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“Radio servicing permitted me to utmnd
school and work evenings and week-ends.
Opon completing the N.R.I. Course I was
made Service Manager at $40 to $50 & week,
more than twice my shoe factory wage.'
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TWO LONG, BIZARRE MYSTERY NOVELS
LAUGH, CORPSE, LAUGHL.......... Stewart Sterling

What was the grim and ghastly murder method which killed scores of unsuspecting
people? And why should all these victims die giggling? Rookie Rod Keeney finds
his first day with the Homicide Detail much more than he bargained for, and he
discovers, too, that murder makes its own ghoulish jokes.

SUICIDE BRIDGE........ ..o Francis K. Allan
Only a connoisseur of crime such as this killer could conceive so unique a plan of

murder. And only Fauston, the uncanny blind detective, could see the answer to
this weirdest puzzle of all time.

TWO FASCINATING NOVELETTES OF UNUSUAL MENACE
DANGER—HEARSES AHEAD!. Donald G. Cormack

When Dave Random answered Dorothy Luttrel’s mysterious plea for aid, he didn’t
guess that he was accepting an invitation to be hunted by the law as a kill-mad
shamus—and that all he might do to save this girl only brought them both closer
to inevitable destruction!

SING A SONG OF MURDKER.............cieeeeeeeeeeee. Richard Sale
Jim Holiday’s music was the best on the air, as played by Vinnie Castro and
sung by Carol Stevens, the girl Jim adored. But every note he wrote brought him
closer to death, for he was, in reality, constantly adding to the score of his own

funeral dirge!
TWO SPINE-TINGLING SHORT STORIES
FERRY THE DEADL. ...t John Bender

We send bombers to England, but not corpses—and that was exactly what Pilot
Dave Wilcox’s passenger had become, miles out over the Atlantic. Dave was forced
to bring that body home—and prove the corpse’s finger couldn’t point to him.

THE MAN WHO MADE A HELL... ............. ... .. ... Joe Kent
Everybody, it is said, digs his own grave. But Paul Dover’s perfected invention
threatened not only his own safety, but the life of his wife—and the very nation
he sought to serve!
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DEATH STILL HAUNTS THEM!. ... iiieeceecaens The Editor

The amazing story of a modern will-o-the-wisp.
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“WE RACED DEATH W/r

“WE WERE RUSHING A
CARDIAC CASE by ambu-
lance to the hospital one
dark night,” writes Mr.
Birchfield. “We were two
thousand feet up on a
winding mountain road
and six miles from our
goal, when all lights blew
out.

‘“THE PATIENT WAS AT
DEATH'S DOOR. I gave
him a shot of adrenalin,
but I knew with horrible
certainty that unless he
geached the hospital
quickly he could not live.
Yet we dared not move
without lights.

“THEN, | REMEMBERED OUR FLASHLIGHTS! Lymg on a front fender, I played
their bright beams on the road while the car careened down the mountain.
Thanks to dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries, we won our race

against death. (Signed) % c W\%&u"

The word *"Eveready’’ is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc.

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST, 42nd 'STREET, NEW YORK N. Y.
; .. Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporchon i
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Deatl\ Sti[[ Haunts T[\em!

‘ N THAT is your favorite mystery?
That'’s a pretty difficult question to
answer, of course, because there
are all types of mysteries and all types of
people, and what pleases one will not
always please the next. You may have a
warm spot in your heart for a particularly
chilling tale of Poe’s, while another read-
er may consider something more recent
—a tale of a modern mystery magazine,
for instance—as the ultimate in mystery
fiction.

We have our own favorite mystery
story, garnered from sources as reliable
as sources can be nowadays; and it might
have formed the nucleus for a good fic-
tion story plot, though so far as we know,
no author has used it. The story is of par-
ticular significance right now, for like so
many things today, it.is the result of the
present war in Europe.

It has to do with France and French-
men—and, of course, Nazis. It is the story
of Pierre M—, who until the beginning of
the war was a fairly well-known boxer on
the Continnent. He was not a big man,
just a shade over five and a half feet, but
he was superbly trained, and he had be-
come, over a period of years, the acknowl-
edged, if not the declared, light-weight
champion of the Continent. He was a
Frenchman, with a Frenchman’s inherent
dislike of Naziism and what it represent-
ed, but he went along without giving vent
to his opinions. For Pierre M— was often
in Germany, where he engaged in in-
numerable ring contests, and it would not
have been wise for him to make state-
ments that might have got him into se-
rious trouble. So he journeyed to and
from Germany—as well as other coun-
tries—and always when he returned to
France, he made a visit to the offices of
the Surete, secretly—for Pierre M— was
a spy.

How much of the intrigue of the Ger-
6

man nation he managed to discover dur-
ing his visits to that country; how much
important information he managed to sep-
arate from the conversations of the Nazi
soldiers who found him a favorite—even
though he was French—we do not really
know. But, just before the Nazis march-
ed on Paris, just before the once-
proud nation of France capitulated befor«
the iron heel of Hitler’s legions, Pierre
M—was apprehended in a German city.
He was held, without specific charge, for
many days. After that he was given the
shameful choice which had been offered
to many of his countrymen who had been
discovered to be important to the defeat-
ed nation. He was informed that if he
swore allegiance to the Nazi cause, he
would be set free. If not, he would face
a firing squad.

Pierre M— was a proud man. For
years he had carried the banners of
France into the rings of foreign nations;
for years he had upheld, in his own way,
the honor and glory of the land of his
birth. It was not strange, therefore, that
he spat in the face of the Nazi officer who
proposed such a distasteful alternative.

Thus, the following morning, Pierre
M— was sentenced to die. On the ap-
pointed day and hour, the soldiers, led by
the officer who had offered Pierre the
choice, went to the cell in which the pris-
oner had been placed. But the cell was
empty. Pierre M— had disappeared, es-
caped—and until this day he has not been
recaptured.

But here the story casts off its lines of
average spy thriller and assumes the dis-
tinctive mark of weird mystery. For
Pierre M— has been back in Germany
since that day on which he was destined
to die. Of that the Nazis are certain, but
now, when they mention him, it is with
a measure of fear in their voices.

(Continued on page 8)
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(Continued from page 6)

Two months after Pierre M—'s escape,
a card of boxing bouts was held in Ham-
burg. On that program was a lightweight
who disposed of his opponent so quickly
and efficiently that memories were arous-
ed. The rumor ran through the officers’
circles that Pierre M— had returned, and
a delegation went back to the dressing
rooms to talk with this boxer. He was
not there, but the German lieutenant who
had commanded the firing squad which
had been detailed to execute Pierre M—
was in that dressing room. He had been
strangled—and on his chest was a pair of
boxing gloves!

The matter was kept reasonably quiet,
but a few weeks later, there was another
boxing card, in another German city. On
guard duty at this sports arena were two
of the soldiers who also had been part of
Pierre M—’s execution squad. Again one
of the boxers was a light-weight ; but this
time he was not too outstanding. He won
his fight, though not spectacularly, so sus-
picion was not aroused—until too late.
No one thought of him as Pierre M—,
until the two soldiers were found later—
dead at their posts! And to each guard’s
rifle was attached a boxing glove. . . .

HE weird affair did not end there,

I despite the Nazis’ attempts to ap-
prehend this Frenchman who was
dealing such fearsome blows to their men
and their morale. They did not know
when or where this “mad” Frenchman
would strike again, but they took meas-
ures to insure that he would not continue
to go scot free. All boxers in the country
were investigated. Every detail of their
personal lives and behavior was examined
—and many of Pierre’s weight class were
detained for days. But even this failed.
For Pierre M— turned up again, this
time in his native France. There were no
light-weights on the particular boxing pro-
gram of which the Nazis now are certain

Pierre was a part. But there were a few
welter-weights—the weight class just
‘above Pierre’s, and one into which he
could have built himself without too much
difficulty. Once again a Nazi died. A
German captain was found in an alley
leading to the dressing rooms. He was
lying beneath a poster advertising the
boxing bouts, and circled in red crayon
was the name of one of the welter-
weights. On the captain’s chest was a
boxing glove.

German Intelligence immediately tried
to trace the boxer, but soon discovered
that the name was fictitious, that the
man’s credentials had been clever forger-
ies. They did not discover who had
helped him in the culmination of another
coup. Though some arrests were made,
the arrested parties were later released
for lack of evidence.

So Pierre M— still lives, and what
started out as personal revenge has now
quite probably become a patriotic obses-
sion. He will continue, no doubt, in his
methodical killing of men who represent
what he most despises, and the Nazis are
at a disadvantage because they can no

- longer be sure that he will strike only at

those men directly responsible for his
original capture and death sentence. They
can be sure of nothing but his undeni-
able desire to avenge, in his own way, the
shame to which his nation has been sub-
jected.

Whether Pierre M— will be appre-
hended and killed, we do not know. One
man against the entire Nazi nation is an
unfair fight, and it does not seem logical
that he can continue forever. We hope,
of course, that he will, and we hope too
that mystery rather than logic will al-
ways be in his favor. From such charac-
ters do legends spring; from legends
come the basis for much good mystery
fiction—and that, after all, is the greatest
interest of this magazine.

THE EDITOR



is yYour Rupture
GETTING Worse"

It is terrible to feel that your rupture is constantly getting
worse, taking the joy out of life, even making you feel *
despondent—without your seeming to be able to DO any-

As sure as you live and breathe, if you have a reducible rupture, you
can stop your rupture worrfes—find yourself alive and energetic and
rid of all tbe old fears that made your existence a bad dream!

thing about it! And yet, it’s 8o needless! We have information for you % / /
that has brought deliverance and joy to thousands of men, women and %
clﬁéldren, as PROVED by their letters of gratitude—now on file in our \ Z
office. \ ®
STOP IT, STOP IT! O i
Be Yourself Againl § ®
\*

THE FAMOUS BROOKS AUTOMATIC AIR-CUSHION \ %
APPLIANCE WILL SET YOU FREE ‘

better and better! What is the Patented Automatic Air-Cushion? It is

the part that holds back your rupture—the most important part of any

There is nothing experimental about the famous BROOKS Air-Cushion

Rupture Appliance. It has been used for years and repeatedly made

truss. It is a yielding, air-filled rubber chamber that holds with com- x Where Is YO“R Rupt“re‘!
plete security without gouging in. Ill-fitting trusses do gouge in! The ——

BROOKS permits the edges of the rupture opening to remain close

together. Thus nature is sometimes able to close the opening, making a

truss unnecessary. While we make no promise, the fact is, thousands of WRONG

former Brooks wearers have reported no further need for a truss. Hard pad gouding in keeps Rupture
The very day you put on a BROOKS Patented Air-Cushion, you will open and prevents natural healing.

feel reborn! That’s because the Air-Cushion clings as nothing else can! R'GHT

No more fear of slipping, to let the rupture down. No more dread of BROOKS Alr-Cushi d t d
strangulation l—and—at last!—complete freedom to indulge in every rupture Ko”:":; 'a:s:' ::'tu:: :'r::‘l
normal activity! And what a relief to realize that your BROOKS will opportunity! :

have rcxlo spli{nga, no x:e.;::l lgirdle.fno agonizing“plll'e:g?rekdevice;, but—

instead—will give suc ily comfort that you'll hardly know the truss

is there at all. The BROOKS has proved a Godsend to thousands! Why BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.
not to YOU? 159 State St., Marshall, Mich.

That’s one of the best parts of all. You don’t have
to risk your money to find out just what joy and
happiness a BROOKS CAN BRING YOU! You
simply try it, and, if not satisfied, the trial costs
you nothing! And anyone can afford a BROOKS.
It costs no more than ordinary trusses. Every
BROOKS is made to individual requirements,
made especially to fit your case. Therefore it is
never sold in stores. Guard against imitations.
Now then: Don’t send a penny right now. But
DO SEND THE COUPON AT ONCE. We'll prove
every statement in this advertisement, under an
iron-clad money back guarantee. DO YOURSELF
THE BIGGEST FAVOR IN THE WORLD. MAIL
THE COUPON!

No Money! Just send

. name and address for

Free Copy of Book on

Rupture, easy self-fitting chart and our no-risk

trial order plan with low prices. Get the joy of
r-Cusluon support at once

--------------------

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW FOR TRIAL OFFER

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 159 STATE ST.,
Marshall, Michigan.

In PLAIN ENVELOPE, please send your FREE BOOK on Rupture, PROOF of Results,
and TRIAL OFFER. No one is to call on me personally about my rupture.

PROOF! '.‘.‘.':.'i::‘i":.. NO-MONEY-RISK TRIAL'

Proof of the
value and out-
standing merit
of the BROOKS
APPLIANCE is
clearly shown by
the fact that over
9,000 doctors
have ordered it
for themselves or
their npatients.
Qne dactor alene
has ordered for
his patients over
400 Brooks Ap-
pliances. Follow
your doctor’s ad-
vice! If he says
you have a re-
ducible rupture
and advises a
proper - fitting
support, don’t
subject  yourself
to further delay,
which may prove
dangerous, but
send us your
name and ad-
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Laug[\ y Corpse, Laugl’:!

Without altering her expression, the girl fired.

Many and merry were the murdered ones—these victims who laughed

themselves to death. Rookie Detective Rod Keeney's pal, Sergeant

Pulsifer, found the answer to this ghastly riddle, but before he could

reveal it, he too died of weird merriment. That left Keeney—if he
could live long enough—to prove that murder’s never funny.

10



A Long, Bizarre
Mystcry Novel

—
—
—
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By STEWART STERLING

4

h'v /

CHAPTER ONE
Merry Are the Murdered
ROD KEENEY reached for the

vernier dials as the shortwave set

began to squawk: “Car Four
Twenty-one. Attention. Car Four Twenty-
one. . . .”

Fat Sergeant Pulsifer, at the wheel of
the patrol coupe threw out the clutch,
coasted in toward the curb. “Juice ’er up
high, first-grader,” he grunted. “Tough,
pickin’ up code with all this static!”

Keeney puckered up his homely fea-
tures; his blue eyes squinted as he con-
centrated on a clear signal.

11
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“Only an ‘investigate,” Sarge,” he told
Pulsifer. :

The radio crackled: “In V hosp Poly
emerg Jans Varsen. P U dealear Traf C
72 B-way . ..” .

Keeney scribbled furiously on the radio
pad:

Investigate emergency case, Polyclinic hos-
pital. Jans Varsen, picked up in @ delirious
condition by traffic officer, Squad C, at
72nd St. and Broadway.

“Migod,” the sergeant groaned. “That’ll
be another of them gigglers. Four of ’em
croaked so far this morning.”

The radio rasped:

“M E off’ rekest urg info. Where vic ate,
drank. Where spen nite. Rep C Ludwin hq.
For Car Four Twenty-one, nine o seven
ayem. Auth. Tel B. That is all.”

Keeney grumbled, “That’s all, is it?
Just dig up the dope on what this Varsen
ate an’ drank, where he spent the night—"

Pulsifer snorted. “I wonder can the
Medical Examiner’s office tell us how to
get this urgent info from a lug with de-
lirilum tremors!”

Rod Keeney, newest member of the De-
tective Bureau, Twenty-first Precinct,
snapped his pencil under the rubber band
on the record pad, and said nothing.

“If this one’s like them other four
goons,” the sergeant grunted, missing a
street sweeper by the thickness of the
latter’s pants, “he’ll have laughed himself
to death before we can quiz him.”

Rod Keeney nodded, glumly. This was
his first official tour of duty as ranking
detective in charge of Car 421’s activities;
he would just as soon have run into some-
thing less baffling than this succession of
tittering individuals who'd collapsed on
the streets.of his precinct in the last two
hours. So far, every one had wound up
on iced slabs in hospital morgues before
he and Pulsifer could do more than list
Dead on Arrival on their division reports.

“Y’know, Sarge, if you hadn’t rounded

up that reefer gang, two weeks ago, I'd
say those clunks were still shoveling out
the marijuhana around here.”

“Nah!” Pulsifer thumbed the siren,
streaked through a red light. “Them loco
smokers do daffy nip-ups, all right, but
I never heard of no one bein’ knocked off
by inhaling a reefer.

“Still an’ all, Sarge, something killed
those other slap-happys. And they suf-
fered plenty!”

“They went out the hard way, First
Grader, that’s a fact. Maybe there’s been
some of that blackout hooch in this
parish.”

Keeney relapsed into silence as the
patrol car raced through the thickening
trafficc. No use jumping at conclusions.
What was the last thing the deputy com-
missioner told them at Police College?
Never list a homicide as- accidental until
absolutely positive. The only facts he and
the sergeant had to go on were that—since
seven o’clock this morning—the shortwave
set had reported nearly a dozen deaths,
outside of the four in their own precinct.
In each case, the victim had died in con-
vulsions, to the accompaniment of hysteri-
cal laughter. Keeney had seen a lot of
queer things since he’d first passed his
patrolman’s tests, but nothing to equal
this!

HE patrol car zoomed up to the

I receiving entrance at the hospital.

The two officers ran past a row of
parked ambulances, up a concrete ramp,
plunged through a door marked EMER-
GENCY.

“Sixty-eighth Street station!” Keeney
showed his new gilt -badge to a white-
coated interne. “Checking on that giggle
case, picked up at Broadway and Seventy-
second.”

The interne rubbed his chin, scowling.
“Inside. Emergency H.’

Pulsifer inquired, “He gonna croak?”

The young doctor shrugged. “No way
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to tell. He's like those other cases. Faint-
ing spells; burning up inside ; pulse jumpy
—and sniggering like he’s enjoying the
funniest joke he ever heard.”

Two internes staggered through the
emergency entrance, carrying a stretcher
on which lay a woman. She was young,
extremely fat. She chewed spasmodically
on a piece of gum; her eyes stared
vacantly up at the ceiling, and from her
lips came simpering laughter.

“Lord!” Pulsifer shoved his uniform
cap back off his forehead, planted his fists
on his hips. “Another one of 'em! What
is it? Where are they getting it?”

One of the ambulance attendants mut-
tered, “She was stretched out on a bench
in the park, complaining of the heat and
laughing like a hyena.”

“She’s ga-ga.” The second ambulance
man put fingers around the woman’s wrist.
“I’ve seen 'em with heroin jags like that.”

The woman blinked at him, tittering
stupidly.

Keeney swallowed hard. “You better
stay here, Sarge. Find out what she had
for breakfast. “I'll go see Varsen.”

Pulsifer nodded. He began to paw
through the woman’s handbag. which one
of the internes had tucked under her shoul-
der on the stretcher.

The door of Emergency H was ajar.
Even before Rod Keeney saw the shirt-
sleeved occupant of the hospital cot, he
heard the man’s simpering voice :

“Fooled them . . . again, hunh. hunh.
Been trying . . . to murder me . . . for
months. But I'll be . . . alive, ha. ha . . .
when they’re dead and buried. Ha . . .
ha. . ..”

Murder! The detective's jaw hardened.
Could all these giggling horrors be vic-
tims of attempts on their lives . . . homicide
to the tune of that crazy laughter ?

He pushed open the door.

The man on the cot was hardly more
than a living skeleton. His tallow skin
was stretched so tightly over the gaunt

cheekbones that it seemed transparent ; the
straggly gray hair was matted damply
across a thin, dome-shaped skull. His coat
and vest lay across a chair; his tie had
been loosened and his collar unfastened.

A doctor with a hypodermic stood be-
side a nurse who held a chloroform cone.

“How’s he doing?” Keeney noted that
the man’s eyes were closed.

“Apparently suffering considerably.”
The doctor frowned, puzzled. “Mind
seems to be wandering. We're going to
try to ease the pain with an anaesthetic.”

“Ha, ha, ha.” The heavy-lidded eyes
opened, staring wildly at Keeney. “Mind’s
no more . . . wandering . . . than yours
is....”

“Sure,” Keeney agreed, dubiously.
Those glaring eyes didn’t look sane.

The nurse lifted the white chloroform
cone. “Ready, doctor?

g

EENEY held up a palm. “Lemme
ask him a couple questions before

you knock him out.”

“Have to be brief then, officer.
pulse is thready.”

The newest member of the plainclothes
force leaned over the gaunt, waxy figure
of the man on the cot. “You probably ate
or drank something that made you sick,
mister. Where’'d you have breakfast this
morning ?"”

The bony head wagged limply from side
to side; the eyes narrowed craftily. “You
think . . . 've been . . . poisoned?”

“No doubt of it,” the doctor cut in.
“Now, if you'll just tell this detective—"

The man struggled feebly to raise him-
self on his elbows. ‘Nith one trembling
hand he beckoned to Keeney. “I know . ..
who it was. Ho, ho . . . yes, indeed I
know . . . what they've . . . done to me.”
He chuckled hoarsely.

“Yeah?"” Kenney had an uneasy sensa-
tion that this leaden-complexioned indivi-

His
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dual who already resembled a corpse was
—even on the point of death—ribbing him.
“Tell me. We'll fix them so they won't
try it again, mister.”

“Can’t tell you . . . while they're . . .
here.” The gaunt man waved jerkily at
the nurse and doctor. “Speak to you . ..
alone.”

The doctor said quickly. “We don’t dare
leave him for a moment, officer. I've just
injected digitalis. . . .”

Keeney hesitated. How far did his
authority extend, here in the presence of
death and suffering? A doctor was sup-
posed to be in complete charge of his
patients, yet those orders from headquar-
ters were urgent—and more than this one
life was at stake. The Deputy Commis-
sioner had told them at the Police College:
In any emergency, act first for the safety
of the citizens under your protection,
which was clear enough. The protection of
the public depended on discovering what
was behind this giggling epidemic.

Keeney said, “Step outside a minute,
Doc.”

The doctor frowned. “The man may
die, unless we watch his heart action
closely.” ’

The passage in the Police Manual
flashed into Keeney’s mind : It is especially
important to secure WITHOUT DELAY
the testimony of the indvidual who has
been criminally assaulted. ““T'll have to risk
it, doc,” he muttered. “Sometimes a
deathbed statement is the only evidence
we can get.” -

The nurse stalked disapprovingly out of
the room ; the doctor followed, reluctantly.

Keeney closed the door behind them,
came back to the cot. “Now, then. We're
alone, mister. Who do you suspect?” .

The haggard man leered. “Come closer
... don’t want . . . anyone to hear.” He
exerted a tremendous effort; sat up; tried
to slide his feet to the floor. He toppled
and would have fallen if the plainclothes-
man hadn’t grabbed him with both arms.

Instantly, a bony wrist snaked upward
toward the rookie’s left armpit. Claw-like
fingers seized Keeney’s gun; jammed the
muzzle fiercely in Keeney’s stomach.

“I know . . . what you're . . . up to,”
the stricken man snickered. “But you
won’t . . . kill me. I'm . .. too smart

. .. for you, ho, ho, ho. You make . ..
one wrong move . . . I'll shoot you!”

Keeney froze. It would only take one
nervous twitch of this madman’s finger to
loose a .38 slug into his chest.

He’d been instructed how to handle a
situation like this at Police College—but
would the oldest gag in the book work
now? It was a long gamble—with his own
life at stake. But he’d have to risk it.

“l don’t want to hurt you, gramp.”
Keeney shrugged easily. “You got me
wrong. I'm only trying to help you.”

“Ho, ho. Ha, ha, ha. That's a ...
good one.” The pistol muzzle jabbed hard
at Rod’s stomach. “I'm not . . . dumb
enough . . . to believe that. Get up on that
cot!”

With his free hand, the man reached for
the chloroform cone which the nurse had
left on the medicine table!

CHAPTER TWO

The Sergeant’s Gun

EENEY made a move as if he in-
K tended to obey. His gaze shifted
suddenly from the old man’s eyes
to a point just over the stooped shoulders.
Keeney relaxed; a broad grin crinkled
his weathered features. “Just in ‘time.
Sarge,” he murmured. “Grab his arms!”
The gaunt man swivelled swiftly. The
muzzle of the gun shifted away from the
pit of Keeney’s stomach for the fraction
of a second before the patient discovered
he’d been fooled ; that Keeney’d been star-
ing at—and talking to—thin air!
In that split second, the detective seized
the barrel of the service special, wrenched
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it from the older man’s feeble grasp.

“Calm down, now!” He prodded his
prisoner with the muzzle.

“You tricked me! You're in league with
them. You're going to murder me!” The
man’s slack lips quivered.

“Don’t be like that, gramp. I'm here
to see you don’t get hurt.” Keeney pushed
him back against the cot. “Can’t you get
it through your head that I'm a cop?
I'm here to protect you?”

The old man’s eyes lost a little of their
fanatic luminance, but he shook his head
craftily. “You'd be wearing a uniform if
you were a cop.”

“I'm a plainclothesman, old-timer.”
Keeney pulled out his report book. “See.
Here, where it’s written?” He pointed :

RODERICK KEENEY

Plainclothes, First Grade
Shield 2741
Twenty-first Precinct
New York City

“No, sir. You don’t fool me, twice.”
“I’'m not trying to fool you, gramp. All
I want is a statement from you—who you
suspect ; what it was you ate or drank—"

“Then send a real cop here. Tl tell
him. And nobody but him.”

Keeney snorted disgustedly ; flung open
the corridor door. “Hey, Pulsifer! Lend
a hand here, will you?”

The doctor came charging down the
hall. “What’s wrong? Has he—"

“No!” Keeney waggled the gun at him.
“He’s okay. You stay out of this.”

Pulsifer lumbered up. “Trouble, fella?”

“Old dodo won’t make a statement.
Thinks I'm a phoney cop. Wants to talk
to a guy in uniform.”

Pulsifer came into the room. “What
you say, mister. Any doubts about me?”’

The old man seemed to be reassured.
You look like a policeman. I'll tell you—"
he glanced fearfully over his shoulder at
the window behind him—“who’s after

”»

me.

“That’s the stuff,” Keeney nodded.

“But you—" one bony finger pointed
at the detective—“I don’t trust you. You
stay outside. I won’t talk to you.”

Rod made a wry mouth. “Okay, Sarge.
Get the lowdown. I'll wait outside.” He
went outside, stood with his back to the
door.

The nurse ran over to him. “You don't
realize what you're doing, officer. That
patient is standing on the brink of the
grave. The moment the effect of the
adrenalin begins to wear off —”

“I know,” Keeney said impatiently.
“He may cave. We got to run that chance.
Too many people going nuts and winding
up as cold meat for us to delay the in-
quiry.” He stared toward the receiving
room, where white-coated men were work-
ing over two new stretchers. “Where's
the doc?”

“Working on a new case in room E.
He has a theory that all the milk and
cream in this district may have been con-
taminated—"

“Might be something in that,” Keeney
admitted. “Whatever it is, we've got to
put the finger on it fast....”

There was a dull thump in the room
behind him!

g

E WENT back, ripped open the

H door. Pulsifer was lying in a heap

on the floor. The patient’s bony

hands were visible at the window-sill ; the

man was hanging there. Then the hands
disappeared.

Keeney lunged for the window, saw the
gaunt man, shambling at an oddly swift
gait, vanish down a concrete-walled alley
and around the corner of the building.

He picked Pulsifer up. “What gives,
Sarge?”

“The old devil conked me with that
thermos jug.” The sergeant ruefully in-
dicated a metal water-pitcher which had
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rolled under the cot. “I didn’t think he
had strength enough to lift his voice!”

“He wouldn’t have, Sarge, but the doc

gave him a shot in the arm.”
Pulsifer grimaced. “Near give me a
fractured skull in the bargain.” He fum-

bled at his hip-holster, howled: “The old.

buzzard got away with my gun! They’ll
shove me back on a beat!”

Keeney set his jaw. “We’ll pick him up,
Sarge. But there’s no use shagging after
him, out in that trafficc. We have to find
out where he holes up, if we can.”

The doctor hurried in ; an excited group
of nurses and internes clustered about,
offering details.

“Incredible!” the physician stroked his
beard. “That man was as good as dead
when I left you with him, officer.”

“I was almost near that way, myself,”
the detective snapped. “He tried to chloro-
form me, before he kayoed Sergeant Pul-
sifer.”

“But why should he be afraid of the

police . . . unless he’s committed some
crime?”
“He’s cuckoo,” Keeney answered.

“Like those others who died, chortling.”

Pulsifer muttered, “He left his coat be-
hind.”

The plainclothesman looked first at the
inside of the coat-pocket lining. He whis-
tled. “Jans Varsen? Wasn’t that the way
our code report had him, Sarge?”

“Yeah.” ’

“Well, know who that was? That was
Jans Jorger!”

The sergeant’s eyes popped.
Small-Coin King!”

The little group of hospital attendants
murmured excitedly.

“It’s right here in his coat.” Keeney
nodded. “Jans Jorger. Six Twenty-two
West Seventy-fifth Street. The old geezer
who made fifty millions out of five-cent
pieces gets picked up off the street like
any vag who’s guzzled too much smoke.”

The doctor gasped. “Jorger was mut-

“The

tering something about an attempt at mur-
dering him.”

Keeney searched the coat pockets, found
nothing but a couple of old letters, a pack
of cigarettes, some sticks of chewing gum
and a soiled handkerchief. “He’s sufferin’
from delusions of persecution, prob’ly. We
can’t have a dilly like him running wild
with a gun, or you’ll have a ward-full of
bullet wound cases. C’'mon, Sarge.”

He sprinted down the corridor, Pulsifer
waddling close behind. At the receiving
desk, Kenney stopped long enough to
phone in a report to the station. “Send
out a borough alarm for Jans Jorger—”

“The big dime-and-nickel boy?” in-
quired the desk-man at the other end of
the line.

“The same. But he hasn’t got all his
marbles, now. He’s armed and dangerous.
No coat or hat. Five foot ten; no more’n
a hundred pounds with his pants full of
lead. Grab him on sight—but be careful.
He’s got one of these bury-me-quick cases
of giggles.” '

Pulsifer panted: “Where'll we look for
the goon? He might have gone down to
that skyscraper he owns, just off Times
Square.”

Keeney jerked open the patrol-car door.
“Well try his house first. It’s nearer.”

They tore uptown at frantic speed, with
Pulsifer nicking fenders and taking cor-
ners on the outside wheels. As they
rocketed into West Seventy-fifth, the radio
blared : “Car Four Twenty-one. Attention.
Car Four Twenty-one.”

Keeney reached for the pad and pencil,
paused. An emaciated figure was streak-
ing along the sidewalk, the sleeve of his
shirt flapping—where the doctor had loos-
ened it to inject the hypo.

“Take it, Sarge! There’s Jorger!”
Keeney tossed the pad in Pulsifer’s lap,

-opened the door and hit the pavement in

full sprint.
But the Five-Cent millionaire was fifty
feet ahead. He sped up the red stone steps
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of Six Twenty-two; the door opened be-
fore he touched the bell. He darted inside.
Kenney hollered, “Leave that door
open!”
But it slammed smack in his face. From
within, a husky female voice bellowed :
“Go away or I'll call the cops!”

e

EENEY banged on the door with

K his fist. “Open up! This ¢s the
police!”

He got no response, and he pounded

again. The door was built of massive oak;

the lock was heavy wrought-iron. He

The instant his feet touched the floor,
there was a guttural roar of rage from the
hall. A squat, stout woman rushed in,
lugging a huge cooking pot. Her skin was
the unhealthy saffron of old soap; her
hair a sooty black. There was a mustache
on her upper lip. She wore a bedraggled
cotton dress, covered with a voluminous
apron, but might easily have been mis-
taken for a man.

“Get out!”
furiously.

Keeney held up a placating palm. “Take
it easy, ma’am. Your boss is a sick man.
He just ran away from the hospital. I'm
taking him back.”

Her jet eyes blazed
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wouldn’t be able to crash that in with his
shoulder. Besides, the newly-promoted
detective, First Grade, wasn’t any too sure
of the proper procedure. The Manual for
Detectives said : No warrant is required to
pursue a criminal, detected in the commis-
sion of a crime, even into his own home.
Still, whether Keeney had the right to
break into the house, or shoot the lock off
the door, in a case like this, he wasn't
sure. . ..

He stepped back. To his left, beyond
the stone balustrade of the little porch,
was a narrow stone ledge under an open
window. He couldn’t see beyond the heavy
curtains, but the room within was prob-
ably a library or a living-room.

He banged on the door once more, to
distract the attention of that gruft-voiced
female inside. Then he put a hand on the
top of the balustrade, vaulted over to the
ledge, got a grip on the window-sill and
wriggled through.

She didn’t wait to hear any more. She
hurled the contents of the cooking pot at
him. Keeney ducked, raising an arm. But
boiling fluid splashed on his chin and neck.

He made a dive for her, grabbed her
arm, spun her around. She tried to wrestle
away, flailed at him with the empty pot.
He grabbed her by the back of the neck,
doubled one wrist up behind her shoulder-
blades.

“That’ll be all. First thing you know,
I’ll have to slap you in the jug for dis-
orderly. Behave!”

“Leggo my arm!” she screeched.

“Stop horsing around, then. Where’s
Mister Jorger?”

“Where you’ll never be able to get at
him, you rotten murderer!”

Keeney shoved her forcibly across the
hall into the dining-room opposite, pro-
pelled her toward the butler’s pantry and
kitchen at the rear. “What makes you
think I'm trying to hurt your boss! I tell
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you, I'm doing my best to save his life.”

“You're a liar! You're in cahoots with
her.” She clubbed fiercely back at him
with her free fist.

“With who?” Keeney pushed her up
the stairs to the second floor.

“You know who I mean. That hussy
he married must have hired you,” the
woman accused bitterly. “She’s fixing to
kill Mister Jorger, one way or another.
This isn’t the first time she’s tried. But
she won’t get away with it, long as I'm
alive.”

“That’s a lie, Hulda!”

A shrill, high-pitched voice came from
the head of the stairs. Though the hall
was darkened, Keeney could see a slim,
white-faced slip of a girl, with a halo of
pale straw hair framing her delicate oval
features.

“I can’t imagine what’s happened to
Jans!” the girl said nervously.

Keeney asked, “Who’re you?”

“I’'m Martha Jorger. Jan’s wife.” She
stood very straight, her chin tilted up de-
fiantly. “You mustn’t believe Mrs. Gurz;
I don’t know what’s the matter with Jans,
any more than you do—"

“Where’s your husband ?”

She pointed to a closed door, across
from the head of the stairs. “He locked
himself in. He wouldn’t let me go near
him or do anything for him.”

Hulda Gurz muttered, “I should think
not, after what’s gone on in this house.”

The detective gave the hcusekeeper a
shove. “Quiet, you. Any more shenanigans
and I’ll slap you in the cooler.” He strode
across the hall; tried the closed door. It
was locked.

“Open up, Jorger,” he called, “or I'll
smash the door down.”

The answer was a muffled shot from
within the room. There was no splintering
of wood at the door; if Jorger had been
shooting at him, the bullet must have gone
far from its mark.

Keeney braced his legs; hurled himself

forward, drove his weight hard against the
inner edge of the door panel. The lock
tore loose from the wood, banged open.
Keeney catapaulted into the room.

The gaunt man was crouched at the foot
of a huge, four-poster bed. He held Pul-
sifer’s gun with both hands, the muzzle
resting on the foot-board, as if the weapon
was far too heavy for him. He glared
at Keeney with a curiously implacable
ferocity, but he did not move or speak.
The detective dived sideways to avoid a
possible shot, then flung himself toward
Jorger.

Still the old man remained motionless,
his eyes fixed fiercely at the door. The
man was dead!

Keeney realized that the instant his
hands touched the other’s wrists .and
wrenched the sergeant’s gun away. He
must have fired at Keeney with his last
spasm of muscular effort—No!

The detective, from force of habit ham-
mered into him at pistol practice, broke
Pulsifer’s gun. The chambers were full!

Where had that shot come from . .. ?

Martha Jorger flung her arms around
the dead man. She crouched there, stiffly
upright, propped against the foot-board.
On the other side, Mrs. Gurz knelt beside
the bed, grasped the corpse’s legs and
moaned, “I done my best to stop them,
Mister Jorger. I swear that I done my
best.”

Keeney hated to get tough at a moment
like this. But there was no alternative.
“Lay off, both of you. Keep away from
him.”

Mrs. Gurz stumbled to her feet, came
for Keeney with demoniac rage. “You
killed him! T’ll tear your eyes out—"

The detective put a palm on her shoul-
der; held her off. “Do I have to put the
twisters on you? I will, if you don’t keep
quiet.” :

“You did shoot him!” Martha Jorger
cried. She pointed to the back of the dead
man’s head.
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CHAPTER THREE

Death Is Cheap

EENEY looked closer.
K There was a bullet hole there, all
right. But the lead had entered
the brain from below!

He pushed the limp body aside. In the
bedspread, just where Jorger had
crouched, was a bullet hole.

Rod Keeney looked beneath the bed.

There was no one there. But there had
been! Across the polished hardwood was
a broad band which had been rubbed free
of dust!

Somewhere below, a door closed quiet-
ly. Keeney ran across the hall, through
a.front bedroom. He parted the curtains
at a window looking out on the street.
There were a score of pedestrians on the
sidewalk. He couldn’t run down and stop
them all, on the chance that one might
be the murderer. The killer might have
escaped down the back stairs. But who-
ever had fired that shot, up through the
mattress, must have had nerves of ice—
to crawl out from under that four-poster
with three other people there in the room !

Maybe not, though. Maybe it had been
these women who had made the escape
possible by getting in Keeney’s way, block-
ing his view. Question was, had either
of them distracted the detective’s attenton
on purpose?

He went back to the bedroom. There
wouldn’t be any use questioning them
about the presence of the killer in the
house; if either of them had been aware of
it, she would be certain to deny it.

He felt for the man’s heart, to make
sure there was no pulse. Out of the corner
of his eye he saw a white-clad figure edg-
ing toward the door.

“None of that, Mrs. Jorger. Stay put.”

She leaned weakly against the lintel
“I've got to telephone; I've got to get
in touch with—"

“Who ?”

She brushed back the halo of hair from
her forehead. “Some of Jan’s friends,”” she
finished.

“I’m more interested in getting hold of
his enemies, myself.” Keeney reached
down, touched the housekeeper’s shoulder.
“What were you hollering about a few
minutes ago. That stuff about Mrs. Jorger
wanting to do away with her husband?”

The girl at the door cried, “Hulda,
don’t!”

The housekeeper squatted back on her
heels; her face was puckered with dis-
tress; her cheeks glistened with tears.
“You ain’t gonna put me off it now, Mrs.
Jorger. I'm going to tell everything I
know about you and Mister Strobe.”

Keeney got a hand under her arm,
dragged her to her feet. “Who’s Mister
Strobe ?”’

The blonde moaned, “Hulda, for God’s
sake!”

But the housekeeper continued dog-
gedly. “She calls him Einar. He’s been
coming to the house here for the last
couple of months, when he—" she ges-
tured toward the corpse—‘“was down at
the office.”

“Is that a fact?” Keeney took off his
hat, wiped his forehead with the inside
of his sleeve. This was the sort of stuff
the Deputy Commissioner had warned
them to be wary of. “Accusations based
on malice.” Nine times out of ten it was
of no use to a prosecutor. “Skip the scan;
dal, Mrs. Gurz. Why’d you suspect her
and this Strobe of wanting to put Mister
Jorger out of the way?”

“I heard ’em talking about it, more’n
once.”

“You lie, Hulda!”’ The dead man’s wife
walked across the room. When she got
close to her housekeeper, she lashed out,
struck the woman with the flat of her
hand. “That’s an ugly lie.”

Mrs. Gurz spat at her. “I heard you.
You told Einar: ‘If only Jans wasn’t in
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our way, everything would be all right.’
You can’t deny that!” She lurched to her
feet.

Keeney groaned. “Break it up! I'll do
any rough work that has to be done. Now
then, Mrs. Jorger. How’s for coming
clean about your boy-friend? Who is he?
What’s his line?”

“Einar—” she bit her lip; stared miser-
ably at the floor. “He’s an old friend of
mine. He—he introduced me to Jans, in
the first place. I wasn’t going to give up
that sort of friendship just because he
and Jans had quarreled about business.”

OW they were getting somewhere,
N Keeney reflected. “This bird in
the same line as your husband ?”’
She nodded. “Einar used to work for
Jans. They had a falling out, and Einar
started his own business. The Value-
Vendor Company.”
“They wanted Mr. Jorger’s money,”
grated the Gurz woman,

The plainclothesman stuck the ser-
geant’s gun in his pocket. “How you
figure she tried to do away with her
husband, Mrs. Gurz? Put poison in his
coffee this morning?

It was the widow who answered. ““Jans
never drank coffee. If anyone gave him—
something that hurt him—it was she who
made his tea and brought it up to him.

The housekeeper’s face was livid. “I
work for Mister Jorger fifteen year, long
before you came. Yes, an’ I loved him,
better than you, too.” She lowered her
head; her eyes fixed on the younger wom-
an. “I give my life before anything happen
to him. I drink the tea, every morning,
before I take it to him, because I am
afraid you fix it to kill him!”

Mrs. Jorger flared back. “You were
afraid he’d let you go, Hulda. Afraid he’d
change his will so you wouldn’t get that
five thousand.”

Keeney scratched his head. How could
he tell which of these frenzied females

should be taken into custody ? What was
that advice in the Manual? In homicide
investigations it’s always advisable to hold
the husband or wife of the deceased for
wmaterial questioning; such procedure fre-
quently results in subsequent conviction
of the spouse so detained.

He decided he’d go by the book. He
took the blonde by the arm. “You and
I better take a little tour of the station-
house.”

“No, no!” She tried to break away.

“Be nice, now. If youre in the clear
on this—” He jerked a thumb back at
the corpse—“you got nothing to worry
about.” He dragged her toward the door.
“An’ listen, Mrs. Gurz, I'll be back here
soon’s my partner runs Mrs. Jorger over
to the station. I don’t want to find any-
thing touched in this room. Don’t try to
move the body. Don’t let anybody in.
Undersand ?”

The housekeeper mumbled something
unintelligible.

Keeney marched downstairs with the
widow. The sooner he got help on this
job the better, he realized. He'd let the
boys from the D.A.’s office question this
blonde. The thing Rod, himself, was sup-
posed to be digging out was the lowdown
on the epidemic of giggling deaths. It
struck him forcibly that Pulsifer hadn’t
arrived to assist him yet. The sarge
wasn’t the sort to leave a pal at a time
like this.

He urged Mrs. Jorger out the front
door, down the steps. The radio car was
still there at the curb—but the sergeant
wasn’t at the wheel.

There was something very screwy about
this. Normally, Keeney would have obeyed
the Manual for Patrol Car Operation,
which would have meant hustling to the
nearest phone and reporting the sergeant’s
absence. But this was Keeney’s first day
as a Grade-One plainclothesman; he
didn’t want to start off on the wrong
foot by babbling something about the ser-
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geant that might get Pulsifer in wrong.
There might be some perfectly reasonable
explanation—

He stopped abruptly. What was that,
down the block? A uniform coat . . .
slung in the gutter!

He pushed the frightened blonde into
the. patrol car; ran the coupe down along
the curbstone.

It was Pulsifer’s jacket, all right, and
it had been wrenched off with enough vio-
lence to rip off two of the buttons. Keeney
got out, retrieved the coat, stared down
the block.

There was a Jubick Orange Nektar
stand on the corner, open to the street.
He thought he could make out a pair of
blue-trousered legs and an ample expanse
of regulation shirt, leaning against the
counter.

He slid behind the wheel again ; coasted
the car up toward the corner. Then
Keeney jumped out, hauling the widow
after him.

They ran toward the stand. Pulsifer was
hunched over the Nektar counter, his head
resting on the imitation marble. In the
sergeant’s right hand, loosely held, was
a glass of yellow liquid.

“Sarge!” Keeney yelled.
Sarge!”

Pulsifer straightened with a great effort,
twisted around. “Ha-ha-ha, First-Grader.
Come on . . . have one on the house . . .
great stuff.” He giggled. “Great st—"

He pitched forward, and crashed flat on
his face.

“Hey,

g

HE tall, bell-shaped glass out of
I which Pulsifer had been drinking
splintered into fragments at
Keeney’s feet.
Keeney glanced across at the sign on
the wall behind the counter. '

Jubick’s Orange Nektar
“The Breakfast of Millions”

So the Medical Examiner’s office want-
ed to know what these tittering victims ate
and drank, did it! Well, here was one
pretty obvious answer: “The Breakfast
of Millions!”

The plainclothesman supported the ser-
geant with his left arm; with his right he
grabbed a glassful of the pulpy drink
from a middle-aged man intent on his
paper.

Keeney set the glass back on the coun-
ter. “Have a glass of water, instead.”

“What’s the matter—”

“Hey, you!” snarled the white-jacketed
attendant. “Who give you any license—"

Keeney took out his badge, let it ring
on the counter. “I’m shutting up your
shop, Mac.”

The attendant put both hands on the
counter, bent over and squinted angrily.
“The hell you are!”
~Keeney’s lips made a thin, straight line.
“As of now, Mac. I don’t know what’s in
this stuff—"" he tapped the nickled handle
of the orange drink pump. “It may be
okay. On the other hand—"’ he pointed to
the newspaper the customer had dropped
on the counter:

22 DEAD IN
GIGGLING
EPIDEMIC

“There’s been a lot of folks readied up
for the morgue this moming on account
of something they ate or drank,” Keeney
said. “You've dished out a good many
beakers of this brew since early ayem,
huh?”

The attendant paled. “Couple hundred
glasses, anyway. You suppose. ...”

“Not my business to suppose.” Keeney
spoke rapidly. “That’s up to the analysts
downtown. I'm calling the station right
away ; they’ll send over for a few cartons
of your fruit-juice. After they've tested
it, they’ll know if this is what’s causing
all the business at the morgue. Meantime,
shop, he’s-a close. Got me?”
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The attendant shuddered. “You couldn’t
get me to sell it now.” His eyes widened
suddenly. “I drank three-four glasses
myself!”

The middle-aged man snatched up his
newspaper, ran for the street. Keeney
fished a silver whistle out of his vest
pocket, put it to his lips. He blew two
long, loud blasts.

The blonde gaped, hypnotized, at the
bulky frame of the sergeant sagging limp-
ly against the counter. Pulsifer’s eyes
remained closed ; one corner of his mouth
was twisted up as if he were being tor-
tured. But every few:seconds he snick-
ered softly, as if highly amused at a private
joke. The contrast between the merri-
ment in his voice and the agony in Pulsi-
fer’s face made Keeney’s stomach uncom-
fortable.

A patrolman pounded up, gun in hand.
“Holy mother! What happened to the
sergeant?”’

“He got a dose of this laughing gas, or
whatever it is.” Keeney pointed to a wall
phone. “Call the Polyclinic. Have ’em
rush an amby.”

_ Pulsifer opened one eye comically.

“Pol’clink,” he chortled. “Good ol’ Pol’-
clink. This’s where I came in.” His head
lolled limply on one side, his complexion
the color of lead.

Outside on the street an ambulance
screeched past, gong clanging wildly. The
patrolman hung up the receiver. “Hospital
says they got six ambys out on calls now ;
may be fifteen minutes or so before—"

Keeney swore. “Can’t wait for that.
Help me take him to the car.”

r l N\ HE patrolman took Pulsifer’s feet;
together they got the sergeant out
to the coupe; propped him in the

. seat. The fat sergeant was panting for

breath. Keeney ran back to the Nektar
counter to get Mrs. Jorger.

“Come on, lady. Make it snappy. Hop
in that car.”

The counter attendant said, “Jeeze, cop-
per, this stuff here—” He stabbed a
finger in the direction of the Nektar con-
tainer, “—maybe it’'s dangerous. And it’s
all over town. The company’s got about
eighty stands.”

Keeney stiffened. The man was right;
he should have thought of it, himself.
He let go of the blonde’s arm; dug a
nickel out of his pocket; slammed it into
the phone slot and dialed headquarters.
Over his shoulder, he yelled at the counter
attendant. “You! Where’s your company’s
offices ?”’

“Nickleworth Tower. We're a subsidi-
ary of the Nickleworth Corporation.”

Keeney’s neck reddened. What a fool
he’d been! Jans Jorger’s own company
sade this Nektar! Maybe it was all tying
up now !

“Police headquarters,” murmured an
even voice in his ear.

“Keeney, Shield 2741 talking. Get me
Captain Ludwin quick!”

Almost instantly a different voice said:
“Ludwin. . . .”

“Keeney, Twenty-first Precinct, car
421, reporting on radio alarm.”

“Yes, Keeney.”

“Sergeant Pulsifier, working with me,
just collapsed at Seventy-fifth and Broad-
way, after drinking a glass of Jubick’s
Orange Nektar. He’s got those giggling
heebies, all right. How’s for putting out
an all-precinct order to stop the sale of
that stuff until we find out for certain
if_’)

“We'll hurry a couple of men right up
for samples. The stop-sale order will be
on the air in thirty seconds.”

“I’'m not positive it was the Nektar
that got Pulsifer, but it’s the only thing
I saw him take since we been out.”

“I hope to God it was that adulterated
drip, Keeney. We’ve been analyzing ev-
erything from flour in doughnuts to sugar
for coffee, without results. You're post-
ing a man, there?”
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“Right, Captain. Then I'll hustle Pul-
sifer over to the Polyclinic and check back
with you on the other case we were asked
to investigate. Maybe we got a lead there,
too. This guy Varsen turned out to be
Jans Jorger—"

“The Jitney Croesus?”

“Yessir. His company makes this Ju-
bick drink.”

Ludwin said, “Stick with it; Keeney.
There’s been thirty fatalities so far. Peo-
ple are beginning to get panicky.”

“Right, Captain. I got Mrs. Jorger
with me now. She knows more about this
than—"

“Then send someone else to the hos-
pital with Pulsifer. Shoot right down
here to Center Street with your suspect
as fast as you can.”

“Yessir. I'll be on—" Keeney started
to answer, then dropped the receiver,
dashing to the street.

But he was too late, by a split second.

The radio patrol car, with Martha Jorger
at the wheel, was rocketing around the
corner into Broadway at better than forty
miles an hour!

CHAPTER FOUR

Bullets for Keeney

the uptown corner.

“Get going,” he yelled to the driv-
er of the first cab. “Follow that patrol
car!” He leaped for the running board.

The cab-jockey slammed home his
gears; the taxi rolled out into traffic.
“First time I ever been on the right end
of a chase, dick,” the cabbie said.

“You’re not on the right end of it
unless we catch that car!”

The cab made a figure S around a
stalled streetcar and a parked truck.
“What’s the idea—a dame driving a cop
car?”

K EENEY raced for the taxi stand on

Girls rave about the shaves you get
With thrifty, keen-edged Thin Gillette.

This blade skims off the toughest stubble—
Costs ten for four—saves time and troublel

Produced By The Maker Of

The Famous Gilletto Blue Blade 810 19¢

Save Extra Money! Get Thé Big New Econbmy Package, 12 For 2
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The plainclothesman barked, “The idea
is this: Don’t slow up for red lights. This
means life or death!” It meant life or
death to Pulsifer, all right, for the Ser-
geant’s chances seemed very slim unless
the medicos got to work on him in a hurry.
And it was a cinch the blonde wasn't
heading for a hospital. . .

Keeney clung precariously to his perch
on the running board, wondering if he
should risk a shet at the coupe’s tires.
A hit might send the patrol car into a skid
—which wouldn’t help the sergeant any.
Besides, there was too great a chance of
hitting one of the well-known innocent
bystanders, and that would only make a

bad matter worse. Keeney was in wrong"

now, up to his neck. His patrol unit had
been stolen from under his nose on his
very first duty assignment! And Captain
Ludwin had ordered him back to head-
quarters. The new plainslothesman had a
brief premonition of a return to uniform;
a lonely beat out in the suburbs. . . .

The cars tore through Columbus Circle
at sixty, the coupe a half-block in the lead.
Traffic officers whistled the patrol car
on, staring in bewilderment as 421 shot
past with a woman behind the wheel. They
were only partly reassured by the slumped
figure of Sergeant Pulsifer. When Keeney
roared by, riding the board, they got the
picture . . . and a pandemonium of whis-
tles and horns broke out, behind the speed-
ing cars.

They were gaining on -Mrs. Jorger now,
even though the cab had to hurdle the curb
once to avoid colliding with a cross-town
bus. -
“Crowd her over to the curb,” Keeney
yelled.

The cab driver hollered, “Hang on!”
~ The taxi came up even with the coupe.
Fenders touched—metal screamed. Keen-
ey got ready to jump.

“Look out!” shouted the cabbie. “She’s
stopping !”

The police car braked suddenly, slurred

sideways a little; the taxi went spinning
across the street, smashing into a delivery
truck. Keeney was flung away.

He rolled to his knees, then dived for
421. The blonde leaped out on the oppo-
site side. She headed into the throng on
the sidewalk. A mounted policeman from
Troop B forced his horse through the
milling crowd at the crossing. Keeney
pointed to Pulsifer, bellowing, “Run the
Sarge over to Polyclinic, will you!”

Then he jumped, dodged a bus, jig-
hopped his way through a stream of cabs
and delivery trucks. He got to the side-
walk just in time to see the girl’s blonde
head disappearing through the crowd to-
ward the lobby of a huge skyscraper.

Keeney lunged after her, desperately.
He wouldn’t lose her, now. And he had
a pretty good idea where she was heading.
This was the Nickelworth Tower.

He couldn’t catch the same elevator—
there were too many people between him
and the gates which the starter slammed
shut. But he rode up in the next express.
The executive offices of the Nickelworth
Corporation were on the fifty-third floor.
Keeney had time to get his breath, to
listen to a staccato conversation in the
car. '

”Terrible, ain’t it! This epidemic!”

“Sure is. They say it’s the water.”

“City water?”

“Yeah, it’s all poisoned—"

“Fifty-three.” The door rolled open
and Keeney edged out, his right hand
close to the butt of his .38. :

From behind a reception desk, a hard-
eyed brunette looked him over.

“Mrs. Jorger came in here,” he stated.
“Where is she?”

“Your name, sir?”

“Police!” He stepped forward quick-
ly, put his hand.over the telephone trans-
mitter she was about to use. “No phon-
ing, babe. Where'd the lady go?”

The receptionist looked frightened. She
pointed down the hall. “Second door to
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the left. Into President Foster’s office.”
Keeney covered the distance to the door
marked :

Harry Foster
President

in less time that it would take the girl
to get a connection through the switch-
board.

He flung the door open.

Martha Jorger stood in front of an
enormous flat-topped mahogany desk,
talking to a grizzle-haired man who lolled
back in his swivel chair, puffing on a
briar.

When she saw Keeney, she reached
down inside her dress, pulled out a small
gun. She aimed it carefully at the plain-
clothesman’s head.

Keeney thought she meant it as a warn-
ing not to come closer. He halted.

Without altering her expression, Mrs.
Jorger fired.

He felt the bullet sting savagely at the
side of his neck; blood trickled down in-
side his collar!

-

himself to one side ; yanking at his

38. He didn’t want to kill this
girl, but she was following his movements
with the front sight of her toy pistol, and
it was his life or hers. He steadied his arm,
his finger tensing on the trigger.

The pleasant-faced man in the swivel
chair had leaped around the desk. He
pinioned the blonde’s arms at her sides.

“Good Lord, Mrs. Jorger!” he ex-
claimed. “Do you know what you're do-
ing?”

She struggled viciously, trying to bite
Foster’s hand. “Certainly I know what
I’'m doing.”

Foster wrested the gun away from her,
tossed it on his desk. “You’re mad!”

&- UTOMATICALLY, Keeney flung

“I wouldn’t say that.” Keeney stalked
to the desk, scooped up the weapon, stuck
it in his pocket. He stanched the blood
on his neck with his handkerchief. The
bullet had barely nicked him, but it was
plain that the blonde was no one to fool
with. “A dame who runs away with a
patrol car, kidnaps a sergeant, an’ finally
tries to kill the officer who'’s been trailing
her—"

Foster said, “You're a detective?”

The blonde cut in quickly, “He’s the
rat who shot Jans. He meant to kill me,
too, but I got away from him. I had
every right in the world to protect my-
self.”

Keeney laughed harshly. “You weren’t
trying to protect yourself. You were try-
ing to put the dot on me so I wouldn’t
arrest this Einar Strobe you been playin’
around with.”

Foster released Mrs. Jorger. He stared
at him incredulously. “You! Friendly
with Strobe?”

“Why not?” She raised her chin ag-
gressively. “Einar’s a fine person.”

The president of the Nickelworth Cor-
poration dropped heavily into his chair.
He studied his pipe for a moment. “He
was Jan’s bitterest enemy. He tried to
ruin your husband and wreck his corpora-
tion through those phoney patent infringe-
ment suits.”

“Jans stole the ideas for those patents
from Einar in the first place,” Mrs. Jorger
retorted.

Keeney said, “Fight that out on your
own time. I'm taking you down to head-
quarters, Mrs. Jorger, where you’ll have
a chance to do your explaining.” He took
the twisters out of his pocket. “Do I have
to use these, or you goin’ to be reason-
able?” He did not like to wrap the steel
chain around the blonde’s slender wrist,
but the stinging burn across the side of
his neck warned him not to monkey with
dynamite any more.

She hunched up her shoulders, pulled
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down the corners of her mouth. “If you're
going to third-degree me—"

“Third-degree, nothing !” Keeney grit-
ted. “We're going to pin a first-degree
on you, and while I'm at it—"" he reached
for the phone on the president’s desk—
“I’ll just take time out to put in a pick-
up order for that sweetie of yours.”

Foster frowned up at him. “You're go-
ing to arrest Strobe?”

“That’s the rough idea,” Keeney said,
then turned his attention to the phone.
“Hello, operator, hustle me through to—"

“I think I can save you some time,”
Foster interrupted.

Keeney hesitated. “Never mind, oper-
ator; I'll call back.” He put the telephone
down. If he could deliver both Strobe
and Mrs. Jorger to Ludwin, and if they
were proved to be behind this lethol epi-
demic, he might square himself some for
having messed up things so far. “You
know where Strobe is?” he asked.

“I couldn’t say positively.” Foster got
his hat, put it on. “But he ought to be
right here in this building, on the twenti-
eth floor.”

Keeney was surprised. “He had plenty
of crust, didn’t he? To set up office in
your building ?”

“The Tower is run by a separate com-
pany,” Foster explained. “Jorger didn’t
have anything to say about it when Value-
Vendor moved in here.”

Mrs. Jorger sneered, “Einar has as
much right to be in this building as any-
one else. His brains made the Nickel-
worth Corporation rich enough to build
this Tower, anyway.”

“Listen!” Keeney snapped. “I'm no
lawyer. You'’re not going to get me in
the middle on any arguments about patent
rights or profits. All I'm interested in is
homicide. There’ve been thirty-odd deaths
this morning. It looks like the orange
slush you make for Jubick was the cause.”

Foster roared, “What are you talking
about, man? Every drop of our Nektar

is certified one hundred percent pure—”

“I know, I know.” Keeney ignored the
protest. “Maybe it is, as a general rule.
But a lot of people in this section of town
—the kind who generally grab a quickie
before they go to work—have keeled over
with severe attacks of giggilitis, or what-
ever the docs decide to call it.”

“Then you’re the one,” Foster said,
“who had that order put through to stop
the sale of Nektar!”

Keeney nodded. “You should thank
me for it. If it turns out that—"

The executive reached for his hip pock-
et. Instinctively, Keeney held his own
gun close to his side; but all the presi-
dent produced was a thick packet of green-
backs. “I will wager these—" He slapped
the currency down on the desk—“against
your tin badge that not one drop of Nek-
tar ever did anyone any harm.”

“I hope you're right, mister. Fact re-
mains, there’s a long line of corpes waiting
for autopsies—"

The phone rang. Foster grabbed it,
listened a moment, then nodded.

He hung up, bowed sarcastically to the
widow. “A friend of yours, Mrs. Jorger.”

CHAPTER FIVE

The Reaper Laughs

I: EENEY stepped back a pace,

where he could keep an eye on both

the widow and the door. Through
the window beside him, he caught a
glimpse of a crowd gazing up at the mov-
ing letters on the animated signboard of
the great newspaper building.

48 STRICKEN WITH LAUGHING
PLAGUE. . .. 36 DEAD . .. ALL VIC.
TIMS FROM AREA WEST OF CEN-
TRAL PARK. . .

The door opened. A broad-shouldered,
powerfully-built man marched in. His
pale, freckled skin gave his prominent
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nose and jutting chin the appearance of
having been carved from granite.

The widow cried: “Be careful, Einar!
The police!”

Foster nodded stiffly. “Hello, Strobe.”

The newcomer paid no attention to
Keeney. He went directly to the blonde,
“So very sorry I am—"

Foster murmured drily, “Broken-heart-
ed, aren’t you?”

Strobe put an arm around the girl’s
shoulders. “I am wretched, for Martha’s
sake. But I am no hypocrite—I do not
regret Jan’s death. It makes it possible for
our companies to be friends again.” He
looked down at Mrs. Jorger. “It is too
early to talk of this, but later we will find
a way to stop this senseless quarreling—"

Keeney cut in, “Maybe it isn’t too soon
to talk about it, Mister Strobe. It might
be a good idea for you to come downtown
with Mrs. Jorger. You can explain to
the captain all about how you and she
planned to put Jorger out of the way.”

The big man released Mrs. Jorger. He
moved stiff-legged over to the. detective,
stuck his jaw close to Keeney’s face. “You
dare to make such an accusation?”

“I dare. An’ 1 dare say you'll try to
talk yourself out of it, but after the evi-
dence I've got—"
~ Einar Strobe smiled disagreeably. “I
make no bones about having disliked Jans
Jorger, but the newspapers say he was
sick of a strange fever—"

Keeney took a step toward him. “You
learned he was dead from the papers, eh?”

“Ah, no! You do not trap me so. I
read in the extra where Jans escaped from
the hospital, so I call his home. And
that Gurz devil, who kept house for him,
she tells me he is dead. So I come to
make my sympathies—”

“Don’t say anymore, Einar,” the widow
pleaded. “It’ll only be used against you.
This man is determined to—"

“To run down the people who are re-
sponsible for this bunch of wacky deaths,”
Keeney finished. “Somebody decided to
kill Jorger an’ knew the Small-Coin King
used to stop for a drink of Nektar after
leaving his house, before coming to the
office every morning. The killer arranged
to have the Nektar doctored, not caring
how many other people wound up at the
undertaker, so long as Jorger got it, too.”

Foster exclaimed, “You must be
wrong, officer. Mister Jorger never
touched our orange drink; he simply
couldn’t stand the taste of it!”

EENEY kept a poker face, but his
K head was gyrating violently. If that
was true, then his whole theory
collapsed. Since the poison must have
been given in something they a!l took, and
since Jorger never touched the Nektar,
the orange drink was out. . . .
Keeney was on the wrong trail, all be-
cause he’d failed to stick to the rule book.

Pepsi-Cola is made only by Pepsi-Cola Company, Long Island City, N. V. Bottled lacally by authorized bottlers.
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If he’d followed regulations, he would
have assistance in searching for Pulsifer
right at the beginning. Mrs. Jorger
wouldn’t have escaped in the patrol car;
Captain Ludwin wouldn’t be biting his
nails down at headquarters. There was
nothing to do now but see this through. . .

“You might have something there, Mis-
ter Foster,” Keeney said. “But it isn’t
up to me to decide. You better come along
to headquarters, all three of you.”

“Wait a minute.” Harry Foster threw
one knee over the corner of his desk,
pointed the stem of his briar at Mrs.
Jorger. “You were always having argu-
ments with your husband about funds,
weren’t you? Always asking for more
money than he could afford to give you?”

“Yes.” Her words were like pieces of
ice. “That was because, under your man-
agement, the Nickelworth Corporation
only made about half as much as when
Jans was running it, so—"

“Don’t pass the buck to me,” Foster
said. “You imagined that after Jan’s
death, you'd be able to get all the money
you wanted out of the firm. Didn’t know
about the new will he made a few weeks
ago, did you?”

The color drained out of her face. “He
didn’t make . . . any new will!”

“Sure, he did—because he was afraid
of what you and your brother might do!”
Strobe muttered, “What brother?”

Foster raised his eyebrows. “You
didn’t know she had a brother, Strobe?
His name’s Charley Myer; he works for
us—subway route service man.”

“I'm not ashamed of him.” Her lips
thinned, her eyes blazed. “I haven’t told
you about him, Einar, because—"

Foster picked it up, “—because you put
Myer in here to spy on me. You made
Jans give him that job so he could report
to you upon the way I ran the Nickel-
worth Corporation. Maybe you and Char-
ley did try to work out a plan to murder
Jans!” h

The picture grew clearer for Keeney.
He had been right, after all, though not
quite in the sense he had figured at first.
These deaths were the work of a deliber-
ate Borgia, and if the newly appointed
plainclothesman could only get his hands
on the killer, he might still redeem him-

'self at headquarters.

“Where’s Charley Myer, now?” he
asked.

Foster snapped a lever on a mahogany
communication box. “Service,” he said
into it. “Where’s Charley Myer working
this morning. . .. Sixty-sixth Street, eh?”

Keeney grabbed the girl’s arm. “There’s
a lot of things that are pretty tough to
dope out about this business. But we’ll
get some of them straightened out pronto.
Let’s go!”

s

UT in the corridor, in front of the

O elevators, he frisked Foster and

Strobe. “I’m warning you, all of

you: The first wrong move and somebody
gets hurt.”

Foster said, on the way down in the
elevator, “I have been stupid not to con-
nect these things before.”

“You and me both,” Keeney answered.

Out on the street, he saw that the
crowd under the animated bulletin was
much larger; letters racing up across
the second story of the newspaper build-
ing read:

EPIDEMIC LAID TO BELLADONNA
POISONING . . . FATALITIES IN-
CREASE . ..

Keeney flagged a cab. “You first, Mrs.
Jorger.” He got in beside her. “Now,
you two—up on the monkey seats. , . .
Sixty-sixth and Broadway, driver, and
hit it!”

The driver stepped on the gas. “Want
the radio off?”

“No, leave it on,” Keeney said. It was
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blaring forth news; the announcer was
saying:

“Among the victims of the sinister wave

of poisonings which have swept over the

west side of this city since early morning,
was Sergeant Peter J. Pulsifer, of the West

Sixty-eighth—"

“Switch it off,” growled Keeney. So
now the Sarge was gone, too; fat, good-
natured Pulsifer, who had helped him
while he was breaking in, who had agreed
so readily to pairing up with Rod Keeney
when the car assignments were given out.
Somebody would pay for that, he decided
grimly. If he had only had sense enough
to dope this thing out before.

It had been that ‘urgent rekest,’ flashed
over the short-wave from the medical ex-
aminer’s office, that had thrown him off.
What had the victims of the giggling
plague been eating and drinking? The
belaldonna—if that was what had been
causing these deaths to the accompani-
ment of the tittering—hadn’t been in any-
thing people ate or drank.

They slid to a stop at the Sixty-sixth
Street subway entrance.

Keeney got out, gun held ready. “Stick
around,” he told the cabbie.

The blonde and the two men preceded
him down the steps into the subway.

“He might not be working this side,”
Foster said, beneath his breath. “He might
be on the downtown— No! There he is!”
He pointed to a small man, dressed in
nondescript dark clothes.

Keeney lifted the chain, herded his three
prisoners through. As they strode down
the platform, the detective saw that Char-
ley Myer was loading small packets from
a valise into the metal rack of a pillar
vending machine.

They were a dozen feet away before
Myer noticed them.

“Charley!” Mrs. Jorger cried. “They’re
trying to blame you for all of these deaths

“Shut up!” Keeney grabbed for the
packets Myer had been stacking into the

rack of the nickel-in-the-slot machine.
Cinnegum! There it was—the same bright
orange-and-blue wrapper that had been
on the pieces he took from Jans Jorger’s
pocket, there on the bed on West Seventy-
fifth Street.

CINNEGUM
Ten pieces for
a nickel
Made exclusively by the Nickelworth
Corporation

Why hadn’t he realized that poison
could be concealed by the strong flavor
of cinnamon chewing gum, just as well as
by food or drinks—especially when he
saw that fat woman at the Polyclinic
chewing gum. And Pulsifer! Was there
ever a police sergeant who didn’t keep a
few sticks of gum in his pocket? Proba-
bly his partner had put a chunk of Cinne-
guwm in his mouth while he was writing
down that second radio alarm, after
Keeney got into Jorger’s house.

The detective caught the lapels of My-
er’s jacket with his left hand.

“How many of these packets you plant-
ed, today?” he demanded.

Strobe blurted, “You believe this gum
is poisoned ?”’

“Yeah,” Keeney rapped. “It might be
the chocolate or the salted nuts, but I'd
say not. Jans Jorger had some of this
Cinnegum on him when he died.”

The blonde began to weep. “I’'ll never
believe Charley did it.”

Keeney pushed the bag with his foot.
“Charley’s under arrest, anyway. And
we’ll just clean out the stuff he’s put in
here and run it downtown for analysis.”

Myer tittered weakly. “Anything you
say, but . . . he-he-he . . . you see, I know
there isn’t anything wrong with that gum,
because I've been . .. ho-ho-ho . .. chew-
ing it myself, all morning.”

The girl screamed, “Charley!”

The service man staggered back, claw-
ing at his collar, gasping for air. “ ’sall-
right, Sis. Just ... a little . . . hot.”
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him upstairs; get him to a hospital.
They might save him yet.”

Foster cried, “I’ll help you, Strobe,”
but Keeney lifted his .38 threateningly.

“You'll stand right still, Foster, unless
you want a bellyful of something that
works quicker than belladonna.”

“I been pretty dumb,” Keeney gritted.
“I should have seen right away that you
were the only one in a position to make a
cleanup out of Jorger’s death. Only you
could plant this stuff where Myer would
have to use it.”

The blonde said: “And the one who'd
gain most if Jans were out of the way.”

‘Foster smiled, sad'y. “Maybe it’s the
air down here, or maybe this stuff is
catching. You're both crazy.”

I i EENEY swung on Strobe. “Hustle

“You ought tobe an authority on crack-
brains, Foster,” Keeney said. “Anyone
who’d be cold-blooded enough to kill a
hundred men, women and children in or-
der to murder one man—just so he could
take over the business or cover up his
thievery or however it was you figured
to rook Jorger—you ought to rank right
up at the top of the looney list. And even
at that, you were afraid you hadn’t done
the job, so you trailed him from the sub-
way to the hospital and then home from
the hospital. How’d you get into the
house? With a key you'd stolen from
Jorger, sometime?”’

Foster licked his lips.

“Tried to spread the blame around, too,
didn’t you?”” Keeney had to fight himself
to keep from shooting this innocent-faced
monster. “You'd have been willing for
Mrs. Jorger, here-—or Strobe, or even
that poor Myer—to take the rap, long as
you stayed in the clear.”

“I have fifty thousand dollars for law-
yers to prove I'm innocent.” Foster be-
gan to back away, inch by inch.

“Stand still!” Keeney commanded.

“You won’t get a chance to talk to those
lawyers unless you're careful—"

“Look out!” The blonde screamed.
“He’s going to—"

Foster crouched, spun swiftly and
leaped over the edge of the platform, down
to the railbed of the local trains.

Keeney fired a snap-shot at him, but
had to pull his aim at the last split-second
because of a passenger, down the plat-
form. The executive hurdled the third
rail, stumbled, went sprawling across the
north-bound express tracks—directly in
front of an oncoming train.

The girl covered her hands with her
eyes. Even Keeney had to look away.

The engineer of the express applied his
brakes, but the train was moving too fast.
Foster’s last piercing scream was lost
under the steel screech of the wheels. . . .

Keeney saw enough to make him spring
for the change booth, push in beside the
change-cashier. ‘“Phone!” he barked.
“Police!”

He got through to headquarters as
shrieks resounded from both platforms.
Then he was talking to Ludwin.

“Captain? This is Keeney. That bella-
donna, or whatever it is, is in packages of
chewing gum. . . Yeah, Cinnegum. The
kind they have in those nickle slot ma-
chines in the subway. . . . Right, All the
stations from Eighty-sixth to Fifty-ninth.
... How do I know? ... I just caught
the lug who mixed up his own batch of
gum with the poison in it, then wrapped
it up in Nickleworth packets and planted
it in the supplies of the service man cov-
ering this territory. . . Sure, President
of the Corporation, skunk named Harry
Foster. . . No, I can’t bring him in. . .
Yeah, I guess you could say he escaped
—the hard way. .. He took a dive under
an express train . . . he’s one guy who
really went to hell in a handbasket, Cap-
tain.”

THE END
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Ferrying bombers to England was
hazardous enough, Dave Wilcox
thought, without being forced back

to Canada by a stowaway corpse

that seemed most anxious to pin its

own murder on Dave!
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WENTY minutes after we left the
field at Newfoundland I knew some-

thing was going to happen. I don't
know how, but I felt a premonition more
alarming than the trouble lousy weather
promised. I'd been in storms before—in
twelve years’ steady flying you meet
plenty of them, though it always seems
that the bad weather of the moment is the

31
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worst. The business of the moment is the
most important business of your life, be-
cause it is your life.

I was pushing hard for altitude, but
with the load of gas I carried, it was plenty
tough. I reached absolute ceiling, and yet
I hadn’t cleared the rain and lightning.
Dumping part of my gas load wouldn’t be
wise, I decided. There was just a little
more than was necessary to carry me and
my passenger in the big Hudson bomber
to England.

So it was a spot not at all to my liking.
I should have turned back for Newfound-
land, quick. But that meant I'd lose one
thousand bucks. I could use plenty of the
thousand-dollar payments a pilot gets for
ferrying one of these bombers to England.
When you've got your own little airline
operating in the red, with countless bills
and mortgages outstanding, every thou-
sand skins is vital. So far I'd ferried ten

ships. But I had fifteen trips to go before

I'd own my airline all by myself.

Yet, personal finance seemed highly un-
important to me just then. The thing to
worry about was the storm—and my
passenger. All I knew about him was that
he was a skinny gent named Hawkins, and
that it was rumored around the drome that
he had government business abroad. I
hadn’t got a line on which government he
represented, nor whether his business was
important enough for us to stick our necks
out, trying to ride out the storm.

I was convinced that Hawkins was, by
now, a mighty sick guy, unless he’d trav-
eled a lot by air. For my own part, I was
disgusted, and had doubts about getting
through. Still, I was willing to try—that
money looks nice and green and satisfying
when they pay off. But it was more than
just my life I was toying with this trip.

The air was plenty rough, but the Hud-
son bomber is a stable ship ; the automatic
pilot was, I decided, strong enough to let
me take a few seconds’ time off to consult
with Hawkins.

I cut in the automatic peelot, unstrapped
myself, and squirmed out of the seat, to
go. back to that section of the plane
where Hawkins sat. I kept my eye on the
instrument panel though, while I called
first. :

“Hawkins!” I yelled. Then: “Mr,
Hawkins!”

There was nothing but the heavy roar
of the motors, and the consistent rocking
of the ship.

I yelled again, as loud as I could.
“Hawkins!”

Once again, that warning sixth sense
struck me forcibly. I couldn’t even begin
to diagnose it, but it was there, a small,
cold knot in the pit of my stomach. And
it wouldn’t go away.

“Hawkins!”

I waited maybe three seconds more after
my voice had been lost in the steady drone
of the motors, then I took one final look at
the instrument board and stepped out of
the pilot's compartment. I walked the
short distance back towards Hawkins’
seat, wondering what was wrong.

I didn’t think it was air-sickness, be-
cause then he would have been groaning,
or clutching the side of the seat. As it
was, Hawkins just sat there, looking
straight ahead; and I swung my eyes up
to his forehead. . . .

It wasn't nice to see. There was a bullet
hole in his forehead—a small, heat-fringed
hole which testified to close-range shoot-
ing. There was not much blood, except at
the back of his head, where the slug had
emerged.

GRABBED on to some of the metal,

I tubular framework of the fuselage,

and hung for a while—until the bats

got out of my stomach. Then I went closer

to the body. It was still sickening, then

maddening, to realize that I had to turn
around—to bring home a corpse. . . .

Back in the pilot’s seat, I took over the

controls, and swung the big plane back
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towards Newfoundland. I kept seeing
Hawkins’ face, the funny look on it, in
the windshield in front of me. I had gone
the color of a corpse myself, I saw. My
face was gaunt, the dark hair and eyes
and the heavily-surfaced shaving area
standing out like black patches against
Snow.

Concentrating on the instruments
helped, but not very much, because in
thick pea-soup like this, you’re always un-
consciously swinging your head up to peer
ahead. That you have all the instruments
for taking a ship anywhere doesn’t seem
to help—-you still do a job of looking.

We went for about fifteen minutes, with
the noise of the motors providing some
slight comfort. Then, quite abruptly, one
of the motors quit. I tried to start it, but it
was no go. Suddenly the other motor
coughed and spluttered under the work
which had become too much. I nursed it
carefully. But it, too, conked out cold.
Reaching the field now was going to be a
miracle.

I had no idea what was wrong, but it
didn’t matter. It was a question of getting
this big bird down somewhere, preferably
on land.

We should have been hitting the coast,
or somewhere close to it, so I nosed down,
thankful for the altitude and the fact that
it meant long gliding to whatever our
destination happened to be.

The big ship raced on through the night,
followed ominously by the soft, small
whine of its own air-resistance. At
eighteen hundred feet, we broke through
the last big chunks of the fog, and visibil-
ity was poor but possible. We were over
land, I saw—not much over, but over at
any rate. My eyes were bleary from look-
ing for someplace to set down, and I
worked the ship to eight hundred, sev-
en. ...
Then I saw the strip of beach. It was
a long, white line that looked very
good. The wind was right, so it was only

a matter of approach. I jockeyed a little,
lowered my flaps and landing gear. I'd cut
the switches at the first realization the
motors were done, and both myself and
Hawkins were strapped in tightly.

The ground was visible at three hun-
dred feet. I saw that the beach was ridged
with dunes, and knew that it would have
to be a crash landing. But there was no
choice.

We came in . . . I remember thinking
about my passenger’s safety belt, and the
fact that you can’t kill a corpse. . . . We hit,
softly enough, but then the wheels dug into
the sand, and the old tail lifted sudden-
ly. ...

There was the loud, roaring of splitting
metal ; then there was nothing but a cir-
cling blackness, with me slipping into the
middle of it. . ..

I wondered how Myra would take the
news. . ..

-

the hospital an hour or so later. All

that was wrong with me was a few
scratches on the head and a sprained wrist.
But I came out accompanied by Jared
Hart, the tall, British Intelligence officer,
and two Canadian M. P.’s. Hart didn't
have much to say—except that I was to go
back with him to appear before the cus-
tomary investigating officials at the drome.

It was twenty miles from where I'd
crashed to the drome, about twelve from
the hospital. The M. P. handling the
official car which was used to take me back
was an expert, and we made the trip in
record time.

One thing about the British—they don’t
waste time any more. The officers were
waiting for us, a little impatient at what
they no doubt thought was unnecessary de-
lay.

There were almost the same number of
men who'd been on the field when Haw-

I CAME to in a hospital, and I left
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kins and I took off. Merkle and Johnson,
the mechanics who serviced the ship, and
Kirby, the pilot who'd taxied and warmed
up the crate, weren’t there, but the same
Canadian army officials were. There was
a man whom Major Lacey, the field’s
C. O, introduced as James Nielson. I'd
seen him the night I left, and though it was
not said, I figured Nielson to be on the
Hudson people’s payroll—a technician, or
a roving trouble-shooter. Hart, who
hadn’t done any questioning to speak of
at the hospital, was present, also.

Major Lacey dismissed the guards,
called the meeting to order. He said that
we were there to ascertain the facts of the
case and what was to be done about it.

We got to it quickly.

I told my story, from the time I'd taken
off till the time the plane crashed. Lacey
and the officers on each side of him con-
ferred, and the major said to me:

“This is by no means a trial, Mr. Wil-
cox—merely a routine investigation into
the cause of death. It is the decision
of this court that Joseph Hawkins was
murdered.”

I didn’t say anything. I'd known some-
how that that was what they’d say. But
now that it was a spoken fact, it seemed
to get to me a little more forcibly. Mur-
der! And I was, apparently, the one who
could have had the best opportunity to do
it. ...
Major Lacey asked: ‘“Have you any
reason to believe otherwise?”

I knew Hawkins had had no gun of his
own. I knew, too, that I hadn’t shot him.

I said: “None, Major.”

Lacey shrugged and resumed. “It is
also the decision of this court that you
shall remain in Newfoundland for the next
few days.”

“But I didn't kill him,” I said quickly,
aware what Lacey no doubt thought.
“What in earth should I kill him for? I
didn’t know the man at all.”

Hart, the British Intelligence officer,

said, “Mr. Hawkins ate in the Blue Door
Restaurant, and it is reported that he was
quite familiar with Miss Myra Ralston,
who works there. It's known that you are
in love with Miss Ralston. You had
reason, therefore, to resent whatever at-
tention was paid to her. Quite possibly,
Hawkins was, as you Americans say, cut-
ting in on your time. At any rate, it’s a
possible motive.”

I hadn’t known that Hawkins knew
Myra—she’d never told me. Maybe that
was what sort of slowed me down, then.
I know I didn’t makeany immediate reply.
I said, finally, “I swear to God I didn’t
kill him!”

AJOR LACEY shrugged. “No

M one has accused you yet, Mr.
Wilcox.”

“I didn’t do it!” I told him and the

other men hotly. “You’re acting under

the impression that Hawkins was alive
when we left the ground. Maybe he was

- dead—he had to be dead!”

“Hawkins was alive when the mechanic
shut the door,” Lacey said, rising.

“But are you sure? Did Merkle see
him? Couldn’t someone have shot him
just before Merkle closed the door?”

The major wasn’t paying much atten-
tion. He said, “Merkle swears that Haw-
kins was alive. I saw Hawkins just be-
fore the door was closed, myself—and I'm
convinced that he was alive.”

The major stood up, reminding me that
until an indictment was reached I had bet-
ter stay around. Then he and his aides
left the room. ’

Nielson sat there with me, offered me a
cigarette.

“I work for Hudson,” he said through
the smoke. “We Yanks should stick to-
gether. It’s a tight case they’ve got against
you'll

“But I didn’tkill him,” I said again. “I
found him dead in the plane as I've re-
ported.”
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Nielson rose. ‘“Remember

Stack ?”” he asked.

I remembered well enough. Stack was a
kid I'd taught to fly when I was an army
instructor in the States. That was in the
days before going into the Air Corps Re-
serve, before I'd opened my own airline.
I said I remembered him well.

“He’s my nephew,” Nielson told me.
“He’s a captain now, and I can get him
up here as a character witness for you.
No doubt you can get others, from the
army, I mean. I know a lot of army men
who’ll do me—and you—a favor. Not that
I think they’re going to go rough on you,
Wilcox. After all, they can’t actually
prove you killed Hawkins. I'd say they’ll
give you a second degree indictment—a
two to five year penalty. You'll probably
be free again in two years—”

“Two years!” I groaned. “Two months
would be enough for me to lose my shirt.
I got an airline with a mess of mortgages.
So far I've been able to meet payments on
them with the money I got flying. If I
don’t fly anymore, my airline’s gone!”

Nielson tamped out his cigarette in a
tray on the table. I did the same. Niel-
son said, “I’ll try to help you as much as
I can, of course, but I think you're going
to have to stand trial.”

Freddy

I bit my lip, hard. “Just who was this
Hawkins, anyway?”

Nielson smiled. He had a small broad
face, like his figure; and a smile on him
was something hard and grim. “He was
a pal of mine, too. It doesn’t hurt to have
you know now—you'll find out anyway,
if and when they try you. Hawkins was a
member of the Secret Service—the United
States, that is. He was carrying an im-
portant, officially secret letter from our
government to England!”

I'd heard about that before. I'd never
known for sure, but I had managed to pick
up the rumors about messages which the
government of the United States was send-
ing over to Downing Street. Sometimes
those messages went by pilot, other times
they went with “passengers.” But, in any
event, if those messages, or the fact that
they existed, happened to become known
to the Nazis—the United States would be
embroiled in a mess that could, quite pos-
sibly, lead to a declaration of war.

I knew now that I'd be given a rather
secret trial. It didn’t help while I was try-
ing to discover, by thinking back, who
could have had a chance to kill Hawkins.
All T got out of it was a headache. It
could have been anyone—anyone who had
been there just before we took off. A
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silencer on a small gun; a quick shot just
before the plane’s door was swung entirely
shut. . . .

Why, a silencer wouldn’t have been
necessary ; the motors would have covered
the noise!

But of the eight people who'd been
there, including myself and Nielson, I won
the booby prize, it seemed. There were too
many possibilities to run down before I
got the answer—before my trial came up.
I was certain now that they’d hang the job
on me. And all I could do was hope they
didn’t hang me for it!

Nielson said he’d try to dig up what he
could, and for me to let him know where
he could reach me.

I said I was going to see Myra Ralston,
and that I'd leave word at my hotel desk
if we went anywhere.

-

back to town. I headed straight for

the Blue Door, the small restaurant
where most of the pilots ate when they
were off duty. But I didn’t go there to
eat. It was where Myra worked, and five
o’clock was her quitting time.

I saw her as soon as I got out of my
car. She saw me too, and came running
out, her long-bobbed chestnut hair swing-
ing deliciously about her nicely chiseled
face and throat. She came just to my
shoulder ordinarily, but when she rose to
to her toes her lips were easy to find.

I found them, and she said, “Dave, my
darling,” in a soft, surprised tone which
was, I felt, the result of seeing me so soon
again. Usually it was a couple of weeks
before I got back from a hop to England.

I kissed her again before saying any-
thing, before even attempting to. It was
worth a million bucks to feel the warmth
of her, snuggled there within my arms.
And I didn’t give a damn about what peo-
ple thought,

IT WAS almost five o’clock when I got

Finally she drew away. “Why?” she
asked incredulously. “I thought you and
Mr. Hawkins were on your way to Eng-
land. What happened ?”’

I had a picture of Myra as she’d been
just before Hawkins and I took off. Myra,
a rhapsody in white, from her dainty toes
to her big handbag, standing there on the
field with me, kissing me good-bye as she
had done on other occasions. I remembered
how she had walked with me to the plane,
how the officials—who knew how she and
I felt about each other—had courteously
looked the other way, until she’d seen me
into the ship.

To me she was perfection, all right. I
had it bad.

But I couldn’t help thinking about Haw-
kins, too.

“Maybe,” I asked, “you’re more inter-
ested in Hawkins than in me?”

That surprised her, T could tell. Those
cool, green eyes of hers swung up to me,
quickly, a shade nervously; and I felt like
all the dopes that ever were.

“Dave!” she said. ‘“You'’re upset.
Something’s wrong?”’

“What about Hawkins ?”’ I pérsisted.

Myra smiled. The fading sunlight
danced along the smooth white line of her
teeth. “You’re jealous,” she said in-
timately. “I'm glad.” She giggled. “You
know there’s no one but you, darling.
Hawkins was a customer—someone I met
over the counter. Nothing more.”

That made me feel a lot better. I said,
as casually as possible, “Hawkins is dead
—shot. I found him in the plane....”

I gave her the story quickly, and asked
her if she’d care to go somewhere with me
for a drink. She went to tell her boss she
was leaving.

We got into my car, drove to my hotel.
Myra didn’'t say a word until we were
seated in the hotel dining room.

She said, “And now you’re under ar-
rest,” and it seemed so important to her
I wanted to take her in my arms.
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I tried to smile. “It’s a technicality, It
won’t last for long—"

“But all your work—your airline. You
need the money so badly.”

“Sure,” I said. “But I can still make
it.”

“Not if they don’t let you fly.”

That was a possibility. Even with ac-
quittal, I wasn’t sure that Canada would
consider me a good risk anymore. And
it suddenly began to look as if things were
not going to be so good for me. It seemed
a shame that I was to lose this girl so
quickly. Five months ago, when I'd first
seen Myra Ralston take over the waitress
job at the Blue Door, I'd thought, “Here
she is, Dave. The one and only.” Now—
well, T wasn’t going to let her marry a fail-
ure—a jailbird, maybe.

The meal dragged on dismally. We had
a few more drinks, but our conversation
stopped somewhere along the way. I just
sat there, making patterns on the table-
cloth with the bottom of my glass.

seven-thirty when a waiter tapped

me on the shoulder. He had a port-
able phone, which he plugged into a
socket in the foot of the table.

I took the phone.

Nielson said, over the wire, “Chin up,
Dave. I got a nice lead. I've been out here
looking at that ship you brought in. I'm
convinced the motor_was fixed. Someone
planned a watery grave for you and Haw-
kins—"’

I GUESS it must have been close to

“You mean someone sabotaged the
ship?”

“Yes,” Nielson said. ‘“And it narrows
down to Johnson and Merkle, for my
dough. One of them—"

“Merkle and Johnson have some ex-
plaining to do,” I finished for him. “And
I'm going to check on it—right now!”

There was a sudden spluttering that al-
most tore my ear off. “Don’t be an ass,”
Nielson advised sharply, when he stopped

calling me other names. “You’re big, and
full of muscle, and the first thing you
know you’ll win a second kill charge.
Wait for me—"

“If you can be at Merkle’s in half an
hour, T'll wait for you,” I said. I hung
up, feeling better than I'd felt at any time
since this mess started.

Myra’s lips were parted ; she seemed to
be hanging on my next words.

“What is it?” she asked.

I smiled. “It’s the payoff, kid. I finally
get a break. With a little research, I can
find out who really killed Hawkins !”

She considered for a moment. “You
mentioned Merkle and Johnson. Is it one
of them?”

“One or both, maybe. Anyway, here’s
where I find out. Come on!”

“Where, Dave?”

“You're going home,” I said. “And I'm
going out to have a talk with Merkle. He’s
the one who swore he saw Hawkins alive
—which could mean he’s the one who
killed Hawkins!”

We were out to my car in the parking
lot before Myra said, “And I can’t go with
you?”

I looked down into that tense, white
face ; the wide-set, sea-green eyes. Then I
bent to kiss her. “Not this trip, darling.
There may be a little trouble—"

“But you—"

“T’ll be all right,”"I told her. “Don’t
worry. I’ll phone you as soon as I can.”

There was no further resistance, so I
drove Myra home.

e

WASTED five or ten minutes more
in a drug store after I left her. I
called the airdrome, checking on Mer-
kle. It took a few minutes for one of the
other ack emmas to take a look around, to
make sure that Merkle had signed off the
field for the night. But once I found out
that he’d gone home, I knew I wouldn’t
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be chasing down any phoney leads.

It took me some time to get to Merkle’s
house, but I was in no great hurry—yet.
It’s one thing to know a guy’s been doing
you dirt, another to get him to admit it—
especially when there’s a murder rap con-
nected. Actually, I had no immediate plan
of action. Probably, I reasoned, I'd do
just as Nielson surmised: I might let my
fists do all the talking. If Merkle acted
suspiciously, maybe a little working over
would be the right way to loosen him up.

He’d never struck me as being a par-
ticularly bright guy. I'd always figured
him for a thick slob, who knew motors
and little else. It was not at all unlikely
that he was only one of several mixed up
in this.

I was about a block away from his house
when I heard the two, almost simultaneous
short pops—like cars backfiring. I gassed
the car a little more, rounded a couple
of corners and pulled up in front of the
mechanic’s cottage.

There was another car parked there,

identical with my own buggy, except that.

mine was light blue, and the other car
was light green. I swung around in front
of it, got out and headed up the path.

And I hadn’t gone fifteen feet before
I began to get that queer sensation up the
back of my neck—that sixth sense, warn-
ing me that something was wrong. . . .

Nobody answered the bell, and that odd
feeling was intensified. I turned the knob,
discovered that the door was open. And
I discovered, too, that those noises I'd
heard so recently were gun shots. The
smell of burned powder was terrific!

I stood just inside the hall, and as I
started to move toward the light in the
back of the house, I heard the scrape of a
foot behind me. I tried to turn, but never
quite made it. Something hard clouted me
on the skull—something hard encased in
something soft. I remembered that much
anyway. Then the floor was swimming up
to meet me. . . .

‘ x T HEN I came to, I was lying face

down on the rug, and the smell of

cordite had gone. Yet, I didn’t

feel that I'd been out long. I checked with

my watch, and as near as I could make out,

I'd been unconscious for about ten
minutes.

I got up and went towards that light
in the rear. It came from the kitchen, I
discovered; and when I stepped over the
kitchen threshold, I thought somebody
had clouted me again.

There was a chair nearby, and I sagged
into it. My legs gradually got rid of the
water in them. I surveyed the mess.

Merkle was lying near the refrigerator,
his forehead wearing the same kind of hole
that I'd seen in Hawkins’. He’d been
standing when he bumped into the slug,
I figured, for there was a red spot on the
wall above him. There was a gun in his
hand—but it didn’t indicate suicide.

He’d been using it on someone, or at-
tempting to. And from what I saw, I gath-
ered that Johnson was his target. The
other mechanic lay there in the kitchen
also, and he’d taken his dose just below
the nose.

Gradually, the weakness wore off. I got
up and looked the bodies over a little more
carefully. Johnson had a .45 in his mitt,
but Merkle had been plucked by a smaller
caliber slug, I was sure. As for Johnson,
it was obvious that Merkle had shot him.

But how would the police figure it? If
they found me here, they could quite
logically assume I'd done the double kill.
They’d say that I had killed Hawkins first,
and that the mechanics had been in on it
with me. They'd also say that when I

. thought one of the ack emmas would sing,

I'd decided to kill him, or them—as this
instance could be made to prove—and
then I'd tried to arrange it to look like
they’d shot it out with each other. Neil-
son’s report that he’d phoned me about
suspecting them would support the police’s
mistaken contention.
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I decided I wasn’t going to wait around
for the cops to show. I didn’t know what
I'd do, or where I'd go yet, but that wasn’t
important. The important thing was for
suckers like Dave Wilcox to clear out.

Movement helped, T found. As I went
to the front door, an idea hit me. Whoever
had killed these boys—or whoever had
been here while the boys were shooting
it out—must be in on it with one of them;
must be the brain behind the whole set-up
so far. And it meant one thing: Myra
was now in danger, too. The killer wasn’t
going to stop this little murder spree until
every possible angle had been run down—
and Myra was a big enough angle, because
she and I were pretty chummy.

I got to the gate outside the house, hop-
ing that the murderer wouldn’t reach
Myra’s house before I did—and then I
stopped dead in my tracks!

My car was gone!

It was surprising what a thing like that
could do to me. Just a second or so ago,
I’d felt that the world had come to an end
for me. Now, I was positive that it had
done the same thing for the killer. For
whoever had mistaken my car for his had
actually left me the key to the case!

I grabbed for the door handle of the
strange car. The door opened, and I
peered inside. There were keys in the
dash, just as I had left the keys in mine.

My heart leaped into my throat when

I discovered a registration card tacked on
the steering shaft.

The car was registered in the name of
George Johnson!

It was a terrific kick in the head—a
blow made all the more painful because
my hopes had been raised so high a mo-
ment back. I stood, staring sightlessly at
the fender of the light green car, aware
dimly that I should run, that I should get
away. Neilson might show up any minute,
and he wouldn’t go on believing my hazy
stories for.long.

I fished out a cigarette, lit it. And then,
quite abruptly, it came to me—not quite
the answer, maybe but enough of a clue
to give me a lead.

I had thought, just a while back, that
Myra was in danger . . . now I knew that
I had to get to her house—fast!

g

FTER about ten minutes’ walking
A I spotted a cab and hailed it, gave
Myra’s address. I figured that tak-
ing Johnson’s car would be the wrong
move, for where it was, it was evidence, of
a sort. I sat back in the cushioned seat
of the cab, chain-smoking, waiting to hear
wailing sirens as cops took after me.
But nothing happened, and the cabbie
let me out in front of the boarding house
where Myra lived.

e I L
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I went up the flight of stairs to the
second floor, rapped on Myra’s door.
There was a short pause, while I heard
movement inside. Then I saw the
crack of light appear beneath the door,
heard Myra’s heels.

The door opened. She was wearing a
negligée, and she looked up at me, white-
faced, as equally nervous as she’d been
in the hotel dining room.

I said, “May I?” and stepped inside.

“Dave!” she exclaimed. “Is it all over?
Did you catch him?”

I didn’t show any signs of answering
right away. I went over to the window,
looking for a place outside where some-
one could hide—or gain quick access to
the apartment. There was nothing out
there but a lot of ash cans, and laundry.
I tried the closet next—and found nothing.

Myra was watching me intently, wait-
ing for me to say something.

“I was so worried about you, darling,”
she said. “You were—"

“A fool,” T finished sharply. “I walked
right into another murder rap!”

“No! Dave—"

I smiled grimly. “Only this time I got
a lead, Myra. A good one.” I stuck my
hand in my breast pocket, took out my
hankerchief and hefted it. I said, “What
color is the border on this handkerchief,
Myra?”

It was a startling question, I'll admit—
but it shouldn’t have been that startling to
her. She gazed at the bit of cloth, seem-
ingly fascinated, then she began to cry.

“Dave,” she sobbed. “Whatever is the
matter with you—"

“Answer me,” T insisted.

Then Myra looked up at me fully. She
backed against the dresser, and we stood
like that, our eyes locked. I could guess
what was going on behind that beautiful
face. The tears stopped abruptly.

“You can'’t tell, can you, Myra?” I said
softly. “You don’t know if this is a blue
border or a green one—just as you

couldn’t tell those cars apart tonight.
You're blue-green color blind, Myra—and
now I know who killed Merkle and John-
son and Hawk—"

“Yes!” she cried, and she was moving
as she said it. Her hands held her huge
white pocketbook suddenly, opening the
catch to slip inside. While I'd ridden over
here, the puzzle had been taking shape,
and I knew what was fitted into that bag,
along the metal framework.

“Don’t move!” Myra instructed sharp-
ly, pointing the bag-gun at me. “I'm quite
an expert with this gun, and one more life
doesn’t matter now.”

I snorted, “What a complete fool I've
been!”

HE laughed contemptuously. ‘“But
a helpful fool, Dave. I picked up a

lot of useful pointers from our de-
lightful conversations. The number of.
bombers being sent across at certain times ;
but most important, the fact that Hawkins
had a written communication from the
United States Government.”

“So you had Merkle and Johnson fix
the motors of that ship just to be certain
that, if you missed Hawkins with that
ingenious gadget of yours, the message
still wouldn’t get to the other side.”

“Not quite,” she said. “Johnson was
my man—DMerkle was just a suspicious
Canadian. When we heard about the ship’s
crash, we convinced Merkle that his sus-
picions of foul play in the matter of Haw-
kins would be to his disadvantage. We
stalled him by telling him he’d be held
as an accessory after the fact—inasmuch
as he didn’t speak up right away. Finally
he recovered his backbone, becoming dan-
gerous to me—"’

“And just who are you?” I asked.

“Fraulein Goeltz,” she supplied proud-
ly. “German Intelligence.”

“It wasn’t intelligent to rush out and
kill Merkle,” T said. “You and Neilson
were the only ones who knew where I
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was going tonight. It was just a question
of putting two and two together to find
out who was the murderer!”

She stiffened at the word. “Please,” she
said sharply. “It was not murder. This
is war, and a copy of the United States’
belligerent attitude toward the Reich,
bearing the actual signature of your presi-
dent, would go a long way towards getting
all of Germany behind Hitler. There are
still those older Germans who believe this
United States is a friend.”

It was strange seeing that fanatical look
in Myra’s eyes. I'd heard there were
those kinds of people, but I'd never met
one, and that it should be a girl so beauti-
ful as she, in love with a creed so bestial.

I started closer to her, unconsciously
actually, and she jerked the gun up quick-
ly. “Don’t!” she commanded.

Again I shrugged, though I didn’t feel
any too easy. She could kill me, and no
doubt tell a very convincing story of how
I committed suicide, after I had confessed
my dastardly deeds to her.

I said, “You didn’t get that message—"

“For which I can thank you,” she prac-
tically snarled. “There was a Nazi war-
ship waiting for you to come down in the
sea, and it would have been simple enough
to remove it. Yet, if Hawkins had lived
to come down in your faulty ship, he might
have destroyed the message before it could
be taken from him. So, his death was
necessary. As is yours.”

The handkerchief was still resting on
my palm, and I bounced it up and down
some more. “All of this killing for nothing.
You still won’t get the message!”

She laughed, as if I had committed some
great error. “That message will go on the
next flight—perhaps tonight, even. In any
event, I intend to smuggle aboard the next
plane out. Whoever happens to be on
board will go to Germany with me—or
die! Perhaps I shall die also, but that will
be just punishment for my failure, . . .”

I didn’t listen much beyond that, for it
occurred to me that she had a pretty solid
set-up. It was not at all improbable that
she could smuggle aboard a plane leaving
the field, for she enjoyed a good deal of
freedom there—freedom my companion-
ship had allowed her.

I felt that small, cold knot in the middle
of my stomach again, then, for I had
manipulated the handkerchief into the
proper position. I hadn’t pulled the trick
since I was a kid—killing flies on the wall
of my old man’s barn—but I didn’t mind
taking the chance. My number was up,
so a few minutes either way didn’t really
matter.

I was fairly close to Myra—about two
arms’ lengths—and I lunged, snapping
that handkerchief like a whip.

I heard the muffled noise of the gun,
at about the same time my handkerchief
smacked solidly against Myra’s nose.

The slug rammed into my  shoulder,
spinning me around, but Myra was off
balance, too. I grabbed at her hips and
the two of us went down together.

The soft sounds continued, but I didn’t
feel anything more. I just kept swinging
the hand that had held the handkerchief
until the fist on the end of it landed a solid
haymaker right on the button.

I was still on one knee, looking at her
inert form, when the door opened.

The landlady was standing there, and
soon there was Neilson.

He said, “What the hell?”” and came
forward, muttering something about hav-
ing just missed me at Merkle’s.

I didn’t start talking back to him for
at least another five minutes. I just knelt
there, looking down at Myra; and I won-
dered if the Canadian government would
let a wounded duck like me fly that next
bomber for them. Myra had said some-
thing about a Nazi warship out there in
the Atlantic. I had a message of my own
I’d like to give them. . ..
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“Jump, jump, Happy!” Fauston said. “I’ll be
here. Jump!”

There in that foul-smelling river,
Sarah Prince was meant to die—
murdered by a fiendishly clever
killer whose method was as unique
as it was foolproof. But the mur-
derer forgot to consider that death
in any form was a challenge to
Fauston, the amazing blind detec-
tive—who saw more than anyone
else.

CHAPTER ONE

The Bridge of Death

R AIN, pouring out of the darkness,

sticking my clothes to my skin.... ,

Fauston moved ahead in the
shadows of Waterfront Row. His cane
was clicking a tap-tap on the walk; his hat
was in his hand. He liked to walk that
way; liked the cold rain in his face, the
sweep of wind through his thick, gray
hair!

To me, rain’s just a lot of wet.
After a while Fauston stopped, at the

43
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crossing where the freight tracks narrow
in toward the yards. I walked on up be-
side him.

“How about going back now?” I said.

“What time is it ?”

“Eleven-thirty. That’s late. There’s a
taxi stand—"

“I have my memory,” he said.

That’s Fauston’s way. He don’t let me
forget for a minute how much he remem-
bers.

He’s smart. Not the way plain people
are, but sort of like an outlaw horse, or
maybe a tiger that stalks game. I some-
times wonder if that knife didn’t scrape
his brain, that night nine years ago when
Carmen Scantelli blacked him out for-
ever.

Scantelli was the big-boy of those west-
ern kidnappers, and Fauston was chief
inspector, then. He worked -eighteen
months following a will-o-the-wisp, and in
the end, Scantelli and those Shane twins
got their last ticket down the river. But
that last night, something slipped. A
forty-five got past the guards, and Scan-
telli came out to even the count. He got
to Fauston’s house, and slipped up to the
bedroom.

I don’t guess anybody knows the whole
story. Fauston’s never said a word. But
when the cops got there, a pen knife from
Fauston’s desk was on the floor. What
had been Scantelli was dead in one corner.

Fauston had killed him—unable to see
him! Because Scantelli had blinded Faus-
ton with that pen knife! The boys all
guessed Fauston had been asleep when
Scantelli came in, and Scantelli did a lot
of damage. But he didn’t figure that
Fauston would get up off that bed. Yet,
Fauston did, and somewhere in that room,
he got his hands on Scantelli.

From that night, Fauston lived in blind-
ness. But whatever feeling he’d had in
his eyes didn’t die. It just sort of turned
and grew back into his head, sharper than
ever, more accurate.

There’s hate in his head, too. Hate
boiling down against his brain. That knife
touched something, I tell you. I know it.
And that’s what makes me scared.

T’ve been trying to leave him. For nine
years, I've been planning everyday. But
then that humming starts again between
my ears, and that slow, red fog clogs my
eyes; and it’s just like I was back in the
Garden and it was the ninth round again.
Tank Elders is throwing the right that
slammed by head on concrete rail outside
the ring. :

When that feeling comes back, I know
there’s no use in running. Wherever I go
they’ll call me Slappy, or Punchy, or
Dope. And trouble will always be there.
Like the time when I thought the old
salesman was Tank Elders again, and I
knocked him down the stairs. They had
me in jail, fixing to send me to a sani-
tarium. I wasn’t ever going to get out.

It was about then that Fauston was
looking for somebody to help him around.
He heard what they were going to do
with me. He said he’d take me. That
was nine years ago, just after he lost his
sight.

He’s tought me a lot, sure. When that
humming’s not in my head, I see a lot
of things clear. But I can’t help being
scared of him. Then the humming and
the thick fog comes again, and I know
there’s no place else to go.

That’s the way we are. He’s blind and
smart in that scarey way ; and I'm the guy
they call Happy, scared of him, but liv-
ing with him; walking with him, like to-
night, through the wind and rain.

“We shall walk on,” he said after a
while.

-
alone, talking to himself. At last he

turned up across the bridge that
spans the South Fork of the Condiac.

I DROPPED behind. He always walks
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All of a sudden then, his cane stopped.
I went close, and his hard fingers gripped
my arm. I knew he was listening to some-
thing.

“We're near the trestle?”
was a whisper.

“Yeah. Right across.” Over to the
right, the triple tracks from the freight
yard spanned a high skeleton of steel. A
stench rose from the water below, and
now and then a sick yellow light shone
from a warehouse down near the river.

“A girl is moaning,” Fauston said at
last.

I listened. “I don’t hear anything.”

“I do, Happy,” he said softly. Then
out of the distance came the wail of the
train. A rumble grew like thunder. The
rails began to sing. Fauston turned to me.

“A girl is on those tracks,” he said.

“She better be getting off. That train’s
coming—"

“Can you beat it ?”” he shot at me sud-
denly.

I glanced back to the trestle approach
—a hundred yards maybe ; then about two
hundred yards down the trestle, over the
wet ties. One slip would drop you into
that skummy water. The train roared up
around the far curve.

“I can’t make it now,” I said.

Fauston shrugged. “Look at the tracks.
What do you see?”

As the engine straightened, those rails
shone like ice, black and hard. The trestle
was empty.

“There’s not a thing out there.”

Fauston’s face remained blank. The
train rushed on. The light burned bright-
er. Sparks showered out of the box. The
trestle thundered, and the engine roared
past, leaving the darkness and rattle of
the box-cars. Then ...

In the shadows, a thin body hung just
a second before it dropped into that stink-
ing river. I saw a girl’s white face; the
waves of her loose hair. Her body sank
quickly.

His voice

“God!” T stared, waiting for that oily
water to break; for her arms to pull
toward the shore.

“God!” I said again. “A girl! The
train got her!”

“Jump! Jump, Happy!”
voice was brittle.

I peeled off my coat and hat, got rid
of my shoes. As I swung up on the rail-
ing, that humming started, down there be-
tween my ears.

“Jump, jump, Happy! I’ll be here!
Jump!”

Fauston shoved me out into space.
Down I went, smashing into the thick
water. I fanned out, hunting. At last I
came up, looked around. The river was
just like a flat plain. The girl was still
under.

I went down again. The humming kept
getting louder in my head. I had to quit.
Hell, there wasn't any use! The train
had got her. I'd seen her fall. . ..

Then something brushed my head. I
reached out and got a thin waist. I had
her. At last I pulled in to the bank.
Fauston was waiting, following me with
his ears.

“Here,” came his swift whisper. “Put
her here, Happy.”

I dragged her up into the mud.

Fauston knelt down. His thin fingers
ran over her face, tracing every line and
feature. Once I saw a movie of some guy
who played the piano real good. That’s
the way with Fauston when he’s learning
a face. He touches it, plays on every line;
and it could be one year or ten, and he’d
still remember.

IS fingers moved to her pulse.
H “Still alive,” he said softly.
Then his voice got hard. “Get

up! Up, Happy!”

Suddenly that tangle caught in my head.
I started to yell. My fists clenched.

Fauston said, “I wouldn’t, Happy. Re-
member Scantelli.”

Fauston’s
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My fingers turned weak and empty.
That’s the way it goes, somehow—the
humming mixes me up.

“What is it, Happy? Your head
again?” Now Fauston’s words were low
and soft.

“The humming,” I whispered.

His fingers found that tender place be-
hind my ears, began to press. Some of
the noise went away. At last his fingers
stopped pressing; his hand touched my
arm.

“I don’t always remember, Happy,” he
said slowly. “I forget the humming, and
sometimes—sometimes others forget cer-
tain things about me. But we are not
angry. No, Happy. Never you and me.”
Then his hand left my arm; his voice
turned hard again. “I shall find a taxi,
alone. You go up on that trestle. You
will find foot-prints leading out on the
ties. You need not search for the girl’s.
I'm pretty sure that she was carried out
there.”

“But I looked. There wasn’t nobody
else.”

“Look closely, there where you saw her
fall. You'll find mud.”

“Okay,” I sighed, “but I don’t see
why.”

Fauston sort of smiled to himself.
“You saw no one on the tracks, there-
fore no one was there. This girl was be-
neath the ties.”

“How did she—”

“She was cradled by rope or by wire
swung over the rails. The train-wheels cut
her loose. Then you saw her drop.”

I blinked. “Why didn’t she swim, if
the train didn’t hit her ?”’ .

“Because she’s half dead with dope!
Have you no nostrils? Can’t you catch a
pulse? She was meant to die. And those
wise men who call themselves the police
would have pronounced it suicide.” He
gathered the girl in his arms.

“When you learn what you can, come
home,” he said.

I watched him go up the steep, slick
bank; yet his steps were sure as a deer’s.
I shook my head, climbed toward the
trestle approach. I reached the place
where the ties leave the ground and span
out across the spider-work of steel. I
struck a match. And there were foot-
prints!

Two men had gone out on the trestle.
Carefully I followed, seeing the dark
water below. When I reached the center,
I struck another match. There, the foot-
prints were messed up—the men had
stopped and worked. And there was a
wire still hanging to one rail, dangling
down.

I saw it now, like Fauston saw it,
blind as he is. The river would have car-
ried the girl away; that dope would not
have been noticed when they found her.

I followed the foot-prints back toward
the bank again. They didn’t turn toward
the road. Instead they went straight
ahead, and finally entered a wide, dark
alley that twisted between warehouses and
back-sidings. Gordon’s Alley, they called
it. I lost the prints there.

I turned back toward the taxi stand.
But now something was racing my heart
—like it used to race during a fight, when
the crowds were yelling.

It’s watching Fauston work. He don’t
advertise as a private investigator. He
never operates with the cops. Since that
night when some dumb dick let Scantelli
slip out to reach him, he’s hated the word
“police.”

But sometimes, he decides to go after
something. When he does, he usually
breaks it apart. He does it his own way
—that hard, black way he thinks; the
crazy hate that’s in him boils till he’s
through.

He don’t give a fig about law! He’s
got his own. And when he gets through,
he makes it end the way he wants. No
judge ever passes a sentence ; no cop ever
knows,
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Maybe that’s why I can’t leave him.
It’s like watching a swaying snake, watch-
ing Fauston work.

CHAPTER TWO

Murder’s Playwright

ATUSTON slipped out the bolt when
FI knocked.
“You were right! I.found—"

“The doctor’s here, you fool,” he whis-
pered. “Go to your room. I'll call you.”

I got the slant. He wasn’t letting any
information out. . . .

I was dressed in clean clothes when
Fauston opened my door.

“The doctor’s gone now,”” he said, lead-
ing the way back to his bedroom. In the

dark river-bottom, I hadn’t seen much of

the girl. Now I could.

Her hair was turning back to a kind of
gold-brown. As it dried, loose waves were
forming. Her eyes were closed, her lashes
curved on her cheeks.

“Stop gaping, Happy,”
snapped.

“She—she’s pretty,” I said.

“Do you recognize her?”

“No.” I shook my head. “I never saw
her.”

He sighed as he moved nearer the bed.
She stirred ; her lips moved.

“Don’t—don’t kill me! Don’t kill me,
mother. . . .”

Fauston’s fingers found hers, turned
them slowly, touching the tips, the palms
of her hands.

“Not working hands,” he said finally.
“How old is she?”

“Twenty-one,” I guessed.

“A college student, perhaps,” Fauston
muttered.

I followed him into the study and sat
down. I went through the girl’s stuff.
Nothing was there—no tags, no marks.
All T got was a lip-stick holder out of a
zipper pocket. Inside was a rolled-up slip
of paper.

Fauston

I read Fauston the words: ‘“Why
should I live any longer?”

“So? We have found the suicide note,”
he said slowly.

“You mean, she did it_herself ?”’

“Doubtful, Happy.” He tilted his head
to the side. “She spoke of her mother,
remember? She said, ‘Don’t kill me. Don’t
kill me, mother.” ” He waited a moment.
“That’s an odd suggestion for a daughter
to make to her mother, don’t you think ?”’

I said, “Aw, she was just raving
around! People say lots of things when
they’re like that.”

“On the other hand, people may speak
a subconscious truth.” He touched the
tips of his fingers together. “It is quite
possible that a last half-lucid image
prompts her words. It is that moment
wherein her mother tried to kill her.”
He nodded to himself. “That could be.”

“But why?” I asked. “And who is her
mother?”

“Why, and who?” he mused softly.
“Sound questions, Happy. Why, and
who?” Then he leaned forward. “Get the
case-book.”

I unlocked the filing cabinet and took
out the big loose-leaf ledger Fauston calls
the case-book. Almost every crime of the
last nine years is written up in it—notes,
facts, ideas that he’s told me to write
down. I took it back into the study.

Fauston held out two fingers. I gave
him a cigarette and lit it, then he leaned
back.

“I seem to recall another case, Happy,
years ago. A girl was swung beneath the
tracks of a bridge. A train cut her loose
and dropped her to her death. But—"
He waited a long time. “But I don’t re-
member where it happened,” he said
finally. “The first one I ever forgot.”

I looked to see if he was kidding, but
he was dead serious.

“Read page 94,” he said at last. After
two lines, he stopped me.

“Page 162.” Again I started. Again



48

DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE

he stopped me. We tried page after page,
and were wrong every time.

Finally he sat erect. “Curse you! You
have eyes, made for seeing. Still you
know nothing! If I had eyes, I'd know
that girl. I'd find that case.”

I yelled right back. “There’s lots of
people I never saw! Lots you never saw.
I never heard of a case about a bridge.”
Then it slipped past before I could catch
it: “Why don’t you get the police? They’'d
clean it up?”

For the moment his body became hard
as steel; his breath whistled past his teeth.
His lips twitched once, and his voice be-
gan to tremble.

“Ah, yes,” he whispered, like a cold
wind across a grave. “Ah, yes.” Then his
fingers crushed my wrist, twisting me up
before him.

“It is best not to joke, Happy ?”

I swallowed. ‘“Yeah,” I managed.
“Yeah, sure.”

His fingers loosened. He sank down,
lifting two fingers. My hand shook as I
lit the cigarette—and the first little hum-
ming came again in my ears, like it always
came when things happen too quick for
me.

“The door is locked? The windows
barred ?” Fauston shot the questions like
bullets.

I told him yes. Not since nine years .

ago has Fauston slept in an unlocked
room.

“Then bring me my coffee, and you may
go to bed.”

I went in the kitchen and put the pot
on the stove. Always after something sets
him crazy, Fauston wants his coffee.
When I brought it back, he touched my
hand.

“I did not bring the pain again, did I,
Happy?”

I swallowed. No, it’s not hurting now.”

“Good.” He sighed. “I speak too fast.
I regret too late.” He patted my arm.
“Now go to bed. When this little job

is over, we shall have time for talking

-again. I shall tell you the stories.”

“Stories. . . .” That made me happy.
Sometimes when he’s not mad, he tells
me about my fights that I can’t exactly
remember; about how I scored eight
knockouts in a row. When he tells me
them, nothing else matters. Things get
warm and sure again.

After I crawled in bed, I kept thinking
about the girl. After a while, I heard
something. I pushed down the covers and
listened. It was a voice in Fauston’s room.
It was Fauston, talking slow and clear:

“Mary. This is mother, Mary,” he was
saying. “Ann. This is mother, Ann. ...
Jean. This is mother, Jean....”

His voice sounded like one of those me-
chanical parrots that had got stuck on the
same note, saying name after name.

Finally I went on to sleep, still hearing
that voice through the wall.

-~

woke me.
“Get up,”
“Come in here.”

I put on my slippers and followed him
into his room.

“Watch her face,” he instructed. Then
he knelt down. He took her wrist, fitting
his fingers to her pulse. Then he spoke:

“Sarah. This is mother, Sarah.”

The girl’s head moved. ‘“Mother! Oh,
mother—don’t—"

She was really scared. Her eyebows
drew together. ‘“Mother,” she begged
again.

Fauston twisted toward me. ‘“Her
pulse, her breathing responded. Her name
is Sarah. And her other name begins with
P. I get a reaction there. Something like
Prance or Pierce.” He turned back to her,
saying to me, over his shoulder, “Make
me some coffee.”

His voice went on, soft and slow :

IT WAS gray at the window when he

Fauston whispered.
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“Miss Payne. Hello, Miss Payne. ...
Miss Pence. Hello, Miss Pence. ., « «
Miss Prince. Hello, Miss Prince.”

Then there was a scuffle of feet. The
kitchen door flew open, and Fauston came
in. His gray, thick hair was tangled on
his head, his lips were twisted in a smile.

“Her name is Sarah Prince!”

“Yeah?” I said. “Maybe it’s not.” I
don’t see how he could be so sure.

“Her name is Sarah Prince,” he re-
peated. He sat down at the side table

“You guess! You've forget!” he
snorted. “The girl's mother was men-
tioned. She was Alma Bently, an actress.
Quite famous in her younger days. She
was divorced from Prince. He was grant-
ed the children. One never hears of her,
these days. Or does one?” he questioned
softly.

He twisted suddenly, “Happy, do you
know that- Alma Bently’s old.house is on
Claybourne Street. And the houses of
Claybourne back against Gordon’s Alley !”

If you are enjoying the adventures of the fabulous Fauston in this story,

you’ll be sure to thrill to the Spider, Master of Men, in his latest novel-

length crime crusade, SATAN’S SEVEN SWORDSMEN. You’ll find it in
the October issue of the Spider Magasine, now on sale.

and fitted his long fingers together. After
a few moments, he tilted his head toward

me. ‘
“You've never heard that name,
Happy?”
“Naw, I never heard it.”
He sighed. “For nine years I have

tried to teach you, and yet such a sinmple
thing as a name—” He jerked forward.
“Last Monday you read me The Morning
Telegram.”

“I always read you The Morning Tele-
gram.”

“There was a death item regarding a
Wilbur Prince—died of heart trouble in
Arizona. Remember, Happy? Wilbur
Prince died, leaving two daughters. One
was named Loraine. And the other—’’ he
tapped the table—“the other was named
Sarah. Sarah Prince.”

I tried to remember, but I couldn’t.
When you read three papers a day for
nine years, things don’t stick out. Not
unless you've got a memory like Faus-
ton’s.

“I guess I read something, but I for-
get-”

I stared, trying to see it clear. “You
mean—you’re saying—"

“Shut up!” His words were very far
away.

“That case we were looking for, Happy.
I remember now. It was not a case. It
was a play—murder-psychology—called
Suicide Bridge. 1 saw it in New York
many years ago.

“A mother murdered her own daugh-
ter. In her youth, the mother had been
quite beautiful. With age, she grew ugly;
her daughter Bbecame more beautiful. The
mother’s vanity was tortured. She re-
solved to kill her daughter, destroying the
beauty which tortured her. She drugged
the girl. With the aid of a servant, she
carried the girl out on a bridge and
cradled her beneath the tracks, just like
Sarah. The train came through, and the
wires were cut. The girl was dropped on
rocks far below. The mother’s vanity was
restored.”

I stared at Fauston’s face, all flushed
and red.

“Nuts,” I said. “I don’t believe no
mother would—"
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“Alma Bently would remember that
play, being an actress,” he continued,
ignoring me. “She’s growing old, now—
her beauty is fading. Her child is lovely.
Maybe that would drive her a little mad.”
He smiled at me. “You see, Happy, you
and I—we should understand the mad-
ness that comes of lost things. Yes, she
would have sat alone and planned.”

Suddenly he laughed, high and shrill.
“Yes, Alma Bently could have done it—
growing old; remembering her lost
beauty.” Then he laughed again.

I said, “You're just saying things. You
can’t prove none of what you’re saying
now.”

“Proof? Just saying.” He tilted his
head around. “When did I need proof,
Happy? When did I ‘just say?” No—"
He moved his head from side to side—
“whatever I do, Happy, I make only one
rule: Always I must satisfy myself. When
I do that, all questions are answered
well.” ‘

He leaned back, asking for a cigarette.
After T lit it, he motioned for a eup of
coffee. When I came back, he was still
smoking, hunched down deep in the chair.
I set the cup down beside him, waited in
the other chair for a long time before he
moved.

Finally he turned his head toward me,
and spoke so low I could hardly hear:

“It is not good for me to understand
this madness such as Alma’s. Too much,
perhaps, we are the same. She and I.
Perhaps we both think when we are alone.
We remember those things we have lost.
We are not quite sane.”

He lifted the cup and drank the hot
coffee down in one gulp. Then once more
he leaned back.

“When I am quiet again, there are
things we must do, Happy. First we must
know more of this Alma Bently. Then—"
he paused—‘then, if all is as I believe it
will be, I shall become a playwright for
a day.” He smiled at me. “You don't

understand at all, do you, Happy?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know any-
thing about playwrighting.”

“I shall rewrite a last act for an ugly
leading lady. I shall rewrite Swuicide
Bridge. For if I am right, it is time for
Alma’s last act.” He sighed. “First
though, I must rest. Like the pain in your
head, Happy, sometimes I have a pain
too—the hurt that comes of seeing one’s
self too well; of knowing where one is
going, that day when a thin thread
breaks.”

Then he closed his arms on his chest
and went to sleep for a while. All the
time I just sat there, wondering what he
meant about the last act, and all that. I
wished I knew what he was going to do.
But when I tried to think, I just got all
tangled up.

CHAPTER THREE

“The Lady Is Dead!”

E SHALL visit Carlo Pundit,”
Fauston said after breakfast.
“Carlo Pundit?”

“A retired theatrical producer. I must
know more of my leading lady. Perhaps
Carlo can tell me. Yes,” he repeated, “I
must know just how mad Alma Bently
is. . .. Get the car!”

Carlo Pundit’s place was all covered
with pictures of actors and actresses, most
of them in their costumes. Pundit was
still eating breakfast when we got there.

“I want information, off the record,”
Fauston began.

Off whose record ?”’ Pundit asked.

“Alma Bently. Remember her?”

“Everyone in show business remem-
bers Alma.”

“I understand she retired about five
years ago.”

“Why, yes, she.. . . retired.” There was
just a little stop in Pundit’s words, but it
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was enough for Fauston. His lips tight-
ened.

“Why the hesitation, Carlo? You make
me believe that she did not, as you say,
‘retire.” ”

“Well, the fact is, it wasn’t exactly re-
tirement.” .

“NO?”

“Alma was hurt,” Pundit explained.
“She fell during a rehearsal five years
ago—shattered some bones in her spine.
It left her paralyzed in the lower part of
her body. That’s why she, as we say,
‘retired” The accident was never pub-
licized.”

“She’s paralyzed!” Fauston fairly
shouted. His face turned white. I saw
things clearer then. If this Alma Bently
was paralyzed, she couldn’t be moving
around to try to murder anybody—and
that put Fauston’s idea up a creek, I
guess.

“Are you certain?”’ he asked. “Are
you positive ?”’

“I know, man! I was there when she
fel. And Ed Cowan, the doctor who
attended her, is a good friend of mine.
He said she’d never move her legs again.”

Fauston just stood there. At last he
shrugged. “Then perhaps you can tell me
some other things: what did she think of
those two girls of hers?”

“What did she think of them?” Pundit
repeated.

“I mean, did she care about them? Did
she love them ?”

“Why, sure!” Pundit said. “We always
figured Alma got a raw break on the kids.
I guess you know the story?”

Fauston shook his head.

“Well,” Pundit said, “she married this
Wilbur Prince when she was young and
just getting started. He was older than
she, had plenty of dough. They had two
girls. I'd say they’re around twenty-one
Qr so, now.

“Anyway, after Alma began to click,
Prince got jealous of her success. Finally

he trumped up a lot of charges alleging
she wasn’t a fit mother, and got custody
of the girls in the divorce suit. I don’t
think he really wanted them. He just
wanted to hurt Alma. And it did. From
the day that case closed, she started to
fade.”

“Then she loved them,” Fauston said
slowly. “I don’t believe it! I have reason
to think she hated those children.”

“Then you’re drunk,” Carlo snapped.
“I know different. I remember when Ed
Cowan told her she’d never walk again.
There were just the four of us—”

“What four?”

“Ed and Alma and Lowe Marley and
me. Marley was Alma’s manager and ad-
visor. When Cowan told her, she just
looked at the ceiling a little while, then
she turned and smiled. And it was a real
smile—sort of a long-waited-for smile.
And she said, ‘Perhaps I should be sad,
but I'm not. Really I'm not. I've lost
my husband. I've lost my children. But
I'm going to start again. I'm going out
where they are. I'm going to know them,
all over, and make them love me. I never
had time before.” ” [

“But she never went?” Fauston said.

Pundit shook his head. “Something
must have happened that none of us ever
knew. She returned to her old house, and
never went out again. For two or three
years, I used to go around about once a
week. I never got inside that front door.”

“Doesn’t anyone ever see her ?”

“Only Marley and a maid. Marley still
handles her money. He goes in and out;

+ the rest of us hear of her through him.

That’s all.”

“I wonder why?” Fauston asked.

Pundit shrugged. “I've wondered too.
Finally I decided there must have been
some trouble between Alma and Prince
when he learned she was coming out there
where the girls were. Maybe he told her
the girls didn’t want her—that would have
broken her heart. Marley says she’s sick
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most of the time—nothing in particular,
just sick at heart.”

“But she loved the girls?” Fauston
said. He couldn’t seem to swallow that,

“T’d bet my bottom dollar on it,” Carlo
told him.

Fauston sighed. “Well, that nails
that.” He turned toward the door, then
stopped. “Do you remember about twelve
years back? Swuicide Bridge?”

“Suicide Bridge?” Carlo thought, then
nodded. “Eddie Bernan’s production at
The Crystal Palace in 1930. It didn’t last
long.” :

“Did Alma Bently see that play ?”’

“I don’t know. I guess she—” He
stopped ; his eyes got narrow. “No,” he
said. “That was 1930. In ’30 and ’3l,
Alma was touring Europe. She never saw
that play. It folded before she got back.
Why?”

“Nothing.” Fauston let out a long
sigh. “It means nothing now.”

I followed him out to the car and closed
the doors. For a while he just sat there
without moving, his lips drawn tight, his
hands locked together,

“Drive home,” he ordered at last, his
voice cold and dead.

“Someone shall pay,” he whispered
over and over, almost to himself. “No
one makes a fool of Fauston.”

g

BACK in the apartment, he threw

himself into a chair and asked for

a cigarette. I settled down to see
what he was going to do. He kept sink-
ing down deeper into the chair; the lines
got darker and heavier in his face. He
smoked cigarette after cigarette.

An hour passed before he shoved him-
self up.

“I’ve made an error,” he said, walking
up and down the room. “The girl’s name
can’t be Sarah Prince. Sarah Prince’s
mother is paralyzed; also, she loves her

daughters, according to Carlo. But the
rest of my theory is sound. That girl re-
members a moment when her mother tried
to kill her; that memory burns through
the shell of her coma. It’s too vivid, too
constant for illusion. There I am correct.

“And where—" he turned to me—
“where will you find such a murder plan
but from the play, Suicide Bridge? It’s
too unique. There must be a relationship
somewhere. Whoever tried to murder this
girl was once on very close terms with
that play—so close they were deeply in-
fluenced ; convinced of its practicality as
a means of murder!”

He sank down in his chair again and
cupped his head in his hands.

“You may go to your room, Happy.
Turn on the records as you go.”

I got up and stopped by the radio-vic-
trola. Whenever Fauston got like he was
right now, he always wanted those records
playing. Some kind of a symphony, he
said. He told me once that it was writ-
ten by a blind man in Germany, a long
time ago. He seemed crazy, that time he
told me; he kept on talking about what
the music tried to say, and how he could
understand it because he was blind, and
the guy that wrote it was blind too.

I went to my room and plunked down
on the bed. After a while I got to think-
ing maybe I was back at Ted’s, training
for a big bout in the Garden. Then I was
in the fight and had Tank Elders groggy
when Fauston woke me up.

“Listen to this!” He snatched a ciga-
rette from my pack and walked up and
down the room. “Listen! Alma Bently is
dead!”

‘KDead_"

“Don’t interrupt. Alma Bently broke
her spine and was through. She decided
to go West. Now, what would that mean
to her manager, Lowe Marley? The loss
of his big gravy train. So he kills her and
disposes of the body. Don't you remem-
ber: Only Marley and a maid see her
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now. The maid is in on the game. Marley
lets it be thought Alma is still alive;
meanwhile he milks her fortune, pretend-
ing to be handling it for her.”

His cheeks were blazing with excite-
ment. “Get the case-book.”

I got the book and came back.

“Start about page 200.”

I turned and began to read. Fauston
waited.

“Read that again,” he said all of a sud-
den. It was something he’d told me to
write down about five years ago.

Found, June 16, 1936, under pier of War-
burton Co. on South Fork near Condiac
outlet: Decomposed body of woman, age
between forty-five and fifty. Dead three to
five days. Body badly damaged. No means
of identification. No missing person report.
Also found: blood on South Fork freight
trestle: analysis showed it to be that of re-
covered woman above. Verdict: death due
to train, accidental. No identification at
time of pauper burial.

“Stop there! There was Alma Bently!
Look at that last note again. No identifi-
cation!”

He started to walk the floor again,
“Five years ago Alma Bently stopped
seeing people. Five years ago an un-
identified body of a woman was found.
And where was she killed? On that same
trestle where we found Sarah! I under-
stand it all now. Alma Bently never saw
Suicide Bridge, but Lowe Marley did.
And he borrowed the method to murder
Alma—"

“But it says the train hit this other
woman,” I reminded. “It says they found
blood on the track.”

Fauston whispered, “That train never
hit Alma. Marley planted the blood to
establish the accident theory. Alma Bent-
ly’s body was swinging by wire when a
train cut her loose—just as Sarah was
swinging. Marley is the murderer.”

I tried to get it straight, what he was
saying. “But, listen. “You’ve been say-
ing all along that her mother was the one.
Now you—"

“Happy, when her father died, Sarah
came to visit her mother. Marley got
someone to pose as Alma until the daugh-
ter was inside the house and securely
trapped for the kill And that’s what
Sarah keeps remembering so horribly—
that last lucid moment when someone
tried to kill her. Someone was disguised
as her mother. Now, do you see,
Happy?”

I blinked. “It’s screwy. Nobody’s go-
ing to think it’s that way.”

“I'm not interested in what people
think.” He paused. “Let’s pay a visit,
now, to Alma Bently! You’'ll be my driv-
er, and I'll be David Carelton, a distant
cousin in the Prince family.”

“But you just said Alma was dead.
Now you want to go see her!”

Fauston smiled slowly in my direction.
“That’s exactly what I said. You're
learning to remember, Happy.” His smile
faded. “Go to my room. Bring me a fresh
shirt—one of those with a stiff set of cuffs,
And Happy—do not touch those cuffs. Do
you understand.”

“Yeah, sure, I heard you.”

I got the shirt and came back. Fauston
already had the other one off. He slipped
into the clean one, buttoned it, careful
not to touch those clean, stiff cuffs. Then
he jammed on his hat and opened the
door.

“Let’s go, Happy. I am curious to
learn what happens when one calls on a
lady who is dead.”

CHAPTER FOUR

The Blind Who See

OBODY answered my knock on
N Alma Bently’s door.

“Knock again,” Fauston or-

dered. After a long wait, soft steps came

down the hall inside. The door was

opened by a hunched, flat-faced woman.
“We came to see Miss Bently,” I said.
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““Miss Bently never sees anybody,”” she
answered.

“Oh, I'm sorry.” Fauston moved in.
“I’ve come here from Phoenix. There was
a little business I had to discuss with her.”

“Business?”’ the woman said.

“Well, hardly business, either.” Faus-
ton smiled. “You see, I'm David Carel-
ton, Wilbur Prince’s cousin. I've had the
duty of clearing up his estate, and—well,
I believe there’s something coming to
Alma.”

“You mean money?” For just a sec-
ond, her gray face changed in different
ways—first like she was afraid; then
like she thought he was lying; and last,
like she had to find out something.

“Maybe Miss Bently can see you.”

“We’ll wait,” Fauston agreed. The
padding feet shuffled off again. A door
slammed, deep inside the house.

”»

“Miss Bentley can see you for a little
while,” the woman said when she came
back. We followed her back down a dark
hall. She opened a door and nodded. We
went into a high, shadowy room. The
furniture was dark and heavy; and the
smell of medicine took your breath away.

On the bed, under a whole mountain of
cover, was a thin, gray-haired woman.
Her face was lined, and powder made it
look like those maps that show hills and
rivers. Her bony arms were outside the
cover. Her eyes were almost closed.

“Come in,” she said weakly. “Mamie
tells me you're Wilbur’s cousin.”

“Yes. From the California branch of
the family.”

“I don’t remember.” Her head rolled
slowly. “Old and sick, now. I don'’t re-
member as I used to.”

Just then the front door creaked. A
heavy voice boomed. The maid’s feet
beat double-time down the hall. There
were whispers at the front, then heavy
steps coming back our way. The door
opened on a big, round-bodied man with
black hair and small, deep black eyes. He

stopped when he saw us; he frowned.

“Come in, Lowe,” the woman said.
“Lowe, this gentleman is Wilbur’s cousin
from California. Mr. Carelton. . . . Mr.
Marley, my friend and manager in the old
days.”

Fauston held out his hand. I watched
Marley’s face when he saw those sockets
in Fauston’s head. A sigh filled his chest,
and he smiled, almost to himself. I guess
he figured a blind man couldn’t count.

“Glad to see you, Carelton. Staying in
town long ?”’

“No, I'll leave tomorrow. I wanted to
come by. As I was about to tell Alma, I
have to clear up Wilbur’s estate. There’s
something for her, you know.”

“How much?” The question exploded
at the bed, jerking everybody around—
everybody but Fauston, that is. His face
didn’t change. Marley froze, and a mist
of sweat showed on his cheeks. He swal-
lowed.

“But, Alma, dear!” he said. “Just
what would you do with more money?”
It was supposed to be a joke; he winked
at us. Then he said to Fauston, “A wom-
an and her money—"

““Make a man rich,” Fauston finished
for him. His voice was smooth as satin.
“Well, I'll be going now. I have an ap-
pointment at the bank this afternoon. If
you'll let me drop back later, I can give
you the final information.”

“Why, yes, I believe I'll feel well
enough.” She looked at Marley. “You'll
come too, won’t you?”’

“Of course,” he nodded.
don’t need me, really.”

“All agreed?” Fauston said. He
moved from the middle of the room to the
bed. “I'm very glad I was able to see you,
Alma,” he said gently. He reached down
and took her hand, patting it softly. “I’ll
see you again this afternoon.”

We went back down the hall, Marley
guiding Fauston all the way, the way
people do an ordinary blind man,

“But you
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“Of course,” he was saying, “she’s not
the old Alma, now. She’s broken terribly
in the past few years. No one knows.
That is, not one but myself. I was her
manager in the old days. I still do my
best for her, keeping her comfortable,
dropping in every day.”

Fauston nodded. The front door opened.
“I’ll see you this afternoon then, Maz-
ley ?”

“I’ll be here, if I can.”

And something gave me a hunch he
would, because money was the subject.

——

minute drive to Carlo Pundit’s.

Fauston plowed right past the maid
and started shouting in the hall. Pretty
soon, Pundit showed up, looking mad.

“Good Lord!” he yelled. “You’d think
I'd get a little peace—" ‘

“I want something,” Fauston inter-
rupted. “Have you got any of Alma
Bently’s old letters—an old contract, any-
thing—"

“I might have.” Pundit frowned. “But
I want to keep it.”

“Get it,” Fauston ordered. “I’ll bring
it back. Hurry!”

Carlo opened a cabinet and thumbed
through a stack of dusty papers. “Now,
listen,” he said when he took out a sheet,
“this is a contract Alma signed with me a
long time ago. Don’t let it get lost or
torn.” ,

“I know, I know.” Fauston snatched
it and ‘turned toward the door. I trailed
him out to the car.

“Home, Happy,” he ordered.

So home we went ; upstairs to his study.

“Bring in your kit and glasses,” he told
me.

By the time I got back with the glasses
and solution, he had his clean shirt off.
That fresh, stiff cuff was spread across
the table, waiting for me.

I I \ROM Alma Bently’s, it was a five

»

“Get the prints off that first,” he or-
dered.

“Off your own shirt?”

“The finger prints of the fake Alma
Bently, you fool! Why did you think I
wore a clean shirt to a rat nest? Why do
you think I held her filthy hand, if I
wasn’t getting her prints. Get them off
that shirt cuff!”

He shoved the contract at me when I
finished with the shirt. I worked it over,
getting four different sets.

“Compare them, Happy. Compare each
set on the contract with that set on my
shirt. None will match. Those prints on
my shirt are not Alma Bently’s. That
woman in that bed is not Alma! She’s
Marley’s dummy for this game. See if
I'm not right.”

I tried to match the prints. The first
ones wouldn’t work. The second wouldn’t
work. The third—I looked again, care-
ful. . ..

I looked at Fauston, scared to tell him.
I took a deep breath.

“They match,” I said.

“What?” he shouted. “No, you're
wrong, Happy! Look again.”

I looked again. “They still match,” I
said. :

For a long time Fauston just sat there,
without moving.

I tried to move, but the chair creaked.
I began to get scared. I don’t know why—
just seeing Fauston, all turned to steel
like that, maybe; knowing how hot the
mad hate was boiling in his head. Then

- everything in the room seemed to melt to-

gether in my eyes, and slowly it all turned
into the same old red haze. Something
twitched in my ears; the little humming
started. I knew it was coming back. Pret-
ty soon it would be pounding, and beat-
ing like a big wave.

I grabbed the chair. I tried to cough.
It caught in my throat, and I choked. Then
I had to cry. I tried to do it soft, so he
wouldn’t hear. But his head swung
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around, and for just a second, those blank
sockets were fixed on me—burning me,
cutting me.

Then Fauston relaxed, suddenly. “Is it
the pain, Happy ?”’ he asked very softly.

“It hurts,” I said. “I'm scared. I don't
know—don’t know—just scared.”

“And TI've frightened you. You think
I'm angry, don’t you, Happy?” He sighed
and smiled.

“You do not understand, and I don’t
think I can tell you. It is not that I am
angry with you, Happy? I'm angry with
myself—hate my own limitations, the
futility of endless darkness. These things
make me what I am. They make you fear
me when really you should pity me. Yet
—” He tapped my knee—“you are a
wiser man than you know, Happy. You
have chosen to fear me and not pity me,
which is best. If you pitied me, I believe
I'd kill you.”

He spread his hands and smiled. “But
you don’t understand.” He waited a mo-
ment. “Would you like to play your radio,
Happy.”

“Can I get just plain music?” When
he’s awful sarry for hurting me, he lets me
play my radio, even though he hates
them—says they drive him crazy.

“Go ahead. Turn it low.”

I went into my room, walking careful
through the red fog so I wouldn’t hit any-
thing and maybe make him mad all over
again. I closed my door and turned the
little dial of the radio. Pretty soon, I was
hearing the music, thinking how maybe in
a year or so I'd be fighting again. If only
the humming would go away. ...

FTER a while the music ended.
A An announcer came on with the

news. I was thinking about fight-
ing, and I didn’t get up to cut him off. It
wasn't till the door from the study opened
without a sound and Fauston stepped in
that I really woke up. I started to turn
it off, thinking maybe it was too loud.

But he grabbed my hand and held it like
a vise, He was listening to what the news-
man was saying :

“ . .. the decomposed body was recovered

this morning from beneath pier 4 of the
Cobb Warehouse and Export Co. Authori-
ties express the belief she has been dead
about four days. Thus far efforts at identi-
fication have been futile. The assumption
of suicide is further strengthened by a
note, found in the girl’s coat pocket.

Police request that anyone having knowl-
edge of a missing girl; age nineteen to
twenty-one; blonde; last seen about four
days ago, please communicate with them
immediately.”

That was the end of the news. Fauston
shook his head.

“And you would never have heard it,”
he said slowly. “They were shouting it in
your ears, and still you didn't hear it.
Oh, Lord—" He stopped.

“l am sorry,” he said. “You were
dreaming the fight again. I know, Hap-
Py-”

Then he wheeled into the other room
and grabbed that clean shirt off the table;
he tore the finger-printed cuff loose from
the rest and came back.

“Here, Happy. Take this. Handle it
carefully, now. Take it down to that
trestle. Take your glass. Compare this
print on the cuff with any prints you can
find around the place where Sarah was
swung. Do you understand?”

“Sure, I know. My head don’t hurt
any more.” I stared at him. “But look,
if this is the old lady’s prints and she’s
paralyzed, she wasn’t never out on that
bridge killing nobody.”

“Don’t talk, Happy. Get down and
compare those prints. Hurry. . ..”

I was picking 'em up like I was back
doing road work, when I came up the
stairs again. The second I knocked, Faus-
ton had the door opened.

“What did you find? What was it?”’ he
shot at me before I could get in.

“Those prints—I found some where
they had Sarah. They’re like those on the
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cuff. It was that old lady. It was her all
along!”

“No, Happy. The old lady did not do
it,” Fauston said softly.

“What?” I gasped. “What'd you mean,
she didn’t? The prints fit, like you wanted
’em to. You been hollering her mother did
it. Now I prove it, and you say no.”

“I have been mistaken. Now I am
right.”” He shoved his hat down on his
head and opened the door again.

“Come along. I'll show you who killed
Alma Bently ; who tried to murder Sarah;
and who did murder her sister Loraine.”

“Loraine?”

“The girl in the Wilbur Prince notice,
the girl on the news report just now. That
was Sarah’s sister, Loraine. You see,
Happy, we made our walk too late to save
her.”

“You mean, they dropped her before.”

“That’s what I mean. Now, come along
and TI'll show you the murderer.” He
settled down in the car and I got in be-
hind the wheel.

“To Carlo Pundit’s,” he said.

CHAPTER FIVE

The Play Is Over

ARLO sighed when we came in.
‘ : “You’ve played hob with my day!
What now?”

“I suppose you have a file of old plays?”
Fauston asked.

Carlo said he had.

“Get out Suicide Bridge. Read me the
cast.”

Carlo found a torn little book and be-
gan to read. When he finished, Fauston
nodded. “Do you have pictures of those
people?”

“Most of them.”

“Get them out.”

It took about fifteen minutes to round
them up from the walls and old books and
drawers. At last Carlo spread them out
on the desk.

“Now, Happy,” Fauston said, “find
the person you saw this morning.”

“Find who—""

“You'll know when you see,” he
snapped. “Look!”

I started through the pictures. One was
a girl; then a young man; another girl;
a thin old man. Suddenly I stopped,
looked back, staring at that face again.
Then something clicked—that man . . .
He was the wosnan in Alma Bently’s bed
this morning. A

Fauston noticed my silence. “Found it,
Happy ?”

“I got it,” I said. “It’s an old man.”

“Carlo, tell me who that is.”

Carlo said, “That’s an old bird named
Enoch Ressel. He died five years ago.”

“Five years ago,” Fauston whispered.
“Five years ago Alma Bently went into
seclusion.” He snapped, “Give me your
telephone.” He started to dial. “Hello,
Marty? Give me Marty in the coroner’s
office . . . Hello, Marty. Do me a favor.
Look in your 1936 files. A woman was
found in the South Fork, hit by a train,
remember . . . Well, look up your record
and see if her right hand was missing.”

There was silence while
waited.

“Hello . . . The right hand gone? Fine.
Oh, no, just wondering.”

“Come on, Happy,” he ordered as he
slammed down the receiver. I followed
him out to the car.

“Drive home,” he said very softly.
Then he leaned back and began to smile,
like everything was jake, now.

“You do not comprehend, do you, Hap-
py?” he asked at last. “But listen. I shall
tell you.

“When Alma Bently was paralyzed and
decided to go west, Marley was faced with
the loss of his income. I imagine he had
been embezzling over a period of years—
couldn’t make a satisfactory accounting.
If Alma tried to break off and settle up,
he was ruined. When she insisted, he

Fauston
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killed her. Knowing many theatrical dead-
beats, he found this Enoch Ressel who
would do for the masquerade. Together
they killed Alma beyond recognition,
planted her beneath the trestle, and let
her go down the river. She was no cinch
to identify. Ressel, Marley, and that maid
have been slicing up Alma’s fortune. It
was easy for Marley, who was familiar
with her affairs.

“They’ve made it work for five years.
The public was kept out of the house.
However, when Wilbur Prince died, the
two girls came to see their paralyzed
mother. That could have ruined the game.
Marley and the maid and Ressel let them
come in, with Ressel pulling the mother
act. Before the girls got their bearings,
they were attacked and drugged; carried
out on the trestle at night, and swung un-
der the rails. Sarah never quite had time
to recognize the fraud. All she remembers
is her paralyzed mother, coming to mur-
der her. But we saved her. We lost
Loraine because she was dropped be-
fore—"

“But those finger prints,” I said, re-
membering. “They’re the real Alma’s.
And they’re on your shirt and the bridge.”

“Of course they are, Happy. Ressel
didn’t step into this gravy train free. He
paid a price in pain. When they killed
Alma, they removed her right fingers.
Those were grafted to Ressel's fingers—
a quack doctor was secured somewhere.
So when a check was written, Ressel
would leave Alma’s prints. Should any
suspicion ever arise, there could be com-
parison and proof. Oh, they were ingeni-
ous,” Fauston admitted. “Why, they even
deceived me for an hour. Yes, indeed,
very clever.

“But the psychology,” he continued.
“That is most interesting. You see, Hap-
py, one unskilled in the art of murder is
afraid to experiment with untried meth-
ods. Now, that trestle idea. . .. It was
a logical, vivid hangover from some past

experience of the murderer. And who
would have had such a unique experience
at close range? Only someone connected
with the original Swuicide Bridge; some-
one impelled by the touch of drama. An
actor, of course.” He smiled at me. “It
worked in the play, as Ressel recalled, so
he figured it would work again.”

-

ment house, and we climbed the steps

toward our rooms. After we got in-
side, Fauston didn’t sit down or smoke or
do any of the things he usually did. For
a while he just stood there inside the door,
staring at the floor with those sockets of
his. Then he shook his shoulders and
walked into the bathroom and closed the
door. I heard glasses clattering, and wa-
ter being turned off and on. Finally -he
came back and went to the front door.

“I shall have to leave you for a while,
Happy,” he said slowly.

I looked at him. He hardly ever goes
anywhere without me.

“You don’t want me to come?” I asked.

“Not this time, Happy. This time I
am not too sure. It’s best I go alone. I
shall be back,” he smiled. He reached in
his pocket and pulled out a torn little
book. It was that Swuicide Bridge play
he’d got at Carlo Pundit’s.

“While I'm gone, you are to read this.
It’s short—you’ll be able to finish in
time.”

“In time for what?”

“For the last act, Happy.” He smiled
again, patted my shoulder. “Read the
play, Happy. Perhaps you will under-
stand. I shall be most interested. T'll tell
you what,” he said suddenly, “if you read
the play and get the right answer, I’ll tell
you the fight stories when I return to-
night. All right?”

“About how I could have beat Tank,
huh?”

I PARKED the car outside the apart-
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“That’s exactly what I’ll do. Just get
the right answer from the play.”

He opened the door and nodded, smil-
ing, and turned down the steps. I heard
the downstairs door close behind him.

I saw that little book on the table. I
never read no plays. I never done nothing
like that. But hell, if he’s going to tell me
about fights—just for reading something
like that—it’s okay with me.

I got the book and sat down. At first I
had a tough time; in plays you got to see
who’s talking, and where, and all that. It
must of been dark before I got to that last
act. Then I started to get the hang. Not
clear, but almost.

You see, in this play, the mother who
killed her daughter was sort of crazy.
After the murder, she got whackier. She
kept remembering how the girl had
looked, swinging out there under the
tracks; how she’s smashed down on the
rocks. Finally it got so that everyday, the
mother and the servant would go out in
the middle of that bridge again. They’d
look at the place where they’d tied the
girl. They’d laugh and talk, remember-
ing. Whacky, see.

They kept getting worse, till one day
they got out there and laughed and talked
so much, they forgot about the train. The
darn thing came through and caught ’em
out in the middle of that long span. So
they were killed—right where they’d mur-
dered the girl. That was the end of the
play, so I closed the book and lit a ciga-
rette. I tried to think what Fauston meant
when he said, ‘get the right answer.” I
wanted to get it, so I could hear my
stories. I tried to figure what he meant.

Then, wham! 1 got the slant. I knew
where Fauston had gone—over to that
creepy Bently house. Maybe he was go-
ing to tell them who he really was. But
he’d gone there. Blind! All by himself.

That’s what he meant about the an-
swer: I was supposed to figure where he
was, and come help him.

It felt good to think like that, so clear
and sure again. Then I thought, “I got
to get over to Bently’s.”

I grabbed my hat and scrammed down-
stairs to the car. It was dark as mid-
night when I headed toward the place I
was supposed to go. But I was hurry-
ing, so I wouldn’t be late.

I killed the motor and beat it to the
front door. I must of knocked five min-
utes before the flat-faced maid came and
peaked out.

“What do you want?”’ she said.

“Fauston’s here. I want to see him!”

“Nobody called Fauston here,” she
snapped. “We don’t let people in.” She
started to shut the door.

I got a foot in the crack and pushed.
For a couple of seconds she held, then all
of a sudden she jumped away. The door
flew back. I was pushing so, I couldn’t
get balanced again. I tripped on the car-
pet and I fell inside. I saw the woman’s
arm coming down; there was a vase or
pot or something in her hand.

- She hit me with it. .. .

T WAS like a million of them hum-
I ming noises all put together, right
over my ear. Then it broke. I tried
to get up, but the fog was all around, and
I couldn’t hear or see. I grabbed. First
I got a leg, and pulled. Fingernails cut
my face, clawing me. I felt a bony throat
in my fingers. I couldn’t see, so I just
twisted.

I could hear that old woman scream-
ing, over and over. But the humming was
busting my head. I kept twisting that
neck. After a while the fingers stopped
clawing, and pretty soon they slipped
down, loose against my legs. She wasn’t
yelling anymore.

I let her go and she moaned. I stood up
and leaned against the wall, trying to
shake that red mist out of my eyes. . . .

Finally I remembered: Fauston! He
was here—blind. . . .
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I started feeling my way down the wall,
back to that dark bedroom where Ressel
had been.

I found the door and pushed. I started,
half-seeing the empty bed with the moun-
tain of covers thrown back.

Ressel was gone!

Then I got scared. They’d gone.
They’d taken Fauston. They were going
to kill him. . ..

I searched every room, kept calling his
name. But I got no answer.

At last I felt my way back down the
hall to the front door. There was the wom-
an, lying there, moaning a little. I sat
down and tried to think, but the hum-
ming tangled everything. Seemed like all
I could remember was the name of a book
or a play or something. A name kept go-
ing through my head: “Swuicide Bridge,
Suicide Bridge, Suicide Bridge.”

Then something hit me: Maybe they
went to the bridge! I had to go to the
bridge. That might be the answer. . .

I went to the car, but I'd lost the keys.
I walked slow, feeling my way against the
sides of the buildings. Finally I got to the
freight tracks; I turned toward the trestle.
I looked into the dark, but there was no-
body there. .

I sat down in the mud on the bank, and
the humming got louder against my ears.
Fauston was gone, and nobody would tell
me about my fights; and I hadn’t got the
answer he told me to get, or he'd still be
‘here—

I heard a sound. I turned.

Two people were coming out of Gor-
don’s Alley. They were carrying some-
thing. It was Fauston! Marley and Res-
sel were carrying Fauston between them;
he was unconscious.

They kept coming, out of the alley,
down the tracks. They started out across
that dark trestle.

They were going to swing him under
the rails, just like they'd swung Alma
Bently and Sarah and Loraine. They’d

beat Fauston to his play! They were go-
ing to kill him!

And I couldn’t move.

They got to the middle of the trestle,
then Marley took a grip on Fauston’s
heels and slipped him over the side. He
began to swing him, slowly. Ressel got
down on the other side. When Marley
had Fauston swinging, Ressel grabbed for
Fauston’s shoulder. They were ready to
tie him up.

It took them a while, but they got it
done. They stood up, ready to leave—and
that was when it happened. Both of them
yelled, and went flopping down on their
knees.

They hadn’t got Fauston cooled clear
off. He was as alive as they were. And
he had reached those long steel arms up
through the ties; he had a knee apiece of
Ressel and Marley, pulling, locking them
to the ties. And they couldn’t reach him
to fight free!

Both of them kept cursing and begging
at the same time. All at once I saw it.
Fauston was going to hold them there till
the train came through!

This was that answer he’d been telling
me about; he’d just wanted me to come
down and look.

I heard them screaming out there;
then, far away, came the train whistle.

I heard Fauston laugh. . . .

The rumble of the train wheels came
closer, turning into thunder. The whistle
came again, nearer. The screams were all
tangled now, yelling without words.

Suddenly, down at the curve, the white
beam of the train cut the dark. As the en-
gine straightened, the trestle turned al-
most blue from the big lamp. The rails
gleamed like dark, hard ice. And out
there in the midle huddled the two men,
tearing at their legs.

With the last ten feet of space, Ressel
and Marley froze, their faces turned to-
ward the locomotive.

Then it struck, the sparks showering
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from the fire-box. The wheels screamed
against the brakes.

g

HERE was a soft splash in the
water. I looked down. There was
Fauston, swimming in, slow and

sure. He crawled out on the bank and
tilted his head, listening.

“Happy?” he called.

I had to wet my tongue. “Yeah, I'm
here.”

He stood up, shaking his shoulders. His
arms angd coat and shirt were cut. Then I
saw his face. He was smiling.

“We're done here, Happy. We may
go home now,” he said. He waited for
me to get up. I couldn’t move. All I
could do was stare—at those cuts, at his
smile. I kept remembering how he’d held
those men out there. I began to shake.

“Did you hear, Happy? Let us go—"

“I'm scared. You killed them. I don’t
want to go. I'm scared.” Then I started
to cry. “Maybe you’ll kill me—"

“You fool!” His steel fingers dragged
me up close to him.

“Killed them! Killed them, you say!”
His breath was hot in my face. “I have
killed no one. No one, you understand. I
have simply made a plan fail. They tried
to murder me. In the game of murder,
the price of failure is death. Don’t you
understand? For five years, they played
a game of murder. For five years they
won. Tonight they played again. Tonight
they lost. This has been no murder. This
has only been the end of a game; a game
which has but one end. Now it’s over.”

He sighed, his fingers loosened. “Now,
let’s go home. Where’s the car?”

I tried to remember. It came back. “I
lost the keys. When she hit me, when I
was hunting you, over at that house—"

“What?” He whirled, and his voice
was soft and low. “You mean—you

mean, you believed I was in trouble? You
went to Bently’s to help me, and they
hurt you? Is that what happened, Hap-
py ?"

“You said to get the answer. That’s
what I thought I'd do. But she hit me,
and the humming came back. I guess I
lost the keys. I don’t remember exactly.”

“But you went to help me,” Fauston
repeated slowly, like he was trying to
memorize it. “Sometimes you hate me,”
he said softly. “Sometimes you fear me.
I hurt you, and bring the pain in your
head. And yet, you went to help me.”

He touched my shoulder. “Your
head ?”

“It hurts pretty bad. She hit me,” I
said.

“I see,” he whispered. He waited a
long time. “I didn’t mean for you to go
there, Happy. I meant for you to come
here. I should have told you. I was
afraid to take you there, and yet you
went.”” He took my arm. “Let’s go home,
Happy. You will dress the cuts on my
arms. You will make us some coffee, and
then I shall tell you a long story about
fighting. T'll tell you about the night you
whipped the champ from Argentina. Then
the pain will leave your head. Would
you like that, Happy?”

“I sure would. You'll tell me how I
whipped him?” ‘

“I’ll tell you,” he agreed. “And Happy
—ryou won't be afraid of me then, will
you?”

“I'm not afraid when you tell about
fighting. I'm not afraid of anything then.
Everything gets all right.”

“Everything gets all right,” he echoed.
He nodded his head as we moved away.
“If there was only a story someone could
tell me, a story that would take the dark-
ness away. . . .”

That’s the way with Fauston. Half the
time, I don’t know what he’s talking
about.

THE END



DANGER - HEARSES

CHAPTER ONE

é“Come Into My Parlor . .. "

N CERTAIN days everything
seems to go wrong. I guess there’s
no one who hasn’t had it happen.
Well, this day I'm going to tell about
began just like that—and kept getting
worse. I overslept and had a headache
when I woke up; my last clean shirt had
a frayed collar; there wasn’t a single
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AHEAD!

A Fantastic
Crime Novelette

by
DONALD G.
CORMACK

I hit the tall windows with my hip and shoul-
der, while lead whistled about my head.

W by was Private Detective Dave Random lured to that house of death,

where the girl who sought his counsel begged him to forget her? And

why should a wealthy cripple stalk the slums seeking a bar-room brawl?

The answers to those tantalizing questions would save Dave’s life—
but the only man to quiz was the Corpse on Crutches.

pressed suit hanging in the closet; the
“soft boiled” eggs I ordered for break-
fast. . . . But you know how it is. And
when I got to the office and remembered
I'd given my secretary the day off, I was
in a thoroughly foul humor.

My stack of mail that day consisted of
a single letter—a tiny, purple-hued note
obviously from a girl. I tossed it on the
desk, flopped into the swivel chair, and
remembered with perverse satisfaction
that tomorrow was the first of the month.
The rent for my apartment and this office

were both due. The sharp peal of the
telephone interrupted my fun.

“I want to speak to Nan,” some guy
said when I answered. “Nancy Corliss.
Put her right on.” He might have been
talking to some office boy.

“She’s out of town,” I told him with
vindictive satisfaction. “I don’t know
when she’ll be back. I sent her after some
out-of-town newspapers.” And I hung up
abruptly.

I'd never heard of Nan Corliss. I fig-
ured the guy had the wrong number, of

63
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course. It was my own ill humor com-
bined with his impertinence that got me
sore. Then I picked up the small en-
velope again.

I noticed it had been postmarked at
twelve the night before. It was a puzzling
sort of letter. It read:

Dear David Random—

I have just learned something that is as
terrifying as it is incredible. But it could
be true—hence this hasty note. The dan-
ger centers directly on wmy father, so I
must be cautious in asking outside aid. I
dare not call at your office in person, for
fear of reprisals. Will you, sometime to-
day, telephone me at home and arrange an
outside meeting? Pretend you are an old
friend. Believe me, I am not a girl easily
frightened—and this is deadly serious!

The address and telephone number were
listed, and the letter was signed Dorothy
Luttrell. Now what would you make of
that? I'd heard of the Luttrells, of course;
they were wealthy and socially tops. But
too many times a girl with Dorothy Lut-
trell's money-padded background will
write a note like that over some purely
fanciful menace. Like seeing papa frisk-
ing around with some young wren—and
then imagining everything from blackmail
to extortion as a result. But I put the
note in my pocket and figured I'd make
the call later on.

Right then things began to happen in
quick succession.

A girl started it, bursting into the office
without knocking. She didn’t pay any
attention to me. She swung the door
almost closed behind her, then peeked
out into the hall as though she expected
to be followed.

I had the impression I was witnessing
a scene in a movie thriller—but it was
all very real to the girl. When she finally
closed the door and turned around, I saw
two things at a single glance. She was

terrified—and she was very beautiful.

“I—I'm sorry,” she whispered. “I was
so sure someone was following me! I—
they mustn’t know I came to see you!”

“Take it easy,” I said, smiling. She’d
evidently seen too many wild mystery
pictures. “Have a seat and light up a
smoke. Relax!”

My mood was getting more cheerful
by the moment. A beautiful girl can do -
that—and this one had what it took. She
had titian hair, emerald-green eyes, and
the kind of a figure that monkeys around
with a guy’s blood pressure. Even scared,
she looked lovely.

She came over to my desk and plunked
her handbag down—and right away I
didn’t feel so cheerful. The “plunk” of
that bag could only have been caused by
something heavy inside. Like a small au-
tomatic.- And frightened girls packing
shooting hardware can be dangerous.

“Don’t begin talking right away,” I
said. “There’s no hurry.”

And then that damned phone rang
again. That part wasn’t so bad; it was
hearing that imperative voice on the wire
that ruined the hopeful improvement in
my temper. It was the same guy demand-
ing to speak to the unknown Nancy Cor-
liss again, and using the same dictatorial
tone.

“Listen, mister,” I answered as pa-
tiently as I could. “You’ve got the wrong
number. There’s no one here by that name.
Please go away!”

“It’s the right number, bud,” he
snapped back. “You’re Random, the pri-
vate peek, and Nan’s probably in your
office right now!”

That almost floored me. I covered up
the mouthpiece with my hand and turned
to the girl.

“Your name wouldn’t be Nancy Cor-
liss, would it?”

The effect of that was amazing! She
came to her feet in a flash, the color drain-
ing from her face. Her lips were parted,
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as though for a moment she couldn’t get
her breath.

“Who—never mind!” she said crazily.
“Tell them there’s no one here! Tell them
you never heard of anyone by that name!
"Please!”

I gave the guy the message—then
slapped the phone back on the hook and
came to my feet fast. But the girl was
already out of the office, her high heels
clicking as she ran down the hall. I didn’t
stop to figure anything out then! I didn’t
even notice the handbag she’d left on my
desk. I grabbed up my hat and raced
after her.

Which smart action, I'll admit, was
simply asking for it!

S LUCK would have it, the girl
A got to the elevators just as a
“down” car hit the floor. I yelled
to the operator to wait, but it didn’t work.
I had to wait impatiently for the next one.
I reached the sidewalk, caught a glimpse
of the bright yellow jacket she was wear-
ing, and a second later she’d disappeared
into the side street. I didn’t hurry as I
made for the corner. I knew there’d be
only a scattered few pedestrians down that
way, and that I could overtake her easily.
What I forgot for the moment, though,
was that some other guy might have the
same idea.

I rounded, came to an abrupt stop and
stared at the little tableau two hundred
yards away. A tough looking yegg had
halted the girl, and the way the guy’s
hand, through the pocket of his topcoat,
was pressed against the girl’s back, tipped
me off.

My own hand went for the gun under
my arm, and the guy nudged the girl to-
ward a car at the curb. It was too late
to use my gun. The girl was already be-
hind the wheel, and the yegg was getting
into the rear seat. I saw her look back
over her shoulder, waiting for directions,
her face white, her eyes dark with fear.

A second later the car pulled from the
curb.

For the first time that day I got a
break. There was a taxi standing a few
yards from me, motor idling as the driver
read a ta’loid. I hopped into the hack,
indicated the sedan ahead, and was thrown
back against the cushions as we got under
way. But I still didn’t feel any too good
about the way this business had begun.

The girl had come to my office, true—
but that was all. She hadn’t retained
me to look after her interests; she hadn’t
explained her trouble; she hadn’t even
given me her name. The telephone call
had implied she was Nancy Corliss—
nothing more. And my rights in this mat-
ter, at the moment, were simply those of
any citizen to prevent criminal violence.
I wondered if the girl’s beauty had any-
thing to do with my Galahad play.

The cab driver pulled to the curb over
in the fashionable Sutton Hill section
of town. He wiggled a finger at the side
street just ahead.

“They turned into Carter Place, boss.
It’s a dead-end street.”

I handed the cabbie a couple of bucks
and walked quickly around the corner.
The sedan I'd been trailing was the only
car on the block, and it stood in front of
Number 15. Carter Place itself faced a
small private park, and that particular
home was a small, swank dwelling in the
middle of the block.

For a moment the ultra-respectability
of the section almost convinced me I'd
mistinterpreted the whole set-up. Then I
heard the girl’s screams! I was running
when the first shot blasted out. The
screaming continued, but it was much
weaker now—and there was no doubt
which house sheltered the violence!

I raced up the short flight of steps to
the front door—though I had no intention
of stupidly ringing the bell and inquiring
if anything were wrong. I hopped over
the railing at the top of the stoop, angled
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out one leg until I had a toe-hold on a
small balcony in front of the living room,
then with a quick lunge swung my body
across. A moment later I was busting
through the French windows.

Two spine-chilling facts hit me between
the eyes right off the bat. There was a
young girl lying in the center of the
room, and she had been brutally shot to
death! And—the dead youngster wasn’t
the girl I'd trailed!

That’s as far as my reasoning got. I
was still stooping over the girl's body
when I froze at the touch of a cold steel
muzzle behind my ear.

“Hello, sucker!”

_“Welcome home!”

A girl laughed in the background—the
voice of the girl I'd followed. Then the
whole world dissolved in a brilliant ex-
plosion of pain.

a voice growled.

PASSED out only for a second or
I two. The hat I was wearing probably

saved me from a cracked skull—and
the booming sound of someone pounding
on the front door, blending with the
throbbing in my own skull, seemed to help
focus my senses.

“Give it to him now!” the girl’s voice
urged in a vibrant whisper. “Blast the
so-and-so to hell! Quick, before the cops
get here!”

“Shut up, stupid!” the man’s voice or-
dered. “That’s probably them right now!
Take it easy. He’s as good as dead this
way, anyhow.” :

The pounding on the front door
stopped, and I figured a third member had
opened it. I heard a man saying, “Hello,
McQuade! You didn't lose any time.
We’ve had some trouble.” The cop’s voice
—a private cop for the section, I found
out shortly—came slowly toward me as
he walked through the foyer. “I see a guy
climb through your window while I'm on
the other side of the park. You got him all
right? What—"’ and he became silent.

“Little Nan Corliss, Howard Mc-
Clung’s nurse,” the guy who had opened
the door told the cop in an oily, sad voice.
“The. first shot caught her in the back, as
you see.”

As my brain became clearer, I began to
get the full meaning of the desperate jam
I was in. Murder! Perspiration broke
out on my forehead. The emergency
brought my strength back with a rush.
I hadtogetout of this! I had tohavetime
to rip this frame wide open! For.the
moment, though, I lay there quietly, eyes
closed.

“I heard the screams out in the kitch-
en,” the yegg broke in now. “I came
running in just as he must’ve busted in
and shot her. She was already dead. I
slugged him before he could turn around.
Mr. McClung was right here in the room,
but he couldn’t do anything, him being
a cripple. But he saw the whole thing,
and after it was over, he fainted. I just
carried him upstairs.” The thug who had
lured me to the house was silent for a
moment, then spoke again, as though he’d
just remembered something. “Oh—and
the boss said he thought he recognized
this guy. McClung said he’d seen his
pictures. He’s David Random, a private
dick.”

“Where’s the phone?”’ the private cop
demanded in an angry voice.

When I heard him ask for the police, I
knew it was now or never! Like a coiled
spring, I rose up and darted forward.
It was so unexpected, I almost made the
rear windows before the first shot blasted
the glass near my face. Then the whole
Maginot Line seemed to open up into
sudden explosive action.

I hit the tall window with my hip and
shoulder—and then was vaulting over the
balcony and into the small back yard. A
six-foot wooden fence stood between me
and freedom, but I don’t remember scram-
bling over it. All of a sudden I just
found myself on the other side. But I do
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remember one thing before the fence cut
off sight of the house.

The sight of that beautiful titian-haired
girl standing framed in the tall window
and spraying lead slugs at me the way
you'd pump Flit at a cockroach.

Two minutes later I was tumbling into
the east-side subway. I was afraid to walk
and afraid to take a cab. The prowl-car
flash would be out for me within a matter
of minutes. I was due for as hot a time
as a uniformed Nazi trooper in Picadilly
Circus!

CHAPTER TWO

The Man Who Lived Two Lives

O MUCH had happened that it was
S hard to realize it wasn't yet noon.

But I did realize that my hours of
freedom were limited. I couldn’t hope to
dodge the cops for long. My sole hope
was to crack the frame against me during
that brief time!

I rode the subway up to Woodlawn,
then rode it back again and out into the
wilds of Brooklyn. By that time the
early afternoon editions of the papers
were out, and I bought a copy. They had
the story, all right.

POLICE SEEK DETECTIVE IN
MYSTERY SLAYING OF GIRL

Huddled in the last car of the train, I
read the account:

NEW YORK, N. Y.—A young girl, iden-
tified as Nancy Corliss, was shot and
killed earlier today in the home of Howard
McClung, 15 Carter Place. McClung, a
cripple and invalid, eyewitnessed the slay-
ing and later identified David Random, a
private detective, as the murderer.

Dr. William Embick, McClung’s physi-
cian, told police Nancy Corliss had been en-
gaged by his patient less than two months
ago. She was not a registered nurse. She
acted as a companion and personal secretary
to the cripple.

No motive has been established for the
slaying, thus far. All that is known is that
Random burst in upon the cripple and his
secretary and shot the girl down in cold
blood. Attracted by the screams, Luther,
the chauffeur, managed to subdue the mur-
derer. He feigned unconsciousness, how-
-ever, and effected his escape shortly after-
ward.

Immediately after the slaying, police
raided Random’s office in mid-town New
York. There they found a handbag be-
longing to Nancy Corliss, and it contained
a small automatic registered in her name.
Officials suggested she had called on the
private investigator, perhaps at his request
and that she had expected trouble, as indi-
cated by the gun. It is probable she was
forced to flee the office, leaving the hand-
bag behind. Employees of the building
testify that the girl seemed terrified on leav-
ing the premises, and that the private de-
tective followed her immediately to the
McClung home.

Early arrest of David Random is con-
fidently predicted by the police.

I was neatly framed, all right! But
why? Why should a group of complete
strangers go to all the trouble of luring
me away from my office so that I could
be framed for a murder on the other
side of the city?

It took me a little time to get the answer
to that one, but at last I arrived at some
thing that made sense. Nancy Corliss—
the real Nancy I'd seen dead in Mc-
Clung’s house—had to be gotten rid of
for some reason, probably because of
something she knew. A scapegoat was
needed to take the rap. Okay.

A fall guy had been selected—me—and
the girl and her stooge had enticed him
into the trap with their phony abduction,
after first catching his interest with a lit-
tle play acting. The original plans, which
had called for my death at the scene of
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the crime, had to be changed at the last
minute after the private cop had arrived
at the house too quickly. And then I'd
escaped. Okay again.

But still the same question—why me?
The answer to that, I figured, must lie in
some of the cases I'd handled recently. I
shoved my hands in my pockets and strug-
gled to find some tie-up. And then I had
it—right in my hand! I pulled a crumpled
letter out of my pocket, the one I'd re-
ceived in the mail that morning, and
stared at it as the rest of the pieces began
to fall in place.

If the girl who'd written that letter—
Dorothy Luttrell—were mixed up in this,
the frame added up. Suppose Dorothy and
Nancy had found out something, and

Dorothy had written a letter about it to
" me. The only way the criminals could
get out of that would be to silence the two
girls, framing me for one murder, and thus
wiping out the whole threat. Only one
question still remained—was Dorothy
Luttrell still alive, and if she was, would
she still be willing to talk?

There was one way to find out! Dan-
gerous as it was, I decided to call on
Dorothy and put my cards on the table.

T WAS mid-afternoon now; I
I couldn’t have picked a worse time to

walk around in the open. But I hadn’t
any choice. Clearing myself was a race
against time—and I was praying for a
few more hours of freedom. Twice I had
to double back on my tracks when a cop
sauntered into my path. Maybe I was
being too jumpy—but in my case, one
pinch would be the only pinch. And at last
I did make the Luttrell home.

I didn’t have any trouble seeing the
girl. The butler took me into a comforta-
ble drawing room, then went away to
announce me to his mistress. Dorothy
Luttrell came in a moment later. She was
a pretty kid—not beautiful, like my first
caller that day—but her face expressed

character, breeding and sportsmanship.
I liked her before she even spoke—and
she didn’t speak for several moments. She
stood in the doorway appraising me quite
honestly and frankly.

“I received your letter this morning,”
I said at last. “I’'m sorry I couldn’t meet
you outside somewhere. Circumstances
prevented it.” I didn’t mention the jam I
was in; if she didn’t know yet, it was
probably better that way.

She smiled slightly, but it seemed to
take an effort. “Things have changed
with me, too. I was mistaken when I
thought I needed an investigator’s help.
I don’t. I was foolishly alarmed over
nothing.”

So they’d gotten to her already! Some-
how, she’d been convinced that silence
was her only hope—when her active aid
was my only possible salvation! She
walked over close to me now, and I could
see the lines of strain and worry on her
face. But she had a magnificent presence
and bearing. I knew this was a duel of
wits between us.

I smiled as nicely as I could. “I’'m
glad in one way, and sorry in another.
Furthermore, you had my curiosity
aroused. Would you mind telling me
what it was you thought was threatening
this household ?”’

Dorothy didn’t answer right away;
her hazel eyes, lovely even in panic, dart-
ed around the room as though uncon-
sciously seeking aid. Then she made a
decision. “As I told you, it was about my
father. He retired from business three
years ago because of poor health. But
since that time, he’s been getting worse.
He seemed to be worried, depressed, fear-
ful. In imagination I saw some outside
physical menace breaking his health and
cutting him down. That’s all—just imag-
ination!”

“How do you know you weren’t right?
What proof have you?”

She shook her head quickly and vio-
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lently. “No! I had a long talk with dad
today. He explained everything. He even
told me about things he’d meant to keep
to himself—personal things. And then,
later, when Doctor Embick arrived. . .”
She caught herself just too late. Her
frightened eyes jumped to mine to see if
I would pick up the name. I looked as
thought it meant nothing to me; I hoped
she’d go on, but she didn’t. However,
I knew Dr. Embick treated both Luttrell
and McClung—if that fact did me any
good.

I put both my hands on the girl’s shoul-
ders, and her eyes widened in surprise.
“Dorothy Luttrell,” I said gently, “why
are you lying to me?”

She broke from my grasp and took a
quick step backward as though I'd struck
her in the face. “How dare you!” she
breathed, fire in her words. Her pretty
face was livid with indignation—or fear.

“What does the name Howard Mc-
Clung mean to you?” I pressed on. “The
only hope for your father—and you—is in
the truth!”

I was certain now that the girl’s letter
had been an understatement, if anything.
Her father was being wrecked mentally
and physically by some criminal force.
Was it too late to save the girl, at least?
Tears were in her eyes now—tears of
anger at her own weakness.

“Are you going to answer me,
Dorothy ?” '

“Yes! Get out!” She stamped her
foot. “Get out of this house!”

“Not until I've seen your father. May-
be he'll help me save you both. Maybe
he’ll tell me the truth!”

Her reaction to that almost floored me!
“Wait here a minute,” she said. “I’ll be
right back.” And she left the room.

For a second I didn’t know what to
think—and then I saw she’d swung the
door negligently closed behind her as she
left. Could that possibly mean... !Isaw
a telephone stand across the room. I

jumped for it and swung the receiver to
my ear. The girl's voice came over an
extension: “Operator, I want a police-
man!”

ly, I was nearing Carter Place for

the second time that day. I had
escaped the cops at Dorothy’s house—
but without much time to spare. The
threatening cries of the prowl-car pack
had been urgent in the distance as I sped
out of that neighborhood. And now but
one avenue of investigation was left to
me—McClung and his household. The
most dangerous of all.

Now I was certain Dorothy and her
father were caught in the same deadly
web that had enmeshed me—and I was
certain, too, that Howard McClung and
his criminal satellites formed the other
end of this axis of murder. The show-
down was fast approaching.

A big limousine stood in front of Mc-
Clung’s house, and Luther, in a chauf-
feur’s uniform, was flicking at its spotless
finish with a dust cloth. From the looks
of the waiting car, I figured the cripple
was about to take a drive. I entered the
private park and searched out a bench
well concealed by the shrubbery from
which I could keep a lookout.

Half an hour later, the chauffeur got
in the car and drove away. I figured I
was stymied then, but shortly afterward
the front door opened and the cripple
came out.

The first sight of McClung was some-
thing of a shock. Somehow, you always
expect a cripple to look like an invalid;
to see a strong man incapacitated only
emphasizes the tragedy. Howard Mec-
Clung was a tall, raw-boned man with
broad shoulders and big-knuckled hands.
But in spite of all that apparent strength,
the two stout crutches were the only sup-
port that held him upright. His legs were
lifeless, and the pain-twisted cast of his

S OME minutes later, breathing heavi-
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freckled face told mutely of his suftering.
His weary resignation seemed completely
at variance with his flaming shock of red
hair.

A liveried butler steadied him at one
side, and between the two of them they
managed to get down the flight of steps
to the sidewalk. The butler looked up
and down the street for the car, then
turned to the cripple and said something.
McClung nodded, and the servant went
hurrying down the street. The cripple
watched him out of sight, then turned
quickly and started down the street in
the opposite direction, the crutches creak-
ing under his eager haste.

I don’t know what prompted me to fol-
low the cripple. It was such an easy
task of trailing I let him get a half block,
then a whole block ahead. Since he was
heading into the slum section by the
river, I wasn’t afraid he’d suddenly dis-
appear into one of the tenement houses
along the way. And that was where I
made a mistake.

He turned a corner a minute or so
ahead of me—and when I got there, he
had vanished! The street itself was a foul
slum that made even the Bowery look re-
spectable—-so what in Heaven’s name
would the wealthy McClung be doing
over here? The action astonished me so,
I stood where I was for a full ten minutes
trying to puzzle it out. The block in which
he had disappeared was lined by wilting,
unpainted tenements and a frayed, two-
bit flop house. Could the fashionable Mc-
Clung be visiting someone over here?

A tatterdemalion bum swung suddenly
out of the flophouse, and for one un-
guarded moment I almost let out a yell.

Then, of course, I saw my mistake. The °

bum was exactly the same build as Mc-
Clung—but he was certainly no cripple.
He was striding along the garbage-lit-
tered sidewalk arrogantly, walking away
from me, and just for the hell of it I de-
cided to get a look at his face.

I didn’t follow him far, though. He
turned into a grimy barroom in the mid-
dle of the next block, stood at the bar
with his back to the window. I saw the
bartender laughing and talking with the
bum as he poured out two hookers of rye,
and I figured it was useless to stay on any
longer.

The bum whipped down the two ryes,
with a beer chaser, and right away the
bartender filled them up again. Feeling
pretty foolish about the whole thing, I
was about to turn away when the argu-
ment began. I knew there was going to
be trouble, so I stuck around.

bum, and I saw him get shoved

roughly away. Then the bartender
yelled something at the drunk, and at
the same time the drunk was swinging.
He clipped the bum a beauty right on the
eye, sending him backwards off his stool.
By that time, the bartender was coming
over the bar with a baseball bat—and
some friends of the drunk’s were coming
from the back of the saloon. Then the

I SAW the drunk come up to the tall

* brawl was on in earnest, with chairs,

glasses and bottles whistling through the
air.

The sound of the police sirens that
snapped me out of it. Hell, I'd almost
forgotten every cop in town was looking
for me! I got out of that section, and
fast! Right then I was wanted for tres-
pass, breaking-and-entering —and for
murder! And I knew, with a weary sort
of resignation in the face of things beyond
my control, that before the night was over
I’d have added materially to that string
of “crimes.” [

There was no use looking for McClung
any longer, so I cut over west. But when
I got back to Carter Place I took the same
concealed bench in the park and facing
the house. I wanted to get one more look
at McClung before I began any forthright
action. And, truthfully, I couldn’t get
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that ragged bum out of my mind. There
weren’t many men built on the same gen-
erous physical proportions as the crip-
pled McClung. It may sound stupid, but
I was still curious.

Twenty minutes later Howard Mc-
Clung toiled painfully back to his private
home. I heard the squeak of his protest-
ing crutches even before I saw him in
the gathering dusk. When he was almost
opposite the park, he paused for a moment
to rest. A street lamp was just ahead, and
as he leaned wearily on his crutches, he
raised his head so that I could see his
face. I blinked my eyes, scarcely believ-
ing what I saw! The simple sight of that
face brought me involuntarily to my feet!

Howard McClung, the cripple was
sporting a beautiful black shiner, his left
eye almost completely closed! A second
blow had opened up the skin on his fore-
head! He had undoubtedly been the arro-
gant, ragged tramp in the center of that
barroom brawl!

As though watching something that
couldn’t be true, I saw the cripple struggle
the last few yards to the foot of his stoop.
Wavering there uncertainly on his
crutches, he called helplessly to his serv-
ant to help him up the steps. No im-
mediate answer came to his shout, but
he waited where he was with resigned
patience.

With McClung still before me, I tried
to find an answer to what I'd seen with
my own eyes. I'd heard of crippled beg-
gars throwing off their deformities and
incapacities—and their poverty—at the
end of a good business day on the street.
I'd heard of these malingering beggars
casting aside their ragged work clothes
for a silk dressing gown in their own com-
fortable homes. That was old stuff.

But who ever heard of a wealthy man
masquerading as a cripple in the midst
of luxury and a staff of servants—then
sneaking off to a slum to cast aside his
crutches? It just didn’t add up!

And what connection could rich, well-
known Paul Luttrell have with such a
purposeless fraud? How could it affect
his whole life? And why was it so im-
portant that his daughter be prevented
from introducing a private investigator
to the set-up?

I swore I'd get those answers before
the next dawn. Hell, I had to! My own
freedom was at stake! And I knew Mc-
Clung’s home probably sheltered some of
those answers. One way to get them
would be to bust into the place later in
the night.

My attention snapped back to the house
now. The front door had opened, but
it wasn’t the butler who came down to
help his master. It was the simian chauf-
feur. He growled something at the
cripple, and then the two of them toiled
up the stairs. Inside the vestibule, an
overhead light illuminated the pair. I
heard the chauffeur’s growling voice
again, muffled by the doors but louder
this time. Suddenly his hand lashed out
and he batted McClung a half dozen
times across the face with the palm and,
back of his hand. The butler opened the
front door then and the chauffeur sent
the yelling cripple sprawling through the
opening and into the house.

The front door banged behind the trio,
choking off the angry blend of their vio-
lent voices, and the street was dark and
quiet again.

Suddenly, I had a hint of what I was
getting into.

CHAPTER THREE

The Corpse Comes on Crutches

‘ x THEN you're dodging the cops
and trying to solve a case at the
same time, the kick-and-gouge

type of investigation is about all that’s

left. And when on top of that you've a
morning deadline coming up, you're
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licked before you start—unless, like me,
you're too pig-headed to admit it.

As far as I could see, the fake cripple
McClung was my best bet. It seemed ob-
vious he was being held unwillingly by
the thugs across the street—held by some
threat I hadn’t discovered yet—and that
he’d probably crack if I could get him
alone for five minutes. I decided it was
time for me to bust into the house and
begin to slug some of the answers loose.
I hadn’t many hours left.

When I saw the chauffeur leave, I fig-
ured the coast was clearing. I could
handle two men a lot more easily than
three. My big mistake, though, was not
to watch where the chauffeur went—be-
cause he went for me, even if he did use
a round-about route.

I never heard his footsteps on the
soft grass. The first thing I knew, his
elbow was crooked around my throat,
hauling me to my feet, and his other hand
had twisted one of my arms painfully into
the middle of my back. Houdini himself
couldn’t have gotten out of that one!

“Don’t tell me you was waitin’ for a
streetcar, chump!” he growled in my
ear. “It looks to me like you was casin’
the joint—so maybe you cased too much
for your own good! Let’s have a gander
at that mug of yours under a light.”

Luther was pushing me down a foot-
path and toward a park lamp that stood
a hundred yards ahead. I knew once
he got a look at my face he’d recognize
me—and then I'd have about as much
chance of breaking this frame as an
Italian in Ethiopia! That thought filled
me with desperation—and I tried the
only stratagem left to me. Surprise.

“Look, Luther,” I snapped. “Did the
boss tell you to do this? Are you and
McClung deliberately trying to double-
cross me? If you figured I'd go to the
cops before, now it’s a hundred-to-one
shot. And you can tell that to Embick,
too!”

“Huh?” Luther asked stupidly. “How
do you fit in this?”

But his surprise made him loosen his
grip on my arm—and that’s all I wanted.
I twisted suddenly and spun loose. At
the same time I brought over a stiff left
chop to his prominent jaw. Luther went
down—and bounded back again as though
he’d hit a spring mattress. I clipped him
again—and started running. I had a
much bigger fight to worry about!

I figured I'd stay on the lam for about
half an hour before I went back. I walked
to a coffee shop and had a sandwich and
a glass of milk; that killed a good fifteen
minutes. Then I started for Carter Place.
This time I was going to bust into that
house—or else!

I was about half way down the street
when I slammed suddenly to a halt as
a scream ripped through the night. Then
I was running—because the scream had
come from McClung’s house, and it had
been the scream of a girl!

I didn’t make the house, though. The
girl came rushing out on the stoop when
I was almost there. She paused for a
moment, looking back involuntarily, the
back of one hand pressed across her open
mouth. Then, as she turned to come down
the steps, I saw who it was.

It was pretty Dorothy Luttrell!

Dorothy whirled as she caught sight of
me. For a moment she stood looking full
at me, her white, scared face ghostlike
in the semi-darkness. Then she choked
out a muffled sob and ran quickly to a
roadster at the curb. She rammed the car
into gear, roared away down the street.

Whatever it was that had driven her
almost to hysterics, would be found in
McClung’s home. I trotted up the steps,
wondering at the wide-open front door,
and went cautiously into the foyer hall.
Then I saw what it was. I couldn’t
miss it.

The butler was sprawled out on his
back, his white hair now stained red, and
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his face was something to remember. He
hadn’t any recognizable face left.

Had Dorothy done this? Had she, in
her desperation for her father’s life, come
over here and settled the problem in a fit
of crazy hysteria? Before I could think
any further along that line, a groan from
the living room sent me stumbling for-
ward.

cCLUNG was sprawled across
M the couch, both hands pressed
against his chest as though to
hold back the blood that was oozing
through his fingers. His mouth was wide

open, gasping, and blood trickled from
the corners of his lips. His eyes were

already glazed with death, but the mag-
nificent strength of the man seemed to
be defying even that grim power. His
eyes came up to meet mine, but I knew
he didn’t recognize me. I didn’t try to
question him,
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“Embick ?” he muttered. “That you,
Embick?” Then his eyes closed. He
seemed to be gathering his strength to
speak.

Suddenly McClung was looking at me
again. “So it’s over at last,” he mumbled.
“Thank God! I couldn’t have stood any
more of it, man. If I'd realized what it
would be like, I'd never have agreed in
the first place. Cooped up; limping
around on crutches; watched all the time;
sneaking away for a few precious minutes
of freedom whenever I could duck out;
threatened with prison when you found
out I'd cut loose. Hell, man, I might just
as well have been a real cripple! What
did I want with money under those con-
ditions ? But, thank God, it’s over now.”

His eyes closed; his breathing seemed
to stop. . ..

Abruptly his eyes opened again. He
looked as though he were blind now, but
he made one last effort to speak. “You've
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got to tell Luttrell the truth!’ he gasped
urgently. “You've got to tell him he
didn’t kill my son—that I never had a
son. I'd have told him myself long ago—
if it hadn’t been your threat of prison.
That would have been even worse than
this. And it was all my fault; I was drunk
when it happened. Luttrell’s got to know
I wasn'’t really crippled—and that no one
was killed in the accident.”

McClung was still looking at me, and
I waited for him to say something more.
I tossed my hat on the side table and knelt
beside him. Then I saw he was dead.

My breath came out with a whoosh.
I'realized I'd been holding it unconscious-
ly. Some of the dark answers behind the
criminal set-up were coming out now. I
could guess at a lot of the explanation.
But would I be in time to save Dorothy
from Embick, hog-tied by the law as I
was ? I could make one last try to convince
her she had to talk—and I could do it
now. If that failed. . . .

I grabbed up the phone beside the couch
and put through my call. Dorothy her-
self answered the summons. She couldn’t
hide her sobbing.

“This is' Dave Random, Dorothy,” I
told her. “And youre going to listen
to me now! You saw what happened here
tonight. You know you can’t keep silent
any longer. Your one hope—and the hope
of your dad—is for you to talk. Tell the
police all you know about McClung, Em-
bick and your dad. This is a case of
blackmail or extortion. Your father is
innocent! He isn’t guilty of the things he
thinks! I know, because McClung gave
me the story before he died. Now, are
you with me on seeing this tragic mess
to a conclusion?”

She didn’t answer right away; I waited
silently. Much of what I'd said was pure
bluff. I didn’t know if blackmail or ex-
tortion was the answer. It wasn’t, I found
out later. But at least I knew Luttrell
was being taken by Embick.

Dorothy spoke then. “Dave Random,
I beg you—implore you—to forget every-
thing you've learned; everything I told
you! Don’t you see? If you go through
with this, you'll wreck three lives—and
all to no purpose! Just go away and leave
me alone.”

“Can you say that after what you saw
tonight, Dorothy ? This is murder, young-
ster! Murder! And someone’s going to
pay! Now you can’t believe I killed Nan
Corliss!” When I said that there was a
funny tightness in my throat. Dorothy’s
suspicious presence at the scene came back
to my mind. Would she be the one to pay?

“I didn’t see anything tonight,” she
snapped back. “I don’t know why you’re
trying to trap me into some admission.
I couldn’t have ‘seen’ anything, as you
suggest. I've been home all evening! The
butler and my father will bear that out!
Please don’t bother me again.”

She hung up then, and I stood staring
stupidly at the receiver. I was licked—
and Dorothy was doomed! Because I
knew that when someone has murdered
three times, any other murders are on the
house. They don’t count after the first
one—and they’re easy to commit. Doro-
thy and I were down on the list. That was
as certain as my own failure.

I was sweating plenty then.

It was a noise at the front door that
made me whirl around, made my hand
jump for my gun. And my gun was gone!
The holster was empty!

HERE was a huge tapestry ex-

I tending from ceiling to floor, at
one side of the room. I skipped

over to it, saw that there was a good
two feet clearance between it and the wall.
Behind the drape and just above my head,
I saw a wide ledge that topped the wains-
coting of the room. It was made to order
for a temporary tenant. I swung my legs
up, gripped with my heels and writhed
my body onto the foot-wide shelf. Then,
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peering through a part in the drapes, I
saw who it was who had entered the room
—and was glad I hadn’t had any gun!

Luther was: there, along with a second
guy who sported a snappy Vandyke—and
behind them marched a uniformed cop,
gun drawn!

“All right, let’s have it now,” the cop
said. He indicated the chauffeur with a
nod of his head. “You called Homicide
yet?”

“T tell you I didn’t even come in the
house!” Luther protested. “I was walk-
ing down the street, returning from the
garage, when I heard what sounded like
shots—and screams. I ran right away for
the law. I want no part of anything like
this I”

“That’s right, officer,” the bearded guy
said. “I'm Embick—McClung’s physi-
cian. I arrived just as all this happened.
I saw the chauffeur—Luther, here—turn
around and go searching for you. I waited
outside on the stoop, where you found
me.”

The patrolman grunted noncommittally.
“Stand over there, the two of you. Don’t
touch anything—and I mean anything!”
He took out his handkerchief, wrapped it
carefully around the receiver, and put
through a call to headquarters. His re-
port was brief and specific.

I cursed my stupidity in touching that
phone in my unthinking alarm over
Dorothy’s danger. Then I thought of my
strangely missing gun again—and re-
membered my struggle with Luther out
in the park. When he’d first grabbed me
he probably looked for a gun as a matter
of course. Either that, or it had fallen
from my holster during our short fight.
No matter how it had come into his pos-
session, once he had it he made it fit in
his plans—and to hell with the unknown
owner.

I knew my gun would be found some-
where in this room—and after having
been established as the weapon of death,

my fingerprints would be discovered care-
fully preserved on it! The sight of my
hat resting on the side table, where I'd
tossed it before kneeling beside the dying
McClung, couldn’t depress me any fur-
ther. My list of crimes had a new one
added. A second murder charge!

“You was parking in front when the
shots came,” the cop repeated, looking at
Embick. “You saw this guy Luther com-
ing down the block; you saw him turn
and go looking for me. So you waited
for the two of us outside.” Embick nod-
ded, and the cop scowled at a box of
cigars he was afraid to touch. “Okay,”
he grunted. “That might do for Homi-
cide—if the garage alibi and your identi-
ties stand up.”

Homicide didn’t get there until a good
twenty minutes later. By that time my
cramped muscles were silently howling in
protest. When the detectives, the assist-
ant M. E, the photographers and finger-
print men finally walked into the room,
I was grimly fighting to stay put on my
perch. About the only thing left for me
to do, I figured, would be to roll right
out into the center of the room, generously
presenting myself as a twice-framed mur-
derer in the middle of the stage-set evi-
dence.

“What the hell is this joint—a clearing
house for murder?” the detective in-
spector in charge wanted to know. “This
is my second trip!”

Pictures were flashed; the room was
dusted for prints; the murder gun was
found under the couch; the hat, with the
initials D. R., was in plain sight. They’d
examine it in a minute.

“Regulation-issue Police Positive,” one
of the detectives observed. “Serial num-
bers still plainly marked. Fingerprints on
the weapon. Hell, this is almost too good
to be true. We ought to get treated like
this more often!”

Another of the detectives had been ex-
amining the hat. “Dave Random!” he
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shouted, spotting the initials. “He’s our
man! A month’s salary that gun and
prints belong to him. If it works out
that way, have Headquarters send out a
second pick-up order on him right away.
Dave Random! Trying to get rid of the
only eyewitness to the first murder! Hell,
this is sweet! Come on, gang.”

They were trooping toward the door
now, their work done. A sheet had al-
ready been thrown over McClung, an-
other over the.butler, until the wagon
came—though the autopsy would be sim-
ple routine.

I felt like shouting the truth to them.
I wanted to jump into the midst of the
bunch and make them listen. Every pass-
ing second now only made Dorothy’s
death nearer—and more certain. Mine
too. )

The detective inspector posted a cop at
the front and back doors. Then he turned
to Luther, stabbing a thick forefinger at
him. “You stick around, Luther. The
garage and the doc back your story, so
you're in the clear on the murder, but we
want to ask some more questions on the
background of this crime. Something
stinks, if you ask me.”

A sick sort of look came over Luther’s
face. He glanced quickly at Embick, and
the doctor sent him an encouraging wink.
Luther was clear on the murder charge,
all right—because, as far as I could see,
Dr. Embick had been the handy boy with
the gun. My gun! But the cops might
start checking on the chauffeur’s past—
and if they found a long record under
several names, it would be just too bad
for him. If that’s the way things stacked
up, the guy had only one choice. He had
to bust loose while there was still time.
He had to get past the two guards before
the cops returned for him.

The police talked for a minute in the
foyer. Then they were gone, the air hazi-
ly blue with the cigarette smoke. And
Dr. Embick was gone too—to wind up

the fantastic crime he had set in motion
three years ago. In the jam I found my-
self now, could I possibly save Dorothy
and her father from their preordained
fate—when even the victims were fight-
ing against me?

CHAPTER FOUR

And Sudden Death

LONE now, Luther’s nerves be-
A gan to act up. I knew he’d have

to do something, and do it soon.
If my hunch were correct, it wouldn’t
take headquarters long to unearth his
criminal past. Luther seemed to realize
that too. He lit two cigarettes in succes-
sion, putting them both out after only
a puff or two. He paced up and down
the room, pounding his right fist into the
palm of his left hand. Finally he made
up his mind. He walked to the portiéres
that hung in the doorway, concealing him-
self from anyone on the other side.

“Officer !” he yelled in alarm. “Officer!
Come here—quickly !”

I slid down off my perch now, sensing
the action coming up. The cop came
through the doorway—not quickly, but
with a puzzled, angry frown on his face.
He was still scowling when Luther’s sap
caught him behind the ear. He didn’t
let out a peep as he slumped forward,
cold.

I was crossing the room at the second
Luther’s blackjack connected. He was
bending over the unconscious cop,
breathing heavily, when I came up be-
hind him and whispered softly: “Luther.
Turn around. I've got something for
you!”

He was spinning and swinging the
blackjack at the sound of my voice—but
he wasn’t quite fast enough. I was think-
ing of the going over he handed me in
the park as I dug up a Sunday punch
from down around my ankles. It was
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a honey! Luther must have figured I
hit him with the piano stool—if he had
time to figure anything. When he hit
the floor he was about as lively as a kip-
pered herring.

I stood there for a moment wonder-
ing how in hell I could guarantee Luth-
er’s presence until the wagon arrived for
the corpses—and then the obvious solu-
tion hit me. I took the cop’s handcuff’s
and keys, dragged Luther across the
room, and manacled him to McClung’s
body. If he got the urge to travel places,
he could carry McClung with him. And,
if he had a brain in his head, he’d lock
himself in a closet before that patrolman
rejoined the conscious world.

After that, I got out of there fast—
before the cop in the back of the house
got around to checking up with his part-
ner. At the corner I hopped into a cab
and gave Dorothy Luttrell’s address,
praying I'd be in time. Though what
I was going to do once I got there, I
still didn’t know.

I saw the ambulance in front of the
house when we were still a black away.
I knew what that meant—Embick was
working fast. He’d evidently ordered old
man Luttrell to his sanitorium—and it
was a cinch Dorothy would trail along.
My hack had hardly pulled up to the
curb at the far end of the block when
the little procession began to move—the
ambulance, with Dorothy’s roadster be-
hind and my taxi bringing up the rear.
I had an odd feeling this was a funeral
train, driving the last mile. And it was
a funeral train—with the mourners them-
selves slated t0 be the soon departed. . . .

I knew we were headed for Embick’s
own sanitorium because of the large let-
tering on the back of the ambulance—
but I hadn’t the vaguest idea where it
was located. At the end of nearly an
hour’s drive, it turned out to be situated
in the upper reaches of theBronx. Now,
when for the first time in two days I

would have liked to have had some cops
around, I had to end up in an isolated
section like this!

The two cars ahead went into the pri-
vate entrance of the hospital and I or-
dered my jockey over to the curb. I
counted out the bills I owed the guy,
handed them to him along with a good-
sized tip. I couldn’t walk into this trap
without some promise of help—even
though the cops might quite possibly shoot
me on sight. I'd send this cabby for the
police, and the way to make sure, was
to tell him who I was.

“Listen, son,” I snapped at him. “The
cops want me for murder. I'm Dave
Random, kill-crazy Shamus—"

He goggled at me in fear. “Geez, mister
—I won’t tell nobody! I wouldn’t
dare—" And with that he slammed the
hack into gear and roared away!

I stood there, dazed. Of all the crazy
breaks! There was nothing to do but
tackle that murder sanatorium single-
handed!

Embick’s place. I pushed through

the revolving front door and found
myself blocked by a reception desk. A
middle-aged, horse-faced nurse sat be-
hind the desk. Her uniform was a
starched, spotless white, and her skin
looked freshly scrubbed. Even her horn-
rimmed glasses looked antiseptic as they
glistened in my direction. She didn’t say
anything; only her eyebrows moved in-
quisitively.

“Paul Luttrell,” I said. “I understand
he was ordered to the hospital suddenly.
I'd like to see him for a moment.”

Horse-face looked shocked at the sug-
gestion. “That would be impossible,” she
decreed. “Mr. Luttrell is an emergency
case; an immediate operation is neces-
sary. He’s being prepared for surgery
now.”

He was being prepared for more than

IT WAS easy enough getting into
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surgery, I knew. He was slated to die
on the table—and the operation would be
successful because the patient died. My
feelings must have shown on my face,
only the nurse took it for personal con-
cern.

“However, if you're a close friend of
the family,” she said, “you may wait in
Doctor Embick’s office. Miss Luttrell
is there now.”

She pushed a button on the desk, and
a male orderly came briskly down the
hall. I tried to think fast then, but it
didn’t do any good. Should I beat it?
Would I be of more use free and on the
outside—or should I blunder on ahead
and do what I could as I went? As far
as I could see, I wasn’t going to play
the role of the Marines no matter what
I did. And by that time I was already
following the orderly.

He opened a door marked Private at
the far end of the hall, and waved me
through. As I stepped forward, the door
closed behind me—and I heard a faint
click, as though a well-oiled lock had been
bolted home. But I didn’t think of that
just then. I was looking at Dorothy on
the far side of the luxurious office—and
the expression on her face made me won-
der if I wasn’t really a rat. Maybe I was
wrong, after all.

“So you wouldn'’t listen,” she said bit-
terly, acidly. “You had to precipitate a
tragedy through childish curiosity!” Her
lips were trembling as she fought back
her sobs. She flung herself into a chair
with a helpless little gesture of defeat.
“And I begged you to stay away.”

“It doesn’t matter about me, Dorothy,”
I told her. “The police are after me now
—no one else. But I thought you'd tell
me your story before they finally caught
up with me. I’d really like to hear it.
And maybe I could be of some help. You
can trust me, child.”

Evidently Dorothy wanted to talk. Her

sad, fear-haunted eyes studied me for a

moment. Then she began. “Three years
ago dad had a bad accident. He’d been
at his club, at a banquet, and had stayed
on later to have a few drinks. Then,
on the way home, he . . . he ran down
two people with his car! A man and
his young son. They were poor working
people. The man was badly injured, and
the child was . . . killed!”

“Did your father see all that himself?”
I asked.

Dorothy shook her head. “In the at-
tempt to avoid the accident, father
wrecked the car and injured himself. He
was unconscious until the next day. But
Doctor Embick happened to be at the
scene. He treated both father and the
victim, McClung, while they were in the
hospital.”

“And what about the fatality, Dor-
othy ?”

“That’s where Doctor Embick was so
fine! He could see no purpose in hav-
ing a charge of homicide brought against
dad—especially since he’d had a few
drinks before the accident. So, with Mc-
Clung’s permission, the boy’s death was
written off as a hit-run crime by some
person unknown. In return, dad prom-
ised to take care of Howard McClung
for the rest of his life—and to spare no
money in an attempt to restore the use
of his crippled limbs. I don’t know much
about law, but such an agreement among
the three probably increased the charge
from homicide to one of murder. Col-
lusion in concealing a homicide would
convict all three.”

I nodded. “So your father supported
McClung handsomely, and at the same
time, no doubt, paid Embick for costly
therapy for the cripple, for consultations
and diagnoses with specialists, for high-
priced treatments and expensive opera-
tions. He must have been handing out
plenty! And I suppose it all went to
Doctor Embick.”

“It did take huge sums—but father
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was willing to do anything to expiate
his sin of killing and maiming innocent
people. He told me he was eager to
pay. It lessened his sense of guilt,

“He went each day to see McClung.
In poor health or not, he felt it his duty.
And it was the living evidence of the
terrible wrong he’d done, the constant
reminder of the tragedy he’d caused, that
was breaking his health. That’s why I
went to see McClung tonight. I have
money of my own, and I was going to
offer it to him if he’d go away—just get

on father. I'd never heard of McClung
before—nor of father’s daily visits to see
him. The very secrecy convinced me
something was wrong.

“So I wrote you last night. I be-
lieved the girl. But when I told Em-
bick about it today, asking him if such
a mystery could be behind dad’s failing
health, he told me he knew about the
case. Father had to explain the whole
thing then—the secret he’d kept for three
years. And it was then I saw how a
girl could turn such knowledge to her
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out of father’s sight. Maybe then dad’s
health would improve.

“But when I got to the house—well,
you know what had just happened! If
I was afraid of the police finding out
about father before, now I was terrified
he and Embick would be accused of a
second killing !”

I let out a deep breath. What a set-
up to force a man to extort money from
himself—willingly! Both moral and legal
pressure had been brought to bear—with
the sucker putting the pressure on him-
self!

OW long have you known of
H this ‘tragedy’, Dorothy ?”
“Since yesterday,” she said
quietly. “I’d known all along, of course,
about dad’s failing health—had often won-
dered about it. He seemed so depressed,
at times so frightened. Then, yesterday,
Nancy Corliss asked me to meet her. She
said she thought McClung wasn'’t a crip-
ple at all—and maybe he and the
chauffeur were working some sort of trick

own use! Embick told me Nancy had
a doubtful past. McClung hired her over
his objections, he said. He said she’d
probably guessed the truth—that dad,
Embick and McClung were concealing
a death—and that she wanted me to in-
vestigate and be convinced of the crime
myself. Afterward, he said, she probably
planned to extort money from me as
the price of her silence. Father begged
me to forget everything—for his sake.”

“And after Nancy was so convenient-
ly killed? What then?”

“Frankly,” she said, embarrassed, “I
didn’t think you’d done it. I thought
McClung had killed her when she tried
to get money from him. Remember, all
three men were facing a murder charge
if the truth came out! But I tried not
to think about it. No matter who had
killed her, no matter what happened—
I had to protect my father and the doc-
tor who had risked his professional repu-
tation to save him from jail!”

Now I tried to explain the whole thing
to Dorothy again. I told her there never



80

DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE

had been a son; that McClung had re-
covered rapidly from his injuries, which
were only slight; that all the treatments
and operations her father had paid for
had been phony—simply dough in Em-
bick’s pocket; that the cripple had been
living like a king as a result of the fraud;
that it was all a frame—with McClung,
in the end, an unwilling partner who
couldn’t escape his self-made trap.

But she was still doubtful. There were
two explanations—hers and mine. As
long as her father stood the slightest
chance of being criminally involved, she
was going to stick by him. I told her in
detail about my own frame—the removal
of Nancy, who'd guessed too much; the
intended removal of me, who might have
learned too much in the letter Dorothy
had sent. Then I explained how Embick
had finally seen the game was finished—
and had removed both McClung and the
butler to protect himself and his partner,
Luther.

“Neither you nor I nor your father will
leave this sanatorium alive!” I told her
brutally. And for the first time panic and
grudging belief was coming into Dor-
othy’s eyes. “And if you don’t believe
me,” I ended up, “just try to leave this
room right now!”

Dorothy let out a little cry. Then she
was across the room, tugging and pound-
ing at the door. That solid barrier was
locked tight. We were prisoners. And
the fact seemed to prove to the fright-
ened girl everything I'd said—but it
proved it too late.

I hopped over to the window, but
Embick’s office was barred on the out-
side. Then I searched desperately for
a sight of the police squad the cabbie
might have dared summon—and I saw
nothing. After that, as a last despair-
ing chance, I tried Embick’s office phone
—but, as I'd expected, the switchboard
had its instructions. They refused me
any connection.

’ I \HEN, as though at a signal, the
door was unlocked and Embick
himself stepped into the room. He

was holding a gun in one hand, and I

could tell from his expression he’d been

listening to us.

“You're a bright boy, Random,” he
said. “Much too bright!”

“You don’t dare kill us here, Embick,”
I bluffed. “With Nancy, McClung and
the butler wiped out earlier, another triple
killing at your own hospital would cer-
tainly tag you as the one-man massacre
artist. You alibied Luther two hours
ago—but you couldn’t alibi yourself! It
was only your professional reputation that
saved you!”

Embick smiled easily; he was sure of
himself. “It’s open season on you, Ran-
dom. The cops’ll thank me for erasing
you. As for old man Luttrell, he’s very
sick. I wouldn’t be surprised if he didn’t
survive the operation. And who can tell
what a grief-crazed girl will do? Some-
thing insane—like jumping out of a win-
dow or wrecking her car.” He stood
there, his eyes over-bright and that quizzi-
cal, cruel little smile playing about his
mouth-corners.

I could tell by the hard set of his eyes
it was coming now. I braced myself for
it. And I wondered desperately what I
could do to save Dorothy—if, in any way,
I could use Embick’s shot as a signal to
the cops. I saw I couldn’t—but at the
last moment I tried one final stratagem—
rusty and cobwebbed as it was.

“There’s ‘someone behind you, Em-
bick,” I said quietly. “A cop!”

Embick laughed, as I knew he would.
“Then I guess I’'m licked!” he mocked
me. “Why, I can even feel his gun pok-
ing into the back of my neck right now!
Try something new, Random!”

And then, so help me, it happened!
A hand came around the edge of the
door and shoved a Police Positive against
Embick’s hairline! A detective followed
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the hand. He disarmed Embick and
scowled at me.

“How in God’s name can you see
around corners, Random?” he asked.
“And tell me why you didn’t wait until
he’d condemned himself a little more?”
He leered at me deliberately. “He might
not have shot you before I'd heard all
I wanted. Now we’ll have to beat it out
of him the hard way—and he’ll get what
was coming to you.”

More cops were coming into the room
now, and I could see the cab driver in
the background excitedly pointing me out
to each succeeding member of the force.
The cop Luthér had slugged was among
them too. Without a word he swung
Embick around and planted a looping left
on his jaw. Embick went down—but the
cop seemed to be the worse hurt. He
was dancing around the room and hold-
ing his fist.

“This paw’s awful sore,” he gasped.

“That guy Luther’s got a head like a
rock. He had a head like a rock, I
mean.”

Dorothy’s small hand was in mine as
we were herded out to the waiting wagon.
I knew we’d all have a long session at
headquarters—but everything was under
control now. A detective stood in front
of Luttrell's room until he could be re-
moved to another hospital—and a sec-
ond dick had one of the nurses in tow.
She was the titian-haired doll who'd
framed me that morning. She was hys-
terical—and admitting plenty.

Did I say everything was under con-
trol? My heart wasn’t exactly under con-
trol as Dorothy and I rode in the Black
Maria, sitting close together and grinning
at each other like a couple of high-school
kids.

Even a hard-boiled private cop is new
to some experiences. Like being head man
at a wedding, for instance. . ..

THE END
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SING A SONG
OF MURDER

An intriguing novelette of unusual menace

By RICHARD SALE

Of this is murder made: a man's dark and sinister purpose; a lovely
girl; a piece of tantalizing music; of solitude and imprisonment—and
alittle old woman with the heart of a monster. . . .

CHAPTER ONE

The Girl in the Rain

it’s difficult for me to know where to

start. I guess I should start with the
night I met Carol Stevens on the Man-
hattan side of the George Washington
bridge. Not on the land side. We were
both out on the bridge in the darkness,
close to the Manhattan side. Looking
down, we were barely over the river. I
noticed this when I first picked the spot,
because I wondered whether the Hudson
River was deep or shallow at that point.
It seemed a crazy thing to do, to debate
on depth. When you are jumping off a
bridge to commit suicide, you really can’t
be too particular.

SO MANY things make a beginning,

That’s why I was on the bridge. It was
a Monday, raw with rain and shrouded

with a thin fog that was making a damp,
cold night of it. But I didn’t care any
longer.

I didn’t know that Carol Stevens was
watching me. But she was—this girl who
liked to walk in such weather

When I started to climb over the rail-
ing, my nerve was pretty good, and there
wasn't much to keep me from jumping.
New York had been a pretty rotten deal
for a Dakota boy come to make good; and
when you're broke and haven’t had a meal
in three days, and find people afraid of
the look in your face, it breaks your spirit.
You don’t need a good deal of courage to
do the job.

But Carol Stevens touched my arm. ...

I saw her frightened face, white in the
mist ; a sweet face, with a young lost look
in the eyes and a small mouth that trem-
bled. She said faintly, “You—you
mustn’t do that.”

83
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I could have shaken her off easily—she
was barely touching me. But the look, the
interest in her eyes made me hesitate. 1
came back and I said, with a smile, “Don’t
be alarmed. I thought I saw a piece of
change on the ledge there. I was going
out to get it.”

She knew I was lying. She looked at
my eyes and I could tell that she knew it.

I said, “What'’s your name?”’ to unfas-
ten our eyes.

“Carol,” she said.
What'’s yours?”

I said, “Jim Holiday. You're a nice
girl, and I appreciate your thought. But
you oughtn’t to be out alone in this kind
of night. You're too pretty.”

“I like the rain. I was just walking.
Then I saw you. I thought—”  She
laughed nervously. “Guess I've been
reading too many melodramatic books,
Jim. What do you do?”

“I don’t do anything. I’m from Wells,
North Dakota. I've been -around for six
months.”

“No job?”

“No. I'm broke. That’s why the quar-
ter out on the ledge looked good to me.”

She knew there was no quarter on the
ledge.

“You'd better run along,” I said.

“How about walking with me?” she
asked. She was still trembling a little.
“I'd like to have some one to talk to. It
gets lonesome in the rain.”

“Then why not go home?”

“It’s lonesome there too,” she said.
“I’'m all by myself in a three-room apart-
ment, Walk back with me, and I’ll make
you some coffee.”

“I'll walk with you,” I said. “But
you'll not make me any coffee. How could
you take a chance on a bum like me?”

“You're no bum,” Carol said quietly.

So I walked her home, and I went up
with her. She had a nice little place. I
got a chance to clean up, and she made
me some coffee. It was like being alive

“Carol Stevens.

again, having a friend. Carol had a spinet
piano and lots of sheet music, and after
I'd finished the coffee and sandwiches
she made, I played for her.

“You play beautifully,” she said. “Can
you play this one—High on a Windy
Hil?”

I took the music and played it.
Carol sang. She sang it like an angel
would have sung it ; she had a wonderful
voice. And then I tagged her: Carol
Stevens !

“I know you,” I said. “You're Vinnie
Castro’s vocalist. You sing with Castro’s
band at the Mirador.”

“How did you know that?”

“Because I've been plugging at every
orchestra in the city to give me a break
and play some of my songs.”

“A song writer?”’ she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Only no one’s ever
heard any of the things. I came here from
Wells half a year ago, with two hundred
dollars and a lot of ambition. I haven't
got any of either left. I thought it would
be easy to ride in with my stuff; make a
million and become famous. Instead—
well, there wasn’t any quarter on that
bridge.”

“Play something for me,” she said.
“Some of your own songs.”

I played a couple of the tunes I'd been
trying to peddle: The Moon is Low, The
Dark Hills, Love is a Mirage. Her eyes
got wide and I could see she liked them.

“They’re wonderful!” she exclaimed. ““I
ought to know! I sing songs every night!
Jim, they’re beautiful. The only other
man who can write melodies like that is
Vinnie Castro himself—and his are few
and far between.”

I said, “Glad you like them.”

“Like them? They're terrific!” she
said enthusiastically. “You give me those
copies and I'll show them to Vinnie to-
night when we open for the supper show.
I'll eat my hat if he doesn’t ask you to let
him introduce them.”
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“Why are you doing all this for me?”
I asked. “Are you sorry for me?”’

“No, it isn’t that,” she said. “I don’t
know. . ..”

But I knew, and I was glad. That was
the night we met—the night we fell in
love. . ..

g

tro from the beginning. He was too

much on the greasy side—a slick-
haired, dark-skinned charmer with one of
those fixed smiles and perfect, white
teeth. He had one of the best bands in
the country—warm brass with a shuffle
rhythm—and his records sold like hot
cakes.

But more than that, Vinnie Castro was
one of the most popular composers in the
racket. He had a top ASCAP rating, and
he had done the score to numerous Broad-
way musicals. He had a melodic style
that was difficult to imitate. The fact that
my own style was a dead ringer for his
didn’t mean that I was imitating him,
either. It just happened to be the way I
wrote.

Anyway, he must have liked what he
heard of my stuff that first night when
Carol took the sheet music down to him.
When she came back, late in the morning
(she let me hold down a couch while she
was gone) she said that Castro wanted to
see me, first thing in the morning.

“You're in, Jim,” Carol said happily.
“I could see it in his eyes. These tunes
are Vinnie’s dish.”

“That’s swell,” I said.

“Let me stake you to ten dollars to get
yourself a place to stay and to get fixed
up,” Carol suggested. “You can pay me
back out of the advance you get tomor-
row. I think Vinnie will want to publish
your songs himself. He has his own
house, you know, under license from

-BMI. He worked that so he could keep

I DIDN’T care much for Vinnie Cas-

on the air when the ASCAP trouble came
up. How about it?”

“All right,” I said. “I can’t afford to
be proud with you. But I hope you know
what you’ve done. It wasn’t enough just
meeting you. Then all this kindness. You
asked for it, Carol. If I fall in love with
you. . .."”

She looked at me steadily. “Maybe I
wouldn’t mind that.”

“All right,” I said. “You’re commit-
ted.”

I got a little room in a cheap hotel on
44th Street, bought a razor and some
things, and made a new man of myself. I
had my suit pressed, and by the time nine
o’clock rolled around next morning, I
looked respectable, if not prosperous.

I went to the Mirador Hotel to see
Vinnie Castro. As I say, I didn’t go for
him much. He was good looking, charm-
ing, pleasant, dishonest and sneaky.

“Holiday,” he said, as we had break-
fast together, “you have some pretty fair
stuff in this batch. Got any more?”

“Some, not many,” I said. “Most of
them are in my head. I don’t write them
down much. To tell you the truth, I got
so discouraged being unable to peddle
these things, I gave up for awhile.”

“But you’ve got a lot in mind?”

“Plenty.”

He didn’t say anything for a little
while. And then, suddenly, he asked,
“How would you like to work for me?
T'll pay you a hundred a week to ghost
for me.”

I was surprised. I said, “Ghost for
you? I don’t get it.”

“A hundred dollars a week to write
music for me. I sign my name to the stuff
—Vinnie Castro songs. You remain
anonymous, and nobody knows anything
about it.”

“That’s a funny thing for a guy like
you to suggest,” I said. “What do you
want with my songs? You write your

»

own.
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He lowered his voice, staring at me
queerly. “Listen, Holiday, you're young,
you’re ambitious, you're just beginning.
Me, I've been writing music for a long
time. It comes pretty hard.”

I shook my head. “It’s my music, Mr.
Castro. I’ve got to have my name on it.
What I write is mine.”

“Two hundred a week. That’s final
Listen, kid, I'm in kind of a spot. I've got
contracts to fill. I've got a score for a
Hollywood picture, a musical comedy for
Sam Lauber, my weekly radio spot with
a new Castro tune every week. I've got
big advances on all that stuff and I
haven’t got a thing in the larder. I've
tried to get a ghost before, but there
wasn’'t a soul could match my style.
You've got it, Holiday, and I'm willing to
pay for it.”

“But it's my stuff,” I said. “Why
should I sell it for two hundred a week,
while I last?” I frowned. “Besides, it’s
crooked. If my songs are good enough to
pass as yours, they’re worth money to me,
not you. I don’t want any part of the
deal.” ~

“Hell, man—" he started angrily.
Then, his eyes smouldering, he paused.
His voice was more friendly when he
spoke again. “Carol's a good friend of
yours ?”’

“Never saw her before last night,” I
said.

“I see,” he said. “She’s a nice girl
though, eh?”

“The best.”

“Maybe you’re in love with her,” Cas-
tro suggested sleekly.

“Maybe I am,” I answered, resenting
the fact that it was none of his business.
“She’s one in a million.”

Castro nodded. There was something
in his eyes that bothered me, and I wish
it had bothered me enough then. I should
have walked out and tried peddling my
stuff elsewhere. But I was desperate, and
for a momeat, I even thought of selling

2

some of my things to him and getting
enough money to make a fresh start.

He said, “Well, then, how’s about this ?
Seventy-five for me, twenty-five for you
—and equal billing on the songs. I'll plug
them, get them into the big money with
my name. You know you can’t do it with-
out me. You need me and I need you.”

I still didn’t like it, but what could I
do? I was broke and young and I'd been
knocked around plenty. This was a step
up the ladder, a break, a chance to make
the right contacts. A chance to go some-
place.

I said, “Okay.”

Castro stood up and shook hands with
me. His hand was cold and clammy.
“Good. We'll go over to my office on
Broadway where we can draw up the pa-
pers. Then you go to work. I need about
fifteen tunes as soon as you can turn them
out. Can you do it?”

“Yes,” I said, “But 1t’ll be pretty tough
work.”

Castro shrugged. “That won’t hurt

you.”

CHAPTER TWO
Music—or Murder . .

‘N T E WENT to his office. The

contracts were drawn up and

signed. He drew them up him-

self, with just the two of us there. I

asked about a witness, but he said it
wasn’t necessary.

He gave me my copy and then ne said,
“I can’t take chances with you, Holiday.
I need the stuff desperately. I've got an
aunt down in the village—owns of those
old brownstones. She lives there by her-
self. I'm going to give her a ring and send
you down. You're going to work right
there until you've got some stuff to de-
liver and you need a rest. There won’t
be a soul to bother you—good piano, all
the materials, radio and whatnot. I used
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to do all my work there. Rhyming dic-
tionaries—everything you need. Here’s
the card. You go right down there. And
don’t tell a living soul where youw're go-
ing!”

“But I want Carol to know—"

“I’ll tell Carol for you. But I don’t
want anyone to know about this. It would
ruin me. I'm trusting my reputation to
you, Holiday, a perfect stranger.”

He softened me up with that stuff. It
was like putting me on my honor. AsifI
were a Boy Scout. I took it hook, line and
sinker. He gave me the address and I
went down to Greenwich Village. It was
an old brownstone on Charles Street, and
it looked pretty depressing. All the win-
dows were boarded up; the place looked
deserted, even haunted. I knocked on the
door. An elderly little woman with gray
hair and a tight, hatchet face opened the
door and I went in. I didn’t come out of
that house for five months, and I was
lucky to get out at all. . ..

e

F WHAT is murder made? If
Oyou read the newspapers, you

think it is all violence, and jeal-
ousy, and blackmail and envy and frus-
trated love.

But murder is made of much subtler
stuff than that. Those are the obvious
things.

Murder is made of a man’s dark pur-
pose. Of a piece of jingly music. Of a
girl met in the night on a misty bridge.
Of solitude, imprisonment, and a man’s
life, running dry of all the things that
made it great. Of a little old woman with
the heart of a monster.

It began innocently enough. I put Mrs.
Castro down as an eccentric. The house
was dark and gloomy, if you wanted it
that way, but it was comfortably fur-
nished, and there was plenty of electric-
ity. But there was not a window in the

place. Every window was boarded up.

She looked at the card I gave her and
she said, “Yes, I understand. Vincent
sent you. I will show you to your room.”

“He said he’d telephone about me,” I
supplied. “I'm going to write music
here.”

“There is no telephone.” There was a
strange finality in her voice. “I will show
you your room. Please do not leave it
without permission. I do not like to be
startled.”

The room was very large, well-fur-
nished with a fine bed, easy chairs, a
spinet piano, a small recording machine,
a good radio set, an adjoining bathroom.
Plenty of lined paper, supplies; every-
thing a composer could hope for. I made
myself comfortable.

I didn’t like Mrs. Castro. She had a
lean wolfish look, tight-faced and cruel.
Nothing suspicious in her eyes; it was
there boldly, a cold, calculating expression
that chilled me a little.

I tried to forget her, and I peeled off
my coat, rolled up my sleeves and went to
work. I had a lot of nice themes running
around inside my head, and I started
playing them and putting them down on
the sheets. I had a lot of lyric tag lines,
and I consulted these and settled down to
earnest writing.

I worked through to dinner time and
never even knew it. First thing, the door
opened, and Mrs. Castro came in. For a
moment, I almost liked her. She brought

. me a perfectly delicious supper on a tray,

set it on my table.

“Do you have any baggage?” she
asked. '

“No,” I said. “I was pretty short-
handed. Guess I'll have to run out later
and pick up some things.”

“Not at all,” Mrs. Castro said. “There
are plenty of things in the bureau and the
closet. They’ll fit you—pyjamas and
things. My son said he would come by
tonight to see you.”
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“Your son?” I looked surprised. “He
said you were his aunt.”

“Yes. But his mother died when he
was a child. I raised him.” She said it
fiercely. “I raised him to be what he is—
I reared him to fame. He is a genius, he
shall always have fame? I taught him
that way, and nothing will ever stop it.
Nothing!”

She paused then to measure me with
fanatical eyes. “If there is anything else
you would like,” she said, “press the
buzzer over the piano and I'll come up.”

I wondered why she said this. I found
out when I tried to leave the room later.
I couldn’t get out. The room was securely
locked on the outside. I wasn’t exactly
claustrophobic, but after all, there wasn’t
a window in the place. Without electric
light, it was black as a tomb. I beat on
the door awhile and then I heard some
one coming upstairs.

HERE was a peephole in tﬁe door
and I expected to see Mrs. Cas-

tro’s eye at it, but when the door
opened Vinnie Castro came in. He looked
studiedly grim; even his flashing smile
was grim. “Hello, Holiday, old man,” he
said. “How’s everything going?”

I said, “Castro, I don't like this place.
I don’t want to work here. I can appre-
ciate that you want to tie me down and
make me go to town for you, but I don’t
like it here. And I don’t like your aunt.
I'll get a hotel room uptown and work
there. No one will disturb me.”

“Oh, no,” he said. “You stay here.”

“But she locked me in!”

“She’s just eccentric,” Castro said.
“Ignore her. Do your work. Fifteen
tunes, and you get a vacation. I see
you've got something already. How does
it go?”

He sat down and played it, singing the
lyrics, softly. ‘“Excellent,” he said, “real-
ly excellent. Just fourteen more.”

“Why fourteen? Carol gave you three.”

“I’'m not going to use those,” he told
me. “They aren’t good enough. Fourteen
more.”’

“But listen, Castro, I don’t like it
here—"

“Change and the deal is off,” he said.
“Stick it out and you’ll be rich and fa-
mous. You'll be glad later that you've got
this solitude, believe me. It's worth a
thousand hotel rooms. You can really get
things done.”

He rose. “I'll take this song with me.
You get going on the others. I'll polish
this up.” Then he walked out.

I tried to go after him—but the door
was locked. He could have left it open—
he wasn’t eccentric. . . .

That was when I began to get afraid.
I couldn’t work anymore that night. I
went to bed, but I kept seeing things. I
could see Mrs. Castro’s tight face in the
dark, and always she had a knife in her
hand, as if she were going to cut my
throat. And when I saw Castro in the
dream, he had a gun, and behind it all was
the mutter of the Nibelung music of Wag-
ner. I was a chained slave; I was going
to be kept there to work.

Next morning I decided that I'd had
enough. When Mrs. Castro came with
my breakfast, I pulled her inside and held
the door open. “I'm leaving,” I said.
“I’'ve had enough of this place. TI'll go
crazy cooped up here in this room.”

She set the tray down very carefully on
the table. She reached into her dress and
pulled out a short-barreled revolver. It
was loaded. I could see the dull tips of the
bullets in the chambers.

“If you go out that door,” she said
quietly, “you will get a bullet in the
back.”

She was as cold as ice, and I had a
queer sensation, knowing she was capable
of shooting.

“What is this?” I asked tremulously.
“I'm a song writer. Why do you want to
keep me cooped up—"
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“I do what my son tells me, to the let-
ter,” she said evenly. “He tells me that
if you try to leave, I should kill you. So I
will. It will not be new, young man. It is
an old experience for me. Come away
from the door.”

I stepped away from the door. She
made me sit down in the chair. “After
this,” she said, “you will receive your
meals through the panel in the door.”

“I wouldn’t touch your food now,” I
said.

“Then you'll starve.”

“There’s no point in keeping me,” I
said, challengingly. “I won’t write an-
other piece of music!”

“Then you’'ll be killed,” Mrs. Castro
replied without hesitation. “Vincent will
explain all that to you when he comes to-
day.”

She stepped out of the room, holding
that gun on a line with my stomach.

And there just wasn’t anything I could
do.

CHAPTER THREE
Castro’s Cellar

ASTRO came at four o’clock. He
C opened the door and entered breezi-

ly. He wasn’t armed—at least, not
that I could see. I thought of slugging him
and making a break for it, but I had an
idea that even with Castro out cold, it
wouldn’t be so simple. I had an idea that
if both he and the old lady were dead at
my feet, it still would be hard to get out
of the place. How could I do it? There
was only one thick, oaken door. I'd have
to knock it down.

“Hello, Holiday,” Castro greeted. “I
want you to listen to the band tonight
from the Mirador at nine. Your new
piece, I Remember, is going to be aired.”

“I want to get out of here,” I said.

“Done anything today?” he asked, as
if he hadn’t heard me.

“T’ll never write another note of music
while I’m in this house,” I said.

“That’s too bad.” Castro’s eyes were as
expressionless as a snake’s. “Let’s go
downstairs, Holiday. Want to show you
something.”

We went downstairs, beyond the main
floor—into the cellar.

In the cellar floor there were two fresh
patches of cement.

“Just what is this?”” I asked.

“That one,” he said, “wasn’t so good.
He had a nice style, like mine. But he
only lasted for four songs before he went
to pieces.”

“So you killed him?” I said. “Castro,
I’m no kid. I don’t believe all this mum-
bo-jumbo. You don’t kill a guy for a
song.”

“Perhaps not. He tried to blackmail
me when his talent gave out. He was set
to spread it about that Vinnie Castro was
washed up. My aunt took care of him.”

“And the other one?”’

“My former agent,” he said. ‘“He
worked with the song writer, tried to
bleed me for silence. You see, Holiday, it
was more than just a song. Each tried to
do something to me that would have
ruined me. Maybe I am washed up. I
can’t write a decent tune anymore, but
I've done three hundred in my time. And
it’s just paying off now, when I'm fin-
ished. I'm not going to let the work of a
lifetime slip away when the big dough is
starting to come in. That’s why you are
going to do my songs for me.”

I said nothing.

“And when you stop writing decent
songs which I can use,” he said, “you’ll
join these two in the cellar. Remember
that. You write songs and stay in your
room. You'll never get out of this house
again alive. That’s the way it is. That’s
the way it’s going to be. And here again
it’s more than just songs, see? Carol’s
nuts about you. And you’re in love with
her. Well, that is going to be changed too.
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I happen to figure Carol in my plans. I'm
going to marry her myself. Do you un-
derstand ?”

“Sort of killing two birds with one
stone,” I said.

“Exactly. You'd be dead now, but
you’re valuable to me. Remember, Holi-
day, you write songs and you live. A
minimum of one a week. When you fall
behind and go sour, you're finished.
You've got a lot of talent, so you should
last a long time. Is that clear?”

“Yes,” I said.

“If you make a pass at my aunt, or at-
tempt to break out of here—which is al-
most impossible, Holiday—it means exe-
cution. I can’t afford to take any chances,
you see.”

“All right,” I said. **You've got me.”

He smiled in a sinister way, and took
me back to my room and left me there. . ..

g

FIVE months is a long time to stay in
one place. I got an idea how Admiral
Byrd must have felt when he tried that
lonesome stretch in the Antarctic.

Five months of beating a piano and
writing good tunes; of dreaming and be-
ing terrified; of going slowly crazy; of
seeing things in the dark . . . the same hor-
rible things over and over.

I wrote more songs than I had to, but
I hoarded them, and fed them out one a
week. I had to insure my life this way for
it was possible I might get sick or go
blank or something. I kept eight songs
ahead of myself. While I was working I
dreamed of Carol, who was a million
miles way. What did she think? Did she
figure I had gone back to Dakota, taken
a runout on her?

But I never dreamed of her at night.
I kept seeings things in the dark: the
slabs of concrete in the basement; the
face of Mrs. Castro. . . . and the ugly
mouth of the short-barreled gun. . ..

LL the time I tried to figure a way

out. You'd think offhand that there

was some clever way a fellow could
break out of a place like that. There were
obvious things like yelling blue murder.
But the place was sound-proofed like a
broadcast studio, and screaming would
have earned me nothing but a bullet. I
didn’t want to tangle with Mrs. Castro
until I was certain I could take her—be-
cause if I missed they would finish me.
There was no chance to make weapons—
she fed me everything in paper, with a
paper knife and fork and spoon and cup.
And there was no opportunity to use a
weapon because I never saw her any-
more ; the food came through a panel.

Even Castro gave up visiting me. As
long as there was a tune a week, he was
satisfied. I had to send a tune through
the panel every Friday on the tray.

I could have almost anything I wanted.
I received a morning and evening news-
paper. I knew what day it was. I listened
to the radio and it saved me from going
mad. I used to tune in on the Mirador,
to hear my own music played by Vinnie
Castro and his orchestra. “. .. And now,
ladies and gentlemen, a brand new Castro
melody. .. .” It was thrilling and ironical
to hear your own music, sounding so
beautiful, and yet belonging to some one
else.

I thought one night of setting fire to
the house; I almost did so. It would have
driven everything into the open. But the
chances were that I would burn alive.
Mrs. Castro, the she-devil, would never
have bothered to unlock me. And mine
would have been the first room to go.

I tried to write lyrics which Carol
might understand, about how we met on
the bridge and how I was now a captive,
separated from her by Satan, yet hoping
to get to her somehow. But Castro al-
ways changed these lyrics.

Living constantly by the radio, I heard
a hobby program one day, headed by a Dr.
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Sutter. It was impossible for me ever to
contact him as I would have liked, yet the
thing worked out miraculously.

The day I first tuned in on him, Dr,
Sutter was describing the construction of
an electric phonograph, for the young
tinker-about-the-house. He explained
each step with remarkable simplicity and
clarity, and at the end of the program, he
remarked that we should all be on hand
the following week to start construction
on a small radio transmitter,

“All you need for this transmitter,”
said Dr. Sutter “is an empty spool of
thread, some small wire, a 50,000 ohm re-
sistor and a small elctroylic condenser,
along with a receiving condenser from
any old radio set. You’'ll be surprised at
what you can do with these. And oh yes,
the transmitting tube will cost you one
dollar and forty-seven cents; ask for a
117L7GT.” Whereupon he repeated these
instructions and said he would speak again
on Monday.

I'd written most of it down, but even
then I thought it was rather hopeless. I
didn’t know anything about radio, and
certainly I had no chance of getting these
parts. Or had I?

I looked at the list, then opened up the
radio receiver that Castro had left for my
benefit. I did find a 50,000 ohm resistor
of ¥4 watt rating, as Dr. Sutter had said.
And there was the regular tuning con-
denser that you turn to find your stations,
and the electroylic condenser. I only
knew this because the word was printed
on the gadget. But no tube.

I broke a tube then and when I sent
back my tray that night I put the rem-
nants on the tray and wrote, “Please get
a 117L7GT tube for the radio. Doesn’t
work without t.”

Next day, there was the tube on the
breakfast tray. I was elated. I waited for
Monday, and when Dr. Sutter came on, I
was ready with my pencil. He started by
explaining what the nine prongs on the
bottom of the tube meant and how they
should be connected. I did not understand
very much of what he said, but that night,
in a piece of wood, I mounted all the parts
as best I could, without solder, just wir-
ing them together. So at least I got really
started on something.

This continued through the week. Each
day he would explain a new circuit. I
suppose it was simple to many, but to me
it was terribly intricate. The payoff came
on Friday when he said, “Now you need
what is called a radio crystal of some fre-
quency between 7000 kilocycles and 7300
kilocycles. Plug this into its holder, turn
on your juice, tune up your set, and you
will be transmitting each time you close
the key. You must learn the code, of
course, and under no circumstances hook
the set to an antenna unless you have a
license. But you can send to your own re-
ceiver in your own apartment with this
little transmitter, and it will be a lot of
fun.”

He then said that next week they
would make a photo electric cell or what-
not, and I felt crushed. =

*I wondered whether I might put it over
on Mrs. Castro. I sent a note that night:
“Need crystal for radio ground for 7100
kilocycles. Old one is worn out. Any ra-
dio shop.”

By George, next day it was there in a
little black box, and I plugged it into its
holder in the transmitter.

I didn’t have any key to send with, and
I didn’t know the code or how to send it
anyhow. Also, I couldn’t hear anything
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on the receiver because it still had a tube
missing.

So I dropped the whole thing for
awhile, because I didn’t want to make her
suspicious. I kept writing my songs and
seeing things in the dark.

CHAPTER FOUR

The Key to the Door

NE day Vinnie Castro visited me
Oto see how everything was going.

“Damn you,” he said savagely,
“Carol’s still in love with you, and there’s
no way to snap here out of it. She’s trying
to find you. I wish that I could kill you,
Holiday. Only you won’t be buried in
the cellar. You're going to be found some-
where, so that she knows youre dead.
That’ll break the spell.”

“Kill me then,” I said.
crazy here.”

“Not so fast,” he said. ‘“You're writ-
ing wonderful stuff, some of it better than
anything I ever wrote. So you had better
keep pounding it out. Do you listen to it
on the air?”

“How can I?” I said.
out in the set.”

“My aunt gave you another one.”

“I know, but she sent the wrong one. I
guess I asked for the wrong one by mis-
take.”

“I’ll get you a tube and you can listen.
Holiday, I'm going to put the pressure on
you. Two songs a week—or else!”

Then he left. He wanted me to write
myself out faster. Then he would get rid
of me.

That night, a new tube arrived. I
plugged it into the receiver and the re-
ceiver worked, badly, but it worked. It
sounded pretty rough, and I figured that
was because I'd taken a couple of things
out of it for the transmitter.

I plugged in the transmitter and when
it had warmed, I turned the condenser.

“I'm going

“A tube blew

Nothing happened. Then I turned the re-
ceiver to 7100 ky. in the short wave end of
the band and tuned the transmitter.
Every now and then I'd hear a sort of
chirpy whistle. I didn’t have a key, I
could only hold two pieces of wire that
should have gone to the key together. But
every time I did that, a chirpy whistle re-
sulted at 7100 on the dial.

I had to find out the code. I asked for
a dictionary, a big dictionary. Mrs. Cas-
tro gave it to me. I turned to the Conti-
nental Code, and there it was! The whole
thing!

I think I had been there three months
when I first saw that code. I memorized
that code and for a whole month I spent
all my time sending that chirpy whistle.
I could listen to it. I would send: “This
is James Holiday being held a prisoner by
Vincent Castro at 12 Charles Street, New
York City, in a deserted old brownstone
house. Please tell police at once. I am to
be murdered soon.”

A month of that, all the time. And one
day, Dr. Sutter on his program said, “Re-
member the little radio transmitter we
constructed some time ago? My letters
tell me they have been very successful.
Some listeners have written in to ask
what they have to do in order to hook it
up to an antenna and really get in com-
munication with other amateur—"

I didn’t hear the rest. My heart fell.
I'd been sending for an empty month
without an antenna. The only person in
the world who could hear my signals was
myself.

side antenna. I just hooked that to

the little transmitter. I had to re-
tune the whole works and then start send-
ing again. There was only three or four
watts output, Dr. Sutter had said, which
was almost nothing. But I kept at it,
morning, noon and night. I got better at
sending, too. And by listening to other

I UCKILY, the receiver had an out-
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amateurs, some sending slowly, I began to
understand the code.

But no one answered me; no one heard
me. I just kept trying. And I got in such
a frenzy, I wasn’t writing music. Before
I knew it, I had gone through my backlog
of songs, and one Friday morning I had
no music to send out on the tray.

Vinnie Castor came that afternoon. “No
song, Holiday?” he said. “There had
better be one by tomorrow morning. If
not, it’s the end. It may be the end any-
how. I'm not going to be needing you
much longer. I've got enough contracts to
let me retire, played right, and I've got
plenty of your songs that I haven’t even
used yet.”

“I had a good idea,” I said, “but I was
afraid you would kill the lyrics. It was
going to be called In a Boarded-up Brown-
stone House, and it’s something I've had
in the heart of me.”

“Sounds good,” he said. “I may let it
stand. That’s a swell title, and if you feel
it that way, it might be a good song. Go
ahead and write it. If you don’t try to
send hidden messages I'll let it stand.”

I had it for him in the morning. I
worked like a dog on it. I didn’t try to
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send any message. I just wrote a haunt-

ing thing about a bparded-up brownstone

house which had captivated me, but the’
house was old and haunted now and love

was a thing of the past.

I listened on the radio for it, and he
played it straight, the way I had written
it. It was the most beautiful thing I'd
ever done. Then I went back to transmit-
ting. Over and over again, a plea for help.
I would listen for some one to answer,
but I couldn’t translate the dots and
dashes well enough to know if anyone had.

That night, some one else came to the
house. I heard a commotion downstairs,
and then footsteps on the stairs, and next
thing my door was unlocked and Carol
Stevens rushed in. She threw herself in
my arms, and I was so weak with excite-
ment I couldn’t say a word.

“I knew,” she said. “That song!
They’ve all been your songs. I knew it!
There was something of you and your
style in all of them. And then the brown-
stone house—1I knew he had an aunt who
lived in.one, and I guessed—I guessed—
I felt in my heart that you hadn’t left me,
Jim!”

“My God,” I said finally, “you should
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never have come here alone like this!”

“She wouldn’t let me in—I had to hit
her—I knocked her down. Let’s go, Jim.
Hurry, let’s get out of here—"

She came up the stairs, Mrs. Castro
did, with the gun in her hand and cold-
blooded hate on her face.

I shoved Carol back into my room, shut
the door. She had left the key in the lock,
and the lock snapped. We were trapped!

“Jim!” Carol whispered, frightened.

“We're finished,” I said.

The transmitter was our only chance.
I sat with it and kept sending: “SOS
SOS Please help, somebody; please help.
Send police to 12 Charles Street, New
York City.”

Carol sat beside me, her face close to
mine. She was frightened but happy.
“I knew your things from the beginning,”
" she said. “The one about Misty Night, 1
knew you meant that for us. But Vinnie
was so clever about everything. I tried to
follow him, but he always lost me. He
kept asking me to marry him and I kept
stalling, Then when you wrote of the
brownstone house, it came to me. He
used to complain about the taxes he had to
pay for his aunt’s place. ‘Old broken
down brownstone,’ he used to say. No
one ever remembered it. But when you
wrote the song—"’

I stopped her. “Listen,” I said.

Somewhere, far away, a siren was
screaming, growing louder and louder.

“Fire?” she asked.

“Wait,” I said, breathlessly.

The siren grew noisier, shriller, turned
into the street, right to the house. Car
doors opened and shut. Fists pounded on
the door. Some one fired a couple of
shots, and then there were men in the
house. Then there was an exchange of
sharp shots; feet on the stairs.

A cop with a red face and huge ears
and tight blue eyes” opened the door.
“James Holiday ?”’ he asked.

“Yes,” I said faintly, “Yes.”
“Come on, sonny boy,” he
“You're finished with this joint.”

said.

g

r I \ HE police had shot Mrs. Castra
when the old woman attempted a
gun battle with them at the door.

She died the same curious enigma that

she had been alive, her soul wrapped up

in her nephew whom she called her son.

As to how they found me, that was
quite a story. A radio ham in Melville,
Massachusetts had heard my signals but
thought they were phoney because I
didn’t reply to his call. He wrote to the
amateur organization—the American Ra-
dio Relay League—and they monitored
me for a night or two, then informed the
New York Police on the chance that it
was a real distress call.

The cops took Vinnie Castro easily.
He had no idea the jig was up. He was
playing at the Mirador for the late show
when they arrested him.

Fortunately, I was able to prove my
right to all the tunes I had written, for
not even Vincent Castro had noticed one
little idiosyncrasy I had put in each and
every song—an F minor chord in the
third bar of every chorus I had written.

Well, you know the rest. I write them,
and wife Carol sings them, but the doctor
tells her that in a little while she’ll be sing-
ing solely on the radio for a few months.
Becoming a mother just doesn’t go on the
stage or with a band in a night club.

I still keep seeing things in the dark.
It’s something I can’t stop. You don’t
live that long with death and get over it
too quickly.

But I guess Vinnie Castro sees things
in the dark, now, too—different things
than I. But he’ll be through with all that
during the week of September 5th. The
State has said so.

THE END



The Man Who Made a Hell

By JOE KENT

O e hatarn i i e
Paul Dover’s death ray was in-
tended to make the United
States forever safe. How was
he to guess that he himself
would be hunted to the death
by the very people he sought

cigarette and drew a deep breath.
“You want to know what I think,
Paul?” he asked flatly. “I think you've
gone too far! Oh, I know that science

JOE MITCHELL threw down his

to pmtet't—dnd that his wife's must progress, must go ahead! Sure, I'm
life s i e e no scientist—I’m just an ordinary private

dick. But I tell you that if you're smart,
price of a nation's freedom? you'll take that box and destroy it!”
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Paul Dover’s keen black eyes flared
hotly. “That’s what people always say,
Mitch, when someone invents a new
weapon. Yet we have the gun, the bomb,
gas—"’

“They’re different!” Mitchell coun-
tered. “A gun doesn’t always kill. Bombs
can miss; gas can be fought with a mask.
But this — this death ray you’ve made
doesn’t miss—it hits and kills instantly!
Don’t you see, Paul? It’s too big for
human hands to hold. What if it fell into
criminal control—a foreign power, say?
What then?”

“It won’t,” Paul said simply. “Dr.
Warner and I have made only this one
ray-box. We've treated just three plates;
each plate is capable of only three ray-
exposures. We alone can make more. In
other words, in the world now, there are
only nine shots for our box. Tonight the
investigators from Washington will be
here. I will demonstrate it, and turn it
over as an army weapon. Then it’s out of
my hands.”

Mitchell sighed and jammed on his hat.
He turned to the door.

“In my business, hunches mean a lot.
And T’'ve got one now. That little box of
yours can make a hell on earth. People
just can’t be trusted with that much
power. Before it’s all over, you'll wish
to God you’d understood that. But then it
will be too late. .. .”

The door closed behind him, but the
echo of his warning lingered in the room.
Paul deliberately shook his shoulders and
turned.

At the desk in the corner, Dr. Madison
Warner, his associate, was staring across
the lab, his huge, lined face dark and
sober.

“I've been thinking, Paul,” he said
slowly. “Suppose your friend is right?
Suppose we have, as they say, ‘. . . rushed
in where angels fear to tread?” ”

“You, too!” Paul exploded angrily.

“Listen, Warner. We’ve merely done our
work in making this death ray. Tonight
we turn it over to army secret officials.
We haven’t committed any crime!”

“Perhaps not a crime, Paul. Perhaps
only an unfortunate mistake.” The big
man rose slowly, holding his hand above
his heart. “All day I have been feeling
ill, Paul. Nerves, maybe. Maybe my
heart. But I really am afraid that we've
gone too far.”

Dr. Warner put on his hat laboriously,
as if it tired him to do so. “I don't think
I'll come tonight. You give the demon-
stration to the investigators. Tell them
my heart acted up.” He paused at the
door. “And Paul, if you too begin to fear,
you have my permission to destroy our
ray.” He closed the door behind him,
leaving Paul alone.

Paul Dover stared at the little black
box. “No! I won’t! Fve only done my
duty! Someone had to perfect a death
ray. Why should I be afraid? I've done
nothing wrong. I've only done my work.”

He lifted the box and carried it to the
massive steel cabinet. He locked it with-
in, then bolted the windows, glancing at
his watch. Five o’clock. The secret- in-
vestigators were due at eight, which was
not too far distant now.

Paul went out, making certain to lock
the lab securely. As he walked homeward,
he thought of Margie. She too would
question—not in words, but in her eyes.
In their dark, troubled depths would be
the same endless question: “Haven’t
you gone too far, Paul? . ..”

g

ernment representatives from

Washington. “Gentlemen,” he said,
“I regret that Dr. Warner, my collabo-
rator, is unable to be here tonight. A
slight heart attack keeps him at home,
unfortunately.”

PAUL DOVER faced the three gov-
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Then his voice grew deadly serious.
“What you are to see tonight, gentlemen,
is actually the work of four men—Doc-
tors Warner, Clinton, Lucien, and Reese.
They have all assisted me. Ours is no
weapon of fantastic impossibility. It is
fantastic only in its power—for good, or
for evil—depending upon who controls
it.” He paused. “The use of rays is noth-
ing new, but a death ray whose power is
absolute, whose effect is immediate from
a distance of over a mile—that is new!
No man can foresee its criminal possibili-
ties. No man who holds its secret can be
too careful.”

His slender, trembling fingers lifted the
box—a small, black box with a short
scope extending from one end. Webs of
antennae-like wire wove across the short,
circular tube; a tiny slot for the sighting
lens opened at the top. A

“The beam or ray is revolutionary,”
Paul explained. “A plate is fed into the
box, much as a photographers’ plate.
Each plate contains the strength for three
shots or actions.”

“You mean you can use the beam three
times before replacing a plate?” one in-
vestigator asked.

Paul nodded. “At the present time, for
safety’s sake, we have created only three
plates—the one in the box now, and two
others in my cabinet.”

“I'm ready to see it work,” another of
the men said.

Paul moved to the distant end of the
lab and pulled back a curtain. There, in
two cages, were a dog and a rat.

“If this small-scale demonstration in-
terests you,” Paul said, “we may try a
larger one. Now, I will stand at the back
of the room, turning the ray first on the
dog, then on the rat. You will see each
die a silent, instantaneous death . .. I am
going to turn off the light. Perhaps you
will see a tiny needle of flame spit across
the room. That will be the ray.”

He moved to the wall-switch at the

back of the room. ‘“Gentlemen, do not
move from your seats! I don’t want you
in the line of action.”

The overhead lights went out, but one
dim bulb burned behind the two cages.

Paul opened the sighting-shutter and
sighted the dog. His finger tripped the
switch. The box hummed . . . and the
dog collapsed without a sound. Paul
shifted to the rat; again the box hummed.
The rat dropped.

“You see—" Paul spoke into the dark
—“The distance can be a mile.” He
turned to the wall switch, and the room
was bathed in light.

Paul moved forward, his face flushed
with pride. Then, abruptly, he halted,
blinking ; his breath drained away. The
men still waited, their eyes staring blank-
ly, their bodies rigid. . . .

“No! Oh, God, no!” he cried. “Wake
up! It’s over! Don’t sit there!” Franti-
cally he shook one man. The body slumped
to the floor, and Paul knew that these
three men were dead !

His eyes raced about the room. All the
windows were locked; the door was
locked. There was no one else here—
only he and three bodies. A slow, rising
terror welled upward from his heart,
scourging the blood in his veins. He tried
to fight it down ; to think.

He hadn’t let the beam waver—not a
fraction. And there had not been enough
exposures to kill three men and the two
animals as well. He touched the ray-box,
then pushed it away with a shudder. His
fists clenched as he paced the floor.

The police would call this murder—
and no one would believe him innocent!
How could they? He went to the steel
cabinet, and a cry froze in his throat.

The other two plates were gone!
Stolen!

“But, but,” he started aloud, “there’s
not another box! The plates couldn’t be
used!” Yet the plates were gone; and in
his heart Paul knew how the men had
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died—just as had the dog and the rat.

He sank into a chair, staring at the
wall; trying to think. Moments ticked in-
to minutes; minutes stretched on while
he waited.

The imperative blast of the telephone
crashed against his ears.

His heart trip-hammered. If he an-
swered—if he didn’t . . .

At last he picked up the phone.

“Washington calling Paul Dover.” The
operator’s metallic voice crackled across
the wire.

Paul managed, “I ... I'm Paul Dover.”

The connection clicked. A heavy voice
spoke: “Mr. Dover . . . General Head-
quarters. Did our representatives keep
their appointment with you at the ar-
ranged time tonight?”

“I—they—yes, they came,” Paul said.

“We are trying to trace them. On these
armament investigations, we plan a strict
schedule for their protection. They were
due to call us from their hotel some min-
utes ago. We cannot locate them. They
would not break the schedule unless
something was seriously wrong. Can you
tell us when they left you?”

“When they . . . left?”

“You'll have to speak louder, Mr. Dov-
er. When did our men leave?”

The receiver turned slippery in Paul’s
sweating hand.

“Hello, Mr. Dover! Are you there?
What’s the matter, Dover?” The angry
voice thundered through the wire.

Paul sat mute, trembling.

“Operator!” the voice roared. “What's
the matter down there?”

“What is it?”” asked the operator. “The
line is still open. Hello, Mr. Dover?
Washington still wants you.”

The receiver slipped from Paul’s fingers
and clattered to the floor.

The angry voice continued to issue from
the receiver. ‘“Hello, operator! Contact
your local police. Have them send a squad
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INDUSTRY NEEDS YOUNG MEN BETWEEN 17 AND 35 WHO HAVE SPECIAL-
IZED TRAINING. They are needed now. They will be needed more than ever in
the months ahead. Many fellows are going to grab the first job they can get, whether
t make much difference. They don’t realize a ‘‘mere job’ toda
may be no job a year from now. THE THINKING FELLOW IS GOING TO PRE-
PARE, NOT ONLY FOR A GOOD JOB NOW, BUT ONE THAT WILL BRING
HIM A FUTURE. IF YOU ARE ONE OF THESE FELLOWS I OFFER YOU AN—

Amazingly Easy Way
to get into ELECTRICIT

?%W?MW

Electricity is a fast growing field. Tens of thousands of fellows are making $35.00-840.00-
$50.00 a week and more every week. But to qualify for one of these jobs you must be
trained to hold it. Here at Coyne we will train you by the famous Coyne ‘‘Learn-by-
Doing’’ method—90 days shop training. You can get my training first—THEN PAY
FOR IT IN EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS AFTER YOU GRADUATE UNDER

Learn Without Books i» 9Q»~s

Get the Facts

Coyneisyouronegreat chance
to get into electricity. Every
obstacle is removed. This
school is 40 years old—Coyne
training is tested and proven.
You can get training first
—then pay for it in easy
monthly paymentsafter you
graduate, You can find out
everything absolutely free,
Simply mail the coupon and
let me send you the big, free
Coyne book...facts...jobs...
salaries. . .opportunities. This
does not obligate you. So act
at once. Just mail coupon.

i This is our fireproof,
e e modern home wherein | . CoLEWis, pros
dividual training . . . all real
actual work . . . building
real batteries . . . wind-
ing real armatures, oper-
ating real motors, dyna-
moa and generators, wir-
ing houses, etc., etc.
That’s a glimpse of how

# newest and most mod- Dear Mr. Lewis:

to make you happy and
contented during yous
training.

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

500 S. Paulina St. Founded 1899 CHICAGO, ILL. !¢,

Nome.ooovovans

COYN H.C.Lewis, Pres., Dept. 71.76 1 4% == -+

Isinatalled thousands of COVNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, DEPT. 71.76
dollars’ worth of the S00 8. Paulina Street, Chicago, litinols

ern Electrical equip- I'm really in earnest. I do want to get ahead.
ment of all kinda, Every Send me your big free catalog with full particulars
comfort and conven- about Coyne training and your plans to help a
ience has Deen arranged fellow, who hasn’t alot of money, to get ahead.

...... sesteseseses veensseesD




INDIGESTION

may excite the Heart

Gas trapped in the stomach or gullet may act like a hair-
trigger on the heart. The heart is not hurt but it skips and
races like mad. At the first sign of distress smart men and
women depend on Bell-ans Tablets to set gas free. If the
FIRST DOSE doesn’t prove Bell-ans better, return bottle
to us and receive DOUBLE Money Back. 25¢ everywhere.

mdu:l .each -hunpoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer,

to manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt permanents. Full cake

60: (8 lor $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark
tian, and Bl Order today! State shade wan!

Just pay postman plus poste

SEND No MONE -zconou(rwpoupn:'vcm

4 remi
JINTZ COMPANY, I)cpt. 975, 207 N. IICHIGIN, CHICAGO
bAmumm OFFICE: Depte©75, 22 COLLEGE STREEY, TORONTO,
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out to Paul Dover’s laboratory immedi-
ately. Do you understand ?”

“I understand . . .” the operator re-
plied.

Paul started across the room, his eyes
on the phone. He could hear the girl’s
voice as she got the police. Paul went on,
backing hypnotically. He passed the dead
men. He bumped against the door. He
sobbed as his eyes raked the scene a last
time. Then he grasped the ray box and
whirled. The door slammed shut behind
him. He plunged out into the night.

g

r I \HE distant wail of a siren cut the
air, coming nearer. A red beacon
blazed down the street. Paul

threw himself into a hedge as the car

roared past.

They were going to the laboratory—
after him. . . .

He stumbled back to his feet and
started his groping flight once more.
Home! The single blind answer hummed
through his mind. Margie was there—
she’d know what to do. Margie always
knew what to do.

His breath tangled again. The siren
was screaming back toward him; again
the red beacon shone down the street.
Paul ducked into the shadows again as it
roared past; then its tires screamed at the
next turn.

Going to his house! They were cutting
him off! The drag-net was out. There
was no place to go. Nowhere to hide!

He lay in the bushes, trying to thjnk.
For the first time in his life he knew the
flood of hopeless despair through which
no thought can rise, from which no plan
can form. A hunted murderer!

He groped to his feet and swayed, pant-
ing.

Mitchell’s! Mitchell would know what
to do! He would hide him. Paul started



Speed Your Way to Success

Ylou dropped out of school too soon?
cheer up! Ask any representative
group of Executives, Engineers or Edu-
cators and most of them will tell you:

“You CAN make good through specialized
home study...IF you will make the effort and
STICK to your course.” In fact, you'll find that
a number of important men in nearly every.
locality are former home study studcats them-
selves. They KNOW and have PROVE
that home study pays.

In 40 years, home study has become
an integral part of “‘the American way”’
. . . a nationwide educational system
especially geared to the needs of
wage earners. Today, there arc
far more lllmme atutily sehoo‘lis than

alize—an, ;

z&‘; p;]ra:epsc::ﬁ'dence in ‘the OMMERCE and Industry are tough
courses of the American School, taskmasters today — but they are
established over 40 years ago to Jjust, The penalties of failure may be
bring you the advantages of heavy —but the rewards of success are
advanced education. rich. If you persist in doing work that unyone else can
do—lf ‘ou carelessly leave yourself open to competi-

on with Machinery that sooner or later may do all
tho “‘unthinking"* jobs ... the repetitive tasks— you
areslated for final disappointment and bitterness,

To win out, today, you must THINK. You must think
ON the job and AWAY from it and, most tmportani, you
must think AHEAD of it. And that takes study.

Join this “Promotion Parade”

of Progress-Minded Men and Women

Of the approximately 2,000,000 men and women enrolled
for further education in universitics, collcges. institutes of
(echnolo&{ and home study institutlons. about 3716%
; —have chosen home study as most practical for
their purposes. They want to win Success. You do, too!
They have FAITH in themsclves. Do you believe in youre
self? They have investigated home study—decided that iv
offers them their way “outand up™. .. out of the low nar
periodically unemployed rank and fle. .. upInto well pal d
positionswhere they enjoy prosperity, security and respect,

et the facts, yourself. On coupon, check the line of work
that MOST intcrests . mail it PROMPTLY fof
Jnformation and comp! ete det'ails of tms offer.
NO OBLIGATION. Address your inquiry. TODAY. t®

AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dept. G749, Drexel at 58th, Chicago

mmm-Mark, Clip and Mail This Coupon NOW-=--ae
AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G749, Drexel st S8th, Chicago
Without obligation, Plcase send FREE and postpaid, bulletin and detalla
of the Subjects checked,
Alr Conditioning Retail Merchandising ClDrnftlng and Desiga
O Elec. & Gas Cost Accounting G Radlo and Television
Refrigeration Practical DO High School
[JArchitecture Bookkeeping 0O Home Economlcs
and Building Economics of Courses
QOPlumbing and Direct Selling QOBusiness Law
Steam Fitting Private Secretary OLiberal Arts
O Automotive ODlesel Enginecring DOMechanical
Engineering DSurveying & Topo- Engineering
Aviation Drafting graphical Drafting Shop Management
O Aviation Engineering (O Sheet Metal QO Tooil Making
O Business Management _ Pattern Drafting O Better Foremanshilp
OAccounting and C.P.A. OElectrical OEngine and Boiler
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Catalogs and bul.
letins sent FREE.
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Thousands Have Mads. Good through HOME. srunv
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Help Kidneys

If you suffer from Backache, Getting Up Nights, Ner-
vousness, Leg Pains, Swollen Ankles and feel worn out,
due to non-organic and non-systemic Kidney and Bladder
troubles, you should try Cystex which is giving joyous
help to thousands. Printed guarantee. Money back un-
less completely satisfactory. Ask your druggist for

Cystex today Only 85¢. !
OREIGN TUNING .
[ASI[R ;;U PER BAND

‘SPREAD CHASS|

REPLACE YOUR OLO CHASSIS
WITH TS NEW 1942 M/OWEST,

€AFacToRY T0-YOU
g SAVES YOU % 50%

; ° &2 TERMS
o il SPEAKER,
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'WRITE for big FREE catalog. New 1942 BUTTON TUNING,
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vy sungo-nl;y”!g ® 1100P AERIAL-,
BT tor sonte Womedy, | COMPLETE (ReAoY ALY

Sond for my §Qc Course on how to develop

STRONG ARMS

and BROAD SHOULDERS
Now only 25¢c coin or 30c U. S. Stamps.
Contains 20 pages of illustrations showing
and fully describing exarcises that will
quickly develop and make you gain

strength in your Shoulders, Arms,

Wrists, Hands snd Fingers.

3}113 is really a valuable course

IMMANTHONY BARKER
BN (doing business at this address for over 20 years.)
. 431235—6th Ave., (Office PP), N. Y. City

RUPTURED?
Get Relief This Proven Way

Wby try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows every body movement with instant in-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath,
Send for amazing FREE book, ‘“Advice To Ruptured’” and
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse-
merits from grateful users in your neighhorhood. Write:

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15, Bloomfield, New Jersey.

Muddy Skih HOMELY SURFACE

senisies P IM P LE S
Blackheads
Blotches To the thousands of folks suffering

from surface pimples, acne, muddy
complexion, ekin eruptions, etc.. we will send FREE
booklet of a simple method of treating the skin. A noted
dermatologist’s private method. No harmful medicine,
skin peel diet, etc. Something different. Send to
Dr. W. D. Tracy Co., 1637 D4, New Haven, Conn.

MAKE MORE MONE

ets, Coa
Bteedut snnu, b’nl!trml etc. Every

w"h quick for FRE‘ 'AL" EQUIP-

NIMROD COMPANY
4922-BM Lincoin Ave., Chicago, 1l
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through the dark, while sirens screamed,
coming and going, criss-crossing behind
him. The red blazing beacons were driv-
ing him to the ground; swelling his heart
in his throat.

At last he stumbled up the steps of a
lower east side rooming house and leaned
against the lobby wall. His fingers touched
a bell.

A head appeared at an upper landing.
“What is it, down there?” Mitchell called.
Then he saw who it was. “Paul! What’s
the matter, Pa—"

“Don’t! Don't call!” Paul sobbed. He
pulled himself up the steps and dropped
inside Mitchell’s room. The man closed
the door behind him.

“Lock the door!” Paul whispered to
his friend.

“What’s the matter with you? What’s
happened ?”

“They’re dead! Killed, in my lab. The
men from Washington!”

-“What!” Mitchell’s gray eyes snapped
alive.

“Someone killed them when the lights
were off! But I didn’t do it! I swear I
didn’t!” He sobbed. “Then headquarters
called from Washington. The police are
at the lab now! They'’re at my house,
hungng me! They think I did it, Mitch!”

“How were they killed?” Mitchell
asked. “Who was there?”

“No one was there but me and the men.
Everything was locked. And they were
killed with the death ray. There wasn’t a
sound—no shot, no blood—"

“But you told me that yours was the
only ray box!”

“I thought so too,” Paul sobbed. “But
there’s another one now. And my other
two plates are gone. Mitch, you’ve got to
help me. You're a private detective.”

Mitchell said speculatively, “So a death
ray is loose on the world. Your plates are
gone . . . you'’re planted for murder.”

(Continued on page 104)
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Learn this
Profitable

,_Professmn

in 90 Days at Home

undreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00
to $20.00 in a single day giving scientific Bwedish Massage and
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a blg demand from Hos-
pitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as
well u opportunities for uuhlllhln‘ your own office.

Learn tbh.ll interesting money-making profession in your own |

home by mail through our home study course. Same
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Asthma Sufferers

Don’t rely on smokes, sprays and injectlons if you
suffer from terrible recurring, chohing, gasping, wheez-
ing spells of Asthma. Thousands of sufferers have
found that the first dose of Mendaco usually palliates
Asthma spasms and loosens thick strangling mucus, thus
promoting freer breathing and more restful sleep. Get
Mendaco in tasteless tablete from druggists, only €06
(guarantee). Money back unless fully satisfied.
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(Continued from page 102)
His eyes hardened. “I told you, Paul!
I begged you to destroy that thing! I—"
He stopped, sensing the futility of his
words.

g

SCIENTIST GOES BERSERK!
KILLS THREE ARMY INVESTIGATORS!

Paul Dover, young scientist, last night
murdered three U. S. Army investigators in
his local laboratory. Dover’s weapon, it
is rumored, is a mysterious ray, causing
instant death through paralysis of the heart
and brain.

Realizing the potential dangers of such
a weapon in the hands of a killer, State
and Federal police banded last night and
today in a state-wide search.

At dawn, Governor Acker issued an
appeal for civilian assistance. Anyone an-
swering the following description should
be reported at once. . . .

“They all think I did it,” Paul said
slowly. For a long moment Mitchell didn’t
answer.

Then he said, “And there’s something
else, Paul. They took Margie in. They’ve
got her in the City Jail.”

“But they can’t! Margie’s not in this!”

“This case isn’t law and order, Paul.
They’re after you, and they’ll stop at noth-
ing. The whole set-up, criminally and
psychologically, is against you. You're
wanted for murdering army men—that’s
hell, these days. People say you’ve taken
the ray and gone over to a foreign pow-

”»

er.

”»

“They’ve got Margie,” Paul whis-
pered. “What will they do with her?”

“I don’t know,”” Mitchell said. “That’s
why I'm telling you, Paul. I think you
better go in, if you love your wife. Give
up. Take the long shot on my turning
something up before your trial. If you
don’t. . ..”

“What—if I don’t?”

Mitchell sighed. “A crowd tried to
raid the jail this morning. The cops beat



THE MAN WHO MADE A HELL

them off, but they’re afraid to try to move
her. There’s a mob of five thousand people
around that jail. They’re ugly, Paul. They
say she knows where you are. They'’re
making threats: Either you come in and
give up, or they go in and get Margie!”

“No!” Paul leaped erect, his eyes dark
and unbelieving. “This can’t happen!
Things like this don’t happen here. I
didn’t kill those men!”

“In times like these, anything can hap-
pen. The people are scared, Paul. That
death ray story slipped out, even though
the federal boys tried to keep it quiet. It’s
set public opinion afire. You aren’t a
criminal to them. You're a demon! A
threat to every life and home!”

“They’ll kill me for murder if I go in,”
Paul whispered. “And if I don’t, they’ll
kill Margie.” He shook his head. “What
can I do, Mitch? What can I do?”

Wearily he got to his feet. “I’ll go in,”
he said at last.

“Wait!” Mitchell cautioned. “You
can’t just walk to the jail, man! You
wouldn’t get through that crowd alive.
The first dick you meet will shoot you
down. T'll take you to Captain Moore’s
house and call him from there. He’s hard
but straight. Maybe he’ll stake you out
somewhere.”

“Here.” He pulled out dark glasses.
“Get these on. Put on this hat, too.”

They slipped downstairs, and Mitchell
stepped outside. He gestured, and a taxi
lurched to a stop.

“Get in quick, and keep your head
low,” Mitchell ordered. Paul stumbled
into the back seat, burrowed his chin into
the coat. The doors slammed, the car
lurched forward.

“Giving up, for something I didn’t do,”
he whispered.

“Shut up, Paul. Try to take it easy.
Maybe I'll blow it open.” Yet the words
were hollow. Deep inside Mitchell knew
it was too big. It wasn’t a case, like rob-

“j will teach you Finger Print
Identification— Firearms
Identification — Police
Photography—and Secret
Service!” That's what I
told the men who now handle
the good jobs listed in the col-
umn at the right. Give me
a chance and I'll train YOU
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detection.
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But don’t be misled. Scientific
crime detection is not simpl
It’s a a real
which requires very special
training. I teach you this sci-
ence 8o that vou should be com-
petent to do the work of a
thoroughly trained employee in
a bureau of identification, for
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bery or murder. It was a fight to control
society, a nation,

The cab stopped for a red light. At the
corner newsstand, a radio blared; the an-
nouncer’s vibrant voice crashed against
Paul’s ears:

“Warning! Police issue this warning to
the public! Paul Dover, killer-scientist,
has struck again! In flagrant contempt for
the drag-net set against him, Dover re-
turned today to the scene of his first crime.
Another man is dead!

The bones of Dr. Madison Warner,
Dover’s associate, were discovered an hour
ago in the grate of Dover’s furnace, at his
laboratory. Identification was established
through the victim’s burned watch, a ring,
and a metal identification plate, all like-
wise found in the ashes.

The victim was last seen alive at his
home this morning, where he was ques-
tioned concerning the possible whereabouts
of Dover. In the interval, Dover’s labora-
tory has been under constant watch by
local and state police. No one saw him
return, though all doors and windows were
locked and guarded. . .

HE cab started slowly. Suddenly

I Paul’s fingers closed on the door-

handle. He stumbled out into the
street, falling with the momentum of the
car.

Mitchell said, “Paul! What the—"" He
ordered the driver to stop, shoved out a
dollar. “Go on,” he snapped frantically.
He hurried back to Paul who was picking
himself out of the street, his face bruised
and cut, his clothes torn.

“Paul!” Mitchell whispered, “you’ll
be seen. You can’t—"

“The killer got Warner,” Paul said
slowly. “You know what that means. I
can’t go in now, Mitchell. I never could
go in. Listen—the killer framed me to get
me out of the way. That’s all I've thought
of. Now I see the whole story. He’s killed
Warner. Tomorrow he’ll get the others—
Clinton, Lucien, Reese. They worked with
me and Warner.”

“But why—"

“He’s got to! Don’t you see? We're
the.only ones who can fight the death ray.
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We’re working on a counter-ray—a beam
to fight our own. It isn’t ready yet. The
murderer will kill them before they finish!

“They think I'm a demon. Well, a
demon is loose on the world—with my in-
vention! How he got it, I don’t know.
How he evaded the drag-net to kill War-
ner—"’ Paul gestured emptily. “None of
these things could happen, yet all of them
have. And he’s not through!”

“But what can you do, Paul ?”’” Mitchell
whispered frantically.

“I’ve got to last one more day. I've got
to have one last talk with those men be-
fore I die. I know more about the counter
ray. I must give them my facts. Then
when I die, they can fight back. I have to
stay out, even—" he choked— ‘“even
though they’ve got Margie. Can’t you see,
Mitch? It’s bigger than my life or the life
of my wife. Something I've made can de-
stroy civilization!”

“I see,” Mitchell said slowly. He
stopped a moment, answering Paul’s des-
perate stare; then he touched the man’s
shoulder. “I've called you a crack-pot,
Paul. But that was before today. I un-
derstand what you’re doing.”

He halted, but only momentarily.
“Come on! I'm with you!” he said flatly.
“We'll get back to my room. I'll go after
those scientists; I'll bring them to you.
You can give them all the dope you've
got.” He grasped Paul’s arm.

At the corner, the heavy figure of a cop
appeared, coming forward, with a slow,
methodical intention; and his hand was
dropping to his gun.

“Paul, don’'t move. Something’s—"

The cop caught the whisper. His hand
jerked down, pawing for his weapon.
Mitchell leaped to the side, shoving Paul
into a lobby.

The gun blasted. A whistle raked the
air.

“Come on, run!” Mitchell urged.

(Continued on page 108)
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(Continued from page 107)
Through the lobby they plunged, out to
the next street. Their flight caught the
attention of the crowd.

“That’s him! There he goes!”
tators shouted.

“I've got to get away,”
“Just one more day—"

“Go down the alley! I'll split the
chase! Try to make it back to the room.
But get clear first. Don’t lead them. Run!”

With a last frantic shove, Mitchell
drove him on and fled in an opposite di-
rection.

Spec-

Paul sobbed.

i

IGHT. Mitchell threw another

N cigarette stub into the pile already

amassed. He paced the floor.

Nine hours had passed, and still Paul
hadn’t returned.

Then the knock came; something
scraped against the door. Mitchell threw
the bolt. There, sagging against the wall
was what was left of Paul Dover. His
clothes were ripped and torn. His face
was livid beneath its coating of dirt. His
eyes were glazed and hollow. He started
to fall, and Mitchell caught him. Swiftly
Mitchell carried him to the bed.

He ripped away the clothes. Paul had
been shot, and already the wound was be-
ginning to color, poisoned by dirt and lack
of care.

Paul opened glazed eyes; finally they
cleared. He tried to move his lips.

“I...got...away,” he whispered.
“One ...more...day. The men . ..
the counter ray. Got to tell them—"

“Paul! Can you hear me? We've got
to get you to a doctor. You can’t lay out
any longer. Do you understand ?”

Paul heard. His dark eyes were still for
a long moment, then his head rolled slow-
ly on the pillow.

“No. I madea hell on earth, Mitch. Go
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to Lucien. Bring him here. I've got to

tell him. Bring him. Hurry!”

Mitchell rose, while a fury fought in-
side him. Each minute was precious now ;
the poison was spreading in Paul’s body.

“T’ll go,” he said bitterly. “If you can
take it, damned if I can’t!” He plunged
out the door and down the steps. A block
away he got a cab which sped him to
Lucien’s house.

Steps answered his knock at the door.
Lucien himself answered.

“You worked with Paul Dover on his
death ray, didn’t you?” Mitchell asked.

The man’s eyes narowed at the name.
“Do you know where Paul is?”

“If I did, what would you do about it?”

“I’d kill you, or make you take me to
him,”” the man answered.

“Or maybe you'd call in the cops?”

“Cops!” Lucien exploded. “I've known
Dover since he was a kid—long before he
ever held a test tube. I know he’s no
killer. He’s been framed. He’s gone
ahead on the counter ray, but he can't
work now. I've got to get his notes—"

Mitchell’s fingers left his gun. “Okay,”
he declared softly. “Paul’s hurt. He
wants you now. I'll take you.”

Without a word, the man got his hat
and stepped out on the porch with Mitch-
ell. They went across the dark lawn.

At the curb Mitchell said, “We’ll get a
cab and—"

His words cut off abruptly. There was
no one with him. Lucien had vanished!

Mitchell whirled, retracing his steps.
He tripped and went down. There on the
grass lay Lucien—dead! He had not
been shot ; there had been no sounds at all.

Mitchell’s mind raced to the obvious
conclusion : the ray!

Slowly he rose, listening. Fear gripped
his heart. Nothing about him moved. A
sense of overwhelming oppression pound-
ed through him. He twistaed and started to
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run, each instant expecting death to strike
from the darkness.

He slowed as he came into the lighted
section of the city. At a newstand he
stopped, and read the screaming headlines
which testified to facts he already knew:
Paul Dover had been traced to the lower
east side. He had been shot. His capture
was promised momentarily!

Suddenly another wave of fear clutched
at Mitchell. The net would close now;
Paul would be found, there in that room.
And he, Mitchell, would be branded an
accomplice!

Finally he began to move homeward.
He went up the stairs, opened the door.
There on the bed lay Paul. There were
fever spots in his cheeks; the veins in his
arms were coloring.

“Lucien’s dead,” Mitchell said slowly.
“He was killed with the ray, just as we
started here.”

Paul’s tortured eyes closed.

“Paul, they’re going to get you!”
Mitchell said. “It’s hopeless! Give up!
Please go in! If they find you here ...”

Paul’s eyes were clear, now.

“T see,” he started carefully. “I hadn’t
thought of that, Mitch. When they find
me, you'll pay the price as well.” He
waited a long moment. “You can’tgetthe
doctors here—the scientists, I mean.
They’re being killed, and I'm dying.
That’s right, isn’t it, Mitch? This poi-
son—"

Mitchell nodded. “Gangrene.”

“Then there’s no use trying—"” He
halted as a hawking newsboy passed be-
neath the window, yelling: “Extra! Ex-
tra! Dover strikes again! Death ray kills
Doctor Reese! Extra!”

’ I \HE room was filled with a brittle
quiet after the boy passed on.
Paul stared up at his friend.
“Heard anything of Clinton?”

“There hasn’t been any report.”
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“Then he’s the only one left . . . and the
killer will go to him next.” Paul stopped,
coughed. He lay back, gasping.

“I made a hell, Mitchell,”” he muttered,
half-deliriously. “You told me I would.
I did. Now I'm dying. Reese, Warner,
and Lucien have died. The government
men died. And after us, thousands will
die. I wenttoo far...too far.” He closed
his eyes and turned to the wall. At last
he spoke, his words muffled by the pillow.

“Go get the police, Mitch. I want to go
in before T die. Got get them. Hurry!”

Mitchell fought with himself for a mo-
ment, not wishing to do this, but there
was nothing else he could do. . . .

Paul listened to his fading steps. Then,
slowly, weakly, he pushed himself up. He
felt for his tattered clothes. His body
burned as he struggled to stand erect.
Once he fell back, stumbled and groped
his way to the dresser. From a drawer he

jica Needs

'MEcHA NiCs

The fast moving pace of the Nononol
Defense Progrom hos created o

of trained Auto Mechanics.
Uncle ‘s Army ond Navy needs
more mechonics than ever before.
Now is the time to extend your
knowledge of mechanics ond pre-
pore yourselfl Regardless of the car
ou wan! !0 re| unv MoToR's new

.A,’

Official

FACTORY |
Books £

hop Moanual will show you the fac-

Covering tory-correct way todothe job! Gives
ALL Cars officiol manufacturers’ data needed
by every mechanic for overhauling

1935-1944 or adjusting every American auto-

mobule mode since 1934. Used doily
by thousands of repoir shops.
students ond schools. Mail coupon
S67 BIC 8'% x 11 PAGES —850
PHOTOS, DRAWINGS, CHARTS, TABLES
=~ Give Nearly 200,000 Vital Facts on:
Engire overhoul — tluvm svsmn— ﬁul -ynm
Coofing sy <l s

wi s Shock
—=Rear ond. ry 4.

absorbers — Steering — Ignition — Lubrication —=
Generators—Lorburetors—Oil filters ond hundreds

Inclusive

of other detailed instructions that describe the exoct
hew.to.do.it of such repoirs

Pudlished by MoTeR, 572 Madison Ave., NewYork K.Y
The Leoding Avromative Business Mogotine

tlsfled

.SEND NO MONEY!

MaToR, Book Department, Room 701, 572 Madison Ave. New York

Pleose RUSH me o copy of MoToR's 174) Factory Shop Monuol. | will poy postmon

$3 plus o few conts delivery charge; but # is wadersiood that if Book dees ot soltisty
me | moy retuen il within 7 doys (and in its originol condition} end have the 33 purchase
price refunded immediotely (Foreiga Price $4. cosh; a0 C. 0. 0. t0Conodo.)

AGE

ciry
OCCUPATION ... ...

How 50c a Month Pays YOU
$752° a Month = When You Need It Most'

Pays 16 $2000%

for Accidental Death!

$7 SZ AMONTH

IM GETTING

PAYS BENEFITS FROM VERY
FIRST DAY OF DISABILITY
This policy covers and pays graded bene-
fits for all sicknesses common to both men

and women, whether house confined or not,
and all accidents, both big and small, that

America’s

Here is
greatest protection

towest cost.”

Insurance Value!

positively America’s

policy that fills a long-felt want
for the millions who need “‘the
greatest amount of protection at

bappen every day in every way. Benefits
payable from FIRST DAY of disability, as
provided. It does not skip the first 7 or 14
days as many policies do. It also pays gen-
erous benefits for loss of limbs or sight—
PROTECTION FOR YOUR LOVED ONES
in case of accidental death—and many oth-
er liberal benefits as you will see when you
examine your policy. Write today TOMOR-
ROW MAY BE TOO LATE!

Greatest

value — the

FOR ONLY 50c A
MONTH YOU GET
uP TO
$75.00

R A (e
$50.00

Momthly for_Sicknese
Disability

$2,000.00

for Loss M Limbs or SIght.

$2,000.00

for Accidental Death.

You simply can’t afford to be
without this amazing 50c-a-month Sickness
und Accident policy. Sickness and accident
may strike today—tomorrow—or next week,
who knows? That's when you'll need this
generous Dolicy: to help pay doctor and hospital
bills——that’s when you'll need money to keep your-
self and family going all the weeks, maybe months,
that you're unable to work. Think of it! Only 50c
a month ys you up to §75.00 a mznomh when

you're laid up by accident. Your family gets up
to $2. in case of acoidental death, and
many other Hberal benefits,

INSURANCE
- COMPANY»

trlinn lnmrae Cmpny

§ 6641 Jackson-Frankiln Bldg., Chicago, I ¥
! Please mail me at once for FREE IN- ¥
1 SPECTION your New 50c a Month Sick- §
B ness and Accident Policy. I am not obli-
§ gated. No agent will call. L]
[ ] [ ]
B Nome.....ceeeese0c00v0c0oscccsccccsseerc- il
R Strect ]
J ACAIPSS. ccccseesscsceccecnossaceccorsences §
= Cits..... State...... -
§ Name of

g Benefclary. oo iiieiieir crivas
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Classified
Advertising

Educational

Correspondence .courses and educational books, slightly
used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfac-
tion guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. Complete
details and bargain catalog FREE. Write NELSON
COMPANY, 6500 Sherman, Dept. K-218, Chicago.

Female Help Wanted
~FEW OPENINGS for married women. Earn to $23
weekly in dignified work without experience, investment

or training. No canvassing, Give age, dress size.
Fashion Frocks, Desk 24029, Cincinnati, O.

Inventions Wanted

CASH FOR INVENTIONS, patented, unpatented. Mr.
Ball, H-9441 Pleasant, Chicago.

Nurses Training Schools
MAKE UP TO $26— $36 WEEK as a trained prac-

tical nurse! Learn quickly at home. Booklet Free,
Chicago School of Nursing, Dept. D-9, Chicago.

Old Money Wanted

WILL PAY $16.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN
PENNIES! Indianheads $200.00; Dimes $1,000.00. Cata-
l(t))giue 10c. Federal Coin Exchange, (PP) Columbus,

0.

Patents

INVENTORS — Protect your idea. Secure “Patent
Guide""—Fres. Write CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN, Regis-
eredg’atgnt Attorney, 1K26 Adams Building, Washing-
ton, =

Personal

OLD DENTAL PLATES remade with transparent life-
like plastic. Free booklet. BEAUTI-PINK CO., Dept.
19, Union City, N. J.

Photo Finishing

8 ENLARGEMENTS and film developed, 116 size or
emaller, 26¢ coin; enlarged prints 8c each; special offer ;
enclose advertisement and negative for hand-colored en-
largement free with order 26c or more. ENLARGE
PHOTO, Box 791, Dept. PPM, Boston, Mass.

AT LAST, all your pictures Hand Colored. Roll de-
veloped, 8 Hand Colored prints, only 26c. Hand Colored
reprints 8c. Amazingly Beautiful. National Photo Art,
Dept. 182, Janesville, Wis.

ROLLS DEVELOPED — 26c coin. Two 6 x 7 Double
Weight Professional Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge
%’Vriinu CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16, La Crosge,

8.

ROLLS DEVELOPED—16 Artistic Permanent prints
only 26c. Reprints 2c. Superior developing and printing.
%IiD-WEST PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 5182, Janesville,

8.

Poems—Songwriters

DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE

took the ray box, turned it slowly in his
hand.

“I made you,” he whispered hoarsely.
“With my own hands and brain I made
you.” A wisp of strength returned.

“One more shot left,” he whispered.
“The killer had six. He used three on the
government men. One on Lucien. One on
Reese. That leaves one—he hasn’t had
time to mix the chemical for more. He’ll
use his last shot on Clinton unless I get
him before he has time to make more
plates.”

With trembling fingers he shoved the
box inside his shirt. He fitted on Mitch-
ell’s glasses, pulled an old hat down across
his eyes. He felt his way to the door, down
to the street.

He went past men who would have shot
him without a word; past people who
would have mobbed him. Down street
after street, through the darkness; step
after faltering step of painful progress,
each one bringing him nearer, each mo-
ment finding him closer to death.

He stopped. Ahead loomed the house
of George Clinton. Paul noticed the squad
car parked at the distant corner. The
place was being watched!

Silently he loosened the box within his
shirt. He felt his way into the heavy
hedge, and started working his way down
toward the house. As he went nearer,
the lights in the lower rooms blazed out.

With agonizing slowness he worked
back in a wide circle, still moving in the

Classified Advertising

(Continued)

WANTED—Poems for musical setting. Submit for
consideration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Rhym-
ing Pamphlet FREE. Keenan’s Studio, PP, Box 2140,
Bridgeport, Conn.

POEMS WANTED |—for musical setting,.
free examination. Recordings made. N.
STUDIOS, Box 112, Coney-Island, New York.

SONG POEMS WANTED. Free examination. Send

ms. McNeil, Master of Music, 510-A South Alexan-
ria, Los Angeles, Calif.

TED—Poems for musical setting. Your oppor-
tunity. Prompt Placement. Master Melody Makers, 6411
Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif.

SONGWRITERS—Send Poems for FREE EXAMINA.
TION. Recordings made. Cinema Song Company, Box
2828, D2, Hollywood, California,

112

Submit for
DERBILT

" Building,

SONGWRITERS — Send poems for offer and FREE
Rhyming Dé%ﬁonary. RICHARD BROTHERS, 80 Woods
icago.

Write PARA-
Box 190,

Songwriters, Interesting Proposition.
MOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-62,
Hollywood, Calif.

SONGWRITERS—Write for free booklet, Profit Shar-
ing Plan. Allied Songs, 7608 Reading, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Tattooing Supplies

~ START profitable Tattooing and Removing Business.
El{:e instructions, Write “TATTOO,” 661 South State,
CAgo.



“THE MAN WHO MADE A HELL

he.dge ; the thorny bushes clutching at him.

At last he stopped. From this point of
viantage he had a clear view of Clinton’s
study. And there was Clinton, writing at
his desk! Paul cursed the clumsy trap the
police had laid. He started his vigil.

Suddenly his pulse leaped. His. eyes
caught a flick, like a darting needle of
flame. It pierced the darkness and van-
ished. And in the instant Clinton slumped
at his desk. The killer had made his play!

The study window slammed up. A po-
liceman leaned out.

“Spread out, boys! Dover got him!
He’s out there now!”

Paul’s eyes never left the spot from
which the needle-like flame had come.
Already he was moving forward.

Flashlights sprayed the darkness about
him. Shouts rocked back and forth.

“Oh, God, let me make it,” Paul

prayed. “Don’t let a light touch me yet.”
(Continued on page 114)

to set np and run AN

Sl z'g;':f.m':; Needed

quickly HO\V TO

which usually take yoan
study and practice.

.l!nzand for SKILLED mon Is AL-

s NOW!

then what WILL IT BE a month or two from now?
Don’t miss this chance to qualify for promo=
Bigger Pay don, $100°C Eaimn thia Big 6' pporiunity which
18 yours almest for the asking. Eight Big Books chockful of
tmportant mechanical facts told simply an clea.rly. Over 3
P es, nearly 3000 m\mtra'.ions cover every subject fully, includ-
ng Tool Maklng rn Making, Foundry Work, Mechanical
Drawing, Fagms, Machlne Shop Bractios and Manigement. and

8 Big Books (Up-to-Date Edition) Sent FREE

to you for examination. With them we send a Big Binder of
nesrly 800 pages with 267 original shop tickets with 1200 illus-
trations. These show, step by step, how to set up almost any
kind of job and are in addition to the 8 bools. Decide in your
own home or place of business whether or not you want to
keep them. check up on any facts you want to. Note their
great MONEY MAKING value, then, if you want them, pay on
the easiest kind of payments. Send NOW and we will include
a year’s consulting service without extra charge.

American Technlcal Soclety, Publishers—Mome Study Courses.

nmeriun Technical soclﬂy. Dﬂ:! 5731 nrexel at 58th St., Chicago.

You may send me the B b d binder of shop tickets
for free examnination, I Wll pay the dellvery chxrfes only unleu
I derlde to keep them in which case I will send $ n day.
and $3.00 per month until the total price of onty 834 80 is pald
I I return them in 10 days I will owe you nothing, Becau
send now agree to give me a certificate entitlmg me to oon-
aultmg prlvlleges with your experts for one yea!

ceeesessseesesssseseerenan

Address . o
Please attach a lefter ‘stating age, occupation, employer’s name and
address and that of at least one man as

FOOT ITCH Athlete's Foot

Here's How to Relieve It

According to ths Government Health Bulletin
No. E-28, at least 50% of the adult population
of the United States are belng attacked by the dis-
ease known as Athlete’s Foot.

Usually the disease uurts between the toes,
Little watery blisters form and the skin cracks and
peels. After awhile thc itching becomes intense
and you feel as though you would like to scratch

DONT PAY
TILL
RELIEVED

Itching Often Relieved
Quickly

As soon as you apply H. F. you may find
that the itching is quickly relieved. You
should paint the infected part with H. F.
night and morning until your feet are bet-
ter. Usually this takes from threa to tea

of? all the skin

days, although in severe cases it may take

Beware of It Spreading

Often the disease travels all over the bote
tom of the feet. The soles of your feet be-
come red and swollen. The skin also cracks
and eveela. and tha itching becomes worse and
‘Wors

Get rellef from this disease as quickly as
Pombla. because ft is very comtagious and

may g0 to your hands or evem to tbe um-
der arm or crotch of the legs.

Why Take Chances

germ that causes the dlsease is known

kill. A test made shows it takes 15 minutes
of bolling to Xl the germ.

H. F. was developed sole~
ly for the purpose of reliev-

tissue of the skin where
the germ breeds.

longer or in mild cases less time.

H. F. should leave the skin soft and
smooth. You may marvel at the quick way
it bringa you relief.

H.F. Sent on Free Trial

Rign and mail the coupon and a bottle of
H. F. will be mailed you immediately. Don’t
send any money and don’t pay the postman
any money, don't pay anything any time
unless H. F. is helping you. If it does help
you we know that you will be glad to send
us $1.00 for the product at the end of ten
days. That’s how much faith we have in
H.d F. Besd. sign and mail the coupon
todsy.

T "afnies Foot. 1t 1s a | GORE PRODUCTS, INC. p.o.p. |
lquid that = penetrates |815 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.
’33, %:ll‘:t qt‘{xl:kliﬂec‘;‘:&‘ | Please send me immediately a bottle of H, I
parts. It peels off the for foot trouble as described above. I agree to use

] it according to directions. If at the end of 10 days |

my feet are getting better I will send you $1.00,

J1f I am not entirely satisfied I will s the |
unused portion of the bottle to you within 15 days

| from the time T receive it.

I

m =NAME=
> U ADDRESS. o, codssvpesvisssnssrsissaacesnesi]
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(Continued from page 113)

Then his heart leaped. From the place
where the ray had come, a shadow was
moving—a huge, lumbering shadow.

Recklessly Paul leaped out. His body
tore through the hedge. A voice thun-
dered behind him.

“Who’s there? Stop!”

Paul plunged on. A blazing light swept
along the ground, burst full upon him.

“Stop, Dover! I'm shooting!”

A gun spoke; lead whistled past Paul’s
head. He forced his weakening legs on,
pursuing the shadow.

The gun blasted again. A smashing
blow of the slug rocked him to his knees.
The pain burned through his back; blood
choked his throat.

He stumbled up. The fleeing shadow
was nearer, running. The man lumbered
past a street light. In that instant Paul
glimpsed his profile, and the sight stunned
him.

“No! Not—not him,” he whispered.

“Stop, Dover!” Shots sounded with
the cop’s shout. Flashlights wove a net
around Paul. The fleeing man was pulling
away, his flight covered by the attack
on Paul

Once more, guns roared. A bullet
knocked Paul’s arm useless.

Going down, he realized that they had
him. The killer was escaping!

With a last effort, he hauled one knee
up, balancing the ray box. With his
good hand he set the shutter. His glazed
eyes trained themselves ‘through the
sight, found the fleeing man. His finger
squeezed. The box hummed an instant.
Paul held the sight long enough to see
the lumbering man fall. And he saw a
box shatter. The other ray box was de-
troyed !

A flashlight blazed full in his face. He
was still kneeling, the ray box in his
hand. Guns exploded ; leaden hail show-
ered him and the box.

ND that’s the way it was.” A
A white-faced, weary Mitchell spoke

to the room full of officials. ““Paul
Dover knew it was death to make the play
he did. And he had the courage to make
it.”

“Paul Dover was right,” Mitchell went
on slowly. “In the end he realized that
his invention had to be destroyed. It was
too great a power for a man to hold.
Great power breeds temptation. It makes
a relentless monster of a little, greedy
man. Paul had the brain to create, and
the wisdom to control himself. The killer
did not.

~ “I knew Paul Dover all his life. T knew

him well. And I think it is better that
he died as he did. He would have died,
anyway. And even had he lived, by some
miracle, his life would have been self-
tortue. He would never have forgotten
the death that his invention had caused,
the murders his brain-child had wrought.
Those things would have haunted him
always. Paul Dover died the way he
prayed to die, in destroying his own
folly. I think,” Mitchell ended, “that he
died a happy man. ”

Another man rose. “There is nothing
more I can add. Paul Dover’s name will
be cleared—more than cleared! Our debt .
to his sacrifice will be publicly acknowl-
edged. He worked for his profession,
and he sought to give his creation to his
government. He was deceived by a man
he trusted.” The speaker sighed. “It is
a sad thing that great men must fall for
the sins of little men; that power breeds
a lust for criminal power. It is a sad
thing that Paul Dover had to die for the
crimes of Madison Warner—a man who
framed his own false murder, whose plans
must have been beyond the wildest imag-
ination of any of us. In killing Warner,
Paul Dover gave his own life. But he
kept something greater. He kept faith
with himself.



LOOK WHAT AMERICA'S LEADING
FUEL-OIL HEATER OFFERS YOU FOR 1942!

NEW 1942 Duo-Therms meet America’s needs with new savings on

fuel oil...new burner economy...new Power-Air Blower...new beauty!

UO-THERM, the biggest selling

fuel-oil heater, is now more than

ever the heater for America to buy.

For—at a time when fuel-oil conser-

vation is most important—Duo-Therm

offers greater economy of operation
than ever before.

This year,Duo-Therm gives youan
amazing new Dual-Chamber Bumer
with complete flame-control that gets
more heat from every single drop of
oil. And Duo-Therm gives you still
8reater fuel-oil saving with a new,
adjustable, patented Power-Air blower!

Only Duo-Therm has Power-Air!

Power-Air—exclusive with Duo-
Therm-~—starts where ordinary heaters
leave off. As Duo-Therm’s patented
Dual-Chamber Burner generates clean
odorless heat, Power-Air distributes
it quickly, evenly to every corner.
Healthful warmth is kept circulating
—on the move. And Power-Air is
adjustable, to give you just the
amount of circulation desired. Floors
are no longer cold . . . hard-to-heat
spots are flooded with warmth. Duo-
Therm’s power-driven heat is the se-
cret of lower fuel bills. You save up
to 25% on fuel costs over a heater
without Power-Air.

Most beautiful heaters ever built!

Duo-Therm gives you beautiful new
streamlined models that surpass any-
thing you’ve ever seen in a heater.
And what convenience! No work,
no ashes, no coal, no wood! When
you get up in the morning simply
twist the Handy Front Dial—
Duo-Therm floods heat into your
home quickly—Power-Air keeps it

New All-Weather

DUO-THERM

T he Most Popular Fuel-Oil Heater in America

moving so you don’t huddle around
the heater to get warm. When the
house is warm and comfortable,
twist the dial again and Duo-Therm
loafs along, sending out just enough
gentle heat. You have complete
flame-control at all times . . . ex-
actly the degree of heat you want.

Extra features!

Duo-Therm’s Radiant Doors open
to give floods of ““fireplace” warmth!
Special Waste-Stopper saves fuel.
Coordinated Control insures
proper draft for perfect combustion.
Safe! Duo-Therms are listed as
standard by the Underwriters’
Laboratories.

New streamlined models!

Your friends will rave about the
beauty of the new models—as beau-
tiful as any piece of fine furniture.
And you’ll rave about the preci-
sion engineering that means years
of heating comfort at a big saving
in fuel costs! You’ll know you’ve
bought a bargain in quality!

Small down payments!

Duo-Therm makes many styles of
heaters, capacities of from 1 to 6
rooms. And Duo-Therms cost no
more than other heaters of the
same capacities! Easy payments are
made easier still because of savings
on fuel oil! See the beautiful new
Duo-Therms at your dealer’s and ask
about attractive terms.

Meanwhile, send the coupon below
today for complete information!

RADIANT-CIRCULATOR

Only 5392

MODEL 575-2

Model 575-2 Duo-Therm is the perfect
answer for room heating comfort. Radi-
ates and circulates.

Copr. 1941, Motor Wheel Corp.

f~——=—TEAR OUT AND MA”.—TODAY!——-——|

DUO-THERM DIVISION

Oept. PP-3A. Motor Wheel Corporation, Lansing, Michigan |
Send me, without obligation, complete infoimation I
about Duo-Therm heaters. I am also interested in Duo- I

Therm Furnaces 0 ... Water Heaters 00 ... Trailer
Heaters [0 ... Ranges O |
LYo T IR o 50000000000 IR RRRRRET |
Street ‘
-l




A“ you do is
mail coupon

tor FREE
6’47#103/

Sl Fresh from the press—this new 1942 KALAMAZOO
M & i CATALOG—FREE to you. Mail coupon today!

See newest streamlined styles—see amazing new features 30 DAYS
—see how easy to own a new range—as little as $5 down QE{REIT
on stoves. Choose from 106 styles and sizes of Ranges,
Heaters, Furnaces. Many illustrated in full color.

Catalog full of new ideas—More bargains than in
20 big stores-—Gas Ranges, Combination Dual-Oven
Ranges for Gas and Coal, for Gas and Oil, for Electricity
and Coal; Coal and Wood Ranges, Oil Ranges, Oil
Heaters, Coal and Wood Heaters, Furnaces. Mail Coupon
below today for Factory Prices.

In business 41 years —Kalamazoo has been in busi-
ness 41 years. We sell millions of dollars worth of stoves 106
and furnaces every year. 1,700,000 Satisfied Users. 30

days Free Trial. Factory Guarantee. Factory Prices. STYLES &
24 hour shipments. Send for this big FREE SIZES
CATALOG. Save money. Mail Coupon today!
AllKalamazoo Gas Rangesand Combination Ranges
approved by American Gas Association for NAT-
URAL, MANUFACTURED or BOTTLED GAS.
Now over 250 Kalamazoo Stores in 15
States. Ask us for address of nearest store,

D EE G e D S S EP G S oy s S S G S S e -
Kalamazoo Stove & Fwneco Co., Mnnu'ccmrnrs

502 Rochester Ave.,
Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG. Check articles
in which you are interested:

O Combination Gas, Coal and Wood or Oil Ranges

O Combination Coal and Electric Ranges

s ¢ [0 Coal and Wood Ranges [ Gas Ranges [] Oil Ranges

COAL AND WOOD RANGES 3 5 [ Coal & Wood Heaters [ Oil Heaters (] Furnaces
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