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ADVERTISING SECTION

" I t has meant 
Wappiness and

M O N E Y  to us”
International Correspondence Schools at Scran
ton. It has meant happiness and money to us!” 

This true story is one of thousands which 
happy wives tell about family success through 
I. C. S. spare-time study. Right in your own 
neighborhood, there are families who got their 
start toward better things when the husband 
and father mailed a coupon to Scranton! 
Training not only benefits a man himself— it 
gives his whole family a new outlook on life. 
W hy not start today? This coupon is your 
opportunity!

" R emember, Dan, when you decided to de
vote one hour each night to study? I’ ll never 
forget what you said— ‘If I can do my job 
better, I ’ ll get a better jo b !’

“ How true that has been! And you were 
only a clerk then. Now you are manager of 
the whole business! W e own our own home 
and every month our savings account is grow
ing. It was a wonderful thing when you 
marked that coupon and mailed it to the

I N T E R N A T I  O N A L C O  R R  E S P O N D E N C E
‘ The Universal University”

S C H O O L S

B O X  4 9 0 3 - 0 ,  S C R A N T O N ,  P E N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a cony of your booklet, “ Who Wins and Why,”  and full particulars about the subject 

before which I have marked X :
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

□  Automobile MechanicArchitect
Architectural Draftsman 
Building Estimating 
Wood Millworking 
Contractor an4~Ruildar 
Structural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Electric Wiring 
Electrical Engineer 
Electric Lighting 
Welding, Electric and Gtu 
Beading Shop Blueprints

3 Business Management
□ Office Management
□ Industrial Management 
13 Personnel Management
□ Traffic Management
1  Accountancy n Cost Accountant

Q  Telegraph Engineer 
□  Telephone Work 
3  Mechanical Engineer 
3  Mechanical Draftsman

S Machinist 
Toolmaker 

3  Patternmaker 
3  t'ipefluer O  Tinsmith 
3  Bridge Engineer 
3  Bridge and Building Foreman 
3  Has Engines □  Diesel Engines 
3  Aviation Engines

3  Plumbing □  Steam Fitting 
3  Heating □  Ventilation 
3  Sheet Metal Worker

S Steam Engineer
Steam Electric Engineer 

3  Civil Engineer 
□  Surveying and Mapping 
3  Refrigeration 
3  R. B. Locomotives 
J  R. It. Section Foremao 
3  Highway Engineering

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

BC. P. Accountant 
Bookkeeping 

3  Secretarial Work 
3  Spanish □  French
0 Salesmanship H AdverUsing 

Business Correspondence
......................................................Ape..

B Lettering Show Cards □  Signs 
Stenography and Typing 

3  Complete Commercial 
3  Civil Service 
□  Mail Carrier 
3  Railway Mail Clerk

D  R. It. Bridge and Building 
Foreman

3  Air Brakes Q  Train Operation 
3  Chemistry Q  Pharmacy 
3  Coal Mining Engineer 
□  Navigation □  Boilermaker 
3  Textile Overseer or Supt.
3  Cotton Manufacturing 
3  Woolen Manufacturing 
3  Agriculture Q  Fruit Growing 
3  Poultry Farming Q  Radio 
3  Marine Engineer

3  Grade School Subjects 
3  High School Subjects 
3  College Preparatory 
3  Illustrating 
3  Cartooning 
3  Lumber Dealer

. Address..Hame...................................................................................................
City............................................................... ............................................Slate...................................... ........................... Occupation........................... ............ .......

/ /  vast reside in Canada* send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada
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Win a Buick Sedan
o r  9 2 , 900,00 i n  C a s h

SO M EO N E  w h o  a n sw ers  th is  ad w ill  re ce iv e , a b s o lu te ly  fre e , a la te s t  m o d e l 8 cy lin d e r  
B u ick  Sedan  or its  fu l l  v a lu e  in cash  ($2,000.00). In a d d it io n  to  th e  B u ick  S edan  w e  
a re  alBo g iv in g  a w a y  s ix  F ord  S edans, an  E a s tm a n  H o m e  M o v in g  P ic tu re  O utfit, a  
S h etla n d  P on y , a R ad io , G old  W a tch e s , S ilv e rw a re  and  m an y  o th e r  v a lu a b le  g i f t s —  

b esid es  H u n dred s  o f  D o lla r s  in C ash. A lr e a d y  w e  h a v e  g iv e n  a w a y  m ore  th a n  $200,000.00 
in  ca sh  and v a lu a b le  m erch a n d ise  to  a d v e r t ise  o u r  b usin ess. M iss  J e w e l C a sey  re ce iv e d  
$3,720.00; M iss A n n a  L in k e  re ce iv e d  $2,320.00; M rs. R o b e r t  E ll in g to n  re ce iv e d  $1,750.00; 
and Mr. E . N. G a rre tt  re c e iv e d  $2,320.00. T h is  o ffe r  is op en  to  a n y o n e  l iv in g  in  th e  U n ited  
S tates, o u ts id e  o f  C h ica g o , and  is  g u a ra n te e d  b y  an  o ld  r e lia b le  c o m p a n y  o f  m a n y  yea r#  
s ta n d in g .

Solve
This

Puzzle

A  A

Q u a lify

For
This

Opportunity

3

1 9

7

Find the Magic Numbers
T h ere  a re  c e r ta in  n u m b ers  fro m  1 t o  9 w h ich , i f  filled  in the  five  b la n k  sp a ce s  in the  

squ are  a b ov e , w il l  add  up 15 in a n y  d irect ion . See i f  y o u  can  find them . W h e n  you  find 
them , w r it e  the n u m b ers  in th e  b la n k  sp a ce s  and  send  the sq u a re  t o  m e  r ig h t  a w a y  t o g e th e r  
w ith  y o u r  nam e a n d  a d d re ss  filled  in the co u p o n  b e low .

$900.00 Cash Given tor Promptness
I f  y o u  a ct q u ic k ly  and  w in  th e  B u ick  S edan  I  w il l  g iv e  y o u  $900.00 in  ca sh  ju s t  fo r  

b e in g  p ro m p t— m a k in g  a  to ta l  o f  $2,900.00 y o u  m a y  w in . A lt o g e th e r  th e re  is  a  to ta l o f  
$7,500.00 w o r th  o f  p rizes  to  be  g iv e n  afid th e  m o n e y  to  p a y  th e  p r iz e s  is  n o w  on  d e p o sit  a t 
on e  o f  C h ica g o 's  la rg e s t  b a n k s  re a d y  to  b e  paid  t o  th e  p r ize  w in n e rs . In  c a s e  o f  t ies  
d u p lica te  p rizes  w ill  be pa id  ea ch  on e  ty in g , and  a n y  w in n e r  m a y  h a v e  ca sh  in s te a d  o f  
the  p rize  w on , i f  s o  p re fe rre d . G et b u s y  r ig h t  a w a y . S o lv e  th e  p u zz le , fill in y o u r  nam e 
and a d d ress  on  th e  co u p o n  b e lo w  and sen d  it  to  m e ju s t  as soon  as p o s s ib le  to  q u a lify  
f o r  an  o p p o r tu n ity  to  sh a re  in  the  $7,500.00 w o r th  o f  p rizes . E V E R Y B O D Y  P R O F IT S . 
W h o  k n o w s  b u t th a t  y o u  m a y  be th e  D u ck y  F ir s t  P r iz e  W in n e r ?  I t  p a y s  to  a c t  p ro m p tly .

R o b e r t  H a rr iso n , M gr., D ep t. V - 5 i i  
315 S. P e o r ia  S treet, C h ica g o , III.

I h a ve  fo u n d  the m a g ic  n u m b ers  and am  sen d in g  
y o u  th e  squ are  w ith  the  n u m b ers  filled  in the b la n k  
spaces. P le a se  le t  m e h ea r fro m  y o u  at once.

N a m e..,  

Address.

C ity . State
i i m i n n i i n i n M i m n u

M ail T o d a y

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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G ET TH E  
M O N E Y  
Y O U ’RE W O R TH

HERE'S YOUR CHANCE TO MAKE

$ 1 5 a D t &
D O N ’T  w a s t e  y o u r  t im e  w it h  a  lo w - p o y  jo b .  M a k e  

th e  m o n e y  y o u ’ r e  w o r t h .  M a il  t h e  c o u p o n  a n d  I ’ l l  
s h o w  y o u  th e  w a y . I ’ ll g iv e  y o u  a  c h a n c e  t o  m a k e  
$ 1 0  t o  $ 1 5  in  a  d a y . I ’ ll s h o w  y o n  lio w  y o u  c a n  h a v e  

• m o n e y  t o  p a y  y o u r  d e b ts  . . .  t o  b u y  n e w  c lo t h e s ,  
n e w  fu r n it u r e  . . .  t o  h a v e  th e  t h in g s  y o u r  fr ie n d s  
a n d  n e ig h b o r s  e n jo y .

•110 IN A  SINGLE WEEK
3’ ll show you how Sol. Korenblit, of New York, made $110 In a 
single week working for me. Jus. Peduto, Pennsylvania, gives me 
only a few hours of His spare time, yet often makes $25 to $30 
a day. Mrs. Eva McCutchen, of Oklahoma. Quit a SlQ-a-week office 
job and cleared $26.55 the very first day. Of course some of my 
people make more than others. But these big earnings cf a few 
or my Representatives show the wonderful opportunities that are 
awaiting you. And today 1 offer you an even greater proposition 
than I gave these people. I 'l l givo you a chance to make your  
time pay you big money—what you ycuraolf Bay you ’re  worth.

BIG PROFITS FOR PLEASANT W O R K
You positively don't need onv capital, training or experience. AH 
you do is to call on your friends and my established customers in 
Jour locality and take care of their orders for roy fast-selling line 
o f Groceries and Household Necessities. You alone Pet tho profit 
on all orders from these customers. I ne-ver sell through stores. 
Your own home will be your headquarters. You'll bo your own boss. 
And you can keep your present job and start in your spare time if 
you want to. Sebastian Pera, of Pa.— a spare-time worker— cleared 
$15.53 in  3 days. This snows the wonderful possibilities.

FREE I NEW FORD 
TUDOR SEDAN

NOT a contest. I offer a brand-new 
car free to producers— as an extra 
reward or bonus-in addition to theft 
large cash profits. Mail coupon for 
particulars.

MAIL THE COUPON
Yes, today you have a 
fthnnee* to gel the m oney 
you're worth. Mail the 
coupon and I ’ ll send you 
the facts about my amazing 
money-making proposi
tion. i  ll a-11 you hew 
you have a chance to 
make $10 to $15 in a. day. 
Don’ t miss this wonderful 
opportunity. You. have 
everythin'; !o gain. And 
it costs nothing to Inves
tigate. D on't wait. Don't 
delay. Mail the coupon now.

MAIL THIS N O W
Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co.,
7951 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.
Ye?, 1 want to get all the money I'm  worth. Send me your 
proposition which tells me how I can make $10 to $15 in a 
day. Also explain your FliEK Ford Otter.
Name

(Print or Write Plainly)

et Strang/
Eight Imptwea 
Muscle Builders
A ll W ith  
Illustrated
Course

adjustable to 200 iba. resistance Made of new 
live extra strength rubber to give resistance 
needed for sore muscle development. Pair of 
patented band grips develop powerful grip 
and arm. Wall exercising parts develop hack, 
arms, legs. Head strap permits exercise o f  
neck muscles. Develop leg 
musclcn with foot strap— 
skip rope gives speed, 
endurance. Illustrated  
course shows how to de
velop any part o f body.

SEND NO MONEY
Sand name and address. W c eend all by re
turn noil. Pay postman $2.75 plua postage. 
Price in Canada $3.98 cash with order.

CRUSADER APPARATUS CO., DEPT, 3311 
Maplewood, New Jersey

GUARANTEE 
Entire satisfac
tion guaranteed 
or Bcury back.

A—l a —fi-l

Real Opportunity For Trained Electricians
E L E C T R I C I T Y ,  e a s i ly  le a r n e d  in  1 2  w e e k s , b r in g s  im 
m e d ia t e ,  w e ll -p a id  e m p lo y m e n t  to  t h e  tru in tn l m a n  ; 
a n d  th e  o p p o r t u n i t y  t o  f o r g e  a h e a d  in  h is  o w n  b u s i
n e ss . M e S w e e n y  T r a in in g  is  a ll  p r a c t ic a l .  N o  b o o k s  ! 
N o  l e s s o n s !  N o  c o r r e s p o n d e n c e !  A c t u a l ,  p r a c t ic a l  
t r a in in g  o n  r e a l e q u ip m e n t . W r i t e  t o d a y  f o r  F r e e  
R o o k  c o m p le t e ly  d e s c r ib in g  t h e  1 2  w e e k s  c o u r s e  a n d  
th e  N e w  L o w  T u it i o n  O ffe r .

McSWEENY’S, Dept. E-3-11, Cleveland, Ohio

Play the Hawaiian Guitar 
like tbe Hawaiians/ <

O n ly  4 M o t io n s  used in playing this fascinating instru- ■*’ 
merit. Our native Hawaiian instructors tea ch 'y ou  to  ^  
master them quickly. Pictures show how. Every^ 
thing explained clearly.

Play In Half Hour
After you get the four 
• key motions you play 
harmonious* chords with 
very little practice. No 
previous musical knowl
edge needed.

Easy Lessons
Even If you don’t  know 
one note fiom  another, 
the 62 printed leaaona 
and clear picture* make 
it easy to learn quickly. 
Pay as you play.

O T V 1 7 U  u>hen you enroll 
V l T  —a  tw e e t toned

H A W A I I A N  G U IT A R *  C a r r y in g
WRITE AT ONCE for at tractive offer 
and easy terms. You have everything 
• -> gam. A postcard will do. ACT!

Playing O ntflt—  
V alu e  t i l  to St#

N o  ext r a*-every  th in  o in c lu d e d
M  TENOR (and other ooureee. The lame thorough iaetruotion on Tenet Ban k»4 
r R A M jp) Violin. Tiple. Tenor Guitar, Ukulele, Banjo Ukulele. Weii* 

>- 1 known instructor*. Writ* for full information*
FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY o f  MUSIC* ln«~
*«*t F losr, W ooheorth B ids. D ent. 23V  New V o**, N. V.

t i f f m e i  M • C evn y M itM iJ b lid  Under ike Lews e fA i Mmto cf Mem Ferfc

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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I w ill train you 
at home

to fill a

B IG  P * Y  _ _  ^

Radio •feh/JSpSrSs
~PTcrcT

tioo  a w eek
"M y earnirfr? in Radi© 

ure many tinier greater 
than I ever expected 
they would be when I 
jnrolled. They seldom 
fall under $10ft a week.”  

E. K. WINBORh'E, 
1267 W. 48th St..

Norfolk, Ya.

J i a v e O r m n l M
to $ IM  *  w eek
"Before I e n t e r e d  

Radio I was making $35 
a week. Last week I  
uarned 5 1 1 0  servicing 
ind selling Radios. I 
awe my succeed to N« 
B. 3.”

J. A. VAUGHN 
3107 S. Grand Boulevard, 

St. Louis, Mo,

ISM  extra In $ 
months

" I  find I made $500 
from January to May in 
toy sparo time. My best 
week brought me $107. I» 
should have taken it long 
ago.”

HOYT 3IOORE 
R. R. 3, Box 919, 
Indianapolis, Ind.

I I f  you arc earning a penny less than $50 a ‘week, 
[ send for my book o f information on the opportuni- 
I ties in Radio. It is free. Clip the coupon NOW. 
I Why be satisfied with $25, $30 or $40 a week for 

longer than the short time it takes to get ready 
for Radio?

Radio’ s grow th  opening hundred* of 
$50, $75* $200 a w eek  jobs every year

In about ten years Radio has grown from a 
$2,000,000 to a $1,000,000,000 industry. Over 
300,000 jobs have been created. Hundreds more are 
being opened every year by its continued growth. 
Many men and young men with the right training 
— the kind of training I give you—are stepping 
into Radio at two and three times their former 
salaries.

You have many fobs to  choose from
Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, 

station managers and pay $1,200 to $5,000 a year. 
Manufacturers continually need testers, inspectors, 
foremen, engineers, service men, buyers, for jobs 
paying up to $7,500 a year. Shipping companies use 
hundreds of Radio operators, give them world-wide 
travel with board and lodging free and a salary 
o f  $80 to $150 a  month. Dealers and jobbers em
ploy service men, salesmen, buyers, managers, and 
pay $30 to $100 a week. There are many other 
opportunities too.
So many opportunities many N . R. 1. man 

m ake $zoo to  $1*900  w h ile  learning
The day you enroll with me I ’ll show you how 

to do 28 jobs, common in most every neighborhood, 
for spare time money. Throughout your course I 
send you information on servicing popular makes 
of sets ; I give you the plans and ideas that are 
making $200 to_ $1,000 for hundreds o f N. R. I. 
students in their spare time while studying. My 
course is famous as the course that pays for itself.
T alking Movies* Television* A ircraft Radio 

are also included
Special training in Talking Movies, Tele

vision and home Television experiments. Ra
dio's use in Aviation, Servicing and Merchan
dising Sets, Broadcasting, Commercial and 
Ship Stations are included. I am so sure 
that I can train you satisfactorily that I  
will agree in writing to refund every penny 
o f your tuition i f  you arc not satisfied with 
my Lessons and Instruction Service upon 
completing.

64'Pftge b ook  o f  inform ation FREE
Get your copy today. It tells you where Radio’s 

good jobs are, what they pay, tells you about my 
course, what others who have taken it are doing 
and making. Find out what Radio offers you, 
without the slightest obligation. ACT N OW !

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute Dept* 1H0 

W ashington, O, C.

for practical. 
Home Experiments.

You can build over 160 circuits 
with theee outfits. You build 
and experiment with the cir
cuits used in Crosley, Atwater- 
Kvnt, Kveready, MajeUU:, Y.nn- 
iih, and ether !»pii!,tr «ets. 
You learn how these sets 
work, why they work, how to 
make them xtork. This makes 
learning at homo easy, fasci
nating, practical.

Back view o f 5 tube 
Screen Grid A  C. s e t -  
only one gI many cir
cuits you caa build.

T a m  
{ [ s a l a r i e s

money, 
less Find out aboutj 
this quick way to

Biccm
P A T

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 1MI>
W a sh in gto n , D . C.

Dear Mr. Sm ith: Send me your free
book. I understand this request does not 
obligate me and that no salesman will call.

UfetinicEm/)loment)ervicetoallQmdmtel► c i t y ..

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

Think o f it—over 2 million buyers paid $102.50 (cash) 
for this model No. 5 now offered direct-to-you at 
wuy below Vz original price— and on easiest terms 
besides. Positively the greatest bargain eTer offered. 
Accept the special 10 day trial offer and be con
vinced. See the neat, perfect work It does— com
pare its bright, shiny newness without risk. Rec
ognized as tho f i n e s t ,  s t r o n g e s t  typewriter built-

Easy Term s —only 10c a day
Here is positively the chance o f  a  lifetime to  own a W orld-fam ous 
Standard Underwood N o. i> com pletely  refinished like new at the 
very lowest price and easiest terms. All com plete with modern 

im provem ents including standard 4- 
row  keyboard, hack spacer, auto
m atic ribbon reverse, shift lock, 
2 -color ribbon, etc. Ideal fo r busi
n ess  a n d  p r o fe s s io n a l m en —  
teachers, students, story  writers, etc. 
D o n 't  let this chance pass by.

10 Day T r ia l
Y ou  save ov er  $60 b y  quick action. 
These genuine guaranteed Under
w oods now  only S39.90 (cash) while 
lim ited supply lasts. Only $1 down 
brings the U nderw ood for 10 days’ 
trial. If you keep it— only 10c a 
day soon  pays for your Underwood 
on  our new low  price and easiest 
terms. Send at once before this 
special offer is withdrawn. R e
m ember every  machine fully guar
anteed and sent on  10 day trial.

Learn Touch Typewriting

Learn touch typewriting 
free! Com plete {hom e 
study) course o f  famous 
Van Sant System  given 
with this offer. Fully 
i l l u s t r a t e d  — e a s i l y  
learned.

* In te rn a tio n a l T y p e w rite r  E x cb .
■ 231 W . M o n r o e  S t . ,  C h ica g o , D ep t. 1 10 4
■ I  enclose $1 depout. Send Underwood N o. 5 (F .O .B. Chicsro) i t  once for 10 
J day*' trial. I f I ora not perfectly satisfied I can return it express coltect and Set 
a my deposit back. I f  i  keep it I will pay 93 a month until I  Lave {paid $44.80

(term price) in full.

J AJdrei* ............................................... ...........................
5 Town................................................. ..........................................Slate .

Please mention this magazine

Lo w e st Prices In History * - 75% Saving
Midland’ s ImmeoM Basins Power Makes This Possible 

Thousand e o f motorists a! 1 oxer U , S . A . uaeand boost our Stand
ard Brand reconstructed Tires. H a r d  s e rv ic e  o n  ro u g h e s t  
r o a d s  g u a r a n te e d . Oar natioo-wide encceea and reputation 
speaks for itself. F R E E  for limited time one 16c beat quality 
epark pice with every tire ehipped. Order 4 tiree— g e t  fu ll se t  
6  spark p lu g s  f r e e . New pep for your ear—no extra cost. B e  
s u r e  to  m e n tio n  m a k e  e f  c a r ,  m o d e l,  y e a r  b u i lt .  O R D E R  
T O  D A Y at these R o c k  B o t to m  P r ic e s . Satief action Guaranteed.

B A L L O O N  T IR E S  
S iz e  R im  T ir e s  T u b e s  3

29x4.40-21*' $ 2 .3 0  .$1.10 3
29x4.50-2- 
30x4.50-81* * 
28x4.75-19* * 
30x4.95-21** 
29x5.00-19** 
80x5.00-20“

. 2 .4 0  . 

. 2 .4S  . 

. 2 .4 5  . 

.  2 .9 0  . 

. 2 .9 5  . 

. 2 .9 5  .

1.15 3 
1.80 
1.20  < 
1.S5 3 
1.85 3

28x6.25-18** . 2 .9 5  ,

82x6.00-20** . *3 .20  . *1.40
33x6.00-21'* „ 3 .20  * "
32x6.20-20'* . 3.6532x6.15-20" . 3 .95

R e g . C O R D  T ir e s  
S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s
30x3 . * 2 .2 0  , ------
30x3X  • 2 . 2 5  .
31x4 . 2 .9 532x4 . 2 .9 5  ,
33x4 . 2 .9 5
32x4H  . 3 .2 0  ,
33x4H  . 3 . 2 0  !Ux4*4 - 3 .45 
30x5 . 3 .60
33x5 . 3 .6 0  . . . .

___________  _______ __ ____ All O th er S iz e s
S end  $ 1 .0 0  d e p o sit with each tire ordered. 
B a la n ce C .O .D .Ify o u a e n d e a a h in fu lld e - _
duct S per c e n t. Y ou are guaranteed a year’s serviceor 
replacement at hal f  price. Order Today— Save M oney. 
M ID L A N D  T I R E  A N D  R U B B E R  C O M P A N Y  

D ept. 17*1 18#8-16 W . Sixty-Third Street Chicago

29x6.25-19* * 
30x5.26-20** 
31x6.25-21** 

60 -19 " 
30x5.77 -20" 
80x6.00-18** 
31x6.00-19"

. 2 .9 5  .

.  2 .9 5  . _____
. 3 .1 0  . 1.36 £
.  3 . 2 0  . 1.3S .3 
.  3 .2 0  .  1.40 3 
. 3 .2 0  . 1.40 3 
. 3 .2 0  . 1.40

See Miles Telescope makes far away people 
and objects look close. See mo on and stars. 
N eed edAway] by tourists, hikers, farmers, etc- 

_  Instructive to  old and young. A barrel of 
fun. Measures 12 inches long when closed.

O P E N S  O U T  3 F T .
in 5 sections. Brass bound, dust caps on each end. Achromatic 
leases. Imported from Europe. Guaranteed.
S e n d  N o  M o n e y  ^ a™ al'ps™;
man $1.75 plus postage. (Two for $3.25.) Or 
send price and we pay postage. Thousands 
pleased. Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
back. Send today and be first to  have one.

F R E E
i t h o r d e r ,  

leatherette car
rying case and 
solar eye piece 
to view the sun.

Bargain House, 427 W. Randolph St., Dept. 110, Chicago

Y « u r  C h o ice
o f  Ladies’ or Gentlemen's 
models. R ich!) desiitued 
lifetime cases. J e w e l e d  
movements. Guaranteed 
accurate. Rich beauty.
S en d  N o  M o n ey —pay only 
$ 0 9 5  postage on arrival.

O Money buck i f  not delighted. 
B R A D L E Y , H -5 1 4 ,  N e w to n , M A S S .

Send NO 
Mosey

HOME-STUDY
BUSINESS TRAINING
Your opportunity can never be bigger than your 
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards in 
earlier and larger success. Free 64-Page Books Tell 
How. Write now for book you want, or mail coupon 
with your name and address in margin today.

O  H ig h er A c co u n ta n cy  O  B usiness M g m ’t 
O  M o d . S a lesm a n sh ip  O  B usiness C orres.
O  T ra ffic  M a n a g e m e n t O  C red it an d  C o lle c t io n  
O  Law  : D egree o f  L L .B . C o rre sp o n d e n ce  
O  C o m m e rc ia l Law  O  M od ern  F orem a n sllip  
O  Industrial IM g m ’ t  O  P erson n e l M g m ’t 
O  B a n k in g  an d  F in a n ce  O  Expert B ook k eep in g  
O  T e leg ra p h y  O  C . P. A . C o a ch in g
O R a il. S ta tio n  M g m ’ t O  B usiness E nglish  
O  R a ilw ay  A c co u n t in g  O  C o m m e rc ia l Spanish  
O  P ap er S a lesm a n sh ip  O  E ffective S peaking

L A S A L L E  E X T E N S IO N  U N IV E R S IT Y  
D ept. 1165-R Chicago
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Too Old to Learn Music ?
Hardly, Not after thousands of men and women between the ages of 30 and 50 
have enrolled with the famous U. S. School of Music and have learned to play 
their favorite instruments without the slightest difficulty or waste of time!

'\X/, HAT has your age got to do 
vv with learning music when you 

now have a method at your dis
posal that has done away with 
compulsory practice— tabooed mo
notonous scales— that has slashed 
expensive fees— that makes you  the 
boss instead o f requiring a personal 
teacher ?

I f  hundreds o f children, scarcely 
in their “ teens,”  learn to read notes 
and play a musical instrument with 
only our printed instructions and 
illustrated diagrams, think how 
simple it must be for  older people 
to follow , benefit, .and progress rap
id ly  in this home-study 
manner.

A lw a y s
F a s c in a t in g

You’ ll never lose pa
tience. You want to 
study— you 'll actually 
look forward to the 
“ next lesson”  when 
you study music the 
U. S. School way.

And no wonder.
You spend a little time 
each day in your own 
home hearing your mu
sical dreams come true.
There’s no personal 
teacher— no intricate 
explanations to baffle 
you— no trust-to-luck 
tactics. F or right 
with you at all times 
are our concise print 
and picture instruc
tions keeping you on

the right track— telling you what 
to play and showing you how to 
play it. Kucli new7 lesson contains 
a new thrill. F or the entire course 
from  the very beginning to the end 
is brimful of cheerful, tuneful selec
tions which you eagerly learn to 
play by note.

And, regardless o f which instru
ment you select, the cost of learning 
w ill average only a few  cents a day.

Music Will Be 
An Unfailing Friend

The older you get. the more you 
need the solace and 
pleasure t h a t  e»-if- 
made music affords. 
Anyone can tune in 
on a radio— play a 
record or get music 
out o f a player piano. 
Hut what empty sat
isfaction compared to 
making music your
se lf!

The ability to  play 
offers you a definite 
escape from  monotony 
— gives you the oppor
tunity to do some
thing real— to meet 
p e o p 1 e— t o m a k e 
friends. And there’s 
nothing like good mu
sic to  help you forget 
your troubles.

Every child, too, 
who can play a musi
cal instrument en 
joys an accomplish-

mr.nf tint ivttraris. etumrsins and holds 
fhr?:i)3— lli'it replaces baskriilnprs with (“oiifi- 
ileiir? anil noise— that insures a social and 
pruilUhl? "standby”  for their later years.

Think of the satisfaction of being able to 
play what and when ym want. Forget your 
age. And bear in mind, you don't have to 
know one note from another to start your 
lessaus from the U. S. School of Music.

Write Us First
Are you sincerely interested enough in 

music to want to rind o,.t all about this 
ea.;y as A -li-C  method of le noting I' Then 
send at once for our free til-page booklet. 
“ Music Lessons in Your Own Home" ex
plaining this famous method in detail. With 
it will !m M‘;it a Free Demons:ration Les
son. which proves how delightfully r;oick and 
easy—ht<»v thorough — this modern method is.

If you really want, to learn to play— 
without a teacher— in one-ha If the usual 
time— and at one-third the usual cost— send 
for the Free booklet and Free Demonstra
tion Lesson TODAY. No nhligathin. (In
strument supplied i f  desired—cash ur credit.) 
U. S. School of Music. 35911 Brunswick 
Bldg.. New York City.

U. S. SCHOOL Or MUSIC,
35911 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Please send me your free hook. "M usic 
Lessons in Your Own Hom e," with intro- 
duct Ian by Dr. Frank Crane, Free Deuuiu- 
stration Lesson, and particulars of_ your 
easy payment plan. I am interested in the 
following caune:

Have You
............... ...........................Instrument? ..................

Name

Address

City ............................................ State

PICK Y O U R  
IN S T R U M E N T

Piano Violin
Organ Clarinet
Ukulele flute
Cornet Saxophone
Trombone Harp
Piccolo Mandolin
Guitar ’ Cello

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Sight Singing 

Voice and Speech 
Culture 

Harmony and 
Composition 

Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger 

Control
Banjo (Plectrum. 

5-String or Tenor) 
Piano Accordion 

Italian and German 
Accordion

Juniors’ Piano Course

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

□

for
CITYand COUNTRY MEN 
and W O M E N -i8  to 5 0

IN or OUTSIDE WORK 
LOCAL or TRAVELING

Gov't Positions are not affected by hard times, strikes, 
politics, etc. You can draw twelve months’ pay every 

year and have a liberal vacation with pay. No more worry 
about the depression when you work for Uncle Sam. Check 
the position you want below— it belongs to you just as much 
as to anyone else. It  is your own fault i f  you do not get it. 
F ill out and mail the coupon todayl And full particulars will 
be sent you at once.

SPECIAL AGENTS 
(Investigators) Start $ 2 0 0  Month
Government Secret- Service Work is one of the 
most fascinating branches o f the Service. These 
positions located throughout the country are both 
traveling and stationary. Salaries up to $5,000 
yearly, and all traveling expenses paid while on 
the road.

OUTDOOR POSITIONS 5
Ideal, healthy, fascinating employment, 
where you can enjoy the forests, plains, x w jtk .rw fii 
and mountain trails, sunshine, and Dure 
air. Duties are patrolling our borders, 
delivering mail on rural routes, and in 
cities and towns, etc.

RURAL AND CITY CARRIERS 
$ 1 , 4 0 0  t o  $ 3 , 0 0 0  Y e a r

The Rural Mail Carrier has easy, healthy outside 
work, short hours, with a large part of the day left to 
do as he pleases. Thousands c f  city positions for those 
who prefer inside work, delivering mail in office building!. 
'These positions open to both country and city people. 

MEAT INSPECTORS 
$1,500 to $1,860 Year and UP 

This is interesting work. Farmers, butchers, or 
anyone with a knowledge of live stock, food 
products, meats, etc., are in line for one of these 
positions. Salaries and promotions splendid.
Both men and women are eligible.

RAILWAY MAIL CLERK 
$ 1 , 8 5 0  t o  $ 2 , 7 0 0  Y e a r  

These positions are both traveling and eta- 
tionary. When traveling you receive an extra 
allowance when away from home more than 
ten hours; and when you grow old you are 
retired with a comfortable pension for the 

balance o f  your life.
CUSTOMS INSPECTORS 

$ 2 ,1 0 0  Year to Start
The duties are to cheek and inspect goods 
brought into this country, levy the duties, 
etc., and see that Customs Regulations are 
not violated. This ia very fascinating work, 

i with splendid salaries.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY
AGE RANGE 18 TO SO

Ry. Mall Cleric 
P. 0. Laborer 
R. F. D. Carrier 
Special Agent 
Customs inspector 
City Mail Carrier 
Meat Inspector 
P. 0. Clerk 
File Clerk 
General Clerk 
Matron

INSTRUCTION BUREAU
Dept. 453, St. Louia, Mo.
Send me immediately FREE full particulars about positions 
marked " X " .  Also your big list of other positions obtainable, 

salaries, locations, how to qualify, opportunities, etc.
Name........................................ ..................................................
AUilreKj.................................................................. ..

1 Steno-Typlit 
] Immigrant Inspector 
] Seamstress 
| Auditor 
] Prohibition Apt.
] U. S. Border Patrol 
3 Chauffeur 
] Watchman 
I Skilled Laborer 
]  Postmaster 
3 Typist

31 B

^sv/KRYPTOK ^
rivisible B ifocals 

“ T * .  0 i »
n

%

on Bend yon these famous gen- 
oineKrypt ok  glasses, latest Style, 
New Comfort Spectacles with 
Clear Vision Lenses on 10 Days' 
Trial. The most beautiful spec
tacles produced in many years. 
Worn by multitude o f people. 
Popular everywhere. Disting
uished in appearance. Leaves 
no mark on bridge o f  noee. 
L ightw eight. Will enable yco  
to read the smallest pnnt, 
thread the finest needle, spa 
FAR and NEAR with th e  
on e p a i r  o f s p e c ta c le * . 

Beautiful case Included FREE 
Perfect satisfaction or no cost.

Genuine Shur-O n Glasses 
on 10-DAY TR IAL— FREE!
Genuine Shur-on Glasses on 10 Day FREE TRIAL. I f  you 
are not amazed and delighted, i f  you do not think our 
spectacles at only $ 1 :9 8  better than those sold elsewhere 
at $15.00, you can send them back. You don’ t risk a cent. 
SEND NO MONEY! Just mail the coupon. W e will ala* 
tell you how  to  got a pair tor you rself w ith o u t c o st.
r ------------ FREE TRIAL COUPON----------------t

C A P IT O L  SPECTACLE C O .. 1 (  N . C lark S t .,  j
Dept. KA363, Chicage, Illinois

I want to try your New Comfort Spectacles for 10 j 
days and learn how J may get *hem without cost. j

Name.............. ......... ..................... .................... A g e ..

..R.F.D....... B ox..

Town..............................................State..

Learn to MOUNT BIRDS
JGarni-H eads; to tan BfaiDB. M ou n t!
\w ild  gam e also com m on a n im a ls ,!  
'\sQuirrels. rabbits, frogs and p ig -1  

is. B ig  P ro fits  in spare t im e . l

I FREE BOOK fe,d*^tbr il
J  how to hare a wonderful hobby I  

and how to torn your spare tiroel 
J r  Into Sure Profits. Free. Send T o -I  

day. Don’ t delay. State Age.
N .W . SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, 4 7 2 8  Court B ld g ., Omaha, N eb,

Talkie and Movie P r o d u c e r s  are 
clamoring for  new 
short story ideas, 
plots, etc. Per- 

tbat we can shape and sell 
M.) received $3,000. New

haps you can write one
fo r  you. One writer (V . , ... _____
York best Market. W rite now for  free booklet, without 
obligation. H OW  TO W R IT E  FOR THE TALKIES  
bit successful -playright— (A u thor o f  FLIG H T, E tc.)  —  
and Famous D irector. W rite freely, fu lly  and with 
all confidence !
Daniel O’ Malley Co., Inc., Suite 3, 1776 Broadway, N. Y.

WASTED

S c ie n c e  P ro v e *  T h a t  A ir  L e a k a g e  A r o u n d  D o o rs  a n d  __ 
W in d o w s  C a u s e s  S ta g g e r in g  H e a t in g  L o s s e s . 1 -4  to  1 
P r o v e d  F u e l S a vin g s  N o w  G u a ra n te e d  N e w  E a sy W a y . j T

Amazing Strips of Lifetime Bronze”
Banish Fuel W a s te  Instantly

ine metal weather stripping on 
doors and windows to keep out 
draughts, cold air, rain, dust, 
soul, etc.? Ited-D-Ply, amazing
new discovery, coats next to nothing 
eaves $30-$60 a year in fuel bills aloTi*i 
Anyone can apply it without removing 
anything. Uee only hammer and sciBaora. 
Self-fitting, self-adjusting. Pays for 
itself ia short time or coeta nothing. 
Write for FREE Sample and generous in
troductory offer.

AGENTS
Make $600 and Of 
every month at 
TUT ’ round. Red- 
D-Plr sella or 
sight. Your terri-

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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W h en  You

Feel 
Old
at 40
Beware Kidney Acidity— Often Causes Irritation, 

Backache, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Stiffness, 
Breaks Sleep and Hinders Work

You may be in the same fix as thousands 
of men and women past 40, and many far 
younger. They feel old, run-down and unable 
to work their best, simply because their vital
ity is lowered by functional Kidney inactiv
ity and excess Acidity. When these troubles 
cause Burning, Bladder Irritation, Leg Pains, 
Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Backache, 
Neuralgia, Lumbago, Stiffness, Circles under 
Eyes, Muddy Complexion or frequent Head
aches, it’s time for you to take some special 
medicine.

To combat these conditions, you really 
need two different kinds of special medicine, 
because you need two results in fighting these 
troubles. First, you need a medicine to act 
as a stimulant diuretic to the Kidneys, to help 
them in their function of filtering and purify
ing the blood, thus reducing acidity. Second, 
you need another medicine to soothe and heal 
irritation and give nature a chance.

The best drug stores everywhere now have 
these two special medicines, known as Cystex, 
and are authorized to distribute them under a 
guarantee to satisfy completely or cost noth

ing. They are in tasteless tablet form, easy 
to take, and pleasant to young or old, yet 
work so fast they start circulating thru the 
system in 11 minutes. Many sufferers say 
they begin to feel marked improvement in 
the first 24 hours or so.

Your own druggist—the man you know is 
reliable—can tell you that these are estab
lished facts, and that Cystex (pronounced 
Siss-tex) is a splendid medicine of purest 
ingredients, and that it has proved a bless
ing to many sufferers.

To be successful these days you must be a 
live-wire and full of energy, so it’s poor busi
ness to try to save a few cents on medicine 
and take chances of losing days or weeks of 
needed work. Delay may be very costly. On 
the other hand, if Cystex makes you feel 
years younger, stronger and more energetic 
by combating these conditions, the small cost 
of 75c is a wonderful investment. But if you 
are not completely satisfied, you merely re
turn the empty package to get your money 
back. The guarantee protects you. Ask your 
druggist for Cystex today.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Would You Like to Get Rid of Your

STOMACH
T R O U B L E ?

If you are suffering from Stomach Ulcers, Gastritis, Acidosis, Indigestion; Sour Stomach 
or any other form of stomach disturbances caused by hyperacidity or faulty diet, tear out 
this advertisement and send it AT ONCE, with your name and address. We will send 
you, FREE OF CHARGE, an interesting booklet, amazing testimonial letters from  for
mer sufferers and a $2,000,00 REWARD offer guaranteeing that these letters were voluntarily 
sent in to us. UDGA INC. 1215 Dakota Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.
My name is_________________________________________..._____________________________________ ________

My address is.--------------------------------------------- -—  ------------------ ----------------- -----------------------

City and State_______________________________________......________ ___ ________ _______________

REAL LOVE MAGAZINE
NOW  10 CENTS

On sale at all news stands

BI6 H,U.SK  oNi*

\M
S E N D  N O *  
M O N E Y
Special Low  Price
A CT now and sare half on this big 

home Gym outfit. Husky 10 Cable 
Exerciser adjustable to 200 lbs. resistance. 
Complete Wall Apparatus for Back and Shoulder 
development. Hand Grip for husky Wrists and 
Forearms. Head Gear and Foot Stirrup for 
neck building and fcr sinewy Calf and Thigh 
Muscles. Regulation Heavy Skip Fope. And 
a complete illustrated Course of Instruction. All 
This—For Only $2.59. Act Quickly. Temporary 
low price offer. Send your name and address. 
We’ ll ship everything out by return mail. Pay 
postman only $2.59 plus postal charges. Outside 
U. S. cash with order.
HERCULES E X ERCISER CO.

17 East 22nd St., Dept L-13, New York, N. Y.
Smashing [
Bargain!

$-ALW AYS HAVE LUCK!-$
Unlucky in Money Games. Lov« or 

Business? You should carry a pair of 
genuine MYSTIC BRAHMA RED LIVE 

.H IG H L Y  MAGNETIC LODE STONES. 
jRare, Amazing, Compelling, Attractive 
3these LIVE LODESTONES are carried 
"by  Occult Oriental people as a  POW
E R F U L  LUCKY CHARM, one to pre- 
> vent Bad Luck, Evil and Misfortune, 

and the other to  attract much Good 
Luek, Love, Happiness and Prosperity. 
Special only $1.97 for the two. With 
valuable instructions FREE. Pay postman 

$1.97 and 15c. postage on delivery. Satisfaction or money refunded. 
You can be LUCKY! Order yours TODAY!
Dept. 385, P. S. BUREAU. General P. 0 . Box 72, Brooklyn, I*. Y.

NOTICE! We absolutely GUARANTEE these genuine Mystio 
Brahma Lodcstoncs are ALIVE! Just what you want, for- they 
are the REAL THING— POWERFUL HIGHLY MAGNETIC! 
GET YOURS NOW!!

A BABY IN YOUR HOME
I  have an honest proven treatment fcr sterility dua to func

tional weakness which I hare used with wonderful success In 
thousands o f cases. I t  is the result of 35 rears experience and 

has been praised in the highest terms 
by hundreds of married women, child
less for year*, who became h a p p y  
mothers. I f  you wall send me your 
name and address I will gladly send 

you a treatment and a copy of my 
booklet, "A  Baby in  Your Home”  
which tells how to use it and many 
other things married women should 

know. Both will be sent free la 
plain wrapper. Write today.

Dr. B. Will Elders, Suite 270-M 
\7!b & Felix, St. Joseph, Missouri

PANTS MATCHED
TO  A N Y  S U I T -
D O N 'T  D ISC AR D  YO U R  
OLD SU IT. W ear th e  co a t  and 
vest another yew  by getting new trousers
t o  m atch. Tailored to  year m easure. W ith 
over  100.000 natter-os to se le ct from  w e can 
m atch alm ost any pattern. Send vest or earn-

Ele of ch.th toda y , and w e  w ill submit FREE 
est rM ’ ch  obtainable.

AMERICAN MATCH PANTS CO.
Cent. l l -Y  6 W. Randolph St., Chicago, ML

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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An Unpardonable Sin
Must every woman pay the price of a moment's happiness in bitter tears and years of 

regret? Must millions of homes be ruined— lovers and sweethearts driven apart— marriages 
totter to the brink of dirorca— the sacred joy* of 8ca relations be deniedf YJ2»—just 
as long as men and women remain ignorant of the simple facts of life.
An "Unpardonable Sin is total ignoranca of the most important subject In the life  of 

•very man And woman— SEX.

Away With False Modesty!
Let us fare the facts of sex fearlessly and frankly, sinoerely and scientifically. Let us tear 

the veil of shame and mystery from ac*x and build the future of the race on a new knowledge 
of all the facts of sex as they are laid bare in plain, daring but wholesome words, and frank 
pictures in toil huge new library o f Sex Knowledge.

“Modern Eugenics"
SB C h a p t e r ,—  S ta r tlin g  H lm tr a tlo n s

This volume abounds in truthful illustrations and pictures of scientific Interest that one 
seldom, if ever, finds outside of the hlehly technical medical books which laymen fa il to under* 
stand. Every picture is true to life.

5 4 4  P a g e s
..The 644 pages o? personal secrets revealed In thi» astounding 
work were not put together and assembled by the author* with any 
thought jpf spreading obscenity— no. on the other hand, the authors’ 
sincerost- belief that modern eugenics i* a present- 
day necessity— his heart-felt wish to carry the mes
sage before young and old so they may know the

E V E R Y TH IN G  A  
MARRIED WOMAN 

SHOULD KNOW

truth prompted them to completa this edition and offer U to those
who are deserving of knowing the Information therein revealed. 
If you wish to move onward in life without fear, knowing that 

you are in the right, fortified with knowledga 
you are entitled to know, send for your .copy 
today.

Girls/
d o n 't  MARRY^

Experience 1* ex
pensive— you do not 
have to payt the 
price— you do not 
have to suffer— 
you can know in 
advance what every 
married w o m a n  

A should know. 
i\Hew to hold ■ 

husband
How to have Mrfeet

children
How to preserve

youth
Warding off other women 

b Keeping yourself attractive 
Why husbands tire of vivo* 

Dreadful diseases due to Ignsmnoe 
Diseases of women 
Babies
Twilight sleep— easy childbirth 
Disease* o f children 
Family health guide 
Change of life— hyglent 
Why children die young 
Inherited traits and disease*
What will you tell your growing girt?
The mystery of twins 
Hundred* of valuable remedies 
Nursing and weaning 
How to sara for invalids

___  very freedom
enjoyed by the j  rosent 

■lodarn <riri demand* that 
no ivcrets be kept from  
her — ye*, thoaa who In
tend to m arry ahoultl 
know:
The dancers of pet
ting. How to be a 
vamp. How to manage 
honeymoon. B e a u t y  
diets and baths. How 
to attract desirable 
man. How to manage 
men. How to know if 
fie loves you. How to 
acQuira bodily grace 
a n d  beauty. How 
to beautify face, 
bands, hair, teeth 
and feet. How to 
acquire charm. How 
to tiros attractively. 
Intimate personal 
hygiene. H o w  t o  
pick a husband.

Important̂
T h is  w o r k  w ill 

n ot b e  eo id  to  
m in ors . W h en  o r 
d er in g  y o u r  b o o k . 
• t* te  y o u r  axe .

What will you 
tell the....

Secrets for Men
Your opportunities are 

limited by your knowledge.
Your very future— your 
fate and destiny ,ars 
g u i d e d  through the 
power of your own ac
tion*—Modern Eugenics 
arms you with 
aex knowledge so 
as to bo your
future health and 
happiness so you 
will know;—•
Mistakes of e a r l y  
marriages. Secrets of 
fascination. Joys of
mating. How to make women 
love you. Bringing up healthy 
children. Fevers and conta
gious dlseasos. Accidents and emergensle*. 
Hygiene in the home. Warning to young 
men. Dangerous Diseases. Secrets of sex 
attraction. Hygienic precaution. Anatomy 
and physiology. The reproductive organs.
What every woman wants. Education of 
the family. Sex health and prevention.

( k r 350,000SOLD growing chi Id
Will y«n !«t your eb!1Ar«n 

crow ,o c  in  the cam*. d *s -RttCQI IJLCrlBt, In wMch
ren yourself nerbapa were 

* t will you *o ld .

truly healthful bwk?

Thl* huge volume o f sale enabled us to 
cut the cost of printing so that you may 
secure your copy of Modern Eugenics» at 
$2.98 Instead of the original price of $5.00. 
Would YOU risk your health and happiness 
for the sake of having 62.98 more in your 
pocket ?— OX course not I

Rush Coupon for this precious hook.
Another opportunity to secure thl* marvelous book at r  

■lmo*t%half regular price may never be offered to you 
again. Do not be guilty of an Unpardonable Sin. Order your 
copy today. Sign your name and address to the coupon and 
forward it to us. II will bring your ropy In plain wrapp« 
by return mall—SIGN NOW— do not forget.

Preferred Publications
56 West 45th Street S^i-mi
M ew  Y o r k  C ity .

PIm is  iend ms "Modsrn E urtn lc i"  BKAU5D, In .l» In
wrapper. I will pay $2.98 and postage to the postman on 
delivery, in accordance with your special half price 
offer. My age la................. ..

Nam* ........................... ................................................................................

| Address ...................................................................... . . . . . . . . . .
i Orderm  / r o m  F o r e i g n  Cotm frie* m a il  b o  
| contpamsd b y  ix g r is *  o r  monmy order o f $3.4S»

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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ADVERTISING SECTION

*1)000 Reward
For the Capture o f This Man

C)NVICT 6138, escaped from the State Peniten
tiary; Name, Charles Condray; age 37; Height,
5 feet 8 inches; Weight, 141 pounds; Hair, light 

brown; Eyes, gray.
Easy enough to identify him from his photograph 
and this description, you may say — but, Condray 
took the name of “ Brown,”  dyed his hair, darkened 
his skin, grew a mustache, put on weight and 
walked with a stoop.
Yet he was captured and identified so positively 
that he knew the game was up and returned to the 
penitentiary without extradition. How was it ac
complished? Easy enough for the Finger Print 
Expert. They are the specialists, the leaders, the 
c r e a m  of detectives. Every day’s paper tells their 
wonderful exploits in solving mysterious crimes 
and convicting dangerous criminals.

More Trained Men Needed
The demand fo r  trained men by governments, states, cities, 
detective agencies, corporations, and private bareaos is be
coming greater every day. Here is a  real opportunity fo r  
YOU. Can you imagine a more fascinating line o f  work 
than this? Often life and death depend on finger print evi
dence—and big rewards go t o  the expert. Many experts 
earn regularly $3,000 and more per year.

Learn At Home in Spare Time
And now you can learn the Becrets o f  this science at home 
in your spare time. Any man with common school educa
tion and average ability can become a Finger Print Detee- 
tivs in surprisingly short time.

p n  p | ?  T he C on fid en tial R eports 
X  H a i t i !*  N o . 38  M ade to  H is C h ief!
IF YOU ACT QUICK—W e will Bend you free and with no 
obligation whatsoever, a  copy o f  the gripping, fascinating, 
confidential report Secret Service Operator No. 38 made to 
His Chief. Mail coupon NOW!
Write quickly fo r  fu lly  illustrated free book on Finger 
Prints which explains this wonderful training in detail. 
Don’ t wait. Mail the coupon now. You may never see this 
announcement again! You assume no obligation. You have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose. Write at once. Address

In s titu te  o f  A p p lie d  S c ien ce
D ep t.a 7 . 7 g t 9 t 0  S u n n y ,Ide A t . ,  Chicago

IN ST IT U TE  OF APPLIED SCIENCE,
D ept. 27-76 1 9 1 0  S u n n y ,ide  A v e ., Chicago =
Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatever. Bend me your new, = 
fully Illustrated, FREE book on Finger Prints and the free copy S 
o f  the Confidential Reports Operator No. 38 made to H i s  Chief. = 
Literature will NOT be sent to  boys under 17 years o f  age. =

Nam e.

.A ge ----------------- 5

E X T R A
STRONG
IMPROVED MODEL
C O P P E R

Catalog 
Free,

'2.07* Now!
Most Practical 

Boiler & Cooker
Made withlargefi-inch Im
proved Cap and Spent. Safe,
Sractical and simple. Nothin* 

3 get oat of order, most sub
stantial and durable on the 

market. Will last a lifetime, gives real service and satisfaction.
E asily C lea n ed
Cap removed in a  sec
ond: do b u r  D ina of hands. An ideal Tow 
pressure boiler and pasteurizer for borne and 

farm.
Save 2 0 %  by orderln*
direct from factory. No, 
article of such high quality and utility ever sold 
a t s u c h  amazingly low 
prices. Prices quoted are 
cash with order or one- fourth cash. b a la n ce  C. ©- D. Send check or 
money order; p ro m p t 
shipment made in r ’~'~strong box. The only___
er worth having. Large 
Catalog Free.
NOME MANUFAC

TURING CO. 
Dopt. 7 8 8 8  

1 8  E. Kinzfo 8 1 . 
Chicago, Illinois

Luck in Love!
Is it true? Can Science explain the 
love lure of fascinating, seductive, en
ticing perfume! Can anyone explain 
its glorious, enchanting mystery?

SEND NO MONEY iZ p*%
$ 1 * 8 7  and postage. Full size. Plain 

wrapper. Try 10 days FREE—Money 
back if not delighted. Send post&ltoday.
BRADLEY. H-513. NEWTON. MASS.

HOW TO OBTAIN

A Better Looking Nose!
Improve Your Personal Appearance

My free book tells you how I guarantee to im
prove the shape of your nose by remolding the 
cartilage and fleshy parts, quickly, safely, and 
painlessly, or refund your money. The very 
fine, precise adjustments which only my new 
patented Model 25 Nose Shaper possesses make 
results satisfactory and lasting. Worn night or 
day. Over 100,000 users. Send for free book to 
M. TRILETY, Pioneer Noseshaping Specialist, 

Dept. 305 Binghamton, N. Y.

Are You Premature In Loss O f
VITAL POWERS?
To men over 35, who feel the need c f regaining prematurely lost 
VITAL POWERS, VIGOR, PEP, and ENERGY— use the amaz
ingly scientific DORAL VI GOR TAB. A glandular stimulant rec
ommended by physicians to increase natural powers with long 
lasting results. $1.95 postpaid for ONE MONTH’S treatment. 
3 boxes $5. Super strength $2.95. 2 boxes $5. (C. O. D. 15o
extra. Cash with order outside U. S.)
Dotal Laboratories Dep’t. L-4, 303 West 42 St. N. Y . City.

ACCWANT
experience unnecessary. Training under tboporaonal *?ESFo1cT P* 
William B. CastenboU. A. M., C. P. A., fM  * ^ * * .  A^ounfesnto A . ’ s, including members o f the Aroericanlnstitiite of Accountant*. 
W rite for free book. "Accountancy, tbe P ro f*»U e  that P *rs. 
LaSalle Extension University,

The world's Largest Business Training institution

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Learn R A D IO
Television'Talking Pictures
Scores o f  jobs are open— with Mann fact nrera .Dealers, Broadcast
ing Stations, Movie Studios and Talking Picture Theatres, Steam
ship and Airplane Lines,Television Laboratories, etc. Interesting,
fascinating jobs, offering Big Pay to the Trained Radio man!

Ten Weeks of Actual Shop Training
Come to Coyne in Chicago and prepare for these jobs the quick 
and practical way— by actual shop w ork on  actual radio equip- 
m ent No nsele39 theory. Some students finish the entire coarse 
In 8 weeks. The average time la only 10 weeks. N o previous 
experience necessary.
GET MT FREE RADIO And TELEVISION BOOK
Rnt get nil the faetal FTowaome students earn while learning,how 
we help our graduates insecuring positions, etc. Itcosts nothing 
to investigate! Just mail the coupon for1 a FREE COPY OF MY 
BIG RADIO.TELEVISION AND TALKING PICTURE BOOK.

| H .  C .  L E W I S ,  P r e s id e n t
J Radio D iv isio n , C o yn e  E le c tric a l S ch o o l
| S O O  S .  P a u lin a  S t . ,  D ep t. 8 1 -7 A , C h ic a g o , III.
| Send me your Big Free Radio, Television and Talking Picture | 
| Book. This does not obligate me in any way.

| Name................................................................................................  j
| Address............................... .......................................  S
| City .............................................................. State..........................  ■

i '  W a n t a pT
1
i Steady

Job? Sk

$1260 t. $3400 ic
V ?

i Year 
Pdd

Vacation
Men—Women 

IS to 50
Common 

Education 
usually sufficient 
Valuable Coupon
Mail It Today 

t SURE .

w
F R A N K L IN  IN S T IT U T E ,  Dept. J 190. Rochester, N. Y.

Rush to mo FREE OF CHARGE, list of IT. S. Government 
jobs now obtainable. Send FREE 32 page book telling salaries, . 
duties, hours, etc. Tell mo how I  can get a position.

Name  .......................................................................  j
Address .......................................................................................................... i

O u t-C h M S tm a s
tilJ iiftto -V p U

TViih. Cadi Purdiase as explained 
in Our SPECIAL OFFE&naw 
lleadi) to mail YOU -  W eiie fo r  

Ifour Copt) a t Once!

iffosi Sensational Offer 
£x’er<~dade In America, . 
J&uvest Prices ~  Cowest 
Jenns and in-Addition, 
a  Valuable Gift

S A N T A  F E  W A T C H  C O .,
D e p t . B -8 9  T h o m a s  B ld g .,  T o p e k a , K a n s a s .

Please send me the catalog I  have checked.
Railroad and Dress Pocket Watches.................
Ladies' and Men's Wrist Watches.......................
Ladies’ and Men’ s Diamond R in g s . . . . ............
Christmas Circular Illustrating Free G ift ...........

NAME...............................................................................

ADDRESS.......................................................................

To celebrate our 37 th year lu 
the Watch and Diamond Busi

ness, with a Uariugness which 
amazes, we make the most remark- 

offer v\e have ever proposed, I:i 
addition to giving you wonderful oppor
tunities to buy jewelry at euch splen
did values and on credit, we give you
absolutely FREE your cholco of the
FREE gifts listed above.

$ 0 5 6  a Month m akes il 
O  easy tor you to own a 

Valuable Watch or Diamond.

We Sell Nationally Adver
tised Watches, Diamonds 
and Silverware on payments 
al advertised eash prices.

Think of it. We Ibffer you watches, 
diamonds, and silverware on credit at 
nationally advertised cash prices. Now 
there remains no reason why you should 
not enjoy a diamond, watch, or any 
other article of jewelry while you pay 
for it.

Every joy of the ownership and 
wearing of fine jewelry may bo 
yours for as little as $3.50 a 
month. We have removed every 

obstacle from the path of owner
ship of fine diamonds and watches. 

Take advantage of this ofler before it is 
withdrawn.

W rite f o r  Catalogue and Beautiful Circular
idust rating Free Gifts

Santa  Fe  W a tc h  C o m p a n y
Dept. B-89, Thomas Bldg. Topeka, Kansas

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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THE STRENGTH 
OF AN OARSMAN
A Gym atffome to Make YouSIrmg

Get strong! Enjoy the thrill which giant strength gives to the 
varsity oarsman. He must be “ there" to stand the strain and 
enclijre the greatest and most terrific strength test put to any 
atniete. Tf you want massive shoulders—a mighty client— arms 
nice iron, a powerful back— legs like pillars of steel ami an all 
around perfect athlete's body, stop dreaming. Wake up! The 
invention or the vig-Rmv is the answer to your dream. The \ ig- 
uow was created and built by a man who built his own body 
from a weakling to that of a champion— the Vis-Row  offers body
building principles never revealed to the public before because 
it is the only machine of its kind built by a man who under
stand*? muscle building. The Vig-Roxv ie the perfect device for 
keeping lit and getting strong. Be sure to investigate the V IC - 
ROW!— You will agree that it Is the greatest and most perfect 
towing machine ever marketed, regardless o f price. Its many 
features and beauty will amaze you—our slogan is “ FACTS F IR S T " 
— then the sale— send no money—write now for additional free 
information.

Examine VIG-ROW  First
Space doesn't permit the entire etory about the Vig-Bow. It has too m an; reel 

features. There are too many reasons why you should Betect the Vig-Row. W e  
don t oak you to purchase from this advertisement—we do aak that you write for 
cur large photographic circular bo you can are and realize the difference yourself. 
Write for free facte now. Don’ t buy now. from ua or anyome else—compare— 
examine—test- don't buy a cat In the ba* - write ua now and get the wonderful 
complete Vig-Row story that brings you the reason why yoo will be proud to own 
a Vig Kow.

FREE Instructions
W e oon t think it enough to just sell you the fineBt rowing machine in the word

______________and trust to luck that you will use it and gol
strong. Nol W e furnish a coursa of instruc
tions without extra coat, that are complete in 
every detail. Shows how to develop every part 
of the body with the Vig-Row—Prepared and 
written by a master of 
Physical Culture—and 
it's yours free, if you 
write at once.

\

'  E xclu sive V  
V I C - R O W  

F eatures
1 Inclined frame fcr

true rowing motion
2 Rubber wheels, o il

less bearings
3 A n ii supporting foot

rest
4 Rolling, form-fitting

aluminum seat
5 Polished hardwood

frame
C Instantly adjustable 

progressive exer
cising, nickeled 
steel springs

7 Platform for stand
ing exercises

8 Aluminum front
9 Double rollers

11) Ventilated
handles f

Rush
Coupon
bnii 't  sand «  cent !
Fill in coupon and raailjTFnll 
details free by return mail.

A M E R IC A N  A T H L E T IC  A P P L IA N C E  CO..
239 Broadway, Dept. 411, New York

Please send absolutely free and without obligation full details about your 
wonderful Vig-Row rowing machine. Also reserve one of those free instruction 
courses. 1 have checked plan of purchase that Interests me, if I decide to pur
chase a Vig-Row.

f |  Cash Price Q  Installment Plan

Name......................................................................................A ge........................

Street......................................................................................................................

City..................................................................................State............................
Please mention this magazine

<7

Pick YOUR „ 
GovernmentJob”

; for Unci* Sam. Get good pay, regular nr- 
creaaee. vacations and sick leave with pay, steady 
advancement, pension. Send for my free book 
“ H ow  to Secure a G o vern m en t i 'o & itio n ''—  te.ls 
about alt jobs, near home or traveling, the money, 
what you need to know and how to get peeled. 
Forget " jo b  hunting.”  Open to citizens 18 to 60. 

IM P O R T A N T — Get ready ►NOW for the n ext Railway 
Postal Clerk Examination! Yearly pay with allowances 
averages $2759.CO. Prepare yourself N OW . Send 
coupon at once.
A . R . P a tte rs o n , C iv il  S e rv ic e  E x p e rt . P A T T E R S O N  
SCHOOL, 7 5 1 1  W is n e r  B ld g .,  R o c h e s t e r . N . V.

without obligation, your frae book "H o w  to Secure a Gov am ple a ee send mo 
■lent l'ooition.”
Name ...............

LADIES
I positively^ guarantee my great 
successful ‘ ‘ R e lie f Compound.’ *
Safely relieves some o f the long
est, stubborn and unusual cases 
In three to five days.
FOR OVER A  QUARTER OF A  CENTURY 
women from all over thecountry have used this com
pound with remarkable results. Testimonials without 
number. No harm, pain or interference with work. 
Mail, $2. Doable strength, $3. Booklet Free. Write today. 
MUD. P. SOUTHINGTON REMEDY GO., KAKSAS CITY. MO.

SONG-POEM W E S
Gets Thrill of Lifetime
when large audience of friends hear his words, 
which we set to music, sung over Radio.

The opportunities offered anyone having ideas 
suitable for successful songs, merit immediate at
tention. Music Publisher’s confidence in a big 1931- 
1932 season shown by paying Writers $5,000 cd- 

vance royalty on single song. 
GY. Y. I ’arietv, Aug. 25.) 

D O N ’T  F A IL  TO READ 
“ Song: Requirem ents of Talk
ing P ictures, R adio and Rec
ords,”  an explanatory In
structive book, SENT F R E E  
on request. W riters may sub
mit song-poems for free ex
amination and advice. Past) 
experience unnecessary. W e 
revise, compose and arrange 
music and secure copyrights. 
Our modern method guaran
tees approval. WRITE TODAY. 
S. S. NEWCOMER ASSOCIATES. 
1674 B roadw ay, New York C ity

when answering advertisements
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STARTto P L A Y ^ \  
Very-First Day/j

F l e u m t i  
Easy 

t e u M M  
S h o w Y o «  

HowS

Eitr* Money—Hosts el Frieads—Loads of Fan Within You? Reach
TJ A P P Y  DAYS are in store for you i f  you w ill only act on this 

suggestion! Cheery evenings playing catchy music alone or 
with sweetheart, wife or sister; proud moments as center o f  interest 
ati gatheriugs; nights of joy making $5 to $25 for work that is ‘ 'p lay." 
The Dcagan Xyloriroba is your opportunity! Wonderful for home. In 
demand a: dances and entertainment?, y e t  easiest o f  all instruments 
to  p la y . No teacher necessary-—you actually play simple melodies the 
very first day even if you cannot read a note o f music right now! 
Earns $60 a Weak— Ralph Smith, Chicago, says: "P layed 20 min
utes at wedding. Received $20." L . E. Hailmann, Reading, Pa., 
writes: "M ade $300 in  5 weeks, spare time. Ilad never played 
instrument before."

J .  C . D e a g M , In c ., D ept. 4 8 8 8 .  1 7 7 0  Berteau A venu e, Chicago
Send mt without obligation , tail deta ils o f  F ree  Trial o ffer  and eney-pa jm ent 

plan of the Dong an Xiyorimba.

BE AN INVESTIGATOR
O

y

Make secret investigations. 
W ork  home territory. If 
you have natural ability 
and a desire for the work 
experience is unnecessary. 
W rite today for particulars.

Northern Detective & Identification Bureau
TRAVERSE CITY, MICHIGAN

PICTURE PLAY
The most interesting magazine 

of the screen

N O W
TEN CENTS

For sale at your news dealer

Rea! Opportunity For Trained Auto Mechanics
AUTO MECHANICS, easily learned in 8 weeks, brings 
immediate, full-tim e employment to the trained  man ; 
and the opportunity to establish his own profitable 
business. McSweeuy T raining is  all practical. No 
books! No lessons! No correspondence! Actual, 
practical training' with real tools on real equipment. 
W rite today for  Free Book and the New Low Tuition 
Offer. You are not obligated.
McSWEENY’S, Dept. A-3-11, Cleveland, Ohio

Please mention this magazine

yours fo r O nly
Hurry! I f  you want to be in on the biggest 
‘ 'BU Y”  in Portables. Only a very limited num
ber o f these Brand New Coronas available at this 
Special Low Brice and Easy Terms. Don’t wait. 
Here's your chance to get a wonderful nationally 
advertised Corona at a real bargain. Has up-to- 
date improvements and carries our regular New 
Machine iron-clad guarantee. Remember this ex
ceptional offer good only while supply lasts.

Sent On 10 Days Trial!
Send for your 10 day trial of this now Corona Now. 
Try it the entire time at our risk. See for yourself 
the neat,* smooth, perfect work it dues. Note how 
easy and quiet it run?. Learn the joy and convenience 
of writing on a porUbl**. Write all your personal and 

business correspondence during oui generous trial 
— without obligation to buy. Compare its many 
improved features— its neat, compact and sturdy 
design; its superior workmanship, and its bright 
sparkling finish with other machines costing much 
more.

Iiron-Clad Guarantee
Act At Once— only $1 brings this shiny new Corona 
for full 10 days* trial— W rit, all the personal and 
business letter? you want. If you decide to keep it send 
only $3 a month until the special low price of $12.90 
(term price) is paid.

FREE Carrying Case
Beautiful Leatheroid carrying case with nickel 
trimming is included Free with each Corona 
while limited quantity lasl?. I f  you have ever want
ed a wonderful portable— here’ s your chance. Don’t 
waR until it ’ s loo late. Send the coupon NOW. 
LIM iTEDOFFE R— At this Bargain, Price and un
heard of easy terms— 10c a day— these wonderful 
New Coronas will go in a hurry. Remember the Co
rona comes to you fully complete— book of instruc
tions and all— nothing extra to buy'. Send at once!

International Typewriter Exchange (Corona Division) 
231 W . Monroe St., Chicago '  Dept. C-1123

Send the Corona F .O .B. Chicago for 10 days’ trial at the 
special low price offered. I  enclose $1.00 deposit with the 
understanding that i f  I am not perfectly satisfied I may return 
it Express Collect and get my deposit back. I f  1 decide to 
keep it. I  will send $3.00 a month until I  have paid $42.90 
(term price) in full.
Name ...................................................................................  Age.
Address ................... .........................................................................
T o w n ..........................................................................  State........... .

when answering advertisements
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W A N T S  A N E W  N A M E  /
PANCfK ON WAY TO STAR.POM •

★  (NEWS ITEM)
On the very threshhold o f international fam e and fortune, 
Jeanne Williams w ants a  new "S tag e  N am e.”  Young—  
graceful— talented; her beautiful body  is vibrant with the 
magnetic glow  of youthful personality. Critics say her per
formances are "S ensational'', "E x otiq u e” , and that she is  
at the door o f  stardom. . . . N ow , because her name is sim
ilar t o  that of another star o f Broadway, she wants a N E W  
name by which she w ill be featured and which she hopes to  
carry to  fame.

~lVe XV ill T^aif

$500.00
Just for a Girls Name

C O S T S  N O T H I N G  T O  W I N
Nothing to Buy— No.'hing fo Sail— N o  fn/ru.xe fe e s— N o 
" Number Pa’hs"  ncr "Guessing" lo Win Ths  Cosh Prize

J U S T  S U G G E S T  A G I R L ’ S N A M E
What an amazing opportunity! You may win tills big cash prize in only a 
moment’s time. Simply send us a name for this graceful young dancer— 
nothing mare to do. Sound easy? It is easy) The first name that comes to 
your mind this minute may be the very one to win #500.00 cash. It does 
not have to be a "fancy”  name— just fotr.e simple name that is easy to 
fav and eary to remember—a name that will look well in blazing electric 
lights i:i front of tho nation’ s finest theatres. Think of a name— send it 
Today— Win $500.00 Cash— qualify for #3,000.00 opportunity,

N O  W A Y  Y O U  C A N  L O S E . . . .
Simply suggest the winning name— that is all you have to do to pet the 
#500.00. W’e are giving the prize to advertise our marvelous Foot Balm 
that is even now used by many professional dancers. Because a famous 
name is valjablc in advertising, the new name chosen for this rising 
young dancer will also be used as the name for cur Foot Balm— hr r fame 
will bring us big advertising. . . .  It is your opportunity of a life-time. 
Maybe your own name, or the name o f a friend may be the very came 
tve want. Nothing for you to lose— a fortune for you to win.

JU S T S E N D IN G  A N A M E  QUALIFIES Y O U  FOR O P P O R TU N ITY  T O

W i r t  » 3 . 0 0 0 .0 0
OR BUICK 8 CYLINDER SED AN  A N D  $1,500.00 IN  CASH  BESIDES

This money is entirely separate and in addition to the prize for the Danc
er’s Name. Over 50 huge cash prizes— 3 fine automobiles. Think of it! 
You may win over $3,000.00 cask or a neiv Hunk S Cylinder Sedan and 
#1,500.00 Cash besides! What a magnificent fortune! Seme one is going to 
pet it—why not you? You have just as pood an opportunity to v.ia as 
anyone. Suggest a name for the Dancer. Do it now— it may mean a 
fortune for you.

$ 1 , 0 0 0 . 0 0  C A S H  C E R T I F I C A T E
Will Be Sent to You At Once — BE P R OMP T

One thousand dollars E X T R A  i f  you 
are P R O M P T  and win first prize.
So don ’ t  delay! Send your name 
suggested promptly— nothing more 
to d o  now or ever toward getting the 
Name Prize and to  qualify for the 
opportunity to  w in the other huge 
prizes. You can’t lose anything—
E V E R Y  P E R SO N  W H O  T A K E S  
AN A C T IV E  P A R T  W IL L  BE  R E 
W A R D E D  IN  CA SH . I  will send 

'you a $1,000.00 Cash Certificate as 
soon as your name is received— I will 
tell you just how you  stand in the 
distribution o f over $5,000.00 in 
cash prizes and fine new automobiles.

Hundreds Have W on
Viola Lauder, Oregon, was destitute 
— her home burned down. She sug
gested a name for our toilet eoap and 
won a big cash prize of $000.00! 
H. L. Adams, Pa., w on over $2000.00. 
Hundreds of others made happy by

big prizes and rewards. N ow , some 
yet unknown person is  going t o  win 
$3,000.00 cash; many others are 
going to  be m ade happy with scores 
of prizes as high as $250.00. Three 
fine cars w ill be given.

Read There Sim ple Rules
Contest open to  all except employees 
ol our com pany. O nly one name may 
be subm itted— sending more than 
one name will cause all names sent 
b y  you t o  be thrown out. Suggest a 
first and last name for the dancer. 
Contest closing date given in  my 
first letter to  you . In case of dupli
cate winning names, duplicate prizes 
will be given. Every person sub
mitting a  name qualifies for oppor
tunity to  win $3,000.00 cash or 
Buick 8 Cylinder Sedan and $1,500.00 
in cash. Use the coupon o r  write a 
letter to  submit name and receive 
all details.

The Delight 
o f  Dancing Feet 
. . . D o your 
feet ache, itch ,

Ee r s p i r e  o r  
n r n ?  T h e n  
try this fam ous 

Boot Balm that 
has brought lie- 
l i g h t  t o  t h e  
o v e r -w o r k e d  
feet of profes
sional dancers.

W in n in g  N a m e  Coupon
W alter B rent,  M gr.,
906 Sycamore St., DepLl095.MM Cincinnati, Ohio. 

The Name I suggest for the Dancer is:....... .........

Nam e.......................... .— ------------ -------------

Address................................................. ............

W A L T E R  B R E N T ,  M g r .
906 Sycamore Street Dept. J095-MM Cincinnati, O hio

Ci t y______________ _______ State..... ....... ........ ..............
Rush me the #1,000.00 Cash Certificate for Prompt
ness and tell me how I stand for Winniag #3,000.00 
cash.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



KNIFED IN THE DARK
By C. W IL E S  HALLOCK

T HE cops never knew what became of Lou Wong,
The Chinatown big shot of Green Dragon Tong.

Crafty Lou Wong— may his ancestors sing—
Wrought bloody vengeance on Hunan Fu Ming,
Rival contender for power and trade,
Smuggler of opium, dealer in jade,
Cunning mogul of dark Doyer Street Tong 
“ Celestial Sons of the Shimmering Gong.”
Hunan Fu Ming— who would waylay and rob 
Cargo s consigned to Lou Wong and his mob.

Crafty Lou Wong, in the hours of gloom.
Stalked and dispatched Hunan Fu to his doom;
Then, the dark phantoms of fear to elude,
Fled his abode as one hotly pursued.
Even his henchmen of Green Dragon Tong 
Knew not the hide-out of crafty Lou Wong.

Bolton van Zandt, a young rounder of wealth,
Chartered a yacht, planned a cruise for his health;
Carried a staff of new servants along.
One, a chink valet, was crafty Lou Wong.
Thus hoped Lou Wong to elude—-and repose 
Hidden and safe from the wrath of his foes.

One night in Hongkong, to prowl and explore,
Wong left the yacht, and was seen nevermore.
Knifed in the dark as he sauntered along,
Croaked by a “ Son of the Shimmering Gong” !
Thus runs the menace of Doyer Street Tong 
All round the world— to avenge bloody wrong!
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SEA L A W  A N D
Suddenly, they snatched the reins of



BLUE JEAN BILLY
power from this wild daughter of the sea.

By CHARLES 
W. TYLER

CHAPTER I.
A SCREAM IN THE NIGHT.

seemed that “ Blue Jean”  
I  • Billy Race had found a 

 ̂ X .. greater degree of peace and 
quiet in Calico Lane than 

she had ever thought existed any
where in the world. She had, in 
consequence, come to love the place 
with an enduring devotion. The 
Peasleys— “ Uncle Lige”  and “ Aunt 
Sophy”— were more like a father 
and a mother than kindly strangers 
to whom she had come as a summer 
boarder with the name of Arlin 
Shores.

The big, rambling white house 
with green shutters that nestled be
neath the apple trees, the lilacs, the 
old-fashioned garden, the wall-bor
dered lane, Blue Gingham Bay at 
its foot, the old wharf there, the 
fringe of waving marsh grass, and 
the white-crested blue waters be
yond— it all wTas like a wondrous 
dream world, through which one 
journeyed in eternal security and 
peace.

The tang of salt and sea hung 
over the place like a peculiar spiced 
incense, while there was always the 
soft murmur of licking waters on the 
shore of the bay, with the boom of 
breakers on Shabby Rocks in the
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background. Far off to the east
ward, came the lazy grunt 'of the 
whistling buoy on Hungry Ledge.

Out beyond Lish Merrit’s barn 
was the white shaft of old Cornfield 
Light, or Katy’s Candle, as it was 
known locally. Anchored in the 
channel was the ancient' Martha 
Ainsley, naked of mast and spar, 
and long since abandoned to the 
elements. The smaller craft of lob
ster men dotted the bay, while in 
the daylight hours the putt-putt of 
these small craft could be heard off
shore.

And all of this, Blue Jean loved, 
for it was of the sea. And the sea 
to her spelled freedom. Always 
there was a path of escape down the 
lane of blue water. Here, when hard 
pressed by the police, she could flee, 
could get away from the grim and 
sordid battle called life. Safety was 
out there beyond the white line of 
the breakers.

Like a veritable sea hawk, a 
jaeger gull, Blue Jean Billy Race 
was always poised for flight at the 
first hint of danger. And danger 
there was— always. The law never 
forgot, nor forgave, those who vio
lated its precepts. Society de
manded its pound of flesh. The 
debt the underworld owed was never 
.outlawed. And Blue Jean had 
sinned. Her daring exploits up and 
down the coast were a matter of 
record in the red ledger of things.

So we come to the woman her
self—Blue Jean Billy Race, daugh
ter of destiny.

Bronzed by wind and sun, 
leathery as an Indian, was this 
young woman. Sleek and lithe as a 
seal, bright-eyed, full-blown, deli
cately curved by maturity, soft- 
spoken. She could be as warm and 
friendly as a summer sky, or as 
fierce and unrelenting as a lightning- 
slashed tempest. Before all else,

she loved to play, to do the things 
that other young women did. She 
loved life, freedom, happiness. No 
satisfaction, no glory did she find in 
being a highway woman of the sea. 
She knew no recompense would 
ever come from being a gun moll, 
nothing except a cell in the gray 
wall.

Escape, perhaps, to some distant 
land, to a new world—that might 
be the answer, and Blue Jean had 
often considered it. And yet she 
could not seem to tear herself away 
from the scenes that were so closely 
associated with her memories of 
both her father and her mother. She 
liked, now and then, to return to 
Fiddler’s Reach and Raggedy Ann 
Island, and, sitting there close to 
the smashing surf, live again the 
days of her childhood, those happy 
times before the shadowy menace 
of outlawry had crept into her life. 
Castles in the air, she built; dreams 
of yesterday, and the things that 
might have been.

But now, here in Calico Lane, she 
found herself enmeshed in new en
tanglements, if such they might be 
termed. Her attachment for Uncle 
Lige Peasley and his wife, Aunt 
Sophy, had grown swiftly, until the 
thought of leaving this atmosphere 
of contentment filled her with sad
ness. She lingered on through that 
first summer, and, almost before she 
knew it, winter had come and gone, 
and the apple trees were in blos
som again, and the lilacs.

From the first, Blup Jean had 
firmly resolved never to do anything 
while she lived with the Peasleys 
that might, in any way, reflect on 
these two kindly old souls.

Blue Gingham Bay and Calico 
Lane, it seemed, were as far as the 
ends of the earth from anything 
crooked, from thief and racketeer 
and killer. It was, Blue Jean de-
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eided, a small heaven of its own, 
secure there by the sea in a nook of 
the wide-arching arm of Cape Cod.

Blue Jean felt that her present 
state of happiness was too good to 
last. And this, it came to pass, was 
true. For a dark cloud was already 
spreading its sinister shadow over 
Blue Gingham Bay, over Little Gur
net, and Pemagussett. Like the 
bold billows of a thunderhead, it ap
peared suddenly above the horizon 
and as quickly became a snarling 
tempest, sweeping everything in its 
path, threatening to destroy much 
that had long been in the building.

The trouble began when young 
Merle Denton, of the Dentons of 
Pemagussett, Newport, the Back 
Bay, got mixed up with one “ Trig
ger” Marlin and his gang of gun
men, river pirates, and hijackers.

The underworld has graduated of 
late years from the gutter to so
ciety. Once folks let the bars down 
on the booze racket, even the best 
of them found themselves associat
ing with an individual that had 
never before been tolerated. When 
you open the door for a wolf, you 
can’t complain too loudly if, by 
chance, a few other beasts get in.

It has been said that the boot
legger, like water, merely seeks his 
own level. And he has, to a cer
tain extent, found it as readily in 
the social register as in the slums. 
Pemagussett looked on the boot
legger as a means to an end. The 
older folks boasted of their pre-War 
liquor, while the younger set 
shouted aloud the virtues of their 
bootleggers and an ability to obtain 
the “ real stuff.”

Trigger Marlin, at last in the 
money, big money, gave the exclu
sive Pemagussett colony its first 
severe shock when he bought the old 
Thomas Mason estate, and moved 
in with his retinue of suave and

polished killers. Pemagussett was 
not, and never had been, blind to 
the fact that Trigger Marlin’s boats 
— varnished, high-powered craft
that could run circles around the 
best coast-guard boat afloat— sup
plied the South Shore with liquor. 
However, it was a rude awakening 
to find this big shot established 
fairly in their midst, with his own 
private high-speed cruiser riding to 
a mooring in Mashport harbor.

Pemagussett went into a huddle 
with itself; the metropolitan press 
blossomed forth with the news. Lit
tle Gurnet, Truwich, Marshport 
whispered indignantly among them
selves. But there the matter ended 
— with Trigger Marlin riding down 
daily from Boston in his big fast 
car with his bodyguard and his 
henchmen.

Death lurked in Pemagussett, 
guns hid their cold muzzles close 
to Blue Gingham Bay, awaiting the 
bidding of Trigger Marlin. Some
thing was “ on the make.”  “ There 
was a hen on!”

Blue Jean, from her long experi
ence in the underworld, saw it com
ing, and shuddered. And yet even 
old “ Quality Bill’s” girl little 
dreamed of the turn the thing would 
take, of the stark, heartbreaking 
tragedy that hovered close to Calico 
Lane.

The affair broke with the stun
ning suddenness of a bolt from a 
blue sky. There was no warning— 
only a shrill, piercing scream that 
shattered the stillness of a soft and 
starry July night, a despairing wail 
cut short.

The sound came from the direc
tion of the shore, just south of the 
old pier at the foot of Calico Lane, 
a wild, desperate shriek that was 
abruptly stilled with a decisiveness 
that was ominous, appalling. It was 
followed by a silence that was in it
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self awesome and terrible. No 
sound, no revealing note came there
after to relieve the horrible quiet 
that closed about the mysterious 
cry. Gently, the waves of the bay 
lapped at the shore, and in the back
ground was the ceaseless hollow 
booming of the distant surf.

A window on the second floor of 
the Peasley farmhouse went up, and 
Uncle Lige put out his head to lis
ten, for the scream had penetrated 
even his usual deep sleep. He lis
tened, with his head turned first this 
way and then that.

A minutes passed, and another, 
and another. Five. Ten.

Then, had Captain Peasley re
mained at the window, had he lis
tened closely, he might have heard 
the faint, steady sound of oars 
straining with slow precision in oar
locks somewhere out on the bay.

After a minute or two, Uncle Lige 
turned away from the window, mut
tering to himself. “ I swan, I 
thought I heard somebody holler. 
Sounded like a woman.” He ad
dressed Aunt Sophy in a low voice. 
“ You awake, Sophy?”

“ What ails you, Lige Peasley?” 
was the sleepy and impatient reply. 
“ Land sakes, it’s gittin’ so a body 
can’t get a mite of sleep, between 
you tossin’ and gruntin’, and gittin’ 
up to listen out of that winder. Git 
back to bed and keep off your 
back.”

“ I heard somebody holler,”  per
sisted Uncle Lige. “ Drat it, who 
left that chair in the middle of the 
room?” he asked, as he stumbled 
against this piece of furniture on the 
way to the door that led to the hall.

Creaking boards marked his slow 
progress down the black hallway. 
His fingers explored the wall until 
he came to a doorway farther on. 
Softly, he pressed the latch and 
eased the door inward. The room

was that of Blue Jean, or Arlin 
Shores.

A vague and troubled something 
had laid hold of Captain Peasley, 
and he had been unable to shake 
off the premonition that tragedy was 
stalking the paths of night close to 
Calico Lane. He knew the story of 
Blue Jean Billy Race, of old Quality 
Bill’s girl, did Captain Lige. He had 
heard it from the lips of this waif 
of the sea herself. She had kept 
nothing back. She had laid her soul 
bare, but it made no difference to 
the old man and his kindly faced 
wife. They had infinite faith in Ar
lin Shores.

Could it be now that the grim 
chains of events that had been so 
much a part of the life of Blue Jean, 
that the fateful happenings of her 
yesterdays were still weaving their 
black and mystic spell about her? 
The grizzled old captain had a feel
ing that this was true. Forces over 
which the vivid and pretty Arlin 
had no control were behind it all, he 
was sure. The very air seemed 
charged with an atmosphere of 
tragedy. He could still hear ringing 
in his ears that far-flung cry and its 
muffled termination.

As he slowly pushed the door of 
Blue Jean’s room open, Captain Lige 
softly spoke the name of the woman, 
the name by which she was known 
in Little Gurnet, in Calico Lane, in 
Marshport.

“ Arlin! Arlin, are ye there?” His 
voice became almost tremulous. 
“ Are ye all right, girl?”

The gentle ticking of a small man
tel clock was the only answer, the 
only sound. The very note of it 
seemed to spell emptiness. For a 
moment. Captain Peasley stood lis
tening, holding the door half open 
as he peered anxiously into the 
room.

Dimly, he could discern the bed,
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while a vague patch of light from 
the near-by window lay across it. 
Once, he thought he could see a 
form there beneath the patchwork 
quilt.

“ Arlin!” Again he spoke, but this 
time his voice was raised in sudden 
apprehension. His eyes, becoming 
accustomed to the gloom, seemed to 
tell him that, though the bedclothes 
were piled in disarray, the woman 
was not there. “ Arlin!” He 
moved forward and stretched out 
his hand in quick exploration.

Sudden despair gripped the gray 
old man, an ache clutched his heart. 
The room was empty. Arlin Shores, 
alias Blue Jean Billy Race, a woman 
that had been as a daughter to 
them, was gone. Old Quality Bilks 
girl had slipped away again to the 
open paths of the restless waters be
yond Blue Gingham Bay, down the 
ways of adventure that beckoned in 
the night.

CHAPTER II.
TRIGGER M ARLIN’S THREAT.

J PNG versed in the ways of the 
underworld and its “ good peo

ples,” Blue Jean knew that the com
ing of Trigger Marlin to Pemagus- 
sett only spelled trouble. You could 
not put a gangster of Marlin’s type 
in the quiet, peaceful atmosphere of 
Little Gurnet and Truwich and the 
countryside, and not foul it. A 
swaggering, leering youth, drunk 
with the power easy money had 
given him was a force for evil no 
matter where he was.

Silently, Blue Jean watched de
velopments with cold and practical 
eyes. With frowning disapproval, 
this slender highwaywoman of the 
sea noted the fact that certain mem

bers of Pemagussett’s younger set 
seemed to look on it as an adven
ture to know one of gangland’s big 
shots. With youthful folly, they let 
down the bars as a sort of lark, a 
dangerous lark, as it proved.

Ellen Maybrook, engaged to 
Merle Denton, had gone one night 
with a party to a road house outside 
of Boston, and there she had met 
Trigger Marlin. That night was be
gun the spinning of an insidious 
web that caught instantly at. the 
skirts of the beautiful Ellen.

She flirted with Trigger Marlin, 
danced with him, flattered him, and 
with no heed, no thought that she 
was playing a dangerous game. The 
gangster had, in his sordid career, 
known only painted molls of a type 
that are naturally attracted to 
youths of his stamp. Ellen May- 
brook was a fiamingly pretty girl, 
with the breeding of a thorough
bred back of her. Quality stood out 
all over her, in every word and ges
ture.

To Trigger Marlin, she was dif
ferent. She awakened in him a de
sire for possession, while he gave no 
thought to the fact that she was as 
far out of his reach as the stars in 
the heavens. To Ellen Maybrook, 
the gangster stood for nothing more 
than a strange and interesting speci
men, a person she had read much 
about, but had never before been 
privileged to observe at close hand.

Trigger Marlin, however, made it 
a point to attend the dances at Fal
mouth and Little Gurnet; he fre
quented the road houses on the 
South Shore that were most often 
visited by the moneyed younger 
crowd. He made it his business to 
meet Ellen Maybrook often. He 
forced his attentions on her to a 
certain extent, although the girl 
failed definitely to establish a dead 
line.



8 Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine

At first, she looked on his per
sistent advances in the light' of a 
conquest, something that she could 
jokingly boast about. Suddenly, 
she realized that Marlin was not 
one to be easily rebuffed, while there 
finally came the realization that the 
fellow was deadly. She and Merle 
Denton had many bitter quarrels 
because of the good-looking gang 
leader. The girl was loath to admit 
that she had been indiscreet in 
boldly flirting with Trigger Mar
lin, though inwardly she knew that 
she had been very foolish. Young 
Denton, knowing in his heart that 
he was little better than the gang 
of bootleggers that he had been deal
ing with, realized his own weakness 
when it came either to defying or 
antagonizing a killer like this so- 
called big shot.

“ I’m goin’ to steal your girl, Den
ton,” Marlin had boldly informed 
the young millionaire a short time 
before the opening of this story. “ I 
like her, and you’re only a dumb 
Jake with a lot of coin your old man 
had to make for you. A woman 
wants a guy that can grab his own 
pile like I did. That jane of yours 
is a nifty skirt, and I ’m nutty over 
her. What a looker! She’s got 
shape, class, and airs. I ’m sick of 
dumb molls.”

“You’d better lay off Ellen,”  
young Denton had replied seriously. 
“ She’s not your kind, Marlin. And, 
anyway, we’re engaged. At least, 
there’s an understanding.”

“ Oh, so ther ’s an understanding, 
hey?” jeered Marlin. “You’re en
gaged! Well, get this! I don’t give 
a hoot if you’re married. If I want 
your moll, I ’ll take her. That’s me, 
guy. You and me are in the same 
boat. I sell booze, and you buy it 
— and glad to get it. You’re break- 
in’ the law the same as me, only I 
don’t try to kid myself that I ’m on

the up an’ up. You and your crowd 
are a bunch of cheap pikers.”

“ You haven’t got any right to say 
that,” demurred Denton.

“ I got a right to say anything I 
want to!”  the other shot back. “ You 
can’t stop me! The cops are with 
me, too.”  He laughed harshly. “ I 
can do anything I want to. Half of 
the hick bulls in these towns around 
here are on my pay roll. I ’m the 
big shot! See! So if I grab up 
that swell little filly of yours some 
night and run awray wdth her, don’t 
go off your nut, but just remember 
that I told you so, feller.”

“ Oh, you’re kidding,”  protested 
young Denton in a voice that he 
tried to make brave. But away 
down inside of him was a horrible 
feeling of emptiness, for something 
seemed to tell him that Trigger 
Marlin was very much in earnest.

“ I never met a jane like this May- 
brook kid before,” the gangster went 
on. “Just didn’t happen to. That 
kind don’t come around wdiere I 
hang out much. Thanks for intro
ducing her.”

“ But— but,”  Denton had stam
mered desperately, “ she just wanted 
to meet you because they called you 
a big shot. It was a sort of a joke.”

“ And the joke’s on you, feller,” 
said Marlin. “ Guess your broad 
thought she could kid me along, 
then give me the air. Not me, guy. 
No skirt does that to me. I do all 
that stuff myself. What I wrant I 
get— and how!”

Merle Denton was frightened. He 
didn’t like the hard little glint that 
appeared in the eye of Trigger Mar
lin. This fellow was a ruthless, bar
baric killer. That was his reputa
tion. What a fool he had been to 
get mixed up wdth this gang of 
young gunmen! Was civilization 
moving forward or back, when a 
gangster could throw down the
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gauntlet to society— and get away 
with it?

What a farce it was! Denton 
racked his brain for a way out, fol
lowing his meeting with Marlin. 
Suddenly, a name flashed before 
him, and a face, a tanned, pretty 
face. The only person in the world 
that Merle Denton felt he could go 
to in his trouble, the only one he 
believed capable of coping with the 
situation was a person who was her
self outside of the pale.

Blue Jean Billy Race! She knew 
the underworld. She knew of Trig
ger Marlin and his kind. Perhaps 
she would have something to sug
gest; she might know a way out, for 
she was courageous and resourceful. 
Blue Jean, alias Arlin Shores, was 
his friend. They had been thrown 
together in a strange, grim adven
ture once. He’d go to her and tell 
her of the threats made by Marlin.

The young folks of Pemagussett 
and Little Gurnet had accepted Ar
lin Shores unto themselves with all 
of the comradeship of the happy 
crowds that yearly gathered here on 
the shore. She was one of them. 
However, only the Peasleys and 
himself and one or two others knew 
that this same Arlin Shores was the 
famous Blue Jean, stormy petrel, 
outlaw woman.

Blue Jean listened gravely to the 
story of young Denton, while at last 
a grim little smile played about her 
lips. The incongruity of it all, the 
ruthless thrust of the tides of life 
that tossed hither and yon hu
manity’s frail crafts! Here was a 
member, in good standing, of the 
same society that demanded of her 
its pound of flesh for offenses com
mitted, and he was asking her to 
defend him against other wolves 
who were outside the law. Merle 
Denton, like many others of his 
kind, had been a patron of a law

breaker, thereby becoming a law
breaker himself.

Society haughtily drew its skirts 
aside that it might not be contami
nated by evildoers, while at the 
same time it lent both moral and 
financial support to rum runner and 
gangster.

Blue Jean shook her head, while 
her eyes held steadily to the dis
turbed face of young Denton. “ Are 
you asking me to become Miss May- 
brook’s bodyguard?’’ she demanded 
in a low voice. “ Is that it?”

“ I— I ’m not trying to hire you,” 
Merle hastened to assure her. “ But 
I am afraid for Ellen. I thought—  
why, I sort of thought you might 
keep an eye on her. You have been 
out with us a lot, and you two are 
friendly.”

“ You made a mistake in getting 
mixed up with Trigger Marlin,” 
Blue Jean said. “ He’s powerful, 
and he’s a killer. He won’t stop at 
anything.” She paused, while Merle 
watched her anxiously. At last, she 
went on: “ Ellen is a sweet girl. She 
has been awfully nice to me, con
sidering that nobody knows who or 
wdiat I am. I ’ll do anything I can. 
I wouldn’t want to see her get in 
the clutches of Trigger Marlin. But 
understand, I am only one, and a 
woman. It is a serious matter, this 
racket business. They don’t have 
to have much of an excuse to put 
you on the spot.”

“ I ’ll make it a point to include 
you in our parties,”  young Denton 
went on hastily. “ I will feel a lot 
better.”

“ None of Trigger Marlin’s crowd 
know who I am,”  Blue Jean said 
musingly. “ I expect this little game 
will be interesting.”

“Perhaps Marlin will try to make 
you.” Merle forced a laugh.

“Perhaps,” said Blue Jean in a 
hard tone. “But when I flirt with a
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rat like Trigger Marlin, it wilt be 
with the thing they call a rope’s 
end.”

Two weeks later, the thing that 
Merle Denton feared happened. 
With all of the cunning and craft 
at his command, Trigger Marlin 
struck. As was characteristic of 
him, he depended on his cohorts to 
do the actual kidnaping. If any
thing went sour, Trigger Marlin 
would not be the one to take the 
rap.

Merle Denton had been up to 
Scituate with Ellen Maybrook in 
his low, speedy roadster. It was a 
new car, and he had wanted to try 
it out. He had paid no attention 
to the big sedan that raced past 
now and then, only to find frequent 
excuses to stop by the roadside un
til the roadster had again flashed 
by.

Returning to Pemagussett late at 
a leisurely pace, young Denton and 
Ellen Maybrook had reached a point 
a short distance from the entrance 
to Calico Lane, when once more the 
mysterious sedan came rushing up 
from the rear to pass. However, 
this time the larger car swerved 
sharply to crowd the roadster to 
the side of the highway.

Surprised, startled, young Den
ton jammed on the brakes barely 
in time to avoid a collision. An
grily, he sprang out to demand of 
the other driver an explanation. 
Suddenly, two youths came around 
the corner of the sedan and closed 
with him. A blackjack crashed 
against his skull and he toppled to 
the ground. The girl, stunned for 
a moment, found herself seized be
fore she could cry out, while a 
heavy hand closed tight about her 
mouth.

She was dragged from the car, 
and forced into the sedan in spite 
of her desperate struggles. Young

Denton was dumped unceremoni
ously into the seat of the roadster, 
while a youthful member of the 
band crowded in beside him to take 
the wheel. A moment later, the 
smaller machine glided away into 
the darkness.

The larger car moved off silently 
to turn, a few minutes later, into 
a grass-grown road that led to the 
shore of Blue Gingham Bay. Close 
by, a small cedar dinghy had been 
drawn up on the beach, and near it 
lurked two shadowy figures. They 
advanced to meet the sedan.

Inside of the car, Ellen May
brook, having exhausted herself 
with her futile efforts to wrench free 
of the grip of her captor, lay for a 
moment limp in his arms. The 
youth who held her removed his 
hand from her mouth for an instant 
as he kicked open the door and 
started to drag her forth.

It was then that the girl 
screamed, a shrill, desperately for
lorn cry that pierced the night, only 
to be quickly smothered by a vicious 
palm.

“ Choke that jane, you fool!” 
hissed a voice. “ Do ya want to 
wake up all the cursed rubes for 
miles around.”

“Quick!” directed another of the 
closely hovering figures. “ Get her 
into the boat.”

The pair on the beach seized the 
now weakly struggling girl and 
placed her in the stern of the small 
boat. The craft had already been 
slid into the water. The gangster 
at the wheel of the sedan let in the 
gears, and the car, still without 
lights, swung about and moved 
away up the grassy ruts toward the 
highway.

The dinghy was pushed from the 
shore. With one last rasp of its 
keel on bottom, it went into deeper 
water, while the figure that had
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shoved it off stepped over the side 
and took his place at the oars.

True to his threat, Trigger Mar
tin had taken Ellen Maybrook into 
his insidious web. Gangland was 
introducing a new racket. Embold
ened by his success as a gangster, 
grown confident because of the ap
parent failure of the law to cope 
with him, Trigger Marlin was boldly 
initiating a slightly different angle 
of outlawry. He would have an
other weapon now, which he could 
hold over the heads of these mil
lionaire fools. They would pay well 
for the guarding of their women.

Why limit racketeering to booze? 
Why draw the line at shaking down 
business concerns for protection 
money? There was bigger stuff than 
that in sight. He’d got the idea 
during his conversation with Merle 
Denton. For Trigger Marlin had 
been quick to sense the fact that 
the young millionaire was deathly 
afraid of him, afraid for the woman 
to whom he was engaged. Here 
was an opportunity for big money. 
He’d return the girl without harm
ing her, but only after young Den
ton paid dearly. Then, perhaps, 
after a few subtle threats, the 
crowd at Pemagussett would be 
glad to be assured of the safety of 
its society belles through the pay
ment of stipulated sums.

From a half-joking threat, the 
thing had suddenly assumed gigan
tic proportions. Trigger Marlin, 
big shot, was looking for new fields 
to conquer. He’d bring the snobs 
to their knees. He’d show ’em that 
respectability couldn’t flirt with 
gangland, and then suddenly pull 
out.

There was, however, one slight 
factor yet to be reckoned with, one 
unforeseen obstacle that stood in the 
path of Trigger Marlin. And that 
was a slender, tanned, keen-eyed

person, a veritable sea nymph—  
Blue Jean Billy Race.

Although she had retired early 
this night, Blue Jean was far from 
being caught unawares. Reared 
and trained close to the sea, she was 
unusually sensitive to sounds origi
nating out there on the water. Her 
senses, even w-hen she slept, seemed 
tuned to every note that came 
creeping in. The rattle of an an
chor chain, the clatter of oarlocks, 
the rhythmic mutter of an exhaust, 
the slat of a sail— any of these, and 
other sounds, were enough to stir 
her to consciousness.

She had been too long a fugitive 
from the law, too long dependent 
on her own alertness ever to be
come careless of the little things. 
Sounds were always whispering in 
from the sea of a dark night, and 
one had but to interpret them. She 
seemed to know almost instinctively 
when something was wrong. Storms 
seldom come without casting warn
ings for those who can easily read 
them.

To-night the usual quiet of Blue 
Gingham Bay had been disturbed 
by a number of things. To the or
dinary person, they would have 
borne no significance, but to Blue 
Jean they spelled instant warning, 
for there was about them a certain 
atmosphere of stealth.

They had dimmed into slumber, 
penetrating the thin film of sleep 
that had enveloped her. Few craft 
left their moorings in Blue Gingham 
Bay after nightfall, for most of the 
boats belonged to lobster men or 
other fishermen, and at dusk their 
day’s work ended. Here and there 
were small cruisers belonging to 
summer folks, but the big, flashy 
boats of the Pemagussett colony 
were anchored off the channel of 
the yacht club in Little Gurnet and 
at Truwich. Hence, it was the
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unusual rather than the usual when 
power craft appeared off Calico 
Lane at a late hour.

It had been close to eleven when 
Blue Jean awoke. She heard some
where the purring motor of a boat 
with twin engines. Then there was 
the rattle and bang of oars rolling 
back and forth across the seats of 
a dinghy on a mooring as it rocked 
sharply in the backwash of some 
moving craft. Came, then, the 
heavier slap of this same wash on 
the pebbly shore, and the move
ment of rowboats hitting together at 
the float.

Blue Jean got up to look out of 
her window. Her eyes swept the 
black waters beyond, but she saw 
no red and green running lights, no 
riding lights of white. Neither wore 
there anywhere visible such a dull 
yellow glow as might come from 
portholes or open hatchway. The 
thought that first presented itself 
wras that somebody had been out 
raiding lobster pots, but there was 
then the thought that a craft 
large enough to be powered with 
two motors Would hardly be so em
ployed.

The woman listening at the win
dow in the old Peasley house, next 
caught the sound of oars clucking 
in their rowlocks. Evidently, some
body was coming ashore in a 
dinghy. There was about their 
manipulation of the oars a certain 
unmistakable stealth; of this, Blue 
Jean felt certain.

She frowned, while she became 
aware of a premonition of impend
ing trouble. Somewhere out along 
the highway came the sound of a 
speeding car, and she caught the 
flash of its headlights for a moment 
beyond the trees. Another machine 
followed close behind. She lost 
them where the road dipped across 
the bridge.

Her attention was again drawn 
to the shore, and she forgot the cars 
until she caught the sound of a 
motor on the old road through the 
field beyond the stone wall. An in
stant later, there was a woman’s 
scream.

Without an instant’s loss of time, 
Blue Jean slipped out of her night
dress and pulled on her bathing suit. 
She then tossed a light one-piece 
gingham dress over her head, and 
took from a drawer her old gun 
and its belt and water-tight holster. 
An instant later, she was letting her
self into the hall. Noiselessly, she 
descended the stairs and left the 
house by the kitchen door.

She did not hesitate a second, but 
moved quickly down the lane to
ward the water. She secured the 
gun belt about her waist under the 
dress as she went. Her pace quick
ened into a run, which soon brought 
her to the old wharf on the shore 
of Blue Gingham Bay. Here she 
paused, listening. After a little, she 
heard again the gentle splash of oars 
and she made out the faint shadow 
of a boat moving well out from the 
shore.

Blue Jean’s lips tightened grimly. 
The despairing cry that she had 
heard was still ringing in her ears. 
It was no time to hesitate now. 
Some one was in trouble, serious 
trouble, perhaps. Foremost in her 
mind now, was Ellen Maybrook and 
the threat that Trigger Marlin had 
made to Merle Denton.

With quick, strong fingers, Blue 
Jean loosened the half hitch of the 
painter that had been passed 
through a ring of the float to secure 
the skiff. She stepped in and pushed 
it off. She moved to the stern and 
picked up an oar, dropping it into 
the smoothly worn notch that had 
been cut to receive it. Then, with 
the sureness and deftness of a fish
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erman born, the woman began scull
ing the light craft with one hand.

The bow swung out into the bay, 
as the boat moved steadily, silently 
through the gloom, and on toward 
the stark, savage adventure that lay 
down the lanes of the sea just ahead.

CHAPTER III.
OUTLAW BOAT.

Q N C E  they were away from the 
shore, the two youths that held 

Ellen Maybrook captive, relaxed 
their stealth a little. Now and then, 
the oars splashed noisily on the 
back stroke, and the rowlocks car
ried a note of hasty, jerky oarsmen. 
It was not difficult for Blue Jean 
to follow the course of the escap
ing boat.

It cut across the grassy mat of 
eelgrass that was just coming to the 
surface of the ebbing tide, and made 
for the spindling spar buoy at the 
edge of the crooked channel beyond 
the flats. Blue Jean tried to keep 
the boats on the moorings between 
her and the fleeing boat, while she 
strained her eyes for a glimpse of 
the larger motor craft that she felt 
sure must be anchored offshore.

At last she saw, rising in dim out
line out of the gloom, the shadowy 
shape of a strange boat. It was low, 
racy, with an approximate length, 
Blue Jean judged, of some forty feet. 
Once these mysterious invaders were 
aboard, there would be, the woman 
was sure, nothing in the local 
waters that could overhaul them. 
She allowed a grim smile to play 
over her features for an instant, as 
she thought of the one and two-cyl
inder dories and slow-moving pleas
ure craft that rode to their moor
ings in Blue Gingham Bay.

She could not hope to scull the 
skiff much closer to the speed boat 
beyond without fear of discovery. 
She was picking up the cards in a 
game with opponents to whom hu
man life meant little. They hesi
tated no more over the killing of a 
w m an than a man, granting that 
the woman had knowledge that was 
dangerous to them.

The only chance there was, Blue 
Jean knew well, was that of 
strategy. She must once more re
sume her role as a veritable high
way woman of the sea, a denizen of 
the thundering waters. She was 
armed, and she was dangerous when 
aroused. And now she was deter
mined to search out the mystery of 
that feminine cry that had slit the 
night.

Some one hundred yards from the 
mysterious speed boat, Blue Jean 
ceased sculling, and laid the oar 
earefully across the thwarts. She 
started to slip out of the sleeveless 
scanty and flimsy one-piece dress 
that she wore over her bathing suit; 
then hesitated. Though it would 
hamper her swimming a little, she 
felt that, once she reached her ob
jective, this outer garment might 
stand her in good stead.

Should she be discovered before 
she had had a chance to conceal her
self aboard, as she planned, this bit 
of gingham dress would mask the 
fact that she wore a holstered au
tomatic at her belt. She stepped to 
the stern and slipped to the seat, 
swinging her feet overboard. An in
stant later, Blue Jean Billy Race 
was letting herself silently into the 
black waters of Blue Gingham Bay.

Gracefully, she rolled into a slow 
overarm stroke and began propel
ling herself forward with surprising 
grace and ease. She was as much at 
home in the sea as she was on it, 
and the dress bothered her very lit-
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tie, there being no more cloth in it, 
or as much, as in a lady’s bath frig 
suit of a few years past.

Thus there were moving on the 
waiting speed cruiser from two dif
ferent points, actors of opposing fac
tions, both outside of the law, and 
both determined to carry through 
the tasks that had been alloted 
them.

In the cedar skiff, Trigger Mar
lin’s trusted lieutenant, Joe Belatti, 
and A1 Nelson, a swarthy, evil-faced 
youth, continued toward the boat 
in the channel. Ellen Maybrook 
had fainted, and lay in a limp heap 
on the grating in the bottom of the 
dinghy.

“ Don’t splash them oars so 
much,” growled Belatti in an under
tone.

“ The cursed tide is goin’ out,” 
replied the other. “ They keep 
cat chin’ in the blasted eelgrass. 
“ Whatcha belchin’ about, anyhow? 
We’re away, and the bulls won’t get 
tipped off for hours yet.”

“ Well, there might be somebody 
else around,”  said Belatti. “Look 
at that.”  He suddenly pointed to
ward the shore. “There’s a light in 
that house back there. They must 
’a’ heard somethin’ .”

Nelson glanced over his shoulder. 
“We’re most to the boat, anyhow.”

On board the craft beyond, a spin
dling, bleak-eyed gangster known as 
the “ Wharf Rat” awaited the com
ing of the dinghy. His eyes played 
continuously over the black waters. 
Once he thought he saw a suspicious 
movement off on his right, but, 
while he watched, squint-eyed, his 
attention was drawn to the return
ing tender, coming from the oppo
site direction. When he again 
peered toward the spot where he 
thought he had observed a boat’s 
shadow, there was nothing there.

Joe Belatti and Nelson came

alongside, and the Wharf Rat 
greeted them with a relieved oath.

“ Thought you stiffs wasn’t ever 
cornin’ . Didja get the jane?”

“O. K.,”  said Belatti. “ Give me 
a hand. Nelson, hold the skiff up 
close, you dumb-bell.”

“Ellen Maybrook stirred and 
groaned, as two pairs of hands 
hoisted her roughly into the cock
pit aft.

“ She flickered,” said Nelson.
“ Come to papa, baby,” purred the 

Wharf Rat, seizing the captive and 
pulling her into the cabin.

Belatti scrambled over the side, 
while he called over his shoulder: 
“Make that painter fast, Nelson. 
We’ll keep the skiff in tow unless we 
happen to get in a chase. If we do, 
cut ’er loose. Not much chance of 
anythin’ pickin’ us up, unless one 
of them sneakin’ coast-guard boats 
should happen to throw a search
light on us some place outside.”

The pair of two-hundred-and- 
twenty-five horse-power motors in 
the powerful bandit boat had been 
idling, that they be ready for in
stant use. Tucked away in a snug 
engine room beneath the bridge 
deck, there was scarcely a sound 
from them, while only the faintest 
note escaped from the exhausts.

The trio of gangsters lost little 
time in preparing to get away. The 
Wharf Rat went forward to break 
out the hook, and Nelson moved to 
the controls to ease the boat ahead. 
Joe Belatti remained for a few mo
ments with the girl. They could 
not afford to risk the chance that a 
hysterical young woman might try 
to throw herself overboard, and at 
the same time, Trigger Marlin’s or
ders had been to treat her with all 
the consideration possible under the 
circumstances.

Belatti, therefore, was in a quan
dary for a little. The girl was cry-
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ing now, and he didn’t like the idea 
of securing her hands and feet with 
rope. She seemed such a frail mite 
that even the gangster hesitated to 
make her uncomfortable.

“ It’s all right, sister,” he assured 
her. “ You’re just goin’ for a nice 
little ride in a boat, and then we’ll 
be there. Ya boy friend will prob’ly 
be after ya in a day or two, so don’t 
go and throw a fit now. I wras go
in’ to tie ya up, but I ’ll just lock 
ya in here all by ya lonesome. Be 
good to yourself, broad.”

He left the small cabin by the 
door that led to the cockpit aft, 
securing the door behind him. The 
forward door led to the bridge deck, 
and this he fastened as he went to 
join Nelson at the controls.

Intent on the business of getting 
under way, the three gangsters 
failed to observe the bobbing head 
that came inching up astern of the 
dinghy. Blue Jean was using a 
breast stroke now, and swimming si
lently. She soon was in a position 
where she was hidden by the skiff, 
but already the youth in the bow 
of the power boat had put a strain 
on the anchor line, and the craft 
was gradually moving ahead. Then 
the propellers began kicking over 
slowly.

Blue Jean buried her face and re
turned to the speedy overarm, which 
quickly brought her up directly be
hind the dinghy. She seized it by 
the stern, and rested for a little; 
then drew herself slowly into the 
boat. Here she remained for a few 
moments, crouching low in the bot
tom.

Once the speed cruiser got under 
way, there would be no hope of pull
ing the skiff close enough to board 
the larger boat. The strain on the 
painter would be terrific, with the 
skiff riding the stern wave at thirty 
miles an hour or better. She must

chance getting aboard the power 
craft now, for there would be the 
danger that the .tender might break 
away if there was much of a sea 
running.

Easing herself into the bow, Blue 
Jean gently pulled the skiff close to 
the broad stern of the mother boat. , 
For an instant, she balanced her
self, then crawled across into the 
cockpit. The low-roofed cabin that 
held Ellen Maybrook prisoner sepa
rated this cockpit aft from the 
bridge deck, nowr occupied by two of 
the three youths aboard the speed 
cruiser. The third member of the 
renegade crew was occupied in the 
bow with the anchor. All backs 
were on the stern, and the silent fig
ure that crept aboard.

For a moment, Blue Jean hesi
tated, while she crowded against the 
closed hatchway of the after cabin. 
Suddenly, she grew tense, for there 
reached her ears, from within, the 
sounds of gasping sobs. Here, then, 
was the temporary prison that held 
the victim of the mysterious boat
men. Here was the answer to the 
cry that had sounded on the shore 
of Blue Gingham Bay.

Quickly, Blue Jean’s fingers ex
plored the small door and its fasten
ings. The bow of a small padlock 
was caught through the staple of a 
hasp, which held the hinged door 
secure against release from the in
side, though the lock itself had not 
been snapped. Softly, Blue Jean 
undid the fastening and swung the 
door open. She then stepped down 
into the cabin.

With a low-voiced admonition, 
she dropped beside the dim form of 
the sobbing girl.

“Ellen, is that you?” she whis
pered.

Instantly, the other jerked erect, 
while she smothered a cry of joy.
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“ Yes!” she whispered. “Yes, it’s 
Ellen! Who are you?”

“ Arlin!”
“ Oh, Arlin!” Ellen said in a moan

ing undertone. “ This is terrible! 
What is it all about? What are 
they going to do with me?”

“ Sh!” warned Blue Jean. “ They’ll 
hear you.”

“But what are you doing here? 
Where did you come from? And 
you’re all wet.”

“ I came to help you,” Blue Jean 
said, close to the girl’s ear. “ I heard 
you scream, and I rowed and swam 
out to find what it was all about. 
Are you hurt?”

“ N-no,” Ellen replied brokenly. 
“ I—I’m all right. Just scared half 
to death. Why have they done this 
to me?”

“Pull yourself together,” whis
pered Blue Jean. “ We may be in 
for a fight, but that’s better than 
taking it on the chin without a 
struggle. You never know what’s 
going to pop when you get in the 
clutches of gangsters. I don’t think 
there’s much chance of getting away 
now, unless we go overboard. 
You’re a pretty good swimmer, but 
I doubt if we could get anywhere 
before they’d pick us up. How 
many of these water rats are 
there?”

“Three, I think. There were two 
brought me out here, and one 
aboard, waiting.”

Old Quality Bill’s girl, soggy and 
dripping, gave Ellen Maybrook a 
quick little hug. “Keep your cour
age up now. There may be a gun 
fight, but I can talk that language 
as well as these cheap swine.”

“Oh, but, Arlin------ ”
“ Don’t worry,” Blue Jean cut in 

a little harshly. “ I ’m no sweet, lisp
ing lily, appearances to the contrary 
notwithstanding. If I have to. I 
can be just as darned tough as any

of Trigger Marlin’s cowardly goril
las.”

At that moment, the speed boat 
swung around toward the channel. 
The rear door of the after cabin 
banged sharply back and forth. The 
sound reached the ears of Joe Be- 
latti, and he jerked about in sud
den alarm. He moved aft with a 
quick stride that carried him the 
length of the bridge deck. Once 
more, the door swung on its hinges 
in answer to a slight roll of the boat.

The movement caught the eye of 
the gangster. “ How did that door 
get open?” he snarled. “ Some
thing is cockeyed here.”

He caught the handrail and 
skirted the cabin to drop into the 
small open cockpit beyond. Al
ready, his fingers were snatching a 
flashlight from his pocket, while his 
right hand jerked an automatic 
from a shoulder holster beneath his 
left armpit. The next instant, a 
white beam of illumination stabbed 
down into the cabin, revealing 
within its silvered circle the fact 
that, beside their prisoner, Ellen 
Maybrook, there was another per
son aboard.

The invader was, though drench
ing wet, vividly pretty. Soaked gar
ments clung to her, revealing the 
fact that she possessed a lithe, well- 
formed body. A mature young 
woman was here, a bronzed, bright
eyed creature that was even more 
alluring to look on than Ellen May
brook herself.

As he stared at the stranger, an 
evil smile played across the face of 
Joe Belatti. It mattered little who 
she was, or why she was here. She 
had come unbidden, and she should 
be a prisoner of war, a pawn in his 
hands.

Might this strange sea nymph not 
be considered henceforth as Joe 
Belatti’s moll!

D S -1E
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CHAPTER IV.
titrx MOLL.

DLITF, JEAN’S Ion”1, wet lashes 
cunningly veiled the flame that 

burned within her. She was play
ing a game that was grim and 
vicious. One betraying glance, one 
false move would precipitate a fight 
to the finish. She knew Trigger 
Marlin’s reputation; she knew that 
his men were cold-blooded killers, 
confident that their wicked deeds 
would go unpunished until they 
were caught under the muzzles of 
the guns of rival gangsters.

Out here, they were supremely 
sure of themselves. Black water 
separated them from those who 
might prove dangerous. They made 
their own law; their code was ruth
lessness. If she was to thwart this 
human piracy, she, Billy Race, must 
utilize every weapon at her com
mand.

Blue Jean squinted at the daz
zling light that had suddenly del
uged her, and a half-contemptuous 
smile flickered for an instant about 
her lips.

“ Well, what’s the big idea?” She 
tossed her head defiantly.

“ Hey, what are you doin’ here, 
broad?” cried the gangster.

“Oh, I just dropped aboard to be 
neighborly,” said Blue Jean, in an 
even tone. “ Any objections?”

“ Not so’s you could notice it.”  
There was a kind of cold exultance 
in the voice of Belatti. “Glad to 
have ya along. Make yourself right 
to home, kid.” There was a pause, 
then: “ But remember, I got a gat 
here, and ya try anythin’ funny, and 
I'll pump lead into ya. Keep that 
in ya nut, sweetheart.”

The Wharf Rat returned from 
stowing the anchor in the bow, and 

D S— 2E

joined Nelson at the wheel. The 
speed cruiser was picking its way 
along the crooked channel, thread
ing the treacherous eelgrass flats 
that flanked it, for the tide was low 
and many jutting bars supplied con
stant menace. To go aground 
would mean hours of waiting, and . 
the failure of their plans.

“ What’s the matter with Joe?” 
growled the Wharf Rat, glancing to
ward the after cockpit.

“ I dunno,” mumbled the other. 
“That dame must have come to life 
all of a sudden. Watch out on your 
side. If we get out of the channel, 
it’s goin’ to be tough luck.”

The outer breakers on Lobster 
Claw sent their dull, monotonous 
roar through the night. There was 
now the smash of the surf on Shabby 
Rocks, and the tolling bell on Pump
kin Knob. Curling waters whis
pered across the black reach of 
Apron String Channel. Soon the 
sleek and varnished craft would 
have passed out of Blue Gingham 
Bay, while she laid a course for 
that haven that Trigger Marlin had 
long ago selected.

Joe Belatti called to Nelson, while 
he held his flashlight on the drip
ping figure. “Open the forward 
door of this cabin, Nelson. We got 
a stowaway.”

The gangster on the bridge 
hastened to obey, a startled oath on 
his lips. He flung back the door 
and stared down at Blue Jean. 
“ Where’d you come from, sister?”

Blue Jean did not answer. She 
turned her head and shot a glance 
at this second youth, a glance of 
keen appraisal, while she plucked 
the wet folds of her dress away from 
her body. These gangsters must not 
see the bulge of that holster under
neath .

“ Go out to the bridge deck,”  di
rected Belatti, addressing Blue
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Jean. “ We want a little talk with
ya.”

The outlaw woman moved to 
obey. She was tense, alert. The 
flashlight in the hand of Nelson cov
ered her now, as he stood aside to 
make way for her. Belatti again 
secured the doors of the small after 
cabin; then joined the little group 
on the raised bridge deck.

The boat was now cleaving the 
waves out past Lobster Claw Point. 
Shabby Rocks were abeam, and the 
open sea lay ahead. The Wharf 
Rat, at the wheel, relaxed his vigi
lance. In a few minutes, the bell 
on Pumpkin Knob would be drop
ping astern, and they would be free 
of dangerous ledges and shoals. He 
increased the craft’s speed; then 
turned to stare at the woman who 
stood behind him.

Blue Jean was caught now full 
in the revealing glare of the light 
in the hand of Nelson, while this 
swarthy gangster regarded her with 
a sneering grin.

“ Take a look at the moll, Wharf 
Rat,” he said.

The latter turned from the wheel 
to stare at the woman in the circle 
of light. “ Baby, you’re liable to 
have to walk home from this ride,”  
he leered. “ Whatcha doin’ out in 
the bay this time of night, any
how?”

“Ya know,” put in Nelson, “ it 
ain’t so healthy sometimes when ya 
see too much.”

“I saw her first,”  said Belatti, 
with an ugly grin. “You guys lay 
off my skirt.”

“ How long since there has been a 
law against swimming after dark?” 
demanded Blue Jean, squinting at 
the shadowy figures back of the 
flashlight.

“ Swimmin’ with ya clothes on!” 
sneered the Wharf Rat. “ Just blew 
down to the drink and walked in

with ya dress on. Tell it to the
soldiers.”

“ Took off her shoes and stock- 
in’s,” suggested Nelson, lowering the 
beam of his light.

Suddenly, the Wharf Rat ex
claimed, leaning close to the 
woman: “ Gimme a look at that 
jane!” He seized Nelson’s flash and 
trained it squarely on Blue Jean’s 
face.

For a little, he stared at her, slow 
recognition gradually replacing the 
look of perplexity in his eyes.

“ Say!” he cried. “ Don’t ya guys 
know’ who this is? It’s Blue Jean 
Billy, old Quality Bill’s girl, the 
stick-up queen. I was in a mob 
that got in a jam with her once.” 

“ Aw, you’re nuts!”  rasped Belatti. 
“ This ain’t Billy Race.”

“ I tell ya it is,” the Wharf Rat 
insisted in an excited voice. “ Look 
out for her! She’s foxy.”

“ Yeah, I heard plenty about Blue 
Jean,” said Belatti, “ but this can’t 
be her. You’re screwy, Rat.”

“ And who is Blue Jean?”  asked 
the woman, in a cool, even tone. 
“ She sounds interesting.”

“ You know who she is,”  shrilled 
the Wharf Rat. He then turned to 
his companions. “ Cave in her skull, 
and throw ’er to the fish. She’s got 
wrise to somethin’ .”

“ She had climbed aboard, and was 
in talkin’ to that other filly,”  Belatti 
admitted thoughtfully. “Maybe 
you’re right, guy.”

“ Frisk her for a rod,”  said the 
Wharf Rat.

“ So that’s the kind of a broad 
ya are,” snarled Nelson. “ Gun 
moll! One of them tough babies. 
Well, don’t try to be funny with us 
or we’ll cool ya pretty quick.”

The Wharf Rat gave his atten
tion to the wheel for a little; then 
again turned to scowl at Blue Jean. 
“ You had a nerve buttin’ in on
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Trigger Marlin’s racket. -Ya won’t 
be the first moll we put on the
spot.”

Nelson moved forward. He was 
not averse to frisking this swell lit
tle dame. “Put up your hands, 
kid,” he directed.

Blue Jean’s arms had been held 
tight to her side, as she stood mo
tionless, her bare feet braced against 
the movement of the boat. Slowly, 
her eyes went from face to face of 
th ese dim figures on the bridge. Her 
lips were drawn into a thin little 
line, and her eyes smoldered with an 
ominous fire.

“ You lay a hand on me, you rat,”  
she flung out suddenly, “ and I ’ll kill 
you in your tracks.”

Nelson drew back involuntarily. 
At that instant, Blue Jean’s right 
hand, until now partially hidden by 
a baggy fold of her wet dress, 
flashed upward. Before Joe Belatti, 
standing nearest her, knew what 
was happening, he felt a hard some
thing prodding into his side.

As the woman had moved to obey 
the instructions of Marlin’s lieuten
ant, in the little cabin aft, there 
had been just an instant when she 
was free of the imprisoning white 
glare of the two gangsters’ flash
lights. It was then that she had 
managed to slip her automatic pis
tol from its rubber holster under her 
dress, to conceal it as well as she 
might beneath a corner of the flimsy 
garment she wore over her bathing 
suit.

Until now, the thing that she held 
tight against her thigh had escaped 
the attention of the trio who con
fronted her. Their first intimation 
that there was something radically 
wrong, came when a startling com
mand cracked from her lips.

“Don’t make a move! Any of 
you!”  It was the voice of the high- 
waywoman of the sea of old, and it

carried a convincing grixnness. “ If 
one of you rats attempt any gun 
play, I ’ll drill this guy in front of 
me right through the spine!”

“ Holy Ned, where’d she get the 
gat?” gasped Nelson. “ She couldn’t 
’a’ carried it when she swum out 
here.”

“ I told ya to frisk her!”  yapped 
the Wharf Rat, with an oath. 
“ Every fool knows she always used 
to pack a gun in a rubber holster.” 

“ Listen, frail,”  cut in Joe Belatti 
desperately. “ Go easy with that 
pepper box; it might go off.”

“And it probably will!” cried Blue 
Jean. “ All you have got to do is 
just bat your squeamy eye. Fur
thermore, it might interest you to 
know that I  am the bodyguard of 
that girl in the cabin, Ellen May- 
brook. The kidnaping is off.”

“ You’re that jane’s bodyguard!” 
exclaimed Nelson incredulously. 
“ The blazes ya say!”

“Aw, you ain’t nobody’s body
guard!” rasped the Wharf Rat. 
“ You’re just tryin’ to muscle in on 
Marlin’s racket. I know ya, and 
you can’t kid us. Ya better throw 
away that gat before ya get hurt.”  

“ Turn around!” commanded Blue 
Jean, her words like shafts of steel, 
while she ignored the gangster’s 
comment. “You attend to steer
ing the boat, and keep two hands 
on the wheel, because, if you ever 
let go of it, your pirate days are 
over!”

She then nodded at Nelson. “ And 
you! Put ’em up. The first thing 
any of you do that looks suspicious, 
I ’m going to ventilate this wop I ’m 
holding my gun against, and I ’ll 
ventilate him to a fare-you-well.”  
She dug the weapon once more into 
Belatti’s ribs, lest he forget.

“ Hey, you, listen a minute,”  
growled the latter. “ Let’s have a 
little understandin’ about this thing.
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We’ll fix ya up all right— only take 
that cursed rod out of my kidney.”

“ Shut up!” snapped Blue Jean. 
“ I ’ll do the talking, and, when I 
quit using my tongue, I ’ll start us
ing the trigger on this automatic. 
Put your hands around behind you; 
I want that gat you’ve got and the 
flashlight.”

Blue Jean’s bit of strategy had 
been executed in a most adroit man
ner, and Joe Belatti had been given 
no opportunity to turn his own 
weapon on her. He had been stand
ing close beside her on the bridge, 
and he had paid little heed as she 
stepped back in an apparent effort 
to avoid the dazzling rays of the 
flashlight that the Wharf Rat had 
shot into her face.

Then had come the significant 
thrust of something hard against his 
side. It was not an enviable posi
tion that he now occupied, and his 
mind was filled with a dozen des
perate plans to circumvent the 
woman and offset the advantage 
that she had gained. His brain 
reeled with frantic and apparently 
hopeless ideas. Grudgingly, he re
laxed his hold on his gun. Trigger 
Marlin would kill him for this. But 
Trigger Marlin was, after all, the 
more remote of two evils.

Joe Belatti had heard much talk 
of Blue Jean Billy Race, and he was 
not deceived as to the fact that she 
could be very deadly when aroused. 
It milst be a play for time now; 
they must wait for a break. When 
it came, they would kill this woman 
and consign her body to the sea.

Blue Jean caught the barrel of 
the gangster’s gun and flung it over
board. Then she took the flash
light and played its beam onto the 
three youths before her. She knew 
full well that she must wage a bit
ter fight to a finish. There would 
be no clemency henceforth. Every

thing depended absolutely on her 
generalship. She must outwit, not 
only the gangsters aboard the speed 
boat, but Trigger Marlin, as well.

Were it certain that Ellen May- 
brook and herself could return safely 
to Pemagussett, to Calico Lane, 
there would still be the hideous 
shadow of the gunman mob hov
ering over them. Killers seeking 
revenge. The terrifying threat of 
flaming guns must haunt them in 
their sleep, dog them when awake. 
Life would become a veritable night
mare.

For herself, Blue Jean did not 
mind, but to bring the strife of 
gangland to Calico Lane was un
thinkable. Trigger Marlin had al
ready established himself in a great 
estate at Pemagussett, fair among 
the peace-loving folks of the South 
Shore and the gay summer residents. 
The thing was like a cobra in a gar
den, a rattlesnake among holly
hocks. No one could be safe as 
long as that venomous presence was 
there.

The police would be, as they had 
been in the past, powerless. There 
were no threatening rival gangs to 
clip the claws of Marlin. Blue 
Jean’s lips drew into a tight little 
line. The fight was her own. She 
could see that. There was no al
ternative now— even had she sought 
one. The battle involved herself 
and the big shot of Pemagussett. 
One advantage she held at the mo
ment, and only one.

She, old Quality Bill’s girl, no
torious high way woman of the sea— 
she was allotted the choice of the 
duel’s location. To her was given 
the power to declare where this grim 
and merciless contest must take 
place. And on her judgment the 
outcome depended.

Through the shrewd brain of Blue 
Jean raced a strange panorama:
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pictures there of boiling seas, of 
screaming breakers, of bold, rocky 
headlands, of sullen, hidden ledges, 
of racing tides, of green water and 
white. Her trails were of the sea; 
her ways w*ere down the lanes of 
tempestuous waves to isolated and 
forsaken sand dune and rocky isle. 
Here then were her allies, swelling 
with power as they awaited the calls 
of their gods of storm and tempest.

The Wharf Rat half turned his 
head, and, with a snarling sneer, 
called over his shoulder: “ All right, 
broad, what’s the course? Where 
do we go from here, sister?”

There was a pause, as Blue Jean 
waited, her brain snatching hun
grily at every faint hope, at every 
dancing suggestion that leaped to 
her call of distress. And then she 
spoke, slowly, deliberately, her 
words chosen carefully and then 
flung boldly forth with the defiant 
spirit of an age-old viking who 
hurled back a challenge to the 
enemy hordes that confronted him.

“ East by north, one point east—  
straight out to sea!”

CHAPTER V.
HEADED FOR FURY ISLAND.

'J 'H E  situation was one that of
fered constant hazard. Two of 

the gunmen still wore their weapons 
in shoulder holsters, and to attempt 
to disarm them must be of a neces
sity prove exceedingly dangerous. 
However, until the last one of them 
had been stripped of his pistols, 
there could be no certainty but that 
they might make a desperate at
tempt to regain control of the boat 
at any moment.

Blue Jean backed slowly toward 
the hatchway that led to the small

cabin aft, a distance of but a few 
feet, while she held the beam of her 
flashlight on the three gangsters. 
And then, wfith a quick movement 
of her gun hand, she released the 
catch of the door.

She spoke over her shoulder to 
the girl within. “ Come out, Ellen;*
I need you.”

Ellen Maybrook, once partially 
reassured by the presence of Arlin 
Shores on the outlaw craft, had 
taken herself in hand to the extent 
that she was no longer bordering on 
the hysterical. Somehow, she had 
great confidence in the woman she 
knew as Arlin, the boarder at the 
Peasleys’ .

Now* she left the cabin with no 
hesitation, and came to stand be
side Blue Jean. She was breathing 
hard, and, had one been able to 
look into her eyes, he wrnuld have 
glimpsed new* hope there, courage. 
Her tone had lost its terror; it was 
steady, as she voiced instant ad
miration.

“ Arlin, you’re marvelous,” she 
cried. “You’re the bravest woman 
I ever knew. I never dreamed any 
one could do the thing you have 
done.”

“ Oh, it’s Arlin, hey!”  snarled the 
Wharf Rat. “ The brave Blue Jean 
is under a flag. Old Quality Bill’s 
little wild cat has got a phony 
moniker down here with the swells.”

“ W-what?”  cried Ellen Maybrook 
with a surprised gasp. For she, too, 
had read of the daring outlaw that 
had eluded the police for years.

“ Yes, I ’m Blue Jean,” admitted • 
the poised figure, who now stood in 
command. There was a tinge of 
bitterness in her voice. “ Blue Jean 
Billy— infamous outlaw. So please 
don’t get sentimental about my 
bravery; I ’m just living up to my 
name. This courage stuff is the 
bunk. Bravery with me is a vice,
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not a virtue. I won’t mislead you 
any further, Miss Maybrook. I am 
what I am, and have no excuse to 
offer.”

She paused, then added: “ I think 
I can save you from Trigger Mar
lin and these tough eggs that do his 
bidding.” A hard little laugh broke 
from her lips. “You know they say 
it takes a thief to catch a thief; a 
crook to cross up a crook.”

“You are, nevertheless, a brave 
woman,”  Ellen Maybrook said with 
a show of spirit. “ I don’t care who 
you are. I am eternally in your 
debt. I guess I know a game sport 
when I see one. Anyway, it was all 
my fault in the first place.”

“You’re sure a thoroughbred, all 
right,” said Blue Jean. “ I want to 
tell you, though, that we’re not out 
of trouble yet. We’re on the high 
seas—and headed offshore. We 
can’t go back to Blue Gingham Bay 
now, or we’ll have the whole mob 
on our heels. We could land at Tru- 
wich or Marshport, but there would 
still be this bird they call Trigger 
Marlin to contend with. Your fu
ture safety, Ellen, depends on how 
badly we lick the big shot before 
we go back to the mainland. Are 
you game to stand by?”

“ Am I?” cried Ellen Maybrook. 
“ Try me!”

“All right,” Blue Jean directed 
crisply, “ just step up behind that 
spindling pair of would-be pirates 
and take their gats. Frisk ’em 
good.”

“ Search them. Keep one gun and 
throw the rest into the ocean.” And 
to the gangsters, she said: “ Don’t 
try any tricks, or I ’ll kill you just 
as sure as the sea is salt.”

Ellen Maybrook, moving a little 
timorously, relieved the Wharf Rat 
and Nelson of their weapons. A 
small .38 with a two-inch barrel, she 
kept. The other black and ugly

guns that rewarded her search, she 
flung overboard.

Blue Jean then took a second re
volver from the person of Joe Be- 
latti and also consigned it to the 
deep. “ We might find a use for 
them later,” she said, “ but right 
now it will be safer to have them 
out of the way.”

The Wharf Rat spoke now, his 
voice hoarse with rage. “ It ain’t 
goin’ to do you any good, this stunt 
you’re pullin’, Blue Jean. You’re 
all done. Trigger Marlin will put 
ya on the spot, and if ya get away 
from us, the bulls will be after Arlin 
Shores. Ya can’t go back to Blue 
Gingham Bay, or no place around 
there. The best thing you can do 
is listen to us. I ’ll make ya a propo
sition.”

Blue Jean laughed. It was not 
a sound to cheer the three members 
of Marlin’s mob on board the speed 
cruiser. “ You’re in a fine position 
to make me a proposition,” she said. 
“ I ’m debating with myself this min
ute whether to hang you from a 
yardarm, or make you walk the 
plank. Seeing that there’s no yard
arm, I ’m afraid it will have to be 
the plank. And to make the job 
complete, I ’ll probably have to 
weight you down with lead.” Her 
voice cracked viciously. “ I mean 
it.”

“ Say, listen to reason, will ya?”  
cried Joe Belatti, a sudden panic 
gripping him. “ We’ll admit ya got 
us bang to rights. We’ll be good, 
but, for cripe’s sake, don’t go off ya 
nut.”

“ Well, what are ya goin’ to do?” 
demanded Nelson. “ We wanta 
know.”

“Trigger Marlin is a land crook,” 
Blue Jean said tersely. “ He holds 
things pretty well in the palm of his 
hand on shore. I ’m a sea crook. 
Pirate, if you please! Salt-water
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hawk! I am at home out here. I 
know the islands, the coast. Let 
Trigger Marlin come and get me— 
if he can. He has three good and 
sufficient reasons to bring him out 
here.

“ In the first place, there is Ellen 
May brook, this girl he kidnaped; 
he’ll probably want her back. Sec
ond, some of his pet killers have 
fallen into evil ways. And finally,
I guess he would like to get his 
hands on Blue Jean.”

“ Aw, ya’re all wind!” exclaimed 
the Wharf Rat. “ How’s he know . 
where ya are?”

“ I ’ll send word to him where to 
find me,” said Blue Jean with de
liberation. “ He’ll have no excuse 
for not coming—unless he is yellow 
to the bottom of the last vertebra 
on his crooked spine. I ’m going to 
teach him to keep his dirty fingers 
off of decent folks like this girl you 
soiled with your hands. Bootleg
ging is just about the size of Trig
ger Marlin’s racket. When he steps 
out of that, he’s over his head.”

“How ya goin’ to send word to 
Trigger?” demanded Nelson skep
tically. “Telephone ’im?”

“There ain’t no radio on this out
fit,”  put in Belatti.

“ One of you three birds are go
ing to take a message to Trigger 
Marlin—personally!” Blue Jean’s 
words spat from her lips like cold 
drops of water falling on a hot stove.

“What do ya mean by that?” 
There was sudden real alarm in the 
Wharf Rat’s tone.

“ I ’m going to turn one of you 
adrift in that tender back there.” 
Blue Jean indicated the trailing 
skiff with a little jerk of the flash
light in her hand.

“Aw, good night!” gasped Be
latti. “Say, lady, that water is 
rough.”

“So am I, gangster,” snapped the

woman. “ I ’m giving one of you a 
chance to either row ashore or drift 
ashore in the bottom of that dinghy 
with a bullet hole through you. 
Somebody is going for a ride, as you 
guys are so fond of saying.”

“Let the Wharf Rat go,” said Nel
son. “ I ain’t no sailor.”

“ A boat’ll swamp in this stuff,” 
cried the Wharf Rat, peering appre
hensively into the gloom. “ Have a 
heart, woman!”

The swells were heavy, and white 
water was continually slapping over 
the craft’s trim bow to crack against 
the glass wind screen.

“ You’re a fine bunch of sailors,”  
sneered Blue Jean. “ I could swim 
ashore from here.”

“ Wait until daylight,” suggested 
Joe Belatti, suddenly very humble. 
“ Ya wouldn’t send a feller off in 
that cranky little tub,”  he said, re
ferring to the skiff that now rode 
with its nose high on the stern 
wave.

“ I ’d send one of you gunmen to 
a lot worse place than the open sea,” 
Blue Jean asserted. Then she 
added: “ I won’t guarantee that
something worse than getting 
turned adrift in a small boat isn’t 
going to happen to the two who stay 
aboard.”

“ I ’ll go!” Nelson said quickly. 
“ Stop the boat,”  Blue Jean di

rected the Wharf Rat. “ And you” 
— to Joe Belatti— “ unfasten the 
dinghy and get it alongside.”

“ What’ll I tell Trigger if I  get 
ashore?” asked Nelson.

“ Tell him,”  Blue Jean com
manded, “ that he will find Miss 
Maybrook with Billy Race at Fury 
Island! We’ll be waiting for him.” 

“ Fury Island!”  cried the Wharf 
Rat, whose water-front experience 
had included a knowledge of this 
surf-lashed bit of upthrust rock. 
“You ain’t goin’ there to-night?”
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“ We’ll lay a course for Fury 
Island the minute this crook’’—jerk
ing her head toward Nelson—“ is on 
his way.”

“ But ya can’t land there at 
night!”  The Wharf Rat was sud
denly apprehensive. “ It’s tough to 
go ashore on that devil’s own no 
man’s land in daylight. A lotta 
boats has been busted up on them 
ledges.”

“ And there probably will be a lot 
more cracking up in that selfsame 
ocean graveyard,” said Blue Jean. 
“ However, that is where we are go
ing, and that is where this Marlin 
big shot will find his boat. What’s 
the name of this cruiser, anyway?”  

“Falcon,”
“Outlaw name and outlaw boat.” 

She laughed grimly, and again gave 
her attention tq Nelson, w'ho waited, 
white-faced, fot the command that 
would leave him alone in the dinghy. 
“ That’s all. And if you take my ad
vice, you won’t try to make it back 
through Apron String into Blue 
Gingham Bay. Keep Katy’s Candle 
over your port bow about four 
points, and you’ll go in on the outer 
beach at Lobster Claw.”

A moment later, Nelson found 
himself tossed on the white-crested 
swells that rolled in from seaward. 
Weak, futile curses fell from his lips 
as he picked up the oars and began 
his task of getting back to the main
land.

Blue Jean, with hardly a glance 
after the skiff, turned to the Wharf 
Rat. “Go ahead!” she ordered. 
“ Keep to the course I gave you 
until you pick up the whistling buoy 
on Danger Field Ledge.”

“Thought you was goin’ to Fury 
Island,” grumbled the gangster. 
“ That’s way north of here.”

“ Half speed,”  directed Blue Jean, 
ignoring his inquiry. She then ad
dressed Ellen Maybrook: “ I want a

pencil and a piece of paper,”  she 
said. “ See if you can’t find some
thing aboard. I want to send word 
to Merle Denton and your folks. 
They will want to know that you 
are safe, and they’ll probably be 
able to help us if there is a fight at 
Fury Island.”

Joe Belatti laughed. “ Get a post
age stamp, too,” he jeered. “ This 
dame is goin’ to drop it in a mail 
box on some bell buoy.”

“ There are plenty of ways of com
municating with the shore, if you 
know them,” Blue Jean pointed out. 
“ I am at home out here, as you’re 
at home in some crook’s hang-out.”  

A few minutes later, Ellen May- 
brook returned from the forward 
cabin w’ith the desired pencil and 
paper.

“ Now,” said Blue Jean, “ search 
the little cabin aft, and be sure that 
there are no guns hidden there. I 
am going to lock these gunmen up.” 

When the other reported that 
there were no firearms of any kind 
in the cabin, Blue Jean ordered the 
WTiarf Rat and Joe Belatti inside. 
She then secured the doors, and 
took her place at the wheel.

“ Go into the forward cabin, 
Ellen,”  she said, “ and turn on a 
light. Then write a note to Merle 
or your father. Tell them that you 
are safe, and that Blue Jean Billy 
Race is with you.' Say we are go
ing to Fury Island.”

“ I will say that Arlin Shores is 
with me,” said Ellen, with spirit. 
“ No need for them to know that 
you are Blue Jean.”

“ Merle knows who I am.”
“ He does?”
“Yes; it is quite an old secret. 

Something happened one night, and 
Merle was there.”

“He never told me.”
“No; he wouldn’t. He’s a good 

kid. Straight, and a sportsman.”
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‘‘What else shall I say?”
“ Tell them to come prepared for 

trouble, and to bring officers. For 
there will probably be a fight. Warn 
them to use every precaution in ap
proaching Fury Island, because 
there is little doubt but that the 
gangster we just turned adrift will 
reach shore before my note, and 
Trigger Marlin will probably ‘stake 
out’ Fury Island just as quick as 
he can get out there.”

“ Stake it out?”
“Put it under surveillance, to see 

that we do not get away until he 
has a chance to try and figure out 
whether we are lying, bluffing, or 
what.”

“ But how are you going to get a 
note ashore, Arlin?”

“ It’s very easy— once you know 
how. Just watch.”

Blue Jean’s hand at the wheel 
steadied the Falcon, as she eased it 
over the mounting seas. A certain 
deftness was there that wTas entirely 
foreign to the Wharf Rat. Now and 
then, her eye went from the gray 
horizon to the compass beneath the 
binnacle lamp. Already, the note 
of the whistling buoy on Danger 
Field Ledge was close.

Blue Jean throttled the motors 
until they were barely making steer
ageway. Then she found the switch 
that controlled the searchlight, and 
turned it on. She swung the white 
beam across the black water, mov
ing it here and there, as though in 
search of some definite object. At 
last, she found that for which she 
sought. She put the wheel over and 
called down to Ellen May brook: 

“ You’ll find a boat hook forward 
somewhere. Bring it to me.” She 
added: “And the note, Ellen. Also 
find me a piece of wire or a bit of 
twine for a lashing.”

Deft in manipulation of the sleek 
craft was Blue Jean in the next few

minutes, as she maneuvered it into a 
position beside an object that sud
denly appeared bobbing in the 
water. With the boat hook, she 
picked it up and dragged it, drip
ping, aboard.

Quick and sure was the highway- 
woman of the sea now, and, in a 
few moments, she consigned back 
to the elements in which she had 
found it, the striped block of wood 
she had pulled from the water. She 
laughed, and the note of it was fight, 
reckless.

“Underwater telegraph,”  she said 
exultantly. “ We’ll see if it gets re
sults.”

“ For Mike Tonella,”  said Ellen 
Maybrook, repeating the name she 
had written on the folded bit of 
paper. “Please deliver to Merle 
Denton, Pemagussett. I think I be
gin to understand.” There was ad
miration in her voice as she added: 
“ I have heard that Blue Jean’s wits 
are very sharp. Now I know it.”

“They have to be,”  said Blue 
Jean, “ as the wits of the hunted 
are— from necessity.”

She then spun the wheel over, 
opened the throttles of the engines, 
and the slender bow of the Falcon 
thrust its cutwater cleanly into an 
arching wave— and Billy Race, out
law, and Ellen Maybrook, victim of 
gangland’s newest grim racket, were 
away on the course for Fury 
Island.

CHAPTER VI.
GANGSTER CONFERENCE.

I IKE a half-drowned rat, Nelson 
picked himself out of the smash

ing surf on the outer rim of Lobster 
Claw, and staggered beyond reach 
of the lapping, hungry waters. He
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paused here to shake his fist at the 
blackness that lay over the ska, 
while he snarled a vindictive oath.

“ I ’ll get that broad,” he rasped, 
spitting out salt water, “ if it’s the 
last thing I ever do! I ’ll get her, 
and I ’ll beat her to death with my 
hands, a smash at a time. I ’ll kill 
the cursed devil, so help me!”

Nelson had endured endless tor
tures, and now that he was safe 
at last, there was the reaction. He 
laughed, and screamed, then ran 
stumblingly up the beach. He had 
bailed and rowed, and rowed and 
bailed. His arms ached; his soul 
was tortured; his body was racked. 
And, at last, with the shore close, 
he had been caught in the boiling 
surf and flung into the water with 
gratings and oars flying about his 
ears. He had narrowly avoided be
ing brained by the empty boat, as 
he pawed frantically out of the wel
ter of the sea with firm, white sand 
at last, under his two feet.

With head lowered and arms dan
gling, Nelson plodded wearily along 
the shore, the flourlike sand of the 
higher beach slumping beneath his 
soles with every step. He skirted 
Blue Gingham Bay, crossed the ad
joining fringe of marsh to the south, 
and made his way, finally, to the 
highway.

It was an hour when few people 
were about, and his attempt to hail 
the two or three cars that sped past, 
were fruitless. He reached the old 
estate that Trigger Marlin had 
leased, about an hour before dawn.

He made his presence known with 
no undue ceremony, and at last 
flopped into a chair in the big liv
ing room. Trigger Marlin, in pa
jamas, his eyes drugged with sleep, 
blinked almost stupidly at the gun
man from the Falcon. Then anger 
blazed.

“Whata ya doin’ here?”  he snarled

at last. “ What’s happened, ya rat? 
Where’s the girl and the rest of ’em? 
Quick! Spill it, or I ’ll croak ya! 
Did th’ coast guard run ya down? 
Harh? Hey, Chug!” He raised his 
voice and bawled at another mem
ber of his gang, who was, at that 
moment, feeling his way down the 
stairs. “ Come ’ere!”

“ The whole job went sour,” Nel
son at last managed to stammer. 
“A gun moll got to us before we 
was outta the blasted bay.”

“ A gun moll?” yelled Trigger 
Marlin, running his fingers through 
his hair, then clenching his hands. 
“What gun moll? Who, ya babblin’ 
fool? Who?”

“Blue Jean!” Nelson stared un
certainly at his chief, fearful of 
what was to come. “ The dame they 
call Billy Race. That broad’s a she- 
cat, Trigger! She tumbled to some
thin’, and jumped us before we got 
started, I  tell ya.”

“ You’re a fine bunch of guys,”  
snarled Marlin. “ I got a good mind 
to plug ya.”

“ Boston Red” and a youth known 
as the “Slowfoot Kid” now hastened 
to join “ Chug”  Clesoe and the two 
central figures beyond.

The gang leader was beside him
self, and he appealed to his com
panions to witness the fact that the 
three youths, to whom he had 
trusted Ellen Maybrook, had been 
tricked and beaten by a woman. 
Old Quality Bill’s girl had suddenly 
come to life from nowhere, to de
feat the purpose of Trigger Mar
lin.

“ Ya’re full of boloney!” yapped 
Boston Red. “ That dame faded out 
a couple of years ago.”

“ Sure-e, she jumped the country,”  
asserted Clesoe.

“Ya’re nuts, youse guys,”  per
sisted Nelson. “ She’s been livin’ 
some place right round here, and
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travclin’ with a lotta swells. She 
knew that Maybrook skirt! Said she 
was the Maybrook broad’s body
guard. She swum out and sneaked 
aboard the Falcon. She was soak
in’ wet, and we didn’t think she had 
no gat on her, and first thing we 
knew she had it stuck in Joe’s ribs.”

“ And ya let her get away with 
it,” sneered Marlin.

“ Say, that jane was tough,” pro
tested the other. “ She was goin’ to 
cool Joe, no foolin’ .”

“ What did she do with Joe and 
the Rat?” demanded Boston Red. 
“ How did you get away.”

“Yah, how did I get away!” 
snarled Nelson. “ She put me in the 
skiff, and turned me loose in the 
cockeyed ocean— with a message for 
Trigger Marlin. That’s what she 
done. It was black as the inside of 
a crow’s belly, and the water was 
rough as the Rocky Mountains. I ’m 
tellin’ ya somethin’. It was tough. 
And then I darn near got killed 
when the boat got in the surf off 
Lobster Claw. I had to shag it all 
the way here. Somebody gimme a 
drink.”

“A message for me?”  cried Mar
lin. “What da ya mean, a message 
for me?”

“ She says if ya want that dame 
ya kidnaped and ya boat, to come 
to Fury Island and get ’em,”  de
clared Nelson.

“Aw, ya’re crazy!” grunted Chug 
Clesoe. “ There ain’t no sense to 
that.”

“ I ’m just tellin’ ya what she 
said,” retorted Nelson sourly. “ I 
don’t know if she’s goin’ to leave 
’em there. That’s just what she 
told me to tell ya— believe it or 
not.”

“ It’s a trap,”  declared the Slow- 
foot Kid. “ She’s goin’ to run in and 
tip off the bulls.”

“I ’m goin’ to get that Maybrook

filly Again,”  said Marlin, in a slow, 
grim voice, “ and I ’m goin’ to kill 
that other dame. Maybe it will be 
at Fury Island; maybe it will be 
some place else. But I ’ll get ’em.”

“ Sounds like a phony to me,” said 
Boston Red, “ this goin’ to a for
saken dump like that. Feller, 
there’s a tough spot the smoothest 
day the sea ever saw.”

“ I ’ll go to Fury Island,” persisted 
Trigger Marlin, his eyes smolder
ing. “ I ’ll go out there. I ’ll take a 
chance. I ain’t goin’ in daylight, 
though— not on a boat. I ’ll fly over 
the place two or three times to-day, 
and check up on that dame. She 
ain’t puttin’ nothin’ over on me.”

“ You been to Fury Island?”  asked 
the sleek and plump Chug Clesoe, 
eying his chief a little skeptically.

“ Yeah, I been to Fury Island!” 
snapped Marlin. “ There’s a couple 
old shacks on it that some ginnys 
used to live in. I ’m wise to the 
place. If the Falcon is there, and 
them two janes, that’s all I want 
to know. I ’ll phone Nolan, the big 
guy in town, and tell ’im to find 
out if the harbor division got any 
reports on a kidnapin’, and if there 
is any chance the police boat is go
in’ to be out toward Fury Island 
to-day or to-night. It’s out of their 
district, but they might be work-in’ 
with the coast guard.

“ I ’ll get a tip where that coast
guard cutter is before we start. 
There ain’t nothin’ else goin’ to 
bother us. When it gets dark, we’ll 
go to Fury Island.”

“ Don’t kid yaself,”  said the Slow- 
foot Kid. “ It ain’t goin’ to be that 
easy.”

“ This Blue Jean probably didn’t 
think about me scouting the place 
with a plane,”  Marlin went on. “ It 
won’t take me long after daylight 
to find out whether the Falcon is off 
Fury Island.”
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There was no more sleep at the 
beac-h home of Trigger Mari in that 
morning. Dawn found the gang
sters busily preparing for a counter 
attack, that they might regain the 
ground lost by the unexpected en
trance of Blue Jean Billy Race into 
the affair. No stone was left un
turned, no effort spared to defeat 
the purpose of the highwaywoman 
of the sea.

Members of the gang were dis
patched to Truwich, Marsh port, and 
other shore towns, in an effort to dis
cover some possible trace of the 
speed cruiser Falcon. Fishermen 
were apprised of the fact that the 
boat was missing, and were asked 
to be on the lookout for her. A 
sizable reward was promised to any 
one that brought word of the craft’s 
whereabouts. A telephone number 
at Pemagussett was given, that no 
time might be lost in getting in 
touch with the owner.

Dawn had not yet finished its 
task of defining the details of the 
shore line and picking from the 
mists the gently rolling hills of 
the mainland, when Trigger Marlin’s 
fast and luxurious power yacht, the 
seventy-five-foot, twin-screw Black 
Phantom cast off its mooring and 
pointed its nose seaward. Swiftly, 
it sped north along the coast, hop
ing to intercept the Falcon, should 
the speed cruiser make a last-min
ute attempt to move shoreward 
from the vicinity of Fury Island.

Trigger Marlin himself slipped be
neath the wheel of his low, fast 
roadster, and raced away toward the 
metropolis to the north. At a small 
basin, south of the city, he arranged 
with one of his rum-running pilots 
to fly him over Fury Island. An 
hour later, the big shot found him
self staring down at a chain of rocky 
ledges and the white surf that 
fringed them.

Fury Island stood out like a huge, 
frowsy head— a head fringed with 
breakers that beat continuously 
against its frowning bulwarks. The 
surface of the sea itself was gray, 
smooth, oily. Every object on its 
surface stood out distinctly, even 
from a distance.

A trawler was moving in from the 
direction of the lightship. A 
steamer stood out against the hori
zon, a wisp of smoke trailing from 
her stacks. Ginny boats were roll
ing home. A lobster man was haul
ing pots, his long string of buoys 
plainly discernible on the gray and 
glassy surface of the sea.

All of these things Trigger Mar
lin saw, as he peered down through 
his goggles, and more. He picked 
up Fury Island when they were a 
long ways off, and, as he stared at 
the dot below him in the placid 
Atlantic, he also made out a speck 
that remained fixedly on the sea a 
short distance from the island it
self.
. As the plane came closer, the gang 
leader discovered that the speck was 
a boat, and that it was anchored 
just clear of the breakers. He pulled 
off his goggles, and brought a pair 
of field glasses into play. Yes, it 
was the Falcon, all right. And there 
were figures on the bridge deck.

The body of the gangster grew 
tense, as he turned and motioned 
the pilot to circle the island. The 
woman had come to Fury Island 
then, as she had told Nelson. And 
she was apparently waiting inso
lently for him.

Trigger Marlin was puzzled, and 
a little troubled, more than he 
would have cared to admit. Why 
had this strange outlaw woman not 
returned at once to the mainland 
with Ellen May brook as soon as she 
had gained control of the boat? 
What was her idea in coming to this
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forsaken and dangerous spot? Was 
it her intention really to await his 
arrival? There must be some sin
ister purpose back of it.

Perhaps she would hide the girl, 
and attempt to drive a bargain with 
him before delivering Ellen May- 
brook again into his hands. Molls 
of the type he judged this woman 
to be, were not above double-cross
ing those in whose employ they 
were, once the opportunity pre
sented itself. They could be very 
ruthless, too, more ruthless than 
men. This Blue Jean Billy prob
ably was not above betraying the 
woman she had been hired to guard, 
if the story Nelson had told was 
true.

For once in his life, Trigger Mar
lin was at a loss to command. He 
had suddenly become on the offen
sive, and it would be very easy, he 
could see, to make a move that 
might prove disastrous. That a 
woman should suddenly steal his 
thunder was something that he had 
not foreseen. In a twinkling, his 
power had been, to a certain extent, 
usurped, while a stranger dictated 
terms to him. He could follow out 
the instructions of this pretty ban
dit queen, or go hang. He had his 
choice. It was retreat or attack.

Trigger Marlin chose to attack.

CHAPTER VII. 
SEA f i g h t !

R U D D L E D  in the lap of Trigger 
Marlin, as the hydroplane ap

proached Fury Island, was a sub
machine gun. The gang leader had 
considered the possibility of recap
turing the Falcon, should it be his 
fortune to come on the missing 
craft, without the necessity of a

night visit to the spot designated 
by the woman.

Once he was near enough to bring 
the “ chopper”  to bear on the 
vaunted outlaw woman, it would be 
only a matter of loosing a short, 
savage burst. And another victim 
would be credited to the youthful 
and insolent big shot of local gang
dom. He’d wipe her out, and then 
hurl a sneering taunt at the bulls 
for their failure to end, long ago, 
the career of the sea pirate known 
as Blue Jean. He’d show ’em how 
Trigger Marlin put a dangerous 
enemy on the spot. Bullet law! 
That was the answer.

The beady eyes of the gang leader 
clung to the spot where the speed 
boat rode the gentle swells just out
side of the lacy fringe of Fury 
Island, while his hands fondled the 
deadly weapon between his knees. 
He’d order the pilot to set the ship 
down on the water a short distance 
from the Falcon. Then he’d signal 
with a white handkerchief, while the 
man at the controls gradually taxied 
the hydroplane toward the craft be
yond.

Like a hawk intent on its prey, 
the plane circled lazily above Fury 
Island. While on board the Falcon, 
Blue Jean watched with eyes that 
reflected both alertness and sus
picion.

“ Some of our friends are looking 
us over,”  mused the woman who had 
snatched the boat from the gang
sters the night before. “ We can ex
pect almost anything, from a bomb 
to a bullet.”

The moment that she had first 
observed the approaching plane, 
Blue Jean had prepared for battle. 
She had considered the possibility 
of Trigger Marlin scouting Fury 
Island and vicinity from the air, but 
she doubted that he would endan
ger the lives of all on the Falcon
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merely to be revenged on Billy 
Race. However, she could at no 
time relax her vigil, for the gangster 
would let no opportunity slip to take 
Blue Jean herself for a ride.
. When the approaching plane had 
been but a speck in the sky, Blue 
Jean had broken out the anchor, 
stowed it away, then started the en
gines. The tide was on the turn, 
and there was little or no current, 
and it was an easy matter to hold 
the boat in its position. To give 
the impression that the craft rode 
to an anchor, the woman dropped 
a loose rope’s end over the bow and 
strung the inboard portion through 
a chock, thence to a cleat, about 
which she took a turn.

After having warmed the engines 
up, she shut them off, and gave her 
attention to the plane that was now 
winging almost overhead. It cir
cled at about a thousand-foot alti
tude, finally to glide downward in a 
wide arc. White water ruffled be
neath its pontoon, and it stopped 
on the surface of the sea some quar
ter of a mile from the Falcon. After 
a little, it began to move slowly to
ward the speed boat.

As it drew near, a handkerchief 
fluttered above the helmeted head 
in the rear cockpit. Blue Jean 
smiled contemptuously; for it be
trayed the fact that those on the 
plane came expecting trouble. It 
must, therefore, be some of Marlin’s 
gang.

To allow the plane to come too 
close would be the height of folly, 
for the Falcon would most certainly 
be at the mercy of the gangsters’ 
guns.

A slow flame kindled in the eyes 
of Blue Jean. Her lips tightened, 
and she wondered just how far the 
occupants of the seaplane were pre
pared to go out here in daylight. 
Would they risk a fight? Or were

they most concerned in getting in
formation that would aid them 
should a night attack become neces
sary? They very probably desired 
to learn more of the woman who 
had muscled in on their kidnaping 
racket.

A machine gun could play havoc, 
once it got within range. However, 
Blue Jean doubted if Trigger Mar
lin, or his representative, would 
chance killing Ellen Maybrook and 
the pair held captive merely for the 
sake of being avenged on herself. 
There might be an attempt to sink 
the Falcon, as this offered the most 
logical course, for those on board 
would have to take to the water, 
where they would be at the mercy 
of the men on the plane.

Retreat offered little, for the 
plane could pursue and attack from 
the air. To release the two gang
sters in the little cabin aft and or
der them out to the bridge as a 
shield against gunfire from the ship 
beyond was, also, hazardous, for she 
could not maneuver the Falcon and 
watch them, too. Ellen Maybrook 
was an uncertain quantity, when it 
came to a gun fight, as was only 
natural.

In the end, Blue Jean decided to 
rely solely on her own generalship. 
She had a fast and powerful craft 
under her. She must manage to 
outwit, outmaneuver the occupants 
of the seaplane.

Ellen Maybrook had been asleep 
in the forward cabin, exhaustion 
having at last claimed her. Blue 
Jean stepped to the hatchway and 
called down to her now. When the 
other appeared on the bridge, the 
plane was pointed out to her.

“They are looking us over,”  said 
Blue Jean. “ And it may not be 
so good. I ’d tell you to go over
board and swim to the island, only 
if these fellows should happen to
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get the best of me, you’d be at their 
mercy.”

“ I ’d much prefer to stay with 
you, Blue Jean, if you don’t mind,” 
said the other. “ Perhaps I can 
help. I don’t know so much about 
guns, but I can handle a power 
boat.”

“ Our task,” declared Blue Jean, 
“ is to cripple that plane so that it 
can’t get off the water, and will have 
to limp back where it came from. 
I have a sneaking suspicion that 
there are guns on it, and we are 
sure a fine target. They wTon’t want 
to injure you, but they’ll not be so 
particular about me.”

“ What are you going to try and 
do?”
• “ It all depends on how the fel
low with that white rag behaves,”  
said Blue Jean. “ If he just wants 
to assure himself that we will still 
be waiting here to-night, and then 
shows an inclination to go about his 
business, that will be quite all right. 
But if that guy is just using a flag 
of truce to get to close quarters— 
well, then it will be nothing else but 
fight.

“ If I have to bait the fellow into 
trying to get me, Ellen, I want you 
to take the wheel and get away 
from that plane as fast as the 
motors will drive you. Then pick 
me up later.”

“ But you’re not going to go over
board.”

“ I may have to. I  just want 
those fellows to know which of us 
is Blue Jean. They will probably 
get close enough to recognize you, 
and then it will be easy enough to 
guess who I am.”

The plane was moving slowly 
closer, while two heads peered from 
the cockpits. The bow of the Fal
con was pointed toward the airship, 
the craft having swung partly 
around. Had Trigger Marlin been

conversant with the tide at this 
time, he would have discovered that 
the boat beyond was headed the 
wrong way for a craft that was rid
ing to an anchor. It was one small 
detail that he missed, and on it 
much depended, for Blue Jean had 
taken advantage of this fact to start 
the motors now. With the exhausts 
hidden behind the stern, the gang 
leader was further deceived.

Trigger Marlin was sure that the 
plane was bearing down on an an
chored and defenseless craft. His 
eyes told him now that the figure 
standing near the wheel of the Fal
con was Blue Jean Billy Race. He 
saw a brown creature w7hose hair 
w7as thrown back from her face, and 
whose easy posture was that of one 
born to the movement of rolling 
decks and restless seas.

Her feet were spread slightly, and 
her hands rested on her hips in an 
easy, half-defiant posture. Her 
light print dress fell awray carelessly 
from a square-set pair of shoulders. 
It was open at the throat and a bit 
aw7ry. The abbreviated sleeves, one 
of wrhich was ripped, revealed tw7o 
bronzed and capable arms.

“ That’s her,” Trigger Marlin told 
himself. “ The haughty, cursed pi
rate!” And to the pilot: “ Keep get
ting in close.”

However, at that moment a voice 
challenged them, a clear, cold voice 
in which there was no hint of trepi
dation.

“ On board the plane! That’s near 
enough! What do you w7ant?”

“ I want to talk to Blue Jean Billy 
Race,” called Trigger Marlin. His 
hands instinctively closed about the 
grips of the deadly weapon in his 
lap.

“ I am Blue Jean.”
“ Can I come aboard? There are 

some things I want to talk over 
with you.”
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“Talk them over from where you 
are.’’

“ Say, I want to talk business with 
you.” ;

“ Come back to-night.”
“ To-night? What’s the idea?” 
“ Because I said so.”
“ How do I know you’ll be here 

to-night?”
“How did you know I was here 

this morning?”
“Have you got a couple of guys 

aboard there?”
“ I ’ve got a pair of rats here.” 
“ Can I talk to ’em?”
“ You know ’em?”
“ Sure I know ’em.”
“Well, that identifies you then.” 
“ How?”
“Are you Trigger Marlin?”
There was an instant’s hesitation; 

then: “Yes; I ’m Trigger Marlin. 
Does that mean anything to you, 
broad?”

“Yes. You ought to be traveling 
under a red flag, not a white one. 
Crooks like you are a pestilence.” 

“ This ain’t gettin’ us any place.” 
“No one is keeping you from go

ing any place you want to, gang
ster.”

The propeller of the plane in
creased its revolutions slightly, and 
water began to curl under the pon
toon.

“Listen, you!” Blue Jean flung 
out the words sharply. “ I said keep 
away.”

“ Go to Hades!” came back the 
angry retort. “ I ’m going to shoot 
that boat out from under you. 
Maybe you’ll talk from the water.” 

Trigger Marlin jerked himself 
erect in the cockpit, the submachine 
gun held against his side.

“Quick!” cried Blue Jean. “ If he 
cripples the boat, we’re done,”

She snatched at the engine-room 
controls, pulling the throttles wide. 
The powerful motors roared, shak

ing the Falcon with their vibration. 
Blue Jean crowded home the reverse 
levers—the starboard full speed 
ahead and the port full speed astern.

The boat leaped ahead in a 
vicious arc that pulled it directly 
in front of the whirling propeller of 
the hydroplane, and out of range 
of the weapon that Trigger Marlin 
clutched in his two hands. The pilot 
gunned his motor and kicked right 
rudder to meet the unexpected ma
neuver. The plane, however, re
sponded sluggishly as compared 
with the lightninglike rush of the 
speed cruiser.

The Falcon was away in a sudden 
smother of foaming white water. 
Quick as its start was, it, neverthe
less, was still within range of the 
deadly chopper when, at last, Mar
lin swung the weapon to bear, clear 
of the whirling propeller.

The killer did not fire, for a new 
development had been projected 
into the affair with startling unex
pectedness. The woman at the 
wheel of the Falcon'had relinquished 
the controls to Ellen Maybrook, 
while she leaped to the rail. Here 
she hung poised for an instant, to 
call something over her shoulder. 
The next moment, she had leaped 
far out to disappear in the churning 
wake of the lunging speed cruiser.

Trigger Marlin uttered an exul
tant oath. Blue Jean had evidently 
sacrificed herself to give Ellen May- 
brook a chance to get away. She 
was dumb after all. He’d wait un
til she came to the surface; then 
shoot her head off. It would then 
be but a matter of minutes before 
the plane overtook the escaping Fal
con. Its subsequent capture must 
prove but a matter of time, pa
tience.

The eyes of Trigger Marlin and 
the pilot scanned the water. Each 
moment they expected to see the
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head of Blue Jean break through the 
surface, but, as the seconds passed 
with no sign of the outlaw woman, 
the mob’s chief became uneasy.

“She must have been hit by one 
of the boat’s propellers,” he called 
to the pilot.

“ Sunk,” agreed the other.
The plane, veering around broad

side, had come to a stop in a posi
tion that would allow Trigger Mar
lin a chance to fire after the Falcon. 
It was now less than a dozen yards 
from the spot where the speed craft 
had been a few moments before, and 
where the woman had disappeared 
beneath the waves.

Suddenly, a voice from an unseen 
somewhere addressed the pair in the 
seaplane. It was weird, startling. 
Trigger Marlin swore explosively, 
and flung frantic eyes on the water 
about the plane.

“This is for you birds,”  called the 
voice. “Don’t move that plane, or 
I ’ll shoot the prop off.”

“She’s come up under us,” cried 
the pilot. “She’s down under the 
nose of the pontoon.”

“She can’t use no gat!”  cried Mar
lin. “She’s in the water. She’s 
bluffin’ . Swing the plane around, 
you fool, so’s I can get a crack at 
her!” He stood up and leaned over 
the edge of the cockpit, the mur
derous machine gun held in readi
ness.

Blue Jean, from her position close 
in front of the stubby pontoon, 
caught a glimpse of the gangster. 
She was partly holding herself up 
with her left hand on the pontoon. 
In her right was an automatic.

Coming up fairly beneath the 
plane, Blue Jean had turned onto 
her back and slipped the gun from 
its rubber holster at her belt. She 
now held the weapon clear of the 
water and ready to make good her 
threat. Out past the northerly end 

DS— 3E

of Fury Island, she saw the Falcon 
rapidly drawing away. Her task 
now was to make it impossible for 
the plane to follow.

Almost above her head were the 
flashing blades of the propeller. It 
was a wooden prop, and a single bul
let would render it useless, and the 
wings of gangland, for the time, ef
fectively clipped.

Suddenly, the slowly revolving 
blades lost their identity in a thun
derous blur. The motor roared, and 
the plane surged ahead. In an in
stant, Blue Jean was engulfed in a 
storm of wind and water, as the slip
stream created a tempest of its own. 
She swung her automatic, in that 
first fraction of a second, and sent 
several shots in the direction of the 
racing propeller.

Her eyes were blinded by the 
water, but to her ears there came the 
sound of a muffled crack. This was 
followed by a racking, discordant 
note from the motor. The first blast 
ha?l swept the plane clear, leaving 
her exposed in the open water. In
stantly there burst on the air the 
rivetinglike snarl of a machine gun, 
as Trigger Marlin twisted himself 
about and brought the ugly weapon 
into play.

Lead flayed the already churn
ing waters, as it searched the foam 
for that vague figure. The king of 
killers, his face distorted with rage, 
swept the sea with death, while he 
struggled to retain his balance. One 
glimpse he had of a bobbing head, 
there in the white backwash, and 
on it he trained his gun. Little gey
sers spurted upward, spiteful jets 
that leaped from the impact of bul
lets.

Blue Jean dipped under water, 
and swam until it seemed that her 
lungs were on the point of burst
ing. Then she came to the surface 
to open her mouth wide and snatch
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a deep-drawn breath. Lead struck 
about her, but again she went under. 
Each time she broke water, Marlin 
fired, but the distance was steadily 
getting greater, while the gray 
swells served more and more fre
quently as effectual barriers.

And then, as suddenly as it had 
begun, there came a calm. The 
motor of the hydroplane ceased its 
irregular beat. The propeller came 
to a jerky stop, revealing a shat
tered blade. The disturbed waters 
became quiet, as the white foam was 
gradually wiped away by a gray 
smoothness. The ship rolled to the 
lazy ground swell, as before.

Gulls wheeled above Fury Island, 
their raucous voices raised to a 
shrill, monotonous pitch. The cir
cling birds and the never-ending 
boom of the breakers were the only 
sounds. And, strangely enough, 
they were sounds that merely 
seemed to blend at last into the si
lence of these vast reaches of water.

The Falcon came about finally, 
and again pointed its bow for the 
bleak and rocky island. Out off a 
black ledge that was at intervals 
wrapped by a lacy coverlet of 
spume, the speed craft came along
side the bobbing head of Blue Jean. 
Skillfully, Ellen Maybrook throt
tled the powerful engines and 
worked the cruiser close.

The helpless hydroplane was some 
half a mile distant at the far side of 
the island, while its two companions 
watched the Falcon with smoldering 
eyes of rage. Suddenly, Trigger 
Marlin pulled himself up in the 
cockpit and reached for his glasses. 
An instant later, he focused them 
on the speed boat. Then an ex
ultant cry broke from his lips, for 
at last, it seemed, the fates were 
turning their smiles on the gangster 
mob.

Ellen Maybrook threw out the

clutches and left the wheel to help 
Blue Jean from the water. She had 
laid her revolver on the roof of the 
forward cabin behind the glass wind 
screen some time before. Half for
gotten in her mind was the pair of 
hard-faced youths in the cabin aft. 
Apparently, they were resigned to 
their fate as prisoners.

However, they had not been idle. 
With a very sharp pocket knife, the 
Wharf Rat had set about cutting a 
hole in the panel of the door leading 
to the small cockpit in the stern. 
To have attempted to smash the 
dpor would have only attracted at
tention, but to escape their lavish 
dungeon silently, craftily, was an
other matter. Soon, the Wharf Rat 
had hacked a hole of sufficient size 
to permit him to slip his hand 
through and reach the fastening 
without. Having accomplished this 
task, the gunmen settled themselves 
to await patiently an opportunity to 
regain possession of the boat.

When Blue Jean leaped over
board, the two youths, who watched 
the swift chain of events from the 
windows of the cabin, knewr that the 
chance they sought would soon pre
sent itself.

The Wharf Rat had been all for 
stealing forth and overpowering El
len Maybrook at once. Joe Belatti, 
however, opposed this. “Wait,”  he 
whispered, “ until the dame goes 
back for that Blue Jean broad.”

“ Trigger got her with the chop
per,” muttered the Wharf Rat. 
“ Didn’t ya see him givin’ it to her?”

“ Maybe he got her,”  growled the 
other. “Maybe not. We got all 
day to get this skirt now.”

The moment the gangsters had 
waited for, came when Ellen May
brook turned from the wheel of the 
Falcon and reached down over the 
rail to seize Blue Jean’s upraised 
hand.
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Like giant spiders, * Jhe Wharf 
Rat and Joe Belatti scurried from 
the little cockpit aft, where they 
had been crouching, over the low 
roof of the cabin to the bridge deck. 
They moved with a fleetness that 
was startling. Ellen Maybrook 
whirled to face them, her eyes wide 
with horror. A scream broke from 
her lips, and she instinctively re
coiled, trying to escape the clutch
ing hands of the Wharf Rat. But 
it was too late.

The fingers of the gangster closed 
about her arms like the savage 
talons of a bird of prey, and an ex
ultant cry rang from him. “ That’s 
one on you, pretty face!” And as 
she fought to release herself, he 
snarled: “ Behave now or I ’ll bust 
ya!”

Joe Belatti had caught up the re
volver from the niche formed by the 
deck roof and the glass wand screen, 
and leaped to the rail, swinging the 
gun to cover the woman in the 
water.

“ Take a look at that!”  he yelled, 
brandishing the weapon. “ Take a 
look at that, and start sayin’ ya 
prayers, broad!”

Once more, members of Trigger 
Marlin’s hard-bitten gun mob held 
the upper hand in the fight with 
Blue Jean Billy Race, while they 
rode fiendishly with the red reins of 
power that were theirs.

CHAPTER V in .
MIKE TONELLA, LOBSTER M AN.

I^ IK E  TONELLA finished his 
task of transferring a sizable 

load of glistening green lobsters 
from his grimy and odorous power 
dory to the big, slime-coated “ car”  
that lay awash a short distance out

from the wharf in Marshport har
bor. He then picked up his moor
ing buoy near by and transferred 
himself to a much-tarred and cranky 
little skiff, and rowed ashore.

Mike nodded at the two or three 
early-morning loungers on the old 
wharf, and slopped up the landing in' 
his heavy boots toward Main Street. 
He proceeded to the drug store, and 
there solicited the aid of the drug
gist in making a phone call. 

“ Mornin’, Meesta Bake’ .” 
“ Mornin’ , Mike. How’s the lob

sters runnin’?”
“ Soma time leetle. Soma time 

beeg. I guess I catcha beega one 
this mornin’. I dunno. You know 
thisa fella, Denton, Meesta Bake’. 
Beega rich guy at Pemagus’ .”

“ The old man, or Merle, Mike?” 
“ I guess he’sa youn’ fella. You 

calla heem for Mike, Meesta Bake’.” 
“ Sure,” said the druggist, “ I ’ll call 

Merle. What will I say?”
“You tella heem coma see Mike 

Tonella by Marshpo’t pretty soon. 
You joosta tella heem Tonella 
catcha somet’ing ’way outside by 
Dang’rfiel’ . Maybe he lika to 
know.”  Mike shrugged his broad 
shoulders and raised his eyebrows. 
“ You feex, Meesta Bake’ . Mucho 
’blige. I go home now an’ licka my 
ole woman.”

Pemagussett throbbed with a 
strange, grim excitement. Since the 
moment that Merle Denton had 
reached the home of Ellen May- 
brook, following her kidnaping, a 
gray blanket of terror had spread 
itself over the exclusive summer 
colony.

Merle had gone straight to the 
girl’s father. Frankly, he told of his 
acquaintance with Trigger Marlin, 
the notorious gang chief, while he 
attempted to hide the part that El
len Maybrook had played in the af
fair earlier.
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Gordon Maybrook was a big, 
brown-faced man, a strapping fig
ure, and used to commanding. He 
was not given to a show of feeling, 
and, though the news that his 
daughter had fallen into the hands 
of Trigger Marlin’s gang caused fear 
to clutch at his heart, he gave no 
outward indication of it. He was 
at once for calling down heaven and 
moving the earth in an effort to res
cue her.

The local authorities, the Federal 
authorities, the coast guard, the 
navy, the air service—he would en
list them all! A new racket, wTas 
it? Well, he’d show the so-and-so 
of a band of skulking wolves that 
Gordon Maybrook was not one to 
allow them to get away with any
thing like this, not by a long shot. 
Why, he------

His tirade, however, was inter
rupted by Merle Denton, who 
pointed out that Trigger Marlin was 
a shrewd and crafty gangster. He 
had in his power a sweet and pretty 
woman, and, if he found the authori
ties crowding too close, there was 
no telling what he might do. Ellen 
was a hostage. Without doubt, the 
gangster would hold her for a large 
reward, running, possibly, into a stu
pendous sum.

Her safety, very likely, would de
pend much on the manner in which 
those most concerned conducted 
themselves. There could not be, 
young Denton declared, any open 
movements of search or subsequent 
hostility, should the gangster ren
dezvous be discovered. If Trigger 
Marlin found a situation develop
ing that he could not cope with, the 
girl very naturally must bear the 
brunt of his wrath.

“ It's a terrible thing,”  cried young 
Denton. “ And I am almost crazy. 
I feel that it was my fault, for El
len was with me when they got her.

But, I beg of you, Mr. Maybrook, 
don’t do anything to arouse Mar
lin. He’ll stop at nothing! Some
body that knows the underworld, 
knows their ways and their methods, 
has got to be the one to aid us, 
not the police. Half of them are in 
with Marlin themselves. You don’t 
know who of them would reveal to 
that devil every move we plan.”

“ And who, in the name of the 
crook of the twelve apostles, is the 
son of an underworld devil we can 
get?”  demanded the other.

“ I—I don’t know,”  Merle had 
stammered, “ but I ’ll find her—him. 
There is a young—a young woman 
down here by Blue Gingham Bay 
who used to be, who used to have 
something to do with the police. I ’ll 
get her. And she knows the shore, 
too, and boats. And how!”

“ Get her!” cried Gordon May
brook forcefully. “ Get her! What 
are you standing here for? Let’s do 
something! Great Scott, boy, this 
is no time to be running around in 
circles!”

“ I went there the first thing after 
they got Ellen last night,” young 
Denton said miserably, “ but she was 
gone. She lives with the Peasleys. 
They were all upset, too, for this 
woman had gone to bed earlier, only 
to disappear mysteriously.”

Gordon Maybrook waved his 
arms and searched vainly for words 
to express his feelings. “ This other 
woman is gone, too?”  he thundered. 
“ Perhaps she had something to do 
with the kidnaping! Who knows? 
It looks funny to me. Who is she? 
Where did she come from? What’s 
her name? Did Ellen know her? 
Harh? What?”

The conference between Merle 
and Gordon Maybrook had taken 
place in the big living room of the 
Maybrook home. Awed servants 
moved through the house on tiptoe,
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pausing now and then to gather and 
whisper in timorous, little groups. 
Ellen’s mother, after that first hys
terical outburst when the news had 
been broken to her, acted very much 
the part of a thoroughbred. She 
was pale, tight-lipped and carried 
the pain of it in her eyes.

She held Merle blameless, and 
spoke to him in a motherly manner, 
attempting to cheer him up even as 
she stubbornly fought the emotions 
that tore at her heart.

Merle’s father hurried to the 
May brook home and joined the 
council that feverishly debated- ways 
and means. Others came— neigh
bors, friends— for word had fled 
from mouth to mouth with surpris
ing rapidity. The atmosphere was 
hushed, awesome. Money was rep
resented here, wealth. Gangland 
had thrown down the gauntlet to 
society. What had happened to El
len Maybrook could happen to 
others. What protection did they 
have against this terrible racket? 
The police were already powerless to 
combat the ruthless order inaugu
rated by racketeers.

No man, woman or child would 
be safe from marauding gangs. 
Trigger Marlin and his clan could 
demand money without limit; the 
price of protection. Every person 
of wealth would contribute to this 
king of hoodlums, that his family 
might be guaranteed freedom from 
molestation.

The sheriff came from Marshport 
and joined the conference. He was 
a pouchy, red-faced man, and 
plainly ill at ease in the presence of 
wealth. He had little that was of 
a helpful nature to offer, while he 
wras inclined to the belief that the 
thing had passed out of his jurisdic
tion. He would do what he could, 
of course, but he did not wish to 
raise false hopes. Marlin was all

powerful in the underworld, and the 
gang leader had one of the biggest 
places at Pemagussett, which placed 
him on a high pedestal as far as the 
local minion of the law was con
cerned.

“ I got a court case cornin’ up this 
mornin’ ,”  the sheriff hedged, “ but 
I ’ll send Bill Stiglow down. Bill is 
a good man, but just a little dumb.”

The sheriff meant “ by being 
dumb” that Bill Stiglow was out 
of reach of bribes. There were 
times when an officer of the law 
could know too much, when by 
knowing less he would be credited 
with being a “ wise guy.”

Merle Denton, his father, Gordon 
Maybrook, and the sheriff had re
turned from Captain Lige Peasley’s, 
in Calico Lane, when a servant, call
ing from the Denton home, ex
plained that a message had come 
from Marshport for Merle. He was 
to get in touch with Mike Tonella 
as soon as possible.

Merle, puzzled, shook his head. 
“ I don’t know any Mike Tonella,” 
he said.

“ Mike Tonella!” cried Gordon 
Maybrook excitedly. “Black Hand! 
It ’s one of the gang. They’re send
ing for a reward. Let’s get down 
there. If I can lay a hand on that 
fellow, I ’ll break every bone in his 
body. Telephone for the car! Come 
on, let’s go!”

Who was Mike Tonella? The 
question caused the sheriff to lift 
his eyebrows speculatively. He 
knew Mike Tonella. Mike was a 
lobster fisherman. He didn’t know 
that Tonella belonged to the Black 
Hand. He had heard that dago red 
flowed occasionally, in particular at 
christenings and on those holidays 
that came along now and then. He 
had intended to make it a point to 
raid Mike’s house some night. The 
law had to be enforced. Besides,
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Mike didn’t contribute to the sup
port of the law, for Mike didn’t have 
any valuable trucks going through 
Marshport at midnight. Marlin did.

Arrived at Marshport, the ex
cited little group from Pemagussett 
were directed to Mike Tonella’s 
shack down by the water front, 
Mike welcomed his visitors with a 
grin. Bread crumbs adhered to the 
black stubble about his lips as he 
came to the door. He wiped his 
mouth with the back of his hand, 
and there was about him a sus
picious aroma, as of good old dago 
red. A stout draft to wash down 
the bread! A good Italian man, 
Mike Tonella, whose greatest crime 
was to drink a bit of wine, perhaps, 
or now and then sell a “ short”  lob
ster or two to a particularly special 
customer.

“ How do!” said Alike. And eyed 
the group that crowded his door
step with slight surprise. “ I joosta 
eat.”

“ You sent word for me?”  said 
young Denton. “ I am Merle Den
ton.”

“ Oh, shoor,” said Air. Tonella 
“ Aleesta Bake’, he telafon.”

Slow-ly, the dull gaze of the Italian 
wrent from face to face. As his eyes 
rested on the sheriff, a trace of sus
picion was reflected in their jet- 
hlack depths.

“Wha’sa mat’, wellyo?”  He 
looked almost accusingly at young 
Denton. “ You bring beega crowd.”

Gordon Maybrook moved forward 
to confront the fisherman. “ Say, 
look here, you!” he cried. “ We 
want some information about some
thing that happened last night.”

“You’d better tell what you 
know, Tonella,” put in the sheriff 
officiously. “ Why did you send for 
Air. Denton here? What do you 
want of him? Get it out.”

Alike Tonella scowled. He had

never liked that sheriff. “ Wha’sa 
moller you?”  demanded the swarthy 
son of Italy. “ Did Meesta Bake’ 
say I want lotsa fella, or joosta 
Meesta Dent’n?” He reached out 
and took Merle by the arm and, 
with a sweeping inclination of his 
head toward the door behind him, 
pulled the other within. “ You 
come by my house,”  he growled, 
“ I showr you som’t’ing. Alaybe you 
show to theese fellas. I dunno. 
What you do, I doan’ care.”  He 
shrugged his shoulders. “What 1 do 
is .pleas’ for Mike Tonella. Ale no 
look for troub’ .”

A moment later, Merle Denton 
joined the group that stood in front 
of Tonella’s house. In his hand, he 
carried a stained and wrinkled slip 
of paper that gave evidence of hav
ing been in the water. He held it 
out excitedly.

“ Look!” he cried. “ Here’s a note 
from Ellen.”

“From Ellen?” exclaimed Merle’s 
father incredulously.

“ I knew that blasted Italian had 
something to do with it!”  exploded 
Gordon Maybrook,

“ I guess I ’d better arrest him,”  
suggested the sheriff with a sudden 
show of bluster, “ before he tries to 
knife some of us.”

“ Ellen is all right,” young Den
ton went on breathlessly. “ She 
wrote that herself.”

“ They made her write it, you 
mean,” declared Gordon Alaybrook. 
“ This man is a go-between. How’d 
he get the note, if he isn’t one of 
the gang?”

“Aw, you talka too mooch, bigga 
fella,” put in the fisherman angrily, 
glaring at Maybrook. “ All weend. 
Leesen, wellyo, I pulla my pots ’way 
out on Dang’fiel’ . I geta dees note 
tied on ona my lobsta buoy. No
body geev it to Mike Tonella. No
body geev Mike Tonella not’in’ but
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joosta keek in da britch.”  He fixed 
his fierce eyes on the sheriff. “ You 
’rest me? Harh? Whatsa moller 
you?”

“ Found it tied to a lobster buoy?” 
cried one of the group of excited 
men. “ What do you know about 
that.”

“ It’s Ellen’s writing,”  persisted 
Merle. “ And she wrote on the out
side, ‘Mike Tonella. Please deliver 
to Merle Denton, Pemagussett.’ 
Here, listen. It says:

“ I am safe. Arlin Shores heard me 
scream and came to my aid from Calico 
Lane. She got possession of the boat by a; 
ruse. Two of the gang are locked in the 
cabin aft. One Arlin sent ashore with a 
message to Trigger Marlin. We are headed 
for Fury Island. I believe Arlin was afraid 
that gang would get me again if we re
turned to the mainland. Miss Shores hopes 
to outwit Marlin at Fury Island, I know. 
Send help, for we will need it. But, oh, 
be so awfully careful. These thugs are 
murderous.

“ E llen,”

Merle passed the bedraggled note 
to Mr. Maybrook. The latter 
stared at the handwriting, and 
nodded slowly. “ It’s Ellen’s writing, 
all right. Thank Heaven she’s safe, 
or was safe when this was written.”

“ Thank Heaven, Blue—I mean 
that Arlin Shores is with her!” cried 
Merle. “Now I know she’ll be all 
right. I—I— well, I sort of asked 
Arlin to look after Ellen.”

Gordon Maybrook thrust out his 
hand to Tonella. “ Forgive me, my 
man,” he said. “ You have been of 
inestimable help to us at this time. 
I never heard of such a thing as 
sending messages by the lobster-pot 
route. It’s almost incredible. It 
is. I ’ll make this right with you a 
little later.”

“ Shoor,” said Mike, grinning. 
“Mucho ’blige, mista.”

“ Fury Island,”  muttered the 
sheriff. “ Why, that’s away outside.

Hm-m-m! You’d better get in 
touch with the coast guard.”

“ Coast guard!” exploded Gordon 
Maybrook. “ I ’m going to Fury 
Island in a speed boat as fast as I 
can. Fury Island may be out of 
your jurisdiction, but it isn’t out of 
mine. My daughter is there, sir. 
And in danger. And who cares about 
the jurisdiction? Tell me that!” 

Like many another well-inten
tioned officer, the sheriff of Marsh- 
port had fallen afoul of sinister 
gangsters. He had accepted money 
without at first realizing that a big 
shot was bringing in liquor and 
“ greasing” the highway to the city. 
He had met Trigger Marlin, and he 
stood very much in awe of the gang 
leader. The fellow bore a far-reach
ing reputation. The press gave him 
much space. Certainly, it did not 
behoove a man like himself to risk 
his life by antagonizing a killer mob 
that had taken up their abode fairly 
in the midst of his own bailiwick.

The sheriff fidgeted uneasily. At 
length, he .said: “Well, then, Bill 
Stiglow, perhaps. He’s a good man, 
a salt-water man. Used to sail out 
of Gloucester. He knows the shore 
and the islands. He knows boats. 
I ’ll send him down.” He turned to 
move away, and hesitated. “ But if
there is anything I can do------ ”

“ There isn’t,” said Gordon May
brook with terse finality. “Get us 
this man, Stiglow.”

CHAPTER IX.
BILL STIGLOW.

D IL L  STIGLOW came, a tooth
pick stuck in the corner of his 

mouth. He swaggered toward the 
wharf with insolent deliberation, his 
eyes fixed speculatively on the group
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of men now gathered before the old 
rambling wharfinger’s shed.

Stiglow was a scowling, hulking 
brute, but a man, nevertheless. 
Rough-spoken and coarse of manner 
he was, and a bit inclined to vulgar 
jest. He could bully a little, too. 
He was enough of a fighter to want 
to wear the sign of it on his sleeve. 
Moreover, he much preferred using 
his fists on lawbreakers to arresting 
them and having to appear in court. 
Summary justice— that was Mr. 
Stiglow’s forte, so to speak.

No one, he contended, kept the 
law, only for the fear that they 
might have to suffer the conse
quences of their misdeeds. Fear! 
That was what made men good citi
zens. And he was just the bird to 
keep ’em that way.

Honest! Bill Stiglow was as hon
est as sunlight. And courageous. 
He was a good officer, if, at times, a 
little overzealous.

Yes, he knew Arlin Shores. He 
had good and plenty reasons for re
membering her. They had had a bit 
of a run-in once. She was a square- 
shooter, and a fighter, like himself. 
Privately, Bill Stiglow owned to a 
close acquaintance with Arlin 
Shores, alias Blue Jean Billy Race. 
He knew her, and he knew her story. 
But that was all right; she had been 
a victim of circumstance, he 
guessed. The thing of it was, 
though, she had proved to Bill Stig
low that her heart was big and her 
word, vvhy, her word was final. She 
never betrayed a trust.

Once Bill Stiglow’’s son had fallen 
in with thieves, and Blue Jean had 
been instrumental in extricating the 
boy. Stiglow had never forgotten 
that; he never would.

He didn’t have much use, per
sonally, for the “ swells” at Pema- 
gussett. They were no better than 
anybody else. They helped the

bootleggers do business, and if that 
Maybrook girl got in trouble—well, 
that was not his lookout. He’d seen 
her at some rather sporting road 
houses with young Denton. If they 
got in a jam, that kind had it corn
in’ to ’em.

Bill Stiglow was quickly ac
quainted with the facts, from the 
time that the gangster car had 
crowded Merle Denton’s roadster 
into the ditch a short distance from 
Calico Lane to the finding of the 
note on the lobster buoy by Tonella.

As he listened to the exciting re
cital, the deputy sheriff scowled 
thoughtfully out at the gray hori
zon, while he picked methodically at 
his teeth. When the story was 
done, Bill Stiglow mused, more to 
himself than to the others:

“ The sea has got a greasy look. 
There’ll be some weather makin’ up 
’fore night.”

Gordon Maybrook had already 
dispatched a man into the harbor to 
bring to the wharf his. speed boat. 
He turned and spoke to the deputy, 
spoke authoritatively, and as one 
who does not expect to have his 
decisions questioned.

“We’ll go to Fury Island at once. 
We can make it in less than an hour 
and a half.”

Bill Stiglow grunted, and eyed 
the millionaire disdainfully. “ Oh, 
yeah! Did you stop to think that 
Trigger Marlin probably has boats 
or planes out there already. Boats 
with machine guns and killers on 
’em. Did you think of that? You 
would go bullin’ out to Fury Island, 
and ye might get there and ye might 
not. You’re one of them impulsive 
fellers, I guess.”

“ Why did that woman go to Fury 
Island?”  cried Maybrook. “ If she 
did?”

“ Yes,”  said John Denton, “ and 
why in the devil did she send one
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of those hellions ashore with a mes
sage to Trigger Marlin? Somebody 
tell me that.”

“ Marlin has a power yacht out 
here, hasn’t he?” asked Maybrook, 
casting his eye over the fleet of 
pleasure craft that were moored in 
the harbor.

“Yeah,”  said Stiglow with gruff 
sarcasm, “he keeps a classy cruiser 
out here, but it’s gone off the moor
in’ now, if ye notice. Black Phan
tom. Nice tub for a gangster to 
have. I got a one-lung affair, and 
am hard put to buy gas for it.” .

“ You wouldn’t go to Fury 
Island?” said Gordon Maybrook, 
raising his eyebrows. “ Afraid?”

Bill Stiglow shook his head slowly. 
“ I ain’t afraid,” he said in a growl
ing voice. “ And I ain’t a fool.” 

“ What do you mean by that?” 
challenged Maybrook.

“Any fast boats headin’ toward 
Fury Island will attract plenty of 
attention from Marlin,”  declared the 
deputy. “ In fact, most any sud
den movements will come under his 
eye. Guess Miss Shores must ’a’ 
had some good reason for headin’ 
out for that place. We’d ought to 
sort of play along and see if we 
can’t be as foxy as she’ll be. Un
less I miss a bet, Trigger Marlin 
is goin’ to get a lesson. He may be 
a big shot in the underworld, but 
there’s a woman that will make a 
bum out of him on the water. I 
know. I had a swell little mix-up 
with her myself once, out off Shabby 
Rocks, and what she showed me 
about salt water was plenty, gents.” 

“ What do you advise then?” said 
John Denton.

“You want me to run this ex
pedition?”  demanded Stiglow. “ Or 
are you goin’ to call in the coast 
guard and the navy?”

“ We are not going to do anything 
that will tend to arouse this man,

Marlin,”  said Gordon Maybrook. 
“ At least, not until we know more 
about the situation. It is very pos
sible that my daughter and Miss 
Shores have fallen into his hands 
again long before this. If such is 
the case, Ellen will be in immediate 
danger of harm, possibly death, 
every moment. We’ll not be able 
to threaten Marlin, under those cir
cumstances, without threatening 
her. Mr. Stiglow is right.”

The burly deputy eyed the men 
before him for a little; then he said: 
“ Tell me what ye can do. Any of 
you gentlemen that have fast boats, 
send ’em up an’ down the coast, like 
ye was searchin’ the shore and in
lets. Let ’em step, let ’em lay a lot 
of white water behind ’em. Show 
Marlin a lot of action— but keep ’em 
away from Fury Island!”

Gordon Maybrook nodded his ap
proval.

“ Don’t let Marlin know that the 
girl got a message ashore,” Stiglow 
went on.

“ And the next move?” said John.
“ I ’ll make the next move,”  the 

deputy said. “ Guess me and Mike 
Tonella can fix to organize a little 
expedition of our own.”

“ You and Mike?” queried May
brook.

“ Me and Mike.”
“ Well, get started!” cried Merle. 

“ I ’m going with you, too. I ’ve got 
to. I ’ll go crazy if I can’t do some
thing.”

“ Miss Shores is a seaman,” Stig
low pointed out. “And so is Mike 
Tonella. Anybody that has watched 
Mike haul traps with a sea runnin’ 
in one of them eighteen-foot dories 
with a three-an’-a-half horse-power 
engine, they know there’s plenty salt 
in his veins. Might be that the sea 
is goin’ to beat Trigger Marlin. Him 
what ye might term a land-goin’ 
gent. Looks to me like Arlin Shores
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sorta figgered the place to fight ’im 
was out there.”  Bill Stiglow canted 
his head emphatically toward the 
harbor, and beyond, where white 
water rimmed the long protecting 
arm of dunes that formed the outer 
barriers of Marshport harbor. He 
pursed his lips and nodded slowly. 
“Smart woman, Miss Shores. And 
a fighter, too. But I guess likely 
she’ll need some help to lick that 
mob.”

Stiglow was suddenly as one im
bued with a grim purpose. A flame 
was kindled there. A smoldering 
something burst forth into a blaze. 
He called an order to a fisherman 
on the float beside the wharf, at 
the same time discarding the tooth
pick.

He turned for an instant to Gor
don Maybrook and the little group 
with him. “Fill the gas tanks on 
those varnished motor boats of 
yours,” he directed, “ and start ’em 
off. Keep to the shore though, and 
make lots of speed goin’ no place.”

“ And you?” Maybrook eyed the 
burly deputy questioningly.

“ I ’ll be pokin’ outside. A bit to 
seaward, maybe.”  Again he cast 
an eye at the water and the sky. 
“Weather’s makin’ up. I wouldn’t 
get too far from port in them fast 
tubs. They pound in a sea.”

“ Fury Island?” queried John 
Denton.

“Fury Island,”  said Stiglow.

CHAPTER X.
o n  g a n g l a n d ’s  a l t a e .

J^LUE JEAN smiled up at the 
swarthy, scowling Joe Belatti— 

a wet and salty smile into which was 
written a hint of scorn, derision. 
Her lip curled.

“ Hello, gangster,” she said, ver
bally slapping his face. “ I see you’re 
working at your trade again.”

“ I ’m goin’ to do a good job this 
time,”  snarled the other. “ I ’m tak- 
in’ you for a ride, if it’s the last 
cockeyed thing I do.”

“ And it probably will be,” Blue 
Jean retorted.

Whispering in her ears close by 
was the sound of the surf: gray- 
green swells suddenly rent and torn 
as they thrashed savagely against 
the rocks of Fury Island; the boom 
and crackle of combers assaulting 
the dripping ledges with vindictive 
fierceness; the intermittent lappings 
as the somber shoulders of stone 
seemed to shake themselves free 
from each onslaught.

A message was there, it seemed, a 
message from the sea, murmuring 
words of encouragement to one of 
its children in distress. Unseen 
hands had gently swung the Falcon 
broadside to the onward marching 
windrows, and the varnished craft 
rolled sharply over each swell.

Silently, the forces of sea and tide 
were setting the speed boat in to
ward the ledges. Close under the 
Falcon’s forefoot, even now, were 
unseen and outthrust banks of rock, 
kelp-laden and dressed with long, 
trailing gowns of weed.

Ellen Maybrook was struggling 
desperately to release herself from 
the clutches of the Wharf Rat, and 
they wrestled about the small bridge 
deck in brief but furious combat. 
The girl was far from being a ready 
victim now, for there had been im
parted to her, it seemed, something 
of the fierce spirit of Blue Jean her
self.

Ellen Maybrook was not a weak
ling, and she was well-trained in 
those athletics that tend to build 
muscle and stamina. And she was 
fighting for deliverance from these



Sea Law And Blue Jean Billy 43

dread gangsters, for freedom, per
haps her life. The Wharf Rat was 
soft, though he naturally possessed 
the greater strength. No doubt but 
that he could subdue the girl, but 
not in a moment. He tried to slug 
her with a hard-driven right, but 
the blow missed its mark, while El
len Maybrook countered with her 
thumb, which almost lifted the 
Wharf Rat’s left eye from its socket.

Blue Jean was watching Joe 
Belatti, her keen eyes awaiting that 
slight tensing of the muscles, the 
ominous glow in his eye that would 
betray the fact that he was going to 
fire. And then, suddenly, it was 
there.

Blue Jean instantly called sharply 
to Ellen Maybrook.

“Quick! Get overboard!”
Then she herself saught recess be

neath the water, sliding down into 
the cool, protecting depths even as 
the muzzle of Joe Belatti’s weapon 
spat its leaden messenger of death. 
The bullet hit the water, to be 
stripped instantly of its deadliness 
and drift away toward the bottom 
as sluggishly as a pebble. Again 
and again the gun roared, as the baf
fled gunman sought vainly to put on 
the spot the girlish figure that 
taunted him in the clear depths be
low. Only spouting, vicious little 
jets of water rewarded his efforts. 
He cursed loudly, as he realized that 
Blue Jean was again beyond range 
of his killer gun.

The Wharf Rat yelled at Joe 
Belatti, for the deck under him was 
without stability, and the tigress he 
sought to subdue was bending her 
every effort to reaching the rail.

“Tap her on the nut!”  screamed 
the Wharf Rat. “ Don’t let her get 
overboard!”

Joe Belatti whirled and leaped to 
the aid of his companion. But in 
that instant the boom of a huge

comber sounded close in his ear, and 
he flung startled eyes in the direc
tion whence that ominous note 
came. A cry broke from his lips, 
for the receding wave had exposed 
a dripping and ugly head a scant 
dozen feet from the Falcon.

“ We’re into the breakers!” shrilled* 
Belatti, “ We’re goin’ onto the 
cursed island!”

At that moment, Ellen Maybrook 
succeeded in partially freeing her
self from the grip of the Wharf Rat. 
She lunged desperately over the rail. 
The other, giving no heed to Joe 
Belatti’s cry of warning, if he heard 
it at all, lurched after her, and to
gether they fell into the sea.

Too late the Wharf Rat sought 
to save himself, while the startled 
oath that was on his tongue was 
drowned by a quantity of sea water. 
As his head appeared above the sur
face, he gasped out a dampened 
cry.

“Swing the boat over here, Joe! 
Gimme a hand!”

However, as the Wharf Rat shook 
the water out of his eyes and shot 
a frantic glance about for Joe Be
latti and the Falcon, he perceived 
that neither were going to he of any 
aid to him in the present crisis.

With a sudden wave of terror en
veloping him, Joe Belatti had leaped 
to the wheel. He threw the helm 
hard over to starboard, jammed in 
the clutch of the port engine and 
opened the throttle in a frantic at
tempt to swing away from the 
clutching jaws of Fury Island’s 
breakers. The Falcon responded 
with a quartering leap forward. 
Open water beckoned, and Joe Be
latti knew a quick sense of triumph, 
exultation. But it was short-lived.

A swell rolled under him, and in 
the valley of waters left behind it, 
appeared a frowsy ledge. Black 
jaws, dripping with froth, loomed
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almost beneath the trim bow of the 
Falcon. A racing propeller crashed 
against a rock. The rudder was 
ripped away, and the. next wave set 
the speed craft down beside a sec
ond close-lurking ledge.

Joe Belatti, a panic in his heart, 
reversed the starboard motor and 
snatched the throttle wide. For just 
an instant, the Falcon seemed on 
the point of backing clear, but the 
sea was not to be cheated. As the 
next swell came heaving in to hurl 
itself against the rugged shore, the 
beautiful power boat that was Trig
ger Marlin’s struck. For an instant, 
it held shudderingly to a bit of 
ledge, while the gangster, white and 
terror-stricken, hung poised at the 
rail. Then he leaped desperately 
into the smother of the thunderous 
waters.

Fury Island, writh its adjacent 
submerged ledges, its racing tides 
and swirling cross currents, had not 
been named without purpose. It 
had always been a danger spot, a 
dread graveyard of the Atlantic. 
Ships had gone aground there, to 
founder and break up. Ocean-go
ing tugs, caught off Fury Island in 
storms, had lost their deep-laden 
barges, and watched them crumble 
in those relentless breakers. Small 
pleasure craft, as well, had known 
sorrow on this same bit of shore.

Legend recited tales of strange 
whirlpools that were supposed to 
exist there, and many an old salt 
had often expressed himself as 
firmly convinced that, once a luck
less boat came close to Fury Island, 
it was caught in the evil spell of 
sirens, who lived there with the 
spirits of the dead.

Not without cause had Blue Jean 
Billy Race chosen Fury Island as a 
battleground. There were forces 
here that laughed at the powers of 
the underworld, of rackets and big

shots, of political bosses and higher- 
ups. Here the sea gods ruled su
preme, and took their tribute from 
those who passed that way.

Sacrificed on the altar of gang
land’s crimson racket was the Fal
con, as beautiful an example of a 
boat builder’s handicraft as ever 
slipped down the wTays. Here again 
the dread spot was reaping its fear
ful harvest.

There was a dull, crunching im
pact, and the Falcon again suffered 
a fatal blow from the dripping rocks 
of Fury Island. Not alone did the 
invisible spirits there demand an of
fering of wood and steel, but of 
blood, as well.

Joe Belatti fell into the trough of 
a wave that came curling its white 
crest on high, and with eyes of hor
ror saw the rearing hull of the Fal
con almost over his head. In mad 
desperation, he strove to swim clear, 
but a mighty hand held him, a re
lentless undertow laid hold of him, 
the backwash of a breaking comber 
it was. He screamed, but the sound 
died into a watery gurgle.

Together, gangster and gangster 
boat were thrown onto the rocks. 
Together their spark of life dimmed 
and went out in the arms of the 
sea. Already, Fury Island was 
counting its toll.

The Wharf Rat received, for the 
moment, a more favorable verdict 
from the spinners of life. More 
dead than alive, soggy, bedraggled, 
gasping, he was at last flung onto 
a broad, sloping ledge, where he 
managed to cling just clear of the 
breakers.

Blue Jean quickly swam to the 
aid of Ellen Maybrook, to find the 
girl treading water and viewing the 
situation in a surprisingly calm 
light.

“ Are you all right?”  asked Blue 
Jean.
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“ I am,”  cried Ellen Maybrook 
fervently. “ It was a fearfully close 
call. The boat’s gone.”

“ Yes, and one of the gangsters, I 
think. Can you swim along with 
me for a little?”

“ Fortunately, not being overbur
dened with clothes in the first 
place, I can.”

“ If you can’t, kick ’em off. 
There’ll probably be an old pair of 
pants in one of those shacks on the 
island, and maybe a coat or shirt, 
such as it is.”

“You saved the day, Blue Jean, 
when you crippled that seaplane.”

“ Maybe I just prolonged the 
agony,” the other said a little 
grimly. “ I ’m afraid there will be 
other gangster boats in a short time. 
There is some sort of craft moving 
out from the mainland now.”

“At least, it’s a breathing spell. 
Will there be any chance to hide on 
the island?”

“Not much. However, we will 
have the advantage of being there 
first, I guess.”

Together the two women began 
now to swim around toward the 
northerly side of Fury Island, which 
would take them for a little out of 
sight of the sullen, watching eyes on 
the plane.

Bitterly, Trigger Marlin had exe
crated the two youths on the Falcon 
for being a pair of blundering fools. 
Just when it appeared that they had 
gained possession of the speed boat 
and recaptured Ellen Maybrook, the 
whole thing had gone haywire with 
a disconcerting suddenness. And 
now the Falcon was wrecked, and 
one, or possibly both, of the men 
he had depended on done for.

The seaplane itself was in no im
mediate danger, though the break
ers were closer than the pair in the 
cockpits would have liked them. It 
was not difficult to see that the cur

rents were gradually edging the ship 
closer to the island and those crack
ling crests. There was no way of 
working the plane off.

For a little, Trigger Marlin raved 
and cursed in a sort of futile fury, 
while he alternately measured the 
distance to the shore and scanne.d 
the horizon to the eastward.

“ I told those guys on the Black 
Phantom to stand off here!”  he 
cried. “And where are they, curse 
’em! Right when we need the fools, 
they’re no place in sight.”

Vaguely, Trigger Marlin was 
aware of the fact that a most sin
ister purpose lay behind the chal
lenge of Blue Jean to meet her at 
Fury Island. It was her element, 
the sea, but not his. He hated it; he 
had always hated it. It was one 
thing to throw a party on board the 
Black Phantom in Marshport har
bor, or take a short cruise on calm 
waters, or even to ride out to some 
rum boat off shore when the weather 
was fair. It was, however, an en
tirely different matter to be threat
ened with a lee shore and a fight in 
a place like Fury Island.

The gangster big shot cast anx
ious eyes at the sky, but saw noth
ing there to give him immediate 
alarm. The air, too, was still, with 
no sign of a breeze. Not a ripple 
was on the water. And still Marlin 
was worried. It seemed that sum
mer storms developed from nowhere 
on just such days as this. And what 
a devilish spot Fury Island would be 
in a blow!

The pilot, in the forward cock
pit, suddenly stood up and pointed 
toward the vague haze that was the 
distant shore line.

“Ain’t that a boat off there?”
Marlin trained his glasses on the 

speck, studying it a long time. 
“ Looks like the Black Phantom ”  
he said at last. And an ugly scowl
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settled on his face, as he again 
turned his attention to the island. 
“ I ’ll get that Race woman,”  he 
snarled, “ and string her up in the 
door of one of those shacks, and rid
dle her with bullets. There’ll be a 
pay-off around this dump pretty 
soon.”

Once more, he examined the 
rapidly approaching craft.

“ That’s her,” he declared. “ We’ll 
be out of this mess in a little while.”

“ I hope so,”  grumbled the other.
With a glimmering white bone in 

her teeth and a trailing wake of 
feathery white, the Black Phantom, 
palatial gangster yacht, bore swiftly 
down on Fury Island. On the 
bridge, members of Trigger Marlin’s 
mob watched the surf-rimmed spot 
ahead speculatively.

Their early-morning search had 
failed to reveal any trace of the Fal
con, and they entertained scant hope 
that the woman known as Blue Jean 
would keep her rendezvous at the 
place appointed. Fury Island! It 
was a laugh.

CHAPTER XI.
GIN’ NY BOAT!

'TH E  Wharf Rat, much bedraggled, 
dragged himself at last well be

yond reach of the spume and to a 
high bit of shelf. Here he gradually 
assembled his wits and regained his 
strength. He saw the plane, and 
waved his hand. Then, for a little, 
he sat staring at the Falcon, being 
battered to pieces at his feet. Once 
he thought he saw a soggy human 
form, whipped by the surf, far down 
in a crevice of the ledges.

He looked about him, half expect
ing to see Joe Belatti making his 
way ashore; then concluded that Joe

Belatti was not coming ashore. 
That must have been Joe he saw 
down there in the sea. He shrugged 
his shoulders with typical gangster 
indifference. Tough luck!

After a little, the Wharf Rat be
gan to wonder what had became of 
the two women. He pondered this 
with suddenly awakening concern. 
Had they been drowned, or were 
they somewhere on this rocky bit of 
island? It was hardly likely that 
the wild cat known as Blue Jean 
had gone down. No such luck! The 
other dame, maybe, but not the gun 
moll.

The Wharf Rat had been sitting 
with his legs flung wade and his body 
propped up by his two arms. He 
got to his feet, with water dripping 
from his garments and forming little 
rivulets about him. His hair was 
plastered dose to his head. Little 
beads of moisture still clung to his 
face. A crimson gash was on his 
forehead.

Slowly, he made his way toward 
one of the shacks beyond. Sud
denly, he stopped, his peaked fea
tures bleak and ugly. Two figures 
stood just clear of the breakers on 
the one bit of sloping shore surface 
that the island boasted. They had 
apparently reached the island but a 
few moments before.

Blue Jean and Ellen Maybrook 
saw the Wharf Rat almost as soon 
as he saw them. For a moment, 
they stared at him, and even as they 
watched saw him pick up a piece of 
driftwood and advance slowly, his 
eyes flaming with murder.

“ I lost my gun in the sea after I 
shot away the propeller of the 
plane,”  Blue Jean said. “ We may 
have to go back into the water. 
That fellow is bent on murder. We 
might be able to gang him, you and 
I, Ellen, and we might not.”

“There’s a boat coming!”  cried
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the other, a sudden note of hope in 
her voice. “ Perhaps -.it’s dad, or 
Merle.”

The Wharf Rat, following the 
gaz© of the two figures below him, 
saw the approaching craft, and he 
paused to watch it.

Blue Jean’s lips compressed and 
she shook her head slowly, at the 
same time studying the boat that 
was plowing its way swiftly toward 
the island. “ No,” she said at 
length, “ it’s not for us. It ’s Mar
lin’s Black Phantom, I am sure. I 
have seen it off Marshport several 
times. It’s the only black mbtor 
yacht around there.”

Ellen May brook’s lips quivered, 
and she sought to check the tears 
that suddenly filled her eyes. She 
shuddered and spread her hands in 
a gesture of hopelessness. “ It’s no 
use then, Arlin. They’ve got us!”

Blue Jean turned to face the girl. 
“ Not yet,”  she said. “ We have as 
good or better a fighting chance as 
we had before. I don’t believe there 
is anybody aboard the Black Phan
tom who is skillful enough to land a 
skiff on this island. They’ll never 
be able to get it through the break
ers without capsizing.”  She paused, 
then added: “ And there should be 
help coming soon, too.”

“ But this human devil.”  Ellen 
Maybrook’s eyes went fearfully to 
the spot on the rocks above where 
the Wharf Rat stood. His garments 
clung to his spindling frame, and his 
face was that of a demon as he 
again leered down the slope. “ He’ll 
kill us!”

“ We may bluff him,”  suggested 
Blue Jean. “ But if we can’t, we’ll 
just have to hunt a club and knock 
his block off. I ’ve yet to see the 
gangster I was afraid of. Our re
treat into the sea is cut off, so it is 
up to us to resort to primitive 
methods, I ’m afraid. Courage, El

len. I ’ll dance at your wedding
yet.”

On board the Black Phantom, an 
excited group stood on the bridge, 
watching. The engines were rung 
down some quarter of a mile from 
the seaplane. A power tender was 
lowered, and two men put off fqr 
the plane. Trigger Marlin and the 
pilot were quickly transferred to the 
power yacht.

The gang leader hastily recited, 
with many lurid punctuations, the 
story of the recent happenings at 
Fury Island. He was in a black 
mood, and he lost no time in pre
paring to launch an attack that was 
meant to seal the doom of the 
woman known as Blue Jean Billy 
Race.

Marlin addressed himself to the 
skipper of the Black Phantom. The 
latter was a squat, scarred, bleak- 
visaged man, a fellow recruited from 
a gang of water-front hijackers, but 
a seaman.

“ Can you land a boat on that 
island?”  Marlin demanded.

The other squinted at the rocky 
shore and grunted. “ Some fishermen 
used to fish out of here summers,”  
he said. “ They done it a couple of 
times a day, but them Bank dories 
is built for this stuff. We got keel- 
bottom skiffs, which was meant to 
tie up at a wharf, and not at no 
cockeyed island. Better run in with 
the power tender and anchor it just 
off the rocks; then let a feller go 
ashore with a line.”

“ I don’t give a hoot how you do 
it!” stormed Marlin. “ I want that 
Maybrook girl, and the other one 
goes on the spot.”

“ If Blue Jean has still got a gat 
in that cursed rubber holster of 
hers,” put in Nelson, “ it ain’t goin’ 
to be so easy.”

“ I don’t think she’s got it,”  Mar
lin declared. “ Just as she sent a
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bullet into the prop of the plane, 
the pontoon went over her. I can’t 
figure anything but that she lost 
the rod.”

“ If she ain’t got a gat,”  said Bos
ton Red, who had been watching 
the island through a pair of glasses, 
“ it’s just goin’ to be too bad for 
that broad. The Wharf Rat has 
got a club and is startin’ down 
across the rocks toward ’em.”

“ Get that boat away!” cracked 
Marlin. “Nelson, you go along with 
the captain and Boston Red. You 
guys are good seamen.”

“ We can stand in closer with the 
Phantom. t h e  skipper stated. 
“Plenty of water here.”

“ Hey, what’s that boat off there?” 
suddenly demanded Chug Clesoe, 
indicating a low gray craft that had 
appeared.

“Ginny boat,” said Marlin, after 
a brief examination through glasses. 
“ Goin’ to pass pretty close. But 
that’s all right; it’s just some dumb 
Italians. They fish out off here 
some place.”

“ Wait until they get by,”  sug
gested the Black Phantom’s skipper. 
“ Yeah?”

“ Better get in the power tender,”  
Marlin said, “ and make out as 
though you were goin’ in to put a 
line on that plane. They might get 
curious and hang around. It gives 
us an excuse for bein’ here any
how.”

Across the water came the rhyth
mic beat of the exhaust of the 
big, two-cylinder, two-cycle motor. 
Punka-punk, punka-punk, punka- 
punk! A note all its own had the 
so-called ginny boat, reflecting 
power, dependability.

Of the famed boat itself, a word 
in explanation! It was built for the 
purpose of fishing, and there was 
nothing of beauty about it. Stout 
ribs and stouter planking, and a big

oak keel, big enough for a full-rigged 
ship! There was a flush deck, above 
which the rail extended a foot, per
haps, and scuppers, so that water 
coming aboard could flow back to 
the sea. There was one or more 
hatches in this deck, with bins be
low for ice and fish.

The engine was well aft. It was 
housed by a cabin, the roof of which 
extended but a very little above the 
deck. A hatch led down into the 
engine room. The wheel w'as beside 
the hatchway. Thus the pilot could 
stand just in front of the motor’s 
flyw'heel, with his head out of this 
hatchway, and steer. At the same 
time, he had easy access to the con
trols which were few and simple.

Inside of the engine room were 
such crude accommodations for the 
crew as one might expect on a boat 
of this kind. Eating and sleeping 
were accomplished here after a 
fashion. Anything bordering lux
ury was far removed from a ginny 
boat. The craft itself would 
weather almost any kind of a blow, 
and come plugging home serenely in 
the teeth of a gale.

Two unkempt and frowsy heads 
were visible to those aboard the 
Black Phantom, as the fishing boat 
came nearer. These were thrust up 
out of the engine-room hatchway in 
curious contemplation, it seemed, of 
the world in general.

Aft of the engine cabin were nu
merous bamboo poles, rigged with 
weights, at the base, and, a little 
higher up, blocks of corks, that these 
poles might float upright in the 
water. At the tips were black and 
ragged flags, which served as mark
ers to denote the position of the 
trawls after they had been set.

A keen eye might have observed 
here, had its owner been alert, a 
slightly discordant note, for, among 
the tattered flags on the bamboo

—3E
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staffs, was one shaped in blue tri
angle with a yellow star in its cen
ter. It was not at all conspicuous, 
this bit of pennant. However, it 
was there.

It was the flag of the Pemagussett 
yacht club. And below it, partly 
obscured by the fluttering black 
buoy markers of the fishing boat, 
was the private signal flag of Gor
don May brook.

Mike Tonella, his face like a mask 
of stone, was at the wheel. As the 
fishing craft came nearer, he sur
veyed the scene with a practical eye; 
then translated his findings to un
seen passengers crouched below with 
picturesque brevity.

“ Beega blacka bo’t joosta offa da 
island’. I dunno who she is, but I 
teenk Blacka Fan mebbe. Airplane, 
too, in close. Whatcha say, wellyo?”

“ Work around the other side of 
the island,”  directed a voice, “ as 
though you were going to try fishing 
here.”

Very gradually, the ginny boat 
changed its course in answer to the 
guiding hand of Mike Tonella. It 
swung away a little to the north, 
which would soon place Fury Island 
partly between the fishing craft and 
the power yacht.

As it came abreast of the island, 
the ginny boat’s engine was throt
tled. The boat lost headway, and 
now another swarthy son of Italy 
climbed from the motor compart
ment and stood on the deck, as 
though he were, perhaps, mindful to 
set his trawls hereabouts.

The dingy craft rose and fell to 
the gentle thrust of the swells, its 
motor’s exhaust giving forth a lazy, 
irregular note.

The distance to Fury Island was 
hardly more than one hundred yards 
now. Mike Tonella examined the 
upflung bit of rocky terrain, and 
reported that he saw two women
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close by the breakers, and higher on 
the slope a man.

Blue Jean had watched the ginny 
boat from the moment that her ears 
had brought the familiar note of it 
to her.

“ Only a fishing boat,” Ellen had 
said, her voice filled with despair. 
Her eyes went back quickly to the 
Wharf Rat, who was advancing 
slowly toward them, his beady eyes 
agleam.

Blue Jean’s gaze went again and 
again toward the slow-moving ginny 
boat. Could it be possible that 
Mike Tonella had failed to reach his 
string of pots that morning? Had 
the scrap of paper secured to one 
of the buoys washed away? Or, per
haps, Mike Tonella had given no 
heed to that bit of message. There 
should be help coming now.

Then her eyes suddenly bright
ened, and she spoke excitedly to the 
girl beside her. “Look, Ellen! 
Over the stern of the ginny boat— 
that burgee with the black marker 
flags.”

A low, joyous cry broke from the 
lips of Ellen Maybrook, and tears 
filled her eyes, to stream unheeded 
down her cheeks.

“ It’s the Pemagussett yacht club 
flag! And there! Under it! See, 
Blue Jean! It’s dad’s owner pen
nant. They’re letting us know that 
help is here. They’ve actually come 
for us!”

“ Good old Mike!” whispered Blue 
Jean, “ I could kiss that man. He 
came through.”

“ Can we swim out?” cried Ellen 
Maybrook. She turned and waded 
into the water to her knees.

“ If we do,” said Blue Jean, “ the 
Black Phantom will be on top of us 
before we’re halfway there.”

Suddenly, the sultry air of the 
morning gave way to a cool draft 
that swept in from the northeast.
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Blue Jean shot a glance whence it 
came; then cried out excitedly.

“ It’s a squall. It’ll be on us in 
five minutes.”

From nowhere, a black summer 
storm had developed. Hidden by 
the gray haze that had hung over 
the sea, ominous clouds had mar
shaled their forces. Almost in a 
twinkling, it seemed, thunderheads 
had cast their thick billows over the 
horizon, white tinged with an ever- 
deepening blue-black. Lightning 
zigzagged across the heavens, and 
there was the low rumble of thun
der.

The greasy gray that had been 
on the sea gave way in the north
east to a line of swiftly advancing 
blue— a blue that was crested by 
ruffling white. There was a deathly 
hush. The sea birds had disap
peared. The breakers even carried 
a new note almost of awe. A tem
pest was close to Fury Island.

The Wharf Rat alone was un
mindful of the approaching storm. 
He was only intent on the two girl
ish figures there on the rocky bit 
of shore. He advanced, pushing his 
hair back on his forehead. He was 
less than a hundred feet away now.

Blue Jean turned to face him. 
“ Keep back,” she wTarned. “ I still 
have a gun.”

“ Ya lie!”  snarled the gangster. 
“ If ya did have a rod, ya’d show 
it. I ’m wise to ya.” He lunged 
ahead, intent only on beating to 
death this cool, bronzed woman be
fore him.

Suddenly, a gun cracked, a rifle, 
and a bullet struck close under the 
feet of the Wharf Rat, and lead 
spattered about his legs. He ut
tered a shrill cry of alarm and pulled 
back, his eyes going to the gray boat 
that rode the seas just beyond.

On the deck, his feet spread, a 
rifle in his hands stood Bill Stiglow.

Again he raised the weapon, but, 
before he could fire, the Wharf Rat 
hurled himself down between the 
rocks.

On board the Black Phantom 
there was sudden consternation. 
Trigger Marlin leaped to the rail 
and bawled a command at the trio 
that were getting away in the power 
yacht’s motor tender.

“ Come back here!”  His voice rose 
in a frantic wail. “ It ’s that cursed 
ginny boat. They’re shootin’ at the 
Wharf Rat. I guess they popped 
him off. We got to get to ’em.”
• “And it’s goin’ to blow,” called 
the Black Phantom’s skipper. He 
flung his hand toward the horizon. 
“ There it comes!”

“ Thunderstorm!” yapped Nelson, 
helping to pull the power tender 
alongside the larger craft. “ Not me 
out in this blasted thing!”

“ It’s a bum lay, anyhow!” snarled 
Chug Clesoe.

“Run down that ginny boat!” 
yelled Trigger Marlin. “ Sink it!” 

“ Better stand off until the blow 
is over,”  counseled the skipper, 
climbing over the rail. “ I tell ye, 
Marlin, this is one fierce hole in a 
squall. We’re too close now.”

The gang leader hesitated, his 
gaze going from the black eastern 
horizon to the boat around the point 
of the island. Suddenly, he brought 
his glasses into play. The next mo
ment, he cried excitedly: “ Those 
dames are goin’ into the water. 
They’re divin’ through the breakers. 
They’re goin’ to swim for it— out to 
that boat.”

“ I bet there’s bulls on it!”  cried 
Nelson. “ That frail musta got word 
ashore, somehow.”

“ Maybe put in some place before 
daylight,” said the youth known as 
the Slowfoot Kid, “ and spilled the 
works. Then come out here to bait 
the trap.”
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“ Chances are that there is a coast
guard boat hanging around'* some 
place,”  declared Boston Red. 
“ We’re in a fine mess, if ya ask
me!

“ Shut up!” snarled Marlin in a 
rage.

“ Better call the job off,”  advised 
the master of the Black Phantom, 
“ and run for it. We got a good 
chance to get away clean now.”

“ Who asked you to say anythin’ ?” 
cried Marlin. He flashed an auto
matic and menaced the other. 
“ Take that wheel and do as I tell ya, 
or I ’ll plug ya and throw ya to the 
fish!”

Sullenly, the skipper obeyed. The 
bells in the engine room jangled, and 
the Black Phantom pointed her bow 
toward the easterly end of Fury 
Island, the ginny boat waiting be
yond.

CHAPTER XII.
BLACK SQUALL.

C'jRIM  and deadly forces were 
mustering themselves on the 

sea. A black squall was marching 
in from seaward with appalling 
swiftness. The thunder peals were 
louder, more frequent. The light
ning play was vivid, terrifying. The 
wind came in sharp gusts that dis
turbed the smooth surface of the 
water. Waves grew to enormous 
size from tiny ripples in a twinkling.

There was a sullen roar, and dart
ing pellets of hail, streaking down 
slantwise. The sea became a green- 
and-white inferno. Spindrift was 
snatched from the tops of arching 
waves and was flung away in a fine 
mist.

Two heads bobbed in the boiling 
seas, as Blue Jean and Ellen May-

brook fought their way toward the 
fishing boat. Mike Tonella maneu
vered the sturdy craft ever closer, 
for it was plain that the women in 
the water would be beaten before 
they could hope to come alongside. 
The tide was on the turn and was 
already exerting a strong pull about 
the rocky shores.

On the deck of the ginny boat was 
Bill Stiglow', Merle Denton, Gordon 
Maybroolc, and the Italian owner of 
the craft. They braced themselves 
and peered fearfully toward the 
swimmers. Young Denton would 
have flung himself into the water if 
Stiglow had not restrained him. He 
shouted hoarsely and waved his 
arms.

White water boiled over sub
merged ledges now, revealing the 
fact that treacherous shoals lurked 
here on Fury Island’s northerly side. 
At intervals, black and ugly reefs 
were exposed, only to be lost again 
beneath the ruthless, onward march
ing seas.

Bill Stiglow shook his head and 
glanced toward Mike Tonella. The 
wind and tide were against them. 
Fury Island was under their lee. It 
was a tough spot.

“ Goin’ to make it, Mike?” A gust 
of wind snatched at the words that 
fell from the deputy’s lips almost 
before they were uttered.

The lobster man, standing in the 
open hatchway, allowed his eyes to 
lift to the face of Bill Stiglow, his 
friend. He grinned, even as he 
struggled with the wheel.

“ Shoor-r! Joosta lika taka candy 
from da baby.”

“ They’ll never make it!” cried 
young Denton. “ They’re not mak
ing headway now, and we’re going 
to get it worse than this in a min
ute.”

The Italian on the deck spoke to 
Mike Tonella in his native tongue.
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Mike shrugged his shoulders expres
sively, but made no reply.

The rain hit, a white and savage 
sheet that drenched those on the 
deck of the fishing boat in an in
stant. Gordon Maybrook shook his 
head hopelessly. He was on his 
knees now, hanging to the low rail. 
“ We’II all be onto the rocks!”  His 
voice was suddenly raised, as for an 
instant he caught sight of the sea- 
battered figures beyond. “ Ellen! 
Ellen! My poor girii”

Water dripped from the swarthy 
features of Mike Tonella, as a wave 
broke over the bow, but he wiped 
it away with a careless sweep of a 
brawny paw. “ Whatsa mat’, wellyo? 
You don’t teenk I know deeza place? 
I feesh here two-t’ree mont’ one 
tam’ . You steeka wi’ me. Harh?”

It seemed that ledges were clos
ing all about the stout-hearted ginny 
boat. And yet, in some strange 
manner, the man at the wheel 
seemed to avoid them. Gradually, 
the wind and tide set the craft 
closer to the thundering breakers, 
while Mike Tonella held the bow 
quartering to the waves.

Bill Stiglow climbed out on the 
stern and took a line from the sec
ond Italian. In a few moments, 
they would be close enough to get 
it to the struggling figures in the 
water. Ellen Maybrook was quite 
helpless, while Blue Jean fought the 
mounting seas close beside her. 
Once she waved; then waited for the 
boat to creep closer, the fingers of 
one hand caught tight in the dress 
of the frightened girl beside her.

At last, a coil of rope shot across 
the water. Blue Jean seized it and 
managed to take a turn about both 
Ellen Maybrook and herself. 
Slowly, they were drawn toward the 
reeling, pitching boat. Seas were al
most continually breaking over the 
sturdy craft, threatening every in

stant to sweep away those who now 
lay prostrate on its deck.

Hands reached down to seize Blue 
Jean and the girl who clung to her, 
and a moment later they were safely 
aboard. A cry of gladness broke 
from the lips of Gordon Maybrook, 
as he at last threw his arms about 
his daughter. “ Thank God!” A sob 
choked further utterance.

Unmindful of the storm that beat 
upon them, the men on the deck as
sisted the two women through the 
hatchway into the engine cabin. 
Tears mingled with the raindrops 
on the face of Merle Denton, and 
he uttered his sweetheart’s name re
peatedly. All would be well now, 
he knew, in spite of storm or gang
sters. Too, he called a word of 
praise to Blue Jean, and the woman 
flashed him a smile through the 
water that streamed from her face.

Fury Island towered out of the 
crashing surf close above the stag
gering boat. The impact of the 
waves sounded at times like rifle 
shots, while the suck and grip of 
hungry waters seemed to lay hold 
stubbornly on the keel of the fish
ing craft.

Mike Tonella opened the throttle, 
and the big two-cylinder motor be
gan its powerful beat. Punka-punk, 
punka-punk, punka-punk! Some
thing calm and reassuring there was 
in the sound of it, as many a fisher
man, fighting home, could have told.

The ginny boat careened crazily 
over a great, snarling comber, only 
to smash into the trough with ter
rific force. And yet, though stag
gered, it came back to meet the 
next onslaught with an unshaken 
front. Green water poured across 
the deck, but those on board were 
already crouching in the motor com
partment, and Mike Tonella ducked 
his head and slid the hatch closed 
for the moment of its passing.
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Fury Island, to the north, has 
spread before it outstretched ledges 
like the toes of a hen’s foot, reach
ing away fan wise into the sea. At 
half tide they are, largely, sub
merged. Their lengths vary, rang
ing from one to five hundred yards. 
Hence, while deep water is to be 
had close to Fury Island on three 
sides, there are treacherous shoals 
off the northerly shore.

Each and every one of these grim, 
black reefs was known to Mike To- 
nella, for there had been a time 
when he had occupied one of the 
shacks on Fury Island. He had 
threaded them daily, until they 
were as the streets of a city. He 
saw them now in his mind’s eye, as 
he peered from the half-open hatch
way just in front of the engine.

The Black Phantom skirted the 
easterly end of Fury Island; then, 
with engines throttled, stood off to 
await the ginny boat. The bridge 
deck fairly bristled with machine 
guns, for Trigger Marlin was deter
mined to annihilate completely both 
boat and crew. He’d put ’em all on 
the spot. He’d show the highway- 
woman of the sea something. Squall 
or no squall, he was out now to clean 
up. He’d wipe ’em off.

The gray fishing boat battled 
slowly away from the island, while 
overhead the heavens loosened their 
full fury. Lightning slashed down
ward viciously, and the thunder 
crashed with jarring, deafening de
tonations. The wind was terrific, 
and the rain fell in torrents. The 
wave crests broke and were flung 
away in breath-taking savageness.

Fury Island was quite blotted out. 
The sound of the breakers had be
come a continuous roar. The sea
plane had been caught almost in the 
first squall, and flung onto the rocks, 
where it disintegrated in a white 
smother with amazing rapidity.

The power yacht, Black Phantom, 
was of sufficient length and beam to 
ride out the squall with no difficulty, 
and those on board were filled with 
supreme confidence. They laughed 
and shouted at one another.

“ Wouldn’t we have looked fine 
out in this in that little tub o f,a  
motor tender?” cried Nelson.

“ I ’ll tell the cockeyed world!”  
agreed Boston Red, pulling his neck 
down into the collar of his oilskin. 
“ We’d been sunk! And how!”

Suddenly, those watching on the 
Black Phantom saw the fishing boat 
veer off and begin fighting along on 
a course that carried it away from 
the outlaw craft.

The Black Phantom, like a grim, 
avenging destroyer, began to move 
in a wide arc, that it might inter
cept the ginny boat as it reached 
deeper water.

Blue Jean had now joined Mike 
Tonella, her head appearing beside 
his in the engine hatchway.

“ It isn’t the squall that we’ve got 
to be scared of,”  said the woman. 
“ It’s that boat there, Mike. Tough 
mugs looking for us, fisherman.”

Mike Tonella grunted. “ Joosta 
toof lika us. Whatcha say, gal? 
We shoot, too. Plenty gun. Don’t 
you be ’fraid.”

The Black Phantom, was closer 
now, and, as the fishing boat ap
peared on the top of a foaming 
swell, a machine gun flung out its 
vicious leaden hail. Splinters flew 
from the deck of the smaller craft 
to the accompaniment of a savage 
rat-a-tat-tat.

Mike Tonella waved his fist and 
yelled an Italian insult that is said 
to be very effective in creating 
trouble. Bill Stiglow pulled Blue 
Jean out of the way and thrust him
self into the opening, a rifle gripped 
in his hands. He braced himself 
against the pitching of the boat, and
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fired at the bridge of the Black 
Phantom. The bullet smashed a 
pane of glass in the pilot house.

Instantly, one of the gangsters 
at the rail of the bridge deck re
plied with a prolonged burst. The 
range was closer now, and lead 
ripped and tore at the deck and 
cabin top of the smaller craft. Bul
lets pierced the superstructure and 
showered those crouching within 
with splinters.

Mike Tonella gasped and slumped 
down in front of the whirling fly
wheel. Bill Stiglow pulled him into 
a corner. The boat fell away into 
a trough of the sea and was rolled 
almost onto its beam ends.

The engine cabin became a 
ghastly inferno. Its occupants were 
flung about savagely. Pots and 
pans and gear crashed about their 
ears. The swarthy boat owner 
stumbled against the hot exhaust 
pipe and came away with his hands 
like two pieces of raw meat. A curl
ing sea broke, and water poured 
through the hatch to deluge the 
motor and those about it.

The always reliable make-and- 
break mechanism of the big engine, 
however, continued to function with 
absolute regularity, and the boat 
plodded on.

Blue Jean leaped to the wheel and 
threw it over. The boat met the 
next sea, bow on. The gangster 
craft was working closer, while the 
gunmen on the deck threw volley 
after volley at the sore-oppressed 
fishing boat. It seemed that nature 
had conspired with a killer mob to 
wreak vengeance on the luckless lit
tle fisherman.

Snarling and triumphant, Trigger 
Marlin watched the ginny boat reel 
and stagger from the blows of the 
sea, watched the bullets of his guns 
raking deck and cabin and hull. 
Standing at the wheel, he worked

the bow of the Black Phantom 
around. In a minute now, the craft 
yonder would be a fair target for 
the sharp prow of the big motor 
yacht.

“ I ’ll cut the cursed tub in half!”  
he cried with an added oath. “ I ’ll 
ram it into the sea so far they’ll 
never find anything but a bunch of 
driftwood. It’s my turn now. They 
got. the Falcon and the plane. I ’ll 
make ’em pay. And how!”

The bells jingled, and the Black 
Phantom, tossing a wave off its bow, 
swept toward the intended victim, 
n«Jw dead ahead, and fair in the 
path of the ruthless outlaw craft.

CHAPTER XIII.
CALICO LANE.

DLIJE JEAN knew Fury Island
almost as well as Mike Tonella, 

knew it as one who has many times 
picked his way among its reefs and 
shoals. And now she threw herself 
into the breech. She saw, through 
the swirling sheets of rain, the Black 
Phantom, saw it work about, and 
guessed the thing that was in the 
mind of Trigger Marlin.

She spun the wheel to port until 
it would go no farther, and held it 
there while the boat came around. 
They must get clear of that menac
ing black craft. Fury Island was 
but a blur. She had no bearing, and 
yet, prompted by instinct, Blue 
Jean chose a course that bore 
slightly to seaward. With trained 
eyes, she watched the boiling seas 
ahead, looked for areas where the 
crests seemed almost continually 
white, watched those ridges where 
the water was the roughest.

An area, there over the stout oak 
stem of the ginny boat, where the
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rolling seas were broken! Jin out- 
fiung arm that reached away from 
Fury Island that held a vague and 
sinister menace!

The ginny boat pounded on, and 
was at last caught in the churning 
sector of white. It fought through, 
with the Black Phantom rushing in 
its wake.

The eyes of Trigger Marlin were 
like two wells of molten metal, for 
he would in a minute ride down the 
despised gray craft that wallowed 
in the sea before him.

Suddenly, the captain of the- 
Black Phantom uttered a startled 
cry, and leaped to the wheel, his 
hands clawing desperately at the 
spokes, as he thrust Trigger Marlin 
aside.

“Shoal!” he yelled. “ It’s a cursed 
sunken ledge!” He jammed the 
wheel to port and rang the engines 
full speed astern.

A kind of numb horror seized the 
gangsters on the bridge. They 
peered into the sea, but to their un
trained eyes there was nothing un
usual here. They searched the faces 
of one another, and stared at the 
frantic skipper.

“ Shoal?” shrilled Nelson. 
“ Where?”

“ He’s nuts!” snarled Boston Red. 
“There ain’t no shoal.”

The Black Phantom responded, it 
seemed, very slowly to the back
ward tug of her racing motors. The 
bow swung away a little from the 
dread ridge of white.

Trigger Marlin’s jaw sagged, but 
he was reluctant to believe that a 
ledge was in the vicinity that their 
five-foot draft would not clear.

“ We’re out too far to hit any
thin’!” he heard himself saying. But 
there was no conviction in the 
words, for a sudden premonition had 
laid hold of him. He stared to
ward the gray fishing boat, and

caught a glimpse of a woman’s face 
framed in the hatchway over the 
engine. It was the same face that 
had taunted him, eluded him before. 
It was the face of Blue Jean, the 
woman who had thrown herself, for 
some mysterious reason, into the 
fight to save Ellen May brook.

The face and the ginny boat 
faded, faded forever from the eyes 
of Trigger Marlin.

The Black Phantom lifted on a 
swell, and then dipped downward. 
Suddenly, there was a gentle shock, 
and a shudder ran through the sleek 
motor yacht. The floor slid out 
from under the feet of Nelson, and 
he sprawled to his knees. The ma
chine gun lie had clutched flew from 
his hands.

The .Slowfoot Kid, Chug Clesoe, 
and Boston Red found themselves 
prostrate. It seemed strange, for 
there had only been a little bump. 
They gathered their legs under them 
and staggered erect. The deck had 
assumed a frightful pitch. The star
board rail was almost under water. 
A sea rolled by, and snatched hun
grily at every movable object.

“ What did va do?” cried Boston 
Red. He gaped accusingly from 
Trigger Marlin to the captain. “ I 
thought youse guys knew how to 
run a boat,”

“ We hit somethin’ .” The gang 
chief spoke like one in a daze.

“Yes, you cursed fool!” shrieked 
the skipper. “ We hit somethin’ . 
We’re on a ledge. I bet the whole 
bottom is knocked out. I told ye 
we was too close in! Fury Island 
was always the devil’s own buryin’ 
ground. It’ll prob’ly bury us. We 
ain’t got no boats or nothin’ else!”

A green wall of water struck the 
half-submerged starboard rail and 
shot over the deck. Nelson felt him
self going and threw out his hands. 
His fingers closed on a wet sleeve,



5 6 Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine

and lie gripped it in desperation. 
Chug Clesoe released Ids' hold on 
the rail with one hand to strike at 
the other.

“ Leggo of me!”  he screamed. 
“ Ya fool, leggo!”

The next moment, both gangsters 
were swept into the sea.

The huge combers swung the out
law craft broadside, and it began to 
slip off of the ledge, at the same 
time settling by the stern. Every
thing that was loose wrent into the 
water. Then the seas began their 
relentless attack on doors and 
hatches and canvas windbreaks, on 
everything within their reach.

Trigger Marlin caught up a life 
preserver, but, before he could se
cure it about him, Boston Red had 
snatched it from his hands. Every 
wave was now crashing over the 
half-submerged craft, seemingly in
tent on driving it beneath the 
surface of the sea. The black, light
ning-streaked sky loosened a thou
sand furies, while the wrath of the 
entire north Atlantic seemed to con
centrate on the gangster ship.

The sea gods, sitting in judg
ment, rendered their verdict in a 
court of last appeal. And it spelled 
the doom of Trigger Marlin and his 
gang rule. No lawyers here, no 
high-priced mouthpiece, no bail, no 
reprieve. For once, the powder of an 
underworld big shot was scorned. 
By the law of the sea, he stood con
victed. Crimes without number 
were written against him. His sen
tence was final.

On Fury Island, the Wharf Rat 
had stood peering toward the spot 
wdiere he now and then glimpsed 
the dim outline of the tw7o boats 
through rifts in the storm. He 
cursed, and shivered, a strange chill 
seeming to reach the very marrow of 
his bones. His hand went up fre
quently to wipe the water from his

face. Suddenly, he grew tense; then 
an inarticulate cry burst from his 
lips.

Where he had seen the gray shape 
of the Black Phantom but a few 
minutes before, there was now only 
a wallowing hulk, a hulk over which 
the seas were breaking.

“ She struck!” he shrieked. “ The 
Phantom is sinkin’!”

The Wharf Rat ran blunderingly 
down the rocky slope. He slipped, 
stumbled, fell, and pulled himself 
up to run again. His mouth shaped 
strange and terrible oaths, which 
were whipped from his lips by the 
wind almost before they were ut
tered. He reached the water’s edge, 
only to turn and again stumble up 
the way he had come. For him, 
Fury Island had been, a short time 
past, a haven, as it was now a prison 
to confine him.

The gray fishing boat, following 
the law of the sea, stood by the 
sinking Black Phantom, that it 
might render what aid was possible. 
With the utmost difficulty, the cap
tain of the outlaw craft, the engi
neer, the pilot of the seaplane, and 
Boston Red were rescued, but only 
because of the skill and courage of 
Blue Jean, Bill Stiglow, and Merle 
Denton.

Trigger Marlin, Nelson, Chug 
Clesoe, and the youth known as the 
Slowfoot Kid perished in the sea, 
there off the ledges. With the Black 
Phantom, they crossed the bar to 
join others who had passed through 
the graveyard of Fury Island.

The black squall passed. The 
seas grew calm. The sun came out. 
The bullet-scarred ginny boat 
pointed her bow for Marshport 
harbor, leaving there on the rocks 
the wreckage of the seaplane, the 
Falcon, and the Black Phantom. A 
lawless fleet, gone forever! And 
sailing their decks to the unknown
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ports of a distant shore, a gangster 
chief, Trigger Marlin, afld five of his 
henchmen!

Later, a coast-guard cutter took 
off the Wharf Rat. In a few hours, 
he had lived a lifetime of remorse. 
He was sodden, spiritless, and in his 
ears there still rang the cries of his 
companions. He saw, too, the eyes 
of Joe Belatti staring stolidly up at 
him from a sea-washed crevice.

Warm hands, outstretched, wait
ing at Marshport! Happy hearts, 
beating excitedly! Eyes shining 
through tears— for loved ones were 
coming home! It was a time for 
rejoicing, thanksgiving. Words 
were futile, for they could convey so 
little of the things within.

Folks of high station and low— 
millionaire and fisherman, the proud 
and the humble, white hands and 
soiled—they all met there by the old 
wharfinger’s shed. All lines were 
wiped away. Silk and calico re
joiced together.

Ellen Maybrook found herself in 
her mother’s arms. And mother’s 
arms also caught Blue Jean, Arlin 
Shores, close— so close it seemed 
that thev would never let her go.

“ It was Arlin that saved her!” 
cried Gordon Maybrook. “ The girl 
from Calico Lane!”

“ No, it was Mike Tonella!” de
clared Blue Jean. “ Mike, and that 
blessed old ginny boat!”

“ And Bill Stiglow!” put in Merle 
Denton. “The cop who wasn’t 
afraid of crooks of gangland.”

With her long lashes moist, Ellen 
Maybrook recited the story of her 
capture and ensuing retreat to Fury 
Island. All credit, she declared, all 
praise, should go to Arlin Shores, 
the brave-hearted woman who had 
come to her aid there in Blue Ging
ham Bay. Vividly, she painted the 
picture of the struggle between the

gangsters and the bronzed, slender 
person known as Blue Jean Billy 
Race.

“ I can never repay you, Arlin,” 
she had said. “ Never! For it is 
one of those things that leaves me 
forever indebted to you. I shall 
love you with eternal loyalty.” And 
she had gazed deep into the shining 
eyes of Blue Jean. “ No matter what 
happens. You’re one in a million.”

For the first time in her life, the 
daughter of old Quality Bill found 
blue-blooded royalty paying homage 
at her feet, and it left her a little 
bit dazed.

Greasy, grimy Mike Tonella! 
Mike had a bullet through him. So 
Mike went to the hospital. He had 
a private room and nurses and spe
cialists and white-coated attendants 
without end. He didn’t know a man 
could be sick so luxuriously. It an
noyed him; it worried him. He was 
a poor man—“ joosta a poor fisha- 
mun”— and how was he going to 
pay for “ alia deeza fuss.”

And that wasn’t the half of it. 
When Mike came rolling home in a 
big limousine, with a Maybrook 
chauffeur out in front, he owned a 
new house, and Mrs. Mike Tonella 
had a new silk dress— a yellow one 
— and the little Tonellas had a lot 
of the things that youngsters al
ways dream of having. There was 
a new boat, too, the finest fishing 
boat that had ever sailed out of 
Marshport harbor. His friend, 
who had lent him the big ginny 
boat, was also richly rewarded for 
his part in the fight at Fury Island.

Never does Gordon Maybrook go 
to Marshport now that he does not 
drop around to speak a word of 
neighborly greeting with Mike To
nella, and, maybe drink a bit of 
dago red with this swarthy son of 
Napoli.

The real home-coming, the hap
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piest moment for Blue Jean, was 
when she walked again through the 
door of the old white house in Calico 
Lane, and there was received into 
the arms of Aunt Sophy and Cap
tain Lige.

Here was the true haven for Billy 
Race. Guns and crooks seemed

very, very far away from the big 
rambling house, with its apple trees, 
its lilacs, its old-fashioned garden, 
the wall-bordered lane with Blue 
Gingham Bay at its foot. A dream 
world, Calico Lane, through which 
one journeyed in eternal peace and 
security!

PROWLED THE WRONG HOUSE

TWO burglars recently entered the wrong house when they were 
looking for something to steal. The owner of the house which 
the two burglars entered was an ex-War veteran and an expert 

rifleman. He lived at 1440 Bedford Avenue, Brooklyn, New York.
The young man came home at ten o ’clock in the evening and found 

two men prowling about his home. The bandits drew pistols and forced 
the owner to stand with his face against the wall. Then they made a 
hasty exit, but they did not know that their victim knew anything 
about shooting. The moment he heard a door slam, he grabbed his 
rifle and went after the thieves.

He sighted one of them and chased him for several blocks. The 
fugitive ducked down behind an organ grinder. The War veteran was 
afraid of wounding pedestrians, so he climbed on top of an automobile, 
stretched himself out flat, and aimed at the organ grinder’s wagon. There 
were two quick shots, and then the robber behind the wagon was still. 
When the rifle expert reached the man, he found a bullet had gone 
through his jaw and one through his shoulder. The only loot that was 
found on him was a pair of opera glasses.

ATTICA’S NEW PRISON

THE- new prison being erected in Attica, New York, is said to be 
the most modern and elaborate one in the world. It is very 
nearly completed.

Just as modern teachers say that small classes can be more effi
ciently taught, so small institutions can better handle their inmates. 
In the new Attica prison there will be a thousand prisoners in maxi
mum-security cells, five hundred in medium-security cells, and two hun
dred will occupy another section where they will be under observation. 
Penologists say that more than a thousand prisoners cannot be prop
erly handled.

During the construction of Attica’s prison there was a great deal 
of discussion as to the cost and plans. The plans were changed once. 
It was believed by many that the use of decorative stone and orna
mental brickwork was money wasted, that a higher type of personnel 
is far more important than beautifully and expensively constructed 
buildings.



E V E N  I N  D E A T H
By A R T H U R  M A L L O R Y

In  h is arm s, h e carried the fra il creature that had b ested  him  in life .

MOS GREGORY sat on 
his front porch and 
watched the workmen 
gather up their tools and 

make ready for the night. Though 
the six-o’clock whistle had just 
blowm, dusk had begun to gather. 
The days were growing shorter; 
soon winter would be here.

The men set lanterns at each end 
of their frames. They were laying 
a cement sidewalk. All the way 
across Amos Gregory’s half-acre lot, 
they had smoothed and leveled the 
ground to make a bed, and had set 
up rows of six-inch boards, edgewise, 
five feet apart. Their ungainly ce
ment mixer was in place, flanked by

piles of crushed stone and sand, 
and neatly stacked bags of cement, 
ready to set up its coughing, grind
ing roar to-morrow ŵ hen they began 
to pour. The molds would be filled; 
then this space that was like an 
elongated cold frame wmuld be 
poured full of grout, topped with 
smooth cement. Amos Gregory 
wmuld have a sidewalk, then— a side
walk just as good as George Boggs’s.

“ I ’ll keep even with that worm 
if it kills me!”  Amos told himself.

Ever since their school days there 
had been an intense rivalry between 
big, coarsely handsome Amos Greg
ory and this meek little person. Al
ways, Amos had been bigger,
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stronger, cleverer; Boggs, always 
small and weak, and disgustingly 
mild and apologetic, yet, in some 
unexplainable fashion had always 
come out ahead.

George Boggs had been valedic
torian of their graduating class in 
high school, chosen at the last mo
ment after the place had been con
ceded to Amos by every one— be
cause the latter had been unable to 
conquer the temptation to make 
witty answers to examination ques
tions. Later, when Amos had been 
ready to marry Mary Roekly—even 
to the building of this house in which 
he now lived, a bachelor—Mary had 
seen him, one night, with that girl 
from the cannery; and she had mar
ried George Boggs next day. Amos 
had planned a big real-estate deal, 
and one of his backers had refused 
to put up cash enough, whereon 
George Boggs took up his, Gregory’s, 
options and made thirty thousand 
dollars, selling lots in Rockburg 
Subdivision.

So things had always gone. Amos 
Gregory was the better man; of that, 
Amos was perfectly sure. Why, 
every one, or almost every one, said 
so. At least, ten years ago, every 
one would have said so. Yet, by the 
merest luck, through a series of 
blind coincidences, simpering, meek 
little George Boggs had crept and 
wriggled his apologetic way ahead, 
like the worm he was, while Amos 
had slipped back. And, most in
furiating of all, the fellow persisted 
in acting as if he admired, and even 
envied, his big, bluff neighbor. It 
must be hypocrisy, Amos was as
sured; and he resented it bitterly. 
Whenever he met Boggs’s wistful, 
half-smiling, apologetic glance, Amos 
bristled, and longed to strike the 
creature down, to stamp upon him 
for the worm he was.

George was mean. He hadn’t

been content, last year, with having 
a new cement sidewalk laid in front 
of his own house, but he must keep 
after the town commissioners, and 
pester property owners with peti
tions to sign, until he got the whole 
street into it. And now Amos Greg
ory’s old board sidewalk, which had 
been good enough to last for years, 
even if a few planks had rotted a bit, 
must be ripped up to make room for 
a new five-foot cement walk that 
would cost him more than he could 
afford, just now.

Amos winced and scowled at that 
reflection. He really ought to have 
paid something on his mortgage, 
this fall—the interest, at least. But 
he couldn’t, now; Hank Mullins had 
been so unreasonable, insisting on 
cash before he would set his men 
to work. Just as if the Gregorys 
hadn’t always paid their bills! His 
credit was good, Amos guessed; 
maybe he had been a little slow7, here 
lately, but he’d always paid his bills 
sooner or later. At any rate, he in
tended to.

Thus the man sat, chewing the 
bitter cud of his own reflections, 
while dusk faded into darkness. 
George Boggs was down at the cor
ner grocery, he knew, playing the 
one careful game of checkers he al
lowed himself tw'ice a week. At 
nine, promptly, he would come 
prancing back again to his wife, who 
was infuriatingly prettier and more 
desirable now than ever as a girl.

Here came the little man, now, 
hurrying back to her. He carried a 
large paper bag under one arm, and 
picked his precise way along past 
those piles of sand and stone like a 
cat crossing a puddle. Amos could 
make out so much by the dim light 
of the red lantern hung upon the 
cement mixer. It was too dark to 
see the fellow’s face, but he had no 
doubt that it wore a meek, propitia
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tory smile as he turned his head to
ward the house. -

Upon a sudden, unreasoned im
pulse, Amos Gregory came to his 
feet and hurried down the steps.

“ Hello, Georgia!” he greeted the 
other hatefully. “ Gotta hurry back 
to the missus, huh?”

George Boggs paused and shifted 
the heavy paper bag. “ Hello, 
Amos,”  he said uncertainly. “Nice 
night, isn’t it?”

“ Huh!” The bigger man’s fingers 
itched. He longed to bully little 
Boggs, to torture him as he had 
when they were boys, to pull- his 
hair, or “ make the fox bite him,” 
He gripped George Boggs’s shoulders 
with roughness only half playful, 
and shook him back and forth.

“What you got in that bag, Geor- 
gie?”

“ B-beans. Ugh, careful, please, 
Amos. I know you don’t mean it, 
but you hurt my shoulder, kind of. 
You don’t realize your strength.”  
There was a wistful note, as of un
conscious envy, in the smaller man’s 
voice. What weakling ever lived 
who did not envy physical strength?

“ B-beans?” mocked Amos Greg
ory. “ Why, Georgie Boggs! I 
didn’t s’pose you knew beans. 
That’s no kind of victuals for a man, 
Georgie. Good enough for you, prob
ably; but a real he-man needs meat 
victuals. You ought a try a bit of 
meat some day. Might make you 
hold your head up.”

The little man listened with an 
uneasy smile. In the dim glow from 
that red lantern, his face showed 
timid and half alarmed. He began 
to breathe fast.

“Ugh, Amos,” he said hesitantly. 
“ Ugh, Amos. That mortgage of
yours------ ” He paused and coughed
again, wriggling with embarrass
ment.

Amos Gregory’s hand tightened

upon his shoulder, then relaxed and 
fell away. “ What mortgage? What 
is it your business if I got a mort
gage?”

“ W-why, nothing, Amos. Noth
ing at all. Only”— Boggs smiled up 
into the big man’s face-—an apolo
getic, admiring smile.

“ Only, there’s a note overdue, 
isn’t there, and some interest?”

Amos Gregory said nothing. 
George went on in growing unease, 
flustered by the other’s ominous si
lence.

“ You see, the fact is------  Well,
having a little money idle, I just 
thought— that note being overdue, 
and all— well, anyway, I bought 
your mortgage from the bank to
day, Amos.”

A sudden uprush of blind rage set 
Amos Gregory to shaking. So that 
was it! This worm had framed 
him. Knowing he was short of 
funds, Boggs had railroaded this 
sidewalk ordinance through, had 
forced him to spend all the mort
gage money on cement sidewalks, 
just so he could buy up the mort
gage and foreclose!

“ Put me out in the street, would 
you?” asked Amos, through his 
teeth.

“Why— why, Amos!”  quavered
the other. “ I only------ Stop, Amos!
Don’t!”

The little man flung up his arms 
so that his bag of beans flew through 
the air, right into the open maw of 
the cement mixer, and there burst. 
He squeaked faintly, as a nipped 
rabbit squeaks.

Amos did not hear. The blood 
roared in his ears; long years of bit
ter brooding, topped by this last in
sult, had set him mad. A drowning 
flood of rage surged through his 
brain. Before his eyes, everything 
was red—redder than the dim glow 
of that lantern. And ready to his
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hand lay a pickax, where some work
man had left it leaning against the 
cement mixer.

“ Stop, Amos! D-don’t! Oh-h, 
pl-ease don’t!”

It was too late. As if by its own 
volition, that pickax rose into the 
air, poised, swept downward with a 
sickening plunk! And George Boggs 
crumpled together and fell in a heap, 
limply, without a sound.

Amos stood over him, weapon 
poised, but no second blow was 
needed. It was like that worm, 
thought the man, confusedly, to 
have dropped thus, without strik
ing a blow in self-defense, without 
so much as a scream. Why, that lit
tle whimper couldn’t have been 
heard across the street!

The sound of the pickax striking 
his skull had been louder. Amos 
fancied he could hear it yet. It had 
sounded like the hollow noise of a 
watermelon when you burst it open. 
Suddenly, Amos Gregory shuddered.

The roaring in his ears diminished; 
he discovered that he was trembling 
violently. A bitter nausea racked 
him. Why, he had killed a man!

A man? We-ell, no! Only 
Georgie Boggs! Only that miserable 
worm who had planned to ruin him! 
It didn’t matter; at least, it wouldn’t 
unless he was caught. But they’d 
send him to the electric chair as 
quick for killing George Boggs as 
anybody else. Quicker, maybe, see
ing that Boggs was so small, and he 
so big and burly.

But it served the creature right, 
Amos told himself with uneasy em
phasis. It served him right. 
Hadn’t he been planning another 
dirty deal? Of course, he had! 
Amos repeated it aloud, striving to 
convince himself, for a nagging inner 
voice kept telling him that poor lit
tle George hadn’t meant to foreclose 
at all, that the little chap had only

meant to do him a favor, to carry 
that mortgage for him, so the bank 
wouldn’t sell him out.

That wasn’t true. It couldn’t be 
true; it mustn’t be true, Amos told 
himself violently. George Boggs 
was—had been— a sneak, a snake in 
the grass. He must believe that; he 
must, for his sanity’s sake.

Slowly, the man’s shaken reason 
resumed control. Amos Gregory be
gan to look fearfully about. It was 
dark— almost pitch dark—even here 
by that red lantern. Nobody could 
have seen what he had done. No
body could have seen, even if there 
had been watchers; but the nearest 
house was fifty yards away, and that 
was dark. It was nine o’clock and 
after; few people were about.

Yet some one might pass at any 
minute. Galvanized by this thought, 
Amos stooped swiftly and picked up 
the frail, limp body. How small it 
was, and light, and helpless! Amos 
shuddered. He must hide it some
where quickly.

Those thick bushes at the edge of 
the porch—there was the place! He 
would lay Boggs’s body between the 
bushes and the porch, and nobody 
could see it there; not until morn
ing, at least.

The man’s brain moved swiftly, in 
dizzying flashes of thought. George 
Boggs must disappear; that was all. 
Folks would say he had skipped out 
— that he’d been too good to be 
true. He must vanish completely. 
Where to hide his body so that no 
one could find it until the Judgment 
Day? A ton of rock would not be 
too much to hold that limp body 
down; from beneath anything lighter 
the little worm would manage to 
writhe and twist his way, somehow. 
You could never keep him in his 
place while he was alive.

“Hold on, you fool!” said Amos 
Gregory, aloud. “You’re crazy.”
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Indeed, his mind was full of delir
ious fancies. He imagined'that lit
tle Boggs, lying there beneath the 
bushes so quietly, was only pretend
ing to be dead. The little worm was 
waiting patiently; waiting his 
chance to crawl away so that he 
might rise with a great hole in his 
head and laugh at his slayer from 
a safe distance. “ I gotta think of 
something that’ll hold him down!”

Then the man laughed suddenly. 
Why, of course! Everything was 
ready. He could bury George Boggs 
right here, in his very front yard, 
where he might trample upon the 
creature’s limp body daily, and 
savor his continuing triumph. 
Surely a five-foot slab of concrete, 
eight inches thick, would suffice to 
hold him down! Why, Gabriel 
would have to blow his trumpet 
twice, before Boggs could manage 
to rise at the last day.

He had only to wait until mid
night, to be sure that no one might 
pass by and question his activities.

Amos Gregory set himself to wait. 
The time seemed long indeed; more 
than once, he had to rise and go out 
to where his victim’s body lay be
neath those convenient bushes, to 
make sure that little Boggs was still 
there.

At last, midnight came, and Amos 
Gregory went out into the black 
night. The town slept; no window 
anywhere showed a light; it was as 
stiil as if the whole world were dead 
—dead as George Boggs, with that 
ugly hole in his head. No one would 
disturb him now; he must get to 
work.

First, he blew out the red lantern; 
then, with the very pickax that had 
struck his victim down, Amos Greg
ory broke the smooth-packed earth 
in the exact center of what would 
be a cement sidewalk to-morrow. 
He chose a place nearest the cement

mixer, where the workmen would 
begin pouring. Boggs couldn’t be 
covered too quickly.

The ground broke easily beneath 
quick blow's from that pickax. Amos 
swung it furiously, grunting; each 
blow, he told himself, would have 
killed George Boggs over again. Not 
for always could such a weakling 
hope to keep ahead of a strong man 
—for he was strong, was Amos Greg
ory. He rejoiced in the power of 
his swelling muscles. He wouldn’t 
even need to clean this pickax, now. 
The earth had wiped away all stains 
from its point.

The grave need not be deep. Just 
enough to get him out of sight, and 
eight inches of concrete would do 
the rest, to-morrow. Amos selected 
a long-handled spade from the pile 
of tools beside the cement mixer, 
and began to shovel out the loosened 
earth.

There! His hole wras fully a foot 
deep, now, and six feet long. Longer 
than need be, for little Boggs, and 
plenty deep enough. Amos laid 
dowm his spade, and wTent after his 
victim’s body. In the storybooks, 
he reflected, folks were always talk
ing about how hard it was to dis
pose of a body. Shucks! Easiest 
thing in the world, if you had brains. 
Here this had come onto him all in 
a flash; he hadn’t dreamed of killing 
George Boggs until that last min
ute, when the little man told him 
about buying the mortgage. Turn 
Amos Gregory into the street, would 
he? Look at him now! Yet, all un
prepared as he had been, it hadn’t 
taken him ten minutes to find a per
fect hiding place. Here George 
Boggs would lie, unknown to all but 
his slayer, until the very end of the 
world. Oh, he was a smart man!

He groped beneath the bushes, 
and went cold all over. What, had 
little Boggs moved already?
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No. With a tremulous gasp, he 
felt cold flesh beneath his groping 
fingers. No, George hadn’t moved, 
of course. He couldn’t have moved. 
It was only that he’d misjudged the 
distance, here in the dark. The 
body lay still; it was clammy cold, 
and began to stiffen. Of course, the 
little man was dead. Why, Amos 
could have put three fingers into 
that hole in his head.

Amos Gregory dragged the body 
from its hiding place. He was per
spiring profusely, and his knees 
trembled and knocked together. 
Wild fancies buzzed through his 
brain. He must buck up; mustn’t 
let himself get upset over such a 
worm as this.

Yet something urged him on to 
blind, panicky haste. Panting, he 
carried the frail figure over the grass, 
groping with his feet until he lo
cated the shallow grave. Now he 
laid George Boggs therein, and com
posed his body with care. How thin 
the creature was! He needn’t have 
dug so deep.

Working with feverish haste, 
Amos shoveled loose earth over his 
victim, covered him well, and packed 
the earth down with shovel blade 
and hands, stamping, packing, and 
smoothing until the ground was 
level again, and none could have 
guessed what lay beneath its sur
face.

Down on his knees, the big man 
felt all over with careful fingers. At 
last, he relighted the red lantern, 
and hung it back on the cement 
mixer, and by its dim light surveyed 
his work. No, nobody could have 
guessed that the ground had been 
disturbed. It looked just the same 
as before.

But what was that? Nothing. 
Nothing save a moving shadow. 
The lantern still swung back and 
forth. He steadied it, wiping cold

perspiration from his forehead, and 
stared at the ground until his eyes 
ached.

The earth had not moved. 
George Boggs had not stirred. Of 
course not! He couldn’t have 
moved. He was dead, wasn’t he?

Amos Gregory brushed the dirt 
from his fingers. To-morrow they’d 
pour concrete into these forms, and 
George Boggs would be covered se
curely, buried beneath an eight-inch 
slab of concrete, five feet wide and 
eight feet long.

Everything was done now. As 
far as he could tell in the dark, no 
sign of the tragedy was left. He’d 
go to bed for a few hours’ sleep, and 
rise very early, to make sure before 
the workmen came that he had left 
nothing suspicious.

Amos Gregory went to bed; but 
not to sleep. He could not rest. He 
strove to divert himself by wonder
ing what folks would say to-mor
row—to-day, rather— when they 
learned he had vanished. Even now, 
Mary, his wife—his widow— must 
be wondering, must be sitting up, 
staring out of the window, watching 
for her husband’s return. Perhaps 
she had been outdoors; perhaps she 
had even walked past, to see if 
George had fainted on the way 
home. Perhaps she had walked over 
his dead body, all unknowingly. 
Amos Gregory laughed at that—but 
with a catch in his breath. He sat 
for a long while, staring at nothing, 
while his imagination pictured 
George Boggs stirring and then sit
ting up, with earth caked all over 
face and clothes, and staring into 
his wife’s face. With that great 
hole in his head, too! Ugh!

Sunrise found the man leaning 
against the cement mixer, too un
easy even to sit down, his eyes glued 
to that spot where George Boggs lay.

He couldn’t have done a better
DS—4E
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job in broad daylight, Amos con
ceded. He had covered his victim 
well; no one would guess what lay 
below the surface. Perhaps in one 
place, he’d smoothed it out a bit 
too much. He rectified this error, 
and began to look about.

There weren’t any bloodstains. 
There were no clews at all. Except 
—and Amos gasped. Except that 
burst paper bag, which had been 
full of beans. When Boggs had 
thrown up his hands, when Amos 
grabbed the pickax, his bag of beans 
had flown through the air, had 
landed square in the funnel-shaped 
mouth of the cement mixer, where 
the men poured in sand and cement. 
That looked bad.

Hurriedly, Amos reached in and 
drew out the sack. But less than a 
handful of beans came with it. The 
rest had gushed through the burst 
sides of the bag, and into the works 
of the mixer. Amos stared into a 
complex of gears and scowled. He’d 
never be able to get those beans out, 
even if he could reach into the drum. 
Well, it couldn’t be helped.

Moreover, now that it was full 
daylight, he couldn’t afford to be 
seen fussing about like this. Hur
riedly, he scraped up what few beans 
he could reach. Then he caught up 
a shovel. Wasn’t it queer, he 
thought, how every tool that he re
quired stood ready to his hand? 
Surely, the Fates must have decreed 
George Boggs’s death, and the ulti
mate triumph of his slayer.

He began to toss crushed stone 
and sand into the cement mixer, 
until all those beans were covered 
up. When the workmen came, 
they’d think one of them must have 
started mixing grout last night—or, 
Amos could tell them he had done 
this much to hasten their work.

To-day, he felt extraordinarily 
well. The strain of last night was 
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gone; he was fresh and cheerful. 
Strength coursed through his veins; 
he could have shouted with joy. 
Now, all must go well with him. 
The tide had turned. He could see 
success just around the corner. How 
long would Mary Boggs insist on 
waiting, he wondered. Six months 
would be enough, certainly, to 
mourn. Doubtless, she would feel 
relieved, beneath her pretense of 
grief, to know that she was rid of 
him, and free to marry a regular he- 
man. Amos Gregory’s chest swelled; 
he felt very magnanimous to think 
that he had been true to her so long 
—that he had been willing to wait 
for her to come to her senses. He’d 
be gentle with her, though. He 
wouldn’t ever rub it in. Of course, 
she’d be grateful to him; that was 
to be expected. She had more rea
son than she would ever know for 
being grateful! But he’d always be 
good to her. He wouldn’t punish 
her for her past foolishness.

Thus the man’s thoughts ran, 
until he began to strut back and 
forth in the yard, humming under 
his breath in sheer pride of strength.

Here came Hank Mullins now, 
just as the seven-o’clock whistle 
blew. “ More work for the under
taker!” sang Amos, and laughed 
aloud.

“Feeling pretty lively, f’r so early 
in the morning, ain’t you, Amos?” 
asked the contractor sourly.

“ Why not? Ever’thing’s rosy
with me. I wisht you fellows’d get 
busy and finish this little job to-day. 
See, I ’ve made a start already.”

Amos gestured toward the cement 
mixer, and caught up the shovel 
again, and flung more crushed stone 
into it. “ Bet I can mix faster’n you 
fellows can pour!”

“Huh! Needn’t think I ’m gointa 
pay f ’r it, if you do.”

“I don’t need your money, Hank.”
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One by one, the workmen ap
peared, each with his early-morhing 
grouch; and soon the clattering roar 
of the mixer drowned all other 
sounds. Methodically, they fed 
stone, and sand, and cement into its 
rapacious maw, while the grout 
poured from its spout into the wait
ing wheelbarrow, viscous and unin
viting, like—like lumpy pancake 
batter.

Amos Gregory chuckled at the 
thought. They were making pan
cakes, after all; big ones.

“ What’s so almighty funny, 
Amos?”

A sullen workman in smeared 
overalls was dumping his barrow 
load now. Amos Gregory watched 
while the thick stuff poured slug
gishly from the metal vat of the 
wheelbarrow. It must be landing 
squarely upon the midriff of the lit
tle man who lay buried there. Amos 
had chosen the spot wrell; it was 
right there that they had begun to 
pour.

“ Funny?” he repeated absently. 
“ Oh, I was just thinking, if you 
made pancakes outa grout for bat
ter, why, they’d set gosh-awful 
heavy on a body’s stomach!”

He slapped his thigh, and roared 
with laughter so that the others eyed 
him askance. “ I don’t see anything 
so funny about that,”  muttered 
Mullins.

Amos laughed the louder, enjoy
ing his secret joke. He knew one 
fellow—one miserable, crawling 
worm, on whose stomach this con
crete wras setting gosh-awful heavy 
this minute. Let him try and get 
up now! Let him see if he could 
crawl out from under that!

For a breath, Amos felt an irra
tional impulse to address his enemy. 
How these others would stare, if they 
knew what he knew'! “ Try and get 
up now, George!” he wanted to say,

and his lips parted, the urge was so 
strong.

As he turned to enter the house, 
Jack Parsons, the constable, came 
hurrying up, and paused.

“ Say, lissen, boys, any of you seen 
George Boggs this morning? He’s 
been out all night, and his wife’s just 
about wild over it.”

The workmen stared at him, and 
at each other. “ Boggs? No,” they 
said. “He was to the store last 
night, like he always is,”  said one. 
“ I met him as he was leaving,”  said 
another. “ Along about nine o’clock, 
it was. I  remember he had a big 
sack of beans. Looks like he musta 
started f'r home.”

The constable scratched his head. 
“Seems that way. But that was the 
last anybody saw of him, far’s I can 
find out. Didn’t see him go past 
your house, did you, Amos?”

Amos Gregory shook his head. He 
was perfectly cool and untroubled. 
“Why, no. Course, he could ’a’ gone 
past and me not see him; but I was 
setting on my stoop until half past 
nine or later. No-o, Jack, I don’t 
believe he did pass the house last 
night.”

Of course, he hadn’t! He never 
got any farther. But those fools 
would never guess. “ Has anybody
looked------ ” Amos began, and
stopped short. Best let the sugges
tion come from some one else.

He had not long to wait. “ Treas
urer of the Building Association, 
wasn’t he?” inquired Mullins. “ Any
body started checking over his ac
counts?”

The constable rubbed an un
shaven chin. “ Ain’t had time yet, 
hardly. Course, he might show up 
any minute. If it w’as some folks, 
you wouldn’t think about it twicet; 
but George, he was one to stick close 
around home.”

“ Yeah. Them’s the worst kind,
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oncet you get them started,”  de
clared an elderly workman, and 
winked one rheumy eye. “ Out with 
some woman, like as not,” he sug
gested. “ Layin’ drunk in the ditch, 
or like that. Yeah, or mebbe he’s 
skipped town. You can’t tell about 
them goody-goody, Sunday-school 
superintendent kinda fellers.”

That was the consensus of opin
ion, as Amos Gregory had shrewdly 
guessed. Little Boggs had led an 
all too blameless life; therefore his 
neighbors were ready to believe the 
worst of him. When he failed to re
appear. every one would be con
vinced that his secret sins had 
found him out. Like as not, he was 
short in his accounts, anyways, 
thought Amos darkly. It’d be just 
like the sneaking worm.

The work went on apace, while all 
the men chewed this pleasurable 
cud or gossip. But Amos Gregory 
was restless, he knew not why. Pres
ently, he went into the house and 
cooked breakfast.

He could not eat. His throat was 
too dry. He gulped down a cup of 
coffee, and hurried outdoors again. 
Must keep an eye on these fellows; 
they might get to poking around.

Already, they had filled half the 
molds with grout, and two men were 
mixing the surface dressing in a big, 
square vat. George Boggs would 
have to hurry, if he expected to get 
out of there before the concrete 
dried!

Amos hesitated. He wanted to 
stay outside; he craved companion
ship, yet he feared that some crazy 
impulse might force him to disclose 
his secret. Knowing what he did, he 
could not bear to listen quietly to 
the random speculations of these 
others.

He’d get the car out and take a 
drive. That would rest him, maybe.

His eyes began to burn; he felt the „ 
effects of his sleepless night.

So Amos Gregory got out his 
roadster, and drove it furiously, mile 
after mile, striving to outrace the 
somber thoughts that pursued him. 
But the farther he went, the greater 
grew his tension, until at last he 
was forced to turn about. What 
might not have happened while he 
was away? Suppose the earth had 
settled where Boggs’s body lay, and 
the workmen had dug down to see 
what was wrong with their footing.

Amos pushed his car to its top 
speed, and never drew an easy 
breath until he turned into the tem
porary driveway that led across his 
neighbor’s land, past the end of his 
new sidewalk.

The walk was practically finished. 
They were smoothing the top dress
ing now: two men, with the edge of 
a plank, scraping the cement off 
level with the edges of the mold. It 
would be hard by to-morrow, and 
then he would be safe. Then he 
could rest easy. He would sleep the 
clock around.

That night, Amos Gregory slept 
the sleep of exhaustion, but he was 
harried by dreams from which he 
awoke again and again, twitching all 
over.

Amos awoke, groaning, and sat on 
the edge of his bed, head in hands. 
He was tired, so horribly tired that 
life seemed a burden. But he dared 
not sleep again. Anything was bet
ter than these dreadful visions that 
kept pursuing him through his 
slumber.

He’d get up and go outdoors. 
Maybe it would quiet these crazy 
notions if he took a look at that 
sidewalk. Once he had looked care
fully at that, and satisfied himself 
that the concrete was hardening, 
maybe he could rest. He could 
scarcely make a scratch in it with
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_his finger nail. It was hardening 
nicely.

Amos welcomed the daylight with 
a ghastly smile. The days were hard 
enough, but the nights were unbear
able. He’d be all right to-night, 
though. By then, the concrete 
would be dry, and hard as stone, 
and all his worries would be over.

The search for George Boggs con
tinued. Amos stayed close at home, 
and heard as little of it as he dared; 
but the whole town was stirred. No 
one spoke of anything else. They 
had brought a certified public ac
countant out from the city; he was 
going over the Building Association 
books. He had already found a hun
dred thousand dollars’ shortage, it 
was whispered. Amos guffawed at 
that, for the Building Association 
had never had fifty thousand dollars 
since it was founded; but the story 
spread: He had been seen with a 
peroxide blonde at some road house 
last week; he’d eloped with her, leav
ing his wife flat. A dozen wild stor
ies were whispered up and down the 
streets, but no one, yet, had even 
suggested that George Boggs was 
dead.

No one except his wife, that was. 
From the first, Mary Rockly Boggs 
had insisted that George was dead. 
He must be, she declared, or he’d 
have come back to her. He would 
never have let her suffer so while he 
lived; he’d have come home, or sent 
word, at least. He’d always been so 
thoughtful.

Amos resented this faithfulness. 
It irked him, that Mary should 
mourn a creature so inept as her 
late husband. But perhaps it was 
pretense; perhaps she insisted he was 
dead because she secretly hoped that 
he might be, leaving her free to 
marry a better man.

But try as he might, Amos Greg
ory could not recapture the carefree

joyousness of that first morning. He 
was anxious, haggard, restless. He 
could not eat; his throat was always 
dry. His heart beat painfully, in 
great, slow throbs, and, whenever he 
recalled that great, ugly hole in 
George Boggs’s head, it would stop 
beating for an instant, and his stom
ach would seem to turn over and 
knot itself together.

Somehow, that day passed. By 
night, the new sidewalk was entirely 
dry. Amos felt of it, and stamped 
on it with his boot heel. He could 
not make a mark. The workmen re
moved the molds, swept off the straw 
they had covered the fresh cement 
with, and went away. The side
walk was open for traffic. Hank 
Mullins sent a tractor after the ce
ment mixer.

It was over. He was safe now— 
quite safe. Amos Gregory drew a 
deep, tremulous sigh. To-night he 
would sleep in peace.

He went quietly into the house, 
prepared his supper, and ate with an 
appetite. All his nervousness, all 
those silly qualms, had passed away. 
He was his own self again.

It was wonderful to be at peace 
again. Amos reveled in his new
found calm. He went to bed early, 
and slept soundly and well; in all the 
long night, he did not dream once. 
He woke next morning and lay 
quietly, smiling at the ceiling. Again 
he was strong, and rejoicing in 
strength. Life was very good.

The future lay before him, pleas
ant to contemplate. From now on, 
things would be different. George 
Boggs wras dead, and his body was 
laid—laid beneath forty square feet 
of concrete, eight inches thick. The 
future belonged to him, to Amos 
Gregory!

He rose, singing a quiet song, and 
looked out of the bedroom window. 
In all his life, he had never felt hap-
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pier, stronger, or more hopeful. It 
was a beautiful morning. The birds 
sang, the grass was freshly green, 
and his new sidewalk------

Amos stared, and rubbed his eyes. 
Wh-what ailed it?

His heart began to beat in great, 
sickening leaps, thudding against his 
chest. His knees shook beneath him 
as he stumbled down the stairs and 
out into the yard.

Right up to that new sidewalk he 
went, slowly, with a queer re
luctance, as if he dragged a chain. 
Over it he stood for a while, star
ing down right at the spot where 
George Boggs’s body lay.

For six feet in either direction the 
entire width of cement, that had 
been so firm and smooth last night, 
was crumpled and broken into bits 
— as if something had risen beneath 
it, and had shattered it to fragments.

Right where George Boggs’s body 
lay! It was too much.

“ I— I might ’a’ known,” said 
Amos thickly. “ I might ’a’ known 
he’d manage to wriggle out, some
how.”

He spoke heavily, hopelessly, 
without emphasis, and turned about 
and went back into the house, walk
ing like a very old man.

Presently from within came the 
sharp crack of a pistol shot, and a 
heavy fall. After that, silence.

An hour later, Hank Mullins 
passed that way, and stopped to 
stare. He stooped, muttering pro

fanely, and picked up some frag
ments of crumpled concrete.

“ I ’ll be gosh darned!” he said. 
“ Now, how the devil did that hap
pen? I oughta sue the cement com
pany. The idea! Letting beans get 
mixed into a bag of cement. Any- 
body’d know they’d sprout and spoil 
the set.”

Even in the handful he held, one 
could see two or three beans, each 
with its greenish-white sprout— 
strong enough, for all its apparent 
softness, to split stone-hard concrete 
asunder.

“ It’s a wonder,”  Mullins rumi
nated, “ Amos ain’t noticed this 
a’ready. He’ll be out here, raising 
sand, I s’pose. Beans, huh?”

He stared down into his hand. 
“ Now, what was they about beans, 
here lately? Sa-ay, my good gosh 
a-mighty!”

George Boggs had last been seen 
carrying a bag of beans! Mullins 
strode into the house, intent upon 
demanding an explanation from 
Amos.

But Amos Gregory lay on his 
back, arms widespread, staring 
blindly up at the ceiling. Gradu
ally, the meaning of this worked its 
way into Hank Mullins’s slow mind, 
and he went away to notify the sher
iff, and afterward to get workmen, 
and find out what lay beneath that 
crumpled concrete walk.

Amos Gregory’s fears had been 
justified. The worm turned, after 
all.

“T H E  TE R R O R ’S T O K E N .”

A  Thrilling Novelette, by D O N A L D  G. M cD O N ALD , 

will appear in Next W eek’s Issue
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.

A FTER the ceremony of her own wedding, Dolores has a call, supposedly from her 
stepdaughter, Liza, to come and help her out of trouble. She leaves her husband 

and is driven by a man to a shabby house. Here, the man throws at her the necklace 
which has been stolen from her, and he tells her that Maisie, the maid who was 
blamed for stealing it, is suffering. Then he locks her in a storeroom.

(BACK NUMBERS ARE EASILY PROCURED.)

CHAPTER V.
-THE DREADFUL CRY.

LITTLE chill of fear ran 
through her at his words; 
but Dolores’s voice was 
steady when she spoke. 

“ This is ridiculous,”  she said. 
“ Please explain— if you can.”

“ I think I can manage,”  he said.

“ You’d better eat your dinner first, 
though.”

“ Thanks!” she said, looking 
straight at his face. “ But I ’m din
ing at home with my husband at 
half past seven.”

“ If I were you,”  he said, “ I 
shouldn’t be too sure of that. And 
—if I were you, I ’d eat now.”

He was slight, frail; he looked ill,
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yet there was in him some force that 
appalled her. By ipstinct, she 
knew that no reason could move 
him, or any appeal. That strange 
light in his hollow blue eyes was 
the light of a fanatic, utterly reck
less of consequences, a man who 
would die for an idea. He had not 
the bearing or the speech of an edu
cated man, yet that inflexibility, 
that passion, gave him dignity.

“ I ’m waiting for your explana
tion,” she said.

He lit a cigarette.
“ I suppose,”  he said presently, 

“ that you’ve forgotten Maisie.”
“ No,” she said, a bit uneasily.
“ I know how you look at it,”  he 

went on. “ She was poor; she was 
nobody. She ought to have been 
grateful for a chance to keep Liza 
Keyes out of a little unpleasant
ness.”

Her face, always pale, grew 
whiter.

“ I think I understand,”  she said. 
“ It’s blackmail, isn’t it? Somehow, 
you’ve found this out, and------ ”

“ It’s not blackmail,”  he said. 
“ It’s—retribution.”

In spite of herself, the word 
turned her cold.

“You mean?”  she said.
“You’ve committed a crime that 

the law can’t punish. But you’re 
not going to get out of paying for 
it.”

“Just what is my crime?”  she 
asked. *

“ That you let Maisie— an inno
cent girl— suffer for something you 
knew she hadn’t done.”

“ I didn’t intend to let her suf
fer.”

“ That’s your point of view,” he 
said. “You didn’t see why she 
should mind being falsely accused 
and disgraced. But she did mind. 
She was a good girl.”  He stopped 
for a moment, and she saw his

mouth twitch. “ She was a good 
girl,”  he repeated. “ She had pride 
and self-respect. She didn’t like be
ing accused of being a thief, any 
more than you would. But she 
knew from the first tha,t she had 
no chance. She knew who’d taken 
the necklace. And she knew what 
would happen if there were any ar
gument between her and Liza 
Keyes. She ran away, because she 
had to run. She was to be sacri
ficed, and she knew it.”

“ I don’t intend to justify myself 
to you,”  said Dolores. “ You may 
think what you please.”

“ You couldn’t if you tried,”  he 
said. “ I happen to know the truth. 
I know what you did to Maisie. 
She told me herself, here, in this 
fiat— a few hours ago. She knew 
what was going to happen to her. 
She had to take the blame for Liza 
Keyes. She knew she could never
get another job, after you------ ”

“ I never discharged Maisie. I ’d 
be only too glad to get her back.”  

“ You needn’t worry,”  he said. 
“ You’ve finished with her. While 
she was here, waiting for—some 
one she thought could help her, 
your private inquiry agent came. 
She’d never been questioned by a 
detective before and she didn’t like 
it. She was pretty young, you 
know. And your agent knew how 
to handle her. He told her that, if 
she wouldn’t confess, she’d go to 
jail. She’d read tales of the third 
degree. She thought they’d find 
some way to make her confess, to 
save Liza Keyes from any little em
barrassment. She saw that she’d 
probably get a jail sentence, and 
certainly lose her good name and 
her own way of earning a living. 
So she— got out.”

“ What do you mean?” asked Do
lores with fast-growing fear.

“ The woman Maisie used to work
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Jor before she came to you, used to 
take some sort of drug for her 
nerves. Once, when she had a fit 
of remorse and decided to swear 
off, she gave a box of the tablets to 
Maisie, to throw away. But Maisie 
kept them. And after your agent 
had talked to her a while, that 
looked to her like a good way out. 
While he was sitting here, pretty 
well pleased with the way he was 
handling this case for you, she left 
the room for a moment, went into 
the bathroom, and swallowed as 
many of the tablets as she thought 
she’d need.”

Dolores rose to her feet.
“ I must see her!”  she cried. “ I 

must------ ”
“You can’t,” he said. “ She’s un

conscious now. Dying, in the hos
pital. The job’s finished. And you 
can face the fact that you killed 
that girl, as surely as if you’d put a 
bullet through her head.”

Dolores stood with one hand on 
the back of the chair, in a daze of 
horror. Before her eyes was the im
age of Maisie’s gentle, pretty little 
face, her smile. Maisie’s deft hands 
had dressed her hair only that 
morning. And Maisie was dying.

“ What can I do?” she asked.
“ You can pay,”  he said.
“ I ’m more than willing to pay, to 

do anything. I ’ll get her the best 
doctors.”

“ You’re not going to pay with 
Frank Keyes’s money,”  he said 
curtly. “ It’s too late now, anyhow, 
for money to help her.”

“ Then what do you want me to 
do?”

“ Eat your dinner first,”  he said.
“ No, I want to hear whatever you 

have to say at once. I have no 
time to wTaste. I ’m sailing at mid
night.”

“ You’re not,”  he said. “ I ’ll tell 
you what you’re going to do, after

you’ve eaten your dinner. And not 
until then.”

Again a panic fear seized her. 
“ I ’m not hungry,”  she said. “ The 

food would choke me.”
“ Oh, no it won’t,”  said he. “ How

ever, I ’ve got plenty of time to 
spare. I ’ll just sit down and wait—  
until you’ve eaten.”

“ Why do you torment me in this
way?” she cried. “ I tell you------ ”

“ You’re not in a position to tell 
me anything,”  he said, and lit a 
fresh cigarette.

She was obliged to realize that, 
and to see that she would do her
self no good in persisting in her re
fusal. Rising, she took the tray 
from the trunk beside her, and re
turned to her chair with it. There 
was a bowl of tepid stew on it, and 
a cup of coffee; nothing else. With 
hot rebellion in her heart, she ate 
the unappetizing meal, while he 
watched her with his hollow, bril
liant eyes.

“Now!”  she said. “Perhaps you’ll 
be good enough to tell me what you 
want, and let me go.”

“ I ’ll let you go,”  he said deliber
ately, “ to-morrow morning. To
night, you’ll spend here.”

She half rose, but sat down 
again.

“ I won’t stay here,” she said. 
“ You can’t make me stay here qui
etly—unless you murder me.”

“ I ’m not going to murder you,” 
he said with a shadow of a smile. 
“You’re going to live and learn. 
You won’t get away, either.”

“ My husband will find me.” 
“ That’s not worrying me. Now 

you’ll go into the other room and 
go to bed.”

“ No!”
“ You’ll go,”  he said, “ either on 

your own feet, or I ’ll carry you.” 
He pushed the trunk out of the 

way, and opened the door widely.
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“ Come on!”  he said.
“ No!” she cried again, but, as he 

took a step nearer, she said “ Yes!” 
“ Come on!” he repeated, and she 

followed him through the door into 
the hall. For a moment, she had 
the idea of screaming for help, but 
his fingers closed about her arm.
“ If you make a sound------ ”  he said.

He did not need to finish the 
threat; she knew, she had felt from 
the beginning, that he was without 
pity and without fear.

The tension of this interminable 
day had reached its limit.

“Let me go!” she cried, her voice 
rising almost to hysteria. “ Let me 
go! I ’ll give you the necklace. I ’ll 
get you all the money you want.” 

“ Keep quiet!”  he said fiercely. 
“ And don’t offer me money again. 
I ’m not going to let you go—yet.” 

Before her eyes rose the image 
of Frank, pacing up and down the 
library waiting for her.

“Please!” she cried. “ Oh, think 
what you’re doing! You can’t— 
you can’t—do this!”

“ I have done it,”  he said.
“Let me send some word—just 

let me tell my husband that I ’ll be 
back—in the morning—so that he 
won’t suffer.”

“Think I care how much Frank 
Keyes suffers? You ruined and 
killed Maisie. And you’re going to 
pay for it.”

“How can you dare?”
“No use talking to me about dar

ing,” he said scornfully. “ I don’t 
care what happens to me. Or to 
you. There’s not a thing on earth I 
care about—now.”

Looking at his thin face, she be
lieved that. She saw nothing there 
to appeal to, no possibility of sym
pathy in that worn, haggard, hand
some face. Yet she made one more 
attempt.

“ Can’t we—talk this over?” she

asked, deliberately gentle and ap
pealing,

“ That wouldn’t help you,”  he 
said. “ You wouldn’t change me, if 
you talked all night. I ’ve learned 
what I suppose every man has to 
learn some time. Never to trust a 
woman.” He threw open a door. 
“ Here’s your room,” he said. “ I ’ll 
give you twenty minutes to say your 
prayers and get into bed. You 
needn’t be afraid of me. I ’m not 
going to bother you. The prettiest 
girl in the world doesn’t mean a 
thing to me now. But I ’m coming 
back in twrenty minutes, to see if 
you’ve done what I said. And if 
you haven’t, there’s going to be 
trouble.”

He closed the door, and she heard 
a key turn in the lock. She started 
forward.

“ I ’ve got to get out,”  she cried to 
herself. “ This can’t be true. I ’ve 
got to get out.”

The shutters outside the one win
dow were closed, and nailed; the 
door was locked. She stood look
ing about her at the cheap little 
room, lit by an unshaded electric 
bulb hanging from the ceiling; her 
trembling hands clasped, struggling 
against a blind panic terror, the ter
ror of a trapped animal, insensate, 
that makes any pain, even death, 
preferable to the agony of utter 
helplessness.

“ I ’ve got to get out!”  she cried, 
aloud. “Let me out! Let me out!”

The sound of her own desperate 
voice was dreadful. She began to 
beat on the closed door with her 
fists.

“ Let me out!”
The door opened suddenly.
“That’s enough,” said her captor. 

“ Any more of that, and I ’ll have to 
settle you. Now get to bed, and 
keep quiet.”

After he had gone, she sat down
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o r  the edge o f  the narrow bed and 
began to weep silently, from grief, 
exhaustion, the terrific strain of this 
day. And the tears eased her heart. 
She had thought that sleep would 
be utterly impossible here; but her 
eyes grew heavy, and a crushing 
fatigue descended upon her.

“No!”  she said to herself. “ I ’ve 
got— to think. I ’ve got to make 
plans.”

But perhaps, with her head so 
heavy, she could think better if she 
were to lie down. There was a 
man’s dressing gown over the foot 
of the bed; she slipped off her dress 
and put it on, and took off her 
shoes. If he saw her lying down, 
perhaps he would be satisfied and 
not talk.

“ I couldn’t talk,” she said to her
self. “ I ’m— too tired.”

As she laid her head on the pil
low, it seemed to her to grow 
strangely and most pleasantly light. 
Wasn’t the bed swaying a little? A 
gentle rocking motion? Of course. 
They had sailed at midnight. It 
was nice to lie here like this, if only 
the foghorn were not bellowing con
tinually. She heard Frank’s voice, 
very far away, telling her that they 
were not going to France. “ Much 
farther than that,” he was saying. 
“ And we’ll never get back.”  His 
voice died away, saying that. “ We’ll 
never get back.”

She wanted to tell him that they 
must get back to Liza. But after 
all, Liza was on the ship with them. 
Liza was here, in this room.

“ I ’m asleep,” Dolores said to her
self. “ I ’m dreaming.”

In her dream, she thought she 
opened her eyes and saw Liza stand
ing in the doorway. The light from 
the hall made her hair glitter like 
silver, but her face was shadowed. 
Why did she stand there, so very 
still?

Because this was a dream. Be
cause Liza could not be here.

The figure in the doorway stirred. 
Dolores made a desperate effort to 
move, to speak. She thought that 
perhaps some faint sound came from 
her lips, but she was not sure.

“ Liza!”
Liza was going away. The door 

closed softly. And in the black
ness of the shuttered room, the 
vision faded utterly. There was 
nothing, nothing but darkness and 
quiet— and sleep. Liza was no 
more than part of a dream that 
shifted, that was sometimes bright 
with sunshine, that was sometimes 
gray, somber, terrible.

But that was part of no dream, 
that dreadful cry. She sat up in 
bed, weak, bathed in perspiration, 
trembling. She strained her ears, 
but there was silence now. Nothing 
remained but the echo of that dread
ful, low cry of anguish, uttered, she 
was sure, in Liza’s voice.

CHAPTER VI.
BEHIND THE DOOR.

C H E  got out of bed, but a swirl
ing dizziness assailed her, and 

she fell back, lay breathing quickly, 
oppressed with a sense of terror and 
haste. Why should Liza cry like 
that?

Again she tried to rise, more 
slowly this time, sat on the edge of 
the bed until the faintness and diz
ziness had passed. Then, moving 
carefully, still trembling with weak
ness, she groped her way across the 
black room to the door. It was 
locked.

Her head was growing clearer 
now; the last misty fragments of her 
dreams were dispersing. She was
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well aware now of her position; she 
knew where she was; she remem
bered how she had come here.

“ I ’ve been drugged,” she thought. 
“ There was something in that din
ner.”

She had been drugged, and 
visions and nightmares had haunted 
her. But Liza had been no vision; 
she had come here, into this room. 
And she had given that dreadful 
cry.

“ Has that man hurt her?” she 
thought. “Killed her?”

He was capable of anything. And, 
on Maisie’s account, he must also 
hate Liza.

“ What can I do?” she thought. 
“ I must keep cool and think.”

But she felt strangely ill; the sick 
faintness rushed over her again; she 
staggered back to the bed.

“ Am I—going to die?” she 
thought.

Going to die, locked up in this 
room, without a ray of light, with
out a human creature near? She 
faced that prospect resolutely, for 
she had courage, though little for
titude. She could struggle and 
rebel, but she could not quietly en
dure, and she meant to struggle now 
—if she could.

She thought: “ Perhaps he’s killed 
Liza, and soon he’ll come here to 
kill me.”  And she tried to think of 
some weapon, some method of de
fense. There was none. Shut up 
here in the dark, she was utterly 
helpless.

She sat on the bed, waiting, not 
tense, not in terror, but with a sort 
of dogged and scornful readiness. 
When he came, she would do her 
best. But her limbs were heavy; 
from time to time, something like a 
mist clouded her brain; it was only 
with an effort that she kept erect 
and awake. She had heard of drugs 
that were fatal only when they

brought sleep; she remembered 
stories of men being kept alive by 
being forced into activity. She 
tried to rise, and walk, but she could 
not.

Then, through a cracked pane in 
the shuttered window, she heard a 
sound, a long, mournful bellow. 
That was a ship in the near-by river, 
one of the big liners, ready to cast 
off. She had no idea of the time, 
but she thought:

“ That’s the ship we were going to 
sail on.”

A great nostalgia seized her, a 
craving for sun and air, for friendly 
faces and voices, for life again. She 
thought of Frank, and desperation 
seized her. What would he think 
of this disappearance of hers on 
their wedding night? Either he 
would be half wild with anxiety and 

-* fear, or he would believe that she 
had gone of her own accord. And 
that latter uneasiness would be 
worse.

“ Don’t let him think that!” she 
prayed in her heart. “ Don’t let me 
die here without his ever knowing 
why I went. If I could only leave 
him a message.”

She was sitting at her little desk, 
in her old room in her aunt’s house, 
taking up the Russian enamel pen 
that had been a Christmas present.

“ No,” she said to herself. “ That’s 
not real. I ’m here— locked in.” 

But she was there, too, at her 
desk. She discovered that you 
could be in twTo places at once. 
There was one Dolores sitting on 
the bed in a dark room, sick, faint, 
trembling; and there was another 
Dolores, in that other, a familiar 
room, writing a note to Frank at her 
little desk.

Then they both rose, and walked 
toward each other. But who could 
she be, who watched them both? 
They drew nearer. She wanted to
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call out to them that if ever they 
touched each other, they would dis
solve. But they did not hear. They 
stretched out their arms to each 
other. They melted into blackness, 
and there was no one left to see
them. There was nothing at all.

When she opened her eyes again,
her head was aching furiously. She 
sat up, moaning, dazed, pressing her 
hand to her forehead, until her 
whirling thoughts began to grow 
steady. And then she saw that the 
door of the room was open.

Instead of relief, she felt a fear 
greater than any she had known be
fore, because it seemed as if what
ever was to be done was finished 
now, and irrevocable. As she rose 
to her feet, she found that much of 
her weakness had gone; there was 
only this throbbing in her head. 
She threw off the dressing gown and 
put on her dress and her shoes. For 
she did not know what she would 
meet when she left this room, and 
she must be ready—for anything. 
She crossed the room and stood in 
the doorway, listening.

It was quiet, too quiet. The 
door of the opposite room was open, 
and the daylight was coming in. 
But no one stirred. She crossed the 
hall, and looked in there; it was evi
dently a woman’s room; the bureau 
top was crowded with cheap little 
things, a pin-cushion doll with faded 
Satin skirts, a celluloid toilet set, 
and— what w'as that? She drew 
nearer, and she saw there a little 
glass jar bound with silver, with a 
cracked lid. She had given that to 
Maisie, not three days ago. This,
then, was Maisie’s room. And 
Maisie was dying.

She stood still for a few moments, 
her thoughts a requiem for that 
gentle and ill-starred spirit. Then 
she turned away. It was Liza she

must think of now, Liza whose cry 
still rang in her ears. She was sure, 
she knew, that some horrible thing 
had taken place in this quiet, shabby 
little flat.

In the kitchen, she was surprised 
to see a pale ray of sun shining in 
at the window. She had almost for
gotten that there was a sunny, 
lively world outside. She opened 
the window, and heard the sounds 
of that world: a child was playing 
in the courtyard below, the janitor 
was shifting ash cans with a re
sounding clatter; she could hear, 
faintly, the rumble of the elevated. 
It was good to hear them; yet some
how she felt no less isolated, the 
dread that weighed upon her in no 
way abated.

She went down the hall, toward a 
closed door, and she went with fear
ful reluctance, for she thought that 
somewhere in this place she would 
find Liza. And she was afraid to 
find her. It was difficult to turn 
that knob. She found nothing but 
a sad, dingy little sitting room, very 
neat.

The dark little bathroom with its 
cheap, old-fashioned plumbing was 
empty. There was no place to look 
now, except in the storeroom where 
she had been first imprisoned. If 
Liza were in this flat, she must be 
there. With her hand on the knob, 
she stopped, in a sudden spasm of 
fear.

“ Liza!” she called excitedly.
No one answered. The sound of 

her own desperate young voice died 
away, and the little flat was utterly 
still. Perhaps the door would be 
locked, and then she would go for 
help, would bring people in here, 
voices and footsteps would break 
this monstrous stillness. Why not 
get help now, before she opened that 
door?

Her pride rebelled. Suppose she
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were to bring some one in here, and 
the room were empty]*

“ I won’t be so cowardly,” she 
said to herself, and opened the 
door.

She started back with a smoth
ered scream. For in the broken 
armchair, facing the door, a figure 
was sitting, shadowy in the dim- 
ness.

“ Who— is it?”  she faltered.
The figure did not stir. It sat 

facing her, and did not speak or 
stir.

She could endure no more. 
Slamming the door shut, she ran 
down the hall to the front door, 
frantic to get out of this place.

She could not open the front door. 
Swiftly, she turned the knob and 
rattled it; the door would not open.

"No, I can’t,” she said, half 
aloud. “ I—can’t stay here.”

She thought of going to a win
dow, and calling for help. But for 
any human being with dignity and 
pride, it is difficult almost to impos
sibility to utter a cry for help, ex
cept in an extremity of danger.

“ I ’ll wait,” she said to herself. 
“ Some one must pass by here some
time. Then I ’ll knock on the door, 
say I ’m locked in.”

She stood pressed against the 
door, struggling against her stifling 
fear. What had that been, that sat 
facing the door, shut in that dim 
room, and did not speak or stir? 
Some one hurt, whom she ought 
to help? She turned back at that 
thought, but her feet were like lead. 
She could have faced an active 
enemy, but not that thing that did 
not stir. Something beyond reason 
told her that that was no wounded 
creature, nothing that she could 
help.

Then she heard a footstep outside. 
Some one was mounting the stairs. 
She waited, to see if the steps would

reach her door, so that she could 
knock. And they stopped at this 
door. Then she heard a key turned 
in the lock.

She thought it was her captor 
come back again; she stood with her 
back to the wall, ready to face him. 
But it was a stranger who entered, 
stood looking down at her, while 
she regarded him with the insight 
that danger brings.

He was a slender young fellow, 
black-haired, with a dark, narrow 
face, and dark brows so level that 
they gave to his glance a curious 
intensity. His features were finely 
modeled; there was something sub
tle and vigorous in that face that 
put her in mind of a portrait of the 
Italian Renaissance. He was well- 
dressed, in a dark suit and soft hat, 
yet his air did not suggest either a 
business office or a drawing-room; 
he had the restrained alertness, the 
supple, quick grace of a savage. A 
man, she thought, competent to 
handle any situation—but a man 
she could not read.

“What’s wrong?” he asked di
rectly.

“ There’s something—some one in 
a room here,” she answered as stead
ily as she could.

“Let’s see,” he said, and followed 
her along the hall to that closed 
door. Without hesitation, but with 
a hand that trembled, she turned 
the knob. He gave her a quick, 
sidelong glance; then he felt for the 
switch near the door, and turned it 
on.

A harsh light flooded the small 
room; now she could see clearly the 
figure that sat in the broken arm
chair; the light fell on the white 
face, made the gray hair at the tem
ples glisten like silver. It was 
Frank Keyes.

She tried to speak. Blackness 
rushed over her, and she fell.
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CHAPTER VII.
THE TRAP.

^ /H E N  she opened her eyes, she 
was lying on the bed in 

Maisie’s room, and the stranger was 
standing beside her.

“ Better?” he asked in his soft, 
rather drawling voice.

“ Yes,”  she answered faintly, and 
then, remembering what she had 
seen, sank back again into the 
abyss.

He was bathing her face with cold 
water when she revived again. 
When she opened her eyes, he took 
a flask from his pocket, poured a 
drink into a glass, and held it to her 
lips. The smell of whisky was dis
tasteful to her; she turned away her 
head.

“ Take it!”  he said. “ I ’m afraid 
you’re going to need it. And we 
don’t want a doctor in here.”

She sipped at the whisky until a 
little color came back to her pale 
face, a little wTarmth to her frozen 
heart. Then his words returned to 
her.

“ What do you mean?” she asked, 
her voice still weak. “ W7e—must 
have a doctor.”

“ Take another swallow,”  he said. 
“ Then I reckon we’d better talk.”

“ Is Frank------ ”
“ Ready to hear?” he asked with 

his level glance on her face.
She closed her eyes for a moment, 

then opened them again.
“ Yes,” she said. “I ’m ready.”
“ He’s dead,” he said quietly.
She had known that, yet the 

words were like a blow.
“ Dead? But how?”
“ He’s been shot through the 

heart.”
“ Shot?”  she repeated after him, 

searching his face as if to find there

an explanation for an incredible 
enigma.

He made no answer, but drew up 
a chair and sat down.

“ Mind if I smoke?” he asked. “ It 
helps me to think.”

His voice was mild and polite, 
but his eyes were cold.

“You can’t sit here like this,”  she 
said. “ You must send for the police 
—for an ambulance.”

“ We’d better talk it over first,”  he 
said.

“ No!” she said sharply.
“ Yes,” said he. “ As soon as you 

can pull yourself together, we’d bet
ter talk.”

Shocked, stunned as she was, his 
tone had something in it that flicked 
her pride.

“ I ’m quite well enough now,”  she 
said. “ I ’d like to hear why you 
haven’t already called in the po
lice.”

“ I think you’ll agree with me,”  
he said amiably, “ when you’ve 
faced the situation. By the way, 
may I introduce myself? Lawrence 
Reynard.”

She had no intention of giving 
her name to this man, this stran
ger; she was silent while he lit a 
cigarette.

“ Has it occurred to you,” he said, 
“ that this might look a little 
queer?

“ It hadn’t,” she answered coolly.
“ You might think it over a little,”  

he suggested. “ The police, you 
know, would want a story, and 
they’d want a good one.”

Then the significance of his words 
reached her. To any one brought 
up as she had been, the worst thing 
imaginable was a scandal. She had 
scarcely had time to realize the hor
ror of her husband’s tragic death; 
now she had to face something else 
that sent a chill through her. Frank 
Keyes dead, here, murdered, on his
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wedding night, in this shabby little 
flat, and his bride shut-up here, 
alone with him.

Her mind began to work with ex
treme lucidity. She imagined her
self telling her story to the police: 
that she had been lured here by a 
false telephone message, drugged, 
kept a prisoner here; that she did 
not know when or how her husband 
had come here. No one would be 
likely to believe that.

“ Not so good, is it?” said Rey
nard, watching her face. “A break 
for the tabloids, though. ‘Million
aire Found Murdered in Mystery 
Flat on Wedding Night. Bride De
nies------ ’ ”

“ Don’t!” she cried.
“ I ’m sorry,”  he said. “ It’s only

to make you realize------ ”
“ Tell me, how did you know who 

I was?”
“ I ’ve seen your picture in the 

newspaper,”  he said. “ Now, don’t 
you think we’d better talk?”

“Talk? There’s nothing to be 
done but to face it.”

“ If I were you,”  said Reynard, 
“ I ’d get out of here, and get out 
quick. Before the murder’s been 
discovered.”

She sat up straight.
“ No!” she said. “ I have nothing 

to hide. It won’t be pleasant, but 
it’s got to be faced.”

He lit a fresh cigarette, and 
smoked for a moment in silence.

“ That’s admirable,”  he said. 
“ But it’s not very practical. Keyes’s 
people have a lot of money, you 
know, and they’ll press this case 
hard. And I don’t think you quite 
realize how things are going to 
look.”

“ I ’ll tell the truth!” she cried. “ I 
know absolutely nothing about this 
horrible crime. I was brought here 
— drugged. I didn’t even hear a 
•hot.”

“ I see,”  he said. “ But, unfortu
nately, there’s this.”

From his pocket he took a little 
pearl-handled automatic and held it 
out to her.

“ This was in the room with 
Keyes,”  he said. “ I think it’ll be 
found that it was a bullet from this 
that killed him. And I ’m afraid it’s 
got your initials on it. D. D. That’s 
for Dolores Donaldson, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she said. “ It ’s mine. 
Some one gave it to me, three years 
ago, before I went on a long motor 
trip.”

“And there’s this, too,” he went 
on. “Your necklace, isn’t it? Ly
ing on the floor at his feet.”

She looked, with terror, at those 
softly gleaming pearls that had 
brought her such anguish.

“ Some one’s done all this to in
criminate me,”  she said.

“Well, some one’s succeeded,” he 
said tranquilly. “ Of course, I had 
no business to touch these things. 
And if I don’t put them back, I’ll 
be an accessory after the fact. I  
only showed them to you to con
vince you. I think I can tell you 
pretty well what the police theory 
will be. They’ll say you came here, 
either to meet a friend, or to bribe 
some one who was blackmailing you, 
and that Keyes followed you here, 
and accused you, and you shot 
him.”

“That’s a horrible lie,”  she cried.
“ I ’m not the police,”  he said. 

“ And I ’m not your judge. I ’m 
simply giving you the best advice I 
can. If you call in the police, I 
think you’ll be in jail to-night, and 
your story in the tabloids.”

She thought of her aunt, whose 
carefully maintained position in the 
world would crash down into ruins. 
And she thought of Liza.

“ If the police ask me questions 
------ ”  she thought, and a new terror
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seized her. “ No! I won’t tell them 
that it was Liza who telephbned to 
me. I won’t tell them that she was 
here last night.”

But at heart she was little bet
ter than Maisie in this matter. She, 
too, had heard of the third degree; 
she, too, could believe that they had 
powers unknown to her by which 
they could extort secrets.

“ They’ll find out,” she thought.
And why had Liza telephoned to 

her? What had Liza seen to make 
her give that dreadful cry?

A thought too horrible to endure 
came to her. She remembered all 
Liza’s recklessness, her furious quar
rels with her father when she 
wanted money.

“ No!” she cried aloud.
Reynard sat quietly smoking; she 

could read in his lean, dark face 
nothing but a blank patience.

Then her thoughts went back to 
that other man, the man who had 
been so supremely generous and 
chivalrous to her, the man whom she 
had meant to make happy, and who 
was dead now. She remembered the 
last time she had seen him alive, 
pacing up and down his library, 
waiting for her. A lonely man!

He was gorfe. She could never 
repay him now by gratitude and af
fection. But perhaps she could do 
this one thing for him. Perhaps she 
could protect his daughter. And she 
could do that only if she answered 
no questions.

She looked at Reynard.
“ Very well!” she said. “ I think 

I ’ll take your advice and not call 
the police.”

She rose to her feet, holding the 
back of a chair to steady herself. 
She wanted to get away from this 
man with his steady, level glance 
that seemed to read all her con
fused and desperate thoughts.

“ Would you mind telling me

where you think of going?” he asked, 
rising, too.

She did not know. She wanted 
only to get away from him, and 
from this horrible place.

“ I haven’t decided,” she said. “ I 
— to my aunt’s, perhaps.”

“ Better not,” he said. “The police 
would be after you at once. You’d 
have to explain to them where you’d 
spent the night, and that wouldn’t 
do.”

It seemed to her almost as if the 
walls of the room were drawing in; 
she turned her head with a quick, 
half-feline gesture, looking for es
cape. She was beginning to see 
now.

“ I—I have a little money,”  she 
said. “ Perhaps I ’ll go away, for a 
time somewhere.”

“ Where?” he asked.
“ In the country!” she cried with 

a sort of desperation.
“ You’d be recognized anywhere 

vou went. And you’d be caught in 
the end.”

She was in a trap. Now, she saw 
that. No, she dared not stay here, 
and, if she tried to get away, she 
would be caught. She would be 
questioned. And she could not an
swer the questions that would be 
put to her.

“ You say you left your home in 
response to a telephone call. A call 
from whom? Prom whom?”

They would ask her that, again 
and again, until, in some way, they 
found out.

“ Did you hear anything during 
the night?”

Once they learned that it had 
been Liza who had telephoned, that 
Liza had been here during the night 
—Frank’s daughter------

She was looking blankly at Rey
nard, and he looked back at her.

“ Can you suggest anything?” she 
asked.

D S — 5E
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“ Yes,” he answered briefly.
“ What is it?”
“ I haven’t much faith iti physical 

disguises,” he said. “ Not unless 
you’re an expert in that line. But 
there’s one way to disguise yourself 
that’s effective. That is, to be 
where no one would ever expect you 
to be, and in a role no one would 
ever expect of you. For instance, 
I knew a fellow who was wanted 
badly, down on the border. He rode 
into a little town, and joined the 
sheriff’s posse to hunt for himself. 
He got away with it. Now, when 
the police look for Mrs. Frank 
Keyes, they’ll be looking for a fugi
tive. So that if you’re not a fugi
tive, if you’re settled in some defi
nite occupation, so that you won’t 
stand out against the background
------  You’d better sit down again.”

She did so, her eyes fixed on his 
impassive face.

“ If you’ll take a job like Maisie 
had,” he said. “ If you’ll live a life 
like, Maisie’s, I think there’s a 
chance for you.”

“I don’t understand.”
“ If you’ll take a position as a 

servant— a maid!”
“But I couldn’t get one.”
“ I can get you one.”
“No one wTill take a maid without 

experience, or references.”
“ I can get you one,” he repeated. 

“ The question is, if you’d be able to 
see it through. You don’t realize 
the humiliations and hardships.” 

“ Oh, what difference does that 
make!” she cried impatiently.

“ I think it might make a lot,” 
said he.

“You’re wrong,”  she said, and be
came silent for a moment, thinking. 
“ But don’t you see,” she said pres
ently, “ that, if I do this, if I run 
away, every one will be certain that 
I ’m guilty?”

“ I’m afraid they will be, anyhow,”
D S -6 E

he said. “ But there’s this advan
tage in your clearing out now. You 
won’t be questioned. And—well,
you know—if the murderer is found 
while you’re absent, you never will 
be questioned by the police. Your 
friends might be a little curious, but 
you could get up your own story for 
them.”

He was civil enough; he was doing 
his best to help her. Yet there was, 
in his attitude, something inde
finable that angered and dismayed 
her.

“ If I stayed here,”  she said, “ I 
could help the police. I could give 
them a description of the man who 
brought me here.”

“You can’t help much—in jail,”  
he said reasonably. “ And maybe 
they won’t believe in this man.”

“Do you mean------ ” she began
hotly.

“ I said before that I wasn’t your 
judge,”  he said. “ I ’m pointing out 
certain things to you, that’s all. If 
you feel that you can make the po
lice accept your story, if you feel 
that you can answer all their ques
tions satisfactorily, then you’d bet
ter stay. In that case, I ’ll go. Be
cause if they questioned me, I ’d 
have to tell them things that maybe 
wouldn’t help you.”

“ Why do you want to help me?” 
she asked with reluctant curiosity.

“ Well,” he said, “ I ’m a man. And 
you’re a woman—in pretty bad 
trouble.”

Again, she was silent for a time.
“ It seems to me absolutely cer

tain that the man who brought me 
here is the murderer,” she said.

“ Maybe you’re right,”  said Rey
nard. “ Only he’s not here.” He 
glanced at his watch. “ It’s after 
eight,”  he said. “You’d better de
cide. Do you want me to take you 
to this job, or shall I clear out?”

She thought of his going, leaving
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her here, alone, to call the police, 
to face their questions.

“You say you came here in re
sponse to a telephone call. Who 
called you? You wouldn’t leave 
your home because some stranger 
summoned you. Who called you? 
You say you were here all night. 
You were here, then, when Frank 
Keyes was shot. Did you hear any
thing? Did you see any one?”

They would go on and on; they 
would ask her those questions until 
her resistance was worn down, un
til by some gesture, some uncon
sidered word, she had betrayed her
self.

“ I ’ll go,” she said suddenly. “ I ’ve 
got to go somewhere where I can 
think things out.”

“ Then I ’ll get some breakfast,”  he 
said. “ And in the meantime you’d 
better change. Put on some of 
Maisie’s clothes. You’ll want to 
look like a maid, you know.”

Closing the door after him, she 
looked in the closet and the bureau 
drawers. And the sight of Maisie’s 
possessions made her heart ache. 
Maisie dying, and Frank dead! 
Frank, dead, shot through the heart, 
only a few feet from where she had 
been sleeping!

For years, the hope, the dream of 
her life had been a brilliant mar
riage. In her aunt’s little house, in 
the midst of all the humiliations in
evitable to a girl without money in 
the society of people with plenty, 
she had dreamed of the day when 
this obscurity, these mean little 
makeshifts would be done with, 
when she, with her beauty and her 
pride, should enter a larger world, 
would have a sure position, exquis
ite clothes, jewels.

Well, she had made her brilliant 
match; she had her string of pearls. 
And with them she had grief, misery 
and dread. She had married Don

Dinero, the mighty cavalier, but he 
could not protect her now. She 
could not even mourn for him in 
peace.

She found a neat little black dress, 
a flimsy black jacket, a small dark 
hat. After washing, she dressed in 
haste; only Maisie’s shoes would not 
fit her narrow foot, and she kept on 
her own high-heeled pumps. And 
she kept, too, without being aware 
of it, her air of elegance and aloof 
reserve.

In the kitchen, she found Rey
nard.

“ Will this do?” she asked him.
■ “ I ’d advise you not to wear those 

rings,”  he said.
She slipped off her diamond en

gagement ring, but hesitated over 
the other.

“No,” she said. “ There’s really 
no objection to a maid’s being mar
ried.”

“ As you please,” said Reynard. 
“ I ’ve made coffee. Now, would you 
like bacon and eggs?”

“ I ’ll cook the breakfast,”  she said 
briefly.

“ D ’you know how?” he asked, as 
if startled.

She smiled faintly, remembering 
the hundreds of meals she and her 
aunt had prepared for themselves. 
Taking off her jacket, she moved 
deftly about the little kitchen, while 
Reynard sat on the edge of the 
kitchen table.

And suddenly, like a blow, the 
thought came back to her that 
Frank was here, dead. She stopped, 
in the middle of the room; the hor
ror of it grew and grew upon her. 
Frank was here, dead. Left alone 
in that room.

“ I ’ve got to go to him,” she said. 
“ I ’ve got to stay with him.”

Reynard spoke, but she did not 
hear him, her dilated eyes did not 
see him until he laid his hand on her
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slioulder. She pushed it away, and 
drew back.

“ No! Let me alone! ' I ’ve got to 
— stay with him.”

As she turned to leave the room, 
he caught her wrist, with fingers like 
steel.

“ Wait!” he said. “Pull yourself 
together. This is your bad hour 
that had to come. And you’ve got 
to face it, and live through it. No, 
wait! You won’t, help Keyes by 
this. He’s gone. He can’t see you 
or hear you. You’re acting on im
pulse now. You’re not thinking. 
And you’ve got to think.”

She stood there, like a captive, 
looking into his dark, unreadable 
face. And his even voice, his words, 
reached her consciousness through 
the tide of emotion that had been 
rising perilously high.

“This is your bad hour that had 
to come. You’ve got to face it, and 
live through it,”

She gave a long sigh, like a sob, 
and he released her wrist.

“ Sit down,” he said. “ Drink a 
cup of coffee. And if you’re a 
smoker, I ’d advise a cigarette.”

She did what he suggested, 
blindly; but she could eat nothing. 
The image of Frank, in that dim 
room, haunted her cruelly.

“ We’d better get going,”  said 
Reynard.

“ No,”  she said. “ Suppose no one 
finds him for days. I can’t.”

“ I ’ll see to that,” said Reynard.
His tone was not gentle; he had 

not spoken a single word of sym
pathy. Yet his quiet, alert manner 
gave her a curious comfort.

“ You promise he won’t be here— 
alone to-night?”  she said with a sob.

“ I promise,” he said. “ Now, if 
you’ll put some little things into 
this bag-—you’ll know what’s right.”

Back in Maisie’s room, she packed 
the bag hastily and carelessly, with

but one thought in her mind. If 
she could only say good-by to 
Frank!

The hall was empty. Noiselessly, 
she stole toward the storeroom, her 
heart beating wildly. She must see 
Frank again for the last time in this 
world.

Her hand was on the knob—* 
when the door was opened from 
within, so unexpectedly that she 
stumbled back against the wall, and 
Reynard came out.

“ What were you doing there?”  she 
demanded.

“ We’ll have to start now,” he 
said.

“ I want— I must see Frank.”
“No,” he said.
“ You have no right,” she began, 

but, as their eyes met, she stopped. 
It seemed to her that there was 
something almost terrible in that 
glance of his, something entirely 
inflexible and inexplicable. She 
turned away; he picked up her bag 
and led the way to the front door.

“ Wait!” he said. “ Better not be 
seen leaving here.”

He opened the door, looked up 
the stairs and down.

“ Quick!”  he said, and she fol
lowed him down the stairs and into 
the street. They walked to Ninth 
Avenue, and there, near the corner, 
a car was parked, a handsome little 
sedan.

He helped her into the back, took 
the wheel, and they set off. She did 
not know where they were going; 
she could not even imagine a prob
able destination, and she scarcely 
cared.

It was a sweet, fresh morning; 
as they drove uptown through the 
city she knew so well— Fifth 
Avenue, Central Park, the teeming 
upper West Side—she looked about 
her as if what she saw were a play, 
in which she had no part, as if, in
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the last few hours, she had stepped 
out of the world she knew into some 
nebulous region of utter unreality.

They drove out of the city and 
into Westchester, by • roads along 
which she had often driven with 
Frank. She wondered idly what 
would happen if the car were to be 
stopped, if there were an accident, 
and some one were to recognize her, 
sitting here, in a shabby black dress, 
in the car of this man of whom she 
knew nothing. She looked at his 
broad, slender shoulders, his well- 
set dark head, and she fancied that 
any emergency would find him pre
pared. Whatever he was or was 
not, he was competent.

Then again her thoughts went 
back to Frank; she sank into a sort 
of stupor of grief and bewilderment, 
until the car turned into the gates 
of a thickly wooded estate, and 
stopped in the drive.

“You’re going to be interviewed 
by Mrs. Sackett,”  he said. “ Here’s 
a letter of recommendation from 
Mrs. Payne. It gives your name 
as Mary Fallon. It explains that 
you’ve never been a maid before, so 
you’d better accept any salary she 
offers.”

He got out of the car, and, open
ing the door, took out her bag, and 
set it down on the road.

“ Sorry,” he said, “ but you’d bet
ter walk the rest of the way. If I 
drove Mrs. Sackett’s maid up to the 
house in my car”—he paused, and 
for the first time she saw him smile 
— “people might think you weren’t 
respectable.”

She sprang out, and stood in the 
road beside him. Something like 
panic assailed her at the thought of 
being left here, alone.

“ How can I do this?” she cried. 
“ I don’t know the work. I don’t 
know what’s expected of me.”

“You’ll learn,” he said. “ You’ll

only have to do for Mrs. Sackett 
what Maisie had to do for you.” 

Again, his tone held something 
that flicked her pride. She picked 
up the bag and turned away. Then 
she remembered, and turned back, 
found him standing there, looking 
after her.

“ You’ve been— very kind,” she 
said. “ I can’t thank you now. But
if I should see you again------ ”

“ Oh, I shan’t lose track of you,”  
he said, raising his hat politely.

She set off along the tree-shaded 
drive. Before her, she caught a 
glimpse of a gray stone house with 
turrets, like a theatrical little castle. 
And she could not conceive what 
she would encounter in this house.

CHAPTER VIII.
CAKITA.

As, she mounted the steps of the 
stone terrace before the house, 

she saw a slender man with a dark 
mustache, dressed in white flannels, 
sitting in a chaise longue,-reading 
a newspaper. He glanced up at her, 
but returned to his paper, not in
terested. And that was her first 
taste of this new life, that she had 
walked past this man, carrying her 
own bag, while he went on reading.

She rang the bell, and the door 
was opened promptly by a butler in 
morning livery.

“ Side entrance,”  he said in a tone 
of hushed horror, and closed the 
door in her face.

She stood there for a moment, a 
hot color in her cheeks, then as she 
turned away, the young man laid 
down his newspaper.

“ What’s the trouble?” he asked.
“ Nothing, thanks,” she answered 

briefly, for she was not accustomed
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to talk, standing, to men who were 
comfortably seated.

“ Something wrong*” he said. 
“ You just tell me, pet; I ’ll set it 
right.”

He spoke with a faint trace of 
foreign accent, and in a singularly 
pleasant voice; indeed, his manner 
and his appearance had a curious 
charm. He was slender, dark, 
debonair, with blue eyes fringed 
with very long lashes that somehow 
gave to his face a certain look of 
innocence.

She did not answer his words, but 
went past him down the terrace 
steps, and along the drive around 
the corner of the house to a side 
door. She rang the bell there, and 
waited and waited, and presently a 
maid opened the door for her.

“About the situation?”  she asked. 
“ Come in.”

Dolores entered a little hall, so 
dark that she could see nothing, and 
was left standing there while the 
girl disappeared through a door.

Presently, the maid returned.
“Mrs. Sackett will see you,”  she 

said. “This way!”
Dolores followed her through the 

door and up the back stairs, across 
a carpeted hall to a door on which 
the girl knocked. A voice said 
“ Come in!” and Dolores turned the 
knob and entered.

It was a dazzling room, almost 
painfully bizarre. The floor was 
black and polished like glass, and 
on it lay scattered white velvet rugs; 
the walls were paneled with plaited 
white silk; there were low easy- 
chairs of black wood, upholstered 
in black-and-white-striped satin, 
and in the center of the room stood 
an enormous green-and-gold lacquer 
bed, with curtain about it, on a sort 
of platform approached by two shal
low steps. The morning sun 
streamed in; the summer wind

stirred the curtains, making the 
room seem still more artificial.

“ AlorSt venez, mademoiselle 
said a voice from behind the bed 
curtains.

Dolores went a few steps for
ward, and hesitated, and a torrent 
of French poured forth from the in
visible speaker.

“Je veux votes voir!”  were the first 
words. The curtains were pulled 
aside, and a lovely nymph was vis
ible, black hair curling about her 
shoulders, framing an exquisite, 
delicate face.

“ Ah!” she said. “Comment vous 
appelez vom f”

“ Mary Fallon,”  said Dolores.
“ Oh, you’re not French then?” 

said the other. “ I ’d forgotten. 
Let’s see. You worked for Laurie’s 
cousin or something, didn’t you? 
My dear, you’re cute!”

Dolores knew nothing to say to 
this.

“ Come here and sit down!” Mrs. 
Sackett continued, and, as the girl 
approached, flung out a green-and- 
black-striped silk cushion. “ There! 
On the step! My dear, can you 
give a facial?”

“ I ’m sorry,”  said Dolores, “ but 
I --------- ”

“ Oh, you’re the one that never 
had a maid’s job before, aren’t you? 
Nella rang me up last night. She 
knew that devil of a Margot had 
walked out on me, and that I had 
to have some one. Well, what can 
you do? I mean are you good at 
sewing?”

“ Yes, Mrs. Sackett.”
“ And you can do my hair, can’t 

you?”
“ Yes, Mrs. Sackett,”  Dolores an

swered, for she had rather a knack 
for hairdressing.

“ Well, we’ll simply do the best we 
can. Anyhow, you’re cute. I sim
ply can’t stand any one sour. Run



86 Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine

my bath, will you? And I ’ll wear a 
white tennis dress.”

“ A cold bath, Mrs. Sackett?”
“ No!” said the other candidly. 

“ And call me ‘madam,’ deary. It ’s 
cuter.”

Dolores went into the bathroom 
and started a warm bath running. 
She put in a handful of pine crys
tals from a jar, spread out the im
mense bath towel, arranged the 
soap, brushes and wash cloth, try
ing to remember how Maisie had 
done things.

When she returned to the bed
room, Mrs. Sackett was up, stand
ing in the middle of the floor, 
stretching, thin, supple, startlingly 
beautiful in sleeveless, diaphanous 
green pajamas.

“ No,” she said, “ I ’ll wear that lit
tle green sports suit; green suits me 
better. If I could only have some 
ham and eggs!” Tears came into 
her eyes. “ I ’m so hungry all the 
time.”

“ But you don’t need to diet,” said 
Dolores.

“ Yes, I  do! My audiences al
ways notice if I even put on two 
pounds.”

“ You’re on the stage?” Dolores 
asked.

The other stared at her.
“ Don’t you know who I am?” she 

asked. “ Didn’t you know I was 
Carita Dupont?”

The name was not familiar to Do
lores, but she said nothing that 
would further expose her ignorance.

“ I left the screen to get married, 
a year ago,” Mrs. Sackett went on.

“ Carl’s just crazy about me. I ’ve 
just got everything a girl could ask 
for. Carl wouldn’t stand for me to 
go back to my career. He’s so jeal- 
ous.

She bent over and laid the palms 
of her hands on the floor, lithe as a 
eat.

“ He’s just grand,” she said.
But Dolores had not failed to no

tice something forlorn in her tone, 
some shadow on that lovely face. 
She moved about the room, looking 
for the little green sports suit in an 
enormous wardrobe, collecting the 
shoes, stockings and underwear she 
thought would suit, while Mrs. 
Sackett went through a series of the 
most complicated and difficult 
somersaults, all with effortless ease. 
Then she went in to her bath, leav
ing the door open so that she could 
go on talking.

“ Carl’s away now,” she said. “ He 
had to go to Washington on busi
ness. I mean, he’s got a lot of in
fluence and all. He likes me to do 
a lot of entertaining when he’s 
home, so, when he’s away, I just 
kind of take it easy. I ’ve just got 
Rene Gallagher here and Mrs. 
WTiitely. I mean, I ’ve got used to 
having a lot of people around. I ’d 
go wild in this place if I was alone.”

She talked all the time she 
dressed, and in her garrulousness, 
Dolores found something pathetic. 
Not happy, the lovely nymph!

“ I like to talk to you,”  she said 
abruptly. “ You’re— I don’t know. 
You’ve got class. What did you do 
before this?”

“ Just— light housework,”  said 
Dolores.

“ Oh! Like a sort of companion, 
or something?”

“ Yes.”
“ You’ve got a sort of educated 

way of talking. And you’re good- 
looking. If you had more pep, you’d 
be grand in the pictures. You’ve 
got a swell figure, and all. Only, 
you’ve got that sad look. Fallon. 
Are you Irish?”

“ My father was Scotch.”
Mrs. Sackett told her a long story 

about a friend who was Scotch, and 
when that was finished, she was



Brides Of Crime 87

dressed, and sauntered out of the 
room, smoking a cigarette. Dolores 
stood looking after her, very much 
at a loss. What had Maisie done 
when not in actual personal attend
ance?

The whole thing was so casual, so 
very much easier than she had ex
pected. Mrs. Sackett was so differ
ent from any employer she could 
have envisaged.

“ It won’t be hard to get on with 
her,” she thought. “ The whole 
thing won’t be hard.”

She began to pick up the various 
things scattered about the room, 
feeling a certain curiosity about this 
other woman, suddenly so important 
in her life. On the dressing table 
was a large photograph in a silver 
frame of a portly man past middle 
age, baldish, with a scrubby light 
mustache. And across it was writ
ten: “ Carita, with devotion—from 
Carl.”

So that was Carl. And this other 
woman, this girl of her own age, had 
done what she herself had done— 
married Don Dinero.

She was looking at it, in a queer 
mood, when the door opened, and 
the maid who had admitted her to 
the house entered, a trim little per
son with crisp black hair and sharp 
features.

“ Taking a look at him?” she said. 
“Not much to look at— the big 
sap!”

Dolores had no intention of en
tering into any conversation of this 
sort. She smiled faintly, and went 
on dusting off the dressing table.

“ M y name’s Agnes Kelly,” the 
other went on with a trace of hos
tility. “ The last maid madam had 
was French, and we was hoping this 
time she’d get a good Irish girl.”

“My name’s Mary Fallon,”  said 
Dolores reluctantly. “ Will you tell 
me where my room is?”

“ It ’s up on the floor above,”  said 
Agnes. “ There’s only the three of 
us in the house. Me and the cook 
and Selma; she’s a Finn. And the 
chauffeur outside. It’s a good place 
to work if you catch onto the ways. 
She won’t bother you except when 
she goes on a rampage. Then all, 
you got to do is just hold your 
tongue, and, afterward, she’s sorry 
and gives you a present.”

Agnes had begun to make the 
bed, and Dolores saw that the care 
of the room was no part of her 
duties.

“ I think I ’ll go up to my room,”  
she said.

“ It’s the only one empty,” said 
Agnes. “ But you better come quick 
when she rings. She don’t like to be 
kept waiting.”

Thankful to escape now, Dolores 
mounted the stairs, and, after open
ing two doors, found the vacant 
room which she was to occupy. It 
was under the eaves and stifling hot; 
a mean little room, dusty, carelessly 
and cheaply furnished. She un
packed the few clothes that were 
still in the suitcase, and put them 
into the bureau drawers, set the 
brush and comb on the top. And 
then stood looking about her
blankly. And now what was she 
to do?

Sitting on the foot of the bed, she 
could look out of the low window, 
and catch a glimpse of a tennis 
court behind the trees. It was
strange to her to realize that she 
could not walk out on that lawn, 
could not stroll down the stairs and 
move about the house as she
pleased.

A bell buzzed, close to her head, 
and she rose, and hastened down to 
Mrs. Sackett’s room.

“ I want the red flat crepe,”  said 
Mrs. Sackett. “ Opera pumps and 
black stockings. And find that gar-
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net set. Hurry up. The car’s wait
ing.” ,

No trace of friendliness in Mrs. 
Sackett now. She was in a hurry, 
and the new maid was of no inter
est. In her short little slip, she sat 
down in a chair for Dolores to put 
on her shoes and stockings.

“Oh, hurry up!” she cried. “ I ’ve 
got a date for lunch.”

Not easy for Dolores to kneel be
fore that other girl!

“ Do my hair flat, will you? This 
hat’s tight. No! Not like that! 
It’s got to be more off my forehead. 
No! That’s better. Hurry up!” 

When she was ready, she went off 
in a hurry. Dolores heard her voice 
downstairs, her laugh, sweet, clear, 
a little shrill. Going to the front 
window, she saw a car out there, 
with the chauffeur holding open the 
door. Mrs. Sackett came out, fol
lowed by a tall woman with gray 
hair and a superb, supple, youthful 
figure, and then by the man she had 
seen on the terrace. They all got 
into the car and drove off, and Do
lores turned away. She tidied the 
room, and was mounting the stairs 
to her own room when Agnes called 
her to lunch.

The table in the servants’ dining 
room was set out with good china, 
linen and plate, disposed with great 
correctness. The butler sat at one 
end, the cook at the other; Agnes 
and the parlor maid together on one 
side, and Dolores alone facing them. 
The butler rose as she entered. 

“ We’re very pleased to see you,
Miss------ ”

“ Fallon.”
“ Miss Fallon.”
Agnes brought in bouillon in 

cups; they all set to, and with an 
obvious air of constraint that verged 
on hostility. Either they had taken 
an instant dislike to her, or Agnes 
had made an unfavorable report.

“ Let them!” thought Dolores, and 
ate her meal in silence, more dis
turbed by this unfriendliness than 
she cared to acknowledge.

The others talked to each other 
with veiled allusions she could not 
understand. No one addressed her 
except to ask her if she wanted this 
or that. And on her part she 
scarcely noticed them. What could 
they matter to her? When the meal 
was finished, she went back to her 
own room, and, closing the door, 
sat down determined to think seri
ously of the situation.

But the thought of Maisie ob
truded persistently. This had been 
Maisie’s life. What had she done 
in her leisure moments? What had 
she thought and felt?

Dolores had believed herself kind 
to Maisie; certainly, she had always 
spoken to her politely. But what 
had she known? What interest had 
she taken in that pretty young crea
ture under her roof? That day—  
only yesterday— she had seen that 
the girl was downcast and unhappy, 
and she had let it pass. She re
membered one glimpse of Maisie in 
her aunt’s house: Maisie coming 
downstairs from her attic bedroom 
late one night, in a flannel dressing 
gown, a towel over her arm; Maisie 
a little apologetic to be caught on 
the way to a bath, a stranger in an
other woman’s house.

What were these men and women, 
who lived this strange, separate life? 
She began to wonder over it, and 
her attitude seemed to her now to 
have been altogether wrong. She 
was the stranger; she had come in, 
unsmiling, uncommunicative, obvi
ously aloof; it was natural enough 
that they decided to let her alone.

“ They’re simply people,” she 
thought. “ I wouldn’t have gone 
among any other group of stran
gers like that. I was arrogant.”
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When Agnes came to call her to 
tea, she went down in a different 
mood. She smiled at the cook, a 
portly, gray-haired woman of au
thority, and the cook smiled back, 
a trifle grudgingly. Then she 
glanced at Selma, the parlor maid, 
a pale, fair-haired young woman 
with a big nose.

“ I wTonder if there’s anything I 
ought to have done this afternoon,”  
she said. “ I ’ve never had this sort 
of job before.”

“ You’re supposed to look over 
madam’s wardrobe every day, and 
see what needs mending and press
ing,” said Selma. She spoke with 
severity, but she liked being asked.

“ May I ask what class of situa
tion you had before this?” asked the 
butler.

He was a bald Irishman, with a 
long, cynical upper lip, and remark
ably fine diction and accent. There 
wras something curiously theatrical 
about him, as if he were a clever 
actor who had thoroughly assimi
lated his part; even his name, Jar- 
dyne, had a tinge of the theater. 
He was discreet and subtle, but his 
ugly, inward contempt for those he 
served was not to be concealed. 
When Dolores answered that she 
had been a companion, he smiled.

“ You could write a book,” he ob
served cryptically.

The first day was a sample of 
those to follow. Mrs. Sackett came 
home while Dolores was at tea and 
rang at once for her maid. She was 
nervous and irritable. Something 
had gone wrong with her. She 
wanted a bath, and a massage, and 
she was angry because Dolores did 
not know how to give a massage. 
Then she wanted hot milk and the 
shades drawn down so that she 
could take a nap. She told Dolores 
to go, but almost instantly, she rang 
for her again.

“ I can’t sleep!” she cried. “ Go 
and see what Mrs. Whitely is do
ing. See if she’ll come and talk to 
me.”

Mrs. Whitely, in a black lace 
negligee, w'as lying on a couch in 
her bedroom, smoking.

“ Oh, Mary,” she said pleasantly 
enough, “ you might see what you- 
can do with that white satin of 
mine. It’s a little large under the 
arm. I ’ve pinned it. And you can 
do my hair early, before Mrs. 
Sackett wants you.”

She -went in to her hostess, while 
Dolores took the white satin dress 
up to her own stifling little room to 
alter. So many steps, so many de
tails to remember, so many trifling, 
tiring little tasks. She did Airs. 
Whitely’s hair, then she helped Airs. 
Sackett to dress, and by half past 
seven she was tired to the point of 
tears. The servants’ dinner wTas at 
half past eight; then Agnes had to 
turn down the beds and make the 
rooms ready for the night; the cook 
and Selma cleared up in the kitchen; 
Jardyne sat down, with a pipe and 
a newspaper; Airs. Bryan climbed 
upstairs to bed; Selma wrote a let
ter to her mother, and Agnes went 
out to meet a boy friend.

“ If I was you,” said Selma, “ I ’d 
get a little sleep before madam 
comes up. She’s generally late, so 
you’d have time.”

So, slipping off her dress, Dolores 
lay down on her bed. She had 
meant to think of Frank, of the fu
ture, but she was asleep almost at 
once. At one o’clock, the bell wak
ened her; she dressed and hurried 
downstairs. She was dazed wTith 
sleep, but she had to be brisk and 
obliging. Aladam wanted more hot 
milk, and a veronal tablet.

“ I can’t sleep,” she cried. “ I just 
He awake.”

She swallowed the tablet, and lay
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back on the pillow, and tears began 
to run slowly down her cheeks.

“ Mary,” she said, “ you don’t need 
to envy me because I ’ve got money. 
Believe me, money isn’t everything. 
When I was out in Hollywood, lots 
of times I didn’t have enough to 
eat, and I had so many worries. But 
I had good friends. I mean, real 
friends, like I haven’t got now.”

After she had fallen asleep, Do
lores left her in her bizarre, enor
mous bed, and she pitied her.

She pitied her more after Selma 
had told her more.

“Her husband’s crazy about her,”  
Selma said. “ But he’s always try
ing to make her different. You can 
see for yourself that she’s terrible 
common, and he’s ashamed of her 
in front of his sw7ell friends. His 
family treat her like a dog. Now 
she’s got this Mrs. Whitely. She 
hasn’t got a cent, that Whitely 
woman, and she’s mean. Never 
gives you a cent— only old clothes. 
And they’re old, all right, before she 
gives ’em away. But she’s got class, 
and she can put over anything on 
Carita. Stays here for weeks and 
borrows money off her, too. She 
and that Gallagher fellow. He 
makes me sick!”

“Why?” asked Dolores.
“ French, they call him, but Gal

lagher’s his name. It seems Carita 
met him over in Paris. And now, 
whenever old Sackett’s away, he’s 
always hanging around, and sort of 
making love to Carita, in that 
foreign kind of way. I ’ve seen them 
like him. He’ll get her in bad, in 
the end.”

“ Do you think she cares for 
him?”

“Well,”  said Selma, “ you got to 
remember her husband’s thirty 
years older than her, and that Gal
lagher’s a good-looking feller. I 
wouldn’t say she cared a lot for

him right now. Not like she cares 
for Reynard.”

“ Reynard?”
“ Yes. It was his cousin sent you 

here, wasn’t it? Then maybe you 
know him?”

“ I ’ve seen him.”
“ He’s a real man,” said Selma. 

“ He’s generous, and he’s got a nice 
kind of joking way. Carita was 
pretty crazy about him, but he sort 
of discouraged her. I heard he was 
in love with the Keyes girl. You 
know Frank Keyes—the one that’s 
just married that good-looking girl. 
I seen her picture in the paper; sort 
of like you, she is. Would you think 
a girl’d do that? Marry one of those 
old fellows? Well!” She smiled 
grimly. “ I guess they earn their 
money,”  she said.

Dolores was unable to speak for 
a moment. The sound of those fa
miliar names profoundly disturbed 
her. But she was desperately anx
ious to know if any hint of the 
tragedy had yet seeped out into the 
world through these underground 
channels.

“ Mr. Keyes married a girl—  
younger than himself?” she 
prompted. But Selma had no more 
to say.

And there was nothing in the eve
ning newspapers.

“ He’s broken his word!”  Dolores 
thought, lying awake in anguish.

No one had found Frank. He 
was still there, alone, shut in that 
dim room, abandoned, cruelly de
serted.

Carita had a morning newspaper, 
but she rarely glanced at it, and 
Dolores had no opportunity to see 
it. She was to be thankful for that 
later.

For when she went down to get 
her own breakfast, Selma and Agnes 
were discussing—Mrs. Keyes.

“ I think she done it,” said Selma.



Brides O f Crime 91

“ Keyes, he was an old man, and she 
must ’a’ married him for his money. 
And I ’ll bet you there was some 
young feller around the corner 
somewhere,5, Whatever would a 
rich man like that be doing in a flat 
like that? Followed her there, I bet 
you! And she runs off there, to 
give some of her new money to this 
boy friend.”

Dolores sat dowm at the kitchen 
table, and was silent for a moment, 
struggling against a sick faintness.

“What’s happened?” she asked.
“ It’s this Keyes,” said Agnes, 

eager to explain. “Found dead— 
murdered—in one of them flats. 
You know them flats where them 
rich women make appointments and 
all. Shot on his wedding night, he 
was. And his bride’s gone. It says 
here— wait. Here it is:

“ Miss Liza Keyes, daughter of the mur
dered man, told reporters yesterday that, 
when the news of her father’s tragic death 
was communicated to her by the police, she 
at once notified Mrs. Keyes. ‘Mrs. Keyes,’ 
she said, ‘seemed dazed by the horror of it 
all. She asked to be left alone. After an 
hour, I thought some one ought to be with 
her. Our family physician had arrived, and 
I wanted him to see her. I knocked at her 
door, but got no answer. After some time, 
I became alarmed at the continued silence 
and summoned the butler to break open the 
door. We found the room empty. Later in 
the day, Mrs. Keyes telephoned to me that 
she had gone away until she had somewhat 
recovered from the shock.

“ When questioned, Miss Keyes admitted 
that her stepmother had spoken in a 
strange, dazed way, very different from her 
usual manner. Doctor Sampler, the Keyes’s 
family physician, gave it as his opinion that 
Mrs. Keyes’s nerves had been seriously de
ranged by the news of her husband’s death 
on their wedding night. The police have 
instituted a nation-wide search for the miss
ing woman.”

“ This Liza Keyes, she says the 
other was in the house all night,” 
observed the cook.

“ Oh, they all stick together,” said

Agnes. “ And even if she done it, 
and it’s proved on her, nothing’ll 
happen to her. She’ll just get up 
there in the court, and her with all 
that money, and so good-looking, 
and thev’li find some excuse for 
her.”

Dolores tried to raise her cup Qf 
coffee to her lips, but her hand shook 
so that she had to set it down.

“May I see the paper?” she asked.
It was handed to her, and she 

read what was there. Frank Keyes 
had been found dead, in that 
shabby little flat on the West Side. 
But there was no word about the 
revolver, or the necklace. And Liza 
asserted that she had not left the 
apartment that night; she even had 
a maid to testify to seeing Mrs. 
Keyes in bed at eleven o ’clock.

“No one will believe that,” she 
thought. “The police are looking 
for me. They know.”

There was her photograph in the 
newspaper; another one in the eve
ning paper; not good ones, but rec
ognizable. In terror, she saw Carita 
looking at that picture, watched the 
faces of her fellow servants. Surely 
some one would see------

But no one did.
“ She looks like Mary,”  Agnes 

said once, but Selma and the cook 
denied that.

“ All made up, the way they are,” 
said Selma. “ If you was to really 
see her, she wouldn’t be that good- 
looking.”

Their attitude toward the case 
was one of very warm interest and 
faint contempt. Dolores had been 
three days in the house then, long 
enough to realize how natural, even 
inevitable, this was. She herself 
had had experience of Mrs. White- 
ly’s smiling imposition, of Carita’s 
whims and sudden changes of mood. 
She had learned how exhausting it 
was to be perpetually at the beck
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and call of another person, to spend 
one’s days, not in definite work, but 
in suiting another person’s con
venience.

No one was actually unkind; both 
Mrs. Whitely and Mrs. Sackett 
would have sworn on earth that 
they were very considerate and po
lite to Mary Fallon. They said 
“ please” and “ thank you” ; she had 
enough to eat, a room to herself. 
The other servants were civil to her, 
Selma and the cook really friendly. 
But she was an outsider; they all 
saw in her something alien, some
thing that forbade any genuine con
fidence. And for the first time in 
her life, she knew what loneliness 
was.

Sometimes at night, she would 
make up her mind that it would be 
better to go back, at any cost, to 
tell her incredible story, and to be 
at least near her aunt again. Any
thing would be better than this 
loneliness, this perpetual dread of 
discovery.

But then she would think of 
Frank. The one thing she could do 
for Frank was to protect Liza.

“ If they find the murderer!” she 
thought. “ They must find him.” 

But day after day, she scanned 
the newspapers, and the murderer 
was not found. There were columns 
about herself, filled with the most 
intimate details; her old life in 
Porto Rico, her school days; every
thing was dragged out, made the 
most of, for she was the most ro
mantic figure in the tragedy.

And under all this, never in ac
tual words, but always implied, was 
the belief in her guilt.

Her aunt refused, for some time, 
to make any sort of statement; but 
in the end she was forced to it.

“ Mrs. Casson, the aunt of the 
missing woman, said to-day: ‘I am 
sure that my niece will soon return, 
and that everything will be ex
plained.’ ”

“ She doesn’t believe that,” 
thought Dolores. “ She’d stand by 
me through anything, but she 
doesn’t know me.”

It occurred to her that in the 
whole world there wras no one who 
really knew her— no one who could 
have blind and utter faith in her.

She was alone in her dilemma. It looked as if only a miracle could help her. Be 
sure not to miss the follow ing installment in the next week’s issue o f Detective

Story Magazine.

FREE A T  LAST

AFTER being incarcerated in a Charleston prison in Massachusetts 
for thirty-four years, Henry Stewart walked out recently a free 

- man. He had been in prison on a murder charge since 1897.
It was a spring day in 1897 when Henry Stewart last looked upon 

Boston and it was a spring day in 1931 when he again looked upon the 
streets he had once known so well. Before entering prison there had been 
no huge buildings, no streets filled with automobiles and elevated trains, 
nor were there as many pedestrians thirty-four years ago. Of course, 
he had heard of all of these changes which had taken place, but hearing 
and seeing are quite different.



IN A  NUTSHELL
By ASIA KAGOWAN

It was worth two thousand dollars to be called a dunce.

T HERE was an aggravating 
flavor of mystery about 
that telephone call. The 
woman’s voice, had been so 

low that Mr. Pooglesnup could 
hardly distinguish her words. Low 
and hurried, as if she had been 
afraid somebody might overhear her. 
Panicky, too, as if fright had carried 
her to that verge from which a lady 
either dives into a faint or flies into 
a fit of hysterics. But why on earth 
couldn’t she have been a little more 
definite? Why did she have to hang 
up the confounded receiver at the 
end of that single sentence?

“ Please come over to Mrs. Mar- 
den’s, on the Drive, right away.” 

Little Mr. Pooglesnup’s mild fea
tures almost managed a scowl as he

gaped at the suddenly silenced tele
phone.

“ M y goodness,” he squeaked, 
“ but women are exasperating! I ’ve 
got a good notion not to go.”

Almost instantaneously, however, 
he had a better notion. The spirit 
of detecting was much too strong 
wflthin him to permit him to hesitate 
more than a fraction of a second 
about answering this S O S .  Nobody 
would send out an agonized appeal 
to the world’s greatest detective like 
that unless there were imminent 
danger. Even now, steely fingers 
might be clutching at Mrs. Marden’s 
throat!

“ M y goodness!” he repeated, 
bouncing to his feet. “ They might 
be murdering her this very minute!
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Martha! Martha! Where is my 
hat?”

A throaty grumbling issued from 
the next room, where Mrs. Poogle- 
snup was busy with the practical 
duties of housewifery.

“ I ain’t got no time to fool away 
lookin’ for your hat,” it advised un
feelingly. “ If you’re crazy enough 
to imagine you’re a detective, you 
can track it down yerself. You 
won’t need it nohow if she’s been 
murdered. They ain’t wearin’ hats 
at funerals.”

Obviously, there would be no help 
from this quarter. As a sleuth, Mr. 
Pooglesnup reflected bitterly, he had 
a hard and lonesome row to hoe. 
Everybody, even his own wife, 
made fun of him. It almost made 
him feel like swearing sometimes, 
in spite of the fact that he had been 
a Sunday-school teacher for upward 
of forty years. Almost? By golly, 
he would swear! This very minute!

“ Dang!” he exploded, yanking 
open a desk drawer violently.

“ Ulysses!” came the shocked 
voice of his wife.

Ulysses did not answer. He dived 
into the desk drawer, pulled out his 
revolver, his flashlight, his magni
fying lens, a pair of handcuffs, and 
a false mustache. These things, he 
transferred rapidly to his coat 
pockets. A frenzied moment he 
spent in search of his hat, which, by 
the way, lay on his desk directly in 
front of his nose, but the thing 
eluded him. Then he dashed out the 
door bareheaded, his scattering gray 
hairs wildly askew, his bulging coat 
pockets flopping ludicrously. His 
sixty odd years may have been evi
dent in the oldish innocence of his 
face, but one thought only of ninety 
pounds of animated wild cat as the 
little man bounced across the side
walk and into the door of a taxicab.

There was only one Mrs. Marden,

on the Drive. That was a big, old 
mansion of brick and stone, nestling 
close to the park, hidden behind a 
twenty-foot hedge of densely packed 
evergreens and occupied by a 
wealthy widowed lady of advanced 
years and peculiar ideas. The dis
tance was less than a dozen blocks. 
The taxicab whirled him there with 
such dispatch that the agitated 
little sleuth had no time to get what 
he called his deductive mind 
smoothed out into the proper mood 
for deducing things.

One idea, however, did pop into 
his head as he alighted and paid his 
fare. It landed there with such 
force as practically to paralyze him 
for a second.

“ My goodness!” he thought. 
“ Maybe that wasn’t Mrs. Marden 
that called me. She spends lots of 
time in Europe. Maybe she left 
the house vacant and some big 
crooks got in there. They might 
be trying to trap me. To p-p-put 
me on the s-s-s-spot!”

Five feet two and ninety pounds 
is not a build usually associated with 
great physical bravery. Mr. Poogle
snup occasionally demonstrated this 
fact by permitting his teeth to chat
ter and his knees to wabble in situa
tions of real or fancied danger. But 
he was so overcharged with moral 
courage that he could never bring 
himself to avoid anything that re
sembled trouble. Usually, he fooled 
around on the edge of it till he fell in.

Caution, in this instance, urged 
him not to go in— at least, not 
directly. He walked around the 
block. At the rear of the premises, 
he found a gap in the hedge. He 
slipped through this stealthily, as a 
detective should. It led him to a 
hiding place between a bush and the 
side of the garage, where he stopped 
to decide what to do next.

“ If those crooks think they’re go
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ing to trap V. Ulysses Pooglesnup,” 
he boasted, “ I ’ll show ’em some
thing, by dang!”

From his position, he could see 
the rear door, one side of the house 
and the walk leading in from the 
street. Everything was quiet. Ab
normally quiet, he thought. There 
seemed to be that portentous still
ness about the place that is supposed 
to precede volcanic eruptions, earth
quakes, presidential elections, and 
other calamities. He was more than 
ever convinced that it was a plot of 
the big crooks to lure him to destruc
tion. Yet, on the other hand, some
body might be in there murdering 
Mrs. Marden right now. What to 
do? What to do?

Then he heard a voice. The thing 
sounded like it was directly behind 
his left ear, and he jumped a good 
six inches. Wheeling around, he dis
covered that it came from an open 
window about eight feet above him. 
The garage was a two-story struc
ture, with living quarters for the 
chauffeur overhead.

It was a woman’s voice. Further
more, it was the same voice that had 
come to him over the phone: 
scarcely louder than a whisper; still 
tense, panic-stricken, tearful.

“George, what on earth are we go
ing to do?”

A man’s voice, hoarse, sullen, gut
tural, answered:

“ We’re in bad, Mary, that’s all. 
We ain’t got a chance.”

A pause. The woman was crying. 
Then:

“ George, look me in the eyes. 
You didn’t do it, did you?”

A longer pause. At length, the 
man growled an answer. But, some
how, his tones failed to carry con
viction.

“ Naw, I don’t know nothin’ about 
it, but a fat lot o’ good it’ll do to 
tell ’em that, with the record I got.

The bulls ain’t givin’ a three-timer 
any o ’ the breaks these days. I can 
feel it in my bones right now that 
I ’m gonna get hooked for this job. 
I  got a good notion to blow right 
now, while the blowin’s good.”

“No, please, no. Not that. Can’t 
you see how much worse that would 
make it look? If they caught yod, 
and they’re bound to, they’d just 
consider that you tried to escape be
cause you wrere guilty.”

“ Well, I ’m gonna have a run for 
my money, anyhow, and you better 
come along. Don’t forget you done 
a stretch yourself once. Them bulls 
ain’t gonna handle you with no kid 
gloves, neither. The best thing we 
can do is to lam.”

“ No, George, I  won’t. And I 
wTon’t let you do it, either. W7e 
promised each other we’d go 
straight, and we’re going to do it. If 
we got away from here and couldn’t 
get work, we’d drift back into the 
old life.”

“Yeah, I ’m willin’ to go straight 
if they give me half a chance. But 
they won’t do it. Old lady Marden 
knows we been crooks. Them buz
zards o ’ cops know it. Between ’em, 
I ’m gonna draw that twenty years 
in Joliet over this; see if I don’t. 
And I wouldn’t be surprised if 
they’d send you up, too. You know 
how much chance an ex-con’s got 
in court if he ain’t got no coin. Once 
they get the bracelets on us, we’re 
as good as done for, even if they 
ain’t got no real evidence. That 
prosecutin’ attorney can make a 
jury believe that black’s white and 
a cow’s got eleven legs. And you 
know we ain't got a nickel to hire a 
lawyer.”

“ I—I ’ve saved a little money, 
George. I telephoned for a detec
tive already.”

“ A detective? What in thunder 
did you do that for? Them guys
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is ali in with the cops, hand and foot. 
What’s his name?”

“Pooglesnup. In the telephone 
directory it says he’s the world’s 
greatest detective.”

There was another slight pause. 
Then the man addressed as George 
roared with laughter.

“ That guy!” he exploded. “ Say, 
Mary, don’t you ever read the 
papers? That bloke ain’t no detec
tive! He’s jist a nut that thinks he 
is. Works with the cops now and 
then, and they jist string him along 
for the fun of it and make him think 
he’s detectin’ . Mother o’ Me
thuselah! And you called him!” 

Down in his hiding place, little 
Mr. Pooglesnup fairly gnashed his 
artificial teeth. It seemed like every
body made fun of him. Whenever 
he did solve a case, the confounded 
newspaper reporters wrote it up like 
it was a joke. Some of these days, 
he’d sue them for libel, by dang!
But just now------

The woman was crying again.
“I didn’t know, George. I did the 

best I could. And I had to do 
something. We can’t just run 
away.”

“ Not now,” growled George. “ The 
bulls are cornin’ . See ’em? The 
place is surrounded by this time. 
Too late for a fade-out now.”

“ I guess I ’d better go in the 
house,” said the woman. “ Promise 
me you won’t try to get away, 
George. We’ve got to stay here and 
prove we’re innocent.”

“ I promise,” growled George 
morosely. “ I ain’t fool enough to 
try gettin’ away now. So long, 
Mary. See you in jail.”

There was the noise of footsteps 
descending a staircase. Mr. Poogle
snup, peering through the bush, saw 
a black-haired, good-looking girl of 
possibly twenty, dressed in a maid’s 
costume, emerge from the garage

door. Her eyes were red from 
weeping. Her shoulders drooped de
jectedly. He watched her as she 
disappeared into the servants’ en
trance of the house.

For a moment more, he remained 
hidden, his tiny bosom badly torn 
between two emotions, sympathy 
for the girl and rage at practically 
everybody else in the world. A nut, 
eh? V. Ulysses Pooglesnup a nut! 
By dang, he’d show ’em! His gray 
hair fairly bristled as he popped 
from his hiding place and swaggered 
around the house to the front door.

As he mounted the front steps, a 
gruff, genial voice boomed into his 
ear.

“Hello, Poogle,” it greeted. 
“What are you doing here?”

Mr. Pooglesnup looked up. Head 
and shoulders above him towered 
“ Big Bill” Conroy, acting chief of 
the city detective bureau. Ordi
narily, Mr. Conroy and Mr. Poogle
snup were more or less on friendly 
terms, but at present the aberrant 
little detective was in the mood that 
starts revolutions.

“ That’s my business!” he retorted 
nastily.

“ Eh?” exclaimed the surprised 
Conroy. “ Why, you confounded 
little runt, don’t you dare to get 
sassy to me. Where’s your hat?”

Mr. Pooglesnup had forgotten all 
about his hat. He put a hand to his 
bare head thoughtfully.

“ Oh,” he recalled. “ I came away 
in a hurry, you know'. I was called 
in on this case so suddenly that------ ”

“ Dickens you were!” interrupted 
Conroy. “ So Mrs. Marden called 
you in, too? How7 long you been 
here? Find out anything yet?”

Mr. Pooglesnup ignored the first 
question.

“ Well,”  he piped evasively, “ I ’ve 
been here quite a while. I ’ve done 
a good bit of detecting already.”

DS—6E
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“ So!” Conroy accused, winking at 
the group of detectives loitering 
near the door. “ Stole a march on 
us again, eh? All right, Poogle, 
speak up. Who did the job?”

Just then, Mr. Pooglesnup re
called that he had not yet ascer
tained what sort of a crime had 
been committed.

“ What job?” he asked innocently.
“ Confound you!” growled the un

suspecting Conroy. “ Can’t you act 
dumb when you want to, though! 
Gotta drag everything out of you 
with wild horses! Who stole the 
Rajah’s Ransom, of course?”

Mr. Pooglesnup allowed his 
lower jaw to sag ludicrously. So 
that’s what it was? He knew about 
the Rajah’s Ransom, certainly. It 
was one of the largest and most 
valuable diamonds that had ever 
come to America. Certainly, it was 
the most famous. When Mrs. Mar- 
den had bought it, only recently, the 
story had been spread all over the 
papers. The theft of such a stone 
was a more sensational matter than 
a murder. The information almost 
took him off his feet.

However, he concealed that fact 
admirably by assuming the expres
sion of an owl.

“ Of course,”  he squeaked. “ I 
supposed that was what you meant. 
Rut then I haven’t got down to de
tecting who stole it yet. I ’ve just 
got through detecting who didn’t 
steal it.”

The front door opened at that 
moment, which saved him from fur
ther grilling. Conroy and the other 
detectives from the head office, who 
had been waiting for admission, 
swung around and went in.

“ Come on, Poogle,” grunted Con
roy, and that undersized individual 
trotted along in their wake just 
like a small boy sneaking into a 
circus.

D S— 7E

It was the maid, Mary, who had 
opened the door. She led them at 
once to a room on the second floor. 
The door to this was of heavy oak, 
rough, unvarnished, and criss
crossed with strip iron, so that it 
resembled the entrance to a feudal 
castle or a seventeeth-century cala
boose. Here she rapped.

“ Come in,” called a woman’s 
voice. Coincidentally, the peculiar 
barrier slid noiselessly upward and 
disappeared into a groove.

The bevy of investigators entered. 
The door fell behind them, effec
tually barring exit. The maid re
mained w'ithout.

“ Humph!” muttered Conroy. 
“Looks like a museum.”

The room was indeed a mam
moth affair. There was no ceiling. 
Only the great beams overhead, and 
beyond these the roof. The walls 
had been left unfinished.

The general aspect of roughness, 
hotvever, was a matter of design. 
The immense chamber was fairly 
packed with the most costly of an
tique furniture. Priceless tapestries 
hung on the walls. There was a 
fortune in Oriental rugs on the floor, 
and several more fortunes scattered 
about in the shapes of rare vases, 
statuettes, paintings and other 
what nots that the wealthy unem
ployed chase around the world to 
collect. One might have called it 
a burglar’s paradise, but one was in
stantly struck by the fact that each 
of the numerous windows was vrell 
protected with heavy bars, and that 
the only other possible point of entry 
was the fortified door with the trick 
method of opening.

Mrs. Marden reclined at ease on 
a gold-and-purple contraption re
sembling the throne of a maharani. 
She was a voluminous woman, fussy, 
overdressed and bowed down with 
an air of vast importance. She
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lifted a lorgnette and gazed at the 
intruders condescendingly.

“ Be seated, gentlemen,,J> she 
granted acidly, “ while I explain the 
theft of the Rajah’s Ransom.”

The detectives looked around 
hopelessly at the rickety antique 
chairs, and remained standing. Mrs. 
Marden got to her feet with diffi
culty and waddled to an ancient ma
hogany dressing table that stood by 
an equally ancient four-poster bed.

“ I have always had a theory,” she 
went on, “ that simple places of con
cealment, for small articles of great 
value, are much better than locks. 
Safes, you know, are only tempta
tions for fingers that know how to 
open them, and sometimes one gets 
servants that are skilled in that line. 
But first I will show you my safe.”  

She touched a spring. A great 
stone in the side of the fireplace 
moved out, exposing a cleverly con
cealed crypt. From this, she took 
a brilliant, egg-shaped stone that 
bore a remarkable resemblance to a 
large diamond.

“ Here,” she went on, “ is a paste 
replica of the Rajah’s Ransom. I 
keep it there for a purpose. If the 
safe had been broken into by any 
one looking for the diamond, they 
would, of course, have taken only 
the imitation. Unfortunately, in 
this case, the safe was not molested. 
The thief apparently knew of the 
hiding place of the real diamond.” 

“And where was that, madam?” 
asked Conroy impatiently.

“ In a walnut shell,” said Mrs. 
Marden. “ On this dressing table.” 

“ In a walnut shell?”  exploded 
Conroy. “ Not even locked up?” 

Mrs. Marden turned her lorgnette 
on the detective chief disapprov
ingly.

“ Personally,” she emphasized, “ I 
thought it a very clever idea. I am 
a lover of English walnuts, and I

always keep a bowl of them on my 
table. One day I discovered that 
the stone just fitted snugly into a 
shell, so I cemented the halves to
gether and left it inside. By mark
ing the shell, I was able to distin
guish it from the others, so that I 
never opened it by mistake. And 
certainly, you must admit, it would 
be the last place in the world a, 
thief would think of looking for a 
diamond.”

“ Yeah,” commented Conroy 
dryly. “ Well, this one must have 
thought of looking at the last place 
first. Anything else taken?”

“ Nothing,” said Mrs. Marden. 
“ The peculiar part is that not even 
another walnut was missing from 
the bowl. I always keep an even 
dozen there, so I can tell at a 
glance.”

“ When did you first miss it?” de
manded Conroy.

“ It disappeared between eight and 
ten this morning, and I was in the 
room during the entire period.”

“ Who else was in here?”
“ Only one other person. That 

was the maid who admitted you just 
now.”

Conroy shrugged his shoulders 
and winked at the other detectives.

“ Yeah,” he boomed, “ I guess we 
won’t need to do much lookin’, boys. 
I recognized her as we came in. Did 
you know your maid’s name was 
Mary Jasper, Mrs. Marden, and that 
she done a stretch for shopliftin’ 
once?”

“ I did,”  replied Mrs. Marden. 
“ You probably know that I am in
terested in an organization for the 
reformation of criminals. I believe 
in giving them a chance. This girl 
has been in my employ since the day 
she left prison. Not only that, but 
when her brother, George Jasper, 
was discharged from his third term 
in Joliet, I  hired him as my chauf
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feur. He lives in the garage apart
ment now,”

“ Whew!” Conroy whistled. “ And 
with that kind of hired help, you 
leave diamonds layin’ around in nut
shells! Did this maid know where 
you kept it?”

“ It is quite possible that she may 
have discovered that,” admitted 
Mrs. Marden. “ Under the circum
stances, of course, I  realize that she 
has to be guilty. But here is the 
trouble. I discovered the theft be
fore she left the room. I charged 
her with it at once, and searched her 
immediately, and she did not have it. 
I have also searched this room thor
oughly, and I can swear that it is 
not hidden in here. What I want 
you to do”—here Mrs. Marden’s 
voice rose viciously—“ is to get the 
Rajah’s Ransom back. The girl 
took it and I know it, but don’t you 
take her away from here till she 
tells what she did with it. After 
that, you can give her fifty years 
for all I care. I ’m through reform
ing criminals.”

Conroy grinned and went to a 
window near the dressing table. He 
stood looking out for a minute, whis
tling.

“ Easy enough,” he murmured. 
“ She stood here and tossed the thing 
out between the bars. Tom, run 
downstairs and see if you don’t find 
some footprints in the flower bed 
under this window. Then measure 
the chauffeur’s feet and see if they 
don’t fit the spots. Then bring him 
up here and we’ll talk turkey to him. 
Get the idea, Mrs. Marden?”

The voluminous lady opened her 
trick door for the detective to de
part on his mission.

“ I see,” she mused. “ She threw it 
out to her brother, of course. I 
never thought of that.”

“ Slick pair,” commented Conroy, 
thrusting his hands complacently

into his trousers pockets. “ But we’ll 
get ’em. Eh, Poogle?”

Little Mr. Pooglesnup, all this 
time, had been standing with his 
hands folded behind him, apparently 
absorbed in contemplation of the 
roof. Now he put his head on one 
side and rewarded Mr. Conroy with 
something approximating a nasty 
look.

“ Don’t bother me,” he squeaked. 
“ I ’m deducing things.”

With that, he wThipped out his 
magnifying lens and stooped over 
the dressing table in the attitude of 
a vest-pocket edition of Sherlock 
Holmes.

At that Conroy bellowed with 
laughter.

“ Deducing things, eh?” he roared. 
“ Oh, grandma, if he ain’t lookin’ for 
the criminal’s tracks on the dresser 
with his blessed readin’ glass!”

“ Who is this person?”  demanded 
Mrs. Marden, drawing her lorgnette 
on the little sleuth. “ Isn’t he one 
of your men?”

“ Gosh, no!” supplied Conroy. 
“ He’s a— kind of a private detec
tive. Very private! Nobody knows 
it but himself. Didn’t you send for 
him?”

“ I!” exclaimed Mrs. Marden 
frigidly. “ How ridiculous! I don’t 
understand at all howT he got in here. 
Get out of my house this instant, 
you—you------ ”

“ I—I guess he’s the man I sent 
for, Mrs. Marden,” interrupted the 
apologetic voice of the maid, who 
had just stolen in. “ I thought he 
was a big detective and maybe he 
could find the diamond and------ ”

“ Humph!” exploded Mrs. Mar
den. “ What’s the use in keeping up 
this innocence stuff any longer, 
Mary? You couldn’t fool a child 
with it. It’s utterly impossible that 
anybody could have taken that 
stone but you. We know what your
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game is. You’ve hidden the thing 
and think you’ll sell it when you get 
out of jail, don’t you?”

“Yes’m. No’m, I mean,”  cried 
Mary.

"Well,” blustered Mrs. Marden, 
" I ’ll tell you right now that you 
never will get out of jail, either you 
or George, I ’ve got influence, and 
I ’ll see that you don’t.”

“ Yes’m,” blubbered Mary.
“ But if you’ll confess right now,” 

wheedled the lady of the house, “ and 
bring the Rajah’s Ransom back, I ’ll 
withdraw charges and let both of 
you go free, just so you get out of 
my house. What do you say?”

“ I don’t know nothin’ about it,” 
wailed Mary. “ I never even seen 
the thing.”

Mrs. Marden looked at Conroy 
with an exasperated sigh. Conroy 
grinned and lifted a finger.

“All right, boys,” he said. “ Take 
her downstairs and give her the 
works.”

Two hard-featured plain-clothes 
men sidled up to the sobbing girl. 
Each taking an arm, they escorted 
her from the room with a dispatch 
bordering on violence. Conroy 
grinned again.

“Only way to handle them tough 
eggs,” he puffed. “ Give ’em a little 
good, old-fashioned third-degree 
stuff. She’ll soon talk, if she ain’t 
made outta iron.”

There was a scuffling noise at the 
door. Two more detectives entered, 
dragging between them George, the 
chauffeur.

“ Find the footprints?”  demanded 
Conroy.

“Yep,”  answered one of the offi
cial pair. “ Right below the window 
in the flower bed. And they fit this 
bird’s fppt ”

“ Yeah,”’ growled George. “ Of 
course, they do. Can’t a guy even 
step into a flower bed to pick a

flower without all the dicks in town 
landin’ on him?”

“Pretty expensive flower you 
picked this morning,”  retorted Con
roy. “ Now lookee here, George! 
You and me know you got twenty 
years bangin’ over you, and you’re 
gonna git it if you don’t come clean. 
What did you do with that piece o ’ 
glass your sister tossed out the win
dow to you?”

For a moment, the chauffeur 
glared morosely at the chief. Then 
his eyes dropped to the floor and he 
slumped into a hangdog attitude of 
guilt.

“ I don’t know nothin’ about it, 
he muttered thickly.

“ All right,” snapped Conroy. 
“ Take him in that room across the 
hall, boys, and sock it to him.”

Exit the chauffeur, and the de
parture was several degrees more 
violent than his sister’s. A door 
slammed across the hall. There 
came the sound of blows and a 
smothered curse. Mrs. Marden 
gritted her teeth.

“ Ordinarily, Mr. Conroy,” she 
said, “ I am distinctly opposed to 
such methods. But, of course, in 
this case------ ”

“ Sure,” said Conroy cheerfully. 
“ It’s different when it happens to 
you. Oh, you’ll learn not to be so 
squeamish about these crooks, Mrs. 
Marden. Gotta treat ’em rough, 
tha’s all.”

From below came the sound of the 
maid’s sobbing.

“ That’s terrible,”  complained 
Mrs. Marden.

“ It certainly is,”  piped up Mr. 
Pooglesnup suddenly.

Mrs. Marden wheeled upon him 
with poised lorgnette. She had 
reached the point where she must 
vent her wrath on somebody.

“ What do you know about such 
things?”  she demanded. “ Get out
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of my house this instant, you ridicu
lous little dunce!”

Poor Mr. Pooglesmip gaped at 
her. His face turned red, then white. 
He looked at the floor, then at the 
roof. Finally, he turned his back 
and stalked more or less majestically 
out the door.

“ All right,” he called back. “ I 
will, you ridiculous big dunce!”

Bubbling over with indignation, 
he went down the stairs and out the 
front door. From there, he cut 
directly into the park, which fringed 
one side of the house, and dropped 
into a bench to cool off.

This process required some fifteen 
minutes. After that, for the place 
was quiet and peaceful, he began to 
fall into the deductive mood that is 
the first requisite for solving all 
great detective problems.

About an hour later, up to which 
time he had not deduced anything 
of importance, a phenomenon of na
ture came to his aid.

“ So that’s what those marks were 
on that dressing table!”  he squeaked, 
suddenly bouncing to his feet.

Vastly excited, he pounced upon 
a small stick and began punching 
holes in the ground. This peculiar 
occupation kept him busy another 
hour. Then, just as suddenly, he 
dropped the stick and raced back to 
the house.

“ I ’ve got it!” he shrieked, bound
ing up the stairs.

The entire party were once again 
grouped in the big room. It was 
apparent that the third degree had 
been useless. The detectives were 
vicious and Mrs. Marden furious. 
George and his weeping sister, hand
cuffed together, were lined up ready

for the trip to the jail. Every one 
stared, open-mouthed, at the funny 
little man as he swaggered up to 
Mrs. Marden, holding out what ap
peared to be a large English walnut.

Mrs. Marden screamed and broke 
the thing open. Out into the palm 
of her hand tumbled the blazing, 
blue-white diamond.

“ Where did he hide it?”  she de
manded.

“He buried it in the park,” ex
plained Mr. Pooglesnup. “ I saw his 
footprints on the table with my mag
nifying lens. Then I sat down in 
the park and saw him come in after 
another. There he is now! Look 
at him!”

Triumphantly, the world’s great
est detective leveled his index finger 
at a small, red squirrel sitting on the 
dressing table. While they watched, 
the little trickster took a walnut 
from the bowl, scampered up the 
rough wall to an overhead beam, 
poised for a second on a high win
dow sill on the park side, and leaped 
nimbly to the limb of the nearest 
tree.

Mrs. Marden broke the silence 
first.

“ Mr. Conroy,” she said, “ take 
those handcuffs off. Then take your 
silly detectives, catch that squirrel, 
and give him the third degree. I 
never did agree with your methods, 
anyhow. George and Mary, if you 
will stay with me, I ’ll agree to raise 
your wages ten dollars a week. 
What is your fee, Mr. Snooglepup?”

“ It ’s worth two thousand dollars 
to be called a dunce!” squeaked that 
individual defiantly.

“ Fair enough,” conceded Mrs. 
Marden, as she wrote the check.



WHO KILLED 
FARMER PHELPS?

(A True Crime Story)

By HUGO SOLOMON
Two killers go free after confessing their crime.

T was barely daylight when 
Charlie Stielovv, a farm 
hand, arose, on the Phelps 
farm near West Shelby, 

New York. He dressed slowly, for 
he saw no reason to hurry; to-day 
was Monday, March %L2, 1915, ac
cording to the calendar on the wall; 
all he could look forward to was an
other week of monotonous toil and

poor food. Inside the house it was 
fairly warm; through the windows 
he could see a heavy blanket of snow 
that had fallen during the night.

Reluctantly Charlie Stielow opened 
the door and started down the steps, 
but before he reached the ground 
lie cried out in terror. There, on 
the bottom step, was the body of 
Margaret Wolcott, housekeeper for
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Phelps, clad only in a white cotton 
nightgown streaked -with blood. 
Stielow regained his composure and 
bent over the woman to examine her 
more carefully; the blood had appar
ently come from a wound near the 
heart; when he looked up he saw- 
footprints in the snow which led 
from the employer’s front porch.

The Phelps farm house was on 
the opposite side of the road; Stie
low followed the dead woman’s trail 
until he reached the kitchen door, 
which was open, w-ith a hole in one 
of its four glass panes. Inside, 
Phelps lay on the floor, unconscious, 
with three gunshot wounds. The 
hired man glanced hastily at this 
scene of tragedy, and then ran for 
the nearest neighbor. Within the 
hour, a doctor, the sheriff, and half 
of Orleans County had arrived and 
had destroyed most of the clews.

Phelps died in the hospital at two 
o ’clock that afternoon without gain
ing consciousness long enough to say 
a word. A bloodhound sent on the 
trail of footprints found nothing; 
fourteen people were questioned by 
the sheriff and his deputies, but at 
the end of the day the only known 
facts were these: robbery was the 
apparent motive, since money was 
missing from a draw-er; the murder 
probably took place about eleven 
o ’clock the previous night; a 22-cali
ber rifle was undoubtedly the mur
der w'eapon, since that was the size 
of the wound. The sheriff was a 
popular politician, but his position 
was challenged by an angry popu
lace that demanded action.

Charles B. Phelps was a seventy- 
year-old bachelor, noted for saving 
money and quarreling with his em
ployees. Charlie Stielow lived in 
the employees’ house on the oppo
site side of the road with his wife, 
two children, his wife’s mother, and 
Nelson Green, his wife’s brother.

None of these people was especially 
intelligent, but all were peaceful citi
zens. In spite of their reputation 
for orderliness, the finger of suspi
cion pointed in their direction.

At the coroner’s inquest, both 
Stielow and Nelson Green swore 
that they did not own any firearms, 
but a private detective agency hired 
by the sheriff sent operatives who 
found a .22-caliber revolver, a -22- 
caliber rifle, and a shotgun which 
had belonged to Stielow at the time 
of the murder. On April 20th, two 
of the private detectives arrested 
Green; early the next morning they 
induced him to sign a confession 
which implicated his brother-in-law. 
The ink on this document was 
hardly dry before Stielow was ar
rested and confined in a cell at a 
distance from that occupied by his 
kinsman. He, too, was urged to 
write a confession. Stielow con
sented; both confessions agreed in 
essentials, but a careful examination 
showed that neither contained any 
unknown information.

Each confessed to robbing the 
aged farmer, but each said that the 
other started the operations and 
fired the fatal shots. Both agreed 
that they waited for Phelps to re
tire, and then pounded on his 
kitchen door for him to let them 
enter. Finally, after the lapse of 
several minutes, Phelps came to the 
door with a lamp in his hand and 
admitted them, but demanded the 
reason for this untimely call. Ac
cording to their story, the two men 
then shot Phelps several times, and 
started for his bedroom, which was 
supposed to contain money and val
uable jewelry.

Before the pair of robbers could 
reach their employer’s sleeping 
quarters, the housekeeper, Miss 
Wolcott, ran from her room, darted 
through the kitchen, and left the
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house by the back door. To arrest 
the woman’s flight, the men chased 
her to the door, and then fired at 
her through some glass panes. 
Without waiting to see whether or 
not their bullets found a target, Nel
son and Stielow then searched 
Phelps’s bedroom until they found 
his money, and then hurried away.

On the way to their own home, 
the two farm hands said, they were 
attracted by the sounds of moaning 
coming from their own porch. 
Quickening their steps, they soon 
came close enough to see Miss Wol
cott clawing at the front door in a 
mad effort to gain admittance. 
Without paying attention to her 
frantic screams and scratching, Nel
son and Stielow went around to the 
rear of the tenant house, entered, 
and went to bed. Their women de
manded the cause of all the wild 
crying, but the men dismissed their 
questions as idle feminine curiosity. 
“Just a wild cat caught in some 
trap,” was one explanation. Un
fortunately for the prisoners, the 
confessions which they signed proved 
to be traps for themselves.

On July 12th the trial opened. 
The confessions were introduced by 
the prosecuting attorney, but they 
became boomerangs when it was 
found that Stielow’s statements had 
not been signed properly. Placed 
on the stand, the young farmer said 
that he had made the incriminating 
admissions to please one of the pri
vate detectives, who had promised 
him a job as deputy sheriff and free
dom from molestation in return for 
the confession.

“ They wouldn’t let me see my 
wife,” complained Stielow-. “ I had 
something on my heart that I 
wanted to tell her, but they 
wouldn’t let me talk to her until I 
repeated after them the confession 
which they had written. When one

of them said: ’Stielow, you’re too 
smart to be a nursemaid for cows. 
I ’ll let you see your wife and have 
a big silver sheriff’s star,’ that was 
too much. I signed the papers.”

The defense scouted the idea of 
Stielow’s guilt. “ Where are the 
stolen bank notes? Where is the 
man’s missing purse? What was 
the motive? How can the prosecu
tion link the defendant with the 
murder gun?” These were the ques
tions asked by the farmers’ lawyers, 
but the public prosecutor was ready 
to offer an answer to the last ques
tion by placing a firearms expert on 
the witness stand.

The man who introduced himself 
as a specialist in the field of forensic 
ballistics swore that his microscope 
revealed nine abnormal defects in 
the muzzle of Stielow’s rifle, that all 
of these faults corresponded exactly 
with the same number on four fa
tal bullets taken from the bodies of 
Mr. Phelps and Miss Wolcott, and 
that these bullets could have been 
fired only from the defendant's rifle.

Under close cross-examination, the 
pseudo expert offered some startling 
facts about firearms. In answer to 
the question, “ How can uneven 
ridges at the very end of the barrel 
mark the bullet?”  he replied: “ The 
cylinder fitted so tightly against the 
rear of the barrel that there was no 
leakage of gases at the breech. The 
entire force of the gas followed the 
bullet from the muzzle, and the lead 
expanded as it left, thus filling all 
depressions existing at the outer 
ridge of the bore, and receiving 
scratches from elevations found be
tween the depressions.”

This was silly firearms testimony, 
but to add to this comedy-tragedy, 
Stielow’s lawyers showed that the 
prosecution witness had taken his 
photograph from the opposite side 
of the bullets, and that neither view
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of the death bullets showed the 
scratches mentioned by the witness. 
Summed up, the State Rad a bed
time tale teller who was undoubt
edly a professional witness, but not 
a professional firearms authority.

Stielow offered no spectacular de
fense as the case approached its end; 
he was content to state that he was 
not guilty of the murder, and that 
the “ load on his heart” which he 
had previously mentioned, referred 
to the fact that he had lied at the 
coroner’s inquest about the owner
ship of firearms. As the case now 
stood, a fair-minded jury would 
have to bring an acquittal, but the 
sheriff suddenly arose and took the 
oath as a witness.

“ In the presence of three wit
nesses,” said the sheriff, “ Stielow 
admitted that he committed the 
murder, and told me: ‘I did it. I 
guess you know all there is to it!’ ”

This testimony was like a bomb 
explosion; the sheriff had not men
tioned any oral confession to the 
grand jury that brought the indict
ment, and he also failed to produce 
the three witnesses alleged to have 
heard the farmer’s oral statements.

In charging the jury, the judge 
said: “ I shall say very plainly that 
if it were not for the introduction 
of this statement dated April 23rd, 
and a similar oral statement by the 
defendant, admitting his guilt, it 
would be the duty of the court to 
order an acquittal.” On July 23rd 
the jury found Stielow guilty of 
murder in the first degree, and the 
judge sentenced him to die in the 
electric chair during the evening of 
September 5th. That same night 
.Green’s lawyer advised him to plead 
guilty to second-degree murder.

“ It’ll save the county the expense 
of another trial,” argued the attor
ney. “ They’ve got your brother-in- 
law, and they’ll get you in the same

way, but if you take a plea, you 
might get off with twenty years.” 
Nelson Green took his lawyer’s ad
vice, pleaded guilty, and was sen
tenced to the prison at Auburn, 
New York.

Stielow’s lawyer was convinced of 
his client’s innocence, and began a 
series of appeals and stays of execu
tion that delayed the execution of 
the death sentence; finally the case 
attracted the attention of the hu
manitarian cult, an association of 
people opposed to the death pen
alty. Detectives hired by this or
ganization began an extensive inves
tigation and found that two wan
dering horse traders, Clarence 
O’Connel and Erwin King, were in 
the vicinity of the murder farm on 
the fatal night and were even now 
serving sentences for robbing a 
store. As soon as this message of 
hope became known, Mrs. Grace 
Hummiston, a woman lawyer for 
the cult, went to the horse traders 
and secured a full confession from 
Erwin King.

King’s confession disclosed the 
motive for the murder of Phelps 
and Miss Wolcott, the details sur
rounding the crime, and the disposi
tion of the money and purse. These 
facts were sworn to by King in the 
presence of the surrogate of Catta
raugus County, the sheriff of Or
leans County, and a justice of the 
peace. These damaging admissions 
were made in Little Valley, New 
York, but when he reached Orleans 
County, the horse trader repudiated 
everything. What had happened? 
Had he been “ reached” by those 
w7hose public records depended upon 
the execution of Stielow?

Time after time appeals for a newT 
trial w ere denied by the courts; the 
governor of the State of New York 
even requested the State supreme 
court to hold a special term to han-
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die the farmer’s case, but like the 
other tribunals, this court decided 
that Stielow had been fairly and 
honestly convicted.

Finally there came a day when 
appeals and stays seemed to be 
things of the past. The prisoner 
donned the skullcap, his trousers 
were slit up one side, and a guard 
stood by a switch while the farmer 
seated himself in the electric chair. 
Just as the man at the switch was 
about to pull his lever there came 
a knocking at the door of the execu
tion chamber. A stay of execution, 
signed by the governor! If it had 
arrived five minutes later it would 
have been too late.

In November, 1916, the humani
tarian-cult lawyers had King ar
rested and confined. All of his let
ters written to the Orleans County 
authorities were intercepted and 
read; the contents of the letters re
vealed a suspicious connection be
tween Erwin King and certain en
forcement officials. When he was 
taken before Governor Whitman for 
personal questioning, King was so 
surly and evasive that the governor 
ordered a sweeping investigation of 
the case at the expense of the State, 
and commuted Stielow’s sentence to 
life imprisonment.

When the news of the governor’s 
intervention became knowm, the 
politicians and leading taxpayers of 
Orleans County accused the gover
nor of catering to the humanitarian 
cult and the newspapers who were 
clamoring for a new trial for the two 
young farmers. The first trial had 
cost the county about forty thou
sand dollars; a second trial would 
not be any cheaper. People who 
thought more of their purses than 
they did of justice openly criticized 
the governor for his action, but all 
fair-minded citizens were glad to 
put honesty above selfishness.

The governor appointed Mr. 
George H. Bond, of Syracuse, as 
special deputy attorney general for 
the newr hearing. Firearms again 
entered the case wdien Bond in turn 
appointed Mr. Charles E. Waite, of 
New York, as advisor for ballistics 
evidence. Waite, it must be ex
plained, collected firearms statistics 
and gathered around him a staff of 
specialists who have since made 
criminal ballistics a science. Fisher, 
for instance, invented the helixome- 
ter for examining barrel interiors; 
Gravelle developed the comparison 
microscope; and Doctor Calvin 
Goddard systematized the identifi
cation of murder guns. Waite, then, 
wras a man with genius for utilizing 
to the best advantage his associates; 
Stielow’s defenders were encouraged 
when they engaged his services.

“ I did not kill any one!” shouted 
the indignant Stielow when Waite 
told him that his investigation 
would reveal the truth. ‘ ‘If I said 
that I killed any one, it would be a 
lie.”

To Deputy Attorney General 
Bond the record of the trial indi
cated the prisoner’s guilt, but Waite 
was not satisfied; there were too 
many loopholes to quiet his suspi
cions. “ Why did these two men, 
Green and Stielow, continue the 
robbery after they shot the house
keeper? Weren’t they afraid that 
her screams would attract any one? 
If the housekeeper passed close to 
the robbers, why did she run toward 
their house? How could Miss Wol
cott run three hundred feet with a 
bullet in her heart? If she was shot 
first and then seen ten minutes later 
clawing at the front door of the em
ployees’ house, how do you explain 
this phenomenon? More important, 
how could Miss Wolcott stand just 
outside the kitchen door and he shot 
through the upper pane with a bul
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let that entered her heart?” These 
were the questions which awakened 
ugly suspicions in the mind of the 
practical criminologist.

The best detective work is often 
nothing but simple logic. Waite 
jotted down a few facts, and from 
these deduced a whole story. Miss 
Wolcott was four feet eleven and 
one half inches tall; from the thresh
old of the kitchen door to the first 
step was four and one half inches; 
to the next step was a drop of four 
inches; from the second step to the 
ground was a distance of nine 
inches. The hole in the glass pane 
of the kitchen door was three feet 
eight and one half inches from the 
floor. The height of the wound in 
Miss Wolcott’s heart was three feet 
eight and one half inches from the 
soles of her feet. From all of these 
details, Waite drew’ the conclusion 
that Miss Wolcott was standing on 
a level with the kitchen floor when 
she wras shot, and not on the steps, 
as the confessions of the two ac
cused men had said.

Additional facts pointing in the 
same direction were the hole in the 
glass which was in a straight line, 
and not at an angle, and the dis
tance of less than two inches on 
the threshold outside of the house 
w’hen the kitchen door was closed. 
These conditions indicated that it 
was impossible to stand on the 
threshold outside the house and 
close the door, and that the bullet 
would have gone over the head of 
any one of Miss Wolcott’s height 
who went down the steps, as related 
in the story told in court.

In other words, if Miss Wolcott 
could not have received her wound 
on either the threshold or the steps, 
she must have been inside the house, 
and the door must have been closed 
when she was shot. If these condi
tions existed, the confessions of the

two farmers were false. The per
son or persons who, for their own 
selfish reasons, caused the innocent 
victims to tell the lies failed to con
struct a story that would bear the 
scrutiny of a trained investigator. 
It was now time to examine the 
firearms for further light in the 
darkness that hung over the entire. 
Stielow case.

Deputy Attorney General Bond 
and Mr. Waite took the firearms in 
question to a branch office of the 
New York City detective bureau. 
There Captain Jones, police- 
revolver expert, stated that from his 
examination he could swear that the 
suspected revolver taken from Stie- 
low’s hiding place had not been fired 
for more than four years; Stielow 
himself had said that it had been 
more than six years since he had 
used this weapon. Discolorations 
and heavy coats of fouling and dust 
were visible proofs of the time that 
had elapsed since the last shot had 
passed through the barrel, but the 
captain’s careful inspection con
firmed what any one could see.

First a sheet of paper was held 
over the revolver and a black-pow
der cartridge— of the kind specified 
in the trial as the fatal ammunition 
— was fired. Although the expert 
for the prosecution had said that 
there was no gas leakage at the 
breech of the arm that fired the 
fatal bullet, there was actually so 
much gas leakage that the paper 
held over the breech caught fire in
stantaneously.

Two test bullets were fired before 
the revolver barrel was cleaned. 
One, fired into a bale of cotton in 
the customary manner, agreed in all 
important respects with another 
fired into a bucket of water, accord
ing to the method advocated by the 
pseudo expert who had sent Stielow 
to the death chamber. A third shot
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was fired after the barrel was 
cleaned. All three showed scratches 
from the rough, poorly treated bar
rel, in marked contrast with the 
clean bullets extracted from the 
bodies of the farm owner and his 
housekeeper. When these three test 
bullets were sent to an optical spe
cialist in Rochester, New York, he 
announced without hesitation that 
they differed decidedly from the 
death bullets, and did not bear any 
of the peculiar markings described 
during the trial by the prosecution’s 
expert firearms witness.

The only similarities common to 
both Stielow’s revolver and that 
used in committing the murders 
were that they were both “ Young 
America,” .22-caliber revolvers, hav
ing five lands, five grooves, and the 
same rate of pitch in the barrel. 
There any resemblance ended. Bul
lets from the bodies of the victims 
showed a high ridge, twice the width 
of the elevation left on the same 
make of bullet by an ordinary re
volver of the same make and cali
ber. This characteristic had been 
caused, apparently, by an imperfect 
tool at the factory. This, together 
with other measurements, conclu
sively established the innocence of 
Stielow, but the next problem was 
to find the actual murderers.

Although he had previously coun
termanded the confession he had 
made to the cult lawyer, King re
peated the details of the murder to 
Waite and Bond, prefixing every re
mark, at first, with the clause: 
“ That’s what I told that woman 
lawyer.” Attracted by stories of 
the wealth of miserly old Mr. 
Phelps, King and O’Connel drove a 
horse and buggy to the town of 
West Shelby and then went afoot 
to the Phelps farm. When the old 
man resisted their efforts to enter 
the kitchen, they shot him, but were

surprised by the ghostlike appear
ance of Miss Wolcott as she ran 
past in her wild flight for safety. As 
she tried to reach the door of the 
kitchen, O’Connel fired. As soon as 
the two intruders were satisfied that 
the woman was dead, they pro
ceeded to loot the house. All de
tails of this confession by King 
checked with the measurements 
made by Waite.

As a repetition of a repudiated 
confession, this new statement was 
worthless, but King trapped himself 
by explaining to Waite that the re
vived account contained several 
true incidents which had not been 
told before. Waite and Bond led 
King back over his admissions, step 
by step, until he forgot to preface 
them with the remark that they 
were merely repetitions; finally he 
said: “ Sure, that’s what happened. 
What are you going to do about it?”

Erwin King was brought before 
a grand jury, charged with the two 
murders; for three days the exam
ination continued. Finally one of 
the jurors asked King if he knew 
that his latest confession was just 
as good as signing his own death 
warrant, and the horse trader ac
knowledged that such was the case, 
that he expected to take Stielow’s 
place in the electric chair. In spite 
of this undisputed confession, the 
grand jury refused to indict King 
for either of the two murders.

In commenting on the action of 
the grand jury, Special Deputy At
torney General Bond said: “ The 
failure of the jury to consider the 
evidence solely on its merits indi
cated that the members were actu
ated by considerations purely local 
and personal.”

Governor Whitman pardoned the 
two innocent farmers, but the two 
murderers will probably never be 
punished.



T W O  KEYS
By LESLIE T. WHITE

A slip of a girl tries to put one over on some hard-boiled crooks.

ASEY SHANNON awoke 
with an unaccustomed 
sense of motion. Sleepily 
opening' one eye, he glanced 

out two strange windows and was 
startled to see the landscape hurtling 
by. He sat bolt upright in bed and 
ran his fingers through his tousled 
hair. What a head!

Then it all came back to him, and, 
with a sigh, he relaxed against the 
pillows. At last, he was starting on 
his hard-earned vacation. The trial 
he had been covering for the past 
week was over now, Wilkinson con
victed. Funny they’d never recov
ered the jewels. He yawned lazily. 
Now to forget about stolen gems, 
stupid juries, growling attorneys, 
and the sordid atmosphere of the 
crowded, stuffy courtroom.

Casey rubbed his throbbing' head 
meditatively. What a party the 
D. A. had thrown for the reporters 
last night to celebrate his victory!

He grinned as he recalled the wild 
rush they had made to catch the 
train. And where was that nifty
looking little brunette going— the 
one who had run through the gates 
just ahead of him? He hoped their 
destination would be the same.

Peeking through the curtain into 
the aisle, Casey was disgusted to see 
that most of the other berths were 
already made up. Grumbling, he 
slipped into his dressing gown and 
made his way to the men’s lounge.

But after a clean shave and a 
hearty breakfast in the diner, he felt 
greatly improved, mentally and 
physically. There is no place that 
compares with a dining car for a 
cheerful breakfast: grinning waiters, 
spotless linen, faultless cuisine; and, 
while you sit, swaying gently to the 
roll of the train, an ever-changing 
panorama of scenic beauty passes 
before your eyes.

Leaving the diner, Casey strolled
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through the Pullmans to the club 
car. He glanced at the four, other 
passengers as he entered; then, 
thumbing through the leather-bound 
magazines on the table, until he 
found one to his liking, he eased his 
big frame into one of those deep, soft 
chairs that go to make the Salt Lake 
Limited the favorite of the east- 
bound trains.

Now the Limited was winding 
and twisting through the rocky hills 
that separate Utah from Nevada, 
and the morning sun cast colorful 
shadows about the weird formations 
that rose out of the barren soil, like 
sculptured cathedrals of the gods. 
The course was honeycombed with 
short tunnels, where the train 
plunged from the blazing sunlight of 
the treeless hills into brief stretches 
of inky blackness. Shannon found 
reading difficult, so he tossed aside 
his magazine and studied the other 
occupants of the car.

Automatically, he classified them. 
Across the aisle was the old maiden 
lady, probably on her first trip away 
from home, full of eager anticipa
tion, yet fraught with caution at 
being thrust so openly among stran
gers. A weary, washed-out blonde 
sat with her back to Shannon, facing 
the rear door, now closed to keep 
out the choking smoke thrust in
ward by the intermittent tunnels. 
A confession-story magazine was 
held in her tired hands, a trifle heavy 
with rings, and a small purse rested 
on her lap.

The remaining two passengers 
were men. Casey decided they were 
probably salesmen. Dark and ag
gressive-looking was the younger 
one. The other was older, stouter, 
with a thinning coat of gray hair 
topping a ruddy face. He seemed to 
be dozing, but would occasionally 
open one eye, look wearily about 
him, then relax into a cat nap again.

A sixth person entered the car, 
and Casey, looking up, noted with 
pleasure that it was the little brun
ette that had darted aboard the train 
just ahead of him last night. There 
was something strangely familiar 
about her, but he couldn’t place her. 
Now she frowned slightly as though 
she spotted some one she didn’t care 
to meet. Shannon tried to follow 
her gaze, but they plunged into an
other brief interval of darkness, and, 
when they came out of the short 
tunnel, the girl had recovered her 
poise and relaxed into a vacant chair 
near the entrance. Idly, she picked 
up a magazine and began looking 
through it, but it was obvious to the 
reporter that she was stalling.

A dusky-hued gentleman, whose 
cap marked him as the porter, shuf
fled laboriously down the aisle. 
Once more, day was turned into 
night as the train entered another 
tunnel.

With startling suddenness, it hap
pened! A shot, that could be heard 
above the clattering of the train, 
barked abruptly. Then it was fol
lowed by the chilling shriek of a 
stricken woman!

As quickly as darkness had come, 
the car shot out into the blinding 
sunlight. The extreme contrast 
seared the eyes. Shannon gasped at 
what he saw, and leaped to his feet! 
The little old lady took one look, 
and, with a queer squeak, promptly 
fainted! The other two men were 
out of their chairs— gaping!

The faded blonde lay face down
ward on the soft carpet, her head to
ward the closed door of the observa
tion platform, and her jeweled hands 
still clutching the lurid magazine. 
Between her bare shoulders, a black 
hole oozed a welling flow of blood 
that trickled down tiny ravines of 
fat, like a brook down the side of a 
hill.
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A flash of suspicion entered Shan
non’s mind, and he turned quickly 
and looked toward the 'other girl. 
She was sitting forward now, bal
anced on the edge of her chair, star
ing fixedly at the woman on the 
floor. All the color had drained 
from her face, and she seemed para
lyzed.

The frightened moaning of the 
porter distracted the reporter’s at
tention from the girl. The scared 
Negro had turned a couple of shades 
paler and was nowT tugging franti
cally on the emergency cord as 
though he couldn’t let go.

Then the door flew open, and the 
conductor and his brakeman hurried 
into the car. They gasped at the 
sight that met their eyes and looked 
about bewilderedly. Once again, 
Casey shot a look at the brunette. 
Had she fired the shot? Uncon
sciously, his eyes wandered to the 
large purse she clutched in her lap.

She was watching him, and, as 
she followed his gaze, a deep flush 
spread over her features. She 
started to rise from her chair, then 
they hit another spasm of darkness.

The conductor cursed aloud. 
“Turn on those confounded lights, 
porter!” he roared impatiently.

“ Yas, sah!”  came the voice of the 
porter. But even as he spoke, there 
came the sound of shattering glass! 
The lights blinked on!

A small, bone-handled automatic 
lay on the brown carpet! Near by, 
a window was broken!

Scowling grimly, the conductor 
looked from one startled face to an
other, his own features clouded with 
suspicion.

“ Who owns that gun?”  he de
manded finally, pointing to the 
weapon.

No one answered.
Shannon stole a hasty glance at 

the tiny figure of the girl with the

dark hair, but she avoided his eyes 
deliberately. His mouth hardened 
into a grim, cold line. So this little 
lady had bumped off the blonde, 
then tried to chuck the rod out the 
window, eh? Pretty raw!

The conductor crossed the car, 
picked up a wastepaper basket, and, 
emptying the contents on the floor, ■ 
placed it upside down over the gun 
to protect it. Leaving the group, he 
turned toward the still form. Casey 
followed, and, looking over the con
ductor’s shoulder, caught his first 
look at the blonde’s face since he 
had entered the car. An exclama
tion of surprise broke from his lips.

Sharply, the trainman looked up. 
“ Friend of yours?” he demanded.

Shannon flushed, realizing that he 
had made himself conspicuous. He 
hastily shook his head.

“ No, I ’ve seen her in the city, 
that’s all,” he explained lamely.

The other frowned slightly, but 
said nothing further about the mat
ter. Abruptly, Shannon became 
conscious that the brunette was 
standing beside him, studying him 
fixedly. As he faced her, she turned 
quickly and looked at the dead 
woman. Then, with a choking little 
cry, she slumped to the floor in a 
dead faint, nearly falling across the 
body.

The train had stopped, and now 
other passengers were crowding 
around the club car. The distraught 
conductor summoned a Negro maid, 
and, with her assistance, the two 
trainmen carried the brunette and 
the old lady to a car ahead. Then 
the conductor turned to the three 
men.

“ I ’m sorry, gentlemen, but I ’ll 
have to detain you until the authori
ties arrive,” he said. “ If you’ll come 
with me, I'll secure a couple of com
partments where you can have a 
little privacy.”
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To the porter, he issued instruc
tions for that worthy to stand guard 
over the car with its dead, 5nd to 
let no one enter. As Casey filed 
after the others, he saw that the por
ter was huddled in a chair just as 
far from the dead girl as possible.

When they were finally seated in 
a compartment, the three intro
duced themselves. The younger 
man gave his name as Juggins, and 
his occupation as a salesman for a 
plumbing house. The stout, gray
haired gentleman introduced him
self as Weiss, and stated that he 
was headed East to visit a daugh
ter. Business: retired dry-goods
merchant from Seattle, wintering in 
California! When they learned that 
Shannon was with the press, they 
both asked if their names could be 
kept from the papers.

Weiss produced cigars, and, for 
a few minutes, they smoked in si
lence. Each wondered if the other 
was a murderer. Finally, Weiss 
broke the uncomfortable silence. 
“ You seemed to know the—er— de
ceased?” He addressed his remark 
to Shannon.

Casey shook his head. “ Didn’t 
know her. Just knew who she was,” 
he corrected the other. “ Her name 
is Rita Adams and she was the 
sweetheart of this bird Wilkinson 
that just got convicted of grand 
theft. He was supposed to have got 
away with the famous Hubbard 
jewels while they were being cleaned 
at Tilton’s, though they never re
covered the stuff. Saw her hanging 
around him at the trial.”

The fat merchant lifted his eye
brows. After a few more puffs, he 
said: “ Did you know the other lit
tle skirt—the one with the dark 
hair? She was looking at you pretty 
steadily.”

The reporter frowned slightly, 
then shrugged. “I ’ve seen her some

where,”  he admitted slowly. “ But 
I can’t place her.”

Juggins jerked his cigar from be
tween his teeth with a nervous ges
ture. “ Say, how long will they hold 
us up?” he snapped irritably.

Weiss spread his hands resignedly, 
and Casey looked out the window 
in disgust. A fine vacation this was 
turning out to be. The train 
started to move slowly.

Suddenly, Weiss, who was sitting 
across from him, cried out and 
pointed his finger at a slim figure 
that was darting away from the 
moving train. “There’s the girl that 
was in the car with us! She’s run
ning away!”

Casey spun around in his seat and 
looked in the direction indicated by 
W eiss. He readily recognized the 
disappearing figure of the girl. 
Simultaneously, he recalled her iden
tity. He whistled. “ I got her now! 
She’s young Wilkinson’s kid sister!”

“ And she plugged the blonde,” 
finished Juggins hysterically. “ For 
Heaven’s sake, stop her! We’ll be 
kept here till Christmas if she es
capes!” He stuck his head into the 
hall and bellowed for the conductor, 
W’ho came on the run.

Once more, the train was stopped 
and the men hurried toward the spot 
where the girl had vanished. There 
was no restraint now, for every ef
fort was being made to locate the 
girl.

Casey slipped away from the oth
ers, and paused. He wasn’t parti
cularly fond of tracking down a 
pretty young woman, even though 
she was a murderess. Still, his pro
fessional interest was aroused, and 
he sensed a good yarn.

Unconsciously, his steps turned 
back along the track and he shifted 
along at a half trot. The last tun
nel was just ahead— the one where 
the window had been smashed. He
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glanced over his shoulder, but other 
than a small group clustered around 
the rear car, none of -the other 
searchers were in sight. As he 
rounded a slight bend in the road
bed, the train was hidden from his 
view. What a lonely, forsaken 
waste!

“Stop right where you are!” 
Shannon spun around, startled by 

the sound of the cool voice. A gasp 
burst from him as he found himself 
staring down the black-rimmed hole 
of a revolver held in the steady hand 
of the very girl for whom he had 
been searching. He opened his 
mouth to speak, when she silenced 
him with an impatient gesture.

“ I thought you’d come back for 
your gun!” she snapped sardonically.

“ My gun?” Shannon repeated 
dully.

A look of-contempt crossed her 
drawn features. “ Shut up!” she 
said bitterly. “ I thought it was you 
all the time. You look like a mur
derer.” She glanced quickly over 
her shoulder, then frowmed again. 
“ Well, you’re coming with me, either 
dead or alive. Which will it be?” 

The reporter couldn’t resist a wan 
smile. Probably, the poor girl was 
crazy! He decided to humor her.

“ Alive!” he retorted pleasantly. 
“ If it’s all the same to you.”

She nodded curtly. “ Then get 
over that hill!” She indicated the 
opposite direction from that taken 
by the pursuers. While Shannon 
wrould rather have gone the other 
way and taken his chance at being 
rescued, he had no alternative but 
to obey. Leading the way, he found 
a narrow trail through a small bar- 
ranco that joined a wider trail on 
the other side of the hill.

“ Pardon me, but is there any rea
son why I can’t know’ where we’re 
going?” he asked over his shoulder. 

A bitter laugh greeted his ques- 
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tion. “ Trying to play stupid, eh? 
As if you didn’t know w’ell enough. 
Well, it won’t help you any, because 
I took her purse and found the key!”  
She laughed again triumphantly.

“ What key?” persisted the re
porter. Gosh! Was she clean 
batty?

“ Shut up and walk!” wras the 
brusque reply.

Shannon shut up and wralked. 
After a few minutes’ plodding along 
the dusty road, he heard the doubt
ful rhythm of an ancient flivver 
pounding along in their rear. The 
girl slid the gun into her pocket, 
then, prodding him through her coat 
to let him know he was still under 
its menace, she flagged the vehicle 
with her free hand. While it was 
still some distance away, the old 
man at the wheel could be seen 
making valiant efforts to stop the 
aged hack. The brunette turned to 
her captive.

“ We’re going riding,” she whis
pered grimly. “ Just don’t forget 
this gun is still pointing at you. I 
suppose I hardly need warn you that 
I ’ll use it if necessary.”

Shannon bobbed his head. “ Ap
parently there’s no doubt about it, 
Miss Wilkinson,” he retorted point
edly.

She started at the sound of her 
name, but, although her lips tight
ened perceptibly, she made no reply. 
The machine had finally ground to a 
jerking stop in a cloud of gray dust, 
and now the driver leaned over, cup
ping his hand behind his ear.

“ Did you have an accident?” he 
squeaked, cocking his head to one 
side.

With a warning glare at Shannon, 
the girl smiled sweetly at the old 
prospector. “ Why, yes, wre did,” she 
told him. “ We are very anxious to 
get to the next railroad.”

The old fellow looked puzzled and



1 1 4 Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine

leaned closer. “ You say you want 
to buy a railroad?”

Casey grinned. “ No,” he-shouted 
at the top of his voice. “ We just 
want to ride on one!”

The driver pointed in the general 
direction from which they had so 
lately come. “ They’s one over yon
der,” he replied.

Vigorously, the girl shook her 
head. Shannon made a megaphone 
of his hands and stepped closer to 
the deaf old chap. “ We don’t like 
that one,” he roared. “Haven’t you 
got any others?”

The weather-beaten desert rat 
scratched his head musefullv, then 
his face lit up. “ Waal now, they’s a 
Frisco train wot passes about five 
mile from here perty soon”— he 
shook his head sadly— “ but I ain’t 
ta goin’ that way.”

Again the girl smiled— a devasting 
smile, Casey acknowledged and laid 
a five-dollar bill in the driver’s tough 
palm. The latter looked at the bill, 
then at the smiling face, and Casey 
swore that the leathery face blushed.

“ Climb aboard, folks, we gotta 
ramble, I reckon!”

It was a rough five miles, but 
finally the tiny junction heaved in 
view. Trying to stay upright in the 
bouncing old car was a full-time 
job, so conversation had ceased com
pletely. At the station, the girl 
thanked the old fellow, and, step
ping close to Shannon, she gave him 
a dig in the ribs with her gun that 
started him in the direction of the 
ticket window. With one eye on 
the reporter, she purchased two 
tickets to San Francisco and en
gaged a drawing-room. At the men
tion of the drawing-room, Casey 
grinned delightedly, and the girl 
flushed scarlet, favoring him with a 
black scowl.

As they walked away from the

window, she said coldly: “ I got that 
drawing-room so I can watch you. 
I ’m going to sit up and keep you 
covered all the way, so don’t bother 
to plan any funny stuff. Under
stand?”

Casey chuckled wryly. “ 0 . K., I 
seem to be at your service. My 
name’s Shannon— Casey Shannon. 
That’ll save you calling me, ‘Hey, 
you’.”

The train was just drawing in as 
he spoke. The girl sneered point
edly. “ Rita Adams always called 
you Weiss, didn’t she?”

Casey stopped short and faced 
the girl! Weiss! Why, that was the 
old dry-goods merchant that had 
been in the car when Rita Adams 
had been shot to death! He opened 
his mouth, when she moved closer 
and prodded him.

“Prance into this car, and shut 
up!”

Flushed and angry, Shannon fol
lowed the porter to the drawing
room, entered, and slumped into a 
seat. She came in behind him, 
closed and locked the door, putting 
the key in her pocket. Then seating 
herself opposite to him, she brought 
her gun into view.

“ Now, Mr. Weiss, you just stay 
put,” she suggested dolefully. 
“ There is no use in your talking, 
for, when I ’m through with you, I ’m 
going to turn you over to the po
lice.”

“ Well, if ‘eventually, why not 
now?’ ”  he quoted sarcastically.

Her pretty mouth curled disdain
fully. “So you could make bond, 
get out of jail, and hide the jewelry 
again, eh? No, thanks, you’re com
ing with me!”

Casey ran his fingers through his 
shock of red hair. This business 
was getting too complicated for him. 
This dame thought he was Weiss; 
thought he- knew Rita Adams.
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What jewels was she talking about? 
He pursed his lips thoughtfully. 
Was she referring to the missing 
Hubbard jewels that her brother 
was accused of stealing? Were 
Weiss and Adams implicated? Were 
they accomplices of young Wilkin
son?

Shannon studied the girl, his fore
head wrinkled in thought. What 
was that crack she had made about 
“ your gun” ? Had a gun really been 
thrown through the window of the 
club car? But if that were so, then 
what about the small, bone-handled 
automatic that had lain on the floor 
of the car? She had spoken of Rita 
calling and talking with Weiss, yet 
obviously she didn’t know Weiss by 
sight! The entire conversation must 
have taken place over the tele
phone.

Yet, if this little dame was part 
of the gang trying to recover her 
brother’s share of the loot, why had 
she threatened to turn him over to 
the police, thinking him Weiss? 
Could it be that her kid brother had 
been framed? Gosh, there certainly 
was a stiff reward out for those 
stones! What a vacation he could 
take if he recovered them! And 
what a story!

But in the meantime, Wreiss was 
free! Mightn’t he beat it back to 
the cache ahead of them and lift 
the stuff? Another item that had to 
be considered. He leaned forward; 
he’d reason with her.

“ Listen, miss, you’ve made a se
rious mistake,”  he began earnestly. 
“ I don’t know just what you’re driv
ing at, but I ’m not Weiss. My 
name’s Shannon. Casey------ ”

She silenced him with a wave of 
her hand. “ Please don’t talk to 
me,” she said frigidly. “ I ’m liable 
to forget myself and shoot you here. 
I know all about the safe-deposit 
box that you and Rita Adams hid

the jewelry in. I also understand 
about the arrangement where you 
each have a key and that it takes 
both keys to open it. Now I have 
her key, and, whether you like it or 
not, you’re coming with me and I ’m 
going to recover that stuff— that, or 
kill you. Now don't talk to me any 
more!”

Evidently she meant what she 
said, so Casey lapsed into a glum si
lence. Perhaps the girl was on the 
up and up, but, if she was, then she 
was certainly wasting her time with 
him, while in the meantime the real 
Weiss was probably exerting every 
effort to beat her to the jewels. An
other angle that must be considered, 
he suddenly realized, was that if it 
took both keys to open the safe- 
deposit box, then Weiss would be 
mighty anxious to meet the girl who 
had the missing key.

Shannon looked at the girl, but 
she was staring at him coldly, a 
fixed loathing in her eyes. Disgust
edly, he resumed his mental discus
sion of the problem at hand. How 
did she get the blonde’s key? He 
whistled softly. Must have pulled 
it when she went into that faint. 
Pretty smart stunt, at that! He 
might try to overpower her, but, 
if he did, she might refuse to tell 
him where the stuff was hidden, and 
then he’d lose any chance of recov
ering it.

It was miserably close in the room 
with the door closed, so Shannon 
tried to open a window. But a Pull
man window is one of the most stub
born of inanimate objects, so four 
inches was the best he could squeeze 
out of it. However, that little space 
let in a pleasant breeze that made 
him drowsy. Closing his eyes, he 
relaxed against the cushions to think 
the problem over some more. If 
only she weren’t such a stubborn lit
tle fool! Convincing her that he
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wasn’t Weiss would allow them to 
work together.

He felt the train slowing Sown. 
Opening his eyes, he was surprised 
to see the girl asleep. The gun, still 
clutched in her hand, was hanging 
in her lap, and her head was tilted 
back against the seat. He hesitated. 
He could easily secure the gun now, 
and then try and convince her of 
his identity; on the other hand, if 
she decided to close up, then they 
would lose all chance of recovering 
the stuff.

Casey decided to play along, when 
an idea came to him. Hastily fish
ing a piece of paper from his inside 
pocket, he wrote frantically for a 
moment, then, slipping the message 
inside an envelope, he watched anx
iously from the open window. The 
train had stopped now, and, after 
some wild waving to attract atten
tion, he managed to catch the eye 
of a brakeman. When the latter ap
proached, Casey slid the envelope 
through the window and then passed 
through a bill, pointing to the tele
graph office.

The trainman looked puzzled 
until Casey pointed to his mouth 
and shook his head as a sign that he 
couldn’t talk. The other nodded 
sympathetically, and then Shannon 
sighed with relief as he saw him 
enter the telegraph office. Finally, 
the train started again, so he leaned 
back in his seat and closed his eyes.

He must have slept for several 
hours, for, when at last he opened 
his eyes, the sun had disappeared 
and only a ruddy halo of burnished 
gold silhouetted the purple moun
tains. Carol Wilkinson was awake 
also, and, from the grim, set look 
on her face, she must have realized 
that she had dozed. The first sen
sation that greeted Casey was a va
cant gnawing in the pit of his stom
ach, and he recalled rather vividly

that he had not eaten since break
fast.

“ How about some food, Simon 
Ler/ree?”  he asked, grinning at her.

She regarded him sourly. “ You’ll 
eat in here, if you eat at all,” she 
warned him.

He nodded briskly and pressed the 
bell for the porter. The girl backed 
to the door and unlocked it, then re
sumed her seat. At first, she re
fused to consider food for herself, 
but finally Casey convinced her 
that she couldn’t conserve enough 
strength to guard a dangerous jewel 
thief— and murderer— on an empty 
stomach. At length, she succumbed 
to that argument, and, when the 
porter finally stuck his head in the 
door, they both gave him a healthy 
order.

“ The condemned ate a hearty 
meal,” Shannon said seriously.

Otherwise, the meal was marked 
by its silence. When the dishes were 
cleared away, he secured a couple 
of magazines, and, while he read, the 
girl slumped lower in her seat and 
watched him cautiously. And so 
the ride continued for the remaining 
hours into the Third Street Station 
in San Francisco.

It was that cold, bleak hour just 
before the dawn when they stepped 
from the shelter of the station into 
the deserted street. A damp fog 
hung low over the sleeping city, 
chilling them to the core. The girl 
stayed close beside the reporter, her 
gun hand hidden in her pocket. 
Casey grinned, as he thought of the 
telegram he had dispatched, and 
cast a furtive glance around to see 
if it had taken effect. He breathed 
a sigh of relief as he caught sight of 
two husky figures that hung back in 
the shadows, watching them.

A large limousine loomed out of 
the mist and darted toward the curb. 
Shannon began to draw away, when
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the girl jabbed him in the ribs with 
the gun. “ We’ll just take this cab,” 
she snapped, a grim note'of warning 
in her voice.

Out of the corner of his eye, Shan
non saw the two men approaching. 
His grin widened.

But the smile turned to a puzzled 
frown as they drew alongside, for, 
in their hands, they held heavy 
automatics and on their unshaven 
faces, Shannon read a grim purpose
fulness. Carol Wilkinson saw it, 
too, for, with a angry cry, she spun 
around and tried to draw her gun 
from the pocket of her coat.

But the strangers were too fast 
for her. The slighter of the pair 
jumped forward and cuffed her 
across the head, knocking her 
against the car and grabbing the 
gun from her hand. Shannon 
snarled savagely and planted his fist 
in the attacker’s mouth with a wal
lop that sent him reeling backward, 
but his companion struck the re
porter over the head with the flat 
of his automatic, dazing him. Then 
they herded the man and the girl 
into the big machine, to w'hirl 
swiftly away through the mist- 
dampened streets.

Shannon cursed himself for a fool. 
Sitting on the floor of the car, twro 
guns covering his bleeding head, he 
realized what an unmitigated idiot 
he had been to let the affair reach 
its present state of hopelessness.

“ Tried to be tough, eh?” growled 
the gorilla that had struck him. 
“ We’ll finish wid you later.” He 
kicked Shannon in the ribs as a 
promise of what was to come. “ An’ 
you too, sister,” the thug continued. 
“ You’re too smart fer your own 
good.”

The girl said nothing, but in the 
half light of the car, Shannon met 
her eyes, and she looked at him 
strangely. He bit his lip impa

tiently. The little fool! Trying to 
play a lone hand at something she 
knew nothing about! Monkeying 
around with guns and gunmen, when 
she probably di :!n’t even know" how' 
to discharge a weapon!

His train of thought w'as inter
rupted by the stopping of the ma
chine. The two gunmen kicked 
Shannon to his feet and pushed him 
roughly through the door into the 
street. Sore and sullen, Shannon 
was forced to comply as they forced 
the prisoners into a small alley that 
ran alongside a cheap-looking hotel. 
One of the gunmen unlocked a small 
door, and, switching on a pale light, 
he signaled for the others to follow 
him up a flight of wooden stairs. 
The reporter and the girl moved be
hind him, while the other captors 
took up the rear.

On the first landing, the leader 
stopped before a closed door and 
rapped slowly four times. A voice 
inside invited them to enter, and 
they walked inside.

Shannon recognized Weiss imme
diately, although his former benign 
manner had disappeared, and he 
now leered at them from the com
fortable depths of an armchair. 
When the girl entered, Weiss smiled 
sardonically. “ I thought you’d be 
headin’ this way, my dear,”  he said, 
chuckling. “ Take a chair an’ let’s 
get dowm to business.” He waved a 
pudgy hand toward two straight- 
backed chairs that stood across the 
small room. The three gorillas, he 
ignored completely, but they sta
tioned themselves near the door and 
waited as though by prearrange
ment.

Carol dropped info one of the 
chairs, but Shannon remained stand
ing. He saw the bewildered way 
she looked from Weiss to himself 
and back again to the other. Weiss 
saw it, too, for he smiled cynically.
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“ Now I ’ll just trouble you for Rita’s 
key,” he went on smoothly. “ I saw 
the clever way you filched iU That 
faint was very neat, I must admit.”

“ Who— are you?”  she stammered 
huskily.

Shannon couldn’t resist it, so he 
spoke up sourly. “ He’s the real 
Weiss, the guy you insisted I was.”

She muffled a little cry and bit 
on her lip. Her soft shoulders 
sagged brokenly as she saw her mis
take. W’eiss continued to smile. 
“So she got us mixed, eh, Shannon? 
I figured maybe Rita would be 
stupid enough to pick up a tail; 
that’s why we weren’t together.”  
He turned to the girl. “ And so you 
knew there was a ‘Weiss’ in it, eh? 
I guess that little automatic was 
yours. Perhaps you were going to 
use it on me?”

“ And so it was you that killed 
the girl!”  growled Shannon accus
ingly.

Weiss nodded blandly. “ Yes,”  he 
agreed wearily. “ I couldn’t trust 
her no more. But the little lady 
here gets the credit, and you needn’t 
feel slighted, ’cause, when I left, 
they was lookin’ for you, too, as an 
accomplice. Now, if you don’t 
mind, I ’d like that key.” He held 
out a fat paw.

Instead of complying, Carol 
sprang suddenly to her feet and 
flung her heavy bag at the window. 
With a crash, the glass gave way 
and the purse disappeared into the 
street below. Weiss snarled aloud 
and made a dive for the girl as 
Casey sprang to her rescue.

But the struggle was short-lived. 
The blow Shannon had received ear
lier in the evening had weakened 
him, and now another rap behind 
the ear stretched him across the bed 
in a semiconscious condition. While 
still dazed, he was trussed tightly, 
hand and foot, and a gag thrust in

his mouth. Helpless to assist, he 
w-atched Carol receiving the same 
treatment. One of the thugs eased 
himself into a chair and cocked his 
feet on the table. Weiss and the 
others moved toward the door.

“ Well, you kids got yourselves 
into a nice mess,”  he mused sympa
thetically. “ You’ll have to take 
your medicine, of course, because 
you know too much.” He reached 
for his hat and set it on his head. 
“ You can understand that, can’t 
you?” he added apologetically.

“ It was the same with Rita; she 
got too wise for her own good. Same 
way again with your brother. He 
was another sucker that walked into 
a trap.” He shook his head sadly. 
“ Now take, for instance, a guy like 
me; I been at this racket for years, 
but I ’m too smart for John Law. I 
don’t get into no traps, an’ I always 
got an out— or a fall guy. Like 
young Dave for the jewels, he got 
the rap. Now his sister gets the 
blame for bumpin’ Rita, and you” 
—he looked at Shannon— “ will be 
the fall guy for what’s gonna hap
pen to this little girl. But don’t 
wTorry. You won’t know nothin’ 
about it.” He sighed and spread his 
hands in a fatherly gesture as though 
to indicate that, while he had done 
the best he could for them, the mat
ter was now out of his hands. With 
a broad grin, he unlocked the door 
and started to back out of the room.

“ I got to hurry down to the alley 
and recover that purse you 
dropped,” he said, chuckling.

Shannon, watching, saw the dark 
form that rose up behind Weiss in 
the hallway. His heart leaped joy
fully as he saw this figure wrap a 
powerful arm around the little 
crook’s neck and jerk him away 
from the doorway so as to allow two 
other grim-looking men to dash into 
the room and overpower the be
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wildered gorillas. Then came the 
musical clicking of handcuffs, and a 
tali, military-looking mail stepped 
across the room and unfastened 
Shannon’s bonds; A companion 
liberated the girl.

“ Timed that nice, didn’t we?” said 
the newcomer pleasantly.

Casey shook his head wryly, and, 
sitting on the edge of the bed, he 
rubbed his aching wrists. “ You 
sure did, Charlie. But by golly, 
I ’d just about given you up.” He 
turned to the girl who was staring 
dully at the late arrivals.

“ Say, Miss Wilkinson, meet In
spector Charlie Mayer, of the Sah 
Francisco police department.” He 
looked pleadingly at the smiling offi
cer. “ And for the love of Mike, 
Charlie, you’re a smart cop, so try 
and convince her who I am, will 
you?”

Carol Wilkinson smiled weakly. 
“ I ’m afraid I've made an awful lot 
of blunders, inspector,” she said 
gently. “ But I still don’t under
stand how you came in just at the 
lucky moment.”

Mayer shrugged, then smiled. “ It 
wasn’t anything unusual, miss,”  he 
explained. “ We all know Casey up 
here, and he’s always shooting us 
wires giving us hot tips. I got his 
wire last night, so I was waiting for 
you at the train and I followed you 
up here. I was listening with the 
boys outside the door here when 
the old gent pops off, and I must 
admit it’s the best self-serving dec
laration I ever listened to.”

A soft, red flush suffused her fea
tures, and she looked steadily at 
Casey. “ What wire did you send?” 
she demanded.

Shannon winked at the inspector. 
“ Well, when you found my com
pany so dog-goned boring yesterday 
that you fell asleep as soon as we got 
on the train, why, I just got lonely

and shot a little wire to Charlie 
here, asking him to meet us at the 
train and see what was going to hap
pen. I had a pretty good idea old 
friend Weiss would be somewhere 
in the offing. But I got badly fooled 
when these thugs came up, for I 
thought it was Charlie’s men. But 
I  want an explanation from you, 
young woman. I ’m a reporter, you 
know.”

She lowered her eyes, and, when 
she spoke, her voice was low. “ I ’m 
awfully sorry for the injustice I ’ve 
done you. I knew my brother was 
not guilty, but I felt that he was 
protecting some one. I suspected 
that some one was Rita Adams. I 
trailed her and overheard a conver
sation between her and Weiss on the 
telephone. They were planning to 
get away with the stuff. I took my 
brother’s gun, intending to hold 
them up and get the keys just w'hen 
they opened the box. But on the 
train, when Rita was killed, I be
came afraid they would find the 
gun on me, so I threw it to the floor. 
I  surmised Weiss would go for the 
gun he had obviously thrown 
through the window, so I hurried 
back and recovered it. Mr. Shan
non, then you walked back, and, of 
course, I stupidly took up you for 
Weiss. I ’m dreadfully sorry.”

Mayer laughed heartily, and 
Casey grinned. “ All is forgiven,”  he 
announced dramatically. Then, 
sobering quickly, he turned to the 
officer. “ Say, Charlie, you really 
think you got enough to spring 
young Wilkinson and hook this old 
buzzard? I want to call my paper, 
you know.”

Mayer nodded decisively. “ Abso
lutely!” he said briskly. “ There’s 
no doubt about it. We got the purse 
you folks heaved through the win
dow, and I ’ll have a couple of the 
boys down at the bank when it
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opens. The minute we recover the 
stuff, I ’ll personally call thê  gov
ernor, and it won’t be long until the 
kid’s released. You can just forget 
about it, because I ’ll take care of 
it myself.”

Carol bit her lip and dabbed at 
her eyes with a tiny wisp of a hand
kerchief. Casey clapped his hands 
delightedly. “ Atta boy, Charlie! I 
knew you’d do it. What a yarn! 
What a yarn!”

As the officers began herding the 
prisoners from the room, he turned 
to the girl.

“ Now for a meal without look
ing down the wrong end of a gun 
over the rim of your coffee cup.” 
He chuckled as he saw the color 
mount Carol’s cheeks.

“Say, miss, would you consider 
having breakfast with a chap that 
— well— that looks something like a 
murderer?”

Coming Next Week, “WISE DUMMY,” by LESLIE T. WHITE.
!

ONLY T W O  MONTHS OF LUXURY

TWENTY-THREE years old and bent over a drafting board, Peter 
Moss, of New York, decided that his six feet of well-propor
tioned bone and muscle was not getting the breaks in life. Every 

morning, when he looked at his handsome face in the mirror, he became 
more positive that the road to being an architect was long and ardu
ous, that a droop was beginning to come into those broad shoulders 
and a bend into that straight back. If he stuck to drafting, he could 
see no opportunity to quick riches.

Moss used to drop occasionally into some of the better hotels and 
watch people who seemed to be affluent. He felt that he could behave 
with the same grace and poise as these more fortunate folks, provid
ing he had the wherewithal to live in an expensive place.

Finally, the day came when he made up his mind definitely to 
increase his income. He continued with his work in the daytime, and 
used evenings for his new line. His first holdup netted him two hun
dred dollars. The following day he moved into one of the well-known 
hotels. His next robbery enabled him to buy a horse, which he rode 
as often as he could in Central Park. Not content with one riding habit, 
he bought several. After the horse, came an automobile, which is said 
to have been worth five thousand dollars. He used the machine to 
make his get-away after the holdups. Unfortunately for him, he chose 
a car that was easily remembered once it was seen, and several of his 
victims gave the police a good description of the automobile.

The result was that Mr. Moss only lived in elegance for two months, 
and then he was arrested. When he was taken into custody, he was 
carrying a .45-caliber revolver. The detective began asking him ques
tions too dangerous for him to answer without giving himself away. 
The next day found the young man seated in a prison cell, probably 
wishing that he had never been bitten by the get-rich-quick bug.



Training Detectives 
in Milwaukee

By ROBERT E. HART
Milwaukee is noted for its low rate in crime.

ILWAUKEE is a city that 
fights modern criminals 
with modern methods. In 
this period of America’s 

history when every large community 
has experienced gang violence in one 
form or another, Milwaukee, located 
but eighty-five miles from Chicago, 
capital of all gangdom, has yet to 
have its first gang murder. In fact, 
Milwaukee has yet to have its first 
trouble with a gangster. Criminals, 
to use the words of a Chicago under
world character, “ steer clear of Mil
waukee. The cops work too fast 
there.” Burglary insurance rates 
are lower than those of any large 
city in the United States. Its re
markably low homicide rate has won 
national acclaim for years. Here, 
then, is an ideal city in which to

learn how a modern police depart
ment trains its men.

Milwaukee’s central police head
quarters is a building six stories in 
height, occupying half a city block. 
It was recently erected at a cost of 
almost seven million dollars. Every
thing that modern criminal science 
has decreed a policeman should need 
is contained in this building— liter
ally everything— from a gymnasium 
for his health to a research labora
tory for tracing the clew he dis
covers.

The head of the police training 
school is Captain Cloyd C. McGuire. 
Started in 1922, this school is still 
the only one of its kind in the 
United States, if not the world. One 
of the things that makes this true is 
the fact that Milwaukee is the only
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city in which policemen and detec
tives are required to go to classes 
regularly from the day they join the 
force until their retirement. In 
other cities, a policeman’s special 
training ceases two to three months 
after he’s been sworn in. Not so in 
Milwaukee. Here, every member of 
the force, from the newest rookie up 
to the inspector, must go to school. 
None is excused. And Captain Mc
Guire is one school-teacher who 
can’t be bribed with an apple!

But we’ll let Captain McGuire 
himself tell us how Milwaukee trains 
the men that make up its famous 
police force and detective bureau:

“ For the first thirty days after a 
man has joined the force, he is 
placed in a special class for recruits. 
In that class, he is taught the ele
mentary things every policeman 
must know. And in this modern 
day, a policeman is expected to 
know plenty! For example: the 
various phases of criminal law; 
traffic ordinances; department rules 
and regulations; first aid to the in
jured; use of firearms: revolver, rifle, 
shotgun, riot gun, machine gun, tear- 
gas bombs; self-defense: boxing,
wrestling, use of nightstick; military 
tactics.

“ In the olden days, the sergeant 
used to say to the new recruit: 
‘Take this club and pistol. Go out 
on your beat. If you see any one 
violating the Ten Commandments, 
you’re pretty safe in arresting them.’ 
And the rookies’ training was con
sidered completed. But times have 
changed.

“ In addition to the requirements 
already mentioned, the new patrol
man must learn: how to gather evi
dence; when he is justified in making 
an arrest; when a warrant is needed; 
how to summon aid; how to question 
a suspect. In fact, to sum it up, he 
must know how to act in any emer

gency that ever may come up. The 
average policeman will probably 
never have anything to do with a 
murder case. Yet it is just as nec
essary that he knowr what to do in 
such an event as it is that he know 
how to do the thousand and one 
other ‘tricks of the trade.’

“ During this period, the recruit is 
required to spend part of the time 
walking a beat with a veteran, to 
get the training that can come only 
through practical experience.

“ After several months, he is al
lowed to travel his beat alone. But 
his police education is not over. It 
continues as long as he is a member 
of the force.

“ There are many qualities I think 
a good policeman or detective should 
have, and which I try to bring out 
in our school. Honesty, health, 
courtesy,. shrewdness, persistence 
are some of them. But next to hon
esty there is one thing I value above 
all others. It is the quality that 
every good policeman and detective 
must have. I refer to observation: 
the ability to ‘gather things’ at a 
glance and make a mental note of 
small but important details. This 
asset has aided our men in solving 
crimes more than any other single 
factor.

“ A few years ago, we wTere called 
to the home of a woman whose child 
had been asphyxiated by gas from 
a cooking stove. The mother said 
she had come home and found the 
child dead. Apparently, a kettle 
had boiled over, putting out the fire, 
and allowing the gas to escape. The 
coroner was about to report it as an 
accident when a detective took a 
second look at the kettle. It was 
an out-of-the-ordinary type. ‘That 
kettle could never boil over,’ he said. 
Investigation showed he was right. 
And the woman was sent to the peni
tentiary for murder. An example of
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what I mean when I say ‘observa
tion.’

“ Many of the tests £iven in our 
training school are designed to in
crease and bring out the men’s 
power of observation. For instance: 
The photograph of a criminal, on a 
stereopticon slide, is flashed on a 
screen in the front of the classroom. 
After a moment, it is removed, and 
we proceed to discuss some entirely 
different subject. Sufficient time is 
allowed for the men to get their 
minds off the picture. Then they 
go to a cabinet similar to those used 
in our bureau of identification. In 
it are scores of photos, including the 
one shown on the screen. Each is 
numbered, and the policemen must 
find the correct number, correspond
ing to the picture shown to them, 
and write it down.

“ In another examination, the pic
ture shown on the screen is that of 
a man violating some law. After 
some time has elapsed, cards are 
passed to the pupils and they are re
quired to list just what crime was 
being committed, the man’s descrip
tion, and any other facts they may 
have noted. Marks are given for 
this as w'ell as the other tests. Later 
I ’ll explain how we use the marks.

“One day, while I was instructing 
one of the classes, a stranger en
tered the room, and, making a loud 
commotion, ran toward me. Climb
ing the platform upon which I was 
standing, he proceeded to argue vio
lently with me. Finally, he aimed a 
vicious punch at my jaw which I 
blocked. Subduing him with a para
lyzing jujutsu hold, I quieted the 
man and rushed him out of the 
room. Returning, 1 continued to 
teach as though nothing had hap
pened. Half an hour later, a slip 
was given to every policeman pres
ent. On it, he was asked to describe 
in detail everything that had taken

place, just as if he were making a re
port. Then the pupils discovered 
that it was just another lesson, 
planned in advance for their benefit.

“ Now and then, a crime that ac
tually occurred is acted out on the 
large stage of the classroom. Finger 
prints and other evidence are placed 
as they were found, and it is up to 
the men to locate them and tell how 
they would be used in solving crime. 
Then the officers who were assigned 
to the case and cleared it up explain 
to the others where they are right 
and wrong. It may sound like a lot 
of childish play, but many a good 
detective owes much of his ability to 
those methods.

“ All of the tests are not conducted 
in the schoolrooms. Some of them 
‘happen’ right on a policeman’s beat. 
For instance, we will ‘plant’ an au
tomobile in the territory he is sup
posed to cover. Then we report it 
to him over the police telephone as 
being a stolen car, giving the license 
number. A close check is kept on 
the length of time it takes the pa
trolman to discover the machine. 
Many cars really stolen have been 
recovered with the aid of this 
training.

“ All of the various groups of men 
in the department attend separate 
classes, especially planned to suit 
their respective needs. Individual
ized courses of training are offered 
to men divided in classes composed 
of patrolmen, detectives, sergeants, 
traffic men, squad-car operators, 
lieutenants and ambulance men. 
There is even a class for the cap
tains.

“ Milwaukee’s system of choosing 
men for the police department’s de
tective bureau is different, without 
doubt from that of any other city. 
In the first place, it is not necessary 
for a man to be an ordinary patrol
man for a long time before being eli
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gible for consideration as a detec
tive. Most departments require 
that the men walk a beat for sev
eral years. We feel that, after six 
months of actual police experience, 
combined with the intensive train
ing offered in our school, a man with 
necessary qualities will make a good 
detective.

“ Few men join the force who do 
not desire eventually to become a 
detective. The work is as hard as 
that of a uniformed officer, but there 
is more adventure connected with 
the position, and, of course, the sal
ary is quite a bit larger. But a good 
patrolman will not necessarily be a 
success as a plain-clothes man. For 
that reason, it is a real task to choose 
the proper men. But with the aid 
of the ‘marks’ mentioned before, we 
are able to select very accurately, 
and we pride ourselves on the fact 
that Milwaukee’s detective bureau 
is composed of exceptionally excel
lent officers.

“ The city is divided into police 
districts, each having a separate sta
tion and each in charge of a captain. 
The latter watches the records of 
his men closely. He investigates 
each arrest made, notes any extraor
dinary skill or bravery shown by 
the policeman, sometimes even fol
lowing the case until it appears in 
court, to see whether or not the ar
resting officer had secured enough 
evidence to help bring about a con
viction.

“ In the meanwhile, every mem
ber of our classes has been given a 
mark for each test and examination 
he took, as well as for his school 
work in general. After enough of 
these marks have accumulated to 
give something upon which to base 
our judgment, I confer with the 
various captains. The marks we 
have for each man are compared, 
and it is not hard to see which of

ficers have shown outstanding abil
ity- .

“ The policemen whose records 
warrant it are then given a chance 
to be what is known as an ‘acting’ 
detective. For a period of ninety 
days, they are allowed to work out 
of the detective - bureau in plain 
clothes, and given the same assign
ments as regular members of that 
branch of the department. Some of 
these newly appointed men are of
ficers who just recently joined the 
force; others are men who have 
walked beats for years, but who just 
lately have shown extraordinary ap
titude in their work.

“A close check is kept on the per
formances of those who are having 
their ninety-day trial. We do not 
expect them to prove that they are 
master minds in that length of time, 
nor are they expected to solve every 
crime allotted to them. But it is a 
long enough period for them to show 
whether or not they have the quali
ties and persistence to make good. 
It is the fairest and most efficient 
means wre have found to determine 
which men shall be promoted to 
plain-clothes duty.

“ At the end of the trial period, the 
heads of the detective bureau go 
over the records established and 
make their decision. If the men are 
successful, they are recommended to 
the board of police commissioners 
for promotion. And as vacancies 
occur in the detective bureau or new? 
men are added to the force, they 
take their places as full-fledged 
members.

“ In Milwaukee, as in most cities, 
plain-clothes men always travel in 
pairs. The reason for this is that 
many times a situation arises which 
cannot be handled efficiently by one 
man, and which might endanger his 
life. Years ago, one of our detec
tives, while working on a case alone,
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was attacked from the rear and 
slain. Since that time, it has been 
an unwritten law that two detectives 
must always work together while on 
duty.

“ All of our detective and police 
squad cars are radio-equipped. In
cidentally, most of our patrolmen on 
foot have been supplanted by detec
tives and uniformed officers in auto
mobiles. The district patrolled by 
each car is comparatively small, and 
in many instances, after receiving 
the broadcast of an alarm, they 
reach the scene while the criminals

are still at work. In fact, it seems 
that one of the first things we hear 
from a criminal after his arrest is 
that he ‘never even had a chance to 
get started.’ And then he usually 
adds, ‘I wish I had followed the ad
vice I received— and stayed away 
from Milwaukee.’

“ Few crooks will admit it, but the ■ 
one thing they fear more than any
thing else is an efficient, well-trained 
policeman or detective. That’s why 
criminals seldom work in Milwaukee. 
But when they do, we’re always 
ready for them— with action.”

NOT A H EADACH E

A JULY FOURTH celebrant was shot this year without knowing it. 
A few days after the gala Fourth, the man had a throbbing head
ache. It was so severe and so unusual that he called a physician. 

The doctor examined him and found that a bullet was lodged in his neck. 
Then the young man remembered that he had felt something strike him 
during the July Fourth celebration, but had thought nothing further of 
it, and had forgotten all about the incident.

In Next Week’s Issue of
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B y Donald G. McDonald

A t the happiest moment of her life, she beheld the token of the m ost vicious 
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WISE DUMMY
B y Leslie T. White

W h en  he lost this lucky charm, he thought he’d lost his luck.
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N O T A  KILLER
■y

By DONALD VAN RIPER
Eager to get two crooks, he shot a friend.

|AY, you! What’s the idea? 
What you doing? Don’t 
budge because I ’ve got the 
drop on you!”

shadow had moved at the 
alley’s mouth. From it had come 
the commonplace words which froze 
Jim Brock and his partner “ Buddy” 
Aldrich into immobility. There was 
a metallic undertone of command, 
the crisp quality of challenge in 
those few simple words, to warn 
them that their lawless way to free
dom had been transformed into a 
deadly trap.

In the rear of the alley alongside 
a loading platform was the truck 
half filled with stolen silk. Back 
there, too, somewhere in the mys
terious night was the watchman with 
the questing light which had first 
startled them. At any instant, he 
might come on down the alley. Cer
tainly, this copper on the street end 
wasn’t going to drift until he in
vestigated a bit more thoroughly.

They could hear him moving a 
little now, easing one foot and then 
the other in stealthy advance.

“ You blokes in there!”  The cop
per’s voice was chill and hard as 
steel as he raised it in sharper, surer 
authority. “ I ’ve got the drop on 
you. What you doing in there?”

No answer, of course! There was 
always the chance that the copper 
might figure he had been mistaken 
and move on his way again. There 
was even the remote chance that 
this might be some rookie patrol-
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man who would take the most dis
creet course and amble on his beat 
once more.

Any such hope died in the next 
breath. “ I ’m coming to get you,”  
continued the stern, implacable 
voice. “So you’ll save trouble by 
walking this way with your hands 
over your heads.”

Jim Brock felt the cold clam
miness of fear in his palms. Against 
his elbow, he sensed the frigid tense
ness of Buddy Aldrich’s shoulder. 
This was no rookie copper confront
ing them. The slightest move, the 
faintest whisper, and red fingers pf 
fire would spurt killing lead. It 
looked bad. There was no way out 
of the trap. Prison or death waited 
on their next move.

A long, interminable time passed 
while the copper advanced in grim, 
well-nigh noiseless stalking. Then, 
without warning, came a shift in 
fortune.

A gun spoke, filling the alley with 
roaring sound. Not from the front 
but from the rear. The watchman!

The two crooks had fallen prone 
at once in the common instinct for 
shelter.

Something whined through the 
gloom, and there was the rapid ex
plosion of the copper’s gun. From 
in back came two more shots from 
the watchman’s gun.

“ Got one of you,”  came the 
watchman’s exultant shout.

From the street end of the alley 
came the copper’s voice, a strug
gling, half-choking sound. “ And the 
boys’ll tend to you. The crook that 
kills a copper gets killed.”

Suddenly, the realization of what 
had happened came to Jim Brock. 
The watchman and the copper had 
been firing at each other. The same 
knowledge now sent the watchman 
scurrying forward, calling wildly as 
he ran:

“ Don’t shoot, Sullivan. It ’s me. 
It ’s Mike Crisby, the watchman.”

He went on past the two crooks. 
Jim Brock knew an incredible relief. 
This Alike Crisby, blundering fool 
of a watchman, had downed the 
copper. And now he saw the circle 
of light as the watchman made be
lated use of his flash.

They were both up there in the 
front of the alley. To the rear, not 
more than twenty feet away, was 
the truck. Jim Brock nudged 
Buddy Aldrich ever so lightly.

“ It’s our chance,” he whispered. 
“ Get to the truck. We can make 
it through to the other street.”

The watchman was intent only 
on the gasping man beneath his 
flash. He was calling a name fran
tically over and over:

“Jack Sullivan! Jack Sullivan! 
Jack Sullivan!”

A sympathetic shiver went all 
through Jim Brock. It was plain 
that Crisby and the copper had been 
friends. From the high, hysterical 
pitch of Crisby’s voice, it was evi
dent that the policeman, Jack Sul
livan, was either dead or dying.

As Brock gained the truck seat, 
he knew that Buddy was at his 
elbow. Then, stabbing through the 
black, came the ray of the shifted 
flash. Full on Buddy’s back, it 
played. Again, the watchman’s gun 
spoke.

Buddy stiffened. Out shot Jim 
Brock’s hand, and his fingers hooked 
into his partner’s arm. With a 
mighty lurching effort, Buddy Al
drich made the floor boards.

Jim Brock sped one foot to the 
starter. With a roar, the motor 
started. With a spinning of wheels, 
it slithered into motion. Back of 
them, the watchman’s gun barked 
twice more.

On went the lights of the swaying 
truck. Jim heard the watchman’s
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whistle shrilling a new alarm. There 
were other whistles through the 
night as men of the law. already 
running toward sounds of firing, an
swered the wailing call of the watch
man.

Through the turn in the alley, a 
chattering, whirring taking of the 
corner, and Jim Brock fed the gaso
line faster to the motor. Ahead was 
the light of the other street. He 
could hear the near blast of one of 
the relentless whistles.

Out into the street went the 
truck. A  figure jumping aside yelled 
wildly for him to stop. Then, as he 
hunched over the wheel, a leaden 
slug carried the top corner of the 
windshield into a vanishing spray of 
splintered glass. That had been 
close; the bullet must have torn 
through the truck cab from the rear 
and missed Jim Brock’s head by the 
fraction of an inch.

With amazing luck, he worked 
free, whisked around one corner just 
in time to avoid two motor-cycle 
officers, halted in a side street while 
a clanging patrol whizzed by not 
twenty yards away. Desperate 
business this, quick thinking, fast 
moving! Yet through every fearful 
second, deeply fixed in his brain was 
the knowledge that Buddy Aldrich 
had not spoken. The only sound 
to pass Buddy’s lips had been an 
occasional grunt or gasping little 
groan. Nor had Buddy moved 
other than to jolt or slip with the 
wildest lurches or swings of the 
speeding truck.

Round the corner from their 
rooming-house headquarters, Jim 
Brock eased the now slow-going 
truck to a stop. He jumped out, 
ran around, and leaned over Buddy.

“ What’s the matter, Buddy? 
Hurt bad?”

“ Not hurt much at all,” whis
pered Buddy. “ But, somehow, I

can’t seem to work my legs. The 
second time the fellow fired, he got 
me. Low down in the back some
where. I can’t get up, Jim.”

There was nothing to do but to 
get Buddy up by main strength. 
Merely helping him along was out 
of the question. He could use his 
arms enough to hang on, but his legs 
dangled helplessly as Jim Brock car
ried him along.

At the corner, Jim paused just 
long enough to see the quiet, de
serted reaches of Churchill Street. 
He stepped out swiftly. Luck wras 
still with him. Only a few feet, 
three houses from the corner, and 
they were safely in off the street.

Lucky that it had not been the 
other w'ay around! What chance 
would the slim, lightly built Buddy 
have had to haul the husky form of 
Jim Brock? Why, even for the 
hard-muscled, great-shouldered Jim 
Brock, it was no easy feat to carry 
one hundred and forty pounds of 
dead weight from the car round the 
corner, into the house, and up the 
stairs to the second floor back.

Yet he did it w7ith such silent 
dispatch that he was reasonably 
sure that, in this vital part of the 
get-away, no one had seen or heard 
them.

Inside, with the blinds drawn 
tight, he rolled Buddy over on the 
bed next to the wall and asked ques
tions as he inspected the wTound low 
down in the fleshy part of Buddy’s 
back.

“ It’s not bleeding much outside,” 
he said. “ How-’s it feel?”

“ I can just make out your hand,” 
answered Buddy.

Jim moved his hand lower. “ And 
now9’ ’

“Now what?”  asked Buddy.
Realization came to Jim, but he 

asked the question again. “ Now? 
Can’t you feel my hand. Buddy?”

D S — 8E
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“Nope. Can’t.”
“Listen, Buddy------ ”  Jim leaned

close and whispered. “ I ’m going for 
Doc Rempstone. And the truck has 
to be ditched farther away from 
home. I ’ll be back as soon as I can. 
Just don’t you move or nothing be
cause you’re fine the way you are. 
And listen, Buddy, I’ll hurry— 
understand?”

Jim reached up and pulled the 
snap chain of the hanging light bulb. 
With the inadequate, but friendly 
gloss of light gone, the room seemed 
more shabby than ever.

“ Can’t you leave the light, Jim?” 
pleaded Buddy. “ It’s kind of fierfce 
to be in darkness like this. Just 
light the light so’s I can see the torn 
place in the wall paper again. That 
looks naturallike. Makes me feel 
easier.”

Jim reluctantly pulled on the 
tiny metal strand again. “ Sure you 
can have the light, Buddy. And I ’ll 
be back with the doc in no time at 
all, and he can fix you right up. Old 
Doc Rempstone’s a wonder on bullet 
wounds, kid. He’ll patch you right 
UP ”

Out into the night again went Jim 
Brock. Tough business this! He 
must take more long chances now. 
There was the truck, half filled with 
stolen silk. He must get into the 
driver’s seat again and drive it 
away. No snoopy patrolman would 
find the telltale truck so close to the 
room of Jim Brock and Buddy 
Aldrich.

He drove it away, not at a break
neck speed, but at an unsuspicious, 
easy-going pace. He slouched over 
the wheel in well-simulated weari
ness, but he was unceasingly alert 
to every vehicle which passed. Ten 
blocks across town and then five 
more toward the river, he went. 
There in the bleary shadows of de
serted warehouses, he left the car
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and the loot. To try and fence that 
loot now would be folly. A copper 
had been badly shot up, perhaps 
killed, and any one trying to dispose 
of stolen loot would find himself in 
a hot spot.

Back then afoot, he went, halting 
now and again, to blend like one 
shadow into another, ducking into 
the gloom of an alley, skulking on 
again and again. At last, he walked 
through a block, traversing yards, 
climbing fences, until he stood in 
the comparative safety of the back 
entryway of Doc Rempstone’s place.

Rempstone, sleepy-eyed, shook 
his head dubiously as he listened. 
Gunshot wounds were no new thing 
in his experience. Simple work 
much of it, but it paid extra well. 
Crooks would pay high fees to the 
physician who would take a chance. 
It was worth a lot of money for 
Rempstone, this business of sneak
ing out nights to tend some injured 
crook, and forgetting to report a 
wound of violence to the authorities.

“That doesn’t sound so good, 
That business of his legs being 
paralyzed. There are nerve centers 
along the lower back. The job may 
be very dangerous.”

“ Dangerous or not,”  observed Jim 
Brock, “ it’s got to be done.”

He stared hard into Rempstone’s 
greenish gray eyes— a compelling 
look which brooked no denial. He 
was thinking that, if this rat of a 
doctor refused to come along, he, 
Jim Brock, would hand him a proper 
beating up. There was no other doc
tor Jim knew of who would tackle 
this sort of work. He must make 
Rempstone come along.

The thought passing within 
Brock’s mind must have communi
cated itself to Rempstone. Abruptly, 
he nodded. “ Wait here. I ’ll be 
right out again as soon as I ’m 
dressed.”
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Brock remained wedged in the 
doorway. Rempstone smiled crook
edly. “ Don’t worry. I won’t 
change my mind. I ’ll.do what I can 
for your partner.”

What Rempstone could do would 
not be enough. After an examina
tion and a slight probing, he halted. 
He turned toward Brock, with his 
usually pallid face actually gray 
white under the yellow overhead 
light.

“ I ’m afraid to go on, Brock. A 
single slip in there would be bad.”  

From the stripped figure on the 
bed came a pleading whisper. “ Take 
the chance, doc,”  moaned Buddy. 
“ You can’t leave me like this.”  

“ You can’t.” echoed Jim Brock. 
There was harshness totally at 
variance with Buddy’s pleading 
tones in Brock’s voice.

Rempstone’s face was lined into a 
frowning, half-fearful mask. He 
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. 
He beckoned Jim Brock to the far 
corner of the room. Leaning on the 
dresser top, he spoke softly to him.

“ The worst of my risk has been 
taken, Brock. I can go on probing. 
But there’s ticklish going. The 
wound’s deeper, bigger than I 
thought. And there are centers of 
nerves there. I ’m talking simply 
for you to understand.”

“ Go on,” urged Brock quietly. 
“ My hands!” Rempstone raised 

his hands—long, frail hands, almost 
blue white where the skin thinned 
between the fingers. They were 
delicate, yet showed years of skilled 
work. Brock noticed how the hands 
quivered. “ My hands aren’t up to 
that job. There isn’t one surgeon 
in a hundred would be able to do 
it—right. That’s his chance if I try 
— one in a hundred.”

There was obvious, unmistakable 
sincerity in Rempstone’s voice.

“What then?” demanded Brock. 
“ You can’t just let him lay there 
like that.”

“ There’s a fellow over in Willer- 
ton------ ”

“ That’s a couple of hundred miles 
away,”  protested Brock.

“ I can dress his wound. You 
could move him.”

“ This Willerton doc,”  prompted 
Brock.

“ He’ll do it and do it right. No 
slips. But he’ll want the old dough 
— re— mi— before his lifts a hand.”

“ How much?”
• “ Five hundred dollars is my 
guess.”

“ Five hundred dollars!”  gasped 
Jim Brock.

Rempstone nodded solemnly. 
“ And even if you went to a law7-
abiding surgeon------ ” Rempstone
sneered at the word, “ law-abiding.” 
He smiled thoughtfully as he con
tinued. “ Even if you dared, they’d 
tax you almost that much. Your 
partner needs to go on a table, 
nurses handy, anaesthesia and all. 
And with a hundred-to-one shot, 
doctors want big pay.”

“ But all the way to the city of 
Willerton— two hundred miles. And 
five hundred dollars. It’s impos
sible.”

“ I ’ll write down the fellow’s name 
and address,” said Rempstone. 
“ Me? I ’d just as leave earn the five 
hundred myself. But I sort of ad
mire the nerve you show7 sticking by 
your friend like this. I ’d mess the 
job. Don’t you understand— I ’m 
giving you the best advice I can?”

Slowly, Brock nodded. “ Better 
dress the wound some, doc. And 
me— me----- ”

“ Why not ask Trick Chapman for 
the money? Enough to pay for the 
trip and the doctor?”  Rempstone 
was already back and kneeling be
side the bed. “ Better get going. I ’ll
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dress the wound. Any old car will 
do. Just don’t go too fast— that’s 
all. I ’ll fix him so you can prop him 
right up on the seat beside you.

“ Trick Chapman,”  sighed Jim 
Brock. “ I don’t know how he’d 
take it, me asking a favor. Of 
course, he’d do it, but he might bear 
down pretty hard on me after that. 
Trick Chapman got to be the king
pin in the Riverside section by get
ting more than his money’s worth 
for every dollar he used.”

Rempstone bobbed his head in 
agreement. “Just the same, if your 
side partner is to have a chance, you 
better go see Trick Chapman.”

“ Trick” Chapman was virtually a 
king in the Riverside section of the 
city of Warehampton. Indeed, 
everywhere in the city, no matter 
what section, Trick Chapman was 
an underworld figure to be reckoned 
with. Now, in the waning night 
hours, the best chance to locate 
Trick would be at his headquarters. 
Chapman’s office was a small room 
tucked away at the rear of his 
Riverside night club.

The Riverside night club had 
plenty of atmosphere. Trick had 
taken a lease on a pier from which 
the water had receded, due to dredg
ing of the harbor channel. It was 
useless for commerce but quite 
usable for the money spenders of 
the city’s night life. Outside, it was 
a slab-sided structure with crazily 
placed windows, the sole decoration 
being the word “Riverside” which 
was blearily outlined in electric 
bulbs against the river’s night fog.

Inside, it was all light, sound and 
color, laughter and gayety and night 
madness. There was the sinister 
taint of the underworld, particularly 
in the plain little room where Trick 
Chapman carried on his rackets and 
schemes.

Chapman was red of face and 
pudgy of build. Only a second 
glance at the small, slaty, narrowly 
spaced eyes revealed the lurking, 
brutal devil which was the true man 
underneath. Chapman was flashy in 
dress; he was wearing a checkered 
smoky blue suit with a gay, orange- 
and-red tie. A huge diamond glis
tened on his hand as he lifted it in 
a mock military salute on seeing Jim 
Brock standing before him.

“ Trick,” said Brock, “ I gotta have 
help.”

The diamonded hand flecked an 
imaginary dust speck from the cuff 
of the heavy silk shirt. “ You ain’t 
the first one I ever heard sing that 
song. If just once, some of you 
cheap guys would blow in here and 
say, ‘Hello, Trick, I ’ve got good 
news,’ I ’d probably drop dead of the 
shock.”

Brock did not trouble even to 
smile at the big shot’s attempted 
witticism. He had no time for mere 
acting and delay. His need— 
Buddy’s need— was too urgent. 
Minutes might prove just as vital as 
dollars.

“ I gotta have money, Trick,” he 
said. “ A whole lot of money.”

“ What you mean— a whole lot?”
“ Six hundred dollars.”  Flatly, 

without any “ build-up,” he flung the 
request at Trick Chapman. Six 
hundred dollars! A lot of dough for 
Jim Brock. Just a night’s spending 
money for one of Chapman’s prodi
gal sprees.

“ Why? Let’s hear the reason.”
Swiftly then and clinging to the 

truth, Brock recited the story of the 
night’s events. No good lying to 
Chapman! The truth always got 
to Chapman, somehow. Stopping, 
he stared pleadingly at Chapman.

“ Maybe it's true,” sighed Chap
man. “ More like not. But I just 
got the inside info from a friend of
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a friend of a copper that Patrolman 
Jack Sullivan was dead.”

“ What of it?” demanded "Brock. 
“ Neither me or Buddy even had a 
gun on us. You see, Buddy was 
pulling his last job, and he made me 
leave my gat home, too. It was like 
I told you—the watchman Crisby 
did it. Shot the copper by mis
take.”

Chapman shook his head in a 
cruel, hard negative. “ The leak 
from police headquarters had the 
story that Crisby ran up first after 
all the shooting, and found Sullivan 
dead. This watchman was a fast 
thinker. He leaves it up to the cop
pers to catch a couple of vanished 
crooks. Who could ever prove 
otherwise than that you two drilled 
Sullivan? Why, a jury would send 
you to the chair for just telling a 
yarn like you told me.”

“ But even so,” persisted Jim 
Brock, “ what about the money? I ’ll 
do anything you say if you’ll only 
let me have the money.”

“ Nothing doing,” answered Trick 
Chapman. His beady eyes were 
squinted down now to twin points 
of fire. “ You’re hot. You and that 
partner of yours. There’s been a 
copper killed, and it’s your word 
against the wmrld as to how he got 
it. I wouldn’t touch a hand to any 
part of it.”

“ But,” cried Brock, “ if you 
slipped me the money, I ’d let them 
carve me to pieces an inch at a time 
before I would mention you, 
Trick.”

“ All crooks squeal,”  answered 
Trick. “ And another thing—what 
chance have I got to get my dough 
back when the bulls slip you and 
your partner the rap?” He raised a 
hand as Jim Brock started to speak. 
“ Yeah, I know— they won’t catch 
you. That’s what you say, but the 
odds are all in favor of their spotting

you both. When a copper gets it, 
the other coppers work overtime,”

“But, Trick------ ”
“ Nothing doing.” The last pre

tense of half-hearted amiability fell 
from Trick Chapman as he spoke. 
This was his final flat refusal. 
Stunned was Jim Brock as he saw 
the other’s blunt, heavy forefinger 
pointing to the door.

“ I ’ll do anything,” Brock cried. 
“ Suppose I asked you to bump a 

certain party off. Suppose I was to 
tell you that, just before daybreak, 
a certain well-known guy was com
ing out of his place of business and 
meeting a runty little guy he trusts. 
Suppose I gave you a rod and told 
you to be in the basement entrance 
of this guy’s house. The little runty 
bloke isn’t going to shoot straight 
to-night. You pull the trigger and 
take it on the lam to the next cor
ner south where a fellow will be 
sitting waiting at the wheel of a car 
to drive you on the get-away, What 
would you say to that? I ’m paying 
a bird a grand to do that—just two 
hours from now. You can play cut 
rate and take the job for seven. 
That’s a hundred more than you 
asked for.”

“Me?” gasped Jim Brock in
credulously. “ Me— turn killer?” 

“ You need the money. And I 
save three hundred. The runty guy 
is selling out his boss. You drill the 
boss and then the runt. No one to 
tell tales. And the get-away car 
waiting to whisk you away.”

“ I ’m no killer,” said Brock 
steadily. “ Anything else but that.” 

“Beat it then,” growled Chapman. 
“ You don’t know a good break when 
you get it.”

It was not until Jim Brock stood 
outside the Riverside night club 
once more that he felt free to 
breathe once more. He had fled



Not A  Killer 1 3 3

from the little office, passed the 
thronging dancers on the floor with 
the instinctive accuracy of a blind- 
man. In truth, he had been blind 
for those fleeing seconds to all else 
except the red rage he felt for Trick 
Chapman.

Now, as he halted beyond the last 
glimmering of the door’s lighted 
sign, he raised a clenched fist in 
trembling, inarticulate protest. If 
ever he found Chapman in a pinch, 
how Jim Brock would laugh! But, 
then, men like Trick Chapman did 
not get in tight places.

No? How7 then about “ Honey” 
Martin? Even a fool could read the 
truth from what Chapman had said. 
A big shot with a runt for a body
guard! A fellow who lived in a 
house with a basement entrance! 
That meant Honey Martin. Not 
quite as big a shot as Chapman, but 
one of the big ones just the same.

And just before daybreak, Honey 
Martin was to be put on the spot. 
Even now, Chapman was waiting 
for a final chat with his hired killer.

Even now! Jim Brock gasped as 
he realized that, with what he knew 
and could guess, he might yet get 
the money he so badly needed. He 
drew instinctively nearer the dark
ened side door of the night club. In 
the deep shadows there, he could 
wait—wait for the killer.

There weren’t many men in the 
city of Warehampton game enough 
to tackle the killing of Honey Mar
tin. Any one of three or four com
ing to that door now would be the 
right man. When such a one exited 
again, there would be a chance for 
Jim Brock. One last long chance in 
a night of chances!

The man came at last— slightly 
built, head carried just a bit to one 
side, and with the merest hint of a 
shuffle in his walk. A blur in the 
darkness, and yet Jim Brock knew

that this was “ Bullet” Karg going 
to a rendezvous with Trick Chap
man.

Bullet would be coming out with 
the murder gat and with at least 
half, more likely all, of the money, 
Jim Brock trembled at the thought. 
It was no tremor of fear but the 
tense reaction of a man who decides 
to dare everything in one desperate 
action.

Bullet Karg had passed within 
arm’s length, totally unaware of 
Brock’s lurking presence. All Jim 
Brock needed to do to maintain the 
advantage of position was to stay 
put. Man to man, and neither 
armed, he knew he could handle 
Bullet Karg like a wisp of straw. 
However, Karg would be armed and 
keyed to killing pitch. Against that 
was the far superior physical 
strength of Jim Brock and the 
startling edge of surprise which 
would also favor the bigger man.

At last, he heard the guarded, 
muffled sound of a door opening, 
caught a fleeting glimpse of a weak 
blur of light. The light vanished, 
and there was the low easing noise 
of the door closing once more; a 
hesitant tread in the darkness, a 
faint shuffling step alternating with 
the sure, firm beat of Bullet Karg’s 
good foot.

Jim Brock pressed back as if he 
could compress himself yet deeper 
into darkness. He had spread his 
fingers wide into ready hooks. He 
felt the slow surge of power as he 
leaned ever so slightly forward. The 
shuffling one was nearer, almost 
abreast of Brock in ambush.

He waited until he could make 
out the blurry shadow7 of Karg’s 
canted head against the lesser 
shadow's of the alley’s mduth. One 
step, two steps— and three!

Brock launched himself with 
clutching hands. In a great leap
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ing effort, he went into the attack, 
and, just as the startled Karg hes
itated in a quick little shufile, the 
big hands of Brock circled round his 
neck.

Deep went Brock’s fingers with all 
the force of unleashed steel springs, 
hard down against the throat, the 
thumbs pressing with paralyzing 
power against the back of the little 
gunman’s neck. The viselike fingers 
shut off wind and voice alike, and, 
at the same instant Brock’s knee 
raised and crashed heavily against 
the fellow’s back.

Then, with a fury of desperate 
need, he lifted the stunned and 
breathless Bullet Karg and shook 
him as a big dog might shake a mon
grel cur. With one great hand still 
exerting that fearful force against 
Karg’s throat, Brock used the other 
to find ihe little man’s weapons.

Two guns; one ready in the side 
jacket pocket, the other bolstered 
and strapped high on Karg’s chest 
near his armpit.

All this was done as quietly as 
though the darkness were silencing, 
smothering velvet.

Next Brock found the money, a 
crisp-edged roll of bills tucked away 
in Karg’s hip pocket.

Meanwhile, his choking fingers 
had kept their unrelenting grip. 
Karg was going limp, as helpless as 
a rag in the power of Brock’s hard- 
tensed fingers.

No time to be chicken-hearted! 
No business now for Brock to be 
merciful! He whirled his victim 
about and drew back his free hand 
into a mighty mauling fist. Like a 
great piston, his arm doubled and 
drove forward. Once, twice, thrice, 
that monstrous, hard-knuckled fist 
smashed into Karg’s face.

Then with both hands Brock held 
him, felt the sodden sagging of 
Karg’s helpless muscles. Karg was

definitely out of the picture, plainly 
knocked cold.

Easing the unconscious Karg to 
the ground, he shoved him well over 
against the wall. He drew forth the 
guns he had taken and shoved them 
atop some rubbish as he rose. Brock 
wanted nothing to do with a killer’s 
guns. All he wished now was to 
sneak away safely and with dispatch 
and get to his injured partner once 
more.

He made it easily. Behind him 
somewhere, he had stirred up a 
hornet’s nest of trouble. The 
chances were that Trick Chapman, 
on learning what had happened to 
Karg, would be able to read the 
truth. Then the life of Jim Brock 
would hardly be worth a dime.

Rempstone had just left when 
Brock came back to the room. 
Propped up a bit on the bed, white 
of face but smiling, was Buddy 
Aldrich.

“ The doc has me all fixed up for 
travel. Says you and me are going 
to Willerton. Said you’d be back 
with the dough.”

Brock pulled out the snug little 
roll of bills which he had taken from 
Bullet Karg’s pocket.

“ We’ll pay Trick Chapman back 
as soon as we can,” sighed Buddy 
Aldrich. “ I was quitting the game, 
Jim. But with a whole lot of dough 
to pay back, I ’ll have to stay with 
it a while longer.”

Jim Brock shook his head de
cisively. “ No, you won’t. Fact is 
we’re leaving the city of Warehamp- 
ton for good. You see, to get that 
dough I had to cross up Trick Chap
man and Bullet Karg. It won’t be 
healthy for me ever to come back 
here. You, either, for that matter. 
Being my partner, Chapman would 
probably bump you off at the same 
time just for luck.”
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“Leave Warehampton? Never 
come back? You mean we have to 
stay in some new place-like Willer- 
ton? Gee, that’s tough on you, Jim. 
Being a crook in strange territory 
ain’t so easy. Me—going straight— 
it won’t be so tough.”

“Let’s not worry about it,”  gruffly 
answered Jim Brock. “ Just now, 
I ’m lugging you downstairs. There’s 
a cab waiting up the block for me 
to signal. I ’m slipping the driver a 
lot of jack to get us safe to Willer- 
ton and keep a shut head about it.” 

Buddy Aldrich grinned faintly. 
“ You sure have been stepping all 
night, Jim, taking chances for me.” 

Jim grunted. “ What you would 
have done for me, old-timer. Come 
on, let’s go.”

A week later in the little private 
hospital in Willerton, Jim Brock 
seated himself beside the chair 
where Buddy Aldrich sat.

He shoved a paper at Buddy, 
pointing a great forefinger at the 
heading in the paper.
W A R E H A M P T O N  G A N G S T E R  K IL L E D

“Trick Chapman,”  said Jim 
Brock. “ And the coppers got a con
fession out of Bullet Karg that he 
did it. Karg had the idea that a 
few nights ago, Chapman paid him 
some money only to set some gang 
of sluggers on him to take it away 
again. Karg w7as in the hospital for 
a few- days—busted jaw and all 
bruised up. And when he came out, 
he went gunning for Chapman.” 

“ That means you can go back,” 
sighed Buddy Aldrich. “ A good 
break for you, Jim.”

“ But I ’m not going,”  answered 
Brock. “ You see, this doctor says 
you have to stay still for a couple 
of w-eeks more. Says when you 
come out that you’ll be all right. 
But knowing I had to wait and

thinking I never could go back to 
Warehampton, I kept job hunting.” 

“Job hunting?” gasped Buddy. 
“ Right,” answered Brock proudly. 

“ And yesterday a fellow hired me. 
I came clean with him. Told him 
I haven’t alw-ays been on the level 
and that I wanted to go straight. 
Driving a truck. And wrhen you 
come out, he’ll place you, too.”

“ A guy willing to hire crooks? 
What a break!”

“ Nope. No break. I saw this 
guy talking to his garage manager. 
He was talking without moving his 
lips, talking low-—prison whisper or 
I didn’t know a thing. So I came 
clean when I braced him for a job. 
He’s a big successful contractor.” 

“ Can you beat it?”  murmured 
Buddy Aldrich. “You mean you’ve 
decided to go straight, too.”

“ You bet. For a week, I ’ve lived 
in fear of Chapman’s vengeance. 
And then, when I see what my new 
boss did by going straight, I made 
up my mind that maybe the sob 
sisters were right. Crime didn’t 
seem to pay. And to clinch it is the 
way Chapman winds up. Dead as 
the next one. All his wits, scheming 
and dough didn’t save him.”

“ And you’re going to take a 
chance on going straight like I ’ve 
been asking you to do,” muttered 
Buddy.

“ Take a chance— nothing,”
scoffed Jim Brock. He placed a 
gentling assuring hand upon his 
partner’s blanketed shoulder. “ I 
took all the long chances of a life
time the other night, Buddy. I ’m 
going straight, and no gamble about 
it. This time, I ’m playing a sure 
thing. What trucks I drive now 
w-ill be on the level. Night work? 
Double pay for overtime the boss 
says. No more chances, Buddy— 
I ’m going straight— with you. And 
it’ll be a cinch for both of us.”



If you are an employer and desire to place your employees in the positions ni 
your office or factory for which they are best fitted; or if you are just about to  
step out into the world to earn your own living; or if crimes involving hand
writing have been committed in your community; or if you want, to know the 
characters of your friends as revealed in their chirography— send specimens of 
the handwriting of the persons concerned to Shirley Spencer, Street & Smith’s 
Detective Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y., and inclose a 
stamped, addressed envelope, Shirley Spencer will analyze the samples sub
mitted to her and will give you her expert opinion of them, free of charge.

Also, coupon— at end of this department— must accompany each specimen 
of handwriting which you wish read. I f  possible, write with black ink.

All communications will be held in strict confidence. When permission is 
granted, cases will be discussed in this department, with or without the illustra
tions. Of course, under no circumstances will the identity of the persons con
cerned be revealed.

Every care will be taken to return specimens of handwriting, but it is to be 
understood that Miss Spencer cannot be responsible for them.

F. G., New York: I suppose that 
your reason for “ passing up” my de
partment is one that holds true for 
many. They have associated graph
ology with astrology and numer
ology and think it is some kind of 
fortune telling. I have been trying 
for years to correct this impression 
that the public seems to have. It is 
quite logical that one’s handwriting 
that is so individual should show 
character and mental development. 
To claim more puts that person in a 
class with charlatans. Graphology 
is a scientific study which should be 
approached sensibly and with the 
open mind of the student. I ’m glad 
that you were persuaded, after read

ing my department, that it was 
worth looking into.

quick mind, vivid imagination, intui
tion, humor, love of pleasure, and a 
vivacious personality. The lance
like f-bars show temper and a com
bative nature. If you were net too 
old to start in, I'd suggest law. Per-
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haps selling will hit nearer the pos
sible vocation for you now.

You are impulsive, hasty in your 
judgments, very supersensitive and 
“ touchy.”

A. W. R., New York City: I don’t 
have to point out to my old readers 
who are following this department 
as a graphological study that your 
capitals are artistic and show con
structive ability as wTell as talent in 
the art line. Dramatics should ap
peal to you. You love to set the 
stage and are anxious to have per
sonal glory. Independence and a 
self-centered nature are revealed in 
the upright, tall letters.

You are still a Kttle affected and 
impractical, but are the type that 
really has talent which can be de
veloped. You love to build, imag
ine, and manage tilings. Just now, 
the dreams are uppermost but soon 
you ought to want to realize actually 
these dreams with constructive 
thought and action.

J. C.: I just have to use your
script as an extreme example of in
flated ego. You are such a happy- 
go-lucky and irresponsible person 
that I know you aren’t going to mind 
at all.

Now that you see it pointed out 
to you, it won’t be hard for you to 
discover the inflated capitals that 
represent the ego. Your writing is 
full of signs of an impractical na
ture—the tall curling terminals, the 
unconventional and adventurous as

well as humorous beginning strokes 
on your to’s, the wavy t-bars, and 
the varying size of writing with the 
uneven pen pressure. Pleasure lov
ing is wTitten all over your script.

Temper and stubbornness are added 
in those splashy terminals. Humor 
is exceptionally marked in the i-dots, 
the t-bars, and the curling letters.

A. K., New York City: After all 
that excess energy shown in the 
writing of “ J. C.,”  your script is ex
ceptionally severe. The constructive 
and artistic printed formations show 
that you have talent for art, and I 
think that interior decoration would 
be much better than selling. You 
are too artistic to be a good salesman 
and your constructiveness points to 
making things and planning rather 
than urging people to buy. You 
could manufacture if you had none 
of the business end to manage your
self. The actual making of things is 
more in your line.

I w<_W,
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Don’t be discouraged because you 
don’t make money. You aren’t the 
commercial type and must be con
tent to get satisfaction out of your 
work. Some work just to earn 
money to do other things they en
joy better, and some— like artists— 
work because they enjoy it and 
would rather be doing that than any
thing else. They aren’t always as 
comfortable in a material way, but 
they can be happy.

W. N. D., Fort George: Yes, The 
Shadow’s laugh is something to re
member, isn’t it? I also could see 
the expression on his face as I had 
to stand beside him ready to go on 
the air. I was always a little jumpy 
during my own broadcast in conse
quence!

1 ^ '  x b  i w
I should say that soldiering would 

suit you, though hard work never 
will be entirely satisfactory to you. 
The reason is very evident in those 
laughing, irresponsible t-bars. They 
certainly don’t match your writing 
in pen pressure, do they? That 
means that there isn’t enough will 
to control all the emotion you have. 
A little discipline needed there.

Yes, drawing maps ought to inter
est you. Your fine writing shows 
ability to work on intricate designs 
and do fine work with your hands.

I ’m glad you took courage and 
wrote. It wasn’t so bad, was it?

F. M. A., Saskatchewan: A pleas
ant, friendly personality is the most 
outstanding impression your writing 
creates for me. You are so sensible 
and yet not severe. A"ou have dig
nity and reserve and yet are very 
approachable, tolerant, and sympa 
thetie.

COvCb

ubj,.

That natural slant, the altruistic 
turn of the y  loop, and the tall capi
tals, gracefully executed, the large 
writing with the diplomatic tapering 
which is not too marked, and the 
generous spacing are what make 
your writing the expression of a gen
uine, normal, pleasant person.

I would like the address of S. C. 
O’Reilly, Ireland, and of J. Szitsky. 
Some readers are not addressing the 
envelopes they send and do not give 
me complete addresses on their let
ters. They are too numerous to 
mention here. Please write me 
again.

Handwriting Coupon 

This coupon must accompany each 
specimen of handwriting which you wish 
read.
Name .....................................................
A d dress...................................................................



UNDER THE LAM P
By GERARD HOLMES

This department is conducted by Gerard Holmes, for those of you who like 
puzzles. I f  there is any particular kind of puzzle that you prefer, please tell us, 
and Gerard Holmes will do his best to give it to you. Also, won’t you work on 
a puzzle of your own, send it in, and let the other readers wrestle with it?

Answers to this week’s problems will be printed in next week’s issue of 
Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine.

All letters relative to this department should be addressed to Gerard 
Holmes, care of Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, 
New York, N . Y .

WOMAN of mystery from 
Chicago, Sally-Ann-Jane- 
Elizabeth; that’s the nick
name she prefers. She says 

she has worked hard over this crypt, 
eliminating and substituting words 
and that she thinks the solvers are 
in for a tough time.

1. Y U  M I T L N E Z V ,  P N Z

T D H M T M F I V T Z V

O I W Z V H F Z V ,  D H T O

N I  P H D  C H G D Z Y T M -

T M L  F N I  C T F W N I M

W I T G T M L  Z S N T D

N Z Y  I, R I V W N I O

H F Z R  N T D  P H E E G U

D F I R G H O O I V ,  P N I M

N T D  G H O O I V  L H K I

P H U ,  F N V Z P T M L  N T Y

S G Z Z V P H V O D .

Crypts by P, H. Larrabee, 30 Jef
ferson Street, Bangor, Maine, are

usually hard ones, so watch your 
step.

2. X  W H M W M Y H X  Q Y-

X W  Q W H  Q Y X .  M V Q W

Q V Y  H W X,  M V Q W

X  Z W X,  M V Q W  M Y  Z X

M Y  X  V X  W M.  V H W

X Y Q W  Y Z X W X  M Y H W

Q Y  Z X  M Y H X  M V H M

Q Z X  Q W Y H  Q Z M N .

Composed by John Wilmot, 167 
Kavanaugh Place, Wanwatosa, 
Wisconsin, and aimed in particular 
at P. H. Larrabee to get even with 
him for “ Alkali Isaac.” He’s heavy 
on your trail, Larry.

3. G U A R D  M E M O  S L 

Y L Y .  S L Y F L W E L O  

G U A R Z K Z R  SLA 7 O J A- 

E R Y  I B F E B F A Y J C .  

G U A R D  S L E J Y  I 

C Z R  D Y  Y  G L O J E K .
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I E L M J Y F  S L A J Y  

O Z J A O V A Y I .  “ O 'Y  W- 

Z U!”

Ray McGill, 72-36 Sixty-seventh 
Street, Glendale, New York, steps 
into the limelight with a long-divi
sion problem. The answer is two 
words that are a bit sinister. Noth
ing to do with dad shaving, however. 
Use the 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9  0-letter ar
rangement.

4. D A D )  S H A V E D  ) H L H

S V H D

L W L  I 

I S E V

S V O D

S V H D

I W

Answers to Last Week’s Puzzles.

Composed by P. 11. Larrabee, 30 
Jefferson Street, Bangor, Maine.
1. Concealed beneath oceanic 

depths, giant octopi menace

numerous minor fry who inhabit 
their circumspect domain.

Did you find that Edward A. Mar
tin, 224 Rockland Avenue, Syracuse, 
New' York, was as good a crypt- 
ogramraist as he is a fisherman?
2. Genial genius pursues gnat 

through laboratory. Gnat eludes 
genius, hides under epergne. 
Genii guards gnat. Genius genial 
no longer.

Yes, we smiled. Cara E. Rice, 
7801 Hough Avenue, Cleveland, 
Ohio, is responsible.
3. A fishy old fisher named Fischer 

Fished fish from the edge of a
fissure;

A fish with a grin,
Pulled the fisherman in,
Now they are fishing the fissure 

for Fischer.

This long-division puzzle was con
cocted by Stephen Reynolds, Troy- 
Lane Apartment Hotel, Sixty-third 
and Troy Street, Chicago, Illinois.
4. JUXTAPOSED.

PUZZLE FAN S’ HONOR ROLL
Send in your answers to each week’s 

puzzles, ye fans, and watch for your 
name on our m onthly H onor Roll.

COUPON

How to Solve Cryptograms and Long-division Problems.

I f you would like to have the above information please fill in coupon and mail it to 
Gerard Holmes, care of Street & Smith’s Detective Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, 
New Y ork, New York, and full-printed instructions will be sent to you free of charge.

N am e.................................................................................... Address ..........................................................................

City. .. State



J. M EAD E, 4 Middle 
Road, Kingston-by-Sea, 
Southwick, Sussex, Eng
land, had completely lost 

track o£ his sister. He tried every 
means at his command to find her. 
But all proved futile. At last, 
Street & Smith’s Detective Story 
Magazine and its “Missing” depart
ment were brought to the attention 
of Mr. Meade.

Here is a letter that we have just 
received from him:

“ D ear E d it o r : Thank you very
much for putting the ‘Missing’ no
tice in your magazine— free of 
charge—regarding my sister, Miss 
Mo Hie Meade.

“ I am overjoyed to tell you that 
it has proved successful, and I have 
heard from my sister, who is still 
living in America.

“Thank you very, very much.”

In Ketchikan, Alaska, lives Mrs. 
Margaret Graham. It had been fif
teen years since she had heard from 
her brothers. You can well imagine 
how Mrs. Graham, living in that lit
tle outpost of civilization, yearned 
and longed to get word from, or 
even of, those men. All efforts
failed, until------  But here is Mrs.
Graham’s letter:

“ D ear  E d it o r : I want to thank
you for your part in locating my 
brothers for me whom I hadn’t seen 
or heard of in fifteen years. After

all other things failed, I  located 
them through your ‘Missing’ depart
ment .

“Thanks again, and may your de
partment ever continue its excellent 
work!”

It was many, many years ago that 
we started the “Missing” depart
ment in Street & Smith’s Detective 
Story Magazine; not long, if we re
member correctly, after the maga
zine itself was first put on the 
stands. And that was over seven
teen years ago. Honestly, we hardly 
dared hope that we’d ever really 
find any one for a reader. But we 
did, shortly after the first batch of 
notices— there were only four or five 
of them— was printed. W ell can we 
remember our excitement and joy 
over that success. But this would 
be the end; luck like that could 
not keep up; surely we’d never find 
another person, we thought. And 
then began arriving letters of thanks 
and appreciation from friends and 
relatives who had found persons 
dear to them through the “Miss
ing” department in Street & Smith’s 
Detective Story Magazine.

It has been a never-ending and 
ever-increasing flow, this stream of 
letters, giving thanks and express
ing appreciation for our priceless 
services. Priceless in two ways: 
No greater gift can come than find
ing again a relative or dear friend 
who has many years been “miss
ing” ; and priceless because there 
is no charge for the service our
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"Missing” department gives. W e  
always thought that it would be a 
shame to charge money for a serv
ice like that, kind of take some of 
the great joy out of the pleasure it 
gives us to perform it.

What O. C. Mapes, 683 Middle 
Street, Fall River, Massachusetts, 
writes us brings unalloyed delight.

“ D ear E ditor : I  have read De
tective Story Magazine constantly 
for four years, and I have received 
such an abundance of pleasurable 
hours from its pages that I am 
ashamed of my delinquency in for
warding my appreciation, so here it 
is right from the heart.

“ I wish to highly commend your
self, your staff, and host of fine 
authors for making Detective Story 
Magazine the finest mag of its kind. 
You can’t make Detective Story 
Magazine any better, so please don’t 
try.”

Here, McDonald, what do you 
know about this, two letters about 
you. The first from Frank Quirk, 
321 Greenfield Avenue, Wauwatosa, 
Wisconsin; the second from A. A. 
Bentiy, 3744 West Euclid Avenue, 
Detroit, Michigan.

“ D ear E d ito r : Have just fin
ished reading Donald G. McDon
ald’s story, ‘One Per Cent Risk,’ in 
Detective Story Magazine. My 
hat’s off to Mac. His stories sure 
go big with me. Few words, but 
lots of action. Hope you will con
tinue to print his yarns.”

“ D ear E d ito r : This is to thank
you for your notices of stories by 
D. G. McDonald. There are in this 
office as many as a dozen who don’t 
want to miss his stories and look 
forward to them. We want more of 
them, and you can’t give us too

many, and we hope that you will 
run them as often as you can.”

Leonard A, Reingruber, Lyndon- 
ville, New York, has remarked with 
pleasure the new type that we’re 
using in Street & Smith’s Detective 
Story Magazine. He’s the first 
reader to speak of it. W e’ve been 
a long time getting that type. W e’re 
happy to see it in use in the maga
zine. How many others, besides 
Mr. Reingruber, have noted the 
change from the old type to the 
new?

Mr. Reingruber writes:

“ D e a r  E d i t o r : Please allow me
to offer a word of praise for the new 
type face you are using in Detective 
Story Magazine. It is so much 
easier to read and a trifle larger 
than the old type face. The illus
trations are also a wonderful im
provement, and the covers are very 
attractive. I have no favorite au
thors— they are all good. Perhaps, 
if I were forced to name a favorite 
author, I would choose Doctor 
Poate. His stories are never disap
pointing, and, as most of them have 
a medical angle, they are instructive 
as well as entertaining. I have read 
your magazine every week for at 
least fifteen years.”

Here’s a Wallace fan, Ted Mon
tour, P. O. Box 520, Port Arthur, 
Texas:

“ D ear  E d ito r : At last, I  have
decided to write you. My aunt 
takes your magazine and I read 
every copy. How about some more 
Clown stories, and we would all like 
another telling of the Picaroon.

“  ‘His Devoted Squealer’ was a 
hit. The best by Wallace so far. 
Say, that Edgar Wallace sure knows 
his stuff, doesn’t he? Long live 
Street & Smith’s.”
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Magazine and Detective Story Magazine, thus giving readers double service. Is offered 
free of charge to our readers. Its purpose is to aid them in getting in touch with 
persons of whom they have lest track.

W h ile  it will be better to use your name in the notice, we will print your request 
' ‘blind”  if you prefer. In sending “ blind”  notices, you must, of course, give us your right name and address, so that 
we ©an forward promptly any letters that may come for you. W e reserve the right to  reject any notiee that seems to 
us unsuitable. Because “ copy”  fer a magazine must go to the printer long in advance of publication, don’ t  expect to 
see your notice tifi a considerable tim e after you send it.

If it  can be avoided, please do net send a  “ General Delivery”  post-office address, for experience has proved that those 
persons who are not specific as to address often have mail that we send them returned to us marked “ not found.”  I t  would 
be well, also, to notify us of any change in your address.

Now, readers, help those whose friends or relatives are m issing, as you would like to be helped If you were in a 
Similar position.

W A R N IN G .— Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money “ to get home,”  
et eetera, until you are absolutely eertain that the author of sueh telegram or letter is the person you are seeking.

Address all your communications to M issing Department, Street &  Sm ith ’ s Western Story Magazine, 79  Seventh 
Avenue, New York, N . Y .

MELROSE. — I  was born at the W elfare Island Hospital. 
New York City, and was placed in a foundlings’ home when 
two weeks old. My mother's maiden name was K atie  F lagg, 
and my father’ s name was Melrose, I  also had two brothers 
who were plaeed in another home. W ould like to hear from 
any of my relatives or from persons who can give me in 
formation about them. Please write to Mary Slidewell, 1345 
Kordike Avenue, Indianapolis, Indiana.

GARRI SON,  JAMES H.— Formerly o f W estern Port.
Maryland. Last heard o f at Camp M ead, Maryland, several 
years ago. H is mother has passed away, and his father has 
anxiously been trying to find him for the past eight years. 
W ill any one knowing his whereabouts kindly communicate 
with his brother. J. Clay Garrison, care o f  D . C. Brown, 
Koute 1, Box 305, Akron, Ohio.

ENGLAND,  T. H .— W as at the Y . M . C. A ., Albuquerque, 
New M exico, ten or more years ago. Later left for Greeley. 
Colorado. H is present address appreciated by Joseph M ey
ers, A ltoona, Pennsylvania.

GRAY,  ROBERT. — A  carpenter, whose home was in 
Dallas, Texas. He was last heard from in  Albuquerque, 
New Mexico. Inform ation wanted by Joseph M eyers, Altoona, 
Pennsylvania.

MOSS,  J. D.— A native o f Chicago, or environs. Stayed 
for a time at the Y . M . C. A ., Albuquerque, New Mexico. 
Please get in touch with Joseph Meyers. Altoona, Pennsyl
vania,

BROWN,  CHARL ES . — L eft  the Y. M. C. A. ,  A lbu 
querque, New M exico, together with his father, about ten 
years ago. Believed to be in California. Has red hair. 
Please address any inform ation to Joseph Meyers, Altoona, 
Pennsylvania.

HEIM,  GEORGE. — Left A ltoona, Pennsylvania, for To
ledo or Akron, Ohio, about eight years ago. Information 
appreciated by Joseph Meyers, Altoona, Pennsylvania.

BUTL ER. — My father’ s name was W illiam  Butler, and 
his home was in D etroit, M ichigan, where quite a number 
o f his relatives resided as late as 1897. My father d is
appeared in 1907, while living in East St. Louis, Illinois, 
where lie then had resided for twenty years. I should very 
much like to hear from any of Ms brothers or sisters, if 
still living. Please write to Mrs. Maudella B. Adams, 162 
East Fourth Avenue, Columbus, Ohio.

WORT HY,  MATTI E VER BL E. — Formerly lived in Four
teenth Street, St. Louis, M issouri, and later on Indiana
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. She had a daughter named 
Helen. Any inform ation gratefully received by Mrs. M aud
ella B. Adams, 162 East Fourth Avenue, Columbus, Ohio.

HICKS,  J ULI A. — My mother. I was born July 15, 
3893. in  Minneapolis, Minnesota, and was left at a
maternity hospital there for adoption. In February, 1894,
I was adopted by Mr. and Mrs. G. H . H ill, o f  Ashland, W is 
consin. M y foster parents are now dead, and I am very
anxious to locate my own mother, or any persons who can 
tell me about her. Records show that the name of the
matron in the hospital was Em ily Paddock, The names of 
Mary E. Stewart and M , G. R ipley, M. D ., are listed 
as witnesses. Assistance o f any bind w ill be greatly appre
ciated by Mrs. L. M. Bliesner, Star Route, Box 89, Long- 
ville, Minnesota.

O’ BRIEN,  ST EVE. — B elieved to be in  B illings, Mon
tana. where ne has relatives. H is present address is
wanted by Friend, care o f  this magazine.

SI LVA,  J OSEPH. — W as taken from an orphanage in San 
Francisco, California, by his mother, Mrs. Josephine Silva, 
in  1993, and was adopted by people whose name is not 
known. He would be thirty-one years old now. Any news
of him w ill be gratefully received by his sister, Mrs. H.
ltegnier. 923 Arlington Avenue, Oakland, California.

SPYTZ,  JOE arid JOHN. — M issing for several years. 
Their sister would be very glad to hear from them or from 
any one having inform ation about them. Please address 
C., care o f this magazine.

ZOLLER. — W ould like to hear from members o f a fam
ily of this name, or their descendants, who came from
Pforzheim , Germany, many years ago, and settled in New 
York and Iowa. K ind ly  address G ottfried Zoller, care o f  
this magazine.

HUFF,  or YORK,  EDDI E. — Last heard of in Twin Falls, 
Idaho. H is present address, or that o f his mofhe^, Mrs. 
Maud Huff, will be very much appreciated by Buddy B u- 
dine, 3938 Brooklyn Street, Kansas City, Missouri.

NI XON.  MA RY. — Was in Pennsylvania when last heard 
from. She is seventeen years old . tall and slender, and 
has dark-brown hair and brown eyes. At one time she 
lived near A lger, Ohio. She has two brothers, Elmer and 
Stewart. W ill any one knowing her present whereabouts 
kindly write to Evelyn Boyd, Route 3 , Beilecenter, Ohio.

GAUTHI ER.  RAYMOND ( F B E N C H Y ) .— Five feet eleven 
inches tall, blue eyes, and light hair. Believed to be in 
Massachusetts. I am lonesome and still care for you.
Please write to the address where you left me, or to 
Dolores, care of this magazine.

MARR,  WI L LI AM C.— Last heard of in  Bradford. Penn
sylvania. about forty-five years ago. He would now be
eighty-nine years old. i f  liv ing . It w ill be to the ad
vantage of any one having inform ation about him, either 
past or present, to communicate with his son, W . A. Marr. 
P olo, M issouri.

NOTICE. — W ould like to hear from persons who were 
connected with me in  a certain business transaction that 
took place in Canton. South Dakota, in A pril, 1904. K indly 
write to C. A. W inter, 422 Montgomery Avenue, Spokane, 
W ashington

PET TY . — W ill Mrs. Maude Dowd, nee Petty, formerly of 
Aurora, Nebraska, and last heard o f in Sedalia, Missouri, 
and Charles Petty, at one tim e a resident o f  Pleasant 
D ale, Nebraska, kindly communiete with their brother. 
George P . W inter, D on Pedro Dam , La Grange, California.

BERGER,  FLOSSY. — About thirty-three years old. Black 
hair. Was in Milwaukee, W isconsin, in  1924. Inform a
tion appreciated by John D . Partlow, 422 Eighth Street, 
Oakland, California.

JARVI S.  MANUEL. — Last heard of in St. Louis, M is
souri, about ten years ago. W ould be about seventeen or 
eighteen years old. W ill he or any one knowing him 
please write to his cousin, A . W . R ., care o f this magazine.

GRAYSON,  JOHN M. — Between fifty and fifty-five years 
old. F ive feet ten inches tall. W eighs around one hun
dred and fifty 'pounds. Fair com plexion, blue eyes, and 
light-brown hair. Last heard of in Electra, Texas; in  1918. 
when he worked for the Shell O il Co. there. Belonged 
to the W . O. W . (Woodmen o f  the W orld). H is people
lived a Strayhorn, M ississippi, and he had an uncle. D oc
tor B ill Grayson, at B lossom , Texas. H is sister is seri
ously il l, and wishes to hear from him at once. Please 
address any information to S, H. Duckworth, Ada, Okla
homa.

K RAS N EY,  MAURI CE. — Believed to be in New York
City. W ill any one having inform ation about him kindly 
write to his wife, Mrs. Maurice Krasney, 719 South F ifty - 
fifth Street, P hiladelphia. Pennsylvania.

J ACK. — N o one '-an take your place in  my heart. Won' t  
you write and .’ et me explain? Let us make a new start. 
Bessie, care o f this magazine.

W.  H. F. or S HO RT Y. — I need you so much. Important 
that you get in touch with me at once. Please write to 
L ila , care o f  this magazine.

DEAN,  WI L LI AM E.— Last heard of in North Carolina. 
He has light-brown hair, blue eyes, weighs about one hun
dred and sixty pounds, and is five feet nine inches tall. 
Important news awaits him. K ind ly  send any information 
as to his whereabouts to H. G. D ., care of this magazine.

HALL,  ELOISE.  and MI TCHELL,  RI CHARD. — My
cousin and my uncle. They were last seen in Louisville. 
Kentucky, in  1923. Their present addresses w ill be thank
fully received oy  Mrs. Austin Deadraan. formerly Thelma 
Lee' Sm ith, 421 Sable Avenue, Alpena, Michigan.

ROGERS,  F R A N K . — Can you remember those years we 
soldiered together in  Company H . F ifty -th ird  Infantry, in 
1917-21 ? Please w rite to your old buddy. P eter J. Corbey, 
Thirty-eighth Infantry, Fort Douglas, Utah.

LAVI NE,  H A R R Y . — Last heard o f  in  Philadelphia, Penn
sylvania P lease send your address to Letty, tars  of this 
m agazii t.



ADVERTISING SECTION

Strong Men Are Not Born
THEY ARE MADE!

GEORGE F. JOWETT
Champion of Champions

Lend Me Your Body 
for 90 Days 

TEST COURSE-25c
I ’m p o s it iv e  I  ca n  h e lp  y o u !  I ’ ll  p ro v e  it 

to  y o u ! I  h a v e  p re p a re d  s ix  s p e c ia l co u rse s  
w h ic h  a re  lis te d  in  th e  co u p o n . E a ch  sp e 
c ia l iz e s  in  m o ld in g  a d e fin ite  p a rt  o f  the 
b o d y . I  d o n ’ t a sk  y o u  to  e n r o l l  o r  s ig n  fo r  
m y  fu l l  co u r se  n o w !  I  k n o w  y o u  w il l  do 
that la te r , i f  y o u  w i l l  t r y  a te st  co u rse  n o w . 
E a ch  te st  co u rse  is  a  co m p le te  co u rse  c o v e r 
in g  the s u b je c t  i t ’ s w r it te n  a bou t. Y o u 'l l  
b e  am azed  at th e  re s u lts  in  30 d a y s . Y o u ’ ll  
b e  d a zz le d  in  90 d a y s . P ic k  ou t y ou r  
cou rse  n ow — ru sh  co u p o n  w it h  o n ly  25c, o r  
i f  y ou  w a n t a ll s i x  a tta ch  $1.00 t o  co u p o n  
an d  g e t  th em  a ll .

I Develop Muscular Giants 
— I Can Make You Strong

I t  is a  pro v e n  fa ct  that stron g  m en are m ade— not 
b orn . M a n y  o f  to d a y ’s fam ous s tron g  m en , in clu d in g  
m y se lf, w ere  fo rce d  to take up  ph ysica l cu ltu re  o r  
s o m e  form  o f  ex ercise  fo r  their health , because  they  
w ere physica l w recks. W ith  proper h andling  they 
soon  developed  in to veritab le  g iants o f  strength.

You Can Be Strong
I  have p erfected  a system  o f  m ail tra in in g  w hich  

perm its anyone to  rea lize  his l i fe ’ s  ambition to  be 
stron g  and m u scu lar. M en  have com e to  m e in 
despa ir because th ey  w e re  asham ed o f  th eir  w eak 
nesses— needless t o  sa y  w ith m y  m ethod o f  body  
b u ild in g  they q u ick ly  im p roved  and m any o f  them  
d ev eloped  in to  strong  m e n  w h o b rok e  w o r ld ’ s records.

They Call Me
“ The CHAMPION of CHAMPIONS

T h e  title, “ T h e  C ham pion  o f  C ham pions,’ * w as 
g iv e n  to  m e b y  the men I  have m ade. I have the 
lon gest list o f  cham pion  stron g  m en to  m y  cred it o f  
any  m uscle  b u ild er  ya the w orld . S o m e  o f  these m en 
at first seem ed hop eless yet a fte r  I  to o k  them  in 
hand they becam e w orld  beaters. W h y ?  I ’ ll tell 
y o u  the reason. I  d o  n ot t ry  to  change a m an ’ s nat
ura l s e lf  o r  nag  him  about w hat not to do. I  le t him  
fo l lo w  his ow n  in d iv idu a l taste and tell him 
w h at he shou ld  do. In  other w ords, I 
g iv e  h im  th e  “ k n ow  h ow ’ ’ o f  gettin g  strong  
and doin g  fea ts o f  strength. R egard less 
o f  w hat con d ition  you  are n ow  in  I know  
I  ca n  help y o u . M y  system  n ever fa ils .
I  w ill m ake you  fit and peppy. I  w ill g iv e  
you  the body  that y ou  w ant and that na 
ture  in te n d e d  y o u  to  h a v e  so  th a t  y o u  ca n  
b e  p o p u la r  a n d  b e  sou g h t a fte r  b y  b oth  
s e x e s . I  w il l  s a t is fy  y o u r  h u n g e r  fo r  lo v e , 
s tr e n g th  a n d  h a p p in e ss . M y  prov en  
m e th o d  w h ich  h a s  m ade h u n d re d s  o f 
m e n  h a p p y , h e a lth y  a n d  s tro n g , w il l  
d o  the t r ic k  w ith o u t  h a rd  w o rk  o r  in c o n 
v e n ie n c e .  D o n ’ t w a it  a n o th e r  m in u te !
D o n ’t  e n v y  s tr o n g , h e a lth y , p op u la r  m en.
C om e to  m e ! I  w i l l  g iv e  y o u  a  b o d y  to 
b e  prou d  o f .  I  w o rk  w ith  y o u  b y  m a il 
and p e r fo rm  th is  m ir a c le  w ith o u t  in te r 
fe r in g  w ith  y o u r  d a i ly  r o u t in e . E v e ry  
w e e k  I  v is i t  y o u  b y  s e n d in g  in s tru c t io n s  
w h ic h  ta k e  y o u  s te p  b y  step  in to  a n ew  
w o rld . W h e n  I  g e t  th ro u g h  w ith  y o u , you  
w il l  h a v e  a b o d y  t o  be prou d  o f— y o u  w il l  
h a v e  m u sc le s  l ik e  m in e  w ith  a  g r ip  o f  
s te e l an d  th e  stre n g th  t o  e a s i ly  d o  fe a ts  
th a t  n o w  seem  im p o ss ib le . F rom  the first 
le s s o n  y o u  w il l  n o t ic e  the p ick u p  a n d  d i f 
f e r e n c e ,  y o u  w il l  w a lk  d i f fe r e n t ly — y o u  w il l  a c t  d i f f e r e n t ly — y o u  takt. 
o n  th a t fe e l in g  o f  a ssu ra n ce  th a t  y o u  a re  “ th e re .”  L e t  m e  p ro v e  m y 
m e th o d  n e v e r  fa i l s — ta k e  m e up  on  m y  s p e c ia l te s t  o f fe r !

Jowett Institute of Physical Culture
Dept, l4 Y a , 422  Poplar Street, Scranton, Pa.

I I  a cce p t  y o u r  o ffe r . S e n d , b y  re tu rn  p re p a id  m a il ,  th e  co u r s e j
ch e c k e d  b e lo w  fo r  w h ic h  I  e n c l o s e - .................

□  A l l  6 C ou rse s  $1.00.
M o ld in g  A  M ig h ty  C h est 25c. 
M o ld in g  A  M ig h ty  G rip  25c.
S tron g  M a n  S tu n ts  Maide E asy  25c.

H M o ld in g  A  M ig h ty  A rm  25c.
M old in g  M ig h ty  L egs 25c.

□  M o ld in g  A  M ig h ty  B a ck  25c.

N a m e . . A g e .

I A d d re s s

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements D S —9E



Charles Atlas: As He Is Today.

By CHARLES ATLAS
Holder of the Title:

“ The W o rld ’s Most Perfectly Developed Man*'

I H A V B  p r o v e d  t o  t h o u s a n d s  
th a t  m y  sy s te m  o f  b u ild in g  
p o w e r fu l ,  b ig -m u s c le d  m en  b e 
g in s  t o  s h o w  re a l r e s u lt s  in o n ly  

7 d a y *  -a n d  1 ca n  p r o v e  it  t o  y o u .
Y o u  d o n 't  h a ve  to  ta ke  m y  w o rd  

f o r  it . Y o u  d o n 't  h a v e  to  ta k e  the 
w o r d  o f  m y  h u n d re d s  o f  p u p ils  w h o  
h a ve  a d d e d  in ch e s  to  th e ir  c h e s ts , 
b ice p s , n e ck s , th ig h s  a n d  c a lv e s  in  
o n ly  a fe w  d a y s . N o  s i r !  Y o u  
ca n  p r o v e  f o r  y o u r s e l f— in  ju s t  
o n e  w e e k — by th e  ch a n g e  y o u  see  
a m i f e e l  in  y o u r  o w n  b<>dy— th a t  
y o u  ca n  a c t u a lly  b e co m e  a h u sk y  
h e a lth y  N E W  M A N — a  re a l ‘  A t la s  
C h a m p ion .'*

A l l  I w a n t  to  k n o w  is  : W h e r e  
d o  y o u  w a n t  h ig , p o w e r fu l  m u s
c l e s ?  H o w  m a n y  n o u iid s  o f  firm  
flesh  d o  y o u  w a n t  d is t r ib u t e d  o v e r  
y o u r  b o d y  t o  till y o u  o u t  V W h e r e  
d o  y o u  la ck  v it a l i t y ,  p e p  a n d  r o 
b u st h e a lt h ?  W h e re  do  y o u  w a n t  
t o  ta k e  o f f  f lab b y  su r p lu s  f a t ?

J u s t  te ll m e. g iv e  m e a w e e k , 
a n d  I ’ ll s h o w  y o u  th a t  1 ca n  m ake 
a S e w  M a n  o f  y o u . g iv e  y o u  b o d 
ily  p o w e r  a n d  d r iv e , a n d  p u t y o u  
in  th a t  m a g n ifice n t  p h y s ic a l  c o n 
d it io n  w h ich  w in s  y o u  th e  e n v y  
a n d  re s p e ct  o f  a n y  m an a n d  th e  
a d m ir a t io n  o f  e v e r y  w o m a n .

M y  o w n  sy ste m  o f  D y n a m ic -  
T en s io n  d o e s  it . T h a t ’ s  th e  w a y  I 
b u ilt  m y s e lf  fr o m  a 1)7-p o u n d

w e a k lin g  to  “ T h e  W o r ld 's  M o s t  
P e r fe c t ly  D e v e lo p e d  M a n ."  A n d  
n o w  y o u  ca n  h a v e  a  b ig , b a la n c e d  
m u s c u la r  d e v e lo p m e n t  lik e  m in e  
in  th e  sa m e  e a sy  w a y .

No “Apparatus”  Needed!
Y o u  b e g in  t o  F E E L  a n d  R E E  

t h e  d i f fe r e n c e  in  y o u r  p h y s ic a l  c o n 
d i t io n  a t  o n ce , w ith o u t  u s in g  a n y  
t r ic k y  a p p a r a t u s ,  a n y  p ills , ••rays" 
o r  u n n a tu ra l d ie t in g . M y D y n a m ic -  
T en s io n  is  a  n a tu r a l  m e th o d  o f  
d e v e lo p in g  y o u  in s id e  an d  o u t.  It 
n o t  o n ly  m a k e s  y o u  an "A tla s  
C h a m p io n ,"  b u t  g o e s  a f t e r  su ch  
a ilm e n ts  a s  c o n s t ip a t io n ,  p im p le s , 
sk in  b lo t c h e s ,  a n d  a n y  o t h e r  w e a k 
n e sse s  th a t k e e p  y o u  fr o m  re a lly  
e n jo y in g  l i f e  a n d  its  g o o d  t im e s—  
a n d  it s t a r t s  g e t t in g  r id  o f  th em  
a t  o n ce .

Let Me Tell You How
Gamble a 2r stamp today by mailing 

the column for a free copy of my new 
illustrated book, “ Everlasting Health and 
Strength ”  It tells you all about my spe
cial Z?i*nam»'c-7Vna«>n method. ft shows 
you, from actual photos, how I harp dpcpl- 
njted my pupils to the same perfectly bal
anced proportions of my own physique, 
by my own secret methods. What my sys
tem did for me. and these hundreds of 
others, it can do for you too. Don't keep 
on being only 25 or 50 per cent 
of the man you can he! Find 
out what i can do for you.

No other Physical 
Instructor in the 
World has ever 
D ARED  make 

such an Offer!

• u  PROVE
in Onlif ̂ Days 
that I  Can Make

YOU a NewMan!*

FREE B O O K
W h e r e  sh a ll I s e n d  y o u r  c o p y  o f  

“ E v e r la s t in g  H e a lth  and . S t r e n g t h ? ”  J o t  
y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  d o w n  on  th e  c o u 
p on , a n d  m a ll it  t o d a y . Y o u r  o w n  n ew  
“ A t la s  b o d y ”  is  w a i t in g  f o r  y o u . T h is  
b o o k  te lls  y o u  h o w  e a s y  it is  t o  g e t . m y  
w a y . S en d  th e  c o u p o n  t o  m e p e r s o n a lly —  

CHARLES ATLAS 
Dept. 1 8 -L

l »  E. X )rd  I t ,  N e w  Y o r k  C ity

----------------- >

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. M -L  
l »  East xsrd Street, New Y ork  City

I w a n t  th e  p r o o f  th a t  y o u r  sy s te m  o f  
D y n a m ic -T e n s io n  w il l  m a k e  a N e w  M an  o f  
m e— g iv e  m e a h e a lth y , h u sk y  b o d y  a n d  b ig  

f  m u sc le  d e v e lo p m e n t . S en d  m e y o u r  fr e e  
b o o k , “ E v e r la s t in g  H e a lth  an d  S tr e n g t h . ’ *

N A M E ........................................................................................*
{P le a s e  p r in t  o r  w r i t e  p la in ly )

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

CITY S T A T E



Over the M ountains

Think o f it! FIVE HUNDRED FIFTY-NINE MILES over rough mountainous country burning only 
ELEVEN G ALLO NS OF GASOLINE. Imagine m ore than F IFTY  MILES to the G A LLO N . That is 
what the W H IR LW IN D  CARBURETIN G DEVICE doe» fo r  D. R. G ilbert, enough o f  a saving on just 

one trip to  m ore than pay the cost o f the W hirlwind.

The Whirlwind Saves Hotorists
Millions Of Doiurs Yearly

W h ir lw in d  users, reporting: th e  re s u lts  o f  th e ir  tes ts , a re  a m a ze d  a t  th e  re su lts  th ey  a re  g e tt in g . L e tte rs  keep 
s tre a m in g  in to  the office  te ll in g  o f  m ile a g e s  a ll the w a y  fro m  22 to  59 m ile s  on  a  g a llo n , re s u lt in g  in  a  s a v in g  o f  
from  25%  to  50%  in g a s  h ills  a lon e .

M ark  H . E stes  w r ite s : “ I w a s  n u k in g  17 m ile s  to  the g a llo n  on  m y  P o n t ia c  Coup©. T o d a y , w ith  th e  W h ir lw in d , 
I a m  m a k in g  35 5-10 m iles  t o  th e  g a llo n . Am  I. g la d  I p u t  it  o n ?  I ’ ll sa y  s o ! ”

P. P. G oerzen  w r ite s : “ I m a d e  an  a ctu a l te s t  b o th  w ith  a n d  w ith o u t a  W h ir lw in d , g e tt in g  m ile s  w ith o u t  and
34 6-10 m iles w ith  the W h ir lw in d , o r  a g a in  o f  21 m ile s  to the g a llo n . T h e  lo n g e r  th e  W h ir lw in d  is  in  u se  on  the 
m ach in e  the b e tte r  th e  e n g in e  ru n s, h as m ore  pep  an d  q u ick e r  s ta rt in g . It  m a k es a  n e w  e n g in e  o u t  o f  an  o ld  one, 
and s ta rts  a t  the to u ch  o f  th e  s ta rte r  b u t to n .”

Ft. J . T u lp : “ T h e  W h ir lw in d  In creased  the m ile a g e  on  ou r  F o rd  tru ck  fro m  12 to  26 m ile s  to  g a llo n  an d  25% in 
speed. W e  p la ce d  a n oth er  on  a  W illy s -K n ig h t  a n d  in crea sed  from  12 to  17 m ile s  p e r  g a l lo n .”

A rth u r G ra n t: ‘ ‘ I h a ve  an  O ak la n d  to u rin g  ca r  th a t h as been  g iv in g  m e 15 m ile s  to  the g a llo n  a v e r a g e , bu t I can  
see a  g re a t  d iffe re n ce  w ith  the W h ir lw in d , a s  it c l im b s  th e  b ig  h ills  on h igh  a n d  g iv e s  m e  b e tte r  than  23 m iles  to  
the g a llo n  o f  g as , w h ich  is  b etter than  50%  s a v in g  in g a s .”

W . A. S co tt : “ I had m y  W h ir lw in d  fo r  th ree  y e a rs . W in te r  and su m m er i t  g iv e s  th e  sa m e  p e r fe c t  s e rv ice , in sta n t 
.starting, sm o o th e r  ru n n in g , and w h a t I h a ve  sa v e d  in g a so lin e  these  la st  fe w  y e a r s  h a s  b ro u g h t  o th e r  lu xu r ies  w h ich  
I co u ld  not h a v e  a ffo rd e d  p r e v io u s ly .”

C ar o w n e rs  a ll o v e r  th e  w o rld  a re  s a v in g  m on ey  e v e ry  d a y  w ith  th e  W h ir lw in d , b e s id e s  h a v in g  b e tte r  o p e ra tin g  
m otors . T h in k  w hat th is  m e a n s on y o u r  o w n  ca r . F ig u re  up  y o u r  sa v in g s— en ou gh  fo r  a r a d i o - a  b a n k  a cco u n t  
—added p leasures . W h y  let the Oil C om p an ies  profit b y  y o u r  w a s te ?  F in d  o u t  a b o u t th is  a m a z in g  l it t le  d e v ice  that 
w ill p a y  fo r  it s e lf  e v e ry  fe w  w e e k s  in  g a s  sa v in g  a lon e .

FITS ALL CARS G U A R A N T E E
In ju st  a  fe w  m in u tes  th e  W h ir lw in d  ca n  be in sta lle d  

on a n y  m ake o f  ca r , tru ck  o r  tra cto r . I t 's  a c tu a lly  less 
w ork  than  ch a n g in g  y o u r  o il o r  p u tt in g  w a ie r  in  the 
battery . N o d r illin g , ta p p in g  o r  ch a n g e s  o f  a n y  k ind 
n ecessary . It  is g u a ra n teed  to  w o rk  p e r fe c t ly  on any 
m ake o f  ca r, t ru ck  o r  tra cto r , la rg e  or sm a ll, new  m odel 
<»r o ld  m odel. T he m ore  you  d r iv e  the m ore  y o u  w ill  save .

SALF..-MEN AND DISTRIBUTORS 
'N A N T E D

T o  M ake Up T o  $ 1 0 0 .0 0  a W eek  and M ore
Whirlwind men are making big profits supplying this fast-selling 

device that car owners can not afford to be without. Good territory 
i s  still open. Free sample offer to workers. Full particulars sent 
on request. Just check the coupon.

WHIRLWIND MANUFACTURING CO.
Dept. 728-A , Station C M ilwaukee, W i*.

N o m a tte r  w h a t  k in d  o f  a  c a r  y o u  h a v e —no matter 
h ow  b ig  a g a s  e a te r  it  is—th e W h ir lw in d  w il l  save you 
m on ey . W e  a b s o lu te ly  g u a ra n te e  th a t  th e  W h ir lw in d  
w ill m ore  than  sa v e  its  co s t  In g a s o lin e  a lo n e  w ith in  
th ir ty  da y s , o r  th e  tr ia l w il l  c o s t  y o u  n o th in g . W e  Inv ite  
y ou  to  test it a t o u r  r isk  an d  ex p en se . You are to be 
th e  so le  ju d g e .

•rFE T R IA L  C O U P O N
r  —  “  —  a * —  —  *— ^
jj W H I R L W I N D  M A N U F A C T U R IN G  C O .
J D e p t . 7 2 8 -A , S ta tio n  C, M ilw a u k e e . W in.
i  Gentlemen: You may send me full Dartlculars of your |
( Whirlwind Carbureting device and tell me how I can get one m 

free. This does not obligate me in any way whatever.

| Name .............................................................................. ........................ . |
| Address .......... ........................................................................................... §

I c "y ....................................  .....  I
■ County ................................. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State , . . . .  i §
^  [ ) Check here if you are interested in full Or pert time salesmen position


