


t's not 
your only 
offense, mister" 
-and then the copper told him • •  , 
told him what his best friends had 
never had the heart to tell him. It 
simply stunned Hartley . . •  now he 
understood why people deliberately 
dodged him • , • why business ac
quaintances always S;J.t as far as pos
sible away from him and cut his calls 
to a minimum. Then and there he 
resolved that never again would he 
be cuilty cf an offensive breath. 

Theinsidious thing abouth,.litosis(unplcu· 
ant brut h) is dut you yoursdf never know 
wh�n youhaveit.And sinccthesubjectis.w 
dclicatc,cvenyour bescfricndswon'ttellyou. 

Duewconditions frequemly cxistinge•·en 
in normal mouths,everyoneis bound tohave 
:m offensive breath at some time or other. 
Fermentation of tiny bits of food is one of 
i:sprincipal cau�s. 

Fonunatcly this condition yields to the 
regularuseofListerine asa mouthwash and 
gargle.ForLinerine,pos.scssingmarl:ed anti
leptic and dcodorant"quJiitics, ha\nfood 
fermentation in the mouth, overcomes dis
agreeableodors,and leaves thebruth sw«t, 
fresh, and clean. 
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om the Police Front 
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;!c�ee.n�rS:s�n
°!J ���· J:fr�=��!�7 :n�m

.;e��e:· ��,:��:���� �!r!�! :d"d:. 
IICI'iptionl of the operators. H you are approached by any ol these schemen, get all the in
formation possible and report the circumstance! immediately to your local police authori
ties. They will know what to do. Rest assured that you will be doing 110meone 1 favOl'. 
Motn it the only animal that can be skinned more than once.) 

SURPRISSJ 
"Banana Oil" Artitt Working Middle West 

BANANA SURPRISE DIS
TRIBUTORS, 7676 Cottage 
Grove Ave. (sometimes Stony 

Island Ave.), Chicago, Ill . ,  appar
ently exists only in the mind of one 
John Willis, who occasionally uses 
the name o f  John Miller. John 
offers out-of-town merchants a 
" Banana Surprise " machine, quan
tities of glasses, and the equipment 
necessary to make and serve banana 
drinks, including a supply of ba· 
nanas daily. He claims to be popu· 
larizing the banana as a beverage. 

Mr. John Willis·Miller is very 
careful to collect fl. $5.00 down pay· 
ment with each order he secures, 
but then he vanishes. Merchants 
find that the only surprise in the 
deal is the fact that the company is 
non·existent and there is no such 
number as 7676 on either of the 
avenues mentioned. 

CASH BOND 
Swindler Trick• Men 

Who Seek Employment 

I F a man giving the name of Rol>-
ert H. lzor answers your " sit· 
uation wanted " advertisement 

and offers you a job, get in touch 
with the authorities at once. They 
hold a capias for his arrest. 

Izor is about sixty years of age, 

approximately five feet six inches in 
height, weighs 145, pale complex� 
ion; gray, squinting eyes, receding 
chin. He is partially bald and wears 
light clothes. Strokes his chin while 
thinking. 

In Chic.ago he responded to " sit� 
uation wanted " advertisements in 
the newspapers and collected " cash 
bonds " from two men to whom he 
offered employment. One man was 
supposed to be given a position in a 
brokerage office, and the other was 
to be a betting commissioner at a 
race track. 

Following his arrest, Izor pro· 
vidcd bond and then disappeared, 
presumably to seek new fields. The 
complainants state that he plays the 
horses and the grain market, and is 
very familiar with both subjects. 

CEMETERY LOTS 

Arrests in Chicago, Milwaukee and St. Louis 

EIGHT representatives of the 
First American Corporation 
and the National City Sales 

Company of Cincinnati are under 
arref:it in the above cities for 
" switching " securities holders out 
of their stocks and into cemetery 
lots. One complainant outlined the 
scheme as follows: 

The victim received a letter from 
First American Corporation, in· 
forming him of a supposed plan for 
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recovering on depreciated securi· 
ties. The letter urged him to fbr
ward a list of his holdings to the 
Cincinnati office of the company. 
Afte.r doing this, he was visited by 
a salesman, who represented. that 
infonnation possessed by this com
pany enabled it to recover on. sup
posedly worthless securities. 

He turned over to the salesman 
stocks he believed valueless, but 
which, it later developed, had actual 
market value. In return, he re
ceivedl a receipt providing for 
monthly. " interest " and a hand
some return· at the end of two 
years. At" no time was tliere any 
mention of cemetery lots-, and 
neither his receipt for the securities 
nor literature he received from the 
company refers to a cemetery, in 
spite of the fact that what he re
ceived was cemetery lOts. 

Grand jury investigations into 
the cemetery racket in Ohio have 
forced these companies to seek their 
victims in other States. 

GAS STATIONS 
Promisu of Promocen Were No' Fulfilled 

CERTIFIED TRUCK STA
TIONS, INC., Cleveland, 
Ohio, coUects a fee of $18.25 

from gas station operators, in re
turn guaranteeing that anywhere 
from 70 to 240 trucks per month 
will stop at their station for gas, 
oil, accessories, meals, etc. In ad
dition, members are supposed.to re
ceive a sign to be displayed in. front 
of their station.as an.indication that 

meals, service, rest-rooms, etc., have 
been inspected by the company. 

The complaints received indicate 
that subscribers do not obtain the 
amount of business promised by the 
company. One garage owner in 
ColUmbus purchased a membership 
on the representation that at least 
zoo trucks would stop at his garage 
for refueling, etc. When he discov
ered that the promises made to him 
were not a part of the written con
tractj he swore out a warrant for 
the secretary of the company. The 
following day the garage owner 
received a return of his money, and 
withdrew the charges. 

SPECTACLES 
Po111: Office Depur-nt.Issues Warning 

T HE Ghief Post' Office Inspec
tor's office in Washington is 
warning postmasters and rural 

letter carriers to look for fakers 
who falsely claim to represent rep
utable optical companies that, they 
state, have sent them out to check 
up on the victim's glasses. 

The warning· also recounts the 
methods employed by fake eye doc
tors who swindle elderly persons by 
claiming to remove non-existent 
cataracts. The removed " cataract " 
is usually the inside skin of an egg 
which is concealed in the " doc
tor's " palm while he performs his 
"operation." 

Knowledge of the whereabouts 
of such fakers should be forwarded 
immediatelv to the nearest Post. 
Office InsPector in Charge. 



I w .. bellowlno like II 
goaded bull 

The Night I Died 

CHAPTER I 

Three Sudden Shots 

Anonymous 

Most guys build up to a thing like 
that gradually. Not me; why, I had 
never so much as lifted a check, 

THE point about me is : that I dropped a slug into a telephone-slot 
should stay on the right side of  before that. I was the kind of a droop, 
the fence all those years, and then who, H I was short-changed, l'd shut 

when I did go over, go over heart and up about it, but i f  I got too much 
soul like I did-aU in the space of one change back I'd stand there and call 
night. In one hour, you might say. their attention to it. 

6 



And' as for r.aisin�rn;y hand! against 
a. fellow-mortal--you had· the wrong 
party, not Ben Cook. Yet there must 
have �en a wide streak of it in me 
aU: along, just waiting to come out. 
Maybe all the worse for being held 
down all ' those years without a valve, 
like· steam in a boiler. How else can 
you.explain it? 

Here I'd been grubbing away for 
ten or twelve years, at thirty per, try
ing on suits (on 
other guys) in the 

"Give Itt� him qlllck
o.r We're• SIIAkl" 

ehliekN 

bitious, wishy-washy, without even a 
parking-ticket on my conscience, and 
five minutes later I've got a murder on 
my hands! 

I. think it was probably Thelma more 
than anyone else who brought this 
latent streak in me to the surface; it 
might have stayed hidden if she hadn't 
been the kind of woman.she was. You'll 

men's clothing sec- This Guileless Man Was to Be 

see, as you read on, 
that she had plenty 
of reason later to re
gret doing so. Like 
conjuring up the 
devil and then not 
being able to get rid 
of him. 

tion of a department 
store. Saying " sir " 
to every mug that 
came in and smooth
ing their lapels and 
patting. them on the 
back 11 go home one 
night· that kind of a 
guy, honest, unam-

Slaughtered-and Then, in a 
Minute's Time, He HimselJ 
Turned Murderer, Ruthless 
and Calculating in the PerJec· 
tion oJ His Crime. What 
Force Was There That Could 
So Utterly Change a Man? 

Thelma was my 
common·la w wife. 
My first wife, Flor
ence, had given. me 
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up as hopeless five years before and 
gone to England. We parte!! friends. 
1 remember her saying she liked me 
well enough, I had possibilities, but it 
would take too long to work them out, 
she wanted her hlt.sband ready-made. 
She notified me later she'd gotten a 
divorce and was marrying some big 
distillery guy over there lousy with 
money. 

I could have married Thelma after 
that, but somehow we never got around 
to it, just stayed common-law wife and 
husband, which is as good as anything. 
You know how opposites attract, and 
I guess that's how I happened to hook 
up with Thelma; she was just my op
posite in every way. Ambitious, hard 
as nails, no compunctions about getting 
what she wanted. Her favorite saying 
was always, "If you can get away with 
it, it's worth doing!" 

For instance, when I told her I 
needed a new suit and couldn't afford 
one, she'd say: "Well, you work in a 
men's clothing department ! Swipe one 
·out of the stock, they'll never !mow 
the difference." I used to think she 
was joking. 

After she egged me on to tackle our 
manager for a raise, and I got turned 
down pretty, she said : " 1 can see 
where you'll still be hauling in thirtyw 
a-week twenty years from now, when 
they have to wheel you to work in a 
chai r !  What about me ? Where do I 
come in if  a hit-and-run driver spreads 
you all over the street tomorrow ? Why 
don't you take out some insurance at 
least?" 

So I did. First I was going to take 
out just a five-thousand-dollar policy, 
which was pretty steep for me at that, 
but Thelma spoke up. " Why not make 
it worth our while ? Don't worry about 
the premiums, Cookie. I've got a little 
something put away from ()efore I 

knew you. I'll start you off, I'll pay 
the first premium for you myself
after that, we'll see. " So I went for 
ten thousand worth, and made Thelma 
the beneficiary, of course, as I didn't 
have any folks or anyone else to look 
after. 

That had been two years before; she 
had been paying the premiums for me 
like a lamb ever since. All tills made 
me realize that under her hard surface 
she was ·really very big-hearted, and 
this one night that I started home a 
little earlier than usllal I was warbling 
like a canary and full of pleasant 
thoughts about "my little woman," a� 
I liked to call her, and wondering what 
we were going to have for dinner. 

Six was my usual quitting-time at 
the store, but we had just gotten 
through taking inventory the night be
fore, and I had been staying overtime 
without pay all week, so the manager 
let me off an hour sooner. I thought 
it would be nice to surprise Thelma, 
because I knew she didn't expect me 
for another two or three hours yet, 
thinking we would still be taking in
ventory like other nights. So I didn't 
phone ahead I was coming. 

Sherrill, who had the necktie coun
ter across the aisle, tried to wangle me 
into a glass of suds. If  I'd given in, 
it would have used up my hour's lee
way, I would have gotlen home at my 
regular time-and it also would have 
been my last glass of suds on this earth. 
I didn't know that: the reason I re
fused was r decided to spend my 
change instead on a box of candy for 
her. Sweets to the sweet ! 0 UR bungalow was the last one 

out on Copeland Drive. The 
asphalt stopped a block below. 

The woods began on the other side of 
us, just young trees like toothpicks. I 
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had' to get off at the drugstore two 
blocks down anyway, because the buses 
turned around and started back there. 
So I bought a pound of caramels tied 
with a blue ribbon, and I headed up 
to the house. 

I quit whistling when I turned up 
the walk, so she wouldn't know I was 
back yet and I could sneak up behind 
her maybe and put my hands over her 
eyes. I was just full of sunshine, I 
was! Then when I already had my 
key out, I changed my mind and tip
toed around the house to the back. 
She'd probably be in the kitchen any
way at this hour, so I'd walk in there 
and surprise her. 

She was. I heard her talking in a 
low voice as I pulled the screen door 
noiselessly back. The wooden door be
hind that was open, and there was a 
passageway with the kitchen opening 
off to one side of it. 

I heard a man's voice answer hers as 
I cased the screen closed behind me 
without letting it bang. That disap· 
pointed me for a minute because I knew 
she must have some de liveryman or col· 
lector-in there with her, and I wasn't 
going to put my hands over her eyes 
in front of some grocery clerk or gas 
inspector and make a sap out of my
self. 

But I hated to give the harmless little 
plan up, so I decided to wait out there 
for a minute until he left, and motion 
him on his way out not to give me 
away. Then go ahead in and surprise 
her. A case of arrested development, 
I was! .. 

She was saying, but very quietly, 
" No, I'm not going to give you the 
whole thing now. You've got seventy
five, you get the rest afterwards-" 

[ whistled silently and got worried. 
" Whew t She must have let our gro· 
eery bills ride for over a year, to 

amount to that much !" . Then L de
cided she must be talking in.cents, not 
dollars. 

" If I give you the whole two hun· 
dred fifty before time, how do 1 know 
you won't haul your freight out of 
town-and not do it? What come
back would I have ? We're not using 
I. 0. U.'s in this, buddy, don't forget!" 

She sounded a lot tougher than I'd 
ever heard her before, although she'd 
never exactly been a shrinking violet. 
But it was his next remark that nearly 
dropped me where I was. " All right, 
have it your way. Splash me out an
other cuppa java-" And a chair 
hitched forward. Why, that was no 
deliveryman, he_ was sitting down in 
there, she was feeding him! 

" Better inhale it fast," she said 
crisply, " he'll be showing up in another 
half hour." And then someone went 
sslp, sslp. 

· 

My first thought, of course, was 
what anyone else's would have been
that it was a two-time act.. But when 
I craned my neck cautiously around the 
door just far enough to get the back of 
his head in line with my eyes, I saw 
that was out, too. Whatever he was 
and whatever he was doing there in my 
house, he was no back-door John! 

He had a three days'· growth of 
beard on his jawline and his hair ended 
in little feathers all over hi-s neck, and 
if you'd have whistled at his clothes 
they'd have prohably walked off him of 
their own accord and headed your way. 

He looked like a stumblebum or 
derelict she'd hauled in out of the 
woods. 

TH E  next words out of  her mouth. 
lightning fizzled around me and 
seemed to split my brain three 

ways. ''Better do it right here in the 
house like we said. 1 can't get him to 
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go out there in the woods, he's scared 
of his own shadow, and you might 
miss him in the dark. Keep your eye 
on this kitchen-shade from outside. 
It'll be up until eight-thirty. 

... When you see it go down to the 
bottom, that means I'm leaving the 
house for the movies. I'll fix this back 
door so you can gtt in when I leave, 
too. Now I've shown you where the 
phone is, right through that long hall 
out there. Wait'll you hear it ring be
fore you do anything; that'll be me 
phoning him from the picture-house, 
{m!tending I've forgotten something, 
and that'll place him for you. You'll 
know just where to find him, won't 
run into him unexpectedly on your way 
in. 

"His back'll be toward you and I'll 
be distracting his attention over the 
wire .. Make sure he's not still ticking 
when you light out, so don't spare the 
trigger, no one'll hear it way out here 
at that hour f 

"I'll hear the shot over the wire 
and I'll hang up, but I'm sitting the 
rest of the show out. I wanna lose a 
handkerchief or something at the end 
and tum the theater inside out, to place 
myself. That gives you two hours to 
fade too, so I don't start the screaming 
act tilt I get back at eleven and find 
him-" 

He said, " Where does the other 
hundred·seventy·five come in? Y' 
don't expect me to show up here after· 
wards and colleck, do ya ?" 

I heard her laugh, kind of. " It's 
gonna be in "the one place where you 
can't get at it without doing what 
you're supposed to I That way I'm go· 
ing to be sure you don't welsh on me! 
It's going to be right in his own inside 
coat-pocket, without his knowing it I 
I'm going to s1ip it ·in when I kiss him 
·good-by, and I know him, he'll never 

find it. Just reach in when you're fin
ished with him, and you'U find it there 
waiting for you I" 

"Lady," he whispered, awe-stricken, 
" I gotta hand it to you I" 

" Get going," she commanded. 
I think it was that last part of it 

that made me see red and go off my 
nut, that business about sliwing the 
blood-money right into my own pocket 
while I was still alive, for him to col
lect after I was dead. Because what I 
did right then certainly wasn't in char
acter, not for me to do. Ben Cook, 
the Ben Cook of up until that minute, 
would have turned and sneaked out of 
that house (unless his knees had given 
way first) and run for his life and 
never showed up near there again. 
But I wasn't Ben Cook any more, 
something seemed to blow up inside 
me. I heard the package of candy hit 
the floor next to me with a smack, and 
then I was lurching in on them, bellow
ing like a goaded bull. Just rumbling 
sounds, more than words. " You
murderess I Your--own--husband!" 
No, it certainly wasn't �; it w:ts a 
man that neither of us, she nor myself, 
had known existed until now. Evil 
rampant, a kind of living nemesis 
sprung from their own fetid plotting, 
like a jack-in-the-box. 

THERE w a s a red-and-white 
checked tablecloth on the kitchen 
table. There was a cup and 

saucer on it, and a gun. I didn't see 
any of those things. The whole room 
for that matter was red, like an unde
veloped photographic print, let alone 
the tablecloth. 

The gun came clear, stood out, only 
after his arm had clamped down on il 
like a transverse bar, like an indicator 
pointing it out. My own did the same 
thing instinctively, but a second too 
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late; my hand came down on his wrist 
instead of the gun. The crash of a 
pair of toppled chairs in the back
ground was inconsequential, as was 
her belated shriek of ba.fficd fury: 
" Give it to him now, you! Give it to 
him quick---or we're sunk!" Whatever 
else there was in that hell-howl, tltcrc 
wasn't fear. Any other woman would 
have fainted dead away ; you don't 
know Thelma. 

The cry, though, was like cause fol
lowing effect ; he didn't need to be told. 
The gun was already being lifted bod
ily between us, by the negation of tiu.:: 
two pressures counteracting each other 
-mine pushing it away from me, his 
pushing it toward me. Neither of us 
trying to push it up, but up it wen� in 
an arc, first way over our heads, then 
down again to body-level once more. 
Outside of our flailing left arms, which 
had each fastened on the other's mate 
to it, I don't recall that our legs or the 
rest o f  our bodies moved much at all. 

She could have turned the scales by 
attacking me herself with something, 
from behind. It was the one thing she 
didn't do--why I don't know. Sub
consciously unwilling to the last, 
maybe, to raise a hand to me in person 
and thereby incriminate herself in the 
eyes of the law. 

After about thirty seconds, not more 
-but it seemed like an age-it finally 
went off. Just pa.,.�. my own face, over 
my shoulder, and out somewhere into 
the passageway behind us. Then it 
started turning slowly between us, des· 
pcrately slowly, by quarter-inches, and 
the second time it went off it had al
ready traveled a quarter o f  the com
pass around. It hit the side·wall, that 
time, broadside to the two of us. It 
went on past that point, turning labori· 
ously in its double grip, and the third 
time it went off right into his mouth. 

He took it down with him, it was 
his hand that had been next to it, not 
mine, and I just stood there with both 
arms out-and empty. 

1 suppose 1 would have given it to 
her next if it had stayed in my own 
hand. She expected me to, she didn't 
ask for mercy. " All right, I'm next 1" 
she breathed. " Get it over as quick as 
you can I" And threw up both fore
arms horizontally in front of her eyes 
and shook a little. 

I was too tired for a minute to 
reach down and get it, that was what 
saved her. I don't remember the next 
few minutes after that. I was sitting 
slumped in one of the chairs, I must 
have uprighted it again, and she was 
saying: "The ten grand is yours now, 
Cookie, if  you'll use your head." 

The way it sounded she must have 
been talking for several minutes past, 
talking herself out of what was right· 
fully coming to her. What she'd been 
saying until then hadn't registered wilh 
me, though. That did. 

"Get out," I said dully. u Don't 
hang around me, I may change my 
mind yet." But the time for that was 
over, and she probably knew it as well 
as I did. The room had come back to 
its regular colors by now. Only the 
tablecloth was red any more, that and a 
little trickle that had come out of his 
open mouth onto the linoleum. 

She pointed at him. " That's you, 
down there. Don't you get it ? Ready· 
made." She came a little closer, lean· 
ing across the table toward me on the 
heels of her hands. "Why pass a 
break like this up, Cookie ? Made-to
order. Ten grand. Play ball with me, 
Cookie." Her voice was a purr, 
honey-low. 

"Get ou-" I started to mutter, bnt 
my voice was lower now too. She was 
under my skin already and working 
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deeper-down,ev.er,y minute. 1- was -wide 
.open to any,thing anyway, a-Lter w}Jat 
ha,d,.happened. 

She held up her band qui<Okl y,. tun
ing out my; half-hearted protest. "All 
.right, you caught me red-handed. You 
don't hear me den:y.ing it, do y.ou? 
Y.ou. don't see me trying to. bellyache 
out of it, do. you? It muffed, and the 
best man won, ·J;hat's giving it- to y,ou 
straight from the shoulder. But the 
policy I slapped on you.still-holds good, 
the ten. gees is yours for the taking-" 
She pointed de.wn1 again, "And 
tbet:e's your cor.pse." 

�PTERil 
A Run-out Powder 

I.'Pl.:JRN!ED my; head. and looked• at 
.him, kept stru"ing_ thoughtfull:y. with
·OUt a word, She kept turning_ them 

O¥t fast as .her tongue could manage. 
"Jt's. up to you. You can go out -to 

the _phone and• turn me in1 send me up 
for ten years-and spend· the 11est of 
)IGOr life stnaigJttening· the pants on 
guys at thirty. per week Ha.v.e it that 
w.a:t i1 you want to. Or yo\11 can come 
into t.en: thousand: dollars j,ust by .being 
a lit.tJe. smart. Th,t gu¥' is dead any
wa*, Ct'lokie. .You couldn't br.ing him 
back now even if you w.anted to. 
Wha,t's the diffeJ:enCe under what name 
he goes six-feet-under? He ev.en. gets 
a· ·better. break, at that ; gets a buggy
ride and a lot of. flowers instead o.f tak
·ing a. dive head-first into potter's 
field!" 

I hadn't taken my eyes off him, but I 
alr.eado/ wanted to hear mor.e. " It's 
wack.y, you'r:e talking thr..ough y.Qur 
lid," 1 said. hope£ull¥. " Haw. you 
gonna get away with it? W.hat about 
all the· people in this town that know 
me? What about the guy. that sold me 
the insurance ? What about the bunch 

down at the store where -I wrulk?· !1 no 
more. look like him: than-" 

"J.f it's· his face got you· stopped, 
we can take care of that easy. A'11d 
outside of a phiz, what's so difh:rent 
between one guy and. the next? Stretch 
out a minute, lie down next to him-! 
wanna see something." 

I wasn't hy.pocritical enough to hesi
tate any more. She already knew I 
was with her anyway, she could tell. 
I got down flat on the floor alongside 
of him, shoulder. to shoulder. liic 
wasn:t laid· out str.aight .by any means, 
but.she attended to that wit-h a few deft 
hitc.hes. She stood back and measured 
us with her eyes. "You'r:e about an 
inch taller, but the hell with that." I 
get up again. 

She went e.ver. and pulled: down. the 
shade to the bot·tom, came back with 
cigacet-smoke boiling- out- of her nose. 
"It's a suicide, of oourse, otherwise 
the pelice'll stick their noses into it too 
heavy.. A far.ewell nate f·rem .you· to 
me ought to held them1 Run up and 
bl'iing down one of your ot.hen suits, 
and a complete set of everything
down to shorts, and socks:" 

"But what'r-e we gBing to• do aOOut 
his map?" 

"A bucketful of boiling lye w.ill'take 
care of that. We got some down· the 
basement, haven't we? Come on, help 
me get him down ther.c." 

"Wher.e does it figure, though·? You 
want 'em. to believe he had· gr.it enough 
to stick his face in that?'' · 

" You went down there and bumped 
y.ourself through the front teeth with 
the gun, see? ¥ou, keeled over back
ward6 and dumped tllis bucket en top 
ef your face in falling. A couple of 
hour;s under that and he'll be down to 
r.ook bottom abe.ve the shoulders, t.hey 
w.on't have much to go by. His hair's 
pretty much the color of yours, and 
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you haven't been to a dentist in years, 
so they can't check you in th�t way." 

" It's still full of loopholes," I said. "SURE it is," Thelma agreed, "but 
what reason'll they have to go 
looking for 'em, with me there 

screaming the eardrums off 'em that 
you were my husband ? And waving 
your good-by note in their faces 1 
There won't be anyone missing from 
this town. He was a vagrant on his 
way through, this was the first house 
he hit for a hand-out when he came 
out of the woods. He told me so him
self, and he never got past here. The 
police'll be the least of our worries, 
when it comes to it, and as for the in
surance investigator, once I get past the 
first hurdle I know just what to do so 
there's no chance for it to backfire: 
send him to the crematorium in a 
couple days instead of planting him in 
the cemetery. Fat lot of good an or
der for an exhumation' II do them after 
that !" 

I said about the same thing he'd 
said, this dead guy, only a little while 
ago. " You're good-damn your soul! 
I think we can.pull it at that !" 

"Think ? I know we can!" She 
snapped her dgaret butt at the side 
of his face-and hit it! "Always re
member-if you can get away with 
anything, it's worth doing. Now let's 
go! He shouldn't be too hard when l 
come back from the movies, so we 
haven't got much time." 

1 picked him up by the shoulders and 
she took him by the feet, and we car
ried him out of the kitchen and down 
the cellar stairs and laid him down 
temporarily on the floor down there, 
any old way. The gun had gone right 
wil'h him the whole way, at the end 
of his dangling arm. 

The laundry was down there, and 

the oil-burner, and lines for hanging 
up clothes, and so on. There was a 
gas-heater for boiling up wash. She 
lit that, then she filled a pail half full 
of water and put it on to heat. Then 
she dumped lye into it for all she was 
worth until there wasn'.t any more left 
around. " As long as it takes the skin 
off his face," she remarked, " and it 
sure ought to, the quantity I put in 
there. Go up and get the clothes now, 
like I told you, and doctor up a suicide· 
note. Better take something and get 
those slugs out of the kitchen-wall; it 
went off twice. didn't it, before it rang 
the !Jell? Rub ashes in the nicks, so 
they won't look new. Let me know 
when you're ready." 

But I wasn't Ben Cook the slough 
any more. " And leave you alone 
down here with that gun? It's still 
got three in it. You're so full of 
bright ideas, how do I know you won't 
go back to your original parlay after 
all ?" 

She threw up her hands impatiently. 
"Forget it, will you! It's got to stay 
in his mitt like it is, vou can't take it 
up with you. We're' both in this to
gether, aren't we? We either trust 
each other the whole way, or we may 
as well call it quits right now!" 

She was blazing with an unholy sort 
of enthusiasm. I could tell by looking 
at her I had nothing to worry about as 
far as she was concerned any more. It 
was contagious, too, that was the worst 
part of  it-greenback-fever. I turned 
around and beat it upstairs to the top 
floor. There were spots in front of my 
eyes, ten-spots, one thousand of them. 

I got him out a complete set of 
everything. For an artistic finishing
touch I even threw in a spare truss like 
I wore. That had figured in my ex
amination for the insurance. I took a 
razor with me and a pair of clippers 
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tha.trl'd.,bcen in· the1 habit:-uf using to: It: took. plenty� of.- maneuvering ·to. 
save:unyseH the price-.of--a haircut..:- I slip his an:n throug�fhe sleeves of the1 
chased do.wn to the �desk in the .. living,.· shirt and jacket without dislodgin& the 
room; got. out a_-sheet ·of :paper, and. gun from his hand. 
wrote: I tied his tie ,and.shoelaces for him 

Thelma my darling: 
l'tJe thought it' over and I giUJ.ss you're 

rightr l'fl··mver amuunf to ·anything.· I 
haven't haddhe. courage ,to teU .. you-.yet, 
bui"Grinson �unterJ me doWtt last mmstl!: 
when J asked him for a raise. I'm just 
a�millstOM around your neck, just dead· 
weight;- you'll be better off 'without me. 
�Mft ryou come ·hom11· tonight and reod 
1/rU:and-�to .looking.,for me,_ you'U .know 
wltat-l'm-driving.at .. Don'l g� neudM · 
basement, hOMy, that:s whet:e l'U .. be., 
GoOd-by and God bless you. 

like I was his. vale!:9 · and filled his 
pockets: with all the, junk I had in my 
own, down. to the. crumpled • pack of 
butts·· I was. toting. I strapped· my 
wristwatch on him, and thenJ straight
ened· _up and. gave him the once-over. 
He looked .a Jot more like me now. than 
he· had before I'd begun., The;'festwas 
up .to-the lye.· 

She-came trooping down again, with 
her hat 'On. for the movies. "Slick.'' 
she' breathed, " Ever.ything:'s all set 
upstairs. Here's .the· two wild. bullets. 

W·h�h·I thougbt rwas pretty-go0<1.�She What're you1doing with his stuff;,put
did.top, .when-:I went down and-showed" ting- it in the -oii .. burner·?'� · 
it�to-.her. Sberflashed me . .a look. "I "Nothing doing,'' I _said,. "that's 
think:l'ye-been- underestimatingJyou alL muffed. too·often.l.. All they need's a 
th�ears.·: She could,_come·outowith • button• or.a.strand!()f..hair. left .over in 
a ·remark· like that, in the .. pcesence· of there .and we go bOom·! I'm .taking )t 
what lay on the floor there! with me.when I go and.J am getting-. rid 

Clouds oi steam were-teaming from of it someplace else." 
the·t�ail of-lye.· " Beat itrup and.attend "That's the lf:icketJ" she agreed. She 
to-therbullet-holes, aud:the•bloodonihe.: handed:'me a pair of smoked glasses 
kit£hen:·floor;" I said;'" while I go to; and an old··golf cap. "Hes::e, 1 dug 
work:on<Jhim--" these up for you, for.:when you·Jigi)t 

I -.could hear her footsteps :pattering:! out.. Anyone: that ; knows; you 1 will 
busily back. and·. for_th ·over. my· head. know you anyway--but in case anyone 
while I was busy .down· there.· Just passes-;you while you're on the lam, 
two--t-hirds of a. feather! After all; they'll do. 
though;... I reminded myself, I ;hadn't " Steer clear_ of downtown what
killed,-this man.; he�d·pulled the trigger ever you do�' Better powdet1 about ten 
himself.-it had gone Qff while we wer.e minutes after I do •. take the back door, 
struggling. cut through the woods; stay away from 

the highway· until you·gttover to Fer.n· 

I:GAVE him a quick once-Qver with dale, somebody might spot you from a 
•the razor and a .cake of yellow .Jaun-: passing car.· You can hop a bus there 
dry soap, clipped his neck a little, so at midnight-to wherever .you decide 

we-'WOuldn't have to count tCJO.. much· to hole in, and better make it the other 
oruthe·:lye.· side of the State-line,· Now·we,gotta 

I, piled_·his: own ·worm-eaten· duds finish--up. fast..· I phoned the drugslore 
into.a:bundle . .and.tied it up;· outfitted. to send over some aspirin,. told-!iem you 
himdrom.head.to- foot. fclt:kinda.low,-" 
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" What's the idea ?" I wanted to 
know. 

" Don't you get it ? I'm leavin j ust 
as the errand-boy gets here, he even 
sees you kiss me good-by at the front 
door. Hold him up a minute hunting 
for change, so that he has me walking 
in f rant of him down the street toward 
the show. I don't want to get the 
Chair for something I didn't do, 
Cookie l Now, what name are you go
ing to use and where'll I reach you 
when the pay--off comes through?" 

I laughed harshly. " You're pretty 
anxious to see that I get my cut." ' 

" I'm glad you used that word," she 
said drily. " It's my favorite little 
word. Nuts! You can't come back 
here, you know that! I've gotta get it 
to you. What're you worrying about, 
we've got each other stopped, haven't 
we ? If I try to hog the dough, all you 
do is show up, it goes back where it 
came from, and we both land in clink. 
On the other hand, you can't get it 
without little Thelma-" 

"We split it seventy-five, twenty
five, and little Thelma's on the short 
end for being such a smott girl," I 
growled. 

Something gave one corner of her 
mouth a little hike up. " Done," she 
said. " Now hurry up, give him his 
facial. Measure the distance off first." 

We stood him upright on his feet, 
then let him down backwards in a 
straight line toward the heater the pail 
of lye was sizzling on. The back of 
his head cleared it by two, three inches. 

" Move him in a little closer," she 
said, "his conk's supposed to tip it 
over as he goes down." 

" All right, stand back," I said, 
"and watch your feet." 

I took it off the stove, turned it up
side down, and doused it  on him, 
arched as far away from the splash as 

I could get. It dropped down on his 
head like a mold ; only a little spattered 
on his body below the shoulders. Just 
as the pail dropped over his head like 
a visor, the front door-bell rang up
stairs. 

The last thing she said as she went 
hustling up was, " Watch out where 
you step, don't leave any tracks!" 

I CAUGHT up with her halfway 
down the front hall. "Whoa ! Pass 
over that hundred-seventy-five you 

were going to stuff into my pocket, I 
can't live on air next few weeks !" 

She took it grudgingly out of her 
handbag. " It comes off your share, 
don't forget," she let me know. 

" All right, and here's one for your 
memory-book," I whispered viciously, 
"I'm Ned Baker at the Marquette 
Hotel over in Middleburg. Don't put 
it on paper, but see that you hang onto 
it ; it's easy enough-Cook, Baker, 
sec ?" 

The bell rang a second time. 
" About three weeks, the minute I 

put the check through," she promised. 
" All set ? Here goes ! Loosen your 
tic-you're staying in and you're in a 
hari-kari mood. Play up!" 

I stayed where I was. She went to 
the door squalling, "G'by, hon I Sure 
you won't change your mind and come 
with me ?" She opened the door and 
an eighteen-year--old kid named Larry 
whom we both knew by sight said, 
"Package from the drugstore, Mrs. 
Cook. Thirty-five cents." 

Again she shook the house to the 
rafters. " Here's your aspirin, dear!" 

I shuffied up acting like a sick calf. 
I separated one of the tens she'd just 
given me from the rest and offered it 
to him. He said he didn't have that 
much change. " Wait a minute, I 
think I've got it inside," I said. Mean-
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while she was sticking her snoot up at used coffee-cup, and the note was in 
me. " G'by, dear, you won't be lonely place on the desk. 
now, will you ?" 

He was facing my way, so, I tried to I LEFT my own hat up on the rack, 
look tragic. " Enjoy your show," I and put on the cap, pulled it well 
murmured bravely,, pecking at her with down over my eyes. I couldn't take 
my mouth. I walked down the steps any of my own duds with me of 
with her and part of the way toward course, except just what I had on. 
the sidewalk, with my arm around her That couldn't be avoided, but it wasn't 
waist. She turned back to wave a much of a risk ; after all there wasn't 
couple times, and I waved back at her. anyone in town that was so intimate 
The kid was taking it all in from the with me they knew down to the last 
doorway. suit and shirt and pair of shoes just 

" They got Garbo tonight," he re- what I had in my wardrobe. 
marked when I carne back. " Don't I left the lights just the way they 
you like Garbo, Mr. Cook?'' were in all the rooms, then I went up 

I sighed. " I  got too much on my to the rear room on the second floor, 
mind tonight, Larry," I rold him. I which was dark, and stood watChing 
let her get to the first crossing, then I for a long time. There weren't any 
brought out the thirty-five ceHts and houses in back of us, just a big open 
gave him a dime for himself. He field with the woods off to the right. 
thanked me and started off after her. In the daytime, crossing the field to 

I locked the door (she had her own get to them, I might have been spotted 
key) and then I bolted back to the eel- from one of the houses further down, 
tar-stairs and took a last look down but not at this hour. It was a clear 
from the head of them. Threads of night, but there wasn't any moon. 
steam were still coming out from un- I went downstairs, opened the 
der the rim of the lye-pail, upturned screen-door, pulled the wooden one 
there over his face. clo&..ed behind me, let the screen one 

I picked up his bundle of clothes, flap back in place, and jwnped away in 
which I'd left at the top of the stairs, a hurry from the square of light that 
and wrapped them in good strong still came through the oblong pane in 
brown paper. The two bullets were in the wooden one. We would have 
there with them, and the scrapings locked that on the inside if we had both 
from his jaw and neck on scraps of left the house together, but staying 
paper. home alone the way I was supposed to 

The brownish rag, too, with which tonight, it could very welt stay un
she's scoured the little blood off the locked without arousing suspicion. 
linoleum. I cut diagonally away from the 

The latter didn't have a mark left on house, to get out of sight of the road
it k:l the naked eye-and there was no way that frpnted it and bisected the 
reason for them to give it a benzidine woods all the way to Ferndale. It took 
test. The bullet-holes were okay too, a turn, however, halfway between the 
she'd spread them out a little with a two paints, so going through the 
knife to look like knot-holes in the woods was really a short-cut. 
wood and dirtied them with ashes. Within five minutes after I had left 
She'd even washed and put away the the kitchen-door, and less than a quar· 

I D-8 
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ter of an hour since Thelma had left 
the house all told, the first skinny sap
lings closed around me and hid me 
from sight. I looked baCk just once. 
The house looked cozy, peace£ ul, with 
orange light showing from all the 
ground-floor windows. You'd never 
have guessed that the only thing in it 
was a dead body down in the cellar. 

By a quarter to twelve the trees were 
starting to thin out again, this time in 
front of me, and the lights of Fern
dale were glimmering through them. 
I was half-shot and my feet were burn
ing, but it was worth it ; I hadn't seen 
a living soul-and what was more im
portant, not a living soul had seen me. 
I'd kept from getting lost and going 
around in a circle, which could have 
happened to me quite easily in those 
woods, by always managing to keep the 
highway to Ferndale parallel to me on 
my right. £yen when I was out of 
sight of it, an occasional car whizzing 
by gave it away to me. Otherwise I 
might very well have done a Babe-in
the-Woods act and come out again 
where I'd started from. I'd opened 
the parcel and retied it again on my 
way. Took out the two slugs and the 
bloody rag and buried them in three 
separate places. 

The clothes themselves were too 
bulky to bury with my bare fingernails, 
and I wasn't just going to leave them 
under a stone or anything. Nor could 
I risk putting a match to them and 
burning them, the light might have 
given me away to someone. The 
safest thing was to keep them with me 
and get rid of them long afterwards 
at my leisure. 

FERNDALE wasn't much more 
than a crossroads, but the inter
state busses stopped there. I 

stopped for a minute and brushed my-
2 D-8 

self off as well as I could before I 
showed out in the open. I looked re• 
spectable enough, but that was almost a 
drawback in itself. 

A wello.dressed guy dropping down 
out of nowhere at midnight to board a 
bus, without a through ticket, wasn't 
really the most unnoticeable thing in 
the world. But I had no choice in the 
matter. Nor nry much time to make 
up my mind. The last one through 
was sometime between twelve and one. 
I decided, however, not to buy a Mid
dleburg ticket from here but ride right 
through past it to the end of the line, 
and then double back to Middleburg 
from that end in a couple o f  days. 
That would make the trail a little 
harder to pick u�just in case. 

As for the sun-glasses, which I'd 
been carrying in my pocket, I decided 
against them altogether. That was the 
one detail, it seemed to me, about which 
Thelma hadn't shown very good judg
ment. No one in Ferndale knew me in 
the first place, and they'd only attract 
attention instead of lessening it. People 
don't wear those things in the middle 
o f  the night, no matter how weak their 
eyes are supposed to be. As she had 
said herself, anyone that knew me 
( God forbid) would know me anyway, 
and those that didn't-why give them 
reason to look twice at me ? 

-I straightened my shoulders and 
strolled casually out of the trees into 
the open, past an outlying cottage or 
two, dead to the world at this hour, 
atid onto the single stretch of paved 
sidewalk that Ferndale boasted. A 
quick-lunch place was open and blazing 
with light, and the bus depot was down 
at the far end. There was a small but 
up-to-date little waiting-room there, 
washrooms, a magazine-stand, etc. No 
one around but the colored porter and 
an elderly man who looked like he was 
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waiting to meet somebody getting off 
the incoming bus. 

CHAPTER Ill 

Accidents Will Happen 

I WENT up to the ticket-window 
as casually as I could and rapped 
on the counter a couple of times. 

Finally the porter called out, "John
son ! Somebody at the wicket !" and 
the ticket-seller Came out of the back 
someplace. 

I said, " Gimme a through ticket to 
Jefferson." That was the neighboring 
state capital, terminus of this line. 

He said, " I  don't know if  I can get 
you a seat at this hour, usually pretty 
full up. You shoulda put in a reserva
tion ahead- There's a six-o'clock bus, 
though." 

" Lissen," I said, looking him in the 
eye, " I gotta get home. Whaddya 
think I'm going to do, sit around here 
all night waiting for the morning bus ?" 

He called over my shoulder to the 
elderly gent, who was reading a paper, 
" You meeting somebody on the next 
bus, mister?" 

The old fellow said, " Yep, my nev
vew's coming down on it-" 

" That's that, then," he said to me 
indifferently. " 'Leven-eighty." 

" When's it get in?" I asked, pocket
ing my change. 

" Ten minutes," he said, and went 
back inside again. 

His blase manner might have irri
tated somebody else ; I could have 
kissed him for i t !  

I was down a t  the quick-lunch filling 
up on hot dogs when the bus slithered 
in. I picked up my package and went 
up toward it. A young fellow o f  high
school age was getting off and being 
greeted by the elderly gent. I showed 
my ticket and got on. 

Its lights were off and most of the 
passengers were sprawled out asleep. 
The ticket-seller had been right, there 
was only a· single vacant seat in the 
whole conveyance, the one that the kid 
had just gotten out of I It was a bum 
one on the aisle, too. 

My seat-mate, by the window, had 
his hat down over his nose and was 
breathing through his mouth. I didn't 
pay any attention to him, reached up 
and shoved my bundle onto the rack 
overhead, sat back and relaxed. The 
driver got on again, the door closed, 
and we started off with a lurch. 

My lightweight bundle hadn't been 
shoved in far enough in the dark, the 
motion of the bus promptly dislodged 
it and it toppled down across the thighs 
of the man next me. He came to with 
a nervous start and grunted from un
der his hat-brim. 

" Excuse me," I said, " didn't mean 
to wake you-" 

He shoved his hat back and looked 
at me. " Why, hullo, Cook !" he said, 
" where you going at this hour of the 
night?" And held his hand spaded at 
me. 

A couple of years went by, with my 
face pointed straight ahead and ice
water circulating in my veins. There 
wasn't very much choice of what to 
do about it. Even if the bus had still 
been standing still with its door open, 
which it wasn't any more, it wouldn't 
have done any good to jump oft it. 
He'd already seen me. 

And to try to pass the buck and tell 
him to his face he had the wrong 
party, well what chance had I of get
ting away with that, with our shoul
ders touching, even though it was 
dark inside the bus ? I couldn't stop it 
from getting light in a few hours, and 
there wasn't any other seat on the bus. 
All I'd succeed in doing would be snub-
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bing him, offending him, and making 
him start thinking there must be some
thing phony afoot ; in other words, in
delibly impressing the incident upon 
his memory for future reference. 

Whereas if I took it in my stride, 
lightly, maybe I could keep it from 
sinking in too deeply ; maybe I could 
do something about the timing to blur 
it a little, make him think later on that 
it was the night before and not tonight 
that he'd ridden with me on a bus. It 
had to be the night before, it couldn't 
be the same night that I was supposed 
to be bumping myself off down in the 
cellar back at Copeland Drive l 

" Well, for the luvva Pete, Sher
rill !" · · 1 said with shaky cordiality, 
" where you going yourself at this 
hour o f  the night?" I shook his mitt, 
but there was less pressure now on his 
side than mine. 

" Y'acted like y'didn't know me for 
a minute," he complained, but rapidly 
thawed out again. " What'd you get 
on way the hell out at Ferndale for ?" 
be said. 

BUT that one had to be squelched at 
all costs, no matter how uncon
vincing it sounded. After all, 

he'd definitely been asleep when they 
pulled into Ferndale, he couldn't have 
seen who got on there. 

" I didn't, what's the matter with 
you!" I said in surprise. " I changed 
seats, come back here from up front, 
that's all." There was a little girl 
holding one of the front seats in her 
own right, but she was asleep with her 
head on her mother's lap, it looked like 
the seat was vacant from where we 
were. , " He'll forget about it by the 
time she straightens up in the morn
ing-let's hope," I thought. 

He seemed to forget it then and 
there. " Funny I missed seeing you 

when I got on," was all he said. " I was 
the last one in, they even held it for me 
a minute-" He offered me a ciga
ret, took one himself, seemed to have 
no more use for sleep. " Where you 
heading for, anyway?" he asked. 

" Jefferson," I said. 
" That's funny," he said, 41 I am 

too !" 
If he could have heard the things I 

was saying inside myself about him at 
the moment, he would have let out a 
yell and probably dived through the 
window, glass and all. " How come?" 
I said, between unheard swear-words. 

I knew it would be my turn right 
after his, and I was so busy shaping up 
my own explanation, I only half-heard 
his. Something about the manager 
phoning him at the last minute after 
he'd already gone home that afternoon, 
to pinch-hit for our store's buyer, 
who'd been laid up with the flu, and 
look after somt consignments of neck
ties that were waiting down there and 
badly needed in stock. " What's tak
ing you down there ?" he asked, like I'd 
known he would. 

I told him I had to see a specialist, 
that I'd been below par for some time 
and none of the docs back home had 
seemed able to do a thing for me. Let 
him think afterwards I'd found out 
I had something incurable and gone 
home the next night and bumped my
sel f !  

" When you going ba.ck ? "  h e  wanted 
to know. 

" 'Morrow afternoon," I said. " Be 
home in time for supper-" 1 had to 
be " back " by then, 1 couldn't hope to 
fog him on the time element by more 
than twenty-four hours ; that I'd even 
be able to do that much was highly 
doubtful, but I might just get away 
with it. A few little incidents in the 
store had already shown me he didn't 
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have the best memory in the world, 
nor was he intimate enough with me 
to call at the house and condole with 
Thelma, mix in in any way. 

He'd probably think the newspapers 
had made a typographical error in 
their timing of the account. 

" That's just about when I'll be go
ing back, tqo," he said chummily. 
" Be back at work Friday morning." 

To say that he was beginning to get 
on my nerves would be putting it mild ; 
he was twanging them like an angel 
playing harp-strings ! " \Vatch your
self, guy," I addressed him silently, "or 
I'll turn you into one l" 

I answered with careful emphasis : 
" Whaddya mean, Friday ? The day 
after toinorrow'll be Thursday. To
night's Tuesday." 

"No," he said innocently, " you've 
got your dates mixed. Tonight's 
Wednesdav. I know, because we had 
hash for s�pper. We always have-" 

This went on for about five minutes 
between us, without heat of course. I 
finally pulled my horns in when he of
fered : " Wait, I'll ask the driver, he 
ought to be able to straighten us 
out-" 
· " Never mind, guess you're right," 
I capitulated. I wasn't keen on attract
ing the driver's attention to myself in 
any shape, form, or manner. But I'd 
done what I wanted to, I'd succeeded 
in conditioning Sherrill's mind, later 
he wouldn't be sure whether it 'lHlJ' 
Wednesday or not, when he thought 
back to tonight. 

Right on top o f  that came a honey. 
" Whaddya say we split expenses while 
we're there ?" he offered. " .Share the 
same ·hotel room, it'll come cheaper 
that way for both of us." 

" What do I need a hotel room 
for ?" I said shortly. " I  told you I'm 
starting back on the afternoon bus I" 

" Hell;" he said, " if you're as run
down as you say you are, funny you 
should be willing to go without sleep 
a whole night I 'rVe don't get into 
Jefferson till seven. You got a before· 
breakfast appointment with your doc
tor ?" 

TH E  skepticism in his voice had to 
be nipped before it got steam up, 
I could see ; the only way seemed 

to be by falling in with his suggestion. 
I could let him start back alone, pre
tend my appointment had been post
poned until afternoon and I had to take 
a later bus. Technically, even one of 
those could get me home in time for 
my own suicide. 

\Ve had our breakfasts together at 
the bus depot and then we checked in 
at a hotel down the street called the 
Jefferson. I let him sign first, and 
stalled shaking a clot out of the pen un
til he'd already started toward the ele
vator. Then I wrote "Ned Baker" un
der his name, "Frisco." That was far 
enough away, that was a big enough 
place to assure anonymity. I'd met 
him en route, that was all. I wasn't 
going to do it to him right here in this 
hotel, · anyway, and there was no 
earthly reason for him to take another 
look at that register in checking out, 
nor for the clerk to mention me by 
name in his presence ; we'd paid in ad
vance on account of our scarcity of 
baggage. 

He asked for a ten·thirty call and 
hung a " Do-not-disturb " on the door 
when we got up to the room. Then 
we turned in, one to a bed. " I'm 
dead," was the last thing he yawnerl. 

" You betcha sweet life yo>;. are, 
brother !" I thought gri�ly. He 
dropped off into a deep, dreamless 
sleep--his last one. I knew l was safe 
enough while I had him right with me, 
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and until he got ready to start baclc; I 
wasn't going to do it in this hotel room 
anyway. So I just lay there on my 
back staring up at the ceiling, waiting, 
waiting. The wings of the death-angel 
were spread over us in that room, there 
was the silence of the grave. 

The phone-peal, when it came, shat
tered it like a bomb. I felt good, be
cause the time was drawing shorter 
now. This new self of mine seemed 
to be agreeing with me. " Toss you 
for the shower," I offered. 

" Go  ahead," he stretched, " I  like 
to .take my time." 

It was a little thing like that changed 
my plans, brought it on him even 
quicker, my going in there ahead of  
him ! Just before I turned the  water I 
heard him open and close the door. He 
called in, " Gee, pretty liberal ! They 
hand you a morning paper compli· 
ments of the management in this 
place !" 

When I came out he was sitting 
there on the bed with it spread out 
alongside of him. He wasn't looking 
at it, he was looking at me, he was 
holding his head as though he'd been 
waiting for me to show up in the bath· 
room doorway. There were three 
white things there on that bed, but it 
was his face that was whiter even than 
the pillows or the paper. 

" What're you looking at me like 
that for ?" I said gruffiy, and then my 
own got white too, without knowing 
why. 

He began shrinking away from me 
along the edge of the bed. He said : 
" They found your body in the cellar 
of your house-last night at eleven
you committed suicide. It's here, on 
the first page of this Jefferson paper-" 

I dropped the towel and picked the 
paper up, but I didn't look at it, I was 
watching him over the top of it. He 

was shaking all over. He said, "Who 
-was that ? Who'd you do it to ?" 

" This is a mistake," I said furrily. 
" They've got me mixed up with some· 
body else. Somebody by the same 
name, maybe-" 

His back was arched against the 
head·board of the bed by now, as if  he 
couldn't get far enough away from me. 
He said, " But that's your address 
there-25 Copeland Drive-l know 
your address ! It even tells about your 
working for the store-it gives your 
wife's name, Thelma-it tells how she 
found your body, with your face aU 
eaten away with lye-" I could see 
beads of sweat standing out in a 
straight 1\ve across his forehead. 
" Who was that, Cook? It must have 
b e e n-somebody I My God, did 
you-?" 

1 said, " Well, look at me ! You see 
me here with you, dontcha? You can 
see it's not me, can'tcha ?" But that 
wasn't what he was driving at, and I 
knew it as well as he did. He knew I 
was alive, all right ; what he wanted to 
know was who was dead. ·1 DON'T know what the outcome 

would h�ve been, if  he hadn't given 
himself away by starting to dress 

in that frightened, jerky way-snatch
ing at his clothes as if he was afraid 
of me, trying to stay as far out of my 
way as he could while he struggled get· 
ting his things on. I suppose it would 
have happened anyway, before I would 
have let him go back to our O\vn town, 
ki10wing what he now did. But not 
right then, not right there. 

I told myself, coldly, as I watched 
him fumbling, panting, sweating to get 
into his things in the least possible 
time, " He's going straight out of here 
and give me away ! It's written all 
over him. He won't even wait till he 
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gets back tonight-phone them long 
distance right from here, or else tip the 
cops off right here in Jefferson. Well 
-he's not going to get out that door !" 

It showed all over him how fright
ened he was-not of me; yet, but of the 
implications of the thing. While he 
stayed that way, his muscular coordi
nation would be all shot ; he'd be a 
push-over, even if  I was no Sandow 
myself. 

The phone was between the two 
beds. He was bent over on the out
side of his, which was nearest the 
door, struggling with his laces. What 
was holding him up was that in his 
frenzied haste he'd snarled them up 
into a knot. The door didn't worry 
me as much as the phon�. I moved 
around, naked, into the aisle between 
the two beds, cutting him off from it. 

" Why all the rush ?" I said quietly. 
" \Vhat're you going to do ?" 

" I gotta hustle and get after those 
ties," he said in a muffied voice. He 
couldn't bring himself to look around 
at me, rigidly kept his head turned the 
other way, which was a dead give
away he was lying, had something else 
on his mind. 

I moved up closer behind him, my 
shadow sort of fell across him, cutting 
off the light from the window. " And 
what're you going to do about what 
you just read in the paper?" 

" Why, nothing," he faltered. " I
I guess like you said, it's just some 
kind of mistake-" His voice cracked 
into a placating little laugh ; you 
wouldn't have known what it was by 
the sound of it, though. And the last 
thing he ever said was to repeat, 
" Nothing-nothing at all." 

" You're damn tooting you're not," I 
rasped. I don't know if  he even heard 
me. I suddenly pulled him down flat 
on his back, by the shoulders, from be-

hind. I had a last flash of his face, ap
palled, eye:; rolling, staring up at mine. 
Then the two pillows were over it, 
soft, yielding, and I was pressing them 
down with my whole weight-and 
pinning them down at the sides with 
my hands to keep any air from getting 
in there. 

MOST of the struggle, of course, 
was in his legs, which had 
been hanging down free over 

the side of the bed. They jolted up
ward to an incredible height at first, 
far higher than his head, then sanl\ all 
the way back to the floor again, and 
after that kept teetering upward and 
downward like a see-saw between bed
level and the floor, squirming, kicking, 
bucking, folding, crossing and uncross
ing as they did so. 

It was the very fact that they were 
loose like that that prevented his 
throwing me off him. He was off
balance, the bed ended just under his 
hips, and he couldn't get a grip on the 
floor with his heels and transfer the 
leverage around a ninety-degree angle 
to his spine and shoulders and get any 
lift into them. 

As for his arms, they were fore
shortened by the pressure of the big 
pillows like a bandage, he only had the 
use of them below the elbows, couldn't 
double them back on themselves far 
enough to get at my face, claw as he 
might. I kept my face and neck 
arched back just beyond their reach, 
holding the pillows down by my ab
domen in the center and by the pres
sure of my shoulders and splayed arms 
on each end. 

The bedsprings groaned warningly 
once or twice of approaching doom. 
Outside of that there wasn't a sound 
in the room but my own heavy breath· 
in g. 
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The leg-motion was the best possible 
barometer. It quickened to an almost 
frenzied lashing as suffocation set in, 
then slowed to a series of spasmodic 
jerks that would slacken inevitably to 
a point of complete motionlessness in 
a few seconds more, I knew. 

Just before it had been reached, I 
suddenly reared back and flung the pil
lows off, one each way. His face was 
contorted to the bursting-point, his 
eyes glazed and sightless, but the fin
gers of his upturned hands were still 
opening a n d closing convulsively, 
grabbing at nothing; he was unmis
takably still alive, but whether he 
could come back again or would suc
cumb anyway in a minute or two more 
was the question. It was important to 
me to beat his heart to the count. 

I dragged him off the bed, around 
the second bed, and got him over to 
the window. I hoisted him up, turned 
him toward it, and balanced him lightly 
with one arm against my side, as if  I 
\vas trying to revive him. I looked, 
and I looked good. The room was on 
the fourteenth floor, and we'd taken 
one of the cheaper ones ; it gave onto 
an air-shaft, not the street. There were, 
probnbly, windows all the way down, 
under this one-but the point was, 
there weren't any opposite� that side 
was hlank. No one could look in here. 

I think he would have pulled 
through; he was beginning to revive as 
air got into his lungs. The congested 
blood started leaving his face little by 
little, his eyes closed instead of staying 
wide open, but you could hear him 
breathing again, hoarsely. So I 
edged him a little closer, threw up the 
lower sash all the way to the top-and 
just stepped back from him. I didn't 
touch him, just took my support 
away, retreated further into the room. 
He wavered there, upright by the 

open window. Vertigo had evidently 
set in as his lungs began to function 
and his heartbeat came back to normal. 
It was a toss-up whether he'd go back, 
forward, or sideways ; the only sure 
thing was he wasn't staying.on his own 
feet just then, and was going into a 
faint. 

Maybe there was some kind of a 
draught pulling at him from the long, 
deep shaft out there, I don't know. He 
went forward-as though a current of 
air were Sl•.cking him through the win
dol'·.r. It was a good high window. His 
head just missed the sash bisecting it. 
He folded up at the waist across the 
ledge, half in, half out, like a lazy guy 
leaning too far out in slow motion-
and gravity did the rest. Death beat 
his glimmering faculties to the punch, 
he was gone before he could fling up 
his arms, grab at anything. His legs 
whipped after him like the tail of a 
k i t e-and the window-square was 
empty. 

THE impact seemed to· come up 
long afterwards, f r o m far 
away, muffled, distant, and even 

the new me didn't like the sound of it 
very well. I didn't make the mistake 
of  going closer and looking down after 
him. Almost immediately there was 
the sound of another window being 
thrown up somewhere down the line, 
a pause, and then a woman's screech 
came tearing up the shaft. 

I saw that one of his unlaced shoes 
had come off while I was hauling him 
across the room. I edged it back under 
his own bed, smoothed that from a con
dition of having been struggled upon 
back to a condition of just having been 
slept in, particularly the pillows. I 
erased a blurred line across the carpet
nap that his one dragging shoe had 
made, with the flat of my own shoe, 
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held in my hand Jike a pressing-iron. 
Then I picked up the towel I'd al

ready wet once, went back into the 
bathroom, turned on the shower full
blast, and got back under it again. Its 
roar deadened everything, but a sudden 
draft on my wet shoulder tipped me 
off when they'd used the passkey on 
the room-door. " Hey, Sherrill !" I 
boomed out just as they came in, " can 
I borrow some of your shaving
cream?" I stuck my head further out 
and hollered, " What's the matter with 
ya, didya go back to sleep in there ? 
That's the third time I've asked ya the 
same question- !" 

· 

Then I saw then all standing looking 
in at me. " What's up ?" I yelled, and 
reached out and shut off the water. 

The sudden silence was stunning. 
The hotel detective said, " Your 

room-mate just fell out of the window 
in there," and pulled a long face to 
show how he sympathized with me. 

" Oh my God !" I gasped, and had to 
hang onto the rubber curtain to keep 
from tipping over, myself, for a min
ute. Some soap got in  my eyes and 
made them fill with water. Through it 
I could see them all looking at me, 
from the bellhop up, as though they 
knew how bad I felt, and felt sorry for 
me. 

CHAPTER IV 
A Note from Thelma 

THREE weeks to the day, after 
that morning in the hotel at Jef
ferson, Thelma's message was 

waiting for me in my mail-box at the 
Marquette in Middleburg. I had been 
holed-up there for two weeks past, 
from the moment I'd felt it prudent to 
leave Jefferson. Not that I'd been un
der arrest or even suspicion at any time, 
but the detectives there had, naturally, 

questioned me about how well I'd 
known Sherrill, whether he'd said any
thing to indicate he intended suicide. 
I seemed to satisfy them on all points. 

They kept me waiting another twen
ty-four hours--and on pins and nee
dles. Then they sent word that I was 
free to leave whenever I wanted to. I 
didn't waste time hanging around once 
I heard that I It struck me that I hadn't 
been called on to make a deposition at 
any coroner's inquest, but I wasn't in
clined to argue with them on that point. 
Nor did I bother trying to find out 
what disposition had been made of 
Sherrill's remains. I simply left
while the leaving was good ! The im
pression I brought away with me was 
that Jefferson had a very gullible bunch 
of detectives on its force. 

Beautifully as I'd gotten away with 
that, though, I had plenty of other 
things to get jittery about while I was 
waiting to hear from her the next cou
ple weeks in Middleburg. I kept won
dering whether she was going to dou
ble-cross me or not, and the suspense 
got worse day by day and hour by hour. 
If she did, I had no come-back. 

She'd soaped me up by saying all I 
had to do if she tried to hold out, was 
show up home and give her away. True 
enough as far as it went, but there was 
one thing I'd overlooked at the time : 
what was to keep her there on tap once 
she got her paws on the insurance 
check ? All she had to do was blow out 
in some other direction and-good-by 
ten grand ! 

That was what really had me down, 
the knowledge that she had been hold
ing a trump-hand all through this little 
game of ours-with me trying to bluff 
her. And from what I knew of her, she 
didn't bluff easy. I'd even set a dead
line to it in my own mind : forty-eight 
hours more, and if I didn't hear from 
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her, I'd head back home myself, no 
matter what the risk, and land on her 
with both feet before she took a pow
der out on me. That is, if  it wasn't al
ready too late, if  she hadn't gone by 
now. 

NOTHING had muffed at her 
end, I knew that for a fad, so 
she oouldn't alibi that she 

wasn't in line for the money. I'd been 
buying our hometown papers daily ever 
since I'd been in Middleburg, watching 
to see if the thing would curdle or start 
to smell bad, and it hadn't. 

It would have been in headlines in a 
minute if it had, but all I had were the 
few consecutive items bearing on it that 
I'd clipped out and stuck away in my 
wallet. I'd been taking them out night
ly and going over them, to reassure 
myself, and it was as good as television. 
First, the news-announcement that had 
!'ent Sherrill to his death (although 
he'd seen it in a Jeffeson, not a home
town paper) .  

Then a n  inconspicuous obituary the 
next day, mentioning a date for the 
cremation. Then a twenty-four-hour 
postponement of the cremation, with 
no reason given (this had given me a 
bad night, all right !)  Then finally, 
two days later, the bare announcement 
that the cremation had taken place the 
day before� That was aU, but that was 
plenty. The thing was signed, sealed, 
and delivered-we'd gotten away with 
it ! What could a jarful of ashes tell 
them? 

Even outside of all that, anyone in 
my position, naturally, would have been 
jittery. Just having to sit tight day by 
day waiting for the pay-off, was reas
on enough. The one hundred and 
seventy-five dollars I'd chiselled out of 
her was starting to run down ; I wanted 
to get my hands on the real dough and 

get out of this part of the country alto
gether. Middleburg, after all, wasn't 
so very far away from the hometown. 
Somebody that had known me rriight 
drop over from there and spot me when 
I least expected it ; the young mustache 
I was nursing along was no guarantee 
at all against recognition� 

I stayed in my room most of the 
time, let them think what I'd told Sher
rill, that I was in precarious health. I 
began to look the part, too, so it wasn't 
hard to sell the idea. I haunted my let
ter-box downstairs, that was all, and 
just went as far as the corner-stand 
once a day, to get the hometown paper. 
I always soft-pedalled it by buying a 
Jefferson one and a Middleburg one 
along with it, and then discarding them 
in the nearest trash-can. 

And up in my room I always tore the 
name and place of publication off the 
tops of every page of each copy, care
fully burning the strips in an ash-tray, 
so the chambermaid or anyont else 
finding it wouldn't know just where it 
was published. 

I HAD a bad minute or two one eve
ning when the newsvendor coul�n't 
find me a copy of the hometown 

rag. " They usually send me two," he 
apologized, " but they were one short 
today, and there's another gent been 
buying 'em right along, like you do 
yourself, and he musta got here ahea4 
of you, I guess, and took the only one 
I had-" 

I got very quiet, then finally I said 
off-handedly, " He a regular customer 
of yours ? How long's he been doing 
that?" 

" Oh, two, three weeks now-'bout 
as long as you have. He lives right in 
the same hotel you do, I think; I see 
him come in and go out of there a lot. 
Nice guy. miilds his own business-" 
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I said, even more off-handedly than 
before, " D'je happen to mention to 
him that I been taking the Kay City 
Star from you too?" 

" Nab !" he said emphatically, jj I 
never said ' Boo ' to him." 

I had to be satisfied with that, and in 
a day or two my awrehension had 
dulled again, not having anything fur
ther to feed on. The Marquette was no 
skyscraper honeycomb, I'd seen all the 
faces in it by this time, and there was 
definitely no one there that knew me 
or that I,knew, or that I'd ever seen 
before. Nor did the register, when I 
went over it without much trouble, 
show any Kay City entries at all. 

The whole thing was just a harmless 
coincidence, that was all ; probably the 
guy took the Star pure.ly for business 
reasons. There was a pudgy realtor 
who had the room across the hall from 
mine, I'd met him once or twice on the 
elevator, and it was probably he, keep
ing tab on real estate opportunities in 
various townships. That reassured me 
completely ;  he fitted the newsman's de
scription exactly, and never even so 
much as looked at me the few times we 
happened on each other. 

One night I eavesdropped while I 
was unlocking my own door and over
heard him having a long argument with 
somebody over the phone. " That's an 
ideal site," he was saying. " Tell 'em 
they can't have it at that price, why it 
would be a gold-mine if we leased it 
for a filling-station-" 

On the twenty-first morning after 
Sherrill's death, I stepped up to the 
hotel desk-and for the first time there 
was white showing in my letter-box I 
My overwrought nerves began crack
ling like high-tension wires. It had a 
Kay City postmark. In my excitement 
I dropped it and this real-estate guy, 
who had come up to the desk for his 

own mail just then, picked it up and 
handed it back to me without a word. 

I WENT over in a corner of the 
lobby and tore it open. There was 
no signature-probably she hadn't 

wanted to hand me a blackjack that 
could be used. against her-but it was 
from her all right. I recognized the 
writing, although she'd tried to distort 
it a little, or else her excitement had 
done that for her. Just this, very cagy : 

Jackie has come through prelly. If 
you 'l.lJant to see hi'm, you know what to 
do about it. Jfs up to you to do the 
traveling, tJOt me. I'm not at the old 
place a11y more, so ifll be okay. 10 
State Street is where you'll find me. 

The way I burned it's a wonder 
smoke didn't curl out of my ears. So 
it was up to me to do the traveling, 
was it ? She knew what a chance I'd 
be taking by showing up home, even if 
she had changed addresses I 

I came to a sudden decision. •• All 
right ! for being so smart. she's going 
to pony over the whole ten grand now ! 
I'm going down there and clean her 
out ! And if she opens her trap, she's 
going to suddenly quit being alive I • I 
know what to do about it ' is right !" 

I folded the thing up, put it in my 
pocket, and went out. I hit the seedy 
part of Jefferson, across the railroad 
tracks, and picked up a .32 and some 
cartridges at a hock-shop without too 
many questions asked, particularly the 
one about where was my license. I 
came back and I booked a seat on the 
three o'clock bus, which would get me 
to Kay City just after dark. I bought 
a cheap pair of reading glasses and a 
flat tin of shoe polish. I went back to 
my room, knocked the lenses out of 
their tortoise-shell rims and heavied up 
my incipient mustache with a little of 
the blacking. It wasn't much of a dis-



THE NIGHT I DIED 27 

guise, it wasn't meant to be ; just so 
recognition wouldn't be quite instan
taneous if I didn't pose under any 
bright lights-and I wasn't going to. 

At half-past two in the afternoon I 
went downstairs and paid my bill and 
turned in my key. The clerk didn't 
say a word, but I saw him stick a 
bright-red pasteboard strip like a book
mark in my letter-box. " What's that 
for ?" I asked idly. 

" That's to show it's available." 
" You've got one in the one right 

next to it too," I squinted. 
" Yeah, 919, across the hall from 

you, checked out about half-an-hour 
ago too." 

The only thing that kept me from 
getting flurried was that his check-out 
had come ahead of mine, and not after 
it ; otherwise I'd have suspected there 
was something phony about it. But this 
way, how could he have possibly known 
I intQnded leaving myself, when the 
first warning I'd given was this very 
minute? 

" Just the same," I said to myself, 
" he's been taking the Kay City Star 
like I have every day. I'm gonna take 
a good look in that bus, and if he's in it, 
I don't get on. I'm not taking any 
chances, not gonna lay myself open 
like I did running into Sherrill on the 
way down !'' 

I timed myself to get to the depot 
just five minutes ahead of starting
time. The bus was standing there wait
ing to go. I walked all down one side 
of it, gandering in every window, and 
then doubled back on the other side, 
doing the same thing, before I got on. 
There wasn't a sign of him, or of any
one that looked like him. 

I found my seat and sat down on the 
edge of it, ready to spring and hop off 
again if  he showed at the last moment. 
He didn't. 

I LOOKED them all over after a
while, and there wasn't anything 
about any of them to call for a 

second look Nor did I myself get even 
a first one from anybody. It was fully 
dark by the time we hit Ferndale, of 
unpleasant memory, and about nine
thirty when we got into Kay City at the 
downtown terminus. I slipped on the 
lenseless pair of rims just before the 
doors opened, and didn't waste any 
time lingering about the brightly
lighted depot. Outside in the street
dusk I'd pass muster, I knew, as long 
as I didn't stop to stare into any glar
ing show-cases. 

State Street was a quiet residential 
thoroughfare lined with prosperous

' 

residences ; it was nearer in to the heart 
of the city than where we had lived, 
though. I reconnoitered number 10 
from the opposite side of the street, go
ing past it first and then doubling back. 
It was just a substantial brick house, 
two-storied, without anything about it 
to make me leery. Only one window, 
on the ground floor, showed a light. I 
thought, " What the hell is she doing in 
a place like that ? Don't tell me she 
bought the whole house for herself !" 
I decided she must have just rented a 
furnished room with _ the family that 
owned it. 

I crossed over further down, and 
then once more started back toward it. 
There wasn't a soul on the street, at 
the moment. Instead of going right uP 
to the door, I edged around to the win
dow where the light was and took a 
look in, under the partly-lowered shade. 

Thelma was in the room there, and 
she seemed to be alone. She was right 
in a line with the window, sitting by 
herself in a big chair, holding a cigaret 
and staring intently over into a corner 
which I couldn't see from where I was. 
I could tell she was under a strain, the 
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hand holding the cigaret shook visibly 
each time she lifted it up. I waited 
awhile, then I tapped lightly on the 
pane. 

She looked square over at me, didn't 
show a bit of surprise. She jerked her 
head in the direction of the front door, 
but didn't get up or anything. I went 
around to it and tried it cautiously. 
She'd left it on the latch, for me to 
walk in without ringing. I closed it 
softly behind me, tapped the .32 in my 
pocket, and moved a few paces down 
the hall, listening. The house was 
dead ; the people were out, whoever 
they were. 

I put my hand on the side-door that 
led to the room where she was and 
pushed it open. She was still sitting 
there, shakily holding that cigaret. 
" Hello, Cookie," she said in a funny 
voice. 

" Hello, yourself," I growled, and I 
looked all around the room. It was 
empty, of course. There was another, 
leading out somewhere toward the 
back, standing wide open, but I couldn't 
see a thing through it. 

" Did you get my note?" she said. 
Then she said : " You've come back to 
kill me, of course. I've had a feeling 
it would end up that way all along. Is 
that it, in your pocket there ?" And 
her eyes rolled around spasmodically, 
not at aU matching the quiet dryness 
of her voice. 

I SAID, " 'What's the matter with 
yo'u, you paralyzed or something? 
Whaddya keep sitting there like 

that for ? Gimme the dough, all of it I 
Where ya got it ?" 

She said, " What was our arrange� 
ment, again?" 

" Twenty-five, seventy-five, wij:h you 
on the short end. But that's out, now ; 
I'm taking the whole works--and 

here's the pacifier-" I took the gun 
out slowly. 

The cigaret fell, but she still didn't 
move-as though she were glued there 
or something. 

" Up !" a voice said in my ear, and 
I could feel snub�nosed steel boring in� 
to my spine through my clothes. Then 
half of Kay City seemed to come into 
the room all at one time, through the 
door behind me and also through that 
other one opposite. One guy even stood 
up from behind the big easy chair she'd 
been in all along, a gun on me across 
her shoulder: 

I let the .32 drop and showed my 
palms. I knew the Kay City chief of 
police by a picture of him I'd once 
seen. " Well," he purred, " nice of you 
to drop in at my house like this ! 
Wrists out, please !" 

I said to her, " You .dirty, double
crossing-" 

" I didn't cross you, Cookie," she 
said wearily. " They tumbled right the 
very next day-" 

" Shut up !" I raged at her. 
" That's all right, Cook," the chief 

of police said soothingly. " The guy 
was never cremated at all, we saw to 
that. We inserted that phony an� 
nouncement in the paper the second 
time ourselves. She's been in custody 
ever since, it's just that we were wait
ing for the insurance-check to come 
through, to use in evidence. You 
thought you were good, didn't you ? 
Want me to tell you what you had for 
breakfast Tuesday? Or what tune you 
whistled when ·you were getting ready 
for bed a week ago Sunday night? No 
trouble at all !" 

They had to hold me up between 
them. " I didn't kill him," I gasped, 
" it was self-defense-" 

The fat realtor from the Marquette 
came around in front of me. " May· 
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be it was self�defense when you pushed 
Sherrill out of the window in J effer
son ?" 

" So you were one after all !" I 
groaned. " I was taking a shower, I 
didn't have anything to do with-" 

" Sherrill didn't die," he said. " A  
couple of clotheslines at the bottom of 
that shaft were kinder to. him than you 
were. He's been in a hospital down 
there with his back in a plaster-cast for 
the past three weeks. Crippled for life, 
maybe, thanks to you-but able to talk. 
He told us all about it, that's how it 
blew up at this end." 

Something seemed to blow up in me 
too, like it had that night. I was Ben 
Cook again, who'd never done anything 
wrong in his life. lt was as if the streak 
of badness had worked itself out, 
somehow. 

I shuddered and covered my face 
with my manacled hands. '' I'm-I'm 
sorry. Well, you've got me, and maybe 
it's all for the best-I'm ready to take 
what's coming to me-" 

" Don't worry, you're going to," said 
the chief of police. " Take him over to 
headquarters and book him. Take her 
back to the cooler." 

As we were leaving, one of the de
tectives said : " All for ten grand ! If 
you'da just hung on a little while 
longer, you'da gotten it without lifting 

your finger-like that !" He took out a 
cablegram from his pocket and showed 
it to me. 

It was addressed to me, at the old 
address. It had come in only a couple 
days before. It was from London, 
from some attorney I'd never heard of. 
It informed me my first wife, Florence, 
had died two months before and left 
me a legacy of  two thousand pounds. 
Ten thousand dollars I 

I didn't show any emotion at all. 
Just turned to them and asked them if 
they'd do me a favor. 

" Give you a swift kick, I suppose," 
one of them sneered. 

" It's mine to do with as I want, 
isn't it, this dough ? Tum it over to 
Sherrill, will you, for me ? Maybe it'll 
help to get him fixed up so he can walk 
again. I'll sign whatever papers are 
necessary." 

They all looked at me in surprise, as 
though this was out of character, com
ing from me. It really wasn't, though. 
None of us are one hundred percent 
bad and none of  us are one hundred 
percent good, we're all just kind of 
mixed, I guess. Maybe that's why the 
Judge, the Higher One, feels sorry for 
us. A whole row of black marks and 
then a single white mark at the very 
end. Which cancels which ? I'll find 
out for sure pretty soon now. 
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so conspicuous. But Pitt himself had 
a decided preference for the smaller 
places, and usually, in their apparent
ly aimless wandering about the coun
try, insisted upon stopping in them. 

The name of this town, they found 
upon reaching it, was Me.lforde. Dan, 
at the wheel, seemed intent upon get
ting through it as speedily as possible. 

" You might get arrested," Pitt 
warned him, " for speeding." 

With a grunt, Dan slowed up. 
" A  courthouse town !" Pitt mur

mured pleasantly, with his eyes on a 
large, old-fashioned public building 
ahead. 

Dan grunted again. Courthouse 
towns were his especial aversion, since 
they meant the presence of a sheriff 
and deputies, as well as city police. 

" Dan," Pitt said suddenly, " we'll 
<;top here !" 

" But, jeez, boss," argued Dan, " it 
ain't even noon yet !" 

" It's a good time to stop," said Pitt, 
· ' where we're going to stop." 

Dan squirmed Ut'ij:Omfortably. 
" Yeah ? Where we gonna stop?" 

" Just across the street," said Pitt, 
' ' from the courthouse 1" 

Dan groaned. But he slid the lim
ousine into place against the curb op
posite the courthouse. Dan seemed to 
want to sink out of sight, but Pitt was 
peering with interest at the courhouse. 
Little groups of people were standing 
in conversation on the steps. 

" It isn't time for lunch, Dan," com
mented Pitt. " I think I'U see what 
there is to see." 

'' Ain't nothing to see," Dan con
tended, " in a dump like-" 

" There's never anything to see," 
Pitt chided him, " for those Tacking the 
seventh sense of discernment. Really, 
Dan, there's d r a m a everywhere. 
Wherever you go, the apparently placid 

citizen is absorbed in some troublesome 
complication. No doubt we shall find 
one in particular here-" 

" But how about dough?" objected 
Dan. " You've given away over two 
thousand bucks in the last th�ee days. 
You need dough, and you can't make 
none here." 

" Money," Pitt retorted lightly, " is 
incidental." He pushed open the door. 
" I'll be back shortly, Dan." 

" But where you going?" pleaded 
Dan. 

" Into the courthouse," Pitt an
nounced. 

Dan watched him as he strode across 
the street and up the courthouse steps. 
People on the sidewalk, and at the en
trance, turned and looked at Paul C. 
Pitt, as they did everywhere. His tall, 
well-dad form, and his strong, aqui
line-featured face, impressed both men 
and women-especially women-with 
a sense of gracious importance ; domi
nating but not domineering. It seemed 
to Dan, from his place behind the 
wheel, that everyone in sight was 
watching Pitt as he disappeared into 
the courthouse. 

He was gone some forty minutes. 
Returning, he took his place in the 
limousine again. 

" Is it okay to get started ?" Dan 
said anxiously. 

" By no means," said Pitt. " We'll 
be here some time." 

" So you found something, huh ?" 
muttered Dan, disconsolately. 

" Of course. A very interesting case 
just starting in the courthouse, Dan. 
A murder case." 

" But ain't that out of your line ?" 
" I have an idea," said Pitt, " that 

the murder case is merely incidental to 
us. There's a young man on trial for 
murder-a chap named Paul Ham
mer." 
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" Ain't he guilty?" queried Dan. 
" On the contrary," Pitt mused, 

11 my judgment would be that he's very 
guilty indeed. He's got a mean face, 
Dan. I don't like him. He's charged 
with murdering a girl." 

" A  guy ain't got no right," con
ceded Dan, " to bump off no dame." 

" Precisely. But there seerru to be a 
determined effort to get the young man 
off. And in that effort, another man 
is being made the victim of a counter
plot. I've made a few discreet inquir
ies among the hangers-on, and even 
talked to the bailiff. I am inclined to 
think, from what I hear, that the sher
iff is a tool of the young man's father. 
!-" 

" Yeah.'' growled Dan. " But who's 
this victim you mention ?" 

Pitt smiled very faintly. " The 
judge," he said. 

D AN looked startled. " J eez, 
boss,'' he protested, " you ain't 
gonna fool with no judge I A 

judge is dynamite-" 
" Some judges," Pitt disagreed, 

" are aU right. I like this one. His 
name is Geary-Judge Walton Geary. 
He lives on a small estate south of 
town. He has no family except a niece, 
whose name is Lily. So much l've dis
covered by asking questions-" 

" And passing out dough," added 
Dan. 

Pitt smiled again. " Oh, a few dol
lars here and there," he admitted. 
" But, then, so many people need 
money these days." He stirred. " The 
judge, I understand, always eats his 
lunch at a place just around the cor
ner. Usually his niece is there with 
hitJt." 

" But the next town," Dan pointed 
out, " ain't far. We-" 

" I  wouldn't want to miss the judge," 

Pitt demurred. " Recess wil! be de
clared in a few minutes, and I must 
get to the cafe ahead of the judge." He 
stepped out. " Better stand by for a 
while, Dan." 

In a moment he was vanishing 
around the corner. But he was back 
in less than an hour. Dan sat up, his 
fingers anxiously fwnbling the wheel. 

" I  been watching, boss," Dan said 
gloomily. " This town looks !ike poison 
to me. Why not drive on through-?" 

" The place is too pleasantly excit
ing," Pitt said serenely, " to leave so 
soon. Just drive around to the back 
of the courthouse." 

Dan, muttering to himself, swung 
the car around the block, brought up 
at the rear of the building. He looked 
up. 

" J eez," he complained, " that there 
sign says Sheriff's Office!'' 

" So it doe&," agreed Pitt. " We'll 
just wait here." 

" But-" 
" I found out much in the cafe," 

Pitt expJain.ed. " With a little help 
from the waiter, I had a place adjacent 
to the booth occupied by the judge 
and his niece. The judge is an excel
lent old gentleman, Dan. He's a rare 
jurist of the old school with a great 
sense of honor. He's also quite poor, 
since he and his niece are always giv
ing to the needy. He's honest, incor
ruptible, devoted to the letter and spirit 
of the law-" 

" The worst kind," lamented Dan. 
" The only kind," corrected Pitt, 

" entitled to the aid of such as you and 
me, Dan. His niece is a pretty little 
thing, and very loyal to him. Of 
course, she's the one person on earth 
to whom he would talk freely about 
his personal problems, so I was privi
leged to overhear a very interesting 
story." 
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" Yeah," mumbled Dan. " But I wish 
we could go on-" 

" The young man on trial.'' Pitt 
continued, " is the son of a very weal· 
thy local man, and he murdered a girl 
mere.ly because she preferred a poor 
boy. Paul Hammer, as I see it, de
serves the limit. But his father, who 
seems to control almost everything in 
town except good old Judge Geary, is 
determined to get him off." 

" So what ?" said Dan, with a touch 
of bitterness. 

" From the judge's talk with his 
niece," explained Pitt, " I take it that 
before the trial started, Paul Ham
mer's father tried to get the judge 
fixed for ten thousand dollars. The 
offer is still good. The sheriff, appar
ently, is handling the money. But the 
judge won't fall for it." 

" He's r.uts," commented Dan. 
" The pleasant insanity of an hon

est man, Dan.'' Pitt reproved him. 
· ·  But it didn't stop there. It appears 
that the elder Hammer bought a mort: 
gage which someone else held on the 
judge's estate. This place is prac
tically the judge's sole possession of 
any value. He figured on paying for 
it out of his salary in the next few 
years, before retiring, and leaving it to 
his niece-" 

" Okay," growled Dan. " I  can get 
it-1 ain't so dumb. If the judge 
don't come through the way Hammer 
wants, he loses his place, huh ?" 

" Quite right. Tomorrow morning, 
Paul Hammer's attorney will move for 
a dismissal on the grounds of insuf
ficient evidence. If the judge sustains 
the motion, he keeps his estate. I f  he 
denies it, he loses everything." 

Dan frowned. ' '  Sure. But how could 
this Hammer guy make these offers to 
the judge without being hooked ?" 

" For attempted bribery ? Very sim-

pie, Dan. Hammer owns the sheriff. 
The offers were made to the judge in 
an indirect fashion in the presence of 
the sheriff. If the judge tried to make 
it public, both Hammer and the sher
iff would call the judge a liar-two 
against one." Pitt glanced down the 
street. " By the way, here they come 
now." 

Dan jerked his head around. Two 
men were walking s.lowly along the 
sidewalk. One was large, with hungry, 
shifting, little eyes in a long narrow 
face. The other was much shorter, 
with strangely similar eyes in a plump, 
well-fed face. The two stopped a few 
yards from the limousine, talked in 
low tones for a little while. 

Then the big man plodded down a 
walk toward the door marked : SHER
IFF's OFFIC£. The shorter man cut 
across the street to a two-story office 
building opposite and disappeared 
through the entrance. 

" I f  that's the sheriff," remarked 
Dan, " he don't look good to me. I 
still think we oughter .. get the hell 
away-" 

" The big fellow," said Pitt, " is 
S

_
heriff C!�mshaw. Keep your eye on 

tum, Dan. 
" But what the-" 

II 

P ITT was again stepping from the 
limousine. He crossed the street 
and entered the door through 

which the short, well-fed man had 
gone. Inside, a stairway (ed up to the 
second floor. Close to the landing 
above was an office door on which was 
inscribed : 

AUGUST L. HAMMER 
Real Estate-Insurance-Loans 

Pitt pushed open the door. The 
well-fed man was seated at a desk, 



34 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

scowling. In a corner, a girl with a 
worried face was pounding at a type
writer. The well-fed man looked up 
as Pitt entered, his under-sized eyes 
taking in every inch of Pitt's immacu
lately clad form. 

" Mr. Hammer ?" Pitt inquired 
courteously. 

Mr. Hammer cleared his throat. It 
was obvious to Melforde's one million
aire, apparently, that his visitor was a 
person of importance. 

" Yes," he said. " I'm h'Ir. Ham
mer." 

Pitt smiled and presented a card 
upon which the name, Paul C. Pitt, 
was richly engraved. 

" Well, we.ll, Mr. Pitt," Hammer 
said unctuously, " Please be seated." 

Pitt sat in a chair opposite him. " I'll 
come to the point quickly, Mr. Ham
mer." He was gazing placidly out of 
the window, as if quite oblivious of 
the close scrutiny to which Hammer 
was subjecting him . . .. Perhaps you\·e 
heard of me before ?" 

Hammer looked a little uncertain. 
" Well-er-1-your- name does seem 
familiar, Mr. Pitt, although, for the 
moment, I can't quite place it." 

" Quite all right," Pitt said tolerant
ly. " No doubt you've seen it in the 
papers." He smiled again. " I'm what 
the papers refer to as a capitalist. From 
Boston, Mr. Hammer." 

" From Boston, eh ?" echoed Ham
mer. 

" That's right. A capitalist from 
Boston," repeated Pitt, who could, 
with equal facility, have been a lion 
tamer from India. " But no stranger 
to politics, either, Mr. Hammer." 

" Is that so?" queried Hammer, 
with interest. 

" But that's of no importance," Pitt 
said, with a careless wave of his hand. 
I'm really quite interested in your 

beautiful countryside, Mr. Hammer. 
And I've been considering the purchase 
of a small place in the vicinity of 1\lel
forde to which I could retire to a life 
of quiet contemplation." 

Mr. Hammer's eyes brightened. 
" Ah !" he said. " You're interested in 
real estate then ?" 

Pitt nodded. " Indeed, I've already 
looked about, and I think I've found 
the place." Pitt turned his gaze on 
Hammer for the first time. " It's the 
place belonging to Judge Geary." 

Hammer squinted violently. " The 
Geary place?" 

" Yes. And according to the records, 
you have a mortgage on the place
a mortgage which comes due tomor
row. It occurred to me that it might 
be better to deal with you rather than 
with the judge." 

Hammer seemed to be calculating. 
" Perhaps so," he agreed. " Perhaps 
so. But in what way-" 

" Well, of course, if  I bought direct 
from the judge, he would simply pay 
off the mortgage and keep the balance. 
But perhaps it would be better if  1 
bought the mortgage from you !" 

Hammer's eyes were closed and his 
lips pushed out. Then his eyes snapped 
open briskly. " I'm glad you came to 
me, Mr. Pitt. Now---er-did you have 
a proposition in mind ?" 

" There's the question of price, Mr. 
Hammer," countered Pitt. 

" The mortgage," explained Ham
mer, " is for seven thousand dollars. 
But," he added quickly, " the estate is 
worth ali of twenty thousand. And 
since it's quite unlikely that Judge 
Geary will be able to take up the mort
gage, the holder of the mortgage will 
be able to refuse an extension, then 
foreclose, and-and-" 

" Acquire a twenty-thousand-dollar 
estate," Pitt filled in. 
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" Right," said Hammer, with a 
chilly smile. 

" So that you couldn't consider sell
ing the mortgage for less than twenty 
thousand?" Pitt went on. 

" Right," Hammer said again, still 
smiling. 

" I'm in the mood to accept your fig
ure," Pitt said promptly, " since no 
d�ubt the judge would want more than 
that." 

" Indeed he would," said Hammer. 
Pitt was . slipping a large wallet 

from an inside pocket. " I'd like a lit
tle more time-just a few hours," he 
said softly, " before completing final 
arrangements. But i f  you'll give me 
an option-" 

" How much?'' snapped Hammer. 
" And for how long?" 

" A  thousand dollars," said Pitt. He 
was already counting the currency be
fore Hammer's hungry eyes. " And 
only until noon tomorrow. By that 
time, I feel sure, final arrangements 
can be made." 

HAMMER'S hesitatioh vanished 
at the sight of a thousand dol
lars in cash. Obviously, the rich 

man of the town was not averse to 
adding to his bank account. He 
reached in a drawer, pulled out a blank, 
filled it in. In a moment he pushed it 
over for Pitt 

"
to read. Pitt nodded his 

satisfaction. Hammer called sharply 
to the stenographer to put the money 
in the safe. 

Pitt lowered his voice. " Of course, 
Mr. Hammer, it would be better to 
keep our little deal confidential." 

Hammer grinned cunningly. '' You 
can depend on me." 

" You see," said Pitt, " Judge Geary 
is not exactly a stranger to me." 

Hammer looked his surprise. " You 
know him ?" 

" S.lightly.'' Pitt said calmly. " The 
judge is acquainted with my political 
activities. I understand that he's anx
ious to consult me regarding some 
problem of his own that is troubling 
him just now." Pitt raised an eye
brow. " You can rest assured that my 
advice to him will be eminently prac
tical." 

Hammer seemed to be thinking 
hard. " No doubt, Mr. Pitt, and I-" 

Pitt was on his feet again. " I'll see 
you again, Mr. Hammer, tomorrow 
morning." 

" Of course," Hammer said eagerly. 
" Tomorrow morning. Glad you came 
in, Mr. Pitt. Glad you-" 

But Pitt was already stalking 
through the door. He emerged on the 
street, strode quickly back to the lim
ousine. 

" Well, Dan," he said, " I've just in
vested in Judge Geary's estate." 

Dan glared in bewilderment. " You 
-you done what?" 

" I bought an option on the mort
gage," Pitt explained patiently. " It is 
good until tomorrow noon. The total 
price is twenty thousand dollars." 

•• You-you're buying it for twenty 
thousand bucks?" gasped Dan. 

" That's right. I-" 
" How much dough have you put 

up ?" Dan demanded. 
" One thousand dollars, Dan." 
" But, jeez, boss, you didn't have 

much more than that I" 
" Only a couple of  hundred left in 

the treasury," Pitt admitted serenely. 
" Of course, if we really wanted to ac
quire the mortgage, we'd have to raise 
another nineteen thousand by noon to
morrow." 

" And what happens i f  you don't 
· raise it?" 

" VVe merely lose the thousand we 
put up !" 
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" BLlt, boss," pleaded Dan, " you 
know you ain't got no chance of rais
ing nineteen thousand bucks l Why 
not just drive on and-" 

" There's a hotel about two blocks 
away, Dan. We'll go there now. We'll 
probably be leaving this town tomor
row at noon-if the sheriff doesn't in
terfere. 

Ill 

P ITT took the best suite at the 
hotel, and at once sent a telegram 
addressed to William Ravvelock, 

Washington, D. C. Dan listened un
easily as Pitt dictated the message, 
which read simply : 

USE FORM SEVENTEEN JUDGE 
WALTON GEARY HERE 
" That guy Ravvelock," complained 

Dan, " will slip up some day. Maybe 
he'll use the wrong words--" 

" Ravvelock," Pitt said reproving.ly, 
" is a good and efficient friend." 

He made himself comfortable with 
a ix>ok, and did .not stir until late after· 
noon. 

" Dan," he said then, " now that 
we've got an interest in Judge Ge3.ry's 
estate we really ought to look it over." 

" But how the-
" We'll just run out there," said 

Pitt. " The judge should be home by 
now.'' 

In twenty minutes Dan was steering 
the limousine through a large gate. A 
good-sized, old-fashioned house was 
set in the center of a tree-strewn space 
covering about an acre of ground. The 
limousine stopped near the front door. 

" Pleasant spot,.. murmured - Pitt. 
" Nothing ostentatious. Nothing offen
sively rich. Nothing-" 

" I've saw big houses before now,"
Dan grumbled. " Had to stay in some 
of  'em. Don't like 'em." 

" This isn't your kind of a ·big 
house, Dan," Pitt said. " I'll go in and 
see the judge now." 

" But yon-you ain't gonna-" 
" He's an honest judge, Dan. I'm 

sure I'll like him." 
Pitt got out and sauntered to the 

front door, tapped the knocker. Pres
ently the door opened. A pretty girl 
of about twenty, demure brown ey�s. 
and a courageous tilt to her chin, 
smiled up at him. 

Pitt bo\ved a little. " Is Judge Geary 
home yet ?" 

The girl nodded. Her voice was soft : 
" Yes, sir. Won't you please come in ?" 

Pitt followed her through the hall 
and into a library. A man arose from 
a chair with simple dignity ; a smaH 
man who strongly resembled the girl. 
Pitt guessed his age at sixty. He was 
obviously kindly, and courageous. 
There was no guile in his face and his 
voice was gentle. 

On the desk beside him was a tele
gram. 

" Ah, my dear Judge !" murmured 
Pitt. 

. 

Judge Geary smiled. "You are Mr. 
Pitt ?" 

The judge gestured at the telegram. 
" That came not long ago. From some
one named Ravvelock in Washington, 
D. C.--one of the government bureaus, 
no doubt." 

" Ravvelock? Oh, yes. He's very 
close to me." 

" So I assumed." The judge gazed 
at Pitt questioningly. " He says that 
you're interested in clean politics, and 
that you've done much good work in 
cleaning out crooked politicians.'' 

Pitt eyed the judge benignly. " That 
has been my greatest pleasure-that, 
and buying things." 

" Buying things?" repeated the 
judge. " What sort of things?" 
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Pitt chuckled. " You'd be surprised. 
I buy things that others wouldn't think 
of buying. Why, only last week I 
bought an old rug that I saw in a lady's 
house. You could have bought it new 
for five dollars-and I paid her fifty 
for it. And just a few days before that 
I paid a hundred for a worn automo
bile tire-" 

" Good heavens !" murmured the 
judge. " What's your purpose in mak
ing these purchases?" 

Pitt shrugged. " Perhaps," he said, 
" it's because I enjoy finding some 
strange use for things that others re
gard as useless." He turped and stared 
out of the window. " What a beauti
ful place you have here !" 

" I think so," agreed Judge Geary. 
The enthusiasm in his voice seemed to 
fade quickly, as i f  he were thinking 
that he was not going to be permitted 
to enjoy it much longer. " Would you 
like to stroll about while we talk?" 

" Splendid !" said Pitt. 
Outside, the judge was absorbed in 

showing off his favorite flowers. For 
over an hour they strolled around, be
tween garden plots, their conversation 
teetering between politics and plants. 

When they returned to the house, 
Pitt found that the judge's niece had 
invited Dan in, and the big chauffeur 
was munching sandwiches and trying 
to answer the girl's questions about his 
travels with embarrassed pleasure. 

" Well," remarked Pitt, " I'll have to 
be going now. I'm very happy to have 
met you, Judge-" 

" It's been a real pleasure, sir," said 
the judge, warmly. " But is there any
thing I can do-any way I can 
help-?" 

" Just one small thing," Pitt said 
thoughtfully. 

" Name it !" said the judge. 
" I'm working around quietly," Pitt 

explained. " I may have need of the 
help of honest citizens in this town. 
But I'll be a stranger to them. So if 
I had a note from you-just a line or 
two--" 

" My typewriter," said the judge, 
" is over in this corner. Lily will use 
it." 

" Of course," said the girl. 

SHE sat down at a smalJ desk Pitt 
himself picked up a piece of typing 
paper and inserted it in the ma

chine. 
" Just a few words will do," said 

Pitt. " Just say : The bearer, Mr. Paul 
C. Pitt, is my {rie11d." 

The girl typed off the sentence, re
leased the paper. The judge promptly 
signed it. Pitt was staring at the type
writer as he absently slipped the paper 
into his pocket. 

" That's a very old typewriter, 
Judge," he commented. 

The judge smiled. " Not much good 
any more," he admitted. " But it takes 
money to buy a new one. And Lily 
can still use it-" 

" I'd like to buy it !"  Pitt put in 
quickly. 

Judge Geary gaped at him. " Buy 
that ? But it isn't worth- !" 

" A hundred for it!" offered Pitt. 
" I couldn't think of it,'' objected 

the judge. " It isn't worth ten ! I 
wouldn't take-" 

" But if you can't use the money 
yourself," Pitt pointed out, " I'm quite 
sure there are poor people in town who 
would appreciate a little help from 
you." 

The judge and his niece exchanged 
quick glances. 

" Well, if-er-putting it that way," 
stammered the judge, " perhaps-" 

" Of course !" Pitt beamed. He put 
two fifty-dollar bills on the desk. 
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" Dan," he said, " please carry the type- the limousine, placed it c�rcfully on the 
writer out to the car." floor of the tonneau. Dan watched him, 

There was a look of consternation amazed. 
on Dan's face, but he picked up the 
typewriter and made for the door. Pitt 
followed slowly, with the judge and 
the girl. They halted on the porch out
side. 

" It is so beautiful here," Pitt said, 
" that I hate to leave it. 1-" He 
stopped abruptly, his gaze fastened ou 
a pot of geraniums. " Beautiful /" he 
said. 

" You like them?" said the girl, de
lightedly. 

Pitt was still looking at them. The 
pot of geraniums was placed in a 
larger, vase-like pot of simple design. 

" I like that pot, too," he said. " The 
ornamented one." He turned quickly 
to the girl. '' I'll give you a hundred 
for it-for the whole thing I" 

The girl gasped. " But it isn't worth 
anything like it ! The ornamented pot 
in which the other is placed may be 
worth five dollars, but the geraniums 
have no great value. And the pot in 
which the geraniums are planted is just 
a plain garden pot-" 

" A hundred !" urged Pitt. " Think 
what you can do with the money!" 

He was pressing bills into her hand. 
" I-I don't know what to say," said 

the girl. �· 1- !" · 
Pitt was taking it for granted that 

the deal was closed. He picked the 
geranium pot out of the lar-ger, orna· 
mented one. " I'll take this with me-" 

" But the ornamented pot !'' put in 
the girl. " That's the only thing that 
has any value. Aren't you taking that, 
too ?" 

Pitt glanced back at it indifferently. 
" Just leave it where it is. Perhaps I'll 
get it later. And I'm grateful to both 
of you. Good day." 

He took the geranium with him to 

" What the hell, boss, are you gonna 
do with that-?" 

" Pretty, eh ?" chuckled Pitt. " Let's 
get back to the hotel." 

When they reached the hotel, Pitt 
had Dan cover the typewriter with a 
blanket before carrying it up to the 
suite. Pitt himself very carefully 
carried the geranium. Both the type· 
writer and the geranium were put on 
a table near the window. 

" I  don't get the idea," grumbled 
Dan. " What-?" 

" The typewriter idea is very simple, 
of course, Dan. Even the judge might 
have seen through it, but for his unsus· 
picious nature. No mystery about it at 
all. I've got to see the sheriff-and 
I've got to convince the sheriff that I 
came from the judge. You saw me 
put the paper in the typewriter for the 
judge's niece to type on, and of course 
I fixed it so that pleny of space was 
left at the top. I can type whatever I 
want ahead of the judge's signature 
very easily." 

" Sure. But-" 
" It's quite probable, too,'' Pitt went 

on, " that the judge's typing is known 
in the sheriff's office, which will help 
further to convince the sheriff." 

" Okay. But how about this flower 
thing?" 

PITT, however, was too busy at the 
t)'pewriter to listen. Presently he 
drew a sheet of paper from the 

carriage and perused it. Dan watched 
him with a worried frown. 

Pitt was adjusting his hat. " You 
see, Dan," he said, " you can depend 
upon these politicians to do things in 
a roundabout way. They figure it's 
much safer than direct contact." 
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" You-you ain't gonna see that 
sheriff, boss ?" 

" Of course. He's handling things 
for Mr. Hammer. But we won't need 
the car, Dan. I can walk. The build
ing is only a couple of blocks away." 

" Yeah," Dan said thickly, " and 
there's a jail in the same building. Any
how, it looks like you're stuck. You 
can't put up them nineteen G's tomor
row, so you lose the bucks you already 
put up. You paid out a couple of hun
dred cash this afternoon, and you ain't 
got nothing left. You-" 

" We have a typewriter and a 
geraniurri, Dan," retorted Pitt. 

" Yeah," shouted Dan, " and you'll 
give them away-" 

" That reminds me," Pitt said 
thoughtfully. " I should give the 
sheriff a present-something special." 

" But, my gosh, boss, you're busted 
already- !" 

The door closed softly behind Pitt. 
He left the hotel and strolled around 
to the courthouse. He was back in an 
hour. 

" I had a very pleasant chat with the 
sheriff, Dan," he said. " He's easy to 
do business with-especially when you 
offer him a present." Pitt sank into a 
chair, sighed lightly. " We'll have a 
good dinner and retire early. I must 
get up," he added, " at five o'clock in 
the morning." 

Dan looked startled. " Say, you ain't 
handling no dough for that sheri�?" 

Pitt shook his head. " You should 
know better, Dan. Why, that would 
make me a party to crooked politics ! 
No, I'll take no money from him." 

" How about the judge?" said Dan. 
" He knows nothing, of course. 

Judge Geary is so thoroughly honest 
that he'd simply get lost in any sort of 
practical politics. Don't forget to water 
the geraniums before you go to bed." 

IV 

MR. AUGUST L. HAMMER 
was in his office at ten o'clock 
the next morning. With him 

was Sheriff Clumshaw. They seemed 
to be waiting for something. 

Mr. Hammer spoke cautiously, his 
little eyes placidly calculating : " You 
sure you did things exactly according 
to instructions ?" 

" Sure," said the sheriff, whose thin 
voice seemed strange. " There couldn't 
be no slip-up." 

They waited silently again. Present
ly the phone bell at Hammer's elbow 
rang sharply. Eagerly, Hammer 
r!!ached for the phone, barked into it. 

Then he listened. The expression on 
his face changed. He seemed amazed, 
then angry. The soggy cigar in his 
mouth sagged down over his chin. He 
dropped the receiver into place, swung 
about and glared at the sheriff. 

" What's the matter?" 
" Matter ! Matter ! Why, he didn't 

come through !" 
" You-you mean that Geary-?" 
" I mean he denied the motion to 

dismiss the case, that's what ! My son's 
trial must go on ! We've been gypped 
That smooth fellow Pitt rnust've been 
in cahoots with the judge." 

" I can't believe it," moaned the 
sheriff. 

Hammer clenched his cigar savagely. 
" Well, I've still got the mortgage on 
the place, anyhow. Time's up today ! 
That crook Pitt won't have any nine
teen thousand to take up his option.'' 

The sheriff was on his feet. " Just 
let me get my hands on him !" he 
threatened. " I'll fix-!" 

There was a gentle tapping on the 
door. Hammer and the sheriff looked 
at each other. 

" Come in !" called Hammer. 
The door opened slowly. Paul C. 
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Pitt stood in the doorway, smiling 
urbanely, He had an unwieldy package 
under his arm, wrapped in brown pa
per. He stepped in, closed the door, 
placed the package on the desk. 

" Good morning, gentlemen," he 
greeted them. " 1-" 

" You-you crook !" shrieked Ham
mer. " You-" 

" I ?" said Pitt, as if shocked. " I, 
a crook ! Not at all ! I'm an adjuster 
-a political adjuster ! I-" 

" Maybe you can a d j u s t  that 
option?'' sneered Hammer. 

Pitt shook his head sadly. " I'm 
afraid I lack the money for that," he 
admitted. He slipped a piece of paper 
from his pocket. " Here's the option 
you gave me--I hereby destroy it !" 

He tore it into small pieces, dropped 
the pieces into a waste basket. 

" Of course," jibed Hammer. " You 
lose the thousand ! And the mortgage 
time is up today. Anyhow, that stub
born old fool of a Geary will lose-" 

•• That's what I wanted to see you 
about," Pitt cut in, and he seemed to 
brighten a little. He went to the door, 
opened it. " Come in," he called. 

Through the d?<Jr came the judge's 

niece. She was obviously puzzled. 
Pitt turned to Hammer. "I couldn't 

take up that option, but Miss Geary 
would like to pay off that mortgage !" 

The girl plucked at his sleeve. " But 
I haven't got any- !" 

" Just leave it to me, my dear." Pitt 
turned to Hammer ag-J.in. " Refusal 
to accept payment, of  course, would 
cause you to lose-" 

" Yes, yes," snapped Hammer. " But 
the money I Where-?" 

' 

Calmly, Pitt took a sheaf of bills 
from his pocket, counted them slowly 
on the desk. " Seven thousand, fiye 
hundred," he announced. " That takes 
care of both principal and interest. 
Kind I y give Miss Geary a receipt." 

The sheriff was gurgling, struggling 
for words. " 1-1-why, that there 
money,'' he whined, " is what I paid 
out, just like you said ! Ten thousand ! 
I put it where you--" 

" Shut up !" shouted Hammer. 
The sheriff was abruptly silent, ap

parently made aware that he was talk
ing too much in front of the judge's 
niece. Hammer had suddenly become 
furtively uneasy. He stared at the 
money on the desk, then reluctantly 

When trouble brings you bock to earth, 

Give Beech-Nut a chonce to ptove its worth-' 

The flavor softens Fortune's Frown, 

And soothes you when life has let you down I 
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drew a pad toward him, scratched out 
a receipt. Pitt flipped it up, read it 
carefully, handed it to the girl. 

Pitt spoke very courteously to the 
sheriff : ''  By the way, about that letter, 
signed by Judge Geary, which I handed 
you last evening-if you'll read it again 
you'll find that it doesn't cOtrunit the 
judge to anything at all. It merely 
authorizes me to make any deal I 
wanted to for him. That's what's hap
pened. No doubt he really had in mind 
taking up the mortgage all along I" 

The sheriff's face was very red. 
" You may have been influenced, 

also," Pitt went on blandly, " by my 
promise to make you a special present. 
Perhaps you didn't expect M r. Ham
mer to know about that, but I'm sure 
you won't mind now." H e  tore the 
paper off the package on the desk, re
vealing a potted geranium. " Here it 
is, my dear sheriff-and I hope you 
won't forget to water it!" 

-oc>TH the sheriff and Hammer were 
D silent, as if someone had jerked 

ropes around their necks, throt
tling them wordless. Pitt took the 
girl's arm and escorted her to the door. 

In a little while they-were down on �he 
sidewalk. Dan was waiting anxiously. 

The girl turned and gazed up at him, 
her hand on his arm. " l'm sure," she 
said huskily, " I  "don't know how to 
thank you. I really don't understand 
it at all. It seems to me that uncle and 
I have cost you a lot of  money-" 

" I still have the ornamented flower 
pot," Pitt told her. 

" The-the flower pot ?'' 
" Yes. The one I left on the porch 

yesterday. Since I'd bought and paid 
for it, I took the liberty of going out 
to your place early this morning and 
getting it." 

" But it really isn't worth over five 
dollars, M r. Pitt." 

Pitt smiled graciously. " Some
times," he said softly, " there's a lot 
of money in a flower pot." 

" But how could there be-?" 
" Perhaps," Pitt said, " the sheriff 

put it there !" He sighed and took her 
hand in his. " "Well, it's goodbye." 

The girl looked disappointed. " But 
do you have to go ?" 

" If  I don't," said Pitt, " both my 
man and I will be falling in love with 
you." 
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" Where'e the thlrd 
button from your 
ve.t7" aek1d Or. 

J O H N N Y  E V A N S  
watched the two riders 
gallop t o w a r d  the 

frozen lake where a dozen 
dudes in gay sport clothes 
were skating. 

Dad Boyle slid a doubt
ful glance at Johnny's red face, spat 
in the snow, and spoke. reflectively. 

" Annabelle \VOrks right hard at her 
hostess job. She tries to make every
one feel at home." 

It was the wrong remark. Johnny's 
face set hard. Loft-

By 

T. T. Flynn 

up a pretty face. It's gotten 
him into trouble before." 

Johnny turned a co.ld 
glance on the lawyer and said nothing. 

Dad spoke testily. " Ferget that he
beauty. He may be a top hand in the 
movies but he's only another dude up 
here." 

" Not much to a deputy sheriff like 
you, eh ?" Loftquist 

quist, the s h a r p 
t o n g u e d  lawyer 
from Los Angeles, 
wilo was standing 
with t h e m, said 
maliciously : " Lynn 
Brooks never passes 

There Are Tricks of the Open 
Range that a Badtn4n from 
Hollywood Can Hardly Be 
Expected to Know About 

suggested W i t h a 
thin smile. 

" I  creak a mite 
in my joints, but I 
can still back up my 
badge !" Dad Boyle 
snapped. 

42 
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Loftquist looked at Johnny's beltgun 
and chuckled. 

" Then you'd better keep an eye on 
Lynn Brooks. He might get a bullet 
in his back before he lea\·es." 

Dad Boyle stifled an angry retort. 
Loftquist, gaudy in a blanket coat and 
loud woolen socks turned down over 
his leather boots, had baited him on 
for a chance to dig at Johnny. Some 
dudes were like that. They seemed to 
think anyone who lived outside a city 
was a fool. 

Johnny said something under his 
breath and stalked away. Loftquist's 
amused smile followed him. 

" Johnny looks as if he wants to take 
a shot at me too," he observed. 

" Lay off Johnny," Dad said shortly, 
" He an' Annabelle had a spat before 
Brooks registered. Annabelle's gettin' 
even." 

" Risky business, I'd say. Johnny 
looked murder when they rode by." 

" I  didn't see it !"  Dad snapped, and 
stalked away also. The more he saw 
of dudes the less he liked them. Silly 
clothes. Foolish talk. Crazy ideas. 

Johnhy had headed for the barn 
and corrals around the hill from the 
resort buildings and bungalows beside 
Little Sister Lake. 

He was lugging out his saddle when 
Dad came up. 

" Ridin' out ?" Dad asked idly. 
" I  am," said Johnny through his 

teeth as he dropped the saddle and 
shook out his rope. 

Dad eyed him narrowly. " I  kinda 
feel like a ride myself." 

" You don't have to tag along with 
me," Johnny said shortly. " I'm not 
going after them. Go back and tell 
that fool Loftquist to keep his mouth 
shut or I'll  close it for him." 

" Shucks," said Dad placatingly. 
Johnny hauled viciously on �he top 

pole of the corral gate. " I may have 
something to say to that pretty boy 
from Hollywood - but not today. 
Sorry, Dad-! want to be alone." 

DAD BOYLE, whose duties 
around Little Sister Lake were 
more or less confined to the rid

ing stock in winter, watched through 
the harness room window the return 
o f  Annabelle and Lynn Brooks. They 
were laughing, talking, enjoying each 
other's company immensely. 

Grudgingly Dad admitted Brooks 
was handsome. Almost thirty, he 
looked younger. Exercise had kept him 
trim, wiry. His face under the slanted 
sport cap had just the proper degree of 
leanness. Dad had heard Brooks made 
eight thousand a week and received one 
of  the biggest fan mails in Hollywood. 
But Dad's seamed face was stem as he 
stalked out. 

"These bosses are blowed," he ob
served. " Annabelle, you know better'n 
to run critters like that.'' 

In riding breeches, gay sweater, 
scarf and pert little hat, Annabelle 
looked ravishing in the saddle. Her 
cheeks were rosy. She was smiling as 
she dismounted and begged : " Don't be 
cross, Dad. · It was such a nice after
noon. This was Mr. Brooks' first ride, 
you know." 

Brooks jerked the curb bit carelessly 
-and cruelly-as he dismounted and 
spoke to Annabelle. 

" I had no idea what I was missing 
all this time." His eyes said it was 
Annabelle he had been missing. 

Dad persisted : " These bosses were 
pushed too hard." He brushed foam 
off the shoulder of Brooks' roan, and 
scowled at the lather around the bit. 

" I paid for the use of the horse," 
Brooks said carelessly. " Coming, 
Annabelle?"· 
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" I'll have to make my peace with 
Dad," Annabelle laughed. 

" See you at the lodge then." Brooks 
departed, slapping his gloves against 
his leg. 

Annabelle drew off her soft gauntw 
lets and coaxed : " You're not really 
mad at me, are you, Dad ?" 

Dad grinned sheepishly. 
" You oughta teach that feller to 

handle a boss. Look how he sa wed on 
the bit. Johnny'd have a fit if  he saw 
that mouth now." 

The smile left Annabelle's face. 
" Johnny has fits about a good many 
things that aren't any of his business. 
I'm not interested in ·what he thinks 
anyway." Annabelle departed with her 
chin up. "M. A," said Dad gloomily as he 

invaded his kitchen that eve
ning, " if you was a purty 

young girl, would you get all flustered 
over one of these male beauties from 
Hollywood ?" 

Ma was white·haired, buxom and 
hearty. Her cheeks were flushed with 
heat as she turned from the cook stove. 

" Dave Boyle, you've been up to 
something," she accused. 

" Now, Ma." 
Ma sniffed. 
" I  haven't lived with you forty years 

for nothing. What have you been do
ing ?" 

Dad sniffed. " Somethin' smells 
m;ghty good." 

" Soft·soaping me won't change the 
subject, Dave. What pretty girl has 
you worried ?" 

" You're the only pretty girl who 
ever worried me," said Dad gallantly. 

Ma leveled her spoon ominously. 
" Dave . . . !" 

" Annabe\1e's been flauntin' this 
Lynn Brooks at Johnny today," Dad 

sighed. " It's got Johnny stirred up." 
" It'll do Johnny good to worry a 

little," Ma stated vigorously. "Anna· 
belle tells me he gets jealous every time 
she smiles at another man. Annabelle 
is paid to be hostess an' smile at the 
guests, men or women." 

" I  don't like the way Johnny's tal<in' 
this;" Dad muttered. " He almost lit 
into Loftquist for passin' a few mis
guided remarks. Whcre's my bottle ?" 

" I hid it again," said Ma. " Drink 
some buttennilk. It'll do you good." 

Dad remained troubled. Johnny had 
a bad temper. He worshiped Anna
belle. A horse wrangler and guide at 
eighty a month was not much beside 
eight thousand a week and fame. 
Johnny was the proud kind who would 
feel it deeply. 

That evening Annabelle and Johnny 
quarreled openly. \Vhen Dad heard 
about it he swore to himself. In. the 
days that followed the situation did 
not improve. Lynn Brooks as a guest 
was entitled to a certain amount of 
Annabelle's time. He took far more 
than his share. The other dudes began 
to take an amused interest in the situa
tion. 

Johnny went into a morose, danger
ous shell. 

Loftquist, the lawyer, continued to 
derive sardonic amusement. In fact he 
seemed to take an exceptional interest 
for a man who had come to Little Sis
ter Lake with a beady-eyed secretary 
who seemed to have nothing to do but 
silently prowl around and watch every
one. 

Twice Dad heard Loftquist make re
marks to Johnny. Once Dad saw the 
lawyer speaking to Lynn Brooks. The 
movie star swore angrily and walked 
away. Loftquist saw Dad and saun
tered over. He was smiling. 

" ]  ohnny and Brooks arc both on 
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edge," he commented with amusement. 
" One of them is going to get violent 
if  this keeps up." 

" Watch out you don't get some of 
it ," Dad warned. " You're buttin' in  
on something that ain't any of your 
business. This'll all blow over when 
Brooks leaves." 

Loftquist chuckled. " I  told Johnny 
yesterday that Brooks always leaves
when he's through. It  won't be long 
now." 

Dad stared at the man angrily. 
v " You fool !" he exclaimed. " It's a 
wonder Johnny didn't take you to 
pieces right there ! Johnny loves that 
girl. He won't stand for talk like that 
about her. Annabelle's all right, even 
if  she's bein' a little foolish now." 

Loftquist did not take offense. 
" Foolish is hardly the word," he 

said. " Brooks won't marry her. Draw 
your own conclusions." 

Dad closed his mouth on an angry 
reply and retreated from the amused 
smile. 

Little Sister Lake was easily accessi
ble from Los Angeles, Hollywood and 
other coastal cities. In summer the 
dudes came to escape the heat, in win
ter for the snow. They skated on the 
three takes within a mile. The Long 
Mountain ski slide drew champions. 

The main lodge had recreation 
rooms, dining room, a large dance 
floor and accommodations for those 
who desired hotel service. Scattered 
through the trees for a quarter of a 
mile back were separate bungalows for 
those who desired privacy. Telephone 
service connected the bungalows with 
the main lodge. Loftquist and his 
secretary, and Lynn Brooks were back 
in the cabins. 

Spring was near. The snow was 
melting. More guests were leaving 
. than arriving. Dad watched anxiously 

for signs that Brooks intended to de
part. 

But Brooks stayed on. Johnny 
was taking it harder every day, in  a 
silent, morose, deadly way. 

" I wish that Hollywood Apollo 
would pack an' git /" Dad complained 
to Ma. " Johnny ain't in a safe state 
these days." · 

Ma's flying fingers kept on with her 
tatting. 

" Annabelle could do worse than 
marry eight thousand a week." 

" Loftquist says he ain't got any idea 
o f  marryin' her." 

" What does he know about it ?" Ma 
wanted to know. " Stop worryin' 
about other people's business, Dave." 

" You women /" Dad snorted. " First 
you tell me Annabelle an' Johnny will 
make up. Now you talk about her 
marryin' Brooks." 

" It's almost dark an' starting to 
snow," Ma said firmly. " Listen to 
that wind. You've changed out of your 
heavy underwear an' I've mislaid your 
rubbers. If you go out again tonight 
you'll be down with your rheumatism. 
Sit down, Dave. I'll get your bottle." 

Dad hesitated and was lost. 
" Tomorrow," he decided firmly, 

" I'm gonna take Johnny off an' talk 
to him man to man. I don't like the 
way he's actin'." 

By the time Ma had buckwheat 
cakes, sausage and coffee on the 
red-checked kitchen table cloth 

next morning, the wan gray dawn re
vealed a broad sweep of fresh snow. 

" The dudes'll be frolickin' today," 
Dad observed, peering out the window. 

" Bundle up good an' warm and stay 
in the harness room all you can," Ma 
ordered. 

The telephone rang . 
" What'd I tell you ?" Dad grumbled, 
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answering it. " Some dude wants to 
ride out an' look at the snow. As if 
he couldn't see plenty out the window. 
Hello . " 

Ma, watching his face, said sudden
tv : " What is it, Dad ?" 

· Dad hung up and turned toward her 
with a troubled face. 

" Loftquist was killed last night. His 
secretary just telephoned the lodge." 

" Poor Annabelle t" Ma exclaimed 
pityingly. 

" Why ' poor Annabelle' ?" Dad de
manded as he caught up his sheep-lined 
coat. 

" I've a feeling she'll be the one to 
suffer-if Loftquist has been insinuat
ing the things he has," Ma replied 
ambiguously. 

II 

CHARLEY SWING, night man at 
the lodge desk, was wading hasti
ly through the snow when Dad 

floundered into the path leading back 
to Loftquist's isolated bungalow. City 
bred, twenty-six, Charley was pale and 
excited. 

" Loftquist's secretary has been un· 
conscious most of the nigh t ! "  Charley 
called excitedly. " \Vhen he came to, 
he found Loftquist on the floor shot in 
the head I This makes me jittery !" 

" Breathe deep an' count to fifty," 
Dad panted. " No use gettin' boogery. 
If Loftquist is dead, he's dead. Did 
you telephone the sheriff ?" 

" I forgot," Charley confessed. " But 
I woke up Doctor \Villis and told him 
to come to Loftquist's bungalow at 
once." 

" Glad to see you thought of some
thing," Dad said dryly. " \Veil, here 
we are." 

The spacious log bungalow stood in 
a small trcc·flanked circle. Dad noted 
the smooth blanket of snow on three 

sides. No one had left or entered all 
night. 

Carter, the secretary, opened the 
door. He was a slight, beady�yed, 
sly little man about forty. Dark cir
cles were under his eyes. He looked 
haggard, distraught. 

" Mr. Loftquist is back there in the 
hall," he said unsteadily as he closed 
the door. " I found him there when 
I recovered. He's shot through the 
head. I stumbled over him." 

Carter shuddered at the memory. 
Charley Swing peered at the hail 

door with morbid satisfaction. Dad 
surveyed the secretary. 

" What were you doing all night?" 
Carter's black suit was wrinkled, 

soiled. His hair was disor-dered. In 
front of his right ear a raw ugly bruise 
was crusted with dried blood. 

Carter gulped : " I was unconscious. 
Have you sent for the sheriff ? I need 
a doctor. My head is a wreck." 

" Doctor's comin' an' I'm a deputy," 
Dad said calmly. " What happened?" 

Carter rubbed the stubble on his 
chin and stared at the floor. He looked 
unhappy. 

'" He's got somethin' on his mind," 
Dad thought. " He looks like the 
guilty pup who stole the steak." 

But Dad's seamed face showed onlv 
sympathetic interest as Carter shrugged 
and said : 

" It was cold-blooded murder. 
don't know who did it." 

" Got any idea at all ?" Dad per· 
sistcd. 

Carter shook his head. 
" Charley," said Dad, " telephone 

the lodge an' tell 'em to notify the 
sheriff. Then ring the barn an' ask 
Johnny Evans to come over. Did you 
wake the boss ?" 

" Mr. Stevens said he was coming 
in a few minutes." 
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Dad nodded and turned again to 
Carter. 

" Who hit you on the head ?" 
" I  don't knOw," Carter confessed 

unhappily. " Mr. Loftquist came in 
about eleven o'clock and asked me to 
make him some black coffee. His eye 
was swollen where someone had hit 
him. He was upset, angry. I went 
into the kitchen to make the coffee. 
Someone knocked on the back door. I 
opened it and didn't see anyone. I 
looked out-and something hit me on 
the head." 

CARTER gingerly touched the spot 
in front of his ear, winced, and 
continued : " I didn't know any

thing more tmtil I came to on the 
kitchen floor a little while ago. I'd 
been lying there all night. I was weak, 
nauseated. I couldn't think why M r. 
Loftquist had let me stay there. I 
went into the hall to look for him
and almost fell over him. He was 
lying there on the floor." Carter shud
dered. " He was already cold. You 
can see for yourself." 

" I'll take your word for it," Dad 
said dryly. " Where was Loftquist 
when you last saw him?" 

" Standing before the fireplace over 
there." 

" Hmmm," said Dad thoughtfully. 
" I reckon it was snowing hard when 
you looked out the back door." 

" I  couldn't see three feet away." 
" Didn't you see anything of the fel

ler who hit you ?" 
" Not a sign. He must have been 

back against the house. 1 don't know 
whether I fell back into the kitchen or 
he dragged me in and closed the door." 

" He musta dragged you in," Dad 
guessed. " If you �vere leaning out 
when he hit you, you'd have fallen on 
outside. Funny he was so careful to. 

keep you from freezin' an' so careless 
about killin' Loftquist." 

" Are you trying to suggest I had 
something to do with it?" Carter ques
tioned irritably. 

" Nothing of the sort," Dad dis
claimed.. " Don't start buckin' until 
you're spurred." 

Just then steps came on the veranda. 
Carter opened the door. Doctor Tom 
Willis entered carrying a black pro
fessional bag. Doctor Tog� was a large 
man with broad shoulders, a cheerful 
manner and big haitds that could be 
surprisingly gentle with a patient. At 
any time of the year Doctor Torn was 
apt to come up into the mountains for 
a few days of open air and some yarn
swapping with old friends like Dad 
Boyle. 

But now as he put down the bag, 
Doctor Torn's smile was hleak. 

" Is Loftquist really dead ?,. he 
asked. 

" I reckon he is. This man says he's 
cold,'' said Dad. " He's back there in 
the hall. Charley, did you get Johnny?" 

" He said he'd be right over. Some
one else was in the harness room with 
him. I heard them say something as 
he hung up." 

" They'll come too,'' Dad guessed. 
•• Go outside an' don't let anyone get 
off the path. I don't want that snow 
mussed up." 

Doctor Tom had stepped back into 
the short hall behind the living room. 
Dad followed him. Loftquist, wearing 
a fawn smoking jacket, was sprawled 
on the floor at the back of the hall. 

Doctor Tom made a brief examina
tion and looked up with a frown. 

" He was shot through the head, 
Dad. The gun was close enough to 
leave powder marks on the skin. And 
he had a black eye coming. What hap· 
pened ?" 
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Dad told what he had learned. They 
moved into the kitchen while he talked. 
The neat blue-and-while room was 
orderly. A coffee pot sat on the stove. 
The gray-checked linoleum was marked 
where snow-covered feet had passed. 

Dad reached for the back doorknob. 
'' Wait!" Doctor Tom ordered. He 

laid his handkerchief over the knob 
and opened the door. " Fingerprints," 
he explained. 

" I clean fQ.rgot," Dad confessed rue
fully. " I  never did take much to these 
newfangled ideas. In the old days 
when a gent plugged a man we jest 
moved out an' looked for him." 

Doctor Tom chuckled as he looked 
out. " You wouldn't have much luck 
following a man out there, Dad." 

The rising sun glinted on smooth 
new snow. All footprints which had 
been made during the night were com
pletely covered over. The snow had 
drifted against the two rear steps and 
piled high outside the door. 

" Not much chance of tetlin' where 
he went," Dad admitted. 

" Let's see if  we can't reconstruct it," 
Doctor Tom mused. " He must have 
looked in the back window and seen 
Carter in the kitchen alone. So he got 
Carter out of the way before he en
tered the house. Loftquist must have 
heard a · suspidous noise and started 
back to investigate. The intruder met 
him at the hall door there and shot h1m. 
Perhaps they had a few words first." 

DOCTOR TOM ran a big hand 
through his rumpled hair and 
smiled wanly. 

" All we need to know now is who 
did it and why, Dad." 

" You ain't ask in' much, Doc. I won
der if he stole anything, or left his gun 
behind." 

They found that the house had not 

been ransacked. Carter had seen no 
gun. 

" I  found this on the kitchen floor," 
Carter volunteered, taking a silver but
ton from his pocket. ·• It  wasn't there 
when I went in to make the coffee." 

Dad turned the button in his gnarled 
fingers. It was a silver concho button, 
made by the Navajo Indians. A secret 
little fear that had been gnawing at 
Dad grew as he inspected the button. 

Doctor Tom took the button and 
examined it with interest. 

" How do you know this wasn't on 
the floor before the man entered ?" he 
asked Carter. 

" When I opened the door this morn
ing - it rolled in front of the door," 
Carter explained defensively. " It was 
dropped there after the door was last 
closed." 

" A good point," Doctor Tom 
mused. " All we have to do now is 
find where the button fits and we'll 
have the man who killed Loftquist. 
Dad, this button looks familiar, but I 
can't place it. Ever see one like it 
before ?" 

" There's a heap of conchas floatin' 
around," Dad said unw'illingly. jj It'd 
be hard to tell-" 

He broke off as hurried steps came 
on the front porch. Johnny Evans 
stepped in. Annabelle and Lynn Brooks 
followed him. 

" We were at the stable getting ready 
to ride when you called," Annabelle 
explained breathlessly. 

Johnny said : " So Loftquist was 
killed last night?" A shade of uneasy 
challenge was in his manner. 

Doctor Tom nodded. 
" It happened about eleven o'clock, 

Johnny. We've just found a clue that 
should tell us who did it. I think-" 

Doctor Tom broke off. He looked 
startled-then pained-then stern. 

2 D-8 
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Johnny had just opened his sheeP: 

skin-lined coat. Down the front of his 
brushed hair vest a row of silver con
cho buttons stood out plainly. 

Johnny frowned as Doctor Tom 
stared at him. 

" You found a clue ?" he suggested. 
" Johnny," Doctor Tom said coldly, 

" where's the third button from your 
vest ?'' 

Johnny looked down, smiled wryly. 
" I  lost it the other day. Been look

ing for it." Johnny's smile died. 
" Why ?" he demanded. 

Doctor Tom glanced uncertainly at 
Dad. The doctor was Johnny's friend. 
But Carter burst out excitedly : · 

" He's the man who hit Mr. Loft
quist in. the eye last night ! And that 
silver button matches the other buttons 
on his vest !" 

" Why didn't you say who hit Loft
quist ?" Dad demanded heatedly. 

" You didn't ask me. Mr. Loftquist 
didn't tell me anyway. But I heard 
him bathing his eye in the bathroom 
and swearing: ' That damned horse 
wrangler I' " 

Annabelle gasped : " Johnny!" And 
put the back of  her hand against her 
mouth. She had gone white. 

Johnny wheeled on her. His face 
was pale, set. " So you think I did 
it ?" he said bitterly. 

Annabelle's face was set too as she 
faced him. 

" I only know what a temper you 
have, Johnny. And how you've been 
acting lately. But. I never thought-" 
She broke off miserably and fumbled in 
her pocket for a handkerchief. 

Lynn Brooks, handsomer than ever 
in his natty riding costume, put a com· 
forting arm about her waist. He said 
nothing--but his possessive sympathy 
was enough. Annabelle let his arm 
·stay. 

3 D-8 

Johnny glared at them. His hand 
strayed up where the missing . concho 
belonged. A stricken .look came over 
his face. He turned to Dad and re
quested heavily : 1' Let's see that con
cho." 

The room was quiet while Johnny 
examined the concho. His eyes lifted. 
His mouth tighteneO. 

" Mine all right," he admitted. " I 
knocked him down last night too. This 
makes it look like I came here later atld 
killed him, doesn't it ?" 

Dad cleared his throat. There was 
an ache there he couldn't stop. 

" Why'd you hit him?" 
" That's my business," said Johnny 

stiffly. 
" Lemme see your gun," Dad re-

quested. · 

Silently Johnny held out his re· 
volver. He wore it partly to impress 
the dudes, partly to kill vermin when 
he was riding out. 

Dad broke the gun and looked 
through the barrel. 

" One empty cartridge an' your gun 
needs cleaning," he said slowly. 

" I  fired that shot yesterday at a 
rabbit," Johnny said woodenly. 

Carter's beady eyes were bright with 
satisfaction. " You'd better lock him 
up for the sheriff." 

" I'm runnin' this show," Dad re
plied testily. " Johnny won't run away. 
There's more ways of skinnin' a cat 
than findin' stray conchas ar�und on 
the floor." 

But Dad knew that was a feeble ex
cuse for Johnny. Even Doctor Tom 
was convinced Johnny was guilty. And 
Annabelle? 

Annabelle walked blindly out with· 
out another word. Lynn Brooks went 
also, his arm still about her waist. His 
parting remark as he dosed the door 
was cool and annoyed. 
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" I suppose the papers will work my 
name into this some way." 

Johnny's jaw muscles tightened but 
he did not look around. Dad spoke 
violently as the door closed. 

" The more I see of him the better 
I like a snake !" 

But Dad with anguish knew that 
didn't help Johnny. 

THE news spread quickly. Little 
Sister Lake was quickly in a fer· 
ment. Dad posted guards along 

the roads to prevent anyone's leaving. 
Coming back from the main road he 

met Annabelle. She was still pale. Her 
eyes looked haunted. Dad remembered 
Ma's exclamation of pity for Anna
belle. 

" Where is Johnny?" Annabelle 
asked. 

" I sent him over to have some 
breakfast with Ma." 

' ' They won't arrest him, will they, 
Dad ?" 

" It's hard to tell what the sheriff'll 
do," Dad parried uncomfortably. 

Annabelle's eyes pleaded. 
" Can't you do something for him, 

Dad ?" 
' '  You didn't do so much when he 

needed you," Dad reminded. 
" I  know," said AnnabeUe miserably. 

" I'm sorry and ashamed-and it's too 
late to tell him now." 

" It ain't never too late to tell any
one ·you're sorry an' ashamed," Dad 
said. " That'll do Johnny more good 
than anything right now." 

" I'll try it," Annabelle decided. 
.... What can you do, Dad ?" 

" I'll try to wrangle the dude detec
ti,·es when they get to work," Dad 
said. 

He watched Annabelle hurry away. 
He wanted to call her back and ask 
what she was going to do about Lynn 

'Brooks. That was what Johnny needed 
to know. But he decided there had 
been enough meddling already. 

Dad's eyes were suspiciously bright 
as he turned away. 

" Crazy kids," he muttered to him
self. 

III 

TH E  sheriff, two deputies and the 
coroner raced up from the lower 
country in a big car. Travers, 

the sheriff, a brusk, solid man with a 
firm mouth under a short black mus
tache, listened to Carter's story, Doc
tor Tom's and Dad's report. He took 
the silver· 

concho. But his first ques
tion went to the heart of the matter. 

" Why did Johnny Evans knock 
Loftquist down last evening?" 

" He won't tell," Dad admitted. 
" Was there bad blood between 

them ?" 
Dad sighed and wondered how he 

could put it in the best light. " Loft
quist kept makin' remarks about 
Johnny's girl," he said. " I  guess he 
made one too many. I'd have done the 
same thing." 

" Probably," Travers admitted. 
" But you wouldn't have killed him 
later on. I guess this gives us our 
..:ase. Where is Evans ?" 

" Over at my house." 
" Under arrest ?" 
" Sort of," Dad said uncomfortably. 
" Where's his gun ?" 
" Johnny's got it. I told him not 

to clean it. I knov.o that boy, Sheriff. 
He didn't kilt Loftquist." 

Travers answered not unkindly : 
" You old-timers are all alike. Packed 
full of sentiment against all facts. We 
can tell whether the bullet was fired 
from his gun. But he might well have 
used another gun, since he was so ready 
to show this one with one shell fired. 
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H, that!& the case; it . won't. help- him. 
·The other facts are too conclusive." 

. .  There ain't a smudgin' of proof 
in .-any. of itj'' Dact insisted : lOyally. 
" Now if there. was tracks leadin' from 
Loftquist's cabin to Johnnis room in 
the barn, you'd have somethin' that 
would convince· me." 

" He was smart enough to choose a 
time when his tracks· would' I:R covered 
by· the snow, Dad. I . doubt if  a . city 
man would have thought of that so 
readily. You're letting friendShip 
btind 'you to facts. Th� motive wasn't 
roObery. Re·v:enge or anger is all that 
can account for it. I'm a.fraid ru have 
to- take' ]ohnrry Evans back with me." 

" I can't stop you," Dad sighed. 
"-But you're· tbinkin' like a dUde, 
Travers. You're folkr.-v:in' the first 
sign yGu see. Johnny never dropped 
that• concho. He'd have picked it up. 
The jasper who put it there wanted' it 
to l5e fOUnd. A sign don'r always mean 
what it says." 

" We're nat" following a: coyote 
tra-ck,"' Travers reminded with a. trace 
of impatience . .. This is murder. We'll 
make the·cafie- with up-to-date methods. 
I want this Johnny Evans�" 

"'Take him then," Darl· yielded. 
" But. you won't keep him .if  I c'n help 
it." 

They took· Johnny· away· in handcuffs 
through the bright sunlight that fol
lOwed 'the storm. 

Annabelle crept tearfully into Ma�s 
arms for comfort. 

" They're going to hang him," she 
wept. " It's all my· fault. And lie 

wouldn't listen· when I tried to talk to 

him.'� 
... D!l.ve· says they won't hang hifn," 

Mh said' with · serene confidence. 
Da:d was• there. He cleared his throat 

uncomfortably. 
" Cryin'n mnke· your eyes red; A:nna-

belle; Go out iw the sun aW get. cheer
ful." 

" And· see those officers taking: dOwn 
statements from everyone," Apnabellc 
said wretchedly. " They'll twist every
thing in court to suit themselves." 

" Dudes!" Dad· snorted scornfully. 
" 1'11 show 'em a thing or two." 

· •  What?" Annabelle begged·. 
" I'll sit tight in the sunshine an' 

watch. Dudes ain't got the· patience to 
do that. Whoever killed Loftquist is 
still around, I'll grab' him wh'en he 
thinks he's sa.fe." 

" Do you know who it is r• A'nna
belle asked hopefully. 

" Nope," said Dad. " I'  ain't had 
time yet." 

Reporters from Los Angeles arrived. 
Newspaper photographers snapped pic
tures. Lynn Brooks' name was brought 
inro the case. 

Sob sisters arrived to feature his_ 
romancoe with the pretty hostess of 
Little Sister Lake. 

Newspapers over the country he3d· 
lined the murder involving· the name 
of the famous Lynn .Brooks. A big 
C!ar arrived bearing excited studib offi
cials. 

Lynn Brooks bore it ail' '  with re
markable patience. His· solicitude was 
all· for Annabelle. 

Dad glowered- as he thought· of 
Johnny down in the valley jail· needing 
Annabelle, and too bitter and proud to 
admit it. 

The wind turhed chinook from the 
south. The hot sun rolled Warm spring 
over the Sierras. 

Dad haunted the veranda of Loft-

����s
���n���w

;0 �:a�:i:�a:\v�i.ho�:! 
official right. 

Doctor Tom found him there the 
next afternoon when most of the· out
sid-ers had gon·e their. way. Doctor 
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Tom's face was troubled as he sat on 
the porch edge beside Dad. 

"They'v� rushed Johnny before the 
grand jury and indicted him. lt looks 
bad, Dad." 

Dad spat into the fast  melting snow. 
'' Somcthin'H turn up." 
Doctor Tom looked at him keenly. 
" Do you know anything, Dad?" 
" I suspect a heap." 
The troub.led look returned to Doc� 

tor Tom's face. 
"I thought from what Annabelle 

said you had some positive knowledge 
that would help Johnny." 

" I  k n o w  Johnny. Ain't that 
enough ?" 

" I 'm afraid not,'' Doctor Tom said 
regretfully as he tamped tobacco in his 
pipe. He struck a match, puffed si
lently for some moments while a jay 
called raucously from a nearby pine. 

"THIS," said Doctor T
. 
om slowly. 

" is not an ordinary murder. 
Lynn Brooks' name makes the 

trial of national interest. Johnny is 
going to have a hard time." 

" First Brooks swiped Johnny's girl 
-an' now Johnny suffers because 
Brooks was around," Dad said angrily. 
" They tell me the bullet which killed 
Loftquist didn't come from Johnny's 
gun. So now they're t akin' the barn 
apart to see if  Johnny hid another gun 
there." 

" He could have hidden another gun, 
Dad." 

" He didn't," Dad insisted stubborn
ly. " Don't I know him ?" 

Doctor Tom soberly shook his head. 
" That won't help Johnny. The con

cho button is the rub. Johnny's story 
about losing it can't be proved. If 
circumstantial evidence ever hanged a 
man, it's going to hang Johnny now. 
He's got to have a good lawyer. I 

suggested to Lynn Brooks it might pay 
the studio to provide Johnny with the 
best lawyers they can hire. I f  Johnny 
is cleared, Lynn Brooks' name will 
drop out of the matter." 

"What'd he say ?" 
" He was mighty decent. Said for 

Annabelle's sake he'd do everything he 
could. But I'm doubtful." 

"I ain't," said Dad. "And I don't 
like Brooks any betler. He's a skunk." 

" He's about Johnny's only hope." 
" No, he ain't," said Dad stubbornly. 

" I f  I sit around here long enough I'll 
git Johnny out an' show up all these 
dude detectives." 

Doctor Tom got to his feet with a 
sigh. 

" It's a nasty mess," he declared sad
ly. "If you know anything that might 
help Johnny, for heaven's sake tell it ." 

Dad squinted at the sun. "Wait till 
tomorrow," he said grimly. 

Doctor Tom looked doubtful as he 
departed. 

Even Ma was doubtfuL "Dave," 
she said at breakfast the next morning, 
"Annabelle's taking this mighty hard. 
She says Johnny's going into court 
right away. Lynn Brooks is taking her 
down to watch. He told Annabelle it 
looked mighty bad for Johnny. l've 
heard several say Loftquist's secretary 
might know more'n he tells." 

Dad grunted. 
" A twitchin' ear can hear most any

thing, Ma." 
" Never mind about my twitchin' 

ears !" Ma said indignantly. " I set a 
heap of store by Johnny. And every
one's sure he hasn't got much chance." 

" I lost my roll an' outfit in Carson 
City twenty-eight years ago because I 
was that sure about my cards," Dad 
recalled. " Stop worryin' about Johnny. 
I know what I'm doin' ." 

" I f  you're sure about it, Dave . . •  " 
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'," ·I am;" ·.said -·Dad Jirmly. " :Wait ¥011 smart dudes :have been �unnin' 
till - this afternoon." around in circles fixin' to hang Johnny, 

·I've been sittin' h6re thinkin' and 

D,AD was sunning·himself on ·the 
steps of I.:.oftquist's cabin, ·talk
ing to Carter, the secretary, 

when Doctor Tom and Lynn Brooks 
came along the path. Brooks .was im
·patient. 

" What was it you wanted with us?" 
he asked. 

Doctor Tom -said. : " J\m not clear as 
to why you insisted on talking to .us 
.here, ·Dad. Mr. .Brooks is in a hurry. 
He's .going down .to see that John!ly 
ris getting the right legal aid." 

'" tMaybe Johnny won't need any 
·lawyers," Dad ·replied .placidly. 

Lynn Brooks shrugged. " With 
luck, he may ·hope for a short sentence 
--'-Say twenty ·years." 

" ·Might as well hang him," :Dad 
•grunted. 

Doctor Tom reminded· : " You prom· 
1ised to have some facts .which would 
help JOhnny." 

" I aim to," ·Dai:l nodded. " The 
sheriff's ·ilue :-here ,now. J . called ·him." 

. Lynn Brooks ·frownei:l. 
" Why the sheriff? If you know any. 

thing . that will help Evans, don't give 
it to the .prosecution. Tell 'Tne, so I 

· can do some good with it." 
" Too late," .Dad said. " Here 1comes 

Travers now." 
Tmvers was wiping •perspiration off 

l1is face with a handkerchief when he 
reached them. 

" It's getting mighty hot,'! he grum· 
bled. " Well, Dad, out ·with ·it. You 
were mighty secretive ov_er the tele
phone. If I didn't know you ·so 
·well, I wouldn't ·have 1aken· the time 
·to come •up here. What have ·you dis
covered?" 

" •Nothin' 1! .didn't :know was Jthere 
all along," Dad said ·placidly. " While 

\Wait in'." 
Travers looked crestfallen. " Dad 

.Boyle," he accused, " did you bring 
me all the way up here to listen·to some 
more . of your thoughts ?" 

" H ;you thought more an' ,jumpe:d 
less at what you saw, you'd hwe a 
heap more luck sometimes: :Lemme 
show you somethin'." 

Dad's wrinkled fa¢e showed faint 
amusement as he led them1back through 
the 'house and opened the back door. 

. .. Look out there ·now," he invited. 
Travers stepped out, looked arountl, 

and 1£rowned. 
" I  don!t ·see anything." 
" That's because you're a ·dude," 

said Dad placidly. " I  been keepin' 
everyone away. ;Ain't a d"oot walked 
·out back here since ·the snow. Look 
at them ·footprints Sho.win' .now-gain' 
back to the ·trees there." 

The snow had .melted off i:he steps. 
Several small .packed .areas remained. 
They were roughly the size of a shoe 
sole . 

'Beside the steps, and :beyond, the 
snow was sinking into the ground. 

A .packed aTea -beside ·the ·steps and 
two ·trails 10f small :packed mounds 
leading away were melting slower ,than 
the softer snow around them. 

.Dad explained .w.ith droll satisfac
tion : " Any old-timer could 'have ·told 
:you tracks 1that has been snowed .over 
an' lost can be followed after a thaw. 
The prints· are packed down. They 
·taket.longer to ·melt. iihose tr:acks there 
was made by the man who killed Loft· 

1quist. He came an' left this -way . .  Let's 
faller �em an' see .where they lead." 

" rn be everlastingly :damned !" 
Travers swore ,under his breath. " Daa, 
.I never woul9 ·have Jthought ,of .that." 
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" You're too scientific," Dad chuc
kled. 

Lynn Brooks observed coldly : 
" Those tracks aren't evidence. Any
one might have made them." 

" Anyone didn't," Dad said calmly. 
" Loftquist didn't have visitors. Car
ter hcre'll tell you. I asked him. That 
trait there'll lead you to the man you 
want." 

" That's right," Carter said uncer
tainly. He pointed to the packed area 
beside the steps. " There's where the 
man who hit me was stan9ing." 

" Those tracks will be evidence 
enough for me," Travers de<:ided. 
" Let's follow them." 

" I don't care to get my feet soaked 
in that slush," Lynn Brooks objected 
coldly. "FOR a man who was willin' to 

ride everywhere with Annabelle 
in bad weather, an' trouble him

self drivin' her down to court an' get
tin' lawyers for Johnny, you're all
fired delicate all of  a sudden," Dad 
snorted. 

Travers raised his eyebrows. " So 
you're helping Evans?" he asked 
Brooks. 

" I am," Brooks replied ungracious
ly. " But not to the extent of making 
myself sick. However-I'll come 
along." 

Brooks stepped out ahead of them. 
" Keep away from them old tracks," 

Dad ordered. " You're mussin' 'em 
up." 

Brooks shrugged and stepped over. 
The snow was deeper back in the 

trees. 
But even there it  had melted 

enough to reveal the old tracks. The 
trails separated under the trees, but 
followed the same general direction. 

Dad studied them a moment. He 

pointed to the tracks leading off to 
the right. 

" He left the bungalow this way. 
Those lower ends pointing away from 
us are where his toes dug in deeper." 

" Dad, you're better than a pack of 
bloodhounds," the sheriff compli
mented. 

" Shucks," Dad said modestly. 
" This was kid stuff where I was 
raised." 

The trail wound uncertainly through 
the trees and underbrush, showing 
plainly how the maker had blundered 
through the stormy night. Gradually 
it swung in an uneven circle toward 
the farther bungalows. Now and then 
it crossed other old sets of tracks. But 
there was no trouble in following the 
ones that held their interest. 

Abruptly the trail began to zig-zag 
erratically. Dad followed it to a gaunt, 
lightning-killed pine. He studied the 
ground a moment. 

" He stopped here," he decided. 
" See \vhere he knelt down an' packed 
the snow with his knees." 

Lynn Brooks spoke impatiently : " I  
think you're imagining things. Let's 
get on. I'm in a hurry." 

But Dad hunkered and fumbled 
around the base of  the tree. 

" If he knelt here, he had some rea
son for · it," Dad observed over his 
shoulder. 

His hand pushed through the soft 
drifted snow into a hollow at the base 
of the tree. He bent forward, feeling 
around inside. A grunt of satisfaction 
came from him. 

" I thought it looked like he cached 
somethin' in here." 

Dad pulled out a revolver by the end 
o f  the barrel. He grinned at Doctor 
Tom. 

" I ain't forgettin' your fingerprints 
this time, Doc." He examined the gun. 
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" Thirty-eight," he sriid. " One bullet 
fired." 

Travers took the gun carefully. 
" Loftquist was killed by a thirty

elgin. This must be the gun." 
" An' there," said Dad, pointing, 

" is your tracks leading straight to 
that bungalow over ·there." 

'Travers looked. " Who lives there ?" 
he asked :quietly. 

"" Lynn Brooks," Dad said. 
Dad made a sudden lunge and 

tripped the movie star who had started 
to :run in sudden 'blind panic. A min
ute "later the sheriff had Brooks hand
cuffed. 

Panic and fear had cracked the .ac
tor's mask -of indifference. Lynn 
Brooks was almost incoherent as he 
defended himself. 

" Of course I shot him. No jury 
will convict me. I've been paying Loft
qrtist blackmail for years, for a scrape 
I ·got 1nto with -his sister. He lived off 
'blackmail. Ll:�ftqu1st foHow.ed me up 
·here demanding more money. 1t 
amused him to butt into my .private af
fairs with that girl. Last night Loft

.qu.ist met £vans and made one re· 
mark too many. Evans k·nocked him 
<lawn. 

" Loftquist was in an ugly mood 
when he stopped ·by to see me. He de-

manded money at once. He taunted me 
about the girl. He said if I didn't watch 
out I'd have more backmail to pay. 
I saw there was never -going to be an 
end to ·it. But I'd be throt�gh in pic
tures i f  I stopped paying him. So when 
he left last night, I took the gun and 
went after him. I tell you l had a right 
to do it !" Lynn Brooks cried huskily, 
glaring at them. 

" What about that concho that was 
left there to throw the 'blame on John
ny ?" Dad .demanded. 

Lynn Brooks glowered at him and 
said nothing. 

Dad spat disgustedly. " I  iknew .all 
along you were a skunk But I didn't 
think you were as bad as you are. 
Bustin' Johnny .an' Annabelle u:p-an' 
then try.in' to load your dirty work on 
Johnny while you played ·sanctimoni
ous .about tryin' t.o help him with .good 
la\vyers. 

" Your fan mail .an' eight thou
sand .a week won't stack up much 
.against that when ifs told to a jury." 

" And that," said Travers coldly, 
" .is about the way I feel. Come along, 
Br.ooks. You can take £vans' place." 

' '  Don't resh off/' said Dad. " i'm 
gonna get a passenger for you. Anna
belle wlll be wantin' to bring Johnny 
back." 



The Cop 
and the Key 

By 

AT five minutes after ten 
£"l. that Thursday night, 

Frank C. Hutter, driv
ing ,,his tan · coupe homeward from 
downtown Denver, had crossed Broad
way at Seventeenth Street when he 
emptied his wallet and tossed it out of 
the, window. 

· 

Pocketing the currency and other 
items which the wallet had contained, 
the man drove ;n • 

"I've just been robbed! I was 
parked on Sherman, and was walking 

to my car when a masked-" 
" How long ago? Can you 

describe this thug? Who ·are 
you?" 

" Not over 'ten minutes. 
I'm Frank C. Hutter. H-u-t
t-e-r. Work for· the Marlow 

Construction Company. Bookkeeper 
and accountant. Yes, I can des'c'ribe 
the hold-up man. He wore -" 

"Wait a minute, Mr. ·Hutter," 
came the voice on the other end of the 
wire, and Hutter, ·a sharp-featured in
dividual with pale blue ·eyes, allowed a 

• thin smile to twist 

When a Crook Commits One 
Robbery to Coyer ·Up An
other, He Must HaYe a Good 
Reason to Risk a Double-

for· a few blocks to 
park. near a ·drug 
store in the resi
dence· section. En
tering . a telephone 
boo.t4. and . calling ' 
poli�e · hea:dc]uarter·s, 
he gasped eXcitedly: 

N oose 

his tight lips. The 
police had· gotten his 
nanle ·c o r  r e ·c t I y, 
Which was· gratify
ing. "'Now, I'm set 
to jot it down; Go 

Arormd His:' Neck ahead/' the-voice-re-
sumed. 
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" A  medium-sized man wearing 
cheap brown work shoes, badly scuffed 
and with broken laces," Hutter said. 
" He had on a dark brown suit, cot
ton rd judge, unpressed, soiled and 
out at the e.lbows. The coat was but
toned dose and the collar turned up. 
His cap, a nondescript brownish one, 
was pulled down over the back of his 
head so I couldn't see his hair or ears. 
A black mask covered his face." 

" Hum-m-m. 'Tain't usual for hold
ups to go masked these days. That 
all ?" 

" Tha,t's all. EnougQ to go on, isn't 
it ? . . .  Oh, his gun ! Nearly as I could 
judge it was a small automatic." 

" A-huh. VVhat'd this bird get off 
you ? Which way'd he go ?" 

" He took my pocketbook, with 
nineteen dollars in fives and ones in it, 
and also--" 

" Your name on the pocke�book ? A 
purse or a bill-fo.ld ?" 

" Bill-fold or wallet. My name was 
on i� yes. Russet leather and-" 

" Guess · that ain't important. The 
guy was on Sherman, eh ? But where?" 

" Between Seventeenth and Eight
eenth." 

" We'll let you know if we pick him 
Uj), Mr. Hutter. What's your tele
phone?" 

Hutter gave the telephone number 
of  his house and hung up, saying to 
himself, " They won't pick up that fel
low . . . .  But tomorrow night they'll 
really begin looking for him!" 

Arriving at his home on Downing 
Street he put up his coupe and was 
admitted to the modest house by his 
sister, who remarked irritably : " Do 
you . know, Frank, I haven't found that 
second ignition key for the car yet ? 
I can't imagine-" 

" Uh ? Oh, don't bother to look any 
more," returned Hutter with a reas-

suring smile . " I had the key all the 
time." 

" Frank ! You didn't ! I distinctly 
remember-" 

" Oh, yes, I did. I was just joking 
when I was asking you for it. I took 
it out of your sewing basket some 
time ago. Had it in my pocketbook. 
Everything's all right, all right." 

Nevertheless Miss Agatha Hutter 
did not seem to think everything was 
all right. With outraged dignity, she 
sniffed : " I don't approve of jokes, and 
you know it I" 

T HE man lived alone with this one 
sister,. a spinster of forbidding ap
pearance, and earlier this evening, 

while eating his dinner, he had asked 
abruptly : " Aggie, where's the second 
key to my car ?" 

When he bought the tan coupe he 
had been furnished two ignition keys. 
One of  these he had given to Agatha 
for safe keeping-retaining the other 
for his own use. 

Miss Agatha had gone to look for 
the key, and in half an hour reported, 
in dismayed annoyance, that she must 
have misplaced it. " Now, where did 
I put i t ?" $he had worried. "Was it 
in the Wack sewing basket or-" 

"Never mind," Hutter had mut
tered. Now, however, upon his return 
after being absent since six-thirty, he 
assured her that he had had the second 
ignition key all the time. This was ·tl 
lie, just as his telling the police lte had 
been robbed was a lie. 

" Where've you been this evening, 
Frank?" Miss Agatha inquired. 

" Office," the tight-lipped man re
plied shortly, and with a curt " good
night " went to his room. 

But Hutter had not been at the 
·office of the Marlow Construction 
Company, where he was employed. He 
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had been at the Denver Theater, liorc
ing himself to pay minute attention to 
the ieature picture, the cOmedy, the 
news reel-everything. 

Immediately after the show, he had 
.driven to Eighteenth and Larimer 
St:reets, where rhe had ·done some shop
ping in second-hand dothing stores, 
whioh remained open till ·ten. 

In the roomy turtle.back ·of his tan 
'('.()Upi: 'there · .now reposed a ·fifty-cent 
suit •ca-se stuffed with ,garments -which 
-would have c.aused Agatha Hutter to 
throw up her hands in :horror. Gar
ments which Hutter had described in 
otlctail over the phone to the desk ser
geant .at police headquarters. The suit 
case .also contained .a loaded automati_c 
.revolver, .a couple of bundles -of ootton 
clothes-dine .and .a black mask. Hutter 
.planned to use all those .articles the 
following evening. 

The man sJept fitfully that T.hursday 
�ght. But ·on Fr-iday mor.ning he was 
()tl .hand ifor wor:k ..as ,usu<d. 

THE Marlow Constr.uction Com
.pany's downtown office Was iar 
from ornate, yet the company 

!had .at present no ,Jess .than six .build
illg Jobs under :way in Denver, .to say 
nothing of four road-gangs at work on 
·the highways. Hutter, John C. Mar
Jow, and the.derk, .named Trent, a col
IOrJess individual, comprised the .office 
krce. 

John C. MarlO-w, head .of the com
pany, was both a \builder .and a road 
contractor. It had .become ·customary 
.with him to draw from the bank every 
Friday the money to take care of his 
weekly pay rolls. Marlow chose Friday 
.because .the cash .for the rdifferent pay 
rolls was sent .out early Saturday 

ltlornings, before ·the .banks .opened, to 
-the .f.oreruen on :the var.ious jobs. 

This ,particular Friday, Hutter was 

1pleased to ·see a: ·special Jbank messenger 
.deliver the money, consisting ;for the 
most part ·of •bills, bdore twelve. 
There'd ·be .around eighteen thousand 
dollars •in the :office ·safe tonight. 

Hutter watched the hand which 
:gripped ·his pen to see if it shook, and 
saw with .pleasure that �t did not. For 
weeks he ·had been schooling himself 
in the matter ·:of controling his nerves ; 
he had also secretly learned to speak 
in .a voice decidedly not his ·own. 

At twelve he stepped -over to Mar
low's desk, eyed the bald, four-square, 
grim-faced man seated there, and said 
in a matter of fact tone : " By the way, 
I was stuck up and robbed .last night." 

Marlow looked up sharply. " You 
were robbed ! Did the thiei ,get any
thing muchT' 

... Not much. But, unfortrunately, my 
office key was in pOcketbook, also the 
seoond ·ignition 1l:ey ,to my car." 

" Hum-m-m·! Lost your office key, 
·eh ?" Marlow asked in .a disturbed ·tone. 
" S'pose .that 'thug knew you ? Knows 
'lv·here you work?" 

" Why should he ? That's an absurd 
<idea," answered Hutter. " BUt I'll need 
another office key. Of course I re
ported the matter to <the police,"-he 
couldn't keep ,a ·s.light ·smile from his 
lips-" but so far I've heard nothing 
·o f  their catching the crook." 

" I'll have another key made for 
you . tomorrow," announced .Marlow. 
" Sorry you ·got .robbed." 

Going out to lunch, Hutter reflected 
that he was handling this business very 
well 'indeed. 

II 

N IGHT .at last, and having eaten 
his early dinner at .home, Hut
ter was ready fot his· big theft. 

He ,drc:>ve. ·downtown, and swung 
around ·so as .to come up Sixteenth 
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Street past the brilliantly lighted Den· 
ver Theater. Passing one intersection 
he turned to the right on Tremont, 
where he was lucky enough to find a 
parking place. After locking his car 
he was returning to Sixteenth on foot 
when he met Patrolman O'Fallon, 
whom he knew. 

" Good evening, Mr. Hutter," 
greeted O'Fallon, twirling his night 
stick. 

" Same to you," replied Hutter 
cheerily. " I'm taking in the show at 
the Denver." The chance meeting 
pleased him. O'Fallon could later say 
he had seen Hutter at ten minutes of 
eight going to a movie. 

" Wish I could see that picture," 
said the officer. Then : " Heard at 
headquarters you was robbed last 
night." 

" Yes." Hutter gave details, adding 
something which he had intended 
mentioning over the telephone when he 
had been interrupted. " The second 
key to my coupe-ignition key-you 
know one always gets two-was in my 
pocketbook. Don't Suppose they'v� 
caught the thief ?" 

O'Fallon shook his head. " No, 
though you gave headquarters a good 
description of that guy, of his clothes, 
anyhow. I'd give a-plenty to put the 
bracelets on one such just now." 

" Why ?" 
The patrolman grinned. He was 

young and very dark for an Irishman, 
with a boyish smile and a mild blue 
eye. To Hutter he seemed just a kid ; 
a kid over whose eyes a smart man 
like Hutter could easily pull the wool. 

" I'm hankering to get on the de
tective force," explained O'Fallon, 
" and the harness bulls are handin' me 
the raspberry." 

Hutter went on to the movie house, 
where, as he entered, he asked the 

head usher, " Good show ? Got a full 
house?" He stopped and waited for a 
reply, for he wanted the fellow to 
notice him. 

" You must like the picture, sir," 
replied the usher politely, " for you 
saw it last night." 

For a second the man was discon
certed. This youth had noticed him 
last evening, though Hutter had made 
his exit through the side door. " Liked 
it so well I came back to see it again," 
he said. Then : " Say, you're an ob
serving lad. I'd like to know you bet
ter. My name's Hutter-Frank C. Hut
ter." 

" Mine's Joe Rogers. Very glad to 
meet you, Mr. Hutter." 

" Better and better," thought Hut
ter, passing into the cool, dark theater. 
" O'Fallon knew I was going to the 
show ; Joe Rogers saw me enter." 

He placed the stub of his ticket in 
his shirt pocket, was shown to a seat, 
where he stayed about five minutes. 
Then the side exit let him out, un
noticed, as far as he could determine. 

After a careful scrutiny to see that 
Officer O'Fallon was not in evidence, 
he reached his parked car, got in and 
drove swiftly away from the business 
area to a side street which was dark 
and deserted. In the shadow of a huge 
cottonwood, he stopped, turned off his 
lights, took the suit case from the rear 
end of the machine, and inside of his 
coupe changed his outer garments, 
even to his shoes and socks. He wad� 
ded the bundles of  clothes-line into the 
waistband of his trousers, placed the 
automatic and mask in his coat pocket. 
The clothes he had been wearing he 
put into the suit case and returned it 
to the turtle back. 

Disguised by his cheap, ill-fitting 
clothes, Hutter drove directly up in 
{ront of the downtown building which 
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housed the :Marlow Office:· Here : in ·the - �works . here, got his• keys. -Got ,his car, 
lights from -the nearby ·intersection 
Hutter's ian ·coupe could ·be plainly 
seen by any chance pedestrian. 

However, no one · was roming from 
l!ither dir.ection, and .the '"man .sljpped 
out, purposely leavingthe • ignition key 
in •the switch and the door unlocked. 
The ·one elevator in the building now 
on rduty was ascending, and the lobby 
. was empty. Crossing it swiftly, Hut
ter climbed · :the stairs to the · dimly 
lighted .corridor on the second. floor. 
·AII· •was silent, apparently :deserted. 

too. •Now get over to that wall. Face 
· it, hands · grahbin' the ceilin'." 

While • he -gesticulated ,with the gun 
to enforce . his commands, Hutter 
sidled to the window and drew the 

• blind all the way down. 
" Humph !" growled the founder of 

. the Marlow Construction · Comp..1.ny. 
" Stole Hutter's keys ! His car, tao . 
Damn you !" 

Ha ! Marlow was reacting just as 
Hutter had expected. · This was wor-k
ing out as planned. He tossed a bunch 

, of -cotton clothes-line to Trent's feet. 

HUTTER adjusted his b 1 a c k " Tie that big guy, you specs," he 
: mask, and pulled his cap down snarled. " Remenlber, not a - yelp outa 

over his ears and ov.er .the back neither o f  .you . or the bullets fly." 
ofl his · bead. He buttoned his coat, . The· 1clerk was afraid ·not to ' do a 
tnrntd • up his <eollar, stole to the door good job o f· .tying, •and after Hutter 
of · ·the : .Marlow Construction Com- had inspected it, he had Trent gag the 
panfs .office. Light shone through ;the big man, efficiently . and cruelly, and 
•transome, so, as Hutter expected; Mar- lash his feet together. Then Hutter 
low and Trent were · inside, · working tied and gagged Trent, and after this 
Jate· to straighten .out the pay -rolls. pulled the shoes off of .both men. Bare-

Hutter: t inserted in the . iock. a key- ·footed, lthey • would .be • lUlable to make 
his own· office key, which: o f  course had as much noise as· · they ·could i f  they 
not .been stolen. As ·the door swung had their shoeS. However, they'd be 
>wide, · the ,man slid through it, past • a discovered at ten o'.clock, ;when the 
$Uddenly·petrified derk. Hutter .shoved building closed. 
;the . door shut with his Ieft .hand, •;while The night watchman ,would blink 
his right dropped the key · into his .coat the lights at fifteen minutes to ten, and 
pocket and whipped out the · pistol. i f he did not see 'f.rent and Marlow 

" Stick 'em up ! Not a peep : outa leave, • he would come to their office · to 
.you !" te.ll them it was time to go. Hutter 

The voice was no longer Hutter's. knew the watchman . had · done this 
·It was the harsh voice he had been often. 

·cultivating for several weeks. Two He lashed one · man to the safe and 
pairs of 1 thunderstruck eyes were upon the other to the heavy desk across the 
him ; two pairs o f  hands • flew upward. room from it. Fortunately, the safe 
Marlow was a grim, two-fisted old door was open, though this would not 
fighter, but in the face of a gun he was have mattered. Hutter had long ago 
plainly at a loss. mastered the simple combination. 

" I been snoopin' around and Jarnt There was the cash, now ·in envelopes, 
you· guys hasnaL dough he:re ·Fridays," each bearing a contractor's·name. With 
announced Hutter in •his .assumed Marlow glaring ·at him in helpless 
·voice. " Stnck . , up that other ·guy . as fury, · Hutter took .them all. 
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Leaving the light burning, the thief 
Jeft the safety catch on the door so it 
could not be opened from the outside 
without a key, and departed. He 
lurked in the corridor until he heard 
the elevator going up. Then, like a 
shadow, he stole down stairs. The 
lobby was clear, and he scooted across 
it to the door. Here a quick ·survey 
showed · a couple of pedestrians about 
a hundred feet distant, coming toward 
the building. Hutter waited breathless
ly until they had passed, then walked 
unhurriedly to his car. 

Soon he was speeding along a little 
traveled road which led to open coun
try, a route he had been over before. 
Drawing aside into the deep shadow of 
a cluster of trees, he switched off his 
lights, and rapidly changed clothes, 
donning once again his usual suit, 
socks, shoes, hat. The tattered gar· 
ments, his gun, and also the key to 
Marlow's office he put into the suit 
case, adding a sizable rock. 

Then, with the suit case on the seat 
beside him, Hutter went on, soon 'to 
stop on a bridge over an irrigation 
ditch, where the weighted suit case 
made a dull plop as it hit the deep 
stream and vanished. 

Ill 

D ETURNlNG to the city, Hutter 
.!�parked hal f a block from his own 

residence and s.lunk along the 
alley until he reached his own back 
gate. Silently and swiftly in his own 
back yard he lifted a certain stone of 
the walk. The stolen envelopes of cur· 
rency fitted easily into a cavity under 
the stone, which settled back exactly 
into its former place. 

Hutter rubbed his tingling hands. 
Everything was going off like clock 
work. Paid to plan it all out ahead of 
time, to rehearse part of it. Still un· 

observed as far as his watchful eyes 
could tell, he turned to his coupe, and 
drove to a vacant block, in a silent, un
lighted area, where he left the car un· 
.locked, the ignition key in the switch 
-as a thief might be expected to leave 
a stolen auto for which he had no fur· 
ther use. 

It was nine·thirty as Hutter hurried 
toward the Denver Theater, purpose
ly choosing the less populous thorough· 
fares. Ah, he was just in time. For 
the theater audience was pouring out 
onto the sidewalk, following the con
clusion of the first evening show. Edg· 
ing his way through the happy, jos
tling throng until he was at the the· 
ater's entrance, Hutter turned and 
mihgled with the crowd. 

Seeing the head usher standing well 
out front to one side, Hutter waved 
to the uniformed lad, and Joe Rogers 
waved back. " My alibi's perfect !" 
thought the schemer. Not a chance of 
his getting caught ! He'd forgotten 
nothing. Nothing ! 

Then, exactly as he had planned, he 
discovered that his car was missing 
and called Officer O'Fallon. 

O'Fallon came. " Oh, hello, Hutter. 
Trouble?" 

Hutter told the jaunty young officer. 
" Car gone ? You lock it ?" 
" Of course !" 
" What'd you do with the key ?" 
" Is that important ?" rasped Hutter 

in the aggrieved manner of a man 
who has just discovered his car to be 
stolen. " I put it in my pocket, of 
course. What'd you think ?" 

" Thought maybe you might have 
lost it close here. Kinda hard to steal 
a car unless the thief has the right 
key." 

" I  know that," Hutter almost 
snorted. Indeed he did. That was just 
one of the many things he had fig· 
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tlfrd out in· advance of putting over 
his big. stea�.: " Bnt.,. Gr:eat Scott I man, 
I , lOOt the secoodt key to this car last 
night.' That thief might have----" He 
paused int€ntionaU:y: 

" Thinking the. thug who held you 
up and got yoor pocketbook - might 
have swiped your car, huh ?" asked 
O'FaHon, •• You• was to the movie, 
Ht�tter, since I seen you•? Couldn't 
ha.ve seen. all. · the show gettin' in - as 
tate as you- did!." 

" I  -was at the movie, yes; The head 
usher saw me coming- out. . . . Look 
here, O'Falloo) you �re grwching 
about not. getting' any thugs and get
sing a. promotion. If  you•-w.tren't so 
stupid : yeu' d grab- this aut() thief and 
get somewhere." 

"· ];1f: ·  report i1!," replied O'Fallon 
wrtOOut rancor. " Come with me while 
I can headquarters." 

They moved along t& the nearest 
taU::COX. O'Fallon put in -his call' and 
.�d. :Hutttr take the phone to. give the 
chief a description of. the missing 
t:oupe, as well as describe again the 
man= -wh� had. robbed him ono th�, pre· 
vious night. The young' patrolman lis
t�ntd� silently, attent·ively. 

" We'.ll get on the job right- away," 
said the voice Ofll the other t:nd -of. the 
wire. " Tell O'Fallon to report tQ head
quarters." 

" Hum, I don't see much hope of 
gttting- anywhere w-ith this business," 
said ·O"F-alll'iln . ... Want to ge with me, 
Hutter?" 

Hutter did. He turned a sly grin 
into. an expression of aggrieved annoy
ance, "' That thief won't be caught," he 
stated positively. " Immediately last 
night I reported being stuck up. BUt 
was the thug apprehended ? Now my 
�ar's been stolen· right under your 
nose, O'FaHon." 

Ttie Irish cop flUshed, but said 

nothing. He hailed· a" passing· partol 
car with twOJ.p<:tiicemeno in· the frent 
seatl. " Take us to headquarters, won't 
you, Dan:?" 

... Sure. Car stolen Qll! this stFtet, 
eh ? Listt:n t& that radio-." 

Hutter and-O'Fallon got into the se
dan, where the radio was saying : 
" Poliee, eallihg aJI. cars. Be·on !oak
out for tan Buick coupe, 1932 model. 
License, Colorado 1-5794-" 

... And- so- on;"· grunted Hutter. Then 
sud<knly his - interest quickened. The 
radio voice was continuing: 

" Calling al� car.s . . A'll ·cars. Robbery 
at the Mar�v Construction COm
pany's office. Over eighteen thOusand 
doll'ars stolen � Be 001 · lOokout for 
medium-s�zed man• weaJ<ing- brown 
suit ; a dingy cap, brown or almost 
black, Was masked. Thug_ bOasted 
he had stolen Frank C. Hutter's keys 
and· coupe. This is the same, coupe 
whicb Hutter rtpor:ted 'stolen� Redou
ble efforts te locate this .car: and· ·man 
driving· it." 

The radio began to repeat, and, Hut
ter gasped': "'Can that be right? Mar· 
lOw robbed ! Th� crook using- my car ! 
Say, the description of that p.lug-ugly 
tallies exactly witb that o.f· the bird 
who robbed me last night." 

O'Fallon nodded. " And stole your 
second ignition key," he remarked. 
'"What you make of ' it, Dan-?" 

"- Make of it ?" .retufned one of the 
policemen. " Why, this case has grown 
up I Here's City Hall:" 0 THER cars had pulled UJ)' to the 

curb. From one of these were 
emerging John C. Marlow, 

Trent, and a bluecoat. Hotter n1shed 
to ·his employer. 

" Mr. Marlow, I just heard about 
the robbery. What the diekens ? How'd 
it happen-?" 
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" Come upstairs, please," requested 
the policeman. " So the chief can hear 
all the details." 

O'Fallon went along. Hutter noticed 
the youthful patrolman listening at
tentively to Marlow's account of the 
hold-up. 

" That fellow had a key to our 
door. That's certain. He boasted he'd 
robbed Hutter and was making use of 
his coupt.'' 

" Good Lord, the nerve some of 
these crooks show !" snorted Hutter. 

" Mr. Marlow, describe that thief's 
clothes as exact as you can," requested 
O'Fallon. 

Marlow did so, went on with his 
story, concluding with an account of  
how the watchman had discovered him 
-and Trent just  before ten o'clock. Hut
ter couldn't help a nod of satisfaction. 
Everything was coming out just as 
planned. And wasn't it interesting to 
be listening to an account of a hold� 
up he himself had staged r 

Upon being requested to do so, he 
told his story all over again ; how he'd 
been robbed by the masked thug on 
Thursday evening ; how he had not 
thought of it as being serious until 
he missed his car and remembered the 
second ignition key had been in his 
pocketbook, also a key to Marlow's 
office ; how he had gone to the movie 
this evening, and upon coming out of 
the theater had missed his car, and then 
been absolutely dumfounded to hear 
of the Marlow robbery. 

The telephone jangled and the chief 
answered. " What ? Whereabouts ? Not 
wrecked ? Okay. Bring it around." He 
hung up. addressed the room. " Hut� 
ter's coupc!'s been found. Key in the 
switch. Car not hurt at all. Nothing 
in it or near it to give any clue of the 
man who sto.le it, though." 

H utler found his pulses hammering 

with triumph. Everything working 
neatly ! Not a clue ! The mysterious 
case would drag along, one of those 
things which could not be cleared up. 
After a reasonable length of time Hut
ter would leave Denver with his loot. 
And then for a fling ! 

" I'll go meet the cop bringing in 
the machine," said O'FaUon non
chalant! y, and went out. If the young 
Irishman was at all excited, he did not 
show it. Hutter, Marlow and Trent 
waited with the Chief of Police, who, 
from time to time, held brief telephone 
conversations. After each he merely 
shrugged, reporting : " No trace yet of 
the thug in the brown suit." 

O'Fallon returned, said briefly : 
" Your car's out front, Hutter. Fin
gerprint man has gone over it. Guess 
you might as well go home if you care 
to." 

Marlow and Trent accompanied 
Hutter downstairs. O'Fallon held back 
to speak with his superior for a mo� 
ment, then he and the chief followed 
the others. When Hutter saw his tan 
coupC he cried with just the right 
amount of  relief and joy : " There it 
is ! I was afraid I'd never again see it !" 

He seated himself behind the wheel, 
switched on the lights, felt for the ig� 
nition key and suddenly realized it was 
not there. 

" Well, so long, Hutter," O'Fallon 
was saying. He closed the door. But 
the coupe did not start. 

" My key's gone," said Hutter, an
noyed, bllt by nO means worried. 

" Eh ? Oh, that cop who brought it 
in must have pocketed the key," re
turned O'Fallon. " I'll look him up." 
He vanished, so did Marlow, Trent 
and the chief. 

O'Fallon reappeared. " Can't find 
Jack Dowst," he announced. " Want 
to wait for him, Hutter?" 
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" I'll wait," growled Rutter, recall· 
ing vividly how he had told O'Fallon 
he had pocketed his switch key after 
parking the car, before we went to the 
movie. Therefore O'Fallon thought 
Hutter had a key-and he could not 
produce it ! " I'll wait, �cause I want 
that extra key,"· he went on. " Since it 
was in 1he switch when the car was 
found, it is an absolute certainty that 
the man who stole my pocketbook also 
stole this coupe." 

" And that same man robbed me !" 
said Marlow. 

" Well, while you're waiting, come 
upstairs where you'll be more comfort
able," suggested O'Fallon. 

Hutter complied. Marlow and Trent 
would have gone with him, had not 
O'Fallon asked them to go along the 
corridor to consult one of the detec
tives. Hutter alone entered the office 
of the Chief of Police. He sat down, 
fidgeted restlessly. He was fed up with 
loitering around headquarters,. wanted 
to get home. That dumb policeman, 
taking his key. The only one he had. 

The telephone rang, and after a mo
ment Hutter decided to answer it. A 
faint voice, yet potent with excite
ment, came over the wire. " Police 
Headquarters ?" 

" Yes," said Hutter. 
" Listen ! That loot ! The Marlow 

>robbery ! Youlgot the serial numbers 
on them bill s ?  I've located a wad of 
about the right amount. Found it-" 
Click ! The connection was broken. 

" Yes ! Yes !" Hutter p a n t e d. 
j• Where'd you find it ? Who is this?" 
Silence, save for the buzzing of the 
wire. 

Frantically Hutter jiggled the hook 
up and down. " Operator !" he shouted. 

Finally he got an answer and 
snapped : " Trace that call I Who made 
it ? Where from?" 

" Hang up,'' answered a sleepy 
voice, " and I'll see what I can do." 

" Make it snappy. Snappy !" 

IV 

T HE man hoped he would not be 
interrupted now. He wasn't. Yet 
as the minutes dragged past he 

felt cold sweat bead his forehead. 
Eventually the telephone butted. Hut
ter snatched the instrument eagerly. 
" Yes, yes !" 

" Operator speaking. Haven't been 
able to trace that call." 

" Keep trying!" snapped Hutter. 
Good Lord, had somebody discovered 
his cache ! Impossible !  Yrt-

Sounded a step outside, and the 
chief entered, holding out an ignition 
key. " Here 'tis, Hutter. Dow5t apolcr
gized. Force of habit, you know ? He 
always takes his own key when he gets 
out of his car- No need to detain you 
any ·longer. Any calls come in while I 
was gone?" 

Hutter hesitated for the briefest 
part of a second. He was on tenter
hooks to get home and see if his stolen 
money was safe in its hidi!lg place. If 
it ·was-and it m11st be--he was sit
ting pretty. But if it wasn't-that 
mysterious call-

" No. No calls," he said, and went 
quickly out. 

O'Fallon was not in sight. Hutter's 
coupe was where it had been. He got 
in, inserted his key, and a moment later 
the car fairly jumped away from the 
curb. 

Straight home drove Hutter, park
ing in front of his house. A glance 
to the right and left along the dark 
street, and he stole swiftly around the 
dwelling to the back yard. Squatting 
by one certain stone of the walk, he 
thrust fingers under it, lifted it clear. 
His hand dived into the small cavity 
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now exposed, and felt the envelopes. 
The money was there I Safe. 

Click I A flashlight illuminated a por
tion of the yard, focused full upon 
Hutter, upon the displaced stone, the 
loot in the hole. 

The man gasped. Dimly behind the 
flashlight he saw a policeman, a re
vol vcr in his right hand. 

" Put 'em round behind your back, 
Hutter, while I slip on the bracelets," 
said the calm Irish voice o f  Officer 
O'Fallon. 

" Uh ? Uh ? How' d You get here ?'' 
" In the turtle-back of your car. 

Loot from the Marlow robbery all 
there ? Shouldn't wonder if  a stupid 
cop gets promoted." 

" A stupid cop ! Stupid cop !" cried 
Hutter. All his assurance gone, the 
man was unable to control his voice. 
" Yes, I called you stupid. But-uh
ah- Look here, man, I was at the 
movie. I could not possibly have-" 

" That alibi ain't so good," said 
O'Fallon. " I put in some calls. The 
head usher at the Denver Theater saw 
you go in all right, but he didn't ac
tually see you come out. Joe Rogers 
further reported how you'd seen the 
picture last night, Thursday night. 
That seemed significant. I f  you'd seen 
a picture Thursday, why would you go 
again Friday ?" 

HUTTER gulped, cleared his 
throat, thinking fast. Then as 
his hunted eyes riveted upon the 

envelopes, he knew that lying would 
do him no good. O'Fallon had trapped 
him so neatly there was no hope of 
escape. 

" How'd you tumble?" he blurted. 
" I figured out every detail-never 
made a mistake-" 

" Didn't you ?" returned O'Fallon. 
We.\\, what started me to wondering 
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was because you was so careful to 
point out how the thug that robbed 
you on Thursday night got your sec
ond ignition key. Coupled to that, your 
description of the robber was glib, pat. 
It was too perfect. When men are held 
up--as you said yo" were-it's sel
dom, .almost never, they can tell what 
the thug wore. But you described the 
bird's coat, pants, cap, shoes, even his 
mask. You did it three times just 
alike. Marlow and Trent saw a guy 
dressed just the same i�t lhe bright 
light of a�r office. But they couldn't 
give near such a full description." 

" Uh," muttered Hutter. 
" Then you were so particular to let 

us know you had an iron-clad alibi 
that things began to click in my head. 
And that second key was the thing I 
worked on." 

" Yes ?" said Hutter. " Darned if  I 
can see-" 

" When you reported your car 
stolen, you told me you'd locked it and 
pocketed the key," resumed O'Fallon. 
" I remembered that, and laid a trap 
for you. When your car was recov
ered-as you expected it to be-you 
got in to drive home and found the key 
missing from the switch. That key, 
supposedly, was the second ignition 
key for your car, and supposedly stolen 
with your pocketbook. I had it, was 
watcJ:ting you and noticed your alarm." 

" Uh·huh," mumbled Hutter. " You 
guessed right then I didn't have any 
key in my pocket. But you were clever 
enough to keep still." 

" If you had produced a key from 
your pocket I wouldn't have had a 
thing on you. My case would have 
folded up," said O'Fallon. " But you 
waited for Jack Dowst to return the 
key which was in the switch when the 
car was found. I was sure then that 
you were the Marlow robber. But 
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there wasn't a bit of proof. We still 
hadn't a particle o f  evidence against 
you. Had to be careful or you'd get 
suspicious, too." 

" I'll say you were careful," 
growled Hutter . " Never said, ' Why 
not use the key in your pocket ?' The 
key I'd told you I had. But you piloted 
me upstairs, left me alone, and--did 
you put through that phone call ?" 

" No, but I had it done. The chief 
and I were watching you with the door 
open about a quarter inch. Easily ar
ranged when it was all being done on 
our own switchboard, even to your 
getting someone you supposed was the 
operator. 

" Pretty darned clever," muttered 
Hutter. " And I thought I was the 
clever one." 

" Now, where is that second key?'' 
continued O'Fallon. " Your yarn about 
a thief getting it  was a lie." 

Abruptly the back door of the house 
opened, a lane of light streamed out, 
and a shrill feminine voice demanded : 
" Frank Hutter, what' are you and that 
policeman doing?" 

" At this moment," spoke O'Fallon, 
04 we're looking for the second key to 
Hutter's coupe." 

" Oh, that key !" exclaimed Miss 
Agatha Hutter. " Frank told me it was 
in his pocketbook. That he had found 
it in  my black sewing basket. I knew 
very we.U I'd put the second key some� 
where, but not in the sewing basket. 
It came to me this evening that I'd 
hidden it in the hall dock. And here 
it is! However, the important thing 
now is, whatever under the sun are 
you two fellows-" 

" You'd better tell her, Hutter," in� 
terrupted O'Fallon. 

" You tell her," gulped Hutter. 
u Damn that second key I" ---
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Copper's Cross 
By Norvell W. Page 

CHAPTER I 

Death on Demand "BIG, blond and beautiful," a 
newspaper woman had once 
dubbed Swede Larsen, and 

the damnable thing 

it in admiration rather than ridicule. 
But then it would be pretty hard to be 
audibly disrespectful toward six-feet
three of muscular Viking' flesh. Larsen 
didn't mind any

. 
of  it except the Swede 

had stuck. Every 
guy who ever wrote 
a story about him 
after that-and they 
wrote plenty about 
him in the news
papers - called him 
the Beautiful Swede. 
Strangely, they did 

The Beautiful Swede Could 
Saye His Friend or Do His 
Duty. And Because They 
Wouldn't Mix, Larsen Began 
Tearings Thing.s - and Men 
- Ap4rt, Indiscriminately 

67 

part, and that was 
because he happened 
to be a Dane. But 
the rest he trans
lated into his native 
Danish, and rather 
liked it. Vakker, 
beautiful. Yes, and 
fine, glorious. Well, 
tops . . • •  
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Swede was that all right, the king
pin of the special force of Rangers 
that the Carson City police had built. 
Every man of them a one-man army, 
modeled on the immortal Rangers of 
Texas. Big men, of course, but more 
than that, hard, loyal, incorruptible, 
experts on guns and fists-and rough
house ; brown-faced, lean men with 
quick, glinting eyes. 

" Private Larsen, the captain would 
say, " bring in Blackie Dilling and 
three or four of his top men." 

And Larsen, very serious-not be
cause Dilling was the town's biggest 
and most deadly crook; but because he 
was given a duty to perform-would 
answer, " Yes, Captain. Dead or 
alive?'' 

As simply as that, one man did it. 
The gold badge that was shaped like a 
star and worn proudly on the breast 
of  their coats was their whole uniform, 
but they had a reputation like the Ca
nadian Mounties. Everywhere they 
went men stared respectfully--or scut
tled for cover. And women cooed. 
A fine organization, a thing to be proud 
of, its gold badge the ultimate acco
lade of honor . . .  until the day po.litics 
sneaked in and bounced Captain James 
Boone Dalton right out of the sad
<lle. 

Captain Dalton had to almost fight 
the Beautiful Swede to keep him from 
quitting the Rangers, too. Dalton and 
Larsen had begun this thing together 
and fought side by side through its 
toughest battles. It  had been Captain 
Dalton who ran down the Bradley kid
napers and been bundled up by a ten
man gang for torture and death. It 
had been Swede who crashed thro).lgh 
and scattered them in a berserk rage 
that could not be stopped. And the 
time Swede had gone to his knees 
with a b�11let in his chest, facing a 

roomful of killers, it had been Dalton 
who stepped in front of him and made 
a shield with his own body while he 
shot it out with the gang. 

They were like that together, so 
when Dalton put it up to the Swede 
that the prestige of the Carson City 
Rangers depended on his staying, 
Swede stayed. Dalton took his money 
and his reputation and opened the Red 
Eye Club. It was being done these 
days. Heavyweight champions were 
opening cabarets as were retired home
run kings and public enemies who had 
made a graceful retreat before the. G
ruen. 

That was all right until Carson City 
went on one of its periodical reform 
sprees and began shutting down the 
night-life-and Swede Larsen got a 
call from Hemingway, the new captain 
of the Rangers. 

You wouldn't have thought Hem
ingway tough to look at him. He was 
a sleek man, rosy·chceked, young
faced beneath a smooth cap of  hair 
that was frosty white. He was a 
chubby, genial, smiling man. But 
Swede knew him from way back. 
There was steel under the padded fat, 
and there was steel, too, behind the 
beaming of his blue eyes. 

Hemingway nodded, smiling. " Go 
down and close the Red Eye Club," 
he said negligently. " Bring Jim Dal
ton here." 

T ARSEN'S hand had already started 
L up in an assenting salute. His 

face had the serious look he al
ways wore when he received orders. 
But his hand stopped, whipped back 
to his side. His face suddenly became 
wooden. 

Hemingway leaned forward. " I 've 
got a special reason for sending you, 
Larsen," he said. " You and Dalton 
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are friends. There won't be any trou
ble if  you go.'' 

Larsen's mouth shut and angry 
color began to l!reep up from his 
throat. " Assignment refused, sir," he 
said curtly. He about-faced and had 
his hand on the doorknob before Hem
ingway spoke. 

" Larsen, the order comes from Van 
Houtten," Hemingway's voice was 
o.leaginous. " I know that the Rangers 
have a right to refuse assignments be
cause of the danger of their type of 
work. Yet it seems to me they make 
a point of  never refusing. Am I 
\\"TOng ?" 

Larsen's face was washed with red. 
Hemingway wasn't a Ranger. He had 
been captain of  detectives before this 
new regime o f  politics. He had 
brought with him to this new post the 
.1.cerbity which tinged the pride which 
all the uniform men felt in the picked 
;;quad of Rangers. Furthermore, 
Hemingway had had the knife in Lar
sen from the first. He knew the 
Rangers thought the captaincy should 
have gone to Larsen. He would like, 
very much, to blacken Larsen's name, 
to kick him off the force. His refusal 
o f  an assignment would be broadcast 
and Hemingway wouldn't explain 
to the gossips what the assignment had 
been. 

" 1  wish you'd take this assignment, 
Larsen," Hemingway urged, still smil
ing, his eyelids heavy. 

Larsen's jaw began to grow stub
born. To hell with it. Let Heming
way say what he liked. His record . 
But it wasn't his record. It was the 
whole squad's, all the Rangers. A 
Ranger Jrad refused a11 asS1'gnment. 
Their prestige would suffer, and if 
once that broke down . . .  But, damn 
it, he couldn't take Dalton ! He could 
feel the muscles swelling in his shout-

ders. He wanted to strike out, to hit 
some one, any one. 

" No !" he said thickly. 
He opened the door and stepped 

back respectfully as the Commissioner 
came in. William Van Houtten was 
small, wiry. His movements were 
abrupt, as if wires jerked his limbs. 
He bobbed his head to Larsen's sa-
lute. 

" Dalton ?" he hurled at Heming
way. " Good. Good. Just the man 
for the job. But alive, Larsen. Bring 
Dalton in alive." His grin flashed and 
was gone. " Don't often bring them 
in alive, eh, Larsen?" 

H e m i n g w a y  said sorrowfully : 
" Larsen has refused the assignment." 

Van Houtten reached up and 
thumped Larsen on the chest. " Don't 
be an ass, Larsen. Dalton would toss 
anybody but you out on an ear. Start 
hell of a row. Listen, Larsen . . .  You 
do it. See ?" 

Larsen stared over the head of the 
Commissioner and his jaw grew more 
stubborn. Van Houtten thumped 
him again and his voice rose. 

" Bring in Dalton or you're through. 
See ?" He jerked out of the office. 

Swede Larsen faced Hemingway 
again. He couldn't think clearly for 
the anger that boiled in his brain, but 
he was remembering. Dalton had 
warned him that the new mayor and 
his appointees, of whom Houtten was 
one, would try to break the spirit of 
the Rangers. For among the Rangers, 
there was no such thing as " going 
easy " on the boys of  the political 
power transiently in office. And in 
Carson City, the sinister alliance of 
crime and politics had not died with 
prohibition. The Rangers were a po
tent threat to both. If Larsen were 
fired from the force for refusing an 
assignment • • •  
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Larsen's lips clipped out the words, 
" I'll bring in Dalton I" 

CHAPTER II 

When Friends Meet 

SWEDE LARSEN had a habit of 
stopping for a drink at Angelo's 
whenever he left headquarters and 

he went there now, not because he 
needed a drink before he faced the job 
ahead, but because he was preoccupied 
and habit took control. He went in 
blindly, not answering the hails from 
all sides, the golden star on his breast 
catching the light gleams richly. He 
elbowed the bar and the barkeep set 
bramdcviin before him without a word. 
Larsen had downed two shots when 
the girl took hold of his arm. 

" Swede," she cried. " Swede, 
you've got to help me !" 

Larsen turned his big blond head 
slqwly. The liquor was burning 
through his veins and impatience rose 
in him. He had explained to so many 
people, so many times. " I am no 
svcnsk, no Swede. I am from Dati
mark, and , . . " 

He stopped then, looking into eyes 
that were as blue as his own-pleading 
eyes. 

" Larsen you've got to help me !" 
Larsen rolled his thick shoulders. 

" Later. Now, I have work." He 
turned away. 

The girl tagged along and Larsen 
came belly-to-belly with a man he 
knew. A man almost as big as Lar
sen, big in the shoulders and in the 
paunch. He held up his hand. " Wait 
now, Swede. . " 

It was not often that this Swede 
business really got under Larsen's 
skin, but tonight . . . The brcendeviitl, 
the burning wine, was in his veins. He 
felt blood in his throat. His head 

pulled down an inch. ·;
,
Quinn," he 

said thickly, " I am no . 
Quinn lifted both hands. " Wait, 

Swede, it's about Dalton !" 
Larsen swayed back, but there was a 

trembling in his limbs. Anger in him 
was a mighty force. To check it now 
. . . The adrenalin made his nerves 
quiver. He couldn't stand still. He 
swung toward a booth against the wall, 
the gill still beside him, and Quinn 
dropped into an opposite seat. Larsen 
looked at Quinn, Rocks Quinn, one of 
the crooks the police knew about but 
couldn't touch. There was never any
thing on him, and he had " protection." 

" You," said Larsen, and his mouth 
corners pulled down. " What have 
you to do with Dalton ?" 

Quinn was not a soft man, but his 
voice was pleasant under that scorn. 
" I have a tip," he said, " that Dalton's 
place is  going to be closed down. I 
thought maybe you could do some
thing to prevent that." 

" You are Dalton's friend !"  A deep 
laughter rumbled in Larsen's chest. 

" Oh, please," the girl whispered. 
She took hold of Larsen's right arm 
and he looked down at the hand. His 
muscles swelled at her touch and there 
was no reason for it. No reason at 
all. He looked into her eyes that were 
as blue as his own, and now he saw 
other things about her, how golden her 
hair was, how white her skin. 

" You are Norwegian," he said. 
" I'm in Mr. Dalton's floor show," 

she told him rapidly, " and I asked Mr. 
Quinn for help. I know he has-in
fluence." 

The sardonic curve of Larsen's lips 
increased. " He should then use his 
influence !" He got to his feet and he 
was imprisoned by the booth and the 
two about him. He fell trapped in 
that small space. He lifted the table, 
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walked out and set the table back in 
place again. He looked at Quinn, at 
the gid a little longer. He laughed a 
single deep note. Swede Larsen stalked 
out of the bar room. 

Outside the door, he did not hesitate, 
but turned right and stretched out his 
long thick legs. lt  was a dozen blocks 
to Dalton's cabaret. Larsen preferred 
to walk it. His forehead was knotted 
in a frown. The girl should beg him 
to help Jim ! He stopped thinking. 
The thing he had to do, he must do. 
For the Rangers . . .  

The doorman o f  the Red Eye hailed 
him joyously and Larsen moved his 
head an inch in acknowledgment. In
side the door, he looked up into the 
great red eye of neon lights at the head 
of the steps. It winked at him three 
times solemnly while he made his way 
up. He went directly to Dalton's of
fice and it was empty except for a girl 
who was Dalton's secretary. 

" I  want Jim," he told her. 
She gazed up into his eyes. " Oh, 

yes, Mr. Larsen," she breathed. 
Larsen snorted through his nose and 

went to the window. He looked out 
on the garden behind the Red Eye. It 
was festooned with lanterns that kept 
winking suggestively. Larsen's shoul
ders swelled with muscle. He ground 
out a curse and wheeled from the win
dow. It wasn't Dalton who had come 
in. It was the same blond gir.l who 
had b"'een with Quinn at the bar room. 
She came towards ' Larsen, running. 
She put her hands on his chest. 

" You can't do this," she said rap
idly. " You can't take Mr. Dalton in." 

He stared into her face. Hers was 
not a rosebud mouth, not a child's. 
I t  was wide, full-lipped, a woman's 
mouth. . He reflected that Quinn 
undoubtedly had influence since he had 
leari1ed so quickly that Larsen had 

been assigned to close Dalton's place. 
He shook his head. His stubOOrn lips 
smiled at the girl. 

" What's your name?" he asked 
softly. " It should be Freya, for you 
are love.ly. A goddess of love." 

The girl flushed and stepped back, 
put her hands behind her. " Helga," 
she stammered. " Helga Eiricksdatter 
. . .  I mean Helga Ericsen." 

Larsen laughed. Dalton opened the 
door and came in with a small smile 
on his thin, hard-boned face. Dalton 
didn't smile much, but he always 
greeted Larsen that way. He came 
forward with his hand thrust out, a 
man heavy in body, but tall and dean. 
Larsen forgot the girl. He shook his 
head at the outstretched hand. 

" No, Jim," he said, almost sul
lenly. " I  come not in friendship, but 
in duty. I must close your place, take 
you to headquarters." 

D ALTON'S hand stayed out for 
a moment. The smile dwindled 
to his mouth corners, pinched 

out there. He asked " What?"· 
Larsen't didn't repeat and Dalton 

shook his head. " You're serious, 
Lars ?" 

Larsen nodded and Helga came 
close to him again. " You can't do this, 
Lars," she whispered. 

Over her head, the eyes of the'two 
men met and the mouth o f  Jim Dalton 
compressed. 

" Nothing doing, Larsen," he said 
curtly. " This is a put-up job. I'm 
running this place straight and clean 
and there's no reason to dose it. There 
are plenty of crooked places in town, 
and . . .  say, Van Houtten is behind 
this I He's got a piece of a Jot of 
crooked places in this town, gyp places, 
and he's afraid me being straight will 
ruin him. Look here, Lars . .  ," 
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" You can prove that maybe when 
it comes in court," Larsen said doubt
fully. " Jim, close your place." 

Dalton said, deliberately, 10 Go to 
hell !" 

Helga sobbed. " Oh, can't you see, 
this is what Van Houtten is trying to 
do ! He's crooked and he knows he 
can't beat the two of you together. 
You're dangerous to him and to the 
politicians. If  he can destroy you, the 
Rangers will fall to pieces. So he fixed 
it up so you two would quarrel !" 

Larsen felt Helga's_ hands on his 
chest. He could fee.! each separate 
finger, and one of them was over his 
heart. It throbbed five times heavily 
while he looked into Dalton's eyes. 

" Orders, Jim," he said thickly. " I 
refused the assignment, but . . .  " Hell, 
he couldn't talk. Jim should under
stand. It was duty. The words 
choked him. " Close up, Jim I" His 
voice rang out hard and challenging. 

Helga beat on Larsen's chest. She 
shouted at him. She ran to Dalton, 
pleading, and neither man heeded her. 
They just kept staring into each other's 
eyes. They couldn't talk. They 
weren't talking men. Friends, but 
hard men. 

Dalton was smiling again and this 
was a smile Larsen knew. It had been 
on Dalton's face that time Dalton had 
stepped in front

.
of him to take the bul4 

lets, to shoot it out with the men who 
had dropped him . . . .  

Dalton whispered, " Go  to hell !" 
Helga ran whimpering to the door. 

" Oh, somebody stop them, stop 
them . . .  1" 

Out of the tail of his eye, Larsen 
watched her go. He was so aware of 
her ! . . .  In front of him was Dalton's 
hard grin. He wouldn't yield. He 
wouldn't !  . . .  Larsen realized that he 
would have to hammer Dalton into in-

sensibility if he were to take him cap-
tive, hammer him with his fists. His 
friend . . .  , To hell with it I No job 
was worth that. The whole damned 
Rangers wasn't worth it. He . , . 

The door opened and the girl let out 
a choked scream, pitched floorward. 
Larsen, out of the corners of his eyes, 
glimpsed that-and the reason. There 
was a man in the doorway with a gun 
in his fist and he had slapped Helga 
down. Just a flash in the edge of his 
vision, all that, and Larsen looking 
straight at Dalton all the while. He 
saw Dalton's hand dart toward his 
belt, and he knew that movement. Dal
ton carried his gun there, tucked into 
his waistband on the left-hand side, 
butt foremost. His draw was greased 
lightning. Dalton's eyes were glaring 
into his own . . . .  

A frame-up, a trap ! Dalton had 
framed him with that hood in the hall4 
way ready to burn him down! Dalton 
had known that the close4down order 
was coming. The girl had known, 
must have told . . . .  A great shout rose 
in Larsen's throat, his hand clawed to
ward his gun. He couldn't avoid the 
bullets, but by-

CHAPTER Ill 
Cop Killer 

T ARSEN'S thoughts of treachery 
L were a flash across the screen 

of his brain. His hand moved 
with the same speed, darting across his 
body to the gun he carried as Dalton 
did, thrust into his belt. Dalton had 
taught him, trained him in that draw, 
and now they were matching their 
speed against death, against murder. 

. But first that killer in the door4 
way ! 

Larsen doubled forward as he drew 
and fired across his body at the door• 
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way. He shot by pointing. There 
wasn't time to turn his head, not with 
Dalton ready . . . . A shot across his 
body, whip the gun about and down 
on Dalton . . . .  The forward lunge of 
his body had pulled him out of the line 
of the ambusher's gun, his muzzle 
was pointed toward Dalton-and he 
couldn't shoot. He couldn't !  Even 
now that he knew his friend had 
rigged a murder trap to destroy him, 
he wuldn't shoot. 

VVith a curse, he pulled his gun back 
to strike and heard the deafening 
crash of Dalton's gun. An instant 
later, he drove against Dalton, slapped 
with the ba.rrd of his revolver, and the 
two men hit the floor together. The 
windows rattled with the jar of  their 
fall and a picture crashed from the 
wall, but Dalton had taken most of 
the impact. Larsen rolled free, came 
up on his knees with his gun pointed 
. . .  There was nothing to shoot. The 
doorway was empty ! 

Instantly Larsen was on his feet, 
racing across the· room. In the hall he 
stopped dead. The life.less body of the 
gunman lay ·against the opposite waU, 
where heavy lead had hurled him. The 
bullet had drilled through the heart 
and Larsen cursed under his breath in 
surprise. That was damned accurate 
for a snapshot. Damned good ! The 
girl was on the floor, too, rolled over 
on her back with her arms thrown up 
like a baby asleep. Larsen cursed 
again and fe.lt the heat of his anger 
creep over his body. So pretty. Just 
like a baby. Footsteps were pound
ing toward him down the hall, but he 
ignored them. He kept on cursing and 
the heat washed over his face and con
centrated in his brain. 

Rocks Quinn hurried up, his heavy 
brows pulled down in a scowl. He 
dropped on his knees beside the dead 

man and flipped back his coat to feel 
for the heart. A badge glittered 
there . . . .  

" Hey !" Quinn shouted. " The 
man's a cop. Dalton . . .  Golly, Dal
ton killed a cop !" 

Larsen stared at Quinn, swaying a 
.little. His eyes were wide and he took 
a slow step forward. Quinn's mouth 
flew open. He scrambled to his feet 
and ran a few steps down the hall. 
Larsen walked after him, gun at his 
hip. As he passed a doorway, two men 
jumped out and tried to slug him with 
blackjacks. One blow landed on Lar
sen's arm and his mouth came open in 
a sbout that turned iota a roar. He 
forgot his gun. He seized the man 
who had hit him by his right a�m and 
jerked him off his feet. Using his 
great weight, Larsen pivoted on his 
heel, whirled the man once in a com
plete circle and let him fly, legs-fore
most, against his companion. There 
was a mingled scream, then silence. 
Without a second look Larsen stalked 
along the hall. Men shouted and ran 
before him. In the arched entrance of 
the dining hall, he stopped. 

On a ' platform across the roorh, a 
jazz band poured out hot stuff. Lar
sen fired a shot into the ceiling and 
the music ended on a discord. 

" This place is closed by order of 
the police," Larsen said, and felt the 
harshness of his own voice. " You 
will all leave at once." 

Five minutes later, the hall was a 
cluttered, empty mess. Larsen had 
stood there all that time, gun shoved 
back into his belt. The heat receded 
slowly from his brain and he began to 
think again. He hoped he hadn't killed 
either of those two thugs who jumped 
on him. They had only used black
jacks. He fingered his left arm where 
one of the blows had landed. It hurt. 
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He walked across the dining hall five that laid him out, if I know any
to the outer entrance and the doorman t�ing abo�

.
t guns. You use a thirty-

was standing at the foot of  the steps. etght . . . .  
" Lock  the door, John;• Larsen said. Larsen sprang furiously to his feet. 

" Keep it locked." He shouted : " I  killed him ! I did it !" 
He turned on his heel and went back He said it three times, beating his 

to Dalton's office. He saw the two chest, walking toward Quinn. Larsen 
thugs lay where they had fallen, but shook both his fists. " I did it I" 
they breathed. He didn't know them. Dalton's voice, coming suddenly be
Rocks Quinn bad revived Helga-had hind him, wasn't quite steady. " Don't 
her in a chair in the office. Dalton was be a fool, Lars. You didn't come 
still sprawled where Larsen's charge within a foot of  him. You were snap
had hurled him. Methodically, Larsen shooting and I took my time. I put 
went about restoring Dalton to con- a pill right through his heart !" 
sciousness. He left off once to go out Larsen faced him abruptly. but un
in the hall and stare -down at the face derstanding came slowly. Dalton said 
o f  the d�d man. He stooped and he had killed the X-man and Larsen 
stared at the badge Quinn had discov- was rea.lizing there couldn't be any 
ered. Carson City all right, X-517- doubt about it. Dalton knew where 
That X meant he was a member of the bullet had hit, and the body lay 
the undercover squad, and as such, out there in the hall where he couldn't 
wouldn't be known to Larsen, yet to see it. So Dalton had shot him. Oat
his trained eye the face was familiar ... ton . . .  Jim!" 
Larsen went back to Dalton and squat- " Whyr• Larsen whispered. " Why, 
ted on his heels beside him. Jim ?" 

" Want me to call the wagon,. Lar- Dalton pushed himself up from the 
sen?'.' Quinn asked. " The dirty cop floor, gripped his head, swayed for a 
killer I" moment. But he looked Larsen in the 

Lafsen stared up at Quinn steadily. eye. " He was shooting at you, punk." 
" I killed the man in the hall," he said. Quinn strode f o r w a r d  angrily. 
" Thought he was trying to gun me." " Listen, if you two think you can 

HE looked back at Dalton, who 
was beginning to stir. This was 
going to be pretty serious for 

Larsen, killing a fellow officer. But, 
damn it, the man's gun had beet:� 
pointed at him ! What a fool he had 
been to think that Dalton would plant 
a murder trap like that-Jim Dal
ton, his friend. His lips tightened 
grimly . . . .  

Quinn laughed. " That's just what 
anybody would expect you to do, Lar
sen," be said, " take tbe blame that 
way. You're a white guy. But it 
won't do. That was Dalton's forty-

frame this between you I . . . Listen, 
why would a cop try to plug Larsen?" 

Dalton cried hoarsely, " A  cop l  
That gunriie a cop !" 

Larsen drew in a slow, deep breath. 
" He's got an X badge, Jim. Looks 
like headquarters didn't trust me to 
carry through and sent him to check 
up." He sucked in another. " And 
they're right I I won't carry through I" 
He caught the golden star on his coat 
and tore the pin through the cloth. 
Before he could hurl it to the floor, 
Dalton's fist closed over his. 

" Don't, Lars," he said swiftly� 
" To hell with it !" 
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" Dou't, LArs!" Dalton repeated. 
" Listen, if  you're doing it to help me, 
you can do a lot more on the force 
than off." 

Quinn laughed harshly. " Golly, I'm 
going to get out of here before you 
two frame me with the murder I" He 
strode to the door. " A swell cop you 
are, Larsen ! Duty doesn't mean a 
damned thing to you . . . .  " 

Helga pushed in between Larsen and 
Dalton. " Did you know, Mr. Dalton, 
that this punk closed the place while 
you were out cold ? He's trying to 
pull a phony on you now so that you'll 
take the rap for him. Don't do it, Mr. 
Dalton. You know he killed that 
1nan . . .  · ." 

Dalton stared over Helga's head 
into Larsen's eyes and read there the 
truth of what the girl had said. His 
lips tightened. " You sneaking dog !" 
he bit out. " You did behind my back 
what you couldn't ever have done oth
erwise ! And I thought you were a 
friend I" He whipped back his hand 
and hurled the star badge, which had 
come loose in his .hand, into Larsen's 
face. It cut his cheek, clung there for 
a minute and dropped to the floor. 
Larsen did not flinch, but presently he 
stooped and picked up the pin. He 
fastened it back in his coat. 

" All right, Jim," Larsen said wood
enly. " I'm taking you to headquar
ters , . .  Right now." 

CHAPTER IV 

A Challenge 

T HROUGH a long minute, the 
eyes of the two men held un
swervingly, then Dalton laughed. 

It was a single, sardonic snort. He 
threw back his head and laughed until 
Larsen's ears ached with it. Dalton 
held out his anns. 

" Handcuffs, please, officer," he 
panted. I 

Larsen stared at him a momem 
longer, then he methodically un
hooked handcuffs from his belt and 
clicked them shut about the wrists of 
his friend. His lips were pressed in 
upon themselves. There was a heavy 
thudding in his breast that was his 
heart. Dalton had killed a man to 
save Larsen's life, and he must take 
him in for it. But that wasn't pos
sible, was it, that the X-man had 
tried to kill a brother office r ?  

Helga jeered at him. Her face was 
flushed and she was terribly angry. It 
wasn't because she was in love with 
Dalton. Larsen was pretty sure of 
that. She didn't pay any attention to 
Dalton. She just called Swede names; 
she slapped his face. He smiled at 
her and led Dalton out of the door, 
through the long halls to the street. 
He got a taxi and left Helga behind, 
shouting at him from the curb. He 
turned slowly to Dalton. 

'"' Helga is not . . .  is not your kjcr
reste, your loved one ?" he said. 

Dalton stared at him, laughed 
shortly. " I f you're doing this to get 
rid of me on account of her . . .  " 

Larsen smiled a little. " Now, Jim, 
you know me better than that. The 
captain told me I should bring you in. 
I bring you in, that is all. I thank you 
for saving my life, Jim. That was a 
fine shot." 

Neither man spoke after that. Lar
sen was frowning again. It was funny. 
H e  could not doubt the X -man had 
pointed a gun at him, had knocked 
down Helga. . . He felt t�e heat rush 
to his brain. It was good that he had 
been killed, this man who had hit 
Helga . . . .  At headquarters, Larsen 
took Dalton before the sergeant and 
swore out a short affidavit. 
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" Operating a cabaret contrary to 
ordinance," he said. " James Dalton, 
proprietor of the Red Eye club. I'm 
taking the prisoner to the captain and 
will be responsible." 

The sergeant stared curiously at 
these two who were such famous 
friends. " That's all right," he said. 
Newspaper men whooped and raced 
for the telephone. News all right. 
One of them lingered. 

" Office phoned me a man had been 
killed at the Red Eye," he said. " You 
know anything about it?" 

" Very little," Larsen told him se· 
riously. " I never saw him before. He 
was shot through the heart." He led 
Dalton up the broad wooden steps to 
the captain's office on the second floor 
and felt Dalton eye him curiously. 

" What the hen did you use the 
cabaret charge for ?" Dalton de· 
manded. " You might as well charge 
me with the murder right now. You 
know Qu:

.
nn . . .  Hell, ballistics will 

show . . .  
Larsen went directly to Heming

way's office and was admitted. Hem
ingway rose behind his desk, smiling. 
" Sorry about this, Dalton," he said 
smoothly. " But orders are orders." 

Larsen stood at attention before 
Hemingway and made a full and com
plete report. Hemingway had sunk 
back into his chair when it was fin
ished. His lips tightened. " I'll see 
that you burn for that, Dalton," he 
said sharply, " if it's . the last thing I 
do ! Killing an undercover man !" 

Larsen interrupted, " Sir, I think I 
should tell you before you begin action 
that the undercover man shot at me, 
and that Dalton shot to save my life. 
He had no way of telling he was an 
X-man. I will testify like that when 
he's tried." 1 

Hemingway exploded, " Nonsense ! 

An undercover man shoot at you I 
That's ridiculous. Let me te.ll you, 
Larsen, it will do you no good to lie 
for your friend. I won't have it. I 
• • .  Larse11!" 

Larsen was bending over the desk, 
his blue eyes wide. " You take that 
back, Captain. I do not lie I" 

Hemingway said hurriedly. " No, 
no, of course not. But you are mis
taken. Why should a fellow officer 
shoot at you ?" 

Larsen did not answer. He turned 
to Dalton. " I take the prisoner to a 
cell now, Captain." 

Hemingway made no answer and in 
the hallway to the jail section, Dalton 
spoke hesitantly. " That's fine of you, 
Lars, but it won't do any good. No
body will believe you or me either. 
. . .  I'll swear that gunnie was shoot
ing at you. I didn't know he was an 
X-man and I never hired him." 

Larsen said. after him : " You didn't 
hire him, Jim ? But you hired all the 
X -men while you were captain, and 
told them what to do, didn't you ?" 

Dalton's eyes narrowed. " Yes, I 
told them what to do." 

T ARSEN said, very carefully, " I 
L am sure I have seen that man 

before somewhere, this X-517." 
When Dalton had been locked up, he 
went back to Hemingway's office and 
entered without knocking. The cap· 
tain was lifting a drink to his lips. He 
set it down hard and liquor slopped on 
the desk. 

" What you you mean, coming in 
without permission?" he shouted. 

Larsen leaned over the desk. " I 
want to ask you something, Captain," 
he said. " Why did you {JUt an X-man 
on this ? Why did he cover me at Dal
ton's ?" 

" What ? What do you mean ?" 
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Larsen nodded. " You have charge 
of the X-men. Why did you . . .  ?''  

" No !" Hemingway cried sharply. 
" I don't have anything to do with the 
X-men 1 The commissioner took that 
over himself. Van Houtten has charge 
o f them, since I came into office." 

Larsen straightened, gaze still hold
ing Hemingway's. The captain's eyes 
seemed sunken a little. Larsen nod
ded, " I am sorry I came into your of
fice without permission." He saluted, 
walked out. Downstairs, he shouldered 
his way through the newspaper men 
who were waiting for him with ques
tions about the killing of X-5 17. His 
name, they said, was Riker and the 
name didn't mean anything to Larsen. 
He kept his lips shut and went across 
the street to the saloon. He stood at 
the bar and stared at his blond, wide
shouldered reflection in the mirror. 
Very deliberately, he put sentences of 
thought together. 

Helga had said that Van Houtten 
wanted Dalton and himself out of the 
way, wanted the Rangers smashed. 
Van Houtten had an interest in a lot 
of cabarets and was dosing down ri· 
vals. Van Houtten, Hemingway said, 
had charge of the Undercover men. 
And a new undercover man, hired 
since Dalton left office, had tried to 
kill him, Larsen. 

That seemed crazy, yet i f  the under
cover man did not intend that, why 
had he slapped down Helga ? And 
why had Dalton shot him ? Larsen 
began to feel a warmth in him that 
was not from the brandevii,1 he had 
downed. He cursed deep in his chest. 
It added up, it made sense. The un
dercover man had tried to kill him, 
and Dalton had saved his life . . .  and 
put his own neck into the noose. It 
was a sweet frame-up, a beautiful 
frame-up. If  the undercover man had 

killed Larsen, Dalton wOuld have been 
blamed. Maybe Dalton would have 
killed the undercover man and then he 
would have been up for the murder of 
two policemen, and all Van Houtten 
had to do was . 

Larsen's eyes narrowed abruptly. 
He was going pretty fast, wasn't he ? 
Quinn had said that Van Houtten had 
a part of the night clubs around town, 
but Quinn was supposed to own a big 
pan of them himself. Helga had been 
repeating what Quinn had told her 
probably, anp . How did he know 
that Hemingway had told the truth ? 
Maybe: Hemingway was still in charge 
of the X-men, and had lied I If that 
were true, then Quinn had a hand in 
the frame-up, too. Damn it, either 
way, Quinn had a hand in it. He 
had shouted, as he bent over the dead 
X-man, that Dalton had killed him, 
and he had had no way of knowing 
that, no way at all. 

Larsen laughed sharply. He crashed 
a big fist down on the bar and his bot
tle jumped. And he remembered now 
where he had seen the X-m;tn, Riker. 
The last time Quinn had been ques
tioned on a racket charge, Riker had 
been his bodyguard. Now that same 
man seemed to be an undercover po
liceman. Larsen, his lips tight, 
poured himself another brimming 
glass. He lifted it to his reflection in 
the glass. 

" Jim !" he said, and tossed it off. 
Beside him, Helga's voice said, 

" Something is rotten in Denmark. I 
think I know who it is." 

Larsen turned to her slowly. He 
had to make himself do it slowly. 
" Lille Helga " . . .  He said it softly 
and stood looking at her. She was 
talking, but he couldn't hear the words. 
He smiled. " Do you love Jim Dal
ton, then ?" he asked deep.ly. 
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Helga stared at him, mouth open a 
little. She shook her head vehemently. 
" He was kind to me, gave me a job 
when I was down and out. He is a 
fine man." 

Larsen nodded cheerfully. " You 
are a fool, Helga," he said. " This 
night, I will . . .  " he laughed. " To� 
morrow I shall be a famous one, I. 
For I shall put a famous one in prison 
-or in hell !" 

CHAPTER V 

-or in Hell!· 

T HERE were tired lines about her 
mouth, but Helga was a bright 
fire in the somber, almost empty 

bar room. Her blue eyes darkened with 
anger as she stared up in Larsen's big 
face. Before she could begin the tirade 
he could see impended, he stalked off. 
No woman could stand that, Larsen 
thought. She would follow. At the 
phone booth in the row against the 
back of the room, he paused to glance 
over his shoulder. Helga had fol� 
lowed all right, was only a dozen feet 
away. He faced her. 

" You cannot follow me," he told 
her shortly. " I  have work to do." 

Helga lifted her firm chin. 
" Go away," Larsen insisted. He 

waited until she had gone a reluctant 
half dozen feet away, then he entered 
the booth and, with a fina1 g.lance over 
his shoulder, drew the door shut. 
Thereafter, he appeared to become en
grossed in dialing a nuniber. The glass 
sides of the booth furnished an excel
lent mirror and he saw Helga move 
out of his line of vision. He waited 
until he heard her enter the booth next 
to his, then he deposited a coin and 
actually dialed a number-the number 
of Captain Hemingway. 

" Larsen, Captain Hemingway," he 

said excitedly. " Listen, I've got the 
break in this whole business. Who 
killed the X-man. Everything. I've 
got enough on Quinn to hang him, and 
I'm going over now for a showdown. 
I would like you to be there, Captain. 
I think we can even make him tell 
where he gets protection. Yes . . .  " 

That much he poured into Heming
way's ear, then he depressed the hook 
that disconnected the call and contin
ued to talk. 

" That's big news, Captain," he said. 
" You say that the man who was killed 
wasn't really an undercover man at 
all ? Just a hood Quinn has hired be
fore to do his dirty work, eh ? Man, 
you're certainly putting him on the 
spot I We've got enough stuff to put 
Quinn and Dalton behind the bars for 
life . . .  

" Sure, I know me and Dalton used 
to be friends. But this is business. 
Yeah, I'll go right over to Quinn's 
apartment fast. See you there, Cap· 
tain." 

Larsen bung up the receiver, grin
ning widely, then he opened the door 
of the booth a slit and listened. From 
the next booth, he could hear Helga's 
low, excited voice as she talked rapidly 
over the te.lephone. Maybe he was 
crazy, eh ? He closed the door tightly 
and made another call. It got Com· 
missioner Van Houtten out of bed, but 
that was a small matter . . . .  

" Mr. Commissioner, this is Lar
sen," he said. " Y cs, one of the 
Rangers. You remember you sent 
me to arrest Dalton and close his 
place . . .  " He told all that had 
happened, the shooting of the under
cover man. " I got something makes 
me think that Rocks Quinn had a big 
hand in it, Mr. Commissioner. I'm 
on my way over there now to blow 
this case wide open, but I'll need the 
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private file of officer X-517, his prints 
and photographs, you know. I know 
Hemingway has the files, but he isn't 
at his office and I can't locate him. 
Why don't you get the file and come 
on over to Quinn's apartment ? Yes, 
sir, I'm going to blow this case wide 
open, right now. Good night. See 
you there." 

He strode out of the booth without 
a glance at the one in which the girl 
hid, his brows drawn in a tight frown. 
Hemingway had lied then in denying 
he directed the X -men l Or else Van 
Houtten had lied to him a moment ago 
when he said Hemingway had charge. 
Larsen laughed. He would soon know. 
But if he were wrong in his deduc
tions, he was as good as fired off the 
Rangers right now. He couldn't be 
wrong. He couldn't be . . . .  Still, if  he 
were, Dalton would die in the electric 
chair.-! 

But he was right. Quinn was cer
lainly involved and, with him, either 
Van Houtten or Hemingway. Quinn 
couldn't get away with things as he did 
without police protection. Heming
way, if  he were Quinn's ally, would 
get in touch with Quinn right away. 
If he thought that Larsen actually 
could blow the whole thing open, he 
would want to make sure that Quinn 
wasn't in a position to confess. That 
meant killing either Quinn or Larsen. 
The same app.lied to Van Houtten. 

In a dark doorway, a half dozen 
doors from the saloon, Larsen drew 
his revolver and checked it, filled the 
sixth chamber. That meant killing 
either Quinn or LarsetJ. 

The odds were that they would gun 
for Larsen. Larsen hoped they would. 
Violently, he hoped they would. He 
kept the revolver in ·his hand, tucked 
under his coat, as he stretched his long 
legs out toward Quinn's apartment. 

Walking was better than a taxi. He 
didn't want to get there too early, 
and walking, he could keep closer to 
cover . • . •  

T HE blocks reeled past under Lar
sen's feet. Twice he thought he 
detected a trailing taxi, but each 

time the cab disappeared. He didn't 
worry about it. The men whO were 
after him wanted him murdered, not 
trailed. He reached Quinn's apart
ment house without interference. The 
desk man was almoSt as burly as Lar
sen as he stood in front of him, arms 
crooked a little in belligerence, head 
pulled down. 

" Nobody goes in without he gives 
his name," the man said surlily. 

" That's all right," Larsen nodded. 
He flicked his gold star with his left 
hand. 't I'rq Lars Larsen, here to see 
Rocks Quinn. 1 may arrest him. Want 
to phone that up ?" 

The man smiled slowly, " Sure. 
Sure, I'll phone that up." 

He turned away, and Larsen's hand 
flashed to the man's shot1lder, whirled 
him about to meet the up-swing of a 
knotted fist. The man's head wrenched 
back on his shoulders and he slumped 
into Larsen's arms. Larsen carried 
him with effortless ease and laid him 
behind his desk. 

The elevator was automatic and 
Larsen grumb.led under his breath as 
it loafed upward. There was a warmth 
over his whole body that he knew 
and liked. He blew happily on his 
knuckles, then got his gun in his fist 
again . . . .  The guns started blasting 
up above when he was halfway to the 
tenth floor, where Quinn had rooms. 
Was he too late ? When the girl re
layed to Quinn what she had over
heard Larsen say, Qllinn would rec
ognize instantly that he had been 
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double�crossed either by Hemingway 
or Van Houtten, whichever was his 
ally. Larsen had hoped to precipitate 
a quarrel among them which he could 
overhear, find out enough to free Dal· 
ton. If the quarrel had begun with 
shooting . • .  

Larsen strode up to the door of  the 
slowly moving elevator, stepped back 
again. · He threw a quick glance about 
him and clutched his revolver. The 
elevator kept drifting upward at the 
same inexorable pace, Larsen cursed. 
He got his left hand on the handle of 
the. inner grating of  the elevator and 
waited with his shoulders tense. Up· 
stairs, the guns had stopped. Five 
sharp explosions, then silence. Was 
he too late, or had he just stumbled on 
something, and . . .  

The elevator sighed to a stop and 
Larsen wrenched back the grating, 
kicked open the outer door . . . and 
there was nothing. Nothing at all. 
The hall was empty. Behind him, the 
elevator door clicked shut and Larsen 
started, cursed under his breath. He 
sniffed and slowly a smile spread over 
his lips. He hadn't been wrong then. 
The shooting was here or else his nose 
didn't know the acrid reek of cordite I 
He pulled his big head down a little 
and went toward Quinn's door on his 
toes. Just by the sill, there was a sin
gle dark brown smear ! . . .  One thing 
sure, he:d be alone in this. No ten
ants in Quinn's building would report 
gun shots. Not if they were smart. 
Well, that was all right, too. The 
Rangers had always been able to work 
alone. 

Larsen thoughtfully slid a pin out 
of  his coat lapel and jammed it in the 
bell button. Inside the apartment, it 
set up a continuous, maddening clamor. 
Larsen stood to one side of the door 
and waited, hand out of sight under his 

coat, gripping his revolver. It  was 
Quinn who opened the door. He was 
smiling genially. 

" Up to your little tricks, eh, Lar
sen ?" he said pleasantly. " You ought 
not to ring people's bells like that at 
night." 

Larsen grinned. " That's right." 
He stepped up close and dug the muz
zle of his revolver into Quinn's belly. 
"Let's go inside. Quinn. Sorry you 
have to walk backwards." 

Quinn's smile did not fade, but it be
came wolfish. " Sure," he said softly. 
" Sure, let's go inside and talk this 
over, whatever it is. Van Houtten 
called me up and said that you had 
some silly idea . . .  " 

Larsen's lips drew tight and cold 
against his teeth. So Van Houtten 
was Quinn's ally ? That made it bad. 
Anything he did tonight would be 
wrong. If he killed Quinn . . .  There 
was nobody in sight when Larsen 
walked into Quinn's living room. Two 
seconds later, there were four men 
with guns on him. One rose from be
hind a davenport, one from a closet 
and one in the kitchen doorway. The 
fourth man was seated in a deep, wing 
chair that had hidden him. 

" Now," said Quinn, " let's talk this 
over. What is it you've got against 
me ?" 

Larsen looked slowly at the four 
men and their guns. He was pretty 
close to the one in the chair. He 
turned his back on him. Larsen's eyes 
were wide and there were fires in their 
blue depths. Color began to creep up 
into his face and it made Quinn wary. 
He drew a gun deliberately. 

" Don't try any of your berserk stuff 
on me, Swede," he said heatedly, " or 
I'll pump you full of lead." 

Larsen put a smile on his lips. It 
showed his teeth almost in a snarl. 
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"' Sure, I'll tell you what I've got 
against you. The man I killed in Dal
ton's place isn't an undercover cop in 
spite o f  his X badge. He's a gunnie 
you've used before this for dirty jobs 
like shooting me in the back. He tried 
to do that in Dalton's office, but he was 
too slow." 

" Go  on, Larsen," Quinn insisted 
softly. 

" Your buddy who gave you the 
badge to pin on the gunnie has gone 
back on you, Quinn," Larsen went on. 
" He admitted before witnesses that 
the gunnie wasn't an X-man. He's on 
his way here now to cross you and 
help me show you up." He remem
bered the shooting, but this brag would 
force Quinn's hand. If he had gunned 
out his ally . . .  

CHAPTER VI 
Death Pays Ofl 

THE kitchen door batted open and 
a fifth man thrust Hemingway 
into the room. Blood sagged 

Hemingway's left trouser leg and his 
face contorted with pain at every step. 

" That's a .lie," he said hoarsely. 
" That's a lie, Larsen. I wouldn't go 
back on Quinn . . .  " His face turned 
white as he saw the flame leap in Lar
sen's eyes and realized he had con
fessed their partnership in crime. He 
laughed. " That's okay. You won't 
live to leave here, Larsen, and . . .  " 

Quinn was looking at Hemingway 
and only tw0 of the men that Larsen 
could see had guns on him. Larsen 
acted without a moment of warning. 
He hurled himse.\f violently backward 
on the man who snt in the chair. There 
was a chance the gun would go off in 
his back, of course, but he had to take 
it. His shoulders hit against the man's 
face and the gun blasted, but Larsen 

didn't feel any slug. The chair pitched 
oVer backward and spilled the two men 
to the floor. Larsen let his legs come 
up over his head and landed on his 
knees, his gun ready in his fist. The 
man on whom he had thrown himself 
didn't stir. 

For a split-second, the whole room 
stood in tab.leau, heads wrenched to
ward the scene of the commotion. 
Hemingway's head was tossed high, 
his neck terribly strained, his hands 
rising toward his chest, and Larsen 
saw that the bullet from the gun of the 
hood he had crushed under his heavy 
body had bored Hemingway under 
the breastbone. He saw that and he 
laughed. The sound was deep and 
guttural, strangely menacing. There 
was one of Quinn's killers in a position 
to shoot behind the chair which was 
Larsen's shield. That was the gunnie 
who stood behind the davenport. Lar
sen bent his wrist and squeezed the 
trigger. The bullet caught the man 
just on the point o f  the jaw and his 
teeth popped shut, then sagged apart 
as he stiffened up. Blood spurted from 
his mouth and he pitched forward over 
the back of the davenport Jike a boy 
propped up for parental reprimand 
with a razor strop. He was already 
quite dead. 

Larsen laughed again, and lead 
poured at him. There were three more 
men, one there in the closet doorway, 
one behind the toppling Hemingway, 
and Quinn. The two hoods were.peg
ging bullets around the edge o f  the 
overstuffed chair, but Quinn was 
smarter. He had a powerful Liiger 
and he shot right through the stuf
fing. One of the slugs glanced off 
wire and ploughed through Larsen's 
thigh, whirled him off-balance against 
the wall. The hood in the closet let 
out a yelp and sprang toward him, 
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throwing down on him with his auto
matic. 

Pitching backward, Larsen still 
managed to squeeze off another shot. 
The man kept coming, but the eager 
glee on his face became mild surprise. 
His mouth twisted with pain and his 
left foot swung wildly to the side, out 
of stride. He tried to pull it down and 
couldn't. He hit the floor on his right 
shoulder, rolled over completely and 
lay on his back, with his legs twisted. 
It was nice shooting, Larsen thought 
detachedly, but Quinn had lifted his 
Liiger deliberately for a sight on him 
and the other crazy fool was empty
ing his automatic in a swift drumroll 
of death. 

Larsen jerked his revolver about 
. . .  and the man under his legs, the 
man he had crushed unconscious with 
his body, reared up and grabbed his 
wrist. Quinn's shot came in that split
second. It missed Larsen's heart, be
cause the hold on his V.:�ist had jerked 
him aside, but it took him just under 
the collar bone on the right-hand side, 
smashed out through his shoulder 
blade. Larsen couldn't know that at 
the time, of course, couldn't know 
anything except blackness and pain 
swanned over him and his whole chest 
went numb. He had felt that way be
fore, the time he had been fighting be
side Dalton and had been hit. Dalton 
had stepped in front of him . . .  But 
there wasn't any Dalton now. Only 
Quinn and his two enemies . . .  

Larsen realized that Quinn was 
standing over him, Jeering while he 
.leveled the Liiger once more, not at 
his head for a mercy shot, but at his 
belly ! 

" . . .  your guts out," Quinn was 
saying. It sounded like a whisper. A 
man flanked Quinn on each side, grin
ning men with guns in their hands. 

He was going out and the frame on 
Dalton would stand ! Hemingway was 
out of the picture . . . .  

Larsen still had the gun in his hand, 
but there wasn't any strength in that 
arm at all. It was numb from his 
shoulder down. Sweat popped out on 
Larsen's forehead. Quinn laughed. 

" You and that fool Dalton !" Quinn 
jeered. " You're both out of my way 
now. Take it, copper!" 

H IS face tightened and the Liiger 
pointed at Larsen's belly. Lar
sen rasped out an oath. He 

heard an explosion and felt a jar in 
his right hand. He looked at it slow
ly and saw that the gun lay beside it, 
and there was a wisp of greasy smoke 
oozing from the barrel. Why, he had 
fired it ! Quinn . . .  Larsen stared at 
him and saw that his bullet had crossed 
Quinn's body just below the short
ribs. It had gone in on the left and 
plowed to the right and upward . . .  
He gasped as Quinn's body smacked 
down on top of him. 

There was some more shooting, but 
it was as distant as thunder when the 
storm is over. His eyes were shut. 
But, by God, he had done it. Hem
ingway, not Van Houtten, was guitty. 
He had admitted that before the two 
punks that were still alive. They'd 
talk now that their chief was "dead. 
Hemingway and Quinn \Vere both 
dead. Dalton was in the dear. That 
was what really mattered. 

Why, it was Helga, bending ove"r 
him ! He murmured, " Lille Helga, 
little one . . . .  " Tears were rolling 
down her cheeks. She rocked his head 
like a baby's. He looked beyond her 
and saw Van Houtten holding a gun 
on the two Quinn gunmen. The Com
missioner jerked his head at Larsen. 

" What the hell you mean ?" he de--
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manded. " Papers on X·Sil· Aren't 
any papers on him. Never were. That 
guy killed with that badge, Riker. Just 
a fake, is all. You get me out on a 
wild·goose chase like this ? Hmpf ! 
Who's the young lady ? Said she fol· 
lowed you here. Met me at the door 
crying. Warned me to get my gun out. 
Some girl !" 

Larsen looked up at her blue eyes 
and smiled. He nodded at her a little. 
" Kind of figured it like that, Com· 
missioner, I mean about the X·man's 

papers," he said. " Dalton wouldn't kill 
a cop. Now he's in the clear. Those 
prisoners. Make them talk. Quinn and 
Hemingway confessed . framed 
things to kill us . . .  Dalton and me." 

Van Houtten snorted. " Can't kill a 
dumb Swede like you !" 

Helga lifted her head. " Of course, 
they can't," she said. " But he's not a 
Swede, Mr. Van Houtten. He's . . .  
he's . . .  a Dane." She began unexpect· 
edly to sob. She bent over and kissed 
Larsen's mouth. 
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" Sn that 11ttle paek;aga 
on my eecretal')''l dnk, 
CollayJ After you tape 
me, drop It in the fll"8t 
mall-box you find, will 

youJ" 

Two-thirty 
for Batey 

By 

Edgar Franklin 

EVEN now, the big mid·evening 
stickup all over with, the nine
ty-two dollars from the petty

cash drawer in Colley's pocket and 
with Colley's gun 

YOu could have tramped for a month 
of Sundays without finding any 
dumber criminal than this young man 
Colley. With his receding brow, the 
thick red features, and his little pig 
eyes, he suggested only the Missing 

Link. " Only - for 
the luvva tripe," he still trained upon 

him, dapper little 
Downer's whimsical 
grin still persisted. 

" Getting back at 
the old man for giv
ing you the air last 
week, eh ?" Downer 
said. 

" Something like 
that," Colley said. 

The Chiefs Dressing·Down 
Slowed Batey's Famous Men· 
tal Agilitr. And That's a Bad 
Spot for a Dick Who H41 
Both an All·lmportant Dead· 
line and a Very Dangerous 
Criminal on His Hands! 
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yelped, " what's hit 
this firm ? I figured 
on getting the best 
part of a grand !" 

" Buy a news· 
paper some time," 
Downer said, " and 
read about the de· 
pression and - hey 
there ! You can't 
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walk out on me like this, Colley. I've 
got to have an alibi for .letting you get 
away with all that cash. Go get a ball 
of that heavy twine from the shipping 
room and tie me tight in my desk chair 
here. Did you bring adhesive plaster ?" 

' '  Am I an ambulance surgeon or 
something?" Colley asked. 

" The purpose o f  the adhesive plas· 
ter," Downer explained, " is to stick 
some of  it across my mouth, to show 
why I couldn't yell for help. Never 
mind, I've a spool somewhere here in 
my desk. Go find the twine." 

When Colley returned with the 
twine, Downer-who, oddly or other
wise, had not seized the opportunity 
for headlong flight-indicated the six 
inches of plaster on his desk. 

" Before you stick it on me, 
though," he said sharply. " See that 
little package over on my secretary's 
desk, Colley ? \Viii you drop that in the 
first mail-box you findr when you go 
out ? It's all stamped and I want Mr. 
Brown to have it first thing in the 
morning. You see, I didn't know I 
was passing the night here." 

Co.lley picked up the package, 
grunted over it, stuck it in his pocket, 
and went clumsily at the job of tying 
up Mr. Downer. He ended by stick
ing the adhesive plaster across his 
mouth, and he straightened up with : 

" Here's what you gotta remember, 
Downer, unless you wanna get your 
nut blown off later for squealin' on 
me : you was stuck up by some small, 
dark party, probably an Eyetalian, you 
never seen before. Got it?" 

" Urrrnk !" Mr. Downer agreed, 
from behind the plaster, and Colley 
went his sinful way, avoiding the 
night elevator and slipping inconspic
uously down five flights of stairs. 

Alone, Downer dragged his lower 
jaw free of  the plaster without the 

slightest effort and yawned, rather 
happily. Then, for a space, he sat 
there deep in thought, whistling a soft 
little tune which caused the plaster on 
his lip to flip up and down quite in
terest�ngly. He moved his wrists and 
found that there would be no trouble 
at all in getting them free-yet he left 
them as they were. 

Smiling blandly, he stared at his sec
retary's desk for another little period ; 
but when ten minutes were gooe, Mr. 
Downer drew a deep breath and com
menced to yell for help. He yelled so 
lustily that the very rafters o f  the 
second-rate office building echoed, and 
he pounded on the floor with his feet 
as well. Pretty soon, the night ele
vator man came galloping iq, all ex
citement, and when he had untied Mr. 
Downer the latter gave his version of 
what had taken place : 

" Yes, I was stuck up by that dumb 
jackass, Fred Colley, we used to have 
here for a porter. Mr. 1\ferrivale 
kicked him out last week. He sneaked 
in and had a gun under my nose be
fore I even knew he was in the office. 
And by the way ! We'll have to keep 
this dark, Jones. Old man Merrivale 
wouldn't want it to get to -the police 
or the newspapers right now for any
thing in the world ! . . .  VVhat did he 
get!" Downer laughed bitterly. " He 
got fifteen thousand dollars in new five 
hundred dollar bills, which this firm 
needs pretty damned badly, that's what 
he got. Oh, yes, he took along the 
chicken-feed in the petty-cash drawer, 
too, I believe-he was fiddling around 
over there, anyhow. Eh ? Oh, eighty 
or ninety dotlars, I suppose." 

WE view now the doorway of 
that cosy three-and-bath where 
abode George Batey and Sugar, 

his �!�ride of three months, as George 
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bids a fond goodby to the cute little 
rascal before going to his day's work. 

Sugar, be it said, was blond and 
round and, otherwise, all that her nick
name implied. George Batey, the 
gifted young private detective, was 
also round and rather rosy. He had 
vim and speed, this George Batey, but 
more than all, he had the divine confi
dence in himself which wafts men to 
the uppermost heights or, occasionally, 
kicks them down to the lowermost 
depths. 

Now, having been kissed for the 
eightieth time, Sugar purred : 

" You like it, Georgie? You really 
like it ?" 

" Like it, kid ? I like it so much that 
-say, wait, Sugar ! You got a birth
day coming, too !" 

" So what, Georgie ?" 
" So maybe that morning you'd hop 

downstairs and see a swell little blue 
coop standing at the curb, with your 
initials on the door !" 

Sugar's mind was practical. 
" Gee, Georgie ! Are you really do

ing that good?" she asked. " I mean, 
with everybody out of a job or get
ting fired if he has one, these days ?" 

George Batey's chest swelled a little. 
" There's reasons for them that ain't 

workin', kid. What I mean, I ain't the 
type that gets fired," he said modest
ly. " The old prune couldn't get a man 
with my brains for three times the 
money ; he'd cut off his nose before 
he'd let me out. Start looking over the 
ads, baby ; there might be one coop 
you'd l ike better'n another." 

And, having kissed her nine times 
more, he hurried away to work. 

Yet, sitting here in the old Chief's 
office, George was conscious of a crav
ing to be somewhere t.lse. Not to kid 
one's self, the old prune was boiling 
this morning, and when the old pnme 

OOiled that way you usually ducked or 
got slightly scalded. 

" I  gotcha, Chief !" Mr. Batey said 
briskly and rose. " Finn found this 
Colley tramp asleep in his furnished 
room, and it took five minutes to wake 
him. Finn brought him in and now 
has him in the end office, with a scare 
thrown into him already ; and you want 
me to crack Colley wide open and 
find out where he hid Merrivale's fif
teen grand. Okey doke I It's the same 
as done, Chief. I'll be seeing · you in 
maybe ten minutes." 

" And get this through your head, 
Batey ; Merrivale's finn is damned near 
on the rocks as it  is. His credit 
wouldn't stand the news of this loss 
.leaking out, Dot to mention him having 
to get the cash into the bank as soon 
as possible." 

Then, sitting back with an evil smile, 
he pursued ; 

" One reason I'm giving you this 
case, instead of a bclter man, Batey, 
we're short-handed On operatives this 
morning, a couple having had cans tied 
to them. Police or private, a bull is a 
bull and, as such, a he-animal. When 
he starts getting ladylike, he's all 
through." 

" Meaning which ?" George Batey 
asked. 

" WeU, our Mr. Jackson turned up 
wearing what I took to be a pink and 
green color-card got up by some hop
head in the last stages, but which he 
claimed was a necktie given him by 
his sweetie. And no more'n I'd kicked 
his pants out o' here, our Mr. Cox, 
who's always kept it parted on the 
left side, like the rest of the white race, 
turned up with his pretty black hair 
glued straight back with asphalt, and 
had the crust to tell me I could go fly 
a kite i f  I didn't like it  that way, be
cause the lady he's marrying does ! . . •  
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That, Batey, is the kind of hell love 
plays with a good detective 1" pro
claimed the. bachelor Chief. " There'll 
come a day when I'll find one o' these 
lads powdering his nose and wearing 
a wrist-watch, and only the laws of 
this state'll keep me from pleading 
guilty to murder in the first degree, 
because-" 

II 

HE stopped short, for inadvertent
ly George Batey had scratched 
his chin, and his left s.leeve had 

slid back. Hard hands gripping the 
arms o f  his chair until the joints stuck 
out as white knobs, the Chief stared 
at George Batey's arm. 

" Well, bless - my - soul!" he 
gasped. " You've a wrist-watch your
self!" 

" Absolutely, Chief, and, laying 
aside all prejudices, is it a darb or is 
it a darb ?" George Batey responded, 
as brazenly as might be, for there was 
no recalling the past ten seconds. " Y' 
see, it was this way. I got a birthday 
today, and Sugar went and bought 
t11e-" 

" Knowing that the love-bug had 
gnawed holes enough in your poor, 
soft brain to let you wear it among 
decent men !" the old Chief finished bit
terly. Then he sat up, lips tiiht. " Yes, 
I see how it is, Mr. Batey, and I 
also see how it is with me, and while 
it's rarely I lose three men in the same 
morning-" 

" Hold it, Chief, before you say 
something you might be sorry for 
later !" George Batey cried gustily, as 
he passed through the doonVay. " Just 
a couple o' seconds and I'll have you 
a report on this Colley thing that'll 
probably close the case !" 

The old Chief stopped him with : 
u Hold it, you I" He was smiling rather 

horribly and into his voice came a 
lethal courtesy. " Look, Mr. Batey 1 I 
have a right to chuck you and your 
jewelry through the window, and in
stead I have decided to give you a 
break. Get Merrivale's money back to 
him by three o'clock-or .look at your 
pretty wrist-watch and see is it time to 
hunt another job. How d'ye like it?" 

"Okay for some guy that works 
slow," Mr. Batey replied jauntily, al
beit a sparkling drop ran down his 
nose. " Only make it two-thirty for me, 
so's he has time to get it  into the 
bank !" 

" Two-thirty it is ,  then, you sweet
scented son of a-" the old Chief bel
lowed ; and right there, mercifully, the 
door slammed after the departing 
George Batey. 

A moment, he stood there in the cor
ridor, breathing heavily, mopping his 
brow, aflame with a desire· to go back 
and sock the o.ld relic, still living in 
the age of gold-plated vest-chains, just 
one for luck and then run for his life. 
Then, controling himself in some 
measure, Mr. Batey stalked down the 
hall and ripped open the door at the 
end, thus coming face to face with 
small, steelly Mr. Finn. 

" Where the hell's this Colley 
punk ?" he yelled promising! y, as he 
tucked up his sleeves. 

In a matter of ten minutes, he re
turned to the Chief's office, a trifle 
blown, brazen still, slightly baffled. 

" I gotta be running right along, 
Chief," he reported, dabbing his fore
head again. " I just dropped in to tell 
you CoUey never seen that fifteen 
grand." 

" Paresis," the Chief commented. 
" Because here's how it adds up : 

you chatter two minutes with Colley, 
and by that time you know he ain't got 
the tenth part of a brain and no oil 
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on that, even if it was in working or· 
der. What I mean, he swears he got 
the ninety·two fish and no more, and 
how I know he ain't lying," by the time 
that guy'd thought up one good lie, 
he'd have dropped dead from over
work. Anyway, Finn tells me he 
searched Colley's room very thorough 
before he woke the guy up, and all he 
found was the ninetY-two fish and 
some old clothes. So write that one 
off, and here's the answer I just found 
in the back of the book : Colley mailed 
a package for this Mr. Downer which 
was exactly the right. size to be hold
ing fifteen grand in five hundreds I" 

" Addressed to Mr. Downer him
self, of course?" the Chief said, sit
ting up. 

" Addressed to some Mr. Brown, 
Colley thought. He didn't know where 

it was going, accotmt he says he don't 
rCmember reading the address." 

The Chief shook his head and 
sighed. 

" You're bungling wicked this day, 
Batey. That's two he put over on you. 
First, no man ever mailed a letter or a 
package for anybody else without read
ing who it was going to. Second, a 
dime-a-dozen crook like Colley never 
mailed it. He figured it  had something 
in it worth maybe a couple of dollars, 
and he took it home and opened it. 
So---wl;lere's the fifteen grand now!" 

Mr. Batey glanced wildly at his 
new watch. 

" You got me very excited this 
morning, Chief, with one thing and an
other," he accused. " I ain't thinking 
like lightning, the way I usually do. 
But I gotta get over and see this 
Downer quick, supposing he ain't al
ready started for Shanghai. Maybe 
you'd go in later and see what you 
make of Colley, huh ?" 

He was out of the office and into 

the elevator before the Chief could 
formulate any objection to that plan. 

M R. DOWNER had not &tarted 
for Shanghai. He grinned 
amusedly when. George Batey 

stated the purpose of his errand, and 
casually asked permiss.ion to look 
around. 

This he did in a, for him, unusually 
superficial and spasmodic manner. 
That razzing of the old Chief's had 
done damage to Mr. Batey's mental 
powers ; but even so he glanced into 
the safe where once had lived the fif
teen thousand dollars. He looked over 
Downer's desk ; he scowled perplexed
ly at the secretary's desk ; he even 
glared into their respective wastebas
kets-and there, at least, was a giggle 
for you ! Here it was eleven o'clock in 
the morning, and these boys and girls 
were still so jittery about a little thing 
like a stickup that they hadn't even 
started work for the day I In neither 
wastebasket was there even one scrap 
of paper. 

Well-you had to say for Downer 
himself, he was still there and he didn't 
look like a crook. Mr. Batey consid
ered the secretary, a cute brunette 
number too dumb to be p.laying with 
crime. 

" Hey, · lissen, sister !" he said sud
denly. " Whilst coming through the 
drugstore downstairs I seen a fine 
young banana split that was asking to 
be bought by a beautiful doll. Maybe 
you'd attend to that, taking at least 
twenty minutes?" 

The gi�l stared, but, at Downer's 
nod of assent, departed. Mr. Batey 
drove his red-hot professional eye 
straight through Downer. 

" Spill, brother I" he ordered, from 
the corner of  his mouth. " And spill 
rapid !" 
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Downer merely raised his brows. 
" Spill what ?" 
" The news bulletin about what you 

done with the fifteen grand." 
" Colley-you've heard about Col· 

ley, of  course ?" Downer sighed re
signedly. " Colley took it, you know. 
He knew that I come back here two 
or three evenings a week and work, 
sometimes till eleven. He knew the 
office would be open and that I, like 
many others, have an aversion to being 
shot. How the devil he knew that we 
had fifteen thousand dollars cash in the 
safe last night I can't tell you." 

" And how come you did?" 
" No mystery, Batey. The old man 

went for a trip through the strato
sphere yesterday because one of  our 
fairly big accounts slipped us a rubber 
check. He told 'em if  they didn't have 
it squared by quitting time he'd jump 
'em this morning. The junior partner 
came over with the fifteen thousand in 
cash just before five." 

" And then you done it up in a 
bundle and had Colley mail it  to you ?" 
Batey barked. " He says it was ad
dressed to your house." 

" The man was never - bright," 
Downer laughed. " I wouldn't live out 
there on a bet." 

" Out where ?" 
" In the spot," Downer said blandly, 

11 to which that package was addressed. 
Glad he mailed it, though. There was 
no money in it, if that interests you. 
Cigarette ?" 

George Batey waved it  aside and 
grunted. He was getting exactly no
where so fast that it almost took his 
breath away. Time was passing, too. 

" Quite a smart guy, Downer, only 
it's getting you nothing here. Nuttin', 
unnerstand ? Here you're mailing the 
dough to yourself under the name of 
Brown, and-" 

" Oh, so far as that goes, I'll admit 
being Henry Brown, for the purpose 
of getting that package through the 
mails," Downer interrupted, and his 
annoying grin broke out again. " Odd
ly, Batey, I Still think it's a free coun
try and I reserve the right to mail 
myself one package or ten thousand 
packages, using any name I damned 
well please-and just what are you 
going to do about that!" 

" Phone the Chief to send over the 
warrant and we'll stick you in the 
cooler till we get finished with Colley !" 
Batey said promptly. 

This time Downer did start, al
though, to Batey's astonishment, not 
with alarm. He scowled in great an
noyance. 

" Just a bluff, of  course, . but-oh, 
here, Batey, you infernal fool !" he 
snapped. " If I tell you the simple 
truth about that package, what assur
ance have I that you'll keep it  abso
lutely to yoursel f ?" 

" You got my word," Mr. Batey 
said, gazing, for want of  a better place 
to gaze, into Downer's wastebasket, 
" and I can slap the snoot off any pa
looka that says I ever broke that. 
That's always supposing what you tell 
me don't involve no crime." 

" It don't involve no crime !" Down
er sneered angrily. " Listen, then. My 
coming back here to work nights in the 
office is a lot of  bunk. I've been work
ing in their rotten little laboratory 
down the hall, not being able to afford 
one of  my own, on some formulre for 
making flavoring extracts. Formulre, 
Batey," he said, with sudden enthusi
asm, " that'll knock the eye out of 
anything else in the market and put 
hal f a million in my pocket !" 

" Formu-lee, says you ?" George 
Batey echoed, still to the wastebasket. 
He was frowning now ; he was trying 
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his level damnedest to grab at some� 
thing-and it eluded him. 

" Never mind the details, but there 
are people in this office who have their 
suspicions and they'd go to any length 
to get hold of my three note�books. 
I know that my apartment's been 
combed over twice in search of  them 
and this desk has been ransacked any 
number of  times. I've been carrying 
the books in my pockets for weeks, 
but from something I heard yesterday 
it appeared that I might be held up 
on my way home-so I just wrapped 
them up and addressed them to Henry 
Brown, who lives-somewhere !" Mr. 
Downer grinned, in good humor again. 
" And I meant to drop them in the box 
on the corner, of  course, and laugh 
quite loudly at the holdup man. First 
chance I get, I'll sneak off to---er
that .locality, pick 'em up and stick 'em 
in the nearest safety-deposit box I can 
rent. Now you know, blast you !" 

Ill 

MR. BATEY nodded, partly to 
the wastebasket, partly to 
Downer. His frown then wan

dered the floor for a while. The floor 
was covered with a plain, dark linoleum 
which seemed recently to have been 
varnished ; the surface was pretty 
shiny, at all events. 

" Why wasn't you keeping these here 
valuable note-books in a safe-deposit 
all the time, Mr. Downer?" he asked 
reasonably. 

" Because I've been adding details, 
correcting details, as I went along, of 
course. As a matter of fact, Batey," 
Downer said softly, " lest this all seem 
too odd to you, this firm hasn't been 
any too nice to me. They're bringing 
out a new line in October and prepar
ing to can me, btlt I'm resigning and 
beating them to it all around. Any-

thing else you'd like to know about my 
private affairs?" 

At the moment, Batey seemed hard
ly to be listening. A deep furrow be
tween his brows, he was still grabbing 
at that elusive something. He stared 
fixedly, gloomily at the secretary's 
desk. 

But now, with a sigh, he shrugged 
his shoulders and looked up ; because 
maybe he'd gone goofy, just like the 
Chief suggested, but it certainly 
seemed that this grinning ape was tell
ing mostly the truth. That he was 
sitting here and not in Montreal prob
ably proved something, if  it came t(J 
that. 

" I'd like to see you clear yourself 
completely by telling me where this 
package went, so's we can check up," 
he said colorlessly. 

" Find that out for yourself, detec
tive," Downer grinned ; but there his 
patience suddenly cracked. " Damn it 
all, Batey ! Stop snapping your fingers 
and looking at your watch and get 
out of  here. I've got a day's work to 
do:'' 

For the moment, Batey just stared 
fishily at him. No kidding, he couldn't 
think straight and fast, the way he 
usually thought. He couldn't tell if  this 
guy Downer had anything to do with 
the robbery or not. Here it was get
ting on to twelve o'clock and, so far 
as George Batey was concerned, the 
whole case was still as flat as a tin: 
with a butcher-knife stuck through it. 
No matter how you looked at it- Mr. 
Batey started violently, for the door 
had slammed and the Chief was with 
them ! 

His hard old eyes shot sparks anrl 
the manner of his breathing suggested 
nothing so much as steam coming out 
of a pipe. The knuckles of his left 
hand were barked and bleeding, too. 
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" Why, what happened your mitt, 
Chief ?" Batey asked concernedly. 

" The same as happened Colley's 
pan, only less so," the Chief spat at 
his one-time ace operative. " I treated 
Mr. Colley's memory and got it all re
stored, about the address on that pack
age. It seems it was an hour after he 
mailed it that it got to Colley there 
might have been something in it that 
he needed. You did a very lousy piece 
of bungling with Colley, Mr. Batey," 
he said frankly. " You've probably 
wasted time enough now that the 
money's been picked up by some other 
member of the gang. Is this Downer?" 

" This is Mr. Downer, Chief. Only 
he-" 

'' Get your hat, Downer. We're 
taking a ride. I have a car downstairs." 

Downer shook his unperturbed head. 
" Maybe you are, I'm not. I don't 

know what this new act's all about, but 
I have to stay here and work." 

" Oh, yeah ?" the Chief said, leaning 
nearer. " Well, you've got your choice 
between taking a ride to a cell or a ride 
to get that package for Henry Brown 
out of the General Delivery at Mitchi· 
kan, New Jersey-so which'JI it be ?" 

" Found that out, did you ?" Down· 
er sighed exasperatingly. 

George Batey spoke unguardedly :  
" Listen, Chief, maybe i t  ain't neces· 
sary to go out there. Mr. Downer's ex· 
plained about that package and I think 
he's on the level. . It seems there arc 
note·books, not money in it and-" 

The Chief gripped George Batey's 
shoulder and yanked him into a corner 
of the office, where they could confer 
a little more privately. 

" Queer one, get a load o' this !" he 
hissed. " If I'd the money to spare, I'd 
have your head opened, to see what's 
gone wrong inside it. Fifteen years I 
been working to build an efficient and 

dignified agency, and any bracelet4 
wearing squirt that starts deliberately 
to make a monkey of it is asking for 
all he gets. You're riding to Mitchikan 
with us, and the second I take that 
money out o' the package, there's one 
less name on the payroll." 

" You have it your way, Chief," 
Mr. Batey said faintly. 

" Let's get this fool trip over with,'' 
Downer was saying as he reached for 
his hat. " The idea is that you won't 
take a chance on claiming a package 
belonging to somebody else-and you 
are wise, at that. Only just one thing I 
Once you've looked at my note·books, 
you'll assign this Batey curiosity or 
come with me yourself, as a body4 
guard, untit I can get the things into 
a vault. Agreed?" 

" Agreed, Mr. Downer,'' the Chief 
assented, with great irony. 

FOR George Batey, this was no 
joy·ride. Even yet, the old bean 
wasn't what you'd call clear, by 

any means ; but he could see at least 
one point where he'd been wrong. 
Living with a sweet kid like Sugar, 
he'd gone kind o f  soft ; instead of one 
clout over Colley's ear, merely knock· 
ing him flat, he should have stripped 
to his undershirt and smeared Mr. Col· 
ley all over the end office, thus getting 
the results the dear old Chief had 
achieved . . . .  At that, somehow, he 
still believed Downer and . . .  aaaaah, 
baloney I Why was he trying to hand 
himself a line like that, when in fifteen 
minutes the Chief would be counting 
out fifteen grand in new five hundreds I 

" This is Mitchikan post office, un
less they've got the sign wrong," 
Downer said indifferenth', as the car 
stopped. 

. 

" The first move you make at a get
away, Mr. Downer," the Chief said 
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sweetly, " you'll wake up \Vearing steel 
cuffs. The chance we're taking here is 
that someone working with you has al
ready picked up the stuff. In that case, 
you'll talk fast or else-" 

" The chance you're taking," Down
er broke in with a grin, " is that some
body in Hollywood will hear about you 
and your funny Batey and hire you at 
a million dollars a year to play comic 
detectives. Come on !" 

The elderly Mitchikan postmaster 
poked out a small package directed to 
Henry Brown, General Delivery, and 
went on sorting postcards. Downer 
tossed it to the Chief. 

" When you open it, Sherlock, be 
very careful of the little loose slips in 
the green one. They're valuable." 

He lounged against the dusty writ
ing-desk while the Chief, without com
ment, cut the thick string and tore off 
the. heavy paper. Then Mr. Downer 
smiled wearily for, amazingly or other
wise, the good old Chief held just 
three small note-OOoks, two black and 
one green. He said something under 
his breath and rapidly turned the 
pages, catching the little loose slips as 
they s.lid out. 

Through the Batey anatomy went a 
mighty sigh. Why start cheering, see
ing the old Chief go down on his nose 
like thi s ?  The headache was, the fif
teen grand was somewhere else and he, 
George Batey, for all his lip and his 
assurance, would never be getting it 
back now by two-thirty. 

There was something here he could 
not understand. Again and again, that 
is, just when he was going down for 
the third time, some kind of last-min
ute luck had chucked a rope and 
hauled him ashore. Well, it seemed 
that at present his last-minute luck was 
off on one of  those cut-price summer 
cruises . •  , • And, at that, there was 

some dinky .little thing here, always 
hopping away just when he thought he 
had it, something his poor dizzy bean 
was trying to snatch and-

" Enough damned nonsense for one 
day, I trust ?" Downer snapped, and 
stepped into the car. " I trust that l'm 
entitled to a free ride back ? Please 
make it snappy, because-well, what's 
the matter with Batey now!" 

Definitely, there was something the 
matter with Batey. His features had 
contorted until they were almost 
merged-yet now, in a twinkling, they 
had straightened again and a -smile 
broke out, of such terrific brilliance 
that the whole neighborhood seemed il
luminated. 

" I got softening o' the brain," he 
announced, joyously. " How long did 
it take us to get out here ? Well, any
how, it'll take us half that getting 
back I Hey, Chief ! Sit on Downer, will 
you ?" Next he turned to the chauf
feur, and by the simple process of 
placing a palm against his cheek and 
pushing hard, displaced him from be
hind the wheel. " Get over, you ! I'm 
driving home !" 

He did, He was in high before the 
post office corner had been turned, and 
in high he remained, with small re
gard for traffic lights or cursing driv
ers or the terrified screams of those 
fools who always object to having a 
fender carried away by another car 
that happens to be in a hurry. Small 
towns through which that had lately 
slipped so gracefully now merely 
whizzed up and past. . . .  And then, 
as they approached the western end of 
the Holland Tube and traffic thickened, 
the Chief took occasion to pound on 
Mr. Batey's shoulder and bellow : 

" The hell are you trying to do ? 
Kill us all ?" 

" Your hard luck, if you can't take 
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it, Chief," Mr. Batey snapped back. 
" You're the guy that started this time
limit stuff." 

Then, since the uniformed force 
seemed to be taking an undue interest 
in him, Mr. Batey slowed down far
ther and his expression became an
gelic as they slid under the river-but 
once upon Manhattan island the po
lice knew the Chief and his car, and 
Mr. Batey whizzed on, driving with 
his right hand and genially waving 
thanks now and then with his left. 

" . . .  and i f  you don't get that lun
atic into a strait-jacket, by Judas, 
I'll-" Downer was frothing, as they 
shrieked to a standstill before the 
ancient office building. 

" You wanted it snappy, brother," 
George Batey said briefly, as he hauled 
out Mr. Downer and glanced at his 
watch. " Two-twenty-two, hey ?" 

He yanked again ; Mr. Downer, still 
frothing, still protesting, stumbled gid
dily on to the elevator, with the Chief 
just behind. 

In the office, the cute brunette was 
thumping her typewriter when they en
tered. Mr. Batey cast one swift, un
accountable glance toward her feet and 
heaved a great sigh o f  relief. 

" We been taking chances, Chief. 
but I guess it's all okey-dokey, at that. 
You hold Downer. Will you kindly 
move over a little, sister, so's I can pull 
out that bottom drawer of  your desk ?" 

" Let that girl alone !" Downer thun
dered. " You've done clowning enough 
for one lifetime and-" 

" This ain't downing, brother," 
Batey explained. " This is like taking 
rabbits from a hat. As if you didn't 
know !" 

He laid the drawer on Downer's 
desk and unhurriedly removed the con
tents..-one vanity case, one best seller, 
some cigarettes and a packet of hair-

pins, for the girl was letting it grow. 
Just once he glanced at the Chief. 
You didn't need a clairvoyant to tetl 
what the Chief was going to do unless 
Mr. Batey produced some sort o f  hap
PY ending in about thirty seconds. 

" The hand," said Mr. Batey, but 
there was a catch in his voice, and little 
beads stood out on his forehead, " is 
quicker than the eye-and here comes 
the rabbits !" 

With these strange words, he turned 
the drawer bottomside up on Downer's 
desk. His iron fingers twisted into 
Downer's sleeve, the Chief strode for
ward as Batey silently pointed to the 
odd arrangement on the bottom of the 
drawer : a large, light-colored manila 
enve.lope securely fastened there with 
shiny nickel thumb-tacks. Silently, he 
tore it loose and thrust a finger under 
the flap. 

" The way it  was reflecting on the 
floor, I'd have said it was white," he 
said more calmly. " If  this envelope's 
got in it what I think it's got in it, 
they're running good for you today, 
Chief, on account you don't have to 
lose a high-class operative. Other
wise-well, it seems you don't have to 
lose him," Mr. Batey concluded, as he 
dumped a stream of five·hundred dol· 
lar bills on the desk. 

The Downer person's knees were 
sagging. George Batey drew a long, 
happy breath and consulted his watch. 

" When you hear the next musical 
note," he said comfortably, " it will be 
exactly two-twenty·nine P . M . ,  Eastern 
Day.light Saving Time. Toot I Toot !" 

IV 

" WELL, old man Merrivale 
wasn't so peeved, at that, 
when he got back his note

books of secret formulas he didn't 
even know was stolen yet, hey, Chief ?" 
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George Batey chuckled. " Quite a guy, 
Downer ! First he steals the secrets of 
the business, and then he steals capital 
enough to start up for himself I" 

" Quite a guy !" the Chief agreed. 
They were back in his office now, with 
Downer elsewhere behind the bars. 
" Only how the devil-" 

'' Huh ? You ain't got it all yet, 
Chief. Wei.!, it come from being un· 
able to see why Downer'd be using 
hairpins and lipstick, see ? It was like 
this : here's me, letting Downer talk, 
stalling for time to see could I guess 
the right answer. And there's his 
wastebasket and all there was in it was 
three old bent hairpins and a bent pa
per-clip and a lot of such fluff as col
lects in drawers. 

" Well, I says to myself, somebody's 
been emptying a drawer, and it must 
'a' been from the jane's desk, and it 
couldn't have been the jane herself did 
it, I says, because she'd have knocked 
out the odds and ends in her own bas
ket. So it must have been Downer, 
I says, and whyf Then I started look
ing around the floor and, under the 
little tomato's desk, I seen the floor 
was much lighter under the legs on the 
right side than on the left s'ide, and I 
also seen a bright, new thumb-tack 
there on the floor-and still it didn't 
click ! 

" Y' gotta excuse me, Chief," 
George said earnestly, " but when you 
take a sensitive, high-strung guy like 
me for a ride, like you did about my 
watch this morning, you only hurt the 
busin�ss. What I mean, you got me 

slightly goofy and not able to think 
like lightning, as I usually do, or I'd 
have had the whole setup ten seconds 
after I seen that light spot on the floor. 

" Instea.d, it was only when we were 
in that hick post office I suddenly g.ot 
the whole thing-well, you heard 
Downer confess yourself how he orig
inally meant to leave it there till the 
last minute while he was gathering tlp 
his things to scram, in case someone 
come back unexpected to the office last 
night and looked in the safe, and you 
heard how he meant to mail the note
books, so's all the goods wouldn't be 
found on him, in case of accidents. 

" Then CoJley blows in for the stick
up and changes all DoYfner's plans in 
one second ; and Downer got cold feet 
afterward, for fear he'd be suspected 
and searched, and finally decided to 
lea ... ·e the fifteen grand right where it 
was till some time later when Colley'd 
been convicted . . . .  Well ! Five-twenty 
now !" Mr. Batey announced loudly, 
sticking out his new watch, and defy
ing his Chief. " I gotta beat it for 
home." 

For minutes the Chief had been star
ing out of the window, whistling 
through his excellent teeth, and consid
ering and considering. But he was a 
just man, and in the end he thrust to
ward George Batey two of the four 
$500 bills which had accompanied him 
home from the final interview with 
Mr. Merrivale. He unbent entirely ! 

" Aw, stop off �n the way and buy 
yourself a pair of jade earrings, 
George I" he laughed. 

4 D-8 
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Reid. Foremost of these is Gene Chatham, 
a rich dilettante, Tydings' arch-foe, who 
has pretended to care for Vivian, Tydings' 
daughter, only so that he may be near 
Charlotte, whom he loves. 

Winifred Staunton, Tydings' former mis
tress, is also there, and at dinner, when 
Tydings is baiting his guests, including 
Rupert Walden, another collector rival, 
and Willard Hamblin, a resident physician. 
Winifred wound3 Tydings "with a gun be
longing to Lionel Reid, Charlotte's brother. 

Sergeant Detective Angus Campbell and 
his bkkering team-mate, Sergeant Detec
tive Patrick O'Rourke, arrive at Tydings' 
Island to learn that Tydiegs' body has 
vanished. They soon discover that each 
of the guests had a motive for the murder, 
and that each is well alibied. Then Wini
fred Staunton, more than a little drunk, in
sists that she saw Henry Tydings in one 
of tbe ornamental suits of armor. 

Almost immediately thereafter the cook 
reports seeing Tydings in the dwnbwaiter. 
The detectives are convinced that Tydings, 
pressed by debt, or in fear of his life, has 
disappeared on purpose, cutting off the 
island from the mainland to keep his hated 
guests helpless while he made his getaway. 

Not quite satisfied with this theory, 
however, they ta.ke fingerprints and make 
an extensive search of the house. Walden 
is quieting his nerves by mounting butter· 
flies on punched cards, and in the chamber 
of Hamblin, the doctor, they find a real 
clue. 

One of Hamblin's amateurish copies of 
Raphael's Granduca is smeared in the cor
ner with Tydings' bloody fingerprint. It 
is also Jeamed that Clifford, the butler, 
opened the sluice-gate which isolated the 
island. When the detectives find Clifford 
for questioning, he obviously has been in 
a fight. 

But before they can discover his oppo· 
nent, Campbell surprises a sneak thief in 
his room, examining the copied Granduca 
canvas. He says be's William Kearton, re
fuses to say more. Clifford informs them 
that he's the unauthorized messenger whose 
appearance terrified Henry Tydings just 
before his death. 

" All right," said Campbell. " This job 
is a crazy quilt, but I guess we got the last 
piece of it now. Things are going to 
moVe/" 

CHAPTER X 

Cross-Examination 

WHILE Clifford was talking, 
William Kearton regarded 
him with a concentrated pas

sion of  disdain, until O'Rourke said : 
" You'll get colic of the face if you 
keep twisting it like that. I f  you don't 
like Clifford, come out with it. 1 don't 
like him neither, if  that docs you any 
good." 

Kearton shrugged his shoulders. At 
this, O'Rourke said : " They got our 
our hands tied with the new rules. Oh, 
boy, for five minutes of the good old 
days, and l'd of made you talk, Kear
ton. But now we can't break the skin. 
• . . Hell, what chance have we got ? 
. . .  Here, Angus. You keep Clifford 
and the sneak thief in here. I 'm going 
to go and talk to Chatham." 

He went straight down the corridor 
to Chatham's room. Chatham's voice 
answered the knock and told him to 
enter. O'Rourke went inside. This 
room had one of  those priceless old 
carved and painted wooden ceilings 
which Tydings had shipped over from 
Italy ; and the blue and golrlen rich
ness of it was reflected on the floor, as 
it were, by the softer colors and the 
more obscure pattern of  a great Per
sian rug. But O'Rourke paid no at
tention to the beauty around him. 

He strode in, remarking : " Mr. 
Chatham, how are you ?" 

" Very well," said Chatham, who 
was reading a book in a chair drawn 
up near his window and lighted by a 
floor lamp. " What can I do for you, 
O'Rourke ?" 

" Let me see your hands," O'Rourke 
ordered. 

Chatham looked up at him, paused, 
then, with deliberation, laid the book 
on the arm of  the chair and extended 
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his .hands . .  0'·Rourke-stared down ear- i O�Rour:ke, '! that' tbere's · a · kind of a 
:nestly 1nto -the: palms. •:bump there on .the side of your skuli-

".·Excuse me,". he .said, . .and felt the just above the ear, and .under :the hair. 
two stiff, calloused swellings at the heel . . .  You've sleeked the hair down a 
of the • palm. " Y:ou keep yourself in little too carefully, and it arigles out a 
shape, Mr. Chatham," said the Irish- bit over the bump . . . .  When the door 
man. slammed, I guess it bumped your head 

. Chatham saidr nothing. and your hand at the same time, eh ?" 
· " Tur.n 'em\ over, •will .you ?" . asked " The fact is," said Chatham, " that 

<YRoui:ke. .Tydings should have kept his pergola 
! Chatham ·glanced. at the face• of· the at the swimming pool in� better condi

'deteotive �again, but .he obeyed. tion. Some 6f ':those · ·big -wistaria 
O'Rourke instantly :fingered the meta- branches reach down like •the- elbows of 
carpal bones ·under : the :loose skin of ·monkeys and give one a rap, now · and 
¢he· backs· of the hands. " How ' long then." 
ago 'did: you •bust these ?"·.asked the ser- ( O'·Rourke-grinned. '' Yeah. For- an 
•geant. . oversize -fellow like you, the head takes 

" I  don't know. A long rime." . a • lOt of •bumps, ·all right. Mind •let-
": Didn't : .know how · to hold your · ting me take a look at the pants you're 

:hands inside a pair of. gloves, eh ?" wearing? Mind standing up?" 
" That's right. I =learned. afterward ·� Not at -all," Chatham answered. 

how to ,squeeze lem 'Shut as I .hit." " I'm suspected of something, ami .J ?" 
· " They say that Dempsey used to ..  We gcrtta suspect everybody," -re-

keep-a ,half of - a lacrosse ball, or some- plied O'Rourke. "· ft's · our job, and 
thing like that, inside each ·hand, .and we'd be out of pay and out of ·luck 
squeeze on the rubbt:r just as ·.:he pronto, if  .we didn't keep pointing fin· 
punched. That was for training. He gers." 
got a pair of mitts that nothing could -Chatham· had · risen, and O'Rourke 
dent. . . .  But you never built up . your walked around him, staring. 
hands like that,' Mr. Chatham . . . .  And " Hum !" he said, - at last. " Mind 
here's . a ·little ridge just across - the showing me the coat you-were wearing 
knuckles of your right. . . .  How this evening?" 
come?" " Not a bit," answered Chatham. 

" That was an odd thing," said He went -to the closet, took out a 
Chatham. " I was coming into my coat, and handed . it over. O'·Rou:rke 
room -this evening and a gust of wind � looked it over with the greatest ca-re, 
knocked the -door shut and caught my and then sighed. " It looks - all right," 
hand a bit. It might hava been an ugly he · said, " only-wait a minute. - I see 
smash, at that." a lot ·more coats in there." 

, O'Rourke stepped back. " Help your-self," said Chatham, go-
" Funny thing," he said, " that· the -ing back- to his chair. 

-door when it shut only pinched the out- O'Rourke took out coat - after coat, 
side of your hand, ain't it?" squinted, returned each garment to its 

·� Perhaps it· is," admitted Chatham, hanger. At last ,he· turned sharply about 
·carelessly. ",W·hat have my .hands to to the big man and said : " You come 
do· with your business,< O'Rour.ke?" · along with me ,to the room where 

· ". I was just . thinking," said Campbell is, will you ?" 
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" Certainly," said Chatham. " You'ro 
making a lot of hard work out of all 
this, aren't you ?'' 

" I take my work where I find it," 
answered O'Rourke, shortly. 

H£ led the way back to the other 
room and entered it to find Clif
ford and Kearton and Campbell 

sitting silently in three chairs. Clif
ford rose quickly when the newcomers 
entered. Kearton yawned. 

O'Rourke said : " Look here, Angus. 
Here's Mr. Chatham with a bump on 
the side of his head and a ridge across 
his knuckles. . . .There's another funny 
thing. He's got a lot of skin rubbed 
off the tips of his fingers as though 
he'd been handling something pretty 
rough-like a big stone ladder, say. 
And he says that he bumped his head 
on a branch and got his hand shut in
side a door. I dunno how you got the 
skin off the tips of your fingers, Mr. 
Chatham." 

" As a matter of fact, I stumbled 
over a rug in the library-they're a bit 
slippery on top of that waxed floor
and put out my hands to save myself 
against the stucco wall. That stucco is 
as rough as sandpaper." 

" Keep the big boy here for a while, 
will you ?" asked O'Rourke, and went 
straight out of the house to the garden. 
There he paused under the balcony be
neath Chatham's room. He paused only 
a few moments before he returned. 

" A  lot of footprints around there," 
he said, " under your balcony, Mr. 
Chatham. Nobody around this house 
has got feet big enough to leave those 
signs behind him." 

" Perhaps not," said Chatham. " I 
remember pausing there this after
noon." 

" Now why would you stand around 
just there ?" asked the sergeant. 

" It's the only place on the island,'' 
said Chatham, " that commands a view 
of t

.
�e entire causeway and the gar

den. 
O'Rourke drew in a long, soft 

breath, and then he smiled. 
" You're fast, brothe r ! "  he said. 

" You got the fastest turning over bean 
that I ever come up against. He's 
good, Angus, ain't he ? Mr. Chatham, 
you're a knockout, i f  you don't mind 
me saying. Look here, Clifford. We 
got a pair of you cold." 

" Yes, sir ?" said Clifford. 
" You and Mr. Chatham met out 

there in the garden. You slugged it 
out. You socked him on the side of 
the head . . . .  " 

" I  beg your pardon, Mr. Chatham," 
said the butler. " I don't know what 
Sergeant O'Rourke means." 

" This is what they call deduction, 
Clifford," Chatham replied, smiling. 
" l've read about it in books but I've 
never seen any of it before. Every 
good policeman can do it. It's some· 
thing like blindfold chess, I believe." 

" He's good, eh, Angus ?" asked 
O'Rourke. 

" Go on and play your hand, if 
there's anything in it," the Scotchman 
growled, bluntly. 

O'Rourke glowered at him. Then he 
shook a finger at the butler. " You 
swing for the big boy's head, but you're 
a little high, and he's coming in as you 
take the sock You cronk him up on 
the head-there, there where the little 
bump is-and then he lets you have it 
slam under the chin, and leaves a welt 
across his knuckles and something on 
your chin that'll be purple by the morn
ing, Clifford." 

" I  hope this doesn't annoy you, Mr. 
Chatham," said Clifford, bowing to 
him, deprecatory. 

" No, I like it," said Chath:un. " It 
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isn't often that we have a chance to 
see the law of the land use its brain. 
Go on, O'Rourke. I'm glad to hear the 
clcductions." 

O'Rourke licked his lips. 
" You like it, do you ?" he said. 

" Well, what were the pair of you fight
ing about ? Something that weighed 
something. Something that a man 
could carry slung over his back, tied up 
in his coat, while he jumped for the un
derpart of his balcony and swung him
self u�and a fine · bit of work that 
jumping and climbing was, Mr. Chat
ham. When you handed me that coat, 
tonight, you almost sold me. By elec
tric light, I might of passed black for 
blue, but not quite. And when I looked 
over the rest of the coats I found what 
I wanted, fast enough. One with the 
sleeves a little wrinkled---criss-cross 
and in waves--and the material was 
kind of damp, too. Those wrinkles I 
can put into <J.nother coat by tying the 
sleeves together in a hard ICnot. 
Now, Mr. Chatham, what were you 
carrying in that coat?" 

" Every Irishman can tell a yam,'' 
said Chatham, " but you do better 
than most. Go right ahead, O'Rourke." 

He looked toward Clifford, and the 
butler made a slight gesture of apology, 
shrugging his shoulders and putting his 
hands out a little. 

O'Rourke said : " Whatever you car
ried was wet. It was something out of 
the lake, most likely. What about it, 
Mr. Chatham ? Going to come clean 
to us, or do we have to spend some 
more time on you ?" 

" Why, O'Rourke, you wouldn't 
slight me, would you ?" asked Chat
ham. " Put some more time in on me, 
by all means." 

" Mr. Chatham," said O'Rourke, " it 
ain't gonna pay you. Look here, if  it's 
your neck that you gotta save, all right. 

Back up and keep raising · a breeze. 
That's what you gotta do. · But if 
you're only mixed into this dirt ankle 
deep, jump out no matter how much 
mud people are gonna see on your 
shoes. Let's wash this up right here 
and now . . . .  Talk to us and we'll talk 
to you. But if  it comes to court, I got 
enough stuff on you this evening to 
knock hell out of your. reputation tbe 
rest of your life. Will you play with 
us?" 

· 

" Certainly, O'Rourke," said Chat
ham. " I'd do whatever l could to help 
you get to the bottom of this little mys
tery about Tydings. But . . . something 
wet carried in a coat , . .  climbing bal
conies by moonlight . . .  fist fights with 
butlers . . . .  " He laughed a little. 

" All right, all right," cried 
O'Rourke, " if you won't play with us, 
it's gonna be rough on you, Mr. Chat
ham. We're gonna change the colOr of 
your hair and take the champagne out 
of your eyes, before we're through with 
you, I guess." 

" Lay off, lay off, Pat, will you ?" 
asked Campbell. " Don't you see that 
he ain't one of the kind that cracks ? 
You could· bounce that kind of talk off 
him all day and he wouldn't come clean 
to you." 

. 

" Yeah, I know, I know," agreed 
O'Rourke. " But you know how it is 
-you just sort of take a chance any
way. It don't cost anything." 

" Do you want me any longer, my 
friends?" asked Chatham. 

" Not any longer," said O'Rourke. 
Chatham turned toward the butler. 
" It docs look as though something 

had clipped you on the chin, Clifford," 
he commented. 

" I had a fall, sir," said Clifford. 
" Well, good night, everyone/' said 

Chatham. 
He had turned toward the door 
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when a hurried knock came at it. 
O'Rourke stepped back and opened it. 
Vivian Tydings appeared on the 
threshold carrying in her arms the bat
tered glory of the jewel casket ; but 
what she was saying had nothing to do 
with that. 

" Sergeant O'Rourke - Sergeant 
Campbell !" she called out in a hushed, 
excited voice. " In Charlotte Reid's 
room ! 

.
There's a man a�d a quar

rel ! . • •  

CHAPTER XI 

The Check 

O 'ROURKE made a lunge, but 
Campbell went by him in a 
sprint, grunting : " Hold every

thing, Pat !" and swerved into the hall 
at full speed. 

Gene Chatham started out of a sud
den trance in pursuit ;  Vivian Tydings 
scurried in the rear. 

Campbell, for all his speed, was quiet 
enough in the opening of the door. It 
swung wide, soundlessly, and showed 
Charlotte Reid in a corner of the room 
struggling furiously with a man who 
held her by the arms, saying. : "  You've 
got to give it to me, Charlotte. You've 
got to-" 

He saw the others coming, then, and 
sprang back from her suddenly. It was 
her brother. 

Campbell went to the girl. Chatham 
grabbed a handful of Lionel Reid's 
coat and shirt and jammed him back 
against the wall at full arm's length. 
Chatham's mouth pulled to one side 
and his eyes pinched small and bright. 

" What d'you mean by it ?" he kept 
repeating. " What d'you mean by it?"  

Vivian Tydings, at the threshold, 
was looking on with a silent laughter, 
her eyes all alight, while Campbell said 
to Charlotte Reid : " I'm going to have 

to ask you to turn over to me the thing 
be wanted. Just let me have it, Miss 
Reid. There's no use holding back. 1 
think you had it in your hand." 

She held them out, empty. 
" There was nothing, you see ?" said 

the girl. 
Chatham led Reid away from the 

wall. The young fellow was stagger
ing, his head had been so battered by 
that fierce handling. 

Chatham was saying, " [ don't be
lieve it. To put your hands on a wom., an. Any woman. You damned little 
rat !" 

Lionel was by no means little, but he 
looked it at this moment. 

" Don't be rough with him ! Don't 
hurt him, Gene," Vivian Tydings in
jected. " lt all depends on what a girl 
is used to. The family tradition, you 
know !" 

She began to laugh aloud. Charlotte 
Reid's eyes found her, dwelt on her 
without interest, and roved away to
ward Chatham. 

Campbell had stepped on past the girl 
toward an old Chinese bowl of hand
worked bronze, one of those incredibly 
antique things which two generations 
of metal workers might beat out with 
loving care, year by year, every ham
mer-stroke a prayer that helped to save 
the soul-therefore there was no haste 
and the curves grew reverently. This 
bowl stood on a tripod of fretted 
ebony. Campbell reached his hand over 
the high lip and explored the interior. 
There was only a single, tiny ball of 
paper, moist and warm from recent 
handling. 

He took this out and dropped it into 
his pocket. The Reid girl was watch
ing him with a blank look of despair. 

" You want to take things easier in 
your family," said Campbell. " I  hope 
he didn't hurt you much, Miss Reid." 
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·- Thetgirl ·.said•nothing, . and· Campbell Campbell ·said : ' '  ¥ou want ·this, 
lefvthe room. at .once. Vivian Tydings <Rt:id. :?iou want it damn bad. lYoti�rc 
,was 'Standing dO$C to Chatham, look- figuring what would happen if ·you 
ing ·up at ·him, · still laughing as she 1made a :jump and got your ·hands on 
closed · the • tioor:behintl· her. :But Chat- "this-but - don1t you try . any jumping. 
ham still looked savage and a ·bit wan, 1 •gat something in my poeket, .and , jf  
thought .Campbell. ·] tag you -with it, you'll stay '· it ' for 

He· said ·to Lionel Reid : " You come a -long time." 
aiong ·.with •me, .will •you ?" Lionel Reid -said ·nothing. lie 'pttt 

·I:.ionel went•with ·him down· the stairs his • elbows on his hips and leaned 'far
and then into the · library. As • they ward. He had his jaw· set. Now -<tnd 
passed down the stairs, the keen • ears then . there was a slight tremor ·of  his 
of  the Scotchman could· hear :Vivian face. 
rr1dings S<t·ying to Chatbam in the hall 
above : " Did yoU see her face, Gene ? 
Did you =see . her staring ·at you ? She 
thought it ·.was all :for : her-the rough
ing you gave Lionel. . . . . She had · her 
heart in her eyes, the silly little fool. 
·She :may ha.ve .a Renaissance •face but 
her minf:Lnev.er has .waked up . . . .  She 
ought ·to tbe--" 

If Lionel heard · this traduction, he 
gave 1no sign · o f  it, ·but :went · striding 
on with his ·head bowed a little . and 

• the muscles• of the.base oft his nctk ' lift
, jng · his collar a good deal. He .was a 
strong young man, physically, Camp
bell note.d. He •had the·60rt· of  muscle 
that ·gymnastics put . on a lad. 

1When they got to the library; Camp
. bell had Lionel sit in a chair which 
two ·floor lamps lighted. Everything 

• else was turned out. ·Beyond that cen
tra lglow, the • books receded ·glimmer
ing 1 in their projecting bays, the •rich 
blues and Teds of  levant morocco and 

. the · polished ivory of . old vellum. 
·Campbell was . aware of those dim 
stre:i.ks of - color like so many little 
watching eyes. Other vague faces 

· lined the walls where . the paintings 
hung,� looking down indifferently on the 

•Hving people. 
Campbell, smoothing the bit . of . pa

·per . on the ·edge • of .a table, kept his 
eyes on Lionel Reid. 

CAMPBELL said : " That fellow 
Chatham has a lot of strength in 
his arms, hasn't he ? 1 'thought 

he wa-s · going to � brain ·you against • the 
wall. Did he hurt you much ?" 

Reid dismissed the question with a 
jerk of the hand. 

" Looked to me," went · on Campbell, 
" as · though • Chatham thought a ·good 

. deal , of your sister. I mean, he · gave 
a kind · of a jump when he · saw a man 
handling her, that ·way. The ,way •he 
laid hold on •you loOked · like murder 
to me-until he saw your face and 
eased • off a bit. Kind of fond of her, 
I'd say, in spite ohhe -way Miss Tyd
ings talks of  her." 

Young Reid kept his rigid attitude 
6f attention, but without speaking a 
word df answer. 

" This bird Chatham," said the ser
. geant, " looks to me like one of the 
free and easy ones with the ladies. He 
throws an eye at your -sister and he 
certainly keeps thick with Vivian Tyd

• ings. What ·kind of  a two-handed liar 
is Chatham with the · ladies, would •you 
say ?" 

" I  say-damn him ! Thafs.all," an-
·swert(l. Reii:l. " What do •you · .want 
with me?" 

" ¥·ou're so ner-vons · you're tgonna 
break in two, before long," said' Camp-
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bell. " Lemme see what this is all money on a race every Saturday,• And 
about. A check to you, made out by most of the time the money was lost. 
Henry Tydings, eh ?" I tried the game for a whole year be-

He read with much deliberation : fore I quit. But talking about this 
" New York, February 14th, 1935. check, how did your sister come to 
Number 48o. Irving Trust Company. have it?"  
Woolworth Office. Woolworth Build- " I  don't know," said Reid. 
ing, New York Pay to the order of " Anyway," said Campbell, " she had 
Lionel Reid, seven thousand, three hun- hold of it, and asked you what you'd 
dred and twenty-five dollars and no done with all that money. And you 
cents. H.enry Tydings. were ashamed, and so you tried to grab 

" And here it's marked on the back, it away from her ?" 
and 1 punched, and all that. And en· " That's it. Yes, that's it." 
dorsed by Lionel Reid. So you col- " The hell it is," said Campbell. 
lected that money, Reid, and what I " Now, I've got a letter in my pocket 
don't figure, is what aU the shouting with the real signature of Tydings on 
is a)x>ut, when it's only a cancelled it. . Suppose I lay those two signa· 
check? What's it about-all the tures side by side?" 
fighting?" " Go  ahead,'' said Reid. 

Reid was lighting a cigarette. He " You know hOw vou look ? Sick is 
said through the smoke : " The fact is how you look,'' said ·campbell. " Green 
that I made a fool of mvself. A ter· kind of. Better wipe your face before 
rible fool. Mr. Tydings �wed me some the sweat starts running on it." 
salary. He made out a check for that Reid took that advice. Campbell 
money and also he told me to use the was studying the signature. 
rest of it on Charlotte. She was in a " It's not a good forgery," said 
hole and needed a hand. I was to say Campbell. " It's the sort of a job that 
that it was my money. I was to give a fool boy might run off. But forgery 
it to her, you see, and play the part is bad business. The law goes for a 
of the. big brother, But I was doing forger pretty hard. Then there's the 
some betting-making a fool out of disgrace. I dunno. You could change 
myself. I thought I had a sure thing. · your name and go off to the South 
I put up a stack of money on the tip Seas, somewhere, maybe. I dunno. It 
t
0
o
ut

m
. 

•

. 

ke .� killing-and I was cleaned don't work, usually. You get started. 
You get dug into place in a new job, 

" What was the race ?'' asked Camp· with new people around you. And then 
bell. somebody pops up. Funny thing how 

" Oh, down South. You know . . .  " somebody. always pops up. Says two 
" I mean, what horse ?" words. Winks. And everybody drops 
" What horse ? Why, it . was-Trum· you cold. You gotta pack up and start 

peter. Yes, that's right. And he ran for Central Africa, or something like 
out of the money. Every penny went. that. . . .  I'm kind of sorry to turn you 
I couldn't do for Charlotte what Tyd- over to the taw, Reid. I kind of hate 
ings wanted me to . . . .  And when she to do it. Because you're young. 
got hold of the check, today. . . But. . . .  " . 

" Well," said Campbell, " when I Reid stood up. ,He said : !' For the 
was your age I used to put a little love 'lf-" 
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" Yeah r• murmured Campbell. " 1 
mean, what a fool you were to make it 
so much. As though a hard�boiled fel· 
low like Tydings would pay over seven 
thousand dollars to his secretary I . . .  
By the way, when did you start work· 
ing for Tydings ?" 

" January, some time. Abou
.
t the 

middle-Sergeant Campbell, 1 want to 
ask you to . . . .  " 

" • It's no good," said Campbell. 
" You gotta vay for things like this. 
You gotta pay me in the kind of money 
1 want." 

" I  can raise money," said Reid. " I  
shall raise it, too ! I haven't got much, 
but I'll give you a note-" 

"FORGER-the-n bribery !" said 
Cam)Mlell. " You're ripe for the 
pen, kid, is all I can say. Ready 

for the trip up the river. What you 
can pay me is not money, but informa· 
tion. Going to come across with it?" 

Reid rubbed his face with his hand· 
kerchief again. 

" What were you and your sister 
fighting about in her room ?" asked 
Ca1npbcll. 

" The check. You could see that." 
' '  She was going to use that check to 

put you in jail ?" 
" Yes," said Reid. 
" Then why didn't she speak right up 

and tell me that it was a forgery ? Why 
did she stand there looking as though 
she'd been knifed in the back, when 1 
fished the bit of paper out of the 
bowl ?" 

" She wanted to hold the check over 
me. She thought that 1 might go 
wrong; unless she had authority over 
me," said Reid. " Girls are like that. 
Crazy.. She couldn't understand that 
any moment the check might come to 
the attention of -people and ........ " · · 

" Go on," said Campbell. " Tell the 

truth. That's all 1 ask you. But if 
you slip off the rails again, I'm going 
to slam you into a jail and let you stew 
there. Understand ?" 

" Yes," said Reid. He set his jaw 
hard again. Campbell could hear his 
breathing. 

" You got a job with Tydings the 
middle of January. What did it pay ?" 

" A  hundred a week." 
" What did you do for the money ?" 
" I studied his pictures. He used to 

take me when he made a buy. He said 
he was going to make a connoisseur out 
of me." 

" For a chance like that, you ought 
to have been paying money, eh ?" asked 
Campbell. " Mighty kind o f  Tydings 
to pay you, and teach you too." 

" Yes," said Reid. 
" Tydings was a kind man, then?" 
" Yes-no," said Reid. 
" D�unned unkind ?" 
Reid was silent. 
'' Tydings-wasn't he the kind that 

always had an idea in his head when 
he gave . away money ?" asked the de· 
tecth•e. 

" 1 SU(>pose so," said Reed. 
" Then what did he expect to get out 

o f  you ?" 
" I  don't know." 
" I  mean, what did you have in the 

world that you could give him ? Was 
your family so old that it meant a lo_t 
of social up to him to have you 
around ?" 

" No." 
" You've got a shark playing Santa 

Claus, eh, to one of the little fish ? That 
don't sound logical, Reid. First place, 
you take it like a gift You're grate
ful to Tydings. You think maybe he 
has seen that you got the makings of 
a connoisseur, what ?" 

" 1 thought he might be right," said 
Reid. 
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" You rfelt •pretty :good, ;.arid you •ile· 
gan to spend. You ·began .to step out a 
little?" 

H.eid blinked and10odded. 

Reid answered: "· Trumpeter didn't 
place. �hat •was :8.11--quit like a 
dog . . . .  

' ' Just. a rotten·tip ?" .-asked Campbell. 
· � ·And · you got dn 1the hole," said " No. Trumpeter needed \that .race 

Campbell. " Y.ou -said 'to yourself that ·.under,his belt to tighten him up. 'Ehe 
if you didn't make a killing, 'you'd · be next Thursday he ran away from a .lot 
done 1for. :Borrowed money would . of better horses 1than the ones rthat had 
choke you, ·eh ?" .beaten him on Saturday." 

Reid moisterw:d his gray1 lips. " Going back to what happened when 
"·¥ou ·fmged a -check Y.ou went you lost the ·money?" 

around ·to the :bank 1t0 .cash • it-then " I ,went out to the dub .and had a 
.what .happened ?'' few drinks. I · got1 a <room and ·thought 

Reid stamped out his -cigarette. He things over. The only way out·was1 t0 
said : " I'd cashed checks there ·-before. kill ,myself. Then I ·remembered that 
I ·ne�r .thought-! ·was !going to dean Tydings had 0. K.'d ·the check and it 
up .on Trumpeter . and fix the things started me wondering." 
afterward at the . bank, so the .check " Because you knew, by that time, 
never rwould .come ;thr.ough <to Tydings that he never did rsomethiog 1ior not h
-and so I offered the .che<:k. The r ing ?" 
mshier 'Went - -back out of his cubby· " Yes. I knew .that, .or began to sus
hole. I heud his voice !Speaking over 'pect 'it. Finally I went to •my sister's 
the telephone, to Tydings. " : apartment. She,wasout. l.waited ·ior 

" Did you run ?" .:asked Campbell, her to ·come ; in." 
lllUTiously. " You .been in ihe habit of going to 

. . . No. I stood there." her ?" 
" Gonna ·kill yoUI•self before the 1>9- " Yes. Anybody would go .to Char-

lice got you, eh ?" · lotte for advice." 
Reid said, slowly : " The cashier " Motherly, eh?" 

.came back and said : ' Here you are, 
Mr. Reid,' and he passed the -money 
across the windowsill. I .knew then 
1that Tydings had 0. -K.td the check 
!that I'd written." 

" That made Tydings • look pretty 
big," said Campbell. " That· built him 
up a lot, didn't i t?"  

Reid said : " I thought of passing the 
money, back, And . then I thought about 
Trumpeter. It .was - the straightest tip 

:that I'd · ever 1had, I •would dean up 
·on him and then I could take a ·sort 
-of thigh. attitude with : -Mr. Tydings--
twenty •to one. " 

" You were going to · rmake .a hun· 
•dred and fi.-fty thousandt �dollars, 'eh ?" 
asked Campbell, sympathetically. 

"NO. Not mothe
.
r.ly . .But she 

just knows. Her brain can 
be as clear as ice. There's 

nobody like her. She -takes hold of an 
idea the way a surgeon takes hold ·of 
a sick ·body, and she cuts · the bad part 
away and leaves the -good. Women 
twice her age, and men, .come and ask 
her about things. I always used to go 
to lher. She always could find a way 
out." 

" Did she d ind a way.out this time ?" 
· " ·When she came in, ·she told me-tbat 

she'd been .with Tydings. He'd caUed 
and taken her for. a -ride: and held• talked 
things over rwith (her . . Ev.er:ything . .  He 

;!hawed her ·the .chock, ·-which he'd got-
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ten from the bank He said that it 
was a question what could be done to 
make an honest man of  me. He and 
she would work together and see what 
could be done." 

" What did your sister say to you 
about i t ? "  

Reid d r e w  a breath. " S h e  said," 
he repeated, " that she would have to 
marry him to sa,·e my worthless 
name." 

" I f  she felt that way about you, 
why was she willing to marry Tydings 
to help you ? Did she like the money ?" 

" She likes everything," said Reid. 
" Ilut she knew, right away, that Tyd
ings was blackmailing her. She said 
that Tydings had built me up for a fall 
from the start, overpaid me, put me in 
situations where I 'd be tempted to 
spend money. That was why he'd 
0. K.'d the check. He wanted the 
proofs in his hands. Then he'd used 
them." 

" But she was ready to play the 
game with Tydings-ready to marry 
him ? Was that because she loved you, 
or because she liked Tydings, and 
wanted the money, too ?" 

" [ don't know," said Reid. 
" Look here !" said Campbell. " The 

deal you and I make goes through only 
if  you tell the whole thing." 

" I'm telling the whole thing. I don't 
know what's in her mind. I never 
know. Nobody does. She could keep 
on smiling if there were a knife at her 
throat. Nobody can fool her. She's 
always playing apart. And I never 
know what stage she's walking on. I 
know that she told Tydings, afterward, 
to his face, that it was blackmail. He 
admitted that it  was. He said he loved 
her so much that he'd do a murder for 
the sake of getting her." 

" Was that true ?" asked Campbell . 
Reid shook his head. " It 's this 

way," he explained. " lt takes a man 
with a brain to appreciate Charlotte. 
She's not so very beautiful. But she 
gives a man what nobody else in the 
world can give. A sort of knowing. 
I don't mean compassionate knowing, 
but a sort of clear-eyed understanding. 
It kills off weak men. They can't stand 
being known. But a man with a brain 
like Tydings'-well, I think he felt she 
would be a greater possession than all 
his pictures. She said she would marry 
him, but she told him that all her life 
she would despise every part of  him ex
cept his brain. He was willing to take 
that, and then go ahead. He would 
give her the check immediately after 
the marriage ceremony. He'd put it in 
the jewel casket, and she could have it 
along with the family jewc.ls. Then the 
wedding day came along. I knew Tyd· 
ings was a dt!vi\, by that time, of 
course. I decided that I wouldn't Jet 
the marriage go through-at the last 
minute I'd kill him. And then Wini
fred Staunton got the gun away from 
me. Afterwards, I mean, after the 
shooting, Charlotte told me that she'd 
taken the casket out and dumped it in 
the pool after she'd tried to open the 
false bottom of it, and failed. She told 
me to go out and get it. To fish it out 
of  the pool I went out and found 
Clifford already fishing around in the 
lake, so I came back into the house. 
Just a little while ago, I went to sec 
her and talk things over again. I was 
half crazy, thinking that Clifford might 
know about the casket and what was 
in it. . . . l went into Charlotte's room, 
and she 

"
showed me the check. 1 nearly 

dropped. I told her to give it to me, 
but she said that she wouldn't." 

" How did she get the check ?" asked 
Campbell. 

" I  don't know." 
Campbell squinted his eye�. 
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" Clifford fishes the thing out of the 
pool," he said. " Chatham meets him 
and fights with him and gets the casket. 
He takes the check out of it. He gives 
it to your sister-well, go on." 

" Chatham ?" gasped Lionel Reid. 
" Do you' think that he would have 
done such a thing?" 

" Tell me what happened next." 
" Nothing. When I saw that she 

wouldn't give me the check, I went half 
crazy. I grabbed her and tried to make 
her open the hand that held it." 

" She wouldn't give it up ? Why ?" 
" She said that unless someone held 

a whip-hand over me, I'd go to the 
devil by the shortest road. And while 
I was trying to get the check-you 
came in . . .  and now I'm here blab
bing out everything like a poor, spine
less cur !" 

Shame and anger juinped him out of 
his chair ; self-pity strangled him and 
left him helpless. 

Campbell folded the check and put it 
into his wallet. 

" Wait !" cried Liane.\ Reid. � · You 
promis�� me that if I talked you'd give 
me . 

" I told you that if you talked you 
wouldn't be jailed for forgery. In the 
meantime, you toe the mark, Reid, and 
work with me. And if anything you've 
told me turns out to be a lie . .  " 

CHAPTER XII 

Tydings Returns 

FROM the library, C a m p b e l l  
started back towards t�e room 
where O'Rourke was holding 

Clifford and Kearton, but he went a 
roundabout way because he needed 
some time to put his ideas in order. 
That was why he passed into the ar
mory, snapping on the lights and look
ing over the big room, with its figures 

in plated annor grouped around the 
stairs. On the long table, something 
glimmered. Campbell stared at it a mo
ment, then went at a run up the stairs 
and broke in on O'Rourke. 

He was panting as he came in and 
the Irishman said : " You hurry so 
damn much is why you never get any
where. What's the matter r 

" Clifford, I guess we don't need you 
any more, for a while. Only-we could 
ask you how often you go fishing with 
a rake . . . .  You watch your step, Clif
ford," said the Scotchman. 

" Very good, sir," said the butler. 
" Can we leave this bird in h�re 

safely ?" asked Campbell, pointing to 
Kearton. 

" If we lock the window, maybe 
he'll be safe in here," said O'Rourke. 
" He must of come in over the bal
cony. The only way. he co�ld of got 
onto the balcony was through Miss 
Reid's room. Listen to me, Kearton, 
why don't you come out with it? You 
were working for her to come in here 
and get at this picture. We're get
ting the proofs. We know most of the 
story: But we're going to go easy on 
the fc!low that helps us out. Why 
don't you declare yourself in on a new 
deal ?" 

Kearton said, drily : " New deals 
cost too much. They start wdl, and 
they end up in a headache. I'm not 
talking today." 

Campbell looked at the twine. lt had 
been lashed around the wrists of their 
prisoner so firmly that the hands were 
swelling. Campbell gdnned. 

" This one will keep a while," he 
said, as O'Rourke closed the shutters, 
locked them, and did the same with 
the window. Afterward, they left the 
room, locked the door, and took the 
key. 

On the way down the stairs, in brief 
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p!uases Campbell repeated what he had 
learned from Lionel Reid. 

O'Rourke said : " It's a game. They 
all chose up sides and got on the same 
side. They're all playing in together 
except maybe the females. And Chat� 
ham is the strong�arm guy. He's the 
killer. He runs the show. I felt it the 
minute I laid eyes on him . . . .  What 
you got down here that you're so mys� 
terious about?" 

They entered the library, and Camp� 
bell pointed to the glimmer of the 
jewel casket on the long table. 

O'Rourke went to it, leaned over it 
with care, gingerly lifted the lid off. 

" Look," said Campbell. " By what 
the kid tells me I know-Charlotte 
Reid takes the jewel box out and 
dumps it in the lake-she had to make 
it disappear in a hurry before the 
house was searched. After her room 
was searched, she sends Lionel out to 
get the box fished up from the bottom 
o f  the pool. But Clifford was already 
there and Lionel comes away. Chat� 
ham slams Clifford, gets the box, takes 
it into the house, finds something in 
it-the check-takes the check to the 
girl, Charlotte . 

" Wait a minute," said O'Rourke. 
" \Vhy does he take it to the girl ?" 

" How can I tell ?" 
" You're one of those deducing de� 

tectives," said O'Rourke. " You read 
books and everything. I'd think that 
you'd be able to spot a thing like this 
right off." 

" Shut your mouth and use your 
eyes, will you ?" asked Campbell. 
" What do you make out of this box ?" 

" It's a fancy piece of work," said 
O'Rourke, " and some one has kicked 
it around a lot, recently. That's all I 
make out of it ." 

" We leave it here, then, where we 
found it," said Campbell. " It's an 

empty egg, but I'm gonna try to find 
out where the meat was hid in it. You 
take . 

Something b u m p e d and ro.lled, 
dimly, on the floor above them. 
O'Rourke cocked his head to the side 
and then started on the run for the 
stairs. Lithe Angus Campbell slipped 
easily past him on the way up. They 
turned into the big vaulted corridor, 
raced around the turn of the hall, and 
there found two men struggling on the 
floor. Walden lay beneath with one 
arm locked in a stranglehold around 
the neck of Kearton ; and Kearton was 
banging one elbow repeatedly against 
the side of  Walden's head. O'Rourke 
kicked Kearton away with a literalness 
that lamed his foot. Then he picked up 
the smaller man by the nape of the 
neck and shook him. Kearton was 
gasping, his face swollen, his eyes 
thrusting out horribly. Campbell as
sisted Walden to his feet. A crimson 
bruise along the cheek bone and run
ning back into the hair was turning 
purple momently. 

Walden said, as he retied the belt of 
his dressing gown, " It was growing 
close in my room. I couldn't sleep. So 
I started down to take a walk in one 
of the larger rooms downstairs. 
And out o i  the door of  that room I 
saw this fellow sneaking .».•ith that 
tucked under his arm." 

He pointed towards the copy of the 
Granduca, which lay on the floor. 

" I thought that the fellow ought to 
be stopped," said Walden, " and so I 
tackled him. 1 think he would have 
smashed in the side of my head if  you 
hadn't come j ust then." 

" Why didn't you yell for help ?'' 
asked Campbell. 

" I did-at least, I thought I did. 
But he kept me too busy for shouting, 
even." 



110 DETECl'IVE rmCTION WEEKLY 

" 1W·bat ·ha-ve ·.you ·.got : to say ! for 
�ou�self ?" . rasked : O'Rourke · df Kear
ton. 

1Kearton ,said nothing. He fixed his 
'CXpressicniless· e-yes on the• distance and 
.was ·silent. 

lO'·Rourke, · " ,and 1 ·he .&lleaks do:wn 1 the 
hall, opens 1 the . :door, . turns :Kearton 
.Joose." 

"·.What you think . . a.OOut Walden?" 
asked Campbell. 

" I think- he's· got-a ma�k oo: his face 
. that'll last ' him · for . a while," -said 

CACMPBEllL said : " I'm . mighty · o:Rourke. 
. grateful . to \yOU, :Mr. Walden. " Is . he on: the . Jenl-?" 

You're a man who :knows : i3.bout ' ', On· the �eve!? •Why would he take 
thingsdike this. Tell me .what this:'Pic- a beating like that if he ·wasn't: on the 
ture's .worth · that · the =sneak tries : to ! Jevel? . . .  :A:. big,: :soft lcind of. ·a bum 
:steal i tt." that , catches 1 butterflies, :you wouldn't 

" ,Worth? ,W·hy, it's not worth fifty think he'd tum : oo . a ·:scrap : like that, 
dollars," said ·Walden. " A� very� gross, wou1d .yoo·?'' 
crude copy. l'ibta.ke it up· to•my room " ·.You bear 1 the : first part of his 
.and:took it• over for -you, i f .you. please. yarn·?" asked Campbell. 
But I'd say • before hand : tbat . it's a ". Said his room was close. ' We.U,· the 
worthless affair." . air's .kind• of muggy. Theres, only the 

" 1We'l!1 take care�of 1 it,"· ,said Camp- · noise 1 0f the tide, ·but' therels :no • real 
·bell, " because i it has ·the fingerprints •wind:" 
of Mr. Tydings on it. -Thanks , just •• How :do you feel when - you walk 
the same. Good night, · Mr . .  Walden. arourid in . this house alone?'' 
Thanks for nailing this rat for : .us. •• Kind of spooky," said · O'Rourke. 
Goo:d night . again." "· Why ? , , . .  Ldunno . .  You'.d think I'd 

"Fhey took Kearton • baek to the · ·get over. thaL kind of t thing. : But like 
room where he had . been- confined. In · I hear · Cydone Jack Thompson say, 
the : bathroom . adjoining, there was a once,· that he· never squared off for the 
shower cased. in heavy : plate glass. In- : first round without feeling-kind of sick 
side the Shower room they ·locked in the stomach, it's the same way with 
1<earton and turned· on · the light. The ' me. I mean, when• there's murder and 
bathroom window they · closed after that sort of thing. in the air." 
kicking the shutters. As . Campbell " But here's this big, soft guy Wal
pointed..out, if• the prisoner tried to- get den," said Campbell. " And he goes 
out of the shower · the - noise • of · the out of • his room to · take a little stroH 
breaking glass would rouse the house. and get the air. Intends to roam 
And still he would have the · bathroom around through some of the ·big, empty 
door or window to get through at rooms. Does that sound right to 
some expense of time. you?" 

]n · the bedroom, Campbell laid the · "· No, it don't sound right," said 
1 .picture · back 1 on the table. 'O'Rourke QIRourke, " when I . come to think 

was already examining , the window, of it." 
.which • he opened, arid : then · the shut- " You don't think very . often," an
ters. He returned to : the door and swereid, Campbell, ·� hut you got a sort 
stared at . it, drGpped on his l knees, of a brain when you try to use it. , . , 
glowering into · the 1 keyhole. !fhen, suppose you look at it this way. 

" Somebody else has a key," · said Walden opens the . door. of that : room 
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with a key that he's picked up, some4 
where. He lets Kearton out . . .  " 

" How would Kearton get his hands 
untied ?" 

" Look," said Campbell. " Using 
the brain is what nobody expects an 
Irish mug to do, but even a Mick can 
use his eyes, sometimes." 

He pointed to the floor near the cor
ner of the table. The top of the table 
was a huge slab of colored marble 
which, at that corner, had been deeply 
chipped. 

" Yeah . . .  !" muttered O'Rourke. 
" He chafes the twine through against 
that. Well ?" 

" The door's open, and Walden 
waits to see Kearton sneak away. 
Kearton sneaks, but he takes along 
with him the picture-the chromo that 
Walden says isn't worth fifty dollars. 
Understand ? So \Vaiden jumps him. 
He wants to get Kearton out of the 
room, and then dip inside and grab off 
the picture for himself. But he won't 
let Kearton run away with the Ma4 
donna. Not him. He slams Kearton. 
They go down together. You notice 
that Kearton's being strangled and 
can't yell-and Walden won't ! Yeah, 
funny thing that Walden forgot to let 
out a yip. Damned funny. Too busy 
to think of calling for help-and he 
thinks that we'll swallow that ! The 
thing's as plain as the nose on any4 
thing but an Irish mug." 

O'Rourke endured the insult with
out a word. He merely said : " Yeah 
-and he was pretty willing to take 
the picture up to his room and .look it 
over. Yeah . . .  I am a mug. Walden's 
in on the dirty work, too. They're all 
in on it. Every damned one in the 
house. AU in on the dirt, and Mr. 
Murderer Chatham at the head of the 
list !" 

There was a knock at the door. 

" Come jn I Come in !" bawled 
O'Rourke. 

Clifford opened the door. 
'' Mr. Tydings has j ust come back," 

said Clifford. " Do you gentlemen wish 
to see him ?" 

" Tydings ? Come back ? The hell 
you say !" said O'Rourke. 

" In the armory, gentlemen, if you 
please," said Clifford. " Shall I show 
you down?" 

He showed them down the great 
stairs. 

O'Rourke said : " It all kind of pe
ters out except the chromo about the 
Madonna and Child. They're trying to 
swipe that, Angus. The fact is that it 
ain't a copy. It's the original. And 
things by Raphael cost millions." 

" No," said Campbell, " it's a fake. 
It's just a copy. I was reading about 
the look of old paint . . .  " 

" Ah, to hell with you and your 
books and the old paint, too," said 
O'Rourke. " Here we are . . .  Maybe 
there's something in the air, after all." 

Two blue-uniformed p o I  i c e m e n  
stood at the door of the armory. One 
of them saluted the detectives. 

" The chief's in there waiting for 
you with Tydings," he said. 

O'Rourke pushed through the door· 
way first. 

He recognized the big man who had 
been waiting at the foot of the cause
way earlier in the night. 

" There we are," said the man of 
law, and pointed towards a cotich. 

On it lay Tydings with a doubled 
blanket beneath him. O'Rourke and 
Campbell went over and looked into 
the half-opened eyes. The clothes of 
Tydings were wet. From the sleek of 
his head, water was distilling in drops 
at the ends of the hair. 

Tydings was dead. O'Rourke turned 
sharply around and stared at the im-
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passive face of Clifford, who waited 
near the Ooor with the air of the per
fect servant, ready to obey. 

·she .were afraid that the fringe of the 
garment might touch death. O'Rourke, 
half-crouching, studied her face and 
saw no change in it. 

OiAPTER XIII Now she stood straight. " I don't 
have to ask .you if he's dead," she said 

Report of the Medical Examiner calmly. 

D !STRICT ATTORNEY HULL " I'm afraid not," said Hull. " What 
said, yawning : " We had to · I wondered was--the fact is that the 
wait all this hellish time before bullet wound was not mortal, so far as 

the motorboat showed up. When we we can tell. This is a case that the 
got halfway over, ·One of the boys medical examiner-" 
spotted something white, like the belly " Do you think an autopsy is in 
of a fish. It wasn't the belly of a fish. line ?" a'sked the girl. 
It was Tydings' face, just under the " I think there'll have to be one," 
water. The tide was tugging at him, said Hull. 
but his clothes had caught on a point " In that case, the body should be 
of rock. Otherwise, he'd be miles up removed to the morgue?" 
the bay by this time. We fished him " That's the usual process, .Miss 
out, and brought him here. I've got an Tydings," said the distr�t attorney, 
idea .the best thing is to ship him wondering at her. 
straight to the morgue . . . .  " " Then it had better be done as soon 

" 0ne moment," said Clifford, still as possible," she replied. " Is there 
by the door. ·� I'll see if  it's proper for anything Jll()re that you wish to ask 
you to come in, Miss Tydings . . . .  " me ?" 

Hull made a wry face. " Nothing," said Hull . 
.. This is .going to be one of those " Then I shall leave everything in 

damned things," he said. " But we your hands," she answered, and ·left 
can't keep her awa.y from her father's the room. 
body, I suppose. \Ve'·ve got to ask her Hull said : " That's the thorough· 
pleasure, too . . . .  Besides, I've got bred. Stunned, but superior to the 
something to say. Let her come in." shock. She'll probably faint on the 

Vivian Tydings came in, wrapped floor of her room . . . .  I tell you, Ser· 
warmly to the throat in a dressing geant O'Rowke, women like her would 
gown of flowered stuff that gave her mother a race .of warriors, an army."  
dark beauty a Japanese cast. Hull  " Sure," said O'Rourke. " They'd 
went to her and blocked her way, mother killers of one wrt or another." 
swaying a bit from side to side as " What do you mean?" asked Hull. 
though more securely to keep her from " Why, man, couldn't you see that 
looking past him. she didn't give a damn?" a s k e d  

" I  want to tell you, Miss Tydings," O'Rourke. " Angus, see that the po· 
.he .said, " on this unfortunate occa· lice get Miss Staunton under arrest 
sion--" all proper and formal. I'm going to 

She slipped past him and went get some sleep." 
straight to the ,couch. She leaned over He went slowly <>ut of . the room. 
the dead body, holding the upper part From the stairs, the groan of his pro-
of her robe · ·with one hand as though digious yawn came back to them. 

s D-8 
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" Animal !

,
. said Campbe11 through 

his teeth. " Just Irish animal!" 

THE green-gray of the dawn had 
commenced when O'Rourke went 
to sleep. When he wakened the 

day was already lwt and the sun slid 
through the window and lay in yellow 
fire on the floor. Campbell was shak
ing him by one shoulder. 

" One more drink, boys, and then 
I've gotta bt-at it-" said the voice of 
O'Rourke out of his dream. Then he 
wakened to the facts. 

Campbell said': " We've just got 
word from the medical examiner. It's 
a beauty-can you listen? Can you 
rub the wool aut of the thing you call 
a brain ? Hear this : the bullet wound 
was superficial--could have done little 
more than cause slight shock reaction 
-but notice this-the doctor jumped 
right into the business. Not drowning. 
No water in the lungs. Body dead be
fore it got into the water . . .  " 

O'Rourke gaped. 
" The doctor makes a hot solution 

--dips in the copper-it turns gray 
with copper arsenide I" 

" Arsenic!" shouted O'Rourke. 
" Chronic poisoning given over a 

long period. Widespread fatty degen
eration everywhere-and him a skinny 
bird, at that I Arsenic everywhere
tons of it iri the liver, plenty in the 
kidneys--arsenic even in the brain!" 

O'Rourke sat up on the edge of the 
bed. 

" I knew it !" he said. " The whole 
gang is going to hang for this. I'm 
going to hang them all !" 

" I've sent word to get everybody 
into the annory .'' said Campbell. 
" We're going to slam this news over 
and see where it hits. Afterwards 
we'll see who goes up Salt Creek. 
Come on, Pat !" 

6 D-8  

" ·wait till I get a wash. There's 
sand in my eyes. Is that Kearton still 
in the bathroom ?" 

" Sleeping on the floor of the 
shower." 

They went into the bathroom. 
Kearton opened one eye, stared at 
them through the plate glass, and went 
to sleep again. 

" Sort of a calm kind of a mug," 
O'Rourke observed, soaping his hands. 
" How � the thing look to you now, 
Angus? Go one and deduce a while." 

Campbell started striding up and 
down. He could only make a pace and 
a half each way. but he kept in mo
tion. His eyes were red-rimmed from 
a sleepless night, but ·a ferret-like en
ergy possessed him. 

" Look at all of 'em.'' he said. '' Viv
ian Tydings stands to win her father's 
money when he dies. Charlotte Reid 
stands to dodge a damned unhappy 
marriage. Her brother was ready to 
shoot, so he'd be ready to poison. The 
doctor-we've got to have a lot to say 
to the doctor-hirn Jiving in the house 
and a man he's taking care of dies 
of chronic arsenic poisoning. Then 
there's Clifford. The cook's out, and 
so are the rest of the servants as far 
as I can see. but Clifford is too 
damned wise for his business. There's 
Chatham, ready for anything. Walden 
ready to fight for that picture. And 
the whole lot of them in and out of 
this house for the whole of the last 
two weeks • . .  Everyone of them ex
cept Winifred Staunton." 

. .  o·o e s s h e  g 0 free ?" asked 
O'Rourke. 

" Nobody goes free from this house 
till we say the word. The tide's run
ning again. That'Jl shut off the sneaks 
that want to get away. There's never 
been anything like this, Pat. This is 
a case that's going to make things hum 
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-the casket, the check, the marriage, 
the gun, the shooting, the man in 
armor and then in the dumbwaiter
and arsenic poisoning! Pat, I ask 
you, did you ever hear o f  a finer set-up 
than this ? The females all young and 
pretty-the men all full of brains and 
money . 1 • •  Hell, Pat, this is going to 
be printed in brass !" 

O'Rourke was drying his face. 
He said : " Get Kearton out o f  his 

shower room. We'll walk down there 
and slam the bunch o f  them, now." 

They took Kearton with them down 
the stairs to the armory. The heat of 
the day had been partially shattered 
away so that a dim light filled the 
room. Chatham's strong, steady voice 
was speaking from a corner, where he 
sat with Walden. The doctor was 
speaking earnestly with Vivian Tyd
ings, whose head was high, her man
ner t o t  a .t l y indifferent. Clifford 
watched by the door. 

Campbell stood up on a chair. Two 
policemen lounged by the windows. 
Winifred Staunton lay back in an easy 
chair with her eyes tightly shut. Wal
den was with the Reids at the end of 
the room. 

Campbell said : " Ladies and gen
tlemen, we've just had a report from 
the medical examiner of the city. We 
want to tell you that Mr. Henry Tyd
ings did not die o f a bullet wound or 
by drowning. He was murdered by 
s_low arsenic poisoning !" 

Someone groaned. That was Vivian 
Tydings ; and O'Rourke fixed her with 
a pointing forefinger. 

Something else slumped and bumped 
on the floor. 

That was Doctor Willard Hamblin, 
who lay with his head and shoulders 
against the wall and his body sprawled 
loosely out on the floor. His head 
sagged fonvard. He seemed to be 

studying the tips of his shoes with a 
drunken intentness. 

" So that's it ?" said Campbell, step
ping down from the chair. " Get him, 
Pat. The job's done sooner than I 
thought !" 

CHAPTER XIV 

Exit Kearton 

O 'ROURKE went to the fallen 
doctor. Campbell took swift 
heed of the others in the room 

in the moment o f  their reaction. 
Vivian Tydings had pushed open a 

window, saying : " I  could stand any
thing but that !" Walden had mut
tered : " Arsenic? A fter all-poor 
Tydings !" And Charlotte Reid, with 
her brother, had drawn suddenly close 
together, as i f  for mutual support. Or, 
rather, Lionel Reid had shrunk close 
to his sister ; her own head was high. 
Big Gene Chatham sat on his heels be
side the chair of  Winifred Staunton, 
now, saying : " It's going to be finished 
in a little while, Winifred . . .  Only a 
little more of going uphill and then 
you're out of it." 

" Do I look like the devil, Gene ?" 
asked the woman. 

" You look twenty-two and full of 
the devil," he told her. 

" It's as though I'd been in the elec
tric chair-! can sit here ·and see my 
dead body with the cap over the head." 

" That's s i 1 1  y, · Winifred," said 
Chatham. " You and I are going to 
have a party when we're away from 
this hell-hole." 

" Listen to me, Gene . . .  " 
The rest of  the voice died away. 

O'Rourke had the doctor sitting up 
and then on his feet. O'Rourke was 
bdng brotherly. He was saying : 
" There's no usc fighting now, Ham
blin. Everyone saw you drop. You're 
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as good as finished now, but a fine con
fess�on may get you off with life. Just 
talk it right out and you'll save your
self a Jot of trouble . . .  " 

Hamblin broke in, panting out the 
words : " What I gave him was only 
a tonic. It was a safe tonic. Ask the 
pharmacy. They'JI tell you-" 

That was why Campbell was on the 
telephone a moment later, a tempo
rary wire having been rigged from the 
broken causeway by the police as they 
came over. He was talking with the 
head of Stacey and Martell, and Mr. 
Stacey was explaining that for two 
months he had been preparing an ar
senic tonic at the perscription of Doc
tor Hamblin. The contents were high 
in alcohol. The arsenic was not in a 
dangerous amount. It  was true that 
arsenic was a cumulative poison and 
that Mr. Tydings had not been a very 
strong man . . . .  

Campbell went back to O'Rourke. 
There was one advantage in having 
police on hand. The members of this 
strange household could be segregated 
and kept under guard, and the hands 
of the- detectives were free. 

" It  looked good," said Campbell. 
" But it won't be worth a damn unless 
-well, we'll take a look over Tyd
ings' room." 

They went together, Campbell ex
plaining the result of his telephone call, 
and so they came to · Tydings' apart
ment. It was a great glow of color. 
The bedroom's lofty ceiling had been 
turned into a Moorish dome, lifted at 
the corners on slender groups o f  col
umns, with the face of the dome itse.lf 
lightened by colored arabesques so that 
it seemed like the inner surface o f  a 
gaudy soapbubble. It was a big room, 
with the bed raised on a sort of dais, 
a·pproached by three low steps. The 
four-poster was curtained. The pic-

tures on the walls were of a late pe
riod, an I tali an school that delighted 
to paint pretty faces and delicate bodies 

· against a background of heavy archi
tectural ruins. The pictures made no 
sense but they charmed the eye. 

They had been through the apart
ment before, but O'Rourke paused in 
the bedroom to say : " He was a kind 
of a damn king or something. Angus. 
He claps his hands and the seven-foot 
Nubian slave sticks his head in through 
the door and does a couple of salaams. 
' Bring on the dancing girls, Alfonso.' 
says Tydings. ' Coming up,' says Al
fonso. ' Are you havin' 'em rare, me
dium, or well done, sir ?' ' Just tender.' 
says Tydings. ' Arid give us some 
music, Alfonso.' ' The Rockaway Jazz 
Boys have all been hanged by the neck 
according to your orders last night. 
sir,' says Alfonso, ' but the Come and 
Get It orchestra is all heated up and 
ready to go.' • Shoot !' says Tydings. 
That's the way the bird must of liVed, 
in here." 

" It's a funny thing and a kind of a 
sad thing," said Campbell, " how low a 
mind you got-here's the bathroom." 

The bathtub was massive marble, a 
single piece ten feet long and seven 
wide having been sunk in the floor, and 
entered by steps which were guarded 
with blue rubber matting. A couch 
was ready so that the master could re
cline after the labor of bathing him
self. 

" Here's where the Swedish rubber 
stands by to rub the last champagne 
out of Tydings," said O'Rourke. " I 
tell you what, Angus, if  the boys could 
have a took into a house like this, 
there'd be a revolution or something. 
pretty quick. This would make the 
kind of stuff that Huey Long likes to 
talk about. We'd have the wealth all 
divided up in no time." 
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you expect to make out of this, Camp
bell ?" 

" I  dunno," said Campbell. " It's got 
something to do with things. Why else 
would Tydings go and lay hands on it 
after he was wounded?" 

" The man was sick with his wound, 
CampbeU," said Walden. " And in his 
dazed condition I dare say it was natu
ral for him to go to the doctor's 
room." 

" Then why should he touch this ?" 
" Dizzy, half £<.tinting, he put out his 

hand to support himself, and it  hap
pened to touch this frame. That must 
be all." 

" Why would Kearton try to steal 
it? . . .  " 

" Kearton is a poor sneak thief. He 
got into the house and was sure that 
any painting he happened to steal 
\vould mean a fortune to him." 

" There's t w o  happenstances i n 
that," said Campbell. " Tydings ' hap
pened ' to touch this picture. Kearton 
' happened ' to try to steal this one. 
And look here-what was Kearton try
ing to do when he rubbed something 
on this corner of the paint ?" 

He pointed out a narrow streak 
from which a good deal of the sur
face paint had been ntbbed away. 

Walden leaned suddenly and stared 
at the picture with narrowed eyes. 

" Ah," he said, " that's odd . . . .  But 
then, I suppose I can understand." 

" You're sort of seeing through 
things, today," said Campbell. " Go 
ahead, Mr. Walden." 

" I  dare say," said Walden, " that 
when poor Kearton decided that he 
would steal a picture from the Tyd
ings collection, he in the first place 
wanted to find out something about 
pamtmg He might learn readily 
enough about tempera, and he might 
feel that the only way to make sure 

that a picture was in tempera-and 
therefore old-was to take off a speci
men. There, you see, he has done ex
actly that. He was sure, then, that the 
picture was an old masterpiece such as 
the newspapers talk about. . . .  Poor 
Kearton ! How could he know that the 
use of tempera is reviving so much ?" 

Three pistol shots in rapid succes
sion boomed far away through the 
house. A door opened within the 
building. A voice began to shout. 

Campbell ran to the door and threw 
it open. 

" What's up ?" he yelled. 
" Kearton-gone-vanished !" came 

the shouted answer from a policeman. 

CHAPTER XV 

The Doctor Doesn't Know 

CAMPBELL refused to be excited. 
He went to the windoW of his 
room and saw four bluecoats 

rushing through the garden, pausing 
to probe stupidly at translucent shrub
bery, yelling to one another, making a 
circus of commotion as they searched 
for that vanished Kearton. 

Campbell turned back to the table 
and sat down in front of the copy of 
the Granduca. Inside the frame he feJt, 
profoundly, was c,ontained an answer 
to the mystery. But ·along what road 
he could follow his invest!gations, he 
was unsure. He could only stick out 
his lean jaw and detennine to endure. 
And the rather maudlin prettiness of 
the Madonna's face mocked at him 
constantly. 

He had little use for women . . . .  
O'Rourke came in, still yawning. 
" A  rope done it," said O'Rourke. 

" Top o f  the house. Somebody stood 
up there and held onto a rope . that he 
got out of the boatshed unde_r the 
house. Understand ? Dropped the long 
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end over. Let it  dangle across the win- " No. They found him down in the 
dow whete Kearton was kept by one of armory, sitting close and talking seri
the dumb policemen. The fellow swore ous to Vivian Tydings-and that was 
that he didn't turn his back for ten that." 
seconds. But when he looked again, " They been there long together, did 
Kearton was gone. He thought Kear- the girl say ?" asked Campbell. 
ton might have jumped out the win- " She said only a few moments. But 
dow. Ran to see. Kearton wasn't on it  looked long. She's gaga about him. 
the ground in a heap under the win- Get's as bright as a rose when he looks 
dow. Instead, he was swinging off to at her---crook that he is." 
the side at the end o f  a long rope, hit " He's the kind that they like," said 
the ground, and bolted into the brush. Campbell. " Big and mean and don't 
The policemen let out a holler and say much." 
socked three bullets into the brush. But District Attorney Hull came to the 
the men on the force dOn't shoot the room and sat down and wiped his red 
way they used to in the old days. They face. 
couldn't hit nothing, even with a gar- " Gone l" he said. " No trace of him 
den hose . . . And there you are ! anywhere. It looks as though he must 
They've searched the garden. They have dived into the sea. I've sent a 
don't find Kearton . . . .  Hell !" boat out to cruise for him. They'll cir-

" Somebody," said Campbell, slowly, cle and circle until they find some
" steals a rope out of the boathouse, thing . . . .  The damnedest thing I ever 
and goes up to the roof with it. Takes heard of, O'Rourke-a man fading out 
a chance o f  being spotted all the way through a window, like that." 
up through the house." O'Rourke said : " This whole damn 

" He could have used the servants' house is full of thugs that are working 
stairs. He could have wound the rope together." 
around him inside his coat," said · A rap at the door announced Ctif
O'Rourke. ford. He said : " Telephone call for 

" Then he stands up there on the Sergeant Campbell." 
roof and dangles the rope over the Campbell went out into the hall, 
edge. Been up there ?" turned on his heel, and said, as Clif-

" I been up there. I seen the place ford closed the door : " Don't laugh 
where the rope chafed against the edge behin:l my back, you big soggy mass 
o f  the guttec and rubbed the paint o f  poison." 
away . . . .  I know what you mean-a " No, sir,'' said Clifford. 
man standing up there as big as a · " \Vhen I come to the end of this 
tower, eh, for the who.\e world to look trail, I'll probably have you up Salt 
at ? But you forget. People don't look Creek" 
up at the shine o f  the sky when the " Salt Creek, sir ? I'm afraid you 
sun is hanging in the middle of things, have the advantage of me, there." 
burning the eyes out." " The hell I have ! I mean the elec-

O'Rourke sat down and lighted a tric chair, and I've got an idea that 
cigarette. you'll fry in it." 

" It was Chatham, of course." " I  hope not, sir." 
" Anybody find him near the top of Campbell stalked away. He was 

the house?" asked Campbell. ashamed of that outburst. He was 
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ashamed of the tnmor all through his 
nuvcs and wi:shed most heartily that 
he had followed the: example of 
O'Rourke and gotten some sleep the 
night before. 

When he got to the telephone a 
,·oice said : " Hello ! Hello I Camtr 
IM:Il ? Why the devil don't you keep 
yourself closer to a telephont ?" 

" Why the devil don't you give me 
one to carry in my pocket, then?" 
�ampbell astonishtd himsclf by say· 
mg. 

" You kno'v who you're talking to?" 
demanded the other. 

" I recognize your voice. Inspector." 
" I'll have an apology fQr this talk, 

Campbell !" 
" You'll be damned before you get 

ont," said CampbelL 
'' You're demoted !" shouted the In· 

spector. '' You're tired ! , . . I'm going 
to kick you off the force ! . ·. . can 
O'Rourke to the telephone !" 

" Call him yourstlf," said the demon 
that was in Campbell. 

" Ah-drnnk !" he heard the In· 
spector mutter. 

THE brain of Campbell was reeJ.. 
ing. His future, his life, his self· 
respect were based on the broad 

rock of the Inspector's knowledge of 
his good deeds on the force. What imp 
of the perverse had placed those terri· 
ble \vords in his throat and made him 
utter them? 

" Campbell, you're drunk!" 
•• No, sir. But I wish that I was." 
'" What's the matter with you ?" 
" Sorry, sir. I'm going crazy down 

here, that's all. . . " 
" .You can't find the guilty man?" 
" Everybody's guilty. The whole 

house is full of murder !" cried Camp· 
bell. 

u Does O'Rourke think that, too?" 

" O'Rourke d�sn't think." s a. i d 
Campbell. " He only uses his bTain 
once a wedc, and that's to collect his 
pay." • 

" Campbd1, listen to me. This case 
has got to be solved. It's filling the 
newspapers. They're sending off whole 
boatloads of rqx>rters and photogra
phers to gum things up for you . • . 
But you've got to have a solution on 
the way by night 1 want an arrest" 

" I'll make one," said Campbell 
•• It's the medicine," said the lnspec· 

tor. " Get the doctor and ptrt the cuffs 
on him. Guard him, and use your dis
cretion about sending him to jail at 
once. . . .. Tbe medicine-the tonic
l've got the analysis here beside me. 
It's very much condensed. 1 ha"e the 
report of the drug store, too. Much 
condensed above the strength of the 
mixture that the drug store put up. 
It's now a very strong poison. Not in· 
stantly fatal, but a slow, sure poison. 
Find the man who condensed that mix
ture, and you've got the murderer . . .  
Is that clear? . . .  There's nine chances 
out of ten that the doctor is the guilty 
man-and we want an arrest. Good
by, Campbell, and mind your manners 
the next rime you speak to a superior 
officer." 

" Yes, Inspector, .. said Campbell. 
bmnbly, and hung up. 

He felt old, very tired, very uncer
tain aOOut the knees. 

He had to climb up to the upper 
floor. In the hall, Vivian Tydings went 
by on the arm of Chatham "I:hey were 
walking slowly, she leaning a little to
wards the big man. When he spoke in 
return, electric happiness flashed in her 
face. 

Tlley went on, unconscious of the 
detective. 

And it was she who had looked at 
her dead father in the middle of the 
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night before ! She was already in love, 
deeply, gloriously in Jove. 

Children were like that. His own 
daughter would be the same way. 
Cling to him like a baby until his eyes 
were closed and then laugh in his dead 
face. 

Staring blankly down the length of 
the hall, he saw Charlotte Reid turn 
the farther corner and come suddenly 
on Vivian Tydings and tall Gene Chat
ham. She shrank from them or merely 
wavered an instant in her step, then 
went on past them with her head se
renely high. 

The Scotchman waited there fer her 
to pass. She was smiling a little. It 
was only when she went by him that 
Campbell saw a glint of moisture on 
the long, dark lashes o f  her eyes. Then 
she was gone into her room. 

Campbell went back to his. 
He found the district attorney theo

rizing with O'Rourke. 
Campbell said : " Ah, shut up, 

O'Rourke . . . .  Mr. Hull, have the doc
tor put under closer arrest, will you ? 
It was the medicine that turned the 
trick, after all. Concentrated, d'you 
see ? A Jot stronger than what the pre
scription called for. O'Rourke, will 
you take a look and see how the doc
tor faces the music ?" 

" Take a look y o u r s e l f," said 
O'Rourke. " You've been staring at 
the picture so long it'll rest your o.ld 
eyes to have a look at flesh and blood." 

Campbell did not protest. He went 
out of the room with Hull and down 
the hall at his side. 

" It's the doctor beyond all doubt, 
eh ?" asked Hull. 

" How do I know ?" demanded 
Campbell. " If it's the doctor, what 
does Kearton mean ? What does Chat
ham mean saving Kearton? Why does 
Kearton want the picture? Why does 

Walden want the picture? Damn it, 
what has the picture to do with the 
murder of Tydings, anyway ? . . .  I'm 
going crazy, is all I know." 

They went into a room where the 
doctor lay on his bed with both hands 
folded under his head. 

Campbell stood over him, staring. 
" Hello, doc," he said. 

" Hello," said Doctor Hamblin, 
opening his eyes and blinking up at 
the face above him. 

" News for you, d o c t o r," said 
Campbell. 

" \Vhat sort o f  news ?" 
" Take it lying down, sitting up, or 

standing?" 
The doctor leaped to his feet. 
" Go on !" he commanded. 
" It's all finished," said Campbell. 

" We've got you cold." 
The doctor moistened his gray lips. 

A breath of wind seemed to stir his 
thin hair. It was only the_ violence of 
the shudder that shook his body. 

" We've got the analysis from the 
chemist," said Campbell. " The tonic 
you ordered for Tydings you boiled 
down before you gave it to him. . . .  It 
became a strong poison. Easy to cause 
death . . . .  Any statements to make, 
doctor?" 

The big blue-coated policeman in the 
room strode over and took up a posi
tion o f  readiness behind the doctor. 

HAMBLIN had put a hand to his 
head. He went over to a chair 
and gripped the back o f  it, low

ering himself slowly into it. His head 
dropped against the back of it. 

" All right," he said, lying there 
with closed eyes. 

" Confess, eh ?" asked Campbe.ll. 
" Confes s ?  Yes. I suppose so. I 

don't know." 
" You poisoned Henry Tydings, 



THE GRANDUCA 121 
Doctor Hamblin?" said Campbell, 
with a gentle insistence. 

" I  don't know," said the doctor, 
wearily. 

Campbell signed to the policeman. 
" Yeah , . .  like a hawk . . .  the dirty 

so-and-so !" said the officer. 
Campbell went back to the room 

where O'Rourke was puffing moodily 
at a cigarette, standing with his left 
hand shoved into a hip pocket and star
ing at the Granduca. 

" Confessed." said Campbell. 
" Yeah ?" drawled O'Rourke. 
" Don't mean much to you, eh ?'' 

" Why should it-from that darn 
louse." 

" Gotta have a real man even for a 
poisoning?" asked Campbell. 

" Chatham I" said O'Rourke. " He's 
what I gotta have I" 

" The Tydings girl is dizzy about 
him," said Campbell. .. Now the Reid 
girl cries over him-and she's the iron 
woman that her brother was gabbing 
about. He's not a murderer. He's a 
Great Lover, Pat." 

" Is he_? Then he'll bum for that, 
too !" said O'Rourke, and spat ruth
lessly on the Persian rug. 

CaznplMU and 0'� &o. one pod �Utpett-\Vin� Staun�aad find 
aaodier, Dr. Hamblin. But that doem'c mlw rhe rnystery by 1 juaf-1, and well 
!hey kn- ir. Why did W•&dea fail 10 yoell? Who i• Kearccm. rhe .umt lkulhr? 
Where doa GeM a..tham &: Ut-and Charlocte, and Lionel, •nod Viviln, .nd Oif
ford? An am.aina: dewlopGWhC and hair-rai.ius thrilla ue ia aort ill aexc week'• iaaaUmend 

The Legal Counterfeit Racket 

N OT only passing counterfeit money, but passing it in such a manner 
that legal im�unity is secured, is  the racket engaged in by one who 
shall here be known bv the fictitious name of Bill Smith. When Bill 

. W'!-nts to get rid of one of the" counterfeit bills, and get good money in return 
for it, he visits a store, generally a restaurant, and induces the propriet0r to 
give him a meal, for instance, without charge on the grounds that he is 
financially embarrassed. After eating the meal, Bill allows a counterfeit bill 
to flutter to the floor in such a manner that the proprietor is sure to notice 
it. The proprietor then walks over, picks up the bill, and Bill makes a 
grab for it, but the proprietor rings up the price of the meal and returns the 
change. Bill departs with the change and the proprietor discovers later that 
the money is counterfeit. 

The joker is that the proprietor can do nothing about it as he seized 
the bill. The Jaw makes it a crime to pass counterfeit money, but in a case 
of this kind it has been held that the counterfeit was not offered as legal 
tender. 

-John Berry. 
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Watson, one of their largest po.licy 
holders, had disappeared, leaving Jet· 
ters stating that he was committing 
suicide. Even i f  the company had rea
son to believe that this was a hoax, 
they had no proof to the contrary, and 
the family was pressing for payment. 

And, now, through none of his ef
forts, the body of  the missing mer
chant had been found. Aside from 
the f�ct that Graham ;egretted the 
large loss h�s client would have to 
stand ; for they had neglected to take 
out · re-insurance on the coverage, he 
was not sorry that this case had blown 
up in his face. He had other investi
gations back east. 

" Come on, Graham, I'll drive you 
out," Worthington announced, burst
ing in on him. 

" All I know is that a couple of hunt
ers stumbled onto a skeleton back in 
the hills," Worthington informed Gra
ham as they drove along. " Near it 
was a traveling bag that belonged to 
Watson. It looks as if  the fool carried 
out his threat." 

" \Vhere's the skeleton now ?" 
" Right where it was. found. When 

the sheriff phoned me 1 told him to 
place a guard over it until we got 
there." 

" Won't the sheriff resent my but
ting in on this?" Graham asked. 

" No--1 told him you were in town 
and he was only too glad to have you 
in on it. He understands that a man 
of your ability is an asset to him in a 
case like this. And he'll keep his mouth 
shut, too," Worthington ended. 

The sheriff was waiting for them be
side a faint trait. Under his guidance 
they hurried off into the deep woods. 

" It was just luck-the boys finding 
it," the sheriff. volunteered. " They 
were hunting for a wounded buck and 
ran across it. It's right over there un-

der those trees," he ended, indicating 
a cleared space in the midst of a 
thicket. " You go in alone, Graham. 
You understand these things better 
than I do." 

Leaving the others outside, Graham 
walked into the clearing. Scattered 
around under the trees where the n.ni
mals had dragged them, were the bones 
of what had once been a human being. 
Pieces of a tom and rotted suit haj 
been pulled and pushed to one side. 
Near by was a sole-leather tranling 
bag, its top gaping open, its contents in 
plain sight ; the initials " J.W." faintly 
discernible. On the ground, close to 
the largest pile of bones, was a .30-30 
rifle, rusty and caked with dirt. 

Ignoring the too evident clues, Gra
ham crouched low and ·made a minute 
search of the surrounding earth. Dig
ging around he finally found three ex
ploded shells from the rifle which he 
slipped into his pocket. Then satisfied 
that he had covered all the immediate 
vicinity he went over and knelt down 
by the largest pile of bones, to poke 
around with his finger. 

DEEP down in the pile he found 
the lower jaw of  the skeleton. 
Slipping it into his pocket he 

arose and turned away only to catch 
sight of a pair of shoes tucked far in 
under some bushes. Going over, he re
trieved them and after a casual glance 
was about to toss them aside when 
something queer about them changed 
his mind and he tucked them under his 
arm. 

" That's all, gentlemen," he an
nounced quietly, returning to the 
others. " 1 would suggest, Sheriff, that 
you tum the remains over to the family 
for burial." 

" Don't you want to keep them for 
evidence?" Worthington demanded. 
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" No. That's up to the family," 
Graham deciarcd, leading the way 
back to the automobile, 

" I  picked up a few clues that may 
or may not mean anything, Sheriff," 
Graham said as they walked along. 
" Just as soon as I know I'll communi
cate with you." 

" That's all right, Graham, you han
dle it," the sheriff replied. 

" Well !" snapped Worthington, 
when he and Graham had returned to 
his office. " Do we pay--or don't 
we?" 

" I doubt it-but of  course I can't 
say just yet." 

" What do you mean ?" 
" Just this. There are several things 

that indicate that this may be a plant. 
In the first place there were no bullet
holes in any of the bones. There should 
have been if  that rifle was used-as 
they intended us to believe-by Wat
son in committing suicide. In the sec
ond place, that rifle was fired three 
times! Here are the exploded shells. 
The hitting power of  that rifle is so 
tremendous that no human being could 
stand a second shot, much less a third." 

" Well, I'll be damned," Worthing
ton managed to gasp. 

" In the third place," Graham went 
on, " if the suicide had done the usual 
thing and wanted to make sure he died 
quickly, as he would out there in those 
lonely Woods, he would have placed the 
muzzle o f  that rifle in his mouth. The 
resulting explosion would have shat
tered the top of his head. The top of 
the skull was i1llact." 

" But suppose he was killed acciden
tally--or murdered, what then ?" 

" That's possible but not probable in 
the face of  those letters Watson left. 
Then, too, here's another clue. See 
these laces ?" Graham asked, indicating 
the shoes he had brought back · with 

him. " They've been cut straight 
across. No animal or insect could or 
would have cut them so clean. The 
indications are that these shoes were 
cut off after that body was placed 
where the animals could get at it." 

" All manufactured evidence ?" 
" Right." 
" A  very pretty theory, Graham, but 

I doubt it will convince a jury. The 
family'U claim that skeleton was Wat
son's, and we can't refute it-not with 
what you· have." 

" Then maybe this will do the trick," 
Graham smiled, taking the jawbone 
out o f  his pocket. " See those teeth ? 
They won't bite you," he hastened to 
add as Worthington pulled back in hor
ror. " When I find the dentist that 
worked on Worthington's mouth I'll 
have the answer to this riddle." 

FINDING that dentist proved a 
harder task than Graham had an
ticipated. Nearly all of the peo

ple in the town were in sympathy with 
the widow and not inclined to aid the 
insurance company. It was late one 
Saturday afternoon before Graham 
finally found the dentist he \vas seek
ing, and even then be had his trouble 
for his pains. 

" I'm not helping you or the insur
ance company to defraud Mrs. Wat
son out of  what's rightfully hers," the 
dentist snapped, in answer to Graham's 
request for a chart of Watson's mouth. 
" And besides I never made one. Wat
son was my father-in-law and I didn't 
need one." 

If  th1s man had known Graham bet
ter he might have wondered why the 
criminologist took his rebuff with a 
smile. However, during the interview, 
the man had all unconsciously allowed 
his glance to stray to a small filing
cabinet over in a- corner. 
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Late that same night, Graham, avail

ing himself of the cover of dark door
ways, stole along until he reached the 
building where the dentist had an of
fice. Looking around he fitted a skele
ton key into the outside door, opened 
i,t, and slipped inside. 

Closing it softly behind him he crept 
up the three flights of stairs to the den
tist's office. Reaching it he placed his 
ear to the door. He did not want to 
risk discovery if the dentist, suspicious 
of him, was guarding the place. Satis
fying himself that he had nothing to 
fear Graham took a peculiar looking in
strument out of his pocket. It was 
shaped like a gun, yet wasn't. Insert
ing the sharp point in the keyhole he 
quickly shot back the bolts of the Yale 
lock and stepped inside. 

Walking across to the filing-cabinet, 
another skeleton key put the contents 
at his disposal. A smile flickered over 
his face as he found a chart marked 
" James Watson." Leaving the office 
just as he found it, Graham hurried 
hack down the stairs to the street. He 
was congratulating himself upon the 
success of his raid when the shadow 
of a policeman flashed across the glass 
in the outside door. Flattening him
self against the wall Graham waited 
with baited breath while the officer 
tried the door. 

After satisfying himself that it \vas 
locked the officer coolly lighted a ciga
rette and leaning against the door, 
puffed away in evident enjoyment. Al
though it was only a few minutes be
fore the cop snapped the cigarette into 
the gutter and resumed his rounds, to 
Graham waiting tensely inside, the time 
seemed hours. 

Allowing the officer plenty of time 
to get away, Graham unlocked the door 
and stepped outside. He breathed a 
sigh of relief as he started for his ho-

tel. However, he was not getting away 
so easily. As he turned the corner he 
found himself looking into the busi
ness end of a gun in the hands of t.hat 
same cop. 

" What brings you out so late at 
night?" the officer demanded. 

·· I couldn't sleep so thought I'd take 
a walk." 

" Yeah ? Where do you live?" 
For a moment Graham dl!bated with 

himself whether he should chance it 
and try to make a get-away or tell the 
cop who he was. He did not know just 
where the local police stood in the mat
ter. If, like so many of the citizens of 
the town they were i"n sympathy with 
the widow and they found that chart 
and lock-gun on him the resulting ex
posure would ruin his chances of 
breaking the ca�. HoweYer, the cop's 
suspicion convinced him of the futility 
of attempting to get away. It would 
be much better, he decided, to try and 
talk himself out of the jam. 

" Well-why 'n hell don't you an
swer ?" growled the cop. 

" I'm living at the hotel." 
" Yeah ? You can tell that to the cap

tain at the house. Get going !" 
There was no choice but to obey. 

Luckily, however, the route led by the 
hotel. As they approached it, Graham 
ventured a suggestion over his shoul
der. " If you'll take me inside, the 
night clerk'll vouch for me." 

The cop took so long in deciding that 
any hope of escaping being uncovered 
faded rapidly. Then, with the warning 
that if  he tried any monkey business 
he would get plugged, the officer or
dered him to go in. 

The clerk readily vouched for Gra
ham and treated the whole affair as a 
good joke. And so did the cop after 
Graham had praised him for his alert
ness. 
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A S soon as possible Graham got 
.£"1. away and went to his room. 

With camera and developers, he 
took picture after picture until he was 
satisfied. Then he dropped off to sleep. 

Shortly before midnight, on Sun
day, Graham started out again. The 
one thing he had to do was to replace 
that chart before it was missed. But 
he was not to be so lucky this trip. For 
the second time the fates sent that cop 
across his trail. 

" So it's you, is it?" the cop asked. 
" What's the matter ? .  Can't you sleep 
tonight, either?" 

Assuring the friendly officer that was 
just it, Graham fell in beside him and 
walked beat. For nearly an hour he 
strolled along, worrying for fear he 
could never break away. Finally in 
despair Graham brought up the subject 
of  Watson. 

" Now that's a queer case," the of
ficer remarked. " We're all for the 
widow, even i f the old man did fly high 
when he was in Chicago. I've been 
hearing-sub rosa, you understand
that the old man was nuts over the 
ponies. Oh, no, he never played them 
around here," the officer hastened to 
say in response to Graham's question, 
" he did all his betting on 'em in Chi
cago." 

" Is that so ?" Graham asked off
hand. " I  thought he was one of  your 
most respected citizens?" 

" He was-but he was human, too-
and that damned insurance company 
should stop stalling and pay." 

" But suppose he's still alive ?" 
" He ain't, and that damned detec

tive that tried to get the dentist to help 
the company ain't going to prove it." 

Thanking his lucky stars that had 
kept him quiet the first night Graham 
succeeded in switching the conversa
tion. 

" Yeah-he was no different than 
most of these small-town merchants," 
the cop vol.unteered. " They at! like to 
raise the devil when they get to the big 
cities." 

Graham smiled to himself. 
" Sure-" the officer ranted on, " at 

home butter wouldn't melt in their 
mouths, but when they hit Chi-oh, 
boy-" 

" What makes you think Watson 
was that kind ?" 

" Think ? Hell I know. I picked up 
a guy from Chicago one night and he 
spilled the beans. He was out here 
trying to collect a big bet from the old 
man. But you know how it is-Wat· 
son slipped me something to keep my 
trap shut and it's been shut ever since." 

Again Graham smiled. This walk 
had proven far more productive than he 
had anticipated. 

Eventually he got rid of the cop and 
slipping into the dentist's office replaced 
the chart and got back to his hotel with
out discoverv. 

It was lat� the next forenoon before 
Graham called on the life insurance 
president. " Well-that bunch of bones 
we saw out there in the hills didn't be· 
long to Watson," he announced, " of 
that I'm sure." 

" Yes ? How can you prove it?" 
" See these three gold molars," Gra

ham said, taking the jawbone out of 
his pocket. " The dental chart of Wat
son's mouth doesn't show them and it 
would if they were his !" 

" Then that body was a plant ?" 
" Sure-but you've got to keep it 

quiet. If  the other side knew what we 
have they'd see to it that a chart was 
made to conform to this jaw." 

" If Watson isn't dead then where in 
hell is he ?" 

" Somewhere around Chicago, I sus· 
pect. I'm leaving for that city tonight." 
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II 

UPON his arrival in Chicago 
the next night, Graham lost no 
time in disappearing into the un

derworld there. He needed the help 
of Billy, a gangster that he had be
friended several months previous. It 

took him three days though, before he 
ran into Billy at a dive out in Cicero. 

After the usual greetings, Graham 
asked Billy if he knew of any mob that 
specialized in trimming small-town 
merchants by the use of women and 
gambling. 

" Sure-that sounds like · Dapper 
Eddie's racket," Billy advised. " His 

cappers and steerers play all the big ho
tels." 

" Can you square me into that mob?" 
asked Graham. 

" I don't know what vour racket is, 
but if  you'll take a tip

. 
you'll lay off 

the Dapper. That guy's poison. He's 
sitting in soft with the Big Boy who 
runs this town since AI was sent away. 
It's sure death to try and cut in." 

Graham smiled. After all Billy did 
not know his real business. All he 
knew was that Graham was a guy who 
could put in a fix for a friend who was 
jammed. His warning was just a 
friendly gesture from one gangster to 
another. 

" I'll risk that," Graham replied. 
" I've got my own reasons for cutting 
in on them." 

" Yeah ? Well, it's your own funeral. 
I know the Dapper's jane. If she thinks 
you've got dough, she'll take you on." 

" You mean-1 can buy her ?" 
" Not a chance-but she'll see that 

you're pro�rly trimmed," Billy 
laughed. 

" Fine. Suppose you fix it. Intro
duce me as a small-town guy out for 
a fling at the wicked city." 

" Okay. Meet me at Pat's place. 
Here's the address," and the gangster 
handed over a smudgy card. 

Promptly at the appointed time, the 
next evening, Graham opened the door 
of Pat's place on the South Side and 
walked in. The orchestra was blaring 
and fifteen or twenty couples were 
dancing. Others were at nearby tables. 

" Who you looking for ?" a big burly 
bouncer demanded. 

" I had a date with a friend," Gra-
ham replied. 

" Male or fema1e ?" 
" Maybe both-" Graham chuckled. 
" Oh, yeah ? Well, there ain't no 

friend of any Johnny Law in here ! 
Git to hell out !" 

This was so unexpected that for a 
moment Graham was stunned. He 
could not believe that Billy had deliber
ately put the finger on him, yet this 
bouncer had called the turn. Just as 
he swung around to leave he caught 
sight of Billy waving to him. 

" There's my friend over there," he 
said. " That guy with those two 
janes." 

" Oh, yeah ? Come on over 'n see 
if  he gives you a tumble-if he 
don't-" The bouncer's hand stole to
ward his pocket. 

" Say, Kid, this guy says he's a 
friend of yours. He looks more Jike a 
Johny Law to me." 

" Him-a bull ? Hell ! No. He's a 
friend of mine from out West." 

" We got to be careful," the bouncer 
said apologetically. 

" They're plenty careful in here," 
Billy said, as Graham took the \'acant 
chair. " They're afraid of those 
damned G-men. 'Twas in here that 
they got their first tip on Dillinger, you 
know." 

Graham was introduced to the two 
girls as a man from a small town who, 
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having made his pile, was having his 
fling before settling down. His pose in 
this character was so perfect that by 
the time he pulled out a large roll of 
bills to pay the check, the glitter in the 
eyes of  one named Belle, told him that 
his ruse had worked. Before they 
parted Belle insisted that she was the 
one to show him Chicago and asked 
him to call on her the following after
noon. 

" Don't go," Billy pleaded, as they 
drove back to the loop. " That jane's 
poison. She'd have you bumped off for 
half the dough you're carrying. And 
besides, she's Dapper Eddie's private 
property." 

" I know that," Graham replied, 
" and knowing it I'm hep to her little 
game.'' 

Billy's warning came back to plague 
him when Graham, keeping the ap
pointment, entered Belle's apartment 
the next afternoon to find himself face 
to face with Dapper Eddie. 

" They're not wasting any time," 
Graham remarked grimly to himself, as 
he acknowledged the introduction. 

However, if  they had any plans for 
trimming him they were careful to 
cloak them behind a polite invitation to 
be their guest at the races and a dinner 
at a swanky night club afterward. 

FOR a week or so Graham traveled 
around with - the mob while they 
tried to get their ha..,ds on his 

bankroll. Then to his amazement one 
evening while they were dancing Belle 
whispered that she wanted to see him 
alone after the party broke up. 

" How about Eddie?" Graham whis
pered back. 

" He's got to go out o f  town for the 
night. I'm very anxious to talk to you 
secretly. Come up later." 

This sudden invitation puzzled Gra-

ham. He wondered if it was a frame� 
up and he the victim or whether the 
girl was in earnest. Graham was not 
bad to look at. His iron�gray hair and 
smooth, tanned skin gave him a some� 
what dignified appearance. TaU, with 
the well�set�up figure of  a man who 
knows how to take care of his physical 
health, he was the type that attracted 
women. He finally decided to keep the 
rendezvous but to be on guard against 
surprise. ' 

Belle, dressed in a soft clinging negli� 
gee, let him in when he rang. 

" You know why I asked you to 
come here ?" she asked, after the usual 
small chatter had begun to drag. 

" N-no. Why ?" 
" So that I can warn you that you're 

on the spot. Eddie's as jealous as the 
devil of  you. I know he doesn't show 
it in front of  you, but I get hell after� 
ward. He isn't dumb enough to allow 
his personal feelings to stand between 
him and dough, but he's planning to get 
you just the same." 

" But why should he be jealous of 
me?" 

" Because you're the one man in the 
mob who's a gentleman and that ge-ts 
him. He feels his own inferiority and 
that's bad with guys like him. AU the 
others treat me like the gangster's moll 
I am. You never do--yet of  course 
you must know." 

" Yes-I know." 
" That's why I like you. You've got 

to get out of  town quick before they 
bump you off." 

" I'm not afraid." 
" But I am " Belle insisted '' To� 

night Eddie has gone to his
. 
country 

hideout to arrange to have you bumped 
off. He's going to invite you there for 
the week�end. If you go--you'll disap� 
pear and never be found. You've got 
to do as I ask," Belle ended pleadingly. 
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This was a most unusual experience 
for Graham. Not because he saw that 
the girl was falling in love with him, 
but rather that she would dare double
cross the gangster, 

" My cue," he told himself, " is to 
seem to fall in with her advice to leave 
town." 

" Where can I write you when I get 
home ?" he asked. 

" Nowhere. You're not our kind. 
Just forget that you ever knew me and 
keep away from the likes of us in the 
future." 

" Was it because Eddie was planning 
on bumping me off tonight that you 
fought to keep me from going with 
him to that place out near the stock
yards ?" 

" Yes-that's where Eddie's mob 
hangs out." 

" Thanks, Belle, if  I can-" 
" You can do nothing," she inter

rupted bitterly. " Nothing ! Go-and 
don't come back," she pleaded, pushing 
Graham toward the door. " Good-bv 
-dear-" And as the door closed �
hind him, Graham could hear her sobs. 

Graham never doubted the sincerity 
of Belle's attempt to save him. What 
he had to decide was whether he should 
accept it. He was no fool, for he knew 
that no gangster's moll would do as 
Belle had done unless she meant it. 
This decided him that he had better get 
away. 

The next afternoon when Dapper 
Eddie dropped by to invite him to visit 
the place in the country, the gangster 
was much surprised to learn that his 
victim had flown. 

III 

A WEEK or ten days later, a dis
reputable-looking bum pushed 
open the door of a saloon near 

the stockyards and shuffled up to the 

bar, His face was covered by a thick 
stubble ; his clothes hung loosely on his 
body, his hair was unkempt, and he 
had a decided limp in his right leg. 
Altogether, this new arrival was a poor 
bet for any barroom. Yet before the 
bouncer could reach him the bum threw 
a bill on the bar and ordered beer. 

" I'm just out of stir," he muttered 
with a brogue, " and crave company." 

As time passed this bum haunted the 
saloon every day, always disappearing 
by nightfall. This kept up until he was 
regarded as more or less a fixture of 
the place. Then suddenly he started 
to drop in evenings. Every night he 
would buy beer until he dropped off to 
sleep. With his head resting on his 
arms flung across a table he would re
main until closing time and he was 
thrown out. 

This went on for some time before 
Dapper Eddie dropped in. After stop
ping at the bar for a moment he strode 
across the room and seated himself at 
a table near where the bum lolled in a 
drunken stupor. 

" Who the hell's that guy?" he 
snapped at the waiter serving him. 

" Oh-{lim ? ' Just a peor burn out of 
the Big House. He's been hanging 
around here for months. Has dough 
enough to pay for his booze so \Ve let 
him alone." 

" Sure he ain't a damned G-man ?" 
" Him?" the waiter laughed. " Hell 

-no ! VVe've frisked him a dozen 
times. He's harmless." 

" Okay, then. When Tony comes in 
send him over here." 

Within half an hour Tony put in an 
appearance and, stroJling over to the 
Dapper's table sat down. He, too, 
wanted to know who the drunk was. 

" Only a punk just out of stir," 
Dapper Eddie told him. 

Behind his disguise Graham smiled 
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to himself. If he could fool these there 
was no need to worry. 

" Yeah ? Well, we got to be care
ful, Chief," Graham heard Tony say
ing. " We're shooting at a hell of a 
big stake, you know." 

" How's the guy standing it ?" Eddie 
asked. 

" Not so hot. He's jittery, get
ting fed up with being on the Jam. Even 
the janes don't interest him any more. 
He wants to grab off his split and beat 
it." 

" So do we--but We can't oget our 
hands on it. He's got to keep still or 
else--" 

Tony nodded. The gang leader did 
not need to finish. After some more 
talk about gang affairs, Tony got up 
and, after obtaining several bottles of 
whisky from the bar left. Graham 
wanted to follow him but knew such a 
move would mean sudden death. He 
had to wait until closing time and let 
the bouncer chase him out before he 
dared to leave. 

At last he had something definite to 
work on. Tony must be shadowed to 
see if the one he spoke about was Wat
son. To do this Graham realized that 
he would need help so he wired his of
fice in New York to send Jackson and 
Corbin, two of his ace shadow men out 
to Chicago. 

" I  think Tony's got ·watson a pris
oner somewhere outside the city. We've 
got to shadow him to his hideout," 
Graham explained when Jackson and 
Corbin had joined him. 

THE next night two cars parked 
near the headquarters of the mob. 
In one was Graham. In the other, 

Jackson and Corbin. 1 f Graham lost 
Tony, then the others could pick him 
up. For several nights these two cars 
remained around before T(lny showed 

up in his car. When he drove away 
hours later, both cars trailed him. Far 
out on the prairie Tony's car suddenly 
pulled to the side of the road, and 
Graham, following closely behind, was 
obliged to drive on by or be uncovered. 

If  Tony was using this to shake off 
a shadow it was useless. Corbin and 
Jackson in their car had seen the ma
neuver and had hung back out of sight. 
Believing himself free of  any shadows 
Tony finally drove on, to turn eventu
ally into a lane just as a car rolled by, 
its two occupants singing away for 
dear life. 

" It's just a couple o f  drunken farm
ers going home," Tony told his com
panion. 

However, if he had looked back he 
would have been surprised to see that 
same car stop a short way ahead, pull 
up to the side o f  the road, and dimmed 
its lights. Half an hour later Graham 
drove back and joined Corbin and Jack
son. 

" The bum turned in the lane a little 
way back," Corbin reported. 

Parking his car Graham started up 
the lane alone. He believed he had a 
better chance to work unobserved that 
way. About a quarter of a mile from 
the main highway Graham came upon 
a house set back and surrounded by a 
high wire fence. With its lights still 
on, Tony's car was parked in front. 
Just as he was to slip inside he spotted 
a Great Dane as the dog stepped into 
the rays of the headlights. The dog's 
head was turned his way, his ears 
cocked forward. Graham froze in his 
tracks. He knew he could never reach 
that house undiscovered as long as that 
dog was prowling around. 

" Gee, that's some brute," Graham 
muttered to himself, as he watched. 
" He sure looms up like an elephrint." 

Knowing that he was licked Graham 
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returned to where the others were 
waiting. AH the way back to the city 
he puzzled over the situation. He knew 
h e  did not have a chance with that dog 
around. Neither did he dare to try. to 
poison or shoot him for fear of warn
ing the mob. Yet that dog must be 
gotten rid of somehow. 

There is a breeder of Great Danes 
living near Chicago who still likes to 
tell of the time he put a fa5t one over 
on a stranger. He sold this stranger 
one of his culls who was in heat for 
two hundred dollars. However, if  he 
could have known what this stranger 
planned he might have wondered 
whether he was so clever after all. 
With a dog on a leash Graham hiked 
off across country until he reached the 
gang's hangout. He knew he was risk
ing much on the chance that the dog 
belonging to the mob would follow him 
away ; but that is exactly what hap
pened. By evening Graham had the 
watch-dog so far away from his job 
that there seemed no risk in leaving 
both dogs with a farmer until he could 
come for them another time. 

T ATE that same night, Graham, Cor
L bin and Jackson reached the lane. 

This time, J3.ckson was left to 
guard the car, while Graham and Cor
bin crept up to the house. Crouching 
under a shuttered window, the two lis
tened to the hum of muffled voices com
ing to them from inside. 

" You keep watch out here," Gra
ham whispered to Corbin. " I'm going 
arouod to the back. Perhaps I can get 
in from there." 

Corbin tried to dissuade Graham 
from attempting anything so fool
hardy as that. But Graham insisted 
that they must know for a certainty 
whether Watson was in there before 
they raided the place, 

Going around to the rear, Graham 
found the door unlocked and standing 
open. He did not stop to reason why 
this should be, but took off his shoes, 
hid them under the stoop, and slipped 
inside. 

He felt his way cautiously ahead un
til he stood near a stairway in the front 
o f  the house which led to the second 
floor. From here he not only could 
hear better, but could also distinguish 
the different voices. Judging by the 
different tones Graham figured that 
there were three in there besides Tony. 

They were talking about the disap
pearance of their dog. Graham waited, 
hoping for some word that would tell 
him whether Watson was inside. He 
was just about to give up when he 
caught a new voice. 

" I saw a strange man going by this 
afternoon leading a big dog on a 
leash," the new voice said. " Maybe 
our dog followed that one." 

" This is a hell of a time to be tell
ing us that, Watson !" Tony barked, 
angrily. " Why didn't you come to me 
with it when you first saw it?" 

" I didn't think it was of any ac
count." 

" Cripes l" 
Graham came near laughing aloud. 

He had run his quarry to earth. Satis
fied he turned to go when he heard the 
plaintive cry of a whip-poor-will, the 
warning signal from Corbin that dan
ger was coming. Before he could 
reach the safety of the yard Graham 
heard footsteps coming toward the rear 
door. 

He was caught in a trap of his own 
making. He could neither go forward, 
nor could he escape the front way. In 
desperation his hand sought his gun. 
If there was no other way he could 
at least take a few of the mob with 
him. Just as he was about to hazard 
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all on a bold stroke and face the mob to watch our chance and highjack the 
inside his hand accidentally touched a place when most of the mob are away." 
small wooden knob on the wall behind 
him. He cautiously turned it. At his 
touch a closet door underneath the 
stairs opened and he crowded in. He 
barely had time to close it, too, before 
a switch was snapped on and the hall 
flooded with light. 

A fifth gangster had arrived. 
Walking past Graham's place of con

cealment, this one went into the f rant 
room, but did not close the door. 

As quietly as possible Graham 
opened the closet door a bit. He smiled 
as he listened to the new arrival re
count how he had failed to find any 
trace of the lost dog in the surrounding 
country. 

" All right then," Tony was heard to 
announce, " we'll take tums guarding 
the place tonight. Tomorrow, we'll go 
in and report to the Chief." 

Doing guard duty did not appeal to 
the others, for they made such a hue 
and cry that Tony finally gave in and 
ordered them all to bed. 

Still crouched in his cramped quar
ters, Graham counted them as they 
stamped over his head on their way up
stairs. Half an hour later, he slipped 
out and rejoined Corbin. 

" Cripes, Chief !" Corbin said when 
they iot out of earshot. " I  thought 
you were a goner sure when I saw that 
guy going in. How'd you escape?" 

" By suddenly recalling that many of 
these old houses have closets built in 
under the stairs. I managed to crawl 
in to one before he caught me," Gra
ham explained. " Come on-we're 
through for the night." 

" Why not contact the cops and raid 
the place now ?" Corbin asked. 

" We dare not risk it. That gang 
would sure kill Watson. We lose un
·less we can grab him alive. We've got 

IV 

SEVERAL days 
.
passed before Jack

son, who had been left to shadow 
the place, got word to Graham that 

Tony and two of the mob had left for 
the city. 

Jumping into his car, Graham and 
Corbin raced for the spat. With Cor· 
bin and Jackson to back him up Gra· 
ham felt they could account for the 
two gangsters left behind. Under the 
protection of a drizzle, Graham or
dered the advance. 

They crept along to the back door 
only to find it locked this time. Taking 
out his knife Graham sprung back the 
catch on a window, dropped into the 
kitchen and opened the door for the 
others. With their guns ready for in
stant action, they stole forward until 
they reached the front room. Two 
voices from within informed them that 
their quarry was still there. With a 
suddenness that paralyzed all resist
ance, Graham threw open the door and 
had them covered before they could 
reach for their gats. 

" Get 'em up !" he barked, " unless 
you want to push up the daisies !" Their 
hands went up ! 

" Stand up and face the wall !" 
The two obeyed. At a nod from Gra

ham, Corbin stepped up and frisked 
them, passing the guns back to Jack
son. When they were disarmed Gra
ham ordered Corbin to tear the cords 
from the window drapes and bind the 
two to chairs. A rag stuffed into their 
mouths for a gag prevented an outcry. 

Leaving Corbin to guard the pris
oners Graham and Jackson turned to 
the upper floors. Up under the eaves 
they found a locked door. Smashing 
their way in, they found Watson in 
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bed. Under other circumstances his 
fright at seeing them would have been 
laughable, as with one sweep of his 
hands he pulled the bedclothes over his 
head and begged them to get out and 
leave him alone. When he refused to 
gel up and dress Jackson grabbed him 
and pulled him out on to the floor. This 
was followed up by a brisk foot urging 
after which Watson was quite ready to 
obey orders. Back downstairs the three 
went. Calling Corbin to join them, 
they trooped out, Watson protesting 
against such treatment. Propelling him 
forward, they started .back to where 
their car was hidden. 

They had almost reached it when the 
glaring headlights of another car 
swinging into the lane c..1.me near blind� 
ing them. 

" Quick, boys ! We've got to get 
away fast !" Graham cried. " They'll 
find those two guys we left behind and 
they'll be after us in a hurry !" 

Racing forward, they reached the car 
and clambered in. Corbin took the 
wheel and headed for the city. 

" Turn around and go the other 
way !" Graham ordered. " They'll fig
ure we'd head for the city. We'll cross 
them up and drive Watson back !" 

Corbin swung the car around and 
headed it westward. As they dipped 
over a small hill, Graham glanced back. 
A smile flitted over his face as he 
caught sight of the gangsters' car when 
it sped out of  the lane and went roar
ing away toward the city. 

THREE days later, four tired and 
dirty men reached the sheriff's of
fice. 

" This is  James Watson, Sheriff," 
Graham announced quietly. " He's 
your prisoner." 

" Why, I thought he was dead," the 
sheriff gasped. 

" Just a case of  mistaken identity," 
Graham replied. " If  I may use your 
phone I'll get Worthington out here to 
sign the complaint." 

'When Worthington arrived a com
plaint charging conspiracy to defraud 
the insurance company was sworn out 
and Watson was clapped into a cell. 
The next day he made a clean breast 
of  his share in the affair. 

" I met Dapper Eddie through an ac
quaintance in Chicago," so the confes
sion read. " Through him I got to 
gambling on the races. It wasn't long 
before I was hopelessly involved. Then 
the mob commenced to put pressure on 
me. I f  I wanted to live I was told I 
must fall in with their plans and help 
them stage a fake suicide. I had to 
agree. Dapper Eddie provided the 
body found in the hills and sent the 
two boys to find it while I went into 
hiding at the gang's hideout. I'm glad, 
too, that it's all over." 

" You better be," Graham remarked 
dryly. " That mob never intended that 
you should see a penny of  that money." 

" But how could they get their hands 
on it?" Worthington asked. " The 
policies were made out to his estate." 

! ' ! gave them preferential notes for 
the whole amount and dated them long 
before I disappeared," Watson said. 

Armed with Watson's confession, in
dictments against the mob were ob
tained and Graham went with the sher
iff to Chicago to get the mob. 

At the trial \Vatson testified for the 
state and while the mob got long sen
tences, he got off with a light one for 
his help in securing their conviction. 

" Would you mind giving me that 
jawbone ?" Worthington asked, when 
Graham called to say good-by. " It's 
worth $2oo,ooo to us." 

" Sure," Graham laughed, turning it 
over. 
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By " G-2 " 

Could You Qualify as-
Spedal Agent (G-Mao) 
5ccftf: Suvice Opcrativa 
P<* Office lmpeccor 
Camoms Patrol 
Immigration Patrol 
Anti-Narcotic Agent 
Parnle Investigator 
Prt.oa.Keepu 
Internal Revenue Agent 
Alcohol Tax Agent 

ThiJ department ,.,;II givf! 
you eYery week typical 
queJtionJ cuked in ci'Vil 

ser..,ice examinations. 

A Job-S<eking Test 

DECENTLY, in a number of states, .1\.. tests were held for the position of 
placement interviewer, a job made 

necessary by the large number of youths 
of both sexes under 20 years who have been 
unable to secure employment. Usually the 
work of finding them employment is a task 
imposed upon state bureaus or departments 
of labor, and the duties of a placement in
terviewer are to examine youthful appli
cants for work, find them employment, and 
supervise and guide them when employ
ment has been secured. 

To assist young job hunters in finding 
work, and to cowect their defects when 
they have failed to secure the jobs which 
state placement bureaus have found for 
them, a self-test bas been devised which 
should be of help to any youth seeking 
work, whether in private or public service. 
The test is reproduced ; together with key 
answers. 
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State Trooper 
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apply for a job? Give two good reasons 
for your answer. 

Q 2-lf an employer promises you a job 
in the near future, give two things you 
would supply him with before you leave 
his office after the interview? 

Q 3-Give two reasons why you should 
frankly tell an employer you do not want 
the job he offers. 

Q 4-In seeking employment, which of 
the two reasons for seeking work would 
you give: (a) " I  just want something to 
do to see bow I like work "; (b) " I  need 
v .. ork for a living." 

Q s-lf an employer to whom you have 
applied for a job invites you into his office 
and asks you to take a chair beside his 
desk, what would you do with your hat 
and why? 

Here are a series of questions it will be 
well to ask yourself if you have failed to 
get a job although the employer who in
terviewed you told you be was sure you 
could do the work: 

For boys: 
1-Did I chew gum? 
2-Did I reek of cigarette smoke? 
3-Did I keep on my hat? 
4-Did I slouch down in a chair or sit 

on the comer of the employer's desk, while 
I was being interviewed? 

s-Were my nails dirty? 
6-Were my shoes clean, shined? 
7-Was my collar clean? 

Q 1-Whicb i� the best time of day to 
134 

8-Did I need a haircut? 
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9-Was my necktie neatly tied? 
to-Did I insist on finding out just when 

I would get a raise in pay? 
n-Was my suit spotted or unpressed? 
12-\Vas I courteous or " too fresh " ?  
13-Did I stand with m y  bands in my 

pockets? 
14-Did I make a mistake in taking my 

chum along when I went for the interview? 
For girls: 
1----Did I chew gum? 
2-Did I have on too much rouge and 

lipstick? 
3-Wa.s I wearing a fussy dress? 
4-Did I have on too much jewelry? 
s-Was my dress or coat spotted or 

soiled? 
6-Was my hair neatly done? 
7-Were my fingernails unclean, badly 

cared for? 
8\Vas I courteous or " too loud "? 
9-Did I apply for the job promptly or 

did I take my time getting there? 
to-Was it a good idea to take my girl 

friend along? 
While these questions may seem like kin

dergarten stuff, the civil service experts 
who got them up assert that they represent 
the " deadly two dozen " reasons why most 
young applicants for jobs are mysteriously 
rejected by employers. 

KEY ANSWERS TO F1RST FIVE 
Q's: Q x-Moming. The applicant feels 
freshest then, and morning is usually the 
time when the employer learns the job is 
open. Q 2-Give him your address and 
telephone number; if no telephone, leave 
with him a post card addressed to your
self. Q 3-It is fair to the employer and 
fair to others who may be looking for the 
job. Q 4-(a) Honesty is the best policy, 
and employers do not want workers who 
are not certain they want to work. Q s
If no one takes your hat, hold it in your 
hand, and under no circumstances should 
you lay it on the desk, for that indicates 
slovenliness. 

THE " ,o SECONDS " I. Q. 

A large railroad company recently adver
tised for five young men between twenty
five and thirty years of age, to fill vacan
cies in its public information bureaus in five 
large cities. The jobs called for a fairly 
wide knowledge of current affairs and gen
eral facts, and speed in answering inquiries 

directed at them by the general public. 
Two hundred and twelve candidates took 
the written test; forty received too% or 
perfect scores, twenty-six averaged ninety, 
and the remainder got eighty or below and 
did not pass. Below is reproduced the ten
question test and answers. The time limit 
fixed for each question was twenty seconds. 
which includes reading the question and 
making the answer, each answer to be 
made by number only. For each correct 
answer, allow ten points. 

Q 1-The initials WPA represent: ( 1 )  
Washington Progress Alliance; ( 2 )  Works 
Program Administration; ( 3 )  Welfare Pro
tection Act; (4) Works Progress Adminis
tration. 

Q 2-Which of these statements is right: 
Atlantic City is in ( 1 )  Pennsylvania; ( 2 )  
New York; ( 3 )  New Jersey; ( 4 )  Mary
land. 

Q 3-The initials DST stand for: ( x )  
Delay subject t o  transfer; ( 2 )  Divisional 
station; (3)  Daylight saving time; (4)  
Discontinued. 

Q 4-0ne of these figures represents 
twenty-two thousand, two hundred twenty
two: ( 1 )  2 2 2 2 ;  ( 2 )  20,2 2 2 ;  ( 3 )  2 2 2 2 2 ;  
(4 )  2 2 2 2 2 2 .  

Q s-One o f  these statements i s  true: 
Puget Sound is ( I )  an Indian call; ( 2 )  a 
discord in music; ( 3 )  a body of water on 
the Pacific Coast; (4) jazz music. 

Q 6-A slaughtered pig yields how many 
hams? 

Q 7-Which of the following can be 
caught with a fishing line: ( x )  tern; ( 2 )  
petrel; ( 3 )  kingfisher; (4 )  pompano. 

Q 8-Which definition is correct: ( 1 )  
regimentation-a military maneuver; ( 2 )  
abattoir-one who assists another; ( 3 )  
censure-to delete; ( 4 )  coagulate-to in
crease consistency. 

Q 9-A good watch contains jewels to: 
( 1 )  ornament it; ( 2 )  make it impossible to 
tinker with movement; ( 3 )  lessen friction 
on bearings; (4)  increase its value. 

Q to--If a piece of baggage bore the 
label " first class," it would mean that that 
piece of baggage had traveled: ( I )  in 
Africa; ( 2 )  on a steamer; (3) on a plane; 
(4) on a customs service cutter. 

KEY ANSWERS-Q ,_< ;  Q '-3 ; Q 
3-3 ; Q 4-3 ; Q s-3 ; Q 6-2 hams; 
Q 7-4; Q 8-<;  Q 9-3 ; Q w-'· If 
you had to read questions twice most likely 
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you exceeded the time limit. And don't 
be surprised if, in seeking an office job in 
a large private corporation, you encounter 
a test like this. 

CHARACTER INVESTIGATION 

What investigation of a candidate's char
acter is made by the United States Civil 
Service Commission in the case of persons 
who have passed the postal clerk-carrier 
tests? This query comes from several read
ers, and here is the answer. 

The Research Division of the U. S. Civil 
Service ColllJltission bas given extended 
study to character investigation, and, as a 
result, a techniqUe bas been devised for in· 
terviewing persons given as references by 
a candidate. Twenty-seven-questions about 
the candidate are asked (according to re
cent data). They are, in part : 

1-For how many years have you known 
him (candidate) ?  

2-When were you last in touch with 
him? 

3-How did you gain your knowledge of 
him: (a) through personal contact; (b)  
through your friends; (c)  through his 
friends; (d) through his enemies; (e) if 
' ' a "  ask " bow well do you know him?" 
( 1 )  only slightly; (2) well; (3) very well. 

4-If you have employed him, for bow 
long, and bow long ago? 

s-Wbat is his attitude toward his work: 
(a) shows keen interest and whole-hearted 
effort; (b) shows interest and effort; (c) 
is unconcerned, makes no voluntary effort. 

6---Has he ever been discharged? (If 
" yes," write x and ask " Why?") 

7-Has he ever been accused of stealing? 
(If " yes," write x and ask, " What? When? 
By whom?") If he cannot give details ask 
him to give name of anyone from whom 
can be secured more information on this 
point. 

8-Might he take money from mails if 
he thought that no one would ever suspect 
him?_ (If " yes," write x and ask for a spe
cific example or reason for answer) .  

9-Has h e  ever been arrested? ( If 
" yes," write x and ask, " for what offense? 
Where? If he cannot give details ask for 
name of anyone who can supply details.) 

1o-Does be pay his debts to stores, 
landlords, friends, etc.? (a) always: (b) 
good pay most of the time: (c) will never 
pay if be can avoid it. 

u-ls there any reason why he should 
not be employed in the post office? (If 
" yes," write x and ask for specific example 
or reason for answer.) 

1 2-b be reJated to you in any way? 
(If " yes/' write x and ask " How?") 

Fifteen other questions usually are sub
mitted to references, but " G-2 " is not in 
possession of the missing fifteen. Suffice 
it to say that a reference is often inter
viewed three times, orally or by letter, and 
his answers on each occasion are checket.l 
against each other. It is obvious that when 
a civil service interviewer places an X op
posite questions it amounts to " x-ing " the 
candidate out of the job. The only way 
to meet this character test is to be strictly 
honest when you fill out your test applica
tion in respect to references. In many 
states and cities the same check and dou
ble check system is employed. 

THE Q AND A BOX 

Inquiries pertaining to civil service tests 
will be answered free. If individual replieJ 
are desired, enclose stamped, addresstd en
vtlope. 

F. C., Detroit-Members of the U. S. 
Secret Service are officially termed opera· 
tives and not special agents. Women were 
admitted to the secret service operative 
testDeld February, 1934.-For information 
concerning state police school in your state, 
address R. C. Huston, Dean, School of Ap· 
plied Science, State College, East Lansing, 
Mich. 

Henry Faller, Duluth, Minn.-For posi
tion in Coast Guard Service, write: Com
mandant Coast Guard, Treasury Depart
ment, Washington, D. C.-The U. S. Civil 
Service Commission does not furnish appli
cants with copies of their applications. 

A CHANCE FOR ASTRONOMERS 

From time to time the U. S. Civil Service 
Commission holds tests for the position of 
junior astronomer in the Naval Observa
tory at Washington, D. C. Several read
ers, who complain that astronomers have 
little chance of putting their knowledge 
and skill to work at a decent salary, are 
hereby advised that the Government pays 
$2 ,ooo a year to junior astronomers who 
pass the tests and are certified for appoint· 
ment. 
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Here are the official requirements for obliged for kind words about this depart
the test. DUTIES: To assist in making ob- ment. You certainly got a high mark. If 
servations and computations, in correcting the Civil Service Commission hasn't in
instruments and preparing publications. formed you whether your chances of certi
Subjects covered in tests, astronomy, gen- fication are good or bad, by all means w1 ite 
eral, practical and theoretical, and related them for that information. And it may be 
branches oJ physics, mathematics through that the eligible list you are on will be 
integral calculus and involving mechanics used to make appointments to jobs in other 
and practical astronomical computations. agencies of the government. 
Logarithm tables are not furnished in the The questions and answers given above 
examination and slide rules are not permit· are copied from tlte official question and 
ted. Competitors without military pref· answer sheets. "G-z" assumes no respon
erence must attain a rating of at least 70i sibility for their accuracy, but if any an
those granted military preference tl)USt at· swer seems debatable or incorrect, please 
tain 65. The last test for this position was communicate witlt "G·2," care of DETEC
given in the spring of this year. TIVE FtcTJON WEEKLY, 280 Broadway, 

james C., Brooklyn, N. Y.-Much New York, N. Y.-THE EDITOR, 

Next Week-Traffic Control 

A Bargain 

IT was midnight and Walter Malinorski, a butrher of Irvington, New 
Jersey, had j ust closed his shop and was walking home alone. Under 
each ann he had a paper bag, one of which contained two hundred dol· 

Iars, and the other, six pork chops. A bandit who had been lurking in the 
shadows of the darkened street stepped forth and pressed a gun against 
Malinorski and demanded his money. The butcher handed him one of the 
bags and when the robber had disappeared he laughed. The robber had 
accepted the bag containing the pork chops and had overlooked the one con· 
taining the money. 

-John Berry_. 

Thief "Lifts" Railroad 

THE people o f  San Diego heard of one of the strangest thefts ever made in 
California, or any place else for that matter, when A. M. Shook, a miner, 

reported to the sheriff's office that his railroad was missing. The thieves 
had carried away one thousand feet o f  track as well as the equipment which 
Shook had used thereon. The work appeared to ha ,.e been done by a shop
lifter who had gone in for big things. 

-John Berry. 



Thi1 U tM forty-fourth of 11 uricJ of 
.,tici�J expo1iff� JnuntvJ rudtll!tJ th<1t ce>lr 
row billion.J of dollttr.• cnry yr<Jrl Mr. WrD�tmore U an t�uthority 011 t..n.tllcJ -J 
fr•wdJ, wtll inown to k1td, /in<tncidl, muJ 
commncial tuwci4ti(mJ.-Thc Editor. 

Picking' YOur 
Own Pocket 

Tb. Installment Gyps 

By 
Frank Wrennnore 

You take the \'iatch, show it to the 
girl, see if  she likes it and I'll meet 
you a week from today. If she doesn't 
like it, you can give it back to me. I f  
she likes it, w e  can come t o  some un

" 
W

ANNA buy a watch, bud- derstanding. That's fair enough, isn't 
dy ?" inquired the man with it?" 
the small, black sample case " Sure, that's fair, but I don't \Vanna 

to the delivery wagon driver, who had buy it. You'd better get off the 
just hopped aboard his car and was wagon, too, because my boss doesn't 
about to drive away. allow me to pick up riders, and I've 

" Naw, got no money," said the got to finish my route. See you some 
driver, as he released the brake. other time." 

" Don't need any money with me, . " Okay, buddy, but-put the watch in 
buddy. You gotta job. Cotta gid, your pocket. Show it to her anyway, 
too ?" and I'll see you a week from today. 

" Sure, whadda you think ?" said Here, just sign this receipt for the 
the driver as he hesitated. watch and take it." 

" Look at this, then," the salesman " All right, I'll show it to her," 
replied, as he drew a woman's wrist- agreed Jerry, as he signed, " but re
watch from his pocket. As he handed member, I don't say I'm going to buy 
it to the driver he climbed up on the it. Are you going to be at the store 
seat alongside him and opened his a week from today?" 
sample case. " Yes, sir, promptly at five o'clock. 

" It's nice," said the driver, " but You don't think I'm going to give you 
I'm broke. Only got lunch money with a watch, do you ? So long." 
me." During the week following, Jerry 

" But I told you, you don't need any not only showed the watch to his girl 
money with me. I'll trust you with it. but he also had it appraised by a jew
What's your name ?" eler. He learned that it had a cheap 

" Jerry Blake, but I don't want to Swiss movement encased in a gold-
buy a watch." fiUed case, and could be duplicated in 

" You don't need to buy it unless almost any store for about ten dollars. 
you want to. Tell you what to do. He wasn't going to give his girl a 
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PICKING YOUR OWN POCKET 139 

ten dollar watch, so he waited rather 
impatiently for the salesman to appear 
at the appointed time. After waiting 
until six o'clock, he gave up hope and 
went home. The salesman had not 
put in an appearance. 

Another week passed by and Jerry 
was called to the paymaster's office.-

" Your name Blake, Jerry Blake ?" 
" Yes, sir." 
" We've had a garnishee for thirty 

dollars filed against your salary. Vl/e 
don't keep men on our payroll whose 
salaries are garnisheed. I'm afraid 
you'll have to go unless you have it 
lifted." 

Jerry was astounded. He explained 
to the paymaster what had happened, 
and was sent to the personnel manager 
of the store to tell his story all over 
again. An investigation disclosed that 
the " receipt " he had hurriedly signed 
for the salesman-without reading
was actually an order for the watch, 
combined with a confession of judg
ment. 

Everything was in strict legal form, 
and the installment firm, knowing the 
strength of their position, would make 
no compromise. He had to pay thirty 
dollars for a ten dollar watch. 

M ANY large corporations have 
an inflexible rule that men 
whose salaries are garnisheed 

must be discharged, and the small in-

stallment sellers kuow this well. If 
they can, by a trick similar to the 
above, succeed in foisting their mer
chandise on an employee of such a 
firm they will be able to collect for it 
quickly, or, i f  the man is discharged, 
they can easily effect the return of the 
bauble and try it on somebody else. 

They do sustain some losses, it is 
true, but their losses are slight. Jer
ry's thirty do.llar watch did not cost 
them more than five dollars at whole
sale. 

Following an investigation in New 
York City, James J. Wilson, Assistant 
District Attorney, said : " These in
stallment people are payroll ghosts. 
They haunt the pay lines every pay 
day to collect a quarter, half a dollar, 
anything they can get up to ten per 
cent o f  the laborer's wages. I've 
known of an instance where a man's 
wages were tied up for eight years 
that way. For a period of two or 
three years is more common. 

" And if  the victim can't or won't 
pay, they start a campaign of  coercion, 
of  terror, with a series of continually 
more threatening .letters that often 
winds up with a fake summons. 

" The goods they sold often were 
inferior, usually overpriced, and they 
don't make good on their ' guaran
tees. ' " 

So New York State is going to do 
something about it. 

Next Week-Telephone Solicitations 



Solving Cipher Secrets 
A cipher iJ secMt writing. 

The way to solve ciphers is 
to experiment with substitute 
letters until real words begin 
to appear. In solving, notice 
the frequency of certain let· 
ten. For instance, the let
ten e, t, a, o, n, i, are the 
most U5Cd in our language • 
So if the puzzle maku � 

0 
R 

wed X to represent e, X will 
probably appear very fre
quendy. Combinatiom of let
ten will also give you due.. 
Thus, the affixH -ing, -ion, 
-aUy are frequent. Read the 
helpful hinu at the begin
ning of this department each 
week. The 6rst cryptogram 
each week il the easielc. . 'I'; 

M. E. O H A V E R  
" &unyam " 

W
ITH the two new English membera pub
lished tlrls weelt, and tbe aeveral Ca
nadian members previously listed, our 

Ciplm· Corrtspondttke Cl-ub 15 fast b«oming an 
international organization! The purpose of the 
Club is to put you in touch wi.th oth� Interested 
in cryptography. Membuship is free I Write 
to these new memben, and !lelld in your own 
name for membcnhipl See next week's issue for 
Club chatter, c:haoges of addrese, etc. And send 
us your name for publication-now/ 

CIPHER CORRESPONDENCE CLUB 
(C011tinued from }uffe 20, 19,36) 

ILLY, Fred N. llijevich, .438 Matthews St., 
Akron, Ohio. 

Edw. C. Benton, 5400 Columbia St., Dallas, 
Tn. 

EBA, Abe Simon, 200 Jen;ey St., Staten 
Island, N. Y. 

CODEX, James Cottingham, �o E. lJ9th 
St., Brom:, New York, N. Y. 

Robert M. Berrie, 23 Ballbrook A\·e., 
Withington, Manchester, England. 

EGROEG Ill, G. D. Foster, Ul N. Broad
way, Urbana, Ill. 

BOX SIX, F. A. Tinker, Lapeer, Mich. 
Elvin Crane Paynter, R. F. 0. No. 2,  Mill

ville, N. J.  
ZARKOV, L. A. Chapin, 615 Congress St. 

S., Aberd«n, S. D. 
J. Bartlett, 64 Wellington Rd., Stoke 

Newington, London, England. 
(TtJ Be CtJ�tti�tued) 

Harry R. Bell's No. rS6, last week's Inner Circle 
cipher, provided entry through the twice-used 
ending -KRK (-m) ; and the repeated digraph 
VG, which was 5U�tive of qu. Using these 
lf:tters, VGXHO KOR (qu- - - .s-t), preceding the 

quoted group, yielded quoth slle. And this led to 
ZXGFITK.O (-tJut-J.il), loutish; etc. The high
frequency XG (9 times) wu disconcerting ! 

Medico opens the current ciphen with a div�ion 
using a ro-letter medical term (numbered from o to 
9) which he MY! means " a pain in a.ny man's lan
guage !" For a quick. start, note Y - L = Y 
for the value of L. Note the last nine words 
in George's crypt I Compare the phrases KPHK 
KPA and HK KPA for entry, continuing with 
YKHKERO, then SHYRDEOA and SHY. 

In Zadig's noVf:lty message, note K'RR and 
YRR, 11.1!10 YUT (after a comma). Then com
pare FLSU, LS, FLSO, OS, and SYF. Identify LN (frequencies 11-3) in Don Ricardo's contri
bution, and use the letters thus found to unlock 
NLOFYORG and FLOY. Follow these with 
YMHFXRY, HEVLFLTSRY, etc. 

In Waltraw's construction, you might start with 
-GZ, noting the high frequency, doubling, and 
use in the Jut two positions of symbol G, and 
the finality of symbol Z. A !IOiution of Zircon's 
pangrammatie Inner Circle cipher and the answel'!l to all of th� week's puules will be gi\·en next 
W«k. 
No. 187-Cryptic Division. By Medico. 

B A D )  B O D Y J N  ( I N D  
B U Y L  

M A Y !  
M N Y D  

M L B N  
U A N D  

Y M  , .. 
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No. 188--Service Signal. By George. 
ABANFGRTF· ORKELAT KPHK KPA YESO " SHY HOT RED 
HOT HEN," TEYUDHFAT H K  KPA SHYRDEOA VEDDEOS 
YKHKERO, LROKHEOAT KPA XRNTY, " SHY " HOT " HOT " 

HOT " RED " HOT " HOT " HOT " HEN " !  
No. t8Q--Virtuous Circle. By Zadig. 

K'RR DYB BNE, GN BNE VYU DYB LSH, GN GLS VYU DYB 
LKO, GN LS VYU DYB FLSO, GN FLSB VYU DYB OS. FLSU 
YRR N P  EG VYU SYF, THKUA, YUT X S  OSHHB I 

No. 190-A Modem Version. By Don Ricardo. 
NHAV BOSKYOA NLOFYORG YUCSUYYOYB FLAY HEVLF· 

LTSRY HPPSBYUVA. ULZHBHGA, ARLZ BOSKYOA PHEAY 
FLOY ZOYPQA. HULVDYO YMHFXRY LN DHOY HUB 

VLOVLSAY I 
No. IQt-Happy Companions. By Waltn.w. 

ERTG·JTGG FXKON JHZDGTUGO ZRL RTXKOP EDGGTF 
ERUV JHTG, LXBP EXUHE FRTOZ, ZRON YXBBF LKOGl; 

ADHBZL SGFXOP ZARFHON VHOGZ, KSHMKHLXKZ OHN· 
DLDRACZ ADHZLBGP ZDTHBBF. 

No. IQl-Who Lost? By Zircon. 
SVANKY HNYF GOKP RKAU MZGWL PKMNV XUKZ KJZPU 

VBLQ TVFX INOE YNYKT XVZCZUO GTKYD UYN·QNP. SV· 
TZYKP HZB DZPAULVP GUBO XKTW RNBREKF DLSKFKG. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 

181-Key: 0 I 2 3 4 S 6 1 8 9 
S Q U A R E  D I C K 

182-Poets rhapsodize about flashing eyes, 
ruby lips, shdl-likt ears, and flaJ�:tn hair; but 
none �:J�:tol tbe virtues of that romantic organ, 
the nose! 

183-" In the parching Augmt wind, 
Cornfields bow the bead, 

Sheltered in round valley depths, 
On low hills outspread." 

-Ros.setti. 

184-Fonnerly, cryptofans strove for hun
dred solutions per year. Now, demon depart-

ment head sets new goal for untiring tyros
one thour.and answers! 

tSs-Cop collars cat caught catching cat
birds. Chid contemptuously claims, " Cannot 
carcerate cat !" Cop calmly coops catcher. 
Cat can't continue capturing catbirds. 

186-Rough, loutish, uncouth sour�dough, 
flush, buys usquebaugh; carouses; arouses 
dour dowager. Quoth she, " Enough!" Finale: 
gaol. 
Readers submitting answers to any of this 

week's puzzle:. will be duly credited in our Cipher 
Solvtrt Cl11b for August. Addreu: M. E. Ohaver, 
DtTECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY, a8o Broadway, New 
York, N. Y. 



� f \A.A.S ll�s �·  , from . READERS 
BEFORE we begin. the letters for 

this week, we'd like to stop a mo
ment and have a small conference 

about one of  the stories in this issue. 
We are very much interested in hav
ing your reactions to " THE NIGHT 
I DIED." This story impressed the 
whole editorial staff as being an ex
ceptional piece of work, and we'd like 
to know what all of  you thought of 
it. We would appreciate it very much 
if  you will sit right down and write 
to us what that particular story did 
to you ; how it affected you ; whether 
it .made you laugh or cry. And i f  
readers will help in this way, then w e  
can publish in the future similar off
trail stories of strong human emotions 
and stark manhood. 

This sounds like a threat to us. 

MiL!ly persons 10lve them but do not �end in 
solutions. 

Here's hoping I may Uill continue with my 
lint beloved, DFW, because she will be good and 
deliver not over ONE �ri.a.l. 

W. M. RIEDER, 
Niles, Michigan. 

A young reader, but a loyal DFW 
fan. 
DEAR SIR: 

Just a line to tell you that your magazine is 
the best one published. Although I am only thir· 
teen years old, I read at lea>;t a dozen magazines 
a month. Your magazine has developed my de· 
tec.:tive abi.lity so that I can usually tell how a 
story will end. 

A Loyal Reader, 
RoentT StttNB£Jtc, 

New York City. 

A reader's statement of policy, and 
an answer to Mr. Thomas V. Tolliver. 
DEAR SIR: 

DEAlt SIRS: I will start reading " Death Rides the Deep " 
To get into the argument and protect my in· and " The Convention Murders " when I get the 

terest I want to a.slr. for not more than one serial. last -issue, as I think these two stories are okay. 
I do not feel like paying for two when I do not Yet one continued story should be enough. 
like to have even one. But I will stand for one This guy, Thomas V. Tolliver, could not be in 
to give others a chance. his second childhood-oh, no, be i5 past that. I 

Wrentmore may pass,. but I think he should get think he is in his babyhood or worse. 
busy at the other kind of chicanery. For ex· What other story is there that could come up 
ample, stop the astrological faken taking the to Morton and McGaroty, Satan Hall and Tht 
hard-earned money of the people. Lady from Hdlt I will agree with Mr. T. V. 

You Ylould not rate your p\lzzle department Tolliver on one thing. That is DFW-regardless 
merely by the number of solvers who write in. of the story, is patked from cover to cover with 
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thrilling fiction. And true Mory serials are the 
bunk-! do nol go for them at a\1. 

Respectfully, 
THOMAS C. NASH, 

Torrance, Calif. 

P S. Well, that's off my chest. 

It's just about the best mental game 
in the world, Mr. Wooley, and any
one can work at it. 
0f..4.1t EDtroa: 

For many years I have been a constant reader 
of DFW. I have always found its stories and 
artides plaU!ible, entertaioing and instructive. To 
be honest, it had been my regretful habit to 
skip over the Cryptogram page. A,bout two 
monttu ago, I chanced to read in your column 
the lines statin8 there were readers that had 
solved one thousand or more cipher problems. 

That statement brought realization that cryp
togram solving was for all, not a talented few. 

Today my realization has been proven. I have 
succeeded in solving two of the cipher problems. 
It was hard mental work, but I have be-en d�ply 
rewarded in anticipation, wonderment and real 
enjoyment. 

Yours sincerely, 
IIIVINC WOOLEY, 

New York City. 

And this will soften the sting of 
adverse and bitter criticism for many 
a day. 
Du.a S1a : 

Thanks for your courteous letter. One serial, 
that is f1ne. 

I was about to write to eJ�:press my apprecia
tion of the splendid stories in the Woe dated June 
:o. So pleased to m�t some of our old friends 
-HaJlOTOII, RiorMn and others. The novelettes 
and short stories were all CJ:Cellent. 

I realize, of course, that it is not possible at
· 

aU times to obtain stories of such unusual merit. 
01 the difficulties, and the arduous work of 
selection I am fully aware. The readers of Dt· 
TECTivr. FICTION WEEKLY tan congratulate them
selves on having an editor who posses.ses such 
keen and discriminating judgment. 

I never omit an opportunity to recommend 
DETECTIVE FICTION Wn!KLV, feeling that I am 
conferring a favor on my friends, by opening for 
them the door to many houn of enjoyment. 

Best wishes for continued success from 
A faithful uader, 

Mas. E. P. B.u-:TER, 
Mobile, Ala. 

EE'S too short and marriage too sacred to 
' 

spoil them with a foul pipe and unholy to

bacco. So we urge husbands to keep their briars 

sweet and clean and filled with Sir Walter 

Raleigh's milder mixture. No woman ever re

coiled from Sir Walter Raleigh burning fra

grantly in a well-kept pipe. As a matter of fact, 

this gentler blend of better Kentucky Burleys 

makes men more attractive and women more 

yielding and admiring. Try a tin for the little 

woman's sake • • •  and your sake • • •  and our 

sake. We honestly feel it's the easiest-smoking, 

best-smelling blend ever offered for only fifteen 

cents! 



COMING NEXT WEEK! 
THE BIG-SHOT'S DAUGHTER 

A G-Man No'¥elette by Franklin H. Martin 

JOE LYNCH \Vas under orders from the F. B.  I. to put the heat on a 
syndicate of criminals operating in one of the largest urban centers of 
the East. Joe was a tough, two-fisted guy who knew little about social 

etiquette and cared less-when it came to handling crooks who packed their 
rods beneath the smooth " front " of  top hat and tails. 

DETECTING DECEPTION WITH THE LIE DETECTOR 

By Oscar G. Olander, Commissioner, Michigan State Police 

HAVE you often wondered just how the Lie Detector works ? In a 
special article written by a man who has had long experience with 
this marvelous machine, you will find out exactly what yon have 

wanted to know. Then decide i f  you would care to submit to the test. 

MURDER ON MY MIND 

An Amazing Short Story by Cornell Woolrich 0 NE of the strangest stories we have ever published ! J n fact, it is so 
unusual and startling that we hesitate to give even a slight inkling o f  
i t s  plot. \Ve don't want to spoil f o r  you i n  any way t h e  gripping 

suspense of WOOLRICH'S masterly handling o f  a curious theme. 
COMING TO YOU IN THE ISSUE OF AUGUST 15 

DETECTIVE :����� 

A Magazine About Railrooding 
that Appeals to Evlti')'One ! 

� 
6 D-8  
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fte VACU·MA.TIC Co. 

Fits AU Can 
VAOU.:MATIC U CO!Ittructed ot 
s\J: parts, asaemble<i and tueed 
lnto one unlt, c:orrectly adjusted 
and tealtd al f1toJ tactory, Noth
lngto res:nlate. Any motorUt cu 
attach V ACU.MATIC In ten mtn. 
ntes. Once In, Its onLY reminder 
tlo the surge ot tMtantpowerand 
speed It glv� to thll motor and 
the u .. tnp lt am>tdl Jour 
)'IOCketbook. 

Free Detalls 
You owe tt to youl'$elt to knt>w 
all aboutthls remarknble d!.Kov
ery. Mall tile coupon below. 
Start saving gu wlth VACU
MATIC and enjoy a new driving 
thrHl ! Thcre's no obllgatloo-110 
get the fucts now ! Wr!te todf.:rl 



To rt u r e s  O f  A st h m a  Att ac ks A n  
Bronch ial Cough Can Now B e  Re l ieve 

hankful Lett�rs Tell of Remarkable 
esults without Habit-forming Drugs 

Helpful Information FREE-Mail Coupon 

"I Suffered For Years 
-H ove Not H o d  
A n  Attoc� Of Asth
ma S i n c e  T a k i n g 

· Nocor" 

It you �utl'u the tortures of utbma at
taekM or bronchial cough, thiR m�0'8&Jil't 
mar '"' th" hnt>IIY turulug JH>lnt In your 
ur� ! I I  rn11.y lend to rdlef and �llutfort 
•urh n� you're nHer thnu!l'ht po•�lbl�. 
RPnd \'Vet}' word of lt. Then jud;<' for 
yourult. 

A "'ay hae be1-n round to c:ombnt asthma 
attacks aoU bronchial cough without 
bablt·f<Jrmlng drugs or ot•lat�s l A war 
1!0 rtfo>etl>·P-tlute huudre<h of aulferttll 
rept>rt ncwnllyawu;ing re�ults. .Aforrnul& 
that �utre,.., .. may u..e right 11.t home ! 

uA Blessing To Sufferers" 
With lt8 etl'eo;tl.-encA� pro•·ed In ca�<e after 
case. this formula IB !w-Ing otl'ercd I<> all 
who auii'H from asthma and bronchial 
cough attacks. ��� tl'�ul!• hn•·e l>een w 
11.8tonl>hln�: thiii JH'OJ>1P "'ho ha•·e trled lt 
I!B.J , "Worth Ito l\'fight In gold"-"A 
God,....nd"-"Wonderful"-''A. bl�uln&".'' It 
h ealled Xaeor. 

:-.ncor I� not an experlmPnt. Xacor 18 
i�������t;�!'::� �!'::����b�;

;��;����r�,
dr,::�� 

pbln� or <"l•inm. It I� o rell�blP, •�mark
ably d'ectl\'e formula for th relief ot 

allbma and bronchial eoua:h attackl. 
:Kaeor not only brlng$ il00thlng rellef and 
eomfort, but manr tbnnktul u��r� report 
It ba� hdJ>�d them �aln sound, reattul 
Mleep and ba� Improved their ap�tlt�. 
tbu� �p�llng the nturo ot their health 
and •t�na:tb. 

Don't Envy Others-Act Now 
It you are tbe victim of uthma attaekl 
or btoncblal cough, you kno"' "''hat miiM'!rY 
theta allmeots can cau�. You know 
what It mcana to be kept &1\'&li:e nlghta
to "'"� .. �. cough, Ught tor breath. You 
know the agony of those Btrcngth-�npplng 
attac�s that make you feel weak, de· 
jlre•�ed, unnble to t�·ork or {llay. Nncor 
brings you nrw botw-bop� justlf!Pd by 
the rP�ult• obtalnPd by thousand" of peo
ple t�·bo b�t•·e found bles�ed relief and 
comfort. It may be Just wh&t you need. 

Don't fiiVJ' tbot�e ""ho no longer are tor· 
tured by utbma or broneblal con�th at

tach. Benellt by tb�lr Hperl<>nce ! :ManY 
tound tht ll"ny to rutful nlghl$ /lod ba{lj)J' 
day-t�•lth :\'"aeor. You, too, ,bould glve 
N11.cor 11. cb&nce to prove wbu it may do 
fOf )'OII· 

SEND NO 
MONEY! 

READ THEIR OWN WORDS F R E E !  
• 

FIRST BOTTLE GAVE RILIIF 
.Jan. H. Hl3fi--"Tb� fit�! botlle of :S&cor gav� me •�· 
ll�f. Ha•·en·t had ao atta<•k of BB!hma. I o"'·� noy 
�nnd heatrb to )\;a<·nr." .\lr�. E>'a l:nrout, 301 w. 
l/Haw" "'1.. l'a.o:ton. Ill • • 

76-YEAR OLD MAN FINE 

• 
OBTAINED RELIEF 

�lnr�h 11>. Hl2�-"l ]<ft<l a•tbmn A!Uck� M bft<l I 
<"unt<lu't Kl�fl. But, thllnh Ill Nacor, It I� all a tblnJO: 
or tb<> fl"�' "'"''·" \..'IIIJhorno' Bolar. :!721 St. Lou!� 
.\•·� . . i'it. L<>ul�. )lo. • 

GETTING ALONG FINE 

To Asthma and 
BroncbfaiCough 

Sufferers 
MAIL THIS TODAY 
r - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 1 
1 Th• N•cor Medlcln• Co. 1 
1 •n State Uf• Bkl&.. I 
I IIMIIla'"-'la. lad. J 
I G•·utl<>men : j 

�7e.�:r �����d
a�W t;���,.tl,'i�Sr �·-�.�';j;k1�:�.::� 1:.:·��:'.: 'r����� : �'t{���·��:

�
l�o tomul rdh·f In :•in<:<�r :>io co�t ,,. I 

I I 
Add�Btl . I 

I City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Sltnte . . . . . . . . . .  I 
L - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - J  




