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STAYS
T IG H T  - O R N O  c o s t !

Here’s new am azing mouth com fort w ithout risking: a  single cent . .  . enjoy th at feeling o f 
having your own teeth again. I ts  efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds o f users who 
enthusiastically  praise Crown P la te  R eliner . .  .  you, too, w ill jo in  th is happy arm y if  you will 
ju s t  try  Crown once. Sa tis fy  your desire fo r  food .  .  . eat w hat you w ant . .  .  yes, com fortably 
ea t foods you have been deprived o f such as steak , corn , apples, etc. U se Crown P la te  R eliner 
and again m ake eating  a  pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost. 
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE CROWN PLATE RELINER Is easy to us*
Don't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by liaise dental plales. Apply CROWN RKKINKK. In a jiffy 
your plate tits like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to bum your mouth. Just 
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth hark In. They'll tit as snugly as ever. Inventor Is a recognized 
authority in dental field. A patent has been applied for CROWN RKKINKK to protect you from Imitators. After 
you rellne your plate with CROWN, take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN 
RKKINKK. CROWN KKKlNKlt Is guaranteed . . . it 's  harmless. NOT A 1'OWDKR OR I ’AXTK! DOKX NOT 
RITRN OR 1K1UTATK. I f  not satisfied, even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund . CROWN 
Is a scientific discovery that you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze i t  out of the tube onto the plate and 
In a jiffy  your plate will again feel as ligh t and comfortable as It did when It  was new. Order Unlay and 
enjoy this new oral comfort right away.

WHAT USERS 
TELL US — READ!
J .  Clements of Algonac writes: 
"M y plates were so had they 
rattled when I talked. Now 1 
ran eat steaks, corn on the 
rob.”  K. W. W. of Virginia 

avr.'tes: " I  have found Crown 
K ellner all you claim for It 
rand more.”  . . . Many more 
attest Ui same excellent re
sults. Keline your plates with 
CROWN. It 's  tasteless. Has 
that natural pink color. Ord.;r 
a tube of CROWN KKI.INKK 
today . . . enough to last a 
year.

HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER!
CROWN offers you a two-way protection for your plates. Order CROWN 
RKKINKK and receive r  ItKK with your order CROWN JlK XTA K I’KATK 
CKKANKK. The DKNTAK I’KATK CKKANKK Is easy to use and restores 
that new freshness to your plales to help keep your mouth clean and germ- 
free. CROWN CKKANKK eliminates without brushing foods that collect In 
plate corners and crevices. Helps protect plates because no brushing is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching Is avoided. You wlH enjoy 
the feeling that your breath Is sweet and Is not "false-teeth offensive". Order 
today and get your CROWN CKKANKK KKKK with the CROWN DKNTAK 
I ’KATK RKKINKK . . . remember you don't risk a single cent. You must be 
1 0 1 1 satlslied, or your money back.

SEND NO MONEY
T ry  it  fo r  4 months and then return i t  fo r a 
full refund i f  no t satisfied. O rder a t  once and 
we w ill include F R E E  with your order a tube 
o f CROW N  D EN TA L P L A T E  C L E A N E R . 
Y ou’ll be delighted w ith both . . . and the 
CROW N  C L E A N E R  w ill m ake your mouth 
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and 
address. P a y ’postm an one dollar fo r combina
tion plus postage, o r  send cash and we pay 
postage. A ct now and en joy  th is new happiness.

Crown Plastic Co., Dopt. 3411 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ava. 

Detroit. Mich.

ell

<0

CROWN PLASTIC CO.. DEPT. 3411 
43S8 W. Philadelphia Ava., Detroit, Mich.

Rend your wonderful Crown Dental Plate Kellner and 
include the KKKK Crown Dental Cleaner. I will pay postman 
one dollar plus postsge on arrhal. If I am not satisfied after 
4 months. 1 may return partly used tube for full refund. 
( □  I am enclosing one dollar in full payment same guarantee.)

N A M E ............................................................................................

C I T Y .........  .....................................S T ATE . .



F in d  o u t h o w  P ra c tic a l H  is  to  
TRAIN AT HOME FOR 
GOOD RADIO JOBS

Mail Coupon-Sample Lesson FREE.

learning radio this way is great, i'll enroll
NOW. S O O N  I 'L L  BE T R A IN E D  TO M A K E  GOOD 
M O N E Y  FIX ING  R A D IO  S E TS  - -  TO  G E T  A  
GOOD JO B  IN  A  BROADCASTING  
S T A T IO N - - O R  A  GOVERNM ENT '
C IV ILIAN  RAD IO  JOB -  -  
O R  W IN  EXTRA  R A N K  
AND FAY IF  I'M  
DRAFTED

J. E. SMITH President National Radio Institute 
Established 28 Years

Mail the Coupon f*-r is FHi.i: Less'.>ii from my Radio t'our.u. It shows juu how N.Ii.l. trains you for Itadio a', horn*.; in Spare lime. And with thif fail it; I-'* ler: on I'ii semi my »’>4 -i-ave, illustrated book, "Win Huh iit'v, aids In Itadio." It dc.'« ril es the many fa.-.- riiial m:.: j ‘l»s UmiRo offers. explains the tifUijUrt
p:

elh-.- 
•>•1 ltd

dio In-
More Radio Technicians end Operators 
Now Make $50 a Week Than Ever Before

There’s a bilV fhoitaye ot < - • ■ d.- Rm!i-<Ti«'hili''iuiu and Opera:-m:-. lh.-to . i»'..*i.r.... pajs better now than lor years. U i>u new Radio? nut «»f production. l-taing ni-l r-l.\ which were formerly Lrad|d in. add perkily to the normal number ui scrviein--. job?, Rroudoa sling Stations, Adation :.n> 1 Police Itadio, Ship itadio and oilier rnniiu'.nii- eations branches are scrambling hr Oji.tr-
needs hundreds of competent civilian an 1 'Odisted Jtadio men ami women. Radio factories, now working uii Oveiijin. n; orders for radio equipment. uLnpb»y trained iiirtt. And think of the N*V jobs The vision, frequency Modulation. Klee! run hr and other Radio dev nl up in cuts will open after the war! Tills ia tin- sort of opportunity y.-u shouldn’t puss lip.

M any Beginners Soon M ake $5, $10 
a W eek  Extra in S p a re  T im e

Tiierii'f: probably an opportunity right in your rmi'.'hboi hood to make money in apart) time hying Radios. Til give you the. training tliii1. has started hundreds of NMt.I. student.- making s.V, $10 a week extra within a few Ino;illt; after enrolling. The N.it.I- Pouise isn’t something just prepared to take advantage of liw pre-s* nt. market for technical books and i-.iiiises- it lias been tried, tested. Ue'.c loped, perfected during the -8 years Ho have been Leaching Radio.
START N O W  T ow ard  R ad io 's  Rich 

R ew ards!
M A I L  T 1 J E  ( ’( U T O N .  I ’H .vend you ih>; FREE bis-ijji and my valuable ti-l-pugo i I Ins:, rate J book "Win Rich Rewards la Radio."Gnu’ll n a,1 a d,..or T r. t ion of my ('uiirse-bhdia M,»-icy dob Sue,..f;i -Fonsn Ration> ice - -11. her .dal N.K. 1. train in 1 catunI'S. Yn.i'Ji the ta-cinr.' iug jobs ll .<!:■>onV•r.v aii'.i IniiV to !earn j{udio al. b> »a*.Y-ii'll read mm it-; llUS from i.::cn 1I :*a iiimtl. tell in hat tin.., i.tv. lining, »\»rn-ine. An i y..u' 11 } >;> V0 IPV fro- },>s.Oll toK KEl*. .\o iDid if:ai to JU-.t MAH; t .TBro ■ 'RON in an II iVy I iir pas to o:» upenny jnsfai: -J. E. SMITH. President.

Extra Pay in 5 ^
t Q  Army. Navy.
\ e * L  too b iMon likely to go into military service,soldiers, sailors, marine.--’, should mailCoupon Now! Loanin' g Radio helps menget extra rank, extra prestige, more til-(crusting duties, mud, luglicr p..> Alaoj prepares for good Hadm jobs and Serv-H’o ends. Over l,70o >̂r\in; jm N. II. I. students. i are

Notional Radio Institute. OcpL 3KA2. Washington-!!, D. C.
TRAIN!KG MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

C o o p  F o r B o m ? J&1

YOU SURELY KN O W }/ THANKS. (*V£ 8 6 tN  STUDYING
RADIO, MINE 
NEVER. SOUNDED 
BETTER

ONLY A PEW MONTHS AND 
I'M ALREADY MAKING 
MONEY IN 
MY SPARE

OH fciLL. I’M  SO & LA C  
YOU S E N T  FOft T H A T  
FhT.G L E S S O N  A N D  
P R O V E D  T O  Y O U R 
S E L F  T H A T  Y O U  
C O U L D  L E A R N  
R A D IO  A T  H O M E  

/

YES. I HAVE- A GOOD 
FULL TIME R A D IO  
JO B  NOW — A N D  A  
B R IG H T  -FUTURE 
AHEAD IN  R A D IO

V . ^

IKR J. E. SM ITH. President. Dept. 3KA2 
NATIONAL RADIO IN STITU TE, Washini]ton-9. 0 . C.Mail im* FREE. without, obligation. Sample lauiaon and til-page book. “Win Hi eh Rewards in Radio." (No Sales m up will call. Write plainly, j
Name

L ity ................................................................ state
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U m J S U A h  M Y S T E R Y  \ O Y K L
7  IN IO U W A YS TO D E A T H ............................B y  B u sse ll Airily 1 0

Esther Hull was on trial for her life when the parade of little murder men came 
seeking her and her husband, And no one could answer the riddle of these 
cadaverous killers who did not fear death themselves!

T W O  S U S R E N S E E U E  N O V E L E T S
H O M IC ID E I*T A T E .....................................B y  M a rv in  B y e rs o n  3 5

When a bullet between the eyes struck out Steve Walker, hated manager of 
the Purple Caps. Chip Hawley found himself at bat. trying to make a home 
run against a  murder-rop delivery!

M C ltD E B  ON T H E  M K N t ............................B y  T ee E . W ells  9 2
Dayn ifeifii had death lor dessert one night, and the entire police department 
seemed to be under pressure to close the case. So £>an O'Mara had to make the 
killer come back for a  second helping!

C R A C K  S H O R T  S T O R I E S
T H E  O E A T E E  H O S T ..............................................B y T . W . 3 or«l 2 9

Someone in this lonely old house was a homicidal manioc . . but how were the 
others to find out in fime?

K IL L E R 'S  F IN A L  «'O C T A L * . . . .B y  W ilb u r S. P e a e o e k  5 9
Curtis Drexler's final performance was to be cx luln . . only he hadn't counted 
on an overzealous stage hand!

l i J .  M O fllE B  T11A B U M !.........................B y  H en ry  N o rto n  7 9
Too many witnesses to Barney Morris' murder added up to total confusion as 
to how and why he was killed!

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor * 1

OBACK D E T E C T IV E  STO R IES. published every other month by COLUMBIA PU BLICATIO N S, INC.,
1 Appleton Street, Holyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive o ffices, GO Hudson Street, New York, 13, N. Y, 
Entered aa second class m atter a t  the Post O ffice a t  Holyoke, Mass. F or advertising rates, w rite D OUBLE 
ACTION GROUP, GO Hudson Street, New Yorlc, 13, N. Y. Single copy 10«; yearly subscription 60c. 
Manuscripts nuts* be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelop* to insure return if not accepted, 
and while reasonable ('are will be exercised in handling them, they are submitted at author’s risk, 
prinled in tile IT. S. A,
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FOUND ACCORDION EASY
“ T'ro always panted to play the piano 

accordion,'’ writes *11. E. from Cana J:i. 
“But thought I'd  never loam it. Then I 
read about your lessons. I don't know 
how to express my satisfaction."

WOULDN’T TAKE $1,000 FOR COURSE
“The lessons are so simple. 1 have 

learned to play by note in a littlo more 
Mian a month. I wouldn't take a thousand 
Collars for my course.’’

’ S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

F L A Y S  ON RADIO
“ I am happy to tell you that for four 

weeks I have been on the air over our lo
cal radio station. So thanks to your In
st: tut Lon ur such a wonderful course.’* 

rW. II. S., Alabama.

T H u s i c

f o r  l e s s  t h a n  
a  d a y

Here’s pur chance to learn to play your favorite musical 
instrument —  quickly and easily —  in your own home.

e x p e n s i v e  i n
;<> pay f. >r a 
■ Ii t i il I 7

YOU thought ir \v;i
took I<• t s  <>!' luoncy ;<> ]*:iy 

nm. îc ■' ?111 all Ihc olher nr 
o f study?

Then hviv’s grand n- vvs for 
your la  von i ̂  mu den i instvum 
th an  S L Y  l-:\ H UN TS a d a y !  
penny e \ i i a  f o r  s h ee t  mush 
d o c . n '  t l a k e  y e a rs ,  either.

irn music?

T hat it required
sh eet 
y van?

you! You <an !*: 
■nf, any in si rum 
T h a t ' s ' A L L  it. . 

o r  a n y th in g  <•

arn to play 
ju t, for less 
•nsts. Not a

nnsv proverb. And that is  the secret o f th is  easy  and 
fasoinatin :; way ; i> learn music, a t homo in spare rime. 
Your 1o~-sons conic to you in print and picture, form. 
Larirv, c le a r  illustration s show you every position, every 
move. And the accom panying text is like the voice o f 
your teavher at your shoulder, explaining, coaching and 
cncouraging you. You c a n ' t  g<> wrong.

Send for Illustrated Booklet
Play a Tune in One Lesson

A ctually, you sta rt 
very K i l l  ST  h-sso n.  
another, until \<>ur f 

You k-arn to play

Judy our

r! -? a re surpr s? 
playing;— ju st i

I Tod
Easy as A-B-C

tilmvc —they 
ild anything bo 

’i  Yuii juv already I rain
ing to read mti-ic. And it’s easy 
to play, too. for a remarkable 
invent ion. i lie “ Note-Kinder,*' 
tells you just whore each note 

is located on the keyboard.

‘ Actual pupils' names on request. 
Pictures by Professional Models.

from < ii a * n ine to 
d in h ear you play, 
.s you learned tho 
-h  la n g u a g e  b y  

?pe.iking it. T h ere in 
no lost time, no was to 
motion.

You learn hy a  re
m ark able sh ort - c u t  
method! A modern, 
sim plified method that 
skips a ll the tedious 
old-fashioned study and 
pru.eiivi-. A method th a t 
has literally  swept the 
woi’id, enrolling over 
TaO.diV) pupils, i t ’s  a c 
tually FUN  (n learn 
music th is easy  way.

Here's the 
Secret

“ A picture is worth 
a  thousand w o r d s , "  
say s the ancient Ohi-

Sh. e for yourself how easy it is to learn your favorite 
m usical instrument, this modern, short-*'ut way. And how 
inexpvasive. M ail tin* coupon below for booklet and Print 
and P ictu re Sam ple, checking the instrument in which 
you a re  interested. Do il now. U. S. School of Music, 
HT.U) Brunsw ick Bldg., New Y ork , l.O, X . Y. F o rty -fifth  
year. ( l is t .  1898)

U. S. School c-f Music, 12310 Brunswick Bldg., New York, !0 ,
N. Y. I am im« ivsU-J in Pa in in.!.; Lti" mn:dr:il ia= tniinfiit 
el leek ed. I'lease send me your Ulus hated booklet explaining 
how J can learn quickly at home, fur h .:<* than 7c a day.
Piano
Guitar
Hawaiian Guitar 
Violin
Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 
Saxophone

Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele
Drums and Traps 
Trombone

Mandolin
Fluto
Piccolo
Modern Elemen

tary Harmony 
Practical Finger 

Centro*

H ave you instrum ent? .........................................................
Name .....................................................................................................
Address ..............................................................................................
City ............................................................. .. S ta te  ................ ..
NOTE! If you are under Ifi years of age parent must sign 

roll p o ll!

Save 2c—Stick coupon on penny post card.

s



vN E great American army is stilt open 
for enlistments! It’s the all-important 
army of trained men — whose specialized 
knowledge and skill are helping to win 
the war today, and will play a viral role
in the victory v.:oi■Id of tomorrow

You m:;': •w to jo in  these "
!• iid fJtsju-r’v ’ I .i n  it  you're ovei
or over 5C'! — trniirung will make
better fighter on the production front, 
and will lit you for a better job when 
peace comes.

You can get your training as thousands 
cf business and industrial leaders got 
theirs— by studying a low-cost I. C. S. 
Course in your spare time, at home! 400 
business and technical subjects to choose 
from — one, or a combination of several, 
will fit you for greater success.

Mail this coupon for complete infor
mation on I.C.S. textbooks, teaching 
methods and personalized instruction.

IN TERN ATIO N AL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
H  E  ' P  I N  C  T O  T R A I N  A M E R I C A N S  . F O R  i . V U T S j R ' V  . : T i P

BOX 5994, SCRAN TO N . PENNA
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particular 
the course before which 1 have marked X :

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
D  Contracting and Building □  M anagement of Invention*
□  Colton Manufacturing
□  Diearl Engine*
□  Klectrie.il Drafting 
D  Electrical Engi nee ring
□  Electrician 
3  Electrical M aintenance

alio* it

SPEC  A  L 
TUITION RATES  
FO R M EM BERS  

O F THE
ARM ED FORCES

*

D  Air Brake
O  Air Conditioning
□  Airplane Drafting
O  A rc h ite c tu ra l D ra ft in g
□  Architecture
O  Auto Engine Tune-up 
D  Auto Technician 
L) Aviation LI A tintion M echanic 
O  Blueprint Heading 
O  Boil or making 
O  Bri'Ige Engineering
□  Chemief r.v H ( 'old M inin*
O  Civil Engineering
□  Concrete Engineering

Cl Accounting 3  Advertising
□  Bookkeeping
□  Buaineaa Correspondence 
Q  Runinooa M anagem en t.
(3 Cartooning Q C n  i! .Service

D  IV dry n.
□  Heat T reat merit o f Me 
Q  Highway Engineering
□  Home Planning
3  Indus trial Metallurgy
□  locom otive Eninntcr 
3  M achiuiat O  Inaxioclo

Q  M arine En„dn 
D  M echanical Drawing 
O  M echanical Engimv-rii.c
□  Mine Foreman
3  N avigation 3  P at ter mm**.
□  IW -iiw  □  Plumbing
C) Public Works Ef.giuiwiriuy
□  Pulp and Paper Making
□  I ladio, General
□  Radio Operating 
CJ Radio Servicing
3  It. K . Section Forem an
□  I t . It. Signs! man

3  College Preparatory 
3  Commercial 
3  Commercial I!lust.ratio,; 
□  Cost Accounting 
3  C . P. Accounting

BU SIN ESS COURSES
G lUiiic*.!

O  Advanced T)rc. 
a  Food* and Coo

D F irst Year C 'ollc"e_
3  Voremanthip U From
3  f  lood Englir.ti 
3  High School 
Q  M anaging M en a t W ort 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 
D  Homo DroMBinakiuK
□  Professional Drttaiuakiiig and Designing

3  Sanitary F.iigi’ iecring 
Sheet. M etal Work 

3  Ship Drafting 
I : Sl.iplitl.inc Id Shop Pm crice
•Z cYoaui I-.tiic: ric C  Strain  Kugiooi 
Z~ Steal 11 F it ling 
3  .Structural Drafting 
3  Structure! Engineering 
3  Surveying and Mapping 
3  Telegraphy 3  Telephony 
_J Tezttlo Designing 
3  Tonlm akius □  Tool Design 
_■ Welding, Gaa ami Electric 

!< ii j  Wuolcu Manufacturing

O  Railway Postal Clerk 
C! Ssdi’anianehip
3  Secretarial O  Spanish
D Sho«vi »r<l and Sign J i t te r in g  
□  Traffic M anagem ent

Va  Room ond Cafeteria
M anagement. Catering

Marne.,

CUv....

..Age.................. Address..

................................................................................ S tate ......................................... Present Position ...................................................................
Canadian residents send coupon to Inter national Correspondence Schools Canadian. L im ited , Montreal, Coned-.: 

ilritish  residents send coupon to l. C. S ., 71 Kiti'jSWQVi London, Vi. C. <t, England



S'AiSTgAS. C O N TE X TS  
D ow ns of AeUial I.nvo L etters T h a t You T an A 'lapt! 

Scores o f Model Love L etters  Iiy Fam ous People!
How to make him for her/How to make your sweet* 

heart write more oilen.
How to express your love.
Ho w to m a k e everyday 

events sound interesting.
How to tils con rage the "loo 

romantic ’ tricud.
How to write the g’fl you 

tuet on your day on.
How to "break the ice.”
How to assure him for her/ 

of your faithfulness.
AND M A N Y O T H E R  C H A P T E R S  IN  T H IS  F .O O K  E V E R Y  

L E T T E R -W R IT E R , SH O U LD  HAVE

e

miss you.
How to make for break/ a 

date.
How to "make up” with 

your sweetheart.
How to-tell your husband 

fo r  wife/ those " l it t ie  
tilings” of love.

How to write an anniversary 
letter.

How to propose by mail.
How to help her for him/ 

keep ch'n up.

F O L L O W  T H E  E A S Y  I N S T R U C T I O N S  
A A D  M O D E L  L E T T E R S  E V  T H I S  

A M A Z I X «  N E W  B O O K !
T H E Y  C L IC K !

The men in our Armed Forces, the girls back home, know- what 
it means to get letters. Think c f  the thrill when your sweet
heart gets a love letter that really contains the things you’ve 
been wanting to write. No longer will your letters be dry, 
awkward and uninteresting. Imagine the pride and satisfac
tion of know ing that your letters will be read and re-read and 
then saved again for the time when you will be together again 
and these letters wiU be among the clearest treasures.

UO\v TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS shows you how the 
most common, things can sound interesting. No longer will it 
be necessary for you to rack your brain, hour upon hour, to 
convey that "certain something” in the most exciting way. 
It has been said that letters reflect the personality of the writer. 
Yet, too often people with sparkling, vibrant personalities 
write poorly, only because they do not know'. HOW TO 
W’RITK LOVE LETTERS will help you transfer your per
sonality to your letters. No one who writes a letter should 
be without this amazing book. It is as necessary as the paper 
>ou write on.

HOW' TO WRITE LOVE LETTERS contains dozens of 
actual sample letters that show* just how to write your letters 
properly from begin!rg to end. Included in this "Must” 
book are scores of model love letters by world famous people. 
You will also find in this valuable book lists of useful syno
nyms — common errors, and how to avoid them — the correct 
spelling of many catchy words, and many more important 
letter-writing hints. Read the list of HOW TO chapters — and 
remember with each book you receho FREE, at no extra cost, 
ONE MONTH’S supply of your personalized writing paper. 
If you want to W'rite letters that really hit the soot, send for 
this book today. Stravon Publishers, 342 Madison Ave., N.Y.C.

M D X E Y - B A i T K  O F F  E P S !  _
We believe you can write winning love letters with the help 
of this amazing book — but we want you to be the judge! 
Examine the book 10  days at our expense —■ if not delighted 
with results, return it and your money will be promptly 
refunded!

MAiL COU PONS TO D AY
S T R A V O N  P U B L I S H E R S .  Dept. L54II 
342 Madison Ave., New York City.

Send book, ' ‘Hew to W rite Love Letters” (in plain 
wrapper), together with free mono-ratmiie I sta> i".ir*\v. It 
t-'-t. duliehted with book. I mav reluij* this purchase in 
P) days ami my money will lie refunded. 
nSend L.O.D. I  will pay postman !.l8c plus fo»v cents postage.
□  I enclose D,Sc—-send postpaid.
NAME
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You can now own a genuine high powered 
telescope by making it in one evening of 
easy work. It is included free with this Special Offer of "Wonders 
of Science, Simplified.” Ail the optical parts are completely

finished for a  refracting , astronom ical 
telescope over 4 fee t long. You can  see ther 
mountains and cra ters  on tho moon, tho 
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o b jects m iles away apr'ear close. Com
plete lens k it contains 2 "  diam eter ground 
and polished objective lens and 33 power 
eyepiece lens made in  the good old U .S.A . 
with fu ll directions fo r  mounting. Read 
how you can get your 33 power telescope 
lens k it  ITKRK w ith  this offer.,

WONDERS AND MYSTERIES OF SCIENCE 
IN THRILLING STORY AND 1,000 PICTURES

You can now’ enter the wondrous world 
of tomorrow. You can  now go on thrilling 
tours through the wonderland o f Science. 
Here is  the telescope, the microscope, the 
spectroscope. Here are tours through ta lk 
ing picture studios and television studios. 
Here is  aviation opening up the new world 
o f speed and distance. And here, too, is 
the photo-electric cell, tho marvelous: 
eagle eye th a t will m ake men of the u -  
ture supermen. These and hundreds v i  
others are all yours In the IU K lliS  K X -  
OTI.N O  VOLUM ES Of 
Wonders o f Science,
Simplified.

HUNDREDS ©F PHOTOGRAPHS, 
MAPS, DRAWINGS, ETC.

3 Volumes Sound in 1

Volume I — PARTIAL CONTENTS 
WONDERS OF NATURE 

B o o k  1 .  H isto ry  a  M y stery  o f 
A stro n o in v

H ow  M en  U *e d  to  T h in k  o f  E a r th  a n d  
S k y

H ow  th o  S o la r  S y s te m  O rig in a te d  
E n o rm o u s  S iz e  o f  S o m v  s u r s ,  t i c .  
BOOK 2 .  O d d est P h e n o m e n a  o n  E a rth  
Sp ou t tru; E i.u n i a In.** o i H ollins: W ater  
A M arv o lo tr ; M o u n ta in  o f  S o l id  S a l t  
BOOK 3 .  W a tch in g  th o  W orld  C h an g e 
E o iv  C o n tin e n ts  arid O c e a n s  W e re  

F o rm ed
How W e K now  G rou nd  S ln V t an d  R is e s  
S tra n g e  T a Jo  o f  ;» B u r ied  T o ”  n  
BO OK 4 .  W e a th e r  S e c r e ts  S im p lif ie d  
S to rm s  on S u n  a m i S i o n e .- on K artu  
T h e S trm ■•?«-* A it! let: o f  a B a ll o f  F ir e  
BO OK 5 .  W o n d erlan d  o f  N ature 
T h o  H erlom * o f  I ’ro -v  ; :u :i  F ir e  
T h o  lo s ld v  o f  a n  A v ih e  V o lca n o

Volum e It  —  PARTIAL CONTENTS 
WONDERS OF POPULAR SCIENCE

BOOK 6 .  P ic t o r ia l  O u tlin e  o f  Progi
N e a rly  T w o  C e n tu r ie s  o f  S te a m sh ip s  
Q u e e r  F o r e ru n n e rs  o f  th e  M o to r-C ar 
D e v e lo p m e n t o f  M o d e m  L o c o m o tiv e *  
BO OK 7 .  A m azin g  A d v en tu re  In  

S c ie n c e
M y s te ry  o f  th o  B u r n in g  G ifts*  
M arvel#  o f  th e  E le c t ro -M a g n e t 
W o n d e r*  o f  th e  In fra -R e d  R a y s ,  e t c .  
BO OK 8 .  S e v e n  W o n d e r* o f  M odern 

W orld
H ow  T e le a c o p c #  B r in ff ThtTiir# N ear 
H ow  M ic r o sc o p e s  M ake T b lm rs B i j f  
T h o  L a to s t  M eth o d s o f  T e le v is io n  
BOOK 9 . Manual o l S im p lified  Ex

perim ent*
S c ie n c e  E x n e rtn ie u ta  fo r  E v ery bo d y  
E x p e r im e n ts  W ith  S im p le  C h e m ica l*  
BOOK 1 0 .  h o w  G re a t In v e n tio n *  W ork 
In s id e  o f  a  G re a t M od ern  S team #  M p 
A mar C o n i M in e  W 'tth th e  h id  Off 
H ow  a  S u b m a rin e  S in k *  a n d  R is e *

Volume III —  PARTIAL CONTENTS 
WONDERS OF UFE

BOOK 11* P reh istoric  Creature* 
L ife  o n  E a r th  3 0  M illio n  Y e a rs  A*TO 
L if e  ©n E a r th  2 5 0 . 0 0 0  T e a r s  Ajt<? 
BO OK 12. M arvels o f  P lant L ife  
P la n ts  T h a t C a tch  an d  E a t  In sectrt 
S t r a n g e  Freaks o f  P la n t  G ro w th  
BOOK 13. S t r s n c e i t  F l - h  In th -  f t * *

BO OK 1 4 .  T h e  A n im al W on der Boqfc
T h e  A n im al th e  W o rld  N e a rly  La&t 
T h e  U g lie s t  Of A ll th e  A n im a ls  
BOOK IS .  Man— M iraculous Machine
T h e  W o n d e rfu l W ay th e  B r a in  W o rk s 
W h a t Y o u r B o d y  L o o k s  L ik e  InaldQ

3 GREAT VOLUMES BOUND TOGETHER 
CONTAIN 1,000 PICTURES AND 15 BOOKS

'Tills fascin atin g  w ork contains tlireo 
thriliing volumes bound together. I t  la 
pack "(I w ith  a  thousand pictures which 
simplify its  contents. Think o f It— dozens 
and dozens, hundreds and hundreds of 
scientific pictures. P ictures o f all kinds 
on M echanics, Astronomy, Physics, B iol
ogy, e tc .— dynamic diagram s, panoram ic 
illustrations, and action-photographs up 
to 100 square inches in  aize! These hun-< 
dreds and hundreds o f dazzling Ulustra-* 
tlons cram  three gorgeous volumes— and 
each o f the thx-ee volumes is  alm ost a  
foot high, and v. m u opened, over a  foo^ 
v id e I

YOUR FRIENDS WILL ADMIRE YOU
Through the uimpdcity of the text, tin* 

tremendous record of Science is brought 
lavishly before you. The m ightiest m ar
vels of mankind thrill you as  you road 
their stories. Invention, Geography. Zo
ology. Hug! peering. e tc .— they are so sim 
ple and easy to understand. No wonder 
every person who has read and m astered 
this exciting won tier book becomes a 
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within five cay s. A C T  NOW — as thl# 
offer is  limited to  the supply' o f  33 pow
er telescope lena k its  available. This 
offer m ay never- be yours again. 8a 
K C  SH  CO UPO N  A T  O N C E .

r l B I I B I B I B B U M
METRO PUBLICATIONS, Dept. iJ)-K

■  SO W o ,t 17th S t., New York
S e n d  m e z  co p y  r\t "W o n d e r *  o f S e le n e ® , S lftt-

■  p i if ie d ”  ( th r e e  d.v**t»np volum e#  b ou n d  t o f e t h -  
c r ,  o v e r  1 . 0 0 0  I l lu s t r a t i o n s » . . . a ls o  in c lu d e  
D ir  lorry illN U n e* te le s c o p e  Ion * k i t  w ith  th l*  
o r d e r .  I  w il l  p ay  p © *tm *n  9 1 . P 8  p lu s  p o a ta c e  

™  o n  a r r iv a l .  I f  I  s,m n o t a a tla fie d  t  m a y  re tu rt*  
■■ thvia YTiUliji five days tvr full refund.

A D D R E S S ................ ....................................................................... ...
G  C h e ck  h e r e  i f  y o u  a r e  c -n c lo a ln r  * 1 . 0 8 ,  *hqui 
savin? mjUiiDff coni# (name guarantiee).



AUDELS AIRCRAFT WORKER....... $1
Answers Your Questions on 1— Aircraft. Materials, Terras, Parts. 
- — Blueprints, Working Drawings. 3— Mathematics, How to F ig - 
uro. -1— Layout & Bending. 5— Tools & Machines. 6— Riveting, 
Spot Welding & Hints. 7— Fabrication, Angles, etc. 8— Assem
bly, Fuselage, Wing &  F inal— How to Uso Tools. 9 -—Tables & 
Lata, Symbols, Army & Navy Specifications* etc. 240  Pages Illus.
AUDELS SHEETMETAL

PATTERN LAYOUTS. , ........... . . $4
Developed by Experts for Sheet Metal Workers, Layout Men & 
Mechanics. A Practical Encyclopedia in lt> Sections, size 7 x 10 

— 1.J25 Pages— 350 Layouts— 1 ti00 Illustrations, 1001 Key 
Facts. Fully indexed for ready reference in answering your layout 
problems. Covers all phases of sheet metal work including Pattern 
Cutting, Pattern Development & Shop Procedure.
AUDELS SHEETMETAL WORKERS 

HANDY BOOK. . . .  ..................... $1
Practical inside information. Fundamentals of Sheet Metal Work.

S3 pages. Illustrated. 11 sections. Clearly written. Essential & 
important facts, figures, pointers in everyday language. Kef. Index.
AUDELS WELDERS GUIDE............... $1
A coneiso, practical test on operation & maintenance of all welding 
machines for all mechanics. Over 4 <10 pages, illustrated. Covers nil 
methods of electric and acetylene welding including airplane work.
AUDELS ANSWERS ON 

BLUE PRINT READING................. $2
For Mechanics Ac Iluilclers. Covers ail types of blue print reading 
including ship & airplane. 370 pages, fully illustrated.
AUDELS NEW MACHINIST & 

TOOLMAKERS HANDY BOOK. . .$4
Covers modern machine simp practice in all its branches. 5 prac
tical honks in 1. New from cover to cover. Tells how to yet up & 
operate lathes, screw and m illing machines, shapers, drill presses 
and ail other machine tools. lfifiO pages, fully illustrated, 0 x CVj 
x 2. Indexed. 5 sections. 1—̂ Modern Machine Shop Practice. 2—  
l ’»lno Print, Heading & How to Draw. 3— Calculations & Mathe
matics for Machinists. 4— Shop Physics. 5— How. to Uso the 
Slide Ituto. 00 chapters. Easy to read and understand. A ehop 
companion that answers your questions.
AUDELS MATHEMATICS & CALCULATIONS FOR MECHANICS $2
Mathematics for homo study or reference. 700 pages, 550 illus. 
Practical mathematics from beginning. How to figure correctly. 
Easy, correct methods covering a complete review. III. &.■ Indexed.
AUDELS AUTOMOBILE GUIDE. . . $4
A practical quick ready reference book for auto mechanics, service 
men, operators & owners. Explain* theory, construction & servic
ing of modern motors cars, trucks, buses & auto type Diesel en
gines. 1540 pages, fully illustrated. 55 chanters. Indexed. A 
biainlnrd book for in»c)sanies. New fluid drive covered.
AUDELS DIESEL ENGINE MANUAL $2
A practical, concise treatise with questions and answers on the 
tip-ory, operation and maintenance of n-j Vrn dio:fd engines in
cluding General Motors 2 eyelo Diesel. ;;m  pages, faliy illus., 
flexible binding, pocket ri.'.e. AH details plainly Drought out. till* 
bool; is of extreme value to engineers, operators tc siulouhs.
AUDELS RADIOMANS GUIDE....... $4
A key to the practical understanding of radio including Frequency 
Modulation, Television, etc.. Aircraft & Marine Kadio. Fur radio 

incurs, servicemen, aiiuilcitrs. 7 < 2 pages, •ihl) Illustration* &: 
Diagrams. Photos. Review Questions M Answers, Kefsrcuce Index. 
Authentic, clear, concise.AUDELS HANDY BOOK OF 

PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY ....... $4
For maintenance engineers, electricians ■& all electrical workers. 
M l 1) Pages, 2000 Illus. Covers important electrical information 
in handy form— including Marine Wiring, Radio Frinr-iphs, 
Welding. Indexed. A Key to a practical understanding of electricity.
AUDELS CARPENTERS & BUILDERS 

GUIDES—4 Vo!s............................. $6
A practical illustrated trado assistant on modern cous*rucHun for 
carpenters, joiners, builders, mechanics and ad woodworkers. 4 
vols., KiOO pages, 2 7 U0 illustrations, lioxiblo covers. Kadi volume 
oocket size. Sold separately $3 .50  a vol.
AUDELS PLUMBERS & STEAMFiTTERS 

GUIDES—4 Vols............................. $6
A Practical Trado Assistant. & Ready Reference. Explain* in plain 
language & by c.b :ir illustrations, diagrams, charts, graphs, pie- 
lures principles of modern plumbing pnmticc including Marino 
Pipe F itting  and Air Conditioning. 4 Vols.*—  11>70 Pages-—554 2 
Diagrams. Each Vol. Fuefcet Size. Sold Separately §1 .50  a Vol.AUDELS WIRING DIAGRAMS.........$1
210 Pages. Illustrated. Gives practical facts on wiring of elec
trical apparatus. I t  explains cleariy in Pimple language how to wire 
apparatus for practically all fields of electricity. Each diagram is 
complete & self-explanatory. Highly Endorsed Pocket Companion.AUDELS ELECTRONIC DEVICES. . .$2
Tolls What You Want to Know About Electric Eyo. Easily Under
stood. Covers photo-electric cells ic  their applications. Amplifiers, 
illumination, fioyuencies. voltage, photocell, lubes. Ohm’s Daw. 
wiring diagrams, etc.

AN AUDEL GUIDE IS A GOOD FRIEND!
Use the brains and experience of others in these Guides of the 
Trades. Save time and money with right methods* short cuts* ‘ 
labor saving ideas. CHECK NOWl You can look over any Audel • 
Guide in your home. Start the Easy Payments if satisfied.

I
i
K
I
I
I
I
8
8
8
8
8

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ C U T  H E R E - - - - - -

MAI L O R D E R
THEO. AU D EL & CO., 49 West 23rd St., New York

Please mail me for 7 days’ free examination the 
books marked (X) below. I agree to mail SI in 
7 days on each book or set ordered, and to further 
mail $1 a month on each book or set ordered until 
I have paid purchase price.
If I am not satisfied with Guides I will return them.

D A u d e l s  A I R C R A F T  W O R K E R .......................................................$ 1 .
D A u d e l .  S H E E T  M E T A L  P A T T E R N  L A Y O U T S  . . 4 .
Ci A u d e ls  S H E E T  M E T A L  W O R K E R S  H a n d y  B o o k  . L ,
□  A u d e l s  W E L D E R S  G U I D E ................................................................. 1 .
R  A u d e ls  A N S W E R S  o n  B L U E P R I N T  R E A D I N G  . .  2 .
□  A u d e ls  M A C H I N I S T S  & T O O L M A K E R S  H a n d y  B o o k  4 .
G  A u d e l s  M A T H E M A T I C S  a n d  C A L C U L A T I O N S  . 2 .
□  A u d e ls  A U T O  G U I D E ..................................................................................4 .
□  A u d e ls  D I E S E L  E N G I N E  M A N U A L ........................................ 2 .
G  A u d e ls  S H I P F I T T E R S  H a n d y  B o o k ........................................ 1 .
D  A u d e ls  R A D IO M A N S  G U I D E .........................................................4 .
Li A u d e l s  M E C H A N I C A L  D i c t i o n a r y .................................................4 .
□  A u d e ls  H a n d y  B o o k  o f  P R A C T I C A L  E L E C T R I C I T Y  4 .  
r j  A u d e ls  C A R P E N T E R S  a n d  B u i l d e r s  G u id e s  ( 4  v o l s .)  6 .
□  A u d e ls  P L U M B E R S  a r td  S t e a m f i t t e r s  G u id e s  ( 4  v o l s .)  6 .
□  A u d e l s  W I R I N G  D I A G R A M S ......................................................... 1.
a  A u d e l s  E L E C T R I C  D i c t i o n a r y .........................................................2 .
□  A u d e ls  M I L L W R I G H T S  a n d  M e c h a n i c s  G u i d e  .  4 .
□  G u e t h s  M e c h a n i c a l  D R A W IN G  C o u r s e  . . . .  1 .
□  A u d e ls  E L E C T R O N I C  D E V I C E S ................................................ 2 .
□  A u d e l s  M A R I N E  E n g i n e e r s  G u i d e ................................................ 3 .
□  R o g e r s  M e c h a n i c a l  D R A W IN G  a n d  D e s i g n  . . .  2 .
□  R o g e r s  M A C H I N I S T  G U I D E .........................................................2 .
□  A u d e l s  M A S O N S  a n d  B u i l d e r s  G u id e s  ( 4  v o l s . )  .  6 .
□  A u d e l s  E N G I N E E R S  a n d  M e c h a n i c a l  G u i d e s

N o s . 1 ,  2 ,  3 ,  4 ,  5 ,  6 ,  7  a n d  8  c o m p l e t e  . . . .  1 2 .
□  A u d e l s  A n s w e r s  o r  P r a c t i c a  E N G I N E E R I N G  1 .
□  Audels  E L E C T R IC A L  PO W E R  CALCU LA TIO N S . 2.
□  H a w k i n s  E L E C T R I C A L  G u id e s  a t  S I .  e a c h

N o s  X ,  2 ,  3 ,  4 ,  5 ,  6 ,  7 ,  8 ,  9  a n d  1 0
□  A u d e l s  A n s w e r s  o n  R E F R I G E R A T I O N  . . . .  2 ,
□  H a w k i n s  A id s  t o  E N G I N E E R S  E X A M I N A T I O N  . 2 .
□  M a s t e r  P A I N T E R  a n d  D E C O R A T O R ........................................ 2 .
G  A u d e l s  G A R D E N E R S  &  G R O W E R S  G U I D E S  $ 1 . 5 0 a  V o l .
□  A u d e l s  N E W  E L E C T R I C  L I B R A R Y  a t  $ 1 .5 0  a  V o l u m e

v o i s .  e , i i ,  i i i ,  i v ,  v ,  v i ,  v i i ,  v i i i ,  i x ,  x ,  x i ,  x i i .  

Name_______________. . . . . . . . . . . . ___ __________________

Address_______ . . . . . . . . . . -----------------------------------
Occupation_____________ _________________________  ________

AUDEL, PUBLISHERS, 49 W. 23 St ,, N. Y. ,  Employed by. n  a m

9



7 DOORWAYS
TO D E A T H

Complete Mystery Novel
10



The c jQ u n t  man squeezed the trigger as Hull moved . . .

By Russell Gray
(Author ot "The Lady Smiles at Fate")

CHAPTER I 
The First Doorway

W HEN I got off the train 
at Mandale, a couple of 
reporters were waiting 
for me at the station.

“Lieutenant Hull?'1 one of them 
asked.

Impatiently I nodded as I looked 
up and down the platform for 
Esther. The prospect of newspaper 
space didn’t flatter me. I had done 
no more than tens of thousands of

11



12 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective

other soldiers, but I happened to be 
the first of the local boys to return 
from service in North Africa. At 
that, it had been nothing more heroic 
than a severe fever which had caused 
me to be sent home for a rest.

“Ask your questions,” I said, “but 
hurry them. I’m expecting some
body.”

Olcott looked me over solemnly. He 
still hadn’t smiled or even shaken my 
hand, though he and my father had 
been firm friends and he had known 
me since I was a kid.

“You don’t look bad, Chuck,” he 
said. “A trifle peaked, but that’s all.”

“I feel fine, sir.”
The major’s eyes widened a little

Unfeeling, fearless, the little men of doom came stalking, and death's 
doorways yawned for Lt. Hull and his lovely wife, on trial for murder!

The other passengers had drifted 
off; the platform was almost desert
ed now. Why wasn’t Esther here? 
It’s true she was never on time for 
an appointment, but this was differ
ent. We hadn’t seen each other for 
fifteen months. All the way from 
New York I had ridden with a vision 
of her eagerly waiting for me at the 
station.

“Would you care to make a state
ment on how you feel about the 
whole thing?” a reporter asked.

“Well, the war’s pretty big to be 
covered by a statement,” I said. 
“Anyway, I’m a soldier, not a politi
cian. If you’ll ask me specific ques
tions—”

The reporters looked at each other. 
One said: “Sure, we’d like to write 
up your war experiences. But some 
other time. Of course you came back 
because of your wife?”

What were they getting at? “The 
Army doesn’t send you across the 
ocean to visit your wife. I got a 
nasty fever.”

“We know. But you're on your 
way to see your wife now, aren’t 
you?”

“So what?” I was getting sore. 
“That’s nobody’s business. It’s not 
even good copy for a scandal sheet.”

Then I saw Major George Olcott.
“Let Lieutenant Hull alone!” he 

ordered.
He stuck a hand through my arm 

and virtually dragged me off the 
platform.

“I can be trusted, sir,” I said some
what angrily. “I wouldn’t have told 
them anything I shouldn’t.”

We had reached the street. Major

and then shifted away. “Fine?” he 
echoed. “Have you read any recent 
papers?”

“There were a couple of New York 
papers six weeks old on the ship. 
When I landed last night, I hadn’t 
time or patience to look at a paper. 
Why do you—” I stopped, looking 
at him. “Is anything wrong? Why 
were those reporters so curious about 
my wife?”

“So you don’t know?” he muttered.
“Know what? It’s two months 

since I received a letter from 
Esther.” My fingers dug into his 
sleeve. “Is she all right?”

He said quietly: “Esther is on trial 
for murder.”

T H ERE was a silence. I suppose 
there was plenty of noise in the 

street, but I heard only my own 
breathing. I fumbled a cigaret out 
of my pocket and lit it without re
membering to offer the major one.

“Of course there’s a mistake,” I 
said.

“I don’t know. The district attor
ney is convinced that Esther is 
guilty. The trial started yesterday.” 

That was when I started to be 
afraid-—more afraid .han when I had 
led my men up a hillside through a 
crossfire of Nazi machine guns.

I said: “Has she a good lawyer?” 
“Edgar Joslyn.”
“He’s a good man.” The cigaret 

was straw in my mouth; I threw it 
from me. “Tell me about it, sir.” 

“You know Roy Bours?” he said. 
“He and I went to school together. 

He inherited his father’s chain store 
business. When I was sent abroad,
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he gave Esther a job in his office to 
keep her from getting too lonely. Is 
he also helping Esther?”

“No. He is the man who was mur
dered.”

I said nothing. What was there 
for me to say? I waited for Major 
Olcott to go on, and it was obvious 
that he hated to.

“Roy Rours lived in a swanky 
apartment house on Park Lane,” he 
said. “One night a few weeks ago 
the neighbors heard a shot and called 
the police. Bours was lying dead in 
the living room, shot through the 
back of his head. Esther lay half 
on and half off the couch. She was 
dead drunk and had passed out.” 

“No!” I whispered. “Esther was 
never drunk in her life.”

Major Olcott dropped his eyes. It 
was plain what he was thinking. 
Fifteen months is a long time for an 
attractive young woman to be sep
arated from her husband. She got 
lonely and Roy Bours was a gay. 
handsome boss. Bours had always 
liked the bottle. She learned to drink 
from him. In her loneliness, she 
went up to his apartment, and then 
Bours got too fresh. . .

“I can take it, sir.” I said. “What's 
the rest?”

“The Luger that killed Bours was 
found in Esther’s hand.”

“Bours’ gun?”
“No. Recently Bours had bought 

a revolver, but it was a Smith & 
Wesson. This gun was a Luger. 
The prosecution contends that you 
captured it from a German and sent 
it to Esther as a souvenir.”

“That’s a lie!”
Major Olcott shrugged. “If you 

say so, Chuck, I believe you. But 
you must understand that the prose
cution expects you to deny it.” 

“What does Esther have to say?” 
“She says she never saw the Luger 

before and didn’t murder Roy Bours. 
Her story is that she passed out 
while Bours was alive and well, and 
that the next thing she knew, the po
lice were bringing her out of it.” 

There was a solid lead weight in 
the pit of my stomach. “She admits 
that she drank with Bours in his 
apartment?”

“She admits it was the third time 
in 10 days she was up there with 
him.” The major cleared his throat 
nosily. "The trial is being held in 
the County courthouse in Center 
City. I’d go with you if I could, 
but I have official duties."

He shook my hand and mumbled 
something about luck and strode off.

Center City, the County seat, was 
oniy two stations farther up the line, 
but I learned from the ticket agent 
that the next train was an hour and 
twenty minutes off. Out in the street 
again, I found that the passengers 
who had gotten off the train with me 
had used up all available taxis. It 
seemed to me that I would go slowly 
mad if I had to wait.

I  WAS standing at the curb, sweep
ing the street with my eyes for 

a possible returning taxi, when a 
battered coupe pulled up. The man 
leaned toward me.

“Taxi?”
“This isn’t a hack,” I said.
"I realize that, but I am in need 

of extra money, and if you are in a 
hurry—”

“Lm in a hell of a hurry,” I said.
I opened the door and then hesi

tated without knowing why. It 
wasn’t because the man was operat
ing a taxi illegally. With my wife 
on trial for murder, I hadn’t the time 
or the mood to let that stop me. And 
certainly there was nothing wrong 
with the man behind the wheel. He 
was rather small and timid-looking, 
and he wore glasses so thick that I 
couldn’t see his eyes behind them. 

"Okay,” I said. ‘‘Center City.”
I got in beside him and put my 

head against the seat and closed my 
eyes. When I opened them, I was 
within two blocks of the cottage 
where Esther and I had lived—the 
home I had thought I was coming 
back to for my sick leave. But Es
ther was now in a prison cell, and if 
she was found guilty, her lovely 
body would be strapped to an elec
tric chair and the life would be 
burned out of her.

The coupe left the city and started 
to climb the rugged hill which sep
arated Mandale from Center City.
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Fortunately, the driver was not talk
ative; in fact, since I'd gotten in be
side him, he had not uttered a word. 
Under the circumstances, that suited 
me.

The road across the hill was fa
mous for its scenic beauty. On the 
right rose sheer rock formations 
studded by trees growing at insane 
angles; on the left the hill dropped 
abruptly for a good five hundred 
feet. Only a skimpy wooden rail ran 
along the edge of the cliff. In my 
high school days one of my class
mates, driving his father’s car, had 
gone over the edge. It had been 
horribly messy.

Something about the driver caused 
me to look sharply at him. He was 
hunched far over the wheel, gripping 
it so intensely that his knuckles were 
white. His head shifted toward me, 
his eyes leaving the winding road.

“Careful!” I warned.
His thin lips drew back over his 

teeth. Though it was not even a 
warm day, sweat glistened on his 
brow. And now, through the thick 
lenses of his glasses, I could see his 
eyes. His pupils had turned into 
weird pinpoints.

“Watch the road!” I yelled as the 
coupe wobbled toward the wrong 
side.

As if my words were a signal, he 
twisted the wheel. Not back to the 
right lane where che car belonged, 
but across the road straight toward 
the rail.

I think I screamed. He hunched 
farther over the wheel, watching the 
edge of the cliff come toward us and 
not trying to do anything to turn the 
car aside or stop it. I flung the door 
open. A section of the rail splintered, 
and then I felt the front wheels 
leave the ground and the nose of the 
car tilt downward. I jumped.

My feet landed on nothing at all, 
but my hips and chest hit firm 
ground. As I pulled myself away 
from the edge of the cliff, I heard a 
distant thumping, and I knew that it 
was the coupe knocking against the 
side of the cliff as it dropped five 
hundred feet.

On hands and knees I turned and 
looked down. Far below, the coupe

was a splotch darker than the vege
tation. Suddenly there was a burst 
of flame — the coupe was burning. 
The driver was still in the car, if he 
hadn’t been flung out when it hit. In 
either case, he wasn’t alive.

My legs wobbled as I stood up. 
That hadn’t been an accident. De
liberately the driver had run the car 
over the cliff, to kill me along with 
himself.

But why me? If he wanted to com
mit suicide, why take me along with 
him?

The answer which was no answer 
came. He had known that I would 
be at the railroad station and that I 
would want to rush to the court
house, and he had been waiting for 
me. Conceivably, for some unknown 
reason, somebody wanted me dead. 
But why would this man, whom I 
had never seen before, try to murder 
me in such a way that his own death 
would be inevitable?

A car was coming. I scooted be
hind a shrub. I had no time for po
lice red-tape.

When the car was past, I walked 
along the road toward Center City, 
until a truck came along and gave 
me a lift.

CHAPTER II 

The Second Doorway

A FT E R  I had convinced the 
guard outside the court
room door who I was, he

let me in.
The courtroom was quiet and 

tense. A middle-aged man, who said 
he was office manager of Roy Bours’ 
chain stores, was on the witness 
stand. Judge Anders was leaning to
ward him, and his bald pate was lev
el with the bottom stripe of a large 
American flag on the wall behind 
him. The jurors—seven men and five 
women—were as motionless as a 
snapshot. I tried to see. Esther, but 
the heads of the spectators blocked 
out those who sat at the two long ta
bles.

The witness was telling District- 
Attorney Fordman that Roy Bours
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had paid more attention to Esther 
than ony of the other employees. 
Quite often they would closet them
selves in Bours’ office for long pe
riods at a time.

“Did Bours do that with any of 
his other female employees?’’ Ford- 
man asked.

“Weli, with his secretary when he 
dictated to her.”

Esther Hull was not his secre
tary?”

"No. She had charge of the pay
roll.”

“So there was no reason for those 
long conferences?”

“Not that I know of.”
As noiselessly as possible, I start

ed down the aisle. When I had al
most reached the rail, the judge 
looked up at me, and a couple of 
jurors seemed to find me of interest. 
Then a hand plucked my sleeve.

Harry Pollack had an aisle seat 
on the front bench. He shifted over 
to make room for me. I sat down 
beside him.

“Glad you’re back, Chuck,” he 
whispered. “Esther needs you.”

Harry was my oldest and closest 
friend. A wife and two children 
kept him out of the Army. Although 
he was not yet thirty, he was one of 
Mandale’s leading businessmen—pro
prietor of the largest food market.

“How does it look?” I asked.
“Bad. I’m sorry, Chuck.”
Harry whispered something else, 

but I didn’t hear him. From where 
I sat, I could see Esther on the other 
side of the rail. She was seated at a 
table with a short, dumpy man—Ed
gar Joslyn, her lawyer.

The sight of my wife was like a 
blow under my heart. She was 
blond and tall and very lovely. She 
seemed to have changed not at all in 
fifteen months, except for tired lines 
about her eyes and mouth.

Joslyn rose to question Roy Bours' 
office manager. He was brief, but he 
had no difficulty in establishing the 
point that Bours had been my friend 
and also Esther’s, so that there was 
nothing unusual or suspicious in his 
friendliness with her.

As the witness stepped down, Es
ther turned wearily in her chair, and

her eyes met mine. She half-rose, 
staring as if I were a ghost, and what 
color was left in her cheeks faded. 
Then she turned to Joslyn and said 
something to him.

Joslyn spoke to Judge Anders, 
who nodded, and then the lawyer 
came over to my bench. Heartily, as 
if this were a party to which I’d just 
arrived, he pumped my hand. “You 
may sit at the table with us, Lieu
tenant.”

An undercurrent of voices fol
lowed me to the table. Then I was 
seated beside Esther, and her hot, 
dry hand was in mine.

“Are you feeling all right, dar
ling?” she said. “Were you very 
sick?”

That was like Esther—at a time 
like this worrying over me.

“Esther!” was all I could say.
Her eyes, very large and very 

grave, appealed to me. "Darling, I 
didn’t murder Roy Bours."

“Of course not,” I said.
The judge banged his gavel and I 

had to subside. A new witness was 
being sworn in—the elevator opera
tor in the apartment house where 
Roy Bours lived. He had taken Es
ther up to Bours’ apartment two or 
three times in the two weeks before 
his murder.

N A SMALL black table near
by I noticed a heavy black 

Luger. A tag marked “Exhibit A” 
was attached to it. In North Africa 
I had seen numerous pistols like that 
on captured Nazi Officers. There 
were Lugers in this country, too, of 
course, but how would Esther have 
come into possession of one?”

Judge Anders leaned forward, star
ing at something behind me. And 
everybody else, jurors and guards 
and district attorney, following the 
lead of the judge, looked that way, 
too. Automatically I twisted my 
head.

A gaunt, unshaven man was hur
rying up the aisle toward us. He 
swung the gate open and headed di
rectly for the judge’s bench.

“What is it?” the judge demanded.
“I have an urgent message," the 

gaunt man said.
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At the last moment he turned aside 
and swept the Luger off the table.

Among the spectators a woman 
cried out. I saw a couple of jurors 
rise. The judge snapped: “What do 
you mean—” And then the gaunt 
man swung the muzzle of the Luger 
toward Esther.

He’s crazy! I found myself think
ing. That pistol can’t be loaded. And 
his face was not that of a killer; it 
was calm, practically impassive.

Then I heard Esther moan. She 
was on her feet, cowering, her face 
twisted with terror. And I saw that 
bony hand squeeze the Luger.

I acted out of sheer instinct. I 
fell sideways off the chair and my 
shoulder hit Esther’s hip, knocking 
her against the judge’s bench. The 
gun roared then. A pane of glass 
in a window in line where Esther 
had stood shattered.

I straightened up, only part of my 
brain aware of the tumult in the 
courtroom. Before anybody could 
interfere, he would have time for a 
second shot. Esther was crouching 
on the floor; I could not again knock 
her out of the way, and he had a 
clear and easy shot.

Astonishingly, the gun swung 
away from Esther and focused on 
me. He was not going to try again 
to kill Esther. I was to be the victim.

I lunged at him, knowing that I 
couldn’t possibly make it. Gun- 
thunder drowned out the hundreds 
of frantic voices.

But the bullet hadn’t come from the 
Luger. The bullet was in the gaunt 
man’s back. He pitched forward on 
his face. Behind him I saw the 
burly form of a cop, and he had a 
smoking service revolver in his hand.

I had saved Esther’s life and the 
cop had saved mine.

I spun toward Esther. At the foot 
of the judge’s bench, she lay crum
pled in a dead faint.

CHAPTER III 

The Third Doorway

T H ERE were four of us with 
Judge Anders in his cham
ber—District-Attorney Ford-

man, Police Captain Cotter, Edgar 
Joslyn and myself. The judge fixed 
a stern gaze on the D. A.

“Were you mad, Fordman, to leave 
the bullets in that gun?’’

The D. A. wiped his brow. “Natur
ally I didn’t leave it loaded. The bul
lets were removed by Ballistics to 
match them up with the one found in 
Roy Bours’ head. Since then the 
gun hasn’t been out of the hands of 
the Property Clerk except during the 
trial.

“But the fact remains that the gun 
was loaded,” the judge pointed out.

“The magazine was full, except for 
the two slugs fired,” Captain Cotter 
said. “They were ordinary .38 Colt 
Long cartridges. They fit without 
trouble in a nine mm. Luger.”

Edgar Joslyn rubbed his plump 
shoulders against the back of his 
chair. “Has the gunman been identi
fied yet?”

“No, and I doubt if he will be,” 
Cotter said ruefully. “There wasn’t 
a thing in his pockets. Even his 
coat label had been ripped out to 
avoid identification. Of course we’ll 
send his fingerprints to Washington, 
but I wouldn’t be surprised if they're 
not on file.”

Joslyn growled: “If your man had
only wounded the gunman, we would 
be able to question him. It is always 
foolish to shoot a criminal dead.”

“I’m sure we have no complaint to 
find with the officer for saving Lieu
tenant Hull’s life,” Judge Anders 
said. "Did you recognize the man, 
Lieutenant?”

I shook my head. “I never saw 
him before. Or the man who had 
tried to murder me an hour before 
that.”

There was sudden tension in the 
room. All eyes were on me.

“What’s the story?*’ Fordman de
manded skeptically .

I told them about the man who had 
driven his coupe off the cliff and had 
tried to take me along with him.

“Wait a minute!” Captain Cotter 
exclaimed. “You mean to say the 
guy deliberately killed himself so 
that he could kill you? There’s no 
sense to it.”

“No, there’s no sense to it,” I said
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slowly. “Any more sense than a man 
walking to the front of a crowded 
courtroom, picking up a gun that was 
supposed to be empty but wasn’t, and 
trying to shoot either my wife or 
myself when he knew he hadn’t a 
chance in the world of getting away. 
He couldn't have committed suicide 
easier if he had set out to do it. Yet 
that hadn’t stopped him."

Joslyn’s keen little eyes glittered. 
“Your Honor, don’t you see it? It’s 
obvious that these murder attempts 
were made only because Mrs. Hull 
is innocent."

“Obvious?” Judge Anders' eye
brows arched. "What is obvious is 
that Lieutenant Hull narrowly es
caped with his life in an accident on 
the way to the trial. Under the cir
cumstances, he doubtless misinter
preted what occurred. As for the in
dividual who attempted murder in 
the courtroom, it is clear that he was 
a maniac."

“He had sense enough to cut out 
all marks of identification from his 
clothes," I said.

“Insanity takes many forms."

EDGAR JOSLYN'S reputation as 
a shrewd criminal lawyer was 

earned. Abruptly he seemed to 
change the subject. He said: "I no
ticed that Artie Dart, the notorious 
racketeer, attended every minute of 
the trial."

“I saw him,” Fordman said. "He 
was occupying a back-seat. Unfor
tunately, there was nothing I could 
do about him. Legally his skirts are 
clean.”

“What about what happened last 
week?” Joslyn persisted. “His chief 
gunsel, Little Blue, shot down a man. 
It was Little Blue’s hard luck that 
his victim also happened to be armed 
and killed Little Blue before he him
self died.”

“Or maybe it was the other way 
around,” the D.A. muttered. “The fact 
is, we have nothing on Artie Dart.” 

“What about the fact that the gun
man sat near Artie Dart?”

Fordman shrugged. “So did a lot 
of other people. What you’re trying 
to do, Joslyn, is to confuse the issue.” 

Joslyn wasn’t one to give up easily.

He appealed to the Judge. “It would 
appear. Your Honor, that somebody 
is trying to murder Lieutenant Hull 
or Mrs. Hull or both. We don’t know 
why, but it must have some connec
tion with the trial. In addition, a 
notorious gangster is taking an un
usual interest in the trial. While I 
think I would be justified in request
ing a mistrial in view of the occur
rence in the courtroom, I ask at least 
for an indefinite postponement to 
clear up these mysteries.”

“I don’t see why,” Judge Anders 
said. “You have not established even 
a remote connection with the trial 
and what you call mysteries.” The 
judge rose and we all rose with him. 
“The trial will resume at ten o’clock 
tomorrow morning. Good-day, gen
tlemen.”

We straggled out of the chamber. 
Joslyn waddled at my side.

"What do you think. Lieutenant?” 
he asked.

"I wish I knew.”
"So do I. I assume that you are 

anxious to see your wife. I've made 
arrangements."

"Thanks,” I said.
In the County jail next block, a 

sleepy guard conducted me to Es
ther’s cell. “Ten minutes.” he said 
and locked me in.

Esther rose from her cot and a 
moment later she was in my arms. 
For fifteen months I had dreamed of 
the feel of her against me and of my 
mouth on hers—but her body was 
rigid and her mouth was cold.

I released her and we sat side by 
side on the cot. I took her hand in 
mine.

“Now tell me about it, Esther," I 
urged gently.

“There’s little to tell. I went up 
to Roy Bours’ apartment and sud
denly everything went black.”

“Did you have many drinks?”
“You know I hate the stuff,” she 

said. “As far as I know, there wasn’t 
even any liquor in the apartment.”

“The police say there was liquor 
on your breath.”

“But it’s not true.” Esther’s hand 
tightened in mine. "You believe me, 
darling?
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I no longer knew what to believe 
or whom to believe.

“All right,” I said. “Was Roy 
Hours near you when you passed 
out?”

“No. Just before that he had gone 
into another room. When I felt I 
was fainting, or whatever it was that 
was happening to me, I tried to call 
out to him, but I couldn’t.”

The next question was the hardest. 
With an effort I got it out. “What 
were you doing in Roy Boms’ apart
ment?”

She dropped my hand and walked 
the few steps to the opposite wall of 
the cell and faced me. She was 
breathing heavily, and her cheeks 
were flushed with fever.

“I can’t remember,” she said.
A wave of anger swept over me. 

“You mean you don’t want to re
member !”

“Darling, wait!” She closed her 
eyes, swaying. “You have to trust 
me. There’s a curtain I’m trying to 
pierce. I know that Roy Hours had 
some very urgent business to attend 
to that night. We were going to talk 
it over, come to some sort of deci
sion—but what it was—” She pressed 
her knuckles against her temples. “I 
can’t remember.”

I sat on the cot looking up at her, 
and a numb fear possessed me. She 
wasn’t that good an actress. Had 
something happened to her mind? 
Everything was mad'— Esther mur
dering or being accused of murder, 
and the strange, impassive men who 
did not mind dying if they could 
take me along with them.

I said: “Esther, why does some
body want me dead?”

“You mean what happened in the 
courtroom this morning?”

“And before that.” I told her about 
the car that had been driven over 
the cliff.

H ER eyes went incredibly wide, 
as if staring at something be

yond me, beyond the cell and the 
building. She muttered as if to her
self: “There was something that hap
pened a week before Roy Hours was 
shot. Our superintendent was killed

by a truck while he was making the 
rounds of the stores. It was very 
odd how it happened. There was a 
strange man in the car with him, also 
killed. Evidently the superintendent 
had picked him up to give him a 
lift. There were witnesses to the acci
dent. They said the stranger grabbed 
the wheel and swung the car straight 
into the oncoming truck.”

There it is! I thought. It’s hap
pened before. How many times be
fore?

“The police called it an accident?” 
I said.

“Yes. But I remember that Roy 
Bours and I were sure it was delib
erate murder. It seemed to mean 
much more than that our superin
tendent was murdered. We were very 
much excited. We—” A vague glim
mering came into her eyes. “Yes, we 
knew why it happened. We knew 
everything. That was why—”

Then Esther screamed.
She was staring sideways at the 

barred cell door. A man in a guard’s 
uniform stood there peering at us 
through the bars. He was not the one 
who had conducted me to the cell. 
He was a heavy-set man of sixty or 
more, and his face was strangely 
rigid, without a hint of any emotion 
of any kind.

We both knew why he was there. 
I watched his right hand dip down 
into his pocket. He would have a 
gun. Locked in the cell, there was no 
way I could stop him. There was 
nothing behind which to hide except 
a skimpy chair which would not stop 
a bullet.

In the corridor a sharp voice de
manded: “Hey, what are you doing? 
Who the hell are you?”

The man at the door must have 
heard, but he paid no attention. His 
hand rose with a gun in it. Feet ran 
in the corridor, brought by Esther’s 
screams and by the sight of a man 
in a guard’s uniform who did not be
long there.

“He’s got a gun!” I yelled. “He’s 
going to shoot us!”

I was sure then that the old man 
would defend himself from whoever 
was coming. But his gun continued
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to rise until the muzzle was pointed 
at me. Nothing in the world, no per
sonal menace or desire to defend 
himself, seemed to exist for him but 
the terrible compulsion to murder me. 
I snatched up the chair and threw it 
at the door. It crashed against the 
bars, but it accomplished its purpose. 
The oncoming chair deflected the aim 
of his first shot.

He did not get in a second shot. 
Two guns clamored in the corridor. 
The old man sank to the floor.

Then Esther was again in my arms, 
weeping against my chest. I was as 
badly shaken as she, though I knew 
from experience that I was no more 
of a coward than most men. This had 
been the closest yet. Three attempts 
had been made to murder me. How 
many more would there be before one 
of these incredible, not human kill
ers succeeded?

The cell door was flung open and 
a couple of prison guards with drawn 
guns entered.

“You all right?”
“You got him in time,” I said.
“Who’s the guy? Where did he 

get the uniform? How did he get in 
here?”

“Your guess is as good as mine,” I 
said.

It was a small jail and those two 
guards were the only ones on duty. 
They went out of the cell, one to 
report what had happened and the 
other to mull over the corpse.

I said: “Tell me now, Esther.”
She dug her face into my chest. 

“Tell you what?”
“You said that you and Roy Bours 

had learned everything.”
Her eyes lifted to mine, and there 

was dull agony in them. “I don’t re
member, darling. It was as if a cur
tain started to part. But now it’s 
closed again.” Her voice was edged 
with hysteria. “I can’t see through 
it !”

I took her back over everything 
that had happened, as far as I could 
know, but it did no good. She sat 
on the cot in a kind of stupor and 
ke-pt shaking her head in utter hope
lessness.

CHAPTER IV 

The Fourth Doorway

A RTIE DART lived in a 
modest suburban home like 
hundreds of others on the 
outskirts of Mandale; but it wasn’t 

easy to -get into. I hadn’t gone half
way up the walk to the front porch 
before a burly shadow slipped out of 
the night.

“What are you after, soldier?” the 
shadow demanded. His right hand was 
in his pocket and thrust forward to 
show me that it held a gun.

“I want to see Artie Dart.”
A thin flashlight beam leaped into 

my face. The man grunted. “That 
bar on your shoulder makes it okay. 
Artie said likely you’d be around. 
You walk ahead.”

The gunman and the light followed 
me onto the porch. When I reached 
the door, he ordered me to stop. 
Pressing his gun into the small of 
my back, he frisked me.

“You’re clean,” he acknowledged, 
and reached around me to push open 
the door.

Artie Dart looked more like a 
tired worker spending a quiet eve
ning at home than like the ruthless 
gangster he was. In his cozy living 
room, he was seated in front of an 
open fire and reading a newspaper. 
He wore a subdued dressing gown 
over silk pajamas. Even at that late 
hour his rugged jaw was blue with 
too-close shaving.

“Well, well, Lieutenant Hull,” he 
greeted me affably. “Have a seat. 
Cigar?”

Wraithlike the bodyguard slipped 
out of the room, but I was sure he 
didn’t go far. Probably he was out 
in the hall with his gun handy.

I refused Artie Dart’s cigar and 
sat down and crossed my legs. “Why 
are you interested in my wife’s 
trial?”

“I like to see how the law works.” 
He followed his words with a 
chuckle, and I realized then that his 
nerves were raw. The chuckle was a 
failure.

“You’re scared,” I said. “That
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means you’re facing the same thing 
as my wife and I. There’s a pattern 
in which certain unknown men mur
der, or try to murder, by giving their 
own lives. One of your men was 
shot dead that way. How do you 
know you’re not next?”

He was trying to hide the fear that 
rode him, but I’d seen it in the eyes 
of too many men—brave men at that 
—not to be able to recognize it.

“What’s up your sleeve?” he asked 
cautiously.

“Together we might be able to fight 
it. This way all of us intended vic
tims are scattered. We haven’t a 
chance.”

For a long minute Artie Dart 
studied me. “You’re not by any chance 
Army Intelligence?”

“No, infantry. Does the Army come 
into whatever’s going on?”

“I don’t think so. It’s strictly ci
vilian stuff.”

“Such as?”
Artie Dart flipped his cigar into 

the fire. “Don’t take me for a sucker. 
Lieutenant. I don’t need the Army’s 
help or the coppers’ help or any
body’s. I do my own fighting.”

“Can you?” I said softly. “Perhaps 
against the gunsels of a rival gang. 
You can meet guns with guns; you 
can shoot it out with men who are as 
afraid as yourself to die. But this is 
different. This is against men who do 
not take possibility of death into ac
count. In fact, they seem to want to 
die. How can you fig"ht them? You 
kill one and there’s another, taking 
any kind of risk to get at you, afraid 
of nothing and nobody, not giving a 
hang about the consequences.”

Artie Dart was silent for a long 
time. He had it very bad. He was 
starting to sweat; a muscle in his 
cheek quivered.

“They’re not human,” he said 
hoarsely. “They're fiends out of hell. 
They—”

Outside on the porch somebody 
spoke in a low voice. The gangster 
stiffened. His hand crawled down to 
the pocket of his dressing gown.

Feet moved into the house. The 
bodyguard entered the room with a 
mild, middle-aged man. The new
comer had a face like a rabbit, but

he did not look scared. His face was 
a blank. Under his arm he carried an 
unwrapped shoebox.

“He says Jeff sent him,” the body
guard reported. “He’s got Jeff’s rec
ords in that box."

Artie Dart rose from the chair in 
a crouch. “You fool! I never saw this 
guy before. Jeff wouldn’t send a 
stranger or anybody with the records. 
This guy’s one of the—"

His gun finished the sentence. It 
came out of the gangster's dressing 
gown ,pocket—a small, flat, nickled 
pistol. It did not make much noise.

Expression now came into the new
comer’s face. For a split-second after 
Artie Dart’s gun spoke, he looked as
tonished. Then he started to sink.

The shoebox dropped from his 
hand. The cover flew off. Something 
tinkled, and almost at once a slug
gish vapor rose from the floor.

I started to stand up and then got 
control of myself and sprawled flat 
on my stomach. Putting my nose 
against the floor. I reached into my 
pocket for a handkerchief. I heard 
the bodyguard cough wrackingly, and 
I heard Artie Dart gasp wildly : “For 
God’s sake, open a window!”

Through the handkerchief pressed 
over my nose and mouth, I was get
ting strained wiffs of it. Artie Dart 
sent a chair crashing as he fought to 
reach a window. He did not know 
that this type of gas rises, that there 
is a pocket of breatheable air close 
to the ground.

Keeping close to the floor, I wig
gled across the carpet. In front of 
my eyes a pair of feet staggered 
weakly. I reached for an ankle to 
pul! Artie Dart down to compara
tive safety, but he fell by his own 
power and rolled, making hideous 
sounds in his throat. Standing up, 
he hadn’t had a chance of reaching 
a window.

I wiggled past aim until my head 
touched the wall. A window, closed 
like all the others, was above me. As 
I primed myself to rise, I felt a blast 
of heat behind me. It could not have 
come from the fireplace. I took time 
for a quick look around. A furious 
sheet of flame blotted from sight the 
man who had brought the shoebox.
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He had incendiaries as well as gas 
bombs in that shoebox.

The bodyguard lay motionless, 
though Artie Dart was still thrash
ing his arms. If the poison gas had 
not already killed them, the fire 
would.

Quickly I rose at the window and 
jabbed an elbow through the pane. 
The current of fresh air flowing 
through the opening was the sweet
est smell on earth. I could drop the 
handkerchief from my face now. I 
pulled up the window and threw my
self out into a bed of flowers.

I was sick then, but I could not 
afford to stay there. Incendiaries 
don’t wait. Already the fire had 
reached the inside walls and was eat
ing through them.

I stumbled a hundred feet from the 
house and dropped on a patch of 
grass. People were pouring out of 
neighboring houses. In a few min
utes the firemen would be here, but 
it would be too late to do anything. 
Artie Dart and his bodyguard and 
the strange man, who like his fellows 
had given his life to murder, were 
dead. And I was alive only because, 
as a trained soldier, I knew what to 
do in case of gas attack.

Four times since this morning I 
had stood on the threshold of death. 
Each time I had been lucky, but I 
could not always be lucky.

CHAPTER V 

The Fifth Doorway

H a r r y  p o l l a c k  and F aye
Wallace were waiting for 
me when I entered the 

neat little cottage where Esther and 
I had lived before I had entered the 
Army.

Faye Wallace was a plump red
head who was Esther’s cousin and as 
close to her as a sister. She greeted 
me gravely and said that she had 
dropped in to see how I was get
ting on.

“Me too,” Harry said. “I found 
Faye waiting for you and decided to 
wait too. You look bad, Chuck. Is 
the fever coming back?”

It wasn’t fever. It was a dose o f" 
poison gas; it was strain and anxiety. 
But it wouldn’t do any good talking 
about it.

“What I need is a drink,” I said.
In the cabinet there was half a 

bottle of rye, there since before I 
had left. Faye said she would go 
into the kitchen for glasses.

When she was out of the room, I 
said: “Harry, what was Artie Dart’s 
latest racket?”

Harry took time to light a cigaret 
—thinking his answer over, I knew. 
“Dart had his fingers in everything.” 

“Including the black market in 
food?”

Carefully he dropped the charred 
match into an ashtray. “Might be.” 

“Cut it out, Harry!” I snapped. 
"You’d know. You own the biggest 
independent food market in town. 
Don’t think because I've been abroad 
that I don’t know how racketeers are 
organizing to control the black mar
kets. Did you buy from Artie Dart?” 

Harry Pollack shrugged. “If you 
didn’t, you didn't get the stuff, and 
you lost your business to competitors 
who aren’t so squeamish.”

“Did Roy Bours buy from Artie 
Dart for his chain stores?”

“Not Roy. He had principles. It 
cost him a lot of business.”

“So that’s why Roy was mur
dered!” I said.

Harry stepped close to me. “Drop 
it. Chuck. You don't know what 
you’re up against.”

“I know what Esther is up against. 
Murder and frame-up are the weap
ons used. Roy Bours was killed with 
one; they’re trying to kill Esther 
with the other. And it’s not Artie 
Dart who is behind it.”

“No,” Harry agreed. “It’s not 
Dart.”

“Then who is it?”
Harry said: “Frankly, Chuck, I ’m 

glad I don’t know. That knowledge 
is very dangerous. This much I can 
tell you. About two months ago Artie 
Dart was shoved out of control of 
the local black market operations. We 
storekeepers don’t know by whom. 
All we know is that there’s a differ
ent control, and whoever is at the 
head is a hundred times deadlier
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than Artie Dart. Dart is trying to 
get back in, but he hasn’t a chance.” 

That’s right, he didn’t have a 
chance. I thought.

“And you take it lying down?” I 
said scornfully.

“That's why I’m alive now, and 
why a lot of other store owners are 
alive. It’s no longer a matter of buy
ing and selling black market produce. 
You do it because you’re afraid not 
to.”

Fa y e  W a l l a c e  came in with
three small glasses. She said 

breezily: “Did I hear you talking 
about black markets? Harry, I bought 
a chicken in your store yesterday 
way above ceiling price.”

“Then don’t eat chicken,” Harry 
muttered. He turned away from her 
and became absorbed in a magazine 
on a table.

I poured rye ino the three glasses 
and handed one to Faye and one to 
Harry.

Faye raised her glass. "To Esther, 
of course.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Harry 
and I looked at each other, and I felt 
a chill crawl down my back. I put 
the glass on the table and went to 
the front door and looked out through 
the window.

Almost I expected a mild, impas
sive man I had never seen before to 
be standing there. Actually it was 
Police Captain Cotter with a couple 
of plain-clothes men.'

When I opened the door, he strode 
past me into the living room without 
a word. He seemed disappointed at 
seeing nobody but Harry Pollack and 
Faye Wallace. Meanwhile, the plain
clothes men were going into other 
parts of the house.

“What are you looking for?” I de
manded angrily.

“Your wife.”
Faye uttered a short exclamation, 

but aside from that there was no 
sound for long seconds.

“She escaped from the county jail 
forty minutes ago,” Captain Cotter 
said. “Three men came in. They shot 
the two guards dead and took your 
wife out.”

The plain-clothes men returned to

the living room and shook their 
heads.

“You think she came here?" Harry 
said. “She couldn’t have. Miss W al
lace and I have been lere for the last 
hour and a half.”

Cotter looked at me. “I’m sure she’d 
try to get in touch with you.”

I picked up my whisky glass and 
put it down again. “What makes you 
so sure she escaped? She could have 
been abducted.”

“Nuts!” Cotter said. “You know 
what I think? The guy who was shot 
in the jail corridor at noon today 
wasn’t after you, like you claim. I 
think lie was there to help your wife 
break out.”

“You’re crazy!”
“Yeah?" The captain jabbed a thick 

forefinger at me. "“All right, so you’re 
an officer of the Army and you’ve 
been in Africa all along, so I give 
you credit that your skirts are clean. 
But Esther Hull is your wife. She 
got running with the wrong crowd 
while you were away. Now you're go
ing to bat for her.”

“I ’ll defend her to the end, if that's 
what you mean,” I told him quietly.

Cotter turned as if to leave, then 
apparently changed his mind. “By the 
way, Artie Dart and a couple of his 
gunsels were burned to a crisp in 
his house earlier tonight. A couple of 
people say they saw a soldier jump 
out of the burning house.”

Harry Pollack turned rather quick
ly toward the window. Faye, the 
drink still in her hand, gawked fool
ishly at me.

“So what?” I said. “I never knew 
the gangster.”

“One witness said he thought the 
soldier was an officer.”

“Thought?” I said. “The law 
doesn’t consider that good enough.” 

“Where were you tonight?” 
“Minding my own business.” 
Captain Cotter sighed and nodded 

to the plain-clothes men. The three 
of them left.

FA YE W ALLACE noisily ex
pelled her breath. “So Esther es

caped! And the police believe that’s 
a sure admission of guilt.”

Harry Pollack swung from the win
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dow. “Esther is innocent!” he cried 
with surprising fury.

“Of course she is,” Fay agreed. She 
lifted the whisky glass to her mouth 
and drained every drop.

I needed a drink even more than 
she did. My hand was an inch from 
the glass on the table when I heard 
Faye moan.

She was down on the floor, her 
teeth clenched, her face livid. Froth 
was forming on her mouth. Her 
pupils were dilating and her body 
was gripped in horrible paralysis.

“Prussic acid!” I sain. “Harry, get 
peroxide. In the medicine chest.”

While Harry was gone, I turned 
Faye over on her stomach and gave 
her artificial respiration. I didnt’ 
think it would help. The reaction 
was too quick and too violent, which 
meant a powerful dose. If it was 
prussic acid, and all the symptoms 
indicated that it was, a three per cent 
solution of ordinary household per
oxide would help.

Harry came back unscrewing the 
cap off the bottle as he ran. But be
fore we could force any of the perox
ide down her throat, she was dead.

“God!” Harry moaned. His gaze 
swivelled about the room and stopped 
in horror at our untouched drinks.

I picked one up and smelled the 
usual bitter almond odor. “It was put 
into the bottle.”

“Then all three of us would now 
be dead if Captain Cotter hadn’t in
terrupted us!” Harry gasped.

Dully I nodded. The killers were 
utterly ruthless. They did not care 
how many they murdered, of their 
own number as well as others, to get 
at their victims. Once again I had 
stood in the doorway to death and 
had not gone through it. Faye Wal
lace was on the other side of the 
door, in my place.

CHAPTER VI 

The Sixth Doorway

LOUIE’S was a private man
sion converted into a snug 
drinking place. It had no en

tertainment, no vulgarity, very little

drunkenness. It was tĥ . place where 
people went when they wanted to sit 
down and make conversation over 
highballs.

I wanted to sit, and I could not 
stand the thought of being alone. It 
was the evening of my second day 
home on sick leave. All day the re
porters and the police and the dis
trict attorney had been at me. All of 
them were convinced that I held the 
key to Esther’s escape from jail, the 
poisoning of Faye Wallace, the burn
ing of Artie Dart, the shootings and 
apparent accidents.

It might have been worse if Major 
George Olcott, militarily overpower
ing, had not appeared on the scene. 
All this might be civilian stuff, but 
the Army is vitally concerned in its 
own men..

They let me alone at last, but 
there was no place to go except 
Louie’s. As I entered, a couple of 
fellow officers at the bar gave me 
stiff nods and eyed me curiously. 
Everybody had read the papers, and 
it seemed to me that everybody in 
Louie’s was waiting for somebody to 
move unobtrusively to my table and 
put a bullet into me.,

I was expecting the same thing. 
But this time I was ready. I had my 
gun on me, and the feel of it was 
greatly comforting. Though it wasn’t 
my own safety that worried me.

After a while Edgar Joslyn and 
Harry Pollack came in and joined me 
at my table. Harry, his face dark 
with anger, spread out an evening 
paper.

“Have you seen these stories?” 
Harry growled. “They’ve practically 
tried Esther in their columns and 
found her guilty.”

“Well, escape is generally consid
ered an admission of guilt,” Joslyn 
said.

Harry flashed him a black look. 
“You’re a hell of a lawyer! Is that 
how you defend your client?”

“Naturally I don’t believe she’s 
guilty.” Joslyn rolled his tall glass 
between fleshy palms. “Still, I had a 
very difficult time with her. Would 
you believe it, I, her lawyer, couldn’t 
get a thing out of her except that



24 ★  -k  -A  Crack Detective

she didn’t murder Roy Bours? She 
insisted she couldn’t remember any
thing. In fact, she couldn’t even 
state positively to me that she hadn’t 
murdered Bours. She said that for 
all she knew she might have.”

MSAID: “Something did happen 
to her memory. But it started 

coming back when I spoke to her in 
the ceil. I think that’s why she was 
abducted. They were afraid she’d 
remember too much.”

“Ah!” Harry breathed. He leaned 
across the table. “Did she remember 
anything important, Chuck?”

“Yes.” I said.
They waited for me to go on, and 

when f didn’t. Joslyn made an im
patient gesture “I’m her attorney.” 
he said. “It's my job to get her off. 
How can I if you won’t cooperate?” 

“You forget she’s no longer in the 
hands of the law.” I brooded into 
my drink. “What she told me yester
day will help me get her back—if it’s 
not too late.” ?

“My God!” Harry said. “You think 
they’ll murder her?”

Joslyn answered for me. “Assum
ing she was really kidnapped, her 
abductors are intent on keeping her 
alive. For the time being, at any 
rate. Else they would have simply 
killed her in her prison cell.”

I nodded and beckoned to the 
waiter for more drinks.

After my third or fourth drink. 
Major Olcott was standing at my ta
ble. He was simply there, coming 
from nowhere.

He said: “Don’t you think you’ve 
had enough to drink-”

“I’ll never have enough, sir,” I said. 
“Not until I get Esther back.”

He shrugged and was gone. I saw 
Joslyn glance anxiously at his watch 
and then he too was no longer there. 
Harry’s face, across the table, 
watched me worriedly.

“Suppose they make another at
tempt at your life, Chuck? You’d 
be in no condition to defend your
self. I’d better take you home.”

“All right,” I said.
Harry had to support me out of 

Louie’s. Because of the ban on pleas
ure driving, there were few cars in

the parking space. And only one 
taxicab. Harry led me to it.

The taxi was already occupied by a 
tall man whose face was in shadows. 
I wondered why Harry pulled me 
after him into the back seat even 
though the stranger was there. Then 
I saw the gun in the tall man’s hand, 
and it came to me that Harry hadn’t 
any choice. The tall man brushed a 
hand over my uniform and lifted my 
gun. Then the taxi started rolling.

Harry was talking in a thin, frantic 
voice, but nobody paid any attention 
to him. His words didn’t make sense 
to me. I figured he was crazy with 
fright. I slumped low in the seat and 
looked at the tall man. In the semi
darkness, his face consisted of sharp 
planes, but I could distinguish 
enough of it now to see the smug 
triumph in t. He, unlike the other 
killers, was capable of emotion.

But not the driver of the taxi. 
Once, when we stopped for a taxi 
light, he turned in his seat, and l 
saw the dull, impassive eyes I had 
seen in other ^aces. Somehow I 
feared him more than the tall gun
man.

The taxi stopped. We were in 
darkness as we got out and I could 
not tell where we were. The tall 
man sprayed a flashlight beam on us 
and ordered us forward. I staggered 
a few steps and fell.

“Drunk as an officer and a gen
tleman,” the tall man chuckled. “Pick 
him up."

Harry helped me to my feet. Hold
ing me, he guided me into - house. 
It was dark ir there too. We started 
up a hall. Harry’s voice again jab
bered with terror, but it was reced
ing, and all r;t once I realized that it 
was the tall man who was holding me 
now. Harry had vanished somewhere 
in the long hall.

Then I was in a room, dark also 
except for a white, blinding light at 
one end. I was thrust into a chair 
and forced to look at the light. The 
tall man stood at my side, his gun 
covering me. There was another man 
in that room, unseen in the darkness 
behind me.

Under the white light hung a large 
disk of many colors. As I looked at
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it, it started to whirl. I tried to take 
my eyes from it, but could not. Re
morselessly the disk held my gaze 
until its insane whirling seemed to 
enter my brain and posses; it.

A soft, intimate voice started to 
speak to me. “Tell me everything 
she told you.”

“Of course,” I heard myself reply. 
“She said: ‘Your men are all right. 
The colonel told me that the casual
ties were extremely light.’ I said: 
‘No. Those mortars were blasting 
us to bits.’ She said: ‘It always 
seems worse than it is, Lieutenant. 
You took the position, didn’t you? 
It’ll be over in less than a week, they 
say.’ I said: ‘And I had to get this 
damn fever. If it had at least been 
a bullet.’ She said: ‘You’ve done
enough talking for now, Lieuten
ant.’ ”

A harsh voice broke in: “What the 
hell’s he batting about?”

“Shh!” the soft voice said. “Lieu
tenant Hull, where was this?”

“In an army hospital in Algiers.” 
“And the woman was a nurse?” 
“Yes.” I couldn’t tear my eyes 

away from the whirling disks.
The soft voice said: “That’s not

the woman I mean. What did your 
wife tell you in the prison cell?” 

“About the black market.”
In the room somebody drew in his 

breath sharply.
“What about the black market?”
I said nothing.
The soft, intimate vpice kept nag

ging at that question, approaching it 
from many angles, but always getting 
back to it. And several times I 
started again to tell him about the 
nurse in the Army hospital.

“Hell!” the harsh voice growled. 
“Let me beat it out of him.”

“No, no!” the soft voice said. 
“Crudeness won’t work. He is not 
yet completely recovered from the 
fever, which makes it difficult. Let’s 
try giving him a rest.”

The whirling of the disks stopped. 
Sighing, I closed my eyes. When I 
opened them, the white light was still 
there. I turned my head. I was 
seated at the outer fringe of light, 
and at my side the very tall man was 
a distorted shadow. The gun was

firm in his hand. The owner of the 
soft voice was lost in the darkness 
farther back.

SUDDENLY I threw myself side
ways. The tall man was taken 

completely py surprise. My shoulder 
hit his stomach; my hands closed 
over his gun-wrist. He had inches 
over me in height, but he was thinner 
and weaker and he was not prepared 
for my attack. He shrieked as my 
hands twisted his wrist. His gun 
dropped to the floor.

Both of us dove for it, but he was 
off balance. I got to it first. As I 
scooped it up, the roar of another 
gun filled the room. The bullet did 
not come close; the owner of the soft 
voice shot too hurriedly. I spun 
with the tall man’s gun and fired at 
the flash. I didn’t hit anything 
either, but he hadn’t the courage to 
stand up against another man’s gun. 
A door opened and closed and he 
was gone.

I started after him and then 
checked myself, remembering that 
the tall man, having taken my gun 
from me in the txi, had two of them 
on his person. And when I looked 
back, he was on his knees, with my 
heavy Army automatic lined at my 
heart. There wasn’t enough distance 
between us for him to miss. For the 
sixth time since yesterday morning 
I had a foot through death’s doorway.

The tall man was a professional 
killer, but so, in a different sense, 
was I. I had been trained to kill my 
country’s enemies, and he was cer
tainly one of them. I did not have to 
move my gun to snap a quick shot.

My bullet beat his by a fraction of 
a second. It was all that was neces
sary.

CHAPTER VII 

The Seventh Doorway

A BRU PTLY the single white 
light at the end of the room 
went out. I was in black 
darkness. The two windows, I had 

noticed, were barred; the door 
through which the soft-voiced man
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had fled was probably the only way 
out.

I strained to hear whether the door 
was opening. Somewhere far off and 
below me, a woman screamed. Es
ther? Who but Esther?

I crouched over the body of the tall 
man I had killed and faced the door. 
Suddenly it was wide open, and from 
the hall byoud light flowed through. 
A man stood there with a tommy- 
gun, ready to rake the room with 
slugs.

He was a sitting duck for me. I 
shot him dead with the gun I had 
taken from .he tall man.

And then it was over tor me. Out 
of the darkness behind me, two men 
hurled themselves at my back. There 
must have been another entrance to 
the room, and the man with the tom
my-gun had been sacrificed to put me 
off guard. I had no chance. They 
tore the gun from my hand and beat 
me down to the floor.

Light snapped on overhead. The 
two men rose; both of them were 
armed. There was no menace in their 
eyes, no hostility; there was only 
that terrible blankness I had come to 
know so well. They would kill me 
without emotion, and they would kill 
themselves in the same way if they 
were told to.

Evidently I was not yet slated for 
death. One of them prodded me with 
his gun. Without a word, they 
forced me up the ball and down a 
flight of stairs. I could still hear the 
screaming, louder now, rasping in 
strident never-ending waves. Some
where I found the self-control not to 
hurl myself at my two captors.

We were in a cellar. One of the 
men stepped around me and opened a 
door. The second thrust me through. 
Behind me the door slammed shut.

It was a large windowless room, 
and at the farther end of it Esther 
sat on her legs. He hands, covering 
her face, did not still her screams.

Harry Pollack was there too. It 
was because of what they had done 
to him that Esther was screaming. 
They had stuck a knife into his 
throat. He lay on his back, with the 
handle of the knife still protruding,

and his dead eyes were staring at 
Esther.

I was shaking with rage as I 
dropped down beside Esther. I pulled 
her hands from her face. I said: 
“It’s me—Chuck. Look at me.”

Her screams did not stop. I slapped 
her hard on each cheek, and it was 
as if I snapped a connection in her 
voice. She brushed her wild hair 
from her eyes and looked at me.

“Chuck, darling!” she said and fell 
into my arms.

She wasn’t mad. Not yet, anyway, 
though I doubt if it would have taken 
much longer.

“They killed poor Harry in front 
of my eyes," she moaned. “They said 
they’d do the same to me if I didn’t 
tell them what I had told you when 
you visited me in prison. They didn’t 
believe me."

“Believe what?"
“That I couldn't tell you anything 

because I couldn’t remember. I still 
can’t remember what Roy Bours and 
I were doing. All I know is that it 
was terribly important."

T HEN the soft voice spoke out
side the door. “Well, Lieuten

ant, are you ready to tell me what 
you told your wife in prison? Did 
you repeat it to the police or to Ma
jor Olcott or to anybody?"

I was silent.
“Very well," the voice said. "Look 

at Harry Pollack and you can see 
what will happen to your wife. And 
to you also unless you cooperate.”

I waited a few seconds before re
plying. “All right, Joslyn, I ’ll make 
a deal with you. But only if I can 
talk to you face to face."

“Joslyn!" Esther gasped.
I nodded and removed my arms 

from about her and stood up. The 
door opened and Edgar Joslyn, Es
ther’s fat lawyer, entered. He re
mained on the threshold, keeping the 
full length of the room between us. 
and he had a gun.

“So she told you after all?" he said. 
I shook m head. “Your identity 

is a complete surprise to her.”
“But in Louie’s you told Harry 

Pollack and me that she had told 
you.”
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“I lied," I admitted. “I wasn’t 
sure that it was you. It might have 
been Harry or somebody else. But at 
any rate, it had to be somebody who 
could follow my movements closely: 
who knew exactly on which train I 
was coming home and when I was 
visiting Esther in her cell. And I re
called that you used to dabble in 
hypnotism as a hobby. The only way 
to get myself taken to Esther was to 
make the head criminal believe that 
she had told me everyting. It 
worked. You had to find out how 
much information I had passed on to 
others so that you could know where 
you stood."

“You weren't drunk, of course."
"I was cold sober," I said.
At my feet Esther wailed: “Why 

did you do it, darling? Now he’ll 
kill both of us."

Neither of us paid any attention to 
her. At the moment it was between 
Joslyn and myself, facing each other 
across Harry Pollack’s body.

Joslyn said: “That’s why I
couldn’t hypnotize you. You knew 
what was happening, so you were 
able to establish a resistance against 
it."

I nodded. "It became plain, after a 
while, what y u  had done to Esther. 
She and Roy Bours had the dirt on 
you as head of the black market 
racket. They were accumulating evi
dence. You could have had them 
murdered, the way you had the 
others, but the whole basis of your 
power was terror. You demonstrated 
by having only Roy Bours murdered 
and Esther framed for it. Many in 
the trade must have known the truth, 
including Harry Pollack, but they 
were afraid to say anything. The un
canny way you managed it increased 
their fear. Because the frame-up 
would have back-fired if Esther had 
told at her trial what she and Roy 
Bours had learned about and you and 
your racket. But she couldn’t remem
ber. Those damnable disks of yours 
did it. You hypnotized her into for
getting."

OSLYN’S jowls seemed to drop. 
“I was afraid,” he mumbled. 

“The sight vf her husband she had

not seen for fifteen months might be 
dangerous.”

“You were better t h a n  y o u  
thought,” I said. "You feared that 
the mind of the man she loved was 
stronger than your post-hypnotic 
suggestion. She might have come out 
of it when I spoke to her. Maybe 
she would have, but I didn’t have 
enough time with her. You took no 
chances, though. You tried to have 
me killed when I left the station and 
later in the ;ourtroom. You were des
perate. You sent one of your men 
into the jail to shoot me. And be
cause you did not know how much 
she actualy mid me, you had to keep 
frying to eliminate me."

Esther rose at my side. Her eyes 
were very dde. She said slowly: 
“It's coming back—Edgar Joslyn and 
the black market. Roy Bours would 
buy only legitimate merchandise and 
meats. He learned that Joslyn was 
the one who had taken Artie Dart’s 
place. I helped him whip his evi
dence into form. I went up to his 
apartment to make the final copy of 
the evidence to turn over to the dis
trict attorney. But there was one 
thing we couldn't understand—those 
weird men of his who willingly killed 
themselves in order to kill others."

“I couldn’ understand it either,” I 
told her. “Even when I realized that 
hypnotism was being used, I couldn’t 
see it. Because it is impossible to 
hypnotize a person to do anything
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which violates his personal code. You 
could get professional killers who 
thought nothing of taking human 
lives; but to make men commit sui
cide under hypnotic s i  g g e s t i o n  
didn’t seem reasonable.”

I turned back to Joslyn. “Then I 
saw it. There are drugs which will 
put people into an advanced state of 
depression, sapping them of the de
sire to live. In that state you hyp
notized your killers. They carried 
out your orders to the letter, not 
afraid to die themselves because they 
wanted to die.”

The lawyer gave me a pleased 
smile. “It’s not easy, but I did it. 
I couldn’t fight Artie Dart with just 
another gang of gunmen. He is too 
experienced !n that type of warfare. 
But these gunmen of mine who did 
not mind dying—there was no fight
ing them. Their peculiar method of 
murder strikes special terror into 
people’s hearts.”

I knew. I thought of the raw 
nerves of a tough-fibered killer in his 
own right like Artie Dart. I thought 
of my own fear which had gone be
yond anything I had experienced on 
a battlefield.

“But now it’s over,” I said.
Joslyn frowned, studying me cau

tiously. He was wondering what I 
had told him the very things that 
made our living useless to him.

“Do you think I will let you and 
your wife live now?” he said.

I shrugged. “Call in your killers. 
You haven’t got the guts to do it 
yourself.”

HIS THICK lips peeled back over 
his teeth. I watched the pudg

iness of his hand on the gun. The 
muzzle gaped widely at me—the sev
enth and final doorway to death.

At my side Esther moaned. I 
turned to her and whispered: “Drop 
to the floor.” When I turned back 
to Joslyn, there was a gun in my 
hand.

I doubt if Joslyn had ever per
sonally fired a gun in his life. Al
ways before his hypnotized dupes 
had done his killing for him. And 
now, when he had to rely on himself, 
he was slow and awkward.

He never pulled that trigger. I shot 
once, carefully, and the slug entered 
his heart.

Like an echo to my shot, guns 
slammed elsewhere in the cellar. I 
had been moving away from Esther 
in order to 'raw fire exclusively on 
myself when the others came in. But 
they did not come and there was 
more shooting. Incredulously I 
stared at the open door, waiting.

Then a man plunged through it 
with a drawn automatic. My gun 
snapped up before my eyes took in 
the olive-drab uniform and the M. P. 
armband on the soldier's sleeve. 
“Here he is!” the M. P. yelled.

A second M. P. entered, followed 
by the severely erect figure of Major 
Olcott.

He looked down at the body of Ed
gar Joslyn, then at Harry Pollack, 
and finally across the room at Esther 
and myself.

“Well, it seems you were doing all 
right, Chuck,” he said with only the 
mere trace of a smile.

“You didn’t do so badly, sir,” I 
told him. “What brought you?”

“You did. You’ve had too many 
close shaves and you’re too valuable 
a soldier to be lost in a civilian rum
pus. I’m not sure yet what it’s all 
about, but I’m glad I asked the Mili
tary Police to keep their eyes on your 
movements.”

“So am I, sir.”
I felt the pressure of Esther’s 

body. She was staring in wonder at 
the gun in my hand.

“I—I was sure we were doomed. It 
doesn’t seem possible that they didn’t 
take the gun away from you.”

“They did, but only one gun,” I 
explained. “I’d taken my gun as well 
as his from the tall man while I 
waited upstairs in the darkness. They 
didn’t think to search me because 
they couldn’t think. Joslyn had 
made them into automatons. They 
were told to take a gun away from 
me and they did. They obeyed their 
orders exactly and literally.”

Esther slid her hand through my 
arm. “Let’s go home, darling,” she 
said.

TH E END
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Anyone in this strange house might be the escaped homicidal 

maniac, Death Mantas!

By T. W . Ford
(Author of "Blood on My Hands," "The Dead 

Man Deals in Death," etc.)

T HE wind came down the val
ley like a drunken giant 
amok. It slashed a path as if 
in pure berserk fury. On it rode 

stinging, blinding sheets of rain. 
Over its gusts lightning sliced jagged 
scars in the black heavens. Over it 
all was the colliding crash of thunder 
with the pistol-like reports of 
snapped-off trees puncturing it. In 
short, it was one hell of a night. And 
Charley Fringle was right smack out 
in it looking at the flat tire on his 
left forward wheel.

Rain water used the brim of his 
hat as a gutter. His coat hung on 
him like a wet paper bag. Water

oozed from his shoes. His jack was 
jammed. And driving with that flat 
on the tortuous slick of high-crowned 
road was beyond all question. He 
hauled his pot-bellied body back to 
the rear door of the sedan and stuck 
his head in at his wife and sister-in- 
law.

"We're stuck, girls. I’ll go up the 
line and see if I can find a telephone. 
Maybe a garage—’’ The wind stuffed 
the rest of it back down his throat. 
He sloshed off.

Luck was with him. A few hun
dred yards on the patch of woodland 
ended. Set back from the road in the 
clearing was a sprawling white house.

29
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Even as Fringle wondered if any
body was at home, wan light seeped 
through the shade of a ground-floor 
window. He stumbled up the path 
hemmed in by wet shrubbery and 
onto the tiny porch like a cavern be
neath the overhanging eaves. He 
pushed the bell twice with no re
sponse. A shutter on his right moaned 
and he almost jumped out of his skin. 
Lightning gashed the night and 
Fringle noted the window inside the 
shutter was broken.

He rang a third, a fourth time, 
then beat on the door with his fist. 
He took a couple of steps backward 
to call out, “Hey, is anybody home? 
Is anj/body—” Then he realized the 
big front door was opening.

It was black as a pit inside beyond 
it. Fringle couldn’t see anybody 
there but the door kept opening. A 
guarded voice said, “What do you 
want?”

“My car’s stuck down the road and 
I’d like to use your telephone, if 
you—”

“Phone’s out of order,” snapped the 
unseen one at the door. “No phone.” 
Then the lightning 'hasted away the 
rain-shot blackness again like a mag
nesium explosion to reveal the figure 
inside. He was a little shrunken 
piece of man with a long sallow face 
and big sad eyes. A wild shock of 
white hair capped his head. At first 
Fringle thought he had but one arm. 
The man stood sort of .sideways, the 
rear arm twisted back behind his 
body. He stood too with his head 
out-thrust like a suspicious animal 
sniffing.

“Say,” Fringle said in desperation. 
“I’ve got two women folks with me. 
Do you suppose we could come in for 
a little while?”

The guarded air fell away from the 
little man. “Women fo lk .... Why 
sure, sure you can come in, mister. 
Get ’em and come right along. Wel
come, welcome.” His little creaking 
voice rose shrilly on the last.

Charley Fringle groped back down 
the path with relief, bent against the 
raking sheets of rain. He never saw 
the hulking figure coming the other 
way until they collided. Both grap

pled blindly in the storm and almost 
crashed into the bushes.

“Why the hell don’t you look where 
you’re going?” the other bigger man 
snorted as he punched foliage out of 
his face. “See here, can you fix me 

• up with a room and some dry clothes 
and something to eat? Charge what 
you like—I know what you natives 
are. I’ll pay,” he added pompously.

“I don’t own the place,” Charley 
Fringle said apologetically, awed by 
the other’s manner and towering size. 
“I’m stuck up the road and just 
stopped here myself. But the' owner 
seems like a nice little man. He’s let
ting me come in. So—”

The other swore as the wind ripped 
open his rubber poncho and snorted 
again. “I guess he’ll let me in. I ’m 
J. G. Nordley—Nordley Plastic Proc
ess, you know.”

Charley Fringle v/as really awed 
then. Everybody knew the Nordley 
Plastic outfit. Million dollar stuff, 
that outfit. Charley thought of how 
when he got home he would tell the 
boys in the office about meeting J . G. 
Nordley on his trip. He put out his 
hand hesitantly, starting to introduce 
himself. There was a clap of thun
der as if something had bombed 
Heaven and Nordley wanted to know 
what the devil they were waiting for.

Charley Fringle told about his 
women down the road and led the- 
way back to the car. Ella, his wife, 
stepped out and smack into six inches 
of puddle. “You would stop right 
here in a small lake!” she shrilled at 
Charley. She was a big-bosomed 
woman with the general air of a bat
tleship at action stations.

Charley said, “Yes, dear,” spat out 
half a gallon of rain water and 
searched a door pocket for his flash
light. When he found it the battery 
v/as so weak it couldn’t throw a beam 
two feet.

Maisie, Ella’s sister, had spotted 
the extra male and was hurriedly ap
plying fresh war paint by the ton
neau light. A downpour of brimstone 
and ashes would have held no terrors 
for Maisie with a loose male on the 
scene. She was a dyed blond, over 
thirty, and thought she was kitten
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ish. But when a crashing tree slapped 
th>» road a few yards behind, limbs 
brushing the car, she bolted out of it 
with a squeal like a speared pig and 
used some very strong language.

They slogged their way back to the 
house with Charley plodding ahead 
and locating the puddles for them by 
floundering into them.

f^ g p H A R L E S !” declared Ella ici- 
ly, “I think you might have 

selected a more inviting place! It’s— 
it’s got a sort of haunted look and—”

She choked. A yellow beam had 
shot out across the porch to their 
feet as they panted up the steps. It 
was the little man with a flashlight 
though he remained invisible. It 
might have been an unholy ray from 
the maw of a tomb.

“Come in, come in, ladies and gen
tlemen,” his apparently disembodied 
voice carried weakly to them. Charley 
Fringle hesitated but Ella gave him 
a prod that sent him stumbling over 
the threshold. “Go right into the li
brary. Into the library, down the hall 
to the left,” said the little man with 
that dry echo of a voice. The hall 
was pitch black.

The four fumbled their way along 
and found their way into the library. 
It was a high-ceiled old-fashioned 
room, the walls panelled halfway up. 
The light from two small table 
lamps alone broke the dimness of it. 
The shades were drawn at all win
dows with heavy drapes pulled across 
as well. There was a constant drip- 
drip sound. It came from the fire
place where water drained down the 
chimney into the charred logs of a 
long-dead fire.

Nordley shed his poncho and hat 
and strode around in an expensive 
pair of slacks and a windbreaker, 
massaging his hands. They were huge 
big-knuckled things, those hands, 
furred with hair. He had been at a 
fishing camp way up at the head of 
the valley, he told all and sundry. 
Started out down the river with a 
guide in the boat. Late in the after
noon, the guide wanted to put into 
shore, insisting a big storm was com
ing up.

“I got tired of arguing with him,

put him ashore and fired him on the 
spot,” Nordley announced important
ly. He had come on alone. The storm 
hit him. He was capsized in a shal
low spot and waded ashore. He had 
pushed up the side of ,he valley un
til he found Fringle and this house. 
“Which proves my point,” he snort
ed. “If that damfool guide hadn’t 
lost his nerve, with two men pad
dling we’d have made it through 
easily!"

“Of course, Mr. Nordley.” yes- 
manned Charley Fringle.

“You outdoor men simply awe lit
tle me, Mr. Nordley.” simpered sis
ter-in-law Maisie.

“Nice night for a murder, isn’t it?” 
Their host stood in the doorway, rub
bing his long white hands together 
gently with a slithering sound. He 
wore baggy black clothes that 
seemed a couple of sizes too big for 
him.

“Nonsense,” snorted Nordley, “no 
murderer would come out on a night 
like this!. . .My man, how about get
ting together some food for us and 
something to drink—something hot 
maybe,”

The little man bowed his shock of 
white hair, closed his sad eyes. “I'm 
so sorry. But the servants are off to
night.”

“Charley, I'm cold. This place is 
like a grave,” announced Ella Frin
gle, huddled on the divan. She shud
dered as the wind seemed to rock the 
house. Lightning licked at the win
dows, seeming to make the shades 
transparent.

“Yes, dear,” said Charley. “Uh— 
Mister—uh—mis—”

“Reaper is the name,” said the lit
tle man.

“Grim Reaper, eh? Ha-ha!” snort
ed Nordley.

“He-he,” said Mr. Reaper. “I’ll re
member that.”

“Could we have a fire, Mr. Reaper. 
Maybe if I helped you—uh—well—” 
Charley stumbled.

Mr. Reaper ran a sorrowful eye up 
the chimney. “I’m sorry—but—but 
there was some trouble with the 
chimney last week. It hasn’t been 
fixed yet. But—maybe you’d like a 
drink, a nice stiff one.” He winked
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knowingly. “One to keep the worms 
out of the coffin. Yes.” He moved 
across the room, picking up their wet 
coats en route, and went out a door 
leading to the rear. He didn’t make 
any noise when he walked.

“What does he mean, keep the 
worms out of the coffin?” Nordley 
snorted. He tapped his forehead sig
nificantly. “Weak-minded, probably. 
A harmless old fo o l .. ..  Say, this 
place is kind of creepy. I—”

“Let’s have some music!” said 
Maisie, jumping up with feigned vi
vacity. “Let’s have a party! Drinks 
and music. W e’ll probably shock the 
old coot out of his shoes. Let’s cut a 
rug, boys and girls!” She undulated 
over to the radio. “I’ll bet you shake 
a mean rhumba, Mr. Nordley.”

She twisted the dials and found a 
swing band. A crooner was holding 
forth on “Black Magic.” Pouting her 
over-carmined lips in what she 
thought was a provocative manner, 
Maisie held out her arms to Mr. 
Nordley.

“Sit down, Charley,” snapped Ella 
Fringle. "You know you can’t do any
thing but waltz like a sick cow. 
You—”

“One moment please, folks,” said 
the station announced, interrupting 
the music. “A special nev/s flash has 
just come in. ..  .Warning to all resi
dents in the Piscan Valley district. 
. . . Warning—”

“That’s right here where we are, 
Charley,” said Ella.

“Yes, dear,” said Charley.
“Warning,” went on the radio. “Jo 

seph ‘Death’ Mantas, homicidal ma
niac, escaped today while being taken 
to the State Insane Asylum when 
the car in which he and officers were 
riding struck a tree. Death Mantas 
dragged the unconscious officer, to 
whom he was handcuffed, off into the 
woods and killed him. The police of 
two counties and State officers have 
thrown out a dragnet but, as yet, 
have picked up no trace of the maniac 
killer. Mantas is well armed. I re
peat that, ladies and gentlem en.... 
Death Mantas is well armed. He was 
nicknamed “Death” because he is 
prone to talk about it as he is about 
to strike down a victim. Now here

is an official police teletype descrip
tion of Death Mantas. He—”

T HAT bolt of lightning seemed to 
knife right through the sides of 

the houses. There was an ear-shat
tering crash of thunder that rattled 
the roof over them. And the lights 
went out. Just before they did, Char
ley Fringle saw Mr. Reaper standing 
in the doorway with a tray of drinks 
in one hand. He was standing twisted 
a little around with the rear arm 
out of sight behind him as he had 
been when Charley first came to the 
house.

Maisie screeched. Nordley roared, 
“Where’s my leather jacket? I had a 
gun in it,” forgetting that their host 
had taken their wet garments into the 
kitchen with him.

The lights flickered and then came 
on. Mr. Reaper was standing over by 
the radio. He stooped and fussed with 
the dials and nothing happened. Mr. 
Reaper made an impotent gesture. 
“I’m afraid that last bolt blew cut 
something in the radio,” he said sad
ly. “I’m so sorry. But, come now. 
W e’ll all have a nice drink. There’s 
nothing to worry about. You know, 
folks, the old saying.” He moved 
around, passing the drinks and smil
ing childishly. “Eat, drink and be 
merry, for tomorrow we may die.’ 
He-he.”

Charley Fringle shuddered. They 
were just getting their glasses to 
their mouths when the pounding 
came at the front door. Ella Fringle 
gave a little gasp and fell back on 
the divan. Maisie grabbed Nordley’s 
arm. Charley Fringle looked around 
wildly, and then grabbed up the pok
er from beside the fireplace. The 
pounding came again, with redoubled 
force above the wind. Mr. Reaper, 
rubbing his pale hands softly, had 
glided to the very back of the room.

There was a sudden lull in the 
storm and Nordley bellowed, “Wh- 
who’s out there?”

“It’s me, Ed Purling, police officer 
from the town!” came from the 
porch. “Half drowned, too! I got—” 
The wind sucked away the rest.

Nobody moved for a moment. 
Nordley stood with his huge hands
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working, fingers hooking up. Then 
Charley Fringle saw his wife nod 
and went out into the hall to the 
door.

P URLING came striding in, a big 
man in an olive-green slicker 

gleaming with rain. His face fell 
when he saw no fire in the hearth.

“Been out watching the roads for 
that escaped homicidal killer, Man
tas,” he said as he got out of his coat. 
He wasn’t a tall man but was built 
like a bull with a heavy torso. He 
looked as if he could break a human 
being over his knee. He went on 
telling how a tree was down across 
the road and he couldn’t get through 
to town. But the others in the room 
scarcely heard. Their eyes were 
locked on his armament as he un
peeled an undercoat. He had a gun 
in a hip holster, another rigged in a 
shoulder sling. The butt of a third 
protruded from a rear pocket.

He stared around slowly, studying 
them. Charley Fringle took a step 
backward instinctively when he was 
the target for those eyes. One of 
them had a cast in it that gave it a 
peculiarly wild look.

Purling said, “All strangers, eh. . . . 
Well, don’t worry. Like I said, I ’m 
the police officer from Wakill. My 
badge—” He pulled his coat back 
from his flannel shirt to indicate it. 
The shirt was bare of ornament. 
Purling looked down and chuckled. 
That chuckle had a nasty cold ring

to it. “Heck of a policeman I am. 
Plumb forgot my badge. . . . ”

Ella Fringle caught her breath 
with a trembling gasp. Charley Frin
gle looked around to where he had 
laid down the poker six feet away.

“All strangers,” said Purling again. 
“Say, where’s Joe Bannard? The 
owner, I mean. I saw him take a 
train to the city this morning. But 
he said he’d be back tonight and—” 

“He’s drunk.” said Mr. Reaper 
gently.

“He—what-t? Say, I never saw Joe 
take more’n one drink in my life. 
Why—”

M R. REA PER smiled in a vague 
way, tittering a little. "You’ve 

never been with Joe when he gets to 
the city, I guess, Officer. You should 
have heard him on the phone tonight 
—that was before it went out of com
mission . . . . ”

“Oh.” Purling whistled with sur
prise. A fresh onslaught of rain hit 
the side of the house like machine- 
gun fire. “Y m're a friend of his, I 
reckon.”

Mr. Reaper inclined his white head. 
“Speaking of drinks, I think you bet
ter have one to stave off a cold. A 
man has one foot in the grave when 
he catches a cold.” He came for
ward, offering his own glass.

Maisie let out a little scream. “I 
thought I heard someone at the win
dow,” she half sobbed, on the verge 
of hysteria.

Nordley scowled at Mr. Reaper.
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“W e’ve got women here! Do you 
have to sound like an undertaker ev
ery time you open your mouth, 
man?”

Mr. Reaper said he was very sorry. 
Purling guffawed. “Don’t worry, 
folks, I’m here even if I ain’t got my 
badge. Or maybe some of you got 
me figured for that Mantas guy, 
huh? Har-har!”

Nordley had moved over beside the 
fire poker Charley Fringle had laid 
on the scuttle on the hearth. “Ha- 
ha! Why I could be Mantas, myself. 
I could have just said I was on a 
fishing trip. And, after all, I can’t 
identify myself since I lost my wal
let when the boat capsized. I—hey, 
Reaper, what was that noise in the 
kitchen? The back door locked?”

“Charley—do something!” sniffed 
Ella Fringle.

“Let us keep calm, everybody, 
please,” said Mr. Reaper. “Perhaps 
if we all said a little prayer-—”

Ella Fringle nodded eagerly. “Yes, 
yes. That’s a good idea.” She signed 
to Charley and he nodded.

Mr. Reaper laid a hand on his 
chest. “Dear Lord God above,” he 
began. A long-drawn rumble of thun
der blotted out his voice. “—and we 
who walk in the valley of death,” his 
words came through as the thunder 
ebbed, “shall have no fear.” He asked 
the Almighty to look over them for 
they were sinners who had sinned. 
They were not worthy but could 
God, in his great nwrey, spare them 
from the destruction and damnation 
of His righteous anger, Mr. Reaper 
said. They were but the sons of mor
tals, doomed to return to the bowels 
of the earth when they had come, 
but would praise Him with their last 
breath, Mr. Reaper promised.

It was a nice prayer but a little de
pressing. “Ashes to ashes and dust 
to dust,” Mr. Reaper concluded, “Thy 
will be done. We—”

There was a blow on the front 
door.

ORDLEY grabbed up the poker. 
Then they heard a key scrape, 

the rasp of the lock. “Who’s there?” 
roared Purling, hand on a gun butt.

“ ’S me, Joe Bannard, E d !” the 
man at the door .ailed as he stum
bled in with a blast of wind on his 
heels. The door slammed. He came 
down the hall and into the room, a 
tall, gaunt man with rain sluicing 
from his clothes as he pulled off his 
gloves. “Saw your car, Ed, at the 
other side of the down tree that 
blocked me. Walked up^the rest of 
the way. Some night. W hew!” He 
seemed very sober as he surveyed the 
rest of them. “You folks got stuck, 
too, eh? All right. But whoever 
busted that window on the porch to 
get in—he’s got to reimburse me for 
it !” His thin lips pursed up. “Real
ly tain’t legal to bust into a man’s 
house under any conditions or—”

“Don’t think none of these folks 
broke the window, Joe,” Ed Purling 
said. “Your friend, Mr. Reaper, let 
them in.”

Charley Fringle had looked at 
Reaper before and seen him stand
ing in that half-twisted-around way 
over by the radio. He had also noted 
subconsciously, without realizing 
what it meant at the moment, that the 
plug of the radio connection hung 
down from the wall socket.

“My friend, Mr. Reaper?” Bannard 
said, puzzled. “Why I don’t know 
anybody by that—” He looked to 
where Purling pointed at the white- 
haired man.

They all looked. They looked right 
into the siow-swiveling muzzles of 
the .45 automatics in the co-called 
Mr. Reaper’s hands. Mr. Reaper was 
snickering crazily and his sad eyes 
were suddenly glassy with a mad 
light.

Purling choked. “Gawd help me, 
they said that Mantas was white- 
haired !”

Death Mantas’ flaccid lips curled 
back from his teeth in the grin of a 
death’s-head. “Ashes to ashes.. .dust 
to dust,” he cackled. “You who are 
about to d ie .. . . ”

THE END



HOMICIDE ★  ★
★  ★  ★  PLA T E

A Baseball Muider Novelet

By M arvin  Byerson
When Death struck 
out S t e v e  Walker, 
manager of the Pur
ple Caps, it left Chip 
Hawley holding the 
bag!
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CHAPTER I 

"Put Out”

HIP H A W L E Y  walked 
through the gloomy shadows 
under the grandstand. His
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jaw was set determinedly. His eyes 
were narrow and sultry. His spikes 
made cuppy sounds in the soft dirt 
of the runway that led to the dress
ing rooms—and to Steve Walker’s of
fice.

Behind Hawley, on the playing 
field, under a battery of arclights, 
the Purple Caps were just starting 
the eighth inning of one of those 
twi-night games with the Sentinels. 
The roar of the crowd was loud in 
Hawley's ears.

For five years Chip Hawley had 
listened to that same crowd while he 
covered a lot of first base for the 
Purple Caps. Twice he had showed 
his heels to the rest of the team in 
the batting department. But now 
Chip Hawley was through!

At least that’s what the slip of pa
per, clutched in his big right hand, 
said. Released, waivered out of the 
big leagues to some obscure team in 
the Midwest.

Hawley didn’t think Manager 
Steve Walker had given him a square 
deal. The least Walker could’ve done 
was hand Hawley the release himself. 
He didn’t have to do it through 
Coach Ben Powell. That’s why Haw
ley was on his way to see Steve 
Walker.

Past the empty dressing rooms 
Hawley went. He paused a moment 
at the sound of water splashing in 
the shower room. He nudged open 
the door and saw pitcher Jay Mar- 
riot’s tow head above the door of one 
of the stalls.

Marriot was new with the Purple 
Caps. Came up during the summer 
from an industrial team. Showed a 
lot of promise, even if an inning ago 
he had been shelled off the mound 
via a barrage of Sentinel hits. That 
was just a few minutes before Steve 
Walker was thumbed out of the game 
for squawking about a close play at 
the plate.

Marriot hadn’t liked the idea of be
ing yanked. He thought he could 
pitch himself out of the hole. And 
he had told Walker so.

HA W LEY  closed the door and 
continued around the bend in 

the passageway that led to Steve

Walker’s private office. He knotted 
his big fist and bounced it against 
the frosted glass of the barrier. 
There was no answer.

He reached down, turned the knob 
and pushed the door open. The lights 
in the office were ablaze. Hawley 
entered and swept the room in a 
glance.

Walker was not there. At least 
Hawley did not see him as he walked 
toward the big green locker in which 
baseballs and other team parapher
nalia was stored.

There was a slight limp in.his left 
leg. Memento from a hunting trip 
last winter. One of his party acci
dently exploded his gun at Hawley’s 
left foot. Shot chipped a bone off 
the heel. A miracle of modern 
surgery made his foot walkable 
again. But it hadn’t been definitely 
established yet, whether it had fin
ished his career as a first baseman.

Hawley wondered as he crossed 
the office, whether it was possible 
that Walker could have changed 
from his baseball uniform into his 
street clothes and left so quickly.

He took another step toward the 
closet to see if Walker’s clothes were 
on the rack. A spiked shoe poking 
from behind the desk stopped his 
eyes!

He hurled forward and around the 
desk. The impact of what he saw 
staggered him. He stood quite still 
for several moment. The blood sang 
in his ears.

Steve Walker was here—and he 
was dead! A stark fact etched out 
on the cold-gray concrete floor of the 
office. Shot through the heart, he 
lay sprawled at Hawley’s feet. The 
purple-lettered words across the 
front of his white baseball uniform 
dyed crimson.

Hawley stood there a long time 
staring down at the corpse; wild
eyed; slack-jawed. In life Steve 
Walker had been rough, tough and 
surly. Death had smoothed none of 
the harshness out of his large fea
tured face.

Hawley’s gaze traveled to the desk. 
The drawers were open; ransacked as 
if someone had been searching 
through them, hurriedly.



Gray-faced, Hawley finally turned 
and crunched across the concrete 
floor of the office. He fumbled the 
knob in a sweaty paw, got the door 
open.

He was suddenly aware of the odor 
of perfume—sharp, exotic! He took 
a step across the threshold. Then it 
felt as if the grandstand had sudden
ly caved-in on his head, burying him 
in blackness under the debris.

Hawley lifted his head off the 
ground, squinted, looked around 
quizzically. It was several moments 
before, he realized he was still just 
outside Steve Walker's office.

Climbing to one knee, groggily, he 
put his left hand to the throbbing 
spot at the back of his head. It hurt 
worse than when the bone had been 
shot away from his heel.

He stood r.p and saw, strewn at his 
feet, the contents of his pockets. 
Handkerchief, sun glasses, a half
package of gum, wallet and a 
wrinkled score card of today’s game. 
Nothing had been taken—not even 
the wrinkled release that had been 
pried out of his hand.

His brows crawled together with a 
frown. What did the party who 
conked him think he had in his pock
ets? The same thing they’d been 
searching for through Walker’s 
desk?

He thought suddenly of Jay Mar- 
riot. The resentment the kid pitcher 
showed when Walker lifted him out 
of the box in the sixth inning. Mar- 
riot had been under the stands alone 
with Walker.

Marriot could have easily slipped 
unnoticed into Walker’s office and 
killed him. No one could’ve heard 
the shot through the thickness of the 
concrete walls and the din of the 
crowd in the stands.

But, on second thought, guys don’t 
go around bumping off their man
agers just because they’re taken out 
of the box. Yet—it might not be a 
bad idea to question Marriot . . .

There was a sudden rumble of boos 
from the fan-packed stands above 
him. He knew what that meant. Cur
few had rung. The umps had called 
the game. Obviously Joe Fan did not 
like it.

Voices came to him from around 
the bend in the passageway. Purple 
Cap players filing into the dressing 
room.

As Hawley stooped quickly to pick 
up his belonging*, his eyes fastened 
on a scramble of footprints in the 
soft dirt that had been tracked onto 
the concrete walk in front of the 
door. Marks of a woman’s high- 
heeled shoes!

His thoughts flashed to the whiff 
of perfume he caught as he opened 
the door, just before he was sapped.

H A W L E Y  nailed Ben Powell and 
the other players just inside the 

dressing room door. White-faced, 
Hawley blurted: “Steve Walker’s
just been killed. He’s on the floor 
in his office.”

There was utter silence in the 
dressing room for about thirty sec
onds—then the full meaning of 
Hawley’s words suddenly penetrated.

Players almost knocked him down 
as they charged through the doorway 
and raced around the bend to Walk
er’s office.

Hawley to^k that moment to search 
the dressing room for Jay Marriot. 
But the rookie pitcher was not there.

Half an hour later Chip Hawley 
sat in one ox the large leather chairs 
in Steve Walker’s office. Inspector 
Crane, sandy-haired, with cold gray- 
green eyes and a voice that was 
“rough on rats,” stood before him. 
The mild-looking man with the black 
bag, behind the desk, kneeling beside 
the corpse, was the medical examiner.

The inspector’s accusing eyes were 
focused on the ball player’s ruggedly 
handsome face. He rapped: “You
didn’t see a gun when you discovered 
the body?”

“No,” Hawley replied. But his 
thoughts were again on young Mar
riot. He hadn’t mentioned the kid 
pitcher to the inspector. Because the 
rookie flinger might know nothing 
about Walker’s murder. So until he 
had a chance to talk to Marriot, why 
drag him into the mess?

The medical examiner straightened 
away from the body, came around 
the desk with his black bag.

“Well, Doc?” Creedmore asked.
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“Bullet punctured the right ven
tricle of the heart. Death instanta
neous. Looks like a .22,” the medi
cal examiner replied as he stuffed his 
shiny instruments into his black bag 
and closed it.

The inspector gave a brief order to 
the cop standing just inside the door. 
The cop opened the door, hollered 
something to those outside.

Two burly guys entered almost im
mediately. Without question they 
placed the body of Steve Walker into 
a long wicker basket.

As the basket was carried past him 
and out the door, Chip Hawley drew 
back in his chair, thankful for its 
solid support. Kawley was not used 
to the sight or smell of death. It 
made his flesh crawl.

After the door had closed on the 
wicker basket and the medical exam
iner, Creedmore took a long twisted 
black cigar out of his vest-pocket and 
stuck it in his liberal-lipped mouth. 
Around the stogie he said: “You 
were lugging around a grudge be
cause Walker kept the seat of your 
pants glued to the bench.”

“I wouldn’t say it was a grudge," 
Hawley protested. “I just didn’t 
think Walker gave me a square deal.” 
Hawley broke off as the door opened.

The man who opened the door 
poked his head inside and said: “Hel
lo, Inspector. Like me to sit in? 
Maybe I can help out in places. Sort 
of know my way around the team, 
since it’s been my .beat these past 
fifteen semesters.”

Creedmore considered a moment, 
then said: “Okay, Crandall, come
in.”

A CE CRANDALL came into the 
office -nd shut the door. Cran

dall penned the popular sports pil
lar “Aces Up” and covered the daily 
doings of the Caps for the Daily E x 
aminer. Rather foppishly dressed 
was he; dark, cynical and acidly 
ironic.

Crandall walked across the con
crete floor, looking at Hawley with
out expression. The first baseman re
turned the gaze: wooden-faced. It 
was plain there was no great love be
tween these two.

Crandall hoisted himself on the 
edge of the desk and listened to 
Creedmore address Hawley.

“So you don’t think you got a 
square deal from Walker, eh, Haw
ley?” Creedmore asked.

"No,” Hawley replied. “He never 
gave me i. real chance to prove 
whether my foot was all right or not. 
He put Stretch Norman in at first 
base during spring training and all I 
got was an occasional chance to pinch 
hit.”

“And your pinch hitting certainly 
don’t give Walker any reason to be
lieve your c 'ot was okay,” Crandall 
put in, as he toyed with an auto
graphed oascball that stood on the 
desk. “One bingle in eighteen trips 
to the plate. While Norman was 
only pounding the ball at .325 and 
playing rings around you out there 
at first.”

“I didn’t say I thought I was bet
ter than Norman,” Hawley retorted. 
“I just said Walker didn’t give me 
a chance. He kept me on the bench 
—and gave eft" the impression I was 
washed up, so no other team would 
want me.”

Creedmore cut in sharply. “I ’m 
not interested in the ability of ball 
players. I ’m here to get to the bot
tom of Walker’s murder” He chewed 
on his cigar. “Hawley, you left the 
dugout at the start of the eighth in
ning. Came back here with a chip on 
your shoulder because you’d just 
been handed your release.”

“Release?” Crandall bounced off 
the desk, came toward Hawley and 
demanded: “So Walker was letting 
you go? Where?”

“Someplace out West,” Creedmore 
interceded. “The Raiders I think the 
name of the team was.”

Crandall rounded his mouth and 
whistled. “Cl ass D! Boy—that was 
burying you away; getting you out 
of his gray hair!”

“What are you driving at, Cran
dall?” Creedmore demanded.

“There’s been some chatter making 
the rounds about Hawley succeeding 
Walker as manager of the Caps," 
Crandall explained. “Shipping Haw
ley off to a Class D bush league
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would have cooked Hawley’s goose— 
but to a crispy brown.”

Hawley looked up hard at Cran
dall. “You couldn’t be trying to pin 
a motive on me?”

“It’s very becoming,” Crandall re
turned tartly.

Hawley was out of his chair mov
ing toward the sports reporter.

The inspector moved between 
them. “Cut it, both of you!”

Hawley’s wide shoulders writhed 
under the white flannel of his base
ball shirt. His face was a scowl. 
“He’s been sour on me ever since I 
first joined the Purple Caps and 
edged his pet, Pete Turner, off first 
base. He’s needled me from the 
start. Said I was a flash in the pan. 
A morning glory with two left feet. 
That I wasn’t fit to carry Turner’s 
mitt. But made him eat his words 
in capital letters. That was over five 
years ago. Since then the only time 
my name’s appeared in his column 
was when he wanted to pan me.”

“A sorehead’s squawk!” Crandall 
snapped.

H A W L E Y ’S face grew shades 
darker. He spun at the sports 

columnist. But Inspector Creed- 
more, anticipating the move, made a 
grab for the first baseman’s arms and 
pinioned them close against his body.

“I said cut it !” the inspector 
stormed. “One more break like this 
—and I’ll take you to HQ to finish 
my questioning.”

After a moment of motionlessness 
Hawley’s muscles relaxed. He said 
tight-lipped: “Then get him out of
here while you’re doing your ques
tioning.”

The inspector twisted his head and 
looked over his shoulder at Ace Cran
dall, reproachfully.

“You better beat it, Crandall,” he 
advised.

The sports reporter placed the 
autographed baseball back on the 
desk, but kept looking at Hawley 
with a smirk on his face. Then he 
strode across the floor, said, “Well, 
boys, I hope I helped some,” opened 
the door and went out.

Creedmore brought his arms away 
and stepped back.

“Kind of a warm temper, haven’t 
you, Hawley?” Creedmore intimated.

Hawley was wily. “Not warm 
enough to kill a man.”

The inspector took the black cigar 
out of his mouth and studied the 
wet end of it. “Why don’t you be a 
nice guy, Hawley,” he said, lifting 
his gaze to the first baseman’s face. 
“Tell us what you did with the gun.'’ 

“I didn’t see any gun!” Hawley 
persisted heatedly.”

“Walker was killed with one.” 
“Then whoever killed him—and 

whoever hit me on the head—took 
it.”

The inspector took a long drag on 
his cigar. He smiled depreciatively. 
“Still insist somebody hit you on the 
head, eh?”

“Think I put the egg there my
self?”

“Could be. Been tried before. Or 
maybe it was that woman whose foot
prints we didn’t find outside the 
door?”

Hawley scowled. “There were 
footprints out there!”

Creedmore said: “Sure,” puffed on 
his cigar for a couple of moments 
while he studied Hawley. Then he 
shrugged and announced “Okay, 
Hawley, that’ll be all for now.” 

Hawley stared for a moment, then 
tugged down the peak of his purple 
cap, pivoted and started toward the 
door. N

“Oh, Hawley,” Creedmore called 
after him. “Don’t take the advice of 
that release you were handed. Don’t 
report to those Raiders for awhle. 
You gotta stick around town for a 
spell.”

“I had no intention of reporting 
to them—ever!” he said expression
lessly, then he opened the door and 
went out.

CHAPTER II 
“Blond Surprise”

O UTSIDE the door a mob had 
gathered. Purple Caps, Sen
tinels, cops and reporters 

mixed in. Hawley could see why In
spector Creedmore scorned his story 
about a woman’s footprints in the 
dirt on the walk outside the door.
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With their over-sized dogs this mob 
had erased all trace of them.

Hawley said, “Sorry—nothing to 
say, fellers,” to the barrage of ques
tions the crowd hurled at him and 
hurried around the bend toward the 
dressing room.

He turned at someone’s light touch 
on his uniform sleeve. It was Teddy 
the bat boy. Teddy was fourteen; 
under-developed; skinny and wild
haired. Right now he looked as if 
he was going to bawl.

“It—it ain't true what they’re 
sayin’ about you, is it, Chip?” he 
slobbered. “You—you didn’t really 
kill Steve?"

“No. kid,” Hawley assured him. 
“They’re just taking their three 
swipes, hoping to catch hold of a 
lucky one and straighten it out.”

The tragedy went out of the kid’s 
face. He grinned up at the big first 
sacker like a miniature freckle-faced 
jack o’lantern. “I told ’em you 
couldn’t do nothin’ like that, Chip. 
Not you!”

Hawley rubbed his hand in the 
kid's wild hair and smiled. “Thanks, 
Teddy, at least I’ve one pal.”

Teddy went back to the mob. con
tentedly.

Hawley went into the dressing 
room, walked to his locker and 
started to open the green-metal door.

Spikes crunched on the concrete 
floor behind him. He turned and saw 
Ben Powell. The thin-faced coach 
was a large-sized' replica of what 
Teddy had looked like when he 
yanked Hawley’s sleeve.

Powell threw the filled-up leather 
baseball bag he was carrying onto 
the wooden bench that stretched be
fore the lockers, and he said sadly; 
“I’m sorry as the devil, Chip. If it 
hadn’t been for me you wouldn’t be 
in this jam. If I ’d held onto the re
lease and not given it to you until 
after the game like Steve said, some
body else would’ve found the body 
first.”

Hawley zipped down the front of 
his shirt and pulled the tails out of 
his pants. “But that’s how the breaks 
come sometimes.”

Ben Powell flopped down on the 
wooden bench, heavily; took ‘a plug

of tobacco out of his pocket and bit 
off a healthy chew. As his jaws 
worked up and down, he said: “Hope 
this doesn’t have any effect on Rocks - 
ley—I hope he hands you the man
agement of the team. Be swell work
ing with you, Chip."

Hawley pushed aside the bulging 
baseball bag and sat down on the 
bench beside Powell. He couldn’t 
help but compare that the last time 
he saw that leather-bag lying on the 
concrete floor of the dugout, empty, 
at the start of the sixth inning, 
things were a lot different. He had 
a job, Steve Walker was alive and 
he wasn’t up to his ears in a murder 
mess.

Hawley said; “Maybe Rockslsy’U 
give you the management of the 
team ?”

Powell shook his grizzled head, 
paused to aim a squirt of tobacco 
juice in the corner behind the lock
ers, then said: “Not a chance. Rocks- 
ley may think I’m a good enough 
coach. But he much as told me to 
my face I ’d never make a good man
ager.” He shifted the wad of to
bacco from one side of his mouth to 
the other. “If this killing doesn't 
blacken you too much, the job’ll be 
yours. Rocksley likes you. Chip.”

“That why he was shipping me off 
to the Raiders?” Hawley got up.

Powell froze in the act of squirt
ing more juice, turned and eyed the 
first baseman quizzically. “Thought 
you knew? Rockley’s out of town. 
Went upstate to the mountains for a 
month or so. He had nothing to do 
with signing your release. Walker 
waited until he was gone, to get rid 
of you.”

Hawley was stripped to his shorts 
now. He reached the large turkish 
towel hanging inside his locker.

Powell got rid of the juice, then 
said: “Walker was afraid of you. 
Chip. In the twenty years he’s pi
loted the Caps, you’re the first guy 
that ever came even close to threat
ening his job. The first guy that 
Rocksley might’ve been tempted to 
give a chance to, managing the team, 
I know, because I’ve been with the 
Caps ever since Rocksley first ap
pointed Steve manager. Since he was
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a second baseman and I was the top 
pitcher in this old league. That’s 
why Walker wanted you out of the 
way, Chip. And he grabbed the first 
chance that came his way.”

Hawley threw the towel over his 
naked left shoulder. “Why didn’t 
Walker just trade me?”

Powell flashed a wise tobacco- 
stained grin. “Afraid you’d come 
back to haunt him.”

Hawley frowned. “Swell! If In
spector Creedmore or the D.A. get 
their teeth into that— !”

He didn’t finish. He just shivered, 
turned and went into the adjoining 
shower room.

A  KNOT of morbid curious was 
on the sidewalk in front of the 

players exit when Chip Hawley is
sued into the street. Moving his 
wide shoulders uncomfortably under 
his dark gray suit, Hawley hurried 
past.

He walked east one block, crossed 
the street, walked another block, 
then turned the corner and walked 
two more blocks down a dark de
serted side street that led to the 
Lion-Arms Hotel where Jay Marriot 
was stopping.

Hawley could not dislodge from 
his mind that Jay Marriot must fit 
somewhere into this jigsaw, else why 
had he ducked so quickly?

Hawley heard a car draw into the 
curb behind him. He paid no at
tention to it until the car-door 
opened and a feminine voice called 
his name. He halted and turned to 
see a shapely silk leg poke out of 
the car.

“Mr. Hawley!” the girl called. 
“May I speak to you a moment?” 

Hawley hesitated a second, then 
advanced toward the car, slowly. The 
girl sat on the front seat of the car 
and she was alone. Her legs—skirt 
hiked above her knees—were out of 
the car; the rest of her was inside.

Halting a couple of feet away, 
Hawley squinted down at her. The 
light was bad. He could not make 
out her face distinctly from this dis
tance. But he saw enough to know 
she was blond, pliantly slender and 
very restful on the orbs.

“Yes?” he asked.
Her right hand went into her hand

bag. Hawley figured she was reach
ing her cigarettes, powder, or lip
stick.

He suffered a start when a small 
compact flat black pistol leaped into 
view from her bag. Immediately he 
regained his composure. His eyes, 
holding no particular expression, fo
cused on her white face.

She coughed, moved her red lips 
nervously; her dark eyes earnest.

“Please get into the car with me,” 
she said. She slid over behind the 
steering wheel and kept the gun 
leveled at the big first baseman’s 
chest.

Hawley smiled, said, "You hardly 
need a gun for that,” ducked his 
head and slipped into the car beside 
her. The motor purred very softly.

“Close the door,” she instructed. 
“And then clasp your hands behind 
your head.”

Hawley pulled the door shut. Then 
he interlaced his fingers back of his 
neck. He sniffled. The perfume the 
girl wore brought a soft glow of un
derstanding into his black eyes. He 
turned his head slightly to look at 
her.

“Eyes front!” she ordered tersely. 
“I don’t want to shoot you, but I 
warn you I will if I have to. Now— 
what did you do with the formula?”

Hawley frowned quizzically. “Come 
again?”

“Hold still. I'm going to search 
you!”

“If you find it,” Hawley said with 
a sad attempt at levity. “Would you 
mind letting me see it?”

The girl transferred the pistol 
from her right hand to her left. The 
snout of the gun close to Hawley’s 
ribs, she put her right hand into his 
coat pocket.

He might have made a grab for the 
gun. But the way the girl's hand 
shook, he didn’t think it advisable. 
She might accidently pull the trigger 
and blow a “nice” hole in his side.

His eyes traveled to the gear-shift. 
It had a screw-on black ball knob on 
top—and it was in neutral.

Without letting her see him, he 
slyly worked his foot across the floor
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of the car toward the shift-rod. Then 
suddenly he gave the rod a forward 
shove, with his knee, knocking it 
into reverse speed. The car gave a 
sudden backward lurge and stalled!

The girl let out a gasp of alarm. 
She tore the gun from Hawley’s ribs 
and twisted to see what had hap
pened.

A sharper gasp escaped her lips as 
Hawley’s left hand clamped over her 
gun-wrist. With a quick snap he 
twisted the pistol out of her hand, 
She grabbed for it as it dropped to 
the floor. But the first baseman 
scooped it up first.

He looked down at the black pistol 
which seemed much smaller in his 
large right paw.

“Hmm— .22,” he observed. “Same 
caliber Walker was killed with.” He 
slipped out the cartridge-clip. One 
bullet had been fired!

“I—I know what you’re thinking,” 
the girl croaked nervously. “But— 
but I didn’t kill Steve Walker.”

“But you won’t deny that you 
sapped me?”

She swallowed and answered in a 
meek voice. “Yes—I did that. But 
I didn’t kill Steve Walker.”

Hawley showed her the gun. “Isn’t 
this the pistol that killed him?"

“I—I suppose it is.”
“Where did you get it?”
“In his office.”
“You know who killed him?”
“No.”
“Then how come you’ve got the 

murder gun? And what were you 
doing lurking in the shadows outside 
the office?”

THE girl mashed her handbag in 
her lap. Her eyes looked fear

fully into Hawley’s eyes, and she 
said: “I went to see Steve Walker. 
I was in the stands tonight. Saw 
him put out of the game by the um
pire and figured it an excellent 
chance to get him alone—to talk to 
him. So I went down under the 
stands to his office. I didn’t know 
exactly where it was located, so it 
took me a little while to find it.

“Walker wasn’t there. At least I 
didn’t see him. I decided to wait.

As I started toward one of the chairs, 
I spied that pistol on the floor. W ith
out thinking I picked it up. Then— 
I saw his body—”

Tears welled in her eyes. Emo
tional tears. She waited a moment 
until she calmed down. Then blink
ing the tears out of her eyes, she 
went on: “I was afraid to put the 
gun down again because my finger 
prints were on it. And I didn’t know 
how hard you had to rub to get them 
off. I put the gun in my handbag 
and hurried out of the office. As I 
got outside, I heard someone in 
spikes coming along the concrete 
walk. I ducked quickly behind one 
of the posts and waited to see who 
it was. It turned out to be you.”

Hawley, stuffing the gun in his 
coat pocket, asked: “But why did 
you slug me?”

“I—I thought you were the mur
derer—returning for something—the 
gun maybe?” the girl told him.

“You could’ve called the police,” 
Hawley inserted.

“I—I was afraid to call them. I 
thought maybe you were the only one 
who knew where the formula was. 
That’s why you had to be free.”

“And that’s why you sapped me?" 
Hawley put in. “Because you 
thought I had the formula? What’s 
the formula for?”

“I don’t really know," the girl re
plied. “It isn’t anything really im
portant—that is, except to a chemist. 
It’s for separating one atom from 
another atom or something. But it 
belongs to my sister’s husband. He’s 
a chemist.”

Hawley frowned dubiously. “If it 
isn’t very important, you’re certainly 
going to a lot of trouble to get it 
back.”

The girl swallowed and said low- 
toned: “It—it isn’t easy to say about 
one’s sister—but she’s—well, not very 
discreet about some of the things she 
does. Especially whet, her husband’s 
out of town. And it seems the last 
time he left, he entrusted the formula 
with her. She met Steve Walker. 
Walker got the formula away from 
her somehow. She must have showed 
it to him or something. Then like a
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fool told him how much trouble it 
would cause if she didn’t get it back 
before her husband found out.”

“So Walker was blackmailing her?” 
Hawley interceded.

“Yes,” the girl said.
Hawley knew that in sipte of his 

gray hairs, Steve Walker was quite 
a ladies’ man. Also more than once 
the rotund pilot of the Caps had trod 
the plush in the office of baseball’s 
big boss. They frowned on his gam
bling and on some of his associates. 
They didn’t think them in the best 
interest of the game.

Then, too, during the infamous 
Mole Cannon scandal more than a lit
tle of the muck had splashed on 
Walker. Mole Cannon was the Pur
ple Caps’ outfielder of some years 
ago, who took a piece of shady money 
to approach a player on an opposing 
team and try to bribe him to let a 
few balls dribble through his legs in 
an important game. The player nat
urally squawked, which was his duty, 
and Cannon was banished from or
ganized baseball.

But before he went, Cannon vowed 
up and down that he was only the 
goat in the sad affair. That the or
der came through Steve Walker. Of 
course, Walker denied it flatly. The 
rat who paid Cannon said Walker 
had no part in it, and Owner Rocks- 
ley stood behind the manager.

All of which meant Walker was no 
angel—but blackmail— !

“That’s a little far-fetched,” Haw
ley told the girl.

“You don’t believe me?” she 
gasped.

Hawley shook his head. “Walker 
couldn’t afford to go in for anything 
like that—even if he wanted to.”

There was the sound of a car be
hind them. Hawley turned, looked 
over his left shoulder through the 
back window.

“Police car," he whispered to the 
girl.

She stuck her golden head out 
through the side window. As the 
prowl car drew alongside, she let out 
a wail like a banshee: “Help!”

Hawley’s mouth dropped open with 
profound astonishment. It was the

last thing in the world he had ex
pected her to do. He grabbed her 
right arm and rumbled: “Shut up!”

Again she screamed: “Help!”
The brakes of the police car 

squeaked as it came to sudden jolt
ing halt alongside them. The blue- 
capped head of a cop poked from 
inside the prowler. “What’s all the 
yellin’ for?”

“This man." the girl blurted 
breathlessly. “He—he opened the 
door of my car and jumped in beside 
me."

Sweat beads were visible on Haw
ley’s brow as his hand dropped over 
the gun in his coat-pocket. This was 
the murder-gun! If these blue-jack
ets frisked him and found the auto
matic, coupled with the suspicion al
ready dumped on his doorstep—he 
would be a cooked pigeon!

Hawley’s gaze shot to the small 
black ball atop the gear-shift rod. 
As one of the cops slammed open the 
door of the police car and leaped out. 
Hawley’s left hand, unseen by the 
girl, unscrewed the black ball.

The cop came around behind the 
car, gun drawn.

Hawley weighed the little black 
ball in his hands, tentatively.

The cop took a step toward the 
car, gun leveled. He barked: “Come 
out—reaching! Move!"

Chip Hawley moved. But it was 
not the way the cop expected. Haw
ley brought his left hand up quickly. 
He made a short snap throw same as 
he had made so many times on the 
diamond. With a dull “whock!” the 
heavy black missile caught the cop 
smack between the eyes—where it 
would not do serious damage. The 
cop dropped like a beaned batter.

In a flash, Hawley had the door 
open. He leaped over the prostrate 
form of the cop and was sprinting 
down the dark street before the sec
ond cop could slide from behind the 
steering wheel and give chase.

Hawley turned the first corner and 
kept running. The limp in his left 
leg deterred his speed only slightly.

He did not stop running until he 
was half-a-dozen blocks away and 
was sure he had lost the bluecoats.



44 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective

Then he paused to catch his breath 
and unscramble his thoughts.

He wondered if the girl would tell 
the cops who he was. He didn’t 
think so. She’d probably stick to her 
yarn that he was just a stick-up ar
tist. Because from all appearances 
she wasn’t any more anxious to in
volve herself in the killing of Steve 
Walker, than he.

CHAPTER III

"Junior Rat”

f T WAS almost twelve midnight 
when Chip Hawley entered the 
Lion-Arms Hotel. He walked 

across the deep blue plush in the lob
by toward the desk. The pallid-faced, 
bald-headed night clerk looked up 
from behind the desk with a smile 
and a cheery: “Good evening!”

Hawley nodded, leaned across the 
desk and asked: “Is Mr. Jay Marriot 
in?”

A frown furrowed the clerk’s tall 
forehead. “Mr. Marriot checked out 
almost two hours ago, sir.”

It was Hawley’s turn to frown. 
“Checked out?” he echoed. “Did he 
leave any forwarding address?”

“No, sir.”
Hawley’s eyes darted to the key 

rack. “Would it be all right if I 
took a look around his room? I’m a 
friend of his—a teammate, Chip 
Hawley.”

The clerk smiled again. “Yes, sir, 
I know. I recognized you when you 
first came in. As a rule celebrities 
don’t like to be recognized—so we al
ways wait.” His eyes followed Haw
ley’s eyes to the key rack. He 
shrugged and said: “It isn’t exactly 
according to the rules, Mr. Hawley. 
But since the room’s empty and I 
knew you—”

A  F E W  minutes later Chip Haw
ley was standing on the broad 

blue runner in front of Room 802 on 
the eighth floor of the Lion-Arms 
Hotel. He inserted the key that the 
desk clerk had given him, into the 
lock and opened the door. Clicking 
on the lights, he entered.

No doubt about Jay Mariot hav
ing cleared out in a hurry. The clos
ets were empty. The drawers of the 
desk and bureau open and cleaned 
out.

Hawley bent down beside the desk 
over the wastebasket. He took out 
two crumpled balls of white paper. 
He smoothed out one of them, exam
ined it. It was an incompleted let
ter written on hotel stationery. It 
was dated today and began: “Dear 
Dad, I’ve made up my mind. To
night I’m going to— .” The rest was 
blank.

Hawley smoothed out the second 
ball. This was an envelope addressed 
in a scrawly, unsteady hand to “Mr. 
Jay Marriot, Lion-Arms Hotel, Em
pire City.” And it was postmarked 
two days ago from Litchfield Plains, 
Georgia.

Hawley read the postmark again. 
Litchfield Plains seemed rather fa
miliar to him. He felt he’d heard or 
read the name somewhere before— 
linked with something of vast impor
tance.

He stuffed the envelope and the in- 
completed letter inside his coat pock
et. Then from the desk he took a 
blank envelope and addressed it to 
himself. This he put in his pocket, 
also. Then with a final look around 
the room to make sure he hadn’t over
looked anything of importance, he 
opened the door and left.

Fifteen minutes later, Chip Haw
ley sat in Sam’s Hof Brau on Broad
way around the corner from his ho
tel and had a quick light supper. 
When he paid his check, he asked 
Sam for a brown paper bag and a 
two-cent stamp. Sam obliged.

Hawley walked a couple of blocks 
to the subway. He went down into 
the kiosk, pud his nickel and en
tered the station. Walking to the 
row of individual lockers, he insert
ed a dime, turned the key and opened 
the locker.

Careful that no one was watching, 
he slid the gun out of his pocket. He 
wiped it clean of fingerprints, put it 
into the brown paper bag, twisted the 
top of the bag and stuffed the whole 
business into the locker.

Closing the door, he put the key
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in the envelope addressed to himself 
and sealed it. Then he left the sta
tion. Into the first mail box he came 
to, he dropped the self-addressed, 
stamped envelope.

At least that took care of the mur
der gun in case the police got the 
bright idea to pick him up and search 
him.

HA W LEY  unlocked the door of 
his apartment in the Hotel St. 

Michael. As he switched on the 
lights and closed the door, a man 
came out of the bedroom, slinky as 
a reptile.

He was a medium-sized, small
boned individual; dark, with drab 
olive skin and small slanted Jap-like 
eyes. He wore expensive clothes that 
were cut a little more extreme than 
was the current fashion. The brim 
of his black hat was pulled down on 
the right side; his right ear tucked 
underneath. He fingered an over
sized clasp knife.

“I’ve had quite a wait for you, Mr. 
Hawley,” the man with the knife said 
with a mock bow, leaning his left 
shoulder against the door-jamb.

Hawley scowled. “Who are you? 
What do you want?”

The man grimaced evilly and his 
Jap-eyes slanted narrowly as he 
touched a spring on the knife and a 
fat, dangerous-looking blade shot out. 
He said: “I’ll ask the questions! 
Where’s the paper you lifted off 
Steve Walker?”

Hawley’s face showed no change, 
only the least flicker of light came 
into his eyes. “The formula?” he ex
acted.

The man with the knife straight
ened away from the door. “So you 
know about it? Then you must have 
it?”

Hawley shook his head. “Wrong 
guess!”

“W e’ll see,” Jap-eyes muttered as 
he moved forward.

Hawley waited until the knifer was 
only a step away, until his livid hand 
was reaching out to frisk him. Then 
Hawley went into action. He spun 
at Jap-eyes quicker than he had ever 
spun to nab runner off first base. 
His left clicked solidly against the

man’s jaw and Jap-eyes reeled across 
the room into the wall.

Jap-eyes shook his head groggily, 
blinked and straightened away from 
the wall. Murder stabbed out of his 
eyes. His face was a mask of fury.

Raising the knife, he took a couple 
of steps forward. Hawley stiffened, 
arose on his toes and lunged at the 
man. Jap-eyes brought the knife 
down in a sweeping, glittering arc. .. 
But Hawley was not there. In as 
neat a fadeaway slide as he ever exe
cuted on the diamond, Hawley hit 
the floor to the right of Jap-eyes, en
tangled his legs in the other’s legs 
and Jap-eyes hit the floor with a 
jarring thud.

Hawley twisted and leaped at the 
man. His left fist closed around the 
knife-wrist ..nd he drove his right 
fist against the man’s chin. Jap-eyes" 
head snapped back as far as it could 
go. Hawley drove another right to 
the same spot. The struggle went 
out of the man. He closed his Jap- 
eyes and went to sleep. .. .

Hawley picked up the knife; a 
wicked-looking weapon with a blade 
six or seven inches long. Hawley 
closed the knife and pocketed it. 
Then he bent over the prostrate form 
of Jap-eyes and emptied his pockets.

IN TH E man’s wallet was his Se
lective Service card which said 

his name was Kenneth Dimilian and 
told where he lived. Also in the wal
let was a small business card with the 
name “Nails Getto, Meridian Apart
ments,” scribbled on it, and several 
ragged-edged newspaper clippings. 
Hawley read one of them, date-lined 
June 2nd, 1942:

"EX-JA N ITO R ABSOLVED  
IN CASTNER MURDER 

“Kenneth Dimilian, 34, ex-janitor 
at the chemical lab in which Godrich 
Castner was brutally slain, was today 
absolved of having any part in the 
murder.

“Dimilian was brought into the 
case by the defense in a vain attempt 
to save Martin Hood, Castner’s as
sistant and accused slayer of the 
aged chemist, from the death penalty. 
Although it was discovered that Dl-
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milian had a former and lengthy po
lice record, he established to the sat
isfaction of the court that he was in 
Los Angeles at the time Castner was 
murdered in San Francisco.

“Castner at the time of his murder 
was working on a secret process for 
making imitation silk. According to 
Hood, Castner had the formula for 
this silk completed and ready to be 
manufacture^! at the time he was 
slain. Although Hood claims he nev
er saw the formula and does not 
know what it consists of, he did see 
a sample of the synthetic silk.

“He says it not only contains the 
high quality of real silk but is two to 
three times more durable than silk 
or nylon. The greatest advantage of 
this syntheiir silk is that it requires 
no war materials to make.

“The formula, as yet, has not been 
found.”

Hawley's eyes were bright with 
comprehension as he glanced at the 
other clippings. They all dealt with 
the same subject, how cleverly Di- 
milion had been cleared. One of the 
clippings contained pictures of Di- 
miiian, the murdered chemist and his 
assistant, Martin Hood.

The way Hawley figured it, this 
must have been one of the few times 
Dimilian ever got his name spread 
across the front pages and, in his 
warped mind, must have been very 
proud of the fact. Therefore he car
ried these clippings around in his 
wallet to gaze upon.

Hawley put everything back into 
Dimilian’s pockets and stood up as 
the ex-janitor’s Jap-eyes began to 
flutter.

F INALLY Dimilian opened his 
orbs, blinked and looked around. 

It was several moments before he 
showed any sign of remembering 
where he was. Then he lifted his 
head off the floor and scrambled to 
one knee. He groped on the floor 
for the knife and when he did not 
find it, a look of alarm came into his 
eyes, his weak mouth drooling.

Hawley said: “The Castner formu
la ought to be worth a small fortune.

Bet the police’d like to know you’re 
so interested in it.”

Dimilian’s astonishment was genu
ine as he got to ' is feet. He opened 
his mouth to speak, frowned with 
hurt and put his hand to the sore 
spot that Hawley’s fist had left on 
his chin.

Hawley reached out and grabbed 
the lapels of Dimilian’s coat. “How 
did Steve Walker get hold of the 
formula?” Hawley demanded.

Dimilian struggled to get free. “I 
don’t know!”

Hawley studied Dimilian critical
ly. He had an idea that Dimilian did 
know. But he not only had all the 
earmarks of a hermetically sealed 
clam—the San Francisco police must 
have given a guy with a record like 
his quite a going over in spite of his 
alibi. And if they couldn’t make him 
sing, what chance would an amateur 
like Hawley have?

There wasn’t much sense in turn- 
ing Jap-eyes over to the police, 
either; even if Dimilian had come 
here with mayhem in his heart. Be
cause Dimilian was plainly not alone 
in this thing. Nor was he the type 
to give the orders. He may have 
stolen the formula, maybe killed 
Castner and even Steve Walker. But 
he definitely was not the man who 
jiggled the strings.

If Hawley let Dimilian go, most 
likely the ex-janitor would scoot 
back to his boss and report what had 
happened. And if there remained 
even a semblance of suspicion in the 
Big Fry ’s mind that Hawley might 
have the formula, they’d surely strike 
again. And perhaps next time Mr. 
Big Fry himself would do the call
ing? At least it was worth a try.

He shoved Dimilian back into the 
door roughly and growled: “Okay, 
Rat, get out—and don’t come around 
here again pulling any more knives 
—or I ’ll shove the next one down 
your throat.”

Dimilian needed no second invita
tion to leave. He almost tore the 
door off its hinges, getting it open 
and rushing out.

A T TEN o’clock the next morn
ing the door of suite 10-A at
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the Claremont Hotel was opened by 
Louis Rocksley, owner of the Pur
ple Caps Baseball Club.

Rocksley was a distinguished-look
ing man of medium stature, perhaps 
sixty years old, with black hair 
splashed with silver at the temples, 
aquiline features and grayish eyes 
behind black - ribboned pince - nez. 
When he held out his hand to Haw
ley and said, “Hello, Chip,” his voice 
was tired but warm and friendly.

Hawley took his hand, smiled and 
said: “It’s good to see you, Mr. 
Rocksley. I got the message you left 
at my hotel and hurried right over. 
Ben Powell told me you were up
state on vacation. Too bad you had 
to cut it short and come back.”

Rocksley nodded wearily as he told 
Hawley to come in. They went into 
the study and sat down.

Rocksley took off his glasses, 
pinched the bridge of his nose be
tween thumb and forefinger and said 
regretfully: “Too bad about Steve 
Walker. Too bad.”

Hawley wagged his head up and 
down. “Payoff is the police think I 
did it.”

Rocksley shook his head, put his 
glasses back on his nose and dis
charged : “Absurd!” Then without 
ceremony he went on: “Chip, I want 
you to take over managing the team. 
I’ve had it in mind a long time. But 
I couldn’t bring myself to get rid 
of Steve Walker after twenty years 
of service—especially with the team 
in the first division. Still a first di
vision team isn’t what I want, Chip. 
W e’ve a darn good ball club. I ’ve 
never stinted for one moment, when 
it came to buying any player, no mat
ter how high his price ticket, if I 
thought it would help us to a pen
nant. Yet Walker hadn’t given me 
one in ten years. And I want one! 
That’s my interest in baseball, Chip. 
A championship. And with you lead
ing the boys, I think we can have 
one.”

Hawley frowned. “Didn't you hear 
that Walker gave me my release?”

“Absurd!” Rocksley replied. “Tear 
it up! Walker spoke to me about 
getting rid of you since the begin
ning of the season. I wouldn’t listen

to it. He knew you were a threat to 
his job as long as you remained on 
the team and he was determined to 
get you out of the way. So the min
ute my back was turned— He emit
ted a weary sigh. “But that’s past 
history. Chip. I want you to man
age the Caps."

H A W LEY  placed his hands on 
the arms of his chair and met 

the club owner’s gaze steadily. “Don't 
you think that’ll sort of be putting 
me on the spot, Mr. Rocksley?” 

“You mean until after Walker’s 
murder is cleared up?” He thought 
a moment, then nodded his head. 
“Yes—maybe you’re right. Maybe 
it would look bad in the eyes of some 
people. Suppose I appoint Ben 
Powell, temporarily, until the smoke 
clears?”

“Fine,” Hawley said.
Rocksley smiled faintly. “But be

tween you and I—you're the team’s 
manager—as of right now.”

As they were sealing it with a 
handshake, the doorbell rang.

Rocksley arose and said: “That's 
probably my luggage.”

Hawley stood up, too. He said: 
“May as well let me out at the same 
time.”

They walked to the door together. 
Rocksley laid his long, manicured 
hand on the first sacker’s wide shoul
der and said: “I’ll see you at the ball 
park this afternoon, Chip. Meantime 
I ’ll speak to Ben Powell about tem
porarily handling the team—which I 
hope isn’t too long.”

He opened the door. A couple of 
denim-clad porters stood in the cor
ridor. One of them said: “Morning, 
Mr. Rocksley. Your baggage is here.” 

“Bring it in,” the club owner told 
them. He exchanged “goodbye” with 
Hawley and went back into his suite.

Hawley passing into the hallway 
and walking toward the elevator, 
glanced casually at the array of 
trunks and valises lined against the 
wall. His eyes glimpsed one of the 
tags. He stopped abruptly and, with 
wide eyes, read what the baggage- 
stub said:

“Shipped from Litchfield Plains. 
Georgia.”
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Hawley rode down in the elevator, 
his brain a swirl of confusion. What 
did it mean? Why had Rocksley told 
everyone he was upstate, when ac
tually he was down south in Litch
field Plains, Georgia? That was the 
same place the envelope came from, 
the envelope Hawley found in Jay 
Marriot’s wastebasket. What was in 
Litchfield Plains?

H A W LEY  came out of the hotel 
and bought a copy of the “Daily 

Examiner” at the corner newsstand. 
Pie put it under his arm until he'd 
boarded the uptown bus which would 
take him to his hotel.

Seated in the bus, he unfolded the 
paper. His eyes fastened on the 
headline “PU RPLE CAPS MANA
GER SLAIN AT BA LL PARK.” 

He saw that his nemesis, Ace Cran
dall. had been brought forward from 
the sports page to pen the featured 
front page story of the murder. In 
his popular breezy jargon, Crandall 
wrote: ,

“Baseball’s stormy petrel, Steve 
Walker, manager of the Empire City 
Purpie Caps, was thumbed out of the 
Big Game today, by that master of 
all arbitrators — the Grim Reaper — 
when a .22 bullet ended his life under 
the roaring, fan-packed stands at the 
Caps’ Stadium. . .  .

"Walker’s violent end came as the 
worst shock to the great American 
pastime since the Mole Cannon scan
dal which drove the ‘Mole’ out of 
baseball into retirement on his 50- 
acre farm at Litchfield Plains, 
Georgia

Hawley’s eyes almost bugged out 
of his head 'ind his brain and his 
heart did a joint flip-flop as he read 
the last line again. Now he knew 
where he’d heard the name “Litch
field Plains” before. It was in all 
the papers at the time of Mole Can
non’s disgrace. It was the Mole’s 
home town.

But what was the tieup? It was 
iifteen years since Mole Cannon 
went down the long dark road into 
oblivion. Could it be possible that 
he had come Gut of the shadowy past

to conceive some master-plot for re
venge against Steve Walker?

How was Louis Rocksley implicat
ed? And why had young Marriot, a 
kid pitcher with a brilliant baseball 
future, risked that future to be part 
of foul murder—if he was a part of 
it?

And where did Dimilian, the ex
janitor, fit in? And the blond girl? 
And the missing formula for making 
synthetic silk?

CHAPTER IV

“B lin d  Ju stice”

T T H R E E -FIFT E E N  that 
afternoon, Chip Hawley 
came into the Purple Caps 

dugout. The Caps were engaged in 
the last few minutes of infield prac
tice, prior to crossing bats with the 
Gray Dots in the first of a five-game 
series.

Ben Powell spotted Hawley, came 
over and laid his hand on the big 
first baseman’s back just above the 
large purple “5.” The grizzled, tc- 
bacco-chewing coach said: “Rocksley 
told me the story, that I was just 
fronting for you until the stew stops 
bubbling. So anything you want me 
to do, Chip—”

“Thanks, Ben,” Hawley responded 
as he watched Stretch Norman gobble 
up a grounder, clothes-line it into 
the catcher’s mitt, then lay down his 
mitt and come in. “Right now I 
think I’ll try me a slice of first base.”

Hawley picked up his own battle- 
scarred mitt, went up the concrete 
steps of the dugout and jogged out to 
the brown patch around the initial 
sack.

He stayed out there until the three 
umps made their appearance, then he 
took off his purple cap, wiped sweat 
from his heated brow and started 
toward the bench. Halfway, his gaze 
went up into the stands. He saw 
Rocksley seated in his field-box be
hind first base. He answered the club 
owner’s wave with a nod.

He saw a lot of other people he 
knew and nodded to them, too. Then 
his eyes caught on a girl sitting in a
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box a short distance away from the 
screen behind home plate. He stared 
hard, thinking at first he was mis
taken. But it was no mistake! It 
was the same blond girl from whom 
he took the murder gun last night!

She was not alone this afternoon. 
A man, whom Hawley failed to rec
ognize, sat in the box with her. He 
was a heavy-set, dark-jowled, beetle- 
browed gent. He wore a loud plaid 
sports jacket and a cocoanut hat.

The thin voice of Teddy the bat 
boy shattered Hawley’s musings. 
“Gosh, Chip,” the kid enthused. “You 
looked like a couple of million out 
there at first base. Just like old 
times. Sure nothin’ wrong with that 
foot of yours that I can see!”

He took Hawley’s gray mitt and 
carried it proudly toward the bench. 
Hawley walked alongside the kid, his 
brows gathered with a thoughtful 
frown.

Teddy looked up. “Somethin’ 
wrong, Chip?"

Hawley .iced down at Teddy, 
then at the blond, and then back to 
Teddy. “You want to do me a big 
favor, Teddy?”

“Sure, Chip. Anything you name.”
Hawley took Teddy to one side of 

the dugout, out of earshot of the 
other players and pointed to the 
blond and her plaid-coated escort in 
the field ’. ox. “See those two, 
Teddy?”

The bat boy nodded.
“I want you to g e t. off your uni

form, climb into your street clothes 
and go up into the grandstand and 
keep your eye on those two. When 
they leave, you follow them. Find 
out where the girl lives—and meet 
me later at my hotel.”

“Got cha, pal,” Teddy said with an 
outrageous wink and ducked through 
the door that led under the grand
stand.

As the ground crew manicured the 
diamond and re-whitened the squares 
around home plate, Ben Powell 
sidled to Hawley. With a fretful 
frown, the coach said: “Young Mar-
riot hasn’t shown up this afternoon, 
Chip. Wonder what happened to 
him? You know, come to think of 
it, he was under the stands last night

when Steve was bumped. You don’t 
suppose— ?”

Hawley interrupted with a faint 
grin. “Better leave the detective work 
to the police, Ben. Right now we’ve 
got ourselves a ball game to think 
about.”

E FT Y  Geisow started out for the 
Purple Caps and had a nice 

game up his left arm. Going into *-he 
last of the sixth inning it was dead
locked at 1-all.

As the Caps i_ame in to bat for 
their half of the sixth, Hawley 
climbed out of the dugout and went 
out to the third base coaching box. 
Ben Powell took up coaching duties 
at first.

Hawley glanced up into the stands, 
as the first Purple Cap stepped into 
the batting square. The two seats 
that had been occupied by the blond 
and Plain-coat were now vacant. 
Teddy was gone, too.

The Caps’ leadoff laced the first 
ball pitched to him for a line-drive 
single over second. He scampered 
up the base line to first base.

As the next batter moved toward 
the plate, one of the utilities trotted 
out to the first base coaching line and 
handed Ben Powell a telegram. Pow
ell read it, smiled and stuffed it into 
his back pocket.

The next three Purple Caps went 
down in one-.wo-three order. Hawley 
cut across the diamond and walked 
toward the dugout with Ben Powell.

“Looks like you sort of got good 
news,” Hawley remarked.

Powell frowned, then grinned as 
he realized what Hawley was talking 
about. “You mean the telegram? 
Yeh, sister of mine’s gettin’ married. 
Wants me to come to her weddin’. 
Ha—I’ll finance the blamed thing. 
Means one less dependent I ’ll have 
to support.” His face clouded and 
he corrected: “Or maybe it means
I’m taking r. new one on?”

Hawley laughed, took a drink from 
the bubbler and sat down.

Teddy was sitting on a divan read
ing a comic book in the Hotel St 
Michael lobby when Chip Hawley 
came in at six-thirty that evening. 
Hawley walked to the divan and sat
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down beside the kid. Teddy stuffed 
the comic book into his pocket and 
asked eagerly: “Who won, Chip?” 

Hawley smiled. “We did, Teddy. 
Tug Hamilton hit one over the wall 
in the ninth with a man on.”

Teddy beamed. The Purple Caps 
were the kid’s life blood.

Hawley asked: “Now what kind
of luck did you have?”

“Oh,” Teddy got out excitedly. “I 
followed ’em like you said. The man 
took the girl to her apartment. The 
—the Resinol. I pumped the door
man, found her name’s Myra For
sythe. And do you know who that 
guy with her was—Nails Getto!” 

“Nails Getto?” That was the name 
written on one of the cards in Dimil- 
ian’s pocket, Hawley recalled.

Teddy said: “Nails is a big shot 
gambler. I recognized him the min
ute I got a closeup. Once I caught 
him gabbin’ with Steve Walker. 
Walker told me if I ever breathed 
it to a soul, I ’d be looking for a 
new job.”

Hawley took a five spot and 
pressed it into Teddy’s small hand.

Teddy looked down at it with a 
frown. “Gosh, Chip, I didn’t do 
what I did for money. I did it cause 
we’re pals.”

Hawley grinned warmly. “Then 
because we’re pals, you keep it !”

Chip Hawley was standing in the 
vestibule of the Resinol Apartments 
at nine o’clock that night, scanning 
the names over the ro\v of bells. He 
found the one he sought “Myra For
sythe, Apartment 605” and put his 
finger on the black button; no an
swer. He pressed several others and 
the street-door-buzzer clicked.

He entered the lobby, strode to the 
self-service elevator and rode to the 
sixth floor. Before door “605” he 
halted, thumbed the bell. He heard 
it re-echo through the apartment; but 
no one came.

He went back to the elevator, rode 
to the roof. It was very dark. The 
wind, for late-June, was cool. There 
was no moon. The sky was a misty 
red-gray as if fixing to rain.

Across the tar-and-pebbles, Hawley 
walked to the fire-escape. He slipped 
over the parapet and went down the

iron rungs, gingerly. At the sixth 
floor landing he tried the window to 
the girl’s apartment. It was un
locked.

He opened it, noiselessly, slipped 
across the sill into the dark room and 
waited until he was sure he was 
alone. Then from his pocket he 
withdrew a match, struck it and 
found the wall-switch. He snapped 
it on and discovered he was in the 
kitchen.

Through the rooms he went, 
stealthily, snapping on the lights. He 
rummaged through the desk drawers, 
the pockets of the girl's coats, suits 
and dresses; the closets; even 
searched through her empty valises. 
He found nothing of importance. 
Then he tackled the bureau.

In the bottom drawer, under a neat 
pile of carefully ironed lingerie, he 
came across a black-covered photo al
bum. The black pages of the book 
were crowded with pictures of the 
girl and her friends during all the 
phases of her life. Under each pic
ture was a white-inked saying.

Halfway through the book a small 
snapshot stopped Hawley’s eyes. A 
picture of the girl and a man stand
ing before a two-car garage. The 
man was middle-aged with dark- 
rimmed glasses, a thin face and 
sparse hair.

Hawley had seen this man before. 
Rather he had seen another picture 
of the man—on the clipping in ex- 
Janitor Dimilian’s wallet. The man 
was Martin Hood, the man accused 
of killing Godrich Castner the scien
tist.

Hawley read the words below the 
snapshot with interest. They were: 
“Dad and me—after a lot of coaxing 
by yours truly—August, 1940.”

Hawley closed the black-paged 
photo album, placed it back carefully 
under the lingerie and shut the draw
er. There was a dawning brightness 
in his eyes as he put out the lights 
and left the apartment.

A CE CRANDALL looked up at 
Hawley from behind a desk 

that was piled high with papers, as 
the big first baseman came into his
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office at the Daily Examiner about 
balf-an-hour later.

“Well-well-well!” Crandall ejacu
lated. “You’re the last person, out
side of Hitler and Hirohito, I ever 
expected to see walk through that 
door.”

Hawley frowned, cleared his throat 
and said: “I want to talk to you, 
Crandall.”

Crandall grinned and said sarcas
tically : “Maybe you better go back 
to the reception desk first, and check 
your artillery.”

Hawley didn’t say anything.
Crandall waved him to a chair, 

took an ornate cigarette case off the 
desk and held it across to Hawley. 
The first sacker shook his head.

Crandall took one, mouthed it and 
lighted it. Then he leaned far back 
in his swivel chair, clasped his hands 
behind his head and blew out smoke. 
“Okay, Hawley, what’s the beef?” he 
asked finally.

Hawley looked at the sports col
umnist cold-eyed and said with bru
tal frankness: “We don’t like each 
other, Crandall, so let’s not sugar- 
coat this visit. But it so happens 
you’re the one person who can set me 
straight on a few things—even bet
ter than the police.”

Crandall inhaled deeply, then blew 
out a long slanting blue-gray cloud 
over the first baseman’s black- 
thatched head. “What makes you 
think I won’t tell you to go scratch 
your Aunt Minnie’s back?”

“Because it might find Steve 
Walker’s murderer and give you the 
inside on a story before anyone else,” 
Hawley •informed him. “And I have 
an idea you’re enough of a newspaper 
man to forget a grudge for something 
like that.”

The cigarette dangling from one 
corner of his mouth, Crandall said 
drily: “Last time I tuned in, the po
lice had the finger on you.”

“Which is exactly why I’ve got to 
turn up the real murderer,” Hawley 
returned. “You know the case his
tory of the Caps since away back 
when. You know the background of 
every player that ever wore one of 
its monkey-suits. What I want to 
know—did Mole Cannon ever have a 
sonr

The smile went out of Crandall’s 
sharply etched face. He looked 
across the desk at Hawley with sud
den attentiveness. “What’s Mole Can
non got to do with Steve Walker’s 
murder?”

“I ’m not sure yet. I want to know 
if he had a son?”

Crandall took the cigarette out of 
his mouth and crushed it out in a 
tray on the desk. But his eyes did 
not leave Hawley’s face. He said: 
“Yes, I think he did have one.” 

“Know how old the kid was when 
Cannon was black-listed?”

“About five.”
Hawley frowned. “That would 

make him twenty now. Just Mar- 
riot’s age.”

CRANDALL’S face was a ques
tion mark. “Marriot? Jay Mar- 

riot?”
Hawley met the reporter’s quizzi

cal gaze, unblinkingly. He said: 
“Crandall, I’ll give you a story no re
porter even dreams exists. But I’ve 
got to have your promise you won’t 
break the yarn until I say so.”

Crandall kept staring at Hawley, 
his right eyebrow lifted questioning- 
ly. Finally he said: “Okay, Hawley, 
I’ll play ball. W hat’s the dirt?” 

Hawley told the sports columnist 
about Jay Marriot being under the 
stands at the time Steve Walker got 
the “big one.” How the kid pitcher 
had checked out of his hotel. And 
showed Crandall the envelope he 
found crumpled in Marriot’s waste-

“Litchfield Plains?” Crandall ex
claimed. “Why that’s where Mole 
Cannon went when he retired. He’s 
got a fifty-acre farm down there.” 

Hawley nodded and showed Cran
dall the unfinished letter that was 
with the envelope.

“Which gives you an idea why I 
think Marriot might be Cannon’s 
son,” Hawley concluded.

“Wow—what a story!” Crandall 
shouted and reached for the phone.

Hawley smothered it. “You made 
a promise, Crandall!”

“But this is news!”
“And this is my neck!” Hawley re

minded emphatically. “Which will be
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stretched—but good!—if I don’t turn 
up the guilty party."

‘‘But you’ve got him,” Crandall ar
gued vigorously. “Jay Marriot! If 
he really is Cannon’s son and he was 
under the stands with Walker as you 
said— ! Cannon accused Walker of 
double-crossing him. Said Walker 
left him holding the sack to be ban
ished from baseball for life. Man, 
what more do you want?”

“Positive proof!” was Hawley’s 
stubborn rejoinder. “Besides there’s 
another angle you haven’t heard yet.”

Crandall moved forward, eagerly, 
until the desk against his stomach 
stopped him. His jet black eyes were 
alive with interest.

Briefly Hawley told the columnist 
about Dimilian’s hostile visit, the 
clippings found in the ex-janitor’s 
wallet, the missing formula that ev
eryone seemed to be looking for, and 
the name of “Nails Getto” on the 
card.

“Nails Getto?” Crandall echoed, 
then emitted a low whistle. “It was 
one of Getto’s stooges that gave Mole 
Cannon the greenbacks to talk Page 
of the Braves into throwing that ball 
game. And when the call came and 
everybody laid their cards face-up 
on the table, and Cannon stabbed the 
accusing finger at Walker, this 
stooge of Getto’s sallied forth and 
denied Walker had any hand in it! 
Which whitewashed Walker and 
nailed ol’ dumb Mole Cannon to the 
cross.”

“Then all this must tie in together 
somewhere,” Hawley said. “But the 
job is finding out how!”

HA W LEY  went back to his 
apartment after he left the 

Daily Examiner building. The Caps 
had a tough double-header scheduled 
with the Gray Dots tomorrow and 
Hawley figured a good night’s sleep 
would do him lots of good. Espe
cially since he seemed to have run 
up against a brick wall as far as his 
investigation was concerned. May
be with a little sleep under his belt, 
he could tackle everything with a 
fresh mind in the morning.

He undressed, climbed into a pair 
of bright-striped pajamas. He turned

out the light, pulled up the shade and 
got into bed. It was very dark and 
a cool damp breeze wafted in through 
the open window, making him draw 
up the covers. Maybe rain would 
wash out that double-header with the 
Dots tomorrow?

He couldn’t sleep. He lay there in 
bed for the fattest part of an hour, 
reviewing all that had happened. 
There certainly were a lot of loose 
ends. Nails Getto. The girl who 
called herself “Myra Forsythe.” Her 
father, Martin Hood. The ex-janitor, 
Dimilian. Louis Rocksley. Mole 
Cannon. Jay Marriot. The missing 
formula. It was all very complex— 
especially to a man unfamiliar with 
murder and intrigue.

He was just starting to doze—when 
there was \ sound in the next room! 
A footstep soft and padded.

Hawley shook away the sleep-webs 
that had started to weave across his 
brain. He sat up abruptly in bed and 
listened. There was absolute silence 
for about thirty seconds. Then the 
sound came again—someone was mov
ing through the next room!

Hawley bounced out of the far side 
of the bed. He grabbed his robe, 
trousers and a pillow and stuffed 
them under the bed-covers, an effigy 
of himself.

The silhouetted form of a man ap
peared in the doorway. In the dark
ness, Hawley could not make him 
out.

Stealthily the figure moved toward 
the bed. Hawley pressed back 
against the wall and glimpsed the up
raised blade in the man’s right hand, 
Hawley’s mind flashed to Dimilian 
and the wicked-looking jackknife he 
took away from the ex-janitor. Could 
this be Dimilian back for another 
visit?

Hawley, weight distributed on the 
balls of his feet, muscles tight, held 
his breath. Sweat stood out all over 
his large body. He thought surely 
the mysterious figure would hear the 
thump of his heart in the silence. If 
only he had some Weapon with which 
to strike back— !

The figure stopped beside the bed. 
straightened and without sound, 
drove the blade down viciously into
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the figure on the bed. Hawley, at the 
same time, hurled forward across the 
bed, swinging his left fist through 
the darkness like a loaded sling
shot.

The man let out a surprised gasp 
as Hawley’s fist smashed against the 
man’s jaw and drove him staggering 
back across the room. Hawley was 
over the bed and after the man. He 
seized the man by the coat as the 
man was starting through the door
way into the next room.

The man wheeled ana planted his 
fist against Hawley’s liberal chin. It 
was no light touch. It shook the big 
first baseman clear down to the soles 
of his bare feet.

Hawley grabbed the man by the 
throat, backed him into the wall. The 
man struggled for breath.

“Now,” Hawley said, panting, spac
ing his words. “W e’ll find out—who 
you are—”

As the ball player’s hand reached 
toward the light switch—something 
moist splashed in his eyes. Hawley 
didn’t notice it for an instant, then 
it began to smart and cloud his eyes 
so he couldn’t see.

T HE man brought up his knee and 
caught Hawley viciously in the 

groin. Hawley clung to the man 
tenaciously. A hard fist belted Haw
ley in the pit of the stomach; anoth
er exploded against his jaw.

Hawley was forced to let go of his 
assailant and tried to wipe the burn
ing substance from his eyes. The 
man took that moment to turn and 
flee through the rooms.

Hawley made a vain attempt to 
follow, hands rubbing his eyes. But 
halfway through the living room, he 
tangled with a chair that his attack
er had thrown in his path. Down 
onto the floor Hawley went, heavily.

The next moment the corridor-door 
slammed and the mysterious would- 
be assassin was gone.

Hawley climbed to his feet and 
groped his way to the bathroom. He 
clicked on the light, fumbled the 
faucet and turned it on.

He still could not see. What had 
the man thrown into his eyes? Haw
ley had heard about chemicals, like

tear gas, that temporarily blinded 
people. He had seen fountain pens 
filled with the stuff, advertised in 
magazines for the purpose of ward
ing off stickup men and mad dogs.

Or was it something more deadly? 
Suppose the man in the darkness had 
been Dimilian? Dimilian had worked 
around chemical labs. Maybe he’d 
gotten his hands on something that 
would cause permanent blindness. 
Maybe that’s what had been thrown 
into Hawley’s eyes.

That last thought brought icy shiv
ers to Hawley’s spine and he could 
feel the perspiration roll down his 
face.

He cupped his hands, filled them 
with water and washed his eyes. 
Again and again he did it. Gradual
ly the smarting went away and he 
could see himself, dimly, in the mir
ror that hung over the sink. His 
eyes were bloodshot and red-rimmed.

He rubbed his finger under the lid 
of one of his eyes, then put the fin
ger to his nose and sniffed. His 
mouth twisted with a faint grin as 
he looked at his finger.

It was not tear gas that had been 
thrown in his eyes. It was not the 
“fountain pen” stuff advertised in 
magazines. In fact, it hadn’t even 
been thrown. But it gave him a new 
lead to follow — a very important 
lead!

He turned off the water, dried his 
face in a towel and went to the tele
phone in the living room. He dialed 
Teddy’s number. The bat boy, his 
mother said, was in bed. Hawley told 
her it was very important that he 
speak to Teddy. After a few mo
ments, Teddy’s squeaky voice came 
over the wire.

“Teddy,” Hawley said into the 
mouthpiece. “Last night at the start 
of the sixth inning the leather base
ball bag was empty, yet when Ben 
Powell brought it into the dressing 
room after the game, it was filled. 
The only place new baseballs are 
kept are in the locker in Steve Walk
er’s office. . . Did you go back there 
and get them?. . . Oh—oh, I see. . . 
Thanks, Teddy. Now you hustle back 
to bed and forget I even called.”

He hung up with a thoughtful
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frown between his eyes. He waited 
a moment then called Postal Tele
graph. When that call was com
pleted he phoned Inspector Creed- 
more at Police Headquarters.

“Inspector, you’d like to nab Steve 
Walker’s murderer, wouldn’t you? 
Okay, I’ll deliver that guilty party 
to you if you’ll string along with 
me and do exactly as I say.” Chip 
Hawley rattled off instructions. Then 
he cradled the handpiece and pro
ceeded to dress rapidly.

CHAPTER V

“On the Inside”

H A LF an hour later Chip 
Hawley was one of eleven 
people in Steve Walker’s 

office under the grandstand at the 
Purple Caps’ Stadium. By invita
tion and deception they had been 
gathered here. Ace Crandall, Louis 
Rocksley, “Myra Forsythe”, Ben 
Powell, Nails Getto, Kenneth Dimil- 
ian, Inspector Creedmore and three 
harnessed bulls.

There had been the usual squawks 
and threats about the injustice of 
dragging them here in the middle of 
the night. But when -hey were in
formed that one of them was the 
murderer of Steve Walker, they soft- 
pedaled their belly-aching, for fear 
of being suspected as the guilty one.

“Well, Hawley,” Creedmore said 
impatiently after the last of the sus
pects had arrived and the office-door 
was closed, “you said if I helped you 
round ’em up, you’d hand over the 
killer. And believe me, you better 
keep your word—or your days of 
breathing F R E E  air’ll be over.” 

Hawley nodded that he understood 
the agreement. Then without wast
ing words he began. He turned to 
“Myra Forsythe” and asked bluntly: 
“You’re Martin Hood’s daughter, 
aren’t you?”

She paled and tried to meet his 
eyes without wavering. “I—I don’t 
know what you’re talking about,” she 
stammered.

Hawley smiled faintly. “Maybe 
fit’ll restore your memory if I tell you

that I found the photo album in the 
bottom drawer of your dresser and 
saw the snapshot you had such a 
job getting your father to pose for.”

The girl looked at him a moment, 
aghast. Then apparently convinced 
that he had her “dead to rights,” she 
lowered her eyes and said almost in 
a whisper: “Yes—I’m Myra Hood.”

Nails Getto moved his shoulders 
uneasily under his plaid sports jack
et. His eyes were fireballs looking 
at the girl.

Dimilian’s Jap-eyed face was the 
color of saffron.

“Your father’s in prison waiting to 
pay the death penalty for the mur
der of Castner, the scientist,” Haw
ley went on.

Quickly the girl looked up. There 
were unrestrained tears of emotion 
in her eyes. “My father didn’t kill 
Godrich Castner! My father’s inno
cent. He did it! He killed Godrich 
Castner!” She pointed an accusing 
finger at Kenneth Dimilian.

Dimilian scowled blackly. “She's 
nuts,” he protested. “I was in Los 
Angeles at the time Castner was 
murdered. I proved it at the trial. 
She’s trying to frame me to save her 
old man!”

He took a menacing step toward 
the girl. But Hawley, standing be
tween them, took the natty-dressed 
ex-janitor’s face in his hand and 
shoved Dimilian against the wall. 
Dimilian’s right hand crawled toward 
the inside of his coat, hesitated, then 
dropped white-knuckled at his side.

Hawley turned his gaze back to the 
girl as she went on: “Dimilian stole 
the formula and came East with it. 
My father tried to tell the police that 
Dimilian killed Castner and had the 
formula. They brought Dimilian 
back to San Francisco for the trial. 
But Nails Getto and his stooges 
framed a rock-bound alibi. They tes
tified that Dimilian was in Los An
geles at the time of the killing.”

Nails Getto pushed into the dis
cussion. “That’s a dirty lie!”

“Shut up!” Creedmore barked. 
Then added softly to the girl: “Go 
on, M iss Hood.”

“My father insisted I keep out of 
the case,” the girl continued. “Be-
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cause I couldn’t help him and the 
notoriety wouldn’t do me any good. 
So Dimilian and Getto never knew 
Martin Hood even had a daughter. 
Then when I saw how bad things 
were going for Dad, I decided to see 
if I couldn’t do something to save 
him. So I followed Dimilian East, 
trying to find what he’d done with 
the formula. . .and at the same time, 
try to prove his alibi false.

NYTHING in skirts could 
make Nails Getto fall, so I 

got into his confidence—learned the 
alibi was faked but couldn’t prove 
it. Dimilian was in San Francisco at 
the time of the murder. Getto agreed 
to go to the front for Dimilian pro
viding Dimilian turned over all but 
a small percentage of the formula to 
him. It was Getto’s intention to 
manufacture the synthetic silk him
self. But it required a little more 
money than he had on hand.”

‘‘So he must have gone to his old 
pal Steve Walker, whom he’d helped 
out of the Mole Cannon scrap,” Haw
ley put in.

“This is a frameup!” Getto cried 
out fiercely, his black beetle brows 
drawn together in a scowl over his 
large nose. “They’re tryin’ to twist 
it around and pin the Walker mur
der rap on me.”

“Maybe we won’t try to pin it on 
you, Getto, providing you tell the 
truth,” Inspector Creedmore voiced.

Hawley tacked on: “Help us collar 
the real murderer, Getto, and it’ll ex
onorate you.”

“They can’t fry you for perjury, 
Getto, but they can for murder!” 
Creedmore hammered at him.

Getto licked his thick lips. His 
shiny black eyes, dangerous as a 
cobra’s eyes, darted around the room, 
looking at each face until they set
tled on Inspector Creedmore’s hard- 
rock physignomy.

Dimilian, meantime, shivering in 
an ecstasy of fear, made frantic 
pleading gestures with his mouth 
and Jap-eyes for Getto not to speak.

But Getto ignored him and said: 
“Okay, I’ll sing my piece.”

“No, Nails!” Dimilian shrieked.
“Shuttup!” Getto spit at him dis

dainfully. “I should fry for a penny- 
ante rat like you.” His eyes went 
again to the Inspector. “Yeh, I went 
to Walker with a proposition to fi
nance the phony silk. And he gave 
me the okay. So I let him hang onto 
the formula for safe-keeping. But I 
didn’t kill him. Givin’ him the form
ula, trustin’ him with somethin’ as 
valuable as that, proves me and him 
was bosom pals.”

“Dimilian wasn’t in Los Angeles at 
the time Castner was murdered 
then?” Creedmore wanted cleared up.

“No, the rat was right where Hood 
said he was—in San Francisco,” Get
to replied.

Jap-eyed Dimilian’s hand flew be
neath his coat. He whipped out 
another savage-looking blade like the 
one he flashed in Hawley’s apart
ment. With a yell he sprang at 
Getto.

Hawley drove out his left fist as 
Dimilian sailed past him. It clipped 
Dimilian on the side of the jaw. Di
milian stumbled sidewards across the 
concrete floor of the office, dropping 
on one knee. Before he could re
gain his feet, one of the cops 
grabbed him, disarmed him and held 
him safely at bay.

“Did Dimilian kill Steve Walker, 
too?” Inspector Creedmore was anx
ious to know.

Getto mopped sweat from his 
face and answered: “No. Dimilian 
didn’t even know Walker had the 
formula until after Walker was dead 
—and I told him.”

“Then you sent him to my apart
ment because you thought I’d lifted 
it,” Hawley wedged In.

Getto nodded and didn’t say any
thing.

“Well, if Dimilian didn’t kill 
Walker, who did?” Creedmore de
manded. “And where’s the formula 
now?”

Hawley’s eyes traveled slowly 
around the room—past the girl, Get
to, Crandall, Rocksley—and settled 
on the thin, drawn tobacco-stained 
face of Ben Powell!

“Ask Ben where the formula is,” 
Hawley announced softly.

The grizzled coach shrank back 
against the concrete wall. His face
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was a livid mask. “Me? You’re—  
you're joking, Chip!”

Hawley shook his head very slow
ly. He said: “No, Ben, you have the 
formula and you killed Steve 
W alker!”

“That’s crazy," Powell denied, his 
lips moving convulsively, his eyes 
crowded with fear. “Steve was my 
pal. Why, we worked together on 
the same team for twenty years. 
Why should I want to kill a man 
who gave me a job coaching after my 
arm went dead?”

“Because Walker was the reason it 
was necessary for you to take a job 
coaching at the end of your pitching 
days,” Hawley pointed out.

A CE CRANDALL dipped in an 
oar. “Hawley’s right. Powell 

should’ve retired a rich man. Be
cause he made quite a heap of frog
skins during his top pitching years 
—and took miserly care that none of 
them hopped away. Which made him 
a juicy hunk of red meat for Walker 
to sink his bicuspids into. Walker 
got him to invest his ‘sock’ in what 
Walker promised was as safe as gov
ernment bonds. Powell trusted him, 
since they were teammates. Powell, 
on Walker’s say-so, bought acres and 
acres of ocean-front property during 
the Florida land boom some years 
ago.

"Later Powell found out the prop
erty was under three feet of water 
and every penny he had in the world 
was lost. Unfortunately that came 
near the tail-end of his pitching 
years. Gave him no chance to re
coup his losses.”

Hawley took up again. “Taking the 
coaching job afforded you the chance 
you wanted, Ben. To be near Walk
er. Because someday in some way 
you must have figured to get square 
with him. But not until it would pay 
you back dividends. I haven’t any 
way of knowing how you found out 
about the formula. But that shouldn't 
have been hard, because you and 
Walker were pretty thick these past 
few years—and Walker, I guess, con
sidered you harmless as an old hound 
dog. Maybe he told you about it, 
bragged how rich it was going to

make him? Or maybe you just used 
your rabbit-ears at the right time. 
At any rate, the formula was the 
chance you’d waited for. A chance 
to get rich—and get Walker at the 
same time. So last night you fol
lowed him to his office and killed 
him.”

“That’s just a lot of supposin’,” 
Ben Powell said desperately. “You’re 
just guessin’. You can’t prove a 
thing.”

“Oh yes I can, Ben,” Hawley in
formed him without raising his voice. 
“You made several slip-ups. I re
called that last night at the start of 
the sixth inning the baseball bag was 
empty. Yet when you came into the 
locker room it was full. That meant 
someone went to Walker’s office be
tween the sixth inning and the start 
of the ninth to fill the bag. So just 
before coming here tonight, I called 
Teddy. He said you left the dugout 
during our half of the seventh in
ning—right after Walker was put 
out of the game for arguing — and 
went under the stands for new base
balls. No one noticed you were gone 
because we were in the midst of a 
mild rally at the time.

“Going for the balls was just an 
excuse to get Walker alone. Actual
ly you went there to kill him. Then 
you left the gun on the floor, went 
back to the dugout and handed me 
my release. You knew I’d be hot 
under the collar and go right back 
to have it out with Walker. Then 
the police would nab me with the 
gun and you’d be in the clear. But 
someone else got there before me and 
picked up the pistol.” He took a 
moment to inform Inspector Creed- 
more where he could find the mur
der-gun. Then he went on: “Anoth
er thing, Ben, you told me that the 
telegram you received at the ball 
park this afternoon was from your 
sister who was getting married. But 
I checked with the telegraph office. 
I found out it was from the Acme 
Chemical Works, acknowledging the 
formula you sent to them for syn
thetic silk. It seems you were sell
ing them the formula outright. . .as 
your own invention.”

“But those sound like stabs in the
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dark,” Creedmore cut in. “Calling 
the telegraph office. Asking Teddy 
here tonight.”

“No,” Hawley responded. “Ben 
came to my apartment tonight to kill 
me. Must have followed me to 
Crandall’s office and feared I was get
ting too close to the solution. So he 
decided to finish me off. I would 
have found out who he was—but as 
I was reaching for the light-switch, 
he blinded me with a very ingenious 
method—tobacco juice!”

Powell, as Hawley spoke, had 
sidled toward the frosted glass door 
that led outside. All at once his 
hand tore a pistol from his coat 
pocket.

Hawley figured that Powell must 
have surmised something was cook
ing when he was summoned to Walk
er’s office in the middle of the night. 
But Powell couldn’t have refused to 
come without condemning himself. 
So he must have brought along this 
revolver just in case—

NE move,” Powell menaced 
as he moved nearer the 

door, “and I ’ll blast the person who 
makes the move. I can die only once 
for murder.”

Hawley’s eyes were on the shiny 
white baseball atop the desk. The 
same baseball that Ace Crandall had 
been toying with last night during 
Creedmore’s quiz-session. It was an 
autographed memento- from the last 
World Series in which the Caps had 
participated. Slyly, Hawley worked 
his way toward the desk.

Powell got his left hand on the 
knob of the door, the gun in his right 
hand leveled at those in the office. 
Then suddenly with the same con
tinuous motion, he swung open the 
door, snapped out the lights. As the 
room plunged into darkness, he 
hurled headlong through the door
way.

Hawley snatched the baseball off 
the desk in his left hand. As the 
door slammed behind the fleeing 
coach, Hawley fired the ball at Pow
ell’s silhbuette visible through the 
frosted glass. There was a clastic 
crash, a dull soggy "whock!” and the

silhouette of Ben Powell fell for
ward as a tree falls. . .

After Inspector Creedmore and the 
police officers had taken Powell, Di- 
milian and Nails Getto out to the po
lice cars, only Hawley, Crandall, 
Rocksley and the girl remained.

“There’s still something I don’t 
savvy,” the sports reporter said be- 
wilderedly. “Where does Jay Mar-
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riot and Mole Cannon fit into this 
puzzle? Why did Marriot take a 
runout and where’s he holed up?”

Hawley looked sidewise at Rocks- 
ley.

Rocksley coughed nervously and 
said: “I suppose I may as well con
fess — although for Jay Marriot’s 
sake I’d appreciate it if you don’t 
mention it in your column, Crandall. 
Jay Marriot is Mole Cannon’s son. 
When Marriot learned that Walker 
had been killed, he got panicky. He 
never stopped to think how it would 
look if he ran away. He thought 
only of what was in store for him if 
it was discovered he was Cannon’s 
son. So he packed his things and 
beat a hasty retreat to the shelter of 
his father’s farm—where he’s now 
hiding.”

Crandall f r o w n e d  quizzically. 
“How do you know that?”

“After Mole Cannon was ruled out 
of baseball, I felt a little sorry for 
him,” Rocksley confessed. “I’m not 
saying he didn’t deserve the punish
ment that was meted out to him. 
Baseball is too big and too clean a 
game to let anything like what he 
did pass without punishment. But I 
still couldn’t help feeling he was in 
sore need of a friend. You see, Mole 
Cannon didn’t do what he did be
cause it was bad or dishonest. He 
didn’t even look at it that way. He 
was just thinking of his team win
ning. Anyone who knew Mole knew 
he wasn’t the brightest person who 
ever wore spiked shoes.”

“I remember him,” Ace Crandall 
agreed. “An 18-carat screwball. 
Maybe that’s why he was selected to 
hand onto the dirty end of the 
stick?”

“Maybe,” Rocksley the club owner 
shrugged. “Anyway, feeling more or 
less responsible for his plight, be
cause I had to stand behind Steve 
Walker during the scandal, I decid
ed to run down and see him one sum
mer. We hit it off fine right from 
the start. Struck . up a fine friend
ship. Mole knows now he did 
wrong. But he holds no grievances 
against baseball. The fact that he 
groomed his son to be a big leaguer

proven that. But he knew the kid 
would never get very far with the 
stigma of ‘Mole Cannon’ on him. So 
the kid changed his name to Jay  
Marriot.

“I touted him to our scouts while 
he was knocking around with a semi- 
pro outfit. They, not knowing he 
was Mole’s son, recommended him 
for a tryout. You know the rest. E x 
cept that, every once in a while, 
whenever I feel the urge, I run down 
to Litchfield Plains and spend a few 
weeks with Mole. The hunting and 
fishing there are perfect. But for 
the best interests of all concerned, 
I didn’t think it was tne sort of 
thing that should be advertised. 
That’s why I’ve kept it a secret all 
this while.”

A CE CRANDALL smiled under
standing^ and said: “You’ve 

still got yourself a secret, Mr. Rocks
ley.”

“Thanks,” the club owner said sin
cerely. Then with a glance at Chip 
Hawley who stood near the girl, he 
added: “But there is one thing you 
can print. You can tell your readers 
that Chip Hawley’s the new manager 
of the Purple Caps.”

Ace Crandall tilted his head and 
said: “And from what I ’ve seen of 
the guy he oughta do okay.”

Hawley with a dubious expression, 
watched Crandall light a cigarette 
and asked: “Don’t tell me you’ve 
changed your mind about my abil
ity?”

Crandall exhaled smoke slowly, 
shook his head in a negative and re
torted. “No— I still think you’re a 
lousy first baseman.” He turned his 
attention to the girl. “I have my 
car outside, Miss Hood. If you’d 
care to have me—”

Hawley interrupted. "Miss Hood 
has her own car. And I happen to be 
going to see her home.”

Crandall looked at the first sacker 
with a censuring frown and declared 
with a shrug: “Well, that was a 
short-lived friendship!”

THE END
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Curtis Drexler's efficient murder plans didn't take an over-efficieni 
stage hand into consideration!

CURTIS D REXLER watched 
the wrinkles disappearing 
from his face beneath the 

protective screen of grease paint and 
powder, and there was a weariness 
in his heart that even the false ela
tion could not lift. He knew then, 
as he had never '..nown before, that 
he was too old to remain the matinee 
idol he had been for years. And the 
knowledge that the murder of James 
Stephen would make him wealthy 
within a year brought him no com
fort at the moment. For he knew 
that wealth could never make up for 
the adulation in which he had basked 
all of his life.

He used the touch-up pencil on 
the streaks of white in his thick 
main of hair, cursed suddenly and 
bitterly, and whirled to where his 
dresser stood white-faced and fear
ful.

“This isn’t my pencil!” he barked 
savagely.

“Look, Mr. Drexler,” the dresser 
said nervously, “I thought the num
ber two pencil would give better 
color, make better stage!”

Curtis Drexler slammed the pen
cil against the wall. “Who the hell 
cares what a young squirt like you 
thinks; get the hell out of here and 
don’t come back! I knew what made 
good stage before you were born!” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Drexler; I ’m sorry, 
Mr. Drexler!” the youth sidled 
through the door, closing it softly.

The actor grinned, stepped softly 
to the door and turned the key. Then 
he returned to the light-framed mir
ror, finished his make-up for the 
third and final act.

“Five minutes, Mr. Drexler,” a 
voice called just outside the door, 
and light footsteps drifted down the 
hall.

Curtis Drexler stood, opened the 
right-hand dratver of the dressing 
table, slipped the revo'ver into the 
side pocket of his tweed coat. His 
face was suddenly hard, and his eyes 
bleak and piercing, beneath the mask 
of grease paint.

He had to work fast now, for he 
had less than five minutes to commit 
a murder and make his stage appear
ance for the final act. He smiled a 
bit when he saw the automatic on the 
top of the table.

He used that gun in the play; and 
later, when the police investigated 
the shooting of the producer, he 
would casually offer it for examina
tion in the ballistics laboratory. They 
would never know that he had 
brought a revolver with him this eve
ning.

His eyes flicked to the clock above 
the mirror, and he felt his breath 
catch in his throat. He had less than 
four and one-half minutes left.

He unbolted the small door at the 
rear of the room, slipped through 
into the property tunnel, raced lithe- 
ly toward the iron steps at the end.

59
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His nerves crawled at the thought 
that some grip might spy him run
ning down the dim hall.

He went up the iron steps swiftly 
but quietly, anxious now to finish 
what he had planned. The iron 
treads creaked and squealed a bit in 
protest, and he slowed so that there 
would be less noise.

He heard the dull murmur of the 
audience behind the balcony door at 
the first turn of the stairs, felt a 
dull glow of satisfaction. He knew 
what they were talking, could almost 
give their comments word for word. 
He had known for a week that the 
play would be a smash hit, and that 
knowledge had consolidated the 
vagrant plans he had nurtured in his 
mind for the past month.

He felt no animosity or hate 
against James Stephen; he was but 
an obstacle that had to be removed. 
With James Stephen’s death, his fifty 
per cent interest in the play would 
revert to Curtis Drexler by virtue 
of a clause in the contract that they 
had drawn up before casting the 
play.

Drexler had written the drama 
three years before, but had been un
able to find a backer. Then Stephen 
had put up most of the money neces
sary, for a fifty per cent interest. 
Drexler had retained twenty per 
cent, and the remaining interest had 
been sold to three men.

Because he and Stephen had 
known each other for twenty years, 
and to keep chisellers from gaining 
an interest in the play, the contract 
had been drawn so that the interest 
owned by either man reverted to the 
other in event one died during the 
play’s run.

OW, with the play a decided 
hit, James Stephen had to die, 

so that when the run was over, Cur
tis Drexler would not have to end his 
life as a hundred matinee idols had 
before him.

Drexler passed the balcony door, 
ran lightly up the remaining steps 
to the upper floor of the theater 
building. He cautiously opened the 
stairway door, made certain that no

one was in the hall, then slipped 
through.

He huddled at the producer’s of
fice door, listening intently for the 
sound of voices. Satisfied that the 
man was alone, he palmed the knob, 
carefully and quietly edged the panel 
open a crack.

The office was so tiny and cramped 
that the opening door almost touched 
the back of the chair in which Ste
phen was sitting. The producer was 
poring over a set of books, totally 
oblivious of the opening door, his 
white shirt .gleaming in the dim 
light.

Curtis Drexler lifted the revolver 
in a hand that was rock-steady, 
tightened his finger on the trigger. 
The gun blasted again and again in 
the stillness of the tiny room, the 
reverberations almost deafening. Six 
dark spots sprang into high relief on 
the whiteness of the producer’s back.

James Stephen came to his feet, 
his head turning oward the mur
derer, his face tight with agony and 
surprise. He tried to whirl, but his 
feet tangled, and he fell heavily to 
the cluttered floor.

Curtis Drexler caught his breath 
in horrified excitement, jerked the 
door shut, raced the few feet down 
the hall to the panel that led to tire 
property tunnel.

He fled down the steps, remember
ing the terror and agony in the man's 
face, and he thought for a moment 
he would be ill. Then his face hard
ened and his eyes lost their look of 
fright. He turned the stair corner, 
took the last few steps in three leaps, 
scurried into the open door of the 
furnace room. He jerked open the 
door of the roaring furnace, tossed 
the murder weapon into the crack
ling flames.

Then he whirled, dashed down the 
tunnel until he came to the small 
door of his dressing room. He 
locked the door behind him, sat 
breathlessly at the dressing table. He 
smiled tautly when he saw that he 
still had thirty seconds before his 
entrance. He touched at his make
up with a powder puff, caught up 
the automatic, and left the room.

“Mr. Drexler?” his dresser said the



moment he appeared from the dress
ing room.

“Get to hell out of my sight!” The 
actor’s nerves were still so taut he 
almost struck the youth.

And then he was on stage, coming 
in from the left, his resonant voice 
picking up his cue with the ease of 
long practice. He bowed slightly, ac
knowledging the muted applause of 
the audience, then played the part 
he had written for himself so many 
months before.

He spoke his lines with all of the 
skill he possessed, acting his part 
like an automaton that could do noth
ing less than excellent, but his mind 
was on those last hurried minutes 
before his entrance.

He could find no flaw that might 
trip him up. Should he be questioned 
about his footprints on the stairs, or 
his fingerprints scattered here and 
there in his hurry, he could almost 
laughingly explain that he had the 
run of the building since he was a 
co-producer. And should they make 
a nitrogen test of his hand, he had 
only to say that there would natural
ly be burned powder on his skin 
since he fired a gun during the play.

No, he could not find the slightest 
of flaws.

HE  WAS making his next to 
the last speech, when he saw 

the men gathered in the wings. He 
staggered a bit, recognizing them, re
gained his poise almost immediately. 
He felt the wild gust of laughter 
beating at his throat, but his voice 
was even and unhurried.

He made his fifteen-second exit, 
right center, caught at che frightened 
arm of his dresser. His voice was 
harsh and strained, with an under
current such as the youth had never 
heard.

“You did it again, didn’t you?” he
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said, “You thought you’d prove that 
you know better staging than my
self !”

The youth shrank back, tried to 
free his arm from the heavy hand.

Curtis Drexler laughed aloud, 
shrugged tiredly. “Forget it, lad,” 
he said. “Maybe you’re right. My 
day has already passed.”

He heard his cue, stepped back 
upon the boards. He spoke then as 
he had never before in his career, 
giving each Mne the mocking cynical 
twist that it demanded, hearing none 
of it, conscious only of the shocked 
incredulous face of James Stephen 
who stood in the wings with three of 
the house detectives.

He took the automatic from his 
pocket, as the action demanded, 
laughed cynically as the actress 
flinched in simulated terror. He 
lined the gun on her, felt the mock
ery of his heart flooding his mind 
with regret because of the thing he 
had tried to do.

He looked once directly at the au
dience that sat so tensely, so breath
lessly, in wait for the smashing cli
max. He heard the frightened cry of 
his dresser as he lifted the gun the 
youth had thought did not have the 
stage appeal of the blued revolver. 
He had known, when he saw James 
Stephen still alive, that the youth 
had switched the blanks and real 
bullets in the two guns with the in
tention of telling him before he took 
a gun on stage.

He lifted the squat automatic, as 
the action demanded, placed the muz
zle squarely at his temple, and 
pulled the trigger.

He didn’t see the final curtain come 
swooping down, but he would have 
been gratified to have heard the 
smashing applause that echoed for 
minutes after his last appearance.

TH E END
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MURDER ★  * ★
ON  THE MENU

When Dayn Keith had murder for dessert one night, it 
didn't take Dan O'Mara long to hit the answer —  but 
proving it in face of official disapproval was another

matter!

B y Eee E. W e lls
(Author of "The Lady in the Case")

CHAPTER I 

Dan O’Mara

I  CAME, I saw, and O’Mara con
quered. I was sent by the edi
tor to get a feature story on 

this ex-police reporter who now had 
a lot of dough and one good arm. 
The money came from his Indian 
mother, who had a tribal share in an 
Oklahoma oil well. The good arm 
was what was left after O’Mara ran 
afoul of a time bomb back in the 
good old days when racketeers were 
bold-o.

So Jim Weston went for a story, 
and ended as secretary and muscle
man for a guy with a weird racket 
and a flair for finding trouble. Dan 
O’Mara had given it to me straight.

“I do things for people that want 
it kept quiet. I know gangsters and 
gunsels, police and policy kings, blue 
bloods and rats. I’ve never yet been 
outside the law, but I’ve stretched it 
sometimes. I got dough and I make 
more. I keep my mouth shut and 
forget what I hear. I can use you if 
you’ve got the guts to take the gaff.” 

O'Mara knew his psychology. 
That guts business was waving a red 
flag in front of a young punk with 
a lot of strange ideas about flying 
lead being romantic somehow. I'd

tried the Armed Forces just a month 
before. They liked my big ideas 
about killing Japs but shook their 
heads when they had a look at my 
twisted back. That was another idea 
of mine that a touchdown for Alma 
Mater was worth a vertebrae or two.

My feature story was my last as
signment and I went to work for 
the world’s ugliest man. Dan O’Mara 
was a little fellow, coming about to 
my shoulders. His face was dark, 
split down the middle by a hawk 
nose that might have been the gift of 
some raiding Comanche. His mouth 
was wide, his lips thick and always 
wrapped around a black cigar. His 
eyes were startlingly blue in that 
dark Indian face of his, and they 
told where he got the name O’Mara. 
He never shaved but his hollow 
ears waved out from the sides of his 
bald dome like a couple of admiral's 
pennants.

I soon learned that O’Mara’s busi
ness was kept strictly in the head. 
There were no case files, and only a 
thin list of abbreviations and initials 
that was our record of clients. I had 
enough dope after the first two 
weeks to split the city wide open 
with front page news. We did jobs 
that had my hair standing on end 
and filled my nights with dreams of 
State Penn and Leavenworth. Not 
illegal, but extra-legal, and Dan
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O’Mara wouldn’t touch an assign
ment where his client was a wrong 
guy. O’Mara had scruples, such as 
they were.

This night that murder struck, for 
instance. O’Mara and I had been re
turning a pack of letters to a judge 
who should have known better than 
to write them. I’d put the juice un
der O’Mara’s instructions, to the safe 
of a blackmailing scandal sheet. 
When the can blew, we’d rifled the 
contents and made our escape the 
back way as coppers made loud, un
pleasant noises up front.

Now we strolled along North Mer
idian Street and O’Mara was feeling 
pleased with himself. His cigar 
stuck at a cocky angle and his hat 
rested on one of his wide ears. I 
still felt shaky and my forehead was 
clammy.

Just outside our place, O'Mara 
stopped under a street light. He 
reached his good left hand in his 
pocket and pulled out the roll of 
bills, our fee.

“A good job, Jim. We’ve taught 
a judge to stay home nights and gave 
him an insight to the evils of emo
tions on paper. W e’ve pulled the 
teeth of a rat.” He held up the mon
ey. “And here is the reward of vir
tue.”

“Reward for a job of safe-blow
ing,” I growled in correction.

O’Mara chuckled. “You have no 
imagination, Jim.”

1W ENT up the walk, fishing for 
the key. “Too much imagination. 
I can see my fingerprints all over 

that safe and a whole flock of bars 
for the next twenty years.”

I opened the door and flipped on 
the hall switch. O’Mara sailed his 
hat to a chair and his dome gleamed 
like another light. I closed the door, 
locked it and fished for a cigarette.

O’Mara worked himself out of his 
coat. “Blackmail this time, Jim. E x
tortion the case before that. I won
der what the next case will bring.”

I unloaded the safe-cracking tools. 
“Murder, probably. Ours.”

O’Mara shifted the cigar in his 
thick lips. “Now, Jim, we’ve never 
harmed a soul—”

We both listened. The sound had 
been muffled, but there had been a 
certain sharpness that had identified 
it. Pistol shots, either at a distance 
or close by and smothered. O’Mara’s 
blue eyes circled to me and twinkled.

“Jim, I think you might be right. 
Let’s go see.”

He still had on his “Fighting 
Arm,” an artificial affair ending in a 
murderous hook. I flipped out the 
hall light and opened the door. We 
both slipped out and stood listening 
in the darkness. In the street a few 
cars flashed by, their lights bright. 
Our lot was wide and so was the 
next one. I thought I heard bushes 
move and wheeled around.

The house over .there was dark, ex
cept for a dim light in one of the 
upstairs rooms. O’Mara moved swift
ly and silently. I envied him that 
Indian gift of getting places with
out noise. I followed him off the 
porch and around the house, keeping 
to the shadow of the bushes.

We saw nothing out of order. 
O’Mara used his good arm and that 
steel hook and went over the fence 
like a smudge of smoke. I was long
er and noisier but I finally joined 
O’Mara. He stood in the shadow of 
a lilac bush and I swear he had 
turned every muscle to stone. I could 
nearly see that hawk nose of his 
sniffing the breeze.

He raised his hook in a quick, im
perative gesture when I started to 
whisper a question. I choked it 
down and listened. There was noth
ing out of order. I looked up at the 
big house and the line of black win
dows. Somewhere down the block 
a dog started barking.

I turned to O’Mara. He was gone 
and I hadn’t even heard the whisper 
of a movement. Sometimes his silent 
prowling gave me the unholy creeps. 
I jammed my hand in my pocket and 
wrapped my fingers around the auto
matic. I waited. O’Mara would re
join me or I could back him if he 
got in trouble.

In a moment he was back. Just a 
flicker of a shadow and there he was. 
His voice was low. “W e’re going 
inside, Jim. I think we’ll find some
thing.”
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I made a protest. “That’s Dayn 

Keith’s place, O’Mara. That big shot 
would have our scalps if we did a 
second-story job.”

O’Mara’s voice held an edge of im
patience. “Come along, Jim. I’ll 
show you something.”

I followed him around the side of 
the house. He stopped at a basement 
window and his pencil flash licked 
on. I saw that the window hung open 
and that the bottom frame was 
cracked. There were fresh tool 
scars in the wood of the sill. 

“Housebreaker!” I breathed. 
O’Mara flicked out the light and I 

stumbled after him as he returned to 
the rear door. In a few minutes, his 
oustiti had grabbed the key on the 
inside of the door and turned it. We 
entered, our breaths held and our 
ears strained.

THIS was getting a little too 
much for me, two burglarous en
tries in one night. O’Mara slipped 

ahead in the darkness, avoiding fur
niture as though he had cat eyes. We 
prowled out of the kitchen to a long 
hallway and O’Mara stopped at the 
foot of the wide stairs that led up
ward. We saw a faint glow.

“A door open,” O’Mara whispered 
and i nodded.

He had climbed three or four steps 
before I knew he had moved and I 
slipped up after him. I halted on 
the upstairs landing, but O’Mara was 
already standing in the lighted door
way. He turned and his thick lips 
made an unpleasant grimace.

“Here it is, Jim. You guessed 
right.”

I came forward, more boldly now, 
to the doorway and stared inside the 
room. The man lay on the floor 
where he had fallen out of the bed. 
His blue eyes were blank and star
ing and his fingers clutched at his 
bloody pajama tops.

I turned to O’Mara. “That’s Dayn 
Keith. This will make headlines.”

He was scratching the side of his 
hawk nose with his good hand and 
his blue eyes darted around the 
room. He nodded, barely hearing me. 
I turned again to look. There was 
an upset serving tray on the bed.

The coffee cup and cream pitcher had 
spilled on the bed clothes, forming a 
deep stain. Keith’s half-eaten sand
wich lay  on the floor.

“The prowler caught him at a mid
night snack,” I said softly.

O’Mara nodded. “Yes. Keith had 
murder for desert.”

CHAPTER II

Official Motive

TURNED to O’Mara. “So 
what do we do now? Call the 
police?”

O’Mara smiled briefly. “Of course, 
Jim. After all, we’re law-abiding cit
izens.”

I had my doubts about that and 
said so as I walked toward the bed
side telephone. O'Mara’s sharp or
der halted me. “Not there, Jim. 
Over home. Sometimes the police 
have a habit of tracing calls.”

I saw the point and was anxious to 
get the job done. But O’Mara seemed 
fascinated by the murder scene. He 
slowly edged around the room, look
ing at the body from every angle. 
Finally he halted near a deep loung
ing chair, bent down and squinted up 
toward the pillow on which Keith 
had been lying. He straightened and 
walked toward the body.

“Two shots through the chest,” he 
said. “That’s what we heard, Jim.”

I nodded. “The prowler came 
through the window downstairs and 
started ransacking. I suppose he 
thought the owner wouldn’t be at 
home. He walked in here—”

O’Mara’s chuckle cut me short. 
“You’d never make a good newsman, 
Jim. Too naive! Remember the 
light was on in this room. Can you 
picture a prowler walking into a 
lighted room? Besides, the shots 
were fired from that chair over 
there."

That shut me up and I looked 
around at the chair as though I’d 
never seen it before. O’Mara stepped 
delicately away from the body and 
the blood and bent over the bed. He 
studied, the rumpled sheets. He
studied the pillow propped up
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against the headboard and then 
looked again at the chair.

He turned abruptly. “Keith raided 
the icebox. Let’s go downstairs and 
take a look.”

I was getting jittery. I didn’t like 
the smell of death in the room and 1 
didn’t want to be accidentally caught 
at the scene of a murder. But O’Mara 
didn’t seem to mind. There was a 
certain eager alertness to his hawk 
face and his blue eyes snapped. I 
took a last look at the blank face of 
the dead man and followed O’Mara 
back down the stairs.

W E DIDN’T turn on any lights 
and O’Mara used his pencil 

flash in the kitchen. We saw a loaf 
of bread half unwrapped, cheese in 
a wooden box with the foil shredded 
upwards. There was a cup of coffee 
sitting on the table.

O’Mara bent over it, sniffed, and 
then gently placed the back of his 
hand against the cup. “Lukewarm,” 
he said.

“Keith must have liked his java,” I 
said. “Two cups for a midnight 
snack means he must have been 
hoarding it.”

O’Mara nodded. “Men like Keith 
hoard, Jim. The police will prob
ably find the cache.” He straightened 
and sent his flash around the room 
in a circle. “Messy. Keith was al
ways like that ever since I’ve known 
him. I always felt his messiness 
would jam him up someday.”

I didn’t get it and O’Mara didn’t 
give me a chance to ask questions. He 
found the basement entrance and 
skittered down the steps. I could 
hear him down there and then pret
ty soon he came up.

He stood in the center of that dark 
kitchen and the little flash made a 
small pool of light at his feet. I 
could dimly see his shoulders and 
bald head lined against the windows 
across the room. I saw him pull off 
his hat and then scratch his bald head 
with that steel hook of his. That 
gesture always gave me the scream
ing willies and it always meant some
thing was cooking.

Abruptly the light snapped off. I 
didn’t hear a sound until the back

door slowly opened. O’Mara’s voice 
held impatience. “What are you 
waiting for, Jim? Let’s call the po
lice.”

In a few moments we were back 
home again. I dialed the police and 
handed the telephone to O’Mara. He 
sat lolled back in his chair, grinning 
around that frayed cigar he always 
chewed. In a moment the connec
tion went through and O’Mara 
asked for Lieutenant Brant of Hom
icide.

He grinned up at me. “Jim, like 
a bet of a hundred smackers on this?”

I was instantly suspicious. O’Mara 
always put the Indian sign on me 
when it came to bets. I couldn’t win 
for losing.

“I’ll bet I can forecast the way this 
case comes out. I’ll—” He broke off 
and spoke into the phone. “Brant? 
How’s the market on murders these 
days? Not so good, huh? Say, 
Brant, maybe I got something for 
you. Me’n Jim was sitting here at 
home playing tiddleywinks when we 
heard a couple of shots sound off 
next door.”

O’Mara grinned at me over the top 
of the phone. “No, I’m not kidding, 
Brant. We looked around outside 
but there wasn’t anything moving. 
But I know shots when I hear them 
and they came from the house next 
door. Dayn Keith lives there, you 
know.”

He hung up the phone and grinned 
at me. “Dayn Keith is a name to 
conjure with, Jim. Brant will burn 
up the streets getting here. W e’ll be 
sitting out on the curb like a couple 
of innocent urchins for his benefit. 
Nothing like helping the police.”

He pushed himself out of the chair 
and went into the little cubbyhole 
we call the library. He pulled out 
a sheet of paper and started writing 
with a pen in that upside-down way 
of a left-handed person. He read 
it over, took an envelope and folded 
the note. I still don’t see how he does 
it, but he had the note sealed in the 
envelope.

“There’s my bet, Jim. I wrote 
down what I thought the cause of 
the murder. I also wrote the find
ings of the police. If you bet one
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hundred dollars, we’ll put this en
velope in the safe and break it open 
after the case is closed. If I ’m wrong, 
you take the hundred.”

I stared from the envelope to 
O'Mara’s ugly face. I should have 
known better but that guy has some
thing besides talk that forces you to 
follow his suggestions. I nodded 
agreement to the bet and we put the 
envelope in his safe.

We had just made the sidewalk 
when the police cars drove up. Lieu
tenant Brant was in the first one. He 
was a tall, lean man and his smile al
ways left me feeling his mouth had 
about three too many teeth. He 
spread his coppers out to cover 
Keith’s house and then came strid
ing up to O’Mara.

IV E,” he ordered, ‘‘or maybe 
you’re keeping it a secret.”

O'Mara looked hurt. He had 
changed to his “Company Arm,” a 
contraption with a lifelike hand. 
“We just heard shots, Brant, and 
looked around. Seeing that it was 
Keith’s house, we thought you might 
be interested.”

Brant grunted and walked up to 
the front door. O’Mara and I fol
lowed. I felt foolish as hell waiting 
for an answer to Brant’s ring that I 
knew wouldn't come. Brant leaned 
on the buzzer again.

A copper appeared around the cor
ner of the house. “Basement win- 
down’s jimmied, sir. Looks like bur
glars.”

That’s all Brant needed. The front 
door was bolted and Brant had one 
of his boys go through the basement. 
There was quite a crowd collected 
out front by now and a man came 
pushing across the yard. Even his 
walk was important.

It was Lawrence Roberts, a big lug 
with a flat nose set in the middle of 
a square face. His chin jutted out 
like a bulldog warming up for a 
scrap.

“What’s the matter here?” he de
manded.

Roberts could get away with that 
tone of voice. He had owned more 
city mayors than any political boss 
before him. Brant saluted very re

spectfully, ; nd explained what they 
had discovered. The policeman in
side opened the front door and we 
streamed in. I gave O’Mara a quick 
look.

His blue eyes were bland but there 
was a slight quirk to the corner of his 
thick lips. Lawrence Roberts stood 
looking around the hallway, peering 
toward the doors. The police scat
tered over the house and it wasn’t 
long before one of them found that 
upstairs bedroom. Brant took the 
steps two at a time and the rest of 
us followed.

O’Mara touched my arm. “Remem
ber, Jim, this is Brant’s discovery.”

I nodded and we joined the blue- 
coats at the door. Brant knelt over 
Dayn Keith. Lawrence Roberts stood 
just inside the door, his eyes casting 
quick glances around the room and 
avoiding the bloody thing on the 
floor.

Brant gave orders that started a 
call for the coroner and sent the 
wheels of Justice rolling. Then he 
came over to us and started throwing 
questions. I told him about hearing 
the shots and O’Mara took over from 
there.

His lean, dark face looked like a 
gargoyle’s as he blithely skipped over 
our housebreaking and quick look- 
around. “We investigated the 
grounds, Lieutenant, and then de
cided that this was probably a police 
affair. We called you.”

Brant’s thick brows arched and he 
had that hard stare of a copper who 
doesn’t quite believe what you say. 
“O’Mara, you’re slipping. Generally 
you solve the cases in your own in
imitable way and then call in the po
lice.”

O’Mara managed to screw his ugly 
face into a look of pained surprise, 
“Brant, you do us an injustice. 
Neither Jim nor myself would know
ingly interfere.”

Brant snorted, asked another ques
tion or two and then turned back to 
the room. He sniffed at the few 
drops of cold coffee left in the cup. 
He straightened and walked to a 
small desk in the corner and rum
maged around in the drawers. He 
uncovered a few letters that seemed
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innocent enough, some bills, and then 
a little leather-covered book. O’Mara 
managed to be close beside him.

S SLOUCHED against the wall by 
Lawrence Roberts. The big guy 

acted like he would rather have been 
somewhere se. I didn’t blame him. 
Keith was no picture of beauty.

I lit a cigarette. “Messy business,” 
I commented, low.

Roberts jumped as though I had 
touched him. He looked around at 
me and nodded. “Dam’ messy. Poor 
Keith. I didn’t know him very well 
but he seemed a decent sort of chap.” 

I inhaled deeply. “They tell me 
prowlers are dangerous when they're 
cornered. I believe it now.”

Lawrence Roberts shrugged his big 
shoulders. “I think I could have pre
vented this if I’d realized what I ’d 
seen. I saw the prowlers. There 
were two of them.”

I gulped and managed to hold my 
cigarette steady. Roberts had seen 
O’Mara and me, probably watched us 
break in the kitchen door. I cut a 
quick look across the room where 
O’Mara was talking heatedly with 
Brant about the leather-covered book. 
O’Mara swung his good arm in a 
wide gesture.

Brant dropped the book and turned 
as a policeman tugged a folded card
board from under the pillow on the 
bed. I got a glimpse of the colored 
printing. 3rant took’ the thing and 
again O’Mara was right at his shoul
der.

Brant opened the cardboard. “A 
menu. From Club 13.”

O’Mara said dryly, “A good place 
to eat, and Keith seemed to like his 
food.”

Brant nodded. His attention cen
tered at the bottom of the square. 
“Someone wrote ‘ten thousand’ down 
here. Ten thousand what?”

O’Mara chuckled. “That’s your 
question, friend. You answer it. 
Maybe it’s ten thousand dollars, or 
ten thousand crepe suzettes, or ten 
thousand chorus girls.”

Brant growled. “Don’t be so 
damned helpful!" He dropped the 
menu on the desk and turned to face

Roberts and myself. Lawrence Rob
erts stepped forward.

“I think I saw the killers, Lieu
tenant.”

All of them turned like puppets on 
a string. I saw O’Mara’s blue eyes 
harden and his hawk face became ug
lier than ever. He edged toward the 
desk behind Brant.

The policeman’s face lighted. 
“What did they look like?”

Roberts glanced at me. “One was 
this man’s size and the other was 
smaller. I was in my bedroom and 
saw them come over the fence and 
up to the house. I had seen a light 
in Keith’s bedroom so I thought 
probably he had visitors who didn’t 
want to be seen.”

Brant pounced on that statement. 
“That’s irregular, isn’t it? I mean 
usually visitors come up to the door 
and ring.”

Roberts nodded his big head. “Usu
ally, Lieutenant. But we don’t have 
to pretend about Keith. He was a 
politician, one of the inside boys and 
he probably has had a hundred vis
itors who didn’t want to be seen.”

Brant stared hard at Roberts and 
slowly nodded. “Where do you live, 
Mr Roberts?”

“Just next door.”
O’Mara stepped up beside Brant. 

“So you saw the prowlers? Two of 
them?”

“Two.” Roberts stared at O’Mara 
and then swallowed. “I—I hate to 
say it, but you're about the size of 
one of them.”

Brant whirled. “O'Mara, you 
haven’t—”

O’Mara's Indian face took a look 
of righteous horror. “I wouldn't 
think of it. You saw the light in the 
house, Roberts?”

"Yes, so I wasn’t too suspicious."

BRANT seemed willing to drop 
that line of questioning and 

that was all right by me. Brant made 
a listing of our names and addresses 
and then dismissed us, evidently glad 
to get us out from under his feet. 
O’Mara and I silently crossed the 
yard to our own porch after saying 
good night to Lawrence Roberts. 

Back in our so-called library.
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O’Mara fished in his pocket and 
pulled out the leather-bound book. I 
took one petrified look at it and came 
up out of my chair.

“Oh, no you don’t” I choked. 
“We're in deep enough now. Roberts 
sees us prowling about and came 
close to recognizing us. Now you 
hook evidence.”

O’Mara put it on the desk. "Get 
busy, Jim, and copy these names and 
addresses. I’ll slip it back so Brant 
will find it. Make it fast, Jim.”

I knew it would be useless to ar
gue. I ’d just waste time and Brant 
would miss that book, if he hadn’t 
already. It took me a little over five 
minutes and then O’Mara was out of 
the house, and strolling over to 
Keith's, I waited at home, nervous 
as hell.

I wished I knew more about law so 
I’d have some idea how long I’d be 
in jail for stealing evidence. I won
dered why I’d taken this job with 
O’Mara. I was getting a lot of ex
perience, but it was all the wrong 
kind.

The front door opened and I was 
afraid to see who had come in. There 
was no sound, but O’Mara was sud
denly beside me. He chuckled. “You 
worry too much, Jim. Brant mislaid 
the book and raised a nice batch of 
cain. But they found it, down be
tween the desk and the wall.”

I heaved a deep sigh of relief. 
O’Mara worked himself out of his 
coat and sat down. “Brant wants us 
to hang around, Jim. I think he had 
ideas along Lawrence Robert’s sug
gestions. By the way, Brant tells me 
the marks of the burglar are typical 
of a series of them all over town.”

I looked up hopefully. “A profes
sional?”

O’Mara nodded his shining skull. 
“Yes, but a professional with a new 
twist. So far, he has stolen nothing 
at all, though he has entered at least 
twenty homes.”

I stared at O’Mara. “Maybe he 
don’t like his work.”

That dark hawk face had suddenly 
changed into the stoic, hard look of 
the Indian, the blue eyes vague and 
far away. He twisted around in his 
chair.

“Tomorrow, Jim, we have cocktails 
at the Club 13.”

The phone rang and O’Mara 
grabbed it. He listened a moment, 
said a word or two and then hung 
up. He faced me. “Brant ailed, a 
favor to me. He has placed the mo
tive as murder to escape in armed 
burglary. That’s official.”

There was something in O’Mara’s 
tone that made me look up quickly. 
“Is it correct?”

O’Mara stuck a cigar in those thick 
lips of his. “Jim, we must bow to 
the greater wisdom of the police. In 
the meantime, there’s Club 13.”

CHAPTER III

Club 13

I T WAS five o’clock. Honest 
and patriotic men were coming 
home from defense plants and 

offices. O’Mara and I walked among 
the late evening rush up in town 
headed for the Club 13. O'Mara held 
back his thin shoulders and that 
hawk beak of his seemed to sniff up 
the spring air. His eyes sparkled 
and his hat sat at a jaunty angle rest
ing on one of those mainsails he 
called his ears.

I wasn’t so chipper. I felt that o ’ t  

smart move was to forget the Dayn 
Keith murder and stay in the back
ground. Roberts had seen us prowl
ing around but hadn’t identified us 
yet. The police were willing to call 
it a day, naming the unknown burglar 
as the murderer. But not O’Mara— 
that dried up scion of a Kiowa tepee- 
He had to not only wake the sleep
ing dog, but kick it around a little.

O’Mara slir :ed through the crowd 
and it was hard for me to keep up 
with his lithe stride. He finally 
slowed up and I saw the sign of the 
Club 13 ahead. It was in the base
ment of one of the big business build
ings of the city. O’Mara worked a 
cigarette out of his pack and I struck 
a match for him.

He grinned impishly at me over the 
flame. “Did journalism school ever 
teach you anything about Club 13, 
Jim ?”
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I put the matches back in my pock
et. “No that was in the seminar 
course.”

O’Mara watched the lights flicker 
on and off on the big 13 in the red 
circle. “Club 13 is one spot where 
the upper crust of the underworld 
and the lower crust of the upper- 
world meet. In other words, host 
Donlevy calls criminals and magnates 
by their first names. It’s a hangout 
for lawyers and educated thugs who 
have just made a nefarious profit. It 
is just the place for Dayn Keith.”

I looked surprised. “Why Keith?” 
“Dayn Keith was a chiseler in 

high places. He once controlled one 
of the political parties in the city 
back when prohibition and heavy 
dough went hand in hand. He lost 
his political power, but he had a 
memory that was mighty good. He 
cashed in on that memory, forgetting 
certain questionable periods in the 
lives of our highly honored citizens 
for a highly lucrative price. Does it 
begin to make sense?”

I shrugged. “A little. Do you 
expect to find our housebreaker 
here?”

O’Mara chuckled. “Who knows? 
W e’ll drink Donlevy’s liquor and 
probe Donlevy’s mind. Let’s go.”

He pitched away his cigarette and 
soon we were descending the white 
marble stairs to the ornate doors that 
opened into the Club 13. An old fel
low with more braid than Marshal 
Goeting opened the door for us. He 
recognized O’Mara and smiled.

“It’s been a lo’ time, sir.”
O’Mara smiled, nodded, and 

pressed a folded bill in the old man’s 
hand. “It has, John. Busy these 
days?” He listened patiently while 
the doorman caught him up on the 
Club 13’s take. “Any of the old gang 
around any :iore?”

John shook his head and his old 
gray eyes saddened. “Very few, Mr. 
O’Mara.”

“How about Legs Patti?” O’Mara 
asked, “or Dayn Keith?”

The doorman brightened a little. 
“Mr. Keith has been regular, sir, par
ticularly the last few months. Of 
course, now he’s dead we won’t be 
seeing much of him.”

“No,” O’Mara answered dryly. 
“Keith was quite the ladies’ man in 
the old days.”

W S J  T IL L  was, sir. One of our 
girls—” He broke off and be

came frozen faced as more customers 
came down the stairs. O’Mara went 
into the foyer of the club. I checked 
our coats and hats and joined him at 
the bar. He was perched like an In
dian gnome on one of the high stools 
and was already shooting the breeze 
with the bartender.

I had not more than joined him 
when Donlevy came up. He was a 
big man with a paunch and a scarred, 
dark face. His cold gray eyes looked 
startling under the bushy black 
brows. He radiated a powerful sort 
of pseudo-friendliness that somehow 
worked on you.

He acted glad to see O’Mara and 
pumped my hand as though he’d been 
waiting all his life to meet me. He 
wore a dark suit that fitted him like 
a store-window mannequin and sport
ed a flashing diamond on the little 
finger of his left hand.

It sparkled when he gave a blond 
dame a wave is she went by. O’Mara 
squared around and watched the 
girl’s slinky hip-swing. “Not bad," 
he said. “Donlevy, you can still 
pick ’em.”

The big guy grinned. “She’s four- 
O. That’s our featured spot. Dawn 
Day.”

O’Mara grinned. “She’d be a 
honey in a sweater.”

Donlevy sat down on a stool. “We 
give her less than that in the show. 
Come around some night and waken 
your corpuscles.”

O'Mara sipped at his drink. “Now 
that’s the kind of dame that Dayn 
Keith used to go for.”

I caught the quick, startled look in 
Donlevy’s eyes that he masked al
most immediately. His voice became 
flat. “Yeah, but Keith won’t worry 
about that no more.”

O’Mara was not to be brushed off. 
“Now don’t tell me Keith didn’t know 
her?”

Donlevy squared around. “Sure he 
did. But Dawn’s big time, O’Mara, 
so big that Keith wouldn’t dare
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tangle with the boy friend. You know 
how it is.”

O’Mara nodded. He looked around 
the club. “Donlevy, you got a sweet 
place here. Make lots of dough, I 
bet, and get all the big shots.”

Donlevy’s flash grin came to life 
and he grew expansive. I saw the 
guy liked to build himself up and I 
lost interest. I craned my neck for 
another gander at the blonde and 
spotted her at a distant table. She 
had a brief skirt and a swell pair of 
legs and I was kept busy for awhile.

When I came out of the blonde in
terlude, Donlevy was still going 
strong. “Judge Winters is regular 
here, O’Mara, and so’s the County 
Chairman. Lawrence Roberts has a 
regular reservation.”

O’Mara looked around. “Roberts? 
That is big stuff.”

They kicked vowels around be
tween them for awhile and then 
O’Mara pulled away. We got our 
coats and came out on the street 
again. It was dark and all the store 
signs were going, doubly bright 
through a mist of rain. I didn’t think 
we’d got very far or learned very 
much and said as much to O’Mara.

His dark face was clean of any 
emotion, blank as only an Indian can 
make it. “You might be right, Jim. 
When we get home, pull out that 
list of names we copied from Keith’s 
book. I think I remember some were 
women.”

I halted in surprise and then 
laughed at him. “You’re barking 
wrong this time, O’Mara. There’s 
some women listed but not Dawn 
Day. Anyhow, I can’t see that bou
doir beauty scuttling down a coal 
chute to bump off a guy.”

O’Mara looked around. “Neither 
can I, Jim. But who knows how 
things will work out? Hitler was a 
paperhanger and an empress of Rome 
started with nothing but a come- 
hither look to the right proconsuls. 
See what I mean?”

I shook my head. “You’re still 
wrong. You scent jealousy as a mo
tive. Don’t forget the basement win
dow was broken open in a quite pro
fessional manner.”

“I ’m not,” O’Mari; said softly.

CHAPTER IV 

Gus the Gunsel

T H ER E’S no routine, working 
for Dan O’Mara. We left the 
Club 13 and started toward 
home. Then this sliver off a Piute 

warclub spots a Donald Duck at one 
of the picture houses and we have to 
take it in. After that we had din
ner, and finally got home after ten. 
O’Mara decided it was time to go to 
work.

First he dialed police headquarters 
and asked for the burglary squad. 
He used that Irish blarney he can 
tap on occasion and soon started fir
ing a list of addresses at me as fast 
as I could scribble them down.

Suddenly his eyes lighted and I 
saw his fingers tighten around the 
phone. “What was that?” he de
manded.

He listened awhile, nodding and 
chewing excitedly on the shredded 
cigar in his big mouth. He replaced 
the phone and looked at me. “Jim, 
our mysterious burglar got scared 
out. He hasn’t operated since he hit 
Keith’s house next door.”

“So?” I asked. “Hell, I’d be scared, 
too, if I’d shot a man in a fit of ab
sent-mindedness.”

O’Mara chuckled. “Jim, you’ve yet 
to learn that two and two is not al
ways four. It might be three and 
sometimes five. Get a map of the 
city.”

I got the map and spread it out on 
the big table. Then I started stick
ing pins at the various addresses that 
I had copied down. I had quite a col
lection of them when I finished and 
O’Mara leaned eagerly over the map. 
He chewed viciously on his cigar and 
his blue eyes glinted excitedly.

He pointed to the pins. “Look at 
that picture, Jim. It should tell you 
something.”

I nodded. “It does. Our burglar 
broke in a hajl of a lot of places to 
get absolutely nothing.”

“Sure, Jim. There’s also some
thing else. You’ll notice the pins 
group in a rough circle that fan out 
from Dayn Keith’s house.”
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My eyes widened and I looked 
more carefully. O’Mara was right. 
That one had me scratching my head. 
“It looks as though Keith was the 
center of operations. Then we find 
him shot and suddenly the burglaries 
stop.”

O’Mara nodded and grinned. “You 
got somethng, Jim. There’s one more 
point. Keith’s was the first place our 
mysterious f 'end ever entered where 
anyone was at home. No one has seen 
him.”

I snapped my fingers. “Keith did. 
So he’s plugged twice through the 
brisket.”

“Now that’s an angle,” O’Mara 
agreed. He walked away from the 
table and starting pacing the room 
in that panther stride of his that 
was as silent as a cat’s tread. I 
watched him and then looked at the 
map again.”

O’Mara stopped suddenly and 
swung on his heel. “Jim, we’ll move 
in the circles of high finance tomor
row. You can close up for the night.”

O I M IXED our nightcap drink 
and a few minutes later left 

O’Mara buried deep in a detective 
novel. O’Mara said they gave him 
ideas and he wished he was half as 
smart at those typewriter punchers 
who plotted elaborate murders. For 
a time I lay in bed, staring up at 
the dark ceiling. This murder of 
Dayn Keith still looked to me like 
a small-time prowler got caught and 
shot his way out. These other angles 
coming in seemed to be solely on the 
part of Keith and didn’t affect the 
logical conclusion that burglars 
sometimes shoot when caught.

I was up early in the morning and 
fixed our coffee, eggs and toast. I 
tapped O’Mara’s door, lightly, and 
he immeidately answered. I swear 
that guy sleeps with his big ears on 
an alert basis. A paleface would 
have a hell of a time slipping up on 
him.

We loafed around after breakfast 
until the banks were open and then 
we went downtown. O’Mara went 
right to the American National, 
strode into the president's office as

if he had a mortgage on the furni
ture.

Prentiss obviously didn’t like it. 
He rubbed his glasses with a linen 
handkerchief, puffed out his fat lips. 
If fishes had voices, they’d sound like 
his.

“What can I do for you, O’Mara?” 
I gathered Prentiss was thinking of 
cyanide.

O’Mara sank down in a leather 
chair, his hawk face broken in a smile 
like a drunken nightmare. “A little 
information, Prentiss. I’d like to 
look at Dayn Keith’s account.”

Prentiss stopped cleaning his 
glasses and glared at O’Mara. “You 
know you can’t get that information 
here.”

O’Mara shrugged and didn’t seem 
worried. “You handle his account.”

“Yes, but you won’t see it.”
O’Mara seemed to change the sub

ject. “Been out in Edgewood lately, 
Prentiss?”

The fat guy jumped and his pow
dered jowls grew red. He blinked 
angrily and shook his head. “No. 
I never go out there.”

O’Mara sighed. “I was, not long 
ago. Gladys was asking about you, 
Prentiss. Seems like she misses you 
and the old times—also a mink coat.”

Prentiss lost his anger and became 
worried. He leaned over the desk. 
“Keep her quiet, O’Mara. You can 
do it.”

O’Mara’s rows arched. “Now 
who’s asking favors? Do unto others, 
Prentiss—and do it good.”

Prentiss stared at O’Mara a mo
ment, then licked his fat lips. He 
pressed a button on his desk and 
spoke to his secretary. “Have the 
Dayn Keith account brought in here, 
Missjones.”

That was that. We saw the ac
count. We aw a lot of heavy de
posits for a guy who had been kicked 
out of the political rake-off and ap
parently had no other visible means 
of support. O’Mara pointed to some 
heavy withdrawals on the account.

“I’d like to see those cancelled 
checks. You should have them since 
Keith died before he picked up the 
statement and cancels for tais 
month,”
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PRENTISS mumbled something 
about things being irregular, but 

we saw the checks. They were made 
payable to Anne Holden and that 
didn’t mean a thing to me. Prentiss 
could tell us nothing. He understood 
the Holden woman presented the 
checks, took the cash and walked out. 
Keith had told the bank she would 
present the checks for payment in 
that manner.

That was about all we learned. 
O’Mara thanked Prentiss and prom
ised to take care of Gladys in Edge- 
wood and we left his office. As we 
went out the main door, we met Law
rence Roberts. The big man stared 
at us, surprised. Then O’Mara went 
completely out of character and had 
me guessing. He gave Roberts the 
old glad hand and started chatting 
like a wound-up magpie. He talked 
about the Keith killing and how he 
was working on it on his own, inde
pendent of the police.

He lit a cigar and tipped back on 
his heels, boasting like hell of the 
way O’Mara handled things. “We 
just found out about Keith’s income 
and expenditures,” O’Mara said com
placently. “I tell you, Roberts, it’s 
revealing what that man spent and 
the dough he took in.”

Roberts r dded and looked around 
for a way of escape. “I can imagine, 
Mr O’Mara. W r; there any light on 
the killing?”

O’Mara looked arch and laid his 
finger alongside that big nose of his. 
“Roberts, .1 can’t tell you now. But 
I ’ve got a lead that’ll crack this wide 
open.”

Lawrence Roberts nodded and 
forced a smile. He edged away. 
“That’s interesting, O’Mara. Let me 
know how you come out.”

He was gone and we left the bank. 
I gave O’Mara a disgusted look when 
we were out on the street. “How 
come?” I demanded. “You been bit 
by a radio commentator?”

O’Mara chuckled. “That, Jim, is 
something that puzzles even me. I 
seem to be a changed man this morn
ing.”

I growled at him and then had to 
run back. He’d silently turned into 
a building entrance leaving me to

walk along all by myself and talking 
to no one. I caught up with him at 
the elevator ban! s. He grinned at 
me and said nothing.

W E L E F T  the elevator and 
walked down the hall to the 

office of one of the national credit 
investigating houses. O’Mara was 
immediately admitted to the man
ager’s office. This overgrown Paw
nee papoose seemed to be able to get 
anything he wanted, and he certainly 
had the manager breaking company 
rules.

“Get me a report on Anne Holden, 
Bob,” O’Mara suggested. “I don’t 
know who she is or where she lives. 
I want to know all I can about what 
she does, who she does, and her char
acter. I’d like to know where Don- 
levy of the Club 13 banks, his finan
cial rating. Ditto on his club, for 
he may keep separate accounts.”

Bob whistled. “Quite an order.” 
O’Mara chewed harder on his cigar. 

“More to come. I’d like to know 
about Lawren :e Roberts. Dayn Keith 
is dead but I’d like a report on him 
like the Holden dope. Can do?” 

The manager scratched his chin, 
looked uncertain a moment and then 
nodded. “You’ll want more than our 
files show, O’Mara. I ’ll get some 
good men on the job. You’ll have the 
report.

O’Mara arose. “Thanks, Bob. 
Send ’em to the house.”

That was just the beginning of our 
leg work. We hit the morgues of all 
three city papers. I had dirty hands 
and three notebooks crammed with 
dope by the time we were through 
late in the afternoon. Then we took 
time off to eat.

I checked my notes over the cof
fee cups. I read them again. It was 
interesting and there certainly was 
the odor of political skunk about 
them, but I couldn’t see where they 
got us. There was nothing to indi
cate a burglar in the whole deal. I 
said as much to O’Mara.

He took a sip of coffee. “Jim, we 
have added two and two. We are 
now arriving at five.”

That’s all he’d say. It didn’t make 
sense, or it meant a hell of a lot—I
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didn’t know which. I got about half 
mad and O’Mara just grinned and let 
me grouse. He chewed his after din
ner cigar, watched the customers of 
the restaurant for awhile, and then 
decided to o home.

We opened the door and heard the 
telephone ringing. I answered it, 
leaving O’Mara to struggle out of his 
coat. Lieutenant Brant had a note 
of ice to his voice.

“You’ve been messing around in 
police business,” he accused. “I 
don’t like it and I ’m telling you to 
lay off.”

I asked him to wait a minute and I 
told O’Mara what was up. That low 
man on a totem pole took the phone 
and sank down in the chair. “Brant, 
quit scaring people. I’ve only been 
asking questions and therev not a 
damned thing you can do about that.”

I heard the phone crackle and 
O’Mara’s eyes twinkled. He listened 
carefully and fished awkwardly with 
his false hand for a cigar out of 
the box on the desk. I got it for him 
and he was puffing contentedly and 
listening to Brant take off.

The copper must have run out of 
breath. 0 ’~Tara’s voice held a slow 
drawl. “So there’s no need to go 
further, is that it? It’s a burglary 
and no one higher up gives a damn 
if the man's aught or not.”

Brant replied something and I saw 
O’Mara’s lips tighten angrily around 
the cigar. His blue eyes snapped. 
“Nuts to you, Brant. This whole 
thing is as false as an Axis broad
cast. I ’ll play around the way I 
please.”

The phone sputtered again and this 
time O’Mara laughed aloud. “So we 
were identified as the prowlers, were 
we? I’ll tell Jim that. You’ve got 
to arrest us? Brant, count this as an 
engraved invitation to come right on 
up and arrest us. W e’ll be right here 
to make things easier for you. In 
the meantime, we'll keep plugging at 
the Keith case.”

HE HUNG up and sat there, star
ing at the phone. He started 

rubbing that polished dome of his 
and I knew he was getting a brain 
wave. He looked around at me.

“You work for a damned muddling 
shamus, Jim, with the good princi
ples of a Quisling. That’s me, ac
cording to Brant. The police have 
closed the Keith case and I ’ve been 
told to lay off. Somewhere along the 
line we’ve scared someone.”

He pulled himself from the chair 
and told me to come along. We went 
upstairs and I helped him out of his 
coat, vest and shirt. I took off the 
company arm and gave him the fight
ing one. I strapped on the shoulder 
holster and checked the clip on his 
automatic. He made me get my own,

I didn’t like the signs and told him 
as much. O’Mara shrugged. “Ac
cording to Hoyle, we’re next on the 
list. W e’ll either be scared off or 
shot and it’s a good bet either way. 
Big Eagle takes no chances.”

“Who’s Big Eagle?” I asked.
“Me,” he answered. “That’s my 

Indian name.
I looked him over. “Your mother 

must have been disappointed. But 
I can see the eagle part, beak and 
bald head.”

O’Mara chuckled. "W hat’s in a 
name? I’d still smell sweet with any 
other.”

We went downstairs and for once 
we didn’t worry about cases. O’Mara 
read detectives while I went over the 
papers and then caught myself a ra
dio program. Every once in a while, 
though, I’d think of what we’d done 
to date and wondered where it might 
lead. I thought once of talking it 
over with O’Mara and then decided 
against it. O’Mara would probably 
stall me with a lot of red herrings or 
just shut up like a lockjawed Choc
taw.

Out of the midst of a deep silence 
O’Mara suddenly spoke. “Roberts 
saw a light in Keith’s bedroom.”

I turned around, surprised. “Yeah. 
We saw it, too.”

O’Mara nodded. “From our porch.” 
He rustled- his magazine and went 
back into it and didn't say another 
word until he was ready for bed. We 
hadn’t any visitors, any sign of alarm. 
I wondered how long this armed 
waiting of ours would keep up.

We stepped out into the hall, ready 
to ascend the steps to the bedroom
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above. O’Mara stopped short and I 
banged into him. His warning hiss 
was low and intense. I froze in
stantly.

There was no sound. I listened, 
straining every faculty. Nothing was 
wrong, apparently. I became aware 
that O’Mara had moved, a flitting 
shadow toward the stairs. I took a 
step into the hall and waited, protect
ing O’Mara’s back until he had 
reached the head of the stairs.

There was nothing out of order. 
Finally I flipped on the hall light 
and led the way down the steps. 
Both of us were about half way down 
when I saw the lug.

He stood in the doorway to the 
kitchen. He held a big automatic 
trained right on us and his broad, 
course pan was creased in a very un
pleasant grin.

I heard O’Mara’s slight intake of 
breath. “Hello, Gus,” he said cas
ually. “Long time no see.’’

Gus grinned more widely. “Come 
on down, chums. You got a caller.”

CHAPTER V 

Truth and Consequences I

I  CAME down the rest of those 
steps like I was walking on 
eggs. That big gun fascinated 

me and I didn’t like the way the 
guy’s finger was tight around the 
trigger. O’Mara came right behind 
me. At the foot of the stairs, we 
stopped.

Gus frisked us, doing a swell job 
of handling two men with one rod. 
When he had both our weapons, he 
motioned us into the library and we 
obeyed orders.

Gus was gunsel, right enough, but 
with possibly a little more brain 
power than the others. Still, I could 
see the mark uf the killer in his eyes, 
in the up-quirk of the thin lips.

O’Mara walked to the desk and 
very carefully got a cigar. He lit it 
and turned. “How’s Legs Patti, 
Gus? Last I saw him, he was leav
ing town.”

Gus shrugged. “The Boss is all 
right. He sent me around. He wants

what you guys should do what he
asks."

O’Mara edged forward a little. 
“What’s on his mind?”

Gus looked stern. “You birds 
should forget about this guy what 
was bumped off next door. Legs says 
maybe one of his boys made a slip
up, anyway he don't want what you 
should be getting ideas. Legs Patti 
takes care of his boys, even should he 
have to blast a guy what’s his friend.”

O’Mara's brows arched. “This is 
strictly the McCoy?”

Gus nodded. “Strictly from ko
sher.”

O’Mara had shifted again, a care
ful process that was getting him 
closer. “Since when did Legs get 
housebreakers on his payroll? I 
thought he stuck to Numbers and the 
pinbails,”

Gus looked puzzled. “Hell, I dun- 
no! I just do what Legs says, and 
he sends me around to tell you guys.”

O’Mara nodded. He pulled his 
cigar from h‘ mouth and stood look
ing at it. There was a red hot coal 
on the end. Suddenly O’Mara’s fin
gers flicked and that cigar sailed 
straight at the gunsel’s eyes.

Gus ducked and O’Mara jumped 
toward him. His steel hook glinted 
in the light as it flashed up. He 
cracked it along Gus’ head and the 
gunsel staggered. I stepped in quick 
and had the man’s gun. W e’d worked 
too quick for his slow brain and he 
just stood there, blinking in surprise 
and rubbing the lump that was rising 
on his skull.

O’Mara grinned at me and sank 
into his chair I kept Gus covered 
v/hile O’Mara did the talking. “So 
Legs sent vou, Gus. Who’s behind 
Legs?”

The gunsel shook his head. “Ain’t 
no one. The Boss always works 
alone."

O'Mara looked a little disappoint
ed and then he brightened. “We got 
ways of making you talk, Gus.”

The gunsel looked frightened but 
he shook his head. “You know Legs 
ain’t telling me what he knows. He 
just gives me orders and I do it. Can 
a guy know more?”

O’Mara seemed to think it over
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and finally sighed. “I guess you’re 
right, Gus. Now I got something to 
send back to Legs. Tell him he 
backed a slow horse and that I had 
my finger on the killer of Dayn 
Keith before Legs even knew what 
it was all about. Tell Legs I don’t 
want any more visitors like you and 
the next one I’ll probably dump in 
the canal. Got that?”

CUS DIGESTED it for a moment 
an d  t h e n  nodded brightly. 

‘‘Sure, I can tell him.” His broad 
face looked dubious. “Jeez! I don’t 
think Legs’ll like that.”

O’Mara shrugged. “That’s up to 
Legs. He can come around and reg
ister his own complaint. Jim, show 
Gus outside and keep your eye on 
him.”

Gus went without any trouble and 
he didn’t linger around outside. I 
watched him out of sight, then bolted 
the door tightly and returned to the 
library. O’Mara was holding the 
phone. He replaced it when I en
tered.

“No one at home at the Roberts’.” 
he said casually. Get your tools, 
camera and print kit. W e’ll pay him 
a visit.”

I balked. “No dice. My neck’s 
out a foot now and you still want me 
to ask for Michigan City.”

O’Mara stood up. “We have to, 
Jim. Let’s go.”

I groused while I got the tools and 
I groused when we circled the house, 
O’Mara carrying the fingerprint and 
camera outfit. I groused right up to 
the Roberts property line and then 
I shut up. Getting in the house was 
no trouble at all but O’Mara was 
mighty choosy where he got his fin
gerprints. Finally it was over and 
we were outside again.

I stopped O’Mara on our own 
porch. “You’re sure there’s not a 
bank or two we could crack before 
we knock off?”

He smiled, a flash of his white 
teeth. “W e’ll do that tomorrow, 
Jim.”

We had just finished breakfast 
late the next morning when a mes
senger came with the credit reports. 
O’Mara eagerly read them, jumped

up from the table and yelled for me 
to dial Lieutenant Brant. I did and 
O’Mara sounded excited.

“I’m sending over some film. De
velop it. If the prints match those 
found on the coffee cup in the kitch
en of Keith’s house and on the door
knob of the bedroom, would you 
make the arrest?”

He listened while Brant talked, 
then laughed. “I’ll nave the rest of 
the dope for you. I’ll send Jim over 
with the film and you can check it. 
Then I’ll tell you the rest.”

I didn’t get a chance to read the 
credit reports, though I was burning 
with curiosity. O’Mara sent me pack
ing to the police station and I spent 
a long time there waiting for the pic
tures to come out and trying to evade 
Brant’s questions. For one thing, the 
officer wasn’t any too pleased with 
O'Mara and me.

“You’ve been told to lay off,” he 
grumbled. “Of course, if this is a 
lead to the killer, I’ll be glad to get 
him. But, damn it, you’re showing 
up the Force!”

I shook my head. “You know 
O’Mara better than that. You make 
the arrest, you get the credit.”

Brant got a call from a laboratory. 
He listened, then banged down the 
phone. He turned and stared at me. 
“Okay, we’ll see O’Mara. I don’t 
know where he gets his leads, but it’s 
good enough for me if he can sup
port what he’s already found.”

The phone rang and Brant an
swered. He passed it to me. It was 
O’Mara. I was to go with Brant 
to pick up Donlevy and Anne Holden, 
and he gave me an address on Wash
ington Boulevard for the Holden 
dame. O’Mara would have Roberts 
at his place.

Brant and I climbed into a police 
car. We roused Donlevy from his 
bed and the guy didn’t much want to 
go. But Brant had a badge and the 
big man stopped arguing. We went 
to an apartment house on Washing
ton Boulevard and I found Anne 
Holden listed in Number Three.

B AWN DAY answered the door 
in a sheer negligee that had 

Brant’s eyes popping. Her language
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wasn’t any too good when Brant gave 
her orders and we had to stall around 
until she got dressed. But at last 
we were on our way and we wasted 
no time getting home.

O’Mara was in the library and I no
ticed he had his fighting arm. Law
rence Roberts paced back and forth, 
his face black with anger. He spot
ted Brant and came hustling forward.

“Knock some sense into this one- 
armed wonder, officer! He thinks 
he’s a detective. I won’t—”

Just then Dawn Day swung into 
the room and Roberts broke off short. 
He stared at her and then at Don- 
levy. His thick lips snapped shut 
and he threw a quick glance at 
O’Mara.

My boss was grinning. “I’m glad 
all of you came. W e’re about to find 
out who killed Dayn Keith, not that 
he didn’t need it.”

I brought up chairs and O’Mara 
had them all seated in a circle. He 
took his stand by the desk and I 
noticed that the credit reports lay 
close at hand. He started with Brant.

Brant nodded to his question. “Yes, 
the prints you sent undoubtedly 
match those we found at Keith’s 
home the night of the murder. There 
were prints on the coffee cup down
stairs, on the knob of the bedroom 
door and latent prints on the arm of 
the big chair by the bed.”

I gasped. I knew who killed Keith, 
but I wondered how O’Mara would 
cinch the case. He didn’t seem to be 
worried. He was grinning like a 
bloodthirsty Apache as Brant spoke. 
When the officer finished, O’Mara 
picked up the credit reports.

“Jim and I have uncovered some 
very interesting things. First, we 
know about the scene of the crime 
and I’ll confess right now that I 
heard the shots and Jim and I in
vestigated long before we called the 
police. The light was on in Keith’s 
bedroom, the basement window was 
jimmied, yet nothing was taken and 
the killer had obviously sat in the 
chair before the bed when he fired 
the fatal shots. Two things are im
mediately clear from that. First, 
Keith knew the killer and had prob
ably admitted him. Second, the bur

glary angle was a red herring and all 
the unsuccessful entries in the neigh
borhood were no more than an elab
orate build-up to give a false motive 
to the murder itself. In other words, 
Keith’s murder was carefully planned 
and executed. I don’t mean that the 
killer broke in all those houses, but 
I believe Legs Patti had one of his 
men do the work at the killer’s or
der.”

He gave me a quick look and 
picked up the sheaf of credit re
ports. “I have here some informa
tion that should be mighty interest
ing and gives clear motive for the 
killing, the true motive. First, Dayn 
Keith had been a political boss. His 
rule was broken by the present King 
of the city, Mr. Lawrence Roberts. 
Apparently Keith was completely 
broken and ruined, yet he managed 
to have a high income and spent a 
good deal of money. The bank re
luctantly furnished that information, 
Lieutenant Brant, and you can get 
the records.

“Keith received large sums from a 
man named Donlevy who ran the 
Club 13. You’re making money at 
the Club, Donlevy, but not enough to 
pay Keith as often as you did. Any 
explanation?”

Donlevy looked sick and his voice 
had a slight quiver. “I don’t have to 
answer that. I didn’t kill Dayn 
Keith."

O’Mara shrugged those thin shoul
ders. “Then I’ll answer it in due time. 
Keith had a lot of money coming in, 
and Keith was in love. He was try
ing to win your affections, Miss 
Holden. You were playing two ways 
for a clean-up and took his money, 
though your other friend certainly 
kept you in funds. As Dawn Day, 
you were doing all right at Club 13. 
You’d met your first lover there and 
that’s where Dayn Keith fell for 
you.”

SHE SAID nothing. Her eyes 
were hard and she licked her 

lips as though they were dry. Law
rence Roberts turned and stared at 
her long and hard.

O’Mara dropped the papers on the 
desk and I saw that his good hand
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gripped his coat lapel close to the 
concealed shoulder holster. “Now 
comes the bit of information that ties 
the whole thing up in a neat bundle 
with a blue ribbon. Anne Holden, 
alias Dawn Day, is the sweetheart of 
Lawrence Roberts, prominent busi
nessman and powerful official of the 
present political party in power.”

Roberts jumped to his feet but 
Brant pulled him down. He sat 
there, nervous. O’Mara watched him 
closely. “Roberts is also secret own
er of the Club 13. Dayn Keith knew 
of the setup so far as the woman was 
concerned and he lived off blackmail 
from Roberts, among others. At the 
same time, he was trying to get the 
girl away from his victim.

“Roberts, you couldn't stand for 
that. You had the idea of eliminat
ing Keith. You paid Patti to start 
a series of mysterious burglaries. The 
night of the murder, you called on 
Keith, who was already in bed, to 
pay a ten thousand dollar hush in
stallment. He let you in, poured you 
coffee and then led you upstairs 
where he had a lunch tray. After a 
while you deliberately shot him. You 
had eaten the sandwich so you took 
the coffee cup downstairs to the 
kitchen, feeling certain that it would 
be overlooked. You had already jim
mied the basement window, so you 
went home to wait until Keith’s mur
der was found. Apparently you were 
clear.

“But two small slips made me sus
picious of you. The first was the 
fact that you stated Keith’s bedroom 
light was on and at the same time 
said you had not left your house all 
evening. Keith’s bedroom windows 
cannot be seen from your house. You 
were lying. The second slip was 
when you depended upon your power 
and prestige to prevent fingerprint
ing and to stop Brant’s probing at 
the crime. As a consequence, you 
were careless. There were prints on 
the cup you handled. They have been 
compared with your own and they 
match.”

O’Mara turned to Lieutenant 
Brant. “There you are. There’s 
opportunity, method, motive and

proof. Ballistics on Roberts’ gun 
should do the rest. You can—’’

t  YELLED . Roberts had jumped 
from his chair and plunged to

ward the door. His hand streaked 
into his pocket and his gun flashed 
out. I saw O’Mara dropping below 
the library table. I made a grab for 
Roberts but his heavy fist sent me 
sprawling backwards into Donlevy. 
Both of us went down into a blind 
tangle of -arms and legs.

I heard gun blasts and the sound 
made my ears ring. I fought clear 
of Donlevy and struggled to my feet. 
O’Mara crouched by the table, his 
gun smoking. Roberts writhed on 
the floor by the door, his gun arm 
broken and his leg knocked out from 
under him. He was definitely no 
harm to anyone.

Brant grabbed the phone and dialed 
headquarters. Dawn Day sat tight- 
lipped and silent watching Roberts 
squirm. She looked around, her eyes 
hard, then picked up her purse.

“I won’t be needed until the trial, 
I guess. O'Mara, you’ve sure played 
hell with my income.”

Brant turned to O’Mara.
“How come you got so damned in

terested in the Keith case?”
O’Mara lit a cigar. “That was Rob

erts’ fault. At first, he had an idea 
of putting Jim and me in a spot, 
claiming he saw us enter Keith’s 
house. I didn’t like it and wondered 
why Roberts had to lie about the 
windows.”

Brant grunted and turned away. I 
wearily closed the door and walked 
to the library. O’Mara was fishing 
a sealed envelope out of the safe and 
he handed it to me. I recognized the 
thing. I wearily ripped it open and 
read O’Mara’s backward scrawl.

“Keith was murdered because he 
blackmailed someone high in political 
or financial circles. Through pres
sure, the police will say the murder 
was committed because a housebreak
er was caught in the act.”

I looked at O’Mara. That hawk 
nose of his flared and his thick lips 
grinned. That bald descendant of 
a Blackfoot scalp-lifter knew he had 
a hundred dollars cinched.

He’d used the Indian sign again.



I’LL MOIDLII TIIA HUM

S ly  H e n r y  N o r to n

Crossi began to lose in the fourth round and he knew it . .  .

Thirty thousand specta
tors saw Barney Morris 
roll over and die just be
fore the sixth round; one 
man knew it was murder. 
But no one could figure 
out a logical motive for 
the killing!

6 4  B U p 1 ND ANYTHING?” Tom 
■ Daly asked.

'‘Nothing yet, Tom,” 
Lieutenant Stern said.

Daly shoved his battered gray hat 
to the back of his head, and looked 
at the lieutenant of detectives with 
cold eyes. His lips set in a thin, 
bloodless line.

He said, “You better get the lead 
out.”

‘‘Have a heart, Tom,” Stern said 
wearily. "It's only been fourteen

7 *
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hours. It might take a week to crack 
this case.”

“It better not!” old Tom said, sud
denly furious. “What’s the matter 
with you cops, anyway? My boy 
gets murdered in a prize ring with 
thirty thousand people watching, an’ 
you want a week to catch the killer! 
By that time you’ll never get him!”

“But that's it!” Stern said. “This 
thing was no ordinary crime. It v̂ as 
carefully planned. W e’ve got to get 
an angle on it, Tom. We can’t go 
off half-Cockcd.”

Tom Daly jerked a short obscenity 
from his tight lips. “You know who 
did it,” he said. “Why don’t you 
pick up Dino Crossi an’ beat the 
truth out of him?”

“W e’ve questioned Crossi."
“An’ kissed his foot while you 

were doin’ it !”
It was Stern’s turn to get angry. 

“Don’t tell me how to run my depart
ment,” he snapped.

Tom Daly stood on wide-planted 
feet and glared at Lieutenant jStern. 
“I’ll tell you this,” he said. “If you 
don’t have Barney’s killer behind 
bars by this time tomorrow, the pa
pers’ll run you out of town.”

He stormed out. His attorney, 
Dewey Farr, tried to look properly 
threatening as he followed, but on 
the pudgy little lawyer, it wasn’t 
convincing.

Tom Daly was different, Stern 
thought, and a frown creased his 
brows. Tom wasn’t bluffing. He was 
the city’s best loved sports figure, 
and a word from him would send the 
feature writers and sports scribes 
howling on the police trail. They’d 
make city hall ring like a brass gong. 
Then—the old buck, passed from 
mayor to chief to captain to lieuten
ant. And Dick Stern, being in 
charge of the case, would take the 
beating.

It was tough, coming from a friend. 
Oh, not an intimate friend, but cer
tainly Tom had been cordial in their 
many contacts. Thinking back, Stern 
could hardly remember Tom Daly as 
anything but an old man. It seemed, 
curiously, a sort of eternal old age— 
a bright, vigorous, active autumn of 
life that persisted without change.

Stern had been twenty when he joined 
the force. He was thirty-five now. 
Yet Tom Daly seemed hardly a day 
older than he had when Stern was 
a rookie.

The old man had a few lean years 
till Barney Morris got into the mon
ey. But that was common to the 
fight game. Barney had been a will
ing, tough, awkward welter when 
Tom Daly found him in a local saw
mill. Under Daly’s shrewd handling, 
he’d developed into a smart, lethal 
heavyweight, with a crack at the title 
coming up. And then they’d signed 
him to fight Dino Crossi.

AST NIGHT. The scene was 
still \'vid in Stern’s memory. 

He’d been in a ringside seat through 
five murderous, blood - spattered 
rounds. Don’t think that fat-bellied 
bully of a Crossi couldn’t fight! He 
came within a shade of trapping Bar
ney against the ropes in the first, and 
one of his roundhouse swings clipped 
mist into the kid’s eyes in the third.

But Crossi began losing in the 
fourth, and he knew it. His pig eyes 
were drenched in fear, and he cursed 
the kid in the clinches, babbling filth 
until Barney shoved him contemptu
ously away and rocked his fat face 
with smashing rights and lefts till 
Crossi was tottering, glassy-eyed.

Nobody expected Dino out for the 
sixth, but as it turned out, nobody 
noticed whether he was ready or not. 
For with five seconds left in the rest 
interval, Barney got to his feet, 
screamed hoarsely, and fell forward 
on the canvas. By the time Tom 
Daly reached him, he was dead, with 
a blueness about the lips. The doc
tor in attendance was only a step be
hind Daly, and Stern was in the ring 
almost as soon. The doctor said, 
“Poison!” in a shocked tone. Stern 
whirled and grabbed Barney’s water 
bottle. And Dino Crossi set the seal 
on his own brutality with a booming 
laugh.

“I tole ya I'd moider tha bum!” he 
shouted.

ET EC T IV E SAM PATTON in
terrupted the lieutenant’s mem
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ories, thrusting his bristling head in 
through the anteroom door.

“There’s a little screwball out here, 
says he owned Barney Morris. He 
wants to talk to you about the mur
der.”

Stern considered. “Throw him 
out,” he said.

“Okay,” Patton said.
He closed the door, and in seconds 

excited voices drifted through. There 
was a shrill, high voice, broken by 
Patton’s heavier tones. In the midst 
of the commotion Stern went to the 
door and jerked it open. Patton was 
in the act of ejecting a struggling 
little man in a derby hat. One red 
hand grasped the man by the seat of 
his striped trousers, the other had a 
punishing grip on the collar of his 
neat frock coat.

“Come on, come on,” Patton said.
Stern snapped, “Hold it !”
Patton released his grip and 

turned. The little man straightened 
his tie, settled his coat, and gave Sam 
Patton a look that was meant to be 
withering.

“What’s all this?” Stern demand
ed.

“My name is Weeks, E l t o n  
Weeks,” the man said.

Stern said, “Tom Daly owned Mor
ris.”

“That’s what everybody thought,” 
Weeks said with a superior smile, 
“but I owned a half interest. But 
the important thing is, I saw the kill
er!”

He paused, as if v/aiting for some 
expression of surprise to show itself 
on the lieutenant’s features. Stern 
looked at him calmly, his deeply 
tanned face smooth. Only the red 
around his direct hazel eyes showed 
strain.

“Well,” Stern said finally. “Go on."
“It was during the fifth round,” 

Elton Weeks said. “There was quite 
a little excitement in the ring, and I 
probably wouldn’t have noticed him 
if he hadn’t stepped on my feet. I 
have very tender feet.”

Stern said, “Get to the point!”
“The man went over to Barney's 

corner, and reached down. Nobody 
was watching him. I didn’t think 
anything about it till later, but he

must have switched the water bot
tles.”

“Who was it?” Patton said. 
Weeks said, “Shad Cates.” 
“Crossi’s manager?”
“I saw him! He poisoned Barney.” 
“That’s a serious charge,” Stern 

said.
“Serious!” Weeks echoed. “Isn’t 

it serious for me to lose an invest
ment like Barney Morris?”

“In the first place,” Stern said, “I 
don’t think you owned so much as 
Barney’s little finger. And in the 
second, there was no poison in the 
water bottle. However Barney got 
it, it wasn’t in his water bottle. 
Okay, Sam.”

The little man squealed as Patton 
grabbed him, kept on squealing while 
the chunky detective turkey-walked 
him out the door and sent him on 
his way with a final caress from a 
number eleven shoe.

P ATTON came back in, grum
bling. “If we ever have a mur

der in this town that don’t have a 
dozen screwballs, I ’ll buy you a 
pint.”

Stern said, “Did that man leave his 
address?”

“Someplace,” Patton said, scrab
bling through the papers on the desk. 
“Here it is; Elton Weeks, 38 Finch 
road. Pretty fancy neighborhood.” 

“Put somebody on his tail, Sam.” 
Patton said, “Right,” but his eyes 

questioned.
“He’s probably a harmless crack

pot,” Stern said defensively. “But 
this case's slim enough, without our 
passing up any bets.”

Patton mumbled something incom
prehensible and went out. Stern sat 
in his office for a while, staring at 
the wall. Now that he was alone, 
his brows knotted themselves into a 
formidable scowl. Finally he got up, 
jerked a smart Homburg hat down 
over his crisp brown hair, and went 
out.

Thirty minutes of lawful driving 
brought him to the low, rambling 
white building that was Dino Crossi’s 
Inn. It was set back from the high
way in a sheltering grove of ever
greens. There were about fifty cars
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parked in the lot to the left of the 
entrance. Stern got out and showed 
his shield to the attendant who came 

; hurrying up.
“Leave it in front,-’ he said.
He went into the :nn, stopping 

for a second or two at the entrance 
hall while his eyes adjusted them
selves to the dimly lighted interior. 
The big dance floor was deserted, but 
there was a milling crowd around the 
long bar. Crossi was back of the bar, 
a 1 i.t11 e drunk.

“Have another drink on the 
| house!” he bawled as Stern ap- 
[ proached. “We empty this keg, we’ll 

open up another one. Crossi’s 
buyin’ !”

The man was perspiring heavily; 
little rivulets ran from his heavy 
neck to soak into his already soaking 
shirt. His dark, fat face was split in 
a ferocious smile.

“Give us the lowdown, champ,” 
someone begged. “What really hap
pened to Barney Morris?” 

j Crossi scowled and raised his big 
arms in a fighting stance. “I tell ya, 
I moidered him!” he shouted. “Don’t 
pay no tention to th’ malarkey about 
poison! I beat ’im to death with’ my 
hands!”

Stern came around the end of the 
bar, close to Crossi. “I want to talk 
to you,” he said.

Dino said, “Well! It’s tha peeper!”
“Get Shad Cates and come on,” 

Stern said.
“Wait a minute,” Crossi said 

roughly. “You talked to me once, 
copper. This is outside your beat. 
So don’t pull nothin’ here!”

Stern waited, standing tall and 
composed in front of the squat, ro
tund Crossi. After a long moment 
in which the crowd around the bar 
became very still, the fighter flicked 
his eyes away from Stern’s level 
gaze.

“Watch the joint, Tony,” he said.
They went through a door behind 

the bar, into a sort of private office. 
On a scarred table in the middle of 
the room was Dino Crossi’s famous 
drinking stein, a huge two-quart ves
sel he boasted he could empty with
out drawing a breath. There was a 
desk, and three straight chairs. Cros-
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si perched on the table and looked at 
Stern. His drunkenness had vanished 
with the closing of the door.

“Okay,” he said, “talk.”
“It won't take long,” said Dick 

Stern. “I'd like to know what Shad 
was doing in Barney’s corner during 
the fifth round.”

Shad said quickly, “Who says I 
was?"

“You were,” Stern said.
Shad Cates shut his grim little 

eyes for a moment, then opened them 
to stare palely at Stern. In that time, 
Stern sensed, he had weighed the 
chances of a flat denial, and rejected 
it. A cool customer, this Cates.

“All right,” Cates raid. “So I 
was."

“W hy?”
“Morris was cornin’ back too 

strong,” said Shad Cates. “I 
couldn’t figure it—I thought they 
were hoppin’ him up. So I had me 
a look.”

“Whattaya mean he was cornin’ 
back?” Crossi blustered. “I was 
moiderin’ ’im!”

Cates twisted his mouth. “Oh, 
sure.”

“What did you find?” Stern asked.
“They was givin’ him vitamin pills, 

was all. Them high-powered B1 
tablets. He was eatin’ ’em like can
dy.”

“Where was he getting them?”
“From Tom Daly.”

CROSSI said, “Now yuh take me.
I get tha same results trainin’ 

on beer.”
“What did those pills look like?” 

Stern asked.
“Like big aspirin tablets,” Shad 

Cates said.
Stern got up and crossed to the 

door. He turned and said, “Thanks, 
boys. That’s all for now,” and went 
out. He held the knob tight, keeping 
the latch retracted. He slammed the 
door, then quickly opened it a quar
ter inch, soundlessly, and stood lis
tening.

Crossi’s heavy voice boomed, 
“Okay, chiseler, just what the hell 
was yuh doin’ in Morris’ corner? An’ 
don’t gimme that vitamin routine. 

(Continued On Page 84)
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That’s for dummies. Are yuh sellin’ 
me out?"

“You damn’ fool!’’ Cates snarled, 
and his footsteps came toward the 
door. Stern released the knob gently, 
and went out of the building.

Stern found a parking space by 
the Crobett Building, and stopped 
for a minute in the lobby, studying 
the index. Tom Daly’s office was on 
the sixth floor, 619. Stern found 
Dewey Farr’s name listed for 611-617. 
He scanned the other names on the 
register, found none that he recog
nized.

An elevator door grated open be
hind him, and he turned. Last one 
from the cage was a dapper little 
man in a derby hat. He looked quick
ly around him, and started out. Stern 
came up beside him, took his arm.

“Just a minute, Weeks,” he said.
The little man turned, and for a 

second fear rode shimmering in his 
eyes. Then he brushed Stern’s hand 
from his arm and said, “You must be 
mistaken.”

“Been to see Daly?” Stern asked.
“You’ve got me confused with 

someone else,” the man persisted. 
“My name isn’t Weeks, and I don’t 
know anybody named Daly. Now, 
please—”

Stern tightened his grip. “And I 
suppose you never heard of anyone 
named Barney Morris?"

“No, I haven’t !” the name snapped.
“Now, that’s peculiar,” Stern said. 

He took the folded newspaper from 
the little man’s hand and opened it, 
“Barney Morris Killing Still Un
solved,” the headlines blared, crowd
ing even the war news into second 
place.

“You’re almost too innocent,” 
Stern said.

The dapper man’s eyes went quick
ly to right and left. There was des
peration in them as they turned back 
to look at Stern.

He said, “Lieuten—ah, Mister, 
you’ve got the wrong man. Honest. 
I’ve got an important appointment, 
right away. I’ve got to go.”

Lieutenant Stern’s smile was bleak. 
“Run along,” he said. “W e’ll find 
you when we want you.”

He watched the frightened little
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man scuttle out of the building, and 
saw Tim Groves from the bureau 
move unobtrusively after him. Good 
man, Groves, Stern thought.

Tom Daly’s office was locked. 
Stern went down the corridor to 617. 
The door said, “Dewey Farr, Attor
ney at Law, Entrance 611." Stern 
went past 615 and 613 to reach the 
indicated door. He wondered what 
Dewey Farr needed with so exten
sive a suite of offices. The door num
bered 611 was chastely lettered, “En
ter.” He entered.

A buxom brunette in a sheer blouse 
hastily took her feet off the desk, 
closed a brightly colored magazine, 
and looked at him in surprise. As 
an afterthought she said, “Hello. Can 
I help you?” ,

“Farr in?” Stern asked.
The girl looked puzzled. 'Busi

ness?"
Stern showed her the shield he 

carried in his vest pocket, and her 
face went greenish white. She got 
up and backed toward a door at the 
other side of the room, then turned 
and went through quickly. Stern 
got a momentary impression of angry 
voices beyond the door.

Dewey Farr came through the 
door, and the scared brunette poked 
her head around the jamb behind 
him. Farr’s round little face smoothed 
at sight of Stern.

“Ah, Lieutenant," he said. “Come 
in.”

STERN followed Farr into a room 
thick with smoke. There were 

three or four tables, each with a 
chair, and no other important furni
ture. Stern sat down and tilted one 
of the chairs back against the wall.

“You might as well get Daly back 
in here,” he said. “I want to talk 
to him too.”

Farr flushed, and went to an op
posite door, one connecting with the 
next office down the line. He nod
ded, and Daly came in, cigar 
clenched between his teeth.

“Find anything?” he demanded. 
“Maybe,” Stern said. “Where’d 

you get those Bl vitamin pills for 
Barney?”

“Different places,” Daly said. “Ev- 
(Continued On Page 86)
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ery drug and department store in 
town carries ’em."

‘’You buy ’em yourself?’’
Daly said, “Sure. What are you 

drivin’ at?”
Stern said, “When did you sell 

Barney?”
There was a sudden, complete si

lence through the little room, in 
which the noises drifted faintly, ris
ing from the street six floors below. 
Tom Daly flickered an inquiring 
glance toward the little attorney, 
then shifted back to Dick Stern. 

“Who says I did?” he asked.
Stern said, “A witness.”
“Well.” Daly said. “It’s a damn’ 

lie.”
“All right,” said Stern. “Next, 

what did Shad Cates want when he 
came over to Barney’s corner?”

“Aw, he claimed the kid was hit- 
tin’ low,” Daly said. “Said he was 
gonna protest the fight if we didn’t 
watch it. Hell, the kid was clean as 
a marine’s rifle.”

“That isn’t what Weeks told me,” 
Stern said.

Tom looked puzzled. “Who’s 
Weeks ?"

Dewey Farr shook a cigarette from 
a pack, lighted it with the glowing 
butt of the last one. He sent a quick, 
bright-eyed glance toward the im
passive detective, and made a tiny 
motion with his head.

“Okay, see you later,” Stern said. 
Daly said. “Remember about the 

newspapers!”
Dewey Farr followed the tall lieu

tenant to the front office, and took 
hold of his arm. “I hope you won’t 
worry about what Tom says,” he said 
confidingly. “He’s pretty upset 
about losing the boy.”

“Took it pretty hard, did he?”
“No wonder,” said Dewey Farr, 

“Barney was just beginning to pay 
off. He was in line for the cham
pionship if he'd beaten this Crossi.” 

‘‘Wounded Tom’s bankroll, eh?” 
“It wasn’t just that. I think he 

was really fond of the lad, in his 
own way,” Farr said. “But it must 
have hurt to lose a potential fortune 
too.”

“It always annoys me,” Stern said.



I'll Moider Hia Bum
“Isn’t that the way it is with you,
sister?”

The brunette smiled beguilingly, 
then looked startled. “I beg ya pod- 
dcn?” she said, all in one word. 
Stern turned and went out of the of
fice.

By the door of 613 he stopped to 
tie his shoelace. He knelt with his 
head close to the lock of the ’door. 
He heard Dewey Farr come back to 
the room, and heard Tom Daly com
plain, “What did that dumb dick 
mean I’d sold Barney?” The little 
attorney said something inaudible in 
a soothing tone, and Stern went 
down the hall to the elevator. For 
the first time that day there was the 
barest suspicion of a smile on his 
lean face.

There was a pale, cool sunset in 
the sky when Dick Stern returned to 
headquarters. Sam Patton was wait
ing for him in the lieutenant’s office. 
Stern said mechanically, “Anything 
new?”

“The medical examiner confirmed 
his earlier report,” Patton said. “Po
tassium cyanide. But there wasn’t 
any trace in the guy’s mouth or 
throat.”

“Any prints on the water bottle?”
“Daly’s,” Patton said, “an’ the 

smear from Barney’s gloves. But 
there wasn’t any poison in it, any
way.”

“I was thinking about something 
else.”

“Oh, yes,” Patton said. “Groves 
called. The little screwball he's been 
tailin’ is home, so Groves is grabbin’ 
a bite to eat.”

Stern snapped, “Who’s watching 
Weeks?”

“Well,” Patton said uneasily, “Tim 
figured the guy ought to be good for 
an hour at home anyway, so he fig
ured he could—”

“God!” Stern said. “Come on!”

ME OPENED his siren and his 
throttle wide, in a driving run 

across town to Prospect Hill sec
tion. He burned rubber into Finch 
Road and pulled to a screaming stop 
in front of number 38. Stern ran to 
the door, and thrust it open without 

(Continued On Page 88)

Now you can learn to dance in the privacy or your own homo with 
the help of th»se S books! All tho newest Swim? steps—the Rhumba, 
Susi-Q, Truckin', Bomba, as well as tho Fox Trot, Waltz, and 
basic tap steps—are explained with simple, graphic diagrams in 
“Danein3" —and the two books wo include F R EE with each order.

GET MORE FUN OUT OF LIFE!
I t  is  the person who can dance tho new steps that gets invited to 
the dances and parties where Fun begins. Watch your own popular
ity increase as you learn the grace, the swing of dancing! No more 
wall-flower nights, nr days of waiting for the phone to ring! This 
is your chance to f ill your future with Romance.

Mcke this FREE test!
"D ancing," by Betty Lee, includes every
thing you need to know about dancing. 
Instructed by this well-known teacher, you 

learn the fundamental steps in tho right 
way . . . Quickly. But you need not take 
cur word for it! You may return the 

book in 5 days and get your money 
back if you are not delighted with 
results! And remember, wo includa 
two books FREE of extra charge . . . 

“Tip Top Tapping" and "Swing 
Steps.” Let these three books teach 
you to dance for fun or money—ot 
i t  costs you nothing I

SEND NO MONEY!
W ien your books arrive, deposit 
$1.98 plus postage with tho postman. 
Practice these simple dance steps 
each day and in 5 days if you have 
not learned to dunce, we will refund 
your money at. once. Act now and 
surprise your friends at the next 
party!

Pioneer Publications, Ine., 
1790 Broadway, N. Y. C.

PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INC.
1790 Broadway, Dept. OA-H, New York 19, N. Y.

Gentlemen: Send me "D ancing" by D itty Lee. I  will pay 
postman $1.93 (plus postage) on Arrival. If in 5 days I  have 
failed to learn to dance, I will return tho book and you will 
refund purchase price. Include F R E E  cf extra charge "Swing 
Steps" and "Tip Top Tapping." ,

Nam©..

City., .State.,
Orders from Foreign Countries, 10/* in  advance.

87



Crack Defective

Get In at the Start — and Grow
P lastics is  a  new industry which the nation’s 
w ar needs is forcing to  quick m aturity. Already 
P lastics  a re  indispensable in (practically every 
'branch o f the Service— A ircraft, Ordnance, 
Chemical, M arine, Signal Corps, etc. Opportu
nities? N early everything, from homes to  cloth
ing, from  gadgets to tools, "will be affected Iby 
P lastics.

Spare Time Training Now Ready
T he tim e to  get started is now. You can pre
pare a t home, in  your spare tim e, to take your 
•place in  an in fant industry th a t even now is 
loa/ping into prominence. A new, p ractical tra in 
ing plan Is now ready to help you realize your 
ambitions and build your future security. Act 
now. Don’t delay. Mall th is  coupon today.

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. P86,
Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago 37, III.
Send me F R E E  information covering special training iS 
subjects chocked below. No obligation on my part, 
a  Plastics □  Cost Accounting for
n  Electrical Engineering Manufacturing
□ Drafting and Design □ Automotive Engineering 

for Men and Women □  Architecture &. Building
□  Diesel Engineering
□  Mechanical Engineering 
D Aviation D Radio

N»mo ...................

D Shipbuilding 
D Business Management 
O High School Courso

Song Poems Wonted
To be set to Music, Phonograph records, and Piano 
Arrangements made— Music Printed—Pay As You 
Go Plan—MELODIES OH LYRICS REVISED—FREE 
EXAMINATION.

THE TUNE DOCTOR
Dept. DA-11 G . P. O . Box 551, New York 1

JOKE BOOKS FOR 
ADULTS

The kind they like. You w ill be both 
a Riot and the Life of the Party, with 
a set of these pocket site joke books. 
They are full ’of Entertainment, Pun and 
Humor. The set of six books only 50c 
or a special assortment of 12 books all 
different for $1.00. Print name and ad 
dress, send cash or stamps to:

LEONARD NOVELTY CO.
72 5th A vs.. Dept. D A -II, Now York. II ,  N.Y.

F R i i !
jr-A ous,

•ppcor
^ alog-

D ies • CARDS
Perfect  Dice, Magic Dice. 
M agic  Car da—  BEAD THE 
BACKS — I n k s ,  D a u b s ,  
Po k er  C h in a ,  G a m i n g  
L a y o u t* ,  D i c e  B o x e s ,  
C o u n t e r  G e m * * ,  Punch- 
b o a r d s .  W R I T E  F O R  
C A T A L O G  T O D A Y .

K. C. CARD CO. 1224 W. Washington Btvd., Chicago, 111.

ARE YO U  I jONELY?
If you are sincerely seeking a sweetheart, or mate, we 
can help you. Thousands have found happiness through 
our method. Sensational proven results. A ll ages, 
religions. Many wealthy. Confidential, prompt, 
courteous. W rite now, for free, sealed particu lars.

NANCY JORDAN CLUB
G . P. O .. BOX 374-D, NEW YORK, N. Y.

(Continued From Page 87) 
stopping to ring. Patton followed.

They found Elton Weeks; They 
found him in the bedroom, where he 
had been in the process of changing 
from morning clothes to a dapper 
evening jacket. Someone had inter
rupted the process, decisively, by 
smashing in the back of his head 
with a blackjack. The weapon was 
still there, wicked, shot-filled, with 
a thong handle. And Weeks lay 
face downward in a pool of blood.

Lieutenant Stern turned away, and 
his lips were set in a grim straight 
line. His brown eyes smouldered 
with fury. He stared at a wall as he 
talked.

“This is the hell of murder,” he 
said savagely, “It smacks over the 
little guys, the harmless guys, who 
aren’t even ready to fight back. I 
can stand all day and cheer while a 
bunch of gangsters snipe at each oth
er, Sam. They deserve to die, and 
expect to. But a game kid, in a prize 
ring, or a little bantam who never 
hurt anybody, dressing for a date, 
By God, I hate a killer!”

It was a long speech, but Sam knew 
better than to interrupt. He’d worked 
with Stern before. He knew the 
flaming, classic hatred the man car
ried into his fight against crime. He 
knew also, that when this fulmina- 
tion of hate reached out, the end of 
the case was in sight.

Sam Patton said, “But this guy was 
just a whack; how does he fit into 
Barney’s killing?”

“Even a whackpot can be right 
once,” Stern said.

He phoned Dino Crossi’s Inn, and 
got Shad Cates on the line. “Cates,” 
he said, “I want you and that human 
beer barrel at Tom Daly’s office in a 
half hour.”

The receiver crackled.
“A half hour,” Stern repeated, “be

cause if you aren’t there, I ’ll come 
for you. And you won’t arrive in 
such good shape.”

He hung up the phone and squint
ed at Patton.

“She’s shaping up now,” he said.
Tom Daly, Dewey Farr, and the 

bewildered brunette were waiting in 
(Continued On Page 90)88
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Daly’s office when Stern arrived with 
Sam Patton. The brunette was in a 
revealing formal gown, obviously 
summoned away from a gay evening. 
Dewey Farr was in a resentful mood.

“I resent this!” he told Stern. “On 
behalf of Mr. Daly, Miss Jarvis and 
myself, I resent it deeply. Can’t you 
do your work in the daytime?"

“Find anything?” rumbled Tom 
Daly.

I Stern said, “Plenty.”
| Dino Crossi and his tough little 
i manager must have driven like crazy 

to do it, but they came into the of
fice three minutes inside the half- 
hour deadline. Dino had a silly grin 
on his fat face. He stopped by the 
door and raised his clasped hands 
above his head in greeting.

“Hiya, fans!” he said.
Tom Daly growled deep in his 

throat, an oddly animal sound, and 
Stern said, “Tom!” in a low, warning 
voice. The old fight manager was 
quivering with fury.

“Why don’t you arrest him?” he 
snarled. “He threatened to murder 
Barney, an’ he did it. It was the only 
way he could beat him!”

“Why. you old fool!" Shad Cates 
began.

The explosive lash of Stern’s voice 
brought silence.

“W e’re going to settle this,” he 
said, “and now. But there’s somebody 
missing. Miss Jarvis, call Elton 
Weeks and tell him to get down 
here.”

The brunette looked at him, and 
her lower lip began to shake uncon
trollably. Farr said, “Give her the 
number. Lieutenant. She doesn’t 
know this Weeks.”

"It’s in the directory," Stern said, 
i They went into an adjoining office, 

and left Miss Jarvis at the phone. 
Stern watched the little attorney 
bring extra chairs from the next of
fice.

“I’ve been wondering why your of
fice ran up to connect with Daly’s," 
he said. “Maybe it’s because you 
don’t want some of your clients to 
meet the others.”

90 (Continued On Page 92)
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FARR smiled. “Every attorney 
has professional confidences.” he 
said.

Miss Jarvis stuck her head into the 
room. “Mr. Weeks said he’d be 
right down,” she reported.

“What’s he got to do with this?” 
Daly asked.

Stern said, “He killed Morris.” 
“Cripes!” Shad Cates burst out. 
“Well,” Stern said, “he did it quite 

indirectly. He didn’t exactly admin
ister the poison, but he was the cause 
of its being administered.”

“I don’t get this!” Tom Daly said. 
“To begin with, there was actually 
no one who could have benefited by 
Barney Morris being dead. So there 
was no one, so far as we could see, 
with a motive.”

“There was Crossi,” Daly said. 
“Crossi lost by it,” Stern said. “He 

i  had to have him alive to beat him. 
When Barney died, it ruined Dino’s 
chance for a match with the cham
pion.”

“I could of moidered 'im. too,” 
Crossi said.

“Certainly Tom Daly had no rea
son to want Barney murdered,” Stern 
went on. “And for the same reason, 
neither would his attorney.”

“Then it was Cates!” said Daly.
| “Shad, it’s about time you told the 

truth about your visit to Barney’s 
corner,” Stern said.

“I will, by hell!” Shad Cates ex
ploded. “I went over to tell Daly 
I was half owner of Barney Morris, 
an’ for him to make his boy lay off 
Dino!”

“I was killin’ ’im!” Crossi shouted. 
“You was gettin’ your fat brains 

knocked out!” Shad Cates said. “I 
was gonna tell Tom Daly to ease the 
boy up an’ take a decision instead of 
a knockout.”

“What do you mean, you were half 
i owner of Barney, you gonoph!” Tom 

Daly screamed.
“You try to deny it!” said Cates. 
He jerked a folded paper from his 

pocket, and whipped it open.
“You signed it yourself!” he said, 
Tom Daly wilted, and turned an 

agonized look at Dewey Farr. “What 
goes on?” he said. “Dewey, what 

(Continued On Page 94)92



“The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” The author says, “All the Mysteries of Life from the Cradle to the Grave—and BeyoncJ- 
It tells you the particular day and hour to do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total 
darkness.”
He claim?, “The power to get what you want revealed at last, for 
the first time since the dawn of creation. The v«iy fam e jn>wer 
which the ancient Chaldean?, Cuthic. Priest?, Egyptians. Baby
lonians. and Sumerians used is at our disposal today.”
He says, "Follow the simple directions, and you can do anythin# 
you desire. No one can tell how these M aster Forces are used 
without knov. ing about this book, but with it you can mold anyone to your will.”
fYom this book. He says, "You can learn the arts of an old Science

as practiced hy the Ancient Priestly Orders. Their marvels ware* 
almost beyond In.hot. You. too. can learn to do them all with tho 
instructions written in this Book," Lewis de Claremont claims, 
" It  would be a shame if  these things could all be yours and you* 
failed to grasp them ."
He claims. " It  is cverv man's birthright to have these things of life; 
m o n e y : GOOD HEALTH! H APPINESS! If you lack any of these, 
then this book has an important message for you. No m atter whai 
you need, there exists a spiritual power which is abundantly abU» 
to bring you whatever things you need.”

m M M s m M m in s m M n s mARE YOU CROSSED IN ANY WAY?
Tl;c S o  cm Kr*‘ to IW i-r, !.<• vi;. M rvu‘« *»t says, shews vmi how t<> remove ami c;m it f-lci*

THE BOOK PURPORTS TO TELL YOU HOW TO—
Gain the love o f the op p osite  n x .
Unite people fo r m arriages.
O b tain  p rop erty .
Moke people do your bidding.
Moke any person love you.

Make people bring back itdhjn  
goods.

Make anyone lucky in any 
gam es.

Cure any kind o f  sick n ei* 
w ithout m edicine.

G e t any job you want.
C a st  a spell on anyone, no m atter wSu 

they a re .
Get people out of law suits, courts 

prison.
Banish ell misery.
Gain the m astery of all things.
Regain your youth ond vigor.
Choose words according to d?tci2 

holy methods.
■»& '

This is the Power. He says. from which the old masters gained their knowl
edge and from which they sold limitless portions to certain favored Kings* 
Priests, and others at high prices, but never to be revealed under a vo»vlt 
the violation of which entailed severe punishment.

THE VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKEN
Tins book. He chums, shows you tiie secrets of old which when property 
applied makes you able* to control the will of all without their knowing tfc. \ 
If you have a problem and you wish to solve. He says, don’t hestitate. 
Advertisements cannot describe nor do this wonderful book justice. You 
must read it and digest its meaning to really appreciate its worth.

GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDS!)
Only a limited number available for sale, so don’t wait. It is 
worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will rusli 
your order for this book MOW.

1g i i i m a a a i a a i B B a i i i g a s
RED STAR NOVELTY HOUSE, Dept. 71 
6405 Cottage Grove Ave„ Chicago

This coupon is worth $1.03 to you. Attack a Money Order for $! fa 
thij coupon and w® will send you your copy of The Seven Key; 
Power*—Regularly $2 far only $i.

Name........................................................................ ..................................
Address........................................................................ ............................
C ity ................. .State.
If you wish we Teas* You 
Postage. Check here (J.

MEND NO MONEY!
, Pay Postman $1 on delivery pfui a few p***‘* l
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Crack Detective

"With God
All Things Arc Possible!” Aro you facing 
difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money 
Troubles? Are you Worried about siune one 
di-r to you? i)n you ever get Lonely— 
Unhappy— Discotiraoeri? WmiM you like tc. 
have more Happiness, Success and "Good 
Fortune’’ in Life?

If you do have any of those Problems, or 
nthers like Horn, dear friend, then hero if 
wonderful NEWS— NEWS of a rcmiirkublo 
NEW WAY OF PRAYER that in helping 
thousands of oth'T men and women to glorious 
NEW happiness and joy! Whether you hare 
always believed in PRAYEP or not, this 
remarkable NEW WAY may bring .. whole 
NEW world of happiness au<l joy to you— 
and very, very qutokty. tool

So don't wait, dear friend, don’t  let another 
minute go by! If you are troubled, worried 
or unhappy IN ANY WAY—we invite you 
to clip this Message now and mail with Sic 
stamp for FULL INFORMATION about this 
rutnarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping so many, many others and which may 
just -s certainly and quickly help YOU l

You will surely bless this day—so please 
don’t delay! Just, clip this Message now and 
mail with your name, address and :tc stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOW SHIP, Box 4610, 
Noroton, Conn. This wonderful MEW Mes
sage of PRAYER and FAITH will be on the 
way to help you by return mail!

Learn How to Use Your
SECRET POW ER

Draw things to you! Change 
your LUCK! Thousands have 
won over obstacles. Use the 
System that may lead to 
POWER, MONEY, LOVE 
and SUCCESS. You get full 
directions for only 25c coin 
or stamps. No C.O.D.

M A RY E IO
Room 315 —- 60 Hudson St., New York, N. V.

m a g i c  i n  c  as
C ard  Inks, Daub, Lodestone, Candies, Books, 
Novelties, e tc. Catalog  FRES.

D. SMYTHE C O ., BOX 3. NEW ARK, MO.

POEMS WANTED
■ Fo r M u s ic a l S e tt in g -

Mother Home, Love, Sacred. Patriotic, Comic

nation and « « S ^ t o T N f l
BiCHARD BROTHERS C H I C A G O ,  1 1 1 .

1 s
Men M ake  75%  Profit
Buy end sell personal needs, drug sundries, razor blacks and etc. 
Good side line. Send for free catalogue. Edwards Product* Co., 
1918 Humboldt Bl/d., Chicago, <11.. Dept. H.________________________

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB
If you want a "wife," "husband," or “ sweetheart," tell 
us your age, description of your "ideal," and by return 
mail you will receive sealed particulars of one of the 
oldest, most modern Clubs, h  America, representing 
many wealthy educated members.
R. E. SIMPSON Box 1251 Denver, Colo. 

U. S. A.

?4

(Continued From Page 92)
I goes on here? I sold that to you!” 
j Dewey Farr said, ‘‘Because you 
| were short of money! Well, that’s 
[ the reason I sold it to Cates! There’s 
j no crime in that, is there?”
• “You’re damn’ right!” Daly said, 
j “They find you got a piece of both 
! boys in a fight, they bar both of ’em 
j for life! Cates is on a spot!” 
i “Oh, no!” said Dewey Farr. “Be- 
j cause a clause in the contract says 
; the deal is off if there’s any public 
| announcement.”
j From the door Miss Jarvis said,
I “Mr. Farr.”
I “Come in.” Stern said. “Tell us 
; all.”
! “After all. Lieutenant!” Farr said, 
i “Go ahead, babe,” Stern said.

“There’s a guy here says he’s 
i Weeks,” she gasped, 
j “Do you doubt his word?" Stern 
i asked.
: “No, but—”
; “But you know he isn’t Weeks?”

She looked at him with pitiful 
eyes.

“How do you know?” Stern said 
! inexorably.
I “I—” She gulped, stopped.

“Yes, Miss Jarvis,” Farr said 
\ smoothly, “where did you ever see 
| Mr. Weeks before?”

Stern laughed. "Farr’s ditched 
you, babe.”

Her face reddened with anger and 
she glared at Dewey Farr. “I should 
be an actress for the dough you 
pay!” she snapped. “Weeks is a 
client, and you know it !”

“More than that,” Stern said. 
“Farr, you had also sold him a half 
ownership in Barney Morris. And 
that was the reason you had to kill 
Barney, and the reason you had to 
kill Weeks!”

“You’d better prove that!” said 
Dewey Farr.

“There was the murder motive, 
Tom,” Stern told the old manager. 
“Farr has sold so much _,tock in Bar
ney that he had to dig up money ev
ery time the boy won. It was break
ing him for the idd to be a cham
pion.”

“Lies, all lies!” Dewey Farr said.
“Think so?” Stern said. “Here's 

(Continued On Page 96)



AMERICAN JUDO Illustrated
Complete Stlf*lnstructron Courts in the Secrets of Jiu-Jit»w

*,th T iiih ii imi.ns — KNO''ixorV"I;i.own' i>’i 
AIU.INC s h ;o k i:s  — riioKi;.s -  .KH.'iS — :,iloves
— T H IC K S. f t c  , f*»i M,ll'-drfrn>e ;in<! a lt .u  k ! h h'Mii.ii 
is de.it lv ar.d c.>n;plcti-ly tflu ;ti »(•><!. M.ik*\; wu  
i,i'"anllr;3 uf vnui < r ?11 civytii. Shiv.i.-; ■.i>ij |.,-.v (-> 
ft.-t.-ct >om ,  if aitaiiM attack <M any ki:„l. cv.-ii thon/li 
y»u Itavf only )..ui hate ban.!., ?<■ dctUn.l ju iii ,»■!f m u Ii . 
Ih»!i‘l li t a:i) I,nt> liullc > .hj. y..;i t an 1i.* Tmi^li ns Sim.'). 
In tlii'-i4 tniic , esciy man—In) (amt uonii'ii. ton) v||..ul.| 
lu.v,. thi., alulity Spceiot P A r

reg. $1.00 value «ft,V O U ' *

ANYONE CAN DRAW!
Arv.im - In* tins I"., i tied rte n  to u n to , ran  
Ira m  (■* -It >:.> ! “S. It In -ti iicl mil in A n "
uow y t-s t l .r  j’ u  .ti. i.m  that has sut imUidnl 
m l f»i v.m i .. i.'.Inoi»isr. On* (th-siVM.-. nf
<tiav. i l l ,  t.. 11r> , ‘ino. it 1-a. l v :  T i l l y  UK-
C IN N K l; —  t.» .h aw , an.I In ;t.|\an .e  into 
inn ic  a fid m ■' r«- th iliru lt mi l.j I n -  [hr
I'u ir l' .v .l a it i  .1, it is  a S 'l iu e  t.....k an.I

IMIl.hs > nil f :tu i  t! -  tii -t s.t t ■ >!- •* on 
tfi :.*-lirn.- If--- lin i.f i .i l  a i l  W»fk. Iiiilm lns  
$ |f n h c  ill tun 11 in. ,-i'fvii,'. tu ck s, t in w  
sau-i... ■-!ti i.-i i , or. — S till fa ir .  A n i
mat .. iliiiiian  1 i--tu I ’m t ia . i ... in,.

I .:!.-  a n ' . i f  A it I ......... S i i j ,;.|k- ,.  SPCClAL
t'-r nf S.ii ft, ©ml. . Tv i- • ..I $*» n n
W m k. Mi-ili!iM 1.,, I tc , ntc (-..in- T
p lrtrh  i!!u. |

SISTER OF THE ROAD
o< to ld  to  D r. Ben L . Re itm an

'I-- If ' . r-■■■!■. • • I !• .-f . •• -r
I 'I 1 i' ......... . • i. »:• ,!v. -.1. , ,

H i n  i t . . . ! ,  i l . : ; **| * •
• !-■•■ •-■ ' u  I • ! I ,  i. t«. lu r  ,!  • | w  s • :  .  •
<1-1 • . .!. • I • t ,. V. -I .. ... 1 ,  ..............

,s , t  | .r .. | . . I . l  |. -.k !
■ ' ..........  i f . !  -. j . . . . .  .
I*i-s. f  t 1.11 i . .• i. ■ ..i -.\
I-M il.i • 1 - 1  *' .r ' ■ ! • .  Ilk- I ! C - O O
f .  ‘ . i  • t i.......  ‘. I I ; . .  ONIV 1 9l 1-• !f 1 §

Develop Mighty Muscles
U . : %«n . i . l . . , . , ' .  :■ i • . v ,  i .- : ..

I. •». II. I 1 . VI i •. . : •. . A ... • I-.’
1 * ■ . i| ■■ l -■ r. •> I. it . • t . -. I t -l • .:  ! .’■! . 1 i f
- I n.’ l M- .........  n . - .  1 i; .  '■■■ ■- ,m i  , • a  i . i  ,
i•> d• s.-.- i. ji. > . i -  ■ a ri i ' i  • * \i.
H I M :  I. ; i ..•! : • ! ■ .i. >*l v I ■ .1 ■ .............. , i
Sn I II I . . . .  r :  V;  . .  . 1. . ,  4 .  1 ■ s I 1 .'

. t '• 'i j . : . ; r  < • >; i i s i  i:« i* .
j.-.l ■ in ■ .• ... - • • ; v - -. 1 -  u \!.
A M l i l . i )  I . * A .M  I *.■ 11; - A ‘ . i I . I l l  i l l  f I . >
Mi., ‘h i. .\M> j-A :.; n ; v .  i; i:. i t- .-•
I t. . ! . .  fi  - ■ ; • -- i • I . . ■ • ! • : • . ! i  ••

v s ; , ■■ s-goc
r=- • ■ • ■ i - :• I

M OW  T O  O S D E P : j  ,1i m u jin .t m a il Im ia s . AH l-o-.k*-
irtm nintu i'il : , ill :, ia <  tW ->, o i n : ..i „ .y  l,;,r-k a t t .n rn . A lt honks fu ll 
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KN ICKERBO CKER PUB. C O ., DePt. A. D. 10 
116 G reenw ich St., New York, N. Y.
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(the most famous "S tr ip  Tease A rt is t"  on the 
stage today) WROTE

THE G-STRING 
MURDERS

The Story of a Burlesque G irl
1u -p : i.i t!w Mimd-tliA-scom-:', p ortra it on«m-]e>qi.iO—  

v i;] i ;i ■i.njrtrd d-' ittH throw n in. It i> ;sr, i f  the n i;td;*i- 
Iiini.'L'If Iineh-stAftri at T he  O ld O pera Theatre  
(O irh i! G i r l , :  I .a f f , !  I .a f f , !  U f M )  w ith its  fuur-a. 
day, pin pazi-oha hn\es, jiirm eli hags, pickle per- 
f- .t i .. iJ .c ;t . ;h - ie g i- te r  h earts and three corpses; T he  
G -S T R IN G  M U K O K R S  take place against a new, 
paudy hack-drop o f crim e w ith death in  a hrand-new, 
j ’tiah-lined, head-fringed form . H ere  a re  some obd 
pages right out o f hurie--<jue’s  Sd) QQ
rr.ost talented ind ividual. o n l y  T

Special Edition I

flaw  r*rri-.-d c"i »t nil »ml i f  it u-pini'l f .,r  tit* tlu-at- 
■ n-illifHi dollar .S ' . .  Said <>r.i- uf in* fb.-ilt-i^li Si%t<rj

COME INTO MY PARLOR
b y  C h a r ie r  W ovhburn

,Ti*5 i i  »n .’  -.I in! i f  i t *  nr* .,,n{ r,t rli Vann's p.->inri.!l*

f.t!ri.rniv1 ihi.. ('Med "  TI;*- .v i’. 1 ->r f'vrnrrlv a Chri AKn
".-"•rM -'r man. m Uni ll.^rapf.y  r,f the A r .! .v « !K  K vcl,,«v  

• S iii-r ... (i ll : il'c irtssdr '.Inry— drjcfibr* "part:**.' iwin*- ari't five* 
cn! .fful ■)*<«]<. of tli* l i i i t w n l  r  sistrrs an-1

of I ' m V ' r e a d f  ‘f J n t r-.m‘da* r 7 i  SpetUI *  * > 0 0
t,,twrfn" ~ 0fll> ^

CONVERSATION. PLEASE
How to Make Yourself an Interesting  

Speaker
by LOREN CARRO LL

The author insists that, "conversation is the most' 
nogh-rted of all the arts”—"That it can he vastly im
proved hy anyone who takes the tmsihieM—and "that 
it can win more fi ionds and iniluence more people than 
a five-foot shelf of the scIf-help hooks.”

Mr. Carroll tells you inn timer able anecdotes and 
Stories to illustrate and point up his advice!

Ard nftm you have finished being entertained hy 
"Conversation, Please,” you will siud that vnu know a 
lot n;x>re about hrjw to handle 0 0
your talk—and ymvr rilcnccs— Social
th a n  yo u  th o u g h t p o s-ib le . ■

MAKE IT YOURSELF
A book for every Amateur Craftsman Who Likes 

fo Make Things At Home With Tools!
0 !vv.> i UijU'fVtum U-r -i.'tt in,T a |* a lv>nn_- « h i k - t  >g. 

(lit1 t'."K i ,*.;*■ 1. hid oii-U cit-i (.( wi.ik; hr.-i j.Hr.vn!-;
roM iM .Kr.. n r i  a i i .i :i > i n s t u . c h o n s , 'k j c k t h i '!:
WITH W lihki'NC l*i:.UVINCS. f.,r SI.Vl'V 
m : i ; k n t  n :u J i :t 'T s —nwiu.im/. ..Im u , .  uibi.-,. tr-.-ih
rfi.cii,-. fr lift'.,. S lii.llcs , 11--.1..I- Iv .vs , c I, -
b '.u - c . d v :  k i ,  I*--ft 1, I ’ .-lie, fl.'-I> I.U-.-', - il'- 'h .':.,
i f l i i f i . i  r ,i i ;i 'h , .1 C'-!ol-iAl C iilh - I r.tb iiH  t ;  O’ .iitn s , T > ) V— 
s'n iM I'-l.rv iia  ci-.ui?, t ,»?.!.■-1 . n n r . ( . m l ,  c l'iM V ; w u i ' .  a
C< Hoil'O l-l.il r;i.*..ix. J ; VV(,|I.I’>'I V .llvA  b it vl l.'-li =£*.
m< f .i l h . i ) ' .  V c In d ian  lU .n.J^ , Ik 't '.i ia liv .-  an,? U  —tul 
S ’i - l .c : . .  ( i -Il.il I ' la iK x .m . A t l'C  rb - itu g  a b>> -.

; a.i’ si.-rit n -b-ti a> (p.g ftiiiii'.iu <*, vcimiVw . 11i.. 
Clti'i, [iiitlil.-V ill vu'fnl, g.llflcfl fUl.ivit111c. cti1.,

J2J poget of r*ol helpful »
Information ond fun—hundred* O U

o f it lu itra t io n *  f l
Special “



Crack Detective

World's Greatest CoiSection of 
Strange and Secret Photographs j
W ° W  you can travel round {.ho world with tho moat daring adven- !

Inr^ra, You cau sco with your own eyes the weirdest peoples on I 
eartii. You witness the strangest customs of tho rod, white, brown, 
t>jeck and yellow icccw. You attend their startling ritt*s, their 
irystcr.ous prart'ces. They uro utl assembled for you in these tiro 
grout volumes of tho SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND,

600 LARGE PAGES
Here in th e  w o rld 's  g r e a te s t  C o lle c tio n  o f S tra n g e  an 
f “ grap h s. H ere a r e  E x o tic  P h o to s  Irum  E u rop e, prii 
tn.'in A frica , T o rtu re  P h o to s  fro m  A sia , F em ale  
am i A m erica, aiui hmtUredn o f  o th e rs . T h e re  a r e  a in iu 1 
PA CES O F STRA N G E AND S E C R E T  PHOTOGRAPHS, 
.viaaro i.K-ht-n in  M ae.

kj S e c r e t  P h o- j
i a i ' . ,w  3’h o io s  I 
; fro m  O ceania 
° t  SQO LARGE 
«»ch  p age 5 7

1,000 PHOTOS
tn a l co u rtsh ip

•■t
>rl«l

“ tire:
a  w hite ii>;n 

ra ta .v  You su e O n e :" ;  I
r '-f-.i's '•* :.ia rria g e  and fem ale
H,-i 1V i“ C iiiiii', inpan, In d ia , e tc . 
l i  r o ia .i  th e  in lim .-vy  ot th e  cain ei.i 
you \.-il'io.,s »he e x o tic  h a b its  oi 
'■'•rv r - i i t in e n t  an d  *r,e strange-., 
•u.items re. li.'e  .-.ml h r

rii'i.

s a .n o  r s t o r e : R A FJiS . 
is. am i t 
limt, -ti

CON TEN TS OF
3-VOLUME S E T

VOLUME I
S e c r e t A!burr or A frica

VOLUME ■y
S e c re t Albuir o f Europe

VOLUME
The S e c re t Aibu t o f A lla

VOLUME
Yh® S e c r e t Album of Artv-rlCi

VOLUME S
T h o S e c r e t Album of O ceania

5 PiCTURE-PAC’tfiD VOLUMES
Specfmers Photos

D ress A U nd ress Round 
th e  World

'fi-knis s e c r e t  « o c i . 't i j«  
ivp.u-.cd I.iive v i ,  .Savage 
tri.n ge O im p s , Ornniuriin 
m ens. Tot< m j «  T aboos 
1ST.; .clou s c'UBton.s 

1 ,0 0 0  S tiim p e  &  S ecre t

T h e  S E C R E T  MUSEUM  OF MANKIND
a n is is i  j  o f live piclu i-e-paeheti vo lu m es 
<sol hi G l ountl to g e ti 'e r  fo r  co n v en ien t 
read .:.r:» . D ip in to any  o n e  o f th e se  
vo lu m es, and  a s  you tu rn  ita  pages, 
you find it  d i 'h c u lt  to  te a r  y ou rse lf 
aw ay. i k i e ,  in t iu ry  ar.d unu su al pho
to, i.i th e  W ORLD ’S  G R E A T E ST  COL- 
LECTION OF STRA N G E ANO SE C R E T  
PHOTOGRAPHS, c o n ta in in g  ev ery d iin g  
from  l-vinalu B eau ty  Hound ti-.e W orld 
to th e  mu M y sterio u s C u lts and C us
to m s. T h ese  hu ndreds and hu ndreds of 
la rg e  p a j.es  w ill g iv e  you  dav.s and 
n ig h ts  o f th r i l l in g  in stru ctio n .

SEND NO MONEY
S im m y  sig n  and  m ail th e  cou p o n. R em em ber, ea ch  o f  th e  5  vo lu m es 
is  in ch e s  h ig h , and  opened  o v er  a foot, w id e! R em em b er a lso
th a t th is  0 -V o lu m e S e t  fo rm er ly  so ld  f o r  5 1 0 .  And i t  is  bound in 
e x p e n s iv e  " l i f e - t im e ”  c lo th .  D o n 't  put th is  o ff. F i l l  o u t th e  cou p o n , 
d rop  i t  in  th o  n e x t  m a il,  a n a  r e c e iv e  th is  h u g e  w ork a t  once .

BI
aiii■i

MKTRO PU BLIC A TIO N S J
50 W est 17th S t ., n ciit. 0011, New York, 11, N\ Y. J

Send ini' " T h e  B ocro l M useum  o f M ankind”  <5 groat vol- ■ 
nines bound loir e  th e n . T w ill pay p ostm an S I . 0 8 .  p lu s no.^tage §  
on a rriv a l. I f  no t d e lig h ted , I  v d ll re tu rn  hook in  5  days fo r  .  
fu ll refund  o f  S I . 0 8 .  "

Name

Address

t
ai

C it y .................................................................... .. State

□  CHECK H E R E  i f  you a r e  e n c lo s in g  $ 1 . 9 8 .  
m a ilin g  r«*sts. sa m e  Money-Thick G u aran tee . 
Canadian O rders—$ 2 . SO in Advance.

ttrua sa v in s t■«

(Continued From Page 94) 
the certificate you issued to Elton 
W eeks."

ME UNFOLDED a piece of pa
per exactly like the one Shad 

Cates had shown. Farr’s face went 
greenish. He said in a strangled 
voice. “It isn’t! I got his certifi
cate when I—’’

“When you killed him?" Stern said 
gently.

Dewey Farr reached for his coat 
pocket, and Stern hit him in the legs 
in a diving tackle that doubled him 
against the wall. The gun fell free, 
and Farr collapsed.

Stern explained later. “If Weeks 
had told enough truth to be kill
worthy, it had to be on his conten
tion that he owned part of Barney. 
That pointed to Dewey Farr. Tom 
Daly wouldn't have sold out to a 
rival manager.”

“He sold stock to Farr,” Patton
said.

“It was security for a loan,” Stern 
said. "But Farr saw a chance to 
clean up, and wasn’t enough of a 
judge of fighters to see how he 
could lose out by it.”

“If Weeks is dead, who’s outside?” 
Shad asked.

“Tim Groves,” Stern said. “But as 
long as Dewey didn’t see him, the 
idea shook his nerve enough to break 
him down. And the dumb dame 
helped!"

“How’d he kill Barney?” Patton 
asked.

“Now that he’s gone,” Stern said, 
“I’ll confess I don’t know. Probably 
with poison in a heavy capsule before 
the fight. It’d hit Barney about the 
fifth round then. But I didn’t care 
which murder I hung Dewey for, 
just so I hung him. And he’s con
fessed to killing Weeks.”

“Ya mean I’m in tha clear?” Dino 
said.

Acidly, Shad Cates said, “Maybe 
you don’t hit as hard as you think, 
chum!”

“I'll show ya!” Crossi said. “Gim
me a crack at tha champeen! I’ll 
moider tha—” He stopped, and his 
florid face paled. He said, “I’ll try 
hard. Shad.”
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Klke Plea&uAe fi>Umeb

o r d e r  n o w i
E N JO Y  r r  lO  D A Y S  ?R E6

Fw prompt deFvory, Gentlemen, tear out the 
coupon, ond send af once. Enjoy ft »D days IF51FE 
«t our aspefao, and if not highly doJightod, [•.!$ 
rohjm it tor a prompt refund.

A  CONNOISSEUR’S CHOICE

£Rt it a book tor open mind* and tickiid* 
spines. Hare i* a book of a highly tempting flavor 
»p?c»d to the liking of tha most esquiriah t« t* . 
H#r* i* lusty, merry entertainment tor and abo>.-t 
men who knew how to live. Here is life with apo!* 
ogie* to none. Collected, selected trom the best 
there is, this lestful Primer is guaranteed to iraW 
the lassie* giggla and he-men erupt in boitt*r<M#; 
beSh/fuls,

Here is no refuge tor the straight-laced or satf«f»*J 
t?on tor the morbid. Served in a highly inviting 
manner, th?» pleasureful Primer is a blueprint fori 
hale and hearty living. Call it a gay evening's e.*v» 
tertainment or an ideal bedside companion, you"?? 
doily over it* contents time and time again.

What more can be said of any book other than th# 
•elf-appointed bearers of FORBIDDEN signs wor/S 
like it? Send along your orders, gentlemen, for tfi* 
rarest of tomes just off the presses. Of course W* 
guaranteed, you eithar like it or IT DOE5N7 COST 
YOU A CENT.

-  •  TO QUMU SEND THIS COUPON NOW -  
STRAYON MMII3HSX& Dept. F-SOli
342 Med icon Avene#
New York, New York 
Gentlemen;
Ruth The Pleasure Primer for 10 days impaction! p 
understand that unlas* highly pleased, I may retufJlj 
for a prompt refundl 
□  Enclosed r; my dollar—send postpaid,
O  Send C .0 .D . end I will pay postage.

Add;

C<+y------
a  MAKK iHSasS *r  YOU PREFER

i w  ©m y s  8o«ajd spits o h—«!.*$



Here's the Greatest BILLFOLD BARGAIN in all America
Your LODGE Emblem or Army or Navy Insignia 
and I E n g r a v e d  in 23K. Gold
Absolutely FREE
Special Introductory Offer

^ 9 8I
These
Hill folds A re
Made of Fine
Leathers,
Such as
Calf,
Morocco,
Stcerhidc,
Etc.

YOUR LODGE 
EMBLEM HERE

Genuine 
Highest

fejfc. | Q uality  Select
GRAIN LEATHER

DeLuxe VALUE
Year LODGE Emblem, MASSE, 

ADDRESS, and Social Security Mumber 
Engraved in G O LD -FR EE!

YOUR INITIALS ZC 
HERE

F R E E !

H ere, without a doubt, is positively the 
greatest Billfold and Pass C i t e  Bargain 
ever offered . Through a fortunate pur* 
chase we have a limited quantity of fine 
leathers such as Calfskin, M orocco. Steer- 
hide, e tc ., available. For a high qual
ity Leather Billfold, beautifully en
graved in gold, with your LODGE Em
blem and Name, you would expect to 
pay up to $4.50 arid consider it a mar
velous buy. If you taka advantage of 
this sensational introductory offer you 
can get this superb genuine Leather 

W allet and Pass C ase for only $1.98, 
and we will send you absolutely free a 
specially designed three color lifetime 
Identification Plate, which carries  your 
Social Security Number, your Name and 
Address or your Army Draft Number. 
This fine grain Leather Billfold must 
actually be seen to be fully appreciated . 
Besides the spacious compartm ent at the 
back which can be used for currency, 
checks, cap ers , e tc ., it has four pock

ets each protected  by celluloid to pra* 
vent the soiling of your valuable mem
bership and credit cards.
When closed this handsome Billfold hai 
the soft velvety feel you find only In 
quality Leathers, Your choice of Em
blems and Initials, are  beautifully am- 
bossed in 23 karat gold on the faca  of 
the Billfold. Due to difficulty in ob
taining choice leather because o f war 
conditions, the supply of these Billfolds 
is limited. Remember if you send your 
order promptly, we will include abso
lutely FREE, *  beautiful identification 
Key Tag and Gilt chain to match, all 
hand engraved with your Name, Ad
dress, City and State. If after recalv- 
ing your Billfold and Free G ift, you don't 
positively agree that this is the most 
outstanding bargain you Aave ever coma 
across, return them to  ut and your mon
ey will be cheerfully refunded In full. 
Send your order today, without fall •• 
you won’t be disappointed.

Thie beautiful three-color life-tima Identification 
P l a te  carritj* your  fu l l  n am e ,  addreaa and social 
■ecurlty or draft number.

you order at once we een«t
you thie beautiful IfjenHHca-A I S O  F R E E "**~ y o u  thie beautiful Ident i f i ca 

tio n  Key Tap and Oitt Chain to match. Hand 
■raved with your nam e, addfeee, c»Ly am i eiaw , 
V»UI Hurt a lifetim e.

IMPORTANT!
Thl* Trlnle
ComM nationB i l l f o l d
luak e* one of 
• h e  m  o a » 
h a n d s o m e
»r.<S ay r e l 
ated  sc i n *  y cu  ffiwM
C>ss!bly nr i vo arv mam 
IS you have 
m bay  o r  a 
friend  serv - 
lr:R hi* country. wJtT>rise 
h im  with th ie 
h e n «5 * ni-Ireared1 ca.f-
kb a, seif*- 
fir n d tort*? *

| l U l N u l i  M c K C M A N l i l b c  M A K I ,
I  Dept. 245-C, 54 W. Illinois S t., Chicago—
| II you w,;nt a 1,01) CK. AHMY or NAVY las Unit, state nans* here I
• G'nil’-rmn: ! r-mk^c $1 VK. IMouso send me a Genuine Leather Billfold with® 
I  my name am) ctu>i- e of Kn.lih-ni? ennruwd in it3k Include absoluitly free. ■
| ;i Ufv-liniu Idbutiin ation Fulu carrying my full Name and Social Security Nuin I  
| h.t . or Nurulo r. Al>> im ludi KUKK ;in Identification Key Tan and Gilt 8
■ Chain to w..U!i, all hand engraved wiih my Name. Address. City and Stale. §

| My Fult Nam e.................. .. ..I
* Address ......................  .................

J Ci’y ............................
® Social Security Number................
• O Send C O L * .  foi J I

(I'k-iie print clearly)

..........Army Draft Number..............
plus a few pennies p.'^Usc charge*



■/''SUPER*!!*™
4  EA SY  STEPS

A D D  INCHES to  your  
CHEST, BACK

A N D  BICEPS

Super Power 
Crusher Grip- 
“ M O U L D E R  O F  M E N ”
The amazing super power Crusher Grip pictured in the four exercises, 
made of high tension steel, has been used by some of the strongest 
men in the world! America today has no place for weaklings. America 
needs STRONG MEN, men who will build the better world of tomor
row. Prepare for tomorrow’s successes by developing crushing strength 
today! Complete illustrated instructions with each Crusher Grip.

Get Strong This Professional Way!
Foljow the footsteps of professional muscle men to develop a superb 
body and muscles of steel. This fast-moving muscle developer gets you 
there in four easy steps. Simply follow the simplified instructions and 
use your Super Power Crusher Grip which is free with this offer. Act 
now while the entire outfit is available at a low price . .  .  the supply 
is limited.

Here is your chance to de
velop a body packed with 
rock ribbed man-muscle, 
surging with vibrant, dy
namic power. . .  a body 
that men and women 
must admire. Just these 
four easy steps, practised 
only a few minutes a day, 
will help build inches of 

power packed 
(cjP muscleonyour 

frame, develop 
crushing bi
ceps, husky 
forearms, su
per-strength 
back, chest, 
stomach and 
leg muscles, 
make a new 
man of you...
ALL MAN!

DOUBLE Money Beck GUARANTEE
If these muscle builders don’t bring you satis
factory results in an amazingly short time, WE 
WILL GIVE YOU DOUBLE YOUR MONEY 
BACK.

SEND NO MONEY
Just fill in and send coupon. When postman delivers 
your Super Power Crusher Grip and free Superpower 
Hand Grips, pay him only $1.98 
champion strength as champions

P. O . B ox N o . 1 , Station X , N ow  Y o rk , 5 4 ,  N .Y .  ■  
Send m e th e  Su per Stren g th  Crusher Grip os described. I  w ill HI oena me m e uu pci c u c u b h i v» • i- -
pay th e  postm an only $1.98 plus postage. 
Super Pow er Hand Grips free  with my order

Also enclose the

plus postage. Develop 
do. Rush coupon...Now!

MUSCLE POWER CO . L
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J  I  c/t~ < r^ r^  c*;
This is coucioa O’Brien sen. 
to get F R EE Book. Yours 
is below—clip it NOW1

HE M ailed This Coupon
J . G. O'BRIEN

Atlas Champion 
Cup Winner

This is an ordinary 
snapshot of one of 
Charles Atlas' Califor
nian pupiis.

•  • • and Here's the Handsome 
Prize-Winning Body 
I Cave Him/

J. G. O’BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it.
He got my free book and followed my instructions. He 
became a New Man. NOW read what he says:

“Look at me NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS!
I ’m proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an ‘Atlas Champion’ !” — J. G. O’Brien.

"I'll prove that YOU, too, can 
be a NEW M AN " — C harles Atlas
I  don't care how old or young you are, or how ashamed of your 
present physical condition you may be. If you can simply raise your 
arm and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your biceps-yes, on 
each arm—in double-quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in 
your own home—is all the time I  ask of you! And there’s no cost if 
I  fail.

I  can broaden your shoulders, strengthen; your hack, develop your 
whole muscular system INSIDE and OUTSIDE; I  can add inches to
your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of yours1 lithe and powerful. I  can 
shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise those inner organs, help you cram your 
body so full of pep, vigor and red blooded vitality that you won’t  feel there’s even “standing 
room” left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I  get through with you I 'l l  have your 
whole frame "measured”  to a nice) new, beautiful suit of muscle!

Only 15 Minutes a Day
“ Dynamic Tension!”  That’s the ticket! The identical natural method that I  myself developed 
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I  was at 17 to my present 
super-man physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical specimens 
—my way. I  give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. You learn to develop your 
strength through “ Dynamic Tension.”  You simply utilize the DORMANT 
muscle-power in your own God-given body—watch it increase and multiply 
double-quick into real, solid LIVE MUSCLE.

My method—“ Dynamic Tension” —will turn the trick for you. No theory 
—every exercise is practical. And, man, so easy! Spend only 15 minutes 
a day in your own home. From the very start you'll be 
using my method of “ Dynamic Tension”  almost uncon
sciously every minute of the day—walking, bending over, 
etc.—to BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY.

CHARLES
ATLAS

An untouched 
photo of Charles 
A t l a s ,  winner
and holder of 
the title. “The 
World’s M o s i 
Perfectly Devel
oped Man.”

F R E E  B O O K EV ER L A S T IN G  H EALTH  
AND ST R EN G T H ”

In it  I  talk to you in straight-from-the-shoulder language. 
Packed with inspirational pictures of myself and pupils— 
fellows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let ma 
show you what I  helped THEM do. See what I  can do for 
YOU! For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCE 
Charles Atlas, Dept. 411, 115 E . 23rd St., New York 10. N .Y.

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 411
115 East 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y .

I  want the proof that your system of “ Dynamic 
Tension” ' can help make mo a New Man—give me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscle development. 
Send mo your FREE book.. “Everlasting Health and 
Strength.”

Name
(Please print or write plainly)

City ..........................................................  State . . .
□  Check here if under 16 for Booklet


