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PRAISE 1

HE LORD

“I TALKED WITH GOD"

and as a result of that little
talk with God a strange Power
came into my life. For I discov-
ered that when a man finds the
dynamie, invisible Power which
s Ord. that man possesses a
priceless heritag:. Failure, fear,
confusion go out of thelife, and
in the place of these things,
there comes a sweet assurance
that the Power which created
the universe is at the disposal
of all. And life takes on a brighter hue when :
the fact is fully known that at any hour of the
day or night the amazing Power of Almighty
God can be thrown against any and all unde-
sirable circumstances—and they diszippear.

Before I talked with God, I was perﬁaps the
world’s No. 1 failure. And then, when the
future seemed hopeless indeed, I TALKED
WITH GOD. And now?—well, I am president
of the corporation which publishes the largest
circulating afternoon newspaper in North

OR. FRANK B. ROBINSON
Sounder “Psychiana”
Moscow, Idaho

Idaho. I own the largest office building in my

home town—Moscow, Idaho. I
have a wonderful home which
has a beautiful pipe-organ in it,
and I have several other hold-
ings too. Now something very
definite happened in my life,
and it is this very definite thing
I want you to know about. It

can happen to you too.

If you will send me your
name and address now, I’ll
send you two FREE booklets
which tell you what happened to me when I
talked with God. You will learn from these
two booilets where I talked with God, and
what I said i® God. As I say, these booklets
are quite free and there is no obligation what-
soever incurred by sending for them.

BUT SEND NOW—while you are thinking
about it. The address is ““PSYCHIANA,’ Inc.,
Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. This may easily be
the turning-point in your whole life. Here is
the address again: ‘“PSYCHIANA,”’ Inec,
Dept. 121, Moscow, Idaho. The prophecy men-
tioned below is also FREE. .

*

AN ASTOUNDING PROPHECY

*

Ten.years ago Dr. Robinson predicted this war. He told what nations would be lined up against other

nations.

He predicted the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. The prophecy came true in a remarkable

manner NOW-—he makes another astounding prophecy. How long will the war last? Which side will
be victorious? How will Hitler and Hirohito meet their doom? Will Tokyo go up in flames? A FREE
COPY of this amazing prophecy will be included if you mail your request—NOW. We cannot promise
to repeat this offer. SO SEND NOW. You might just as wel! begin to use the invisible superhuman

Power of God right tonight—right in your own home. The address again is “Psychiana,” Inc., Dept. 121,
Moscow, Idaho.

Copyright 1942 “Psychiana” Inc.Moscow, Idaho.
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The Living—And The Dead!

HE woman in the black coat drift-

i ed into Mike Holcomb’s vision out

of nowhere, and he slammed on
his brakes, just in time. His cab nosed
to an abrupt stop, and his startled face
relaxed into a twisted grimace of relief.
: You didn’t get credit for it, he thought,
 when you scared an inch off your precious
rubber to keep from hitting someone—
but there’d have been hell to pay- if he
hadn’t! It would have nieant a law suit
for the company, the possible loss of his
job, the depletion of the savings he and
Millie had so carefiilly built up. He might
“even have lost his license.

He threw a final, oblique glance at the
woman pedestrian. She was hurrying
along now, in the safety of the sidewalk.
Then, urged by the blaring horns behind
him; he slammed his hack back into gear
and merged with Manhattan’s mid-morn-
. -.ing downtown traffic stream. Beyond the

fact that both he and the scurrying figure

" in the black coat had been lucky to escape
a disastrous introduction, he didn’t give
the matter another thought—until he saw
the afternoon papers.

Then he realized that, on the whole,
it might have been better if he had struck
the woman in black. He might not have
killed her. She wmight have been -in the
hospital now, with a couple of broken
ribs, maybe, and a swell chance of get-
ting home—instead of being in the
morgue. He and Millie would have man-
aged somehow, even with the loss of his
license. . . .

Mike Holcomb is one of this maga-
zine’s readers. He told us his experience
would make a “swell” basis for a story
for us, particularly in the light of the fur-
ther details in that afternoon’s newspa-
pers. You may have read them, because
they occupied considerable headline space
less than a year ago.

The woman whose description Mike
thought he recognized was a maid-by-
day, on her way to work. Some time
after Mike had seen her, she rang the bell
of an apartment she had come to clean.

- It was her last conscious act.

The mistress of the apartment, who
- .should have answered the bell was dead
6 ’

—a gas suicide.  For the past nine hours,
according to police estimate, gas from the
open jets had been pouring into the
rooms. The unsuspecting maid’s finger
on the bell set off an electric spark, ignit-
ing the highly combustible air, and the
result was an explosion which killed her
instantly, wrecked several other apart-
ments in the building—and, besides in-
juring more than a dozen persons, made
people who lived miles away think that
New York was under an air raid.

But the thing that intrigued Mike was
the paragraph in the papers which said
that the unfortunate maid had not been
expected for worlk until the following day !
That made two doors to life of which she
had been powerless to avail herself. And
there may have been others, Mike said.

Up to a certain point, Mike is right in
his definition of our type of story. The
stuff of good mystery is the stuff of life;
and the thing that caused the unlucky
woman to report for work on a day when
she was not expected, was probably as
humanly simple and deeply rooted in her
existence as the thing that made Mike
slam on his brakes just in time—his
thought of Millie, his savings, his job.

We were happy to hear from Mike,
because he proved that at least a few of
our objectives have been reached. Mike
felt that his experience had been unusual
—and the unusual story is what we try
to achieve. We admired, too, his dra-
matically simple evaluation of his rela-
tionship to a woman he-did not know—
the spontaneous tie-up he made with his
own good fortune and her tragedy.

In fact, Mike’s story suggestion suf-
fers mostly from the lack of an ingredient
on which there seem to be no priorities
at the moment—criminal menace. There
is no villain in the story, but if he should
like to draw one from real life, his choice
is plentiful, ranging from Heindrich
Himmler’s gang of fetish-worshiping, in-
ternational cut-throats to the members of
Murder Incorporated—or even an “hon-
est” man.

All he would have to do then is to tie
the explosion at the apartment and the

(Continued on page 8) .
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(Continued from page 6)
maid’s inopportune arrival to the villain’s
scheme—and send himself through the
story, as humanly spontaneous, apprecia-
tive of the tragedies of others and of his
own relationship to them as he is in life!

E'RE often, all of us, closer to the
unsuspected and the incredible than
we realize. There is one gentleman we
would always have liked to interview as
we interviewed Mike—though his story
probably would be too incredible to be
fictionized. His name, as it has come to
us was Frankie Wells, and he was one of
the less known crooks-of-all-trades in an
older and wilder era of New York City.
Together with his gigantic partner
whose name history has failed to record,
Frankie plied his trade from one of those
ingenious nests slung under the pierheads
of the waterfront, which were then in
favor because in them a single armed
-crook could successfully hold off a bat-
‘talion of police. Without achieving crim-
-inal immortality, the pair finally became
pesty enough to warrant the attention of
the fairly lax police force. Their lair was
tracked down—and there remained only
the problem of gettmg the two men out.
Since these “nests” were generally
-well-stocked with food, a siege was con-
-sidered impracticable, and finally one Of-
“ficer Hendricks volunteered to go under
-the pier. The move proved unexpected,
and Hendricks surprised and overcame
Frankie’s large partner in fairly short
order.

While he was getting ready to take his
prisoner out, a voice called to him to
turn: Hendricks did, and fired' at the
dimly seen glint of a gun-barrel some dis-
tance away in the gloom—just as the
other’s gun roared.

Hendricks knew he had been hit in the

head, but he also knew that his own slug
had scored. But, most important, he
knew that if he lost consciousness, it
would mean his end.

He clung to his senses and his gun, and
finally began to make for the spot where
he believed Frankie Wells lay hidden.
He reached the gunman just as the other
was recovering consciousness, and found
himself too weak to attempt to tie up the
other, to do anything but gesture weakly
with his gun. There was a peculiar roar-
ing in his head, and his mouth kept filling .
with blood, so that he couldn’t speak.

To his mild surprise he saw Frankie
Wells cowering abjectly away from him,
his strained face terror-stricken, his eyes
staring as though he were looking at the
devil incarnate. Again Hendricks ges-
tured, and Frankie scrambled to obey.
Frankie’s giant partner was similarly im-
pressed and Hendricks herded his prison-
ers to the pier above, where they seemed
only too happy to be transferred to the
care of his fellow-officers.

‘Only then did Hendricks discover that
he had been shot between the eyes, and
that the bullet had, to all appearances,
gone right through his head. Frankie and
his friend swore they had been caught by
a dead man!

Perhaps the most incredible part of
the story is that Hendricks lived.

Because of the angle of Frankie’s shot
under the cramped pierhead, the bullet
had gone downward, through Hendricks’
mouth, and finally lodged near his spine.
He carried it there always—as he carried
the scar between his eyes, symbol to the
underworld of the cop who couldnt be
killed.

Yes, we would have liked to talk to
Frankie—the only man we ever heard of
to be captured by a Zombie!

) —The Editor.
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BEWARE THE GOLDEN

A Long Novel of Powerful Menace

It was a simple golden bowl into /
. k Bonlein was firing with a
which Ann Hamilton, Joe Danton’s deadly, slow precision. ;
fancée, placed the fears and sor-
rows of those who sought escape—
but within its shadowed depths lay

suffering, tragedy and death!
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CHAPTER ONE
“Bring Me Their Questions. . . .”

F I NHE WIND came down the dark
street, and the papers in the gutter
swirled-in frantic circles. The wind

was like an unseen cold hand, stirring a

path down the pavement, then vanishing

into nowhere. It flicked at the tail of Joe

Danton’s coat as he stood in the vacant

 doorway. o

Joe Danton struck a match and looked
at his watch. It was after eleven. Then
he stared back at the square of light in the
third-floor window across the street.

B, FRANCIS K. ALLAN

Ann was there. He knew she was.
there. He could see her from time to time,
moving about her room; slowly, sedately
she moved, like a mannikin on a slow-
motion track. ,

“It's crazy! Insane!” Joe told him-
self. “But I've got to know why! I'm
going to know tonight!”

He left the dark doorway from which
he’d been watching. He crossed the street
and entered the hallway of the apartment
building. Up the steps he climbed to the
third floor, and down the hall to the door
at the front. He started to knock. Then
the strangely-cadenced soft voice seeped
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out to his ears, the voice of Ann, speaking
“in a tone he had never heard before.

. bring me their questions, Ann . .
Bring me their fears and troubles, and I
shall lend them my mind . . . Bring them,
Am ... "

And as an overtone to the cadenced
words, Ann’s slow steps ceaselessly circled
the room. Joe could hear them, nearing
the door, passing the door, continuing
away—and monotonously returning. And
the listless words were revived.

Silently his hand touched the knob and
turned. He opened the door quietly and
stood on the threshold. He stared with
unbelieving eyes—stared at the girl he
wanted to marry.

Her hair was gold and her eyes were
deep blue. But now.they were focused
‘miles away; they did not see him. Ob-
livious to the room and the world about
her, she chanted on:

“Bring me their questions . . . All their
fears and their sorrows. Bring them to
me, Ann, . ..”

And stranger than the words were her

.. movements—and the bowl.

It was merely a large gilded bowl,
such as might be used for flowers. It was
- golden in color and semi-spherical in

shape. It was nestled in the crook of her
left arm, and as she slowly paced the
room, her right hand reached gracefully
~into the empty air and there the fingers
closed—closed upon nothing! And then
‘they moved to the mouth of the bowl and
gently opened, as though they were drop-
ping the handful of emptiness into the
~_golden bowl.

“Ann!” Joe exploded.
domg?”

For a long moment she stood very still,
as though listening to his words drift
through from far away. Then she blinked,
and the distant veil left her eyes. She
~trembled abruptly and turned.
~ “Oh! Oh, no . .
the' golden ‘bowl slipped from her grasp

“What are you

.” she sobbed. And *

and fell with a crash to the floor. She
stumbled backward, her hands covering
her eyes. “You ... you ... Get out!”
she begged.

“What in hell is the matter?” Joe tried
to follow her, as she retreated blindly
from him.

“Don’t! Leave me alone! Why won’t
you leave me alone!”

“Something’s the matter with you! For
Ged’s sake, Ann, talk to me! Stand still!
Let me touch you! Let me—" She broke
from his grasp and struck at him- fran-
tically.

“Let me alone! Get out! I told you I—
I didn’t want to see you! Can’t you stop
following me! Can’t—you! Please, please
leave!”

- He stood, rooted where she had hit him.
He stared at her wide blue eyes; he
watched her face, now stained with white-
ness. He could hear the hard rush of her -
breath, could see the pounding pulse in
her temple. 4

“Ann,” he tried very quietly, “what’s
happened? What’s been wrong the last
two weeks? We didn’t fight about any--
thing. There wasn't a reason why we
should- stop secing each other. Where
have you been going at mghts when I
couldn’t ind—"

“Get out!” she screamed.
or...or...Get...out!”

The hysterical fury of her words echoed
away through the walls. Joe watched a
long moment more, then turned. He closed
the door behind him and went slowly
down the steps. As he crossed the street,
he looked back to the window. He saw
Ann, kneeling down. He knew what she

“Get out

. was doing.

He knew she was gathering the pieces
of the shattered golden bowl.

T TEN o’clock the next morning,
Joe Danton entered the apartment
house- again. Quietly he climbed

to  the third floor, -He had purposely
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waited until after Ann would have left to
"go to work. He tested half a dozen keys
until he found one that turned the lock.
He closed. and locked the door behind
him, then turned to survey the room. At
last he moved to the dresser and opened
a drawer. There were a few stray hair-

__pins and an empty powder box. Nothing

else.

He opened another drawer. It was
empty. Abruptlv he jerked at the closet
door. There hung the rod with its assort-
ed hangers. Nothing was there save one
worn jacket. The clothes were gone. He
turned and stared blankly at the room.

* The wave of silence seemed to flow
slowly out of the corners. A dozen tiny
realizations came swarming into his mind:
the picture of Ann’s mother and father
- was gone; the bottles of perfume were
~missing from the dresser; the little clock
~that had always been on the radio—all
- those things were gone. The room was
stripped and deserted. Nothing was left.

Nothing but the fragments of a golden -

‘bowl, carefully gathered and f)laced beside
. the waste-basket.

Joe knelt down and touched them As
he did so, he glanced into the waste-bas-
ket. There were half a dozen scraps of
paper. He lifted them curiously and spread
them on the dresser. He began to fit the
torn edges together. Presently the pat-
tern was complete; it was a sheet of white
paper, about six by eight inches. It was
the inner sheet from a menu-folder. Joe
read:

; The Golden Bowl Dinner
Shrimp
Celery and Olives
Soup
Prime Beef

Green Salad
Dessert
Coffee
“The Golden Bowl,” he repeated-slow-
ly. He searched the sheet for a name;
-there was nane, nor was there clue to the

Potatoes Peas

‘identity of the printer. There were merely

T

four other words, printed in very small
type at the base of the sheet: “Tear along
this line.” .

And the bottom edge of the sheet was
rough and fuzzy, as though it had once .
been perforated for tearing away a lower
part. Joe looked again in the waste-bas- -
ket. The other part was not there. ,

Carefully he folded the scraps into his.
pocket. He stared a last time at the bare
room, then opened the door and went
slowly back down the stairs. In the lower
hall he passed a man he recognized as the
building superintendent. ’

“You—Miss Ann Hamilton hasn’t told
you she was planning to move, has she P e
he asked. ;

“Miss Hamilton ? No.” The man shook 5
his head. i

“You haven’t seen her go out thxs
morning ?”’

“Nope,” the man reiterated methodic-
ally. :
Joe frowned. He walked slowly toward
the bar at the corner. :

“Rye, straight,” he ordered. He tried -

to retrace back to the night two weeks

before. It was the last night he’d seen

Ann—normal. They’d eaten and danced.

He'd told her about his raise; they'd
moved their wedding date up a month, -
Everything had been all right when he left.

“Then she didn’t meet me the #ext
day,” he mused dully: “I didn’t see her:
for four nights. She wasn’t home those -
nights. She never would tell me where
she went ; she wouldn’t see me again. And
then, last night—"

He threw the rye down his throat and
coughed. He locked at the clock, sighed,
and spun a coin across the bar, ‘

g

the Herald-Star Building and wan-

IT WAS after eleven when he “;entered -
dered into his office. Archer, the

kdead-pan re»wrtte ‘man, peeted over ins
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glasses from his side of the room and
- grunted.

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Danton,” he
greeted sarcastically. “Did you sleep well
this morning ?”

“No.” Joe sat down pushed back his
~ hat, and glowered at his typewriter.

“You know, the boss has been inquir-
‘ing after you. He wondered if you were
~ still with us. If so, he asks that you step
. around and get fired.”

~“He’s sore?” Joe asked.
-~ .“0Oh, no. Oh, no!” Archer echoed.

- “Nothing’s happened around here this

- morning! Nothing much, unless you call

~ the Shaler Building something. It just
~blew all to hell this morning!”

- “What!”  Instinctively Joe’s feet
- crashed down from his desk. In the same
“motion he bolted upright, his eyes alive.
- ““The Shaler ! That old six-story job down
~on lower Fourth?”

- “Yeah,” Archer agreed dryly. “Every-
body and the office-boy’s been out there.
~The damn thing went up like a volcano
- about ‘eight-thirty, just when the offices

o were filling up! The last count had the

“dead at five and God knows how many
injured. And where was Danton, that
“Ace of all ace reporters ?”’

. Joe turned and slammed out the door.
- He plunged into the city-editor’s office.
: “Where’s Cobb?” he snapped at the
~ secretary. “I heard he wanted—”
~~ “Indeed he did, Mr. Danton,” the sec-
~ retary announced coldly. “To fire you.”
 She thrust a sheet of paper into the type-
“If
~you'll look hard, you’ll find him at the

-~ morgue. Be careful or you'll stay.”

- Joe cursed and hurried back down the
- hall and to the street. He caught a cab
~and gave the address.

¥ OE found Cobb in a huddle with a
‘& group of other men in a large office.
- ™ Inspector Wade ‘was holding-a sec-
~ond huddle off in one corner.

‘Then he asked,

“Every dick and newshound in town,”
Joe said sourly. He took a deep breath
and pushed his way through the _first
crowd. “Hello,” he said, “They told
me_”

“You’re fired!” Cobb barked without
turning. “Get out!”

Joe lit a cigarette and moved on to
Captain Paula. “I’m on the fire. What
happened, quick and quiet—" The .other
gave it to him, tersely.

“The old Shaler Building blew up at
eight-forty. Seven people are dead, a
couple of them big shots who had offices
there; the rest are elevator operators,
stenographiers, and a passing pedestrian.
We sent forty-nine injured to hospitals;
some of them are going to die. They’ll
have to d1g out the wreck to find the
rest.”

“What caused it?”

“Maybe the boiler,  but Inspector
Wade’s got another idea.” Paula leaned
closer to take a light from Joe’s cigarette.
“We picked up Lefty Lusine half a block
from the place about ten minutes after
the pop-off. He was dying in a door-
way."”

“He was . . .” Joe caught his words.
“Dying of what?”

“He looked like a steak that got left in
the oven; half his-clothes were gone; he
couldn’t talk or see. There was a trail
of blood behind him that went back to the
Shaler. He was dead before Emergency
got there.”

“How did you know it was Lusine?
Nobody’s seen him for five years. The
boys say he’s had his mug lifted.”

“I didn’t have to see his face; it wasn’t
there if I'd wanted to. I took a look at
that bullet crease in his hip. I put it there
seven years ago, and it was still there this
morning. His fingerprints verified that.
It was Lefty all right.”

“Anything else on hun"”’ Joe asked

softly.

“Nothing that mattered a: damn All
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his upper clothes were burned off. There
was a book of matches and a couple of
keys in his pants. And there was a piece
of paper that didn’t tell us a damn thing.
Just a menu from some place. No name
or—"

“A what?” Joe breathed. “What kind
of a menu?”

“Oh, you know—one of those plain in-
side sheets that have the day’s special on
them. This one was something about a
Golden Bowl Dinner, whatever the devil
that means.”

CHAPTER TWO

Death-Haul

T THREE o'clock Joe Danton
walked into Kitty Linda’s dress-
ing room at the Piedmont Theater

and closed the door behind him.
“Hello, honey,” he greeted the tall
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brunette at the dressing table. She turned.
Kitty was pretty, as girls in the Piedmont
chorus-line went; her brows were high
and curved, her mouth was small and
curved. Kitty herself was curved.

“Joe! Sit down! You've been staying
away,” she accused poutingly.

“I’'m dumb,” he said. He lit a cigarette
and sat down on the edge of the dressing
table. “Seen any of the old crowd late-
ly . . .” He waited a pointed moment.
“Like Lefty, for instance?”

The smile almost faded ; the eyes dulled
slightly. Then Kitty shook her head.
“Gosh, no! Lefty’s been gone for ages!”

“When did you see him, honey?” Joe
turned a curl of her hair in his fingers.
“You’re not talking to the cops now. I
know he came back; I know he’d see you.
You tell me and I'll tell you.”

“What? What do you mean, Joe? Has
something hap—"’ She stopped.

“When did you see him?”
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“He—he called me night before last.
He said he’d just come to town. He
wouldn’t say where he’d been, only that
it was out of the country. He wanted to
see me. At first I said no. I didn’t want
... Oh, you know, Joe! I'm getting some-
where now ; Lefty always meant trouble!
I tried to tell him I couldn’t, but he
kept saying—"
“I know. So you saw him. Where?
What was he doing?”
~ “He acted so mean and—I finally
agreed to meet him for dinner at his
hotel. He’s staying at the Clifton under
the name of John Parker. I met him that
- night. He was—was awful!” Kitty said
tensely. “He’s had something done to his
face; he doesn’t look the same. And he
doesn’t act the same, Joe! You know how
he used to laugh and crack jokes, even
“when he was mad inside? Well, he’s not
“like that anymore! He’s mean, now!
Real, dirty mean and kind of—kind of
.almost insane!”

“What was he doing?”

“He wouldn’t say. And that was funny
for Lefty! You know how he used to
always brag about his rackets? Now he
wouldn’t talk at all. And he kept think-
ing I was trying to pump him! Every
once in a while, he’d turn on me real quick
and grip my arm, ‘What are you watch-
ing me for? he"d breathe. ‘What are you
trying to get .on me?’” Kitty gestured
blankly. “And I wasn’t doing a thing!
It was just like he was a different guy?!
Like he was wild inside, and on fire sotrte-
way! Just once in a while there’d be a
little something you’d remember, and then

. he'd be crazy again! I—I left about ten
o'clock. He hasn’t tried to call me since.”

“Thanks, Kitty. And he won't be call-
ing anymore.” Jjoe mashed out his ciga-
rette and stood up. “Lefty died this morn-
ing.”

..“He ... died!” the girl choked.
 “He was mixed up someway in a build-
ing-explosion downtown, He was burned.

&

i
He crawled half a block. He died in an
ambulance.”

“Oh...He...”

“Maybe the boys will remember you
and drop around; maybe they won’t. If
they do, forget I was around asking.
Okay?”

“Sure . . . sure, Joe,” she agreed shak-
ily. She kept staring at the wall with wide
blank eyes. “Burned to death—Lefty—
I wonder why? I wonder what he was
doing ?”

“Me and you, honey ”’ He walked out.,

<

T FOUR-THIRTY Joe Danton
crossed the shabby lobby of the

Clifton Hote] and picked up a
house-phone. !

“John Parker’s room?” he asked.
There was a pause. “1106 . . . Thanks.”
He hung up. As he moved toward the
elevators, his eyes played over the lobby.
Near the cigar-counter, twa men were
idly talking. A bell-boy was waiting be-
side the desk with two bags. In the vari-
ous chairs were two elderly women and
one lean grey-haired man.- Joe noticed
him first because of the grey ‘eyes that
watched across the top of the man’s news-
paper. ' ‘

There were%een, half-slanting eyes that

were partly veiled by the smoke of the
The face was lean and al- =

man’s cigar.
most fragile in its delicate features. There
was a grey moustache, a black hat “with
a'‘grey band, and a black suit that was pin-
striped in grey. ;

Without the eyes, he might have seemed
an ordinarily sticcessful business man—a
doctor, ‘or perhaps a musician if you con-
sidered his strong yet delicate features.
But the deep slate-grey eyes were hard
and metallic, yet hidden and obscured.

Joe felt their unblinking hold  follow
him across the lobby.

On the eleventh floor, he found room
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1106. He waited until the corridor was
deserted, then took out his keys. An or-
dinary pass-key moved the lock, and he
stepped into a large room. He locked the
door behind him and surveyed the room.
There was a dresser, two chairs, a bed,
a writing desk, and a small bath that
opened in the distant wall. There were
two windows, one of which opened onto
a fire-escape. :

Joe moved quietly across the room. He
stopped at the desk. There was a folded
newspaper. He opened it curiously. It
was a Pittsburg paper of the day before.
And on the folded page was an announce-
ment:

The Palace Room of The Jarley
. announces

Salzo
Of The Golden Bowl!
Adrian Salzo, the
MYSTIC

Opening in the Palace Room
Saturday

Make your reservations now!

“The Golden Bowl!” Joe breathed.
“Saturday—that’s today!” He stared at
the wall, thinking, computing distance and
time; and through his mind whispered
the phrase, over and over: Golden Bowl.
Golden Bowl.

He started to say something—stopped.
He reached forward and fished a crum-
pled slip of paper from the ink-well of
the desk. He spread it carefully. Most of
its printing was obliterated by the ink.
Yet enough remained to identify it as a
receipt given by the Haul-All Trucking
Company to John Parker. It was dated
the day before. ~

He picked up the room’s telephone di-
rectory and found the Haul-All Com-
pany’s address. It was on Loraine Ave-
nue. Quickly he opened the door and
stepped into the hall. Just as he closed
the door behind him, the tip of a hat van-
ished behind the far turn of the corridor
—a black hat, banded with grey.

Joe used the elevator from the ninth
floor to reach the street. He dumped
himself in the back of the first cab and
gave the address on Loraine.

’ l \HE Haul-All Company was a long,
low, weathered building situated
half a block from the piers of the

lower Hudson. The building was ugly

and dirty. The huge trucks that ranged
themselves along the loading-dock were
battered and old. There was little sign
of activity as Joe paid the cabbhy and
heaved himself up on the loading-dock.

He moved to a huge door and peered
into the dim interior of the storage house.
Beyond distant crates burned one sickly-
yellow light globe. From that direction
came the lazy murmur of men’s voices.

“What a rat-trap!” Joe announced as
he moved toward the light. A few fat
cock-roaches hurried before his feet and
vanished into a pile of sawdust. He
rounded the stack of crates and saw three
men, sitting and smoking on a box. They
looked at him and stopped talking. Glue-
like their eyes lay on him as he advanced
and stopped before them.

“Looking for something, friend?” one
asked.

“I’ve got a receipt here for a box my
brother left. I want to check up on it.”
He held out the ink-stained slip of paper.
The man who had spoken looked it over
slowly, then stared at Joe.

“Well, what about it?”

“Has it gone out yet?”

“It’s going out tonight. What the hell!
You think we was going to run a truck
to Arizona on a two hundred pound load?
We had to pick up some more weight.”

“Sure, I understand,” Joe agreed eas-
ily. “I'm glad you haven't sent it. You
see, my brother and I got worried about
the packing. I'd like to take another look
to be sure.”

The man sighed wearily, then jerked
his head at a smaller man.
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“Take him over and let him see, Nick.”

The little man got up, picked up a
flashlight from a bench, and led the way
through a maze of crates. He stopped
finally.

“There she is.” He indicated a solid
heavy box, about five feet long, about two
feet wide and high. Joe looked at the
address:

Sunshine Rest Camp
Warner, Arizona

There was no return address. Joe
gripped the edge of the box. He could
scarcely budge it. The boards were bev-
elled and thick. There was not a crack
anywhere. ;

“Got a bar? he asked the man name
Nick. The man peered around, moved
away, then returned with a heavy crow-

~bar.

“What the hell? You gonna open it?”
“Yeah. You hold your flashlight. It’ll
be a ten dollar job for you to nail it up

- again.”

Nick held the light. Joe set the bar

~ and pried. The sixteen-penny nails gave
~-with a straining whine. Again and again
- Joe pried until the boards of the top were

~loose. He threw them aside and tore out

--a padding of shredded paper.
- that was a heavy rubber bag of large size.

¥

Beneath

Joe felt the rubber; he pushed, and

~beneath there was something angular and
. ‘hard. He waited a long moment, then
' took out his knife. With a hard slash he
‘ripped the bag open.

The flashlight
played into the hole.
“T...I...Oh good God! She—"

~Nick gurgled in terror.

..~ For an instant Joe could not feel or
- think Then a wave of hard hot nausea
- foamed from his stomach. Yet his eyes
. ~were locked and they would not move.
- They stared.

There, within the bag, were the remains

; Qf what once had been a beautiful black-

haired girl. Joe was looking at the face.
There were the eyes, set and blind. There
was the mouth, open and frozen. There
was the blood. And there, in the temple,
was the bullet hole.

“Dead! She’s dead!” Nick suddenly
strangled. The flashlight fell from his
paralyzed fingers and rolled across the
floor. i
Then Joe turned. He looked in the
direction from which a soft sound had
come.

Around the corner of a huge crate ap-
peared a lean and thin-faced figure. The
eyes were black and gleamiing. The hand
was holding a gun. It was the grey man,
quietly stalking forward. His hand
straightened. The gun leveled.

P

ducked. His fingers clutched the

heavy flashlight. He threw himself
to one side and hurled it at the gleaming
eyes. The gun thundered, and lead
spanged into a heavy timber above Joe’s
head. Then came a softer, more soggy
sound as the flashlight crashed into the
man’s forehead. Joe watched him start
slowly down.

He lunged for the man’s gun, shoved
it into his pocket, and raced through the
labyrinth of crates toward the door. Three
blocks from the warehouse he caught a
cab.

“Pennsylvania Station,” he panted
thickly. He sank down, trying to get his
breath.

“She’ll be at home! She’s got to be at
home!” he kept telling himself. “She’s
not in this insane nightmare! Oh, God,
don’t let Ann be in this. . ..”

At the station, he entered a telephone
booth and dialed Ann’s apartment house.
A strange voice answered.

“Is Miss Ann Hamilton in?”

“I’'m sorry, sir. Miss Hamilton is not

INSTINCTIVELY, desperately Joe
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here. We don’t know where you might
find her. Is there any message in case
she does return?”

“No,” Joe said stonily, “No message.”
He put down the receiver, and went out
of the telephone booth.

Ann was now a part of whatever the
dead girl had once been. Murder had
been the fate of one—murder would be
the fate of Ann—unless he somchow man-
aged to solve the riddle of the Golden
Bowl!

Slowly he crossed the station to the
ticket window. “One. For Pittsburg. As
soon as possible.” “‘Is ten minutes from
now too soon?” the agent wondered. “It
could be too late,” Joe answercd hope-
lessly.

CHAPTER TIIREE
Have a Grand-—Have Fifty!

tered the swank lobby of the Jarley
Hotel in Pittsburg. He registered

and turned toward the elevator. He
stopped as his eyes found a glittering pos-
ter., The face of a man covered the huge
square of glistening cardboard, monstrous
somehow, as enlargements olten are.

The face was long and almost triang-
ular, The top of the head was large and
covered with black, short curls. Benecath
the curls was a wide concave forehead,
punctuated by two arching Dblack eye-
brows. Below the brows were the slant-
ing slit-like eyes of depthless black, and
between them extended the thin and bony
nose. Then came a mouth—a small
mouth, almost child-like in its hint of
naive laughter.” And yet, behind the hinted
laughter lay the grimness of deep-etched
lines that gave the lips a twist of sardonic
obscurity. That was the face; the chin
was hidden by the tapering length of a
black beard.

Over the entire face was glossed the
printed announcement;

ET WAS eleven-thirty when Joe en-

NOW APPEARING IN THE
PALACE ROOM
ADRIAN SALZO! ! !

See and hear this world-
famous Mystic during the
Palace Room’s floor-shows.
At Midnight and
Two P.M.
Couvert...... $3.50

Joe glanced at his watch, then looked
about the lobby. He found the neon ar-
row that pointed the way to the Palace
Room. He took the elevator to his twelfth
floor room, washed and combed his hair,
then returned to the lobby. He followed
the arrow to the velvet-curtained door of
the Palace Room. From within came the
muted music of an orchestra, blending
with the whisper of dancing feet on the
polished floor, the tinkling of ice and
glasses, the murmur of many voices.

“A table, sir?” A waiter bowed and
gestured toward a distant corner. Joe
looked at the dance-floor, then took out
a five-dollar bill,

“How about something closer?”

The man felt the bill against his palm.
“Certainly, sir.” He changed direction
and led Joe to a small table about ten
feet from the bandstand. Quickly he
pocketcd the bill, whipped away the Re-
served sign, and produced a menu.

“Scotch.” Joe opened the menu-folder,
There was an inner sheet. At the head
was the title: The Golden Bowl Dinner.
Below were the choices of food. Then,
four inches from the bottom of the sheet
was a perforated line. Tear here—Joe
read the instructions on the four-inch
section at the bottom:

You, our patron, are invited to ask the
Famous Salzo one question. Print or plain-
ly write your question in the blank below.
Sign only your initials. Salzo needs nothing
else. Your blank will be collected by Mar-
go. Perhaps your question may be one of
those Salzo answers.

The waiter brought the drink. Joe or-
dered dinner, The waiter nodded and
went away. Presently the orchestra
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stopped. Its members filed out through
a door at the back of the bandstand. Con-
versation hushed. A minute passed. Then
one member of the orchestra returned.
He seated himself at the harp. His fin-
gers flashed in the muted light. The
singing chord electrified the silence, then
muted into a taunting and monotonous
melody of India.

The velvet curtains of a side-door op-
ened and a girl appeared. Slowly and
dreamily she moved toward the cleared
dance-floor. Her hair was shining black.
Her dress was pure white and long. And
in the crook of her left arm she bore a
gleaming golden bowl. Joe watched her
fixedly.
drained away. He leaned forward, his

fingers locked on the table’s edge. Then-

his whisper exploded:

“Ann!” The word was lost in the surf-
like music. Slowly Ann moved on until
she reached the middle of the dance-floor.
There she stopped. Her hazy, dreamy
eyes roamed over the room; and yet they
seemed to see nothing; she seemed aware
of nothing save the Golden Bowl in her
arm.

HEN, from the same door, a tall
I slender figure appeared. . The-fig-
ure was that of Salzo. The face,
in flesh, was even more gently child-like,
yet even more Satanic than had been its
picture. He marched gracefully to the
place: where Ann stood. He bowed low,
then closed his eyes. The harp hushed
into stillness. The room was frozen to
silence. Then, with poetic rhythm, Salzo
spoke
“Dear Friends . . . Tonight you have
_come with your problems. All problems
To my humble mind

“upon my weak shoulders' To know the

His eyes narrowed; his breath

'closed his eyes.
; ietber slip.
unknown! To guide the loskl? &

Again he paused and stroked his bulg-
ing temples softly

“My mind is yours for this moment.
Bring me their questions, Margo—DBring
me their troubles and fears. . ..”

Slowly, still in the dreamy-trance, Ann
turned. Among the tables she moved,
pausing at each to receive the slip of pa-
per; she dropped each slip into the Gold-
en Bowl, then moved on. Joe watched
her fixedly as she neared him. Then she
was at his side. Her fingers—fingers he
had held and kissed—were reaching down,
touching him. ,

“Ann! Ann, speak to me!” he whis-
pered. “Don’t you remember me?”” There
was no answer—not the slightest recog-
nition as-her cool fingers touched his coat,
his hand, his fingers—they took his blank-
slip and dropped it into the bowl. She
moved away.

“Oh—God !” Joe breathed. He watched
her, stranger than the most remote strang-
er, moving away. At last she returned
to Salzo.

“Ah, now,” Salzo chanted melodlcally
He reached into the bowl and took out a
slip. “My first question comes from C.
G. ... The question asks, ‘When should
the next big rain come? ” Salzo closed
his eyes and stroked the dome-like fore-
head slowly. '

“C.G.,, I see you as a man. ‘A small
man. Your hair is red . ;. .And.as to
your question—ah, yes—You own a great
deal of land; many “things are growing
there. You must know . when you may
expect rain. . ..” Salzo smiled. “Rain
will come soon. It will come in the morn-
ing, else it will do you no good.” The
dark eyes began to gleam beneath the
arched brows. “Yes! Rain in the morn-

ing! Before dawn! Tt will first rain in
~your East fields!”

- Salzo’s shoulders slumped wearily. He
~At last ‘he selected an-

_ “My next question comes fmm L0



BEWARE THE GOLDEN BOWL! 21

I am asked: ‘Is Katherine’s throat trou-
ble serious?’ ” Again he paused to stroke
his temples.

“L.0O., you are a woman. I see you as
plump and strong. There is a scar on
your left cheek. And as to your question:
Yes! Katherine’s trouble is serious! More
serious than you suspect! I regret to say
that she will die! But have courage! It
will save much pain. Do not be sad. . ..”

A flurry of quickened whispers raced
through the room, then choked into abrupt
‘stillness.; Salzo selected another slip. On
and on murmured his cadenced, melodic
voice. Sometimes Salzo refused to an-
swer the printed questions.
informed the person of a greater prob-
lem that was approaching, a more impor-
tant fate.

For half an hour Salzo spoke. The
Palace Room grew brittle with silence.
The poetic words left their echoes linger-
ing in the -smoke-haze. At last Salzo
paused for a long moment, then drew
himself to full dignity.

“And now! Now, to one person in this
room, I will grant five minttes. During
this time I will dwell in his mind. T will
share his unspoken fears and secrets. For
five minutes, now! Who?” é

“The pay-off act,” Joe whispered sour-
ly. Yet his eyes narrowed; his cigarette
was forgotten. “The damn guy’s racket
is plenty smooth, whatever it is.”

“I—TI'd like to talk.” A small, wry-

Instead he "

faced man rose at oné table. A murmur
spread through the room. The man next
to Joe winked.

“That’s old Carvell. Got enough dough
to buy out the bank.”

Joe lifted an eyebrow. He looked back
to Salzo. The Satanic face wds cloaked
in a distant veil. The eyes were closed.

g

¢¢ H, YES—I know you now.
A Your name is Emanuel Car-
vell. You are a lawyer. T see
you exerting power, political power in
this city and state. You are wealthy—
more than people imagine. And you are
afraid! Are you not afraid, Emanuel
Carvell?” ‘

“I—I'm afraid,” the man answered
huskily.

“Someone is planning to kill you. Need
I tell you why?”

“No! No, don’t tell—don’t say what—"
Carvell struggled, trying to release him-
self from Salzo’s hypnotic grasp.

“No, I need not tell you,” Salzo mur-
mured softly. “You know quite well.
There is only one way I can aid you.”

“What—what must I do?”

“Call him—this man who plans to kill
you. Call him tonight. Call him at three
o’clock. He will agree to meet you. Go
to him. Give him what he is asking. Do
you understand, Emanuel Carvell? Give
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him what he wants from you! Or you will
die before this week is done!”

“I—I understand—I will—" Carvell
answered thickly.

Salzo bowed, then smiled wearily at the
audience. Slowly he turned and moved
from the room.” The harpist ran the
screaming chord again. Ann turned and

followed Salzo through the velvet cur-

tains. With the final exit, the voices of
the room rose in an excited crescendo.
Eyes focused on Emanuel Carvell as he
rose from his seat, threw a bill on his
table, and stumbled swiftly out.

Joe watched the curtains through which
Ann had vanished.- He took a bill from
his pocket and rose: *As he did so, he no-
ticed for the first time the bottle of cham-
pagne that sat on his table.

. “That’s not mine,” he snapped at a
waiter-captain. ‘

“I beg—" -the man started sharply.

“And don’t let it happen on my bill!

It's not my fizz-water.” He hurried

through the maze of tables toward the
door. Behind him rose the excited whis-
pers of the waiter and the captain. He
passed the curtains and entered a narrow
hallway. At the far right end he saw Ann,
waiting before an elevator door.

“Ann! Ann, wait!” he called. “What
are you doing in this—"

“Leave her alone,” came the blunt com-
mand. In the same instant, a vise-like
hand locked on Joe’s shoulder and jerked
him around. He stared into the granite-
like face of a'squat, squareheaded man.

The odor of garlic and onions was heavy’

on the man’s breath. And the shining
barrel of a gun gleamed in his hand.
" “But she—I know that girl!”
“No. You do not know her. Get out.”
The sound of the elevator door reached
Joe’s ears. He turned in time to see it
closing—taking Ann away.
“Get out!” the man again commmanded.
His frog-like eyes blinked dully.
“That’s what I thought you said,” Joe

sighed. He turned back to the Palace

"Room, and from there to the lobby-eleva-

tors. He went up to his room and locked
the door behind him.

He pulled off his coat and sank down.
He tried to think, to understand. . . .

Whatever the racket was, Ann was in
it now—and with a firm conviction, Joe
knew that Ann was filling the dead girl’s
shoes. Once the beautiful brunette had
carried the Golden Bowl—then something
had happened to cause her murder. When
would it happen to Ann—?

“Why not now?” Joe raged aloud.
“She was due to get it some day! Now
I've walked in and gummed the oil!
That'll move up the deadline! To
when—?"" ‘

He groaned helplessly and reached for
a cigarette in his coat. As he lifted it,-
the contents dropped from his inner pock~
et. There wds his pen, his bill-fold; and
there was a plain white envelope.

“I never had that before . . .” he said
strangely. He picked it up and turned
it about. The flap was sealed, but there
was no name or address anywhere. Curi-
ously he slit the flap.

“My, God!” he gasped. There in his
hand were fiity bills! Fifty one-thousand
dollar bills. And with them was the one
typed line: '

The Smiling Man. The Argyle. Three

That was all.

CHAPTER FOUR
The Smiling Man

OE sank back in his chair and stared.

J “Fifty grand!”’ he said incredulous-

ly. He read the single line again.

For no reason at all his fingers trembled
as he lit the cigarette.

“I think I've walked into a big game,”

he told himself softly. Then he began to .

think, to retracé each movement: He'd
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taken out hls blll fold when he’d paid for
the room at eleven-thirty. The letter
hadn’t been in the pocket then. From the
" cashier’s desk, he’d come to this room,
_ washed, and returned to the Palace Room.
Not one hand, not one persOn had been
near enough!

“Ann!” He reahzed it with a hard
shock. He recalled her fingers, straying
over his coat as she’d reached for the

- -blank-slip. He looked at the envelope

* - again. It was pure white; and he remem-.

bered Ann’s dress—pure white !

“A perfect shield in that dim light!”
- Then he forced his mind to be calm: It
~wasn't Ann’s money, that was certain.

It had not been intended for him, that was
- certain—which left him with fifty grand
- and a strange message.

-He crushed out the cigarette and stood
up.- He fitted the money securely in his
pocket, put on his hat, tested the gun he’d
“taken from the grey man, and left the
room, FHe used the emergency stairs to
reach the lobby. After a study of the
various corridors, he chose one’ that
seemed likely to lead to the-elevator Ann
bad used. Only one red fire-bulb burned
in its long length, casting-a haze-like
. glow on the worn green carpet.

Joe moved quietly forward. As he

neared an L, the sound of quieted voices

reached his ears. He paused and listened;
they came from beyond the turn. One
was familiar—soft” and poetic—the voice
of Salzo, Joe realized.

“You have been of great assistance. I
trust we shall meet tomorrow? Shall we
say, a half-hour before the floor-show?”

“That’s one-thirty,” came another
voice. ““Sure. Okay.”

“And here is your—shall I say, token of
my appreciation.”

“Thanks.” Joe heard the crisp crumple
of paper.

“Now, I must retire. Good-by.” Joe
listened as Salzo’s footsteps faded in the
distance. Eventually the elevator opened

and closed. Then, from around the L of
the corridor came a plump, moon-faced
little man under a shining derby. Joe
blinked. He stared as the moon-face
grew more distinct in the hazy light.

“Moore! Ben Moore!” he exclaimed.
The little man stopped.

“Who are—well, damned if it’s not!

Hello, Danton!” He stuck out his hand.
“What're you doing away from New
York?”
" “Come on! Let’s get out of here. I
want to talk to you!’ Joe gripped his arm
and pulled him back down the hall. Ata
steel door marked Emergency Exit, he
shoved. They stumbled out on a dark
side-street and the door locked behind
them. At a far corner winked the neon
sign of a bar.

“Down here!” Joe snapped, still

clutching Ben Moore’s arm.

g

“N OW, when did you quit being

society-editor and start
working for Salzo?”’ Joe de-
manded when they were seated.
“Who said I'd quit? I was still on the
staff at five o’clock.”
“T heard you and Salzo talking. Money
changed hands.”

“Okay. So what,”
sheepishly
play mine.’

“You tell me what yours is,” Joe de-
manded harshly.” Moore blinked uncer-
tainly.

“Well, hell! It’s nothing to get hot
about! I'm just spotting for the guy. It’s
an easy way to pick up twenty bucks a
night. You see, he moved in here with his
act tonight; came from New York, by
the way. I dropped around to his suite
to see if there was anything for the
column. He found out I'd been around
town for a long time and knew a lot of
people. He said I was the man he'd need

Moore grinned
“You play your racket, I'll
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while he was here, to show him around.”

“To do what?”

“Don’t be dumb, Danton! These mystic
boys are all alike! They all get somebody,
like me, and I look the crowd over and
spot a few folks I've got a little dope on.
Then Salzo gets that girl, Margo, to put
~ their questions in a side compartment of
that-bowl. Then when the right initials
show up, Salzo spills the dope I gave him
and everybody thinks ‘What a genius this

guy is! “He gestured and emptied his
~ glass of beer. “It’s the same thing on
the climax interview. I pick the most im-
portant person I know anything about.

I give the dope to Salzo, then drop around

to the person’s table and kind of hint
~ that Salzo would like to have them stand
up because they re so damned important,
_ They suck in everytime. People like to
be talked about.”

“So the whole damn thmgs a fake"’
Joe said slowly. “Salzo is using your
dope when he refuses to answer the writ-
ten questions, and talks about the other
problems instead ?”’

“Sure. Because maybe they don’t ask
what I told him.”

“What -.about the straight questlons
that he does answer?”

“I wouldn’t know. Stooges, maybe.”
Moore shrugged.

~““Maybe.” Joe murmured distantly.
Then he faced Moore squarely.
ever hear of anybody called The Smiling
Man?”
“The Smiling Man? No, I never heard
—* Suddenly he stopped, blinked. “You
don t mean Bonlein ?”” he gasped.

“Who is he? What about him?”

“He was a doc around here—supposed
to be a devil with the x-ray. Only some-
thing happened about four years ago and

. Bonlein hasn’t been heard of since. There
was a stink, but nobody—"

«: #What happened?”  Joe interrupted

. tensely..

“1 never gof the whole stm'y It seems a

at his watch., Tt was almost two.

“Did you -

couple of dicks were out-at his rest-hos-
pital a couple of miles from town. Why
they were there I wouldn’t know. Any-
way, when they tried to open a room or
door or something, the whole damned
place blew up. They never found enough
of the dicks to bury. They never found
Bamlein at all—” Moore shook his head
reflectively. “He was a pretty picture if
T ever saw one. Got that ‘Smiling’ name
from a long scar down one cheek; it
blended into his lips. Seems-a test tube
or something blew up once and ¢ t him.”
“I see ... ” Joe took a deep breath,
“One more thmg Know anything about
a place called the Argyle?” .

- “The Argyle? Yeah! It’s the rattiest,'
lousiest dive in Pittsburg. You wouldn’t
go there with your dog.”

““You might go there with me,” Joe cor-
rected. “At three o'clock.” He looked
' He
downed his beer and stood up. “Let’s go.”
 “But: what’s_at the Argyle Danton?”
Moor¢ protested. “Why—

“I’ve got a hunch Bonlein’s going to be
there. And I've got another hunch: that
twenty bucks you picked up tonight has
blood on every penny.” V

“What—what do you mean?”

“I think you've been spotting for mur- -
dert”

g

“R EMEMBER,” Joe told Moore

before he left him outside the

Argyle, “come in in ten min-

utes. I’ll be in one of those booths at the

back. You stay at the bar. When Bonlein
comes in, blow your nose.”

Moore nodded. Joe pushed the swing-

ing door and entered the long smoke-filled -

room. To the right was the bar, and be-

. yond was the mirror, reflecting the dismal -

~room in silent depth. Along the bar were
‘ ranged perhaps a dozen men ; nondescript
in &ress, nondescrxpt in parpose Their ~
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low conversations ceased as he passed
them by, and their unblinking eyes fol-
lowed him until he sat down in a dim
booth of the back alcove.

“Rye,” he ordered. It was two-thirty.
He lit a cigarette.

At ten minutes until three, he saw the
white handkerchief come out of Moore's
pocket. The little man blew loudly. Joe
stared.

Down the long room a man was walk-
ing, slowly, deliberately. He was a large
man, with thick, sloping shoulders and
big feet. His body was concealed by the
long black slicker he wore. His long face
was shadowed by the down-turned limp
felt hat. Yet Joe could sense the man’s
alertness; he could feel the search of the
eyes he could not see. Then the man
reached the archway into the alcove room.
There he paused. Joe took a breath and
half rose. He gestured slightly.

The man’s head tilted, and in the move-
ment a tangent of light painted his face.
In the first instant it seemed that the
massive face was caught in a full wide
laugh. The mouth seemed to open. wide
in its mirth, from the lips on into the
cheek. Then, with the passing moments,
the first appearance vanished. The fixity
of the smile destroyed its humor. The
suggestion of mirth became a sardonic
permanency. And the laughter was a red
and ragged scar, from the lips to the point
of the cheek-bone.

Bonlein came slowly forward, his hands
held deep in his pockets, his face still
tilted cautiously.

“I don’t know you,” he spoke as he
stopped at the booth.

“I’'m new. Sit down.”

Bonlein shifted himself as he slipped
into the opposite seat; his hands stayed
in his pockets; his alertness continued.

Joe had had time to think. He knew he
was working on a slender bluff, on which
depended his life and Ann’s—and the
weight of fifty grand. Now he had one

break he hadn’t figured: the ten extra
minutes before three o’clock. He had to
work fast. The set up would have to
pay-off . ..

He leaned forward. “I've got it on me,”
he said quietly.

“Put it on the table,” Bonlein said
softly.

“What have you got?”

’ I \HE scar twitched in a mock smile.
One hand left the pocket and laid
itself, palm down, on the table. The

eyebrows waited, questioning, challeng-

ing Joe.

Joe took out the fifty grand, flashed the
edges, then pushed it across the table.
Bonlein picked it up, leaving a small
brown envelope where his palm had been.
Joe slipped it into his pocket. He leaned
across the tahle and spoke softly :

“He wants to see you. Where arc you
staying 7"’

Again the scar twitched. “I've just
visited Katherine,” he said slyly. “So I
don’t think I want to see him.”

Katherine . . . the name worked back
into Joe’s memory. Then he recalled:
Salzo had mentioned a Katherine in one
of his answers. Katherine was to die of a
throat trouble. . .

“And how did you find her?” Joe won-
dered.

“She had been dead half an hour. So
that,” he studied Joe intently. “I am
wondering if this is to get contagious . . .”

Joe shrugged and repeated. “He wants
to see you at once.”

“No!” Bonlein answered harshly. “If
he wishes to come to Arizona, he can see
me there. I am returning-tomorrow. Until
I do, I am seeing no one.”

Joe recalled the address on the corpse-
box. “You’ll be at the Sunshine Rest
Camp?”

Bonlein blinked.
questions.”

“As I said, I'm new.” Joe looked at his

“You ask strange
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watch. It was exactly three. His eyes
flicked toward the front door; then he
looked back to Bonlein; the man was
watching him fixedly.

“Is someone coming?” came the slow
question.

“I think so. He wants to see you. He
didn’t think you would come easily.”

“I see,” Bonlein murmured. And then
the front door opened. Two men entered.
They stood side by side, their hands in
their pockets, their shoulders leaning the
least bit forward. Their eyes searched
through the smoke haze of the room. Joe
felt Bonlein stiffen, then the man shifted
his large body so that he faced the door.
He did not breathe or move again as he
waited.

Slowly two men came down the long
bar-room. They stopped at the edge of
the alcove. They saw Bonlein and nodded.

“Looking for me, Henry?” Bonlein
asked carefully.

“Yeah. Something’s gone wrong.” The
man’s hand moved a fraction.

“Not yet!” Bonlein rasped. Then the
gun in his pocket roared. In the same in-
stant Joe threw himself on the floor and
rolled toward the far wall.” Behind him
the gun roared again. Then came the
thunder of a louder gun. There were
screams and the shatter of glasses. Joe hit
the wall and twisted to look back.

g

OW Bonlein was on his knees be-
N neath the table. The gun had
blasted a hole in his coat, through

“which it now protruded. His hat was off,
his face was dead-white and rigid. Yet the
strangely mirthless smile lay wide upon
the face, and the nerves twitched with each
deliberate, spaced explosion of the gun.
Bonlein was firing with a deadly, slow
precision. In the doorway one figure lay
crumpled. ' The other was hunched for-
ward, In his hand a gun was spitting its

i

red tongues through the swirling smoke.

Then suddenly the man seemed to leap
backward. The gun was left in mid-air
one split instant, sustained by its recoil.
Then it fell. And a strangled scream raked
the ceiling. Stumbling feet threshed,
tangled, and locked. There was a soggy
fleshy sound—the sound of a body falling.

The last roar died away. The front
door slammed . . . slammed . . . and again,
as terrified bar-hounds fled to the street.
A silence grew to mock the vanished tur-
moil. Somewhere a bit. of broken glass
fell and shattered. That was all. '

Joe looked. at Bonlein. Now the man
was on all-fours. Animal-like his massive
head wagged down between his arms.
From the points of his chin and nose, slow
drops of blood dripped to the floor. Then
the arms began to buckle. The man
doubled forward. His face slid along the
floor until he lay flat. His fingers twitched
once.

Joe stood up.

“My, God!” came the terrified an-
nouncement. Moore’s head came out from
behind the bar. “What a party to invite a
friend—"

“Get up! Quick! We're using the back
way !” Joe ran to the body of the gunman
who lay in the alcove arch. Swiftly he
emptied the pockets. He emptied the
pockets of the second man who lay half
way to the front door. He did the same
for Bonlein.

Through a narrow hall-way, past the
rest room he fled with Moore behind him.
They stumbled. through a rear store-room
filled with kegs.and crates and at the back
they found a door. It let them out into
the dark service alley.

“Somewhere—somewhere where we
can get a phone quick!” Joe panted.
Moore jogged his short legs along a
couple of dark blocks, then turned into a
wider avenue. At last he stumbled to a
halt before the do r of a lighted cafe.-

“This—this stays open all night.”
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“Okay . .. Now! What's the name of
somebody in the local police department
who can think and be trusted. Quick!
Who?”

“Old Collie—Inspector Collie. He'’s a
sour-puss but he’s smart if he thinks the
case is big enough to—"

“Come on.” Joe entered the shining,
quiet cafe and nodded Moore to a table.
He continued on to the telephone booth,
looked up a number, and dialed. Pres-
ently he spoke, quietly.

“Hello, is Inspector Collie down there?
What—What’s that number?” Joe's lips
moved silently, memorizing ; then he hung
up. Again he dialed. It was over a minute
before a sleepy voice answered.

“Is this Inspector Collie?”

“This is Collie. Who're you? Don’t
you know what time it is?”

“T know damn well what time it is.
It’s fifteen minutes after Smiling Man
Bonlein killed two men.”

There was a fragile pause, then Collie’s
voice, cleared of sleep, spoke again. “What
did you'just say?”

“I said Bonlein just killed two men.

Bonlein himself is dead or dying. Does it"

sound important enough for.you to come
to town for?”

“Where are you? Where was the kill-
ing? TI'll be down at once.”

“Will you give me one break on credit
until I can talk to you?”

“Like what?” came the hard question.

“Hush the killings. Keep the news-
papers off until tomorrow. If you'll do
that, you'll get the big haul tomorrow.”

Collie waited one moment. “All right!”
he snapped. “Talk!”

“The blow-up was in the Argyle, a dirty
bar on—"

“I know where it is! And where are
you?”

“I'min a cafe called Duncan’s Number
6. My name’s Joe Danton. When you
get the Argyle sealed, I'll be waiting for
you.”

There was a metallic click as Collie
slammed down his receiver. Joe hung up,
returned to the table where Moore was
sitting, and emptied his pockets. On the
top of everything else he placed the plain
brown envelope from Bonlein.

“Coffee,” he ordered wearily. He
looked at his watch: it was three-thirty.
For a minute he allowed his tired eyes to
close. Through his mind she came—
slowly, slowly walking; her once-golden
hair now black; the long white dress
sweeping the floor behind her. In the
curve of her arms rested the Golden Bowl.

“Where is she now?” he asked him-
self silently. “Dead or alive?”

CHAPTER FIVE

Hail the Rain

T FOUR o’clock Inspector Collie
A walked in. He was a thin tubercu-
lar looking man. His face was al-
most apologetic in its hang-dog expres-
sion; a limp grey mustache was strung
beneath his nose. He shuffled instead of
walking and his thin shoulders shook with
the motion. Only his eyes were alive. They
were sharp and grey-blue. They seemed
to dance incessantly in their deep sockets.
He looked at Moore and nodded vague-
ly, then the eyes peered at Joe. “You're
Danton?” he asked. The depth of his
voice belied his frail figure.

“I’'m Joe Danton.” He nodded to a
chair. “You hushed that Argyle mess?”
he asked quickly.

“I told you I would. Talk fast.”

Joe took a deep breath, washed the hot
coffee down his throat, and started talk-
ing. He began with the time he’d walked
into Ann’s room and witnessed the strange
routine of the Golden Bowl. Collie did
not utter a word through the account. He
sat, hunched deep in his chair, methodical-
ly smoking a battered pipe and watching
Joe’s face.
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“And there’s the loot so far,” Joe said
at last, gesturing to the contents of the
pockets. “I thought it was just a case of
finding my girl when she was angry with
ine, or ill. Now I know it’s something
big; too damn big for me to play with
alone.”

Collie nodded. He picked up one bat-
tered bill-fold and looked the identification
over; there was none. He searched an-
other bill-fold. Again there was no identi-
fication. Plenty of cash in both; nothing
else. Then he searched Bonlein’s morocco
wallet. There was an ordinary name-
plate, identifying the bearer as Dr. Fitz-
hugh Samms, chief-consultant at the Sun-
shine Rest Home, Warner, Arizona.

“And now we’ll see what was worth
fifty grand.” He picked up the brown
envelope and slit the flap. Onto the table
fell six sets of pictures, two in each set
and carefully clipped together. Joe picked
up one set.

The first picture was the face of a man.
The cheek bones were wide, the chin was
heavy. The eyes were black beneath arch-
ing brows. The nose was flat and wide,
the ears were lopped.

Joe looeked at the second picture. It
was that of another man. The brows were
negligible ; the nose was thin and pointed;
the ears sat close to the head. The cheek
bones were wide, the chin heavy.

“Let me see those!” Collie suddenly
rasped. He snatched the pictures from
Joe’shand. For a moment he stared, then
he exploded.

“Hendrell! Tt's Hendrell! His mug’s
been worked on! His ears and brows and
nose have been changed, but it’s still
him!”

“Who is Hendrill?”

“He’s wanted in four states for arson
and murder! He’s been out of sight for a
year! And these pictures here!” He
held out another pair.
-named Chass, or I'm blind!

, (CT

“That’'s a guy:
They're .
wanting him in San Diego for a dynamite-

job! And his mug’s been prettied up, too!
“So those were the operations that

made Bonlein fifty grand,” Joe digested.

Collie rose abruptly.

“Where are you going?”’ Joe asked -

sharply.

“To get the boys! We’re going to clean
house at the Jarley!”

“No! Sit down,” Joe snapped. He
hauled the Inspector back in his seat.
“Just sit still a minute . . . I've had time
to think all day! Just give me another
minute and I'll—"

-Q

fit,” he mused after a long mo-
ment. “That climax-interview
with Emanuel Carvell!” He turned on
Moore. “That was your dope Salzo, was
feeding Carvell ?”

The little manr nodded  immediately.
“But, God, I didn't—"

“Remember what Salzo told Carvell to

do? He told him to meet the somebody

who planned to kill him; he told him to
give them what this somebody wanted!
Now,” he leaned forward, his eyes alight,
“What dope did you give Salzo on Car-
vell? Did it involve money ?”
“Why—why yes,” Moore admitted.
“It’s no secret around town; Inspector
Collie knows about it, I'm sure . . . You
see, Carvell is sort of a gilt-edged rack—

HERE'S one card that doesn’t - k

eteer. A few months ago he and his men |

move into the North Side dice territory.
And that section has been Sam Hanlon’s
gravy-train for years. Everybody in town
knows that Hanlon’s sent Carvell his

proposition: Get out of the North Side or
pay.a hundred grand to stay in. Or get

killed!” -
“That’s what you told Salzo,” Joe mur-

mured. “And he told Carvell to get to

Hanlon by three o’clock and pay off or get

killed—is Carvell gullible enough to swal-

fow that order?”
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“Hell! That’s why I picked on Carvell
for the interview! He’s so superstitious
he won’t go out on Monday because his
brother was killed on a Monday, once,”
Moore said.

“Moore,” said Joe quietly, “you can
remember this as the night when you
played pure hell!” Then he turned to
Collie.

“You took me up on the Argyle hush-
up and you got those pictures. Will you
carry me one more lap?”’

“On what?” Collie asked testily.

“Leave Salzo alone until we test one
more hunch of mine. Okay?”

“And this big hunch?”

“Let’s go.” Joe rose. “It’ll probably
turn up at Hanlon’s place, wherever that
is.”

“He lives in an apartment in Christoph-
er Court.”

—sig—

HEY moved silently along the
I thick carpet to the door of Sam
Hanlon’s apartment. Joe pointed

mutely to the floor. There, beneath the
door, shone a slice of light from within.

“Use your keys,” he whispered to Col-
lie. “Keep it quiet.”

The Inspector frowned, produced a ring
“of keys, and tested one silently. On the
fifth fitting, the lock moved softly.

“Okay,” Joe said. “And don’t get ex-
cited.” He pushed open the door and
walked in. The hinges whined. In some
room there was the sudden scrape of a
shoe, then a metallic click. Presently, very
slowly, the door across the room opened.

There stood a large well-dressed man.
His face was wet with sweat and flushed.
In one hand he held a rope. In the other
was a gun.

“Hello,” Joe greeted him quietly.
“Don’t shoot that damn thing.”

Hanlon didn’t move. He didn’t breathe.,
He watched and waited.

“Where’s Carvell’s body?” Joe asked
pleasantly, smoothly.

A nerve twitched in Hanlon’s sweating
temple.

“This isn’t a gag, Hanlon,” Joe went on
slowly. “I know you've found Carvell’s
body; and the set-up fixed you as the
killer. Right?”

Hanlon’s tongue wet his lip. “Quit stall-
ing on me. Get those hands away from
that pocket.” But the voice lacked the
depth of certainty. The eyes flicked to
Collie, then back to Joe.

“I’'m not stalling, Hanlon. I know
you're framed for murder, and I know
you didn’t do it. Put down your gun and
talk. You don’t think we’d walk in here
empty if we were hunting a killer ?”

The fog of uneasy doubt played through
the eyes. The gun started down, halted,
waited, then finally lowered. Hanlon
broke. ’

“I didn’t! Nobody’s going to believe
me, but I swear I didn’t kill him!” he
choked.

“Where is the body?”

“Here—in here—I was getting ready
to move it.” Hanlon stood away from
the door. Joe and Collie moved forward.
On the threshold of the bedroom they
stopped.

On the floor lay the wry-faced figure of
Emanuel Carvell. He lay face down.
About him were ropes, weighted with iron
skillets, tire-togls, anything Hanlon had
been able to find, apparently. On Han-
lon’s desk lay a long letter-opener, it’s
blade coated with blood. And between
Carvell’s shoulder-blades was the slot-like
death wound.

“So you were going to give him a ride
to the river,” Collie surmised. “All right!
What happened, and make it straight!”

“I got a call. It was about one-thirty
I guess. The guy said he was Carvell, and
would I meet him at his South Star club;
he said he was ready to kick in a hundred
grand for the North Side dice territory—
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so I went to the South Star club, and no-
body there had seen Carvell tonight. I
waited maybe an hour, and got tired. I
came on back here. When I opened the
door, there he was! My letter opener in
his back! Hell! Who was going to be-
lieve me when I said it! A hundred people
in town would swear I pulled it! They
know I was having trouble about the

North Side take!”
“I He turned to Collie. “It works,
see. . . After the floor-show was

over around one, Salzo called Hanlon and
said he was Carvell; he arranged the
meeting to get Hanlon out of here. Then
_he came in, took Carvell’s real call, and
invited him to come up with the money.
Whereupon he killed him, made Hanlon
look guilty as hell, and left. With the
hundred grand, naturally.”

“All right! So this is your hunch!”
Collie barked. “Now what?”

“Now,” said Joe softly, “you’re going

M GOING to believe it,” Joe said.

to arrest Hanlon and charge him with’

murder. You'll play it to the morning
papers—”

“You damn double cross—
leaped for his gun.

“Get back there, you fool!” Joe raged.
“Let me finish; nobody’s crossing you!”
He turned back to Collie.

“This Carvell job is accidental gravy
for Salzo. His steady racket is in those
straight-answers from the Golden Bowl.
I'll tell you about those later—when I
know. Tonight he said a woman named
Katherine - would die—tonight Bonlein
told me he had killed her, on orders. He
predicted other things. He predicted rain
—1I don’t know what that means, but that’s
what we’ve got to nail! Play it right, and
we take the whole mob to the wringer!
Muff it, and we pull a dry-haul! We don’t
haye a damn thing tangible to tie Salzo to
this murder here! And most important,
on the answer-racket of the Golden Bowl,

»

Hanlon

Salzo has absolutely no personal con-
tact with his mob! That’s his ace-card if
anything slips! He’s clear! He doesn’t
know the guy! Why, hell, he never met
him! His nose is clean! That’s the beauty
of his set-up, understand?”

“So what do we do? Sit back and ad-
mire it?”’

“Don’t be a fool! Right now you arrest
Hanlon and charge him with murder!
Play it big to the papers this morn—"

“Damn it! I told you I never—" Han-
lon shouted furiously.

““Then get on the telephone and get the

best psychiatrist in town! Get him in his
office and ready to work. I'll meet you
there in an hour, I hope—"

“And just where are you going?” Col-
lie asked bluntly. ’

"“To the Jarley. Alone! It’s got to be
that way! You show your face and we -
lose the whole pot!, Now—what doctor
are you going to use?” '

“I—Lansing, I guess. In the Medical
Center, but—I don’t like the way you’ré
going about this, Danton! You're string-
ing your luck too thin when you leave
Salzo free to—" i

“Don’t tell me how thin I'm playing it!
I know damn well! But I know it’s the
only way to cut the bottom out! I've got
two more details to check: the New York
Business Directory and the morning pa-
pers. If they fit the pattern, I'm going
to have to send my girl back into a mur-
der nest at two o’clock tomorrow. And
don’t think that.isn’t thin!” He turned
and walked out.

CHAPTER SIX

Drown in the East Fields!

T WAS five-thirty when Joe left the
I cab at the side of the Jarley Hotel,
He entered by way of the dim side
entrance; silently he crossed the rear of
the lobby. The place was almost deserted.
There was a light at the main desk. One -



- BEWARE THE GOLDEN BOWL!

elevator was open, and within dozed the
boy. In the deep cotich against the distant
* wall a man was sleeping, his face covered
by a newspaper. At the huge front en-
trance, the first dirty splotch of grey dawn
hovered. ,

‘He left the lobby and moved down the
narrow corridor toward the elevator that
Ann had used earlier. He searched for a
stairway. He found it at the extreme end
of the hall. As he began to climb, he
oriented himself. He . was in the north
‘wing of the hotel; it was an older section
—perhaps the original hotel, not so tall.
He stopped at the second floor corridor
and peered down its length. He took a
deep breath; his fingers fitted about the
gun in his pocket. Then, with heavy
steps, he walked the full length of the
hall. At the far end he stopped and lis-
tened. Then he returned and listened
again. There was no sound. He climbed
to the third floor and repeated the process.
Again there was no sound. He went to
the fourth floor. Down the hall he walked,
slowly- and heavily. At the far end he
stopped to listen. Then he heard a sound
—a footstep. - Quickly- he drew himself
around the corner. He heard'a door open

softly. There was a long wait, ‘then the
footstep moved again. The door whined

- “M

_out his handkerchief. He reached down.

as it closed. Joe looked around the cor-
ner. He saw the narrowmg door—-—the
third from the opposxte end, on the left.

When its latch c icked, Joe took out his

gun and removed the safety. Silently he
crept back down the hall to the door. He
_pressed himself against the wall at its
Then, softly, he tapped the

blind side.
wall.

After a minute. of silence, he heard the‘

‘creak ‘of bed-springs. He heard the slow
padding of footsteps again. He watched
the knob revolve. The door opened and
the thick head of the garlic-scented man
appeared.

“Hold it! Don’t move!” Joe rammed
the gun into the man’s stotnach. Then,

~ blindly against the heavy hands.
‘choked in her throat. Then the man lifted

with the force of the barrel, he pushed the
man back into the room, switched on the
light, and closed the door.

“I’ll talk fast—you can believe me or
not,” he spoke quietly. “The two gun-
men that went after me tonight are dead.
That’s the way you’ll be if you don’t talk
quick! Now—which is her room?”

The man looked at the gun, then shifted
his eyes to Joe's face. In them was un-
easy doubt, and fear. Joe rammed the gun
deeper into the stomach. The man grunted
thickly.

“Where?”

“Next room!” the man answered thick-
ly.

“Walk in there! And don’t make Ay
noise.” ’ Joe shifted the gun to the man’s
spine. Slowly the man moved into the hall
and to the next door. He took out a key
and turned the lock. Joe followed him
into the darkness and snapped on the light.
There lay Ann, asleep in the bed.

“Now, listen . . . ”Joe ordered. “Move
to that bed. Use your handkerchief. Gag
that girl. Don’t make any noise. When
she’s gagged, pick her up. We're leaving.”

“I don’t—=""

OVE'” The' gun bit at the -
spine. The man moved. At
the 'side of  the :bed he took

There was a brief struggle as Ann fought
Acry

her and turned. Joe nodded toward the
hall. He waited until the man passed him,
then snapped off the light, turned the
key and dropped it into his pocket, and
followed the man to the end of the hall.
There he raised the window that opened
onto the fire-escape.

“Start down. And I've still got the
gun. Remember that if you start getting
ideas.” The man merely grunted. He
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climbed out on the fire-escape and started
down through the grey mist of morning.

Just as Joe started to follow, a sound
reached his ears. He listened. It came
from the stairway. It was the sound of
soft steps. Quickly he tip-toed to the
railing and peered down.

Two flights below a man was climbing,
searching, listening as he came. A thin
man with a grey-ribboned black hat. His
suit was black and grey striped. Across
his nose was a patch of adhesive tape. In
his hand was a gun!

“That guy again!” Joe breathed. He
shifted indecisively, then made up his
mind. Quickly he returned to the window
and climbed out. He tried to lower the
window; the sash grated. He cursed
hotly and began to stumble after the big
man who was carrying Ann. He knew
the grey-man had heard the sound! He
knew he would see the open window !

“Down!” he snarled at the big man.
“Go on! The last span gives down with
weight! Hurry!”

The man went on. The weighted last
span of the escape went down and touched
the side-walk. Joe followed the big man
off.

“That street! Down there! There’s a
cab!” he breathed. As he drove the man
on with his gun, he peered back upward.

He saw the thin, grey-faced man! He
was coming down the escape! Following!

Joe shoved the big man into the back
of the cab and plunged in beside him.

“Medical Center!” he rasped. “‘Hurry!
There'll be a cab following you! It’s worth
money for you to lose it!”

In answer, the driver slammed in the
gears. The cab leaped strickenly and
swayed drunkenly around the corner. Joe
looked back to see the tall man gesturing
furiously at another taxi. Then his arm
straightened. Joe saw the hand kick up-
ward. Before he heard the gun’s roar, he
felt the leaden spang of the bullet as it
buried itself in the back of the cab.

The driver cursed. “And I left Chicago

for this!” He took another curve on
screaming rubber; the speedometer
climbed.

the sleepy-eyed and angry Dr. Lan-
sing when Joe prodded the big man
through the office door.

“Put her in that chair,” he ordered.
“Take off the gag.” He watched the man
do as directed, then gestured him toward
the far corner.

Ann stared at him, at the room and its
other occupants in blank uncertainty. No
sign of recognition penetrated the vacant
glaze of her eyes. Her lips moved sound-
lessly.

Some of Dr. Lansing’s frown left his
face. He moved to her and bent over. He
lifted the lids of her eyes. She pulled
away and blinked. Her throat moved, but
still she did not speak.

“This girl is thoroughly hypnotized!”
he said suddenly. “I can’t recall having
seen such a total inertia of—"

“Save what you can’t remember!” Joe
snapped. “Can you crack the hypnosis?”

INSPECTOR Collie was waiting with

“Why, certainly! Unless, of course,
sonie drugs have been employed.” Lansing
turned to Ann and took her hand. Child-
like, she followed him into an inner office.
Joe turned to the big man.

“What’s your name?”.

“Hoffman,” the man said thickly.

“All right, Hoffman: what’s Salzo’s
game?”

The man blinked stupidly. “He reads
people’s minds.”

“Hell!” Joe glared. The man merely
blinked back; there was no secrecy-in his
eyes, only fear and confusion.

“What was your job with him?”

“Keeping people away from the girls—
girl,” he corrected hastily.

“So there have been other girls? And
what happened to them?”

“They—went away I guess,” he re-
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sponded dully, his face expressionless.

Joe shook his head wearily, “He doesn’t
know anything,” Collie said irritably. The
door of the inner office opened and Lan-
sing stuck his head out: “She’s ready
now.”

Then Ann appeared. Where once she
had walked with dream-like grace, now
she seemed to stumble, to feel her way
from wall to chair to table. The bright
light-globe seemed to blind her eyes; she
blinked. Then her vision focused for the
first time squarely. She looked at Joe.
For a full ten seconds she did not move
or speak. Then her throat corded with a
swallow. “Joe!” she cried.

“Ann!” He caught her in the center

of the room. He kissed her, unmindful of
Collie, Hoffman, and IL.ansing. Then he
held her away and looked at her in the
hungry stare of relief. Then, as abruptly
sed her and turned to Lansing.
she remember what she did when
8 'hypnotlzed U
“may. Not everything of course.’
- He nodded. “Ann—now listen care-
fully, Ann, and try to remember—Golden
Bowl!" Slips of paper! Do you remem-
ber?”

“Golden Bowl. . . Slips of paper. . .
Then she trembled visibly as some frag-
ment of nightmare raked back through
her mind. “The Golden Bowl. . . The
bottles! Him! His voice! Oh, God. . .
I...Ican’tforget!”

“What about the bottles, Ann? What
bottles ?”

“The black-colored champagne bottles
on the tables! That’s where I leave the
envelopes! Where I get the other slips
that go in the side of the bowl!”

“Oh,” Joe murmured. His mind began
to click. He recalled the bottle of cham-
pagne on his table—a bottle he had not
ordered! And then his mind went further
back, to the bill he’d handed the waiter;
and to the Reserved sjgn the waiter had
taken from the table. “So I got a table

»

that was set for one of Salzo’s boys!
And that’s why I got the fifty grand} And
you're supposed to leave envelopes at
each table that have a black-colored cham-
pagne bottle ?”’

“I slip it in the pocket. The pocket of
whoever has the bottle-before him. Salzo
taught me how. He...Oh, all those times
in New York when—I couldn’t break
away! Every night I'd go back—"

“And there’s a pocket inside the bowl
for the questions you get at those tables ?”

g

the others. . . I mean, I didn't!” She

covered her eyes and trembled
again. “I—I'm never going back! I can’t
ever see him again! Hell kill,
know! Every night he'd try me out again
in my room! Trying to see if I was wak:
ing up yet! I knew that’s what he was do-
ing! I knew if I ever really woke, he—
he’d do something! That was the horrible
part! Just like a little corner of me
knew, but the 'door wouldn’t open to let
the light into the rest of my head! It was

. was a nightmare!”

SHE nodded. “I don’t put them with

Joe swallowed. His eyes shifted to
Collie’s. The Inspector suddenly realized
Joe’s plan, even before Joe spoke. His
eyes shifted uncomfortably,away and he
began to work with his watch chain. Joe
swallowed again, but no word came.

“Maybe—maybe we won't have to,” he
said distantly. He moved to the telephone
and got the central telephone office.

“I want to know the location of the
Aberdeen and Smith Co., Industrial
Architects, in New York,” he said slow-
ly. He waited.

“The Shaler Building—no—that’s all.”
He hung up. Again he looked at Ann.
The tension of the room had penetrated
to her. She blinked.

“What is it, Joe?” ,

“Listen,” Collie started bluntly. “May-



34

DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE

be we can handle’it some other way. If
we got another girl who looks like Ann—"

He stopped, realizing the hopelessness
of working the fraud on Salzo. Again he
began to fiddle with his watch-chain. Joe

looked at his own watch. Then suddenly

he moved to Lansing’s desk and snapped
on the small radio. He twirled the dial.
At last he found what he wanted.

There was a summary of the war-
bulletins. There was news from Washing-
ton. There was local news. Then the an-
nouncer’s voice tightened :

“A bulletin just received! From Mar-
ville! At dawn this ,morning the East
locks of the Marville River Dam were the
scene of a violent explosion.. Ten minutes
later the thirty-mile lake-head roared
down into the valley. It is still too early
to offer any estimaté of damage or loss of
life. It is known positively, that the Mar-
ville power-plant is inundated; likewise
the Valley Steel and Rolling . . .”

Joe’s wrist moved. The voice ended
abruptly. He looked at Collie. “There’s
another order from the Golden Bowl,” he
said emptily.  “Salzo said there would
have to be rain in the East fields before
dawn.” He paused and gestured. “East
fields—East locks—All before dawn.”

Collie only nodded. Joe looked at him
and then he looked at Ann.He took a
deep breath and faced her squarely.

“Honey, I—I'm sorry, but—but you’ve
got to go back! You've got to give one
more show. I’ll tell you why and what
to do.”

CHAPTER SEVEN

Sit Tight—and Die!

WO o’clock in the Palace Room.

Every plan was made, as well as
plans can be that rest on the sands
of danger. From the door behind the
bandstand, the harpist came. He seated
himself and the shrill singing chord raked

herves.

the room. The audience stilled. From the
velvet-curtained door, the slender’ﬁgure
of Ann appeared. From his table in a
distant corner, Joe watched. :

She moved in the same dreamy haze,
her steps slow and rhythmic. She -wore
the pure white dress, and she carried the
Golden Bowl. To the center of the cleared

“floor she moved, then stopped.

Salzo entered and walked with stately
stride to his place beside her. The harpist
ended. A hush descended from the ceil-
ing. Joe’s eyes :played about him. At a
table to his left he recognized one of Col-
lie’s detectives, seated with his wife. The
man nodded imperceptibly. At another
table, farther away, was another detec- -

‘tive, seated with a police stenographer. In

all, eight detectives were scattered through

the room, .each innocently drinking -and

dining with 4 companion. J

Salzo started to speak in his spaced'
poetic tone.” Joe’s eyes kept roaming on.
At a tahle down the room he noted one
of the tip-off black champagne bottles; it
sat before -a small, sharp-nosed man.
Across the room, Joe could see two more
of the bottles on other tables. = . ‘

Joe lit a cigarette to calm his taut
His eyes returned to Ann. She
was moving among the tables, now; gath-
ering in the question-blanks. He watched
her as she stopped at the first champagne:
table. His trained eyes, now alert, saw
the white envelope slip from ‘the loose
sleeve of her dress and vanish -into the
man’s pocket. Again Joe breathed deeply.
Ann was making it good . . .

He looked a last time at his own- quess
tion blank. There he had plainly prmted
his’ questlon

Where are Emanuel Carvell’s one. .
hundred thousand dollars?
J. D.

Ann stopped at his table. As he folded
the slip, their eyes met one moment. ‘Then

“her cool fingers touched his,
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“Good-luck, honey . ..” His lips
formed the silent words. She almost
smiled, then moved on. At last she re-
turned to Salzo. He bowed once more,
then reached into the bowl.

Just as Salzo started to speak, Joe's
table moved slightly. He turned.

“I have a gun under the table,”” spoke
a quiet voice. “Sit very still. Leave your
hands where they are.” The speaker was
the man with the grey face and the ad-
hesive-plastered nose. He had slipped into
the chair beside Joe. His slate-grey eyes

dol—" Salzo stopped; or rather, his voice
simply broke into a soundless silence. For
a long moment he stared at the note. Then
he turned on Ann. Joe watched the lips
move in a furious question. His body
tensed. Sweat began to pour down his
arms. He saw Ann’s cheeks pale. Her
head shook stubbornly.

Out of the confused stop, the voices of
the audience began to rise—sensing the
unusual, the unplanned! Salzo was
stalled !

The rising wave of noise jerked Salzo
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were hard and cold on Joe’s face, and his
right hand was under the table.

g

T LAST ]Jae sighed, emptily. Dis-
A tantly he heard the voice of Salzo
murmuring. Silently he cursed
himself for his one mistake! He'd for-
gotten completely the grey man!

“When the show is over,” the man
spoke in an undertone, “wait until the
crowd leaves. Don’t move until I order
you.”

“I know—then we’ll take a little walk,
you and me . ..” His eyes left the grey
man. They played anxiously toward the
nearest detective. The man was carefully
watching the table where sat a black cham-
pagne bottle.

“Don’t try to signal,” the grey man
ordered bluntly.

“My next question comes from J.D.”
The words of Salzo broke sharply into
Joe’s consciousness.  Instinctively he
looked at the Satanic-faced mystic. There
was the slightest frown playing over the
triangular face. “I am asked, Where is
Emanuel Carvell’'s hundred thousand

to attention. He faced the room stiffly.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, I regret that I
—I must interrupt the program for the
present. I—I am not well.” Then he
turned. But he did not leave the room
alone. His long fingers grasped Ann’s
elbows. He forced her to precede him to
the velvet curtains.

Joe started to rise. The hard jab of a
gun knocked the breath from his stomach.

“I told you!” the grey man snarled.
“Don’t move again!”

In futile silence Joe watched the velvet
curtain close on Ann and Salzo.

About the room, tables began to empty.
Voices mingled in sharp curious ques-
tions. The tables where sat the black
bottles emptied. Immediately the detec-
tives rose and quietly followed, leaving
their companions. Everything was mov-
ing smoothiyy—

Everything but the most important and
dangerous thing of all! Salzo was getting
away! And he had Ann!

“Now—get up slowly,” ordered the
grey man. “Very slowly.”

Joe took a last look at the velvet cur-
tains. And he thought again: I sent her
back here—it was my plan! When she
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dies, it’s still my plan—because I didn’t
think . . .

HEN slowly his lungs filled. His
I muscles tightened. He began to
rise. Slowly. Slowly until his knees
touched the edge of the table. Then he
kicked and leaped. In the same instant
the gun exploded. Even as hg plunged at
the grey man, the hot needle of fire seared
through his shoulder and brought its
warm flow of blood. Then the same
shoulder drove home into the thin body.
The man grunted explosively. A ¢hair
crashed and splintered. Glass shattered.
Through the room the crescendo of
frightened cries welled up. Feet stumbled
and fought toward safety. The fist of
Joe’s good arm fell in a sledge-like blow
upon the fury-stained grey face. The man
choked sobbingly, still his hand kept claw-
ing and fighting to free the gun.

Joe couldn’t whip him. He realized it
sharply, even as the back of his brain kept
screaming Time! Time is passing! You
can’t wait here to be killed !

His fist fell once more—then he jerked
away and began to run for the velvet door.
He heard the scramble of the man’s feet
behind him. Then the gun roared again.
A slug sang over Joe’s head. Again the
gun roared. This time the slug did not
sing. It slammed into Joe’s back—he
stumbled. A line of shimmering blackness
began to weave before his eyes.

He fell sprawling on. his face as he
plunged into the hall. Behind him
pounded the steps. He dragged himself

up and raced the endless distance to the:

_stairs. Up he began to climb, fighting the
‘mounting weakness and the spreading
blindness in-his eyes.

He fell past the second floor hall and
struggled on toward the third floor. The
pounding steps were closer now.

As he saw, vaguely, the fourth floor
swim up before him, his hand- dragged
at his gun. His knees began to buckle as
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he reeled toward the door of Ann’s room.
Just then the door opened and Ann ap-
peared abruptly. Behind her was the
figure of Salzo, holding her as a shield.

A gun spat out its red tongue. Joe
knew,” dimly, that the bullet had hit him.
He knew it was over. He couldn’t fire;
he would hit Ann. He couldn’t see clearly.

His buckling knees went out beneath
him. He sat down. He began to twist and
fall, helplessly. From far away he heard
Ann screaming.

On the foggy rim of-his vision, the grey
man appeared. Joe saw his arm lift. He
saw the gun shining there. He heard it
roar.

He waited for the bullet and the pain. It
never came. Nothing came at all for a
long moment. Then a cry strangled in the
hall. Ann? His fear gave him a last
strength. He looked. Then he knew he-
was blind, that he was in the insane reaim :
just before death. =

For Ann was still standing. She wasi
standing alone.

And Salzo lay still on the floor.

Slowly Joe slumped down.

g

O N THE morning of the fourth day,

the doctors let Collie see him. The
Inspector stopped at the side of
the hospital bed and grinned.

“Hello, sieve,” he greeted. “I've
brought you some recent papers.” He
laid a bundle of newspapers on a chair
and selected one. He spread it to the first
page and held it before Joe’s eyes. Joe
blinked, then the headline took meaning
in his vision:

MASTER-SPY TRAPPED AT LOCAL

. HOTEL! \

Salzo, Alleged Mystic, Shot! Police Snare

yun Mob!

Joe read the date-line. The paper was
three days old. Collie grinned and laid it

away. He held up anether paper,
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NATION-WIDE SABOTAGE RING
SHATTERED!

Dying Spy Talks! Reveals Extent of
Crimes!

The paper was two days old. Collie
laid it aside, searched through the others
on the chair, then held another sheet be-
fore Joe’s eyes. It was a feature-story,

dated the day before:

As dawn turned to crimson morning, and
the weary steps of the pelice-guard echoed
in the hospital corridor, Adrian Salzo, alias
Fritz Werzell, answered his last questions.
At eight o’clock he was dead. Thus ended
a career that, for sheer ruthlessness and
cunning, has no equal in the annals of espi-
onage. The damage and death that this
man willed and ordered cannot be mea-
sured. For his activities defy total retrac-
ing.

Salzo himself, in his last hours, revealed
something of his history. Born fifty years
ago in Essen, son of a doctor, he attended
the schools of Germany, and was at one time
an exchange scholar in this country. At the
age of twenty-six, he abandoned his profes-
sion of medicine, and undertook the study
of abnormal-psychology and hypnosis. The
next years he spent in obscure poverty. It
was in the social and military revolution of
the early 30’s in Germany that Salzo, then
known as Fritz Werzell, came into promi-
nence as an international spy. He rose rap-
idly. Four years ago he was chosen for his
greatest mission, a tour of the United
States. Calling upon his particular talents,
plus a flare for the dramatic, he assumed
the role of Adrian Salzo, famed European
Mystic. As such he came and stayed and
worked. For four years. Until he died.

In these years he moved the length and
breadth of this country, always as the soft-
tongued Mystic. He defied detection, so di-
vorced. was he from the actual commission
of the crimes he ordered. For he main-
tained no personal contact with those who
executed his orders. No evidence existed
to enmesh him in the bonds of the law.
This, together with the open and public
manner of his operations, contrived to leave
him untouched.

Salzo ordered the destruction of docks,
of power-plants, or buildings housing insti-
tutions of defense. He ordered murder
sometimes for his personal profit. He
planned with methodical coolness. He used
no assistant too long.

And yet, his ultimate collapse and death
has its cause in the cornerstone of his selfish
philosophy. He might have escaped had he
not been seized with the lust for personal
gain. Thus it was that he devised the death
of Emanuel Carvell; from Carvell he stole
one hundred thousand dollars. He was shot
as he tried to flee from the Jarley Hotel,

with the hundred thousand dollars in his
pocket. Salzo could not be satisfied! He
wanted more power; more money! His
greed was his destruction.

The ultimate credit for the cracking of
this nation-wide network must go to a
young newspaper-reporter of New York,
Joseph Danton. It was Danton who, six
days ago, put the first slender clues together
and began to slowly unravel the riddle of
the Golden Bowl. On that day, Danton’s
fiancee vanished, leaving but the torn menu
of the Golden Bowl Dinner. That same
day an old-time racketeer, Lefty Lusine,
was killed in the explosion of New York’s
Shaler Building. At his death, Lusine was
carrying a Golden Bowl menu page. Lu-
sine, we now know, had dynamited the
Shaler Building on Salzo’s orders, thus de-
stroying the offices of Aberdeen and Smith,
Industrial Architects who were then on the
eve of completing plans for the huge tank-
assembly to have been erected in New Jer-
sey. And it was this same Joseph Danton
who trailed his fiancee and Salzo from New
York”into the Jarley Hotel. It was Dan-
ton—

Joe looked up at Collie and grinned
vaguely.

“That’s a hell of a lot of Danton’s in
there,” he cracked weakly.

“Yeah.” Collie tossed the paper aside.
“T’'m also instructed to offer you the pick
of three jobs,” he said. “Cobb wants you
back on the paper; at a raise.,”

“Damn,” Joe mused. “And what
else?”

“Frank Tolle says he can use you on the
Federal pay-roil. Tolle was the grey-
haired man who figured you for the wrong
team. He’s been trying to tie up the Salzo
outfit for eighteen months.”

“Then . .. then you mean, he. .. Then
... That’s why he didn’t shoot me up there
in that hall . . . ” Joe stammered.

“That’s why. It was just then he got
the real angle. He’s sorry as hell Joe.
About ' shooting you full downstairs
there.”

“And that other job?” Joe asked blank-
ly.

“Matrimony. Ann wonders if vou'd
like to get married . .. ”

“Tell her,” Joe grinned, “I think I’ll
take it.”

THE END



THE KILLER WAITS

By RUSSELL GRAY

Police Captain Sam Cameron

pursued his dream of a woman
who had died twenty years ago
—to find the patient killer wait-
ing—ready to destroy her once

more!

r I"\HE FACE was always there, in
every one of the subway cars in
New York City. Theface out of the
past—the dead face he had known so well.
“Meet Miss Subway,” the placard read.
And under those words was the photo of
Eileen Burgess, as young and beautiful as
She started to get out, but Hal grabbed het. ... he remembered her.
Except that Eileen Burgess was dead,
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eighteen years now. And the name of the
girl of that photo, the Miss Subway for
this month, was Amy Burns.

“Gorgeous Amy Burns is a dress
model,” said the placard. “Her home—
Forest Hills, Queens. Her hobbies—John
Steinbeck’s novels, Gary Cooper’s pic-
tures, the United States Army Signal
Corp. Her ambition—to be a dress de-
signer.”

Eileen Burgess’ daughter might have
looked like that. But he knew her daugh-
ter—at least, he saw her pictures constant-
ly in the soctety pages. She was Annette
Burgess, now the socialite Mrs. Spencer
Wilcox, dark-haired and black-eyed like
the girl in the photo, but not nearly as
beautiful. '

It was strange, though, how much this
Amy Burns looked the way Etleen Bur-
gess looked twenty years ago. It was
more than strange. It was—frightening.

g

HEN she reached the two dark,

‘; ‘/ empty blocks between the subway

station and her home, Amy Burns

was sure that she was being followed.

She had worked late. It was close to mid-

night, and houses and lights were sparse
in this section of Forest Hills.

She was almost running now, her sharp
heels clicking like pistol shots on the
sidewalk. Glancing over her shoulder,
she saw that he was scarcely a hundred
feet behind her—a tall man huddled in his
overcoat with his hat hiding his face.

He had been sitting opposite her in the
subway, staring at her with burning eyes
from under the brim of his hat. She was
used to being stared at, especially since
her photos had appeared in the trains.
Sometimes men had spoken to her, getting
fresh, but this was the first time she had
been followed.

Amy Burns rounded the corner. For
thirty breathless seconds he was out of

sight, though his footsteps, heavy and
urgent, filled the night. Then he was there
again, closer behind her, taking long lop-
ing strides. He would be up to her before
she went another block. And if she ran,
he would run also, so there could be no
shaking him off that way.

Suddenly there was a second man in
front of her. He had stepped out of a
coupe; his head was dipped away from
her as he casually lit a cigaret. She could
not see his face, but she could see the great
width of his shoulders and the deepness
of his chest. He wore no hat; his hair
was grey.

She did not know him, but there was
something kindly about the grey hair, and
he had the powerful build of a protector.
She went up to him.

“A man is following me!” she gasped.
“Would you please See me home? It’s
only a couple of blocks.”

He straightened up. She was tall for a
woman, but her eyes were below the level
of his shoulder.

“That man?” he said. “Maybe he has
a gun in his pocket.”

She glanced back. Her pursuer had
slowed down, but he was still coming with
his head forward, and his hands were sunk
deep in his coat pockets.

“A gun?” she muttered. “No. Why
would he—"

The grey-haired man touched her arm.
“Get in the car. I don’t like to take
chances. I'll drive you home.”

He opened the door for her and she
got in. Her pursuer was moving very
slowly now, practically sauntering. Prob-
ably he would simply walk past, pretend-
ing that he had merely been going in the
same direction.

The big man squeezed his bulk behind
the wheel and settled beside her. The glow
of the dashboard light touched his face,
and for the first time she really saw him.
The sight was like a physical shock. The
face was the ugliest she had ever seen—
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hideous. It was loose, pasty flesh in which
the features were bunched up in the cen-
ter, as if squeezed together by a giant
hand.

Instinctively she cowered away from

him. But his voice, when he spoke, was.

gentle. “Haven’t I seen you somewhere ?”
he asked. /

Everybody who rode the subways had

“seen her photo. But there was no time
for explanation. Why didn’t he start the
car? He was taking an eternity to press
the starter.

She glanced past his immense shoulders
to the sidewalk. Her pursuer was no
longer there. Where could he have dis-
appeared to?

The door on her right opened.. She
twisted her head and uttered a shrill cry.
The man who had followed her was stand-
ing there, peering™own at her with his
burning eyes.

“Hello, Hal,” the ugly man said.

“Hello,” the other replied. “You going
my way?”’

Amy stared from one to the other.
“You know him?” she asked the ugly
man,

He laughed. “Hal is a friend of mine.
Funny, your being scared of him—come
in, Hal. T'll drop you off.”

'Amy said anxiously: “I'll walk, if you
don’t mind.”

She started to get out, but Hal grabbed
her, pushed her back into the car. “There
is plenty of room for three,” he growled
softly.

Panic gripped her. She was squeezed
in between Hal and the huge grey-haired
man, and the car was rolling. She lunged
past Hal, clawing at the door.

“Let me out! How dare you—"

Hal’s hand came out of his pocket. “Sit
still, sister,” he said softly. “Or this will
make you still forever.”

A big black pistol rested nonchalantly
on Hal's knee. -‘Amy stared down .at it in
horror. Against her left side she could

s

feel the ugly man’s big body shake with
silent laughter.

i

N CLEAR afternoons Spencer
Wilcox took his brace of prize
cocker spaniels walking along

Madison Avenue. He was a little, dandi-
fied man with a beaked nose and no chin.
Today the sight of so many uniformed
men strolling by made him particularly
lonely. He was the scion of a first family
of New York, rich in his own right, but
nobody wanted him—not his wife, not

*even the Army. The doctors had turned.

him down.
insides.
Spencer Wilcox hadn’t partxcularly

Something wrong with his

wanted to marry Annette Burgess. His

parents had insisted, because the Burgess
blood was as good as the Wilcox, and as
usual he had taken the line of least resist-
he learned that Annette was mterested
chiefly in his money. She hadn't much
heart and less soul. .

He supposed it had happened durmg
those years of her childhood spent God
knows where. When she had come back
to claim the Burgess fortune, she had been
eighteen. She had had a tough time of it
before that. And the fortune had been
whittled down considerably by the depres--
sion. Which was the reason, Spencer
knew now, that she had married him.

He turned off -Madison Avenue, dawd-
ling as the prize spaniels paused at every
pole like any mongrel. A taxi pulled up in
front of his house halfway up the block,
and Jasper Kipper got out. Spencer did
not have to see Kipper’s face to recognize
him. Kipper’s enormous bulk and shaggy
grey hair could be recognized at a far
greater distance.

A flush of jealous anger swept over
Spencer. Annette spent more time with
Kipper than with himself, her husband.
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And what was Kipper besides being the
ugliest man in the world? A lawyer who
had stopped practicing years ago. Rumor
had it that he had quit the law one step
ahead of disbarment. Yet he seemed to
have plenty of money available.

As Spencer Wilcox mounted the steps
of his house, dragging the dogs after him,
he simpered foolishly. Imagine being
jealous of a man old enough to be
Annette’s father and with a face that could
frighten children. No, Annette wouldn't

but that didn’t mean that his home should
belong to Miss Morton. Officially she re-
ceived a lavish salary as housekeeper.
Actually she ran the household like an
ancient evil queen.

Spencer’s hand reached for the door-
knob. But he didn't turn it.

Jasper Kipper's voice had risen sud-
denly. He was saying: “—but murder!”

“What other ideas have you got?”
Annette’s voice replied,

Kipper said: “Miss Morton, you ought

i ol
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go for a man like that. She wanted money,
and she had it through being Mrs. Spen-
cer Wilcox, Third.

Smythe, the butler, took Spencer’s coat
and gloves and the dogs’ leashes.

“Mr. Kipper is in the library with Mrs.
Wilcox,” Smythe reported. “Mrs. Wilcox
said that they were not to be disturbed.”

“Meaning me, I suppose?” Spencer
said bitterly. '

Rage flared in him. He was sick and
tired of Annette ordering him around in
his own home. He'd go anywhere in it
he damn well pleased.

The library door was shut. As he
neared it, he heard their voices, whispering
urgently. Miss Morton was in there with
them.

IE HATED the cadaverous looking
H spinster. In jest he often told his
drinking companions that he lived

in a haunted house—haunted by a spook
called Miss Morton.

Annette owed Miss Morton a debt of
gratitude for having brought her back:

It was true that.

to know. Is there anything she has—"

“I told vou,” Miss Morton said irri-
tably. ‘““Those things. That mark on her
face.”

“You bungling fool!” Annette ex-
ploded. “You're both too squeamish. Now
you'll have to kill anyway.”

“I don’t like it,” Kipper complained.
“Murder’s the one thing—"

He broke oft as the door swung open.

Spencer’s hand was sweating on the
doorknob, but he forced himself to push
the door all the way in. Then he was in
the room, and the three of them were
gawking at him—Jasper Kipper, immense
and hideous; Miss Morton, as thin as a
living skeleton; Annette, sleek and dark-
eyed.

“Spencer, you were listening!”” Annette
cried.

Softly Spencer closed the door. He was
no longer a meck little man kicked around
by his wife and his housckeeper. e had
them now where he wanted them.

“Were you planning a murder?” he
said mockingly. “Go right ahead. Don’t
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mind me. You never do.” He smiled.
Annette’s arms crossed on her agitated
~ bosom. Her black eyes were the size of
- pinheads.
“Don’t be an idiot,” she said. “ We were
discussing a play we saw on Broadway.”
“Were you?” Spencer felt fine. It was
wonderful to feel such a sense of power.
Jasper Kipper’s bulk was drifting to-
ward him. It came as vast and indomi-
table as a tank. Looking up at that hideous
face, Spencer was suddenly afraid.
“So you heard us,” Kipper said. “Now
isn’t that too bad?”
And silent laughter shook his big frame
like jelly. A monstrous hand reached out.
Spencer Wilcox opened his mouth to
scream.

-~
HE UNIFORM of the slim young
soldier bore the insignia of a cor-
poral in the Signal Corps. He was

- speaking in urgent tones to the desk
sergeant when police captain Sam Cam-

- eron returned from lunch. Cameron heard

a- name uttered and swung toward the
desk.

“Did you say Amy Burns?” he asked
the corporal.

“That’s right. I'm afraid she’s miss-
ing and—"” He gripped Cameron’s arm.
“You didn’'t get word that anything’s
happened to her?”

“No,” Cameron said. “I happen to be
interested in her. Come on into my
office.”

As Cameron strode down the hall, he
gave an impression of being considerably
younger than he was. His body was
straight and lean, without an ounce of
surplus fat; his straw hair was as dishev-
eled as a boy’s.- Only his blue eyes showed
a hint of a tragedy which the years had
:not healed.

In the captain’s office, the corporal

 blurted: “Maybe I'm being foolish, but

I don’t like it. Amy. worked late last
night and never got home.”

“Does she live with her parents?”

“She’s an orphan. She shares an apart-
ment here in Forest Hills with two other
girls.” -

“Where do you fit in?”” Cameron asked.

“I'm Richard Payne,” the corporal told
him. “I’m on furlough. Amy’s been look-
ing forward to spending the day with
me. A week ago she made arrangements
to get off from work. That’s why nobody
else missed her. But I've been in New
York three hours already, and I have
only five hours left.”

“Maybe you got your signals crossed,”
Cameron suggested. “She might be wait-
ing for you somewhere else.”

Payne shook his head. “It was definite
in our letters I was to call for her at her
apartment. She wouldn’t disappoint me,
She—well, we’re engaged, and this may be
the last time we’ll see each other before
I'm sent abroad.” _ ,

The boy put both hands flat on the
desk. His youthful face was drawn. “There
is another thing. Some of her friends sent
her picture in for that Miss Subway con-
test. You know, the prettiest commuter
is chosen each month and her photo is
plastered all over the subway. Well, Amy’s
been annoyed by fresh guys since then.
Nothing much—at least she wrote it was
not. But I don’t know. She should have
been there to meet me.” *

Cameron reached into a drawer and
pulled out a large photograph. His face
was impassive as he slid it across the desk.

Payne scarcely glanced at the photo.
“Yes, that’'s Amy all right. How’d you
happen to get her picture?”

“Are you sure that’s Amy Burns?”
Cameron’s voice was very low.

This time Payne studied the photo. “I’d
stake my life that’s Amy. There couldn’t
be—" Payne dipped his head; his eyes

‘crinkled with bewilderment. “What s

this? There’s an inscription on here. It
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says: ‘To Sam—the best friend I ever
had.” And it’s signed: ‘Eileen Burgess’
And the date is 1923.”

Cameron reached for a cighr. He had
faced armed gunmen with a steady hand,
but now his hand shook.

“I'm Sam,” Cameron said. “That photo
"of herself was given to me by Eileen Bur-
gess twenty years ago. She was married
by that time. She passed up a police ser-
geant for George Burgess, who was in her
social class and very rich, but Eileen and
- I'remained friends.”

“You were the police sergeant?”

““Yes,” Cameron said.

“But I tell you, this is a picture of Amy
Burps.”
 Cameron went on as if he were alone in
the room. “Eighteen years ago Eileen
Burgﬁsa and her husband and their infant
daughter Annette and the child’s nurse
went on a motor trip upstate. Their car
was. found smashed up againsta tree in
a sparsely settled valley There were two
dead bodies in the wreckageemEﬂeen and
George Burgess The child and the nurse
were gone.’

“Then you think Amy i is the daughter?”
Payne asked.

“The daughter was eventually f:oundz K
Cameron said. “She is now Mrs. Spencer
Wilcox.”

“Then what are you driving at?” Payne
demanded in annoyance. “Look, -a girl
- named Amy Burns is missing. That’s all
I care about. I want the police to help me
find her!”

Cameron put the photo away, carefully
restoring it to its tissue paper cover. “Did
Amy Burns have a birth mark on her
face?”

“Birth mark? Well, there’s a little one
right in the corner of her mouth. Hardly
more than a dot.” He stared at Cameron.
“What’s on your mind ?”

“I'm not sure,” Cameron said.
have a look at her apartment.
that'lt tell us something.”

“Let’s
Maybe

’ I \HEY drove there in the captain’s
car. Cameron got the pass key from
‘the superintendent, but he didn’t
need it. The door was unlocked, and in
the living room a woman was down on her
hands and knees scrubbing the floor.

She did not rise as they entered. She
threw one quick look at them over a boney
shoulder, then pushed back her hair with
a matchstick forearm and resumed scrub-
bing.

Cameron stood over her,
you get in here?”

“I clean up for the girls twice a week,”
the thin woman muttered. “They gave me
a key.” '

“Have you seen Miss Burns?”

The woman scowled down at a spot on
the floor. “I don’t see them girls for
months at a time. They work during the
day. My money is sent to me.”.

Payne had entered one of the bedrooms.
He was looking glumly at the disorder of
unmade bed and drawers pulled out.

Cameron followed him, standing just
inside the doorway so that he could watch
the living room through the short foyer.

“Is this her room?”

“Yes,” Payne said. “I never saw it so
messy. Now that we’re here, what do you
think you'll find?”

= Somebody seems to have beaten us to
it. This room has been searched.”

Cameron returned to the living room.
The cleaning woman had werked her way
nearer to the hall door. She saw Cam-
eron’s feet approach her and stop, but she
did net raise hér head.

“Remember me?” Cameron said.

The woman became very still, remain-
ing or' all fours like some long and emaci-
ated animal. “I know lots of cops. In my
day I cleaned hundreds of houses.”

“You weren't cleaning then,” Cameron
said. “You were a child’s nurse for a
rich family. I used to come around eve-
nings to visit the Burgesses, and you used
to bring little Annette in to kiss me good-

“How did
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night. Annette called me Uncle Sam.”

She looked up now, and her eyes were
dull hollows in her gaunt face. “You got
me mixed up with somebody else. I was
never no nursemaid.”

Cameron shook his head. “You're near-
ly twenty years older, Miss Morton, but
you haven’t put on any weight.”

She picked up a rag and started to rise
to her feet. When she was erect, the rag
fell away and there was a squat little auto-
matic in her hand.

Cameron moved forward, knowing in
that split-second that he couldn’t reach
her in time. Knowing, too, that she would
shoot, for her skeleton face was mad with
fear.

seemed “to :skim ‘a foot ower -the .

P AYNE came out of nowhglzé. He

. ground, and his shoulder struck the
woman just above the knees. She fell
“heavily on her side. Then Cameron was
on her, wrenching the pistol out of her
skinny fingers.
~“Thanks, Corporal,” Cameron said.

Miss Morton huddled on the floor,
gasping raggedly, watching Cameron like
a trapped animal. He had never before
seen such naked fear.

“What did you find here?”” he snapped.

She dug yellow teeth into her lower lip
and was silent.

“Here’s a bag,” Payne said.

It was standing near the door, a small,
cheap, paper bag, the kind a cleaning
woman would bring for her change of
clothing. Payne swung it onto a table and
opened it.

“Funny,” he said in bewilderment. “It’s
filled with children’s clothing. And here’s
a ring and—Hey, this is Amy’s locket!”

Cameron strode to Payne’s side and
took the locket from his hand. His mouth
became a thin line.

“You're sure this is Amy’s?”

“Positive,” Payne said.
wore it because the chain was too small,

“She never

but she thought the world of it. It’s one
of the few things she has left from her
childhood. See, there are her initials—
A.B. Amy*Burns.”

“Not Amy Burns,” Cameron said
quietly. “Annette Burgess.”

Payne stared at him. “What the hell
is this? Things have been happening too
fast for me. You said Annette Burgess is

married and—"

“I know I said that,” Cameron cut in.
“But I also know that I gave this locket
to Annette Burgess on her second birth-
day.” He swung toward Miss Morton.
“Where is she?”

The gaunt woman lay on the floor

- 'Whlmperm g.

Cdmeron bent over her and gripped her
arm savagely *“There’s only one reason
why you're so crazy with fear that you'd
try to shoot’a pohce officer. Because you
know that you’re headed for the electric
chair. Because you're up to yaur neck in
murder.”’
Miss Morton shrieked thenm a smgle
strident sound that crumbled, Sy
Payne’s white face bobbed close to Cam-
eron’s. “You—you think Amy’s dead?”
“I don’t know,” Cameron said miser-
ably. “There’s a chance that they held
off until Miss Morton got the locket.”
“Then make her talk!” Payne cried.
“You cops have ways.”

“There’s no time. Call the police and
stay here with her until they come.”  *
“I’m going with you,” Payne said.

Cameron turned at the door. “I know
how you feel. But somebody has to watch
this woman until the police come for her.
And this is my job, just as fighting is
yours.”

’ I \HE BUTLER was not impressed

by Sam Cameron’s uniform. He
wasn’t the same as the one who had
admitted him when he had called on
Annette shortly after her marriage to
Spencer Wilcox. In fact, he didn’t look
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like a butler at all. His shoulders slouched.
His eyes were not impersonal.

“Mrs. Wilcox,” he declared stiffly, “is
not at home. *

“Not in the house, or not at home to
see a cop?” Cameron asked.

The butler gave him a scowl. “You
heard me,” he growled.

Cameron moved behind his left shoul-
der. The shoulder caught the butler’s chin
and knocked him aside, and Cameron
found himself in a foyer the size of a
barn. The butler was coming up fast be-
hind him, one hand thrust inside the coat.

Cameron knew the gesture. “So?” he
said softly. ““You carry a gun?”

The butler’s hand fell to his side in
confusion. He said haughtily: “I do not
know what you mean, sir. You have no
right bursting in here.”

Cameron went through the wide arched
door on his left. Annette Wilcox was
hurrying toward him. She stopped dead
at the sight of him. A shadow flitted across
her rather pretty face and then was gone.
She smiled and thrust out a hand.

“Why, Sam, this is a surprise. You
haven’t come to see me in a year— Hal,
you may leave us.”

The butler bowed awkwardly and van-
ished. Cameron moved his baek against
a wall.

“You're getting to look more like your
mother every day,” he said.

She looked sharply at him; then the
smile returned, rapidly, stiffty. “You were
fond of mother, weren't you?”

“Very fond. And of you too, when you
were a tot.”” He stepped close to her.
“That birthmark at the corner of your
mouth—it’s as charming now as ever.”

“You think so?” She fingered the
mark. “I can’t make up my mind whether
or not to get rid of it with violet ray treat-
ments.”’

“There’s an easier way. Like this.”

His handkerchief was in his hand. He
leaned toward her, She shrieked.

“That needn’t worry you,” he said,
grinning. “I think it’s too good a job
for just a handkerchief to rub it off. But
it'll come off at headquarters.”

She kept backing away from him, her
dark eyes bulging.

“You're crazy, Sam! Why are you look-
ing at me like that?”

He followed her relentlessly. “Where’s
Annette Burgess?”

“I’'m Annette Burgess. Have you lost
your mind?”

She had backed as far as she could go.
He caught her arm.

“If she’s still alive,” he said, “you had
to have her taken somewhere. Maybe this
house. Why else would you fire your
regular butler and have a mug take his
place? You and I are going to have a
look.”

Clinging to her wrist, he led her out
of the drawing room. She went with him
docilely, although her flesh under his
palm was as cold as death,

HE MUG named Hal was in the

I big kitchen, seated at a table and

drinking coffee. He raised his
brows when they entered, then lifted the
cup to his mouth and drank deeply.

“Where’s the pantry ?”” Cameron asked.

He felt a shudder go through her then,
and he knew he had hit on it. A pantry
would be the biggest storage space in a
place like this.

She recovered almost at once and nod-
ded toward a -door. Cameron took her
with him. The door was locked.

“Where’s the key?”

“The housekeeper has it?”’ she said.

“What about the cook?”

“She left this afternoon.”

Cameron grunted. “Cook and butler
gotten rid of in a hurry. And a pantry—
that's used all the time—locked.”

“I am the butler,” Hal asserted.

“Sure. And you don’t stand up when
your mistress comes into the kitchen.”
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Cameron took out his gun. “Well, there’s
one way of opening a locked door.”

With a stifled cry, she tried to yank
away from his grip, but he held her
fiercely and put the gun muzzle against
the lock.

Hal put down his coffee cup and rose
languidly to his feet. He scratched his face
and then his shoulder. Miraculously a gun
appeared in his hand.

Cameron’s wrist twisted. His gun
roared. A look of astonishment passed
over Hal’s face. Slowly he dropped back
into the chair from which he had risen.
His gun clattered to the floor. His head
dropped; his chin hit the table edge—he
rolled off the chair and lay motionless on
the floor.

“You killed him!” Annette shrilled.

His gun belched lead again, this time
against the lock, shattering it. He kicked

the door in.
~ “No!” she moaned. “Don’t make me

go in there! I couldn’t stand it!”

Cameron’s heart was empty as he pulled
the switch near the door. Light flooded
-the pantry, but he saw only rows of
shelves bearing groceries. He dragged
the limp woman in with him.

“Where?” he demanded.

She did not answer. She was carefully
looking at the shelves, away from the
broom closet. He pulled her over there

~and jerked open the narrow broom closet
~door.

“Annette’s shrill shriek filled the pantry
as a dead man tumbled out and fell at their
feet. V

““Hal did it!” she whimpered. “I knew
nothmg about it! You can’t prove—

He thrust her against the farther wall,
so that his body blocked her from escape,

- and bent over the dead man. It was Spen-

cer Wilcox, her husband. The marks of
fingerS were livid on the throat—fingers
so powerful that they had broken the neck
as they. strangled :

“I—Ie was: laﬂed here m the house some

time today,” Cameron muttered. “You
and your pals couldn’t get the body out in
daylight. You got rid of the servants and
stuck the body here, waiting for tonight.”

He stood up, his hands claws, his eyes
bleak. “Where’s Annette?”’

But she couldn’t answer even if she
wanted to. She was an unconscious heap
in the corner of the pantry.

~cg—

&‘ MY BURNS heard the door open

and then light came on. It was only

then that she realized that it was

night again, that a night and a day had

passed. Lying there bound and gagged

under the bed, sight was limited to an
eternal grayness.

Turning her cheek against the dusty

floor, she saw the enormous feet approach.

Then sheer nightmare, which she had
dreaded more than anything else—the

hideous, bloated face with the bunched up
features peering at her under the bed. ~

Hairy paws reached under and dragged '
her out. :

This is it, Amy Burns thought The
horror is only beginning now. Or endmg,
adlong with everything else, forever.

Jasper Kipper lifted her as if she were a
baby and carried her across the bedroom.
She saw the trunk then, yawning open
and empty. He placed her in it.

“I'm sorry,” he mumbled, “but what
could T do? It would have been easier to
kill you before—but we had to be sure
about the locket—

The hairy paws reached down, touching
her neck. She screamed soundlessly.

“You're wrong,” another voice said in
the room.

Kipper jerked himself erect and turned
toward the door.

She fought her head up to the edge
of the trunk, and she saw the newcomer
—a lean, middle-aged man in the uniform

of a police officer.
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“It had to be you, Kipper,” Cameron

said. “Somebody strong enough to break
Wilcox’ neck without effort. Somebody
who went far back to the time when
Annette was a baby.”

Kipper kept his arms dangling ape-like
at his sides. Amy knew that he had a gun
in his pocket.

Cameron was saying, “You're a patient
man, Kipper. You could wait many years
to get your hands on the Burgess fortune.
Miss Morton was to dispose of the child,
after the‘“accident had killed its parents.
She didn’t kill it. She couldn’t stomach
murder. She abandoned it, but made a
mistake. She forgot to remove the locket.

“You waited until the child would be
old enough so that you could ring in somé-
body mature, someone who would play
ball with you. It wasn’t hard. The nurse
herself brought her back. That counted
most.” And the girl had that phony birth-
mark.  You had time to get your hands
on -other -evidence. e

Kipper said tightly: “Everything was
fine. She and I had the Burgess money
and married the Wilcox money. Then this
girl had to win that Miss Subways ¢on-
test.”

‘Cameron nodded. “That must have been/’

a bad shock when you first saw the photo
in thé subway. Seven million people see-
ing it and a few of them wondering how
it was that she was a dead ringer for
Eileen Burgess. You investigated Amy

Burns. Maybe from her roommates you
learned of the locket and the clothes which
she still kept. And she had that tell-tale
birth-mark. All that would mean a lot to
those of us who had known Eileen well.”

The gag jammed Amy’s cry back down
her throat. She saw the quick movement
of Kipper’s arm. She saw the gun come
out of his pocket. And then there was the
shot.

When she opened her eyes again, Kip-
per was a mountain of still flesh on the
floor and the police officer was coming
toward her, smiling broadly, a gun held
loosely in his hand.

“The second guy to try that on me
within an hour.”

When she was untied, she leaned weak-
ly against him. “You did that on pur-
pose,” she whispered. “You wanted to
shoot him.”

He pressed his lips together, not an-
swering her question. Then he said: “Lis-
ten, There’s a lot of red tape, but I'm
taking you somewhere first. There’s a
corporal who has only a couple of hours
of his furlough left.”

“Dick Payne?”

“That’s the lad.”

Amy threw her arms about his neck.

" “How will I ever thankyou? And I don’t

even know who you are?”’

Cameron beamed from ear to ear. “Call
me Uncle Sam,” he said. “That’s what
you used to call me.”




TLeDoctorBrmgs Deatl\

From over the seas the terror came, and settled
in Dr. Latimer’s little black bag. Unseen and
unsuspected, it brought swift, screaming
death to the doctor’s patients — till a dead
man finally spoke!
D ———

HAPTER ONE
c F She fought them, striving to wrest free
of their han

Cure Me of Murder]

against the closed door, gun in mnecesary to shoot me in order to keep me
hand, watching me. He held him- from killing again,
self alert and ready to lift the revolver The room was dark except for the
the instant I moved. He wouldn’t hesi- faint star-shine at the windows. He had
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I I E SAT very still, with his back tate to fire, I knew, if he should feel it
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lap and the glint in his eyes as he watched
me,

I sat motionless at the foot of the bed.
The girl lying on it had finally fallen
asleep. She was resting at last, despite
the twin dangers still hovering over her.

She was twenty, lovely and exhausted.
placed my chair between himself and the For hours I'd labored to prevent the
windows in the opposite wall, so that he venom from spreading through her body.
could see me outlined against the dim The tourniquet remained tight below her
glow. T could see nothing at all of him leit knee, just tight enough to dam the
except the steely glitter of the gun in his flow of the Iymph without stopping the
% et
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circulation of the blood. A wet com-
press covered the many criss-cross inci-
sions I'd made in her calf with a razor
blade. She was on her way to recovery
now, but a different and greater danger
remained—the unseen, soundless de-
stroyer that had already struck three
- times, killing three others of my patients
ruthlessly, without warning, without any
apparent purpose. ‘

The man sitting with his back to the
door, shutting me inside the dark bed-
room, was Tom Carmarten, the county
detective. Tonight he had placed me under
arrest. for those three murders. I would
have been locked in a cell now, except
that unforeseen circumstances had inter-
vened. :

He’d been forced to let me answer this
~emergency—but he’d followed my every
move with hawk-sharp eyes while I'd
treated the patient. He still fixed me with
a steady stare, so that I wouldn’t dare
attempt to make her my fourth victim.

I knew he was thinking that it was very
strange that I, a man of medicine to whom
the sick must appeal for relief—was at
the same time a killer. It was my task to
restore health to my patients and yet—.
he was sure—I had also robbed some of
them of their lives. He had seen me work
without a moment’s rest for four hours
over this girl who now lay asleep on the
bed, and yet he feared that, having saved
her life, I might suddenly kill her. It was
very strange, he thought—inexplicable ex-
cept on the grounds that I was a madman.

Tom Carmarten had scarcely listened
to. my protests of innocence. For the
evidence against me was overwhelming,
and he was a stern-minded enforcer - of
the law. Though he strongly doubted me,
I knew now why my patients had died in
such frightful, violent agony; but still
couldn’t guess who had killed them, or
exactly how. And I didn’t know, at this
moment, how I might detect the invis-
ible approach of the killer, or how I might

stop the silent attack. I could only wait
and play a long-shot gamble with time
and darkness—a gamble whereby tonight
I might learn the deadly answer.

I hoped, even prayed, that the killer
would try to kill again—and fail—and
thereby prove, at least, that I was not the
guilty one.

It was a vague, grim hope. It chilled
my blood to think that at some moment
during this long vigil the destroyer might
wipe out another life despite my keenest
watchfulness.

But, on the other hand, nothing at all
might happen. The whole night might
pass without revealing a single glimmer of
the truth—and in that event dawn would
find me still facing a triple murder charge
—branded a homicidal maniac!

The minutes were endless while we
waited silently in that dark room, Tom
Carmarten watching me with the gun in
his ready hand, I in turn watching the
sleeping girl over whom a twin death
hovered.

-

T HAD rained that evening. The
I drops fell thinly against my office
windows, warm with the heat of the
midsummer. Linda, my wife, not feeling
her best since the-birth of our second
baby, was waiting in our apartment on the
second floor of-the house, as she always
did, for me to come up as soon as I was
free. Hal, who'd celebrated his third
birthday only last week, was in his two-
decker bunk, and Ellen, just four months
old, was in her crib—both were sound
asleep.

It was shortly after nine o’clock and I
had the sleeve of the sphygmomanometer
inflated around the bicep of Stewart War-
den, my last patient of the evening .

“Blood pressure’s still a bit too high,”
I said, unwrapping it. “Sure you're fol-

lowing orders—Ilaying off stimulants?”’
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“Not a drop, Phil ; not even coffee,” he
answered, grinning. “Must be because
I'm working pretty hard, but I've got to
keep on turning out the best stuff I can,
you know.”

He meant his paintings. Eight months
ago, he’d told me, he’d been granted an
Artists’ Guild fellowship, and now he was
hoping for a renewal. He’d produced so
little, though, that he knew the committee
would certainly refuse the renewal unless
he got busy and was able to show them
some creditable results. Getting away
from all the distractions of New York
City, he’d come to spend the summer
working in Devon. Since houses and
rooms to rent were practically unobtain-
able, he’d moved into an unused barn on
the property behind my office and had
fixed it up very attractively as a studio.
There, making up for lost time, he painted
day and night. He was a genial sort, and
after his first several visits we’d become
personal friends.

“Keep on taking the same medicine,
Stewart,” I said, “and somehow you'll
have to have more rest than you've been
getting. Let me check on you again in a
few days.”

He paused at the door to say, “You
know, Phil, you're too good a doctor to
be stuck out here in the sticks. It’s idyllic,
and all that, but why ever did you decide
to practise in Devon ?”

“I was born here,” I explained, “and
I’d always planned to set up shop in the
old home town. Linda’s a big-city girl;
she’d love to be in New York. But she
realizes there’s a fine opportunity here—
no other doctor within fifteen miles, you
know. We're doing very well.”

“I still think you're wasting your
talents.” Warden stepped out carrying his
creel and his fly-rod in its case—he’d just
come back from an afternoon’s fishing.
“Well, good night.”

I looked around the office, smiling to
myself. It still had the clean smell and the

good feel of newness. The paint gleamed
and the floors shone. I'd returned to
Devon from my internship about a year
ago and had found this house in pretty
bad repair, but it was the only one avail-
able in town—a big, rambling house—so
I'd bought it. I'd had a great deal of re-
modeling done, and now it was thorough-
ly modernized, complete with a substan-
tial mortgage. I was proud of it; I felt
solidly established.

I started up the stairs, anxious to see
Ellen. We'd almost lost the baby at birth,
and she was still not out of danger. She
needed constant care, and Linda, of
course, watched over her day and night,
never stepping outside the house. Always
my first act when returning from a sick
call, or finishing my office hours, was to
make sure of Ellen’s condition; but to-
night I was prevented.

up the stairs, that the urgent call

came from the Wickham home. “Dr,
Latimer!” A woman’s voice almost
screeched over the wire—the voice of stout
Bessie Wickham, who was usually as
placid as a cow. “Something terrible’s
happening to Aunt Henrietta! It’s like
she’s gone crazy all of a sudden—fighting
and scratching so, we can’t keep her in
bed! You got to come right over, Dr.
Latimer!”

“Be there in two minutes,” I promised.

Grabbing up my medical case, I went
out at a run—and felt a chill. A mourn-
ful, wailing note trailed through the wet
night. Rex, my big mastiff, chained for
the night to his house beside the garage,
was howling. His huge muzzle lifted to
the black sky, a cry of lament swelling
from his throat.

I hurried ‘on, not understanding what
could have happened to Henrietta Wick-
ham. She was seventy and feeble. Really
nothing was wrong with her except the
natural debilities of her years, Being a

IT WAS then, while I was hurrying
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hypochondriac, however, she’d spent a
fortune in the past thirty years on hocus-
pocus treatments in the city. None of them
had done her any good and finally, in dis-
gust, she’'d tried me.

I'd given her simple tonics and vitamin
concentrates and had cajoled her out of a
lot of needless fretting. Feeling better for
it, she’d insistently proclaimed to anyone
who would listen that she considered me
a better doctor than all the specialists she
had ever seen. I felt I deserved some small
part of this adulation, because she never
hesitated to rout me out of bed in the
middle of the night whenever she thought
she felt a new twinge somewhere. This
evening’s call, however, was plainly a real
emergency. As I strode to the door of
the house, which stood just around the
corner from my office, I heard the wild,
strangling screeches of Henrietta Wick-
ham.,

The old lady’s bedroom was full of tur-
moil. Bessie was struggling at one side of
the bed and Willis Wickham, her husband,
at the other. The strength of both was not
enough to restrain Miss Henrietta, She
fought them, striving to wrest free of their
hands and rise, and her eyes were staring,
wildly brilliant.

As I helped them, bewildered and hop-
ing for an early opportunity to administer
a hypnotic, Bessie gasped in my ear. “She
was all alone in here, and asleep, Doctor,
and suddenly we heard her cry out! Wil-
lis and me found her all excited, trying to
get out of bed. She’s been fighting us
ever since, getting crazier every minute.
She’s never been like this before, never!”

“Miss Henrietta!” I snapped. ‘“Lie
quiet!”

Though she was usually docile under
my orders, she seemed possessed by a
belligerent demon. For another minute
she battled us with astonishing strength
—and then, with shocking abruptness, it
ended. She fell back stiffly, as if she’d
been struck a powerful blow in the face.

The room was very still, except for
aroused breathing of Bessie and Willis.

“Doctor "’ Bessie blurted. “Is she
dead ?”

I was pressing my fingers to her thin
old wrists; and felt no pulse. “Yes; she’s
dead.”

“But what happened?” Willis de-
manded in a dazed voice. “What in God’s
name happened to her ?”’

I shook my head. I didn’t know why
Henrietta Wickham had died with such
violent suddenness. I had no reason at
all to think, then, that she had been mur-
dered. Still less did I dream that anyone
would begin to suspect that it was I who
had murdered her .. ..

—g—

‘

EXT evening, at ten o’clock, after
N T’d sent all my patients on their

way, I heard the outer door open
quickly. I'd been pacing from room to
room of my office suite, trying vainly to
reason out a possible cause of Henrietta
Wickham’s death. Halting to gaze intent-
ly at the man who hustled in, I hoped he
had brought the answer. Dr. March had
come from Kennington, the county seat,
fifteen miles away; and he was the cor-
oner. .

“Dr Latimer,” he began, when he'd
taken the chair beside my desk, “you’ve
known Henrietta Wickham for a long
time, have you not?” '

I smiled reminiscently. “She used to
give me lemon drops when I was a kid.”

“Her health was good?” coroner
March asked.

“Excellent. Much better than she
thought.”

“You called at her home yesterday aft-
ernoon, about four hours before you re-
ceived the emergency call from Bessie
Wickham ?”

His manner was unfriendly, officious. I

_couldn’t imagine why he should stress this
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question, but I answered, “I made a point
of dropping in every day.”

He nodded as if he’d gained a damaging
admission. “Now, then. “You're aware
that Willis Wickham requested a post
mortem ?”’

“I suggested it—urged it.”

“I’ve completed it, Dr. Latimer,” Cor-
oner March said gravely. “Here is a copy
of my report.”

I scanned it with a frown. “ ‘The only
distinctive findings at autopsy are two,” ”’
I read aloud. “ ‘First, the heart locked in
systolic spasm.’” I eyed him. “That’s
very odd. Her heart was sound as a
dollar.”

“Notice the next paragraph,”
March suggested.

“‘Second, a small bruise, circular in
shape, about half an inch in diameter, on
the side of the right thigh. In the center
of this bruise a puncture possibly made
by a needle, which may indicate a hypo-
dermic injection administered against the
victim’s will and with considerable phys-
ical force.” ”

“When you attended Miss Henrietta
yesterday afternoon, did you give her an
injection, Dr. Latimer?”

“I did not.”

“Was either Bessie or Willis Wickham
present in the bedroom all the while you
were with Miss Henrietta?”

“I was alone with my patient.”

“T’ve searched the house. There’s no
hypodermic syringe anywhere. Besides,
as everyone knows, both Bessie and Willis
were completely devoted to Miss Hen-
rietta.”

“Look here. This is a serious matter,
justifying an investigation, but I can’t say
I like the suspicious tone of your ques-
tions.”

“Hmm.” Coroner March took the re-
port from my hands and pocketed it.
“I've made cértain that Miss Henrietta
had no visitors. That is, no outsider en-
tered her bedroom yesterday and last night

Dr.

”»

—absolutely no one entered it except the
immediate members of her family, and
you, Dr. Latimer.”

“Well ?”

“You knew, of course, that Miss Hen-
rietta had named you in her will?”

“Her will!” I stared. “I knew nothing
of the sort!”

“Having known you since boyhood, and
feeling grateful to you as a doctor, she
bequeathed you the sum of ten thousand
dollars.”

“Then thousand—! Good lord! I had
no idea. She was much too generous!”

Dr. March rose impressively. “I shall
continue the investigation, of course.”
At the door he paused, peering back.
“Being a country doctor myself, and re-
membering the lean years when I was
just beginning to build up my practise, I
can well appreciate how welcome ten thou-
sand dollars must be.”

Then he was gone, leaving me with my
fists clenched, fuming with resentment at
the hard innuendo in his words—the in-
sinuation that I alone could have had
both the desire and the means to destroy
Henrietta Wickham’s life.

CHAPTER TWO

You Know You Killed Her!

HROUGH the closed door we
I heard the grandfather’s clock bong-
ing the hour of midnight. County
Detective Carmarten continued to sit with
his hand ready on his revolver, watching
me. From my chair at the foot of the bed
I watched the sleeping girl, and I listened.
Was it possible, I wondered, that the
killer might even now be creeping toward
this dark room, might even now be pois-
ing in some unguessable but merciless
manner to strike the life from this lovely
young woman? I listened with straining
ears, but beyond the tolling of the clock
there was no sound.
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If Henrietta Wickham had not be-
queathed me a small fortune from the

goodness of her soul, I might not have

been suspected—at least not so quickly.
But now it was done, and I couldn’t refuse
the money. To Linda and me it was enor-
mous wealth. We could pay off the mort-
gage, have a substantial backlog and keep
something aside for Hal’s and Ellen’s edu-
cation,

But already I was learning the cost.
Coroner March’s suspicions were only
part of it. There was talk in Devon, I
heard it buzzing and when I passed on the
street people glanced at me with curious
aloofness. Perhaps I only imagined it, but
it seemed I was receiving fewer calls now,
that fewer patients were coming to my
office.

Sitting alone at my desk on an evening
a week later, with my waiting room emp-
tied earlier than usual, I tried to find a
thread to follow. In a village like Devon
life is uneventful; not many unusual
things happen. So it was that I found
myself trying to trace some obscure con-
nection between Henrietta Wickham’s
strange death and two other mysterious
incidents which had occurred since I'd
hung out my shingle.

The most recent involved Linda and
the children, and it carried more than a
hint of lurking, unseen terror.

On a night only a month ago, at two
o’clock in the morning, I'd received a
call to come in a hurry to the Higgins
farm, located miles to the north of Devon.
I gulped down the black coffee that Linda
quickly made for me while I dressed—
she was as accustomed as I was now to
getting routed out of a badly needed sleep
at any weird hour of the night—and
rushed off. Mrs. Higgins’ third baby girl
was born without incident, and it was al-
most dawn when I drove wearily back to

“town. The first sign that something was
wrong was the lights glaring from my
home. Not only the windows upstairs

shone, but also those in the basement.

I ran in, calling, “Linda!” She didn’t
answer. Rushing up the steps, I found
her in the Tiving room, lying helpless in
the center of the floor, gagged and bound
hand and foot with lengths of old rope.

She revived as I untied her. Though
breathlessly frightened, she protested she
was unhurt, and hurried at once into the
children’s room to make sure that Hal,
and especially Ellen, were all right.

Nothing seemed to be disturbed. I hur-
ried down the stairs and found that now
the lights in my operating room were on,
though they hadn’t been burning a few
minutes ago. Someone had prowled
through the whole house, and the front
door was left standing wide open, showing
that the prowler had fled only after I'd
returned—my arrival had scared him off.

After going down into the basement,
making sure nothing further was wrong
there, and turning off the lights, I hurried
back to Linda. Though still stunned, she
was getting a grip on herself. I imme-
diately phoned Tom Carmarten in Ken-
nington to report the crime, and then
Linda was able to talk.

“I was there in the easy chair. Ellen
was restive and feverish, so I'd decided to
wait until she fell asleep again. Suddenly
a hand reached around from behind me
and clamped itself over my mouth. That’s
really all I saw. T tried to break away and
couldn’t, and then I fainted. There isn’t

(1

anything more I can tell!

-

“NOTHING’S been taken, so far

as I can see,” I said. “There’s

money in the drawer of my

desk, but it wasn’t touched, so robbery

wasn’t the motive. Then what was? Why

should anyone sneak in here and do this?”

“I can’t understand it either, Phil”
Linda said. “We're all right now, but—"

“But it might happen again. Whoever
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came in here, for no apparent reason, must

be crazy. I'm not taking any chances,
honey. Damned if I'll leave you and the
- kids here unprotected any more. I'm go-
ing to get a gun, and a dog too—the
fiercest watchdog I can find, so nobody’ll
dare try it again.” -

Next day an automatic lay in a drawer
.upstairs, and Rex was chained to the
garage, near the back door which the
prowler had entered. I'd bought him from
a kennel in Kennington. He filled the bill
—a savage-looking mastiff, with great
powerful jaws and fearsome fangs.

I trained him so that he would accept
food from no one but me. While I was

at home he -was gentle and quiet, but
Linda kept him inside the house while I
was away, and anyone’s furtive approach
would stir him to a frenzy; his snarling
and barking would arouse all the neigh-
bors. But since that night there’d never
been a stealthy step or a sneaking presence
to arouse him—the prowler had not re-
turned. : i

As I sat alone in my office I wondered
what possible connection all this could
have with the strange death of Henrietta
Wickham. I could find none, except that
in both instances, suddenly amid the placid
tenor of Devon, terror had struck out of
the night . . ..

And then I remembered the Dutchman.

The episode of the Dutchman occurred
soon after I'd settled in Devon. Our new-
ly bought house was being remodelled at
that time, so we’d taken rooms in the
Inn, including one to serve as a temporary
office. In the afternoon of a day in late
May the proprietor, -Ike Folkstone,
stepped in.

“A man has just taken 205 at the end
of the hall upstairs, Doc,” he said. “He
was put off the train a few minutes ago
on account of he’s pretty sick. He’s asked
for you to come up.”

I knocked on the door of Room 205 and
a heavily accented voice inside asked with

breathless quickness, “Who—who is it?”

“Dr. Latimer.” ‘

A key squeaked in the lock and the
door opened a crack. One blue eye peered
out at me through a thick, gold-rimmed-
spectacle lens. It was a wary, scared eye,
yet very keen too.. For a moment the door
opened no wider. The man was bracing
his foot against it.

“How can I be sure you are the doc-
tor ?”’

“I'm the only one in Devon,” I said,
deciding on the spot that this foreigner
was suffering from a bad case of nerves.
*Ike Folkstone will introduce me, if you'd
like.”

Scanning me from head to toe through
the crack, he finally took a chance that I
wasn’t misrepresenting myself. Going in,
I found he’d brought half a dozen heavy
leather bags bearing the labels of several
steamship lines and hotels scattered over
half the globe. He was stout, with bris-
tling straw-colored hair; he held himself
tense in his chair as I examined him, and
squirmed every time my fingers moved.

T FIRST he declined to answer my
A questions, but soon he was reas-
sured and I drew him out. He was
a refugee, his name Willem Van Vreer.
Fleeing Holland just before Hitler’s
hordes blasted through, he had traveled
constantly since. He had gone by train
through Paris to Marseille ; had proceeded
by boat to Rio de Janeiro, Havana and
Miami, and he had been hurrying by train
again to New York City when his over-
wrought nerves had balked at carrying
him farther than Devon.

“You see, I do not sleep,” he said. “Not
in many nights have I slept.”

“Why not ?”

“I—I cannot permit myself.”

“See here! Small wonder you're worn
out. Unless you get plenty of relaxation
right away you'll collapse. This is a very
good place to recuperate. A few weeks
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here will make a new man of you. I'm
going to put you on a diet and give you
a tonic and some sleeping pills.”

A shrewd light came into his eyes as
he answered, “Yes, this place is excellent
for me to stay. No one will know I am
here. Doctor, I trust you, but what I have
told you about myself you will not re-
peat?”

“T won’t repeat it if you don’t want me
to. Now take two of these pills, crawl
into bed and forget everything except that
you're going to have a fine long rest.”

When I saw him the next day he was
better, though he still seemed full of a
haunting fear. At the end of a week he’d
improved considerably; and then, abrupt-
ly, he suffered a relapse. Overnight he’'d
again become a victim of raw nerves and
inescapable dread.

“But what’s caused this?” T demanded.
“What’s happened to do this to you?r”

“T should have known, Doctor,” he said
cryptically, his voice crackling. “I should
have known I would be found.”

It meant nothing to me, but he would
say nothing more. Again he was sleepless,
but he no longer stayed in his room. He
took to wandering about Devon on long
walks. I had a hunch he went armed.
He said nothing to anyone; he seemed to
be hunting for something, searching cease-
lessly. For what, I couldn’t guess. I might
have put him down as a psychopathic
case, except that—

T’d seen him hurry into the Inn rather
late that evening. His expression was
peculiarly elated, as if his strange quest
had somehow been rewarded. After a
while, when I'd finished with my other
patients, I decided to look in on him. As
I climbed the stairs I heard his cry—a
hoarse, enraged squeal of insufferable
agony.

His door stopped me. It was locked. I
banged on it and called his name. Though
I heard quick movements inside the room,
he did not answer, I kept rapping so in-

sistently that Tke Folkstone came running
up to see what was wrong.

“Use your pass-key, Tke!” T urged.
“Open this door!”

In a second it was opened. We halted
just inside, staring in horror.

i

‘ a JILLEM VAN VREER sat
slumped in a chair, entirely
stripped of his clothing. His face,
his neck, his chest, his paunch—all were
spotted with many raw burns. They oozed
and bled. The coals of cigarettes had been
pressed repeatedly into his flesh. A score
of crushed butts lay on the floor around
him. One brutal blow after another had
bruised him. Adhesive tape was plastered
thickly over his mouth, and he was bound
helpless in the chair except for one hand.
Near that limp hand lay a pencil and a
scratch-pad on which nothing at all was
written.

The room was a shambles. The con-
tents of all Van Vreer’s suitcases had been
dumped on the floor. Their linings had
been ripped out. His clothing was torn te
tatters. Every inch of the room had been
searched. An open window and a ladder
—stolen from the old stables behind the
inn, we later learned—told how the per-
petrator of this barbaric attack had come
and gone, leaving Van Vreer dying of
shock and torture.

As we transferred him gently to the
bed consciousness flashed back to his
mind. With it came a frantic spasm of
fright. Van Vreer clutched my arm.

“Look out for them !’ His words were
hoarse, breathless. “They stop at nothing.
They will kill you too—those fiends!
Watch out, watch out!” Then in a ragged
screech, he forced through his throat,
“The border—behind the border!”

Despite his frenzied effort to impart
some sort of warning to me, I could not
guess his meaning, These words, more-
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over, were the last he was ever to speak.
Shock rendered him utterly helpless
again; and within half an hour he was
dead.

Though we knew of no one to notify,
several Dutch-speaking men from New
York—friends of his family they said they
were—came to claim his body. County
Detective Carmarten questioned them at
length and learned nothing. Inquiries
wired to the New York police were an-
swered with the assurance that these were
business men of high repute. Presently
the investigation petered out. It was not

with a frown as I went into the bedroom.

‘I felt that his wife had phoned me against

his wish that some other doctor be called
from Kennington.

Barbara’s eyes, too bright in her wan
face, looked up at me without a smile.
Usually she was glad to see me; but to-
night she wasn’t glad. Sick as she was.
she trembled as I took her temperature
and her pulse. This little friend of mine
actually shrank from me in fear!

She’d heard the things people were
whispering about Dr. Phil Latimer and
the death of Henrietta Wickham. She’d

While our fighting men on all fronts are showing they can dish it out as

well as take it, we must do our share—now more than ever—to hack them

with all we’ve got! War Bonds help to pay for bombs, planes, tanks and
guns! Buy a Bond Every Pay-Day!

only Devon’s first murder in twelve years,
it was also the most inexplicable crime in
all the town’s history; and it went un-
solved. )

Could this, I wondered, as I sat alone
at my desk—could the brutal and baffling
death of the Dutchman be in some way
connected with the prowler who had later
broken into my home, and also with the
death of Henrietta Wickham? These three
events had an element in common. All
showed the same terrible ruthlessness, the
same apparent lack of purpose. I felt
there must be a mercilessly daring plan
at work—and even as I became sure of it,
the telephone in my office shrilled again.

-’

-~

r I \HE call took me to the cottage
where Jim Taylor, our radio repair-
man, lived with his wife and daugh-

ter. Meeting me at the door, Mrs. Taylor

told me with quick anxiety that it was
Barbara who was sick. Jim stood aside

heard her father and mother arguing as
to whether they dared call me.

“How long has she been like this?” I
asked Mrs. Taylor.

“Since yesterday morning, Doctor. Jim
thought it was just another sore throat, so
we—we didn't—"

“She should have had attention at once.
If you'd delayed any longer it might have
been too late. A child can die of diphtheria
in four or five days, you know.”
™ “Diphtheria! Doctor Latimer, what
can you do?”

“I have the serum in my case. It acts
quickly—brings wonderful relief. I don’t
believe you need to worry.”

Jim came warily into the room to watch.
I could not suppress a feeling of acute un-
easiness as I drew the serum into a hypo-
dermic syringe. For a moment I thought
Jim would try to stop me. I carefully
made the injection into Barbara’s armi,
then sat at her side to make sure there
was no adverse reaction.

“She’ll be ‘much better by morning, I
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think,” I said, going into- the living room
and closing the door behind me. “I’ll be
back then. Meanwhile get these prescrip-
tions filled.”

Writing them, I talked with Jim and his
wife about the care Barbara must have.
When I said good night at the door I
sensed that Jim was relieved. I started
to walk back to the office, realizing that
I had a formidable job on my hands to
overcome the subtle distrust which Hen-
rietta Wickham’s death had aroused ; and
then I heard Barbara’s sharp, quick wail,

I turned about, thrust back ‘into the
house without knocking and found that
both Jim and Barbara’s mother had
rushed into her room. She lay quietly, but
there was fright in her eyes, as if she’d
wakened from a bad dream. -

“What’s the matter, Barbara ?”’ I asked

quickly.

“I don’t know,” she sighed through
her painful throat. “I was just going to
sleep and then I felt a pain.and woke up.”

“A pain where?”

“I don’t know. I feel so bad all over.”

“T'll watch her,” I told Jim. “Try to go
back to sleep, Barbara. Try to sleep.”

They stood anxiously at the foot of the
bed. I sat beside Barbara, alert for any
untoward symptoms. They knew almost
as soon as I that something was actually
wrong, seriously wrong.

Barbara. ¢ould not even try to. sleep.
Her breathing quickened. Her pulse be-
gan to race. She squirmed and writhed
under the blankets with a.growing, un-
controllable restlessness. Then she tried
to sit up. When I gently pushed her back
to the pillow, she was suddenly up again,
fighting me.

The sick little girl, burning with fever,
became wild-eyed, possessed with a fren-
zied madness !

God above, I knew nothing I could do
for her! All my long, arduous medical
training had taught me nothing -with
which to cope with the insane paroxysms

of the stricken child. The cause of it was
unkriown to me; she became so violent
that all our efforts were needed to control
her. Then abruptly—exactly as in the case
of Henrietta Wickhami—it ended. As if
in complete surrender to an unbearable
ordeal, Barbara fell back inert.

“She’s.dead!” Jim blurted.

In scarcely more than a stunned whis-
per I echoed, “She’s dead.”

“What killed her?” Jim grabbed my
arm. “I’m asking you, Doctor—you!”

“I swear I can’t tell you that, Jim.”

“You shot something into her! I saw
you—that needle! That’s what killed her!
You. knew the stuff you shot into her
would—"

Jim! Good lord, man, realize what
you’re saying! You can’t believe I'd do
anything to harm Barbara. She'was my
friend; The serum would have saved her.
It couldn’t possibly have caused—this!”

“But she’s dead.” Jim stared, mum-
bling it.” “She’s dead, and something killed
her.”

“Yes, something killed her—and if it’s
within my powers, Jim, I'm going to find
out what it was.”

I turned back to the lifeless little girl
on the bed. A tiny red mark was left on
her arm where my hypodermic needle had
pierced. I looked ‘farther, and at once
found the eminous blue-black bruise. Mid-
way between the knee and the hip, on the
side of the thigh—a small dark circle, and
in its center another tiny prick-mark.

A mark of death left on this little victim
by a murderous being that could not pos-
sibly have entered the room!

CHAPTER THREE
‘ Borders of Death

HE last note of the grandfather’s

I cdlock ‘vibrated through the dark
house. Ttseemed I had already been
sitting in that ! ghtless room for an eter-
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nity, watching the girl‘asle*ep on the bed
while the county detective guarded the
door with his-hulking body and his gun.
The night was endless, yet it would be
all too short. If-it should pass unevent-
fully, then dawn would see my last chance
gone—my last hope of proving I was not
a murderous madman. I could do nothing
but continue to wait—wait, while the girl
slept, while Carmarten eyed me-with grim
determination to-stop me with his gun if
I should make a single treacherous move,
while the reverberations of the clock’s
gong faded away in the empty darkness

* * *

The third emergency call came on the
night of the day when little Barbara Tay-
lor was buried.

“It’s Terry, Phil!” a girl’s voice said
rapidly over the wire. “Dad’s had another
- attack—a really bad one. Please come over
right away!”- ..~

“Coming?’ T promised.

A moment before the phone rang I'd
almost forced myself to an‘impossible de-
cision. Dreading that the inexplicable
death might strike down more of my pa-
tients, I'd all but resolved that I would
answer no more calls, would see no more
‘patients. But I realized now that I couldn’t
refuse any appeal for help—certainly not
this one. Terry Bray was my sister-in-
law. The man for whose sake-she’d sum-
moned me was her father, and Linda’s.

Without telling Linda—it would only
worry her, se I'd wait until I returned,
when, I hoped, I could report her father
out of danger—I hastily made ready to go.
Being thoroughly familiar with Grover
Bray’s heart condition, I knew he would
need a cardiac stimulant. Stepping into
the little room where my drugs were

_stored, I reached to the shelf where I kept
a solution of Atropinas sulphas. My hand
froze in midair.

The bottle was gone!"

Its absence stunned me. I hadn’t used
it in weeks, but it should have been in its
place. It was a powerful drug, the proper
dosage being from one two-hundredths to
one one-hundredths of a grain. A dose
much heavier than that would act as a
swift, potent poison. Then I realized, and
the realization rocked my mind.

The symptoms of poisoning by atro-
pine! Wild, brilliant, staring eyes—
marked excitement — belligerence — the:
heart paralyzed in systole! Traces of the
drug itself were extremely difficult to de-
tect by post mortem examination, but
these symptoms were exactly those with
which Henrietta Wickham and Barbara
Taylor had died!

I spun about to my instrument cabinet,
jerked open a drawer and stared at a row
of hypodermic syringes. How many had
I usually kept there? Five or six? I
couldn’t remember! Five lay in the draw-
er now, but there might have been six a
short time ago. One might be missing—
stolen!

I had no time for conjecture, Quickly
I mixed a fresh solution of atropinas sul-
phas, weighing out the powder with the
utmost care, checking and rechecking, fi-
nally dissolving it painstakingly in dis-
tilled water. Then, with the bottle and a
syringe in my case, I unchained Rex,
turned him into the house and hurried to
my car,

It was miles to the Bray farm. Linda
had lived there with her father and Terry
until going off to the city to take her
training as a nurse. Terry still remained
there with Grover Bray. A fert, red-
headed girl of twenty, she hurried from
the door with a flashlight as I drove into
the yard.

“Watch your step, Phil!” she called as
I got out of the car. “There are lots of
copperheads around—more this year than
ever before—and sometimes they’re -out
after dark. Take the light.”

She followed me in, and when T opened,
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the door of the bedroom on the ground
floor, Grover Bray’s voice lifted at me.

“You get back out of here, Phil La-
timer! I told Terry not to call you. I
won'’t let you touch me!”

I was used to this man’s brusqueness.
Though he’d never quite forgiven me for
marrying Linda—he’d jealously wanted to
keep both his daughters with him all his

life, it seemed—I’d learned his bark was

worse than his bite. But there was a.new,
sharper ring in his voice tonight. He really
meant it.
“ AKE it easy, Grover,” I said,

- going to his bed, “or you’ll
bring on another attack. I've
already explained to you how to take care
of your angina, so why did you let this
happen? Weren’t you carrying those amyl
nitrite pearls I gave you?”

He glared at me. “How do I know
what’s in those pearls? Crush one and
inhale the fumes, you said—but I don’t
trust you, Phil Latimer. Not any more!
You'd better understand something right
now. You're not going to get anything
out of sy will!”

“Dad!” Terry gasped. -“How can you
say such a terrible thing!”

I felt my whole face turn white, but
Grover Bray didn’t back down, didn’t
spare me.

“I'm telling it to you stralght' What
little money I’ve got is going to Terry.
You won’t have a cent of it. Now you
get out, do you hear? Don’t you dare

"’

touch me—and don’t ever come back!

“Phil, I'm sorry!” Terry said quickly.

“He doesn’t realize—"

“Under the circumstances thege’s noth-
ing I can do for him, Terry. Just be sure
he carries the pearls. Give him something
~ to calm him down—warm milk with a
good shot of whiskey in it” I turned
again to. her father. “Grover, you’re a
cantankerous old hellion, but you mean

a lot to me just the i Lmda wxll glve

gency i in me that I left Terry alone ther

you a piece of her mind for this, and I
hope it’ll bring you back to your senses.
Well, good night.”
“Fah!” he snorted.” “Go on, get out!”
I left Terry painfully embarrassed.

~ With every turn of the wheels, as I drove

toward Devon, I became more concerned.
I shouldn’t have let Grover Bray send me
off. Abruptly I switched the car around
in the road, determined to make him listen
to reason if only for his daughters’ sake.

Pulling into the yard, I caught Terry’s
voice, high-pitched, strained. She was
speaking over the telephone to Linda. She
was crying, “Send him right back, please
send him right back!”

Already knowing, with a crushing sense
of dread, what I would find, I strode into
the house. Terry turned from the phone
to seize my arrﬁ, her eyes flooded with
tears,

]ust after you dro‘ve away, Phil—I
was warming the milk in-the kitchen—I
heard him shout. I couldn’t do anything
with him! He fought me—then, all of a
sudden—"

In the bedroom door I stood stiffly still.
Grover Bray had struggled out of his bed ;
he lay huddled on the floor. Hopelessly I
felt for his pulse, knowing he was dead.
Then I searched for the mark, and found
it—a small round bruise only faintly -dis-
cernible, centered around the tiny mark
of a puncture, this time in'the flesh of his
shoulder. 8

And this time, with grim intensity, I
searched further. The open window re-
vealed the only detail that might be signif-
icant, Although it was five or six feet

- from the bed I discovered a hole punchg;i :

through the screen. A round hole, scarcely
more than half an inch in diameter, it
seemed ta have been recently made.

“Call the county detective, Terry,” 1
said, quickly turning away. “Then -tell
Linda. T'll be. back.” :

There was such an unquenchable ur.
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with the dead body of her father. Not at
all certain of my own reasoning, I drove
rapidly into Devon and turned to the Tay-
lor home. Without making any sound that
might disturb Jim and his wife, I crept to
the window of the room that had been
Barbara’s. In the brief light of a match
I found a hole punched in the window
screen, exactly like the other.

With burning eagerness I drove on.
Again, after rounding the corner of the
Wickham home, I prowled soundlessly

into the yard to examine the windows of’
_the room in which Miss Henrietta had -

died. VYes, it was there, in the screen six
feet or so from the side of her bed—a third
hole!

Were they merely a coincidence—sim-
ply holes worn or accidentally punched,
such as might be found in the screen of
almost any house—or were they a link
between the sudden deaths of my three
patients? If so, what did they mean? At
the moment they seemed to be merely
three holes, three ciphers adding up to
nothing.

g

ONSTANTLY I was aWare, as the
rest of that night passed, and most

of the next day, that the coroner

and the county detective were leaving me
‘strangely alone. Neither came to ask ques-
tions ; ominously they avoided me. They

were deliberating on a course of action,
and when they ﬁnally came, 1 knew, it

~ would be the beginning of the end.
Following the death of Henrietta chk-

Vhen Barbara Taylor died it had grown
stronger. . Now, with my own father-in-

" law struck lifeless in the same ruthless

way, Devon’s reaction was unmistakably
hostile. ‘

Men wha had bean my friends scarcely V

spoke to me as I walked to the drugstore
that afternoon. Women on the corners,

1 T had sensed suspicion in the town,

buzzing out their gossip, grew tight-lipped
as I passed. Mothers grasped their chil-
dren’s hands and turned aside when I
neared. Bill Bickel, the druggist, instead
of chattering with his usual> good cheer,
gave me what I asked for without a word,
then disappeared behind his prescription
counter, shunning further contact with
me.

As I stepped out, feeling like an unclean
pariah, Stewart Warden came from the
soda fountain.

“You don’t have to take all this, Phil,”
he sdid quietly., “It's so damned unfair!
Let ’em all go to hell.”

Preoccupied, I pointed to the small,
white-wrapped bottle he’d just bought
from Bill Bickel. “What’s that stuff?”

“Benzedrine tablets. They keep me
from falling asleep when I have to work
late at night. Look here, Phil—"

“Then no wonder your blood pressure’s
up!” I exclaimed. “That stuff does it.
You work late practically every night, so
you've probably taken far too many. Cut
them out, Stewart, and your hypertension
will dlsappear you won'’t need me any
more.’

“I didn't realize that.” He put the bot-
tle into my hand as a gesture of compli-
ance. “Now look. You're getting a raw
deal here. You don’t deserve such'lousy
treatment, There happens: to be a short-

‘age of doctors in'my neighborhood in the

city. T'll be moving back soon, so how

~about coming with me? Youowe yourself
a good break, Phxl ”

“It’s tempting,” I admitted, “but I can’t
quit it the middle of a fight. I've got to

~‘see it through.”

As T left him he said, “Just keep it in
mind. You'll sée the wisdom of it. You're
too good-a man to let this town wreck
your whole career for no sensible reason.”

I might have mentioned Stewart’s idea
to Linda at dinner except that she too
seemed unnaturally aloof. She was still
shocked by her father’s death, of course,
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but her quietness was deeper than that.
Gazing at her, I wondered—God above!
—had my own wife’s faith in me been
shaken? Linda’s father was dead and I
had been his doctor—was it possible that
even she doubted me? She tried to smile,
to be her old poised self, but somehow she
couldn’t quite manage it. Abruptly I
pushed back from the table. :

“I guess I'm not very hungry tonight.
I want to watch Ellen for a while, and my
patients will start coming soon.”

No patients would come, I very well
realized as I went into Ellen’s room. Ev-
ery night had brought fewer. Last night
there had been none. Tonight again there
would be none—there would never be any
more. Those in Devon who needed a doc-
tor’s care were going to Kennington now.

I sat, disheartened, beside Ellen’s bed.
Her condition was improving, though she
would need the best of care for months to
come. Linda, I thought bitterly—adding
to her constant worry about the baby,
Linda would very soon see her husband
and her children’s father formally accused
of murder.

What wotld she do once I was con-
victed? All the good life I'd so hopefully
built up would then be relentlessly torn
down, ‘

’ I \IME was short. Before very long,
inevitably, the coroner and the
county detective would come. I had
only a few hours left at the most. My
mind groped in the dark as I told myself
there must be something I could take hold
of, some answer that must lie within reach.

I found myself pacing back and forth
across Ellen’s little room. I noticed the

thudding of my heels on the linoleum. I

saw, too, that one of the composition tiles

at the base of the wall near the door had
come loose. On this most momentous
night of my life these trivial details
crowded in on me. I faced the prospect
~of arrest and conviction as a killer; my

career was on the point of being wrecked ;
my family was about to be broken up, and
as if all this was too much to grasp I no-
ticed trivialities—the tapping of my heels
as I strode, and a loose tile in the linoleum
border of the room.

The border!

Willem Van Vreer’s voice spoke ab-
ruptly in my mind, like the voice of a
ghost: “The border—behind the border!”

Suddenly the Dutchman’s dying words
took on a startling meaning. They kin-
dled a sparkin my mind; a light flared
up. The next moment I was down on my
hands and knees, ripping the tile out of
the wall, staring into the small dark eavity.

Something was wedged in there. It un-
rolled as I drew it out. Made of canvas
and leather, it was four feet long and six
inches wide, a series of pockets fastened
with little buckles. It was a money-belt
to be worn under the clothing, around the
waist, and every one -of the pockets was
stuffed fat. I fumbled one open and peb-
bles poured out into my moist palm—
gray, irregular pebbles that shone with a
faint, hazy glitter..

It was then that I heard the knocking
at my door—the stern, insistent rapping

of hard knuckles.

I money-belt. Leaving it on my desk,
I stepped into the waiting room. Ex-

actly as I'd feared, Coroner March had

come with Detective Carmarten.

Eying me from a distance, feeling that
this was a nasty business to be finished
as quickly as possible, Dr. March said, “I
have here my autopsy reports on Barbara
Taylor and Grover Bray. My examina-
tion was most thorough. I have concluded
that both of them, and Henrietta Wick-
ham as well, were killed by the injection
of a powerful dose of belladonna or atro-
pine.”

ol

HURRIED up, carrying the heavy
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I did not dare mention that the poison
had come from my own shelf, that it had
been administered through one of my own
hypodermic needles.

“You must understand, Dr Latimer,
upon what basis we have felt forced to
act. Only one person was present just
prior to the sudden death of each of these
victims. Whatever the motive may have
been, only that person, and no other, could
have acted upon it. For that reason I
have had no choice but to ask for an in-
dictment against you.”

Tom Carmarten said, “Here it is.
You're under arrest. I got to take you
along.”

“The matter is out of my hands now,”
the coroner added, “except for the testi-
mony I must give at the trial.”

He turned and hurried out. Carmarten
eyed me narrowly, bracing himself in case
I should resist. A pent-up breath left my
lungs and I gestured toward my desk.

“Sit there. For just a few minutes.
T've something to tell you before I go,”
I told him.

He complied warily, seeming to feel that
to deny this request might arouse me to
a dangerous pitch. I pushed the money-
belt toward him. He blinked at the gray
pebbles with their frosty sheen.

“You know what they are, Tom? Un-
cut diamonds.”

“Diamonds ?”

“Listen. The Dutch are a canny people.
They knew in advance that their country
would be invaded. They took precautions.
You must have read in the papers, as I
have, of valuables removed for safekeeping
to other parts of the world—art objects,
private wealth, all sorts of precious things,
like this store of diamonds. There are
hundred of thousands of dollars worth of
uncut diamonds here, Tom—perhaps a
million dollars worth or more—a fugitive
fortune!”

He frowned.
“Willem Van Vreer fled from Holland

with this store of stones on his person.
Undoubtedly he was acting as the trusted
emissary for a diamond-cutting house in
Amsterdam. His purpose was to bring
these gems safely, by a round-about route,
to-New York, the new diamonds center
of the world. Guarding them day and
night, he couldn’t permit himself to sleep;
he exhausted himself. He knew that es-
pionage agents of the Axis were trailing
him, anxious to seize them, not only be-
cause the Axis needs secret purchasing
power in this country, but also because
diamonds are essential to the making of
machine tools, to mechanized warfare.
Stopping here in Devon, Van Vreer hoped
he could throw the Axis agents off his
trail—but after a week he found that one
of them had tracked him down regard-
less.”

Carmarten was impatient to take me off
to jail, but I persisted.

“Somehow he learned that an Axis
agent had traced him to Devon. He feared
he might be killed and robbed of the dia-
monds. He decided to hide them some-
where in Devon, then to pass the word to
his associates in New York as to where
they could find them if anything should
happen to him. He did that—hid them
securely—and none too soon. Before he
could notify New York, the secret agent
trapped him in his room at the inn, and
tortured him in a attempt to make him
reveal the hiding place—but Van Vreer
died without betraying his trust,

“I don’t see what this has to do—"

“He’d hidden them here in this house,
Tom! This place was then being remo-
deled. The linoleum in the baby’s room
had just been laid. Van Vreer removed
one of the tiles of the border, crammed
the diamonds into the wall behind it, then
cemented the tile in place again,

“His killer reasoned that the diamonds
must be hidden somewhere inside this
house. He followed Van Vreer’s logic.
That’s why the prowler broke in that
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night abowt a month ago, soon after the
Dutchman’s death. It was an attempt to
uncover the hoard of diamonds, He failed

-~ because I came back too soon—and

now—"

“Well?”” Carmarten said. “How does
all this connect up with a dead old lady,
and a dead little girl, and your dead fa-
ther-in-law ?”

“I MAGINE yourself in the killer’s
place, Tom! He tried just once
to sneak in very late at night, and

realized how dangerous that was—how

likely that I'd surprise him at work. Being

a doctor, I might be aroused at any me-

ment, regardless of the hour, to answer a

call—I might see him. And after that "

there was Rex, a savage brute of a dog;

on constant guard. At the very least Rex -

‘would raise such a furore that all the
neighborhood would be alarmed—the
"~ agent—the agent would be seen if not
actually caught. He didn't dare come back
again to prowl and search! All these cir-
cumstances combined to make the dia-
monds unreachable, Tom—and no thor-
ough search could be made as long as my
family and I occupied this house. You
understand that ?”

Tom’s frown darkened.

“What could he do—what, possibly?
How could he get us all out for a long
enough period? Kill me and Linda and
_the two children, and the dog as well?

But that would have involved risk of dis- - fhie telephone Bell suddenty épa ttered out

its sharp, shrill sound.

covery, and might have brought Van
Vreer’s associates from New York, After-
ward the house would swarm with police.
There'd be a thorough, prolenged investi-
gation. This way, he would provide a
prime suspect for his killings.”

- Carmarten said slowly, “It ain’t my

part to hear you defend yourself, Doe. I
got a warrant here. I got to take you in.”
“You know I couldn’t have killed three

of my own patients! It’s beyond all rea-

sqr;!j +'«.., Good lord, Tom, why do you

sit there staring at me? What are you
thinking 7

He stiffened in his chair, “I been doin’
a bit of investigatin’, Doc. About your
father, now. He practised here a few
years, then he moved to the city. Before
long he was in serious trouble. The pa-
pers made a lot of it—called it a mercy
killn’. They seat your father to an asy-
lum, and he died there.”

Flung so bluntly into my face, it
stunned me. It was worse than useless

--t0 attempt to justify that case now, after

more than twenty years, even though I'd

“always felt vehemently that the verdict

was a tragic injustice. I could only say,
“That ‘man was -not my father, but my
fo ter-father. He adopted me when I was

‘only a few months old.”

The mothent I spoke the words 1 real-
ized that even this argument could be
turned against me. Having been adopted,
I did not know who my real father and
mother were. I could feel Tom Carmarten
conjecturing, as he sat still silent, that
my parents might have been depraved
criminals—and the damning suspicion of
inherited insanity remained,

“I can’t do anything else, Doc,” he said
finally. “I got to take you in. Are you
comin’ ?”

Utterly disheartened, overwhelmed
with a sense of futility, I rose and sighed,
“Yes—yes, I'm coming.”

We had gone as far as the door when

CHAPTER FOUR
Send for the killet!
, 3 ERRY’S voice carried like a
stcained breath over the wire. Fol-
_ lowing her father’s death she had
planned to come to live with Linda and

me, but she was still entirely alone at
- the farm, and the raggedness of her first -
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words warned me of a real emergency.

“Phil—please come! I—I've been bit-
ten—by a copperhead. It was—almost half
an hour ago—I fainted. Please, Phil—"

“Be as quiet as possible, Terry!” I
urged her. “Don’t let yourself get ex-
cited—that will spread the venom faster.
I'm coming right over.’

I turned from the phone to meet Car-
marten’s forbiddingly dark frown.

“Warrant or no warrant, Tom, you
can’t keep me away from that girl. There’s
no time to bring another doctor from
Kennington. She’s in serious danger. If
you insist,” I added quickly and bitterly,
“you can come with me—watch me to
make sure I do her no harm.”

Giving him no chance to argue, I
checked the contents of my medicine case.
Again without telling Linda, so as not
to worry her unnecessarily, I hurried out
to my car. As Carmarten ducked in I
noticed, for the first time, the bulge of the

- gun in his. pocket. He was prepared—he -
considered me a madman who might go

berserk. As I drove, jouncing over the
rough dirt road, he clung to the door with
one hand, leaving his other free to grab
his gunif necessary, and he alertly eyed
me.

Braking in the yard of the Bray farm-

house, I let the headlights shine directly
As I hurried, with Car-=

on the door.
marfén pacing warily at my side, I spied
the coiled thing near the steps. The
snake was dead, hacked in two. After
having been bitten, Terry had taken time
to kill it, which she shouldn’t have done

—using an axe that now lay beside it. It

was the biggest copperhead I d ever seen;

and at this season their venom was at its
greatest potency. o

. Carmarten tramped after me into the
‘bedroom on the ground floor,. This was
the room where Grover Bray had- died
only yesterday, and now Terry lay across
the bed, deathly pale, her eyes wide with
Adread of impending. death. . The marks of

the snake-bite were in the calf of her left
leg. The fangs had sunk deep, and the
flesh was badly swollen, showing that the
venom had already spread to a dangerous
extent.

“Lie there easily, Terry.

»

I spoke

‘quietly, so as not to arouse her further.

“This won’t hurt. I'm sure I can stop it.
Quietly, Terry.”

Tom Carmarten watched my every
move. First I applied the tourniquet,
tightening it just enough, and asked him
to hold it. With cocaine I anesthetized
the area around the bite. Using a fresh
razor-blade, sterilized, I quickly made the
criss-cross incisions around the spot the
fangs had pierced, then applied the suc-
tion cup. The poisoned lymph and blood
flowed out; and that was only the be-
ginning.

This method, I'd learned from experi-
ence, though it did not include the use

‘of antivenom, was the most efficacious. I

continuously sucked out the toxic fluids,
widening the area of treatment by means
of more and more ‘incisions. At inter-
vals I applied a compress wet with a solu-
tion of epsom salts. “All the while Terry
lay  admirably quiet; and Carmarten
watched suspiciously at my elbow.

The treatment must be kept up until
I'was certain Terry’s life was ‘no longer
endangered. The first and- second houirs
were constant work ; the third and fourth
were no less of a strain. When I paused
at last I saw wearily that it was well
past ‘eleven-thirty. Terry was breathing
more easily now; the venom had been
removed and the affected area confined,
and she would be all right. But in this
case, of ‘all the cases I'd ever handled, I
felt desperately compelled to make double-

sure.

“I thought kept haunting me, “the
' money left her by her father will
pass to Linda, If Terry should die they’ll

F TERRY should die,” the
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say that was my motive for killing her—
that, the money. and my madness.”

“I'm staying,” I told Carmarten.

“I got a warrant here—"

“Damn your warrant! I'm going to

watch this patient all night. Do what-
ever you dammed please about it, Tom;
Fm not leaving here until I'm absolutely
certain she’s safe.”
_ I went to the phone. First I called
Linda, to explain my prolonged absence,
to assure her that I expected Terry’s
conditien to improve rapidly, and to make
positive that Rex was on guard inside
the house. Next, on a quick decision, I
phoned Stewart Warden. In order to re-
ceive calls from the New York syndicate
office, he’d had a phone installed in the
barn he used as a studio ; and he answered
. at once.

“Please come over to the Bray farm.
You can help me here, in a very important
way.”

“Be right along,”” he promised.

After ten minutes his car turned into
. the yard. I met him at the door. Car-

marten, doggedly sticking close, listened
to every word.

“Please stay outside, Stewart. Put
yourself at a spot where you can watch
“this side of the house. I can’t tell you
what to expect, exactly—nothing at all
might bappen—but keep an eye out for
a prowler.”

He nodded. »

“We'll put out the lights and wait.”

“I'lt do my best, Phil.”

Carmarten waited while Stewart War-

den trudged off. He effaced himself be-.

side the old well near the barn. The dark-
ness covered him. )

The county. detective and I went back
into the bedroom where Terry lay. I
snapped off the lights. Carmarten placed
a chair for me at the foot of the bed,
where he eould watch me against the
faint star-glow at the windows. His own
- chair he put against the closed door,

shutting me inside the room. We sat,
neither of us speaking. The darkness
aroused his apprehension of me, and pres-
ently T caught the steely glitter in his
hand. He'd dragged his revolver out of
his pecket, and was holding it ready.

I reminded myself grimly that no one
except Carmarten knew I'd found the
cache of diamonds in my house. The
phantomlike killer of my patients was not
aware they were uncovered. To his mind
his situation remained the same; he was
unsuspected; his purpose was stil to
drive me out. The death of another of my
patieats would get rid of me all the more
quickly. He might strike again, then—
might try to destroy the girl who had be-
gur to doze on the bed.

Here in this room he had already mur-
dered a man. There in the screen was
the little hole which somehow had enabled
him. to kill. And Terry lay sleeping, ufi-
conscious that the ghostlike destroyer
might even now be creeping closer, with
uncanny sagacity, past all my defenses.

Terry did not stir while the grand-
father’s clock tolled off the hour of mid-
night. I watched her, alert for every
slight .sound beyond the bonging of the
gong. Carmarten in turn kept me under
a hawklike surveillance, his gun and his
eyes glittering, as the clock’s last note
vibrantly faded into the stillness. . . ,

-
HEN the starlight, too, was gone,

| Clouds drifting across the night
~ sky blotted out even that feeble

glow. I could no longer see the glitter

that marked the county detective’s posi-
tion. I sensed his tensemess. as he lis-
tened, to make sure I did not move. The
darkness was oily-thick as we waited,
breathlessly still. And at last— A
It was the faintest of sownds, like that
of some small night-thing stirring minute-
ly in the grass. But it had a certain rese~
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nance, a certain muted twang—a metallic

quality, as of harp-strings strummed dis-

cordantly far in the distance.

The screen! Something “was invisibly
entering the room through that small hole
in the screen. I strained my eyes and
could see nothing. It continued, slowly
and furtively, as if the presence at the

window was striving to avoid even that .

small noise. There was a presence—I
could feel it lurking outside, and at the
same time I felt it invading the room.

It was here, with us within these walls
—something unseen reaching closer to the
girl lying asleep on the bed—something
‘horribly deadly.

Tom Carmarten strained toward me.
I sensed that he’d lifted his gun. He was
gripping it, ready to fire—at me! I scarce-
ly dared lift a finger; and yet I must
move. Very slowly I reached to the
lamp sitting on the table at the foot of
‘the bed. My fingers found the switch,
~and T poised, ready to leap up.

At the snap Carmarten sprang erect.
For a moment the dark blirided us. We
saw, then, something wavering in the
air—something slender and long, like a
" pencil-streak in the air, whipping gently,
and on the end of it a bright glitter.
The glitter was the glass and the steel
of a hypodermic syringe.

Before I could make certain of its
nature Carmarten’s gun roared. The bul-
let smashed out through the screen of the
open window, and now there were two
holes. The ‘slender switchlike thing
dropped. A gasp sounded at the window,
then swift footfalls raced away. Car-
marten was suddenly at the sill;, stoop-
ing to press his set face against the screen,
his revolver blasting and blasting again.

Terry sat, terrified but silent as I pushed
out of the room. In the driveway I
stopped. The inert body of a man lay
there, dropped by the county detective’s

bullets, his blood ﬂowmg mto the gravel.

When Carmarten trudged up he was car-
rying the thin, flexible rod.

“Fly-rod!” he said. “The thumb-piece
of the plunger is filed- down so-it fits
into the ferule of the last section. One
quick, hard push would sink the needle

and drive all the poison out, , . . Who's
that man lying there?” ‘
“He’s not the man he seemed,” I said.

#Everything we thought him to be was

a front. Actually he was a secret agent
playing ruthlessly for tremendous stakes.
You'll remember now.that Van Vreer's
nervous relapse occurred on the very day
this man came to Devon, ostensibly to
spend the summer working. Whatever
his real name is, his purpose drove him
every minute, fanatically. He took tablets
to shoot his blood-pressure up, so he
could keep in closer touch with me; even
today he tried to persuade me to move to
the city.

“I see it now! I guess you don’t need
to worry any more, Doc. T'll tear up the
warrant, and gladly. But who is that
man?”’

“Stewart Warden.”

I was glad when I placed the con-
signment of diamonds in the hands of the
representative’ of the diamond-cutting -
house sent from New York. I was even
happier when I again found my waiting
room full of patients eévery day—includ-
ing, at times, Willis Wickham and Jim
Taylor. The nightmare was over, and
Tom Carmarten had said, “You don’t
need to worry any more, Doc”’—but, sit-
ting here alone at my desk, typing these
last words, I wonder. ‘

Terror is not a thing to be so easily
wiped out. At times, almost unconscious-
ly, I've found myself checking the bottles
on my shelves, or counting the hypo-
dermic syringes in-my cabinet drawer.
Always there is the haunting possibility
that all of the Dutchman s diamonds have

not been-found. | ; .'

THEBND'
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The educated barber and the drunken doctor followed the clue of the
second-band corpse—until Doc Bellew found the needle in murder's

haystack—and Mack gave the death-peddler his final shave!

PARKHILL P B

We slipped up on them
without effort. . . .

-

the face of Chauncey Smith. It dark tie and his blue ‘serge coat was
was a familiar face and it almost neatly pressed. Doc Bellew and Levi
seemed that Chauncey would open his Robinson and I stood there and stared,
eyes and say, “Who's got all the cards thts and there was something about Chauncey’s

o,

THREE of us stood and looked at time?” He wore his gold stickpin and his
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“mouth that made him a lot different.
But of course that was only my imagi-
nation again. Chauncey was dead. He
was in his casket, surrounded by flowers,
and Betty Lou Smith was in the other
room, silent and stricken. In a little while
the preacher would come, and after that
they would take Chauncey up to Willow
Hill and bury-him in the family plot.

Doc Bellew was getting old, and he
drank too much since his son was killed at
Pearl Harbor, but he frowned and shook
his head over the body of our friend. He
said, “Strong men like Chauncey should-
n’'t die of measly old stomach trouble. I
feel like it was my fault.”

“That’s plumb silly,” rumbled Levi.
“Chauncey was taken, that’s all. Never
blame yourself, Doc.”

Still, it was strange. Chauncey’s mouth
didn’t look right. It wasn’t peaceful.
Everybody always says I've got too much
imagination, and I've learned to be careful
about what I say in our town of Alletto.
This is really no place for a man who pre-
fers books and music and good paintings,
even if they are reproductions, to soap
opera and corn likker and wenching catch
as catch can. This is tobacco country,
and Alletto is a market town.

Chauncey Smith was my cousin and he
married my only girl—Betty Lou
Clark. In the back room, Betty Lou was
mourning him, and here was I, the puny
one, left to stare at what was left of
Chauncey and honestly wish him alive, for
he was a good man, always. I went out-
side with Levi and Doc and we sat under
the tree on Chauncey’s lawn and gloomily
watched the undertaker from over at
Cartertown greet the later arrivals.

Levi Robinson watched closest, because,
I knew, he wondered if he was missing a
bet by not opening an undertaking estab-
lishment himself, here in Alletto. Levi
was one of those strange men who happen
in backwoods communities now and then.
Without education, he was smart. With-

out effort he acquired money, and held
it. He was a big man, florid, deep-chested.
He ran a strange store known as Levi’s
Emporium, where you could buy anything
from a piano to a stuffed alligator, new or
second-hand—and be sure that Levi was
making a profit on you.

He was the tightest man in the County,
and one of the richest. I guess Chauncey
had made more money, but Levi had
more. Chauncey was always generous in
the bank, loaning on a man’s head rather
than his bond. Levi and Chauncey had
always felt the attraction of opposites, I
guess. They were close friends all Chaun-
cey’s life.

I'm just the town barber. Betty Lou
had made no mistake in choosing Chaun-
cey, years ago. Somehow I got to reading
too many different things—time slipped
away and I found myself in strange places
and learned the barber’s trade. I came
back, found Betty Lou married, bought a
fine phonograph, a thousand records and
began acquiring a library. I'm Alletto’s
only promise which failed to materialize—
her only failure.

-

‘ N TE HAD all four played cards

each week, and Doc Bellew was

the leavening among us. He was

a fine country doctor, except for the liquor,

and a man of wide learning and tolerance.

He was past fifty, but spare and tanned

and all the county loved him—and owed
him.

After awhile, I said foolishly, “Chaun-
cey don’t look right.”

“He looks dead,” said Levi flatly. “Did
you all know that Chauncey was ’most
broke? He went overboard on some loans
lately.”

“Why, he was rich!” I said.

Levi shook his big head. “I'm in the
bank, too. Chauncey made some mistakes.
Honest, but bad business.”
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Doc said, “Betty Lou needn’t worry. A
year ago I examined Chauncey for a fifty
thousand dollar policy. He was sound as
a dollar—a year ago.”

. “I never knew that!” said Levi sharp-

ly. '

“Wasn't a thing wrong with him,” said
Doc moodily. “I ought to perform an
autopsy . . . wish Betty Lou would let
me do it. I feel rotten about it. Chaun-
cey wasn’t that sick.”

I shivered a little. I do not like to think
of autopsies. Doc once let me see him

- perform one upon a negro who was mur-
dered. I said, ‘No, Doc! Betty Lou
would die!”

Levi said judicially, “I don’t reckon it
would do any good, Doc. You know how
people are. Just cause a lot of talk.”

“You’re the coroner, Levi,”’ said Doc.
“Would you stand by me if I asked for
an exhumation after the funeral? It
means something to me, you know.”

Levi pursed his lips, considering. He
almost never gave a straight answer to
anything. The preacher arrived and
Levi’s eyes were slitted, gazing into space.
He said, “If you put it in writin’, I’d have
to allow it. But I’m askin’ you not to—
‘on account of the widow.”

- Doc said stubbornly, “If someone
slipped poison into Chauncey’s food or
drink, wouldn’t you want to know it?”

Levi stood up and looked down at us.
He was the biggest man in town, with a
chest like a barrel. He said solemnly,
“Mebbe. But did*you ever stop to think
who’d be the first one suspected?” He
waited a moment, then went slowly up to
the house and stood talking to the under-
taker.

Doc said, “There’s a smart man. But
hard—and miserly. I still thing Chauncey
shouldn’t have died. I left him the other
morning, and he was ill, but in good

spirits. I came back—he was dead.”

I said, “Levi’s right. Chauncey’s gone

: —we can’t bring him back. A post mor-

tem would cause gossip and Betty Lou
has enough to bear.”

“Yes,” said Doc quietly. “Betty Lou.
Well—I'll think it over. I'm not con-
vinced. I’ll let you know, Mack.”

He wandered away, tugging at a pint
bottle in his hip pocket. I wished I was
a doctor and didn’t have to go to funerals.
I remembered that I could have studied
medicine, or law, or anything else, and
that I didn’t, and it was all my fault. I
went up to. the large, gracious house
which had been Chauncey Smith’s and
sat at the rear, near the door. I could see
Betty Lou plainly, and she was scarcely a
year older than long ago, when we had
all been kids. She had ash-blonde hair
which she never seemed to touch up. Her
skin was transparent, white as marble, but
warm even in its pallor. She was calm,
even in her grief, even in the face of death
and the preacher. Levi sat next to her,
seeming to lend her strength from his big
body. He had it to spare, I thought, know-
ing my own frailty.

I thought about us—Doc and Levi and
Chauncey and me. Chauncey had been
strong too, beneath his good humor. He
had been gentle, but the iron was there to
make him successful, and I could hardly
believe that he had weakened, even since
his fllness. He and Levi had been a pair.

Doc and I were different. Doc had his
liquor and dreams of the past. I had mu-
sic and books and barber shop talk, and
maybe some pieces of stray information
tucked away to amuse and confgund the
customers. But neither of us seemed to
acquire worldly goods, Doc because the

"godly people who howled for him when

ill, could sneer at his bibulous habits when
well, and withold payment because he
“would only spend it fo’ cohn”—1I because
it never seemed worth the trouble to gain
more than I could use from day to day.

Levi and Chauncey, being strong men,
did not sneer at Doc nor lord it over me.

' They treated us as their friends and
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equals, consulting us about affairs of the
world, meeting us on common ground
over the card table.

Of course Chauncey had been my cou-
sin and Doc was his physician. There
would be no one to take his place, and
Alletto would be a sorry place. Perhaps 1
would move on. . ..

The preacher droned interminably.
Betty Lou drooped, hut Levi sat strai:tht
and still, like a rock. I took advantage of
my seat near the door and slipped out. The
undertaker was piling some flowers in the
car to go to the grave, and I espied a small
bunch, quite the cheapest of all the offer-
ings. Ilooked, and Levi’s name was upon
them. It was typical of him—not even
death could alter his penury. He would
lend his strength to Betty Lou—but he
would cinch on the flowers. I smiled to
myself and walked down to my rooms be-
hind the shop and played “Tristan and
Isolde” and unashamedly wept a little
for my cousin, Chauncey Smith.

HEY made Levi president of the
Tbank in Chauncey’s place, of

course. We had a conference in the
spacious office, Betty Lou and Doc and
Levi and me. Betty Lou said, “Chauncey
left money to you, and there is only the
insurance. I want to give you each a
check.”

I said, “Nonsense! What would we do
with money ?”

Doc said, “Wouldn’t touch a penny of
it. The insurance is yours. Chauncey
thought of us—that’s enough.”

Levi was dressed in store clothes, look-
ing uncomfortable. I wondered if they
were from his second-hand stock, over at
the Emporium. He said, “ You see, Betty
Lou? I can take care of things—the
‘bank won’t lose. I'm tellin’ Betty Lou
she should take a trip—come back fresh

and purty as ever.” He smiled upon her

in such a way that my stomach turned and
a light began to down upon me. I could
sce that she leaned upon him, just as at the
funeral. I felt horribly inept, staring at
thiem, my mouth half open.

Doc had relapsed into the gloom which
had enveloped him  since Chauncey’s
death, He mutiered, “Good idea—I'd
still like to do that autopsy.

Betty Lou turned pale and Levi arose
Lastily, saying, “Well, there’s things to
be done. Run along, Betty Lou, and look
up that bus schedule. Miami would be all
right!” He beamed and nodded at her
and she went away.

Levi said shortly, “Got to go over to
the store and see about a shipment of stuff
from Jax. . .. Doc, T wish vou'd forget
that auvtopsy business. Mitkes the girl
nervous.”’

He got us out of the bank and went
into the madhouse which was the Em-
porium—a large store and warehouse full
of the most amazing collection of junk in
the world. Doc said, “From a needle to
a haystack—and a profit for Levi in every
item. You know what? Since Chaun-
cey’s gone, I don't care for Levi so much.”

I said, “ILet’s hear some music.”

We went to my rooms and I played
some Sibelius, hoping that the simplicity
and ruggedness of the music would give
me peace and courage. Doc browsed
among the books on my fact shelves, as I
called them. After a while I couldn’t
stand it any more. I turned off the ma-
chine and said,

“He’s after her. He wants Betty Lou.”

Doc got out a bottle and took a quick
drink. He said, “Of course. He's after
everything in sight.”

I said, “Chauncey could have been
killed.”

“Arsenic,” said Doc. “I'm almost sure.
He had symptoms—colic pains and so
forth.”

“Betty Lou!” I whispered. “They =
could be in on it together. Fifty thou
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eand dollars—and Levi has the bank. No

one here is smart enough to catch up on
Levi.”

“He’s Justice of the Peace and Cor-
oner,”” said Doc. “Of course, there’s the
County Police. But I've hesitated. . . .”

“Because of Betty Lou,” I nodded.

“Exactly,” said Doc. He took another
drink. He went on, “Chauncey was my
friend. He had no right to die. But you’re

my friend, too. Levi is different. But
you're more like me.”

I said, “You've got to do it.”

.The silence hurt my ear drums. Doc
recorked the bottle and stood up. “He

said, “I thought you'd come-around to it.
Looks to me like there’s no. other thing
we can do.”
T said, “Leave me the bottle, will you,
..Doc? You can get another at the drug
store.” There is a phone at the drug store.
Alletto hasn’t any other public phone—
and very few private ones. Doc dropped
the bottle on the phonograph top and went
slowly out.

I sat and played “Finlandia” and the
bass notes rumbled with the liquor in my
belly. T have not much head for whiskey.
My thoughts tortured me too much and I
had to turn off the instrument and go. out-
side into the night air.

Alletto is tucked away in the backwoods
of the County. It is on no main path to
north or south, it is a byway. After dark
there are not many about, and I walked

_unnoticed out into the country. I tramped
~along in the starlight, thinking of Betty
Lou and all the wasted years and fighting
against self-pity over things which were
no one’s fault but my own. It was a battle
important to no one but myself, and I
won it after awhile and walked home, past
Willow Hill where Chauncey lay with the
others who had been part of Alletto, down
to Main Street, where it was midnight and
only the single light of the drug store
~showe>d the way.

I saw the truck. from Jax which had

brought the crat s of merchandise down
for Levi and remembered that he had been
up to the city and bought a lot of odds and
ends at auction. It didn’t make any
difference what it was, Levi could sell it
to the tobacco growers—he had a genius
for selling.

& HERE was a dim bulb glowing -in
the rear of the Emporium, and I

saw that Levi had been busy at his
window, so I stopped to see what new
bizarre goods was for sale. There was,
sure enough, a crudely lettered sign. I
blinked, brushed a hand over my eyes and
stared again. It said,

“Levi Takes Care Of You From Cradle

To Grave!” ‘

There was an old eradle, roughly built !

in the backwoods style, set upon crude
rockers. And behind it, opened to show
its silk lining; was a mahogany casket!

T am a small man, slight in stature, and
without' personal courage. But the stark
symbolism of that exhibit sent me to reel-
ing, cursing. In my pocket is a razor
which I always carry, just for the homely
clean feel of the tool. Had Levi been

there, I would have- attacked him with it,

and big as he was.

The feeling left me as suddently as it
had come. All in due time, I thought.
Doc called the County Police, there will
be an exhumation. Betty Lou will be
called when it is determined that arsenic
caused Chauncey’s death. I had no doubt
that Levi would then be into it, up to his
neck. He had visited Chauncey every day
during his long illness. Plenty: of oppor-
tunity to administer poison, I thought,
clutching at straws. Perhaps Betty Lou
knew nothing about it—perhaps it was all
Levi’s work.

I began to believe that, then. I walked
towards my shop, considering it in that
light, purged now of the personal feeling
which had haunted me to my long walk.

It is dlfﬁcult to thmk of a man you know, -
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an everyday person, of your own town, as
a cold-blooded killer. Those things happen
to others, you read about them in the
paper. But they can’t happen to you, to
your friends or relatives.

They can’t—and then they do, and it is
very hard to see it objectively. I tried,
with my head aching, to see how and why
Levi Robinson had killed Chauncey
Smith.

The motive was easy. Money—and
Betty Lou. Money he had somchow
managed to wangle about at the bank.
Betty Lou—I chose to believe he was
merely trying to get her. I discarded my
earlier belief that she had been guilty. The
thought was so new and shiny that I

crafty, calculating. He said, “How do
you know he didn’t already call ‘’em?”

“I don’t,” said I. “But I can ask, can’t
I?”

Levi said, “Did he call them, Mack?”

I scratched my head, weaving a little.
I put my hand in my coat pocket, fingering
the razor. I said, “It was early. Maybe
he did. “I—I dunno.”

Levi said very softly, “Go ahead, Mack.
Go down and try to convince him. It
would be very bad for Betty Lou. Go
ahead, Mack.”

I nodded and started for Doc’s, not for-
getting to stagger a little. I got to the
corner and looked back. Levi was not in
sight. I ran swiftly down the street and

PLANES WILL HELP WIN THIS WAR!
Heavy Bombers and Fighters are needed at once! Let’s keep our pilots and
bombardiers fightirgg wherever they’re needed!
Your War Savings Bonds and Stamps Will Do It!
Let’s top our 10% quota by New Year’s!

wheeled about, intending to go over to
Doc and wake him and discuss it. I
stumbled and would have fallen, except
that a big hand caught my elbow and
steadied me.

I looked up into the broad face of Levi
Robinson. He said, “You been drinkin’,
Mack? You know you can’t handle the
stuff. What you doin’ around this hour
of night?”

I stared at him with panic surging in-
side me. I was helpless in his grasp, try-
ing to get my footing. I mumbled, “Go-
ing over to see Doc.” On the spur of the
moment, I played drunk, knowing he had
smelled the liquor. Past his bulk I could
see the casket and the cradle. In that mo-
ment the inspiration was on me. I said,
“Doc wants to call the County P’lice. Get
Betty Lou in a jam. Got to stop him.”

Levi let go of me and stepped back and
the starlight fell on his face. It seemed

into Doc’s house—he never locks a door.
I got into his bedroom and turned on a
light. Doc woke up and yawned and said,
“You drink all of that bottle?” He was
quite calm, being accustomed to waking
in the night.

I sat down, realizing that my knees
were weak. I said, “Did you call the
County Police ?”

“Yep,” said Doc. “Had to do it, you
know.”

“Sure, I said. “Sure, you did. I've got
a big hunch, Doc. It isn’t sane. It can’t
be possible. But you and me are going to
play it out.”

He said, “You did drink the whole
bottle!”

“Yes, and took a ten mile walk on top of
it,” T said. “Get dressed, Doc. I may be
screwy, but I think I'm looking at this
from a new angle, and I think I'm right.”

I talked to him about what I had seen,
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and what had occurred to me. He told me
I was out of my mind, then he hstened
awhile, and then he said,

“TI’d give anything if you were right.
But I can’t see how you can deal out Betty
Lou. She had motive and opportunity.
Perhaps she knew about Chauncey’s losses
—you and I may not believe that, but the
authorities will!”

He was dressing, even while he talked.
He found an electric torch and put it in
his pocket. He said, “We ought to have
a gun.” We looked at each other help-
lessly—in that whole county we were

probably the only two men without some

~ sort of firearm. Doc laughed shortly and
said, “We’ll go armed in righteousness—
or insanity!”

g

N THE daytime, Willow Hill is a
I pretty place, a cemetery amongé}ve
oaks hung with Spanish moss, over-
lain with blossoms of every hue. At night
it is—a place where the dead afe buried.
To an imaginative person, all graveyards
are uncanny at night. I crouched behind
the tombstone of Amos Cornwall, - 1845-
. 1912, and shivered. Time was passing,
and there was no sound of living things
L upon the little hill, although it seemed to
me that the dead moaned in their graves.
Doc said, “I reckon you were on the
wrong track, Mack. Can’t blame you, of
course. You and Betty Lou....”
I clutched him and said, “Shut up!”
There was something moving at the
gate of the cemetery. We watched, hold-
ing our breaths. Heavy feet sounded un-
believably loud, crunching sticks and
stones beneath them. A bird awakened
and fluttered from the tree above and we
almost jumped out of our skins.
The figures came closer, bearing a bur-
den between them. The first was a colored

man named Henry, a giant who sometimes-

‘worked for Levi Robinson. He was hold-

cops

ing one end of the object, which was
wrapped ‘in blankets. Levi came along
behind and both men, despite their size
and strength, were breathing heavily.
Levi said hoarsely, “Put it down!”
“Yassuh!” said the negro gratefully.
“Mist’ Levi, this jest doan’ make sense.”
“Dig!” said Levi. His voice was harsh,
gaining strength
The negro, sxghed and took a shovel
from the blankets. Levi unwrapped the
long package. It was a mahogany casket.
It did not seem possible, it did not seem

_to make sense, but there it was, and within

it, I hadno doubt, was the body of Chaun-
cey Smith.
- We waited. The hole grew deeper. I

- “remembered that Henry, the colored man,
‘had a reputation for bravery and reckless-

ness, and that only Levi’s influence had
kept him from the county jail on more
than one occasion. The clods of dirt flew
up and made a great pile, then they
stopped and Henry said, “Boss, Ah'm
bushed !”

Levi said impatiently, “Dig! We'll
have to tromp it down yet. And the sod.
It’s got to look right.”

“The shovel went back to work again.
Doc said, “We’ll have to chance it, while
Henry’s in the hole. Can you bluff?”

“If my teeth don’t chatter out of my
head,” I whispered.

We slipped up on them without effort, -
so deeply were they concerned about
their task. I came behind Levi and thrust
the end of my razor agamst hlS back and
said,

“Don’t move! Yot're covered!”

Doc had seized a fallen-limb and was
brandishing it over the open grave, order-
ing Henry to stay where he was on pain
of a fractured skull. For a moment there
was complete inaction.

Then Levi said suddenly, “You're not
It’s Doc and Mack! You've got no
guns!” He wheeled, coming at me. ~

I slipped away. Doc had to hold the
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negro in the hole. I dragged a foot, an
old kid trick, doubling in my tracks. Levi,
lumbering after me, tripped and fell. I
leaped on his back like a cat and held the
dull edge of the cold steel blade against
the back of his neck. I said,

© “With one -twist I can cut off your
~head, Levi. You know me and razors.
‘Hold still.” - e

PUSHED against the back of his
I head with my left hand, thrusting his
face into the dirt. He must have
“ been dazed, for he did not even seem to
breathe. Henry tried to take a cut at Doc
_with the shovel, but he was too deep in
“the hole. T saw Doc slam down with the
oak limb, heard it break. Doc ‘grunted,
“That’ll do for Henry.” -
Doc came over quickly, taking a rofl of
“adhesive tape from his pock t. He wound
it around Levi’s ankles, then jerked his
wrists behind him and secured them. I got
up and we rolled Levi ovér. He lay there,
staring up at us out of his shrewd eyes.
He said slowly, “You-all are makin’ a
mistake, ain’t you?”

Doc was dragging the sho el out of
the hole. He turned his flash down, stared.
He said, “Come here agnd hold this light,
Mack. I think I've made a mlstake afl
right.”

I held it while he climbed down: and
examined ‘the crumpled body of Henry.
‘In 2 -moment he scrambled out and said
- dolefully, “I broke his damn neck. Now
we haven't any witness.”

“We've got Levi,” said I.

"Levi spoke steadily, “Henry and an-
other man robbed Chauncey’s grave.
Henry is a favorite of mine, so I made
him bring it back. That’s my story.”

Doc said, “And it’s a good one. Only
Mack saw the casket for sale in your win-
dow.”

“That’s a lie,”
stick to it.”

) The coffin la.y upon ﬁxe groand and

said Levi. “And ra

Chauncey was now in it again. The im-
plications of what had gone before were
making me ill. I said, “Perform the au-
topsy tonight, Doc. We can carry it down
to your place—the hell with legal pro-
cedure. If it looks as if he’ll get off, T'll
kill him myself.”

Doc said, “Oh, we won’t have any
trouble about procedure.. Just roll him
under a bush and we’ll take Chauncey on

-down. Levi nevér stood on ceremony—do

you give us permission to perform a P.M.
upon this body, Levi?”
~“Yes,” Levi spat at him.

“If you had said ‘no’ it wouldn’t have
mattered,” said Doc cheerfully. “I’ll only
need the stomach, I think. The hair—
many things will contain arsenic.”

Levi.said, “You'll" regret this.
murdered Henry!”

We gagged him with more of the ad-
hesive, and put him beneath an azalea
bush. We lifted the heavy coffin. Neither
of us were very strong and it took an age

You

to get the thing down and into Doc’s

operating room. We pried off the lid,
and Chauncey did not look so good. .

I found myself sitting on a chair, with
Doc applying smelling salts to my nose.

‘He said soothingly, “Go up and guard.

Levi. The rascal may get loose somehow
or other. This is my job here. Go along,
like a good lad.”

I had to go. I just couldn’t take it. I
walked slowly up the hill, knowing that
Levi was tied well enough for a year. I
was nauseated and disconsolate. All my
roseate hopes were dampened by the sight
of poor Chauncey mauled in his casket.

T wondered weakly if I was wrong
about the whole thing, if Levi’s strength
and ruthlessness had bound Betty Lou to
him in some strange fashion. She had al-
ways been a gentle girl, calm and even-
tempered. Could he have gained an in-
fluence over her which she was powerless
to resist?.

I determmed to ungag Lev; and talk .
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with him. There were certain points
where I thought I had him. I supposed he
had burned the sign “From the cradle to
the grave” and was covered that way. His
word was, of course, better than mine. He
was a success—I was a failure, and people
will always listen to the top dog.
I down, flicking Doc’s flashlight. Levi
was gone. ‘Pieces of adhesive tape
lay about. I picked one up and examined

it. The curved edges told a story which
stabbed my heart. They had been made by

g

CAME to the azalea bush and bent

* manicure scissors ! My last vestige of hope

“ ‘becue with hot sauce!

for Betty Lou’s innocence died then.

I went back to Doc’s as fast as I could
run. I went in at the front and skidded
all the way into the operating room at the
back, reckless of what I might see there,
intent -only upon warning Doc that Levi

.. was loose and dangerous.

I almost ran into Betty Lou. She was
standing just within the door, her back to

‘me.  Doc was leaning against the wall.

The casket was covered, and there was no
sign of poor Chauncey. Levi Robinson
stood in the center of the floor, his hands
half-raised.

Betty said, “Is that you, Mack? There’s
something terribly wrong!”

I saw then that she held Chauncey’s old
Colt’s revolver, and that it was pointed at
Levi-and my heart leaped up again.

Levi said, “There’s nothin® wrong.
Ask Doc.”
Doc looked queer. He said, “There’s

arsenic ‘in the body, all right. But not

-enotgh to kill him. Enough to make him

ill. But that’s all, I think.”

“If there’s arsenic in Chauncey, Levi
gave it to him!” said Betty Lou. “He
often gave him his medicine. Why,
Chauncey was taken sick right after a

“meal Levi cooked in our kitchen—a bar-

122

“Ah!” said Doc.

“Ah !’ said L.

“That’s plumb foolish,” said Levi.
“Where would I get any poison?”

“Jax!” said I. “Any time you went!”

“The day Chauncey died, Levi was with
him. I left Chauncey sleeping. When I
came back, his mouth looked—funny, and
he was dead. Levi had gone. I got to
thinking about it after Doc asked for an
autopsy. That’s why I was so nervous—
not because I was against having one. Levi
tried to scare me about it—scandal and
all. ‘But it worried me: Tonight I was so
restless, I dressed and walked up to Wil-
low Hill. I found Levi under the bush and
the—the dead negro. I unloosed him and
he told me some cock and bull story and
brought me down-here. When I saw the
coffin, I knew what to do. I've been
carrying’ Chauncey’s gun in my bag ever
since he died. . . . I've been frightened,
Mack.” She seemed to be talking to me,
even though I was behind her, frozen in
my tracks, my mind racing over proba-
bilities.

I said, “Doc! You only looked at the
stomach, eh?”

“Yes,” he said. “No time for more.’

“Doc!” I said. “We'll go into the other
room. You look all over him. Remember
about his mouth—Levi probably held one
hand over it while he—did what he—"

Levi seemed to explode. That is the
only way I can describe it. It was im-
possible for him to move so fast, but he
did. Betty pulled the trlgger and the gun
went off, but he was on top of her too
quick and she missed. I thrust her aside,
just in time. Levi fell upon me, his bulk
smothering me, his fingers clawing at my
throat. = .

He got his hold, and I knew it was all
up. He could break my neck like snap-
ping sticks. I thrust my hand into my
coat pocket. The razor came free and I
counted the tenths of seconds before he
could kill 'me _and slashed at him, at his..

He stared at Levi.
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thick body, feeling the blade cut keenly
and true. Then I went out, completely
and thoroughly.

i

WAS in my own bed. Doc was taking

a big drink out of a glass. Betty Lou

was sitting in my comfortable chair,

looking at Doc. Doc said, “He’ll be all
right.”

“You're sure? Levi choked him!”

“He’ll be hoarse and his neck will be
stiff,”” said Doc, taking another drink.
“You know, Mack figured this thing out
from taw. That business about Chaun-
cey’s jaw . then the coffin in Levi’s
window . put the right angle in his
mind. Coupled with Levi’s penury, his
nerve, his ingenuity, which all of us recog-
nized in the card games and in Levi's
business life, Mack’s glimmer set him off
on the trail,

“Levi dug up the body because he knew
arsenic would easily be detected in an au-
topsy. Given time to dispose of it, who
would have accused him of grave-robbing ?
*Chauncey was buried with his watch, his
lodge pin—temptation enough for a field
hand like Henry.

“But when Mack got his idea, pre-
tended to be drunk and informed Levi that
we had sent for the Police, Levi did not
have time to dispose of Chauncey! Up
until then he had thought to burn the

body, perhaps, in that big oven of his.

“It seemed logical to Levi to offer the
coffin for sale—it was not out of place in
his conglomerate ;stock! But with the
police coming, and Mack already aware
that the casket was in his possession—"

Betty Lou said, “Chauncey always said
that Mack had the most uncluttered mind
in the State!”

Doc said grimly, “I remembered one
thing in his vast stock which Levi never
could peddle. They were women’s hat-
pins, 1907 type. He showed them to me
as a joke on him. Well—Chauncey’s jaw
was dislocated. I reckon we’ll find a
crisis was taking place at the bank, and
that Levi had to act fast. Chauncey didn’t
succumb to the poison quickly enough.
Levi must have held his jaw while he in-
serted one of those hatpins beneath the
evelid, piercing the brain—a tremendous-
ly difficult thing to ascertain unless a doc-
tor has the clue. . . . I'm sorry, Betty Lou
—this is gruesome for you"’

She said steadily, “Sometimes it is
better to know than to wonder. . . .”

They talked some more, but I found
myself sleepy. I dozed off thinking of
what Chauncey had said about me—that
my mind was uncluttered. . . that was kind
of Chauncey. It washed away the horror,
leaving -only .the void which his absence
had already caused. I was always in love
with Betty Lou—but I guess I had been
equally fond of Chauncey.
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MURDER  ~L.
NIGHTMARE

By JOE KENT

“There—there she is again!®
he whispered,

°

\\

Frank Cross thought he was going mad—till
a night in hell took the creeping, ugly fingers
from his bod y—and doomed him to a traitor’s
shameful death!

E SAT beside the window in the
H small, cold apartment. Before
him was a cup of coffee. Beyond
the window was morning, black and still
in the hour before dawn. Across dark
roof-tops, distant and naked street-lights
pock-marked the unseen horizon. A ciga-
rette smoldered, forgotten in its tray, as
the man stared out.
He knew that he should be sleeping;
he needed sleep. But he could not rest.
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Not this morning—or the morning be-
fore . . .

* It wasn’t the loneliness, Frank Cross
knew, for he was used to that. It wasn't
the months of long and dangerous work,
for he was used to that. Nor was it the
strangeness of an unfamiliar city.

“It ... it’s those . . . things!” he told
himself for the countless time. His hand
moved over haggard eyes. “Like shad-
ows around me! Fingers touching me!
Those insane things without reason—
so little yet so many! Little things can
drive you crazy! They—”

The mounting frenzy of his own voice
broke upon his ears. He clamped his
teeth. His sweating fingers clenched. He
forced himself to breathe deeply, then
stood up.

The far, jagged skyline was forming a
dirty outline against the greying horizon.
The street-lights were fading to a wan
series of yellow balls. Dawn was break-
ing. .

Frank Cross stared down from the
hitchen window; down to the old-fash-
ioned wide ledge beneath the window, to
the drab grey concrete courts at the back
of other buildings. And he thought again :
Dirty . . . This city is dirty . . . But my
work will be done soon. Then I'll go
back home.

He turned away from the window.
“Maybe today will be better. Maybe those
things won’t happen, today . . .”

T T WAS nine o’clock that morning
I when he passed the guards at the

only door of the ugly, one-story
building that housed the Defense Research
Laboratory. He moved down the gloomy
hall and paused at an open door. Within
the large room, a tall and long-faced man
stared up.

“Morning, Cross,” he greeted. “Feel-
ing better?”

“I won’t feel. better till we’re through
and I'm gone. I'm glad-it won’t be long.”

His research-associate, Irving Sim-
ler, grinned vaguely and returned his at-
tention to the continuous-extractor. Frank
studied Simler as the man worked. He
wished that he had Simler’s utter de-
tachment. Nothing—no discomfort or an-
ger had ruffled the tall man’s serene calm
through the ten months of driving work.

Suddenly Frank turned, crossed the
hall, and entered his own laboratory. He
shut the door angrily, shook off his coat
and put on his stained lab-smock. He
went to work.

At noon he left the lab and crossed
the street to the small cafe. He ate in a
mechanical silence, paid the bill, and start-
ed across the street again. At the curb
he paused. He saw the two men. half-way
down the block. One was lean and wiry,
and small. The other was huge and bear-
like. He caught just a glimpse of the
huge man’s face before both men turned
quickly and entered a black coupe. As
the coupe moved swiftly away, Frank’s
puzzled eyes caught the X series of the
registration-plate. A police car—and both
men had been watching him, carefully,
yet covertly. But most strange was the
huge man. Frank knew it had been
William Handon, the National Director
of Research.

Slowly he continued across the street
and intp the gloomy corridor. Irving Sim-
ler was just leaving for lunch when Frank
stopped at his door.

“Handon’s in town. I just saw him
outside.”

“The hell you say!” Simler looked up
curiously. “What's he doing?” He
glanced at his watch as an airplane
droned distantly.

“I don’t know. I—I didn't speak to
him. He was with a thin man; they got
in a police car and drove away when they
saw me.”

“Probably wasn’t Handon, then.” Sim-
ler stuck a cigarette in his mouth, then
tore a match from his book-folder.- Ab-
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sently he cleaned his finger-nails with the
plain end while his eyes roamed over the
lab-equipment. ‘“Handon’s supposed to
be in Iowa.”

“It was Handon!” Frank snapped
bluntly. “I haven’t known the man ten
years for nothing! I just—just can’t un-
derstand why he’s here. Or why he didn’t
speak.” Frank frowned at the floor. Then
he continued slowly. “I know when he
made a surprise visit to the New Jersey
laboratories, there was a hell of a house-
cleaning! When he dropped in on the
San Francisco outfit, two engineers
packed up and went to prison for walking
blue-prints out. I—"

“So you think he smells somethmg
wrong with our work?”

“Idon’t. I know there’s nothlng wrong!
We’ve solved our problem! We’re almost
through, but . . . but that was a police
car,” he recalled pointedly.

“T still say it wasn’t Handon.” Simler
flipped away the broken match and used
a new one to light his cigarette. ‘“What
you need is a loig vacation, Cross. Your
nerves are shot to hell.” Again he looked
at his watch as the airplane droned, far to
the south-west. .

“I suppose they are getting—"’ Sudden-
ly, furiously, Frank turned, entered his
own lab, and slammed the door behind
him. -

“My nerves . . . My imagination . .
My sanity!” he raged softly, ‘“Have to
be soothed by a research-assistant! Can’t
take the hard work without cracking!
I... Damn Simler!” he cursed hotly.

“Damn his soft long smile! Telling me

about my nerves . ..”

-

| T SIX that afternoon, he and Siin-
ler passed the. night-guards at the
door, and walked along the dark-

ening street. - Simler was humming softly
~ and rattling the coins in his pockets.

Frank Cross was waiting—waiting to see .
if it would happen again. It was always
the next corner, he knew; whether he
passed at six o’clock or midnight. For
the last two weeks it had happened. . .

He waited until they passed the cor-
ner, then he looked back.

“There . . . there she is again!” he’
whispered. Simler stopped humming and
stared at him.

“There is who?”

“That woman! The one who follows
me home every day! She’s been doing it
for two weeks! She’s behind us now!”

Simler turned. As he looked back, the
slender figure of a woman vanished into
a doorway. Simler frowned at Frank.

“She was just gomg in there,” he sald
irritably.

“No! She’s following me! She never
catches up until you turn off at your
street! She always waits until I'm alone.”

Simler looked again. The woman was
not in sight. The man shrugged; peered at
Frank strangely, then began to walk on.

“I—TI tell her to get away! I ask her
what in the devil she wants! And she
won’t answer! She won'’t leave me alone!
And she—she’s not a tramp! I could
have her arrested, but she’s not that
kind. She’s quite attractive. I— She
makes me nervous.’

“Forget it. She Just likes your looks
and—"" Simler stopped. His eyes stared
down the dusky street. “Is this the car?” -
he asked suddenly. Frank looked. From

‘the gathering darkness, the shape of a

black coupe approached, moving slowly
past them, The dim figures of two men
were outlined behind the windshield. It
passed. -

“That’s it! The police car! And that
was Handon and the—” He stopped.
He and Simler had both turned to watch.
Just as'the coupe passed the doorway be- =
hind them, the woman started to. step
out. In the brief moment, a flash of blue~
white light exploded inside the coupe
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The woman half-screamed, turned, and
stumbled back into the doorway. The
coupe rolled slowly on and away.

“That . . . they . . . they shot her!”

“Don't be a fool!” Simler snapped
tensely. “They took her picture with a
flash-bulb.”

“But . . . but why? And Handon saw
us! He didn’t stop! Why?"

“I wouldn't know.” Now Simler was
frowning. His humming was forgotten as
he began to walk again.

At a street two blocks on, they parted
silently. Frank went on his way. Half
a block. Then the muted staccato of click-
ing heels reached his ears. From behind
they came, and they drew swiftly nearer.
Then an elbow brushed his. In the gloom,
a face—attractive and youthful despite its
age—smiled up at him. The heels fell in
rhythm with his own.

“Hello,” the woman spoke. Her voice
was low and husky.

“Who are you? Why do you follow
me! I've told you I don’t—"

“Please . . . It is only a little bit far-
ther. I will leave then.”

“But why the devil must you—" He
stopped and sighed hopelessly in the face
of her half-taunting smile. He set his
lips and began to walk swiftly. The wom-
an continued, just as swiftly. She did not
speak again. Frank turned to the right
at Cornell Avenue. Three doors from the
corner, he turned into the doorway of
the apartment building where he lived.
As he closed the door behind him, he
glanced back.

The woman smiled, waved slightly, then
turned away. She vanished in the gather-
ing darkness. Frank leaned against the
wall and lit a cigarette. “Those . . . those
things! Driving me crazy!”

E CLIMBED the steps to reach
H the fourth floor, then opened his
door at the rear of the dim-lit
musty corridor. He moved straight to his

bedroom and the dresser. He snapped on
the light and opened the drawers.
Anxiously he counted his handkerchiefs,
shirts, ties, underwear, socks. When he
was through, he took a slip of paper from
his pocket and compared the results.

“Two handkerchiefs gone! One tie!
One shirt!” He counted again. The re-
sults were still the same. “That makes the
fifth straight day! Every night! Some-
thing else missing! Worn, simple clothes!
When there . . . there’s a lot of more
valuable stuff. . . . " He stared about the
room. His typewriter was undisturbed.
Some change on his desk was still there.
And then he saw the strange key.

He walked over and picked it up. It
was a crude, cheap key. On one side were
the letters U.T. On the other were the
numbers 962. Frank knew it was not his.
He knew he had never seen it, nor did
he know from where it had come. He
couldn’t guess its purpose.

“Just a key, in trade for some old hand-
kerchiefs and a shirt!” he murmured
slowly. He raised his eyes and stared
about the room.

“I ... T must be going mad,” he told
himself very quietly.

-

g I VHE bells of the distant church had
just sent four slender notes through
the dark early morning. Frank

tossed sleeplessly in his bed. Then he

heard the soft, quick footsteps. They were
climbing the stairs. He heard the boards
of the landing creak. Then came the
knock, quick and sharp, at his front door.

He waited. Again it came, harder, im-

perative.

“Who the hell—?” He snapped on the
light and crossed the front room. He
slid the bolt free and opened the door.
Quickly she entered and shut the door
behind her—the woman he had seen on
the street. Her eyes were wide and dark;
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her cheeks were flushed, yet pale. Her
breath whispered swiftly over her parted
lips. One hand slipped into the pocket,
" then extended a white envelope.

“For you!” she said breathlessly.
“Keepit, please!” ’

“What?”’ He stared, first at the en-
velope, then.at the woman.

“I have no time! I must be going! You
must keep the envelope! Perhaps I shall
return.” She opened the door and-lis-
tened down the stairs.

“Why? It's not my letter! I don’t
know you! Why should you—"

“You will keep it!” she whispered
challéngingly. Her eyes flashed furiously.
“She_ backed into the dark hall, paused

once more to listen, then quickly turned-

and ran down the stairs. Frank heard the
main-floor door slam shut behind heér, -

Slowly his own door closed. He stared
again at the plain blank envelope in his
fingers. It was heavy and thick. He lifted
it"to the light. Then his finger slashed
the flap. Down to the floor they show-
ered—bills! Hundred-dollar bills! He
counted them dazedly. There were fif-
teen.

“Fifteen hundred dollars . . .” he
choked. “Why? What in the name of—"
He never finished. '

Through the stillness of the dark morn-
ing came the harsh, blunt thunder—not a
thunder from distant skies. It was the
earth-slamming blast of a thunderous ex-
plosion, jarring its path through the earth
—jerking foundations and walls, shatter-
ing and splintering glass and walls. It
faded away, like a wave melting off on a
shore. A long moment of frozen silent
rose. Then Frank awoke. «

“The lab! That . . . that was the lab.
. .. The cyclonite going off !”

As if in answer to his words, a siren
gurgled sharply, then wailed into a frantic
scream. Another siren joined in. Throuz

~the house, startled voices rose. Windogs
‘slammed up. In the street feet began to

Utgent pick-up. . . . Be on the alert for

run. Frank raced to the kitchen window.
Across the blackness of roof-tops he
stared. There, high in the sky, was a
crimson patch of fiery cloud—nothing
else.

It was the lab! The direction told him
that. Then the full implication crashed
through his mind. The guards! The
equipment—all the defense material. . . .
That blast must have wrecked everything.

He plunged toward the bed room, strip-
ping off his pajamas. He jammed his feet
into his shoes and jerked on a shirt and
pants. _He ran for the front door.

? l \HE block where the Defense Re-

§ search Laboratory had been was
the scene of confused turmoil when
Frank Cross arrived. The streets and
walks were packed with a milling, silent -
mob—people in night-clothes, covered by
coats. People whose faces: still held the
stain of sleep, yet whose eyes were wide
and sharp. A cordon. ofpolice struggled
to break the mob. From the various
streets leading in, the screamin sirens
wailed nearer. Police cars, fire-equipment
and ambulances bulled their way through
the mass of humanity. ;
As a path opened, Frank saw the site .
where once had been the squat, solid Re-
search Building. Now there was only a
grey, still fog of dust and smoke. There
was no fire. There were no walls. Weird-
ly, the tangled tendrils of pipes stood,
twisted and alone. The outline- of the
concrete foundation was vaguely discern-
ible. The dense, burnt-odor of fumes was
heavy in the cold morning air. And, as
from some far and unreal stage, the hard
shouts of the police tangled with-the crash
of tumbling bricks, the wail of more sirens,
and the growing, raw chorus of the voices

‘of the crowd. Then, from a parked

squad-car, came the brittle radio-order:
“Attention! Attention. ., . All cars
and patrolmen. . . . An urgent pick-up!
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a man and a woman, believed to be flee-
ing together. Description of man: slen-

der, about 160 pounds, brown hair and\  know where. . . .

eyes, 37 years old, name is Frank Cross,
may be disguised ; clothes unknown. . . .
Description of woman: slender, about 120
pounds, 35 years old, black hair and eyes,
dimple in chin, last seen at 4:10 a.m.
wearing brown skirt and sweater under
dark sport-coat. This woman is Neda
"Villena, has been identified as a foreign
agent. . . .
The characters described are desperate!
Cover all highways and transportation
centers! Approach with caution! These
characters are wanted in connection with
the Research Laboratory explosion! That
isall. ...”

The voice chopped into silence. The
hash of seunds drained back into Frank’s
ears. He could not move. He could not
think. He could only hear the message

again. “Wanted . . . Frank Cross .
desperate . . . in connection with the ex-
plosion. . . . And the woman. . . . She

»
.

was the same one. . .

“They’ve found parts of the bodies!”
a man shrilled highly. “Two guards and
somebody else! Everything’s in little
pieces!” :

“T heard the Chief!” another clamored.
“The other guy’s name was Simler, the
Chief said! Worked here!”

“Three people killed! Can’t even find

the pieces much!” a third voice rattled.
“They’ve found a part of a watch.”
The guards . . . and Simler! Frank
breathed harshly. “And they . . . they
think I did it! They’re hunting me!
They. ... Oh, God, I ... I am mad!”
he choked. “For two weeks I’ve known
. . . known something was happening . . .
I...DI'm insane. .. .. This can’t....”
The radio began again, with the same
message :
“Attention !
men. , ..”
Frank trembled. Suddenly, blindly he

All cars and patrol-

This is an urgent message!

turned and broke back through the crowd. .
Going. . . . Somewhere. . . . He didn't’
Just somewhere to
think for one quiet minute. . . . Some-
where to stand very still and find that this
nightmare has ended, he told himself
blankly. Frantically his feet moved fast-
er, leaving the low murmuring chaos be-
hind, the scent of burnt fumes. . . .

g

""WE REACHED the corner. He .
H passed the same newsstand he
had passed a hundred times be-
fore. He saw the same fat, smiling Mr.
Binney, standing beside his papers and
staring toward the crowd. Then, in one
fleeting instant, Binney’s eyes hung on
Frank’s face. The fat man’s jaw sagged
laxly. His throat seemed to move, silently.
Then he screamed:

“He. ... Hey! Here. ... Here he is!
That’s him! That’s Cross—"

“There!” A voice behind Frank yelled. ,
“Copper! Get out your gun! There he
goes!” From behind, feet began to pound
on the walk. The shout was relayed in a
mounting crescendo. A wave of excited
fury broke upon Frank’s ear.

“A gun. ... They’ll shoot. ... They
...” His feet leaped. He began to run,
without thought or reason, plan or pur-
pose. As an animal might run, blindly
from its tormentors, he stumbled down
the street. Behind him the shouting
thinned, then a siren gurgled into life.
Tires of a car screamed on the concrete.
The siren rolled nearer. Frank plunged
into an alley and raced out on the next
street. For moments the siren was
dimmed, then it screamed into the open
again. Again Frank plunged into the
momentary seclusion of a dirty alleyway.
He heard the car take the sharp turn be-
hind him. Just ahead was the open back
door of a building. He leaped up the
steps and dashed through the kitchen of
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a cafe. A cook yelled. He plowed through
the maze of tables at the front and plunged
out onto the sidewalk again. Now the
siren was hushed, but the growing surf-
sound of excited voices rose close behind.
The cafe door began to slam and slam
again. Feet took up the chase. Then
Frank froze.

Ahead, dead ahead, waited two cops—
guns drawn, they were deliberately con-
verging. Frank turned and started back.

Out of the cafe broke three more cops.

They saw him and spread, blocking the
street and walks.

Trapped! Frank felt @ ‘dim blur haze
his eyes—the blind and senseless con-
fusion of fear. He could not move. He
stood and the net closed. He saw the hard
face of a cop. The man’s lips moved.

“Get tired of running, maybe?” Then
an iron grip locked on his shoulder and
‘twisted. He screamed. Every nerve and
muscle in his arm grated painfully. Then
an open palm slammed across his teeth,
knocking the scream away. Again the
vise twisted. Frank felt himself falling.
Dream-like, he seemed to fall forever
through black nothingness. He ceased to
remember. . . . ‘ ?

-

€9 ¢ E’RE covering every road
i and station! She’ll have to

, be invisible to slip through!”
The heavy voice wore through Frank’s
dulled ears. He shook his head; the
-pounding throb beat on. He opened his
eyes and stared dazedly at a strange room.
There was a bed, a dresser and two worn
chairs. In one chair was a pair of wom-
en’s shoes. On the dresser was a small
collection of perfume and powders. As his
vision cleared, Frank saw the other occu-
pants of the room.

There was a thick-set man in a police-
man’s uniform. Leaning against the wall

was the same man Frank had seen with -

'

William Handon; the man was thin-
faced and grey-haired. His eyes, too,
were grey and his mouth was hard and
angry now. In the other chair sat the
bulky, obese figure of William Handon,
the National Director of Research. The
perpetual dead cigar clung to the man’s
teeth ; his loose-jowled face was damp and
faintly bearded. His eyes were hot and
livid with fury. And he was looking at
Frank—watching him return to conscious-
ness.

He heaved himself up-and crossed the
room. “Where’s that damned woman?”
he thundered.

“TI...Idont....” Frank struggled
to rise. “I don’t know! I don’t know her!
It’s wrong! The whole thing’s wrong!
I haven't—"

The thin grey-haired man crossed the

. room. “Get up, Cross,” he ordered flatly.

Frank pulled his aching muscles together.
He rose weakly. The man nodded silent-
ly to the bed. Frank’s eyes followed the
gesture. They widened. There lay his
missing shirt; his tie and handkerchiefs!
There lay all the shirts, the ties, under-
wear, and socks that had vanished from
his room in the last two weeks!

“So yoti admit they’re yours,” the man
supplied slowly. Then he held out a key
—the same key with the initials U. T.
“And you know where this belongs?”

“No! No, I swear! I’ve seen it—just
once! But I don’t—"

“He’s lying, Inspector Rand!” Handon
raged. “You have the proof!”

“This is the key to luggage-storage
box 962 in the Union Terminal Station.
We found this key in your room. We
opened 962 and found a bag, packed with
clothes we have proved are yours. In that
box we found a second bag, packed with
Neda Villena’s clothes—” The grey-
haired  man, Inspector Rand, paused
pointedly. “We have jumped at the wild
conclusion that you two -were leaving
town.” SR
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“But I ... ]I never put any bag. . . .
My clothes have been stolen!” Frank
stammered. “Every day something else
was missing! And I didn’t know any
Neda Villena! I swear I didn’t know—"

“You've been meeting Neda Villena
every afternoon or evening on your way
from the lab to your apartment,” Rand
corrected flatly. “I’ve followed you for a
week. I called Handon down here from
Washington. We took Villena’s picture
when she was following you last night. It
checks with a picture on file in San Fran-
cisco.”

“But I didn’t know her! She just—
just came up and. . ..” Frank stopped,
realizing the insanity of his only explana-
tion.

“Furthermore, she visited you this
morning—twenty minutes before the lab
blew up. She paid you fifteen C’s on your
cyclonite sell-out. We've found the money.
We trailed her to your place.”

“But she. ., . . I know she came, but
it ... I... that money—" Again he
stopped, realizing again the futility of his
words. Nervously he fumbled a cigarette
from his pocket and struck a match. He
dropped it into an ash-tray.

“L ISTEN. . . . You've got to
listen! For two weeks things
have—" His words were
broken by a spitting hiss from the ash
tray. There a small fire blazed. Instinc-
tively he blew it out, scattering stubs
and match-sticks across the table. “I
didn’t sell out the cyclonite investigation!
You’ve known me a long time, Handon!
I_’)

“That is precisely why you were called
on the job,” the man countered furiously.
“Because I believed you were a good
chemist! Because I believed you could
be trusted! You knew how important
your project was. Any explosive so
volitile and powerful is a tremendous
force! In the hands of enemies it can—"

“But I didn't sell it out! I did my
work! I was almost—"

“You were almost through, yes!” Han-
don supplied acidly. “You had succeeded
in making the explosive more stable—
more usable with safety! It was ready to
go to work. So you sold! And as though
that was not enough, you murdered to
seal your tracks! You set up an explosion
to destroy the traces of your theft! You
called Simler to the lab, to trap him! To
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destroy his knowledge of your results!

You planned to run! To flee! The proof.

it is here to show—"

“I didn’t call Simler! The last time I
saw him was yester—"’

“No, thanks, Cross,” Rand smiled
bleakly. “We’ve got the dope on that too.
You called Simler at 3 am. When he
didn’t answer, you asked the switchboard-
operator at his place to take the message
to him. The elevator-boy got him up and
gave him your message. He also gave it
to us—at four-thirty, when Simler was
dead. You told him to meet you at once
at the laboratory!”

“But I did not!” Frank raged fran-
tically. Angrily he jabbed out his ciga-
rette in the tray. “I don’t give a damn
what proof—" Again the hiss of a tiny
explosion broke his words. Another fire
fumed up in the ash-tray. Frank blew
impatiently. He started to face Handon
again, then his movements stilled. He
stared at the ash-tray, then at its con-
tents, scattered across the table. There
were stubs, ashes, burnt matches. And
there were the causes of the tiny fires. . . .
Half a dozen unlighted paper-matches

from a book. There were their heads,

fresh. And their plain ends were soiled
and broken. Frank stared at them a long
moment, then looked up.
“Whose . . . whose room is this?” he
asked. ‘
~ “Neda Villena’s. You should know,”
“Rand snapped. “And now you can tell us
just where she is. Where did you plan to
meet?”’
“Quiet!” Frank snapped abstractedly.
For the first tipie his face had lost its
abject confusion. His eyes were distant

and hard. They moved from the matches

to the window, and far away. Suddenly
he spun to Handon.

“Pick up these matches! The unlighted
ones! Wrap them in your handkerchief.
We're going to look at a telephone.”

“You’re not going anywhere!” Rand

barked flatly. He took a step forward.

“Do you want to lose a killer! And the
cyclonite information?” Frank raged
back. “I thought I was the only fool!
They've made two more out of you and
Handon! And it may be too late! Come
on!” -

WENTY minutes later Frank

pushed his way past Rand and

crossed Irving Simler’s apartment
to the second door. “Look! Look where
that telephone is!”” he shouted. Rand and
Handon stared. The black instrument sat
on a table—a table beside the bed.

“He couldn’t hear it!” Frank rasped.
“But he heard the elevator boy knocking
from the other room! So he wanted that
message taken by others! He wanted
proof against me! Hell! Can’t you see
that he had someone else make the call?
The woman had a husky voice! She could
have faked it. Would I have been such a
damn fool—"

“And you trying to say that a dead man
fixed a frame—” Rand snapped sharply.

“How do you know he’s dead? You've
found evidence in the debris! Evidence!
Couldn’t it be planted? The explosion
didn’t leave any part of a body large
enough to recognize, did it! Not cyclon-
ite!”

~Rand’s grey eyes traded briefly to Han-
don’s. The huge man blinked slowly and
shifted: his cigar. Frank plunged on.

“It fits! Simler pulled the sell-out. He

- entered the lab; the guards allow us free-

dom. He set up the explosion and left,
knowing it would destroy traces of his
theft and kill the guards; they were the

-only ‘witnesses to his visit. He framed

evidence to play himself dead—what
could be better security against a search?
Simler’s the one who’s gone with the in-
formation and the girl!”

. “No. ... No, thanks,” Rand said soft-
ly. “I don’t think I'll bite.” , ;

~ “All right!” Frank snapped.  ‘“Take
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out those matches, Handon. Look at them

. see_the plain ends? All dirty and
torn.” The man studied the matches.
“Now, look around here in Simler’s own
tray!” . Frank suggested bluntly. Curi-
ously Handon peered. His fingers dug out
five more unlighted matches—all with the
plain ends soiled and torn.

“That proves Simler visited in the
woman’s room!” Frank charged. “If
you've ever watched Simler, you know
he has a habit of tearing out matches and
using them to clean his finger nails.”

Handon pursed his lips. “Don’t other
people ?”’ he wondered.

“I’m gambling on one little difference.

. . When you drafted Simler and me
for the research, you divided our work.
I was to experiment on stabalizing the
finished cyclonite. Simler was to make

the cyclonite for me from its urotropine .

base. . . . Right?”

Handon nodded, Watching Frank’s face.

“Now . .. what does urotropine taste
like? How does it taste?”

“Why—it tastes sweet,” Handon said
slowly. Then a light of understanding
came into his eyes. He looked at the match
again. “And you're saying that, since
Simler cleaned his fingernails with this
after handling urotropine, this stick is
going to taste sweet. . . .”

“Taste it!” Frank challenged. Slowly
Handon put the plain end to the tip of his
tongue. He licked. He waited. Then he
looked at Rand.

“The—the damn thing is sweet!” he
exploded.

“And I've never fooled with the
urotropine!” Frank wound up. “They
framed me! Simler and the woman work
together! And they’re fleeing together
now! The cyclonite information wasn’t
lost in that explosion! It’s with them—"

“And. where are they?” Handon
rasped. He stared at Rand. “Do some-
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thing, man! Get on that telephone! Send
out another—"

“Every cop in the town is looking for
that woman,” Rand bit back. “If Sim-
ler's with her, welll get him! Every-
thing’s being done that’s possible! I'm
no magician!”

“Those airplanes! He always listened
and timed them in that certain directiorr.

..”” Frank remembered sharply. “Rard!
Is there an airport south-west of the
laboratory—say, two miles?”

“No! The only airport is five miles

fields fled past the car. The road turned
to a narrow, weed-choked dirt lane. It
snaked treacherously, its destiny obscured
by wild hedges and trees. Then suddenly
it broke into a clearing.

“There! There’s a plane!” Frank
shouted above the roaring motor. On the
far side of the field, about a hundred
yards from a tumble-down house, sat a
small, flat-nosed plane.

“Look on that porch! She’s got field-
glasses on us!” Handon barked. Frank
and Rand looked. On the porch of the dis-

You DIME MYSTERY fans won’t want to miss reading “Secret City of

Crime,” the most unique of all the book-léngth 'Spider'norvels. .+ . You can

get the February SPIDER at your newsstand—TODAY !

north of town. It....” Rand stopped
and a strange veil of self-astonishment
crossed his face. “There—there is an old
abandoned private field out—"

“That’s it! That’s why he always lis-
tened!” Frank shouted. ‘“He’s been
stealing my results and copying them all
the time! He’s been sending them out on
planes from that old field!" And they’ll
leave from there, if they havent already!
We—

“For God’s sake, let’s go!” Handon

Jhundered.

g

r I \HE police sedan careened down
the wide boulevard. It roared past
the debris of the laboratory build-

ing, its siren open, its tires leaving a

high whining -song on the concrete be-

hind. It swayed into a chug-holed road
at the end of the boulevard and leaped
drunkenly. It straightened. The houses
of the city were gone now. A few strag-
gling half-farms dotted up. The barren

tant house stood the woman—Neda Vil-
lena. Her hands were lifted, holding a
pair of black binoculars to her eyes, Then
suddenly she turned and ran into ‘the
house.

“Warning him!” Rand said softly.
The car plowed across the field and slid
to a halt before the porch. Rand threw
open his door and drew his gun in the
same motion. Handon stumbled out the
other door. Just as Rand was half-way
across the porch, a high choked scream
tore the air. Then Neda Villena appeared
in the door.

Her face was contorted and wild. Her
arms were fighting frantically. And be-
hind her was the long-faced Irving Sim-
ler. At 'her back he held a gun. His arm
was -about her throat, holding her before
him. She choked wildly again. Rand
shifted to fire.

Then Neda Villena plunged forward,
thrown by Simler. Straight into Rand’s
gun she fell, and in the same moment,
Simler fired. Rand coughed sharply. He
tried to fire. The gun fell from his fin-
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gers. He doubled forward convulsively.
Simler threw a slug at Handon and leaped
from the porch. Across the field he raced
—toward the plane.

“God, he—he’s going to get away!”
Frank gasped. One long instant he sat,
frozen. He watched Simler clamber in-
to the plane. He heard the cough of the
motor. The prop twinkled in the sun-
light as it spun. The dust clouded up
behind.

Then Frank woke. There was one
chance—one more chance! He threw
the sedan into gear and stomped the ac-
celerator. The car leaped across the field.
The speed mounted. The plane began to
move—down the field—away. Its speed
mounted, too. Frank could see Simler
look back. He read the realization on the
man’s long face. He saw the hand lift;
he saw it kick with the gunfire. A web
suddenly appeared in the windshield be-
side him.

He ducked and threw the sedan into
second. The plane was only ten feet
ahead now. He could see daylight forming
between the wheels and the earth—one
more moment was all he had.

He kicked a last desperate time at the
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accelerator. He was vaguely aware of the
new webs, springing into the wind-
shield. The plane began to lift. Frank
threw the wheel full to the left—dead
into the plane’s tail. There was a ripping
of wood and metal, the tearing of cloth.
Then the sedan smashed off the field and
into a tree. Frank crumpled against the
wheel. The plane rose on—free and fast
—for perhaps five seconds, while he
watched it—impotently.

Then it slipped sharply. The nose
kicked down. There was a distant scream.
Simler tried to fight his way free. Too
late! There was a shattering -crash as
the plane dove into the ground. There
was a long, strangled wail from the
trapped and injured Simler. Then came
the long, hissing sneeze! The finger-
point of flame that instantly burst toward
the sky. The plane was lost in its red-
ness. The futile fighting of Simler was
cloaked within the pyre. There was only
the fast, hard crackling of the flames
shooting skyward.

Diabolically they parted for a moment.
Through the path of fire, the figure of
Simler lay crumpled—half in, half out of
the plane. The fire closed.

J. Lane Linklater
and many others
in the March is-
sue, on sale now!

—15¢c!
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" As the agile fingers of the old-time muck-
raking reporter tapped out his own obituary,
 Tom Kincaid and Matt Durkin followed bis
vengeance trail, to blast a gambler's grip from

a war boomtown—and place their names

on a voucher signed by death!
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CHAPTER ONE

The Last Report
\ s
' HE nimble fingers which had
squelched a hundred phoney. na-
i tional reputations danced on the

keys of the old portable. The lean man,
his gaunt face afire, hunched over from

his perch on the straight chair; the ma-

.
A,

An exciting Tom Kincaid

Novelette

chine was placed upon the bed '<‘)7f the ~
hotel room. Gregory Hart always wrote
in this fashion—a holdover from his days

_as a sports reporter, when hotels were his

home and his workroom.

Here in the rawness of Newstate,
Gregory Hart was a comparative stran-
ger. The surge of war contracts coming
into this part of the United States had
made important changes in the Newstate
setup. He had been on a cross-country -
jaunt, getting impressions of a nation at
war, when he had hit upon flagrant scan-
dal and mis-government. He had stopped
and nosed around—and Gregory Hart
was the type of reporter who got his

Matt growled: “It’s your play
—start shootin’ if you want!”

91
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story, never mind how. Now he had only
to type out his dispatches. He could do
the first of his columns tonight from the
material at hand, take one more look at
the capital, Hope City, and leap aboard a
train for New York. ‘

He was weary—he had been in many
places gathering his facts, his proofs. He
wrote, ‘“Governor Hamilton ‘Ham’
Spelton came up from the ranks. He
should have remained where he was—
butchering hogs in the hinterlands. He is
a rabble-rousing jug-head. His vocab-
ulary is unprintable. His appearance is
revolting. - His morals are non-existent.

“Ham has a bodyguard, designated as
his secretary. This man, Max Worden,
has been a labor agitator whom the unions
could not stomach, a gambler who was
too crooked for the underworld, and a
political fixer who ‘was asked out of four
states before finding his proper "niche
under Ham Spelton.

“Between them, Ham and Max have
placed. Newstate in the well-known cut.
Every sort of vice is rampant, anything
can be fixed, the war effort is impeded by
every known chicanery which will bene-
fit these politicoes or their numerous
friends.”

There was a chilly highball at Hart’s
elbow. He sipped slowly of it, draw-
ing strength from the biting whiskey—
some “of Max Worden’s bootleg.. He
winced and went on, “I was present the
other day, disguised as a reporter of the
‘Clarion Call’, Ham’s own paper, when
a typical fix was in. An old countryman

‘wanted his son out of the pen, where he-

was justly incarcerated for mayhem. The
backwoodsman’s name is Jim Dally. His
son is named Sam.

“Max Worden brought this man to the
Governor, our Ham. They talked of this
and that, and the Governor invited Jim
Dally out to take a look at his farm. Jim
demurred, being interested only in his
son’s release.

Max insisted upon a

journey of a few miles outside Hope
City where he has a big, model dairy
and vegetable acreage.”

Hart stopped and counted words. It
would run a little long, but Joe Leary was
a damn swell guy. . . . The quick fingers
tapped on, “After a tedious bit of sight-
seeing, while Max winked at me, still
thinking I was one of his own stooges,
the Governor pointed to an ordinary cow
and said, ‘Now there’s an animal I could
spare.

“Jim was disinterested. The Governor
went on in his fake drawl, ‘Yep. I could
let that cow go for a thousand dollars?
Dally, knowing he could buy such an
animal for forty bucks, blinked and
started to yammer. But Max grabbed his
elbow “and hissed quite audibly. ‘You
want Sam out of the can, don’t you?

“Jim.took a moment or two, but he got
it. And, in all justice to Governor Ham
Spelton, the cow was actually delivered!

“Sam Dally gets -out of jaxl this

week. . ..” s

¥ ART stretched his aching muscles.

B He had almost been nailed when

the real reporter broke Ilpose

from his hangover-—drinking the lad un-

der had nearly killed Hart. He had to

turn in. He folded the copy paper, stuffed

it carelessly into his coat, hanging over

a chair near the open window.; It was

a nice, cool autumn evening. He snatched
at his sheets, avid for sleep.

The door of the room seemed to open
by magic. Hart did nof hesitate, he dove
for the coat. He got the short-barreled
gun out of the special pocket, he tossed
the jacket itself out of the window, wast-
ing a precious second in so doing.

Something hard struck him alongside
the head. He tried to pull the trigget, his
glazed eyes seeking the three men who
had come into the room. He recognized
one of them very plainly, even as his
lights grew dim. . . . He couldn’t make his
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trigger finger behave, try as he might.
It was sort of silly, he thought grimly
as they came for him, blackjacks dan-
gling, their faces hard and cautious, death
in their pale eyes, so much alike. He had
fought the labor goons; before that the
racketeers and hard guys of America, and
he had never been pushed into a corner
- like this, He had been attacked, but al-
ways he had triumphed.
. Newstate. must be a harder nut than
he had thought. . . . Ham Spelton was
~mean underneath that drawl and his

‘homespun exterior. He tried hard to get

the gun up, to use his arms. Horribly,

he was aware of the first kick at his

body, the second.

He was being beaten to death and he
could not even fold his arms over his
head, as he had in New Orleans that time,
when another mob had nailed him. . . .
It did not hurt, but the indignity of it
and the sure knowledge that his work
“Was done before he got this last job
started, made it sheer hell for a great
~ . reporter. . . .

~—

’ I \OM KINCAID was a hig man in
a rumpled tweed suit, but. he-could
move with smooth swiftness. He

said to Matt Durkin, “The back way!

Quick—there’s Worden !”

The lobby of the Hotel New Hope was
crowded. Worden was alone, a giant
with beetling brows, a thick nose, but
with the thin mouth and sharp eyes of
a man with a cruel brain. He did not
lock to either right or left, but made for
the revolving doors, and a muscle in his
left cheek twitched. Kincaid and Durkin
threaded their way among the mixed
clientele of the garish new hostelry, duck-
ing ship-yard workers in their new finery,
business men gathered to spread word of
the latest big contract, hangers-on, crooks,

~blondes about whom there was: .some

doubt and brunettes about whom there,
was no doubt at all, gamblers whom they:
recognized very well. .

Kincaid and Durkin had been a team:
of gamblers known from coast.to coast!
for their cleverness—and . their success.
Once Kincaid had owned a string of gam-
ing houses, all on the level, and even the
authorities had winked at them. It had:
been an experiment of Tom Kircaid’s,
and it had worked, giving people a run/
for their money, taking a legitimate 200
back for profit. It had been hugely profit-
able, until something had happened.

Durkin was a small man, dapper, wispy- |
moustached, terrier-like. He followed on
Tom’s heels, searching for a rear stair-
well. They could not locate one, so they
went into the back alley.

It was dark out there. Matt com-
plained, “We came out here to gamble
with Max Worden and locate George
Grey. Now, when you see Worden, you.
do a-quick mope. How come?” -

Tom moved restlessly in the alley. He
said, “I know Worden. He has a terrific
temper. He was in a cold, murdereus
rage—I could tell by that telltale muscle-
which jumps in his cheek when he is:
aroused. That man is a murderous crook
—and he is Governor Spelton’s right,
hand. I want to look around before I
jump.”

Matt said, “Worden’s an old labor
goon! I can handle muggs like him with:
this.” He tapped the flat, automatic .22°
beneath his.arm, a weapon which did not:
disturb - the set of his smart, double-
breasted jacket. “You could break him in:
half with your bare hands—I don’t get:
this, Tom, I tell you—if the Governor and
Worden run Newstate, why are we here? i
I-want George Grey in the 51ghts of my
gun!”

Tom walked down the alley on his
long legs, all tight inside, keyed like the
string of a violin. George Grey had
broken his empire of gambling houses,
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murdered many of his men. George Grey
was an ex-banker, gone mad with the
lust to rule through the underworld. A
dozen times Tom had clashed with George
Grey—oualy to lose the canny arch-crook
in the final showdown.

Yes, Matt wanted Grey. Tom wanted
him. But they were runnipg short of
cash—and Newstate was turbulent and
the police venal. And underneath the
foam of war hysteria and quick money

in Newstate, and its capital, Hope City,-

ran something that was like the scent

of the chase to a hound dog’s sensitive

nostrils—something dirty and rotten,
something which Tom might get to and
smash. \ ‘ ] 5 %

" W E-BROUGHT himself up short
at the end of the alley. He was

probably imagining things. His

long conflict with Grey had made him

super-sesitive to underlying values—he
was too quick to see sinister shadows
upon walls. He was greying under the
war with the ex-banker. If it did not
end soon. . ..

He saw the coat sprawled awkwardly
on the top of the high fence which bor-
dered the alley. Someone had forgotten
it, he supposed. It was 'pretty dark,
but his eyes were getting accustomed
to the lack of light, and he could dis-
tinguish that it was a suit-jacket. He
went idly towards it, meaning to rescue
it and turn it in to the hotel for a
claimant.

He had it in his hand. There was a
heavy roll of paper in the side pocket.
He thrust his hand in, pulled out the
folded copy. He was about to return
it and move back to where Matt at that
moment struck a light for his cigarette.
The two figures came from nowhere,
silently, striking with their weapons.

The first blow of the blackjack drove
Tom to his knees. He tried to shout to
Matt but. his vocal chords. were para-

lyzed by the clout on his neck. The sec-
ond downswing he evaded, reaching out
his big hand to seize one of his attackers.

For one moment his strength clamped
on a man, throwing him against the wall,
so ‘that the unknown assailant gasped
and bounced about the alley. The second
figure, however, was sturdier. It dove
down and under, and when Tom tried to
use the coat, still on his knees, in fending

" away the charging man, the other stopped

dead, displaying the muscular control of a
halfback in a broken field.

Befuddled, Tom still gasped for breath,
seeking a moment to get his feet back
under him. His gun was in his pocket,
but so sudden had been the attack and
of such physical violence, that he wanted
only to clutch these two footpads and
crunch-their heads together. .
~ There was-a quick movement by the
second man, The first came off the wall
and said hoarsely, “Get it—and run!”

The coat was snatched from Tom’s
arm, where he had hastily wrapped it
against a possible knife thrust. The first
man had already melted into the deeper
shadows. The second, running swiftly
carrying the coat on his extended arm,
swerved and sped out of sight.

By the time Tom came to his feet, he
was alone, and upon the ground lay the
wadded pieces of paper, and up the alley,
towards the street, Matt was beginning to
stroll towards him, puffing on the ciga-
rette. Tom bent and picked up the paper.
The clout which fetched him to his knees
had been a tremendous one. He steadied
himself, knowing that his left shoulder
would be stiff and sore for days.

He went forward, wondering about the
swiftness of the attack and why the two
men had been so anxious to get back a
mere suit coat. He wondered what it was
all about, and whether he could deal cards
with one arm not working properly.

He took Matt inside and they went

‘up to-their room. He told his story and.
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Matt stared, open-mouthed at the wadded
copy-paper. And then they read through
the last, unsigned story of that great
journalist, Gregory Hart—knowing with-
out a signature who had written it, and
knowing every word was true.

CHAPTER TWO
Voucher for Doom -

_ HE wire came two days later—
allowing for the time which it took
for air mail to deliver Gregory

Hart’s last copy to Joseph Leary. It read,

\ anything.he may. have turned up here.’

There are a dozen characters to swear
he was gambling, drinking, raising hell in
Hope City. Hart was a good guy—a fine
and game newspaperman.”’

Matt said, “But Tom, we’re not dicks!
We got no authority. And Grey might be
sorewhere where he can get a crack at
him....”

“Qulet ” A tall man came ‘across the
brightly llghted dining room, nodding to
a dozen acquaintances, stopping to allow
another, bigger man to catch up. The
tall man had the face of an. itinerant
drummer, the theatrical, wide mouth of a

THIS IS A WAR WE’VE GOT TO WIN!
And it’s a job for all of us. While our fighting men are doing their part,
night and day, to insure our safety from Axis slavery, it’s up to us to see that
they get the tools to fight with—guns, planes, bombs! Invest regularly
_every pay-day in U, S.”"War-Savings Bonds and Stamps! It’s an investment
in Freedom! Increase our 109% purchase by New Year’s!

“Can’t use shipment for lack.of priority

voucher. Please substantiate. J, L. Co.”.
“Thanks” to the weasel-"-

“Tom said,
eyed clerk who handed him the wire at
the desk of the Hotel New Hope. -He
went into the dining room where Matt
was already eating. He said,

“Leary can’t publish the story for want
of proof, which Hart always had, ‘but
often concealed. Leary wants us to stick
and take over.” ,

Matt fretted, “We’re not coppers, Tom!
This is no racket for us! We want a hunk
of moola and a crack at Grey.”

Tom said, “I went down and took a
look at Hart’s body in the morgue.” He
didn’t feel like eating, remembering. His
broad face hardened, setting out the high
cheekbones in bold relief. He said, “They
found it outside a house of ill repute, and
it was saturated with whiskey. The
Clarion Call is making up a big story on
Hart’s secret dissipations, discrediting his
name for all time, throwing suspicion on

medicine man tent show barker, the string
tie and black habiliments- of the hack-
woods. The ether was Worden. -

They passed Tom and Matt. Worden
hesitated, gave them the double-take. He
seated the Governor, spoke briefly to him.
The wide mouth grinned, but that didn’t
mean anything. - Governor Ham Spelton
had cold, grey eyes which never smiled.

Worden came right over. He extended
his hand, saying, “Tom Kincaid! Haven’t
laid eyes on you in years! Know you any-
where, though, you big card and dice
athlete!” He seemed openly f{riendly,
thoroughly frank.

Tom said, “You know Matt, my part-
ner.”

Worden sat down, lit a thick cigar.
His shrewd eyes went between Tom and
Matt.” He said, “You sure came to the
right place to toss a few. You name the
game—we got it.”

Tom said, “I've heard.” .

Worden became pontifical, orating a
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memorized speech, “It’s the last frontier
of America! Newstate was always agri-
cultural—the discovery of ore, the flock-
ing in of manufacturing has over-boomed
us. But we’ll pull out, resume the
norm—"" He grinned and said, “Mean-
time, it’'s wide open and damned good
fun!”

Tom said, “What’s your proposition?”’

Max Worden’s hand slapped upon the
table sharply, “By Gawd, that’s what I
just told the Governor! I said, ‘There’s
my man, if he’ll play ball! There’s a man
to start a high class joint for our pals—
strictly on the level! One we can gamble
in ourselves! He’s done it before and he
can do it for us!’”

Tom said, “That sounds good to me.”

Worden arose, his dark face glowing.
“You bet it does! After dinner, then.
What’s your room number, Tom?”

“908,” said Tom.

“We’ll be there!” said Worden “It’s a
swell deal for you, Tom. I hear you had
hard luck—this is your turning point!”’
He nodded and winked and went back to
where the big-mouthed Governor whined
in his fake dialect to a couple of patronage-
eager constituents, whom Worden brushed
off as though they were flies. He spoke
again to Spelton, gesticulating, eager, and
the Governor nodded indifferently.

it
g

ATT said, “Holy Jumping dice!
Right into our hands! Hey—

Tom! Maybe he’s on the level
Maybe with a start here we could come
back, establish some other decent joints,
get on our feet again!” Under Tom’s
calm, level eye, Matt’s elation disappeared.
He muttered, “No. Can’t do it. Even if
it was possible. Got to get that damned
Grey !”
Then he stared at Tom and said, “But
why did you tell him we were in room

908?”

“We will be,” said Tom imperturbab-
ly, “as soon as I can go and register us
in 908!”

They went out into the lobby, not seem-
ing to hurry. Tom said to the shifty-
eyed clerk, “I want the room next to mine
to the south. I may have some friends
come in, and it’s on the corner.”

The clerk said, “908? Yessir.”

Tom registered, walked away. He said,
“Go up and put our bags in the new room.
Then unlock the doors between and stay
in our old room, where you can hear
everything that goes on—but you don’t
show.”

Matt said, “I get it.” He went to the
elevators, and Tom entered a phone booth,
looked up the number of the penitentiary
and dialed.

He got a wire through to the warden,
finally, and said, “This is Max. Did the
Dally boy get out on schedule?” '

“Like you said, day before yesterday,
Max,” the warden rejoined. ‘“Haven't
you seen him?”

“No,” said Tom. “Thanks, Harry.”
He hung up. So they had released Sam
Dally before Hart had expected him to
get out. That might account for the two
assailants of last night—the Dallys would
be only too glad to obey Max Worden’s
orders.

Tom had looked up the Dally’s that day.
Old Jim was a truck farmer, with a repu-
tation for selling corn liquor on the side.
His son, Sam, had been a high school
athlete of some renown, had begun studies
at the State University, but had.been
kicked out for some reason not quite
clear. The boy had hung around Hope
City, working for the Clarion Call, get-
ting fired from there, then had made a
connection with a gamblmg house in the
city. He had become embroiled with a
politician named Hogarth and had threat-
ened revenge for something Hogarth had
pulled with a girl of the underworld of
Hope City, a girl known only as “Gertie”.
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Hogarth was found later in a ditch with
an eye gouged out—he had accused Sam
Dally, and the result had been a speedy
conviction for that worthy.

The whole thing seemed to Tom to be
unsavory enough to tie in with Worden’s
activities. There was, he thought, no mys-
tery attached to the death of Gregory
Hart. If Worden and Governor Spelton,
a rogue if Tom ever saw one, were aware
that Hart was about to launch one of his
famed attacks upon them, they would cer-
tainly take steps to do away with the
newspaper columnist.

Tom left the booth and went to the
elevator. He saw two men come in,
separately, and go to the desk, todifferent
clerks, and apply for rooms. He recog-
nized one of the men as Ralph Todd, a
government agent. The other was Bojack,
a famed private detective. The forces
of law were already on the trail of the
murderers of the nationally known and
respected Gregory Hart.

Well, Tom had been on the ground
first. He was not a detective—he was a
gambler, and adventurer. But he wanted
to solve the murder of Hart and he wanted
to catch the murderer before the others.
He had a good reason for it.

Operating as a known gambler, a man
of the demi-world, Tom had been labor-
ing under a distinct handicap in his battle
against George Grey. If he could estab-
lish himself as squarely on the side of
law and order, if he could make Joe
Leary, for instance, believe that he was
earnest, and sell Leary the truth about
the canny Grey, who was always behind
the scenes, letting his stooges take the
rap for him—Tom would have some help,
some backing which might enable him to
finally corner the arch-criminal. He was
willing for this time, therefore, to put
aside his breakneck race on the trail of
George Grey in order to gain this support
from a man he knew to be courageous and
honest, publisher Leary,

He went up the stairs of the hotel to
the second floor and took the elevator
from there. He got off at the tenth floor
and walked down to nine. He went quiet-
ly along the hall to Room 908, inserted the

key and opened the door.
M seated in a chair, smoking a
large cigar. Behind him stood

a middle-aged man with greying hair and

g
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a young red-head with a scar on his chin

and very sullen eyes. Both these two men
held guns.

Tom said, “Well, well, the Dally boys,
eh? I see you are going to get tough,
Maxie!”

“Don’t call me Maxie,” snapped Wor-
den. The muscle in his jaw leaped once.
“I'm in charge here. You threw me out
of the house in Denver—remember ?”

“It was a pleasure,” said Tom coolly.
He closed the door behind him, leaned
against the wall and sought for a ciga-
rette in his pocket, being very careful
with his hands. He thought the red-head
would shoot him then, but Worden said,
“No! He won’t start anything. He’s
smart.”

The young man’s hand was white on
the gun. Tom drawled, “Sammy isn’t
used to this stuff. You better have him
put that gat away, Max, or he’ll start
something. Then he’ll have to kill me and
you won’t find out about my connection
with Gregory Hart.” )

Worden said quickly, “Hart, that bum!
Nobody cares if you knew him.”

Tom nodded. “Pretty smart, aren’t
you? But you let Hart slip in and get the
goods on you. Then you had to have him
killed. Now you're in the cut and you
want something from me. Otherwise,
you’d have had me bumped off, too. .. .”

Worden said, “You can talk now, or
take the consequences. You went down
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to see Hart’s body. You talked to news-
papermen about Sam, here, and old Jim.
Someone called the pen and asked about
Sam, pretending to be me—that was you,
I'm guessing. Just where do you fit,
Kincaid?”

Tom looked at them for a moment. The
older Dally was dour, steady. Sam was
sweating, obviously ill at ease, uncertain
of what to do with the gun in his hand.
They would be better with blackjacks,
Tom thought. After seeing the battered
and bruised and broken body of Gregory
Hart, he was certain that someone was
good with boots and maces.

He said, “You know me. You can
go to work on me and take your.chances.
You're in plenty of trouble now. The
Government at Washington will be down
looking around.”

Worden shook his head slowly. “You
should have come to me first. I’m going
to have to round up Durkin and take you
out into the country. You don’t know
anything—you're guessing. But I can’t
take a chance.”

“Like a snowball rolling down hill,
isn’t it?” said Tom softly. “One killing,
then two, then three—then the avalanche.
Too bad, Worden.” He raised his voice;

“But when you get Durkin and me you

got a bull by the tail!”

The door to 906 bounced open. In came
a small, dashing ﬁgure in shirt sleeves,
a .22 revolver menacing the trio. Matt’s
voice growled, “It’s your play—start
shootin’ if you want!”

Tom’s gun was in his hand he had

moved his position, so that he flanked
the grouped three. He said, “Or get out
and don’t bother us any more.”

For a moment no one spoke or moved.

Sam. Dally’s gun jerked this way and

that, but Worden reached out and
wrenched it away from the young red-
head. Old Jim put his own weapon in his
pocket and started, still wordless, for the
door. Worden’s voice was calm enough,

resigned enough, “You always were
tough, Tom. Okay, we'll lay off. I guess
you ain’t turnin’ anybody in—with your
record. But you’d better leave on the
nine o’clock train—and I mean tonight!”

He got up and sauntered to the door.
The redhead lingered, and the hall light
fell upon his strained, white face so that
the freckles stood out like carbuncles.
Then all thrée were gone down to the
elevators.

Matt said, “Well, I’ll be a monkey’s
uncle! What kind of a screwball business
is this? Worden tryin’ to run a show
like the one he just put on! Is the guy
screwy? It don’t make sense!”

“It was not expert,” Tom agreed.
“But, I never thought Worden was real
smart. Crooked—but not clever. I won-
der. . . .”

Matt said, “We better get out of this
screwball town. We better go look for
George Grey—he’s at least smart enough
for us to figure on his next move! These
dumb guys are like left-handed pitchers
—you can never get set at the plate for
fear they’ll skull you with a wild pitch!”

CHAPTER THREE
No Takers on Death!
HE detective captain buttonholed
Tom in the lobby the next morning.
He said, “Listen, Kincaid, we don’t
want no gamblers in this burg, see? You’re

“out! On the noon train.”.

He was a beefy, red-faced man with

.a solid belly. Tom said, “That’s two

trains I've been offered. I'm not taking
either.”

“Then I’m takin’ you in,”
tective belligerently.

He reached out a beefy hand. Tom
tlirew a left half-swing from in close.
It was so quick that no one in the lobby
saw it, not even the policeman. But the .
latter dropped into a convenient divan,

said the de-
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his mouth open, his eyes popping, gasp-
ing for air. Tom said, “That’ll hold you
until I get around again. Stay away from
me!”

Matt fingered the brass knuckles he
had slipped into his pocket that morn-
ing and said, “A real tough town. Even
the cops are on us.”

They went outside. Traffic was ter-
rific—gas rationing and tire conservation
meant nothing in this city of essential
occupations, it seemed. Tom and Matt had
given up their big coupe and were using
public conveyances, and the sight of all
the fine automobiles made Matt bitter.

“A war goin’ on and these birds cleanin’
up,” he muttered. “There oughta be a
law.”

“There’s a law,” grinned Tom. “But
no one to enforce it. If we find who killed
Gregory Hart—"

“You mean, can we pin it on the Dal-
lys,” said Matt.

Tom said, “I thought we’d take a look
at Dally’s place.”

He called a cab and directed the man
to drive them out on Route 21. They
passed through the suburbs, noting the
great town house of the Governor, set
upon a high hill, and next to it Max Wor-
den’s bizarre palace. They came to a
winding dirt road and the driver said that
the Dallys lived a mile along its way. Tom

paid off, and they got out to walk the

rest of the distance. :

Matt worried, “We got to be quick.
You can slug one copper, but the whole
force’ll be on us now.”

Tom nodded, “I expect to be quick—

- or in jail, or dead, before tomorrow.”

They passed between rows of trees,
along a sylvan path of great beauty. They
came to a fence with a gate and went
through. They walked boldly up the path,
but Tom had his pearl-handled .38 in his
hand. The house was dilapidated but
ample, and had once been a decent farm-
dwelling.

Young Sam was on the porch, whit-
tling, his head down. His father was in
the yard, walking back and forth. Tom
called, “Hold everything! We're coming
up!”

The old man stopped walking and
turned his furrowed, scowling face
towards them. Sam jumped from his.
chair and reached for his hip pocket. Tom
shot carelessly, without aim, and the whit-
tling stick which Sam had dropped,
bounced and splintered on the porch floor.
Tom said, “I’m quite a shot, you know!
Got prizes to prove it!”

A girl crept out and stood beside Sam,
holding his arm, arresting further move-
vent. Old Jim Dally said,

“All right. We're peaceable.”

OM and Matt came closer. Tom

I looked at the girl. She had blond-

ined hair, which was growing back
to a natural brown at the roots. She was
small and not bad-looking, but she was
by no means beautiful. Tom said,
“Gertie?”

“My wife!” said Sam defiantly.

“Where’'s Hogarth ?” asked Tom
casually.

The girl shrank a little. Sam growled,
“Gone! When I got out—he was gone. I
never dug out his damned eye! I beat hell
out of him, but I never . ..”

“Worden thinks you did, though,” sug-
gested Tom. “Worden’s got you working
for him on that score.”

Sam’s miserable gaze went to his
father. Old Jim came forward and stood
before the two -young people. He said,
“I don’t know you. But you got plenty
of nerve, the way you stood up to Max.
I paid a thousand dollars to get Sam outa
jail. He didn’t belong to go there, in the
beginning. But now Max says Sam’ll go
back unless we do what he says. -That
was my last thousand dollars, Mister.”

Sam said, “Maybe you better shut up,
Pop.”
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“Maybe I better talk,” said old Jim
stubbornly. “I paid the cops to pertect
my still. I paid everyone in this stinkin’
county every dime I could get—just for
‘a livin’. I'm sick and tired of it. If you
know any way to break Max Worden and
Ham Spelton, Mister—

Matt Durkin shouted,
Qulck v

The spang of the rifle sounded at the
identical instant the bullet spat into Old
Jim’s body, Tom thought. Already he was
sweeping Sam and the girl inside the
house. Bees hummed around his head, and
those were other bullets, he knew. Matt
was already at the sill of the window and
had his .22 ready, peering for a target.
~ The girl went headlong under Tom’s
push, but Sam was easy on his feet,
slithering, maintaining his balance with
skill, changing direction in mid-flight to
plunge into a side room. He reappeared
almost instantly with a double-barreled
shotgun and a fine, heavy 30-30 rifle. He
turned the rifle on the woods and fired
once, twice, while Tom and Matt were
still looking in vain for their attackers.

There was a thrashing and kicking in
the brush behind an outhouse shed. Tom
said, “Nice going, Sam!”

They waited a long time. . There was
no further sound from outdoors. Tom
said finally, “A single watcher. He had
orders to kill Jim if he seemed to talk.”

Sam’s face was gaunt and pinched. He
looked at Tom with feverish eyes. He
said, “If it wasn’t for Gertie—I'm trying
to enlist—but I got that thing against me,
If it wasn’t for Gertie. ...”

Matt said, “You got more than that
against you. . ..”

But Tom put his hand on the boy’s
arm. He said, “Let’s go up and see what
you bagged behind the shed.”

He took Sam away from the others.
They found the body almost at once. It
was a wizened, rat-faced little man with

“Duck inside!

~a high-powered elephant gun under him, -

which Tom immediately appropriated.
Tom said, “His name is Gogo Mykle.
Ever see him before?”

“No,” said Sam Dally.

“He’s from Chicago,” said Tom.
“Strange that Worden should be import-
ing gunsels from Chi.”

Sam’s face twisted into something
which was fear, and something different.
He said, “There are others around Hope
City. Tough-looking guys from out of
town.”

Tom said, “He’s got ammunition in his
pockets. Get it and take this gun back
to the house.”

Sam made a wry face and gingerly tum-
bled the little man on his back. He
reached down twice, then said, “Can you
do it? I'm kinda chicken-hearted—TI killed
him !”

Tom removed the box of shells, hand-
ing them to Sam. He said, “We’ll cover
him up with some dirt. Have you got an
ice-house ?”’ .

“Yeah!” said Sam, startled.
mean Pop?”’

“For the present,” nodded Tom. “Let
them wonder for a day. Can you hide
Gertie?”

“No,” said Sam slowly. “I haven’t got
a friend.”

“You mean your pals are off you since
Gregory Hart was murdered?” asked
Tom.

Sam closed up like a clam.. He said
“I haven’t any pals. I've been in jail.”

“You

-

girl was regaining some composiire.
-She was ‘thin almost to emaciation,
but she was taller than Tom had thought.
But she went‘at once to Sam, clutching
at him, staring up at his tortured face. -
Tom said, “Have you any of your old
clothes——-tm small for you now?”
Sam said, “Why—yes.”

T HEY went back to the;house. The
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“Dress her as a boy,” said Tom. “Cut
off her hair. It’s important.”

He and Matt went out and cnrried the
body of Old Jim into the rear of the lot,
found the ice house and gently deposited
the remains therein. Matt said, “Well, we
got Sam. I feel kinda sorry for the gal,
though. She keeps sayin’ Sam’s a good
kid, wouldn’t kill anyone.”

“Women, they tell me, are often that
way,” said Tom. “I’ve never had time to
find out for myself.”

They went to the front of the house.
The girl was attired in a loose-fitting
tweed suit such as high school boys wore.
She did not make a particularly handsome
boy, but that was all for the better, Tom
thought. He caught the fear and sullen-
ness in her; it was in Sam, too.

Tom said, “From what your father
said, you weren't aiming to stick with
Worden even before this thing happened.
I am after Worden and the Governor. I
want to tie them to the murder of Gregory
Hart.” He paused and Sam Dally shifted
nervously, averting his eyes.

Matt said, “What good are these kids?
We got the whole State against us—they
ca’'t help.”

Gertie Dally said sharply, “We know
our way around. You don’t have to both-
er with us!”

“That’s it,” said Tom. *“You know
your way—we don’t. If I hide you out
will you play ball with me—on the level?”

The two young people looked at each
other. Some message passed between
them. They moved towards each other
and Sam’s hand touched the girl's rough
sleeve. Sam said slowly, “Yeah. We'll
play ’long. They can’t shoot Pop and
get away with it. We're with you, Kin-
caid.” ‘

They had to walk back to town, over
a devious route. It was late afternoon
when Tom herded them in the back way
of the Hotel New Hope. They bore pack-
ages of cold food and other essentials.

Tom put them in Room 908 and went
next door and flopped on the bed.

Matt said disgustedly, “You and me
and those no-good young soandsos against
Newstate’s police force and the Governor
and Max Worden! Some battle!”

“I wonder,” said Tom wearily, “what
the odds would be against?”

“A million to one and no takers!”
snapped Matt.

He double-locked the door, placed a
chair against it, pulled down the shades
and flopped on the other bed. In a mo-
ment, so accustomed were they to living
with danger, the two gamblers were sound
asleep.

But in the next room the desperate boy
and girl sat close together and whis-
pered, and were red-eyed with their ham-
mering emotions as night came on. . .

CHAPTER FOUR
Monk of Murder

IGHT-TIME was playtime in
N Hope City. From all over the

country sharpers, the smart girls,
the tricksters came to fatten on money
earned in the burgeoning war effort.
Sooner or later the rabble of hangers-on,
many of them actually in the pay of the
enemy, would have to go. The Federal
Government would have to get tough.

He had a list in his pocket, made up
by Gertie and Sam Dally. He had left
Matt with them, to keep up their nerve
and to watch them, also, in case the fear
got them down. He was very sorry for
those two youngsters, caught up in the
maelstrom of crookedness which had de-
scended upon their community, but he
had to be careful of them.

He went down a street and saw a house
which was lighted from top to bottom.
A cop sauntered up and down, but paid
no attention to the place. Tom mounted
the stairs and said to a half-hearted guard-
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ian, “I'm looking for Max. Where is he?”

He got in without any trouble. The
first floor was a bingo game, for cash
prizes. He went upstairs. There was a
roulette wheel, a dice table, several faro
layouts—the old American game in a new
American setting. He saw a man he knew
from Detroit and asked about Max.

“He ain’t been around,” said the gam-
bler. “Funny, too. He usually shows
about this time. Ain’t this some town,
Tom? High, wide and handsome!”’

“You dealing for Max?” asked Tom
carelessly.

“Yeah!” said the gambler. “Can’t see
why he ain’t happy. Makes a sour face
every time I hand him the cut. Like it
hurts him to take in all this dough.”

“Funny guy, Max,” said Tom. He
went out and tried another house. Every-
where he saw aquaintances from various
parts of the country, and some of them
talked to him. Nobody had seen Max
Worden that night.

But Tom had seen about everything.
He had seen thimble-rigs, holdouts, mark-
ers, haymarket shuffling, Greek bottoms,
and second dealing. He had seen tops and
shapes and plumbed dice, he had seen
slow rollers and passers. He had seen
the clay ball with the mechanical roulette
gadget which did more tricks than a mon-
key on a stick. In fact, he had seen every
crooked angle known to man by the time
he hit that last gaming house of Hope
City, out on the way to Route 21.

The last place was rather swank. The
cop in front took the trouble to walk over
and examine Tom. Then he said, “Hey!
You're Kincaid, ain’t you?”

Tom said, “So what?”

“You're wanted. I gotta take you in!”’
said the cop. He was evidently a rookie
and not quite sure about things.

“Okay,” said Tom. “I’ll just go in and
see Max first.”

He started up the steps of the palatial,
wide-verandaded house. The cop called

after him, “Max ain’t been here. I'm
lookin’ for him—Hey!”

But Tom was already inside. A gorilla
in a dress suit appeared and said, “Kin-
caid, you ain’t wanted here.” .

“So the word has gone out,” said Tom.
“How're you, Monk?”

“I'm fine,” said Monk. “But you ain’t.
You better scram, Tom. The organiza-
tion don’t like you.”

Tom said, “Max, huh?”

“Nobody’s seen Max for two days
around here,” said Monk, wrinkling his
simian features. “Gwan now, Tom. Don't
make it tough for me—and yourself.”

A tall man in a wrinkled black suit
passed front a door under an elaborate
open stairway into a back room. Tom
said, “I’ll speak a good word for you,
Monk. You were always a ptretty good
guy. But I got to see the Governor.”

He sidestepped and pushed Monk out
of the way with a straight-arm. He
plunged forward, making for the door to
the back room through which Ham Spel-
ton had gone. He heard Monk shout, so
he ducked and slid, grabbing the door-
knob. He jerked the door open, went
through, drawing his gun..

The room was small. It had evidently
been cut into the spacious hall of what
had been a luxurious mansion. There was
no furniture of any kind, so it was more
of a vestibule, Tom thought, with its en-
tries to various sections of the gambling
establishment. There were no less than
four doors in it, one at each side, the one
through which Tom had passed, and two
straight ahead, to the back of the place.

And in the very center of the floor lay
aman. He was clad in a black suit and his
hands were extended, as though he had
been crucified upon the parquet oak pat-
tern beneath him. His face was turned
slightly to one side, the eyes were hooded,
weary. The wide, flat mouth was slightly
open, seemingly in one last sigh or groan,

(Continued on page 104)
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Newstate. Between his shoulder

blades was a knife haft—the blade
was sunk out of sight into the flesh, and
there was no doubt that the Chief Execu-
tive was very dead.

From the halls came murmurs. Monk
and the rookie cop had gotten together,
Tom knew. In a moment they would
come crashing in and find him with the
corpse of Ham Spelton. He stared at
the three doors left to him for escape.
As a wanted man, he would be in a hell
of a spot when the inexperienced police-
man found him there.

He gauged the position of the Govern-
or’s body, recognizing that a stab in the
back would send a man face forward. The
head of the dead man pointed at the door
to the left. Tom promptly went through
to the right.
~ His reasoning, he thought, was sound.

The murderer would be in flight, and had
gone this way. There was a corridor,
leading to a large room. Tom went down
fast, then stopped and put his gun in his
coat pocket, keeping a good hold upon
it, but pretending to saunter.

The room was full of flossy gaming
apparatus and equally uptown people,
Evening clothes were predominant. This
was the resort of the bon tow of Hope City,
the new rich and the labor bosses. Tom
saw several people he knew, from all
over the country. He strolled past the
dice table and perceived that the same
crooked bones were in vogue here as in
the lowest dives in town.

A slim, dark man with an oriental cast
of features went out on the terrace,
through french windows which overlooked
a spreading lawn. Tom went right behind,

- making his bulk as inconspicuous as pos-
sible. The man passed out of the light re-
flected from the room and melted into
shadows. Tom was not five steps behind.

There was the sound of pounding foot-
steps on the lawn. Tom ducked behind

IT WAS Governor Ham Spelton of

a low ledge and hauled out his gun. The
dark man was joined by two more, who
grunted something too quietly for Tom
to overhear. Then all three headed for
the rear of the grounds surrounding the
house.

Tom wanted out, and he was curious
about the man who had shown him the
way. He followed along. He got as far
as a higher hedge, then for a moment
he could hear or see nothing. He dutifully
stopped and waited. He was bent in a
listening posture, close to the hedge when
the avalanche struck from three sides,

The first man dived at his legs and,
caught by surprise, Tom went into the
hedge. There was no sound, and he
found himself assailed by a man from the
left and another from the right, each
armed with blackjacks. The hedge pro-
tected him somewhat from the first blows.
His long right leg kicked out and sent
the first man reeling away, but a knife-
blade ripped his trousers and scratched
the inside of his calf, and he knew he had
escaped death by a miracle.

The thought maddened him suddenly.
He came roaring out of the hedge. The
gun was in his hand, but he had no
thought of firing. The rotten mess of
Hope City, Newstate, had thoroughly
aroused him. He began flailing with both
hands, using the gun as a club—a giant
of fury.

One man went sailing clean over the
hedge. The man with the knife came
weaseling back. Tom dropped the sec-
ond man with an uppercut, and dove for
the knife-bearer.

The man made an eel-like move, seemed
to realize his partners had been put out
of it. He stopped dead, reversed, and
dove under Tom’s arm, striking viciously
with the knife. He missed, but Tom had
to move aside to evade the thrust. In
a second the man was gone over the
hedge in a high dive.

Tom whirled to snatch one of his vic-
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tims, at least, for questioning. Neither
was available. Somehow, all three had
gone beyond the hedge. From the gam-
bling house loud sounds were emanating.
There was but one thing left to do. Tom
crashed through the hedge.

But there was no one waiting for him.
There was nothing but a quiet street,
and a slowly moving car rolling silently
down a slight grade, and as Tom watched,
the motor cut on, the car picked up speed
and was gone. It turned the corner
towards town, Tom noted, before he
started to follow, afoot, as quickly as he
could go, his torn trouser leg flapping,
his person badly disarranged by the fight
at the hedge.

His stubborn jaw was set, now. He
was in full flight—not away from danger,
but into it! There was now a big ques-
tion mark in his mind—but he thought
he could replace it with certain knowl-
edge before morning. The sight of the
dead Governor had cemented a vague and
growing idea firmly to Tom’s conception
of the deal in Hope City.

CHAPTER FIVE
Kill-Time

N THE hotel room, Tom changed
his trousers and talked to Matt. Then
he said, “Bring in the kids.”

Sam and Gertie Dally were wary, like
hunted small animals. They perched upon
chairs and stared at Tom. He stated their
position, told them about Governor Spel-
ton’s death. He said, “You can holler cop
on me—they’ll pick me up, all right. There

are two men—a federal agent and a

private copper—who ought to be hot on
Max Worden’s trail and who might have
kept him from making the rounds tonight.
Might have, I said!”

Sam Dally took a deep breath. He
said, “Max is scared of something. I

o Know
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know it. He wanted to get you on his
side, then he got scared of that, too. When
Pop and I were waiting with him for
you, in your room, he was nervous as a
cat. He kept shifting around, telling us
not to shoot unless you star ed something,
but to be ready. We didn’t know—""
“Call him,” said Tom. “Tell him you’re
in my room, 908. Tel! him I'm helding

' you, but you got a chance at the phone.
Tell him you want help and quick, er.

you’ll blow your top. . . . Tell him you’ve

lost your father—and say you know who -

is responsible for it, and who killed

- Governor Spelton.” -

Sam said, “If—suppose he asks—"

“Hang up !’ said Tom. “Talk fast, then
shut him off. He’ll come down:”

Sam went dubiously into Room 908.
Gertie stayed defiantly behind, watching
Tom. Matt said, “Do we plant it?”

Tom had the shotgun, the elephant gun,

the 30-30. He examined them, threw a -

cartridge into the rifle chambers, took
the safety off the shotgun, which was

. loaded heavﬂy He opened the door be-
{ tween the two rooms and considered the
layout, then went in and.slipped the shot- -~

gun beneath the mattress of the bed near-
est to the door in 908.

Me put the rifle just inside. the closet
door of the same room, then came back

into 906 and placed the heavy elephiant K

gun against the wall, concealing it with
a coat rack.

Matt said, “Comple e, with sidearms P

and checked his tiny, flat au omatic.’
Gertie Dally calmly drew a nickel-

plated 32 from somewhere about ther

person and began checking it over. Tom
blinked and Sam came back. Sam was
white-faced, but he had a blackjack in his
pocket, the handle convenient to his grasp
He said, ““Max says he’s comin’ down—

Tom said, “Sam and Gertle—m 908
Close the door.” -

- Matt said, “Yeah—you’ll get a break -

¢
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if we can crack down and finish Worden.
You been pretty good kids, and maybe
you can beat the rap on Greg—"’

Gertie Dally’s thin face was drawn, but
her eyes went to Tom with something like
hope. She said, “Do we get a clean chance
to fight our way out?”

Tom looked deep into her in that naked
moment, and something he saw there gave
him pause. He said slowly, “Is that all
you want, Gertie?”

She said, “I want it for Sam. I don't
mind getting in the middle. I don’t mind
taking a chance on gettin’ knocked off.
But Sam—he’s good. He—he’s gentle!”

Tom said slowly, “I give you my word
that if we come through, Sam can get
into the Service—in the clear!”

Tears trembled behind the steady eyes-

of the girl, but she did not weep. Her
voice grew hoarse. “I believe you.”

She marched, straight-backed into
Room 908. Tom closed the door behind
her. Matt said,

“Maybe you shouldn’t have promised
that. Maybe someone else’ll learn that
Sam and his pappy beat Hart to death.
I don’t see how you can overlook that,
anyway, Tom! I'm sorry for them, like
I said. I don’t see how Sam could have
got himself in such a jam. But you can’t
promise those kids into the clear.” He

Tom said, “We’ll keep quiet and wait.
Douse the lights.”

e

N HEY sat in the darkness, and Tom
turned over his theories. It was

easier waiting, with something to
think about.

He never heard Max Worden enter
908. There were whispers through the
door, and he was aware that Max had
joined Gertie and Sam, and then he knew
Max would have a master key to all the
rooms of the New Hope. He strained,
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heard Sam say, “They went out, I
think. . . . You're scared, huh, Max?”
Worden cursed in a stage whisper.
“No, damn you! What did you find out?”
“Who is behind all this killing,” said
Sam sturdily. “And I don’t like it. They
got Pop—"

Max said, “They what?”

“You ought to know,” said Sam. #I
killed the damn murderer, and now I
know who’s behind it—and who killed
Governor Spelton !” :

Then Gertie’s voice rasped, ‘“Don’t
make a move for a gun, Max, or I'll let
you have it!”

Max’s whisper was laden with fear.
“You've just signed your own death war-
rants! You think you know something—
and if you did, it would be even worse . ..”

The door opened, audibly, this time. A
cold voice said,

“This is a machine gun pomted at your
husband, young lady. If you fire, he will
be hacked in two!”

There was a moment’s silence. Then
Tom could hear Gertie’s weapon drop to
the floor, as she gasped, helplessness,
hopelessness in her monosyllable.

The hall light entered through a gap
and threw a sliver of pale glow across
the floor of 906. Matt was crouched,
waiting with the .22, which in his hands
was as effective as a larger caliber gun.

Something dropped to the floor with a
clink, and the door was hastily re-closed.
Tom acted almost before he got a whiff
of the gas which rose acridly on the air.’

He said sharply, “Matt!t This way!”

He jetked at the door to 908, slid
around the edge, and stared into the
muzzle of the machine gun, which made
little, concentric circles, menacing every-
one in the room. The cold voice said,
“Well !”

The man holding the light tommy gun
was stout, greying, eye-glassed. His nose,
hawklike, jutting, was the only sign of
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his power. His deep-set eyes were foxy,
brazen. He wore the conservative habili-
ments of a small town banker—which
indeed had been his profession for years.
Matt said, “George Grey!”
Tom said, “We’ve been expecting you. | YOU CAN Destroy

Gogo Mykle was a straight tip-off. You YO”" £ﬂ‘llly Q’”-ckl

al.ways” hire simple guns and get them | oo o e toon BiiT21 Strikewith
killed. C dolightning! Youdon'tneed
ox-like muscles to use Super Ju Jitsa,

Grey said, “Why don’t I let loose with -’;ﬂgggﬁ“@‘;{:}';’;‘:“i?&dgm
this weapon and destroy you now and | Seomt BRs Coonenst Saclenc’
forever, Kincaid? You keep arising like | Gain Self-Confidence

. . P KNOW how YOU can lick brutes

Lazarus to interfere with me!” The i

twice your size with your bare hands
cavernous eyes were red-rimmed with | with gun,knife, club. Get ready now

only, even when they are ARMED

. ] for any emergeney—protectyour loved.,, o
hatred, biting deep into Tom. The ex- | 2nes Amasing sclt-study ccurse teaches, OR Do 7y,
banker went on, more easily, “I had this smf"‘xsfﬂ'%“i'r’g;’{ﬁﬂ
State under my thumb. Then you appear i3
and Spelton gets frightened and Worden NELSON CO., 500 Sherman Street

e [} DEPT. B-513. CHICAGO, ILL. &
gets piggish—and everyone starts mak- | gPismarommetrepelartbiingdestostont| I

ing mistakes.”

OM said, “You made the mistake.”
I He was thinking fast, wondering if
the three men he had seen at the
gambling house were in the hall—or the
room they had just left. He made a sniall 2
gesture at Matt, but the little fellow had ?
his eyes on George Grey and his finger ?
on the trigger of the automatic pistol, and ?
there was only one obsession in his mind D e you e ovethookell \Sod oo fRRE
?
?
?

. .. to kill Grey. Tom talked fast. “You
brought in your mob and turned them
loose to kill. You got started, as usual,
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LET,S HEIP OUR was awry. Grey never faced armed oppo-,
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AMERIC A' Tom’s .38—or of the fact that Tom never
* l ' ' ' ; e | | needed more than one shot.

; Matt was creeping forward, and Tom
@ did not dare communicate with his part-- -

ner under .Grey’s watchful eye. Gertie -
and Sam were sitting side by side upon

While Our Boyé

- Do the Fighting— the twin bed, covering the now useless
Let’s Do the Buy- shotgun. - They seemed completely out of
.ing! Get Your | it, and the edge of Tom’s gaze flicked over
3 - | | Gertie’s gun upon the floor near her right
Sha'rf.',.ofU. S. foot. . ;
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- He canie around like a huge cat, leap-
ing away from Matt, plinging for the
door between 908 and 906. "
Three men came in like a cortege of
| acrobats, never interfering with one an-,
other, but getting through the commu-
nicating door with terrific speed. The -
first was the dark man, and his long -
knife twinkled in the lamplight. The sec-
ond and third were burly and carried -
long, limber blackjacks. o
In a split second Tom knew that Grey -
had refused to6 accept the stalemate, to -
'l'lmmmn um.so-n.mn mcmem.cmcnn | turn loose his tommy gun and risk detec-. s
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clean, and Grey was taking the terrific
-chance on his trained mace men to clean it
up in one sweep without gunfire. Grey

himself stepped forward and brought
~ the muzzle of his gun down as Matt’s
~ vigilance relaxed for a startled instant.

He clipped Matt hard, driving him to the
carpeted floor.

OM’S gun hand was muffled by~a
thrown cloth and the grip of the
first, heavy, foreign-looking thug.
The second was slamming at Tom’s head
with the heavy weapon. Over against the
wall, things were happening fast.
Worden was impaled. The knife-man,
going past Gertie and Sam, had nailed
* Max through the throat, and the knife
point embedded itself in the plaster with
a crunch, so that white flakes drifted
slowly downward.

But Gertie came up from the floor.

Her shoulder was bathed in blood, she
~was reeling. She had the nickel-plated

gun in her hand. As the dark man with-
drew his knife and wheeled, Gertie pulled
the trigger.

The gun popped. The dark man stag-
gered, bewilderment written on his
strained features.

Sam was rolling on the floor. Grey was
coming in, the machine gun poised. Ger-
tie’s gun hadn’t made much noise, and a
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land Recorders, Box 1247F, ‘Hollywood, Calif.

SONGWRITERS: Send poem for Immediate Considera-
tion and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD BROTH-
ERS, 30 Woods Building, Chicago.

SONGWRITERS—Write for free booklet. Profit Shar-
ing Plan. Allied Songs, 204 East Fourth, Cincinnati, Ohio.

POEMS WANTED FOR MUSICAL SETTING. Five
Star Music Masters, 620 Beacon Building, Boston.

SONGWRITERS: Send poems for offer and FREE
Rhyming Dictionary. Phonograph records made. Vander-
bilt Studios, Box 112-FD, Coney Island, N. Y.

Schools

Medical Laboratory Technicians in great demand. We
train you in your spare time, in your own home. You
can practice while studying. Write for Free.catalogue.

) e%P]'é‘.rRIAL TECHNICAL INSTITUTE, Box 973-D, Aus-

5 1 ©XB8e N
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quick finale would let Grey escape—

Tom saw the tommy gun coming down,
He summoned his vast strength and
threw off the second thug.

He saw a hurtling body coming past
him. He saw the gun land upon a skull,
heard the low groan of the wvictim. It
was Sam Dally, risen from the floor too
late to help, interposing himself.

Tom went over the body of Sam before
it had hit the floor. He wrenched the
machine gun loose from Grey’s hands. His
left fist swept in an arching punch, all he
had behind it. . . .

His foot slipped in blood.

Tom went down. He rolled over, knees
against his flat belly. He kicked out, and
came to his feet in the same motion. One
of the macemen received the full force of
his kick and flew over the bed, crashing
on the floor.

Tom got a hand grip on the other He
came forward, seeking to pin Grey in a-
corner with the struggling, fighting man
in his grasp.

Grey was not there, Tom brought his
right hand over in a chopping blow. He
sank it into the base of the man’s jaw,
drew it back, drove it again . . ..

He started for the door to the hall. He
would track Grey down this time. . . .

He remembered the third of the trained
crew of murderers. He remembered that
Gertie was on the floor somewhere near
the spot where the thug had fallen—that
the girl was wounded, alone. :

Tom stopped dead. Wheeling, he lunged
back into the room. Matt was still; Sam
was crawling, head bloody, trying to.get
to his young wife. Tom dove.

The thug’s head was also bloody. Gertie
was trying weakly to hit him again with
her gun, whose cheap mechanism had ob-
viously jammed, and the cut-throat was
choking her.

Tom reached out a long arm. His fist :
cracked against the chin of the murderer.



DRAW ONE—TO DEATH! | Writing Earnings Already Equal
Half His Regular Salary

The girl shuddered—gasped for breath. “By devoting an hour or two each

He lifted her gently, and she stood up | dav to writing, I am gathering from

X this source an amount equal to half

shakily. She went over to where Sam was | of my regular salary. The prospects

A of dwrlz’t:m;l for ? living loc}v;: br;}al;tﬁr

an righter for me. e 1.A.

trymg to get up. Course paid for itself wery quickly.”
—Albert C. Smith, Medford, Mass.

ATT groaned and sat up. He . 0
stared around, his face blank. Wh Can
He counted the three bodies, y

squinted at Worden. He said dully‘, “Grey ‘Y W °
got away!” Ou r lte?

Tom said, “He always does.” Is much simpler than you think!
Matt looked at the two youngsters. He

O many people with the “germ’” of writing
muttered, “Too bad! If only he hadn’t in them simply can’t get started. They suf-
maced Gregory Hart.” fer from inertia. Or they set up imaginary

. barriers to taking the first step.

“ ” 1 .
When you get fully awake,” said Many are convinced the field is confined to

Tom, “you’ll realize he didn’t. Worden | persons gifted with a genius for writing.

% . Few realize that the great bulk of commercial writing is
and Spelton were not on the kill . . . . | doneby so-called “unknowns.” Not only do these thousands
A of men and women produce most of the fiction published,
They had gambling houses to protect, and | but countless articles on local happenings, business affairs,
. , . civilian defense, war activities, sports, home making, hob-
their cut wasn’t very big, anyway. Not | bies, human interest stories, as well.

. Such material is in constant demand. Every week thou-
after they paid off to Gl‘ey. Grey ordered } sands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 go out to writers whose

N . la ent ability was perhaps no greater t an yours.
Hart killed—by his own team.”

cy 's th . 59 The Practical Method
Matt Sald, So that’s the way 1t was! Newspager work demonstrates that the way to learn to

. . “ write is by writing! Newspaper copy desk editors waste
- “Worden led me to lt,” said Tom. “He no time on theories or anclxt)mt classics. The>story is the

. thing. Every copy '‘cub” goes through the course of prac-
was on the fence. He wanted to set usupin | tiea" eriticiem—a training that turns out more- successful

P authors than any “etber experience.
a house—then he didn’t. Grey had got to hat is why Newspaper Institute of America bases its

him Grey wanted us on the spot Worden wntmg instruction on the Copy Desk Method. It star s and

. »” gs you wri ing in your own home, on your own time.
and Spelton were ;«scared—espeaally mﬁ dally ugmm:tr%pﬁganmmgosgg& otl‘gﬁgutgo:sgg;‘l?“ t;l)trx ;:;:3:
Ladd and Bojack came in . . . .” Tom | ™ by shsie the svidus ler Lt fbrs
picked up the house phone and called po- ;:g‘;‘m;’,;‘:“:tylf“‘%"r‘:{'l’;m‘Sg{nhﬂg_ to clarify your own

. : : ; easy,  sbsorbi Profitable,
lice headquarters. While he waited for his :g;“:,, ou guin ‘;h‘e“%.p,%;gsilo‘}mﬁ. WAR Imux::s
g 3 “« 1 __. | touch that gets your material ac- WRITER

connection, he said, “You were right cepted by saftors. Aboveall. you o5 | wyery war nas
’ ) see constant progress wee y weel I d arked
we're not coppers. We're not neat. We | 22 o s e cxracted o] v ;l;"g,';:,,_,,;' Py

get corpses all over the place and don’t | writing ability grows. merable - great' au-

>
rence Stallings,

use our weapons. We got guns stacked all | Have You Natural Ability? | Grz 5o,
- Our Writing Aptitude Test will re- | §3t Heminoway,

around here and none fired . .. .” He | veal whether or not you have natural | s’ ¢ "Farini
oc o 7 talent for writing. It will analyze your | Hurat. Y‘gg; war
paused, then said into the phone, “Your | powers of observation, your imagina- | gn” R goid-
’ tion and dramatic instinct. You'll | express YOUR-

S s i P
« little party is over . . . . This is Kincaid, | enjoy taking this test. There is no | SELFl, Sen Ta:

g cost or obligation. Simply mail the | weriting” Aptitude
and you can turn Ralph Ladd and Bojack | coupon below, today. Newspaper In- | Test Special terms

. ) stitute of America, One Park Avenue. :;"ds.’":::r.ig:'m::'
loose . ... Worden is dead . ... New York, N. Y. (Founded 1925)
to explain, Sam. You're in the clear— N omePEhek Avenne, New York®
you'll be a hero when Ladd gets here.” Writing. Apsituds Tost snd fartoor - fonmanon
Tom went into 906 and threw his few | about writing for profit aa promised. GAES
.
belongings into his bag. He said, “Out the | s fooeecccinnineen. T %
back way and down to the main highway. | Address. oo - i siivinian i shirs oy
1 L Topyright 1041 Newspaper Institute of Ame ._—'L'm-
- We can catch a ride, maybe. . ..
: - THE END
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WHY BE SATISFIED WITH LESS ... WHEN
*100 A MONTH INSURES YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY FOR MORE . . .IN

Guarantee Reserbe LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY?

:E::m':: sp ';g?;u;“g;oﬁlnr“:’ggg ION—
. ' INAT
SIVES YOU MORE PROTECTION 0 MEDICAL EXAMAGES 170 65

ife i nce on
¢ of life msynlhem s
; parately (he &7 c ad of bracketing e
By figuein o amily inste sckets b
“yd‘ i“dms‘i‘-‘:l!x:de‘u:nmee Rese:ve amil =
ey ‘::;“‘% 30 i 'Taarnﬁfe insura
gz;mﬁded by&%‘ your entire amily is
the costto you : : nce pro
: .(‘)‘O‘:ﬂn:it‘);x ‘va'ries according to the age d o how
eac e
family mem

From 2 10 6 MEMPTC i cat examinatiofe

> wy $1.00 a month. EICTR ovithout mECier Zrakeadvane
ss 8 97 83 be ins\:‘r%;:fﬁ:‘e’:,b:gnssg&se:l :veimg:‘s obligatiofte

5 3 e n
‘betsZI‘ 2 laundry :ventot'l:‘:':g;fy ?nT::l: ll:::‘ :’( this free s
ana, $1.00 a month provides $5,897.8)

protection against travel accidental death,
$3,935.22 against auto accidental death

3031,962.61 amionoxdioar ot ot INCLUDES ‘PARENTS, CHILDREN, BROTHERS,
I fe e e SISTERS, GRANDPARENTS, AND IN-LAWS

$1.00 a mont

e As many as six who hava an insurable interest can be
included in this amazing low cost life insurance policy.
Relationship makes no diff erence in the amount of benefits
paid. Each member of the family is given the maximum
protection provided for his or her age in consideration
with the number insured. .
" The policy was prepared by nationally known insurance’
experts to provide safe, reliable life insurance for entire
family groups at a price everyone can afford to paye
Only $1.00 a month. =~ | )
Read the actual case histories here and you can see for
yourself how much more you get for your money in this
new kind of Family Group Policy,
Actually get a policy for free inspection showing yo:‘
l

G . S
s ! and your. family what this policy will do for you.
4 4 7 coupon for free inspection offer today.
y [ A U. S. Govern-

& meimbees of his family 5 ome pefire COMPARE WITH ANY OTHER

with $6,344.70 protection for travel acci-
it ARt | FAMILY GROUP POLICY COSTING
Doty costs i, -+ o o R UP TO TWICE AS MUCH

W e want you to compare this poiicy and its benefits with
sny other family group policy you ever read about or hear
about — and remember this policy is offered by a safe,
geliable company with over 31.5,000.()00 of life insurance
in force. Send the handy free inspection offer coupon so
you can make this comparison — mail it to GUARANTEE
RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, Guarantes'
Reserve Bldg., Hammond, Indiana, Dept, 56-8-3

MAIL THIS FREE OFFER COUPON!

SPECIAL 10 DAY FREE OFFER}

35,018.70.,.........

"er.his wi i i Guacantee Regerie LIFE INSURANCE £8. | This policy is sold by mail oaly . ..
St insured 1n 3 Sinfls $1.00 5 month, | GWABMTEE RESTIVE BUDG. DEFT.56-B-3 |15, taep i medi
Guarantee Reserve Family Policy fora :o(a! BAMNOND, INDIAKA policy for 10 dsys. Read it—Decide|

of $5,018.70 wravel acc 4 _— 5 for yourself—No Obligation.
death, $3,345.80 against auto accide Without cost or obligation send deuils of your |
@ death'and $1,672.90 against natural sew .""‘3”?“’"’ Policy snd 10 Day Free la-
ordinary death. Take advantage of the Free APECLOR Trmets
Inspecuon offer and see this marvelous
all-coverage policy. Neme

Steess oo R.E. D.

Gy Seate

114



Which of These Best-Sellers

Originally Published at Prices Up to $6.00

Do You Want for":s

{continued from other side}
WHISTLE STOP — M. M.
Wnlf% Powerful, prize-win.
est-

3' seller of lust, pas-
slon and twisted lives in a mid-West

slum town. Originally $2.50.
NOW $1.00

650 HOW TO PLAY THE PIAND
s BY EAR—P. J. LeRoy
dio’s famous piano teacher.
Spend only 35 minutes a day with
this complete. practical course—then
play any tune. Large format, paper
bound. ONLY $1.00

n.
Fascinating story o our plan-

et, with many illustrations.
NOw $1.00
3 THE ART OF CONVERSATION
s —Milton Wright, author of
Getting Along with

ple, prnc\‘.ical book will give you new
confidence, new power! NOW $1.00

7 ' o THE BISHOP'S JAEGERS—

Thorne Smith. Hilarious
adventures of normal people

trapped in a nudist colony.
' ONLY 79c

25 CLEOPATRA — Emil Ludwig.
s The world’s most bewitching,
glamorous figure. Cleopatra
—the grand amoureuse of legend—

the woman, lover, mother, warrior
queen. Formerly $3.50. ONLY $1.00

L45. WE FARM FOR A HOBBY

money, health, living, pure
enjoyment—while siill keepmg your
city job. ONLY 69¢
99 VDUNG MAN OF CAIAOAS—
a T. R. Ybarra. Delightful, best-
selling autobiography of the
famous _ newspaper
as a South American
Father*'!

writer—praised
*‘Life With
Over 200.000 sold at $3.
NOW ONLY $1.00

34 THE CRUISE OF THE

' s RAIDER WOLF—Roy Alex-
ander. Gripplng story of
disguised German raider-

IMPATIENT VIRGIN—D. H.

T l 4. Clarke. Because Nature
de Ruth Robbins a daz-

zling blonde with a zest for living,

picture of life and action aboard the
“Rattlesnako of the Atlantic.”” Orig-
jnally $2 NOW $1.00

899 THE WELL OF LONELI-

s NESS—RadclyHfe Hall. A

poignant and beautiful nov.

el, telling the story of a woman,

masculine by nature, who developed

into maturity in accordance with
that nature.

Formerly $5—ONLY $1.00

lo1 THE FRENCH QUARTER—

[] Herbert Asbury. Unflinching

ac of New Orléans in

its not.ormus heyday ONLY $1.00

L35 WORLD HISTORY AT A

[ GLANCE—Joseph Reither.

ﬁ' of mankind from the

earliest clvi zation to the present

old in swift, readable siyle.

DRY GUILLOTINE — Rene

ONLY 69c

L2 THE STORY OF SCIENCE—

[} Davud Dietz. Accurate exposi-

n of the four great divisions

of science Astronomy, Geology, Phy-
sics and Chemistry, Biology.

ONLY 69c

'14 THE BUSINESS ENCYCLO-

s PEDIA — Edited by Henr

Marshall. New, revised edi-

tion. The greatest gold mine of

business facts, rules, laws, tables,

forms and ideas ever crammed into

a single volume. Covers all husiness

subjects—banking, law, letter writ-

ing. arithmetie, advertising, selling,

$1.00

among the "living__dead at Devil's

Island! Formerly $3. NOW $1.00

T35 OF MICE AND MEN—

. .Iahn Steinbeck, auther of

apes of Wrath. The ex-

Wraordinary classnc ONLY 49c

3 HAMMOND’S NEW COM-

l 9. BINATION SELF-REVISING

WORLD ATLAS AND WORLD

WAR MAP. Follow the news reports
with this comprehensive wtlas.
Should be in every home today.
ONLY $1.00
WORI.D S BEST JOKES. 400
'2 ages — 33 chapters, each
covering different subjec
matter. Toasts, jokes, llmerl fr
epigrams, comic verses, etc,
ONLY $3.00

she was bound to have amorous ad-
ventures. NOW 49c
BBz HAPPINESS IN MARRIAGE
s —Margaret Sanger. Essen-
ships explained by foremost expo-
nent of birth control. Orig. $2.00.
THE AMERICAN HISTORY
QUIZ !OOK‘ Do you know
th

the tion? There was once a

State named Franklin?
both informative and entertaining.
ONLY $1.00
Bl '6. ACTS—Rene Guyon. An
intelligent discussion of

that civilization enforces.
ONLY $1.00
'1 1 UNMARRIED ADULT_Ezm-
ed by Ira S. Wile D.
This ~ courageous vofume at-

tial facts of sex relation-

W $1.00

One State never signed

hundreds of questions and answers,
THE ETRICS OF SEXVUAL

the various taboos and false modesty
THE SEX LIFE OF THE

tacks a problem skirted by vatusdentq

of social «questions.
| STRATEGY IN HANDLING
4. PEOPLE—wehb and Mor-
an.  “Key” methods rsed
by succcssrul men and women
sway others. Win friends, gain
their own amtitions.
Orig. $3.00—NOW $1.00
' HORSE AND BUGGY
B 35| DOGTDN_.-Arthur E.
Hertzler, M. D. Homely,
revealing memoirs "of county doc-
tor. *‘Stimulating, snde splittirg,

salty.”—Chicago Tribul

n

and'
most

ONLV $1.00

THE ART OF ENJOYING MU-
slc—smmund Spaeth. New

music appreciation
understanding by Amnncn 8

music
ONLY 51.00
869 THE PASSIONATE WITCH
8 —Thorne Smith. His last
and funniest—it tops Top-
er! All about mild-mannered Mr.

Drawings by Roese. Orig-
inally $2.00. NOW ONLY 79c

UNDERSTANDING YOUR
190. BABY—Lois R. Schultz and
Mollie S. Smart. Complete
month-by-month guide to child care
for the first 13 months. More than
130 photographs. Substantial paper
binding. ONLY $1.00

L THE STORY OF ORIENTAL
% PHILOSOPHY—E. Barring-
ton. Opens the treasury cf

Eastern philosophy. Know and un.
derstand the mysterious wisdom of
the st. ONLY 69c

49=

ENDURING
Marie cC.

PASSION—DT.
Fr:mk.

832,

in,
marriage relationship may be mam-
tained unimpaired through the more
critical years.
Onglnally $2.00—NOW $1.02
866 OSCAR W!LDE'S BEST
s KNOWN WORKS. _Includes
The Picture of Dorian Gray,
The Importance of Being Earnest,
Salome, other famous poems, plays,
prose by England’s strange genius.
GNLY $1.00
84‘ STANDARD OPERA GUIDE
e —Upton & Borowski. Plts,

musical themes, history of
151 of the world’s Sreatest operas.

Originally $3. W $1.00
18 AMERICAN JI1U-JI TSU—Ed-
s ward L. Allen. Shows ex-

actly how a man or woman

can render an attacker helpless—
even if he has a knife, club or gun!
328 progressive action photos ex-
plain every step clearly. Large fur-
mat, paper-bound. Just pubiished.

ONLY $1.00

Bl lz BEST KNOWN WORKS

s OF EMILE lOLA. The

finest work he daring

French novelist who had Lhe courage

to speak the truth at any price.
Includes the immortal Nana.

OW ONLY $1.00

MARRIED LOVE—Dr. Ma-

s rie C. Stopes. Over a mil-
lion copies sold of this famous con-
tribution to the solution of sex dif-
ficulties. ONLY $1.00

GUIDE—Upton and Borow-

STANDARD CONCERT
819' ski.

Explanation and mean-
symphonies and 112
Latest revised edition.

COMPLETE SHORT STO-

[] HIES OF DE MAUPAS-
Masterpieces of

ing of
composers.

BI3

French ure, love, passion. 222 sto.
ries, all complete NOW ONLY $1.00

EXAMINE FRE

MORE BARGAINS
ON BACK PAGE
LOOK AT THEM

B BIOGRAPHICAL

40. ARY OF MUSICANS—Rupert
hes. Revised by Deems

Taylor and Rusnell

works of world’'s

DICTION-

foremost musi-
8,500 entries.

NOW CNLY $1.00
ls THE BARBARY COAST—
s Herbert A

sbu

ole of vire tl

underworld the

n st interesting spot
Fonnerly $3.

NOW ONLY $1.00

MY TEN YEARS IN A

QUANDARV AND HOwW

GREW - .Rq
mprrw{t m)lll'l.'-}l-

cians.

Pranmscos
danerous and
in America.

B194.

8enchley. avest,
quake. Illus. by luyas Williams.
Orig. $2.50. oW $1.00

L MATHEMATICS FOR EVERY-
6. DAY USE—W. S. Schaaf,
. D. Clear, sirnnle exposi-
tion of the basic principles of Arith-
metic, Algebra and Geonielry.
ONLY 69¢
L1 STRANGE cusToms OF
s COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE

—William J. Felding. Amaz-
ing revelations of curious mating
customs, ancient and modern, among
the many peoples of the earth.

ONLY 69c

HOW TO WRITE LETTERS

I.l.,. FOR ALL OCCASIONS. Au-

thorltauve %unde, filled with

hundreds sample letters that

show how to make right impressions

and secure desired results.

CNLY 69c

3' THE HOME BOOK OF SEC-

L L] RETARIAI. TRAINING. Now

an learn at home, un-

der famous teachers, the f ve founda-

tion subjects for commercial success.

Typewriting anc Shorthand, Rusi-

ness English and Business Corre-
spondence, Secretarial 'h'ainmg.

ONLY 69c

821 SIGHT WiTHOUT GLASSES

[ —Dr. Harold M.
way to restore and

keep norma] vlsion withnut glahses.
CN $31.00

AS MANY AS
YOU WISH-—

Send no money now— Pay nothing to postman
on delivery —Keep only the ones you want.

You may have your choice of these
TION.
handsome bindings, fascinating

books for 5 DAYS’ FREE EXAMINA-

That is how positive we are that you will be delighted with l.heir

numbers of volumes you want,
Le sent on APPROVAL. Pay

Mail

coupon without money. Books wnll

Exomine books for 5 days.

Then send us amount due.

However. IF—

AFTER this free examination you do not admit these are the biggest book

values you ever saw, return
tions of many titles ale limited.
PUBLISHING COMPANY, Dept.

volumes and forget the matter.
Send coupon NOW
502, Garden City, N. Y.

But the edi.
0 GARDEN CITY

i GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING CO., DEPT. 502, Garien City, N. Y. ¥
I Please send me the books encircled below. I will either send you, [ ]
. within 5 days, the correct amount, plus 5c postage and packing charge |
for each volume, or I will return any books I do not want without
§ being obligated in any way. H
1 (Encircle numbers of books you want) i
i L2 TI5 B27 B40 L46 77 B9 120 BI38 191 676 845 '
1 L6 LI7 L28 B4l L47 B79 106 124 139 BI92 697 850 §
a L7 LIS L3I L4 L48 B82 107 126 143 BI94 702 86y
1 L9 20 B32 L42 B49 B85 BIl2 128 (56 T368 710 872 B
] 12 T22 35 L43 58 88 Bil6 134 174 T362 786 873 g
1 TI13 25 L35 L44 B66 T93 BII7 BI35 175 628 790 888 g
H Ti4 T25 37 L45 B67 93 T8 137 181 650 831 912 1
] L
B ONGME tovet i vnieenons e ieteneansatenervsassassescosansaseas B
[ (Please Print Plainly) [ ]
5 ]
B AQAIess «e.eevvneeennerennnneees sovenssaranserensecencees
1 ]
] ]
BOItV. e covovenuecoenciosvosnssccansvesse State,.ccevssososss
[ ] POSTAGE FREE—Check here if enclosing WITH coupon funl I
] amount of your order. In that case WE por postage and packing [
harges, Same refund guarantee applies, course. 8
L} Slightly Higher in Canada—Address, 105 Bond St., Toronto
l----------------------------------!




BEST-SELLERS

ORIGINAL EDITIONS WERE PUBLISHED
AT PRICES UP TO $6.00

Other Bargains at4 i .
69¢c, 79¢ and $1.00

Sn £

OU’D never expect to get great books like theae top-fiight
best-sellers for ONLY 49c . 89 ... 7% ...and $1 EACH!
Yet it's true! And many NEW, exciting titles here are being
\WQ hese low prices for the first time! So read this latest
listing cwivoutly. Remember—these are NOT publisher’s overstock.
NOT hooks that didn’t sell. NOT cheaply made books which have
been reset, eut, or revised. They are newly printed, handsomely
bound best- sellers of Fiction, Biography, Advanture, History, the
Arts, Music, Science, Sports. All full library size, cloth bound, not little pocket volumes. Many
are fully illustrated. Some sre entirely new books, never before publnhrd Others are printed

from the original plates of the higher-priced first editiens
Check this latest listing at once! Paper, Pamtmz, binding costs are gumg UP! We may not
be able to offer these amazing bargains again! SEND NO MONEY! Encircle below which books
you wish for FREE EXAMINATION. Read as many a8 you want—pay only for those you keep!

How Many of These Titles May We Send for FREE Examination?

T362 WUTHERING HEIGHTS—Emily Bronte. Tls A YANK IN THE R. A. F.—Harlan
[ The cnmplete text of the famous class- r Thomas. Thrilling story of bravery and
, ic ove and horror. NOw 49¢ romance from which

the hit picture was
ONLY 49c
BLACK NARCISSUS — Rumer Godden.

This best-seller tells the strange <to
f a group of nuns wno took over a ua'?’

DAUGMTIRS OF EVE—Gamaliel B8rad-

L4 s ford. Glamorous lives of 7 glorious wo-

who joyously experimented with

life, h‘ogl Catherine the Great and Nlnog de Len-
aj

made.

102.

of YOUR MIND AND HOW TO USE (T—
clos to Sarah Ber Rha““ Rob T v “g ace built for women of arother sort, and the loe. W. J, Ennever, famous founder of ‘Pel.
T THE BAT—mMary Rol e'“tn nehart an alarmlnz effect the palace had on them! Orig. manism.”” The amazing methods of men.

s Avery i:‘opwgdt One of the mosg fam- $2. NOW $1.00 tal training ex).lained in this book bave been
. ousi modern, Oelective [sfories-—gboyy a MEDICAL MAGIC—~David Dietz. Scripps- broved by tests in thousands of cases. Originalk
ster criminal who terroized the ocountryside, L4 Howard Science Editor. Vivid, dramati 82, OW $1.0
but underestimated one determined ol s H e T ;

lady.
) ¥

EATING FOR VICTORY—Ida B; iley Allen l
5 ] Money Saving Cook Book. Shows how
rising prices, prepare delicious meals

at uudeel cost, get necessary vitamins, ete.
1,300 recibPes. ONLY $1.00
TER — Donald

€EPER'S D
T s Henderson Clarke. The witty, racy story
of beautiful Hilda and the men who pur.

sued her. NOW 49¢
NEW ART OF SPEAKING AND WRI'I'ING

50. TNI ENGLISH LANGUAGE — Sherw
y tsm:cesrzl'ully used by hundéedsl

n,

ever wrltlen ONLY $1.00
RAIDERS OF THE DEEP—Lowe!! Thom-
as. Incredible adventures of U-boat men
and tales of breathless battles under the
sea NOW ONLY 79¢
PIED PIPER—Nevil Shute. The complete
81 2. nwel. even piore dramatic, more

warming tktan the smash-hit moviel
Orlzlnally ‘2 50. NOW $1.00
‘ORY OF PHILOSO PHY—Will Durln\

(] Amenca s most famous modern
epoch-making history of humans as grvat
thinkers, from Socrates to Dewey. Formerly $5.
oW $1.00
SPANISH SELF-TAUGHT—Dr. Richard
'2 s S. Rosenthal. Now with new business
opportunities
Arrerica, the most important foreign
languagn Learn it quickly. easily with just a
NLY $1.00
L4| HOW TO UNDERSTAND !LECTIICIT’V-—
$ yone to gain o usable, practical
knowledlze or the why and how of this vitai sci.
HAVELOCK ELLIS ON LIFE AND SEX.
'9', Frank simple discussion of f.cts aand
women. Originally $3.
A SKY—Pearl S. Buck. Brnna new
shed, by renowned Nobel Prlze-wlnnln
author of Dragon Seed, The Good Earth
full lndexed Chapters
ett , eti-
quette of envazements. teas, pa tnes.

opening dally in Latin

Spanish is
few minuics & day. Over 250,000 sold at $6.
A Fredenck Co'lins. Sinible way for
ence of modern life. 158 illustrations. QNLY 69¢
problems of deep interest to all aon and
O/ oW €1.00

CHIN,
t ?‘ovel of modern China, never hef PLb-.
INLY_4:
35 NEW BOOK OF ETIQUETTE—Lillian Ewh-
a ler.

NOW ONLY $1.00

behind-the.s-enes story of modern medi-

c¢ine, surgery, drugs, new discoveries in fighting
disease, prolonging life. ONLY 69c¢
PLAYING THE RACES—Robert S. Dewst

813. .nd Jay Craig. A bLouk tor every ope in-
terested in the track. Descrives a system

which has been used successfully by its authors,
NOwW $1.00

THME FACE IS FAMILIAR—Ogden Nash.

4 8 281 poems of nimble wit and humor

gelected by the author himself. 31 hrand

new. orig, $2.75-—NOW $1.00
L44 THIS PUZZLING PLANET—E. T. Brew-
ster. readable inuoduc.

A fascinating,
tlon to Geology—-how men have learned
about the structure and history of our Earth.
ONLY 69¢
IEAP THE WILD WIND—Theima Stra-
T93l A saity historical novel of Charles-
nd the Florida Keys on¢ hundred
years o. The k on which the Paramount
technicolor movie is based. Never hefore pub-
Hshed in form at any price! ONLY 49c¢
YOU CAN'T GO HOME AGAIN-—Thomas
628- Wplu Magnificent story of a young
lern who found himself. Bj the =au-

thor of l.ook Homeward Angel. Orig. .
I.41 THE AMATEUR MACHINIST—A. Freder-

|ck Collins. From how to select,
and care for tools to polishing the fin-
ished jow—simple,
all kinds of metal working.

complete, enjoyable guide to
166, oroe.
tight spot. 12 ways to ge

157 illustrations.

NLY 69c

HOW TO HANDLE PEOPLE—Maxwell

your Idcas, a tested plan to lift yourself off the
Business Bargain Counter, etc.

Originally $2.50. NOwW $1.00

T22 REBECCA — Daphne du Maurier. The

. whole book from which the prize.win.

movie was made! Over 500 000
cobies «old NOw 49c¢
BASIC TEACHINGS OF CDNFUOIVS—

t mlu Menander Dawson In his own
arrsnZed for ensy reading —here

is wludor And ‘practical advice for today from one
of the wurid's Ereatest philusnphers. ONLY €9¢
2 DAMON RUNYON OMMIBUS—3 vol-

B l 9 . umo: ‘n one, Nearly 1,000 pages of
ad dolls, thugs, mugs and as-

vyYs
sorwed Iﬂllerl Fo: erly $6.00. $1.00

L ' 8 THE BASIC TEACHINGS OF THE GREAT
s PHILOSOPHERS—S. E. Frost, Jr., Ph. D.
Summary of teachings of the test
thinkers cf all ages op the ten major problems
of philosophy. ONLY &9¢
Ls WORKING WITH TOOLS FOR FUN AND

PROFIT—A Frederick Collins. (/arel‘ully
anned manual of home carpentry. Over

250 prdctleal ONLY 6
B‘ l 1 Dem:hm Modern, up-to-the-minute!
Covers whole subject, trick photogra-

illustrations.
NEW WAYS IN PHOTOGRAPHY—Jacob
pbhy, night indoor work, flashlight pictures, ete.

Profusely illustrated. NOW $1.00
L45 MEN AGAINST MADNESS—L. S. Sel)-
' mg, M D Ph. D. ’l‘he thrllllng story

ignorance, quackery, and hypocr l.s '8150 free him-
self from insanity and menial disenm ONLY
861 BEST KNOWN WORKS OF EDGAR AL-
LAN POE. 63 great stories such _as
The Goid Bug, The Murders in the Rue
Morgue, plus 50 famcus poems lncludlng The
Raven, The Bells, etc. ONLY $1.00
84 MY DEAR BELLA—Arthur Kober. author
a of ‘‘Having Wonderful Time." Zestfu ful,
hilarious story of the immortal Bella of
the Bronx, and her uproarious adventures on the
Royal Road to Ma(.nmony lllustlated by Horm.
Originally $2.0 NOwW o \ySl 00
NAPOLEON——EmII Ludwig. humeme biog-
' raph¥ of the most thriiling figure in mod-
ern history. Originally $3.00. NOW $1.00
'28 ROGET'S THESAURUS IN DICTIONARY
° FoRM-—-Ed by C. O, Sylvenfer Mawson
word book for writers, mnoak-
ers, studem.s. busmess men, lcachers. for every
one who wants to speak and wrlt.e forceful Eng-
Now in pubmted dictionary fe
0 NLY $1.00
TURNABOUT—Thorne Smith. Hilarious
9 novel of reversed sexes, mad binges and
uproarisus love-making. gw
THE STRAY LAMSB—Thorne Smith. Rlot-
691; ous adventures of Mr. Lawrence Lamb,
0 woke one morning to find anll a
handsomo black stallion, and rted mad
chain of ndventure Orig. $2.00. NOW ONI.‘I 79:
CRET AGENT OF JAPAN — Amieto
|31 VuPl, who was compelled by the Jap-
to become a spy in 1932, tells in.
eredibl, true story of hi: experiences,
ally 83.00. NOW §

MORE BARGAINS ON INSIDE BACK COVER! LOOK AT THEM NOW!

~






