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28-The famous Bulova watch 
with guaranteed 15 Jewel 
movement equipped with the 
"dust-tite" cap which ke£>ps 
out dust and dirt. Radium r:-u
merals and hands; genu me 
leather strap. $1.00 with order; 
$2-87 a month. 

Jolt-proof - Dust-proof 
Insured 

28- Kent strap watch for men 
has all the modern improve
ments of watch-making [See 
features illustrated to right ] 
Sweet Quality guaranteed case: 
15 jewel jolt·proof movement. 
Complete with new woven ba.nd 
in gift box $29.75. �1.00 w1th 
order. $2.87 a month. 

$2950 
55-14K green gold 
ring for men. French 
���hb���:agf��ra�Y:� AAI blue-white dia
mond in white gold 
top.$1.00 with order; 
$2.86 a month. 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Pled8e to the Pu�JDe 
on Used Car Sal• 
1 Every used car is conspicuously marked 

. with its lowest price in plain figures, 
and that price, just as the price of our 
new cars, is rigidly maintained. 

2 AH Studebaker automobiles which are 
sold as CERTIFIED CARS have been 
properly reconditioned, and carry a 
30-day guarantee for replacement of 
defective parts anrl free service on ad· 
justments. 

3 Every purchaser of a used car may 
drive it for five days, and then, if not 
satisfied for any reason, tum it back 
and apply the money paid as a credit 
on the purchase of any other car in 
&rock-new or used. (It is assumed 
that the car has not been damaged in 
the meantime.) 

Wouldn't you 
pay 2¢ to prevent 
'200 mistakes?· 

.... TAeaMmdjor Jhis FREE book 

TET this FREE hook, "How To Judge a Used 
L Car," be your insurance against a mistake 
that may cost you hundreds of dollars! 

Two cents brings you trade infonnation com
piled nom the years of used car huying experi
ence of many acknowledged experts. It brings 
you 32 interesting pages of text, every paragraph 
of which holds some valuable hint on use« car 
buying. There are pictures illtistrating just what 
to look for in the used car you want. 

How can you tell the model of a used car? 
What do speedometers show? What do code 
prices mean? How would you set a fair price 
on a used car offered by a friend? How do you 
avoid· '"'orphans"? Why does the Studebaker 
Pledge give you five days' 
driving trial? It takes 
only a 2c stamp to bring 
you the right answers -
mail the coupon below 
now! 

130,000 people saved 
money by mailing 

this coupon 
.------- --
1 THE STUDEBAKER CORPORA 'nON OF AMERICA I 1 Dept. 185. South Bend, Indiana 
1 Please send me copy of"How to Judge a Used CM." I 
I . 

1 :=�-... :::::·-��:::::�:::::::::=:��:::�:::::::::::::::::::::::=�::::�: i �it:r .. ---------·-·······-------.. ··------.. State ............... ---- I 
--------- __. 

S'J IJDEBAKER. 
Bu�r of Clunn.pions ===========;;;; 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

CUT FOR 

f>tf>ES 0!\ILY 

IBIG FLAkES 

® A.I\ID .SMOkE 

£OOL 

@ SWEET TO THE END 

NO SOGGY HEEl. 

Ptpe AnWke!tA_ � ... 
Granger "acts right" in a pipe • . • smokes slower and 
cooler, thanks to the shaggy "rough cut". But what keeps 
winning smokers to Granger is the mild, full-bodied flavor 
given by the Wellman Method . . a mellowing secret over 
fifty year s old. Packed in foil instead of tin, hence teo cents. 

GRANGERUR�:;.hc:t 
M OR E  P I P E S E V E RY D A Y 
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED 
$15 DAILY SELLING CUSTOM QUALITY SHIRTS 

AND TIES. LARGEST CASH COMMISSIONS. EXTRA BO
NUSES. OUTFITS FREE. DISTRICT 111ANAGERB WANTED. 
PAJUIOllE, 39 LESSER BLDG., ST. LOUIS. 

TRENCH COATS $4.98. COMPLETE LINE RAINCOATS, 
TOPCOATS, TARLECLO'J'HS, ETC. CASH PRIZES. VAL-
��LE _M[tg;V,�iOlR��gtk�J>mt�Gg�vATCH LINE 

WRIGHT'S 3 MINUTE CORN REMEDY. IT'S GUARAN
TEED. BEND 25 CENTS AND END THAT CORN. AGENTS 
MAKE $25.0!f-$IOO.OO A DAY SELLING OUR REMEDY. 
Write to H. WRIGHT, 59 Stewart St., Ottawa. Ont., C&nad8. 

$12.00 Daily Showing Now Table Clo:n. Looks like Linen. 
"'ash Hke oilcloth. No Laundering. You Just take ordora. We 
deUvt-r and oollect. Pq daily. Write at once tvr Free Sample.. 
I.!ESTE\"ER, 641 Irving Park Station, Clticago. 

UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY- $100 WEEKLY BELLING 
BETTER QUALITY, ALL-WOOL, union-made-to-measure suita 
and topcoats at $23.50 and $31.50. BnUd big reve&t bnslneaa. 
Liberal bonus for producers. Large swatC'h samples FREE. 
W. Z. GillSON, INC., 500 Throop, Dept. E·40U, Chicago. 

BIG OHIO CORPORATION WANTS COUNTY MANAGER. $50 WEEKLY COMMISSION. EARNINGS START llLILE· DlATELY. Good Jor $3000 yearly. We tnrnlob evemhlnt. deliver and collect. Capital or experience Wl.llecesaary. FYR-FYTER CO., 1880 Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Dayton, Ohio. 
SECRETS OF SUCCESSFUL AGENTSAND-SALESMEN. Bend poatoard for ama.zing book, FREE. Postage prepaid. Con· 

��E:N�,be2� ��llifthm��C��i:na�,
d o�re OPl)OrtunitifL 

$25 DAILY. RAINCOATS ALL COLORS $2.45. TRENCH
COATS, ALLIGATORS, LEATHERETTES. FREE COAT A:.O 
OUTFIT. BRADLEY, Dept. AA-5, 230 So. Wells, Chicago. 

Go Into The Crlapette 8uaineas (ca.ndled popcorn). Make a 
lot of money. Adams reporta $364 profits lu two days. Alexander 
$3000 profits In four mon�a. We st.art. you. \\'rite for tacta. 
LONG EAKINS, 198I Blgb St., Bpringlleld, Ohio. 

FREE-1000 MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES FROM 
RELIABLE Fl RMS. SAMPLE COPY FREE. SPECll.LTY 
SALESJIIAN MAGA.ZL�E. 4229 MATHER TOWER, CHICAGO. 

WELLS CLEARED $620.00 IN ONE MONTH with Amazing MAKE YOUR OWN PRODUCTS. EMPLOY AGENTS Book ·· Busin•ss Guide 00 and free !•gal aervloe. Ont1lt freel YOURSELF. TOILET ARTICLES, SOAP. EXTRACTS. We PROF. NICHOLS, Dept. I08, Navervllle. lll. furnish everything. Valuable bool< FREE. NATIONAL eCi
BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES. EVERY OWNER BUYS 

GOLD INITIALS for his auto. You charge Sl.50, make $1.35. 
Ten orders daily eaay. Write for pa.rUculars and free samplea. 
.A.llf.ERICAN MONOGRAM CO., Devt. 54, Eaat Orange, N. 1. 

E.."<TIFIC LAROR.ATORIES. I961 W Broad. Richmond, Ya. 
$16 DAILY SELLING NEW TABLECLOTH. 

LlKE OILCLOTH. NO LAUNDEKING. FREE 
OUTFIT. JONES, 802 N. CLARK, CHICAGO. 

WABHll! 
BA.MPJ.J 

IN�V'��.'t,i, BG��11Rk�O':J'j>jl'i'kf��=8: Wonderful "Whioper-11" Mouthpiece For Telephoneo; gheo 
l!AND. BIG PROFITS. LIGHTNING CO .• ST. PAUL. MINN. $f.OQ:Y �be�Jv�ri��-n.\\�·�� f��lef�n:e::-:� �rg�ilifu�. �i.� 

AGENTS WANTED�N A FAST SELLING 25C ITEM FOR 
Laboratories, Dept. M. 565 W. Washington St., Chicago, IU. 

THE KITCHEN, COSTS YOU 8 I·3C. SAMPLE FRER. 8KND 
2C STAMP TO COVER POSTAGE. M. SEED FILTER MFG. CO .. 
INC., 353 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 

HELP AND INSTRUCTION 

U. S. Government Jobe. $I26!f-$3400 year. Men wcmen, IB-50. Steady work. Vacatiou. Experience USWLilY wmecessary. 
}�uu j)Articulars with sample coaching FREE. \Vrite immediatew 
ly-todal'. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. R·I, Bocbeoter,N. Y. 

HELP WANTED-MALE 

DO YOU WANT AGENTS AND SALESMEN TO SELL 
your merchandise f Men and women who Are educated in vet· 
800&1 aalesm&oahip and know lhe houae�to-house. omce. llld! 
ltore canvaasJog proposition. These advertisers are getttna thea 
year in and year out. and there are thousands more tor yov 
amona the readers of tbe .Mnnaey 1\l..:&Unea. Our Claasi4ed 
Service Bureau will aladly show you bow to use thla ...,. 
Uon most profitably and at the least cost. Write to·day to tile 
Classlfted Ma.naaer, Munsey Combination. 280 B'way. New York. 

MIOllGAN FARM LANDS FOR SALE 
FOREST RANGER JOBS PAY $125-$200 MONTH AND M 0 N E Y M A 0 E IN MICHIGAN POTATOE1. 

HOME FURNISHED; PLENTY HUNTL,_,G, FISHING, TRAP· •10 DOWN NOW AND EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NY& PING. FOB DETAILS. WRITE NORTON INSTITUTE, H91 MARKBTS, Lakes, Streama. Write today. SWIGART It CO., TEMPLE COURT, DENVER, COLO. M-1216, l!'Uat Nation&! Bank BnUd!ng, Chicago. 

IfELP WANTED-FEMALE 

WOMEN MAKE $9 DAILY WEARING AND SHOWING NEW 
INVENTION. l'revents shoulder str&ps sll))ping. Real comfort 
at l&stl For Particulars--Free Offer. write LL."iGERIE uyu CO •• 16 Lake, North Windham, Conn. 

AUTHORS-MANUSCRIPTS 

STORY �RITERS, POETS, SONG WRITERS; EARN BIG 
MONEY FOB YOUR SHORT STORIES. POEMS, BONGS AND 
OTHER ACCEPTED EFFORTS; 00 Writing For Profit oo II 
my secret AND IT'S YOURS FREE; BEND FOR IT TODAY. 
RICHARD Y. ABBOTT, 22 E. 12th St., Cincinnati, 0. 

CAMERA AND PHOTO SUPPLIES 

MAKE MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY. LEARN QUICKLY 
AT HOME. SPARE OR FULL TIME. NEW PLAN. Nothln& 
like it. Eri>erlence unneceasary. .AMERICAN SCHOOL 0:1' 
P.HOTOGBAPHY, Dept. 1451, 3601 Mlcblgan Ave., Cbleago. 

HOW TO ENTERTAIN 
Playa, musical comedies and revues, minstrels, comedy and talkInti eonp, blackface oklta. vaudeville acts, monoloas, dlaloga, reol

tatlona. mtert&lnmenta, mnalcal readings, make-uP aooda. � 
rree. T. s. Denlaon a. co., us So. Wabaab. Dept. ca. CIJlo&co. 

TOBACCO 
TOBACCO HABIT BANISHED. NO .MATTJIB HOW LO!IQ 

YOU HA VJI Bl!IEN 4 VICTW. no matter how atrona r<NI 
craving, no mauer 1n wbat form you uae toba.ooo, there 11 
help tor you. Just •end poateard or letter tor our J'ree Boot. 11 explains everytb.ina. NEWELL PB.AR.M.ACAL CO., De1iC. 
8I2, Clayton Station, St. Loula, Mo. 

Tobacce Habit Cured er No Pay. Any form, olgan, cipr!WI, 
pipe, ebewlng or muir. Guaranteed. Hannloea. Uaed br .,. 
800,000 people. Fnll treatment aent on triaL Coats $I.50 II M 
cnrea; nothln& U It falls. Superb& Co .. NH, B&ltlmore, Mel. 

PATENT ATTORNEYS 

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. HIGHEST REFERENCEL 
BEST RESULTS. PROMPTNilBS ABBURBD. BEND DRAW· lNG OR .MODllL FOR EXAMINATION AND A.DVICI. 
WATSON B. COLEMAN, REGISTERED PATENT LAIVYD. 
724 NINTH STREET, WASHINGTON, D. C. 

INVENTOR8-WRITE FOR OUR GUIDE BOOK, "How-� 
Get Your Patent," and evidence of Invention blank. Bend_�� 
or sketch for ln.apectloo and lnltnletlon. Free. Tert0.1 rfiiiOI 
able. RANDOLPH 6 CO., Dept. ill, Waablngton, D. C. 

PATENT8-Write for our free Guido Boot. "How To� 
A Patent" and �rd or· Invention Blant. Bend model 
lketeb and deacrlptlon of ln•entlon for Inapectlon and 
�cio���nt;o�-:rN=-�=J!. �"'l' .. 



ADVERTISING SECTIO� � NEED TO HAVE 
�RAY HAIR 

TRY AT OUR RISK 
Jfarvelous New Discovery That Rutore�� 

Youthful Color to Gray Hair! 
new discovery- R EVA- restores 

to a youthful batural color. 
with messy dyes. REV A Is a clean, color

bottle used for all colors. No umples of 
Applied to hair roots. Anyone eaa apply 

without skill or outside aid. Restores ao 
friends cannot notice change. Does not 

hair. Will not wash off or fade. Hair keeps 
Does not �rray at roots. REV A alao acta ao 

check dandruff. Thousands have uoed 
?.":��•!.a.<:!t.'?ry results �ruaranteed. Try full-

PILE§ 
ftis modern, saf"e way 
Itching, bleeding, torturing piles 
yield quickly to UNGUEN
TINE RECTAL CONES, 
which soothe the pain at once. 
Many say they are completely 
cured without an operation. At 
all druggists-75c. Write for 
FREE t r i a l. In stubb o r n  
cases doctors also recommend 
NOROI.-AGAR. It is a harm
less lubricant, so gentle it is 
widely used for children. The 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Dept. 
AES,Norwich, N.Y. 

� Go f 
There(J 

Pl:.AN, now, on a wonderful vacation by 
motorcycle. Take that trip you have long 
promised yourself. See more of America! 

Glorious roads spread out in every direc
tion-for you and a Harley-Davidson to 
enjoy Cities to see. Lakes to sport in. 
Mountains to climb. Adventures to meet. 

With a Harley-Davidson you can GO 
THERE, for the cost-per-mile will be 
only a penny or two! 

Let your local Harley-Davidson DealeT prooe 
this to you. Ask about his Pay-As-You
Ride Plan. And mail to us the coupon below. 

Mo·torcycle shown above 1s ou.., latest 
. a model-the '"4)'', a 'Twin priced dt only $290 j. o. b. jactory. HARLEY-I)AVIDSON 

HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO .. 
Dept. A. F.. Milwaukee, Wis. 

Send me FREE illustrated literature on your motorcycles. 

Na.mo .............. ........ . 

Address. . . 

�------------------ - - - - - - - - - -----
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ADVERTISING SECTION $1Jm Starts You !!! You Call On Store 
and Supply the Demand For I Successful Business Capitol SOFT DRINK Pouj 

The Best Drink You Ever Tasted 
nj 

Just add cold water and sugar to the powder-a .delicious, 
cooling, healthful -dlink is ready in a jiffy-simple, easy 
-can be kept on ice for a week or more .. You will be 
surprised and delighted how f�t and easy they sell. 

Think of It! 25 Big Glasses 2Sc 
�""" h�-repeat cm1en CERTAIN. BuJ- are oure to come hack f.
more aDd more-they treat their friends. then they buy too, <tc. Many buy oevmd pacbveo at a time-oaleo are eur and your profib are '-· you can also !W.: qenbo to oell houoe to .,.,__ Storeo will he &lad to buy from youthey canDol buy el.ewhere. Send us one dollar and we wiD eend you a fuD otarlio8 outfit (makes 150 &la.eo) witb circulars, order hook and ticenae aU �. also a crodit check 8<JO(I for thia �--· dollar on your future order. T enitory is hein& I": &ivm NOW -it is VERY valuable I Ouler 
your outfit To-Day. 

CAPITOL PRODUCTS CO., 
4419-ll Madison St. Chicago, IU. 

TRAVEL FOR 
"UNCLE 

SAM" 

6WIK-ll . 
Learn in a few months to make plates, crowns, bridj 
for dentists. No books. Day ornigbt schools inCbiq 
troit, dleveland, Boston, Philadelphia. Write lor I'll 

McCARRlE SCHOOL Of MECHANICAL DENT!� 
I aaa s. lliollllpn Aw ... ue Dept. 2711 Clll01t1 

SlOOO a Month Profits Possib! 



AD\.ERTISll\G SEC'l'lUN 

Never 

the same job 
• 

tw1ce 
yEs, it's the same man shaving on 

ten different mornings; ten dif
ferent conditions of water, temper
ature, and nerves; ten different 
methods of lathering and stroking. 

But his Gillette Blade 
meets all these chang
ing conditions with 
the same even temper. 

l 
r 

So much dependable shaving com
fort has been honed and srropped 
into this blade that eight out of ten 
American men have learned to ex
pect-and get-a comfortable shave 
even under the worst possible con· 
dicions. 

To meet that expectation Gillette 
has developed and perfected some 
$12,000,000 worth of new machines 
during the past ten years. They con
dition the Gillette blade far more 
delicately and precisely than even the 
most skilful artisan could sharpen 
a shaving edge. 

Conditions vary. But the Gillette 
Blade is the one constant factor in 
your daily shave. Gillette Safety 
Razor Co., Boston, U.S. A. 

THE NEW FIFTY-BOX-Fifcy fcesh dou
ble-edged Gille[[e Blades (10 packets of 
fives) in a colocful, useful gift chesc. Five 
dollars at your dealer's. 

*Gillette* 
In anwtverinu this ativerti&enzent it is de&irable that 1!01 .. mention this magazine. • 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

The happy ending • • • 

Did you win or lose the game? Well, it 
is history now, and be the score what it 
may, there is a happy ending. The grand 
finale to every session of sport is a warm, 
cleansing Ivory bath. 

Quickly! Into the tub before your mus
cles stiffen. Jump in, if possible, while you 
are still ruddy from the game. Express 
your glowing mood with a whistle or 
song ... but steep your body in absolute 
laziness until your play-bound muscles 
run smooch and supple again ... 

Now-you can stir! And your cake of 
Ivory Soap comes rollicking over the bath
tub waves. Ivory is the buoyant play-

fellow that dares you to try to duck it! 
The generous floating bath-friend that 
covers you with thousands of gay, cleans
ing bubbles. 

A tingling shower or spray to finish 
with. And tomorrow no twinging regrets 
that you played so hard, because you have 
taken the right kind of bath today ! 

Wise sports-lovers know that sun-and
wind-touched skin needs the care of a 
soap which comforts while it cleanses. So 
they naturally use Ivory Soap ... sate for 
babies, safe for lovely complexions .. :as 
soothing, refreshing and gentle a soap as 
money can buy . 

. . . kind to everything it touches · 994.Xoo% Pure · "It floats" 
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Sealed Orders 
Rogues Build a Merciless Plot Again�l the Per. 
son and Fortune of the Gay Girl from America 

By John Goodwin 

She stood still, 5taring; a dr�adful fear at her heart 
\. 

CHAPTER I upper deck, and the weather \vas wild, 

_A Fortune Adrift for the Armentic was surging through 
a heavy beam sea. 

"WHAT d o  yon think of her?" Felicia Drew was leaning somewhat 
· ·. · · · · asked Mr. Dan Ricardo. da �ously with her· back against the 

· · · Mr;· Ricardo had settled outer""ails, her feet perched on the 
·his big form in a deck chair within lowest and her hands outstretched and 
sight, but well out of hearing of the resting on the top. Her ·supple body 
lady to whom he diretted his com- swayed to the long roll of the ship. She 

·panion's attention. Mr. \:Vright took a seemed to be enjoying the weather 
careful look before replying. The two and the wind. 
men were snugly sheltered from the Felicia was worth inspection. She 
�e;:tther, b�hind the ventilators on the was tall and slim, but certainly not 
'J:.'z7· i D··- 145 
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stately. Her hair was bronze red, her 
eyes cornflower blue, with a slightly 
wicked gleam between half closed lids. 
She had a determined chin, and a 
shapely nose above a delicious but very 
·willful mouth. The dash of salt spray 
that wetted her face made its vi vicl 
coloring, if anything, more vivid. She 
wore a silk oilskin half open over a 
neat but rather cheap brown costume. 

Mr. Wright, a. man of quick deci
sions, judged, after his inspection, that 
there was a craving in Felicia for ad
venture, and that what she liked best 
in the world was having her own way. 

" So far as looks go, I would put her 
pretty near the top, Dan," said Mr. 
Vv right. " Prosperous, would you 
sav?" -.. At present she hasn't as much as 
•vould pay for the clothes she is wear
ing," replied Ricardo. "But her c<tse 
is an interesting one. Ever heard of 
the notorious 1\tliss Hono-ria Drew?'' 

" Only that she is rolling in it."· 
"vVas," corrected Mr. Dan Ricardo. 

" The late Honoria Drew, with whose 
ideals, I am afraid, you would have 
little sympathy, departed this life early 
last year, still leaving trouble behind 
her. The little lady yonder is uue in 
four months' time to inherit a cold ten 
million dollars left her by will-pro
vided," added Mr. Ricardo \'.Tith a 
chuckle, "that in the meantime she has 
conducted herself as a perfect little 
lady should.'' 

"Ah !" said Mr. Vv right \-vith in
terest. "How's that, Dan?" 

"I will pack it tight for you." said 
Ricardo, "only mentioning that Felicia 
is not yet aware of the details herself; 
she will learn all about them from the 
trustees whom she \-viti meet in town 
some twenty-four hours from no''"· 
and from that elate the conditions will 
take effect. 

"The late Honoria Drew, one of the 
wealthiest women of her time, a most 
formidable lady and a noted temper
ance reformer, Puritan. and all-round 
militant of an uncompromising kind. 

bequeathed four-fifths of her wealth to 
those societies which uphold the cause 
she had at heart. She made only one 
personal bequest, which is provided :(ox 
in a remarkable but perfectly-k-gai\vill 
in her niece's favor. Felicia is to in
herit, on her twenty-fifth birthday, the 
legacy held in trust for her-on con
ditions strictly laid down.'' Mr. 
Ricardo paused, and ticked them off on 
his la.rge white fingers. "That in the 
meantime she has not : 

'· r. Married. 
"2. Borrowed money, or in any way 

attempted to anticipate her inher
tance. 

" .). Been cotwicted of any felony under 
the Common Law of England. '' 4· Transgressed the Prohibition Laws 
of the United States of America. 

"1\Ieanwhile, her income paid by the 
trustees is not to exceed four pounds a 
week-twenh· dollars. Those, mv 
dear Bender: are the proYisions on 
which depend the legacy of two mil
lions sterling." 

Mr. " Bender" \V right listened with 
growing interest. Into his eves came 
a thoughtful gleam. He 'was-or, 
rather had been, a lawyer, until the day 
when unsympathetic authority erased 
his name from the lists. 

" She was no fool, that woman," he 
remarked. "Under either American 
or British law, if the will's properly 
drawn, as of course it is, those condi
tions are sound and would be upheld in 
-the event of a claim. \V ell-what 
happens if she breaks them?'' 

"Then," said Ricardo, "she doesn't 
get a penny, and the entire bank roll 
goes to her cousin, our little friend and 
business asset, Sinclair Brewster.'' 

Mr. \Vright gave an almost inaud
ible whistle of astonishn1em-,--A-·wliite 
light da.wned upon him. He wondered 
why Dan had kept this vital and il
luminating piece of knowledge to him
self during the voyage from New 
York. 

"Sinclair?" he murmured. "whom 
you'n got tied np �o tig-ht thM he 
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daren't even stretch himself without 
sitting up to beg leave; Sinclair, who 
would be stitching mail bags at Port
land if it were not for your kindly for
bearance, Dan !" 

" Exactly," replied Mr. Ricardo. 
Bender reflected. 
"Then I take it," said he, ''that we 

need to see that the little ladv does 
break those conditions beyond �epair; 
that she fails to behave herself, and, 
with anything like efficient manage
ment, four months from now ought to 
see us cutting up the dividends fifty
fift,Y � ;vith that young waster, Sin
clalr : ' · 

Mr. Ricardo looked at his companion 
admiringly, almost affectionately. 

"You have a quick grasp of busi
ness propositions, Bender," he said. "A 
man doesn't need to spell them out to 
vou." · 

Bender eyed the girl critically. 
" It doesn't look difficult," he said. 

"I should say the happy Felicia has 
devil enough in her for three; she 
hasn't that mouth and that ·red hair for 
nothing. And see the way she's balanc
ing herself against the rail." 

Dan Ricardo nodded. 
"You han sized her up pretty ac

curately, Bender," he said. ·'And here 
is a yotmg friend of hers coming along. 
He may be worth a little attention. 
\\1 atch him." 

Approaching along the upper deck 
was a slim but active figure, well over 
six feet high, in a nautical uniform. 
This young man-he did not look 
more than twenty-four, but was prob
ably some years older-certainly was 
amazingly good-looking, though on the 
dark side. His features would have 
been almost perfect but for rather too 
much chin-an aggressive, fighting 
chin-and the vivacity of his black 
eyes. His eyebrows were black and 
his short hair jet black, his complexion 
a clear tan. Mr. Anthony Kirkpatrick, 
third officer Df the Armentic, treading 
the deck with a decisive step, halted 
suddenly in front of Felicia. 

"Black and red," chuckkd Mr. 
Ricardo appreciatively. "A good com
bination-the colors of Beelzebub." 

" Shouldn't perch on the rail that 
way, Miss Drew," said Kirkpatrick. 

The proyocative little smile vanished 
from Felicia's face and her eves 
flashed. She had rat�1er liked K(rk
patrick. But his tone now seemed to 
her decidedly bossy and dictatorial. 
She was a first-class passenger, not a 
deck hand. She cocked her chin at 
him. 

" \rVhy ?" she asked. 
·'Dangerous, with this sea running," 

said 1\lr. Kirkpatrick in a tone that sug
gested it was a thing any fool might 
have known. 

Felicia deliberatelv hoisted herself 
on the top of the ra1i, more perilously 
still. 

" Run away, little &1.ilor boy," she 
:::aid loftily. " Don't let me keep you 
from your duties-if you have any." 

It was Kirkpatrick's turn to flush. 
His tan crimsoned; it was evident he 
had a quick-fire temper. 

''It's an officer's duty," he rapped 
out, " to see that passengers don't give 
us the trouble of stopping the ship to 
pick them up-" 

"It's an officer's duty," retorted 
Felicia, "to keep the ship clean and 
not to annoy passengers vvbo prefer to 
choose their own acquaintances. I 
-ohl" 

The Armentic, as if in protest, gave 
a lunging weather roll that over
balanced Felicia and all but shot her on 
to the deck. Instead, she found her
self swinging in the arms of Mr. Kirk
patrick. 

He did not seem to enjoy it. He set 
her down on her feet with a thump, her 
hat askew and her hair disordered. 

" How dare you touch me!" cried 
Felicia hotly. 

" I hadn't the slightest desire to 
touch you, madam!'' said Kirkpatrick 
through his teeth, and, turning on his 
heel, strode away. As he turned his 
back Felicia, restraining a most unlady-
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-like impulse to put out her tongue at 
him, climbed back upon the rail and sat 
there, laughing. 

Mr. Dan Ricardo and Mr. Bender 
Vif right were laughing, too, but deco
rously, behind the shelter of the ven
tilators. As the fuming Kirkpatrick 
stalked past, he ran into the stout pur
ser, who had arrived in time ta wit
ness the latter part of the encounter, 
and who at once buttonholed the third 
officer.-

"Kirkpatrick, my boy," said the pur
ser genially, but rather fussily, "let me 
give you a friendly word of warning. 
I can see trouble coming your way." 

· The young officer detached his coat 
lapel with a jerk, but the purser seized 
it again. 

" I've made fifty voyages on the 
Armentic to your one, my lad, and, let 
me tell you, the old man is absolutely 
death on any of his officers sparking 
the lady passengers; it breaks every 
written and unwri·tten regulation of 
the ship. He's on the bridge now, and 
let's hope he didn't see that little show. 
You're none too popular with him al
ready." 

Anthony boiled o;ver. 
" Will you mind your own business, 

purser! Or if tha.t' s too much of a 
strain on your system, stick your fat 
head into the steward's washing bag 
and put it through _the wringer, but 
don't give me hints about popularity!" 

He swung away to the companion 
ladder, leaving the purser gasping with 
indignation. 

" Well, well, well," chuckled Mr. 
Dan . Ricardo, " everybody seems 
darned quarrelsome this morning. 
Bender, you've seen a small sample of 
Miss Drew's style. Sh� has already 
started trouble enough to wreck the 
ship; but that's nothing to what she 
can do when she extends herself." The 
grin left Mr. Ricardo's face; he be-. 
came serious, and, leaning toward· his 
companion, lowered his voice. 

" Bender, I want you to get this ac
�urately. Till now I've said nothing 

about this girl and her money, because 
it wasn't desirable that it should be 
known till the end of the voyage. 
Sinclair is not wise to it. All I've 
told him is that he was to keep out of 
my way as long as we are on the Ar- · 
mentic. For I don't wish the girl to 
know, anyway for the present, that 
Sinclair and I have anything to do with 
each other." 

· 

"Naturally," said Bender. 
" I wasn't aware until '"'e sailed that 

Felicia Drew was crossing by this 
ship," added Dan. " Though I've got 
things good and ready, it would have 
suited me better if I could have come 
across a week ahead of her. Finding 
her on board, I instructed Sinclair to 
make himself civil to his cousin, but 
nothing more, and I would put him on 
to the biggest win of a lifetime when 
we made Southampton. Y ott know 
Sinclair could never be trusted to 
handle any kind of a coup himself. 
Nothing could be more fatal.'' 

" Just so. Very sound." 
"But," concluded Ricardo, his eyes 

narrowing. " I'm not so dead sure 
Sinclair doesn't know a little more 
than he assumes to. I doubt if he 
would do anything so suicidal as to try 
and double cross me-but I saw some
thing last night that made me a little 
uneasy. And here he is coming up the 
stairway now. There's only another 
hour or two before ·we· dock, and he 
wants watching. That will be up to 
you.'' 

Bender smiled dryly. 
" Tntst me," he said. u I know 

how to handle Sinclair." 

CHAPTER II 
The Iron Hand 

SINCLAIR BREWSTER stepped 
on to the upper deck, observed 
Felicia at the far end, hesitated, 

and drew back out of sight. He leaned 
his back against the superstructure and 
lounged there for a minute in deep 
thought, attempting to come to a deci-
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sion, his lower l ip  drooping. It was 
not the kind of lip whGse o>vner makes 
decisions and sticks to them. 

Mr. Brewster was a young man of 
rather unprepossessing appearance. 
There was a good deal of him, but his 
build \vas somewhat loose, his muscles 
were slack, and he had an insufficiency 
of chin. His face was weak and 
showed signs of dissipation, his eyes 
were blue but protuberant, and would 
have looked better if they had not been 
set quite so closely together. 

He appeared to be quite sober ; 
though he had spent the morning ac
cording to custom at the smoking room 
bar, he was not notic€ably the worse 
for it, for Mr. Sinclair Brewster had a 
high co-efficient of absorbtion. But this 
sort of thing did not make for clear 
thinking, and, drawing a well-thumbed 
letter from his pocket, he read it for 
the twentieth time during the voyage, 
and frowned with perplexity. 

DEAR SINCLAIR : 
Re your inquiry. As far as I can 

gather, you don't stand any chance 
under Honoria Drew's will. Your cou
sin, Felicia, gets most of it, under con
ditions, on her twenty-second birthday. 
That seems the only thing certain at 
present. 

Sorry it's no go. But I don't suppose 
you expected much from Honoria 
D rew anyway. If you did they ought 
to elect you president of the Band of 
Hope. Yours, 

J. B. 

Sinclair stuffed the letter into his 
breast pocket, and swore. 

He had hoped, but never seriously 
expected anything from such a gorgon 
as Honoria Drew. He wished he had 
cultivated her a little more. But it had 
seemed safer to keep out of her way. 
She knew very little about him ; she 
had only three relatives in the world, 
of whom he was the most distant. And 
the more distant he could keep her the 
better Sinclair was pleased. Contiguity 
would certainly spoil any chance he 
might have. And now, the worst was 

known. 

It was a devastating thought that his 
cousin Felicia, at present a pauper, 
should come into such a legacy as this. 
It might run into milions. And he was 
a poor man. Sinclair regarded himself 
as poor. Nominally he had a safe in
come of two thousand pounds a year. 
Actually, a thousand of it had to be 
paid annually to Mr. Daniel Ricardo, 
who never took more and never ac
cepted less. And there was no way 
out of this. To increase his own bank 
roll, and to be freed from Dan Ricardo 
·was his chief ambition. But he was 
naturally timorous. He liked c ertain
ties. 

Sinclair swore again, and then 
groaned. The letter was most unsatis
factory. It was indefinite ; there was 
no certainty about it. Yet i f  he wait� 
ed till he reached London and verified 

. it, the opportunity might vanish for
ever. Clearly, Felicia as yet knew lit� 
tle or nothing of the legacy, for he 
had already pumped her tactfully 
about Aunt Honoria, without effect. 
I f  she had known she would not have 
been able to keep the knowledge to her
self ; that was not her way. 

Dan Ricardo probably knew some
thing ; but how much ? He had not 
confided in Sinclair, but had instruct
ed him to make himself reasonablv 
civil to Felicia on the voyage, but oi1 
no account to go beyond that. Well, 
Sinclair had made himself reasonably 
civil-and a good deal more. He had, 
he told himself, gone out of  his way 
to make the best of impressions, and 
he was, beyond doubt, a most fascinat
ing fellow when he chose to take the 
trouble ; he had proved that to his own 
satisfaction on a good many occasions. 

1\!Iarriage, of course, was a grue
some sort of business ; it tied a man 
down so-at anv rate in theorv. But 
marriage to a million or so in cold cash 
was the sort of sacrifice that only a 
lunatic would fail to j ump at, evet1 i f  
i t  involved a partnership with the dull
est and most tiresome woman. And 
Felicia was far from that. She \vas 
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extraordinarily attractive. Her pret
tiness and piquancy, that figure of hers 
-she was exactly his sort. True, she 
had the devil's own temper when she 
was roused, but if it came to rough 
stuff he could beat her at that every 
time. And she would think it uncom
monly generous of him · to offer him
self and two thousand a year, when 
she had not a penny. It was generous. 

The five whisky and seltzers that 
Sinclair had absorbed in the smoking 
room had melted him to a state of al
most tearful sentimentality-tears 
came to him very easily at a certain 
stage. He suddenly made up his mind 
and started off in the direction of Fe
licia, wiping his eyes hurriedly with a 
primrose-colored handkerchief that 

' matched his .tie. 
As Sinclair pulled the handkerchief 

from his breast pocket, the crumpled 
letter came out with it, unnoticed, and 
took wings to itself. The wind whirled 
it aft along the deck like an autumn 
leaf and pinned it fluttering against the 
·wall of the upper deck saloon. 

In another moment the letter would 
have been awav into the foam of the 
ship's wake, if -the hand of the watch
ful Mr. Bender Wright had not re
trieved it neatly, just in time. 1\'Ir. 
\V right was a man who seldom let 
anything get by him. 

Fate was certainly on Sinclair's 
side, for Felicia had left her windy 
perch on the rail, and he found her in 
a snug retreat between two deck 
houses, where there was just room for 
a pair of chairs. Felicia lay back in 
one of them, peacefully reading. Into 
this little paradise came Sinclair, like 
the serpent of old, and halted in front 
of her. 

" Felicia !" he said tenderly. 
Felicia laid down her book 
" Hello, Sinclair !  ' Journey's end 

in lovers' meetings, every .wise man's 
son doth know.' It's on the page here. 
Just got it by heart. Vlhat do you 
think of it ?" 

This was encouraging. Sinclair 

subsided gracefully but a trifle tm

steady into the other deck chair, and 
leaned toward her. 

" Just what I was thinking," he 
murmured. " For I am a wise man's 
son." 

" Pity you don't take after your 
dad. But if it's yourself you're think
ing of, we're due to part at Southamp
ton." 

" I  know," said Sinclair sadly. 
" That's why I'm feeling so rotten." 

Felicia looked at him in surprise. 
She was not particularly pleased to see 
Sinclair ; it was two years since they 
had met, and he had been rather a 
nuisance on the voyage, though she 
had shrunk from telling him so. She 
had a pretty accurate opinion of Sin
clair, but she kept it to herself. Felicia 
was a girl of generous impulses, and 
she was sorry for him. After all, they 
were cousins. It seemed to her ther'e 
was something pathetic about Sinclair. 
And Sinclair had decided that pathos 
was his strongest card. 

" The reason you're feeling rotten," 
said Felicia, without severity, but as 
one stating a fact, " is the number of 
mixed drinks you collected yesterday, 
and the series you'ye probably had this 
morning in the smoking room. It's a 
weak ki�d of occupation. \Vhy don't 
you cut It out ?" 

" So I will. It's only that no one 
seems to care what I do, and I'd got 
to not caring myself, somehow. F'licia, 
I know mine's an aimless sort ·of life
I've two thottsand a year, and I'm 
twenty-five-and-and what am I ?  I f  
only �nybody cared·-I '"'ant to 11take 
something of my life, F'licia." 

" Bright scheme. Why not start 
now ?" 

Sinclair leaned forward and pos
sessed himself of both her hands. 

· "  'Nill you help me ?" he said with 
a quiver in his voice. " What it all 
comes to is just this-! love you, F'li
cia ; there isn't anything or any one 
else on earth I care for, and if you 
care for me enough to marry me, 
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there's nothing I won't do to make you 
happy." 

Felicia was too amazed to reply ; she 
was unable even to withdraw her 
hands from his, so distressed was she. 
She had not expected anything like 
this. She was sure it wasn't her fault. 

A tear trickled down the side of Sin
clair's nose. He could produce tears 
easily. 

- ·  

" Dearest in the world," he mur
mured, pressing her hand, H if you're 
sorry for me, that's something. You 
do care, don't you ? When a man's as 

. down and unhappy as I am it's only 
an angel who-what the devil- !" 

Sinclair started as if he had been 
shot, for the figure of Mr. Wright, 
s4ddenly appearing at the entrance of 
the recess, loomed over them both. 

" Ah - sorry," murmured Mr. 
Wright. But he did not move. Fe
licia was the only one who moved. 
While the two men were staring at 
each other she slipped quietly and un-

. obtrusively away through the opposite 
exit, glad to escape. She had found 
Sinclair embarrassing. 

Sinclair turned upon the intruder 
wrathfully. But Bender took him by 
the arm with a grip that felt like the 
bite of a horse. 

" You crooked little skunk !'' said 
Bender between his teeth. " Stacking 
the deck, are you ? You're wanted ! 
Dan wants you." 

" Eh !" 
" Dan's waiting for you i n  the 

cabin," said Bender grimly. 
The stiffening went out of Sinciair. 

He looked seriously frightened. 
" I suppose I'd better go," he said 

feebly. 

CHAPTER Ill 
Dan Dictates Terms 

S
INCLAIR was ushered into Ri

cardo's luxurious little private 
cabin on the main deck. The win

dow ports on both sides were closed. 
Mr. Ricardo was standing erect in the 

middle of the room, his hands clasped 
behind him. 

" Shut the door, Bender," -he said 
quietly. Then he turned his eyes upon 
Sinclair with a steely-gray glare that 
made the younger man shrink. 

" So I need to show you who is 
boss, Sinclair ?" he said icily. 

Usually Mr. Ricardo's manner to 
Sinclair was bland and even friendly : 
the iron hand, perhaps, but well 
swathed in the velvet glove. Now the 
velvet was gone, and nothing but the 
iron remained. His normally benevo
lent face was positively devilish, in 
fact he looked about as benevolent as 
a cobra. His eyes bored into Sinclair 
and set the culprit's nerves jangling. 

" You have ignored my instruc
tions," said Ricardo, " and thought 
you could sidetrack me by offering 
your useless little self to Felicia 
Drew." 

" vV ell, but why not, Dan ?" plead
ed Sinclair. " I never thought of side
tracking you. I-" He stopped short 
in blank consternation. " Great God
frey ! There's no mistake about the 
money, is there ? Have I been making 
a fool of mysel f ?" 

" You have made a monumental 
fool of yourself, as was only to be ex
pected. Or rather you would have if 
Bender hadn't been watching you," re
plied Mr. Ricardo grimly. 

H Well, I didn't know. You never 
told me a word about it, Dan," pro
tested Sinclair. 

Mr. Ricardo inspected him in si
lence. Then the look of ferocity fad
ed from Dan's face like vapor from 
a steel blad e ; he became suave and al
most genial again. 

" That's so," he said quietly. " The 
time wasn't ripe for telling you ; you 
were safer knowing nothing. And I 
guess you were not fool enough to 
think you could side-step me. Sit 
down there, Sinclair, we may as well 
put you next the facts." 

Sinclair seated himself, greatly re
lieved, and Ricardo explained to him 
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succinetly the terms of the Dre·w will 
and the conditions under which Felicia 
qualified for the inheritance. Sinclair's 
excitement became almost painful. 

" Two millions !" he said blankly. 
" At1d free of death duty." 
" But, Dan," pleaded Sinclair, " I 

don't see where I \:vas wrong ! Sup
pose it came off ? If I marry Felicia, she 
loses under the terms. The whole lot 
comes to me. How can you beat that ?" 

" You poor fish," said Dan con
temptuously, " you haven't seen the 
will. There's a further clause by 
which, if you marry your cousin, you 
both lose. Neither of you can then 
inherit. 

" Your late Aunt Honoria Drew 
. was no fool," added Dan. " Likely 

she foresaw the chance of some such 
situation as this. She put that in for 
the protection of her niece. Or she may 
have had some objection to cousins 
marrying. That's the only condition 
that binds you. My own opinion is 
that she never reckoned on your get
ting a cent anyway, though maybe she 
didn't care to leave you out altogether. 
But 1 should say she had a down on 
you. She expected Felicia ·would ful
fill the provisions of the will, which, 
though strict, are not difficult, and in
herit in due course-after which she 
will be her own mistress." 

Sinclair groaned aloud. . 
" That's what she'll do," he said. 

" The whole thing has been fixed up so 
that my· chance amounts to just noth-
ing." . 

" Exactly. It looks that way to y01,1, 
doesn't it ?" said Mr. Ricardo dryly. 
" Now answer me one question, Sin
clair. Does the skilly which occupies 
the space in your skull where other 
men keep their brains, suggest any way 
out of this ? In other words, do you 
imagine that you could oblige Felicia 
Drew to break any or all of those con
ditions that bind her-felony, the pr9-
hibition laws, or the others - within 
three months, and steer those two mil
lions into your own hands ?" 

Sinclair reflected. 
" No," he said humbly. " I'm 

dashed sure I couldn't bring that off. 
Not to make a success of it. The dif
ficulties would be awful, and the 
risk-" 

" Yes. . It's not a job where there's 
any room for bungling," said Mr. Ri
cardo dryly. " Very ·well. I guaran
tee that I will put that proposition 
through, well within the time limit� 
Have you ever known me fail to fttl· 
fill a contract, Sinclair ?" 

" No. Sometimes I've wished you 
did. You certainly deliver the goods. 
Great Moses ! Do yqu mean to tell me 
you can-" 

" Wait," said Dan, " it hasn't es
caped your memory, Sinclair, that I 
hold forged bills of exchange of yours 
which, but for my tact and forbear
ance, would land you in a penal estab
lishment for at least five years ?" 

" I'm not likely to forget it," said 
Sinclair gloomily, " considering you 
bleed me of a thousand a year for what 
was� after all, only a little mistake." 

" Vv e all have to pay f or our little 
mistakes," rejoined Mr. Ricardo 
blandly, " for a young man of your 
capacity to make an excursion into 
forgery, or, indeed, any crime requir
ing intelligence, was rash-extremely 
rash. Always remember that I've got 
you set., I fixed your annuity to me 
very reasonably at one thousand. Any 
one else in my place would have bled 
you, as you rather coarsely put it, till 
you were whiter than veal." 

" Yes. I suppose because you got 
the tip that the calf was going to get 
a lot fatter presently and would be 
worth keeping in the killing pen," said 
Sinclair with a flash of inspiration. 

" Come, come !" smiled Mr. Ricar
do, gently rttbbing his hands together. 
" Your perceptions are growing ; even 
the densest of us learn by experience ; 
perhaps it is as you say. But let us 
drop the stockyard metaphor and the 
question of killing-· you at least are 
not in any danger, Sinclair. Apart 
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from our affectiort for you we regard 
you as a business asset which in four 
months' time wiil yield a �ery hand
some dividend. You will receive under 
the late excellent Honoria Drew's tes
tament the legacy which Felicia will
lose. 

" You will leave the engineering of 
this little coup entirely to me and my 

. associates ; you wilt not even be a fig
urehead. It is the chance of a life
time, and I am going to work it my 
own way." 

Sinclair wriggled in his chair with 
excitement. His eyes bulged. 

" If you say you can do it, Dan-" 
" I guarantee success. The ,difficul

ties are not great ; in fact, I have the 
whole thing neatly laid o'-tt already. 
The preparations have been made this 
month past." tr What do you want of me ?" ex
claimed Sinclair. " What do I-" 

" The settlement will be very sim
ple," said Mr. Ricardo genially. " Ob
serve my benevolence. I could strip 
you if I chose. It will be a strict fifty
fifty division between us two ; out of 
my share I shall settle with my col
leagues. One should never muzzle the 
ox that treadeth out the corn. You 
yourself will have the privilege of 

. splitting the two millions with me." 
" A million each !" said Sinclair 

dazedl};· 
" Just that. And when the division 

is effected," concluded Mr. Ricardo, 
beaming upon him, · " I shall return to 
you those unlucky documents which 
you have so happily described as your 
little mistake. My account with you 
will be closed ; I may even retire from 
business. \Vith a million I shall be 
content." 

" Content !" murmured Sinclair, re
garding him with swimming eyes. 
'' And so will I. There's nothing of 
the hog about 111-e, Dan." 

" No," said . Mr. Ricardo, rising ; 
" the l!og, after all, is an animal with 
occasional gleams of acumen, or at 
least an instinct which guides him 

when he is rooting for trifles. And 
even a hog, Sinclair, however pa
tient, would pine sadly if confined 
for five years in the same sty. And 
now, my dear fellow, you may leave 
us. All you have to do is to sit 
pretty and avoid full interferences 
\•vhich embarrass the e:x:ecutive ; don't 
let me have to tell you again. That's 
the way out." 

Sinclair left the cabin joyously. Mr. 
Bender Wright dropped into the chair 
next his companion, and smiled 'a 

sharp-toothed smile. 
" This i s  a big thing, Dan !" he said. 

" You've got the pipes laid ?" 
" Sure," said Dan ; " all waiting for 

her. When Felicia hits London she 
will see the lawyers. Then she will 
push along to her Uncle Halahan's 
place. H e  has a S\vell flat iri Pont 
Street, Mayfair. Though how he pays 
for it the devil onlv knows." 

Bender glanced ti'p. 
" Halahan ? Is that Mark Desmond 

Halahan-he's het: uncle, is he ?" 
Dan nodded. 
" Yes. A queer card, Halahan. A 

genial old Irish rip. I haven't quite 
made up my mind about Halahan. But 
that's no odds. Now l'll' put you next 
the move, Bender." 

" Surely the reasonable move is to 
make a certainty of it and put the girl 
out, Dan, then Sinclair clicks automati
cally, so to speak. I am all for the 
quick way, when the stakes are as big 
as this." 

Mr. Ricardo sighed. 
" It is not business," he said ; " and 

you don't see beyond your nose. With 
so large a fortune at stake, the death 
of Felicia would be far too conveni
ent, and would at once concentrate the 
interest of the police and public upon · 
Sinclair : N pw Sinclair is not to be 
trusted for a moment, he has neither 
wit nor backbone. Once cornered, he · 
would be sure to lose his head, and end 
by giving away both himself and his 

· friends. A killing is always the worst 
of policy when no killing is necessary. 

--� 
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'� We hope,"> concluded Mr. Ricar� 
do, with the benign expression that 
sat so well on him ; " we hope that no 
such extreme measures will be re� 
quired, and I will give you any odds, 

· . Bender, that I will bring home the 
freight without resorting to any rough 
stuff." 

· 

CHAPTER IV 
Quick WoFk 

u ANOTHER," said Sindai�· briefly, 
..t"\, and the barman pushed It across. 

It was the fourth of the series. · 

Sinclair felt that the occasion need
ed celebrating, and the smoking room 

- b:;tr was the obvious place for it. The 
world had suddenly become radiant 
and wonderful. · Not only was a solid 
million coming to him in four months' 
time, but he would also clear - accounts 
once and for all with Mr. Daniel Ri
cardo. For as Sinclair knew by ex
perience, that ingenious and dangerous 
individual, unlike some others of his 
kidney, could be relied upon to fulfill 
the letter of his contracts. Re exact
ed an equal fulfillment from the unfor
tunate people with whom he dealt. To 

· this rule Mr. Ricardo attributed his 
unvarying success. With the average 
crook, reflected Sinclair, one never 
knew where one was. With Dan Ri
cardo, one knew only too well. Nor 
did he doubt for a inonient Dan's 
ability to steer this coup to a trium
phant issue, though he had not the 
faintest idea how it could be · done. 
Dan's resources were unfathomable. 

So alluring was the prospect . of an 
unexpected million, that he felt no 
keen resentment even at the price that 
Dan was exacting ; half such a loaf 
was vastly better than ·no bread, and 
after all there was ample for two. 
What Sinclair did feel, in the midst of 
his elation, was a shock of dismay at 
the thought that, through sheer igno
rance, he had very nearly wrecked the 
whole scheme at the very commence
ment. If Felicia had accepted him-

At this point Sinclair broke into a 
cold perspiration. Apprehension shook 
him. Had she accepted him, or not ? 

Sincla- ir's faculties at the moment of 
reflection were not at theii· brightest, 
but he had a hazily definite impression 
that she did. True, the love scene had 
been interrupted, but he had certainly 
offered her his heart, hand, and two 
thousand a year : the girl was not like
ly to have been such a fool as to re
fuse. She would have accepted him 
with nothing for that ' matter : it was 
unwise of liim to stress the money 
question. 

He was not the first man who had 
prop-osed to a girl he did not want ; 
history is full of such tragedies. Here 

- was a terribly awkw<!-rd situation. It 
was the sort of thread that was easily 
cut ; but Felicia was an uncertain 
quantity. She · had a queer tempera
ment. And she hadn't a cent. It was 
quite likely she would want to sue him 
for breach of promise - girls are so 
unprincip-led-especially if some law� 
yer in · search of a case p- ersuaded her. 
That lJlight even upset the will, for all 

- he knew, unless he paid a lot of money 
to hush it up. Worst of all, there 
would be another painful row with 
Dan. She was quite possibly putting 
it all over the ship that the:y were en
gaged. And he did not even know 
whether he was engaged or not. 

This uncertainty was dnadful. He 
felt that he must clear it up at orrce, 
at any cast. Action, ap(i tact, would 
save him. He was strong on tact. He 
le'ft t!he smoking room and set out in 
pursuit. 

The strong air blowing along the up
per deck bemused him still further. 
But his luck held. Just beyond the 
domed roof of the smoking room was 
a small deck usually reserved for 
games , but in this weather deserted. 
And here he found the object of his ' 
searc'h. 

" F'licia !" he -said, and stopped, 
tongue-tied. _ 

Felicia 1had been hoping she would 
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see no more of Sinclair. She wished 
she had gone below. But here he ,-.,·as, 
and he waited for her to begin . kno\Y
ing that it is safest to let the other 
party do the talking. She did nor he
gin, however. Sinclair  smiled at her 
weakly. He strove to arrange his 
t<houghts. 

" Er-about what we \Yere talking 
about-" he said. 

" \Vell, \Vhat about \Yhat we \Yere 
talking about ?" 

Sinclair blinked. This did not seem 
to him to make sense. Still .  it did not 
sound dangerous. He smiled again. 

" Er-;ye're ,·ery young. F'licia." he 
murmured. 

" \Ve're getting older all the time." 
" Thought you might like to think it 

0\·er. Bit sudden . I mean-there's no 
hurn·:" 

F�licia looked at him in amazement. 
One large , black fact was plain. Sin
clair was trying to back out of it . A 
gleam of violet fire shone in her eyes. 

" \Vhy should I think it over, Sin
cla ir ? ' ' she said softlv. 

Sinclair stared at l;er more O\dishly 
than ever. She was extraordinarilv 
pretty and seductive. It was rather a 
pity she was not included with the t\\·o 
millions. Then a hazy thought struck 
·him. I f  anything \vent wrong \Yith 
Dan's plan, she would get them. and 
he would be left in the cart. It might 
be safer to hedge. 

" F'licia, I thought perhaps you 
m ight feel that in four or five months 
-say six months-" 

" I see," said Felicia meeklv. And 
she did see. She saw witl( crystal 
clearness. " Yon think it might be bet
ter for me to wait six months ? ' "  

" \\'ell, four, anvho\Y," he said. 
much relieved to find 

·
her s o  reasonable. 

" You see, F'licia-" 
. " But, Sinclair, I won 't \Yait . ' '  

Sinclair frowned. I f  the girl \Yas 
trying to hustle him , the sooner she 
learned her mistake the better. It sud
denly struck him that she was looking 
very queer indeed. 

" Do yon \\'ant to know why I won't  
wait ?" said Felicia evenly. " It's not 
only because I've no use for a man who 
drinks too muoh, or even an unpleas
ant boy, who is stupid and vicious
for that's really all you are. And it 's 
not that I am at all insulted because 
you are trying to cancel your offer for 
some reason of your own. and doing 
it verv clumsilv. The insult '"·as vour 
sugge"st ion th�t I might marry *you, 
i!hough I didn't tel l you so at the time 
because I felt a ·l ittle sorry for you. 
But I haYe got m·er that. I will tell 
you exactly what I think of you, in 
the hope that i t  may do you good. " 

And she did. She ga,·e S inclair her 
opinion o f  h im in terms that would 
have startled her Aunt Honoria. Sin
clair had never heard :himsel f described 
so accuratelv, even br Dan Ricardo . 
But he was ;1ot the soi·t o f  man to ac
cept this sort o f  th ing from a woman. 
He grew red to the ears and stared at 
her, his eyes bulging \Yith fury. 

" You pink-faced, goggl ing rabbit ! ' '  
concluded Felic ia. " \Vii! you under
stand that I 've no intention· of marry
ing anybody. but i f  I did I should 
choose a man ? Kow go away, and 
ne\·er dare to speak to me again." 

She certainly looked magnificent 
when she was angry. Some girls do. 
He came a step nearer. Sinclair, like 
many weak men , 1had a sharp streak of 
cruelty in him. He looked at her and 
laughed unpleasantly. 

" So that 's all right. Now we know 
where we stand. You don't want to 
marry me, F'licia ? And you think I'm 
not a man ? I'll show you. Just a kiss 
by way o f  a stamp on the barga in.  
You might change your mind. you 
know." 

H e  caught her wrists suddenly and 
pulled her to him with a wrench that 
made her cry out. 

" Let me go, Sinclair !' '  
It is extremely probable that Sinclair 

would have got the worst of it, for 
Felicia was the quicker and more sup
ple of the two. 1\nd Sinclair did find 
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himsel f getting the worst of it with ex
treme speed, though how it happened 
be had only the vaguest idea. 

He found himself yanked bodily 
backward by a tall young man in a 
dark blue uniform, spun round, and 
shaken till the teeth rattled in his head. 
Sinclair yelped, kicked and struck out 
wildly, his knuckles getting home on 
somebody's chin. And Anthony Kirk
patrick, who was already seething with 
indignation, took a fresh grip of Sin
clair's collar and p ropelled him past the 
ventilators and toward the starboard . 

-- - side, just a s  the Arm en tic gave a long 
beam-sea roll in the same direction. 

The slope of the deck made no dif
ference to Kirkpatrick, who had per
fect sea-legs and was master of the 
situation however much the ship might 
roll, though it did accelerate his pace 
somewhat. But to the astonished eyes 
of Mr. Dan Ricardo, who was strolling 
along the deck and saw the pair sud
denly shoot past, it looked as though 
some violent lunatic was in the very act 
o f  trying to heave Dan's chief business 
asset, worth a cold two millions, over 
the rail and into the sea. He rushed 
forward with a cry of alarm and wrath. 

" \iVhat are you doing, you fool ? Hi 
. -Bender !" 

Bender, always a man of action, was, 
if anything, the quicker of the two, 
though they both sprang upon Kirk
patrick almost simultaneot.fsly in an ef
fort to wrench him from his prey. It 
seemed no time for half measures. 

Kirkpatrick found himself half 
throttled by Bender's grip on his collar, 
just as Dan bumped into him from 
the other side. But neither of 1!he part
ners quite realized what they were up 
against. Sinclair collapsed to leeward 
as Anthony flung him away and 
brought his rig;ht fist up under Bender's 
chin with a shock that lifted that gen
tleman from his feet. Spinning round 
he tore his coat-lapel free from the 
clutching hand of Dan and hit him in 
almost exactly the same place that he 
had hit Behder, only not quite so hard. 

" Honk !" said Mr. Ricardo, stag
gering back and coming forward again 
in practically one movement, full of 
:fight and fury. His blood was up. But 
Anthony's blood had been up for some 
time, and was now at boiling heat'. The 
whole affair was over in a matter o f  
seconds, including 1!he intervention o f  
the scandalized purser, who witnessed 
the dreadful spectacle of a ship's officer 
fighting with first-class passengers and 
strewing the deck with them. 

" Gentlemen ! Gentlemen !" cried the 
purser, springing between the pair. 

It is always perilous to interfere 
�a�hly in a fight. If the combatants 
are dogs the peace-maker is apt to get 
bitten, and i f  tJhey are men he is al
most certain to be punched. The purser 
was just in time to intercept a left 
swing intended for Dan, whioh hit him 
on the upper half of his abundant 
waistcoat. He doubled up and sat 
down ungracefully on the deck, while 
�nthony, blocking a right hook from 
Dan, countered with a left-hahder that 
caused Mr. Ricardo to trip over the 
purser and hit · the planking with the 
back of his head. 

At the same moment the Armentic, 
as if to make a thorough job of it, 
gave a long leeward roll that canted all 
four casualties down against the rails 
in a heap, Mr. Ricardo uppermost, the 
purser and Bender next, and Stnclair, 
bleating like a sheep, underneath. It 
was Sinclair's usual positron in emer
gencies physical or spiritual, to be un
derneath. 

Anthony was the only combatant left 
standing. And to him came Captain 
Holt, master o f  the Armentic, striding 
along the deck, a tremendous presence. 

" \iVhat the devil is this, Mr. Kirk
patrick ?" 

Anthony said nothing. The fallen 
passengers were alrea�y sorting them
selves out, and Sinclair scrambled to 
his feet. 

" That ruffian was mauling the life 
out of me !''  he gasped. " If you hadn't 
come-" � 
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" He'd have been over the rail in an
other minute," groaned Ricardo, hold
ing his head between his hands. 

" New idea, making liner officers of 
thugs," said Mr. Wright thickly, for 
his jaw ·was nearly dis·located. Cap
tain Holt, di sregarding them all, turned 
to the purser, but that official was 
clasping his waistcoat and wheezing 
faintly, incapable of speech. 

" \Vhat have you to say, Mr. Kirk
patrick ?" 

Anthony looked round him and saw 
Felicia with a horrified face coming 
forward from behind the .ventilators. 
His teeth clicked together. 

" Nothing, sir !" 
" You are under close arrest," said 

the captain grimly. " Get . to your 
room !" 

Anthonv saluted and marched to the 
companionway without replying. 

CHAPTER V 
The Message 

P
LICIA walked straight up to the 
captain, her eyes sparkling with 
excitement. 

" Mr. Kirkpatrick wasn't to blame 
at all !" she said. " He -..vas only de
fending himsel f." 

" \Vhy," spluttered Sinclair, " he-" 
'' You little beast, Sinclair," she said, 

stamping her foot, " he did nothing 
but give you a shaking and you de
served it-" 

" Darned nearly shook him into the 
sea," interrupted Mr. Ricardo. " I be
lieve my head's split. I want yoa to 
understand, captain, that as far as I'm 
concerned-" 

" Stop, sir. One at a time. Madam, 
I will hear what you have to say pres
ently," said the captain briefly. " I 
shall be glad to see aJll who are here 
in my cabin-separately. You first, 
Mr. Simmons." 

" Yes, sir," wheezed the purser, and 
followed Captain Holt to his cabin on 
the bridge deck 

Anthony Kirkpatrick, s t r i d i n g 

through the alleyway to his room with 
a face like thunder, ran into the fourth 
officer, Tom Shaw, a cheerful young 
man with an observant eye. 

" Hello, Tony ! ·what's the trouble ?" 
" Close arrest," snapped Anthony. 
" Arrest ! \Vhat on earth for ?'' 
" For kicking a cad, and beating up 

a couple of  crooks," said Anthony 
without halting. 

" Crooks ! \Vhy, what-'' 
" I f they're not crooks, I never saw 

any on a boat before. From '\<vhat I 
happened to overhear 'em discussing 
the other night "-Kirkpatrick broke 
off suddenly- " Here, quit ! I'm not 
supposed to be talking to you ; I'm un
der arrest. Expect I've · smashed my 
slate this time." 

" Is there anything I can do ?' '  
" No !" 
" vV ell, the old man's a hoi y terror:· 

said Shaw, " and," he added. " i f yott 
ever get a ship of your own, Tony. 
you'll be a holier terror than the old 
man. There's no holding you." 

Anthony strode into his room and 
slammed the door. He saw the hope 
of a ship of his mm vanishing in 
smoke. 

Felicia \Vas finding things much 
more difficult than she expected. The 
whole bus·iness annoyed her. At any 
other time she might have seen the 
humorous side of it. She felt she must 
do whatever she could for Anthony. 
But Captain Holt was a formidabie 
figure, with his mahogany face and 
penetrating eye. H e  was courteous 
enough, but he  looked about as genial 
as a rat-trap. 

" I  don't gather, Jvliss Drew, what 
your complaint against Mr. Brewster 
is," he said briefly. 

" I'm not making Gil)' complaint 
against Mr. Brewster. " replied Felicia 
with some exasperation. " What I 
want to do is to excuse Mr. Kirk
patrick. Do please understand, cap
tain, that it's merely because I don't 
want him to get into anv trouble on 
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my account, and that's the only reason 
I'm here. If you want it plainly, Mr. 
Brewster tried to kiss me, and vvas 
rather rough and insistent about it. 
Mr. Kirkpatrick interfered." 

Captain Holt looked at the gi rl curi
ously. She was amazingly pretty, she 
certainly had �harm, . but she was as 
<iire:ct as a bayonet. 

" Were you in any sort of danger ?" 
he said. " ,.,.,_,ere you afraid of �1r. 
Brewster ?" · 

This was more than Felicia could 
stand. She had been quite ready to 
sacrifice Sinclair on Kirkpatrick's  ac
count, for he deserved it, and the young 
officer was in a tight place. 

" Afraid of Sinclair l" she exclaimed. 
" In another moment he'd have got a 
box on the ear that would have made 
his  head sing for weeks !" 

" 'Will you tell me in what- relation
ship you stand to Mr. Brewster ? I s  
h e  a friend of yours ?" 

" He is my cousin. And he's a 
t1ttisat1ce. '' 

" There was no urgent reason then 
for Mr. Kirkpatrick to interfere ?" said 
the captain. " You did not request him 
to ?" 

· 

Felicia had an uncomfortable feeling 
that she was making things worse. She 
had meant well. 

" \¥ell, I think it' s  what any decent 
man would have done, as things were. 
I-I'm sure Mr. Kirkpatrick was j usti
fied. Those other two men got quite 
a wrong idea about it, and they were 
rough. I do hope, captain, that you 
won't be hard on him. I f  it becomes 
necessary I 'd  like to repeat my version 
of what happened." 

. " It's an awkward business, madam; 
and as no blame attaches to you I shaH 
probably prefer to keep your name out 
of it," said the captain · shortly, and 
dosed the interview by opening the 
door for her. No monarch or presi
dent is so supreme as the master o f  a 
ship. 

Felicia Drew went out feeling as 
though she were twelve years old. 

\Vhen she had gone he recalled the 
purser. 

" Facts are clear enough, Mr. Sim
mons. But there's more in this <.an 
meets the eye. That girl Miss Drew, 
though it's not generaJly known, is an 
iheiress. She will come into a great 
deal o f  money next year.''  

" I  know that, sir," said the purser. 
" You generally know all that's to 

be known about the passengers. Pretty 
clear Kirkpatrick's aware of it, too." 
The captain paused. " Know anything 
against that big fellow-Mr. Ri
cardo ?" 

Tthe purser shook his ihead. 
" No, sir. \Vealthy man. Said to 

have wide business interests. Often 
traveled with us. Books one of the 
best cabins on the upper deck every 

· time. Bad business-but I ·hope you 
won't be too rough on Mr. Kirkpatrick, 
s ir," added the purser, who was a good 
fellow, though al:l ·his finest feelings 
were outraged. " Accident, in a way
and that punch wasn't meant for me." 

The captain's mahogany face was as 
grim as an· Easter Island idol. 

" I saw Mr. Kirkpatrick fooling 
with the girl this morning. And as 
for that disgraceful fracas j ust now, 
which I witnessed myself, I don't ex
pect my officers to behave like the mate 
o f  a tramp. That will do for the pres
ent, purser.'' 

Mr. Simmons left �the dread pres
ence, and was almost immediately way
aaid by Felicia, who questioned him 
anxiously. 

" I said all I cou.ld for him-,"  said 
the purser with gloom. " Very decent 
young fellow, Mr. Kirkpatrick-in his 
way. Gentleman, too, when he isn't 
rougihed up. But I'm afraid his num
ber's up, on this ship. Oouldn't ex
pect anything else." 

Felicia felt stunned. She had had 
no idea it was as bad as this. In real 
distress she retired to her cabin to think 
it over. Looking into the mirror, she 
was amazed to find that a tear was 
pearling its way down her oheek. She 
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abolished it quickly with a little frilled 
handkerchief. 

She had no interest in Kirkpatrick. 
He had been rather dictatorial to her, 
arici� annoyed her intensely. And her 
difference with Sinclair was no busi
ness of his. But he had really been 
w•nderful, the way he dealt with those 
fc,ur men at once. Like Achilles sin
gle-handed, strewing the plain of Ilium 
\Vith Trojan bodies. He ought not to 
have done it, but in that moment he 
had been superb ; and now he was down 
and out, awaiting sentence. And all 
on her account. She felt personally 
responsible for the .disaster. 

There seemed to be nothing she 
could do. But in another minute Felicia 
came to a decision. 

She sought out the fourth officer, 
Mr. Shaw, ·who assured her he had 
heard all about the 'case. He looked at 
Felicia admiringly. 

" But will Mr. Kirkpatrick lose his 
berth ?" exclaimed Felicia. " The pur
ser seemed to think he will." 

· " Oh, no, " said the young man cheer
fully, " I shouldn't think it's as bad as 
that. The old purser's a pessimist. 
There'll be an inquiry after the ship's 
docked arid the passengers cleared. The 
skipper's a bit of a Hun, but Kirk
patrick should get off with a wigging." 

Felicia felt immensely relieved. But 
she was not satisfied. She had to make 
sure. She asked if it was possible for 
any one to see Kirkpatrick. Mr. Shaw 
shook his head. 

" No. Close arrest, you know. 
· Strict as a strait-j acket. Serious busi

ness. Only make things worse." 
" Can you tell me where Mr. Kirk

patrick's cabin is ?" 
The young officer described its 

position. Felicia thanked him and de
parted, after asking him to say nothing 
about her inquiry. She was anxious not 
to bring Mr. Shaw into it ; she did not 
want to raise any more trouble. There 
v1as l_)lenty already: 

F elida went to the writing room, 
took a sheet of the An.nentic's note-, . 

paper and put at the head of it the Lon
don address which she expected to 

'reach. 

DEAR MR. KIRKPATRICK : 
I am so sorry about this unlucky af

fair. I want to testify . on your behalf. . 
If there is anything I can do to help, 
do please send a note by a servant you 
can trust, and give me instructions. It is 
distressing me very much. 

Yours sincerely, 
FELICIA DREW. 

She closed the note carefully, and 
made her way down to a lower deck 
alleyway on the starboard side. Luckily 
the coast was clear at that hour. She 
took as many precautions as a Red 
Indian to avoid being seen by any of 
the attendants. The number of Kirk
patrick's room was easily found. 

She halted in a lamp room at the 
end of ·the corridor till a passing 
steward was out of the way. Then 
she hurried forward and slid the letter 
under the prisoner's door. 

Felicia had barely accomplished her 
errand and turned her back when the 
head of a stewardess protruded cau
tiously from a cabin nearly opposite 
Kirkpatrick's room and watched her 
out of sight. 

As soon as she had gone the 
stewardess emerged, holding a long
handled buttonhook borrowed from 
the cabin dressing table. She stooped 
and raked swiftly under Kirkpatrick's 
door with the buttonhook. Fortune 
was on her side ; at the first rake she 
retrieved the note, and darted quickly 
back into the opposite cabin, in case of 
untoward developments. 

No sot.md came from Kirkpatrick's 
room however, and his door did not 
open. After waiting a few moments 
the stewardess slipped out and went up 
to the main deck by the side com
panionway. She was a silent mover, 
even for a stewardess ; a good-looking 
young woman. She tapped at the doot· 
of Mr. Dan Ricardo's private cabin 
and entered. 

Mr. Ricardo, his eye somewhat 
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swollen, was soothing himself with a 
cigar, in conference with Mr. Wright. 

" Come in, Maggie," he said. " Close 
the door, girl. " He swung to the port 
just over his h�ad and drew the curtain. 
" Anything fresh ?" 

The stewardess handed him the 
letter . 

" Girl's been asking half the ship 
what's coming to that boy Tony. 
Fallen for him, I guess. Anyway I kept 
an eye along his way the same as you 
said. She sneaked down and shot this 
note under his door. Don't . think he 
was on <to it-anyway there it is." 

" Good girl. Wait there a minute," 
said Dan. Followed by Mr. Wright, 
he passed into his sleeping compart
ment, turned on the .  hot water tap, 
warmed the blade of a penknife, deftly 
ungummed the envelope and opened 
the note. Mr. Wright read "it over his 
shoulder. 

'� Couldn't be better. Let it march !" 
said Dan, grinning. " Never neglect 
these chances, Bender ; they pan out as 
rich as any. "  · He produced a fountain 
pen, carefully inscribed six crosses 
under Felicia's signature, and gummed 
up the note again. 

" That's ten bucks more to you," he 
said to the bearer, whom he found in
specting some documents on his desk. 
" You've done better for me this 
voyage than you did last time. Now 
get away from that desk, my girl. I 
didn't get you this ship job to have you 
practising your spiels on me. Maggie, 
are you dead sure there's nothing in 
Miss Drew's cabin that I don't know 
about ?" 

" Sure," said the stewardess indif
ferently. " Only that letter I showed 
you and the cablegram signed Halahan 
-that's all the papers. I went 
through her baggage agen 's' morning 
while she was on the upper deck. But 
I'll tell you what she has got-one o' 
them little automatic pistols. It's in 
the bottom o.f her hand bag. " 

" Pistol !" exclaimed Dan. u Do you 
mean to say she-'' 

" Funny sort ' o f  thing for a swell 
jane like her to own, isn't it ? Maybe 
she's lived in a country where a girl 
might as well pack one of those as not, 
i f  she has to go around much at night. 
But I should say she got the idea 
from the movies." 

" What sort of a pistol is it ?" said 
Bender with interest. 

" Well, I don't know. There's 
' Colt S. A.' on the barrel. And there's 
some loose shells in a box in her trunk. 
I took one of them," added Maggie, 
tilting into Mr. Wright's outstretched 
palm a tiny nickel-pointed cartridge. 

" Yes, that fits a thirty-three Colt," 
said Bender. " The girl's a fool to 
own such a thing." 
' Mr. Ricardo riodded. His eyes were 
absent and thoughtful as he took the 
shell from Bender's palm and slipped it 
into his vest pocket. 

" Sure," he said. 
" You didn't want me to bring away 

the little gun, did you ?" asked Mag
gie. " I  could get it for you. Though 
I don't like meddling with them sort 
of things." 

" Of course I didn't. No, no. Let 
it be," said Mr. Ricardo. " It's of no 
importance. But you've done very 
well, Maggie ; yott don't miss anything. 
Just slide along and put this letter 
back where you found it." 

Maggie nodded carelessly and de
parted. When she had gone, Mr. 
Ricardo looked at his friend and 
smiled. 

" This j ob won't take long, Ben� 
der," he said. " It's going better than 
I hoped it would. Owning one of 
those things without a permit is an of� 
fense in this country, but it isn't a 
felony. " 

Mr. Wright's eyes shone with quick 
appreciation. 

" No,'' he said, " but using it is. This 
thing's right in my line. Just let me 
fix it up, Dan. We've got her." 

Meantime M�gie, passing through 
the lower alleyway, slid the letter 
under Anthony Kirkpatrick's door and 

I D 
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left it at that. She was. always reli
able at carrying out instruction�. 

CHAPTER VI 
Mark Halahan 

FELICIA, tapping her shoe fretfully 
on the carriage floor, watched 
the county of Hampshire flying 

past the windows of the London ex� 
press. She was feeling perplexed and 
annoyed and rather snubbed. 

She had put herself out to no pur
pose. Mr. Anthony Kirkpatrick had 
sent no message in answer to her l etter 
offering him help. She had satisfied 
herself that he could have replied easily 
enough if he wanted to. But he had 
kept silence, and ignored her. 

Well, she had done all she could. 
The man would have to put up with 
the wigging, or whatever it was, that 
Mr. Shaw had prophesied for him. She 
hoped it wouldn't be more serious than 
that. After all, he had brought it on 
himself. She did not ask him to inter
fere between Sinclair and herself, and 
embroil hin1self with passengers and 
strew the deck with them. He was 
evidently rather a hurricane of a man, 
and much too masterful and bossy. It 
was small wonder he got into trouble. 
And he was not even civil enough to 
send her an answer. 

If he had done so she would have 
remained behind to see it through
though the captain had told her pretty 
plainly that it would make no difference 
if she did-and in spite of this mes
sage from London which had been 
brought to her immediately the Ar
mentic berthed alongside the quay. 

She opened it and read it again. She 
had been expecting something of the 
kind, though she did not know it was 
so urgent. 

Pelham, Weeks & Pelham, 
300 Mecklenburg Square. 

:Miss Felicia Drew, 
S.$. Armentic. 

DEAR' MADAM : 
It is extremely important that we 

2 D  

should confer with you without delay 
in your interest in the estate of the late 
Miss Honoria Drew. We hope you will 
make it convenient to call immediately 
on arrival. 

STUART PELHAM. 

What did it mean? If anything, it 
surely meant money. Yet she felt it 
difficult to believe that Aunt Honoria 
had left her anything. Aunt Honoria 
had never approved of her. 

Pelham, Weeks & Pelham would 
know. They were evidently Honoria 
Drew's lawyers. But it \'\'as not in 
answer to the summons that she had 
made this journey to England. It was 
that astonishing wire from Uncle 
Mark Halahan, cablino- her sixty 
pounds and bidding her �atch the first 
availa?le boat, that had brought her 
hurrymg across the Atlantic. 

She did not even know that Pelham 
and Weeks wanted her till, passing 
through New York, she chanced on an 
advertisement urging Miss Felicia 
Dre�, wherever she might be, to com
mumcate with them. It was not her 
fault that she had been buried in the 
wilds for three years. 

Felicia leaned back and briefly re
viewed in her mind those three years 
with a touch of regret. A wonderfui 
time. Moved by the spirit of  ad
venture, she had gone out to America 
with her elder brother Dick. Dick had 
died in Kentucky-the first tragedy 
that had touched her life--and she was 
alone in �he world with a hundred 
dollars. 

A kindly neighbor had got her a 
post as secretary on a cotton estate in 
Georgia, and to Georgia she had gone. 
It was a good enough life, though 
there was nothing in it but a bare liv
ing. She had been too independent 
to apply to Aunt Honoria, from whom 
she had parted on doubtful terms, and 
she had only lately heard of that lady's 
death. · Barely a month ago she had 
written to Uncle Mark, the only 
relative for whom she had a real af
fection, and the resulting cablegram 
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had startled her. It had explained 
nothing. It merely called her home 
with an urgency ·that there was no mi!:
taking. 

Then, the surprise of finding Cousin 
Sinclair as a shipmate on the Annen
tic. She had noticed, too, a farge stout 
man called Ricar.do, whom she remem
bered having seen. in Georgia, though 
she had riever had any dealings with 
him, until that volcanic young officer 
Kirkpatrick used him to wipe the boat 
deck. In fact there had been a series 
of mysterious surprises from the day 

. when she threw up her secretaryship 
and started for England. And here 
she was, evidently on the threshold of 
further wonders. 

London : A thrill shot from the 
roots of Felicia's auburn hair do"·n to 
the soles of her near-silk stockings as 
the taxi shot down the slope of \Vater
loo exit and over the Thames into the 
Strand. A vast, vague, rumbling city,_ 
but a world of romance to the traveler. 

She had given the driver Uncle 
Mark's address, from the cablegram. 
Had she obeyed instructions she would 
have gone first to Pelham, VI/ eeks & 
Pelham. But they could vvait till she 
had seen Uncle Mark. But for him, 
she would not be here at alL 

The taxi pulled up in front of a 

luxurious block of flats in Pont Street. 
Mayfair. Stepping out, Felicia looked 
up at the building and was impressed. 
Uncle Mark was evidently doing him
self well. He was passing through one 
of his recurrent phases of prosperity. 

Felicia had her baggage parked in 
the hall-she knew Uncle Mark, the 
soul of hospitality, would be hurt if  
she suggested staying anywhere but 
with him. And for that matter she 
had scarcely any money left. As the 
elevator shot her up to the third floor 
she reflected that she had lit upon good 
quarters. But she would ·willingly 
have shared a garret with Uncle Mark 
i f  necessary. 

· She pressed the bell beside an 

opulent-looking front door, which was 

opened by a neat maidservant. 
" Mr. Halahan in ?" asked Felicia, 

and added, " I am his niece." 
For a moment the maid looked at 

Felicia in silence. She was a capable
looking maid, but her neatness did not 
extend to her eyes. One of them was 
fixed piercingly on Felicia, 'vhile the 
other appeared to be more interested 
in the ceiling. Altogether she was 
hardly an ornament to the flat. though 
doubtless her appearance concealed a 

heart of gold. 
" This way, miss," she said, and 

opened the door of the sitting room. 
As it closed there was a startled ex
clamation, almost a shout, and Felicia 
found herself clasped in Uncle Mark's 
embrace. 

Felicia kissed him with a rush of 
affection, and laughed through a 

sparkle of tears as she held him at 
arm's length with her hands on his 
shoulders and looked at him. He was 
good to look upon. 

Mark Desmond Halahan was · over 
sixty, but had the eyes of a boy. Four
teen stone of muscle, close-cropped 
white hair, a broad, handsome face and 
laughing, cleYil-mav-care mouth. A 
born adYenturer. · but popular with 
everybody. He had some means, but 
was always skating on the edge of dis
aster and miraculously recoYering. 

" \\'hat a brick vou were to send me 
that monev !" said 

'
Felicia. 

'· I 'm ashamed it was so little ! But 
just at the time I couldn't raise any 
more. And see "·hat you've growi1 
into, girl ! You're as pretty as a hare
bell on the banks of Lough N eagh. 
VVell, let that be-you'll have a great 
time presently. I'm sorry for you. 
too." 

" For me ? \Vhv !" 
" I call it a heartless plan to knock 

all the fun out of a heaJthy young girl's 
life," said Uncle Mark. 

" I'll defy any one to knock tli) fun 
out of mv life !" said Felicia. " hat's 
it all :Jboitt, uncle ?" 
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" Do you mean to say you don't 
know ?" said he, staring at her. " Well, 
I couldn't explain it all by cable-'twas · 
too expensive at the time. But I 
thought-" 

" Thi$ reached me on the ship," she 
said, and handed him the Pelham 
letter. He read it, and gro\vled. 

" Honoria's lawyers ! The devil 
mend them, for me. They're all on 
the side of her trustees-a sour, hard 
crowd. It's after six, their office will 
be shut. Still, you'd best do as they 
say, maybe. You could get Pelham at 
his o·wn house.'' · 

" Oh, they can wait till morning
. .  you can tell me all about it, can't you ? 

I can't sleep another night without 
knowing !" 

" Of course t can. I've a copy of 
the will here," he said, opening a desk. 
" Pelhams have been advertising for 
you these four months past. Sit there, 
Felicia, it's the news of a lifetime I'm 
giving you !" 

Felicia sat more and m ore upright, 
and her eyes grew wider and wider, as  

. she heard the terms and value of her 
heritage. That tintil the age of twenty
two years was past, marriage, the bor
rowing of money, the breaking of the 
law, particularly the Volstead law o f  
the United States, were barred to her 
under the penalty of losing two mil
lions sterling. 

\i\Then he had finished she sat dumb, 
in a whirl of conflicting emotions. Her 
first comment startled him. 

" Sinclair ! So that accounts for it !" 
" Sinclair Brewster ?" surprised. 

" Why, what about the little yahoo ?" 
" Ah, nothing. Never min�l !" Felicia 

sprang up and danced round the room 
wildly. Then she threw herself on 
the arm of Halahan's chair and kissed 
him. 

" Uncle, isn't it wonderful ! Isn't it  
glorious ! And I've been working like 
a nigger for four pounds a week Can 
you imagine me with two millions !" 

" You haven't got it yet," said Rata
han. " If-" 

He broke off, as a step sounded out
side and the door opened. 

CHAPTER VII 
The Red Light 

I
T was only the cross-eyed maid, who 

approached Halahan demurely and 
gave him an unstamped letter on a 

tray. Felicia watched her as she went 
out. 

" That's a queer-looking maid o f  
yours, uncle." 

- " Yes, you wouldn't back her in a 
beauty contest," said Halahan, opening 
the note, " but she's quiet, and I like 
them quiet." 

" Have you had her long ?" 
" About a month. "  Halahan tossed 

the note aside. " I'm bound to say I 
haven't had much luck since she's been 
here. Couldn't expect it with a pair 
o f  eyes like that about the place. She 
sees as much with them as most people. 
Cross-eyes are unlucky ; still it would 
be rather heartless to fire h�.r on that 
account.�' 

" Very," . agreed Felicia. " I'd hate 
to seem uncharitable, but I hope they 
didn't grow that way by looking 
through keyholes !'' 

" Eh ! Why ?" 
" Well, I fancied I heard something 

rustling at the door just now.'' 
" Oh, nonsense !" laughed Halahan, 

but he rose as he said it and snapped 
the door open. The hall was empty. 

" I  was wrong. I beg Ida's par
don," said Felicia. " Oh, .never mind 
that-what does it matter anyway, 
there's no secret about this thing ! Shut 
the door ; I feel as i f  I want to rush 
out into the street and sing. Money ! 
Money ! Money ! You don't know how 
I love money. And I've never had 
any ! How long do you say I've got 
to wait for it ?" 

" When will you be twenty-two ?" 
" To-day's the twelfth. Four months 

from to-morrow ! Uncle, what would 
have happened if I hadn't been found 
till then ?" 
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" vVhy, you'd have had to take oath 
that you've never done any of these 
forbidden things, and if it could be 
proved you had, down you'd go. So 
it was vital you should be wamed as 
soon as possible. You've not done any 
o f  them, have you ?" He stopped short, 
detecting a shade of doubt in Felicia's 
eyes. " Merci ful powers,' girl !" he 
gasped in constemation. " You're not 
married ?" 

" Good heavens, no ! Nothing so ex
citing. And I can't remember any 
felonies I've committed. I've not bor
rowed against the legacy, and as for 
tJhe prohibition laws, drink is one thing 
that doesn't interest me." 

" Honoria was a tartar," said Mark, 
mixing himself a stiff ,.Vhisky and soda 
at the sideboard. " But she was a good 
woman, though she never left me a 
cent. She had no use for me." 

" You've always been a brick to me," 
said Felicia warmly. " No one shall 
say a word against you to me. Nor 
·against Aunt Honoria. She may have 

.. been right about this drink business, 
you know, Marco dear. I don't mean 
you, of course," she added hastily. 

" Of course, not." 
She faced him, laughing. 
" Uncle, why did you suggest I can't 

have a good time ? There are a host 
of deadly sins Aunt Honoria has for
gotten, that I can commit if I feel like 
it. And when I'm twenty-two and 
have the money I can break them all 
and get away with it. Nobody can say 
a word to me then !" 

Halahan nodded. 
�' Yes, and by then you probably 

won't want to. It's the time between, 
Felicia. It's these coming three months ; 
while those last you've got to be care
ful ! You've got to be kept outside the 
remotest risk of coming to grief." 

" Why, what do you mean ?" 
" You don't know what you may be 

up against. With a stake like this to 
come, it's foolishness to take chances. 
And you've just that amount of devil 
in your composition, that will lead you 

to take chances. If you even borrow 
money, you're done. You should go 
into seclusion-1'11 look after you
and sit pretty till the prize falls into 
your lap. I f  it's a bit dull you must 
stick it out ; it's only twelve weeks. 
Run no risks-not even 1:ihe smallest." 

" Is 1t your idea that I should live 
like a sort of nun for aH that time, 
and be afraid of my own shadow, in 
case I do something I oughtn't ?'' 

" It's the only safe thing to do. You 
never know. Life's full of surprises." 

" Then giYe me life ! Listen, uncle
! ·won't do it. I don't see any necessity 
for it. Freedom for me. I'm not a 
cabbage. I must have a good time ! 
And you don't always slip danger by 
sitting still. As for adventures, I like 
them ; they're the only thing that make 
life worth living. I've taken a few 
chances and can look after myself
I'm not quite a ohicken." 

Felicia's eyes sparkled. 
" Taking shelter, and watching my 

step all the while-the thing is I won't 
humiliate myself like that. I can't. 
I'm going to be what I am. Of course, 
I'll take reasonable care-these little 
rocks round the inheritance are easy 
enough to steer through ; there; s noth
ing to them. Don't make any mis
takes, uncle-I'm going to have that 
two millions. "  

Balaban's expression had changed. 
There was a wistful melancholy in his 
eyes, a sadness even, as he sat back and 
watched her. 

" I've a ...presentiment you will never 
get it, Felicia," he said quietly. 

She looked at him in surprise. 
" Why do you say that ?" 
" I don't know. But I feel it 

strongly." 
Felicia laughed. 
" But why ? Is it because you're 

Irish, Marco, dear ? You're not claim
ing the second sight, like that litt:le 
blind turf -boy of yours �at Kilronan ?" 

" You're more than half Irish your
self," he said. " Don't you feel it, 

. too ? That you're not going to win ?" 



SEALED ORDERS 165 

Felicia met his eyes, and an odd lit- present affairs. If we're going on to 
tie · tingling sensation disturbed her that show we'd better move." 
nerves ; a sense of uneasiness. Before They went to the brightest revue in . 
she could answer he sprang to his feet town. It pleased Felicia, but Halahan 
with a laugh. was a little silent and distrait. As they 

" Ah, don't let's be talking-· -we're returned to the flat in a taxi he apolo
getting gloomy," he said lightly. gized. 
" Either way, you'll not be left ·in the _ " You ought to be out with a young
lurch. I've a plan ready in my head ster, not an old has-been like me, Fe
-meantime forget it all and I'll take · licia. But that's another rock ; when 
you out to a dinner and a show." this thing gets known you'll have every 
Mark's blue eyes suddenly brimmed as adventurer and man-on-the-make after 
he looked at her. " Felicia, it's great you, trying to get you cornered and 
having you back again ! You're the marry you when you touch that 
only living thing I care about." legacy." 

Her baggage had been brought up " I don't think so," laughed Felicia. 
and unstrapped by the cross-eyed maid. " I've had one offer and turned it down. 
The flat was not Iarge, but a dainty And I don't know any other young men 
little bedroom, luxuriously fitted and -yet." 
in admirable taste, was all ready for He let her irto the fiat with his latch
her. Evidently it had been special,ly key, clicked on the lights in the sitting 
furnished on her account. Mark Hala- room, and lit a cigar. . 
han's credit was usually good, and no " Before you go to roost, Felicia," 
man knew what ravens fed him. he said, " there;s something I'd like to 

· Felicia changed into her best frock tell you. You'U be seeing Honoria's 
-it was a poor best-and a taxi car- lawyers to-morrow, and I shall see 
ried them both to the Ritz. In an mine. To do something I ought to 
atmosphere of shaded lights, flowers, ha\re done before, and it mustn't wait 
and music they had the merriest meal another day. To make my will, and 
that Felicia ever remembered. Uncle I'm electing you sole legatee of every
Mark was a delightful companion. She thing I've got-without any condi
learned many things that night, and tions !" he added with a ahuckle. 
she told him of her life in Georgia. Felicia was too astonished to reply. 
Of the happening on the Armentic, for " I'm afraid there won't be much. 
some reason that she could not have But I'm flush just now, and there 
explained, she ·said nothing ; merely should be some assets, worth a thou
that she had had a rough passage, but sand or two, I hope. Maybe quite a 
enjoyed it. lot-it . depends." 

" You like the sea then ?" said Mark. She came straight over to his chair 
" Like it ? I love it ! It's the road and slid an arm round his neck. 

to romance. -And the men you meet " What nonsense this is, 1\!Iarco, dar-
at sea are real men." ling ! I won't have you making wills 

" Natural you should think so. Half for me-it hurts. I'm the heiress, not 
your ancestors-and mine-were sea- you, and ,,,1hen I arrive you're going 
men, the other half were horsemen. to s-hare my kingdom ! As for wills, 
Two clean things, the sea and horses. \Yhy, you're the youngest man I know, 
Pity that men sometimes use 'em both you'll be a fighter for thirty years yet !" 
to play the devil .  Still, when tthe devil Halahan smiled. He did not con
drives-I'm glad you like the sea. The tradict her. He had passed on to no 
Arrow willplease you." one a confidential piece of information 

" \Vhat's the Arrow ?" that a great man in Harley Street had 
" Tell you later. Nothing to <lo with given him not long since in exchange 



166 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

for three guit>.eas. That his span was 
short ; perhaps a year or two, petihaps 
a good deal less. Mark Halahan had 
received this news without any deep 
concem. Death had seemed closer to 
him many a time. He would face it as 
he had faced li fe, with a laugh and a 
jest. 

" Quite likely , my dear girl , "  he said 
gently. " Still you never know. I 
shall attend to ·it first thing to-morrow. 
As long as I'm here you're all right, 
and i f  not, there' ll be something for 
you to fall back on if the Drew fortune 
doesn't happen to click. You've no re
sources of your own, have you ? What 
have you got ?" 

" Five pounds left from v,nhat you 
cabled me," said Felicia, who refused 
to take the suggesti on seriously. 
"Three cheap frocks, a mani cure set, 
and let's see-yes, a little Colt pistol . "  

" A what ? " exclaimed Halahan 
sharply. 

Fel icia laughed . His concerned face 
amused her . 

" A pistol . Cost me fifteen dollars." 
" In the name of sense, what for ? 

It's an o ffense against the la\V in this 
country to own one without a special 
permit . vVhat's a girl like you want 
with a pistol ? IVIore of this silly ad
venture notion ? Or just plain swank ?" 

Felicia was piqued . 
" I've practiced a bit, and I 'm pretty 

useful with it, let me tell you, Marco. 
dear. As for needing it, perhaps I 
didn't. But there were some queer 
folk around when I lived in the South . 
I always found them quiet enough , but 
I often had to go around at night alone, 
and liked to feel I could look after my
self. When I came a\'vay I kept it, 
as I've a prejudice against letting any
thing go that belongs to me. Still,  as 
you say, it 's  rather in the way here. " 

" Go and get it," said Halahan. Fe
licia went to her room and returned 
with the pistol . 

" It's charged , "  she said. " The 
safety catch is on. That's the safety 
catch. "  

Halahan chuckled, and took th e  lit
tle weapon from her. He fingered it 
like a man weU used to the feel of it. 

" I'll keep this toy. You're better 
\Yithout ·it , . ,  he sa id. " Pistol� and red 
ha-ir don't go too well together. "  

Felicia laughed. 
" I can't refuse you anything, Marco. 

Keep it if you like. Perhaps it fits 
you better than it does me. ' ' 

CHAPTER VIII 
The First Shot 

·AFTER break fast next morning Fe
.t'1. licia rang up Pelham & Weeks, 

who seemed glad to hear from 
her and fixed an appointment for 
elenn. Uncle l\Iark took her to M eck
lenburg Square in a taxi, and passed 
on to his own affairs. He did not 
get back to t>he flat till past three , when 
he found her waiting for him, and 
looking a little rebellious and ruffled. 

" Ah ! \Vhat happened in the law
yers' den ?" asked Mark. 

" Oh, they told me much the same 
news as you, and a few more things 
besides. But, uncle, they' re the driest 
bunch of sticks you ever saw. And 
there was a man called Hen.acres, as 
solemn as an elderly crow, who i s  Aunt 
H onoria's chief trustee ; it seemed to 
me he would feel just as pleased if  a!ll 
that money didn't come to me or to 
Sinclair either , but to found and en
dow t\\"O more Churches of Theoso
phy, or \\·hatever it is that the will 
provides for if  we don't get it. There 
are a whole lot of prov isions about 
\\"hat should be done with it, and I can't 
remember them yerv well. Aunt Ho
noria, it seems. h ad become an ent:husi
ast about Theosophy, and as far as I 
can gather this old fellow Henacres 
is. too. 

" K O\Y I'm not interested in theoso
phy ; I belieYe in everybody being fre.e -
to keep to the kind of faith that they' re 
convinced about, and personally I 'm 
going to hold by the one I was brought 
11p in. It seems · to me there's plenty 
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of aunt's money going already to this 
new idea ; I don't see any reason Why 
I shouldn't get the s·hare she's tied up 
for me, and I mean to have it. How
ever, we didn't hear much about that. 
I signed a declaration that I'm not mar
ried and all the rest of it, and old Mr. 
Perham was very nice and made me a 
sort o f  speech, and gave me a lot of 
advice which is no use to me." 

Halahan smiled. 
" Did they tell you, by any chance, 

that you would be wise to keep clear 
o f  me ?" 

Felicia flushed, and her e y e  s 
sparkled. 

" They did hint something of the 
kind. And I told them vvhat I thought 
about it. You're worth the lot of them 
put together, M arco, dear. Nobody is 
going to say a word against you to me. 
vVe're sharing now and we shall share 
when I come into my own." 

Halahan sighed, then gave a quiet 
chuckle. 

" Maybe they were right from their 
point of view. I suppose I've a queer
ish reputation. Still, there are two 
things I've never done. I haven't ever 
let a friend down, or run a horse crook
edly. It isn't much to brag of. I 
should think you'H be aU right, but, 
Felicia, I've seen my lawyers, too, and 
I've made that will in your favor, leav
ing you everything I have. I want that 
to be a certainty for you anyway. And 
it's done." 

He was s o  eager and earnest about 
it that Felicia did not interrupt, though 
she felt tU1con1.fortable. 

'" As I said, there isn't a lot, at pres
ent. But I have a business venture in 
hand, which if it turns out well, will 
mean a great deal of money. I'm very 
confident about it." 

" What is it ?" said Felici a  witih in
terest. 

" \iV ell, it's a pear ling venture ; out 
Thursday Island way. But that's noth
ing to do with you ; it will be over in 
two or three months-long before you 
need col'lcern yourself. Business isn't 

in your line. There's j ust one thing, 
though, that I do want to ask you." 

He handed her a photograph, from 
his desk, of a smart-looking little white 
steam yacht of about a hundred and 
sixty tons, with a raked fore-mast and 
a schooner bovv. 

" That's my yacht, the Arrow." 
" She's a beauty !" 
" She i s. I'm generally too broke 

to run her ; as a rule she's let out ori 
charter, or laid up. I f  by any chance 
she became yours before you come into 
your money, o f  course, you'd have to 
sell her. She's not a new craft, I 've 
had her fourteen years. I love her bet
ter than anything I've owned ; you 
wouldn't believe what she means to me. 
I 've never brought myself to part with 
her. 

"-During the war the admiralty took 
her over for the Yacht Patrol ; they 
gave me a commission and I com
manded her. The gun-mounting is on 
her foredeck yet. For that matter 
there's a gun below ; I bought one in 
after the peace for a souvenir. A1 
Yankee gun, a dandy, one o f  the Beth
lehem twelve-pounders, same pattern 
we used to carry. War's a fool busi
ness-but I'd be a hypocrite to say I 
didn't enjoy it. 'vVe had several scrap s ; 
and once we bagged a U-Boat." He 
checked himself suddenly. 

" But never mind that-the thing is, 
Felicia, that 1f the Arrow should come 
to you after you get your money, I'm 
hoping you'd keep her for yourself. I'd 
!hate her to go out· of the family
rather she was broken up." 

" Why, of course, I w ill !" She slid 
an arm round his neck. " But, Marco, 
you'll live longer than the Arrow her
self ! Don't you see how absurd is all 
this idea about dying ?" 

" vV ell, perhaps so. \;V e've done 
v,rith the lawyers, let's get to cheerier 
topics. You're clue for a good time 
and you'll want to get yourself some 
kit, I expect. Did they shell out any 
money ?" 

" Four pounds ! Four more due every 
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week. They wouldn't pay arrears-it 
dates from the time I reported to them. 
They say they mustn't go beyond the 
strict letter of instructions.'' 

" What can you expect of lawyers !" 
Uncle Mark took out his pocketbook 
and handed her fourteen bright, crack
ling five-pound notes. " I drew these 
for you this morning. "  

" Uncle," she gasped. " I  can't take 
this from you." 

" Cetiainly you can. And, mind you, 
it's not a loan-it's the repayment of a 
loan. Your dad once lent me a hundred 
and thirty pounds when I was in a 
tight place, and I never saw him again 
to pay him. And I'm flush now. That's 
vours." 
• She lookeu at him suspiciously. It 
would be just like him to invent this 
story, solely to still her conscience . 

" Are you sure, Nlarco ?'' 
" On my honor," said Halahan . 
" You're a darling !'' She took the 

notes, and her eyes sparkled. " I do 
want some clothes frightfully. " 

" Of course you do. Every right
thinking girl does." 

She kissed him impulsively, but he 
·would not be thanked, and in two 
minutes she was out of the flat. The 
elevator had struck work, and she had 
to walk down the stairs. In fact, she 
ran down. It was an age since she 
had been able to buy such clothes as · 
her soul craved. And eYerv milliner's 
and hosier's window i n  London called 
to her. 

She spent three hours oyer the quest. 
It was too good a thing to hurry ; she 
dwelled on it and let the delight soak 
in. It was surprising how short a dis
tance even seventy pounds went if you 
wanted the right things, and she had 
somehow got the two-million complex 
into her mind. But she did very well. 
A tolerable arrav of boxes ·were dis
patched to Pont Street. 

Felicia left the choosing of the eve
ning frock till the daylight was nearly 
gone, and at a brilliantly lit counter 
i-n Oxford Street she was considering 

a dream in beige chiffon that · was ex
actly what she '"'anted, when suddenly 
her attention was distracted. The frock 
was forgotten, she turned and stared 
.into the street. A tall, unmistakable 
figure in blue was passing by the long 
window with determined strides, gaz
ing coldly in front of him. 

It ·was Anthony Kirkpatrick . 
The surprised assistant saw Felicia 

run to the revolving door, which was 
turned for her by a commissionaire, she 
hurried into the street calling to Kirk
patrick by name before she realized 
that he had passed out of reach. Then 
she saw him down the roadway, swing
ing himself on to a motor bus that was 
passing at twenty miles an hour, and 
he was borne away into the night. 

Felicia returned slowly to the shop, 
bought the beige frock, and walked 
back to Pont Street. 

She reflected, though not very con
vincingly, that it was just as well she 
had missed him.  He had snubbed her 
pretty badly already, and she never al
lowed any one to snub her twice. Still. 
she would have liked to know what 
happened at the inquiry into the fight 
on the Armentic. 

Apparently all was well. His arrest 
was over, and probably he was up on 
leave . Nothing very tragic had hap
pened. to him. And the frocks wait� 
ing for her at Pont Street were more 
important than a dozen violent young 
sailors. She would have a wonderful 
eyening trying them all on. 

It took her some time to reach the 
flat. she lost her way and wished she 
had taken a taxi . The l ift elevator was 
still out of action and she hurried up 
the stairs. She '"as in the highest spirits 
again now. The ntstle of her skirt 
against all-silk stockings delighted her. 
At Sne1gr0\·e's she had donned in the 
change rooms a knitted costume in 
golden russet that was the last word . 
and sent the old Armentic traveling kit 
home. 

She opened the door with the latch
key Halahan had given her. She felt 
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she must show hers:df to him at ottce, 
and �he �ailed to h1m f.totn the hall : 

" Marco, ·de-ar !" 
There was. nQ ·answer. 
The lights w.ere orr in the sittipg 

rooh1, the door was ajar: She p.uslied it 
open,' and, enteriRg, stumbled upon 
something that lay · on the floor. It 
was a pistol. Her own pistol. 

She stood still, rigid, staring, a 
dreadful fear at her heart. 

Mark Halahan sat in the deep arm
chair at the farther side. His arms. 
hung limply -over the sides ; his head 
lay back, his handsome fa�:e, death
white now, was turned toward the ceil
ing, the eyes closed as if in sleep. A 
deep crimson stain was spreading over 
the breast of his j:acket. 

CHAPTER IX 
-� Th_e Inspector 

THE first stunning shock of dis
may and horror lasted barely a 
moment. Bitt het" heart was 

strangled with pity as she bent ov�r 
the silent figure, her hl)gers trembling 
as she felt the pend�nt ha:nds. · They· 
'vere vvarn1. 

She knew that she was in the pres
ence of death, but with a hope that 
would not be stilkd she ran out into 
the hall. As she did so, the latcl1 
rattled, the door opened, and the maid 
Ida came in, almost unrecognizable, 
smart and a little flashy in her off-dttty 
costume and fox skin necklet. 

" A  doctor-get a doctor quick !' 
cried Felicia. 

" Doctor ? V/hy, what-" 
The maid looked through the open 

door of the sitting room into which she 
could see- fr<:>rn wl'lere �he stoo>d, t0'ok 
thre� steps fonvard, stc,tre'l;l', and · gaYe 
a chokir:1g gasp. She turn:ed so white 
that Felicia feared she �'Ottfd faint, 
Then .she recon.'red surptisi1,1gly. Her 
feet struck against the pistol on the 
floor. She gazed at the silent figure 
in the chair, and, turning, fixed Felicia 
with her single direct brown eye. 

" Doctor ?" 
" Y.es,........" 

she said huskily. 

She darted out of the room and ran 
down the stairs. 

Feli.cia stayed by the chair. She 
opened Halahan's jacket and tried- des
perately to flnd .jf the-re was any chance 
of stanching the .WQtt-Ud. But the dead 
white face -told its own tale. He was 
beyond human aid. 

She m oved. a·way blindly, and sud
denly dropping on to the sofa, buried 
her face .in her hands and broke d0wn 
altogether. Mark Halahan had passed 
out. For only twenty-fo11r hours she 
had been with him, and her world 
seemed to have collapsed. All she had 
or might have she '"'·ould have given to 
bring him back 

Ev€rythi11g went black How long 
she remai11ed there slre did not know ; 
it could not have been long, for, hear
ing steps outside, she recovered control 
of herself and hurried into the hall. 
The maid Ida had retumed, and with 
her an immense policeman who loomed 
through the doorway like a colossus. 

" Doctor coming." he said briefly, 
and looked at Felicia with hard, stolid 
�yes. " Which room ? Sh.ow me, 
please."· 

He glanced at the pistol, stepped 
onr it, inspected Halahan, and took a 
businesslike survev of the room, ask
ing no questions ;s yet, till a doctor, 
carrying a black bag, was shown into 
the room by Ipa, and at once made an 
examination. 

" Dead," said the doctor gently. 
" Yes, sir. Can you tell me how 

long ?" 
" N  0t twenty minutes, I should say, 

or maybe t�n." 
Felicia, who vYas standing by the 

doorway, swayed a little, and the 
policeman caught her by the arm and 
supported her. 

" Come outside, miss,'' he said and 
led her out, asking the doctor over his 
shoulder to remain. He brought Felicia 
to the bench in the hall, kindly enough. 

" You s.it there," he said, and to Ida : 
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t' Don't you leave. vVait in the kitchen 
till I call for you." 

He clicked the latch of  the front 
door. There was a telephone on the 
hall table, he took down the receiver, 
called a number, and was soon talking 
rapidly. Felicia was scarcely con
scious of  what he said. 

" Now "-he pushed the instrument 
away-" I'll take your statement. You 
got here first-is that so ?'' 

Felicia heard herself describing, in 
a mechanical voice, as though it had 
been some one else speaking, her ar
rival at the flat, and as much as she 
knew. He asked her a number of 
questions, and took down her answers ; 
she replied clearly enough, though she 
still felt stunned ; the whole thing 
seemed unreal, like some black dream 
from ·which she hoped to a.wake. It was 
broken by a ring at the bell, the con
stable unlatched the door and admitted 
an inspector in uniform. The constable 
conferred brieflv with him in an under
tone, and show-ed his notebook. The 
inspector glanced at Felicia. 

" Right," he said, " you stay here, 
Collins."  

Inspector Cardew made a much more 
thorough survey of  the room and its 
contents than his subordinate had done ; 
a very thorough one indeed. 

" That ·wound couldn't have been 
self-inflicted, doctor ?" he asked. 

" No. Quite impossible. Some one 
shot him deliberately-see where the 
pistol lies, fifteen feet away." 

The inspector measured the distance 
and found it sixteen feet four. Then 
he drew on his gloves-in order to 
avoid any confusion of finger-prints, 
which will stay on polished steel for 
days-picked up the pistol and ex
amined it. ', · 

" One shell fired only." He laid it 
down . again in the same place. 

" Bullet's gone right through-de
flected from the scapular bone---.lodged 
in the chair back," said the doctor. 

" Yes," said the inspector, taking out 
his penknife. " Good penetration these 

Colts have at point-blank range." He 
slit the cloth at the back of the chair, 
where the nickel bullet had lodged just 
beneath, and extracted it. · " I'd like 
you to stay for a bit, doctor." He 
took up the table cover, and draped it 
over all that remained of Mark Hala
han. Then he moved to the door. 

" vVill you come in, Miss Drew. 
There are some questions I must ask 
you.'' 

Felicia walked in. She was very 
quiet and composed, but very pale. 

" \Vhen you came in and saw your 
uncle lying in the chair, did you notice 
this pistol ?" 

" Yes." 
" \Vas it lying there, where it is 

now ?" 
" :t  es." 
" Have you touched it since you 

came in ?'' 
" No." 
The notebook that the constable had 

given him was open on the table at the 
inspector's side. 

" Have you ever seen that pistol be
fore ?" · 

" Yes. It belongs to me. I gave it to 
my uncle last night. He asked me to 
give it him."  

" He asked you for it ? \Vhy ?" 
Felicia explained in a few words. · 

She had brought the pistol with her 
from America. Halahan had thought 
it unwise of her to have it. As she 
answered the inspector's questions she 
began vaguely to realize that she was 
in some danger. This did not shake 
her. Any danger that she could be in 
was a far less poignant tragedy to her 
than the fact of Mark Halahan's death. 

Her senses were alert enough now. 
But-it i s  strange how, in tense situa
tions, the attention is caught and held 
by some trifling thing. She did not 
look at the inspector as she answered 
him, nor at the pistol, after the first 
glance. Nor at the armchair and its 
now hidden burden. She was staring 
blindly straight before her, and her 
eyes were fixed on a portrait hanging 
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just to the left of the door, which 
seemed to stare back at her cynically. 

It was the portrait of a man of a by
gone age, in a full-bottomed Jacobean 
wig, dark-eyed and a trifle sinister ; 
there was almost a living malice in the 
eye that was fixed on Felicia, remind
ing her somehow of the maid Ida. It 
was the portrait of an ancestor of 
Uncle Mark's, a barrister, known in 
his day as Counselor Halahan. She
turned away from it and faced the 
inspector. 

" The pistol was yottrs. Do you 
know of anybody who might have a 

motive for killing Mr. · Halahan ?" 
" No. I have only been here since 

yesterday. But I don't believe any 
one would ; he was the kindest 1-nan I 
ever knew." 

" When did you last see him alive ? 
At three this afternoon ? vVhat was 
.the last thing he said to you ? Will 
you tell me what passed between you ?" 

" He said- He was talking about 
private things. He told me he had 
been to his lawyers-'' Felicia stopped, 
confused. 

" 1'o his lawyers ? You may as well 
tell me. vV e can :find out from the 
lawyers. \Ve shall have to find out 
everything, yon know." 

" Of course I'll tell you. I have 
nothing to keep back. He told me he 
had made a will, leaving me vvhat he 
had. That it wasn't much-and I told 
him there was no need. I have a great 
deal of money coming to me in three 
months from now." 

" In three months. Have you any 
money now ? You need not · answer 
that unless you wish to." 

" vVhy shouldn't I answer it. I have 
four pounds a week Pelham & \V eeks, 
Mecklenburg Square, can tell you all 
about that." 

" It may not be necessary to trouble 
them, i f  you will answer my questions. 
Did"- you ask your uncle for any 
money ? I ask you that, because here 
is his note case, with twenty pounds 
in it, from his breast pocket." 

" No ! But he gave me money ; 
seventy pounds that he owed me. He 
gave it me before I went out." 

" You have it still ?" 
Felicia's nerves 'vere nearly at the 

breaking point. 
" I've spent most of it." 
" Since three o'clock ? \i\T ell, never 

mind that, l\1iss Drew. There had not 
been any difference, any dispute be
tween you and Mr. Halahan ? No ? 
And you came in-you found him ly
ing there ? You met the maid coming 
in at the door, when you went for help ? 
Did you, on your way up, hear any 
sound that might have been a shot ?" 

" No." 
" Sure o f  that ? See anybody leav

ing the house, as you came in-or pass 
any one on the stairs ?" 

" No. The place was empty." 
" Very well. Wait, please." 
Inspector Cardew went to the door, 

and spoke to the constable. The maid 
Ida was shown into the room. She 
fixed Felicia with the more mobile of 
her two eyes, then turned it on the in
spector and stood waiting. 

CHAPTER X 
The Arrest 

"
N

AMEi" said Cardew. " Ida 
J evons ? In service here one 
month. Other servants live out. 

Very well. When did you leave the flat 
this evening ?" 

" At two o'clock. My afternoon off. 
Mr. Halahan never took any meals.. 
here except breakfast. But I was due 
back at six, and got here at two min
utes past." 

" Can 'anybody answer for where 
you were in the meantime ?" 

" y  I . es, my young man. can g1ve 
you his name. And I was talking to 
him at the corner of the street when it 
was striking six, just before he left me, 
and I saw Miss Drew go past on the 
other side, and turn into the building. 
I said good-by to James-that's my 
young man-and went in after her." 
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" How long after ?" 
" I  should' think about two minutes. " 
" Did you notice any one leaving 

the building, either before or after 
Miss Drew went in ?" 

" N o. I don't see how I could have 
helped noticing it, if they had ." 

" Did you, on your way upstairs, see 
or hear anything unusual ?" -

" Only that the elevator wasn't 
working. But it often isn't. · There's 
no hall porter here, and tenants 
operate the elevator themselves ; i t  
works with a button-press. But i t  
wasn't in order, so I walked up, and 
when I got to the second floor I heard 
a noise, from the floor above. "  

" vVhat sort of  noise ?" 
" Vv ell, it  was a bang-a report. I 

thought it was somebody slamming a 

door." 
" Did you hear i t  more than once ? 

Was it repeated ?" 
" N o. Only once." 
" You are sure of that ?" 
" Yes, quite sure. "  
" And then ? "  
" I went o n  u p  and let myself into 

the flat-I've a latchkey of course, be
cause there's nobody to let me in when 

Mr. Halahan i s  out. And Miss Drew 
came running out :into the hall and saw 
me, and told me to go for a doctor. 
The sitting room door was open, and 
there was Mr. Halahan lying in the 
chair with his head right back " -the 
maid gulped, trembled, and continued 
with an effort-" and I saw that pistol 
on the floor. " 

" Where was it lying ?" 
" Just there by the door-where it 

is now. Then I ran down into the 
street and told the policeman at the cor
ner of the square-he called up a doc
tor, because I didn't know where there 
was one-and brought me back with 
h. " lm. 

Inspector Cardew picked up the 
pistopl again. 

" Have you ever seen this before ?" 
" I've never seen it before, but I 

beard Miss Drew talking about it." 

" You heard her talking about it ? 
How, and when ?" 

" It was last night, just before I 
went to bed. I was tidying up the 
hall, and put the mat straight that was 
all rucked up outside the sitting room 
door. She and Mr. Halahan were 
talking, rather loud ; you couldn't help 
hearing them. Mr. Halahan said : 
' \tVhat's a girl like you want with a 
pistol ? It's foolishness.' And she 
said : ' Well, I've always had it ; it cost 
me fifteen dollars. I feel safer with 
it.'  He said : ' You'd better give it to 
n1e. '  

" I heard her say, ' No, I'm going to 
keep it myself. I don't let go of any
thing that belongs to me.' And Mr. 
Halahan said, sort o f  laughing, ' Well, 
if you won't you won't, but you'll be 
getting into trouble over it some time ; 
you're not the sort of girl who ought 
to own a pistol. Get along to bed. ' 

" I  went along to bed myself, and I 
heard Miss Drew come out directly
it wasn't any business of mine, but I 
couldn't help thinking it was queer." 

Felicia was staring at . Ida in blank 
amazement that turned to wrath. Then 
she spoke. · 

" This girl is lying !" said Felicia. 
The maid blazed out at her : 
" Me lying ! What call have I to lie 

about it ? You know it's the truth, you 
-you- Oh ! the best master ever I 
had-and he'd tell them it's the truth if 
he could speak !" 

The inspector was watching them 
both. He cut short the girl's bitter 
outbreak-she was losing all control of 
herself. 

" That's enough. Ida J evans, go 
back to your room. " 

The maid went out, in a storm o f  
hysterical sobbing. When she had gone 
the inspector turned to Felicia. 

" Miss Drew, you are arrested. "  
Felicia looked at him dumbly. It all 

seemed to her like some incredible 
nightmare ; even the pain had given 
way to a sense o f  deadly peril. She 
tried to speak. 
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" And I warn you that anything you 
say may be used in evidence against 
you. Collins !" 

The constable came in. 
" Take Miss Drew to the station. 

I'll enter the charge as soon as I get 
back. Tell the superintendent I'll ring 
him." 

Felicia went out in charge of the 
policeman. The doctor, who had been 
sitting silent by the table. stood up. He 
was not a man easily impre&sed, but he 
looked white and shaken. 

" You won't want me any longer, 
Cardew ?'' he said. 

" Just a moment, sir. Had to keep 
you till I was through." 

" Amazingly pretty &irl," muttered 
the doctor. " One wouldn't have 
thought-" 

" Yes, sir. But that doesn't cow1t 
with a jury so much as it's supposed to 
-in this country." 

" Dreadful business. Not pre-
meditated, I should think. Impulse. 
Not at all as a natural criminal vmuld 
have planned it. Yet she's a cool hand, 
too. The way she faced you. And i f  
she hadn't been taken all but red
handed she might have got away with 
it. You don't think that maid-" 

" No. What motive has the maid 
got ? And her account of her move
ments can easily be checked. Little 
enough difficulty in this case-too dead 
dear." 

" Yes, the girl's hemmed in. If that 
pistol hadn't been dropped where it  
was-" He glanced at it .  " One shot 
:fired, and quite enough. But, Cardew. 
there's something rather remarkable 
here that I haven't pointed out to you. "  

" vVhat's that, sir ?" 
" The man's dead ; but this wound 

should not have been a fatal one ; 
severe, but hardly dangerous. One 
would not expect it to cause death." 

" Yes-it looked that 'vay to me, sir, 
though I'm no do-ctor. Very strange, 
as you say. \i\That then was the cause ?" 

" Impossible to state offhand-but I 
should say at a guess that this man had 

advanced heart trouble. Cause of death, 
shock." 

" Well, sir, that makes little differ:: 
ence from the standpoint of the law," 
said Cardew. " The wound, directly 
or indirectly, killed him. Whoever :fired 
that shot is answerable for his death." 

The doctDr nodded. 
" Murder or manslaughter. You'll 

notice, Cardew, that he died facing his 
assailant. Somehow that's the way I 
would have expected that man to die. 
\Veil, I'll leave the rest of it to you." 

He gathered up his little black bag 
and left the flat. 

CHAPTER XI 
At Headquarters 

M
R. DAN RICARDO sat before a 

bright :fire pulling thoughtfully 
at a brier pipe. He looked 

sedate enough, but inwardly he was 
feeling uneasy and a little impatient. 

The room was cozy, even attractive. 
It suggested a blend between a com
fortable parlor and an attorney's office. 
There was a roll-top desk, a case of 
law books and a number of :files, side ... 
board with a spirit stand, and around 
the fire four deep armchairs. Dan· 
turned his head quickly as the door 
opened and a well-dressed visitor of 
professional appearance with a neat 
brown beard and pince-nez glasses 
came in. 

" Boughey !" said Dan. " Anything 
doing in Pont Street ?" 

Mr. Boughey closed the door care
fully, and took off his hat and overcoat. 

" The Drew girl is arrested," said 
he. " She came down out of the flat 
in charge of a bull, and is  now at Marl .. 
borough Street Station." 

Dan drew a deep breath of relief. 
He went to the sideboard and mixed 
two whiskies and soda. 

" Here's a round of applause to 
Bender," he said appreciatively. " In 
his own line he really has genius. A 
most reliable fellow. I confess I have 
been a little anxions about this affair ; . 
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I allowed Bender i.o entice me into it  
against my convictions. But he has 
made good. I expected he would get 
here before you. You haven't seen 
him ?" 

" I  have seen nothing of Bender." 
" And Ida ?" 
" She brought the police in. My car 

·was parked at the end of the street. I 
saw her go up with a constable ; then a 
doctor turned up, and an inspector. 
Thirty minutes later a taxi took the 
Drew girl to the station, and when I 'd  
made sure of  that I came straight 
along.'.' 

" The girl's arrested," said Dan. 
" Halahan, we may take it, is finished. 
That means, o f  course, that he must 
have refused to come across." 

" I don't quite get you. See here, 
Dan, put me a little closer to this thing. 
I don't wartt to make any mistakes.' '  

Dan nodded. 
" Sit there ; I'll give you the facts 

briefly while we're w a i t i n g  for 
Bender.· 

" Halahan, as: you know, is the girl's 
uncle, and I've had a plan nicely 
framed up for some time past, between 
our friend Hick and Halahan. Now, 
Halahan wasn't allowed to know just 
what the game is, because I can't be 
sure of him. He's an adventurer, and 
usually hard up ; if not a crook he's 
p retty near it. My plan was a dandy, 
it couldn't fail, but I didn't know how 
far he'd go on with it if  he were put 
wise. So I sat tight, and waited. The 
girl Ida has been in his service a month 
past, keeping us in touch. 

" When Bender and I got back here 
the other day, we found things had 
panned out so well that there was a 
short cut to success. It was a bit risky, 
but Bender urged that it would be crim
inal to let such a chance slip. If Hala
han wouldn't come across he was to be 

· bumped off ; the way things were, the 
Drew girl would be left up to the neck 
in it. That would suit our hook from 
every possible angle. A clean sweep 
made of the whole j ob. And Bender 

has clicked ! \iVhat beats me," added 
Ricardo irritably, " is why he's so !ong 
getting here. One can't help worry
ing. If he, made good he was to come 
right through and report.''  

" Here ? Isn't that a little danger
ous ?" 

There was a step outside, somebody 
was fumbling at the door. As it 
opened both men rose quickly, and Mr. 
Bender 'vV right stepped in. 

His lips were tight set in a smile, his 
air was almost j aunty, but his face as 
colorless as chalk. He tossed his hat 
onto the table and nodded at Ricardo·. 

" Evenin', Dan," he said jerkily. " I  
j ust dropped 1n to announce complete 
success accordin' to orders. You'll 
allo·w I'm the real baby. Did they get 
the girl yet ?" 

" Sure. 'they had to take her.'' 
" That's fine !" said B e n d e r. 

" That's-" 
Boughey sprang forward and caught 

him. The astonish�d Ricardo helped, 
and they lowered Bender into an arm
chair. Dan became aware · that his 
own hands were red and wet. 

"'vVhy he's hit ! Where'd it get you, 
Bender ?'' 

Bender had collapsed. His lips 
moved, but emitted no audible speech, 
his eyelids drooped. Boughey, after a 
swift examination, i:ook out a sharp 
penknife and slit the coat from back to 
front, bringing j acket and sleeve away. 
The shirt he treated the same. A faint 
whistle escaped him. 

" Hot water-sponge--iodine !" he 
said sharply to Dan, who hurried to 
bring what was needed. There were 
lint and dressings in a lower drawer of 
the desk Boughey tended the injured 
man with rema.rkable deftness. He 
was, or rather had been, a qualified 
surgeon before that autocratic body, the 
Medical Council, ran a pen through his 
name and very pr()perly removed him 
from an hooomble p rofession. 

" Bullet," he said briefly, " glanced 
and raked upward-missed vital or
gans and arteries--but s�vere, very. 
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:\lust haYe been a close shot. I'll giYe 
him a testimony as the toughest patient 
I eYer treated. It's amazing he should 
han been able to hold up and come 
along here. " 

'' Bender's as tough as h-ickory," said 
Dan. " Not dangerous, is it ?" 

The patient raised his head. 
" Dan, get me a drink. A steep one. 

That's all I need. Then I can talk." 
" No spirits for you," said Boughey 

abruptly. " Bed and quiet, or I won't 
answer for you.''  . 

The p311:ient glared at him indomit
ably. 

" Who in thunder asked you to ? 
I've had it plenty worse than this. I 'm 
ans·wering to Dan-give me that drink 
or I'll get it myself. We\·e got to 
kno\v where we stand." 

Ricardo brought him the drink. It 
revived £./Ir. \V right surprisingly ; 
usually he was an abstemious man. 

" That's better. N ow, I'll pack i t  
tight. When Ida gave me the office 

· yesterday about Halahan leaving what 
he'd got -to the girl by will-\vhich you 
always reckoned he would do-the 
thing was simply sticking out for me. 
He lost no time about it. My idea was, 
he meant getting the right side of her 
so he could skin her bank roll when she 
touched the Drevv monev. Onlv I 
wasn't sure of him. 

· · 

" He had a long start. If we could 
only get him to come in "·ith us, that 
was the safest way. \Ye had to put i t  
to him straight : If  he wouldn't come 
across he had to go. 

" I went round there this morning 
'''hen they \Yere out. Ida told me 
about that fool pistol the girl had, and 
ho\Y Halahan had made her give it up 
to him. I didn't like that at :first
then, of course, I saw how good it was. 
Couldn't beat it. I asked her where 
\Vas the pistol ? Not in Halahan's room, 
she said, having searched. She reck
oned he was carrying it on him. Well, 
I wouldn't ask for anything better'n 
that ! In our job a man has to think 
quick. 

" I  looked round for an easier way 
out of the house. Ida had one for me 
-trust that kid. Always two ways out 
of those blocks, if you look. I'd only 
use it if  I had to. So I left her an' 
stood by for the first clear chance. 

" This evening I had a ring and went 
along, packing a thirty-three Colt
here it is, by the way ; you'd better stick 
to it. There was Ida talking 1o her 
steady on the corner of the street, and 
she signaled me all clear as I went by. 
I got up to Halahan' s place and rang 
the bell ; he was alone in the flat. I 
knew him by sight, of course. I said 
I'd come on some urgent news about 
Felicia Drew's legacy. 

" He seemed nry \villing to listen. 
He sat in the armchair in his parlor, 
and I sat in a chair nearer the door. I 
could tell pretty well by the way h e  sat 
that he'd got that rod on him, and it 
made me carefuL 

" There wasn't time for beating 
around the wood. I put it to him 
straight. \tVould he come in with us 
on a share-out, for if so we'd got the 
girl's two millions nailed down for a 
certainty. I gave him the griffin ; I 
hadn't got very far when he broke in. 
He said, quite quietly : 

" ' You swivel-eyed little thief, what 
do you mean by coming ·with a prop
osition like that to an Irish gentle
man ?' 

, .  That was that.  I pulled, and he 
pulled too. I got him, but he got me. 
The clip of the bullet spun me round, 
and for a minute I was out. When I 
got hold of myself again, I saw Hala
han was finished. 

" I have to hand it him ; I never saw 
a man pull quicker. I f  anything, he 
was a bit ahead of me. " Bender sighed. 
" They're l'Otten little things, those 
automatics ; give me a forty-five Wes
son every time. However , there 
wasn't any choice. It got there." 

Ricardo interrupted . 
" You're quite sure-dead �ure 

Hal a han was out ?" 
" Do you think I don't know a stiff 
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when I see one ? Just the two shots you've got away with it-the coup of 
fired, his and mine. vVhen I was able a lifetime.'' 
to see ·what was doing, there was the " Yes, such things don't offer every 
Colt dropped by his feet. It was the day. Wouldn't I have been a mutt 
same rod the Drew girl had, I guess not to take it ? That shot ·was worth 
there's no doubt about that. I took it a hundred thousand cold-to me," said 
up careful and laid it down over by Bender abruptly. " Eh, Dan !" 
the door, and then I lit out. ·when Ricardo nodded. 
clear away I came along here, and it " Certainly. Did you ever know me 
·was no easy job doing that, believe me. to fail to complete my contracts ? Ben, 
Couldn't go to a doctor. \Vas afraid you're a little wonder ! You're right, 
I might double . up on the street, and there's no possible way out of it for 
that would have spilled the beans. her." 

" \Vell, it's all right, Dan. They've " I'm feeling-pretty queer. Safe ? 
got the Drew girl good and tight ; Yes, it looks safe enough. But I'll get 
there isn't a chink she can get-·out by. out of this, and keep clear of  you from 
Ida's part was simple enough-you can now on. Give me another drink. And 
always rely on Ida.'' Mr. Vv right the sooner I get this "bullet out of me 
chuckled faintly. " Yes, Ida the Slider the better." 
is the best thing of  her kind in all Lon- '' Bullet !" said Boughey, looking at 
don. I don't mind boosting her ; you'll him in surprise. " There's none to 
agree that I, too, stand in a class by get. Clean traverse. Here's where it 
myself." came out at the back of  your jacket." 

Dan drew a deep breath of thankful- Bender stared blindly at the speaker. 
ness. Then he sank back into the chair, and 

" It  was damned risky, Bender ! But consciousness left him. 
T O  B E  C O N T I N U E D  

It Wasn't A Bottle 
ACAS8 of miscarriage of justice came up recently in Baltimore when 

Dorsey Thomas, nineteen-year-old colored boy, was haled into police 
court by unsympathetic officers, and charged with striking Edward Ross, 

another negro, with a bottle. 
Thomas smiled when the charge was made. and pleaded " not guilty." 

The judge asked him why he smiled. 
" I  didn't hit him with no bottle, judge," Thomas replied. " It was a 

brick." 
Thomas was locked up-but he didn't think the police had any right to 

do-it ! 
2 D  



- Between Wires 
Press and Cable, Conspiring to Cover 
the Cr�ok's Trail, Were the Very 
Things Hunt Used to Uncover It 

By Robert H. Rohde 

The householder went down like' a 
target rabbit in a rifle ranaze 

CHAPTER I 

Flying Pearls 
He knew also that Darcy the younger, 
undertaking to deliver the sixty-thou
sand-dollar trifle in person, had passed 

ON a simple basis of cost, without through the door of a hotel apartment 
any " plus," the painful incident to find entirely the wrong customer on 
had entailed a loss of forty- the other side of it-and at the other 

eight thousand dollars. But Darcy & end of a swiftly-descending blackjack. 
Son c a I c u 1 a t e d _, and le�itimately Those facts had been contained in 
enough, that they were out even more ; the first bulletin relayed on to the de
for tlhe necklace had been as good as tective bureau from the vVest Sixty
sold, and sixty thousand dollars was Eighth Street station-a matter-of
what it would have brought if the right fact sununary of one more neat routine 
man had been ·waiting uptown to re- j ewelry job neatly put over. 
ceive it. The junior Darcy, M. Etienpe, had 

Rushing up from police headquar- returned to · the store a few minutes 
ters . to the gilded Jl.1aison Darcy in before Hunt got there. vVith a band
Fifth Avenue, a. few steps below the age on his head and woe in his heart, 
vValdorf-Astoria, Detective Sergeant he was waiting in the private office 
George Hunt already k-new that much. ba-ck of the gleaming sho\v cases that 
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held w'hat was generally <:onceded the 
finest display o f  gems west o f  the Rue 
de la Paix. 

Sitting there with him, an unlighted 
,eigarette between his fingers, Hunt left 
it  to the j eweler to tell his own story ; 
leaned back with his  legs crossed and 
h i s  mild blue eyes on the <toe o f  one o f  
h i s  good-looking, not at all bulldoggy 
tan oxfords, and panned an agitated 
stream o f  narrative for the glint of 
pay-dirt. 

It was a straight story, barring a 
certain and understandable amount o f  
circling 'round Robin H ood's barn, 
and one vhat in substance Hunt had 
heard a good many times before. 
\Vhen he broke silence it was only to 
give M. Etienne assurance of his con
tinuing attention. At intervals he con
tributed a " Yep," or a " Yeah,' '  or 
an " Uh-huh." Or, again, without 
raising his eyes, he slowly nodded. 

1\tientaHy, he was tabulating : " The 
old army game. One pretty new angle, 
maybe ; but in the main. the old stuff. 
Strictly professional j ob. fiVho ?  Any 
one o f  a couple of hundred crooks I 
know all about-any one o f  ten thou- ' 
sand I don't ! ' '  

Then, at last-gold in the pan ! 
Hunt's eyes flashed up from the pol

ished and mesmeric tip of the oxford. 
" Come again with that, please !" h e  

snapped. 
H i s  variation of formula, the new, 

sharp note in his voice, startled l\1. 
Etienne. 

" I-I •say that with t'he first blow 
I have not lose the conscious," he re
peated. " It is as I have told you. I 
am too daze to cry out ; but not, m'sieu', 
to make fight. 'i'hrowing the necklace 
from me as I l ie  upon the floor, I-'' 

" Sure ! Good enough ! I got you ! 
You made a grab for his  legs. H e  
leaned over t o  bang you another, and 
you saw- Say, tell me that again !" 

The j eweler found this rising vehe
mence yet more amazing. \Vas there 
an imputation in it ? 

" It is the truth,'' he insisted. meet-

ing Hunt's eyes with a l ight o f  chal
lenge in his  own. " From the hand in 
whioh the apache holds his weapon 
there is one whole finger gone, and 
the half of another. Of his face I 
can tell you nothing, or whether he 
was o f  my own height, or greater or 
'less. But in the matter of the hand
man Dieu ! How could I mistake that 
hand ?' '  

The man from headquarters drew a 
deep breath. Settling back, he now 
finally lighted the cigarette which he 
had taken from M. Etienne Darcy's 
mechanically-extended case a full h�tlf 
hour before. 

" You've got," he said softly. " one 
doggone valuable pair o f  eyes, mon
seer !" 

" Pardon ?'' 
" Grand eyes !" reiterated Hunt. " I 

wouldn't want to say, yet, that they've 
saved you sixty thousand dollars. But. 
anvhow-I guess I 'know who to look 
fo� ! ' '  

· 

For an instant blank, the j eweler's . 
wan face l ighted. 

" You say !" he cri�d. " Then your 
prefecture has knowledge of a criminal 
w ith such-should I say, per'aps, 'lC}ith
out such fingers ? ' '  

The detective nodded. 
" Yep ; I happen to be acquainted 

with one myself. But ' '_,he h edged 
with conservative afterthought-" but 
that's a long way from having his arm 
in mine. now or very soon. You un
derstand, monseer ? \Ve're not l ikely to 
find him picking his  teeth on the steps 
at headquarters." 

lVI. Etienne understood, and vet was 
j ubilant. 

· 

" Ah l But to know the man !" 
Hunt regarded h im saberly. 
" It wouldn't be so good," he pointed 

out, " i f he knew that we knevv. Get 
m e ? That'd be his s ignal to scuff the 
dust-travel. Otherwise he might sit 
around, and play percentage. Yoa've 
got to keep this business about his  game 
hand to yourself. monseer. It's trcs
trcs-important." His  eyes narrowed at 



the jeweler's change of expr.ession, and 
darkened with a rise of  doubt. " Say ! 
You haven't told anybody e 1 s e 
about-" 

" Only one," protested M. Etienne. 
" Hell !" grunted the detective. 

" When ? Who was it ?" 
(' The one who first questioned me 

when I returned to the conscious. An 
official, I think, of  some private police 
of the Hotel Grand Park." 

Hunt sighed. 
" Well-you're sure it wasn't a 

,;ewspaper reporter ? Couldn't be ? 
Then maybe it isn't so bad. But don't 
you forget to keep your tongue between 
your teeth, monseer, when the boys do 
come buzzing you. I mean, you can 
tell 'em all you want about the neck-

. lace, and how you came to get shocked 
loose from it. But not a word about 
the crippled mitt-the hand with the 
fingers off. If they want descriptions 
tell 'em there ain't any. It might have 
been Santa Claus that beaned you, for 
all you had a chance to see. Now
don't slip !" 

Hunt \vas already rising as the door 
of the private ofnce opened and one of 
the Messrs. Darcys' very elegant clerks 
looked in. Directly back of the clerk 
were two so ft-hatted young men with 
fo1ded newspapers in their pockets ; and 
one of them caught at the detective's 
elbow as he brushed past. 

" Hey, Georgie ! \i\T a it a second !" 
" Can't," said Hunt, though for an 

instant he hesitated. " If you want a 
tip, maybe it was an inside job. AtJl 
I can say, folks. I'm shooting down 
to headquart,ers, express !" 

But, outside, he appeared to be a 
little mixed in his directions . Police 
headquarters was south-and the taxi 
that Hunt jumped into, by his own 
_specific directions, swung around to the 
west in Thirty-Fourth Street. 

Beyond Herald Square, while the 
cab waited below, he climbed a long, 
narrow stairway, and pressed a buzzer
button set into the frame of a heavy 
door. The stairs, the buzzer and the 

peephole sliae in the aoor all regi£� 
tered " Speakeasy," but Hunt's face 
proved good with the guardian of the 
gate. A dropped chain slapped against 
a metal-faced panel within, and a bO'lt 
slid back. 

Ten minutes o�' " wa�ting time " 
were on the taxi's clock when its fate 
climbed back into the cab. 

" Over to Ninth Avenue," he di
rected. " Then north." And head., 
quarters still lay to the south. 

In the upper N ineties, Hunt stopped 
the machine and dismissed it. A half 
block further north he overtook and 
halted a uniformed policeman-offered . 
a glimpse of a gold shield in his half 
closed hand. 

" Headquarters," he said. " I'm 
paging a party 'in No. 43, next block. 
Mine'll b e  a front door call. You go 
in back and nai l  anybody trying to 
make a get-away throtJgh the yards. 
And don't be slow with your gun un
less you want a name on the · pen
sion roll !" 

No. 43, in the next block north, was 
a neat but qld-fashioned apartment 
house-what the · real estat,e people 
would describe as a " high class five
story wa:lkup." Hunt, consulting the 
double row of mail·boxes in the lower 
hall, noted \\nith satisfaction the lack 
o f  switchboard, elevator and ebony 
" service." That simpl ified matters ; 
forestalled a tip-off. 

He made a mental me£n.orandum-
" Three C "-. and started up the stairs. 
Making the first turn, he drew his serv- "' 
ice pistol from its holster and trans
ferred it to his  right coat pocket. His 
hand was on the grip, his finger on 
the trigger, when he pressed the but
ton outside a third floor rear apart
ment. '\iVithin, a high-pitched electric 
bell chirped peremptori1y. 

That was the only sound-the bell's 
querulous cr.-r-rnk and a fading echo. 
After a space, Hunt rang again. He 
held his breath as he listened, but he 
caught no whisper, no tiptoeing ;:;tep. 
It was a fair assutJJpHon, he thought, 
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that the fiat was untenanted just now. 
I f  it wasn't-· His  right hand tight
ened on the gun. \V ell, what was he 
paid for ? 

H e  bent to examine the lock, then 
went to work on it with all the assur
ance of a seasoned housebreaker. It 
wasn't much of a problem-not to a 
man with a set of keys such as Hunt 
carried. They were mostly blanks, 
these keys ; blanks of varying lengths 
and thicknesses ; blanks made o f  some 
soft metal that fairly melted under the 
touch of a file ·when he had caught the 
impression of the lock's tumblers on a 
sliver of wax. 

No one appeared to question or in
terrupt. Hunt had the hall to him
self .  Three minutes were enough for 
him. He had a key then-with pistol 
drawn let himself into Apartment 3-C. 

A moment after he had entered, he 
dropped the pistol back into his pocket. 
There wasn't anybody in the place ; 
hadn't been, he could be sure, when he 
first rang the bell. The two rear win
dows, opening on a fire escape, were 
not only closed, but locked. And ex
cept for the door through which he 
had come, there was no other way out. 

There were evidences, nevertheless, 
of hasty and probably recent flight
dresser drawers standing half open ; a 
man's handkerchief, fresh-laundered 
and still in fold, left where it had fallen 
at the foot of a bed. 

From a table in the kitchen, after 
.. he had gone through the fiat a second 

time, and more carefully, Hunt picked 
up a newspaper. I t  was of that day's 
date-- an early edition of one of those 
theoretically " evening " dailies whose 
presses begin turning at daybreak. A 
headline flashed before his eyes, and he 
groaned. 

" What a bust !" 
He couldn't see any use sticking 

a round after that. It wasn't any fault 
of his. He hadn't lost a minute's time ; 
but qllick as he'd been in ·finding his 
'vay here, he hadn't been quick enough. 

B efore he let himself out he peered 

into the hall, looked upstairs and down,_ 
stood for a little listening to be sure 
the way was clear. Then he slipped 
through the door, and it  closed with 
a click behind him. That was that. 
The man who had stolen Darcy & Son's 
sixty-thousand-dollar pearl necklace, he 
of the mutilated, but heavy hand, had 
received his w arning in time. He was 
in flight, and the pearls were certainly 
flying with him. 

Hunt's reflections were bitter as h e  
walked slowly down t o  the .street. \i\Thd 
got the breaks, anyhow, in this world ? 
\i\T asn't it the crooks, nine times out of 
ten ? vVhere was the justice o f  it ? 

H e  turned into the narrow alley into 
which his uniformed aid had disap
peared. It led into a paved court, over
hung with a nehvork of clotheslines. 
In- the court, w·ith his back against a 
fence and a stub of contraband cigar 
in his mouth, the " harness " man still 
faithfully stood watch. 

" Hey !" Hunt called to him. u You 
can go back on the p avement, old 
timer. It's a washout upstairs." 

But a m oment later, at the mouth of 
the alley, he was dutching the blue
coat's arm. 

" Oh, I don't know ·about _ the 
breaks !" he said softly. " See that 
j ane ?" 

· He might have said " Juno," for the 
woman w alking across the street to
ward them ran notably to the statu
esque. Her hair was o f  a very bright 
yellow and elaborately marceled, her 
proportions and her carriage Ama
zonian. 

" vVho," asked the uniformed man, 
" could help seein' her ? Sure ; I see 
her around a lot. She belongs in th' 
neighborhood." 

" In No. 43," said Hunt. H e  cast a 
quick glance out of the alley. " And 
that's where she's going now." 

" Yeah ? You mean it's her you 
want ?" 

Hunt shook his head. 
" Nope ; but she's- sure a sight for 

tearful eyes, and I certainly don't want 



to lose her. .Say, you do something 
else -for me, will you ? Stand up by 
the corner, over the way, and keep ym.i'r 
eye on 43· I f  she comes out again be" 
fore I 'm through telephoning, grab 
her- But I'm hoping that she don't !" 

The genius of  the beat poked a fin" 
ger under the visor of  his helmet. 

H Hell_ ! What's it an about ?" said 
he. 

Hunt stared him down. 
" Pay a call at the bureau, when 

you've got a minute," he advised, " and 
Inspector Clancy'll be delighted to give 
you the dope. In the meantime, j ust 
do what I say. I'm going to call up 
your precinct to �hoot a plainclothes 
man over. \Vhen he gets here we'll all 
three of us have an understanding to
gether." 

Cll,I\.PTER II 
Follow My Lady 

ON Inspector Thomas Clancy's 
desk, at a spot discreetly remote 
from Inspector Cla_g_cy's elevated 

and imposing feet, Detective Sergeant 
George Hunt in due course was de
positing a light, excellently styled felt 
hat-the crowning touch to an ensem
ble as ambiguous as had ever been worn 
out of headqu;;trters. 

" The newspapers," said Clancy 
severely, " has been pestering hell out 
of me. They want to know how was 
this Darcy case an inside job.  And 
how in the name of Gawd could I tell 
'ern---me not having a word from you 
since ten o'clock this  mornin' ?" 

The dapper sergeant grinned. 
" You can blame me, boss," he said. 

" It was a little custard I dropped 'em." 
Clancy returned the grin with a 

scowl. 
" And was it," he demanded, " an 

inside j ob ?  ·where was the earmarks ?" 
" I didn't see any. Didn't I say it 

was custard ? Yep ; horse-radish, sirup 
--- the old apple, get me ?" 

" lt was an honest stick-up ?" 
" A knock"down! The :Darcy peer 

pie have�"t got any instJran<;e 
could draw on for a case like this. -
you know how high· up they stand;
anyhow. That's out." 

" How _ about this bird Klumann ? 
\Vhere does he get off at to be buyin' 
pearl necklaces ? I never heard of 
him !" 

" He's out, too. Darcy & Son have 
done a lot of business with him, dating 
back over years. - He's a big pickle and 
preserve man from Cincinnati_ Every 
so often he comes to New York and 
gives the v\rhite lights a i?lay. You 
know ? And every time he hits a live 
one, he's game to go for anything her 
little heart desires." 

The inspector wagged his head. 
" Yeah ; but sixty thousand smack .. 

ers ! That ain't reasonable !" 
" You might call it high," conceded 

Hunt. " It would be for you or me. 
But Papa Klumann ain't under civil 
service. He puts up- chow-chow. And 
this last one is a real crush. If you 
want to know-but Darcy begged me · 

not tq let it get to the newspapers
it's Betty Sampson Spooner hurling the 
harpoon. Remember, the poor gal's 
still a princess until she gets her new 
divorce, and she ain't for bargain-hunt� 
ers ever !" 

" Oh," said Clancy. " Oh !" And 
that was all. 

Hunt assumed the privilege of light,. 
ing a cigarette. 

" Anything inside," he ayerred, 
reaching for his hat and transferring 
it to his knees as the inspector shifted 
his feet, " rs at the Klumann end. It 
must have been a night club tip-off." 

" It wouldn't be the first," nodded 
Clancy. 

" And won't be the last. But, any
how, there's a tip that Peter Klumann 
is taking it on the chin for a pearl neck
lace. Somebody knows he's been dick
ering with Darcy & Son, and that the 
deal's just about closed. All right ; the 
firm gets. a phone call this morning, and -

it sounds enough like Klumann to ·get 
by. 

-
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" The story is that he's at the Hotel · and us to notice that the fake Klu
Grand Park for a change, and has got mann is short a finger and a half on 
the little lady right with him. He his right hand. 1Vow ! '' 
wants the necklace rushed up for a Inspector Clancy's extravagant feet 
breakfast surprise ; and if she says as struck the floor with a mighty thud 
much as ( A h !' when she sees it, out'll as he came upright in his chair. 
come the old fountain pen. For a sale " The hell you say !" he boomed. 
it looks like a pushover. " And it was Diamond Ed Larkin ! As 

" But young Darcy, Ethan Darcy, or Gawd's me judge, I'll have him in an 
whatever his name is, thinks that may- hour's time !" 
be a little polite conversation might be Sergeant Hunt flipped the stub o f  his 
needed. He packs the necklace up the cigarette into a distant cuspidor. 
line himself. M ind you, he hasn't got " No," said he ; " you won't. Not 
a suspicion 'in the world ; or the old in an hour, boss." 
man, either. Everything's hotsy-totsy " vVhy not ? He'll be stayin' in town. 
with them. ' And what have we stools for ?'' 

" At the Grand Park they don't ex- Hunt's eyes lost their light of tri-
actly know Peter Klumann. but he's umph and went dismal. 

· registered, anyway. They phone from " Do you think that I'd be here with-
the desk, and young Darcy is invited out trying for the grab mysel f ?" he 
right on up. He finds the· suite, the wanted to kno\v. " No ;  I made a con
door opens, and-·-socko !" tact uptown and got a line on Larkin. 

Clancy blew out a gust of c igar But the Evening Blade had beat me to 
smoke. him, smeared with headlines that told 

" Gawd !" he grunted devoutly. about the Darcy blackjacking and said 
" Ain't it easy ?" the police were looking for a man with 

Y60ng Sergeant H unt let hi-s chest half a hand." 
out an extra inch o r  two. " Huh !" ejaculated the inspector. 

" I guess," he announced confidently, " vVhere' d they get that at ?" 
" that you haven't seen the E'uening " From. a house dick at the Grand 
Blade?" Park. That's the only place it could 

" Evening-hell!'' snorted Clancy. have come from. But, anyhm\� the 
" vVhy, it's hardly noon no\v. ·what flash must have fitted in nice with the 
the devil are they ever out with this Blade's press time. Larkin couldn't 
time o' day but a rehash of Jhe mom- have m.uch more than got home with 
in' papers ?" his  haul when the paper was · up i n  

" Plenty, sometimes,' '  said Hunt. his neighborhood. He read it-and 
" Damn ' em ! But let me go ahead, dusted."  
boss. All t'his time, see, Klumann's Clancy looked earnestly down his  
sleeping off a big night at  the Trans- nose. 
continental Hotel. But young Darcy " In that case ,"  said he, " maybe I 
goes looking for him in the Grand take it back about bag_ging Ed inside 
Park, and opens a door, and gets it." the hour. He could be a hard man to 

" And," supplemented Clancy sor- find, him knowing we was lookin' for 
ro,vfully, " a  wise guy gets the pearls." him. ' '  

Hunt grinned again. " A lot harder, except that he-left 
" He gets the use of ' em for a little something behind." 

while. See what I mean ? He's wise. " Yeah ? But not a full forwarding · 

but he doesn't get all the breaks. The address,  I don't s'pose ?'' 
first crack doesn't put Darcy out. And " Almost as good, if we watch it": 
before he's rocked to sleep with a sec- a great big, lovin', yellow-haired man1- "l'' 
oncl one he's kinct enough to himself m a  is what. And it's hands dovin th'at 



BETWEEN WIRES 183 

i f  she don't follow him, one of these 
days Diamond Ed i·s coming back to 
her. I guess you remember the Meany 
sisters, bos s ?" 

Inspector Clancy removed his cigar 
from his mouth. 

" M aybe I don't !" said he. " I f  
there was ever a pair o f  hunters and 
trappers in aH the Hudson Bay coun
try to match 'em, I dunno. Let's see. 
Wasn't Evangeline-" 

" Yep ; she was collared playing solo 
and she's doing a stretch out on the 
Coast. It's Maggie Meany that Lar
kin's doubling with-and only half an 
hour ago I could have reached out and 
touched her with my own right hand." 

" You could ? And you-didn't ?" 
Hunt answered witl1 a question : 
" Now, where' s  our best chance of 

getting a lead from Maggie ? By throw
ing her in the coop or leaving her on 
the roam ?" 

The inspector still stared. 
" Sure. I know. But-" 
" Hell !" protested Hunt. " You 

don't think I left the lady entirely 
loose ? Not me, boss ! I put a precinct 
man on rhe lookout while I came down. 
Now I'm going back myself and relieve 
him, i f  it's all right with you." 

Clancy nodded. 
" Fair enough, George," said he. 

" And-and you haven't done so bad.'' 
'Vith the air of a general bestowing a 
medal, ·he took a cigar from his vest
pocket and reached it across the desk. 
" \Vhen'l l  I be hearing from you ?" 

" If it's by the clock or the calendar," 
said Hunt, -" I wouldn't want to have 
to tell you. Otherwise, it '11 be when 
I've got my line on Larkin-or when 
I'm dropping dead for tSleep !" 

CHAPTER III 
Crossed Wires 

IT was about thirty hours after that 
-at four o'clock on the afternoon 
of the next day, to be accurate

when Inspector Clancy next saw De
tective Sergeant George Hunt. 

Hunt wasn't dead for sleep. Not ex
actly. But ·hi s  eyes were shadowed and 
tired, and he could have done with a 
shave. 

· 

At first glance Clancy recognized the 
out-all-night look ; but he'd stood by 
j obs day and night many a time him
self, and his heart ·wasn't broken. 

" All alone ?" he asked crisply. H i s  
gaze wasn't flattering. 

" Like you see me," said I-I unt. 
" You were a clam' fool to tackle it 

·without relief," stated Clancy. " But 
it was your own choice. How come 
you lost her ?" 

Hunt's heavy eyelids fluttered. 
" Who said I lost her ? I dropped 

her. I got my steer, and I gave her 
the air." 

The inspector, hewing with an en
velope-opener at the end of a fresh 
·cigar, grunted and bestowed praise in 
'his own peculiar way. 

" Then it ain't so bad. \Vhat's it 
that you want me to do ? Can't you 
go through with it by yourself, son ?" 

" I might. But I think you'd weigh 
better with the telegraph company than 
me. I want to get hold of a certain 
=wire that was sent out of the Flatiron 
Building half an ·hour ago--j ust get 
the address off it. Me, I 'm kind o f  
blocked. The manager -o f  the office 
wouldn't give me a look-in on the 
strength -of my shield." 

Clancy fumbled for a match and 
and drew it slowly along one of his 
tremendous flat soles. 

" Yeah ? V\lhat about the wire ?" 
" Maggie Meany just shot it." 
" Hell ! I'd never of guessed !" ob-

'Served Clancy, heavily sarcastic. " But 
tell me more." 

Htmt's sleepy eyes showed sparks o f  
jrritation. 

" Is it a detailed report you want, . 
inspector ? Well, then, I relieved De
tective Garvin of the V.Vest One Hun
dredth Street precinct across from 
Maggie Meany's flat at one forty yes
terday a fternoon. I stood there the 
:whole rest of the clay and all the night, 
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and all I got was sore feet for m!' 
pains. Maggie didn't come out untll 
this morning, and then it was only to 
walk to the news-stand on the corner 
and fetch back an armful of papers."  

Inspector Clancy snorted indig
nantly. 

" Get her," he directed, " to the Flat� 
iron Building." 

" In one single jump, I can. In 
again, Maggie stayed in. It was only 
about an hour since that ,she came out. 
I tailed her over to the Drive. She 
got on a Washington Square bus, and 
went up onto the top of it for the 
breeze. I sat downstairs." 

" You've a great head. She never 
made you ?" 

" There wasn't a lot of chance. 
She'd never seen me in her l ife. The 
only. way I pegged her was from her 
p i-cture in the gallery. Anyhow, we 
were still strangers-on her side
when she got off the bus at Twentieth 
Street. I guess maybe that she'd been 
looking for a telegraph office away 
from the home neighborhood, and the 
one in the Flatiron Building was the 
first one she spotted. 

" It don't make any difference 
whether I 'm right or wrong in that. 
The thing i s  that she went on past the 
office and walked back. I went right 
along with her-walked i n  right after 
her. I stood alongside her, with a pad 
of blanks in front of me, and wrote a 
nice long telegram to the King of Eng
land. 

" But I couldn't get an eye onto 
what Maggie was writing. She was 
cagy, all right. She kept looking 
around and covering up, and it's only 
by the accident of her rotten handwrit
ing that I'm able to tell you that where 
Diamond Ed Larkin is hiding out is
Sharpsburg !" 

Inspector Clancy lost an intermediate 
chin as the one uppermost suddenly 
lifted. 

" Well ?" he demanded. " vVas it 
Sharpsburg, N evv Jersey, or the New 
York Sharpsburg-up�State ?'' 

" That," said Hunt. " is what the 
bird behind the desk asked her. And ' 
the only way I've got any line on Lar
kin at all. 

" I was standing only a few . feet 
away at the time, by the counter, still 
trying for a look at the wire-figuring 
it'd be easy enough, i f  I missed out, 
to show my shield and read the whole 
business after Maggie had gone. I 
was close enough, anyway, to hear the 
clerk say to her : ' Is this a " Y " or 
a " ]," madam ? Whioh Sharpsburg 
does your telegram go to ?' 

" Maggie gave him a hard eye. 
' You'd better get glasses, young man,' 
says she. ' It's New York, of course !' " 

Clancy looped a massive finger 
through an equally massive watch 
chain. 

" Too bad," said he, " it wasn't New 
Jersey. That's only a little Sharps
burg. Under five thousand, it must be. 
Then what ?" 

" That," Hunt told him. " is where 
the lady and me parted company. She 
\Vent along out, and she went alone. 
I said to the clerk : ' Say, let me see 
that telegram a minute.' 

" ' Why ?' says he. 
" ' I  want to make sure of  some

thing,' says I.  ' What do you want to 
be holding out for ? Wasn't I with the 
lady ?' 

" ' Not,' says the clerk, ' so that I 
could notice it. You' d better talk to 
the manager.' " 

Inspector Clancy smiled grimly. 
" I  bet you got fat talking to the 

manager ! ' '  
· 

" Take everything, winner,'' said 
Hunt. " I  did. \Vhy, you'd thought 
that I had asked him for his roll. The 
shield didn't mean a thing to him. 

" '  It's against company rules,' he 
says. ' I  wouldn't dare show you a 
telegram, or a copy of a telegram, i f  
I wanted to. That's the orders-and 
they go for everybody. The best I can 
advise you is to go ta:lk to the general 
superintendent at the main office, down 
town.' " 
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Clancy's ctgar rolled across his 
mouth. 

" U th ! \V ell, the super and me used 
to bo·wl together before he moved out 
to Montclair-but, I don't know. The 
telegraph company's been fussy as hell 
since they took a licking in that Mur
chison case. I'll try, anyhow." 

He pulled his desk telephone to him 
and lifted the receiver. \iVhen he hung 
it  up again, a couple of minutes after
ward, he was scowling. 

" vVhat did I tell you ?" lie rumbled. 
" Mike Laughlin says he can't do a 
thing himself ; and he's a friend of 
mine for years . ..  I remember him when 
he was a commort operatQ'i- and I wa:s 
in harness. \tVhy, he used to hang out 
in a gin mill on me post !" 

Hunt swore softlv. 
" Is it off, then ?" · 

" Unless you're a better persuader 
than I am. Can you beat it, George ? 
Here's the inspector in charge of the 
detective bureau, and a buddy to boot, 
and he can't get the superintenoent of 
the telegraph company to slip him a 
quiet little piece of information. All 
·he says is that I'll have to go higher 
than him." 

" And what's higher ?''  Hunt C�Jsked. 
" The president of the company. no 

less. Old man Gantley himsel f !" 
Hunt shrugged. 
" \.Yell ? Is he so high he can't be 

talked to ?" 
" It'd be was tin' breath," said Clan

cy. " Didn't the Murchison dame col
lect a hundred thousand off of 'em for 
letting a private dick get copies of 
the wires that starred in her divorce 
case ? 

" But you can try i f  you want. 
Laughlin said that i f  I'd send some
body over he'd see he got to the big 
boss direct and quick." 

" Brodie took a chance,'' remarked 
Sergeant Hunt. 

Fi fteen minutes later he had ocular 
demonstration of the bond that had 
been between Inspector Tl�omas Clancy 
and Superintendent :Michael Laughlin. 

As one bo.-wler to another, Laughlin 
kept his word: Hunt, announcing him
self at the executive offices of the tele
graph company, \vas taken at once into 
the presence of the president. 

Gantley, a ruddy-faced man with 
pleasant eyes belying the stubborn set 
of his jaw, evidently had been expect
ing the visit. 

" I'm afraid," he said, before Hunt 
had had a chance to explain himself, 
" that we can't make any exception to 
the rule." 

The man from headquarters spoke 
his mind directly,_ 

" I f you'd stop to think, Mr. Gantley, 
the company puts itself in a funny kind 
of position, refusing to help us. I 
guess you've heard what it's all about 
from your superintendent. But let me 
tell you again. The man that this par
ticular telegram was sent to i s  a known 
crook. \Ve want him for a big job that 
he pulled only yesterday. I f  the tele
graph company shields him, it's mak
ing itself something pretty much like 
a party to a crir'ne." 

Gantley's lips twi sted in an abortive 
smile. 

· 

" Sorry, ' '  he said. " i f it  seems that 
way." · 

" Don't you believe in the law-up
holding it ?" Hunt asked him. 

" In general, most certainly." 
" Peop1e are funny," said Hunt. " I  

don't know what's in most of them that 
makes them take sides against the po
lice every time. Maybe it's because 
they've never had any trouble with 
crooks themselves. I don't suppose 
you've ever happened to meet one, Mr. 
Cantley-knowing it ?'' 

" Two," Gantley said calmly. " Bur
glars in my home at Scarsdale. _ They 
gave my wife and me a few hours that 
we'll never forget. There '"''as quite a 

little in the newspapers at the time-a 
couple of years ago, if  you remember. 
The robbers had us roped in chairs 
from midnight to 4 A.l\L w.hile they 
searched the house for j ewelry which 
Mrs. Gantley had very fortunately put 
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back in her safety deposit box after 
the opera opening." 

" Then you know what it is," ad
mitted Hunt. " But they didn't hurt 
you ?" 

" They threatened us. That was 
a:ll." 

" This man I'm after," Hunt _said, 
" did worse than threaten. It wasn't 
his fault he didn't kill. So I think it 
iust comes dmvn, to put it "plain, 1\fr. 
Gantley, to a question of how good 
a citizen you are." 

Gantley's mouth straightened. 
" You're mistaken," he said crisply. 

" In this matter I'm not a:cting as an 
individual. Personally, I'd like to help 
you. Yes ; I 'd go far out of my -vvay 
to help you. I'd consider it a duty. 

" I don't question that the man 
you're seeking is a criminal, a menace 
to society. I'd prefer to see him caught 
and punished. I'm on the side of the 
!law, always. That should go without 
saymg. 

· " But it's the president of the Con
solidated Telegraph Company that 
you've come to, and that's a different 
proposition. My first duty, in my of
ficial position, is not to  the public at 
large, but to one particular and special 
section of the public. I mean to say, 
to the holders of Consolidated Tele
graph stock. 

" I'm paid to earn dividends for 
them, to conduct the company in their 
interest, to vwrk for the biggest pos
sible volume of business." 

Hunt interposed : " I know, Mr. 
Cantley. But-" 

Gantlev shook his head. 
" You 

"'
listen, please. I 'm talking to 

you as I'd talk to the police commis
sioner, and I'd like to have an accurate 
report made to him of what I've said. 
Dividends for my stockholders depend 
on volume of traffic. You can under
stand that. You can also understand 
that, in a general way, we are compet
ing with the United States Post Office. 
\Ve're both messenger boys for the 
public. 

" The post office has a tremendous 
advantage over us in rate, and the air 
mail is .daily cutting into our advantage 
in the matter of speed. The time is 
coming when the telegraph company 
will have to fight for its very li fe. That 
being tme, and the fact recognized, we 
must make a stand where we can. 

" Get my point of view, if you 
please. People who patronize the tele
graph company provide our income. 
\Ve've got to give them the ultimate in 
service, and we haven't closed the 
transaction when · we've delivered the 
me&Sage. We're under an implied ob
ligation to our custom�rs to see that 

. every one of our employees through 
vvhom the message passes holds it con-
fidential. 
- " That's the one thing exclusive in 
our service-confidence, secrecy. If a 
man sending a telegram, or receiving 
one, happens to be a lawbreaker, that 
does not alter the fact that he is a 
party to a transaction from which the 
the company has dravvn a profit. He 
is entitled to our protection-and it 
will be our policy to fight to a finish 
to afford it to him !" 

Gantley slapped the desk vvith his 
palm. 

" That's our p osition," he said. " If  
the police department can't see the 
validity of it-I'm sorry." 

Hunt was picking up his Park Ave
nue fedora. 

" Diamond Ed Larkin . certainly 
should shake your hand some day, Mr. 
Gantley," said he. " But_ if  he ever 
comes to do it, look out for the club 
behind his back." At the door he  
turned. " I  guess there's no  use of me 
doing any more talking." 

" Not a bit," agreed Gantley. 
" Then maybe the corporation coun

sel of New York City might-" 
Gantley smiled grimly. 
" I  dare say we may have a formal 

demand from him. But so far as con
cerns this telegram to-er-Mr. Dia
mond Larkin, you may tell your su
periors that the Consolidated Tele-
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graph Company is prepared to spend a 
million dollars to keep it from them !" 

CHAPTER IV 

In the Haystack "I 'LL take it up with the Commish," 
said Inspector Clancy aridly. 
" H e'll take it up ·with the mayor. 

The mayor'11 take it up with the cor
poration counsel, and-oh, hell !" 

" And in the meantime," said Hunt, 
just back from the main office of the 
Consolidated Telegraph Company \vith 
the bad news, " Larkin will be disap
p earing off the map with the Darcy 
pearls." 

u TIV e should stop him !" snorted 
Clancy. " I haven't got enough men 
in the bureau that I should be sparin' 
them t o  hunt for needles in haystacks ." 

Hunt drew · from his breast pocket 
the stalwart cigar that had been yester
day's reward of merit. It was con
siderably frayed, but repairable. 

" But Sharpsburg," · he submitted, 
and put his t ongue to the l0osened 
leaves of the wrapper. "Sharpsburg 
ain't the haystack that N evv York City . " lS. 

" It's all of fifty thousand popula
tion. ' '  

" \Vhich wouldn't be a co-rner of the 
Bronx." 

Clancy looked at Sergeant Hunt 
obliquely. 

" It's a reckless extravagance," h e  
said. " Good taxpayer money after 
pearls that Darcy & Son won't ever be 
seein' again !" 

But h e  vvas reaching for a voucher 
pad as he spoke ; and that night Ser
geant George Hunt caught up his lost 
sleep on a train. 

At nine o'clock next morning h e  was 
in Sharp sburg, and at ten minutes 
after nine he was introducing himself 
to the Sharpsburg chief of police. 

" I'm after a gun,'' said he, " that 
cracked a jeweler over the head in N e':v 
York the other day, and vamosed in 
this direct i on with a pretty pearl neck-

lace. Ever heard tell of D iamond Ed. 
Larkin, chief ? It's him." 

" No friend of mine.' '  
" vV ell, he's in Sharpsburg-under 

cover. I know that much. I thought 
you ought to have a pretty good idea 
where." 

The up-Stater elevated a thin 
shoulder. 

" To a feller from New York, '' he 
said, " this maybe don't look like much 
of a town. But it's a big one. We got 
streets and numbers here, just like you 
have." 

" A  dam' lively town Sharpsburg 
looks to be, too,'' Hunt put in en
thusiastically. " And that kind of town 
draws crooks every time. Now, I was 
thinking that i f  you'd give me a line on 
the hang outs-particularly, say, the 
ones where a tony bird like Larkin 
would be likely to lay up-" 

The Sharpsburg chief-his name 
was Perkins, and he was o f  an anti
quity leading Hunt to believe he might 
have been the city's first constable
entered a quick protest. 

" There's where you're wrong, son ! 
\V e keep Sharpsburg clean' s_ a whistle. 
They don't any criminals roost around 
here. If they come in on one train, 
they get out on the next. · That's my 
job, and you bet I see to i t. " 

.. 

Inwardly Hunt groaned ; coopera
tion of the kind he'd hoped for wasn't 
going to be. 

" That' s  fine," he said. " Makes 
the chore a lot simpler. I f  there's only 
one or two joints-" 

" There ain't  two, there ain't one, 
and there ain't none.. Everything i s  
clean's a whistle. That's what I said, 
that's Vl7hat I mean. I don't tolerate 
no joints . " 

" Good enough !" applauded . the 
N ew Yorker, though faintly. " You 
don't let crooks linger-crooks you 
know. But Diamond Ed Larkin's a 
new one on you ; and take my word for 
it, he's in Sharpsburg. N Otw the ques
tion is-where ?" · · 

· Perkins just then was performing an 
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exceedingly delicate operation with a 
quill toothpick. He completed it be
fore he replied. 

" Sergeant," said he, " that's a 
stumper. Here's Sharpsburg-look 'er 
over: Forty-seven thousand, our pop
ulation was, last census. The Commer
ci<J.l Club claims fifty-seyen thousand 
now, and I shouldn't be surprised that 
was about right." 

" Okay. But most of the people are 
in private homes, aren't they-homes 
that wouldn't be apt to take in stran
gers ? That means that Larkin's got 
to be in a hotel, or a lodging house, or 
hived up with some pal that probably 
isn't a lily. himself ." 

Chief Perkins emitted a shrill cackle. 
" 1\1ister," he said, " you don't know 

Sharpsburg ! You think strangers are 
such a novelty up here that -..:ve got 
'em all marked. That's good ! By 
golly, it's pretty good ! Lodgin' houses ? 
Oh, my !" 

" Got plenty of 'em ?' '  
" 'Bout half the town takes roomers, 

ancl the other half is roomin' houses 
straight through from the parlor to 
th' roof !" 

" Come again," Hunt invited. 
" Y  essiree," reiterated Perkins. 

" Half and half it is. And strangers ! 
My land, son, Sharpsburg ain't made 
up of much else but ! \Vhy, our mills 
have got the biggest per cent of labor 
turnover but one in the whole darn 
United States. Know what it is, in 
figgers ? Six ·thousand last year-six 
thousand! That many new folks in 
town that wasn't here twelve months 
ago. They're pilin' in every day o' 
the week, comin' and goin' .  If  you're 
lookin' for somebody, son, that hasn't 
registered by his right name at the 
Commercial Club office or one of the 
hotels�well, a house to house canvass 
is what you've got ahead of you, I 
reckon." 

Sergeant Hunt chewed that over. 
"And how long'd tlwt t<�:ke ? Holy 

smoke ! I'm not expectin' Larkin to 
hole up here forever." He made 

another of his expert shots with the 
end of a burned-down cigarette ; stood 
scratching his head. " Say, chief," he 
asked presently, " how many telegraph 
offices have you got in Sharpsburrr ? I 
mean, Consolidated Telegraph offi�es ." 

" Used to have two," said Perkins ; 
" but the branch out to the \Vest End's 
been closed, seems to nie. Not that the 
city's shrinkin' any, see-but 'most 
everybody's got a phone nowadays, and 
d'ruther shoot their telegrams in direct 
than wait for a messenger. Yep ; tel
egraph offices is about all we got less 
of than used to be. "  He cackled again. 
" Why, ain't one enough for you ?" 

" Plenty." 
" vV ell-anything we can do to help 

you-anyt11ing in reason-" 
" I guess there isn't much," said 

Hunt. H e  started to ask a question, 
thought better of it, and compromised 
with : " Only one thing, chief. I guess 
maybe my best chance is to hang 
around your main stem and see if I 
can't catch Larkin out strolling-but I 
certainly won't if he gets wind I 'm in 
town. So I'd appreciate it a lot if  you 
wouldn't have anything to say about 
me being here. Don't even let it out 
that you've had a whisper about a man 
wanted in New York having come this 
way." 

Chief Perkins winked. 
" There won't be a word out o' m.e," 

he promised. " The newspaper boys 
think they're pretty smart with their 
highfalutin' airs and their trick ques
tions. But they don't get nothin' out o' 
me that I ain't a mind to tell 'em, you 
bet you !" . 

Outside his door, Hunt added softly : 
" I f  they do, I'm lick ed--! bet me !" 

CHAPTER V 
A Girl and a Pencil 

TOWARD the end of  that devas
tating interview with the Sharps
burg chief, it had occurred to 

Sergeant Hunt as a hopeful possibility 
that company rules so rigidly adhered 
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to in New York might not count for so 
much in this distant up-State city. · 

If it were part of the system to file 
away copies of telegrams received ; if 
there should be here in Sharpsburg 
another type of manager than that rule
bound bird in l'\ ew York-then the 
laugh might switch over, after all. 

Hunt found a hotel, registered, and 
left his suitcase. Then he found the 
Consolidated Telegraph Company's of
fice, and found it without having had 
to ask a question. On the main street, 
halfway between the hotel and the 
B. & A. station, its blue-and-white en� 
ameled sign beckoned to him. 

The telegraph office occupied a 
double store. Crossing to it, Hunt 
saw through the wide plate-glass win
dow that it had a staff of at least a half 
dozen. That wasn't so good, he 
thought. What he was after called for 
finesse. It was a proposition to be 
presented figuratively in a whisper, 
certainly in priYacy ; the crowd in there 
seemed to demand an open covenant, 
to be openly arrived at. 

But when he had walked into the of
fice, it somehow suddenly ceased to be 
a crowd. There was just one that 
Hunt could see. 

She was up front, just behind the 
long counter of bright oak-a reason
ably tall and yet reasonably small slip 
of a g!rl with bobbed brown hair and 
very mce eyes. 

Hunt was supremely conscious of 
the niceness of the eyes when they 
lifted from a rate book and looked him 
over. Down in New York a man 
didn't often see their like. New York 
eyes were, in the main, bold or stu
diously impersonal ; these were neither. 
New York eyes invited. " Why don't 
you say hello ?" or menaced, " You'd 
better not !" But these brown up-State 
eyes merely said : " You're somebody 
ne'"''• and that makes you interesting 
where we don't see many strangers. 
But-what can I do for you ?" 

Far back in the office. telegraph keys 
\V(jre . cl icking a katydid tarantelle. 

Nearer, a ticker machine was alter
nately thumping out and panting out 
an endless threnody on a diminishing 
roll of tape. 

Htmt had seen such things before. 
1'here were tickers of about the same 
sort in the police telegraph room at 
headquarters back home, but this par
ticular instrument, for some abstruse 
reason, demanded remark. 

" There's always something new 
coming out, isn't there ?" he observed 
diffidently to the girl of the bro-vm bob. 
" I  suppose that thing's saving a couple 
of operators' pay-taking down mes
sages." 

" Yes," she said, without flurry. 
" You want to send one ?" 

· 

Her gaze was still direct, still had 
that quality of a frank though faint 
curiosity, and her voice was soft and 
without edge. Nevertheless, Hunt 
had a distinct sensation of having been 
put neatly i n  his place. 

" \Vhy-sure,'' he said ; and, fishing 
for a pencil, he fished also for a 

thought. VVho the dickens was he 
going to send a message to ? And what 
was h e  going to say ? 

He stared hard at the block of vel
lOiw blanks ·which the girl had slici in 
front of him ; conscious of her con
tinued calm scrutiny, and conscious
acutely-of an unaccustomed warmth 
in his cheeks that could ha,·e only 
meant he was blushing. 

The ringing of a telephone at a desk 
behind the counter rescued him. · The 
girl turned to answer it. Hunt breathed 
a sign of relief . How the hell could a 
man think with a girl looking at him
that kind of girl looking at him that 
way ? Now he could get somewhere. 

But he didn't . His eves had fol-
lowed her, and his thoughts followed 
his eyes. She had slipped into a limber
backed chair behind the desk ; sat fac
ing him as she li fted the receiver. 
And still she vvas looking at him. 

\\!as there someth ing funnv about 
him ? he wondered. No : he'd looked all 
right in the Pullman mirror after he'd 
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shaved that morning-as all right as 
he ever did. The face he'd seen there 
wasn't what he' d  have called hand
some. But it was passable, anyhow, 
and at least it didn't have " cop " writ
ten all over it. 

Then, without any conscious effort 
whatever, he was smiling. The girl, 
evidently ·wanting a pencil, had made a 
gesture toward her hair ; and it was 
the significance of the gesture that 
brought his smile. She colored a little, 
then she picked up a fat blue pencil 
from the desk, said " Your name, ad
dress arid telephone number, please ?" 
into the transmitter, and smiled ever 
so fleetingly herself .  

·with interest Hunt watched her, 
and with interest he listened. Her 
voice was low, clear and no less than 
inspiring when presently, after a space 
given to writing, she began t_o speak 
again into the telephone. 

" I  guess you're used," he said, 
when she came back to him, " to wear
ing your hair long. ''  

Her slight constraint was gone a fter 
that exchange of smiles. . 

" I wo uld," she said. " And you'd 
catch me, wouldn't you ? Yes ; I just 
had it cuf a couple of days ago. I 
suppose I'll be hunting pencils in it the 
rest o f  mv life.'' Once more the 
fugitive sn;iled, and then routine re
captured her. " No hurry,'' she said . .  
" I  know how hard it is to tell any
thing much i n  ten words." 

It dawned on Hunt compellingly 
that he was going to have to write 
something : people didn't go into tel
euraph offices just to look around. One 
n�inute it struck him as an impos
sibility ; the next, his pencil was slid
ing smoothly over the yellow blank : 

G. Hunt, 
240 Center Street, 
New York, N. Y. 
Congratulations. She's a grand little 

person, and a wonderful bet. 
GEORGE. 

The girl with the new bob turned the 
pad to her, and made a rapid count. 

u The signature counts as a word," 
she said, deprecation in her lifting eyes. 

" Sure," assented Sergeant Hunt. " I 
know, " 

" But it makes the count eleven-one 
over. Isn't there a word you could cut 
out ?" 

" There's not. Let it go as it  stands," 
said Hunt, and he smiled at her again. 

CHAPTER VI 

Publicity 

CENTRAL A VENUE. appeared to 
be Sharpsburg's Broadway, and 
Hunt walked the length of it. 

Then h� debouched off into Shailer 
Boulevard, which -vvas quite obviously 
the chief intersecting street, and 
walked the length of that. In the 
course of the stroll he scanned a thou
sand faces, but Diamond Ed Larkin's 
wasn't one of them. 

· 

The exercise, at any rate, did some
thing for his appetite. Returning to the 
hotel, he demolished a husky table 
d'h8 te luncheon. After that he smoked 
a couple of cigarettes in the lobby and 
went into consultation with the clerk. 

" What kind of newspapers you got 
here ?" he first wanted to know. 

" Dumb as 
-
the average," said the 

clerk. 
" I meap, how many ?" 
" Why, there's the Eagle and the 

Argus. They're the only two." 
" That all ? vVhen do tmy come 

out ?" 
" Morning it's the Argus. They 

print the Eagle in the afternoon." 
" How many times ? Is i t  one o f  

those continuous performances like we 
have in New York ?" 

The clerk grinned. 
" Hell, no ! vVhere do you think 

you are ? The Eagle comes out around 
four o'clock, and i f  you want it you 
wait for it. If  you want something 
fresher than the four o'clock edition 
of the Eagle, you wait for the Argus. 
That's the news in Sharpsburg." 

u Thanks," said Hunt. " Know a 
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good movie in town-one you'd want 
to recommend ?" 

The clerk did. Sergeant Hunt went. 
He enjoyed the picture immensely. It 
was a comedy ; and since he laughed 
almost continuously from the begin
ning to the end it might be fairly safe 
to assume he was laughing at that pre
cise moment when, back in New York, 
Inspector Thomas Clancy was saying 
to a group of reporters : " Yeah, and 
about the Darcv case. Well, I'm ex
pectin' to have the pearls and the man 
that took ' em-inside of twenty-four 
hours !" 

Coincidentally, the theater and the 
Eagle were out at about the same time. 
Sergeant Hunt bought a copy of the 
paper and carefully studied the head
lines clear though to the want ad pages� 
He didn't see his own name anywhere, 
nor Larkin's. So far as the Eagle 
advised its constituency, there wasn't 
any local angle on the theft o f  the 
Darcy pearls. 

" Fine !" Hunt congratulated him
self. " \iVe'll have to send Papa Per
kins a can of Shinem for his star !"  

And then, walking across the street, 
he played a low-down trick on the 
Sharpsburg Eagle. 

Just over the vvay from the theater 
from which he had .just came was the 
office of the Morning Argus. Hunt 
\valked into the building, climbed a 
flight of stairs at the direction of an 
arrow labeled " Editorial Department,"  
and entered a room with grimy win
do,,·s and a floor littered ankle deep 
with papers not only of :vesterday. but 
certainly of yesteryear. 

" You the citv editor ?' '  he asked a 
young man bus.y with a pair of vast 
shears. " I'm Sergeant Hunt of the 
N ew York Detective Bureau-up here 
chasing sixty thousand dollars' worth 
of pearl necklace. The man that stole 
it is hiding in Sharpsburg. He's an 
international crook, and this necklace 
j ob was probably as slick a one as was1 ever pulled. One of the biggest 
je·welers in the country came within an 

ace of being killed-and if you think 
there's a story in it for the Argus, all 
you've got to do is ask questions. You 
think s o ? Well, let me tell you first-" 

Then and there, Sergeant Hunt 
" spilled." To the Argus he told all 
that Chief Perkins could have told to 
the Eagle, had he not kept the faith. 
He told more, indeed, for he knew 
more to tell. 

The youthful city editor solemnly 
wrung his hand at the end of their 
interview. 

" Sergeant Hunt," he said, " i f all 
cops were as white as you .: if on the 
force here in Sharpsburg we had men 
big enough to come out with the 
f acts-" 

He couldn't go on. Emotion over
whelmed him. 

But conscience failed to overwhelm 
Sergeant Hunt. He slept as soundly 
as i f  he could have numbered himself 
among the just, and awoke to a new 
day ·with no holdonr of regret. 

It ·was a little before seven when he 
turned out. The cigar stand had just 
op�ned for business as he came down 
into the lobby, and from the top of the 
pile of newspapers on the display case 
he picked up a M  orning Argus. Strung 
across the front page in stud-horse 
type, the evidence of his guilt con
fronted him : 

SEEK SUPER-RAFPLES HERE ! 

But Sergeant Hunt's reliable ap
petite \vas not spoiled. Along with fruit 
and cereal and beefsteak and eggs, he 
was even up to digesting, without 
qualm, two solid colunins of type 
vividly narrating the misfortune of M. 
Etienne Darcy, the flight of Diamond 
Ed Larkin to Sharpsburg and his ovvn 
later arrival in the role of Long Arm 
of the Law. 

At five minutes before eight, he was 
standing in front of the Consolidated 
Telegraph Office in South Central 
Avenue. Some three minutes later. 
with the expensive-looking fedora i n  
his hand, he was saying good moming 
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to a brown-eyed, bobbed-haired ac
quaintance o f  the day before. 

And n0w he descended another step 
in ignominy-passed from what might 
have been taken as a practice of de
ception to what could by no chance be 
taken for anything else. 

For instance, he was probably \vell 
within the truth when he remarked : 
" You certainly have some scandalous 
poker players in Sharpsburg." That 
naturally would be a fact. It would be 
a strange sort of American city which, 
with a population o f  fifty thousand or 
thereabouts, didn't have. 

Again, he told no falsehood when 
he added : " Here's where I send a wire 
to New York and ask for a new bank� 
roll." 

He did exactly that a few minutes 
afterward ; sent off an urgent appeal 
addressed, like his congratulatory mes
sage of the day previous, to " G. Hunt, 
240 Center Street, New York" He 
signed it, " George." The Consolidated 
Telegraph girl was sympathetic. 

" I'm so sorry. I hope it's not go
�ing to-to spoil your stay." 

" It's all in the game," said Hunt. 
" I'll rush your wire," the girl 

promised. " The minute there's an an
swer, I'll call you up. You're at the 
Hotel Shailer, aren't you ?" 

Hunt was, but he didn't say so. In
stead, he told her : 

" If you don't mind, I think I'll 
wait." . 
· Appparently, she didn't mind. After 
she had sent off the specious, suppli
cating telegram-" Race up two hun
dred and ·save a 1i fe," it read-she en
tered without large show. of reluctance 
into a discussion of the nev" movie 
comedy at the Bijou, She, it seemed, 
had seen it, too. 

" Harold," she agreed, " is always a 
scream. Did vou see him in-" 

At which, �vith the telephone j in
gling behind her, she begged Sergeant 
Hunt's pardon ; reached up to her bob 
for the pencil that wasn't there, dis
covered it elsewhere and murmured in-

to the phone : " Your name, address 
and number, please ?" 

She was silent for a little after that, 
but when her pencitl had ceased its race 
across the yellow blank she spoke once 
more into the telephone, and at greater 
length ; and Hunt, thrilling to the voice, 
hung as one enchanted upon her words .. 

An hour passed. The comedy thor
oughly reviewed, title for title and 
laugh for laugh, the topic took a geo
graphical turn. Miss Mollie Shannon 
-oh, Hunt had tlwt out of her in the 
first reel-had made a trip to New 
York once. She'd liked it fine, what 
she'd had a chance to see of  it. Was 
it such a terrible place to live as peo
ple-

Then the telephone rang again, as 
it had kept ringing every ·couple of 
minutes ; and Miss Shannon's hand 
went of habit to her hair, and the color 
to her cheeks and the smile to her lips. 

" This must be terrible for you," she 
said. 

And Hunt told her-which was, for 
a change, the unadulterated truth : 

" Don't mention it, Miss Shanon. I 
like to hear you talk on the phone." 

" Tell me," the girl said, when that 
interruption was done 'vith, " more 
about New York." 

Sergeant Hunt told her more. He 
waxed lyric. All the poetry, all the 
passion of an I owan with a piece of 
Los Angeles real estate to sell was his. 
The Lord J ehova:h, said he, had carved 
New York out of the greatest block · 

of  his best material. All other places 
were fabricated out of whittlings. 

A second hour passed, and Hunt 
continued on his subject. 

" There isn't · a better place if! the 
world to live," ·he avowed. " Take a 
young couple, now, just married and 
not with a millionaire's income. 
They're just as \\'ell off in New York 
as a king and queen. The flats you 
can get for next to nothing-" 

Reluctantly, Miss Shannon per
mitted her attention to be diverted. N. 
boy had come from the rear of the 

3 D  
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office, and was speaking to her. Com
miseration was in her eyes when they 
returned to Hunt's. 

" Maybe," she said, " you'd better go 
back to the hotel and wait." 

" Why ?" he asked. 
" It-it might be a long wait. " 
" How's that ?" 
" I've had New York serviced, to 

see what had happened to your mes
sage. We've got a delivery on it, more 
than an hour ago. But there's been no 
answer filed . "  

" I've got plenty of patience," as
serted Hunt. " �ow, as I was saying, 
ev en out \Yhere the rents are cheap 
you'll get fine theaters-" 

" Oh, good heavens !" exclaimed 
Miss Shannon. 

It was her telephone, of course. She 
went to it. 

" N arne, please," she said mechani
cally. " Address ? Phone number ?" 

Hunt watched her pencil gliding 
smoothly and swiftly over the tele
graph blank. 

A minute later, after her smooth 
voice had flowed back over the wire, 
she missed him at the counter. He 
was leaving, it  seemed-had already 
reached therdoor. She was aghast at 
the little quiver at the corner of her 
mouth. 

" Oh !" she called. " Then-then 
I'll phone the Shailer." 

H e  was out before she realized that 
she knew no other name for him but 
".George." 

A taxicab at that moment >vas rum
bling along back from th.Y!ailroad sta
tion, empty. She didn't s'ee Htmt hail it. 

" Know where Hammer Street is ? ' '  
he asked briskly. " No. 61 is where I 
want to go. Let's be snappy !" 

The cab, having traveled a fast mile, 
drew up in front of a narrow house 
in a two-<story frame row. Hunt ran 
up the front steps and tugged gently 
at a porcelain-handled bell. The door 
opened a grudging inch. Hunt put his 
shoulder to it, and then it opened wider. 
The man who had put his eye to the 

4 D  

crack was a stranger-after the vio
lence of  the entrance a belligerent one. 
Hunt saw a fist coming, and moved 
his head out o f  its way. His own left 
fist shot out. The householder went 
down like a target rabbit in a rifle 
range. 

From the floor above came a startled 
VOlCe. 

" Jerry ! What is it ?" 
" Just a caller," Hunt sang back. 

" from police headquarters, New 
York." He started up the stairs, his 
pistol ahead of him. · " If  you won't 
be nice, Larkin, it's going to be you 
or me !" 

CHAPTER VII 

The Gap 

" T  ARKIN'S downstairs, is he, then ?" 
L said In�pector Clancy. " It 

wasn't �o bad, George." He 
reached a cigar across the desk and 
made a further amazing concession. 
" No ; now I'll tell ye, it wasn't bad at 
all." 

-

" I enj oyed the trip," said Sergeant 
Htmt. He put the prize cigar -in one 
pocket and from another drew a tan
gle of softly shimmering opalescent 
beads. " ·what's become of the original 
package I don't know, boss ; but, any
how, these are the Darcy pearls." 

The inspector stared, not in awe, but 
in  wonder. 

" For the love of Mike !"  he ejacu· 
lated. " Sixty thousand they ask for 
it-and them no more than appendixes 
out of unhealthy oysters ? Not out o f  
m y  pocket they wouldn't get it ; not i f  
I owned all the pickles i n  the world !" 

Hunt grinned. 
" Yeah ?" said he. " But what about 

Betty Simpson Spooner - if she 
thought she'd like 'em ?" 

" Hush !" warned the inspector. 
" I'm expectin' M rs. Clancy this mom
in', and any minute. Let's talk of other 
things. For instance, me boy, by what 
means did you lay your hand on Dia
mond Ed Larkin ? .Was it perhaps a 
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l ittle bird ·whispered to you - a . " pigeon-
" Nope. The one stool that helped 

me was the one put me wise to Larkin's 
hook-up with Maggie Meany. The 
truth of it  is that I got my tip off the 
Consolidated Telegraph C ompany. 
And I didn't have to match a mill ion 
dollars, either." 

" The hell you did ! In Sharpsburg ? 
And has t11e company different rules 
for different counties ?" 

" Not that I could tell you about." 
" Then what ?" 
Hunt lighted a cigarette and en

j oyed his moment. 
" By chance," said he, " I discovered 

a hole in the Consolidated fence that 
you could drive elephants through. It 
vvas in their Sharpsburg office I found 
'-it out." 

" Describe to me," commanded In
spector Clancy, " this hole." 

Sherlock Holmes at his artistic hum
blest could not have ontmodested Ser
geant George Hunt. 

" Nothing to it," said he. " No w  
answer me . .  this, inspector : once in 
awhile you send telegrams from home, 
don't you ?'' 

" I do." 
" And do you ring for a messenger 

when you want to get a wire off ?" 
" I  do not. Devil with a messenger ! 

I call up the telegraph company." 
" Sure. So does almost everybody 

these times. But how do vou know 
they get your message right i' ' 

.. Don't they read it back to me '?" 
" There you are ! And when they 

read it · back, they start with your own 
name and address, the ",ray you gave 
it to them. Is it so ?" 

" You're right." 
· " So," said Hunt, " was my hunch in 
Sharpsburg. A fter I discovered how 
easy it was to l isten in on telegrams, 
I thought up a way of bluffing Larkin 
into sending one. I went into a news
paper office up there-broke down and 
confessed what I was in town for. "  

T H E  

Clancy's eyebrows l i fted. 
" You don't mean it !" 
" It's what I did.  And yesterday 

morning half of the f�ont p age was 
full of Darcy and Larkin and me. I t  
was bait for Diamond Ed, see ? I fig
ured to blast him loose. vVith the New 
York Bureau so close onto him I knew 
he'd get an itch in his foot ; and my 

' bet was that before he hauled freight 
he'd shoot a ,,-ire to Maggie, w�sing 
her. " 

The inspector nodded. 
" It stood to reason_ ' '  
" It w as  a good play, anyhow. Then, 

as soon as the telegraph office opened, 
I planted myself there with an alibi for 
sticking around that was good for all  
day. It  was a telegram addressed to 
headquarters, asking myself for a loan. 
About noon it  wa•s ·when I heard a 
wire to M argaret Meany, New York, 
being repeated back over the telephone. 
On the repeat, I c aught the address o f  
the place where Larkin was dug in." 

Inspector Clancy nodded. 
" Not bad, ' '  said he. " :\'ot bad, not 

bad ! It's too bad I'ye made you a first 
grade sergeant already, Georgie, or I 
give you me promise I'd be making 
you one now." �-. 

Hunt was studying the toe of his  
oxford. 

· " I f  you did want to do something, 
i f  you insisted," he mused aloud, 
" what would you say to a couple o f  
days furlough and a ''<· trip back to 
Sharpsburg ?" 

Inspector Clancy found the idea a 
bit breath-taking. 

He puffed over it. 
" It could be done." said he. (' At 

your wish, George, it will be done. But 
what wildness of your blood is it  that 
craves to be riding alone on trains over 
the face of the land ?" 

Sergeant Hunt was gazing out the 
window at a cloudless spring sky. _ 

" This trip," he said purposefully, 
" I aim to be riding back with better 
company than Larkin !" 

E N D  



The With a weapon 

drawn in a :flash, 

he menaced the 

others beyond Accidental Sheriff 
A Blue Poker Chip Carved With the NumbeT 
Thirteen Lay on �the Chest of the Murdered Man 

By Edward Parrish Ware 

/ 

I
F Clay Sloane .had not been well . ing unusual in a sheriff o f  this county 

aware of the true proportions o f  doing that. All of 'em has, and, ac
the job he was bidding for when count of that, some of 'em air still 

he ran for the office of sheriff of alive and pursuing happiness. Take 
Pawnee County, Oklahoma, he would my advice, son, and go easy." 
have realized it in full directly after Others advised Clay in the same 
he was elected. strain, and the advice was well meant. 

" Th e  toughest <:ounty in Okla- It made a distinct impression on the 
homa !" Jed Allen, a rancher, declared young sheriff, but the impression was 
on the morning Sloane took office. not at all what the advisers hoped for. 
" The, sheriff's j ob has to be handled " If Pawnee County has been run 
kind of careful, son, I'm advising you. along such lines as that," Clay decided, 
How come a youngster like you to git " it's time somebody took a chance and 
it is something I can't noways figger tried to straighten things out. There1s 
out. A sort of accident, on� account always got to be a pioneer in new 
no older and smarter men would risk things, and I reckon I'd as well be that 
holding the j ob. Anyhow, you better pioneer." 
j ist be satisfied to draw your county- Nothing unusual happened during 
waorrants when due, and kind of let the first month of his administration.· 
t�.�gs ro<:k. aloqg like they will. N oth�, No. rustling, robbing, killing or · lynch,-. . ' 

� 
. 
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ing was reported. Just routine work. 
Very quiet. But Sloane was not mis
led bv it. Pawnee County was in
habite'd to a large extent by. turbulent, , 
law-scorning men, and they would not 
have reformed any to speak o f. 

Day was just breaking, on a morn
ing early in the second month o f  his 
tenure of office, when a pounding on 
the door of his room aroused Sloane 
from slumber. He sat up, yawned a 
time or two, then opened the door. 

Bart Lowell , a rancher from the Dry 
Creek Basin neighborhood, stood in the 
hall, his manner betraying excitement. 

" There's been hell broke loose, 
Clay !" he exclaimed. " Jase Strayer 
w as waylaid an' kilt some time last 
11ight, an' there's a bunch of  fellers. 
ied by J ase's pardncr, Hack Benson, 
after Dave Barlow. They ' low he 
done it !" 

· 

. Sloane, taken by surprise for an m
stant, recovered qu i ckly. 

" How long since the fellovvs rode 
out a fter Barlow ?" he queried, dress
ing w ith speed. 

" They was· at my place an hour 
ago," was the answer. " Come by fur 
me, but I told 'em I ' d  have nothin' to 
do with a lynch in'. Soon as  they was 
gone, riclin' fur Dave's place, I riel here, 
hell-fur-leather." 

Bart Lowell, counted among the 
more prosperous ranchers in the dis
trict, was tall. dark, middle-aged. 
Sloane knew little about him, save that 
he always attended strictly to his own 
business when in town, never got drunk 
or sat in a game of poker, but was . in 
spite of that, rather 'vell liked by h i s  
fellow citizens. 

" Glad you came," Clay told him. 
" I ·swore when I took office in this 
connty," he went on, as they headed 
for the corral where he kept his horse, 
" that I'd not stand for lynching. 
Seems like B enson and his crowd don't 
take that seriously. They're going to 
lynch a man. \i\r ell, we' ll see about 
that." 

Five minutes later the two were rid-

ing tow<trd the south, with ten miles 
between them and Dave Barlow's 
ranch-house. They did not spare their 
mounts. 

" \Vhat gave them the notion that 
Dave did it ?'' Clay called across to 
Lowell. 

" Don't know, onless it was because 
ever'body knows that Dave needs 
money, an' that he lost a wad to J ase 
in a poker game last night," was the ' 
reply. " T:hey found J ase in that lit
tle dry gulch on th' north o f  his pas
ture fence-shot through th' head. His 
cayuse come up to th' house some 
time before dav, an' Hack Benson 
heard it .  J ase didn't come in, so he 
went out. Th' reins was over th' sad
dle-horn. an' that started Hack huntin' 
fur his pardner. He found him in th' 
draw, right by th' trail frum Buffalo· 
Lick. " 

They rode on, the miles falling 
swiftly behind. At length they came 
to the · boundary line of  the Barlow 
place, and, shortly after crossing it, 
both men dug in their spurs and rode 
·hotly toward a clump o f  cottonwoods 
a quarter-mile off and j ust below the 
house . 

A grim, sinister group, probably a 
dozen men, stood under one of the 
trees. In their midst, mounted, was a 
man with his arms bound behind h im, 
a rope round his neck. 

" They got him ! ' '  Sloane gritted. 
The next moment he brought his 

broncho up skidding, leaped down, and 
confronted the crowd . 

" I had a foolish notion that Judge 
Lynch \Vas dead,'·' he drawled, glance 
holding fast upon the face of Hack 
Benson. " Seems like you fellows have 
resurrected him. How come you try 
to pull a lynching in this county ? 
Don't you know there's a sheriff, a j ail, 
and a court of law doing business it1 
Buffalo Lick?" 

" Better keep out of this, Clay !" 
Benson, a tall, shifty-eyed man, 

rasped out the warning, · and the others 
-Ross Kilgore, Tip Runyon and Buck 
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THE ACCIDENTAL , SHERIFF 
Stamper� all punchers and neighbors, of his vest. Said he aimed to keep it 
among them-scovirled disapprovingly fur a luck-piece." 
at the sheriff. Benson fished in a pocket and 

" Reckin yuh kain't do much to help, brought out a blue disk, holding it up 
Clay," D ave Barlow, his young face for Sloane's inspection. 
defiant, told him hoarsely. " These " This he_re is that thirteen-chip !" he 
damned coyotes aim to string me up, exclaimed . " \Vhen I found J ase, 
·whether or no , an' I figger they will. afore daylig,ht this mornin', an' lifted 
But I didn't kill Jase Strayer, a s  they'll him up, this here chip rolled offen him 
probably find out later. Don't .git yore- onto th' ground. So I figgers that :{3ar
self all shotten up, when there ain't no low dropped it outten his vest pocket 
chance to help !" ·while he was prow lin' J ase-fur his wad. 

" Shut up !" Sloane snapped. " I'll It accuses Dave o f  th' kill in' , just Eke 
use my own j udgment about that ! Ben- it had a tongue ! Now, M r. Sheriff, 
son," h e  went on, addressing the dead \Vhut you got to say to <>that ?" 
man's partner, " yoq seem to be in th' Sloane said nothing. His eyes sought 
lead here. Take that rope · off Dave's ·· those of the man on the horse. 
neck-pronto !"  " \iVhat about that chip, Dave ?" he 

Benson eyed him defiantly, his right asked . 
hand sliding down to his belt . " I didn't have it when I rode ·Outa 

" Barlow waylaid my pardner an' Buffalo Lick ! "  came the denial . " So 
kilt him !" he declared. " Then h e  I couldn't have lost it there by th' draw, 
robbed him ! H e' s  goin' to swing · fur even i f  I'd done th' killin' !" 
it ! Jist whut does yuh aim to do about " Yeah !"  Ross Kilgore exclaimed 
it ?" derisively. " ReckOlJ yuh lost . th' chipJ 

" Never mind that !" Clay told him. Dave ? Huh ? That th' way of it ? Lost 
" You say Dave ki lled J ase. How do it afore yuh rid fur th' draw to way-
you know that ?" lay J ase ?" 

" Fur one thing, Dave needs money " If I was down off this broncho, an' 
mighty bad," Benson replied. " You had th' rope off my hands, yuh 
wasn't at that poker game in Shane's wouldn't say that to me !" Barlow 
place last ni ght, so yuh probably ain�'t gritted.  " Yuh're brave enough, yuh 
in th' know about Dave losin' them five damned buzzard, long as I'm helpless !" 
hundred dollars he got fur th' bunch " Hold on ! ' '  Sloane commanded. - of calves he sold last week, 'stead of " This ain't getting anywhere !  Lis
payin' � some of h is debts �vith th' ten, Benson-! told you to take that 
money. Anyhow, h e  lose th' five hun- rope off Dave's neck, and I meant it !" -
dred to Jase. Before Benson could draw, and b�-

" Shane was devlin' Dave about los- fore any of his group could interfere, 
in' twelve straight hands, an' bein' Sloane leaped beside him and j ammed 
down to his last blue chip. Th' next a gun against his . middle. \Vith a 
hand would be th' thirteenth. Dave weapon, drawn in a flash, in his left 
laughed, and said thirteen was his  hand, he menaced the others beyond . 
lucky number. He took that last blue . " I'm not saying that Dave Barlow 
chip and cut th' number, 1 3 ,  on it vvith did kill Jase, or that he didn't . ' he 
his pocket-knife. d�clared sharply . " I'm saying, tl{ough, 

" Well, th' thirteen-chip win that that he's going to have a trial in the 
hand fur Dave. It kept right on win- matter-and not be hung up here and· 
nin' fur awhile, then turned ag' in' him. now ! Take that rop e  off, and unti e  his 
Fact �:S, Dave went broke. But when hands-qitick !" 
he we>h th' first pot, he took that thir- . There was muttering, and a disposi-
teen-chip an' .dropped it into a 1_)ockef tion to rebel. 
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" B etter do whut Clay says, men !" 
Bart Lowell, known as a dead shot 

and a game man, ranged himself be
side the sheriff, both guns drawn. 

" Yeah," Sloane drawled. " For I 
aim to shoot hell outa Hack, bad as 
I'd hate to do it ,  i f  you try any mon
key-business ! Better tell 'em to get at 
it, Hack. I mean business ! ' '  

" Ontie th ' damned killer, men !" 
B enson called, or rather, choked. 
" Thi s  damned accidental sheriff done 
got me dead to rights ! ' '  

Since there seemed to be no help for 
it, Kilgore and Runyon obeyed the or
-ders of their leader, and presently Dave 
Barlow was, for the time at least, out · 
of jeopardy. 

" You ride for Buffalo Lick,  Bar
low !" Sloane ordered. " I 'll  hold these 
fellows here. \Vhen you get there, 
tu rn yoursel f over to Kinney, the 
jailer. I'll  be along pretty soon." 

Barlow leaped to hi s saddle and 
rode. After he had gained a sufficient 
lead, Sloane holstered his guns. 

" Now, that poker-chip, ' '  he said. 
" It's evidence. Hand it over. " 

Benson did so rel uctantly. 
" Remember," he warned, " all us 

fellers knows about th' chip - an' 
yuh're mighty right it's evidence ! That 
poker-chip is enough to hang Barlow 
on, an' it will !" 

Clay stood holding the blue disk, on 
one side o f  which the number I 3 had 
been deeply cut. He said nothing. 
Finally he put the chip in his pocket , 
and turned toward his horse. 

" \Vhere were you , H ack," he asked, 
pausing with hand on pommel, " that 

· you didn't ride out of Buffalo Lick 
with Jase last night ?' '  

" ! rid fur home two full hours afore 
h e  did,'' Benson explained. " Jase 
stayed to celebrate a little, an' I didn't 
keer to keep him company. Does that 
answer yore question ?" 

" It answers it," Clay said, mount
ing. " Maybe you can prove your 
whereabouts, if called on to do it ?". 

" Don't know that I kin," was the 

reply. " J ase an' me hatched, yuh 
know, an' we ain't keepin' any hands 
right now. Reckin I'd have a hard 
time provin' where I was-if I had 
to. But, by God, I vvon't have to ! 
That poker-ch ip lets ever'body out in 
this kill in', except th' one that done it ! 
Git away fntm that, Mr. Sheriff !" 

There was a chorus of agreement 
from the others. 

" You left somebody there with J ase, 
I reckon ? ' ' Clay asked. . 

" Shore. Nat Gowdy," Benson re
plied. 

" I'm riding that way. Suppose you 
show me where the body is." 

Benson nodded surlily, bi1t mounted 
and rode off. He was followed by 
Clay and Lo\vell. 

The rest of the crowd, now that the 
sheriff was present, · seemed to have 
got over their lust for a lynching. Most 
of them were law-abiding, ordinarily. 
but the evidence had been strong 
against Barlow and their ire had, quite 
naturally, risen hotly. 

Arrived at the spot where Strayer 
had been attacked, as shown by the 
blood-splotched soil, Sloane asked 
everybody but Benson to remain at a 
distance. Dismotmting, h e  followed 
the rancher down into the draw where 
Nat Gowdy stood guard over the body. 

" Looks like that hole might have 
been made by a forty-five," he agreed, 
when Benson pointed out the wound. 
" As you say, Barlow carries one. So 
do a lot of men hereabouts. You pack 
a forty- four. I notice. ' '  

" Yeah. Always favored that size." . 
Clay stood near where the body lay, 

eyes searching the ground around it. 
A fter a bit he said : 

" The boov was hauled down here, 
not thrown. · You c an see where it was 
dragged down into the draw, and 
across to where it now is." 

" VVell, whut of that ?" Benson de
manded. 

" Nothing much," Sloane told him. 
:' Just pointing out that the killer 
dragged his victim dovn1 here.'' 



" Th' killer, huh? Tryin' to figger 'I'he sheriff mounted, and headed for· 
Dave outa th' play ?" -- / - Buffalo Lick, Bart Lowell riding with 

" I'm not trying to,'' Clay answered. him. 
" Maybe Dave did the killing. It looks " Looks kind of bad fur Dave, I'm 
a lot like it, I'll agree. But on the thinkin' ,'' the cowman opined, shak
other hand, maybe he didn't. I'm try- ing his head lugubriously. " That 
ing to find out. In the meantime, he's damned poker chip ! How else could it 
safe in j ail, where he'll stay until he's of got there, unless it·was dropped by 
condemn�d or acquitted. That goes as Dave ?" 
:it lays, Benson, and you had better ... - " It '11 take a lot of explaining, that 
think it over, in case you get a lynching "unlucky chip," Clay agreed. " V\Ton-
fever again." der why Dave kept it ? Vvere you in -

·what the cowman said in reply did the game, Bart ? Maybe you can ex-
- not register with Sloane, it being a Jlain it." 

muttered remark about Giay'·s alleged · " I  never played poker in my li fe, ' '  
accidental election. His eyes were in- Lowell told him, " so wasn't in th' · 
tent upon an object about ten feet from game. But I seen whut passed, stand
where he stood-a small, round bit o f  in' there by th' table. After th' 1 3-chip 
wood, lying on the trail the body had turned against Dave, th' crowd all be
made when it was d ragged into the gun j oshin' of him. But he jist 
draw. Jaughed, sayin' he aimed to keep it, be-

He picked the bit of wood up, stared cause he still believed in it. An' he 
at it for an instant, then dropped it left th' saloon with th' cussed thing 
into a pocket. in his pocket." 

" vVhut did yuh find ?" Benson de- " And it turns" up o�} the scene o f  a 
rrranded. . murder," Clay added. · 

" Nothing important," Clay replied. " I'd like to help Dave, any way I 
" Guess I'm done here." · can," Bart said. " I'm right sorry fur 

He started away, then turned. th' boy. Reckin maybe- Damn it all, 
" Are your boots half-soled, Ben- Sloane ! I might of been responsible, 

son ?" he asked suddenly. in a way, fur him pullin' that robbery', 
" Hell, no !" the cowman exclaimed, if he did pull it !" 

a bit ·surprised. " How come you ask Clay gave him a questioning glance. 
that ?" " Yuh see; Dave owes me two thou-

" Let me see," Clay ordered. sand, berried money," the rancher ex-
vVonderingly, Benson exhibited both plained. " Loaned it to him two years 

boot soles. They were not half-soled. ago. Extended payment once, makin' 
He asked Gowdy the same question, it fall due about two weeks frum now. 
and the puncher, sitting down, raised Last night I got sorta sore, seein' Dave 
both boots for inspection. T h e y lose a fourth of th' amount due me, 
showed no evidence of a cobbler's at- an' knowin', too, that he'd be ·askin' 
tention. fur another extension. So when I seen 

" \i\Tho, beside you and Gowdy, came him in front of th' Horseshoe Restau
into fhe draw after you discovered rant, after th' game was over, I told 
J ase ?" Clay asked. him I'd be unable to renew th' note 
_ " Nobody. I made th' fellers stay again. Maybe, now, I hadn't ought to 
out, figurin' th' coroner would raise of said that, j ist when he'd had some 
:hell if th' place was to git all tromped hard luck" 
over." " Speaking of that mortgage, and 

" Good !" Sloane applauded. " I'll what you told him last night, it looks 
· send the coroner out. Maybe you'd more than ever like Dave might have _ 

stick around�until he comes." gone after that roll he knew Jase car-
_, 

' 
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-ried," Clay said. " I like the boy, but 
I'm not playing any favorites in thi s  
business. I f  he's guilty, I aim t o  know 
it-and the same goes in case he isn't." 

" You're plumb right, Clay !" Bart 
approved. " But tell Dave, when yuh 
see him, that I don't aim to push him 
on that mortage." 

Sloane ·went directly to the j ail, after 
noti fying the coroner, and found Dave 

. seated on a, cot in a single cell. 
" Tell me something. VVhat became 

of that poker-chip ?" Clay demanded of 
him. 

" I'm bettin' yuh won't believe me, 
·vl'hen I tell yuh," Dave said hopelessly, 
" but here's th' facts : A fter I left th' 
game last night, I got to cussin' my
self somethin' awful about losin' money 
that wasn't really mine. Mavbe it was 
because I 'd  j i st lost a lot an' '�'as feelin' 
sorta sore, but anyhow I swore off 
playin' poker. Shore .did, Clay ! 

" I  shoved a finger in my vest pocket 
a fter a match, an' ielt that damned 
poker-<;:hip i n  it� Th' f eel of it made 
me plumb mad. I took it out an' sai led 
it into Buffalo Creek, me bein' right 
handy to it. An' that's th' truth, so 
help me !" 

" Sounds damned fishy, if  you ask 
me," Sloane told him. " A  j ury would 
laugh at you i f  you asked it  to believe 
that tale. I'm not saying it ain't true, 
understand. Maybe it i s. ·where were 
you standing when you thre\Y the chip 
away ?" 

" In front of the Hor-seshoe Restau-
rant ."  

" Anybody with yon ? ' '  
" No.  By muhsel£." 
" You had a talk with Bart Lowell ." 

Clay reminded. " :Maybe he saw you 
throw it  away ?" 

" I f  BatJ seen me do it, he didn't 
say nothin' .  Told me he wouldn't re
new my note, so I reckin I'll lose my 
place. That's whut J ase an' that 
·shifty-eyed pardner of his has been 
wantin' to see me do all along, seein' 
that I've got th' only l ivin' water in 
th' Dry Basin country. But Bart'll beat 

' e.m to it, I'm glad to say ! He's got 
th' inside ! "  

" Yea'h," Clay agreed ausently. 
" \\Then did you leave town last night ? ' '  

" About ten o'clock." 
" Ride straight to the ranch ?" 
" Yeah. Vv ent to bed right after I 

got there. Had j i st been up about an 
hour when that gang rid in on me tbis  
mornin'. H ad I knowed whut they 
was a fter, they'd never 'a' got me. I 
don't trust th�t yaller-haired, shifty
eyed, heavy-j awed Benson. Not a l it
tle bit ! He'd crook his own brother !" 

" Are yoti' certain that chip went in
to the creek ?" Clay queried, paying no 
attention to Dave's outburst. 

" I thought so,' '  was the answer. 
" But it seems not. How could it o f  
gone in th' water, then show up among 
J ase' s clothes ?  Answer me that !" 

" Maybe I will. Say, the half sole 
on one of your boots is kind of loose; 

\ain't it ?" Clay queried abruptly, eyes 
on Barlow-'s feet. 

" vV!hy-why, darned if I know," 
Dave said, puzzled. " I a in't noticed 
it ." 

H e  sat down on the cot, elevated first 
one foot · and then the other, looking 
searchingly at each. The half soles 
were perfectly firm. 

" Yuh're off yore nut, Clay," he said, 
getting up. " My soles is all tight." 

" My mistake, "  Sloane apologized. 
" ·well , I' ll be going. Sit tight, Dave, 
and I'll see what I can turn up. I f  
you killed J ase, you'll hang-· and good 
riddance. If you're innocent, I aim to 
see what can be done to prove it. So 
long." 

Sloane went to Shane's saloon, sat 
down at the table that had been used 
the night be fore for the now famous 
poker game, called for a drink, and for 
all the poker chips the house had on 
hand. vVonderingly, Buck Shane, the 
proprietor, complied. 

The sheriff examined all the chips, 
a frovm \\ rinkling his brow. A fter a 
bit he got up; forgetting to ·drink his 
whisky, a11d \vent out. He paid a visit , 
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to the local drug store, then went across 
to his office, \\·here he took the poker
chip 13 out and examined it with care. 
Five minutes later he \\·as riding for 
B ig Boulder. the raihYay tmm three 
miles a\YaY. 

Sloane's businc's in Big Boulder did 
not occupy him long. and late a fter
noon found him riding ::outh and \WSt. 
in the direction of the Stra,·er and 
B enson ranch. Skirting the ranch. he 
rode slowly onward unti l ,  at  nightfall. 
he reached Bart Lo·well ' s spread. 

Lowell grazed what was, for that 
part of the cot1ntry, a big bunch o f  
cattle, employing three punchers most 
of the year. Bart's was a bachelor 
establishment, but he had sleeping 
quarters in a small house which . had 
been built by the former owner. H i s  
meals were eaten with his  men, i n  a 
kitchen adj oining the hunk house. Sup
-per \\'as in progress when Clay arrived. 
and he was invited to sit clown ancl 
have at it .  

There \\'ere three punchers at the 
table. and one o f  then; was Ross Kil
gore. who had been (lne of the lynching 
party that morning. 

" Howd,-. Eoss. " Sloane greeted. 
" Thought. you \\·ere riding fc�r Tum 
A !cox, over on \ \" alnut Creek. . . 

" Yeah. I been ridin ' fur Tom, "  B.os:-;  
replied. ' '  But reckin I ' ll put in  \vith 
B art frum now on. " 

" Ross used to work fur- me, 
Sloane," Lowell explained, " down in 
Texas. l-Ie's a top-hand, an' I need 
0ne right now . " 

" Couldn't have a better one, I 
reckon ," Clay said absently. as he 
tackled a slab of bee f. " Right good 
chuck, Bart," he complimented. " Your 
waddies are lucky." 

Supper over, S loane and Lo\\"ell re
tired to a room in the rancher's quar
ters used as an office. Lowell sat down 
at his desk, swung his feet to the top, 
leaned back and lit a smoke. Clav 
took a chair against the \Yall opposit�. 

" There's some points in this Barlow 
matter that I wanted to talk to yon 

about," he said, lighting a smoke. 
" Some right queer features. You're 
a dang good l istener, Bart, so I'd l ike 
just to nih things off for you, then 
get your opinion. ' '  

" Go to i t !" the rancher exclaimed 
heartily. " I'd like to help yuh, any 
\\ a\· I can. " 

;; Sure, '' agreed Sloane. " So here 
goe:; : One thing in particular I can't 
understand,' '  he said quietly, steady 
eyes upon those o f  the cowman, " is  
how you overlooked a bet in what 
would otherwise have been a c inch case 
against Dave B arlo\v. How you, a 
smart fellow enough, Bart, made such 
a big mistake in the matter of poker 
chips. ' '  

Lowell ceased smoking, let  his feet 
gently clown to the floor. and stared 
unbelievingly at the speaker. It re
quired a second effort before he could 
command his tongue in speech. 

" vVhat's that. Sloane ?" he asked. 
" I  didn't catch yore remarks." '�\ es. ):ou cau�ht what I said, Bat:t," 
Claj" replied. ' And all the stallmg 
you can do will not help your situa
tion any. Incidentally, keep both your 
hands where I can see 'em. Under
stand ?" 

" \\" hy-why, hell, S loane ! ' '  Lowell 
blurted stammeringly. " Yuh must of 
gone off yore nut entirely ! \Vhut in 
hell vnh mean, handin' me that kind 
of taik ? ' '  

" Easy, Bart !' '  Clay cautioned. 
" Don't  get all het up. Here's the way 
I doped things out�and how I came 
to know pos iti vely that you killed J ase 
Stt·aver : 

" Dave Barlow swore oft playing 
poker last night." he stated, " and. in 
witness of the pact w ith himsel f, threw 
that poker-chip I 3 into Buffalo Creek 
You happened to see him do it. That 
gave you an idea, and you proceeded 
to act on it. 

" Dave's iJ1ace is valuable to stock
men because it's got an everlasting flow 
o f  water from a big spring on it. Dave, 
knowing his stuff, has refused to sell. 
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He hoped for big money later. You 
are not so well situated, nor is the 
Strayer-Benson outfit. Both of you 
lease rights to water from Dave. Both 
o f  you coveted the water hole, and both 
set out to get it. Strayer and Ben�on 
figured to k eep Dave broke, if they 
could, and found it fairly easy to do, 
on account of Dave's liking for poker. 
Dave would have to sell to save his 
place, and they figured to buy. You 

·.figured to get it  under foreclosure o f  
a mortgage. 

" But you knew that Dave would 
.sell to Strayer and Benson, rather than 
see you get it under foreclosure. He'd 
get more that way. You wanted the 
!f'anch badly. ·when you saw Dave 
throw that chip away you figured a 
way to get the water hole, get Dave 
hung, and at the same time get two 
thousand easy dollars. Jase's roll. 

" You never played a game of poker 
in your l i fe, according to your own 
:words. Poker chips all being the same 
size and general appearance, you had 
no other thought than that they are all 
composed of the same material. you 
thought wrong. There is a difference 
in poker chips. 

" There's the older kind, made o f  
a plaster of Paris composition, and the 
newer kind, made of pressed paper. 
It is difficult to distinguish between 
them-for an onlooker, I mean. One 
who handles chips often would be able 
to detect the difference in weight, also 
he would note that the paper ones are 
almost noiseless. But, knowing noth
ing about ohips, you took a lot for 
granted. . 

" A poker chip is a poker chip, you 
thought. A blue one would naturally 
he exactly like any other blue one, any
where on earth. So, seeing a certain 
blue one tossed into the creek, you de
cided to duplicate it for . purposes o f  
your own. You were cagy enough not 
to apply at the drug store in Buffalo 
Lick for a box of poker chips, but got 
them at Big Boulder instead. I learned 
that to-day. 

" You bought a box o f  the paper 
kind there last night ! 

" vVith your box of chips in hand, 
you set out for a point by which you 
knew J ase would pass, somewhat the 
worse for his celebration in town. You 
took out a blue chip and carved the 
number, 13 ,  on one side. Reproduced 
the one you hacf seen Dave carve that 
afternoon. 

" ' If J ase is found killed, out here 
on the trail, and that poker chip dis
covered on the scene, Dave will be ac
cused, and nothing can save him. To 
make mysel f strong, I'll play friendly 
to Dave, and nobody will ever so much 
as suspect me.' 

" So ran your thoughts, Bart. You 
killed Jase, robbed him, dragged his 
body into the draw, planted the _poker 
chip, and beat it for home. To your 
astonishment, Benson and his bunch 
called on you to help lynch Dave
and that wasn't what you wanted. A 
.lynching is never final-except to the 
party lynohed. There is always room 
for doubt. You wanted Dave hung 
legally, and the matter closed forever. 
The evidence was so strong there could 
be no escaping the legal noose. So 
you sent your man Kilgore along to 
delay the game until you could get me. 

" The minute I laid eyes on that 
chip which Benson gave me," Clay 
went on, " I knew there had been a 
hitch somewhere. Benson, who had 
guarded it like it was gold, ha� not 
noticed the difference. Too worked Uj) 
to notice anything but that 1 3 .  

" All the chips used a t  Shane's are 
the old type, so the one Dave had must 
have been the san1e. Somebody who 
!had never handled Shane's chips had 
pulled that killing. My mind leaped 
to you, Bart, a man who never plays 
poker. 

" That wasn't enough. But I had 
·something else. The insteps of a 
puncher's boots are usually reenforced 
with wooden pegs. Sometimes a peg 
is lost-just as there is one gone from 
your left boot now. I noticed it when 
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you elevated your feet to the desk, so 
didn't have to ask you i f  your boots 
were half.:soled, or some other stall," 
he added, grinning. " You lost the peg. 
Bart, when you were dragging J ase in
to the draw. I found it. 

" So, Lowell. the use of a pressed
paper poker-chi p  instead o f  a composi
tion one, and the loss of a shoe-peg. 
seems to indicate- Drop it ! ' ·  

Sloane suddenly broke off, slapped 
a gun out of a holster and covered 
Lowell, who had made a dive for his 
weapon. 

" Put your hands on top of the 
table !" the sheriff commanded. 

Lowell obeyed, and Clay stepped 
over and removed his guns. 

" Shove yourself back from the 
desk !" he ordered sharply. 

The cowman obeyed, and Clay, a 
moment later, produced a box of  paper 
poker chips from a dra\\:er-new ones. 
'vith one blue chip missing. 

" Reckon you'd better get up and 
come along w ith me," the sheriff said, 
his voice coldly contemptuous. " I don't 
like to have young Barlovv warming 
that cell for you any longer than ab
solutely necessary. Get up. and hold 
out your hands !" 

" Some other time, Sloane, maybe
but not right now !" 

The voice, brittle with threat, grimly 
exultant, came from behind, and Clay 
stiffened i n  his tracks. He waited. 

" Now, drop that gun r ·  
Sloane obeyed, then faced the speak

er in obedience to a command. 
Ross Kilgore stood in the doorway, 

six-gun in hand. Back of him, grin
ning in enjoyment of the occasion, 
were the two punchers the sheriff had 
seen at the supper table. One of them, 
Ben Chase, crossed over and took 
Sloane's second gun. 

" Yuh turned that trick pretty 
damned neat !"  Lo·well cried in relief. 
" J ist when I was beginnin' to think, 
Ross, that yuh w as goin' to fail me ! 
\Veil .  Mr. Acci dental Sheriff, whut do 
think about things now ?" 

' 
" Looks like that poker-chip 1 3  is 

still carrying a j inx," Clay replied. 
" vVhat puzzles me, though, is how you 
hombres expect to get away with this 
play. Now you've got me dead to 
rights, what are you aiming to do with 
me ?" 

" \V e know yuh, Sloane," Lowell an
s,vered. grinning. " Know yuh'r a 
secretive sorta cuss. never tellin' no
body \\·hut's on yore mind, until :yuh' r  
ready t o  shoot, so to speak. Chances 
i s  nobody knows that yuh suspected 
me. Anyhow, I 'm goin' to figger thata
way. Now l isten. yuh damned wise
heimer, ·while I tells yuh whut th' rest 
of th' play is ! 

" I figgerecl when yuh showed up 
this afternoon that yuh might have got 
somethin' on me, so I wised mv bunch 
up to keep tabs on yuh. That's ho\\·
come Ross an' th' rest got th' drop on 
yuh. They ain't got no more love fur 
a damned sheriff than thev has fur a 
rattler, so what we aim� t� do to -..·uh 
will come plumb easy to 'em. 

-

" \�T e aims to trail  yuh along with 
us. Sloane, until we gits a certain bunch 
of steers clean to whereat we aims to 
take 'em, then soak yuh good an' plenty 
with a gun-bar'l an' leave yuh in some 
outa th' way place whereat nothin' but 
th' buzzards and coyotes '11 find yuh. 
Yuh ain't wuth wastin' ca'tridge on. 
Now, is that plumb clear to yuh ?" 

" Sure is," Clay repl ied. " You fel
lows have been doing a bit of rustling 
on the side, huh ? Right interesting. 
Now, l isten to me a minute. You're 
dead wrong when you think that I 
came out here alone. Does that k ind 
of surprise you ?" 

Sloane paused, glancing from one to 
another of the group. H e  did not ex
pect to put his stall over. \Vhat he 
wanted was to get them to concentrate 
on what he was saying, instead of on 
him. He succeeded. 

" \Von't work. Sloane !" Ross Kil
gore declared, laughing skeptically. 
" Yuh're playin' a lone hand in this, an' 
yore stall won't help ynh any !" 
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Clay thought it might. While he 
was talking he had edged nearer to 
the open window by which he had been 
standing when Kilgore and the others 
appeared. The window offered a sl im 
chance. But a slim chance was better 
than the certainty awaiting him a trifle 
farther along the trail. 

" Yeah, that's what you fellows 
think," he said, laughing grimly. " But 
this time I played it a bit different. 
Left my posse in th' timber, with in
structions to come on here if I failed 
to get back-" · 

At that j uncture Kilgore, evidently 
impressed, shot a glance toward Lowell 
-and Clay acted. 

Feet first, he hurled himself through 
the wi.ndo'\Y. A gun cracked behind 
[1im, but the bullet missed-and he 
came to earth solidly on his feet. 

Guns roared spitefully in the room, 
their reports mixed with yells and 
oaths. 

" Out an' after him !" Lowell bawled. 
Against just such an emergency as 

had befallen, Sloane had prepared. In 
the pockets of his saddle were a pair 
of six_-guns , and he made for them. 

From the house they poured, Lowell 
.in t!he lead. 

" Go fur his broncho !" he yelled. 
" Cut him off frum th' stable an' cor
ral ! I{ he gits away now we're all 
done fur !" 

Clay reached his horse, leaped to the 
saddle and snatched hi s guns out of 
the pockets. There vias moonlight 
enough to make obj ects distinguishable. 

Lmvell's men scattered, two running 
toward the corral to make sure the 
sheriff could• not get himself a mount 
there, while a third ran swiftly toward 
where his horse had been left. 

Sloane waited. 
/ 

'Dhe moonlight revealed Ross Kil
gore coming on the run. A moment, 
and the puncher was beside him, swing
ing his gun up. 

" Here he is !" he yelled. " I got 
him, fellers ! Put them paws up, 
Sloane-" 

A gun in Clay" s hand roared, and 
Kilgore crumpled up on the ground. 
Lowell, tmder the impression that Ross 
must have done the shooting, yelled : 

" Did yuh git hi:rn ?" 
Leaping his horse over the prostrate 

body, Clay sent him straight for 
Lowell. A gun roared behind him, and 
a slug bit into the flesh of his right hip. 
The men at the corral were opening up. 

Lov,rell darted for cover behind a 

tree, reached it, and sent a strean1 of 
.lead toward Sloane. One slug caught 
hi s mount in a vital spot, and he went 
down with a sud1denness that sent Clay 
over his head. In a flash 'he was up, 
ihi·s guns turned on two shadowy forms 
near the corral. One dropped in a 

heap, cursing savagely. The other dis
appeared in the shadows back of him. 

" You're done, Lowell !" Clay called. 
" Two of your ni.en are down, and the 
.other has hightai led it ! What about it ? 
Ready to give up ?" 

" Not yet !" 
The answer came from behind-and 

Sloane wheeled to face Lowell who, in 
the darkness, had changed his position 
and come up in the rear. 

Two guns roared, flame from their 
muzzles leaping like orange streamers 
in the night. A yell of agony blended 
with tJhe racket of gunfire, and Lowell, 
gun-hand limply at his side, ·stumbled 
a fev·.r steps towatd Sloane, then - 
crashed forward on his face, twitched 
and lay still. 

He was dead when Clay reached 
him. 

" I reckin ," said Hack Benson, a few 
days later, " that we called th' tum 
when some o f  us allowed that Clay's 
election was plumb accidental. But 
there ain't nothin' acci dental about th' 
way he 's done dug in on th' j ob. Not 
by a blame sight ! He's about th' most 
intentional sheriff I ever seed or heered 
o f !" 

And if anybody in Buck Shane's 
saloon , where Hack made the declara
tion, d isagreed with him, he kept his 
objections to himsel f. 



·The Quest ofthe Green Book 
" Fifty Thousand Dollars - or the Courts and 
Ruin I "-But Bill ] erreti Planned Another Way Out 

By Don H. Thompson ---1 
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His arm camv out, a small green book in his hand 

O

N a raw February day, Bill 
Jerrett sprawled in a leather 
chair behind his littered desk, 

his smoke wreaths drifting in the 
muggy air. Melancholy twilight had 
smothered down outside, and a few 
flakes of vagrant snow drifted past the 
window. The huge office building was 
deathly still. J errett did not know why 
he stayed on. He had n o  stomach for 
the · legal business which was spread 
out before him, yet he seemed to lack 
the energy to struggle into his coat and 
make his way to the club for a solitary 
dinner. 

" Bored," he m u t t e r e d to his 
cigarette. " Must snap out of it." 

He 'heard the outer door open and 
dose. A moment later a man stood 
on the threshold of the inner office. He 

was an old man, but tall and straight, 
with an aquiline nose and thin, tight 
lips above a pointed white beard. His 
dark eyes were bloodshot, as though he 
had been sleeping badly for some time; 

" Are you Mr. J errett ?" 
" I am." J errett did not change his 

position in the chair. " Come in and 
sit down.'' 

The old man deposited his hat and 
stick upon the desk and sat facing tne 
young lawyer, staring at him strangely. 

" l\1y name is Hayward Carpenter," 
he said in a voice which vibrated with 
excitement. " I was sent here by 
Judge Huxley, my attorney, to enlist 
your services in an extremely delicate 
matter which I am praying you will be 
able to adjust." 

J en·ett smil€d wryly. He had heard 
205 
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much of Hayward Carpenter. vVall 
Street. Many millions. Conservative 
society. Dull as ditchwater. His del· 
icate matter was probably some · dif· 
ficult legal question. 

" I was just thinking," said J errett, 
" of  going to Palm Beach for a short 
vacation. I need a rest. " 

" You must not, sir !" exclaimed 
Carpenter. There was a note o.f despair 
in his voice which caught and held the 
younger man:s attention. " Really, 
you must stay here and help me. You 
are my last hope in a terrible affair 
which threatens the life and happiness 
of an innocent woman and the good 
name of  a respectable family." 

J errett sat up. His gray eyes had 
that brilliancy - which always lighted 
them at the . hint of a mvsterv. 

- H Tell me--about it,'' he said� 
The old man took a spare pinch of 

snuff from a silver @ox. For a mo
ment he  sat, snuffling over its bite ; 

· then he restored the box to a waistcoat 
pocket and began to talk in a low, even 
voice. 

" No doubt you have heard of my 
daughter, Dorothy. Perhaps yOti re
member the accounts of her wedding, 
some three years ago, to Gifford 
Bowen and the subsequent sudden and 

1 tragic death of her young husband. He 
passed away quite suddenly and-'' 

"I remember," said J_errett nodding. 
Hayward Carpenter inserted a finger 

between his throat and his collar
pulling at it as though it choked him. 

" As far as the world knew," he 
went on, " it was a happy marriage; but 
beneath the surface was a terrible 
tragedy. Bo-wen was a sick man men
tally, a man quite mad. His most per-
sistent delusion was that his wife was 
untrue to him, and he made her life 
miserable with his petty persecutions. 

" Dorothy confided in me. \V e de· 
cided that the marriage was a failure, 
a .  great mistake, and we decided to in-: 
stitute proceedings fpr a divorce. It 
was then that Bowen played the trump 
�card which he had been holding for 

\· 

just such a contingency. He informed 
my daughter that he had been keeping 
a diary in which he had written all the 
fantastic imaginings o f  his disordered 
mind, and he threatened to make it 
public when the suit was filed. He 
even read some of the passages to me, 
terrible accounts of  how he had trailed 
his wi fe when she went to meet other 
men. · I knew that these ravings were 
ridiculous, but I was also a ware of the 
fact that Bowen had contrived to make 
them sound very real. 

" Dorothy insisted upon dropping 
the case, rather than drag me through 
the courts. You can imagine, Mr. Jer
rett, what the newspapers w6uld do to 
me." 

" I  can imagine," said J errett grave
ly. " Go on." 

. " Six months later," the old man re
smned, " Bo-vven was told that he was 
headed for the grave. It was then 
that this fiend wrote _into that diary the 
sentences which have haunted me day 
and night. God, I'll never forget 
them. He tortured me by reading 
them to me. He wrote : ' My wife 
Dorothy is plotting my death. I am 
convinced that she is  slowly poisoning 
me with some insidious d rug. ' A few 
weeks later he died. 

" I made everv effort to find that 
diary after his de�th, but it was no use. 
The green book had disappeared. For 
a ·  year we lived in fear. Nothing 
happened and we began to hope , began 
to . make ourselves believe that the 
diary had been destroyed by Bowen 
before his death. 

" Three clays ago I got this through 
the mail." 

He reached into an inside pocket of 
his frock coat, withdrew a letter and 
passed it tq J errett. It read : 

DE:AR MR. CARPENTER : 
One of my clients has in his posses

sion a small green book which he be
lieves you will be glad to purchase for 
a reasonable sum. You can open nego
tiations by calling me on the telephone 
at my office. Yours sincerely, 

HAAULTON BROWNE. 
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Jerrett dropped the letter to the desk 
and v,rhistled in amazement. Interest 
glowed �n his eyes. 

" Browne again !" he exclaimed. " I 
know this man, Mr. Carpenter. In fact, 
I've had one or two brushes ·with him. 
He is an attorney, once highly 
respected, who turned crooked and 
made a fortune through blackmail. He 
i s  a dangerous antagonist. By George, 
I'd like to clip his wings for him. He 
made me look rather foolish the last 
time I was retained to frustrate one of 
his little schemes." 

Hayward Carpenter groaned and 
mopped his face with a handkerchief. 

" How can it be done ?" he de
manded. 

Jerrett grinned. He was on his feet 
now, alive, vibrant and eager. 

" I  confess I don't know," he said, 
" but we will certainly make an effort. 
You haven't been near this fellow ?" ' 

Carpenter shook his  head. 
" N o. I didn't know what to do, so 

I did nothing f or two days. Then I 
went to Judge Huxley and he sent me 
to you." 

" Describe this book to me. \Vhat i s  
i t  like ?" 

" It's a small book, about six by four 
inches, covered with green silk. It  
has, I should j udge, about t\vo hundred 
pages, and most of them have been 
written on with blue ink I could easily 
identifv it ." 

" You wonld be willing to pay al
most anv sum to recover it ?" 

Carpe'ilter smiled bleakly. 
" Of course, but I want some assur

. ance that I will not be hounded for
ever by this j ackal." · 

J en�ett considered. 
" That," he said, " is the hitch. If  

you b<;mght this book from Browne 
you would have to buy photostatic 
copies of it for the next t wenty years. 
Now tell me, how did this diary find 
its way into the hands of the most un
scrupulous blackmailer in the city ? 
Who sold it to him ?'' 

''I don't know," replied Carpenter. 

" Can you guess ?" 
" Yes. Grayson i s  a possibility; He 

was Bowen's confidential secretary. 
Perhaps he knew o f  the existence of 
the book and took i t  as soon as he 
heard of Bowen's death. I believe the 
book was kept in the safe in Bo·wen's 
office.'' 

" Good," said J errett. " That's - a 
starting point. We'll start looking 
for Grayson to-night. I'll put some de
tectives on his trail. In the meantime 
I will arrange for a meeting with 
Browne, get his terms and see if I can 
worm anything out of him as to the 
whereabouts of the book. That's all 
we can do for the present. I'll keep 
you informed as the case progresses. 
Mr. Carpenter, and rest assured that I 
will do everything that can be clone to 
defeat this man." 

Hayward Carpenter trembled as he 
got out of  his  chair. 

" I .  hope so," he said simply. 
vVhen he had closed the door behind 

his client, J errett seized a telephone di
rectory and began searching for the 
home number of  :Mr. Hamilton 
Browne. 

II 0 N the carved and gilded balcony 
of Wong Foo's cafe, Bill Jerrett 
ate preserved fruits and drank 

Mandarin tea, his eyes upon the imita
tion teak door which led to Market 
Street. On the floor below \Vong Foo's 
native orchestra struggled desperately 
with a j azz tune, and its product was 
good enough to lure one or two couples 
to the tiny dancing _vpac�. J errett 
watched them without interest. 

Presently a short, dumpy man came · 

in and spoke to the moon-faced head 
waiter, who pointed to the steps lead-

· 
• 

ing to the balcony. The man climbed 
the stairs and came over to J errett' s 
table. It was Browne. He was a · 
man of sixty, perhaps, smoothly 
shaved, carefully dressed. His features 
were round and almost expressionless, 
except the eyes,  which were a deep-
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blue and were shaded by long, curling 
"· �· lashes. 

He bowed cautiously to J errett. 
" Good evening," he said softly. He 

got out of his overcoat and sat down 
at the table. " It is better thart: we 
meet here, for the present. We can 
talk and we won't be seen." 

" Suits me,'' said J errett grimly. 
----:.� Did you bring the book ?" 

Browne chuckled low in his throat. 
" Come, J errett,'' he said gently. 

" Do you think I am that kind of a 
fool ?  That book is locked away." 
He rubbed his small, pudgy hands to
gether, and a diamond sparkled in the 
dry light. " Money will bring it out, 
Jerrett, money, and nothing else. D on't 
try any of your tricks. You have a 
reputation for tricks." 

"Very well," retorted J errett. " HO!W 
much money do you want for the 
areen book ?'' 
o F 1 . h "  " ifty thousand dol ars 111 cas . 

" Unun. Quite a lot of money, isn't 
'it ?" 

Browne smiled his oily smile. 
" A trifle to Hayward Carpenter, a 

mere trifle." 
" And if we don't pay ?" 
" Ah," breathed Browne, " then 

your client is going to have a very bad 
time of it, a very bad time indeed. 
Let me make this situation clear to 
you, J errctt. There are certain per
sons in this city wl1o have no reason to 
love old Carpenter, in fact, they have 
every reason in the world to hate him. 
It happens that these persons own a 
newspaper. It also happens that they 
were instrumental in electing the new 
district attorney. Does that show you 

_ where you stand ?" 
"In other words," said J errett blunt-

w ly, " you wilf turn the book over to 
these persons if we do not pay, and 
Mrs. Bowen and her father will be ex
posed in the newspapers ?" 

Browne struck the table with his fist. 
" And Mrs. Bowen will be prose

cuted for the murder of her husband !" 
" That would hardly stand up, 

Browne," protested J errett. " -The ev
idence would be rather - slim, you 
know." 

" Slim, yes, but good enough to 
make a trial and the trial would ruin 
her. Think, man, what the news
papers could do with a case like that ! 
It has everything, love, mystery, 
money !" Browne's eyes glittered at 
_the thought. 

J errett chose to ignore the idea. 
·: How much time do we get ?" he 

demanded. 
Browne frowned. He was afraid 

that too much time might be danger
ous, for he was fully aware of  Jerrett's 
ability to cope with seemingly hope
less situations. 

" Five days," he said. H Telepho11e 
me your decision and I will tell you 
what I want done." 

" Right. " J errett lit a cigarette. 
H Rather a risky business -you are in 
now, Browne. Fine chance to wind 
up in some nice penitentiary, what ?" 

Brovvne's round face reddened. 
H You'll never put me there, J er

rett,". he said calmly. " You're a 
pretty foxy little fellow, but you're out 
of your depth this time. And I'm warn
ing you that one crooked move from 
you and all negotiations_ are off. I 
knew damned well Huxley would ring 
you in on this case. vVhen I started 
out with it I to ld myself that Huxley 
'\vas - Carpenter' s  lawyer, and Huxley 
believes you a!'e quite a fellow, so I 
knew I would have you to deal with . 
I've been careful, J errett, and this 
scheme is bomb-proof. The best thing 
you can do is to pay and forget it." 

· 

" Perhaps it is," agreed J errett. 
H But look here, Browne, suppose we 
pay, will that be an end to the matter ?" 

" Why wouldn't it be ?" 
" Why ?  Because you probably 

have plenty- of copies and you will be 
around in thirty days to s!!ll them. 
Isn't that conect ?" 

" That's my business,''  growled 
Browne, " and I've said all I've got to 
say to you. The- next move is yours." . 

., 4 b 
- � -



H Correct," said J errett, getting up 
" from the table. 

They parted on the sidewalk in front 
of the restaurant. 

" Call me when you're ready to pay," 
said Browne. 

" I'll call you," J errett promised. 
The next four days were busy ones 

for J errett. His work lay neglected 
in his office \vhile he combed the city 
for Grayson, the former secretary to 
Gifford Bowen. But not a sign of the 
man did he find. At a place where 
Grayson had lodged the landlady said 
that he had packed his bags with con
siderable haste and had departed, de
daring that he was going to South 
America. The detectives - hired by 
J errett had no better luck. They, too, 
returned empty handed . 

It was then that J erreH went to see 
Dorothy Carpenter Bowen and found 
her to be a pale , frail little woman who 
told her story in a halting voice. Her 

- face was lined by the nervous strain 
which she had been under. She knew 
of no person other than Grayson who 
might have come into possession of the 
little green book which threatened to 
wreck her life. 

" Then Grayson must be the man," 
said J errett. " \V e must stake our case 
on that." 

So he went back to the job in hand 
and tried desperately to discover where 
Browne kept his treasure, but to no 
avail. He even considered burglary, 
but gave it up as too dangerous:. 

" Browne would like nothing better 
than to get a shot at me," he told him
self. 

He had the blackmailer followed, 
watched every move he made, dogged 
his associates and found nothing. 

At noon on the fifth clay he had to 
confess himself beaten. He went, with 

'a heavv heart, to the office of Car
penter -;mel informed his client that it 
would be necessary to pay the money. 

" I s  there no chance for us ?'' asked 
the old man. 

'' One," replied J errett, " and we are 
D 
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going to take it. I will call Browne on 
the telephone, make an appointment 
with him for to-night, and we will try 
an experiment. If it works, we · 

come out in the clear. If  it doesn't we 
will have to find some new method of . 
heading him off." 

· · 

Carpenter bowed slightly. 
" I am in your hands," h e  said. 
J errett picked up the telephone and 

called Browne's number. 
" Hello, Browne ? This is J errett. 

Yes. \V e are ready to pay your price. 
Yes. When will we see you ? Seven 
o'clock ? All right. I want to bring 
Mr. Carpenter and two members of 
the family along to identify the book. 
No, no tricks. Just a business precau
tion. Understand ? Yes, we'll be there." 

He replaced the receiver and turned 
to Carpenter. 

" We are to meet him at his home. at 
seven o'clock to-night," he said., 
" Bring fifty thousand dollars in large 
bills." 

III 

SEVEN o'clock. The poker-faced 
butler in Mr. Bro\vne's ornate 
home in an exclusive suburb 

opened the door for J errett, Carpenter 
and two young men and led them into . 
the huge living room. They walked 
over the thick, rich carpet to the far
ther end, where Browne stood warm .. 
ing his little hands before an open fire. 
He turned quickly at their approach. 

" Good evening, gentlemen," he said 
in his soft voice. 

J errett greeted him cordially. Car
penter and the other two men were 
silently aloof. 

· 

Browne's manner was urbane as he 
an-anged chairs before the fireplace 
and waved his guest to them. 

" Shall we proceed to business ?" he_ 
inquired blandly. 

" The sooner the better," said Jer-
rett. " The first thing, · of course, is 
the production of t:P.e -book." 

The blackmailer smirked. 
_ �<Beg pardon, J errett. The first thing 
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is the-ah-payment of the · money. 
That is first, my slick f riend." 

J errett nodded to Carpenter, who 
flipped a roll of bills f rom his pocket 
and tossed it to Browne. The black
mailer counted the money carefully. 

" Right," he said. " Now for the 
document." He stood up _ and faced 
his four guests. " I've warned you 
before, J errett, not to try force with 
me, but perhaps it would be well to 
warn you again. I am armed and I 

_ will not hesitate to defend myself. It 
will be much the worse for you if you 
try to balk my plans." 

" I  have enough sense to realize that 
I an1 beaten," said J errett. 

Browne stepped quickly to the wall, 
lifted a picture which hung there and 
exposed the combination of a small 
safe. His fingers twirled the dial, his 
arm went into the recess and came out, 
a small green book in his hand. Stand
ing at a safe; distance fmm the four 
men he tossed the volume to Carpenter, 
who caught it deftly. The old man ex
amined the document eagerly, passed 
it to the other two men, and all three 
of them pored over it. Then Carpenter, 
a queer, wild look in his eyes, leaned 
forward and whispered something to 
Jerrett. 

The lawyer leaped to his feet. 
" It's as I thought, Browne !" he 

_ snapped. " This book is a rank for
gery ! V\That are you trying to put 
over on us ? We refuse to pay fifty 
thousand dollars for a fake ! Take it !" 
He threw the book upon the floor at 

_ the blackmailer's feet. 
Browne's eyes narrowed. 
" You lie !" he cried. " The police 

will show you whether this book is  a 
_ forgery ! I'll make you regret this 

move, you fool !" 
J errett laughed. 
" Not a chance, Browne. I've been 

_ after you for a long time, and now I've 
gQt you, and got you good. Under

. stand ? This book i s  a forgery. That 
money you have in your hand is  
marked. These two men here are de-

.., 

tective sergeants from headquarters. 
You are under arrest, Browne, charged 
with blackmail and forgery. We'll put . 
you where you belong, and do it 
damned quickly !" 

Browne's amazed eyes went to the 
two young men. Silently they turned 
back their coats and exposed their 
shields. 

" What can you prove ?" demanded 
the blackmailer in a queer, choked 
voice. " Vlhat can you prove ?" 

" Plenty," sneered Jerrett. " It's the 
pen for you, Browne. We've got 
Grayson. He admits the whole deal. 
He forged the book, knowing some
thing of the Bowen case, and when 
Bowen died he sold it to you. He's 
sick of the '>Vhole business, anxious to 
turn State's evidence, and when he 
does that your name is mud." 

For a moment Browne leaned 
against the wall, as though he had 
suddenly been struck upon the chin. 
He was thinking, quickly, desperately. 
The clock on the mantel ticked loudly. 

" Come," said Carpenter to the de
tectives. " Take him and let's get this 
dirty business over with." 

The words galvanized the little 
blackmailer into action. There was a 
flash of dark coat sleeve and Browne 
was pointing a snub-nosed automatic 
at the four men in front of him. 

" Hands up, you fellows ! Quick ! I 
mean business. Now you, J errett, 
hand· me that book." J errett obeyed 
the order, his eyes upon the menacing 
weapon. 

Browne sidled to the fireplace and 
threw the book upon the flames. Keep
ing his guests covered, he moved to 
the safe, removed a package of films 
and a dozen sheets of paper. These 
he also tossed into the blaze. When 
they were burned to a crisp he lowered 
the pistol. He was his suave, tirbane 
self once more. 

" Sorry,'' he said, " but it was nec
essary. Your detectives are now wel
come to search the place." 

" Not a bad idea." assented Terrett. . . 
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He made a sign to the two men and 
they began ransacking the safe, the 
desk and poked about in other places 
where Browne might have concealed 
duplicate plates of the little green book. 
After thirty 1i.1inutes of work they gave 
up and . departed from the house with 
the smlling Carpenter, leaving Jerrett 
and Browne smoking before the fire. 

" vVell," said Browne cheerfully, 
<I rn1 out fifty thousand artd you're out 
the satisfaction of seeing me in jail. 
After all, I guess I can't kick. I got 
the best of the bargain." And he smiled 
his oily smile as he looked at the young 
lawyer. �> 

" Oh, I don't know," said Jerrett. 
" It's queer how some of these things 
work out, Brovme. The first time I 
ever met you I concluded that you 
were a coward, tha,t you would run 
like a rat if you ever got in a tight cor
ner, and I decided to-night to give you 
a little test. Psychology is a great 
study, Browne. You really ought to 
take it up. It would help you in your 
\York." 

He broke off and blew smoke rings 
toward the raftered ceiling. 

" Wha:t the hell do you mean ?'' 
Browne deman-ded. 

" I mean," said ] errett, " that 
never saw a crook yet who did not per
form true to type. If you can classify , 
them, you've got them. I classified 
you as a rat. You are a rat. 
you lose." 

" Talk sense," growled the 
mailer. 

" Very well, I will. I conclude that 
you are a coward. I rig up a little 
scene for. your benefi.t. I scare ·you . ..  
Y ot1r fear gets the best of your judg- · 

ment. You act on the impulse of the 
moment. In that moment you do 
what I want you to do. Understand ?" 

B rowne's face was a study in cold 
fury. He turned upon Bill 1 errett 
savagely . .  

" Do you mean to say that I was _ � 
hoa..-xed into burning that book ?" 

" Exactly. The book was genuine 
and easily worth fifty thousand 
dollars. "  

" But Grayson ?" 
" A  guess, a shot in the dark." 
" The detectives ?" 
" Hired for the evening." 
Browne sank back in his chair and 

smoked in silence. Presently he took 
the cigar out of his mouth and said : 

" By God, J errett, you're good !'' 

Detective Sergeant Conscience 
I. T took seventeen years, but conscience finally got its man. And an unknown 

thief sent back fifty dollars he had stolen from 1 oseph Rotolo and restored 
Rotolo's faith in human nature. 

Rotolo lives in Covington, Louisiana. He recently received by mail the 
fifty dollars and a note explaining that the anonymous donor had stolen it 
from him seventeen years ago when Rotolo and his family were living at Rose-

·Jand,: Louisiana. 
· 

./�· � 



The Red .Yacht Sails 
By Madeleine Sharps Buchanan 

Three Fall Foul of the Terror That 
Stalks the Decks of the Mystery Ship 

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE 

"C''RD B R 0 0 M A L L society r �rook , and his pal, Bert Hughes, 
make the acquaintance of Horace 

Lowell, a millionaire. The thieves were 
on the trail of a beautiful emerald, and 
knew that its owner, Mrs. Evans
Smyth, would be at a house party and 
yachting trip Lowell was planning in  
his  Red yacht. 

Lowell, bel ieving the crooks were 
respectable yotmg men, inYited them to 
go on the trip. Hughes went ahead to 
look over the ground. \�'hen Broomall 
arrived late at night he found the 
natives of Leesport upset over a star
tling occurrence. The revolving ray o f  
the Bangcroft Lighthouse had stopped 
without the interference of any known 

agency, and was shin
ing full on Lowell's Red 
yacht, anchored in the 
bav. 

·Broomall learned that 
this had happened twice be
fore. The first time, Mrs. 
Curtis Red, wife of the former 
ovvner of the yacht, had been found 
aboard lashed to a chair and strangled 
to death . The second time, Eddie Al
lison, cashier of Mr. Lowell's bank, 
"\Yas escaping with fifty thousand dol
lars' >vorth of bonds ; police were pur
suing him along the beach when the 
light rested suddenly on Eddie making 
his get-away in a boat. The bonds 
-vvere never found. Eddie died in 
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prison withotit revealing where he had 
hidden them. 

At Lowell' s house, Broomail found 
Mr. and Mrs. Evans.-Smyth , Neal Gal
braith, Flossie Kearson, Pierce Col
gate, a wealthy idler, Dr. Hunter, a 
psychiatrist, Lowell himself, and his 
niece Nancy. But Hughes had disap-

. peared, called away suddenly, Lowell 
told Broomall, by a message from out 
of town. Broomall was puzzled. Then 
he found a note from Hughes ad
dressed to him. Deciphered, it read, 
" SOS." 

One other alarming discovery 
Broomall made. The emerald Mrs. 

Evans-Smyth was wearing 
was false, though she, ap
parently, believed it genuine. 

to death. As Broomall was turning 
away he saw a huge hairy hand rise 
out Of the sea, grasp the boat's rail, 
and vanish. 

Broomall notified the police, and an 
alarmed company gathered aboard. . It 
was decided that they would start the 
next day on the cruise as planited . 
Pete Salter, detective, arra.nged to. go 
with them. He believed that was :the 
only way he could solve the Red ya�ht's 
mystery. 

Before they sailed they held .. an in� 
. quest. No one admitted knowing the 

murdered 'woman. 

CHAPTER VII 
Mute Testimony 

F
ORD BROOMALL never 

forgot the inquest in the long 
bare room behind the under

taking establishment on the main 
street, just as dawn was tinting 
the harbor waters and the quaint, 

-- " \Vhat did he see down there," Salter demanded, 

Broomall , wondering if  the halting 
. of the Bangcroft Light on the Red 
yacht was associated in any way with 
1his pal� resolved that night to examine 
the boat after every one had gone to 
·bed. He rowed out to her and went 
aboard. In the chart room he dis

covered Dorothy Green, a one-time as

sqciate, lashed to a chair and stra.,p.gled 

" that made him jump overboard ? " 

pretty to\vn of Leesport a delicate 
pink. . 

He was not conscious o f  not having 
slept, and his entire body was keyed 
with horror, tense with excitement; 
His eyes followed eagerly the men, 
Lowell's guests, who went, one by ol1.<;, 
to glance at the body of the murdered 
:woman, which lay upon a table at one: 
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end of the room, but upon no , face 
could he find a trace of recognition, or 
anything but shock. 

Evans-Smyth, a short, stout man of 
perhaps fifty-fi\\:e, with a dark, smooth 
shaved face that was inclined to be 
puffy, and graying hair that was plas
tered down with something that made 
it look like black oilcloth, was frankly 
disgusted and let everybody · know it. 
He merely glanced at the dead woman. 

" Outrageous, Lowell," he kept mut
tering to his host. " Having a crime 

. on your yacht just before she sails. If 
the women get onto this before sailing 
time our cruise is off !" 

" They won't get onto it," snapped 
Lowell, " unless you tell 'em." 

Pierce Colgate interested Broomall, 
and he studied keenly the men who 
were to be his companions upon a jour

_ney that he felt would be momentous. 
At his side, Dr. Hunter kept dra\vling 
his strange remarks. 

" Colgate i s  a good study, Mr. 
Broomall. Powerful athlete, with the 
eyes of a hypnotist. Be a skilled chap 
with mental therapeutics. Any man 
with any psychological knowledge 
would see that. When you get a chance 
to look at Colgate closely note the ·wide 
space between the upper lid of his eye 
and the pupil. ' '  

Broomall glanced again at the tall, 
broad young man, who was turning 
away from the body on the table. He 
noted Colgate's splendid build, his big 
wrists and hands, his slightly protrud
mg Jaw. 

" Clever at surf boarding, is  Col
gate," Hunter was drawling. " Golf, 
tc·o. Nice chap, but interesting. A 
monomind. Thinks of nothing but 
himself." 

Surf boarding. That meant Colgate 
must be a good swimmer. And ·what 
was that hypnotism stuff ? Was there 
really anything in the rubbish this doc
tor kept talking ? If so, what had he 
thought of Bert ? \:Vhat was he think
ing of him, Broomall ? 

" Nobody seems to know the poor 

girl," said Hunter, producing a silver 
cigarette case. " Yet you say you saw 
her at the Lowell house last night. 
Extraordinary. ' '  

" I  certainly did," snapped Broom
all. " She must have gone to see 
somebody." 

" Yet the butler has denied admitting 
her, or ever seeing her," reminded the 
doctor. .c Ah, here comes the local 
sleuth. Most amazingly interesting 
type. The born trailer. I f  I were a 
criminal I should fight shy of Pete 
Salter. Only his eyes save him from 
being a sadist." 

Broomall glanced sidewise at Dr. 
Hunter. Had the man meant that as 
a warning for him ? But he had com
mitted no crime. He probably would 
not commit one now, since poor Bert 
was so mysteriously out of the picture. 
All his wits, if he had any, must be 
used to rescue his pal, not to obtain 
the Green Pool emerald, which already, 
he did not doubt, the crook at the bot
tom of all this devilment had in his 
possession. 

" Things will cut loose here after the 
yacht gets away," chuckled Hunter. 
" The servants up at the Lowell place 
will be put through their steps, the 
lighthouse keepers and the watchman. 
The idea is, I believe, isn't it, Broom
all, to permit us to sail as quickly as 
possible ?" 

" I belien it is." said Broomall 
shortly. 

Pete Salter, on his way to them, 
had been halted by one of the hastily 
assembled jury. The room was grow
ing brighter with the morning sun
shine. They \Yould have a good sail
ing day ! 

Suppose he stood up and told what 
he knew, about the girl on the table, 
about Bert, about himself, about the 
Green Pool emerald, which had already 
been taken from Mrs. Evans-Smyth ? 
He could fancy the excitement that 
_would cause. Even the clever Salter 
did not guess any of that, Broomall 
felt reasonably sure. How could he? 



THE RED YACHT SAILS 215 

And in that well-bred group of 
Lowell's guests, Smethers and his jury, 
even Doc Hastings, the pleasant non
descript little coroner, who endeavored 
to handle the matter properly, were 
helpless and handicapped. · With Tom 
Hagan and his wife, and the light
h_ouse keepers they were more at home. 

As he listened to Hastings question
ing Lowell and his guests, Broomall 
decided that Salter was right. The only 
thing to do was to sail the Red yacht. 
For there was no doubt that one of 
those· men lied when he denied ever 
having seen the murdered woman. And 
Dorothy Green was not the sort to go 
to the Lowell house after midnight to 
see a woman. Just what her call had 
to do with the Green Pool emerald, 
Broomall would have given a good bit 
to know. Her room at the Hagans' 
hotel had, of course, long since been 
gone over by Salter and his men. Again 
he seemed to see that dreadful hand 
creeping up over the gleaming brass 
rail of the yacht. 

Suppose Dorothy had got the 
emerald and taken it to the boat for 
some obscure reason. Suppose it was 
still on the boat, for Dorothy Green 
was a clever one ! There was that 
scrap of material he had picked off the 
chair to which the girl was bound . .  
Bert's suit. That was not so good. 
Bert Hughes would ; not kill any 
woman to get any gem. Of that 
Broomall was certain. And the woman 
who called herself Dorothy Green 
would not share with any one. She was 
all for herself. No loot that she had 
ever got her hand on, so far as Broom
all knew, had she ever split with a pal. 

He turned to find Dr. Hunter re
garding him with sleepy amusement. 
Obeying a defiant impulse he spoke. 

" If you can read people so well, 
doctor, what do you think of the 
murdered woman ?" 

Hunter grinned. " I think she was 
a crook," he said simply. 

Pete Salter bl"ought up at last be
side Broomall and, leaning against the 

wall, lighted his pipe. The jury had 
filed out to find its verdict. 

" Fidler is still down and out," im
parted the detective. " But I don't 
fancy we'll get anything from him. I 
found the coffee in his thermos had 
been drugged, and he probably drank 
it, fell asleep and was dumped on shore 
by some one he never laid eyes on. The 
keepers of the Bangcroft Light swear 
they saw nothing and heard nothing 
unusual last night or any other night. " 

" If that big light was stopped and 
started again, one of them must be 
telling a lie !'' flared Broomall, whom 
Hunter's reply had startled and ag
itated. " And I suppose these people 
are also telling the truth," he added 
disgttstedly, " when they all deny 
knowing the dead girl ?" 

�· I kind of guessed they would deny 
it,"' grinned Salter. 

As Salter spoke there was a soft 
patter of feet at the door, a strange 
little whine, and the great dog that 
had sprung at Broomall's throat when 
he entered the Lowell house the night 
before, trotted into the room. 

It gave Ford Broomall a sick feel
ing to Iook at him. Speed was an enor
mous brute, like a wolf, gray as .. the 
dawn, with a long wicked muzzle. As 
he stood for a moment, poised with 
horrible grace, his lips curled back in a 
soundless snarl and Broomall saw the 
red glare in his eyes. And into Broom
all's mind flashed the question even 
then :  " What could have stopped such 
a beast in the midst of his rush?" 

No one said anything. Tfre thing 
happened in a moment. Across the 
room to the body of the girl on the 
table sprang the huge dog, laid his nose 
on the cold hand and lifted hi'S muzzle 
and whined ! 

It was horrible. The dog had been 
the only one to admit that he knew the 
murdered woman ! That he did, not a 
man who witnessed his action would 
have doubted ! 

Lowell's voice came then, sharp, taut 
with fear and anger. 
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" Speed ! Come here, Speed !'' 
Bitt Speed withdrew from the body, 

sat back on his haunches, and, with his 
magnificent head uptilted, continued 
that throaty whine ! 

Pete Salter dropped his hand on 
Broomall's tense shoulder. 

" Mute testimony !" he said with a 
satisfied little nod. " I rather doubted 
your story for a time, Mr. Broomall, 
but I apologize. '' 

Lowell house, and just after the attack 
o f  the huge dog, he had regarded this 
short, stout butler, Carlin by name, as 
a stupid, harmless creature. During 
his brief testimony at the inquest that 
early morning he had seen no reason 
to alter his opinion. But on the decks 
of the old Red yacht he somehow was 
not so sure about Carlin. Possibly that 
was because he had come upon the 
scene just after Speed had been myste
riously halted in his furious rush at 

CHAPTER VIII the newcomer, because he was Lowell's 
man, and because the great dog · had 

Nancy's Fear told them as plainly as possible that 
A T  noon that day the Nancy Lowell Dorothy Green was no stranger to him . 

.t'\,. sailed, the A u g  u s t sunshine Broomall was bewildered and upset 
gleaming on her brass rails, her as the yacht slipped out of the harbor 

gay awnings, her brilliantly painted and almost curtsied past the snowy 
sides. Her cabin was filled with shaft of the Bangcro ft Lighthouse. 
flowers, and every luxury that might He had been tmable to learn how Bert 
contribute to the comfort of his guests Hughes had left Leesport, although he 
Lowell had crowded aboard her. had questioned Carlin and the men at 

The people of Leesport had gone to the garage. If Bert had really gone, 
the ·water edge to witness the sailing of which he did not believe for a moment, 
the Red yacht, for the story of the then he had walked, carrying the two 
Bangcroft Light halting across her the fashionable bags which he had taken 
night before had crept out. That the to the Lowell house party. And that 
murder of the woman who, so far, was was not at all like Bert. 
a stranger to the little town, was still a \Vhich o f  these men knew the secret 
secret, Broomall did not doubt, for he of his pal's disappearance ?  He glanced 
had heard every man who had been at Hunter, Lo-well, Colgate, Evans
present at that hideous inquest at dawn . Smyth, and Galbraith. A more im
solemnly sworn to silence. They were maculately attired group o f  gentlemen 
alarmed and impressed by the crime, off for a lazv, luxurious cruise it would 
and alive to the fact that Pete Salter be hard to fit1d. But that meant nothing · 
must be given his way, if they would to Ford Broomall, or perhaps to Pete 
not wake some morning to find Lees- Salter, working somewhere in the fore
port in the grip of ·a horror no man castle with the crew. Somewhere under 
could control, and overrun with re- this exteri or o f  wealth, ease, good 
porters, daubed with publicity. nature and breeding, there crawled a 

The N ancv Lowell, as Broomall hideous thing, the heart of the pic
preferred to think of the yacht, carried turesque yacht, that no amoLmt of re
beside Lowell and his guests, Captain modeling, o f  fresh paint and shining 
Jonas Seal, first mate Tom Hagan, brass could turn into a lady ! 
second mate Harry Miller, and six The fresh breeze was rioting through 
sailors, of whom Pete Salter was one. the rose-hued cabin where, the night 
There was a chef, a maid for the before, Dorothy Green had been 
women, and the Lowell butler, who strapped to the gayly upholstered chair ! 
had charge of the deck amusements, If the women knew that-
the drinks and did valet duty for the From where he stood on deck, 
men. When Broomall arrived at the Broomall could see the rail where, just 
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a few hours previous, he had glimpsed 
the dreadful hand clinging ! There was 
something · else there now, Tom 
Hagan's fingers, as the first mate bent 
thoughtfully over the brass and rubbed 
it with his calloused palm. He looked 
up, caught Broomall's eye, shrugged 
and walked away. 

" I am so sorry your friend Mr. 
Hughes did not get back in time to 
come with us,'' said a sweet voice at 
B�oomall's shoulder, and he swung 
about to confront Nancy Lowell, a 
picture in a dainty blue costume, 
honest regret in her pretty face. 

Beside her, however, stood the great 
dog Speed, and the red glare in his 
unblinking eyes told Broomall that he 
was not yet ready to make friends with 
him. 

',� Do you know why he went, Miss 
Lowell ?" asked Broomall bluntly. " It 
wasn't like Bert. I've been a bit wor
ried about him. "  

Nancy Lowell drew closer to him, 
and the dog took a stiff step forward, 
keeping against her side. 

" I've been a bit worried myself," 
she said simply. 

· 

Broomall started and looked keenly 
into her lifted eyes. Then he saw 
that she was more than pretty, that 
there were depths to her eyes, lines to 
her soft lovely lips, a tilt to her charm
ing head that spoke of the unusual, of 
character, of unguessed strength and 
common sense beneath all her dainty 
femininity. Utterly unlike the other 
two women, who were already busy 
with bridge, cocktails, cigarettes, she 
stood beside him looking back at shore, 
her brows drawn together, and follow
ing her gaze Broomall saw that she 
was looking at the fast receding Bang
croft Lighthouse. 

" Why have you been worried about 
Bert ?" he asked gently. · 

" Because I don't know ·when he 
.went away or-or how," she whis
pered. " It just seemed strange to 
me. We had been out :o look at the 
Bangcroft Lighthouse, a�d he had just 

said that nothing on earth could drag 
him away f rom here before this cruise 
or until he had seen you. There are 
stories about that light, you know. 
About it stopping now and then as they 
say it did last night, and about-but 
that would spoil your cruise if I told . 
you that. Bert was interested in the 
light. He asked all sorts of questions 
and he stopped up at the lantern for so 
long after we ·went on down the stairs. 
I don't know why I tell you this. You'll 
think me silly." 

" Not at all," said Broomall eagerly, 
his hands fastening tensely on the rail, 
his thoughts busy with Bert's note and 
the bit of cloth he had picked tip the 
night before from that dreadful chair 
in the gay lounge. 

Why had Bert lingered in the lan
tern of that mysterious light ? What 
fwd he learned about itf Was that 
why he had been put out of the way 
before he, Broomall, arrived ? Had 
Bert stumbled upon something even 
bigger than the Green Pool emerald ? 

" I  couldn't find out how he got the 
message or how he went,'' the girl was 
going on softly. " I just can't seem to 
get it. Carlin brought us his explana
tion and his apologies." 

She had. then, made inqumes. 
Broomall glanced at her firm profile. 
He wondered how Hunter would class 
Nancy Lowell. And he knew that she 
had reason to feel anxious about Bert. 
There was more than she was telling 
him. 

" Just a silly idea, perhaps nerves," 
she said wi_th a shrug. " But I loathe 
this boat. I lay awake nights dreading 
this cruise. To give the Red yacht 
my name seems like branding me." 

" Why, Miss Lowell !'' cried Broom
all, shocked. 

" It doesn't make her, the boat, any 
more respectable," said the girl, trem
bling slightly. " Nothing could do 
that. It only taints-me." 

Broomall glanced at the shining 
decks, the August sunshine, the smooth 
sea, the rapidly receding beauty of 
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Leesport. Through it all Nancy's 
words struck with the chill of winter. 

Yet what could be wrong with the 
boat, now that it had left shore ? No 
man or thing could swim after.. them. 
No hand · could reach up out of the sea 
and cling to her polluted rails, there. 
And there would b e  no stowaway, 
nothing hidden aboard that Pete Salter 
would miss. If crime and horror 
sailed with them, it would be found 
among the guests. 

Broomall's hand touched something 
soft and furry and a deep growl 
warned him that he had moved too 
close to Speed. Looking down he met 
the dog's watchful eyes, filled with the 
red. glare of antagonism. 

It had not been so that he had looked 
at the body of Dorothy Green ! 

Night found the Nancy Lowell 
moving serenely through , a satin 
smooth sea, a clear sky above her and 
noth�ng but gayety, apparently, aboard 
her. 

Ford Broomall, with his mind filled 
with thoughts of Bert and the woman 
who had been murdered in the rose 
cabin the night before, made no effort 
to throw -off his depression. It seemed 
like tempting the horror that he some
how felt was sailing with them, to 
laugh or dance aboard the Red yacht. 
Of course the women knew no reason 
why they should not have a good time. 
Only Nancy Lowell was apprehensive 
and uneasy/but even she knew nothing 
of that final crime and the hasty in
quest in the gray light of dawning day, 
nothing of the evidence the huge .dog 
who followed her about had given. 

In the forecastle, however, there was 
muttered talk ·among the men. They 
were not contented aboard the old 
Jezebel. To them a boat was a live 
thing with a soul. And that of the 
Red yacht was steeped in evil. Captain 
Jonas Seal, who had brought the yacht 
so often into port, from whom nothing 
had been kept a secret, exchanged un
comfortable glances with Tom Hagan. 
.If.. Pete Salter had not been working 

with the crew he would have been 
seriously alarmed. One unexplainable 
occurrence on the ill-fated craft, and 
there would be mutiny. 

Broomall was not so sure that the 
truth would be discovered during that 
cruise, and he was sure that B ert 
Hughes was not on board the yacht. · 

That first evening as he dressed for 
dinner, however, he had an experience 
that caused him to doubt this, despite 
the fact that Pete Salter, during a 
stolen_ moment shortly after the yacht 
left Leesport, had assured him that he 
had again gone completely over her 
;:vith a fine tooth comb, Hagan assist
mg. 

It was twilight, for dinner aboard 
was never to be served until late, 
Lowell had informed his guests. He 
had the desire to sit in the candle
lighted main cabin and look over the 
night seas while he ate. Both port
holes opening into the small compart
ment allotted to Broomall were open 
and a fresh salt breeze was blowing 
through as he completed his toilet. His 
thoughts busy with the possible fate of 
his pal, with the amazing occurrences 
that had crowded upon each other 
since he had started to walk from the 
station to the Lowell house along the 
sands, he again took Bert's note from 
his pocket and stood staring wretched
ly at the SOS that by that time was 
the plainest thing to be seen about it. 
\iVhere was Bert, and where was the 
Green Pool emerald ? It was agony to 
think that the unscruf1ulous crook 
who had done away with Bert had that 
stone, vvhich they had come to Lees
port to get. 

If he knew what Nancy Lowell and 
the dog knew. I f-

And then he had heard it, the tap
ping, and had stood very quiet, Bert's 
note crushed in his hand, his blood 
turning to ice. 

Bert Hughes had his own peculiar 
fashion of tapping out his pipe before 
.he filled it with fresh tobacco. Broom
all had often spoken o f  it, and more 
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than once Bert 'had used it to warn his 
friend or to draw Broomall's attention 
to him \vhen a third party was present. 
Tap-tap, tap, tap, tap. Tap-tap, tap. 

And from outside the portholes in 
his stateroom, there came at that mo
ment the distinct tapping of  Bert's 
pip e !  The yacht was sliding through 
the quiet waters easily. From a dis
tance came the faint music of the radio. 
A sweet high laugh. The scrape of a 
chair on deck. And plainly, unmistak
ably, the well known tapping of  Bert's 
pipe ! 

Tap-tap, tap, tap, tap. Tap-tap, tap. 
Over and over. 

Coming to li'fe at last, Broomall 
dashed to the open portholes and looked 
out----out upon a twilight sea, calm and 
beautiful, and down upon the painted 
smooth sides of the old Jezebel ! Not 
a thing in sight-nothing. A more 
placid scene could not be imagined, and 
yet through it all sounded the familiar 
tapping of Bert Hughes's pipe ! 

There was no place for the sound 
to come from. He was looking at t:he 
spot 'vhere it seemed to be. And there 
·was nothing there. 

What was below his compartment ? 
· Broomall tried to recall. He was 

· shocked and sickened by the sound of 
that tapping. Bert calling to him for 
help, perhaps imprisoned in some se
cret room on that devi l  ship ! Bert 
guilty of strangling Dorothy Green
of  fastening her to the chair in the rose 
cabin ! But that could not be. If  he 
had committed that crime to get pos
session o f  the Green Pool emerald, he 
would have faded permanently from 
the scene before Broomall arrived. For 
Bert would know that he would not 
permit murder, and such a murder as 
that one had been ! He shuddered. 

The tapping had ceased. The Red 
yacht was mincing along over the quiet 
sea. He might have imagined the thing. 
Like that hideous hand on the brass 
rail. Save that he knew he had not. 

Could he endure this call of Bert's 
for help ? Calls that left him unable 

to move ? ·what could he do ? How 
could he learn what Nancy Lowell and 
the great dog, Speed, knew ? 

Galbraith and Colgate shared the 
small compartment next to Broomall's 
and there \Vas an infinitesimal bath be
tween. Both men had dressed and 
gone on deck, apparently, for Carlin 
was laying away their white suits and 
save for him the compartment was 
empty. 

" Did you wish something, sir ?" 
asked the butler as Broomall darted 
into the room. 

" Did you hear a strange tapping 
just now, Carlin ?" asked Broomall un
easily, glancing about. 

" A tapping, sir ?" Carlin lifted his 
brows. 

" Yes. Like this." 
Broomall picked up a brush and 

struck the wall with it l ightly, tap-tap, 
tap, tap, tap. Tap-tap , tap. 

" No, sir, I did not," Carlin pursed 
his lips in disapproval. " And i f  I 
might say, sir, I think it would be wise 
not to mention such things where any 
of the crev.r might hear. They're
\vell, scared to death already , Mr. 
Lowell savs. " '  

· 

" Scared of what ?" asked Broomall 
eying the man suspiciously. 

" I  couldn't say, sir. But this  boat 
hasn't the best of reputations, and after 
what has happened, it does seem-" 

" No one knows what has happened, 
Carlin," said Broomall sharply. 

" \Veil, no, sir, of course, not," 
Carlin shook his head and turned to 
the door. " But you cat!'t shed a thing 
like that, Mr. Broomall, so easy like. 
Horrid murder only the early hours ·of  
this past day, right in  the lounge where 
they've been laughing and playing 
bridge this afternoon-it's dangerous, 
si r." 

" Carlin," said Broomall lowering 
his · voice, " when did my friend Mr. 
Hughes give you the message to take 
to Mr. Lowell and his guests ?" 

" Just b efore dinner, sir, yesterday 
afternoon," said Carlin earefully. " �Ie 
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rang for me, and vY.hen I went to his 
!door he was all packed up.  H e  just 
said to tell Mr. Lowell he had to run 
:3.way, for he had had a message from 
a man in town he had to see and it 
was most important. That was all. 
He tipped me and I left him. Oh, yes, 
sir, he did say I needn't bother about 
getting h im a car. 1 '  

" How would he get to the station 
then ?" snapped Broomall. 

" Well, I couldn't say, sir," frowned 
Carlin. " He walked, I fancy. The 
gentlemen are always coming and go
ing and I thought nothing o f  it." 

" OL course, not," said Broomall ab-
, sently. " What time was this,- Carlin ?" 

" Oh, I should say about six o'clock." 
" Could he get a train then ?" 
" Yes, sir. Several of them stop at 

Leesport at that time. vVe have a fine 
summer schedule." 

Broomall left t:he compartment then, 
followed by the gaze o f  the butler. If 
Carlin had done the tapping to tell him 
that his friend needed help, he had 
given the man plenty of chance to say 
so, even i f  something mad� him fear 
to speak out. A wink, a glance, any
thing would have put him wise. But 
there had been nothing and the horrid 
fear that Carlin ';vas not responsible 
for that eerie tapping against the 
smooth side o f  the bewitched yacht, 
was riding him as he went on deck. 

Sheer luck showed him Pete Salter 
down near the f ore<:astle, from which 
dire<:tion came the appetizing odor o f  
a cooking meal, and without delay 
Broomall made for the detective, dis
regarding the fact that Salter had told 
him to keep away from him as much 
as possible. 

. CHAPTER IX 

The Bargain "I CAN tell you, Mr. Broomall, 
there's no earthly use your hunt
ing for the source of that tap

ping,'' Salter assured Broomall when 
he had heard his story. '1 Your friend 

isn't aboard here; 'A:nd there isn't a 
secret compartment on the old J ezebel. 
I know every inch of her. I haunted 
her myself after Mrs. Curtis Red was 
killed. That case was a fright to me. 
I never got anywhere. You needn't 
look for any stowaways or hidden 
chambers or secret corridors on thi s  
craft. I know what they did t o  her 
when she was made over from a c oast
ing vessel into a sailing yacht, and 
there hasn't been any change made in 
her since, except new ·paint and fix· 
:ings." , . 

"" Then you think-'' Broomall hesi
tated, biting his lip, and fighting the 
desire to go again into the d irty evil 
smelling hold and · explore every foot 
o f  it. 

Pete Salter flung him a significant 
glance as he moved away. _ 

" S omebody, is trying to tell you 
something," he shrugged. 01 But don't 
ask me to explain anything that hap
pens aboard this devil ship-yet.)} 

" Do you think there will be more 
-horror (" asked Broomall with tight 
lips. 

" You said it,:• nodded Salter, " and 
I don't want to make you feel bad, Mr. 
Broomall, but a couple o f  people as
sured me before we sailed that they'd 
seen yotir friend walking with Dorothy 
Green on the beach early yesterday 
morning before she registered at the 
Hagans' hotel. S o  if  you don't know 
her, I reckon your friend does." 

Broomall strode after Salter reck
lessly, careless of watching eyes. He 
felt a net tightening-tightening some
where, about Bert or him-he could'  

· riot be sure vvhic'h. 
H vVho told you that ?" he grated, 

seizing the sleeve of the rough sweater 
the detective wore . 

" One person was Riley, one of the 
keepers of the Bangcroft Light," said 
Salter simply, H and the other was one 
of the jt.try; chap who fishes aU the 
time along the shore not far from the 
lighthouse." · 

Broomall  was left standing alone on 
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the deck. . The music of the radio 
drifted to him faintly. 

Bert had been seen with the mur
dered woman. They had, then, met ! 
Thank the gods he had found that 
scrap o f  Bert's suit before Salter had ! 
But though Dorothy Green had been 
killed, Bert, too, was in trouble ! He 
was not the killer, making successfully 
away with whatever loot he had com· 
mitted the crime to get. Ho\\ much 
did that narrow-eyed Pete Salter 
know ? Broomall feared him, but it 
was a comfort t o  have him aboard. 

The soft pat-pat of huge feet near 
by roused him and he turned to find 
the great dog, Speed , standing on the 
deck looking at him quizzically with 
his magnificent head on one side. A 
moment, and Nancy LO\vell, in a soft 
white gown that accented her chann, 
joined the dog and called to him : 

" Dinner, Mr. Broomall ! \V e're 
waiting for you !" 

The main cabin was beauti ful with 
.its flowers and candles, its snowy tab1e 
and its gay little tufted chairs when 
Broomall and the girl and the dog en
tered. The radio, bringing in dance 
music from somewhere, was throttled 
down to a croon, and Lowell and his 
guests in perfect dinner clothes and 
riotously good humors added to the 
cheer and charm o f  fhe scene. 

Broomall, keeping his eyes from the 
green gem at Mrs. Evans-Smyth'� 
white throat, endeavored to shake off 
his desperate depression and join in. 
But the horror was there, in the air, 
in the laughter, close beside him. The 
girl strapped to the chair in the cabin, 
the hand creeping up over the rail. 
Bert's insistent calls for help ! The 
food choked him, although he did his 
best to make himself agreeable . 

It was '"•hen the meal was half over 
and while the young widow Flossie 
Kearson was dancing with Galbraith, 
that Pierce Colgate did his bit toward 
the hideous drama that was to be en-

� acted upon the corrupt decks of "  the 
Red yacht. Bending toward Mrs. 

Evans-Smyth a c r o s s the flower 
wreathed table he shook a well mani
cured finger at the green gem that 
glowed at her throat. 

" Mrs. Evans-Smyth, perhaps you 
are not aware that I am a collector of 
gems," he said. " It i s  a hobby with 
me. My father made it the study of 
his life. I know a good j ewel when 
I see one, and the emerald you are 
wearing is magnificent. Will you sell 
it to me at your own price ?" 

Helen Evans-Smyth put her hand to 
her throat with a silly little laugh ·and 
a sidelong glance at her husband be· 
neath her touched up lashes. 

" Oh, good gracious, of course, I 
couldn't !" she said in an embarrassed 
fashion. " Why, my husband gave me 
this. Mercy, he'd slay me !" 

Henry Evans-Smyth glance up 
from his wine with a gnmt. 

" I certainly would," he snapped. 
" Helen, you positively don't value any
thing. That gem is worth one hun
dred and fifty thousand i f  it is worth 
a cent. And it has a history:'' 

" I will give you two hundred thou
sand for it," said Colgate quietly. 

Broomall studied the man's dark, in
teresting face. This was the chap who 
was so good at surf board ing, at golf. 
Who would make a good hypnotist, 
according to Dr. Hunter ! Vl11at on 
earth was his game, offering two hun
dred thousand for a fake stone ? 

" It isn't for s ale," growled Evans
Smyth. " I advised Helen not to wear 
it on this cruise, but she never listens 
to n1e." 

" This time I did, darli-ng," said 
Mrs. Evans-Smyth a trifle acidly. " I · 

can't sell this stone to Mr. Colgate 
even if I would. For it isn't the Green 
Pool emerald. That is safe in my 
vault in the bank in New York. This 
stone is one I had made by a man who 
copies famous gems. So you see, 
Henry, I was good and obeyed you." 

" May I see it ?" asked Colgate 
courteously, and Mrs . Evans-Smyth 
laid the glo ... ving beauty in his palm . . 



Broomall sat back, his salad un- Broomall, bowever, looking down 
touched, his eyes on the man and the upon it, bending dose above it, felt a 
woman ; on the 1111an's keen dark face - slight shock pass along his nerves: For 
bent above the exquisite jewel, on the the stone Pierce Colgate was holding 
woman's blond doll-like countenance, was indeed the Green Pool, the lure 
bent toward him. His brain was work- that had brought his pal and himself 
ing rapidly. Helen Evans-Smyth ad- to the Lowell house ! S ince the night 
mitted the gem was a fake. He knew before th-e fake stone had vanished and 
it was a fake because he himself had the real one taken its place. \:Vhat sort 
examined it the night before,  but not of game was afoot ? 
many people would ever guess it. �hen " Do I understand that you are o f
Hunter had not done anything crooked fering me two hundred thousand dol
when he found the gem and returned it Iars for the st011e yatt have in your 
to the lady ! The real Green Pool hand th-is 11iinu-te pn asked Mrs. Evans• 
emerald had never been at the Lowell Smyth \\ri-th a little shrill bugh of ex
house at all. That was one on Bert citement. 

·. and -one Gn him. " Helen, I-" bega·n her husband 
But what had taken Dorothy Green sharply. 

t-o the Lowell house ? Onlv loot of " Now, Henry, you be stiU !" she 
some sort would do that, he

· 
felt sure. flashed. " This is per fectly legitimate. 

And she had walked and talked with I have told Mr. Colgate the stbne he 
Bert. holds is a fake. He says it is not. 

. " My dear Jady," said Colgate with \1\Till you pay me for that stone, Mr. 
a touch of impatience, " are you play- Colgate ?" 
ing with me ? This is no fake I ho1d. Colgate looked up with a grin. He 
It is the Green Pool itself." . still toyed with the j ewel he held. 

Mrs. Evans-Smyth sighed, opening " I certainly will, in a minute," . he 
her vanity case and touching up her said flatly. 
pretty face. " Even though I tell you it is not 

" Yes, my man does those things the one you think it is, the Green Pool 
well, doesn't he ?" she asked. " I've emerald ?" asked Helen Evans-Smyth 
had him make copies of several jewels \'\'ith a plaintive glance around . " Hear 
Henry has given me. Henry thinks· the man, everybody ! He insists upon 
I am careless; but I'm really not at all. ' �  buying the imitation for the real 

Colgate was frowning. He still held thing !" 
the glowing scintillating gem in his Broomall saw a crafty expression 
palm and Broomall's eyes were held by sweep Colgate's face. 
tl1e beauty of it. It was indeed a green " All right, then, have it your way, "  
pool o f  glory. . he laughed . " I 'll give you my check 

" I  beg your pardon, but there ·1s for two hundred thousand dollars for 
some mistake," he said quietly. " ·This the stone I hold, which you assure me 
jewel is the genuine Russian stone, the is not the Green Pool ·emerald." 
famed Green Pool emerald itself. " " ·which I am telling you i s  a fake, 

" Man, you're crazy," chuckled manufactured for me by this man in 
Evans-Smyth gaz ing at his wife with town who has done several other j obs 
adoration. " I f  Helen says it  isn't, like this," said 1virs. Evans-Smyth ear- · 
then it isn't. Very clever and cautious nestly. " Truly, Mr. Colgate, I cannot 
of you, my dear, very." take your check." 

" May I see the gem ?" asked Broom- " You will do m e  a kindness i f  you 
(til very politely, bending over Colgate. accept it,'' said Colgate dryly. " Is it 

" Certainly/ ' said CQlgate without a bargain?''  
giving up the stone. "' :VVhat on earth do you wish to 
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a fake stone for, and at such a tre
m�ndous price, Colgate ?" asked Lowell 
impatiently. 

" I know that i t  i s  not a fake stone," 
sai d  Colgate, gazing dovvn at the heap 
o f  glowing green light in his palm. 

Broomall saw a passionate admira
tion in his face, and Dr. Hunter 
touched his arm. 

" The monomind,'' he said in a low 
voice. " Humors himself at any cost. 
The gem is hypnotizing him. Look at 
him . Same effect he might have upon 
an unstable will i f  he knew it. In
teresting to learn whether 01" not he 
does know it." 

" Oh, sell it  to him, Helen ! ' '  said 
Mrs. Kearson with a little laugh. 
" Let's go out on deck. Fancy any 
one hesitating a moment about accept
ing two hundred thousand dollars !'-' 

B roomall did not care for Flossie 
Kearson. She was a snaky J apanesy� 
looking person with a mouth like a 
scarlet wound and eyes he \\'ould not 
trust. 

" It isn't honest, that's all," said 
Helen Evans�Smyth, gazing around 
the table. " Make him give it back to 
me, everybody. It's j ust clever glass." 

But Colgate had no intention of 
relinqui shing the Green Pool. H e  
closed his fingers upon i t  and produced 
his checkbook. 

" Come," he said, 1-l is eyes upon l\irs. 
Evans-Smyth's excited face. " Is it a 
bargain ?'' 

" Oh, let him have it, if he ins ists 
upon being done," grunted Evans� 
Smyth disgustedly. " So long as the 
real gem is safe in your box in town. 
Colgate can afford it, I guess ." 

_ Pierce Colgate was already writing 
his check. Broomall, fascinated, 
watched his long, brown fingers, the 
firm strokes o f  his pen. The fine plati
m1m chain, attached to the dazzling 
beauty he still grasped in _h is  left hand, 
trailed over the table. 

Helen Evans-Smv-th took the check 
. wibh a little breathless laugh, glandng 
about the table at the amused faces. 

" I  ask vou alLto witness that I have 
sold to M�. Colgate only a copy o f  the 
Green Pool emerald !" she said i n  trem
bling- tones. " I feel j ust awful taking 
this, but I'll admit it's a big tempta
tion !" 

As they all rose from the table, 
laughing, Colgate looked at the silent 
B roomall with a grin. 

" Little fool !" he shrugged. " I 
bought the Green Pool all right. 
Reckon she got them mixed up. It's 
mine now, however. I 've been crazy 
to get it ever since I heard of it being 
in c irculation." 

Broomall could have said the same, 
but somehow, he had lost the desire to 
lay hands upon the gem. It seemed �s 
tainted as the vacht herself.  And h e  
w a s  not so sur� that Hunter's classifi
cation of Helen Evans-Smyth, " a bodY, 
and not much else," was correct. 

CHAPTER X 

The Devil Ship 

HO\V that evening passed, B roomall 
never exactly knew. The atmos
phere of gayety, of good fellow- --

ship, of harmlessness did not deceive 
him in the least. He played bridge, 
and he danced. He held the slight, 
charming form o f  Nancy Lowell in his 
arms as they circled the smooth qecks 
to the music of t<he radio, and he did 
his best to put away his misgiving and 
the thought that Pete Salter was sail
ing with them, on watch for-what ? 
\·Vhenever he passed the section of the 
brass rail where he had seen upon two 
occasions, that horrihle cl inging hand, 
Ju� shuclderingly looked away. 
· The scene connected with the Green 
Pool emerald baffled and it1terested 
him. It smacked of some of the tricks 
that had been worked by poor Bert 
and himself. He didn't quite get it yet, 
for any one could see that Colgate was 
no fool, and he knew himself that the 
stone he had bought had really been the 
Green Pool emerald. There was only 
one reason for Helen Evans-Smyth hi-
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sisting that it was, .a fake, unless Col
gate was right and she had mixed the 
stones herself and banked the wrong 
one. Only one reason, but 'he scarcely 
believed the little blonde capable of it. 
Still, one could never tell. 

The men seemed to be doing their 
best to forget the hideous thing that 
had happened in the main cabin the 
night before and to follow the wishes 
of the police and enjoy the luxurious 
cruise as though no second crime had · 
occurred on the Red yacht. But 

. ,- Broomall was positive that the criminal 
was in their midst and he felt that Pete 
Salter knew it also. 

\;vhile Carlin was carrying drinks 
and sandwiches about the _decks when 
it was getting along to midnight, Ford 
Broomall slipped away and stepped in-

. side the rose lotmge where he had made 
his terrible discovery such a short time 
before. , 

_ The lounge was deserted, but the 
lamps were lighted and the scent of the 
flowers that fiiied the various vases 
perfumed the air. The carved chair to 
which the body of Dorothy Green had 
been strapped had been placed in a cor
ner behind a tufted divan where no 
one would be likely to sit upon it. That 
had probably been Salter's work, but 
v\·hy the horrible chair had not been 
left ashore Broomall could not see. 

He turned at a touch on his arm to 
_ find Nancy Lowell looking over his 

shoulder into the cabin. 
" Mr. Broomall," she asked quietly, 

" what happened here before the yacht 
sailed to-day ? Can you tell me ?" 

" Happened here ?" s t a m  m e r e d 
Broomall. 

" Yes, here.
. 

In this lounge. Some
thing did, I know. I've sensed it and 
then-Speed has been telling me." 

Broomall looked into her charming 
face helplessly. Salter would slay him 
if he told her ! And yet� 

" I feel it in the air," went on the 
girl with a slight shudder. ", A hide
ous appalling thing. It-lingers. What 
wa:s it?'' 

" Why-I don't kno-vv," hesitated 
Broomall. 

N ancy Lowell stamped her foot. 
" You do know !" she flared. " All 

you men know ! And you are keeping 
us in the dark ! Look at the dog." 

Broomall watched the great brute, 
fascinated, as he walked with stiff legs 
straight toward the divan behind 
"Which the murder chair had 

·
been 

placed. The bristles on his back lifted 
in a l ong, dark line and his lips curled 
back in a soundless snarl. Placing his 
great forefeet on the seat of  the divan 
the bent toward the carved chair, sniffed 
it, growled deep in his throat, and lifted 
his long, punishing muzzle with the 
thin whine he had made at the inquest 
that morning. 

" Now will you tell me ?" asked 
Nancy Lowell . 

Broomall passed his hand over his 
forehead, brushing \Jack his hair. His 
eyes clung t o  the huge dog. 

" Yes," he said quietly. " A woman 
was found in this room not so long 
after midnight, murdered as Mrs. Red 
had been, and strapped to that chair. 
Apparently Speed knows it. We sailed 
under police orders, and we have a de
tective aboard-in the crew. Now you 
know it all. I'll rely upon you, Miss  
Lowell, to  be silent. There is danger 
of mutiny among tqe crew. The yacht 
had a bad reputation before this." 

" Oh, .I knew it !" moaned Nancy 
Lowell, covering her eyes 'Vvith her 

· hands. " I felt it ! It is a devil ship ! 
It should never have sailed ! \;vho 
was the woman, Mr. Broomall ? Did 
any one know ?" 

"No one but Speed," replied Broom
all grimly, and proceeded to teU her 
about the inquest that morning: 

" She was at our house ! You saw 
her ! And she had talked with Bert 
Hughes !" she repeated in amazement. 
" But Speed never makes mistakes. If 
he did what you say, he knew her." 

u He knew her, all right,'' . said 
Broomall, still watching the clog. "And 
some man at that inquest knew her:" 

. !L . 
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wy ou think the beast \vho-strapped 
her to that chair is aboard this boat 
with us ?" whispered the girl, her eyes 
wide with apprehension. 

" I think the police have that idea," 
replied Broomall evasively. 

Nancy Lowell was silent for a mo
ment, and then she stepped close to 
Broomall and fixed flashing eyes on 
him. 

" It i s  not my uncle," she said very 
low, " for he i s  kindness itself ! No 
matter ·what anv one thinks, it is not 
he ! He is all (have in the world, and 
he is very good to me. " 

vV as Nancy right about Lowell ? 
Broomall was certainly not very strong 
for the man. He remembered what 
Tom Hagan had said to him on the 
beach when he suggested telllng Lowell 
about his watchman being drugged. 
" He'll fire .i\1arsh and sav he was 
drunk, and Marsh needs the 'job. "  

Nancy was watching him curiously. 
She looked over her shoulder and came 
a step closer to him. 

" Have you hea.rcl about the Bang
croft light halting once before on this 
boat ?" she whispered. 

" Oh, just a hint of it, no details." 
He tried to smile at her cheerfully. 

" It stopped the first time the night 
Mrs. Curtis Red was found dead in 
this 1 o u n g e," shivered the girl. 
" Strapped to a chair. And the next 
time it halted it rested upon the fleeing 
figure of Eddie Allison, who was 
cashier in uncle's bank and who had 
just taken fifty thousand dollars' worth 
of bonds. They caught him because 
the light showed them \vhere he was, 
but they never got the bonds. " 

Broomall started. Bonds stolen 
from Lov,,ell' s bank ! Eddie Allison ! 
Had Dorothy Green known-

" He wouicln't tell what he had clone 
with them," went on Nancy earnestly . 
.. It caused tremendous ·excitement. 
But the w<�tchman i-vas a man uncle 
trusted. and so did evervbodv else. 
His e;idence proved · that · Edclie was 
guilty, and nobody doubted what 

6 D  

Marsh Fidler told. And so Eddie Al
lison died in j ai l  refusing to say 'Nhere 
he had hidden the bonds. He did 
admit that he took them at the last." 

" \Vho was Marsh Fidler ?" asked 
Broomall. 

" \Vhy, the night ·watchman at the 
bank." 

Broomall frowned, staring out the 
open door at the placid sea. 

Marsh Fidler, the drugged figure he 
had seen on the beach the night before, 
former watchman at Lowell's bank, 
was no'lv night watchman on this 
strange boat ! \Vhere was the con
nection ? Where? \Vhile the girl 
watched him, he made mental efforts to 
grasp the dangling threads. 

" I  thought a man by that name was 
watchman on this yacht," he ventured 
at last. 

" Oh, yes, J\hrsh took to drink after 
the bond affair and uncle took him out 
of the bank," said Nancy. " He did 
not wish to turn him adrift, for he is 
fond of him, and so he gave him the 
Nancy Lowell to watch." 

Galbraith suddenly appeared at the 
door, looking eagerly into the lounge, 
which he apparently did not care to 
enter. 

" There you are !" he said with a 
sickly grin. " I'm claiming my dance, 
Nancy." 

" Coming," nodded Nancy, thrusting 
her hand into the collar of the great 
dog. " Aren't you joining us, Mr. 
Broomall ?'' 

And her finger-tips were laid across 
her lips in promise and warning as she 
left . the lounge. 

Broomall had not slept the night be
fore, and he was conscious of a desire 
to be alone, to rest and think. And 
so, without a word to the gay crowd 
on deck. he stole awav to his state
room a1�cl threw himself into bed. 

vVhat was coming to them all, sail-:
ing so placidly upon a satin smooth 
sea ? That something \vas, he did not 
doubt, something thai: Bert, or some 
one else, was trying to tell him. 
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It was long before Broomall drifted 
off on a dream of hairy hands which 
held in their palms a flashing green 
fire fixed to a thin chain which was 
winding itself about the white throat 
of Helen Evans-Smyth, and he strug
gled back to consciousness upon the 
fancy that he again heard the tapping 
of Bert's old pipe. 

vVaking suddenly, he learned that 
the tapping was a persistent knocking 
at the door that j oined his compart
ment to the bath used by Galbraith and 
Colgate, and upon opening the door he 
found Galbraith standing there in 
purple pyjamas. 

" Pierce sleeps like the dead .. , he told 
Broomall with a shamefaced grin. 
" Maybe you'll laugh at me, B roomall, 
but if this boat hasn't  turned around 
in her tracks, I'm a shad ! I've sailed 
a lot of 'em myself, and I know a good 
bit about the sea . "  

" But why would we g o  back ?" 
asked Broomall sleepily. 

" Ask me another. I t  was flying in 
the face of something or other to try 
to sail this yacht at all-after what 
happened last night. Now somebody 
has taken a hand. 'vV e 've heaved to. 
Look out that porthole ! They're 
throwing out life buoys !" 

Ford Broomall seized dressing gown 
and slippers and followed Galbraith on 
deck and along it to the raised plat
form where the wheel stood. From 
this platform, through a little windo\\·, 
the helmsman could look into the 
lounge. 

As Galbraith and Broomall appeared 
Tom Hagan, Pete Salter and the cap
tain were grouped upon this platform. 
A boat was being hwered upon the 
smooth, moonlit sea . 

" vVhat's wrong ?" asked Broomall, 
touching Salter's arm. 

The detective tumed a grim, pallid 
face. 

" The devil ship turned . herself 
about and made for home," he replied 
tersely, " and when we came up here 
to see why, the wheel was unguarded, 

Ivan Orsgaard, the helmsman, gone. 
He isn't on the yacht� Just vanished. 

· That's all ." 
Broomall  glanced at the shining 

white and brass wheel, now in the cap
able hands of a tight-lipped Hagan, at 
the little boat riding about on the quiet 
sea, and dovvn into the main cabin, the 
lounge. through the l ittle windovv be� 
side the ,,·heel. 

" Yes," said Salter at his elbow, 
" what did he see dom1 there that made 
him jump overboard, the poor fool ? A 
nice time we'll ha,·e now. with the 
men ! It onlv needed this to start them 
off ! They've been scared to death 
ever since we sailed. " 

Broomall said nothing. He leaned 
against the rail, sick with horror. He 
did not believe the helmsman had seen 
anything in the lounge below. All that 
he could vision himself was a huge in� 
human hand reaching up out of the sea 
and dragging the man from his post by 
the wheel to his doom beneath the 
waves ! 

That was ridiculous. of cou rse. for 
the platform which held the wheel was 
above the deck. But suppose somebody 
elsr vanished like that ? 

CHAPTER XI 
The Creeping Fate 

'C'ORD BROOMALL was dressing r the next morning and the sun was 
shining brightly in at the port

holes when Pete Salter entered his 
compartment and sat down on the edge 
of a chair. 

· 

" I 've been work ing all night," an
nounced the detective, looking ruefully 
at his greasy hands and clothing. 
" Captain had us searching the boat. 
That is. ever since that poor chap 
vanished from the wheel. Of course 
I had to pitch in with the crew. If they 
ever get onto the fact that I'm a detec
tive-good-by ! They're pretty bad 
now !". 

" Did you find out anything ?" asked 
Broomall eagerly. 
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" No. Orsgaard was a decent, steady 
chap, unmarried, dependable. I should 
say not the type to be frightened to the 
verge of panic or self-destruction. I 
think myself he was throvvn overboard 
after he was hit a wallop on the head. 
Quite an unghostlike proceeding." 

" What makes you think that ?'' de
manded Broomall. 

" Well, the wheel had been tied in 
place to hold the boat to her homeward 
course," mused Salter. " You didn't 
know that. We've done our best to 
keep things quiet. And on the deck 
where you saw that hand I found some 
spots of blood. Orsgaard was a 
strong swimmer, and he would have 
caught on� of our buoys or seen the 
boat had he been alive when we 
stopped." 

" You may have gone on for some 
. time after he was thrown," said 

Broomall. " The wheel tied in place ! 
I never heard-" 

" Not a c h a n c e," said Salter. 
" Hagan was on the job, and you can't 
turn this boat around without him 
knowing it. It happened quick and 
slick." 

As he spoke Salter passed his hand 
over his hair with a weary gesture. 

" If that was all," he said with a 
glance over his shoulder. " But we've 
lost the. second man, Broomall.'' 

" The second !" cried Broomall, 
sitting do\\<'11 on the edge of his bunk. 
" You mean-· " 

Salter nodded. " Yes. Y ott must 
have slept soundly for we made a big 
time about it. Just before · dawn, 
Dick Richards was polishing the rails 
about the deck. That's all. He was 
simply gone. No explanation and 
nothing to say-'Zvhy. It was getting 
Cap Seal's goat. Richards was a decent 
sort, they all say. Saved his money 
and used to pal around some with poor 
Orsgaard. I believe they were good 
friends on shore." 

Ford Broomall bent forward and 
laid his hand on · the detective's knee. 
His face was white and tense. 

" Salter, it may be ridiculous, but I 
keep seeing this hand creeping over the 
rail !" he said. " I'm not a coward 
usually, but you can't imagine how it 
looked. And do you see what this 
may mean ? Why, we may all go ! One 
by one ! And this ship of evil be left, 
alone, to sail the seas until she falls 
apart !" 

" Now you're talking nonsense," said 
Salter grimly. . " The sort o f  stuff the 
crew is mouthing about. Suppose they 
heard about that girl killed in the 
lounge just before we sailed ? About 
your enormous hairy hand on the rail ? 
We'd be a ship left alone ali right ! 
But I didn't come down here to tell 
you all this. I'm a busy man just now 
and likely to be busier i f  the crew gets 
out of hand. They're on the vero-e of • 0 1t now. Do you recognize this ?" 

Before Ford Broomall's astounded 
eyes the detective held a strip of linen ' ' 
torn from a handkerchief. The initials 
in the corner were plain enough, 
" A. H." · 

" Your friend Hughes own �ny such 
handkerchief as thi s ?" asked Salter 
watching Broomall keenly. 

' 

"Yes," said Broomall with an effort. 
" This is one o f  Bert's handkerchiefs. 
But where did you get it ? Where's 
the rest of it ?" 

" I  figure in poor Richards's dead 
hand, wherever he is,'' replied Salter 
grimly. " I found this on the spot on 
the deck where he was last seen." _ 

Broomall merely sat staring at the 
strip of  torn linen dangling in the de� 
tective's fingers. Bert. Alternately 
asking him for help and thrusting him
self upon the scenes of crime ! A;ld if it 
kept up, this small town detective 
vvould pry into his life and Bert's and 
he'd find himself under arrest for past 
offenses ! But they couldn't prove 
that a single jewel theft had been com
mitted by them. · Still, it wasn't exactly 
comfortable. 

" I have no idea what this means or 
how it got there,'' said Broomall at last 
wearily. " I  don't mind telling you 
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I'm worried about Bert, for it wasn't 
like him to go away as he did. But he 
certainly is not on this boat. " 

" You bet he isn't," said Salter, 
looking at his soiled hands as he placed 
the strip of handkerchief in his pocket. 
" And nothing and nobody else is save 
the crew and the Lowell guests. But 
I tell you frankly, this cussed boat 
showed her sense when she turned 
around last night and started home !" 

" What does Lowell say ? He wishes 
to go on ?" asked Broomall. 

" Sure he does. Y ott don't know 
him. Nothing stands in his way. vVhat 
he wants he thinks ought to happen . " 

Broomall recalled Dr. Hunter's re
marks about his host. 

" You've got a lot of responsibility, 
Salter,'' he said dully. " I  feel myself 
that there is a creeping fate aboard 
this boat that will eventually engulf us 
all. Persuade Lowell to turn back i f  
you can. \f\T e have women aboard, 
and a sweeter girl than Miss Lowell I 
never met ." 

· 

" All the men will be watched to
night," nodded Salter. " I  know what 
sort o f  thing to look out for now. " 

In the wee pale hours between mid
night and dawn, Ford Broomall re
called that remark o f Pete Salter's_ 

After Pete Salter left him, Broomall 
sat on in his compartment, trying to 
clear his mind of ghostly cobv. rebs, 
shake off the horror that seemed crawl
ing upon his itsually clear senses, and 
l ook at the entire matter sanely. 

To begin with, Bert was not on the 
confounded yacht. Let him hold fast 
to that. Then whatever proofs he 
had of Bert's presence were being ar
ranged by some one else. The pipe 
tapping, and this bit of torn handker
chief which Salter had just shown 
him. I f  the handkerchief could be 
planted on the boat when Bert was not 
aboard, then so could the shred of 
cloth from Bert's suit which he him
self had found stuck on the chair to 
which Dorothy Green had been bound. 
There was relief in that idea. 

• 

But who had had possession of that 
shred o f  cloth, and the linen handker
chief ? And who had known just the 
way Bert tapped out his pipe_? And 
then he came up against the wlvy of it. 
Why on earth would any one keep 
Bert before his eyes and in his ears 
like that ? \f\Thy unless thi$ person 
knew what had happened to Bert, and 
wished to rouse his pal to action in the 
matter ? 

Somehow, Broomall saw the same 
hand that stopped the big Bangcroft 
light, that had turned the devil ship 
back on her fatal course, that had sent 
him from his room in the Lowell house, 
to the anchored yacht to d'iscover the 
murder of Dorothy Green. And no 
matter how he or she worked for good 
it was done behind a veil. For the per
son who brought these mysteries about, 
held the secret . 

Taking out his notebook and penci l ,  
Broomall began to set do·wn the names 
of the persons in the Lowell party. 

" Horace Lowell. Pleasant type, but 
rather ruthless. Hard to- understand. 
Hunter says a megalomaniac. Every
thing possible to him. Owns dog that 
recognized body of Dorothy · Green. 
Owns yacht upon which Dorothy 
Green was rnurdered. Owns bank from 
which cashier took fifty thousand dol
lars in bonds. Took night watchman 
of bank from his j ob there and moved 
him to \he yacht. 

" Dr. Hunter. One · of Lowell's 
guests_ Psychiatrist. Thinks every
body is queer but himself. Clever chap, 
however. Sizes everybody up. Found 
Mrs. Evans-Smyth's emerald after she 
had lost it behind divan. 

" Neal Galbraith. Nice-looking chap . 
Likable. Hunter says he drinks to ex
cess, and when in that state doesn't 
know what he does. Has what he calls 
a mal-adjustment Large fleshy hands . 

" Pierce C o 1 g a t  e. Another of 
Lowell's guests. Wealthy idler who col
lects and knows gems. Expert at surf 
boarding and golf. Just paid two hun
dred thousand dollars for the Green 
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:Pool emerald. Also a nice chap, but 
will bear watching. Hunter says he 
could hypnetize. 

"Helen Evans-Smyth. Pretty, blond, 
either empty-headed fool or extremely 
clever. Owns Green Pool emerald, or 
did until she sold it to Pierce Colgate 
for two hundred thousand dollars. 
Hunter says she could be hypnotized. 

" Evans-Smyth. Her h u s  b a n d.  
Stout, tminteresting type. Crazy about 
Helen. Gives -her anything she wants. 

" Flossie Kearson. Young widow. 
Dark, vampish and treacherous. Not a 
type Bert would look at. Don't know 
what Hunter thinks of her. N o  reason 
to think she knows anything. 

" Nancy Lowell. Sweet and whole
some, very attractive. But knows more 
than any of them. Afraid for Bert. 
Might warn me if she cared to. Plenty 
of nerve, but holds back for some 
reason. Dog Speed adores her." 

His list completed, Ford Broomall 
sat staring down at it, and frowning. 
It looked so foolish. So unimportant. 
:And yet, some\vhere in it, there lurked 
the secret of Bert's disappearance, of 
all  this crime and mystery ! 

It seemed ridiculous to consider the 
crew, or old Captain Jonas Seal, or 
Tom Hagan, or Carlin the butler. 
Carlin might knO\v or suspect some
thing, but he was not the prime mover 
in the horrid elrama. Lowell seemed 
to be that,. as near as B roomall could 
come. And when he thought of him 
he remembered N ancy's defense of 
him, and that he was her uncle. Even 
for Bert he would hate to bring dis
grace and sorrow to that girl. She was 
a straight, honest sort that he admired. 

But even seated there in the morn
ing sunshine, conscious of the easy 
movement of the yacht, B roomall 
shrank with every sense he possessed 
from the coming night. Hideous-men 
vanishing from the decks of that ac
cursed craft ! And in his heart he 
knew that nothing could come up out 
of the sea and drag them over the rail. 
He was aware that the menace sailed 

- 'lc.rith them, and there among them, un
pleasant as that ·was to admit. 

If one of the women went out on 
deck that night for a breath o f  air
i f  one of them wandered to the rail 
and leaned there, gazing at the moon ! 
But Pete Salter would watch out for 
that. Now that he knew what form 
the horror was to take. If none o f  -
them went about alone, after nightfall, 
then perhaps no other tragedy would 
occur ! 

Neal Galbraith was pacing about the 
deck when Broomall reached it. He 
was alone, and he seemed much agi
tated. 

" I guess the crew is out of hand," 
he blurted, turning to Broomall with 
obvious relief. " Gosh, I'm a fraid to 
be alone anywhere on this boat, and 
I'm not ashamed to say it ! Hagan and 
the captain are having a big time with 
the men. Since that poor chap went 
over this morning they've gone crazy 
with fear. If Lowell doesn't turn 
about and make for home they say 
they won't do a stroke of work." 

" \Veil, I think mvself it would be 
wise to turn back!' said Broomall 
gravely. " I'm not looking forward 
to another night, are you ?" 

Galbraith mopped his brow, gazing 
out over a sea that was calm as glass 
and beautiful as the sky above. 

" I'm sure not," he shrugged. " but 
Lowell seems bent on this cruise. O f  
course we needn't let the crew bother 
us. There's only three of them, for 
one chap is for going on, he says. O f  
course the second mate has lost his 
head, they sav, and the chef is white 
with pani-c. He's absolutely good for 
nothing. But Carlin is an excellent 
cook, and Maud, the ladies; maid, can 
wait on the table." 

" Have there been no developments ? 
No disconries ?" asked Broomall a bit 
disgustedly. It did seem rather thick 
for a man who set up to be a detective 
to permit two men to vanish like that, 
right under his- .nose. His opinion o f  
Salter \vas falling. 
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" vV ell, Captain Seal says that Ors
gaard, who must have been a very si
lent sort of bird, told the men this boat 
was a treasure ship. \!Vhat he meant 
nobody knows, and you �an get out of  
that what you like." 

A treasure ship. The vanished 
helmsman had said that. It was Greek 
to Ford Broomall, though he believed 
it quite possible that Orsgaard and 
Richards had signed for the cruise 
with some definite object, known ap
parently to the criminal. His determi
nation to penetrate the mystery sur
rounding the Red yacht remained, but 
he as yet saw no gleam of light. 

" The men are a£ raid to see another 
night come," went on Galbraith. "And 
they're afraid to be alone a minute. 
They say no one's life is safe, and that 
Lowell has no right to keep us all 
here." 

" Can't hardly blame them,'' said 
Broomall absentiv. " A  fine time we'd 
have if they kne�v anything about the 
crime in the lounge just before w e  
sailed." 

" Seal also told me thev' d found 
finger-prints on the wheel wi1ere it had 
been tied in place early this morning," 
went on Galbraith. " I ask you, who 
is capable of taking finger-prints on 
board this boat ?" 

Broomall's heart gave a bound. 
Finger-prints on the wheel ! vV ould 
thev be found to be those of the man 
who was trying to tell him about Bert ? 
The man who lme·w? 

He glanced sharply at Neal Gal
braith. Why, he might be the crim
inal for all he knew ! And the horror 
of their situation dawned more fillly 
upon him. Were they to be cooped up 
together on this placid sea, each one 
suspecting the other, not knowing 
where death lurked ? 

Galbraith, noting his glance, nod
ded. 

" A fine state of affairs, isn't it ?" he 
shrugged. " You may be the criminal 
for all I know. Another night and 
we'll all be mentally unbalanced, as 

Hunter says we are anyhow. Can you 
picture what this yacht will be if L ow
ell keeps going on ? If a breath about 
that crime in the lounge gets out
good night ! " '  

Broomall, thinking of Bert, of  his 
own strange experiences ever since he 
encountered Hagan on the beach, of 
the sale of  the Green Pool emerald the 
night before, stared grimly out to sea 
and was silent. 

" Here comes the captain and Ha
gan now,' '  said Galbraith presently. 
" Vvonder what's up ?" 

Captain Jonas Seal was the sort of 
man one might expect to sail his ship 
through any storm and bring it into 
port unscathed. Big and broad and 
genial, with his sunburned face, gray 
mustache, and keen, humorous eyes, 
he inspired confidence and respect. 

" We came to ask you gentlemen to 
step . into the lounge with us," he an
nounced pleasantly. " We've got a 
few finger-prints off the wheel, and 
we're going to ask every one to allow 
themselves to be finger-printed." 

" Who's smart enough to take fin
ger-prints on this boat ?" Galbraith 
wanted to know a trifle resentfully. 

Seal and Tom Hagan exchanged 
helpless glances. 

" The chief of police head detec
tive, Pete Salter, shipped with us as  
one of the crew," said the captain then. 
" vVe didn't want anybody to know it, 
but it's got to come out now, for some-. 
body has to take charge. Three o f  
the crew, the chef and the second mate, 
have openly mutinied, and we've 
locked them in an empty storeroom. 
Carlin has prepared breakfast. And 
Mr. Lowell has given me permission 
to turn the vacht about and head to
\Vard home.'; 

" At that we've got another night 
before us," -groaned Galbraith. " Do 
you mean t o  say that the police think 
the man who murdered that girl in the 
lounge is aboard here with us ?" 

Captain Seal lifted his great shoul
ders in a helpless shrug. 
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" I fancy they do," he replied . . 
�' That is why they let the yacht sail as 
had been planned. It's a long swim 
to shore from here." 

" Salter has taken the prints of the 
crew," put in Hagan. " Of everybody 
but Mr. Lowell and his guests." 

" No luck ?" asked Broomall, trying 
to speak lightly. 

" No. The person who tied the 
�heel into place . early this morning 
after poor Orsgaard went overboard, 
is not among the help," said the cap
tain uncomfortably. " Neither was it 
Hagan or Salter or myself." 

" That narrows it down," said Gal
braith with an uneasy laugh. 

" Well, let's get it over with," said 
:Broomall impatiently, and turned to 
follow Galbraith and the captain. 

A touch on his arm detained him, 
and he swung about to meet Tom Ha
gan's haggard eyes. In one calloused 
hand the first mate held a crimson 
satin ribbon. 

" Do you see this, Mr. Broomall ?" 
he asked. " I found it on the floor of 
the Bangcroft light the night before 
:we sailed. I had just been up ques
tioning Erick Vvoods about the light 
haltin' like it did across this bedeviled 
boat, and there in front of me laid this 
ribbon, just like the one we · found 
around the neck of poor little Mrs. 
Curtis Red, and like the one--" 

" I know," cut in Brooniall, making 
no effort to touch the thing in Hagan's 
hand. " But I don't understand-" 

" Reckon you don't," said Hagan 
grimly. " But I want to say that the 
person who turned this here boat 
around last night so quick and so slick, 
is the same one as halted the big light 
three times. And there's a mighty 
close connection between that person 
and the murderer. On the visitors' 
book in the lighthouse I also come 
across the name of this girl who put 
up at my. wife's hotel-the one we 
'found here strapped to the chair
Dorothy Green. She'd been to the 
light only that afternoon. I thought 

maybe an educated man like you could 
make something out of all this/' 

Both Dorothy Green and Bert had 
been to the Bangcroft light. And Salt
er said they had met. Again- the dan
gling threads eluded Broomall. 

" Better show that to Salter," he 
nodded toward the ribbon he \'\>·ould 
not touch. 

Hagan laid it carefully in his 
pocket. 

" I did, but you can't tell what that 
lad is thinking," he sighed. " He 
never says a word. There's something 
aboard here, Mr. Broomall, none of 
us knows about. Which is why poor 
Orsgaard and · Richards went over
board." 

CHAPTER XII 
The Prints 

THE lounge was brilliant with the 
morning sunshine when Broom
all entered it. The three women, 

in dainty costumes, were seated beside 
a table which had been drawn from 
the wall and placed in the center of the 
floor, and the men walked about un
comfortably. 

At first glance it seemed to be an 
exceptionally smart, decidedly exclu
sive yachting party, but at a second 
look the undercurrent of fear and sus
picion was apparent. 

The dog Speed, prone at Nancy 
Lowell's feet, looked up with a sound
less snarl as Broomall passed too close 
to him. 

Pete Salter, having discarded his 
soiled sailor's clothes, wore decent 
flannels and stood at the table, busy 
with paper, roller and ink. 

Both Mrs. Kearson and Helen 
Evans-Smyth were smoking and en
deavoring to throw off the unpleasant
ness of the moment with an assumed 
gayety, but Nancy, with a strained ex
pression on her charming face, sat for
ward, watching Pete Salter intently. 
Again Broomall got the impression 
that she knew something of vast im-

.. 
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portance, and he wondered if Salter 
were aware of it. 

" I' m  sorry to have to ask you all 
to submit to this," the detective was 
saying. " But I feel it is  necessary. 
The prints on the wheel are the only 
clew we have. And out here at sea, 
after what happened in the early hours 
of this morning, I feel we should do 
all we can to clear up the disappear
ance of those two unfortunate men. 
It is not likely that they both commit
ted suicide. " 

" I think that the steersman, or 
whatever you call him, ended his life, 
and before he did so, tied the wheel so 
that we would be headed back for the 
home port," said Mrs. Kearson lan
guidly. " It is ridiculous to try to 
make a mystery out of that."  

' �  And the prints on the wheel are, 
of course, his own, the man Ors
gaard's," added Mrs. Evans-Smyth 
with a little hod. " Rather obvious, I 
think that. Surely, Mr. Salter, you do 
not think that Nancy or Flossie or I 
went up there on that iron platform 
and tied that enormous wheel so that 
we'd go home again ? Do you, now ?" 

" Gracious, that ·would take a thor
ough knowledge of the sea and the . 
boat !" said Mrs. Kearson with a tin
kling laugh. " But I do think it is all 
so thrilling ! A detecth·e hiding him
self among the crew ! ' '  

Broomall did not listen to their chat
ter. He was watching Salter as the 
men submitted sullenly enough to ha v
ing their finger-prints taken. 

" This smacks too much of police 
procedure to suit me," said Colgate. 

" vVhat I want to know is," said 
Mrs. Kearson, ''  why we had a detec
tive hidden in the crew ! Horace Low
ell, why did you bring Mr. Salter on 
this crnise ?" 

" A silly idea of the local police, my 
dear," replied Lowell disagreeably. " I 
believe the beam from the Bangcroft 
light halted across this yacht the night 
before we sailed. The police chief 
fancied we might need protection." 

" How utterly delicious !" cried Mrs. 
Evans-Smyth. " I simply adored that 
old lighthouse ! And Mr. Woods was 
so nice about showing it to us ! You 
remember, Nancy ? Mr. Hughes was 
along. The light worked all right 
when we were there, Tvlr.  Lowell." 

" You'll release the crew and the 
chef, now, Lowell, since we've started 
back ?' '  asked Dr. Hunter, regan;iing 
his stained finger-tips with disgust. 
" That was all they wanted, wasn't 
it ?" 

" They refuse to be released," said 
Salter. " They are panic-stricken, and 
insist that they will do n9 more work 
on board the yacht. They insist upon 
keeping together, and they're scared to 
death of the decks. You can hardly 
blame them." 

" How are we going to manage ?" 
stormed Lowell, pacing about. " We 
can'.t wander about the seas with 
things in this condition. I f  we're so 
shorthanded, what will Captain Seal 
do ?" 

" I think you'H ·find we'll get you in 
all right," said Salter dryly. " Hagan 
is a good man, and I'm one of the 
crew, vou know." 

Huriter looked at Broomall and 
smiled, jerking his head toward his 
host. 

" The megalomaniac," he said sig
nificantly. " Everything is possible to 
him. He is rather dangerously put out 
at present." 

Pete Salter had been comparing and 
examining the finger-prints. He lift
ed his head at last and looked across 
the table at Lowell. 

" Sorry, Mr. Lowell," he said apolo
getically, " but your prints seem to be 
the ones. Guess you'll have to explain 
to us how they got on the wheel, over 
those of poor Orsgaard." 

" My prints !" cried Lowell, striding 
forward and bending over the table, 
while Nancy rose to her feet with one 
hand at her throat. 

Broomall got the idea that she had 
choked off a scream. 
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" Yes, yours," nodded Salter. " See 
here for yourself. Compare the two. 
Mr. Lowell, did you tie that wheel in 
the early hours of this morning ?" 

" I did not ! ' '  snapped Lowell, glar
ing about the circle. " I never heard of 
such rot. I was sound asleep in my 
bed. And what do you mean, Salter, 
by saying that my finger-prints are on 
the wheel over those of Orsgaard ?" 

" That's where we found them," 
said Salter pleasantly. " And we al
ways read that to mean that vour hand 
was on the \Vheel after Orsgaard' s !  It 
would have to be. After the man dis
appeared, you handled the wheel, Mr. 
Lowell. Or after Orsgaard ceased to 
handle it. Vve can put it that way." 

" You are insinuating that I flung 
the poor chap overboard ?" asked Low
ell with an ugly laugh. 

" Oh, certainly not !" Salter looked 
shocked. " I have no proof that yo1.1 

. or any one else had a thing to do with 
Orsgaard. I am interested in the per
son who tied that wheel. "  

" Then I am sorry you have had 
your work for nothing," said Lowell 
after a slight pause. " I was in bed, as I 
told you, at the . time Orsgaard van
ished. But before I retired, somewhere 
around midnight, I hacl the wheel for 
a while. Orsgaard was standing be
side me. \rYe had a few words, ancl I 
gave him a cigar. He seemed well and 
cheerful enough then. I fancy after I 
left Orsgaard simply laid his hands on 
another part of the wheel, and so left 
my prints overlapping his. That is the 
only explanation I can gi.-e at any 
rate." 

" Thank you ; I suppose that is how 
it must have happened, then," said 
Salter, wrapping up his belongings and 
preparing to depart. " Sorry to have 
inconvenienced you all . ' '  

He was gone, leaving Lowell star
ing after him, biting his lip and ap
parently puzzled and uneasy. 

J\1rs. Kearson gave her tinkling 
laugh. 

" Horace Lowell, you really didn't 

throv.r those poor chaps overlmard, did 
you ?" she begged. 

" Oh, mercy, do hush ! "  cried Helen 
Evans - Smyth, looking nervously 
about. " I  haven't the slightest bit of 
faith in this officious young detective, 
but the poor men really have gone, you 
know, Flossie !" 

· 

" And the vacht headed home in 
those wee sm�Il hours, was a warn
ing," shuddered Nancy. 

" Come, now, don't let's copy the 
crew," said Colgate briskly. " \Ve are 
a sensible, intelligent group of people, 
with, I hope, a fair amount of nerve. 
And we have another night to face 
aboard this yacht. Let's say no more 
about this. We have bridge, the radio, 
good books, good company, and, l 
hope-good food. vVhat about that, 
Lowell ?" 

" By George !" cried Lowell, start
ing toward the bell with a shamed 
laugh. " I'd plumb forgotten break
fast ! Being accused of murder, and 
of tying up that confounded wheel , 
made me lose sight of the fact that 1 
am host ! And cheer up, Carlin is a 
good cook !" 

Broomall slipped out of the lounge 
and followed Salter as he made toward 
the forward house. 

The day was as fine a one as any 

cruising party could ask for, and the 
old J ezebel dipped her bowsprit play
fully into the quiet sea, heading back 
at last toward Leesport. 

The detective turned as Broomall 
spoke to him. 

" I say, Salter, what did you make 
of those prints of Lowell's ? His ex
planation was rather glib, I thought. " 

" Glib, yes, but probably true," re
plied Pete Salter, frowning. " For 
there were prints of Orsgaard' s fingers 
all over the rest of the wheel. Y ott 
know how many places there are to 
catch hold of. Of course I got Ors
gaard's prints from stuff in his com
partment. I've checked up on the 
prints of all the men.'' 

" vVhoever tied that wheel and 
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started us back on our course h."Uows 
;what may happen to us if  we persist 
in this mad cruise," said Broomall. 

" I  figured that-yes." 
" An important person, then, even 

though it may not be the one who dis
posed of those two men ?" 

" Important, yes. I should say so." 
" But then, you got no other prints 

off that wheel." 
" No, that is true." 
The two men looked at each other 

for a moment in silence, and then Pete 
Salter drew close to Broomall and 
spoke in a very low tone, although 
there was no one near them. 

" You forget that the hand you saw 
on the rail left no prints, Mr. Broom
all." 

CHAPTER XIII 

Gone 

THE rest of that day passed under 
a ·veil of horror, masked by 
laughter and an attempt at light

heartedness. No one, however, could 
forget the idle crew, what was left of 
it, ridden by panic, huddled together 
in the forward house ; of the wheel, 
now in Hagan's hands, or the men 
:who had vanished from the deck with
out a sound in the gray hours of  the 
early dawn. 

They played bridge, and Carlin was 
constantly appearing with iced drinks. 
It was very hot under the gay awnings 
on deck, and the yacht did not make 
very good time. 

While he dressed for dinner, 
Broomall heard again the familiar 
tapping of Bert's pipe. 

And as · he listened, striving to lo
cate it, a chill creeping up his back, 
the Green Pool emerald flashed into 
his mind. He had not been thinking 
much about that gem. Yet it was the 
thing that had brought them to the 
Lowell house-Bert and himself. And 
Colgate had the night before bought 
what Mrs. Evans-Smyth insisted was 
a fake, for the enormous sum of two 

hundred thousand dollars ! He could 
not get away from the idea that the 
emerald was mixed up in Bert's fate. 
Somehow he must get that stone from 
Colgate ! It wouldn't be fair to Bert 
to fail to get it. 

All this while he was walking about 
his little compartment with his ear to 
the wall, trying to locate the spot from 
v,rhich that mysterious tapping came. 
He was sure now that it was not Bert. 
The hand that swayed the great Bang
croft light, that had tied the wheel of 
the devil ship in the early morning 
hours, and turned her back on her 
course, was signaling to him now that 
he was not to forget Bert, that Bert 
was to be helped or avenged. He 
could not make out which. 

If they could worry through the 
�oming night on the Red yacht ! 

That other time the tapping had 
seemed to come from outside the port
holes. Now he could not tell where 
it was. 

Seizing a shoehorn from the bureau, 
Broomall stepped to the wall below the 
porthole and rapped out sharply his re
ply. " I'm - on - the - job-old
man." 

The tapping instantly ceased. It was 
possible that the person calling to him 
did not understand the Morse code, 
but Bert did. And wild as it seemed, 
Broomall fancied the hand doing that 
tapping was the hand of  a wellwisher. 
'At least his reply would say that he 
got the signal. 

The hall, when he opened his door 
cauti()usly, showed empty of any 
prowlers, but cheery with rose hued 
lights. A breath of cigar smoke and 
a subdued whistle came from Lowell's 
compartment opposite. 

He had his nerve, the owner of that 
sinister yacht. But with Broomall's 
new resolution to stick with this thing 
until he had the Green Pool emerald 
and the secret of Bert's disappearance, 
came added suspicion of Horace Low
ell. It must have been Lowell whom 
Dorothy Green went to see the night 
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she ·met her death on the yacht. Speed 
belonged to Lowe!l, and he knew the 
girl well. He could still hear Lowell's 
sharp shocked Yoice as he called the 
dog from her body. 

Completing his dressing as hurriedly 
as possible, Broomall went up on deck. 
There, under the awnings, the rose 
lights gemmed the scene, and the Red _ 
yacht was running smoothly over a 
quiet sea. Here and there the lamps 
struck a gleam from the brass rail 
where twice he had seen that hideous 
hand clinging, the brass rail where poor 
Richards had vanished. 

Yet was ever a picture more beauti
ful ? An atmosphere more romantic ? 

No one was about, and Broomall ad- -
vanced to the rail and stood looking 
over. It seemed far fetched and im
possible, the sort of thing that he 
knew had happened. 

" I  beg pardon, sir, but orders are 
that no one is on deck alone to-night," 
said Hagan's voice at his side. 

B roomall started and turned, look
ing with anmsed eyes into the man's 
serious white face. 

" Hagan, is it possible that you, too, 
are being touched. by the panic of the 
crew ?" he asked. 

" There is no getting away from the 
fact that two men are gone from the 
yc:.cht. Mr. Broomall," replied Hagan 
stolidly. " And these are the captain's 
orders. Cap Jonas has brought in the 
old J ezebel a many the time with queer 
doings aboard her. But never this 
bad." 

" All right, Hagan, I'll trot below 
until some one j oins me," said Broom
all good-t1aturedly. " You've not said 
anything about-·-er-what I saw on the 
rail that night ?" 

" Heavens, no. sir !" Hagan looked 
horrified. " If we let that out all 
Hades would cut loose ! The men are 
calm enough now, so long as we are 
turned back and they're not working 
and all keeping together like." 

B roomall turned to go inside when 
something in Hagan's manner halted 

him as effectually as though the man 
had spoken. , 

" You wanted to say something?''-' he 
asked. 

" I did, yes," replied Hagan bluntly, 
looking about. " You remember the 
ribbon I showed you ? The one I found 
at the lighthouse ?" 

B roomall shuddered. - " Great Scott, 
yes !" he said. 

" vVell, sir, it's gone." 
" Gone ! \Vhat do you mean, Ha

gan ?" 
" I mean it is," said Hagan dogged

ly. " I  put it in my pocket. You saw 
me do it. And I never give it another 
thought, it being on me that way and 
not in my bunk or anywhere else. And 
awhile ago I wanted to show it again 
to Mr. Salter and-it wasn't i n  any of 
my pockets. Somebody had took it 
out !" 

· 

Broomall stared at Hagan's honest 
face for a moment. A sick feeling 
gathered about his heart. Fie again 
saw that carved chair in the lounge, 
the chair with its horrible prisoner ! 

" Good heavens, Hagan !" he gasped. 
" I'm afraid that-" 

Galbraith and Colgate appeared to
gether, laughing, in the door of the 
lounge, and Hagan moved away with 
a significant gesture. 

" You see that the women folks are 
watched careful to-night, Mr. Broom
all," he whispered sibilantly. " Since 
I put that ribbon back in my pocket 
I haven't been near the crew." 

A half hour later every one save 
Pierce Colgate had assembled around 
the candle lighted dinner table. 

\Vith the freshening breezes of night 
the Red yacht was nmning more rapid
ly toward home, and it was a vast re
lief to Broomall, especially after that 
conversation with Fiagan on deck, to 
realize that this was the last night 
aboard the mysterious craft. 

" \\There's . Colgate ?" asked Lowell 
as they sat down to the delicious meal 
which had been prepared by the ef
ficient Carlin. 



236 DETECTIVE FICTION vVEEKLY 

" Yes, where is he ?" asked Hunter 
with an unpleasant laugh. " It be
·hooves us to stick toge.tb:er aboard this 
boat, Lowell." 

' 

" Don't tell me Mr. Colgate has van
ished, too ! "  cried Mrs. Evans-Smyth 
with her little high laugh. " I should 
die !" 

" Everything seems to be going fair
ly well," said Galbraith reprovingly. 
" The crew when I saw them just now 
were sullen, but not dangerous. The 
fact that we are going back has quieted 
them." 

" But the night isn't over y�t," said 
Hunter in B roomall's ear. 

As he spoke Pierce Colgate entered. 
In his hand he held the Green Pool 
emerald fast to its dangling platinum 
chain, and his face was a picture of  
anger and humiliation. Straight to 
Mrs. Evans-Smyth he went and laid 
the j ewel on the white cloth before her. 

" What is the game ?" he asked, star
ing into her startled eyes. " This stone 
is a fake. Look at it. It is not the 
gem I bought here last night for two 
hundred thousand dollars !" 

" Now, Mr. Colgate, of course, it's 
a fake !" cried Mrs. Evans-Smyth 
plaintively. " I told you that ! Every
body heard me !" 

· " Rubbish !" snapped Colgate still 
holding her gaze with his. " The stone 
I bought last night was the real Green 
Pool and you know it. Tnis one
which some one since put in its place, 
is nothing but glass !" 

-

" Now, look here, Colgate-" began 
Lowell sharply. 

" Really, C o  1 g a t e -" blustered 
Evans-Smyth. 

" Oh, I just knew you would say 
this when you looked at that emerald 
in the daylight !" cried Mrs. Evans
Smyth. " You w ouldn't listen last 
night. I told you over and over the 
stone you were buyirig was a copy of 
the Green Pool which is  in my safe 
deposit box in New York !" 

" The Green Pool was in my hand 
in this room last night," said Colgate 

very low. " No one can fool me on 
a gem. I've made them a life study. 
And since then, the real emerald has 
been taken from m� and this piece of  
glass put in its place." 

" Are you trying to accuse my wife 
of something, Colgate ?" flared Evans
Smyth, purple with anger. 

" I  don't know whom I'm accusing !" 
sneered Colgate turning around upon 
him. " What is the game ? I tell you 
all here and now that I shall stop pay
ment on the check I gave Mrs. Evans
Smyth the moment we reach port !" 

" O f course, . you must !" cried 
Evans-Smyth furiously. " Do you 
think we'd touch your money after 
this ? Helen told you last night before 
us all that the stone was an imitation 
and you insisted upon buying it. With 
that understanding you gave per that 
check. And now you want your money 
back. Well, you can have it, you bet ! 
We don't want it !" 

" Oh, not so fast, Henry !" said the 
sweet voice of his wi fe. " The emerald 
was mine, and the check was given to 
me. I was perfectly frank with Mr. 
Colgate. So far as I know the Green 
Pool emerald is still in my safe deposit 
box in the bank in New York. I told 
him that and you all heard me. I re
fuse to permit him to stop payment on 
the check I hold. If he does, I shall 
take the case to court." 

" Oh, Helen !" said Nancy Lowell · 
with an embarrassed little laugh. 

· " Helen, give Colgate his check im
mediately !" grated Evans-Smyth. 

" I shall never give it to him !" said 
Mrs. Evans-Smyth with her small 
b-lond head held very high. « The 
idea ! The thing was fair and square 
and everybody heard it. I didn't warit 
to sell him that fake stone. But since 
he insisted, knowing he has piles of 
money, I couldn't resist that check. I 
said so. And now he shan't have it 
back. Just try to stop payment on it, 
Mr. Colgate ! It will cost you more 
than two hundred thousand before you 
are through !" 
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Broomall, who had been a startled " ·where did you keep the thing after 
listener to this argument, rose and yon bought it. Pierce ?" asked Dr. 
walked to the table. Once more he Hunter. 
took the green stone in his fingers and " Oh, I didn't lock it up in a dozen 
bent his head above it. And then as- safes," shrugged Colgate. " I just 
tonishment gripped him. For the gem wrapped it carefully and kept it in my 
he looked at was the one he had seen pocket. At ni.ght I laid it under my 
the night he arrived at the Lowell pillow and this morning I put it back 
house, and not the blazing pool of in my pocket. The person who took 
glory Colgate had bought the night be- it and put in its place this bit o f  glass, 
fore ! Colgate had certainly been clever- must have picked my pocket." 
ly done. And again, who was respon- Broomall felt himself grov,;ing 
sible for the substitution ? Where was rather chilly, and he devoted himself 
the Green Pool ? Did Mrs. Evans- to the soup which was cooling at his 
Smyth know the real from the fake, place. 
or was she actually what she seemed ? Tom Hagan had had a crimson rib� 
Just a common grasping little igno- bon taken from his pocket. And now 
ramus, being played with by the Colgate had been robbed in the same 
crook ? way of ti-re Green Pool ! 

" Mrs. Evans-Smyth, you shall never Then Galbraith spoke, with an em-
have that money," said Colgate very barrassed laugh. 
low. " I am the wrong man to try that " You forget we are at sea. 'vV e are 
game with. A clever one, I will admit." on a yacht. No one has broken in and 

" Lowell, I protest !' '  cried Evans- escaped by a window. If Colgate tells 
Smyth, rising. " Do you permit your the truth, the real emerald i s  among us, 
women guests to be insulted like this ?" on the boat somewhere. I suggest 

Lowell made a gesture of helpless- that we search every one and every 
ness. compartment. I insist upon submitting 

" I  have notJhing to do with this . to tlus myself, for I room with Col
situation," he said ruefully. " Colgate, gate." 
have a little sense. You were told you " That's a disgrace to my boat� 
were buying a fake stone. Now take I-" began Lowell excitedly. 
your medicine, no matter how ex- " Man, your boat is already dis
pensive. In the daylight the stone graced," said Hunter dryly. " I  agree 
probably looked-" with Galbraith. Let's start the search 

" I never looked at it all day," said at once." 
Colgate. " I  just chanced to do so be- " There will be no result gained i f  
fore I came i n  here a few minutes ago. the Evans-Smyths refuse to submit," 
You don't seem to understand. I am said Colgate darkly. 
a j ewel expert. I have a marvelous " Helen, you can't refuse !' '  said 
collection." Nancy Lowell swi ftly. " ·when you 

Lowell glanced about fhe table. know the real emerald is in your bank 
H Is  there no one else who can judge in New York !" 

this stone ?" he asked. " I dare say " Oh, no," smiled Mrs. Evans-Smyth 
that's too much to hope." with her eyes glittering \vith rage. " I  

Broomall said nothing. How could shall not refuse. Do anything you like, 
he speak ? With every bit of him he Mr. Colgate." 
longed at that moment to learn the " Colgate," said Hunter, " you are a 
hiding place of the real Green Pool, fool. V.,T e were witnesses to that sale 
which he knew was aboard the yacht. last night. You insisted upon buying 
Only last night it had flashed and rip� what you were told by the owner was 
pled up at him from Colgate's -palm. .a fake stone, a copy of the famous 
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original. Now, after you are con
vinced yourself that she told you the 
truth, you want your money back. I 
fear that in any court the case would 
go against you. You knew what you 
were buying." 

" I bought the Green Pool emerald," 
said Colgate steadily. " And since 
then, it has been taken from me and 
this imitation put in its place." 

Broomall sat frowning at the table. 
He could not as yet see daylight or de
cide which person around that hand
some board on the ill-fated yacht, was 
the crook, the criminal. But he was 
fairly sure that Hunter had been wrong 
about Mrs. Evans-Smyth. 

" At least, my friends, let us eat," 
said Lowell then pleasantly. " We can 
start the search afterward, i f  every 
one wishes. It may a:ssist us to pass 
this final evening on my unfortunate 
yacht." 

CHAPTER XIV 
In the Lounge 

A S the uncomfortable meal pro
£1. gressed B roomall fought the de-

sire to go to his compartment, 
securely lock both its doors and remain 
there until the devilish boat got into 
Leesport. Not for a m oment did he 
undervalue the horrible happenings on 
board the strange Red yacht. . 

But Bert's fate wa:s to<>-dosely inter
woven with the affair. He could not 
step out of it all like that, for sake of 
his own safety. And no one could be 
sure that even in a locked compart
ment, would there be security that 
night on the old J ezebel. 

The Evans-Smyths and Colgate ig
nored each other pointedly until the 
delicious meal had dragged to a close, 
and then Horace Lowell glanced about 
the table with a forced smile. 

" Well, is every one vvilling to pro
ceed with this absurd search ?" he 
asked. " I  suggest we have Salter in 
first. He is familiar with matters like 
this." 

" It is so crazy," sighed Helen 
Evans-Smyth. " vVhy, that gem is 
carefully locked away in New York ! 
I never heard of anything so idiotic." 

" I, for one, shall not permit it !" 
snorted Evans-Smvth. 

" My dear, you certainly will !" 
snapped his pretty wife. " I f you 
don't, Mr. Colgate will think we are 
both crooks ! He'll think you took that 
emerald out of his pocket !" 

" Exactly, ·so I will," agreed Colgate 
in an ugly tone. 

Broomall could scarcely blame him. 
He alone knew that Pierce Colgate had 
been cleverly done. And he knew how 
he felt. 

Lowell pressed a bell. 
" I'll send for Salter," he nodded, 

but scarcely had he spoken before Pete 
Salter stood in the doorway. 

" I beg pardon, but I've a little 
•speech to make," he said glancing about 
the circle. 

" I  was j ust about to send for you," 
said Lowell. " But what we want can 
wait. Go ahead." 

" It is my request and the captain's 
that no one, man or woman, go upon 
the decks to-night alone," said Salter. 
" We have no idea as yet what caused 
those two seamen to vanish. They 
were burly strong men, without nerves, 
and good swimmers. I rely upon the 
gentlemen to care for the ladies. This 
is not a laughing matter. There is a 
distinct danger aboard this yacht. Ha
gan, Captain Seal and myself are in 
charge. , vV e must have your help. The 
men are locked in the forecastle where 
they can do no harm. They begged to  
be locked in  there and we need have 
no fear of them." - As he spoke, Broomall saw Salter's 
eyes roving keenly from one face to 
another in the softly lighted cabin. He 
felt sure that Tom Hagan had told him 
about the crimson ribbon, and he felt 
with the detective that the danger, 
whatever it was, was not locked in the 
forecastle. 

" Oh, how delicious !'' cried Mrs. 
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Kearson with a little shiver. " I 
wouldn_"t have missed this trip for any
thing !" 

" �Iy ad\·ice is to stick together in 
here or the lounge,'' went on Salter 
grimly. " Leave the decks alone to
night. And go to bed early and lock 
your doors. To-morrow, with good 
luck, we shall be back in Leesport. " 

" But, man, i f  the crew is locked up 
and w e  all stay together in here, that 
only leaves yourself, Hagan, the cap
tain , Carlin and the maid at large !" 
said Hunter amusedly. " In which di
rection do you fancy the menace lies ?" 

" I  can't tell you that, Dr. Hunter," 
replied Salter steadily, looking the doc
tor in the eyes. " And nobody else can. 
I only know it exists. The fault is 
mine for fixing it so that this cursed 
boat left port with you al l . I'm going 
to do my best to get you back in 
saf ety. ' '  

" But nothing has happened except 
two sailors jumping o\·erboard ! ' '  
pouted Helen Evans-Smyth. " Such 
·silly things to make such a fuss about !" 

" You'd make a fuss if it vvas your 
husband who vanished like that, 
wouldn't  you ?" flared Salter. 

" Indeed she wouldn't !" Flossie 
Kearson whispered to Broomall. " She 
wouldn't give a button !" 

" vVe shall do our best to obey you, 
Salter, after we attend to an unpleas
ant little matter which has come up," 
said Lowell then with a sigh. " I was 
just ringing for you to assist us. It 
seems that last night Mr. Colgate 
bought a valuable emerald from Mrs. 
Evans-Smyth which she insisted was 
only a fake stone, a copy of the original 
which he wanted. He did not believe 
her and gave her a check Now he 
says she sold him the real stone, but 
later took it awaY and left the fake in 
.its place. He ha

·
s placed the imitation 

there on the table. He wants his check 
and the lady refuses to give it up. I f  
h e  stops payment she says she will take 
it tO COUrt. V\1 e had all insisted that 
we be searched, and al90 our compart-

ments, for the true emerald which Col
gate says was stolen from him. \i\Till 
you take charge, Salter ? And get it 
over quickly, please." 

" It seems to me that there won't be 
a chance of finding the stone," observed 
Galbraith. " Any crook clever enough 
to get it from Colgate and place the 
imitation one in its stead would be 
clever enough to hide it well.' '  

A strange smile drifted across Sal
ter's tight lips and he nodded abruptly. 

" I  agree with you, Mr. Galbraith, " 
he said. " A  search for the stone, 
provided Mr. Colgate is  correct and it  
was ever on the yacht, · would be a 
farce. "  

· 

Broomall's heart sank. He knew 
that the Green Pool emerald was on 
the yacht. 

" Fudge !" snapped Colgate, white 
with rage. ." You will ·not need to look 
beyond the belongings of the Evans
Smyi:hs. They played a clever trick on 
n1e." 

Pete Salter lifted his hand as Evans
Smyth, as white as Colgate, started 
forward. 

" Let us get it over wi th,  then," he 
said. " I guess nobody ·will be satis
fied until you have it. I don't blame 
:Mr. Evans-Smyth, but I don't blame 
Mr. Colgate either, if he bought the 
real stone last night. If Miss Lowell 
could search the ladies in her own com
partmen t, I will do the same with the 
gentlemen in here. Then I'll go through 
the various compartments myself ,  
Don't suppose you'll be afraid to trust 
n1e ?" 

His cheerful grin was faintly 
responded to here and there. 

" Get done with it, Salter," growled 
Horace Lowell. " I  can 't get head or 
tail of the thing myself." 

A half hour later Pete Salter had 
again left them to themsdves, and the 
Green Pool emerald had not been 
found. 

Pierce Colgate strode across the 
room to the corner where the Evans� 
Smyths sat, very erect with what 
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seemed to be a righteous indignation. 
His hancis were clenched and his 
slightly protruding j aw set danger
ously. 

" Mrs. Evans-Smyth," he said, very 
low, " you won't get away with this. 
Remember what I say." 

Broomall, with Evans-Smyth's 
angry voice and Lowell's instant in
dignant protest in his ears, left the 
1 o u n g e and, disregarding orders, 
crossed the deck and stood by the rail, 
looking out upon the placid sea. 

He was bewildered in the maze o f  
strange occurrences about him. That 
they were all connected, probably the 
work of one mind, he did not doubt. 
Vv ere the_ Evans-Smyths really the 
crooks ? Did that pretty helpless
looking little blonde know what had 
become of Bert ? _ Why would a 
splendid honest girl like N arrey Lowell 
protect a weak, silly thing like Helen 
Evans-Smyth ? And Henry Evans
Smyth. He was the last type of man to 
be a clever crook. But then, Broomall 
put no trust in appearances. 

Despite himself, hi& eyes wandered 
down the deck to the spot where he 
had ·seen that dreadful hand clinging 
to the rail. There was nothing there 
now. And what could be more cheer
ful or more luxurious than the deck ? 

The yacht was ·dipping along joy
ously, as though eager to get home. 
Music hummed from the radio. Yet 
in the forecastle these men, huddled in 
fear, were locked in, and out at sea, 
somewhere, were the bodies of Ors
gaard and Richards. 

What was the secret of that boat ? 
Orsgaard had said she was a treasure 
ship. What had he meant by that ? 
He eould not have been speaking of 
the Green Pool emerald. That would 
hardly be likely. Broomall felt that it  
>vas because of the treasure the man 
had spoken of that he had died. 

And young Richards. Had he, too, 
known of the " treasure " ?  He had 
been Orsgaard's friend. It was likely 
enough. And probable that both men 

had shipped with Hagan for a definite 
object. 

Broomall's b 1 o o d began to run 
rapidly. There was, then, something on 
that yacht of great value. The thing 
Dorothy Green had gone to find ? Then 
one of the men at the Lowell house 
had known of it, for she had gone 
there j.ust before her death. She had 
also visited the Ba.ngcroft light. 

Unconsciously Broomall had been 
grasping the polished brass rail while 
he went over these things, and he 
started when a strong hand closed 
over his fingers and, lifting them, 
drew them through Dr. Hunter's arm. 

The psychiatrist was looking at him 
with an amused smile. 

" Come inside, my friend," he said 
pleasantly. " Have you forgotten 
orders ? How do you know at what 
moment you might be drawn over the 
side into the water ?" 

Ford Broomall made up his mind 
that he would not sleep that night. 
That some dreadful thing would hap
pen before the dawn, ·on those polluted 
decks, he felt certain. It was not pos· 
sible to shake off the feeling. 

The panic-stricken crew locked in 
the f orecastle, the strong anger that 
existed between Colgate and the Evans
Smyths, the nervousness of the women 
and the uneasiness of Lowell himself, 
all tended to increase his own fears. 
And he had as yet had no clew regard
ing the fate of his pal. He could not 
even decide which member of the 
cruising party was the friend who was 
reminding him so often of Bert. I f  
Nancy Lowell, who had frankly ex
pressed her fears, he was completely in 
the dark. For how could that sweet 
girl know anything about the dark 
mystery Pete Salter was grappling 
with ? 

The urge to ·find the treasure the 
yacht carried, to possess himself of the 
Green Pool emerald despite the puz
zling drama it seemed to be the center 
of, was growing. _ That, indeed, would 
avenge Bert ! Where was B cri ? The 

6 0  
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man who had taken the Green Pool was not anxious to meet the fate o f  
emerald from Colgate certainly knew. Orsgaard and Richards, o r  to again 
Hunter ? Lowell ? Galbraith ? Evans- see that horror hand clinging to the 
Smyth ? gleaming rail. 

Knowing Dorothy Green and her · And then suddenly he came to a full 
cleverness as he did, Broomall could stop, having actually stumbled over 
not entirely eliminate Helen Evans- the body of Speed, stretched out in a 
Smyth from his suspicions. He could shadowy corner of the deck. 
not believe her to be the fool Dr. vVhen the dog did not move. a11d as 
Hunter thought her. Broomall sprang away from him with 

Throwing himself, fully dresse� his revolver in his hand, he saw that 
upon his bed, Ford Broomall prepared, a slim white figure was prone upon the 
with his revolver beside him, for a deck beside the dog, one arm across 
wearing night. the mttscular body. 

He was on the borderland of sleep A sick feeling at his heart, Broomall 
when the strange sound woke him, stooped swiftly and. lifted Nancy 
startled him to a sitting position ·on Lowell in his arms, rejoicing as he felt 
the edge of his bed, ears strained. that her pulse still beat regularly and 

Plain .at first, but dying rapidly that she apparently was in a faint. 
away, it came, the sound of running Holding her close against him, he 
feet on deck, a queer soft little pat-pat . looked helplessly about. vVhat could 
which Broomall could not immediate'ly Nancy be doing at that hour alone on 
understand, but which, as his mind these dreadful decks ? And the dog-
cleared, he recognized as the so�nd of GlanCing down at Speed, he saw to 
bare feet. his amazement that he was breathing 

It was gone. Nothing disturbed the regularly, yet lying stretched out in an 
deadly quiet. Everything vvas ap- unnatural manner which closely re
parently as it had been, but B roomall sembled death. 
was white and shaken. Placing Nancy in a cushioned deck 

Where was Pete Salter ?  Had he chair, Broomall, keeping a watchful 
heard that sound ? Had it roused the eye on the decks, chafed her wrists, 
great dog that slept on deck ? What on and filled a glass with water from a 
earth would be running like that, as near-by thermos. 
though stark fear was at its heels, in \Vith the depressing sensation that 
bare feet on the deck at that hour ? It this girl knew far more than he did or 
was three thirty. that she should, about the mvsteries 

Orders or no orders, he could not that hemr:ned them in on that hideous 
remain any longer in his compartment. yacht, came the realization that he '"las 
And, opening his door .quietly, Broom- entirely too fond of her. 
all slipped into the corridor. Pete Salter was standing not far 

The deck, when he reached it, off, regarding him with brilliant, ex
seemed deserted and peaceful. It had cited eyes, his face the color of ashes. 
a normal cheery look, with the cards " Broomall,'' he whispered, " I need 
they had played with that' day still on you, man. Mrs. Evans-Smyth is in 
the table, Colgate's banjo on a couch, the lounge." 
some o f  the women's b ooks strewn " You mean ?" Broomall barely 
about. Evidently Carlin had had so breathed the words. 
much to do in the kit-chen that he had " Yes,'' nodded Salter. " Like the 
n eglected the decks. others. Good heavens. Broomall, 

Broomall moved slowly and cau- why '<iid I ever let this devil ship sail 
. tiously along, listen1ng, looking. He with these people aboard ?" 

T O  B E  CONTINUED 
7 D 



Chicago's Gangs 

As the leader grasped his hilnd, two 
companions pumped a dozen bullets 

Seven Men Mu;dered by a Gangland Firing Squad!-Here 
/s the Story Behind the Massacre That Shocked the World 

By Manly S. Mumford 

�R nearly two decades Chicago r �as been ridden by an incubus of 
lawless gangs which has preyed 

upon its citizenry, flouted its laws, 
committed innumerable murders, split 
the silences of the night with its 
wicked bombs, corrupted its law en
forcing agencies, and dragged the 
name of the city in the dust before the 
world. 

Day after day, on the front pages 
of the newspapers throughout the 
country, have been chronicled the sav
age and relentless killings of gangsters 
by their fellow outlaws. With aban
doned cruelty and wanton viciousness 
these gangsters have gone about their 
murderous business, using the most 

modern weapons, the fastest automo
biles, leaving hundreds o f  unsolved 
murders. The machine gun, that 
deadliest of all instruments of death, 
the sawed off shotgun, the pistol and 
the rifle, and the noisome bomb have 
been and are being used. 

Names of men who have lived out- ' 
side the law, making huge fortunes 
from illegal business lines - '' rack
ets," they are called in Chi'cago slang 
-have swept across the pages of the 
daily journals, their terrible audacity 
and viciousness making them interna
tionally known. All but one or two of 
them have also met spectacular and 
violent deaths, fitting to . their lives. 
The names of Colosimo, 'I'orrio, Ca-
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pone, Drucci, Saltis, Lombardo-to 
mention j ust a few-all these have be
come known, notorious, almost legen
dary. 

Through the years from 1 909 to the 
present day the range and power of  
gangland has grown, and the number 
of murders increased in volume and 
in drama. At times it seemed that the 
authorities could not cope with the 
situation, a half dozen murdets occur
ring i n  a week, bombs being tossed al
most daily, sluggings and kidnapings 
frequent. In all these years the period 
from 1 923 to 1 927 was the worst. I n  
these four years the shotgun's bark 
was often heard and the bodies of men 
were often found by the roadside, 
" taken for a ride." It was in this 
period that the most spectacular slay
ings occurred, those of O'Banion in 
his flower shop, \V eiss in front of a 
church, the Genna brothers, three of 
them in a month, and finally the slay
i ng of an assistant State's attorney, 
McSwiggin, while riding with gang
sters. 

Before the War 
These years marked the high point 

of the remorseless gangland wars, but 
a great deal of h istory, sanguinary and 
interesting, came before them. And 
the bloodiest shooting came after : the 
Clark Street garage massacre. 

The foundations of the present 
gangland were laid before the war, be
fore prohibition made profitable the 
illicit liquor trade, from ·which such 
fortunes have been reaped. At thi s  
time vice was the occupation of the 
low browecl gangster. Houses of ill 
repute flourished, and many of the 
present leaders of gangland got their 
start as panderers in the red light dis
trict. Sporadic for a while, the vice 
business finally took form and became 
organized, and the head of the ring 
was Big Jim Colosimo. 

Colosimo was wdl known in the 
city of Chicago, principally through 
ownership of his famous night l ife 

restaurant on the near south side of 
the city. It was a famous place, noted 
for its good food and its rich Italian 
wines. It was the fashion of those 
seeking a little glimpse of the under
world to patronize Colosimo's, as his 
place was known. Big Jim himself 
was always in evidence, suave, friend· 
ly, genial, furnishing food and enter
tainment to those who came. 

His was one of the first of the caba
rets where singers entertained the din
ers. He had a beautiful girl, Dale 
.\i\Tinter, later a musical comedy star, 
who attracted patrons. Later he mar
ried her. 

Gentleman Jim 
The restaurant, however, was only 

one of Colosimo's activities, one of his  
lesser ones. His real business was the 
operation of dives and houses of ill re
pute. He was known as " The King 
of the Levee," the' levee being the reel 
light district. I n  this region all the 
operators of such immoral places must 
pay him tribute and be aligned with 
him. His business grew, and his promi
nence and wealth increased. He made 
political connections which made him 
immune from the law. He was a 
powerful figure. Originally he had 
been a day laborer, and was crass and 
crude. As his power increased he lost 
some of his ill breeding, and later 
posed as something of a gentleman. 

From the notorious Five . Points 
gang of New York, Colosimo got John 
Torrio to help him. Torrio was to 
grow greater in stature .in the under
world than his sponsor. He was of a 
more pleasing personality, more suave, .. 
with more o f  a - veneer of  respect
ability, but he was also more remorse
less. Also a better organizer. 

In 1920, just when the gangs began 
reaching out for the booze trade, Co
losimo was murdered. One pleasant 
afternoon he left his home and bride 
of three weeks to go to his restaurant, 
as had been his custom. He went in, 
spoke to his secretary, made a tele-
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phone call, and started to leave. As 
he reached the front of his establish
ment a hand reached out from behind 
a door and nut a bullet into Colosimo's 
brain. Th� secretary, rushing from 
the back, found his boss dead. There 
were no others in the place at this time 
of day, and the slayer had fled. 

This was the first big gangland mur · 
'der, and it created a furor in the city, 
but it was merely the forerunner of 
hundreds to foliow. No one ever 
found out who killed Big Jim, or i f  
some one did, h e  never told the au
thorities. Many people had reason, 
perhaps, to murder the King of the 
Levee, for h e  had been a harsh man, 
and made many enemies despite his at
titude of friendliness. 

The Labor Union Racket 

Before Colosimo was killed another 
kind of gang was growing up-the la
bor gang. Control of a labor union 
was a valuable asset. . 

The head of a successful labor union 
iWas a man of some importance. He 
could call strikes and walkouts, crip
pling an employer's business. If the 
head of a union were unscrupulous, as 
many of them were, they used their 
position to enrich themselves, threat
ening employers with strikes and vio
lence unless they were bribed. Thus 
they could grow rich, ride in expensive 
automobiles, and live in luxurious 
homes. 

Many men, desirous of  controlling 
certain labor unions, began to use vio
lent tactics to gain their ends. They 
would announce themselves as candi� 
'dates for president or business agent, 
and hire a gang of sluggers to help 
elect them. Broken noses, cracked 
heads and general sluggings were not 
rare in fights over the control of a 
union. There was little murder in this 
struggle, however. But a group of 
men was being formed which had be
come accustomed to lawlessness, and 
was susceptible to leadership. Many 
of the old-time labor sluggers and ter-

rorists found their ways into the beer 
and alcohol gangs founded after Co
losimo's murder. Most of the labor 
sluggers vvere of Irish descent. The 
vice ring had largely been Italian. But 
in the post v;ar bonanza of booze, the 
two nationaliti es joined hands and 
went along ·with the illegal business. 

\iVhen Colosimo died, Torrio took 
up the reins. He proceeded with the 
vice business, included gambling 
houses, and struck out in  the liquor 
business. He was easy-going, and a 
smooth talker, always willing to pay 
rather than to fight. Under a com
plaisant city administration he became 
king of the underworld, and appor
tioned out the territory in which each 
gang might operate. Certain sections 
of the city were assigned to his par
ticular associates, mostly Italians. An� 
other sector was given to the Saltis 
gang, which owed allegiance to Tor
rio. Saltis, a huge beer seller of Po
lish extraction, and Frank McErlane, 
one ·of  the most murderous of the 
Irish, joined hands and worked the 
south side of the city. Torrio and his 
right-hand man, Capone, held control 
of  the west side, while the gang- head
ed by O 'Banion, the toughest of the 
Irish, ruled the north side. Intermin
gled with these groups were the Genna 
brothers, some half dozen of them, 
who had systematically organized the 
Italian distillers to turn out thousands 
of gallons of alcohol daily. 

The Beer War 

All these groups were under the rule 
of Torrio. It was not a harsh rule, 
more or less of a working agreement, 
and often the traces were kicked over, 
one group. growing restive and trying 
to break away. But a little summary 
justice, dealt out with revolvers, and 
the recalcitrant group was whipped 
back into line. Murders were not un
common, but most of them were not 
spectacular, and seldom concerned a 
really important figure. 

In 1923 another city administration 
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came into power. It  was not disposed 
to deal so lightly with the bootleggers, 
beer runners, alcohol peddlers and 
their ilk. These gentry were now wax
ing fat, piling up riches, abandoning 
their old rough ways of living, and 
pretending to be captains of industry. 
Instead of the old strong-backed, 
weak-minded hoodlums, a new group, 
more tactful, better dressed, better 
business men were running the racket. 

This year ushered in the real beer 
wars in �vhich so many lost their  lives. 
It also introduced new technique into 
the business of murder. The sawed 
off shotgun, which spits out its leaden 
slugs by the dozen, became the favor
ite wea:pon. Murder, wholesale and 
retail, was the order of the day in the 
fight between the various groups strug

. gling for control or share in the booze 
racket. Outsiders began to climb in, 
and the old gangs themselves began to 
crack. 

Keane " Takes a Ride '' 
The first of the ki llings in this series 

occurred in S eptember, 1923, when a 
gang, headed by Spike O'Donnell, 
tried to break into the south side beer 
business, run . by Joe Saltis. Two of 
O'Donnell's beer runners, George 
Meegan and " Spot " Bucher, were 
riding peacefully along in their auto 
one afternoon. Suddenl \' another car 
drew up, shotguns were 1joked between 
the curtains, and several blasts were 
poured into Meegan and Bucher. The 
attackers sped away, leaving the 
O'Donnell henchmen dead in their car. 

This bold faced murder created con
siderable excitement among the police 
and authorities, but the next day there 
was another murder, that of Tony 
Raymond, to call their attention. 
vVhile the police were still working on 
these three · killings, another man of 
the O'Donnell crew was slain. His 
name was Keane, and he '<Vas a minor 
figure, but the manner of his death was 
noteworthy. He was the first of the 
gangsters -to be " taken for a ride." 

This new term quickly came into 
being and the method was often used. 
It i s  this. One group of  gangsters, 
having decreed the . death of a member 
of another, entrap him by friendly ad
vances or actual kidnaping into an au
tomobile. Then he is  taken for a ride 
from which he never comes back. The 
machine is rapidly drinn out into the 
country districts, where a gun i s  put 
to the head of the unfortunate prison
er. His body is tossed out by the 
roadside, where it lies until noticed by 
some passer-by. O ften, i f  the road is 
a lonely one, the murderers will carry 
the body some distance f rom the road, 
leaving it in a field, where it may re
main without detection for some days. 

The south side beer war lasted the 
remainder of the year of 1 923, all o f  
1924, most of 1925, and sporadic out
breaks were stil l  occurring in 1926. 
More than twenty gangsters, most of 
them oi the O'Donnell faction, were 
murdered in this war. A number were 
shot who did not die, and rnanv sa
loons were bombed. The authO'rities 
could not accomplish anything. Saltis 
and his hardboi led partner, McErlane, 
were o ften arrested, indicted once or 
twice, and even tried for murder, but 
witnesses were lacking. It was open
ly charged that the gangsters intimi
dated witnesses, bought perjurers to 
testi fy for them, and generally fl outed 
the law. 

A Police Victory 
\Vhile the south side beer war was 

in progress, another was being started 
on the north and west sides, which was 
to prove more bloody and spectacular. 

It first began in the spring of 1924, 
when Ralph Capone, brother o f  the 
notoricms Al, was killed. It had been 
the custom of the Torrio henchmen to 
terrorize the village of Cicero on elec
tion day, and to insure the success of 
candidates favorable to the syndicate 
headed by Torrio. Ralph, 'the young
er brother, was engaged in a little 
slugging and outlawry when he en-
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gaged in battle with the police, who 
shot him to death. This was one of 
the cases in which the police came out 
ahead. 

The next month Joe Howard, a Ca
pone gangster who was reputed to 
have talked to the authorities, was 
slain. From then on the war began in 
earnest. Eddie Tancl, a saloonkeeper 
in the Torrio territory, was murdered 
in his saloon. For this killing a gang
ster named Doherty was tried. Doh� 

erty's name comes up later i n  the story, 
for it was in his automobile that Wil
liam McSwiggin, the assistant State's 
attorney, was killed. 

O'Banion Goes to War 
The war began to break out between 

the O'Banion gang, growing restive 
under Torrio domination, and the 
Genna gang, who were also breaking 
away from Torrio. O'Banion, harsh 
and tough, was contemptuous of all 
the Italian gangsters, and referred to 
them slightingly. 

At this time the O'Banion gang was 
the most prosperous. They were mak
ing money faster than the other gangs9 
and were doing it by stealing liquor 
owned by the other groups. " Hi
jacking " of liquor trucks was com� 
mon, and the O'Banion crew were the 
aggressors. Hi-jacking is  the simple 
expedient of stopping a truck load of 
liquor, kidnaping the driver, stealing 
his truck, and throwing the driver out 
somewhere. The O'Banion mob -..vas 
in the habit of this practice, which, of 
course, was profitable, as the liquor 
cost them nothing, and they could get 
just as high a price as if they had 
bought it in the first place. But such 
a practice could·. not go on forever. 
The law could do nothing, and the 
victims of such thefts could not com
plain to the police, for the whole busi
ness was outside the law. But the 
gangs themselves settled it with ma
chine guns and rifles to help them. 

As the O'Banion gang grew in 
' ..... �ea1th, power and audacity, it also be-

� 

came more respectable. O'Banion him
self bought part interest in a flower 
shop to use as a blind. Each day he 
\Vas to be seen in the shop selling or
chids and lilies for the funerals of 
other gangsters. 

O'Banion's close friends, members 
of his gang : George Moran, a Pole 
with an Irish name ; Little Hymie 
Weiss, another Pole ; Vincent Drucci, 
a sleek, presentable young I tali an ; and 
Dapper Dan McCarthy, one of the 
old-time labor sluggers who had gone 
into the beer racket ; all were doing 
well . As they became prosperous they 
moved into expensive hotels, rode in 
expensive automobiles and affected 
fine clothes. O'Banion, despite his fe
rocity, was a fastidious individual, al
ways nattily dressed, having his 
clothes made bv the best tailors. It 
was quite a job for a tailor to make 
a suit of clothes for O'Banion, for he 
demanded two extra pockets in which 
he could carry his two revolvers, which 
he never went without. 

Swell Crooks 
vVhen O'Banion was married it was 

a grand affair. All the guests came in 
full dress clothes, for it was an eve
ning wedding, and the gangsters in 
their swallowtails and \Vhite gloves pa
raded about the lawn of the bride. Oc
casionally a suspicious bulge was no
ticed beneath a swallowtail, for, after 
all, these men were gunmen and gang
sters, and they could not afford to go 
about unprotected. 

After O'Banion's marriage he 
moved into a sumptuous apartment on 
the Gold Coast of Chicago, where the 
rich and socially prominent live. Few 
people in the neighborhood knew the 
character of their neighbors, and the 
toughest. of the gunmen lived in peace 
and quiet there. The O'Banion gang 
were great theatergoers, usually to be 
seen on the first night openings of 
the theaters, dressed in tuxedos, with 
their women correctly attired in · er
mine wraps. The hotels and cabarets 
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saw them often, and they were wei- the little chapel and overflowed into 
corned because of their :hee spending the street where the throngs pressed and 
proclivities. But few people knew the crowded. Gangsters aplenty were there, 
nature of their business. · and judges, police, public officials, who 

The " North Side mob," as O'Ban- had no business to be mourning for a 
ion's crew was called, grew arrogant murdered gangster. B ut through all 
as their wealth and power increased, the illicit liquor racket tuns the slimy 
and it was this that caused their down- thread of politics. Many of the poor 
fall. They terrorized the smaller Ital- people o f  O'Banion's earlier acquaint
ian gangsters, and encroached upon ance were there, some o f  them to 
the territory of the Gennas, treating mourn, for he had always been open
the latter with disdain and contempt. handed to the unfortunate. 
Then the inevitable happened. After O'Banion was buried, the war 

started out afresh. The north side 
The Flower Shop Murder gangsters suspected both the Torrio-

O'Banion was slain . Capone and Genna outfits of having 
In his flower shop one m{)rning he been mixed up in his s laying. They 

was arranging the flowers, having a began to watch for an opportunity to 
large sale for the funeral of  a noted take vengeance and soon one offered. 
Italian who had j ust died . Three 'Al Capone was driving in  the street 
Italians walked in. He apparently was one day, accompanied only by his 
expecting them, perhaps even knew chauffeur, when a group of O'Banion 
them, for he stretched out his hand in gangsters sped past in a car and fired 
greeting. As the leader grasped several shots into Capone's car. Ca� 
O'Banion's hand, his two companions }>One himself escaped, the gangsters 
pumped a dozen bullets into O'Ban- missing for once, but his chauffeur was 
ion's body. O'Banion was unable to use seriously wounded. But the mere fact 
his guns, in their specially constructed that the powerful Capone had been shot 
pockets, and fell to the floor. As he at put fear into the heart of the Italian 
lay there, the leader of the three kill- gangs and the feud increased in bitter
ers leaned over, placed his pistol to ness. 
the fallen gangster's temple and fired 
one. more shot, to make sure of the 
job. The slayer ran from the shop, 
jumped into a waiting car and sped 
awav. There was onlv one witness, a 
colo�ed porter, who rushed up to find 
his employer dead, lying among the 
orchids and roses he had been dip
ping, his blood staining their beauty. 

The reins of O'Banion were quickly 
picked up by his closest associate, Hy
mie vV eiss, and he began to carry on. 

Two days after his death O'Banion 
was buried with a funeral that had nev
er been surpassed in the city. He lay 
in an undertaking chapel, for the Cath
olic church refused to let him be buried 
from a place of worship, and thou
sands o£ people filed by. He lay in a 
casket which cost ten thousand dollars. 
'rons of flowers banked the coffin, fi11ed 

Capone's Star Ascends 

Less than two weeks later came the 
crowning stroke of the O'Ban ion gang. 
Some of their members shot Johnny 
Torrio, the king of the underworld. 
Torrio lived in a spacious house in a 
good neighborhood on the south side of 
the city. One Saturday afternoon as he 
and his wife drove np to their home in 
their expensive car, dismissed the 
chauffeur and started toward the house, 
three assailants jumped from a parked 
car near by and began shooting at Tor� 
rio, He . fell at the first volley and the 
assailants sped away. 

Torrio's wife hysterically cal led for 
help and the wounded vice lord was 
rushed to a hospital where he hovered 
between 1ife and death for many days 
with some seven bullets in his body. He 
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eventually recovered, but his nerve \Vas 
gone and his spirit broken. At the time 
he was shot he was a fugitive from the 
Federal courts, where he wa:3 under 
sentence for dealing in liquor. Upon 
his recovery he surrendered, was taken 
to jail and served his sentence. \\Then 
he was let out he left almost immediate
ly for Italy, surrendering all his pow
er and privileges. 

Al Capone, " Scarface AI," took up 
his reins. 

For the next four months the war 
continued with a few minor characters 
being shot and the bark of the pistol 
:'Nas often heard in the badlands. So 
far the north side. gang seemed to have 
the better of the argument, for they 
had frightened the Italia'ns and stolen 
their territory. 

The Gennas Die 

Then the Gennas began to fall. The 
first to be killed was Angelo, the most 
hardboiled of the brothers. He was 
riding in his car when another car 
pulled up alongside of him, the sawed
off shotguns roared and he was dead. 
\Vhether members of the north side 
gang had killed him, or whether some 
o f  the members of h is own crew, grown 
restive under his hand and envious o f  
his wealth, had done awav with him, 
no one knew for certain. 

· 

B efore the fortnight was out, M ike , 

another o f  the Genna brothers was 
dead. Mike. accompanied bv three 
others of his gang \vas riding in the 
business district o f  Chicago when an
other car started in pursuit. There 
was some shooting, and Genna right
fully suspected that the north side gang 
was after him. He and his compan
ions sped down the street and outdis
tanced their pursuers. But a police au
tomobile took up the chase and finally 
overtook the Italians' car \'\7hen they 
crashed into a telephone pole. 1'he 
Italians jumped out and opened fire, 

. believing, they claimed, that the po
licemen were enemies out to kill them. 
In the shooting affray, held in broad 

d aylight on a crowded street corner, 
Mike Getma \Vas killed, also two of the 
policemen. Two o f  Genna's compan
ions, named Scalise and Anselmi, were 
captured by the police and tried for 
murder later. 

In another three weeks another Gen
na was murdered. This time it was 
Tony, the youngest and best educated 
o f  the brothers. He received a phone 
call, ostensibly from one of his hench
men, asking for an appointment at a 
certain con1er. As Genna drew up to 
the curb in his car his murderer walked 
casually out of a building and as Tony 
reached out his hand in greeting, the 
killer shot him at close range. 

These three killings in such quick 
succession practically broke up the Gen
na gang and they were no longer to be 
reckoned with as a big factor in the 
l iquor trade. One of the remaining 
brothers ,,-ent back to Italy. The others 
\\<ithdrew from the booze racket and 
were little heard of afterward. 

The High Spot 

But the war went on among the Ital
ians. Many men reached out for the 
power that had been wielded by the 
dead Gennas and the fugitive Torrio 
and the slain O'Banion. For some 
weeks not a gangster would be killed. 
Then in another week t\YO or three 
would be found .  taken for a ride, slain 
from ambush. or murdered bv hired 
assassins in their homes. 

• 

:Manv of the relatives o f  the Genna 
brother's were either terrorized o r  
killed. Men associated with all the 
warring I tal ian factions were done 
away "-ith while Capone \vas gradually 
asserting himsel f and establishing his 
overlordship over all .the traffic again. 
Much of it had fallen away under the 
late r  years o f  Torrio's rule,

-
but Capone 

\Vas gradually getting it  back again and 
was quite successful in subduing the 
Italians. At this time he had not had 
much success with O'Banion's old fol
lowers, who were still making hay 
while the sun shone. 
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In April, 1926 occurred the killing of 
\Villiam McSwiggin, assistant State's 
attorney. This was the high spot of 
all the gang murders. Up to this time 
no person of any prominence outside 
gangland had,been slain in the warfare. 
B ut here was an official o f  the count'\', 
a representative of the law, fotmd mur
dered in company with gangsters. 

The Machine Gun Era 
The facts were these. ::VIcSwiggin 

had gone home from the prosecutor's 
office at the usual time. After his sup
per an automobile d rew· up before his 
home and McSwiggin, who was still 
a cGmparatively young man, unmarried 
and living with his · father, to1cl the lat
ter that h e  was going for a ride. He 
left the house and met Doherty, a well 
known beer peddler and gangster who 
had been accused of murdering Eddie 
Tancl a year or so before. Doherty 
had been acquitted of this charge, but 
was known as a tough character. With 
him in the car was a man named Duffv, 
also a beer peddler. McSwiggin had 
known Doherty for many years and 
was friendlv with him. 

The thre� o f  them made thei r  way 
toward Cicero, the home tovvn of the 
Capone gang. For what purpose they 
went there no one really knows. At any 
rate a fe\v minutes a fter they had left 
the McS,viggin home and \vere driv
ing through Cicero another car sped 
up alongside and let loose a ra�n of  
machine gun bullets. Still another car 
came from behind and a machine gun 
vvas poked from it. Doherty, Duffy, 
]\1cSwiggin were all riddled with 
dozens of slugs . At the time, the car 
was in front of a saloon and the wicked 
rat-a-tat-tat of the gun brough t pa
trons running out. \Yhen they reached 
the car containing :0.Ic Swiggin the other 
cars had sped away. The front of the 
saloon looked like a target range where 
the bullets had spattered against it. Do
herty's car was full of holes and even 
trees in the vicinity \vere scarred and 
chipped by the bullets. 

This was a k'illing which rang 
throughout the country. For one thing 
it ushered in the machine gun era, 
which was to be more deadly and re
morseless than even the shotgun and 
pistol days. For another, a great cry 
was raised on account o f  the killing of 
the assistant State's attorney. 

The police put on an intensive drive 
to find the slayers. Special grand juries 
\vere called and investigated for 
months. Hundreds of  witnesses were 
paraded before the officers of  the law 
in the hopes of solving the killings, but 
all came to naught. The great ques-
tion of how the prosecutor came to be 
murdered was never solved. It was 
not even knovvn whether the assassins 
had intended to kill him or not, because 
he was not known to have mixed 
in the illegal gang activities. A motive 
for the killing of Doherty and Duffy 
was easy to find. They had been en
croa(:hing on Capone territory, selling 
beer where only Capone's henchmen 
were supposed to sell. The best guess 
of those who knew gangland was that 
the machine gunners had intended to 
kill Doherty and Duffy, and that they 
were unaware of the presence of Mc
Swiggin. 

A Mystery Still 

The question was never answered, 
and the murder o f  the three men went 
down in pol ice annals as j ust another 
o f  the long l ine of unsolved killings in 
the beer war. 

The spring passed with a few more 
desultory killings, with none of the 
leaders being injured. 

In August, however, the Capone 
gang began to take reprisals for the 
shooting of Torrio and the attempt on 
the l ife of Capone. Vincent Drucci, 
second in command of the old O'Banion 
gang, was selected for death. 

He was walking in Michigan Ave
nue, that busy thoroughfare along the 
lake, when a gang of Italians leaped 
from a passing car and began shoot .. 
ing at him, They were not quite quick 
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enough, however, and when he saw 
them he whipped out his own gun and 
began returning their fire. The aim 
of both sides was poor and there were 
no casualties, but the busy business men 
were treated to a good gun battle in 
the heart of the city . 

. The north side gang enraged by this 
attempt on the l ife of one of their lead
ers, was not long in retaliating. The 
following month a car loaded with 
gangsters was driven past the Haw
thorne Hotel in Cicero, which was the 
headquarters of the Capone gang. 
From this car poured a deadly fire o f  
bullets from one o r  more machine guns. 
The windows were broken and the 
doors shattered by the slugs, but none 
of the Capone gangsters were shot. A 
couple o f  innocent bystanders whq 
happened to be in the hotel received 
minor wounds. 

Wholesale Murder 

The Capone gang by thi s  time was 
determined to get revenge and put out 
of existence the north side gang, which 
had been so successful in terrorizing 
and shooting their members. A most 
careful and painstaking plot was laid 
to do away with the l eader of the old 
O'Banion gang, Hymie Weiss. And 
it was successful. 

The consummation of the plot oc
curred on October I I ,  I 926, but the 
groundwork was laid much earlier. 
Even a fter the slaying of O'Banion, his 
followers kept their office above the 
flower shop of which he had been part 
owner. Here ·weiss, Dntcci ,  Moran 
and others of the gang would meet to 
cast up thei r  accounts, transact busi
ness and split up their earnings. 

The Capone gang and others knew 
of thi s  hangout. Near the first of Oc
tober, more than ten clays before the 
killing of \i\1 eiss, two quiet Italians 
rented a room in a ramshackle board
ing house next door to the flower shop. 
The landlord paid little attention to 
them, for they attended to their own 
business and were quiet and orderly. 

On the fatal I Ith o f  October, a car 
drew up in front of Holy Name Ca
thedral, an old and venerable Catholic 
church, diagonally across from the old 
O'Banion flower shop. In this car was 
Hymie \Veiss, leader of the north side 
gang. \tVith him was a member o f  his  
gang named Murray. In another car 
just behind were \V. \V. O'B rien, a 
w ell known criminal lawyer, Sam Pel
ler and Benny Jacobs, both mixed up 
in the beer business. All  the men in 
the two cars got out and started across 
the street toward the gang heaclquar� 
ters. As they reached the middle o f  
the street the ominous rattle of a 
machine gun was heard. \,V eiss fell, 
mortally w ounded, Murray also. 
O'Brien, the attorney, was shot, but 
dodged into a doorway. Peller and 
Jacobs both ran, filled with bullets. 

At this time the street was far from 
deserted, as thi s  corner is ordinarily 
quite busy. The fact that none o f  the 
bystanders, of whom there -were 
dozens,  was hit was a tribute to the 
marksmanship of the hidden machine 
gunners. No one on the scene could 
tell where the fire had come from, but 
from the sound of the gun, it seemed 
that it was some little distance away. 
At first it was thought that some car 
parked near by had contained it. But 
a search of the cars failed to disclose 
any. Then the building next to the flow
er shop was searched, and it became 
apparent what had happened. 

The Killers Escape 

In the room rented some weeks be
fore hy the quiet Italians were many 
machine gun bullets, two shotb'1111S with 
ammunition for them, traces · o f  food 
and drink, and hundreds of cigarette 
butts, attesting to the fact that the two 
killers had stood a long vigi l. 

The patience it must have taken for 
the two slayers to wait so long, day 
and night on the watch, was mute evi
dence of the determined desire for re
venge. 

Immediately after the shooting the 
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slayers walked quietly down the back 
way, crept out o f  the house into an al� 
ley, tossed their machine gun away and 
were never seen again. 

This bold piece o f  plotting and mur� 
der, resulting i n  the death o f  two and 
the wounding of three again set the 
town by the ears. It was inconcei v� 
able that such an ambush could take 
place in such a crowded community, 
just three blocks away from a police 
station. The front of the old cathedral 
was marred by the slugs from the ma� 
chine gun, l ittle pieces of the stone be
ing chipped away where the missiles 
had struck. 

A Truce Declared 
The north side gang, twice left lead

erless, now picked Vincent Drucci to 
lead it . .  The gang was somewhat chas� 
tened and proposed a truce. Accord� 
ing to reports seeping out from the un
derworld the leaders o f  the various 
gangs met in a hotel and patched up an 
armistice, allotting to each gang its par� 
ticular province in which to sell liquor 
and control gambling. The old order 
was established, the north side gang 
keeping its territory. Capone and his 
crew taking the far west s ide, including 
the territory of the now defunct Genna 
organization. Saltis and his newly ac
quired partner, Sheldon, were again su
preme on the south side. ' The O'Don
nell gang, \vhich had been nearly an� 
nihilatecl by the Saltis gangsters, were 
of little force now and practically with
drew. 

This truce was kept for awhile, as 
far as the leaders were concerned, and 
the big spectacular killings died clown, 
momentarily at least. But gang mur
ders went on j ust the same. A couple 
of ex-Genna men were slain within the 
next few months and every once in 
awhile a body was found. Upon exam
ination it would be discovered that he 
was an illicit l iquor dealer who had 
been trying to break in on the territory 
of one o f  the big gangs. 

Early in r927. hmvever. another at-

tempt was made on the l ife  of Capone, 
who was in Hot Springs. Arkansas. 
He escaped, but it seemed that the war 
wonld break out again. No one was 
certain who had made the attempt, but 
it was generally supposed that one o f  
O'Banion's o l d  follo·wers had decided 
to kill Capone, in revenge for the 
O' Banion and \Veiss murders, despite 
the truce. However no retribution was 
taken. 

A month or so later the north side 
gang suffered the loss of its third lead
er, Vincent Drucci. It was not in a 
gang killing, h owever. Drucci was al
ways active on election clay, driving 
about in a car, with a load o f  gang� 
sters, terrorizing election officials and 
doing all i n  his power to elect candi
dates favorable to his gang. On this 
particular election day he was arrested 
by the police on general principles. H e  
was first taken to a police station t o  be 
questioned concerning his election ac
tivities, then was started fot: the of� 
fice o f  the State's attorney for more 
questioning. In the car while being 
taken to the latter office he engaged in 
some altercation with the police who 
were guarding h im. He reached for 
his gun, but one of the policemen \vas 
quicker and shot him to death. 

War Roars Again 
This blow nearly disorganized the 

followers of O'Banion. George Moran. 
who succeeded to leadership, was weak 
compared to the former heads o f  the 
gang, and soon his power was shorn 
by the Capone gangs. After some 
months he countered, however, by 
forming an alliance with another group 
o f  Italian brothers, the Aiellos. who 
were emulating the Gennas. This alli
ance carried on its warfare with the 
Capone followers and more were 
killed. They were principally Italians, 
little heard o f  by either the police or 
the public. so there was not such a great 
stir about it. 

For more than a year there was not 
a murder of a 1ve1l known man in the 
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beer or alcohol trade, and the citizens 
were congratulating themselves on the 
qui etude of the situation. Many were 
shocked that a peace should have been 
made on such a basis, the town divided 
between criminals so that they might 
ply their evil trades, but the fact that 
open murder was on the decline seemed 
to be encouraging. 

But this tranquillity was specious. 
The volcano, always ready to erupt, 
broke out again in the autumn of 1 928, 

· this time w ith a roar. Tony Lom
bardo was the victim. 

The Police Grope 

Lombardo was the head o f  the Si
cilian colony in Chicago, at least that 
part of i t  which engaged in any kind 
of illicit business. At various t imes it 
was called by one name and at other 
times by another. The Unione Sicil
iane was its most common name. Not 
all members of i t  were criminals by 
any manner of means, but the head of 
such an organization, with the tre
mendous powers that it gave him, was 
a powerful figure. Lom,bardo, while 
at the head of thi s, had associated him
self with Capone. Just what the asso
ciation was, n o  one actually knew, as 
it was always shadowy, but that Lom
bardo and Capone had some kind of a 
working agTeement was generally 
known. 

Lombardo had an office in a promi
nent loop building, j ust a block from 
State and Madison Streets, said to be 
the world's busiest corner. One after
noon, accompanied by a bodyguard, he 
took the elevator froin his office to the 
ground floor and waU.�ecl out into the 
crowded street. As always the thor
oughfares were jammed with people. 
Men, ·women and children were crowd
ed together, all hurrying about their 
business. Suddenly, as Lombardo start
ed to turn the co1'ner a shot rang out. 
Lombardo fell, a bullet behind his ear. 
His  bodyguard, Ferrera also dropped, 
mortally wounded. 

Many people must have seen the ac-

tual killing, but no one could find the 
slayer or slayers, because they had 
mingled with the crO\vd and become 
l ost. Lombardo's body lay on the side
walk with thousands of persons mill
ing arotmd it. Ferrera was p icked up 
and taken to a hospital, where he died. 

This was by far the boldest killing 
attempted in the city and the thought 
that such an episode could take place 
in one of the busiest districts in the 
w orld shocked the citizenry. The po
lice put on an intensive hunt again and 
arrested every one who might have been 
connected with the killing. But they 
could get now here. The wounded Fer
rera, be fore he died, claimed he did not 
know who had done it, and the wit
nesses could not ident i fy any o f  the 
suspects. Another unsolved murder 
was put down on the police blotters. 

The latest gang kill ing in Chicago, 
in which the gangsters graduated from 
ordinary murder to massacre, has 
rocked the citv as none of the other 
slayings. In the earlier murders one 
or two might · be killed, or even three, 
but in the Clark Street massacre the 
lives of seven gangsters were snuffed 
out, practically annihilating tl1e rem
nants of the old O'Banion gan.;·. which 
had already suffered the l oss of three 
of its leaders through sudden death. 

The Garage Massacre 

On St. Valentine's day, while the city 
was. in a holiday mood, a group o f  the 
O'Banion gangsters, now known as the 
J\1oran gang, as Bugs Moran, was the 
leader, -vvere gathered together in a ga
rage at the edge of Lincoln Park. 
There were the Gusenberg brothers, 
Frank and Peter, both old followers o f  
O'Banion. These brothers were noted 
as two of the toughest of the gangsters 
in the city, both having been engaged i n  
crime f o r  many years. Peter. especial
ly was notorious. He had been in pris
on at least three times for robbery, bur
glary and other offenses, having been 
released only a few years ago ft>om 
Leavenworth, where he was serving a 
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sentence, along with the notorious la� 
bor leader, Big Tim Murphy. This 
time he had been caught robbing the 
government mail car and justice was 
severe. 

With the Gusenberg brothers in the 
garage was James Clark, the personal 
bodyguard of 1-Ioran, the leader. It 
was said of Clark that he was one of 
the best gunmen in the city, having an 
unerring aim with a pistol. Al W ein
shank, a racketeer, saloon keeper and 
general crook was there. Also Adam 
Heyer, owner of the garage. These 
five were old O'Banion men and had 
been associated with the gang for some 
time. ·with them were two others, 
Reinhardt Schwimmer, optometrist, 
and John May, a mechanic. Neither of  
these was a regular gangster. May was 
just a useful hand, a truck driver and 
mechanic, to keep the trucks in order, 
while Schwimmer was more of a hang
er-on. He had treated many of  the 
O'Banion gang for trouble ·with their 
eyes and had fitted them with glasses. 
Later he got to know them well and 
associated with them more. 

Police Uniforms 

On this particular morning these 
seven were gathered in the garage, 
which was a depot for their liquor 
trucks. It has been rumored that they 
had gathered there for a hi-jacking ex
pedition, for the gang had always done 
hi-jacking, ever since O'Banion taught 
them ho\-V. 

Shortly after ten o'clock in the morn
ing five men came in. Two of them, 
according to witnesses, wore police uni
forms and got out of  an automobile re
sembling a police squad car. After a 
time the five men came out again. \Vit
nesses thought that police were raiding 
the garage and making an arrest of 
some kind. 

After the supposed policemen had 
left, one passer-by 1.vent into the garage 
and there were six bodies, lying along 
the wall. The seventh man, Frank Gus
enberg. was staggering toward the 

door, blood pouring from his wounds. 
He was rushed to a hospital, but died 
within a few hours. 

\Vhen the police came they found a 
sight which sickened even them, used 
to murders and sordidness as they are. 
The six bodies lay all together, some 
piled one on top of the other. Blood, 
in great streams, ran over the floor and 
mingled with the grease from the 
trucks. John May, the mechanic, had 
the top o f  his head almost blown off. 
All the others were stone dead, with so 
many bullet holes in them that they 
could not count them then. They all lay 
face up with their feet almost against a 
wall. As the police reasoned it out, the 
gangsters must have all been lined up 
facing the wall, hands above their 
heads, relieved of their weapons and 
then shot, with revolvers, shotguns and 
machine guns. 

Capone's Alibi 

As they were hit they apparently 
spun around and fell face upward on 
the concrete floor. More than eighty 
machine gun shells were on the floor. 
The ¥vall back of the men was marked 
like a target range. Bullet holes were 
everywhere, even in the trucks where 
some of the slugs had ricocheted. 

vVhen the bodies o f  the murdered 
gangsters were examined by physicians 
it was found that each man had from 
ten to fortv bullets in him. indicatim:: 
the relentle�sness and absolt�te detenni� 
nation of the slayers to wipe out the 
whole gang. Schwimmer and May, al
though almost unaffiliated with the 
garig were shot down just as the rest. 
The killers made sure of a good job 
and dead men tell no tales. 

Immediately, of  course, suspicion 
was directed to\varcl the Capone gang, 
who had good reason to put the 1\foran 
gangsters out of the way. The mur
der of  Lombardo was still unavenged 
and it was also reported that many 
truck loads of  alcohol belonging to the 
Italians had been hi-jacked by the north 
side gangsters. But the presence t)f 
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the policemen, or supposed policemen, 
bothered the investigators. The Ca
pone gang had never been known to 
use policemen before. 

The Moran gangsters must have be
lieved that their assailants \vere police
men, or they never \vould have sur
rendered without a fight. A significant 
thing was that none of them had guns. 
Now the Gusenbergs always carried re
volvers. So did Clark, the bodyguard, 
for he was a gunman by trade and it 
was inconceivable that none of them 
could have been \vithout weapons. The 
police reasoned tl1at the gangsters must 
have bel:iev.ed they were under arrest, 
so lined up against the wall, surren
dered their weapons, and were then 
mowed down from behind with the p re
cision of  a M exican firing squad. 

One theory held out was that police
men might have killed them, real po
licemen who had been mixed up in the 
liquor business some way and were 
afraid of the gangsters. This theory 
was worked on but nothing has come 
of it so far. Capone himself was in 
Florida at the time of  the murder and 
had ·a perfect alibi. Most of his known 
gunmen were there with him and none 
of his others could be found. 

The w ise police, those accustomed to 
work on gangland murders, shake their 

heads and say that it looks like revenge 
for Lombardo's murder. If it is that, 
it is well avenged and the north side 
mob is almost a thing of the past. 

To be sure, Bugs Moran himself i s  
still alive, not having been i n  the ga
rage by some chance, and one or two 
others of his gang were not there. But 
they are in hiding and cannot be found, 
convinced at last, perhaps, that the .  
racket i s  too tough. 

The citizens o f  Chicago were shocked 
beyond measure. The Clark Street 
massacre came at a time when gang
land was supposed to be quiet. There 
had been no noted killings since that of  
Lombardo. The new police depart
ment heads were functioning well, the 
lid was on to a certain extent, and peace 
generally reigned among the gangsters. 

But such a massacre as this, seven 
men at a time, created such a stir that 
it was world wide in its reverberations. 

Now the Chicago people are demand
ing that the gangster menace be wiped 
out and that the gangs be broken up, 
for good if possible. This  may be done 
or it may not, and meanwhile the citi
zens will listen carefully for a further 
outbreak, as it is thought that the 
friends of those slain in the latest kill
ing wil1, sooner or later, get their re
venge. 

The thrilling twe story o f  the Ashley gang, Florida bandits, wiU appear 
in DF.TECTIVE FICTION ·wEEKLY next week : " The J<:ilers of the Everglades," 
by Charles Somerville. 



The Strange Case of Miser 
Gratt 
A True Story 

He stood white-faced 
and trembling at what 

he saw 

u What in Hell Is the Maller With You ? " the 
Chief Wired. " Go After That Girl Wife ! ,. 

By Cyrus Chapin 

M
I SER GRATT had mysterious� 

ly disappeared. 
" Old Man Gratt " he was 

called by some, but " lVIiser Gratt " by 
'most all ·who knew him. \Vhen they 
addressed him that wav to his face, 
he only chuckled. He ,;as of the sort 
·who hoard money and take a delight 
in so doing. It was, in fact, his chief 
pleasure in life. 

Dime pinching ? \V orse than that. 
He was niggardly, stingy, penurious, 
and naturally mean. If he had a trait 
that bore the slightest resemblance to 
what the world calls good, no one who 
knew him ever discovered it. He was 
one to laugh at priests and preachers 
alike. 

And he was so cunning the few 
hired men he was forced at times to 
employ on his r28o-acre farm near: 
Galesburg, Illinois, who would hav� 
stolen odds and ends just because he. 
was so devilishly mean, could get awa}'i 
with nothing but the lowest of wages 
and the poorest of food. Hence, they, 

· remained short periods and went off 
cursing Miser Gratt. 

Particularly did they curse him 
because of the way he worked his wife. 
She was both good and wholesome 
looking, and wanted to be considerate 
of the help at least to the extent of 
feeding them enough. How h e  had 
tnanaged to maneuver things to marry 
Mattie Schumacher, the town folk and 
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the countryside wondered. One time, 
years back, Gratt had worked a sister 
of his to death, and she had left an 
adopted child of another sister to Gratt 
when she died. This child was Mat� 
tie Schumacher, whom some said Gratt 
had hypnotized into marrying him, 
because he wanted a work horse to 
do the drudgery around the big farm
house. 

It would not have been a big house 
had Gratt built it. It had gone with 
the place when he bought it, along 
with some decent though old-fashioned 
furniture. 

A Strange. Disappearance 

Nevertheless, Miser Gratt was gone. 
\Vhere ? No one knew. For ten days 
after the young, golden-haired, blue
eyed Mrs. Gratt reported the mystery 
to the sheriff, he and his deputies 
scoured every nook and cranny of the 
county, praying in their own minds 
that the girl was actually a wiqow. , 
But this had to be proved ; the corpns 
delicti had to be established. They 
found nothing. 

His personal appearance cuts no 
particular figure in this story, but it 
will do no harm to add that Gratt pos
sessed straw-colored hair and greenish 
gray eyes and a chalky comple..'don. 
He was thin to the point of emacia
tion. 

Ten days after Gratt disappeared, a 
good-natured knight of the road, a 
full�fledged tramp, with an equally 
good-natured bob-tailed mongrel dog, 
knowing nothing of Miser Gratt or his 
disappearance, and caring less, wan
dered across the pasture of the farm 
toward the house in search of a hand-
out. 

" Now, why," mused the tramp, 'as 
he and the dog came near the horse 
barn, " does Terrapin go digging 
around that manure pile ? Come bere, 
Terrapin-there's nothing to eat there. 
Let's on to the house-" 

He got no farther, but stood, white
faced and trembling, as the paws of 
the dog revealed nothing more nor less 
than-a human head ! 

No Tears Shed 

" It's past understanding," roared The tramp, for once in his l ife, 
the newspapers, " that this affair moved at more than a snail's speed. 
should be relegated to the archives of He actually ran to the house and 
unsolved mysteries." The hounds for banged at the kitchen screen door. 
news raised hue and cry which rang Mattie Gratt had summoned her other 
from coast to coast, then waned to aunt to come and live with her ; and it 
1iothing, until the real story " broke." was she who opened the door and lis-

It is pertinent to record that Old tened to what the tramp had to say. It 
Man Gratt detested dogs. A dog, was she who rushed inside and called 
next only in intelligence to the ele- to the girl, who calmly phoned for the 
phant, who is tabled by scientists as sheriff. He came at once. 
possessing one-third the intelligence The tramp for the nonce was a hero. 
of humans-a dog, as we know, has The coroner's jury housed and fed 
long been hailed as man's best friend. him and his dog in style until the ver
But he is often quite particular as to diet of " murdered by an unknown 
whom he extends this friendship ; he � person " was declared. No one was 
is a good judge of human nature, and suspected. 
psychic, perhaps, to boot. Who could have done this ? There 

Dogs growled and showed their were plenty of men who could have 
teeth when Gratt approached. He had seen Gratt killed and smiled while 
been known, if opportunity presented, watching him fan in the throes of 
to throw rocks at inoffensive canines, death ; but who actually had reason 

. as he. would have no doubt enjoyed enough to commit the deed ? 
hurling things at his neighbors. Surely, the fair-faced Mattie Schu-

7 0  



THE STRANGE CASE OF MISER GRATT 
macher Gratt would never have done 
for the man and, cut off his head like 
that, even though he deserved the 
worst. No, Mattie Schumacher Gratt 
was not to be considered jn the matter 
at all. She was now well fixed in 
worldly goods, and it was coming to 
her. 

She had plenty of company at the 
funeral, where never a tear was shed ; 
it cannot be said she had plenty of 
friends, because Miser Gratt had seen 
to it she never had people at the house 
or went any place on social pleasure 
bent. 

The Chief Wires 

On arrival from Chicago as the 
chief operative on the case, .the first 
thing I did \'iras to see the sheriff. Be
ing an open investigation-that is, an 
investigation in which the chief oper
ative or detective must be known as a 
detective-! was, as is usual, the ob
served of all observers. Had I rented 
a hall and charged twenty-five cents 
admission to exhibit myself as a sure
enough detective from Chicago, I pre
sume I could have taken in a hatful of 
money. 

" Vvhat kind of an instrument do 
you believe the killer used ?" This was 
one of my first questions to the sher
iff. The body, as a matter of neces
sity, was buried before I arrived, nor 
did I intend to have it exhumed for 
my inspection, for obvious reasons. 
Furthermore, the coroner was, for 
a wonder, a real surgeon, and his re
port to me was sufficient. 

In answer to, my question, the sheriff 
replied : 

" I  dunno. 'Pears to me to have 
been done with an ax or maybe a 
hatchet." 

" Find any hatchets or axes that 
looked suspicious ?" 

" No. Didn't find but one ax and 
one hatchet. Both were clean. No 
blood-nothing." 

" Sharp ?" 
" No. Dull as all get out." 
S D  

" And," said I, " the cut or cuts 
where the head had been severed at 
the neck-was that q. clean job ?" 

" Clean cut as though done by a 
butcher with his cleaver." 

After a talk with the coroner, and 
having read the reports of the coro
ner's jury, I was far at sea as to whom 
to suspect. 
- Prejudice was not supposed to sway 
me, but I must confess public opinion 
did influence me not to suspect the 
right party. This is a dangerous thing 
in the detective profession. I was con
siderably younger than I am now, and 
I lacked that remaining ten per cent of  
j udgment which goes to make up the 
complete hundred. ' 

The general superintendent of our 
Middle States and Western division at 
Chicago r e a d my reports himself. 
These reports were carefully written 
and .:lrawn down to the most minute 
detail. The third day I had been on 
t!:� case I received a message from him 
which, deciphered, read : 

Wake up ! What in hell is the matter 
with you ? Go after that girl wife. 

That was the boss's way-to be 
blunt like that. Of course h e  meant for 
me to " rope "-gain the confidence of 
-the girl wife, so she would talk ; and 
apparently he believed her the guilty 
one. 

The Lawyer Denies 

The sheriff had told me he suspect
ed-a little only-the attorney whom 
Gratt employed when he had to. He 
said they had quarreled over some
thing just before Gratt had disap
peared, and did not know whether it 
was serious or not, but I might take it 
as a tip if I wanted to. 

But the lawyer denied he had quar-
reled with Gratt. " I never quarrel 
with anybody," he snapped. 

" But I am told that you and Gratt 
had a disagreement about a loan he 
refused to pay the interest on-some
thing like that." 
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" You're right," replied the lawyer ; 
" but to an extent only. Vve did have 
a disagreement, but not a quarrel. He 
may have called it that. I didn't." 

I felt I was up against a stone wall. 
That was one reason I . was glad to 
have the wire from the. " big eye," be
cause I felt the force of his dynamic 
personality-or seemed to-even · from 
a distance. Newspaper reporters get 
this sort of thing from city editors on 
occasion. After I had his wire, I felt 
the confidence of his personality behind 
me, and I went forth, as it were, to 
battle ; in other words, to. rope the 
young widow of Miser Gratt. 

" I shall be glad to tell you any
thing I know," replied the widow · in 
a courteous way. · 

" Roping " a Widow 

H.er manner was unaffected and sin
cere: She was not nervous, but, on the 

· contrary, cool and collected, except for 
the noticeable way her finger nails 
scratched occasionally at the arms of 
the chair in which she was sitting. She 
did not know she did this. 

I had purposely held out my hand 
when she opened the door to receive 
me as the detective on the case. Her 
hand was cold, but this is often a con
dition with nervous people and does 
not mean they are guilty of any wrong
doing. 

" There's no use wasting time, Mrs. 
Gratt," said I. " Naturally you are the 
most interested person in knowing who 
killed your husband." 

Her eyebrows raised slightly, and 
shoulders rather quivered for an in
stant, wi1ich appeared to denote a lack 
of interest in who did the deed. She 
did not answer my" remark, in words 
at least. 

I determined to go to the bat at 
once. I excused myself for speaking 
plainly. 

" Did you like your husband very 
much ?" I inquired, my tone as pleasing 
as I could make it. 

" No," she r e p 1 i e d quietly, yet 

promptly, " I  did not. Nobody liked 
him." 

" Then," I went on, " speaking can
didly, between yourself as the man's 
widow, and myself as an officer of the 
law, you are relieved that he has de
parted for a better place. " 

" Yes," she answered quietly, " I am 
glad to have him out of my life, but as 
to his having gone to a better place, 
that is not true. There is a hell here on 
earth, yes, but there are worse hells 
beyond, otherwise the whole scheme of 
the universe is rotten." 

I laughed at this. 
" Why do you laugh at me ?" she 

asked. " !-always supposed detectives 
and policemen were fearful creatures. 
You don't seem to be. But please an
swer, why did you laugh at me ?" 

" I wasn't laughing at you. I was 
laughing because it pleased me to know 
that '.'OU think." 

" Think-think ?" s h e a 1 m o s t 
moaned. " If my thoughts for days 
and nights, weeks, months and years, 
could be put in a book-well, it could 
never appear in print, I'm afraid. Too 
horrible !'' 

Heavy Thoughts 

" I wish," said I, " that you would 
tell me what your thoughts haYe been. 
Not all of them-just what you feel 
like telling. I am not saying this as 
a detective, but as one who under
stands." 

" You speak kindly," replied the girl. 
" It would be a relief to feel I can 
talk to somebody \vho understands. I 
suppose that's in all of us-the craving 
to unburden thoughts and feelings. 
But it would take ages for me to tell 
all that has rushed through my mind 
in the hours back of the present. It 
would take too long, I'm afraid." 

" Then," I replied, " supposing you 
tell me what you want to about the 
character of this man whom they called 
Miser Gratt, and about your life with 
him. You see, all this will help me in 
my investigation." 
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She pondered this, and looked at me 
quizzically from tmder her lashes. 
Then : 

' ' This is not a · good place to talk. 
My aunt-" 

" I have a car outside," I interrupt· 
ed. " We can take a ride along the 
country road&y off the beaten track.n 

She went as she was dressed, in a 
biue gingham house dress and low 
shoes, stopping only long enough to 
don a sunbonnet. VI/ e drove along a 
road leading through one section of 

-the farm, then crossed a road onto 
another section, stopping to open . a 
gate and close it after the car passed 
through. The forestry had changed 
to the soft browns and reds of au
tunm. 

" A  wonderfttf day," sard the girl. 
" Gorgeous !" 1 replied . 

. " I do not l�ke that word, gorgeous," 
she answered, laughing. ' '  Everybody 
says gorgeous, whether it's over mince 
pie or roses." 

A Crnel Man 
" Well, then," I laughed, " all I can 

think of is-splendid." 
" A good word-for an all-around 

description of what's around us." 
" Now," said I, " tell me of your life 

with Mr. Gratt, and something of his 
character, his idiosyncrasies." 

" He wq;s," replied the girl, the lids 
of her eyes closing slightly. " as mean 
as hell. And I'm not asking you to 
excuse the expression. I must have 
been in some queer state of como-I 
don't know what I was-to· have mar
riecl him . "'vV e never were what you 
would really call man and wife. He 
wanted me for a drudge whom he 
would not have to pay. 

" He was, just as I have said, as 
mean as hel1. He wouldn't let me have 
pets. · I had a puppy, and he kicked it, 
and one clay when I was standing on 
the back porch he picked it up by its 
little hind legs and dashed out its 
brains agai:ast a stone by the pump. 
Then beating his rough hands togeth-

· er, he stood there grinning like a 
death's head� and as I started to cry 
and ran to pick up my poor mangled 
puppy, he laughed-laughed like a ma
niac is said . to laug.�. But he was far 
from mad-in that sense. He was the 
meanest ma11 who ever · lived. Why, 
oh, why d.o they let such things as he 
was be born to spoil the world ? 

" He had cats around the farm be- . 
cause they caught rats and mice. The 
mice got into the granary, and that 
me.ant they spoiled and ate the grain 
which interfered with his getting the 
best prices at the mill. And so he 
wanted cats, but they must not be given 
rnilk. Never. They must search for 
their own food. One day I found a 
beautiful little Maltese kitten out by 
the barn. It was just at the age when 
I could take it from its mother. I gave 
it milk at the house, <md I liked to cud
dle it. He caught me at it, and 
snatched the kitten from my arms and 
threw it as high as he co-uld send it 
into the air. · vVhen it came to earth, 
it was dead. I cried again,. and never 
said a word to him. I didn't have the 
courage. I wonder now why I didnft 
have it. I seemed to be asleep, yet 
vvalking, acting, doing my work as.a 
common drudge, like an automaton. 

One Question 
" I ·  had a bird-just one tiny bird. 

My aunt� the one who is here now, &he 
came once for a short stay and brought 
me the bird in a cage. After she went 
away 'he strangled it and left it in the 
cage dead for me to see. I did not see 
him do this, but when he found me looi{
ing at the bird, he laughed in that hor
rible way he had. I had read some
where in a book which had been left in 
the house by the people who owned it 
before he bought it-I read about a 
case like that where a husband killed 
his wife's pets-and finally she killed 
him. Murder they called it. It was 
not murder-it was-justice." 

" Mrs. Gratt," I began. She stopped 
me. 
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" Please do not call me Mrs. Gratt. 
·Call me Jack, John, Mary-anything 
you like-call me by my maiden name, 
plain Mattie Schumacher, if you wish 
-makes no difference." 

" Miss Schumacher, then," I con
tinued, " I am going to ask you a plain 
question. I wonder i f  you will answer 
it. Do not answer it if you do not wish 
to, of course. Between you and my
self, for the present at least if  it can
not be for the future-I do not know 
about that-but, did you, wrought up 
as you must have been by these cruel
ties of your husband, did you for jus
tice's sake, kill your husband ?" 

" Nonsense !" laughed the girl in re
ply, but the laugh rang through the 
woods as cold as flint striking flint. 
" I thought you might ask me that. 
Perhaps I've talked too much." Her 
next words came slowly. " N  o-I
did-not-kill-him." · 

Another from Headquarters 

" Thank you," said I, " now for my 
information and help on the investiga
tion. Please tell me some more about 
your life with him-and his character." 

" There's little else to say. If a thing 
is black, it is black, is it not ? What 
is more dense in color than black ? 
Well, he was black at heart and in char
acter, black in word and deed. That's 
all there is to say." 

" Mrs.-Gr-I mean, Miss Schu
macher," said I, " I presume you'll 
have no obj ections to my looking over 
the barnyard and barns, also your 
house, for possible clews. You under
stand, of course, I have to make as 
close an investigation as I can. That's 
what I'm here for. It's always pos
sible a detective may fail to find the 
guilty man, but he must do his duty 
as he sees it." 

" Certainly," replied the girl widow, 
" you have my permission to delve into 
anything, everything as far as you wish 
to go. "  · 

My reports, as noted, contained 
every detaiL No report is worth much 

in our organization unless it places the 
officials at district headquarters in a 
position to practically know as much 
as i f  he were on the ground. And, 
when he thinks it necessary, he does not 
hesitate to wire cipher instructions or 

write letters telling an operative what 
to do. Often an operative is allowed 
to pursue his own way through an en
tire investigation without instructions 
from any district headquarters, but 
after I had been on this Gratt case a 
few days I wrote and asked " the big 
eye " to please cipher me. by wire his 
advice, if he had any to give, on the 
conduct of the case. 

I was relieved to have a telegram 
from my big boss. It read : 

Search streams, ponds, cisterns and 
wells in vicinity for the weapon. You 
are still napping. For Lord's sake, 
throw hay from lofts and dig up the 
damned barnyards. 

He did not need to tell me, whom he 
had practically raised and brought up 
in the business, that I must employ 
help to assist me in the search. The 
sheriff recommended a few deputies to 
help me. Within an hour after I had 
the wire, men were as busy as bees 
dragging ponds and creeks, going down 
into cisterns, spading up the barnyards 
and throwing hay out of the hay lofts. 
The weapon ! That, as any experi
enced man knows, is the all-important 
pivot on which success may balance, 
provided, of course, a killing has been 
done with a weapon. 

During the Search 

The girl widow knew of these oper
ations, but from where the house was 
situated. the horse barn could not be . 
plainly seen, because of a windmill and 
outhouses standing between. Further
more, I purposely instructed the men 
working there to throw the hay out of 
the rear window of the barn. 

I approached the kitchen door of the 
house, ostensibly for a drink. The girl. 
slightly more nervous than usual, I 
thought. carrie to the door. 
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"Won't you come in and have some 
nice, cold buttermilk ?" said she: " It's 
right from the spring-house. I got 
some for myself. My aunt has gone to 
the village for the mail. vVe only have 
one delivery a day out here, and she
well, no matter about that, let's have 
some buttermilk and a bite of bread, 
butter and jam." She laughed. " Oh 
-I arn committing all kinds of ex
travagances now. I am actually hav
ing all the jam I want." . 

She led me into the dining room and 
brought the refreshments. 

" I should think it rather interesting 
to be � detective," said the girl, " of 
course you have all kinds of experi
ences." 

" It is interesting when you first go 
into it," I replied, " but so many 
strange and unusual things happen to 
you in a hurry, and one after another 
that you get bored with murders, rob
beries, and things like that. I would 
much prefer being something like a 
writer or maybe a musician." 

A Discovery 
" \tVhat are your men doing now ?" 

asked the girl casually. 
" Simply fussing around the barn:. 

yards, dragging creeks and looking 
into cisterns and other places. Search
ing for the weapon. It may be miles 
from here, may have been utterly de
stroyed, still I must be fairly thorough 
with the search. Elimination, that's 
really what we call it. If the weapon 
is not one place, it must perforce be 
in some other place. Simple enough, 
but it means a lot of work" 

There came a knock at the kitchen 
door. She started to her feet, but I 
motioned to her and went mvself. 

" I  think that's one of my men," 
I said, " if it is for you I'll let you 
know. Be back in a minute." 

This did not appear to cause her any 
extra uneasiness. I went to the door 
and the deputy, Frederickson it hap
pened to be, had something extremely 
important and interesting to tell me. 

" Call the rest of the men off," I said 
tv him quietly. " And-kindly put it 
in the granary and stay there with it 
until I come. I won't be long. Do 
not touch it any more than you have 
to." 

· 

" I  get you," responded the officer. 
Back in the dining room I found the 

girl had apparently not moved from 
her seat while I was gone. Subsequent 
events proved she had not overheard 
the deputy and myself talking. 

" This 1s good buttermilk, and re
minds me of my childhood," I said. 
" On my grandfather's plantation we 
used to have buttermilk, and we had 
a spring house, same as you have here. 
And the bread and butter and jam are 
all fresh and good." 

The Next Move 
" Glad you like them," answered the 

girl, her eyes this time moving from 
side to side as she spoke. Nervous, no 
doubt of that. 

" I am interested in your work," she 
said finally, sipping ·her buttermilk. 
" Fqr instance-supposing you knew 
what kind of a weapon this killing was 
done with-" 

" Oh, that part," I answered, pre
tending more cleverness than I actual
ly possessed, " I would be a frost as a 
detective if  I couldn't tell what Miser 
Gratt was killed with." 

'" lVIr. Man," said the girl, attempt
ing a laugh, " do you mean to tell me
to sit there in that chair and tell me 
you actually know what kind of  a 
weapon he was murdered with ? I'll 
bet you don't-bet you don't-bet you 
don't." She giggled excitedly as a 
child playing a game. 

" I'll take the bet," I said casually, 
appearing to yavvn. " Miser Gratt was 
murdered with a: sharpened spade !" 

" A - a - sp-sp-spacle !" whispered 
the girl, her face paling. Then slovvly : 
" How do you know it was a spade ?" 

" Because," I answered slowly, u I 
have the spade. It is now in your gran
ary under guard. It is bloody. I shall 
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have the blood analyzed if necessary. 
The details would be uninteresting to 
you, I'm afraid." 

" Go ahead-please, go ahead," put 
in the girl, trembling slightly, all of 
which might be attributed to mere ex
citement. One of her hands fluttered 
over her face and forehead. " \Vh�t 
do you do next ?" The question was 
almost a gasp. She was making an at
tempt to control her emotions and \vas 
not very successful at doing so. 

" What do I do next ?" I repeated. 
" I am not supposed to tell any one 
what I do next, but I like you and you 
have more understanding than the 
average girl, by far. This is not soft 
soap. I mean it. The next move will 
be to see if I can get any finger-prints 
off the spade handle. It's long past the 
proper time to take good thumb-prints, 
but as there are bloody marks on the 
handle of the spade, it may be possible 
even now to get " some good prints-" 

An Unspoken Threat 

She started to interrupt, and I held 
up my hand to forestall this. 

" Miss Schumacher," I continued, 
" I am on the track of the person who 
hid that spade away down under the 
hay in the loft of the horse barn. I 
have to leave this case in a few days, 
whether I am successful or not be
cause my boss has me scheduled to take 
up some work in Europe very soon. 
If I leave here without finding the mur
derer, another man, and, believe me, 
he is a hard-boiled one, though an ex
pert on murders, will take up this work 
where I leave off, and if he fails to find 
who did for Old Man Gratt it will be 
because Gratt severed his own head 
with the spade-which we know is im
possible !" 

" 1  killed him !" screamed the girl 
suddenly, as though the smothered 
emotions within her breast had given 
vent in one wild outburst. 

- She weakened then and her head fell 
to the table. I said nothing for a mo
ment, then patted her kindly. 

" There, there, do not cry," I said, 
as she made an effort to control her 
sobbing. " Tell me how you did it. 
That will be best, for then I will be 
able, perhaps, to help you somewhat. 
Y ott have already explained enough 
about the man for me to understand 
why you did it. I wish you would 
give me the details of  how you com
mitted the act itself ."  

She raised her head and looked at 
me, the tears running down her cheeks. 

" I will tell you," she said, with an 
effort, " I'd rather tell you than some 
other detective. I suppose if has to 
come out. If they hang me-it will 
simply have to be, that's alL I took 
that chance. And I would do the same 
thing again. That sounds cruel, mon
strous, no doubt, to you." 

" No," I replied, shaking my head. 
" And-I do not believe you will hang. 
You will be punished, yes. Even my 
own organization would insist you be 
punished, because laws must be obeyed, 
otherwise the fabric of our entire re
public would go to smash. Now come, 
tell me how you did it-and remember 
I will help you all I can." 

A Confession 
" I understand," she answered, more 

calmly. " It was this way, I had been 
turning the grindstone for him to 
sharpen the spade. He insisted that it 
must be very sharp. He bore down 
hard on the spade, so it was very diffi
cult for me to turn the stone. I am 
not imagining anything when I say 
he did this purposely just to make me 
suffer, for that was his way-any one 
will tell you that. He kept feeling of 
the edge· as though he was sharpening 
a knife or razor. He would look up 
at me and grin in that evil way he 
had. Then he would say something 
mean, like, ' Turn that grindstone. 
What's the matter with you ? Turn it 
harder; I say !' 

" Finally the job was finished and 
he ordered me to go to the house and 
get his dinner in a hurry. We were 
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all alone. No one was about. He 
turned to open the granary door and 
stooped down to pick up something- · 
a pin perhap.s-he was always picking 
up pins. And-:-oh-i t is so hard to de
scribe such an awful thing-but, as 
nearly as I can tell it, a great wave of  
rage swept through me. This is not 
an excttse. I am not making excuses. 
I'm simply telling yeu. N o-I did not 
see red. I saw nothing but the rough, 
ugly, hairy back of the man's neck
and I saw the spade, and grabbed it 
quickly. 

" I brought it down swiftly, surely 
seeming to be sure I would strike true. 
All my nervous strength must have 
been behind it. The corner of the 
sharpened �dge struck clear through 
into the spine; and he crumpled up and 
fell forward in a kneeling position, ex
actly suited to my purpose. Y ott would 
have thought he fell that way on pur
pose to assist me. Then-oh-why 
must I tell it when it has been in mv 
thoughts again and again-but I know, 
I understand it must be told. I struck 
again and again, the blood coming out 
in thick, black-red spurts. Finally the 
body fell forward, the face literally 
mashed down into the gravel. 

" At last it was done. The head 
rolled to one side, and I dragged the 
body first, then the head, to the manure 
pile and covered it over, intending to 
do something else with it later. I 
hadn't decided what I would do with 
it. Then I went back to the granary 
and hoed and raked the cinders and 
gravel over the spot, so all traces of 
the blood were gone. I washed and 
scrubbed at the marks on the granary 
where the blood had spurted, but there 
wasn't much blood shO\:ving except on 
the ground. I don't know why I took 
the spade just as it was, without wash
ing it, and hid it in the hayloft. I ex
pected to get that out later and bury 
it or throw it in the pond." She sighed. 
" And-that-that is all. You know
the rest." 

" Were you not afraid," I ques-

tioned, " of some one seeing you when 
you were doing all you have just told 
me ?" 

She shook her head sadly. " No--I 
did not seem to be. After it was all 
over, I did look around, but there was 
no one in sight. You see, we have 
lived mostly so alone, we hardly ever 
expect any one to come around." 

I wrote a simple statement, and she 
signed it without hesitating. It was 
her nature to do things on impulse. 
She had more than the average wom
an's much vaunted intuition, which is 
usually overrated. 

I took her to town in my car and 
delivered her to the care of the aston
ished sheriff and his wife. who would 
at first hardly believe it. 

" Whoever would have thought it ?" 
said the sheriff. 

" Don't attribute it to any particular 
cleverness on my part," said I, " if she 
had not been possessed of more than 
ordinary brains she would never have 
confessed. If she had stuck it out and 
insisted on her innocence, chances are 
she would be tried, convicted and 
hanged. Now, there is a chance for 
her to get free after serving a justifia
ble amount of  time in prison.'' 

Mattie Schumacher Gratt was con
victed of manslaughter and sentenced 
to twenty years in Joliet. Public senti
ment was with her. It turned ou.t as 
I thought. While in Europe two years 
or more later, I received word she had 
been paroled. 

She returned to the farm with the 
understanding she must report fo the 
sheriff's office and sign her name in 
a book for the pnrpose, once a week. 
She must not leave the county unless 
with the consent of the sheriff. 

At any rate, she was free and in
side a certain number of years will have 
served out the term o f  parole and be 
allowed to go where she wants, any 
place on earth. 

And, as it happened, I introduced her 
to the man who later became her hus
band ! 



"A Woman, A Dog - " 
Couaert Courted the School-teacher 
and Kicked Her Dog- �Vhile the 
Rest of Mavern Soaght a Murderer 

By Maxwell Smith 

FROM the shelter of a gully 
beyond the li ttle schoolhouse 
Coudert surveyed the dusty road 

which there became the main street of He thrua;t the pacbg• 
Mavern. 

, 

througla a hole 
Away from the straggling town the 

road was empty as far as he could see ; chance traveler might cut the margin 
some half a mile t o  where it curled to nothing-with Coudert's life hang
around a hill. Townward, the school- ing in the balance. 
house shut off his view, but he knew vVarily, but with quick steps, he 
that Mavern lay somnolent as usual, covered the fifty yards of broken 
baking under the glaring midday ground to the schoolhouse. 
sun. At the side of the building' facit1g 

A minute more h e  watched the bend away from the town he stopped to 
in the road with narrowed eyes, tense- look again down the road. It still lay 
Iy. The time at his disposal-and . his bare, a ragged white ribbon fringed 
own security-depended upon how with parched grass on a bowlder
long it would be before some one came strewn slope. 
that way. Or how long before some Ever v,ratchful, Coudert dropped to 
one became alarmed and set out from his knees and took a cloth-wrapped 
the town to see what had happened. package from inside his shirt. 

At most he could count upon half an The schoolhouse was of frame con-
hour ; time enough for a revealing struction, with a raised foundati_on of 
search along the eight miles of road be- � rough stone supporting the corners. 
tween Mavern and the railroad. At The spaces between the masonry were 
least-perhaps no time at alL $orne boarded over, but here and there the 
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boards in contact with the ground were 
rotted. 

He thrust the package through a 
hole, stretching himself to plant i t  as 
far a s  possible behind a section of the 

-stonework. 
Arising, he reached for a window 

sill and pulled himself up and in. 
The single classroom was empty, as 

he had known. He crossed to the 
open front door and sat there on the 
floor, just inside, with his back against 
the wall. 

The first strain over, he breathed 
deeply as he relaxed. His close-set 
eyes became steadier, less anxious. His 
hands were steady as he rolled a 
cigarette ; and he gritmed as he drew 
the smoke gratefully into his lungs. 
That was better ; for twenty pregnant 
minutes he had been choking for a 
smoke. 

Coudert was a mining engineer of 
sorts, ordinarily employed as assistant 
superintendent at one of the silver 
workings which were the cause of  
Mavern's being.· For the past month 
he had been, as he put it, resting. 
Actually he had been preparing for 
this day-to seize the twenty-five thou
sand dollars which, wrapped in an old 
shirt, he had just hidden beneath the 
schoolhouse. 

Ten minutes later a nondescript 
,. terrier scampered up · the steps and 

halted abruptly at sight of  Coudert. It 
stood stiff-legged, barking, unfriendly. 

Coudert was just as unfriendly. 
" Shut up, you damn mutt ! Lay 

dmn1 !" 
The dog continued barking, bristled. 
" A v.·-" Coudert glanced out the 

door to mal{e sure that the terrier's 
mistress was not looking. then struck 
at it with his hat. 

The dog jumped back, but im
mediately returned, barking more vig
orouslv. 

Cot{dert mentioned its parentage 
with accuracy and kicked it, a glancing 
blow which rolled the dog over and 
tnade it yelp. 

" Pretty,'' said a girl's cool voice 
from the steps, " very pretty, indeed. 
Here, Bo," she called the dog, " keep 
away from him." 

The dog obeyed, but kept watching 
Coudert and growling softly. · 

Coudert got to his feet, unem
barrassed. 

" I  guess, ' '  he grinned, " the mutt 
don't like me much. He don't show 
much good judgment, does he ?" 

The schoolma'am stopped on the top 
step, eying him impersonally. 

" S ome," she remarked in the same 
cool voice. " might say he shows ex
cellent judgment. If you'll get out of 
my way, please-" She moved· aside 
to let him pass out. 

Ignoring the broad hint, Coudert re
mained in the doorway. 

" I  didn't hurt the mutt . I only 
shoved him to make him shut up and 
quit snappin' at me.'' 

" He isn't a mutt-and vou have a 
strange i dea of what c0t1stitutes a · 

shove." 
" Sure he is," grinned Coudert, -

" and a mean one at that. H e's always 
snarlin' and snappin' . A good dog 
don't act that way." 

" He doesn't like you," she retorted, 
" because you're always kicking him. 
Besides, he doesn't snap. He only 
barks." 

She glanced at the children gather
ing for the a fternoon session, and 
added : 

" If you don't mind, I'd like to get 
to work." 

Coudert looked at . his w atch. 
" 'Tain't one yet-wants five min

utes. Say, Helen-" 
" I  wish,'' she interrupted, frown-

ing, " you'd stop calling me Helen/' 
" It's your name, ain't it ?" 
" To my friends, yes.'' 
" Well "-he pursed his lips quizzi

cally-" ain't I your friend ?" 
" If you were you'd stop annoying 

tne." 
The dog's growling grew louder and 

it edged nearer to him. 
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:_: Annoying you !" He professed as
tonishment. " You don't mean that, 
Helen. Me annoy you ! I should 
say not. " . 

Helen Pearson remained unsmil
mg. 

" Your presence annoys me. I've 
made that clear enough, I think. It 
annoys me to find you here every day. 
You're delaying me now-keeping 
these children f rom their lessons and 
out in the hot sun. "  

" They don't mind the sun," · said 
Coudert, " any more than they do i f  

· school's late in starting. And about me 
being here-" 

He broke off, his eyes darting, as an 
automobile rattled into town, traveling 
fast and recklessly on the rough road. 
His j aw clamped tight an instant, his 
m outh hard. The situation was about 
to pop. 

"About my being here," he resumed, 
looking at the girl again. " How'm I 
ever going to get a chance to talk 
with you if I don't come here and lay 
for you ? \Vhy don't you b e  sociable, 
Helen-" 

" To a man who kicks a dog !" 
" Aw, what the- I mean-" 
" You needn't explain,'' she said dis

dainfully. " I understand, of course, 
that he's only a mutt." 

" Sure," said Coudert, listening to 
the raucous horn on the car that had 
just passed as it brayed continuously, 
" that's all he is. You wouldn't try to 
claim he's a champ, would you ?" 

" And, of course, "  she said, " like 
myself, he's unsociable. Why don't 
you recognize the fact that we're both 
inclined to be so and let us alone." 

She turned to the group of waiting 
pupils : 

" All right, children, let's get to 
work.' ' 

Coudert let the score o f  pupils pass 
in, but again barred the teacher's 
way. 

" There's no hurry," he said, seek
ing to kil l  time to make his position 
more secure. The man-hunters would 

be starting out in a few minutes. He 
wanted them to see him talking with 
Helen Pearson. 

" No hurry," he said. " N ow about 
the mutt there-you. remember how 
that old thing goes, don't you ? 

' A woman, a dog,. and a walnut tree, 
The more you beat 'em 

· 

TIJe better they be.' 

" A darn good lickin' might make 
your Bo a better dog and stop him 
snappin' at folks the way he does. ' '  

The girl gave him a scornful smile. 
" I've heard you recite that dainty 

p i ece before, thanks ; another time you 
kicked my dog. Any coward can beat 
a clog." 

_ 

" Meaning, maybe, that it takes a 
brave man to beat a woman ? I've seen 
some women that improved with beat
in' .  I wouldn't wonder-" He finished 
by looking her over suggestively and 
laughing. 

She flushed. 
" \Ve have no '"'alnut trees around 

here. You'll have to confine yourself 
to dogs. " 

" I'm not s o  sure about that," he 
provoked her. " I'll think it over. 
\Vhat I was gain' to say when you 
started arguin' about the mutt, 
Helen-" 

" Don't call me Helen." 
" Then what in time will I call you ? 

How about sweetheart ? That suits me 
okay. All right, sweetheart, i f  you'll 
l isten-" 

She stamped a foot angrily. 
" I don't want to hear anything 

from you. Get out of my way." 
Automobiles were coming down the 

street, driven hard '"'·ith motors 
roarmg. 

Coudert smiled thinlv over the com
motion while making· to the gid a 
gesture of resignation. 

" Oh, very well, I'll get out.'' 
" And I ' ll thank you to stay out. I'd 

much prefer not to find you here to
morrow or any other day." 

His smile broadened as he stepped 
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onto the porch. He sqllatted on his 
heels and snapped his fingers play
fully at the dog. It was a picture for 
outside consumption ; for the men in 
the approaching cars. 

The dog stiffened, barking rejection 
of his advances. 

Coudert got up, looking up at the 
girl. 

" I  might even learn to love the 
mutt," he began. 

" Come, Bo,'' she commanded, and 
turned away. 

He flourished his hat and started 
· down the steps. 

The speeding cars were almost 
abreast of the schoolhouse. The fore
most contained the town marshal and 
three other men. 

The marshal waved to Coudert, 
and the car skidded under a quick ap-
plication of brakes. · 

Helen Pearson called fron1 the door-
way : 

" Mr. Coudert." 
At the foot of the steps he turned. 
" I've been thinking," she �id 

sweetly, " of a companion piece to your 
favorite verse. Would you like to 
hear it ?" 

Coudert's thoughts were on the 
marshal, whose car appeared to be 
about to stop at the end of the path a 
hundred feet away. 

· " My favorite what ?" 
" That delightful little verse about 

a woman, a dog and a walnut tree. It 
suggested this to me : 

' A man, a rope, and a good tall tree, 
The higher you hang him, 
The better he be.' 

Coudert stared, momentarily stunned 
by the apt implication. Before he could 
find voice she disappeared into the 
schoolroom. 

The dog remained in the doorway, 
jumping about and barking with-it 
seemed to C o u d e r t-a note of 
mockery ! 

Coudert wanted to go in and ask 
Helen Pearson the precise meaning of 

her adaptation, but the marshal was 
hailing him. 

" What's the matter ?" h e  called 
back. " What d o  you want ?" 

" Get in and come on along," said 
the marshal. " Shake a leg, will you ? 
The bank cashier's been held up and 
robbed-murdered. Hurry up and let's 
get going. ' '  

Coudert ran t o  the car and climbed 
111. 

The other machines had gone ahead. 
" Catch them," the marshal ordered 

his driver, " or they'll have everything 
all messed up. Make 'er go. "  

Coudert hung on WRile the car 
lurched over the bumpy road. 

" Bramley m u r d e r e  d," he said. 
" Where ? When ?'' 

" Just down below," said the mar
shal, " beyond the hill there. Yes, sir, 
murdered and robbed of twenty-five 
thousand dollars. Cowan here saw his 
car off the road and found him vvith 
his skull caved in." 

" You don't say ! How long ago 
d'you figure it happened ?" 

" Not much more'n half an hour. I 
saw Bramley leave town about twenty 
after twelve. The killer can't be far 
away. We ought to get him if we move 
fast." 

" Sure. we ought to get him, all 
right. But "-Coudert seemed puz
zled-" twenty-five thousand dollars. 
\Vhat was Bramley doing with that 
much money ? You don't mean to tell 
me he \vas running out with it ?" 

�' Hell, no," said the marshal. " He 
was takin' it down to turn over to the 
express messenger on th.e one o'clock. 
The bank had too much cash on hand. 
Gets that way every so often and then 
they ship it to the city. I thought 
everybody in town knew that." 

Coudert nodded. " Now you men
tion it I guess I've_ heard it. Didn't 
think of it, though. Why didn't he 
have a guard-you, maybe ?" 

" That's hjs grief," said the mar
shal. " He didn't ask me. Never had 
none and thought he'd never need none, 
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I suppose. Like a lot of other stub- train ; and the fact that he himself had 
born folks he didn't put much stock in· been sent to check up on it. 
that story about the p itcher." As they proceeded, he questioned 

They '''ere rounding the hill past Cowan. 
· 

which the cashier's body lay. " I  was drivin' along," Cowan re-
Coudert spoke : '' You say he was lated, " not thinkin' much of anythin' 

going to put the money on the one when I j ust happened to look. You 
o'clock ?''  saw ·where his car i s, off the road there 

The marshal grunted. back of a big rock. vVell, if I hadn't 
" Then," said Coudert thoughtfully, looked I ' d  never seen it at all, but I 

" maybe we haven't such good chance just happened to look right then, and 
o f  getting the killer. I f  he took to the there it was, see ?" 
hills we could round him up, all right, " \i\fhere was Bran1ley ?" 
but suppose he got the train ? That's " Right in his car on the front seat 
what he'd do, ain't it ?" where he'd got pushed over a fter he 

" By damn ! "  ej aculated the mar- got slugged." 
shal, " that's right ! ' '  " Dead ?" 

" I' d  think so, ' '  said Coudert. " He'd " Deader'n hell. He sure was. The 
have a car, o f  course, and had plenty top of his head's all mashed in with 
o f  time to make the railroad. He had an iron bar." 
as much time as Bramley and that's " An iron bar ? How do you know 
where Bramley was going. It might what hit him ?' '  
be  a good idea to go right on and find " It's lyin' right there. The killer 
out who got aboard the train. " left it." 

The marshal hesitated ; let his driver " Kinda foolish, don't you think ?" 
stop beside the cars that had preceded said Coudert. " Leavin' the iron bar, 
him. I mean. It  ought to be a clew." 

" No." he decided, " I ' ll look things " I guess not," said Cowan. " It's 
over here and send somebody else j ust an iron bar and don't mean noth
down to the Tailroad. You might go in'. There's a m illion l ike it." 
yourself ,  Coudert. Sure. Take some- " That's so," agreed Coudert-hav
body with you and go ahead. I f any- ing taken pains to make certain that 
body suspicious got on the train ·you there was nothing distinctive about the 
can wire and haYe him held. " weapon he had used. " How do you 

" I know the hills pretty well/ · said know the money is gone ? Did you look 
Coudert, much preferring to remain on for it ?" 
the scene and in close contact with the " Didn't know nothin' about it," re
investigation. " I might be of more plied. Cowan, " but I didn't have to 
use i f  the trail leads up there." look, either. There's a pouch on the 

" \V e all know the country pretty seat beside him, you see, all covered 
well," said the marshal. " You go with tape and sealin' wax, only it's 
ahead into Railburg. CO\>Y·an w ill drive · been cut open with a knife  and emptied. 
you down and bring back word if you So I figured he \Vas takin' some m9ney 
pick up anything." to the train like he did sometimes and 

Coudert, perforce, did as he was I run right in and got the marshal." 
told. He dismissed a vague worri- " vVhat time was that ?" 
ment; He'd rather have stayed, but " vVhat time did I find him ?" 
what did it  matter ? He had left no " Yes." 
trail. " Five minutes oi one. I looked at 

And there was a laugh to be got the time, figurin' it might be ilT.portant 
out of the way he had put over the somehow." 
idea that the killer had escaped by " It  might be," said Coudert. " You 
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:were coming up from Railburg, 
weren't you ?" 

" That's right." 
" What time did you leave there ?" 
" Twelve thirty on the dot. And 

say ! I heard you tell the marshal 
about the killer likely havin' a car and 
goin' down and gettin' the train. He 
couldn't've done that." 

Coudert put a needless question : 
" Why not ?" 

" Because I' d've met him on the 
road, wouldn't I ?  I should've thought 
of that before, I guess, but it never 
come to me till this minute." 

" He might have heard you coming," 
said Coudert, " and got off the road 
till after you passed. The road winds 
around all the time, you know. He 
could've heard you and got out of the 
way before you saw him." 

" No, sir," said Cowan, " I  don't be
lieve it. I seen Bramley's car, didn't 
I ?  Well, , I' d've seen this other fel
ler's, too. No, sir, he didn't ride to 
the railroad and he sure couldn't walk 
nigh on eight miles in any half hour 
like he'd have to of done to catch that 
train. We might's well turn around 
right here and go tell the marshal 
there's nothin' doin' on th� train busi· 
ness." 

" vVait a . minute." Coudert kept 
him from stopping the car. " There's 
the old trail that loops off this road 
a couple of miles from Railburg. He 
could have gone in that way." 

" Well," admitted Cowan, " he 
might, although it seems like I'  d've met 
him before he got that far." 

" He'd travel fast," said Coudert. 
" You weren't rush in', were you ?" 

" No, just takin' it easy . . , 

" Then we'll go 011 and check up on 
the train. "  

At the railroad station h e  did what 
he could to confuse the situation. 

The agent said tha't no one had 
boarded the train. 

" This hombre wouldn't be advertis
in' himself," said Coudert. " He 
would have sneaked aboard the blind 

or on the rods. He could have done 
that without you seein' him." 

'' He could for all of me," said the 
agent. " I didn't see anybody hang
ing around, though." 

" Suppose you wire ahead and have 
the train searched at the next stop." 

" I'll do that." The agent scratched 
his head and produced a suggestion : 
" If he came here in a car it must be 
around somewhere. He · couldn't take 
it on the train with him. Why some
where ? \iVhy don't you locate the car 
and see what it tells you ? He couldn't 
take it on the train with him and he 
sure couldn't eat it." 

Coudert laughed. 
" I don't guess he could. Send the 

wire anyhow while we look around for 
the car." 

He and Cowan were moving away 
when the agent had another thought : 

" Hey ! 'i\That's the matter with the 
killer drivin' right through in his car ? 
He didn't have to stop here." 

" No," said Coudert, " he didn't 
have to, but he'd be likely to. He'd 
figure he'd soon be spotted 1f he stuck 
to his car." 

" And how do you know," inquired 
the agent, " there was only one man ?" 

Coudert stared at him a moment. 
" I don't know a damn thing

whether there was one or ten. What 
I'm trying to do is find out something. 
Come on, Cowan, and we'll see can '"'e 
locate the car." 

The sheriff had arrived and was irL 
charge of the investigation when Cou
dert and Cowan returned to Mavern 
late in the afternoon. 

" The agent phoned about that." he 
said when they reported that the west
bound train had been searched with
out discovery of a suspect. " He'll see 
nobody gets aboard the eastbound 
when spe goes· through. 'iV<hat else 
did you do ?" 

Coudert told him that search in the 
vicinity of Railburg had failed to re
veal an abandoned automobile. 
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" The killer," he added, " must have 

gone right on through." 
" Not without being seen," inter

posed Cowan positively, " and the folks 
in Rail burg are dead sure nobody drove 

...._ through." 
" It's possible," . said Coudert. 

" Don't you think so, sheriff ?" 
" Anything's possible," said the sher

iff, tuming to Cowan. " You found 
the body, I understand. Let's hear 
about it."  

He made mental note of Cowan's 
movements for future checking. 

He addressed Coudert casually : 
" You were in town here, weren't 

you, and started out with the mar

shal ?" 
" He picked me· up at the school-

house as he went by." 
" At the schoolhouse ?" 
" yes ." 
Chuckling, Cowan explained : " Cou

dert's sparkin' the schoolma'am. Quit 
his job to do it, too, he did. A bad 
case, eh, Coudert ?" 

" I only drop in to talk with her 
noontimes," protested Coudert with a 
laugh. " N othin' to it, Cowan. I like 
to talk with her, that's all ." 

Co .. wan wagged his head and winked. 
" Don't try to tell me, young feller. 

When a man quits his job to go court
in', it's a bad case all right. You can't 
tell me any different, no, sir." 

" Nothing like that," insisted Cou
dert. He could feel the sheriff's 
curious stare-and wished that he 
might strangle Cowan. " I'm just tak
ing a vacation-felt like loafin' awhile. 
What do you think of the case, 
sheriff ?" 

" Well, havin' known the young 
woman since she was about so-size, 
I'd say-" 

" I mean this murder case,'' said 
Coudert. 

" Oh, that." The sheriff's bushy 
brows vvent up : " vVell, now, it's hard 
to say one thing or another right now. 
I got here only an hour ago myself 
and don't know much about it ali yet. 

\rVhen the marshal and the rest of the 
boys . come in from lookin' around, 
maybe we'l l  know some more.'' 

" Bramley," said Coudert, " should 
have had a guard. Bein' without one 
was invitin' trouble." 

" Looks that way, don't it," nodded 
the sheriff. " But it's too late to cry 
over that now." 

" He didn't have a chance by him
self," said Coudert. " He couldn't 
drive and put up a fight at the same 
time. Didn't get a chance to go for 
his gun at all, I guess." 

" So they say." 
" Cowan t-old me," added Coudert 

unnecessarily, " his gun was in its 
holster." 

" I said," Cowan corrected him, " I  
didn't see his gun. I didn't see his 
holster either ; he was lying on it." 

" That's what I meant," said Cou
dert. " How d'you reckon they made 
him stop, sheriff ?  Blocked the road 
with their car, most likely." 

" Bran1ley would have got his gun 
then," put in Cowan, " and given 'em 
a fight. It  couldn' t've been that way." 

" Or," went on Coudert when the 
sheriff made no comment, " do you 
reckon it was somebody Bramley 
knew and didn't suspect was gain' to 
rob him ?'' 

" I bet that was it," said Cowan. 
" Somebody he knew got him to stop 
and then cracked him with the iron 
while they were talking. The bar ain't 
long ; a man could have had it up his 
sleeve. Couldn't he, sheriff ?" 

The sheriff looked from one to the 
other, but said nothing. 

" \Vhat do you think ?" pressed 
Coudert. 

" No use thinkin', I -guess.�' said the 
sheriff, ·" tmtil we've got something 
�definite to think over." 

Coudert made another effort to 
draw him out : 

" It might be a good idea to find out 
who':s. missing from 'town. A man 
would run out, wouldn't he, after 
pullin' a trick like this. ' '  
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The sheriff remained noncommittal : 
" He might. \.Yfll know after awhile 
when we count n·oses. I'll have to leave 
you men no\v-got to talk some more 
with the president of the bank. " 

" Anything more we can do ?" asked 
Coudert. 

" No,'' said the sheriff, looking past 
him. " No, I reckon not. \.Y e'll wait 
and see what the marshal's posse has 
to tell. All we can do is sit until then." 

Coudert grinned inwardly. 
" And that,'' he told himself confid

ently, " is about all you can do--just 
sit." 

And so it seemed when, with dark
ness, the searchers came in from the 
hills. Not the slightest trace of the 
killer had been found. Nor did the 
following day produce any sign of him. 

Coudert laughed. 
" That's kind of a rough thing to 

wish on an admirer." 
" One doesn't always stop to be 

gentle with those who are unwelcome. 
Why aren't you out helping find the 
man who killed Mr. Bramley ?" 

" You figure that'd keep me off your 
doorstep, don't you ? But what's the 
use ? He ain't in these parts any more 
-not i f  he's got any sense. He made 
a clean get-away-caught that train, 
most likely." 

" I  wouldn't be too sure of that," 
she said, speaking a persistent thought. 
" It would be easy for him to hide out 
in the hills. It would be good tactics 
for him to remain right here in town 
until the hunt dies down." 

" I guess not/' said Coudert shortly. 
" His cue was to get far-away as 

Coudert was in no hurry to recover quickly as possible. Else," he chuckled, 
his loot from beneath the school- ' " somebody might go and join him up 
house. It was as safe there as any- with the rope and the tall tree you 
where. Safer to him personally than spoke of." · 
i f  it were in his possession. Her lids drooped a little, thought-

On the second day after the holdup fully, as she dwelt on the brutal 
he called again at the schoolhouse dur- killing. 
ing the noon hour. " I can contemplate such a union as 

Helen Pearson was there alone, highly appropriate. " 
working at her desk. She received Her manner was quite impersonal, 
him with a frown of displeasure. detached, but he regarded it otherwise, 

" I've been hoping," she said blunt- conceiving a direct application in her 
ly, " that I'd seen the last of you for words. 
some time at least. Why don't you Irritation, meanness, hardened his 
stay away from here when I ask you eye. 
to ? I like to work during the lunch " You'd like to see me hanged, 
hour. I do wish you'd let me." wouldn't you ?" 

Coudert perched on the back of a She smiled frostily : " I might not 
pupil's bench and grinned. protest a great deal. Why are you 

" I've been wohdering," he ' re- thinking of getting hanged ?" 
turned, " whether you've been makin' " I'm not !" he snapped-and r:e

up any more cute little verses for me. alized that she was getting his goat ; 
You tossed off a neat one, you rem em- which, instead of curbing his tongue, 
her, something about a rope and a good angered him. " I'm not !" he snapped 
tall tree." again, " and I don't stand for you nor 

She regarded him levelly, unsmiling. anybody else makin' the crack." 
" I remember. I still think the idea His outburst amused her ; that and 

good." the fact that she had finally broken 
" For me ?" through his exasperating, grinning 
" If it would relieve me of your shell. 

presence-" She shrugged. " I'm sorry," she deviled him, " be-
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cause I really had hopes when the 
sheriff asked me about you." 

' ' \A/hen-" Coudert's j aw clamped 
shut. Getting hold of himself he 
drew a long, slow breath and smiled, 
thin-lipped : " When the sheriff asked 
about me ? How do yon mean ?" 

A sudden tingle of  menace chilled 
her spine. \i\Tithin an instant she was 
afraid of  him. 

" VVhy," she stammered, bewildered 
by this overwhelming spasm of fright, 
" why, the day before yesterday. That 
i s-I mean, he asked me-" 

She bit her l ip and looked about the 
room, wide-eyed, for her dog. She felt 
so unutterably alone-

" Asked you what," prompted Cou
dert crisply. " vVhat did he want to 
know ?'' 

She called the terrier-" Bo !"-and 
tried to \vhistle him to her. 

" Never mind the mutt," said Cou
dert. " Tell me what the sheriff asked." 

The dog answered with a muffled 
bark. It seemed so very far-away and 
she so verv much alone. 

" N othi{1g," she said faintly. " He 
j ust wanted to know i f  you were talk
ing with me at noontime day before 
yesterday when-.. -when Mr. Bramley 
was killed ? He wanted to know i f  
you were in the habit of visiting me 
i1oontimes." 

Coudert stood up, nodding slowly, 
calculating. 

" And what did you tell him ?" 
" I told him yes, you were. I told 

him-that was all ."  
" What else ?" 
She attempted to get up, to run from 

him, but the frozen mask which his 
face had b ecome held h er. She em-
1)loyecl a bold front to hide her fear : 

" I told him that I tall.;:ecl with you 
only a few minutes that clay. I told 
him you had been annoying me and 
that I stayed away instead of working 
here as usual at noontime-" 

" You tolcl him that ?'' 
Coudert stepped closer, his hand 

reaching as if to take her by the throat. 

" Bo !" she cried desperately. " Here, 
boy, here !"  

The clog barked close by. 
Coudert grasped her shoulder, shook 

her. 
" Keep still ! And tell that mutt to 

be still. I want to talk with you." 
The terrier pattered into the room 

and stopped, bristling, growling. 
" Shut him up," said Coudert, shak

ing here again, " o r  I' ll-" 
He broke off with an oath as he 

glanced at the clog-a glance which 
i mmediately turned into a horrified 
stare. 

In the terrier's mouth was a bundle 
wrapped in an old shirt-a bundle half 
undone, from which a trail o f  currency 
had been scattered across the floor ! 

Helen Pearson gasped as she also 
looked and understood. 

She struggled to break his grasp. 
Her mouth opened on a scream. 

" Be sti l l !" 
His hand closed over her fa.ce, 

shutting off the scream. He held her 
firmly, easily, dragging her to the door 
to c lose it. 

The dog retreated before him, but 
did 11ot d rop the bundle o f  money. 

Coudert halted, coaxing the animal 
to come to him. 

Bo al so halted, but would not ap
p roach. 

" Call him," Coudert ordered, " call 
him and keep him quiet, or I'll kill 
you. Understand ? Another killing 
don't mean anything to me now. You 
can understand that, can't vou ? ' ' 

She kicked his shins,  cla�ved at his 
face, fought futi lely. 

The dog dropped its burden and 
leaped at him. 

He kicked it a way, a vicwus kick 
which cast it howling into a corner. 

Dragging the girl without regard, 
Coudert started again for the door. 

Two children coming up the steps 
gaped wi th astonishment, fright, then 
bolted screaming. 

A hundred yards up the road the 
sheriff and the marshal turned. 

8 D  
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" He's killing teacher !" cried the 
children. " He's killing teacher !" 

\Yithout pausing to �sk questions, 
the two officers ran to the schoolhouse. 

Through a window Coudert saw 
them coming-sa.w the guns in their 
hands. 

He flung the girl aside, scooped up 
the bulk of his loot and stuffed it in
side his shirt. 

The dog, limping, rushed at him and 
was kicked heels over head, to land be
side his mistress, on the floor behveen 
two desks. 

Cool in the face of death, Coudert 
drew his gun and made for a side win
dow-the window through which he 
had entered two days ago after hiding 
his plunder. If he could reach the 
gully over there-

Heavy feet thudded on the front 
steps. 

Coudert went out the window. 
The sheri ff, standing at the corner 

of the building, shot him before he 
touched the ground. 

Helen Pearson cried hysterically, 
while her hurt dog nuzzled her hand 
and whimpered. 

" ' A  woman,' " she said nonsensi
cally as the marshal bent over her, " ' a 
dog, and a walnut tree ! A woman, a 
dog-' " and she laughed crazily : 
" ' A  man, a rope, and a good tall 
tree !' "-and laughed again, and cried. 

The sheriff was bending over Cou
dert, trying to catch his last words. 

" ' A woman, a dog,' '' grinned Cou-
dert feebly. " Tell her-you don't 
need the tree !" 

The Biggest Trial 
THE greatest trial, in point of size and attendance, that the worlcl has ever 

seen, was held about a year ago in the unpronounceable little town of 
Rzeszow, Galicia. 

More than ten thousand out of twenty-one thousand railroad men and 
other state employees, who were defendants in a bankruptcy proceeding, fairly 
swamped the little town. They arrived in twelve special trains. 

The defendants were all members of the N uza Insurance and Benevolent 
Society which recently went bankrupt and transgressed certain statutes as 
well. Under Polish laws, all members must be summoned. 

· 

At the trial it was necessary to turn a huge military exercise field into 
a court room, with grand stands built to hold the defendants. Sixty-two 
lawyers and one hundred witnesses were present. 

The trial was first called in Lwow, Galicia, in 1 927. Then, more than 
six thousand defendants overflowed the court room and corridors, and blocked 
the courtyards and streets. The court had to adjourn the case to prevent a riot. 

To avoid another jam, the court decided to chose the biggest military 
parade ground in the region, construct an open air court surrounded by grand 
stands, and try to accommodate its customers. 

g D  



l 

The Burial of Dave Pett 

" Damn you ! " said Da"Ve. 
" You won't let me go 

straitht '' 

·11' was j ust as the men began to file 
ou� from the prison concert hall that 
a little parchment-faced man leaned 

toward Dave Pett and whispered in his 
ear : 

" You're gomg out to-morrow, 

aren't you r· 
" Yes," replied Dave. 
" Listen. I can tell you something. 

Ever heard of Dr. Eames ? \1V ell-" 
Convicts become ·. experts in the art 

of conversations tfnheard and unno
ticed by outsiders. A guard, ten yards 
away from the two men, did &)t realize 
that they were talking. 

The parchment-faced man finished 
only j ust be fore they were separated 
for their respective cells. 

" I'll go, " said Dave, " thanks." 
Those who have spent most o f  their 

lives in prison are apart from the 
world. Hardened sinners, savages in 
their Justs vvithout scruple or honor, 

The Name of a Desperate Thief 
Was Inscribed on the Silver Plate
But What Was in the Coffin � 

By Roland Johnson 

usually without any idea of . happiness ; 
the sort o f  men to whom crime is noth
ing and to whom, in a clouded attitude 
of thought, everything is nothing and 
nothing matters. 

Such a man was Dave Pett. 
He had spent twenty-five of his 

forty-eight years in j ail. H e  was a 

man marked dovvn by the police, con
sidered to be dangerous. It was a 

crime for him to loiter. His  move
ments were under suspicion wherever 
he went. He was watched in his free
dom no less carefully than he was 
guarded during his terms o f  imprison
ment. 

On the day following his conversa
tion with his  fellow' prisoner, he slunk 
out o f  Holloway. It was a fine Decem
ber morning. The street was patched 
\Vith pools of rain, rapidly disappear"' 
ing under a warm winter sun. 

' 

Dave had waited to be the last of 
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the batch so that the interest o f  the 
knot of folk who gathered at the gate 
would have flagged and he would not 
be observed. 

A man on the curb-quite a young 
man-followed Dave with an ai r  o f  
it:difference a s  the ex-prisoner slunk up 
the street. 

" Damn him !' '  muttered Dave. 
He knew that he was being f ollowed. 

He knew what the man on the other 
side of the road was aft er. There was 
the cash from . the Jermyn Street rob
bery which he'd refused to disclose. 
They would never let him alone. vVhy 
not ? Hadn 't he paid the price for it 
-for years ? It ought to be his now
that was ho\v Dave reasoned. 

Dave was in a curious frame o f  mind. 
It so happened that but for one thing 
he wouldn't have in the least m inded 
telling the man who followed him ex
actly where to fifid the five thousand 
dollars which< was Dave's sole \vealth. 
The point was, Dave . wished to go 
straight, and tha.r needed cash. Had 
he intended to follow ,on the lines ·o f  
his past h istory, h e  might have made 
another hundred that very night. 

The five thousand dollars was the 
price of h i s  freedom f rom his murky 
reputation, and his w orking capital for 
the business o f  being honest. Dave 
needed it badly. In a hazy, non
imaginative · w ay, 11e saw hirnself a 
cottager, with the country around him ; 
the smile of the clean sun, the sweet 
freshness of a summer shower. He saw 
himself  as a man one could trust and 
one who could look a pol iceman square 
in the face . · 

And Dr. Eames could do it. 
Dave cast covert glances behind him. 

The man w as maintaining a distance of 
about fifty yards between them. Dave 
couldn't blame the poli ce. Only too 
often he had slouched from j ai l to 
crime. But this time he was really 
worried. He wa� neither callous nor 
careless. He had to throw off the en
tanglement. 

He took a bus, and changed from 

the bus to the underground railway. 
\Vithout wait ing to see i f  h is  follower 
were behind him. he bounded up the 
emergency sta i rs. A taxi outside 
proved a stroke of luck. He had only 
four shill ings on him, but it was enough 
to see him to Covent Garden. From 
Covent Garden i t  was an easy step to 
Pa Donaldson and five one-t1wusand
dollar bills. 

" Good l" said Pa, stroking his bro
ken nose. " There's :1 161 doing, Dave. 
Now then, I can put you onto a 
grand."  

But Dave h�d bolted with h i s  money. 
And then for Dr. Eames, 1 40 Pel

l ington Street. 
Dr. Eames greeted him after the 

manner o f  a butcher surveying a con
s ignment o f  meat. He was a tall man, 
stooping slightly, w ith narrow shoul
ders and a lean, leathery face. He li s
t ened carefully to Dave's stumbling 
words. Prison robs a man of clear 
speech, and the doctor placed " the 
habitual " with unerring accuracy . 

" You'd only dri ft back,"  he mur
mured softly. " Poor man-I know. 
The best thing for your personal hap
piness, Pett, is to get i t  over quickly 
and take the shortest route back to 
prison. \Vhat's the use of starting 
aga in ? You're old-how old, fi fty ?" 

" Forty-five-! th ink . Maybe forty
six,'" muttered Dave anxiously: " But 
I really want to start again. There's 
a place in the country I once ,went to 
�you don't know-I'm fed up-I'm 
b-well, haunted, I tell you . I want 
to get clear. You can start me again. 
I was told. \Vhat does it cost, and 
how's i t  done ?'' 

" I kr1ow an extraordinarily easy l it
tle j ob which would just suit a man 
like you," sa i d  the doctor, scrutinizing 
h i s  man. " In Kensington. · You can 
get in with your bare hands-" 

" Damn you," said Dave, losing his 
pat i ence. " You're as bad as the rest. 
You won 't let me go straight !" 

" M v dear sir , ' '  the doctor altered 
his  torie, " the al ternatiYe is expensive." 
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" How much ?" - " I was a laborer on a farm/' replied 
" How much have you got ?" asked Dave. " And I 'll take the name- of 

the doctor carelessly. Ford. · It was my mother's name and 
" Five hundred. Would that do ?" I fancy it. David Ford, I'll be." 

said Dave. The doctor shrugg!!d his shoulders. -
The doctor lauglled tolerantly. " �t doesn't matter, so-- long as you 
" Twenty-five hundred might pos- remeinber··it," he said. 

sibly do it," he replied. - So Dave Pett would pass from ex-
Dave looked · at hi-m-or tried to. istence to -death. His name would 

Habitual criminails lose the knack of slink into the back-files of life-a list 
looking a man fair and square in the of petty thefts ---and foolish, ignorant 
face. <;rimes together with his photograph, 

" And cash down," said the doctor measurements, description, and finger· 
softly. " The whole point is, I must prints. Some clerk at headquarters, 
have cash down. Have you got the would take his record from the current 
cash to put down ?" " P " roll and put it away high up o 

" Yes," said Dave boldly. " I  have. some dusty shelf to form a part of th 
It '11 be worth it. · What' s  the idea ?" literature of c riminal histOIJ:. 

" You wish," began tl!e doctor, · u You will go to r &>  Nettle Street
crossing his slender - hands across his Holborn," said the-doctor, win an am· 
neat waistcoat, " to obliterate your ·past bulance, p-rovided by me, from t!his 
entirely-everything that has ever hap- house. Y ou1re suffenni from 8.ppenili 
pe�d to you��ur t:elations-your _citi§. I will arrange ev:erything._ M 
friends---your 1iabitual -ltaunts-;must plate_. � Net�le · Street is . a nursi 

_
_ 

be a closed book. Y:ou"rnust,never � ' "b:Qlne. ru� have a�riurse.there to m 
the cbance of bemg re�ognizecfby th�- · yott, and a- r�m ready. - · 'But the n 
who know you. The success of

_ 
the wilt leave after the ambulance· is 

scheme depends largely upon you." o£ sight and you'11 look a£ter you 
" I haven't any relations d1at I know for the rest of the period. 1'here 

of," said Dave, " and I don't believe in be food. I suppose you can cook?'' 
having friends that only let you down. " Yes," said Dave. 

' 

And I'm going into the country any- " 0 i course, it is imperative that y 
way." keep a way ' from the wi:Qdows and 

The doctor nodded. . not dream of stirring out of doors. 1 
" Good. Then that simplifies mat- look you up in the motning. In til 

ters. My SY?�em should prove satis- afternoon the undertaker wlll call 
factory. Yo� will, to put it bltmtly; take your measurements." The doct 
die. You will go into my nursing hotne tose from his �air. _ 

this evening, and I will issue a cer- ·- :' All rigtht," said Dave daz_edly, 
tificate to-morrow. You will be buried --paid over the money. 
in two days' time. Have you no one --

11 
you wish to be informed ?" Dave shook 
his head. " Well. �en; that" is all tight. 
You must shave your eyebrows, and 
dye your hair. I will give you some 
lotion for the scar ort your cheek. It 
is too much of a landmark. The lo
tion will hurt. Stick it." 

· " I can do that," said Dave. -
" Of course, you must change your . 

name. and take up a trade. What's 
your trade ?" asked the doctor. 

T\VO men sat opposite one _ 

--men who dealt in life 
death-to whom the birth o 

child and the clay of the dead w 
one and the same thing-, a stepp 
stone on the road of evolution. 

Dr. E-ames sa.t · bolt-upright in· 
(;hair. The delicate fingers of -his ' 
hand beat a funeral march- on the 
in front of hlm. His mouth was 
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open and displ ayed a row of even white 
teeth. 

The other, Archibald Sanderson, un
dert aker, of Holborn, sat v ery sti ll .  
The seedy waistcoat covering his  
paunch rested against the edge of the 
table. 

" All right ," Sanderson said wearily. 
'' \"ou've got me fi xed , I know. Call 
it five hundred."  

" Here's the cert i ficate ior burial , ' '  
said the doctor smoothly. " Dave Pett, 
you know, has just come out of 
prison ." 

" I  know," said Sanderson. 
" Three o'clock to-morrow a fter 

npon then. About five-foot nine
quite a stock s ize, I should say. But 
you can visit him i f  you l ike. Good 
afternoon, Iv1r. Sanderson !" 

Sanderson stumbled to the door. 

Ill 

T\tVO men sat gaz ing at one another 
with a coffin between them. The 
coffin was cheap, be ing badly fin

ished and made of deal . I t  was filled 
with sawdust. 

" vV eH," said Sanderson, " that's i t .  
It 's  your size. It ' 1 1  do you fine, Mr. 
Pett ."  

" Ford's my name," said Dave, and 
then, po inting a dirty finger : " Pett's 
in there, see ?" 

" Al l right,"  Sanderson laughed . 
" Now then, let's get down to busi
ness. I'm t o  bury you. There�ll be a 
nice service at the cemetery and � .. �ice 
hearse to take you there. Everythmg 
will be smooth an' easy. \Vhat I want 
to know i s, where do I come i n ?" 

" \Vad ver mean ?" asked Dave, who 
was puzzl�. 

" \Veil, you can't expect a funeral 
for nothing, "  explained Sanderson. " I 
want to know \\�ha t  you can pay. ' '  

" The doctor's pai d  you:'  said Dave. 
" Don 't tell me that you're not go

ing to shell out," expostulated Sander-
son. " I mean, I know better. You've 
a nice pile tucked a way somewhere. 
What aoout that Jermyn Street rob-

be ry ? Ten thousand ? Come now, 
twenty-five hundred to me is  d i rt 
cheap !" 

" The papers l ied, ' '  said Dave. " I  
only got f1ve thousand-and I gave the 
doctor hal f .  I need the other half to 
see me straight. . ,  

" Hal f t o  Eames ! ' '  the undertaker 
held up h i s  hands in horror. ' ' That's 
too much 1 \ V el l , I can't see you 
stranded and c leaned out. J'.ll cut my 
price clown to a thousand ." 

" You get nothing from me,' '  sai d 
Dave. " The doctor paid you. ' ' 

" My dear chap,"  said Sanderson, 
" that' s  all  bluff. You know well 
enough you've got to pay me as well. 
The doctor does h is bit, and I do mine. 
I f  you don't pay me, you won't get 
buried, that's alL" 

" Ah !"  exclaimed Dave, with an in
take o f  breath. 

" You can't expect me to do the job 
for nothing," pleaded Sanderson. 
" Here am I, taking a devil of a lot 
of trouble-it's silly. Don't be so 
stingy." 

' . '  The doctor paid you, ··  said Dave. 
Sanderson s ighed. Had Dave ar

gued or become voluble or violent h e  
would have known how t o  deal with 
him. But Dave had said l ittle, and 
there was something in his eye which 
Sanderson did not l ike. 

" \Vell," he said w ith a change o f  
tone, " I can see that you mean to stick 
to that twenty-five hundred. I don't 
blame you . But I must have some
thing. Money is easily earned by men 
like you. You've earned a lot in your 
time. You may have given it away, 
or chucked it away , but you know how 
to make monev. ' '  

" Ancl I pay for i t . ' ' sa id Dave be
t ,Y een h is  teeth. " It's men l ike vou, 
and the fences, who make the mo�1ey. 
Profiteers ! I do the work and take the 
risk-you take the money. I know
I 've had some !" 

Sanderson ignored the other's in
creasing rage. Anger left him cold
he was used to i t. 
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" Look here," he said, " you've done ty fascinated, followed the line in 
pretty well in the past.· I ean put you cated b)· the other's hand. The c 
on to · an easy crib. " looked innocent compared to his 

" Then why don't you do it your- pression. 
· 

self ?" asked Dave. Sariderson igno!ed " And i f  you don't," said Sanderd 
· hirri. " there won't be any burial. '! 

" It's as safe as houses," continued Dave shifted his feet. He could Ill 
Sanderson, " for a man wit-h your ex- look the other rn the face. 
perience. You ought to be grateful to .. , All-- tight," he said at length. 
me for putting you onto it. It's a place " Good !" said Sanderson cheer£ 
in Kensington-you can get in with " It's not much of a price to get bur· 
your bare 1hands. The lady is away, - -a short night's work, that's all. 
and there's a rottea bOlt on the area _ safe. Dead s-afe. When you 1 
window and. no shutters. A flick 0£ Easton Square you'll find a road _ 

your ann- and you'-re inside. See ? I the back which leads you t{} High R 
heard -about it from the window- Tum off up Farley's Road if I w 
cleaner. There's &>me antique gold you, and come · -heme by - Kens in 
ornament stuff in a -glass-fronted c�bi- Street. 1'he busses run late. - You 
net in the front room. -:The metal-'ll a -key for this place-? 'fhen leave 
'be worth about twenty-five - hundred. door on the latch. You've got s 
The whole thing wouldn't take more Pett. You never know; I might h 
than five minutes, and the place is de- of something else- -in the -iuture. 
-serted. Now, I make you a present could go fifty-fifty. Tohe .. reason , 
of tlle opportunity. That gold ·wm -you�ve::_ seen so mpclt of the inside 
fetcll ready tneney. If it isn't worth a prison is that you'\Te never hit on 
twenty-tive · hundred from any decent righf lays. I'll show you !" • 

, man, I'll give you my hat." · But· Dave did not reply. 
"'-I knJo� what_, you're aft�r;'' began IV . 

D-:lve. "'-1:iie dOCtor te-ld- ' - . · < 

4' Y�u tioi(ftind�staJl�," ·s-aid San- - ·o· AVE was trying . to think. . 
derson volubly. _ l•i- musr'be paid. I f  furry b-rain was endeavori-ng 
you won't giv-e · m.e·� tfia:t-- twenty--6ve · grapple with the problem iri fr 
hundred which yOtY'ha.'�e ott :l�tt, __ !JhY t>f-him, and it was a difficult task 
not earn another ? · TH takl! �tb;al gold :£ause Dave . was .not used to grapp 
off your hands-and you cari keep �u·r with anything except ·a safe, ·or a 
money. Why not ? It's dead safe � - 11-ce�an, .or a difficult lock. . 
and you're not to be buried until -m.· -. So the doctor had let him down, 
morrow. You can do it to-night:•- - ripen cheating him to the last 

" The .doctor paid you," said Dave Dave had met the Eam_� and tlie 
monotonously. ·dersons · o-r the wodd , men :With s 

" My foreman and a couple of men worse than ·sc-owls and devilish of 
are coming with the hearse to-morrow pose. Suckers. ' 
at three,'' said· Sanderson. " I've. got But Dave Pett was dead to the w 
anotther job-, s.Q J ,can't come. I -brought . :�early. He realized .in a dim way 
the coffin, which Fit · fast-en down: Tll his death certificate must have <rlr 
come back to-morrow morning at about been issued. Already he had be 
ten and collect those gold prnaments-. pass into the world o f  the forgott 
Then the whole' thing will be settled. David Ford had slunk into_ exist 
That address is 8o Easton Square. You a newly born nian witftout a past. 

- can't . miss it. It's near Gloucester honest worker, dear of ' consci 
_ Roac;l station." _ Straight. Never to- risk contact 

T-here was a pause. Dave, seenring· tb-e -Jaw. To lea.m ·io live:_ · 1 
I 

- j  
I --j 
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That country cottage-once he had 
seen a picture of a cottage w ith fox
gloves growing almost to the eaves. 
And l:he smeil o f  honey and flowers 
in the air - uniform - discipline -
urrgn ! 

And if he were to achieve !his ambi
tion, how was he t�!' enter the house in 
Easton Squ·are ? · · 

Once again he would put the police 
on his trail. Once again he never could 
be safe. Once - agai n  his description 
might go round. Once again he might 
be caught redhanded . Once again he 
would be surrounded with the fear o f  
the hunted. H i s  methods-the meth
ods of Dave Pett-might open the 
book o f  mystery to the sleuths. As 
sure as fate the limb of the la:w would 
stretch out to !him and enfold him in 
the embrace which had stran'gled the 
best part of his llfe. 

And i f he did"'t'iot enter the house in 
Easton Square, he would still be Dave 
Pett-the hunted and watched and 
stalked and preyed upon and worried . 
He would not be buried. Perhaps the 
doctor h ad some means of holding back 
his death certificate-

Dave put a kettle on the gas and 
made himself a cup of tea. Then he 
shaved. Having shaved, he dressed 
himself in a new suit of clothes which 

. he had bought and adjusted a bright 

t . 

and glaring tie. Then he brushed bis 
hair  and tied the laces of his new shoes. 

He surveyed himself m a tmrror. 
This was David Ford. 

Then he undressd, turned out the 
light, and went to sleep . Sufficient 
unto the day is the evil thereof. There 
would be no cr-ime , for him that night. 

In the morning he awoke to look 
do·wn upon the coffin-lid. 

D A V E  P E T T  
Died December 7th, 1925 

He li fted the lid and dragged the 
coffin to the grate. 

He lit the fire, waited until it was 
burning briskly, and heaped _ the saw
dust onto the blaze. He fed the fire 
until the coffin was empty. 

Two· hours later he 'heard Sander
son's steps on the stairs of the empty 
house. He knelt down and took the 
poker � his muscled, brawny hand and 
found a convenient posi tion behind the 
door. 

Dr. Eames, of Pellington Street, 
cut out the l ittle, terse, paragraph 
which announced the death and burial 
o f  Dave Pett, notorious criminal, and 
sighed happily to himsel f .  

Then his eye l it  upon another para
graph, rather longer . His face turned 
gray with h orror. 

A rchibald Sanderson, undertaker, of 
Holborn , was reported to be missing. 

Thps had David Ford passed him
self into his new world. 

LesJ.er-Leith, crook de luxe, has a thrilling adventure With the police next 
week in " A Hot Tip," by Erie Stanley·Gardner. 

. ' 



CHARACTER REVEALED IN 

YOUR HANDWRITING 

EDITOR's NoT'E - After 
making character analysis, 
through handuJriti1zg, his hob
by for more than a score of 
years; John Frase-r has recmt
ly woJJ 'Wide renown itt New 
York City as a popu.lar lec
turer on this subject� 

He - conducts a thriving 
business of analyiing -coorac--_ 

- ter from handwriting;' and 
many notables in this coumry , - JOHN FRASER 

and abroad have compliment· 
ed him on the accuracy of IUs, 
findings. 

By special arrangement hisi 
personat analysis is given to l 
DETEC'TIV� FIC'l'ION '\VEEKLY 
readers for ten cents, or free 
'with a one�dollar subscrip
tion for thirteen issues (i11 
CanadaJ $I.76 for subscrip
tion) . Please fill out the 
special cQu,pon. 

M. H. R., Boston, Mass .-Y ou have and obstinate. A veritable stumblin 
an unusually quick- and -nimble brain, block when things don't suit you. Th' 
with the result that your thinking- is is· nothing to--be proud of. Don't foo 
very rapid. You rarely nee<;! to d-eVelop yourself any longer that this is back 
ail the steps of a problem logically bone. Nothing of the kind. I call · 

before arriving at a solution, because pu·re cussedness. -
yotir mind leaps over unimportant and Adults who are guilty t;>f that k' 
irrelevant points. This rapidity - of of thing are- still in their swa.ddlin 
thought probably leads tp rapidity of clothes. 
speech, as the tongue must keep time You are a man of artistic predilec 
with the thought behind the spoken tions. You have a decided fondn 
word. for anything that belongs to the a 

, Another trait 'which is written large You show good judgment when · 
in your penmanship is your habit of comes tQ the re&het-ic qualities in an o 

keeping your ideas, and your in forma- ject. You would rather see a beautifu 
tion pretty much to yourself.- In other sunset and admire it than spend you 
words, you are secretive, and at times time and· your money on a cheap mo 

you show a marked lack of candor. ing picture. Music and poetry app 
This may be wise or otherwise, but to you, and your mind gravitates na . 
after all, it is through the sharing of rally to the higher and better thin 
each- other's opinions that the world in life. Though yott are far fr 
progresses. You are al!,O stiff-necked being a saiht, nevertheless; you are 
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man much above the average in many 
ways, 

swell-headedness and be yourself. No 
man can hope to prosper in the world . 
with such inflated ideas o f  himself as 

_ you have at present. 

� Oftl•c.·..;. ·- 9 
� ,_., � ............,. � 

"� � C>O � 

E. B.; Winnipeg, Canada-Yot�,�:are·· : :Mrs. ,S. K., Pittsbiugh, Pa.-·· . · You 
indeed a - ca11did person ·who .hitS"Lappear t() be _a wom�n who possesses a 
straight froin .the §hould�r: · . There . is · ; disc;rirpinat;ing natute: · , One who can 
no " beating ab_otit the bush "· with :r-ou�"� . j:U.dge wit})_ care .and precision. Care
It's straighf stuff all the time. · I · ful· and, fussy qver details and some
wouldn't be surprised if your outspok-. :what otd:::maidish in the way you do 
enness got you into trouble now and· things. You are a stickler for law and 
.then. Self-dependence i s  written all order. Always strict to observe rules 
over your disposition and mannerisms. and regulations , and very exact in the 
You will require no crutches nor performance of any duty that you- may 
" pull"'  to get you to your goal. You be intrusted with. 
will go on your own momentum. vVith On the other hand, I observe that 
all y�:>Ur aggressiveness and self-confi- you show marked sensitivity, which at 
dence, however_, there are many weak times leads you to. suspicion. You are 
joints i!l YQ\1:� me�tal atm:OJ. 

· . . . · . 
. ·��l"�1llly fdght,ene� . th�t people �ill 

For :mst.�c�Y· nP"_ 
.
·one can' _te�C,lt you · l�:JUJ;e your reputatiOn� ::�You are thm

anythin�, . . _ '{ ou ar�- a Mr. ·I(ij<;('�7�t��ll� . . �kit�n(!d. anq· �� Jouchy. "  · Your pride be
George- Henr.y Lewes. · ternfs egotism · _ 1flg easdy '\yo:t,mded. When 1t comes 
" I-am-ity." and thiS seems to fit you to talkativeness, you are a specialist in 
exactly. The one good thing about an this direction. I would call you a great 
egotist is his opinion about himself. " preacher/' particularly at home. Your 
The sooner you come to realize that vocabulary may be comparatively 

' there ap� millions of people in the small, but with your--quick turn-over of 
·world just as good as you, the better words you would be a positive hurri
it will be for yoi.trself. You are far cane when you got started in an argu-
from perJect, and since perfection is ment. It is true that many women 
like the , horizon, don 't be deluded anv preach in the United States, but thev 

. · tong�r with the idea that you hav
·
e are not all in the pulpit by any means. 

bumped into i t. As a matter of fact, You afe a shining example of this fact. 
yott are still a " long way from Tip- You seem to be a woman who is very 
perary " in the matter of perfection or sure of herself. You are not always 
sainthood. so frank and open as you m ight be. 

-, . Moreoy�, you have a revengeful Once your mind is rriade up on a ques
and vindictive spirit. You love to tion nothing on earth will get you to 

· " get even: ' '  . ·w!th t}:le other fellow, i f  change . .  And what i s  more, you are . 
he happens to do y�:m an injury. There not always right in your decisions, as � -

is _ nothing forgiving - about you. It's you have often found to your dismay. . , ''

an eye for an eye ana a tooth for a In other words, you are not so wise· · . . . _ 

: tooth with you. Then, lastly, yeur ·as you think you are. -Even in the . ;;·;,,; 
temper has bituminous qualiti� In head o f  a sage you will find a JooHsij; � - ·< r 
fact, I would say it resembles gunpow: . .  corn,er, and you <;�.re no exceptioq t� the> · s_ :

_der; l\�y advice to you is give yoursel� :rule .
. .  

ln spite of thiSi-'·h9weyet", , .y�tt..:Cs;>· •'*f 
- .,, the u once-over, "  get rid of all thi-s- . impress me ' as one who·:has beeil� eb.;:::-;' 

.- . . . r .  . . .· · ··-- . . · :;- ,�<_ -·:: � � :_ , :·-;�- '���t'· 
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dowed with many splendid qualities, 
and is above the average in intellect 
and education. 

.(/Yt-1 zit_ jf}� . - � .j. � � � � r� 
Miss A. G. F., Albany, N. Y.-Your 

restless nature must be a source of 
worry to your mother. You belong to 
the type that must be constantly kept 
interested in new things . You remind 
me of· the Athenians of old who spent 
their time in nothing else but either 
telling or hearing some new thing. This 
lack of concentration is a decided lia
bility to you, and wi ll get you nowhere. 

One redeeming characteristic in you, 
however, is your gay and care-free dis
pdsition. By this very fact you keep 
those around you smiling at their trou
bles. You have a fun-loving nature, 
and you like to indulge· in practical 
jokes. This gayety of yours is often
times fantastic and fanciful, and y.ou 

certainly have a brilliant irnaginatioij 
when it comes to thinking up ne� 
pleasures. 

As might be expected, you are al 
flirtatious and wouldn't hesitate to s 
your cap for any mere man who rna� 
happen along. 1 

Looking at you from another angl� 
I see you love to show off. You W 
lieve in keeping your chin up. There•j 
nothing wrong in that, but in your ca 
this anterior part of your lower jaw · 

a little too high at times. For Heaven' 
sake be natural, don't stand on yo 
dignity in order to make others s 
you, otherwise you will resemble t 
Chinaman who sat on his pigtail to k 
his head erect. 

Altogether, you are a fine exam 
o f  the " modern girl " we hear so mu 
about to-day. I have to admit the 
are many things I admire about y 
sex. I don't know what it is, but 
can't be clothes. My space is exhaust 
otherwise I would say a good deal mo 
about you. However, I wish you 
.best of luck. 

Fill out the coupon with spedmen writing and send it u�th ten cents, Df11 
one dollar .for a thirteen-weeks' s1-tbscription (in Canada, one dollar at4 
seventy-five ants) to DETECTivE FICTION WEEKLY. 

Yott �c.-ill · then recrive a letter from Mr. Fraser giving his analysis . 
your character. 

To }..1m Fn.r, Deeoclm F!Ciiaa w.�. Z80 8raadwa7 N. Y. CiiJ' 

Signature.. __ r--------------------

Stree�....._._ _____ _ ·-- City __ ·----· 

' 
5-4 ,  



FLASHES FROM READERS 
Whete Readers and Editor Get Together to G<Wip 
and Argue, and ElJeryone Speaks Up His Min</ 

Jo:Nwi�-�����d;n�te_.
-
.·o_ • .. _ti:_,_ ��--�-,��

d
,_s· .' G��:l���E' ,::::::::J�nh::, �: 

. With hts thrtlhng- �u<l ·:SllllSter . c.·of Dti'�crwi Frc'fiON W�tKI,Y;:-after I've fin� 
serial, " lhe /fhtee -_Crows.'�. i$hed it fuy!lel£,-;f6r the stories are too good · · 

to k¢et> to 'one's ·<self. 
So jt will h� good news to "Villiam Sincerely yours, 

M_cCar.ron� who writes the following Miss F. S .. 
letter, and all the rest of the DETECTIVE Kokomo, Ind. 

FIC'l'ION \VEEKLY familv that · Mr. 
Htmter has completed anO'ther thriller, 
" The Secret/' which we have sched
uled for the early summer. 

It:s more thrilling than " The Three 
Crows " !  
DEAR SI.R': 

I 
. 

have been reading Dr:TEC'l'I\E FICTION 
WEEKLY for quite awhile, and my favorite 
characters are Ranger Calhomt, Under Cover 

. Lane, and I want another " Three Crows " 
' story soon. That< was a ftue story, grip
': ping from start to finish, and not written so 
· that any part of it could he improbable. 

Please give us soon-more of these stories 
at ·an early date--only wish you'd publish thi s 
magazine twice a week. 

. w �r .  McCARRON. 
Balti more, Md. 

NOT TOO BLOODTHIRSTY 
DEAR Sri< : 

I am i nclosing ten " Here's l\.fy Vote " cou
pons, for which please send me art.ist's original 
drawing of om� o f  your illustrations. 

I have been a reader of your magazine ever 
since it was known as Plyllll's, that is two or 
three years back, and have mi ssed very few 
copies. 

· 
I used .to travel around a lot, and on trains 

�nd boats and around co11ntry hotels I used 
to while away the hours by reading all kinds 
of detective magazines, but [ am n�w anchored 
to a desk, so I have much less time to i'ea<t I 
therefore cut down on my magazines and have 
retained but one-guess wh ich ? 

I fairly devmtr it from � cover to .cover and 
fin d  i t  all so very interesting. I always look 
ahead with pleasure when you annotfnce for 
forthcornirrgo numbers, such authors as 1\Lix
well Smith, Fa.rjeon. ·ware, Gardner, and 
others. •' -

� I enjoy stories th;1t, while mystifying and 
THANK YOU, fwiiSS! intriguing, are not to(, bloodthirsty and too 

D£AR Enn'oR : much constructed on impossib.le situations. 
Inclosed � please fi-nd coupons from the last I must tell-�yotl, though; that I make an ex-

five issues of D:El'EC 'fivF. Fic'l'TON \V:EF.KLY. ception of stories based on the Chinese under-
Your magazin e  seems to improve with each world. 

number, and I -find it a hard matter to find a I have quite an intimate knowledge of !\!on
story which I dislike enough to '' black- treal's Chinatown, and any story concerning 
ball " it. the Orientals or Celestials can never be he-

· My last copy had the honot of attending yond fact, though the adventures may be pure� 
the· Indiana State Basket Ball Tournament, ly imaginative on the author's part. 
:l)lct�cguir�d for itself at least Jour new read� Though most of the local Chinese are law-
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abiding and peace-Joying citizens, I can say 
t hat sti l l  there are here i nnumerable dives, 
clp ium joints and hop houses peopled with 
Chinese and frequently filled with whites and 
blacks, no small number of whi ch may be of 
the gentler sex. 

1 wish your magazine long J i ie and success, 
�o that your readers may corttinue to enjoy 
tts many and pleasant features. 

With personal regard s, I am, sir, 
Yours very truly, 

P. R. T I SO.'<, 
l\f ontreal, Canada. 

THE " CROOK MIND ·• 
Dt.\R EDITOR : 

I have been reading your magazine for 
many years. Very glad to note you have add
ed Erie Stanley Gardner to your staff of writ
ers. His Lester Leith series is  intensely in
teresting. Someth ing about his style ; his un
erring accuracy in portraying the · •  crook 
mind," and his clever way o f  leaving certain 
things to the imagination and intelligence of 
the reader-just holds me spellbound unti l 
his storv is finished. Give us more of his  
stuff. All  your stories are well selected and 
well edited. 

Good luck. JoHN G. FINLEY, 
Newark, N. J. 

SERIALS FOR HER 
DEAR EDITOR : 

1 am sending the ten choice coupons and 
will be glad to receive an artist's drawing. I 
have been reading your magazine for nearly 
two years . I like the serials best, and liked 
most all the short stories in these ten maga
zines . I l ike � 'fhe Wise Guy," u Coming 
Through \Vith Rye," " 'fhe Curious Burg
lars," and " Mr. Philibus's Christmas Eve " best 
of all the short stories. And i f  I was to name 
the �erials I'd name them all .  

Yours truly, �-IRs. G. L. DAUES, 
Pawhuska, Okla. 

A CALIFORNIAN BOOSTER 
l\·Ir. Odell compliments an editor 

" for the first time in his l i fe ."  We are 
certainly proud to be the recipient of  
th i s  enthusiastic and complimentary 
note : 
DEAR SIR : 

For the fi rst time in my l i fe T am taking 
thi s opportunity to compliment an editor op 
the merits of his publ ication . 

You cove r tbe whole lield o f  detective fic
tion in a most conunendable manner and are 
deserving of the gratitude of the thousands 
upon thousands of delighterl readers who 
storm the news"stands each week for their copy 
of DETECTIVE FICTION \VtEKLY. 

I have been a reader o f  your magazin e  for 
many mon ths and have found countless hours 
of real, genuine pleasure in its pages. 

A big point in your favor is the fact that 
you have placed the cost of yr,ur magazine 

w i thin the reach of every one, and it is  a fact 
that no magazine on the news racks that even 
compares with Dtn:cnvE FrcTION \VEEKLY can 
be purchased for l ess than twice its .cost. To 
me your magazine as a fiction weekly is worth 
a hal f  dozen o f  any published to-day at twice 
its cost, and I feel certain that I am merely 
echoing the opinions of untold thousands. 

With all good wishes for your continuerl 
success and looking forward to many, man) 
future years o f  DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY'o 
l eading · i ts particular field in the publication 
o f the finest and best magazine of its kind 
in all the world, I am 

A completely satisfied booster, 
RICHARD S. 0DEI,L, 

Los Angeles, Calif. 

PRAISE FOR LESTER 
DEAR EorToR : 

I'm not much for serials . Somehow, I like 
to read the stories at one sitting and don't like 
stories too long. Right now, my favorite char
acter is  Lester Leith. You can't help admir· 
ing him, even though he's crooked. I hope 
he will continue his clever hi-j acking for some 
time to come. After reading several requests 
for a republication of " Dinners for Two," l 
also put in a request for it. I have not read 
it yet, but it seems to be quite a short st<>ry. 
according to the opin ions. 

Very truly yours, 
GENt GRAYt:S, Milford, Conn 

" HERE'S MY VOTE " 
Editor, 
DETECTIVE FICTION \V£EKLY, 

28o Broadway, N. Y. C. ,  N. Y. 
The stories I like best m this 

issue of the magazine are as fol
lows : 

1 -------------------------

2--------------------------

3 .... 

4--.. -.. .. ...... _. ____ ....... -. , 
s ........... ______ _;.... __ 

I did not like_ _____ ,___ ' 

because. ___ _ 

Name .. ·-·---------------

Str eet ................ -.... --·--·-

City. ... .......... __________ ..Sit1t1--
H 



SOLVING - CIPHER SECRETS 
Edited by M. E. Ohaver _ 

A METHOD of analysis which .t\. combines vowel spotting with 
determination o f  suffixes is aptly 

' illustrated in a solution submitted by 
George W. Bowesman to the followinp: 
cryptogram by H. G. Oehley, published 
in the February 16 issue : 

LMKL-KINGS LTYSVW PBMCSI
H i g h - g r a d e  h o t e l s  u n i v e r-

WNVV A NGTXY XTIFSVNl\lB 
s a 1 1 y a d o p t  p or e  e 1 a i n  

HNYLYPHW-NFFVNMZ- DMBF 
b a t h t u b  s - a c  c 1 a i m: z i n c 
YNHTT. 
t a b o o. 

The solution in question hinges upon 
the ending -NVV A, possibilities for 
which ·are found among the common 
suffixes -eed, -teen, -teer, -ecs, -ally, and 
-hood. · In deciding upolQ... this suffix, 
however, Mr. Bowesman first observed 
tl].at the FF in NFFVNMZ, because of 

. low frequency, probably represented a 

doubled consonant ; and that the sym
bol N, preceding this double, was, 

therefore, probably a vowel. 
Artned with this information, our 

returned to -NVVA, 
with N as a vowel, VV seemed 

as a doubled consonant. In this 
of course, the ending would have 

be -ally-or -ttlly-since the other 
•'-1U1X1es of this pattern contain doubled 

Substituting for N and V in NF
then gave u - - itt - - and 

- la - - as possible outlines for this 
The second of these at once 

nr!Yl•!:tf•£1 applaud and acclaim. With 
, DMBF- -i-c-followed at 

as zinc. After which. o f  course, 
rest of the decipherment was fairly 

No. I you might compare BUQ and 
BS, noting that Q is the predominating 
symbol. \Vatch for the " methodized 
alphabet " as this crypt unravels. Be
sides the thrice used LUG in No. 2, 

you also have the two-letter group AR 
occurring in the suffix -ARS. Jn No. 
3 you are left to your own resources. 
Watch your step ! 

No. i-By l\lonroe C. Sylvester. 
KSOPA GOQ BUQ IGOOVQOA SL 
SCO VPQGA . .  - MSSP JSIGHCYGOE, 
BVQOQLSOQ, VA- QAAQRBVGY BS 
BUQ - GHVYVBE BS QDTOQAA 
SRQAQYL. 

No. 2-By Louis· H. Sander. 
- LUG WUGZAWEP TOCTLERWGT, 

ATBLBXCT (SKGGQ, ZGERARS 
" GYOEP X PEWG ") , BWWOXV LUG 
TEZG XPEWG AR LUG XGKABJAW 
TVTLGZ. 

No. 3-By " Rover." 
AS ZWEERDACV AL CZIOVC, KYSC 
DUZRI N UICV YMPMYOX MIOXC, 
LYWCASH CIUDVAUDC HODYV 
XDYR I K JY AO-ZWRRASH. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
1-From West Peak, located in Meri

den, Connecticut, one can view on clear 
days Long Island Sound with her ships, 
twenty or more miles distant. 

2-Bovine.c; invade my clearing, but 
" woo lies " clutter . the landscape. To eat, 
each ewe can use any yew or nip other 
youthful shrub. 

3-Geography, pictures, travelogues, and 
magazines are fair substitutes for actual 
journeys. 

Vv e regret that it is not possible to 
give personal replies to the many let
ters sent to this department. Every 
communication, however, is accorded 
faithful consideration. Keep - your 
crypts, answers, suggestions, et cetera. 
coming, fans ! The more, the merrier !  
Answers to this _w@ek's crypts will ap

week's crypts al-;o offer some pear in next . week's lmTitC'riV� Fie
opportunities for clever _ fans. _ In TION W.E�KLY. 
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COMING NEXT WEEK ! 

THERE i s  one chapter in the story o f  American banditry that stand� 
for its lurid colorfulness. That is the history of John Ashley's g 

From the dismal labyrinth of the Florida Everglades, John A 
and his desperadoes swooped down on West Palm Beach County, plunde 
banks, murdered those who sought to stop them, defied the prisons, lau 
at law. For ten years swaggering John Ashley terrorized the State. 

' 

In the impenetrable, dank and gloomy swamps where no man dared 
pursue, " The Killers of the Everglade s " made their lair. In that fast111 
they hid from maddened posses, split their loot, and plotted further dep 
dations. 

There Ashley, the cold-eyed killer, held sway. There lived Laura l'p� 
grove-savage as a tigress, cunning as a wolf-" Queen of the Everglad 
She was Ashley's lieutenant. There also lived Hanford Mobley, a boy wit 
woman's voice, and beady eyes that glinted like a bird of prey's-and the rJ 
of the murderous, reckless crew. 

Here is the story of that ruthless gang. Read : 

The Killers of the · Everglades 
By Charles Somerville 

For ten years they j eered at police. For ten years they rode rough� 
over Florida, hi-jacked the rum-runners, looted the banks. For ten years 
were sa fe in their jungle stronghold-until Sheriff Bob Baker, young 
fearless, set out on their trail ! , 

And stories by MADELeiNE SHARPS BUCHANAN, ERLI 
STANLEY GARDN ER, EDWARD PARRISH WARE, ROBERT II 
ROHDE, JOHN GOOD\VIN, and others. 

_DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY -May 1 1  
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ADVERTISING SECTION 

J w�hed lr19 lbll 
Aftc.r trying �ny w�y• 

ro reduce. a leading intur· 
ancc medical advisor told 
me of a natural. plc:u.ant, 

· healthful way. No thyroid 
or dan&erow druga. It Wilt 
•DY• 1t1tr�r11l .,.,J •hsohdt· 
,, ,., .. 
. I fool better, look bdter. 
lane more cnerar a.ad Ti· 
tality. No wrink.Jed or 
flsolihy .� .... 

Sc.ad name and addreu for full panieulu> nEE, wicbouc obliJaiioa. 

M .  E .  H A R T  
62 Hare BuildinJ New �rlu.nt, Lt. 

Today 
lf2 lbo. 

MAX BRAND 
presents 

A faSt -riding, quick shooting WeStern �ry. 
full of aCtion, drama. suspeme and romance. 
Max Brand has again succeeded in vividly 
portraymg the true old-time WeSt of .fren
zied days and feverish nights! oon•t miss it ' 

. other "Features: · 

The May issne'of Munsey's Mapzine con
tinues a second inftallment of .. The Street! 
of Shadow,.. a tbrillins detedtive my�ry 
novel, with the siiJIDS' of Old Montreal for 
a background; also several remarkable articles 
and excellent short stories. 

IUNSEY'S - MAGAZINE 
For MAY 

N O W ON SA L E  

Most Amazing 
INVE-NTION in25yearl 
-�.�.,. 

FREE MACHINB 
FOR AGENTS 

llWTEUALLY 
FIT ! 

Stir •· teupooDiul of 
Rcx.-.11 Laxasive Salt 
iD a moi'Di:q glan of' 
water. l'lealaut, re
&eehiDg,drerveaciDg. 
FiDe for aick head
a-ehe, biliouene ... 
indigestion. Keepe 
bowela regular 1111d 
tlle eyetem fu. Re:ull 
IAxadve Salt ie sold 
onl)' at Rexall Stores. 
Savewitheafetyaayou 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

Looking Ahead ! 
to next week's all-star issue of 

ARGOS Y ALL-STOR Y 

which will carry, all under one cover, 
this feature line-up : 

FRED MaciSAAC, RALPH MILNE FARLEY 
TALBO T MUND Y, W. WIR T 
CHARLES ALDEN SEL TZER 

WILLIAM MERRIAM ROUSE, and others 

All in THE ISSUE OF MA Y 11th 

The Radio Flyers-by Ralph l\1ilne Farley 
Latest F ant as tic N m•el 

is a sequel to " The Radio Man, " " The Radio Beasts " and " The 
Radio Planet ' '- all popular favorites with ARGOSY readers. A most 
unusual tale of Arctic and Inner World adventure-which demon
strates why there is  no North Pole ! 

BIG MAN-by FRED MAciSAAC 
A Complete Novelette 

Another of M acisaac's unusual tales-one that is tense and fas-
/ cinating from beginning to end, and that packs a real heart-throb. 

Modern business-and the prospect of facing the world without a job. 

Right of Way-by William Merriam Rouse 
A Complete Novelette 

' ' Trouble-shooting " in the Adirondacks, with plen ty of action , 
exhilarating adventure, and a nice dash of rom ance. 

FRANK L. PACKARD 
in the issue of May 1 8 th 

A R G O S Y 
ALL=STORY WEEKLY 
"First In Fiction " Out Every Wednesday 

g D  



ADVERTI SING SECTION 

Help your 
D i g e stion 
when i t 's good! 

MILLIONS have found Bee
man's Pepsin Oum a pleas

ant and wholesome precaution 
against indigestion. Millions pre

. fer the fresh, keen flavor of Bee• 
man's, its smoothness and 'fine 
quality, and the pl�nt way It 
·stimulates digestive action after 
meals. Perfected by Or. Beeman 
o:Ver 3o years ago, this delicious 
gum is today the favorite of peo
ple who chew gum as an aid to 
digestion. Help your digestion 
when it's geod-enjoy a stick of 
Beeman's after meals. 

B.-....-........ 
PEPSIN 
' -GtJM 

-aids digestion 

Boys who ride America's Finest 
Bicycle know exactly why it's 

" the best there is." 
The MOBICYCLE $45 

without extra equipment 

The SUPER MOBIKE $50 
completely equipped with the lateat ·anc:l 
be.t of everything. and other models 
fully described in our catalog in colors. 

Prices range from $32.50 to $67.50 
IVER JOHNSON VELOCIPEDES 

and JUNIORCYCLES 
(Sid-a.lk Cycles) 

ue the same high grade as our bicycles. 

Aay lver Johnson Agency will 
show you these famous products. 

Dealu1 should :send /or propo:sition B 
IVFR JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS 

63 RIVER STREET, FITCHBURG, MASS. 
New York: l S I  Chambers Street 

Chicago: 
1 08  W. Lake St. 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

After 
• over-eattng 

relieve indigestion 
with this reliable 
doctor's prescription 

DON'T l e t  e a c h  
hearty meal lead to 

heartburn, bad breath, 
acid stomach, the misery 
of gas and -"ov�ess..'' 

PeptO-Bismol 1100thes 
the delicate · membranes 
of the stomach and di
gestive tract. It is aro
matic and pleasant to 

- take. Gentle and mild in 
· action, it is recommended 

by physicians for chil
dren and infants too. 

At your druKIPot'a-511¢. in 
the diatinctive trianKUlar 
bottle. Aloo at leadin111 ooda 
fountain•. The Norwich 
Pbannac:al Co., Norwicll, 
New York. 

A teaspoonful 
every half hour 
until relieved 

Pepto-Bismol 

Max Brand PRESBNTS 

"Blood and lro " 
MAY MUNSEY 

l(.om � &h.  



AD VERTISING SECTION 

Only 4 Motions used in playing this fA•••h•�t;ril! ment. Our native Hawahnn instructors 
master them quie·kly. Pictures show how. 
thing ex:plainecJ dearly. 

Play in Half Hour Easy Lessons Afier you get the four Even if you don't know �asy mntions you play one_· note from another, harmouiou!'t chords with the' &2 prinl�d leuun• •e.ry little practice , No and clear pictOrf's make previous musical knowl· tt easy to l«>arn quick I,., edae needed, PaJ ag you play. 

GIVEN _;�e��t t;�o�ed 
HAWA I I A N  G U I TA R ,  Carr7lac 

WRtTE AT ONCE fnr altractive oft'er Pla:J"InC O.•tlftt,-
:��:r;� 1e�'::tcird0w�itdo�v:2'j�insr N'Yer:r���,!�i:-i�flf 

cgL���s·J Ten�:n��n�����:u"Un�tr1��J\":!.�Y!���'n.�tt�,��l• . 
• I R S T  HAWAIIA N C O N S E R VA T O R Y  of MUSIC, l•e. 
9th Floor. Woolworth Bid&. Ot•L 235. New Yof"k� N.Y. Approwd (Ill n C.:orru•polfden�e Srllool Unrlf'r tile LaUJ• of the Sl•t• of 

New York - Mernbt:r Notional Hom� Stwdv Covf14·iJ 

Why put up with•--:e�le�ct�r�o-=s�ta�w:�· ���i�����;� 
no:.se and interference, fading and 
other roof-aerial nuisances when you 
can easily avoid them with the amazing 
underground anteD.�U-SUbwave-Aerial? 
Te$ts on all typeS of receivers show marked 
improvement in tone, selectivity arid 
on local and DX stations. Reduces int:erf'en!ono 
TEST SUBWAVE-AEIUAL 
Write for details and free trial 
offer to Dept. i -10 u. w.;.;..·:....,_,-� 

MEN ARE WANTED •nd they get. &14 hil!h as $260 per month 8&1ary. We'll tt·ain you-and upon c:ompJe. lion ot your trainin_L""- assiat you to ll post· tion '""yina;r �t h•aat ii.2U per munth IJ&larJ 
l'�'!:ni:t:k::·�,:uieJu����h�r ott!�<;.�� ti.rno hom� lCtndy and ycHl·re ready \o step into a pru;!r:�!e$h51!�d uwi.t�tr:�;:aiJ:t3 o�1d::� wo1 k with n.•x11rar ho,rs - •way rlom 1linlilY r�hop!l ami mn· otonuu!'l deRU. Wf ite today for free booklet nnri contract sh"winK how we a8$iat you 

w 9. poauion aftl!r g-ra,Juati9n or rerund )'(mr tuition. Standard Ousiness Trainin& Institute 
Dlv 5o 6uffaro. New Yortt 

top Using a Truss 
STUARTS'S AD HESIF P\.A PAO·l PADS arf> entire!)' dlllerent from the 
truss-being tnt"chanico·oht-J.uico ap· 
plicators -made self-adhesiv" pnr· 
poselv r.o l<t"ep the m tl..�cle·tomc " PLAPAO ' applied conrinnonsl<" to 
the affected parts. and to mlntmiz:e painful 
frit"tion and danSY�rnnl!l p:llpp1ng No atnps, 
buckles or spring attached Soft •• velvet 
-•••,. to apply-inexpensive. fo,•,r RIJHOt4t 
�e�:[�c��l!l�. ee�:��;'d;dt���rJ i11!��ja�,�J Awarft• 
Grn.nd Prix. No dE.'I�ot.:V from wot·lo:. Process CraM Pril ICOVE.'ry natural, so no l:lUbflt.>11UPDt use tor a L Awarded Gold Medal, Grand Prix. t>tr. Trial fREE 1PL� �AO " will be St'1lt tu you 1\I.Hcolutel�· 

e your name on l'oUpon 1H1d �t"llll TO I> A Y. 
\P AO CO., 802 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 

IF you want to give yot:r favorite pipes a 
fair trial, start them all at scratch with Sir 
Walter Raleigh's favorite smoking mixtu�e. 
It's milder than most, it's rich and mellow, 
and Its fragrance is kept fresh by the heavy 
gold foil that lines the tin. Let Sir Walter 
�how you how good )'Our pipe can be. 

LL\fiTED OFFER. ( for the t:o.ired States only> 
If your favorite tobacconist does not carry Sir Walter 
R.aleigb, send us his name and address. In return for 
this courtesy, we'll be delighted to sendyouwitbout 
charge a iull-size tin of this 71ti/Jrr pipe mi:xture. 

Dept. 73, Brown and "Williamson Tobacco 
Corporation, Louisville, Kentucky 

� 

SIR WALTER 
RALEIGH 

Who discovered how good a pipe can be 

It's milder 
�.:: ·.: ·. ·.: ·. :.·;::: ·. :·:: ·.: ·. ·.: ·. : :·.:: : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : :  · Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao. . ----------------------------------------------�:; 

In an�werill'g 01111 <id.,6f'llfelllmt !" ,." •111• ·" if deoirable that 1/0U mention thie "'agaaili•. · · 



ADVERTISING SECTION 

' 

Common sense about dandruffJ 
and its treatment 

J!KE all germ conditions, dandruff should have 
immediate attention. The penalty of neglect 

is an unhealthy scalp, fal ling hair-even 
baldness. 

The foremost dermatologists say that the best 
means of checking dandruff is the antiseptic 
shampoo and massage. The antiseptic, to strike 
at the gel"Dl .coodirlon and remove the flakes; the 
massage, to increase blood circulation and thus 
aid hair rootli to retm vigor. 

At the first symptom of dandruff, use full 
strength Listerine, the safe antiseptic. Simply 
douse it on the head and massage the scalp back· 
ward and forward with the fingers. Repeat the 

excessively dry. Results often seem mitacul 
This is not surprising, however, when vou 

realize that Listerine, though healing In effect, it 
poweri'ul against germs-so active, in fact, that lt 
destrovs 200,{)()0,000 of the 11tllbborn Staphylo
COClCUI! Aureus (pus) and BaclUus Typhosus (ty• 
phoid) germs in 1 5  seconds. At the first dgn ei 
d�druff, try this pleasant treatment, you'U .be 
delighted by results. Lambert l>harmacal 
pany, St. Louis, Mo.,-U. S. A. 

L I S T E R I N 
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Have gou entered the Eastman 

. $30�000 
PRIZE eONTEST ? 

One of the 1,223 
cash awards ean easily be yours 

PROBABLY you h a v e  al
ready heard of t h i s  b i g  

event for amateur picture
takers. But have you made 
any pictures for it yet? 

all kinds. When we receive 
your entries we 'll  pla

.
ce them 

in the classes where they 'll 
have the best chance' ·of 
winning. 

If you have said to yourself, 
"What's the use of entering? 
I can ' t  win. I'm no expert with 
the camera , ' '  you're making a 
big mistake. The winners in 
this contest are going to be 

Kodak Film in the familiar yellow box is 
dependably uniform. Reduces the danger of 
under- or over-exposure. It gets the Picture. 

Any brand of camera or film 
may be used, but negatives 
must not be larger than 3� 
x 5U inches and prints not 
larger than 7 inches in width 
or length. 

men and women just like yourself, people who, 
if you asked them, would say they had little or 
no photographic ability.· 

· Technical skill is a minor factor in this contest. 
What the judges are looking for are interesting 
pictures-pictures of children and scenes, sports 
and animals, still life and nature studies, build
ings and architectural details, interiors and un
usual photographs. 

If you J ive under the flag of the United States 
or that of the Dominion of Canada, you're eligible 
to enter and compete-except, of course, if you 
or some member of your family is connected with 
the photographic business. And practically any 
snapshot or time exposure that you may take 
during March, April or May, this year, is eligible 
also, provided it is received by us on or before 
May 31 .  There are enough classifications to cover 

Enter this contest without losing another day ! 
Increase your chance of winning by beginning to 
take pictures at once.' There is no limit to the .num
ber you are permitted to submit. The more you 
enter, the more likely you are to capture one of the 
big. cash prizes. Clip or copy the entry blank below 
and get your camera ottt today . This may prove to be 
the most profitable advertisement you ever read. 

P � I Z E S  
Grand Prire o/ $2,500.00 

1 1  Prires o/ $500.00 each 1 1  Prires o/ $250.00 each 
1 2 5 Prires o/ 100.00 each] 2 7 5  prires o/ 10.00 each 

800 Prires of $5.00 each 

Totals, 1,223 $30,000.00 
In the event of a tie, the advertised award will be paid to 
each of the tying contestants. ( 5 7  of the above $ 100 
prizes were sent to winners April l. 57 more will be 
sent May l. That leaves 1,109 prizes for you to aim at.) 

Only pictures made during March, April and May, 1929, are eligible 

For a program of 
delightful enter
tainment; tune itr. 
on Kodak Hour 
each Friday at 10 
P. M., New York 
tim e ,  o ve r  t h e  
Columbia Broad
casting System. 

P R I Z E  C O N T E S T  E N T R Y B L A N K  

Name . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . .  · · · o  . • • . . .  o • • . . . . . . .  

( Pltii.U Print} 

Street Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  o o • • • • • •  , • • • • • • • • • • •  To\vo and Stace . . . . . . . . o • • • • • • • • • • • • •  , • • • • • • • • • • • 

Make o( Make of , 
Camera . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Film . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , . .  , . . .  .' . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

\ 197 
Endose this blank or a copy with your entries and mail to Prize Contest ·o ffice, 

Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y. Do not place your name on either the 
front or the back of any picture. 

While this Page 
tells you Practi
cally everythitzg 
you tzeed to /mow to 
enter the cotztest, 
further details, itz
cluditzg the rules 
/or the Special Etz
largemtml Award, 
may h e  secured 

/rom your dealer 
or /rom the East
mall Kodak Com
Patzy, Rochester, 
N. Y. 



"I 'n  WA L K  A M I L E  F O R  A CA M E L" 

· · -but 
a "Miss" 
is as Good 
as a "' 

MILE 




