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The Camera Bargain of a Lifetime

Look A t These Features
^Genuine Simpson Ground Pitch Polished Lens
★  Extremely Simple, Foolproof Operation
★  Takes 16 Pictures on any Standard No. 127 Film
★  Also Takes Excellent Pictures in Full Color
★  Level View Finder

A TRULY SENSATIONAL SCOOP VALUE!

ta ilo red  carry ing  
cam era  o rdered .

Im ag in e  ge ttin g  a  genu ine  P h o to  M aster fo r  on ly  #3 .98  in  th e  face of 
o n e  o f the m ost d ra stic  cam era shortages in  o u r  n a tio n ’s  history! Yes, 
n o t ’’ju st an o th e r  cheap  cam era” b u t a  precision  m ade P h o to  M aster th a t 
looks, acts, and  perfo rm s like m any  cam eras costing  as m uch as #10. 
A  rea l pho to g rap h ic  in strum en t we guaran tee  to  take  beautifu l, c lear, 
sh a rp  p ic tu res  in  e ith e r  co lor  o r  b lack  a n d  white— pictures th a t will 
th r i l l  you o r  y o u r  m oney  back. A ll we ask is th a t  you a c t qu ickly be
cause o u r  qu an tity  is lim ited  a n d  i t ’s " first come— first se rved ."  H u rry !

Sold on "No Risk" 
GUARANTEE OF SATISFACTION

This H a n d s o m e

CARRYING CASE
. A  w i t h  p u r c h a s e

°n y  f i C  of Camera

Biggest Smokers' Value Ever!

Ill
Both For Only

For Your Smoking Pleasure
A  THRILL BY THEMSELVES... 
. . . A TRIUMPH TOGETHER
T a k e  th e  l ig h t e r ,  f o r  in s ta n c e !  I t ’s
a  genu ine  "F e a th e r  Lite,”  cased in  
g leam ing  h ea t resistan t b lack plastic. 
Fam ed fo r  th e  in stan t, positive action  
i t ’s th e  favo rite  "flam e” o f smokers 
th e  n a tio n  over. Ju s t  a  *twirl o f your 
thum b  lights it— and  its w ind gu a rd  
keeps i f  lit. A n d  if you  w ant th e  joy 
o f  a firm  packed cigarette  a ll  th e  
tim e, y o u r answ er is th e  m atch ing
featherw eight c igare tte  case w ith  its 
p a ten ted  grooves th a t  p ro tec t each 
a n d  every cigarette  u n til you’re  ready  
to  smoke it. T hey ’re  a  peach  o f a p a ir , 
bo th  yours to  own fo r  on ly  # 2 .9 ^ — 
a  p rice  you’d  g lad ly  p ay  fo r  e ith e r  
one. Seeing is believing! a n d  if you 
d o n ’t  th in k  you’ve b o u g h t a double 
value a f te r  seeing y o u r  th rillin g  
twosom e —  we’ll re fu n d  y o u r m oney 
ch eerfu lly !  A n d  (h a t’s a  p rom ise I

/  MA I L  T H I S  COUPON FOR S M O K E R  S E T

POST PAID 
TA X  FREE

A Matched Set 
You’ll Be Proud To 

Give or Get

W ith a Rich Silver on Black
MONOGRAMMED INITIAL

of your own choico

N A T IO N A L  N O V E L T IE S — D ep t. BT 
I 608  So . D ea rb o rn  S t.—C hicago  5, 111.

PRINT INITIAL
IN THIS BOX □ i

P lease ru sh  F ea ther L ite  W in d p ro o f  L igh te r a n d  M a tch ing  C igarette  I 
C ase personalized  w ith in itia l p rin ted  in  box above.

C H E C K  O N E
□  I  am enclosing $2.98. Send My Personalized Smoker Set Postpaid.
□  Sand my Personalized Smolcar Sat C O.D. I  will pay postman $2.98 plus postage.

Pletse Print Clearly.

City

I I 
l  I

M A I L  T H I S  C O U P O N  F O R  C A M E R A  ~
J N A T IO N A L  N O V E L T IE S — D ept. P C 7  
I  6 0 8  S o .  D e a r b o r n  S t .— C h ic a g o  5 , III .
|  Please ru sh  m y P h o to  M aster C am era a t  #3 .98  and  include C arry ing

I C ase fo r  on ly  2c ex tra . S a tisfac tion  gua ran teed  o r m oney  back  if  
re tu rn ed  w ith in  10 days.

C H E C K  O N E
|  □  I am enclosing $4 for payment in full. Send Camera and Casa Postpaid.

□  Send Camera and Caw C.O.D. 1 will psy postman $4 plus postaga.

Plezse Print Clearly.



BIU& PAi

AMAZING NSW
GOLD SEAL POLICY

PROVIDES / M  THIS PROTECTION 
,  tA^ for just 4m /:

O N T H

CA SH  b E N E F I T S  BIG
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

A C C I D E N T  B E N

iI
SICKNESS, ACCIDENT 

and MATERNITY? L U S  

0 S p m a w * / M
Policy pays "hospitalization benefits’1 
for sickness, Accident or maternity, in
cluding hospital room at rate of $5.00 
per day, operating room, anaesthesia, • 
drugs, dressings, laboratory, X-ray, oxy- *£ 
gen tent and other services, even rnnbu- 7  
loner service. Total hospital benefits as 
specified to over........... ......................... *

The SERVICE LIFE IN S U R A N C E  C O .
493- S  J3& U"  O M A H A  *, N E B R A S K A

CASH for Almost Every Emergency!
Now, added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Her* 
Is a combination SICKNESS, ACCIDENT &  HOS PITA LIZ ATI OM
policy for just a dollar a month that pays in strict accordance with it* 
provisions for ANY and ALL accidents, ALL the common sicknesses* 
oven non-confining illness and minor injuries. It pays disability 
benefits from the very first day. NO it-aiting periodl NO this is not tho 
usual "limited’' policy. It’s an extra-liberal policy that provides quick 
Cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, for medicine* 
■and other pressing demands for cash that invariably come wbc»_ 
sickness or accident strikes,

^POLICY ISSUED By Mall AT BIG SAVINGS!
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION!

Ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Dav*
Tree Examination. NO cost! NO obligation! NO 
Salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your- 
eelf. It’s the protection you need and should have at 
a price you can afford. Just mail coupon below! F 
do it today. Tomorrow might be too late!

But

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE C9.
493-S S erv ice  L ife  B ld g ., O m a h a  2, N e b ra s k a  

SEN D  w ith o u t  c o s t o r  o b l ig a t io n  y o u r  e x t ra - lib e ra !  
“ G o ld  S e a l”  51-A -M O N T H  P olicy  fo r  10 D ay s’ T ree  
In s p e c t io n .

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

A D D R E S S .............................................................A G E .

CITY.................. *.........................STATE,,

B E N E F I C I A R Y ...........................
% ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ !
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F e a t u r e  N o v e l
MURDER B A IT .......... • • ....................................... By T. W. Ford 10

N. Nicldeby Dickens undertakes to protect a movie star from unspecified danger, 
and latches on to a sinister homicide conspiracyI

N o v e l e t t e

THE KID AND M ARJORIE...................... - . . . .By G rant Lana 71
Danny Garrett had inside information on the Marjorie Ann Bennet suicide — which 

would insure the conviction of an innocent man?

S f i o r t .  S t o r i e s

JOHNNY ON THE S P O T .......................... By Talm age Powell 31
Johnny Bayliss had only a month to live, so it didn't make much difference if he 

were framed far murder — or did it?

THE STRANGLE H O LD .......................... By Rex W hitechurch 41
It's an old story about v/hat happens when a shamus is under-estimated; but 

what about when he's given credit for too much intelligence?

DEATH OFF THE RECORD.......................... By M arcus Lyons 49
The clue to the murder lay in a heap of broken records on the music shop floor.

LAW AND DISORDER.................................. • - By W ilcey Earle 53
Facts and fun about personages on various sides of the law.

THE CORPSE WANTS COM PANY.................. By Emil P e ta ja  55
Mike Monkis couldn't get away from the man he'd just rubbed out!

THE PHEASANT DIED T W IC E .......... • . . .  By Cliff C am pbell 61
Wherein lead and gore is scattered galore over a  stuffed bird?

Robert V/. Lowndes, Editor * 1

OltAUK DISTINCTIVE STO RIES, puhlUlivd every o th e r  m onth by COLUMBIA PU BLIC  AT10X3, IN C .,
1 Appleton S tree t, Holyoke, M ass E d ito ria l and  executive offices, 2 ! l C hurch  S t., New Y ork, 1 , N . Y. 
E n tered  bh second class m a tte r  a t  tin. P ost Of lieu a t  H olyoke. M as*. F o r  advertis ing  ra ie s  w rite  DOUBLE 
ACTION GROUP. 241 Church S ;roet, New York, Id. N. Y. Single copy lot’, y early  subscrip tion  7.V. 
M nmiiH«wir>t3 m ust b* accompnni*‘d by aelf-addresst-d, pinniped envel*>p© to in ju re  re tu rn  if not nccoptod, 
and  w hile reasonab le ca re  will be ev .^ te isd  in band!ins them , they a re  aiibnibre-I a  a u th o r '*  risk, 
P r in tc j  In the V . S. A.
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J . E. SMITH
President

National Radio Institute 
Our 3 lst Year of Training 
Men for Success in Radio

I Trained 
These Men

535-$45 Week 
In Own Shop 
•'Previous to 

e n r o l l i n g  for
y u u r Radio
tra in ing  I nutria 
$1.2 per week in 
a h n i- d w a r .> 
stove. Now 1 op

erate my own repair shop, and 
often dour $35 lu $4f> a week.” 
— FREDERICK HELL, 70 
t.'dif Avc., St. Johns, New.* 
fou n dkmd.

$600 a Year 
In Spare Time

"A t present I  
am doing spare 
time r a d i o
work. I earnt-d
money in radio 
before graduat
ing. My protlts - 
'or the last twelve months were 

-  ERWIN l’. BOKTT 
• 'llKR, M arinette, Wisconsin.

t& m

Chief Enginrer 
In Radio S ta 
tion— "When t 
signed up with 
N. R. I. T had 
»o other Radio
experience. I 
am now Chief 
Lririncer f o r  

Station W IRC, and Stave ru- 
pervised hi-dallat inti of new 
nnulem broadcasting studios 
and eiiuiptuent."  —- JOHN H. 
HKNN INFER. 47-M Meridian 
Street. Philadelphia, I’cnmi.

Television
Electronics
Frequency

Modulation
M y u p - m - d a ie  f o u r s e  
inelud'.M  1 m in i  up' in 
th e s e  now  d o w lo p -  
n ien t.s .

, « • * * * * ?  t f f l #

at Mo|,,e 1

BE A RADI®
who's interested in Radio, 
s a h«>bby. a copy of my 
ted with Receiver Servh;- 

I t ’a a valuable lesson. 
—without obligation'. And 
14-page, illustrated  book. 
Radio” , FR EE. It. <Ie- 
jvbfi in lludio, tells how 

home in  spare time, how 
■nee with SIX KITS OF

II show ymi why the casy- 
R. I. Course have paved 

hundreds of other men. 1 
;t iJdli.iiLion. MAIL THE

1 want to give every man 
cither professionally or ;i 
lesson, ‘‘Celtin;; Ai:»juaii 
Ing” — absolutely FR EE!
Study it.—keep it— use it- 
with it F ll send my i 
‘‘W in Rich Rewards in 
r.cribfta many fuaeinatiuk 
N. It. 1. tra ins you at 
you gel practical expert«
It A UlO PARTS I send.
The ' 'Sainple '' Lesson wi
t*>-grasp hrisuns of the N 
the way to good pay 
will send it to y..u v
COUPON!

Future for Trained Men Is Bright 
in Radio, Television, Electronics

The Radio Repair business is Morning NOW. There 
is good n.utiey hxtng Radius ;n yi.ur Spare time 
or own full lime business. And trained Radio 
Technii ians also lintl wide-open opportunities in 
Police. Aviation and M arine Radio, in Broad
casting, Radio .Manufacturing, Public Address work, 
Kc. Think of the lit.mu coming when new Radios 
rim bo made! And think of even greater ofiportu- 
niiies when 'JYh-vLiun. KM. Hie ('ironies, can he 
oU'cled to the public! Let into Radio NOW.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The rlr.y you enroll I start sending EXTRA MONEY 
JOR SH EETS to lu-lp you make EXTRA money 
fixing Radio* in snar-' firm- while learning. You 
LEARN Radio p rin rip lfs  liom my casy-to-grasp 
L(**S(itis — PRACTICE what you learn by building 
real Radio Circuits with the six kits of Radio 
Parts 1 V n d  — I'S E  your briwledgti tn make 
EXTRA nmney while getting rtaoy for a good 
full lime Radio job.
Find Out What N.R.I. Can Do for YO U
MAIL COTTON for Sample Lesson and FR EE 64- 
psi,:<* book. It's  pueked with fia ts  about t;p!wr'U- 
iiitioH For yen. Rea-.i .the details about my C.nivso. 
Read lil td 's  from tnui 1 (rained, telling what they 
are doing, earning. Just MAIL COUPON in an 
f-twelope or pa.de it mi a penny postal. — P  E. 
SM ITH, President, Dept- 5MA2. National Radio 
institu te, Pioneer Home Study Radio School, Wash
ington 9, D. C.

Good For Both & & &  FREE
■ Mr. J. E . Smith, President, Dept. 5MA2
* NATIONAL RADIO IN STITU TF. Washington 9. 0 . C
* Mai! me FRKE without obligation, Sample
i 61-pagu book, "W in  Rich Rewards in Radio,”  (No s 
I  man will cull. Please write p lainly.)

Name ...................................................................................... ...................\

You Build These and Many Other 
Radio Circuits with Kits I Supply

M E A SU R IN G  
IN S T R U M E N T  

(above) you build
oarly in  Course.
V acuum  tubem ul- 
tim ete . m easures 
A .C ., D .C ., R .P  
v o lts , D .C . cur
re n ts , resistance, 
rece iver o u tp u t. -

S U P E R 
H E T E R O D Y N E  

C IR C U IT  
(above) Preselec
to r , oscilla tor - 
m ixer-first de tec t 
to r. i.f. s tage , 
diode - d e tec to r • 
a .v .c . s tage , audio  
stage . B rings in 
local an d  d is ta n t  
s ta tio n s .

A. M . S IG N A L  
G E N E R A T O R  

(le ft)  build  i t  
yourself. P rovides 
am p litu d e  - m od
u la ted  signals for 
test, and  experi
m en ta l purposes.

n W . - c v A

I
* Aildres.1 

1 . .  
V . . . .
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MUSIC LESSONS
f o r / e s s  f h a n

FOUND ACCORDIO N EASY

“ I 'vh a lw a y s  w an ted  to pl-ay th o  p iano
a re o rd ir jn ,”  w rite s  * 11. E .  l'r*'iu
C an a ‘i a . * * T ?n t thou g h t I ’d nev e r lo t rn 
if. T h ru  1 road  abou t you r lc.ssuu-c.
I don’t know  hmv to  exp ress  my 
s a tis fa c t ion ."

LCARNED pU IC K LY  
AT HO M E

• 'I  d id n ’t  d r e a m  1 
: < .1.1 Id a c tu a l ly  h - a r n
tn  ]>!,iy .w ith o u t  a  
t,-.’f l i e r  . . . I h a d  
it 1 w a  y  a  h e a r d  it 
ru i.ild n ’ t b e  d o n e . You 
c;i!i im a g in e  m y  s u r -  
i ir ia o  w h e n  a f t e r  1-5 o r  
-1 w e e k s  1 fo u n d  I
eon Id  p la y  re a l tunes. 
N ow  w hen I p la y
peop le w ill h a rd ly  ho -
lleve th a t  I le a rn ed  
to  p la y  so w ell in  so 
s h o r t  a  tim e. Any 
person  w ho ta k es  
yuiir p iano course  
and  s tu d ie s  it  c a n 
not he lp  b u t le a rn  to  
p lay . ” — *H. C . S ., 
C a lifo rn ia .

You, too, can learn to play your favorite instrument 
— quickly, easily— right in your own home!

BEST METHOD BY FAR
“ T h ln o sed  is  m y la s t  e x m n in a tin n  she*-! 
f o r  m y c o u rs e  in  T e n o r  JJ-aiip*. Thi.s 
c o m p le te s  m y c o u rs e .  i have, t a k e n  
le s s o n s  b e fo r e  u n d e r  t e a r  h e r s ,  h u t  my 
in s t r u c t io n s  w i th  yu u  w e r e  b y  f a r  
t h e  b e s t . " — *A. O .,  M in n .
•  Actual pupils* mimes on reijui-it. r ic lu re s  by 
profe-.ssienai models.

SIMPLE AS A-B-C
Y et I t ’s fro m  th e  fam o u s  " M e r r y  W id o w "  W a its

- f i r S T r ------------ p i---- ------- ITf\ — K— __J
X J-£§r-i.— — *

• * /* a— ^

OU SAY y o u ’d love to  loarn 
m usic b u t c a n ’t affo rd  a p riv a te  

••■a "h e r?  Then lis ten  to  th is  . . . 
v-,u ca n  now  le a rn  to p lay  you r 
fav o r  it* in s tru m e n t—a s  th o u san d s  
in’ . l he rs  h ave— for IYESS TH A N  
S l’.VK.V CEN TS A D A Y ! And th a t  
Mina 11 s u m  covers ev e ry th  tuff-—dn- 
" in d ing  sheet m usic ! i t  doesn’t
t:-!o* long, e ith e r . You can  lea rn  
t . p lay qu icker th a n  y,ju ever 
d ivam ed  possib le!
Learn to play by playing Rea! Tunes

Y es, th a t 'f»  f 'T ac rty  w h a t  y o u  d o . 
K rm :i th e  s t a r t  you a c tu a l ly  p la y  
f a m i l i a r  m e lo n :e y . A.- you  rnasto i-
o n e , y u u  g o  on  to  a n o th e r .

H e w  is i t  i>oy si bit*'.’ W e ll, y o u  
l e a r n  b y  a  m o d e rn  m e th o d  t h a t  

d o c s  a w a y  w i th  h u m 
d r u m  s c a le s  a n d  e x e r 
c is e s . Y ou s p e n d  y o u r  
lin fo  p la y in g  in te r e s t in g  
p iec e s  f ro m  r e a l  n o te s .  
I t ' s  r e a l ly  F U N  le a r n in g
to  p la y  t h i s  m o d e m
w a y — it  m a k e s  p r a c t ic 
in g  a  p a s :  l in e  in n  feu d  o f 
a b o re . M o re  t h a n  Tail,- 
<’•«> p u p ils  h a v e  e n ro l le d  
fo r  th is  a m a z in g  eu iirse .

A  Sound Method
T h e  sec re t o f th is  m ethod th a t  

h a s  ta u g h t th o u sa n d s  to  p lay  is 
sim ple. r t ’s b a sed  on th e  f a c t  
th a t the  hy so n s

N O T I C E
p ic n ic  dim’t  rmf'.tSF! 
the V. F. School of 
Music method with 
any sy st-m  of leach- 
in , ' n:uA.- " b y  cu r”  
or hy flick rtiails. 
Our rucftioJ teaches* 

play by

trick or imm- 
sysit-n;.

F r o m  th e  a n . \ U.a r 
y .ju rrsfh  In»v. #•; >y i ‘. is : 
a n d  P ic tu r e  in u liu u .  "i m 
m u sic  a n d  d ia g r a m  a n d  
s t r i k e .  m  a  few  m in u te s

le a r n  by i l i ’.s  I ’r p . t  
.-im ply  look a i  th e  
ee  w h ic h  n o te s  t<> 

y o u  Iln d  y o u r.se  i t

not on ly  tel! you 
w h a t to  <lo. In 
th e  p r in te d  in
s tru c tio n s . They 
a c tu a lly  sh o w  
you—w ith  la rg e , 
c le a r  p ic iu io r— 
w h a t p o sit Ion a 
to  ta k e  — every 
m ove to  m ake.
You r e a d  how 
to  p lay  a  tum- 
—you s ; how to  [day it— then 
you p lay  it. and  h e a r  how it goes. 
X te a c h e r  a t  yo u r side cou ld n 't 
m a k e  it  m ore c lea r.
Print and Picture Sample —  FREE

I f  yoii’ro  rea lly  in te re s te d  in 
le a rn in g  m ush ’ qu ick ly  a n d  e a s ily — 
a n d  w ith  little  expense, send  fo r 
o u r  F ree  IJankle t and  F re e  P r in t 
an d  r io tu r e  S am ple to d a y .  D on’t 
w a it. I 'ill in th e  column now — 
check ing  yo u r fa v o ri te  In s tru m e n t. 
F . S . School n f  M usic. 1 ilk I t  l i n n i s -  
v.ick Mid if.. NVw York 10, N, Y. 
F o rty -sev en th  y e a r, (E s t. ISOS.)

J U. S. School of Music. 12311 Brunswick Bldg.. N. Y. 10. N. Y . J
I  I a m  in te r e s te d  in n n m o  .study, p a r t i c u l a r l y  in  tlio  i n s t r u -  g 
I  nt»*nt c h e c k fd  bdo-v, , J‘’e;...«e se n d  m e y o u r  f r e e  i l l u s i n u o d  |
I  b o o k le t ,  " H u w  to  I ,c a r : i  M u s ic  a i  ik > n u .\”  a n d  th e  F r e e  |  
I  P r in t  a n d  P i c tu r e  S a m p le . g

■ fDn you h a v e  in s tru m e n t?  ...................................................................)
B Piano Piano Accordion Tenor Banjo
* Guitar Pin n Ar.curdion Ukulele
■ Hawaiian Guitar Saxophone Clarinet
I  Violin Trumpet. Cornet Trombone
i  Piccolo Reed Organ ’ Flulo

Modern Elementary 
Harmony 

Mandolin 
Practical Finocr 

Control
N am e

(P lcusu  p r in u

S t a t e .

playing: the  fam ous " M e rry  W idow  W a ltz .”

If you a re under IS  years o f ago parent must sign coupon. 

Save 2 c  — Stick cou p on  on p en n y  p ostcard .
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T R A I N I N G

DR. LEE DcFOREST su
pervised the preparation of 
P^FQIlEST'ti Training

Prepare N o w

, flrn «* 'ies^v y >
, W # & £ l

E L E C T R O N I C S
ONLY DeFOREST’S OFFERS 
YOU THE ADVANTAGE O F  

MOVIES
to  HELP YOU I EARM 
* AD‘°  * ^EECTRONI CS
FASTER.EASIER

—  • • • A T  HOME

Train now for the postwar Radio-Electronic job op
portunities which wartime needs and experiences are 
developing! Use your free time today,to store-up prac
tical knowledge and experience for good-pay tomorrow! 
Trained men will be needed for the huge postwar re
quirements of Radio and Electronics, Broadcast Radio, 
Aviation Radio, Sound Picture Equipment, etc. — in 
tnanufaeturing, merchandising, installing and servicing.

EARN EXTRA MONEY—W/u’/e Vow Learn
When you learn Radio as DeFOREST’S teaches it, you 
can start a Business of Your Own—be your own boss, 
If you prefer! Even while learning, you may earn extra 
paoney doing Radio Servicing with your home as your 
’“office.” Get the facts about this fascinating home 
(training in Radio-Electronics.

SEND FOR FREE INFORMATION!
C ot “ Victory for You!”  Jw*2c and Tv'itnpm-'mt. folder. how 

DoI ORES'l S  Training c.in help t * t r - f *
pood pay and a Letter job in a pi-rn: mr-nt 

, industry. Also ash about L h lO li!'.<'J 'S  it, t* 
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»u;YNCRO-GRAPHIG" 
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of the year!
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HAVT'J you  ov er b ee n  lone
som e a l  n ig h t?  You 
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■over fliHJ exc iting . ijiloa.suro- 
iladeii p a c e s  of th e  best 
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t r a w l .

iV te r  A rno , in  h is  in tro -
idmdion s a y s : “ T h e m  n m
tw o  th in g s  th a t  i t  is p re 
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T h e Moat lim it:e m u s  f la m e
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E. F. BE N SO N , C aterp illar;;
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MUSE lES.of.SiTiEEL-

G e t  s t r o n g !  M o u ld  a  p o w e r f u l  a l l - a r o u n d  b o d y  a in 
w i th  .st''«si-lik<; m u s c le s .  B o a s t  o f  s in e w y  a r u , . f  . . . 
a  c r u s h in g  f ir lp  . . .  a  in if il ity  c h e s t  . . .  a. p o w e r fu l  
h a c k  a m i Icmh t h a t  s p e ll  E N D U R A N C E , V os . , , 
j u s t  1.', M IM J T E r i  A  D A Y  w ith  t h i s  P R O G R E S S IV E  
C O M B IN A T IO N  w ill  q u ic k ly  d o  th e  t r i c k .  G e t t h i s  
t i -w a y  h o m e  fiym . N O W  . . . s t a r t  b u i ld in g  to m o r 
r o w ’s  m u s c le s  T O D A Y . G e t H e r c u le a n  s t r e n g th  e a s i ly  
.at h o m o  in  s p a r e  t im e  w i th  t h is  u e w iy  In v e n te d  
c h e s t  p u ll  a n d  b a t ' b e ll  c o m b in a tio n .

A Six-Way Progressive 
Muscle Building S et

’i t  i s  rightly  nam ed  a  6 -W a y  P r o g r e s s iv e  M a sc io  B u ild in g  
. in c lu d e s  p r a c tic a lly  a il  th e  a d v a n ta g e s  o f  a  g y m  In 

u> am i u i y o u r  sp a r e  t im e . In q u ic k  t im e , y o u  w i l l  ?>e 
(h e  5 su p e r -p o w e r  J ive ru h h er  c a b le s .  T h e  B a r -B e ll liook -  

it s  y o u  to  d o  a ll  k in d s  o f  B a r -B e ll w o r k o u ts . T h ere  are  
p rep ared  ju c tu rcs  and p r in ted  in s tr u c t io n s  t o  sh o w  y o u  

do. A lt o f  th e  f o l lo w in g  ore in c lu d ed :

; ,  B a r-B ell E q u ip m en t fo r  p o w e r fu l m u s c le s  in  e v e r y  part  
o f  t i le  body.

•_>. T h e  !>-C ab le  P r o g r e s s iv e  C h est B u ild e r  fo r  b u ild in g  a 
m ig h ty  c h e s t  m>U m ig h ty  arm s.
P a ten ted  F o o t  S tirru p s  and  M u sc le  C o-ord in ator  fo r  corn- 
p ie  te  body b u ild in g .

J. B o w in g  m a ch in e  for  back  and  le g s .
0. f ir ip  o f  S te e l fo r  w r is t  am i han d  m u sc le s .
*i. W a il P u ll  fo r  s h o u ld e r s .

ALL  MADE  W ITH U. S. GOVERNMENT  
RELEASED SURPLUS A IRPLANE  CORD.
, A d ju sta b le  t o  s tr e n g th  r e q u ir e m e n ts . A lso  in c lu d e d  i s  a 

pK-te i l lu s tr a te d  c o u r se  o l in s tr u c tio n s .

10 Days FREE Trial
f T ile r  th e  "W IT TT 'ED Y  G Y M "- .  . u s e

It fo r  10 d a y s  . . . h o w  i t
ib'voIopH y n u  . . . i f  n o t  s a l i s -  
1,. <!, r e tu r n  i t  a n d  y o u r  

jfS.98 w il l  b o  re fu n d e d .

W ith yo ur e rd tr , 
Include a pair o f Pat* 
anted Foot Stirrups . »  .  
Important for foot and 
l e g  d e v e l o p m e n t .  
P e r m i t s  I n t e n s i v e  
overhead workouts to 
develop m ighty torso 
. . . ALSO . . . w hile  
they last, a copy o f 
“ H O W  T O  F I G H T . "  
Shows shortcuts to art 
o f self-defense direct 
from  champions.

Send No  Money
& :gn y o u r  n a m e  to  

in [inn. Mfl.il to  lis  
to d a y .  J 'a y  in  a c -  
O '.irilancc v / il lt  in - 
s:  ru 'efliuns in counon. 
A rt now because  sup- 
j>ly is  l im ite d .

MUSCLE POWER CO.
Dept. 3GI2
500 East 134th Street 
New York 54, N. Y.

rMUSCLE POW ER CC 
5 0 0  E a st 1 1 i* h  d fr . I I 

I 
t 
E
r

L
c i t v .....................................c o h k --------- c t s t r . . f t
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Send the • • WHITELY GYM”  of ORCt Uld IncluAa 
m y 2 free g ifts .
O  a » c io sea  fine * 1 .00  d ep osit. I w in  p * j  

postm an balance o f $ 7 .0 8  p lus postage.
O  Enclosed ona t s .n a  in  fu n  paym ent.
It unrterttool if  I am  n ot satisfied I may 
return th e  •• W H IT E L Y  G Y M ”  a n d  you w i l l  re
fund m y S 8 .u 8 .
(SERVICEMEN NOTE: Sorry, but sh ipm ents c*»  
only be made In U .8 .A . e ith er  C.O .D. or pre
paid. Ruiioff w u i n o t perm it sh ipm ents to  
F.P .O . or A .P.O . Canadian shipm ent* accepted  
cash w llli order In American funds). V
NA ME .
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M iird s r  B a it
B y  T. W . FOB.®

(Author of "The 18 Carat Corpse," "l Killed The D. A.," etc.)

N. Nickleby Dickens didn't w ant a n y  part of protecting the new  W estern  
movie-sensation, Elbert "Bucko" W hickers, from unspecified perils. But 

when the incredible Dr. O kram  entered the case, obviously buying  
Dickens off, things looked as though it m ight be interesting after all!

10
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TgO |4 O L L IN G  the F ern e t Branca 
i r &  around in h i s capacious 

m outh, he swallowed it  re 
luctan tly , then smacked his lips w ith 
all the gusto of a pistol crack. Two 
femme patrons of the Cocktail 
Lounge In tim e of the exclusive H o
tel O rinocco glared at him as if  he 
were a strayed  denizen of a pigsty  
N. N ickleby D ickens bent his over
sized, red-rim m ed eyes into a coffee 
cup. Some people sim ply failed to

appreciate  the o rig inality  of a man 
who conducted his business from  a 
b istro  instead of the m undane con
fines of an office. W hen he ponder
ously raised his g rea t head again  it 
was his tu rn  to  recoil. Somebody had 
sneaked in  a clothing store dummy 
beside him a t the bar.

T hen  the dum m y spoke. “P re ten d  
you don’t know me. I—I ’ve got to see 
you som ewhere in private, M r. D ick
ens. M ost u rgent, rea lly !”

Complete "N. Nickleby Dickens" Novel



12 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective Stories

The w orld  was going com pletely 
cockeyed, th a t was a l l ; no sense to 
any th ing  any more. Maybe the whole 
damned th ing  was a m irage. Maybe 
he w asn’t here in the  O rinocco Bar. 
B u t there  was M artinez across the 
counter, L a tin  brows form ing deli
cate question m arks as he aw aited 
the new custom er’s order. Yes, it  was 
all too real. D ickens stea lth ily  used 
his eye corners to make a fu rth e r 
reconnaissance on the clo th ing store 
dummy.

I t  was sim ply  incredible. There 
war a mop of wavy red alm ost-or- 
ang ’ hair. T here  was a pair of 
smoked sun glasses like black demi- 
tasse saucers pasteo over the eyes. 
T here was a vio lent rob in ’s-egg blue 
sports jacket so padded it seemed as 
if the dummy w ere w earing a fu ll
back's shoulder harness beneath it. 
A nd below, clo thing the legs of the 
six-foot-four apparition  were beige- 
hved slacks. N. N ickleby Dickens 
fum bled fo r his F e rn e t Branca. The 
next instan t, the stem  of the tiny 

.g lass snapped in his fingers.
F or the freak  had croaked d ram ati

cally, “ I ’m incognito, you see, Mr. 
D ickens.”

“D ickens—th a t big slob,” N ick 
D ickens said in  the deep half-hoarse 
voice th a t was s till somehow gentle, 
“w ill not be in here for weeks. 
M onths, perhaps. H e owes me a fin — 
and tha t th ie f never pays. N ever!”

T he flam ing-haired  . freak  nodded. 
“Good, you’re d iscreet too, M r. D ick
ens. . .O f course, I ’d know you by 
th a t crutch. I  am E lb ert ‘B ucko’ 
W hickers, new W estern  star of 
M onolith  P ic tu res .”

N. N ickleby D ickens low ered his 
fresh  glass of F e rn e t Branca. “You 
are forgiven, m y dear fellow. I  nev
er go near the cinema.”

E lh ert Bucko W hickers le t that 
one go by. D ram atically  he shielded 
his p rofile  w ith  a wine card as an 
en tering  patron  glanced at him  cas
ually. “ I am in g reat danger, Mr. 
D ickens.”

“U ndoubtedly. Some scorned wom 
an—a bobbie-soxcr, probably—w ith  
m urder in  her heart.” As he fired  up 
a c igaret w ith  a deluxe mono-

ram m ed-in-jew els ligh te r, he pro- 
uced a business card and tapped it 

w ith  a th ick  thum b. “P lease to  no
tice. I t  says, ‘N. N ick leb y  D ickens, 
P ublic R ela tions Counsel.’ Yes, I am 
no t a private  eye; so you, my friend, 
are in  the w rong pew. Good d a y !”

“B ut w ait—please. T h is is no m at
te r of m u rd er: it  is m y career th a t 
is a t stake, M r, D ickens. You see, I 
am to be the new rom antic in te rest in 
colossal epic dram as of the W est. I 
w ill replace the  gunpow der of the 
range w ith  male g lam our.” Ignoring  
the choking sound of the ponderous 
D ickens, W hickers proceeded to  ex
plain in  a few  hundred  well-chosen 
words. B oiled down, it  came to  th is : 
plucked out of nonen tity , launched 
w ith  a pub lic ity  cam paign, W hickers 
was on the verge of going before the 
K le’gs fo r his f irs t big p ic tu re  under 
the aegis of M arko, self-alleged gen
ius and organizer of the new com
pany, M onolith.

IC K E N S made m ental note of 
tha t. I f  M onolith  was tied  into 

th is  th ing  and foo ting  the bill, they 
could go for plenty . D ickens had al
ready decided that, provided he ac
cepted the case, his re ta in e r would 
be upped a cool hundred  ju s t fo r ta k 
ing th is ear beating.

“ So you see, Mr. D ickens, as 
A m erica’s new heart throb, I  cannot 
affo rd  a scandal a t th is  m om ent. Not 
so m uch as a w hisper.”

“T hen  w hy don’t  you change your 
clo thes?”

W hickers creased his noble fo re
head perplexedly. “T h is is so im
portan t th a t I  even risked  slipp ing  
away from  m y bodyguard to see you 
p rivately .”

“B odyguard?” D ickens’ pricked up 
his ears.

“B ut. of course,” purred  the star- 
to-be of the rough  and ready horse 
operas. “The g reat M arko has in 
sured the production  against any ac
cident p reventing  its  com pletion for 
some te rr if ic  sum—a m illiot dollars 
or som ething. So—a bodyguard  for 
me, naturally . B u t—I gave them  the 
slip .”

D ickens rolled a dyspeptic eye
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over th a t violent-hued o u tf it again 
and w ondered if  the bodyguard were 
lushes or had lost th e ir  Seeing Eye 
dogs. “You could sue those guards, 
Bucko, old k id !”

“I  gave them  the slip—because of 
th is .” A nd he palm ed but a bit of 
new spaper, slid it  before D ickens as 
if  it were some secret code. I t  was an 
o rd inary  clipping from  the classified 
personal column of a new spaper.

“Relatives, or anybody possessing 
inform ation concerning one Stuck- 
ney W hickers, last resid ing  at 318 
W hitehead  S tree t of th is  city, will 
find it to th e ir advantage to contact 
Raley R ealty  O ffice, 45 B ridgeton 
A venue.” D ickens flipped  it back 
neg ligently  a fte r read ing  it aloud. 
“ Scandal? O r are you Stuckney 
W hickers, too?”

E lb ert W h ick ers’ delicately  curved 
m outh curled  in disgust. “H ard ly . . 
I - ”

“T hen  why is M onolith P ro d u c
tions in te rested ?”

W h ick ers’ eyebrows clim bed in 
horror above the sun glasses. “T hey  
a ren’t!  I w ouldn’t have them  know 
of th is for an y th ing—not fo r any
th ing ! You see, S tuckney W hickers 
is my uncle.” He ju s t w hispered the 
last.

N. N ickleby D ickens shrugged. 
“P len ty  of people have them, they 
run in fam ilies. A ll r ig h t.” He 
yawned prodigiously, quite bored 
w ith  the w h o !; th ing . “Go up to  the 
Raley R ealty  Office, and see what 
the score is. You're a relative, per
haps and heir, and—”

flam ing head began to go 
i r  from  rig h t to le f t in a negative 

shake. “Uncle S tuckney isn ’t dead. 
B ut he has disappeared fom his 
W hitehead S tree t address; I ’ve al
ready been down there .”

Dickens ra ttled  his big crutch  
against the bar. W as the freak an 
imbecile as well? “A ll righ t. Go up 
and see Raley anyw ay! T h a t’s all.”

“And risk  scandal-1? Uncle S tuck
ney w ent on periodical drunks. He 
got in all kinds of jam s—especially 
w ith cheap women. A nd if tha t R a
ley should find  out th a t I, E lbert 
‘B ucko’ W hickers, the new sensation 
of the screen, was his  nephew . , « ,

well, you can see the possibilities. 
M r, D ickens. . . .A  scandal, may
be. . . .N ow  if  you—”

Som ething in  D ickens’ oversized 
beefy face halted  “B ucko,” and D ick
ens perm itted  him self a luxu ry  he 
seldom indulged  in : emotion. Lord  
alone knew  w hat had happened to 
poor old cockeyed U ncle S tuckney; 
and th is conceited p rig  s ittin g  here 
was afra id  he m ight get his hands 
d irty  if he—N. N ickleby Dickens 
drained o ff the F ern e t Branca in a 
tasteless gulp and sw ivelled his big 
head negatively  once. “N ot in te res t
ed. Good day.”

B ut the rum bling fr ig id ity  of his 
tone failed to pu t the chill on the 
em bryonic film  star. “Y ou’ve got to 
handle it, Mr. D ickens,” he pleaded 
huskily . “M y c a r e e r .  . . .T h in k ! 
You’ve go t to. You see R aley and—” 
He was claw ing at D ickens’ arm.

N auseated, D ickens gave a signal. 
The suave M artinez back of the  bar 
got it and approached. “Y our phone, 
M r. D ickens. Yes.”

H eaving up his carcass like some 
sea cow about to break surface, N ick 
D ickens hooked his crutch. T he 
w hite furrow s from  his broad nose to 
the m outh corners w ere the danger 
flags bespeaking the sta te  of his tem 
per. H is le f t leg dangled uselessly, 
s tricken  by in fan tile  paralysis. Yet 
w ith an unbelievable grace he swung 
quickly down to the back end of the 
bar, the c ru tch  sw eeping sw iftly  and 
silen tly . I t  was a doubly reinforced  
th ing  to support his g reat heft.

O W N  there  were two phone 
instrum ents, both the cradle 

type. One was in m aroon to m atch 
the decor of the establishm ent. T he 
other, chrom ium , had “N. H. D.” in i
tialled  in black on the base; M arti
nez had m eant i t  w hen he said “your 
phone.” A ctually  it  was a private 
line, an extension from  his office 
across the street. T he cradle was off 
now. A t the o ther end, M iss Irm a- 
down B lithers, his secre tary  and 
“personal shrew ” as D ickens dubbed 
her, w ould be w aiting. T here had 
been no actual call fo r him  of 
course; M artinez had sim ply gotten  
the signal.
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D ickens enveloped the com bined 
m outhpiece and r e c e i v e r ,  then  
paused to  rake fingers th rough  his 
mop of black hair. H e w ould feign  a 
m elodram atic conversation w ith  Ir- 
madown, then  re tu rn  to “B ucko” 
W hickers and in sist an im portan t 
t  *i in a case he was handling  made 
it  im possible for him to consider any 
o ther m atters a t the present. I t  
w orked w ith  the m ost persisten t 
would-be clients.

“D on’t tell me that, Miss B lith 
ers !” D ickens le t go w ith  a roar that 
made several patrons je rk  around. 
“No-o? R eally . . . .P assed  away less 
than  an hour ago? G reat Jehovah : 
Yes, yes. . . .B u t, of course. . . . 
M ake a reservation  fo r me to  fly  to 
the C apital im m ediately!” T hen  he 
low ered his voice confidentia lly . 
“D on’t blow a gasket, Irm adow n. 
T h is is m erely an  act. I—”

I t  was then  he realized for the 
f irs t tim e th a t there  was nobody at 
th e  o ther end. H e scowled, fum ed 
over the w ire, jigg led  the hook w ith  
a slow heavy anger. “ Irm adow n, you 
w ench! T h is is going to  cost you. 
D eserting  your post. . . .probably 
ou t in  the pow der room choking 
down your in fernal v itam ins and—” 
T h  he th o ugh t he heard  scuffling  
sounds, a m uffled  scream, and the 
crash of a chair.

A nd Irm adow n was panting  at the 
o ther end of the wire. “Oh, Mr. 
D ick-ens, hu rry , h u rry  r ig h t over! 
. . .  .A  terrib le  crea tu re  has been up 
here m aking passes at m e ! M /s-ter 
D ickens, he tried  to—to n-neck w ith 
me! I t  was aw ful. H e was a little  
blond beast w ith  a monocle and a 
beret and—”

“T u t- tu t. . . .P o o r devil, probably 
out of his mir.d. I ’ll have the Pschia- 
tr ic  W ard  send somebody r ig h t over 
. . . .N ow — '

“M r D ick-en s, he w asn’t crazy. He 
—he’s a doctor. Dr. Okram , h is card 
says. He was here to  see you on busi
ness. A nd he le ft five hundred  in 
cash though I  to ld  him —then he told 
me I was a  p-passion flow er and 
grabbed me and—”

“In  cash,” echoed D ickens rever
ently . “L ovely . . . .W h a t was the

fine fellow ’s business? Irm adown, 
please, no m ore h ero ics!”

IR M A D O W N  m astered  her sn if
fles. “W ell, it—it was som ething 

about a classified  advertisem ent 
from  the  paper. He le ft it  here—th a t 
little  blond—well, anyw ay, he w ants 
you to get in  touch w ith  the R aley 
R ealty  O ffice rega id ing  somebody 
called S tuckney  W hickers. I t  seems 
an in sign ifican t—”

“B ucko” W hickers came bolting  
around the corner of the  bar to  cow
er behind D ickens’ g rea t frame. 
“T here  he goes now, M r. D-D ickens. 
T he g rea t M arko him self. H e—he 
ju s t  came ou t of th a t o ffice  bu ild ing  
acr ss the stree t. I f  he cees me here, 
he’ll w ant to  know  w hy I gave the 
bodyguard  the slip  and—see him ?” 
“B ucko” pain ted  out th rough  the 
fro n t w indow. “T h a t’s him — stan d 
ing on the curb . . .th e  man in  the 
bere t. . . w e a r i n g  the  monocle. 
M -M arko!”

One of N ick D ickens’ eyes seemed 
to  bulge out. H e saw M rko  a ll r ig h t 
—an undersized  figu re , g laring  from  
behind the glass pane in  his eye, 
pompous, seem ing to  v ib rate  in  his 
tracks as he signalled  a cab. O ne of 
the la tte r  sw ung up and b lo tted  
M arko from  view.

“D on’t  w orry , Irm adow n,” D ick
ens said in to  the phono, “I ’ll handle 
the m atte r. . . B u t your love life  is 
your own private  a ffa ir .” H e hung 
up and dropped a massive hand on 
“B ucko” W h ick ers’ shoulder. “ I 
have ju s t made arrangem ents to  han
dle your case. Bucko, my friend. W e 
shall s trang le  scandal before  it  can 
so m uch as rear its ugly  head. . . . ”

C H A P T E R  I I

f c f r ^ U S I O M T Y .  man k in d ’s be
l l i  se tting  sin and .h reshold  to  

the cham ber of sorrow s, as 
my reknow ned a n c e s t o r ,  C harles 
D ickens, so ap tly  pu t it,” m used 
N ick D ickens aloud as the car moved 
uptow n th rough  the  cool evening.

“ D ickens said th a t in  a p ig ’s eye,” 
calm ly re to rted  “B aron” W atsick i 
from  behind the  taxi-cab wheel. “In  
fact, it s tinks so, I  th in k  ya ju s t  
made it  up y o u rse lf!”
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D ickens inhaled, purp ling  before 
h<, rem em bered his h igh  blood p res
sure. Sw iftly  the tip  of his cru tch  
moved up past the fram ed hacky’s 
license on the back of the fro n t seat. 
“Ignatz  W atsick i” was the name be
side the photograph  of the cowed 
furtive-looking face on the  license. 
And w ith  incredible accuracy, the tip  
of the c ru tch  shot forw ard  th rough  
t! apertu re  in the glass p a rtitio n  
and alm ost snapped one of W at- 
sicki’s batlike ears from  his head.

T here was a bleat of pain from  the 
tiny  driver in the ragged coat. In 
vo lun tarily  his foot trod  down on 
the accelerator. The cab w ith  the 
wreck of body flashed ahead like an 
u n h ash ed  greyhound, and W atsick i 
w restled  m adly w ith  the wheel in 
tra ffic , flicking leftw ard  to  avoid 
rear-ram m ing a little  roadster and 
then kn ifing  practica lly  under a 
tru c k ’s bum per, as the special power 
; t cam ouflaged by th a t decrep it 
hood th rea tened  to become a ju g g e r
naut. W atsick i fina lly  b rough t it  un- 
d .t  control.

“There was a fly  on your ear, B ar
on,” D ickens purred , l o u n g i n g  
against the rear cushions.

W atsick i was half choked w ith  
rage. “N ext tim e you w anta tu rn  this 
in ta  a hearse, lemme get out f ir s t .  . . 
Maybe I move to  ano ther corner 
stand, anyway. W hy no t?” W at- 
s ic L ’s cab always appeared to be a 
s ta tionary  perm anent adornm ent at 
the corner of D ickens’ office street. 
Few people had ever seen it  move 
except w hen Nick D ickens in person 
found it im perative ti- tran sp o rt his 
mound of flesh. Some h in ted  D ick
ens was the actual ow ner of the W a t
sicki hack. “W hy  n o t?” dem anded 
the B aron ira te ly  as he moved w est
ward across the upper part of the 
city.

B ut there  was no answ er from  the 
rear. N ick D ickens had re trea ted  into 
th a t mood w hen he seemed to ex ist 
on a private planet, com pletely d i
vorced from  life  on the one about 
him. M entally  he was berating  him 
self for his insatiable overw eening 
curiosity . H e was tak ing  th is case 
because he had, sim ply  had, to find  
ou t w hy film  genius M arko th o ugh t

th a t innocuous seeming classified  ad 
was so im portant, m portan t enough 
for M arko to use a false name, Dr. 
Okram , his own backw ard, and punk 
down five hundred  sm ackers b lind 
to  send one N. N ickleby D ickens on 
a ch ild ’s errand.

IC K E N S  had already  been in 
action. A fte r g e tting  rid  of the 

j i t te ry  “B ucko,” he had called the 
R aley A gency, claim ing to have 
know n Stuckney W hickers. A su ltry  
fem ale voice at the o ther end called 
h? “Mr. D igg ings” and said R aley 
w ouldn’t be in till  a f te r  six. D ickens 
could call then  to make an appo in t
m ent. T hen  he spoke to  somebody 
o ff the wire.

“You are no relative, is th a t r ig h t? ” 
she’d said w hen she came back. 
“W ell, as a m a tte r o f fact, M r. R aley 
has all the in fo rm ation  he needs.”

“ Smoke screen,” D i c k e n s  had 
opined as he hung  up.

T hen  he had made one of his rare 
v isits  to  h is o ffice  to  p ick  up the so- 
called Dr. O kram ’s card. I t  was a 
p lain  cheap calling  card, obviously 
knocked out at some s tree t stand, 
and m inus any address. B eneath  the 
name had been scribbled in  “H otel 
B elgard ,” w hich was a very  second- 
ra te  m idtow n hoste lry  fo r the g rea t 
M arko to be patron izing . A ccording 
to  Irm adow n B lithers, “D r. O kram ” 
w ished D ickens to  p resen t h im self a t 
the R aley A gency, posing as an ac
quaintance of S tuckney W hickers, 
an.1 discover w hy th ey  w anted  in fo r
m ation on the man. T he doctor said 
he would phone the office  the next 
mr .-ning.

D ickens, instead, called the  doctor 
a t  the B elgard  im m ediately and drew  
a blank. L ikew ise on th ree  successive 
a ttem pts. So D ickens had hoisted  the 
carcass into the W atsick i hack and 
proceeded to the B elgard. A  little  
greasing of palms and D ickens was 
stand ing  before O kram ’s door on the 
f if th  floor rear. B u t there  had been 
no response to his in sis ten t knock
ing, even w hen he applied  the cru tch  
as a ba tte rin g  ram. He had departed  
hence, decid ing th a t M arko was very 
careless about how he th rew  five 
hundred  sm ackers around.
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A nd now, as he headed for the 
B ridgeton  A venue address of the R a
ley A gency sh o rtly  a fte r  six, he had 
come to another decision. T h is Raley 
d idn ’t w ant inform ation regard ing  
Mr. Stuckney W hickers. F o r some 
particu la r reasons of his own, Raley 
w anted to see  a relative of poor 
S tuckney’s. “And, for some p articu 
lar reason,” D ickens added aloud, 
“M arko is su ffic ien tly  in terested  to 
be w orking behind ‘Bucko’ W hick 
er'.’ back on the p roposition . . . . 
Baron, I was under the im pression 
th is was a wheeled vehicle, not a 
bullock-draw n s le d g e !”

W hile  travelling , D ickens was no
toriously  im patient. A ny period in 
which he was not in action on a case 
or “th in k in g ” at the Orinocco over 
F ernet Brancas and coffee he con
sidered wasted.

“T urn  a block downtown, then go 
across tow n again, B aron,” D ickens 
threw  another order. O bediently  
little  W atsick i made a lurching left 
tu rn  in the speeding hack, and then 
took the next w estbound street. The 
apparen tly  som nolent Dickens stole 
another su rrep titious glance out the 
rear w indow as the cab screeched to  a 
halt on a red  light. “A certain  cab 
behind seems very in terested  in our 
destination, Baron. I v/ill depart 
}/our company as the lig h t changes. 
Lead them  on a nice goose chase and 
the call it a day. . . . ”

tra ff ic  ligh t w ent to green. 
Js- A nd w ith  the ligh tness of a bal

le t dancer, D ickens was sw inging his 
massive hulk th ro u g h  the door, onto 
the running  board, w renching open 
the rear door of the chauffeur- 
d r  i v e n sedan-lim ousine alongside, 
and swooping in to  it as the two cars 
moved off together in the tra ffic  
press. The B aron never even gave a 
backv/ard look; he was inured to the 
incredible D ickens.

The w hite-haired  old lady in the 
back of the lim ousine' gave ju s t one 
scared squeak. A nd D ickens was 
leaning close w ith a finger across his 
lips and a P e te r L orre  look. “Please, 
dear madam, no outcry. My life  is 
no th ing—but the S tate D epartm ent

docum ents I  am carry ing—well, that 
is a far d iffe re n t m atter. . . .”

T he grande dame alm ost lost her 
upper p late but halted the scream  to 
her chauffeur. “S tate D epartm ent? 
. . . .W hy—-now see here, my—”

“ Call me ‘M r. South’ for now, 
madam. T he F. B. I. doesn’t  perm it 
us to  use our real names when we are 
on official business. A nd please tell 
your driver to continue as if nothing 
were w rong.” She waved to the 
chauffeur scow ling in the  rear view 
m irror.

“D on’t be afraid , madam ,” D ickens 
continued g lib ly  w ithou t giving her 
a chance to  get in a word. “I don’t 
th in k  the pursuers w ill open fire 
w ith  a woman in the car.”

“ Some-somebody is a fte r you to 
kill y-you?”

“A gents of the U nderground, 
m adam !”

“The U nderground? See here—uh 
—M r. South, th is is Am erica, not a 
conquered country . W e have no 
U nderground and I am beginning—” 

He smiled sacxharinely into her 
frosty  glare. “The Nazi U nder
ground, dear lady, th a t has gone 
underground in th is  country  since 
the close of the E uropean  war. 
P lease te ll the driver to make the 
next r ig h t and halt a fte r one block.” 
He tapped an envelope half-draw n 
from  his pocket as she gave the 
order. “I f  they  g e t mo, drop th is  in 
the nearest mailbox. Take if o ff my 
body and—

“ ‘O ff your body—’ ”
T hen they  had made the tu rn  and 

were slow ing fo r the stop a block 
away. N. N ickleby D ickens sw ept 
him self out onto the  curb on his 
cru tch  and bowed. “Dear lady, J. 
E dgar H oover shall hear of th is .” 
He w hipped into the corner cigar 
store, bowled over the clerk w ith 
“Give me ten cartons of Camels” and 
w ent out the o ther door to the taxi 
stand.

W ith in  a m atter of m om ents he 
was on his way once more tow ard 
45 B ridgeton  Avenue. “ Considering, 
N ick D ickens,” he to ld  him self, “that 
th is  is no m atter of m urder or th re a t
ened m atter, you are going to a deuce 
of a fuss.
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“A nd so is somebody else,” he 
added, th ink ing  of that tra iling  cab.

VFSS7HEN he had the taxi cruise
w W slowly past 45 B ridgeton  Ave

nue, he saw a narrow  hole of a real 
estate office w ith some po tted  p lants 
behind a dusty  window. B ehind the 
plants, in the ligh ted  office, he 
picked out a woman and a lank, bald- 
headed man. I t  seemed innocuous 
enough, the setup of a shabby sec
ond-rate o u tfit. Some blocks fu rth e r 
along, certain  he was not being 
shadowed now, N ick D ickens quit 
the cab and looked around.

T hat p art of the c ity  was one of 
the older sections, s tead ily  cheapen
ing as the b etter fam ilies moved out 
and homes se ttled  into disrepair. 
Along B ridgeton  Avenue the old 
brow nstones had been converted into 
little  stores and room ing houses. 
W ith  a shrug, D ickens tu rned  off 
the avenue under the gloomy maples 
of a shabby sidestreet. L ittle  bunga
lows w ith  handkerch ief patches of 
lawn w ere wedged in  betw een the 
sad-looking old relics. One of them  
was em pty w ith  a “For Sale” sign on 
its lawn. B ut i t  was being handled 
by an agent called Bascom Sinnott, 
not the Raley A gency as D ickens had 
hoped.

D ickens tu rn ed  a corner and 
queried another pedestrian ; no luck. 
He kept tu rn ing  and w orking 
th rough the residen tia l section, 
clum ping along on his crutch. The 
sweat began to boil from  his beef- 
chunk of face and he was fum ing 
under his breath. B ut some tw enty  
m inutes la te r he accosted a man who 
had the answer.

“House the R aley A gency has to 
ren t up th is way? Oh, you m ust 
mean the old Cogshell place over on 
V ines near Bease Place. You go up 
here one block and tu rn  left. . . .‘ 
’S rig h t in the m iddle of the block 
. . . .Can’t miss it.”

W hen D ickens heaved him self to a 
halt opposite it, he saw th a t the 
m an’s final w ords were an under
statem ent in spades. You couldn’t 
have missed the old Cogshell place 
any more than  you could have a

d runken  hag spraw led in the gu tter. 
A cupolaed product of the early  
n ineteen  hundreds, it  crouched back 
in a big yard, rearing  its  pain t-peel
ing head to peer th rough  a tangle  of 
weeds w ith  em pty window s like 
bleary eyes. A w eathered sign called 
it a bargain offered  by the Raley 
Agency.

“Vines S tree t near Bease P lace,” 
D ickens m uttered , pigeon-holing it 
m entally. He w asn’t  really  in terested  
in the p lace; he sim ply w anted it as 
a ta lk ing  poin t to make a convincing 
en try  on Raley. B u t som ething about 
the hunk of a rch itec tu ra l wreckage 
held him. W hat anybody w ould warit 
of the place he could not imagine. 
I t  was a w hite elephant if he'd ever 
seen—H is eyes had strayed  to th a t 
p art of the drivew ay beside the curv
ing veranda. The high grass there  
had been broken down in parallel 
ruts. . .tire tracks.

In  the soften ing  veil of tw iligh t, 
D ickens w ent sw inging in there  on 
his crutch. A nd then  he saw. The 
Cogshell p r o p e r t y  ran stra ig h t 
th rough  the block, the drivew ay 
bending past a one-tim e stable and 
disappearing in a broken down or
chard. A nd som ewhat recently  a car 
had en tered  and le ft by th a t route. 
Dickens th reshed  his w ay th rough  
the undergrow th  to a side window. 
A ll the  f irs t floor w indows were like 
blind eyes, heavy in bu ilt sh u tte rs  on 
the inside closed. B u t several sp lin ts 
of the one at th a t w indow  had fallen 
out at one end from  .decay. And 
then N ick D ickens, s tra in ing  on one 
toe and the crutch, alm ost popped his 
red-rim m ed eyes. F o r—the house 
w asn’t em pty!

SN T H E  bare room w ith  the peel
ing wall paper, on a fix tu re  on a 

side wall, a low -turned gas je t burned 
steadily.

D ickens stra ined  and craned and 
cursed a t the narrow  apertu re  in the 
break of the shu tte r. D esperately  he 
strove to see more of the room. As 
far as he could te ll, it was vacant. 
B u t the ligh t. . .somebody was in the 
house, no doubt of th a t; ligh ts  d idn 't 
lig h t them selves. He pawed a t the
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w indow  pane to  clear it, then  tw isted  
one eye till he could see the doorw ay 
in  the corner giv ing onto the  hall. A 
shadow  fell along the hall floor, 
moved, halted. Somebody was com 
ing along the hall. In  ano ther mo
m ent, they  w ould appear.

G rass sw ished up the drivew ay. 
D ickens’ head je rked  around in tim e 
to  see a vague figure, crouched, mov
ing in  from  the  fro n t of the place. 
Sw inging around, D ickens grabbed 
fo r the pocket w here he had the  .38 
w hen he carried  it. T hen  he rem em 
bered he had had no occasion to  get 
i t  from  W atsick i who to ted  the a r 
senal. H e tried  to  duck  behind a 
bush bu t a piece of dead wood 
cracked like a p isto l snap under his 
big crutch.

A nd then  th ere  was a shot.
T he advancing fig u re  in the drive 

leaped clear of the  ground, s tra ig h t
en ing  w ith  a ripp ing  scream  of pain. 
T hen  he w ent crash ing  fu ll length  
in to  the  grass, th rash ing  around and 
m oaning. D ickens hurled  him self 
ou t from  the side of the house, bel
low ing like a stuck  bull.

“Stop, m u rd e re r!” he b lu ffed  to 
p ro tec t the w ounded man though  he 
saw nobody. “Stop—or I ’ll shoot! 
I ’ll—” A figu re  raced by the ragged 
fence a t the fro n t of the  p roperty , 
down the shadow -dim m ed s tre e t; sec
onds later, a car roared  away. . . .

C H A P T E R  I I I

T H E R E  was noth ing  D ickens 
could do about it  though  he 
had gone sw inging halfw ay 

along the drive. He tu rn ed  back in 
tim e to see an orange-hued head pok
ing cau tiously  ou t of the grass. I t  
was “B ucko” W hickers.

“G reat Jehovah! You! W h at the 
devil—” N ick D ickens reached him 
in a couple of trem endous hops on 
th a t cru tch . “W here  are you h it? ” 

H old ing  the back of his pants, 
Bucko W hickers rose on one knee. 
H e gazed around w ild ly  as doors be
gan to  fling  open along the s tree t 
and people’s excited  ch a tte r rose. 
“L ord  help  me if  m y public ever sees 
m e like th is ,” he groaned.

“W here  are you—” T hen  D ickens 
saw. T here  was a tea r in the  seat of 
the w ould-be film  s ta r’s beige sports 
slacks, and a s lig h t red  sta in  around 
it though  no blood ran  now. T he 
bulle t had grazed him  across the b u t
tock, barely  scra tch ing  him.

“Boss, boss! A re ya all r ig h t? ” 
A nd round-shouldered  “B aron” W at
sicki came loping across the fro n t 
yard , a gun gleam ing in  h is hand.

D ickens was ac tually  dam ned glad 
to  see him  bu t w ou ldn ’t show it. 
“G reat Jehovah , you here, too! W h a t 
is th is, a convention of the b e tte r 
class ha lf-w its?” T hen  he rem em 
bered the gasligh t inside the  house. 
Back th ro u g h  th e  ta ll grass, he 
waded to the window.

B ut, as he expected, the  lig h t had 
been doused. O nly  the vague g h o st
ly ou tlines of the  room  m et h is eye 
as the evening shadow s purp led . I t  
seem ed as if  the place never had been 
occupied. A nd w hoever was in  there  
had had p len ty  of tim e to  pull his 
fre igh t, D ickens realized.

“A ny idea of who took th a t sho t at 
you'?” D ickens dem anded of B ucko 
when he w ent back.

T he la tte r  shook his head. “G-get 
me out of here, please.”

In  the distance a police prow l ca r’s 
siren  w ailed catfashion. O ut in the 
stree t, people w ere advancing cau
tiously  in the  dusk, asking each other 
w here the  shoo ting  had been. D ick
ens h im self had no desire to  be con
nected  w ith  the a f fa ir ; he d id n ’t 
w ant R aley to hook him  in to  the p ic
ture.

“T h is w ay,” he ordered W atsick i. 
W ith  the “B aron” help ing  the shaken 
Bucko, they  w ent on past the house 
and in to  the gloom of the orchard be
hind, em erging on the  n ex t stree t. 
W atsick i had le f t  his hack down a t 
the corner of V ines and Bease. D ick
ens and the lim ping Bucko moved 
over a couple of blocks fu rth e r  from  
the  scene and were picked up-by  the 
“B aron .”

IC K E N S ’ acute m ind was re
volving fac to rs rap id ly . “A nd 

ju s t  w hat w ere you doing in  the  pic
tu re , B ucko?” he dem anded s te rn ly .
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T he young m an w ent su llen , He 
m um bled som ething about having 
come out to  th a t side of the c ity  to 
see w hat k ind of a layout th is Raley 
had. “N uts,” snapped Dickens. 
“B aron, I th ink  w e’d b e tte r go down 
to police headquarters .”

“ W hat f-fo r?” cried  Bucko. 
“Because, my dear fellow , you 

w ere involved in  a shooting incident, 
and as a law -abiding citizen , it is my 
du ty  to  repo rt the m atte r to the 
proper au tho rities. O f course, if I 
understood  more. . . .”

Bucko W hickers gave. “I  was fo l
low ing you. . .1—I  th o u g h t you w ere 
double crossing me, M r. D ickens, 
when I  saw you up a t M arko’s room .” 
He had been com ing around a corner 
of the hotel co rrido r w hen he saw 
D ickens rapping  a t Dr. O kram ’s door 
and had ducked back out of sight.

“Did you give your bodyguard  the 
slip  again?”

Bucko shrugged  helplessly . “T hey 
w eren’t back at my place when I  re
tu rned  there  a fte r  seeing you. T hey 
seem to have d isappeared.”

D ickens tapped the  c ru tch  handle 
th o u g h tfu lly  as they  sw ung onto 
B rigeton  Avenue w ith  its g laring 
neon signs. “ Hmmmm. A ll righ t. 
L et me out here, Baron. . . .Take 
Bucko on and put him  up in a room 
at the O rinocco; if he gives any 
trouble, w ork him  over. A nd you, 
Bucko, stay  there  till you hear from  
me—even if you r o t ! D on’t—and 
I ’m q u ittin g  the case!”

D ickens was already sw inging him 
self onto the  sidew alk as the em 
bryonic idol of the horse opera 
bleated assent. D ickens w ent down 
bustling  B ridgeton  A venue tiil  he 
was opposite the Raley A gency. I t  
was s till ligh ted  up. D ickens w ent 
by the p late glass w indow  w ith  “O tho 
Raley, P res.” le tte red  in a low er co r
ner and tu rned  in. I t  was about w hat 
he had ex p ec ted : a narrow  little  slot 
of place w ith  a ra iling  runn ing  
across and a couple of shabby desks 
p lus a filing  case and w ater cooler on 
the o ther side. A plum p, voluptuous 
b rune tte  w rigg led  from  behind one 
of the desks w here a c igare t curled

smoke from  an ash tray  and came 
over. D ickens beamed and said he 
w ished to  see M r. R aley  w ith  regard  
to  some p roperty . T he b ru n e tte  
pouted, over-rouged lips of a bee- 
stung  m outh  w hile she ran  over him 
w ith  blue eyes. T hey  w ere so hard 
they  positive ly  seem ed to  scratch.

“A bout some p ro p erty ,” she re 
peated, p la in ly  suspicious. “W ell, 
I ’m not sure M r. R aley’ll be back to 
n ight. H e—”

A D O O R  opened in the rear and 
the  lank, ha lfbald  man D ickens 

had seen in passing  before, came out. 
T he fringe  of black h a ir a t the sides 
of his head was fresh ly  slicked dow n 
w ith  w ater, and he was in  the ac t of 
d ry ing  his hands as he appeared. 
B u t he rem ained silen tly , giv ing no 
sign  to  ind icate  he was O tho Raley.

“Ah, M r. R aley ,” sang ou t D ickens. 
“You w ere po in ted  out to  me going 
dow n the s tree t ju s t  as I  s ta rted  to  
come in here earlier today .”

O tho R aley b linked  qu ick ly  under 
b ris tlin g  black eaves of brow s and 
ca te forw ard. H is long-jaw ed sallow  
fac was guarded. “ I am about to 
cl e up. I t ’s ra th e r la te  fo r business 
now ,” he said brusquely .

D ickens took in  the  d ingy, un
pressed gray  su it and the  w ell-w orn 
shoes. One of the lank  m an’s sh irt 
cu ffs was frayed  too. S trange he 
w asn’t  eager for some business. “ I 
was looking over the  old Cogshell 
place up at V ines and Bease Place, 
M r. R aley ,” D ickens con tinued  ex
pansively. “ I t ’s ju s t w hat I ’ve been 
looking for.”

“ W hat could you w ant w ith  th a t 
old—’ T hen  O tho R aley seem ed to 
realize his a ttitu d e  was hard ly  
natu ra l. He sw ung open a gate in 
the ra iling  and waved D ickens inside. 
W hen  they  w ere seated at a desk, 
R aley said, “ I d o n ’t know  about the 
Cogshell place. A park ing  lo t con
cern has been specu la ting  on taking 
it  over and dem olishing the house.” 

D ickens m ade a w ell-fe igned  ges
tu re  of alarm. “B ut th ey  can w ait— 
a few  days, anyw ay—perhaps a week 
or so. I t  w on’t  take me long to  get
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m y  cam eras and m ikes rigged  u p  
there  fo r shooting .”

Raley came away from  the back of 
the  swivel chair. D ickens decided 
he had a face like one of those s lig h t
ly  dyspeptic-faced  sa in ts  on a church 
window. T he k ind  th a t scram bled 
for th e ir  tu rn  to  w ork the old St. 
C atherine’s wheel at Inqu isitions.

‘‘You m ean—to m ake m ovies?” 
R aley queried.

D ickens nodded w ith  a genial beam. 
“The Cogshell place alm ost f its  the 
descrip tion  to  a ‘T ’ of a m ansion in  
our shooting scrip t. W e—”

“Inside—or outside sh o ts?” cu t in 
R aley harshly.

“ W hy both, natu ra lly . I 'd  like to  
go up there  now  and take a look 
around inside. T he sooner we can 
s ta rt shooting and clear the w ay for 
the park ing  lo t concern .”

“No ligh ts. W e couldn’t go 
th rough  it  now.”

D ickens looked th ro u g h  the flame 
of the lig h te r he held to his cigaret. 
“S trange. . . .W hen I was up there  
before, I  could have sw orn I  saw a 
lig h t in the place.”

T H O  R A L E Y ’S long eyes froze 
expression lessly  in th e ir sock

ets. “P erhaps it was the poten tia l 
buyer tak ing  a look around. . . .a 
flash ligh t, no doubt. D id you give 
him  the keys, M iss M orley?”

M iss M orley uncrossed shapely 
calves quickly as D ickens glanced 
around and picked up a shorthand  
pad. ‘Oh yes, yes—yes, O tho. He 
was in before and asked for them . I 
m eant to tell you.”

D ickens hadn’t m issed the fact she 
had obviously been lis ten in g  in  care
fu lly  to  th e ir  conversation. “ I guess 
th ere  is no th ing  we can do ton igh t 
then ,” he said reg re tfu lly .

R aley rose to  s ign ify  the  in terv iew  
was closed, m aking a help less gesture 
w ith  his hands. “ Call around tom or
row—say, about noontim e, M r. D ick
ens. I ’d be deligh ted  to  show  you 
th rough  then .” I t  was the f irs t  en
thusiasm  he had evinced.

As R aley sw ung the ra ilin g  gate 
for him, D ickens no ted  the  fresh  
grass sta ins on a leg of the m an’s

gray  su it. “Oh, by the  way, th ere  
was some com m otion up there  a sh o rt 
w hile ago. . . .A shooting or some
th in g . . . .T hough nobody seems to 
have been shot.”

R aley’s face be trayed  as m uch as 
a closed trap . “R eally? T h a t’s a 
very quiet neighborhood.”

“ W ell, i t ’s ju s t the k ind  o f a house 
I need. . . .the very  place you’d ex
pect to fin d  the skeleton  in  the 
closet, a gho sts’ paradise, as my old 
friend , M arko, w ould say .”

“M arko? You know  M arko?” 
R aley’s voice was suden ly  tig h t.

“ W orked  on a couple of lo ts  out 
on the Coast w ith  him ,” D ickens said  
as he headed fo r the door. “I ’ll see 
you a t noon tom orrow .”

A T  T H E  corner he found a phone 
booth and d ia led  his office. 

T he fa ith fu l Irm adow n w ould be 
there, he knew. She was, com ing on 
w ith  a quavering voice. T h a t “ little  
blonde beast” had been calling  in, 
claim ing it  was m ost im perative to  
hear from  M r. D ickens reg ard in g  his 
investigations at once. T h rea ten in g  
to come over.

“ I f  he comes in  th is  office, M r. 
D ick-ens, I —”

“Be sure you have your lip stick  on 
s tra ig h t,” D ickens fin ished  fo r her. 
“Remember, Irm adow n, the  firm  
comes f irs t!  I w ant to  see Dr. 
O kram  very very  badly. K eep  him  
there. You can pu t any dam age on 
your expense account.” H ang ing  up, 
he dialed  the B elgard . A s he ex
pected, Dr. O kram  did not answ er.

“Please give him  th is  m essage; it  
is m ost im portan t. M r. D ickens 
called. H e said th a t unless he hears 
from  the docto r w ith in  the hour, he 
w ill be forced to  pu t the  m a tte r in  
the  hands of the police au th o ritie s .” 
T h en  D ickens lum bered ou t and 
took a cab dow n tow n to the O ri- 
nocco bar.

“Tw o F e rn e t B rancas—and two 
cups of coffee, black, R iley ,” he or
dered  the suave M artinez as he se t
tled  his m assive bu lk  on a bar stool 
w ith  a sigh. A fte r  he had d ipped  in to  
one, he called B ucko E lb e rt u p sta irs  
in  h is room on the house phone.



Bucko came th ro u g h  on the w ire 
w ith  the j itte rs . “M r. D ickens, you 
b e tte r get som ebody to p ro tec t me! 
I  ju s t called my own hotel. Those 
bodyguards of m ine never did re tu rn  
there . M arko h in ted  there  was some
body out to  ru in  his p roduction  
and—”

D ickens sm iled in to  the m outh
piece. Now the little  pieces of the 
puzzle w ere d r if tin g  closer together. 
“I f  you should  see th a t bodyguard  
again, cu t them  dead, my dear fellow  
. . . .Now, at ju s t  w hat business did 
th a t lush  of an uncle of yours, Stuck- 
ney, labor—if an y ?”

“W hy, he was a ren t collector, 
w hen he w orked. Now, Mr. D ickens, 
a f te r  all, som ebody took a shot a t me 
to n ig h t! I  th ink  I ’m en titled  to po
lice pro tection  or—or som eth ing .” 

“And perhaps you’d like to explain 
w hat Lone R anger W h ick ers  was do- 
in., p r o w l i n g  around a deserted  
house up at th a t end of the city. 
Bucko. W ould  you? L is ten . . . .
Have you ever had any experience in 
the role of a decoy, B ucko?”

“T he role of a w hat? A decoy? 
W hy, I don’t know  exactly  w hat you 
mean, M r. D ickens! I, of course, 
hav- a na tu ra l ta len t fo r—”

“You w ill understand , B ucko—la t
e r.”

D ickens cradled  the instrum ent. 
H e had hard ly  done so when his own 
private  w ire buzzed. I t  was Irm a- 
down w ith  Dr. O kram  on the o ther 
end of the w ire. D ickens d idn ’t  give 
hire a chance to get in  a w ord.

“Doctor, unless I confer w ith  you 
at cnce, I shall be com pelled to tu rn  
one Bucko W hickers over to the po
l ic e 1 N eedless to  say, the sto ry  w ill 
make every new spaper!”

“R eally?” O kram ’s sharp b iting  
voice cried out. A nd then he used 
tha t w ord th a t had fallen from  
B ucko’s tongue so repeated ly  in  the 
f irs t interview . “A scandal? A scan
dal-1. . . . ” O nly  Dr. O kram , M arko. 
ro lled  the w ord deliciously  on his 
t o n g u e . . . .

C H A P T E R  IV

IN W A T S IC X I’S battered  hack, 
N ickleby D ickens rolled tow ard 
the B elgard . T he B aron in te r 

ru p ted  his m edita tions w ith  a cackle.
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“F ee lin ’ b e tte r now th a t there  was 
alm ost a corpse in  the p itcher, a in ’t 
ya, boss?” cracked W atsick i.

D ickens snorted . B ut, it  w.as tru e ; 
he was. T he B aron  d e ftly  and non
chalan tly  a l m o s t  forced  ano ther 
hac! up onto the  sidew alk  and took 
a tu rn  on tw o wheels. “Me, I ’m w on
d e rin ’ w hy tha t R aley w anted to 
shooc up Fancy P an ts, m eanin’ 
W hickers. M aybe Fancy  P an ts  stole 
his doll and—”

R ecalling  the icy-eyed M iss Mor- 
ley, D ickens decided she w asn’t  the 
type to  w aste any tim e on a w hacky 
crackpot like one Bucko V /hickers. 
“Sa , how d id  you lea rn  so much, 
B aron? I h ire you to  tra n sp o rt me— 
in the ghastly  way you do—no t to—” 

W atsick i fran k ly  adm itted  he’d 
go tten  the scared B ucko to talk . “ It 
w easy as cu ttin g  a brick of ice 
cream  w ith  a can opener—once I to ld  
him  I was your s ilen t p a r tn e r!” 

“W hat?  See here—well, W atsick i, 
suppose you act like one. W ith  the 
accent on the ‘s ile n t’ p a r t!” D ickens 
belched h ea rtily  and leaned back to 
m entally  tin k e r w ith  the pieces of 
the puzzle again. T h a t had been a 
gasligh t, no flash ligh t, out in  the 
Cogshell m ansion. Yet O tho Raley 
had asserted  there  were no lig h ts  
w ork ing  in  the place. D ickens’ m ind 
leapfrogged  back to  Dr. O kram , M ar
ko. T he in s tan t he had received the 
m essage the <-hing could become a 
police m atter, the elusive docto r had 
reached him. A nd yet w hen O kram  
heard  B ucko V /h ickers, his star, 
m ight become a guest of the  police, 
he had evinced no disappoin tm ent. 
F ar from  it.

A t the B elgard , D ickens w ent up 
to the f if th  floor and tu rned  down 
the ell to the rear. W hen  he saw the 
m id ile-sg . man who looked like a 
banker knocking  on the door of 517. 
O kram ’s room, D ickens kep t r i ->1:1 on 
com ing to ha lt beside the man. T he 
la tte r  shook his head.

“No answ er, a .,jin . H e’s never in 
. . .Y ou w anted to see M arko to o ?” 

D ickens gave a nod th a t m eant 
any th in g  and nothing.

“P erhaps you’re ano ther of the 
stockholders in M onolith?”

A gain  D ickens inclined  h is head 
sligh tly . “W ell, shall we say I  am
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involved in M arko’s business a f
fa irs.”

T hey  were heading back to  the ele
vator bank. T he o ther p resen ted  a 
card th a t read, “D ennison T. Young, 
A tto rney .” “F rank ly , my suspicions 
are aroused. M arko go t a num ber of 
us here to  back him  heavily. A s we 
understood it, -ue stock of 3VK .o- 
lith  had been to ta lly  subscribed. B ut 
w ith in  the last fo rty -e ig h t hours, I 
find  M arko is back here from  the 
Coast and hr”, made attem pts to  
r.h - j m ore m oney fo r his com pany.” 
Down in the lobby, Young suggested  
D ickens m igh t c~re to  get in  touch 
w ith  him  a t his office tom orrow . “ I 
ar. ra lly in g  a group to dem and a 
showdown. I  w ant to  p in  M arko 
down on a financial sta tem ent.”

IC K E N S w ent in to  the  coc’- .u il 
lounge, out ano ther exit, and 

re tu rned  to the f if th  floor. A t 517, 
he w histled  a bar of “Rum  and Coca 
Cola” in  signal as M arko had sug
gested on the  phone. T he door sw ung 
back im m ediately to  reveal M arko in 
a m aroon silk  dressing  gow n laced 
double-breasted across h is tr ig  body 
w ith  a black lea ther belt.

“Come in, my dear M r. D ickens! 
Come in. P ard o n  the juven ile  signal 
code. B u t a man in  m y profession, 
he is con tinually  harassed—ah, yes, 
harassed,” he t o s s e d  h is close- 
cropped head expressively. “T here  
are the  ones w ho fe e l  they  are the 
L o rd ’s own g if t to  the th esp ian ’s art. 
A n 1 w rite rs—w ould-be w r i t e r  s— 
w ith  scrip ts—and—bu t com . in !”

D ickens was already  well in to  the 
liv ing  room of the second-class suite. 
M arko was ju s t w hat he had looked 
like on the curbstone across from  the 
O rinocco Bar, small, dynam ic, e te r
nally  dram atizing him self. B eneath 
the dressing  gown, he wore navy 
blue pyjam as though  it was s till 
early in  the evening.

He set up  two brandies from  a bot
tle  of C ourvoisier on a coffee table, 
tu rned  on the  radio  to  m uted classi
cal music, and draped h im self over 
the arm of a divan across from  D ick
ens. “Now tell me about th a t lad, 
Bucko. W h a t harum -scarum  fuss has 
he go tten  in to  now ?” H e brandished

an eighteen-inch c igaret holder, head 
tilte  1 question ingly  w ith  the mon
ocle a g litte r  in  h is eye.

A nd then  N ick D ickens had him  
pigeon-holed. T he man was only 
plsrsying the  role of a conceited, 
pom pous fool. B ack of the m ask he 
w„s keen and hard-boiled, a le rt as a 
haw k behind the  screen of verbiage.

“T here  was a shooting  ou t in  the 
B ridgeton  A venue section  earlier 
th is evening, doctor.”

“A shooting? R eally? B u t dear be
n igh ted  Bucko, he is—”

“Yes, doctor. Guns going pop-pop. 
You know. Y our young star, Bucko 
W hickers—” D ickens paused p u r
posefully . T he d irec to r - p roducer 
only w aited in  silence. “Somebody 
shot a t him —tried  to  k ill him, I  im
agine.”

M arko blew out a th in  ribbon of 
smoke. “M r. D ickens, I  understood  
you to  say over the phone th a t you 
w ould have to  tu rn  B ucko over to  
the police, no t th a t—”

IC K E N S  sm iled inw ard ly  from  
the arm chair. M arko was a good 

actor, bu t D ickens had seen the  way 
the unexpected  news had caused 
M arko’s fingers to  tig h ten  till  they  
w hitened around the frag ile  brandy  
goblet. D ickens moved his own be
neath  h is heavy nose so the  bouquet 
w afted  upward.

“T he police w ould undoubtedly  
like to ask M r. Bucko some questions 
about w hy he was sho t at. H e w asn’t 
h u rt—seriously. A nd I th o ugh t you 
m igh t be curious, inasm uch as you 
had contracted  fo r m y services, as to 
w hat M r. Bucko W hickers was doing 
in the v icin ity  of the R aley A gency, 
the name in  th a t classified  advertise
m ent, doctor.”

T hey  sat in silence fc some mo
m ents, M arko w ith  eyes bent dow n
ward. “A cting  as your agent, doc
to r,” D ickens continued, “ I hesita ted  
to  make any overt move w ithou t con
su lting  you.”

M arko jerked  his eyes, up sudden
ly. “Did you get any leads on the 
Raley angle, Mr. D ickens?”

D ickens shrugged  the massive 
shoulders. “ I t  seems one S tuckney 
W hickers, an uncle of your s ta r’s, a 
dow n-at-the-heel lush, may have
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w orked fo r the R aley firm  in the 
capacity  of a ren t collector.”

“ Oh.”
W ith  a scarcely concealed g r i

mace of disgust, D ickens replaced 
the em pty brandy goblet on the ta 
ble. A fte r  all, there  was no th ing  like 
one of h is favorite  F e rn e t Br^ncas.
0  perhaps, upon gala occasions, a 
T angerine toddy. “P erhaps th is  kind 
of pub lic ity  would be excellen t for 
the career of a W este rn  star, doctor.”

M arko jum ped up. “M r. D ickens, I 
th ink  the m atte r is closed. I  was in 
terested  in  the  R aley angle because
1 w ished to  p ro tec t Bucko W hickers. 
A fte r  all, he rep resen ts—you m ight 
say—a heavy investm ent on m y part. 
B u t now, th ere  seems no th ing  to 
fear. N othing, really . Young Bucko 
him self is not w orried  in  the  least.”

“H e isn ’t? ” D ickens was w ide-eyed 
as a naive baby.

“No-o. I  was ta lk ing  to  him a t his 
hotel ju s t before you arrived . I t  was 
possibly a carekeeper who m istook 
him  for a trespasser. I  w arned Bucko 
to  le t me handle the m atter. A nd 
now, shall we say it  is dropped? W ill 
you have a d rink  before you depart, 
D ickens?”

N ick D ickens ignored  the cue. 
“W ell, you’ve already  paid  me in  ad
vance. So I ’ll follow  up  the  R aley an 
gle and see w hat I  can learn  fu r 
th er.”

T hough he continued to smile, 
M arko’s popping eyes were like ag
ates. “T he m atter is a closed inci
den t. . . .K eep a hundred  dollars of 
the fee for your trouble and re tu rn  
th j  balance tom orrow .”

D ickens had risen. “W ell, I don’t 
know now-w. . . .1—”

M A R K O , sh iftin g  sligh tly , slid  
a hand under one of the cush

ions of the  divan. Sweat globules 
g litte red  on his alm ost hairless head. 
T hen  Nick D ickens’ cru tch , w ith  
several ounces of lead inset in  the 
low er end, w hipped sidew ard and up 
from  the floor in  a short arc  and 
w . it sm ack-k  down across the cush
ion. M arko jerked  sidew ard, je rk in g  
ou. his num b hand.

“I  w ouldn’t try  to get th a t gun 
agai , doctor,” D ickens said w ith  a

you-naughty-boy shake of h is  head. 
“A fte r  all, you did h ire  me. The po
lice—”

M arko was a cool custom er. “The 
police m ight be in te rested  to hear it 
was a form  of blackm ail, D ickens. I 
have the  rep u ta tion  of a valuable star 
to p ro tect. You make m oney from  
clients afra id  of unpleasant public i
ty. I le f t five hundred  dollars at your 
office—w ithou t even seeing you. 
U nderstand? A nd now when I d is
cover the  scandal you w arned me 
against does not ex ist, w hy—” He 
said the rest w ith  a shrug. “B ut, 
speaking of the five hundred , inas
m uch as you have proven the  th re a t
ened scandal is nonexisten t, perhaps 
you have earned the—com plete five 
hundred. Y es?” H e rose, h a lf bowing 
w ith  a too thy  grin.

A s N. N ickleby D ickens rode back 
to  the O rinocco B ar, he fu lly  ap
preciated  the  fact th a t he had been 
bribed not to  rep o rt the shooting to 
the police. . . .

C H A P T E R  V

W IT H  his elbows propped 
on the counter of the O ri
nocco once more, D ickens 

d ipped in to  a fresh  F e rn e t Branca. 
B eside him, l i ttle  B aron W atsick i 
drum m ed im patien tly  on the bar top. 
T hey  were the only p a tro n s ; the eve
ning was g e ttin g  old. W atsick i 
snapped a grease-stained nail against 
a glass of w ater the w hile he su r
veyed the serried  ranks of bo ttles on 
the back shelf.

“Oh, you . . . . ” D ickens looked 
up annoyedly. “ I  am try in g  to think, 
Baron. R iley ,” to  M artinez, “serve 
my ill-visaged friend  w ith  a beer—a 
full-sized one to n ig h t.”

“See here, boss! Scotch is my 
d rink  and you know i t ! ”

“T u t-tu t!  B aron, I  may have to  use 
th a t horrib le  conveyance of yours 
once m ore th is  n ight. A nd I  would 
hate to  feel obligated to tu rn  you 
over to  the au th o ritie s  w hile driving 
w hile under the  in fluence of alco
ho l. . . .A nyw ay, get on a house 
phone and b ring  your pal, Fancy 
P an ts, down h e re !”

Bucko W hickers came in by the 
rear door, pale and very fu rtiv e  look-



24 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective Stories

ing. He also lim ped. D ickens d idn’t 
even bless him  w ith  so m uch as a 
glance, m erely pushing a bar pad 
w ith a phone num ber on it  to  him. 

“Call th a t num ber and—”
“My God, th a t’s the R aley A gency, 

Mr. D ickens. I—”
“I know that. Do you th ink  I ’m a 

blasted id io t? . . . .C all O tho Raley. 
T ell him  who you are. A nd—”

“Tell him  who I am? W hy if he 
knew—”

“L isten, fly  bait, you hired  me to 
be your brains! Do you th ink  Raley 
would be in terested  in  the dog-faced 
boy? Phone him. T e ll—him—w ho— 
you—are. . .G ot tha t?  T hen  say th a t 
yo. w ant to see him bu t th a t you are 
beit watched. T hen—”

Bucko W h ick ers’ orange-thatched 
head began to go from  rig h t to left. 
“ I c-can’t do tha t, Mr. D ickens. My 
career. . . . I f —”

“T here is th a t l i ttle  m atter of the 
shooting in w hich you happened to  
be involved. T he police. . . . ’’D ick
ens beamed sm ugly.

A nd Bucko came back w ith  one to 
the teeth. “A nd at w hich you w ere 
p resen t too, M r. D ickens. Have you  
reported  to the police on it  y e t? ” 

W atsick i le t go w ith  a m ocking 
cackle. D ickens’ big chunk of face 
quivered a moment. T hen  he was 
w agging a finger adm onishingly. 
“A nd there  is also a little  m atte r of 
the d isappearance of Uncle Stuck- 
ney, Bucko, m y friend. You did not 
inform  the proper • au tho rities on 
that. A nd they  m ight ju s t get the 
idea you had personal reasons for 
no . w anting  dear Uncle S tuckney 
found. You see?”

Bucko w ent from  blanched w hite 
to a d irty  gray, “A ll—all rig h t,” he 
choked out. “ I w ant to see him . . . 
B ut, hell, D ickens, I h ired  you to 
p ro tect me from —”

IC K E N S nodded w earily. “Yes, 
from  scandal. A nd w hen we 

f ir .-  U ncle S tuckney, I believe you’ll 
be out of danger. . . .Now, you 
v: ‘ to see O tho R aley about tha t
advertisem ent, bu t the only time 
you’ll be able to slip  away is at four- 
th ir ty  th is  m orning. Y ou’ll m eet him 
at his office. Go and call him .”

W atsick i sneered down the bar at 
D ickens. “Boss, I  th in k  you’re slip- 
p in ’. Looka the clo^k. Ya oughta 
know  th a t real estate office will be 
closed. Y ou’re g e ttin g  soupy ’tween 
the ears, D ickens.”

D ickens looked pained. “Closed, 
perhaps—but the phone w ill be an
swered. W ould  you cam to get y o u r
self ano ther beer by betting  on i t? ” 

W atsick i nodded eagerly. From  
the phone booth in  the rear they 
heard the c la tte r of re tu rned  coins in 
the slot, Bucko pushed his head into 
sigh t and W atsick i gurg led  o ff his 
beer to be ready for the fresh  one. 
“W rong  num ber,” said Bucko weak
ly. “I ’ll try  again .”

W hen the door of the phone booth 
next opened, Bucko swayed into 
sight, nodding as if  his neck would 
unhinge. “Y-yes. H e’ll m eet me then, 
he s-said.”

D ickens raised a finger to  M arti
nez. “A  T angerine toddy, if  you 
please, R iley .”

“H oly  cripes, boss, them  drinks 
cor : dough. You said a beer—”

“F o r you , if  you had won, Baron. 
D on’t  be a w elcher. Ah, th is  carries 
me back to the Cafe C reaux  a t P oin t- 
a -P itre  in  dear old G uadaeloupe. . . 
A nd speaking of that, you can carry  
little  R ubber Knees back up to his 
room. H e’ll need some rest. A round 
about dawn, he’s going to be one 
busy decoy. . . . ”

T  D IC K E N S ’ command, W a t
sicki flashed ahead of the cab 

bearing Bucko W hickers and sig
nalled it to draw  in. T hey  halted  be
fore an all-n igh t d rugsto re  m idway 
uptow n to B ridgeton  Avenue. I t  was 
now w hat N ick D ickens liked to call 
the “last lap .” H e had probed around, 
pu t out his feelers, exerted  certa in  
stim uli to  see which way various 
characters in the  p lo t jum ped. T hen  
he had re tu rned  to the O rinocco to 
w eigh and cogitate and p repare his 
last act like a puppeteer gathering  
the strin g s of his m arionettes to je rk  
them into action.

“ I f  I was Fancy  Pants, I ’d feel 
like a clay pigeon now,” opined B ar
on W atsick i as D ickens levered his 
huge form  from  the car. “Sendin’
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the poor dope out ta  m eet th a t killer, 
R aley !”

“A nd ju s t w hat advantage would 
accrue to  O tho R aley by having 
Bucko dead, eh?” H e crossed the 
sidew alk and headed for the phone 
booths inside the drugstore. Dickens 
cheerfu lly  adm itted  A lexander Bell 
was the g rea test inventor in  the 
w orld in  his estim ation. H e got the 
B elgard H otel and insisted  on being 
pu t th rough  to  “Dr. O kram ” when 
the operator said the room did not 
answer.

“Send a boy up to the room. Tell 
him I said it is a life-or-death  m at
ter. ' A nd a fte r several m inutes, Mar- 
ko’s voice, sharper than ever w ith 
irrita tio n , came over the wire.

“See here, D ickens! I to ld  you the 
case was closed and—”

“Sure, sure ,” D ickens, w ith mock 
meekness, m olified him. “ I w asn’t 
exactly  w orking on it. You see, 1 
had d a t e d  R aley’s stenographer. 
She’s one cute little  pash num ber— 
ai.d she le t som ething slip. Since you 
we e so decent about th a t five h u n 
dred fee, I though t I ’d le t you 
know .”

Tiarko broke in, sw earing hoarsely. 
H e was really  w orried. I t  came out. 
“See here, D ickens. I ’m not in terest- 
ec in the R aley m atter any longer. 
B u t maybe I can use you on a new 
assignm ent. T h a t crazy young Bucko 
seems to have strayed  o ff.”

IC K E N S  c h u c k l e d  m entally. 
M arko couldn’t .have fed him 

the lines any b etter if  he him self had 
w ritten  them  for the bogus doctor. 
“He is ju s t who I was going to talk 
about, doctor. The steno le t drop 
th a ' Bucko W hickers had a date to 
me Raley a t the old Cogshell m an
sion where the shooting was earlier 
to n ig h t. . . .T h e y ’re to m eet a little  
before five a. m .”

F or a long moment, the line seemed 
to have gone dead, then M arko came 
through again, voice carefu lly  con
tro lled , tig h t against emotion. T h a t 
emotion, if D ickens had com puted 
correctly , would be one of delight. 
“T h a t is m ost in teresting , D ickens. 
E- trem ely so. W hat is your idea?”

“Perhaps you would like to  see 
w hat W hickers is doing.”

“Yes-s, th a t is an idea. . .Yes. 
W here did you say they  were to 
m eet?”

“T he Cogshell m ansion. . . .B u t 
you w ouldn’t know  w here th a t is, 
doctor. Suppc e you grab a cab, 
m eet me here, and we can go out to
gether.” H e gave him  the address of 
the drugstore. “Yes, of course I ’ll 
w ait fo r you here, doctor.” T hen  he 
w edged him self out of the  booth and 
back in to  the car and signalled  W at- 
sicki to proceed. T here  would have 
been no sense in w aiting , anyway 
D ickens knew the self-dubbed Dr. 
O kram  had no in ten tion  of w asting 
tirr i on a stop at the d rugsto re  eo 
route to  his destination.

U p on B ridgeton  Avenue, W at- 
sicki drew up his ite :k  before an all- 
n ig h t Coffee P u t a few hundred  feet 
from  the Raley A gency. Bucko in 
his cab w ent on to D aley's place. The 
black tide of n igh t was ebbing. 
T here was a fa in t haze th a t hung  in 
yellow ish halos around the  s tree t 
lights. T hey  saw Bucko get out and 
walk s tif f ly  across the stree t and 
into the entrance. T hen  there  was 
no way of te lling  w hat was happen
ing because the V enetian b lind  was 
down across the fro n t window.

T he m inutes slipped away. A 
d runk  pushed his ow lish face against 
the cab window and surveyed D ick
ens as if  he w ere som ething inside a 
fish  bowl.

“ I f  Raley has a silencer, Fancy 
P an ts may be in bye-bye land  for 
keeps by now.” rem arked the Baron 
cheerfully .

D ickens was beginning to sw eat: 
then there was m otion in fron t of 
t l . .  R aley Agency. One of the f ig 
ure down there  cupped a m atch to 
a cigaret. T he glow  revealed him as 
the lank, half-bald hatless Raley 
him self.

And it showed the carro t -topped 
Bucko rig h t beside him. T hey 
tu rned  a fte r a m om ent in w hich R a
ley held the ligh ted  m atch in plain 
s igh t and w ent down to the le ft away 
from  the w aiting  Dickens.

A  CAR door thudded  shut. The 
ligh ts  of a sedan beyond the 

real esta te  office flickered  on. W at- 
sicki had h is m otor already tu rn ing
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over. T he o ther car flipped  in to  a 
quick U -tu rn  and  s ta rted  aw ay from  
them , accelerating  ho tly . T h e  B a r
on’s hack ro lled  forw ard.

“E asy ,” cau tioned  D ickens. “Keep 
the lig h ts  out and don’t  get too close, 
B aron.”

“You w ant me to  ta il th a t guy  or 
le t him  lose u s?” W atsick i snarled . 
“I t  looks like a snatch  to  me and—” 

R aley’s sedan screw ed sharp ly  to 
the r ig h t some distance ahead, b lo t
ted from  s ig h t in  one of the tree- 
shadow ed residen tia l stree ts.

“T u rn  here ,” snapped  D ickens a t a 
corner a block from  the o ther. “Now 
step  on it  enough to  parallel h im  a t 
the next c ro ssin g !”

W hen  W atsick i nosed onto th e  in 
tersec tion  of the n ex t cross stree t, 
they  saw the sedan flash ing  across 
a block dow n to the  le ft. I t  was the 
same s to ry  a block onw ard. W ith  a 
sa tisfied  sigh , D ickens sa t back and 
pu t lig h te r  to  a cigaret. “Now head 
for th a t C ogshell m ansion, B aron. 
T he fro n t en tran ce ; I  desire to  a r
rive there  before th ey  do.”

I t  was like p u ttin g  the spurs to  a 
h igh -sp irited  steed. T h e  W atsick i 
gas w agon bolted  ahead, s till  w ith  no 
ligh ts . T h ey  shot th ro u g h  the  next 
in tersec tion , scream ed around  cor
ners careeningly , alm ost clim bed up 
the back of a bakery  truck , and  fina l
ly  sneaked up p u rrin g ly  tow ard the 
old Cogshell place. D ickens le t him  
go several hundred  yards beyond it 
before he called a halt. T hey  got out 
and  moved back dow n the  s tree t th a t 
was as silen t as a graveyard.

“ I w an ta  see Fancy  P a n ts ’ pan 
w hen we w alk in," W atsick i w his
pered. “ I ’ll  bet he—”

“Y ou’ll w ait ou t here, B aron,” 
D ickens cu t him  off fla tly  as th ey  
came to  the drunken-lean ing  fence of 
the old estate. “ I expect dear D r. Ok- 
ram  along sho rtly , and I  don’t w an t 
to  be in te rru p ted . M arko may be in  
a—uh—nasty  mood, too .” H e sw ung 
th rough  a gap in  the  fence w here he 
sigh ted  a fa in t path  ru n n in g  tow ard 
the rear. I t  was on the opposite  side 
of the  house from  the  drive.

“See here ,” W atsick i w hined, “I  
alw ays m iss the  fun ! ‘Sides, I  can’t  
le t you go in there  alone, Boss. W h y  
ya m igh t ge t—well, anyw ay, I  a in ’t

been paid  th is  m onth, anyw ay. So—” 
F rom  the s tree t behind the house 

came the  fa in t squeak of brakes. 
“H old  the  fo r t—and D r. O kram  
w hen he comes along—B aron .” A nd 
D ickens’ m assive form  was envel
oped by the g ray  gloom  as he made 
his w ay rearw ard.

HE  G O T  around  a rear corper 
w here a glass-paned conserva

to ry  bulged and alm ost p lu n ^ d  
headlong over a broken flow er box in  
the h igh  grass. T h en  he saw the th in  
th read  of the pencil fla sh lig h t mov
ing  along the drive past the  o ld  s ta 
ble. D ickens s tra in ed  h is eyes; i t  was 
Bucko W h ick ers  lead ing  the w ay 
with, the flash lig h t, and  the  lank 
O tho R aley fo llow ing him .

T h ey  tu rn ed  in  tow ard  the rear 
of the  edifice. “Be very  carefu l, 
W h i c k e r s , ” R a ley ’s voice came 
th ro u g h  th e  grayness. “I  have an ex
trem ely  nervous fin g er on th is  t r ig 
ger.” T he au tom atic  in  his hand 
g lin ted  fa in tly . T here  was no answ er 
from  B ucko ; a key rasped in  a door 
lock and the creak of old h inges fo l
low ed it. T h ey  vanished inside, the 
door closing a fte r  them.

A s he advanced, D ickens gloated. 
T he door hadn’t  been relocked. 
W hen  he got to  it, th ro u g h  a cracked 
pane, he could see the  glow  of a lig h t 
dow n a small rear hallw ay. D ickens 
w orked the door open and eased in, 
then  cocked an  ear.

“You w ill now have a look a t your 
uncle,” came R aley’s voice dim ly.

D ickens sm iled sm ugly  and d r if t
ed a hand to  h is topcoat pocket. B e
fore he reached it, the sm ile froze 
in to  a grim ace of shock. H e rem em 
bered. H e had fo rg o tten  to  pick up a 
gun from  th e  arsenal, W a ts ic k i. . . 
H e decided i t  was too  la te  to go back 
fo r i t  then.

T here  was the sound of fee t as
cending a sta irs, B ucko’s stum bling  
and hesitan t. P assing  a k itchen , 
D ickens moved up the hallw ay, h is 
c ru tch  tip  leaving long skid  m arks 
in  the heavy dust. T h ro u g h  a sw ing 
door propped  halfw ay open he en
te red  a pan try , galvanizing  as a ra t 
jum ped  in to  a pile  of debris in  the 
corner. T he p an try  w as L-shaped.
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W hen he made the tu rn , D ickens 
saw a gas je t  burn ing  a t the rear of 
the main hall. A nd off to  the le f t of 
it was the broad m ain staircase, 
curving from  a landing  a couple of 
steps up.

W ith  su rp ris in g  ligh tness for a 
cripp led  elephant of a man, D ick
ens began to climb the sta irs. I t  
seemed com pletely dark on the sec
ond floor. B ut w hen D ickens got 
w ith in  a few steps of the top he saw 
the fa in t crack of lig h t run n in g  like 
a yellow  seam down the hall to  the 
le ft. A nd sim ultaneously  he caught 
the cackle of crazy laughter.

“H ullo, E lb e r’, ol’ boy, ol’ boy! He- 
he. Guess you ’re sh u rp rised  to  shee 
me, huh? He-he, have a drink , E lly !”
I t  was Uncle S tuckney, and it  was 
p lain  he was in the throes of one of 
h is alcoholic bouts.

D ickens advanced over the creek- 
in '’ floor of the hall. T he lig h t 
came from  an open door around 
a corner, and B ucko’s voice came 
from  there, quavering and unsure.

“W h-w hy are you keeping my u n 
cle h-here?"

“I ’m going to le t him  go now.” 
said Raley.

“Oh-h. I—I ’ll t-take him w ith  me 
and—”

“A nd you’re going to stay  in his 
p la c e !”

C otton  Drennan didn't like the setup at Jackson M alloy's 
spread, hut w hen he found that M alloy's longriders 

were m urdering innocent nesters, he knew  the  
tim e had  come to buck the outfit.

BUCKAROO’S 
CODE

A Brand New Book- 
Length Novel

B y  W A Y N E  D .  O V E R H O L S E R

appears complete in the O ctober

WESTERN
ACTION

B ucko’s v o i c e  leaped shrilly . 
“W hy, th a t’s k idnapp ing ! You can’t 
do th a t!  I ’ll—” F eet sh ifted .

“Be carefu l—the g u n !”
D ickens came around the corner 

f. t He had a glim pse of a d iso r
dered room, of a little  beard-stubbled 
gray-headed man s ta rin g  w ith  a fool
ish g rin  from  a chair, a w hisky bot
tle in a shaky hand. A few feet in 
side the door was Bucko, hands 
clenched as he moved on Raley. R a
ley was fu r th e r  in, o ff to the righ t.

A s he unloaded a punch, Bucko 
stepped on an em pty  bo ttle  and 
p lunged down. Raley, sidestepp ing  
behind a chair, s igh ted  D ickens and 
w hipped his gun around fran tica lly .

C H A P T E R  V I

BU T  D ickens’ c ru tch  scythed 
out and a ro u n d ; befo re  R a
ley could  g e t the gun m uz

zle around, the lead-loaded end of 
the c ru tch  slashed his le f t leg  from  
under him. A s he to tte red , screech
ing in  agony, the  shot plowed in to  
the ceiling. Bucko W h ick ers  leaped 
off the floor and fired  a round-house 
punch ; R aley bounced o ff the wall, 
d ropp ing  his gun.

“Stop, B ucko! D on’t  kill h im !” 
snapped Dickens.

W ith  one hand  p inn ing  R aley’s 
th roat, Bucko obeyed, l o o k i n g
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around. “Gosh, Mr. D ickens, I ’m  glad 
y-you came.”

“H ello ,” said U ncle S tuckney  from  
his chair w ell flanked  w ith  em pty 
w hisky bottles. He bobbed his head 
but he w asn’t looking a t N ick D ick
ens.

“Yes,” said D ickens, ha lf yaw n
ing H e reg re tted  th a t the th in g  was 
solved and closed so sim ply. “O tho 
R aley was using S tuckney  as bait to 
get you. Bucko, and—”

“I-Lullo,” s a i d  U ncle S tuckney 
again. "“ Come in ar.d have a li 'l drink , 
he-he.” A nd again he w asn’t looking 
at D ickens.

D ickens noted  it  then  and tw isted  
a look his way. A nd then  N ick D ick
ens caught th a t gun barrel blow over 
the back of the skull. H e w ent p itch 
ing forw ard  like some g reat anim al 
stricken  in its tracks, c ru tch  thum p
ing crazily. O nly th e  fact th a t he had 
tu rned  his head a t the  last m om ent 
saved him  from  the fu ll crushing 
force of the blow.

T here was a bellow  from  Bucko 
W hickers. A >ellow engu lfed  in  the 
sp ittin g  of an autom atic whose crash 
thundered  deafen ing  in  the room. 
T he dazed bu t s till erect D ickens 
came around to see M arko standing 
in the doorw ay as he shot. A nd the 
charging, figh ting-m ad  Bucko s tag 
gered back from  him, h it  in the left 
arm.

“M arko!” the k id  cried, aghast, 
bu t he rocked forw ard  to  try  to 
close in again.

£ IT T L E  M A RK O , monocle g l i t
te rin g  in h is eye, deliberately  

drew  bead again. I t  was plain he 
m eant m urder. T he lu rch in g  D ick
ens tr ied  to get set to launch his 
cru tch  desperately , and the r ig h t 
side of his sw inging topcoat struck  
against his hand. Som ething hard  
struck  D ickens’ hand. He ram m ed 
the hand into the pocket on th a t side. 
A nd then  he was shooting tw ice w ith  
the .38 he found in th a t pocket. T he 
second bu lle t took M arko fu ll in  the 
chest, b lasting  it w ide open. He was 
dead even as he tilted  backw ard to 
crum ple in the hall.

D ickens’ b rea th  came out in a long 
w histle  of re lief. “G reat Jehovah, I 
d id n ’t know I had the gun on m e!”

H e looked dow n ru e fu lly  a t the  bul
le t holes in h is coat from  having sho t 
th ro u g h  the pocket. “ I—” H is eyes 
had travelled  to  d runken  li ttle  U ncle 
S tu tk n ey  in  the  chair. T he man sat 
doubled over peculiarly . A nd then  
they  saw the  red  sp lo tch  on the  side 
of h is begrim ed sh ir t beneath  the 
heart. O ne of M arko’s shots had 
struck  him  fatally .

D ickens had je rk ed  his r ig h t hand 
from  his pocket to l i f t  the  elderly  
m an’s head, and ano ther fig u re  ap
peared in th e  doorw ay.

“Get the gun on the floor—and 
any they  have, O tho . . . .Q u ick !” I t  
was M iss M oley, R aley’s vo luptuous 
stenographer. She stood back in  the 
dim ness out of the glow of the  little  
o' lam p on the low sill of the  cu r
ta ined  window. T he revolver in  her 
hand sw ivelled slowly, steady  as a 
rock, as she covered them .

R aley leaped in to  action, sn a tch 
ing h is gun  from  the bare floor, then 
com ing over and tea rin g  D ickens’ 
coat pocket as he took th a t weapon. 
The woman to ld  him  to h u rry  again, 
saying th a t people w ere com ing 
dow n the road, draw n by the gun
shots.

“W e’re going to  have to  run, 
E dna,” R aley  said hoarsely, backing 
out. “ S tay in  th is  room  or—” he 
w arned D ickens and B ucko W h ick 
ers. T hey  vanished down the hall.

Bucko beat D ickens out the  door 
as they  heard  the fug itives around 
the corneiy the k id  bent over w ith 
the pain  of his h u rt arm. A fte r  him 
in g rea t hopping  sw ings on his 
cru tch , D ickens was hard  on his 
heels w hen Bucko reached the  head 
of the sta irs. T h e  la tte r  flu n g  him 
self f la t as R aley’s au tom atic spat. 
D ickens leaped over h is prone fig 
ure, leaned over the  bann ister and 
flu n g  his c ru tch  tw isting ly .

T he heavy im plem ent nailed  R aley 
across the back of the knees and sent 
him  tr ip p in g  and then  in to  a head
f irs t dive to  the bottom  of the sta irs. 
T he guns w ere ja rre d  from  his hands 
and w ent bouncing o ff in to  the shad
ows. Scram bling up at the w om an’s 
command, R aley ran  on a fte r  her 
in to  the p an try  w ithou t w asting  tim e 
search ing  fo r them .
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» IC K E N S  got to  the foo t of the 
sta irs  before Bucko. U sing  the 

bann iste r as a slide, he chu ted  to  the 
bottom , thum ped o ff onto his good 
leg and scooped up his cru tch . “W hy 
in blazes d idn ’t you say the dame 
WuS in on i t? ” he th rew  at Bucko 
over his shoulder.

“D idn ’t know i t .  . . .She m ust
have been h idden  in the back of the 
sedan all the—”

D ickens failed  to hear the rest as 
the swing door of the  pan try  sw ung 
a fte r  him. T he fleeing pair had 
hauled  it  shu t to  slow up pu rsu it. 
R acing a t unbelievable speed on his 
le thal cru tch , D ickens yanked open 
the door a t the end of the back ha ll
way and lunged  out. T he w axing 
dawn was a gray  fea thery  wall. O ut 
ol it  reeled W atsick i d runkenly , cap 
gone and mop of black hair over h is 
eyes.

“H ey, boss, w hat g ives?”
“H oly  hell, are you handing  out 

passes a t the back door, dope?” 
snorted  D ickens as he w ent rush ing  
by. H e crashed th rough  the weeds to 
the drivew ay and w heeled tow ard 
the back end of the  property . T he 
growl of a car's engine came to him.

R aley’s sedan, d riven  in  from  the 
rear of the  ' drive, came shooting 
around the corner of the stable and 
s tra ig h t along the drive a t N ick 
D ickens. D ickens’ c ru tch  sw ung up 
from  the ground, held  parallel like a

javelin . T hen  he launched i t  an in 
s tan t before he dived sidew ard  in to  
the grass. T he m issile s tru ck  square
ly  in the cen ter of the w indshield , 
sh a tte rin g  it as the  w om an’s scream  
tore the dawn. T h e  accelera ting  car 
tw isted  sharp ly , rocked as it le f t the 
drive, to re  in to  the h igh  grass. A mo
m ent la ter, w ith  a sickening  thud , it 
b rough t up against one of the  huge 
old trees of the place.

R aley  lif te d  h is head from  the 
wheel and s ta rted  to  s tru g g le  out the 
door. B u t B ucko W h ick e rs’ orange 
head came leap ing  out of the haze. 
Bucko dropped  him  w ith  a blow as 
the woman flopped  from  the  o ther 
side and  sat dow n heavily, sobbing.

R ising  from  the o ther side of the 
drive, D ickens baw led for the B aron 
to  help  him  w alk w ithou t h is cru tch . 
H e po in ted  at the w recked car. “See, 
B aron, w hat comes of try in g  to  mix 
m urder w ith  a lcohol?”

WIT H  the b rig h t m orning sun
lig h t g listen ing  in from  the 

stree t on the fresh ly  scrubbed floor 
of the O rinocco Bar, N ickleby D ick
ens sighed as he fin ished  o rdering  a 
b reak fast of scram bled eggs on toast 
well b u tte red  w ith  im ported  caviar. 
He tu rn ed  a sour eye on B aron W a t
sicki on h is righ t.

“Give him  a double Scotch,” he o r
dered the barm an.

W atsick i cocked a suspicious eye-
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brow. “You a in ’t  feeling so good or 
ya w ouldn’t  uh done tha t, D ickens."

F or once D ickens agreed, nodding. 
“I  alm ost m iscalculated on th a t little  
job, B aron . . . .R aley  kep t us w ait
ing ju s t long enough before he took 
Bucko to the place so th a t M arko 
had tim e to get there  sooner th an  I 
f igu red .” He sighed again and took 
a gulp of his F e rn e t Branca. H e had 
ju s t re tu rned  from  the offices of 
C aptain E lg in  of the H om icide Bu- 
reru . T he case was closed, the dead 
M arko charged w ith  the slaying of 
Uncle S tuckney and R aley him self 
in ja il fo r k idnapping . M iss M orley 
was held as an accom plice.

“Yes, I understood the w hole se t
up. . . .O f course, I was s ligh tly  
su rp rised  down a t Police H eadquar
te rs  when the M orley woman adm it
ted she had been jilte d  by M arko out 
cn  the Coast a couple of years ago. . 
She engineered the Raley side of 
the th ing, of course.”

W atsick i pulled  his nose out of 
the Scotch. "W h y  did R aley w ant to  
hold Fancy  P an ts,” he je rk ed  his 
chin upw ard to  ind icate  Bucko 
W hickers w ho had re tired  to  his 
room above to  m editate over the 
ru ins of h is film  career, “Uncle 
S tuckney fo r?”

“Bait, B aron, bait. R aley and the 
woman grabbed S tuckney  to  draw  
Bucko. T hen  they  were going to  
hold him  fo r ransom .”

“Fancy P an ts a in ’t  got no fancy 
dough.”

“Remember, M arko had insured  the 
film  p roduction  heavily. T he in su r
ance com pany w ould have had to  pu t 
up to  p ro tec t th e ir  investm ent. T h a t 
was the way Raley and the woman 
had i t  figu red  out anyw ay. A nd then  
M arko en tered  the p ic tu re .”

“He m ust uh been cracked, w ant
ing to kill his s ta r .”

AR FR O M  it. M arko was a 
shrew d operator, Baron, as I 

found out v»hen I v isited  D enison 
Y oung’s office on the way here. A 
lo t of the stockholders w ere up there 
and th ey ’d ju s t go tten  wise. M arko 
had sold a hundred  and tw en ty  per 
cen t in te rests  in  the  production . 
M ore than  a hundred  per cen t of the  
take, you see. I t  w ould have ru ined

him  to go th rough  w ith it, if  he ever 
in tended  to . . . .B u t if  Bucko got 
dead, again the insurance com pany 
w ould have had to  pay off. M arko 
could have paid back the stockhold
ers and been ahead.” D ickens lif ted  
the F ern e t Branca again.

“ I t  was he, M arko, who follow ed 
Bucko as he shadow ed me and took 
the shot a t him  outside the-m ansion 
. . . .R aley  was inside w ith  food for 
his p risoner then , of course. . . . 
Say, how did you happen to  tu rn  up 
th en ?”

W atsick i s tuck  out a low er lip. 
“Cop stopped me a fte r  you le f t the 
car on the way up, boss. . . .S o  I 
d id n ’t  get no chance to take th a t cab 
on a goose chase. T hen  I w ent to 
the address and cru ised  ’round and 
saw ya hoofing i t  about up in  tha t 
residen tia l d is tric t. So I  follow ed 
you.”

D ickens’ eyes bulged. “You le t me 
drag my carcass all around up there? 
W ell, w hen I phoned M arko last 
n ig h t and le t him  th in k  Bucko m ight 
be arrested , I had my hunch. W hen 
I w ent up to his room, certa in  of his 
reactions confirm ed it. W hen  he 
found the R aley angle was, apparen t
ly, no th ing  serious against Bucko, he 
lost in terest. T hen  he w anted  me out 
of the case so I  w ou ldn’t  be snooping 
around w hen he tried  fo r B ucko the 
nex t tim e.”

H e paused as his food came. “A ft
er tha t, it  was sim ple. I used Bucko 
as bait to  make them  show  th e ir 
hands. . . .B y  the way, B aron, how 
did M arko get by you and in to  the  
place?”

T he B aron shrugged . “I  don’t 
know —he d id n ’t  . H e m ust uh been 
on the grounds before we got there  
. . . .1 w aited, then  w ent in. A nd 
th a t dame slugged me w hen I 
stepped ’round to  the  back.”

D ickens’ lip  curled. “B aron, you 
certa in ly  w eren’t m uch of a help. 
Barm an, don’t  pu t th a t d rin k ,” he 
thum bed tow ard  W ats ick i’s double 
Scotch, “on my—”

“N ot m uch help, h u h ?” W atsick i 
sn iffed . “W ho the hell do ya th ink  
slipped  the gun ya fo rgo t to  ask for 
in ta  your coat pocket?”

(T H E  E N D )
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contain ing the gleam ing tools of the 
m edical p ro fession ; all these th ings 
made the  su rg ery  suggestive of 
m an’s conquest of death, pain and 
disease. B u t the suggestion  fell flat, 
lost on Jo h n n y  Bayliss. He stood in 
the ’riddle of the floor of w h it lin 
oleum and slipped  his arm s in to  the 
sleeves of his sh irt. A s he buttoned  
the sh ir t across his chest,, his fingers 
were trem bling.

A gentle, la te  afternoon breeze 
sw ept th rough  the Venetian blinds, 
easing the door to  D octor W h it
fie ld ’s office open. F rom  the office, 
the doctor’s voice came so ftly : “Oh, 
bo ther! O f course I ’ll have the m on
ey! I ’ll take care of the check. N o. . 
D on’t do th a t!  J u s t  keep it  u n til to 
morrow. I ’ll have the money then—I 
prom ise you! Now good day, I  have 
a pa tien t.’’ T he phone cradle clicked 
softly.

“He has a p a t i e n t , ” Johnny  
thought. “T h a t’s me. H ere in a saw-, 
bones’ o ffice—w ondering if  I ’m go
ing to live or d ie. . .  . ” He stalled  
w ith  the last sh ir t button , re luctan t 
to face the doctor. In  the back of 
his mind, Johnny  B ayliss had al
ready guessed w hat D octor Theron 
W hicfield  w ould te ll him . Jo h n n y ’d 
w atched the doctor’s face during  the 
exam ination, fin ished  only m om ents 
ago.

He was tuck ing  in the tail ot his 
sh irt when D octor W h itfie ld  clea ed 
bis th roat. T he doctor came forw ard 
from  the doorway. H e was a trim  
man, nearing m iddle age, an a ir of 
elegance about him . He wore a g ar
denia in his lapel, affec ted  a small, 
waxed m ustache, and tiny  lines of 
d issipation  had fru s tra ted  the full 
e ffect of his facial masages. He 
rubbed his palms and said, “ Sit down 
Mr. B ayliss.”

Johnny  eased down on a metal 
stool enameled in  w hite, his eyes fo l
low ing W h itfie ld  as the  doctor 
paced back and forth .

D octor T heron  W h itfie ld  f a c e d  
Johnny. “B ayliss, I ’ve never been a 
doctor w ho’d fool his pa tien ts .” He 
laid his hand on Jo h n n y ’s shoulder, 
g ripped  tig h tly . “I believe in  giving 
my patien ts the fu ll tru th , Bayliss. 
I t  helps them  f i g h t ,  s treng thens

th e ir  w ill, removes dangerous walls 
of false secu rity .”

Jo h n n y ’s voice shook. “W h at are 
you try in g  to  te ll me, D octor?” 

W h itf ie ld ’s eyes dropped. H e hesi
tated. “You’ve never had any  ind ica
tion  of a h eart condition  before last 
n ig h t?”

Jo h n n y  shook his head, th ink ing  
of last n igh t, th ink ing  of M artha, 
his w ife, and the cozy l i t t le  p a rty  in 
th e ir apartm ent. “W e w ere having 
a swell time, doc. N ot doing m uch of 
anyth ing , really , bu t s till having fun. 
T he so rt of little  gathering , warm  
and inform al, th a t I  used to  th ink  
about during  those long n igh ts in 
the mud of F rance. Steve Neilson, 
my cousin, and L u re tta  Dane came 
to  our apartm en t fo r d inner. W e 
w ere going to  eat spaghetti, d rink  
beer, and gab and play  cards u n til it 
was tim e for L u re tta  to  leave fo r the 
G ilded Peacock. She sings there , you 
know.

“ Steve, in his jovial way, b rought 
flow ers to  M artha, my wife. He 
pi th e d  in, made drinks, and L u re tta  
and M artha fixed  d i n n e r ,  while 
Steve and I  had a couple of his crazy 
highballs th a t he called Dodo B irds. 
W e had dinner, and played a couple 
rubbers of bridge—and I busted the 
evening up at th a t point, I ’m afra id .”

HE  L O O K E D  up a t the doctor.
“ I began to  have to  gasp for 

breath. I  asked for w ater. I fe lt them  
g e tting  scared, ju s t looking a t my 
face. I t  was as if  tig h t bands were 
squeezing my heart. T hen  the room 
began to  spin  and I  couldn’t s tand  it 
any longer. I  stood up, choking, 
knocking the card t a b l e  over. I 
heard M artha scream, and the sound 
was very fa r away. E v ery th in g  was 
tu rn in g  gray, and I  fe lt m yself fa ll
ing. I heard  Steve yell, ‘I ’ll g e t a 
doc to r!’ H e was bending over me, 
pu lling  me up on the couch. In  the 
distance somewhere was a crazy 
clicking sound, g ray  shapes w inging 
across m y mind. T hen  I  don’t  re
mem ber any th ing  m ore un til I  came 
to  ’.i m y own bed w ith  you w orking 
over me, D octor.”

W h itfie ld  said, “ I had to  use adren
aline. I t  was a serious attack , Bay-
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liss. A lesser physical specim en than 
you m ight have d ied.”

Johnny w iped his clammy fo re
head. “B ut I can’t understand . . . ”

The doctor shrugged, resum ed his 
pacing. “T he heart, Bayliss, is a very 
tricky  m achine. O ften  it doesn’t give 
w arn ing—until a person has a se ri
ous attack . T h is condition  m ight 
have lain dorm ant, defying detection 
since your birth . I t ’s o ften  that 
w ay.”

“A ll righ t, Doctor. T ell m e!”
D octor W h itfie ld  looked through 

the window, far away. “L ast n igh t I 
s u s p e c t e  d— bu t couldn’t be sure. 
T b i t ’s why I  was so in sisten t on giv
ing you a thorough exam ination to 
day. Now tha t I ’ve com pleted the ex
am ination, I .  . . I ’d suggest you se t
tle your a ffa irs .”

Jo h n n y ’s face was numb. “I t ’s that 
ba ”

“I  won’t fool you, B ayliss,” D octor 
T heron  W h itfie ld  said heavily. “ I .  . 
You’re a very lucky man if you’re 
alive th ir ty  days from  now . . . . ”

D arkness had come, a shroud 
clu tching the earth . B u t Johnny  
B aylis- hadn’t tu rn ed  on an j ligh ts 
in hi' apartm ent. H e was slouched in 
a square, over-stuffed  chair, w onder
ing w hat he was going to say to  her. 
Should he te ll M artha: “L isten , w ife, 
I knew you a m onth before I shipped 
overseas. I  carried  your memory 
through the mud of F rance—maybe 
th a t’1 w hat pu t the s tra in  on m.y 
h eart th a t b rough t the disease to 
l ig h \  the m ud of F rance. I ’ve been 
back w ith  you now, M artha, for two 
m onths. I ’ve learned to know you— 
and I ’ve always loved you. W e've 
bee ' happy here, w ith Steve and 
L u re tta  dropping in, since you in tro 
duce.' them  to each other. B ut i t ’ 
all 'o ing  to end in  th ir ty  more days 
and nights, maybe less. .

H is laugh echoed harshly in the 
apartm ent. H e’d got out of bed early 
th is m orning despite D octor W hit- 
f ie lc ’s suggestion  when Jo h n n y ’d 
had the attack  last n igh t tha t Johnny  
take it easy as possible. H e’d w anted 
to hide it from  her. B u t now tha t he 
had been to W h itf ie ld ’s th is  a f te r 
noon, Johnny knew he couldn’t  hide 
it: from  M artha long. T h ir ty  days at 
the m ost. . . .

T he  telephone sh rilled . He rose, 
picked up the phone. T he voice th a t 
came to Jo h n n y  was low, h u rt. 
“ Johnny? T h is is W aite r Gerard. 
I  . . ”

T he voice died, and Johnny  asked, 
“W h a t is it, Uncle W a lt? ”

“T his is hard  to  say to you, Jo h n 
ny. You’ve alw ays been m y favorite  
nephew, you and Steve. You and he 
are the only relatives I ’ve got le ft 
and I  w ouldn’t w ant to  h u rt e ith er of 
you. B u t I .  . . .Y our w ife, Johnny. 
M ar-ha. Has she seemed upset, asked 
you for m oney la te ly ?”

T he open line crackled. A barb of 
strange, new fear lanced into Jo h n 
n y ’s m ind. H is though ts flashed 
back, covering the two m onths he’d 
been hom*.. T hree  weeks ago she’d 
insisted  th a t she needed two hundred 
dollars. A week la ter, he’d found a 
pawr tick e t in h er purse for a brace
let. A nd th e re ’d been m om ents when 
he’d looked a t her unaw ares, caught 
the fleeting , draw n expression of 
w or y on her so ft face.

Ho faltered , “Yes, Uncle W alt. 
She. . . . ”

“T hen  you’d b e tte r come over here 
rig . away,” W a lte r G erard said 
heavily. “W e’ve got to get her 
stra igh tened  out, help her. I .  . . I ’m 
afra id  that your w ife M artha is in 
trouble, Johnny . V ery serious tro u 
ble. . . . ”

P |p H E  house in w hich Jo h n n y ’s 
J i  U ncle W alte r G erard lived was 

an age-m ellowed s tru c tu re  of wood, 
sel in a wide, flow ing lawn of green 
th a t was dotted  w ith  shrubbery. Not 
a p re ten tious place; fo r despite  his 
sizable fo rtune  W alte r G erard was 
not a p reten tious man.

I t  had always been a cheerfu l > 
place before bu t as Johnny  ap 
proached. the house loomed ch illin g 
ly. somehow, in the darkness. He 
hu rried  up the walk.

The fron  of the house was dark, 
but . lig h t burned on the south side 
dow nstairs, casting  a hazy m urkiness 
over the side of the  lawn.

Johnny  pounded on the door. 
T here  was no answ er. W alte r G erard 
lived alone except fo r a gaun t house-
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keeper who came in by the day, and 
Johnny decided af te r  a long moment 
tha t his uncle was in his study, en
grossed. And yet, the old man had 
known Johnny  was coming, should 
have listened for the door.

Jon n n y  turned  the old-fashioned 
brass knob, stepped in the high hall
way. “Uncle W a l t? ”

His words were swallowed by the 
depths of the house and no sound 
answered him. He s tarted  toward the 
s tudy where the l igh t  was burning.

He opened the s tudy  door. H is  U n 
cle W alte r  Gerard was s i t t ing  be
hind his oak desk, looking at J o h n 
ny—but not seeing h im ; W alte r  
Gerard was dead.

The silence in  the house beat a t 
j o h n n y ’; eardrums. He moved fo r
ward like a s t i f f  robot;  but his mind 
was seethingly alive. W i th  memo
ries. O f the years he had known his 
uncle, the pleasant hours they’d 
spent together.

He was s tanding beside the desk. 
He moked at W alte r  G erard’s puz
zled blue eyes, the quirk of pain 
about the small, chubby m an’s mouth. 
The black hole ju s t  over the le f t  
pocket of W alte r  G erard’s white 
shirt. The bullet had stopped the  old 
man’s heart  too quickly for him to 
have bled much.

T hen  into Jo h n n y ’s swirling vi
sion came other things. In  the yawn
ing m outh of the ashtray  were two 
cigarette  stubs. His trembling f in 
gers reached for them. T hey  were 
M ar-na’s brand, stained at the tips 
by her shade of lipstick. He turned 
his head stiffly . He saw the handker
chief, ly ing at the end of the desk, 
almost hidden. He bent, reaching 
aga; unwillingly.

Her perfume was unmistakable. 
H er initials were there in the corner 
of the Handkerchief. He tu rned  the 
bit of silk slowly in his hand. I t  v as 
stained, torn, and he could picture 
her at the end of the desk, her slim 
body stra in ing forward, her deep 
brown eyes shot through  w ith  fear, 
her hands twisting, pulling, tugging  
the handkerchief. W o rry in g  it. U n
til t'  e moment she’d reached for the 
gun . . . .

He moved in a black, yet very viv
id dream. He saw the gun, and the

dread thing tha t  had been growing 
in his mind burst now in awful cer
ta in ty . For it was his gun, a twenty- 
five automatic.

H e  stood there with his hands full 
of her things, and his mind told him: 
“ I t ’s mad, fan tas t ic !” B u t her things 
in his hand, the body of his uncle, 
reminded him tha t  it  was real. Mad 
ar d fantastic, yes, but nevertheless 
real.

B u t why? W h y  should M artha  do 
such a thing? Slowly, he moved 
around the desk, began opening 
drawers. In  the second drawer he 
found the deadly black notebook, and 
he knew why. T here  were no names 
in the book, only initials and 
amounts of money entered, like an 
expense account. O r the record of a 
blackmailer! H er  initials were there 
and under them were two figures, 
two hundred  dollars, a hundred  f if ty  
dollars. The two hundred  he’d given 
her, th^. hundred  f if ty  she’d pawned 
the oraceiet for. . . .

H is stomach was sucked in with 
coldness. He looked at his uncle and 
r id, “She wasn’t a very clever m ur
deress, was she? T he  shock of it 
drove her  a lit t le  crazy for  a mo
ment, and she ran  from the room 
blindly, the  shot echoing in her ears, 
forgetting  the c igarette  stubs, the 
han erchief, the  gun. The black 
notebo )k. She knew only the wild 
urge to  run, get away from your 
eyes, the sight of your blood, Uncle 
W a l t .  . . . ” H is  throat, hot and 
tight, s trangled the words.

ME S T O O D  there with his uncle, 
and i t  took him a long time to 

decide what to do. He tried  to be 
logical, but he d idn ’t succeed very 
well. He knew only tha t he owed her 
a lo t;  the though t of her  had carried 
him through the black hours in 
France, the agony in a hospital in 
England. He had never really lived 
until he’d met her, and his mind told 
him that the two months he’d had 
w ith  her since he’d come back were 
w orth  more than a whole lifetime of 
emptiness w ithou t her. O r  maybe his 
mind w asn’t  actually  speaking a t  all, 
ju s t  his heart. H e faced himself and 
knew that no m atte r  w hat she had 
done he loved her enough to want to
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protect her. I t  was as heartbreaking- 
ly simple as that—yand he was a m n 
who would walk with doom only 
th ir ty  more short days anyway. . . .

Ho walked to the  window, opened 
it. He hold the gu». in his hand, fired 
at the la vn. Now a n itra te  test would 
show he had fired a gun, and his 
f ingerprin ts  were on the weapon. He 
turned, leaving the window open, 
knowing the police would assume 
that the extra  shot from the gun had 
m iss:d  W alte r  Gerard, spending i t 
self through the open window. The 
second shot, the police would think, 
had found its mark in G erard’s chest.

He laid the gun back on the carpet 
near the desk, where it  had been. He 
pulled his own handkerchief from 
his pocket, crumpled it  in his hands, 
tossed the handkerchief ju s t  under 
the edge of the desk, where it  would 
seem as il he had overlooked it.

He took one last look about the 
study and left it, pu tting  Martha's 
handkerchief, the c igarette  stubs, 
and the black notebook in his pocket. 
His laugh echoed harshly in the hall
way. Johnny  Bayliss had wondered, 
in an idle moment, a tim^ or two in 
his life what he would do if he 
should find he had only a limited 
time to live. Now the question had 
actually faced him, magnified by 
murder, and Johnny  had answered. 
W ith  M artha’s safety in the balance 
he’d just framed himself for the 
m urder of his uncle. And, he 
thoug t, the job was just about per
fect. . . .

% jjt 5-:

His apartment was still dark, si
lent as a tomb, when he returned. He 
t inned  on the living room lights, 
went back to the kitchen. How long? 
Wiie would the police discover the 
murder of W alte r  Gerard and come 
for him? Johnny  wiped clammy per
spiration from his forehead.

He dropped the c igarette  stubs and 
M artha’s handkerchief in the gar- 
bag receptacle on the s m a l l  
screened-in back porch. He held the 
black notebook in his hand, deliber
ating, replaced it  slowly in his pock
et.

He re-entered the kitchen. There

was a sounu in the fron t of the apar t
ment He stiffened. Footsteps came 
toward the k itchen; then  Martha 
was standing in the doorway slim 
and tall, her chestnut hair  tumbling 
about her shoulders, her  Drown eyes 
frowning as she looked at him.

“Hello, Johnny ,” her eyes were 
worried, and he knew she was th ink
ing of the attack he’d had last night. 
“A re  you feeling all r ig h t? ”

He forced the though t from his 
mind that he was touching a m ur
deress as he put his hands on her 
shoulders and kissed her lightly. 
“Okay,” he said. He looked at her, 
try ing  to read her secret in her  eyes. 
B u t *hey hadn’t changed. He could 
read nothing except concern for him.

“Martha, I .  . . . ” He licked his 
lips. “I want to talk to you.”

“All right, Johnny. I ’ll s ta r t  d in 
ner. I ’m sorry L’m late. You can talk 
while I work.”

He held her shoulders, looked into 
her L. s. “No. I t  will only take a mo
ment. Ju s t  tell me about the. . .the 
blackmail.”

H e r  ey e s  c h a n g e d  then. “ H o w  did  
you t in d  ou t?”

H shrugged, d idn’t speak.
She walked away, tu rned  again to 

face him. “ I t  isn’t what you’re evi
dently  th inking, Johnny. You must 
believe tha t.”

“W ill  you tell m e?”
She shook her head, her eyes t rou 

bled. “ I wish you wouldn’t ask me, 
Johnny. Ju s t  t ru s t .  . . . ”

1'HNNY B A Y L ISS  felt a hard 
pang. She wished he w ouldn’t 

ask he r—when a man had been m u r
dered! He turned  her with his hands 
on her shoulders. “ I ’ve got to ask 
you, Martha. I .  . . . ”

The front door buzzed, and J o h n 
ny let his arms fall slowly as Martha 
said, “I ’ll answer it, Johnny. W e can 
talk la ter .”

He followed Martha into the liv
ing room, watched with the blood 
pounding in his temples as she 
opened the door. But it  wasn’t the 
police; it  was J o h n n y ’s cousin, Steve 
Neilson, and L ure tta  Dane.

Steve was tr im  and muscular with 
a ru ■‘gedly handsome face and wav
ing, crinkly red hair. L ure tta  was ev
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erything a blonde vocalist in a club 
like Sime K ark ins’ Gilded Peacock 
should be, and L ure tta  had a few 
points all her own,

“W e ju s t  dropped by,” Steve said. 
“L u re t ta ’s due at the club in a little 
while.” He lighted  a cigarette, sat 
down beside L u re t ta ’s blonde per
fection. “H ow ’re you feeling, J o h n 
n y ? ”

Johnny  shrugged.
“P id  you,” Steve asked, “see Doc

tor W hitf ie ld  today?”
Johnny  waited, and felt all their 

eyes upon him. He watched the color 
leave M artha’s face. H er hand 
gripped his arm. “ Johnny, it  isn’t.

“ I t ’s okay,” he said. The smile felt 
ghastly  on his face, but the room re
laxed.

“You gave us a tu rn  last n igh t,” 
L ure tta  said.

“Yeah,” Steve echoed. “W e ’ve been 
wondering ail day how serious it 
was.”

“ I guess any sort of heart attack 
will make you look like a ghost,” 
Johnny  said. One part of hitn was 
smiling, talking, another dying bv 
degrees, listening for the police.

Martha said, “I ’ll rustle  some sand
wiches. I ’m afraid I ’ve been starving 
my husband, not getting  in earlier, 
but losing the blood h it me worse 
than any of us—the nurses and my 
self that is—thought.”

“Losing the b lo o d !” L u r e t t a  
gasped.

“I t  was nothing,” Martha smiled, 
as Johnny  turned  to her, “But they 
wouldn 't  let me leave the hospital 
until a few minutes ago. I caught a 
taxi and came stra igh t here. . . . ” 

She winced under the sudden pres
sure o ; Joh n n y ’s fingers on her 
arms. “Say that again! You’ve been 
in the hospital? Since what t im e?” 

She looked at him strangely. “All 
afternoon. I  made a blood donation, 
and it le f t  me shaky. I d idn’t want to 
tel) you I was going and worry you 
after  tha t .  . . tha t  attack last n igh t.” 

Joh n n y ’s voice was ragged. “You 
can rove that? You can prove that 
you were at the hospital all a f te r 
noon and came s tra igh t here?”

Rising alarm was in her eyes, and 
Johnny  was aware tha t  Steve and

L ure tta  had risen uneasily, feeling 
that something w a s  wrong.

“W h a t  is i t ? ” Steve began, but 
Johnny  cut him off  w ith  a gesture.

“ Yes,” M artha answered Jo h n n y ’s 
question slowly. “Of course I can 
prove it. By several nurses, a doctor 
or two, and the cab driver who 
picked me up at the hospital and 
brought me here. In  fact, one of the 
nurses helped me from the hospital 
steps to the cab. She. . . . ”

J  m an y  wanted to tell her. He 
wanted to shout, “T hen  you couldn’t 
have killed W alte r  G era rd !” B ut he 
said hoarsely, “ I ’ve got to go out.” 
He turned, rushed from  the room. 
Steve followed him into the corri
dor. “Johnny .  . . . ”

“ Sorry to be abrupt, Steve, but I ’ll 
see you later.” I t  was the most im 
portant appointm ent in Jo h n n y ’s 
life. He had to get to his uncle’s, de
stroy that damning evidence he’d 
plar ed against himself before the 
police got there and found it. He 
vanished down the stair well with 
Martha and L ure tta  calling some
thing to him, and Steve standing in 
the c o r r i d o r .  Maybe, Johnny  
thought, they th ink  I ’ve gone nu ts .  .

J  hnny alighted from the taxi half 
a block from the house W alte r  G er
ard had lived in. Coat collar turned 
up. Johnny  walked down the side- 
wa!' past the house. The fron t of the 
place was still dark, the lone ligh t 
spilling on the side lawn from the 
s tudy window. Ju s t  as Johnny  had 
left  the place from his earlier visit. 
There  was no evidence of activity  
by the police, no indication that 
W alte r  Gerard's body had been d is
covered. H - ’d arrived in time.

Johnny  breathed, “T h a n k  the 
L ord !” He wiped sweat from his 
drawn face, s tarted up the walk.

W | | ' I S  hand was on the knob when 
a rustle of movement w his

pered in the darkness. A footfall on 
the porch at his left, a sharply drawn 
breath. Johnny  whirled, dropped in a 
crouch.

B ut the bulky shadow was too 
close; an arm rose and fell, bringing 
a gun barrel across the side of Jo h n 
n y ’s head. He staggered back, try ing



to c j out. The man moved forward, 
stalking him swiftly, and in the wan 
lighc from the street lamp Johnny  
glimpsed the flat, heavy face. Sime 
Karkins. The man who owned the 
Gilded Peacock where L ure tta  Dane 
sang.

Off-balanced, Jo h n n y  brought an 
arm up to shield his head, the other 
hand clenching in a fist. Seconds 
were long eternities, giving Johnny  
the feeling that he was suspended in 
a slow motion picture of a n igh t
mare.

W ith  a grunt, Karkins moved in, 
rolled with Jo h n n y ’s blow. Johnny  
knew in that flashing moment tha t 
Karkins had heard him coming up 
the walk and had fla ttened himself 
against the wall, near the door, until 
Joh..ny  had been in the position, un 
aware, hand on the doorknob, that 
Karkins had wanted. . . .

Sime Karkins slammed him again 
with the gun and liquid fire poured 
ever Jo h n n y ’s brain. He felt the 
porch railing behind his knees. 
Blindly, he s truck at Karkins again, 
contacted thin air. H is senses kept 
shooting off in black space. He felt 
himseff reeling over the railing, fa ll
ing, crashing into the shrub at the 
end of the porch. T he  earth was cool 
and moist on his face, but not enough 
to revive him. The pain in his head 
was swallowed by ungulfing black
ness.

$ ^ #

W hen he opened his eyes, Johnny 
was seeing stars  again. But these 
were real, diamondine g lit te rs  in a 
blue-black sky. He realized over the 
pain in his head that he was lying 
on his back. The knowledge s t i f f 
ened him. He was still ly ing at the 
base of the shrub in the thick dark- 
nes. at tfie end of the  porch. B u t he 
remembered that he had fallen on his 
face. His hands patted  his pockets 
slowly. The black notebook was 
gtw.e. Sime Karkins had tu rned  
jo h n n y  over, he knew, searched him, 
taken the notebook.

Jc lm ny  started  to sit  up, but a 
voice above him, on the porch, froze 
him. “ . . .And sure if he d idn’t do a 
good job of killing the old boy!”

P o lic ’. T h ey ’d arrived, in force.
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Joh n n y  could hear a babble of voices 
on the  porch, in  the house. Several 
pairs of parking ligh ts  on official 
cars glowed at the curb.

Cautiously, he moved, knowing the 
slightest sound would bring them 
down upon him. In  the  darkness be
neath the shrub, he’d been over
looked so far. B u t a cracking twig, 
or a sharply drawn breath to ease the 
pain in his head would be as elo
quent as shouting his whereabouts.

He eased away from  the shrub, 
w r i g g l i n g  across the lawn. He 
reached a spot tha t brought the in
terior of the  s tudy  into his vision. 
A blue-coated cop passed over the 
face of the s tudy window. T hen  a 
big man w ith  a cigar in his mouth, 
a plainclothes dick.

V O IC E  rolled out the window, 
across the lawn to Jo h n n y :  “l  

jus t  phoned headquarters  like you 
asked, chief,” the voice said. “T he 
gun with  tha t serial number is regis
tered in the name of John  H. Bay- 
liss.”

“A nd those are the initials on this 
handkerchief under the edge of the 
desk,” another voice said.

A  th ird  added gr im ly :  “W e ’ve got 
him dead to rights. W a l te r  G erard ’s 
will states tha t  his money goes in a 
lump sum down the line of his heirs. 
Only two of G erard’s relatives liv- ' 
ing, this Bayliss and a fellow named 
Steve Neilson. Bayliss was next in 
line for the money. H e ’d have inher
ited it all, under the term s of the 
will. Since old man Gerard was 
wortii plenty, th a t ’s motive enough, I 
gues., for Bayliss to have killed the 
old guy.” The speaker, whom Jo h n 
ny couldn’t  see, cleared his throat. 
“Quaine, call headquarters. Get a 
call out for John  H. Bayliss. You 
said you’d known old man Gerard 
and had seen Bayliss a couple of 
times. Give headquarters  the best de
scription of Bayliss tha t you can. 
W e"!  cover this town like a wet 
blanket. A nybody want to bet we 
haven’t  picked up Bayliss by m orn
ing and that we don’t  skid him to 
the chair?”

No voices followed that one over 
the lawn. T here  were no takers to 
the ’’et.
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Johnny  faded back in the darkness. 
T h ir ty  days of life left, the last th i r 
ty  days he’d ever have with Martha. 
And he’d be lucky to stay out of jail 
until  tomorrow’s dawn. . . .Not to 
mention a black notebook with M ar
tha’s initials in i t .  . . .

T in  rear of the Gilded Peacock 
was far less inviting than its blue 
crystal front. Johnny  skirted  an 
odorous garbage can in the alley, 
fumbled in the darkness and eased 
up three wooden steps to a small 
platform. His hand couched the rear 
door of the club. H e’d never gone 
in this way before, but he’d come out 
through the rear a couple of times, 
when he and Martha and Steve had 
come down to the club to hear Lu- 
re tta  sing and they’d left  by the rear 
door with L ure tta  to keep masculine 
admirers out front from stopping 
Luretta  and h indering them. Now 
such things were only memories. He 
and Steve and M artha dropping by 
the club to pick up Luretta . Drinks 
in T hnny’s apartment. A midnight 
snack once in a while. Memories 
twisted with the new, sudden fears 
that had grown and filled Jo h n n y ’s 
mind in the last hours.

He went down the  dimly lighted 
corridor. From out fron t d rif ted  the 
muted tones of the orchestra, Luret-  
ta’s voice, as golden as her hair. She 
would come back this way in a few 
moments, to her dressing room, 
Johnny  stopped at the dressing room 
door, tu rned  the knob.

The door swung back. He chilled 
in his tracks. M artha was sitting at 
the dressing table, s t iffen ing  at sight 
of him.

“I d idn’t expect to find you here, ' 
he said, closing the door behind him.

She rose slowly, her eyes on his 
face. “W hat 's  happened, Johnny? 
T e l’ me! The things you said in the 
kitchen tonight, before Steve and 
L ure tta  carne, the way you left the 
apartm ent. . . . ”

“All r igh t,’’ he said. “But first 
you’ve got- to tell me the whole story. 
Sime Karkins has been blackmailing 
you, hasn 't  he?”

SH E  sat down. “No, Johnny, not 
hat. I  knew you were thinking 

that when you f irs t  mentioned black
mail in our apartm ent tonight. T h a t ’s 
why I came here—to see Luretta . 
You see, I ’ve known L ure tta  for a 
long time. She’s had a lot of ro tten  
breaks in her life, Johnny. She left 
the small town where we grew up to 
gether w ith  a black cloud of trouble 
hanging over her—she’d witnessed a 
m urder and the police wanted her, 
but she'd r e c e i v e d  anonymous, 
threatening letters. So she ran away, 
came here. . . . ”

H. . breath was choking, his voice 
trembling. “Then  it was not you! 
Luretta!  Sime Karkins has more 
sour es of revenue than  this club— 
blackmail, for example. L u re t ta  came 
to work for him, and he found out 
her past.”

“T h a t’s right, Joh n n y .” Tears were 
beginning to well in Martha's eyes. 
“Have I been a dope? I gave her 
money, tried to help her. . . . ”

slipped his arm about her. 
“You’ve been a real friend to her, 
MarLia, but what about the initials? 
I found a black notebook tonight 
with the initials. . . .”

“L u re t ta ’s,” M artha said. “Sime 
Karkins discovered her real name the 
same way he finds out everything 
about people. Her real name is 
Marge Blakely. B u t the notebook, 
Johnny?  W here  did you f ind . . . . ’’ 

“ In  W alte r  Gerard 's desk,” Jo h n 
ny said bitterly. “H e’s dead, M artha.” 

“Dead. . . . ? ” H er  lips formed the 
word without saying it. Johnny  
steadied her w ith  his arm, watched 
her f ight for control. “ I .  . . . I ’m all 
right, Johnny. Tell me how it hap
pened.”

“Later ,” he said gently. " W e ’ve got 
to move fast r igh t  now. First; I want 
you to go back to the apartment. Get 
rid f the police when they come. 
Tell them any th ing—that I ’ve gone 
crazy, threatened you, le f t  you. But 
get Hd of them !”

“ P olice, Johnny? Coming to our 
apar tm ent?”

“F or  me,” he said as gently as he 
could. “They  think I killed W alte r  
Gerard.”

She clutched his arms, her eyes
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searching his face, her mouth t igh t  
with shock and pain.

“Easy, soldier,” he said. She re 
lax slowly. “All right, Johnny. 
I ’ll get rid of them. W hat then?”

“I ’ll get L ure tta  to contact Steve. 
W e ’ve got to have his help to get out 
of town. The police will be watching 
every terminal. W e ’ll go away. I .  . . ”

“No, Johnny ,” she pleaded. “Even 
if Sieve got us out of town in his 
car all right, the police would catch 
us.”

He forced a grin  to his s t i f f  lips. 
“T rus t  me, Martha. I promise you 
they won’t catch me for. . .for a 
lifetime. And I ’ll spend the rest of 
that lifetime making this up to you.” 
A lifetime of th ir ty  days. B u t it was 
the most he could give her.

A fte r  a long moment she rose. “I ’ll 
be waiting at the apartm ent for you, 
Johnny.”

If d idn ’t t ru s t  himself to say any
thing more. He opened the door for 
her, watched her go down the corri
dor toward the fron t of the club.

He hadn’t paced the floor of the 
dressing room longer than five m in
utes when L ure tta  entered. “Hello, 
Johnny.”

He smashed out his cigarette, said 
without p relim inary: “W ill  you do 
me a favor?”

“Sure, Joh n n y ,” she laughed. “As 
long as Martha doesn’t mind.”

“I ’m not joking,” his voice brought 
a quick look from her. “ I want you 
to get Steve, bring him to my ap a r t
ment and wait there for me. You’re 
not to say anyth ing  to anyone. 
You’re th rough  here for the night, 
a i tn ' t  you?”

“Yes, I ’ve done my last number for 
the night. But, Joh n n y .  . . . ”

“I ’ll explain later. W ill you do i t? ”
She sat down at her dressing ta 

ble, began removing make-up. She 
shrugged and said, “I t ’s as good as 
done.”

“Thanks,” he said. Then he slipped 
quietly into the corridor.

'H E  sidewalk was almost desert
ed. Joh n n y ’s footsteps echoed 

hollowly The s tree t ligh t on the cor
ner ahead of him was wrapped in a 
halo of yellow mist tha t had come 
with early morning. I t  had been two

hours since he’d left  L u re t ta ’s d ress
ing room. He felt sure the police had 
had time to have come to and gone 
from his apartment.

He turned  the corner. His ap a r t
ment house was half a block ahead. 
T hen  he saw the reeling dark figure 
ahead of him on the sidewalk The 
man lurched, fell, tr ied  to rise, sank 
to the chill concrete. Johnny  ran fo r
ward, knelt over the man. H t  turned 
the man and the street l igh t fell on 
the pain-twisted features of Doctor 
T heron  W hitf ie ld !

The doctor’s coat was open and 
Johnny  saw the man had been 
shot in the stomach. W h itf ie ld ’s 
breath came heavily. W ith  a choking 
soun he summoned s treng th  to 
clasp Jo h n n y ’s wrist, hold Johnny  
dow to him.

“Too late to help me,” W hitf ie ld  
breathed. “ . . .W as  coming to your 
place. I .  . . . ’’ He smiled, and in the 
yellow glow of the street lamp it  was 
like a skull grinning. “T hought I 
was. . .dead. L e f t .  . .me for. . . 
dead. Being a doctor. . . .1 played 
possum pre t ty  good. . . . ”

“W ho shot you, doctor?” Johnny  
begged hoarsely.

“ . . .Coming to tell you. . .what 
. . I ’ve done.” W  h i t f  i e 1 d ’s eyes 
were glazing. “Sorry I .  . .d id  it  to 
you, Bayliss. Always liked. . .ele- 
gan' life . . .money. W as even beg
ging time on. . .bad check over. . . 
phone while you were in my office 
today. W an ted . . . too much money 
. . .demanded too much. . . and it  
get. me a couple bullets. . .in the 
stomach. Had to have . . .money. . . 
money. . .so I agreed to do it  to 
you. . . .”

“Do what to m e?” Joh n n y  almost 
shouted.

“F  ol you. L ie. . . to you. Your 
heart .  . . sound as a dollar. . You'll 
live to see your. . . great-grand-
chi’dreti if . . .you keep yourse lf .  . 
out of trouble. . . . ” J o h n n y ’s mind 
tu rned to lead in his throbbing skull. 
Live to see his g randchildren—and 
he’d framed himself for m urder so 
t igh tly  no power on earth  could tear 
i t !

Docto - Theron  W h itf ie ld  opened 
his wracked lips to say something 
more, but the words never came out.
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Doctor W hitf ie ld  died under Jo h n 
ny’s hands.

Johnny  Bayliss opened his apart- 
m e r t  door and stood a moment, look
ing at them. Martha, Luretta , and 
Steve. T hey  whirled as he came in, 
M artha pausing in her floor-pacing.

“W  ’ve been waiting,” Martha said, 
coming to Joh n n y  quickly.

“W e ’re all set,” Steve added. 
“Martha has told us.”

He s tarted  to rise from his chair 
and Joh n n y  pushed him back. “Yes, 
Sieve, “ th ink  we are all set. L e t’s 
say, for the perverted fun of it, that 
W alte r  B erard ’s money is motive for 
murder.”

The room was hushed. “ I don’t get 
this,' Steve said slowly. “You inherit 
U ncL  W a l te r ’s money.”

“ I ’ll get around to explaining 
that,” Johnny  said. “First, le t’s go 
back to last night. L e t ’s say that you 
know a not-too-ethical doctor—The- 
ron W hitf ie ld —who can be bought. 
You buy him as an accomplice. You 
come here, see that I get drugged 
last n igh t—not much, ju s t  enough o 
bring on a heart attack. T here  are 
hundreds of drugs that would do it, 
up as, digitalis. I have a very real 
heart  attack and Doctor Theron 
W hitf ie ld  is called. He scares us all 
half crazy, saying that I almost 
croaked from the attack. Today 
in his office he carried through  the 
rest of his part—he examined me, 
told me I had th ir ty  more days. W h y  
should I doubt him? . Any normal 
person would have been deadly sure 
tha t his days were numbered a f te r  
being told tha t by a doctor, just as I 
felt.

“Then, at gun point, you force 
W aite r  Gerard to call me, to get me 
to hurry  to his house. Then you 
shoot him. You've been here some
time during  the day today. You’ve 
stolen the gun, the evidence you 
need to plant the m urder frame on 
Mai .ha. I arrive, and I react exactly 
as you hoped I  would. As, knowing 
how much I thought of Martha, you 
kne\ I ’d react! W ith  only th ir ty  
days to live, how could I lose? So I 
switch the frame to point to m e!”

“No,” Steve gasped. “You can’t  
th ink . . . . ”

“Let me finish. Now take a look at

the set-up. W a lte r  is dead. I  burn 
for iv. A nd li t t le  Steve gets the m on
ey. A nd because I have burned the 
case is closed, never to cause you 
possible danger again. You were 
nice’.y kil l ing  two birds w ith  one 
stone.

“You d idn’t want to frame me ou t
r ig h t ;  i t  m ight have gone wrong. I 
w o u ll  have fought back. You chose 
this more subtle, more sure way. All 
you had to do was jockey me in a po
sition where I ’d take the rap w ith 
out f igh ting  back. Even if I  hadn ’t 
reacted as you expected, the odds of 
my doing so would have been great 
enough for you to gamble on your 
scheme.

“B ut Doctor W hitf ie ld  got greedy, 
got shot, fooled you into th inking 
ne was dead, and dying, came to tell 
me the truth. Sometime in the last 
two hours he was shot. You could 
have done it, Steve.”

“Yes,” L u re t ta  said heavily. “He 
could have. I  had a hard time getting  
hold of him.”

Joh n n y  tu rned  to her. “I ’m glad 
you rose to the bait, L u re t ta .”

SH E  whitened, stepped back, tried 
to laugh. “Are you making a 

joke. . . ”
“ I t  isn’t a joking matter. You’ve 

also had two hours in which to kill 
Doctor W hitf ie ld .  I ’ve been talking, 
Luretta , to build you up. P lay ing  on 
your nerves, I  guess. You’ve been 
s tanding there w ith  your slimy con
science hearing the crimes rehashed 
exactly as they happened—except 
foi one tiny  detail. I t ’s a very im
portan t detail—you did the killing, 
Luretta .

“You’ve fooled M artha into th in k 
ing you’re sweetness and light, a girl 
who got bad breaks, but this whole 
scheme shows you’re ro tten  clear 
through. You're deep enough in 
crime to b ' paying heavy blackmail. 
You needed money, had to have it. 
You stalled Sime Karkins on the 
promise that you would m arry  a fo r
tune. You planned to get me and 
W alte r  Gerard out of the way, which 
would give Steve the Gerard fo r 
tune.”

Steve was standing, haggard. “ She 
m arried  me a week ago,” he said 

(Continued On Page 94)



t h e  s t r a n g l e  h o l d
B y  R e x  W h ite e h u r c h

Blackmail and murder are something any  sham us can spot right a w a y , but 
sometimes a  hot tip will go right over a  dick's head!

TH E  dumb little  shamus d idn’t 
seem to know any more than 
the law allowed, but he had a 

valuable t ip  for me and I paid him 
ten bills on the nose for the informa- 
to n .  Porgy Hammer managed to get 
around town and he’d sell out to his 
worst enemy if the price were right. 
I d idn’t stop to question P o rg y ’s sin
cerity, knew he would put out no 
bum steer to an established private 
dick who stood in good with the po
lice. I heard him say tersely : “Re
member he’s playing vacuum sweep
er salesman, Tom.”

“T here ’s a gentleman on the th ird  
floor at the back of the hall,” the 
s tout housekeeper said. She was 
sweeping snow from the stoop. I t  
fogg d around her in a cloud of e r
mine. “He came two days ago, late 
evening, the n igh t of the blackout. I 
couldn’t see him very well.”

“W h y  d idn ’t you say so in the f irst 
place?” I complained. “The man is 
Abner Scrum.”

She went on brushing snow. I 
was a narrow li t t le  street. I  saw some 
doves circling a th in  church steeple 
in the iridescent flakes. A deep hush

41
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lay over the neighborhood. “Like 
reading a good m ystery  story,” she 
said. “A m urder mystery.”

She had her head down. “He d idn’t 
say his name was Abner Scrum,” she 
continued. “Signed my register Ger
ald Smith. He had a vacuum sweep
er with him and promised to talk to 
me a jo u t  it  later. He paid in advance. 
I haven’t seen him since. I d idn’t see 
him well. I ’d guess from his voice 
he’s about fif ty  years old. He wore 
a gray plaid overcoat.”

"That 's  Abner Scrum,” I saiu,  “I ’ll 
go Sip and see.”

I '’a irly jumped past her. I was 
taking no chances now. I thought she 
was p in g  to tr ip  me with the broom. 
She was big and gray and solid as a 
roc!:. “W ait  a minute ” she objected, 
“ 1 d idn’t say you could go up there. 
He told ms he wasn’t home to no- 
u c o . y .  I — _

I was in the hall now, the door 
shut. I skipped up the stairs. A dim 
buib burned in the ceiling. I h it  the 
landing, paused a moment to get my 
bearing. I listened. The old lady was 
still sweeping the front steps. I 
moved slowly along the hall. I t  was 
hard to see the numbers on the doors, 
but I came to the last room on the 
righ . The last room on the left was 
directly across from this, but it was 
dark. I took the one on the r igh t be
cause the transom was suffused with 
yellow light. I rapped hard, twice. I 
stalled, rapped again. My knuckles 
drummed om  an insistent tattoo, but 
I d idn’t hear anything beyond the 
door.

I tried the knob. I t  turned. I t  
stuck to my fingers. I  gave the door 
a gentle push and it opened. Momen
tarily  baffled, I  paused. I t  was- warm 
in the room, too warm. The windows 
were down. A musty smell seened 
out of the emptiness before me. I 
moved forward on an old ror-e ray. 
A bureau stood against the wall on 
my right, a bathroom door was open 
or my left. A big four poster loomed 
s i r a i rh t  ahead. Two deep chairs and 
a table occupied the center of the in 
terior.

Clothes were scattered about ev
erywhere, on the chairs, on the floor 
7'hings like ties and shirts and hos
iery stuck out of the bureau drawers.

A fe v le tters  ornamented the rug, 
blue and white. And on the bed was a 
man. He was lying there, motion
less, on his back, staring up at the 
ceiling. He had no cover over him. 
He was clad in a brown suit, and he 
had his shoes on.

From  where I stood I could see the 
m an’- nose, and it  was very long and 
very b r igh t red. Abner Scrum.

So . d trapped the old fox, ju s t  
like this. I flicked my gun out of my 
shouider holster, cleared my throat. 
He va> due for a surprise ;  I was the 
last men in the world he wanted to 
see.

“Come on, Abner,” I said grimly. 
“Snap out of it. Get up. Move care
fully. I ’ve got you covered. I t ’s tak 
en nays to corner you and I ’m not 
risking all I ’ve gambled by having 
you take a pot shot at me. You old—’’

^?’S&~fIAT was i t  running across
w his chin, or tha t  had already 

run across it  and stopped, to coagu
late and glisten in the lamps? I t  
wasn’t a nice color. Scarle t’s never a 
nice color to me, and when I see 
scarlet I  usually th ink  of blood. And 
bioo it was; A bner Scrum had been 
shot through the head. A blue bullet 
hole was clean, ugly, decisive. The 
wound had been inflic ted  hours ago.

I dropped into a chair and wiped 
coir sweat. My heart was hammering 
like a chugging locomotive. Abner 
Scrum had been liquidated. O stensi
bly Tony  Garlock had beaten me to 
him. W hen  I th ough t of Tony  I got 
mad. I scrambled to my feet, padded 
around the room. I went into the 
bath, inspected it  closely, back out 
in *• i t  living-room I scanned the 
floor, the walls, searched the clothes 
closet. T here  was no luggage. All I 
saw was tha t damned impudent vac
uum weeper—

Stalling! H e ’d been p l a y i n g  
sweeper salesman to throw me off 
hi; track, maybe to mislead Tony 
Garlock. Slowly I tu rned  to the bu
reau. I put on my gloves. I d idn’t 
wan to leave any finger-prints. The 
cops would be coming any moment— 
as soon as the old lady found out. I 
would have to hurry .

There was nothing in the bureau
I crept back to the cold corpse. My
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exp’oratory fingers went through 
the pockets of the brown suit. There 
wasn’t  a damned th ing  in them, not 
even a coin. Those pockets were 
used to being searched.

A pool of scarlet lay on the sheet 
under the gray head. The wound had 
bled profusely, but from the other 
side of his noggin. The slug had 
gone through, and must be some
where around, probably in the wall. 
I tr ied  to find it—finally  picked it  
off the sheet where it  lay. m isshap
en, grooved and scratched. Enough 
to tell ballistics a helluva lot, if the 
gun was found.

But the m urder weapon wasn’t in 
the room. T h a t’s what I wanted. 
Something definite  to link Tony 
Garlock w ith  this killing. I t  would 
be like Tony, af te r  killing Scrum 
he’d hide the gun in the room for 
fear of being caught with it  upon 
leaving. And a gunshot in this room 
would sound like a cannon.

I went to the window, raised it  and 
peered down in the white bluster. 
The snow vortexed around me. I t  
was three stories to the alley pave
ment. I d idn’t see a fire escape, so  
way to get down unless you walked 
out the fron t  doer and halfway 
around the block. The alley cut 
s tra igh t through. Moreover, i t  was 
hard to d istinguish  any th ing  in the 
snow flurries.

Tony hadn’t tossed the  gun out of 
the v indow. He wouldn’t take a long 
chance like that. I  pu t the window 
down and again scurried to the bath
room. T here  was no weapon in there. 
The lit t le  metal pellet rolled around 
on my sweaty palm. A .38. W ell—I 
had something. I d idn’t mean to give 
it to the cops either. I

I sat in the red parlor which be
longed to the gaslight era, stared at 
the old lady and said, “You wait ten 
minutes before you call the cops. 
The m an’s been dead for hours. 
T hey ’ll want to know everything. 
Yox ! have to be tru thfu l.  Abner 
Scrum was an absconding bank cash
ier. I don’t th ink  he had any money. 
My name’s Tom Tooker. I ’m a sha- 
mus, a private detective, but I don’t

w ant to be here when the dicks come. 
Nor do I want them to know I ’ve 
been here. T hey  won’t  ask you. You 
ju s t  keep buttoned up and here’s f if
ty  bucks for your trouble.”

She gazed at me with calm gray 
eyes. She was w ise ; she’d do any
th ing  w ith in  reason for money. I 
knew i t ;  she knew I knew it. So we 
made the deal. B u t she bemoaned the 
fact that the kill ing  had happened in 
her i expectable house. N othing of 
the kind had ever taken place there 
befo e.

I  tore off across the snowy walk 
to my sedan, jum ped on the gas and 
tooled the little machine around the 
corner. I came back th rough  the al
ley, :gain looked for the gun. Not 
finding it  I  got back in my can and 
spurted away.

Hopefield Vanburen poured two 
glasses of Scotch, flicked on a drum 
lamp and lowered himself into a jade 
green chair. The ornate hotel suite 
the banker occupied in the c i ty ’s 
leading hotel was in keeping with 
his wealth. A man of his rank 
wouldn’t  be satisfied with anyth ing  
but the best. Besides, he had a swell 
brownstone out in the west part of 
town. Because of his ability  to get 
s t ink ing  drunk too often  to take 
chances he maintained this suite as ■ 
sort of hideout.

ME  W A S  short, heavily built. He 
had a bullet-shaped head w ith 

out a hair  on it. He had a thick neck, 
a low forehead and a square, hard 
chin. His eyes were gray in the lamp
ligh t  and gradually  changing to a 
sullen blue because he was mad as 
hell.

“ I hoped to keep the police from 
finding out about him,” the bank 
president said. “ I t  shows me up as a 
fool. I trusted  him. went in over my 
head to get him a job, to hide his 
prison record. I thought he was 
straight. Then  he beat it  w ith ten 
thousand dollars. You know why I 
protected him. I—”

Now she  came into the room, tall, 
willowy, a metallic blonde. H er eyes 
were capable of m elting  a man’s 
firm est resolutions. I guess it  was 
the violet eyes, elongated and clear 
and lovely, that f irs t  drew my atten-
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tion. She had a tall glass in her 
shapely hand w ith  ice clinking in it. 
She was clad in a gold and black 
Chinese robe, one of those imported 
things tha t cost a mint. She wore 
red mules.

“There isn’t a chance now of h id 
ing what h a p p e n e d.” Vanburen 
rubbed his face vigorously, took the 
glass out of the blonde’s hand, 
drained it  a t  a gulp.

“W h a t  is i t ? ” Theodora Scrum 
whispered. “W h a t ’s the trouble? 
W h i ’s dead? Anyone I know?”

The banker nodded his bald head. 
“Only too well, I ’m afraid ,” he m u t
tered. He lif ted  his eyebrows, stared 
at the girl. “Your fa ther—something 
has happened to your father. I t 's  aw
ful—”

She didn’t blink those lovely eyes, 
was cold, imperious and inpervious 
to hurt, I  f igured. She’d lived too 
long for the finer  things of life to 
feel deeply. Too much fur, cham
pagne and diamonds. She knew how 
to get these, too. She knew how to 
make Vanburen crawl a t her feet. 
The daughter  .of a convict—Well, 
tha t alone d idn’t spell anything. 
M any good men have been convicts, 
but Vanburen's wife was heartless.

“W h a t’s the m atter  with A bner?” 
she asked listlessly. “Did he get 
drunk again, H o p p y ?”

“No,” Vanburen said, “he’s dead. 
T ony  Garlock killed him. Mr. Too- 
ker here has ju s t  come from the 
body. I—” He mopped perspiration 
from his brow with  a silk handker
chief.

The eyes of the girl d idn ’t  even 
blink now. T hey  remained cold, ob
durate. Not a h in t  of grief  or a tear. 
T ha t  fu r  and champagne and those 
diamonds were too precious. Tt had 
cost too much to make up her face. 
“Too bad,” she said. “I need another 
drink, Hoppy. Of course we’ll give 
him i decent burial.”

She glided from the room. I sat 
there watching the door through 
which she’d vanished, listened. I  
hear * something like a pit ifu l l i t t le  
whine, bu t a moment later a white 
dog came sneaking out through  the 
tame door.

A N B U R E N  paced the floor. He 
was baffled, worried. “I t ’s going 

to come out now. Garlock knew it;  
he served a sentence in the same jug 
with Abner Scrum. H e’s the only 
man in town who knew Abner. I  was 
a damned fool for importing Scrum, 
to let him ru in  me. W h a t  are my 
stockholders going to say when they  
learn I  faked Scrum’s references and 
lied about ge tting  him from another 
bank on the west coast?”

“Looks p re t ty  dark,” I  admitted. 
“B ut back to Garlock. He wanted the 
money.”

“Sure, he was blackmailing A bner.” 
Vanburen again mopped sweat. He 
crumpled the handkerchief into a 
ball, stomped the Persian. H e  stood 
now with  his back to  the  fireplace, 
hi3 hands in the pockets of his blue 
lounging robe. “I ’m glad Theodora 
d idn’t break down. She’s a wonderful 
girl. Of course I did it  fo r  her. I— 
af te r  all, she’s my wife.”

“Sure,” I conceded. “I  understand. 
I th ink your stockholders will see 
It, Vanburen. Garlock pu t the heat 
on Abner. He loved Theodora  and 
hoped to keep disgrace from  her. He 
paid off  to  T ony  Garlock. T hen  he 
m ust’ve had a f igh t  w ith  Garlock, 
maybe refused to  be victimized 
again. He dared Garlock to  reveal his 

rison record. A nd  maybe he said 
e was going to the police—”
“I can make no th ing  else out of 

it,” Vanburen said. “Garlock liqui
dated him to keep from  being a r re s t
ed on a blackmailing charge.” H e got 
very blue in the face. “You find out 
w bat you can. I ’m going to t ry  to 
cover up, even now. I f  Garlock dares 
to squawk—”

“You mean you’re going to le t  the 
m urder ride, not do anyth ing  to Gar
lock?”

H? wagged his hairless head. 
“Sure. I t ’s the best. Then  Garlock 
won’ - disclose A bner’s past and I ’ll 
be spared that humiliation. Don’t 
you see? I  may succeed in covering 
up for Abner. You see Garlock and 

u t  the deal before him. You give 
im to  understand he must remain 

silent or we’ll pu t the m urder  on him 
sure as hell.”



ET  W A S  cold now, the snow flakes 
thin and dancing on my wind

shield like little silver spinwheels. 
The deep rumble of traff ic  in the 
canyons was monotonous. I dodged 
the-clopping horse chat pulled a beer 
wagon, s.apped the brakes on and 
curbed my old sedan in front of 
Tony Garlock’s Red Lantern.

The juke box was playing down 
stair'- and Garlock was walking back 
and forth across his sumptuous of
fice, a cigar half buried in his throat. 
A giani, in garish plaids, a ruby red 
tie and two-tone shoes he looked his 
part—a big time gambler who loved 
to match wits with old lady luck and 
the bangtails. I sat there  watching 
him, saw his rage slowly simmer 
down to a purring threat. Saw his 
huge hairy hands clench and open 
and close again. H is  crsp black hair 
glinted in the violet l igh t which 
seeped in from the  big cocktail 
lounge below.

“ I d idn’t kill him, shamus,” he 
m uttered  thickly. “Hell, w hy’d I 
commit a crime that would send me 
to the chair if  I s lipped up in any of 
the letails? And do you th ink  a m ur
der was ever pulled where there 
wasn't a slipup? Furtherm ore, I nev
er got a dime from Abner Scrum in 
blackmail. I helped him. I liked him. 
I told him I ’d keep m um ; he wasn’t 
worried about me. Somebody’s t ry 
ing to pu t the frame around me. I t  
makes me sore as hell.”

I liked the way he talked. His 
brown eyes were sincere, but they 
were at the same time capable of 
trickery. You couldn’t  tell where a 
guy like Garlock stood. Yet it  had to 
be the way I ’d f igured it.

“T hen,” I said smoothly, “le t’s 
tack! it  from this angle. You sat in 
with Abner to blackmail his daugh
ter. tfou d idn’t want the girl to know 
her old man was messed up in it. 
You fall out with Abner when he 
kicks up a fuss and doesn’t wanta do 
it ai v more. F inally  you tu rn  cn him 
and demand ten grand. He steals it 
from the bank, brings it  to you. You 
get to planning his demise so he 
won’t  ever lose his h e a d  and 
squawk.”

He came slowly to me, clenched 
his big fist and stuck it  under my
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nose. “Shamus, I  respect the fact 
tha t  you’ve got to make a living— 
the way you’re doing it  now. B u t  if 
you say I killed him one more time 
I ’ll cave in your face.”

I  gulped, taking him at his w ord; 
he was big enough to do it. “Listen, 
Tony,” I rapped, “I ’m not try ing  to 
get you in a jam. I ’m hoping to keep 
you out of facing a m urder rap. The 
only th ing—my client doesn’t  want 
you to ta lk  about where you knew 
Abner. You get i t ? ”

“T ry ing  to b luff me, huh,” he 
sneered. He skewed round, picked 
a decanter off the  glass-topped desk 
and poured two drinks. He handed 
me one and I  took it  r ig h t  quick. 
Facing me w ith  his glass hoisted the 
gambler said, “ I told you I liked Ab
ner. I t  s topped there. I  d idn ’t say 
anyching about l ik ing Vanburen or 
tha t  lousy rag of a wife of his  either. 
W h a t ’s she ever done for her old 
man? Nothing. She w ouldn’t even 
recognize him as her  fa ther.”

I chrugged, pu t down m y glass to 
watch the* th in  snow flakes make l i t 
tle 1 e patterns  on the window.

“Vanburen w en t to  the west coast 
and m arried a swell blonde, one in 
pictures. She was a dancer, I  un d er
stand. H e went for he r ;  he’d been 
married th ree  times before. B u t his 
previous wives were women who 
were clean and above board. T hey  
didn’t have skeletons in  the ir  closets. 
He settled money on them. T hen  this 
blonde tu rns  out to have a fa ther 
who’s a con. V anburen’s shocked. He 
gets afraid and schemes a way to get 
his father-in-law a job in his bank 
where he can keep a close watch on 
him, keep him satisfied so he won’t 
talk. Nice set up, but i t  d idn’t last. 
Somebody found out about it and 
put the bee on Abner who paid off 
once, then  w ouldn’t pay off no more 
and got shot for his trouble.”

“You’ve a nice way of talking,” I 
admitted. “Can you tell me the black
mailer’s name?”

“F orge t  i t  and beat it,” he snapped. 
“I f  Vanburen brings my name into 
this mess I ’ll tell all I  know on Ab
ner. I  th ink  I ’ll  do it  anyhow. In  fact 
I  th ink  I ’m going to pay Vanburen 
a lit t le  visit.”

“You can’t  ge t away with  another
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liquidation, Tony,” I warned, rising. 
“ I  s tated our proposition. You can 
take it or leave it.” I got up and went 
to the door. I knew he was watching 
me closely. Tony Garlock was no
body’s dummy.

“ t  ist the same,” he said, “I ’m call
ing on Vanburen.”

I clumped down the carpeted s t a i r 
case, th rough  the violet haze of the 
cocktail lounge.

tf * *

A N B U R E N  was scared, he was 
scared stiff. He said he’d beat it 

out to his brownstone in the west 
part of town. The cops had been to 
see him; they’d asked questions 
about Abner. He 'd  told them no th 
ing. T h ey ’d gone away satisfied, but 
be couldn’t handle T ony  Garlock.

“H e’ll kill me,” the banker moaned. 
“Oh, what a mess I ’ve got myself 
into now. T h e y ’ll find out;  my repu 
tation will be ruined, absolutely 
ruined.”

I let him sweat. T here  wasn’t any
thing else I could do. I ’d tried, 
failed. Maybe though there was a 
chance. I ’d guard him, not let Tony  
Garlock bump him. B ut he’d have to 
promise to stay in  th is  hotel and not 
leave his suite.

He glowered at  me. “W hy,” he 
complained, “ this is a veritable trap. 
He wouldn’t dare to come out there, 
but he can slip in here and—”

I insisted and had my way.
Suddenly I  though t of something. 

T ha t  dumb shamus who’d t ipped  me 
off <o the whereabouts of Abner 
Scrum—how had he found out? I 
knew ^ o rg y  Hammer too well not to 
suspect him of knowing more than 
he’d told me. He was a down-at-heel 
private dick who went in for scur
rilous undertakings, working for 
clients who stood outside the pale 
oi 'h e  law. The moment the idea 
carne to me it clicked, locked itself 
up in my mind. I decided to see Por- 
gy at once.

I drove quickly over to his ap a r t
ment. He lived in a second-class 
hour e. He was little, ratlike, black
ish and looked like a miniature  un 
dertaker. E very th ing  about him was 
black, even to his necktie. The white

shir* open at the collar was the only 
break in the diminutive one’s somber 
apparel.

He had a pool table in his living 
room. He played pool when he wasn’t 
worki , a case. He lived only to play 
pool, to eat and to drink. He had a 
mop of gray hair  ’tha t  needed comb
ing. I ’d made up my mind I was go
ing to comb it for him  if he d idn’t 
talk.

“ I gave ten  bucks for the inform a
tion,” I snapped. “But you held out 
on me. You knew he was dead.”

He paused, let his cue idle on the 
gree" baize. “T h a t’s a damned lie. I f  
I ’d known he was dead I w ould’ve 
called the cops.”

“ Stalling w on’t help,” I  insisted. 
“You come clean now. W here  did 
you get acquainted w ith  Abner 
Scr'.m? You sent me to the correct 
address. O f all the guys in the  town 
in our business you happened to be 
the only one who knew where Abner 
was holed up. How long did you 
know Scrum, P o rg y ? ”

H e shot the e igh t ball in a corner 
pocket, dropped the  bu tt  of the cue 
on the rug. I  s tared  round at his 
clean w ell-furnished apartment. He 
had an income, but it  w asn’t  from the 
cases he handled. He couldn’t do so 
well on clients’ fees.

“ I ’ve told you,” he said, sullen. 
“T ony  Garlock told me. I ’m closing 
shop now. Beat it.”

B Tore he could move I shoved my 
service revolver into his flat s tom 
ach. “T h is  is a big m ystery ,” I g ru n t
ed. “You’re going w ith  me. I got a 
client who wants to see you. I f  you 
don’t ta lk  I ’m going to t ry  hard as 
hell to pin the m urder on you. 
W h e re ’s your gun.”

fW E  T U R N E D  white, his th in  lips 
M  quivered. “ I hate to donate my

recreation period to a bum like you,” 
he sneered. “W h a t ’s my gun got to 
do with i t? ”

“ I ’m wondering,” I said. “Shuck 
it.”

Hf tossed a .38 on the pool table 
which he pulled out of a shoulder 
holster. I  took the revolver in my 
handkerchief covered hand. “Abner 
Scrum was shot w ith  a gun of this
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caliber,” I  said. ‘‘Now get your over- 
coa on and le t’s go.”

He was silent as we headed for the 
hotel where Vanburen lived like a 
king. He still was silent v/hen I 
shoved him up the service steps 
ahead of me. Only when we got to 
the door and I ’d pressed the buzzer 
did he speak.

“Listen, Tom Tooker,” he mum
bled, “ I ’m not messed up in this 
thing. I know a lot, but I ’ve never 
breathed a word. Abner Scrum was 
one of my clients. I went up there, 
found him dead. Knowing you were 
on the case I t ipped you off. I—” 

There was no answer to my ring, 
and the little  shamus beside me was 
staring with wide, fright-fi l led  eyes. 
“They won’t answer,” he said, “but 
there ’s somebody in there.”

I tried the knob and twisted it. 
The door opened. W e emerged into 
the vestibule. I heard a window be
ing raised slowly and raced into the 
bathroom. Tony  Garlock stepped 
down onto the edge of the lavender 
bathtub. He was pale, and globules of 
sweat had formed on his brow.

Ju s t  then I heard P o rgy  H am m er’s 
yell. “Hey, Tom, he’s in here—” 

“Step down, Tony,” I said, en ter
ing the room. “I t  was polite of you 
th inking to go out the window when 
the lady had callers. I guess I ’ve got 
you with your earflaps down.”

He stood there on the edge of the 
tub, his eyes glinting. They  were 
very deep and very solemn brown 
eyes. They  had lit t le  flecks of crim
son in them. “Button  up, Shamus,” 
he remonstrated. “You don’t th ink—” 

“ I said step down, funny b o y !” I 
jiggled my gun at him. He turned 
very white. Those red flecks grew 
brighter in his eyes. He slid one leg 
dow l. The light s truck his ox blood 
shoes and gave them a gloss. “You’ve 
escaped breaking your neck by jum p
ing out the window,” I concluded. 
“I t ’s two floors down.”

“I don’t  know anything, se e .”  He 
lowered his other leg. The foot 
scuffed the linoleum. He kept his 
hands ou. where I could see them.

Then Porgy  called out, “Come in 
here ! Come—”

I made Garlock walk ahead to the 
bedroom where lit t le  Porgy stood

pointing a skinny finger a t the bed. 
A man lay there, in a pool of blood. 
Beside him, evidently  pickled, was 
his blonde wife.

Vanburen was p lenty  dead; the 
b' de was p lenty drunk. I  raced to 
the phone, careless. W hen  I  tu rned  
my back to Garlock, he followed and 
jum ped me. I  held onto my gun, but 
he had his arms around my throat. I 
skewed, he slapped me across the 
face hard with his bare hand, tr ied 
for the strangle hold again. I forced 
my gun up, tr iggered. He got the 
slug in the belly.

He stiffened, ran back on his heels 
and cascaded along the wall, coming 
at me again. But he couldn’t  help 
himself. He held both hands to the 
hole in his stomach. He pitched 
down, lay there threshing around in 
pain.

Porgy  was at the phone. The black 
clad shamus said, “Make it snappy,” 
he blurted. “T h e re ’s so much gore in 
this apartm ent it  resembles a slaugh
ter house.”

1 S C U R R IE D  into the  bedroom, 
jerked Theodora V anburen to 

her feet. Porgy  was standing in the 
door. T he  girl was sure tight.

“D on’t  touch me,” she cried. “You 
crazy fool—you leave go of me. I ’ll 
te ll—”

Porgy  pounded on the bed. He 
reached far over the banker’s inert 
body and came up with  a small au to
matic. He held it  aloft.

“T here ’s something screwy in this 
set up, Tom,” he wailed. “ If  Tony 
had done it—”

“He w ould’ve kept the gun,” I 
said, nodding. “Sure. T hen  she killed 
her husband. Say, what is this, any- 
ho-

Porgy  grinned at me. “About the 
worst mess you ever saw,” he expos
tulated. “Think  hard, shamus. I t ’s 
going to pay you to th ink  hard. 
W h a t  was it you missed back there 
in Abner Scrum’s apartm ent that 
m igk. shed light on this enigma?” 

“W hy  I—I d idn ’t miss anything.” 
“Nope, you m ust’ve.” P o r  g y  

scratched his thick mop of uncombed 
wool. “D idn’t I  tell you he was pos
ing as a vacuum sweeper salesman?” 

“W h a t  about the vacuum sweep-
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e r?” I asked, cold inside. Something 
was pounding in the back of my 
skull, try ing  to make me remember 
th ings I ’d passed over. The sweeper 
in the clothes closet—

“W ell ,” P o rg y  said sheepishly, “I 
put one over on you. W hen  I found 
Abner Scrum dead I  s tarted  a sys
tematic search for clues. I  found 
plenty s tu ff  to prove who bumped 
him. I gathered these up and stuffed  
them in the bag of the vacuum clean
er. told you he was posing as a vac- 
iu j- sweeper salesman because I 
figured you’d grab tha t  cleaner. And 
you m uffed it .  . . . ”

I saw it all now. Porgy, true to 
his type, had tried  to conceal the 
killer's  identity  because—and he’d 
told me, or had tried to tell me, 
where I ’d find the evidence to pro- 
te:* my client.

Crooked little  shamus that he was 
he had left the s tu ff  there for me, 
rather than to bust into my case by 
turning it  over to the cops. I t ’s a 
funny thing that men like Porgy 
Hammer could see only the wrong 
way cut.

“Yea,” I said, “ I get it. You 
thought I was working for Vanbu
ren. You threw me a way to make 
some big dough quick. I could sur
render she proof of V anburen’s guilt 
to him and he’d pay me a handsome 
price. Well, it  was all r igh t—your 
heart was in the r igh t place, Porgy. 
Only it  was the wrong way—”

He grinned mischievously, asaun- 
tered back into the living room. “Get 
a move on you, Torn,” he called out. 
“T ony’s still kicking and he wants 
to ta lk—”

i p  S T E E H E D  the h e lp le s s  b lon de  
J-4 into  the living room, shoved her 
in o a chafer and  listened to the d y 
ing larlocfr ’s  hoarse s ta tem en ts .  P u t  
he merely w as saying w h at I a lre a d y  
knew. H e ’d come in to se e  Vanburen, 
heard a gun e x p lo d e  and had dashed 
in to find the inebriated blonde with 
the smoking gun in her hand. She’d 
liquidated Vanburen because she’d 
discovered that he’d killed her fa
ther. W hy?  Because Vanburen had 
been sold on the idea tha t  Abner

Scrum was blackmailing him single- 
handed, but the t ru th  was, Abner 
had merely been a tool in T ony  Gar- 
lock’s hands.

Vanburen had been f o o l i s h  
enough to th ink  he could save him 
self from being exposed to his s tock
holders for panning off the ex-con as 
a bank clerk he’d imported from an 
other bank on the west coast.

“Vanburen wasn’t  taking chances,” 
Tony  continued. “H e figured  Abner 
Scrum was going to take him to a 
cleaning. He let Abner get, away 
w stealing the ten  thousand from 
the bank, d idn ’t  know I was behind 
it. He hired  you because he d idn’t 
want the cops b rought into it. T ha t  
was b e c a u s e  of his reputation, 
his desire to  go on l i v i n g  a 
double life and not be found out. He 
maintained this suite—because he’s a 
bigamist. T h a t  b londe’s no more his 
wife than  I  am. B ut he married her; 
his in divorced wife doesn’t know.”

“You were behind A bner’s thef t  of 
the dough?” I stabbed at him.

“ Sure. I made Abner th ink I  would 
split  with him. I told him how m at
ters stood with Vanburen. He was 
convinced he could take the money 
and V anburen w ouldn’t open his 
head. W hen  he hid out so long V an
buren hired  you to find him. T h e re ’s 
nothing more to it.”

I let the dead man slide from  my 
aims and spurted  from the room. I 
d idn’t even stop to look at the 
b1 nde who had begun to weave 
around on her feet. I wanted to get 
back there as soon as possible. Porgv  
kept lookout while I was away.

Back in the room in which Abner 
Scrum was murdered by Vanburen 
I found the vacuum sweeper. In  the 
black bag was a revolver and a ring 
on a metal tag. The number of V an
buren’s suite and his bloody f inger
p r in ts  and the gun from which the 
mu: der slug had been fired, had all 
bee. concealed hours ago by Porgy. 
Poor little  rat. I t  made me wince to 
th ink  how he’d overestimated my 
mental capacity.

(THE END)



DEATH OFF TH E 
RECORD

B y  M a r c u s  L y o n s

Death was the m elody, but what hidden m otive w as the counterpoint in that 
heap of broken Nazi records on the music-shop floor?

' S l IC A R E O N A T E  Johnny  re- 
gl'g|l garded the pulpy dead face 
B8 ™  with more than his usual de

pression. By r ights  he should have 
felt p re tty  good about i t ;  he had a 
clear case, out of what had looked at 
f irs t like a flat bust. But he was still 
unhappy, for no definable reason.

He put his hat on top of a stack of 
record albums and scowled at the oc
cupants of the locked music shop. “ I 
don’t  like it ,” he said. “Th is  racket

hurts  my ulcers worse than the old 
rewrite desk.”

“W hat 's  wrong with i t? ” the ser- 
gea t wanted to know. “ It 's  w ritten  
all over his face.” He stabbed a knob
by finger at the corner into which 
Kellogg was try ing  to shrink. “E v 
eryone in town knows about h im : he 
even tried to have F a t ty  here run out 
of business.”

“And out of town,” Kellogg said 
haorsely. “W ith  damn good reason,

49
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too, the lousy Nazi. H im  and his 
b rother both. B u t I d idn’t club h im ; 
somebody beat me to it.”

“Yeah,” the sergeant agreed. “Mr. 
Peattie, I suppose.”

Peattie  took off his pince-nez and 
s tarted  to speak, then  changed his 
mind.

“Well, why no t?” Bicarbonate 
snapped. “You found the body, d idn’t 
you, P ea t t ie ?”

The little man nodded vigorously, 
like a Hollywood Arab. “J u s t  as I 
told you. I was coming here late to 
pick up the new Saint-Saens concer
to album, tha t he was holding for 
me; I run a record column for R enas
cence—one of the L ittle  Magazines, 
you know—”

“Yeah. F irs t  time I  ever heard of 
one of those sheets having a dead
line, but we’ve checked that. You 
didn 't  touch any th ing?”

“I ’ll vouch for that,” the corpse’s 
borther put in. “N othing in the place 
has been touched, except for  that 
stack of German discs, and your own 
men moved those.” He turned his 
back on the detective and went on 
talking in low tones to Robert Clyde, 
jo h n n y ’s face began to tu rn  red.

“Outa th a t !” he roared. “This is 
no damn business conference. Clyde, 
how do you  get into this, anyhow?” 

The tall gray man shrugged. “A c
cident—I ’m an old fr iend  of the 
brothers, as I ’ve told you f if ty  times 
already, and Hans let me in when the 
police f irs t  got here. Y o u  needn’t 
6hout, Jo h n n y ;  if you have any new 
question to ask—”

“All right, all r igh t,” Johnny  said 
disconsolately. There  was lit t le  sense 
in pumping Clyde any fa r the r ;  he 
was w ithout information, without 
motive, had a good standing in the 
community, and generally Johnny 
wished he’d get the hell out. Detec
tives, however, do not order city se
lectmen about. There was as li t t le  to 
be said for the bro ther—he’d bought 
into the record business, once the 
murdered man’s exclusive property, 
during the hard times of the tw en
ties, it  was p re t ty  well known that 
Ife lm uth  E h rc t  had wasted no love 
on him for that, but again, no evi
dence.

‘ W h a t ’s this about the German 
discs?” P eattie  asked.

“Not much,” Johnny  admitted. 
“Someone came into the store last 
night, apparently  ju s t  a f te r  you le f t ;  
someone the old man knew, because 
there was no fight. T hen  the killer 
m ad ' a clumsy pass a t  the safe— 
w hat’s the m a tte r?”

T H E  little  man had begun to hop 
from one foot to the other. 

“Surely th a t ’s plain enough, then. 
Everybody here knows there’s no th 
ing in tha t  safe but a copy of V- 
10005.

“Of w hat?”
“I t ’s an old Caruso-Hempel record

ing of a duet from  V erd i’s M asked  
Ball. Very valuable, of course, but 
too well-known to be re-salable w ith 
out in q u ir ie s ; and no one here but 
myself would want the filing for 
himself.”

The detective regarded him sus
piciously. W as  the mousy musician 
as transparen t as all that, or had he 
ju s t  heard a confession? He shook 
his head. “T h a t  doesn’t  change 
things any. W hoever did the job 
d idn 't  bring any equipment capable 
of opening even a W ells-Fargo  safe. 
H e  ju s t  made marks on i t  w ith  a 
hammer and chisel, so i t ’d look  like 
tha t  was what he was a f te r ;  probably 
the same hammer he used on the  old 
man, though we haven’t been able to 
find it.

“The clue is in the pile of broken 
records on the floor. The whole idea 
was to make i t  look like they’d been 
swept o ff  accidentally  while w ork
ing on the safe ; but the shelf  they 
were on, according to E h re t  here, 
was above eye level—too high for a 
casual elbow. So—”

“ I see,” Pea ttie  said. “I f  the safe
cracking was a blind, then  the rec
ords themselves v/ere the object.” 

Kellogg made a choking noise. 
“W e ’ve been all th rough  this before. 
Everybody knows I tr ied  to have 
those discs destroyed. T hey  were all 
Nazi records, every damn one of 
them—songs of the SS and the SA 
of the work gangs and the Party. 
Even, the H o rs t  1 V e ss e l  L ied .  T h e s e  
two were selling them in a decent 
American town, and probably doing



Death Off the Record ★  ★  ★  51

some sort of spying on the side, to 
boot.”

“You lousy fanatic,” said Hans 
E hret in a dangerous voice. “ I 'm  a 
better American than  you’ll ever be. 
You know damn well we sold those 
things ju s t  for historical purposes, 
to an occasional curious customer.” 

“You lie in your teeth.” Kellogg’s 
voice began to crack again. “Don’t 
you th ink I  know a Nazi when I  see 
one? D idn’t  I  get beaten steady for 
three years by Nazi prison guards in 
Spain? I t ’s a crime whoever did this 
d idn’t get the both of you—” He 
swung on Johnny. “T here’s some ev
idence for you! You can be damn 
sure tha t it  w ould  have been both of 
them if I 'd  done i t ! ”

Johnny winced. The man's hatred 
was fantastic  in its intensity. He 
hated the tu rn  the case had taken— 
to send a man to the  chair almost d i 
rectly from a concentration camp— 
Johnny could appreciate the feeling, 
for he had been overseas himself. 
B u t if the camp had unhinged Kel
logg this far, then—

“Excuse me,” said Peattie . “W here  
are these broken records?”

“T he boys picked ’m i  up with 
gloves and packed ’em all down to 
the lab in a wastebasket,” the ser
geant re turned. “W h y ? ”

Peattie shook his head. “That’s too

bad.” He wandered toward the back 
of the store. Clyde, who had been 
lounging silently against the coun
ter during the  altercation, s tra igh t
ened and peered a f te r  him.

“W ait  a minute,” Jo hnny  growled. 
“W here  do you th ink  you ’re going?”

“W hy, back to the stock room, 
where the safe is,” Peattie  explained 
mildly. “You know, records stacked 
flat make a pre tty  heavy load on a 
shelf. I t ’s a chance that the bottom 
disc got s tuck in the paint, arid if the 
shelf was above eye level, then the 
killer probably missed it when he 
knocked the pile off.”

Everyone was looking at Peattie  
now, in a kind of silent chorus cf 
dropped jaws. “I don’t know why ev
erybody’s so in terested  in this all of 
a sudden,” Johnny  bit off, “but we’ll 
find out. Peattie, this bird left  no 
fingerprin ts , and a n y h o w  you 
w ouldn’t find any on a record he 
hadn’t touched.”

“ I ’m not locking for fingerprints . 
I wouldn’t know how to.” He walked 
doggedly back.

“T he rest of you stay planted,” 
said Johnny. “Keep your eye on ’em, 
Sarge.”

S I thought,” Peattie  said 
when he re tu rned  a single 

record. “Mr.—uh—Bicarbonate, be-
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fore I touch this disc, I want you to 
make me a promise.”

“W ell?”
“Don’t let anyone come near me 

while I have it  in my hands. I th ink 
i t ’s important tha t this one doesn’t 
get broken.”

“ I th ink you’re off your chump, 
but—well, all r igh t .”

Peattie  nodded in his self-satisfied, 
Arab-like way, as he studied the rec
ord. I t  had a blue Tele funken  label 
on k ,  which read A rb e it is t G luck. 
“Song of the W ork-Service,” Peattie  
explained briefly. “P a r t  Two on the 
other side. Supposedly.”

“W h a t  do you mean, supposedly?” 
Instead of answering Peattie  held 

the record up to the l igh t and exam
ined i t  nearsightedly; then he ti l ted  
it and looked along the  label. “R e
member the promise,” he said.

“All of you keep clear,” the detec
tive said. “Som ething’s breaking 
here. I 'm damned if I know what it 
is, but—well, go ahead, Peattie .” 
E h re t  and Clyde leaned forward 
nervously; Kellogg remained hud
dled in his corner, eyeing the pro
cedure with fearful eyes.

“Now what I propose to do,” P.eat- 
tie said academically, “is to take this 
record into the booth there, and play 
it  over, to see w hat the killer missed.” 

“Code?” said Johnny. “ I ’m no 
more equipped for tha t than you are 
for fingerprin ts .”

“You don’t understand. I want to 
play the record w ith ■ the door open, 
so we can all hear it. Does anyone— 
D e te c tiv e !”

The personnel of the s tu ffy  shop 
did a fast three-way shift. Johnny  
had spotted Clyde’s lunge almost be
fore it  had begun. As Peattie  scut
tled aside, holding the precious rec
ord high, Johnny  blocked the way 
with his own heavy body; the next 
second the cop had the selectman’s 
arms pinioned behind him.

“W h a t  the hell, Clyde,” Johnny  
growled.

The tall gray man gasped angrily. 
“Blackmail. F or  L o rd ’s sake, don’t 
play it. Break it. I f  you’ll break it  
now, I ’ll plead gu il ty ;  I ’ll sign a 
confession. I ’ll do anything, only 
don’t p lay that reco rd !” He clenched 
his fis ts  spasmodically.

“Hans never knew about it, but 
his brother had a disk like tha t  for 
half the customers of the shop. How 
he got them, I don’t  know—he must 
have had dictaphones scattered all 
over tow n; it  was a regular syndi
cate. I  d idn’t care about the others, 
bu t I  had to break my own and kill 
the fat slob, who knew what was on 
it. I ’d have killed Hans, too, if he’d 
known.”

“T h a t’s enough,” s a i d  Johnny  
grimly. “Sean, cuff him and haul him 
off.”

As the door closed behind them, 
the detective swung on Peattie . “Out 
w ith  it,” he ordered. “W as it  just  
clever guessing, or w ha t?”

“N othing of the sort,” P eattie  said 
in an in jured  tone. “I could see r igh t 
away that the T elefunken  label was 
counterfeit. The real T elefunken  
Blue has a little  gold f lecking in it, 
tha t  you’d be likely to miss if you 
weren’t looking closely for  it. T h is  
was just  a flat hue. A nd when I 
looked inside the hole in the middle, 
I  could see tha t the disc had a glass 
base, w ith  ju s t  a th in  coating of ace
tate on top—in other words, a home 
recording, with a fake label. I f  your 
policemen had known anyth ing  about 
records, they could have seen that 
from the broken fragm ents—but of 
course tha t  wouldn 't  have done any 
good, because it  was what was on the 
discs tha t was im portant.”

“B ut how did you know it was 
Clyde’s disc on the bottom ?”

Peattie  looked more like an in jured 
mouse than ever. “How could I pos
sibly have known th a t?” he com
plained. “As a m atter of fact, i t  prob
ably isn ’t Clyde’s record at all. I took 
a chance on the m urderer being in 
this group, because I knew he 
w ouldn’t dare take a chance on its 
no t being his record—didn’t dare let 
it  be played.”

Peattie  shook his head disconso
lately. “ I t ’s very upsetting .”

“ I don’t  know why you should be 
upset. You did a nice job.”

“Yes, yes—but where am I going 
to f ind  another record stock th is  size 
in this town?”

(THE END)
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FACTS AND FUN

By W ileey  Earl©
H e Had a R igh t to K now

A drunk staggered up to a cop in 
New York City and blabbered— 
“W here  am I ? ”

T he  gendarme replied—“Broadway 
and 42d Street.”

“W ise  guy, eh?”—snapped the stew 
—“cut out the details—what c ity?”

I t  C ertainly W as

The screwball stopped a stranger 
in the s treet and said—“My uncle is 
a great builder. He built  a house 
that had 10,000 people living in it.”

“ Is tha t so?” replied the stranger, 
realizing it  would be safer to soothe 
the wacky guy than run away—“I 
guess i t  m ust have been hard labor.”

“Yeah,” replied the nu t—“it cer
tainly was. W hen my uncle started 
—th a t’s what the judge said!”

I t  Isn 't  Unusual

Didja hear about the movie actor 
who was arrested for stealing scenes?

H e W as Labor-M inded

Then there was the robber who 
would only steal quarters. W hen he 
was asked why he stole such small

coins, he replied—“I believe in the 
L ittle  Steal Formula.”

P unishm ent Indeed

Henry Youngman, the comedian, 
practices on his violin an hour every 
day. He calls this session—“The 
Hour Of T ortu re .”

His services are much in demand 
by the police because of this. O ff
hand, you are probably wondering 
where the c o n n e c t i o n  between 
Youngman’s violin playing and the 
police is. Well, set your minds at 
ease. The following s tory  is self- 
explanatory.

H enry  was in the midst of one of 
those weird violin concertos when 
there came a sudden knock at his 
door. He opened it only to be rough
ly brushed aside by four cops lug 
ging a man into the room, who 
looked like a desperado.

“Keep playing,” barked one of the 
cops. H enry  resumed his playing, 
which closely resembled a dozen 
screech owls having an argument.

The prisoner listened for five m in
utes, clapped his hands over his ears, 
rolled his eyes and pleaded w ith  the 
gendarmes—“Take me away, take me 
away, I ’ll ta lk !”

53



54 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective Stories

C rim epourri

Quick quizzes—“Can you arrest a 
cross-eyed man—for looking crook
ed?”. . .At last reports, Tom Heeney, 
the New Zealand Rock From  Down 
Under, who was kayoed by Gene 
Tunney in a sensational bid for the 
heavyweight tiara, was a cop in Mi- 

•ami Beach, Fla. . . .At the start  of 
1945, Joseph Francel, the executioner 
at Sing Sing faced a bleak financial 
year. There were only three people 
in the Death House. Lewis E. Lawes, 
former W arden  of Sing Sing Prison, 
is such a firm  opponent of capital 
punishment th a t  during  the execu
tions in the Death House, when his 
presence was required, he would turn  
his back on the electric chair as a 
form of silent protest. . . .The late 
Judge Kenesaw Mountain Landis, 
Baseball Czar, who passed on at  the 
age of 81, was a grand  character. 
W hen he sat on the bench, many a 
malefactor who was a victim of c ir
cumstances, received leniency, while 
the real, hard-beaten crooks received 
s tiff  terms behind the bars. . . .An 
Arm y pal of ours, home on furlough, 
excused his delay in keeping an ap
pointment thusly—'" I ’m sorry I am 
late, but I was delayed by one of 
those civilian booby traps—a slot ma
chine.” . . .Thumbnail Description of 
a Crook: He found things—before
they were lost. He was also born in 
a fog. Every th ing  he- touched—was 
mist.

Larceny, Inc.

Two gentlemen who were sent 
away to prison because of the ir  pen
chant for being found in warehouses 
with which they had no connections 
at all, late at night, were discussing 
their future, in a cell.

“W hat are you going to do when 
you get ou t?” asked the first convict.

“I ’m going to be a bartender,” was 
the reply. “This  time, however, I ’ll 
stay on the r igh t side of the law. I ’m 
going to serve hooch, but it won’t be 
the best— I ’m telling you r igh t now. 
In fact, i t  will be cut so much—it 
will be bleeding in the bottle. W h a t  
are you going to do?”

“ I ’m going to stay on the r igh t 
side of the law too,” replied the sec
ond jail-bird, w ith  a bit of a twinkle 
in his eye—“I ’m going legitimate. 
As soon as I get out, I ’m th ink ing  of 
opening up a jewelry store—some 
n ight.”

H e W as V ery  M odern

The man was awakened in the m id
dle of the n igh t by a steady pound
ing on his door. He put on the elec
tric  light, donned his bathrobe and 
went to the door. T here  he saw an 
old friend who was h igh ly  agitated.

T he  friend s a id : “I ’m in trouble. I 
need you.” The man who had just 
been awakened said: “ Is tha t  so?”

“Yes,” the friend replied: “Do you 
remember when you were indicted on 
a dope-smuggling charge, I got you 
o ff?”

“Yes,” was the reply.
“And do you remember when you 

were tr ied  on a m urder rap? I fixed 
that up for you.”

“Yes,” was the rejoinder.
“And do you remember when you 

robbed the orphans and children and 
the;, wanted to lynch you, I saved 
you?”

“Sure I remember it,” replied the 
man who had been awakened—“but 
what have you done for me la te ly?”

A N atural Reaction

Once a ball player, always a ball 
player.

A re tired  baseball player recently  
found employment in a cleaning and 
pressing establishment. T he  other 
day, his fellow workers decided to 
go out on strike and suddenly 
howled at him: “S T R IK E .”

The baseballer immediately whirled 
and thundered : “R O B B E R !”

A n d  W ha t W as W rong  W ith  
H is A n sw er

The prosecutor fired questions at 
the witness from all sides. But ev
ery time he asked a question, he was 
answered with a question. Finally, he 
stabbed an accusing finger a t the 
man on the stand and roared: “Don’t 
answer my questions with a ques
tion.”

(Continued On Page 93)



THE CORPSE W A N T S
COMPANY

Mike M o n k ’s goes on a grim journey with the man hs  
has just rubbed out!

R A S H IN G  chords filled the 
big W ilsh ire  apartm ent with 
sound, as John  F o rres t’s f lac 

cid fingers struck the  keyboard of 
his baby grand.

Forrest  weighed upwards of two- 
hundred and f if ty  pounds, so his 
broad back in its rich silk dressing 
gown made a big ta rget for M ike’s 
gun.

Mike crept nearer, cat-like. His 
lean face was prison-pale, his bullet- 
grey eyes glittered  with menace, F o r
re s t’s Beethoven Sonata was an inco
herent blur to Mike’s trick ears. 
Something had happened to them 
that time he got conked during a jail 
break.

“Reach, H a rp !” he gritted.
The fat man winced, startled. Then 

he turned, slowly. His flabby jowls 
quivered when he saw the ugly-nosed 
rod and the one who held it.

“Hello, Morkis,” he rattled, p ush 
ing up a scared smile. His white f in 
gers kep t on chording.

Mike gloated. Rubbing out John  
Forres t  was a pleasure he had prom
ised himself a million times those 
stink ing  years up at Sing Sing.

“Can the noise!” he growled. “And 
stand up, so’s I can watch you fall, 
you d ir ty—”

“You can’t get away with  it, M or
kis,” Forres t  said hoarsely. “Crime 
doesn’t pay.”

SS
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Mike laughed.
“ I t ’s paid you plenty good, H arp! 

Like when you planned the Louis job 
eight years ago. I did the d ir ty  work 
—and got a ten-year s tre tch  in Quen
tin  for my pains! You w ouldn’t know 
who ratted, would you, Harp? Or 
what happened to  the th i r ty  g ran d ?”

Suave, oily Jo h n  Forrest,  alias The 
Harp, began to get hold of himself. 
H e’d been in t igh te r  spots than this 
and got out of them. Mike was a 
chump, always would be.

“T hen  there’s A 1 i c e—” Mike 
grated. “I understand you two got 
married. T h a t  makes one of the prize 
triple-cross deals of all time. You get 
all the dough, and my gir l—after  
framing me where I can’t do nothing 
about it! And now you blab that 
crime don’t pay! W ell, now comes 
the real p ay -o ff!”

^ I j l i T A I T !” whimpered the fat
W w man in terror. He oozed off 

the piano stool and held out his 
hands.

“Stay where you are !” snarled 
Mike, his middle finger w hitening 
over the gun trigger. Mike had lost 
the f irst d ig it  of his tr igger-f inger in 
a f ight years ago. T h a t  was how the 
cops nailed him.

Forrest shrugged.
“ I was ju s t  going to play my Cape- 

hart. A new Beethoven sonata. Like 
Beethoven, M ike?”

Mike glanced at the big mahogany 
phonograph, then back.

“Can the baloney. Okay. T u rn  the 
juke box on. A little  noise r igh t now 
is ok a y . . . ”

He watched the fat man pile eight 
sides of a piano sonata on the chang
er mechanism. Forrest  plunked at 
tha t piano by the hour. Anybody 
hearing it would th ink  he was still 
playing. I t  would give Mike time to 
make a clean getaway, cinch his al
ibi.

“Ju s t  curious, Mike—but why are 
you killing me? Revenge? M oney?” 

“Both, s tu p id !”
Forrest  chuckled.
“Sorry  to d isappoint you, Mike. I 

never keep money in my apartm ent;  
ju s t  chicken feed. I  do all my busi
ness by check. J u s t  here in L. A.

temporarily. You know Alice and I 
live in New York. You won’t find 
any money or valuables here ; only a 
few dollars. I t  isn’t worth it, Mike.”

“You’re ly in g !” T h a t  smooth gab 
of H a rp ’s, try ing  to talk him out of 
it.

The fat m an’s eyes met his.
“No, Mike.”
Mike wavered.
“You need money more than you 

do revenge, Mike,” Forres t  said, 
daubing his beaded forehead w ith  a 
silk handkerchief. “Suppose I  make 
it  w orth  your while—”

The phonograph thundered  loudly. 
For a few seconds Mike scowled at 
it, considering the offer. He did need 
money—bad.

In  those seconds F o rres t  saw his 
indecision, and made a wild dash be
hind a heavy velvet drapery.

Snarling, Mike let him have it.
The music welled up and covered 

the noise beautifully. Th ings were 
w orking M ike’s way for a change. 
T ha t  bloody gurgle  the fat man made 
was his swan song.

M IK E  chain-smoked and paced 
his crumby flop-house room. 

He cussed steadily  under his breath.
Forres t  had told the tru th .  A quick, 

practiced casing of his swanky jo in t  
had netted  him less than  ten dollars.

He sat down on his creaky bed and 
picked up last n ig h t’s Record■ A f te r  
three days on the F o rres t  case the 
cops had practically  adm itted  defeat.

T ha t  phonograph alibi was the 
nuts. I t  had taken Mike less than five 
minutes to strike out for an Alvarado 
Street pool room, and slip in the back 
way, where he had slipped out tw en
ty minutes before. Nobody had 
missed him. A nd that fancy machine 
would shut itself off a f te r  f inishing 
the music, so they’d never know ex
actly when Forrest  had died.

Mike spent a few m inutes preen
ing, then started cursing again. That 
ten-spot was gone with the vind, and 
he had to get back to New York. He 
w anted to see Alice. Besides, they 
m ight nab him for jum ping  parole.

His tr ick  ears buzzed. I t  was as if 
a voice was mocking him, inside his
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head, “You need m oney m ore than  
you need revenge, M ike !”

A nd Alice had it. She was a widow, 
now—and she always had been soft 
on Mike. The only th ing  about John  
Forrest  tha t  she really cared about 
was his money. Alice was smart. 
Money ran love a close second with 
her. B u t with Mike she was a push
over . . .

“ I gotta get to New Y ork!” he 
gritted.

He crushed out his last fag, pulled 
on his black topcoat, and checked 
out. Mike travelled light.

M IK E  stroked his bruised knuck
les as he stepped th rough  the 

mob at Union Depot. He had the 
money for a ticket in his pocket. I t  
wasn’t so hard. The guy d idn’t like 
giving up his wallet, so Mike had had 
to put on a little pressure in that 
dark alleyway ju s t  off Los Angeles 
street. B u t he got it.

“Gimme a ticket to New York,” he 
told the girl, a f te r  waiting in line 
twenty minutes. “ W hen does the 
next tra in  leave?”

The gum-chewing blonde looked. 
“L e t’s see—at midnight, exactly.” 
Mike pushed over the dough. The 

blonde giggled.
“Are you kidding, mister? All 

reservations East must be purchased 
two weeks in advance !”

“Listen, sister—I gotta  get to New 
Y ork!”

“ Sorry. Unless you happen to be 
Mr Kaiser!”

Mike swore under his breath, and 
went out to the big patio for a cig
arette. He had to be on that midnight 
t r a in !

Near him two men were talking. 
One was chubby and excitable; the 
other tall and sad-looking.

“You understand, Mr Logan, that 
this is merely a form ality?” the tall 
one asked.

“Sure, su re !” the chubby one 
tittered. “ I don’t much like the idea, 
but I ’ve got to get a seat on that m id
night train. My wife—”

The tall guy was bored.
“ I understand. Well, here’s the 

ticket.”
“ I t ’s registered  under my name?” 

Logan asked as he pocketed it.

“T hat wasn’t necessary,” the tall 
one said impatiently. “Don’t worry. 
All you have to do is board tha t  m id
night tra in .”

M ike’s eyes gloated over the large 
envelope.

“ I certainly will. O h-oh!” The 
chubby guy glanced at  the clock in 
alarm. I t  was 11.35. “I ’ve got to hu rry  
down to F irs t  and Main, and not a 
cab in sight. I ’ll have to walk!”

Mike followed close behind. Then, 
at a gloomy alley mouth, he snatched 
the chubby guy into the darkness. A 
length of pipe in his handkerchief 
did the d ir ty  work. The chubby guy 
crumpled. He was dead.

M ike’s hand groped, found the long 
envelope, tore it  open and reassured 
himself that it  did have a railroad 
ticket in it. He tossed the envelope 
aside carelessly and slipped the tick
et in his pocket.

He reached the U nicn  Depot with 
minutes to spare.

Q f ' L E  M ID N IG H T  C H I E F  hur- 
jbL tied past orange groves, vine

yards, Joshua trees on the desert— 
then out of California.

Mike s tretched out luxuriously in 
his chair-car seat. Not a bad n ig h t’s 
work, he congratulated  himself. He 
now had over a hundred bucks, be
sides the train ticket. Enough to put 
up a f ron t with Alice.

“ T icke t?” the conductor asked.
Mike pulled it  out of his pocket. 

Something f lu t te red  to the floor. The 
conductor tore a piece off his t ick
et, then picked the card up.

“You dropped this,” he said, g rin 
ning oddly.

Mike frowned at it.
“Keiwin and March. Funeral D i

rectors. ‘The Service Supreme,’ ” he 
read.

He shrugged and flicked it  on the 
floor again. As he did so he noticed 
that the woman across from him was 
watching him closely. She wore a 
mannish grey suit, had s tra igh t iron- 
grey hair, and biting eagle-eyes.

H er  hard  look annoyed him. He 
gave her back a slitted stare which he 
hoped would make her blush. It 
d idn’t phaze her.

The conductor came back, still 
wearing tha t  silly grin.
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“Say,” he said. “ I th ink you forgot 
to give me the t icket.”

“I ju s t  gave it  to you!” Mike 
snapped.

The conductor grinned slyly. 
“Sure, but—” he got confidential, 

“I  mean h is l” He winked.
“H is?”
“Yeah. You know!”

M IK E  though t fast. So there 
were two of them on this job, 

whatever it  was. Maybe the tall sad
eyed guy forgot to give the other joe 
his ticket. But there had been only 
one ticket in that envelope. Well, 
he’d better be p lenty careful what he 
said. . .

“I thought they took care of it  in 
L. A.,” he said gruffly . “H asn’t he 
got his own ticke t?”

The conductor laughed outright. 
“T h a t’s a hot one! W ell, I ’ll go ask 

about it. I ’m new on th ings like th is .” 
He moved down the aisle, waddling 

like a grotesque duck. Mike watched, 
scowling uneasily; he d idn’t  like this. 

After  a while he dozed off.
His trick eardrums heard blurred 

voices tha t seemed to be half-dream 
and half-real.

“— the cops okayed it in L. A.,” 
one voice said.

“John  Forrest, eh?”
The voices were r igh t over his head 

now.
“Is this h im ? ”
“Yeah.”
A woman’s whisper intruded.
" S h h . H e ’s asleep. The ticke t’s all 

taken care of. I  can’t understand why 
they did it  this way, but I ’m ju s t  fol
lowing up.”

“Sure. W e  understand.”
“Better  not talk about it any more.” 
“Okay, lady. No use rubbing it  in, 

eh?”
“Right. T h ey ’ll pick him up in New 

York. . .”
T h e  vo ice s  m elted  a w a y .  . .

f  I K E ’S brain churned feverish
ly. W h a t  the hell did all this 

mean, anyway?
The cops okayed it. Okayed what? 

Okayed Mike’s leaving the city, of 
course!

John Forrest. I ’m fo llow ing  up. 
P ick  h im  up in  N e w  Y o rk . , ,

T h a t  added up to only one thing. 
T hey  were on to him! T hey  had 
found out some way tha t  he had 
rubbed out John  F o rres t  and they 
were playing some kind of a game to 
make him give himself away. T hen  
they  would nab him in New York!

His hand shook as he mopped his 
forehead with a handkerchief. F u n 
ny. Mike had nerves like steel. T h a t  
was because he had no conscience, 
they used to say.

His eardrums created a terrible 
roaring inside his head, like Niagara. 
I t  made it  hard  to th ink  straight. But 
he had  to th ink! He had to figure  
this out—find out ju s t  how much 
they knew, and whether he ought to 
stick to the tra in  all the way to New 
York, or take it on the lam at the 
next stop.

H ow  did they trace him? F inger
prints? B u t he d idn 't  touch anyth ing  
that would take prints, except—

He sweated, remembering.
T here  was one thing. J u s t  as he 

was crawling out tha t  back window 
onto the fire-escape, the phonograph 
s tarted  acting up. I t  had caught in 
one groove, and played one note over 
and over, like a police siren.

Forres t  had nicked i t  while he was 
fussing w ith  the machine, to trap 
him. But luckily, it  reached that part 
before he left, and he ran back and 
fixed it.

And he must have left  f ingerprin ts  
on the phonograph! T h a t  missing in 
dex finger again! T h a t  one chunk of 
evidence could send him to the 
chair—

Mike licked his d ry  lips.
T hat hawk-eyed dame. She was 

watching him again. I t  was her vo ice! 
Those icy eyes seemed to stare r igh t 
into his mind. She looked like a lady 
copper.

Of course! T ha t  was it! She was a 
lad}' copper. They  had women cop
pers these days. She was detailed to 
watch him. and that big black bag 
she held on her lap probably had a 
rod in it.

AT T H E  next stop, he decided to 
take it  on the lam. He sauntered 

casually out onto the depot platform. 
Then  he bumped into the conductor. 

“B etter  take your seat,” he ad
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vised. “T hey’re apt to th ink  you left, 
and sell it  again. Lots of people w ant
ing to travel these days, tha t can’t.”

He nodded at somebody behind 
Mike. I t  looked significant. The two 
conductors watched him climb back 
aboard, exchanging knowing smiles.

He tr ied  again at the next station.
This time old eagle-eyes stopped 

him. He was slinking toward the de
pot when he felt  her tap his shoul
der.

“Pardon me,” she coughed. “ I ’d 
like to ask you something.”

Mike sucked in his breath. That 
tap on the shoulder. I t  was a cop
per’s trade mark.

“W hat dya wanna know ?” he asked 
hoarsely.

“Did you know John  Forrest 
w ell?”

M ike’s trick eardrums s tarted  ac t
ing up. He stared at her, gulping,

“No! Never met the guy!"
She nodded.
“I understand. I t  was ju s t  another 

job for you.” H er firm lips cracked 
in a w intry  smile. “Too bad. He was 
a fine man. Loved music. H ad a won
derful record collection. He played 
the piano, you know.”

M ike’s seething mind conjured up 
the vision of those flabby fingers 
moving up and down the keyboard.

“Yeah, I know,” he said huskily. 
Then, to cover up, “Guess everybody 
knew that. He was p re t ty  good."

She nodded, her eyes watching him 
curiously.

Ju st another job. . .
He couldn’t s tand much more of 

this baiting. His nerves were tangled 
up into knots. His ears roared.

W hy d idn’t she get it  over with? 
W hy didn’t she call those two cops 
over, who were lounging warily 
against a baggage truck, watching 
the crowd idly?

“W hy are ya asking all these ques
tions?” he hissed.

“Ju s t  curious,” she said softly. “ I ’m 
Laura Tilscn. I was John  F o rres t’s 
secretary before—before I took my 
present job. He hardly made a move

w ithout me. U nderstand now?”
Mike did. His face tw isted into a 

grimace of defeat as she took his arm, 
when the  conductor yelled. “All 
ab o ard !”

W H E  wheels of the tra in  spun on.
H  Now they were nearly at their 

destination.
M ike’s eyes had black circles 

around them from no sleep. His f in 
gers and toes felt  all numb. H is  mind 
kept roaring on in a monotonous p a t
tern . . .

Laura Tilson, eh? She used to be 
John  F o r re s t’s secretary—-before she 
took her p resent job. Yeah. H er pres
ent job as a slimy copper!

N aturally  she was curious about 
F o rre s t’s killer. She probably sus
pected tha t her boss was connected 
w ith  unsavory activities, being his 
secretary. A nd maybe she liked the 
guy. He had probably paid her plen
ty. So now she was doubly glad to 
pin the rap on his killer!

But w h y  were they le tt ing  him go 
all the way to New York? T here  was 
one possible answer. Som ebody  in 
New York was going to iden tify  him 
—somebody who knew that Mike 
hated F o rre s t’s guts, and that he had 
recently  been paroled from Sing 
Sing.

W ho? There was only one answer 
to that, too.

A lic e . . .
W hen  she found out her husband 

was murdered, she told the cops who 
to trail. And when he arrived there 
she would be waiting with them— 
waiting to send him to the hot seat.

Alice had betrayed him. She who 
had once premised to stick by him 
forever. . .

Somebody woke him from h :s 
harassing nightmare by shaking his 
arm. He blinked up at a spindly guy 
with  glasses and grinning teeth.

“Sorry to bother you, old man—but 
I ’m on the Bugle. I heard about you, 
and I ’d like to get your angle on this 
Forrest  deal. Inhum an in terest stuff, 
eh?" He poked M ike’s ribs playfully.

WATCH FOR "Pad L etter NirVJ” fey Emil Peteja
C O M I N G  S O O N !
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Mike shot to his feet.
“Get the hell away from m e!” he 

snarled. His mind was a thundering  
maelstrom of confusion.

“Okay, okay. Sorry.” The toothy 
reporter backed away hastily.

So Mike d idn’t get any sleep. He 
watched the telephone poles blur by, 
and the metropolis sprout. Mingled 
with the waterfall noise his eardrums 
made, ghost-voices to r tu red  him:-—

The cops okayed i t  in  L . A . T h is  is 
the fellow . No use rubbing i t  in. P ick  
him  up in  N ew  York. H e played  the  
piano, you  know. J u s t another job. 
Inhum an in terest s tuf f .  John  F or
rest.. F orrest. . .

And a sin ister w h i s p e r  that 
brought out cold sweat on M ike’s 
fo rehead :—

“You can’t g e t away w ith  it. . . 
Crime doesn’t pay. .

TH E  tunnel reached its terminus, 
and the tra in  drew in line with 

all the others at Grand Central S ta
tion. T here  was a confused bustle, 
as everybody s tarted  crowding the 
aisle.

Laura Tilson yawned, her hawk- 
eyes meeting Mike’s.

“You m ight as well come along 
with me, young man.” she said mat- 
ter-of-factly. “I ’ll make the final a r
rangements.” She added something 
about “ . . . i f  they had known. . .All 
this unnecessary. . . ”

M ike’s t h u n d e r  i j i g  eardrums 
missed most of it. •

He thought wildly of making a 
run for it. But her sharp eyes were 
on him. The aisle was crowded. And 
she had that ominously big black bag 
handy. . .

H e m oved  a h ead  m e ch an ica lly ,  his 
m u sc le s  s t ra in ed  and  w eak. She 
grab b ed  his arm. S h e  had  a d o m in e er
ing  w ay  ab ou t  her. She  w ould .  A  lady  
co n p er  w ould .

T h ey  th re ad e d  th ro u gh  the crowd, 
and she led him to a small baggage 
room. T h e r e  were four people s tand
ing in it, around an oblong box. It 
looked like a boxed coffin!

The three men were coppers. The 
woman was dressed in black. She 
wore a black veil. too.

M ike’s trapped eyes stared  across 
the room at the woman in black.

T hen  he recognized her.
“Mike,” she whispered huskily. 

H er  face, under the black veil, was 
like chiselled marble.

“A lice!” he cried hoarsely.
This was it!
The roaring i n s i d e  his head 

reached a f iendish pitch. T hen  some
th ing  in him, pent up those days on 
the train, snapped.

“You told them !” he screamed. 
“You helped them set th is  trap  for 
me! The f ingerprin ts  on the  machi..e 
weren’t enough, but what you knew 
convinced them that I killed h im !”

H E  D R E W  back, his hand reach
ing for the rod hidden under 

his coat. His brain was a tormented 
chaos. All he could see was A lice’s 
white face, her s taring  eyes.

“No, Mike! N o !” she cried. 
Snarling, he covered her w ith  his 

gun. His finger loosed hot death.
But one of the cops shot first. 
M ike’s bullet h it the ceiling as he 

sagged to his knees. Sharp pain 
racked his chest. Coughing, he half
rose, took two wild steps toward 
Alice, then fell face down over the 
coffin . . .

Alice sobbed into a black-lace 
handkerchief.

“I loved him. . she babbled. 
Cop Clancey tipped back his cap, 

and rubbed his lean jaw briskly. “ I 
don’t get this at all,” he said. “The 
guy apparen tly  killed Forrest ,  all 
right. B u t the L. A. cops had nothing 
at all on him. N either did we. I ’m 
ju s t  here to check about the  delivery 
of John  F o rre s t’s body to his w id
ow !”

Laura T ilson watched them carry  
the dead killer out, grim-lipped.

“He d idn’t know,” she said stonily. 
“He though t we were all baiting 
him. . . ”

“W h a t ’d you mean by th a t? ” Clan
cey frowned.

“J u s t  th is—he must have found or 
stolen tha t tra in  ticket somewhere. 
And he obviously d idn’t know that 
Kelwin and M arch Funeral Directors 
had given it to the man who was to 
accompany the body of John  Forrest  
to New Y ork!”

(T H E  E N D )
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“Dammit! Stop saying ‘s ir ’ to me. 
L e t’s see your pass papers from 
camp.”

The soldier shuffled  his feet u n 
comfortably. “ I—I haven’t any, sir— 
er—Mr. Donnegan.”

D onnegan’s blue eyes blazed and 
his heavy shoulders came uprigh t 
from the back of the  chair. “You’re 
A W O L —and you come to m e?”

“Yes sir, but—”
“Forge t  the ‘sir’ and the ‘Mr. Don

negan’. W h y  did  you come to me? 
I ’m only a private dick. I  work for 
peanuts.”

“ I can't even pay you that, si— 
Mike. I ju s t  know that you’re a vet 
from the last war and have helped a 
lotta guys outta  jams in this one. 
You’re rated an okay guy.”

“Fine—fine. I ’m a sap for a G. I. 
in trouble. B u t not for you kid. You 
made your own trouble—being ab
sent w ithout official leave, and then 
coming to me with a tall tale of 
shooting. I ’m a good guy, but I ’m not 
a chump for—”

ST W A S then that the glass in the 
outer office door shattered and a 

heavy object thumped against the 
floor. Donnegan was out of his chair 
and in two leaps had opened the 
private office door. Amid the glass 
fragments was a revolver w ith  a 
small piece of paper tied t igh tly  
about it.

Donnegan disregarded it, opened 
the door and went p lunging down 
the hallway like a fullback bent on 
making the final five yards to goal. 
One elevator ju s t  had closed its door 
and red “Down” ligh t blinked out.

Donnegan s tarted  running down 
the w inding stairs. T here  m ight be 
a chance of meeting the outgoing 
passengers in the lobby. I t  simply 
depended on how many stops the 
elevator made on the way down. . .

He was out of breath, panting like 
a spent horse, when he reached the 
oranate lobby. The revolving doors 
were spinning and released elevator 
passengers streaming into the street.

T ro tting , Donnegan followed them. 
There were many, and no passenger 
looked too suspicious at f irs t glance. 

T hen  Donnegan saw him—Donald

Toole, the Brooklyn hood—star t  cu t
t ing  across the street. H e was walk
ing fast, his head bent against the 
wind, pulling his topcoat close across 
his chest and over his ears.

A black sedan swung out from the 
curb, and Donnegan s tarted  running. 
I t  was a pick-up car. O f  th a t  Donne
gan was sure, especially when it  cut 
d irectly  in f ron t of him and s tarted  
to swerve across the s tree t to reach 
Toole.

I t  d id  not reach Toole in the man
ner tha t  Donnegan had expected. I t  
h i t  him directly am idsh ips ; the left 
rear wheel crossed over his body, the 
car gathered speed—and tu rned  w ith  
the light, vanished around the corner 
of the building.

Donnegan had a brief glance at 
the occupants, and his acute mind au
tomatically registered  the license 
plate of the sedan.

Pedestr ians were screaming and 
others, more bold, were approaching 
the inert form of Toole.

Donnegan went forward on re
luctan t feet. Toole’s fedora hat had 
rolled from his head and lay near his 
r igh t  shoulder. I t  was an ordinary  
hat in many respects, save tha t the 
in terior  and the hairs on Toole’s head 
were covered with feathers—a gray
ish-black type—like a pheasant’s.

O N N E G A N  took a deep breath, 
and retraced his pa th  directly 

into the building, his brow furrowed 
in concentration.

He entered the door w ith  the shat
tered  pane, picked up the revolver 
from the floor and, holding it  in his 
hand, went through to his private of
fice.

The soldier was still there, his 
back turned, looking out of the win
dow and down at the street.

There was a rubber band holding 
the torn p iece  of newspaper to the 
revolver.

Donnegan snapped the band, un
wound the paper, and found nothing 
upon it. I t  was just  the top half of 
the fron t page of The W orld-H erald .

The revolver was empty, but the 
smell of cordite indicated tha t it  had 
been fired recently.

Still carry ing the gun flat in the
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palm of his hand, Donnegan crossed 
silently to the soldier’s side and 
looked down at the crowd ringing 
about the prostra te  Toole. The wail 
of a siren sounded in the distance, 
coming fast.

The soldier had stopped perspiring 
and was deathly pale. W hen  Donne
gan spoke, he started and whirled 
about, his eyes wary.

“ Know him ?” Donnegan nodded, 
inclining his head at the s treet scene 
below.

“Yes—I know him.” The soldier’s 
voice was an expressionless mono
tone.

“W ho?”
“He was the guy that socked the 

pheasant and shot at me when he 
saw me watching from a window 
across the courtyard  in the Brooklyn 
apartment. But why—why did an auto 
run him down? I  was up here, w atch
ing. I saw it all. T h a t  auto was w a it
ing for him to come out of your 
building. Do you th ink the men in it 
thought he was a pal of m ine?”

Donnegan shook his head. “Son, I 
don’t  know what to think. This don 't  
make sense.”

“T h a t’s what I was thinking m y
self, sir—er—Mike.”

Donnegan had been studying the 
torn  half of the newspaper, try ing  to 
concentrate. A bruptly  he s t ra ig h t 
ened. Letters  were circled in various 
headlines—a round circle with a 
numeral in the upper right-hand cor
ner of the circle.

The numbers ran from 1 to 35—a 
simple code.

Donnegan seated himself at his 
desk and his pencil traced the niarier- 
als by successive numbers. The thirty- 
five letters, made on a scratchpad, 
read: D onneganlayofford ieiurngi o - 
ertomps.

r S p H E  S O L D IE R  moved in d o s t  
JS. and peered over Donne^a.i 's 

shoulder. “For a guy in t i ts  c r y p to 
graph section of the A ir  C o rp s  th a t 's  
simple,” he said.

“ I ’m not in cryptograph or the A ir  
Corps,” Donnegan snapped. “But I ’ve 
got it, too, and i t ’s not simple. I t  
reads ‘Donnegan lay off or die turn

G I over to M P ’s.’ W h y  did he want 
you tu rned  over to the M. P ’s?”

“ I don ’t know. I never saw him 
before. And I d idn’t th ink  anyone 
bu t you knew that I was A W O L .” 

“Still.” Donnegan mused. “He 
smashed my door glass to give me 
this w arning—and then got run  down 
by a car—maybe ju s t  because he 
delivered it. J u s t  how hot are you, 
kid?"

The soldier looked startled. “ I ’m 
not—er—hot. I never committed a 
crime in my life. I was ju s t  looking 
for F rannie  when I happened to 
glance from her apartm ent to across 
the apartm ent courtyard—and here 
was this guy taking a sock a t—

“The pheasant,” Donnegan added. 
Then abruptly. “W ho was F rann ie?” 

“My girl before I went into the 
Army,” the soldier said simply. 
“Only I found out in her apartment 
that she had moved.”

" W h a t ! ” Donnegan howled. “You 
broke into a strange apartm ent lock
ing for a missing girl, and while in 
there you saw a man across the 
courtyard sock a pheasant and shoot 
at you?”

“Yes si — er — Mike. That 's  it. 
T h a t ’s all of it. All in a nutshell. 
Only did I mention that the pheas
ant was s tu ffed?"

"You d idn ’t  have to,” Donnegan 
barked. “W hat would a live pheasant 
be doing in a Brooklyn apartm ent?"

“ I d u n n o ; but for that matter why 
should a s tu ffed  one be there? You 
don’t kill pheasants in Brooklyn and 
then have them stuffed  as trophies.” 

Donnegan banged his big fist 
against the desktop. “ I was just
th in k in g ■ •out th at  rriy~k1.f. L e t  us
go t?.he a l a ok at the p h e a san t  that
the g:.\y l;s on the caboose .
Guys do,Vi go arc r ed b a n g in g  t h e n
zv.d i>,z : :alCOUn:t at strappers it
t i io v  a o n . "

" I  d o n ’t w ant no m e re  o f  that place. 
I ;o3t w a n t  to f in d  F r m n i e . ”

wisfCii. in ;w n g  F ra n n ie ts ro t  irit
n er  tan t.”

“ T h e  h ft i it i sn ’t, that is ail im-
p o r la . i t . ”

“ T h e  only im p o rta n t  tl tin.g now,
kid, is to  get 3rou out of thits jam.”
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“ I ’m in no jam.”
“Not much. You’re ju s t  A W O L , 

and broke into and entered an apar t
ment and got involved in a shoot
ing.”

“Well, that isn’t so serious.”

©O N N E G A N  P U T  his feet on 
the desk. “Kid, take a look out 

of the window. I ’ll bet you that a 
morgue wagon and not an ambulance 
is taking tha t  guy away.”

The soldier went unsteadily  across 
the office and looked out of the w in
dow.

He returned, pale-faced, to the 
desk. “Mike, you’re right. The mugs 
in tha t car killed the man. I t ’s the 
morgue, all r igh t .”

Donnegan got up, his face grim. 
He released the safe ty  on the au to 
matic under his armpit, shoved five 
cartridges into the orphan revolver, 
and started to hand it  to the soldier. 
At the last moment, as the soldier’s 
hand was reaching for it, Donnegan 
thought again and dropped i t  into 
the pocket of his topcoat.

“Can you shoot?” said Donnegan. 
“Certainiy.”
“W ell be ready for a quick catch.” 
“W h y ? ”
“This pheasant th ing adds up to 

something —but I ’m not t rusting  my
self with an A W O L  and a funny 
story w ith  a gun to prove it. I ’m a 
soft-hearted guy for a G. I., but I ’m 
not a damned fool. I ’ll carry the 
guns, and you just  s tr ing  along.” 

T h e  soldier looked downcast. 
“Hellamighty, Mike, I don’t  want to 
go back there again w ithout a gun.” 

Donnegan’s eyes were slits. “You 
know I said tha t at times I worked 
for peanuts—and this time was once 
when you d id n ’t  even have the pea
nuts. Well, you had better prove this 
phony tale—and come out w ith  all 
the t ru th —or I won't be playing for 
peanuts.”

“W hadda mean, M ike?”
“J u s t  tha t a G. I ’s hide at this time 

is worth more than peanuts.”
The soldier braced himself. “Even 

after  all this, you don’t believe me? 
Is tha t i t ? ”

“T h a t’s it,” Donnegan said. “W e ’re 
grabbing a taxi for Brooklyn.”

EN R O U T E  T H E  soldier said’: 
“Mike, w hat do you make of 

this? Is i t  two gangs f ighting? And 
what over? A nd what has the pheas
ant to do w ith  it? And why d id  the 
man who was killed try  to kill m e?” 

Donnegan looked moodily out of 
the window and s a id : “ I can’t  answer 
any of those questions, kid. You ju s t  
look out for the M. P ’s. You’re hot— 
both here—and m ilita r ily .”

The soldier ducked low in the  cab 
seat. “You’re a good guy, Mike.” 

“ I ’m a softy  for a soldier in 
trouble.”

“You’re not so soft.”
“Well, I hope not,” Donnegan said 

grimly, “but you’d better  be r igh t 
about this, k id !”

T he  soldier hesitated, then said: 
“Mike, I don’t  care about all this. 
All I  wanted to do was find Frannie .” 

“T h a t’s w hat we are looking for, 
kid,” Donnegan mumbled. “ I  have a 
hunch th a t  when we find out about 
the pheasant we’ll find out about 
Frannie .”

“Aw, she w ouldn’t  have anyth ing  
to do w ith  a gang who killed a man. 
She’s a nice girl, a very nice girl.” 

“Nice girls knock off people at 
times,” said Donnegan, “and ju s t  for 
the hell of it .”

“No. She wouldn’t  be in a th ing 
like this. She’s nice, Mike—very, very 
nice.”

“ So was Eve. Only she ate apples. 
Adam d idn ’t like apples. The whole 
human race hasn’t liked apples since.” 

“No, Mike, no. She’s nice. You 
don’t know Frannie .”

Donnegan looked at the  kid. He 
had belief and s incerity  and t ru s t fu l 
ness in his eyes—the crazy kid. And 
there was guts  there and loyalty  and 
faith—like a kid in love.

“Okay, ju s t  okay, kid,” Donnegan 
said hoarsely, “we’ll find Frannie .” 

“Jeest, Mike,” the kid said thank
fully, “th a t ’s swell!”

Donnegan looked again at the kid, 
then out o f  the window. “Sure i t ’s 
swell, kid, sure. Swell—jus t  swell—I 
hope.”

IT  L O O K E D  like a soft touch 
when they  arrived in Brooklyn. 

The soldier pointed out the a p a r t
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merit house, and they entered through 
the rear entrance.

The soldier led the way to the th ird  
floor, then pointed to a broken win
dow across the courtyard.

“ I was standing there ,” he said, 
“when the shots came from this 
apartment.” He gestured with his 
thumb to A-3.

Donnegan cautiously tried  the knob 
and pushed gently  against the door. 
I t  swung open like the Angel Gabriel 
had blown his horn.

The finger of trepidation raced 
up and down D onnegan’s spine like a 
forewarning of impending doom. This 
was too easy. Shots had been fired 
from this apartment, presumably 
across the courtyard, but no tenant 
had seen fit to report the shooting. 
There were no police, no spectators, 
and the broken window across the 
way obviously had been broken by 
slugs. T h a t  bore out the soldier’s 
story, to a certain extent, but the 
whole set-up was wrong.

I t  narrowed down to the fact— 
simply and concisely-—that every
thing was too easy.

Gun in hand, Donnegan moved into 
the hallway and then into the living 
room.

Upon the mantlepiece above the 
fireplace a b ird  stood on two pigeon- 
toed legs. I t  was a pheasant—an ugly 
sort of gray-black, with only flam- 
bouyant colors showing on the tips 
of its tail feathers—and. under those 
feathers was a ripped hole at least 
twelve inches in diameter.

The apartment was deserted. Don
negan shoulder-holstered his gun and 
reached for the pheasant. He drew it 
down from its inanimate perch and 
plunged his hand under the tali 
feathers. There  were narrow bones, 
held together by harder glue, a stom
ach and breast cavity—but nothing 
else.

Donnegan pushed the pheasant 
above his head, feeling with search
ing fingers of his righ t hand. He was 
helpless, a man who had to make a 
right-handed draw from a left-shoul
dered holster.

As he though t of it later, he must 
have looked ridiculous. There he was, 
holding a s tu ffed  bird a loft and mak

ing it  revolve w ith  every movement 
of his hands. T he  soldier stood near 
the aperture  of the living room and 
hallway, watching with nervous in
terest.

“J u s t  drop it, pal,” tb.e soft voice 
said from the door leading to the 
bedroom. “W hatever it is you're look
ing for, it  isn’t there.”

O il KEG AN turned  slowly. The 
swarthy  man, hatiess and coat

less, was grinning toothily  at him. 
The gun in his hand was not. I t  was 
like a black and round eye, ominous 
and threatening, and too steady. It  
was dead-center and s taying on 
target, which was r ig h t  on Donr.e- 
gan’s heart.

Donnegan estimated &•;tffhees. The 
soldier still in the hallway, was not 
in line of fire. I t  was edds-on that 
the swarthy man did not know of his 
presence. B u t still he was not of any 
help in this predicament. . . .

“P u t  it  down on the floor and pass 
the bird to me,” the swarthy  m~:; 
said. “Ju s t  kick it  across the floor. 
Then get your r igh t hand high 
again. Never lower the left.”

Donnegan bent forward w ith  slow 
caution. This was a tough spot, with 
a left hand high in the air and a 
slowly-descending r igh t hand ren
dered totally  inadequate by an over- 
s tuffed  bird—it made a quick draw 
as entirely impossible as though his 
hand had been covered by a half- 
dozen boxing gloves. Donnegan 
placed the bird on its spindly-legged 
pedestal on the floor and said: “If  
what I ’m looking for isn’t there, why 
do you want i t ? ’’

The toothy grin became broader: 
“J u s t  because i t ’s a pheasant, pal. 
I t ’s valuable. Ju s t  kick it across the 
floor—and we’ll be pals while I 
vamoose and you just  keep them up 
high.”

Donnegan’s toe moved out and pro
pelled the broken specimen across the 
room. Ke was cursing himself for a 
fool, being caught in such a ludicrous 
and futile position when it happened,

“Duck!" the soldier yelled.
Donnegan fell f lat on his face.
The machine gun across the court

yard cut across the walls, chopping
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them and making splinters  fly, until 
i t  moved to the bedroom doorway and 
shot the pheasant to bits and ate i t 
self across the swarthy  smile of the 
man in the doorway.

In the silence tha t followed there 
was the s tif ling  smell of plaster dust 
and the wet odor of a r iddled body.

“Toss the gun,” the soldier said 
from behind his protection of the 
wall. “Toss it!  I  told you this place 
was a shooting gallery.”

“To hell w ith  you—you A W O L ,” 
Donnegan said hoarsely. “I ’m not 
giving you a gun. You seem to know 
too much about this.”

He s tarted  to squirm his way 
across the floor.

“Roll to the wall qu ick!” the sol
dier said.

Donnegan rolled, the gun in his 
pocket and the shoulder holster mak
ing thum ping sounds.

TH E  M A C H IN E  gun cut loose 
again, f irs t  high across the room, 
and then making wooden chips fly 

from the window sill near the wall 
under which Donnegan crouched as 
the gunner fought the up-pull and 
tugged it  f irmly down. The carpet 
jolted, its ridges making holes as it 
rolled—and slugs again knocked the 
pheasant from its prone to an up
r igh t position.

I t  stood there to ttering, wide-eyed 
and innocent, rocking on its narrow 
in-turned legs.

I t  seemed to say: W hat the hell, 
I 've  been k illed  once. A  fe w  more 
blasts can’t harm me.

Donnegan, from his prone position, 
looked at the pheasant. How could 
an inanimate th ing cause such a holo
caust? There was nothing in it. His 
searching fingers had told him that. 
.Still it was the cause of machine gun 
fire and a second death.

About one hundred and ten rounds 
went out—and then the tommy gun 
stilled.

Donnegan went rapidly across the 
floor, hugging close to the wall, until 
he made the tu rn  into the hallway. 
There he stood uprigh t to face the 
soldier. The soldier seemed calmer 
now, some of his paleness gone.

“ I understand this kind of busi

ness,” he said. “Th is  is m y kind of 
business—guns and bullets. I want to 
take a hand. Give me tha t  revolver.” 

Donnegan said: “H ow much guts,
k id?”

“ E nough?” the soldier said from 
deep in his chest. “You remember all 
I was doing when this th ing  s tarted  
was looking for Frannie .”

“ Enough guts to go into tha t apart
ment where the tommy went o f f?” 
Donnegan asked.

“Sure. W hy  no t?”
Donnegan, stony-faced, passed over 

the revolver. “T r ig g er  twice, kid,” 
he said. “She’s only holding five. 
The hammer’s f irs t  drop is s tr ic tly  
one for Sweeney.”

“The second drop,” the soldier said, 
“is str ic tly  for sure.”

Donegan stared at the soldier. “W e 
used to have an expression af te r  a 
buddy was killed and we had a Heinie 
in our sights tha t ‘This is for sure.’ 
Is tha t what you mean?”

The soldier’s face hardened. “ I 
came to you today for help. You did 
okay in the last war. Do you guys 
th ink you got a patent on ‘This is for 
Sure,’ or do you th ink  we're fooling 
in this one? I ’ve said tha t  a lot of 
times in this one—and I meant it 
every time. W e going into tha t 
apartm ent?”

WjBkONNEGAN drew a long breath. 
J£L&' T h is  was something entirely 
d ifferen t than the soldier he had f irst 
seen in his office. The kid seemed 
keen-eyed, on-his-toes, and danger
ous. And he knew how to handle a 
gun. He had triggered  once, muzzle 
down, against the floor. Mow there 
was a cartridge under the hammer.

They  went out the door and into the 
hallway. I t  was strangely deserted. 
There were no curious heads poking 
from partly-opened doorways, no 
frightened faces—nothing to denote 
tha t a machine gun had emptied a 
drum twice—suffic ient racket in it
self to raise the dead.

The heel of Donnegan’s boot 
kicked open two apartment doors. 
Both apartm ents were deserted.

T hey  went down under the area
way, crossing under the corridor, and 
into the adjoining apartments.
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Guns in hand they cautiously ap
proached the th ird  floor.

Donnegan was in the lead. He felt 
the pain in his shoulder ju s t  before 
hearing the sharp bark of the auto
matic. I t  was triggered  three times 
as he threw  himself backwards 
around the bend.

The soldier pu t a nonchalant hand 
through a hole in the sleeve of his 
coat.

“Nice shooting, considering it  
came from an angle,” he said almost 
conversationally. “How about you, 
Mike?”

Donnegan drew his r igh t  hand 
away from his shoulder, and it  came 
away crimson-stained.

“H urt  much?” the kid asked.
“You know damn well it  doesn’t 

yet,” Donnegan growled. “The 
nerves are still shocked. B u t  i t ’s 
going to—and soon.”

The soldier considered that, and 
said: “ I was sorta figuring on that. 
W e got to move in fast and get these 
mugs—but I don ’t  know why we’re 
shooting at them  or th ey ’re shooting 
at us. B u t they’re also saying: ‘And 
this is for sure.’ A nybody can see 
that whoever they  are they ain’t  just 
shooting for peanuts.”

“I ’ll go in low,” Donnegan said, 
“and you cover tha t door with fire 
until I  reach it .”

The soldier shook his head. “ I 
know this apartm ent house. Frannie  
used to live in the apartm ent that

the men are in now. A flanking at
tack seems to be in order, th rough  
connecting rooms. I know how to get 
to them. I f  you hear shooting come 
in low and quick—stra igh t  for the 
door.”

He backed to a door to the right, 
tw isted  the knob and the door swung 
open.

“Listen, kid,” Donnegan said. “ I ’m 
boss here and you’ll do as I say 
and—”

The door slammed shut—loudly— 
and D unnegan cursed himself again. 
These apartments, too—save for the 
one tha t had become a shooting gal
lery—were unoccupied. For possibly 
an entire double wing of an apar t
ment house to be vacant save for two 
apartments tha t  fron ted  upon each 
other suggested only six things.

And that was: F irs t ,  an immense 
sum of money being involved; sec
ondly, one party  wanted the privacy 
and the opportun ity  to watch all ac
tions of the second; th ird ly , only a 
realtor could achieve such a s itua
tion; fourth, the  realtor was aligned 
w ith  killers, and, fifth, the soldier, 
simply looking for his girl, had set 
off the fireworks.

The sixth contingency was far 
more ominous: The girl, Frannie, 
was involved.

Pa in  th rough  D onnegan’s shoulder 
rocked him with  sudden intensity.

B u t only one though t was upper
most in his mind:

I f  a G. I. though t enough of a girl

Mustang Marshall encoun- 

ters a  hidden opponent, 

whose craft i s  more deadly  
than bullets!

R A I N B O W  T R A I L
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to  go A W O L  jus t  to see her, he 
shouldn’t  ever discover tha t  she was 
hooked up in anything as d ir ty  as 
th is  seemed to be. The kid had 
enough troubles and eventually 
would have many more. T here  was 
no sense in p iling  more of them on 
at this time.

He abruptly  wheeled and entered 
through the door th rough  which the 
kid had disappeared.

There were three doors all open 
and connecting and all engulfed in 
an atmosphere of silence.

Rocking with  pain, Donnegan 
w ent forward, slowly, like a wary 
man on point in the infantry. The 
blast m ight come from any direc
tion. . .

I t  was in the fourth  room that he 
found the k id ’s overseas cap, the re
volver and the blood.

The apartm ent was furnished and 
looked comfortable enough save for 
the bullet-shattered window.

A trail of smeared blood drops led 
d irec tly  across the carpet, as if a 
bleeding body had been pulled over 
it, and th rough  the far door leading 
to a bedroom.

I j&ONNEGAN went far to the left  
of the door and approached it 

from the protection of the inner wall. 
W hen  he touched the knob and 
turned it the slug smashed through  
the door where his chest should have 
been had he been standing directly 
before it.

Again i t  was the sharp bark of an 
automatic, possibly a .45.

Donnegan calculated rapidly. Ob
viously there  was no ammunition for 
the machine gun. The assassin had 
fired two drums, meaning that he had 
had to carry one extra. I t  was 
doubtful, for a man relying on a ma
chine gun, to carry  extra  rounds of 
ordinary cartridges. The usual .45 
carried only six rounds, and four 
had been fired. Two were left. . . 
two on which to gamble a k id ’s life 
. . . two on which to make a dead 
pheasant talk. . .

The p h e a sa n t . . . the p h e a sa n t . . . 
the words s tarted  to chant like a 
d irge  th rough  Donnegan’s brain. The 
answer to the problem wasn 't  here

bu t  lay somewhere w ith  tha t shot-to- 
hell stuffed pheasant. . .

He fired at the lock on the door 
and drew back along the wall be
fore the high re tu rn  shot sounded. 
Then, taking a chance on the k id’s 
life, he fired twice in rapid succes
sion at  the lock. The door gave and 
swung back on its hinges.

The shot came w histl ing  on a low 
angle where a m an’s body diving at 
the door ordinarily  would be. Don
negan stepped brazenly from behind 
the protection of the wall and kicked 
the door open.

The kid was in the middle of the 
floor. Blood oozed from his head 
from a scalp cut. Possibly there  was 
a concussion, but th a t  was immate
rial now. He hadn’t  been shot but 
s truck down by a blow on the head.

W h a t  was im portant was the clos
ing door leading to the hallway.

Donnegan reversed his route until 
he was d irec tly  in the hallway 
whence he had come. Below him on 
the stairway leading to the adjoining 
apartm ent the swift beating of f ran 
tic feet sounded.

G rinning wryly, Donnegan tro tted  
on tiptoe in pursuit. He could hear 
the feet beating faster and faster in 
absolute flight.

They  died out at the apartm ent of 
the pheasant. Donnegan’s did not 
die out. Pain  racking his shoulder 
w ith  each jouncing step he drove his 
legs forward and th rew  his firm 
shoulder against the door.

I t  shattered, fell from its upper 
hinge, a n d  Donnegan tumbled 
through  the narrow opening.

T he  belated shots a t the door were 
surprising. He would have vowed— 
from the frantic  movements of the 
man alone—that he was unarmed.

He kept rolling as he s truck  the 
floor and instinctively and au tom ati
cally fired twice in the d irection 
from which the shots had come.

T here  was a gurg ling  cry, quickly 
th ro ttled  off, and the loud thump of 
an inert  body falling.

Donnegan rose warily  but quickly. 
One man was frantically  d igging at 
the r iddled pheasant. A na tti ly  
dressed man, who had fallen for
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ward, lay w ith  a h a t  over his face 
flat against the rug. A wisp of smoke 
still curled from the small revolver 
tha t was inches from his outflung 
r igh t  hand.

“L e t’s stop it ,” Donnegan rasped at 
the coatless man tugging  at the be
draggled pheasant. "Do you want to 
be shot too?”

The man turned, his heavy shoul
ders seeming to swing under the lash 
of a whip. His jowls were wobbling 
and his eyes set in a desperate stare.

“Don’t  shoot!” he whimpered. 
“Don’t shoot! I haven't any gun. I  
haven’t  hu r t  anybody. I never h u r t  
anybody. You—you see, I haven’t 
any gun. You can have the Plebe. 
I t ’s—it’s worth a million bucks cold 
cash even cut up. Can’t  we make a 
deal? You—you see I  haven’t any 
gun. I—I ’m a r igh t guy.”

Donnegan looked at him w ith  con
tempt. He knew the gibbering cow
ard—Rocco, a tough guy, a bad guy, 
when he had a gun in his hand.

“You punks are all the same,” 
Donnegan rasped. “Catch you in a 
t igh t  spot and you beg for mercy. 
W h y  d idn’t you count my shots, Roc
co? T h e re ’s been five—there’s only 
one left.”

“A w h !” the growl tha t  came from 
Rocco was the inaudible throating 
of an animal tha t had had a last-min
ute reprieve. One shot—only one—

why almost anyone could gamble on 
that. . .

“But i t ’s going to be for sure,” 
Donnegan said.

“Sure—sure,” Rocco said, almost 
calmly. His eyes had grown crafty.

“S ta r t  ta lk ing.” Donnegan thought 
th a t  he knew the answers, bu t veri
fication solved many loose ends.

“Well, i t  was this way,” Rocco 
said from the side of his mouth. He 
jerked a thumb at the corpse on the 
floor. “T h a t’s J im  A rnold  you 
plugged. He was s tr ic t ly  legit. 
Owned a lot of p roperty  and n igh t
clubs. O nly  he got in some trouble 
someway about taxes. He was caught 
w ith  the shorts.”

“He owned this build ing?”

MOCCO was sidling forward.
“Sure. He got everybody r igh t 

out of here ju s t  so Toole and me and 
Too thy  could watch this apartment. 
W e been watching it  for three days 
now. W e knew somebody would 
have to come for the Plebe diamond. 
And we was sure tha t it  was here.” 

“W h y ? ”
Rocco’s big shoulders were s ta r t 

ing to sway and Donnegan noticed 
the tenseness of his legs, like a tiger 
ready to spring.

“Well, there was a dame—Fran- 
nie something or other—that  was 
running  around w ith  a slick diamond 
heister named Gilbert who lived here.

T E X  C O M PLETE W E ST E R X  ST O R IE S

wIh e Great Marpane”
B y  T. W . FO R D

''Funeral O’Neill’s Trigger Trap”
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F A M O U S  W E ST E R N
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She was in love with some mug who’s 
been overseas about three years. She 
wanted to have a lit t le  stake when 
he came back. She and this Gilbert 
were s tr ic t ly  business partners. B u t 
they were partners in the society 
heist racket."

“W ere—did you say 'were '?” Don- 
negan said ominously.

“Sure, pal, sure. T h a t ’s why Toole 
ge t  hit by a auto today. He made 
her talk. He was ju s t  coming tor it  
when lie tu rns  around and sees this 
lug of a soldier standing at the win- 
dov/ of her old apartment. The damn 
fool s tarted shooting.”

"I  heard that.”
“ Well, Toothy had told the boss 

and me about Toole knowing some
thing and figgering on a solo. W hen 
we heard the shots from out in the 
street, we were tailing Toole while 
he tailed the soldier to your office. 
W e were ready to put him on the 
spot w ith  slugs. B u t he made it  
easier. He came like a jaywalker 
r igh t across the street. Our car 
sorta bumped into him."

Donnegan was th inking rapidly. 
The Plebe diamond—almost as fam
ous and large as the Hope diamond— 
had bean missing almost two weeks. 
I t  had been in necklace form and re
moved from its owner's neck at a 
society function. The necklace had 
been discarded in the s tree t—the 
huge diamond missing.

I t  wouldn’t do for the soldier to 
know that his F rannie  was involved 
in anything as sordid as th is .  A fter  
all, the dame had gone overboard for 
him in her own queer sort of way. 
She had been a decent sort, of 
sorts. . .

“W h a t  happened to F rann ie?” 
Donnegan rasped.

Rocco shuffled a few more steps 
forward. “No kidding, boss, we were 
waiting to put the screws on Gilbert 
and make him talk. You know—le
gitimate highjacking in our trade— 
when he falls dead for no reason 
atall in a theater lobby. Heart, the 
coroner said. So the boss had Toole 
and Toothy and me grab the girl.”

“W h a t  happened to her?”
“Boss, no kidding,” Rocco said, hi# 

voice bold and his lit t le  eyes riveted

on Donnegan 's wounded shoulder, 
“she jum ped outta  our car and off 
the Queensboro bridge. I t ’s a long 
ways down,”

Donnegan’s lips curled. He was 
watching Rocco’s feet, deliberately 
leaving him come forward. W ith  
Rocco removed there could be no 
witness against Frannie. W ith  A r
nold dead and Gilbert dead, the key- 
men; and Toole, T oothy  and Rocco, 
the violent toys of idiots, also dead, 
the recovery of the diamond could be 
laid to the gang strife. T here  m ight 
even be a reward for the soldier for 
s tumbling upon the case. F rann ie’s 
death eventually would come out and 
be laid to an accident.

“Toothy was waiting  for me here,” 
Donnegan reminded.

Rocco grinned. “He heard the 
news broadcast about Toole dying in 
the street. Maybe the guy did figure 
he was going to take a bump, maybe 
he d id  want to leave a clue to the 
Plebe. W hy  else the feathers in his 
ha t?”

t jAONNEGAN deliberately moved 
S' out and around Rocco and 
reached for the pheasant w ith  his 

stiffening left  arm. He pulled at the 
head and his thumb and forefinger 
snapped loose the  glued bills.

I t  was there, gleaming blue and en
ticing in the afternoon sunligh t—the 
Plebe.

Donnegan heard Rocco’s indrawn 
breath, heavy w ith  avarice.

The tim ing was perfect. Donnegan 
turned, gun low and pointed upward, 
jus t  as Rocco leaped.

The shot seemed to stop him in 
midair, and then he fell almost 
s tra igh t downward.

Donnegan blew upon his smoking 
empty gun, pulled the diamond from 
the pheasant’s mouth, and opined to 
himself tha t it  was time to help the 
injured soldier.

“And th a t ’s for sure,” he said 
aloud, “in this war or any other war.” 
The staring eyes and open mouth of 
Rocco seemed to silently re-echo the 
vengeance creed of m ili tary  men: 

“And tha t’s for sure.”

T H E  EN D
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D ann y G a r r e t t  h a d  k n o w n  th is g ir l M arjorie  w e ll  en ou gh  to  b e  su re  sh e  
h a d n 't c o m m itted  su ic id e . But th a t o n ly  s e e m e d  to  b e  pu ttin g  a  ro p e  a r o u n d  

the n e c k  of the m a n  h e  k n e w  c o u ld  n e v e r  h a v e  k ille d  h er/

ANN Y  G A R R E T T  had never 
known the girl well. B u t he 
knew her name, and she had 

spoken to him once or twice, and 
really—he had never told anyone 
this—he knew more about her than 
anyone would have ever dreamed. 
T h a t  is, even though he did not 
know her well personally, he could 
have told you a great deal about her 
from things she had w ritten .

Because she was a 
girl writer, and she did 
stories for the fiction 
magazines you saw ev
erywhere on the news
stands. H er name was 
Marjorie Ann Bennett, 
and he remembered how 
often he'd seen titles 
with her name beneath 
them. Ju s t  this past 
week, for instance.

I t  had been a m a g a 
zine called Sw eetheart 
Saras, and printed on 
the cover had been Iter 
name beneath a t i t l e :
“D on’t Say G oodbye.” He remem 
bered another one, a m ag az in e  called 
H eart-throbs. H er name had appeared 
on that cover, too. “A complete short 
novel by Marjorie Ann Bennett . . . 
A rm y  Girl.”

Danny thought he would have nev
er admitted the fact, to anyone, had 
read some of her stuff. He had read 
it in the beginning because he had 
been proud to know a real girl w ri t
er; and then, later, he had continued 
picking up magazines with her name 
on the cover because she was good. 
There was a nostalgic sweetness to 
her w riting  tha t caught the k id ’s fa 
vor. Danny himself was an em otion
al kid, though his two detective 
f r i e n d  s—Mike Ryan and Slug 
O 'Donnell—never would have sus
pected it. He saw glamour and ro 
mance in everyday things. He got a 
kick out of just  wajking down the 
street on a sunny day and hearing a 
bird chirp merrily  somewhere on a 
window ledge.

B ut mainly it  had been swell know
ing M arjorie A nn Bennett, having 
her say hello to him as she passed 
his house once in awhile on a warm 
summer’s evening. Sometimes she 
would be with a tall, blond-haired 
fellow who was almost as s tr ik ing  as 
those guys you saw in the A rrow 
collar ads. T hey  were both quite 
young, and M arjorie would wave to 
Danny as they passed his porch.

And then, later tha t  
summer, they went past 
one evening and the 
blond young man was 
in uniform. So he was 
in the army now. Dan
ny though t M arjorie 
seeemed very proud as 
she clung to the young 
m an’s arm.

The next morning 
D a n n y  happened to 
bump into her at the 
corner newsstand. M ar
jorie had three or four 
new magazines under 
her arm. She was dark- 

eyed. and her hair was brown, and 
she had a sweet, b r igh t  face. I t  
s truck Danny that she was every bit 
as p re t ty  as the girls on the covers 
of the maagzines that carried her 
stories.

H E  told Danny about the un i
form. She was a li t t le  breathless 

arid excited. “His name is Bill A n 
derson. H e ’s going away tonight. I  
w.m’t see him for a whole year, per
haps.”

“ Is he a writer, too?” Danny asked. 
M arjorie shook her head. “No, 

B ill’s a reader in a publishing house 
downtown. T h a t’s how I happened to 
mee. him. O f course, now, he has to 
give up his job. . . . ’*

Danny indicated one of the maga
zines the girl was carrying. “ I read 
that one last n ight,” he told her. “I ’ll 
N ever Go A w a y .” He smiled. “T hat  
was a swell story. I t  really was.” 

T he  g ir l’s brigh t f/ice s tudied his 
seriously. “You really th ink so, D an
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ny? I mean, don’t  say i t  was if you 
d idn’t like i t .  . .

“ I t  was!” he said.
A nd she said warmly, “Thanks. 

T ha t  helps a lot.” And as she left 
the store he saw the ligh t tha t was 
in her eyes. She was very happy be
cause he had paid her tha t compli
ment.

could understand. Often, he 
had seen a l igh t tu rned  on in her 
third-floor room late a t night. And 
with the windows open he had often 
heard the clack-clack  of her type
writer. He guessed a person m ust get 
pretty  lonesome, s itting  there all 
alone into the wee small hours, w r i t 
ing.

And so to tell her he had liked one 
of her stories must have pleased her 
greatly.

The next night it was raining. L i t 
tle t raff ic  moved, and there was a 
slight chill aloi.g with the downpour 
and no one was on the streets. I t  was 
u t te r ly  dismal having weather like 
this in the midst of summer. Danny 
went to a movie, and he was re tu rn 
ing home near eleven o’clock when 
he just happened to see M arjorie’s 
soldier boy-friend hu rry ing  down 
the street. He wore a slicker coat, the 
collar tu rned  up against the blowing 
rain. But it  was him, all r igh t .  . . 
the same blond hair, the clean-cut 
features. Danny saw him catch a bus 
at the corner.

Danny thought, “I guess he d idn’t 
have to leave for camp until to
night.”

I t  was going to be pre tty  lonesome 
f< Marjorie, with het boy-friend 
gone for a whole year. Danny f ig 
ured maybe he could talk to her once 
in a while, sort of cheer her up.

But the next morning he knew that 
no one was going to ralk to Marjorie 
again, ever.

She was dead.

ST  W A S eight o’clock, and a crowd 
had gathered around the steps of 

the house only a few doors away 
from D anny’s own. The rain had 
stopped sometime during  the night, 
but the sky was gray and overcast. 
I t  was still chilly.

Danny G arre tt  gave a s ta r t  when 
he came down the steps and he saw 
two police cars drawn up to the curb 
at M arjorie’s house. He hu rr ied  th a t  
way. He pushed through the crowd 
and climbed the brown-stone steps.

A heavy-set officer blocked his 
way. Danny had never seen the cop
per before, and thus he w asn’t recog
nized.

“W h a t  happened?” Danny asked.
“Scram, kid. . . ” the  cop s tarted  

to say.
“W ait  a m inute ,” Danny raced on. 

“ I ’m Danny Garrett. Maybe I  know 
some of the men who are here . . . ”

T he  off icer’s entire m a n n e r  
changed. He said quickly, “Danny 
G arre tt!  Sure, kid you can go up. 
Mike Ryan and some guys from 
headquarters are here.”

Danny stared.
I f  Mike Ryan was here, then it  

meant a homicide. . .
H asked tensely, “Did somebody 

get shot or som eth ing?”
The officer nodded. “I guess so! 

A dame pulled the D utch.”
“W h o ?”
“Some writer  dame, kid. I guess 

maybe them m a g a z i n e s  vVouldn’t 
buy her stuff, an’ she got discour
aged.”

Danny felt ill as he went into the 
house.

* *

HE  C L IM B E D  t h e  carpeted 
stairs, and there was an em pti

ness now in the p it of his stomach. 
His ordinarily  b righ t blue eyes were 
dull. H is  red hair was bared as, 
reaching the third-floor landing, he 
stood with his cap in his hand and 
looked in the doorway of her room.

Mike Ryan was there, all r ig h t ;  
Mike and Slug both.

Ryan was a big, hard  l ieutenant of 
detectives who looked so much like 
a typical f la tfoot tha t no one ever 
took him for one. T here  was always 
a derby perched half back on his big 
head, and the stub of a cigar jammed 
into his mouth.

Mike Ryan was talking to a thin 
beanpole of a man and a couple of 
other detectives. The thin one was 
Slug O ’Donnell. Danny Garrett, the
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top-flight kid detective well-known 
in New York City, had known his 
two detective friends for  several 
years now. I t  had all s tarted  when 
Danny was a shoe-shine kid down 
near Center Street headquarters.

One day, because the kid had a 
quick eye and a sharp, a lert brain, 
he hau helped Mike Ryan and 
O ’Donnell bag a killer. And that had 
been the start  of an association that 
had benefitted both Danny Garrett 
ant'! his two friends. For the kid had 
an uncanny ability for spotting 
crime clues. He was somewhat of a 
phenomenon, considering that he 
v.'-js not quite fourteen years of age. 
His r u ’ffi had been in the papers; he 
wore ei. honorary police shield be
neath Ills light jacket.

And, ordinarily, lie would have 
been anxious to pur h into this room 
of death and investigate. But now, 
seeing what was there near the front 
vri low, he held back, stunned.

There was a desk near the front 
window. And there was a portable 
typew rite r  and books and scattered 
manuscript paper. And there was 
Marjorie A nn Bennett, with her 
head resting on her left arm, like. . 
like a lit t le  girl asleep, Danny 
thought. Her r igh t arm dangled 
downward beside the chair.

Danny saw the dark-stained mark 
on the r igh t temple, and he shud
dered. T here  were powder burns 
around the gun wound. He did not 
see any gun nearby, though.

And then he saw that Slug O ’Don- 
nc-11 was holding a weapon in his 
hand, a gun partially covered by a 
clean handkerchief. A t the same 
time, the two detectives saw Danny 
Cgrvett standing in the doorway.

K ike  Ryan said, “A.bout time you 
shoved  up, kid. Here you have a su i
cide r igh t  next door to you. and 
you're still in b e d !”

^••Tp V A N ’S easy kidding had no ef- 
feet today; Danny moved slow

ly into the room and he was tw ist
ing his cap in his hands.

“Suicide?” he said quietly. His 
gaze kept going to tha t still, slim 
figure slumped over the w riting  
desk.

“Yeah,” Mike Ryan said matter-of-

factly. T hen  his eyes suddenly nar
rowed on Danny. “Don’t  tell us 
you’re walking r igh t  in here cold and 
saying i t ’s anyth ing  else b u t !” 

“No,” Danny said slowly, “ I ’m not 
try ing  to tell you anyth ing .”

“You know her?” Slug asked. 
Danny nodded. “A l i t t le ;  she was 

a nice girl.” He almost added that 
she was a fins writer, too, but he 
caught himself. Guys like Ryan and 
Slug w ouldn’t understand  about him 
reading love s tories; they  m ight 
th ink he was a sissy. T h a t  wasn’t 
why he had liked M arjorie’s stories. 
I t  was ju s t  that the w riting  itself ex
pressed the g ir l ’s own character. I t  
ha 1 been fine and delicate, and yet 
with a deep, warm feeling. . .

He nodded to the gun in O ’Don- 
nt-ir- palm. “ Is tha t  the weapon. . .

Slug jerked his head. “Yep. One 
shot fired. W e  picked it  up off  the 
floor, ju s t  below her hand.” He in
dicated the g ir l’s lifeless, dangling 
arm.

“How can you be sure  i t ’s suicide?” 
Danny demanded.

He asked these questions mechan
ically. He was really not th inking 
about the gun or the other men in 
the room or anything like that. His 
mind burned with a single th ing ;  
she was dead. She had been a fine 
girl, and she had talked to him once 
in awhile, and she had been pleased 
when he ccmplir.wwed p ; r  on her 
stories.

Ryan was s a y i n g  something. 
“W e ’ve talked to the landlady,” he 
explained. “M arjorie B ennett  was 
heme all evening, working, the land
lady says. Mrs. M urphy  says she 
heard her typing when she came in 
from the movies, about m idnight.” 

“Mrs. M urphy is the land lady?” 
Ryan noddec, “Yeah, and she says 

she went r igh t  to bed. Never heard 
the shot or anything. But Marjorie 
had told her at s u p p e r  last 
n igh t  to be sure and call her early 
this morning. T h a t ’s when Mrs. M ur
phy  discovered she had done the 
Dutch. She came in here and found 
her. . .l ike this.”

Danny asked again, “You’re certain, 
then, th a t  i t ’s su icide?”

“Come here,” said Ryan, and he
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led the way to the desk near the w in
dow.

T here  was a sheet of 8 x 11 type 
w riter paper in the machine, and on 
this typew ritten  words stood out 
starkly. “Read it,” prom pted Mike 
Ryan. He took the stub of cigar out 
of his mouth, put it  back again. His 
jaw was grim.

Danny read the words typed on 
the sheet of paper tha t was still in 
the machine:—

“Bill, darling:
A fte r  what you said tonight, 

I ’m afraid I can’t  go on. I had 
planned on so much. . .our wed
ding, tha t little  place up in Con
necticut, everyth ing . You say 
you will only be away a year. 
Bill, it  m ight be tha t you will 
be gone. . .fore r! I had hoped 
for so much. W e were to be m ar
ried next Thursday , remember?

I can’t go on. Perhaps I was 
built up to a terr if ic  letdown. I 
can’t take it. Please forgive me, 
darling. This is good-by. .

Danny read the words, and some
how his vision b lurred  a little as he 
saw something. M arjorie’s head, 
cradled on her left arm, so near tha t  
same typewriter. H er curly dark 
hair, with a bit of her smooth white 
neck visible beneath. He tu rned  
away. . . .

“W e ’ve been talking to that land
lady and her sister who lives with 
her.” Ryan went on. “Marjorie Ben
nett  lived here alone. She’s got a 
b rother somewhere in California, 
and we’re try ing  to locate him. 
W e ’ve learned that M arjorie had a 
boy-friend named Bill Anderson. I 
guess the two of them were going to 
get married. But this Bill Anderson 
was drafted recently, and last n igh t 
he was called away to camp for 
tra ining.” He nodded to the note in 
the typewriter. “So I guess the girl 
got discouraged. W om en are funny 
that way; you never can tell what 
they might do.”

T hey  were in te rrup ted  by the a r 
rival of the medical examiner. Mike 
Ryan told him, “J u s t  a routine ex
amination, doc. W e ’ve checked the 
place carefully. T here ’s no evidence 
that i t ’s anything but suicide.”

Danny w ent out to the hallway. He 
sat down on the steps and waited, his 
chin cupped in his hands. He was 
thinking. H e  heard Mike Ryan and 
Slug go down the hall. T hey  were 
ta lk ing to a woman at the  back of 
the hall. The landlady. Danny heard 
her saying, “No, she was alone all 
evening. T here  was no one here to 
see her a t  all. T h a t  young man who 
always called on her went away the 
n igh t before. He went away to 
camp. . . . ”

Dany jum ped to his feet. H e re 
membered last night. The rain  beat
ing down, a man going down the 
s treet w ith  his slicker collar drawn 
up about his chin. A young man with 
sandy blond hair .  . .

ME  H U R R IE D  back along the 
hall and paused before the 

room door. He saw the landlady in
side, a short, th in  woman w ith  wide, 
excited eyes. H e  called, “M ike?” 

Ryan, a t the tone of D anny’s voice, 
le f t  the room. The kid  drew him to 
one side. He said, “Mike, tha t  fellow 
Bill Anderson—M arjo r ie ’s friend— 
was here last n ig h t !”

Ryan frowned, s taring  at Danny. 
“You’re su re?”

“I saw him ju s t  leaving this house
and heading for a bus a t  the cor-
„ yi ner.

Mike Ryan went quickly down the 
hall to the room where the  medical 
examiner had been making his exam
ination. The doctor was just  coming 
out, looking for Ryan himself.

Mike Ryan said, “W ell, what did 
you find o u t?”

The medical examiner shrugged. 
“Nothing unusual. The revolver 
you found there in the room was ob
viously the weapon used. W e can 
check on the slug as soon as we get 
h_r down to the morgue. I t  was held 
close to her head. I figure she shot 
herself  sometime last n igh t.  . .say 
about eight or ten  hours ago.”

Danny gave a start. He saw Mike 
Ryan looking at  him. “W h a t  is it. 
k id ?” his friend  asked.

But Danny was looking at  the doc
tor. “T h a t  would make the time of 
her death between ten last  n igh t  and 
m idn igh t?” he asked quietly.

The medical examiner nodded.
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“Approximately. O f course you can’t 
pin a th ing  like that down to the  ex
act hour. But I w ou 'd  say she died 
before m idnight.”

Danny met R yan’s in tent gaze. 
The detective was nodding, as 
though  he read the though t tha t 
flashed through the k id ’s mind.

“The landlady says she heard her 
typ in g  at m idn igh t!” the big detec
tive exclaimed.

“ Yes,” Danny agreed.
“As I said,” the medical examiner 

pointed out, “s ta ting  the exact time 
of death is a hard th ing  to do. But I 
f, 1 almost positive that the girl 
m ust have been dead before m id
n ight.”

Slug O ’Donnell had come out of 
the room and was listening. “L e t’s 
talk to that landlady again,” he sug
gested.

F irst ,  they had to wait while a t 
tendants from the morgue removed 
the g ir l’s body. They  drew Danny 
aside, seeing the white tenseness of 
his face, the way he looked at the 
girl as she was carried past him. 
T hen  the room was suddenly desert
ed, and Ryan and Slug were down 
the hall. Danny stepped slowly 
across the threshold. There was a 
delicate fragrance to the room, of 
which he was conscious. He remem
bered it  was a t T-pe of perfume that 
M arjorie used; he recalled the 
haunting scent from the various 
times he had valked to her.

He moved quietly  about the room, 
and finally he paused before the 
desk where she had always worked. 
He noted the pile of manuscript 
copy near the typewriter.

He picked up a few top pages. 
Each white sheet was accompanied 
by a yellow carbon copy. He read 
some of it. I t  was her copy, all right. 
He recalled the way she phrased 
words in some of the published sto
ries he had read. The style was the 
same.

He reached for another sheet. He 
had to thumb through  a number of 
pages before he found the one that 
folowed the sheet he’d been reading. 
He frowned. All the numbered pages 
were in disorder. He started swiftly 
searching through the pile.

A nd  down at the bottom he found 
a complete m anuscrip t c lipped to
gether. He s tarted  reading this one, 
too A puzzled expression came to 
the k id ’s lean, s l igh tly  freckled fea
tures. The w riting  d idn’t  sound any
thing like M arjorie’s s tu f f  a t all. I t  
set him to w ondering. . .

He looked around the room. And 
he discovered other l i t t le  th ings tha t 
made him frown. T here  were some 
artificial flowers jammed in disorder 
in a vase atop the davenport table. 
And on the same long table were a 
number of magazines heaped in dis
order. The rug, where it  ended be
neath the davenport, was wrinkled 
and out of line.

T here  were other lit t le  details. 
Certain th ings in the room were in 
immaculate o r d e r ; i jhers were not. 
And he remembered how M arjorie 
herself  had been as dainty  as a new 
doll’s dress.

Mike Ryan came back down the 
hall and into the room.

“W hat did the landlady have to 
say?” Danny queried.

“She sticks to her s tory  ” Ryan 
said. “Says she came in about m id
n igh t  and heard the girl at her ty p e 
writer. She went to bed and heard 
nothing fu r ther .”

“And her sister. . .the  landlady’s 
s is te r?”

“ She's d e a f,” announced Mike 
Ryan.

The detective’s manner said there 
was something else of more im por
tance at the moment. He added has
ti ly  “W e found out something about 
that boy-friend of h e r’s. W e ’ve found 
ou; w hat division he was inducted 
into. T h a t  o u t f i t ’s already left  for 
camp in Virginia, but we’ll have him 
brought back.”

“Then you th ink ,” Danny said, “it 
m ight not be suicide?”

“W e could have been mistaken,” 
R- ^n said.

And that was the th ing  Danny 
G arre tt  had been th ink ing  r ight 
along.

* * >5:

SLUG O 'D O N N E L L  was waiting 
for Ryan at the head of the 

steps, and when they  asked the kid 
(Continued On Page 78)
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"Waldo Haggerty?"
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"Coward!"

There was a  click and  the line was dead.

H e r e  I s  a  T h r ill in g  N e w  M y s te r y  N o v e l

T W O  M IC E F O R  
A CAT

By Bruno Fischer

You'll find it complete in the 
January, 1946 issue of

CR AC K
D E T E C T IV E  STORIES

77



78 ★  ★  ★  Crack Detective Stories

(Continued From Page 76) 
if lia was going w ith  them, he said 
he thought maybe he’d hang around 
awhile. He watched them go down 
the stairs.

Then he turned back to the g ir l’s 
room. He again picked up that one 
manuscript he had found at the bot
tom of the pile of loose pages on the 
table. He was reading it  again.

And he thought, “This  writing 
s tinks!” He was puzzled, because ev
erything he had ever read of M ar
jo r ie ’s had been done with feeling 
and beauty. l i e  s tarted poking around 
the room.

And in an open book rack in one 
corner, he found another pile of 
stories — or rather, copies of stories 
t l i l t  the girl must have already sold to 
publishers. He glanced at a few 
pages. T h is  was her writing, all right.

He picked up some others from an
other stack. And then he noticed 
something. T here  were two  carbon 
cord:-; clipped together in each story. 
He read a t i t le :  “Broadw ay Sere
nade." I t  was M arjorie’s writing 
again; he could recognize the style 
in a moment. But beneath this was 
clipped another story. The same title. 
Pie started reading. I t  was awful.

f ie  pulled the two carbons apart 
and he saw a name in the upper left- 
hand corner of the f irst page. “By 
Stewart James.’’ There  was some
th ing  very queer . . .

Suddenly, as Danny stood there 
near the window looking at this sec
ond m anuscript under the name of 
“Stewart James,” he had the instinc
tive feeling that someone had been 
watching him.

He turned  around.
But there was no one in the door

way. However, he thought he heard 
a whisper of swift movement. Danny 
stepped quickly across the room, 
looked out into the hall.

I t  was deserted.
Somewhere, though — whether on 

this floor or the One below, he could 
not be certain — a door had closed 
quietly. He had caught the faint snap 
of a latch.

The manuscript still in his hand, he 
moved quietly  along the hallway and

peered over the  stair well. He saw 
no one.

As Danny turned  back, his eyes 
suddenly narrowed on a doorway be
hind him, in line with the stairs. He 
hurried  back along the hall, opened 
the  door, saw a steep, narrow fl igh t  
of stairs tha t  apparently  led to the 
roof. Even as he swung the door 
open, he had the impression tha t  the 
one at the top of the f l igh t had just  
closed.

He went up the steps, located a 
doorknob in the darkness at the top 
of the stairs, pushed the door open— 
and found himself on the roof of 
the building.

Someone came out from behind the 
roof entranceway and crashed into 
Danny Garrett. He was sent sprawl
ing to the rough., tarred  gravel of the 
roof. Instan tly  the person flung him
self at Danny again.

* * *
PjU'JHE K ID  had a quick impression 
J i .  of a tall, very pale-looking young 

man w ith  watery, weak eyes and al
most pink complexion. P re t ty  would 
have best described him, but he 
wasn’t p re t ty  now.

His features were contorted in 
rage, and a funny  cry came from his 
lips as he tore into Danny Garrett. 
Some insane frenzy must have given 
the fellow unusual s trength, because 
hands ripped at the k id ’s th roat like 
talons of steel.

Danny rolled, tr ied  to get a foot 
planted in the o ther’s stomach. His 
leg was knocked aside. His assail
an t’s knee came down into the  k id ’s 
stomach and drove the breath out of 
him.

Danny tw isted partia lly  on his side, 
and got one fist twisted in the w ild 
looking man’s sh ir t  front. He hung 
on, tw isting  the shirt, try ing  to fling 
the man from him.

Snarling, panting like an animal 
tha t  has suddenly gone mad with  the 
summer’s heat, his attacker sank his 
hands into the k id ’s throat. Thumbs 
dug close to his jugular. The kid 
gasped, try ing  frantically  to get free 
of the choking hold.

Danny was tough. H e had earned 
(Continued On Page 80)
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flesh-gouging pads o r to rm enting  p ressu re , h e re ’s a 
Support th a t h a s  b ro u g h t joy  and com fort to  thou
sands—by releasing  them  from  T russes  w ith  sp rings  
and s tra p s , th a t bind an d  cu t. Designed to  securely  
hold a  ru p tu re  up and in  w here  it belongs and  y e t 
give freedom  o f body and  genuine com fort. F o r  full 
in fo rm ation—w rite  today!

m & u m m

f  ■■!
SEND NOI 
MONEY!

M O N EY -B A C K  Guarantee!
Wear oor el asses on trial

1 AS 
1 LO W  
I  A S

95
18 DAYS" TRIAL j f c S
T R Y  OU R SIG H T T E S T E R S !Cnmpkt<
Grace yoor face with gooc looking classes., 

SELECT' Tor yourself 
from the many style* 
In our catalog the ones 
tha t look best on von.

IS
EVaar oar glasses on trial Broken Glasses
6 days—ii not fully *att*- REPAIRED. Dr. of 
lad your money refundod. Opt. supervises.lad y o u r  m o n e y  r e f u n d a d .  O p t.  s u p e r v i s e * .
U. S. EYE-GLASSES CO., 1SS7 Milwaukee Av„ Dpt. B-A40, Chicago

D IL
Let us tell you of a mild, pain-
less, low cost home tre a tm en t perfec ted  
by Dr. 0 . A. Johnson, fo r 28 years head 
physician of one of America’sFInest Rec
tal Clinics w here thousands of cases have 

been suaeossfully treated . W rite  today fo r Free 
T r ia l O ffer. No obligation. A ddress JO H N S O N  
R EC T A L C L IN IC , Desk 612, K a n s a s  C ity , M o.

1 0 se« J R E S $ E S $3 25
Im a g in e  g e t t in g  3 0  se le c te d  d resse s  for  o n ly  8 3 .2 5 1  Top  
v a lu e s . Sm art In s ty le ,  pattern  and m ater ia l. Each  
tires# p ressed , c lea n ed , ready to  w ear. A sso rted  co lors  
and m a ter ia ls . S i t e s  up to  3 8 .  L arger s iz e s  5  fo r  $ 3 .0 0 .  
Read BOc d e p o s it ,  b a lan ce C.O .D. p lu s  p o sta g e . S a tis-

(action  g u aran teed . Many o th e r  bargains for  e n tire  amily.
Fr*« Catalog

ECONOMY MAIL ORDEt HOUSE
3 0 3  Grand S t . ,  D ept. DAK, }.Vw York 2 ,  K, Y,

If you are under the spell of 
v  drink, don’t pity yourself, do
^ something about i t ! I broke tlm

spell of alcohol and I eantell you 
how 1 No obligation, just write—
W. L. NEWTON, Dept. DA-11 

P. 0. Box 861, HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF.

H O R S E M E N
Learn to break Colt*; gait ikow hartes, 

ittxk hor»«»; leach elrcti* trlek>.£ 
COMPUTE, PRACTICAL INSTRUC
TION. Doctor Rook EREEI Write ANIMAL 
tOVERS ASSOCIATION, u-157 TARZANA. CAL

' < V

(Continued From Page 78) 
a living on the sidewalks of New 
York, shining shoes. B u t this thin, 
ta ll  person he was s truggling  with 
now had the s treng th  created by inad 
fear.

The rolling, furious figh t continued 
across the roof. For a moment Danny 
had the upper hand. He got above 
his opponent. And then, w ith  a wild 
lunge, the fellow was above him 
again, those long, s trong fingers clos
ing around Danny’s throat.

Danny jerked his arm up between 
the m an’s arms. The heel of his hand 
caught the fellow beneath the chin. 
His head snapped back w ith  a jerk. 
He gave a gasp of pain. His fingers 
slipped from D anny’s throat.

In s tan tly  the kid whipped his wiry 
body sideways, th rew  the man clear 
and came to his feet. Dizziness 
swirled th rough  his brain. I t  felt 
like all his breath had been cut off 
and he couldn’t breathe.

Danny sent a foot smashing at his 
assailant’s face. The man was still 
on his knees, s tarting  to jerk  to his 
feet. He managed to duck the blow. 
He threw  himself forward and 
wrapped his arms around Danny's 
legs.

In  attem pting to keep his feet, the 
kid staggered backwards, his heels 
d igg ing  into the gravel of the roof. 
A small puddle of water left by the 
rain the n igh t  before was beneath 
his rubber heels. One foot slipped. 
He f lung out his arms to maintain 
his balance.

And quickly the tackle hold on his 
legs was released. Before Danny 
could catch himself, he understood.

D irectly  behind him was the low 
wall of the roof edge. I t  s truck him 
just below the hips. Making use of 
tha t  low wall as a fulcrum, D anny’s 
a ttacker whipped down and yanked 
at the k id ’s legs. Pulled  them up. 
And D anny’s own backward motion 
was carrying him in a fly ing arc 
over tha t wall.

And he was falling, falling back
ward into space. All he could think 
of was the pair of wild, terrible eyes 
tha t  were leering down at him from 
above. Eyes tha t held madness . . .

(Continued On Page 82)



POWER IS BORN T*
OF BELIEF V

. . sa id  th e  W ise 
P ro p h e ts  th o u san d s  
o f y e a rs  ngo.
I ■') r  c e n tu r ie s  p  cop 1 e 
eve ryw here  h a v e  1k*- 
lievvd Lliat Ilia 'll Jo h n
th e  C on q u ero r Root
h a s  s tr a n g e  m ystic
po w ers  to  b  r i n g  

( M ON E Y. SUCO ESS, 
»U > V E , H A P P IN E S S . 

I f  you la c k  any  o f  th e se , th e  P ro p h e t's  
H ugh Jo h n  th e  C o nquero r R ecension  Oil 
m ay  be ju s t  w h a t you need. C o n ta in s
genuine I f : trli Jo h n  th e  O onqueror Root in 
G U A R A N T E E D  re a l H oly  type  occult 
an o in tin g  o il. a s  m entioned in th e  Uibie.
I..:Lrge size  b o ttle  com plete  w ith  fell w.nfi- 
d e n tia l in fo rm a tio n  only  po stp a id  o r
C.<>.!>. p lu s  p ostage . (Tse H igh  John  th e  
C onquero r R ecension  Oil fo r  7 d ay s . I f
Tint sa tisfied  your m oney refunded . 
P R O P H E T  PR O D U C TS < 0 . ,  D ep t. D O -U  
S21 West im  St. New York ;>7, N. V.

MEN’S WORK SHOES
New strong soles and heels. Rebui l t  $ 4) 8 9  
A r m y  shoes. A l l  sizes. Brown only.  £U 
S e n d  5 0 c  d e p o s i t  w i t h  o r d e r ,  b a l a n c e  C. 
O .  D .  p l u s  p o s t a g e .  S t a t e  s u e  d e s i r e d .  

S a t i s f a c t i o n  g u a r a n t e e d .  F R E E  C A T A L O G .
ECONOMY, 303 Grand St., Dept SD K , New York 2, N. Y.

B U I L D  Y O U R O W N !
PLANS

this * lie 
nr  ̂1 1 ».

i s e  I m ill 

volts. civ's fim in building 
it in g  tliiri li:in d y froez-

'L‘.S Up to
P L A N S  A R E  S I M P L E

or ch eck  fo r  co rn y lo ic  J'i:u:

LEJAY MFG. CO.,

iliiil ©"[ l ilt 
iiul ca ta lo g .

49 5 Le Jay  B ldg. ,  Minneapol is  8 ,  Minn.

f t t f f c r  V a t - i e o ^

IF  yon suffer pain and misery of Varicose Ulrprg, or 
PP4T :If-,S o res , send away a t one. - for FREF Rook- 
Jet i l i b  LIE PE METHODS FOR HOME USE"
i ells all about this -10-year-old matiiod, praised and en
dorsed by thousands. Ue oe  r . t e t h c d s , 3 2 8 4  N .G r e e n  
B a y A v e . ,  D e p t .  M - b 9  M i i w o u h c e ,  W b t u i i b i n .

S IC K N E S S  or A CC ID EN T
m  can’t rob me of my savings

, I’VE A FAMILY MUTUAL 
jg J -  HOSPITAtIZATlON POLICY

>osls J % .  A  D A Y  • E A C H  A D U L T  

V’W I Vac A  D A Y  . EACH CHILD

FOR SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT
Hospital HptnsBS paid (bcilnnlng wltli the first day), up ti 1540.01

FOR ACCIDENT

Dactjr Esitens* paid, up te $135.00 toss gf Waeis reimbursed up to $3GD.M 
toss of Llfi by A cc I {font . . . $10CG.OQ

m  covrsASEam extra benefits
Cki'dfeirUi Expense paid, up to $60.80

Sickness or accident can easily wipe out. In a  few weeks, sav
ings it may have taken years to  a.-cumulate. Don’t  le t this hap
pen to  you. With a  Family M utual Hospitalization Policy, 
you'll be able to  pay your hospital bills. In  case of accident, 
you will be reimbursed for your doctor expenses and for loss of 
tim e from work. Your Family M utual card adm its you to  any 
hospital In the  United S tates and your own family doctor may 
•ttencl you. Benefits applying to  children are fiO£$ of those
paid adults.

M A IL CO UPO N  T O D A Y  N o Acent Will B othar You

FAMILY MUTUAL Lift. INSURANCE CD.. WILMINGTON 8S, DLL.

F am ily  M u tu a l L ife  In s u r a n c e  Co.,
6 0 1  S h lp lw y  £ t . .  W H m ln s to n  9 9 .  D e l .

Please send me without obligation, complete information c 
your Economical Hospitalization Plan.

NAME-

ADDRESS- 

CITY-. STATE __

LIN C O LN  A N D  IN DIAN HEAD

PENNIES WANTED
WILL $
PAY N T  E A C H FO R  C E R T A IN  

L IN C O L N  P E N N IES
I n d i a n  H e a d  C e n t s  $ 5 0 . 0 0 ^  N i c k e l s  $ 5 0 0 - 0 0 ;  D i m e s  
$ 1 , 0 0 0 . 0 0 .  A l l  r a r e  c o i n s ,  b i l l s ,  s t a m p s  w a n t e d !  S e n d  
10 c  f o r  I l l u s t r a t e d  C a t a l o g u e  s h o w i n g  c o i n s  w a n t e d .  
FEDERAL COIN EXCHANGE, 9-CA. C-alumbus 5, Ohio.■iiiiiuipwi ■ ij—'iUMiiiiiiB » 'iiii im iii i mu r ni

MOVIE STAR PHOTOS IN COLOR

Frank Sinatra

I f  b e a u ty  ih r i l ls  you—you  w ill In’* fa sc in a te d  by th e se  pho to s o f y o u r  
fav o rite  M O V IE STA R S, ill b e a u tifu l 1.1 FKT,T,Ki; C O L u i'fi. T h e se  g o r
geous pingi>s a r e  8 x 1 0  a n d  a r e  re a d y  t<> fra m e , pu t in s.-rap book o r  
in y o u r m ovie a lb u m .
TO M  DRAKE —  JA N E  RUSSELL —  GREGORY PECK —  JUDY GAR
LAND —  ROBERT WALKER —  VERA HRUBA RALSTON —  JEAN N E 
CRAIME —  D ANA ANDREWS —  INGRID BERGMAN —  JO H N  HO DIAK 
—  GENE TIERNEY —  FRANK SINATRA —  VAN JO H N S O N  —  JUNE
A LIY SO N  —  ALAN LADD —  LANA TURNER —  ROY ROGERS —  BETTY
ORACLE —  ALICE FAYE —  S O N JA  HENIE —  PAULETTE GODDARD —  
JO A N  CRAWFORD —  W ILLIAM  POWELL — , GLO RIA DeHAVEN —  
SHIRLEY TEMPLE —  W ILLIAM  EYTHE —  BOB H UTTO N  —  LCN MC
ALLISTER — BING CROSBY —  CLARK GABLE — BETTY H U TTO N  —
LAUREN BACALL —  GREER GARSON —  MARGARET O'BRIEN,
rh e  a- phf.i'ds a r e  p r in te d  on heavy  co a ted  pnre-r, 8 x If*, in  F U L H  
(•■• *1 .Of 13. Your choice n f ;uiv e igh t lis ted  above fo r fifty  •■entf— !•** fm* 
SI .illi--e n tire  s,*i o f  .‘M only SH.GO.' D O .V T W A IT . M ail your o rd e r  N O W .

IRVING KLAW : 212 EAST 14 ST.
Dept. DA-1 New York City 3, N. Y.
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M ID W E S T
RADIO COR PORATIO N

Celebrates Its

2 S , h

Anniversary Year
The year 1945 completes a quarter-century of pi
oneering■ and achievement in the held of radio for 
Midwest. Few manufacturers can match this rec
ord of continuous radio manufacture or Midwest's 
faithful adherence to high quality standards. 
Although present production is  exclusively de
voted to the manufacture of raaio and radar in
struments for our Armed Forces, Midwest is 
planning new and finer radios for tomorrow.

P L A N  T O B U Y  Y O U R  P O S T W A R  R A D I O  
DI RE C T  F R O M  T H E  M I D W E S T  F A C T O R Y

That’s how thousands of Midwest Radio owners, 
for 25 years, have enjoyed the finest in radio 
. . . and at

S A V IN G S  UP T O  5 0 %  
W R ITE FOR C A T A L O G  N O W I

There is already a heavy advance demand for the 
Midwest Radio Catalog to be issued after Victory. 
To be sure that you will receive one of the first 
copies, we urge you to send us your request TO
DAY. Write direct to Mr. A. G. Hoffman, President.

M ID W E S T  R A D IO  C O RPO RA T IO N
DEPT. 63-BB CINCINNATI 2. OHIO

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y
FREE C ata log  and E ya Chart. W rit#  today. 
T ak e advan tage  o f  bTfl m on ey  ■evinq*. We 
rep a ir  broken g la s se s , FI[II p n * (orlptiIona.

M O D E R N  I T V L E  S P B C T A O L M . IN O .
S 3  W. Ja c k so n  B lv d ,, D ep t. L -3 0 , Cht<3, DO, t i t .

SONG POEMS W A N T E D
To Ba Set ♦© Music

Publishers need now song*. Submit one or more of your best 
poem* for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem, 
P H O N O G R A P H  R C C O R D t M A D E  F I V E  S T A B  M U S IC

FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, OGO Beacon Rldg., Boston S, Mas*.

S O N G W R I T E R S

SONGS PUBLISHED MONTHLY ADVANCE ROYALTY 5»ncS ro w  
s tn js  or poems Ssday lor our exciting oiler FREE book m  

songwriting, don’t miss this opportunity.

HOLLYW OOD TUNESMITHS
Me? tU- rose Miuoii avo. • rrourwooo82

(Continued From Page 80)
T han  he struck. Every th ing  was 

suddenly  dark and full of pain 
and . . .

HO W  L O N G  Danny Garrett had 
lain there  on his back he did 

not know. B ut when he opened his 
eyes he fe lt  the hot sun beating down 
upon his face. Clouds had broken in 
the sky above.

He moved his head sideways. He 
was almost afraid to try  working his 
arms and legs. Surely, they  were 
smashed — but they responded to the 
grim  determination to try.

Pain, aching s t if f  pain was in his 
back and shoulders and legs, and yet 
he could move. He tu rned  slowly — 
and saw that he was atop a second- 
story  roof that p rotruded at the rear 
of the house. Luckily, he had fallen 
a single story. Otherwise . . .

He shuddered as he cast the 
though t aside. He rolled over onto 
his stomach and came slowly to his 
hands and knees. H is  brain pounded. 
His whole body ached. He hung there 
a moment before he dared t ry  to 
stand up.

B ut he finally  made i t ;  he stood 
swaying on the flat roof. H e walked 
uncerta in ly  toward a single window 
th a t  faced him. He rapped on the 
glass. T here  was no response.

He tr ied  the window, found it un 
latched, and a moment later was 
swinging over the sill. He found him
self in a deserted  storeroom at the 
rear of the second floor. He crossed 
the  room and tried  the hall door. I t  
was locked.

He started pounding on the panel. 
W ith in  moments someone was com

ing along the hallway outside the 
room. The door was unlocked. The 
landlady, th in  Mrs. Murphy, was 
there, wide-eyed with  amazement.

“Landsakes alive!” she gasped. 
“You’re the young man who was w ith  
those detectives! How in the 
world—”

Danny did  not want to take time 
explaining. So he said swiftly, “Look, 
do  you know if M arjorie Bennett  
ever knew anyone by the name of 
S tew art Jam es?”

“O f course!” the woman said. “H e ’s



The Kid and Mcsr|orie

the young man lives next door. W hy, 
he was ju s t  over here less than an 
hour ago, telling me how badly he 
felt about that poor sweet girl . .

Danny was gripping the woman’s 
arm. “He was over here?”

She nodded. “ Certainly. He used to 
come back and forth  all the time when 
she was . . . was . . .” She stopped, 
gave a shudder, then added, “He said 
he had left  some papers in her room. 
He wanted to get them.”

Danny was suddenly pushing past 
the woman. He asked tensely, “W hich  
house d id  he live in?”

“No. 392. Like I said . . .”
He had s tarted  down the hall, but 

now he stopped, looked back. “You 
say he was here less than an hour 
ago. W h a t  tim e  is i t?”

The woman frowned. “Young man, 
what in the w orld’s wrong w ith  you. 
I t ’s noon time. The whistles were ju s t  
blowing a little while ago . . .”

But Danny had started for the 
stairs. On a sudden impulse he swung 
toward the fl igh t leading up to the 
g ir l’s room.The landlady had said 
Stewart James had come back here . ..

An instant later he was staring at 
the desk, at the book rack on the side 
of the room. A ll  the manuscripts 
were g o n e !

®ANN Y  raced down the stairs 
again. The landlady stared at 

him in amazement as he continued 
down to the first floor. He reached 
the sidewalk, swung left, hurried  up 
the steps of No. 392.

A stout woman with  bare, fat arms 
was sweeping the vestibule.

“W hich  room is Stewart Jam es’, 
lady?” he asked.

The woman leaned on her broom 
au,d frowned. ‘‘T ha t fellow!” she said 
sharply. “Leaves w ithout giving me 
one m inute’s notice. Packs his things 
and goes almost w ithout paying his 
rent! I f  I hadn't been down here 
cleaning—”

“Then he checked ou t?”
She nodded, sucking in her fat lips. 

“Fif teen minutes ago. A nd only this 
morning I  had a chance to ren t a 
room—”

BlAttCHSAC 
EXTRACT©;
U P ® Blackheads are 1 

u g ly ,  offensive, I 
embarrassing. They I 

clog pores, mar your I 
appearance, in v ite  | 

critic ism . Now yourl 
blackheads can be r e /  
moved in seconds, scien*! 

llfically, and easily, without! 
injuring or squeezing the! 
s k in . VACUTEX creates a I 
gentle vacuum around the | 
blackhead, cleans out hard- 
to-reach places in a jiffy. I 
G erm  laden  h an d s  nev e r touch I 
the  ak in . S im ply p la ce  th e  d ireo -l 
tion  finder over y o u r  b lack h ead , { 
draw  h ac k  e x tra c to r  . . . a n d !  
i t 's  out. R elease  e x tra c to r  and  I 
b lackhead  Is ejected . VACUTEX fl 
does i t  a ll!  D on’t r is k  infection, 
o rder today ]

JU S T  3 EASY STEPS
Vea, in a  jiffy , V ACU TEX  re-1  
moves b lackheads , pa in less ly  an d  I 
harm lessly . You h av e  b lack- f 
heads—th e n  app ly  VACU TEX, |  
and  th e n  p res to , chang-o, they ’re  [ 
out.

JO DAY TRIAL OFFER
D on’t w a it  u n til em b arra ss in g  I 
c ritic ism  m a k e s  you a c t. D on’t I 
risk  losing o u t on p o p u la rity  an d  I 
success because  o f ugly, d i r t - 1 
clogged pores. ACT NOW ! E n joy  I  
the  th rill o f  hav in g  a  c lean  sh in , I  
free  of pore-clogging, em b arrass-1  
ing  b lack  heads. T ry  VACUTEX I  
fo r 10 days. W’e g u a ran tee  i t  to I 
do a ll w e c la im . I f  you a re  no t*  
com pletely satisfied  your $ L.001 
w ill bo im m ediately  refunded.

BALLCO PRODUCTS COMPANY, Dept. 2511
19 W. 44 St., Ne* York 18. New York

Cl Ship C. O. D., 1 will pay postman, $1.00 plus postage. 
My $1.00 wiU be refunded if I itra not delighted.
0  I prefer to enclose $1.00 now and «av« postage. (Same 
guarantee as aborn.}

NAME ........................................................ ......................

ADDRESS ............ .......................................................
& ZONE ................................................................
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PULVEX
FLEA POWDER

A NEW M C E -A  NEW FUTURE
How Plftstio Surgery easily, quickly re* 
ftfaepes mj ugly nose, takes years off the 
prematurely aged face and corrects other 
facial blemishes is told and illustrated 
with 88 befora-and-afterpicturea in Xas-
rjnating book, YOUR NEW FACE 

YOUR FORTUNE, written by 
fa m o u s  r ia e t ic  S u r g e o n , Y ou ra , •  
postpaid, in plain wrapper— only
fSSHKUti HOUSE. 629 Drtxtl Bn. Phila, Pa. Dp.6D

P | FOR PEACE TIME SUCCESS-  I

R E P A R E  N O W !
P ost w ar ad justm en t and job  com petition will offer 
unusual opportun ity  to  th e  m an o r w om an who haa 
prepared lo r them . Sales, Accounting and  M anage
m ent people will be in dem and. You can get ready 
now —in your spare tim e, a t  m oderate cost—by home 
s tudy. F ree 48 page booklets te ll y o u  how. Check 
your subjec t below, w rite nam e a n a  address in m ar
gin, mail th is ad  today.

□  Accounting □  Business M anagem ent 
□  Salesmanship □  Traffic M anagem ent 
□  Law: LL.B. D Industria l M anagem ent 
□  Forem anship D Stenotypy

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution 

Dept. 1172-R 417 $. Dearborn St. CHICAGO  1

1 0  K .  s 4 98
ORIGINAL VALUES UP TO $14.00

U sed drees**. S e lec ted  and p ressed . A ssorted  sty le* .  
S ir e s  1 2  to  2 0 ,  1 0  for  S A .9 * . Sl**« 3 8  to  4 6 - B  fo r  
5 4 .0 0 .  A ssorted  co lors . S ta te  sljtes d es ired . Send 8 0 c  
w ith  order, balance C. O. D . p lu s  p o sta g e . MERCHAN
DISE GUARANTEED or  purchase price refunded . Hun
dreds of oth er  u nusual b arga in s In n ew  and used  
e lo th ln fl for e n tir e  fa m ily .

FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
IDEAL MAIL ORDER CO., Dept. AF

209 Thatford A v s. Brooklyn 12, N . Y .

C A R D TR IC K S
Moat all Playing Card* are 
marked in making. T E L L  
a n y  c a r d  f r o m  b a c k .

’pond $1.00 for Key-marka for 
TT2N different popular decks with
complyLu instruc tions. No flam -

bl0r“ THE TELLURIUM CO .
Box 678-DA Wallace, Idahc

Do You Want the M O  FORMULA for 
Personal Power?
J)o you want to make R ig Money? Do you 
want the love of anotherV Do you want to win 
in whatever you do? Do you want to be 
envied, n(linked? Thousands of people hare 
learned to command this Power. You can do 
so too. I have n sealed hook for you. I t  tells 
you die Secret in plain talk. Don’t  envy 
ollicrs who enjoy all the Rood things in life.
These thing* ran be yours. I personally 
(lFAKANTI-iK SATISFACTION or I will refund your money. 
Rend me your name and address today. When the postman bring* 
your hook of Magic rower, pay only ?1 plus postage, or send ?1 
IJI.W anil I 'l l  pay jw:;tiint\ Du ii  now. Power i» waiting to  work 
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“Did he give you any forwarding 
address?”

“Nothing at all!” the stout woman 
snapped. “Why, he almost ran out of 
the place. Never saw the likes of 
it—”

“He took a cab?” Danny prodded.
The woman shook her head. “He 

didn’t take anything. He walked. And 
with two heavy bags that he could 
hardly manage, that cheap-skate!”

Danny thanked her and went slowly 
down the steps. He hurried down the 
street toward his own rooming house, 
and he was wondering how he could 
ever trail Stewart James.

For a few moments he had forgot
ten the stiffness and pain that was 
in his bruised body. He climbed the 
sairs to his own room and located a 
bottle of liniment. He rubbed the 
stuff into his sore muscles.

A name on a magazine held his 
gaze. It was one of the love story 
magazines he had bought at the cor
ner newsstand . . . M a r j o r ie  A n n  B e n 
n e t t .

Suddenly, Danny had an idea. This 
Stewart James apparently had been 
writing stories, too. Perhaps he had 
taken some of his stuff to the same 
publishers that featured Marjorie’s 
stories. Perhaps . . .

Danny slipped back into his shirt 
and clothes. He knew that he smelled 
like the rub-down room in a gymna
sium, but he couldn’t worry about 
that now. He got a pencil and paper 
and looked up publishing house ad
dresses inside the magazines that 
were on the table. Every magazine 
was one containing some of the girl’s 
stories. He knew there were more on 
the newsstands.

He hurried out.
At the corner shop he stopped, 

asked the proprietor if it was all 
right to look over some of the books, 
and got more addresses. He saw that 
she had written for half a dozen pub
lishing houses.

Then he hopped a bus downtown.
In each of the editorial offices he 

visited, he found it impossible to get 
by the receptionist. But he asked 
about Stewart James, Did they pub
lish his stories here?

At the first place — a modern of-84
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fice whose walls were decorated with 
large, original a r t  paintings of maga
zine covers, they  had never heard of 
Stewart James.

A t  the second, the girl called an 
editor on the phone. She listened a 
moment, then turned to Danny Gar
re t t  and said, “The editor says he 
wouldn’t take Stewart Jam es’ s tu ff  
as a gift. He says if you have any of 
his stories with you, not to leave 
them—’’

Danny said, “I ’m not t ry ing  to ped
dle his s t u f f !” and went out.

ON T H E  street again, it  occurred 
to him to call his two detective 

friends. He stepped into a cigar store 
booth and phoned headquarters. And 
learned that Ryan had been try ing  
to reach him.

Mike Ryan was on the phone in a 
moment, saying proudly, “Well, we 
got tha t  fellow Bill Anderson, kid. 
He was taken off a tra in ju s t  leav
ing for camp this morning. He was 
brought here to headquarters. W e ’re 
holding him for the m urder of that 
girl.”

“But look—” Danny s tarted  wor
riedly.

“ Imagine what he tried to tell us,” 
continued Ryan. “ Says he and the 
girl were going to be married next 
week. She was going to come down 
to Virginia and live r ight near the 
camp where he was to be stationed. 
He adm its he was up to her room 
last night. Naturally  he claims he 
loved her, and all that stuff, but we’re 
going to work on him and I ’ll bet 
we’ll get a confession . . .”

“W a i t !” Danny interrupted . “He 
was in love with her. You’ve got the 
w rong  m a n !"

“Now look here, kid . . .” Mike 
Ryan started.

But Danny raced on, “Those two 
were in love. I used to see them walk
ing down the street nights, and you 
could tell.”

“Sure,” Mike Ryan said. “And so 
the dame committed suicide. Like 
blazes! I thought of that after I left 
there this morning. The girl never 
wrote tha t suicide note. I t  was 
planted by Bill Anderson himself. I t

W HEN  you L O O K  Y O U R  B E S T

Y o u  k n o w  h o w  p e o p le  ta lk  a b o u t  th e  fe l lo w  w ith  th e  
“ p o rc u p in e ”  h a i r .  B e  c a re fu l  th is  n e v e r  h a p p e n s  to  y o u !  
N o w  i t ’s  so  e a sy  to  k e e p  y o u r  h a i r  s m a r t ly  a n d  n e a tly  
w e ll-g ro o m ed  all day long w th  G lo v e r 's  Im p e r ia l  H a ir  
D ress . T ry  th e  3 0 -seco n d  m a ss a g e  to m o rro w  m o rn in g  
w ith  G lo v e r’s H a i r  D re ss  a n d  see  th e  d if fe re n c e  in  m o re  
n a tu ra l- lo o k in g  so f tn e s s  t h a t  m a k e s  y o u  fe e l s u r e  o f  
y o u rs e lf .  N O N -A L C O H O L IC  to  av o id  s c a lp  d r y n e s s . . .  
A N T IS E P T IC  fo r  c le a n , protected s c a lp !  A s k  fo r  
G lo v e r’s  a t  a n y  D ru g  S to r e  o r  D ru g  C o u n te r—o r  m a il  
th e  C o u p o n  to d a y !

GLOVER’S ffwfiet'ial
HAIR DRESS

F R E E
T R I A L  S I Z E

Send Coupon for Free Trial Size 
—with easy instructions for th* 
famous aiover'a 8-Way Medicinal 
Treatment and FREE booklet,
‘ 'The Scientific Cara of the Hair. * *

----------------------- MAIL COUPON
Glover's, 101 W 31st St.,
Dept. 4A11, New York 7, N, Y.

Send Free Trial Application package in plain wrapper by return 
mail, containing Glover’s Imperial Hair Dress, GLO-VER Shampoo, 
and Glover’s Manga Medicine In hermetically-sealed bottles, with 
informative FREE booklet. I  encloia 10  ̂ to cover cost of packaging 
and postage.

2V a m* ............. ..........——    —,— ....... ....................». 

A  ddrmt ___________ —— -    ,........... .......... ....... ................................ ...

City ,, —— —_............  Zpn9~r.-r~- S ta t«   -   

85



Crack Defective Stories

Free for Asthma
If you suffer with attacks of Asthma so terrible 
you choke ana gasp for breath, if restful sleep 
is impossible because of the struggle to breathe, 
if you feel the disease is slowly wearing your life 
away, don’t fail to send at once to the Frontier 
Asthma Co. for a  free trial of a remarkable 
method. No m atter where you live or whether 
you have any faith in any remedy under the 
Sun, send for this free trial. If you have 
suffered a lifetime and tried everything you 
could learn of without relief; even if you are 
utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but 
send today for this free trial, it will cost you 
nothing. Address
Frontier Asthma Co, 1011-R Frontier Bldg.

462 Niagara St., Buffalo 1, N. Y.
I f  you yssrn to 

| p ls y  the 8 ta n -  
i dard Guitar, you 

can eailly and 
i quickly learn to 
i m as ter th ii en- 
f chanting Instru

ment, Melodies- 
Chordi—Filling, etc., hy following my 6IM - 
PLIFIED  HOME INSTRUCTIONS. Ton
flay after a few hours of practice when fol- 

owlng my course of Instruction. I t  Is easy. 
You will be delighted and your Friends will 

amer^d at your Musical ability. And, Just 
now I  am offering to beginners and professionals 

this complete HOME INSTRUCTING COURSE In 
GUITAR playing— 25 lessons I  use regularly in my private teaching 
for only $2.9S. prepaid, or C, O. D. plus charges. Send for your 
fourse of instructions today. W rite to CHAS. ABNER, Dept. DA, 
475 Fifth Ave., New York 17, N . Y.

BanlBh the  craving fo r tobacco u  
thousands have. Make yourself free 
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer. 
Write for free booklet telling of In- 
’arioua effect o f tobacco and  of a  
xentrront which baa re* r - 
lleved many men. FRFF
3 0  Y ears  In  S u s /n a a *  R n A |. 
THE NEWELL COMPANY L -  -  1,, 
26$ Clayton Sta., S t .  Louis, Mo.

n^Ri&b\l.ClNC-Ndw; Victory, Model 
^ H A N P I W e L D  *, E L E C T R I C ^

» • r -T t  v e r m i s
F U L L Y  

GUARANTEED

ONLY

[$ 1 .9 5

PLUGS INTO  
LIGHT SOCKET

V ictory M odel H and!w eld  Arc W eld
er  op erate*  from  1 1 0  vo lta , A.C. 
.,r D.C- current sam e a* o th er  arc 
w eld er*  hlirtier priced; g en era te*  
trem en d ou s h ea t to  w e ld  all m et

a ls . N o t a toy  w e ld er  th a t u se s  
enrbons. but a c tu a lly  use*  
stan d ard  coa ted  rods—3l7.es 
1-16"  and 3 -a 2". H ow ever , d u e  
to  P r io r it ie s  a g en ero u s  su p p ly  
o f 1 - 1 6 " rod* o n ly  **• sup-  
t.l|e<l w ith  th e  w eld er , g u a r a n 
teed  not to  burn o u t  R epairs  
fen d e r s , au to  b o d ie s , radiH- 
■'.rs, m ach inery  part*, etc .
I’.ike V ictory M odel H and l w o id  

a n yw h ere  to  job , op era te  righ t  
from  l ig h t  so ck et. Y ou'll fin d  
n th ou san d  u s e s  for  th is  w eld -  

nround your iiom c. ernrnge, w orkoliop. A lso  tn  «m- 
o.*;, fa c to r ie s , repair  sh o p s , t in  sh op s! c* ’
■entors, p lu m b ers, fa rm ers e tc .  Order a V ictory  
........................w eld  —

R ush you r  o rd er  n ow .
KUMFY PRODUCTS. D*pt. X-212, CINCINNATI 26, OHIO

was Anderson who the landlady heard 
typ ing  when she came in last 
n igh t  . . .”

“N o!” Danny got in. “ I saw A nder
son leave her house at eleven o’clock. 
A nd the landlady didn’t come home 
until midnight. And yet she heard 
the typew riter.  Don’t  you see? I t  
was someone else . .

Ryan s tarted  to laugh. “Sure . . . 
a ghost,” he snapped. “Maybe a . . .”

“Look,” the kid w ent on hurriedly , 
“Marjorie herself  was the  ghost. T h a t  
was the killer’s motive behind this 
whole thing. You see . . .”

“W h a t  in hell are  you ta lk ing 
about?” Ryan snorted.

Quickly, Danny told him something 
about S tew art James, and the search 
he was making r igh t  now of the pub
lishing houses. Mike Ryan’s tone 
changed. He listened. He asked for 
the addresses tha t  Danny had. A nd 
he said, “Now look, kid, you wait un
til we meet you . . .”

B ut Danny hung up. I t  was ge tting  
late, and there were other publishing 
houses he had not yet visited . . .

A little after  five tha t afternoon 
he got out of the elevator on the 
tw elf th  floor of a build ing on 42nd 
Street. There was a double doorway 
direc tly  across from the elevators, 
and on the frosted glass were prin ted  
the words; “C entury P ublishers ." Be
neath this was a long list of the titles 
of magazines. Danny stared. Among 
them were several of the ones which 
he himself had bought. Ha went in
side.

T here  was a big office, and deep 
leather chairs, and magazines on ta
bles. The place was deserted. T here  
was no girl at the  switchboard be
hind the closed glass panel in a wall 
on one side of the room. I t  was very 
quiet.

B u t Danny became aware of the 
fa in t clacking of a typew rite r  some
where beyond a closed door on the 
other side of the room. He opened 
the door and found himself in a long 
hallway lined by open office door
ways. L igh t  shone from  one of the 
doorways.

H e w ent down the hall.
86 (Continued On Page 88)
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A MAN looked up from a type
writer. He was a well-dressed 

man w ith  pleasant, middle-aged fea
tures. M anuscripts were piled on the 
big desk. A dozen brigh tly  painted 
a r t  covers were stacked against the  
wall.

Danny said, “ I ’m looking for some
one. Perhaps you can help m e?” He 
stood with his cap in his hands.

The man leaned back in his chair 
and smiled. “You’re kind of late,” he 
said. “W ho was it  you wanted to 
see?”

“Well, f irs t ,” Danny said, “do you 
know M arjorie B enne tt?”

“Know her!” the man exclaimed, 
“she’s one of our best w riters .” He 
motioned to the typewriter.  “I was 
ju s t  w riting  her a letter, telling her 
we were using another of her novel
ettes in R eal Rom ance— ”

Danny nodded. “ I t ’s really about 
another person I wanted to find out. 
I  th ink  Marjorie was rew riting  sprue 
of his stories. W h a t  is it  you call 
th a t? ”

“G hostwriting,” the editor said. 
“T h a t’s it. Well, I want to locate 

him. I imagine he submits those 
stories to editors like yourself. I ’ve 
tr ied  several places . .

“W h a t ’s his name?”
“Stewart James,” said Danny.
The man’s chair came down and 

h it  the floor with a thump. “ I ’ll be 
dam ned!” he exploded.

“ W h a t’s w rong?” Danny Garrett  
asked, puzzled.

(Continued On Page 90)
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STRAVO N  PUBLISHERS, Deph P-361 I
113 W . 57 St., N. Y . 19. N. Y.
Gentlemen:

A  CONNOISSEUR'S CHOICE

I  I  ERE Is a book for open minds and 
ticklish spines. Here is a book of a high
ly tempting flavor spiced to the liking 
of the most esquirish taste. Here is lusty, 
merry entertainment for and about men 
who knew how to live. Here Is life with 
apologies to none. Co llected , selected 
from the best there is, this zestful Primer 
is guaranteed to make the lassies g ig g le  
and he-men erupt in boisterous bellyfuls.

W hat moro can be said of any book other than 
the self-appointed bearers of FO RBID D EN  sign* 
won't like it?  Send along your orders, gentlemen, 

for this rarest of tomes just off the presses. O f course 
it's guaranteed, you either like it or IT D O ESN 'T C O S T  
Y O U  A  CEN T .

Here is no refuge for the straight-laced 
or satisfaction for the morbid. Served in 
a highly inviting manner, this pleasure- 
ful Primer is a blueprint for hale and 
hearty living. C a ll it a gay evening's en
tertainment or an ideal bedside com
panion, you'll dally over its contents time 
and time again.

HERE IS REAL BANG-UP FUN!

ORDER NOW! 

ENJOY IT 10 OAYS FREE

Ruth The Pleasure Primer for 10 day* inspection. I under* 
itand that unless highly pleased, I may return it for «  
prompt refund!

□  Enclosed i$ my dollar— send postpaid.
O  Send C . O . D. I will pay postman 98c p!u* postage.

For prompt delivery, Gentlemen, tear 
out the coupon, and send at once. 
Enjoy It 10 days FREE at our ex
pense, and if not highly delighted, 
just return it  for a prompt refund.

Name .......... ..............................
A<Jilre*a .........................................................................

C ity ....................................................................

□ M A R K  H E R E  I T  Y O U  P R E F E R
T H E  D E L U X E  S O U N O  E D IT IO N — * 1 .9 *
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Carry a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA 
RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC 
LODESTONES. Legend reputes Occult 
Oriental ancients supeTStitlously carried 
two Live Lodestones as MOST POWER
FUL MAGNETIC "LUCKY" CHARMS, 
one to "attract" Good Luck In Money, 
Games, Love, Business, Work, etc., the 
other to "Prevent" Bad Buck, LoMM, 

Evil, Trouble, Harm, etc. Believe In Luck? Carry a Pair of these 
curious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all Information. 
$1.97 and 28c extra if C O B. Satisfaction GUARANTEED or 
Money Returned. Order yours NOWJ

A STROL CO,, D ept. E445, M ain P . O.
Box '72, BROOKLYN, N . ¥ .

NOTICE:, Beware, of imitations. We absolutely GUARANTEE 
these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are Alive! We believe they are 
Just what you want, the REAL THING — POWERFUL DRAW
ING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC 1 Fully Guaranteed — Order 
TODAY! C opyright 1937 — A. Co. ____________

BELIEVE IN LUDK?-$

POCKET ADDING MACHINE
fiturdy steel construction for lifetime uie. Adda, 
■ubtracta. aids multiplication. Capacity 009,- 
899.99. A real machine—fruaranteed 5 years. 
Thousands of satisfied users. Send name and 
address. We ship Immediately. On delivery, 
pay postman $2.50 (plus C. O. D. and postage

rT  J  charges). If you send $2.50 with
/  F fC 0  $ % .5 0  order, wa pay postage. Leather- 

Trial &  ette case 25c additional. Your
Send No mono* back after 10 days trial 

money if not satisfied.
TAVELLA SALES CO., 25-PPA Wost Broadway, New York 7, N.Y.

Make Money at Home Sell
ing by Mail. Details Free. 
E. R. Cole, 828 Chestnut 
Ave., Long Beach 2, Calif.

HARD OF HEARING?
You can 't hear well if im pacted wax 
blocks ea r canals and presses on sensi- 
five e a r  drums.

Take Doctor's Advice!
Thousands of fo lks a re  now h ea rin g  norm al aga in  and 

a re  no longer bo thered  by buzzing, ringing , h issing  head  
noises. d izziness, e a r  ir r i ta tio n , since they  rem oved h a rd  
im pacted  w ax. B ut follow docto r’s advice. “N ever, never 
tr y  to rem ove im pacted  w ax  w ith  finger nails , to o th 
p icks. h a irp in s  o r  any  in s trum en t. The safe  w ay  is  w ith  
O rotune E a r  D rops. T ests  by w ell know n la bo ra to ry  
prove them  absolu tely  hnrm loss used oe d irected .

Or u tu n e . h as  b ro u g h t b e t te r  hea ring  to  b o  m any who 
w ere deafened by im pacted  w ax th a t  you owe it to  your
self to  try  it.

A. >1. Beetelienon, N ew ark , N. J . ,  w rite s : “ B efore 
U sing O rotune E a r  P ro p s , I  w as  so deafened th a t  I 
could not h ea r the clock tick . A fte r  using O rotune, I 
can  now h ea r th e  clock tick  w ith  bo th  e a rs .”

SEN D  NO MONEY’, F ay  postm an  $2, plus postage 
and C.O.D. charges for 3 m onths supply. I f  you send 
$2 w ith o rd e r , we pay  all postage  ch a rg es. O rder 
today . You'll be am azed how  c lea rly  an d  d is tinc tly  you 
H E A R  ag a in  w hen w ax  obstruction  is rem oved! 
IIA KV IN  CO., 117 W . 48 S t., D pt, 720, New York 10, N . ¥ ,
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Crack Detective Stories

(Continued From Page 88)
“That guy works here in our art 

department. He’s submitted some of 
his stories to me, and I’ve been buy
ing them.” He jerked to his feet, 
fumbled through some of the manu
scripts on his desk, snapped up a 
story. “Here’s one he gave me when 
he came in late today. Imagine! Afar- 
j o r i e  doing this story for  him—”

Behind Danny Garrett, someone 
moved in the doorway. He spun. He 
saw wild, pinkish eyes; he saw the 
gun.

Stewart James!
The man leaped toward Danny Gar

rett, muttering, “You snooping little 
punk!”

Danny flung himself sideways. The 
gun roared in the small office. Glass 
shattered in the windows behind 
Danny Garrett. The editor, with a 
wild cry, leaped out from behind the 
desk.

The gun was again leveling on the 
kid. He dived at the man’s gun arm. 
There was a shot; Danny was falling. 
And then there were other shots, wild 
exclamations, and noise.

Tall, wild-eyed Stewart James was 
swaying, blood oozing on his shoul
der. Big Mike Ryan was coming into 
the room, Slug O’Donnell behind 
him. They seized the killer. Stewart 
James still held the gun. He tried to 
raise it. Ryan fired again.

(Continued On Page 92)
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S T A Y S

T I G H T  • O R .NO C O S T !  M l
Here's new amazing mouth comfort without risking a single cent . . . enjoy tha t feeling of 
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who 
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join thi» happy arm y if you wilt 
ju s t try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you w ant . . . yes. comfortably 
ca t foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Us.’ Crown Plate Ileliner 
and again make eatiri» a  pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tighten* fal»e teeth or no cost.
P e r f e c t  f o r  p a r t i a l s ,  l o w e r *  a n d  u p p e r s .

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE C R O W N  PLATE RELINER ii * a .y  «o m e.
I»«n 'l su ffer tm h u rn issm en l and  discom fort caused  by loose den ta l plates. Apply CROW N iiK U N K  
your p late  lit* like  new and  s tays  th a t  w ay up  t<| t  m onths. N o o ld -fash ioned  hea tin g  ti> burn  you 
■ijueeze t'H O W V  from tube  and  p u l your te e th  back In. T h e y 'll til as snugly as ever. Inventor Is 
au th o rity  Jo den ta l tie Id. A p a te n t tins been ap p lied  for t'KOW .V K K I.IN K K  to  p rot eel you from  in 
»ou rH Ine your p la te  w ith  f l lO W N , tak e  your fa lse  tee th  m ir to r c lean ing  w ithou t affecting 
K K I.lN K lt. fK tnV .N  K K I.IN K K  is  guaran teed  . . . i t 's  harm less. N O T A T O W IU lll OK  P A S T E  
lU ’HN OK IK IU T A T K . If  n o t sa tisfied , even a fte r 4 m onths, re tu rn  p a r tly  u.«e«l tube  for fu ll refund
! •  a  K c lrn in tc  . r
In  a jiffy  your 
enjoy lid s  new

lit .  In  a  jiffy 
r  m outh . J u s t  
: a recognized  
a lta to rs . A fter 

lire fltO W iN  
! P O E S  NOT 

. riiow.N

plate w ill 
coin foi l

ft th e
g a in  fee l as l ig h t  and 
i * gill u w a y .j .

h i t  as It d id  w hen I t  was new O rd er today an d

W H A T  USERS 1
TELL US — READ! ‘
J. f lem rn t*  of A lgonae w rite s : 
■My p lates were »» b ad  they 

ra ttled  when I talked. Now 1 
ran  ea t steaks, corn <n> the 
puli." K W . W . of V irg in ia  
w rites : ” 1 have found fro w n  
Kellner all you c la im  fo r It 
and m o re ."  . . . M any more 
t i tle d  to  sam e eseul len t re 
su lt!. Kciine your p lates w ith  
n tO W N . I t s  tas te less . H .s  
th a t n a tu ra l pink i-nlor. O rder 
a tube  o f CROW N K K I.lN K lt 
today . . . enough to  la s t  a

H E R ESjO U R TR E EO FFER !
I 'ltO W N ' ’o ffers you ̂ a** two-way 'p ro te c t inn" fo r^ y m ir  p late*. O ld e r  f l lO W N  
KK I.IN K K  and  receive M IK E  w ith  your o rd e r f l lO W N  DEN TA L, P I.A TK  
fl.K A N K K . T h e  JIK N TA 1. P L A T E  PI.K A N  E l l  Is easy to  use and  restores 
th a t new freshness to  ymir p la te s  to  he lp  keep  your m outh c lean  an d  iterni- 
f r re . f l lO W N  fl.K A N K K  e lim in a te s  w ithou t b ru sh in g  foods th a t  r o l le d  In 
p la te  corners and  crevices. Helps p ro tec t p la tes  because no  brush ing  Is 
necessary and  there fo re  th e  d an g e r of sc ra tch in g  Is avoided. Vim w ill enjoy
lb. nn th i U it !ee th  i mi v>

and get your CROWN fl.KANKK KKKK with the flttlWN DENTAL 
I’l.ATK JtKhlNKK ; . . remember you don’t risk a single cent. You must b« 
100',; satisfied, or your money back.

* SEND.NO MONEY.4RV-. *
Trv It for 4 months and then return  it  for a 
full refund if  not satisfied. Order at once and 
we will include FREE with your order a tube 
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
■ Y o u ' l l  b e  d e l i g h t e d  w i t h  b o t h  . . . a n d  t h e
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth 
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending" name and 
address. P a y  postman one dollar for combina
tion plus postage. o r send cash nnd we pay 

^postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.
At Your Druggist or Order Direct

Crown Plastic Co., Dept. 3410 
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave, 

Detroit 4, Mich.

<31rd
M r CR O W N PLASTIC C O ., Dept. 3410

4358 W . Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich.
I  o , S e e d  y o u r  w o n d er fu l C rm vn P en tn I P la te  R r ltn c r  and  

fn r lu d e  th e  FR EE C row n D en ta l C leaner. I  w i l l  pay
p o s tn n ii  o n e  d o lla r  p lu s  a p p r o x im a te ly  2 4 c  p o s ta g e  l,n 
a rr iv a l. If I  am  r o t  s a t i s f ie d  a f te r  4  m o n th s , I m ay  
re tu rn  p ru t Tv u se d  tu b e  fo r  fu l l  re fu n d .
(□  I am  en clo sin g - o n e  d o lla r  in  fu l l  p a y m e n t sa m e

g u a r a n te e .) |  d<o| NAME ...................................................................................................................
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do you WORRY?
. m ow s
RUPTURE

W hy w orry  and suffer 
any  longer if we can  help 
you? T ry  a  Brooks P a t 
ented  A ir Cushion. This 
m arvelous appliance for i 
m ost form s of reducib le! 
r u p t u r e  is  G U A R A N 
T E E D  to b ring  Y O U  ] 
h e a v e n ly  c o m fo r t  a n d  I 
security— day and n igh t

an(* * a t PIay— or it co sts  you N O T H - 
IWG! Thousands happy. L igh t, nea t-fittin g . No 
ward pads o r springs. F or men, women, and chil
dren . D urable, cheap. Sent on trial to  prove it. 
Plot sold in sto res. Bew are o f im ita tions. W rite  
to r f r e e  Book on R up tu re , no-risk  tr ia l order 
Confidential?100^ °* resu ^ '  Correspondence
B r o o k s  C o m p a n y ,  319 S t a t e  S t . ,  M a r s h a l l ,  M i c h .

POEMS WANTEDI mi For Musical Setting < I
M other, Home, Love, Sacred, P atrio tic , Comic I  
or any subjec t. D on 't D elay— Send us your I  
Original Poem  a t  once — fo r im m ediate ex- I  
ami nation and F R E E  R hym ing D ictionary. I

Richard Brothers 47 S K a F o T O

G Y P SY  F O R T U N E  
TELLING  CARO S

A new  easy  w ay to  tell fo rtunes  a t  hom e . . derived 
from  th e  age-old Sym bolism  c rea ted  by SOOTHSAY
E R S  who have sw ayed such g re a t men as  N apoleon. *1
F n  j i  y  F o r  a  lim ited tim e we w ill include the

K  C  C  Wg 1J2-page hook, “ How to H ead the
Cards.'* F ree  w ith  each  order. 

WEHMAN BROS., 712 Broadway, Dept. 0 A -11, New York 3, N. Y.

(Good U sed C lo th in g)
A ssorted  m a ter ia ls  and co lo rs . C leaned , 
randy-to-w ear. Many s tv le s . S in es m  
lo  2 0 .  L arger s iz e s  5 fo r  $ 3 .5 0 .  Send  
5 0 c  o r  m ore fo r  d ep o s it, b a lan ce C.O. J>. 

s p o sta g e . W e h op e  y o u  w il l  b e  fu lly  
s fied . In v e stm e n t in  p o sta g e  w il l  intro’- 

lu ce  y o u  to o u r  b arga in s. I f  d is s a t is f ie d  pur
chase p r ice  refu n d ed . Hush order now .

ARMY CLOTHES WORK CLOTHES
n o t h in g  fo r  m en . w om en , ch ild ren . F ree I llu s 
trated  C ata log . SUPER SALES CO., 1 41 -A  
Wat kin* » t . ,  D ep t. N, B rooklyn 1 2 , N. Y,

“FAOTS ABOUT EPILEPSY”
The most Interesting and helpful Booklet will 
be mailed to anyone while the supply lasts. 
I will send a free copy to anyone who writes 
for it. C. M. S IM P S O N , Address DA-24, 
1840 W. 44th St., Cleveland, Ohio

*flfeft?Scftb6l Course
•fet Home: Many Finish in 2 Years

• I ns rap id ly  ns your l i n e  and n b ilit lo s  p erm it. Course
• iiiiv id en t to  re sl'len t sch o o l w ork—p repares for  c o lle g e  

•■i.iranee ex a m s, stnm iarn  u .  s .  l e x is  su p p lied . Pirdtnna. 
< red 11 for  II, S. su b jec ts  a lready com p leted . .S ingle sub- 
"■cls If d esired . H igh  sch o o l ed u cation  is  very  im portant 
»>r advan cem en t in  b u s in e ss  and in d u stry  n :d  so c ia lly .  

I'si n’t b e  hanclieappesl n il your li fe .  B e h Hf>rh School 
.■ radii a le . Start your tra in in g  now . F ree  Pul It-tin on
■ .p m sl. N o  o b lig a t io n .

1 American School, Dpt. H-86, Drextl at 58th, Chicago 37

g if t
T i m ’ AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
tnJ LARGER EARNINGS. lift years expert in - 
Ruction. Over luS.PHO student? enrolled. IJ< B 
jegree nwurdej. All texts furnished. Easy pay- 
ii'iiU. Sahel for TREE BOOK — “ Law ami 

Executive tiu idanci" MOW:
AM ERICAN EX TEN SIO N  SCHOOL OF LAW 

D ep t. 5 9 -E , 6 4 6  N. M ich ig an  A v., C h icag o , III,

C rack Detective Stories

(Continued From Page 90)

DANN Y  turned  away, his stomach 
trembling as he watched the 

pink-eyed man, dying, fall to the 
floor. And the room was suddenly 
very quiet, and he heard the broken, 
half sobbed words . . .

“Yes . . . she was rewriting  my 
stories. I  had never . . . been able 
to sell anything . . . but now I was 
getting  checks. She told me she . . . 
was going away. She was . . . going 
to get married. She wouldn’t  be able 
to do my stories anymore. I . . . guess 
I  was desperate. W e  had an argum ent 
. . .  I  s truck her. . . . She said she 
was going to tell the t ru th  to the 
editors. . . .  I  d idn ’t mean to kill her, 
honest . . .”

T here  was a gurg ling  cough. Danny 
turned away. T he  man was dead.

Later, he said to Mike Ryan. “Stew
ar t  James wrote that suicide note 
himself. He left it  in the g ir l’s type
writer, This morning, a f te r  you left, 
he stole all her stories and took them 
w ith  him. He probably planned to 
submit them under his own name. 
He was desperate to have his name 
in prin t . .

Mike Ryan looked at the kid. Ke 
said, “H e’ll have his name in print 
now, all right. In  headlines!” And 
then, quietly, “Kid, you’ve got an 
instinct. I guess maybe us cops get 
dumb after  awhile. W e miss the l i t 
tle things.”

Behind them, the editor said 
quietly, “W e ’ll miss . . . M arjorie.” 
T here  was a catch in his voice.

There was a new magazine on his 
desk, one tha t had not yet gone on 
sale. Danny saw her name on the 
cover, and a title. “Paradise Island .” 
He looked at the man who bought 
her  stories.

The editor nodded.
Danny put the magazine under his 

arm and went out. His cap was still 
in his hand. His eyes were misted. . , .

92 The End



Law and Disorder

(Continued From Page 51)
The witness sent the court into 

stitches when he replied: “W hy
n o t?”

A  Reasonable Q uery

The big shot lawyer was recruiting  
a new crop of attorneys who had just  
been granted  licenses to practice. His 
subject was the charging of fees.

“ I f  someone should call my office 
and ask for legal advice, they would 
receive a bill in the nex t m orning’s 
mail for $10,” he explained.

“O 1 the other hand, if someone 
visits my office seeking legal re
dress, he is charged $20.”

“A nd if, in an emergency, a party  
calls in person at my home, my fee 
is $50. T h a t’s the reason I am one 
of the wealthiest lawyers in this 
city .”

Suddenly, one of the young law- 
y> a sk e d : “W hat do you charge if 
you meet a guy accidentally—in a 
drug store?”
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& DOCTOR 
BILLS...
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\  3  a  d a y !

INDIVIDUAL or FAMILY
Insure N O W , before it'$ too late! Pro
tect your savings against Hospital 
expense. Here's an amazing offer of 
safe, dependable coverage under 
America’s most popular Hospitaliza
tion Plan. \ Family or Individual 
eligible. No Medical Examination. 
When sickness or accident strikes, 
you may go to any Hospital in U. S. 
or Canada under any Doctor's 
care. YOUR EXPENSES WILL 8E 
PAID exactly as Policy specifies. 
WAR coverage induded.The Com
pany under supervision of the 
kisuranceDept.No agentwill call.

NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO . 
Dept. D5-11, Wilmington, Del.

Please send me, without obligation, details about 
your "'3c A Day HoipHa'izotion Insurance Plan" 
N o m e. •*-***.
Add^eij- ■ >. i *■»»•>» <**■■* tv

Ctf/-.**-**. . State..
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Johnny On the Spot

Hunting
h  find

rriSHiNG

HUNTING & FISHING
Is a monthly tn&gaslne crammed full
of hunting, fishing, camping, dog *i)d 
boating storle* and pictures, invaluable 
Information about guru, fishing tackle, 
game law changea, beat place# to fish 
and hunt—countless IdeRg that will add 
more fun to your days afield.

Special Trial Offer 
Send 25c in stamps or coin and we will 
send you Hunting & fish ing  for six 
months.

HUNTING & FISHING  
M AGAZINE

278 Sportsman'* Building
■ o a to n  M a a a o c b u a a t t s

,  KS3S
Unredeemed loan pledt 

big buying power enable ua to offer 
Fine Diamond* at Price* far less than 

original cost. Sant you FR EE for INSPEC
T IO N  AN D  APPR AISAL. Wrtta for FREE List.

PRUDENTIAL LOAN ASSOCIATION
133 N. Clark Street Dept. 45-M Chicago 2. Illinois

D E T E C T I V E S
TRA IN ING  — SE C R E T  INVESTIGATIONS — FIN G E R  
PRIN TS—E a sy  M ethod. S hort Tim e. R ew ards  Home 
T ravel—Secret Code Booklet. F R E E . W R IT E , IN T E R 
NATIONAL D ETE C T IV E  SYSTEM, 1*01 E . Monroe S t., N. ID., Washington, I>. C,

BEAT BAD LUCK
With our Information exposing the guarded secrets. 
Highly magnetic lodejtone, myaterlous seals, m ysterious 
Incense, brimstone, black magic powders and novelties. 
Write for our list today.

VINE, HILL & C O .. DEPT. D, SWANTON, OHIO

S O N G W R I T E R S
1*1 are  your norm's w ith  us. M elodies supplied W ITHOUT 
CHARGE by well know n Hollywood com posers. W e 
record  your song and m ake it p resen tab le  to  the  pub lish ' 
e rs . Lend sheets  and records fu rn ished . Send your 
book m a te ria l fo r freo  exam ination . W rite  fo r details. 

CINEM A SONG CO.
P. O. Box *70 Dept. N-* Beverly Hills, Calif.

The Estrogenic Hormone

BUST CREAM
The Only Cream 
Containing Femogen*

E a eh  .tar con tains 
IIO.Oi «► Tnt. U nits  of 
Fonwgen* (Estrogenic 
H orm ones) th a t  special, 
precious, am azing  ingre
dient th a t m ay be a b 
sorbed by the sk in  of 
t lie b re a s ts . We. m ake 
no claim s, promise's, or 
rep resen ta tions of any  
kind xvlift lever fo r  th is 
cream . We w ant YOU 
to  he the sole .In dee of w h a t 1 /OR MO XU m ay do .FOR 
Y OU. \W  GU A I t  A NT 013 U N Gt >NJ) IT1 oX ATJ ,Y th a t  if 
you a re  noi delighted a f ie r  using  I/O R M O N E, w e w ill 
cheerfully  refund the  nurchase  price. JW-day supply w ith  
full directions, In p la in  w rap p er, com plete including 
F edera l tax  and postage , only $o.00 w ith  o rder, o r $3.oh 
C. O. D.

L’ORMONE CO.. Dept. 203-A
220 Broadwoy New York 7. N. Y.
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(Continued From Page 40) 
brokenly. “I can see now why she 
wanted to keep it s e c r e t  for 
awhile. . . . ”

Johnny looked back into Luretta’s 
blazing eyes. “You searched as much 
as you could in Sime’s club, Luretta, 
wanting the evidence he was holding 
over your head. You didn’t find it, 
but you found the black notebook. 
That fitted right into your plan, for 
it would point a motive, in my mind, 
to Martha when I arrived at Uncle 
Walter’s house to find him dead. 
Then tonight when you and Steve 
came by here you heard Martha tell 
me she’d been in the hospital. When 
I rushed out you knew I’d tumbled 
to the fact that she couldn’t have 
murdered Walter Gerard. You knew, 
too, that I was heading back for Ger
ard’s house to take the frame off my
self. So you phoned Sime Karkins, 
disguising your voice, and tipped 
him that he’d find his black notebook 
on my person and that I’d arrive at 
Gerard’s house shortly. You had to 
keep me from taking away the evi
dence that I’d planted against my
self. You knew Sime would stop me, 
leave me unconscious or take me for 
a ride in the process of getting his 
notebook.

“Everything pointed to you, Lu
retta. Steve mixed drinks last night, 
but he was where I watched him. It 
was' you who went in the kitchen and 
helped Martha with dinner and 
slipped drugs in my food. Steve in
tended to call a doctor, but it was 
you who was dialing the phone while 
Steve was helping me to the couch, 
calling the doctor of your choice, 
your accomplice Whitfield.

“It was smooth, but like all mur
der, a little rough in spots. The 
rough spots trip you, Luretta. Whit
field is lying dead on the sidewalk 
outside at this moment. He’ll be 
found any moment. And that one 
wasn’t a clean kill, Luretta. They’ll 
break you down, look over Whit
field’s records, Sime Karkins’ black
mail mess, which will be blasted wide 
open after tonight. You. . . . ” 

(Continued On Page 96)



2 3 .0 0 0
S ta t is t ic s  show  th a t
23.000 poo.phr a t  hom e 
to d a y  w ill ho in  a  
h o sp ita l tom orrow . 
Y ou’ll w a n t the host 
fo r  yours©If and  fam 
ily  if hosp ita liz a tio n  
is Hooded.
O u r 3c a  day  p la n  
offers tho help you 
need if  you ac t liow.

HOSPITAL AND 
SURGICAL FEES

G E T OUR FREE OFFER!
Loam how hospital and surgical care is provl'Ied 
for every member of your family in case of sick
ness or accident. Our Plan permits you to pro to 
any hospital in tho V. S.; select your own surgeon

NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!
An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available 

to alm ost everyone. Any man or woman under 
70 years o f age m ay enroll as a member, and, 
if  married, include wife or husband and all chil
dren under 18 years of age  a s  dependents on 
the sam e certificate, and no medical examination 
is  required.
Here’s the Protection We Offer You
$150.00 Hospital Room $20.00 X-Ray
$150.00 Surgical Fees $20.00 A nesthesia

$20.00 L aborato ry  Fees.
. . . Also Operating Room. Maternity, Ambulance 

and others.

Maternity
Gases

Included
Your policy provides 
for hospitalization for 
maternity as well, 
provided that both 
husband and wifo 
have been menibeis 
for Id cowierutivo 
months prior to ad
mission to tho hos
pital.

IF YO U'R E SICK TOM ORROW  
W ILL YO U HAVE TO  

BORROW?

No Waiting . . .  No Red Tape
You’ll ag re e  o u r  P lan  Is -am azingly l ib e ra l ,  and  
o ffers th e  .protection th a t  you and  your fam ily  
need.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED

NO 
A G EN T 

WILL 
CALL 
RUSH 

CO UPO N

FREE RUSH COUPON 
FOR DETAILS

Wo want every reader of th is  magazine to know how easy 
it is to enjoy the protection ivc oJTer . . . vvy urgo _yoi: 
not to delay i t  hut to get the free details at once. 
sij,'n your namo to the coupon and mail it to us.
You may paste i t  on the hack of a penny post
card if you like. Wo will send you everything: 
by return mail absolutely free and wliluvit. obli
gation. Yau may rmi in coni' deuce and no 
salesman will call. You will only hear from us 
by mail, bo d o  not hesitate to a< t at once . . . 
no bettor time than now.

INTERSTATE M UTUAL BENEFIT A S3 'N . I
DEPT. 2710, DOVER, DELAWARE ■

P Io.tnp send 7rr' FR-RH fu ll details conrem lng your 9
Ho.aiiiiali nation  Policy. a

NAME

ADDRESS

C ITY  & ZO N E ............................................................................ .. »
------------------------------------------ ------------- , . . j



WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY?
A  booklet containing the opinions of famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing 
to the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Ave., 
D B -II, New York, N . Y.

FREE! CANE SUPPLIES
Club Furniture - Counter 
Garnet - Punehboardi - 
Magic Cards Readers, Read 
the backs * Inks - Daubs - 
Poker Chips - Tops Flats • 
Layouts • Game Boxes.

K. C. CARD CO., 1216 W. Washington Blvd., Chicago 7, II I.

5439

S atisfa ctio n  g u aran teed  o r  p u rch a se  p r ice  refund  
B etter  s i lk  d r e s se s , s iz e s  1 2  to  4 4 ,  4 fo r  $ 3 .2 5 .

SPECIAL OFFER
All C olton  W ash D re sse s . B r ig h t  c o lo r s  fuul p r in ts . 
S iz e s  1 2  to  2 0 .  6  fo r  $ 2 .7 5 .

W earin g  apparel for  th e  e n t ir e  fa m ily .
S em i for  F ree  C atalog .

LEADER MAIL ORDER CO.
I9 1 CANAL ST.,  D E P T .  27-V NEW YOR K 13, N. Y.

HIGH JO H N
c/teCONOUEROR

Considered by Many to be a 
G reat Luck Bringer

High John the Conqueror Root is on* 
of the most famous of so-called LUCK 
HOOTS. I t is believed by many that 
a person carrying a pair of these root* 
will never be without money, and will 
he very LUCKY and SUCCESSFUL. 

Many siipersUUoiisly belluve that one root aeiB as a so-called POW 
ERFUL LUCK CHARM for winning games and helps in love affairs, 
the other allegedly drives away evil influences and wards ciT bad luck. 
While we make no supernatural claims, vre guarantee these roots to be 
of the very highest Quality. Large size root, only $1.29 per pair post
paid. or C.O.!>. plus postage. Limited supply. Rush your order now! 
F R E E  W ITH EVERY PREPAID ORDER DRESSING OIL 
r p l l i t  AND HAND MADE CARRYING CASE

PROPHET PRODUCTS CO.. Dept. DA-11 
BOX 77, STATION J , NEW  YORK 27, N. Y.

EASY PAYMENT PLAN
,LIFE INSURANCE

New low-cost "buy-by- 
mull" Budget Plan ena
bles you to own Llfa 
Insurance backed by Le
gal Reserves, to suit your 
pocketboolc! You d o n ’t 
have to pay more than 
you can afford lor reli
able protection. Policy 
provides fu ll benefits for as little as 5c a week! 10c a week pays double bene
fits; 15c pays triple bene
fits, etc. So economical, 
so easy to own, you and 
evety member of the family can afford an indi
vidual Pioneer Life In
surance Policy! No Red 
Tape—NO MEDICAL EX
AMINATION! No agent 
will call. Get complete de
tails FREE! Write today. 
P I O N E E R  L I F E  I N S U  

17S2 Insurance Excli.

Johnny On the Spot

Polity Provides 
DEATH BENEFITS

D oe to  Sickness o r N ature) 
Causes

DOUBLE INDEMNITY
For Accidental Death

TOTAL DISABILITY

CASH SURRENDER 
VALUE

EXTENDED INSURANCE
O th e r Liberal Benefit*

i a n £ e  c o m p a n y
Bldg., Rockford, II I.

(Continued From Page 94) 
Luretta screamed, sprang back

ward, her hands tearing at the jew
eled purse she’d laid on the table. 
Johnny ducked as she pulled a small 
revolver from the purse; but Steve 
didn’t. He lunged toward her, face 
gray, mouth twisted.

She fired at him and a hole jumped 
in the plaster. Steve seized her 
wrists. Screaming, she struggled. 
Theii the gun exploded again and 
the -oom froze. Luretta looked up at 
Steve, her eyes bubbling with fear, 
and sank slowly to the floor. A small 
splash of crimson, growing, added its 
own bright spot of color to the jew
eled, clinging gown she was wearing. 
A thin wreath of smoke curled lazily 
from the revolver as it fell from her 
hand.

Steve eased her down gently. John
ny felt a quiet movement near him 
and slipped his arm about Martha.

ell,” Johnny said softly, “John
ny’s off the spot.”

“Yeah,” Steve said, looking at Lu- 
retta’s prone form. “And I guess I’ll 
get aver it in time, eh, Johnny?” 

“Sure,” Johnny said, and his own 
voice-quivered, for he found it hard 
to listen to a grown man sob.

(THE END)
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A New Rip-Snorter 

By Joe Awtell Small

" B IR D S  BOIV’T

D R IN K  L IK K E R ”

Appears In the Fail 

Issue Of

F A N t l l S

W E S T E R N



A O N L Y

S*

W i A

t f a a ' l t u t t t c f  W ear ring 10 

days, if not pleased return and 
get your money

As long as our supply lasts you may obtain one of these hand* 
some, simulated diamond rings for only $1.94. The stone is flash- 
ingly brilliant, approximately 1-carat size and is set in the HEAVY 
"prosperity" mounting. Choice yellow gold color effect or white gold 
color effect. If you wear one of these rings your friends will surely 
think you are "in the money," for it is hard to tell this ring from a  
genuine diamond costing many times more. Ee the first in your 
neighborhood to own a "prosperity" simulated diamond ring. 
Looks like a  million. SEND NO MONEY. lust send us name and ad
dress, and ring size. Pay postman $1.94 plus postage and C.O.D, 
charges. If you send $2 with order we pay postage and all charges. 
Order now.

HAREM CO. (The Bouse of Bings)
30 Church St., Dept. Z-948, New York 7, N. Y.

mm
SEND
cSp

MONEY! Fiif in coupon,

d mail now! For Ring She . . .
L-:-a above, wrap tightly

*"—'“r. Num-

NO

HAREM CO. (The House of flings) Dep. Z-948
30  Church S treet, Nw York 7 , N. Y.
S en d  m o for  i n  d a y s  tr ia l m a s s iv e  r e p lic a  d ia m o n d  v in e  >n 
th e  s i z e  a n d  s e t t in i:  1 h a v e  c h e e k e d  b e lo w . W h en  p ack age  
a r r iv e s , I w i l l  d e p o s it  w ith  p o stm a n  $ 1 . 0 4  p lu s  p o s ta g e  
and  C .O .D . c h a r g e s . I f  a t th e  en d  o f  1 0  d a y s I w is h  to  re 
turn  th e  r in g , y o u  are to  refu n d  m y  m o n ey  at o n ce.

a v e l lo w  G old C olor E ffec t r W h ite  G old  C o lor  E ffec t

C u t out the stop r‘»n<3
around middle joint of ... . 
ber that meets end of chart

your ring size.

stop

(P le a s e  P r in t;

ADDRESS .............................................................................

CITY  .................................................  STATE .................
NO TF: If y o n  e n c lo s e  § 2  w ith  v o n r  o rd er  w e  w i l l  p a y  a l l  p o s t 
a g e . O f co u r se , y o u  s t i l l  h a v e  th e  p r iv i le g e  o f o u r  1 0 -d a y  
tr ia l or  m o n e y  hack g u a ra n tee . I f  ap t to  h e  o u t  w h e n  p o s t 
m an  c a l i f ,  s en d  ca sh  or m o n e y  ord er  for  i$'J and s a v e  C .O .P , 
c h a r g e s . C anadian  and  F o r e ig n  O rders m u st  se n d  In 

m  a d van ce .
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SPRIN G BO ARD  TO SUCCESS!
M any men today arc using drafting boards to desi 
warding future. • The International Corresp 
donee Schools Courses in Mechanical or Architec
tural Drafting have fitted many hundred 
ambitious men for better jobs in this 
well-paid field. • A 
Courses (covering 400 
ness and technical sub 
jects) are prepared 
by leading practical 
(authorities, constantly 
revised to meet new deve 
merits. Yet the. cost oj 
training is surprisingly i 
not too late for you to 
coupon today!

iNTERNATidNAi CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Without cost OP
Alp Conditioning and 
P lu m b in g  C ourses

□  Air Conditioning
D  Heft Huff O Plumbing 
G  Refrigeration O  .Steam F ittin g  

C h e m is try  C ourses 
D  C h e m ic a l  Engineering
□  Chem int.ry, A  i.aly t ienl
□  Chemistry. Industrial
D  Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel 
D  Petroleum Refining □  Plastics
□  Pulp nud Paper M ating 

Civil Engineering, Archi
tectural and Mining Course*

□  Architectural Drafting
□  A rchitecture
O Bridge and  Building Foreman 
G  Building Estim ating

E le c tr ica l Course#
0  Electrical D rafting
□  Electrical Engineering C Power House Electric 
D  Practical Electrician 
O  Practical Telephony 
G  Telegraph Engineering

In te rn a l  C o m b u stio n  
Engines C ourses 

D  A u to  T ec h n ic ian  D  Av
□  Diesel-Elm’! ric 
G  Diesel Engines □  Gaa Enginea

M echanical Courses 
D  Aeronautical Engineering
□  A irp lan e D raftin g
□  Flight Engineer 
G Foundry Work 
D  Heat T reatm ent of M etals

□  Civil Engineering C  Coal M ining D Industrial Engineering
O  C o n tra c tin g  an d  B uild ing
G  Highway Engineering
O  Lumber Dealer 
D  Reading Structural Blueprints
□  .Sanitary Enginerring 
G  Struct nr a! Drafting
D  Structural Engineering
□  Survey lug and Mapping

D Industrial Metallurgy 
G  Mechanical Drafting 
D Mechanical Engineering 
D  M old-U ft Work 
O  Patternmakiiig 
D  Reading Shop Blueprints 
Q Sheet-M elal Drafting 
D Sheot-Motal Worker

D  Ship Drafting
□  Ship Fitting 
D  Shop Practice
0  Steel Mill Workers 
G Tool Desi Riling 
O Welding, Gaft and Electric 

Radio C ourses
□  E!ovtr<-m v*
£3 Radio. General 
G Rji-’i.r Operating 
G Radio Servicing 

R ailroad  Courses
□  A ir B rako  f ! C a r  In sp e c to r  
1.3 '.ooomotive Engineer
G  Locoiin.iive Fireman 
O  Rail read Section Foreman 

S t earn Engineering Courses 
G  R o d e r ic k in ^
(J C’umburl ion Engineering 
LI Run ping
LT M «*rm r. n . . , i i i u w r i n «
f] Electric
G  Steam Engines 

T ex tile  C ourse*
D  C otton M anufacturing 
G  itayou Weaving

BOX 6005, S C R A N T O N  9, P E N N A .
obligation, please send me fu ll particulars about the course b e f o r e which. I  have m arked X :

□  Textile Designing
□  Woolen M anufacturing ' 

Business and 
A c a d e m  ic  Courses

C  Accounting □  Advertising
□  A rith m e tic  O  B ookkeeping
D  Buaincse C orrespond  once "
I I3uainer.ii M a n a g e m e n t
□  Certified Public A ccounting'
□  College Preparatory 
D  Commercial
□  ( 'o s t  A ccounting  
D  F ed era l X ax
Cj  F irst Y ear College 
C3 Foremans hip 
D  French
□  Good English
□  High .School
□  Higher M athematics
□  Illu s tra tin g  
G M otor Traffic 
D Postal Service
□  Salesmanship
□  Secretarial
□  Sign Lettering □ ‘Spanish
O  Stenography
D  Traffic M an a g em en t

N a m e . . . . ,....... ..................... ............... ......................................... A a e .

C i t y .

...Home Address................... ............................................................
_ . ‘tent Working

........................................... ...............State............................... Position............................... ............................. Hours................A.M. to..........F.Af,
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada,

British resident* send coupon to 1. C. S ., 71 Kitty sway, London,  IF. C. S, England.
D IS C O U N T T O  D ISC H A R G ED  V E TE R A N S  — SP ECIAL T U IT IO N  R A TES FOR M EM BER S O F  T H E  A R M E D  FO R CES L . V



THOUSANDS of MEN NOW
Appear Feel Look

SUMMER BETTER YOUNGER
with Commander

Amazing NEW Abdominal Supporter

Yes. Instantly you, too, can begin to feel ALIVE . . .  ON TOP OF THE WORLD hv 
Joining the .Parade or Men who are marching up the highway of happier living with the 

COMMANDER, the amazing new Men’s abdominal supporter.
G E T  " IN  S H A P E " IN S T A N T L Y  AND EN JO Y A HAPPY S TR E A M LIN E D  APPEARANCE
The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed "INTERLOCKING HANDS” 
principle for extra double support whoro you noed i t  most I t  flattens the burdensome 
sagging "corporation” and restores to the body the zestful Invigorating feeling that 
comes with firm, sure "bay window" control. Order this new belt today and begin 
enjoying the pleasure of feeling " in  shape" a t once.

B R E A TH E  EA SIER— T A K E  W E IG H T  O F T  T IR E D  F E E T  
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly sup
ports abdominal sag. The instant you pull on the belt you breathe easier . . your 
wind is longer . . . you feel belter 1
YOU R BACK IS  BRACED— YOU R C LO TH E S  F I T  B E T T E R -Y O U  APPEAR TA L L E R
The COMMANDER braces your figure . . .  you look and feel slimmer . . . your clothes 
fit you better. Your friends will notice the improvement immediately.

C O M M A N D E R  I S  N E W  A N D  MO D E RN !
The absence of gouging steel ribs, dangling buckles and bothersome laces will prove 
a joy. COMMANDER has a real man's jock type pouch. IT GIVES GENUINE m a t .tc 
PROTECTION. Try this amazing new belt with full confidence . . . and at our risk 
SEND FOR IT NOW I

*THE SECRET OF THE 
"INTERLOCKING HANDS”

Only COMMANDER contains this NEW 
principle. A porous non-stretch material is 
built into the Special stretch body of the
COMMANDER . . .  in the outline of two* 
interlocking hands for EXTRA DOUBLE 
SUPPORT where you need It most. NO 
BUCKLES, LACES OR STRAPS.

M A K E  THIS TEST 
W I TH  YOUR O W N  H A N D S  
A N D  FEEL W H A T  W E  M E A N

Commander W earers all over America Say —

" I  am  s u re  y o u  w ill  b e  " E n c lo se d  f in d  o rd e r  fo r  a n -  i t  on  th e  f i r s t  th in g  In  th e  
n ipnsrrt to  k now  th a t  i t  Is  b y o t h e r  b e lt .  I  w o u ld n ’t  b e  w ith -  . m o rn in g . E n c lo sed  i s  m y  P -  «  t h i s  s u p p o rte r  fo r  t e n c h e c k  fo r  a n o th e r .”f a r  th e  b e s t  a n d  m o s t  p ra c tic a l t im e s  w h a t  i t  c o s ts ."  J .  C. McG.
su p p o r te r  I  h a v e  e v e r  h ad . I  p r .  G. C. S. S t. P a u l,  M inn ,
w .  b—  1 «° "JOW I I  St. c u u - l . . .  I l l  , . J  recom m (!nt, c o in  m a n n e r
to  s e v e ra l of m y f r ie n d s  and  k- " R e c e iv e d  th e  C om m ander i -  fo r  Wh a t  i t  i s  m ad e  fo r. I t  
th e y  a re  l ik e w ise  im p re s se d  * a b o u t  a  w eek  ago . To say  th a t  r* s u re  n a s  b een  a g r e a t  h e lp  to  
w ith  i t .  Y ou sh a ll  p ro b a b ly  I  w e ll P h a s e d  w ith  i t  m e. I w a n t to  th a n k  y o u  fo r

_, w o u ld  b e  p u t t in g  i t  m ild ly —I w h a t i t  h a s  done. I  m ig h t add
h e a r  f ro m  som e o f th e m  in  th e  can  se e  th a t  i t  m i s  a lo n g  f e l t  i t  h a s  h e lp ed  m e  m o re  th a n  
fu tu re .  .V  w a n t, g iv in g  th e  need ed  sup - ^  a n y th in g  I h av e  e v e r  t r ie d .”

D r. A. M. S. ^ p o r t  and  a m o s t co m fo rtab le  r* p .
SUuxUish, M ich. fee lin g . I  n e v e r  m is s  p u t t in g  T o r t K nox , Ky.

A bove a re  Ju s t a  few  o f th e  m an y  u n so lic ite d  te s t im o n ia ls  fo r  th e  f lo m m a n d e ' n n  
th a t  w e  rece iv e  re g u ia r ly . O rig in a ls  o f th e s e  an d  o th e rs  a r e  on  f i le .

SEND FOR IT TODAY— USE THIS COUPON

10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
SEND NO MONEY

Wear COMMANDER 
ten days FREE. II it 
fails to do all we say, 
send it back and the 
purchase price will be 
promptly refunded. SIZES 28 to 4? 
SPECIAL LARGE SIZES 48 to 60, $3.98

O N L Y

*2.98

INTRODUCTORY TEN DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER
■ W A R D  G R E E N  C O ., D E P T .  T -4 5 II  
1 113 W . 5 7 TH  S T . ,  NEW  YORK, 19, N . Y .
■  S end  m e  th e  "COM M ANDER" fo r  te n  d ay s  F re e  T r ia l .  I  w i l l  p a y  p o s tm a n  th e . 
■ s p e c ia l  p rice  of $ 2 .9 8  p lu s  p o s tag e . I f  n o t s a tis f ie d  a f te r  w e a rin g  i t  te n  days." 
1 1  m ay  r e tu r n  i t  and  th e  p u rc h a se  p r ic e  w il l  b e  p ro m p tly  re fu n d e d .
■  M y  w a i s t  m e a s u r e ............................................ .....................M y  h e i g h t  I s ........................ ... . . . . . .
|  (S en d  s t r in g  th e  s iz e  o f w a is t  i f  m e a s u r in g  ta p e  i s  n o t  a v a ila b le .)

I n a m b  ......................................................................................................................................................................

\

■ C IT Y .................................................................................................. S T A T E ........................................ |
■ □  C heck h e re  i f  y o u  en c lo se  $ 2 .9 8  w ith  t h i s  o rd e r  a n d  w e  w il l  p a y  p o s t a g e !  
|  c h a rg e s . T h e  sa m e  re fu n d  o ffe r  h o ld s .

©  1941 W . G. Co.



The Beauty at an Angel l 
the Fury of a She-Devil! \
S u d d en ly  a  s le n d e r  figure  
leap ed  o n  deck . H e re  w a s  

A n n e  B onney, in fa m o u s  
p i r a te  queen, h e r  blonde 

tre s s e s  s tre a m in g , h e r
H I  m o u th  tw is te d  in  fu ry .
B u t  “ G od’s  d e a th  to  you

c o w a r d s!” sh e  ta u n t- 
ed. l a a h i n g  h e r  m en

W l W B  w ith a  m urderous whip
H r  . . Only one m an

knew  th e  dark  secret  
that goaded A nne to 
vio len t adventure and  
bloody v en g ea n ce !

if you join the Dollar Book Club

■ r  -  m a .

N c

MAIL THIS 
COUPON
FREE: “ Lusty Wind for Carolina'1
Doubleday One Dollar Book Club 
Dept. I ID AG, Garden City, New York 

Please enroll me free as a Dollar Book Club *ufe- 
feriber and send me “LUSTY WIND FOR CARO
LINA”  FREE. Also send me as my first selec
tion for $1.00 the book I  have checked below: 
□ China to Mo □ A Tree Grows In Brooklyn 

O Strange Woman
W ith these books will come my first Issue of the 

free monthly descriptive folder called “The Bulle
tin "  telling about ‘the two new forthcoming one- 
dollar bargain book selections and several additional 
bargains which are offered for $1.00* each to mem
bers only. I  am to have the privilege of notifying 
you In advance If I  do not wish either one of the 
following month’s selections and whether or not I  
wish to purchase any of the other bargains at the 
Special Club price of $1.00 each. The purchase of 
books is entirely voluntary on my part. I  do not 
have to accept a book every month—only six during 
the year to fulfill my membership requirement. I 
pay nothing except $1.00 for each selection received 
plus a few cents handling and shipping cost,

Mr.
Mrs......................................................................................
Miss
Street and No. ..............................................................

Zone No.
C i ty ....................................................(if any)...............
State .............................................................................................

I f  under 21,
Occupation .....................................ago please...............
*Samo price in Canada: 105 Bond St., Toronto 2

O T F O R  m a n y  a. y tsur h a s  th e r e  a p 
p e a re d  su ch  a  r ic h , f la m b o y a n t  

a d v e n tu re -ro m a n c e  a s  “ D U STY W IN D  
F O R  C A R O L IN A ” — a n  ep ic  novel t h a t

ta k e s  yo u  b a c k  to  th e  d a y s  o f d u e ls , th r i l l 
ing  s e a  b a t t l e s  a n d  ro u g h , b a w d y  liv in g  an  

th e  f r in g e  o f  th e  A m e ric a n  p io n e e r  w ild e rn e ss . 
In  i ts  p a g e s  a  w ho le  g a lle ry  o f f a s c in a t in g  c h a r 

a c te r s  com e to  life—A n n e  B onney , c e le b ra te d  p ira te  
queen , w h o se  exo tic , u n ta m e d  b e a u ty  w a s  m atch ed  

only  b y  h e r  d e v ilish  c ru e lty — s w a r th y  l ib e r tin e  S ted e  
B onnet. A n n e’s  p a ra m o u r  in p a s s io n  a n d  too l in  crim e—  

G ab rie llo  F o u n ta in e . c a p tiv a tin g  F re n c h  h e ro in e , a n d  h e r  
.lan d so m e  so ld ie r  lo v er, D av id  M onay, w ho  fo u n d  ro m a n tic  

fu lf il lm e n t in  th e  N ew  W orld .
A ll th e s e  a n d  a  h o s t o f  o th e r  c o lo rfu l, d e v il-m a y -c a re  c h a ra c 

te r s  c row d 450 p a g e s  o f  a c tio n -p a c k e d  d ra m a , h a ir - r a i s in g  ex
p lo its , te n d e r  a n d  p a s s io n a te  m o m en ts  o f  love. T h is  new  novel 

s e n t  to  yo u  F R E E  las sqon a s  y o u  Jo in  th e  D o l la r  B o o k  C lub .

Dollar Book Club Membership Is Free
rpiTEJ D O L L A R  BO O K  CLUB i s  th e  only  c lu b  t h a t  b r in g s  you 

new ly  p r in te d  b o o k s by  o u ts ta n d in g  a u th o r s ,  f o r  only  $1.00 each . 
You s a v e  50 to  75 p e r c e n t f ro m  th e  e s ta b lis h e d  r e t a i l  p r ic e . E v e ry  
se lec tio n  is  a  h a n d so m e , fu ll-s ized  l ib r a ry  ed itio n  p r in te d  ex c lu siv e
ly  fo r  m em b e rs . You d o  siot havt£» to  a c c e p t  a  b o o k  ev e ry  m o n th s  
on ly  th e  p u rc h a s e  o f  s ix  b o oks a  y e a r  i s  n e c essa ry .

T h e  E co n o m ica l, S y s te m a tic  W a y  to  B u ild  a  Good L ib ra ry  
D o l la r  B ook C lub  se le c tio n s  a r e  f ro m  th e  b e s t  m o d e m  bonks— th o  

o u ts ta n d in g  fiction a n d  n o n-fic tion  b y  fam o u s  a u th o r s .  Such o u t
s ta n d in g  b e s t  se lle rs  a s  M RS. M IN IV E R , K IN G ’S R O W . DRA G O N  
S E E D , T H E  S T R A N G E  W OM AN a n d  T H E  SO NG O F  B E R N A 
D E T T E  w ere  a ll  rece iv ed  by m em b e rs  a t  $1.00 e a ch  w h ile  th e  
p u b lic  w a s  p a y in g  from- $2.00 to  $.'5.00 fo r  th e  p u b lis h e r ’s  ed ition , 
a t  r e ta i l .  500,000 d isc r im in a tin g  re a d e r s  a r e  e n th u s ia s t ic  s u p p o rte rs  
o f th e  D o lla r  Book C lub , e n a b lin g  th e  C lu b  to  o f fe r  v a lu e s  u n 
e q u a lled  b y  a n y  o th e r  m eth o d  o f  book buy ing .

C hoose  Y o u r F i r s t  S e lec tio n  f ro m  T h e se  B e s t  S e lle rs  
"Upon receipt of the attached coupon you will be sent a FREE copy of “LUSTY 
WIND FOR CAROLINA” . You will also receive as your first selection for $1.00 
your choice of any of these three great best sellers: __
•  A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, by Betty Smith. The laughing, loving story of 

the Brooklyn Nolans—the best-seller that captivated millions and inspired a 
great movie.

•  China to Mo. by Emily ITahn. The best-selling true story of eight years in 
China—the most astonishing series of adventures ever to  befall an American 
woman.

•  The Strange Woman by Ben Ames Williams. The unforgettable story of “A 
Maine Cleopatra” by the author of “Leave H er to Heaven.”

For convenience, members prefer to have shipped and pay for books ©very other 
month. You will receive the descriptive folder called “ The Bulletin.” sent ex
clusively to members. I t describes the forthcoming two months' book selections and 
reviews about ten additional titles (in the original publishers' editions selling 
a t retail for $2.50 or more) available to members at only $1.00 each, if  you do 
not wish to purchase either of the two new selections for $1.00 each, you may 
notify the Club, so that the books will not be sent you. In any case, you may 
purchase any of the other titles offered for $1.00 each.
DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB, Garden City, New York., N. Y.


