suspicion 
right now that I know who he is. But 
that isn't evidence by a long shot. "  

" Lazzaro ?" 
" He's the man I'm thinking of," 

admitted Radway. " Does he have a 
trick of beach patrol duty again 
to-night?" 

" Let's see. Yes. Midnight to four . ' '  
" The dog watch, eh ? That pretty 

near clinches it, captain. It w ill most 
likely be some time between twelve and 
four when the stuff is landed. There'll 
be a couple of tough boys-quick-on
the-trigger gunmen-aboard the boat 
that brings it in. Maybe we'll han to 
do some shooting." 

" You won't  find my regulars run
ping i i  there is ," Docksee remarked 
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grimly. " You're sure your mtorma
tion is on the level, though, mister ?" 

" Absolutely. It came from one of 
the best under-cover men in the service. 
He ·wasn't able to learn the name of 
the Coast Guardsman who was fixed, 
but I 'm expecting to meet an old 
acquaintance of mine in charge of the 
load. He's a fellow I had the pleasure 
of sending to 'Atianta a few years ago 
-' Dopey Moe ' Buxbaum. This time 
he'll go away for a 'real stretch." 

A splatter of rain was falling as 
Docksee and Radway started back to
ward the station and a red sun was 
dipping back of the dunes. Off in the 
northeast, the small schooner still lay 
in the same position, her slatting sails 
dots of white on the oily sea. The 
clouds behind her were piling up 
blacker. Docksee threw an anxious 
glance toward them. 

" The dudes on that yacht are going 
to have their hands full before they're 
much older," he predicted. " They were 
a bunch of dumb fools to take their 
women out, with th� glass falling and 
not a practical sailor on the ship. I f  
they had a grain o f  sense among 'em, 
they'd be getting their canvas in now 
and heaving to. When that squall 
smacks she's going to smack hard, 
mister." 

III 

RADW A Y blessed the squall. I t  
might have been made to  order 
to suit his purpose. The rain was 

coming down faster before he and 
Docksee were halfway to the station, 
and they finished the trip running. 
Manifestly, it was no time for a sum
mer tripper in " ice cream " clothes to 
be starting on a five-mile hike. It was 
perfectly natural that Docksee should 
invite the visitor to dinner and equally 
natural that Radway should accept. 

At table, the old-timers of the Sandy 
Point crew were easy to pick out. They 
were a grizzled and weather-beaten 
quartet, none exactly loquacious, but 
all friendly enough. Silent among 
them, Lazzaro bolted his food. He  
pushed back his chair be fore the others 
had risen and went clumping up the 
stairs to the atti c  dormitory. The other 
new man, Karger, bull-necked, heavy 
jowled and moody, followed in Laz
zaro's wake a moment later. 

Docksee walked to the ascending 
stainny and carefully closed the door 
at its foot. He called back two of his 
four dependablcts as they were starting 
out in oilskins, one for the lookout 
tovver and the other on beach patrol. 
Re-introducing Radway to them and 
to the other pair under his own name, 
he informed them in a hurried whisper 
of their guest's real errand. 

Black night had fallen then, and the 
first gust of the rising squall was tear
ing at the heavy shutters. 

" Keep an eye to the nor'east for 
signs of trouble," was Docksee's last 
admonition to the departing guards. 
" There ain't nothing but a crowd of 
rocking chair sailors on that schooner 
out there." 

The squall struck full force as he 
spoke. Its impact shook the sturdy 
building, and Docksee had to put his 
back to the seaward door to close it  
after his men. A vivid flare of  light
ning ripped across the sky, whitening 
the windows, and the . station shook 
again to a mighty thunderclap. vVhen 
Docksee' turned on the radio, the pro
gram he got was mostly static. 

Under cover of the racket, Radway 
crept up the stairs that led to the dormi
tory. Lazzaro and Karger hadn't 
turned in. He could hear them talk
ing, but their voices were so low that 
he could make out their words. 
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· ' :\I aybe," he said to Docksee, re
t urning, ' '  you've got two crooks in 
your outfit instead of one. A nyhow, I 
don't like Karger's looks any more 
than I liked Lazzaro's. Where are you 
going to bunk me ? I 'm dog tired a fter 
that long haul up from i\ew York. I f  
I conld snatch a couple of hours sleep 
now I'd be that much wider awake at 
midnight . "  

There was a cot i n  Docksee's little 
office. Radway parked on it, but his 
nap didn't last until midnight. It was 
only a l ittle a fter eleven when he was 
awakened. Through the open door he 
could see a dripping figure in oilskins. 
It was the coast guardsma'11 vvho had 
been on duty in the watch to\\·er. He 
was making an excited report to Dock
see, interrupting the rummy game that 
had started when Radway lay down . 

" The yacht weathered the squall all 
right, cap, but she's in  distress now, for 
sure. They're shootin' rockets out 
there." 

The three card players were on their 
feet as Radway joined them. 

" Here's a howdy-do, mister !" ex
claimed Docksee. " Them elude sailors 
have messed up the deck for you for 
fair. I know that tub they're in. She's 
no boat for heayy weather. She's 
probably leaking like a sieve a fter the 
pounding she got. -:; othing for me to 
do but go out to her." 

" Of course, you· ve got to go," 
agreed Radway. 

" But that' ll leave you in a fix, mis

ter. I f  there's a chance of  saving the 
schooner, I ' l l  have to put a crew aboard 
her. That means I'll  need all hands." 

Radway glanced at the clock. 
" Eleven twenty," he said. " How 

soon could you be back ?" 
" No telling ! We'll go in the power 

<lory that's moored back in the inlet, 
and she's good for thirty miles an hour. 

But i f  the people on the schooner have 
use'd up all their rockets, \\' C may have 
a time finding 'em. It's as black out 
as the inside of an undertaker' s hat. 
·we'll have to trust to lightning flashes 
to show the yacht to us. " 

" You've got to take the 'whole 
crew ?" 

" My four regular men, anyhow. 
Karger and Lazzaro don't count so 
much in a pinch like this, being all the 
same as landlubbers. I 'd as soon leave 
'em on the beach . "  

Radway's relief sho"·ed i n  h i s  smile. 
" That's all right, then," he said, 

patting the li ttle bulge under his left 
arm where a police positive hung in a 
shoulder belt. " If the weather hasn't 
caused any change of plans, I' l l  prob
ably have more company for you when 
you get back. "  

IV 

THE wind was do\\'11 and the rain 
had settled to a steady drizzle as 
Docksee, yellow slickered, started 

wtth his three experienced hands to
ward the speed dory riding in the in
let. They were to pick up the fourth 
man of the regular Sandy Point crew 
on their way along the beach. 

Routed out ahead of their time, 
Lazzaro and Karger pulled on oilskins 
and sea boots and came clumping down 
from the dormitory directly afterward. 
They walked together in the direction 
of the lookout tower. Looking after 
them from the veranda, Radway saw 
an arching streak of red d rawn across 
the inky sky as another rocket \Vent up 
far at sea. Then a lightning flare 
showed him the storm-beaten schooner 
yacht under bare poles, hull down on 
the horizon. 

Thanks to the yellow oilskins they 
wore, he could make out the pair who 
had been left behind as they stood talk-
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ing dom1 by the tower. \Vhen they 
separated it was easy enough for him 
to stalk the blob of  yellow moving 
along the beach. 

About midway between the station 
and the inlet his quarry came to a halt 
and stood looking out to sea. Not 
fifty yards away, hidden back of a 
dune, Radway plopped down in the 
wet sand to wait developments. In the 
distance, he heard the coughing o f  the 
Coast Guard dory's powerful motor as 
the rescue party tuned it up. The 
coughing resolved into a steady hum, 
and then he saw the green of the dory's 
starboard running light as it streaked 
out of the inlet and went bouncing over 
the bar. 

Time dragged after the sound of the 
engine had been lost back of the crash
ing surf. The radium-tipped minute 
hand made a complete circuit of the 
dial on Radway's wrist watch and was 
well along on another when a light 
showed at sea-not a steady light, but 
one that blinked on and off in hal f a 
dozen quick flashes. 

£yidently that was a signal to the 
\vatcher farther clown the beach. H e  
ans\vered w ith a pocket flash whose 
strong white beam sparkled inter
mittently across the surf as he moved 
toward the inlet. 

Keeping in the shelter of the dunes, 
Radway followed-unaware of a 
shadow flitting stealthily along his own 
trail. When a keel grated the inlet 
shore well in the lee o f  the point, he 
dre\v his pistol and quickened his pace, 
his steps muffled in the sand. He recog
ni zed Lazzaro's voice ahead of him. 

" Okay, Buxie ! Everything's j ake. 
How did ya like the breeze ?" 

The voice that replied-a rasping 
one-was another that Radway had 
heard before. 

" You always pick a soft spot for 

yoursel f, Tony. If you'd been out in 
that cyclone you'd have come closer to 
earning your cut. " 

" I'm taking plenty of risks, don't 
worry," growled Lazzaro. " There's 
a snooper on the beach to-night that's 
got me worried . "  

" Yeah ? \-\'ell, i f  he snoops around 
here he gets taken for a boat ride. 
What's the matter with you, Tony
turning yellow ? Beginning to think 
everybody you see has got a ticket for 
you ?" 

" I  kno\v when a guy looks like the 
law." 

Radway,� invisible in the long coat 
of black rubber he had borrowed from 
Docksee, \\·as close enough then to see 
two other figures behind " Dopey 
Moe " Buxbaum in the beached speed 
boat. .-\ vo ice sharp \Yith alarm came 
from one of them. 

" Is it  on the square, Tony ? Hell ' 
Let's put the stuff ashore and get away 
fast. I don't vvant to see the inside of 
Atlanta again." 

That provided Radway with a dra
matic entrance cue. Pistol up, he ad
vanced into the dim c ircle of radiance 
throm1 by the light in the speed boat's 
bow. 

" Hands up, everybody !" fie com
manded. " You're all Atlanta bound !" 
He moved farther into the light and 
invited : " Take a good look at the 
snooper, Buxbaum ! Remember-'' 

Right there he chopped off. Close 
behind h im a voice husky with menace 
snarled : 

" Drop that gun !"  
Wheeling, .Rad \\ ay found himsel f 

looking into the barrel o f  a revolver in 
the hands of the bull-necked Karger. 

" I  came pretty near doing this when 
I seen you start after Tony," Lazzaro's 
running mate grunted. " Thought I'd 
have to be looking out to sea just be-
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cause I was up in the watch tower, did 
you ?" 

Radway's decision to shoot it out 
against odds came an instant too late. 
.\s he recovered from his paralysis of  
surprise, Lazzaro leaped upon him and 
wrenched the pistol from his grip. 

" Atlanta bound, are we ?" he grated. 
" 'Nell, you're gomg farther-and 
faster !" 

Buxbaum j umped fon,·ard as the 
gun l i fted. 

"Hold it, you dumb-bell !" he shrilled. 
" Do you want to bring the whole gang 
down from the house ?" 

· 

"Nobody ·home. They're all out in 
the boat. Who does that make the 
dumb-bell ?" growled Lazzaro. 

Buxbaum, open mouthed, \ras star
ing at Radway. He stepped closer to 
him and his oYerbright eyes flared 
w ith exultation. 

" This guy is. all mine, Tony !" he 
cried. " I saw him first. Believe i t  or 
not, it' s the dick that nailed me in 
Baltimore. I spent twenty solid months 
wishing that I'd meet up with him 
again-and here he is .  A in't it  a small 
world ?" 

" You bet it's small, Buxbaum !" 
snapped Radway. " A man doesn't 
realize how small it's become until he 
tries hiding away from a murder rap. 
Just get it into your head that I 'm not 
here by accident. Plenty of people 
know where I am to-night-and know 
I expected to run into you. It would 
be your tough luck i f  anything hap
pened to me. " 

" Oh, yeah ?" jeeTed the dope run� 
ner. " But a lot depends on <dzere it 
happens, don't i t ? Think I'd leave you 
on the beach when we've got plenty of 
room in the boat for you?" He turned 
from Radway with a jarring laugh and 
began to spout orders. " Keep the 
gumshoe covered, Tony. Let him have 

it i f  he makes a move. Get that stuff 
ashore, the rest of you. vV e'll bury 
it right here in the sand and pick i t  up  
later. Sure ! \Ve'll let Johnny Law 
see right where we hide it. It'd be kind 
of neat to bury him alongside it, but he 
can come back and haunt the beach, 
anyway." 

Helpless be fore the threatening gun, 
Radway followed the course of a 
distant dot of  light that represented l i fe  
itself  slipping away from him. The 
light, already mi les away, was grow
ing steadily dimmer. It was no longer 
green, but red, telling him that the 
Coast Guard dory had changed her 
course toward the east. The red light 
was on her port side ; he was familiar 
enough with boats to know that. 

Equally well, he knew that Moe Bux
baum, drug mad, couldn't be reasoned 
out of his deadly purpose. In the un
derworld, he had had for years the 
reputation of a cold-blooded murderer. 

In five minutes, a deep hole had 
been scooped in the beach, the cargo 
of narcotics cached in it and covered 
with sand. 

" Al l  aboard !" called Buxbaum from 
the bow of the speed boat. " Bring the 
passenger, Tony. Better come along 
yourself, you and Karger. Might be 
healthier for you." 

" No use sticking around now, any
way," grunted Lazzaro. "Trade over 
this beach is all washed up." 

Radway conquered an impulse to 
grab for the gun as Lazzaro j abbed i t  
against h i s  back. That would have 
been suicide, and while he lived he 
could still hope. 

The lights o f  the Coast Guard dory 
had been lost in the distance, but it was 
out there somewhere ; however slim the 
possibility, it  represented a chance that 
that the dope runners might be inter
cepted. If that didn't happen, an op-
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portuni ty might come when the speed 
boat was out of the inlet and the vigi
lance of  his captors relaxed. At least, 
he could j ump overboard-take a 
desperate gamble on eluding the bullets 
that would come after him, and per
haps beat the treacherous currents in a 
hard pull for shore. ,. 

" All right, Moe, I 'm with you," he 
sang out, cl imbing into the boat ahead 
of Lazzaro. " Hope you've got a good 
naYigator with you." 

A cackle of crazy laughter answered 
that. 

" You should worry !" 

v 

W 
ITH Karger shoving at her nose, 
the speed boat slid off into deep 
water. The starter whirred. 

Karger, j umping onto the deck as. 
the engine purred into action, switched 
off the bow l ights. Radway was grate
ful to him for that. Immediately, he 
untied a shoe lace and loosened it .  
With Lazzaro beside him on the 
thwart he had to work cautiously, but 
before the dope runner was fairly out 
of the inlet he had slipped off his shoes. 
But the time for the j ump wasn' yet ; 
Lazzaro still held the pistol to his 
ribs. 

vVhen the point had been rounoed, 
Raclway's heart gave a leap. Above the 
pounding of  the surf, above the thrum 
of the speed boat's engine, he could 
hear another motor and he knew that 
Docksee's dory must be on the way 
back. A moment later he could make 
out her running lights. Both the red 
and the green were visible, and that 
clinched it. The Coast Guardsmen 
were returning. 

Lazzaro saw the l ights at the same 
instant. 

" \Ve j ust got away in time !" he 
ejaculated. " That's the Sanely Point 

dory comin' in , and they j ust got a 
new rum-chaser engine in her. She's 
good for thirty miles an hour. " 

Out of the darkness of the open 
cockpit came Dopey Moe Buxbaum's 
raspy voice, jeering again.  

" What's thi rty ? We do close to 
forty. "  

" \V e better," said Lazzaro. " The 
dory mounts a gun." 

" They've got a swell chance o f  hit
ting anything to-night. Don't they 
have to see us first ?" 

Buxbaum had come forward. Rad
way could make out his thin stooping 
figure alongside the box that housed 
the engine. 

" \Vhere's the snoop ?" he demanded. 
" Right here next to me-sittin' at 

the vHong end of his own gat."  
" Pretty near t ime to  get r id  of him, 

hey ?" 
" Bum time to risk a shot. "  
" \Vho said anything about shoot

ing ?' '  
" Then what ?" 
Buxbaum came closer, chuckling 

crazily, and RachYay surmised he had 
been get ting fresh inspiration from the 
needle. \Vhen he spoke again that was 
a certainty. 

" \ Ve get rid of him pirate style, see ? 
\Vhen we get out a little farther, we 
tie the spare anchor to him and he 
walks the plank . "  

' 1  Get sensible !"  snapped Lazzaro. 
" That's the coke talking. Hey, Burke ! 
Shut off that engine before them birds 
in the dory hear i t ."  

Somebody aft  obeyed him. A switch 
snapped and the engi ne died. But 
Dopey �foe Buxbaum wasn't gi,· ing up 
his fantastic idea. 

" I know my stuff." he insisted. 
" Got the old plank right ready here. 
It'll  be the first official plank-"·alking 
since Captain Kidd went to lh·e on a 
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farm. Then he can walk on home if he 
wants-and if he can !" 

He was down on his hands and 
knees then, pulling at a loose floor 
board. .\s it came up, heav.y fumes 
billowed out of the bilge and started 
Radway coughing. Some one on the 
other side of the cockpit struck a match 

. and held it  under cupped hands to a 
cigarette. 

" Douse that light, Karger !" barked 
Lazzaro. " \Vant a pound of lead land
ing on your neck ?" 

It seemed to Radway miraculous 
that the tiny flame, no sooner kindled 
than extinguished, should have been 
visible across a couple of miles of 
water. But evidently those in the dory 
had seen it ,  for at once a searchlight 
flashed into action and swept the sea 
with 

'
an exploring white finger that 

finally found and hovered on the speed 
boat. 

For a moment Radway had a clear 
view of the grim, tense group surround
ing him ; then the engine roared and 
the dope-runner leaped forward out of 
the searchlight's beam. The light swung 
in a new arc and again located the 
fugitive cra ft. Far astern, there was 
a thump like the pounding of a base 
drum and a warning shot went skipping 
across the speed boat's bow. 

The dory had changed her course. 
Her searchlight bounced on the quar
tering seas as she squared away to the 
stern chase. The dope-runner was 
traveling wide open in a lather of 
spray. Radway had ridden in racing 
automobiles, but the speed boat seemed 
to be faster than any of them. · She 
had a heartbreaking edge on the dory. 
That was evident within a couple of 
minutes. Another shot came from the 
Coast Guard gun and flopped astern ; 
already the dory had been left out of 
range. 

Radway tigured then that his mo
ment had come to take the long chance. 
He unbuttoned the rubber coat and 
started to inch forward along the 
thwart. Instantly the muzzle of the 
police positive poked him again. 

" Don't jump now," snarled Lazzaro. 
u We'll tell you when." 

" It won't be long," said Buxbaum . 
He had the floor board up and was 

laying it across the narrow deck, wedg
ing one end under the heavy hinged 
cover of the engine box. 

" Where are you, Burke ?" he called. 
" Bring me that folding anchor and a 
coil of  rope. I 'm ready to drop the 
pilot." 

Radway had managed to wriggle one 
arm out of the borrowed waterproof. 
Choked by the vapor from the gasoline 
floating thickly on the splashing \Vater 
in the open bilge, he cast despairing 
eyes astern. 

Something had gone wrong with the 
dory's searchlight. I t  had blinked out, 
and when it failed to come on again it 
was as if his last friend had passed 
from the world. It only increased his 
·horror to observe that the dory kept 
plunging on a straight course, \Yhile 
the dope-runner's helmsman had taken 
swift advantage of the situation by 
swerving sharply to the westward. 

That cooked Radway's goose ; he 
had no illusions to the contrary. In
wardly he cursed the light that had 
failed-and Fate responded to the curs
ing with a final gibe. As the dory 
raced blindly out to sea, the speed 
boat's engine sputtered and died. A 
foot came down on the electric starter 
while the smuggling craft was losing 
way, but the dead motor . refused to 
start. 

The man who had started forward 
at Buxbaum's  command ripped out an 
oath. Profanely he announced the 
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disco\·ery that some blistering half-w·it 
had opened a valve in the fuel line, 
and Rad\Yay dully realized then how 
all that gasoline had got into the bilge. 

His eyes still strained a fter the run
ning lights of the dory. I t  seemed that 
those aboard her already suspected the 
dope-runner's trick. He saw first her 
green light on the starboard thwart, 
and then the red light to port as she 
circled aimlessly in a futile effort to 
pick up the lost trail. 

If he only had a rocket, like those 
ri1akeshift  sailors on the schooner 
yacht ! I f  he had even a l ittle flash lamp 
like Lazzaro's to show Docksee and his 
deep-water men where he was ! 

Then Radway's hand, in the pocket 
cif his suit coat, closed on a wooden 
box of safety matches. _ Suddenly he 
>Yas thinking of  Karger-of that mir
acle o f  a scant quarter-hour ago. Could 
i t  possibly be repeated ? vV 01ild another 
flame so small-the mere flicker of a 
burning match-be seen for a second 
time across that black expanse dividing 
him from salvation ? 

\\'as it worth trying ? \Vell, what 
could he lose ? 

His  hand came out of the pocket, 
bringing the matches. He opened the 
box, drew out a fragile stick, held it 
poised against the striking surface. 
Then, hesitant, his nostrils assailed 
again by the stifling fumes of that 
deadly free gasoline, he heard himself 
bursting out i n  laughter as wild as 
Dopey Moe Buxbaum's. 

\\'hat a rocket he had there under 
his hand-what  a rocket ' 

A startled yell escaped Lazzaro. 
" The guy's gone nuts on us �" 
There didn't appear to be any doubt 

of that. Rad,,·ay was shouting : 
" Can you fellO\YS S\\· im ? Then get 

read)· to j ump � Here goes � · ·  
He leaned fonYard. The match-

head scraped the side of the box. 
Flaring brightly, the t indery stick 
dropped in a descending arc into the 
exposed bilge. 

Radway, overboard before his neigh
bor ,,·ith the gun knew what was hap
pening, had j ust struck the water as 
the loose gasoline ignited. A v ivid 
pillar of  flame leaped skyward. It 
showed him the dope-crew diving in aH 
directions out of the blazing cockpit. 

I n  a twinkling the fire had reached 
the reserve fuel tank. It let go with 
a terrific explosion. The speed boat 
j umped clear of the roller she \vas 
riding. In mid-air she went into a 
thousand pieces, which fell back in a 
flaming tangle of \Heckage that lighted 
the sea for miles around. 

Radway, never too certain of himself 
in the water at best, had made sure of 
having a support. He had in fact car
ried his own improvised li fe-preserver 
overside with him ; and paddling be
hind i t, he lost no time in getting clea1· 
both of the spreading gasoline fire and 
his recent shipmates. 

By the light of the blazing oil he 
could see the fin heads bobbing closer 
in to the wreck-could see the Coa �t 

Guard dory rushing toward them. 
Presently he saw them picked up one 
by one : Buxbaum, Lazzaro, Karger, 
the engineer Burke and finally the 
speed boat's swarthy helmsman. 

Before the threat of his heavy serv
ice revolver, Docksee was herding 
them all into the bo\\. ,,·hen eventuallY  
Radway came splashing to the  dor:� 
He was still c l inging to the support 
that had served him so well during the 
wait for Docksee's arrival , and from 
the \\·ater he hailed Buxbaum. 

" Thanks, :\foe !"  he called. " It ,,·as 
a great little idea of yours-digging up 
this plank for me to ride. You kno\\·, 
I \ce lle\·er been much of a S\Yimmer !" 
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The broker could hardly oelieve his ears 

Charging $100 a Consultation or Selling 3c Horoscopes /or a 

Dollar A re Some of the Ways the Star Gazers Eke Out a Living 

By Julien J. Proskauer 
Tru1tee of the Society of American Magicians* 

O
N a floor o f  a great skyscraper 

in New York City is a Yast or
ganization, with hundreds of 

employees flung to the four corners 
of  the United States. Its ramifications 
extend to Canada and Europe. It 's  a 
million-dollar business. 

Presiding over it all is a high 
priestess whose name ts k n o w  n 
wherever people congregate. She is a 
great accumulator o f  wealth. Let us 
call her Portentia Smith. Miss Smith 
is neither young nor old, and neither 
modest in her fees nor ip her state· 

*All the events narrated in " Spook Crooks " are true, and t heir deta ils appear on police · 
blotters and in the records of investigations made by the Society of A m erican .Magicians cooperating 
with police and prosewtors. Names and places are disguised, to spare the feeliltgs of the 1•ictims. 
DETECTIVE FICTION \VEEKLY, now aiding i11 the exposure of fortune tellers and fake mediums, 
wants readers who have been victimized by t hese charlatans to write to this maga:ine and describe 
their experiences. l' our name will be held in strictest confidence, and the powerful Societ3• of 
A m erican .Magicians will privately il1vestigate. 
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ments. For Portentia is a soothsayer 
to \Yhom all come. 

" Star Gazer " is one name for her 
business. Reading the future through 
positions of the stars. Doing all the 
things the b e  a r d e  d, cone-hatted 
diviners of the 11iddle Ages did before 
her, yet doing them so efficiently and 
gracefully money flows in streams into · 
her coffers. 

Fully in keeping with the building 
which houses her e stablishment, her 
outer office is a model of the interior 
decorator's art. It impresses eYen the 
wealthy stock brokers who patronize 
her. Here comes a client. The slim, 
beauti fully gowned young lady at the 
reception desk glides fonYard. She is 
certainly channing. 

" I am a broker," pe introduces him
self. " I  have some inside information 
on a , certain stock, but I might be 
double crossed in a stock market as un
certain as this. Some men want me to 
come into a pool \Yith them. I am 
anxious to go in, and also anxious to 
stay out. It may be that Miss Smith 
can help me come to a decision ."  

" Certainly," replies the reception 
girl with a smile that is charming. 
" She can do that by reading the stars, 
by findipg out i f  the planets are in a fa
vorable position for you. Simply let 
me have your name and address and I'll 
arrange an appointment \Yi t h  Miss 
Smith. 

" The fee for a single sen·ice is only 
one hundred dollars, for a consultation. 
The monthly fee is hm hundred dol
lars, or two thousand four hundred dol
lars yearly, for which Miss Smith will 
mail you a complete monthly forecast 
on the first of every month . "  

" Let me  see how much Miss Smith 
tells me on this first visit and I'll dis
cuss the monthly arrangement later," 
the broker visitor smilingly agrees. 

" Very well," the girl says as she 
picks up a beautiful gold appointment 
book and nms her blue eyes down the 
page. " You are lucky. It's now about 
nine forty-five and I see Miss Smith 
has an opening at ten forty-five. I f  
you'll wait for her, I ' l l  put your name 
down." 

The broker agrees to wait and pays 
over two crisp fifty-dollar bills from a 
well-filled wallet. He i s  taken to an
other office, small, yet luxuriously fur
nished, is  given a comfortable chair 
and some copies o f  finan�ial magazines 
to read. The reception girl returns at 
the moment of  ten forty-five, and 
ushers the broker into one of the most 
striking offices he has ever seen. 

It is a room almost forty feet long 
and twenty-five feet wide, with walls 
magnificently paneled and hand carved. 
In the center is a table, massive and 
impressive. On one end of it i s  a giant 
globe on a huge swivel. Painted on 
this globe are the twelve signs of  the 
Zodiac. Suspended over it is a disk o n  
which are arranged planets and stars 
which can be moved at '"ill. 

As the broker enters the room a 
stately woman of uncertain age rises 
to greet him. He is introduced to Por
tentia Smith. He is frankly skeptical. 
He is asked the month of his birth. He 
gives i t ,  and Miss Smith arranges her  
globe and disk. She says, with eyes 
that never leave his, and in words 
\vhich never falter : 

'; According to _the stars you are 
married to a woman named Elizabeth . 
She is slightly younger than you. Your 
children are seven and ten, the younger 
being a boy and the elder a girl. Their 
names are Harold and Betty. Yon 
own a Packard automobile." 

The broker can hardly believe his 
ears. Every word is true. Miss Smith 
says that she is now ready for any 
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question he cares to ask, that she has 
gi,·en these facts about himself merely 
to show she possesses the power to 
make the stars reveal facts to her. 

" Miss Smith," he commences, " I'd 
heard a great deal about you, but your 
reputation does not even do you jus
tice. Before we go any further, let me 
giYe you a retainer for the monthly 
service your assistant suggested." 

Raising her left hand on which re
poses a remarkable emerald held in 
place by a platinum band engraved 
with the planets, in each of which are 
inserted star-shaped diamonds of rich
est blue white brilliance, Miss Smith 
smilingly rejects his offer, advis
ing him that business matters in
Yolving money are not of interest to 
her and that he should see the cashier 
on the way out. This further im
presses the visitor, who asks : 

" Miss Smith, I have a chance to get 
in a pool by buying five thousand 
shares of Blank stock three points be
low the market. I like the stock, but 
frankly I am afraid of the crowd in the 
pool with me. I want your advice." 

The star gazer takes a piece of paper 
on which are drawn stars, makes as
tronomical designs on it, compares the 
signs of the Zodiac governing his birth 
month, and the present month, ar
ranges the planets on the overhanging 
disk,  does what seems to her visitor 
some higher mathematical problems, 
and then gives her decision. 

" This deal is a bad one for you. 
The overhanging dark clouds obscure 
the brighter ones for you just no\Y. 
The stars are not right for your im
mediate success, and generally I advise 
you to leave the deal alone." . 

Miss Smith arises, signifying the 
interview is over. 

The pool in which th� broker had 
been invi ted to participate is formed 

\Yithout h im , the European situation 
gro\YS \\·orse, the market falls and Miss 
Smith has a " cl ient " \Yho fi rmly be
l iens her advice because she saved 
him at least $ I oo,ooo. 

Any one reading the t rue incident 
aboYe might have his faith in fortune · 
tellers strengthened or revived, but, 
vvait ! 

The day prior to the visit of our lucky 
stock broker friend, I\Iiss Smith had 
been consulted by another broker. This 
broker had the same story to tell . He 
wanted to go in the pool to buy Blank 
stock, but he, too, was afraid of a 
double cross. 

After her usual rigmarole Miss 
Smith advised him to go into the pool. 
One broker had to ,,· in-one had to 
lose ! 

She would get one steadfast client 
out of it, no matter what happened. 

II 

THE bel ieve r in fortune tellers may 
say : 

" All r igh t ; we'll admit Miss 
Smith made a mistake on the advice 
she gave the first broker-but she 
didn't make the error. She simply read 
the stars, and if they gave her the 
wrong in formation, and the first 
broker's ' control stars ' indicated suc
cess when i t  didn't  come, you can't 
blame Miss Smith.  Also, if Miss Smith 
is not genuinely able to read the stars, 
how did she know the name of the 
broker's wife and children, and their  
ages {" 

Here the bel iever grins all over. He 
certainly has the skept i c  stopped now. 

Let's ask our friend , John i\Iulhol
land, former college pro fessor, \Yho 
took up magic as a profession and \Yho, 
as a ,- ice pres ident of the Society of 
American Magicians. has spent all his 
spare time in the l ast ten _,·ears inYCsti-
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gating fortune tellers, soothsayers, star 
gazers, and fake mediums. 

" Easy," said Mulholland. " The 
method l.Iiss Smith used to obtain her 
in formation is one that has been in us.e 
by fortune tellers since telephones were 
invented. 

" What happened ''"as this . \Vhen 
the broker gave his name to the recep
tion girl he started a chain of investi
gation into his whole life. The first 
step the girl took after putting him in 
a private office was to telephone the 
broker's office, explain that she was 
with such and such a ne\Yspaper and 
wanted Mrs. Broker's home telephone 
number. The unsuspecting operator 
at the other end promptly gav-e the 
number. 

" The reception girl then phoned 
Mrs. Blank and stated that she was the 
such �nd such photographic studio and 
that the rotogravure section of a news
paper had requested her to make an 
appointment to . photograph her with 
her children. She then asked and ob
tained l'virs. Broker's maiden name, her 
children's names and ages. 
" Then she asked :.1rs. Br.oker if she 

could have the photographer picture 
them in the family automobile. Ob
viously the next question brought out 
the name of the car. This information 
the assistant gave ::\fiss Smith, \Yho was 
then ready for the ' consultation.' 

" The following day probably pic
tures were taken; to aYoid the possibility 
of Mr. Broker even suspecting any
thing. If he hadn't signed up for the 
year's service, no photographer would 
call. Miss Smith had the hundred dol
lar fee, and it wouldn't make much dif
ference whether Mr. Broker suspected 
or not. 

" There's another ramification of the 
picture-making angle. Suppose one of 
:\Ir. Broker's children, or wife, died 

within a year or t\VO, or while he was 
a client o f  the soothsayer. It \Yould be 
a simple matter to give a fake medium 
one of the pictures taken (no proof of 
which was ev-er shown the family) ,  
and later have a " spirit photo " repro
duced for Mr. Broker at some huge 
price." 

III 

ANN TARBELL was a pretty 
I\. widow of twenty-six. She had 

some money-about six thousand 
dollars, and was undecided whether she 
should continue work as a clerk in a 
vVall Street specialty shop, or marry 
Charlie Burns, .. who said he was a 
cashier o f a fairly large printing cor
poration. While walking in the Bowl
ing Green section of New York on her 
way to work one morning, she was at
racted by an odd sign-neat, dignified , 
which read : " The Swami knows all. 
Consultation invited. " 
On an impulse she went in. 
A long, poorly lighted hall led to an 

equally dimly lit anteroom. Ann nerv
ously wondered what had possessed her 
to come, but it was too late. to back 
out, for a well-dressed and dapper 
young man was greeting her with a 
cheery " Good morning." 
Ann explained that she'd like a con

sultation. Without asking her name, 
or any questions, he requested Ann to 
give him a glove, a handkerchief, or 
other piece of wearing apparel, as " the 
S·wami gets the answers from the touch 
of your personality contained in some
thing personal." 

She gave him a handkerchief and 
he left the room. Returning a fek 
moments later, he stated that the 
Swami would see her. He paused to 
warn her that " the Swami is controlled 
by the L'nknown and Gnseen," and 
must be permitted to ta lk without inter-
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ruption after the consultation has 
started. 

He Jed her into a chamber fitted 
up as an Oriental temple, or at least 
what Ann thought an Oriental temple 
would be. 

A huge bronze brazier in one corner 
of the room, Joss sticks burning at the 
feet of a prodigious Buddha, an oil
cloth roll on which were painted the 
signs of the Zodiac, a great chart of 
a nude form, and a picture of a ghost 
made up the decorations. 

In the center of the room was the 
table without which no seer or fortune 
teller operates. There ·were but two 
chairs in the room, and the assistant 
waved Ann into one while the Swami 
took the other. 

" Let me have your hand," he said, 
as he sat down. 

Ann felt repelled at the touch of 
his fingers, for his hand was dirty,' 
flabby, moist, almost deathlike in its 
limpness. She was glad when he 
dropped her fingers after giving them 
a tight squeeze. 

" He that know!> all will now speak,"  
the assistant intoned. " You say noth
ing." He left the room. 

Alone with this soothsayer with dirty 
hands, shabby, kimono-like gown and 
weird manner, Ann doubly regretted 
coming to see him, but as he began to 
talk the fear dropped from her, for his 
deep monotone was soothing, almost 
hypnotizing. 

" My child,"  he commenced, · " you 
come to me in doubt about something. 
You are uncertain about a love affair. 
You are wondering if you should 
marry. I receive from this handker
chief of yours certain impulses that tell 
me to advise you to wed. 

" You were married. You are a 
\vido\\'. You should marry again, and 
soon. 

" I see the shoulders of a man who 
is neither large nor small, neither stout 
nor thin. He is not over thirty. You 
have met him only recently, yet he 
sways your emotions. Take him for 
your husband. Your own late husband. 
from the Other \Vorld tells me to bid 
you do this. 

" Bring the boy to me if you still 
doubt. But that is up to you. You,  
at least, should return for more advice. 
The fee is five dollars for this reading. 
Longer readings are ten doll<;trs. K o 
more now, come again." 

As Ann hesitated, stunned by this 
apparent power of the seer, the assist
ant came in the room as though called, 
although Ann did not see the Swami 
make a move. He ushered Ann from 
the Swami's presence, and before she 
knew i t, had collected the five-dollar 
fee and had escorted her to the outer 
door. 

Ann could hardly wait to reach a pay 
station to phone Charlie. She was so 
unnerved that she tried three times 
before she got the right number. Ann 
almost shouted into the phone : 

" Charlie ! I 've been to a great for
tune teller. He says I should marry 
you and I never said a word about you. 
He's wonderful. Get some time off 
this lunch hour. I will too, and we 
can meet. I \\'ant you to go to him 
with me." 

Ann didn't give Charlie time to think. 
An engagement was made to meet in 
front of  the Swami's office. Came 
noon. As Ann saw him come swinging 
down the street, she ran to greet him. 
Her eyes gleamed as she told him of 
her experiences. 

Charlie wanted to han lunch before 
they went to the S\Yami. but Ann 
emphatically stated she " j l1 3t  couldn't 
eat" now. So thev went at once t0 
the seer's parlors. 
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_-\nn told the assistant that they 
wanted a ten-dollar reading each. 
\Vould the Swami receive them to
gether, telling their fortunes together ? 
This couldn't be done, the assistan.t 
replied. " The control only takes each 
mind and body separately." 

They arranged for Charlie to enter 
the Swami's salon first. 

vVhen he came out, obviously 
amazed, Ann threw her arms about 
him and k issed him. 

" Did he say you should marry ?" 
she excitedly asked. 

" He sure did, honey," Charlie re· 
plied. " And better than that he de· 
scribed you to a ' T.' He must be 
guided by spirits or something. Now, 

· you go in and see what happens." 
Ann was ushered back into the office. 

Dirty and queer looking as the Swami 
was, Ann could have kissed him, she 
was so happy. Her consultation was 
a repetition of his earlier advice, but 
more elaborate. The Swami even pre
dicted that her first child would be a 
boy. 

So Ann and Charlie were married 
the following week. 

IV 1M MEDIATELY following the wed
ding, they went to Atlantic City for 
a week's honeymoon. All seemed 

wonderful until the third day, when 
Charlie's money ran out. " Hadn't  
had time to go to the bank," he said. 

Ann gave him a three-hundred-dollar 
draft on her savings bank, and her 
bank book so the Atlantic City bank 
could arrange the transfer of the funds. 
And they had a glorious time. 

Back in New York they picked out 
an ideal l ittle apartment and furnished 
it on the installment plan. Things 
seemed to be moving along nicely. Ann 
blessed the Swami daily. 

One evening after they had been 
married less than a month, Charlie told 
Ann he didn't believe in a w i fe having 
money in her own name. He pointed 
out that it should be in their joint 
names, " so if either died, the other 
could draw." 

Ann agreed and gave Charlie her 
bank book to open the joint account. 

Once or twice afterwards she men.:. 
tioned money matters to Charlie, but 
he kissed her and told her " not to 
worry her pretty head about money." 
Ann worried a little about this, as the 
collectors from the installment furni" 
ture house were calling to tell her that 
the last two installments were due, but 
when she mentioned the visits to 
Charlie, he flew in a rage and left the 
house. 

He never returned ! 
Ann went to the firm where he was 

employed as a " cashier" and found 
that Charlie had been a shipping de
partment clerk. She went to the bank 
to see about the " joint account," and 
found Charlie had never opened one, 
and that he'd withdrawn all her balance 
in cash. She went to the office of the 
Swami \vith her story, saying she'd 
never have married unless he'd advised 
her. The Swami had even forgotten 
he'd ever talked to her. He wasn't in
terested in her. 

A child was to be born. Absolutely 
penniless, heartbroken, and unable to 
work now, she tried suicide by leaping 
from Spuyten Duyvil Bridge. The 
attempt failed. While recovering, Ann 
told her story to an attorney, who 
brought the story to the attention of 
the Society o f  American Magicians. 

Mulholland investigated the Swami's 
method of fortune telling. He gave 
the result to the proper authorities, and 
the Swami was arrested and fined. He 
left  New York, but probably is back in 
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hi:; nefarious trade in some other city 
under some other name. 

v 

J ET us learn from Mulholland how 
L the Swami knew that Ann was a 

widow, that she was in love, and 
that she had come to him for aid in  
solving her problems. She had spoken 
not a word in his presence, or in front 
of his attendant ; she had given no hint 
of her past. 

Mulholland pointed out that all the 
Swami had to do was rely on his wits 
when Ann appeared, and he says almost 
all fortune tellers' wits are exceedingly 
sharp. 

" When Ann came in," Mulholland 
explained, " her costume consisted of a 
dark dress, a hat of last year's style, 
and new shoes. She wore a string of 
beads and a wedding ring, no other 
jewelry. From this, the soothsayer told 
her ' fortune.' 

" The wedding ring showed that she 
had been married. It was a better kind 
than the dress or hat she wore. The 
dress looked as though it was the type 
worn for ' second mourning.' He de
duced she was probably a widow in 
reduced circumstances. 

" Her shoes were of a brand widely 
advertised to help foot troubles ; hence 
she was working at a position that 
kept her on her feet, obviously some
thing she never had to do when her 
husband was alive. The beads looked 
like a gift, they were so new. Naturally 
he figu·red a gift of that type had come 
from a man. 

" She would not have come to him 
i f  she had not been in  doubt about 
something. What else could it be that 
worried her than the question, ' Should 
I remarry ?' Figuring and partially 
correct in his surmise, that the widow 
did want to remarry, he told her to. 

\Vhy not tell her what she wanted to 
hear, he reasoned. 

" He had no interest in whether she 
did remarry or not, all he wanted was 
to tell her something that would con
vince her he ,,·as a marvel. It is in 
these ways of making deductions and 
giving advice that the fortune teller, 
intent on nothing but making money, 
is a menace to society. 

" Even men carry marks of identifica
tion that give the seer a chance to make 
deductions and make statements that 
puzzle the smartest people. 

" l\Ien do not need to wear fraternal 
order buttons to furnish the fortune 
teller with clews. Their rings, watch 
chains, cut of their hair, clothes, shoes, 
even speech or mannerisms are suf
ficient to tell him a number of obvious 
things, which, \Yhen translated into his 
flowery and strange words, make it all 
seem very impressive. And on these 
reputations are built his fortune, for as 
his fame spreads so do his  fees go up." 

VI 

HELEN N OLAN was a rabid 
radio fan. She listened in every 
spare moment. She was in her 

early thirties, unmarried, a school
teacher with much time to herself as 
she rarely went out, and lived in Los 
Angeles. 

Early in 1 930 she heard a certain 
astrologer give a talk on the radio 
about the stars and their positions. He 
invited the listeners to give the date of 
their births, and mail them to him for 
a " free reading." Miss Nolan sent 
for everything offered on the air, 
whether i t  was baby food or literature 
on the latest automobile. She \\"rote 
the astrologer, giving her birthday. 
A few days later she received a reply 

which was most vague, although it did 
give certain characteristics that Miss 
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Nolan felt were hers. Inclosed with 
the letter from the astrologer was an 
offer to send a complete horoscope to 
her for one dollar. It would give a 
complete history of all those born on 
the same day, as well as a complete 
analysis of a character. As an added 
inducement, a dream book wGuld be 
sent free, which would explain in detail 
anything that the reader ever dreamed. 

Miss Nolan hastened to send the 
dollar. \Vithin a short time the dream 
book and the horoscope came. Miss 
Nolan carefully studied it, and found 
that, according to the book, she was 
totally unfitted for teaching school. 
And even though she had been in the 
school system for thirteen years, be
cause the horoscope told her that she 
was cut out to be an actress, she re
signed her position within a month 
a fter receiving the book ! 

She registered at the casting office 
which supplies Hollywood motion 
picture studios as a " type," and waited 
over four months before she was even 
called for a test. Elated at what she 
called her " success," she made an ap
pointment to see the astrologist person
ally. After paying a fee of one hun
dred dollars she was ushered into his 
presence. 

After studying the signs of the 
Zodiac, and deliberating for some time, 
he asked her if she had any inclination 
to act. Miss Nolan earnestly assured 
him that she had. The stars were right 
and the seer began to outline her great 
future. 

Although Miss Nolan did not hear 
from her screen test she kept going 
back faithfully to the astrologer for 
private readings. He continued to tell 
her that she would be successful, and 
to have patience. 

Several months had passed from the 
time she had resigned her position as a 

teacher. The constant drain on her re
sources had practically beggared her, 
and the constant strain on her men
tality had gradually broken clown her 
health. The principal of her former 
school saw her on the street one day. 
Aghast at her apparent ill health, the 
principal stopped and questioned l\Iiss 
Nolan. 

She poured out the story of her at
tempt to become an actress and the part 
the astrologist had played. The prin
cipal immediately took action. He re
ported the case to the district attorney 
of Los Angeles County, but it brought 
no action, because astrologists asserted 
that their predictions are based on 
absolute science, quoting the fact that 
the United States Government employs 
astronomers and that " the work is 
similar "-a ridiculous claim. 

The principal, however, took such an 
aggressive stand against the broad
casting station that the station banned 
the astrologer. 

Miss Nolan left for the back hills of  
California, where she stayed several 
months recuperating. On her return to 
the city she started a campaign against 
all seers and soothsayers which prond 
most successful. 

It is  a known fact that in the movie 
settlements on the vV est Coast fortune 
tellers find a most fertile field. Cases 
are being reported to the Society of  
American Magicians constantly involv
ing film players, and were the names to 
be made public movie goers would be 
shocked and amazed. 

The author of these stories and l'l'lul
holland were talking recently about the 
broadcasting methods of seers, and the 
case o f  Miss Nolan came up. Mul
holland stated that there were hundreds 
of such cases yearly, some worse, in 
which the v ictim actually lost :�11 
�en se of judgment. 

.3 ]) 
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' · The horoscope ' racket ', " the ma
gician stated, " is a most profitable 
,;ource of revenue for the fakers. One 
astrologer of whom I am thinking, it 
may not be the one Miss N alan heard, 
receind onr one hundred thousand 
letters in response to his radio ' free 
reading ' offer. To all he sent the same 
letter referring to the one dollar horo
scope book, with the dream book thrown 
in. Out of this one hundred thousand 
more than thirty-one thousand letters 
were received inclosing the dol lar ! 
Think of it, thirty per cent of his lis
teners fell for the proposition ! 

" The horoscopes for which he gets a 
dollar cost him in Chicago, at a fortune 
tellers' supply house, the huge sum of 
three cents each. The dream book costs 
but one cent. As the one who asks for 
the ' free reading ' must inclose a self
addressed envelope, it costs nothing for 
addressing or mailing the dollar offer. 
The mailing of the dream book and 

horoscope costs three cents. So for the 
dollar he receives he has only seven 
cents expenses. It's a nice business ! 

" I saw in this Chicago supply house 
a l ist of one thousand fortune tellers 
who use from fi fty to one hundred thou
sand horoscopes regularly. This dealer 
handles so-called occult literature and 
apparatus. Here I learned tha.t fashions 
in fortune telling change like fashions 
in hats, but the principle of it all is just 
the same-' Kid th7 public and get the 
money.' 

" Some clients demand the involved, 
pseudo-astronomical phraseology of  
the astrologer, or the pseudo-mathe
matics and fantastic palaver about 
· name vibrations ' of the numerologist. 
Others are satisfied with just a lot of 
blah from · the seer. But whatever 
method is used, the ' predictions ' are 
the same bunk, just plain bunk, and 
many times cause death, misery and 
poverty !" 

W
HAT is the uncanny power which enables some men and women to 
read the human brain ? What is  the power by which they read mes
s:ages unseen and unheard almost as soon as they are formed in the 

mind ? :Mr. Proskauer is going to tell you what that " power " is. Next 
week, he is going to expose the fortune tellers who parade as " mind readers," 
whether they are rajahs who gaze into crystals or whatever guise they assume. 

Reserve your copy of D ETECTIVE Frcrwx \VEEKLY at your news dealers 
ahead of time. It has been reported to us that fortune tellers in some places, 
acting out a threat they made, have been buying up all copies of the maga
zines in an effort to suppress the exposure. 

4 D 



D u tn b  
By John L. Tiernan 

Louise could see a shadow against the 
frosted glass 

Schuyler Didn 't Really Expect His Partner to Hit Him 
With an Ax, Even if He Had Tried to Steal $1,000,000 

S
CHUYLER was j ust about ready 

to leave. He gazed across the 
room admiringly at the pigskin 

bag. It was a good-looking bag-neat, 
but not gaudy. And it was built along 
lines that gave it the pleasant illusion 
o_f bulging. Of course it  wasn't actually 
bulging. But there was plenty in the 
bag-plenty of good old United States 
currency. There was more than a mil
l ion dollars that Schuyler and his part
ners had taken away from shop girls, 
clerks, soda j erkers, garage workers, 
saps in all walks of l ife .  

them. That is, the shock of i t  would 
be tough-at first. But men as smart 
as Pope and Taibott shouldn't remain 
broke for long. Their ideas were too 
good. 

Schuyler looked down at the elabo
rately engraved ticket on his desk. 
It was salmon-colored-a beauti ful 
thing. Schuyler's lips twisted as he 
read : 
ROYAL CALEDONIAN SWEEPSTAKES, LTD. 

ONE MILLION POUNDS STERLING 

PRICE PER TICKET-ONE POUND 

Schuyler thought of  -his partners- Schuyler read the ticket slowly. 
and he grinned. He had to admit that Then he inspected the engraving on 
i t  was going to be kind of  tough on the back Then he chuckled. 
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" I  might have bought one myself," 
· he said. 

. 

He fanned -himself with . the ticket 
for a moment. It was very hot-much 
too hot for comfort. Outside, the 
streets of New York were baking. But 

- it wouldn't be long before Schuyler 
would be far away from all tliis heat
out on the ocean, bound for South 
America. 

Schuyler suddenly thought that it 
would be only fitting that he should 
leave a· note. He examined his watch 
-still a few minutes left. He took out 
his pen and selecting .a piece of ex
pensive stationery from · a drawer, 
wrote rapidly for a moment : 

DEAR� PoPE : 
Sorry, but I have found it necessary 

to leave town. My absence may cause 
you some financial embarrassment. But 
cheer up. Here's a free ticket on the 
Caledonian Sweepstakes. You might 
win it. S. 

S c h u y 1 e r studied the letter. He 
found it very funny. And he knew 
how funny Pope would find the idea of 
himself, or anyl;>ody else for that mat
ter, winning the Caledonian Sweep
stakes. 

Schuyler sealed the note with the 
ticket and placed it in a prominent 
position on Pope's desk-where he was 
certain to find it the first thing Monday 
morning. Schuyler knew it was going 

· to be a shock to Pope-and to Talbott, 
too'. 

But he would be a long way off, on 
Monday. 

He glanced at his watch. Twenty fo 
twelve-half an hour to boat time. It 
was time to leave-to fade out. He 
listened and he could hear the type
writer clicking in the front office. He 
decided to say good-by to the ste
nographer-the dumb one. Even dumb 
stenographers got suspicious at times. 

And he didn't want any suspicions to
day. He wanted to get a good start on 
Pope and on Talbott. 

He pressed the buzzer on his desk 
and he composed himself while he 
waited the response. \\-'hen Louise, the 
dumb girl called Louise, ans·wered he 
looked very businesslike, very digni
fied. 

He cleared his throat. 
" l\Iiss Long," he said, " I'm off now 

for the week-end. To all callers I'll be 
back Monday morning-bright and 
early. 

The girl nodded. Schuyler wondered 
if she were suspicious. She was awful
ly dumb, but sometimes even the dumb 
ones get suspicious. However, Schuy
ler wasn't going to worry particularly 
about her. He wondered at times if 
she knew what it was all about. He 
liked them dumb. -

" All right, sir," said Louise. 
She turned and closed the door be

hind her. Schuyler grinned. He had 
got away with that. He was in a hurry 
now. He grasped his i m p o r t e d  
Panama, strode across the room and 
picked up the pigskin bag. It gave him 
a thrill to lift that bag. It would give 
any one a thrill to lift a million dollars 
-in good old greenbacks. 

Schuyler had to hurry. 
-
He was go

ing directly to the pier and he was 
going to lock himself in his state r()om 
on the Empress Xenia, New York to 
Buenos Aires. He would emerge at 
sea as Dr. Jerome, pleasure-bound to 
the 1\:rgentine. 

Schuyler was a pretty smart fellow. 
He thought so himself. 

He walked toward the private door
way to the hall. He intended to duck 
out without again seeing the stenog
rapher. 

A man carrying a million dol
lars, a stolen million dollars, can look 
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pretty suspicious-even to a dumb ste
nographer. 

II 

HE was almost to the door, his hand 
was extended to grab the knob, 
when he stopped suddenly. There 

\vas a shadow outside the door. The 
shadow was Talbot's. Schuyler quick
ly tiptoed back to his desk, took off his 
hat and sat down. 

Schuyler '.-vaited, rigid, while Tal
bott let h imself in with a key. Talbott 
looked very slick in a light herringbone 
suit-almost cool for a day of such ter
rific heat. He nodded to Schuyler, 
stared about the room searchingly with 
his cold gray eyes. 

There was a tense moment which 
Schuyler wished had not occurred. He 
had to struggle to get control of him
self: It was quite a shock-seeing Tal
bott. 

" Back from Chicago, eh," said 
Schuyler. 

Ta-lbott looked him over, grinning. 
" Yeah, j ust in. You intending to 

go away ?" 
He was looking at the pigskin bag 

resting beside Schuyler. 
" Yes, and I got to go pretty quick, "  

said Schuyler. " Just about can make 
my train for Lake Dorrance."  

" Ah !" said Talbott. " A lovely 
place. Especially in this infernally hot 
weather. It's quiet, cool, peaceful and 
nice crowd-a lot of dumb ones." 

Talbott wiped his pink neck with a 
silk handkerchief and slumped into a 
chair opposite Schuyler. He was smil
ing affably. And although Schuyler 
said he had to hurry, Talbott wasn't 
urging him to be gone. . 

· " It is awfully hot," agreed Schuy
ler. 

" And ·I guess some people feel it 
more than others," said Talbott. 

Still holding his silk handkerchiei in 
his hand, he li fted a handbag he had 
brought with him and placed it on the 
desk. Schuyler noticed for the first 
time that i t  was a pigskin bag-very 
similar to his. Talbott, too, noticed the 
similarity, grinned. 

" Just alike, eh," he said. " Good 
week-end bags ?" 

Schuyler didn't like the way Talbott 
laughed. -

" I've got to run, Jim," he said. 
Talbott was still looking around 

searchingly. For quite a while his eyes 
rested on Schuyler's bag. Then they 
wandered over to where the note lay 
so prominently on Pope's desk. Schuy
ler felt a colder chill. He wished he 
hadn't written that note. 

" Ah, what made you decide to go 
away so suddenly ?" asked Talbott. 

" Well, you know, the heat's hell on 
one," said Schuyler. " And everybody 
else was out of town. Pope's away 
until Monday and-and I \Yasn't ex
pecting you." 

" I  know you weren't expecting me," 
said Talbott, " and I guess the heat is 
giving you trouble right nmY. You 
look hot." 

His eyes were wandering from 
Schuyler's bag to the note on Pope's 
desk. 

" Vvell, I guess I got to run along, 
Jim," said Schuyler. " Got to make 
that train." 

Talbott's gaze was now concentrated 
on that note-the note that so con
spicuously bore the name Al Pope. 
Talbott put his elbows on the desk and, 
with his fists supporting his chin,  
turned slowly from the note to Schuy
ler. 

" I  left a note," said Schuyler, " to 
let Al Pope knmv where I was-in case 
he came in." 

" A  good idea," he said, " to let the 
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boys know where you are when you 
go away-sudden!)• !" 

He stood up, walked over to Pope's 
desk, li fted the note, stared at the name 
on it. 

" I got to run along, Jim," said 
Schuyler. " Got to make my train." 

Talbott showed his teeth. 
" Go ahead and run," he said, ·" i f  

you can run fast enough." 
Then he picked up the note and tore 

it open. Schuyler went pale, li fted the 
bag with the money and set it in front 
of him on the table. 

" You win, Talbott," he said, " I'll 
split-fifty-fifty." 

Talbott read the note-and laughed. 
" Jeez, this is funny," he said. " J eez, 

you are a funny guy. \ \' e three peddle 
a million dollars' worth of fake lottery 
tickets and then you grab the dough 
and leave poor old Pope and me one 
of the tickets and hope we win. J eez, 
you've got a sense o f  humor !" 

Schuyler's face had gone very white. 
His eyes narrowed. 

" Don't kid me, Talbott," he said. 
" You aren't worrying about Pope. 
Come on . . •. we'll cut. Only I want 
to do it quick. I want to duck. "  

Talbott walked back across the room 
and sat down at the desk. He calmly 
took a pair of rubber gloves from his 
pocket and, grinning, his elbows rest
ing on the desk, he slowly pulled 
them on. 

" A hot day for such work as thi-s," 
he said, " but it's got to be done ,.. • . 

No, Schuyler, I'm sorry, but there will 
be no split. Your idea is the best. One 
guy ducks with everything-me!" 

Schuyler watched him incredulously. 
He laughed hysterically. 

" ·what's the idea ?" he said. " You 
couldn't get away with anything here. 
I 'd-" 

Talbott reached over and slowly 

opened the bag - the bag he had 
brought. 

Schuyler's expression turned to 
horror. But he still laughed shrilly. 

' '  You couldn't pull a stunt like that 
here, ' '  he said, " because I'd- \Vhy, 
man, you couldn't kill any one in this 
office, because I 'd- You're crazy, Tal
bott, you couldn't hit me with that 
hatchet because I'd yell and-" 

'' I won' t, eh ?" snarled Talbott. 
" What do you think I brought this 
hatchet up here for ? Why, you sap, I 
found out at the bank you'd copped 
that dough. The only break I got was 
I got here before you beat i t !" 

.. But you can't do 'that- You 
can't hit me-I'l l  yell, I'll-" 

" Yeah ?" snarled Talbott  as his arms 
swung across the desk in an arc. 

Schuyler fell backwards. Talbott 
grabbed up the bag with the million 
dollars in i t  almost before Schuyler 
slumped out of the chair onto the floor. 
And he took the back stairs out of the 
building. 

III 

l OUISE didn't like her job with the 
L Schuyler Importing Company. She 

had only been there four days, 
l;ut she already was looking for an
other place. She didn't like Schuyler 
or the men that visited him. They all 
had a manner of grinning at her as 
if she wasn't quite right in her mind. 

There was something very mysteri
ous about the business. She couldn't 
make heads or tails out of it. There 
were a lot of mysterious phone calls 
and mysterious accounts that she could 
not understand. And all the time men 
were coming in and grinning at her. 

:-\.t noon on Saturday, a very hot 
noon, she sat before her typewriter, 
listening intently for ::\Ir. Schuyler to 
lea\'e. _-\s soon as he \Yent, Louise her-
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self was going to duck. It was too hot 
to \\·ork. 

She was very startled to hear Yoices 
in l\Ir. Schuyler's office. She decided 
that some one had come in the 
printe door. She couldn't make out 
exactly what they were saying. Of 
course, she could haYe gone to the 
door and listened, but Louise wouldn't 
do that. 
After a short while the v o i c e s  

stopped and Louise ran to the door and 
listened. 
All was absolutely quiet in Mr. 

Schuyler's office. She decided that 
Mr. Schuyler and his visitor had prob
ably just stepped out. She opened the 
door to peek 
The outer door was closing. A man 

was going out. Louise for a moment 
could see a shadow against the frosted 
glass. Nothing but a blurred shadow, 
Then she saw something else and she 
felt faint, reeling. 
" Oh," she gasped and she closed the 

door quickly. She found it hard to 
breathe. The sound of riveting ma
chines across the way were suddenly 
beating on her brain. 
" Oh," she said again and slumped 

into the chair before her typewriter. 
She sat there, breathing hard, dazed for 
probably two or three minutes. Then 
she jumped up. She felt a sudden 
desire to get out of that office, to get 
away from-
vVithout a hat, without even an idea 

of where she was going, Louise clashed 
out into the hall. It was deserted. She 
shuddered. She felt a sudden over
whelming urge to see some one human 
-alive ! 

An elevator shot past the floor. 
Louise ran to the cage, pressed a but
ton, held to it. In a minute an out
raged elevator operator opened the 
door. 

" Say. what's the iclear of-" he 
bellowed. 

But something in the look of Louise 
made him stop. 
" There's-there's Mr. Schuyler in 

there," she stammered, " and I \�·as sit
ting in the other room." 

" Yeah ? What of it ?" demanded 
the operator. 
" Some one came in and hit him 

. . . hit him with an ax. And I 
walked in just as the man that did it 
was going out the door." 

" What did he look like ?" demanded 
the operator. 

· 

" I  haven't the least idea," said 
Louise. 

She fell to the floor in a faint. 
IV 

INSPECTOR HOGAN stood in the 
center of the office of the late Chris 
Schuyler, importer, surveying the 

s�ene of murder. His straw hat was 
back on his head. His hands were 
poised at his hips. He shook his head 
despairingly. 
" Bad, bad," he muttered, " a butcher 

did that one . . . a butcher walked 
in broad daylight into the Excelsior 
Building . . . and walked out again. " 
Hogan's experts were on their knees 

around the desk. Jenkins was leaning 
over the body. Cohn was examining 
the hatchet. Crawford was examining 
the pigskin bag. 

" This is the most amazing thing I've 
ever heard of," said Jenkins, his voice 
tinged curiously with admiration. 
" Never mind that !" snapped Hogan. 

" You're paid to find facts . . . stick 
to them." 

Hogan was in a bad mood. It was 
a terrifically hot afternoon and this was 
a particularly ugly case. He didn't l ike 
it at all. 
" There was no struggle," said Jen-



kins. " It seems that the murderer 
merely came in here and beaned this 
chap with an ax." 

" But before he beaned him," said 
Cohn, · •  be put on a pair of rubber 
gloves. There's not a finger-print mark 
on this handle. " 
Hogan groaned. 
" Do you expect me to believe that 

this guy sat back," he demanded indig
nantly. " and let somebody put on a 
pair of rubber gloves and crown him 
with a hatchet !" 

" He did exactly that," said Cohn, 
" or the murderer walked along Broad
way at 11igh noon wearing rubber 
gloves and carrying a hatchet." 
Hogan wiped the perspiration from 

his bro\\", shook his head for the twen
t ieth time. 

" Is that dumb dame outside," he 
said, " is that dumb dame in fit con
dition nt to talk." 

" Sh� ' s still a little hysterical," said -
Stewart, who was standing between the 
offices. Hogan could still hear the sob
bing Louise. 

The elevator operator, who had been 
standing in a corner, pop-eyed, stepped 
forward. 
" I tell you she's lying," he said. " I 

never took anybody up to this office 
this morning." 

Hogan laughed harshly. 
" Of course you didn't, sap," he said. 

" The person that killed this fellow 
walked up the back steps, did his job 
and walked out again." 
The elevator operator muttered stub

bornly. Jenkins stood up. 
" She's probably lying, chief," he 

said. " Her story sounds awful fishy." 
" Oh, no," said Hogan. " Nobody 

could be so dumb as to make up a story 
like that. You'd just have to be born 
that dumb. It's got to be true." 

" I can't understand," said Jenkins, 
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" how anybody could be within eight 
feet of a murderer and not run over 
and open a door . and take a good look 
at him." 

" It's a gi ft," said Hogan. He 
walked out into the next roori1 and 
Louise was so entirely dejected that he 
couldn't find the heart to be stern with 
her. 

· · Listen, sister," he said, " you've 
got to pull yourself together." 
There was no doubt that she was 

badly frightened. She was pitiful. 
" I-I don't know anything about it," 

she said between sobs. " I've only been 
working here a week and I don't know 
what it's all about." 
Hogan was inclined to believe that 

she didn't know what it was all about. 
" But, the business," asked Hogan. 

" What did thev do here ? What did 
they import ?" 
She sighed. 
" Mr.-Mr.-" she stammered. 
" Hogan is the name," said Hogan. 
" Mr. Hogan, I haven't got any idea 

what the business was about. I never 
could find out. They used to dictate 
letters to me and I'd answer the phone, 
but-but I never could understand 
·what it's all about." 

Hogan flushed angrily. 
" Listen , young lady," he said, " you 

are not as dumb as all that. Nobody 
could be." 
Jenkins was at his elbow. He shook 

his arm. 
" Aw, you might as well lay off, 

chief," he said. " She's probably just 
as dumb as she looks and . . . and I 
got the whole case cracked, anyway !" 

Hogan swung around, a bright light 
in his eyes. 
" \Vhat-what's that ?" he said. 
" Easy," said Jenkins. " This is the 

headquarters of that gang that's been 
flooding the coun"try with fake lottery 
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tickets. And Schuyler tried to run out 
with a million dollar take on AI Pope. 
Here's the note and a ·ticket that Pope 
found when he came in and surprised 
Schuyler. " 

Hogan, hands trembling with excite
ment, grasped a crumpled note and a 
ticket on the fake Royal Caledonian 
Sweepstakes. 

" Where did you get this ?" de
manded Hogan. 

" On the floor, chief," said Jenkins, 
" on the floor on the further side of  the 
desk-where AI Pope dropped it just 
before he swung the hatchet that killed 
Schuyler. " 

Inspector Hogan grinned, looked 
from one to another of his  detectives. 

" Tell headquarters," he said, " to 
get that racketeer Pope-for murder ! 
He's the man !"  

Cohn and Crawford nodded and 
were gone. Hogan, grinning, turned 
to the girl secretary, who was still 
weeping. 

" vVell, sister,"  he said, " you made 
an awful botch of this. But just the 
same we've got this case solved. A I  
Pope did it. " 

Inspector Hogan rubbed his hands 
together. He felt good, despite the op
pressive heat. 

v 

AT nine o'clock that night AI Pope 
n sat in  the anteroom of  the 

Schuyler Importing Company. 
Around him were grouped three burly 
detectives. Pope was looking them 
square in the eye. 

" Out with it ," snarled Hogan. 
" You might as well come through with 
it, Pope. We've got you cold !" 

Pope looked slowly from one to the 
other of the detectives and grinned. 

" You mean warm, don't you, 
Hogan ?" he said to the inspector. " It's 

kind of  warm in here." He ran his 
hand along his wilted collar. 

Jenkins stood over him menacingly. 
" Aw, let me crack him one. chief t" 

he said. " This guy thinks it's a joke . ' '  
Hogan held up his  hand to :::tay J en

kins. 
" \Vait !" he said. Then he turned to 

Pope. " You are just being a fool," he 
said. "' You might as well crack. Vv e 
could send you to the chair  right  now. 
You and Schuyler were in  on th is  
crooked lotterv deal. You sneaked into 
Schu�rler's office and caught him 
about to beat it with the dough. The 
wise-cracking letter he wrote you, the 
letter he didn't expect you to see until 
Monday, proves it. The rest of the 
story tells i tsel f ."  

AI  Pope was looking squarelv at  the 
inspector. 

" Listen', Hogan," he said calmly, " T 
admit that I was in  on this lotten· 
deal-" 

" You bet you were in on the lottery 
deal," snarled Hogan. 

" Yes," said Pope, " but that isn't 
murder. I haven't been near this  of
fice all day. 

" I  didn' t know anything about this  
until you fellows picked me up at the 
Centre Hotel. vVhat about Talbott ?  
He was in on i t , too." 

Hogan laughed dryly. 
" That's it," he said. " One ra-t turns 

on another. vVe'll have Talbott in a 
little while i f  he's anywhere in N e,,. 
York. But you've got to explain a lot 
more than Talbott. \i\That about that 
letter ?" 

Pope shrugged his shoulders. 
" Maybe," he said calmly, " Talbott 

came here and found Schuyler ready to 
leave, maybe he smelled a rat and 
opened the letter, addressed to me, and 
then killed Schuyler." 

Hogan groaned, wiped his perspiring 
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forehead with a big cotton handker
chief. He had to admit, to himself ,  
that there might be logic in Pope's 
words. 

He was sure that one of the part
ners in the fak� lottery killed Schuyler. 
But-which one ? 

" I f  that dumb stenographer,'' he 
muttered, " had only run across the 
room and taken a look out that door 
we wouldn't have all this stalling." 

Again Pope shrugged. 
" I  can't help it because the stenogra

pher Schuyler hired was dumb," he 
said. . " But I do know that I didn't 
kill him." 

" Yeah ?" said Hogan. " Well, you 
can rest assured that I 'm going to find 
out who did kill him before any one 
leaves this office to-night." 

They could hear Louise, still sob
bing, i n  the other room. She was with 
a police matron. The body had been 
removed, but Louise was disturbed by 
the fact that there had been a body in  
the room. Hogan listened to her sobs 
and shook his head despairingly. 

At that moment a door opened and 
a detective rushed in. 

" They're bringing in Talbott now !" 
he announced. 

Hogan's face lightened. 
" Great !"  he said. " Where did they 

get him ?" 
" He was at the Hotel Greenway

sound asleep." 
There were footsteps in the hall and 

Hogan motioned for quiet as the door 
began to open. Then Talbott walked 
i n-with two detectives. There was 
consternation written on his face. 

" Gentlemen, "  he said. " what's this 
I hear about poor old-" 

" Never mind that grandstand play," 
snarled Hogan. " Come in here and sit 
down and answer questions-fast !"  

Talbott looked shocked. He looked 

searchingly around the room. His eyes 
met those of Pope for a moment and 
then he looked away quickly. Pope 
grinned. 

" Hello, Jim," he drawled. " \Vhat 
did you do with the million dollars !" 

Talbott, slumping into the chair, 
looked at his business partner in sur
prise. 

" What do you mean, AI ?" he said. 
" What million dollars ?" 

Pol'e laughed. 
" Why, the million dollars you 

copped," he said, " when you came up 
here and killed Schuyler, you rat !" 

" If any one did that job, it's you !" 
said Talbott. 

Hogan \vas beaming down on them, 
as upon a couple of erring school boys. 

" That's it ,  boys,"  he said. " Have 
it out. But see i f  you can't  get to
gether on this argument and decide 
which one of you killed Schuyler. O r  
maybe "-he stroked his  chin-" you 
were both in on it ." 

" Hogan, I tell you-" said Pope. 
" Never mind telling me," said 

Hogan. " Both of you come into the 
next room. l\faybe that dumb secre
tary can help us out after all ."  

Pope and Talbott both looked puz
zled. Talbott v.>et his lips. Then each 
got up and, escorted by Hogan and the 
detectives, went into the room where 
Schuyler had met his death. 

" Now, you, Pope," said Hogan, go 
slowly out that door-the door the 
murderer went out. 

" When you get outside, stand and 
hold it just a l ittle bit open with your 
back turned to it ." 

Pope looked puzzled. 
" Why ?" he demanded. 
" Because," said Hogan, " I want to 

see if this secretary, this Miss Long. 
can recognize either of you, from your 
shadows on the door, as the man who 
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sneaked out after Schuyler was mur
Jered. " 

VI 

POPE shrugged his shoulders and 
walked to the door, accompanied 
by a detective. He went out, the 

Lletective leading. Slowly Pope closed 
the door. A shadow, thrown by an 
electric light in the hall, was plainly 
distinguishable upon the glass door. 
Pope stood still when Hogan yelled to 
him to do so. Talbott wet his lips as 
he watched the procedur-e. 

" Now, Miss Long," said Hogan, 
·' can you recognize that shadow. Can 
you recognize anything familiar about 
it ." 

Red-eyed, the girl looked at the door. 
" What do you mean ?" she asked. 
Hogan sighed. 
" My dear lady," he said. " You 

s a w  a man's shadow on that door this 
afternoon. Is that the shadow you 
:;aw ? Is there anything familiar about 
it ?" 

The girl stared at the shadow of 
Pope on the door. They all waited i n  
silence-watching her. 

" Why," she said fi n  a I I  y, " all 
shadows look alike and . . .  and, any
way, I didn't pay much attention to it." 

Hogan groaned, called to Pope and 
rhe detective to come back. Pope was 
grinning. 

" You might as well try it," said 
:Hogan dejectedly to Talbott. 

Talbott was grinning as he went out 
! he door with a detective. 

" Now look at him," said Hogan. 
·' Do you make anything out of that 
�hadow ?" 

" Why, no," said Louise. " Nothing 
at all ." 

" J eez, you're dumb," said Hogan. 
He roared to the detectives to bring 

the two suspects into the other room. 

· ' We'll probably have to knock it  
out of them," he announced. 

Both Talbott and Pope looked at him 

, apprehensiYely as they marched into the 
reception room. 

Inside the murder room, Louise 
Long, the secretary, was flushing 
angrily. She turned to the police 
matron, her eyes bright with indig
nation. 

" I don't think they should talk about 
me that \vay," she said. " You'd think 
I didn't have any brains at all ." 

The matron smiled sympathetically. 
" You should be more observant, my 

dear," she said. " I f  you had been 
observant and you had thought fast, i f  
you had a t  least run to the door, this 
case would have been solved by now." 

" \V ell, I didn't think about it then," 
said Louise. 

She was staring at the brightly pol
ished surface of Schuyler's desk. There 
was a desk lamp sitting in the middle 
and the surface of the desk shone like 
polished glass. 

Suddenly Louise, who w�s sitting in  
a chair near the wall, bent over until 
her eyes were almost even with the 
desk. She frowned. She got up, 
Etepped around to the other side of  the 
desk and bent over until her eyes were 
again on an angle with the surface. 

Still frowning, she straightened and 
walked to the outer room where Hogan 
·was grilling his two suspects. 

" You rats," rasped Hogan, " both 
came back to town to-day because you 
suspected Schuyler !" 

" I  admit I came back," said Pope, 
" because we ,.,·ere supposed to split 
Monday. But I had no intention to 
come to this office until ::\Ionday. And, 
I didn't come !" 

" The same goes for me," said 
Talbott. 

" Yeah ?" roared Hogan. " vVell ,  
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one of you did come to this office and 
one of you smashed in the head o£ 
Schuyler. And, so help me God I'm-" 

Hogan felt a tug at his elbow. H e  
turned impatiently. The girl secretary 
·was smiling at him. 

" Mister Hogan," she said, " maybe 
I could help you out." 

" I doubt it," grovvled Hogan. 
" Well, would it help you i f  I could 

tell you that one of these men was in  
here to-day ?" asked Louise. 

" Would i t !" gasped Hogan. " Why, 
good grief, girl, that's what we've been 
trying to find out for hours." 

The girl was smiling reassuringly. 
" vV ell, I can tell you, "  she said. 
" vV ell, why didn't you tell us 

before?" roared Hogan. 
" Because I just found it out. I just 

found out that-that-" 
" That ·what ?" asked Hogan. 
" That Talbott was in here to-day," 

she said simply. 
There was a moment of tense silence 

as they all stared at her incredulously. 
It was Talbott who first found words. 

" You lie !" he snarled. 
" Oh, no," said the girl. " You were 

in here to-day and I can prove it. You 
sat at that desk." , She turi1ed to 
Hogan. " Want me to prove it, l\Ir. 
Hogan ?" 

" Lord, yes !" 
They followed . her into the next 

room-everyone. The girl walked over 
to the desk, bent over until her eyes 
were nearly level with it. 

" You see," she said, " there is a 
smudge on tha.t desk." 

Hogan could see a smudge and he 
said so. 
- " vVell, it wasn't there this morn

ing," said Louise triumphantly. 
" But," said Hogan, " what does that 

prove ? That smudge isn't a finger
print !" 

The girl grinned. 
" I know it isn't a finger-print," she 

said. " But if you look at that smudge 
very close you will see that that smudge 
is a perfect impression of a herring
bone cloth of very nice design-just 
like the nice suit Mr. Talbott has on. "  

There was tense silence. The detec
tives were looking from one to the 
other_ 

" The reason I noticed it," said 
Louise, " is that I always kept Mr.  
Schuyler's desk very clean. Ancl I 
know Mr. Talbott left that impression 
of his elbows on the polished wax 
to-day because I cleaned that desk this 
morning and-" 

Louise Long was rather rudely 
pushed aside by Detective Jenkins, who 
bent over the desk with a magni fying 
glass. 

" You don't need a glass," said 
Louise, " because if you bend over you 
can see it-" 

" No !" roared Hogan, '' He may not 
need a glass, but what he needs is  a new 
head-the dumb-bell ! \Vhy, he's 
dumber than you are ! He missed that 
one !" 

Jenkins, with his glass, straightened 
up, grasped Talbott's arm, looked at 
the texture of his suit, bent over the 
desk again. 

" Correct," he said in a monotone. 
" I mean it is correct that these are per
fect impressions of the elbows of Tal
bott. 

" The wax was softened by the heat 
and took the impressions. He's the 
guy who sat here-to-day ! ' '  

" Outside with him !" roared Hogan. 
" Outside and-and choke it out of 
him." 

He rushed across the room, held his 
stubby finger beneath the nose of  the 
quavering Talbott. 

" Talbott," he snarled, " you're el-
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bow prints are going to send you to the I done anything I shouldn't have 
electric chair." done ?" 

Two detectives grabbed the shoul- " Not in the least sweetheart," said 
ders of the struggling Talbott. He Hogan. 
swung around, almost freed himself A detective broke in on the conver-
and faced Louise Long. sation. 

" Do you know what you've done, " The newspaper boys in the hallway 
you little dumb-bell ?" he rasped.. says a rumor leaked out," said the de-

" 'vVhy-why, no !" s t a m m e r e d  tective, " that a girl stenographer 
Louise. solved this case." 

" Cut it !" snapped Hogan. " How did that get out ?" roared 
The detectives dragged out Talbott. Hogan. " I f I find the guy that's 

In less than two minutes Jenkins was tipping off newspapermen," he threat
back in the room-grinning. He ened, " I'll have him walking a beat be
walked to a far corner and Hogan fore morning." 
joined him. They whispered together. Louise was sobbing. 

" 'Nell ?" said Hogan. . " I don't want any lies about me in 
" Sure,'' said Jenkins. " \Vhat chance the newspapers,'' she said. 

did that guy have when he left that " Your name won't even get in  the 
pair of elbows on the desk ?. He came newspapers i f  I can help it," said 
clean." Hogan. 

" And ?" said Hogan. " I 'm really sorry that I couldn't 
" He told us where he hid the money have been of some help," sobbed 

-in a safe deposit vault. \Ve found Louise. 
the key on him." " That's all right,'' said Hogan. " I  

" \Vell," said Hogan, (' the great guess you can go home and-and ex
Royal Caledonian Sweepstakes has plain to the newspaper boys on the way 
been drawn and the public gets a break, out that you weren't any help." 
gets its money back-because a dumb Louise smiled and nodded her head. 
stenographer had more sense than the Quickly she put on her hat and marched 
so-called best minds of the police de- out of the room. As the door closed 
partment."  behind her, Hogan solemnly shook his 

They walked together to the center head. 
of the room. '' J eez, you're dum.b,'' he said to the 

" Mr. Hogan," said Louise, " have door. 



Drutns of Death 

" I watched my chance, 
and hid it in the brook" 

A n  Amazing R evelation in the Case o/ 
the Mill Wheel Murders Starts Tom 
Grant Looking /or a jealous Man 

By 
Madeleine Sharps Buchanan 

DON'T MISS THIS STORY -BEGIN HERE 

I
T was the weird roll of the death up Bill Brasson driving a car full of 
drums in the old mill that drew that pewter from the old mill. Brasson 
Ed Delander to the quaint mill and admitted to Detective B illy Farrell that 

led to the discovery of Paul Nicolay his accomplice had been Jack Morse, 
stabbed to death and lashed to the mill denied any knowledge of the murders, 
wheel, and a woman believed to be but said he had heard the death 
Mrs. Walter Cleet lashed to the under drums mysteriously beating. 
side of the wheel and drowned. Detective Tom Grant went to the 
The old mill was being converted home o-f Pau! Nicolay. He found a 

into a tea room. and the African war strange household there composed of 
drums were part of its unusual decora- Ann Malliett, Nicolay's sister-in-law, 
tions. There were also a number of Edgar ·Malliett, her brother, Dorcas 
pieces of pewter there. And on the Nicolay, the murdered man's daughter, 
same night the pair were found mur- and a distant cousin, Louise Lee, who 
dered, police in a near-by city picked had- strangely fled from the house. 

This story began in DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY for September 12 
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Into this complicated drama of love 
and hate and murder came the revela
tion that Enid Cleet returned the love 
of Larry Devore, orchestra leader at 
the Walnut Club, and that Edgar Mal
liett was in love with Francine Yocum, 
pretty hostess at the same place. And 
while Detective Farrell of the city 
police \Yas finding that out, Tom Grant 
was discO\·ering that Edgar Malliett 
was invoh·ed with Brasson and Morse 
in a burglary racket, and that the head
quarters of the gang was in the same • 

farmhouse \Yhere Paul Nicolay told 
Seymor Carson, his attorney, to meet 
him the night he was murdered. 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

Malliett's Attempt 

F
OR a brief moment Firth and Tom 
Grant looked at each other, too 
astonished to speak. 

That a man like Malliett from such 
a good family should stoop to this sort 
of thing seemed impossible. Yet Tom 
took another look at Malliett's face, ,at 
the weak, peering, cunning eyes, the sag
ging mouth, the cruel possibilities the 
oddly assorted features seemed to pre
dict, and understood. This man could 
not only have filled the little cellar at 
the deserted farm with his loot, but it 
was not beyond belief that he had killed 
his brother-in-law and Enid Cleet ! He 
was the sort to tie the two to the wheel ; 
yes, and possibly to beat the death 
drums as they died ! 

And here he was doing his best to 
place blame for those two hideous 
crimes on his crook associates ! 

" Come to headquarters now, Mal
liett," said the chief as he rose. ". vV e'll 
leave Tom here to guard this stuff until 
I can send a man out to move it. You 
realize that we shall have to hold you 
for robbery, if for nothing else more 

serious. That must be determined later. 
I 'll want a list of the places your men 
broke into." 

" Oh, I shan't make you any t1�ouble," 
grinned �ialliett as he rose. " I know 
when my game is played. But I had 
a good time. I got a thrill out of l ife 
\\·hile i t  lasted. I got out from under 
Ann's rule. That was enough to live 
for. even i f  i t  was ·short." 

" Nobody else in your gang, Mal
Iiett ?" asked Tom as he followed the 
i wo men up to the garden. " Just Bras
son and }!orse ?" 

" That's all ," said �lalliett. " Just 
us. Mind telling me how you spotted 
me to-night ?" 

" A boy saw you Yanish into the 
earth and thought you. were a ghost," 
said Firth. " Have you got a car here ?" 

" Yes, out on Willow Road. I 
never drive in here. None of us ever 
did. We park and sneak in. It has 
been a good game. I've enjoyed it. 
But I never thought those two boys 
would get themselves into a murder." 

For some reason- Tom recoiled from 
Malliett, who was nodding his head 
and wetting his loose lips. Tom fan
cied that the man wished his two 
accomplices to be held for the crimes 
at the mill, and he looked at Firth 
significantly. 

" vVatch yourself ," Tom whispered. 
" And hold this man. He knows more 
than he's told us. " 

" Don't worry," said Firth. " This 
will make a fine stir-up. I'll send · some 
of the boys out right away. " 

A fter the chief of police led his 
prisoner out the lane to the police car. 
.i\1 ugs Sorrel crept from the bushes, and 
wide-eyed and shaking, sat down at 
Tom's feet where the latter had seated 
himself on the upturned flagstone at the 
opening of the hidden cave . . .  

\\'hen Tom reached headquarters he 
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found Malliett closeted with his chief 
in Firth's private office. The prisoner 
did not seem to realize his position. 
He sat there in the stifling heat smoking 
cigarettes placidly and answering ever�· 
question Firth put to him. 

" We've notified the city police of 
Mr. Malliett's capture and o f  the state
ments he has made regarding their 
prisoners, Morse and Brasson," the 
chief told Tom as he entered the office 
and sank into a chair. " Farrell is 
coming out here right away. Those 
boys certainly do not sleep on the job. 
He says with our permission he will  
take Malliett back with him to face 
these two boys. And he didn't talk 
quite so smart ." 

Tom grinned wryly. 
" They' ll respect us before we're 

through. I want to know one thing. 
Malliett. \\There were you last eve
ning, the hours between eight and mid
night ?" 

" I was at home," said ::vialliett 
slowly. 

" You were not," said Tom. " Those 
lads will tell . us the straight of it and 
then we can prove it. You had better 
be fair with us . Morse stole the Can
beck car at  about nine o'clock. If they 
had nothing to do with the crime at 
the mill, they stole the pewter before 
Nicolay and Mrs. Cleet got there. 
Where were they during the time 
between nine and the theft ? Barby
ville is only twenty-five miles from the 
city and the way those birds drive they 
would make it in·no time at all. Now, 
what did they do with their spare 
hours ?" 

" How do I know ?" asked Malliett . 
but an apprehensive look flashed for a 
moment into his bulging eyes. 
" You know," said Tom. " And you 

better tell us about it." 
Malliett shook his head. " I don't 

know anything about the boys bst 
night," he denied. 

" And you can't tell us how Morse 
got a key to the mill ?"  

Again the cunning look passed over 
�1alliett's dark face. 

" Yes. I can tell you that ,"  he admit
ted. " I had one made mysel f from 
the key Walter Cleet had . ' '  

" You what?' '  
" Yes. I knew \Valter was making 

a model of the mill and the wheel for 
that place of \i\filthams, and I heard 
somebody say there was a lot of old 
silver in the mill. \\'alter himself 
showed me the key he had made like 
the key to the mill. He never knew it 
when I took its impression in wax. I 
had done a dozen things like that since 
we had been in the business. I had 
entrance to houses that my boys could 
never enter, except at night through a 
window. I gave the key to Morse and 
told him about the silver. That's all I 
know. I never had a hint that the 
silver was really pewter, and the boys 
don't knovv anything about pewter. 
They just took it, I guess, becal.1se it 
shone." 

Tom shook his head. There was 
something here, too, which he could not 
reconcile with common sense. Malliett 
would, of course, know that the stuff 
in the old mill was pevvter. \Vhy, then, 
would he send those boys to the mill ? . 
A.nd on the murder night ? 

" Something else," he said after 
a moment. " I f  your boys were in the 

· habit of taking their loot to the farm
house, why were they captured with 
the pewter in the city ?" 
" You can ask me another," said 

Malliett helplessly. " I've told you all 
I know. I didn't know they were 
going after pewter." 
Tom and the chief got nothing more 

out of Malliett after that until Farrell 
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drove up in a cloud of dust, having 
taken a short cut over a side road. 

The city detective looked grim and 
annoyed. Tom guessed this was be
cause of the big capture the Darbyville 
police had just made and which the 
Darbyvillc N cedle, local paper, would 
make much of. 

" This was very good work on some
body's part," Farrell said, looking 
about the office from the chief to Tom 
Grant. " I want to hand it to you. I 
vvas after Mr. Malliett myself to-night 
to get him to face those lads, and found 
he had left the house. And this was 
where he was. About the last place 
I:d ever think to look !" 
" Oh, in a case like this you never 

know what will turn up," said Tom. 
Farreii gave him a suspicious look 

before he turned to Malliett and de
manded his story. 
Firth did not interfere while the 

prisoner again went over his story, but 
Tom had to admire the incisive way 
Farrell's questions dug under all Mal
liett's foundations and brought out the 
man's guilt, far more guilt than he con
fessed to. 

" A lie, l\lr. l'v1alliett !" snapped Far
rell when he had got the story. " You 
knew it was pewter at the mill. You 
gave the key to those tools of yours 
and sent them there on the murder 
night for a purpose-a purpose of your 
own. You wanted them to be impli
cated in this crime, which you knew 
\vas going to take place. ,You knew it. 
How-we will find out. These boys 
are a fraid of you because of that mur
der. They're scared to death now. 
They think you planted the double 
killing on them somehow. You didn't 
copy that key to the mill and give it 
to }.1orse for nothing, :Malliett. Come, 
now, why did you do it ? Why 'did you 
send those boys to the miii ?" 

'' I 've told you all I can," said �lal
liett stubbornly. " And I ' ll say nothing 
more until I see a lawyer." 

Farrell looked annoyed. He was 
about to fire one of his questions at 
Malliett vvheri Tom broke in. 

' ' Mr. Farrell, did you find a woman's 
wrist watch set with diamonds on either 
of these boys, Brasson or Morse ?" 

' ' A wrist watch ? No ! Why ? 
" Because Enid Cleet was wearing 

one just before she reached the mill last 
night." 

" She was ? But  you found two dia
mond rings on per that had not been 
touched !" 

" Yes. We didn't find any wrist 
watch , however. And she had worn 
one." 

" How do you know ?" Farrell 
looked at Tom sharply. 

Carefully then Tom related to h im 
his work with the car of the murdered 
man while Firth looked on with a smile 
twitching at his lips. He was delighted 
to see his pet detective get a rise out 
of this smart aleck, as he called Farrell. 

" That was clever of you, Grant," 
said Farrell curtly when Tom finished. 
" But it doesn' t  get us anywhere, does 
it ?" 

" It gets us two things," said Tom. 
" First, that Enid Cleet wore a valuable 
wrist watch which was missing from 
her body ; and second, that Nicolay and 
Enid had an appointment and were 
afraid they would be late. That ap
pointment could not have been with 
Carson at the farmhouse- Oh, . I 
forgot you didn't know about that !" 

Tom told Farrell about his discovery 
of the la\Yyer's presence at the farm
house the n ight before. 
Farrell looked frankly bewildered. 
" Good heavens, \\·here are we going 

to get with all this !" he groaned. " l\fal
liett, how much do you know ?" 

4 D 
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" Only what I told you," insisted the 
prisoner dully. 

" Who is Bill Brasson's high-toned 
girl ?" 

Malliett brightened for a moment 
into sardonic satisfaction. 

" Hah ! I knew yesterday after I 
_ mentioned that that I had made a slip," 

he nodded. " You were onto me then, 
Farrell. I don't know who she is. 
Never heard her name. Never saw 
her. I know he has a girl he thinks a 
lot of-some society dame, from what 
Morse and I could get." 

Farrell and Tom noted how Mal
liett's association with the two crooks 
had colored his speech. 

" \tVhen Francine Yocum met you 
to-night, Malliett, she warned you that 
I had been to see her ?" went on Farrell. 

" Yes. Francine was in it with us. 
She liked nice things and I wanted to 
give them to her," boasted Malliett. 
" I couldn't travel with a girl like her 
without cash, and Ann wouldn't let me 
have any. Neither would Paul. 
Francine didn't care what game a man 
was in just so he spent money on her." 

" I  can believe that," said Farrell 
dryly. " And what about this Devore 
baby, the j azz leader at the Walnut 
Club ?" 

" Well, what about him ?" asked 
Malliett sullenly. " I hardly know 
him." 

" He knew Enid Cleet. She used to 
sneak out there to see him. Don't sup
pose you were onto that ?" 

" No. I didn't know about her 
affairs." 

" And Louise Lee-where is she ?" 
Again the cunning look dropped like 

a shadow across the man's unpleasant 
features. 

" I  don't know," he muttered. 
" She's away." 

As he spoke he suddenly heaved his 
5 D 

body up from his chair and lurched 
across the chief's desk. Farrell, who 
had been watching him closely, sprang 
at the same time. But he was not 
quick enough to prevent Malliett from 
gashing his wrist with the paper kni fe 
which lay upon the blotter. 

Tom Grant grasped the telephone to 
call Dr. Wilson. 

As he waited impatiently for the 
number, watching the wounded man 
groaning and falling l imply into a 
chair, the fact that Malliett had sud
denly attempted suicide kept pounding 
at his brain for explanation. 

Why had the man done that ? \Vas 
it because Farrell had just asked him 
about that mystery girl, Louise Lee, or 
was it  because he knew himself to be 
in a hot spot, hotter, perhaps, than the 
police yet realized ? 

CHAPTER XXIX 

An Evil House 

E
DGAR MALLIETT, fastidious 

crook and spendthrift, had had no 
sleep when, two hours later, in the 

humid atmosphere of Superintendent 
Merrill's office in the city, he faced 
Jack Morse and Bill Brasson. 

Weak and pallid from loss of blood, 
his wrist bound, Malliett wore a silly 
air of bravado which, a fter his suicide 
attempt, puzzled Farrell and Tom 
Grant, who had gone into town with 
the prisoner. 

Merrill, obeying Farrell's request 
over the telephone, had interviewed 
Morse and Brasson prior to the ar
rival of Malliett. He had informed 
them that their game was up and that 
Malliett had talked, even that the 
newly taken prisoner had told the 
police the name of Bill Brasson's 
" high-toned girl ." This ruse, to the 
chagrin of the superintendent, had got 
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nothing at all from the surly young 
men. Being able to rouse only grunts 
and frowns from them, he had finally 
given up and had returned them to 
their cells to await the coming of Far
rell and Malliett. 
Rumors of the whereabouts of 

Louise Lee were pouring in. It was al
ways the case when any one in a mur
der case was reported missing. Mer
rill, who had snatched a few hours' 
sleep early in the previous day, saw 
no rest for him that night. Farrell was 
a driver. He knew that as long as any
thing was breaking in the case the de
tective would not stop. And the 'heat 
was getting the superintendent. When 
at last Morse and Brasson were con
fronted with Malliett, Merrill's nerves 
were on the ragged edge. 

Morse and Brasson, glaring at their 
confederate, maintained their stubborn 
silence, and Malliett, grinning and 
mopping his face, insisted upon the 
police sending for Seymor Carson. 
" He was Paul's lawyer, and he's 

good enough for me," he muttered. 
" You're Mr. Grant's prisoner," 

Farrell told him with a twist of his 
lip. " You men have all got to be 
taken out to Darbyville." 
" We can't r_efuse him his lawyer," 

said Tom mildly. " Send for Carson 
by all means." 

He would get quite a kick out of 
confronting the clever lawyer sum
moned on this case. What did he know 
about the various robberies which had 
been committed by these men, and the 
rich loot hidden in the old cellar at the 
farm which he had visited on the mur
der night ? It would be interesting to 
see. 
" Now, you boys have got to tell us 

what you did with your time last 
night," said Merrill sharply, irritated 
by the continued silence of the pris-

oners. " What did you do with your 
evening ? Come across now. We've 
been pretty patient with you." 

" If they don't tell us, the girl will." 
Farrell winked at Tom. 
" You don't know anything about a 

girl," growled Bill Brasson, fear in his 
eyes. 
Farrell paid no attention to him. 
" Come on, Malliett, you've got 

brains," he prodded. " You know it 
is no use holding out any longer. This 
is a murder case we're investigating." 

" I don't see any use, boys, in keep
ing back anything that has to do with 
our adventures," grinned Malliett, as 
he looked from Morse to Brasson. 
" I'll tell if you won't. The boys stole 
that car and came to me at the farm. 
\Ve went down in the cellar, where the 
police found me, and talked over our 
campaign for the next week or so. We 
did that every once in a while. Nobody 
ever went to Paul's old farm. The boys 
left the little car on the highway, and 
we decided on several jobs which 
looked good." 

Here, to the amazment of the of
ficers, Jack Morse sprang to his feet 
and started toward Malliett, but Tom 
seized his arms and forced him back in 
his chair. 

" Say, you, you lmow what we talked 
over mostly !" he growled. " You 
sent us to that mill. You were onto 
something all right. You knew those 
murders were going to be pulled off 
and you sent us there to get mixed up 
in them ! You told us there was old 
silver in the mill and you could get a 
pretty price on it. You gave me the 
key to the damn place." 
" Of course I did," sa.id Malliett 

mildly. " I've told the police that. I 
thought it was silver." 
" Yeah, you thought it was silver," 

growled Brasson, his eyes feverishly 
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bright, his hands working. · " You 
knew damn well it was pewter ! You 
sent us to the mill for some reason of 
vour own. We've been double crossed, 
Jack. This guy has ratted on us. We 
don't know a thing more than we've 
told you cops. 'vVork it out for your
selves." 
" I  don't believe you do," said Tom 

Grant suddenly and with emphasis. 
He was looking with increasing in
terest at Malliett. Was it possible that 
this man had planned those murders 
and sent these young crooks into the 
midst of them that suspicion might be 
drawn from himsel f ? But with the 
arrest of Morse and Brasson he must 
have known that his series of rob
beries would come to light. 

" What have you done to my girl ?" 
Brasson demanded of the foolishly 
smiling Malliett. " If you've tow;hed 
her I'll-" 
" What girl ?" asked Malliett, look

ing squarely into Brasson's face. 
There was a moment of silence, dur

ing which Brasson's aggressive air 
slowly vanished and he subsided in his 
chair. 
" We know what girl," said Farrell 

quietly. " And we are waiting to 
question her until you birds come 
across with all the facts you have. 
You don't realize that you may.,. be 
held for murder. None of you has an 
alibi." 
As Farrell spoke there swept over 

Tom Grant a sensation of futility. He 
knew that in that sweltering little 
office they were wasting time. They 
were coming no closer to the solution. 
" I  shan't say another word until I 

see Carson," grunted Malliett and 
slumped into an obstinate heap. " Ann 
would say that was the thing to do and 
I shall do it." 
As he spoke the telephone on the 

superintendent's desk rang and 1Ierrill 
answered it. He showed small patience 
with the person he spoke to, and 
swung about almost immediately from 
the instrument to glance at Tom 
Grant. 
" Grant, there is a woman on the 

wire who wants to speak to you," he 
growled. " She called Darbyville first, 
she says, and now she insists on talking 
to you. She won't give her name." 
As Tom rose to cross the room to the 

desk, he sensed a sudden tenseness in 
the attitude of the three prisoners. 
What woman would call him at police 
headquarters at that hour in the early 
morning ? Did those men know ? He 
kept an eye on them as he li fted the 
receiver. 
::\Iaida �Ialone's sv.-eet, high-pitched 

voice spoke to him, and it was evident 
to Tom that the girl labored under 
great agitation. 

" Mr. Grant ?. I've hunted you 
everywhere !" she cried. " This is 
Maida, Maida Malone, the parlor maid 
at the :Kicolay house. Do you remem
ber ? I didn't find those gloves, but I 
am so scared I am afraid to go back 
to bed. There is somebody in the attic 
oi this house ! I know it ! I think Halls
ton knows it. It is an evil house, Mr. 
Grant ! I've got to get out of it ! I've 
been to bed a dozen times to-night" and 
up again_ I keep hearing it, and it is 
so hot-I can't rest. I'm scared ! Can 
you come here ?" 
" Oh, this is Maida Malone," re

peated Tom, his eyes on the prisoners. 
" \Vhy, yes, I can come at once. At 
once. \Vatch for me and let me in. 
· And don't say anything to anybody."· 

Replacing the receiver on the hook, 
Tom felt a vast sense of satisfaction, 
although the puzzle seemed to grow 
even deeper. 

Bill Brasson's high-toned girl, he _ 
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felt certain now, was Maida Malone. 
Bill Brasson's expression betrayed him. 

CHAPTER XXX 

In the Attic 

ON the way to the Nicolay home 
through the early morning, along 
almost entirely deserted avenues, 

Tom Grant did some heavy thinking. 
He was not sure whether or not the 

manner of the three men in the super
intendent's office had told Farrell, as it 
had told him, that Maida Malone was 
the girl they were all shielding so care
fully. He would rather the men were 
not questioned about her until he had 
talked to Maida. 

The sense of fatigue was heavily 
upon him and his eyes drooped as he 
climbed out of the taxi before the im
posing doors of the Nicolay house, yet 
he was determined to force from this 
pert, pretty maid all that she knew be
fore he gave in to the sleep his weary 
mind and body craved. 

Somebody in the attic. What could 
that mean ? From the hidden cellar of 
the old Nicolay farm, to the attic of 
the exclusive Nicolay mansion ! Tom 
g-rinned wearily as he climbed the front 
steps, and said a few words to the offi
cer who emerged from the side lawn at 
his approach. He was admitted silent
ly to the wide cool hall by Maida Ma
lone herself. 
The girl wore a little white dress, 

and her lovely hair was in attractive 
disarray, while her big eyes were wide 
with fright. 

" It was good of you to come," she 
whispered to Tom as she drew him into 
a small reception room off the hall. 
" This house is possessed ! I think we 
are safe just now, for everybody is 
asleep except me and-and the person 
in the attic. " 

" Now you tell me about this per
son," said Tom soothingly. " Isn't it 
just your nerves ?" 
" No. Do you know who I think 

it· is ?" Maida bent close. " I think it 
is Louise Lee !" 

" In the attic ? Are you crazy ?" Tom 
looked at the pretty, determined young 
face with searching eyes. 
" No. I feel sure she is up there, 

and maybe her little dog with her." 
Maida shivered slightly. " I have im
agined that Ballston, the butler, knows ; 
he takes food there. But I'm not able 
to catch him. He is pretty clever." 
" You mean to say this girl is held a 

prisoner in the house ?" asked Tom 
sternly. 

" Maybe. Maybe not. I don't 
know. The house is strange," whis
pered Maida. 

" And so are you," said Tom invol
untarily. " Have you ever worked as 
a maid anywhere else ?" 
" No--I-" Maida caught herself 

and gave Tom a Hemurely reproachful 
glance. " For goodness' sake, don't 
talk about me ! Will you come to the 
attic with me now ? I cannot bear to 
think of her, if it is Miss Lee, up there 
in this heat, alone, with nobody knows 
what horror for company !" 
" You would not go to Miss Malliett 

or Mr. Malliett with your fear ?" asked 
Tom. 
" To them ? No ! They are capable 

of anything, those people." The girl 
shuddered. " Have you got a gun ?" 
" Oh, yes," said Tom, amused. " But 

why not call to the officer who watches 
this house ?" 
" I  wanted you to come," said the 

girl. " And now you waste time in 
talking. She may be dying up there ! 
\Vho knows ?" 
" And Dorcas Nicolay-where is 

she ?" 
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" In her room, where she has been 
ever since the murders," whispered 
Maida. " Do you know what I think ? 
I think she is perfectly well, but that 
she is afraid to be questioned. She is 
afraid her prince is mixed up in the 
thing." 

" Good heavens !" gasped Tom, star
ing at the girl in the dim light of the 
upper corridor as she hurried him along 
toward the rear of the house. "vVho the 
devil are you ?" 

Maida did not reply. Her slim 
fingers in Tom's, she led him to a 
narrow flight of stairs at the back of 
l:he second floor hall, up those in silence 
to another fligli! just like them in the 
third floor halL 

" Come," she said then, looking bac!< 
with starry eyes from under her mist 
of hair, " it is at the top of these stairs. 
My room, you see, is right under the 
part of the attic where I heard the 
movements and the steps." 
As Tom followed the silent feet 

ahead of him, he wondered dully how 
on earth this girl could throw off the 
character of parlor maid so expertly 
and become the delightfully pretty 
young lady she was at that moment. 
Maida Malone, with her association 
with the three prisoners then at city 
hall, was certainly a mystery. And 
.Tom found her an absorbing one. 

At the top of the final flight of steps 
there was an unpainted door, and 
against it Tom, at the girl's bidding, 
laid his ear. The scuttle of little feet 
and a lm,v whine reached him. There 
was a dog inside that room. 

A shiver passed through Tom's 
weary body. What would they find 
when they opened that door ? Little 
enough account had been made of the 
disappearance of the Lee girl. 
Without glancing at Maida, Tom 

tried the door, and it opened noiseless-

ly, admitting him to a long apartment 
into which the pale light of davvn was 
creeping through two wide open win
dows, and in the center of which a 
small young woman, holding in her 
arms a Pekingese dog, stood upright, 
staring at him out of large, defiant 
eyes. 
" ?\Iiss Lee-it is you !" cried �1aida, 

hurrying past Tom and seizing the arm 
of the girl . " How you have worried 
tverybody ! I heard some one moving 
up here and I was afraid." 
Tom, in amazement was staring a� 

Louise Lee . . Vvearing a loose silken 
bedroom robe, the girl was a charming 
picture, her light ringlets a mass of 
gold over her small head. 

The little dog, cuddled in her arms, 
growled deep in its throat. 

The room was furnished sparsely 
w ith old furniture which looked as 
though it had been discarded long since 
from the lower section of the mamion. 
A tray with sandwiches and a thermos 
bottle stood on a table beside a couch 
on which dainty bed coverings had been 
thrown back. 

�· l\liss Lee, I'm a detective from the 
Darbyville police department," said 
Tom. " You probably know about the 
death of Mr. Nicolay and Mrs. Cleet 
at Darbyville." 
" Yes," said Louise Lee through 

stiff lips. " Why have you come here 
to drag me out where people can ques
t ion me ?" 

" Did Hallston know you were 
here ?" asked Maida eagerly as she 
drew the girl to a seat on the cou"ch. 
" Yes." Louise nodded dully. " He 

has always been my friend. I had to 
have a friend after-after that hap
pened." 

" But why did you hide away up 
here ?" asked Tom. 

" I  hid from the rest of them," said 
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Louise. " From Dorcas and Ann and 
Edgar and the prince. They are a fine 
lot, all of them. I had no chance after 
Paul went. I hid here for \Vatter 
Cleet' s sake." 
" \Vatter Cleet !" Tom glanced at 

Maida and met only her brilliant, 
knowing gaze in reply. 

" Yes." Louise sank back wearily 
on the couch. " Walter and I are in 
love with each other. vVe have been 
for over a year. If I had not held him 
· back he would have divorced Enid 
long ago, Enid with her sordid affair 
with that jazz leader· out at the Wal
nut Club ! Walter had no alibi for last 
night. He left that Wiltham house out 
in the country and came back here to 
see me. We were together until terribly 
late, until almost morning, riding 
about in his car-it was so very warm. 
And when he brought me back here 
and Hallston let me in, sneaked me in 
as he often did, he tqld me about the 
murders. The police had just called 
the house. I knew the woman was 
Enid Cleet, for Paul had taken her 
with him the night before." 

" But why didn't you stay and swear 
to Cleet's alibi ?" asked Tom in amaze
ment. 
" I  didn't dare." · Louise shook her 

head. "Walter told me when he left 
the vViltham house he bribed the 
chauffeur at the garage not to tell any 
one he took his car out. The chauffeur 
sleeps over the garage and he couldn't 
get away and return without him 
knowing it. He just didn't know then 
that those terrible murders would be 
committed while he was with me. It 
was just a precaution like he always 
took when we were together. Not a 
soul suspected our affair. And it was a 
perfectly innocent one. It was for me 
that Walter wanted Paul's farm. Not 
for Enid." 

Tom was too amazed to put in a 
question, and the girl's sweet, slightly 
petulant voice went on : 
" You must see that i f  I told the po

lice and reporters that Walter had been 
with me and they found out that he had 
bribed the vViltham chauffeur and that 
we were in love, it would give him a 
powerful motive !" said Louise sharp
ly. " The only thing to do, Hallston 
and I decided, was for me to disappear 
until the truth about the murders came 
out." 
" Good heavens !" groaned Tom 

helplessy, wiping his perspmng face. 
Enid Cleet and this handsome Devore 

fellow at the night dub-Louise Lee 
and Enid Cleet's artist husband. This 
little Maida and those three prisoners 
at the city hall-a maze, all of it. And 
where did Paul Nicolay enter the 
thing ? 
" You speak of Enid Cleet and her 

lover at the night club," said Tom at 
last. " \Vhere does Paul Nicolay enter 
into the affair ? He was interested in 
her, wasn't he ?" 

" I  don't know," said Louise with a 
frown. " I  never understood that. He 
took her out now and then and I didn't 
want him to. I liked Paul. He was 
kind to me. I've been starving and cry
ing up here alone ever since he died." 
Her beautiful eyes overflowed as 

she spoke, and she sobbed. 
" Now I have ruined Walter !" she 

cried. " And he had nothing to do 
with it. If Paul had only listened to 
me last night. I knew he was going 
out with Enid again and I asked him 
not to. I was afraid." 
Tom sat up with renewed interest. 
" Why were you afraid ?" he asked 

quietly. 
" Afraid that Edgar would fly off 

the handle and do something wild," 
was the astounding reply. 



DRUMS OF DEATH 215 

! '  Edgar lVIalliett ?" 
" Yes. He didn't want Paul to pay 

much attention to Enid, for some rea
son. I never understood that, either, 
for he wasn't in love with Enid. Edgar 
couldn't love any one. He isn't re
sponsible entirely. He has what you 
would call a criminal streak. None of 
us trusted him. Ann watched him as 
much as she could. I was always afraid 
of Edgar. For the past month he has 
been. furious whenever Paul paid any 
attention to Enid." 

" But I don't see why Nicolay should 
pay her attention," said Tom, frown
ing. They were so different. And if 
she was in love with this Larry De
vore, this-" 

" That's it, I never understood it, 
but Paul was crazy about Enid," sighed 
Louise. " I  don't know why. They 
were together a lot ." 

" \Veil, Miss Lee, you must come 
down to your room now," said Tom 
sternly. " You can do your lover no 
good by this sort of thing. The police 
are looking for you, too. Carson got 
them all worked up about you. He's 
worried." 

" Carson ?" Louise lifted her brows. 
" The lawyer ? Why would he worry?" 
" I don't know, but he does," replied 

Tom. " Now you come down to your 
room and be comfortable. And tell a 
straight story to any one who asks for 
it. The truth can't harm any one and i f 
Cleet is innocent i t will all come out 
right." 
" I loathe this house," said Louise. 

" I  hate the people in it. And I don't 
trust that prince. He is after Dorcas's 
money. If I were you, I'd be interested 
in the prince." 
"Why ?" asked Tom. 
" Because he never brought Dorcas 

in this morning until after three," said 
Louise. " I  heard that from Ballston. 

You could find out if they were at that 
Bartell swimming party at Myron until 
that hour. - It was close to four when 
I came in mysel f ." 

" My gosh !" groaned Tom. " Doesn't 
anybody eyer go to bed ?" 

" I don't," smiled Maida. " That is, 
I don't-often. I was up myself most 
of last night. I heard ;Dorcas come in 
and I heard you, Miss Lee." 

" But you didn't tell-" began Tom. 
" No." Maida shook her head, smil

ing strangely. " Now, l\:Iiss Lee, if you 
will just go down to your own bed
I want to talk to Mr. Grant a little 
while ." 

After a little more persuasion Tom 
and l\hida succeeded in installing 
Louise Lee and her dog in her own 
cool, capacious room on the second 
floor of the house, and Tom waited im
patiently for Maida Malone. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

Maida Helps " I  WANT to know how you can 
shed your character of maid so 
quickly," smiled Tom when the 

girl came to him through the cool shad
ows of the reception room. 

" I am not a maid at all," said the 
girl gravely. " I work for the Atwood 
Detective Agency, and Mr. Nicolay en
gaged me a month ago to keep an eye 
on Edgar Malliett. That is why I am 
in this house. " 

" Paul Nicolay !" Tom gasped. 
" \Vell, I'll be damned !" 

Maida nodded and. sat down by Tom 
on a small divan. 
" l\.fy name is Maida Strathwyn," 

she told him. " And I've been fairly 
successful since I 've been with the At
wood Agency. That's been about ten 
years now. I'm thirty." 

" You ?" Tom looked his amaze-
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ment. " You can't be. \Vhy, I'm 
thirty myself , and look at you, and 
then look at me !" 

" A  waste of t ime," smiled l\'Iaicla. 
" And now here is the case as far as I 
know it. Mr. Nicolay came to us and 
said he fancied that Edgar 'vas play
ing some crooked game. He had seen 
him with a couple of young men sev
eral times · whom he knew to be crooks 
and loafers. Just youths beside Edgar. 
Well, I came here as maid, with no one 
knowing except Mr. N icolay. I looked 
up these two young men and found that 
one worked in the Undenvood grocery 
store. By offering to run errands for the 
cook, I got acquainted with Bill Bras
son. I led him on and tried to pump 
him. I finally got everything out of 
him that I wanted to know. But that 
was not until recently. I found out-'' 
" I  guess I know," said Tom, and in 

as few words as possible he gave Maida 
the events of that night. 
The girl nodded when he finished, 

her lovely eyes intent and eager. 
" Yes, that is what I learned from 

Bill," she said. " And I think Edgar 
got onto the fact that I knew Bill. He 
was making himself very unpleasant. 
I was about to report to Mr. Nicolay 
and drop the job, when-this terrible 
thing happened. By the way, I had the 
telephone call traced, the call that came 
from the woman j ust before Nicolay 
went out last night. It was Enid Cleet 
who called, or at any rate, it '"as from 
her home." 

" Well, you ;ue good," said Tom 
warmly. " And it was swell of you to 
let me in on this instead of Farrell or 
one of the city police ." 

Maida colored. 
" Oh - well -" She tossed her 

charming head. 
" You knew Louise was in the house, 

I suppose," Tom asked. 

" No, I didn't. I knew when she 
came in this morning, and I guessed 
that Ballston was helping her in some 
sort of stunt. Of course I knew of 
her affair with Cleet. But I never did 
think of her staying right here in the 
house. The silly little thing ! She may 
have done him a lot of harm by that 
act." 
" Do you think Cleet is a murderer ?" 
" No. But you never can tell. I 

think his wife was a clever l ittle vamp, 
and out for a good time. I never under
stood her at all or the interest of Mr. 
Nicolay in her." 

" That has got me from the first,'' 
agreed Tom. " It just won't gee some
how. And Malliett. What about him ?" 

" I don't know," Maida frovvned. 
" He is a strange person, not just nor
mal, and yet cunning and smart. He 
did this wild thing because he felt that 
he was restrained, and he had no spend
ing tnoney. It never occurred to him 
to work. I dare say he can't." 
" Farrell tells me that Miss Ann 

slipped out last night to the garden. 
Did you see her do that ?" 
" \Vhy, no. I must have missed · 

that," smiled Maida. " I was never 
mi.tch interested in Ann. Before this 
crime, I didn't care what anybody, ex
cept Edgar, was doing." 

" Could you tell me anything about 
Enid Cleet ? Her past or anything at 
all that I could work on to-morrow ?" · 

asked Tom as he rose. " I hate to go 
away from here, but Ballston will be 
coming down and we've got to get some 
rest. I 've been up for a couple of 
nights now." 
" I  know little about her. As I said, / 

I didn't bother with her. I did know 
that Ann didn't like her, and one day 
I heard her say to Edgar that for a 
girl who had graduated from Miss 
Emerson's School, Enid Cleet was a 
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mighty careless young woman ! I don't everything you tell me, unless it cannot 
think this family, outside of Mr. Nico- be helped, will be regarded as con
lay, knew a lot about her at all ." fidential. You \vould wish to avenge 
" But that'll be a great help." said this poor girl's death. I f  you had seen 

Tom excitedly. " Miss Emerson's her slender body strapped to that 
School ! That's the fashionable place wheel-" 
on the river, isn't it ?" Miss \i\1 almar flung up shocked 

" Of course. Oh, ever since this hands. 
murder broke I 've been wild to dig into " Mr. Grant-I beg of you !" She 
it ! Now that Louise has been found shuddered. " I kne\Y Enid Clark well. 
and Edgar and the boys locked up, I I assure you that the entire faculty has 
can leave here. Maybe my agency will been grieved and horrified by this 
let me work on the case a l i ttle-" thing. I also knew ;\1r. Nicolay very 
" Do you kno·w where Jake's restau- well ." 

rant is ?" Tom asked. " You did ?'' 
She nodded. " Why, yes. ?\Ir .  Nicolay paid for 
" How about meeting me there at Enid's schooling here. ' ' 

one o'clock ?" " He-he what?" 
" 0. K.," smiled Maida. " Certainly. He entered Enid at our 

CHAPTER XXXII 

Why Nicolay Paid 

THE head mistress of Miss Emer
son's School for Young Ladies 
took her platinum rimmed glasses 

from her aristocratic nose and looked 
at Tom Grant as though she felt tried 
beyond h.er refined endurance. 

" This is a matter which I had hoped 
would not come up, Mr. Grant," she 
sighed. " vVhen we saw this horrible 
thing in the papers, we feared that the 
investigation would work back to Enid 
Clark's girlhood here with us. We 
have never had the police at Emersol'l, 
Mr. Grant. It is not easy for a girl 
to find admittance here. And when 
she does-" 
Tom glanced about the handsome 

study into which, after great effort and 
patience, he had been admitted. He did 
his best to curb the boyish eagerness 
and excitement he was feeling. 

" You understand. of course, Miss 
Waldmar, that the matter is a gravely 
important one," he said quietly. " And 

school when she was ten. She boarded 
here until her graduation , when she was 
eighteen. During her summers she was 
at our summer camp. Naturally we 
knew her well. She was a girl of great 
charm and ability. When she left, I 
believe, she took a position as French 
instructress in the Harbison School. 
She was only there for one season, 
when she married vValter Cleet. That 
is all that I can tell you about Enid." 

" But-but why did Nicolay pay for 
her ?" asked Tom, stunned. 
" He told us simply that she was a 

child of a dear friend of his, and that 
she came from a splendid family," said 
Miss Waldmar stiffly. " Of course, 
Mr. Nicolay himseif was enough refer
ence for any one. No one questions 
the standing of the Nicol ays. Years 
past his wife, Mabel Malliett, gradu
ated from this school." 
" I  see," said Tom slowly. " And 

when he put Enid here, it · was how 
many years ago ?" 
" The child was ten. She graduated 

when she was eighteen, that is, in 1 925. 
Fourteen years ago. Mr. Grant, Paul 
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}Jicolay brought the little girl to us. 
Enid must have been twenty-four at the 
time of  her death. "  

' '  Yes," said Tom, still feeling dazed. 
" Of course, Mr. :\icolay did not tell 
you the child \\'as any relative of his 
family ?" 

" Not at all. He said she was an 
orphan, the daughter of  his best friend, 
and that he had been left in charge 
of her affairs and her. It was quite 
usual. Those things often happen. \Ve 
have a girl here now who-" 

Tom committed the dreadful blunder 
of rising while Miss \Valdmar was 
speaking. But he fe1t that he had no 
time to waste. He was through with 
this fishy-eyed, haughty woman, and 
with a few muttered words of gratitude 
and apology, he got away. 

At the Harbison School, twenty 
miles away along the river, he learned 
little more, save that Enid Clark had 
met ·walter Cleet at a dance, and had 
soon become engaged to him, and that 
twice Paul Nicolay had driven out to 
see her while she taught at the school. 

Always the shadow of this man 
across her life. What did it mean ? 
Did Cleet know what it meant ? Did 
any one in that strange Nicolay house
hold know ? 

" I bet I can talk to a man who does," 
Tom told himself, as he hurried to his 
date with Maida Strathwyn. 

Maida was waiting for him, sweeter 
than ever, in a smart little blue suit 
and little close hat, and Tom brightened 
at sight of her. 

Over a table in a corner of Jake's 
they talked. 

" You haven't a minute to lose," she 
told him. " Carson is the man. I bet 
he knows. Make him talk ! Don't sit 
here while I eat this ice cream. I've 
been to headquarters and I feel like a 
wreck. If you could have seen Bill 

Brasson look at me ! But that's all 
in the work. I've got to rest a while. 
You go on, Tom. I'm eating my three 
meals a day right here now, and i f  
you want to see me or w e  have anything 
to tell · each other, we can meet here ."  

A.s Tom went out  into the blazing 
sunshine he thanked the fortune that 
had brought Maida across his path in 
this strange case. I f  he ever got time to 
stop, he would make love to her as she 
deserved to be made love to. 

Seymor Carson \Yas in his private 
office when Tom went up in the eleva
tor to the top floor of the tov.;ering 
Wallace Building. 

The detective had to wait a short 
time until a man emerged from the 
lawyer's office, but he possessed his soul 
in patience. He felt that Carson and 
the city police would respect him now, 
and he \vas making strides in the case. 

" \Vhy, Mr. Grant,"  said Carc;on as 
Tom approached him, " I've been anx
ious to see you. A horrible sc<mdal, 
this affair of  lVIalliett's ." 

" Yes," said Tom casually. " He 
has retained you ?" 

. 

" I should say not !" snapped Carson. 
" I would not take his case, ihe little 
crook ! He has another lawyer." 

" \Ve have a long list of robberies 
against that bunch," said Tom. " You 
didn't, by chance, have a suspicicn that 
they were in that underground ceilar 
when you called at the iarm last 
night ?" 

" Certainly not ! I saw no indintion 
of any one else being there." Carson 
looked indignant. " Aml they say they 
never knew that I was there. It is  quite 
possible. · �one of us made any . noise." 

" Yeah, I see. Now, I want you to be 
frank with me. I want to know several 
things. First, how Paul Nicolay was 
going to change his will, second, who 
the witnesses were whom he was going 
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to take to the farm with him, and third 
why he paid Enid Clark's way through 
the Emerson School." 
Carson frowned, looking ;;.t the de

tective through narrowed eyes. After 
a moment the lawyer looked away, t<lp
ping on the desk top with polished nai l s. 

" Mr. Grant, I see there is no use 
trying to keep this thing quiet ar.y 
longer," he said presently with a sigh. 
" I hoped that no one would have to 
know. It cannot help-now.' ' 

" I  guess I 'd better be the judge of 
that," said Tom gravely. 

Carson nodded. " Yes. If I do not 
tell you, you'll get it from somewhere 
else. Enid Clark was Paul Nicolay's 
daughter." 
Tom was on his feet, aghast. The 

man's daughter ! Now he understood 
the seemingly incongruous relation
ship. 

" You mean-" 
" Yes," said Carson. " She vvas his 

child and the child of a girl he had 
married years ago. The girl was be
neath him in station, in everything. 
She died and left Enid. No one here 
in the East knew anything about the 
thing, for the little \'life remained in 
the West where Paul had met her. She 
was the one woman he ever loved and 
it was her own wish that she stay \A/est 
and not leave the ranch where she was 
fitted to be. I have heard from Paul 
that she was even more charming than 
Enid and far more beautiful. How
ever, Paul took the child and cared for 
her. That's all. If Mabel Malliett had 
known of it, she would not have 
married him, and Paul needed her mil
lions. Mabel thought she was the one 
and only." 
" Then Nicolay was about to change 

that will and leave Enid his fortune," 
said Tom slowly. 

" I don't know," said Carson harsh-

ly. " He had already settled enough 
upon her to care for her. She had had 
it since her graduation. And in his will 
he leaves her one hundred thousand 
dollars. I did not tell you that. I 
feared it would cause plenty of talk as 
it was. ' ' 

" He loved her more than he loved 
Dorcas," said Tom. 
" Who wouldn't ?" Carson shrugged. 

" You haven't seen Dorcas ? A spoiled, 
domineering beauty. Like the Mallietts. 
A rum lot, the Mallietts." 
" You were in Nicolay's confidence, 

Mr. Carson ?" asked Tom. 
" Yes. I think I knew him better 

than any one else did." 
As he spoke, Carson rose and 

walked restlessly about the office. 
" I  fancy you know that that silly 

girl Louise was found hiding in the 
attic," he blurted after a moment. 
" Rather," grinned Tom. " Did you 

know of her affair with Cleet ?" 
" I certainly did not !" denied Car

son, frowning. " This is an outrageous 
thing, Mr. Grant. The Mallietts and 
the Nicolays are two of our finest 
families. If they had obeyed me and 
sent Edgar Malliett away for mental 
treatment long ago, instead of babying 
him in that house under Ann's eyes, 
this entire thing might not have hap
pened." 

" Do you mean that you think Mal
liett capable of killing those two 
people ?" asked Tom, ·watching the 
lawyer closely. 

" Who knows what he is capable of ? 
you've seen him, haven't you ?" flared 
Carson. " Is he normal ? I don't think 
so. Paul didn't think so. Look at him, 
a member of such a family consorting 
with such filthy young crooks as Bras
son and Morse ! It is an unhealthy 
house. It drove Malliett into crime 
and Louise Lee into a love affair with 
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a married man. It has taught Dorcas 
to sell herself to a mockery of a man 
with a title ! Ann is the only one there 
now with a keen, healthy mind, and she 
is a devil." 

" Did you know Nicolay had en
gaged some one from a detective 
agency to live in his house and watch 
Malliett ?" pursued Tom. He felt _ that 
there was more here than Carson was 
giving him. 

" No. He told me several times he 
was going to. Perhaps he had a more 
desperate reason than just  to keep an 
eye on his brother-in-law. He may 
have feared this thing which has hap
pened." 

" Do you think he did ?" 
" I  don't know. He never said. I've 

been frank with you, Mr. Grant. I 
know no more now than I have told 
you. And I have one thing to sug
gest. In your investigation don't 
overlook this cheap jazz boy whom 
Enid Cleet loved. This Devore fellow. 
He came in to see me several weeks 
ago and I booted him out of the 
office." 

" Devore ! the chap at the Walnut 
Club ?" 

" Yes," Carson nodded darkly. " He 
i s  after cash. He came in here and 
tried to pump me about Paul Nicolay's 
interest in Mrs. Cleet. He did his best 
to find out what it meant and whether 
or not the girl would be remembered in 
Nicolay's will. I don't know what h e  
was onto, but  he was suspicious." 

" I'll pass this o.n to Farrell," said 
Tom. " He knows Devore. And now 
something else, ?vir. Carson. Did you 
ever see Enid Cleet wear a diamond
studded wrist watch ?" 

" No, but Paul gave her one," said 
the lawyer quickly. " Last Christmas. 

I helped him choose it. She was sup

posed to have bought it for herself." 

" Did she know that she was Nico
lay's daughter ?" 

" Certainly. She was quite devoted 
to Paul. I know that she even wished 
to move away from the city, but Paul 
would not hear of it ." 

" ·when Mrs. Cleet drove with Nico
lay a short time before she was killed, 
she wore that watch," mused Tom as 
he rose. " And we did not see it  when 
we found the bodies. Now, I wonder 
\vho would take away that watch and 
leave the diamond rings on her hands ?" 

Carson walked to the door with the 
detective, his brows drawn together i n  
deep thought, his  head bent. 

" I will tell you what I should do i f  
I had the case," he  said at last. " I 
should look for a man who was in
sanely jealous of Nicolay, who knew 
that he had given Enid the watch, but 
not that he was her father !" 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

Miss Ann Speaks 

A S Tom Grant opened the door of 
r\. Superintendent Merrill's private 

office a short time after his inter
view with Seymor Carson, he collided 
with a nervous young man who was 
just backing out. 

" I hope I haven't done any one any 
harm, sir," this person was saying un
happily. 

Merrill's cheerful voice followed him 
as he muttered an apology to Tom and 
vanished : " No, indeed. You've done 
us an immense service !" 

\:Vhen Tom entered the office where 
1vierrill and Billy Farrell sat alone, the 
detective greeted him delightedly. 

" Hello, Grant ! I'm glad to see you. 
The young man you just passed is a 
salesman in the Dixie Sporting Goods 
Store on State Street. vVe traced the 
gun which was found in the Nicolay 
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brook to this store, and Mr. Martin, 
·who just went out of here, sold it. Neat 
work, eh ? And neater stil l , he iden
tified Edgar Malliett as the man who 
bought it ! Of course he would remem
ber Malliett. That bird doesn't look 
like any one else out of captivi ty. But 
that's good, eh ?" 
" It's great !" agreed Tom. " But 

where does it get you ? Nobody was 
shot." 

" No, they were not," agreed Far
rell. " But they might have been, see ? 
And Ann knew it. And she hid the 
gun bought by her crook brother. He 
planned to do away with this girl and 
Nicolay, and Ann knew it. She looks 
like the head of the ladies' guild or the 
missionary sewing society, but she has 
a lot more than that in her aristocratic 
bean." 

" But you don't think Cleet and Mal
liett both killed the two ?" asked Tom 
mildly. " They wouldn't agree on any
thing." 

" Maybe not, but Cleet bribed that 
chauffeur all right, and he won't say 
where he was last night. We're hold
ing him for further questioning." 
" Well, I'll tell you what I think 

about Malliett," offered Tom. " I 
think he bought that gun when he de
cided to be a crook and organize these 
robberies. That's more l ike it. I don't 
think that Malliett is a killer." 
" He's a moron, and a moron will 

do anything," s n a p p e d Farrell. 
' ' You've done great work so far, 
Grant, and we have to admit you have. 
And you certainly won't let us keep 
that family out of the tabloids. I 'm 
going up to the Nicolay house now and 
question Ann. It's time she talked. " 
" Just a moment, I have something 

to tell you," said Tom, and gave the 
two an account of his morning's work. 
The superintendent forgot the heat and 

bent forward eagerly, and Farrell for
got that he didn't like Tom and sat l is
tening absorbed as young Grant's level 
voice went on. 

" You're not thinking of leaving 
Darbyville, are you, Grant ?" asked 
Merrill, when he finished. " Because 
I sure could use you here." 

" No," replied Tom with a broad 
grin. " Thanks." 
" His daughter ! " groaned Farrell. 

" Who would have thought of that ?" 
" I  couldn't see from the start why 

those two were such friends. I couldn't 
get it. It didn't seem like a love affair, 
and yet-well, it had me stopped." 

" I'm off to call on Ann," said Far
relt grimly, reaching for his straw. 
" Come in, Grant. I've got to find out 
why she hid that gun and I still pro
test that Malliett intended to kill those 
two. Since I know that Enid was 
Nicolay's child I bet a dollar Malliett 
was onto the fact that he was going to 
change his will ! Tying them to the mill 
wheel and beating heathen drums 
sounds like brother Edgar to me !" 

" That act wasn't idiotic," said Tom 
as he followed Farrell from the office. 
" I think it was brilliant. And thereby 
hangs our case, i f we ever solve it !" 

Miss Ann MaJiiett received the two 
men in her own sitting room. Seated 
beside a couch upon which reclined 
Dorcas Nicolay, she glanced up at 
them with cold disapproval. 
It was evident that her brother's ar

rest had shaken the lady's poise badly, 
but she still maintained her frigid air 
and her calm seemed undisturbed. 
Dorcas, a petulant, dark-eyed young 

beauty, made no pretense at courtesy, 
but stared at the police with flashing, 
resentful eyes. 
" You have been here once before 

this morning, Mr. Farrell," said Miss 
Ann acidly, " interviewing Miss Lee." 
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" Yes," grinned Farrell. " And the 
reporters are anxious to see her, too. 
She did a very spectacular thing by 
getting our department to look for her 
while she hid in your attic." 

" She did a ridiculous, childish 
thing !" flared Miss A . .nn. " But what is 
wrong now ? Does Edgar need me ?" 

" I think not," replied Farrell dryly. 
" I came to ask you again about the 
gun which you once denied ever having 
seen before. That gun you hid in your 
own brook. Your brother Edgar 
bought that revolver in the Dixie 
Sporting Goods Store on State Street a 
month ago. The man who sold it to 
him has identified Mr. Malliett. Are 
you still going to deny that you ever 
sa.w i t ?" 

" Oh, for Pete's sake, Aunt Ann, 
tell them !" pouted Dorcas angrily. 
" Nobody was shot. Nobody did any
thing with that gun." 

Miss Malliett laid down the knitting 
which she held in her jeweled fingers 
and let her cold eyes sweep over Far
rell as though he must be looked at, 
though the sight was disagreeable. 

" Very well," she sighed. " The 
story is not as bad a.s the one you al
ready have. Edgar could not be in a 
much worse position. I was afraid, and 
so was Paul, that he was up· to some
thing, and we really should have put 
him in charge of a specialist, in some 
sort of nursing home. However, to a 
family like ours that is a hard step to 
take. Paul never confided in me to any 
great extent. I did not know that he 
had applied to a private agency to send 
a spy into our home. I did, however, 
watch Edgar as much as I could, and 
I kept_ money away from him. He was 
not really vicious, not really bad. 
He-" 
" He was a nut," said Miss Dorcas 

flatly. 

" And so you knevv he had the gun," 
prompted Farrell. 

" Yes. I found it . But only yester
day. I watched my chance when he was 
out, and hid it in the brook. Such an 
idea as the nursemaid of my neighbor 
spying upon me never occurred to nie !" 
Miss Ann's cheeks colored angrily. 
" Miss Malliett, how long have you 

and your brother known that Enid 
Cleet was Paul Nicolay's daughter ?" 
asked Farrell in . a pleasant, conver
sational tone. 
All color drained from Miss Ann's 

face and she sank back in her chair, 
looking suddenly haggard and spent. 
Dorcas Ji ftecl herself on her pillows, 

a yoting flame of rage and fear. 
" How the devil did you police get 

that ?" she \Yanted to know furiously. 
" Hovv long have you known, Miss 

Malliett ?" Farrell asked coolly. 
" Sirice last week," whispered Ann 

through stiff lips. " Edgar overheard 
Carson talking here in the study to 
Paul, and he ran to me with the news. 
He was shivering and in a dreadful 
state." 
" \'Vhy ?" 
" I  think he loved Mrs. Cleet and he 

was shocked. He isn't just-just what 
he should be, poor Edgar." 

" Loved nothing !" roared Farrell. 
" He was afraid that meant that he 
wouldn't get any of Nicolay's money ! 
A daughter and one that Nicolay loved 
was a pretty serious obstacle." 
" How dare you !" cried Miss Ann, 

flushing fm)ously. 
" Oh, let them rave !" said Dorcas 

with a yawn, as she subsided on her 
pillows. " They'll either find the lover 
of Enid's who did for Dad and Enid, 
or they'll get tired badgering us after 
a while." 

" You think she had a lover ?" asked 
Farrell. 
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" Sure she had. She was crazy 
about that jazz leader at the Walnut 
Club. And dear knows how many 
more. Enid was a siren. " 

" Miss Malliett," said Farrell, turn
ing back to Ann, " after your brother 
heard of this relationship between 
Paul and Enid didn't he plan to do 
something desperate to the woman ? 
Wasn't that why you hid the gun ?" 
" No, no !" cried Ann. " He bought 

the gun, you just said, a month ago. 
That was three weeks before we knew 
about Enid." 

" Did Paul know you knew about 
Enid ?" 
" Not that I ever heard of. Paul 

would have · packed us all out most 
likely. ' ' 

" He was so fond of her ?" 
" He was wild about her." sneered 

Dorcas. " He never cared a rap for 
me." 

" Yet you were prostrated when you 
heard of his murder," said Farrell 
slyly. 
For a moment Dorcas hesitated. 
" Why wouldn't I be ? He was my 

father.'' 
" I don't think you were pros

trated," said Farrell evenly. " I  think 
you and your prince were two more 
folks who had no alibi and that you 
were just plain scared and stayed in 
your room, scared as badly as Louise 
Lee." 

" 'vV ell, what you think and what you 
prove are two different things, aren't 
they ?" asked Dorcas insolently. 

" Not always," said Farrell, not at 
all disturbed by her attitude. " Just 
what time did you get home this morn
ing ?" 
" We came in at midnight." 
" I  know, that's what you say, but 

wasn't it a good bit later than that ?" 
asked the detective pleasantly. 

" I expect that servant girl spy told 
you that !" flared Dorcas, sitting erect 
again. " Idiots in this house and de
tectives spying on them and us, and 
unrecognized daughters coming in for 
part of the inheritance ! It is time Carl 
and I got out." 

" Just what time did you come in 
this morning ?" persisted Farrell. 

" Tell them, Dorcas ; you've done no 
harm,'' advised Miss Ann. 

" It was after three," said Dorcas 
defiantly. " I  suppose Ballston or the 
detective or that nuisance Louise Lee 
told you. Some house this is to live in ! 
Carl and I only drove out to the yacht 
club and back. It was so darn hot:'' 
As she spoke, Tom wondered if she 

and her precious prince had any guilty 
knowledge of . the tragedies. Dorcas 
seemed frankly to hate Enid, her half
sister, and the prince sounded like a 
bounder. If Nicolay was about to alter 
his will in favor of the unacknowledged 
daughter on the eve of Dorcas's bril
liant wedding to Prince Carl, what 
then ? Who were the two witnesses 
Nicolay had told Carson he would 
bring to the farm ? But beating inexor
ably through the muddle in his mind 
came the drums. Those death drums ! 
I f he could account for them ! 
And Enid Cleet's body had been 

turned under on the wheel where she 
would not hear the drums, but Nicolav 
had not been tied tightly to the whe�l 
at all. He had died with those drums 
beating in his ears. 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

Banes Offers an Alibi 

AS Tom Grant and Farrell reached 
r\. the entrance hall of the Nicolay 

mansion on their way out, the 
sedate Ballston approached them. 
"Mr. Banes is in the reception room, 
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gentlemen," he said with a patient look 
in his harassed eyes. " He came here 
to see you. At headquarters they told 
him you were both here." 

" Banes !"  Tom frowned for a mo
ment and then remembered the hand
some man in knickers who had been 
seated on the porch of the Cleet house 
after the murders. 

In the center of the little reception 
room, where in the early hours of that 
day Tom Grant had had his interview 
with Maida, Roger Banes was stand
ing, his hands thrust in the pockets of 
his well-fitting coat, his face pale and 
drawn. 

At sight of the two detectives he 
started forward eagerly. 

" Gentlemen, I want a few words 
with you without delay," he said. " I  
went to headquarters, but the super
intendent was out and neither of you 
were there. I had to talk to somebody. 
I just found out a short time ago that 
you are holding vValter Cleet for ques
tioning in these crimes. That is ruin to 
a young man with a career l ike his ! 
The chap i s  an artist, a man with a 
future ! He can't afford this sort of 
thing ! And to be dragged into it by 
this little blonde, Louise Lee !" 

" But Cleet is in love with Miss Lee," 
reminded Tom. 

Banes made an impatient gesture. 
" Love means nothing to h im beside 

his career," he said. " I f it had he 
could not have countenanced Enid's be
havior. And now she shan't ruin him !" 

Tom and Farrell exchanged glances. 
" But at first you spoke mighty well 

of Mrs. Cleet," reminded Tom. 
" Certainly I did," flared Banes, 

swinging about. " What man wouldn't ?  
But I didn't foresee this. Walter had 
nothing to do with her death. She is 
well out of the way. Now, this is what 
I want to say to you men. I know 

where Walter was last night. It had 
nothing to do with this Lee girl. I 
was with \Valter Cleet mysel f in his 
study at his home. He bribed that vVil
tham chauffeur to say nothing about his 
absence, and he drove into town and 
went home. And the reason he did it 
was because this old crank of a mil
lionaire, \Viltham, had sprung on him 
at dinner some new idea about his place 
in Maine which he thought he had told 
Walter about, but which he hadn't, see ? 
And \Valter knew him so well that he 
kept mum, and skipped home and al
tered his plans. If the old fellow had 
knoivn vValter didn't have them drawn 
up in that certain fashion-don't ask 
me what i t  was, I 'm no artist or  archi
tect-he would have thrown down the 
entire contract, swearing that ·walt 
was undependable. That is the kind of 
gink he is ." 

Banes mopped his clamp brow as he 
talked and walked about the dainty 
room. 

" But why couldn't Oeet change 
those plans at the \Viltham house ?" 
asked Tom, amazed. 

" I don't know. He said he couldn't. 
All his stuff was here in his study. He 
certainly was worked up about it ." 

" And how did you butt in  on his 
work ?" 

" I saw him come home. I was smok
ing on the porch. I just ambled over, 
that was all. The servants were in bed 
and we had the study to ourselves. I 
often used to sit up there with him and 
watch him work. It didn't bother him 
and it  fascinated me. I ·watched him 
make that cursed mill wheel." 

" And what time did· Cleet get 
home ?" asked Farrell with obvious 
disbelief. 

" About eleven thirty. Old Wiltham 
goes to bed early and he came away as 
soon as he could." 

5 D 
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" And he left here, when ?" 
" Oh, it must have been four 

o'clock," replied Banes. " I  waited un
til he had altered the plans and we went 
out of the house together." 

" You sat up with him all that 
while ?" Farrell voiced his surprise. 

" Yes. . It was frightfully hot. I 
couldn't sleep anyhow." 

" vVell, Mr. Banes, I fail to under
stand where Louise Lee comes into 
this," said Farrell, gravely. " Ballston 
bears out her story, too." 

" Can't help that," shrugged Banes. 
" Ballston is crazy about that girl. I 
i11ean, he will do anything for her be
cause the women in the house are so 
mean to her." 

" But he wouldn't lie to involve her 
in a murder !" said Tom. " Something 
funny here, Farrell." 
" Funny ! It's cock-eyed !" grunted 

the detective, glaring at Banes. " And 
I don't believe a damned word of it, 
what's more ! I'll drop down now and 
talk to Cleet ." 

" He probably won't say a word," 
groaned Banes. " He won't involve the 
girl and he wouldn't admit this about 
his work for vViltham. That contract 
in Maine means a lot to him. " 
Tom shuddered. 
" How he can go on with his work 

on that old mill a fter his wife died on 
the wheel, passes me !" he said. 

" You don't understand an artist," 
said Banes. " His work first, his career 
before everything else. Walter is all 
genius." 

" Well, Mr. Banes, it i s  mighty fine 
of you to wish to get your friend out 
of a nasty spot," said Farrell as he 
turned to the door. " And he is in one, 
all right. He visited the mill and copied 
the wheel and he made a key to fit the 
door. He lied about an alibi and bribed 
a chauffeur to lie for him. His wi fe 

6 D  

died with another man on the wheel. 
Yes, it looks bad for Cleet. And worse 
if he's in love >vith another woman him
self ." 

" That's why I thought I'd better 
speak up," said Banes gloomily as he 
followed the men through the front 
door, which \\·as gravely held open by 
the much-tried Ballston. 

At the curb Tom Grant touched 
Farrell 's arm . 

" Quiet about this daughter busi
ness," he said . " Don't let the papers 
get it, yet. I'm going to get supper and 
go back to Darbyville. I got a few 
things I want to do to-night before the 
inquest in the morning. " 

Farrell nodded, extending his hand 
with a touch of '"'armth. 

" All right. We'll be bringing those 
fellows out to you in time," he 
promised . " This seems to be. your 
case, after all, Grant, and you're do
ing good work with it !" 

CHAPTER XXXV 

The Snake 

J
AKE'S \Vas not yet filled when Tom 

Grant entered it, looking about for 
the little figure which had already 

become so very attractive to him. 
Tom found a corner table and sat 

down, hoping for the best. Telling a 
perspiring waiter that he was waiting 
for some one, he buried himsel f i n  the 
evening paper, relieved to note that the 
latest and most vital developments in 
the mill wheel murders had not yet got 
into print. 

He was beginning to fear that 
Maida would not be in for dinner, 
when she came, looking sweet in a gray 
suit. 

" You're late," he said, as she joined 
him. 

" I'm glad to be waited for," said 
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Maida, smiling. " I've been to Darby- places. Lately he has got fat and kind 
ville." of settled into a rut on his farm. But 

" Darbyville ! What for ?" he knows a lot." 
" For information." And Maida " I  wonder ?" mused Maida. " Did 

would say no more until he had or- you ever see the skin of that huge 
dered supper. snake he has in his trophy room at the 

" Tell me." He bent across the farm ? You did ? What did he tell you 
table. about it ?" 

" \!\Tell, of course I was dying to look " Why, that he caught it himself 
at the mill," she said. " Like a few one day when he was walking in some 
thousand other people. And after tell- spot down in Bermuda," said Tom. " I  
ing your chief who I was and that I don't remember. He has quite a col
was an old friend of yours, and so on, lection of snakes he has picked up in 
I got in. I 've been chilled ever since. his travels." 
What a dreadful place to die ! And " Yes ? He told me the same story. 
those drums ! They're at headquarters, But, they don't have snakes in Ber
you know. Exhibit B or something muda ! How about that ?" 
like that. They fascinated me." " They don't ?" 

" They have fascinated me from the " I  figured that maybe he didn't get 
start," said Tom gravely. " They're the those death drums in Africa," said 
story. And I 'm glad you called me an Maida demurely. " And if he didn't, 
old friend." then it is possible that Enid Cleet got 
· " It was the open sesame," said hers where Delander got his. See ? A 
Maida. " And then I saw the two little matter of deduction. And a lot 
Delanders." of his antique stuff is  phony. I've 

" Yes ? What about them ?" studied that line. Take it from me, 
" I  don't know." Troubled eyes Tom, your local celebrity, Jones De

were li fted to Tom. " Honestly I lander, i s  a bluff. I bet anything 
don't know. They interest me. Young that he never saw all these places he 
Delauder has something to hide-but talks about and that when he was ab
maybe it's his gambling habits-from sent from Darbyville he wasn't so far 
the girl he wants to marry." away." 

Tom nodded. " Yes. We've trailed " But-" 
him about for a while and I think " That snake," went on Maida, 
that's all that's wrong with him. He " that reptile he showed me, is nothing 
plays cards too much. He's in debt more or less than a harmless water 
everywhere and doesn't want his dad snake which resembles the moccasin, 
or his girl to know. I think that's all . "  but isn't even that. I say this because 

" Perhaps," said Maida slowly. it makes me think he has fooled every
" Isn't it rotten that all of us have body about other things, principally 
something to hide ? Well, and then I the drums. I f  we could find out where 
got interested in Papa Delauder." Enid Cleet got her drum, and why she 

" Jones ?" Tom was honestly sur- · bought it-" 
prised. " Why, he's all right. He's a " You're a wonder !" said Tom. " By 
bright chap, got money, and educated. George-that's clever. The drums 
Has been to plenty of interesting have it. We'll run them to earth." 

CONCLUDE THIS STORY NEXT WEEK 



" You're a funny guy-worryina 
about a horse ! " 

"Sho-w Me the Gun ! "  
Quick, Death /or Holly Seemed Inevitable; There 

Was Only One Thing That Might Postpone It 

By J. Lane Linklater 

H
OLLY, tall, lean-faced, slouched 

uncomfortably in the deep chair, 
should, perhaps, have been pale 

with the fear of death. But he wasn't ; 
not because he failed to realize the im
minence of death, but only because he 
was the kind of man for whom death 
held no terrors. 

His hands were securely bound. So 
were his feet. And a strong rope 
stretched about his middle and around 
the back of his chair held him fast. 

There was a quizzical half smile on 
his face as he watched the two men 
who had him prisoner. 

Those two men were dissimilar in 
build-one short and heavy, the other 
tall and slim-yet seemed brothers in 
thought. They were both flashily 
dressed, both furtive, both on edge. 
And both restlessly waiting. 

They were waiting for the death of 
the man in the chair. 

Holly spoke to the short, heavy one. 
227 
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" Crest," he asked, " how long will 
I have to wait ?" 
" How the hell should I know ?" re

torted Crest irritably. " Until Starke 
gets here. That's all I know." 

Holly turned his head toward the 
tall, slim one. 

" How about you, Stone ? Can you 
give me anything more definite ?" 

Stone scowled at him. 
" I dunno," he said. " When Starke 

gets here, you get croaked, see ? That's 
all I know. Maybe twenty minutes, 
maybe thirty, I dunno." 

" So we have to wait for Starke ?" 
repeated the man in the chair. . Crest sat down in a chair opposite. 
The tall man, Stone, continued pacing 
impatiently up and down the well-

there, and a garage, and a livery 
stable." 
Crest laughed hoarsely. Then there 

was silence. A very deep silence. Si
lence seemed to hang about Holly's re
treat in the woods like a tangible thing. 
That was, perhaps, why Holly went 
there, alone, whenever he could. He 
was the ' kind of a man-reflective, 
whimsical-who appreciated silence. 
But the other two didn't like it. 

They were not reflective, and far from 
whimsical. They were impatient, ir
ritable, morose, anxious to finish the 
job and get away. Still, they were 
watchful. Sitting down or pacing 
about, their eyes never left Holly, 
bound as he was, for more than a brief 
moment. 

furnished room. " I  wish we could plug you now," 
" Sure," Crest went on. " Starke blurted Crest, suddenly, staring at 

said to tie you up good. And he would · Holly. " And then beat it. I don't 
come over from Shattuck as soon as like this dump." 
he could make it and croak you." " Yeah," muttered Stone. " But 

" Well," ventured Holly, " he should Starke said to wait until he got here." 
be here before long, surely. It shouldn't " Too bad you're kept waiting," re
take him long to get here from Shat- marked Holly. " Anyway, there's 
tuck." nothing to worry about, is there ?" 

" I  dunno," growled Crest. " The " Hell, no," said Crest. " But I don't 
sooner the better." like this dump." 
" Yeah," put in Stone. " The sooner ·He paused, shot a suspicious glance 

the better. This dump gives me the at the man in the chair. 
willies." " Starke said you'd be all alone. Y ott 

" It is rather a lonely spot," agreed are, ain't you ?" 
Holly, with a smile. " Three miles off " Almost," said Holly. 
the highway, and four miles along the " What do you mean, almost ?" 
highway to Shattuck, which is the near- " Well," said Holly, " so far as I 
est town." know, there's no other human within 
" Yeah," said Stone again. " It miles. But I've got a horse out in the 

gives me the willies. The bright lights stable. His name's Tommy, and I'm 
for me !" very fond of him." 

" At that," commented Crest, " it's a " A  horse, huh ?" said Crest, visibly 
fine place for bumping a guy off. No relieved. 
one around to butt in, or nothing." " Yes. A horse named Tommy. A 
" What did you call Shattuck ?" black horse. I ride him about the hills 

asked Stone derisively. " A  town ?" a good deal." 
" Well," said Holly, " there's a store Holly's tone was gentle as he spoke 
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of the horse. Evidently he was senti
mental about horses, Tommy in par-
ticular. 

" Yeah," said Crest. " Well, you 
ain't gonna ride him no more." 

He said i t  savagely. Not that he 
had anything personal against either 
Holly or his horse. But he had a job 
to do. And he was anxious to do it, 
an.d get away from there. 

" By the way," said Holly, " how 
will Starke come here from Shattuck ?" 

Crest laughed. 
" Well," he said, " he won't ride no 

horse. He'll come in his car." 
" Then he shouldn't be long." 
" Naw." Crest 1 a u g  h e  d again. 

" When you hear that car stop outside, 
you can figure· you got about two min
utes to go !"  

II 

THE information seemed to pro
duce no noticeable consternation 
in Holly. True, he was thought

ful. But he was usually thoughtful. 
He studied the rope that was biting 

into his wrists. 
Then he gl<tnced up at the clock on 

the mantel. I t  was within three minutes 
of midnight. Not that it made any 
difference. 

" D id you notice," he asked Crest, 
" what kind of a night it is, before you 
came in ?" 

" I'll say I did," growled Crest. " It's 
a dirty night. Dark as hell. You ain't 
expecting no one, huh ?" 

" No one," said Holly. " No one
except Starke." 

" Yeah ? Well, he'll be along pretty 
quick now." 

" I might have known he'd try some
thing like this," Holly mused. 

" Starke is a tough baby," said Crest, 
tolerantly enough. " If a guy crosses 
him, he bumps the guy off." 

Holly chuckled. " I crossed him, all 
right." 

Crest looked at him with some in
terest. 

" I dunno," he said. " Starke didn't 
say nothing much about that. He just 
said to grab you and hold you until  he 
got here." 

" I  can understand that," smiled 
Holly. " He was half expecting me 
to leaYe here this evening. And there's 
no better place to kill a man than right 
here." 

" Yeah," said Crest. " It 's  a great 
place for bumping a guy off." Again, 
he paused and looked at Holly curious
ly. " Ain't you the guy that's been 
making trouble for Starke ?" 

Holly nodded. 
" I suppose I have. At least, I 've 

been investigating corruption in city 
affairs, the police department in partic
ular. And Starke seems to be the 
moving spirit behind a lot of it. He 
doesn't seem to like what I 've been 
doing." 

" Like it !" Crest cackled. " Why, 
when a guy does like you been doing, 
there ain't nothing to do but bump the 
guy off." 

" At that," said Holly, " I  suppose 
it's not so much what I've done already, 
as what I would probably do in the 
future." 

" Yeah ?" 
" 0 f course. There's the Grace 

Arlen case, in particular." 
" Grace Arlen ? The broad that got 

croaked the other day, huh ?" 
" The girl was to have been an 

important witness. But she was shot 
to death a few days ago." 

" \Vhy, sure." Crest knew all about 
that. To him it was clearly a matter 
of course that she should have been 
killed. " Yeah, she got plugged."  

" And I had evidence," Holly went 
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on, a trifle grimly, " that Starke was 
responsible for the killing." 

" Yeah ?" 
Crest grinned at that. The news 

didn't surprise him in the least. 
" Yes," said Holly. " \Vell, I sup

pose Starke concluded that it  was either 
him or me." 

" Why, sure," said Crest. " It was 
him or you. And he beat you to it." 

The tall man, Stone, stopped his 
pacing long enough to speak. 

" He oughter be here pretty quick 
novv." 

Holly looked at the clock. It was ten 
minutes after midnight. .. 

" Yeah," said Crest. " Starke ought 
to show up pretty quick nov:." 

" By the way," queried Holly, " how 
is it that Starke didn't come with you ?" 

" I dunno," said Crest. " I think he 
had to see a guy in Shattuck. But he 
wanted to be sure you didn't beat it, 
see, so he sent us ahead." 

" Wanted to see some one in Shat
tuck, did he ?" 

" That's what he said." 
Crest, obviously, didn't care about 

that. I t  was a matter of no conse
quence to him what Starke was doing. 
Crest had a job to do, would get weil 
paid for it, and that was all that con
cerned him. 

Holly's tall form, stretched out in  a 
reclining position, was motionless. To 
move either hands or legs meant only 
the cutting of the ropes deeper into 
his flesh. He stared at the ceiling for 
a little while. 

" One thing worries me," he !'aid 
presently. 

" Yeah ?" said Crest, grinning. 
" Yes. What will h a p p e n  to 

Tommy ?" 
" Tommy ?" 
" My horse. There's no one here 

to take care of him. There probably 

wouldn't be any one else around here 
for days, perhaps weeks. He couldn't 
get out of the stable. There's some 
feed near him, but no water." 

" Well, said C r e s t, indulgently, 
" maybe we could plug him, too." 

" Maybe that would be the best," 
said Holly. " Still it's too bad. Tommy 
is still young-good for a lot of years, 
yet., 

" Hell," laughed Crest. '' You are, 
too, ain't you ?" 

" Yes," admitted Holly. ' '  But there 
doesn't seem to be much chance of my 
living them out." 

" Naw," said Crest. " Not much. 
Not the way Starke feels. I dunno 
much about it, but he sure is sore at 
you." 

" I can stand it," said Holly, rather 
curtly, " but I hate to think of Tommy 
suffering." 

" Well," said Crest, amused, " I 
dunno. Maybe Starke will stick you on 
the horse and then plug you both at the 
same time." 

He laughed heartily at his own wit. 
" I'm afraid not," Holly said. " Not 

Starke. He'd be afraid I might get 
away on a horse." 

Stone was still pacing up and down. 
Occasionally he stopped to shoot a 
vicious glance at the man in the chair, 
as if he had half decided not to wait 
for Starke. 

" This dump," he grumbled, " gives 
me the willies. " 

III 

FOR a few moments there was 
silence again. Crest, much more 
talkative than his partner, Stone, 

was nevertheless uncomfortable, nerves 
keyed up. This house of Holly's, miles 
back in the wooded hills, was depress
ing. Apparently he found chatting 
with Holly helped to soothe him. 
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But there was no soothing Stone. 
The tall man strode up and down, up 
and down, incessantly. 

Holly himself seemed calm, at least 
on the surface. Death was coming to 
him, fast. It was on the way from 
the little town of Shattuck, in the 
person of the underworld king, Starke. 
But Holly's nerves were like fine steel ; 
sensitive, yet resilient ; yielding, yet 
unbreakable. 

It was Holly, in fact, who kept the 
conversation going. 

" I  suppose,'' . he ventured presently, 
" that Starke had to call on Watson." 

" Huh ?" said Crest. 
" I said, that I suppose Starke 

stopped to call on \Vatson." 
" Watson, huh ?" said Crest. " I  

dunno that guy." 
" Watson has a country place just 

outside of Shattuck. He's supposed to 
be a friend of mine." 

" A pal, huh ?" chuckled Crest. 
" That pal stuff is sure a Iotta hooey." 

" Anyway," Holly continued, " vVat
son was supposed to be a friend of 
mine. He was working with me on 
the girl case-the girl who was killed. 
Apparently, )1owever, he is tied up with 
Starke." 

Crest shook his head, as if pitying 
Holly for his simplicity. 

" Yeah," he said. " Starke's got all 
kindsa guys working with him. He's 
a smart mug, Starke is ." 

Holly continued to stare at the 
cei ling. 

" Yes," he said. " And the question 
is, \vhy should Starke want to call on 
Watson to-night ?" 

" \Nhy, I dunno about that," said 
Crest. 

Holly's glance left the ceiling, rested 
in grim amusement on the short, heavy 
man in the chair across from him. Of  
course Crest wouldn't know about that. 

Crest knew only that Holly was to be 
bumped off, and he was there to help 
do the job. 

But if Crest didn't know, Holly 
himself knew, and he proceeded to ex
plain. 

" \ Vell, you see, vVatson was sup
posed to be a friend of mine. He 
worked with me collecting the evidence 
in the girl case. Starke will want that 
evidence, and he'll presume that \Vat
son may know where it is ." 

" Evidence, huh ?" said Crest, not 
very much interested. 

" Yes. The gun, particularly. The 
gun that was used to kill the girl. You 
remember that i t  couldn't be found at 
first. But we found it-to-day. Three 
shots le ft in it. And it gives us a prac
tically complete case against Starke." 

" You found the gun, huh ?" 
" Yes. And Starke will want to get 

it. He doubtless went to ·watson to 
find out where it is." 

Crest yawned. 
Stone again stopped his pacing long 

enough to speak. 
" It's about time Starke was getting 

here. This place gives me the willies." 
" It  sure is." agreed Crest. " Any 

minute now." 
Stone resumed his pacing. For a 

little while no one said anything. But 
silence was the one thing that disturbed 
Crest ; he was all right as long as there 
was conversation. 

" So you found the gun that croaked 
the broad, huh ?" 

" Yes," said Holly. " And Starke 
\Yill want that." 

'' \Veil," laughed Crest. " It's a 
cinch it ain't on you."  

He and Stone had thoroughly frisked 
Holly. 

" No," smiled Holly. 
" But mayue you got it around the 

dump here, somewhere, huh ?" 
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" Maybe." 
" But you ain't saying, hu� ?" 
" Not just now." 
" Aw, well," Crest said comfortably, 

" I  guess Starke can handle that ." 
" When he gets here, eh ?" added 

Holly. 
" Yeah. 'vVell, he won't be long. 

Pretty soon you'll hear his car stop
ping out front here-and that'll be the 
time." 

" I suppose so," said Holly. " But 
do you think Starke will take care of 
Tommy ?' ' 

" Tommy ?" 
" Yes. The horse." 
" Oh, the nag ! Well, I dunno about 

that. I don't think he cares much about 
horses. " 

Holly shook his head, sadly. It was 
clear that the fate of the horse dis
turbed him. 

" You're a kinda funny guy," Crest 
went on. " Worrying about a horse ! 
I f I was you, I'd be the guy ,I'd worry 
about. Not that it'd do much good." 

Holly looked at his bound hands and 
legs, and wryly nodded agreement. The 
tall man, Stone, pacing up and down, 
had evidently followed the sea for a 
while, and knew something about 
knots. 

" No," Holly began, " I  don't sup
pose-" 

He stopped abruptly, listened. Stone 
stopped his pacing, and listened. Crest 
sat up straight in his chair. 
Outside the house there was the 

sound of an automobile stopping. 

IV 

C
REST grinned cheerfully. Even 
Stone brightened. P r e s e n t 1 y 
there was the tramp of footsteps 

in the hall. The door opened, and a man 
came in. He stopped just inside the 
door and coolly surveyed the scene. 

An impressive man, this Starke. He 
was heavy, yet moved lightly. He wore 
his expensive clothes carelessly. Sharp 
features set in a broad face-a face 
frankly predatory, relentless, cruel. 
Even his two men, Crest and Stone, 

betrayed a certain uneasy alertness in 
his presence. Holly's face, heretofore 
quite pleasant, grew rigid and stern. 

In dead silence, then, Starke ad
vanced into the room. He paid no at
tention to his gunmen, beyond a mere 
glance. He made straight for Holly, 
stood in · front o f him, and regarded 
him without remorse, without pity. 

" What about the gun ?'' he snapped, 
abruptly. 

Holly gazed at him, unwinking. 
" What gun ?" 
" You know what gun," Starke 

cracked his words out like pistol shots. 
No wonder his man, Crest-and all the 
others, for that matter-had full con
fidence in his ability to get what he 
wanted. 

" Of course I know," said Holly, 
slowly. " You mean the gun that took 
the life of young Grace Arlen." 

Not a muscle of Starke's face 
moved. 

" You know what gun. 'vVhere is it ?" 
" Didn't you ask 'vVatson ?' ' coun

tered Holly. 
" I  did. He knows that you have it. 

But that's all ." 
The smile that came to Holly's face 

was almost pleasant again. 
" Is that all he could tell you ? It 

took you a long time to find that out. 
Your men have been waiting impatient
ly for you. They don't like my place." 

" Watson was not at home when I 
got there. I had to wait until-" 

Starke stopped quickly. He was not 
in the habit of making explanations, 
and this one had been surprised out o f 
him. 
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" Never mind that," he said least for a moment or two. Starke 
brusquely. " The gun-where is it ?" turned to him again. 

Holly shrugged. " Why should I " All right. Where is it ?" 
tell you ?" " I'll tell you," Holly amended with 

Starke looked him over, calmly, de- a smile, " on ·one consideration." 
risively. " Name it . . , 

" You don't seem to be in a position " I've got a good black horse out in 
to refuse anything," he sneered. the stable. His name's Tommy." 

" And you," retorted Holly, " are " What about it ? ' '  
not in a position to demand anything. " " vVell, there's no one here to tak� 

" No ?" care of him. I don't like to leave him 
" No. Now, suppose I refuse to tell unprovided for.' ' 

you ?" Starke's lip curled contemptuously. 
" You know the answer to that ." " Well ?" 
" I do. You'll kill me. But you in- " Take care of Tommy ?" said Holly 

tend to do that, anyway. You can't quietly, " and I 'll tell you about the 
kill me any deader for not telling you." gun.' '  

Starke flushed angrily. It didn't take Starke a second to 
" No. But I can ki II you quicker !" decide that. 
" Not enough quicker to make any " All right. I'll do it. No•v, about 

difference," said Holly, indifferently. the gun ?" 
Starke stared down at him, his " You'll need it badly," Holly 

black eyes merciless with hate. Then parleyed. 
he turned to his gunmen. " 'vVell, where is it ?" 

" We'll do the job right now," he " And I 'vant to be sure that you'll 
barked. take care of your end of the bargain 

" Okay," said Crest. before I 'll tell you. "  
" Can't b e  too soon to suit me," Starke nodded impatiently. He  

growled Stone. " This place gives me understood. Holly wanted a guarantee. 
the willies." " If Tommy were turned loose," 

" You two," Starke went on rapidly, Holly went on, " he would know where 
" can plug him a.s he sits there. We'll to go." 
untie him then, and take him out and " We'll turn him loose," said Starke. 
ditch him where they won't find him " Show me the gun." 
very easily. '' " I'd have to turn him loose myself. 

Already Crest and Stone had taken Or, at least, I'd have to be present." 
automatics from their pockets. They Three seconds of thought and Starke 
were ready to fire, waiting for Starke motioned to Crest and Stone. 
to give the word. " This guy," he said, " seems awful 

And Starke was about to give it. anxious to see that horse. Maybe he 
" Just a minute, Starke," put m ain't got a horse. Maybe i t' s  a trick. 

Holly. You boys go out and take a look at that 
But Starke paid no attention to horse, and make sure there ain't 

him. He was not the kind to hesitate. nothing phony about it. I'll keep him 
" I'll tell you about the gun," Holly entertained while you're gone.'' 

went on quickly. Reluctantly, Crest and Stone started 
That was enough to delay Starke, at toward the door. 
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" It's m back of the house," Holly 
said. " You can't  miss it. But you 
better light that lantern there to see 
by. And don't get too close to Tommy. 
Tommy doesn't pay any attention to 
strangers. He doesn't bother about 
anybody but me. He'd just as soon 
step oil you as not. So don't go too 
close. " 

This did not seem to reassure Crest 
and Stone any. Stone took down the 
lantern and lit it. Then they closed the 
door behind them very slowly. 

vVhen they were gone, Holly turned 
to Starke. 

" I'm playing straight," he said 
quietly. " You turn Tommy loose and 
I ' l l  show you where the gun is hidden. 
I think a lot of that horse. He's a 
well trained, valuable horse, and it 
would be a shame to let him die ." 

" Yeah," sa.id Starke. " I f there 
really is a horse there we'll turn him 
loose, don't worry. After that i t's  up  
to h im what he  does with himself. We 
ain't gonna lose any sleep worryin' 
over a horse."  

" No," Holly agreed. " I  guess a 
horse doesn't mean much in your life
but I like horses." 

The door opened and Crest and 
Stone came in, visibly glad to get back 
in the house a.gain." 

" Well ?" demanded Starke. 
" There's a horse there, all right," 

Crest said. " A big horse. We went in 
and looked at him. But I don't like this 
fooling around." 

" Never mind what you like," Starke 
said. " Sure there wasn't nothing but 
a horse there ? Nobody -hiding or any
thing like that ?" 

" N  aw," Stone said, a bit disgusted
ly. " We looked with the lantern. 
Only a horse. A big horse." 

" All right, then," Starke said de
cisively. " We'll let you turn him 

loose. I guess you're on the up and 
up, all right." 

" Thanks," said Holly. 
" Unbind his feet," said Starke. 

" Let him loose from the chair. Keep 
his wrists tied." 

Crest unbound his feet. Stone re
leased him from the chair. 

" This place gives me the willies," 
muttered Stone. 

Wrists still tightly bound, Holly got 
up, stretched. In a few moments they 
were leaving the house, walking across 
a cleared space in the ·woods a distance 
of about a hundred feet toward the 
stable. 

Crest and Stone pressed close to 
Holly, covering him with automatics. 
Starke was near them, carrying a lan
tern. Low clouds concealed the stars. 
It was chill and damp. 

The door of the small stable was 
fastened, but not locked. They trailed 
in. Only one of the three stalls were 
occupied. 

" Steady, Tommy," said Holly. 
The horse, aroused by their entrance, 

rose up from the straw. He looked 
inky black in the dim, flickering light 
of the lantern. In obedience to his 
master's voice, he stood still, a splen
did, vibrant animal. 

The door through which they had 
come had been left open. 

" You can't get Tommy out ?" Holly 
told Starke, " unless you open both 
doors." 

" Both doors ?" 
" Yes. vV e came through the south 

door. Directly opposite-on the north 
side-is another door. The passage 
here runs from one door to the other. 
You'll have to open the north door, 
too." 

Stone, at a decisive word from 
Starke, walked down the passage and 
opened the other door. 



" SHOW ME THE GUN !" 235 

Starke spoke sharply to Crest. 
" Drive him out !" 
Crest was a little bewildered. He 

didn't know much about horses. 
" Come on outer there," he m

structed Tommy, presently. 
The horse stood perfectly still. Crest 

swore, got in the stall beside the horse, 
pushed on him. 
" Get the hell outer-" 
But he didn't finish. Tommy swept 

his . rear sideways, and Crest was 
crushed against the side of the stall. 
Then Tommy swung back into place 
again, and remained motionless. 
Crest got up, painfully, sidled cau

tiously out of the stall. 
" Why not just plug him ?" he 

whined to Starke. 
Instead, Starke turned to Stone. 
" Drive him out !" 
Stone hesitated. He, too, was un

familiar with horses. 
" You'll have to let me do it," put 

in Holly, with a chuckle. 
Starke had evidently preferred to 

have his own men turn the horse out, 
in view of the possibility of a trick 
· if Holly did it. However, what Holly 
might accomplish thereby was not 
apparent. Too, Starke was in a hurry. 
" All right," he agreed. 
They all stood back against the wall, 

to allow the horse room enough to 
swing out of the stall and down the 
passage. Holly was between Crest and 
Stone. The light from the lantern, 
held by Starke, played most on Holly, 
Clearly outlined his hands held in 
front of him, his wrists still securely 
bound! 

" Tommy," called Holly, gently. 
The horse at once swung about, 

faced his master. His glowing eyes 
were fixed upon Holly. 
" Tommy, take a canter," said Holly. 
The horse obeyed the simple com-

mand at once. With not an instant's 
hesitation, he turned his nose toward 
the south door, thumped rhythmically 
down the passage, out of the door into 
the darkness beyond, picked up speed 
rapidly. 

For just one brief moment there 
was silence. A silence that was cut 
like a knife by the sound of Starke's 
metallic voice. 

" The gun !" he said to Holly. 
" Where is it ?" 
" Why, it's right here," Holly said 

promptly. 
" Here ?" 
" Yes. Here in the stable." 
" Show it to me !" 
Holly sighed. 
" How impetuous you are !" he ob

jected mildly. " Now, 1-" 
" Show me the gun !" raged Starke. 

" I could find i t, in time, without your 
help. But you promised-" 
." Very well," said Holly. 
He stepped across the passage to

ward the stall, the others watching him 
warily. As he reached it he turned and 
faced them. 
" You see," he explained, " I wanted 

to be sure that the gun was safe. There 
was no place of concealment in the 
house that Watson didn't know about. 
I had begun to suspect him, so 1-" 
" Never mind that," cut in Starke, 

exasperated. " Get me the gun !" 
But Holly went on doggedly. 
" And I knew that it would be safe 

here in Tommy's stall. In the first 
place, any one looking for it would not 
be likely to look here. And in the sec
ond place, Tommy would not allow-'' 

Holly broke off abruptly as Starke, 
with Crest and Stone, stepped away 
from the wall into the middle of the 
passage, threateningly. 

Without a word, Holly turned about 
again and went to the far corner of 
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the straw-covered stall. He knelt in  
the straw. His wrists were so tightly 
bound that the blood had almost ceased 
to flow in his hands. But his fingers, 
although numb, were free, and with 
them he raked about in the straw. 

Starke put the lantern down in the 
passage. He, too, drew an automatic. 
He, Crest and Stone, all waited with 
weapons drawn. 

" I give you ten seconds !" he called 
briskly to Holly. 

" Ten seconds," Holly called back, 
" is nothing to me. I 'm only showing 
you the gun because I promised-" 

From · somewhere outside came the 
clatter of horse's hoofs. Tommy had 
cantered away out of the south door. 
These were coming toward the north 
door. 

" This dump gives me the willies," 
muttered Stone. 

" Look out !" yelled Crest, suddenly. 
But there was no time to look out. 
Through the north door, at a furious 

speed came Tommy. He swept along 
the passage like a great, black steaming 
ghost, wreaking havoc all the way. 
Along the passage and out of the south 
door again. 

Crest, squealing and cursing in an
guish, was trampled under foot. Stone 
was flung with terrific force against 
the wall, and lay where he fell, still 
and silent. Starke was the only one 
of the three to remain a menace ; 
pushed against the wall, he was kneel
ing on one knee, a little short of breath, 
but otherwise unharmed. 

The lantern had been bowled over. 
Even the shadowy outlines of the stalls 
were blackened out in the darkness. 

Holly was crouching in the stall. 
Starke was across the passage, not a 
dozen feet away. For a little while, 
neither moved, neither made a sound. 

But it was Starke's move, since he 
knew best his antagonist's position. His 

_automatic spattered out three sharp 
flashes. 

But he was blazing at the wrong 
corner. 

Holly, waiting for this, answered 
instantly. One shot. 

" Ah !" 
And that was all. Starke's form 

pitched across the passage. 
Holly walked out of the stall, and 

along the passage toward the door. 
There his fingers found a light switch
Starke had not known that the stable 
was fitted with electricity-and flooded 
the place with light. 

He walked back toward Starke, 
stood ov.er him grimly. Dangling from 
his fingers was a gun. 

" Here is the gun, Starke !" he said. 
But Starke did not hear him. 
Again, there was the pounding of 

horse's hoofs. Again, Holly spoke to 
Starke. 

" Tommy is taking a canter, Starke. 
He often does that-out the south door, 
around the house, and back through 
the north door-" 

But it was a waste of time talking 
to Starke, so Holly went to the north 
door to meet Tommy. 



Arson 
• 

the Jungle 1n 

" I'm no mining engineer. I'm a Secret Service man " 

When $200,000 in Big Bill$ Burned, but Only Charred "One$ " 
and " Twos " Could be Found- Well, It Looked Funny 

T
HE true story of this crime was perfectly, without a trace of accent. 
given me by Secret Service In- He passes freely as a citizen of the 
vestigator " Hartwell," some of United States, a Frenchman or an 

whose other adventures I have already Italian, as well as a Spaniard or a 
recorded. To give his real name would Latin-American ; and knows not only 
not only endanger his life, but \vould many local dialects, but also crook 
impair his usefulness to Uncle Sam and slang in four languages. 
would probably lose him his job. Hartwell is the last man in the world 
Furthermore, as the brother of a you'd suspect of being a Secret Service 
former president of a certain Latin- man. He's not piercing-eyed, lean or 
American republic is involved, fictitious in any way like Sherlock Holmes. On 
names must be used. the contrary, he's round-faced, stout, 

Hartwell is a truly extraordinary good-natured and cheerful, and an 
man, of Franco-American parentage easy mixer. He looks like a salesman, 
and born in Mexico. He has also lived business-man or contractor ; and this 
much among Italians. Thus he speaks helps him along. The underworld can't 
French. English, Spanish and Italian believe that such an easy-going, jolly 
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and friendly chap can be dangerous. 
This is one prime reason for his long 
record of brilliant success. 

So much, then, for Hartwell. Now 
his inside story of the famous $zoo,ooo 
Pay Roll Arson Case. 

in picking up any good properties that 
might be lying around loose. 

The last sennty-five kilometers I 
made along jungle trails on horseback 
in two days, and as I weigh close to 
two hundred and \Vas pretty soft from 
lack of roughing it for some time, it 

IN the fall of 1929, the big insurance was a mighty lame mining expert who 
concern known as Lloyd's reported one fine afternoon drew rein in front 
a heavy loss by fire. This loss was of the Hotel Encanto, at San Fulano 

that of a $2oo,ooo pay roll, all in de Tal. 
American bills, at the little town of I'll waste no time describing the 
San Fulano de Tal, in the banana town, except to mention three or four 
Republic of Equis Igriega, somewhere alleged streets, some banana palms and 
to the southvvard of the U. S. A.- coconut trees, plenty of pigs, poultry 
never mind j ust where. and buzzards, and a sufficiency of 

" All we know," they told me, " is maiiana natives in bare feet and dirty 
that the pay roll was consigned to the white cotton clothes. Also a store, a 
M e n  g a n  o Sugar Company, abQut town hall and a telegraph office, a time
twenty miles from San Fulano, to pay ·worn church, a few rurales in charge 
off both the office force and the field of a lieutenant, and a jail that looked 
hands for a month. The money reached like the last hoosegow in the world I'd 
San Fulano, all right. The night of its ever want to see the inside of.  San 
arrival, before it had been delivered to Fulano seemed to be suffering exten
the M engano Central, or sugar mill, . sively from hookworm and a lack of 
the post office burned up, and the insomnia. But the rifles of the ruralcs 
money was . lost-or so the Postal were 'Nell oiled, and the lieutenant was 
Department of the Republic has the a black gentleman with a wicked eye. 
honor to report. \Ve aren't making \Vhat you'd call a very bad hombre. 
any charge of crime, theft, arson, col- As for the Hotel En canto ( which 
lusion, or anything, but before we pay means Enchantment ) ,  the least said the 
the insurance we want to know what most eloquent. I 'Ye seen a good many 
it's all about. Now go to it." better ones of that type, but none 

I went to it. First of all, I got a worse. However, it was that or else 
list of the bills sent. There were so sleep with the scorpions out under a 
many fives, so many tens and twenties. palm tree, so I hired three beds and 
No ones or twos. All fives or better. got settled the best I could. 

· 

My trip to San Fulano is of no 
II importance, except to say ·that the .place 

was far up-country, away beyond the 

W
HY three beds ? Well, I'll tell 

terminus of even such narrow-gauge you. There was just one sleep-
and j erkwater railroads as that Spig ing room, with eight beds in it, 
republic boasted. I let it be casually at forty cents American a throw. I 
known, all the way, that my name was didn't want any Spig snoring close to 
Senor Alguien, atid I looked and me, on either side, so I took three beds 
dressed and talked the part of a mining and slept in the middle one, which set 
engineer from Mexico City, interested me back a dollar twenty a day. 
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I got cleaned up as well as I could, 
considering that there was no water 
except down at a pump in the patio, 
where horses and mules and various 
other kinds of live stock were quar
tered. Plenty of live stock in the beds, 
too, small but ambitious. That sort of 
thing, however, is  all in the game. I 
figured that i f  I didn't get punctured 
by anything bigger than a chinclzc, or 
B-flat, before I got through, I'd be 
sitting pretty. 

The grub-black beans, tortillas and 
empanadas or meat cooked in dough
was ladeled out to us in an alleged 
dining room where dogs and pigs 
wandered round, and chickens pecked 
on the tiled floor or even hopped on to 
the chairs and flew up on the tables, 
if not shoo'd off. The guests were 
rancheros, cattle-men and sugar-hands, 
and all that sort. But one of them was 
different, a priest n a m e d Padre 
Ninguno, and he was a good scout i f  
there ever was one. 

I introduced myself and chummed up 
to him right away, and spilled my little 
tale-how I'd been sent there by the 
Estrella Mining Company, from Mex
ico City, to look up abandoned mining 
properties, especially Indian mines. In 
a day or two we got as  thick as  two 
peas in a pod. Of course my being 
considered a mining man and 0. K. by 
the padre put me in right with every
body, and for the present nobody had 
the slightest suspicion of my real 
character or object. 

Well, I had my optics peeled, and 
sized up things pretty carefully, includ
ing the ruins of the burned post office. 
\iVhen Sunday came, I was mighty care
ful to go t o church and contribute 
liberally. The padre certainly thought 
I was the goods, and invited me to his 
house that afternoon. 

As I say, the padre was a regular 

guy, and we had a few refreshments, 
native style. Without seeming to steer 
the conversation, which was, of course, 
all in Spanish, none the less I managed 
to get it around to the post office fire. 
The good padre was glad to have some
thing to gossip about. 

" A  great calamity, serior," he ex
plained. " And what a fatality that so 
much money should have been in the 
building when it just happened to 
burn ! All due to a storm, too." 

" How so, padre ?" 
" \i\T ell, because of the storm, the 

steamer that was bringing the money 
wasn't expected to arrive at Rio Fan
goso that day. Don Jose Chanchullero, 
the paymaster at the Mengano sugar
central, had been waiting for the pay 
roll, but went away without it .  The 
steamer came in unexpectedly, and the 
registered mail pouch was brought 
here and put in the post office." 

" And then ?" 
" Then Lieutenant Guataquero in 

command of the rurales, gave a baiZe
a dance-at the town hall. It was his 
birthday, which he had forgotten 
about, but remembered just in time to 
organize the entertainment. Every
body went. Oh, a fine fiesta ! Rurales 
and all \vere there. Plenty of liquors, 
and roast pork and dulces, very fine ! 
I t  started at ten, that night, and was 
to last till morning." 

" Did the postmaster go, too ?" 
" No, sei"ior. That good man re

mained away, at the office, to guard the 
money. Don Mario Tiburon, his name 
is. He would not attend. Said his first 
duty was to protect the $zoo,ooo till he 
deliver i t  safely into the hands of  the 
central paymaster, in the morning. But 
alas, senor-" 

" vVell ?" 
" Alas, what mischance ! At two in  

the morning, when everybody was 
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dancing and making merry with the 
wine, the cry of ' Fire ! Fire ! '  was 
heard. Ay mi madre ! It was the post 
office that was burning ! The poor post
master had fallen asleep on his lonely 
vigil, while smoking a cigarette, and the 
building had caught fire. He woke up, 
stifled with smoke, just in time to save 
his  li fe. Though he got out, he was 
somewhat burned." 

" Too bad !" I commiserated. 
" Yes, seiior," agreed the padre. 

" We have no firemen, no engine. Noth
ing we could do availed to save the post 
office. It was burned flat, seiZor, with 
all the mail and everything. What a 
fatality, verdad!" 

" It surely was. And nothing was 
saved ? None of the money at all ?" 

" Very little, sefior. The ashes were 
searched when they were cool enough, 
but only a few charred pieces of bills 
were recovered. A very great mis
fortune, indeed." 

" Ah, well," said I, " no misfortune 
lasts a hundred years. How much 
money was recovered, and where is it 
now ?" 

" Only a few dollars, sefior. The 
postmaster has it all, keeping it for the 
government inspectors, when they 
come." 

" Haven't they been here yet ?" 
" Not yet, seiior. You know how it 

is, here. Always manana. But some 
day they will arrive. And when they 
do, the postmaster has all the recovered 
money to show them. A very brave, 
honest man is our postmaster. His 
burns are now, thank God, quite 
healed." 

I figured I'd got an earful, all right, 
and didn't want to ride luck any fur
ther than it would tote me without 
arousing suspicion, so I let the talk 
swing around to other subjects. But 
next day I drifted into the new post 

office-a plain, whitewashed shack 
near the jail. Americano cigarettes are 
the best small-change with which to 
get acquainted in all Latin-America, 
and I had plenty. It wasn't long before 
the brave Senor Tiburon, postmaster 
of San Fulano, was smoking cigarettes 
that even he, lazy as he looked, might 
have walked at least a kilometer for. 
Also, he was talking, showing me 
where he'd been burned, and every
thing. 

III 

THERE was no business, nothing to 
do but kill time-and mosquitoes 
and ticks-so we sat on a couple 

of goatskin chairs, smoking and 
chewing the rag. My Mexican accent 
got across, all right, and the post
master would have taken his bible oath 
I was a genuine Mexicano. It wasn't 
long before he was proudly exhibiting 
the fragments of charred bills that had 
so fortunately been rescued from the 
ruins of the post office. 

" Here they are, seiior," said he. 
" And do you think there is enough 
left of this money, so the Yanqui gov
ernment will redeem it ?" 

" Undoubtedly," I assured him, 
though I saw at once i t  would hardly 
be worth the trouble. The charred 
pieces could not have represented more 
than $1 so or $200, all told. And more 
interesting still, I saw that every piece 
was the fragment of either a one-spot 
or a two ! 

" Now then," I figured, when I'd got 
through with the good, honest post
master of San Fulano, " now then, 
we're beginning to get somewhere. The 
mail-pouch with the $200,000 came in 
unexpectedly. Friend Lieutenant, the 
black hombre, got up an impromptu 
fiesta and served plenty of aguardiente 
to all hands. He had all his  rurales at 

6 D  
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the shindig. The post office remained un
guarded, except by the postmaster. It 
caught fire from a ' cigarette . ' And 
the only pieces of bills recovered were 
ones and twos. Bueno !" 
The whole case was opening up like 

a clam in hot water. \Vhy were there 
no fragments of fives, tens and twen
ties ? That was the big question now ! 

I followed it up by exploring the 
country, all around about, for mining 
properties. On horseback and mule
back I trekked hither and yon, some
times putting up at fmcas or farms, 
again at sugar-centrals, or cattle 
ranches, or what have you. At last in 
a wretched little village named Pozo 
Negro I picked up a red-hot clue-an 
almost new American five-dollar bill. 
I saw this bill paid over the counter 

o f a posada, or inn. It was passed by 
a mulatto foreman of a sugar-mill. I 

offered this man a drink, got ac
quainted with him, asked him about 
mines, and next day went to see him 
at his central. There, at a little cantina, 
I treated him and some others, and 
paid with an American twenty. In 
change-among all sorts of queer 
chicken-feed, I got an American ten
spot ! 

Now things ·were turning up ! 
I beat it right back to my good 

padre, at San Fulano, invited him to 
dinner and then got down to business. 
Our table was out in a patio, where 
nobody could overhear us, and we 
talked in low tones. 

' ' See here, padre," said I, " I  might 
as well come clean with you. I'm no 
more a mining engineer than you are, 
but a detective, a Secret Service man 
from the United States, down here to 
trace the big robbery." 
" \Vhat robbery, seilor?" 
" That $2oo,uoo pay roll. ::'\m,· then, 

don't look surprised ! I happen to kno·w 
7 D 

that the fire was only a blind, to cover 
a robbery. I know all about it, except 
where the money is-what's left of it. 
Suppose I were to receive a little use
ful information, it would not be im
possible that a certain church in a cer
tain town not a thousand miles from 
here might receive a l ittle donation for 
a new building. A donation of, say, 
fi ve thousand pesos. 'Nell, father ?" 
The excellent padre considered a mo

ment, then sighed deeply. 
" l\ly son," said he, " much sorrow 

has lain on my heart, because of cer
tain matters that have distressed me. 
I have been wondering what to do ; 
been muy triste-very sad, eh ? And 
why ?" 

" Yes, why ?" I asked, feeling that 
the trail was getting hot, indeed. 

" Ah !  Rumors have been circulating, 
underground, about this affair, and a 
certain Mariposa. About a possible 
connection between them, sabe? I have 
felt that an investigation was needed, 
but by whom ? In this unfortunate 
country whom I could trust ? To whom 
could I communicate my fears ?" 

" It's a tough job, padre," I ad
mitted, " communicating anything in 
this republic. But I'm an Americana, 
and you'll be safe with me. As we 
say in our lingo, could you not spill 
a few beans ?" 

" Beans, seiior? \Vhat do you mean, 
beans ?" 

" It i s our way of saying, give in
formation. " 

The padre considered a moment, 
then made an uncertain gesture with 
his ancient, corded hand. He shook his 
head. 

" Were I to tell you anything, seiior, 
and were i t to- become-what you 
call ?-spi lled beans, that it was I who 
told, how long do you think it would 
be before I \\'Ould be one angel ?" 
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" Four minutes, perhaps. Maybe five, 
if  you had luck. However, whatever 
you tell me will be as if sealed in the 
tomb. I, too, want to live." 

He looked at me a moment. then re
marked : 

" More things than bread might be 
found in  the brazero of La Mariposa. 
in Las Pocilgas. To a good listener, 
few words." 
· I thanked him, and said no more 

about it. The trail was getting hot. 

IV 

I SAT down in the plaza and had a 
good smoke and think. A brazero, 
I knew, was a sort of brick bake

oven, usually built behind a native 
house. Las. Pocilgas was the name o f  
a small village about nine kilometers 
east of San Fulano. And how about 
La Mariposa ? That meant a butterfly, 
of course, but it might mean also an 
inn, or a woman. Anyhow, I was go
ing to find out. 

First thing I did was write to the 
chief of police at San Pedro-capital 
of the country-for a couple of Secret 
Service men to be sent me immediately. 
While waiting for them I did nothing 
but keep busy looking up old mining 
titles and such matters at the town hall. 
That very effectively killed any sus
picion that I wasn't a bona fide m ining 
engineer. Anxious days, those ! V>/ ere 
any leak to take place, or anybody get 
wise to me, what then ? A shot at 
night ; a dagger in the back ; a name
less grave i n  the jungle ! 

For once in my l i fe, I confess I felt 
a bit nervous. But luck stayed '.-vith 
me. and nothing happened. Four days, 
and the Secret Service men showed up 
-" mining engineers," like myself. We 
got acquainted and I told them what 
was doing. Next day we all three set 
out for Las Pocilgas on horseback. 

The rest of this case is short but 
lively. \Ve put up at a wretched little 
posada in Las Pocilgas, and wandered 
round looking the place over. I f  pos
sible, i t  was ten times filthier than San 
Fulano. Inside of two hours we'd lo
cated a lady by the name of La Mari
posa. Some butterfly ! Black as a spade 
flush, and sinister-looking, she lived in 
a thatched hut clown by a swamp at 
the far end of  the v illage. 

It took only a few drinks and a little 
gossip with the keeper of the posada 
to discover that La Mariposa was one 
of the sweethearts of the rural lieu
tenant, Guataer.uero, back there in San 
Fulano. That bad hombre, we learned, 
had several women scattered round in 
different villages, and this bouncing 
black butterfly was his favorite. Better 
and better ! 

Next day we closed in  on La Mari
posa. vVe fcund she had a brick oven 
i n  her back yard, all right, and that wa� 
what we wanted to get into. \Ve 
waltzed right  in on her, showed our 
badges, and started to excavate. About 
then the butterfly went into action. 
Tigress would have been a better name 
for her. She grabbed a machete and 
went to it. I never hit a woman be
fore in all my l i fe,  but I hit that but
terfly plenty-with a wine jug that r 
threw just in  time to save one of  m�· 
companions from becoming devilled 
ham. I knocked her for a row of  
goals. 

She went down. squawking, and we 
tied her up and gagged her. I f  we 
hadn't, she'd have raised the town 
about our ears, and the rest would have 
been just war. Vve weren't there fot· 
war, but to get the money. And ,,.e 
got i t, all right ! 

The way we ripped that brazero to 
pieces was a caution. What we found 
was plenty-a pottery ol!a, or jar, with 
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$ r 8s ,ooo inside it, all in fives, tens and 
t went ies . Reads like fiction, but it's a 
fact . I never saw so much cash in such 

a humble pot in all my born days. 
Only $r s,ooo had been spent, fixing 

people and paying off, and so on. The 
charred ones and twos, you see, had 
all been out of the conspirators' own 
pockets, and as they 'd counted on re
covering most of that, their expenses 
hadn't been heavy. The bi lls had been 
burned in such a manner that they 
could be redeemed, all right ; and the 
fact that the postmaster had " found " 
them all gave us a pretty good line on 
him. 

Leaving the butterfly 's w ings still all 
wound round with a hempen string, we 
slung the cash into our saddle-bags and 
heat it, pronto. We didn't stop for 
anything, you bet . Adi6s! And no re
turn t icket . If the natives had got wise 
to us, that would certainly have been 
one mighty unhealthy jungle . With 
only three of us, and vvi th that bad 
black hombre and the rest of them 
thirst ing for our gore-not so hot. 

To make it brief. we reached San 
Fulano in record time, paid our bill 
at the inn, announced that we had im
portant mining business elsewhere, and 
kept right on going. D idn 't stop
hv horse and narrow-gauge railroad
ti

-
ll we reached San Pedro. There we 

banked the $ 18s ,ooo safely, and I 
stepped out of the picture . It wasn't 
up to me to make any arrests. I simply 
had to unra,•el the case and get the 
com. 

The nat ional Secret Service people 
took up the case, from then on. In two 
days the bad hombre was pinched. He 
squealed, implicating the postmaster 
and the telegraph clerk. Between 
them, they let a still ' bigger. cat out of 
the bag-no less a cat than a brother 
of the president of the republic, who 
had been the brains and instigator of  
the affair, and was counting on fifty 
per cent of the loot. 

'l'he three lesser artists got ten years 
apiece ; and that, in a country like the 
Republic of Equis Igriega , is equiva
lent to a death sentence . 

" And the B ig Shot ?" I queried , as 
Hartwell's story came to a close. 

" \Vhitewashed," said Hartwell. " In 
view of his close relationsh ip to the 
president, what could they do about i t ?  
Some country !" 

" How about the good Padre Nin
guno ?" I asked. 

" Oh, he got his $s,ooo, all right. 
I 've heard, since, that he's built a classy 
new chu rch at San Fulano. But I've 
never been back there to see. I don't 
think it would be just what you migllt 
call healthy !"  



Murderer on Board ! 

Flaherty brought out a clasp knife from 
under the pillow 

By Lieut. John Hopper 

Three Red-Headed Men on Board, and One a Killer I 
But One Had Been Murdered, and Another Attacked-

T
HROUGH the muffled, monot- the hea\·y, foul air was oppressive with 

onous beat of the engines, the heat. It was, moreover, pitifully stale, 
slow strokes of a deep-toned having been taken in and out of many 

bell sounded faintly. Midnight, at sea. lungs. A small, yellow bulb beside an 
As the U. S. Army transport Shiloh iron ladder, leading through a hole to 
solemnly l i fted .and dropped in her the main deck above, cast a l ittle area 
silent passage through the ebony, trop- of sickly radiance. Stretching away on 
ical waters, silvered and greenish- all sides from this splotchy patch o f  
crested b y  the high, white moon, three illumination were dim, densely shad
hundred and fifty soldiers slumbered in owed forests of steel. They were the 
her hold. Three hundred of them were bunks, tier after tier of them, in which 
raw recruits, bound for service in Canal the soldiers slept. 
Zone forts. The other fifty were pre- The sounds of midnight possessed 
vious service men, soldiers returning to the place. Aside from the murmurous 
their posts in Panama after having rumble of the propeller shaft far down 
been on leave in the United States. next to the keel of the ship, whose 

Aft, where the men were quartered . constant noise was more felt than 
214 
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heard, there were snores, heavy breath
ings, and restless creakings of springs 
as men tossed in their sleep. 

Recruit Baxter, on the bottom bunk 
of a tier deep in the blackness of a 
corner of the hold, wooed sleep vainly. 
No matter how much he twisted and 
turned, he found slumber j ust as dis
tant as ever, the heat j ust as intense, 
the air as suffocating, and the mattress 
as lumpy. 

It was agonizing, he thought, to ·want 
to sleep so much, and yet not be able 
to. He stared up into the darkness, and 
envied the man in the bunk above him. 
His springs had not creaked in ages. 

Baxter resolutely closed his eyes 
again. '!'his time he would go to sleep. 
He certainly needed it. 

Hardly had he settled himself, how
ever, when a premonition leaped full 
grown into his mind that some one was 
close to him, peering down at : him, 
bending over him. With a jerk, his 
eyes unshuttered themselves. Only 
blackness above. 

He lay quietly for a moment, waiting 
and listening. Except for the thrust of  
the propeller and ·the snorings of sleep
ers all around him, there was no sound. 

Suddenly a grip of steel enclosed his 
throat. He writhed and twisted, and 
endeavored to cry out. But the fingers 
around his  windpipe tightened relent
lessly. His unborn cry reduced i tself 
to a desperate gasping for breath. 

His hands tore furiously at the arms 
and fingers of the midnight strangler. 
There was no doubt about the inten
tions of the unknown assailant. Murder 
was in his squeezing grip. 

Baxter was no weakling. Before 
enlisting in the army, his muscles had 
been hardened by years of , a man's 
work. This stood him in good stead 
now. He discovered that he was 
stronger than the person whom the 

darkness shielded. Desperation; always 
the best ally of a man fighting for his 
l i fe, spurred him to supreme effort. 
Slowly and surely, struggling against 
the time when his tortured lungs must 
collapse for want of air, he finally man
aged to loosen the terrible, constricting 
gnp. 

" Help !" he yelled. " Murderer ! 
Catch him !" 

Sounds leaped through the hold. 
A wakened men, startled, sat up in their 
bunks and called out. Then, after a 
moment of swiftly increasing disturb
ance, lights flashed in the ceiling, chas
ing the shadows to more obscure hiding 
places. Tousled-headed men, in tiers, 
blinked at one another. 

'' \Vhat's going on clown here ?" de
manded an authoritative voice gruffiy. 
-'' v\iho's making all the disturbance ?" 

All eyes turned toward the voice and 
saw the corporal of the guard descend
ing the iron ladder leading into the 
hold. He was known to the previous 
service men as Corporal Frank, a sol
dier who had served three years in 
Panama, and who now, after a leave 
in the States, was returning to his 
regiment for a second three years. 

The corporal walked swiftly to Bax
ter, who had climbed out of his bunk. 

" Somebody tried to choke me !" 
cried the recruit, tenderly fingering his 
throat. 

Frank looked at him with suspicion. 
" You've had a nightmare, Red ! 

\ Vho would want to choke you ?" he 
laughed. 

" Nightmare, huh ?" Baxter pointed 
to the harsh marks on his neck. 

" Goshamighty !" exclaimed an old 
soldier, who was leaning interestedly 
out of a near-by bunk. " Go tell the 
0. D. about it, recruity ! Maybe we got 
some nut on board ! No telling who 
he'll pick on next !" 
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The gray-haired old buck shivered 
despite the heat, and worriedly drew 
his red face, colored by uncounted 
thousands of tropical beers. back into 
his bunk. 

II 

W
HEREVER there are soldiers, 
there is a guard. Along with 
inspection, that important mili

tary function is never forgotten, 
whether the soldiers are in their forts, 
or merely transients on a transport. 
Each day at sea, usually late in the 
afternoon, guardmount is held, and a 
new guard takes over the various posts 
throughout the ship. There is the 
refrigerator to be protected from · un
gry raiding parties ; enlisted men must 
be kept from those parts of the ships 
reserved for officers. Recruits gener
ally furnish the rank• and file of the 
guard, while previous service men like 
Corporal Frank make up the noncom
missioned personneL Then, from the 
commissioned officers on board, one i=
designated to be the Officer of the Day. 
Captain Freeman, neat, despite the 

sultriness, in his well-pressed blouse 
and gleaming Sam Browne belt, wa,; 
the Officer of the Day. The lights in 
the ceiling of the 0. D.'s office up for
ward on the main deck brightened his 
silver-gray hair. Little, pleasant wrin- . 
kles gathered at the corners of his gray 
eyes as he talked to Sergeant Flaherty, 
who sat alongside the desk. 

Flaherty was an old noncommis
sioned officer, with many years of 
service. He had been back to the 
United States on leave, and was no\Y 
returning to his post in Panama. 

He was a portly man, and seemed 
to mind the all-pervading heat terribly. 
His woolen olive-drab shirt was open 
at the throat, displaying a little tuft of 
blond hair which topped his massive 

chest. \Vith a huge, khaki bandanna, he 
kept continuously mopping perspiratio11 
from his big, shining bald head. 
Captain Freeman went directly to 

the reason why he had summoned 
Flaherty from the sergeant 's cabins on 
the stern of the ship. 
" Sorry, Flaherty, to haul you out o f 

bed a t this hour of the night." Freeman 
glanced at his watch. ,; It's  after mid
t1ight," he added ruefully. 

He took a gray sheet of paper from 
the top of the littered desk and offered 
it to the sergeant. 
" Here. Read thi::;," he said grimly. 

" 'vVe have a murderer on board." 
Flaherty stared at the officer and 

then dropped his blue eyes to the paper. 

F S. ARMY SIGNAL CORPS 

RADIO .rviESSAGE No. 91 

Received : At Sea, April 29. 
To : Commanding Officer, U. S. Army 

Transport Shiloh 
Believe you have, among- troops on 

board, John Horning, wanted for 
double murder here. Description : 
Height, five feet seven inches ; weight, 
one hundred forty pounds ; red hair, 
blue eyes ; regular features and 
freckled complexion. German-Irish ex
traction. Request immcdiatc in forma
tion. 

EDWARD P. DOYLE. 
Deputy Commissioner, 

Department o f  Police, N ew York City. 

" It came in early this evening, ' ' 
Captaip Freeman explained. " I've 
been working on it ever since. But," 
he confessed wearily, a i t 's got me 
stumped ." 

A little twinkle lighted up his gray 
eyes. 
" You_ know the traditional army 

procedure, sergeant, when an officer i� 
stumped ? He calls in the best sergeant 
he's got. tells him the problem, ancl 
orders him to solve it. And usually 
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t hese sergeants manage to make good. 
l_,ord knows how they do it ,  hut they 
do." 

Sergeant Flaherty cussed in wardly. 
He knew what was coming. 

" So, Flaherty," concluded the cap
tain, " I 'm stuck, and you're it. The 
old army game, sergeant. You know 
t he problem. There's a murderer on 
board. Find him." 

Flaherty mopped his bald head and 
blinked. 

" Really, t h o u g h, sergeant," the 
officer smiled understandingly, '' you 
ought to do better tha.n 1. You've been 
in direct contact with the men. [You 
know them. And whatever investiga
tions you make won't cause as much 
suspicion. or embarrassment, as mine 
would." 

Captain Freeman's smile faded and 
his  manner became serious again. 

" This fellow Horning," he said . 
" must be a pretty bad customer. H ere's 
an accormt o-£ what he did. Rotten, 
and bloody as the devil. I got it out 
of one of the old newspapers lying 
around on board." 

Flaherty's blue eyes widened as they 
skimmed through the clipping. 

DOUBLE KILLING IN BRONX 

Husband and Wife Brutally Slain 

Brother-in-Law Vanishes--Money Qucu:rel 
Believed Motiile 

New York, April zo-Early this 
morning neighbors of Mr. and Mrs. 
Roy Davega found their bodies 
sprawled in death on the living room 
floor of their apartment. Bloody 
evidences were eve rywhe re of the des
perate and futile struggle Roy Davega 
and his yow1g and beautiful wife put 
up to save their lives from the un
known assassin. They h ad been brutally 
stabbed to death with some sharp 
weapon, apparently a knife or a dagger. 

N eighbors testified that during the 
ni�ht they had heard loud, angry 
,·oices issuing from the Davega. apart
ment. They did not, ho>l'ever, attach 
any more significance to these sounds 
than usual. They said that Davega 
frequently quarreled bitterly with his  
wife's red-headed brother, l ohn Horn
ing, who lived with them . . 

Horning had not worked in some 
t ime, and the police belien that the 
murders developed from a hot argu
ment OYer money. Supporting this  
theory is the fact that a valuable 
diamond engagement ring was taken 
from M rs.  Davega's body. From her 
husband also was taken a heavy gold 
good luck ring, containing a medium
sized diamond. No cash was found 
anywhere in the apartment. 

The pol ice arc now search ing for the 
tlaming-haired, bcfreckled brother, 

who has mysteriously disappeared. I t  
i s  believed that i t  will  be only a short 
time before-

Sergeant Flaherty ceased his reading, 
and li fted his bald head to stare into 
Captain Freeman's sober features. 

' ' You expect me to find this man, 
sir !" he exclaimed. 

··· I certainly do !" retorted the cap
tain grimly. " He's too dangerous to 
have around l-oose. He probably has a 
mad streak in him. , .  

The captain j erkily dabbed at h i s  
face with a handkerchief.  

' '  What i f  he should g-o completely 
mad..i' Sergeant, can you imagine what 
a man like that could do in a bold 
packed with unsuspecting soldiers ?" 

Flaherty mopped his head nervQusf:-•. 
and he emitted a l-ow whistle. 

'"' Phew, captain ! An army trans
port is no place to have a murderer 
loose. I t's too small .  Too many 
opportunities, should he suddenly de
cide to do some more killing. " 

" Exactly," agreed Captain Freeman, 
reaching for the pile of thin, white 
booklets on his desk. 
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" In this pi le ," he continued, " is the 
�erv ice record of e\'ery mc:n on the 
ship. Naturally I didn't run :lcross 
any labeled " Horning . . .  

The officer selected three iJCloldet�  
and turned back to Flahert , . . 

" Th i s  Horning must han: some 
brains," he commented, " eYen i f  he i s  
mad. Not enry man lw.\' ing but a little 
money, and desiring to escape the 
United States, would th ink to d1ange 
his name, enlist in the army, :tnd ask 
for foreign service. Once out of the 
country he could desert w hereYer and 
whenever he pleased."  

Captain Freeman glanced at the 
service records in his hands.  

" I f Horning is  on board, h i s  record 
must be one of these three. I've looked 
through all o f  them, but only three 
contain physical descriptions fitting 
the one we received by radio. A 11 three 
belong to recruits ." 

The captain focused his  glance to 
read the names typewritten on the 
covers. 

" The first recruit's name i ;;-'' 
At that moment the door leading 

from the deck into the office opened. 
Corporal of the Guard Frank and Re
cruit Baxter entered. 

Captain Freeman's gaze swept from 
Corporal Frank to the recruit and 
l ingered. His eyebrO\\'S l i fted, and he 
glanced obliquely at Sergeant Flaherty. 

" One of the recruits !" he muttered 
under his breath, tapping the serv ice 
re.cords at the same time. 

Sergeant Flaherty had already 
j udged as much. The soldier beside 
Corporal Frank had fiery red hair, 
which had a d i:;orclerecl look as though 
its  owner had just been roused out of 
heel .  An undershirt reYealecl muscular 
shoulders plenti fully sprinkled \Yith 
light  brown freckles. 

'· \\'hat's the t rouble, cc1rpora� o "  de-

mandecl the captain,  stz111g up Recruit 
Baxter's di sheveled appearance. 

' ' This man claims he was choked, 
sir ." 

" ·what ! "  cried the officer and the 
sergeant at the same instant.  They 
looked at Baxter and then stared at 
each other. 1-Iurderer on board ! 

" vVhat happened, man ?" cried Free
man, fascinatedly eying the livid finger 
marks on Baxter's neck. 

" I  was lying in my bunk, sir. I 
couldn't sleep, it was so hot and close. 
All of a sudden these hands came out 
of the dark and grabbed my throat. I f  
I hadn' t  been awake they would have 
choked me to death before I knew what 
was happening to me. As it  was, they 
nearly got me. But I managed to pull 
them away. Then they vani shed. I hol
lered for somebody to catch whoever i t  
was, but when Corporal Frank turned 
on the lights nobody was around. All 
the men were in bed."  

Captain Freeman turned to the cor
poral. Frank was a short, dark, wiry 
Italian. His black hair gleamed like 
patent leather below his campaign hat. 
His jet eyes.  glittering i n  the lights of 
the cei ling, returned the officer's gaze. 

" \iVhat t ime was this, corporal ?" 
" Just now, sir. I was going by the 

hatchway, on my way around to in
spect the sentries '011 post, when I 
heard a racket down below i n  the hold . 
I climbed cl0\\'11 the ladder, switched on 
the lights, and saw th i�  recruit  yelling 
his head off . · ·  

Captain Freeman nodded a t  Flahert�· 
to take charge of the questioning. 

" \Vhen did your sister get mar
ried ?" the sergeant shot at Baxter. 

Blue eyes met blue eyes, and invisible 
sparks �eemed to generate from the 
clashing. 

" I  ne\'er had a sister,' '  replied Bax
ter slowly. 
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After taking a final piercing stare, 
Flaherty waved his khaki bandanna. 

" All right ,"  he said . " you can go . . . 

III 

AFTER Baxter's departure, Captain 
.l"l. Freeman stared at the sergeant. 

" \iVhew !" he muttered. " \Vhat 
do you make of it, Flaherty ?' '  

" I don't know," replied the old 
soldier honestly. 

" Good Lord !"  breathed the captain, 
wiping his face again. " This i s  ser ious 
business, sergeant,' ' he added anxious
ly. " We've got to find that man
and find him quick ! Good Lord ! My 
head would be in a basket i f  there was 
a murder •on board . "  

" Corporal Frank," he  said bitterly, 
eying the noncommissioned officer of 
the guard, who stood nervously rub
bing his hands together, " you 're re
sponsible for this ! ' '  

Frank's eyes widened, and he fell 
back in astonishment. A tremor of fea.r 
Yibrated in his voice . 

" I, sir ?" 
' ' Y es, yott ! ' '  accused the officer 

savagely. " Didn't you bring me that 
cursed radio from the wireless office ?' '  

Corporal Frank smiled in relief, and 
ceased rubbing his hands, one against 
the other. 

" Yes, sir," he admitted, " but I was 
only doing my duty, sir. I w a s  told to 

take the message to the officer of the 
day." 

" I  know i t !" answered Freeman. 
" I was only joking, corporal . · ·  The 
officer frowned furiously. 

" By the way," he changed the sub
j ect abruptly, as a forgotten deta.il of  
duty occurred to  h im .  " Did yOtt in
spect the men's luggage, as I told you 
to ?" 

" Yes, sir. Right after I delivered the 
radio to you, sir. I gave each man's 

baggage a thorough examination. 
There i sn't a drop of liquor on board, 
sir ." 

" \Veil, that 's  one good thing, any
way !" grumbled the officer of the day. 
" I f they had had any booze they'd 
have been foolish not to have drunk 
it all before now. Silly, prohibition ! 
Must be upheld even on a ship in mid
ocean. Lot of damn' nonsense !" 

Sergeant Flaherty had been sitting 
quietly doing some thinking. He 
wished Corporal Frank would stop the 
confounded hand rubbing. It made him 
nervous. 

" Captain," he said, " you mentioned 
that there \\·ere two more men besides 
Baxter. vVho are they ?' '  

" Recruits Shelby and 'Winters," the 
officer read from the covers of the 
service records. 

" I'd like to see 'em," said Flaherty. 
" Something's fishy somewhere. \;v'hy 
should a red-headed murderer pick on 
another red-head to choke in the 
middle of the night ?" 

IV 

RECRUIT SHELBY stepped into 
the office with a frightened, wor
ried air. He had taken time to 

comb his rusty red ha.ir, which he had 
plastered down smoothly on the flap 
top of his lean, cadaverous fa.ce. His 
small, close set,  greenish eyes turned, 
with ratlike caution, from Captain 
Freeman to Sergeant Flaherty. 

The sergeant beetled his sandy eye
brows and hurled a question at him. 

" \Vhen 11·as your s ister born ?" 
" vVell," hesitated Shelby, staring ar 

the sergeant like a hypnotized sparro,,· 
returns the gaze of a snake, " one w a �  
born in I 900. Jane was born in, let me 
see-'' 

" How many sisters have you ?'' 
snapped Flaherty. 
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• ·  Three," replied Shelby sullenly. 
" Hump !" grunted the sergeant. 

' · Go back to bed." 
· •  He's a nasty customer, ' '  offered 

t he corporal ·of the guard, '"·hen Shelby 
had gone . 

.. What's that ?" demanded Flaherty 
�harply. ' '  How ?''  

Corporal Frank shrugged his 
shoulders. 

" He was in the big crap game we 
had in the hold this a fternoon. He 
lost all his money and accused Recruit 
\Vinters of shooting with loaded dice." 

At the mention of 'Winters's name, 
Sergeant Flaherty gave the captain a 
glance fro1'11 beneath lowered· eye
brows. 

" Winters was the big winner," the 
corporal continued. " The game broke 
up in a slugging match between Shel
by and him. The crowd parted them be
fore they got very far. Shelby threat
ened that he'd get W inters for the 
crooked dice, and he looked as i f  he 
meant it ."  

" Good night !" groaned Capta.in 
Freeman. " These red-heads wilr drive 
me crazy ! I'll never have another in 
my outfit again as long as I live !" 

\Vinters appeared next at the door. 
He was a. raw-boned soldier, who 
ambled rather than walked. He had 
neglected to bntsh his hair, which was 
bushy, and so dark as to be nearly 
brown. He seemed not at all disturbed 
by the midnight summons, and smiled 
familiarly, showing huge, buck teeth. 
A smear of freckles crossed the bridge 
of his bulbous nose and ended on his  
prominent cheek bones. 

Flaherty was about to shoot a ques
tion at him when Corporal Frank in
terrupted. 

" I shall go around and inspect the 
guard again, sir," he said to the officer 
of the day. 

Captain Freeman absently w aved his 
hand in permission. His mind was 
taken up with studying the recruit in 
front of him. Corporal Frank silently 
stepped out into the darkness of the 
deck and carefully closed the screen 
door behind him. 

" When were you in the Bronx last ?" 
demanded Flaherty sullenly, keenly 
eyi ng the none too intel ligent face of 
Recruit \.Yinters. 

" Well, sarge ' '-he showed all his 
buck teeth in a grin and drawled the 
answer i n  a nasal voice-" I didn't 
hardly ever go near the Bronx. It was 
kind o.f out of the way for us New 
Yorkers who lived on the East Side. I 
guess the l ast time I was there was 
when AI Smith ran for President. That 
was, now-" 

" That' s enough !" snorted Flaherty 
disgustedly. " AI Smith wasn't elected. 
I guess you know that ?" 

• '  I guess I do !" grinned Waters. ' ' I 
had to beat up a dozen guys on account 
\)f i t ."  

. . Al l  right ! All right ! Beat it  back 
to bed. "  

" Thanks, sarge ! Anything more. I 
can do for you . . . ?" 

Recruit vVi nters backed clumsily 
through the screen door. His hand 
l ingered on the jamb for an instant. 
Sergeant Flaherty glared at him, so he 
retreated hastily. 

" What do you think, sergeant ?" 
began Captain Freeman. 

Flaherty's chair h it the floor with a 
bang. Before the officer's startled eyes 
he charged for the door. 

· •  Holy smoke !" he cried over his 
shoulder. " I  must be getting paralysis 
of the brain, sir. Did you see that 
good-luck ring on Winters's finger ? It 
had a diamond in it, too ! I'll  get him 
back here and find out about that !" 

As Flaherty shot through the door 
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the officer seized the newspaper clip
pings on his desk The body o f  the 
murdered Roy Davega had been 
stripped of a. good -luck ring containing 
a diamond ! \Vas the slow-moving, 
dumb-looking \Vinters the killer ? 
Was it he who had tried to choke his 
red-headed fellow recruit, Baxter, in 
the stealth of night ? Why ? 

Mystified and worried, the of-ficer 
tried to sit stiil in his chair as he wait
ed for Flaherty to return with Recruit 
Winters. Perspiration speckled Cap
tain Freeman's face. If anything seri
ous happened while he was officer of 
the day, he would be in a tight spot 
officially. 

Sergeant Flaherty found the deck 
deserted. He hesitated for a mon:ent, 
somewhat surprised. He had expect
ed to see Winters's figure walking to
ward the stern of the ship. The re
cruit had hardly had time to gain ti :e 
aft hatchway and di sappear. 

Flaherty paused another moment V) 
drag the khaki bandanna from the hip 
pocket of his  breeches and mop his 
bald head once again. The tropical 
night was glorious. Tilted low against 
the horizon, a pattern of diamonds 
among the countless star j ewels scat
tered prodigally across the black vel
vet dome of the sky, was the Southern 
Cross. A cool sea breeze blew i n  
Flaherty's face. 

Except for the steady throb of the 
J)ropeller shaft, the ship was soothing
ly quiet. Practically no l ights gleamed 
anywhere on the transport, so the Shi
loh passed, gently swishing, through 
the sea and the night, like some lumi
nous creation through a black, silver
shot void. 

Flaherty "\vas tucking away his 
handkerchief  when the thought struck 
him that Winters, instead of going all 
the way to the stern, might have left 

the deck amiclship::: , where there was 
a staircase leading clown into the hold. 

Evidently that was what Winters 
had done. There might sti l l  be time 
to catch up with him before he reached 
the maze o{ bunks in the darkness of 
the hold. 

Hastening amidships, Flaherty 
found the passageway which led to the 
stairs descending into the hold. In 
another moment he was traveling a 
narrow, dimly illuminated corridor 
whose red-painted t1oor, broken occa
sionally by the high sills of bulkhead 
doors, stretched to the stern of the 
ship where the shadows of the sol
diers' sleeping quarters finally blotted 
it out. Recruit  \\'i nters was not in 
sight. 

The �ergeant was stepping over the 
sill of the last bulkhead door when his 
descending foot struck something 
which brought his heart to his throat. 
That which his foot had met was so ft ,  
and yet not wholly yielding. 

Flaherty's fingers trembled as they 
struck a match. \Vhen the flare o f  
light penetrated the bulkhead's shadow 
the sergeant's blue eyes widened and 
his lip;; parted �lowly in horror. 
Stretched out on the Aoor, face clown
ward, was the bod.Y of a soldier. The 
back of his vvoolen, olin-drab shirt  
was drenched with blood which, even 
as Flaherty watched, continued to ebb 
slowly from several wounds. 

Although the very attitude of the 
body, its outAung fists clenched i n  
cleath's hopeless grasp, told the ser
geant that the soldier was dead, never
theless Flaherty bent to turn him over.  

A strangled exclamation shot 
through the old sergeant's lips.  Here 
was the man he was seeking ! There 
was no mistaking the buck teeth, re
vealed by lips which had frozen parted 
after writhing in death agony. Acros� 
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the bulbou:; nose, the smear of freckles 
yellowish now in the pal lid face, stood 
out startlingly·. 

" Heaven protect us ! "  muttered 
Flaherty, rising slowly from the body. 
" \Vinters !" 

He stared up and clown the dim, si
lent corridor in fear. Somehow he al

most expected to see a sinister shadow 
ftit among gaunt stanchions and hulk
heads and hear a maniacal laugh in the 
ominous silence . Nothing moved any
where ; there was no sound save the 
muffled, continuous beat of the propel
ler shaft and the svvi shing of water 
against the side of the ship, coming 
through an open porthole near by. 

Fascinated, awed, full of horror, 
Flaherty's gaze returned. to the body. 
The mmderer had attacked again, not 
with his hands closing a windpipe, but 
with a savage knife ; not Recruit Bax
\er, but Recruit Winters-and this 
time he had been successful. 

Flahertv swallowed hard on the 
lump in his throat. Murderer on 
board 1 Ba:-der choked and Winters 
slain with a knife. Both red-headed. 

Then another thought smashed into 
the sergeant's brain and sent his gaze 
swiftly probing across the hands of 
the dead man. No sparkle, no dull 
gleam of gold rewarded him. The 
good-luck ring which \Vinters had 
worn on leaving the office \vas gone. 

v 

·FLAHERTY straightened as his 
· mind, dazed by this last discov-

ery, reeled dizzily througq a maze 
of contradictory facts developed in the 
past hour of this most eventful night. 
From the description given in the 
radio message, the murderer sought 
by the New York police must be one 
of three men, Recruits Baxter, Win
ters, and Shelbv. Unknown hands in 

the dark had attempted to strangle 
Baxter to death .  \Vinters had been 
struck down, evidently by a knife. 
That left Shelby . 

But \'Vinters had been wearing a 
good-luck ring, similar to the one 
stolen from Roy Davega' s body by 
John Horning, the brother-in-law. 
\Vhy did Winters' s  murderer take that 
ring from Winters's body ? \Vhy was 
Baxter choked ? Only one man of the 
-three, Baxter, Winters, Shelby, could 
be the murderer, John Horning. 
\Vhich one was it-the choked Baxter, 
the murdered Winters, or Shelby ? I f  
-\:Vinters were Horning, who killed 
him, and why ? 

Questions and c ross-questions lead
i ng to nothing. The more Flaherty 
ihought, the more mysti fied and com
vletely baffled he became . One thing 
he knew. \:Vinters 's murderer had to 
be found at once. Two men attacked 
in the space of an hour, and one of the 
t\:�,·o killed. A murdere r  on board, and 
apparently on a rampage of death . 
\Vho would be next ? 

That question spurred Sergeant 
Flaherty's wits. He would go into the 
hold. He wanted to see the sullen
faced Shelby again. 
· He was turning to go down the cor
ridor when his eye, glancing toward 
the porthole close at hand, caught a 
tiny, bril l iant  flash in the tropical " air 
catcher," a metal tube made in the 
·shape of a scoop and inserted in a 
porthole in order to deflect the breeze, 
made by the ship's passage, into the 
hold. His groping hand closed on a 
ring ! 

· With· fingers that trembled, he ex
amined it. A diamond scintillated in 
the center of a raised swastika. By 
match light the sergeant made out the 
initials engraved on the inner band. 
" R. D. "-Roy Davega. 
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As he handled the ring, Flaherty 
became aware that his fingers slid on 
its smooth, gold surface. By the light 
of another match he bent to find the 
cause and discovered that there was a 
thin coating of grease-like substance 
on it. For a second he looked at the 
ring curiously, and then he put it to 
his generous, Hibernian nose. His 
sandy eyebrows knitted ·perplexedly. 
From the greasy smear on the ring 
came a pungent odor, strangely fa
miliar, yet perversely baffling i n  its re
fusal to be catalogued. 

Finally, Flaherty stowed the ring in 
his pocket, cast one more look at the 
corpse, and turned to make his way to 
the stern where the soldiers slept. As 
he strode rapidly along, constantly 
glanci-ng all around, he reached · a con� 
elusion about the ring. The murderer 
of \i\finters had thrown the ring 
through the porthole, intending it to 
lie on the ocean's bed forever. Un
known to him, the ventilator had 
caught it. 
Flaherty found the hold in darkness 

save for the bulb that glowed dimly 
beside the iron ladder. Waiting for a 
moment until his eyes became used to 
their surroundings, he managed finally 
to make out the shadowy outlines of 
the numerous tiers of bunks whereon 
the men slept. His ears were keenly 
alive to sound, but all they heard were 
the normal noises of the night, the 
breathings of many sleepers and occa
sionally a brief, restless creak of 
spnngs. 
Then, suddenly, he caught another 

sound, the furtive squeak of a door 
being closed cautiously. It came from 
the opposite side of the ship, and in
stantly Flaherty knew its source-the 
'wash room. Some one had either j ust 
entered or left it. 
\i\fith his heart once more pounding 

in his massi \·e chest, the sergeant cut 
swiftly and .silently through a black 
aisle between tiered bunks. vVho was 
the softly stepping unknown, secretly 
opening doors in the middle of the 
night ? 

Only the closed door of the wash 
room, partially obscured by shadow, 
met Flaherty's gaze. Stepping inside, 
he found the place empty. A single, 
unsh9-ded electric bulb hanging from 
the middle of the ceiling showed only 
rows of white wash bowls against a 
wall, on which mirrors were fastened. 

Flaherty stared at his face in a mir
ror and was startled to find it drawn 
and strained. It seemed like another's 
face staring back at him, the blue eyes 
wide with the horrors and mysteries 
of the night. He cursed mentally, 
and wished fervently that mirrors re
tained · their impressions. Then they 
would reveal the face of the one who 
had j ust quitted the wash room and 
melted so swiftly and silently away. 

Flaherty's roving gaze hesitated at a 
wash bowl. Its top and sides were 
wet, eloquent signs that the bowl had 
been used recently. Drawing nearer 
to it, the sergeant's eyes widened and 
stared at that which streaked the un
drained splashes of water at the bot
tom of the basin. Blood ! Bright red, 
fresh blood ! 
\i\fith hammering pulses, Flaher ty 

·whirled and dashed for the door. He 
had j ust missed the murderer, who 
had undoubtedly visited the wash 
room to wash from his hands the gor�
evidences of his crime ! 
The hold •vas as unsuspicious as be

fore. Nothing moved, and the onl�
sounds vvere those made T)y the sleep· 
ers and the propeller shaft. 

Flaherty was moving to the \\'all to 
throw the S\Yi tch that would illuminate 
the place, when a tiny glow, deep i n  
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the wilderness of  bunks, appeared mo
mentarily and vanished. 

Padding like a big cat now, the ser� 
geant groped his way to the spot. He 
sucked in his breath at what he saw. 
The dark bulk of a soldier, apparently 
on his knees, ,.,·as bending over a trunk 
locker. His cupped hands carefully 
shielded a small flash light, whose 
beam was directed into the tray of the 
trunk. 

The soldier gasped as Flaherty's big 
hand dropped on his shoulder. The light 
went out, and he struggled viciously 
and silently against the sergeant's hold. 
But Flaherty's massive body was pad
ded with bands of muscle tough as 
steel, and harde9J)rl by years of regular 
army service and campaigning. 

Gradually he forced the unknown's 
arm behind his back, the old army hold, 
learned by Flaherty during the grim, 
relentless days of the Philippine lnsur� 
rection. The soldier moaned in pain 
as his shoulder bones cracked audibly 
·under the inexorable pressure that 
would break an arm unless the victim 
surrendered. 

And surrender he finally did, stand
ing motionless and silent in the dark. 
Still maintaining his punishing grip 
with one fist, Flaherty groped with his 
other hand for the light. Finding it, 
he pressed the button. In the glare was 
Recruit Baxter ! 

The recruit's white face was fixed in 
hard, defiant lines. His blue eyes 
gleamed steadily a n d inscrutably. 
Above his face, his red hair flamed in 
a disordered mass. 

" Baxter !" Flaherty's voice was 
low and hoarse in his amazement and 
susptcton. " \Vhat are you doing ?" 

" Nothing," replied the soldier defi
antly. " Let go of my arm ! You're 
breakin' i t !" 

Flaherty directed the beam oi the 

flash l ight into the open trunk locker. 
What he saw on the tray made him 
start violently. A blood-stained, white 
handkerchief was wrapped tightly in a 
small, compact bundle. Beside the 
handkerchief was a newspaper clipping, 
an exact duplicate of the one Captain 
Freeman had. Flaherty's gaze flickereei 
across the black headline : Double 
Kming in B,-onx. 

As he took up the handkerchief, he 
received another mental jolt. The 
blood stains were dry ! 

Unwinding the cloth, he extracted a 
black clasp kni fe, thick with blood. 

As he placed the gruesome articles 
into a pocket, he realized that the knife 
was surely not the one which had slain 
Winters. Blood did not dry that fast. 
But Roy Davega and his wife-

Flaherty now picked up the clipping. 
A grease spot on a corner of i t  focused 
his attention. Impelled almost by in� 
stinct, he l ifted the paper to his nostrils 
and smelled the spot. Faint, yet 
definitely distinguishable, came the 
same, pungent. exasperatingly familiar 
odor he had smelled on the ring. Again 
his memory strove to place it ,  and again 
.it failed. 

" Come on !"  he said grimly to Bax• 
ter, who had been silently awaiting the 
sergeant's pleasure, meanwhile watch
ing his ever? move ':vith tight, calculat· 
mg gaze. 

Flaherty turned the flash light to 
illuminate their way out of the morass 
of bunks. Its beam shooting along, 
picked suddenly out of the darkness 
the figure of a soldier leaning over a 
bunk on which another soldier was 
sleeping. 

Flaherty's heart leaped into his 
throat. Into his mind came a vivid 
picture of the strangling hands reach
ing out to choke Baxter earlier in the 
night. 
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The soldier straightened in a flash, 
and whirled full into the light. Flaherty 
saw the face of Corporal Frank, the 
corporal of the guard. · 

· " Prank !" he cried. " What are you 
doing ?" 

· 

" s.:.s-sh !" cautioned the corporal. 
placing a finger to his lips and looking 
down significantly at the sleeper. " It's 
Shelby. I was going around on my 
inspection tour o f  the guard when I 
heard the door of the wash room open 
softly.. I saw Shelby come out and look 
carefully all around him. His actions 
seemed suspicious, so I follow him. He 
put something under his pillow and got 
into bed. I thought I had better wait 
until after he got asleep to see what it 
was. I was just about to look, ser
genat, when you flashed the light on 
me." 

· 

Corporal Frank rubbed his hands 
nervously, and stared curiously at 
Baxter. 

Without waking the sleeper, Fla
herty's hand slid under the pillow. 
When it came out it brought with it a 
clasp knife wet with water. 

Flaherty stared at it under the bril
liant glare of the flash light. So that 
was what had been washed in the bowl 
in · the wash room ! :Flaherty studied 
it more closely. . At the edges of the 
knife, small drops of water still re
mained, and under minute inspection, 
these drops showed flecks of pink. 

What drew Flaherty's attention more 
were the traces of water on the black 
bone handle of the knife. They had 
the grained look of water on top of . 
greasy surfaces. 

Flaherty bent to smell. Again that 
faint, _ pungent, irritatingly familiar 
odor ! 

The sergeant's heavy hand fell on the 
sleeping man's shoulder, and when 
Shelby's green, close-set eyes popped 

open, he commanded, " Come on, 
Shelby ! Get dressed and come with 
us !" 

VI 

T
HE little office o£ the Officer of 

the Day was crowded. Captain 
Freeman sat at his desk, his con

fused, worried gaze turning from one 
to the other of the redheaded recruits. 
They sat side by side against the far 
wall. Baxter was sober-faced. Much 
of his defiance had vanished. Shelby 
dribbled with fear, his ratty eyes jump
ing wildly about the room. Flaherty 
himself sat in his former seat beside 
the captain's desk, while the dark-faced 
Corporal Frank, grave and awe-struck 
by the night's developments and the 
present proceedings, eyed the recruit� 
and their questioners in turn. 

The officer of the day shook his 
gray head dismally, and muttered at the 
man beside him. 

" Lord, Flaherty ! What a terrible 
thing ! Murder right here on board a 
transport ! I'll never hear the last of 
it ! Oh," he groaned, " why did it have 
to happen during m.y tour of guard ?" 

Flaherty mopped his perspiration
dotted bald head with the khaki ban
danna, and replied in undertone. 

" I  don't know, sir. But we've got 
the murderer here. I'm sure of that. 
But," he added lugubriously, " the 
thing is to pin him down." 

" Yes, yes, Flaherty ! Get to the 
bottom of the whole wretched, horrible 
business ! It won't look so bad to Wash
ington if we can clear things up. vVe've 
got to do it !" he concluded in desperate 
earnestness. 

Flaherty sighed. In some ways the 
solution seemed obvious, and in other 
ways it was wholly baffling. He had 
found Baxter with a knife clotted with 
old blood and a newspaper clipping de-
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�cribing the Davega murders. Surely 
t hose were strong evidences for the be
lief that Baxter was John Horning, the 
red-haired brother-in-law sought by the 
New York police. But then, the mur
dered Winters had had in his possession 
the good-luck ring of Roy Davega. 
And, who had attempted to choke Bax
ter to death in the middle of the night 
as he lay in his bunk, and why ? 

That Shelby had murdered Winters 
over a quarrel arising Gut of a gam
bling game seemed fairly logical, but 
what reason did Shelby have for 
removing the good-luck ring and 
throwing it through a porthole, evi
dently hoping that it would be lost ? 

Through everything, like the_ theme 
of a musical composition, haunting, 
mysterious, unsolvable, went the un
known, pungent, strangely familiar 
odor. With l inks more compelling than 
steel, it bound the three redheaded 
recruits together. It was on Winter's 
ring, on Baxter's newspaper clipping, 
on the haft of the kni fe found under
neath Shelby's pillow. A sinister, yet 
homely odor, it  loomed in Flaherty's 
mind as the motif of a crime more 
strange and twisted than any he had 
ever heard of, or read. And 'here he 
:was, a plain, old, regular army sergeant 
trying to untwist the tangled skeins so 
that they made a logical pattern. 

He turned on Shelby again. The 
action was sufficient to drive the re
cruit forward in his chair, his small 
eyes alive with fear, his lean fists 
clutching the chair arms until the 
whites of the knuckles glowed. 

" I tell you I didn't do it !" he c ried. 
' '  I never saw that kni fe before !" 

The same old story. Shelby had 
repeated i t  over and over, each time 
more wildly than the last, as he saw dis
belief remain firm in the faces watch
ing h im. 

Flaherty turned wearily to Baxter, 
and found the recruit licking dry lips. 
S ensing that Baxter was struggling 
with himself to say something impor
tant, the sergeant wisely kept silent 

" I am Horning !" he blurted out at 
last. " Yes, John Horning !" 

Captain Freeman stifled an exclama
tion. Flaherty leaned forward, his 
blood racing through his veins. Cor
poral Frank began to rub his hands 
together as i f  with nervousness. 

" Go on," said Flaherty softly. 
" I'm looking for the man who killed 

my sister and my brother-in-law," he 
cried fiercely. " He's in the army 
somewhere. And, by God, I won't 
stop until I find him !" Baxter, or Horn
ing as he named himself, clenched his 
fists and a gust of terrible passion con
torted his face. Although his teeth 
were rigidly clamped together, his 
words pushed between them with 
deadly emphasis. " l'll-kill him !" 

The diamond in the good-luck ring 
flashed white fire as Flaherty drew it 
f rom his pocket and silently displayed 
it to Baxter's gaze. 

The recruit . leaped to his feet, his 
face livid, his blue eyes glittering 
madly. 

" Roy's ring !" he cried hoarsely. 
" Then • . • then . . . " 

As he hesitated, he looked as i f  he 
were ab-out to hurl himself at the old 
sergeant. " Then her murderer is • • ,. 
on board this ship!" 

The recruit's wild eyes glared around 
the room Shelby forgot his own fears 
to stare at him in awe. Corporal Frank 
rubbed his hands, one upon the other. 
more vigorously, as his black eyes 
shifted fascinatedly from the ring to 
Baxter's face, and back to the ring 
again. 

'' This ring was on \\'inters's body," 
said Flaherty grimly. 

7 D 
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" \Vinters !" 
The bitter cry burst from a soul, 

long harrowed. 
" He's dead !" said Baxter dully, 

sinking dumbly into his chair. " Some 
one else killed him !" 

The eyes he no\\· turned toward 
Flaherty were flat, lusterless. 

" Several years ago," related Baxter, 
or Horning, in a li feless voice, " my 
sister had a love affair with a man. 
'.\one of us in the family knew him, or 
his name. Helen never told us. When 
we learned that this man had got into 
trouble in 1\'ew :York and had j oined 
the army to escape from the police, we 
knew why Sis didn't tell us about him. 
He was no good. 

" Then Helen met Roy Davega and 
married him. This other man had been 
ent to Panama for service. Sis wor

ried a lot that some day he would come 
back and kill her for not waiting for 
him. He \\'as like that. 

" About three \Yeeks ago, I came 
home to find Helen crying into a news
paper. I looked, and saw an item about 
!Some soldiers being up from Panama 
for leaves of absence. Then, when I 
got home that . . .  that night and saw 
the horrible. terrible thing that had 
happened, I knew. The soldier had 
come back. 

" If you don't believe me," said the 
recruit earnestly to Flaherty,. " look at 
that kni fe. I kept it  in  my trunk, even 
getting up nights to look at it, building 
up the hate and fury in my heart so 
that when I found the murderer, I 
could slash him to death as viciously as 
he slashed my sister." 

The longer blade of  the knife opened 
obstinately, the sticky blood in the 
groove striving to hold it fast. Fla
herty's lips tightened as he read the 
letters etched on the steel blade : 
(( PROPERTY U. S. SIGNAL 

8 D  

CORP." It was a knife that a soldier 
was apt to carry. The sergeant knew 
that thousands of such knives were 
stolen each year by enlisted men. 

" So I changed my name and joined 
the army," Baxter was saying. " I  
didn't care about the police. I wanted 
to find the d irty murderer and kill him 
myself. But now," the recruit con
cluded, his shoulders drooping wearily, 
' ' he is dead."  

A thought stole into Flaherty's mind 
and stuck persistently, disturbing him 
mightily. According to Baxter, the 
man who had murdered his sister and 
brother-in-law was a soldier with sev
eral years' army service. \!\'inters had 
been a recruit, whose total army ser
vice was less than two weeks. 

Flaherty \vas still puzzling over these 
disjointed facts when he looked up to 
see Shelby standing excitedly beside the 
desk. 

" Look here, sergeant !" he cried, 
holding up the good-luck ring. " This 
wasn't Winters's ring. Only this after
noon he won it ,  with those crooked dice 
of his, in a crap game we had.'' 

Flaherty was on his feet, shaking 
Shelby like a bulldog shakes a rat. 

" What ?" he roared. " Don't lie to 
me ! Who did Winters win that ring 
off of ?" 

VII 

BEFORE the frightened Shelby 
could answer, Corporal Frank 

. crossed the room swiftly and took 
the ring. 

" He won it from me, Flaherty," he 
said, his lean, dark face supporting a 
serious, anxious expression. 

Flaherty released the whimpering 
Shelby and stared long and hard at the 
corporal of the guard. 

" \Vhy didn't you tell me so before, 
corporal ?" 
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Every man in the room waited 
breathlessly for Corporal Frank's next 
\\"Ords. Captain Freeman's fingers 
drummed nervously on his desk. Shelby 
forgot his  whimpering, and Horning, 
alias Baxter, gripped the arms of his  
chair,  ready to launch himsel f at the 
corporal's throat. 

" I  was not certain," Frank . an
s \\·ered steadily, " that i t  was my ring. 
.A. man must be sure in such a serious 
matter as this. I saw the ring in a 
pawnshop window near the A rmy Base 
in Brooklyn, the day before we sailed.  
T l iked i t  and bought it .  ne,·er dreaming 
i t  had such a horrible history . · ·  

The corporal shuddered. 
" During the d ice game this a fter

noon, I went broke." he con fessed . " I  
pledged the ring to \!\Tinters, hoping to 
regain my losses. But I didn't," he 
smiled faintly. " So poor \!\Tinters 
kept the ring. That's all I know . · ·  

Flaherty looked deeply into the cor
poral 's  clark eyes, but they never 
wavered before his keen stare. 

The old sergeant turned to Captain 
Freeman and shrugged. 

" Now, sir," he asked hopelessly, 
•· where are \\"e ?" 

\Vhile Captain Freeman gnawed his  
under l ip, and his  finger t ips beat a 
savage tattoo on the desk top, Flaher
ty's thoughts seemed to spin around in 
ci rcles. \Vh at Corporal Frank had 
said was plausible. The soldier mur
derer of  the Davegas might easily have 
sold the ring for cash. But . . 

Suddenly Captain Freeman's voice 
barked irritatedly. 

" Corporal Frank ! 
those damned paws o f  
all the time ! What 

Stop rubbing 
yours together 
the hel l 's  the 

matter with you anyway ?' '  
" Tropical itch, sir," said the cor

poral of the guard apologetically. " I 
had a bad case o f  it on my hands \Yhen 

I was stationed in Panama. It 's  come 
back again since the transport hit tropi
cal waters. sir. " 

While the captain grunted surlily, a 
vivid flash seemed to light up Flaher
ty's brain. His command rang through 
the room. 

" Let's see yopr hands, corporal ! ' '  
Frank extended them wonderingly. 

All in the room looked on perplexed as 
the sergeant suclclenly bent to smell 
them. He straightened, and transfixed 
the corporal with a cold, blue stare. 

" That '"  all, corporal . "  he ;;a id 
grimly. " S i t  down. ' '  

H e  turned to Captain Freeman and 
said, " I ' ve got to go out for a moment, 
sir. I "·on 't be gone long. Please do 
not allo\\· am· one to leave this office 
until T return . · ·  

" Right !" breathed the mysti fied 
Captain Freeman. staring a fter the 
broad back of his  sergeant. 

A few minutes later, Flaherty was 
back. He had brought ·with him two 
husky guard:;, pistols belted to their  
hips. and Captain Edwards, the portly ,  
dignified, transport's surgeon. 

Flaherty nodded to the guards. 
" All right, men ! Take him !" 
Frank, corporal of the guard, cursed, 

and lunged out of  his chair. But the 
guard� \\·ere upon him, relentlessly 
holding him between them. 

The hip's doctor took one o f  
Frank's dark. smewv hands and 
smelled it. 

" Yes. sergeant. ' '  he said gravely. as 
he straightened. " That i!> the oint
ment I gave him this afternoon when 
he came to me \vith a bad case of tropi � 
cal itch on h i s  hands. He is the onl�· 
man I have treated on this voyage." 

From the pocket of his shirt ,  Flaher
ty took a packet of  letters, yellowed by 
age and t ropical damp. He thrust them 
at Horning, alias Baxter, the recruit .  
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" ::\Iy sister's letters !" cried Horn
ing, his eyes staring at the faded hand
\vriting. " She must have written them 
to him when he was in Panama !" 

\Vith a mad cry, he hurled himself 
at Corporal Frank, who cringed back 
for the protection of his guards. Fla
herty stepped between. 

" I thought so," said the sergeant 
dryly. " I found them at the bottom of 
Frank's trunk locker." 

He turned to the bewildered Captain 
Freeman and jerked his thumb at the 
captive. 

" There's your murderer, sir. He is 
the one who killed Winters. He is  also 
the man the New York police want." 

" But . . . but . . . " stammered 
the captain. " Sergeant, how . . .  ?" 

Flaherty shrugged his old, thick, 
sloping shoulders/ 

" Simple, now, sir. That ointment 
smell was the key that unlocked the 
whole problem. I should have recog
nized it before. But I never had the 
tropical itch myself, so I never used 
any of this ointment, although I must 
have smelled i t  often on others. 

" Frank gambled i n  the dice game 
and lost. He pledged the ring, which he 
took from Roy Davega's body, to \tVin
ters for cash, hoping to recoup his 
losses and redeem the ring. But he 
only lost that money, too. 

" He went on guard late in the after
noon. As corporal of the guard, it was 
his  duty to carry radio messages to 
vou. He read the one from the N ew 
)_· ork police. He realized then that he 
had better get the ring back. 

" Meanwhile you ordered him to in
spect all baggage for liquor. What a 
shock he must have received when he 
opened Baxter's trunk and found on 
the tray the knife he had used to kill 
Baxter's sister and brother-in-law ! It  
was there that he left his first smear of 

the ointment which ·-he was using to 
grease his hands in order to ease the 
burning torment of  the itch. He left 
it on the newspaper clipping. 

" Now he became frantic  w ith worry 
and fear. He knew that Baxter was 
seeking vengeance. The corporal de
cided to strike first. It was his hands 
that had reached out of the night to 
choke Baxter. He failed because Bax
ter had fortunately been awake, and 
was too -strong for him. 

" - You will remember,_ captain, ear
lier in the night, when \Vinters came 
into this office to be examined, Cor
poral Frank hastily excused himself 
and . )eft. \Vhen ·winters left here, 
Frank followed him and struck him 
down from behind. He had to get the 
ring before you, or I, or Baxter, 
noticed it. He flung it through the 
porthole, doubtlessly thinking it  was 
gone forever and that he was safe at 
last. But the ventilator caught the 
ring, and I found it. On the ring was 
the second smear of ointment. 

" Frank went to the wash room to 
clean the blood from the knife. Then he 
probably became aware that I was in 
the hold. Panic-stricken, he left w ith
out thorot:tghly cleansing the knife. He 
hit upon the idea of planting i t  under 
Shelby's p illo\\'. He knew that Shelby 
had threatened \Vinters during the dice 
game. But the water had not washed 
off the third smear of ointment." 

Flaherty mopped his bald head vvith 
the khaki bandanna. 

" That's all, sir." 
Captain Freeman had been li stening 

open-mouthed to Flaherty's piecing to
gether of the jumbled happenings of 
the night. 

" Flaherty," he remarked at last, " I 
don't know what the army would do 
without you old noncoms to solve �he 
officers · problems !" 



The Most Dangerous Man 
A True Story 

By 
Everett B. Holies 

Skelly crumpled to 
the pavement 

Without Mercy, Without R eason-the Red 
Career of Fred Burke, Gangdom's Monster! 

I
T was shortly after seyen o'clock o f  Baroda. Christmas was only ten 

one Saturday evening in Decembet· days away and there was the holiday 
that Forrest Kool, a young farmer, shopping- to be done that evening. 

"·as driving along the rolling highway As Kool drove his car along the 
fringing the shores of Lake Michigan broad high,,·ay. another car, a large 
near the little resort town of St. blue Hudson coupe. drew abreast, 
Joseph, Michigan. A full moon cast careening \Y i ldly from one side of the 
a shimmerv sheen across the lake, and road to the other. 
shed a so"ft, still splendor over the " That man must be drunk ! ' '  ex-
snow-covered countryside. In the claimed Mrs. Kool nen·ously. 
front seat of Kool's l ight Ford sedan As she uttered the "·ords the driver 
was Mrs. Kool, and in the rear seat of  the big coupe steered madly-de
were their ten-year-olcl son and Mrs. liberately i t  seemed-into Kool's light 
Kool's mother, Mrs. \\'alter Carlson. sedan, crashing into the side of the 
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lighter car and hurtling it into a. shal
low ditch at the side of the road. The 
coupe continued down the road for 
about one hundred yards and stopped. 
The driver got out clumsily, and 
walked back to where young Kool was 
examining his shattered fender. 

" How much for the damage ?" de
manded the man. There was an odor 
of liquor on his breath and his eyes 
were bloodshot. He was a power ful 
appearing person, two hundred pounds 
or more in weight, v,·ith a ruddy com
plexion and a long underl ip. One o f  
h i s  upper f ront teeth was missing. 
Kool, who spent his days in the fields 
and came into town only on Saturday 
nights, was ignorant of the fact that 
Se\·eral thousands of detectives and 
police officers throughout the United 
States were l ooking for a man with a 
mi ssing front tooth . . .  a man with a 
ruddy complexion, a long underlip and 
weighing two hounclred and ten 
pounds. 

" \Vell, I don't know j ust how much 
damage has been clone." Kool said. 
" But we can go into a garage and find 
out what is needed to put it  back into 
shape." 

" No :  "·e settle up no\v," protested 
the large man. 

The young farmer finally proposed 
that the st ranger pay h i m  t\\·enty-five 
dollars. The price seemed agreeable 
to the man and he took a bulky roll of 
bil ls from his pocket , peeling off se,·
eral one-hundred-dollar and fi fty
dollar notes. Then he suddenly stuffed 
the money back· into his pocket. 

" Say; you can't get away with thi;;-;' 
he said sullenly. " You know your 
,,·hole damned car i sn't  \vorth twenty
five dollars. " 

And then he staggered off down the 
road. 

" Just as you say," Kool called a fter 

him. " \Ve' l l  let some one else settle 
for us." 

Kool went back to his car. He 
finally succeeded i n  prying the dam
aged fender from off the t ire, and 
drove on. As he passed the blue coupe, 
which was sti l l  standing in the middle 
of the high"·ay, he saw the strangoc 
,;lumped over the wheel staring vague
ly ahead. A few hundred feet farther 
on, Kool glanced into the rear view 
mirror and saw the coupe following, a 
short distance behind. 

_\s Kool passed a tourist camp about 
a mile from the city l imits, the blue 
coupe roared alongside, and again the 
d river steered his car at Kool, who 
s\\·erved suddenly to the side of the 
road and narrowly avoided a second 
collision. Both cars came to a halt and 
the drivers alighted to renew their 
argument. 

" You're drunk and I won't argue 
\Yith you," Kool sai d  at last and 
started back to his car. 

' ' Do you know who I am ?" shouted 
the man. 

" Xo, and I don't care." 
If he had kno\Yn . . . a man with 

forty-one thousand tin hundred dol
lars on his head . . • the most heart
less, most widely hunted, and called by 
police the most dangerous man i n  the 
world ! 

Kool drove into St. Joseph with the 
blue coupe still  close beh ind. A.t State 
and Broad Streets, i n  the center of the 
town, he saw Policeman Charles Skelly 
standing at the. curb, and he pulled over 
to the side o f  the street. He called to 
Skelly. As the officer approached his  
car, the blue coupe, traveling at a fast 
clip, shot by on B road Street. 

" There he goes now !" cried :\Irs . 
Kool. " That man struck our car. 
forced us into the ditch, and then tried 
to hit us a second time." 
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The officer jumped onto the running 
Loard of Kool's sedan with a terse 
order, " Follow him ! ' '  

At State and Ship Streets, a block 
farther on, a red traffic l ight  halted 
1 >oth cars, and as Kool drew alongside 
the blue coupe Officer Skelly called 
OUL : 

" Say, mister, hadn't you better 
;;ettle with this man and save yoursel f 
a lot of  trouble ?' ' 

The ruddy- faced man appeared not 
to  hear the officer. Just then the traffic 
light changed and he sped off, turning 
south on Main Street. Skelly, on the 
running board o f  Kool's car, ordered 
more speed, and after two blocks the 
t \YO cars were abreast again. A car 
drew out of  a garage, forcing the blue 
coupe to slacken i ts  speed, and Skelly 
took advantage of the opportunity to 
step from the Kool car to the running 
hoard of the coupe. The windo·w on 
the driver's side was lowered. 

\ Vith a contemptuous glance at the 
hlne police uniform, the ruddy- faced 
man reached into the pocket o f  the 
door and closed his fist around a forty
f l\·e caliber revolver. He fired, the 
bullet struck Skelly in  the chest. The 
officer S\.vung around dizzily, but 
gripped the car door. He clutched at 
his chest. 

There was a second shot that im
bedded itself i n  the officer's right 
side, and as Skelly cried oui in pa in 
and swung from the car to the pave
ment the man with the missing front 
tooth laughed and fired again. 

Skelly, reeling with faintness and 
crying with pain, was clawing at the 
revolver holster at h is side \vhen the 
third bullet struck him in the stomach. 

As the young officer crumpled to the 
pavement in a heap. the man in the 
blue coupe put his car into motion and 
roared south on Main Street, which 

led to the Indiana-�Iichigan line twen
ty-fiye miles away. 

A score of men and women saw the 
ruthless shooting of  the young officer. 
but those \Yho didn't nm for cover at 
the sound of  the first shot \Yere too 
dazed by the suddenness of the crime 
to intercede. J. J. Theisen, presiden t 
o f  the Commercial Bank, was less than 
twenty-five feet from the blue coupe 
and within easy range of the mad 
motorist· s_ bullets. 

As the big coupe raced somhward 
from the scene, \Villiam StrueYer, o f  
Benton Harbor, Michigan , a \\·itnes� 
to the whole affair, and a cousin o f  
Skelly, ran from the curb to the 
wounded officer lying in ;t pool of  
blood. 

" Help me, Bill .  I 'm shor, · •  gasped 
Skelly . He wa� l i fted into Strue\·er ',.;  
automobile and rushed tu the St . 
Joseph San i tarium. 

·when the blue coupe with i ts  crazed 
driver raced away, Kool put h i s  car in
to gear and started in pursuit, but his 
wi fe, shouting hysterically, grabbed 
the wheel and turned the car off into 
a side street . 

The sound o f  the shots had hardly 
died a\\·ay before Harry R. Obis, a 
\\·itness to the shooting, \Yas at a tele
phone in a grocery s tore near the scene 
telling Sheriff Fred G. B ryant that 
Skelly had been shot and that the man 
they wanted \vas speeding southward 
on Main Street. A minute or two later 
a car bearing Deputy John Lay and 
another officer roared oYet· the spot 
where Skelly had fallen and sped on 
with s iren shrieking. 

At a sharp turn leading to the Lake 
Shore Boulevard, only eight bloch 
from the scene o f  the shooting, Dep
uty Lay came upon a crowd of excited 
neighbor� grouped around an automo
mile. the front two wheels o f  \Yhich 
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had been ,;hearecl off \rhen it had 
leaped over a curb and into a telephone 
pole. 

" \Vhere's the dri Yer of this car ?" 

into the curb, . .  a \\'Oman explained. 
" That \\'asn't t\\'O minutes ago." 

" \ \'hich ,,·ay did he go ?' '  questioned 
1 he officer. 

" Deep gray eyes and a menacing, cold look " . • .  Burke's eyes that 

Hunsaker remembered 

demanded t h e  offic·er \\·ho accompanied 
Deputy Lay. 

" I  don't kno\\·, but I sa\\' a man
a b ig man-cra\\·1 out and run south ::t 
second or t\\·o a iter the car crashed 

" Th rough tho:;e l >ack rards t O \\'ard 
\\ · i nchester _-\  ,-enue , .. the woman said ,  
point ing. 

B u t  a thoro u gh search of the neigh
borhc•ocl lJy men armed \r i t h  reyol \·er�, 
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hunt i ng r i fles and clubs cl i scO\·ered no 
t race of the large, ruddy - faced man 
with the missing front tooth. The 
trail  <lppeared to ha ,·e been lost. 

II 

ALlTTLE sorrO \dul group waited 
si lently in the operating room at 
the sani tarium that n i ght as Dr. 

T. G. Yeomans, who had been elected 
mayor of St. ] oseph a few months be
fore, busied h imsel f \ri th his inst ru
ments and prepared to probe for the 
three bullets that had lodged them
seh·es in Pol iceman Skel ly's rugged 
body. 

Beside the operat ing table stood 
Mrs. Olga Moulds, of Benton Harbor, 
Skelly's sister. She gri pped the hand 
o f  her brother and tried to sm i le do\rn 
on h i m through her tears. A nurse 
moYed forward w i th the amesthetic 
mask, and the young officer, bit ing his 
lip to sti fte the pa in , spoke . 

" Y ou'd better kiss me good -by now, 
s i s . "  Then, to Dr. '{eomans : 

" Get that guy, doc I "  
They were h i s  l a s t  ,,·ords. A t  ele\·en 

ten o'clock he d ied. 
He ,,·as a t \\·enty-fi,·e-year-old youth 

who had l i ved i n and around St. J oseph 
all of his l i fe, dri,·en taxicabs, served 
as a member of the fire department and 
then as t raffic officer. He was the v ic
t i m  of one of the most cold-blooded, 
heartless murders erer kno\\"n .  The 
fact that the k i l l i ng \Yas so pointless 
made i t  all the more ghastly. 

Chief o f  Pol i ce Fred Alden. reteran 
head of the St. Joseph pol ice force, in
stituted immediately the greatest man
hunt eYer known to the l i ttle resort 
region along the eastern shore of Lake 
Michigan. City l\1anager James Crowe 
stood at the telephone almost constant
ly f rom the time of the shoot i ng unti l  
s ix  o' clock Sunday morning. broad-

casting the alarm to C l t le�. t O\rns and 
hamlets t hrough a half  dozen States. 
The headquarters of the State pol ice 
in East Lansing and Paw Paw were 
noti fied, and spec ial  patrol s were sent 
6ut on the high \Yay�.  

Police  department :-;  \Yere notified in  
Ch icago , East Chi cago. South Chi cago.  
Gary , Hammond, South Bend, Michi
gan Ci ty, N i les, Valparaiso, Kalama
zoo, Grand Rapids , Muskegon , Battle 
Creek, J ack�on . A n1i A rbor. Detroi t ,  
Toledo. Clen\and. l\l [ihvaukee. St .  
Lou i � .  Lou i s,· i l l e .  and scores o f  smal ler 
tmYns and ,. i l lages. 

Tn the e -" c i t emen t o f  the manhuu t  
a hal f dozen tips on t h e  ,,·hereabout ;; 
o f  the hun ted man were receiYed and 
a posse of armed men t racked each one 
clown ,,· i th breathless frenzv. 

First the oAicer:-; went to a lunch 
stand at Bridgman. h\·eh·e mi le::: a way , 
where a bu lky . rosy- faced man was 
reported . /\. fe\Y min utes later fi fteen 
heavily a rmed deputi es, acting on ;t 
telephone tip, rushed i nto the home o f  
a farmer n ear Bridgman and routed 
the farmer and his w i fe, both of whom 
w ere un�l\\·are of the murder, out o f  
t heir  bed . 

Enry police officer for m iles around 
\Yas mustered into sen·ice and cit izens 
\overe mobi l ized and hurriedly S\\·orn i n 
as deputies by Sheriff Bryant.  A I I  
trains entering o r  leaving t h e  county 
were stopped and searched. A dozen 
St. Joseph fi remen st rapped forty-fins 
onto thei r hips and demanded a part 
in tracking dom1 the  slayer of thei r 
former comrade . 

" I f you see the man, shoot to kill ! "  
ordered the sheri ff as he swore i n  the 
groups o f special  deputies and proviclecl 
them ,,· i t h  '"eapons. vVhen the sup
ply of guns gan out. bludgeons and 
blackj ack � \rere d istri buted . 

Duri n g the;;e \Y i l c\ scenes in the 
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county jail ,  where the men gathered. 
a farmer living south of town walked 
into the sheriff's office and stepping 
meekly up to a deputy said : 

" I think I can tell you the name of  
the man you're looking for. I t ' s  Fred 
Dane, a fellow who lives out on Lake 
Shore Drive about three miles south of 
here. He and his wife lin out there 
in a swell l ittle bungalow."  

" I  know that fellow,"  spoke one 
man. 

" But he can't be a killer, not that 
4uiet man,"  said another. 

" 'vVell, it was his car that crashed 
into the curb," insisted the farmer. " I 
saw it, and Dane's a big fellow with 
a missing front tooth."  

It was less than an hour after  the 
cold-blooded slaying of Officer Skelly 
that Sheri ff Bryant picked up the trail 
of the killer. A group of picked officers 
under Deputy Erwin Kubath were 
strapping guns onto themselns i n  
preparation for an attack on the l it t le 
bungalow on the shore of  Lake Michi
gan when a wild-eyed man stumbled 
into the jai l. 

He was an I sraelite, one of the 
bearded members of the strange House 
of David religious cult on the outskirts 
of Benton Harbor, and his long whis
kers fairly bristled with excitement. 

" I 'Ye been held up !"  he stammered. 
" Got here as soon as I could. :Man 
stuck a gun into my ribs-forced me 
to drive him to StennsYille-tried 
to-" 

" Just a minute," interrupted Sheriff 
Bryant. " \Vhat did this man look 
like ?" 

" He \>Yas a big man. forty or forty
five, and he must weigh clo�e to two 
hundred pounds. He wore a cap and 
a l ight buff-colored sweater. He had a 
mustache and I guess he had been 
drinking. " 

" That's  him ! ' '  
" Who ?" asked 1\Ionroe Wolff, the 

Israelite. 
" The murderer !" 
" I  didn't know there'd been a mur

der. And here I 've been helping a 
murderer get away !" 

The Israelite then explained that he 
had been seated in his automobile wait
ing for his wi fe, about three blocks 
from the intersection where Deputy 
John Lay had found the killer's blue 
coupe with the two smashed wheels a ·  
few minutes before. A man dressed ! 
i n  a cap and buff sweater ran limping 
across the street and jumped in beside 
him, \\'ol ff said, sticking a gun into 
his ribs and ordering : 

" Beat it south and he quick about 
it !' '  

'vVolff started the car.  but .  feigning 
that he knew little about driY ing, man
aged to have considerable difficulty in 
shi fting the gears. His kidnaper stuffed 
the gun in his ribs again and threat
ened to kill him i i he didn't dri\·e 
faster. They spell out Lake Shore 
drive-past the little bungalow three 
miles south of tO\m \\·here Fred Dane 
lived-and through the small villages 
-just ahead of the telephone alarm. 

Beyond Stevensville, at a point about 
seven miles from town, Dane became 
violently sick and ordered \Vol ff to 
stop the car. 

He alighted and backed away from 
the car. keeping his gun leveled on 
Wolff. The Israelite put the car into 
gear, reckless of his danger, and sped 
away, leaving the man standing in the 
middle of  the road shaking his fist 
above his head at the di sappearing 
automobile. 

Another man came to the jail to pro
vide additional information. The man 
\\'as Albert \Visehart, a farmer. \Yho 
said that Dane, who was a neighbor, 
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hac! stopped him south of Stevensville 
and ordered him to drive back to the 
town, a distance of about two miles. 
\\'hen \iVisehart refused to go over an 
almost impassable dirt road east o f  
town instead o f  using the concrete 
highway. Dane leaped from the car 
with a curse and disappeared in the 
darkness. 

When Wisehart last saw him, Dane 
was only about three and a half or four 
miles from the bungalow - where he 
lived. 

" He's 1,ot far from here, men !' '  ex
claimed Sheriff Bryant. " Get out to 
that house-and don't take any chances 
with him !' '  

III 

A GROUP of  eight deputies, led by 
Deputy Kubath and Chief of  
Police Fred Alden jumped into 

two large automobiles and sped out the 
Lake Shore drive. The cars were 
parked in a lane a short distance from 
the house and the officers, divided into 
two groups, crept· up to the place. 
There was no sign of a light. 

Kubath knocked at the back door. 
After a 'vait that seemed like several 
m inutes a woman's Yoice called out, 
" \Vho's there ?" 

" Sheriff's men. Open the door !" an
S\Yered Kubath. 

The door was opened and a short, 
plump woman with bobbed hair peered 
out. She wore a bathrobe onr a 
nightgown. 

" 'vVe're looking for Fred Dane-is 
he here ?'' demanded Officer Kubath. 

" Why, no ; I don't know where he 
is," answered the woman, stammering 
neryously at the sight of  the officer's 
drawn guns. " I  came in from Chicago 
on the eight o'clock train and he was 
supposed to meet me at the station in 
St. Joseph, but he wasn't there, so I 

took a taxicab and came home. \Vhat's 
the matter, what-" 

" �ever mind," interrupted Kubath, 
adding, " we'll han a look around 
here, I guess." 

The officer� s t a 1 k e d  cautiously 
through the well-furnished l i ttle home, 
peering into darkened rooms and 
closets. 

" Who are you ?" asked Kubath of  
ihe startled woman. 

" I'm l\-Irs. Fred Dane, and I don't 
like this at all. Busting in on a woman 
at this time of night." 

The house appeared to be empty save 
for the woman, and the officers were 
about to give up their search and re
turn to the county jai l  when Deputy 
Frank Priebe, rummaging around up
stairs, called the others. A half dozen 
men with gun ready leaped np the 
stairs. 

Priebe stood vvi th arms akimbo be
fore the open door of a clothes closet 
and there was a puzzled, frightened 
look on his face. 

The officers looked into the small 
dark closet, which was lighted only by 
the ray from a flash light, and saw, 
neatly stacked on the floor and on 
shelves, alJ the weapons of a small 
arsenal-machine guns, r ifles, steel 
vests, ammuni tion drums, pistols, tear 
gas bombs ! 

\Vith murmured exclamations of 
awe the officers \vent down on their 
knees and pa \Yed onr the deadly in
struments - instruments no peaceful 
gentleman-farmer would have cached 
away in his country home. 

There were two machine guns, one 
completely assembled and ready for its 
deadly business and the other knocked 
down and packed in  a black suitcase. 
There \Yas a case containing six rifles, 
all high-po\Yered. Ammunition was 
nerywhere, in gla<;s jars, in machine 



gun drums and s..:attered about on the 
floor. 

There were four bullet-proof vests 
of thin, flexible steel , a sawed-off shot
gun with pistol grip, t \YO bags of forty
five caliber ammunition to refill the ma
chine gun drums, and a half dozen tear 
gas bombs. The machine guns were of 
Thompson make with n ine ammunition 
drums of  one hundred shots each and 
three twenty-shot clip". 

On the shelf was a neatly \\Tapped 
and tied bundle, and as Deputy Kubath 
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She went to d ress, returning a few 
minutes later garbed in an expensive 
mink coat-a Chri stmas present from 
her hn!;band a year before. she ex
plained . 

Back at the ja i l  there was wild e x 
citement.  The four-party telephone 
l ine sen· ing the Dane home had been 
tapped by City 1\Ianager James Crowe 
while the officers were at the l i ttle 
bungalow, and an intercepted message 
had landed Steve Kooney. one of the 
killer's neighbor� . in jail .  

CO L U M B IA COM M E RCIAL F E E D  Co. 
1 -2 2 2  W R I G L E Y  B L D G. 

C H I CAGO 

FOR 
DAI RY 
POU LTRY 
K E N N E L.  

H E R B E R T  C H U R C H  
S A. L E S M A N  

This looks like a respectable business man's card, but " Herbert 
Church " was the most dangerous man alive 

tore the heavy brown paper from it 
several green embossed papers fell tu 
the floor. Bonds ! Three hundred and 
nineteen thousand eight hundred and 
fifty dollars in bonds ! 

Kubath ordered the woman brought 
upstairs and as she was led before the 
gaping closet door and confronted with 
the exhibi t she shrank back with a 
c ry o f  horror, clasping- her hands oyer 
her eyes. 

" Oh, where did those things come 

from ?" she cried. 
" Do you mean to say you d idn't 

know they were in the house ?" asked 
Kubath. 

" I  never saw them Lefure. I tel l  
you I never sa·w them before . . . 

" I guess you had better cc.me aloug 
with us," the officer told her. 

Kooney. who talked in  broken Eng
lish to the officer�, had been heard tele
phoning to a farmer l iving about two 
miles a way about Dane's escape. 
Kooney l ived in a modest l ittle home 
less than two hundred rods from the 
Dane bungalO\\·. 

" \Vhat do you know about Dane. 
and where did you see h i m  to-night ? ' '  
demanded the sheriff. 

" vVell. Dane is my neighbor and [ 
used to do a lot of odd jobs for him, 
especially when he was remodeling the 
bungalow last fall ," the man said in 
his broken Engl ish. " He always car
ried a big roll of bills and boasted to 
me that he made three thousand dol
lars a month f rom some gasoline sta
tions he owned in Gary, Indiana. 1\'Iy 
wi fe ne\·er l iked Dane, but I thought 
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that was j ust because he was such a 
windy fellow. No, I don't know much 
about his house because I "\vas in it 
only a few times. " 

Kooney said that about nine thirty 
or ten o'clock that evening he and his 
w i fe were sitting in the parlor of  their 
home when his wife looked out and 
saw a inan standing in the driveway. 
Kooney, thinking it might be the 

_ chicken thief who had been prowling 
around the neighborhood, went out
side and the man hurri:ed toward him. 
The man was panting and his hair and 
clothes were di sheveled . Then he rec-
ognized the man as Dane, l}is neigh,Por. 

" I've got to see a man in Col�a 
right a\Yay and you're going to drive 
me there : my ca1·'s broken down ," 
Dane told Kooney. in a voice that car
ried a command. · Kooney, who was 
ignorant of the slaying of Skelly, saw 
a revolver in Dane's hand and asked 
him what the t rouble was. 

" I 'm in a hell of a j am, but it's 
none of your business," the big man 
said.  " Hurry up and get your car 
out and drive me out over the Napi er 
Bridge to Coloma." 

They got into Kooney's car and 
drove to Coloma. about fourteen miles 
north of St. Joseph on the shore of 
Paw Pa\Y Lake, without being stopped 
by any of the hal f dozen officers who 
must have been patroll ing the road. 
Dane got out of the car on the out
skirts of the l ittle town, flung a five
do llar b i ll at Kooney, and ran into the 
darkn ess. 

K.ooneY returned to his home, un
aware o t

'.
the fact that he had aided the 

escape of a murderer. 
When Sheriff Br:yant had completed 

the questioning of Kooney and had or
dered him released, Deputy Kubath 
turned to Police Chief Alden, a stocky 
man weighing considerably more than 

two hundred pounds, and jokingly re
marked : 

" Fred, I nearly took a shot at you 
by mistake when we were at that house 
a short while ago. " 

" What do you mean ?" asked Alden. 
" Well ,"  explained Kubath, '' I came 

out of the front door of the house to 
see that our cars were well hidden and 
I saw a man crouching near a hedge on 
the other side o f  the road. At first I 
thought i t  might be Dane and I called 
out, ' Freel.' The man didn't moye, so 
I decided it was you hiding out there 
to watch the roadway." 

" But I wasn't outdoors. I was 
down in the basement of the house 
looking around," said the chief. 

" It was F-red, all right, Fred Dane,'' 
said the sheriff. " He was doubling 
back to Kooney ' s house and you fel
]0\vs let him slip through your fingers." 

With the trail of the slayer lost four
teen miles to the north of St. Joseph . 

the · officers set about checking up on 
the true identity of this fiendish, dar
ing killer ·who kept a complete arsenal 
in his modest little hideout. The three 
hundred and nineteen thousand eight 
hundred and fifty dollars in bonds of  
various denominations, undoubtedly 
stolen, were the best means of fixing 
the identity of the slayer, Prosecuting 
Attorney \Vilbur M. Cunningham said, 
and Sheriff Bryant agreed. George 
Sel fridge, assi stant cashier of the 
Farmers & l\Ierchants N a tiona! Bank 
i n  Benton I-Iarbor, was called in and 
told to check the origin of the securities 
as quickly as possible. 

IV 

FIR ST a call was put in for Pon tiac,  
Michigan, where there had been a 
recent bank holdup, then to Mil

waukee . \Visconsin, where a robbery 
ha.! been staged senral vYeeks be fore. 
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But these leads were unaYailing. The 
serial numbers on the bond� didn't 
check with the loot taken in the two 
cities. 

" But you might call the bank o f  
Jeffersonville, \Visconsin," suggested a :
Milwaukee banker over the telephone. 
" They had a robbery up there some 
time ago and some bonds were stolen . "  

Selfridge communicated w i t h  L. H.  
Smith, president of  the Farmers & 
Merchants N a tiona! Bank of Jefferson
ville. 
. And there the serial numbers 
checked. The bonds found in the l i t
tle bungalow were part o f  the three 
hundred and fi fty-six thousand dollar� 
carried away by four men who held up 
the \Visconsin bank six months before. 
About thirty-five thousand dollars in 
Liberty Bonds were missing, i t  was re
vealed. 

" \Vho were the four men ? "  asked 
Sheriff Bryant. taking the telephone 
from Selfridge. 

" Vvell, one of them wa� Fred R. 
Burke, the fellow they want so badly 
in Chicago," came the reply onr the 
w 1re. 

Fred Burke, called by police the 
most dangerous man alive ! 

Could he be the man who had l i ,·ed 
quietly as a gentleman-farmer in the 
little resort town for months ?  

The officers had known they were 
searching for a cruel. heartless killer. 
But now their quarry was revealed as 
the most vicious slayer o f  gangland, a 
man who could l ine seven men up 
against a wall and mow them down 
with a machine gun . . . 

Sheriff Bryant went to a file and 
took from it a long poster with the big 
black type-$41 , 500 Reward-Fred 
Burke-Wanted For Murder ! The 
poster, containing two photographs o f  
t h e  widely sought killer, was dated 

April J ,  1 929, and bore the signature 
of Will iam F. Russell. Chicago com
missioner of police. 

There were a hal f dozen aliases
John Burke, Robert Burke, John 
Thomas. Broob, Camp, Kempt and 
Kemper. 

And the description : "Forty-three 
years old. fi,·e feet eleven and three
quarter inches tal l .  weight two hundred 
pounds, black hair, brown eyes, ruddy 
complexion and mi ssing upper fron t 
tooth ' '  

There " a � a note i n  bold face type 
at the bottom of the poster : 

T h i s  man is a very dange rous mur
derer and bank robber. Police officers 
should usc the greatest caution in ap
proaching him.  

" Our t icket to this man' s  hiding 
place-i f he really i s  Burke-is com
ing from that woman i n  the cell  up
stairs,'' Prosecutor Cunningham said .  

B u t  before they questioned t h e  wom
an who said she \\·as :.Irs. Freel Dane 
-Viola, she said her first name was
the prosecutor and sheriff dispatched 
an officer to the homes of several St.  
Joseph merchant:> \Yith the pol ice 
photographs of  Burke. 

" Sure, I remember that man \Yell,' '  
said Edgar Smith, an employee of  the 
American dry cleaners. " He's Fred 
Dane, a steady customer of ours. I 
remember he bawled me out just a few 
clays ago for printing identification 
marks on his clothing in indelible ink. " 

A hal f dozen other m e  r c h a n t s 
readily identified the photographs as 
those of Dane. 

Queries were telegraphed to police 
departments throughout the country 
asking for i n formation on Viola Dane 
or a woman meeting her description. 

Then the prosecutor and sheriff went 
to the cell upstairs where the \Yoman 
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sat calmly looking out through the 
barred window into the still night. 
They told -her about the murder of  
Skelly, about her husband' s  flight, and 
about the stolen bonds. What did she 
know about it all ? 

Throughout the night they ques
tioned her-first Cunningham and 
then the sheriff. 

The woman, who said she was 
thirty-four years old and formerly 
operated a beauty parlor in Chicago, 
explained that she first met Dane in 
1 927 at a party in Chicago. She was 
an unwilling talker, and it took con
stant prodding to draw the story from 
her. Her eyes shi fted constantly away 
from the glowering gctze of her ques
tioners. 

They were married in  November, 
1927, in Chicago, and went to live in  
Burnham, a suburb of Hammond, 
Indiana, she told the officers. Burn
ham, the officers reflected, was known 
as the Indiana hideout of Chicago's 
south side gangsters and for years had 
enjoyed the reputation of a wide-open 
town. Its killings had been frequent. 
It was in October, 1 929, that her hus
band had purchased the Lake Shore 
Drive home in St. Joseph. 

Then she broke down. 
" Oh, I can hardly believe it," she 

sobbed. " But if he's all that you tell 
me then I hope you capture him. vVhy 
couldn't I have known about this. They 
call women dumb, and I guess they are. 

" Shield him ? Never ; now that I 
know what he is I hope he gets all 
that's coming to him. Murder ! Any
thing but that." 

They asked her about her h-usband's 
relatives, but she knew of none. And . 
he , never told b.er about his friends. 
Once in a while he would have some 
visitors from Chicago, but she never 
became acquainted with them. There 

was a woman called " Hon " and a man 
nicknamed " Prince " who came to St, 
Joseph several times. 

" Do you have any photographs of  
your husband ?" asked the prosecutor. 

" No," she replied simply. " He 
didn't like them and would never have 
any taken." 

" He wouldn't," said the prosecutor. 
She knew little about the man to 

whom she had been married for two 
years. He never cursed or swore, she 
said, and even objected to slang. But 
sometimes he drank more wine than 
was good for his disposition. 

" But when he was sober no woman 
ever had a better husband," she added .. 
" He always spoke kindly o f  every one 
and was always willing to help any 
one. " 

" Did he ever talk with you about 
bank robberies ?" asked the sheriff. 

" I  remember him saying what fools 
men were to take chances like that. He 
happened to mention it  when we were 
reading about some bank robberies in 
the newspapers." 

" vVhat are you going to do now, 
divorce him ?" asked Cunningham. 

" Do you think rc1 live with him 
now ?" she replied with scorn. " Not 
after he shot a man down in cold blood 
and run away like a yellow cur." 

v 

DURING the next twenty-four 
hours, events moved swiftly in 
the feverish hunt for the slayer 

of Officer Charles Skelfy. 
Sunday a fternoon, less than twenty

four hours a fter . the slaying, the St. 
Joseph city commission convened in 
special session at the call of  Mayor 
T. G. Yeomans and a ten thousand dol
lar reward was posted for the killer. 

John Stege, deputy commissioner of 
detectives in Chicago, notified Sheriff 
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Bryant that it appeared certain that the 
slayer of Skelly \Yas none other than 
Burke, whom he described as the most 
dano-erous man eYer known with a !:> 
machine gun. 

Reports were received, amazing, for
midable reports that l inked Burke with 
a score of major crimes-ransom k id
napings in Detroit over a period of 
eight years, the murder of a na
t rolman in a Toledo mail truck 
holdup ; a bank robbery at Cadil
lac, Michigan, where si xty thou
sand dollars were taken ; the robbery 
o f  ninety-three thousand dollars from 
the First National Bank of Peru. In
diana ; the slaying o f  two men in a n  
apartment in Detroit : a St. Louis bank 
holdup ; and another bank robbery in 
Louisville, Kentucky. 

But greater than all of these crimes 
was the linking of the most horrible 
crime of modern t imes to this ruddy
faced man-the SL Valentine's day 
massacre in Chicago ! 

On February 1 4, 1929, ten months 
to the day before the slaying of Skelly 
on the streets of St. Joseph, seven men, 
members of George " Bugs " Moran' s 
liquor dealing mob, were surpt·i sed i n  
their garage hangout at 2 1 22 North 
Clark Street in Chicago by four men. 
Two of the four carried machine guns 
and wore police uni forms. 

The seven Moran gangsters were 
lined up against a wall and mowed 
down by the men •vho were masquer
ading in police uniforms. One of the 
seven men. was sti l l  alive when police 
arrived, but he re fused to talk. 

Theories were advanced by the 
scores and men arrested by the dozens, 
only to be released a fter questioning. 
Then pol ice officials announced that 
one of the men in a police uni form had 
been identified as Burke, known a<; a 
henchman of Scarface AI Capone. 

Burke. Chicago police said, was one 
of four men hired by the Capone or
ganization to wipe out the Moran gang 
in retribution for the murders o f  
Pasqualino Lolordo a n d  Tony Lom
bardo, of the Capone-Lombardo fac
t ion. T1n) of the other kills were 
Joseph Lolordo, brother of Pasqua
lino, and J ames Ray, of St. Loui s, 
companion of Burke. 

As in the killing of Skelly, it  \\'as 
Burke's missing front tooth that led 
to the linking of his already in famous 
name to the massacre. 

-

That Sunday a fternoon, in St.  
Joseph, Chid o f  Police Alden re
ceived a telephone message from 
Officer Richard Anderson of the Des 
Moines, Iowa, police department, 
identi fying .i\I rs. Fred Dane as one of 
the most desperate criminal characters 
of the 1rest-a murderess and a high
way robber ! She had served time in 
the l\Iissouri State Penitentiary for 
murder and highway robberv, and was 
known under the aliases 

. 
o f  V iola 

Daniels and V iola Kane, the latter an 
alias frequently adopted by Burke. 

Burke. the Des Moines officer also 
volunteered, was wanted there for lead
ership in t\YO bank robberies and wa� 
knO\Yn as J ames " Cornbread" Bur
chell .  A confederate in one of the 
holdups had squealed on Burke and 
was serving time in prison, it ·was said. 

" \:Ve' l l  get the truth out o f  this 
woman now," Prosecutor Cunningham 
announced. 

But Viola Dane was sullen. She 
admitted nothing. 

" That's all a lie !" she exclaimed. 
" I\·e ne,·er been m trouble i n  my 
l i fe. ' '  

And she hadn't .  The next da\· when 
photographs and finger-print �ecords 
of Viola Daniels and Viola Kane were 
receiYecl from Mi ssouri they failed to 
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correspond with those of the woman 
held in St. Joseph as Burke's wi fe. 

" Nevertheless, she hasn't told us all 
she knows about this," Cunningham 
insisted. 

Deputy · Police Commissioner S tege 
of Chicago came to the St. Joseph j ail ,  
and was closeted with the woman for 
more than an hour. When he came out 
o f  the cell, wiping the beads of perspi
ration from his forehead he admitted 
that he had been unable to extract any 
helpful information from her. Patrick 
Roche, chief investigator for the State 
Attorney's office in Cook County, tried 
i t .  And he failed. 

Couldn't anything break this woman 
down ? Every attempt had failed, but 
there remained one strong ·weapon
jealousy. 

On Tuesday afternoon they buried 
Officer Skelly with all the honors that 
could be bestowed by a citizenry roused 
to the white heat of hatred over so 
ruthless a killing. More than four 
thousand pers-ons, from the youngsters 
he used to call to on the streets to high 
polic.e officials from cities of the Middle 
:VVest, passed by his bier. 

And during the funeral services 
word came to the county jail that 
Burke and a woman companion had 
spent the previous night at a tourist 
camp near Flint, Michigan. Mrs. 
S. H. Jarvis, operator of the camp, 
had identified Burke's picture and said 
the man had told her he was on his 
honeymoon. 

" He seemed all wrapped up in the 
girl," Mrs. Jarvis told police. " She 
was very beautiful, bobbed golden hair 
and long, curling eyelashes." 

So Prosecutor Cunningham and 
Sheriff Bryant, determined to play 
what t,Pey regarded as a hole card, 
went upstairs to the women's cell block 
a_nd faced Viola Dane. 

" 'vVell, I guess we're closing in on 
your husband,"  the prosecutor said, 
with a casual smile. " He stayed at a 
tourist camp near Flint last night with 
a beautiful young blonde he introduced 
as his wife." 

The woman jumped to her feet. 
" It's a lie-a dirty lie !" she cried. 
The prosecutor repeated M rs. Jar-

vis's report. 
" I don't  believe it-you're just try

ing to give me the works," the woman 
sobbed. 

The officers waited for her to recover 
her composure. And after several 
minutes of gentle persuasion she broke 
down and admitted that her story to 
them had been fictitious. She was 
really Mrs. Viola Brenneman, and she 
and Dane, as she continued to call him, 
were not married. 

Her m a i d e n  name was Viola 
Ostroski and she had married John 
Brenneman in Kankakee, Illinois, in 
1'9 1 2  and divorced him two years later. 
Her mother lived in Kankakee, she 
said. 

" I was living in Chicago when 
Gladys Davidson, a friend of mme, 
invited me to go to Hammond for a 
party," she said. ' ' That was in June, 
1928. Fred, who lived at Burnham, 
was at the party and I became ac
quainted with him. In the summer of  
1 928 we went to  Ladysmith, vViscon
sin, and took a log cabin for several 
weeks and in the fall we went to Ham
mond to live in an apartment. 

" He always told me he would marry 
me as soon as he could gel a divorce 
from his \\'i fe, and so she wouldn't find 
out about us we lived under the name 
of Reed in Hammond and later, when 
we \Yeot to Gary to live, he used the 
name of Herbert Church ." 

" Did you ever see these business 
cards before ?" the prosecutor inter-

8 D  
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rupteCl, lianaing her a card which had 
been found i n  the bungalow on Lake 
Shore Drive. They showed the name 
of Herbert Church, salesman for the 
Columbia Commercial Feed Company, 
I 222 Wrigley Bui lding, Chicago. Cun
ningham had found out that such a 
concern never occupied offices i n  the 
\Vrigley Building, and that H e rbert 

Church \\'as unknown there. 
" Yes, I've seen them, ' '  she rep lied . 

" H e  told me that was his  bu::: iness, but 
I never knew much about his affairs." 

They mO\•ed to St.  Joseph in Septem
ber, 1 929, from Gary, �he explained, 
and Dane was neYer away f rom home 
more than two or three hour:-; at a 
t ime. 

" Do you l(now where you :mel Fred 
were on St.  Valentine's Day, last 
February ?'' Prosecutor Cunningham 
asked. 

" \\'e wen:: I i,·ing in Hammond. I 
remember t·he day dist inct ly because he 
brought me a big lxmquet o f  ch rysan
themum:-," she anS\Yerecl quick! y. " He 
]eft our home about seven o 'clock t hat 
morning and did not return unt i l about 
eleYen o'clock I remember i t  ,;o 
well because he came home and I 
asked him about dinner and he told me 
to run down to the delicatessen store 
and buy something. But I persuaded 
him to go out and get some food for 
me to cook. I think he ordered the 
flowers when he \\·ent out for the gro
ceries. That afternoon he ,,-ent out to 
get some magazines and wa::: gone 
about a couple of hours . "  

T h e  St.  Valentine's Day mas�acre i n  
the North Clark Street garage occurred 
about e lenn o'clock on the morning o f  
February I 4.  1 929. 

Viola B renneman. as she had re
Yealed hersel f, had thr0\\'11 up an alibi 
for Burke. but feminine j ealousy. 
aroused by the story of the beautiful 

9 D  

blonde, had giY-en the officers some new 
i n formation. 

VI 

T
HAT same a fternoon the entire 

town was thrown into an uproar 
of frenz ied excitement when 

H.oche announced to newspaper men 
t hat Burke's hideout was surrounded 
and that he would be in j ail  before 
n ightfall.  

Captain Fred �'\rmst rong of the 
Michigan State Police said that B urke 
was h iding in a cottage on the shore 
of Paw Paw Lake at Coloma, nursing 
an i nj u ry received when his automobile 
l tad crashed into the curb as he fled 
from the scene of the Skelly shooting. 
That night a squad of heavily armed 
deputies swooped down on the spotted 
cottage \Yith machine guns, tear ga:;; 
bombs and rifles, and were rewarded 
with the capture of a drunken care
taker. 

Four days a fter the slaying of Skelly , 
b\·o of Sheriff Bryant 's deputies, 
Charle� H. A n d  r e w s and Erwin 
Kubath, went to Chicago carrying with 
them t wo cumbersome suitcases con
taining the machine guns found in the 
bungaiO\Y. They were taken to Chicago 
at the request of Major Calvin C.  God
dard. ?\ ew York ballistic expert, who 
had been called to aid in clearing up 
the St. Valentine's Day slaughter. 

And on December 23 Major God
dare! went before the Cook County 
coroner's j ury and testified that the 
bullets \Yhich hailed death upon the 
seven :Moran gangsters on that St. 
\'alentine' Day were fired from the 
t\Yo machine guns found cached i n  the 
bungalow in St. Joseph. 

Fred Burke, the most vicious jour
neyman killer, \\'as defini tely linked 
with the slaughter-all because he lost 

his head i n  a minor traffic mi.:;hap in 
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the l i t t le to\Yn \\·here he had [ i ,·ed peace� 
fully as a wealthy gentleman farmer ! 

�tlajor Goddard explained his bal
l i st i c  findings so convincingly that the 
j ury unhesitati ngly ordered Burke ar
re�ted for the grim assassination. 

Examining the two guns, i\'Iajor 
Goddard found that the serial number
ing on the barrels had been carefully 
fi led. But the application of a strong 
acid brought out the markings in their 
full i ntensity because of  the effect of 
t he stamping on the texture o f  the 
�tee! . 

One bore the number 2347 and the 
other z s8o, and it was a s imple matter 
to  t race their origins. They had been 
;;old by a New York manu facturer to a 
Chicago dealer, who had in turn sold 
one of them to authori t ies of l\Iarion 
Coun t \·, I l l inois, and the other to a man 
who h�d said he "·as  purcl;�sing it  for 
E lgin. Illinois, pol ice officers. 

" � umber 2347, am\ perhaps the 
other one, was used in the slaying o f  
t h e  seven rv1 oran gangsters . "  l\ Iajor 
Goddard sai d.  

Meanwhile, Viola Brenneman had 
engaged a n  at torney and was fighting 
for her release from jai l  i n  St.  Joseph. 
;\ techn ical charge of  recei ,· ing stolen 
goods had been placed agai nst her by 
Prosecutor Cunningham, and he de

manded ten thousand dollars bond for 
her release. 

I f  she were releasee\ she might lead 
them t o  Burke. 

A fter resting in j a i l  for l \\ O  weeks, 
�he was released and ,,·ent d i rectly to 
the home of her mother in Kankakee. 
Officers t railed her, but their stalking 
Yielded no cle\\' to  the k i ller.  Finally 
they ceased their sun·eil lance. 

Report s of  Burke, some yague and 
others apparently well founded, con
t inued to pour in. He ,,·as reported 
seen, usual ly with blond \\·omen-one 

of h is weaknesses since h i s  first " job " 
with Egan's Rats in St.  Louis-in a 
hal f hundred American cit ies. Chi
cago's gang hideouts, or a t  least some 
o f  them, \\·ere searched. Detroi t police 
reported that he had crossed i n t o  
Canada. H e  was reported seen in 
Spri ngfield, I ll ino is,  again in Gary, In
d iana, and i n  M i l  waukee, \ Visconsin. 

Then Police Commissioner Grover 
\Vhalen of New York announced that 
Burke's deadly weapons were also re
sponsible for the murder of Frankie 
Yale, Brooklyn gang chie f.  Yale's 
gorillas charged that Burke and James 
Ray \Yere respon sible. Yale had been 
suspected o f  having had a hand in the 
murc\ers o f  " Bi g  Jim • ·  Coli simo and 
Dion O' Banion in Chicago in his ca
pacity as the boss of  gun handlers for 
Capone. Shortly before Yale's sudden 
and inglorious demise, hO\YeYer, Yale 
and Capone had broken o A: friendly 
relat ion� .  

\\·hen :\1  fred " Jake ' ·  Lingle, the 
Chicago Tribune reporter, was shot 
last summer, John H .  Alcock, now act 
ing commissioner of police. said Burke 
might have had some part in that slay
mg. 

It \\·a,; not unt i l  mid-summer that 
the trail  of Burke grew real! y hot . On 
the e\·en ing of July 24 Thomas Bon 
ner, minor racketeer and stool pigeon 
on Chi cago's south side \Yas slain i n  
front o f  his  home bY t \\·o men \dw 
d roYe by in a Ford s�clan and Jeye[ed 
a machine gun upon him An inYes t i 
gation revealed t o  the pol ice that on]_,. 
t \YO day s be fore Bonner and a Chicago 
druggist had cl r i ,·en to Hess Lake, near 
Ne\\·aygo, Michigan , \\'here Burke wa<: 
rumored to ha ,·e been hiding out a t  a. 
smal l  re:;ort. 

Pol ice were in formed that Bonner 
had gone to the resort to learn o f  
B urke' :- hiding place in order that h e  
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might direct the authorities there and 
cut in on a portion of the ten thousand 
dollars reward money. Fifteen detec
tives led by Lieutenant John McGinnis 
of  the homicide squad sped to the re
sort, to learn that the man they were 
hunting had left hYenty minutes be
fore. 

It can be disclosed now that Burke's 
escape on this occasion was caused by 
the carelessness of an officer who men
tioned the impending raid in the pres
ence of one of Burke' s  friends. 

The widow of Thomas Bonner i s  
certai1;1 that Burke killed her husband. 

" How do I know ?" she says. 
" Why, didn't they ,:vork together as 
brake!llen years ago, and didn't Burke 
hang around Tom's saloon before pro
hibition ? Don't worry, I know Fred 
Burke. He was scared because. he 
thought Tom was getting ready to 
squeal and cut in on the reward for 
the St. Valentine's  Day killings. ' '  

Less than a month later a squad o f  
St. Louis police raided a downtown 
hotel on a tip that Burke was hiding 
there, but instead they found a gam
bling house owner and a "·eli-stocked 
arsenal. A month a fter the Mer
chants' Trust Company in Paterson .. 
New Jersey, was held up and robbed 
o f  twenty thousand dollars, and hal f  
a dozen terrorized girl employees iden
tified Burke's pictures from police files. 
More leads . . • leads to nowhere. 

But there was one agency that con
tinued its relentless scouring of the 
country for the mad killer. The 
"United States Department of Justice, 
remembering the two hundred thousand 
dollar mail truck holdup in Toledo, 
Ohio, in which a policeman had been 
slain and Burke's acquittal of a thirty
five thousand dollar railway express 
robbery in St. Louis in 1 925,  was de
termined that this man should be 

brought to justice. Operatives had 
been working continuously and secretly 
on the manhunt for months, and finally 
their opportunity came. 

VII 

IT "·as late in  December of 1 930-
a year after the Skelly killing in St. 
Joseph, Michigan-that J o s e p h  _ 

Hunsaker, a lean-faced young truck 
driver, l iving in Green City, Missouri , 
about one hundred and seventy-five 
miles northeast of St. Joseph, Mis
souri, became suspicious of a stockily
huilt, black-haired stranger who visited 
a farm home three and one-hal f miles 
" est of Green City frequently. 

The stranger flashed a big roll of 
bills, went around i n  flashy clothes, 
and drove an expensive automobile. 
\Vhen he drove into town he never got 
out of his car, and he avoided the 
people in Green City. 

Hunsaker had seen a picture o f  
Freel Burke, h i s  cold, steely eyes glow
ering, and oYer it the caption : " Thou
sands on His Head !" 

There had been something familiar 
about that face-and those eyes. In 
the picture Burke was clean-shaven, 
hut there 'vas an unmistakable resem
blance between him and the stranger 
with the big, expensive automobile and 
roll of bills. 

The young driYer browsed around 
the town, learning what he could of  
the stranger. 

Bit by bit he learned that the man 
was known as vVhite, and that he was 
supposed to be a big business man in 
Kansas City. Last summer he had 
married Bonnie Porter, the tall, slen
der, blond daughter of Barney Porter, 
at whose home near Green City he 
visited. 

Hunsaker was satisfied that he had 
located the widely hunted killer. He 
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sat down and wrote a letter to the De
vartment of  Just ice agents in Chicago. 
Th ree days later he received an impor
tant lo�king letter warning h i m  to pro
ceed cautiously, keeping an eye on the 
man until he received further orders. 
Chi e f  of Police E. M. :rviatthews o f  St.  
J oseph, Mi ssouri, also receiYed a letter. 
He was asked to investigate the in for
mation supplied by the truck driver. 

Three t imes a squad o f  St. Joseph 
police went to the little four-room farm 
house midway between Green City and 
l\1ilan, making the trip in the middle 
o f  the night.  But each time they 
learned f rom their in formant that the 
man they sought had left shortly be
fore. 

lt 'vas decided that Hunsaker \\·a� 
to watch the stranger's moyements and 
noti fy the police the next time the man 
appeared at the Porter farm. As a 
double check, officers \-Ye re dispatched 
to Kansas City to watch the move
ments of Burke's wi fe, who was em
ployed as a nurse in a doctor's office. 

It  was about th ree o'clock on the 
morning o f  Thursday, March 26, that 
the call came from Hunsaker. Burke 
,,·as at the Porter home and his big 
car was parked outside, he reported. 
His wife was in Kansas City. Hun
saker understood that her husband was 
to leave to j oin her in the morning. 

The raiding party, under the com
mand of Captain John Lard. was 
ready i n  an instant. Two high-powered 
cars, ready for j ust that moment. 
roared away to the north in the night. 
\Vith Captain Lard were three detec
t i ves, A. \V. Thedings, Meh·in S\\·ep
�ton and E. R. Kelly, and at their feet 
,,·ere three machine guns. shotguns, and 
a hal f dozen tear gas bombs. 

At Milan the t\YO cars halted their 
furious race long enough to p ick up 
Sheriff L. C. Hoover, o f  Sul l i van 

CoLtnty. Deputy Ralph Clubine and 
Constable A. F. Pickett, of Green City. 

Arriving at the Porter home about 
dawn, the officers found a highly pol
ished, power ful automobile parked 
alongside the house in a driveway. 
Captain Lard ordered one o f  the police 
automobiles driven in front of it, and 
the other police car halted behind it to 
prevent any attempted escape. 

Silently the seven men slipped noise
lessly up on the porch. They had 
intended to rush into the house. but 
Porter, a wakened by the sound of the 
cars, met them at the door. A revolver 
was pushed into the ribs of the aston
ished man and he fell back wit hout ;t  
word. 

'l'he officers rushed dO\nl a narro,,· 
hall to the bedroom door, on the other 
side of \Yhich Captain Lard had been 
informed he would come upon the man 
known as the most ruthles,; slayer of  
modern times. T h e  door w a s  flung 
open . and there on the bed lay a sleep
ing man with black hair and a mu�
tache. The high-powered car w a s  
parked j ust outside the open windO\\. 
and on a cha i r  close beside the bed wa:
a man's coat with bulging pockets. 

Two of the officers stepped between 
the chai r and the bed. and two other,; 
stood with machine guns lenled at the 
man's head. D e t e c t i v e  Swepston 
shouted : " Stick 'em up !" 

The man in the bed awoke with a 
start and sat bolt upright .  He gaspee! 
in astonishment. and looked into the 
muzzles of  the two mach ine guns. Then 
he made a grab for the coat on the 
chai r. But the officer kicked it  awaY. 
The coat fell to the floor, and a thirty
two caliber automatic revolver fell 
from the pocket. 

The man now was trembling with 
fear .  

" Take i t  easy," warned S wepston. 
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" \Ve've got you cold and it won't pay 
to fight." 

" What are you going io do, take 
me for a ride ?" the man stammered . 
.And then he heaved a sigh of  relief 
when the raiders convinced him they 
were officers of the law and not hired 
killers who had come to put him on the 
spot. 

\Vhile he was dressing the captured 
man told the officers his name wa� 
Richard Franklin White, and that he 
was a salesman. In the pockets of h i�  
clothes was seven hundred and ninety
fin dollars in bills of large denomina
tion. 

It was not until he was lodged in  
a special cell in  the St. Joseph jail and 
under the guard o f  two officers that he 
revealed his identity. He refused to 
talk until he was confronted with Ber
tillon measurements and finger-prints, 
which checked in detail. 

" \V ell, as long as you kno\Y, then 
I guess there isn't much use in denying 
it ," the prisoner said sullenly. " I 'm 
Burke. \Vho did you think you were 
capturing, Jesse James ?" 

Then he added with a smile : 
" And I 'm ngt a damned bit afraid 

to go back to Chicago." 
When Omaha, Nebraska, police tele

phoned a few minutes later in an at
tempt to learn from Burke whether he 
had had any part in a recent bank 
robbery at Lincoln, he replied curtly : 

" Tell them to get a spiritualist and 
hold hands. Maybe they'll find out. " 

Burke made it dear that he wasn't 
going to talk about any of his exploits 
or lend any help in clearing up the long 
series of crimes charged to his trigger 
finger. 

" As far as I'm concerned, you might 
as well go take a walk, because I 'm not 
going to talk," he told Chief ::\latthews. 

But despite his boast that he wasn't 

a ' ' damned bit afraid " to go back to 
Chicago and face the charge that he 
was the man who had helped mow 
down the seYen Moran gangsters with a 
hail of machine gun fire, St. Valentine's 
Day, Burke was pleased at the decision 
of  Governor Henry Caulfield, of Mis
souri ,  to turn him over to M ichigan 
authorities instead. 

[n :Michigan. he realized. the maxi
mum penalty for his crime would be 
li fe imprisonment, w h e r e a s  Cook 
County. I llinois, had been loud in its 
promises to " burn " Burke in the elec
t ric chair i f  he were ever brought to 
t rial. 

· '  Oi course I'd rather go back to 
�lichigan," Burke said. " I  don' t 
think much of  the hot seat.'' 

VIII 

GOVERNOR C A .C L F I E L D  
signed the extradition papers 
turning Burke over to M ichigan, . 

and the M ichigan officers went into 
conference to agree upon a plan for 
the five hundred and sixty-eight mile 
trip back to the scene of Charles 
Skelly's cold-blooded murder. It was 
agreed that the utmost secrecy must be 
used in arranging for the trip, especial
ly since there had been vague rumors 
that the underworld might attempt to 
take Burke from the law and put him 
on the spot before he had an oppor
tunity to turn squealer on the higher
ups "·ho had hired him to do their 
kil lings. 

At five o'clock on a morning last 
?.hrch, just as the first streaks of cold 
dawn appeared, Burke was bundled out 
of his cell and put into an armored car 
that waited at the curb outside with 
motor running. The large car seemed 
to bristle with machine guns. Four 
officers of the Michigan State Police 
·were seated inside, alert. l'heir re-
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voh·ers were cocked for any foray that 
gangland might attempt. 

Then began a dash across the Middle 
\\.est at breakneck speed. At eight 
twenty-five that night Burke was 
IJack in the little l'vlichigan resort to>m, 
" here for three n�onths, he had hidden 
out as a peaceful country gentleman 
. . . until he had got drunk and lost 
his head over a trivial traffic mishap. 

Back in the St. Joseph, Michigan. 
jail . seven guards grouped about his 
cell with shotguns slung across their 
knees and State Troopers patrolling the 
:-treets outside night and day, Burke 
,,·as a sullen, growling prisoner. He 
chewed savagely on big, black cigar� 
and cursed the newspaper men who 
came to the bars of his cell to ask him 
about his crimes. 

" Yon guys never ga ,.e me a break 
and you won't  get anything out of me 
now. you-" he grumbled. 

He had been in the jai l  only t\\·o 
days when I went to his cel l accom
panied by a deputy sheriff and suc
ceeded in persuading him to talk-but 
not about his ignoble career. A score 
of police officers from nearly as many 
States where he was reputed to have 
left a trail of terror had questioned him 
during those t\YO clays and to them he 
had maintained that same stubborn-
ness. 

I found him seated on the edge of his 
i ron bunk reading a \Vest ern story 
magazine, and as I talked to him the 
group of heavily armed officers sat 
grouped outside the bars, alert to any 
attempt which might be made to take 
their captive from them. But Burke 
seemed unmincl ful of thei r  glowering 
11·atchfulness and the cold steel muzzles 
of their guns. 

He sat in h is  shirt sleeves. A barber 
had been to see him a few minutes be
fore, and. he was clean-shaved except-

ing for the bristling black mustache he 
had grown in an attempt to escape the 
eyes of the law. 

But it was his eyes, deep gray eyes 
with pouchy lids and a menacing cold 
look, that labeled him as the Fred 
Burke whose photographs have been 
emblazoned on thousands of police 
posters. It was those eyes that had 
attracted the attention of the young 
truck driver, Hunsaker, six months be
fore and had finallv resulted in the 
sensational capture. 

" How did you happen to k i l l  
Skelly?" I asked. 

He glanced awav and remained 
silent. 

" You must have been pretty  drunk, 
weren't you ?" 

" Now, listen here, .
. 

Bu rke said ear
nestly, " i f you think I'm going to open 
up and tell you my l i fe history, you' re 
badly mistaken. They\·e got a tight 
case against me here and I'm not going 
to say a wore!. '{ ou can't blame me 
for that, can you?" 

He admitted that he had Ji,·ed in St .  
Joseph as  Freel Dane, and that Viola 
Brenneman had posed as his wife. But 
that w a s  al l .  

" How about the St. Valentine's Dav 
massacre in Chicago ?" I persisted. 

" Why don't you guys lay off that 
stuff?" he demanded in a tone of di�
gust. " I  wasn't in Chicago when that 
happened, and T don't know anything 
about it. All this talk about me bump
ing off seYen guys for Capone-that's 
a lot of bunk I don't even kno,,· 
Capone. ' '  

I asked him about a number of other 
crimes with which he had been directh· 
charged-the slaying of Frankie Yale. 
the Brooklyn gang leader, and the 
Nii laflores slayings in Detroit-but hi� 
answers were a few terse curse words . 
. The only gangsters be knew were 
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dead ones, and he was a · victim of 
newspaper s�sationalism. That was 
hi:s story. 

I asked him how he had succeeded 
in slipping through the well organized 
manhunt on the night of the Skelly 
killing. But there was no answer. 

" Where did you get all of your ex
perience with machine guns, Burke ? ' '  
I pressed. 

" \What do you mean ' experience ' ? " 
" You served with the United States 

f01;ces _as a machine gunner in France, 
didn't you. ?" 

• •  Another nevvspaper yarn. I was 
in the tank €Orps and that's no train
ing school for kiUers. That's for sui
cides." 

" How about this p lastic surgery 
operation you had performed on your
celf  to disguise your features ?" 

" That plastic surgery, as you call 
i t, happened to be a l ittle automobile 
accident near Kansas

_ 
City last sum-

1 ner." 
I prepared to leave. 
" \V ell, Burke, you're one gangster 

that's j ust as tough as the cops say, 
; t ren't you ?" 

" I  used to be, I gtiess, ' '  Burke said ,  
and smiled. It was the first time a 
smi le had been seen on his face since 
the five police officers with drawn guns 
had awakened him at daybreak in the 
little Missouri farm hol!se and placed 
him under arrest. 

Burke remained in the cramped lit
! le cell under the constant watchful
ness of the armed guard until the end 
of April, when he was led out by a 
cordon of fifteen heavily-armed depu
t ies and taken across the street to 'the 
court room of Circuit Judge Charles 
E. White. 

A troop of State police officers and 
special deputies surrounded the court
house and the same two machine guns 

once owned by Burke were mounted in 
front of the jail as a reminder to the 
crowd of eight thousand curious 
townsfolk that order must be pre
served. VVhen the kiiJer, immaculate
ly dressed in a blue suit, entered the 
court room, his handc1,1ffs were re
moved and he was led to a chair be
tween Sheriff Cutler and a State po
liceman. 

Even· one IYho entered the court 
room \\·a,; searched and nine guards 
with sawed-off shotguns stood at the 
entrances. 

Charles vV. Gore, oi Benton Harbor, 
who had been hired as attorney for 
Burke t \YO weeks before, came over 
and whispered to his client, and when 
J udge White mounted the bench, the 
lawyer stepped up and conferred with 
him and Prosecutor Cunningham for 
several minutes. Then the bailiff called 
for quiet. 

. .  The defendant pleads guilty to the 
State's charge of  murder without de
gree," Gore said. 

There was an audible gasp from the 
craning spectator:-. Burke appeared 
unmoved. 

After a brief hearing, during which 
Forrest Kool. the young Buchanan 
farmer, pointed his finger at Burke 
from the witness stand and said calm
ly, " He's the man who k illed Skelly," 
Judge vVhite announced that Burke, as 
notorious as he was in the field of 
crime, could not be sentenced for first 
degree murder inasmuch as no pre
meditation could be shown in the kill
ing of the officer. 

" I. therefore, sentence you to life 
imprisonment in Marquette prison un
der the Michigan statute providing the 
penalty for second degree murder," lie 
said after Burke had been called be
fore him. 

" Thank you," Burke said in a low 
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Yoice, and turned to hold his  hands out 
to the officers who stood near by with 
the handcuffs. 

On the way back to the jail  Burke, 
apparently reliend, joked with Sheriff 
Cutler. 

" Bring along some fishing tackle 
when we go up. sheriff," he · laughed. 
" They tell me the t rout fishing is good 
up around Marquette and the season 
open:; May I .  Maybe '"e can take time 
out to get a few. " 

At four thi rty-seven o'clock the ne:xt 
morning, Burke "·as again loaded into 
that same armored car bristling w ith 
machine guns and started on hi s last 
trip, a ride into exile. 

" This l i fe sentence doesn't bother 
me much." he said a� he  stepped into 
the car. 

Before he left  the jail,  Burke auto
graphed a book, " On the Up and Up," 
written by Bruce Barton, and handed 
it to Sheriff Cutler. It was signed : 
" Opt imistically, F red R Burke. " 

" Barton's my faYorite author, you 
know," he told the  sheriff . 

Twelve hours later the great i ron 
gate� of Marquette prison . known as 

" Siberia .. to c ri minals in :Michigan 
because of i t s  location in the desolate 
wastes of the upper peninsula, swung 
open to admit " the most dangerouc; 
criminal in the United States . " He 
was the one thousand and first prisoner 
to enter the penitentiary, and the mtnl
ber 5293 was stenciled i n  large figures 
across the left breast of his blue denim 
shirt . 

His  remark that the l i fe sentence 
d idn't bother him much took on a real 
sign i ficance the next day when Prose
cutor Cunningham admitted that Burke, 
accused of the most ruthless slaughter 
of modern t imes, a dozen or more 
wanton killings and innumerable other 
c rimes, wi l l  be eligible for a parole in 
twenty-fiye years, and that good be
haYior may reduce his term to eighteen 
or twenty years I 

The a rmored car was almost in sight 
of the gra�- stone prison walls when 
Burke turned to Sheri ff Cutler and 
said suddenly : 

" You kno\\·, you fellows wouldn' t  
be  bringing me up here i f  I hadn't got 
drunker than a lord on grape wtne 
that clay I shot that copper. ' '  
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Narrative Cross -Word Puzzle 
WILL THESE CROOKS REFORM? 

. , 

11 

3 1  

By Richard Hoadley Tingley 

V-VERTICAL H-HORIZONTAL 

I 9 ' 0 

Try This New Puzzle ! Correct Answer Next Week 

I ;  

The tale I am going to relate V. 4 It was on the . . . . . . . .  of the 
is about two detectives of the V 23( Rom. num. ) . . . . . . . .  th day of the 

\" 8  Federal Prohibition . . . . . . . . . .  , H 52 Jewish month o f  . . . . . . . .  , in 
H 33 Abe Goldman and . . . . . . . . . . V 40 ( abbr. ) the year 1 931,  . . . . . . . . . .  , a 
V 4 1  Cohen, who got . . . . . . . . .  bad V 47 . . . . . . . . they will long remem-
H 14 while off duty not long . . . . . . . .  H 13 ber. These men had . . . . . . . .  . 

H 48 They managed, however, . . . . . . H 42 out to raid an . . . . . . . . .  speak-
V 55 get out again, and to . . . . . . . . V 43 easy, a . . . . . . . .  resort, as di rty 

new Juster to their names. H 26 as a pig . . . . . . . . . .  , about 
282 
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,. sr 
H 46 
H 1 7  
H 1 6  
H r  
\" .)7 
H s7 
H 22 

v .w 
H n  
H so 
\' 56 H 63 
\" 38 

V 6  
H s 

. . . . . . . . . .  miles from the city, 
. . . . . . . . . . were nearing the 
. . . . . . . . . .  of their homeward 
j ourney when a flat . . . . . . . .  . 
halted them near a . . . . . . . .  . 

. . . . . . . . . .  !" quoth Abc. 
I'm hungry. Let's . . . . . . . . .  . 
and have a plate of . . . . . . . .  tail 
soup. The chef in there is an 
expert in the culinary . . . . . . . .  . 

and can cook to beat the band. 
Both were able . . . . . . . . . .  , 

thoroughly . . . . . . . .  , and Cohen 
had . . . . . . . . . . the distinction 
. . . . . . . . being a bitter . . . . . . .  . 
in that . . . . . . . . . never left a 
job half done except for a 
. . . . . . . . reason. When he and 
Abe were in the . . . . . . . . . of 
entering the place something-

\' 18 happened, . . . . . . . . . . yon will 
\" 3 . . . . . . . . . out before yon have 
H 13 V 29 . . . . . . . . . very . . . . . . . . . with 
,- 7 this story, and a . . . . . . . . .  time 
,- 21 H 28 they had of . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Y ;p a . . . . . . . .  had fallen from the 
V 14 blue I . . . . . . . . .  sure it would 
,. 5R have surprised them . . . . . . . .  . 
Y 53 more than to . . . . . . . . . greeted 

-with the command : " Hands 
H 49 . . . . . .  !" as a bullet whizzed past 
H 56( decimal, point in front) within a . . . .  . 
H 39 of an inch of Abe's . . . . . . . .  . 

Instantly four hands were raised. 
Even a . . . . . . . . could see this 
was the only thing to . . . . . . . .  . 
. . . . . . . . would have befallen 

othenvise, for thev had stum-
V 44 bled upon three . : . . . . . . .  men 
V 10 of th-e kind that . . . . . . . . . on 
H 6o H 35 people so . . . . . . . in this . . . . . .  . · 

of crime. Before you could say 
H ,'\2 " . . . • . . • .  :. !" the thugs had 
H 46 relieved both Cohen . . . . . . . .  . 

Abe of their guns, and while one 
bandit robbed the till behind the 
cashier's . . . . . . . .  , and another 
went through the clothes . . . . . . 
the patrons seated . . . . . . . .  the 
tables. a third dug . . . . . . . .  into 
the pockets of the detectives and 
extracted what little money they 
had, . . . . . . . . . it amounted to 
only five . . . . . . . . ten dollars, 
all told. There was but one 

woman in the place, and 
was subjected to the same rough 
treatment. 

" Now . . . . . . . .  into that back 
room, and . . . . . . . .  yourselve!:' 

about it !" shouted one of the 
V 18 thugs . . . . . . . . .  he began again 
H 20 V 44 to . . . .  , . . . .  with his . . . . . . . . .  . 
H 12 They say that there is . . . . . . .  . 

among thieves. Don't believe it. 
The trio immediately began 

H 48 . . . . . . . . .  quarrel over the loot. 
H 31 the . . . . . . . .  between them rag-
V 26 ing . . . . . . . . fiercely that one of 
V 2 the three, . . . . . . . .  , knocked the 
V 24 other . . . . . . . . almost scnseles!' 

and got all the cash. Keeping 
V 50 H 33 their . . . . . .  about them . . . . . . , 

V JO 

Ed and Abe battered down the 
door, surprised the holdup 
. . . . . . . .  , and, helped by the 

patrons, put them in i rons. Pale 
and . . . . . . . .  , the crooks pre-
sented a sorry sight . . . . . . . .  . 

they were marched off to the 
pen. 

V 24 The judge gave them each . . . . .  
H 21 years, and it . . . . . . hoped that, 
V 59 ( prcfi x ) when they . . . . . .  enter society 
H 18 as free men they will . . . . . . .  . 
V 46 their ways and begin life . . . . .  . 

as respectable citizens. But 
will they ? Answer me, . . . . . . .  . 
criminologists . . . . . . . .  ? Yes 
or . . . . . . . . ? 



FLASHES FROM READERS 
Where Readers and Editor Get Together to Go�sip 
and A rgue, and E'l)eryone Speaks Up His Mind 

J IEUT. J OHN HOPPER, who dier General . But he di scovered· that 
L wrote the thrilling story o

.
f mur- t he mathemat ics he had studied in \V �st 

der on an army transport , · Mur- Point  hadn't  taught him how to keep 
Jerer on Board '" in this week ' s  is�ue of up a front to match his  responsi bilities 
D.t:TECT1VE Frc- on one hundred 
TIO� VV E E K L Y ,  a n d twenty-fiye 
has served from dollars a month. 
Sandy Hook to The army feeds 
Panama m the its pri,·ates , but 
F�egular Arm?. not officers : they 

He was born h ave to buy thei r 
too late, r903, to own food. And . 
g e t  i n t o  t h e  as the l ieutenant 
\Vorlcf \iVar, but e x  p 1 a i n s, " I  
h e  tried and might found out that my 
have made it  if \ i stomach was too 
his parents hadn't darned prosaic . J t 
objected and re- was not s:Ltisfied 
moved him from with being coY-
the  ranks. A yery ered b,· nice uni-
sad and di sap- forms : it had to 
pointed y o u n g- eat also." 
ster, he yet set So he resigned 
h i s  heart on a his  commission in  
m i l itary l ife,  and t h e R e g u 1 a r 
some time later Army, and has 
e n t e r e d \Vest been eating three 
Point. LIEUT. JOHN HOPPER square 111eals a 

Finally, in r 927, he blossomed out as day practically ever since. 
a spick-and-span, brand-new shave-tail He turned to wri ting and started to 
with a powerful yen to become a B riga- . describe the romance and the glamour 
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of the places he h;1cl seen and the l i fe 
he had led. And has been doing it enr 
smce. 

Once in a ·whi le ,  he say�,  he feels a 
faint urge to get back in the ar11 1y,  but 
so far hasn't been po\n::rfully moYed 
to do it. He enn turned down a 
colonel's commission offered him by a 
Central American faction plann i ng out 
a rebellion ! Li eut . Hopper "·as hold
ing out for a promi se that he ,,·ou ld be 
Secretary of VVar in the new goyern
ment, when the rebelli on hle,,· up . 

* * * 

F
AKE mediums and fortune teller:' 

in the country, alarmed by the 
exposures now appearing i n  Dr:

'r Ec TIVE FICTION WEEKLY, and unable 
to get the magazine suppressed , are re
ported to be taking the only method 
left them to keep the stories f rom you. 
In some cities they a re buying D cn:c
TIVE FIC1'JO:-;- \iY� EEKL YS f rom local 
news-stand�, and destroying- them. 

Naturally they are not able to make 
a serious impression with these tacti .�s .  
And DETECTIVE Fic'l'IOl\ VVEEKLY. 

with its wide ci rculation, wil l  reach a 
yast number of people . 

But we are tel l ing you \Yhat some 
of the fortune tel lers are doing so that 
you will haYe your ne,,·s dealer saYe 
you a copy. 

The threatening letters that \\·e han 
received from fortune tel lers proYe 
how completely they fear the expo�ure 
of their c rooked game ! 

A POLICEMAN HIMSELF 
DEAR SIR : 

On June u ,  193 1 .  I recei1·ed a post card from 
you stating that you were starting a true story 
in your magazine. entitled " Behind the Green 
Lights," by Police Captain Willemse. I purchased 
the first copy on June 13 and have j ust finished 
reading the end of it  now. As I am a member 
of the New York Police Department I think it 
is the most interesting and exciting true story 
1 ha\'e read yet . l also enjoyed " Wanted , . . a 

story by Fred Macisaac. I am going to keep on 
buying DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY from now On. 

\'ours \'Cry truly, 
J osEPH F. BROWN, 

Astoria , N. \'. 

A NEW SUBSCRIBER 
DEAR EDITOR : 

I am a new subscriber to your detective maga
zine. I began reading it about twelve weeks ago 
when " Behind the Green Lights,'' by Captain Wil� 
lerose, caught my eye, and since then I han� 
read each one from cover to cover and it  is, in 
my opinion, the best on the market . I regret 
Captain Willemse's narrative has come to a con
clusion. Next best are the stories of Riorda>l. 

Respectfully yours. 
ARTHUR ScHAFFNIT, 

Brooklyn , !\. Y .  

Send us coupon from ten different 
issues of DETECTIVE FICTION \VEEKLY 
and get an artist's illustration. 

Send only ten coupons, because only 
one picture can be ginn to any reader 
at one time. Then save your coupons , 

and send for another. 

" HERE'S MY VOTE " 

Editor, 
DETJtCTIVS FICTION WEEKI.¥, 

280 Broadway, N. Y. C., N, Y. 
The stories I like best in this 

issue of the magazine are as fol· 
lows : 
I .  ... 

2 ... -... --.. ·-----... -.... -... ................ ___ ...... . 

3--·----------------... -_ ............... . 
4-.. --.. -·---·-·-·--···-.. ··-···-·--.............. .. 

5 ----·-·---.. --.. --.. ---·-----··----··-......... ,_,,,, ___ , 

6 ..... -.... -.... ----·------------·--·-----·-- ............... -........ . 

7 --···-····-·-·-----------·----------··-····----·----··----···-··· 

N a.nu ........................................................... -.. .. -... 

Street .......... ........................... ... . -.... -.......... _ .... _ .. 

City ... ..... ..... .. ...................... .... State ... ... - ....... .. -
( T h i s  c-oupon liOt good aftE-r .Tanuary 2.)  

(On I.\· one picture glYen at a time. ) 
10-� 



SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 
A cipher is secret writing. 

The way to solve ciphers is 
to experiment with substitute 
letters until real words begin 
to appear. In solving, no tice 

the frequency of certain let
ters. For i1lstance, the let
ters e, t, a, o, n, i, are the 
most used in ot�r language. 
So if the puzzle maker has M. E. OHAVER 

used x to represent e, x will 
probably appear very fre
qumtly. C ombinations of let
ters will also give you clews, 
For insta11ce, affixes -ing, 
-ion, -ally are jreq1unt. Read 
the helpful hints at the be· 

gitming of this department 
each week. The first puzzle 
each week is the easiest. 

T
HE popularity. o f  the cryptogram 

has reached such a stage that a 
n a t i o n a 1 organization, The 

American Cryptogram Association, is 
devoting its entire interest to this 
aristocrat of puzzles. At the first meet
ing of this organization, held last Sep
tember, Dr. C. B. Warner, Biloxi, Mis
sissippi, was elected president, and the 
editor of this department was elected 
secretary. 

The objects of the organization 2.re 
to formulate rules, hold tournaments, 
etc. The cryptogram should be as 
popular as the crossword puzzle, but 
of much more intellectual value. At 
present there are no dues, and dues 
wi l l  probably never be over twenty-five 
cents a year. Every fan should write 
George C. Lamb, Burton, Ohio, for 
membership, and do his part to place 
the cryptogram on a high scientific 
basis. 

No. 2 2 7-Mutations. By Hugh B. Rossell . 

A ABCD old woman, on DABC bent, 
Put on her ADBC, and away she went ; 

· • CDAB," she said, as she went her way, 
" How are we going to CBAD to-day ?" 

Observe that the five 4-letter words of 
the poem given in cipher consist of dif
ferent arrangements of the same four 
letters. Let the context suggest the 
meaning of one of these words. Then 
transpose the letters to fit the other 
four words. 

Second-letter h, and terminal -ly be
trayed last week's " Inner Circle " ci
pher, No.' 226, by Ernest E. Alden, the 
answer to which is on page 287. Use 
of  the symbol F in the second position 
( words I ,  :2, I 2 )  was suggestive of 
h.  And "·ith the occurrence of the 
infrequent symbol vV mostly as a final 
indicating y, -GvV ·would become good 
material for -ly, the commonest ending 
in this letter. 

Relative frequencies in word 6, 
VQIIGHX, indicate that V and I sig
nify consonants, thus ( with G already 
labeled as l) suggesting -es, -e1', or -ed 
as probable for the ending -HX. Try
ing these letters, SFMGXL yields 
-h-ls-, evidently ·whilst. And substi
tuting known letters throughout the 
cryptogram, GMLHTKLM ( lite- -ti ) 
and WHS-SZZP (yew w- - - ) are ap
parent as literati and yew-wood. 

As this week's specialty, Hugh B. OFKOM-NGKP ( -ha-i -lad ) then fol
Rossell offers another of his novel ar- lows as khaki-clad,· ORMNOORKNO 
rangements of classic puzzles in rime. ( k-ickk-ack ) ,  as knickknack; etc. 
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SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 287 

Bob E. Knox opens this \\·eek's  cryp

tograms with an original story told in 

c ipher. If you can guess the three

letter \\"Ord ZPR and the final J of 

word 9 ( note the apostrophe ) ,  you w i l l  

h a n  all but t h e  third letter of t h e  last 

word, JZN RRZ. Context \\" i th the la::;t 

t\YO \\"Ords, thus deciphered, \Yill then 

suao-est the meani ng o f  LO.'\ E .  N ext 1:>1:> · -

t ry JQBR and JQBRQER. 
Jay Zee waxes poetic about his 

faYorite hero i n  DETEC1'IVI� FICTIO:'\ 

\VEEKLY. Comparison of U, RU] 'C, 
and CO should get YOu started. Fol

low up--:.vith QPC and QPY ; DPC an d 
DHUC ; etc. In 0. I. C. 's crypt com
pare the ending -CXvV and the four
letter word CXBY. Then fill in the 
missing letters in ZYYHCXW. Words 
7, 1 0, 6, etc. ,  will then fall i nto l ine. 

FH and HGFP are weak links in 
Philip R. Nichol:-\ cipher. These 
\\·ords prO\·ide the fir"t t \\"o letters o f  
the last \\"Orcl, which may then b e  found 
by running through your pocket d ic
tionary for a 9-letter \\'orcl with the 
2nd and 8th letters alike. N eophytc, 
author of this week's " Inner Ci rc le " 
entry, is a " beginner " in name only. 
as far as crypt� are concerned. Trv 
his  cipher and j udge for your�el f !  

No. 2 2 8-Stop, Thief ! By Bob E. Knox. 

] XB ] B MZP ] XA ]QBRQER JZRXF 

JQTG HNQB JTJM R  J D PTFZO'J ] RD

QEL-JZQNU JPQG, JQBR ]ZRGJ LQAE 

ZPR JZNRRZ. 

No. 2 2 0-The Super-Crook ! By Jay Zee. 

\VHICHY v\iHACK, IQ CYAB, lQ IWHHS, 

TH'E WASH CQ ZYHHC KAB HOHYX 

THHS ! 

T K H J H 0 H Y WHlCHY'I QPC GQ\' 

" BHUC," 

QPY KHUYCI RU]'C KHW\. DPC BAII 

U DHUC ! 

No. 230-Aboard the Liner. By 0. I. See. 

ABCDD-E.FGHJK. AFKCABCG-ZYYHC

X\V X\'UAJ, FEA\"UKZT DUFCZ, KUFWA 

SFZFUCFZ RFBC]XB KYQX GYUUCKYli 

C X B Y  GYSRFXCY XQFT. 

l\o. 2 3 1 -Man, Maid, and Menu. By Philip R .  
Nichols. 

' 

KGBP KR\'PK RJOU KRYM RJ \'UQG 

HGBQXO QXAFU PQJR FH RJPE DJMD 

\"Bl':DBX MKJTDQNNB KJ RJZQ, VDB

RMl'\i AFCB J R  PYMBZBJX ZJAFRQM 

] G B] HGFP AJLL-VFGX F GZDQMNG].  

No. 232-The Kill ! By Neophyte. 

CHILD MUST BULK FRAY YORK 

FBHUP, WUZAROLU PCVA ; IFAK JRIQ. 

VOFPHR, ELOl\1A. LAGP KUC, SHUFP 

VHSE JALPSUR KOFB IVHL MAFPUR 

QHUSK. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
2 2 1-Key : I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0 

P T E R Y G 0 I D S 

2 2 1 -Shall silly Sally shell peas ? She stalls. 
and spills some ! Still, stellar shellers are 
scarce ! For a spell, Sally shall shel l !  'S all ! 

223-The guardian of Hermes watched two 
happy pilgrims walk slowly down the valley. 
Thus they went from his sight forever. 

2 24-Transatlantic liners are reducing rates. 
They don't have to worry about automobile 
competition, but ocean fliers are getting 
numerous ! 

225-Equestrienne thrown headlong ; ver
tebra broken. Obituary column with system 
employs material extracted from back files. 

2 2 6-Phlegmatic, khaki-clad hunchbacked 
dwarf jauntily j uggles xiphoid yew-wood 
saber. haHrsack. knickknack. whilst literati 
applaud raucously. 

Fan,; "·ho �end us the ans ,,·ers to 
one or more u i  thi� \Yeek's puzzles wiH 
be enrolled in the October C ipher Soh·
er< Club ! :\ ns\rers will  be publ i shed 
next week. 



COMING NEXT WEEK I 

T

H E  meet ing that was l i fe or death to two men took place in a secluded 
corner of the high-walled, beauti ful  country place of the Somersets 
near Stamwich, Connecticut. 

Jason H .  B.  Somerset, only scion of that illustrious family, tall, robust 
and bearded, made his way to the meeting in the course of a carefully round
about walk through h i s  grounds. There he met Pitkin, who was everything 
that Jason H. B. Somerset was not-small, sickly-looking, and meanly dressed. 

Pitl�in \\'as wary, uneasy and struggling hard to contain h imself. 
" HaYe you got i t ?" Somerset asked. 
Pitkin jerked his  head in assent and si lent ly dre\\' out of the shrubbery 

a wicker basket cO\·erecl with a11 i mmaculate damask napkin.  
" I haYe the rest of the necessary ingredi ents , " Somerset said, and drew 

from his pocket a small t wo-ounce bottle. He h eld it  for a moment, .gazing 
intently at the i nnocuous-looking fluid it held. 

" Reflect, Pitkin," he said, " that this l ittle bottle holds all that is good 
in l ife. For you it  holds ·wealth, happiness, and i mmunity f!om the conse
quences of your little forgery. But remember, Pitkin. i f  we're · caught-it's 
the electric chai r for both o f  11 � . "  

Pitkin's hand shook a s  he took t h e  bottle .  
" You know what to do," Jason Somerset said. ' '  D octor those sand

wiches judic iously and the :-tuff cannot fai L "  
Pitkin licked h i s  l ips.  " I  know "·hy you'n got to finish Gresham, but 

why Vicker, too ? Po i son ing two men i s-dangerous. " 
Jason Somerset shook his big head, sti l l ing Pitkin's  uncertain protest. 

" Poi soning one man would be dangerous," he said. " Poi soning t vvo i s  not . "  
" \Ve've got t o  get r i d  o f  Gresham before Monday ," Pitkin agreed 

slowly. " But i t 's  risky as hell ." 
But Jason Somerset i s  fac ing bankruptcy and pri son, and with his  back 

to the \vall, there is only one wa�- out-double murder ! And Jason H. B. 
Somerset, crook and swindler that he i s .  is not the man to give up while 
1here is a chance to escape. So he stakes his l i fe on death and gambles for 
his sa fety in this tens ion -fi lled . gripping serial beginning next week, 

Melting Millions 
By Richard Howells Watkins 

In the same issue there will be short stories by SIDNEY HERSCHEL 
SMALL, J.  LAN E LINKLATER, EDWARD PARRISH WARE and 
others, including more o f  the sensational SPOOK CROOKS series which i s  
a ttractin.g s o  much attention all over the country. Next week in 

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY-October 10 
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" Say, Bi l l, did you 
hear  the  l a test ? 

The price of 

RAI LROAD 
MAN'S MAGAZI N E  
beginn ing with October 
issue is reduced to . . . . 

" That's g reat-everybody wil l  be buying it now" 

"sURE ! October is a swell number, too. The front 
cover shows an engine teari ng through a forest 

fire ; and the opening story tells about a box car 
robber who stole a mil l ion dollars' worth of merchan
dise. It's great stuff - his own l ife story, every 
word of it true ! "  

••• • 

" How about the Fiction? "  
" Best serial I ever read - ' T I-I E  ROAD TO GLORY,' 
by John Joh ns - chock full  of action and romance. 
There are a dozen other good stories and i l l ustrations 
also featured." 

OCTOBER 

RAI LROAD 
STO R I ES . . .  

MAN'S 
MAGAZ I N E  
of Adventure 
and Real Life 

Now 

If your dealer is sold out send 1 5c to THE FRANK A. MUNSEY CO.; 280 Broadway, N. Y. 



Dave Y.OD tried �a10els? 
TH E  steady increase in the sales of 

Camel ctgarettes proves one fact 
beyond a doubt. 

If you try Camels, the odds are very 
much against your ever going back 
to your old brand. 

So great is the contrast between 
the delights of perfectly conditioned 
Camels fresh from the protection of 
the new Humidor Pack and the harsh, 
hoc smoke from stale dried-out ciga
rettes, that your decision will be im
mediate. 

The quality is there in the first place, 
for Camels are a blend of choice 
Turkish and mild Domestic tobaccos. 

In factory - prime condition, with 
their rare flavor and their natural 
moisture still intact, they are a joy to 
the smoker. 

Now this flavor is air-sealed - in by an 
outer wrapping of moisture-proof Cel
lophane, so that no matter where you 
buy Camels, in any land, in any climate, 
you are always certain to get fresh 
cigarettes in · factory-prime condition. 

And there are other advantages as 
well. For the Humidor Pack also pro
tects the cigarettes within from dust 
and germs and weather conditions. 

Start the day on Camels. See how 
much milder they are, how much more 
flavorful they are, how cool they are 
to the throat. 

No peppery dust to irritate delicate 
membrane. No harsh, hot smoke from 
dried-out tobacco to burn the tongue 
or sear the throat. 

Swiech co Camels for a day, then 
leave them - if you can. 

Tune in CAMEL QuARTER HOUR featuring Morton Downey and Tony Woos 

Columbia Broadcasting System -every · ht except Sunday 

t3AMELS 
lJiild • •  NO CIGARETTY AFTER-TASTE 

• It is themark ofa rollsiderate hostess, 
by mea11s of the Humidor Pack, to 
"Serr·eafresh cigarelle. "Bu> Camels 
by the carton - this cigarellewi/1 rt· 
maiu fresb hJ your home and offiu 

@ 1931, R. J .  Reynolds Tobacco Com pan�·. '\\'inston-Salem, N.C. 




