


smaller” writes W.

FROM A FAT MAN...to a HE-MAN ...in 10 MINUTES!
“I RepuceD MY WAaisT 8 INCHES”

| lost 50 pounds” says W.T.

WRITES
GEORGE BAILEY

Anderson. My waist is 8 inches

L. McGinnis. “Felt like 8 new man” claims

Fred Wolt. ““Wouldn't sell my belt for $100” writes C. W. Higbee.

ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS SHOWING THE IMMEDIATE

2 **I was ashamed to

« undressin the lock-

er room—my friends
oked fun at me and
had no answer | *

1 “l was _just a fat
* man with a pro-
troding stomach . . .ill
atease and clumsy—no
pep to do anything 1**

IMPROVEMENT IN APPEARANCE

*Then Islipped

'« Weil Belt...a tra
formation took place...
what a difference —
unds seemed to have

“My friends were
* agtonished! . . . 1
looked better — my
clothes fitied me—and

| 1 felt like a million
dollars [ ™"

po
fallen away | **

We are so sure that you will reduce your waistline at least three
inches that we want you to . . .

TRY THE WEIL BELT FOR 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSEI

We GUARANTEE to REDUCE your WAIST
THREE INCHES IN TEN DAYS ¢ 0o

i i +.o0rit won't cost you one cent . ... even the postage will be refunded!

YES SIR: I too, promised myself that I would
exercise but it was too much like work —and
it’s darn hard to diet when you like to eat. The Weil Belt was
just the answer —no diets, no drugs —1I feel like a new man
and I lost 8 inches of fat in less than € months!

GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE!

The Weil Reducing Belt will make you appear many
inches slimmer at once, and in 10 short days your waistline
will actually be 3 inches smaller—three inc(ynes of fat gone—
or it won’t cost you one cent!

It supports the sagging muscles of the abdomen and
quickly gives an erect, athletic carriage.

Don’t be embarrassed any longer with that *corporation®
for in a short time, only the admiring comments of your
friends willremind you thatyou oncehad a bulging waistline.

THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT!

You will be completely comfortable and entirely unaware
that its constant gentle pressure is working constantly while
you walk, work or sit . . . its massage-like action gently but
persistently eliminating fat with every move you make.

Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not onlﬂv reduces
fat but it also supports the abdominal walls and keeps the

digestive'organs in place—that they are no longer fatigued—
and that it gently increases their endurance and vigor!

DON'T WAIT— FAT IS DANGEROUS!

Fat is no¢ only unbecoming, but it also endangers your
health. Insurance companies know the danger of fat accumu-
lations, The best medical authorities warn against obesity,
so don’t wait any longer.

Send for our 10 day free trial offer. We repeat—either you
take off 3 inches of fat in ten days, or it won’t cost you one
penny! Even the postage you pay t return |the package
will be refunded!

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
10211 HILL STREET, NEW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing
The Weil Belt and full details of your 10 day FREE trial offer.

Name.
Address

Use coupon or write your name and addyess on a penny post card.




TWO solid inches of tough, sinuous muscle
added to your biceps . . . or it won't
cost you one penny! That’s my unqualified
agreement . . . it means that I'll take you,
whether you are big or small, strong or weak,
thin or fat, and add two full inches of muscle
to YOUR biceps! 1If I hadn’t accomplished this
for thousands of others . . . if I wasn't abso-
lutely sure that I could do it for you . . .
wouldn’t dare make such a startling claim!

You wi!l not only increase your blceps, but
every part of your body will be developed pro-
portionately.

Try one of my test courses NOW . . . prove
to yourself that you, too, can get a sixteen
inch bicep!

? [ will add 2
...or if won't cost you cne cent.”” GEORGE F. JOWETT

Send for “Moulding a Mighty Arm"’
A Complete Course for ONLY 25¢

It will be a revelation to you.
make a mistake.
est armed man in the world stands behind

INCHES TO
YOUR BICEPS

You can’t
The assurance of the strong.

this course. I give you all the secrets of
strength illustrated and explained as you §
like them. You, too, can get an unbreak-
able grip of steel and a Herculean arm.
Mail your order now while you can still
get this course at my introductory price

of only 25c.

I will not limit you to the arm. I can
develop any part or all of your body. Try
any one of my test courses listed below at
26c. Or, try all six of them for only $1.00.

FREE BOOK WITH PHOTOS O

RUSH THE COUPOMN TODAY AND 8 WiLL IOUEE?‘I"‘INS‘I'I'I'U TE ot PHYSICAL CULTURE

INCLUDE A FREE COPY O ept. 106Yb, 422 Poplar Strect, Scranton, Pa.
‘Ngm; gfs.rﬂ’] v aMuscles Like lron™ Send. by return mafl, prepald, the couraes checked below. for which [

i : Moalding & M ‘250 Moulding a M Chest,
It is a priceless book to the strength fan ﬁ oulding & Mighty Arm. 3 ::aﬁl" 250

and muscle builder. Full of pictures of oty e 4 il g Firong Mas-Stuats Made Easy, 34
00,

. Moulding s Mighty Grip, 230
marvelous bodied men who tell you de- O All @ Books for §1.
cisively how you can build symmetry and

srrength the equal of theirs Reach our=—
Grasp This Special Offer.




EVERY STORY COMPLETE

Vol. 9 CONTENTS for Nov

GRIPPING NOVEL-LENGTH SECRET-SERVICE p

Race after

The Jade JOSS-- oo T '

Along tha danger paths of New York's Chinatown as the diead Black Doctor points 4
ghastly torture trail.

EXCITING MIDNIGHT MURDER TALE i
Stumble through the murk that wrapc
The Swamp Lake Horrors oo 4

In an eery mystery shroud, blankets double death beneath the phantom fog whi

SMASHING CARDIGAN NOVEL
Order up a meal of

Musder aLaCarte....ooeerooeoennn ..

And et that big dick from the Coamas garnish each portion with a little leid
kill-kitchen.

BREATH-TAKING ACTION THRILLER

Match wits with g
_ The Cross-Stitch Killer..... Erle

) As he sews his victlms' lips tight only to be skewered on a deeth needle ghe

s We've had some .
 Growing Pains ..............cocoocoeeuceemeeeieenees o S

~ The last two years but now we (eel DIME DETECTIVE' S reached man“l'

v—“Hungrily, the rat WHEA" ....corcawvemmmseees
m 'J'he Jade Joss. :

i \ : ;'.-1""':; .
2 Issued the First and Fiﬁwq!hgo,‘: 2

e ———

.fr for the Deccmber lst Issue ;




Make me PROVE that it's EASY

$50 to 375 a Week
“The Nation2l Radio In-
stitute put me in a posi-
ticn to make more money
in depression times than
I ever made before. I am
in the Radio service busi-
ness for msself where 1
mn make frem $50 to $75

eek.”
BERNARD COSTA,
150 Franklin gt..

Runs Successful
Rndio Business

to learn at home

to fill a

BIG

Clip the coupon and mall
it. I'm so sure I can
train you at home in your
spare time for a big-pay
job in Radio that I'll
send you & sample lesson
free. Examine it, read
it, see how clear and easy
it is to understand. Then
you will know why many
men with less than a

LESSON
grammar school education

_Haff Gupon
and no technical experi-

ence have become Radio Experts and are earni
two to three times their former pay as a resunli
of my training.

Many Radio Pxperts Make
$40, $60, $75 a Week

In about ten years the Radlo Industry has grown from
$3.060.000 to bundreds of millions of dollars. Over
800,000 jobs have been created by this growth, and thou-
sands more will be created by its continued develop-
ment. Many men and young men with the right train-
jng—the kind of nlnius I give you in the N. R. L
course—have stepped into Radio at two and three

their former ealaries.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra
in Spare Time Almost at Once

The dey you enrol! with me, I send you instructlons
which you should master quickly for doing 28 jobs
common in most every neighborhood, for spare-time
Throughout your course I send you informa-
tion on servicing popular makes of sets. I give you
the plans and ideas that have made $200 to $1 oog
year for N. R. I. men in their apare time,

is famous as the course that pays for itself.

Get Ready Now for Jobs Like These

Broadcasting ! s, statl
s and pay up to 85 000 a year. Manufacturers

SAMPLE

of the

nm of Sou'.h Gund Ra-

& Apnoliance Co,,

'hich Tuns a very guc-
cessful

CORSS

A. VAUGHN,
Grand Radio & App. Co.;
8107 8. Grand Blvd.,
8t, Louis, Mo,

Does Radio Work
in Spare Time
1 perating 120-
am 0. .niﬂh

servica
calls, Words cannot ex-

my _gratitude to
m 1. Yow training
yrepared me to earn nice
'siu.m.s" sh in 8pare

HOYT MOORE,
R. 3, Box 919,
polis, Ind.

oontinually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engi-
neen nrvlce men, buyers, for jobs paying up to 86 000
s Radio open ors on chlns enjoy life, see the
world wlth board and lodging free, and get good pay
Desides. Deslers and jobbers employ service men, sales-
men, buyers, managers. and pay up to $100 a weok, My
book tells you about these and many other iinds of
fnteresting Radie fobs.

Television, Short Wave, Public Address

o System Included

ere’s _opportunity for you in Radfo. Its fut -
tain. Television, short wave, public addns‘;ms}:teﬁrs.
police Radio, automobile Radio. nlrmrl Radio—-in every
branch, developments and improvements are ukmg Dlace,
Here is a real future for thousands and
uilmds olf men who reGuc}lty tﬁgo:v }hdxo?hmen wlth

traiping. ralaing that opens

the road to responsibility. v

You Get a Money-B-ek Agreement

Iemg R. I. can traln you sati

ractorlly thatrt will m‘gree in writing {o St
your if you are not eatis-

ﬂed !mb my Lesson & lnstruouon Service upon

completion.

o MFRE% 814-1;31& Book of Facts
W, an additjon t le 1
my book ‘‘Rich Rewards mongfﬁo‘“mne esson, Tl send
fellosz bt;ver 15 years 3 he
obs are, what t!
;:’ ‘é "“{mh‘; 2 Rl .va’&?&’;‘ tells }ou about My course,
nd out what Rad;
oblatay, What Ra iev lc»frel'xs you wmmm. the slightest
J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institate, Dept. 3MK7
Washington, D. C.

The famous Course That Pays for [tself s I

and tripled th
pl e

EC!AL Radio Equip
for Broad Practical Experience
Given Without Extra Charge

t all theory. I'l show you how ts
use special Radio equipmenmt for conducting ex-
periments and buildin circuiw which illustrate im-

rtant priaciples use 'h well-known sets a®

houss, Gemeral Electric, Philco, R. C.
Vietor, Majestic and others, You work out with
our own hands many of the things you read in cus
esson books. Thia 50-50 method of training mnh

learning at home easy, interest-
ing, fascinating, ibtensely prac-
tical.  You lea:

mabe lhem work when they are
out of . Training  ike lbh
eny

With N. B. T. equipment you learn to build and
u:owu;hhf ema d set mtl.nx equipment—yowq

ulumnnt. in your spare-time serv-
lce wark for ar.ra

I have doubled

ies of m

FILL OUT AND MAIL A
THIS COUPON

J. E. SMITH, Presi 3

National Radio Insﬁtnte. Dept. 3MK?

Washington, D. C.

se}ldwl;nt to take tsdvlntl:xa of wgd offer,
Free 0] Lesson your

book ’GRBW sa DRadlo ** 1 under-

tand this request does not obligate me.

NAME..vieeorrecccnnss

cossecericssaqinaes

ADDRESS......




INCHES of MUSCLE
PUT ON YOUR ARMS!

The German Iron Shoe
Muscle Builder . .

is accepted as the greatest
exerciser made to build
%1‘ antlike arms, wide power-
1 shoulders, brawny back
and tremendous chest. John
Filepone added 5 inches to
arms, E. Peterslinchon
each bicep the first week!

You Can Have Strength and
a Physique the Equal of the

ntrgneeet professional athlete,
Yol can become the center of
attraction wherever you go. The
qiestion for you to decide is
that you are golng to have mus-

es that not only look good but
are good. You have to get the
edeel sinews. The Iron Shoe will
give yot them in a super-state
that cannot be equaled by any
other apparatus or system, Some
pupils report having put four
inches on thelr biceps and got
an increased shoulder spread of
six Inches.

SPECIAL FREE OFFER

The Iron Man's Famous 60-day
ilustrated Picture course of ex«
ercise instruction, and the Strength
lesistnr is included FREE! The
greatest body building offer ever
presented. IFollow the choice of
champions and get that grip of
steel. Ring in now on our spe-
gial offer for the lowest priced
biggest

ciser under the sun. Send for
free illustrated information, No
obligation,

Hi
American Athletic Appliance Comgnny. \=1
5| 4324 Paul St., Dept. PP11, Philadelphia, Pa. iH
| Gentlemen: Without obligation and without a
cost, send particulars about your Iron Shoe
Strength Builder and Special FREE Offer. 9

SIX BIG AUTO
BOOKS ALLugr=n

on approval; whether you want
to qualify es garage owner, auto
repair expert or mergly wish to
knuw how to keeg your own car
efficient, at these

they are t to you for

free examination, brand
new edition has been prepared
by a large grcﬁ of America's
teef. automotive engineers.
An%aod read will d them, for. great auto-
ano opedla is a veritadble gold mlle of v nable facts,

e advantage of this of unow.undlnmmu g‘
a8 peniy;, you dm‘s obligate

ummauon. Yun don't pay us
Jou Gacide to Maup thy bog .n:z‘

you © =
tell us you Want to seo them 604 | Aviation Motors
the full get of 6 great volumes, just Free Wheeling
off the press, will be sent to youl Synchro-Mesﬁ
Read them, look them over and | Outboard Motors
prove to your own g4 Motorcyc eg

tlafaotion
one fact alome, whlnh you wul find
in them, may save an expenslve
repalr, of held you to a bemsr job.

Very Latest Edition

mm“muwmehmmmmtmymu t up to
Le—wir] detalls, gervice problems—are
all rlghtup the miou here élse can you get as completa

p-to-date o0, ver & mlillion
hammm]odmwci“ ol ve books on the
sw‘“ﬂn elaum these boelks u: by“g;n: Lrlmé olErgwl. b-
W W 0] ‘s
llaah? Technical Cycl wl.igg (est, 1867) with agencies all o

Can Yon Fix lt‘?

| wét.h ut gucas-
ing or erd ou u
the starter off and fix (t?
you repair transmig.
on, rear axle,

These Books Tell How

and tell you how to do any and

every auto jobright, the time,
6 Big Volumes
Nearly 3,000 pages; over 2,000 Illustrat
ui] charts, ete. De Liixe
dﬁw Sent FRER for 10 wﬁgm n ?—5&1 'm

i s's.oo a mouﬂl
A Year's Consulting Memhmmp FREE!

Prlvﬂ e of eonﬂl.ltl.nz engimrs of milllon-dollat~American Teche
nieal % for one yéar without

charge, if you matl coupon immedut'elar

B American Technical Soclety, Dept, A93]1 >

. Drexel Ave. at 55th St., $ l
(.‘.'Iumgo. IBI ols i

i
B ot e o me it S Sl i of o ity
. ""6‘5. ill examine the and ra tham at rmu *Tptuse I
s 1 like them, in whith case I will pood you 3200 ttien and

B S B ol 1% melae ribinie & ihe hucins Fert: I
nical Boolety, Bead bnnd now s l

§ street...

j G- |

i Employer’s Name........oue.e 1
Employer’s Address. ... ..oooeeeiiuiioiaiianiianannn. ]

11 . 1
I Thlcownmb-d&dwﬂnhﬂmn:;r:pIﬂMwﬂumn I
'------------------‘



Tells YOU How to Get a

(jOVERNMENT JOB

ET ready for a government mssrtion

in the future. Prepare yourself

NOW! I have shown thousands of
fellows like you the way to get the well-
paid Civil Serviee jobs. And the very
FIRST step they took was to send for this
FREE BOOK of mine. Get your copy! It
tells you exactly what I would, if you
came to see me here in Rochester.

Page by page this book tells you
EVERYTHING you want to know about
getting a Government Position . .. . tells
you all about the different departments,
what they pay, vacations, and pensions.
But thats only a part of the good news.
Get my book and get the whole story.
Here are a few “high spots’”:

BE READY!

When openings in these
branches are announced!
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK
wso to $2700 a year. Extra travel

POSTOFFICE CLERK
$1700 to szmo a year. Spacial elerks
at $2200 and gl ligibla
sremetion te hlgher pald pesitions.

CITY MAIL CARRIER

1700 to $2100 a year. Promotion to
isger pay.

R. F. D. MAIL CARRIER

ABRTHUR R. PATTERSON

Page 6—Telis What Uncle Sam Pays

He’s the @nest, squarest bosa in the
vorld His people get an average of
year more than other workers.
llhn! Postal Clerks surl at $1,850
year—oan work higher paid

of every

e

Pno 27—About Ihlm Every Year
have take the boss’s
nlue promise of l raise—and never
get it. You can depend on getting
whatever increase Uncle Sam provides
for. The minute you start with him
you have a definit future for Your-
self. Read all about this BIG AD-
VANTAGE in my FREE BOOK.

$1800 to $2360 » vear. Fine job for
Page §l—How You Piok Your Job Page 7-;-01\::";"\{):?;'0:3 .}',’g":: Payg = men m “caral districts.
Soloct NOW the fob you want in the you et up to 30 days’ vncadon with POSTMASTER

to 80 days’
Not like
re lucky

full pay every year, and up
sick leave (also with pay)
some other jobs—where you
if you get a week off. and then have
to take that at your own expensel

Page |2—About Civil Service Pensions
Uncle 8am doesn’t chuck you out
when sou’re *'too old.”” He doesuv,
forget you when you've passed y
pﬂme—or make you shift for yourselr
or fall back on relatives. He retires
you on whatever generous pension

$1200 to $2300 a year,
INTERNAL REVENUE AND
CUSTOM HOUSE POSITIONS
1140, $t680 to $3000 and up a year.
tra pay for overtime.
DEPARTMENTAL CLERKS

cluo 20 $1620-$1660 a wnr and up
to $3000 & year. Work in Washington.

11 help you to be READY for

when they are announced.

ou can work in ‘;our home town,
travel, or work in Washington, D. C.

Page 26—~How | Prepare You

For eight years I was Official Emam-
iner of the Civil Rervice Commission,
s0 I know the kind end class of ques-
tions that are ssked. You can depe
upon me to coach you to help you pass set aside for your bnnch of service—
HIGH., and be offered one the

bap
FIRST jobs open. my book and ren.d au about this,

These Men Mailed This Coupon—Now YOU Mail It!

Arthur R. Patterson,

PATTERSON SCHOOL,
If you're an American citi- 7-11 Wisner Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.
zen, 18 to 50, let me tell you
how to be READY when the

announcement is given out of Bend me your blg FREE BS&F telling

5 new jobs in the Civil Service— bow I can get ready for a tion with

: i;:bs as Railway Postal Clerk th $3U300 . Corenmen ‘1%50
Now Making e atary ostmaster, Customs advancement. his dosem’t obiigate me in

$2633 a Yesr with Government Man, Post Office Clerk, City Ly way.

“After two promotions,
ealary now $2,633 a vear.
¥ get paid vacation, sick
leave with pay, time off
for Sundays and holidayg,
work only 44 hours a
week. Good pay, Clean
protection against
age—your help cer-
tainly has paid me divi-
@endsal”

. REED,
4558 Baltimore Ave.,
Philage

“On June 22nd. after
getting your help, was
appointed to regular posi-
tion Railway M

A. L. GREGORY,
22 Starr Street,
New Britaln, Conn.

Mail Clerk, or any of the other
positions described in my book.
Send for it NOW and find out
how I help you. Get ready
NOW. Be prepared for the job
you want! Mail the coupon
today !
PATTERSON 8CHOOL
R. Patterson,
’l-ll Wisner Building,
Rochester, N. Y.

L BB 1] -------1

Name...ceeess

Address,...

Clt¥ueeeieessanenrcnssenninsBlateieesan



Half a Million People

have learned music this easy way

ES, over half a milllon delighted men and

women all over the world have learned
music this quick, easy way.

Half a milllon—what a gigantic orchestra
they would make! Some are playing on the
stage, others in orchestras, and many thousands
are daily enjoying the pleasure and popularity
of being able to play some instrument,

Surely this is convincing proof of the success
of the new, modern method perfected by the
U. S. School of Music! And what these people
have done, XOU, too, can do! )

Many of this half million didn’'t know one
note from angther—others had never touched
an instrument—yet in half the usual time they
learnad to play their favorite instrument. Best
of all, they found learning music amazingly
easy. No monotonous hours of exercisee—no
tedious scales—no expensive teachers. This
simplified method made learning mausic as easy
as A-B-C!

It is like a fascinating game. From the very
start you are playing real tunes, perfectly, by
note. You simply can’t
go wrong, for every
step, from beginning to

WHAT INSTRUMENT
FOR YOU?

Plano Plecole end, is right before your
Organ Hawaliaa oyes in print and pic-
g":"_:l"'“ S ture. First you are told
Flute Drums and how to do a thing, then
Harp ravs a picture shows you
Cornet Mandolin how, then you do it yourself
’Cello SlghtSinging § and hear it. And almost
Guitar Trombone fore you know it, you are
Ukulele Piaro playing your favorite pieces
Saxophone Accordion

—~jazz, ballads, classics. No

Banlo (Plectrpm, 5-String
or Tenor)
Voled and Speech Culture

private teacher could make it
clearer. Little theory—plen-

Harmony and fon
Automatle Finger Control
italian and German

A i
Junlors’”lgﬂn:"coum

ty of 3
why students of the U. S.
School of Music get ahead
twice as fast—three times as
fast as those who study old-

t d, plodding methods.

You, too, Can Learn to Play
Your Favorite Instrument
Without a Teacher

fasyas A-B-C

You don’t need any special ‘“talent.” Man;
million who have become
never dr d they p d ical ability. ey oslely
wanted to play gome instrument—just like you—~and they
found they could quickly learn how this easy way. Just a
little of your spare time each day is needed—and you
enjoy every minute of it. The coet is surprisingly’ low—
averaging only a few cents a day—and the price is .the
same for what instr t you ch And * nber,
you are studying right in your own home—without paying
big fees to private teachers.

Don’t miss any more good times! Learn now to play
your favorite instrument and surprise all your friends.
Change from & wallflower to the center of attraction.
Music is the best thing to offer at a party—musicians
are invited everywhere. Enjoy the popularity you have
been missing. Get your share of the muaician’'s pleasure
end profit! Start nowl

Free Booklet and De tration L 3

If you are in earnest about wanting to join the crowd of
entertainers and be a ‘big hit” at any part{-—if you r¢slly
do want to play your favorite instrument, to become a
performer whose services will be in demand—fill out and
mail the convenient coupon asking for our Free Booklet
and Free Demonstration Lesson. These explain our won-
derful method fully and show you how easily and quickly
you can learn to play at little expense. This booklet will
also tell you all about the amazing new Automatic Finger
Control. Instruments are supplied when needed—cash or
credit. T. 8. School of Music, 86711 Brunswick Bldg.,
New York City.

Thirty-fifth Year (Established 1898)

. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC.

7lsl Brunswick Bldg., New York City. o

Pleage send me your free book, ‘“How You Can Master Music
Your Own Home,”” with inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane,
Free Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy payment
plans. I am Interested in the following course:

of the half.
accomplished playesrs

. Have you
svsnaseranes iDStrUment?

rasuse assirasssasstsannns



97-Pound
Weakling...

who became“The Worlds

Most Perfectly
Develope
Man”

“Pll Prove to You in
7 Days that YOU, too,
Can be This NEW MAN!”

~—CHARLES ATLAS

WHEN I say I can make you over into 2 man of giant
power and energy, I know what I'm talking about. I've
seen my new system of body development, Dynamic-Tension,
8nsform hundreds of weaker, punier men than you into Adas

ampions. "

Take myself, for instance. I used to weigh only 97 pounds!
I was a sickly scare-crow. Then I discovered D namic-
Tension. It gave me a body that twice won me tidle
““The World’s Most Perfe_tly Develo?cd Man.”” It can
work _just as big a change in you, too! I'm so sure of it
that I makeggx this_amazing offer: At my own risk I'l
give you PROOF in just seven days that I can make you
over into this NEW MAN. I'll begin training you on
approval. 1If you don't notice a marvelous change in 4#
yourself within a week it won't cost you one ent.

“if's,”* ""ands,” or ‘'maybes.’® Just tell me where
ou want_handsome, powerful mus les.” Are you fat_and
abby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded
pepless? Do you hold back and let others walk off
with the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Give me just
? days! I'll PRO to you that I can make you a
healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN.
Dynamic-Tension is an entitely NATURAL method.
No mechanical weights or pulleys to strain your heart
and other vital organs. o pills, special foods, or

other unnartural, artificial contraptions. Only a few
minutes of your spare time daiz is enough to show
amazing results—and it’s actually fun! Dynamic-

Tepsion does the work,

Send for FREE Book

Mail the coupon right now for full details and

Fll send you my illustrated book, ‘‘Everlasting {l:,',s ﬁ‘:f,ﬁliﬁ,,ﬂzfl,;’g‘?,f,‘i,h and st'?&g?r?.‘“

Health and Strength.”” Tells all about my L 2 i At
“*Dynamic-Tension’’ method. Shows a tual photos ¢ This request places me under no obligation.

of men I've made into Acdas Champions. Sup-
plies the facts you need to know about jyour
condition. It’s a valuable book! And "it's
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The
jade Joss

TT. Flynn

Author of “The Bell-Tower Terror,” elc.

It was only a chunk of green tomb
jade, but Carl Zaken—the dread
Black Doctor—was eager to cemmit
murder for it. And Val Easton—ace
Secret Service op—went willingly
into the grisly torture chambers of
Chinatown to steal it back. Foron it
depended the success or failure of
the Doctor’s ghastly plan. Its pos-
session could either kindle or quench
a world-wide horror blaze.

CHAPTER ONE

The Woman In Black

e I \HE droning din of predinner traf-
fic was loud in Herald Square,
ten stories below, when Val

Easton straightened from his traveling

bag and said: “That’s that, Bradshaw. I'li

. reserve a berth on the night train before
we dine.”

His companion, tilted in a chair against
the wall, ran a palm over a gray blaze in
otherwise black hair, and grunted: “You
chaps are always on the move. Might
as well be traveling salesmen.”

Bradshaw snorted as Easton turned to
the telephone. He was faultlessly dressed,
without an ounce of spare flesh on his
angular frame. His trim mustache was as
black as his hair. He looked like a club-
man in the middle thirties, without a
care in the world, But Bradshaw was



"Val leaped up on a chair, shoused, “K-eep xé\;'ay from that man!”
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forty-eight, a deputy police commissioner,
up from the ranks, at home in all the
shady corners of the underworld.

Val Easton was harmless looking, sel-
dom hurried, amiable. His slender figure
was not one to attract attention. Few
peonle were aware that behind that
amiable face was the full power of the
,American Intelligence Service, sometimes
loosely called the Secret Service.

Having reserved a berth on the mid-
night train to Washington, Easton turned
to Bradshaw. “First spare evening I've
had to myself in weeks,” he commented.
“Dinner’s on me, and a thousand thanks
for the help you’ve given me.”

Bradshaw raised a deprecating hand.
“Not at all,” he protested. “It’s been a
pleasure. Fact is, I'm damned envious
of your work. I'm looking forward to
future contacts with you.”

Val Easton chuckled. “Never can tell
what’s around the corner,” he said.

At that moment the phone rang.

“Pardon,” Val murmured, and an-
swered it . .. . “Yes, this is Easton,”
he said . . . . “Put him on.”

HIS face settled into an expression-
less mask as a gruff voice came over
the wire. It was Gregg, talking from
Washington.  Gregg, that heavy-set,
saturnine man who stood at the right
elbow of the State Department, as un-
known and overlooked by the public as
the actions of that subtle force which he
controlled. Gregg—the Chief.

Gregg’s voice rasped out: “I was
afraid I wouldn’t catch you. Got some-
thing for you to do: Go to the home of
Cartier Beurket on Fifth Avenue. They’re
having a reception tonight. Formal,
I'd say. See Beurket himself. Show
him your identification badge. Get from
him a sealed envelope—and any personal
comments he may make—and bring them
here to me in Washington. Want it all

the first thing in the morning. It’s im-
portant. Got it?”’

“Yes,” said Val. “Who is he?”

“Cartier Beurket,” said Gregg gruffly,
“is an antiquarian, a collector. Special-
izes in Oriental art. He’s just back from
a six months’ collecting trip in China.
Been doing some special work for me. I
want his report. Come straight to the
office from the train.”

Val hung up. He was smiling wryly
as he turned to Bradshaw. “Sorry,” he
said. “The dinner’s off. Got an evening’s
work before I make the train.”

Bradshaw threw up his hands. “I was
afraid of it. Any help I can give?”

“Guess not. Know anything about a
Cartier Beurket, on upper Fifth Avenue?”

Bradshaw nodded immediately. ‘“Who
doesn’t ?” he said. “The Beurkets are an
old New York family. Filthy with
money. He’s a bachelor. Used to be
rated a great catch, if I remember cor-
rectly. Fooled the wcmen. Only inter-
ested in his collection, I understand. He’s
on the board of the Metropolitan museum,
and all that.

“I'm familiar with him because his
place is one of the danger spots we keep
an eye on. He has a collection worth
several millions in a private museum
built into his house. Beurket’s gone half
the time; and the place is an open invita-
tion to all the big time crooks who hit
town. He takes all the precautions, of
course. Special wing built on the house—
iron bars, steel shutters, latest in burglar-
alarm systems. I've inspected the place.”

“Seems to be safe enough,” Val
agreed.

“More or less,” Bradshaw stated. “The
house is wired also. Special guards are
on duty day and night. It’s harder to get
into than the Sub-Treasury. But it’s a bet
that some day some smart crooks will
crash through and make a clean-up.
And then we’ll have Beurket and the in-
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surance people on our necks to settle the
thing. The department’s detailed a couple
of plain-clethesmen for the evening.
Well—”

Bradshaw shook hands and departed.

THE fall evening was crisp, cool,

bracing when Val came out on the
street. He shook his head at the carriage
starter’s lifted hand, and walked over to
Fifth Avenue, turned north with long
strides. Always, when there was time he
walked. His best thinking was done then;
and there was much to think about.

Carl Zaken, the Black Doctor, was on
his mind new. And Chang Ch’ien, that
tall, gelden-skinmed Oriental. Through
the shadowy paths of international
espionage tales of Carl Zaken, the Black
Doctor, had for years seeped like fantastic
nightmares. Master spy, incredibly clever
and ruthless, he had been always a menace
to those governments he worked against.
And Chang Ch’ien, who had come out of
the underwerld of France a myth of
terror, had proved no less dangerous in
company with the Black Doctor.

The Black Docter and Chang Ch’ien
were still at large, American Intelligence
had no reason to believe that they were
not still plotting. So from high quarters
had come orders to hunt them down.
And it was this hunt that had brought
Val Easten to New York, following a
slender thread of information which had
petered out when fully investigated. In
the morning he would be back in Wash-
ington, admitting defeat.

He was almost to Forty-sixth Street
when the astonishing thing happened.

A taxicab was parked at the curb,
motor idling softly. He was abreast of
it, paying ne heed, when a woman’s arm
thrust out, beckoning to him. He heard
his name called in a clear, vibrant voice.

“Mr. Easton! Mr. Easton!”

Startled, Val stopped, turned. He
saw the small black hat, the heavy black

veil swathing her features; and the furred
coat, collar turned up around her neck,
mantling her figure effectively. Black
gloves covered her hands. A woman all
in black. And a woman of mystery.
Then her voice metamorphosed into
quick, vibrant seriousness. “Mr. Easton
—don’t ge to that heuse tonight! Go back
to your hotel! Go to Washington as you

intended !”

There was a haunting familiarity about
her veice. Nething that Val could put his
finger on definitely; and yet it was there.

He said: “Hew do you know who I
am, or where I am going? What makes
you think I intend to start for Washing-
ton tonight? And—parden me—but how
the devil did you know I'd be along here
at this time?”

Only one man in New York knew that
he was going to Washington tonight. Only
one man knew he was going to Cartier
Beurket’s home.

Only Bradshaw knew that.

But not even Bradshaw knew that
Valentine Easton would be walking along
here at this time of the evening!

Val himself had not known it twenty
minutes before. He had passed through
the hotel lobby and come out en the side-
walk, half minded to take a taxi. Not
until the bracing night air was on his
face had he decided to walk. And now
this woman in black was here across his
path with full knowledge of his plans!

She laughed again behind the veil, that
haunting, vibrant laugh. “It doesn’t mat-
ter, does it? I know many things about
you, Valentine Easton. I know you are -
going into danger tonight if you go to this
house. Turn back. Go to the train. Let
someone else carry out this order for you.”

Val moved a step nearer, stooped,
peered intently at her. But the shadows
were thick inside the cab. “You know too
much,” he said crisply. “You say too lit-
tle. What house am I going to?”
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That was merely to keep her talking
while he racked his brains and listened
avidly for some slight clue to her identity.

She gave him none. There was no
laughter in her voice now. It was sharp,
serious. ‘“You know what house. You
know I tell the truth. Turn back! One who
wishes you well warns you.”

THERE was a foreign inflection about

her voice. It smacked of Russian,
and that baffled him still more. He had
met many women in many countries;
some Russian women. But of all these
he could think of none who might be in
New York now; who might know his
movements as this woman did; who might
be waiting here at the curb, mysteriously
uttering her tense warnings.

“TI’'m interested,” Val told her. “What
else have you to say?”

“I have said enough. Good-bye.”

“Not ‘good-bye,”” Val informed her
curtly. “We'll go into this further.”
He reached for the door handle—and
suddenly stopped, moved back a step.
The small blunt snout of an automatic
had slid over the windowsill.

“Don’t do that!” she warned.

The motor of the cab speeded sudden-
ly. It lurched out from the curb, swept
down the outer traffic lane and left him
standing there. The tail-light was dark
over the license plate and the curb lights
gave too little illumination for him to get
the number. The cab swung right on
Forty-fifth Street—vanished.

And Val Easton, standing there, swore
under his breath. The next moment he
was exploding : “Follow that cab that just
turned on Forty-fifth!”

A second cab had swerved in to the
curb, unnoticed, its driver’s hand raised
inquiringly. Val wrenched open the door,
leaped inside, the machine started with
a jerk.

“Ten dollars if you trail it without
being discovered!” Val called.

The man threw up a hand in assent,
and swung into Forty-fifth Street.

Only one cab was before them. The
drawn rear curtain marked it as the mach-
ine they wanted. It whirled to the left un-
der the elevated on Sixth Avenue.

Val’s driver swung in under the El pil-
lars too. The two machines zig-zagged
across town, swung south on Third Ave-
nue.

Through the gray-black shadows they
sped downtown. The cross streets fell
back in swift succession. Twenty-third—
Fourteenth—Cooper Square—and then
into the Bowery. Other machines shifted
in and out ahead of them as they rolled
along the Bowery. And ahead of them,
beyond Bayard Street, the cab they fol-
lowed turned sharply to the right and
vanished.

Val knew this district. That cab had
turned into Pell Street, into the compact,
warrenlike area of Chinatown, lying just
off the Bowery.

Val suddenly exclaimed angrily : “What
are you doing? Follow that cab!”

The driver had whirled to the right on
Bayard in seeming disregard of the
machine they followed. He threw over
his shoulder now: “Got a hunch, mister.
It woulda been too raw, tearin’ into
Chinatown after them. If they ain’t wise
yet we’re tailin’ they’d be plenty quick
after we did that.”

“Something in that,” Val admitted.

The driver shot to the second block
with his accelerator down on the floor
boards, and with a reckless swerve headed
south again, turned and doubled into Pell,
slowing to an idling pace. And they rolled
sedately into the heart of Chinatown.

To right and left the balconied fronts
of the grimy old buildings rose five and
six stories. Lighted windows gleamed.
Leisurely figures padded along the side-
walk. An elevated train thundered past
on the Bowery straight ahead of them.
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They were approaching the head of Doy-
ers Street.

“Laoks like they’ve turned into Doy-
ers!” he threw over his shoulder; but the
next mement breke out. “That’s the hack
over there, ain't it?”

They rolled past a taxi pulling out
from the opposite curb. Its driver
glanced at them without interest. Across
the sidewalk a woman was just entering
a dimly lit door. A slender woman
swathed in a fur ceat, with a small, perky
black hat visible above the upturned col-
lar. The door closed behind her.

A sign on the window at the left of the
door said—Li Fui Shan, Importer,

“How about it?” the driver asked over
his shoulder.

Val relaxed in the seat and reached for
a cigarette. “You win the ten,” he de-
clared. “Drive me back uptown.”

CHAPTER TWO
The Face at the Window

HE HOME of Cartier Beurket was
"+ on Fifth Avenue opposite the south-
east end of the Park. It was of substan-
tial brick, three stories high, imposing in
its disregard of the modern world which
had grown up about it.

A new wing, of brick also, had been
built on one side, two stories high. The
windows of the new wing were set high
above the street level, barred on the out-
side, curtained inside.

It was well after nine o’clock when Val
Easton settled with his driver, and saunt-
ered across the sidewalk. Two machines
had just pulled away as they drove up.

A man loitered beside the steps, hands
in his topcoat pockets. His glance slid
over Val unobtrusively, went on to a
machine at the curb. Val grinned to him-
self as he crossed the small portico to
metal-grilled gates standing open. That

plainclothesman had paid little attention
to this arriving guest.

The door swung open and Val entered
a spacious hall, octagonal in shape, floored
in ebony parquet. At the back a sweeping
staircase curved up to the second floor.
In the next room a string orchestra was
playing. He glimpsed couples dancing.
Guests in evening clothes were eddying
through the hall. Through an undertone
of laughter, animated conversation, a
black-clad manservant said blandly:
“Your name, sir?”

He was all of six feet tall, this man-
servant. His shoulders were broad, his
face lean, hard. His firm, bald polite-
ness held no trace of servility, and his
eyes were direct as he waited.

A small table beside the man held a
sheet of typed names.

Beurket, Val thought fleetingly, was
amply protected here. This man was a
guard, probably a detective, sifting the
guests carefully.

“I’'m not on your list,” Val told him.
“I’'d like a word with Mr. Beurket,
please. I'm Valentine Easton.”

A tall man, with a snowy mop of white
hair, talking with some guests a few feet
away, turned. A murmured word to the
others and he stepped across.

“I am Cartier Beurket,” he said.

For an instant Val’s palin held a small
gold badge so that only Beurket’s eyes
could see it. The other nodded. “I've
been expecting you, Mr. Easton. The
men’s cloak room is at the front of the
hall upstairs. I will join you there in a
few moments.”

Val left his topcoat and hat in the up-
stairs room, lighted a cigarette and
strolled out. Cartier Beurket met him at
the head of the stairs. Beurket was half
a head taller, thirty or forty pounds
heavier. His face was tanned mahogany
color, bespeaking long periods spent out-
doors in all kinds of weather, He had a
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hard, fit look, with his aquiline nose, high
forehead and steady blue eyes.

Unspoken liking leaped between the
two, hinted at only by mutual smiles.

Val said: “I’'m a bit foggy about all
this. I was ready to push off to Wash-
ington tonight when Gregg called me.”

Beurket nodded. “I was to go down
there myself, but I find I can’t make it
for a few days. Gregg doesn’t care to
wait. The papers I am sending to Gregg
aren’t quite ready. I'll slip up to my study
shortly and finish them. Can you spare
an hour or s0?”’

“With pleasure,” Val assured him.
“Just so I make the night train.” “No
trouble about that,” Beurket replied.
“While you're waiting, join the guests. I
am going to open the gallery shortly. You
may find it interesting.”

S THEY turned to the stairs Val said:

“Have you any reason to anticipate

trouble tonight, Mr. Beurket? I was
warned not to come here.”

Beurket glanced at him from eyes
suddenly frosty, alert. ‘“Who warned
you?” he asked.

“I don’t know. A veiled woman. I
can’t place her. I understand you're just
back from the Orient. You've evidently
been doing some intelligence work for the
department. Did you bring back any en-
mities that might come to a head here
tonight ?”

“No,” Beurket said positively. “I’'m cer-
tain of that. In China I kept my eyes
open for certain things Gregg was inter-
ested in. But no one over there had any
reason to suspect such was the case. You
weren’t told what trouble to expect?”’

Val shrugged. “Sorry—no. But the cir-
cumstances were so unusual I have no
reason to believe the warning was not giv-
en in good faith.”

They were halfway down the staircase
now. Beurket’s laugh was that of a man
without nerves.

“I doubt if there’s any cause for
alarm, Mr. Easton. The place is well
guarded. This is not an elaborate eve-
ning. There are no jewels or valuables
among the guests worth stealing, I’'m cer-
tain. My collection has never been both-
ered. The most valuable pieces are kept
in a special vault to which my sister and
I alone have the combination. It would
take at least twenty-four hours for the
best equipped cracksman to penetrate it.
It is impossible to short circuit the alarm
system or circumvent it.”

Beurket chuckled. “Enjoy yourself
while you’re waiting. Ah, here’s my sister,
Adelaide. May I present Mr. Easton, who
is going to save me a trip to Washington,
Adelaide ?”

Swift comprehension flickered in Adel-
aide Beurket’s eyes. She was almost as
tanned as her much older brother. Not
more than twenty-four or -five, this girl.
She was tall, slender in a sheathlike eve-
ning gown of wine-colored velvet. Brown
tints made her eyes deep and shadowy.
Her hair was waved close along her head
and caught low in a knot at the base of
her neck. A wide, generous mouth, a
direct look, and a healthy, alert manner
made her as likeable as Cartier Beurket
himself.

For all of ten minutes he was with her,
strolling about, meeting the guests, chat-
ting briefly. Adelaide Beurket apparently
knew who he was, why he was there. She
mentioned that she had been to China
with her brother, acting as secretary.

Val told her of the warning, watched
her reaction. Adelaide Beurket quirked
her lips, frowned, shook her head. “It’s
Greek to me,” she stated. “But if Cart
says there’s no reason to worry, I sup-

pose there isn't. We’re rather well
guarded here.”
She left him presently. Val moved

about alone, thinking. He could not rid
his mind of that black-veiled woman who
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had vanished into the shadowy shop of
Li Fui Shan. The name of Li Fui Shan
was not familiar. But it sharpened mem-
ories, released a flood of conjectures. A
vague, disquieting sense of impending
disaster was taking possession of him.

ARTIER Beurket had vanished, in

“his study, probably, finishing his re-
port to Gregg. Now and then Val caught
a glimpse of Adelaide Beurket playing the
perfect hestess, smiling, animated. The
guests had about all arrived. Shortly
they would be admitted to the piece de
resistance of the evening—Cartier Beur-
ket’s latest acquisitiens.

Then with ne more warning than that,
Val’s premonitiens were borne out.

Val was stending at the foot of the
staircase in the big octagonal hall when
the girl descended rapidly and stopped
before him. He had met her—a Miss
Elston. She had a dry, dusty, bookish
look about her, despite the soft white
evening gown she wore. Shell-rimmed
glasses seemed to belong on the face.

“Where,” she gasped, “is Mr. Beur-
ket ?”

Her face was chalk-white. Her eyes
wide and frightened. Her fingers were
crumpling and uncrumpling a handker-
chief, and she gave every indication of
an unnefved, terrified woman,

“I can’t say exactly,” Val teld her. “I
think he’s busy. Is something wrong?”

“I saw a face!” she told him breath-
lessly. “It was near the window when it
appeared. Horrible, ghastly! It looked
in, saw me and vanished !”

Val put a reassuring hand on her cold
fingers. “What did it look like?”

Miss Elston gulped. “I can’t tell you,”
she replied uncertainly. “It—it was
ghastly! He wore black, I saw that. A
hat was pulled low over his face.
face was grinning as it looked in. I could

The-

see teeth in the horrible mouth. - And the
eyes seemed to glitter. When they saw
me the face was gone instantly.”

Val said to Miss Elston calmly: “What
room were you in?” ]

“The back bedroom on the right side
of the hall,” she babbled. “I stepped in
there to see how it was furnished. The
light was on when I entered.”

“Quite so,” Val said calmly. “I’ll at-
tend to this, Miss Elston. I suggest you
mingle with the guests and forget it.”

She shuddered, forced a smile tinged
with relief. “I will,” she agreed.

“And don’t say anything about it,” Val
cautioned.

“No,” she promised, “not a word.”

ADELAIDE Beurket had gone into the
next room where they were dancing.
Val found her in there, at the back, talk-
ing to an elderly man with a Vaadyke
and glistening prince nez. She looked up
as Val approached, caught his eye, came
toward him with a questioning smile.
“Where is your brofher?”’ asked Val.
“In his study. Why?”

“Miss Elston saw a face at one of the
back bedroom windows. The room at the
right of the hall, I believe.”

She became grave instantly. “Impes-
sible! Unless someone had a ladder—"

“Perhaps someone has.”

She shook her head. “No—I can’t see
how. The outside of the house is guard-
ed. It always is at night.”

“Queer,” Val admiitted. “But she seems
positive that she saw something outside
the window. I say—would you mind
showing me the back of the house before
you disturb your brother ?”

She took him through French doors at
the rear of the room, through a big din-
ing room where a white-aproned maid
was busy at a sideboard; and on back
to a butler’s pantry, and a spotless green-
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and-white kitchen where other servants
were working. She closed the back door
behind them.

It took some moments for their eyes
to get accustomed to the darkness. She
said under her breath: “One of the watch-
men should be back here somewhere.”

A tiny formal garden lay behind the
house, L-shaped. The newer wing built
to hold Cartier Beurket’s collection did
not extend back as far as the house itself.
On the right an apartment house towered
high; on the left were the higher walls of
another great building. Inexorably the
city had closed in, until now this old man-
sion with its tiny walled back yard was
an oasis in a wilderness of stone, brick,
steel. The traffic out on Fifth Avenue
sounded muted, far away.

“T’ll look them up while you go back
in,” Val suggested. “It’s a bit cold out
here, and you're not wearing a wrap.”

“No. I'd better go too,” she decided.
The men won’t know you.”

So they went together along a flag-
stone walk; and as they went Val looked
up at the back of the house, rising three
stories above them. There was no back
porch. Just the house wall, three sheer
stories. Windows on the second floor
glowed with light. Those on the third
floor were dark. Along the whole back of
the house was no spot where a man might
peer into one of the windows.

They tumed the house corner along a
fringe of low-trimmed bushes in the sha-
dowy ell behind the annex. Adelaide
Beurket walked slightly ahead, confident,
unhurried.

But suddenly she wavered, lurched
forward. A sharp little cry burst from
her.

Val jumped forward,
“What is it ?”

“Look out! Don'’t step on it!”

But her warning was too late.

exclaiming :

CHAPTER THREE
The Crimson Lot\u

AL’S foot struck something soft,
yielding. He recoiled from the feel
of it, caught in his pocket for matches.

A man was lying there on the flag-
stones. Lying face down, arms stretched
out limply above his head.

Adelaide Beurket uttered a low excla-
mation of dismay. “It’s one of the
guards!”’ she cried under her breath.

Val held the flaring matches close as
he bent, and turned the figure over. It
came limply, slack dead weight. Curly
black hair lay damp and close to a bare
head. A pallid face turned up to them,
ghastly in the matchlight. The open eyes
gleamed white in a fixed stare.

“He’s dead,” Val said, straightening.

Val bent again, looked ; frowned. “He
seems unmarked. It’s queer .. .. wait.”

As the matches died out Val hastily
lighted others. He held them close to the
coat front, and the yellow glow limned a
damp, darker stain against the dark fab-
ric of the coat. In that stain a half inch
slit through the woolen threads was barely
visible.

“Better not look,” Val urged quietly.

He lifted the coat collar and looked
beneath. The tiny slit was over the heart.
A crimson stain, splotched the shirt, And
the shirt was slit too, where a thin, keen
blade had driven through to the flesh be-
neath.

“He was stabbed!” Val told her. “We
want the police. Take me in to your
brother. Can we go around by the front
and notify the detective on duty there?”

She did not question his decision. “This
walk leads to the front. But—but there
should be another man on duty .back
here.”

“T’ll have the man out front look for
him. Don’t want to waste any time.”

They were already skirting the side
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of the annex. As they went Val noticed
it had no windows in the back or on the
side. They walked on cement beside it,
and a high brick wall rose at their right.
Beyond the wall towered the big apart-
ment house.

They came out through a stout iron
gate into the semi-glow of Fifth Avenue,
where pedestrians trod the sidewalks, and
automobiles and lumbering busses passed.

Automobiles were parked along the
curb; chauffeurs idling in some of them.
And near his post at the foot of the house
steps the detective still loitered unob-
trusively.

“There’s a dead man at the back of
the house,” said Val. “One of the guards.
May be another back there also. A guest
claims she saw a face outside one of the
second-story windows.”

The transformation in the other was
amazing. His lethargy left him like a
discarded coat. “My partner went back
there a few minutes ago!” he jerked out.
“I’ve been waiting for him. Lord! TI'd
better telephone the precinct station.”

“T’ll do that,” Val said. “You search
the back yard and look for that man who
was outside that window.”

He spoke more crisply than he should.
He knew it at the quick stiffening of the
other; but there was no time to explain.
He turned to the steps before the detec-
tive had time to reply.

THE BIG octagonal hall inside was

strangely deserted. The orchestra
was playing softly, but the guests were no
longer dancing. A faint hum of voices
over the music in the next room marked
where they were.

Adelaide Beurket said to the guard at
the door, “Has Mr. Beurket taken them
into the wing ?”

The guard looked down at her alertly.
Despite her remarkable control one could
see that she was under a strain.

Val spoke: “Where’s Mr. Beurket ?”’

A shrug answered him. “I can’t say,
sir. I have not left the door here. I
heard Jennings, the butler, announcing
that Mr. Beurket wished everyone to come
into the gallery.”

Adelaide Beurket said quickly: “We'll
find him in there.”

“Watch this front door carefully,” Val
instructed the guard. “Let no one in or
out until you are sure who they are. A
man has been killed at she back of the
house.”

He left the doorman gaping after him,
and followed Adelaide Beurket inside.
A number of the guests were bunched
at one side of the room.

On the wall there, a long, silver-em-
broidered tapestry curtain had been drawn
aside, revealing a low doorway. By stand-
ing on tiptoe when he reached the edge of
the jostling group Val was able to see the
massive steel edging of the door Bradshaw
had mentioned.

It was open now, and through the en-
trance the guests were filing slowly. Soft,
shaded light was visible in the annex which
housed Cartier Beurket’s treasures.

Short of shoving rudely there was no
way to get through the jam in the vault
doorway. Adelaide Beurket raised her
voice. “If Mr. Beurket is in the gallery,
will someone please ask him to step out
here?” She took Val’s arm and drew him
back where her words could not be over-
heard. “I don’t believe Cart is in there!”
she exclaimed under her breath. “If he
had been down here he certainly would
not have asked the butler to invite them
into the gallery. Cart would have done
it himself.”

“Probably busy in his study,” Val sug-
gested. “He promised to finish the re-
port I came for as soon as possible.”

She caught his arm, said with an ap-
prehensive catch in her voice: “I—I'm
afraid. It isn’t like Cart to do a thing like
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this. Will you come up to the study with
me?”
“Of course.”

HE LED him to the front hall where

the black-clad door man was standing
flat-footed at his post, shoulders hunched
and one big fist clenched as if expecting
trouble momentarily. He spoke to them
with suppressed excitement. “D’you need
any help, Miss Beurket ?”

“None, thank you, Wilkins,” she re-
fused.

She tapped swiftly up the stairs ahead
of Val. She hurried to the front of the
hall, opened a door. The room was pitch
black. Val was at her shoulder when she
clicked the light switch.

For the space of half a dozen heart
beats she stood there staring, while Val
moved in beside her. On all four sides
shelves of books reached clear to the ceil-
ing. In the opposite wall a fireplace was
topped by a carved mantel on which sat
three slender, graceful Chinese vases. To
the left of the fireplace, before the drawn
drapes of a window, was a small, flat-
topped desk and a chair. Before the fire-
place, was a massive, leather-covered easy
chair; and on the other side of the chair
was a low mahogany table, stacked with
books, periodicals, smoking jar, pipes and
an ash tray. Those were the physical de-
tails of Cartier Beurket’s study—but Car-
tier Beurket himself was not there.

Then Val saw what she saw; was al-
ready starting across the room when she
exclaimed: “Those papers on the floor!
Cart never left them like that!”

The desk top had been swept clean of all
papers. They littered the floor around the
chair. Envelopes, typewritten sheets, bills,
documents, scattered in confusion.

Adelaide Beurket stopped at the cor-
ner of the desk. “These were all in order
on the desk two hours ago!” she burst

1

out. “I saw them! Cart’s mail had accu-
mulated. He hadn’t had time to go
through it yet. And now—and now, look
at that!” She pointed.

The desk drawers had been opened and
closed carelessly. Val looked in one and
found it looted. The aroma of tobacco
smoke was still strong on the air. A pipe
lay on the green desk blotter with a scat-
tering of ashes at the mouth of the bowl,
as if the pipe had been dropped hastily,
Val bent, blew the ashes and uncovered
two charred spots on the blotter, touched
the pipe bowl and found it still warm. He
scowled at the jumbled mass of papers
on the floor as he lifted the telephone re-
ceiver off the cradle and dialed police head-
quarters,

A few crisp words to headquarters
sketched what had happened, and Val
turned away from the telephone.

“Your brother was here a few minutes
ago,” he said. He didn’t make this mess,
of course. He probably went down to the
gallery after all, and someone went
through his desk after he left. You go
down,” Val urged, “and look for him in
the gallery. I’ll poke around up here be-
fore the police come.”

“No!” she refused flatly. “I don’t
think he’s down there. I’ll stay up here.”

Silently Val turned and scanned the
room.

'WO WINDOWS were set in the
bookcase at their right. They looked
down on Fifth Avenue, he saw, when he
pulled the drapes. Both windows were
locked on the inside. No hiding place
in here. Val’s eyes dropped to the great
blue-and-white rug covering the floor. It
was a beautiful lotus-flower design.

Val lifted his head, nodded at a single
door set in the wall opposite. “I’ll have a
look in there,” he said casually. “Be out
in a minute.”
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He walked to the door without looking
at the rug again. He did not want her
to see what he had seen. It was plain
enough, and yet the design of the rug
masked it from the casual glance. Two
tiny dark stains by one of the lotus flow-
ers. Two little stains, red against the
white, where there was no red in the
design.

There was another drop, and another,
and another, widely spaced across the soft
background of the rug, drawing a grue-
some trail to that single door set in the
bookshelves. Adelaide Beurket moved
toward the door as Val did. She obvious-
ly intended to enter the room also. Val
did not try to stop her. She sensed some-
thing was wrong; and to tell her might
anticipate more than the truth.

The door opened to his touch. The
switch clicked. The room was flooded
with light; a bedroom masculine, severer
with dark, hand rubbed furniture, a few
Chinese prints on the walls.

‘“He’s not in there,” she said, and there
was sudden relief in her voice.

A gruesome trail was on this side of
the door also. One drop—another drop—
and still another, leading inexorably to a
second door across the room.

Val said: “What door is that?”

“The closet.”

“I think,” said Val, “you’d better go
back.”

“Why? Why do you think so?”

Their mutual restraint made the grow-
ing tension more electric. Val drew and
expelled a regretful breath. “I’ll tell you
in a moment,” he replied—and stepped to
that closet door, whipping out his hand-
kerchief as he went. He laid the white
linen square over the knob and opened
the door. At his shoulder Adelaide Beur-
ket whimpered suddenly.

“Tt’s Cart! Oh dear Lord! He too!”

T WAS there almost as Val had ex-

pected to find it. A huddled form
on the floor of the closet. A motionless
form as lax and still as that lifeless body
in the night behind the house. The shin-
ing patent-leather shoes, the formal eve-
ning clothes, and, dimly, the shock of
white hair back in the closet marked Car-
tier Beurket at first glance.

He used scanty ceremony in dragging
Cartier Beurket out of that cramped hide-
away into which he had been thrust. Val
was red-faced, panting as he lay Beurket
face up on the bed and examined him
swiftly.

Adelaide Beurket cried fiercely: “He’s
been murdered!”

“No,” Val objected. “No, I don't
think so.” For when his fingers settled on
Beurket’s wrist they detected the faintest
beat of a pulse.

Val rapped:
once!”

She fairly flew into the next room. As
he bent over Beurket again, he heard her
sharp, imperative tones at the telephone.

Beurket’s shirt front and waistcoat
were bloody. The same tiny, familiar
slit was visible in the cloth. Beurket too
had been stabbed over the heart with a
long, slender blade. But this stroke had
not gone true.

Nothing could be done now. Skilled
medical attention was needed. Val went
into the next room.

“Is there a gun up here?” he asked
Adelaide Beurket.

“No . ... what are you going to do?”

“Get an ambulance at

He was already leaving the room,
grim-faced, quick-moving. “Keep an eye
on him,” Val directed from the door.
“Better lock yourself in.”

He ran to the stairs. Short minutes
had elapsed since they had hurried up
with foreboding; now, as he ran down
two steps at a time, more foreboding
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gripped Val. He barked to the big guard
at the door: “Has anyone come down
since we went up ?”’

“No. What'’s the matter?”

“Plenty. Beurket has been stabbed.
Police and ambulance are on their way.
Collar anyone who comes down.”

Wilkins’ hard face set. He dropped his
perfect grammar. “Won’t do me a hell
of a lot of good to watch these steps.
There’s a back flight too.”

“Damn!” Val exploded. “I didn’t
know about them. Try to watch both
stairs.”

CHAPTER FOUR
The Black Doctor

AL WENT swiftly across the pol-
¥ ished floor to the vaultlike door of
the treasure gallery. The orchestra was
still playing softly behind the palms. Val
smiled mirthlessly, stepped into the hum-
ming life that filled the gallery.

Two stories high the vaulted roof
swept overhead. Great bronze chande-
liers hung from the ceiling, and -through
intricate frillwork backed by colored glass
the light dropped in a soft, even glow.

Cartier Beurket’s wealth had drained
every corner of the Orient. Marvelous
old tapestries hid the entire expanse of
wall space. Great glass cases held the
beauty of long dead dynasties. There
was pottery and porcelain, enamel ware
and glass, bronze, lacquer ware, and mar-
velous carvings in wood and ivory and
jade. There were textiles of beautiful
silks and embroideries.

Val pushed in among the well-dressed
guests, grouped about half a dozen big
glass cases in a single row.

He glimpsed the contents of one case.
Jade. Dozens of pieces, intricately

carved, superbly colored. Mutton-fat
jade, milky and opaque; and light-green
jade, and lavendar jade; bright apple-
green jade and white jade spotted with
the same green. Bowls, vases, bells, am-
ulets, necklaces . . .

Moving through the crowd Val looked
to right and left sharply. He saw a tall,
portly butler standing apart, and went to
the man. “Are you Jennings?”

“I am, sir?”

“Did you let these people in here?”

“I did, at Mr. Beurket’s request, sir,”
the butler answered with growing frosti-
ness.

“You saw him in his study?”

The butler shook his head. “Mr, Beur-
ket sent word by one of the maids. He
was busy and requested me to open the
gallery door and admit the guests.”

“I see,” said Val—and suddenly whirled
around as a woman cried out: “What is
this man doing?”

Her voice had come from the end of
the row of cases. At that spot the people.
suddenly began to mill in confusion, jostl-
ing together. Some were trying to get
away from the case, some pressing in
toward it.

Standing on tiptoe, Val could see over
the heads to where that cry had been ut-
tered. He saw a figure straighten beside
the end case, a tall figure dressed in
formal black evening clothes. The man
stepped from the case, snarling.

For an instant, over the milling heads,
he and Val looked at each other. And for
the first time that' night Valentine Easton
felt his blood run cold. In all the world
only one man could be that tall, stooped
figure with the pale, bony, cadaverous
face and blazing eyes. Only one man
could have penetrated among two score
carefully sifted people within this guard-
ed domain of Cartier Beurket. There had
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been some attempt at disguise, a little pad-
ding of the cheeks from inside, a few
lines carefully changed on the face by
clever shading; but Val would have
known that face anywhere.

It was Carl Zaken, the Black Doctor!

VAL EASTON was perhaps the only
| man in that softly lighted gallery
who realized the terror among them.
Master spy, incredibly clever, cold blood-
ed and ruthless, the Black Doctor killed
without the slightest hesitation. Clear
now was that dead body of the guard;
the savage knife thrust dealt Cartier
Beurket. How Carl Zaken had entered,
what his purpose was did not matter. It
was enough that he was here.

Val was unarmed. He reached for an
ebony pedestal on which sat the small
bronze figure of some Chinese god. He
caught it up, leaped from his perch and
started for the crowd of milling guests.
The heavy bronze weight was comforting.

He caught a glimpse of the Black Doc-
tor still backing away ; grinning now that
pale, ghastly grin that could be so terrify-
ing, serving as it did as a window for the
soul beneath, Zaken carried something
in one hand and with the other was reach-
ing inside his coat. '

“Get back from that man!” Val cried
out. “He’s dangerous!”

But in the confusion ahead of him his
words were lost. He passed the end case
where the Black Doctor had been stand-
ing. A small powerful instrument had
ripped the lock and hasp clear out of the
wood. On a bed of soft black velvet in
the case one single object had been dis-
played. It was gone now. The confusion
was increasing.

“Let me through!” Val shouted, as he
pulled and shoved.

And suddenly without warning the
lights went out. '

An instant later in the pitch blackness

a woman cried out, choking. Men
strangled, gasped. Val felt a sudden
smarting in his eyes and nostrils.

Tear gas had been loosed. Already he
could feel the burning sensation in his
eyes, the sudden flood of tears; and he
started to gasp and strangle.

Val won past the last staggering figure,
careened off a case and went forward
three paces before he opened his eyes.
The big gallery was still in tomblike
blackness. Wild confusion lay behind
him as he plunged forward. As he had
guessed, there was no gas here back of
where the Black Doctor had been stand-
ing. The weapon, a small fountain-pen
gas gun, had shot the deadly fumes into
the crowd of guests; and for some mo-
ments it would not drift back of its point
of origin.

Zaken apparently had vanished.

Val lost his way. It was some time
before he located the door and passed
through, leaving behind mad confusion in
which women’s screams, men’s oaths were
lost in general strangling helplessness.

Midway of the polished floor he met
another figure coming toward him. A
brusk voice barked: “Who’s it?” A big
hand clapped on his shoulder.

“That you, Wilkins?”

“Yeah. Oh—MTr. Easton!”

“Hell’s busted loose! Beurket’s collec-
tion has been raided. Anyone gone out
the front door ?”

“Nope. But somebody just lammed
upstairs in a hell of a hurry. Didn'’t stop
when I asked who it was.”

“Let’s have your gun, Wilkins! . . .
Don’t argue! I need it! That was the
crook going upstairs! He’s a killer!”

“Here you are then.” Wilkins thrust
his automatic into Val’s hand.

ILKINS was swearing with amaze-
ment as Val made for the stairs. He
was halfway up when he heard a shriek-
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ing siren. The police, long overdue, or the
ambulance had arrived.

Panting, Val stopped at the head of
the stairs and listened. In the dark close
by Adelaide Beurket burst out: “Who is
it? What is wrong downstairs?”’

“Easton. Trouble in the gallery. A
thief used tear gas. Did you hear anyone
come up these steps?”

“A few moment ago someone ran up,
made no answer when I called, and went
on to the third floor.”

“What’s up there?”

“Bedrooms, bath, guest rooms. The
servants who live in have their rooms
up there too.”

A fist hammered loudly on the front
door.

“Better go down and take charge!”
Val urged. “If that’s the police, tell ’em
to surround the house. Have the master
light switch investigated. The current
must have been cut off there.”

The third floor stairs were close. Val
took them more slowly, warily. He still
had the heavy brenze statue in his left
hand, Wilkins’ automatic ready in his
right.

Zaken must be on that third floor. And
it was dark too—still, deserted. The quiet
up here was ominous. Val slipped toward
the back of the hall, guiding himself by
an elbow brushing the wall.

He moved deliberately toward the back
room on the right side. The dry, bookish
Miss Elston had seen the face just below
it. Her description now was understand-
able and like a guiding signpost.

She had seen the Black Doctor there
on the sheer outside wall. How he had
gotten there was still a mystery. But
Carl Zaken must be leaving by the way
he had entered.

The bedroom door was closed, but not
locked. It opened to Val’s touch. Fresh
air blew against his face. Gun ready, he
edged into the reom.

Something sinuous and snakelike jerked
across the window as he looked out.

Val put the bronze statue on the floor
and grabbed out the window. His hand
closed on a ladder made from thin, strong
silk cord and light bamboo cross pieces,
not more than six inches wide; a ladder
that could be rolled up into a small bundle,
carried easily, and yet by which a man
could descend and mount a sheer wall like
this with no trouble.

He looked up. The ladder was still
swaying, jerking. He was in time to see
a dark flgure clambering over the edge
of the roof. Leaning out, Val shot at it
—once—twice, . . .

Thundering reverberations crashed on
the night and echoed back from the high
apartment walls nearby.

He could not tell whether he had hit.
The figure disappeared. A moment later
the silk and bamboo ladder was jerked
up. Val caught it, held on. The drag
above ceased instantly. A moment later
the ladder fell down about his hands.

Val yanked it in, left it lying across
the window sill. From the edge of the
roof above a voice spoke.

“That will be you, Valentine Easton.”

Without answering, Val shouted from
the window: “Anyone in the yard?”

He was not answered.

On the roof Carl Zaken laughed at
him. “Good night, Easton. Next time
T'll deal with you more thoroughly!”

“You're cornered up there,” Val called.
“The police are here. The house is sur-
rounded. I’ll deal with you myself in
a few minutes.”

“An incurable optimist,” Carl Zaken
mocked him. “I was expecting you,
Easton. I'm sorry you didn’t get in my
way. Give my regards to Gregg, in Wash-
ington.” And the Black Doctor was gone.

Val hauled the ingenious ladder into the
room, slammed the window down, locked
it, and hurried downstairs.
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There was no attic to the house. A
man could not leave the roof without a
ladder. Zaken’s ladder was locked inside.
Those were the facts, but Val was not
sure of them. That cunning mind on the
roof would not walk into a trap.

CANDLES had been lighted on the
first floor. The suffering guests had
fled from the gallery, were overflowing
outside. Val saw them milling on the
sidewalk, wiping their eyes, choking.

An ambulance stood at the curb. A
police patrol car was parked behind it.
Patrolmen were pushing among the
guests inside the front door. A white-
coated interne, flashlight in one hand and
black bag in the other, hurried to the
stairs with Adelaide Beurket.

Val said to a uniformed officer : “Watch
the outside of the house. The killer’s up
on the roof ! He won’t be down this way!”

The stalwart patrolman, ignoring a
weeping woman who caught at his arm,
said: “If he’s on the roof, we’ll go up
after him, mister.”

“You can’t. He went up on a rope
ladder and then cut it at the top and
threw it down.”

“Ain’t that nice? Then he’s up there
until we grab him.”

“I doubt it,” said Val through his
teeth. “He had to get up there some way
before he could fasten a rope ladder,
didn’t he? He can come down the same
way.” Val left the puzzled cop wrestling
with that idea and shoved outside.

An arm’s length from the open gate
at the corner of the annex, he found the
detective who had been standing guard
at the front steps.

“Why the devil aren’t you in the rear?”
Val snapped at him. Again, without
thinking, he used the wrong tone. The
man took quick offense.

“What business is it of yours?” he
retorted illnaturedly. “I've been back

there! My partner’s dead and another
one has the back of his head caved in.
No one else in the yard. No way to get
out of it over that high wall. I'm wait-
ing to collar anyone who tries to come
out this way.”

Val pocketed the automatic which he
had carried in his hand from the third
floor. “All right,” he said. “Come on
back with me.”

“Nix !” the detective refused sourly.
“I’m watching this gate until things
clear up some.”

Val went alone. The back yard was as
he had left it, quiet, still, isolated from
the teeming city. The dead body still lay
on the flagstone walk. The brick wall
surrounding the yard was all of fifteen
feet high. A quick circuit of it showed
no way a man could have climbed it. The
house remained dark. But the back door
was open; he heard low excited voices
there; and then the harsher tones of
authority. “This the back yard? Any-
body come in this way?”

Val went toward the rear steps, made
his presence known, said to the patrol-
man who emerged from the house:
“Watch the roof.”

The patrolman moved out into the
yard, looked up, grunted: “If there’s a
man up there he’s still there. No way he
can get down.”

“Looks that way,” Val agreed. “If he
does try it, shoot first and talk later,
He’ll do the same.” Leaving the officer
there, Val went out front.

CHAPTER FIVE

The Mask of Kuan Ti

THE sidewalk was jammed with guests
and a curious crowd. More police ar-
rived. No man could leave that roof with-
out discovery.
The ambulance drove off with a warn-
ing twirl of the siren. A second siren
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swept along Fifth Avenue and swerved
in to the curb. It was a hook and ladder
truck from the fire department. An ex-
tension ladder was placed against the
front of the annex. A detective and two
patrolmen went up the ladder with guns
ready in their hands. Flashlight beams
glinted, wavered on the annex roof. A
fireman took a scaling ladder up. They
were on the house roof a few minutes
later. Val pushed through the crowd on
the sidewalk to the front steps. He was
starting into the house when a hand
caught his arm.

It was Bradshaw, deputy police com-
missioner.

Val said, “Come inside. I want to talk
to you.” And there, Val hastily outlined
what had happened.

Candles were still burning in the big
octagonal hall. Bradshaw studied Val
shrewdly in their wan, flickering light.
“You know who the thief was?”

“Yes. Carl Zaken, the man I've been
after for the past week.”

“Hell!” Bradshaw exclaimed, startled.
“He’s not a man tomake a play like this.”

Bradshaw fingered his trim black mus-
tache, frowning. “How the hell did he get
up the roof if all he had was a rope lad-
der?”

“You tell me,” Val suggested.

Bradshaw snorted. “We’ll sweat it
out of him when they get him.”

“I doubt,” said Val slowly, “if they
get him. Ive got a hunch he’s not up
there on the roof now.”

The lights flashed on suddenly. A hel-
meted and rain-coated fireman carrying
an electric lantern tramped out of the
rear regions of the house. He recognized
Bradshaw, difted the light in greeting and
said: “Somebody snatched a fuse out of
the fuse box down in the cellar.”

Val grinned wryly at Bradshaw.
little more mystery for you.”

A plainsclothesman bustled in, saw

“A

Bradshaw, came to him. “No one up on
the roof,” he stated.

“What!” Bradshaw exploded.

“Nope. The boys have been all over
it with their lights. It’s clean.”

“Search the house !” Bradshaw snapped.
“Every part of it!”

O FAST had the business moved that

the confusion had not quieted yet.
The guests were still milling around in
bewilderment. Through them came Adel-
aide Beurket. She was wiping her eyes
as Val went to meet her, followed by Brad-
shaw.

“How is your brother?” said Val

“The doctor says he will probably be
all right. The wound isn’t as bad as it
looked at first sight. Cart evidently fell
against something and was knocked un-
conscious. I thought I had better stay
here.”

“What did you find in the gallery?”

She made a wry face; she was hard
hit, but trying not to show it. “He got
one of the most valuable things we have,”
she said simply.

“What?”

“Cart managed, by a marvelous piece
of luck and the expenditure of a stagger-
ing sum, to bring out of China this time
a thing so valuable, so revered by millions,
that it would undoubtedly have been
taken from us by the Chinese govern-
memt had anyone suspected we had it.
The jade death mask of the Emperor
Kiang Hsi.”

She looked at Val and Bradshaw as
if expecting some startling reaction; and
when they both only looked blank and
questioning, she explained patiently.

“Kiang Hsi was the greatest emperor
of the T’ang dynasty, the mightiest China
has ever known. Under it the Chinese
empire reached its highest state of pros-
perity. Kiang Hsi was the War Emperor,
following in the footsteps of Kuan Ti,
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the War God. Objects of great value are
buried in the tombs of the Chinese em-
perors. Kiang Hsi, among other things,
was buried with a jade mask of Kuan Ti
on his face. It has become legendary as
a source of mighty deeds and power.”

“T suppose,” Bradshaw commented
politely, “it must be valuable.”

“Valuable!” she flashed in indignation.
“Priceless!” In the first place, han yu,
ancient jade or tomb jade, has an appeal
all its own to the Chinese. The mask of
Kuan Ti was carved from a flawless block
of mutton-fat jade, speckled with emer-
ald green, the most precious jade of all.
It is darker now, as tomb jade becomes
from contact with the body.”

Bradshaw asked: “What’s it worth to-
day?”

Her eyes looked past them, through
them to far things. ‘“Rivers of blood,”
said Adelaide Beurket slowly. “Thou-
sands of lives. No money could buy the
death mask of Kiang Hsi—unless it was
purchased from a thief who was also
under great obligation, as happened in
this case. Kiang Hsi’s memory is revered
by millions. His jade death mask of the
War God, recovered from the tomb long
ago, has become a god-thing in itself.
The superstition has grown up about it
that some day a man will come to fill the
shoes of Kiang Hsi and wear the jade
mask of the War God, and bring back
to China the glory and power of his
reign.”

“You mean,” Val said shrewdly, “that
the mask is worshipped as a joss?”

“Joss,” she said, “is the name for any
of the gods to whom prayer sticks and
prayer papers are burned, and prayers
are said. The jade mask is like any other
statue of Kuan Ti, the War God; only
ranking far above mere statues because
of its association with the Emperor Kiang
Hsi. It was one of the treasures of the
Forbidden City. During the looting that

followed the Boxer rebellion it dis-
appeared. It has been lost to the world
since, until, Cart, who had been running
down rumors of it for years finally got
it on this trip.” ‘

Bradshaw looked at Val inquiringly.
“Will you tell me,” he asked with asper-
ity, “what Zaken wants with that mask?
It’s no good to him. He couldn’t dispose
of it in this country or on the continent.
Besides,” queried Bradshaw, “since when
has Zaken taken to anything like this?
According to you, he’s playing for far
greater stakes than larceny could bring.”

“The mask is associated with the War
God,” Val said under his breath. “That
right, Miss Beurket ?”

“Exactly, Mr. Easton. Millions believe
the mask carries the power of Kuan Ti.”

“And if a leader turned up with the
jade mask?”’

“It would depend on the man.”

“I think,” said Val slowly to Brad-
shaw, “I understand now why Zaken
came tonight for the jade mask.”

LESS than half an hour had elapsed

since that first tragic moment in the
back yard. Val looked at his watch,
slipped it back, said to Bradshaw: “I'm
going up to Beurket’s study. The butler
let the guests into the gallery under
mighty suspicious circumstances. He
told me one of the maids brought orders
from Beurket to do it. It sounds fishy.

.How about checking it while I'm up-

stairs ?”

Bradshaw agreed grimly. “I’ll see him.
If he’s holding out, he’ll come through to
me.”

In Cartier Beurket’s study Val went at
once to the scattered papers on the floor.
“Perhaps you'd rather look through
these yourself,” he suggested to Adelaide
Beurket. I want to see if any of that
report is here.”

She shook her head. “Go ahead. I'm
keen to know. Cart was secretive about
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this. I haven’t the slightest idea what he
was doing.”

Val picked up a double handful of the
papers and laid them on the desk. “Your
brother is just the type of man we need.
Most people talk too much.”

Val leafed rapidly through the papers.
“Don’t know myself exactly what he
was doing for the government,” he ad-
mitted. “But it was all to be in his re-
port.”

Ten minutes later they looked at one
another. Cartier Beurket’s papers had
yielded no sign of a report.

“Stolen?” she asked helplessly.

Val nodded glumly; then suddenly
snapped his fingers. “The wastebasket!
Should have thought of it before!”

He lifted the small metal basket to the
desk chair. Discarded paper filled it
almost to the brim.

Val opened the crumpled sheets, put-
ting them on the desk. Out of the first
dozen he put two aside. Numbered three
and seven, they were written in bold,
heavy strokes.

Page three—

....most of the inland provinces I found
a strong undercurrent of dissatisfaction.
Different from anything I have encountered
in twenty-seven years' contact with the
country. Distinctly different from the old
hatred of the foreigner. Incoherent in
most cases unless one probes carefully and
deeply. Distinctly ominous. In the prov-
ince of Shensi .. ...

Page three had been stopped at that
point, crumpled, thrown away.
Page seven—

« . . . the same condition existed. Little
realization of it among the western popu-
lation there. They all considered Shanghai
guarded and docile, as a standard. But
they're a stiff necked lot for the most part,
unable, or unwilling, to see much beyond
their own corner. From sources in Shanghai
I checked further. Much money is avail-
able to influence native feeling. Heard
again and again of a certain Chang Ch'ien,

whose prestige seems great among those
who spoke of him. The man is not now in
Chipa, I gather, and could pot discover
where he is. Secret bases mentioned in the
Marshall Islands, now under . . . . .

Adeiaide Beurket returned the papers.
Her tanned, frank face was a study. “I
see,” she said simply.

Val put them in his pocket. “I wish
everyone saw as well,” he said briefly.
“Shall we go down?”

They were both silent as they left the
study and descended to the first floor.
The shadow of things apart, beyond the
evening’s happenings, lay over them.

DEGREE of order had been restored

in the house. Patrolmen and detec-
tives were everywhere, taking names and
addresses, searching, standing watchful
and ready. A word to one of the officers
guided Val to the big dining room. Brad-
shaw was in there, facing a perspiring
and distinctly uncomfortable butler, and
a chic little maid, now flushed, defiant,
and slightly frightened underneath.

“It’s the truth!” the maid was insisting
as Val entered. “You can do anything
you please, but I didn’t know about it!
I delivered the message; and that’s what
I'm paid to do! And I'll go into court
with the same story! My references are
good and I've never had any trouble be-
fore.”

“That’s right, sir,” the butler seconded
hastily. “She came here with the best of
references.”

“Blast her references!” Bradshaw
grunted. “Oh—hello, Easton” He
turned disgustedly. “This girl admits
bringing the message from Beurket.
She claims she was at the head of the
stairs when Beurket’s study door opened
and a man, one of the guests she thought,
looked out and told her Beurket wished
her to tell the butler to open the gallery.
The man went back in the study. She
delivered the message; Jennings here
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opened the gallery—and that’s all these
two claim to know.”

Val eyed the flushed girl thoughtfully.
“What did he look like ?”” he asked her.

~ “Why—why, tall, and—and stoep-
shouldered. He was in evening clothes
like all the guests, sir. His face was thin,
and—and ugly. I felt queer when he
looked at me. But I knew Mr. Beurket
was in there, so I took the order to Jen-
nings at once, sir.”

“Let them go,” Val said under his
breath. And when Bradshaw dismissed
them, and they were out of earshot, Val
said: “She’s telling the truth. Zaken gave
her that order. He came in through that
upstairs window, finished with Beurket,
and entered the gallery with the guests.
Everything planned and carried out
methodically. Even to his escape—he
knew what he wanted, came for it, and he
got away with it. Your men can question
the guests and search all night and they
won’t find much else.

“Zaken is one of the most dangerous
men in the world today. He has been a
professional spy for years. More than one
government has tottered because of state
secrets he has stolen.”

“The devil!”

“Quite. And now Zaken is starting
something so monstrous and incredible
that if he is not stopped he’ll throw the
world into chaos.”

Bradshaw’s hand poised at his mus-
tache. He stared.

“Asia,” Val said, “is a heap of powder
waiting for the spark. And Carl Zaken,”
in grim conclusion, “is that spark!”

Bradshaw exclaimed.

BRADSHAW threw up his hands. “I

know you people have information
the public doesn’t get. And I can under-
stand the possibility of an international
angle. But the jade mask? Where does it
come in? Why is he wasting his time
on a small thing like that?”

“Zaken knows what he’s up to—and I
think I do, too. We've got to get it, Brad-
shaw. And get those papers stolen off
Beurket’s desk. Without delay, tco.”

Bradshaw protested quickly: “You
don’t want much. You've been looking
for some trace of this man for a week,
with all the assistance we could give you.
And now you say he’s got to be found in
a few hours. He'll duck for cover.”

“Naturally,” Val agreed. “We’ll have

to smoke him out. Suppose you leave
orders for fingerprints to be taken off the

_doors in Beurket’s study and bedroom,

and come along with me. Zaken’s
through with this house. And I think I
know where he’s gone. Where we can
pick up his trail anyway. In Chinatown!”

“Then I'll throw men into Chinatown
and search every rat hole along Pell,
Doyers and Moett Streets!” Bradshaw
burst out.

“Then you can’t go with me,” Val
told him flatly. “No more publicity on
this, if you please. If Zaken has gone
there you’ll frighten him away. He won’t
be expecting me. Come along if you care
to, but just we two go.”

Bradshaw considered and then shrug-
ged reluctantly. “All right,” he assented.
“I'm taking it for granted you know
what were doing. But don’t forget
we have the responsibility of clear-
ing all this up.”

“I,” said Val Easton grimly, “have
something a damn sight bigger to clear
up. Got a gun?”’

“I’ll get one from a dick.”

“Get two. I don’t want to have to go
to the hotel and dig into my bag. And
Bradshaw—no publicity about the mask.”

“Right,” Bradshaw agreed.

Val had a brief word with Adelaide
Beurket while Bradshaw was getting the
weapons. She looked less grief-stricken;
told him that the hospital reported her
brother would recover. He had gained
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consciousness for a short time and was
now sleeping easily.

“That’s great!” Val said with relief.
Then to her he made the same request he
had of Bradshaw. “Don’t give out any
information about the mask,” he begged.
“Newspaper reporters are out there al-
ready. They’ll question the guests, get
to you without doubt. Tell them a
valuable piece was stolen from the col-
lection. Say it was jade if you must. But
nothing about the history of the mask,
or the missing report.”

“Of course,” she agreed, “if it will help
_ you any.”

CHAPTER SIX
Fog Night

A THICK fog had descended on

Chinatown. It swirled before the
headlights in gray opaque waves, poured
cold and damp into Bradshaw’s car as
it raced down the Bowery.

“I haven’t the slightest idea what we’re
running into,” Val admitted. “But I
know Carl Zaken. I assure you he’d like
nothing better than to see me out of the
way.”

They rolled slowly, carefully into Pell
Street through muggy soup that all but
blotted out a big banner in Chinese
characters swung above the street. The
old iron balconies on the dingy building
fronts, the few parked machines at the
curbs, the lighted windows in the very
street before them were barely visible.

They crawled past the shop of Li Fui
Shan. A light glowed dimly inside the
window. Pedestrians were few.

Bradshaw parked the car half a block
beyond the shop and they got out. “Now
what?” he demanded.

~“I’'m hoping a young woman will be in
the shop of Li Fui Shan. Where she is,
Zaken should be tonight. If heisn’t, she’ll
know where he is.”

“Is that all? We've got a man down
here who knows every corner of this dis-
trict. Charlie Gong. Born in Frisco; been
on the department here in New York for
ten years. He’s just the man to help on
this. I can call the precinct from the
nearest corner box and find out where he

b 4
.

is

“Good idea. Go ahead. But no cordons.
Intelligence has to be sub rose. And a
whole squad out tonight couldn’t escape
notice. Carl Zaken isn’t worried about
the police. He’s proven that. He’s slip-
pery, and the only way we can nab him
is by being just twice as slippery.”

“Slippery it is then,” Bradshaw agreed
as they came into Doyers Street and the
police box.

Bradshaw unlocked it with his key,
rang in, said into the mouthpiece. ‘“Com-
missioner Bradshaw talking . . . hello,
that you, Garrity? Where is Charlie

Gone to Li Fat’s restau-
Call Li Fat’s, Garrity, and
tell Charlie Gong to hustle over here to
the box . . no nothing wrong. Just
need him, and I want him quick.”

Bradshaw hung up, closed the box.
“Charlie’ll be here in a few minutes,” he
said. “Nice boy. Smart. And knows how
to keep his mouth shut. You can tell him
anything and not be afraid it’ll leak all
over this district.”

They waited less than five minutes near
the call box. A short, slender figure, with
topcoat collar turned up and slouch hat
brim turned down, materialized suddenly
out of the fog. Grinning, he shook hands
with Bradshaw.

“Regret ten thousand times keeping
honorable commissioner waiting,” Charlie
Gong said in smiling apology. ‘“My un-
worthy head bows low in shame, while
pride swells me near to burst at this chance
to shake one commissioner’s honorable
hand.”

“Still the little humorist, I see,” Brad-
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shaw chuckled. “He speaks better English
than either of us, Easton. And with a
Harvard accent when he forgets. I can
never quite forgive him that. Charlie,
this is Mr. Easton. We've got a bit of
delicate work on tonight. Want your help
and all the smart thinking you can give.
And it may be dangerous; got your gun?”’

“Delighted, Mr. Easton,” Charlie Gong
said, shaking hands. “I am at your ser-
vice, gentlemen. And I always go armed
at night, commissioner. Too many in this
district resent my being a member of the
police, and my humble efforts on behalf
of the law. My tong had made it plain
that they cannot take up quarrels incurred
while working at my job. That rather
makes an open season for me, you see.
I shall probably get a knife in the back
one of these days,” he finished quite
cheerfully.

CHARLIE GONG came only about to
Val's shoulder. He had the usual
high cheek bones, the slant eyes, the
general conformation of his Canton
countrymen from the south of China. His
lips were full, his nose broad, his eye-
brows black and heavy beneath the down-
turned hat brims but his eyes, twinkling,
direct and shrewd, coupled with a distinct
firmness of his mouth and chin, marked
him as a man to be depended on.

“There has been robbery and murder
uptown, Charlie,” Bradshaw stated. “Mr.
Easton has reason to believe the man who
did it can be found here in Chinatown.
Or at least some trace of him. It’s vitally
important we get him tonight if possible.
And there must be no publicity if we can
help it. Not a word to anyone.”

“I understand,” Charlie Gong nodded.
“Who is this man, and what reason have
you for believing he may be found in
Chinatown ?”

“The name is Zaken,” Val said. “Carl
Zaken—sometimes known as the Black
Doctor.”

4

No recognition appeared on Charlie
Gong’s face. “I’'m sorry, gentlemen; if
he’s here I have not heard of him. Will
you describe him?”

Val did so.

“No,” said Charlie Gong. “I don’t
believe I've seen him.”

“Have you heard of a man called
Chang Ch’ien?” Val asked quickly and
bluntly. And he watched the other’s face
closely.

No expression appeared on Charlie
Gong’s face. He returned Val’s gaze un-
blinkingly, gravely.

“I have heard of Chang Ch’ien, Mr
Easton. Just a word here and there.
Those who speak of him do so furtively.
He is not a topic of public conversation.
What he is or who he is I am unable to
tell you. I gather that he has power and
wealth; that those who mention him are
afraid of him. But if a man by that name
is here in Chinatown, I don’t know it.”

“Do you know anything about a man
named Li Fui Shan, who owns the shop
back there along Pell Street?” Val asked
then.

Charlie Gong’s face lighted up. “Li
Fui Shan, eh? Can do, Mr. Easton. I
know Li well. He’s been here in China-
town for over twenty years, One of our
most respected merchants. He is a man
who has prospered by hard work and
honesty. His gifts to charity are exten-
sive. He sits high in the councils of the
On Leong Tong. I cannot speak too
highly of him.”

“Is he married? Does he have any
daughters ?”

“His family is in Kwangtung Province
in China,” Charlie Gong smiled. “His
sons are being educated in Canton, I
believe. Like many Chinese in this
country he does not see his family for
ye%rs at a time.”

“No women at all?” Val insisted.

“There is, I believe, a niece, Mr.
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Easton. She does not live with Li Fui
Shan, but she has been there frequently
of late. 1 have seen her one or twice
entering or leaving; and I have heard her
mentioned. Things like that get around.
A very beautiful girl, as I recall her.”

“I thought so. I want her. She entered
Li Fui Shan’s shop several hours ago.
If she knows she’s wanted she’ll escape
or hide. Have you any way of gaining
access to Li Fui Shan’s living quarters?”

“I'm afraid not,” Charlie Gong said.
“Without a search warrant I couldn’t go
back. And if Li Fui Shan is hiding
someone, he would not be apt to invite me
into the rear.”

“All right,” said Val. “We'll go in.
You watch the rear of the house. Collar
anyone who tries to leave. And watch
out you don’t get a knife or a bullet in
your ribs.”

As the three of them talked they had
moved over in the shelter of the nearest
doorway. Now, as they stood there, one
of the infrequent pedestrians came along
the sidewalk, materializing out of the fog.
His head turned, staring, as he came
abreast. Val saw a man of about his own
size, stooped, thin-chested, with a head
too big for his body. There was some-
thing about that head that caught the
eye. It seemed to move, hunched forward,
ltke a disembodied member, detached
from the slighter body beneath. It had a
prognathous jaw, a wide, cruel slit of a
mouth, a great hooked nose and staring,
burning eyes. Certainly one would not
be apt to forget it in a long time.

Recognition glinted in those burning
eyes. A dry, harsh voice threw out,
“Hello, Gong,” and the furtive figure
went on without slackening its pace,
vanishing in the swirling fog as suddenly
as it had appeared.

“Sweet-looking customer,” Bradshaw
commented. “Who is he, Charlie?”
Charlie Gong, who had not answered

the other’s greeting, said impassively:
“That is Emile.”
“The devil! I heard of him.”

“The honorable devil would be ashamed
of his company,” said Charlie Gong
blandly. “Emile is a dangerous man. I've
had my qualms about crossing him.”

“Creepy fellow,” said Val. “Who is he?
What's his last name?”

“Just Emile. That is all anyone knows
him by. We are certain he is a leader in
one of the biggest dope rings, with rami-
fications in England and on the Continent ;
but so far none of his activities here in
Chinatown has given us proof of that.
He lived,” said Charlie Gong, “in China
for some time, and all over the East, I
believe. He speaks the Mandarin dialect
of the north, and has a fair smattering of
Cantonese. Ostensibly he is an importer,
and I've never been able to prove any-
thing else.

“Queer,” continued Charlie Gong re-
flectively, “that he should be walking on
a night like this. He has a ten-thousand-
dollar car if he chooses to ride in it.”

“Look into that some other time,”
Bradshaw suggested. “Right now we
have other business.”

“Give me ten minutes to get behind Li
Fui Shan’s building, commissioner, and

then deal with the venerable Li as you see
fit.”

PELL STREET was oddly quiet, de-

serted. But in the shop of Li Fui
Shan there was still a light. The door
was locked.

“Hell!” said Bradshaw.
going in!” He knocked.

Curtains parted at the back of the shop
and an elderly man shuffled to the door
as Bradshaw knocked again. He peered
through the glass at them, and then un-
locked the door with obvious reluctance
as Bradshaw gestured.

Looking out, he said severely: “My

“But we're
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shop closed till tomollow, gentlemen.
You come back then.”

“We’'re in a hurry,” said Bradshaw.
“We won’t be here tomorrow. Are you
Li Fui Shan?” And Bradshaw pushed
inside as he asked that.

His abrupt entrance was met with com-
posure. “I am Li Fui Shan,” the old man
said with dignity. “What you want,
gentlemen?”

With Charlie Gong’s words still fresh
in his mind, and Li Fui Shan, the man,
there before him, Val found it hard to
believe that there could be anything
wrong in this medest shop. Li was indeed
a venerable man. His scanty hair was
snow white. Whatever garb he wore
during the business day had been set aside
for the dignified comfort of a long black
silk coat, swathing silk trousers and thick-
soled felt slippers. An old man, but not
wrinkled, emaciated, as so many of his
countrymen became. Li Fui Shan’s face
was plump, kindly, dignified. One could
visualize him smiling often, always
courteous.

He was courteous now as he bent his
head after Bradshaw said: “We’d like to
look at some pottery.”

“You catchee,” said Li Fui Shan,
dropping into pidgin English. “I give you
light.” He gave them the freedom of his
shop with a gesture and padded leisurely
three steps to a light cord hanging from
the ceiling.

The shop was filled with a hetero-
geneous collection of Chinese craftsman-
ship. Pottery, bronzes, rugs, silks, porce-
lain ware, statuary, and trinkets of all
kinds. Some of the stuff was good and
some obviously bad, for the tourist
trade. Li shuffled behind one of the cases
and began to take down samples of pot-
tery from the wall shelves. He ranged
half a ‘dozen on the case and looked at
them inquiringly.

Bradshaw examined them with a show
of interest,

Val looked about, listening.

The smell of the Orient was strong in
here—musk, sandalwood, incense. The
shop was very quiet. The faint roar of
the Elevated over on the Bowery sounded,
died away. Then, fainter still, far off, a
fog whistle on the river moaned
rythmically. Beyond the heavy tapestry
curtains at the back of the shop no sound
was audible. If anyone was in there they
were keeping very quiet.

Li Fui Shan waited behind the counter
like an impassive Buddha.

“Show me some more,” Bradshaw re-
quested. “I’'m afraid these aren’t suit-
able.”

Li inclined his head and turned back to
the shelves. “You wanchee numbah-one
vase, eh?” he inquired over his shoulder.

“I suppose so,” Bradshaw grunted.
Then he turned his head and shot a look
of inquiry at Val; a slightly baffled look
as if he were beginning to be convinced
that this was wasted time.

Val himself was wondering. If he had
not so plainly seen that veiled woman in
the black fur coat enter here, he would
have given this Li Fui Shan a clean bill
of health. But she had come in here.
She was known to Charlie Gong, if only
by heresay. Li Fui Shan, for all his
kindly venerable appearance traced direct-
ly to Carl Zaken, the Black Doctor.

And where Carl Zaken’s influence
reached there was danger.

Thinking so, Val swung about sud-
denly—and caught the barest flutter of
the tapestry curtains at the back of the
room.

Someone was standing behind them
looking into the shop!

And suddenly the quiet and peace took
on the ominous look of watchful waiting.
Li Fui Shan’s kindly Buddha-like face
became a mask, hiding breathless tension.
Val went to the counter, picked up one
of the vases and examined it. He caught
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the old man behind the counter sliding an
imperceptible glance toward the back.
Old Li knew there was someone back
there.

“It’s up to you, Bradshaw,” Val said
casually, Maybe I can find something
else back here that will do.” He idled
slowly back along the counter, inspecting
the contents within,

Li watched him for a moment and then,
hurried back. You likee see nice silk?”
he questioned. “You come up front; I
show.”

The curtains had not moved again.

“All right. Get out your silk,” Val
said—and as Li started back toward the
front Val turned away from the counter
—and made a quick jump for the cur-
tains,

He was certain that he heard a quick
scurry of movement beyond, and the soft
click of a latch. But when he jerked the
curtains back he found only a small al-
cove, backed by a door, closed now.

Li Fui Shan’s indignant cry filled the
shop. “What you do? You come away!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

Tai Shan
AL tried the door. It did not open,
bolted inside apparently. He drew
back two steps and lunged at it. The bolt
was not strong, nor the door either; it
shivered, cracked, gave. Val drew back
and struck it again.

Li Fui Shan’s rising crescendo of in-
dignant cries broke off suddenly. Brad-
shaw’s cold voice said: “Steady, old-
timer. We're from police headquarters.
Get violent and I'll call the wagon!”

And Val struck the door a third time,
driving it in with a rending of screws
from wood. He staggered through the
open doorway, peering intently. There
was a hall beyond ; a dark hall, seemingly
deserted. But no—

The light striking past him through the
doorway showed a thick-set, black-shirted
Chinese crouched against the wall. He
sprang out as Val saw him, crouched in
the middle of the hall, a short knmife
glinting in his hand. Still crouching, he
moved a step forward, holding the knife
ready for a slashing up-stroke. And
somewhere in the darkness at the back
feet pattered hastily; a door closed fur-
tively.

In the shop Li Fui Shan expostulated
shrilly: “What for you bleak in my
house this way?”

And Bradshaw said gruffly: “Shut up
or I'll crown you! What is.it, Easton?”

Val dragged his automatic from his
coat pocket. And, as if realizing quick
action was the only thing to meet a gun,
the crouching figure before uncoiled in a
swift rush, slashing up with the knife.

Val stepped back, whirling aside before
the silent savagery of that rush. The
gleaming blade struck a button on his
coat, slid off, and ripped through the
cloth, slashing deep, at an angle. He felt
the cold slither of it clear through to the
skin as he struck the wall. And then, as
the knife flashed out from under his
upraised arm for another stroke, Val
chopped down hard with the gun barrel.

The crunch of steel against bone was
the loudest thing about that brief, silent
scuffle. The stocky Chinese lurched over
against the side of the passage, sank to
his knees, crumpled in a limp little heap.

Val witnessed this with relief. He
wanted no gunfire, no killing if it could
possibly be avoided. For the plain facts
were, he and Bradshaw were in this
building without a search warrant. A
shooting might make it awkward.

Bradshaw yanked the curtains clear
back and snapped through the alcove:
“Everything all right?”

“So far,” said Val shortly. “I had to
slug this fellow, but he’ll come out of it.
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Nasty beggar. He slid that knife along
my ribs. Would have put it in my stomach
if I hadn’t jumped quick. Watch him and
the old man, Bradshaw. I think some-
one we want it back here. We were
being watched from behind the curtain
when I made a jump for it.”

“Go ahead,” said Bradshaw. “T’ll back
you up. When they start drawing knives,
rough ’em.”

Val went back along the hall into
thickening blackness. Doors opened to
right and left. It was a squalid, grimy
hall.

The worn floor squeaked miserably
under foot. A staircase, starting from
the back of the hall, slanted to black
silent regions above. A door on the left
showed light underneath and through the
keyhole.

Val opened it, blinked with amaze-
ment.

He looked from the sordid hall into
beauty, richness and excellent taste. The
furniture was carved hardwood, dark,
polished, intricately inlaid with mother-
of-pearl. Heavy silk covered the win-
dows. Gold-embroidered tapestries hung
on the walls. Several beautifully carved
and painted screens cut off corners of the
room.

It was empty now; but it had been oc-
cupied short moments before. Blue hazy
smoke drifted before a silk-shaded floor
lamp. A hammered brass ash tray on a
small red-lacquered table held several
cigarette ends and one still sent up a faint
curl of smoke.

VAL stepped in swiftly, gun ready in
b his hand. He made a circuit of the
room, looking behind the screens. They
hid no one. There was a door in each
end of the room, but before he could try
either a commotion in the hall drew him
quickly. There was enough light in the
hall now to see a strange and welcome
sight.

Charlie Gong, short and placid, was
shepherding two figures in from the back.
A man and a woman, Charlie saw him,
and panted: “Here’s two who came fly-
ing out. I don’t think there were any
more.”

The man was Emile, that grotesque-
faced figure who had passed furtively in
the fog.

And the woman—in all the world
there could be only one such pale, soft,
beautiful face framed in jet-black hair,
like an alabaster cameo. Her mouth was
a vivid red; red as the color of an East
Indian flame tree, and her strange, strik-
ing beauty had all the lure of a lotus
flower in full bloom,

Bradshaw had come into the hall, bring-
ing the now uneasy Li Fui Shan. Ie
whistled softly between his teeth. “Some
catch, Charlie. What have we here?”

Emile hunched there, his wide-slit
mouth snarling. His big head swayed
about as he looked at them. “I’ll make
somebody sweat for thisP’ he threat-
ened furiously. “When a citizen can’t
call on friends without a bunch of cops
surrounding the house “and crashing in
this way, it’s time to go high up about
it! I'll have Gong’s shield before I'm
through! Who are you two?”’ he barked
at Val and Bradshaw.

Charlie Gong clucked regretfully, and
succeeded in looking very much like a
mischievous  youngster. “Honorable
Emile makee run flom doah, likee dragon
chop-chop his pants seat; so me catch’'m
and ask how come.”

“Lay off that pidgin talk!” Emile
snarled malevolently. “I knew you can
speak as well as I can!”

Charlie Gong chuckled. “Better, old
chap,” he agreed. “But I’ll wager five
to one I can’t get out of a house half as
fast as you left this one. You went
down those steps as if you had greased
shoes.”
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Val faced the girl. She was furious,
scornful. But even in anger her voice was
oddly musical, vibrant. “You—you do
this to me, Val Easton! After—after
..... ” She broke off, bit her lip.

Bradshaw stared. “You know her?”
he asked Val in astonishment.

“This,” said Val, “is the lovely Tai
Shan, sister of Chang Ch’ien. Tai Shan,
may I present Deputy '‘Commissioner
Bradshaw?”

She ignored Bradshaw. “I am not
interested in the police,” she said indif-
ferently, and again her voice was clear
and musical in that dim, dark hall.

“I haven’t thanked you for that warn-
ing tonight, Tai Shan. You had me
fooled for a time. That Russian accent—
I’m still wendering how you knew where
to find me en Fifth Avenue.”

“I would net lift a finger to save you
from anything!” said Tai Shan scorn-
fully. “Yeu are not worth it. But if I
wanted te knew where to find you, I
would have someone sit in a hotel reom
next to yours and listen to your talk.”

“We live and learn,” Val sighed. “I
should have been watching for that.”

“What do yeu want with me?” Tai
Shan demanded.

“Where is Carl Zaken?”

“Ah—se?” Her anger left suddenly.
She smiled faintly. And in that dim,
sordid hall she was like a.figure in some
lovely old Chinese print. Her exotic
beauty was a flame, heightened if any-
thing by the grotesque ugliness of the
snarling Emile.

“You want Carl Zaken?” Tai Stan
mocked. “Why come to me, Val East-
on?’

“We might search the place,” Val
mused, watching her.

Tai Shan shrugged indifferently.

Li Fui Shan had been standing beside
Bradshaw in dignified silence. He burst
into shrill protests. “This my place!

You no search without paper!”

“Don’t waste your breath,” Bradshaw
counseled the old man curtly. “We’re in
now and we’ll do what we blasted please!
And if you're hiding this Zaken, you're
in for a rough time.”

TAI SHAN melted suddenly. “He

can tell you nothing,” she said to
Bradshaw. “No one you want s in this
house. I know. I've been here all evening.
I pledge you my word. Li Fui Shan is
merely an old friend who has been re-
paying an obligation two centuries old
by giving me a roof when I need it.
Don’t bother him. His hospitality has
been abused enough tonight. Let me
get my coat and hat. Take me out of
here. I will talk to you Ssome other
place.”

Li Fui Shan’s face softened. He
made a slight graceful bow. “My
daughter,” he said, “this humble house is
yours.”

Charlie Gong spoke te him in Chinese.
Li Fui Shan answered. Charlie said to
Val and Bradshaw: “This is not his
niece. There is a blood debt between
the families dating back eight generations.
She is more than a niece to him; she is
his blood, his daughter. - Such things are
done among my people. He assures me
there is no one else in the house. I be-
lieve him.”

“Take us out of here,” Tai Shan in-
sisted. “To the police station if you will.
I will talk to you there. You see,” and her
smile at Val was suddenly dazzling, “I am
a tractable prisoner.”

Val studied her a moment, and smiled
thinly. “Too tractable, Tai Shan; too
very tractable. You're beautiful, you're
lovely—and you’ve got the heart of a tiger
back of it. But there is no hurry. Let
us first speak about this Emile, who, I
understand, is in the dope game. What.
business has he with you, Tai Shan? T've
thought hard things about you, and T've
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fought you—but I always supposed you But Val said to her cynically: “You
were clean. I've admired you. I never should be an actress, Tai Shan. Before

thought you were mixed up with dope.” -

A slow red flush crept up to her high
cheek bones. “Dope!” Tai Shan re-
peated, and her musical voice was sudden-
ly off key, harsh. “This man a seller of
drugs?”

“Yes.”

Emile raised a hand whose fingers were
short, thick, and rubbed his bulging jaw.
He was in no wise disturbed. His wide
slit of a mouth grinned at them. “Prove
it,” said Emile comfortably. “Just try
to prove it.” He acted like a man who
had been accused often before and rested
secure in the knowledge that he could
not be reached.

Tai Shan’s dark eyes rested on him in-
scrutably. “Then it is true?” she said
in a dull, metallic voice.

Emile shrugged. “I told him to prove
it. My private life has nothing to do
with this. I didn’t come talking dope to
you, young woman. Forget it.”

And Val was suddenly sure that this
lovely Tai Shan had had no inkling of
her visitor’s profession. Yet that was
no help to the mystery of Emile’s pres-
ence here with her. Emile had come
alone, afoot when he might have ridden
in his expensive car; he had come late
and clandeéstinety; and both of them, at
knowledge that the police were in the
front shop, had thought of nothing but
escape.

“It might be better,” Val said to her,
“to tell what his business is here.”

She bent her head thoughtfully, looked

disturbed, seemed to weaken. “I—I
will,” she nodded. “Take me to the po-
lice station, Val Easton. TI'll get my

coat.” She wore a black dress, tight-

fitting, sheathing her slender figure close-

ly. She was lovely, exotic, touching in
her surrender.

we leave here I'm going to find out why
youre so anxious to go to the police
station, to get away.”

And the words had hardly left his
mouth when a telephone rang sharply in
the room behind him.

TAI SHAN started ; her head came up.

It struck Val then that she had been
listening for something ever since
Charlie Gong had brought her back into
the hall. He grinned as the telephone
rang again and Tai Shan offered hast-
ily: “I’ll answer it.”

“You'll stay right here,” Val told her
gently. “Charlie Gong will answer it.
It may be someone who speaks Chinese.”

Her meek submission vanished in a
breath. “You have no right to take that
telephone call!” she burst out angrily.
“We are entitled to some privacy!”

“You're getting all you're entitled to,
Tai Shan. And if it’s an impartant mes-
sage you shall hear all about it.”

Charlie Gong was already in the room.
They could hear him answering the call
in English—which shifted to Chinese a
moment later. Tai Shan was pale, tense.
Her little fist clenched at her side. She
was straining to hear. The grotesque
Emile was standing taut also, listening.
In contrast Li Fui Shan seemed little
interested in who answered the telephone.

Charlie Gong spoke in the sing-song
cadences of his native tongue—listened—
spoke again; and a few seconds later
hung up and returned to the hall. He
glanced at a wrist watch.

“It is now seventeen minutes after
eleven,” Charlie Gong said. “At five
minutes to twelve an automobile will call
for Tai Shan and her friend. Everything,
I am informed over the telephone, is all
right. And she is not to fail to bring
the foreign devil.”
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Tai Shan bit her lip; her eyes were
blazing, but she said nothing. Emile
looked uneasy. His burning eyes went
from Charlie Gong to Bradshaw, to Val
as if trying to read their minds.

“Who was it?” Val asked the little
Chinese detective.

Charlie Gong shrugged. “I don't
know. I was afraid to ask questions. I
merely said that the high born lady was
busy. It was evidently taken for granted
that since I was here in the venerable Li
Fui Shan’s home I spoke with authority.
I should not be surprised,” said Charlie
Gong, “if I was not mistaken for that
pig lying on the floor inside the door;
who is stirring now by the way. I will
get him.”

Bradshaw smoothed the end of his
small black mustache and smiled with
satisfaction. “If there’s a car coming
for these two, we'll grab it, Easton. It
should give us something to work on.”

Val had been standing, frowning to
himself. The frown passed as suddenly
as it had come. He grinned. “The car
was going to take them somewhere. I’ll
slip into Emile’s coat and hat and take
his place.” :

“But the woman?” Bradshaw objected.
“You can’t get by with it with this girl.”

“No,” Val agreed. “But I know one
who can take her place—if she is still in
town. I haven’t seen her for a couple of
days. Just a minute—while I telephone.”

The telephene was on a lacquered stand
in the corner of the big room he had
searched. The directory was under-
neath. He leafed through it, found a
number, gave it. It was answered almost
at once. He spoke rapidly, finished:
“Hurry up! There’s no time to lose!”

And back i the hall to Bradshaw, Val
said: “She’s coming. Nancy Fraser

who's worked with me a lot. She’s the
one woman in the country who could go

through with this. I hate to drag her
into it—but I can’t pass up this chance.”

TAI SHAN looked suddenly like an
enraged cat; a beautiful cat, but
dangerous. Her hand flicked out without
warning inside the bodice of her dress,
came out with a tiny gleaming blade. -
Val’s hand shot to her wrist. He had the
knife, had her subdued a moment later.
“I was looking for something like this,”
he said reproachfully. “It’s no use.
We're going. Take it sporting.”

“Go then!” said Tai Shan breathlessly.
“Go with my blessings, Val Easton. And
remember—my blessings.” She began
to laugh.

“Over-wrought,” said Val to Bradshaw.
“She’ll have to be handled carefully. I
suggest you get several plainclothesmen
here to watch these people. No use tak-
ing them to the station house. I'm sure
Li Fui Shan would rather have it that
way.”

The old man nodded in silent agree-
ment.

“T’ll do that,” said Bradshaw briskly.
“And Charlie and I will tail you in an-
other car.”

“Good. But you'll have to work fast.”

Bradshaw used the telephone hurried-
ly. And in an incredibly short time three
plainclothesmen entered the shop. Brad-
shaw gave them directions ; they took Tai
Shan, the grotesque Emile and the
browny native who had stood guard in the
hall ; took them into the big lighted room,
handcuffed the man, put Tai Shan in"a
chair firmly despite her indignation.

Then Nancy Fraser came into the shop,
breathlessly, her cheeks pink from cold
and haste. Nancy Fraser, whose daring
and ingenuity was known all through
the Intelligence. In spite of that she
stood there inside the door, softly fem-
inine, a little beauty with fine, clean cut
features, sun-tanned, chin firm, and
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mouth wide and quirked humorously at
the corners.

Val thought again with admiration that
she had the deepest and bluest eyes he
had ever seen; and her platinum hair cut
short and waved close to her head was
as beautiful as ever when she stripped
off her little felt hat and smiled at him.

“Here I am, Val. What’s the bad
news?”’

Swiftly as they went back into the
hall he gave it to her.

“Exciting,” said Nancy gaily. “T've
been famishing for something like this.”
She met Bradshaw and Charlie Gong
composedly.

“Are you sure it’s all right to take
her, Easton?”’ Bradshaw queried doubt-
fully.

“Have to,” said Val. “She under-
stands. It’s part of the game. I’d rather
have her than most men. T’ll get Tai
Shan’s coat and hat, Nancy. They’ll be
a little big, but I guess you can manage
them.”

In a few moments more they were both
ready, Val in Emile’s coat and hat;
Nancy in Tai Shan’s.

“Got your gun?”’ Val asked.

“Never go out without it at night,”
said Nancy airily. “We girls are fragile,
you know.”

Bradshaw and Charlie Gong left the
shop for the police car parked down the
street. Val and Nancy waited in the
front. The hands of Val’s watch crept
toward twelve—and suddenly there was
a soft purring motor outside, headlights
gleaming dimly through the fog. A hom
blew once.

“Here we go,” said Val. “Chin up
and keep your hand on your gun.”

Coat collars turned up, hats shading
their faces as much as possible, they left
the shop of Li Fui Shan and walked out
into the damp swirling fog.

CHAPTER EIGHT

House of Hooded Men

LIMOUSINE stood at the curb,
big, black, powerful, fast. Two
figures were in the front seat, and as
Val and Nancy came out of the shop of
Li Fui Shan one of the men leaped out,
opened the rear door and stood stiffly
at attention. He was a short, slender
Oriental, wearing a chauffeur’s uniform.
As Nancy came abreast of him he said
something to her in rapid singsong
Chinese, finishing his speech with a rising
interrogation.

Val stiffened; his hand in his coat
pocket clutched tight on the automatic.
Was their masquerade to be penetrated
at the very start of this mysterious
journey?

But Nancy acted quickly, as she al-
ways did in moments of stress. Her
little gloved hand came up in a careless
gesture of assent. She stepped into the
limousine without speaking.

It was evidently enough. When Val
sank into the deep luxurious seat beside
her the door closed, the fellow entered
the front, and the driver pulled away
from the curb at once.

Val reached out and touched Nancy’s
hand. He had to grope to find it; for the
rear inside windows were curtained, and
there was even a curtain lowered behind
the two men in the front seat. They were
in complete blackness, unable to see
where they were going.

“Emile was slated for a blind ride,”
Nancy said under her breath.

“But I am not Emile—and you are not
Tai Shan to keep an eye on him. We’ll
cheat a little.”

Val lifted the curtain at his side and
looked out. They were rolling swiftly
out of the fog-filled tangle of China-
town. They passed under the forest of
Elevated pillars, criscrossing Chatham
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Square, rolled along Division Street un-
der the Elevated and turned north with
it. In a few minutes they were on First
Avenue, speeding north. They crossed
the Harlem River on the Willis Avenue
bridge, turned on the Westchester road.

The fog thinned out but as they neared
Westchester it began to thicken again.
The limousine rolled faster toward its
mysterious destination. Nancy peered
out for some moments. “I wonder
where we’re going,” she whispered.

Val had sketched to her the evening's
happenings in a low tone; he said now,
“I wish I knew. I don’t like it. I had
no idea we were going so far out.” He
lifted the rear curtain, looked behind.
The headlights of several cars were vis-
ible. Back there somewhere were Brad-
shaw and Charlie Gong.

“At least,” said Val, “Bradshaw and
Charlie Gong are an ace in the hole.”

“Makes me feel better,” Nancy con-
fessed. “I’'m not afraid—but Carl Zaken
is a horrible person. I can’t forget him
as he was in Washington.”

They turned off the Avenue. Val
lost track of the streets and directions
there. He was in unfamiliar territory,
and the still thickening fog was no help.

Nancy lifted the rear curtain, looked
back. “I den’t see anyone following us,
Val”

In the swirling mist behind, no car was
in evidence.

Val tapped a cigarette on the back of
his hand and lit it. “We're in for it
now,” he said slowly. “We're on our
own.”

“I’ve been that way before,” Nancy
said philosophically. But her voice had
a slight tremble.

And suddenly they were there . . . .

R seme minutes there had been no
street lights, no sign of houses, and
the wheels had left the pavement. The
limousine made a sharp turn. Looking

out they could see bare, ghostlike tree
trunks looming eerily through the fog.
The car stopped; the motor died. The
man who had let them into the car epened
the door and the cold night air swept into
their faces as they got out. Fresh air,
tangy with the salt and fish smell of the
open sea. The hoarse blast of a fog
whistle vibrated through the night at no
great distance away.

The car door closed. The little China-
man spoke again in his native tongue to
Nancy. And again she did not reply.
There was not even light now to gesture.
They stood in blackness, complete and
abysmal, except for the dim cowl lights,
fog-smothered before their glow reached
the front bumper.

But again luck saved them. A power-
ful flashlight irn the hands of the saffron-
skinned footman glowed out before them
and swept ahead, piercing the fog. It
shone on steps of stone, and piercing on
beyond brought up against a house wall
covered thickly with ivy. It picked out
a shuttered window, stark, forbidding.
And then the footman walked up the
stone steps, keeping the light down so
they could see as they followed.

There was nothing else to do but fol-
low. Where they were, what this place
was, what was expected of them, was
mystery, dark, sinister. They mounted
five steps—Val counted them—and cross-
ed the porch to a boarded door. The
flashlight showed it clearly, dark, weath-
ered boards, guarding a deserted house
against intruders.

And the house seemed deserted. Their
steps scraped loud, harsh; there were no
sounds, no lights, no signs of life. And
yet, when, stopping before those weath-
ered boards, their guide said in a voice
that sounded startling loud:

“Hola!” The weathered storm door
swung out silently on oiled hinges.

A second door of heavy bolted planks
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stoop open inside it, and beyond, in
a high-ceilinged reception hall, a faint red
glow streamed out to meet them.

Their guide stepped back as a second
figure materialized in that dim ghastly
glow, bowing welcome. This was an-
other Chinese, bland, inscrutable, wear-
ing black trousers and silk jacket. He
bowed a second time as they entered.

The dim red light came from an in-
verted globe high up against the ceiling.
It was so faint that what small part of
their faces was visible could hardly be
seen.

The doors were closed. behind them.
This second man bowed a third time and
padded ahead of them on noiseless felt
soles. He stopped at a table against the
side wall, picked up a piece of black cloth,
and said something to Nancy in Chinese,
at the same time moving behind her for
her coat. Val watched, slit eyed, his
hand on the gun in his pocket. Nancy
shook her head.

Her wish seemed to carry weight.
Muttering a singsong something, the fel-
low lifted his hands and brought the
black cloth down over her head.

Nancy’s hand was in her coat pocket
also. And for a moment Val thought she
was going to step from under the cloth
and bring her gun out. Then he saw, with
a foolish surge of relief, that a black mask
with eyeholes and a place to breathe had
been placed over Nancy’s head.

A second mask was handed him from
the table. Val slipped it on, pushing his
hat off as it went on, so that at no mo-
ment was his face entirely visible. He
too refused the offer to take off his coat.

The hood felt close and warm about
his face. Through the eyeholes he could
see Nancy, grotesque and rather horrible
in the ghastly red glow. But for all the
eeriness of this little bit of stage play
there was relief too. Their faces were
hidden.

THEIR yellow-skinned attendant bow-
ed, walked noiselessly to the rear of
the hall and opened a door, going through
ahead of them. They were taken to the
left along a second hall, through pro-
found quiet. They came to a door. Their
guide knocked. It was opened. Incense,
thick} heavy, cloying, rolled out to meet
them. And behind his mask Val almost
uttered an exclamation.
A great hall-like room opened before
them.

Here was Asia, mysterious, inscrut-
able, beautiful. The high ceiling was
vaulted, braced by great carved timbers.
And from those timbers, hung silken
lanterns, their gay colors dimly visible.

A dais at the far end of the room was
backed by a marvelous tapestry cover-
ing half the wall. One single throne-
like chair rested on the dais. And in
each corner of the dais a bundle of joss
sticks in brass containers sent up thin
wavering spirals of smoke. Nancy's
fingers dug into Val's arm again as the
scene burst on them; and it was not the
room but the two score figures in it that
were so startling. Figures masked like
themselves in black, some seated on the
chairs against the wall, some standing
and moving slowly about. A very few
were engaged in conversation. The most
of them were sitting silently.

It was a strange, uncanny scene. The
eyeholes in those loose enveloping hoods
gave the impression of life without emo-
tion through the eery red glow of the
lanterns. Such voices as were speaking
were low, muffled. They were all men,
all but Nancy. Further than that one
could see nothing. What manner of men
they were, what nationality, what they
were doing here, was all a mystery.

Their guide had closed the door be-
hind them, leaving them on their own.
Nancy spoke from behind her mask in a
muffled whisper. “Val, what is this?”’
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“Your guess is as good as mine,” Val
husked back.

Black-shrouded heads turned, stared
at them as they entered. Some turned
away after a moment, others continued
watching them. The thick cloying atmos-
phere, of the room, for all its silence,
was electric with an undercurrent of ten-
sion.

No one came forward to greet them,
no one spoke to them. And after a mo-
ment, Val sensed that the gathered com-
pany had no cohesion. Each man was
apart from the others. No man could
tell what lay behind the shrouding hood
next to him. Val Easton had been many
places in a somewhat hectic career, but
never had he been a part of anything like
this. He kept in mind that he was Emile,
a power in the big dope rings, and that
besides him should be the lovely Tai
Shan, It still did not make sense.

And the next moment his pulses
leaped; he went tense and watchful. The
crashing netes of a great gong vibrated
through the room. The seated figures
came to their feet abruptly, turning
toward the dais behind which the gong
was booming. And before the last vi-
brant note died away, the great gold and
silver tapestry curtain parted in the mid-
die—and Carl Zaken, the Black Doctor,
stepped out on the dais .

THERE was no applause or greeting.
The Black Doctor was not masked.
He still were the evening clothes in which
he had appeared at Cartier Beurket’s.
The notes of the gong seemed to echo
and re-echo, farther and fainter into the
distance, until finally they were vibrant
no more. And in those long seconds the
tall stooped figure on the dais was imper-
ceptibly bathed in a brighter red glow,
while the rest of the room grew dimmer,
darker. The pale, ghastly, cadaverous
face of the Black Doctor stood out in
blood-red relief until it and only it, was

a focal point for all eyes. The emana-
tions of that silent figure reached out and
dominated the room. And then:

“Voila, you are here!” His dry grat-
ing voice reached into every corner of the
room.

“You are here,” the Black Doctor
repeated, looking slowly about. “From
Europe, from China, from India, from
this country. You have been called here
for your reports, and they are pleasing.
No man among you knows his neighbor.
Your identities are safe tonight. But
all of you know toward what you have
been working. Your rewards will be
magnificent, your power unlimited. Once
in a thousand years the current of history
is reversed and one part of the world
rises to master the other. That time is
here. Asia, so long eclipsed by the
white man, is ready for the spark . ...”

Carl Zaken paused; and his flaming
malevolent eyes stared through the blood
red halo about him. He smiled; and to
Val Easton who knew the man, it was
the smile of a monster, indescribably
vicious and dangerous.

“Y ou will be the spark,” Carl Zaken’s
dry grating voice told those standing
hooded figures. “Tonight you will see
that which will put the power into your
hands. Gentlemen .. .”

Carl Zaken lifted a hand, half turned
to the great silver and gold tapestry cur-
tain at the back of the dais.

Crash .....

The hidden gong thundered its blood
chilling reverberations through the silence
of the room.

The curtains parted—and a gasp ran
through the room. Standing there, stiff,
erect, was a great tall figure clad in a
magnificent dragon robe of Imperial yel-
low; an Oriental, a member of the Celes-
tial Kingdom unmistakably. A round
silk hat with a yellow button on the crown
topped the giant figure’s head. But not
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that brought the gasp, not that sent Val
Easton’s pulses hammering and brought
Nancy Fraser closer to his side. For
covering the face of the figure was a
life size dull amber mask of jade.

Life size and lifelike, that jade mask
shaped in the perfect lineaments of a
man that had never lived. The features
of a god, stern, haughty, with a small
beard cunningly carved, on the chin.

“Is that it?” Nancy whispered.

“That’s it,” Val said through his teeth.

And though he had never seen a jade
mask before he knew it for what it was.
The death mask of the great Emperor
Kiang Hsi. The mask of Kuan Ti, the
War God. Once beautiful mutton fat
jade speckled with emerald green, it had
darkened te its present colors, in the
tomb, where, for centuries, it had covered
the face of an emperor who had made
his power felt over most of his known
world. By the hundred thousands men
had died in the name of Kuan Ti. By the
millions men would die in the name of
that cold jade mask, given life and mean-
ing by the deeds of one man thirteen
centuries dead.

Already, tenight, blood had stained that
beautiful jade. The future promised
rivers of it in the name of hatred, greed
and lust fer power.

AND new the great golden figure in

the Imperial dragon robe paced
sedately to the gilded, carved throne chair
and seated himself, hands palm down on
his knees, erect, stiff, regal.

Carl Zaken’s voice rang through the
great vaulted. roem.

“Gentlemen, the death mask of the
great Emperor, Kiang Hsi. The god mask
of the War God Kuan Ti. A jess that
will make its wearer infallible, Gentle-
men, Chang Ch'ien, the war leader who
will inflame all China, will lead the yellow
race as conquerors of the world. With
this mask he cannot fail.”

0

The great gong crashed out about them
once more. And Chang Ch'ien sat there,
stiff, immovable, hands on his knees and
the god mask staring at them without
expression, as it had stared for thirteen
centuries. And the golden robe on that
golden figure seemed to take on some of
the blood tinge of the ghastly light which
drenched it from above.

It was high drama, cunningly staged.
And yet Val Easton’s palm was damp
about the handle of his gun as he wit-
nessed it from among those black-hooded
figures. For there was menace here too.
Menace, danger and death for Nancy
Fraser and himself. And for scores of
thousands of unsuspecting people who
tonight were sleeping peacefully in well-
sheltered homes. Here, all about them,
in the great room was something so vi-
cious and threatening to the peace of
mankind that it must be stamped out
quickly, as one would destroy a venomous
snake. And Val realized with a sickening
feeling of helplessness that he could do
nothing against this mad man who desired
to rule & world. His own life, Nancy
Fraser’s life, hung by threads—the thick-
ness of the threads forming the black
cloth over their faces. If they were dis-
covered it meant the end.

Something of that must have been run-
ning through Nancy’s mind also. For she
crept close to Val. He could feel her
arm rigid against his. Silently he berated
himself for drawing her into a thing like
this. And his eyes riveted on that gilded
throne chair; for Chang Ch'ien spoke
from behind the jade mask. . ..

“Go back and whisper what you have
seen. Tell all your people that the spirit
of the great Kiang Hsi has returned
again. Tell them to make ready. Plans
of which you know nothing are maturing.
A few more moves, a little patience, and
we shall be masters of the world—For
he who aims the bow that kills is
master? ”
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The calm, clear voice speaking in per-
fect English had an uncanny rhythmic
purring quality that was half hypnotizing.
One felt that the mind behind it was a
mighty thing, projecting out, enfolding
the will to which it was addressed. One
felt that here were depths beneath depths,
and a man whose power, ruthlessness,
and cunning could sway a multitude, set
a world at war. Val felt it. And those
motionless black hooded figures about
him felt it too. They stood like statues,
spellbound.

Chang Ch'ien spoke again. “There is
among you one whose beauty is no less
than her sagacity. She has guided here
tonight a man whose power reaches into
strange and vital places. A man unknown
by the world. Avman who can bring dis-
grace and fear to those high in govern-
ment circles in half a dozen countries. By
his connections and his lnowledge he can
help us undermine where other men
would fail. A dealer in drugs, gentlemen,
whose victims are his slaves. His face
you shall not see until his work is done
and Asia rules the world. But she who
brought him here shall be known to you
all.”

Val heard the uncanny purring voice
with quick horror. Unexpected disaster
had fallen on them. He sensed what was
coming, even before the great golden
Chang Ch’ien said distinctly :

“Tai Shan, my sister, come forward
and show yourself. . . . ”

NANCY stood breathless and unmoving
by Val’s side.

A hush of expectancy held the room.
The black hooded heads turned toward
them. All eyes were on Nancy, waiting,
waiting. . . .

Chang Ch’ien spoke again with a
sharper note of authority, “Tai Shan,
come forward!”

“What shall I do?’ Nancy’s tight
whisper came from beneath her mask.

There was nothing she could do; noth-
ing. If she went forward and removed
that black hood she was doomed. If she
refused to obey she was lost. The real
and lovely Tai Shan would never have
refused. The brief fleeting seconds
seemed endless. Carl Zaken, on the edge
of the dais, bent his head forward and
stared through the blood-red glow sus-
piciously. A queer ripple of tension
stirred the hooded figures about them.

Chang Ch’ien’s voice cracked like a
lash. “Tai Shan!”

“Val!” That was Nancy, whispering
her helplessness through the black cloth.

“I'm sorry,” Val whispered back,

And even as the words passed his lips
Chang Ch’ien came out of the gilded
throne chair in one catlike movement.
His hand lifted, pointed. His purring
voice rang out from behind the mask.
“Hold her! Hold that man with her! My
sister would never disobey my order like

“this!”

“We’re on our own, Nancy! Do what
you can!” Val threw that at her as he
jerked the automatic from his coat pocket.
They had no hope of escaping. Their lives
at this moment were running out as fast
and surely as the last grains in an hour
glass.

“Stand back!” Val cried eut to those
black-hooded figures about him.

Carl Zaken’s harsh voice cried from the
dais, “Stop him!”

They were dangerous, desperate men
hand-picked by the Black Doctor and the
golden Chang Ch'ien. They closed in
from every side. Val pumped the auto-
matic twice savagely, and heard Nancy’s
gun bark at his side. They both would
die-—but they would die dearly. . . .

A man staggered, fell; another lurched
—but still they came in. Hands caught
at him from behind. Val’'s next shot
struck the floor as his arm was knocked
down. He heard Nancy cry out. And
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then, struggling futilely, he was jerked
back and borne to the floor. The black
hood was tightened about his face, his
neck. Fingers choked. The weight of
many bodies crushed him against the
floor—and a red haze closed in. Red,
blood-red, like that halo bathing Chang
Ch’ien and the Black Doctor on the dais.

And then the blackness of death. . . .

IGHT struck into Val's eyes. Bright
light, coming from a floor lamp some-
where to the left of him. His throat was
dry, sore, painful. He felt sickish, dizzy.
Then memory of all that had happened
flashed over him. The Black Doctor—
Chang Ch’ien—Nancy Fraser.

He was on his back, looking up at the
ceiling as theught of Nancy cleared his
head like a dash of cold water. He tried
to sit up—and couldn’t. He was held
rigid by a strap over his throat. His wrists
and ankles were strapped down tight.
Rolling his eyes, Val saw that he was on
some sort ef table raised above the floor.
He could lift his head an inch or so,
turn it frem side to side. He was in a
small reem whese walls were hung with
black silk embreidered at intervals with
writhing golden dragons. With difficulty
he made out, a cabinet, a couch, and over
against one wall a bookcase about the
height of a man’s head.

Under the table on which Val lay sud-
denly sounded the shrill hungry squeal of
a rat, the rapid chattering of tiny, sharp
teeth.

Val's heart beat® faster at the sound.
Alone, rats in the room! His coat was
off, shirt sleeves loose. Helpless, defence-
less—and rats in the room! The rat
squealed again, but remained under the
table. And in the minutes that followed
Vat heard it again and again, always di-
rectly bemeath him. He puzzled for a
little and then ignored it, thinking of
Nancy Fraser. Where was she? What
had happened to her?

Movement beyond his feet caught his
eye. Neck strained against the strap
across his throat, he saw a bookcase across
the room swing out noiselessly on hinges
at one end, revealing an opening behind
it. And from that opening a tall, powerful
figure wearing a green mandarin coat and
a round hat with a yellow button, stepped
into the room. He closed the bookcase,
came to the table where Val lay and
looked down at him. The uncanny purring
voice of the man called Chang Ch'ien
said:

“I have waited for this, Valentine
Easton.”

Chang Ch’ien’s words were without
emotion—and chilling and foreboding for
the very lack of it.

Without the ancient jade mask Chang
Ch’ien was just as impressive. The shades
of that golden dragon robe he had worn
on the dais seemed still to linger in his
golden-tinted skin. His full-lipped mouth,
his stabbing slant eyes, with a small sickle
shaped scar at the corner of his right
eyes, his smooth black hair sweeping
back from his forehead as he lifted the
hat for a moment gave him the appear-
ance of a tall yellow god. The scar drew
his eye up into the slightest sardonic cast.
And then he smiled; and cunning lay be-
hind it, and ruthlessness, and cruelty.
And one saw how this man had become
a myth, a legend, a terror in the under-
world of many lands.

Beneath the table the rat squeaked
again and chattered its teeth. Chang
Ch’ien smiled broadly, without humor,
said:

“Where is my sister, Tai Shan, Valen-
tine Easton?”

“Where is Nancy Fraser?”’ Val coun-
tered huskily, His throat was swollen,
tight.

“A beautiful girl, Miss Fraser; and
spirited. She’s been asking for you.”

“Damn you!” said Val thickly.
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“Where is Tai Shan? Miss Fraser
came here wearing Tai Shan’s coat and
hat, in the car that should have brought
Tai Shan. What have you done with
her?” -

And a fierce joy burned through Val’s
veins at the sudden break of anguish he
caught in Chang Ch’ien’s voice. The man
was vulnerable in one spot at least.

Val said bluntly: “She’s guarded. You
can’t help her.”

Chang Ch’ien looked down at him with-
out moving a face muscle. “I believe she
is, Easton. You found her at Li Fui
Shan’s. How, I don’t know, but I would
have heard from her by now if she were
free.”

“Quite,” Val agreed. “Suppose we talk
business. Nancy Fraser, myself, Cartier
Beurket’s jade mask, and, say—Carl
Zaken, for your sister.”

“You fool!” Chang Ch’ien purred.
“Y ou bargain with me!” One hand with
long tapering fingers came out of a coat
sleeve and caught the front of Val’s shirt.
Calmly, methodically, Chang Cbh’ien
ripped the cloth away until Val lay on
the table bare from the waist up.

“You fool!” said Chang Ch'ien again.
“Once before you crossed my path and
got away. You were a dead man when
you entered this house. But before you
die, you will tell me where Tai Shan is.
You will write the order that will release
her.”

Val laughed at him. It was all he could
do. ’

“You will scream for the privilege of
releasing that girl whose foolish interest
in you probably betrayed her this eve-
ning,” Chang Ch’ien said without emotion.

HANG Ch’ien stooped, reached under
the table, and when he straightened

he held a small wire cage in his golden
tapering fingers. A wire cage filled with
scurrying frantic movements, shrill keen-
ing chatters of fright and rage, and a

brown furry body that dashed from side
to side in the upper half.

At first Val was puzzled. Two straps
dangled from the bottom of the cage. It
was partitioned in the middle. In the
upper half, bounding about on the parti-
tion which formed a floor, was the gaunt
hungry body of a great savage rat.

“He has been starved for a week,”
Chang Ch'ien purred. “He is frightened,
angry, desperate for escape.” Speaking,
Chang Ch'ien set the cage on Val’s chest,
passed one of the straps beneath Val’s
bare torso and buckled it on the other
side, holding the cage firmly in place.
There was no wire in the bottom ; nothing
but space between his flesh and the par-
tition halfway up in the cage.

“When I pull this slide out,” Chang
Ch’ien said evenly, “he will drop to your
chest. There, for a time, fright will keep
him busy. But when he begins to think,
he will see that the only way out is
through your chest. Food and escape in
one.” Chang Ch’ien smiled lazily, but his
eyes were flaming. ‘“Before he has won
free,” he said, “you will be a madman,
Valentine Easton.”

And Val knew that it was so. Only an
Oriental could devise such ghastly, ter-
rible torture. He shuddered; cold pers-
piration broke out on his forehead as he
visualized those hours of agony in which
sharp rodent teeth gnawed through fiesh,
nerves, bones on their way to freedom
and satiated hunger.

The rat had quieted now, was staring
nervously about from little beady, blink-
ing eyes. The tapering fingers of Chang
Ch’ien’s left hand caught the slide and
drew it slowly out. The rat balanced pre-
cariously on it, and as the opening inte
the bottom of the cage widened before
him he thrust his head down, staring at
the bare expanse of flesh below. Rigid,
Val waited for the impact of tiny cold
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feet on his chest—and the horror that
would quickly follow.

And suddenly that ghastly taut moment
was broken into by the swift slide of
books in the bookcase. Raising his head,
Val saw volumes falling out of the second
shelf from the top; volumes thrust aside
by a hand that shoved through, holding
a large caliber revolver!

CHAPTER NINE
Slashing Blades

HANG Ch’ien started back from the
cage, turned as if to flee. But a
crackling cemmand in singsong Chinese
from behind the bookcase stopped him
rigid. The voice of Charlie Gong said:
“Good. Now unstrap him. The cage
first, and perhaps we’ll put it on you.
Quick, before I shoot, my friend!”

The sickle-shaped scar at the corner of
Chang Ch’ien’s right eye flamed with
silent passion. Silently he turned to the
table, fumbled with the straps, and set
the wire cage dewn on the floor again.
Still silently he freed Val's neck, arms,
ankles. Val swung to the floor, swayed
a moment, and turned to the bookcase.
The smiling face of Charlie Gong peered
through at him.

“Search him,”
“Quick!”

Val did so, found a long knife tucked
in the waistband of Chang Ch’ien’s
trousers, but no gun.

“Now watch him!” Charlie Gong di-
rected. “I'm coming in. I would have
shot him but I was afraid it would bring
the house down on our ears.”

Charlie Gong withdrew his gun, pushed
open the bookcase and stepped into the
room. Chang Ch’ien waited, hands in his
sleeves, face impassive once more. He
had spoken not a word. Charlie Gong
closed the bookcase and stepped toward
the table. One step he took on a small

said Charlie Gong.

Chinese rug lying on the floor—and the
rug suddenly dropped beneath his feet
and Charlie Gong vanished in a yawning
hole in the floor. Vanished silently, his
gun flying up above his head, and on his
face a look of unutterable amazement.

And as Charlie Gong dropped from
sight Chang Ch’ien’s hand came out of
his sleeve holding a second knife. He
whirled on Val like a great golden-skinned
cat.

“Now!” Chang Ch’ien said, and the
word came like a whip lash as he lunged
forward, sweeping the knife up before
him,

Val was cornered against the table,
hemmed in, unable to dodge. Chang
Ch'ien rushed suddenly, his knife up-
raised. Val did the only possible thing.
He countered instantly with the knife he
held His gleaming blade slashed out,
down, countering with the skill of one
who had fenced much.

The blades clashed metallically. With
a quick twist Val threw himself to one
side, pivoting his weight on the clash-
ing blades. Chang Ch’ien’s knife was de-
flected, sliding on up past Val's blade at
an angle. Its keen point ripped skin and
flesh above the elbow of Val’s left arm as
the blow swept on past into space. The
force of Chang Ch'ien’s rush brought him
hard against the edge of the table, his
green mandarin coat brushing against the
blood welling from Val’s arm. And, cat-
like, the big Chinese recovered himself
and swung about for another stabbing
blow.

Val's right arm was free. He reversed
his palm and smashed it toward Chang
Ch’ien’s head. The solid, heavy end of
the knife handle caught the big fellow
squarely behind the ear. Chang Ch’ien
dropped like a poled ox. Dropped and
rolled over on the floor, his knife clutched
in nerveless fingers. He never moved.
The fresh scarlet blood from Val’s arm
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stained the front of the green mandarin
coat; and close beside it the great gaunt
rat bounced in fright from side to side of
the small wire cage.

PANTING, suddenly weak from the

nervous reaction, Val laid the knife on
the table and picked up the torn frag-
ments of his shirt. He mopped the blood
off his arm. He had a gash several inches
long and a quarter of an inch deep,
bleeding freely. Quickly he wrapped the
shirt around it, tied a quick rough knot
as best he could and stepped to the square
yawning hole in the floor.

“Charlie Gong!” he called down cau-
tiously.

From the black well-like hole Charlie
Gong’s voice came up, surprisingly cheer-
ful. “Astonishing! I thought you would
be dead by now, Easton.”

“Still kicking. Our friend is out cold.”

“You should have killed him,” said
Charlie Gong cheerfully. “Sorry I can’t
help you. Better get out of the house as
quickly as you can—if you can. Don’t
know how many men they’ve got.”

“Where is Bradshaw? How did you
get in? I thought you'd lost us. I'd given
you up.”

“We had a puncture,” Charlie Gong
explained. “Last we saw of you the car
was heading into Westchester. We came
on, looked around. No sign of you. Bad
business. Bradshaw was stumped. And
then we suddenly ran into a string of cars
leaving some place hurriedly. We found
the drive they were coming out of and
walked in to investigate. And bless you,”
said Charlie Gong in his flawless English,
“there was the car we had been following,
standing in front of the house. The driver
was behind the wheel. I surprised him.
We took him off in the fog and I talked
Cantonese to him. After I had knocked
his front teeth out he talked to me as one
brother to another. There was trouble
inside, he said. His partner had blundered

and would perhaps die for it. Two
strangers had been caught in the house.”

Charlie Gong’s voice floated up out of
the darkness, calm and careless, with no
hint of the drama and bravery he was
recording.

“There was no time to go for help. I
doubted if you were alive even then. I
slugged the fellow after he had told me
all I wanted to know, took his cap and
coat and walked to the front door. The
man at the door let me in, thinking I was
the driver. We Chinese have moments of
reason. It wasn’t difficult for me to per-
suade him to bring me upstairs to you.
Our friend Chang Ch'ien was talking
when I arrived on the other side of the
bookcase. I let him finish before I rudely
interrupted his modest pleasures. You
will find the doorman on the other side
of the bookcase on the floor.”

“Where is Nancy Fraser?”

“I don’t know. I wanted to get you
first. Better get out of here quick and
send Bradshaw for help. From what
Chang Ch’ien said I doubt if she’s harmed
—yet.”

“How about you? Can you get out of
there ?”

“No,” said Charlie Gong casually. “I
am underground, I think. The walls are
stone, and damp. Leakage from the beach
probably. I must be below water level.
Besides, my leg is broken.” And not until
then did Val have the full measure of that
little Chinese detective.

AL looked about. There were no win-

dows in the room. Impossible to try to
get Charlie Gong with his broken leg out
of the house. He would be safer down
there.

“I’'m going,” said Val. “I'll do the best
I can”

“Good luck. And by the way, I under-
stand you’re mystified about how that
chap got off Beurket’s roof. The chauf-
feur was driving the same car for that
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job. He kindly told me before I broke
his head that your man swung down from
the seventh fleor window of an apartment
they had rented in the building adjoin-
ing. The space between it and the roof
edge of Beurket's private gallery was
two or three yards. By pushing hard this
Zaken crossed the gap, stood on the roof.
One of his men followed him and slid
on down the rope into the back yard.
After dispesing of the watchmen there,
he entered the back door when no one was
looking and slipped down into the cellar.

“After putting the lights out he left
without discovery in the darkness, climbed
up to the roof again and swung across
the space inte the third-story window of a
second apartment they had rented. This
Carl Zaken followed in the same way.
They walked out of the door of their
apartment house, around the .corner to
their car and drove away. Everything had
been planned, I understand, from the mo-
ment werd had come from China that
the mask.of Kuan Ti had been smuggled
out of the country., Chang Ch’ien’s agent
had been loeking for it there.

“I tell you all this,” Charlie Gong’s
cheerful voice floated up out of the dark-
ness, “in case I am unable to talk when
you find me again. Good luck.”

Val left him there, that gallant little
fellow. And naked to the waist as he
was, with bleod-stained arm and side, he
opened the beokcase and stepped through.
He could have asked Charlie Gong to try
to throw his revolver up. Deliberately he
left that comfort to Charlie Gong.

The boekcase was dotible, with books
facing out en both sides. Val found him-
self in a bedroom. He stepped over the
inert form of the doorman, crossed the
room, opened the door into the hall and
was greeted by an exclamation of as-
tonishment. Coming toward him two
paces away was a blue-clad, saffron-
skinned servant, carrying a big leather

kit bag in one hand. He dropped the kit
bag and turned to scurry along the hall.

Val caught him in the first step, suc-
ceeded in threttling most of his squall of
fright. With a full armed sweep he
shoved the fellow against the wall and
smashed him in the jaw. The first blow
didn’t do it—but the second and third did.
He left the fellow there on the floor.

The hall turned at both ends. No
stairs were visible. It was impossible to
tell which way to go. Val went in the di-
rection from which his victim had been
coming.

He made the turn to the left, found
steps a short distance beyond—narrow
steps that turned at right angles as they
went down. Blood was dripping from
Val's arm, staining his torso. He still
carried the knife in his right hand. Hair
rumpled, face set, blood-smeared, he was
a startling and savage sight. At the bot-
tom of the stairs he found another hall.
This big old stone house seemed to be a
tangle of rooms gnd halls.

Fate decided his direction this time. A
door slammed to his left. He went to the
right. Another door slammed behind
him. He heard steps shuffling in his di-
rection, men talking excitedly in Chinese.
Val opened the first door he came to; it
happened to be on the left. He stepped
through—and stood stock still, nerves
tense.

He was in the big vaulted room where
he had been throttled unconscious. The
dais, the threnelike chair, the great silver
and gold tapestry and all the other fur-
nishings were still in place; but the room
was empty. His own cautious steps
sounded loud.

Val hesitated, stared. He knew now
how to get to the front entrance to leave
the ‘house. But what would happen while
he was gone? Could hie get back in the
house, find Nancy Fraser. ...
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AL turned his back on the door which

‘led te the open, free night outside;
turned his back and went to the dais. Carl
Zaken had disappeared from behind that
great tapestry. He might still be found
beyond there. Val clutched the knife
ready as he stepped nimbly upon the dais
and approached the tapestry. The Black
Doctor would get short shrift if they met
—and Val sought that meeting.

Silently, he slipped through the tapestry
and found an open door in the alcove be-
hind it. He went down the steps at the
back of the dais, through the door, and
found himself in another hall. The great
brass gong that had been struck hmg
from two uprights by the wall. The
striker leaned beside it. The hall was
empty.

Walking carefully along, Val suddenly
heard a muffled voice saying: “It will be
too late in a few minutes. Too late, It’s
your last chance to help him. Who knew
you were coming here?”

And Nancy’s voice, shaken, desperate,
denying, saying bravely: “No one knew.
Let me think. I—1I can’t think. Give me
time. Don’t do anything to him—yet.”

“Where is Tai Shan?”

“I don’tknow.”

And Carl Zaken’s harsh voice: “I have
a way, Miss Fraser, of stimulating mem-
ory. Perhaps this will do.”

Nancy cried out with pain.

Val sprang into the room through a red
haze of anger. There, opposite the door,
sat Nancy tied in a chair. And standing
over her was the tall, stooped figure of
the Black Doctor, twisting one wrist cold-
bloodedly and methodically.

On a table close by them rested the jade
mask of the Emperor Kiang Hsi!

Nancy saw Val enter the room. Her
eyes widened, her face puckered in as-
tonishment through her pain at sight of
his blood-smeared figure. Carl Zaken saw
her face and whirled.

One look—and Zaken grabbed under
his coat, under his left arm. . ..

Val leaped at him, swinging the knife.
The Black Doctor met him with a gun
snapped out from a shoulder holster; a
gun that roared, caught Val in mid-stride.

Val felt the shock of the bullet striking
his shoulder, spinning him off balance, so
that he staggered. That saved him from
the second hasty shot that roared from
Carl Zaken’s gun, point blank; for this
shot went between Val’s arm and side.
Val heard Nancy cry out with fear. And
then he was on that tall, stooped figure
whose pale cadaverous face was snarling
like a death mask. Val knocked the gun
away as the third shot roared out, slashed
across and down with the knife.

The keen edge cut deep to the bone
across Carl Zaken’s knuckles.

The Black Doctor cried out with the
pain of it. His nerveless fingers opened.
The gun fell to the floor. Zaken scrambled
back away from the menace of that flash-
ing knife. He struck the table, knocked it
over. The jade mask fell to the floor with
a ringing sound. But such was the quality
of that ancient jade that it did not break.

At the moment however Val had no
thought for it as he followed that scram-
bling figure across the room. Carl Zaken
caught a chair in passing, swung it
around. Val threw up an arm. But the
chair struck him heavily, drove him back,
stopped him dead for a mement, dizzy
with pain.

And in that moment the Black Doctor
plunged to the side wall of the room,
bolted through a second door, slammed it.
When Val reached it the door would not
open. A bolt had been shot on the other
side. The Black Doctor was gone. His
voice, shouting, could be heard receding
on the other side.

Val swung quickly, shaking his head
to clear it. Quickly he cut Nancy loose
from the chair.
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“You're wounded! You're bleeding!”

“Never mind!” Val panted. “Come
with me quick! We’ve got a chance to
get out! A bare chance! God knows how
many of them are in the house here!”

On the way to the door he scooped up
the jade mask and the gun Zaken had
dropped.

The hall was empty as he burst out into
it ahead of Nancy.

But somewhere to the back voices were
answering the Black Doctor’s shouts.

“This way!” Val threw at her.

He led her to the end of the hall, past
the great gong, up the steps to the dais,
through the tapestry curtain and down
across the big room where they had been
trapped. Those three roaring shots, the
Black Doctor’s shouts had brought life to
that ominously quiet house. As they
neared the door which they had passed
through earlier in the night, it opened
and two blue clad Orientals, knives in
hands, rushed through.

Val shot the first one without slacken-
ing his pace. The second one squealed
with fright, doubled back through the
door, slamming it-—but not locking it. Val
jerked it open, rushed through. The
clamor behind them grew louder as more
men joined in the pursuit.

That run to the front door seemed end-
less. But they made it without further
opposition. The guard was gone. Charlie
Gong had taken care of him. Val jerked
the door in, kicked open the storm door—
and suddenly they were both out in the
dank, dark, fog-filled night.

The big ivy-covered stone house loomed

In the Next Issue—

behind them, black, seemingly deserted—
but with the rising cacophony of furious
pursuit sounding inside like a hive of
bees erupting.

They stumbled down the steps. Head-
lights suddenly glowed through the fog
ahead of them. Val raised the gun,
shouting :

“Bradshaw !
you?”

And where the headlights were the
voice of Bradshaw called: “Here!”

Bradshaw was by the car. It was Brad-
shaw who took in the situation in a flash,
slid- behind the wheel, stamped on the
starter ; and as they tumbled in the back
started the big limousine with a lurch.
They roared off into the fog just as
pandemonium burst out of the house.

And the fog which had veiled its mys-
tery earlier, now saved them. It blotted
out the trouble and pursuit behind. Brad-
shaw left his own car where he had
parked it and drove swiftly to West-
chester Avenue, to the first light, the first
telephone.

And it ended that way. The house
was deserted when the police squad got
there. Charlie Gong, broken leg and cheer-
ful grin, was in the well-like prison into
which he had fallen. But Chang Ch’ien
and Carl Zaken, the Black Doctor, were
gone. There was no trace of Cartier
Beurket’s report. But Beurket was alive,
could write another shortly.

And the mask, the precious jade mask
of Emperor Kiang Hsi, was safe. No
mad leader would incite yellow-skinned
millions to follow the god of war!

Bradshaw—where are
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Out of the night death had come
twice in one week—sudden and
ghastly. And now through the fog
phantoms a bag-faced killer creps,
waiting to finish the blood task.
W hat was this eery menace that had
turned the Grenwald home into a

murder trap? W hy had those ghouls
opened that week-old grave?

CHAPTER ONE

Murder at Swamp Lake

year’s dried leaves across the road.

They eddied up between the slow-
ing car’s headlights and the weatherbeaten
arrow with its blurred directions—
Swomp Lake 1% Miles.

Link Nace spotted the faded words and
tromped his foot back on the accelerator;
the car lurched ahead. And a spider web
with a hole in the center appeared abrupt-
ly in the left side of the roadster’s non-
shatterable windshield. Swerving the car,
Nace heard the echoing crack of the rifle
shot.

Blinking off his lights, skidding to a
stop, he ducked out and slid around the
V-shaped radiator, holding a revolver

He came up with the dead woman first, in one hand. The soft murmur of the idl-
50

THE raw March wind skidded last
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ing motor made less sound than the wind-
slid leaves. There was no other noise.

Nace waited, crouching, listening,
watching the dim ribbon of road and the
steep, wooded hills. At the end of five
minutes he said, “Hell!” softly and got
back into the car.

He drove a quarter mile without lights,
then switched them on, and turned into
the first private road, between stone pil-
lars, when he saw a small gilt sign—P.
W. GRENW ALD.

Rolling up the long drive, a cold moon
suddenly slid chilly silver from a cloud
bank upon a large stone house. A shim-
mer of water glittered briefly through
stark trees on the left. There was an
odor of fish.

HE drive circled the house, passed

a converted garage-barn, and petered
out at the front again. Nace drove around
it, tapping his horn gently, looking up at
windows for lights that did not come
on. He parked, walked up onto the fort-
like stone porch, and began methodically
whanging a brass door clapper up and
down.

He was banging it when a heavy voice
said behind him: “That won’t get you
nowhere.” A blinding torch, flashing up
into his face as he turned, showed his
angular, pleasant features, pale eyes, dark
gray fedora and tall leanness bundled in
a coat.

“I guess not,” Nace said. He quit
smashing the knocker and came down the
stone steps, looking under the beam of
light at large feet and thick legs encased
in laced, high leather boots.

“Don’t put your hands in your pock-
ets,” the rough voice ordered.

“If you’re Bartmeyer, the Kanoyer
Agency man,” Nace offered, “you can
take that damned light out of my face.”

“I ain’t him,” the man with the boots
rasped, and kept the light on Nace.
“Who’re you?

“I’m a man called Lincoln Nace,” Nace
said irritably. “I’'m looking for Mr.
Grenwald.”

“Grenwald’s dead,” the heavy wvoice
growled. “Murdered.”

“You telling me?” Nace turned from
the light. “Where’s his brother?”

“You must be another private cop.”
The burly man’s voice was more a sneer
than a question. “You was askin’ for
Bartmeyer.”

“I thought you might be Bartmeyer.”
Nace’s baritone kept its pleasing reso-
nance. “I’'m a private dick, but no Ka-
noyer man. I'm on my own.” Still talk-
ing, he swung around on his toe. The
movement gave him a flash view of the
completely dark house, and the continued
swing of his body brought him closer to
the torch. He said: “Grenwald’s broth-
er phoned me.” Completing the body
pivot, he ducked, lunged and spun away,
gripping the booted man’s torch in one
hand, his own . revolver in the other.
With the blinding beam on the burly fig-
ure, Nace rasped: “You stall around too
long!”

“I could run you in, for that!’ In the
torchlight the beefy man looked about
forty, powerful, over two hundred
pounds. “I'm Jake Rye, game warden
for Swamp Lake, and I'm a deputy sher-
iff.” But he showed no fight.

“Run me in,” Nace invited, “anytime.
Where’s Arthur Grenwald ?”

“Well—he went to Morganport.” Jake
Rye’s voice gradually became less harsh.
“His niece Joan, old P. W. Grenwald’s
daughter, is comin’ back from Europe.
Arthur Grenwald went to meet her. If
you gimme back that flash, Mr. Nace, Ill
forget how you got it.” His hairy hand
extended. “You tricked me, but I ain’t
sore.”

“Sure,” Nace said. “You tell me first
who is taking pot shots at automobiles
on the road a half mile from here.”
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“Shots?* Rye’s eyes shifted, prying
Nace’s lean face behind the terch. “I
only heard one shot.”

“One was plenty,” Nace grimaced.

Rye nodded and rubbed a grimy hand
over his heavy jaw. His eyes slid away
from the light. “There’s deer in the hills
round here. It’s out of season, but some
people—>

“Deer don’t have headlights!” Nace
snapped off the torch, handed it ta Rye,
and went to his roadster. “Nuts! And
that was no spent rifle bullet. Where’d
Bartmeyer go?”

“For the mail. I wish he’d go to hell!”
Rye growled. “He was paying a lot of
attention to Mrs. Nielsen when Grenwald
was shot. The shot came through a win-
dow. Old Grenwald was reading a book.”
He said “book” as though there was only
one in the world. “Bartmeyer was with
Mrs. Nielson right then, when Grenwald
was killed. She and her daughter Mary
live back in the woods. Her old man
works out on farms around here. He’s
out worléng now.”

“Why,” Nace asked, “should anybody
kill P, W. Grenwald?”

“Gold !’ Rye spat the word eut. “Gren-
wald was a damned hoarder. He had it
in gold and in paper. And then the presi-
dent, this guy Roosevelt, said in the pa-
pers it had to go back in the bank.” He
rubbed his jaw again. “The county attor-
ney’s office told me to keep my eye on
things here. I live down on the lower
lake.”

Feeling in the car, Nace found a bot-
tle and offered it. “Shoot yourself.”

“You won’t find the money,” Rye said
persistently., “Grenwald’s in his grave
three days—" His torch blazed suddenly
and sought out the sound of running feet
beyond the graveled drive.

NACE, the pint of whiskey still in his
hand, heard the short gasping of
breath, the thud of a falling body some-

where beyond in the blackness. Ignor-
ing the stab of Rye’s torch, he pocketed
the bottle, ran for the darkness where the
sounds seemed loudest.

A gasping voice, weak, feminine, cried
faintly: “Help! Oh—help—"

The voice faded out on Nace’s left.
Rye’s flash jabbed at tree trunks behind
him.

“Over here,” Nace called, then dodged
left and tripped ever a softly heaving
form on the ground. “Here, Rye!” he
said sharply. Turning on his knees, he
felt cotton cloth and warm flesh under it.
Long hair brushed his fingers.

Rye’s torch caught up with him, slid
right and left over the prone figure,
blazed in the girl’s face as Nace turned
her and lifted her head. She was not
more than sixteen, pretty under the dirt
clinging to her cheeks. Her nose was
scratched. She stared wildly into the
torch beam.

“It’s-Mary-Nielson-by-God !” Rye said,
making one word of it.

Nace groped in his pocket, brought out
the whiskey bottle. He drew the cork,
forced the bottle neck into the girl’s
mouth, tipping it up. She strangled, shut
her eyes tight, coughed, swallowed.

Nace corked the bottle and put it down
on the ground, raised the girl to a sitting
position. “Where’s she from?”” he asked.

“Daughter of Hank Nielson,” Rye said
excitedly. “They’re tenant farmers—the
ones I told you about. They work around.
Ma Neilson does the work in Grenwald’s
house—ceoking, cleaning.”” He picked
up the whiskey bottle, uncorked it. “The
girl helps her Ma. Hank, he’s doin’ some
plowin’ over beyond Lotts Corners. He
ain’t been comin’ home nights. It’s toe
far.” He raised the bottle. “I'll take that
drink now. I need it.”

“Help yourself.” Nace looked up.
“You'd better talk to her if she knows
you. She’s not hurt. Scared.”
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ANDING Nace the bottle, Rye bent
down to the girl. She stirred, opened
her eyes.

“Take it easy, Mary,” Rye said. There
was nothing soothing in his voice; it was
determined, forceful. “What scared you,
kid? You’re all right now. It’s Jake
Rye. What’d you get scared of ?”

The girl put a hand to herlips. “Mat”
she said. Her voice still held hysteria.
“Ma — she’s shot. Dead! Ma — Ma—"
Her eyes shut tight, stayed shut.

“Hell!” Nace said softly, looking at
Rye. “Is this all part of it?”” He stooped,
lifting the girl’s chin.

“Part of what?”’ Rye asked.

“Of P. W. Grenwald’s murder,” Nace
said.

“We'll find that out,” Rye said and his
dark eyes had grimness in them. “What’ll
we do with her? Take her along? Niel-
son’s place ain’t mor’n three-quarter mile
from here.”

“Put her in Grenwald’s house, if we
can get inside,” Nace said and stood up.
“Or in my car. She can’t be left alone.
You'll have to go over yourself.”

Rye nodded, lifted the girl with no ef-
fort whatever, carried her to the car. Then,
taking the flash from Nace, he crunched
across the driveway.

Nace got in the car, sat beside the girl,
looking at her. He took a flashlight from
the car-door pocket, blinked it once at
her, and drew a blanket tighter about
her. She was breathing easier.

“You’'d better tell me about it,” he said.

She shuddered, gave him a staring look,
and said: “We—Ma and I—were going
to bed. She had her clothes off —”

She shuddered again, and Nace, strok-
ing her hand, urged gently: “Is the bed-
room on the ground floor ?”

She nodded. “Yes. The—there’s no
shade on the window. Only a curtain.
She—she didn’t scream. She sort of—of
groaned—and fell down—on the bed.

Then she—she fell off the bed on her
back. There was a hole in her side and
—blood. Oh—oh—" The girl began sob-
bing violently.

When she stopped sobbing Nace asked:
“You sure she was dead?”

“Yes,” the girl said. Her voice had a
kind of fatal conviction of tone. “Yes. I
—know. It was in the left side right
where her heart— It came out the right
side almost the same place. I stayed with
her a—a long while—trying to do some-
thing for her. Once I guess I—fainted.”

“How long do you think you were with
her?” Nace asked.

“I don’t know,” she said weakly. “More
than a half hour.”

“The bullet came from outside,” Nace
said. “It must have broken the window
glass.”

“Yes,” she said.

The rumble of a motor, not far away,
made her jerk.

EADLIGHTS swerved at them from

the end of the driveway. Nace
reached for his light switch and began
turning his headlights on and off and on.
The car, a gray, sedan, slowed and
stopped near the porch. The roadster’s
lights flicked off.

Nace said to the girl soothingly: “Just
stay quiet.” He slid from the seat and,
holding his flash on the sedan, walked
over to it.

“Bartmeyer?” an irritated voice
growled from the sedan. “You back al-
ready? Take that blamed light out of my
eyes!”

Nace said quietly, with a touch of dis-
approval: “I’m not Bartmeyer. I’'m look-
ing for Mr. Arthur Grenwald.” He
turned the flash down on the running
board.

“You're talking to Arthur Grenwald
now,” a pleasant, cultivated feminine
voice called from the other side of the
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sedan. “Uncle Arthur, perhaps it’s Mr.
Nace.” -
“I am Lincoln Nace,” Nace said.
A heavy, short man crowded nervously
out from behind the wheel. “Well, Mr.
Nace! I'm glad you’re here. Come on

into the house.” He reached into the car, .

then started for the porch carrying a
handbag and hatbox. Without pausing
he called: “Nace, my niece, Joan Gren-
wald.”

Jean Grenwald held out her hand.
“Uncle Arthur is expecting you to help
us,” she said hopefully.

Nace offered politely: “I’ll try not to
disappoint him.”

She hesitated, looking at him a mo-
ment, said quietly: “I rather dread—go-
ing in.” Turning quickly, she went up
the steps.

Arthur Grenwald, fussing with the
lock on the front door, called down:
“Aren’t you ceming in, Mr. Nace?” He
got the doer open. “My phone call was
brief, and unless you’ve seen Bartmeyer

“I haven’t seen Bartmeyer,” Nace said,
“but there’s a lumberjack of a rural po-
lice force wandering round in a pair of
high boots. I promised I'd wait for him
out here, if you don’t mind.”

“Ump!” Arthur Griswald grumbled
and shut the doer.

When a light went on inside the house,

-Nace stepped quickly over to the road-

ster. Mary Nielson was sunk in the seat,
huddled in the blanket. She was very
wide awake, looked up at him.

All he could see was her very young
face. The moon slid back behind black
clouds as he slipped into the seat beside
her. More lights went on in the house,
accentuating the bleak darkness round
them.

Bending down, almost whispering,
Nace said very earnestly: “You said you
stayed with your mother a half hour aft-

er she was shot. What were you running
from when we found you here?”

“For help,” she said simply.

Shaking his head, Nace asked with
sympathy: “Help for whoin? You said
your mother was beyond helping. What
scared you?”

She put her hands to her face and
from between her fingers her voice qua-
vered. “I heard somebody coming.”
Her words began tumbling out. “I was
afraid it was whoever shot—through the
window. I ran outside. There was a man
—between me and the lane that comes
down here. I ran into the woods. He
chased me. I got away and hid, but I
was afraid to go back to our house.
I ran through the orchard and down
here.”

Nace frowned. “You didn’t get much
of a look at him.”

“I only heard him.”

Heavy footsteps crunched up the grav-
el drive. Nace slid from the roadster’s
seat. The crunching came on, louder.

From the stone porch Arthur Gren-
wald’s voice called irritably: “Mr. Nace!
Never mind that damned fool, Rye. Come
in now, please!”

Nace called: “Just a moment, Mr.
Grenwald.” He shot his flash alang the
driveway.

The crunching stopped, came on again
quickly. In the shaft of light a man as
heavy as Rye but taller came forward.
He wore a dark, wrinkled suit, dusty,
with mud on the trouser cuffs.

Arthur Grenwald said sharply from
the porch: “Oh, there you are, Bart-
meyer! I thought perhaps you'd given
us up.”

“My car broke down,” Bartmeyer apol-
ogized. “I had to hoof it”” He looked
distrustfully at Nace. “Who’s this?”

Nace went up to him quietly. “I'm Link
Nace. Maybe you know the name. I
worked for Kanoyer once.” Even more
quietly he added: “I’'m not horning in on
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you any more than I can help, but Gren-
wald wants to have a talk. There’s a girl
in my car. Keep your eye on her for me
until I come out.”

Bartmeyer’s voice was unexpectedly
bitter. “So you’re Link Nace. Well, I
heard you were coming up.”

Nace stepped to the roadster, bent over
the girl and whispered; “Don’t say any-
thing until I come back. Use the car horn
if you have to.” As he went toward the
porch he slipped the whiskey bottle to
Bartmeyer. “Help yourself.”

CHAPTER TWO
The Bearded Man

ARTHUR GRENWALD was waiting
impatiently in the hallway. The room
they went into was chilly, but Joan Gren-
wald was poking up a grate fire that made
long shadows across Victorian furniture.
Arthur Grenwald shut the hall door.
“Now, Mr. Nace, let’s get at it. Or per-
haps you'd prefer a drink first.”

Nace shook his head decisively. “Let’s
get at it now! I know your brother was
shot to death six days ago and some mon-
ey he had in this house disappeared. Let’s
start from here.”

“That,” Grenwald said and waved
Nace into a chair, “is exactly where we’re
obliged to start from, Mr. Nace. Of
course, we tried—that is, the day follow-
ing the tragedy, when I arrived, I tried—
to—ah—keep the circumstance of the
money my brother had in the house from
becoming public knowledge. I tried to do
so because it was disgraceful to have so
much money here, and because if it was
still here it might further tempt stran-
gers.”

Seated, Nace examined the rim of his
hat, fingering with sardonic interest the
nick in it the rifle bullet had made, com-
ing through his windshield. Sliding pale,

curious eyes at Joan Grenwald, he said:
“But it got out—about the money.”

“Part of it leaked out,” Grenwald ad-
mitted. “A hundred thousand dollars.
In fact, unfortunately, it’s nearer two
hundred thousand. I've checked up my
brother’s various bank withdrawals.” He
slapped the arms of his chair impatient-
ly. “The authorities haven’t produced
either a murderer or a trace of the cash.
Bartmeyer, this Kanoyer operative, is a
plain damned fool. My brother hired him
as a guard because the money was here.
But Bartmeyer didn’t know that. And
now the Kanoyer agency won’t take him
away, Mr. Nace, because they say their
client was killed while their man was on
the job and their reputation is at stake.”

“Kanoyer’s reputation has been at stake
ever since he opened his agency,” Nace
said. And then he asked in his smoothly
pleasant baritone: “Are you, or is the es-
tate, still paying Kanoyer for Bartmeyer’s
time here?”’

“Nota dime!” Grenwald was emphatic.
“Naturally, I represent my brother’s es-
tate, and consequently Joan’s interest.”

Joan Grenwald, slender, dignified, and
looking suddenly tired, came to her uncle’s
chair and put a hand on his shoulder.
“Can’t we”—she looked appealingly at
Nace—" talk about all this tomorrow ?”’

Nace answered her politely. “We can
talk about it from now on, Miss Gren-
wald, but talk don’t get back your money.”

She shrugged, crossed back to the fire-
place, and began poking the embers.

Grenwald looked with quickened, hard-
ened regard at Nace. “Talking certainly
won’t bring back poor old P. W.” He
paused. “But—” The word was pointed.

Turning his hat until the nicked rim
came up again, Nace said flatly: “I'm a
detective, Mr. Grenwald—not a priest,
not a policeman. The local police, if there
are any besides Rye, the sheriff’s office
and the state troopers—"
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“Bunglers, all of them!” Grenwald ex-
claimed with heat.

“Just the same,” Nace said, “they’ll
look for the money and if it goes into
circulation they'll track it down, or what’s
left of it. Their angle is get the money
and the murderer will come along. That
might happen in a month, in a year, or
never. I'm in on a cold trail”—he eyed
Grenwald shrewdly—“cold up to the
time I got here, anyway. I haven't the
facilities or the patience of an entire po-
lice organization, so I'll have to work
from an easier angle. I'll have to find the
murderer.”

“Easier?” Grenwald’s voice was sur-
prised, suspicious.

“A killer will have more characteris-
tics than any money he kills for,” Nace
ewplained patiently. “But that’s what
you're primarily interested in, isn’t it—"

HE horn on Nace’s roadster, out in
- the driveway, made a harsh noise that
died almost instantly, Nace sprang across
the room.

He was down the dark hall and on the
stone porch, holding a revolver in one
hand, a flash in the other, when Gren-
wald and Joan Grenwald crowded through
the roam door behind him.

The sedan lights were out and there
was no light or noise near the roadster.
Nace hit the gravel drive in two long-
legged jumps and in four more had his
torch on the roadster’s empty seat. The
blanket trailed over the far doer. No-
body was visible.

A sound of wood on wood, followed
by a rippling splash, floated up on the left
from the lake. Nace shot his flash through
the trees. The light hit an arbor, flared
over a grassy path going downhill beyond.
He began running.

The path angled smoothly down a slope
toward the upper lake a hundred yards
from the drive. Nace was halfway down
it when something crashed through un-

derbrush along the shore. He kept run-
ning, his flash off. The path narrowed.
Trees thickened into a willow tangle.

A gun banged beyond bare branches,
showing a jet of orange-yellow, and wa-
ter splashed again, rippled. Nace tore
through tripping branches, skidded on
mushy sand, dug heels in, and bowled
sideways, whirling.

A blur of staggering bodies collided
with him, panting, cursing. The blur
went down in a heap, kicking sand, mak-
ing a smacking sound of bone on flesh.
Nace spun away, got his balance. The
torch in his left hand came alight, out-
lined two men.

Jake Rye was on top. In the sudden
light, Bartmeyer’s legs, feet against Rye's
stomach, heaved outward, upward. Rye
went over backward, made a complete
turn in the air like a huge cat, came down
on hands and knees.

Nace said solidly: “That’s enough of
that act!” He twitched his gun at both
of them, took a deep breath. His voice
came out flat, hard. “Where’s the girl—
Mary Nielson?”

Rye, getting up, blinking, growled:
“This fellow was running off with—"
He stopped, blinked again, concentrated
on Bartmeyer. “By God! It’s that damn-
ed dick, Bartmeyer!” He mumbled curses.

Bartmeyer interrupted sourly: “I was
chasing whoever had the girl. I would
of got him, too, but this dumb farmer
jumped me. I heard a noise round the
house and went to investigate, Nace. I
came hack and heard somebody running
down here, heavy-like. The fellow stuck
her in a canoe, heard me coming, and
took a shot at me.” He stood up.

“T took a shot at you,” Rye said. “It’s
too damned bad I missed!” Glaring, he
rubbed his hand over his chin and said
to Nace: “It must have been me he
heard, Mr. Nace, coming back from Niel-
son’s. I came through the orchard. There
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was lights in the house, so I figured you
was inside. When I heard runnin’, I toot-
ed your car horn and chased down here.”

Nace sprayed his torch on the lake’s
black, uninviting surface. “You two birds
make a swell comedy team for vaude-
ville.” The light picked up a eanoe’s
vague outline, thirty or forty yards out
on the water, floating serenely. Nobody
was paddling. “Get a boat,” Nace order-
ed sharply.

Rye jerked his head toward the black
beach line. “There’s a rowboat along
there. Omne of you better stay. Gren-
waldil be down.”

“Bartmeyer,” Nace directed -curtly,
“you stay. And don't bungle this time!”

ARTMEYER made a movement to-

- ward Nace, grumbling. Nace ignored
the detective’s muttering and went along
the marrow beach. When he was out
of earshet he said to Rye: “It took you
a long time up at Nielson's.”

“You bet,” Rye said. “There was
some blood on the bed and on the floor.
But old lady Nielson ain’t there. I fol-
lowed sotne tracks, heavy ones like some-
body carrying a weight. I traced them
to the swamp at the upper end of the
lake. Them tracks went in but they didn’t
come out. If she’s in there, she’s bogged
down by now. Quicksand!” He looked
ahead and said: “There’s the rowboat.”

The ancher made a hollow sound as
Rye tossed it into the bow. He shoved
off, wading partway into the water.

From the stern, his voice mingling with
rattled oarlocks, Nace said with dissatis-
faction: “If the Nielson girl’s not in the
canoe you’ll have to drag the lake, Rye.”
His torch flashed out over the water.
“That won’t be so nice. But you can’t
prove murder without a body.”

“She'll be in the canoe, I bet,” Rye
said and continued rowing methodieally.

The rowboat swung over, rippling wa-
ter from its bow. In the torch beam a

limp, bare arm hung over- the canoe’s
side. Mary Nielson, her dress torm, was
arched backward across a thwart, her left
arm dangling over the gunwale, bent at
the elbow, her hand trailing in the water.
Her eyes were shut.

Nace called: “Mary! Mary!”

She did not move.

Coming alongside, Rye caught the can-
oe’s gunwale. Stepping carefully, Nace
got into the canoe, bent over the girl.
She was breathing. There was a bruise,
a little blood not yet dry, on her head.
Nace started to lift her, but the canoe
rocked.

“Here's a rope,” Rye offered and toss-
ed a line. “Dead?”

“Knocked out.” Nace peered over the
gunwale at the deputy. “If her back isn’t
broken, too.” He caught the rope, tied
it to a ring in the nose of the canoe.
“Better get her up to the house quick.”

Oarlocks creaked again. The canoe slid
toward shore in long, sweeping lunges.
Nace straightened the girl, dipped his
hand and shook water on her face. Her
eyes stayed shut. )

A light flashed on them from the shore.
Bartmeyer, waiting, waded out, hauled
the canoe up the sand. Behind him Ar-
thur Grenwald and Joan Grenwald watch-
ed, saying nothing, staring.

Nace picked up the girl in the canoe,
holding her in his long arms gently. “I
think we can get along without a doctor.
Somebody run ahead to the house. Per-
oxide and a bandage.”

“I'll go,” Joan Grenwald said, and
started up the slope.

Rye’s torch lighted the path through
the willows.

SLOWLY, carefully, Nace picked his

way along the path, through the arbor,
past his roadster, up the stone porch steps.
Joan Grenwald met him at the deor. She
was pale. She motioned him inte a room
on the right, indicated a davenport. Nace
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laid the girl down gently, moved a stand
lamp neerer, examined her head again.
Rye, Bartmeyer and Grenwald watched
him use peroxide and gauze. The girl
never moved.

Looking over his shoulder, Nace said:
“She got a worse crack than I thought.
She won’t come round tonight. Call a
doctor.”

Grenwald nodded gravely, irritably,
and went into the hall.

“Somebody should tell her mother,”
Joan suggested.

Rye began to say, “Her mother’s
dea—"

“Mrs. Nielson isn’t home tonight,”
Nace said harshly. “Her father’s away,
too. The girl will have to stay here.” He
finished bandaging her head, moved the
stand lamp away. “Cover her up.”

Arthur Grenwald came back into the
room. His face was worried, angry, as
he announced: “The telephone won’t
work.”

‘Nace eyed the group slowly, almost
insolently. He took up his hat. “Stay
here, all of you.” He went into the hall,
out the front door, down the porch steps.
His torch shafted light against the fort-
like stone house.

Telephone wire came out of the third
story, slid away toward the highway
through the trees, was lost in the dark-
ness. His light in the air, Nace followed
the line. It went away from the drive,
turned parallel with the highway across
the orchard, sagging between poles. Be-
yond the orchard, where a line from the
Nielson house joined it, the wire went
over a steep, wooded hill, then on down
to the highway, making a long right
bend.

Three poles from the road, hidden in
the trees, the line was down. Using his
light, Nace examined the wire end. It
was bright, sheer, a clean knife or plier
cut. He found the other end forty feet

away. There was fully twenty feet of
wire cut out between the two poles. He
flashed the torch among the trees, low, on
bushes and branches, looking for wire
thrown away.

The torch beam went past a tree and
hit a man.

“Stand there!” the man ordered in a
guttural, unnatural voice.

He had a double-barreled shotgun
against his shoulder, aimed at Nace. He
was smaller than Nace, not very stocky,
and his clothes were worn, torn and
patched. He wore a thick beard and a
black cap. He held the shotgun on Nace
as though he were only flushing quail

Nace said, “All right,” and stood still.

“Turn the light on yourself,” the gut-
tural voice said.

Looking away, so the light would not
blind him, Nace twisted the torch, playing
it up and down himself. Hearing the
man with the shotgun coming toward him,
circling behind him, Nace asked: “Now
what?”

“Just stand there,” the man directed.

The shotgun prodded him in the back.

“A lot of people,” Nace said, “would
hear that gun go off.”

“You won’t!” The man spoke more
thickly than before, but with no distin-
quishable accent.

The shotgun’s pressure eased a trifle.
Its double nozzle inched carefully down
Nace’s spine to his waist. There was a
quick, swishing sound. Nace jerked his
head sideways, but the blow hit him
squarely enough.

He took one step and fell on his face.

CHAPTER THREE
Ten Petcent

HIVERING, Nace rolled over on his
side. He spit dirt from his mouth.
Wisps of fog misted his vision. His head
ached with sharp throbs, keeping time
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with his pulse. The ground was damp.

His hands stayed behind him when he
sat up; his ankles stuck together. Tele-
phone wire cut his wrists. The wire went
around his hips, came down to his knees,
binding them, and on down around his
ankles. When he doubled his legs there
was some slack.

Nace shivered again, moved his should-
ers up and down, working his hands,
twisting his wrists, keeping his legs doub-
led.

When he had twisted and hauled for
five minutes the slack was up where the
wire went around his hips. He worked
his hands to the right, behind him, until
he could finger into his pants pocket.
Holding a pecket knife, he worked his
hands back te his spine, opened the knife
blade, began sawing at the wire around
his hips. -

It cut through. He began unwinding
the wire, first from his hips, then his
wrists, his knees, his ankles. It took ten
minutes.

Standing, he struck a match. He felt
warm now, but his head still throbbed.
The match flare showed his hat and his
flashlight.

Methodically, but without lost motion,
he took off his coat, went to the nearest
telephone pole, shinnied up it and un-
fastened the telephone line from its green
glass insulator. The line fell to the ground
and he slid down the pole.

Using the light and the pocket knife,
he spliced the length of wire he had cut
to free himself, spliced its entire length
to the two cut ends of the telephone line.
Without the pole to which the line had
been fastened to hold it up, the spliced
wire hung almost to the ground.

Nace put his overcoat back on and
walked under the line, following it until
it branched off to the two houses. He
stood for a minute, his torch off, watch-
ing the mist swirl whitely, across the

orchard. He felt under his hat gingerly,
touched the cut back of his ear, winced,
shook his head.

He started walking again, not toward
the Grenwald house, but past the orchard,
following the line to the Nielson house.
The house came out of the fog, between
trees and a squat barn. Circling it cau-
tiously, Nace spotted a door, listened close
to it, went inside.

Using the light sparingly, he found the
bedroom. His feet crunched broken glass
near a window. There was some blood
on the enameled iron bed, more on the
floor. He sighted from the window across
to the opposite wall, found a hole with the
light and, using his pocket knife again,
dug rifle lead out of the wall board.

He went through the house rapidly,
looking in rooms, closets, under furni-
ture, in the shallow basement, in the at-
tic, finding no naked woman’s body. The
telephone was in the kitchen. He used it,
giving a Minneapolis number. A wail like
a wolf’s sounded very near.

When a sleepy voice answered, Nace
said into the instrument: “This is Link.
I'm on that Grenwald job at Swamp
Lake. I want a nurse. You can get here
under three hours by car.”

The voice became alive,
“Coming.”

Nace hung up, went out. Again he
heard the wail of a wolf.

pleasant.

NACE picked his way back under the

telephone line to the branch, turned
right, followed it to Grenwald’s stone
house. The sedan was not in the drive-
way and the house lights, except in the
hall, were on only up on the second fioor.
Fog swirled through the door with him
and the hall clock struck two.

Going up the stairway, Grenwald’s
harsh, nervous voice called down: “Who's
there? Who's there, I say? TI'll shoot!”

Grenwald was standing at the stair
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head, holding a revolver that wavered and
pointed nowhere in particular, but the
hammer was back, ready to fire. He ask-
ed: “My God, where have you been?”
His eyes moved over Nace’s muddy
clothes and scratched face.

Joan Grenwald came out into the hall.
She wore a heavy bathrobe over a dress-
ing gown under which a nightdress dang-
led, brushing the floor. She stared at
Nace with wide, tired, frightened eyes.
She had a nickeled revolver in one hand.

“What is this, a siege?” Nace glanced
sourly at the two guns and brushed past
into the room from which she had come.

It was a large bedroom; the bed had
four posts and a silk canopy over it. Mary
Nielson’s bandaged head lay on a white
pillow ; the contour of her rounded figure
made an inviting outline beneath the bed
covers.

Following Nace into the room, Gren-
wald said: “She hasn’t come out of it
yet, but Bartmeyer went for a doctor in
my car.”

Nace asked, without looking away from
the Nielson girl: “Where’s this deputy
sheriff, Rye?”

Joan Grenwald came over to the bed,
looking curiously at Nace instead of at
the gir} under the covers. “There was a
man came for him—for Rye. They went
away together.”

“About fifteen minutes after you went
out,” Grenwald explained. “I went to
the door myself. The fellow looked like
a tramp. He asked for Jake Rye, but he
wouldn’t come inside. He said it was
about the Jarno property. So Rye went
with him.”

“What about the Jarno property?”
Nace asked irritably.

Grenwald started to sit on the bed.

“Don’t sit there, damn it!” Nace said
curtly. “And put the hammer of that
gun back on the safety. Who's Jarno?”

Grenwald stood away from the bed.

“Jarno,” he said as though the subject
had a bad smell, “has the estate across the
road from us. He’s a banker in Minnea-
polis. We—that is, Joan does now—own
the upper lake. Jarno owns most of the
lower. He’s giving it up, dividing it into
lots, and plans on selling it for summer
resorts. If he does, all the peace and

“seclusion of Joan’s property will be gone.

Of course, we can’t do anything about
it.”

“Where’s Rye come in?’ Nace de-
manded.

“Rye is clearing off the property,”
Grenwald said. “He lives over there in
a cabin. Jarno gives him free rent for
the protection Rye can provide, being a
game warden, against trespassers. And
Rye does minor repair work on the build-
ings.” Thumbing the revolver hammer,
he went on: “The tramp might have
wanted some liquor. I think Rye makes
corn.”

“Sounds like a radio wise-crack,” Nace
said.

The gun in Grenwald’s hand roared.
The bed covers jumped.

Nace back-swung his hand, caught
Grenwald’s wrist, twisted. The revolver
fell on the floor. Joan Grenwald scream-
ed.

Arthur Grenwald cried, “Oh, God—"
and went to his knees under Nace’s
wrenching, twisting grip. ‘“You're break-
ing my arm!”

“Shut up!” Nace said to Jean Gren-
wald. He released the stock man, picked
up the gun, bent over the bed where the
bullet had gone in. He looked up. “It
didn’t hit her. It went into the mattress.”

Grenwald got to his feet, shaking with
shock. “I was trying to get the hammer
down. It went off: I didn’'t intend—”

The girl in the bed moaned, moved her
head. Her eyes opened. She said indis-
tinctly ; “Ma—Ma—" .
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NACE reached past Grenwald to Joan,

took the nickeled gun from her hand,
pocketed in and, holding Grenwald's gun,
stood over the bed. “It’s all right, Mary,”
he said to the girl in the bed. “Nobody’s
going to hurt you. It’s all right.”

She shut her eyes again, shuddered,
sighed.

“Is she dead?” Joan Grenwald asked.

Nace looked at her. Her bathrobe had
fallen open and the dressing gown under
it also. Her nightdress, cut low, display-
ed a long, fresh scratch from her throat
down.

“She’s asleep again,” Nace said. Still
looking boldly at the scratch, he asked:
“Who’s been making a pass at you, miss ?”’

“Believe me,” Grenwald said with bit-
terness, “the shot was an accident, Mr.
Nace. It just went off —"

Nace paid no attention to him. Joan
Grenwald drew the bathrobe tightly about
her throat, flushing at the glitter in Nace's
pale eyes.

“You mean—oh!” She stood suddenly
straight, and pride, determination came
on her oval face. “We carried Mary up
here, a few minutes after you went out.
I was preparing for bed when I heard
her call. The men were downstairs. When
I came in here Mary had her eyes open,
like you saw her just now. I bent over
her. I heard a slight movement, out in
the hall. The door was open. When I
turned, to see who was coming, somebody
threw a knife. It hit the head of the bed
—its handle. I think—and bounced up-
ward. The blade scratched me. I didn’t
see who threw it.”

She said the last with excitement, the
care and precision of her voice forsaking
her. She reached above her head quick-
ly, her hand groping on top of the bed’s
canopy. “Here’s the knife.” Her hand
came down holding it.

Nace took the knife, a hunting knife
with an eight-inch blade that was very

sharp. He asked crisply: “Where did it
hit?”

“There!” The girl pointed to a spot
on the bed head.

Nace leaned over, examined the dent
in the wood. He saw a sharper scratch
a few inches from the dent. He put the
knife hilt on the scratch, the handle end
where the dent was. It was a fit.

“Joan!” Grenwald exclaimed reproach-
fully. “You didn't tell me about the knife.
You didn’t even scream!”

Standing back, holding the knife, tum-
ing on the two Grenwalds, Nace asked
harshly: “What am I here? What the
hellam I? A guest or something? You've
hired me, Grenwald, to straighten this
mess out, to get the money back. You're
paying for—"” He stopped, eyed Joan
Grenwald with shrewd calculation. “It’s
your money, miss. If I get it back, I want
ten percent.”

Grenwald became belligerent. “Now,
Mr. Nace, we agreed over the telephone
what your fee would be.”

“Why, that would be almost twenty
thousand dollars!” Joan Grenwald  ex-
claimed.

Nace said angrily: “Somebody takes
a pot shot at me when I'm within a half
mile of this place on my way up here.
There’s a bullet hole in my windshield,
a nick in my hat rim. It was that close.
Somebody cuts your telephone line, and
when I trace it down I get elevated with
a double-barreled shotgun and black-jack-
ed out of the picture for three hours.”

“I—"" Joan Grenwald put her hand to
her forehead—"“I didn’t know that!”

NACE went on grimly. “You haven’t

heard anything yet. When I get here
there’s another murder—Mrs. Nielson,
your tenant and cleaning woman. Since
then there’s been three attempts made to
rub out her daughter, Mary here.” He
turned on Grenwald. “Four attempts, if
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I count in the bullet you just slammed
into that bed. When the police find out
all this, somebody in this house is going
to ride on a merry-go-round and it will
be a Grenwald!

“And what’s more, I don’t notice you
tearing your hair because the Nielson
woman was shot to death.” His pale eyes
shifted to Joan Grenwald. “And there’s
no sack-cloth-and-ashes on you, either.
Mrs. Nielson wasn’t a rabbit, you know !”

Grenwald mopped his forehead with a
silk handkerchief. “It’s terrible, of course.
And, Mr. Nace, we’re naturally shocked.
But I've only seen this Mrs. Nielson a
few times in my life. I didn’t come up
here from Chicago very often. And Joan
has been in Europe for almost five years.
You can’t expect us to—"

“I fixed the telephone line before I
came back!” Nace eyed them both. “I
can have the sheriff over here, and the
troopers, in forty minutes.”

Grenwald looked beaten. He said to the
girl: “Well, Joan?”’

Joan Grenwald nodded. Her eyes stay-
ed on Nace'’s face.

“Put it in writing,” Nace said curtly.
“Ten percent of whatever money I dig
up for you. Both of you better sign it,
too.” '

“It’s robbery, Mr. Nace,” Grenwald
said angrily.

“It’s murder,” Nace said.

Arthur Grenwald and Joan Grenwald
went out the door together. They were
whispering. Nace heard them going down-
stairs. He shut the door, put the knife
back on top of the bed canopy, and looked
closely at Mary Nielson. She was asleep.

Nace went to the four windows in the
room, opened them, one after another,
lvoked up and down, using his light. The
room was a corner one. There were no
drain-pipes outside near any of the win-
dows.

He shut the windows, locked them,
drew down the shades, went to the door.
There was a key in the lock. He turned
out the lights, went out into the hall, lock-
ing the bedroom door, pocketing the key.
Then he went downstairs into the room
where the enormous fireplace was and
where he heard voices. Grenwald and
Joan Grenwald were at a desk.

“There !’ Grenwald said angrily and
blotted his name.

Taking the pen, Joan Grenwald wrote
her name in round, startled letters. Nace
picked up the paper, read it, waved it back
and forth, holding one corner between
thumb and forefinger, looking steadily,
moodily at the girl’s throat.

Still waving the paper slowly, he asked:
“How long has Bartmeyer been gone?”

“He took the ear,” Grenwald said,
“about an hour after you went out, about
fifty-five minutes after Rye went away
with that trampish-looking fellow.” His
eyes sharpened. “Come to think of it.
Mr. Nace, Bartmeyer was going through
the house, locking windows and doors,
about the time my niece says the knife
was thrown. I was down in this room,
looking for the two revolvers I knew my
brother kept in the house. I found them
in this desk drawer.”

“How far away is the nearest dector?”
Nace asked.

“It’s about twelve miles to Morgan-
port, from the lake bridge,” Grenwald
said. “From the bridge to this house is
less than a mile.”

Nace looked at his wrist watch. ‘“Bart-
meyer’s been gone now two hours and
a half. How far would he have to go
before he found a telephone?”

“It’s four miles to Lott’s Corners, on
the road to Morganport,” Grenwald of-
fered, “but there wouldn’t be anybody up
so late, I suppose.”
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CHAPTER FOUR
Fog Phantom

NACE folded the paper in his hand,
pocketed it. Car lights coming up the
drive hit the windows. A motor with a
leaky exhaust muffler chugged outside.
Joan Grenwald said: “That’s Bart-
meyer and the doctor.”

“Not with that muffler,” Nace replied.
“You two stay here.”

He went to the front door, opened it.
Two men in uniform were coming up the
steps. Ome of them was short and young.
The other was older, taller and his face,
in the light, was tired, sad.

Nace stood in the doorway. “You're
state treopers, aren’t you?” he asked.
“What is it—an accident?”’

The tall, tired man said in an indiffer-
ent, mournfal voice: “Yeah Radio pat-
rol car. We got a guy with his throat
chewed up. He’s dead. Found him down
by the bridge. Wouldn't bother you, but
our radio’s gene on the fritz, so I got
to phone in abeut it.”

“Not a very pleasant pick-iip, trooper,”
Nace said. He stayed in the doorway,
blocking it. “There’s a sick girl in the
house and we’re waiting for the doctor.”

“What we got in the car don’t need no
doctor,” the tall trooper replied. “So
somebody’s sick here now? That’s tough.
Last week it was murder. We was all
over this place last week. Well, I won't
make no more noise than I can help.”

Nace stood aside. The trooper went
into the first room on the right, opposite
the room where Grenwald and his niece
were, and snapped on a light. He went
straight to the telephone.

Nace crossed the hall, stuck his head
inside the room where Grenwald and Joan
Grenwald were standing near the door,
alertly listening.

“It's all right,” Nace said.
troopers telephoning.”

“Two

He shut the door on them., The shorter,
younger trooper, watching him from the
front doorway, eyed the room door sus-
piciously.

Nace went toward him. “Shut the
door,” he said. “Yot're letting all the
fog come in.”” He reached the door before
the trooper could step clear inside and
close it. Pushing the shorter man out onto
the porch and going out with him, closing
the door behind, Nace said with friendli-
ness: “Was the man in your car kiiled or
was it an accident? Maybe an automobile
hit him.”

“If it was a car,” the short trooper
said youthfully, “it was running on its
spokes, from the looks of his throat. Take
a look yourself, if you can stand it.”

Nace went down the steps, across the
gravel driveway, to the troop car. The
trooper, drawing out a flashlight, follow-
ed him,

“If you live around here,” the trooper
said, “maybe you can identify him. I was
telling Joe there might be a tie-up with
this bird and the Grenwald murdesr. We
was up here on that.”

“Yeah,” Nace said. “Let me have your
light.”

Bending into the car, he shot light on
the canvas top cover from one end of
which worn, dusty shoes, unnaturally

. twisted in posture, protruded. At the

other end a black cloth cap was partially

" visible.

NACE pulled the top-cover off, tossed
it onto the rear seat. The dead man
lay huddled on the floor, on newspapers.
His suit was old, patched. The coat was
torn at one shoulder. The throat was
torn, mangled, the neck tendons exposed.
There was a deep cut on the head. The
face was partially covered by a black
beard.

“Was there plenty of blood where you
found him?” Nace asked. Then he jerk-
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ed open the car door and kneeled inside
astride the body.

The trooper grabbed him by the shoul-
der, demanded harshly: “Hey! What the
hell you think you're doing?”

Nace shook him off irritably. “Or don’t
you want an identification, if you can get
one?” he rasped. “I asked, was there
much blood ?”

The trooper let go his shoulder. “You
ain’t supposed to monkey with him,” he
said. “That’s the coroner’s job.” He
stopped talking, looked at Nace with awed
interest, then answered: “Sure, some
blood, but not a hell of a lot. It was like
he ran, bleeding, and then fell down and
died where we found him by the bridge.
There wasn’t no blood tracks, though.”

Nace pulled the body into a sitting
position, feeling stiff arms, stiff legs, stiff
torso. The right arm and the left leg
were broken. Three or four ribs were
caved in. There was blood on the dirty
white shirt, none on the suit. T he neck-
tie was missing.

Nace growled deep in his throat, cursed,
put the torch close to the deep head
wound. He swore again, took his hands
off the corpse.

The dead man did not collapse but re-
mained sitting, hard eyes staring in sur-
prise but not terror above the black beard.
Nace put the top cover over the body,
got out of the car, slamming the door. He
glared at the youthful, shorter trooper.

“Identify him?” the trooper asked and
blinked in the torchlight.

“No!” Nace spouted. His tone was
angry, bitter. He tossed the flashlight to
the trooper, went across the driveway,
went up the stone porch steps.

The taller, sad-faced trooper came out
the front door, saw Nace, and said with
mournful indifference: “Thanks for the
phone. The repair car will pick us up at
Saint Cloud. I gave a description of the
stiff we found. It’s probably a guy named

Ramp who broke jail tonight at Little
Falls. I'm dropping him off with the cor-
oner at Morganport. Little Falls is too
far off our route. Sorry to bother you.”

He went down the steps, got in the
troop car with the shorter man. The
starter whined. The broken muffler rack-
eted, the car swirled, shot down the drive.

Nace kept swearing, softly, earnestly.
Finally he went into the house, bolting the
front door. Arthur Grenwald came out
into the hall; Joan Grenwald followed
him. Their faces were question marks.

“That fellow,” Nace said, “who called
for Rye is supposed to have been hit by a
truck or something down at the lake
bridge-—killed. The troopers took him
away.”

Grenwald asked nervously: “What—
what about Rye?”

Looking at Arthur Grenwald sharply,
Nace said: “It wasn’t the same tramp.
And he wasn’t killed by a truck. I'm tell-
ing you this so you both will do as I say.
Go to bed and lock yourselves in.”

“Who will take care of Mary Nielson?”
Joan Grenwald asked.

Nace tapped himself on the chest.

Grenwald said grimly: “If it’s that
dangerous, I want a guard around this
house. I want a guard right now!” He
started for the telephone.

Nace blocked the doorway. “You've
got a guard!” he snapped, tapped himself
on the chest again. Then he moved his
head toward the stairway. “Go on up to
bed, both of you. Get some sleep.” He
went up the stairs ahead ef them, not
looking over his shoulder.

HE STOOD at Mary Nielson’s door

while they came up and went into
two different rooms down the hall. He
waited until he heard two keys turn in
their locks, then unlocked the door in
front of him and went inside, closing it
but not locking it after him.
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Mary Nielson was still sleeping. She
hadn’t moved. Nace opened a window,
found a table lamp, turned it on, and sat
down near it. He took off his hat and
felt his head. Sitting, doing nothing, the
throbbing came back dully.

He took from his pocket the revolver
Arthur Grenwald had fired, ejected the
shells and snapped the trigger until the
first chamber came around again on the
cylinder. The hammer spring was unus-
ually powerful. The hammer catch acted
thin, treacherous.

He got out his pocket knife, took the
gun apart. The gun was old, but the ham-
mer spring was new. The safety catch
was filed so it was useless. The hammer
catch had been filed down so it caught and
held by a hair and luck.

Nace ran his tongue around his lips,
looking across with pale, angry eyes at the
vague outline of the sleeping girl in the
bed. He put the gun together again, not
reloading it, pocketed it, and sat rattling
the five live cartridges and the empty one
gently in the palm of his hand. Through
the open window the same wolfish howl
he had heard before sounded close, start-
lingly abrupt. And he thought he heard
a sharp crack as though somebody had
stepped on a twig, snapped it.

Twisting off the lamp, Nace put his
hat on, closed and locked the window.
He tip-toed to the door, slipped out, lock-
ing it and taking the key again. Then he
went down the hall without noise, listen-
ed at the two doors through which Arthur
Grenwald and Joan Grenwald had gone.
Restless stirring came faintly through the
panels of each.

He came back silently, stood at
the stairhead, looking down. The hall
light was still on below; the hall clock
bonged three times.

Nace started down, quietly, but not
stealthily.

The tick-tocking of the clock sounded

like mallet blows in the silence. Nace held
his revolver in front of him, near his
hip. As he came down he moved faster.
He speeded up as he reached the stair
bottom, ran quickly to the front door. He
opened it, sprang through, and, side-step-
ping suddenly, flattened against the dark-
ness of the outer stone wall of the house.
Mist drifted coldly past him into the
hall. The fort-like porch was empty. The
grounds, fog-wrapped, were silent.

NACE stood against the wall for about

five minutes. At intervals he tossed,
one by one, the cartridges from Gren-
wald’s gun out into the black-and-gray
patches of blankness beyond the porch—
each in a different direction. The falling
shells made distinct sounds, striking the
damp earth. There was no response to
them.

He stepped back inside, shut the door,
locked it. Then he swore softly and craft-
iness came into his pale eyes. Moving
noiselessly, he crossed the hall to the room
with the fireplace.

The fire was almost out, just a bed of
glowing coals. He turned off the lights,
sat in a chair in the front inner corner
of the room where he could watch the
door, the front windows, the side win-
dows, and the second door that evidently
led into a dining room. He held his re-
volver in his lap, kept his hat on, his
overcoat on. The craftiness stayed in his
eyes, spread over his lean, angular fea-
tures.

A final, thin flame in the fireplace came
to life, licked up a sliver of wood, died
down, glowed, winked out. Nace did not
look at the flame at all, or the glow, or
the fireplace. He stared with restless eyes
at a swirl of thick mist outside a side
window across the room. The mist went
up and down, slowly, went on to the next
window, floated there, came closer to the
pane.

Nace brushed a hand across his eye-
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brows. The mist floated back from the
farther window, floating upward, disap-
peared, reappeared at the nearer window
where he had noticed it first. It came
closer, swaying, bobbing. There was
blackness over the lower half of the win-
dow, then whiteness as the misty out-
line settled lower, took shape, became a
blurred, gray half-figure with arms but
no head.

The half-figure wavered, came almost
against the window pane, swaying weird-
ly. A dried, parched face appeared on the
grayish shoulders. It was the face of an
aged hag. It rolled, rocked from side to
side, leering. Then the apparition swayed
back from the window, on bobbing shoul-
ders, drifted upward, disappeared.

Nace cocked his revolver, got up from
the chair, went across the room silently to
the window. He unlocked it, shoved it up.
Mist drifted in, swirling eagerly, damply.
The gray half-figure, its face rolling, was
floating backward across the wet grounds
about ten feet above the earth, swaying,
growing less visible.

The gun in Nace’s hand bellowed three
times like a salvo.

The figure wavered to the left, drifted
off in the mist toward the front of the
house.

CHAPTER FIVE
Rye

OAN GRENWALD screamed upstairs

as Nace banged the window shut, lock-
it. Unshod feet were runing along the
upper hall as he reached the front door,
snapped it open.

Arthur  Grenwald’s
“Nace! What is it?”

Going through the front doorway, Nace
barked over his shoulder: *“Come down
here and stand by this door!” He went
across the porch, down the steps.

voice shrilled:

Ahead, along the drive, the grayish fig-
ure bobbed, swayed, disappeared. Nace
started running after it. He ran two
hundred feet and stopped. There was
nothing to chase but fog. He went back
to the porch, using his flashlight.

Grenwald stood in the doorway, wear-
ing only sitk pajamas, shivering. Joan
Grenwald, wrapped in the bathrobe again,
stood behind him. Their faces were tense,
their eyes held terror.

“What was it?” Joan Grenwald asked
in a throaty whisper.

“I couldn’t see much,” Nace said, not
looking at her. “Another tramp, maybe.
I should have waited. I scared it off.”

“It?” Arthur Grenwald piped.

An automobile motor rumbled.

“I said a tramp,” Nace answered, put-
ting false conviction into his voice. Then
he watched the car headlights glow faint-
ly, twin yellow eyes coming up the drive
with more speed than caution.

The coupe slid to a jerky stop and a
little man with a grayish mustache got out
carrying a small black bag. He scurried
up the steps.

“Is this the Grenwald place ?” he asked.
His voice was tired but excited. “I'm
Doctor Marsh, from Morganport.” He
peered at Nace and at the two Grenwalds
back in the doorway.

“Right in here,” Nace said.

The doctor looked at the revolver Nace
still held. He eyed Nace suspiciously,
hesitating at the open door.

“I’'m a detective,” Nace said, “from
Minneapolis. It’s all right, Doctor. We
thought there was somebody trying to
break in.” He indicated Joan and Arthur
Grenwald. “This is P. W. Grenwald’s
brother and daughter. The sick girl is a
neighbor. She’s upstairs.” He took the
room key from his pocket, handed it to
Arthur Grenwald. “You and Miss Gren-
wald show the doctor up,” he said. “He
may need you.”
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“This way, Doctor,” Arthur Grenwald
said, taking the key.

He started up the stairs. Joan went
along with him. The doctor stood in the
doorway, looking sharply at Nace.

“A Mr. Bartmeyer came for me,” he
said in a loud, nervous voice. “I was just
leaving for a maternity case. That’s why
I am so late getting here. I’m sorry I
couldn’t get here earlier.”

Joan and Arthur Grenwald were out of
sight up the stairs.

The doctor said to Nace: “Bartmeyer
didn’t wait. He started right off again in
a sedan.” His voice lowered. “I saw
something, just as I slowed up to read the
entrance sign down below.” He swung
the black bag in his hand toward the
drive. “It sounds incredible. Perhaps
I'm too tired to be truthful, if you know
what I mean. My eyes might deceive me,
due to fatigue.” He peered alertly at
Nace.

Nace said flatly: “Go on. You saw
what ?”

“Something white, floating in the air,
going up the roadway that leads to the
estate across the highway from here. I
saw, or think I saw, a grayish torso and
flopping gray arms, but no legs. There
was a face, like a witch’s. It looked like
a dead face. The whole thing floated over
the ground, in the fog, and disappeared.
Probably I didn’t see any such apparition
at all. That maternity case was a Caesarean.
The mother and the child both died. I'm
very likely on the ragged edge right now,
but I thought I'd tell you.”

“Which way,” Nace asked in the same
flat voice, “was this-thing you think you
saw going ?”

“Toward the other estate,” the doctor
said. “Away from here.”

“Thanks,” Nace said. “But you’d bet-
ter not mention it again, The case up-
stairs is concussion, I think. If you can
bring her out of it, so she can talk, it

would help. She’s been out three hours
I guess.” He put a hand on the doctor’s
shoulder, pushed him politely inside. “I
don’t think you're crazy, Doctor.”

HE watched the doctor go up the stair-
case. When he was out of sight,
Nace stood a moment, then he took out
his flash, went out oato the porch, clos-
ing the door quietly.

He walked round to the side of the
house where the white mist had first ma-
terialized into torso and flopping arms,
He held the beam of torchlight on the
ground, keeping away from the side of
the stone building, but working up toward
it.

The grass was wet, greenish brown,
matted. When he feund no footprints,
he turned back, retracing his own, still
looking at the ground. Gray, damp mist
swirled idly after him, clinging coldly.
Nace started moodily down the drive.

A low voice-sound, part moan, part
curse, came from the blackness beyond an
indefinite outline of brush and trees at
the right of the driveway. The sound
faded out completely, came again, faded
once more. It was so low that he couldn’t
spot its source. Standing stitl, Nace swung
his flash up and down, turning his body
slowly with each movement of his left
arm. The light hit a slight movement in
the bushes. He went toward it.

From the brush muddled words sound-
ed. “Gom—dam—gom—"

The brush moved noticeably, making
crackling sounds.

Nace went into the brush, bent low.
His flash hit a fully faced, high leather
boot. The light traveled up a leg, spread
a yellowish dazzle over the heavy torso,
stopped on Jake Rye’s dark, unshaven,
completely battered face.

Looking down at him, Nace asked with-
out sympathy: “Who in hell’s been work-
ing out on you?”

Jake Rye blinked stupidly up into the
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light, tried to get to his knees, fell down
again, cursing, moaning. His bristly jaw
was matted with blood. Some of his teeth
were gone. His cheek was cut; one eye
was swelling. There was a cut on his
head, not very deep, and his hands were
bloody and muddy.

Nace bent down, hoisted Rye into a
standing position. Getting round in front
of him, he let Rye collapse over his shoul-
der, carried him back to the driveway, on
up to the porch. He carted him into the
house, dumped him in a chair in the room
that had the big fireplace, turned on lights.

Rye’s chin was down on his chest. He
rubbed his hand over his chin, wiping
away dried blood. Then his eyes rolled
upward, settled on Nace. He opened his
mouth, let it hang open.

Nace looked around, failed to find what
he wanted, went into the dining room to-
ward the rear, He came back carrying a
decanter and two water glasses. Pour-
ing out two stiff drinks, he put one to
Rye’s mashed lips. '

Rye drained it, shivered. Nace took
back the empty glass, drank from his
own slowly, tasting the liquor with each
swallow.

With the whiskey inside him, Nace
said evenly: “You're a hell of a deputy
sheriff! Do you let every little tramp who
comes round give you a shellacking like
this ?”

Expression came back into Rye’s one
good eye. “What the hell!” he exclaimed.
Then, “How do you like this?” and
stood up, wobbling a little. He took sev-
eral steps, eyeing Nace belligerently, re-
treated to his chair, sat down again. “If
it’d been just one man, he wouldn’t walk
for a week. I had to lick four men.”

“Why didn’t you?” Nace asked.

“By God!” Rye swore, doubling his
fist. “You don’t believe it?” He bent
forward in his chair and glared at Nace.
“This sawed-off tramp came here to tell

me he’d run onto a liquor still. I went
outside to talk it over with him. There
were three more men there, hiding., I
didn’t see them until they had me covered.
They walked me over onto Jarno’s prop-
erty, across the highway. They tried to
tie me up. Maybe they were going to
toss me into the lake or the swamp. I
started to fight. I had two of them licked
and then one of them hit me on the head
with a rifle butt.”

“So you woke up a mile away, over
here where I found you,” Nace said, grin-
ning slyly. “Or maybe they carried you,
so you wouldn’t have so far to walk?”

Rye stared up glassily at Nace, “Hell!”
he said in a thick, rasping voice. “It ain’t
funny. You ever see a ghost?”

“So we’ve got a ghost now,” Nace said.

Rye reached for the decanter, poured
himself another drink. “So—yeah! You
don’t believe in ’em? I don’t myself.
But I chased it just the same, by God
I did!” He downed the drink.. Liquor
trickled over his blood-smeared jaw. He
shook himself, shivered.

“It come from Jarno’s,” he said hoarse-
ly. “I was seein’ if I could walk, after
comin’ to. When it floated past me, I
thought it was part- of the crack on
my head. I started comin’ back here,
an’ it stayed right in front of me, disap-
pearin’ an’ appearin’ again. I would of
shot at it, only I couldn’t find my gun
when I woke up.” ,

Rye refilled his glass, said, “I seen it
next comin’ back from this house, floatin’
off through the trees in the fog. I got mad
an’ run after it. I ain’t afraid of no ghost.
I must of hit a limb of a tree with my
head an’ got knocked out again. Then
you found me.” He drained his glass
dry, coughed. “The ghost went back to
Jarno’s,” he ended.

“Did you hear any shooting, just be-

fore you saw your ghost the last time?”
Nace asked.
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Rye gulped from his glass, leered one
eye at Nace, said with slow effort: “Sure.
There’s deer in the hills round here. It’s
out of season, but some people—" His
head wobbled to one side, lay on his
shoulder against the chair back. His one
eye slid shut.

Nace took the glass and decanter from
him. Footsteps came down the hall stair-
case. Going to the door, Nace motioned
to Doctor Marsh, shut the door when the
doctor came in.

“The patient isn’t badly hurt,” the doc-
tor said. “She’ll be able to sit up when
she awakens. But I'd let her sleep now.”
He looked sharply at the slumped figure
of Rye in the chair, sharply at Nace. His
eyebrows went up.

“Another patient,” Nace said. “He got
drunk and fell down. Fix him up, Doc.
He’s a deputy sheriff.”

W’HILE the doctor cleaned up Rye’s
) face, Nace reloaded his revolver, at
the same time eyeing the three empty car-
tridges with stubbornly maintained sour-
ness, eyeing Rye’s battered features with
malicious pleasure. The doctor talked,
asking questions.

Pocketing the reloaded gun, Nace an-
swered: “He says he saw the apparition
you saw and chased it. He hit a tree with
his teeth. That’s his story and he’ll stick
to it.”

Nace got up, went to the door, adding:
“I sent for a nurse but I guess I won’t
need one.” Then he went out into the
hall, up the stairs.

Looking in at Mary Nielson’s room he
saw Joan Grenwald sitting in a rocking
chair, watching the girl in bed. He went
in, looked down at the bed.

“Doctor Marsh thinks she will be all
right in the morning,” Joan Grenwald
said. “I’m so glad it’s not worse. Have
you found out who did it?” She slanted
tired eyes upward at him.
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“Sure,” Nace said easily. “The same
person who threw the knife.” Then he

smiled sardonically and asked: “Where’s
your uncle?”

“In his room. I hope he’s asleep.”
Fear came into her eyes. “Do you think
—there’ll be another attempt?”

Nace put his hands in his pockets. One
hand came out holding the small revolver
he had taken from Joan Grenwald. He
handed it to her. As she took the gun,
he said: “Just in case. And lock the
door when I leave. The key’s in it.”

She gasped softly, staring at the re-
volver.

Nace closed the door and went down
the stairway. He opened the door into
the room where the doctor and Rye were,
but did not go in. Rye was standing,
swaying a little, looking sleepy. Neither
of them noticed Nace.

“I don’t want no bandages on me,”
Rye said thickly.

“Very well,” the doctor agreed. “The
wounds are all superficial, but you should
have one on your head.”

“To hell with it} Rye exclaimed.

“Very well,” the doctor said again,
crisply. “It’s your head.”

Nace shut the door softly, went out
onto the porch, down the stone steps into
mist and then across the driveway to his
car. He changed the battery in his flash-
light for a fresh cylinder.

CHAPTER SIX
The Empty Room

A MOTOR rumbled briefly. Headlights

yellowed the fog down toward the
highway, brightened coming up the drive.
A second pair of lights followed the first.
The two cars drove up, pulled to one side,
stopped. The first was Grenwald’s bulky
sedan. The second ecar was a smart,
roomy, convertible coupe. The four car
lights went black.
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Bartmeyer pushed out from the sedan’s
front seat, slammed the door, went back
to the convertible. A man of medium size
got briskly out of the coupe. Nace went
over, using his torch on them.

They looked into the light and the
smaller man said sharply: “A little of
that will go a long way.” His voice was
cultivated. He was very neatly dressed.
He had poise, like an actor, and he looked
and moved like one. His light fawn
overcoat had burrs on it.

“Mr. Kanoyer in person, not a sound
picture,” Nace said unpleasantly. He put
the light on Bartmeyer, on the muddy
shoes, the muddy knees. “I thought,
Bartmeyer, maybe you'd found Gren-
wald’s dough, or part of it, and taken it
on the lam.” He shut the torch off.

“What do you mean, part of it?"” Bart-
meyer asked suspiciously.

Kanoyer came over to Nace, eyed him
closely. “Shut up, Bart,” he said.
“You've fouled enough already. Now,
Nace, just to keep things straight, your
crack about part of it sounds to me like
a proposition.” His voice was a mur-
mur. “Would you hold out on me?”

Nace asked: “What part?” Cunning
darted in his pale eyes.

“The same screwey Nace,” Kanoyer
said. “Out in the open all the time like
a mole.”

The house door opened and Dr. Marsh
came out, carrying his bag. He looked
through the mist at the three men and as
he got into his car he called to Nace:
“He’ll be all right if he doesn’t find that
whiskey. I hid the decanter under the
hall staircase.”

The car growled, crunched gravel,
turned and slid down the drive.

“How’s the girl?” Kanoyer asked.
“Bart was telling me—"

“Swell,” Nace answered, “Sleeping it
off.” He squinted evilly at Bartmeyer.

“Your pal Rye bit a tree and lost some
teeth.”

“What do you mean, tree?” Bartmeyer
asked with surprise.

“Maybe he took you for one,” Nace
said. His eyes slid to Kanoyer’s face,
held there curiously.

“Screwey, like you said, chief,” Bart-
meyer said to Kanoyer.

Kanoyer answered calmly: “So you
didn’t find Grenwald’s dough, Nace. You
used to be smart, when you worked for
me. Who do you guess stole it and
knocked off the old man, right under
Bartmeyer’s nose ?”

“Not the guy who’s got it now,” Nace
said. He stepped away quickly, went to
Grenwald’s sedan, then to Kanoyer’s
coupe, putting a hand on the cold radiator
of each car. When he returned he said:
“How was it, prowling Jarno’s place?
Pretty dark and sticky?”

“I was coming to that part,” Kanoyer
chuckled. “Bart met me at Morganport,
piloted me up here and we decided that
since the troopers and the sheriff’s men
hadn’t found the money on Grenwald's
property, it might be over at Jarno’s. So
we parked up near the Jarno house—ask
me, is it a castle?—and did a job on it.”

“Well,” Nace said, “I fixed the tele-
phone line so it works.” He grinned
sourly at both men. “We’d have this
place practically repaired if Bartmeyer
would quit tearing things down.”

“This guy’s getting to be as dumb as
Rye!” Bartmeyer grumbled and barged
round behind Nace.

Nace swished sideways, spinning. His
torch flared and he had a revolver in his
hand again. The torchlight caught Bart-
meyer’s thick arm swinging down through
air.

Kanoyer’s sharp voice, not very loud
but loud enough, barked: ‘“Bart! Lay
off
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Bartmeyer straightened, glowered at
Nace. In a growling voice he replied to
Kanoyer: “This mug and Rye gripe me.”

Kanoyer turned, started toward the
stone porch.

Nace shut off his flash. “They’re all
asleep,” he said. “If you wake them
up now they’ll never get to sleep again
tonight.”

“I’'m working on this case,” Kanoyer
snapped. He kept going.

Nace looked angrily down the drive.
Bartmeyer was following Kanoyer. Their
feet scraped the stone steps. Twin lights
made twin yellow splotches suddenly down
at the highway and a motor moaned.

“Kanoyer!” Nace called. “Wait a
minute. Here comes my nurse.”

“You need one,” Bartmeyer growled,
but stopped.

Kanoyer came back down the steps.
“Nurse?” he asked, looking surprised.

“For the girl who got slammed,” Nace
explained.

The yellowish lights glowed on the
driveway, swerved. The car halted. It
was a small coupe.

“Shut off your lights,” Nace called and
went to the car swiftly. Opening the car
door, he leaned inside. “It’s tough. Be
careful,” he whispered.

The driver sniffed, whispered - back:
“Must be. You smell like a distillery.”
Then the driver got out of the seat.

A flashlight in Kanoyer’s hand hit them
both, showing Nace holding a small over-
night bag. Beside him stood a figure with
an oval face, brown eyes and brown, un-
bobbed hair beneath a small, pert hat. The
white of a nurse’s uniform was exposed
at the threat of a dark, flowing coat.

Nace went toward the porch. “The
doctor has been here,” he said. “It’s a
concussion case, and not much to do. The
doctor said the patient was resting well,
sleeping. This is a case of criminal as-
sault, so if the patient wakes up and

talks, you are to take down whatever she
says.”

Kanoyer let them pass him on the steps.
“You'll want a witness, miss,” he said,
“in case she wakes up and says anything.
Mr. Bartmeyer here and myself are de-
tectives. Call us. We'll be here.”

Nace opened the door. “That will be
just fine, Mr. Kanoyer,” he said over his
shoulder. “Won’t you come inside and
meet Mr. Rye?”

He held the door open until they were
all in the hall, then closed it and went
to the door on the left. “In here, Mr.
Kanoyer,” he said. His voice was polite
but had mean humor in it. His eyes
sharpened as he opened the door and
looked into the room. Anger came on
his face.

He lifted the comers of his mouth and
showed white teeth and said as Kanoyer
and Bartmeyer entered the room: ‘“Mr.
Rye must be washing his hands. T'll
send him right in.” Then he shut the
door, pointed upstairs urgently, went up
first himself, two steps at a time.

The nurse followed him, running.

At Mary Neilson’s door he rapped
gently. “It’s Mr. Nace,” he said.

A key clicked, the door opened. Joan
Grenwald stood trembling, holding the
small revolver in one hand. Nace went
into the room. The nurse came in be-
hind him. Nace shut the door and put
the overnight bag down.

“This is Miss Grenwald,” he said ir-
ritably to the nurse. He turned to Joan
Grenwald. “The nurse will stay here
now. You'd better go to bed. And
thanks for watching her.”

“There’s somebody hiding out on the
grounds,” Joan Grenwald said. “I
opened a window for some air and saw
him.”

“Rye?” Nace asked.

“Not Rye,” Joan Grenwald replied.
Fear was in her voice. “A tall, thin
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man. He—he had a rifle. He stood un-
der a tree and looked up at me and then
went behind the tree out of sight. There
was a hole in the mist and I could see
him distinctly.”

“Recognize anything about him?”
Nace asked and slid cold, angry eyes at
the nurse,

“There was something familiar about
him,” Joan Grenwald answered. “But—
but I can’t place it. I'm sure I've seen
him before.”

“Thanks,” Nace said. “Now go to
bed. The nurse is here and she seems to
be a very competent person. Mr. Kan-
oyer, the detective Bartmeyer works for,
is here, too, downstairs.”” He ushered her
to the door. *‘She hasn’t come out of it
yet, has she?” he asked, motioning toward
the girl in the bed.

“No.”

Nace took her down the hall to her own
room. ‘“Lock your door again,” he smiled
at her. Then he went back to the sick
room.

THE nurse was standing by the bed,
spinning a flat automatic on a fore-
finger, when Nace came into the room.
Nace spoke rapidly, earnestly, yet in
low tone. “Keep the lights off. Don’t
kill the patient, or the girl who just went
out, or Arthur Grenwald—you’ll know
him by the pink silk pajamas—or me in
the dark. Anybody else is meat.”

The nurse snapped off the light. “You
might have written me a nice long let-
ter with all the dirty little details. What
makes you think the pay-off is tonight,
and here?”

The room was entirely dark now.

“There’s two and a half hours till day-
light,” Nace replied sourly. “There’s a
fog that’s as good as made-to-order out-
side. There’s a dead woman laying round
somewhere—and that’s the mistake.”

“You write me the letter,” the nurse

said sweetly. “It’ll be clearer. Remem-

ber, I'm only a nurse.”

“Nuts!” Nace said, the note of sour-
ness leaving his voice. “It’s a mistake
leaving a body laying around because in
the morning the troopers will start tearing
up acres until they find the dead woman.
There’s about two hundred thousand in
cash kicking around here, that might still
get dug up by accident.” He tapped on
his chest where the paper the two Gren-
walds had signed lay in his suit-coat pock-
et. “I got sore and took a cut of what
we find instead of a fee. Sore like a fox.
If that money isn’t still here somewhere,
this is a Fourth-of-July carnival with
fireworks and I'll go back to truck driv-
ing.”

“So I sit up here and twiddle my
thumbs,” the nurse asked.

“You do,” Nace replied. “I don’t know
whether your patient knows anything or
not, but somebody thinks she does, which
amounts to the same thing for her.
That'll keep you busy. Grenwald’s money
will be moved before daylight, and that’ll
keep me busy.”

The nurse said, as Nace turned the
doorknob: “I hope you guessed right. I
hate to work for nothing. Kiss me before
you go.”

“Go to hell!” Nace swore. He stepped
into the hall, leaned back into the dark-
ened room. “If you don’t like ghosts,
shoot low,” he said.

As he went away he heard the key
turn in the lock. He went on down
the staircase, across the hall to the big
fireplace room. He opened the door, stood
on the threshold moodily a moment or
so. His pale, slightly bloodshot eyes
ranged about the room. It was vacant.

There was some mud on the carpet,
about in the middle of the room; gray,
drying mud that had come from shoes or
boots and had been walked on. A small,
dark, purple gob had been flattened by
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a sole. It looked like a miniature pan-
cake, blueish in spots where its drying
had made its color lighter.

A shot crashed nearby, outside the
house. Nace ducked, jerked out his re-
volver and skidded to a window. From
upstairs came Arthur Grenwald’s frantic
shouts—

“Joan! Joan! Help! Mr. Nace! Help!”

Nace lunged back into the room, across
the carpet to the door, jerked it open.
He hit the stairs three at a time, pound-
ing them hard. When he thudded to the
top step, Mary Neilson’s door opened. A
gun poked out.

“What the hell?” came the nurse’s
voice from behind the gun.

“Back inside!” Nace called without
stopping. “I got it!”

E WENT down the hall. Arthur

Grenwald was beating frantically but
ineffectually against Joan Grenwald’s door
with pudgy fists.

“My God!” Grenwald wailed. “She
won’t answer.” He said this over and
over, punctuating it with futile thuds at
the door panel. '

Nace banged to a stop. “Shut up,
Grenwald!” he ordered harshly, then
stooped down to the keyhole.

“My God! She won’t answer!” Gren-
wald said again.

Nace tried the door once, using the
knob. When it held he swung up his re-
volver and stepped back. Shoving Gren-
wald aside he fired Wood and metal
racketed. He shot again and kicked at
thedoor. Itswung open, banging against
the wall. He went in, gun balanced in his
hand.

The room was empty. The heavy bath-
robe was on the floor. The windows
were closed, locked. Nace went through
a door to a bath, came out again, stuck
his head into two closets.

“My God! Joan was here a few min-

utes ago,” Grenwald cried, pounding fist
against palm. “I heard her!”

Nace shoved for the doorway, turned,
stared at Grenwald. “Hell!” he said.
“You wouldn’t know!” Then he swiveled
into the hall.

He held to the banister, swirled down
the staircase and ran through the hall,
out the door, down the stone steps. Fifty
feet from the porch, on the gravel, he
stooped and listened. There was no sound,
no rustling wind. Gray mist, black be-
yond, blanketed the trees and shrubs.
Light came dimly from the ground-floor
front room of the house.

Nace took a hurried torchlight shot at
the cars, Grenwald’s bulky sedan, Kan-
oyer’s convertible, below it the nurse’s
coupe, and on the right his own roadster.
His torch snapped black. He moved to
the running board of his own car, opened
the door, got in, fumbled with keys, still
listening.

The roadster was facing down the
drive, on a slope. He eased off the brake,
slipped into high and rolled ahead with
the ignition on. As the motor caught he
made the headlights blare against fog.

With a visibility of thirty yards ahead,
Nace tromped on the floor throttle. The
wheels threw gravel. He hit the main
highway at sixty, braked, skidded right,
straightened, then slowed. A sign in fair-
ly bright gold letters against black read—
Oswald Jarno. He skidded left into the
turn between cement pillars, then droned
ahead at forty on slippery, twisting black
macadam between rows of poplars.

The driveway went half a mile, went
even beyond, but a chopped tree made a
thick barricade across it. Nace skidded
as he slammed on the brakes. The car
lights blinked. He cut the ignition and
leaped out.

He listened a full half minute, but heard
nothing. Then he vaulted the tree trunk
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and following the road, keeping on the
grass at its edge, he half ran, half walked
for a full quarter mile. He came out
into an opening with smooth grass and
gray blotches of uniform hedges. Be-
yond, as he trod ahead, a building loomed
grayly. He skirted a large concrete pool,
saw steps going up to what would, in
daylight, be brown-stone. There were
empty, dark windows.

A melancholy wail, wolfish, weird, vi-
brated through the fog. It crescendoed,
trailed, faded without echo. Nace stood
still, at the first damp stone step. He
held the revolver and torch. Half-turn-
ing, he stood, poised, on the balls of his
feet, alert.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Blue Mud

LICKING his lips, Nace slid around the

steps, circled the house. A rear door
was invitingly open. He toed the steps,
went up.

His coat was soggy with dampness.
Sweat trickled down his neck, down his
back.

Light poured from his flash, covered
sink, stove, pantry, a door. He went
through the door warily, stood listening,
holding his breath, hearing heart-beats
thumping in his ears. More torchlight hit
pantry shelves, dishes, another door. He
eased through it, carefully, stood in a
half-furnished dining room.

He stood stock-still for a minute, light
off, gun gripped. The wolfish howl float-
ed indistinctly through doors, windows,
walls.

Nace said aloud, “Nuts!” and, flash-
ing his light, went ahead boldly, seem-
ingly without care, to the door across the
room. The door opened against a piano
that made a hum as it brushed against
the instrument. He strode in, like a man
about to say “Hello.”

A light winked once, like a firefly, dis-
tantly through the glass of a window,
across misty blackness outside.

Nace stopped, crouched, darted to the
window and overturned a small table that
splintered as he tripped. The crash of
wood and Nace’s body on the floor echoed
vibrantly.

He lunged to his feet and reached the
window. A shadow sped swiftly away
and merged into the heavier shadows of
the poplars.

Reaching up, shoving at the window,
fingering for a lock, Nace felt resistance.
Apparently it was nailed shut. He
brought his right arm up. His gun
smacked the window pane. Glass tinkled.

“God damn!” Nace swore aloud. He
shoved out the rest of the window with
his elbow. Jagged glass projected like
saw teeth from the frame. He skirted the
teeth, eased himself out, quickly and ex-
pertly, dropped to the ground.

Lancing light from his torch hit leaf-
less shrubs, trees, a statue of a horse’s
head with a spigot sticking from the
whitely chiseled mouth. Beyond, low
shrubs again; farther yet, only blankness.

Skirting the horse, the first shrubs and
trees, Nace vaulted a low barricade of
branches. He hit ground two feet lower
than the ground from which he had
sprung. He stumbled and skidded on his
face. Getting upright again, sticking a
finger into the muzzle of the revolver to
clear it, he went on, plunging, hurtling
more brush, dodging trees.

A rifle crashed, barking an echo against
the wooded hills.

Nace whirled, spotted the dying flash.
His gun came up, hammer back. But he
let the hammer down again softly, ran
forward, dodging more trees.

A blurred shadow, struggling under
weight, popped from the earth ahead of
him. Nace heard heavy feet hit ground,
stagger, run. He put on speed. His body
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smashed into a rail fence, went over in
an arc. On his back, Nace saw mist
sweeping down on him. He staggered up,
swearing, gripping flashlight and gun.

The shadow was gone. But a gray cir-
cle showed opaquely. He staggered into
it, still swearing, and bounced against
stone, concrete. A soft, discouraging
“Ooofff” came from him. He clung
there, flashed his torch.

OVER the circular wall, leaning on it,

peering down, Nace’s light hit con-
crete, rocks rounding out of concrete. At
the bottom was gray stink, dry but putrid.
He held the light there, pointing down
into it.

“Geez!” he said spontaneously. He said
it again and stared.

“Coming down!” he called Sudden
hysteria was in his voice. His eyes were
glassy, frozen.

“Stand up!” a voice ordered.

Nace stood up, his back braced against
the cistern wall as he turned round.

“Put the arms up high,” the voice di-
rected.

Nace lifted his hands, letting torch and
gun drop.

A lean, tall, starved figure with a rifle
came through the mist toward him. The
rifle muzzle prodded him in his hard
stomach.

“You killed my wife,” the nasal voice
said behind the rifle.

“You’re screwey!” Nace said. “Look
down yourself. She’s alive. Alive, I tell
you!”

“I see no proof,” the tall, gaunt figure
said. His rifle was cocked.

“You've got me in a spot, fellow!”
Nace said, speaking grimly, watching the
rifle hammer. “All I ask is, look down
that damn cistern. You’'ll see your wife!
And you'll see something else. Another
woman, for instance. She’s down there
and she knows you Her name’s Joan

Grenwald. Go down there and talk to
her.”

The man kept the rifle smuggled against
Nace’s stomach. “I've got a daughter,
too,” he said. “Where is she now ?”

Nace answered in the same tense voice.
“I've got a nurse looking after her, fel-
low. Up at Grenwald’s. Somebody made
three passes at her tonight, trying to kill
her. I called a doctor, and now I've got
a nurse for her.” He eyed the man with
the rifle hopefully. “She won’t have to
work any more, nor you, if you'll pull
that rifle out of my—" Nace’s right
hand, waving, moved down.

“You're too young to die,” the man
said. “I read it in a book.”

Sweeping downward, Nace’s palm hit
the rifle barrel. At the same moment, he
slid aside, stooped and came up quickly,
with his own gun.

The rifle crashed, spurted flame.

Dropping his hold, using the butt of
his revolver, Nace knocked the rifle from
the man’s hands angrily.

“Now, farmer,” Nace said sharply,
“behave! You're wife’s dead all right in
the cistern, but there’s somebody else
there alive. I won’t argue. We get them
both out. I've an idea who killed your
wife, but I can’t prove it yet. Play
along with me and maybe we get some-
where.” He picked up the torch, ran it
over the lank man and said: “Or don’t
you understand the language?”

“I want my wife,” the man said grud-
gingly.

“I’'m talking to an idiot.
in the cistern.”

The man paid absolutely no attention
to the gun in Nace’s hand. “T’ll see,”
he said, turning to the cistern rim. He
stared down dully. “I can’t see any-
thing,” he wheezed.

Nace straightened his overcoat and hat.
Then, holding the revolver indolently, he
said: “You win, farmer!” He went to

Your wife’s
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him, shoved the gun against the man’s
side, turned the torchlight into the cis-
tern.

“Anna!” the man said, strangling on
the name.

Down in the cistern a white, silent,
unclothed figure lay sprawled against the
rocks. Sitting beside it, bound, Joan
Grenwald stared up at the light with
stark, bewildered eyes. Her face was
numb. She wore only a torn robe and
nightdress.

A thick rope dangled from the wood-
en V over the well. Nace said to the
man: “Climb down and bring them up.”

The man said nothing. His jaw hung
open. He took an end of the rope and
slid over the concrete and stone well-lip.
Nace put his end of the rope around a
wooden V support, let the man down
slowly, carefully. The distance was about
forty feet.

Pulling up was work. Nace sweated.
The man came up with the naked dead
woman first and laid her out on the grass.
Meaningless words and phrases drooled
from his quivering lips as he caressed her
tenderly.

“The other one now,” Nace said. “And
be careful. She’s alive.”

THE man went down again. He came

up with Joan Grenwald thrown over
his shoulder like a sack of meal. She
was moaning but not out.

When he put her on the grass, Nace
wrapped her in his overcoat, put her arms
in the sleeves. She looked up at him,
scared.

“Youre O. K. miss,”
“Who took you?”

She shook her head. “I didn’t see,”
she replied. :

“O. K.,” Nace reiterated and turned
to the man. “You!”

The man looked up from his wife’s
body.

Nace said.

“Blue mud,” Nace said. “Where

around here is there blue mud?”

The man pointed toward Grenwald’s
estate, looked down at his wife again.
His expression was vacant, despairing.

Nace swore under his breath, lifted
Joan Grenwald and began carrying her
toward the driveway, picking his way
carefully. “Blue mud?” he asked again,
but kept walking more rapidly.

Joan Grenwald looked into his face,

wide-eyed. “Blue mud—across the lake
from our house,” she replied. “It’s the
hill. Why?” '

“I don’t know yet,” Nace admitted. “It
may be a—"

A wolflike howl wailed from down
near the highway.

Nace carried the girl around the fallen
tree across the driveway without speak-
ing again. He got her into his car and
started it, turned it around. With the
girl beside him he roared down the maca-
dam, turned left at the highway and
rumbled across the lake bridge.

“Go slower,” Joan Grenwald requested.

He slowed. The mist was thicker
here.

“Stop,” the girl directed.

Nace wheeled the car off the road,
stopped, got out. “Can you walk?” he
asked.

She nodded, went ahead of him into
brush, over a rail fence. ‘“The blue mud
starts here,” she said. “I remember.”

“What’s round here?”’ Nace asked.
“There’s nothing much. The family
graveyard.”

The wolfish howl sounded close, pierc-
ing. Nace took out his revolver and his
torch, put a hand forward, caught Joan
Grenwald’s arm gpd held her.

“I've got an 1dea you'd better go on
back,” he said.

She shook her head again, tugged free
of his hand, went ahead. They climbed
a low hill, making noise in the brush.
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“It’s at the top,” the girl said quietly.
“What am I bringing you up here for?”
She moved forward, a close shadow.

“It’s some place to go to,” Nace re-
plied.

A blurred streak hit Joan Grenwald,
bowled her down. She screamed franti-
cally as she crashed in the brush. The
streak came on, sliding through Nace’s
flashlight beam, hit him.

He lurched and went over. His gun
roared, drowning the girl’s screams. His
torch touched gray, lop-sided crosses,
gray grass mounds; one fresh, earthy
mound had a bulk bending over it.

Fur, white teeth snaked back at him,
slashing, making snarling sounds. Nace
shot again, the gun muzzle prodding fur.
The snarling ended in an agonized yelp.
Weight thudded on damp earth, thrashed,
lay still.

Nace leaped to his knees, stumbling,
using the light. Joan Grenwald’s body
lay huddled, curved on the ground, blood
seeping from a bare shoulder.

The bulk from the earthy mound
sprang. A knife gleamed, darting down.
Nace rolled, head low, like a tumbler.
The knife dug dirt, flashed up again.

Nace flattened and fired.

The bulk spun away, straightened. A
harsh, rasping voice swore. The knife
came through the air, through Nace'’s
coat, through his shoulder flesh, hit bone.
Pain twisted his face, making it a lean,
satanic snarl of distorted muscles.

HE lifted the gun, took aim, and the
upright butk collapsed in a swearing,

broken heap. Nace lowered the gun, un-
fired, stumbled to the girl on the ground.
She looked up, white-faced.

“Pull it out,” Nace said and turned
the torch on his shoulder.

Joan Grenwald stood up, swaying.

“Pull it out!” Nace repeated through
tizht lips.

The gir! reached a hand, gripped the

knife-hilt, shut her eyes, jerked away.
Blood spurted where the knife had been.

“Thanks,” Nace said grimly, then
went to where the hulk was draped across
a fresh, partly opened grave, flashed the
torch on it. “Where’d I get you, Rye?”

Jake Rye began swearing again. “In
the guts, damn you!” he said between
curses.

Nace’s light hit a spade, shifted, hit
money—bills and gold in a canvas sack
in the grave hole. Part of the money was
spilled out on the wet smelly earth.

Joan Grenwald swayed to the grave,
staring down, sobbing softly. The tem-
porary cross on the grave read—P. WV.
Grenwald.

“There’s your money,” Nace said to
her. He prodded Rye with the gun muz-
zle and asked: “Did you get it all, Rye?”

“Yes,” Rye said. Then swore and
asked: “Am I going to die?”

“Maybe,” Nace said. His voice was
flat, hard. He put the torchlight back
on Rye, found a large soft bulge under
Rye’s coat, near the spot where blood
leaked out. When he opened Rye’s coat,
a dirty white flannel underwear shirt,
beginning to be blood stained, fell out.
“Where’d you find the money first?”” Nace
asked as he unrolled the undershirt. It
had long, floppy arms and there was
wrapped in it loosely a Hallowe’en mask
of a witch’s face.

“Bartmeyer found out why Grenwald
hired him,” Rye growled. “Then the
dirty dick found the money and began
stealing it.”

Nace held up the mask and undershirt.
“So you’re the ghost, Rye,” he said.
“What did you use, tree branches to hold
this up?”’

“Two branches,” Rye admitted. “One
for the shirt, a forked one. Another for
the head.” He swore slowly. “It didn’t
work.”

“What didn’t work ?”” Nace asked.
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“The damned shirt and mask—the
ghost. Nobody chased it far enough.”
Rye stopped, swore. “By God!” he
switched abruptly. “You got to get me to
a hospital. I got to have a doctor.”

Nace put the shirt against Rye’s belly
where the wound was, tying it tight
around him with the shirt’s floppy arms.
“Talk first!” he said. “You're hard to
kill.”

“Bartmeyer stole the money from
Grenwald,” Rye answered.

“You said that.” Nace pocketed his
revolver and looked at Joan Grenwald
who was still sobbing at the grave’s edge.
Then he looked back, down at Rye.

“Bartmeyer stole the money a little at
a time,” Rye grumbled, “and hid it in the
basement of the Jarno house. I trailed
him there one night and found the stuff
in canvas sacks. I thought he was just
another poacher at first. He never saw
me'!’

“So then you stole it from Bartmeyer,”
Nace commented.

“By God!” Rye rasped suddenly. “I
guess I'm dying. It hurts!” His voice
was low, but harsh with anger, vibrant
with emotion.

“You'll live to do ‘life’ in that swell
new stir at Stillwater,” Nace said.
“You'll make plenty of binder-twine be-
fore you die!”

“I didn’t kill nobody!” Rye said and
swore horribly with his hands pressing
his stomach. “T’ll only get ten to twenty
years.”

“That’s ‘life’ in Stillwater,” Nace said.

“Bartmeyer did all the killing,” Rye
growled sourly. “When President Roose-
velt said in the newspapers that hoard-
ers would be hunted out, old Grenwald
got scared and decided to put his money
back in the banks. So Bartmeyer had
to kill him. He shot Grenwald with a
rifle, through a window at night, and had
an alibi that he was visiting Mrs. Niel-

son. She said he was at her place hang-
ing a door for her.”
“But he wasn’t,” Nace said.

RYE paused, took several labored

breaths, then went on. “No, Mrs.
Nielson lied for Bartmeyer. Then Bart-
meyer started paying attention to Mary,
so her mother threatened to talk unless
he quit bothering Mary.”

“Bartmeyer shot Mrs. Nielson tonight,”
Nace said grimly, “to keep her quiet. He
tried three times to kill Mary tonight,
too, because Mrs. Nielson might have
told her what she suspected about the
Grenwald murder. You saw it coming,
Rye. You could have stopped it.”

“God!” Rye shrilled. “I couldn’t!”
His voice rose, harsh. “I'd hidden Gren-
wald’s money in the Jarno cistern by that
time, and I was moving it over here,
burying it in Grenwald’s grave where
the ground was already fresh dug. I was
stuck in the damned mess then.”

“You're still stuck,” Nace said. “Plen-
ty!”

“I wouldn’t have been,” Rye retorted
hotly, “except that Bartmeyer threw Mrs.
Nielson’s body in the swamp down the
hill near here! He used barrel staves
strapped to his feet so he could walk
on the bog. I found the staves and the
body. I knew you and the troopers would
dig until you found her, and in the dark
I might have left some tracks up here
that would make you dig up the grave
and find the money.

“So I had to get her body away, where
you'd find it. I washed her off and car-
ried her over to Jarno’s and stuck her
down the cistern. There was still one
sack of money left there. I thought
T’d leave the sack with the body, because
I was down at the Lott’s Corner store
about the time Mrs. Nielson was killed,
and after that I was with you; it would
put me clear of the shooting, and wouldn’t
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cost much. But I took the last sack out,
anyway, when I put Joan in the cistern.”

“That makes sense,” Nace said. “But
I didn’t follow your ghost far enough,
or I'd have found the cistern, the body
and the last sack.”

Rye rubbed his jaw. “So I had to
double back, let you carry me into the
Grenwald house, and then I kidnaped
Grenwald’s daughter. I hid in her room.
When you brought her to her door and
left her, I grabbed her as she came in.
I locked her door and took her down-
stairs and outside right then. I fired a
couple of shots, too.” He eyed Nace.
“That fetched you!” he said.

Joan Grenwald, hearing her name,
stopped sobbing.

“I talked enough,” Rye said.
Goddamn get me a doctor!”

“Try to stand up,” Nace said.

Rye struggled upward, pawing air,
growling. Nace held him.

“You ain’t a bad feller,” Rye said.
“Tll tell you something else. There
wasn’t no three men beat me up, like I
said. The tramp done it himself. He
wanted to know where I’d hid the money.
I don't know who he was or how he
found out I'd stole it from Bartmeyer.
He beat hell out of me and knocked me
out. My dog smelled him out and —”

“Take it easy,” Nace said. “Your
hound chewed the wrong tramp, but the
fellow was dead before your dog got
him.” He let Rye sway alone an instant,
only an instant. “No, you can’t walk,”
he snapped. “I’ll have to carry you.”

“Now

A grating voice sounded from the
brush: “You won’t have to carry no-
body! Get ’em up, Nace! Right now!”

“Now here’s Bartmeyer,” Nace said,
raising his hands. The torch in one ele-
vated hand shot light up through stark
tree branches.

Rye fell down again.

GOING directly to Rye, Bartmeyer bent

over him, a flash in one hand show-
ing a gun in the other. Nace stood
where he was, shifty, watching Bartmey-
er’s revolver.

Feeling Bartmeyer’s gun against the
back of his neck, Rye shrilled hysterical-
ly: “God, Bartmeyer! Don’t do—"

Bartmeyer’s revolver crashed. Rye’s
head jerked and the rest of his body
twitched, then lay still on the ground.

Joan Grenwald whimpered, fell softly
to earth.

Nace said with his hands still up,
“Bartmeyer, youre a sweet—"’and fin-
ished off swearing.

“Now you,” Bartmeyer rasped and
came toward Nace. “You and him had
a nice chat. This one won’t go through
your windshield.” From behind the lev-
eled revolver, aiming it at Nace, coming
nearer, he said: “Take it and like it,
you_!l

Nace twisted cat-like. A rifle, very
close, banged. Bartmeyer jerked, spun
around, pitched to the damp earth. His
legs wiggled, kicked, then lay ash still as
Rye’s.

Nace stopped his own body twist, took
out his revolver.

Nielson approached, saying plaintively :
“I guess I got him.” He came into the
circle of light from Nace’s torch, carry-
ing a rifle from which smoke curled and
faded upward. “He won't kill no more,”
he said.

Kanoyer came up right behind, in Niel-
son’s shadow, holding a flat automatic.
Kanoyer’s suit was no longer pressed. His
overcoat was damp, soggy. He put the
flat automatic against Nielson’s spine.

Nace took one step forward and swung
down his revolver. The barrel, hitting
Kanoyer’s head, crunched. Kanoyer
sagged, went down, looking sick, but his
automatic belched noise and flame. The
slug spurted up dirt and dried twigs.
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“No you don’t,” Nace said softly,
bending over. He swung his revolver
down again on Kanoyer’s skull.

Kanoyer, half sitting, rolled over on
his side, then on his face, breathing faint-
ly into the damp dirt. Nace took the flat
automatic from him, another from a
shoulder holster.  Niclson, watching
blandly, said stupidly: “He told me to
kill him. He told me Bartmeyer shot
my wife and tried to kill my daughter.
I'm plowing for a neighbor and he came
tonight and brought me here. What was
he going to do to me with that gun?”

“You stick to your plowing,” Nace said
and took the rifle from Nielson.

CHAPTER EIGHT
32

MORNING light, still misty, seeped

through windows, making Gren-
wald’s heavy furniture stand out palely
where electric light did not reach far
enough across the carpet.

Nace said to the nurse: “Easy now,
or I'll sock you.”

The nurse stood away, eyed the shoul-
der bandage. “You won'’t sock for a few
days, pal. Boy, am I a nurse! Look at
that job!”

“If Joan Grenwald and the Nielson girl
are all fixed up.” Nace said, “you can
quit being a sissy anytime, Grace.”

“I quit now,” Grace said, and took off
the wig. Short, light hair showed be-
neath, the face becoming handsomely
masculine. Pulling up the white nurse’s
skirt, Grace said: “Excuse me while I
go put on my pants,”

Arthur Grenwald, still in his pink pa-
jamas and dressing gown, waited until
Grace was gone and asked: “About this
Kanoyer and his agency, Mr. Nace—"

“I can’t pin a thing on Kanoyer,” Nace
said stolidly. “But he’s the bird who

cut your telephone line and slugged me.
He picked up the tramp, the escaped pris-
oner the troopers found down by the
bridge. Well, he either picked him up
or hit him by accident with his car. Any-
how, Kanoyer changed clothes with him
—his name was Ramp, the trooper said—
but forgot to change shirts. I saw both
shirts, the one on Kanoyer just before
he slugged me, and the one on Ramp
when I looked his body over in the troop-
er's car. That’s where I got a lead on
all this.”

Arthur Grenwald nodded. “I see.
So—"
“So  Kanoyer,” Nace explained,

“dressed as Ramp, did that job on your
telephone line, and one on me, and a
honey on Rye to make Rye tell where
the money was hidden. Bartmeyer put
him up to that. I don’t think Bartmeyer
would have let his boss in on it if he
could have found the money again him-
self. He couldn’t, so he had to call in
Kanoyer. But Kanoyer couldn’t beat it
out of Rye, and by the time Kanoyer got
back to Ramp, Ramp was dead. He
changed back into his own clothes,
dumped Ramp near the bridge, and Rye’s
dog had a meal on a dead man.”

“Shouldn’t I inform the state authori-
ties about this man Kanoyer?” Grenwald
asked.

Nace shook his head, stopped, felt of
his shoulder. “You could publish it in
the newspaper, too, and get sued just as
quick. I know Kanoyer. I used to work
for the dirty chisler. Leave him be.
He’s driving back to Minneapolis right
now with a bump on his head that won’t
wear off overnight. I got real pleasure
giving him that!”

Grenwald put fingertips together, said
pointedly: “I am as well satisfied, Mr.
Nace. And now about your fee—"

Nace said, “Yes, sure, the fee,” and
took from a pocket the sheet of paper
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Joan Grenwald and Arthur Grenwald had
signed.

“Ten percent,” Grenwald said, eye-
ing it. “That’s quite steep, Mr. Nace.
Quite steep indeed. But you have it
there in writing, and of course if you in-
sist—"

“That was a trick,” Nace said. Hold-
ing the paper between thumb and fore-
finger of each hand, he tore it across once
and said: “I had to find out if you knew,
or thought you knew, where the money
was hidden. If you did, you wouldn’t
have signed away twenty thousand dollars
of it to get back what you already had,
or thought you had, tucked safely away.
You might have hired me just to solve
a murder, you know.”

“But I didn’t know where the money
was,” Grenwald said. “And I dont
think, now, that your usual fee is ade-
quate.”

Still holding the two halves of paper,
Nace said: “I've been kicked around
some here and I’ll be laid up for a few
days, maybe a week or more. All that
costs me money.”

“Yes?” Grenwald lifted eyebrows.

“How do you like the new beer ?” Nace
asked.

“It’s rather pale,” Grenwald admitted.
“Pale and thin.” He watched Nace and
the paper halves curiously. “I suppose
that it is fair enough, though. Why—"

“Fair enough,” Nace said. “Because
my fee is three point two per cent of what
I dug out of your brother’s grave. That
is, in round figures, considering the stolen
cash fell a bit short of two hundred thou-
sand, five thousand dollars in round fig-
ures.” Arthur Grenwald’s face bright-
ened. He said: “Fair enough.” Nace
put the two halves together and tore them
into squares.
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Hardesty was as dumb an egg as they come—but boy how that baby could

pitch ball. So when he tangled himself all up in a murder net it was up
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CHAPTER ONE
The Girl In Room 1205
HE jangling of the telephone
wakened Cardigan at seven, and
he turned over, scowled at it, con-

sidered the clock, the dim daylight com-
82

ing through the open window, and re-
membered that he had told the hotel
operator not to ring him before eight.
He had mixed drinks the night before,
got in late, and his head felt like a balloon
—loaded with lead. When his scowling
at the phone failed to stop its ringing, he
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ripped out an oath, grabbed the instru-
ment, hauled it back into bed with him,
and growled upward into the mouthpiece.

“Yowssuh!” He nodded to himself,
bared his teeth and droned, “Oh, so it’s
you. Maybe you’re on Chinese time or
something. . . . Oh, no; you didn’t
wake me up. Go lay an egg!”

He slammed the receiver into the hook,
set the instrument back upon the table and
yanked the covers over his head. He had
begun to breath normally, and was slip-
ping back to sleep, when the phone
jangled again. He sat bolt upright,

Cardigan saw him make for the door,

kicked the covers over the bottom of the
bed and grabbed the instrument, yelled
into it.

“Listen, you fat-head! There’s no use
ringing me, because I'm not civilized un-
til I’'ve had eight hours sleep! . . . .
What? . . . Well, that’s just too
bad. Try using your head for a change.
I tell you, Sam— Now listen; I don’t
give a damn who— Huh? . . .Who?
. Well, why don’t you know? .
Oh, you were? You were cockeyed
drunk, eh? Suppose Carmicheal found
out his ace pitcher was hitting the bottle

83
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a week before the World Series?

I should think you would! . Of
course, I've taken a drink in my day.
Last night I took seventeen, but what's

that to you? Oh, I know, I
know. Good old Cardigan, good old
horse’s neck Cardigan. Well, I

suppose I may as well, if you’re going to
keep this phone hopping all morning.
Soon as I can.”

He hung up, got out of his wrinkled
pajamas and went into the bathroom
growling, “Damned fool!” He showered
as cold as he could take it, groaning,
grunting, and gasping meanwhile. He
used all the towels in the bathroom to rub
himself dry, then dressed, removed bills,
change, penknife and watch from the
bureau and shoved them into his pockets.
He looked at himself in the mirror. He
didn’t, he saw, look so swell.

OWNSTAIRS in the restaurant, he

ordered a full pint of tomato juice
and into it he put a tablespoonful of
tabasco. It burned its way down like fire.
Then he ate wheatcakes, two lamb chops,
fried potatoes, three rolls—and drank two
cups of black coffee. He felt a little
better by the time he reached the lobby,
but not yet equal to a cigar. He com-
promised on a cigarette and set out on
foot. Sam Hardesty’s hotel was not far
distant, and Cardigan reached it in fifteen
minutes, kicked his way through the
swing door.

A green elevator hoisted him to the
fifteenth floor, and he went down a cor-
ridor long-legged, his tie a little to one
side, a few superfluous dents in his fedora,
his vest buttoned wrong, and his face
not jovial.

The door of 1510 was opened by a tall,
muscular man who held an ice-bag on his
head and looked the worse for wear and
tear. He grimaced. Cardigan made
swearing movements with his lips.

“Hello, Jack,” Hardesty gulped.

“Hello yourself. If you think misery
loves company, you're screw-loose.” He
strode in, scowling, and went on into the
large bedroom while Hardesty closed the
door and followed like a man in the first
stages of the bends.

“Hell, Jack, I'm in a tough spot, I
think. :

Cardigan sat down, keeping his hat on,
and thrust his hands into his pockets, shot
his legs out straight, crossing them at the
ankles. Hardesty was drinking Canadian
ale as a pick-me-up, and he sat down pain-
fully on a chair, holding the bottle in his
right hand, by the neck. Hedooked wor-
ried and pale and sallow; not at all like
the famous pitcher and speed king the
baseball diamonds had come to know.

“Jack, I got tangled up last night. I
couldn’t think of anyone to call but you,
seeing as how we went to school to-
gether, played as kids together—”

“Chuck the album, Sam, and get to the
point. You may have a hangover, but
I've got one myself and it’s a pip.”

“Well, it’s like this, old sock. I went
to a night club, met a jane, took her to
her flat and then things happened. And
that’s the trouble. I can’t remember what
happened. Usually if I get awful tight,
I write out a lot of checks.”

“Did you write any last night?”

“That’s it! I don’t know! I carry the
blanks loose around in my pocket and
I can’t remember how many I started
out with. Usually I mark down what I
write out, but sometimes I forget. Hon-
est, Jack, I haven’t been tight since I
was married last year. I'm scared as hell.
Marjorie gets the bank statement each
month, and if she sees a big withdrawal—
Hell, maybe I even wrote a check for
everything we have! O-0-0, am I in a
spot!” He touched his head, took a long
swig at the bottle of ale.

“So what ?” said Cardigan.
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“Look, can’t you do something? You're
a private dick. You know your way
around.”

“Who’s the jane?”’

“I don’t know.”

“Where’s she live?”

“I”—he swallowed—“don’t know.”

“Oh, I see. You don’t know if you
wrote out a check to a jane you don’t
know at an address you don’t know.
That’s what I call a swell lead for me to
start on.”

“That,” breathed poor Hardesty, “is
just about how it stacks up, you might
say.”

“I mighs say! That’s a good line too.”
Cardigan leaned forward, shed his air of
sarcasm, got down to business. “Can’t
you remember just something of what
happened ?”

“Uh-uh. It was dark and raining and
I didn’t remember where we got out. I
was pretty tight then, Jack, but it was in
her apartment I got blind, and I remem-
ber kind of dimlike there were some guys
there. I couldn’t tell you what they looked
like. Then all’s a blank till I wake up
here at five this morning.” His face was
working. “I tell you, Jack, scmething
happened. I feel it in my bones. I didn’t
mean any harm. I was just lonesome
and I danced with the jane and— Listen,
if T wrote out a check, Majorie’ll see it.
I've got to get that check back. If I have
to pay, I'll get cash. I can hock myself
to get the cash—"

“Wait a minute, Sam.” Cardigan was
calm now. “Take it easy. Don’t get all
steamed up. Let me think. See
here, one thing you must know. What
night club was it?’

Hardesty nodded. “Yes, I remember
that. It was the Club Medallion; it’s up
in East Fifty—"

“I know where it is. They charge a
buck and a hali for a cocktail you can get
in the Forties for four bits, and you get

charged ten percent extra because the
waiters, all of them South Brooklyn da-
goes, say ‘Merci, monsiewr,” instead of
plain ‘Thank you.’ D’ you re-
member anybody there?”’

“A tall guy, with silky gray hair. He
got me to write an autograph on a
menu—"

“McQueston. He runs the scatter . He
collects autographs. Usually keeps a stiff
eye on his place. Well”—Cardigan stood
up—“pull out of the hangover and for
crying out loud lay off the booze. You've
got a couple of World Series games to
pitch and I,” he added sententiously,
“have bet a couple of centuries on any
game you pitch.”

“Honest, Jack, it was the first time I
fell off the wagon since I was married.
I'd go nuts if Marjorie thought—if I
hurt Marjorie. And if Carmicheal finds
me like this—"

“Listen,” Cardigan cut in slowly.
“Take this key. Go down to my place
and sleep it off and you'll be O. K. by
tonight.” He chuckled. “Hell, you look
funny, Sam.”

“Funny? If you knew how I felt.

Cardigan was on his way to the door,
saying: “By the way, do you remember
her name?”

“I—I think it was Priscilla.”

“I suppose she wore curls and old lace
and lisped and supported a rheumatic
mother in Hoboken who had to take in_
floors to scrub” Cardigan laughed
raucously, rasped out, “Mammy!” and
left the room.

He left the hotel by a side door.

i1}

BEN McQueston was eating breakfast

at a card table in his living room over-
looking Central Park. He was an un-
usually tall man with a pink-cheeked pale
face, aluminum-colored hair, neatly part-
ed, and fragile nose glasses. His small,
neat mustache matched his hair. He
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looked very dignified, alniost like a mini-
ster; and his apartment had a rarified
atmosphere, with its books, its framed
autographs and its good paintings.

McQueston never showed surprise.
“Oh, hello, Cardigan. Haven't seen you
around the Medallion in ages. Well, I
guess you weren’t around. That’s what
I thought. Have an egg.”

“Uh-uh.”

“I suppose you came up to look at my
collection of autographs.”

“NO."

“I didn’t think so.
it?”

“I wouldn’t like it even if it was nice.”

“M-m-m! Indigestion, huh?”

Cardigan flopped down in the divan,
slapped his hat on his knee. “You run
a nice joint, Ben. You soak a guy four
times what anything’s worth, but that’s
O. K. Your liquor’s pretty bum, but
they forget that when the girls come out
in tights and the lights go low and some-
body hauls off with a torch song. So
it’s pretty funny when a guy walks in, has
himself a good time and is dragged home
by a pick-up.

McQueston blinked brightly. “Go on.”

“I am looking for an autograph, Ben.
An autograph on a check.”

“T'm still interested.”

Cardigan leaned forward. “Sam Har-
desty was in your place last night.”

“The baseball player? Sure. I got
his autograph, Jack, but not on a check.”

“I’m talking about the jane who took
him out of your place.”

McQueston put knife and fork neatly
together on his plate and dabbed at his
lips with a napkin. He kept his small
blue eyes intently on Cardigan, com-
pressed his lips and reached for a cigar-
ette.

He said: “If you’re intimating that
T've a flock of chiselers in my scatter,
you’re off your trolley, boy. I charge

Lovely day, isn’t

like hell for everything I sell, and I get
people who can pay out, but outside of
that any guy’s as safe in my place as he
is in church.” He lit up, tilted back his
fine head, and eyed Cardigan levelly.
“Come down to brass tacks, Jack, or po-
litely pick up your hat and take a walk.”

Cardigan grinned. “I’'m looking for
the jane took Hardesty home last night.”

“I’'m sorry, Jack. When I got his
autograph, he was alone.”

“I don’t give a damn what he was when
you got his autograph. A jane took him
home. He got liquor somewhere after
he left your place and it was hopped up.
He was pretty tight when he left the
Medallion, too, because he. doesn’t re-
member the address the jane took him
to. He thinks he signed a check, and if
he did, then there’s chislers running loose
in your place and if you don’t want head-
quarters to get wind of it, stop looking
down your damned nose at me and talk
sense !”

McQueston puffed. He did not take
his eyes off Cardigan, and for a long
moment he made no reply. Then he rose,
went across the room to a telephone say-
ing, “Chiselers, eh? T'll call my head-
waiter.” He put through a call.

A moment later he said: “Louie?

This is Ben. Listen. Hardesty—you
know, the baseball player—was in last

night. You remember? . . He
came in alone, didn’t he? O. K.
Who'd he leave with? Do you

know her name? Did she come

in alone? Who’d she come in
with? Three guys, eh? Well,
what about the guys? . . . Don’t

know, eh? Well, it’s a hell of a fine state
of affairs when you don’t know who'’s
coming in these nights! Shut
up! Call Otto. See if he put'them in a
cab and if he got the address. If he didn’t,
see if he remembers who drove the
cab. Never mind. - You heard
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me. Do what I say and call me back.”

He slammed the receiver back into the
prong, swiveled. There was higher color
in his cheeks, and he said: “Chiselers, eh?
Not while I know anything about it!”

Ten minutes later the telephone rang
and McQueston grabbed it, talked for
several minutes and then hung up. “O.
K.” he said, turning. “We don't know
who the jane is, but Otto, the doorman,
remembers Hardesty and remembers put-
ting him and a jane in a taxi. The driver
asked Otto where he should take ’em and
Otto stuck his head in back and asked
them and the jane said the Drexel Tower.
That’s in West Sixty-fifth Street.
Now look here, Cardigan. I'm sore.
I'm going to fire Louie. My joint’s al-
ways been on the up and up—"

Cardigan rose. “I know, Ben. That’s
why I came around.”

McQueston took off his glasses, blinked
his eyes. “I don’t want this to get in the
papers.”

Cardigan was on his way to the door.
“It won't.”

went downstairs, walked out into -

the street and climbed into a taxicab.
It took him up Fifth Avenue, through the
Park by way of a transverse, and west-
ward through Sixty-fifth Street to the
Drexel Tower. The building was tall,
narrow, white, with a short glass mar-
quee. The lobby was rectangular, with
a small desk at one end, and behind the
desk a very young man with a dazzling
haircomb.

“How do you do,” said the clerk, with-
out looking up.

“How do you do,” said Cardigan, dis-
approving of the haircomb.

He laid his identification on the desk
and lit a cigarette while the clerk perused
it with lifted eyebrows.

Then Cardigan said: “This is kind of
funny. Last night a woman resident here
called up the agency and asked to have a

man sent up this morning. The clerk
who took the message lost the memo, and
all he could remember was that the ad-
dress was this and the first name of the
woman was Priscilla. So I don’t know
her full name, but I don't think you’d
have a flock of residents here all named
Priscilla.”

“We have one,” said the clerk, quietly.

“I"d thank you to tell me her whole
name and her apartment. It'd look bad
for the agency if I fell down. The guy
was dumb to lose the memo, but we all
make mistakes.”

“There is a Priscilla Ferne in Twelve-
o-five,” the clerk said. “Shall I ring?”

“No. She told us to come right up.”

He thanked the clerk and swung his
long legs across the lobby, entered a small
elevator and was hoisted noiselessly to
the twelfth floor. He got out and slapped
his big feet down the corridor, shooting
out his shaggy head to read the door
numbers as he went past. He came at
last to 1205, listened with an ear pressed
to the panel, and hearing no sound,
worked the brass knocker. He waited,
tapping his foot, and then knocked again;
and when no reply came, he took out a
bunch of skeleton keys, and the fifth try
gained him admittance to a large, opulent
apartment. He went from the foyer into
the large living room, noticed that the
shades were three quarters down. Listen-
ing, he moved across the living room and
reached the bedroom doorway. His scalp
tightened.

A girl lay on the floor beside the bed.
She wore sheer blue silk pajamas, and
bronze hair streamed out on the rug. The
light was bad, so he pulled up one of the
window shades, and now he saw that her
face was discolored, but not so much so
that he could not be certain of her beauty.
She was, he saw, very beautiful. And
she was also dead. Strangled. . ..

He drew down the shade again, shak-
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ing. He thought of Sam Hardesty, who
could not remember what had happened,
and a thin chill knifed through the flush
that had welled up in him. His own
breathing, thick and heavy now, was the
only sound in the room. He turned on
a light and bent to study her face closely,
and then he switched the light off and re-
turned to the living room.

He wrapped a handkerchief around his
hand and searched her purse and the desk,
thinking of Hardesty’s check. But he did
not find it. However, he found Har-
desty’s card, and shoved it into his pock-
et. He saw an empty glass standing on
a tray, and wiped off the glass. Hardesty
would have written out the check at the
desk, so Cardigan wiped off the desk.
Then he went around clearing chair arms,
tables, the bed posts, of possible finger-
prints. At last he returned to the door,
wiped his own prints off the knobs, out-
side and in, and left, locking the door.
Heat throbbed in his chest, and when he
reached the lobby he said to the clerk:
“I guess she’s not in. T'll try later.”

CHAPTER TWO

Mutder 4 Ia Carte

W’HEN Cardigan swept into his own
hotel room, he found Sam Hardesty

on the bed.

“Hell,” said Hardesty, “I can’t sleep.
I can’t—"

“You won’t now, sweetheart.”

Hardesty did not miss the hard note
in Cardigan’s tone. “What—what—"

Cardigan took off his hat and whacked
it into the nearest chair. “No, you won’t
sleep now, Sam, and that’s a fact. Now
I want it straight.” He slapped his hands
on the bed post, and his big face was
dark, tight-drawn, and his dark eyes bit
down at Hardesty. “The jane's dead,”
he said suddenly.

“Dead!”

“Don’t yell.”

“But good God !’

“I know, I know. I know all about
that. Lay off the third-act cracks. Tight-
en up. Keep your pants on and sit quiet.
The jane’s dead. That’s a fact. We
know about it. And we know that you
were so lousy drunk last night that you
can’t remember what happened. You
think you signed a check, and off I go
waltzing to do my stuff—and what do I
run in to?

Hardesty stood up, suddenly grim.
“Listen, if you think I knew she was dead
when I sent you there, you're nuts!”

Cardigan looked bored, and waved a
hand. “Don’t get tough, Sam. I believe
you didn’t know she was dead, but still
that doesn’t help matters. She’s dead.
You were there—drunk or drugged or
something —and next morning, tra-la,
she’s dead.”

“My God, I didn’t do it!”

Cardigan muttered soberly: “How do
you know ?”

“How do I know! Youknow as well
as I do that I wouldn’t go around killing
people!”

“You forget, Sam, that for a little while
you were blotto. Maybe she teased you.
Maybe you were blind-drunk and let her
have it. It's possible. Now hold on—
pipe down. We'll say you didn’t kill her,
just for the sake of argument. Still
where are you? When the cops land on
you, where are you? You can’t remem-
ber a thing. You see, you can’t remem-
ber a thing. Cram that in your pipe,
smoke it, and sit quiet.”

Hardesty slumped back to the bed, his
mouth slack. “I get you, Jack,” he mut-
tered. “I get you.”

Cardigan went on. “I searched the
place. I didn’t find any checks authored
by you. I wiped off all the furniture, a
glass, and the door — for fingerprints.
Understand, I used a master key to get
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in the place. I left and told the clerk I
didn’t get an answer and that I'd try
later. I thought of calling in the cops,
but I wanted to think things over, and
talk with you, and I knew the cops would
haul me eventually anyhow.”

“You ?”

“Sure. The clerk will remember I
stopped by. Now you and I don’t know
if you killed her or not. I believe you
were tricked, and the point is, whether
you murdered her or not, we’ve got to get
you out of it. We can’t even have them
suspect you did it. I don’t believe you'd
kill anybody, Sam, but the odds are
against you and we’ve got a tough row to
hoe.”

Hardesty got up and tramped the
length of the room. “Hell, Jack, if I'd
thought I'd be hauling you into a mess
like this—"

“That’s done. I'm in for it. If this
thing breaks up your alley, you're out of
the World Series, you'’re out of baseball
for good. And if you're out of the Series,
that ball team of yours is going to lose
two games—and the pennant.”

“What could I tell my wife? What
cculd I tell Carmicheal? How could I
make them understand ?”

Cardigan heaved a dark sigh. “I don’t
think you could. Sam, you’re in a spot—
a tough one, and no fooling. And I'm
in a spot. I’m in a spot because the cops
are going to call me in and ask me things
and I'm going to have to shadow-box all
over the place to keep you out of it.”

“Nix. I’'m not going to drag you in,
Jack. By God, I'll go right over now
and make a clean breast of it!”

Cardigan was sardonic. “A clean
breast about what? You’re going over
and tell the cops a bed-time story. You
can’t remember a thing. What can you
tell them?”

Hardesty groaned and held his head in
his hands.

Cardigan spoke with a hard calm.
“Get back to your hotel and act natural.
Leave this to me. You’re not in it yet.
McQueston won’t talk because surer than
hell they’d close up his club. We’re safe
there. And McQueston can shut up the
taxi driver that took you and this jane
to her apartment. So far, youre safe.
The thing we don’t know about is the
check. And we don’t know who the guys
are you said you thought were there.
They must have been friends of hers.
They must have been the guys brought
her to the Medallion. So you see what we
can bank on, and what we can’t. Who
are these guys? What part do they play?
If one of them was her boy friend, and
she double-crossed him by giving you the
boudoir eye, he might have strangled her.
But I can't see it that way because they
were all there when you were there.

O. K. Dress and shoot kack to your
hotel.”

ARDIGAN saw Hardesty off in a

taxi, and then took one to the agency
office. Pat Seaward and George Ham-
merhorn, the chief, were in conference,
but Cardigan broke in and said: “Excuse
the interruption, but this is important.”

Hammerhorn said : “Indicating, I sup-
pose, that what Patricia and I are talking
about isn’t.”

“Honest, George.- This is hot, red-hot.
Listen, both of you” He slapped his
hands on the desk, bracing his arms.
“Sam Hardesty is a friend of mine. We
grew up together, and he went his way
and T went mine, and every now and
then we’d run across each other in some
city and go on a bender together. Sam
could never hold a lot of liquor—"

“Comparing him with yourself, of
course,” Pat put in, smiling sweetly.

Cardigan inhaled, looked down at her.
“You'll please keep that affected humor
to yourself, precious orchid—"
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“Now, now,” George Hammerhorn given the best years of my life to this
said. “None of that. Get on with your agency, and if I can’t get help to lend an
story.” old pal a hand when he needs it—"

Cardigan did, and gradually Hammer-
horn and Pat leaned forward, their inter-
est growing. Cardigan finished and his
listeners sat back and Hammerhorn,
reaching for a cigar, said: “So what?”

“So it goes on the records that this
Priscilla Ferne called up last night and
asked us to send a man up early this
morning. The memo was lost, but the man
on duty here remembered her first name
was Priscilla and that she lived at the
Drexel Tower. I went up and talked to
the clerk as I've explained. Then I
couldn’t get an answer from Priscilla’s
apartment, so I left, intending to come
back later.”

Pat said, “I never saw a man like you!
Always getting into hot water on some-
body’s account but your own! Phooey!”

Hammerhorn was frowning. “Little
irregular, Jack.”

“Of course it is. But I've got to be
cleared! I can’t drag Sam’s name in it!
I’'ve got to keep him in the clear too!”

“How do you know,” Pat said, “he
really deserves it? How do you know he
didn’t kill her?”

Cardigan rasped, with gestures: “How
do I know! How do I know!” And he
leaned forward, asking: “How do I know
that you're really Pat Seaward? Can I
prove it? Can I prove that’s your name?
No! T only know it because you told me!
How do I know Broadway is Broadway?
How do—"

“Oh, dear me, now you’re off again;
now I've started something. Let’s call it
a day.”

Hammerhorn, broad, placid, fanned
himself. “Well, well, children, I'm glad
recess is over.”

Cardigan suddenly hit the desk so hard
that a glass cover jumped from an ink-
well; and he shouted: “By God, I've

“Damn it!” roared Hammerhorn.
“This is no halll This is an office! My
office !’

Pat held her ears.

The phone rang and she’pulled it
toward her and said: “Yes, this is the
Cosmos Agency. . . . Oh, hello, Lieuten-
ant O’Mara. ... Yes, this is Pat Sea-
ward . ... Oh, you old naughty mans, you

I beg your pardon? . .. Why, yes.
That is, we had a call, but the memo
was lost, but the clerk remembered the
first name and the address, so we sent
up Cardigan. He phoned back to say
there was no one in, and Mr. Hammer-
horn ordered him to try again, later. I'm
sure he’ll turn up any minute. . . . Thank
you, Lieutenant O’Mara!”

Hammerhorn sighed, leaned back, lit
his cigar., “Well,” he said, “so I guess
it’s in the records.”

“But,” said Pat, sliding the phone to
the middle of the desk, looking up mean-
ingly, “there’s a fox on the case.”

THERE was a great amount of activity

in the Drexel Tower apartment when
Cardigan arrived. Some reporters were
there, a police photographer, a man from
the D. A.’s office, half a dozen uniformed
policemen, Detective “Knucks” Hermann,
loud-mouthed, dramatic and dumb. All
these men had something to say to one
another, and the result was a continuous
babble, worse than a debutante party. In
a far corner of the room, remote, look-
ing slightly absent-minded, sat Lieutenant
Chauncey O’Mara; he sat on the arm of
a wing chair, small, slight, debonair, with
black hair, a black mustache, a thin bony
face with high, red cheekbones and a
good-humored mouth.

“Ah" roared Knucks Hermann above
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the general uproar. “As I breathe and
live, if it ain’t not Cardigan. Hey, Chaun-
cey; look what the wind blowed in!”’
He grinned widely, chewed on a great
wad of gum.

“You look well, Knucks,” Cardigan
said drily,

“Yeah? I don’t mind if I do.”

O’Mara had not moved, though he be-
gan swinging his leg idly. “Hello, Cardi-
gan,” he said, his blue eyes twinkling. He
nodded to the bedroom. “Looks like a
case of beauty and the beast.”

“What happened ?”

“Take a look. She’s in there.”

O’Mara rose and sauntered into the
bedroom, and Cardigan and Hermann fol-
lowed. O’Mara closed the door against
the babble in the living room, lit an
Egyptian cigarette and looked down va-
cantly at the body.

Hermann advised: “She was choked.”

“I see,” Cardigan said. He said no
more, determined to let O’Mara take the
lead.

O’Mara did. “I hear the agency sent
you up to see her this morning.”

“If she’s Priscilla Ferne, yes.”

“She is.”

“I came in and— You see, the mug
down at the office lost the memo with her
name on it. She called the agency last
night. All I had was her first name and
the address. I got the rest from the clerk
downstairs. Came up here, knocked for
a while and got no answer. Then I went
away.”

“Didn’t suspect anything, huh?”

“Why should I? I didn’t even know
what she wanted. How long’s she been
dead?”

“Helvig says about ten hours. She got
it about midnight or one A. M., say.
Whoever did it was wise. We noticed
everything wiped off—chairs, desk, and
so on. She’s been living here a month.
A guy from The Herald-Star says her

real name’s Mamie Pulofski. She won a
beauty contest in Iron City four years
ago, got a month on the vaudeville circuit
and then vanished. She was a ham ac-
tress. She used the Priscilla Ferne on the
stage. This guy says she was in a mess
in Buffalo a couple of years ago. At a
party in her hotel rooms, a guy fell from
a window and killed himself. Nothing
criminal, of course—just messy. Then
about a year ago, he says, she was beaten
up by somebody in Boston. In her hotel
room. Nobody knew who. She never told.
Kind of a girl, I guess, that drove guys
nuts. Maybe she was a teaser. The Buf-
falo jam was a kind of antipasto, the
Boston the fish course and this the entrée.
Looks as if she ordered it all & la carte,
but didn’t wait for the dessert. The des-
sert’ll be ours—the guy who killed her.”
“Any leads?’

“Night clerk said she came in with a
fellow last night. He didn’t bother look-
ing much. Just a big guy. He doesn’t re-
member when or if they left, or what he
looked like. It looks a smooth job to me.
It looks like a planned job. If a guy went
nuts and killed her, he would have run
out without bothering to wipe away his
fingerprints. There’s nothing—no letter,
no marks, nothing. I thought maybe you’d
be able to give me a steer.”

“I'm dead in the dark, Chauncey.”

O’Mara sighed. “Well, I guess we ship
her back to Iron City, if she’s got rela-
tives there. Bum homecoming, huh? I
hate to see ’em go young like this, Cardi-
gan—good or bad, I hate to see ’em go
voung.”

CHAPTER THREE
Hardesty Calls His Bank

SHE did not get much space in the met-

ropolitan newspapers. A small stick
on the third page, and no picture;
though back in Iron City she doubtless
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made the headlines. Cardigan walked into
the Medallion at the cocktail hour and
knew by the look in McQueston’s face
that he had come upon the news. Mc-
Queston moved his head and Cardigan
followed him into a back room and Mc-
Queston, with a steely look in his eyes,
said: ‘“What the hell kind of horseplay
is this?”

“So you call it horseplay.”

McQueston looked very elegant in eve-
ning clothes, and his thin nose glasses
shimmered. “You didn’t say anything
about murder this morning.”

“I didn’t know there was murder, Ben.”

“I’ve got an idea you’re playing ring-
around-the-rosie,” the tall man chal-
lenged.

“Pack up that idea and put it in moth-
balls. All you have to do, Ben, is keep
your mouth shut, keep Otto’s mouth shut,
and all the other guys who work for you.
And that taxi driver.”

“I’ve talked to him.”

“Swell.”

McQueston compressed his lips. “But
I'm not playing fiddle to any murder.
What I did is only temporary, until—”

Cardigan darkened, snapped: ‘“Until
what?”

McQueston colored, thinned down his
eyes.

And Cardigan went on, deeply: “This
guy Hardesty is an old friend of mine.
He was tricked, trapped—he was made
somebody’s fall-guy, and he hasn’t got
a leg to stand cn—except mine. Now that
jane picked him up in your place. It all
started here, and if you start shooting off
your mouth to the wrong people, I can
make a mountain out of that mole-hill.
Hardesty is up against it and so am I,
and this jane was a tramp. How do I
know Hardesty didn’t get knock-out drops
here?”

“Damn you—"

“O. K. Damn me. But if you want to

keep this joint swanky, if you want to
stay on the lee side of the law and keep
your name out of the papers—play ball.
This is no affair of yours, and it is an af-
fair of mine. You’re a nice guy, Ben, but
sometimes you start acting like the preackh-
er you look like. Keep your nose out of
it. Keep Otto and the rest and the taxi
driver dumb. I don’t know how this thing.
will break yet. So far, Hardesty is in the
clear—-but there were three other guys
in it, and I can’t figure them or how they’ll
move.”

McQueston, keeping his lips tight, star-
ed at the floor. Then he said, “O. K.”

“T knew you’d listen to reason, Ben.”

“I just hate to get tangled up.”

“Come on, I'll buy you a drink.”

“I’ll buy you one.”

NEXT morning Cardigan was on his

way down to breakfast when the
ringing of his phone stopped him in the
doorway. He went back and grabbed it,
spoke for a moment, hung up, and then
went out, his brows bent. He did not
stop for breakfast, but boarded a cab out-
side his hotel and drove north, to Central
Park. Fifteen minutes later he walked in
on McQueston, and McQueston, sitting
at the card table and smoking a cigarette,
said: “See this morning’s paper ?”

“NO."

“Look at this. Second page.”

Cardigan took the newspaper and said:
“What?”

“Third column.”

“This picture? . . . Oh, I see. Casey
Smith. What about it?”

“Read it.”

Cardigan sat down and read that at
eleven the previous night Casey Smith,
the gambler, was found dead in West
Forty-eighth Street, with two bullets in
him. It had occurred near Fifth Avenue.
No one had seen the shooting. Patrol-
man Kopf had heard the shots, come upon -
the body five minutes later.
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“So what?” Cardigan said.

“Louie called up and said Casey Smith
was one of the three guys that came in
with the dame the other night.” He stood
up. “This is getting close, Cardigan! Too
damn close for comfort!”

Cardigan’s thoughts began spinning.
“Hold everything, Ben. Keep your shirt
on. This is a hot lead !”

“Hot lead hell! T've got an idea I'm
headed for a jam and—”

“Ben,” Cardigan said, spreading his
arms, “you wouldn’t let me down, would
you?”

McQueston made an exasperated sound.
“You're a damned nuisance, Jack—that’s
what you are!”

Cardigan tossed the paper to the table,
said, “I’ll be seeing you, pal,” and stretch-
ed his legs out of the apartment.

HE found Chauncey O’Mara, Knucks
; Hermann, and two other men in an
office at police headquarters. He said:
“I didn’t think you were busy, Chauncey.
I just dropped in to see if you'd picked
up anything.”

Hermann said: ‘“Didja read about how
Casey Smith up and got himself a one-
way ticket to parts unknown?”

“Oh, that. Yeah, I saw it in the paper.”

“These guys,” went on Hermann, “was
his pals, as you might say. Wasn't they,
Chauncey?”

O’Mara seemed satisfied with his nails.
“Cardigan, this is Tom Spinack and Carl
Bounds. Boys, this is Cardigan, a pri-
vate dick.” -

“Yeah,” blurted Hermann, grinning
widely.” “This is the gazabo that was al-
most on that Priscilla Ferne job, only she
was all choked up by the time he got
there.”

Mr. “Spinack and Mr. Bounds laid
blank, ancient eyes on Cardigan, and both
nodded politely. They were fairly young
men, about forty, but their eyes were an-

cient—eyes that had no connection what-
ever with their thoughts. Mr. Spinack was
a swart, chubby man, with a moon face,
and Mr. Bounds was tall, hatchet-faced,
with a ramrod nape and a beaked nose.

“I think I read about that in the pa-
per,” said Mr. Bounds, politely.

“You can go, boys,” O’Mara said.

Mr. Spinack and Mr. Bounds rose,
bowed and went out.

“Smoothies,”
wise-eyed.

O’Mara sighed. “Well, these gamblers
get it some day. This case looks open and
shut and is on its way to the pigeon hole
already. Casey Smith was a big gambler,
and for a time I thought maybe these two
pals of his had something to do with it.
But Casey wasn’t as big as Spinack. Last
year they cleaned up on the World Series.
They hit the prizefighters too, and the
races. Spinack and Bounds were in Gus’s,
off Madison, when the shooting happened,
and Casey Smith was on his way to meet
them with a couple of grand they were
placing on the Series. The dough wasn’t
touched. I checked up on all that. It’s
one of those things. What I'm interested
in, is this other case. It's so damned air-
tight. It gets me—makes me mad.”

“I just berl over!” Hermann growled,
making a fist.

“Well,” Cardigan said, “I'll be getting
on. Let me know if you get a break.”

commented Hermann,

ARDIGAN walked to Canal Street,
following Spinack and Bounds, and
after a while they got in a taxi. Cardigan
flagged another and told the driver to
follow them. The tail led uptown on the
West Side; ended in front of a hotel in
a Midtown side street. It was a small ho-
tel, crowded on either side, with a flashy
lobby, small, noisy, theatrical.
Bounds was buying a newspaper at
the stand, and Spinack was waiting. When
they turned away from the counter, Car-
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digan blocked them and said: “I want to
talk to you guys.” '

Bounds, the tall man, looked annoyed.

Spinack lit a cigar and said: “Talk.”

Cardigan made a motion and they
walked to the rear of the lobby, took seats
in a divan behind a flat pillar.

Cardigan said: “You guys afraid to
come out in the open about the Ferne
dame’s killing ?”’

Spinack looked at his cigar. “What’s
the connection?” he asked flatly.

“Plenty.”

Spinack looked disagreeably at his cigar
and Bounds folded his paper and stared
at a point on the wall.

“Well?” said Cardigan.

“Well,” said Spinack, “nuts.”

Cardigan said: “What happened? Did
Casey rub out the jane and did you guys
have Casey rubbed out for pulling a bon-

. er?!,

“Listen!” Spinack said, poking Bounds.
“Listen to him!”

“Funny. Funny as hell,” Cardigan
said. “If O’Mara knew the connection,
you guys wouldn’t be so funny.”

“I didn’t notice you telling him,” Spin-
ack said, holding his cigar in front of his
mouth.

“You came in the Medallion night be-
fore last with the woman. She left with
Hardesty and you joined them later. Do
you mix the badger game with gam-
bling?”

Spinack said after a moment: “You
know a hell of a lot.”

Cardigan nodded.

“Come up to our room,” Spinack said.

They went up in an elevator and en-
tered a small two-room apartment, cheap-
ly but flashily furnished. Spinack chewed
deliberately on his cigar and Bounds took
a seat, unfolded the paper and pretended
to read. Their eyes, Cardigan noticed,
never changed.

Spinack said: “You’re working for
Hardesty.”

“That’s as good as any.”

“I said you’re working for Hardesty.”

Cardigan smiled. “O. K.”

“So what?”

“So what kind of a frame did you guys
plant around him?”

“I see. Youre not telling O’Mara
about us because that would drag in
Hardesty.” He laughed, drily.

“That’s one point,” Cardigan said.

“O. K. If O’Mara doesn’t suspect a
connection, what the hell are you beefing
about?”

“I want the check Hardesty wrote out.”

“What check ?”

“Do you suppose I'm going to believe
he was taken to the dame’s apartment be-
cause she liked him ?”

Spinack chewed on his cigar. “My ad-
vice to you, Cardigan, would be pack up
your troubles and go home. Let things
lay.”

“You can take your advice and chuck it
out the window. This is not just a case to
me. Hardesty’s a pal of mine and he was
taken in by a dame and some lousy grift-
ers. I’'m not getting a cent out of this. He
was not taken for fun. There’s a reason.
There’s got to be. We can’t settle this at
headquarters. That’s O. K. by me. Har-
desty was doped, and he was doped for
a reason. I want to know that reason.”

“I'm sorry, Cardigan. You're all
wrong. He picked her up and took her
home and we joined them. We took her
to the club, and we naturally wanted to
see she was all right. She said she was,
and we left her with Hardesty. What
happened after that is none of our busi-
ness.”

“Who knocked off Casey Smith?”

“I don’t know. I can’t imagine.”

“Suppose I did tell O’Mara there’s a
connection ?”’

Spinack raised his cigar. “Do you want
to hang a murder rap on your pal?”

“He didn't kill that dame!”

“Who'll prove he didn’t ?”
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Cardigan bit his lip.

And Spinack said: “I’d hate to get
tangled up here, but if you tell O’Mara,
I'll have to be. Bounds and T’ll have to
tell him the last we saw of Priscilla alone,
she was with Hardesty, in her apartment,
and him blind drunk.” He took a leisure-
ly puff. “So if you want to hang your pal,
go to it.”

Cardigan was coloring. He twisted his
mouth, muttered, “You win,” and went to
the door. He added, “So far—you win,”
and went out.

IS neck felt red and hot, his throat

dry. He walked into a speakeasy up
the street, polished off four beers and ate
a sandwich.

Then he took a cab and drove to the
hotel where Hardesty lived. He found
Hardesty pacing the floor like a caged
animal.

“Jack,” he said, “I finally called my
bank on long-distance.”

“I told you, damn it, to lay off your
bank!” Cardigan snapped.

“I know, but—"

“You know! You know a hell of a lot!
I told you to lay off the bank because you
can’t afford to arouse any curiosity.
You’ve got to keep your name out of this.
If that check was made out to Priscilla
Ferne, and you demanded your bank to
stop it, they’ll remember the name. Oth-
erwise, it would slide through and they’d
hardly notice the name. Suppose your
wife does get it? Hell, you've got to make
a breast of it. Either that, or get mixed
up with John Law—"

“But listen. I long-distanced the bank
but I didn’t mention any names. I just
asked if one of my checks for any large
amount had come in. So they looked at
my statement, and what do you think?
My god, what do you think ?”

Cardigan scowled. “I'm sick and tired
of bad news. I just had four beers. Give

me a shot of rum to take away the taste
—and*then maybe I can bear up.”

“But, Jack, for the love of cripes—"

“The rum first, Sam. Keep your head.
Life’s a bowl of berries, with a lot of razz
in ’'em. Do you think I'm going to let you
break me down? . . . Calling up the bank!
Fat-head!”

CHAPTER FOUR
O’Mara Misses the Dessert

CARDIGAN, learning that Spinack and

Bounds were in their apartment,
camped in the lobby, far back. It was the
pre-dinner hour, and in a little while
Spinack and Bounds came down. Both
wore tuxedoes. The lobby was crowded,
noisy with the tinny voices of second-rate
women, thick with the smells of tobacco
and cheap perfume. The two gamblers
stood for a few moments lighting cigar-
ettes, and presently Cardigan saw a small
man, with long arms, dressed in a baggy
suit of dark tweed, rise and go out, mix-
ing with a crowd of half a dozen. Then
Spinack and Bounds walked out.

Cardigan tossed a dime, caught it,
pursed his lips. He picked the small,
tweed-dressed man for a punk or a body-
guard. Going out first that way, on the
arrival of Spinack and Bounds, would
place him as a bodyguard. This, Cardi-
gan saw, would make things difficult.
Walking ahead, the bodyguard would spot
trouble, give a signal. Spinack and Bounds
would detour. The trouble would start
after them, and the bodyguard would fall
in behind the trouble and break it up.
The baggy tweed suit made good coverage
for a couple of big guns.

In a moment Cardigan left the lobby
and spotted Bounds and Spinack head-
ing toward Sixth Avenue. They turned
north. In the next block there was a
shooting gallery, and slot peep-machines.
The twenty-twos were smacking flatly,
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and the place was a bit crowded. Bounds
and Spinack drifted in, strolled among
the slot-machines to the rear, where the
shooting was taking place. A dozen men,
mildly tight, and wearing organization
ribbons, were cutting loose.

Cardigan got behind one of the slot-
machines and saw Spinack and Bounds
idly enjoying the display of bad shooting.
The dozen men were lined up, and they
seemed to be playing a game in which all
lined up and began shooting at once.
Spinack grinned and stepped up to the
counter and Bounds joined him; both
took up rifles. Onlookers crowded in be-
hind. The little man in tweeds went up to
the counter also and took up a twenty-
two automatic pistol. The onlookers,
crowding in, obscured Cardigan’s view.
There was a lull, and the dozen visiting
delegates raised their rifles. One shouted
“Go!” and the twenty-twos began blazing.

The blast ended and the man in tweeds
turned and walked rapidly out of the
establishment. The crowd broke up, and
Cardigan saw Spinack still leaning against
the counter, holding his rifle, his eibows
braced on the counter. Someone bumped
against him and Spinack turned and fell
down. Bounds took one look at him, then
spun, made an outcry which Cardigan did
not hear, and broke into a run.

Cardigan slipped after him. He caught
sight of Bounds walking swiftly up Sixth
Avenue, and ahead, a block beyond, he
saw the man in tweeds turn west. Bounds
followed, and Cardigan followed Bounds.
No one ran. It was a walk, a fast, busi-
nesslike walk, and the passing pedestrians
took no particular notice. Occasionally the
man in tweeds looked back, but did not
move any faster ; he knew, doubtless, that
Bounds would not break into a run—not
yet, at least, in this crowded district.

The walking chase led westward, past
Broadway, past Eighth Avenue and
toward the dark, dismal hinterland of

Tenth Avenue. Here the bright lights
faded away, here the streets grew darker,
Here there were drab houses.

Into one of these houses the man in
tweeds darted. Bounds followed.

Cardigan reached the vestibule, listened,
and then ventured into the hall. Above,
he heard climbing footfalls. O

HE went up slowly as far as the top

hallway, and stopped with his ear
cocked, his brows bent and his eyes wary.
And then he heard a voice, so close at hand
that it startled him. But the voice was be-
hind a door, the door nearest to him. It
was Bounds’ voice.

“You see I’'m unarmed. I followed you
to see what it’s all about, to make a deal.
You put the finger on Casey and you put
it on Spinack. No doubt I'm number
three. Make a deal. Call your openers.”

There was a moment of silence, and
then a dry cackle, and, “You can’t make
a deal with me, fella. I got Casey Smith
and I got Spinack and now I'm going to
get you. How’d you like the way I got
Spinack? Took that twenty-two and
while he was leaning on the counter, I let
him have ten shots right through the left
side of his chest. How’d you like that,
huh?”

“Neat,” said Bounds. “Sappy—but
neat. Now use your head and make a
deal. I've got five thousand dollars that’s
yours if you take the finger off me.”

“Thought you were wise, following me
here, huh?” .

“I ask for a break. I neversaw you be-
fore and I don’t know what your grudge
against me is—"

“I know !”

“I guess you do, but listen to reason.”

“To hell with you. You and me are go-
ing for a short walk, and then you get
what your pals got. Move over!”

Feet scuffled, and then Cardigan heard
the doorknob turn. He saw the door open,
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saw the man in tweeds backing out into
the hallway, covering Bounds with two
big guns. The little man backed into the
muzzle of Cardigan’s gun and Cardigan
said: “Raise ’em, sweetheart.”

The little man hissed through his teeth,
crouched, and his guns quivered.

Cardigan jabbed him. “Deaf? Raise
'em !”

The hands rose, holding the guns aloft.

“Get in,” Cardigan said. And then.
“You, Bounds, back up.”

Cardigan entered the room, closed the
door and leaned back against it. The
small man still stood with the guns raised,
his back to Cardigan. Bounds’ face was
very gaunt, very gray—but his eyes were
the same, ancient, expressionless.

“T’'ll call my openers,” Cardigan said.
“And I'm talking to you, Bounds. You'll
listen. Punk, keep the guns up high
and keep your back to me. Get fancy
and you'll rate a smashed back. Now,
Bounds. You're in a tough spot, you'll
never be in a tougher one. So what? So
you'll tell me the whole story. The story
regarding a certain check, a certain dame,
and certain mysterious happenings.”

“What check ?”

“Hardesty called his bank.”

Bounds said: “How do I know ycu’re
on the level ?”

“You don’t. But a guy like you, on a
hot spot right now, shouldn’t worry about
a thing like that. I don’t feel called upon
to make any rash promises. I'm just tell-
ing you that if you come across, you walk
off the spot. Beyond that, you'll have to
take care of yourself. Get started.”

THE little man sighed, and his fingers
moved on the guns; a convulsive
shudder shook his body.

Bounds said: “We were laying dough
on the World Series. We knew the teams
were on par, evenly matched, and big bets
were unsafe either way, unless we fixed

things.” He spoke slowly, with an effort.
“We figured that Hardesty would pitch
two games and win two, but that the other
team could even that. With Hardesty out,
the other team would be a certain bet.”

The little man was beginning to grunt
like a caged animal.

Bounds was beginning to sweat. He
went on: “We put the girl on him. She
knew what it was all about and she was to
get a grand for her part. We spotted
Hardesty for a couple of weeks, and fin-
ally saw him go out alone and wind up
in the Medallion. We picked up the girl
and went to the Medallion, and she went
after him, telling him what a swell pitcher
he was. He asked her to have a drink.
She smeared it on, and Hardesty swelled
up and drank quite a bit. Then she asked
him to take her home, she didn’t feel well.”

Bounds took a large breath. “We joined
them later in her apartment—about half
an hour later—after she’d mixed Har-
desty a drink and dropped in some pow-
erful medicine. It hit Hardesty like a
brick. He got goofy. Then we began
asking him for his autograph. The girl
asked him first, and then Casey asked
him, then Spinack. On sheets of paper.
Then I asked him. He could hardly see,
but he wrote down his name from habit.
The one I asked him for, he wrote on a
check. He didn’t know it.”

“And so?” Cardigan said dully.

“The girl asked him to take it easy,
and helped him off with his coat. In his
pocket, she found the name of his bank
and a couple of deposit slips. We took two
slips and made out an original and a
duplicate and stuck them with the check
into an envelope and addressed the enve-
lope to his bank, air mail. The check was
for five grand.”

“Who made the check out?”’

Bounds bit his lip.

“Who made it out?”
“T did.”
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“You made out a check for five grand
to Hardesty. That’s it, isn't it?”

“Yes.”

llWhy?”

Bounds was running sweat by this
time. “Evidence. I was to take it to Har-
desty’s manager the day the Series
opened, showing it had been endorsed and
deposited by Hardesty. I was to say that
Hardesty had promised to fake illness and
stay out of the Series. We knew that with
evidence like the check, Carmichael would
not only put Hardesty on the bench, but
fire him. We’d have laid a lot of bets on
the other team, through various fronts,
and would clean up at least a hundred
grand.”

“And who chucked the wrench in the
business ?”

Bounds tongued his lips.

“What finally happened to Hardesty
that night ?” Cardigan asked.

“Well, we took him out of the girl’s
apartment. Took him as far as his hotel
and shoved him in the front door. Then
we went home and sat around talking it
over. It was open and shut then. But
there was no killing on the bill. That
wrecked everything.”

Cardigan said: “T want the canceled
check.”

Bounds reached into his pocket, with-
drew it and laid it on the table.

“That,” said Cardigan, “clears Har-
desty. Now who killed the jane?”

Bounds took a deep breath, then kept
his lips tightly shut. His eyes shimmered.

THE raised guns in the hands of the

small man shook. “You know damned
well T killed her!” he cried. “And I'm
proud of it. Same as I'm proud I killed
Casey Smith and Spinack, like I'm going
to kill you. I killed her. Why? Because
when I went up to stir, I left her ten
grand to keep for me till I come out, and

ten for herself. And what happens? She
spends it all. And not only that. When I
come out, I get the go-by off her. She’s
being set up swell by you three guys, and
I don’t even get a look-in.

“I used to watch her going around to
all them swell places, looking like a mil-
lion dollars. I didn’t have the dough to
go to them places. I hadda live in a dump
like this, and once I was in the dough. It
drove me nuts, seeing her looking swell
and knowing you guys swiped her off me.
So the other night T busted wide open. I
choked hell out of her! I couldn’t stop!
And then T went after you guys, that
swiped her!”

He spun on Cardigan. “What right
you got to butt in? You ain’t got no right,
you lousy bum!”

“Punk, learn how to talk to your bet-
ters.”

“Punk, am I? Damn it, I was a first-
rate rod till that woman ruined me! Let
me give this guy what’s coming to him! I
got rights! Damn it, ain’t a citizen got
rights any more?”

Bounds said: “I’'ve got to get out of
here, Cardigan.”

“And T think no more of you,” Cardi-
gan growled. “You tried to ruin one of
the finest pitchers in the leagues. Not just
for this Series, but forever. He can’t do
anything but play baseball. You didn't
think about that. You meant to ruin him,
chuck him out of the leagues for good.
This little guy is a punk and rat, but so
are you, and so were your pals!”

Bounds’ voice shook. “You said you'd
give me a break!”

“I’d give any rat a break!” He reached
up and ripped one of the guns from the
little man’s hand. “You’ll take this rod,
Bounds, and go out. You’'ll both go out.
I can’t turn him over to the cops without
telling the whole story. And I can’t afford
to tell the whole story. I said, Bounds,
I'd get you off this particular spot. Well,
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I am. Beyond that, look out for yourself.
Both you guys, put your guns in your
pockets. Walk downstairs with me.”

They left the room and marched down
the stairs and Cardigan said: “There’s no
choice between you. You're both rats.”
They reached the street and Cardigan
said : “Bounds, start west. You get a start
of a block. Get walking.”

Bounds strode off, and Cardigan kept
his gun trained on the little man, and he
said: “My advice would be to forget it,
for he’ll forget it. But I'm no judge, and
I'm no law. You’re dumb and he’s smart,
but underneath it all you’re both rats and
a menace to society. Take my advice or
leave it. O. K., you can go now.”

He stood and watched both men disap-
pear in the darkness, and then he headed
east. In his pocket was the check, and

that was settled—Hardesty was in the
clear. But he was not happy, he did not
gloat. He kept walking eastward, and
soon the bleat and blare of Midtown en-
veloped him, the lights twinkled, crowds
pushed and shoved.

He went into a speakeasy and took up
a diet of Scotch, feeling that it would be
better to be tight and in the dumps than
merely in the dumps.

After a while a couple of men strode
in, ordering drinks, and one said: “I hear
two guys just shot it out.over on Eleventh
Avenue. Emptied their guns. Put out each
other’s lights.”

Cardigan mused aloud: “Well, O’Mara
missed the dessert.”

“Huh?” said the bartender.

“Another Scotch.”
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Paul Pry’s blade‘ parried the knife.

The Cross-Stitch Killer

A Paul Pry Story

By
Erle Stanley Gardner

Author of “The Crimson Scorpion,” eic.

Millionaires were that hunter's only game, and when he'd bagged them

be sewed their lips up tight for he knew that even dead men sometimes

talk. But Paul Pry, professional op portunist, was a tailor of sorts himself,

with a needle as sharp and deadly as the cross-stitch killer’s—an avenging
sword cane to darn living flesh!

CHAPTER ONE

Murdered Millions

AUL PRY polished the razor-keen
blade of his sword cane with the
same attentive care a stone polish-
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er might take in putting just the right
lustre upon a fine piece of onyx.
“Mugs” Magoo sat slumped in a big
overstuffed chair in the corner. He held
a whiskey glass in his left hand. His
right arm was off at the shoulder.
Eva Bentley sat in a small, glass-en-
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closed booth and listened to a radio which
was tuned in on the wave length of the
police broadcasting station. From time
to time she took swift notes in competent
shorthand, occasionally rattled out a few
paragraphs on a portable typewriter
which was on a desk at her elbow.

Mugs Magoo rolled his glassy eyes in
the direction of Paul Pry. “Some day,”
he said, “‘some crook is going to grab the
blade of that sword cane and bust it in
two. Why don’t you pack a big gun and
forget that sword cane business? The
blade ain’t big enough to cut off a plug
of chewing tobacco.”

Paul Pry smiled. “The efficacy of this
sword cane, Mugs, lies in its lightness and
speed. It’s like a clever boxer who flash-
es in, lands a telling blow, and jumps out
again before a heavier adversary can even
get set to deliver a punch.”

Mugs Magoo nodded his head slowly
and lugubriously. “Now,” he said, “I
know why you like that weapon—that’s
the way you like to play game, jumping
in ahead of the police, side-stepping the
crooks, ducking out before anyone knows
what’s happened, and leaving a hell of a
mess behind.”

Paul Pry’s smile broadened into a grin,
and the grin became a chuckle. “Well,
Mugs,” he said, “there’s just a chance
there may be something in that.”

At that moment, Eva Bentley jumped
to her feet, picked up her shorthand note-
book and opened the door of the glass-
enclosed compartment. Instantly, the
sound of the police radio became audible.

“What is it, Eva?” asked Paul Pry.
“Something important ?”’

“Yes, she said, “there’s just been an-
other corpse found, with his lips sewed
together. Like the other one, he’s a mil-
lionaire—Charles B. Darwin is the victim
this time. His murder is almost identical
with that of the murder of Harry Tra-
vers. Both men were stabbed to death;

both men had been receiving threatening
letters through the mail; both men were
found dead, with their lips sewed to-
gether with a peculiar cross-stitch.”

MUGS MAGOO poured himself a
glass of whiskey. “Thank God I
ain’t no millionaire!” he said.

Paul Pry finished polishing the blade
of the sword cane, and inserted it in the
cunningly disguised scabbard. His eyes
were level-lidded in concentration, and his
voice was quick and sharp.

“I presume the police are making quite
a commotion about it,” he said.

“T'll say they are,” Eva Bentley told
him. “They’ve broadcast a general alarm
telling all cars to drop everything and
concentrate on finding this mysterious
murderer. It seems to be a question of
money. In fact, the police are certain of
it. Evidently they have some information
which has not been given to the press.
However, it’s common knowledge that
both men received letters demanding that
they place a certain sum of money in an
envelope and mail it to a certain person
at a certain address. Both men disre-
garded the request and turned the letter
over to the police.”

“Any information about any other men
who have received similar letters?” asked
Paul Pry.

“None. The police are simply giving
instructions to the cars. They’re assign-
ing cars to the district in which the body
was found.”

“Where was it — in a house?”

“No, it was found in an automobile.
The man had evidently been driving an
automobile and had pulled in to the curb
and stopped. He was killed seated at the
wheel. The officers place the death as
having taken place at about three o’clock
this morning. They are inclined to be-
lieve there was some woman companion
in the automobile with him, and they’re
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trying to find her. They think that she
knows something of the crime, or can at
least give some clue to the murderer.”
“Anything else?” asked Paul Pry.
“That’s about all of it,” she said. “You
don’t want the detailed instructions which
are being given the automobiles, do you?”

“No,” he told her, “not now. But make
notes of everything that goes over the
radio in connection with this crime.”

She returned to the booth, where she
closed the door and once more started
her pencil flying over the pages of the
shorthand notebook.

Paul Pry turned to Mugs Magoe. His
face was fixed in an expression of keen
concentration. “All right, Mugs,” he
said, “snap out of it and tell me what you
know about the millionaires.”

Mugs Magoo groaned. “Ain’t it enough
for me to know about the crooks?” he
asked, “without having to spill all the
dope on the millionaires?”

Paul Pry laughed. “I know what you’re
trying to do, Mugs,” he said. “You're
trying to keep me from taking an interest
in this case because you're afraid of it.
But I'm going to take an interest in it just
the same.”

UGS MAGOO tilted the bottle of

whiskey over the tumbler, drained

the last drop from the tumbler, smacked

his lips, then turned his glassy eyes to-
ward Paul Pry.

Those were remarkable eyes. They
protruded slightly and seemed dead and
expressionless, as though covered with
some thin, white film. But they were
" eyes that saw much and forgot nothing.

Mugs Magoo could give the name, an-
tecedents, connection and criminal record
of almost every known crook in the
United States. Moreover, he had but to
look at a face once in order to remember
that man indefinitely. All gossip, all in-
formation which ever reached his ears;

all occurrences which took place within
the range of his vision, remained indelibly
impressed upon his memory.

At one time he had been camera-eye
man for the metropolitan police. A politi-
cal shake-up had thrown him out of
work, and an unfortunate accident had
taken off his right arm at the shoulder.
Feeling that he could never return to the
police force he had indulged his desire
for liquor, until, when Paul Pry found
the man, he had been but a sodden wreck,
begging a mere pittance as a cripple, by
selling pencils on a street corner. Paul
Pry had cultivated the man, gradually
learned something of his history and the
remarkable gift which had made him so
valuable to the police. He had given him
food, clothes, money, and an allowance of
whiskey, which served to satisfy the keen
craving of the man’s insatiable appetite.
From time to time, he used such informa-
tion as Mugs Magoo could impart by
drawing upon his encyclopedic knowledge
of the underworld.

“Mugs,” said Paul Pry, “what do you
know about Charles Darwin?”

Mugs Magoo shook his head. “Keep
out of it, chief,” he said. “Please keep
out of it. You're mixing with dynamite.
This isn’t the sort of a case where you're
up against some cheap crook ; you're deal-
ing with a homicidal maniac here.”

Paul Pry waited for a moment, then
said again with slow emphasis: “Mugs,
what do you know about Charles Dar-
win?”

Mugs Magoo sighed. “To begin with,
he’s a millionaire who made his money
out of the stock market when the stock
market was going up, and didn’t lose his
money when the stock market went down.
That means that he’s got brains or is
lucky.

“He married one of those cold-blooded,
society-type women, and the marriage
didn’t take. He got to playing around.
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Mrs. Darwin never played in her life; she
didn’t know what play was. Life was a
serious proposition with her, a question
of just who she should invite to the next
tea, and what sort of a bid she should
make when she picked up her bridge hand.

“Darwin wanted a divorce. She would-
n’t give him one. She hired detectives to
trail him around, so that she could get
enough on him so that he couldn’t get one.
He could never get anything on her, be-
cause there was never anything to get.”

“How do you know all this, Mugs?”’
asked Paul Pry curiously.

Mugs Magoo regarded the empty whis-
key glass with a speculative eye. “Those
glasses,” he said, “don’t hold as much as
the others; they—"

“Never mind the glasses, Mugs. How
did you find out all this about a million-
aire’s matrimonial mix-up?”

“Oh,” said Mugs wearily, “the detec-
tive that Mrs. Darwin got hold of was an
ex-con. I spotted him, and he was afraid
I was going to turn him in, so he spilled
the beans to me about what he was doing.”

“Well,” said Paul Pry, “you’re still
not telling me what happened.”

“Well,” Mugs Magoo said, “he was a
clever bird. He wasn't like the ordinary
private detective. Naturally he wasn'’t,
because he’d been a high-class crook in
his time, and he knew a lot of angles that
only a crook would know. As a result,
he got quite a bit of stuff on Darwin. He
found out where Darwin was keeping a
love nest.”

“A love nest?” asked Paul Pry.

“Well, that’s what the tabloids call it,”
Mugs Magoo said. “It was just an apart-
ment he kept without letting his wife
know about it.”

“But his wife found out about it?”
asked Pry.

“Not this one,” Mugs said. “The de-
tective found out about it, but he was too
wise to report the information to the

agency. He realized that all he'd draw
from the agency would be eight dollars a
day, perhaps a bonus of a suit of clothes,
or something. So he went to Darwin,
put the cards on the table, told Darwin
what he had, and offered te sell out for
five thousand dollars. Naturally, he got
the five grand.”

“And what did he tell the agency?”
asked Paul Pry.

“Oh, he told the agency enough to let
them make a pretty good report to Mrs.
Darwin. As a matter of fact, I think he
fixed it up with Charles Darwin so that
the report was sufficiently complete to
give Mrs. Darwin most of the evidence
she wanted.”

Paul Pry squinted his forehead thought-
fully. “Where was this love nest, Mugs?”
he asked.

Mugs was pouring whiskey into the
glass. Abruptly, he stopped and straight-
ened. His eyes blinked thoughtfully.
“Hell!” he said. “I’ve got the address of
the place somewhere in my mind, but—
by gosh!—it was out in the west end
somewhere. Ain’t that a break?”

Paul Pry reached for his hat and coat.
“All right, Mugs,” he said, “pull the ad-
dress out of the back of your mind, be-
cause I want it.”

CHAPTER TWO
Paul Pry Turns Peeping Tom

HE APARTMENT house had that

subtle air of quiet exclusiveness
which is associated with high prices, but
not necessarily with respectability.

Paul Pry moved down the deeply car-
peted corridor like some silent shadow.
He paused in front of the door and in-
spected the lock. Then he selected a key
from a well-filled key ring, inserted the
key and exerted a slow, steady pressure.
A moment later there was a click as the
lock slipped back.
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Paul Pry moved on through the door,
into the apartment, and closed the door
behind him.

He had, he observed with satisfaction,
reached the place ahead of the police.
Doubtless, the police would, sooner or
later, find out about this expensive apart-
ment which was maintained by the mil-
lionaire play-boy who had figured so
grimly in such a blood-curdling murder.
Right at present, however, Paul Pry was
on the job, and in the position of one who
is one jump ahead.

Paul Pry did not switch on the lights,
but used an electric flashlight. He sent
the beam darting about the apartment. He
saw that the windows were covered by
expensive drapes; that, in addition to the
drapes, there were shades which were
drawn down, making it virtually impos-
sible for the faintest flicker of light to be
seen from the street. There were expen-
sive carpets, deep over-stuffed chairs, a
well filled bookcase which seemed, how-
ever, more to furnish background than a
source of reading material. There was a
bedroom with a beautiful walnut bed, a
tiled bathroom with the spaciousness
which indicated high rental. There was
a second bedroom which opened on the
other side of the bath. There was a kitch-
en and dining room which opened off the
room which Paul Pry entered.

Paul Pry moved through the dining
room and into the kitchen.

Then he walked back to the bedroom,
turned the flashlight into the closet.

HE CLOSET was well filled with

clothes of expensive texture. They
were feminine garments, and it needed
no price tag to show either their quality
or their high initial cost.

Paul Pry looked in the bureau drawers
and found filmy silk underthings, expen-
sive hose, silk lounging pajamas. He left
the bureau and entered the other room.

Here he found a closet well crammed
with masculine garments. There was a
writing desk in this room, and a check-
book in a pigeon-hole of the writing desk.
Paul Pry took out the checkbook and
looked at the stubs.

The stubs were virtually all in a femi-
nine handwriting. They ran to an alarm-
ing total.

He was putting the checkbook back in
its compartment, when his eye caught a
letter with a special-delivery stamp on it.
The letter was addressed to Gertrude
Fenwick and the address was that of the
apartment house. It had been very neatly
typewritten and there was no return ad-
dress on the envelope.

Paul shamelessly inserted his fingers
under the flap of the envelope, took out
a sheet of typewritten paper and pro-
ceeded to read:

My Dear Miss Fenwick:

I dislike very much to involve you in this
matter, but I am addressing this com-
munication to you in order that it may
reach the eyes of Mr. Charles B. Darwin.

I feel that when Mr. Darwin realizes that
even the carefully guarded secret of this
apartment is known to the undersigned, he
may, perhaps, be more inclined to give
heed to my requests.

My last request was turned over to the
police, despite the fact that I warned him
that such a course would be disastrous. I
am now giving him one last chance.

If he will make a check, payable to
bearer, to an amount of twenty-five thou-
sand dollars, address it to Fremont Burke,
at General Delivery, and make certain that
no attempt is made to follow the person
who is to receive that letter and cash the
check, and in no way to seek to trace such
a person by marked money or otherwise,
and if he will further use his influence to
notify his friend, Mr. Perry C. Hammond,
that he is making such a remittance, and
that he feels it would be well for Mr.
Hammond to make such a remittance, then
he will be unmolested. The secret of this
apartment will remain a secret and he need
fear no physical violence from the under-
signed.
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If, on the other hand, he continues in his
course of obstinate refusal to comply with
my wishes, if he continues to unite with Mr.
Hammond in employing private investigators
to seek to learn my identity, his fate and
that of Mr. Hammond will be the fate of
Mr. Harry Travers.

Very truly yours,
XXXX

The letter was unsigned, except for
the diagram of several interlocking “x’s”
which formed a rude diagram of a cross-
stitch, similar to the stitch which had
been placed across the lips of the dead
body of Harry Travers, and, later, across
those of Charles B. Darwin.

Paul Pry whistled softly when he had
read the letter, folded it and thrust it in
his pocket. He had directed the beam of
the flashlight once more upon the desk,
when his ears caught the metallic click of
a key being inserted in the lock of the
door which led to the corridor.

Paul Pry switched out the flashlight
and stood motionless.

He heard the sound of the door open-
ing, then closing, and the noise made by
the spring lock as it snapped into place.
Then he heard the rustle of garments,
and the click of a light switch.

Paul Pry slipped the sword cane down
from the place where he had held it
clamped under his arm and moved on
furtive feet, stepping noiselessly upon the
tiled floor of the bathroom, to where he
could look into the bedroom.

There was no one in the bedroom, but
a mirror showed him the reflection of the
person who had entered the apartment.

SHE WAS perhaps twenty-six years of

age, slender, well-formed, gray-eyed,
blond, and exceedingly nervous. She had
carried two suitcases into the apartment,
and the suitcases now reposed on the car-
pet near her feet, one on either side.

For a moment, Paul Pry saw her re-

flection in the mirror clearly. Then she
moved out of his range of vision, and he
suddenly realized she was coming directly
toward the bathroom.

He flattened himself in the shadows
just back of the door and waited.

The light switch clicked in the bed-
room. There was the sound of swift sur-
reptitious movement.

Paul Pry waited for more than a min-
ute. Then, curiosity getting the better
of discretion, he peered round the edge’
of the door.

The young woman had divested her-
self of her outer garments, and stood at-
tired in filmy underthings, looking at her-
self in the mirror. As Paul Pry watched,
she picked up a dress from the bed,
slipped it on, and surveyed the effect.

She nodded to herself with evident ap-
proval at what she saw in the mirror,
then pulled the dress off over her head.

The dress which she had worn when
she entered the apartment, a gray affair
which displayed to advantage the curves
of her willowy figure, lay upon the bed.
Paul Pry waited for her to put it on. In-
stead, however, she took lingerie from
the drawer of the bureau, held it against
the satin smoothness of her skin and once
more surveyed the reflection with criti-
cal inspection.

At length, she picked up the gray
dress, slipped it over her head, adjusted
it in front of the mirror, then walked
rapidly to the living room, where she
picked up the suitcases and carried them
into the bedroom. She laid the suitcases
on the bed, opened them and started fold-
ing the garments into them,

Paul Pry, watching from his place of
concealment, saw that the suitcases had
been empty when she took them into the
room; that she carefully folded the
gowns, packing the cases as tightly as
possible; that she also put in the elab-
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orately embroidered silk lingerie which
she had taken from the bureau drawer.

When both cases had been packed to
the point of bursting with the most mod-
ish of gowns, the most expensive selection
of underthings and accessories, the young
woman struggled with the straps, trying
to get the suitcases closed.

It was at that moment that Paul Pry,
his sword cane held under his arm, his
hat in his hand, stepped into the bed-
room.

“I beg your pardon,” he said.

She gave a sudden scream, jumped
back from the bed and stared at him with
wide, startled eyes.

PAUL PRY bowed courteously. “I

happened,” he explained, “to be in
the bathroom. I couldn’t help watching
you. Perhaps it is a ‘Peeping Tom’ com-
plex that I have. I didn’t know I pos-
sessed it until just this moment, but you
were beautiful, and I was curious. Need
more be said?”

She was white to the lips. She stared at
him wordlessly.

“But,” Paul Pry went on, “having
been permitted to invade the privacy of
milady’s boudoir, I recognized the obli-
gations which are incident to the benefits.
Apparently you need someone to assist
you in closing the suitcases. May I offer
my services?”’

Words came chokingly from her lips.

“Who ... who...who are you,
and what do you want?”

“The name,” he said, “really doesn’t
matter, I assure you. It doesn’t matter
in the slightest. When people get ac-
quainted under such charmingly informal
circumstances, I think names have but
little to do with it. Suppose, therefore,
that I shall call you Gertrude, and you
call me Paul?”

“But,” she said with swift alarm, “my
name is not Gertrude.”

“No?”’ he asked.

“No,” she said. “My name is—

“Yes, yes,” he told her, “go on. Only
the first name, if you please. I am not
interested in last names.”

“The name,” she said, “is Thelma.”

“A remarkably pretty name,” he told
her. “And may I ask, Thelma, what are
you doing in this apartment ?”

“I was getting some clothes,” she said.

“Your clothes?” he asked.

“Of course.”

“Then,” he said, “you must be aware
of the untimely death of the person who
is maintaining this establishment.”

“No! No!” she said. “I don’t know
anything about that. In fact, I don’t
know anything about the place at all.”

“You just left your clothes here?” he
asked.

“Yes,” she said. “I’d just moved in.
You see, I subleased the apartment.”

“From whom?” he inquired.

“From an agent,” she said.

He laughed. “Come, come,” he said
“you’ll have to do better than that, Let’s
be frank with each other. This apart-
ment was maintained by Charles B. Dar-
win. Darwin recently met a very violent
end. You have doubtless heard of the
death of Harry Travers. The circum-
stances surrounding the death of Darwin
were almost identical. The lips, if I
may be pardoned for speaking of such a
gruesome matter, were sewed tightly shut
with a peculiar cross-stitch. Now, it is
quite apparent that a person who sews
lips of a man, does so with some motive.
Were the man living, that motive might
well be to insure temporary silence. But
there are much better and less painful
methods of insuring silence. To sew the
lips of a dead man has nothing whatever
to do with the powers of speech. One
would judge, therefore, that the sewing
of the lips was either by way of warning
to others, or as a gesture, to make the
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murder seem the more gruesome. It
might also well be a warning to others
who had been approached along certain
lines not to communicate the facts to the
police.”

She swayed slightly.

“You're faint?” he asked. “Do sit down
in one of these chairs.”

She shook her head in tense silence.
“No,” she said, “I’m all right. I'm going
to tell you the truth.”

“I wish you would, Thelma,” he said.

“I’m a model,” she said, “in a dress-
making establishment. I know the lady
by sight who accompanied Mr. Darwin
when these dresses were purchased. I
happened to meet her on the street just
an hour or so ago. She told me that
owing to circumstances over which she
had no control, she was leaving the city
at once; that she had left a very fine
wardrobe here, and that she knew the
dresses would fit me, because we were al-
most identical in size. She gave me a
key to the apartment, and told me to
come up and take whatever I wanted.”

“Why didn’t you bring a trunk ?”” asked
Paul Pry. .

“Because,” she said, “I didn’t want too
many clothes; I just wanted some of the
pretty things that would give me a
break.”

“And she gave you her key to the
apartment?”

“Yes.”

“Is it at all possible,” Paul Pry in-
quired, “that you are, perhaps, drawing
upon your imagination ?”

She shook her head.

“And you’re not the young woman who
occupied this apartment?”

“You should be able to figure that one
out for yourself,” she said. “You stood
there and watched me trying on the
things.” She lowered her eyes.

“Are you, perhaps,” asked Paul Pry,
“trying to blush?”

Her eyes flashed with swift emotion.
“You should be ashamed of yourself,”
she said, “standing there and watching a
woman dress that way!”

Paul Pry bowed his head humbly.
“Please accept my most profound apolo-
gies,” he said. “And would you, perhaps,
let me see the key with which you entered
the apartment?”

SHE INSERTED her fingers into a

small pocket in her dress, took out a
key, started to hand it to him, then
stopped suddenly.

Paul Pry’s eyes were hard and insist-
ent. “The key,” he said.

“I don’t know who you are,” she said,
“and I don’t know what right you've got
to-ask for the key.”

Paul Pry moved toward her. His eyes
were cold and hypnotic. “The key,” he
repeated.

She stared into his eyes for several
seconds, then slowly opened her hand.

The key dropped to the carpet.

Paul Pry stooped to pick it up.

At the moment she moved with swift
speed. Paul Pry swung himself to one
side and dodged as a small, pearl-handled
automatic glittered in her hand.

“Stick them up!” she said savagely.

Paul Pry lunged forward, caught her
about the knees. She gave a half-scream
and fell forward, the gun dropping from
her hand. They came together on the
floor, a tangled mass of arms and legs,
from which Paul Pry emerged presently,
smiling and debonair. )

“Naughty, naughty,” he said. “I real-
ly should spank you for that.”

He took the automatic and slipped it
into his hip pocket. Then, as the young
woman sat on the floor arranging her
clothes so as to cover her legs, Paul Pry
searched until he found the key, held it
up and smiled knowingly.
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“I thought so,” he said. “A skeleton
key.”

She stared at him wordlessly.

“You are,” said Paul Pry, “in the eyes
of the law, a burglar, a person guilty of
making a felonious entrance and taking

property which does not belong to you.”

She said nothing.

“Under the circumstances,” said Paul
Pry, striding easily across the room, “I
think I will have to telephone to the po-
lice.”

She remained as he had left her—mo-
tionless, silent, and with a face which was
drained of expression.

Paul Pry approached the door which
led into the corridor, turned and smiled.
“Upon second thought, however,” he
said, “in view of the most charming dis-
play of feminine pulchritude which you
unwittingly gave me, I am going to let
mercy temper justice.”

With a swift motion of his arms and
hands, he flipped back the spring catch on
the door, pulled the door open, stepped
into the corridor and slammed the door
behind him.

There was no sound of pursuit, no
commotion. The apartment remained
completely silent.

CHAPTER THREE
The Wooden Fish

PAUL PRY was faultlessly attired in

evening clothes when he pressed the
doorbell of the magnificent residence of
Perry C. Hammond.

A dour-visaged butler opened the door.
Pry met his sour look with a disarming
smile.

“A gentlemen,” he said, “who refuses
to divulge his name, wishes to see Mr.
Hammond at once upon a matter of the
most urgent nature.”

“Mr. Hammond, sir,” said the butler,
“is not at home.”

“You will explain to Mr. Hammond,”
said Paul Pry, still smiling, “that I am a
specialist in my line.”

“Mr. Hammond, sir, is not at home.”

“Quite right, my man, quite right. And,
will you please add to the explanation
you make to Mr. Hammond that my par-
ticular specialty is in disorders of the lips
—disorders which have to do with a per-
manent silence, brought about through
mechanical means.”

Paul Pry’s smiling eyes locked with
those of the butler, and suddenly the
smile left Paul Pry’s eyes. His face be-
came cold and stern.

“You will,” he said, “convey that mes-
sage to Mr. Hammond immmediately.
Otherwise, I will communicate with Mr.
Hammond in some other way, and ex-
plain to him the reason my message was
not delivered personally. I don’t mind
assuring you that Mr. Hammond will
consider you have committed a major in-
discretion.”

The butler hesitated for a long mo-
ment. “Will you step this way, sir?” he
asked.

He ushered Paul Pry through a recep-
tion hallway, into a small entrance parlor.
“Please be seated, sir,” he said. “I will
see if, perhaps, Mr. Hammond has re-
turned.”

The butler glided from the room, and
the door had no sooner closed upon him,
than Paul Pry, moving with noiseless
stealth, jerked open the door and stepped
once more into the reception corridor.

His quick eyes had detected a small
enameled box for out-going mail, and
Paul Pry’s deft fingers raised the lid of
the box and explored the interior.

There were three letters addressed in
a cramped, angular handwriting. Paul
Pry flipped the letters, one over the other,
in rapid succession, scanning the address-
es. The third envelope was addressed to
Fremont Burke, General Delivery.
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Paul Pry stuck it in his pocket, re-
turned the others to the mail box, and
then moved on furtive feet back into the
reception parlor.

He had barely resumed his seat when
the butler entered through another door.
“Mr. Hammond,” he said, “will see you.”

Paul Pry walked across the room, fol-
lowed the butler down a passageway and
went through a door the servant indi-
cated.

A man with great puffs under his eyes,
a look of infinite weariness upon his face,
stared at him with expressionless inter-
rogation. “Well,” he said, “what was it
you wanted ?”

“I have reason,” said Paul Pry, “to
believe that your life is in danger.”

“I think you are mistaken,” said Ham-
mond.

“I have reason,” said Paul Pry, “to be-
lieve that the same fate which overtook
Charles C. Darwin may, perhaps, be in
store for you.”

Perry Hammond shook his head.
“Whoever gave you your information,”
he said, “misinformed you.”

“In other- words,” said Paul Pry
slowly, “you deny that you have received
any demands from a persom who has
threatened you with death or disaster
in the event you fail to comply? You
deny that you have been threatened with
death, under circumstances similar to the
threats which were made to Mr. Charles
Darwin?”

“I,” said Perry Hammond, slowly and
deliberately, “don’t know what you're
talking about. I saw you because I
thought you might be interested in get-
ting some information about Mr. Dar-
win. As far as I am concerned, you
can get out and stay out.”

Paul Pry bowed. “Thank you very
much,” he said, “for your interview, Mr.
Hammond.” He turned on his heel.

“Wait a minute,” said the millionaire in
a cold, husky voice.

“Are you a newspaper reporter ?”’

“No,” said Paul Pry without turning.

“Then who the devil are you?” asked
Hammond with sudden irritation.

Paul Pry turned to face the millionaire.
“T am a\man," he said, smiling affably,
“who is going to make you extremely
sorry you lied to him.”

With that, he turned once more and
strode steadily and purposefully down the
carpeted corridor.

MUGS MAGOO looked up from his
whiskey glass as Paul Pry latch-
keyed the apartment door. “Well,” he
said mournfully, “I see you're still with
us.”
“Temporarily, at least, Mugs,” Paul
Pry retorted, smiling.

He hung up his hat and coat, crossed
to a closet and opened the door. The
closet contained a ecollection of drums,
drums of various sorts and descriptions.

Mugs Magoo shuddered. “For God’s
sake,” he said “don’t start that!”

Paul Pry laughed lightly and fingered
the drums with the attentive care that a
hunter might give to the selection of a
gun from a gun cabinet.

Mugs Magoo hastily poured liquor into
the glass. “At least,” he said, “give me
fifteen minutes to get liquored before you
start. Those damn drums do things to
me. They get into my blood and make
the pulses pound.”

Paul Pry’s voice was almost dreamy as
he picked out a round piece of wood
which seemed to- be entirely solid, save
for a cut along one end, with two holes
bored at the end of the cut.

“That, Mugs,” he said, “is the function
of drums. We don’t know exactly what
it is they do, but they seem to get into a
person’s blood. You don't like the sound
of drums, Mugs, because you are afraid
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of the primitive. You are continually
trying to run away from yourself. Doubt-
less a psycho-analyst could look into your
past and find that your taste for whiskey
had its inception in an attempt to drown
some real or fancied sorrow.”

Mugs Magoo let his face show extreme
consternation. “You're not going to take
me to one of those psycho-analysts?” he
asked.

Paul Pry shook his head. “Certainly
not, Mugs,” he said. “I think it is too
late to effect a cure now, and, in the
event a cure was effected, Mugs, you
would lose your taste for whiskey.

“Drums, Mugs, do to me exactly what
whiskey does to you. If you could cul-
tivate a taste for drums, I think I would
endeavor to cure you of the whiskey
habit. But, since you cannot, the only
thing I can do is to let you enjoy your
pleasures in your own way, and insist
that you allow me an equal latitude.”

Paul Pry sat down in the chair which
faced the big fireplace, took a long, slen-
der stick, to the end of which had been
affixed a rose-bud-shaped bit of hard
wood.

“Now, Mugs,” he said, “here we have
a Mok Yeitt, otherwise known as a
‘wooden fish.” The wooden fish is a pray-
er drum used by the Buddhists in China
to pave the way for a friendly reception
to their prayers. If you will listen, Mugs,
you will get the remarkable delicacy of
tone which the better specimens of these
drums give. They are cunningly carved
by hand. A hole is made in either end
of the slit, and the wood is hollowed out
with painstaking care. . . .”

“For God’s sake!” said Mugs Magoo,
“don’t! You're going to drive me crazy
with that thing!”

Paul Pry shook his head, started tap-
ping the wooden stick against the bulge
of the drum. A throbbing sound filled the
apartment, a sound which had a peculiar

wooden resonance which trailed off into
vibrating overtones.

MUGS MAGQOO frantically downed

the whiskey, poured himself an-
other drink, gulped it, then shivered and
sat motionless. After a moment, he placed
his one hand against his ear.

“T can shut out half of the sound, any-
how,” he said, at length.

Paul Pry paid no attention to him, but
continued tapping upon the drum at reg-
ular intervals.

“What’s the idea of all the drumming
now 7’ asked Mugs Magoo.

“I'm trying to concentrate,” said Paul
Pry. “I think I almost have the solution
I want.”

Abruptly, he ceased drumming and
smiled benignly at Mugs. “Yes, Mugs,”
he said, “I have the solution.”

Mugs Magoo shivered. “It’ll be an-
other five minutes,” he said, “before that
whiskey takes effect. I was spared five
minutes of torture anyway. What is the
solution?”

Paul Pry set down the Mok Ye:tt. He
reached into the inside pocket of his coat,
pulled out an envelope, the flap of which
had been steamed open, and took out a
letter and a tinted oblong of paper.

“Mugs,” he said, “I have here a letter
bearing the angular signature of Perry
C. Hammond, a multi-millionaire. Let
me read it to you.

“Mr. Fremont Burke,

General Delivery,

City.
Dear Mr. Burke:

I herewith comply with your request.
You will find enclosed my check for
twenty-five thousand dollars, payable to
bearer. I wish to assure you that no at-
tempt whatever will be made to interfere
with the cashing of that check. On the
other hand, I have notified my bankers by
telephone that the check represents the
transfer of consideration in a bona fide bus-
iness deal, and that they are to promptly
honor the check when it is presented.
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Trusting that this complies in full with
your demands and that I may now be at
liberty to consider the matter closed, I am,

Very truly yours,
Perry C. Hammond.

Mugs Magoo stared at Paul Pry. “A
check,” he said, “for twenty-five thou-
sand dollars?”

Paul Pry nodded. “And don’t forget,
Mugs,” he said, “that it’s payable to
bearer.”

“But,” said Mugs Magoo, “who is the
bearer ?”

Paul Pry got to his feet, replaced the
wooden fish in the drum closet, closed
the door, turned to Mugs and smiled once
more. “Mugs,” he said, “I am the bear-
er.”

Mugs Magoo stared at him with eyes
that seemed to pop from his head. “My
God!” he said. “You've been mixing
into things again! You're going to have
the police after you for theft, Perry
Hammond after you for fraud, and prob-
ably the man who pulls the cross-stitch
murders after you, hammer and tongs,
trying to kill you and sew your lips up!”

Paul Pry pursed his lips thoughtfully,
then nodded his head.

“Yes, Mugs,” he said, “I should say
that that is a very fair statement of the
probable consequences. In fact, I would
say that it is a somewhat conservative
estimate.”

MILING, he crossed to the writing

desk and pulled down the slab of
heavy wood which served as a writing
table.  He explored the pigeon holes
which were disclosed in the back of the
desk.

“You will remember, Mugs,” he said,
“that at one time I secured a long, pur-
ple envelope, with a red border. You
asked me what the devil I wanted with
such an envelope, and I told you that I
was keeping it because it was distinctive.”

Mugs Magoo nodded. “Yes,” he said,
“I remember that.”

Paul Pry took a fountain pen from his
pocket and addressed the purple envelope
with the red border.

“Mr. Fremont Burke, General Deliv-
ery, City,” he said when he had finished
writing. “The red ink shows up rather
to advantage on that purple background.
It makes it quite harmonious.”

“What'’s in the envelope?”” asked Mugs
Magoo.

“Nothing,” said Paul Pry.

“What’s going to be in it?”

“Nothing.”

“What’s the idea?” asked Mugs Ma-
goo.

Paul Pry smiled. He took from an-
other compartment of the desk a stamped
envelope. He addressed that envelope
also to Fremont Burke, General Delivery,
City.

“What’s going in that envelope?”’
asked Mugs Magoo.

“In this envelope,” said Paul Pry,
smiling, “is going the best forgery of this
check which I can make, and I'm satis-
fied, Mugs, that it will be quite a clever
forgery.”

Mugs Magoo stared at Paul Pry in
wordless contemplation. Then, “You're
going to cash the original check?” he
asked.

Paul Pry nodded.

“How about the forged check ?” asked
Mugs Magoo.

Paul Pry shrugged his shoulders.
“That, Mugs,” he said, “is a matter
which lies between the bank and the man
who presents the check.”

“But,” said Mugs Magoo, “suppose the
forged check should be presented first?”

Paul Pry smiled patronizingly. “Come,
come, Mugs,” he said, “you must give
me credit for a little intelligence. The
original check will be cashed before the
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forged check ever reaches the post of-
fice.”

“And what,” asked Mugs Magoo, “is
the idea of the two letters—one in the
colored envelope and one in the plain en-
velope?”

“That, Mugs,” said Paul Pry, “comes
under the classification of a trade secret.
Really, it's something that I can’t tell
you unless you permit me to do a little
more drumming.”

Mugs Magoo shook his head violently
from side to side in extreme agitation.

“What’s the idea of the shake?” asked
Paul Pry.

“I wanted to see if the whiskey had
taken effect,” said Mugs Magoo. “If it
had, I'd let you drum some more, but I
see that I either didn’t get enough whis-
key, or else I misjudged the time it would
take to make me dizzy. I can’t stand the
drumming, so you can keep your damned
trade secret to yourself.”

Paul Pry chuckled and thrust the en-
velopes into his inside pocket. ‘“Tomor-
row at this time, Mugs, I'll be twenty-
five thousand dollars richer. Moreover,
I'll be embarked upon an interesting ad-
venture.”

“Tomorrow at this time,” said Mugs
Magoo, with solemn melancholy, “you’ll
be stretched out on a marble slab, and a
coroner and an autopsy surgeon will be
staring at the cross-stitchés that are
placed across your lips.”

CHAPTER FOUR

~ The Second Check

PAUL PRY, wearing an overcoat

which was turned up around the neck,
a felt hat which was pulled down low
over his forehead, and with heavily
smoked glasses shielding his eyes, shoved
the check through the cashier’s window.

The cashier stared at Paul Pry’s
smoked glasses, looked at the check,

said, “Just a moment,” and stepped from
his grilled cage. He consulted a memo-
randum, looked at the check once more,
sighed, and, with obvious reluctance,
picked up a sheaf of currency.

“How,” he asked, “would you like to
have this?”

“In hundreds,” said Paul Pry, “if
that’s convenient.”

The cashier counted out hundred dol-
lar bills in lots of ten, stacked them all
together and snapped a large elastic band
about them.

“You'll take them that way?”” he asked.
“Yes.”

“You wish to count them?”

“No,” said Paul Pry, and turned away.

His long overcoat flapped about his
ankles as he walked. He could feel the
gaze of the cashier striking between his
shoulder blades with almost physical im-
pact.

Paul Pry went at once to the post of-
fice, where he dropped the two letters
through the slot marked for city mail.
Then he went out to lunch, and, after
lunch, he strolled back to the post office.

He managed to stand where, without
seeming to be too conspicuous, he could
watch the window marked “General De-
livery—A to G.”

Shortly after two thirty, a young wom-
an, stylishly gowned, presented herself
at the window.

Paul Pry, standing some thirty feet
away, at the end of a corridor, saw the
clerk at the general-delivery window hand
out a long envelope of purple tint, with
a red border. The young woman took
it, looked at it curiously. A moment la-
ter, the man behind the grill slid another
envelope through the window. The girl
took it, stared curiously at both envelopes.
A moment later she moved away from
the window, paused to open the enve-
lopes, staring with puzzled countenance
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at the empty interior of the purple enve-
lope.

Evidently she expected the check which
was in the second envelope, for, as she
removed the slip of paper, a look of re-
lief came over her features. Paul Pry,
standing where he could observe her ev-
ery move, saw that she was laboring un-
der great tension. Her lips seemed in-
clined to quiver, and her hands shook as
she crumpled the purple envelope, held
it over the huge iron waste basket as
though to drop it. Then, apparently she
thought better of it, for she uncrumpled
the envelope, folded it and thrust it in
her purse.

She walked from the post-office build-
ing, down the granite steps to the side-
walk, where a second young woman was
waiting in an automobile.

Paul Pry, following behind, yet care-
ful lest he should seem too eager, was
unable to get a clear view of the woman
who drove the automobile. But he saw
the young woman who had taken the let-
ters from the post office jump into the
car. The car immediately drove off at
high speed.

Paul Pry ran down the post-office steps
to the lot where he had left his own au-
tomobile parked. He started the motor,
then divested himself of the overcoat, the
dark glasses, and shifted the slouch hat
for one with a stiffer brim, letting the
engine of his car warm up as he was
making the changes. Then he stepped
into the machine, drove at once to the
bank where he had cashed the twenty-five
thousand dollar check earlier in the day.

He made no effort to find a legitimate
parking place for his car, but left it in
front of a fire plug, certain that he
would receive a tag, certain, also, that
the car would be located in an advanta-
geous position when he wished to use it
once more.

HE WALKED through the revolving

door, stood in the ornate marble
foyer looking at the long corridors with
their grilled windows, the desks of exec-
utives, the customers crowding about the
stand on which counter checks and de-
posit slips were kept.

Paul Pry went at once to the end of the
longest line he could see, stood there fum-
bling a deposit slip in his fingers.

He had been there less than five sec-
onds when he saw the young woman who
had taken the letter from the post office
walk with quick, nervous steps to the
window of the paying teller. She pre-
sented a check and was promptly re-
ferred to the cashier. Paul Pry watched
her as she thrust the check through the
window to the cashier, saw the hand of
the cashier as it took the check and
turned it over and over while he studied
it intently.

A moment later, there was the faint
sound of an electric buzzer. A uniformed
officer who had been loitering about,
watching the patrons idly, suddenly stiff-
ened to attention, looked about him,
caught a signal from the cashier. He
moved unostentatiously forward.

During all of this time the young wom-
an had stood at the window, apparently
entirely oblivious of what was taking
place about her.

Paul Pry walked to the telephone
booths, dropped a nickel and called the
number of Perry C. Hammond.

A moment later, a feminine voice an-
nounced that Mr. Hammond’s secretary
was speaking, and Paul Pry stated that
he desired to speak with Mr. Hammond
concerning the matter of a twenty-five-
thousand-dollar check which had been
issued to Fremont Burke.

Almost at once he heard the sound of
whispers, and then Hammond’s voice
came over the wire, a voice which was
dry with nervousness, despite the million-
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aire’s attempt to make it sound casual.

“How are you this afternoon, Mr.
Hammond?”’ said Paul Pry cordially.

“What was it you wanted to talk to
me abeut?” asked the millionaire.

“Oh,” said Paul Pry casually, “I just
wanted to advise you that I had stolen
twenty-five thousand dollars from you
and that I trusted the loss wouldn’t in-
convenience you in any way.”

“That you had what?” screamed the
millionaire.

“Stalen twenty-five thousand dollars
from you,” Paul Pry remarked. “I don’t
think that there’s any occasion to get ex-
cited over it. From all I hear, you can
well afford to spare it. But I didn’t want
you to be embarrassed on account of the
theft.”

“What are you talking about?” Ham-
mond demanded.

“Merely,” said Paul Pry, “that my
name happens to be Fremont Burke. I
was flat broke and had tried to get five
dollars from my brother in Denver. I
called at the post office to see if there
was any mail for me, and a letter was
delivered to me. I opened it and saw
there was a check enclosed for twenty-
five thousand dollars, payable to bearer.

“Naturally, I thought the thing was
some sort of a joke, but thought perhaps
I might be able to get the price of a meal
out of it, so I took it to the bank. To my
surprise, they cashed it at once and with-
out question. I realized then, of course,
that I had, fortunately, stumbled on a
remittance which was intended for some-
one else. Not wishing to disappoint the
someone else, I forged your name to a
check, put it in an envelope and mailed
it to Fremont Burke, in care of General
Delivery.”

The millionaire’s voice was almest a
scream of terror.

“You did what?” he shrieked.
“Coue, come,” said Paul Pry. “There’s

no need of so much excitement. I forged
your check for twenty-five thousand dol-
lars and put it in the mail. It occurred
to me that the person who received that
check might have been expecting a legiti-
mate business remittance from you, and
would probably put the check through his
bank for collection, or might possibly pre-
sent the check at the cashier’s window.

“Under the circumstances, the check
would probably be branded as a forgery.
I did my best to make the forgery a
good one, but, you understand, even a
large bank will look carefully at a second
check for twenty-five thousand dollars,
payable to bearer, which is presented in
the course of one business day.

“It occurs to me, therefore, that if the
bank should advise you someone has
forged a check and is presenting it for
collection, it might be advisable for you
to refuse to prosecute that person on the
ground of forgery. You see, he might
be acting in perfect good faith, and . . .”

There was an inarticulate exclamation
at the other end of the line, followed by
the slamming of a receiver on the hook.
Paul Pry figured that Perry Hammond
had cut off the connection in order to
rush through a call to the bank.

HE STROLLED from the telephone

booth, walked across to a desk, filled
out a deposit slip and strolled to the win-
dow which was nearest to the cashier’s
window.

The uniformed officer had moved up
and taken the young woman by the arm.
She was white-faced and trembling.

“I tell you,” Paul Pry heard her say,
“I know nothing whatever about it, ex-
cept that I was hired to get this check
out of the mail and cash it. After I had
the money I was supposed to call a cer-
tain telephone number, and I would then
be given instructions as to how I should
proceed. That’s all I know about it.”
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The telephone at the cashier’s elbow
rang sharply and insistently. The cash-
ier picked up the telephone, said, “hello,”
and then let surprise register on his coun-
tenance. After a moment he said: “Yes,
Mr. Hammond, late this morning. I re-
membered particularly that you had left
instructions about the matter, and . . .”

The receiver made squawking, metallic
noises which were inaudible to Paul Pry’s
ears, but the face of the cashier flushed
with color.

“Just a minute,” he said. “I think
you're nervous and excited, Mr. Ham-
mond. If you’ll just...”

He was interrupted by more squawking
noises from the receiver.

The line at which Paul Pry had been
standing moved up, so that Paul Pry
found himself at the window.

“I wish to meke a deposit,” he said,
thrusting the deposit slip through the
window, together with ten of the one-
hundred-dollar bills he had received from
the bank earlier in the day.

The man at the window was smiling
and affable. “You should go down to the
fourth window,” he said, “the one marked
‘Deposits—M to R’.”

Paul Pry looked apologetic and em-
barrassed.

“Just right down there where you see
the lettering over the window,” said the
man, smiling unctuously.

Paul Pry walked slowly past the cash-
ier’s window. He was in time to hear
the cashier say to the officer: “It’s quite
all right, Madson. We can’t cash this
check because the signature is irregular;
but Mr. Hammond promises that he will
rectify the matter, so far as Mr. Burke
is concerned. It seems there’s been a very
serious mistake, for which the bank is in
no way responsible. It’s due to the care-
lessness of a customer in mailing checks
payable to bearer . ..”

There was more, which Paul Pry could

not hear because it was delivered in a
lower voice, a voice which was almost
surreptitiously confidential, and because
appearances required that Paul Pry
should move over toward the window
which had been pointed out to him.

He did, however, see the young lady
move away from the window, in the di-
rection of the telephone booths. She
dropped a coin and called a number. She
talked rapidly and excitedly, then paused
to listen for several seconds, at the end
of which time she nodded her head and
hung up the telephone,

Paul Pry followed her from the bank,
down to the curb, where he saw the same
car which he had seen parked in front
of the post office. The young woman got
into the car, which at once drove off.

This time, Paul Pry’s car was parked
where he had no difficulty in getting into
an advantageous position directly behind
the coupe which he was trailing. He
ripped the red police tag from the steer-
ing wheel, thrust it in his pocket, and
concentrated his attention upon follow-
ing the car ahead.

It was not a particularly easy task. The
young woman in the car ahead was a
good driver, and she was evidently going
some place in very much of a hurry.

The car stopped, at length, in front of
a building which apparently housed a
speakeasy. The young woman left the
car, walked across the curb with rapid,
nervous steps, rang a bell and stood per-
fectly still while a panel slid back in the
door and a face regarded her.

A moment later, the door opened, and
the young woman vanished.

The coupe left the curb, and, as it
sped away, the driver turned for one last
look at the door where the young woman
had been admitted.

Paul Pry started nervously as he saw
the face pressed against the glass in the
rear window of the coupe. It was the
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face of the young woman he had met
previously in the apartment which
Charles B. Darwin had maintained so
secretly, the young woman who had been
trying on clothes in front of the mirror.
However, it was too late then to do any-
thing about it. The coupe continued on
its way, and Paul Pry began to put into
operation a certain very definite plan he
had in mind.

CHAPTER FIVB
Cross-Stitch Killer

THERE was a drug store across the

street, and Paul Pry stepped across
to it, purchased a woman’s purse, a lip
stick, compact, handkerchief, a package
of chewing gum. He paid for the pur-
chases with one of the hundred-dollar
bills he had received, and thrust the
change into the purse. He also folded
two more of the hundred-dollar bills and
pushed them into the purse. The drug
clerk watched him curiously, but said
nothing.

Paul Pry walked back across the street
to the speakeasy. He rang the bell and
a panel slid back.

“About four or five minutes ago,” said
Paul Pry, “there was a young woman, a
brunette, wearing a blue skirt and a small,
tight-fitting, blue hat. She got out of a
coupe and came in here.”

“What about it?” said the frosty voice
of the man who regarded Paul Pry with
hostile eyes through the wicket in the
doorway.

“T've got to see her,” said Paul Pry.

“You got a card?”’

“No. But I've got to see that young
woman.”

“You can’t see her.”

Paul Pry fidgeted. “You see,” he said,
“she dropped her purse. 1 picked it up
and intended to returm it to her. Thea

I looked inside of it and saw what was
in it, and the temptation was too much
for me. I started to run away with it.
You see, I've got a wife and a couple
of kiddies who haven’t had anything
much to eat for two or three days now.
I've been out of work and my savings
are completely used up. I had to do any-
thing I could to get by. When I saw the
money in this purse, I decided I wouldn’t
return the purse. Then, after I'd walked
half a block, I realized I couldn’t steal,
so I had to bring it to her.”

“All right,” said the man, “give me
the purse and I'll take it to her.”

Paul Pry opened the purse. “Look,”
he said, “there’s almost three hundred
dollars in it.” )

“I'll take it to her,” said the man in
the doorway.

“Like hell you will,” said Paul Pry.
“She’ll probably give me a five spot, or
perhaps a ten, or she might even get gen-
erous and give a twenty. That would
mean a lot to me. I couldn’t take the
purse, but I sure as hell could take a
reward.”

“If she wants to give you a reward, I'll
bring it to you,” said the man.

Paul Pry’s laugh was mocking and
scornful.

The man on the other side of the door
seemed undecided.

“You either let me in and I take it to
her personally,” said Paul Pry, “or she
doesn’t get it. If you want to keep a
customer from getting her purse back,
it’s all right by me; I've done my duty
in trying to return it. If you won’t let
her have it, I'll put an ad in the paper
telling the whole circumstances.”

“Look here,” said the man who glow-
ered through the opening in the door-
way, “this is a high-class restaurant. We
put on a floor show, and the young wom-
an who just came in is one of the girls
who works in the floor show. Now you've
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got that purse and it belongs to her. If
you try to take it away, I'll call a cop
and have you arrested.”

Paul Pry sneered. “A fat chance
you've got of calling a cop,” he said. “I'd
raise a commotion and tell the whole
cockeyed world that this place was a
speakeasy; that I was trying to get in
to return the purse and you wouldn’t let
me in, but started calling a cop. If you're
a respectable restaurant why the hell
don’t you open your door so the public
can patronize you?”

The bolts slipped back in the door.

“Oh hell,” said the man, “come on in
and get it over with. You're just one of
those damn pests that show up every so
often.”

“Where do I find her?” asked Paul
Pry.

“The name is Ellen Tracy. She’s in
one of the dressing rooms up on the sec-
ond floor. T'll have one of the waiters
take you up.”

“And want to chisel in on the reward,”
said Paul Pry. “Not much you don’t. I'm
on my way right now.”

He pushed past the man and ran up
the stairs.

THERE was a telephone at the man’s

elbow. As Paul Pry was halfway up
the stairs he heard the telephone ring,
heard the man answer it and then lower
his voice to a mere confidential mumble.

Paul Pry would have given much to
have heard that conversation, but he had
no time to wait. With his sword cane
grasped firmly in his hand, he took the
stairs two at a time. He walked rapidly
across a dance floor, pushed his way
through a curtained doorway, walked up a
flight of steps. He saw a row of doors, one
with the name “Ellen Tracy” painted on
it. He tapped with his knuckles.

“Who is it?” called a woman’s voice.

“A package for you,” said Paul Pry.

The door opened a few inches. A
woman’s hand and bare arm protruded.
“Give it to me,” she said.

Paul Pry pushed the door open.

She fell back with a little scream.

She had slipped out of her dress and
was attired in underwear, shoes and
stockings. There was a costume on a
stool beside a dressing table and a kimona
draped carelessly over a chair. The young
woman made no attempt to pick up the
kimona, but stood staring at Paul Pry,
apparently entirely unconscious of her
apparel.

“Well,” she said, “what’s the big
idea?”

“Listen,” said Paul Pry, “I came from
him—the man who got you to get that
check from the post office. You know
what I mean.”

Her face was suddenly drained of col-
or, her eyes dark with alarm. “Yes,” she
said in a low, half-choked voice.

“What did they tell you at the bank?”
said Paul Pry. “It’s important as hell.”

“Mr. Hammond,” she said, “said that
he would make the check right. He
wanted the bank to cash it, but they
wouldn’t cash a forged check. He said
that he’d make the check good. I tele-
phoned a few minutes ago and explained
the whole thing. ¥You should have
known.”

“There’s some question about that,”
Paul Pry said. “You telephoned to the
wrong number. Somebody else seems to
have got the information. Are you sure
you telephoned to the right number ?”’

There was a puzzled frown on her
forehead. She nodded slowly.

“What was the number?” asked Paul
Pry.

She fell back from him suddenly, as.
though he had struck her. Her face was
deathly white. She seemed to shrink
within herself. “Who ... who ... who
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are you ?” she asked in a voice which was
shrill with panic.

“I told you who I am,” Paul Pry said.

She shook her head slowly. Her eyes
were wide and dark. “Get out of here!”
she said in a half-whisper. “For God’s
sake get out of here while there’s still
time!”

Paul Pry took a step toward her. “Lis-
ten,” he said, “you either know what
you’re mixed up in or you don’t. In any
event....”

A woman’s scream, shrill and high-
pitched, interrupted his sentence. The
scream seemed to come from one of the
adjoining dressing rooms.

PAUL PRY stood still, listening, his

eyes slitted, his mouth a thin, straight
line. The scream rang out again, louder
and more insistent.

Paul Pry stared at the woman, “Who’s
that screaming ?” he asked.

She could hardly answer, so great was
her terror. Her tongue clung to the roof
of her mouth. Her throat seemed para-
lyzed. At length, she stammered: “It’s
Thelma . . . that’s her room next to
mine.”

“Thelma?” asked Paul Pry.

She nodded.

“Tell me,” said Paul Pry, “was that
the girl who drove the coupe that took
you to the post office and the bank?”

She nodded once more.

Paul Pry jabbed his finger at her as
though he had been stabbing her with a
weapon. “You,” he said, “stay right
there. Don’t you make a move. Don’t
try to go out. Don’t let anyone else in.
When I come back you let me in. Do you
understand ?”

She nodded.

Paul jerked the door open.

The scream from the adjoining dress-
ing room sounded once more as Paul
Pry jumped through the doorway into

the corridor, and flung himself at the
door of the next dressing room.

The door was unlocked,

Paul Pry pushed his way into the
dressing room, then, at what he saw,
kicked the door shut behind him.

The young woman who had given him
the name of Thelma, when he had caught
her trying on clothes in the millionaire’s
apartment, was standing in the far corner
of the room. Her waist was torn open at
the throat, ripped for its entire length.
The brassiere was pulled down from her
shoulders. Her hair was in disarray.
Her skirt was lying on a chair. Her step-
ins were torn in two or three places. She
held a gun in her right hand. As Paul
Pry kicked the door shut, she screamed
again,

Paul Pry stared at her and at the gun.

“O. K., Thelma,” he said. “What’s the
trouble? Quick!”

She swayed toward him. “C-c-c-can’t
you see?” she said.

“I can see plenty,” he told her, looking
at the white of the girl’s skin, a white
which showed angry red places where, ap-
parently, blows had been rained.

“Did you see the man who went out
of here?” she asked.

Paul Pry shook his head. He was star-
ing at her with eyes narrowed.

“I c-c-c-can’t tell you,” she said. “Come
over here and let me w-w-w-whisper to
you. It was awfull”

Paul Pry moved toward her.

She shivered. “I’'m c-c-c-cold,” she
said. “I’m going to faint. Take off your
coat and put it around me. I'm so c-c-c-
cold. Put your coat around my shoul-
ders.” She swayed toward him.

Paul Pry jumped forward and caught
her by the shoulders. He spun her abrupt-
ly, brutally, jerking the gun from her
hand as he did so.

She staggered halfway across the small
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dressing room, dropped to a chair and sat
staring at Paul Pry with startled eyes.

“All right,” said Paul Pry, “now give
me the low-down and do it quick!”

“How did you know ?”’ she asked.

“It was too raw,” he told her. “Give
me the low-down.”

“I don’t think I could have gone
through with it anyway,” she said. “But
my life depended on it.”

“All right,” he said, “I think I know
the answer, but tell me what it was.”

“I saw that you were following us,”
she said. “I recognized you. I telephoned
the information to the party to whom I
make my reports. He told me to rush
up to my dressing room, pull my clothes
off, make it look as though I had been
attacked, and scream. When you came in,
I was to shoot. He gave me the gun, but
he didn’t trust me. He only gave me
one shell in the gun. I was to fire that
one shell when you were so close I could-
n't miss. When he heard the shot, he was
to come in. I was to swear that you had
tried to attack me.”

“Then what ?”” asked Paul Pry.

“That’s all,” she said, “if the sound
of the shot attracted any attention. If it
didn’t, I wasn’t going to figure in it. I
wasn’t going to have to say anything. He
was going to dispose of your body some
way; I don’t know how. All I had to do
was to pack up my things and take a long
trip around the world. He was going to
give me the tickets and everything.”

“And if you didn't do it?” asked Paul
Pry.

“Then,” she said, “neither one oi us
was to come out of here alive.”

“You know of the murderous activ-
jties of this man you’re working for?”
acked Paul Pry.

She hesitated a moment, then nodded
her head. ‘“Yes,” she said slowly, “I
know now. I didn’t until a few minutes
ago.”

“And,” said Paul Pry, “he’s here in
this restaurant ?”
“He owns the place,” she said.

PAUL PRY flipped open the cylinder

of the gun. It was as the young wom-

an had said—there was but one shell in it.

Paul Pry pushed the cylinder back into
position. “Let’s get out,” he said.

She shook her head. “You can’t do it,”
she said. “He’s waiting outside, and he’s
got another man with him. They’re go-
ing to kill us both unless I go through
with what he told me to do.”

“Suppose no one from the outside
hears the shot?” said Paul Pry. “Then
what ?”

“Then,” she said, “I think . ..”

“Go on,” he told her, as her voice
trailed away into silence, “tell me what
you think.”

Her voice came in a whisper. “I think,”
she said, “he’s going to sew up your lips
and dump your body somewhere.”

She shuddered and trembled as though
with a chill.

Paul Pry stood in front of her, staring
at her with level, appraising eyes. ‘“‘Look
here, Thelma,” he said, “if you're lying
to me it’s going to mean your life. Tell
me the truth. If no one hears the shot,
he’s going to dispose of my body that
way ?”’

She nodded, then said, after a min-
ute, in a dull, hopeless tone: “But it’s
no use now. We're both going to die.
You don’t know him. You don’t know
Low absolutely, unutterably ruthless, how
unspeakably cruel. . . .”

Paul Pry moved swiftly. He took the
dressing table, tilted it to a sharp angle,
pulled open one of the drawers, inserted
the revolver and pulled the trigger.

The gun gave forth a muffled boom.

Paul Pry toppled the dressing table to
the floor. It fell with a bang which shook
the walls.

Paul Pry, stepping back, tossed the



120

Dime Detective Magazine

useless gun to the floor, took the razor-
keen blade of his sword cane from its
scabbard, held himself flat against the
wall, just to one side of the door, so
that the opening door would serve to con-
ceal him from those who entered the
room.

There was a period of silence.

Thelma put her head in her hands and
started to cry.

Slowly, the knob on the door rattled
into motion. The latch clicked; the door
opened slowly. Two men entered the
room. Paul Pry could hear the sounds
of their shuffling feet, but could not see
them.

A masculine voice said: “Where is he,
Thelma?”

The sobbing girl said nothing, but kept
her face in her hands, sobbing hopelessly.

The men moved further into the room.
One of them walked toward her.

Paul Pry took a deep breath and kicked
the door shut. \

Two pairs of startled eyes stared at
him. One of the men was the man who
had been on guard at the door of the
speakeasy- The other was a man Paul
Pry had never seen before—a well-
dressed man with curly, black hair, eyes
that glinted with dark fire. He had a
saturnine cast to his countenance, and his
face seemed to radiate a sort of hypnotic
power.

Both men had guns which dangled
from their hands.

The man who had guarded the door
of the speakeasy was nearest to Paul Pry.
He raised his gun.

PAUL PRY lunged forward. The
slender blade of his sword cane, ap-
pearing hardly stronger than a long darn-
ing needle, flicked out like the tongue of
a snake. The glittering steel embedded it-
self in the left side of the man’s chest.
The man wilted into lifelessness. Blood
spurted along the stained steel of the cane

as Paul Pry whipped it out and whirled.

The man with the dark, curly hair
fired.

The bullet clipped past Paul Pry’s body
so close that it caught the folds of his
coat, tugging and ripping at the garment
as though some invisible hand had sud-
denly snatched at the cloth.

Paul Pry’s slender steel flicked out and
down. The razor-keen edge cut the ten-
dons on the back of the man’s right hand.
The nerveless fingers dropped the gun to
the floor.

With an oath, he jumped back, flung
his left hand under the folds of his coat,
whipped out a long-bladed knife.

Paul Pry lunged once more. The man
paried the lunge with his knife. Steel
grated on steel.

Paul Pry’s light blade was turned aside
by the heavy knife. The momentum of
Pry’s lunge carried him forward. The
dark-haired man laughed sardonically as
he turned the point of the knife toward
Paul Pry’s throat.

But Paul Pry managed, by a super-hu-
man effort, to catch himself just as he
seemed on the point of empaling his
throat on the knife. His adversary rec-
ognized too late that he had lost the ad-
vantage. He thrust outward with the
knife, but his left hand made the thrust
awkward and ill-timed. Paul Pry jumped
back from the thrust. Once more the
point of his sword cane was flickering in
front of him, a glittering menace of steel
which moved swiftly.

“So,” he said, “you know how to
fence?”

The dark-haired man held the heavy
knife in readiness to parry the next
thrust. “Yes,” he said, “I know how to
fence far better than you, my friend.”

“And I suppose,” said Paul Pry, “that
is the knife which accounted for the men
whose lips were sewed together.”

“Just a little trade mark of mine,” ad-
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mitted the man with the knife. “When
I leave here, your lips and Thelma’s lips
will be sewed in the same manner. I'll
drop your bodies. . . .”

Paul Pry moved with bewildering
swiftness. The point of his narrow steel
blade darted forward.

The man flung the knife into a position
to parry the thrust. “Clumsy,” he said.

But Paul Pry’s wrist deflected the
point at just the proper moment to slide
the slender steel just inside the blade of
the heavy knife.

The dark-haired man had time to reg-
ister an expression of bewildered con-
sternation. Then Pry’s flicking bodkin
buried itself in his heart, and his face
ceased to show any expression whatever.

CHAPTER SIX
Fifty Grand

MUGS MAGOO stared with wide eyes

at Paul Pry as he entered the apart-
ment. “Say something,” he pleaded.

Paul Pry smiled, took off his hat and
coat.

“What shall I say?”

“Anything,” Mugs Magoo said, “just
so I can tell that your lips aren’t stuck
together with cross-stitches.”

Paul Pry took a cigarette case from
his pocket, took out a cigarette and in-
spected the end critically. “Well, Mugs,”
he said, “suppose I smoke? How would
that be?”

“That'd be all right,” said Mugs.
“Where were you last night?”

“Oh, just around doing things,” said
Paul Pry. “I had a couple of young
women I had to see off on a plane.”

“Good looking ?”” asked Mugs Magoo.

“Well,” said Paul Pry, “they had
mighty fine figures, and if they hadn’t
been so badly frightened they’d have
been pretty good lookers.”

“And then what did you do with the
early part of the morning?”

“I had to cash a check,” said Paul Pry.

“I thought you cashed that one yes-
terday.”

“I did, Mugs, but you see, there was a
misunderstanding about the check that I
left in its place, so Mr. Hammond sent
another check for twenty-five thousand to
the same party at General Delivery.”

“And why didn’t the party get that
one?” asked Mugs Magoo.

Paul Pry sighed. “That,” he said, “is
rather a long story.”

Eva Bentley pushed open the door of
the glass compartment where she had
been taking down the radio calls. “There’s
a lot of hot stuff coming in over the ra-
dio,” she said, “about this cross-stitch
murder.”

Paul Pry puffed complacently on his
cigarette. “What is it?” he said. “Can
you tell me what’s happening?”

“Yes,” she said. “There’s a broadcast
out for the apprehension of two women.
One of them is Ellen Tracy and the oth-
er is Thelma Peters. They were employed
as entertainers and floor girls in a down-
town speakeasy.”

PAUL PRY'’S face showed no expres-
sion other than a mild curiosity. “In-
deed?” he said. “And just what have
these two young ladies been doing?”
“The police think,” she said, “that they
can give valuable information about the
cross-stitch murderer. In fact, they think
the girls might have been implicated in
the murders—perhaps unwillingly.”
“And what,” asked Paul Pry, with that
same expression of polite curiosity in his
face, “gives the police that impression?”
“Because,” said Eva Bentley, “the po-
lice raided the speakeasy on a tip this
morning about ten o’clock. They found
two bodies in the dressing room which
had been occupied by Thelma Peters. The
men had evidently fought with a knife
and pistol, and there may have been an-
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other man present in the room. In fact,
the police think there was.

“On one of the bodies the police found
a surgeon’s needle and some thread of
exactly the same kind which was used in
making the cross-stitches on the lips of
the murder victims. The police started
an investigation and are pretty well sat-
isfied the man is the cross-stitch murder-
er. They found evidence which tied him
up with a wholesale murder plot. It
seems that he’d been collecting money
from half a dozen different millionaires,
threatening to murder them if they gave
the police any information whatever. The
two people who were killed were those
who had given the police information,
but the cross-stitch murderer figured that
he'd kill a couple of millionaires anyway,
in order to get the newspaper notoriety
which would strike terror into the hearts
of his proposed victints.”

“Rather a neat scheme,” said Paul
Pry. “And, by the way, have the police
any trace of the two young ladies?”

“Not yet; they’ve just broadcast a_gen-
eral description.”

Paul Pry looked at his wristwatch.

“Doubtless,” he said, “by this time, the
young ladies are far, far away, which,
probably, is just as well. Possibly they
were intimidated, by the man for whom
they worked, into taking certain isolated
steps in connection with a murder cam-
paign, but didn’t know just how those
steps were connected up at the time.”

“Perhaps,” said Eva Bentley, staring
at Paul Pry curiously. “The police have a
description, however, of a young man
who entered the speakeasy just about the
time when the autopsy surgeon estimates
the two men were killed. Would you like
to hear that description?”

Paul Pry yawned and shook his head.
“No,” he said, “I don’t think so. Really,
Miss Bentley, I'm not particularly inter-
ested in the cross-stitch murders any
more.”

Mugs Magoo stared at him with stupe-
fied wonder for a moment, then suddenly
reaching out, he grasped the neck of the
whiskey bottle in his left hand, and, dis-
daining the use of a glass, tilted the bottle
to his lips, letting the contents gurgle
down his throat.
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GCROWING PAINS

UT in Iowa, in the heart of the corn .
belt where things really begin to

sprout when the weather gets
right, the natives will tell you that on a
hot night you can go out in the fields and
hear the corn grow.

We’ve never had a chance to test out
their assertion, and we haven’t the faintest
idea what kind of
noise fodder might
make as it bur-
geons. But we have
had ample oppor-
tunity to observe the
growth of this mag-
azine. And while
DiME DETECTIVE'S
increase in- stature
has been a reason-
ably noiseless proc-
ess—with the ex-
ception of an occa-
sional cheer from
enthusiastic readers
—and quite inde-
pendent of the
weather or any lim-
ited section of the
country—it has
been a very visible
one. And we’re will-
ing to bet that that’s
more than even the most loyal booster in
the corn belt can say about his favorite
crop. We have yet to hear anyone say,
“Come out in the south forty and watch
the corn sprout by moonlight.”

But we’ll extend an open invitation to
anyone, by day or night, to take a squint
at DiME DETECTIVE’Ss growth since it sent
up its first shoot two years ago. Month
by month it’s increased in popularity;
increased in size—do .you remember
when it came out only once a month?
—and what’s more  important still, in-
creased its determination to print the
very cream of detective and mystery fic-
tion and nothing else.

Issue by issue we have tried to add new
authors to our contents page who would

help strengthen the magazine, make it even
more of a thrill treat than it was before.
This time we have dragged Russ Meservey
into the fold with what we thought was a
swell horror yarn,

Let’s let him introduce himself.

Born St. Patrick’s Day, 1898, Mankato,
Minn. Raised along north border states,

is, Minn, N.
Dak., Mont. Wis-
consin U ’20. Tried
to join R.AF.,, To-
ronto, 1915, but
Ma caught me by
the seat of the
pants. Retaliated by
bumming for six
months from Mont.
to New Mex. and
back. Swell time on
an empty stomach.
Joined U. S. Air
Force, 1917. Flew
through the battles
of Kelly, Selfridge,
Mitchell, Hazelhurst
(now Roosevelt)
Fields. Citation for
beer consumption.
H. D'd. January,
1919. Aviators
drug on market.
Back to Wis. U and
became interested in
writing, but campus
hill wore me down.
Oil fields of Okla-
homa. Osage Indians,
tarantulas, rattlers, sweat, gambling, five
bucks a day. Wrote on the side for
nothing. Twin Cities, Minn., again. Wrote
a book on character analysis. It'll be
an heirloom when I die. Starved into barn-
storming. Starved barnstorming. Flew a
bit of rum from Canada. Married. Came
east. Managed a traveling theatrical stock
company in New England states. Wrote a
play. Terrible! Put it with character analy-
sis book. Stranded with wife in N. Y. C,
Xmas morning, '25.. Got job posing for
George Luks, N.A., as a mug, fifteen a
week. Wrote short stories. Met writers, ar-
tists—a mad mob. Got another job, flying
instructor, Curtiss Field, L. I. Took an edi-
tor up one day. Maybe scared him into buy-
ing some air stories. After while quit in-
structing. Ten to sixteen hours a day at
typewriter, sometimes. Sometimes 0,

Thanks, Mr. Meservey. And it’s up to
you readers to let us know whether he put
a couple of extra thrill pounds on the
magazine. How about it?
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Aviation Institute of U. S. A.. l-c.

l 1115 Connecticut Avemm Wash D. C.
Pleaso f book, ““Wings -
I pomnn;." uuln: lll lbout ':ny”omtunltll:w Avtn&.
Ilwwnumu homs and helD me got & Job.
Hamd ceccccserccatcsnraeins seesesctcenrnsesecnsssserssetes
l (Priot clearly)
l AGAsMWY cccccccccccsracccacianararcsnans
' (Muu% 18 ‘or over)
OUF cooeecorccsncnrorcccnnoressaroscceces B coocereecsn

— —— e— —-————_—-—

/
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SAVE 5§09, rite today for YREE Mail Order

price list of Sanitary Necessities

dae:{klndafarmmmdgosnen Goods eent in plain
ope, postage paid by us.

P- 0. BOX 81, DEPT. D-3, HAMILTON, ONTARIO

2 4
! ‘
= 0 ROUBLED
ll D Dan
T Elo ou om saaeaerey e
P. Illlol Cempou ni aPerl,od:Io Feg-
uiator) When nature falls you. Thou=
und%u! wcmi,en d‘epem'l. on this an‘lﬁ
und now, Positively relieves man
39 ral irregularities,
y, 110 fi=
SrEbt
for

recommend and uss this com d
Nl.'tel' wir.h wuins Buocess. We guars

edé &endﬂ Naﬂnﬁlﬂn&hﬁ%

an
N B essim:) Dm: t uelar =—act nwl
iaum:me .f'l‘.“iu N. Wells 5t., Bopt. 33K Chilcage

CALES b AN 933
2]

I ]
7

TRIAI. SIZE 25¢

A Baby In Your Home

Bolentists now atate that “Complete unity In life depends on

pex harmony " and that the lack of it ia the one greatest cause
for unhappy “has the ca-
_ . h oft-
her

ence of

‘meny thousan ?‘
for aars'heeamop‘mud
fotl ¥ ha wﬂttenmg

eplendid treatment, and how she
may use it in the privacy of her own home.

Getn'l'his Knowledge FREE

two books **Full Development’* and
“A by In Your Home," I intimate lyd.iu-
ul

{m| ating

e fernale .e: that are dhuy Intaere't'hrnlnsr “m ofmm Rer tell
too com| thoos: Z

nﬂ::ﬁaln :?:y the de-im“um activities of Nature'a mnlt wonder-

ereation—a normal, fully deve! vl l womn W

id free. W

BALD? Don’t Lose Hope

Mr. R. E. Procor, Cinco, W, Va. writes:
“J] was partly bald for ten years, Recently, I used
2 bottles of Japanese Oil and now have hair 2 inches
long on the bald spots.”
JAPANESE OIL, the antiseptic counter-irritant, is used
by thousands for baldness where hair roots are not dead,
falling hair, loose dandruff and scalp ftch. Price 60c.
Economy size §1. All druggxsts. FRER booklet, “Truth
About the Hajir’’—wri
NATIONAL REMEDY CO., Desk DG, 56 W.45th8t., N. Y.

Quit Tobhacco

o e
of the it esar to

KEELEY TREATMENT FOR
TOBACCO HABIT 2t

[feded PEtoldny s
Bomietamt oo request. w =l i
KEELEY INSTITUTE, D%x'm Dwight, Hinols

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
gr;‘d.mm. F‘n‘l 1 I-lﬂi or
waasa,ﬂﬂuu mmﬂ47e .

SEND NO MONE\”"‘“

ml:.-lfnhllnl.wl‘lkm will “gﬂl"--\l.
povtsce—or sand e gy !
mn ﬂo‘wn‘.

P v Bhoies inday. Horeiy s weated

ETANDARD ART STUDI

BO8W. Labe Eadl

NEW STUFF!
WINNIE WINKLE!

For men only. Boss and Bubbles, Fannie Hill, Only a Boy,
Harold Teen and Lillums, 's Daughter, Papa and
Mema, The French Stenographer, The Vampire, The End
of Helen, What Tommy Saw Under the Parlor Dgor,
Twelve Gay Love Letters (Read Two Ways). Gay Life in
Paris, also 650 Bare and Daring French.type plcturea
(Kind Men Like), Also §0 Montmarte-type pictures of
beautiful girls in thrilling, snappy, artistic poses with
their fellows. We fil! orders the same day we receive them.
All for only $1.00. Send cash, stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.

175 Fifth Avenue, NEW YORK CITY

Boys’ aad Men's atx-jowai i
glovTEl"' mu’tw :ﬂ-ﬁu%@;ﬂrﬁllr Wifie with

magsiine bolding ir-:;lﬁ hﬂ

"fb’&‘ms ] LVBLhIeh S0
E.Wﬂh quick torzﬁm- ?"llu h’

Simply scnd nama lnd address

H.rdr

Py '&ﬁ of
-:' Em é‘é‘f,% Yyrone, Pa.,

en 'No Need to Lose'
WNatural Powerr After 35!

or Money Order.
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Regain Lost Vitality This Easy Way!

WEL ‘er from premat Pe Vigor and Youthful Ener longer?
Fer dwresse:l by th?s & un ol 0’ N n'wu can no easily ren n lo Nsumi 1?33.«-1
Thovsands of men have foun T.ho m DCRAL VIGOR TA 3 gl

Pe sell to helItl:fuI vigor with this amazing scientifo mmaum A DORAL Viao ABS |
\Vitali recommended D h.‘n'lcum as safe, positive md he uiaI long tl-ﬂl' results.
Ne it 203 “”“:':# n‘m. V1607 TABS toger. “Regular Targs m. ook (30 ¢ "

T end for ular La
ruoers || IHEEE BOXES 85.00. SUPER. STRENETH Sg2'o6, TWO 80 s %ﬂim

D. 13c extra. ORDER

- 0RA1. LABORATORIES® Dept. M-17 303 West 42nd St., New York City



1F MY HUSBAND HAD ONLY KNOWN:

“My husband meant to in-

sure his life, It was upper-

most in his mind that when things got a little
better he would take out insurance to protect
us .. . Somehow he just never got around to it.

“And now we have only a few hundred dollars. When
that's gone I don’t know what I shall do.”

More ¢han sixty per cent of the heads of families leave no
insurance when die.
- Stop and think right now of the danger of delay. “I'll
take care of it tomorrow,” you eay—what if there should
be no tomorrow? Your wife, your children—your loved
ones, prote them this very minute.
+0ld Line” Legal Reserve Policy

Denigned for the thousands who, like yvuraelf, want the
fullest at the low-
est price. this Postal Dollar Pollcy meets the needa of
these times ‘ectly, Only the Postal Life Insurance
Co.’s DIR! MATL method of selling could give You
an insurance value like this.

A Dellar a Month

upon thousands of thrifty, sensible people in every State
in the Union. Postal Life bas seld §70,000,000 of insur-
ance through the United States Mails by its economical,
direct selling plan.

Coupon Acts as Your Application
Np matter what age, from 18 to 50 years, ons dollar & monu: lu
“meml’or special policy. Themmx.ot!.nmnm
4ol th will buy, however, varies with the age. M.mﬂ
will buy $1.194 worth and at age 28, $1,003. Turn to the Table
$ust below and you will And listed the
wice a3 much;

nhould ham to make the future
gafe for your fam in the couron below and send it
with ¥ fist month's premium to the Poatal Life Insurance
Oompany That’s sli—the Coupon acts as yo r Agpplication.

Mall Coupon Now—We Have No Agents

“You -act as your own agent and pocket the savings. Send
coupon today with $1.00 (your first month’s premium).
Thousands have taken of this
dollar policy and can look the futvre squarely in the fuce,
knowing have done théir duty by-their loved ones. You
get your money back if your application is not accept d.
You take mo risk. Tear off and mail the coupon today.

(See the Table at Right) TEAR OFF—MAIL TODAY == ==r=mumy

ee sl.uo a month for the

Just a dallar & manth will oxt five years Postal Life Insurance Co., Artbaur Jordan, Pres. i

buy this “Modifid Whale | e = Dept. 258, 511 Fifth Aveave, New York, N.Y. i

and loan values, and paid-up Ageance ance 1 wish te apply for a fife Insarance pollcy in acoerdanse with your offer, i

20 crtenit Tsuranas oiv: | HER goun i

ﬂ:‘gm mznmwtg o 2 oz a7 ) og oy exact dats of Dirth Was.....oceeuerncnrerenen RAB cuerinnnann. 1

Shoufing she A mount 1:,1"; § i‘:‘:"g ?'; 2’:‘%‘ 1 Piace of Birth....cevveuuererenceres NAtONAIIY.cureeeeeernnnnnns I

ﬁ:ﬁb& years.” )}‘oot: g ‘lsgg ﬁ gg 1 My occupation 1s....c.c0000eeennenean. ..t wish to pay a premium of |

{";;’m trifling ooet. 'I'EE gé }§§§ :4:9 § § oieeoeieiieineei  ber month. This entitles me t0..ueeeeueereerunns |

you pay for orth of § enclosing the first month's lum, which

m&i:emmonly one- | 3 g;f g a2 : uuhmm":'uol‘tmyunuc:ﬂon 18 not sscepteds T M =

Mt permanent premiums

1e after ﬁve years) § :2: 2 ‘42; J tasuranes payable B.....cceveeecncanniieiions “"““""""'”l

sln th-o;rc reduced by the § 34 840 B ] Fuil Name i
¥ SR80 FOR JUNIORS 1 Relationship fo m....................................................’

A Safe “‘g.’"‘da%;%:’. T e 00 h00b0d0000008005008 00 00 0000a500090050000000 | |
1.00 D

mFﬁf?. past 28 ’m:":'y :mnmpo tor | JBtaet and Number.........c....ovvvvviiiriieiriniiiiiinenenenennns |

$has been providing insurance 3 MBS oo oo neisetons ..State

‘MIM B N S GRS B S O e A S S T Ewd AR o3
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'KNOW THE AMAZING TRUTH ~f§ ¢to° Worying

Conquer lgnorance

]ABOUT SEX AND I.OVE Overcome Shae

Banish Fear
Prevent Disease

End Self Denjal
Lo

TreFnbiddo ecnts of S ane Dl el

A (WAY with false modes: 3! At I:st a lam- WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW Dont bl a slave toﬂ:nm ‘and feat.

octor has tolﬂ The Sexual Embrace How 1a Regain Virl nmr nmmu hes of the per

sex :::“;r:nk. danug rud:sh Secrats of the Honeymoon Sexual Sta :'Suonlnﬂ fect ph{ﬂﬂl
Husmg about the bmﬁ, oo wd hines, fAincheselCor fion qﬂ?."&...:.', o Lost as divum .
but TRUTH, blazing through 576 pagez j:m‘ ol Diseases ruth Aboul Abuse  Often be pumted by know
dmhd’orwud facts. the ignorant pay the mﬁ!&:ﬂa

Love is the most magwificent ecstacy WHATEVERY WOMANSHOULD KNOW wrong sex practices. Read the clearly,
the world .. . know huw to hu]d Jovs of Perfuct Mg How to Attract and startlingly told . =3 study these illusers
loved one...don't glean half. }’ g WLt Allek 5 Ly s..“}mnmwdw“ tions grope in darkness oo longer,
unreliable sources...let Dr. H. H. Rubin lulluu“hnhln Hygisne hﬁu:'ﬁ of Hepoy hﬁ:ﬂ want to nkb‘:::nx ;:gim l.:’b.dd
cell you what to do and bow to da it. piapstion ot The tn o.,- G st _mmba. o ln;fury ey = wﬂwwn

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES  Knowledge is the. basig of the perfect, “power for happiness. Youowe it toyoureelf
The 106 illustrations leave nothing to satisfying love-life, Step out of the dagk- ...to the one you love, to tear aside the

the Imaginstion ... know how to Over Fess m:iod the aunldl hl:ﬁ h:;ﬁ;gfo::;c:e. tain of hypocrisy and learn the maked

com ear and danger today! Mo » 5

g ;L?lf.;‘g‘;;“,ﬁg,;;,‘;‘f:;ﬁi‘;: if you ase noe completely ATTRACT THE GDPOSITE SEX)

e o el dacamnd Tod SN RN 6 " A G 2 B dop bl b o o
Every, pcrm to sex is discu 106 V SWom. Shat S18 p8 o g i
in daring All the things ro PICT u b oppos reu
{n!?e v knu:l:hbougrog;;ex ] m'l'l?e:t I.S po longer say need 0 pa
tion about w ot ks onl; ‘ﬂ
\: om?; h‘::t, is yours ac last. L awfal one moment of bliss.

me will be offended by the amazing
{rankness of this book and its vivid illus-
trations, but the world has no longer any
use for pmdery and false modesty.

A FAMOUS JUDEE
SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED
BY SEX IGNORANCES

Normal, llux ~suited

ung people are torn
s ‘beum: chey lack
kn owledge.

OF ANOTHER 7
Let “Sex
teach you how en:isy k is

‘: win Ind bold your &
oacl

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO, FREE.,,W"EW‘“‘

Dept. 1180 4970 Sixth Ave., New York, N. . BIRTH m"‘
Mease eend me, **Sex Harmony and Eugenics’® in phln H E 1 startling
wrapper. 1 will pay the postman $2.98 (plus poguge on lnl.mnu
delivery, If | am not_completely satis ed 1 can returo %
the book and he entire vurchase Enee will ba rdundzc things .b.?.n a mnc d-
Imm-duu Also send me, F OF CHARGE, yous subject, " Why
“‘ﬁ- Philosophy of Life.”” 3 ~willbea revelalkm o

Sﬂn{mto;' “!
Nawse Age. r ar ﬁfu r;;umcen s:nce l‘z‘;:.m
i il PIONEER PUBLISHING to

Orders from Forelgn Countriss $3.45 (n adnance 2L ; 1970 Sixth Ave., Nﬂ!fﬂhu

A

128



CAMERA and COMPLETE OUTFIT 35

Taju and’ mch
Your own

pictures

Brilliant View
Finder

Good Quali
l..." 3

ing and
Fixing gh-mk.h =
4 Films

1 Package
Printing Paper
1 Printing Frame

Eoeryths: muu
tumn mu‘ hﬂ Picture,

AI.:PUU(IE mﬂwml—f C!EAP i!luauh-v!d.-m.lhd

12, 10 s
MUTTE

'iltlh srumom
takes e

o
ih AN inespensd dre port
Wity Vide ot :u:
g el

b'l ﬂﬂ. zgu m | eur avents nld ulnln‘ ehli tera
'AME AND COMPLETE OUT. kT ONL ”C ith A
m.u is of & Films. 'Nrm\ PRINTING PAFEA 208 i

—**'“““—*"”“BOYS' THROW YOUR

]nton.tmnk under the bed or
ﬁudmnhhg

\akn pariraits

Par prea

| lobtain a Telescope for & nominal sum.

rately ﬁtled.. When amndtd it is almost three feet in
twelve inches in le Telescopes of this size us
importing them direct from & large European manufac
customers for ONLY $1.23 each, at which

made, the sides are brass bound, 7
-DGI:I
$1.25 in any convenient form. Postage al.amnu acoe

ly sell

SOLAR TELESCOPE—$1.25 TERar

they ought to sell

tpaid to any addresa
if more convenient.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL

]
0ICE i

»

THE VENTBILO

8 little instrumen

mouth out of sigh

above for Bird Cn]'lu, eto, Anyona un uasii.
Never fails, plﬁ

_triloquism and the U-ntrllu. 1 for m wu.

Make Your Watches.
Visible byhﬂight

Oloclu, Ete..
ﬁﬂmnmnh :

o
in tha gark

 (SEX mmcnoni

A wimisead wateriaining noveliy. el
it over & woman's hand and it is mBpos
ecribe & cmlete sod

i Try it for tating the sex o of aaimala. eata. doga. 1 atl
n Datent sge towter in Eursy £ ioc, 3 for lk. 7S¢ per

Electric Telegraph Set“i5c

Here you are boys! A nrnnu ileeuke tele
sm-h set of your own for 15t fun sends
mesaages to your [ricnds. [.ut two seta,
hook them up as shown
two-way messages for send.og and
A Ko troctle at .II o

recciviag.

‘m!g« uu > ;
A3 * i aeSeient
o prh b i d g e L'.'u .ua ﬁ’ 5 T to

BIG ENTERTA N ER

80 Jokes and_Rid

» Mnhe Tricks, 54 Parlor Gumes.
73 Toasts, 15 Tricks with Cards.
M making Secrets. 10
Funny 3 Monologues.

21 .'l’uu.lea lnd Problems,
Gomiu tations, Cut-outs for
'ox and G 9 Men Morris,
Pruon'?uule Gameof Am.zrlmu. eto. All for 15¢ postpaid.

HYPNﬂTIZE

PLAY PIANO
INONEHOUR

this new VAMPING

&MD. No teseber neaded.

i,.........-,.
r-m.u.m mm-

ol | button in the confident expoctation

be |apring syringe is brought juto ae-
-lluu

ﬂnt. accompany each set.
tes on any standard
:Irr battery obtainable every=
wl Wi ﬂl this outlt you
can transmit nod
receive mouaroi by the
Morse Internatonal Code,
and in & very short time

Add 108 for 04
an ook o

a in
neat box with
P lssrrnted

gines. PRICE 10c

AP
E ﬂnrunenlnu ina
other slmilur (lualo

the lead In & Jead
s, Brice16¢

r Solar Telescope is a lar d seryiceabl tru t.mne]ymldolndnomk
3 eyl b g o v, e easuzee not quite
or many times t! , but
acturer, wem enabled moﬁemmwm);
readily, lenses are well
and the l'ou.r sect.lona are perfectly fitted. Here is your chanee to
T

of novelties, tricks, jokes, sporting goods, firearmas, jewe m. novelties in sceds and plants, d: .!00

mmumunnt

mempl. of

E

:55.%95_
1 P

Explndlnz Mm

your

with &

“I'II fun tham ‘ll!hl
u“i’.

DANCING BEAUTIES
_ BEST

You may have a lot of fun with
lhiu]luie Kinematogranh. A requ=-

-i consists of a tube baving a mic-
roscopie lens (same ss in French

ing shown below). While the vie- s
tim s absorbed in admiration of |
the pretiy picture, and turns the |

of seeing something interestiod, &

nd the ohserver geta & very great surprise.
S0c Postpaid.

by
xpesurs of eard tricks used b
Ou:zmun. =-!i-u-p-|—

FORTUNE TOLD PERFORMING
Bouk xhuwl haw to_tell
T o s ek h

LATEST
+ CATALDG

:iHThm are

i NOVELTY_FRENCH_PHOTO RING

A VERY GREAT CURIOSITY
A classy looking nng,

with imitation pi

nish, set with Ilr i

mked eye, yet is magni-
to an almost incre-
d.lblo gree and with
astonishing clearness.
{Icl-uxea that should suit all
tastes, puc ing girl beauties,

m"w".pmuy Frgn:!: m:t.rm. in interesting

g::ea. also vi of places of interest in

nee, Plnnm Canal and elsewhere; others show Lord’s

Prayer or Ten Commandments in type, State wishes and
will try CE.‘S

tricks, pu.nhe ele. . No other Mwhh_‘! nmhm

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR ALL GOODS ON iﬁll PAGE TO

JOHNSON SMITH 8C0, 78 978 Racine,Wis,
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529?5
$2.88 a month

HC-14 Elegantly hand pierced and
engraved, 18-K solid white gold ring:
dazzling, gemulne blue-white dlamond
in the square prong center, FOUR
smaller genuine. dismonds’ on. sides.
Special price $: —oniy $2.88 a mo.

Both
Rings

: y/ for
- 33259
- $£3.15 a month
HC- 15. . Perfectly matched, hund engraved
18-K solid white gold ‘‘step-effect’’ engage-
ment and wedding ensemble at a sensation-
ally low ‘price. Fiery, genuine blue-white
dlamond in engagement ring— I'I VI matched
genuine dlamonds in the.wedding ring.: A
$45.00 vatue. Now only 332:50 for both-rings
33.15 a month,
IF PURCHASED SEPARATELY

HC-16A . . Engagement ring only . . . $19.75
81.88 a month
HC-158 .. Wedding ring onky.. .., $13.50
$1.25 a-maonth

HC-3 , .
ette type wrist wateh,

Eleguntly engraved modern Bagu-
white lifetime case;
tully guarnnteed movement ; latest link bre

516.05—

let to match, ~only 81.50 a month

15 Jewel WALTHAM
Only $2.10 a month

HC-10 . . . Here's a challenge to cash
or credit jewelers anywhere. Factory
guaranteed accurate and dependable
15-Jewel Waltham: handsome. modern
deslgn, lifetime case: sturdy link bracele‘§
to match. Our price only $22.00—just
$§2.10 & month.

Real Merry Cflms{mas

ROYAL OFFERS THESE

__ SENSATIONAL JEWELRY VALUES'

THE SAME
FINE QUALITY

THE

31795

$1.70'a month

HC-2 . Ml’e”ll gi!t !or the 'Ife-Man"!
Modern st 10-K solid yellow
gold signe) brllllant genuine dia-
mond: afd, ru white gold initials tn

genuine onyx pecily initials desired
Special pm‘f_ s!.r u'-—o:rw $1.70 a mo,

STARTLING VALUES
LIBERAL TERMS

This WILL be a Real Merry Christmas,
America is looking forward and UP!
300d times—Prosperity for all—arc def-
initely ahead! And Royal-—America's
Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers—in
the spirit of the New Era offers these new
and exqulsite creations at sensationally
low prices.

$1.00 ALL YOU NEED NOW!
TEN MONTHS TO PAY

Just send $1.00, your name, address and
a few facts about yourself! Age, occupa-
tion, etc: If possible, mention 2 or 3
businessreferences. No directinquiries
will be made— Your dealings with
us kept strictly confidential. No em-
barrassment—no ‘‘red tape'—no delay!
We ship promptly, all charges prepaid,

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL

Take 10 days free trial! If you can
duplicate our values anywhere, return
your purchase and we’ll return your dol~
lar. If satisfied pay only the small
amount stated each month. Surely noth-
ing could be simpler or fairer,

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

Written Guarantee Gold Bond with
every diamond and watch. From start to
finish your satisfaction is assured. Order
today—it will be a long time before
values like these are repeated. Buy
by mail the Royal way and save!

ESTABLISHED 1895°

DIAMOND &
WATCH CO::

ADDRESS DEPT. 150.2
170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

LOW PRICES

/

SAME

20 GENUINE
2.6 mo
DIAMONDS vt
HC -16 ., All diamond wedding ring at

our new low price—only $27.50. Richly
hand engraved 18-K solld white gold;
20 dazzling, genulne dismonds. E

Ex-
quisitely beautiful and very speclally
priced. Only $2.65 a month, ‘

6 DIAMOND BAGUET‘I’E 529?5
WRIST WATC

Only $2.88 a month

HC-11 . . . Exquisitely engraved, dainty,
Baguette Wrist Watch, adorned with six
flery, genuine diamonds; fully guaranteed
dependable movement. Lovety, barrel-link
bracelet to match. One of the greatest values
we have seen'in years. Very specially priced
at $29.75—only $2.88 @ month.

BENRUS ”IHDNCL&D"
$2.35 a month

HC-7. . . A great new wrist
watch for active men! No
more repalr bills for broken
crystaly or bent hands.
Numerals are countersunk
right on the metal face: the
smaller, sunken dlal is pro-
tected with unbreakable
gl.ﬂs Guaranteed depend-

u nhru-knbla
L}

able and shockproof unken gi
BE\IRUS mmemem lite- E

time case; link bracelet to N“""'"f
match.  Speclally priced umerais on

metal face

8$24.60—only $2.35 a mo.

32 page catalog

FREE
To Adults:

Hundreds of spe-
cfal values In gen-
uing, blue-white
Diamonds, Standard
Watches, fine mwfodern
jewelry, silverware and
cameras. Send for your
copy today.

¥






