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GCataJmlike These

Earn 500..

20Years Old-
Makes Almost
$$00 a Montb

Harold Hantings of Som-
ers. Maas., says: “ The
profit on my electrical
business amounts to $475
a month. My success is
due entirely to your in-
struction. You makeyour
men just what yeu say —
Electrical Experts. No
man will ever make a
mistake enrolling for your
course.”

Makes $750
in Spare Time
Work

Before completing
course. John J. Burke,
3332 East Baltimore St.,
Baltimore. Md, made
$750 doing odd electrical
jobs in spare time. Now
runs hia own Electrical
business.

Sic.oo0 a Day tor
Scbreck
“ Lise my name as a re-
ference and depend on
me as a booster. The big-
gest thing | ever did was
answer your advertise-
ment. | am averaging
better than $500 a month
from my own business
now. | used to make
$18.00a week.”
A. Scbreck,
Phoenix. Ariz.

Pence Earns

$9,000 a Tear

W. E. Pence, Albany,
Oregon, says: “ Your
course putme where lam
today. Mr. Cooke—making
$750 a month doing auto-
mobile electrical work-
think of it—$9.000 a year.
Besides that | ammy own
boss. My wife joins me in
thanking you for what
you did for us.”

$30 to $50
a Day for

J. R. Morgan
“ When | s tarte\l on
your course | was a car-
penter's helper, earning
around $5.00 aday. Now
I make from $30 to $50 a
day and am busy all the
time. Use this letter if
you want to— stand be-
hind it.”
J. R. Morgan,
Columbus. Ohio.

- -10.000. Year
ELECTRICITY

Send Coupon Now

It’s your own fault if you don’t earn more. Send
the coupon and 111 prove it to you. Blame yourself if you
stick to your small pay job when I have made it so easy for you to
earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year as an electrical expert. One billion dollars
a year is being spent in electrical work. Electrical Experts are badly
needed. | can easily make you an Electrical Expert. Just send the
coupon. Thousands of men are needed at once — trained as only |
can train them. They can practically name their own salaries. Every-
thing is ready but the men. Will you answer the call of this big pay
field? Get ready now for the big job I will help you get. The biggest
money of your life is waiting for you. Send the coupon.

| Will Train You At Home

Send the coupon. Let me show you that I can train you just like
I 'trained the five men whose pictures you see here. Just 1% | have trained
ethousands of other men— ordinary, every-day sort- of fellows— lifting them up from
_starvation wages into jobs that pay $70.00 to $700.00 a week. With my e?%H
jjearned, spare-time course, | can lit you for one of the biggest job3 in a few S
months time. Send the coupon and "1'll tell you how.

Quick and Easy to Learn

Don’t have any doubt about your being able to do what these other
men_have done. Pence and Morgan and these other fellows didn't- have
a thing on you when they started. You can easily duplicate their success. AQO.
lack of experience or limited education do not bar you. Start just as you are and |
will guarantee to train you at home with a signed_ money back guarantee bond. 1f you
are not 100 per cent satisfied with my course it won't cost you a cent. Mail ‘tha
coupon to me today.

FREE Big Electrical Working
Outfit and Tools
In additioi students free employment service and free

consultation ‘them also a complete working outfit. This in-
eludes tools, IS, material and a real electrical motor— the finest
beginners’ ther. You do practical work right from the start,
After the ___ menables you to make extra money every week doing
odd electrical___ ** time. Some students make as high as $25 to $3

a week in spare tl learning. This outfit is ail FREE.

Matt >nfor BIG FREE BOOK

The coupon b®w will bring you my big free electrical book—
over 100 interesting pictures. The real dope about your opportunities in
electricity-positive~proof that you, t00, can earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year.
Jit I nov?Y Ve°h I will send you a sample lesson,

stifBents and graduates. Send the coupon now. Send it while the n «

desire for a better job and more money is upon you. Send it
to me personally. COOKE,
R R . Chief Engineer,
L L. COOKE* Chief Engineer jr . _ Chicago
Engineering Work*.
H H H Dept. 7®
Chicago Engineering Works 2150 Lawrence Ave,
Dept. 78 /* hicago, 111
2150 Lawrence Avenue* Chicago y* ‘Without obligating me in any way
send me your Free Book, Sample
S Lessons and particulars of your Free

Employment Service,

Outfit Offers, Free
and proof that you can fit me for a big-pay
Send Cou pon N OW < /.

The “ Cooke” Trained Mai* o
Is the “Big Pay” Man

Occupation.

Please this magazine when a:



DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE

E E R
Vol. LXXVII Contents for September 5, 1925
ONE NOVELETTE

Mr, Chang Calls on Uncle Sam . A. E. Apple

TWO SERIALS

No. 6

The Snake in the Grass Lee Thayer 52

A Six-part Story—Part Six
The Crimson Witness John Jay Chichester 92

A Three-part Story—Part Two

SIX SHORT STORIES
The Smooth Samaritan Charles J. Dutton 44
The Face in the Foam R. M. Bemis 7
Simtm Trapp Broadcasts . . - . Roy W. Hinds = 106
Not So Bright . . . . . Paul Ellsworth Triem 115
Big-nose Charley Finds a Brother . Charles W. Tyler 124
The Trick of the Drawer . . . John Baer 133
ONE ARTICLE

Prisons, Then and Now . . Edward H. Smith 84

(Early American Experiments)

MISCELLANEOUS
“Successful Actor” Traps Drug Pedd Finger-print Expert Retires 91
Cigarettes Cause Robbers’ Down* he Judge Proved His Point 105
-Surrenders to Save Girl ion Tmsty Murdered 105
Fake Inspectors for Bank iy “Tipped O ff' the Sheriff 123
Edwards Estate a Myth Side-car Cell 132
Swindler of Women Gets Eight Mayor Outwits His Captor . 132
Cripple Held as Blackmailer Slick Thief Gets Fur Coats . 138
TMENTS

Headquarters Chat The Edit 139
Missing 142

Publication issued every week by Street & Smith Corporation, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New

York City. Ormond 0.

Smith, President; George C. Smith, Vice President and Treasurer; George O. Smith, Jr., Vice President; Ormond V.

Gould, Secretary. Copyright, 1925, by Street & Smith Corporation, New York. Copyright,

1925, by Street & Smith

Corporation, Great Britain, AH Rights Reserved, Publishers everywhere are cautioned against using any of the
contents of this magazine either wholly or hi part. Entered as Second-class Matter. September -1, 1917, at the Post
Office at New York, N. Y.. under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadian Subscription, $7.50. Foreign, $8.50.
WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are dally made by persons thus victimized.
IMPORTANT— Authors, agents, and publishers are requested to note that this corporation does not hold itself.respon-
sible for loss of unsolicited manuscripts while at this office or in transit; and that it cannot undertake to hold
uncalled-for manuscripts for a longer period than sis months. [If the return of manuscript is expected, postage

should bo Inclosed.

Address &J communications to the Street & Smith Corporation

VEUftLV SUBSCRIPTION, $6.00 SINGLE COPIES, 15 CENTS



ADVERTISING SECTION

The winsome guardian ofyour hair cries:

TVITAYBE you don’t believe

in elves any more, but a
lovely real one watches over
your hair and she trembles
with fear every time you say,
“Well, what should 1 try
next?”

“Don’t experiment,” she
pleads. “Just, get your hair
clean and soft and beautiful,
and that is so easy.”

Elves don't ordinarily both-
er muchwith scientific matters,
but they have been investi-
gating the writings o f scientific
gentlemen who really know.

This is what they found:

IVORY SOAP'99

Copyright, 1925. by The Procter & Gamble Co., Cincinnati

©CAOIS

“You can keep your hair
beautiful and fluffy and glossy
by cheerfully shampooing it
two or three times a month
with pure soap and soft water,
and by gaily brushing it every
day with a clean brush to give
itthe glorious sheen that every
woman wants."

When it comes to soap, the
elves just naturally assume that

you will uselvory. Theyknow
it is pure and mild and safe.
When you massageyour shape-
ly head with that lovely rich
Ivory lather and feel the tiny
cleansing bubbles getting right
down to the depths of your
hair, you, too, will know how
pure and mild and safe it is.
And, oh, how fine your head
will feel and how beautiful
your hair will look—soft and
fluffy- and deliciously clean
smelling.

You will use Ivory for your
face and hands and bath too,
of course, just as millions of

% Pure- It Floats Other careful women do.

Procter & Gamble

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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21 Jewel *Elra thin

Studebamr

The InsuredWatch

Sold direct from
the factory at a
saving of 50%.

"SENT FOR

Only $1.00! The balance in

easy monthly payments. You

get the famous Studebaker 21 Jewel Watch—in-
sured for a lifetime; 8 adjustments, including heat,
cold, isochronism and 5 positions—choice of 60
new £rt Beauty Cases in green gold.white gold or
yellow gold effects. Latest thin models.

f* ITeion| Foralimitedtime weareoffer-
naU IF ra* ing a beautiful Chain FREE!

For FREE Book

Send today for won-
derful Studebaker
Book

of Advance
Watch Styles and our $1 00 Down Offer—FREE!

STUDEBAKER WATCH CO.

Dcjit.vV30' South Bend, tndlisna
Canad|an Address Wmdsor Ontario

A World of Dreams*
of Charming People,

of Real Romance

That is the world that opens up for you
when you become a regular reader of

Picture-Play Magazine

Here is the authoritative guide to all that
is finest and most colorful in the realm
of the screen.

To read Picture-Play every month is
to keep abreast with the latest doings of
the fascinating actors and actresses whose
pictures you admire; to get the last word
from the studios of the big producers; to
go behind the scenes with the experts who,
with pen and camera, fill Picture-Play's
pages with live, human interest.

The motion picture has long since found
itself—its influence is felt in every sphere
of the activities of all of us. The makers
of Picture-Play Magazine invite you to
share with them in interpreting the magic
influence of the all-pervading screen.

PICTURE-PLAY MAGAZINE

25c per copy
79 Seventh Ave. New York City

#What would | do
if 1 lost my job?”

UPPOSE your employer notified you to-morrow
S that he didn't need you any longer? Htve

you any idea where you could get another
position?'

Don’t have this spectre of unemployment hanging
over your head forever. Train yourself to do some
one thing so well that your services will be in de-
mand. Employers don’t discharge such men. They
promote them!

Decide to-day that you are going to get the spe-
cialized training you must have if you are ever
going to get—and keep—a real job at a real salary.
It is easy if you really try.

Right at home, in the odds and ends of spare time
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the
position you want in the work you like best. For
the International Correspondence Schools will train
you just as they are training thousands of other
men— no matter where you live— no matter what
your circumstances.

At least find out how, by marking and mailing
the coupon printed below. There's no cost or
obligation, and it takes only a moment of your time,
but it may be the means of changing your whole life.

Mail the Coupon To-day!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2091, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, I)Iease tell me how I can qualify for
the position or in the subject lejore which I have marked an X;

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
DBusiness Management O Salesmanship
O Industrial Management OAdvertising
O Personnel Organization OBetter Letters
O Traffic Management O Show Card Lettering
O Business Law 0O Stenography and Typing
OBanking and Banking Law OBusiness English
DAccountancy (Including C.P.A.) 0O Civil Service

ONicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk
Bookkeeping BCommon School Subjects
Private Secretary Ftigh School Subjects
Spanish O French Blllustrating O Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND |INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Electrical Engineering - O Architect
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blue Prints
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder
O Mechanical Draftsman O Architectural Draftsman
O Machine Shop Practice O Concrete Builder
O Railroad Positions O Structural Engineer
OGas Engine Operating Chemistry O Pharmacy
O Civil Engineer Automobile Work
O Surveying and Mapping O Airplane Engines
0O Metallurgy O Navigation
O Steam Engineering O Agriculture and Poultry
ORadio O Mathematics

Name.

Street -6*
Address.........cccoovviinns 3-6%24

Occupation.....
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal. Canada.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$1 rings Your Choice
X IO Months to Pay

Most Remarkable
Values Ever Reteived
Simply pin a $1 bill
to this ad. put It in
an envelope with your
name and address,
and mail it Today.
Your choice of these
exceptional values will

come prepaid for a

15-day trial. Ifyoucan

duplicate your pur-

chase for less money

A-25—Gent's 181 g”y‘\("’herevd send ;t
i i ac| an our 1
white Gold Ring &L | o e runded. It

ﬁﬁqle qug:llJlé/:Wgheilze satisfied, pay the bal-
diamond. Regular ance in 10 equal
S75 value. Price, ~monthly payments.
$57. No Red Tape— No Delay
$1 Down Transactions Confidential
$5.60 A Month Rush Your $1 Today

Regular $65 Value

A-27 — Regular

$50 value. Ladles'

18K White Gold

Ring, set with S

genuine, spar-

kling. brilliant,

8-£ W 8*3**2lar 14K White Gold Wrist Wi e Pl
get2W|tﬁ4 genuln'e1 b'l%re NG %lgmgnds Qn(s %E mond8. Price,
apphires. - Our Special Price, $37.50. $1 Down,
$1 own—$3 65 A Month $3.65 A  Month

ATHIRADGHTA_*]000000.

LW SWEET INC-

pept.98s-P 1660 BROADWAY. NEW YORK

$385aWeek

TriancxWemm , "
Big Money for yon quick showingmy line . a
of charming ladies* silk lingerie and hose,
receive profits in_advance. No experience
required. Miss Grace James averaged
- day Spare tlme R. G. Thompson earned $33
],I he secret of success is offer,1
exc uslve articles that women love at sight.

W

PRINCESS
RADIUM
lingerie and Hose
These dai gﬁrments excl¥slveJ design, not
Iy ur low irect prices un-
iatab 8 endl@opportunl blg cash quick, write.
r exclusi ritorybuil m tri
delay” write now. R
1733 Irving Park BI t. 179, Chicago

We pay you BIG to take orders for
Val-Style Made-To-Measure Millinery.
Absolutely No Competition! Every
hat covered by our Absolute Guarantee
of Satisfaction. Write TODAY for
special offer and Exclusive Territory-

Please mention this magazine

OQurCustomersKnow

Tires purchased from us give real value
Inservice and mileage. For years these
Vulkote tires have been sold"to Chicago

Motorists who demand mileage of first-

class tires and . So can you,

besldes Iook at tl e money you_can save.

|res arc Goodyear, Goodrich.
and other Standard
makes. AH used, but sclentlflcally treated by ouT -
own plant-and- sheuld’gme thousands of mlles of serwce

before these sensational tire prices advance.

LOWEST PRICES MORE MILEAGE

Tires NewTubes Tires NewTubes
$2. 73 $l 10

QuUICK

WWON
~NNON-
O

NSNS

Nobrin

@oou

400 175
ABSOLUTELY NO RISK

SEND ONLY $1 for each tire or tube ordered. Balance
or parcel post, 6 per cent discount for cash. NO RISK. If any tlre faﬂ's

fact ill_find djusti ts “absolutel
TRV ESRURARC B SBY P YU AYUREAN UK PASIMEDIS Pslutey
VICTORY TIRE CO., 2131 S. Wabash Avenue
Dept. 75 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS Jjj

I I p I
YOUR SKIN CAN BE QUICKLY CLEARED of Pirn-

pies. Blackheads, Acne Eruptions on the face or body.

Barbers Itch, Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily or Shmy Skin.

wfMng f aeA Write today for my FREE Booklet, "A CLEAR*

I f K TONE SKIN™, telling how I cared myself after
i being afflicted for over fifteen years.

$l 000 Cold Cash says | can clear your skin of the above blemishes,

E«SbGIVENS™* 113 Chemical Building, KANSAS CITY,MO.

Sea Stories
Magazine

Good and Exciting

For those who love the sea
and its irresistible call to the
red-blooded.

Price Twenty-five Cents

Ask Your Dealer

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION

79 Seventh Avenue New York City

when answering advertisements
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Brings You
this Qenuine

DIAMOND

A few cents a day will pay

for this handsome ring.

Simply send 52 to us

today. Wear ring for
10 days’ trial.

GUARANTEE

Absolute satisfaction; if you
don’'tagree thisringisanamaz-
ing bargain, we will refund your

monov. If satisfied, pay balance
in 10 equal monthly payments.

CataJoj? shn'virtar bargains in Diamonds. Watches | write
and Jewelry from $10 t0 $1000. Cash or liberal 1 Dept,
credit terms. WONDERFUL VALUES. Io9*1

Baer Bros.Co.

6 MAIDEN LANE * NEW YORK

The Marvel Cook Book

By Georgette MacMillan
Price, 15 Cents

Street & Smith Corporation, 79 Seventh Avenue. New York City
Y ou,too, can make the big"TOj| go
moneywhlch menand worn- Taj ol
/ en in the selling game earn
today. Build uj popermanent 931 Xg
Vorotitable buslness ofyourow 9 Si

lﬁellln g our nationally known sllk
osiery oirect to wearer, NOin-
estnient-- profltsbeglnlmmo _
dlate(ljy Our free instructions make Iitso MM E »"'S
easy and pleasant that ¥ou cannot _fail. L]
No experlence necessary. Work fullor spare time,
n en and wom en— write todayfor our new
l i t t nlan WhICh shows you how to make $60 tD
Write todav, fo SOLIOGILK HOMERY &80

r own boss.
Department A28,315 FourthAve., New York

GET THIN

Free Trial Treatment

n Sent on request. Ask for my "pay-when-reduced”
\offer. | have successfully reduced thousands of
I persons, often at the rate of a pound a day, with-
lout diet or exercise. Let me send you proof at
Imy expense.
DU. li.
State of New York,

NKWMAIS*, Licensed Physician,
*3S<; Fifth Ave., N~ Y. Desk C-67

Stop Using a Truss

fire dilierent from the truss,

being medicine appllcators ®UJ ¢
made self eadhesive pur- SfIT] ~
N t/fl posely to bold the dlstended
W/A muscles securely In p ®
No straps, buckles or sprmg
attachod —cannot slip, so
cannotchafe or press against
the pubic bone. Thousands
have successfully treated
Fac-StaB, themselves athomo without
(Beltf Hital hindrance (rom work-most erjnawt.
w obstinate cases conquered.
SaN 09 vslvof—oasy to apply—Inexpensive.- Awarded

Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is
natural, so afterwards no furtheruse for trusses. Wa
prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely P iiP f"

Write name on Coupon andsend today. I 11CC

Plapao Co.

633 Stuart Bldg.. St Louis, Mo.

Address *,

Batura mail will bring Free Trial PI3pao.......

E « o« R i

Remember,
there'snosub-
stitutefor pe”
sonal training
ingreat shops

—W ill
Why lead anirn*.*

COMPLETE
ELECTRICAL uKl/l’
TRAINING

RO

| have perfected.an unusual
count* of instruction in E1c-
trlelty, a course that |s ebao Y>®PPv
lutcly ‘thorough, that

to master, that covers every
phase and factor of the sub-
Ject, that fits men for the BIG
electrical jobs —the HIGH-
SALARIE thrllllngjobs

you've go
the righ
stuff 1N,

|
1
t
t

Hundreds o f Coyne*
Trained Men Earn
£60 to £200

a Week

WIS, President,
0 W. Harrison Street,

fore the supply is exhausted

I'll help you
prove to the
| world that
you CAN
succeedl

c i n

—W ill FascinateYO11!

Thrill You!

P —

—W ill Reward You!

rjorexistence? Noneedtodrag
through life with little or nothing of this world's

RAILROAD
FARE

TO CHICAGO
from any pointintliey s,
afsoextra coursesin Ks.dio
Electricity and Auto
Truck and Tractor Elcc-
ti clt)é included WITH-

X TRA COST if ycu
act _promptly. Rememl’e-.

tho year, Itiaacity of op-
portunities and the jrreut
electrical center o| tho

COYNE

CTRICAL
SCHOOL

H.C. LEWIS
President

1300-10 West
Harrison St.

Dept. 1416
CHICAGO
Established
1899

] COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

Dept. 1416, Chicago,

I H. C.—Y«wu can just bet | want one of. those bi
books, with 151 actual photcgra&hs printed in

l e sure and telj me all about Special |

ll )jj'er of Extra Courses and Railroad Rare. "

Iinois

handsome FREE t
0 colors. ~Send ic

i
J

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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$100 a Week
In this
Fascinating Business

PP ARX big money as a car-

-/ toonist!

Millions of dollars were spent
last year on comic
strips, political and
sport cartoons, ani-
mated cartoons, etc.
Thousands of new car-
toonists arc needed
now to meet the ever-
increasing demand for
this work. Never be-
fore have the oppor-
tunities in this fast-
growing held been so
many, so varied or so
high-paying.

Easy to Learn CARTOONING

at Home in Spare Time

Regardless of how little you know about cartoon-
ing now, you can easily qualify for a position in this
attractive, high-salaried business. This home-study
method starts you at the simplest fundamental prin-
ciples of cartoon-making and takes you through
every branch of humorous and serious cartooning.
You will be amazed at how quickly it teaches you
to draw salable work. Many students of this
method began to sell their drawings before they
were half through their courses. The training paid
for itself long before they' finished it

Learn cartooning this easy way. Enjoy the fas-
cinating life of a successful cartoonist—easy hours,
freedom from routine, your own boss, and §3,000 to
S15.000 a year for this work that is play!

Send for FREE BOOK

Learn more about the wonderful opportunities in
Cartooning and details about this remarkable home-
study method. A handsomely illustrated booklet
has just been prepared
which, upon request, will be
sent to you without, the
slightest obligation.  This
booklet gives a thorough
outline of the caitooning
field and explains in detail
this wonderful new method
of feachjng Cartooning.

Send for it today! Wash-
ington School of Cartoon-
ing, Room 549C, 1113-15th
St., N. W., Washington, D. C.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING
Room S49C, 1113-15th St.,, N. W, Washington, D.C.

Please send me, without obligation, your Free Boohlet on Car-
tooning and full details of your home-study method of teaching
Cartooning.

Name

(i:.’rint Name Plainly)

City tate
(If under 16, please give age....

Big Men

and

Big Books

If it's action you want, the thrilling
stories of brave-hearted deeds, then ask
your bookseller to show you the fine,
cloth-covered books that bear the “CH”
mark on their handsome jackets. “CH?”
books cost only 75 cents apiece.

There's something doing all the while
in a “CH” book. These books which
have never before been published were
written for men who love the sweep of
the great West, the mysteries of big
cities, the conquest of man over his en-
vironment. Ask your bookseller to show
you these latest titles—

The Brand of
a Good Book

New Books

Eir.art Ivinsburn
Joseph Montague
..Johnston McCuiley
...Ray Courtney
shford Phillips

GEMS OF PROMISE..,,
WHOSE MILLIONS?........
THE SPIDER'S DEN....
OBJECT: ADVENTURE.
GOLDEN ISLE...ns

Per Copy

house,

PUBLISHER?

79-89 SEVENTH AVE.."—~
NEW YORK CITY

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Riders Against the Sky-line!

Things began to happen the moment Morgan Tuttle found an ancient musket

lying by the side of a bleached skeleton just over the border.

Adventures galore

piled up on the saddle tramp who goes searching for treasure through the exciting

pages of

“Gems of Promise”
By EMART KINSBURN

Here's another book that bears the famous “CH” brand—a finely printed,
cloth-bound book that you'll be proud to have in your library and a good example
of the excellence of all the “CH” line,

“CH" books are good books to read and to keep and they cost only 75 cents
each—one of the biggest reading values in the market to-day. Ask your dealer to

show you these titles.

THE MAN FROM MICHIGAN
Charles Wesley Sanders

BULL HUNTER'S ROMANCE
David Manning

HILL-BRED BARTON'S CODE
Charles Wesley Sanders

each

The Brand of
a Good Book

KING CHARLIE'S RIDERS

David Manning
THE BOSS OF CAMP FOUR

Smart Kinsburn

ADVENTURE
Ray Courtney

OBJECT:

each

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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FRECKLES

FORA FEVAENTS Don't Hide Them With a Veil; Re-
A DAY move Them With Othine—
Don'tsend asinglepenny.
YOUr Ten d_aysFreeTgalF.)Whe)'ln DOUbIe Strength
the ring comes, examine it R R .
Spare —if you are not convinced This preparation for the removal of freckles is so
Pennies it is the GreatestBaraain successful in removing freckles and giving a dear,
2 in America, send it back beautiful complexion, that it is sold by all drug and
will pay :Teao;;g e;s;"jg'% 22'}'";{ department stores with a guarantee to refund the
for this payment-then send Si.50 money if it fails. i
Diamond weekly—at the rate of a ~Don't hide your freckles under a veil or waste
Ri few cents a day. This time on lemon juice or cucumbers: get an ounce of
* Ing ?aégﬁ'e"r\%'r“]isl‘eer%'e”r‘-if‘é"c':he Othine and remove them. Even the first f*w appli-
Qr i i
Cut Diamonds can be cations should show a wonderful improvement, some
/ yonrs.Nored tape. No risk. of the lighter freckles vanishing entirely.

Y ST *. A q Be sure to ask for the double strength Othine; it
Sy MuiforlDNarBg *gfrFREE ft"MoraPthSi is this tliat: is sold on money-back guarantee.

i 2
eandsof Bargains. Address Dept. 1726 We recommend Othine Complexion Soap for use
with Otliine, also as a shampoo—it's wonderful for
J H I YON &‘ QJH bobbed iiair— 25c a cake at all drug or department
. . - stores or by mail. Othine Laboratories, Inc., Buf-
2 -4 Maiden Lane N.. falo. N.Y.
21 Jewels

Nothin? Im* than 21 Ruby and Sapphire jewels
good enough for the Burlington masterpiéce.

uality and Style
Adjusted to the eecond—temperature—isochron-
I*m—position#. 25 year Gold Strata Case, Id 100 ex-
quisite designs. Only SI down. Balance ia email
monthly payment®. Send for free book.

Burlington Company

Make $100.00 a week and up S_elllng_ our 19th Street and Marshall Boulevard
fine made-to-measure, all-wool suits, direct Dept. 14-16 Chicago, Illinois
to wearer. Biggest values — positively
sell on sight. Biggest commissions paid i Bsec;rmljej Plavae? Eeggjftmnsd
in advance. We attend to delivery and men win the highest positions and
. r biggest success in business and public
collections. 6x9 swatch samples over 100 //I{/fe.,t_ Balndeptendent. Glgeafteroppg_r—
A A anities now timn ever before. I
styles all one price — furnished FREE . . corporations are headed by men witl

legal training. Earn

Part_or full lime men write at once. ; $5,000 10 $10,000 Annually
Wo gnido you step by step. You can train at

W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 161 W. Harmon St. Dept. J-403, Chicago —
me during sparé time. Degree of LL.B. conferred.

1
hoi
- f LaSalle students practicing Inw in every state. We furnish all
text material, including fourteen-volumeLaw Library. cost,
fceasy terms. Get our valuable 108—pa% "Law ~Guide" “00
I"EVidence’’ books free. Send for them NOW. .
- - . FLaSalle Extension University. Dept. 976-L, Chicago
Show !t to The World's Largest Businéss Training Institution
your friends M D N t - t S I
" and neigh- m
bors as a.sample of our fine quality, hand- n IS rIC a eS en
tailored All-Wool Suits* guaranteed $40 W anted
values at amazing low price of S23.50, take a K at start. O . d it
i 5 - week at start. ar union made suits
their orders, keep handsome profit for your AN * overcoats at $23.50 (mone higher)

self and send orders to us. are America's biggest values. We show
latest nifty colors and styles for men and

A ents Makin BlG MONEY young men. Only pure wool fabrics.
m The overcocats are satin lined. Protected

A R [Aq] territory. Canusesparetimemen in some

$3.00 to S0.00 an hour in spare time, $75 to S coo f§ towns- Write today for application blank
$150 a week for full time. We supply handsome v and free sampleof the world's greatest clothing
Swatch Line Outfit, large s;zr samples and Vv * values. Address D.S. HARVEY, Box 00, CHICAGO

Positively finest _se?llilnglaotl?fftit Set\xl_/els?urilgishztliepsagésnll_eenéth\?\/rrit%a?gl; M I D G ET NAM E CAR DS

ours at_once, pick out your suit and get started making the Big

oney right-away. Address Dept. 138. Trade Mark. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.
y 19 Y P . THE LATEST NOVELTY $Oc. Per Book
JAM ES OL'VER, |nC.,848W.AdamS St |Ch|cag0 Each J>ook contains 50 perfect little name cards, size
Write name and address below and mull at cnee. Alfax”a, in genuine leather case. Choice of black,

vtan, green or red. A perfect name card.
I Name in Old English type. Price com-
“ plete 50c. Send stamps, coin or money
Box. order. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
refunded. A cents Wanted.
Town. . MIDGET CARD SHOP
59 Main St., Greene, R. I.

WANTED

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS
$1900 to $2700 Year

Name.

St. and NO.....coecvvvecenes v e L FU Do

(All Postal Pay Just Raised) FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. G280, Rochester, N. Y.
— — L] sirs: Send me without charge. (1> Specimen Railwap
MEN—BOYS 18 UP TRAVEL—SEE YOUR COUNTRY Postal Clerk Examination questions. (2) Send List of U. S.
Many U. S. Government Jobs Open to Women ( Government jobs now obtainable. (3.) Send free illustrated
. . J hook, "llow to Get Government Jobs." (4> send free sample

Steady Work No Layoffs Paid Summer Vacation coaching-

Common Education Sufficient / Name

MAIL COUPON TODAY SURE [/  Address
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The plaintive request of the little child for adoll, awagon
or some simple toy is the most touching thing in the world.

Gladly you will deny yourself so that you can satisfy the
want of the child.

And we would not have it otherwise. For childhood
takes its pleasures with inexpensive toys—things that we
should be able to give them. The message we would like to
impress is that you can have the things you need and give
your children the things they would like. The way is easy.

It is only necessary to buy right. Thrift is common sense
applied to spending. The Sears-Roebuck way is the sensible
way. W “ guarantee to save you money.

Already we are serving nine million homes, or more than
one-fourth of all the families in the United States. Sears,
Roebuck and Co. have become the World's Largest Store
because we lead in service, in quality and in saving. We
buy in immense quantities and sell direct to you. We sell
only quality merchandise, the kind that can be honestly
guaranteed.

Our New Big Catalog for Fall and Winter is ready for you. It shows

35,000 opportunities to save on everything you need for the family, the
home and the farm.

Sears, Roebuck and Co.

CHICAGO - PHILADELPHIA . DALLAS -« SEATTLE

con-
venient coupon will bring
you free our great Fall and
Winter book, with its 357000
bargains.

W e own and operate Radio Station
W LS. Tune inon 344.6 meters.

Please mention this magazine when

Mail the coupon TODAY to the store nearest you

Sears, Roebuck and Co.

Chicago . Philadelphia « Dallas * Seattle

Send Latest General Catalog.
Name

Postoffice

Rural Route......ccccoviiiiiinne .
State.

Street and No.
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Classified Advertising

Agents and Help Wanted

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR.

Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods.
Experience  unnecessary. Carnation  Co.,
Dept. 225, St. Louis, Mo.

LIGHTNING STRANGE BATTERY
Compound. Charges discharged batteries
Instantly. Eliminates old method entirely.
Gallon free to agents. Lightning Co., St.
Paul. Minn.

DINING AND SLEEPING CAR. conduc-

tors (white). Exp. unnecessary. We strain
jou. Send for book of Rules and applica-
tion. Supt. Railway Exchange, Sla. C,
Los Angeles.

$60-$200 A WEEK. Genuine Gold Let-
ters for store windows. Easily applied.
Free Samples. Liberal offer to general
-gents. Metallic Letter Co., 428 B North

Clark, Chicago.

BIG MONEY AND FAST SALES.
owner buys gold initials for his auto.
ebarge $1.50,- make $1.35; Ten orders
easy. Write for particulars and free
ties. American Monogram Co., Dept.
East Orange. N. J.

Every
You
daily
sani-
170,

EARN $10 DAILY silvering mirrors,
ing, refinishing metalware, headlights, chan-
deliers, bedsteads. Outfits furnished. Decie
Laboratories, 1135 Broadway, New York.

plat-

AGENTS, our new' Household
Device washes and dries windows, sweeps,
eleans walls, scrubs, mops. Costs less than
Grooms. Over half profit. Write Harper

Brush Works, 201 3rd Street, Fairfield,
lowa.

Cleaning

BI1O MONEY AND FAST SALES,
every owner buys gold initials for his auto.
You charge .$1.50, make $1.44. Ten orders
daily easy. Samples and information free.
World Monogram, Dept. 12, Newark, N. J.

I LL PROVE TO YOU that you can make
$96 a week taking orders for Jennings
Guaranteed Hosiery. I furnish complete
<quipment and offer you an Essex Coach
without cost. Write now. The Frank B.
Jennings Co., Dept. M-222. Dayton, Ohio.

AGENTS: $11.80 daily in advance (send
for sworn proof) Introducing New Insured
Hosiery. 57 styles. 40 colors, guaranteed
eeven months. Fall line now ready. No
capital or experience required. You simply
take orders. We deliver and collect (or you
can deliver, suit yourself) Credit given.
Pay You Daily, monthly .bonus besides. We
furnish  samples. Spare time will do.
Macoehee Textile Company, Station 4509,
Cincinnati, Obhio.

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued

AGENTS—WRITE FOR FREE Samples.

Sell Madison *“ Better-Made” Shirts for
large Manufacturer direct to wearer. No
capital or experience required. Many earn

Slut) weekly and bonus.
5b3 Broadway, New York.

Madison Mfgrs.,

AGENTS: Do you want the biggest
money-making proposition ever offered? See
my display ad elsewhere in this magazine.
Then send coupon at once to James Oliver,
Inc., 848 West Adams Street, Dept. 138,
Cl)teago.

AGENTS WANTED TO ADVERTISE
Our Goods and distribute samples given to

consumers; 90c an hour; write for full par-
ticulars. American  Products Co., 2397
American Bldg,, Cincinnati, Ohio.

$158 MONTH. Men 18 up. Railway
Mail Clerks. 25 coached free. Write im-
mediately. Franklin Institute, Dept. G2,
Rochester. N, Y.

Help Wanted—Female

$6-$18 A DOZEN decorating pillow tops at

home, experience unnecessary; particulars
for stamp. Tapestry Paint Co.,, lib La-
Grange, Ind.

Help Wanted—Male

ALL Men,
willing  to
$117-$250,
Mr. Ozment,
ately.

Women,
accept
traveling or
308, St. Louis,

Boys. Girls, 17 to 65
Government  Positions
stationary, write
Mo., immedi-

EARN $110 to $250 monthly,
paid as Railway Traffic Inspector.
guaranteed after completion of 3 months*
home study ceurse or money refunded. Ex-
cellent opportunities. Write for Free Book-
let. CM-28 Stand. Business Traiulng
Inst.. Buffalo, N. Y.

expenses
Position

SILVERING MIRRORS. French plate.

Easily learned; immense profits. Plans
free. Wear  Mirror  Works. Excelsior
Springs, Mo.

ESTABLISH YOURSELF—AT HOME—
As a Photographic Expert. Make $75 a week
while learning. Write at once for Tempo-
rary Offer. International Studios, Dept.
140 C, 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

$115-$400 MONTHLY paid—Ry. Station

— Office  positions. Free passes. Experi-
ence unnecessary. Write Baker, Supt., 49,
St, Louis, Mo.

Please mention this magazine when answering

Business Opportunity

LEARN PRIVILEGE TRADING, remu-
nerative return, $75 up sufficient. Write
Dept. 113, Paul Kaye, 149 Broadway, New
York.

Educational

RAILROAD POSTAL CLERKS start $155
month, railroad pass. Send stamps for ques-
tions.  Columbus Institute, B-3. Columbus.
Ohio.

Patents and Lawyers

sketch or model for
Booklet  fre*.

PATENTS. Send
preliminary  examination.
Highest references. Bgst results. Prompt-
ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Lawyer, 644 G St., Washington, D. C.

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED.

Patented or unpatented. Write Adan
Fisher Mfg. Co., 223, Enright, St. Louli.
Mo.

PATENTS—Write for free Guide Books
and “Record of Invention Blank” before
disclosing inventions. Send model or sketch
of invention for Inspection and Instructions
Free. Terms reasonable. Victor J. Evans

Co., 767 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS—Write for our guide book,
“How to Get Your Patent” and evidence of
invention blank. Send model or sketch for

Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms
reasonable. Randolph & Co., Dept. 412,
Washington, D. C.
Detectives Wanted
MEN—Experience unnecessary; travel;
make secret investigations; reports; salaries;

expenses. Write American Foreign Detec-
tive Agency, 114, St. Louis, Mo.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY.
Travel. Excellent opportunity. Experience
unnecessary. Write, George Wagner, former
Government Detective, 1968 Broadway,
New York.

Stammering
ST-STU-T-T-TERING And Stammering

Instructive booklet free.
80 Potomac Bank Build-
D. C.

Cured at Home.
Walter McDonnell,
ing, Washington,

advertisements
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WATCH THE NEWS STANDS
On September 7th

For a memorable issue of

The Popular Magazine

A complete Western novel

The Adam Chaser

By B. M. BOWER

A great romantic story

The Pot Hunter

By T. S. STRIBLING

A novelette of Alaskan adventure

By Robert Russell Strang

Another installment of

EDGAR WALLACE'S

enthralling mystery tale

The Squealer

The first story of a new Texan Wasp series

“The Terrible Thing”

By JAMES FRANCIS DWYER

And five stirring short stories:

The .Lucky Leg By Ernest Douglas
Twenty-one and Three Fourths By C. Maxwell
Mr. Tompkins Sees a Derby By Mildred Fitz-Hugh

“Useless” By Mark Reed
A Fighting Chance By R. K. Culver

Remember that every issue of POPULAR MAGAZINE

includes a
book-length novel, complete and unabridged.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Guaranteed, like the five other Duofold Points, for 25 Years
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For pronounced Personality and Character

in your handwriting, try this new Parker

Each way you hold it gives a Separate Effect
a4nd each Effect a Hand that Fascinates

RKER now introduces in the handsome Duofold Pen a point that produces
astyle in handwriting full of new interest and charm.
Held one way, this point makes slender down-strokes, accented by wide, shaded
curves at top and bottom. Held another, it writes with the opposite eSect— letters
thin-curved, with wide, shaded sides.

We call this point the Duofold Oblique. And a freer, smoother, softer-writing
point has never been created.

This point makes the Sixth you can get in Parker Pens, and every one guaranteed,
if not misused, for 25 years.

And thekindofwritingyoudoand how you hold your pea make a big difference
in the kind of point that your hand will respond to and delight in. Whichever itis,
you can get it in any Parker Duofold at $5 or $7, depeS&ag on the size.

And each point is set in a shapely, balanced barrel that gives your hand free
swing. A barrel of conventional black, or of black-tipped, lacquer-red— the color
that's handsome to own and hard to mislay.

In a test not long ago, 8 men out of 10picked this Parker blindfolded,from 11 new
pens of various makes. Try it yourself, with your eyesshut, at any nearby pen counter.

THE PARKER PEN COMPANY - JANESVILLE, WISCONSIN

'‘Duofold Pencils to match the Pens: Ladlt, $3; OosT-sizeJr., $3.50; " Big Brother” Over-sfzc,$4

NEW YORK, CHICAGO 'THE PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO, CANADA * SAN FRANCISCO
TUB PARKER PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, 2 AND 3 NORFOLK ST,, STRAND, LONDON, KNQLAMD

Red and Black
Color Combination
Reg. Trade Mark

U.'S. Pat. Office
Withlhe
Dapfold Jr. $5 Udy Duofold $S
Intermediate size With ring for chatelaine

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

$5
Duofold Jr,
in black'tipped
lacquer -red or

in conventional
plain black

Rivals the beauty
of tke Scarlet

Tanager
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GOOD READING

BY

CHARLES HOUSTON

Hard to put your fingers on it, isn't it?—
this fascination that good fiction throws over
you. There's something almost abnormal about
the man or the woman who can't sink back
in an easy-chair when the day’'s work is done,
and become lost in the spell of a swift-mov-
ing adventure story.

It is a fine and comforting thing to know
that we Americans have never lost the love
for romance. We would have become a dull,
drab people otherwise. Romance is in our
blood, breath of our very breath. We are
still an adventuring, pioneering people, despite
our bathtubs and radios and telephones and

“all modern conveniences,” as the real-estate
ads say.

It is true of all walks of American life,
of all sorts and conditions of our people.

Down in the parched flatlands of Oklahoma 1
have seen cow-punchers waiting eagerly for
the trains that bring the latest copies of their
favorite fiction magazines and books. And
then | have seen New York business men en-
ter Pullmans at the Grand Central with cop-
ies of these same books under their arms.

“Tell me a story,” is one of the first re-
quests of childhood, and the'child's love for
story-telling has never grown out of most of
us, for which we may thank our lucky stars.

Some one has called the big brick building
at 79 Seventh Avenue, New York City, “Story-
teller’'s headquarters.” It shelters one of the
eldest and best-established publishing concerns
in America—Chelsea House Publishers. There
come tne leading fiction writers of the coun-
try with their best work, hot from the type-
writers. There are editors with their fingers
always on the pulse of the public, who know
what you and | like to read and see that we
get it. Whether the book that comes from

the Chelsea House presses costs $2 or only
75 cents, you may be sure that you have be-
tween its covers the sort of writing that makes
the best of reading. For example—

Golden Iste, by Roland Ashford Phillips,
published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

It begins with a group of friends gathered
together in the cabin of that most remarkable
of yachts, The Nautilus; with the shriek of
the siren at Sing Sing prison on the Hudson
River warning that a dangerous criminal has
escaped, and how this most exciting of treas-
ure-hunting stories ends, | leave to your own
discovery. At all events you may be sure that
there’s not a dull page in this book which
takes you out onto the high seas to an island as
crammed with adventure as was -Stevenson's

“Treasure Island.”

rJ ,HE Scarlet Scourge, by Johnston McCul-
ley, published by Chelsea House, 79 Sev-
enth Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

There were a number of persons who might
have shot Lorenzo Brayton through the back
as he sat at his desk in the offices of his
fraudulent rubber stock-selling company. It
was up to Detective Sam Haynes to find the
one hand that directed the fatal shot. Mr.
McCulley takes you, the reader, along with Sam
on his way through the labyrinth that finally
leads to the light, and he does it in masterly
fashion. A bang-up, thrilling detective story

of the first water.

<@
N sxe Against the -World, by Victor
Thorne, published by Chelsea House, 79
Seventh Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.
Victor Thorne tells a beautiful lov™ story

(Continued on 2nd page following.)

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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in this book with enough adventure in it to
satisfy the most ardent thrill hunter, Anne
faces the problem that confronts every one
of us—what is really worth while in this
world ? She leaves her humble little home to en-
ter the bizarre life of a manicuring establish-
ment. Her wistful beauty brings many men
to her, some good, some bad, but at length
she finds true love. It is a clean, well-written
love story that Mr. Thorne tells, one that you
will read through to the very end with the
keenest interest.

'"T he Boss of Camp Four, by Emart Kins-
< burn, published by Chelsea House, 79 Sev-
enth Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

Mr, Kinsburn is rapidly coming to the fore-
front of the few who can write convincingly of
the great West. Here he paints unforgetable
scenes against a New Mexican background.
His hero is Chet Fanning, and he's the sort
of hero that makes you want to cheer as he
fights the battles of “Spookmule” Paxton, who
bought twenty thousand acres and then found
a lot of trouble on his hands. There's an ad-
venture in a tunnel in this book which makes
one of the big thrills of modern fiction,

VS J atchfd Out, by Eugene A. Clancy, pub-
v lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
. Avenue, New York City, Price 75c.

Wall Street and huge sums of money, a
crooked gang, led by the veteran of many a
furious fight. Out of these ingredients you
have in “Watched Out” the sort of adventure
story that makes you forget all engagements
until you have come to the very end. The bat-
tle of wits between Monk Markheim, gangster
and woman hater, and young John Gore, who
made big money on the Street, and then—for
a while—dropped out of the public's eye, makes
a swift-moving yarn that is told by Mr. Clancy
with force and humor.

* | 'he Husks of Life, by Mary Douglas, pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Ave-
nue, New York City, Price 75c.

Many a modern author has chosen as a fic-

Please mention this magazine

tion theme the colorful, bohemian life of the
artists’ studios of New York's Greenwich Vil-
lage. Few have presented this life as faithfully
as does the author of “The Husks of Life.”
Mary Douglas depicts for us the adventures of
Jennie Joyce, who is forced to leave the factory
because of the unwelcome attentions of her boss
and becomes a model to one of the city's best-
known artists. Jennie meets many types of
men, but finally finds that one alone is worthy
The story marches to its triumphant
conclusion in stirring manner.

of love.

Terry Peyton's"Notched Inheritance, by

* David Manning, published by Chelsea
House, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York City,
Price 75c.

When the doctor told old Hank Peyton that
he was about to die, Hank took another drink
and called for his son, Jerry. To him he
handed over his most precious .treasure, the
revolver, known and feared by Mexicans as
“The Voice of La Paloma.” That was Jerry’s
inheritance, his commission to a free life, and
the way he used it makes an exceptionally in-
teresting Western story, told as Mr. Manning
knows how to tell these rousing yarns.

rT",HE Bigamist, by John Jay Chichester, pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Ave-

nue, New York City, 320 pages, Price $2.

Some of the foremost
the country, among them that of the New York
Times, have been loud in their praises of this
most remarkable book. Mr. Chichester, au-
thor of “The Porcelain Mask,” knows how to
tell a most complicated story and still bold
the attention of his readers every moment.
This time he introduces us to one “Wiggly”
Price, lovable newspaper reporter, who takes
up a murder trail where the detective leaves
off and Covers himself and his paper with
glory. There is action aplenty in this story,
mystery and enough romance to please every-

literary reviews of

one.
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Imitation

September 5, 1925

may be the nncerett form of flattery,
feel sorry for the reader who buys ait imitation.

No. 6

but we
Do not

be deceived; insist upon having the original DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE.

Apple

Author of “ The Murderer's Graveyard,” etc.

HAPTRR L.

THE RADIO MADMAN.

WAGON collecting inmates

for the madhouse would most

certainly have picked him up.

He admitted as much, did this

gauntly thin young man whom radio

was fast turning into a nervous wreck,

in a big American city on the Great
Lakes.

“I'm half bughouse already,” he mut-

tered, “and | soon will be entirely if 1

don't get into another business. This
job of having to wire-up two new radio
sets a day tor customers sure is getting
my goat. I'm going cuckoo.”

He had reasons for apprehension, as
any insanity specialist would have testi-
fied after watching him for ten minutes.
To begin with, though he was alone in
the workshop at the rear of the wireless
store, he was talking aloud— carrying on
a conversation with himself. That was
a had sign, particularly in view of the
cuss words he kept calling himself, and



2 Detective Story Magazine

his quickly voiced resentment at the
self-slander.

“You blankety-blank ass!” he ex-
claimed. “How can a man go nuts if
he hasn’'t any brains? If you had any,
you wouldn’'t be in this game.”

A silence followed, during which he
ground his teeth. “Is that so?” he said
with a sneer. “Well, I'll be ding-dong-
danged if 1 haven't more sense than the
babies that figured out some of these
hook-ups.” He grunted in disdain.
“How do you like that—'huh?”

Apparently convinced that he had
emerged victor over himself, he bent
over his task and traced the wiring with
a trembling finger.

“Let's see, now, old sport!” he mut-
tered shakily. “From the grid of the
first audio transformer to the grid of
the first amplifier tube; plate of the de-
tector tube socket to terminal number
three of the counterplex aerial trans-
former at the second top; that's all jake.
Now, from prong three of the horn jack
Ow-w-w! Have | got to rip
all that out and solder it over again?
It's cramped in there so it's like picking
up a pin with boxing gloves on.”

And now his derangement manifested
itself in violence. Stamping first one
foot, then the other, he picked up a pair
of pliers and hurled them to the floor
with all his strength. Quite overcome
with passion at having to undo and re-
build a tedious labor, he seized a P. bat-
tery and raised it aloft as though to
smash the radio set to smithereens.

But with the missile of destruction
poised ready to hurl, he paused, con-
scious that he was no longer alone. No
betraying sound of an intruder had
reached .his ears. No mirror was on
the wall to reveal what might be behind
him. Whoever had entered had arrived
cat-footedly, with silence so complete
that it suddenly struck him as uncanny.

He was aware of a human presence,
in that indescribable way by which one
senses that he is under scrutiny in a

crowd. This presence, whoever it might
be, was powerful and electric. The very
air felt charged. The highly strung
nervous system of the radio man was
an ideal receiving apparatus for such
psychic currents. He felt his breath
catch in his throat as'he placed the bat-
tery softly back on the bench and slowly
turned.

On a box within six feet of him, a
man was sitting.

He was a stranger. . Aye, and impres-
sive to behold. His eyes—black and as
hard as agate—were calm. But in their
distant depths smoldered a peculiar fire.
It suggested all that was menacing and
relentless this side of the grave. The
eyes were all that seemed to be alive in
this unique individual, save that the mo-
tionless body inside his smartly tailored
suit had the lithe posture of a jungle
ape prepared to come into action at an
instant’s notice.

The radio man stared. In particular,
he stared at the newcomer’s expression-
less countenance. It was the yellow of
aged ivory.

And then, as he gaped, the parchment
cheeks wrinkled. The mouth opened,
baring long and glistening white teeth
in a mirthless smile.

This was followed by a brisk spatting
of hands. Their fingers were long—
strangler’'s fingers—and the nails shone
with the careful manicure of one who
lives by his wits and never deigns to do
an honest menial task.

“Excellent!” said the stranger. His
voice was soft, yet throaty, as only an
Oriental’'s can be. “Are you charging
admission for your entrancing play of
emotions? If so. | shall pay any price
gladly.”

The radio man gulped and swallowed.
“A Chinaman, as sure as my name is
Hector Plenn!” he murmured. “White
customers are bad enough. | bet you've
got a super-het with a lot of new kinks
for me to wire.” He paused and
groaned, “Oh, well, the foolish factory



Mr. Chang Calls on Uncle Sam 3

is in sight and | might as well travel to
it on the canter as go slow.”

Hector's tired, distracted eyes viewed
Mr. Chang suspiciously. His body, as
he looked, had a tension that suggested
that he was on the verge of reaching
for a monkey wrench to brain the vis-
itor.

“Cheer up!” said Mr. Chang. “I am
not a radio bug,”
Hector's nostrils twitched. “ Say

what you doing here, then? Ah! |
have it. | bet you're selling books. If
you are------- 7

“Calm yourself,” the Chinaman re-
joined tranquilly. “1 am a customer.”

/‘Thought you said you weren't a
radio bug.”

“So | did. My mind is rarely idle
enough to waste precious night hours
listening to musical hash. To me, radio
is a mildly interesting phenomenon.
But why should | gape at being able to
hear anything through the air? | do
that naturally when 1 listen to near-by
sounds. Radio is only a magnification
of that power. For a real marvel, con-
sider talking by long distance phone
from New York to San Francisco, by
which the human voice travels through
seven hundred tons of solid copper.
Bah!”

“How come you're a customer, eh?”

Mr. Chang contemplated the other.
“l am a gentleman of kindness of
heart,” he said piously. “I thought 1
would drop in and purchase a receiving
set for the old blind man who sells
newspapers on the corner up the street.”

This did not seem implausible to Hec-
tor, for he did not know the heartless
nature of the Chinese arch-criminal.

“Fine!” he said thankfully. *“Gosh,
I'm glad you haven't got a super for
me to wire. That's the best news I've
eheard since a bus wire factory burned
down. Come on out front and I'll show
you some sets. We've got a wide selec-
tion in this store.”

“You gave quite an interesting exhi-

bition back there,” Mr. Chang com-
mented as he followed. “It is rarely
my good fortune to hear a Caucasian
express himself truthfully about how he
loves his job. No other race provides
such submissive slaves.”

“Say!" Hector exclaimed. “1'd
rather fuss with radio than eat. Else I
wouldn't be in this game. But it sure
gets on the nerves now and then, put-
ting these things together, especially
when they won't work and you have
the devil's own job to figure out why.
Hate radio? | was talking through my
hat. I've got nine sets of my own at
home— table hook-ups, of course.”

Mr. Chang deftly rolled a wheat-
paper cigarette with one hand, and with
the other clicked match into flame on a
thumb nail. "So0?” he queried. “It
sounded otherwise. Ah. well, that is
characteristically Caucasian—your loy-
alty to your servitude. The slave en-
deavors to make sweet music by rattling
his chains.”

Hector did not reply. He wanted to.
But the yellow-skinned patron had him
awed. Nobody’'s, fool, was Hector
Plena, He appraised Mr. Chang’s in-
telligence as something not to be en-
countered more than once in a month
of Sundays. Accordingly, he felt a bit
embarrassed, fearful of making a dunce
of himself if he essayed any wise cracks.

Obligingly he lifted numerous radio
sets from shelves and placed them on a
counter. “How about a nice reflex?”
he asked glibly. “1 could sell you a
regenerative set cheaper. But that
stuff re-broadcasts. It sends out so
many squawks and howls that the old
blind man’s neighbors might butcher
him in his sleep.”

“Price is immaterial,” Mr. Chang as-
sured placidly. He eyed Hector keenly.
“You work all alone here?"

“No, there’'s another bird. He’'s out
to lunch.”

“Listen!” the Chinaman suggested
sagely. “If | were you, I'd soft-pedal
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at my work. In all sincerity, the way
you were carrying on back there in the
workshop, your enemies could make out
a good case for having you incarcerated
where the dogs could not bite you.”

Hector leaned wearily on the counter.
His fingers nervously drummed on the
surface underneath. “You said a
mouthful,” he agreed. “Lots of ’'em
get locked up in the foolish house that
aren't any more bugs'n me. | suppose
you've heard of the visitor at the asylum
who saw an inmate pushing a wheel-
barrow upside down, and asked him why
he didn’t turn it over. The bug said,
‘Il did yesterday and they filled it full
of bricks.””

Mr. Chang nodded with the manner
of one who never laughs. “That bit of
humor,” he said, "has a deep basis of
psychology. It is typical of how the
white man sugar-coats his hated work
by making light of it. | suppose you do
a thriving business here. The store has
a good location.”

“1'll tell the world,” Hector answered.

“Why, so far to-day we've sold three
super-hets, along with some small
stuff.”

“Three super-hets,” the Chinaman re-
peated. “And how much do they bring
you apiece?”

“Two hundred iron men per.”

“Six hundred dollars—very nice!”
said Mr. Chang smoothly. “Doing busi-
ness like that, you must run to the bank
after every sale, in view of these de-
spised bandits who are staging so many
holdups in the mercantile district.”

His tone was quite disarming.
“Yes,” Hector agreed, “it does throw a
scare into us occasionally. Of course,
a man can’t hop to the bank after every
sale, as you suggest. No. we take the
chance on a stick-up. Let the jack ac-
cumulate and tote it to the bank just
before closing time in the afternoon,”

The Chinaman’s eyes narrowed.

Six hundred dollars was a mere bag
of shells in his life. But at the moment

he was badly in need of ready cash.
And here was a juicy ripe plum that
could be easily picked.

Hector emerged from his lethargy
with a sigh. He began, droning voice,
his customary line of sales talk. “Now,
sir, let me recommend this ninety-dollar
reflex, complete with batteries, both A
and B, head-set, antenna and Screecho
loud speaker. Simple to operate, hav-
ing three controls that a child can mas-
ter. Furthermore, it—it—it— —"

His patter trailed away into a stam-
mer, then to complete silence.

For he found himself looking into
the muzzle of a blue-black pistol that
had seemingly appeared from nowhere,
by magic, in the customer’'s hand. The
weapon dazed him. Though it was not
a large revolver, to him it looked like a
piece of field artillery. It flashed into
his mind, that in numerous holdups of
late the bandits had shot their victims
down in cold blood.

Hector's stomach felt as though it
were sagging. He had the odd sensa-
tion of having been suddenly poured
full of ice water. Paralyzed by fear, he
stood motionless and awaited develop-
ments. They came fast.

“While we are on the subject of
radio,” he heard the Chinaman’s voice
suggest metallically, “gaze upon this ob-
ject that I hold. It has only one con-
trol, my boy. It is a transmitting set
for me. a receiver for you. If | operate
the lone control, you will achieve some-
thing beyond your wildest ambitions.
Distance is what you radio madmen
crave. All right, just let a peep out of
you. and you will instantly find your-
self in touch with something farther
than the coast—in short, with that re-
mote region beyond the grave.”

Hector struggled for speech. “Don’t
—don’t shoot, mister!” he pleaded jerk-
ily. “I—1'll do whatever you say.”

Smoke curled lazily upward from the
wheat-paper cigarette that dangled be-
tween the Chinaman’s cruel lips. The
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lips moved. “Open the cash register!”
Mr. Chang commanded.

“Oh, yes, sir; right away, sir; at once,
sir.” Hector’'s hands instinctively had
curved above his head. He walked
sidewise toward the register. The ban-
dit followed on the other side of the
counter. It required only six steps for
the radio man to reach the money tills.
But he feared that his legs would col-
lapse under him before he could arrive
at his destination.

A second fear had come to him.

It was that the Chinaman, enraged at
an impending development that was in-
evitable, would shoot him dead in rage.

Hector voiced his apprehension. “Oh,
please, sir, don’'t cut loose with that re-
volver. It isn't my fault. And I'm
telling the truth. You can look for
yourself. There isn't over twenty dol-
lars in the register. Those three super-
hets, at two hundred bucks apiece, were
sold on credit—charge accounts.”

CHAPTER Il

AHOY! BIG PLUNDER.

/""ERTAINLY the joke was on Mr.
N Chang. His raid was to net him
only twenty dollars in small bills and
silver. He vaulted over the counter to
make sure that Hector had told the
truth. No chagrin, bitterness or other
emotion showed in his countenance,
voice or manner. He accepted the situ-
ation imperturbably.

“Very well!” he exclaimed, helping
himself. “I shall take the chicken feed.
Twenty dollars'! It is a sewer rat's
ransom. But much can be done with it,
properly directed. | once bet twenty
on the red in ‘Creole Frank’s’ gambling
house in New Orleans and. by doubling
my bets and retiring at‘the psychologi-
cal moment, quit the game fifteen thou-
sand dollars ahead.”

The radio man sighed in delight.
“Then—then you're not angry, not go-
ing to kill me?"

“Not if you behave yourself,” Mr.
Chang promised. “Though the haul is
small, | passed a hunchback a few min-
utes ago on the street and touched his
hump, so possibly luck will be with me
yet. My intuition rarely plays me false.
| feel that this twenty dollars is merely
the advance guard of sizable plunder.
Not finding more money in your strong
box, | shall take the store.”

Hector glanced at the street entrance,
expecting to see a moving van waiting,
ready to haul away the stock.

“Say, cull!” he urged. “While
you're at it, don’'t fail to tote off that
super-hetro-plex set | been wiring out
back.” He grinned. For, now that the
crisis_apparently was past, his fear was
subsiding, though he was far from be-
ing in a cocky mood. The Chinaman
still had the pistol trained his way.
Hector had served in the drafted army.
None had more respect than he for any-
thing that sprayed lead pellets through a
steel barrel.

“You keep your mouth shut,” Mr,
Chang instructed quietly. “I am in no
humor to exchange pleasantries with a
lunatic. Walk to that rear room where
you first saw me. Step lively, or I'll
send you to join your ancestors.”

Back in the workshop he gagged his
captive with a wad of waste. Then he
fettered him with flexible wire.

This done, he pattered forward and
stood behind the counter as though ex-
pecting a visitor. Five minutes passed
—ten—a quarter of an hour.

A perspiring fat man ambled in. He
glanced about and approached the
Chinaman.

“Where's the young fellow?” he
asked.

“His day off,” Mr. Chang answered
solemnly. “Anything | can do for you
sir? |1 am the new clerk.”

“Well, maybe you can,” the fat man
said. “1 was in here yesterday looking
at a super-het radio. The price, two
hundred, was a bit more than | want to
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pay. | thought I'd drop in again and
see if you people might shade it for
cash.”

The Chinaman nodded alertly. “Did
you bring the cash with you ?” he asked.
The prospective customer nodded.
“How much?”

‘T have a hundred and fifty,” was
the answer, “and | won't pay a cent
more.”

“Hand over the money and walk out
with the set,” said Mr. Chang. “Here!”
He turned to a shelf. “Allow me to
present you with this fine loud speaker.”
He glanced at the price tag. *“Sells for
twenty-five dollars.”

The plump radio bug could scarcely
believe his good luck. He was effusive
with gratitude. Mr. Chang waved a
graceful hand, with the air of a philan-
thropist, and bowingly hustled the
patron to the door.

He was alone only a few minutes. A
gray-haired man, evidently a business
wizard, hurried in.

“Wrap me up your best fifty-dollar

regenerative set for my son,” he
ordered.
“Sir,” said Mr. Chang blandly. “I

have just bought out this establishment
and, having notes due at the bank, am
making some amazing reductions for
cash. Have you a hundred in bank
notes on your person?”

The customer extracted his wallet and
swdftly counted' the bills. “Only
ninety,” he informed.

“Ninety it is!” Mr. Chang agreed,
feigning regret. “Take this super-het
with you. Your boy will behave him-
self for months.” He handed the radio
set across the counter and pocketed the
money. The buyer, doing business in
his field in™a close market, was delighted
with his bargain.

The Chinaman was, indeed, as he had
predicted, in a run of luck. In the next
twenty minutes he made six sales. In
each case he took all the cash his cus-
tomer had with him, and virtually al-

lowed the other to select his pick of the
stock. He was no radio expert, this
Oriental, but he had kept his ears" and
eyes open while Hector had given his
sales talk. So he was able to refer to
various sets in passably technical
phraseology.

Having handled eight patrons, Mr.
Chang counted his takings. In all he
had over five hundred dollars.

It was a trivial sum to this player for
big stakes. But it was not half bad
for an hour’'s work. Then, too, gam-
bling had recently left him with a thin
wallet. Possessed of five hundred dol-
lars, he had a grubstake. It had been
easily won. Pie had entered the radio
store on sudden impulse. The window
display and price cards had indicated
that high-priced wares were on sale
within.

And now it was time to fold up his
tent and depart.

Of course, given a clear coast, he
would gladly have remained until he had
closed out the store’s stock in entirety.
But Hector had told him that he had a
comrade who was out having lunch.
That worthy might not be as easy to
subdue as the highly imaginative person
with jumpy nerves who now lay fettered
in the rear room.

The store was in the very heart of
the city’s business district. The down-
town section was being heavily policed,
in response to a recent wave of holdups.
Pistol shooting would be dangerous for
Mr. Chang. He might find himself
cornered and trapped before he could
escape.

He decided to leave by the back door,
thence via the alley.

On his way he paused to loosen tem-
porarily his captive's gag. “Listen,
you!” Mr. Chang said menacingly. “I
am on my way now. | want you to tell
the police that a young white fellow
who looked like a drug fiend held up
the place. If you inform them that a
Chinese did the job. I'll waylay you at
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night and bump you off. Do you prom-

ise ?”
“Oh, yes, sir!” Hector assured fer-
vently. “That'’s just what I'll tell them.

But maybe those fellows | heard you
wait on will turn informer and give you
away.”

The Chinaman bared his teeth. “Not
much!” he predicted. “That's where
you're going to learn something about
human nature. Those customers of
mine got bargains. They’ll keep their
mouths shut, rather than have to dis-
gorge stolen goods. Wait and see.”
He picked up the gag to replace it. “As
for you, boy, you are lucky to escape
with your life. Had | not been in a
genial mood, | might have silenced you
i'n the most effectual and permanent
way. You were born under a lucky
star. A few centuries ago they would
have burned you alive for dabbling in
black art like this radio stuff.”

Hector shivered as his gaze encoun-
tered Mr. Chang's eyes. The distant
smoldering fire of those black orbs had
leaped into ferocious flames during the
threat of death.

“1 don't care how much you got,”

Hector assured sullenly. “I'm not the
owner. Just a clerk. The boss, old
skinflint, doesn't pay me much. I'd

have robbed him myself long ago if it
had been safe. Gosh, though. | should
think a gent with your nerve would go
after big game, instead of wasting time
on a shoestring job like this.”

Mr. Chang, on the verge of replacing
the gag, hesitated. So the young chap
was a crook at heart, eh? It was one
of the theories of this Chinaman that
every man at some time or other fancies
himself in the role of a criminal; won-
ders whether he could get away with it;
and often even figures out a job for the
handling of which he lacks courage.

Possibly this Hector Plenn had doped
out such a job. If so, he might give
Mr. Chang a good lead.

“Usually | do play for big stakes,” he

said. “And | get away with them—
with loot that would be the envy of a
pirate of the Spanish Main. But |
needed ready money to-day. | have
been playing the ponies, and lost heavily.
Lost, in fact, forty thousand dollars.”

Hector's eyes bulged. *“Forty thou-
sand!” he repeated. “Oh, oh!” The
figure staggered his imagination.

“Yes, forty thousand,” Mr. Chang
repeated nonchalantly. “I1 should have
remembered the wise retort of Wu Ting
Fang who, asked if he cared to attend
a horse-race, responded that he already

was convinced one horse could run
faster than another. However, | shall
be in neck-deep clover shortly. And

you—ah, you will feast there with me,
if you have a scheme. Come, lay your
cards on the table. | sense that you
have something in mind. Hasten, for
your boss may come back at any min-
ute.”

Hector was suddenly so agitated that
he panted. “Mister,” he announced
jerkily, “1 know where there's such a
ripe plum that if it was knocked down
ittd be as rich and juicy as hitting a
rotten pear with a barrel stave. Where
can | find you to talk to—to-night?”

Mr. Chang scrutinized him intently.
“I'll do the finding,” he said. “You go
about your regular business this evening
and I'll put in an appearance if the
game seems worth the candle. How
much do you estimate this job you have
in mind will yield ?”

Hector Plenn spoke with an earnest-
ness that could not be other than sin-
cere. “The plunder,” he confided, “will
total one hundred thousand dollars— or
more.”

CHAPTER IIl.
THE FINE THINGS OF LIFE.

iM R. CHANG made his exit from the

radio shop, via the rear alley. He
strolled leisurely away, turned into a
main thoroughfare and blended into the
noonday crowd. Chinamen were not an
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infrequent sight in this city. So no one
paid much attention to him.

Presently he saw a chop suey sign
dangling before the windows of a sec-
ond-floor restaurant. Apparently the
eating-house was doing a land office
business, judging by the throng that was
passing in and out. The Oriental stood
motionless for a few seconds, taking
stock of his surroundings. He was run-
ning imaginary lines through the archi-
tecture of near-by buildings, surveying
to determine how to enter the chop
suey place from its back door. That
was the immediate problem.

He shuffled up an alley, turned into a
long and narrow courtyard, and invaded
it until he reached a high board fence.
Here various posters greeted his alert
eyes— signs painted with Chinese char-
acters on orange and red firecracker
paper. One of these notices announced
that brothers of his tong society held
forth within. Another heralded attrac-
tions in the way of gambling.

Mr. Chang paused to read no longer.
He gave the international code knock at
the wooden gate. An old Malay from
South China, as dried-up as a prune,
opened and admitted him. They ex-
changed a few words of verification
such as pass between sentry and stran-
ger. Then down moldy, rotting stairs
he went, emerging into a cellar that was
dimly lighted by small peanut oil lan-
terns. The place smelled Chinesey.
That is to say, it reeked of dried fish,
oakum, tallow, duck fat, strong tea,
ginger and other- spices. These and
kindred commodities were stored in this
subterranean chamber which served the
upstairs restaurant as a warehouse for
its owner’s and employee’s wants. Mr.
Chang pursued a snakelike path. He
rounded various boxes and barrels,
dodged bundles hanging from the ceil-
ing, and started up a long flight of nar-
row steps.

Arrived at the top, he found himself
in the first of a labyrinth of smalt

rooms. A clattering of dishes indicated
that the main kitchen was not far away.

A fat Chinaman passed him, going
out. Mr. Chang made inquiry. Secur-
ing information, he shortly was in a
cubby-hole by himself, seated at a gor-
geously inlaid table, with the four walls
expensively tapestried. He rang a
dainty silver hand bell that was on the
table. It tinkled ever so faintly; but a
shuffling of straw sandals betokened
that it had been heard by a waiter.

The servant bowed upon entering, for
only the richest Chinese patrons sought
this room.

“Menial,” said Mr. Chang, “I desire
nectar of the gods. What is the best
tea you offer?”

“Our insignificant establishment,”
was the servile answer, “is fortunately
able to serve you with Bak Woon—the
precious White Cloud tea that grows
above the snow-line on the highest
mountains of the Celestial Empire.”

Mr. Chang nodded understandingly.
“Your price for this tea is standard, |
presume—sixty dollars a pound?”

“Even so, master.”

“Good!” the customer approved.
“That will be one dollar a cup. Bring
me a pot of six cups. Serve, also, broth
of the gosling, a portion of raw fish, a
salad of bamboo sprouts and grilled
baby octopuses to the number of twelve.
As a relish | will have a dried oyster
with cayenne-pepper sauce.”

The waiter almost prostrated himself.
Here, indeed, was a patron who knew
fine victuals when he saw them, a con-
noisseur if ever there were one.

Mr. Chang was in no hurry. He was
killing time. For an hour or more he
toyed with his repast. Then, satisfied,
he drank a pint of absinthe. Settling
his bill, and tipping liberally, he sought
the gambling room.

It was an elaborate and crowded
place. Only ten Oriental gamesters
were engaged with the three croupiers,
but the room was small. The intruder
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received casual but swiftly compre-
hensive glances. Thereafter he was ig-
nored until he made his wants known.
That was the Chinese way— every man
to his own affairs. Mr. Chang still had
five hundred dollars in his pockets, loot
from the radio store* None of the
gambling games, however, appealed to
him—until his eyes rested on a pumpkin.

Promptly he bet his entire wallet, at
even money, on the number of seeds in
the golden, globular vegetable. His
guess came closer than the proprietor’s.
Tu Chieng Kui, god of gambling, was
playing him for a favorite.

“No,” he said, declining invitations to
try his fortune in other channels. “I
merely desired to test my tuck. It is
important that | know, for | have an
important undertaking in store.”

Thereupon he pocketed his one thou-
sand dollars, seated himself in a corner
and appeared to go into a state of petri-
fication. Mr. Chang was in process of
relaxation. His only sign of life was
an occasional winking of the lids of his
boring black eyes. Those eves were
contemplating an invisible nothing—so
it seemed—apparently suspended in
mid-air halfway between himself and
the gold-leafed ceiling.

So he sat until his Swiss watch indi-
cated that the hour of five in the after-
noon was close at hand. Mr. Chang set
forth on an adventure.

The audacious brazenness of the rob-
ber who had looted the radio shop was a
sensation that caught public fancy. The
newspapers featured the incident prom-
inently on their front pages. Mr.
Chang bought a copy, scanned it swiftly,
and was satisfied.

“ Apparently the clerk whom 1 held
up is on the level," he contemplated.
“No mention is made that the job was
engineered by a Chinese. To the con-
trary, he describes the individual who
overpowered him as being a white-faced,
tight-lipped young drug fiend.”

Now, Hector Plenn, the radio clerk,
really had a big crime in mind. He had
not been playing vocal chess with Mr.
Chang. Plunder totaling at least one
hundred thousand dollars was in sight,
ready for plucking by an adept hand
at the psychological moment.

Hector could wunderstand, readily
enough, why the Chinaman had not
risked trusting him in the matter of ar-
ranging a meeting for conspiracy. The
Oriental criminal was, plainly, no fool.
And only a fool would have chanced
such a reunion by definite appointment.
Suppose, for instance. Hector had not
been sincere. In that event, Mr. Chang
approaching the rendezvous would walk
into a trap and be nabbed by the police.
Quite natural for him to play safe.

But how would their meeting take

place? The Chinaman had promised to
appear. When? Where? How? Hec-
tor was afire with curiosity. He ana-

lyzed the situation and decided that he
should make of himself a good target
for observation. Accordingly, after
quitting work, he exposed himself in
public.

He ate dinner in a resaurant where a
white-garbed chef flipped pancakes at
the windows. Hector sat at a table close
to the windows, so that a skulker would
be able to see him from outside? Then
he strolled up and down the main
streets, frequently turning into side
thoroughfares where there were few
other pedestrians. Ills purpose was to
decov a shadower into conference.

But. if he were being followed, he
observed no sign of it. To the contrary®
patrolmen were the only ones who
turned upon him an interested eye.
They were suspicious, during the crime
wave, of all loiterers. The transient
public did not recognize him as the
young man from the radio store that
had been so spectacularly looted. The
newspapers had not printed his picture.
They might have, if it 'had not been that
his skinflint boss had returned from
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'lunch later than the girl stenographer.
First on the job, she had discovered the
lgagged and fettered clerk. Being a
good-looking girl, her picture appeared
in the public prints instead of Hector
Plenn’s countenance. Newspaper pho-
tographers, after all, are shrewd. Hec-
tor was too wild-eyed to excite sym-
pathy. Possibly the crafty photographers
figured that people, seeing his “mug,”
would comment: “Gosh! he looks like
he deserved all he got—and more.”

At any rate, his picture had not been
printed. So he was not identified and
pointed out by the evening crowd that
was patiently wearing out the sidewalk.

At nine o'clock he began to feel dis-

couraged. “Hell's bells!” he muttered
disgustedly. “1 might have known as
much. I've seen the last of him.”

He ambled into a movie and settled
down to enjoy himself. The comedy
was all right. But the romantic feature
picture steadily became less entrancing
as the jazz orchestra irritated his highly
strung nerves. Cursing under his
brefath, he stumbled through the dark
to the aisle, stepping on innumerable
feet, thence out into the night.

Straightaway he headed for home
Homel None but Hector could call it
that. He lived in a small room high up
on the roof of the building that housed
the radio shop at its base. Tenants
were not permitted to sleep in this sky-
scraper which had offices above the
ground floor. But, in line with a grow-
ing custom, Hector had secured permis-
sion to build and live in a laboratory
erected on the roof. His place resem-
bled a captain’s cabin squatted lonely on
a wide deck.

Apparently, he liked it. Up there he
was far from the distracting racket of
the main streets. The noise reached
him only as a subdued and rather sooth-
ing rumble. Then, too, the air was in-
vigorating at this high altitude, away
from the poisonous auto exhaust that
clung heavily in the highways.

Arrived at the Buckeye building,
Hector found that elevator service had
ceased for the night. He rang the night
watchman’s buzzer in a rear hall. Then,
nervously puffing a roll-your-own ciga-
rette, he waited. Presently he heard a
steel door slan* far overhead. Then
came the hum of an electric motor, the«
soft swish of a cable, the slow creaking
as the freight elevator descended.

The watchman was a powerful, raw-
boned Irishman named Burke. “Hello,
Mr. Plenn!” he greeted eagerly. “Chilly
night, en? Happen to have a nip on
your hip?”

“For you—sure, Mike.”

The watchman helped himself liber-
ally. He smacked his lips and handed
the flask back with a reluctant sigh.
Meahtime the car was carrying them
leisurely upward.

“You got a visitor waiting for you
on the roof,” Burke informed. “It's
that young feller. Jim Dutton, the bond
salesman. Sure is slick as velvet. Say,
that lad could sell pure alcohol to a
bootlegger—an’ that's goin’ some.”

Jim Dutton! Plenn was instantly
alert, though lately the bond seller had
been visiting him frequently. He hur-
ried up the top stairs and threw open
the trapdoor leading out onto the roof.
There were no lights up here, but his
friend was clearly outlined in the
moonlight, restlessly pacing some dis-
tance away. He hurried forward.

“What's up?” Plenn asked.

The answer came in a smooth, oily,
secretive voice. “The nest is getting
fuller and fuller of golden eggs. We've
got to be ready to strike soon for the
loot. Just a matter of days now, and
old Jessup will be making his sneak with
the cash. When that time comes, we
have to have the job framed to a matter
of minutes—else this opportunity of a
lifetime will slip through our fingers.
Boy, | sure wish we could get a line on
a third party, a confederate who would
pull off the robbery by himself and split
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three ways.
innocence.”

They were walking toward Hector
Plain's workshop and radio headquar-
ters, in the cabinlike room at the edge
of the roof.

Plenn sighed. “I1 thought | had a
fellow lined pat to-day for the trick,”
he confided. “You read about the hold-
up, of course.”

“Sure; you phoned me earlier in the'
evening. Forgotten?”

* “Darned if it hadn't slipped my mind,
I've been so concentrated on the job we
have in view. The radio store was
looted by a Chinaman that had more
brazen nerve than any man | ever en-

Then you and | could feign

countered. He promised to meet me
to-night. He hasn’'t shown up.”

Plenn paused to unlock the door of
his cabin. And then he exclaimed in
surprise. It was a room about ten by
twenty feet. There were numerous
windows. Plenn had left the shades
drawn. But now one of the curtains

was up.

The moonlight streamed through the
open window. It revealed, sitting on
the sill, the figure of a man. Though
he was motionless, his very posture sug-
gested catlike agility. His head was
turned to the intruders. The moon-
beams illumined in a ghastly way his
yellowish face.

“It's the Chinaman!” Plenn
amazed. “How did you get here?”

“1 shadowed you this evening,” said
Mr. Chang calmly. “Having made a
few inquiries, | ascended the staircase
and awaited you. It was a long climb
from the-ground floor.”

said,

CHAPTER 1V.

MARKED FOR PLUCKING.

pV IL loves darkness. The conspira-

tors, up there on the roof of the
skyscraper, did not turn on the electric
lights of Plenn’s workshop. The radi-
ance of the moon, through.the open

window, served their purposes. It dis-
closed a room that was quite evidently
the laboratory of a radio enthusiast and
experimenter. The blanket-covered
couch, on which Plenn slept, was the
only homelike touch to the place. Upon
shelves of an open cupboard were his
spare clothes. Add to these the two
chairs, and the semblance of a home
ended. Everything else was radio—
storage batteries, mazes of wires and
switches, along with innumerable coils,
plate condensers and similar wireless
trappings.

It was characteristic of Mr. Chang
that he was concerned primarily with
his location in space and the problem of
escape in event of a raid. A price was
on his head, and he must have exits
clearly outlined in mind.

“You have selected for your living
quarters,” said the Chinaman, “rather
an admirable spot. The air is pure, im-
parting sufficient oxygen for intensive

effort. Here you are secluded from
street sounds and interruptions by
morons. But | have been wondering

why you did not settle farther back
from the brick cliff. If you ever top-
pled out of this window, in which I am
now sitting, you would fall—Ilet us see
—how far—twenty stories?”

“Eighteen,” Plenn corrected.
missed it by two.”

“It is quite a drop,” Mr. Chang com-
mented. “Due to the inexorable law of
gravitation, distance is a factor that is
more potent gn the perpendicular than
on the horizontal. Although I am not
a circus acrobat, | am, nevertheless,
concerned with the matter of what
might happen if I. for instance, lost my
balance. It is quite dark below. But I
fancy that | should not alight in a net.”

Plenn grunted. “You sure wouldn't.”
he informed. “Your downward course
would land you on a lower roof. It is
a heavy glass affair at the bottom of
the courtyard, reenforced by steel bars.
The architect, apparently, figured on

“You
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just such a possibility as a man plung-
ing through the glass and annoying the
customers in the bank lobby under-
neath,”

“Eighteen stories!” Mr. Chang mur-
mured. “There could be more desir-
able means of quick departure.”

“1 had to build close to the edge of
the roof,” Plenn explained. "In day-
time the bank clerks use the main roof
for tennis courts, and my structure
would otherwise be in their way. Of
course, at night I am alone. It is an
admirable location, as you say, for my
purposes. A fine spot for radio experi-
menting, to be sure. Observe, above
your right shoulder, my antenna—the
aerial wire. It runs out above the court-
yard. The far end is fastened to the
roof of the building across the way.”

Mr. Chang deftly rolled a wheat-
paper cigarette with one hand, and with
the other clicked match into flame on
a thumb nail.

“Quite so,” he rejoined, inhaling
deeply. “1 perceive two exits, barring
a suicidal plunge through space—

namely, by airplane and the stairs lead-
ing to the freight elevator. So much
for that. | have familiarized myself
with the layout.”

He lapsed into silence and turned on
Plenn’s youthful companion two boring
black eyes that were phosphorescent in
their intense scrutiny.

Jim Dutton had advanced into the
moonlight. He shrank back, under the
Chinaman’s gaze, which sent an odd
chill shivering up his spine, though his
voice was normal. “Good evening,” he
said.

“You,” Mr. Chang opined, “are in
the financial business. That is evident
from your soft pink hands, your glisten-
ing and well-manicured nails, your oily
voice and the copy of the Wall Street
Journal that protrudes from your side
coat pocket. In particular, I am im-
pressed by your vocal tone. It is the
sort that can make a lie seem plausible,

that can impart a sense of secrecy and
confiding friendship to the most trivial
matter. | picture you selling securities
to suckers.”

Jim Dutton blinked his bright blue
eyes. He ran his tongue around dry
lips, and squirmed uncomfortably.
“What you say is a correct surmise,”
he admitted. “l1 am, indeed, a bond
salesman. Now, if you are looking for
a gilt-edged investment, | sincerely rec-
ommend Bonanza Shoals Mining-------

“Pray, calm yourself!” Mr. Chang
interrupted. “It is after business hours.
Furthermore, I am not, even by the

most extreme stretching of the imagina-
tion, a prospective victim of your pro-
fessional wiles. Mr. Plenn, | fancy
that this young man is your accomplice.”

Hector faltered nervously before he
mastered his voice. “Well,” he said,
“1'd hardly call Dutton that, in polite
circles. However, there's no use mak-
ing any bones about it. Jim, this is the
Chinaman 1 told you about—the holdup
gent whom | have invited to join us.”

Dutton lit a tailored cigarette. “In
that event,” he declared suavely, “I
might as well do the talking. May I
inquire your name, sir?”

“You may,” answered the Chinaman.
“Furthermore, | shall answer you
truthfully. My name is Mr. Chang. It
is quite a common name in China, is
Chang— much like Smith in America.”

“Chang. eh?” Dutton repeated
smoothly. “It is a simpler name than
I expected. My acquaintance with

Chinese has been limited to laundrymen
and chop-suey waiters. Perhaps | have
much to learn. That is what we live
for. Usually, though, I have found my
slant-eyed friends answering to such
monstrosities of cognomen as Tom
Chin, Harn7Dang and Bow Wow.”
Mr. Chang rolled a fresh cigarette,
having extinguished his former one be-
tween tips of fingers that apparently
had asbestos skin. “Chinese who come
to America,” he informed, “do not as a
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rule use their real names. Embarking
from their own country, they usually
consult a white-faced foreigner and re-
quest a name that will be appropriate.
Some of their informers have a sense
of humor. That is why you will find,
in the treaty ports of China, where a
Mongolian or Malay seeks tourist
traffic, a business operating under the
firm name of such as John Monk & Son,

or Long Chin.”
Jim Dutton chuckled. “Now for
ebusiness,” .he suggested. “Here's the

layout. Hector and | have enough
plunder in mind to 'furnish a king’s ran-
som. | am, as you surmised, a bond
salesman. | work for a sharp old fox
named Ronald Jessup. At least, that's
what we know him as. Probably it's an
alias. For he's as crooked as a pretzel,
and | wouldn't wonder but what the
police of half the continent have him In
their rogues’ gallery. Jessup is a get-
rich-quick swindler. He is feeding out
a lot of fake securities. To date he has
gotten away with it amazingly, for he
.masks his crooked enterprises by oper-
ating as a legitimate brokerage house.”

Mr. Chang was decidedly interested.
“Jessup is running a bucket shop, eh?”
he commented. “In other words, he
bets with his customers on the course of
the New York stock market. They
think that the transactions really take
place. On the side, he floats fake securi-
ties.”

“Precisely.” Jim Dutton agreed, “ex-
cept that his sales of worthless securi-
ties comprise the bulk of his business.
The rest, as | said, is all a mask—a
smoke screen. Believe me, brother, he
sure has a swell layout— fake bonds and
stocks so richly engraved that they look
as good as paper money.”

Mr, Chang nodded. “It is an old
game,” he said. “Jessup promises big
returns to his customers. He Kkeeps

them satisfied by paying large rates of
interest, as dividends, out of the money
he takes in. Finally 'he will disappear,

and his gullible patrons will be left hold-
ing the bag. | know the system.”

Dutton whistled softly between his
teeth for a moment. “That's the
ticket,”” he rejoined. “Ponzi is a prec-
edent, also Five-Hundred-and-Twenty-
Per-Cent Miller and a raft of others.
You'd think the investing public would
learn its lesson. But, no.”

“Of course not,” the Chinaman said.
“There are hordes of people who were
put on earth for the purpose of being
swindled, the same as nature hatches
out a thousand fish and permits only a
few to attain maturity, the rest being
food for their cannibal enemies. Tell
me. how much has Jessup cleaned up
so far?”

Dutton hesitated. “1 can't answer
that question,” he admitted finally.
“It's this way. You see, | got in touch
with Jessup originally by answering a
classified ad in a newspaper. He was
looking for personal representatives—
salesmen. Well, | gave him a smooth
line of talk, and got the job. There are
six of us on his payroll. He pays me
pretty well, a hundred and fifty a week
and a commission. It's a good job, the
commissions netting me roughly twice
as much as my salary. A job. in fact,
that doesn’t grow on trees. He knows
it. 1 know it. Naturally, Ftn not apt
to tip over his apple-cart at the expense
of my own wallet. Of course, he thinks
he has me bunked into believing that
his business is legitimate, that the se-
curities 1 sell for him are all right.”

The Chinaman was a good listener.
He remained silent, iti an expectant, re-
spectful, inviting manner.

“But I've gotten hep to Ronald Jes-
sup,” Dutton continued, “1 see through
his game, from bits of information I've
picked up here and there and pieced to-
gether. 1 don't mind telling you that
I've pulled off a few crooked Jobs my-
self. Maybe Jessup surmises as much.
I've stolen, at odd times, a few bits of
jewelry at dinner parties. 1've ,forged
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and cashed a check. To date, | haven't
been caught. In the main, I've kept
within the law— except when | was cor-
nered and needed cash. At any rate, |
wasn’'t born yesterday. Nor do | be-
lieve that the moon is made of green
cheese. 1I'm hep to what's going on at
the office.”

Mr. Chang bared his teeth in the
moonlight. His smile was mirthless.
“Set a thief to catch a thief,” he said
languidly.  “Well, everything in this
three-dimensional existence of ours is
subject to definite laws of cause and
effect. Jessup is playing an old game.
It will run its customary course. When
the wheel gets too big to turn, or when
he fears that the law is about to swoop
down on him with handcuffs, he will
fade into the distance—disappear with
his cached plunder.”

Dutton clucked tongue inside his
cheek. “That's the ticket,” he agreed.
“QOur game is to steal his winnings be-
fore he can make off with them.”

“Certainly!” the Chinaman said
blandly. “The customers of this
swindler are going to lose their money
anyway. We might a well have it as
Jessup.”

This comment, from the Oriental
without scruples, was craftily designed
to dull any conscientious hesitation on
the part of his two prospective Cau-
casian confederates.

“That's what appeals to me,” Dutton
confided. “We’'ll be stealing from a
crook primarily. The real victims, the
investors, will suffer from us only sec-
ond-hand. They’'ll lose whether we cop
the loot or not.”

Mr. Chang, contemplative, still was
perched languidly on the window sill in
the moonlight. Yet it seemed to his
companions, who were watching him in-
tently, that his posture was more alert,
as of a jungle cat preparing to spring
upon its prey.

“Loot!” the
throatily.  “Plunder!

murmured
Ah!”

Chinaman
Swag!

He smacked his lips. “Where is it?
Lead me to it.”

“Unfortunately,” said Dutton, “I can-
not do that little thing immediately.
Ronald Jessup is nobody’s fool. He is
the shrewdest fox | have ever run
counter of. And I'm here to tell you,
sir, that I've seen some smooth babies*
during my youthful career as a stock-
market agent. Jessup keeps his treasure
cached in safe-deposit boxes of various
banks. He does not risk losing the .
whole works in event of an unexpected”
raid by post-office inspectors or the
like.”

'Mr. Chang shrugged.
lies ahead.”

“That's evident, sir. But there's a
chance at big stuff, a real clean-up. This
fellow Jessup has the intuition of a
small boy raiding an orchard at night.
He actually scents danger in the air be-
fore there is any tangible indication of
it. Sixth sense, it is, | suppose.
Furthermore, he’s probably an old hand
at the game, knows all the ropes—in-
cluding the psychological moment to de-
camp, before police close in on him.
He has a strong-arm pal, fellow named

“No easy task

Jenkins, sort of a silent partner. |
heard a secret conference between
them.”

“A secret conference, eh? They

were plotting?”

“Yes, sir. It was night before last.
I'd hid myself in a wardrobe in Jessup’s
private office. They didn’t discover me,
though my heart was in my mouth every
minute.”

“What did they decide?” the-China-
man queried.

“They've agreed to assemble all the
plunder in the office to-morrow night at
ten o'clock. There they'll make their
divvy. Jessup is to collect the loot from
the banks during the day. On the mor-
row, both will turn up missing.”

Mr. Chang was pleased. But he did
not show it. 'His face continued ex-
pressionless, his manner calm. “Far
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better than a daylight holdup,” he com-
mented. “Darkness is our ally. The
psychic forces that favor the criminally
inclined function best at night. More-
over, flight is easier in the black. But
we cannot be too cautious. This man
Jessup is a fox—so!”

“Fox is right,” Dutton agreed. “Not
only that, but he's an expert pistol shot,
and quick on the draw. Plenn and |
would have stuck them up alone if it
hadn't been for that. To be frank, sir,

"and | don’'t mind admitting it, we're
averse to flirting with the graveyard.”

CHAPTER V.
MARKED FOR DEATH.

*I~ECTOR PLENN had kept himself
, in the background and remained si-
lent during Jim Dutton’s confabulation
with the Chinaman. But now he
emerged from the shadows at the back
of the room, and indicated by a nervous
clearing of his throat that he considered
it time for him to do some talking.

“Listen. Mr. Chang.” he said grimly.
Aou don't want to get any fool notion
into your head that you are dealing with

a couple of dumb-bells. Nor are we
the sort that will let you get away with
anything. Jim and | have considered
the matter from every side. We know
that it is a dangerous venture on which
we propose to embark. And we've
made up our minds to go the limit if
necessary.”

“Limit?” the Oriental queried softly.
“Just what do you mean by that?”

“You knowr what | mean,” Plenn an-
swered slowly. “If you want it right
from the shoulder, here it is: If you
try to double-cross us and make off
with all the loot for yourself, there'll
be a dead Chinaman on some under-
taker's cooling board.”

“Is that a threat?” Mr. Chang’s tone
was honeyed, not resentful.

“Not at all,” Dutton cut in.
a friendly warning.

“It’s just
We aim to play

square with you.
do the same.”

“Of a certainty!" Mr. Chang prom-
ised suavely. “Bless my lily-white soul,
I wouldn't dream of disloyalty to a
partner. It awes me to know that | am
doing business with a couple of poten-"
rial young cutthroats. | presume that
we share equally—a three-way split?”

“You bet!" Plenn responded. “Dut-
ton furnishes the opportunity', the pro-
spective victim. You play the leading
role in the actual commission of the
crime. And |, in adition to bringing
you two fellows together, also provide
the base of operations—this room. The
job is equally divided, and so will be
the plunder.”

“l rejoice at such fairness,” Mr.
Chang declared. “Tell me, just where
is Jessup’s office?”

Plenn chuckled. “About fifty' feet
below where you are standing now; five
stories beneath. If Jessup stuck his
head out of a window of his private
sanctum. | could lean from where you
are sitting and drop a brick on his bald
pate.”

This sounded good to Mr. Chang.
But he did not smack his lips or other-
wise betray any jubilation. “The lay-
out is all that could be desired,” he com-
mented in a businesslike way. His man-
ner and voice were as dispassionate as
though he were merely a plumber pon-
dering the shortest way .to run a pipe.
“A rope is all that is needed to negotiate
the distance.”

“We already have the rope.” Plenn
informed. “It is locked yonder in mv
trunk. Judging by the muscles | noted
rippling under your garments, y'ou can
go up and down a rope like a monkey.
So can Dutton and I. We've been prac-
ticing a lot. with the idea that maybe
we’'d have to pull the job off alone. The
rope is not only long enough to reach
from here to Jessup’s office. It will
permit us to lower ourselves in safety
to the heavy glass roof that vaults the

And you're going to
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bank lobby at the bottom of the court-
yard far below us. That will be much
safer than the only other exit—namely,
the trapdoor and stairs leading to the
rear hall and the freight elevator.
Something might go wrong and cut our
escape off entirely by that route. For
instance, suppose the night watchman
heard the get-away and tried to stop it.
He totes a gat and he's a good shot.
Then, too, the floors of this building are
cut off from each other at night by
locked steel doors.”

. Dutton -had been sniffing the air.
“Hector,” he asked eagerly, “were yot
drinking by yourself while you sat in
the shadows? | smell prime whisky.”

“No."

Dutton approached him and scented
like a bloodhound. “You're another!”
he charged heatedly. “What do you
mean by holding out? Come on, share
with me, or I'll pitch you out of the
window.”

Reluctantly Plenn brought forth his
flask. His pal gulped eagerly.

Mr. Chang had followed the incident
alertly. “It would not take much to get
these two fellows quarreling,” he medi-
tated, “especially if they already were
full of fire water.”

“Join us?” the bond salesman asked.

“No, thank you,” the Chinaman de-
clined. “To be frank, | never could
understand why you white people are
so keen for whisky. It affords such a
mild exhilaration. Allow me to offer
you my personal flask of Ng Ka Py—

yellow bark brandy, distilled from
wormwood.”
His companions accepted eagerly.

The potent liquor nearly strangled them.
But they both swallowed several drinks.
"Go ahead, finish the bottle,” Mr.
Chang invited. “1 carry it for my
bosom friends.” They needed no sec-
ond invitation. Straightway something
like an electric current flowed through
their nerves. The exhilaration was in-
stant. It multiplied swiftly. Nor

would it subside soon. The two young
white men glanced at each other in the
moonlight, as though comparing sensa-
tions by telepathy.

“1 thought,” said the bond salesman,
“that | had tasted every liquor under
the sun. But this yellow bark brandy
gives me a sensation that | can't place.
| feel as if | had been transported to
another world. Everything here seems
unreal, like a dream.”

“You said it,” the radio bug rejoined.
“Why, | don't feel nervous at all.” He
turned to the Chinaman and demanded
suspiciously: “Say, was that hooch
drugged?”

“Of course not,” Mr. Chang assured.
“1t sometimes happens that hasheesh is

put into Ng Ka Py by the makers. But
not enough to drug you. Gentlemen, I
am placing myself in your hands. You

are the leaders in this venture. Is it
not obvious that | would not be im-
prudent enough to chance drugging
you? | am a hunted man, having re-
cently fled from Canada where a Scot-
land Yard agent and other detectives
were too hot on my trail.”

This sounded plausible. But the white
men were, indeed, under the control of
a subtle Oriental narcotic.

Mr. Chang leaned out the window
and peered to the depths of the luminous'
glass lobby roof below. "Quite a fall!”
he commented. “An admirable place
for a suicide—or, perchance, a murder
that would seem like self-extinction. It
reminds me of a certain pleasant night
in Formosa when | was reluctantly com-
pelled to toss a man over a towering
cliff. He was the boss of a camphor
company. We had arranged a little rob-
bery. He proved treacherous. | was
kind to him, though. | cut his head
off with a bolo before I threw him from
the precipice.”

Dutton shuddered. He reached under
the radio workbench, took a small key
from a hiding place, and unlocked the
trunk.
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“Here!” Plenn reminded. “That's
my private property. What you aim to
do?”

Dutton pulled a long coiled rope from
the trunk. He dropped a loop over a
powerful hook on the wall under the
window. This hook' had been previously
placed there by the conspirators. “Our
slant-eyed friend,” he said, “will natur-
ally want to visit old Jessup’s office and
get the lay of the land in advance of

the holdup. [I'll go down first and make
sure that the coast is clear. Keep a
sharp watch. When 1 stick my head

out the window and wave both hands,

Mr. Chang, you come down and join
me.” He vanished over the window
ledge.

While they waited, the radio bug
busied himself with one of his numerous
wireless sets. He clamped a phone over
his ear and began tuning-in numerous
stations. Immediately he forgot his
companion. So engrossed was he in
distance reception, in fact, that he was
quite unconscious of the Oriental’s de-
parture presently, in response to a sig-
nal from Dutton.

Mr. Chang went down the rope with
the agility of a monkey. He stepped
through the open window from which
Dutton had signaled, and found himself
in a small place, holding only a porce-
lain washbowl and a steel locker for
golf Kkits. Jessup concocted many of
his schemes while chasing a ball around
a course.

“Walk on vyour tiptoes and don’t
speak above a whisper,” Dutton cau-

tioned. “The night watchman might
hear us. Above all, beware of striking
a match.”

Mr. Chang smiled mirthlessly in the
darkness. It was ironical, such advice
from an amateur criminal to a veteran
professional who to date had matched
wits with many of the world’s foremost
detectives— and emerged victor.

In addition to the washroom, the suite
hiad a private office for Jessup and a
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reception room where stenographers

etoiled by day. The bucket shop was on
a lower floor, near the street. Mr.
Chang was intensely interested in Jes-
sup’s lair. He long since had learned
that a man expresses his real self in a
most graphic manner by the objects with
which he surrounds himself. Inspec-
tion of this office would tell him more
than a long talk with the owner.

The window curtains were up, and
the bright moonlight enabled him to ex-
amine the place thoroughly. The furni-
ture was of solid mahogany. Now,
when it came time to decamp with his
illicit winnings, Jessup would have to
leave his precious equipment behind.
That apparently did not worry him. It
was obvious that he enjoyed the fine
things of life and was willing to pay
the price. The inkwell on the flat-top
desk, for instance, was a gigantic affair
of hammered silver.

From the furniture, Mr. Chang
turned to a perusal of the pictures.
There were three expensive oil paint-
ings, also some lithographed prints.
These latter were pictures of Ben
Franklin, Abraham Lincoln and others
who typified honesty and fair dealing.
A sly old fox, this Jessup. A visitor,
looking at such portraits, in the average
case would be deluded into a belief that
here were Jessup’s heroes— the men he
admired and endeavored to copy.

“l am surprised,” Mr. Chang mur-
mured. “that your boss has not tacked
numerous honesty mottoes on the walls.
His failure to do so indicates that he
is of quite high intelligence. Such mot-
toes would be obvious bunk, but few
tricksters can resist overstaging their
deceptions.”

Dutton chuckled. ."Jessup,” he in-
formed, “is too keen for that. Fie pulls
some nifties, though. When he has a
visitor worth fleecing, Jessup looks as
pious as a country banker. He eats
apples while he talks with the prospec-
tive victim, to create an impression that
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he is an old-fashioned honest man of

simple tastes. Another stunt is to palm*
a quarter, pretend to pick it up from

the visitor's chair upon departure, press

it into his guest’s hand and insist that it
must have dropped from his pocket.

That's good psychology. Naturally, a
man who wouldn’t steal a quarter is not

apt to elope with a thousand bucks or

so."

“Which isn’'t the truth,” Mr. Chang
commented grimly. “However, most
Caucasians have the false idea, and |

have no doubt but that it brings into
your employer’'s till many a wad of
money that otherwise would not come
his way. Tell me, how do you like the
idea of having this crazy radio maniac,
Hector Plenn, as an accomplice?”

The Chinaman's whisper had taker,
on a sinister tone that intimated he knew
something that he was quite reluctant
to admit.

Dutton pricked up his ears.' “Plenn,”
he answered, “is an uncertain quantity.
One never can be sure how a fellow of
his nervous temperament will react in
emergency. We've been bosom pals
for a.long time. But sometimes | feel
that | don’t know him at all—that he is
masquerading to me, holding out.
Come, what do you know?”

Mr. Chang staged a silence in which
he appeared to meditate. “Alas!” he
confided presently. “While we were
alone upstairs, and you down here, your
supposed pal made me a treacherous
proposal.”

Dutton gasped. “Eh?” he ejaculated.
“Come, now, tell me the whole works.
I'll play straight with you— not let him
suspect that you tipped me off.”

Mr. Chang grasped the bond sales-
man's hand and gripped it tightly in
excellent imitation of gratitude. “It is
a profound pleasure to do business with
such a high-grade individual as your-
self,” he declared. “I1 expected as much,
however. | knew 1 could trust you.
It was obvious to me, earlier in the
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game, that your intellect and character
are vastly superior to Plenn’s,”

This pleased Dutton’s vanity. “You're
a pal after my own heart,” he said.
“Be frank. Tell me about Plenn’s
treachery.”

“Your supposed friend,” the China-
man lied glibly, “proposed to me that
we double cross you after we have se-
cured the loot. He even suggested that
we might frame the affair so that you
would be caught and sent to the peni-
tentiary. It could be arranged plausibly.
You, working for Jessup, are the logical
man to know about the plunder and
how to get it. The police would reason
that far and stop.”

Dutton cursed savagely.
his teeth.

“Here!" Mr. Chang invited smoothly.
“1 have another flask of yellow bark
brandy. Help yourself copiously. You
need it. For, of a certainty, the knowl-
edge of such duplicity must be a severe
shock to a man of your high ethical
principles.”

Dutton drank deeply. Again they
shook hands. “Oh. the dirty curI' ex-
claimed the bond salesman.

“You have not heard the worst of
it,” said the Chinaman, in the tone of
one who can scarcely believe what he
knows to be undeniable truth. “I gave
you the drink to stimulate you—to pre-
pare you for a real shock. | asked
Plenn what we should do in event you
got nasty at the showdown. ‘Well,” he
said, ‘I might lose my nerve if | had
to do it alone, but as long as the loot
is so big. maybe we should take the
chance and put Dutton out of the way
—silence him forever.””

He gritted

Dutton swayed. “Is it as bad as
that?” he asked dazedly. *“I can hardly
believe it. Plenn and | have bummed

together for a long time. One hates to
believe that a pa! would actually bump
him off.”

“Surely you do not doubt my word,”
said Mr. Chang with quiet dignity.
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“Friendship isn't to be trusted. Look
what Caesar's friends did to him.”

“That’'s so. Oh, | believe you, all
right. It's just that the truth came as
such a shock to me. Yyhat a fool | was,
to take Plenn into this venture! And
how fortunate I am to have a reliable
third partner like yourself.”

The Chinaman leaned close to the
white man. He stared into his agitated
eyes. “Turn about is fair play,” he
.suggested. “A man is justified to go
to any extreme for self-preservation.
Why not turn the tables on this de-
spicable Plenn?”

Dutton shrank back. “You don't
mean to— to------- 7
“Why not?” Mr. Chang urged.

“Dead men tell no tales. And we would

have more loot to divide between us.”
His voice continued persuasively,
hypnotically. And at last Dutton

agreed that, if necessary for their ends,
Plenn must die. “I’ll do it, if you help,”
he said.

“So speaks a brave man!” Mr. Chang
exclaimed. “We may not have to Kkill
him. Now you linger here for ten min-
utes. That will afford me time to as-
cend the rope and, pretending to be
willing to help double cross you, listen
to whatever conspiracy he has. When
you join us, be cautious. Pretend you
are unsuspecting.”

Their hands clasped to bind the bar-

gain. Up the rope went the Chinaman,
and into the radio workshop on the
roof. Plenn had laid aside his head-
phones. “Too much static,” he grum-
bled.

“There is more in the air than static
to disturb you. if you only knew it,”
Mr. Chang informed significantly.

“How long have you known this fellow
Dutton ?”

“Why do you ask?” Plenn queried
anxiously. “Dutt and | have been
pretty thick. But | know he's as slip-
pery as a greased pig. | bet he made
you a proposal. Is that it?”

“1 regret to confess that you have

guessed it. Mr. Plenn, | herewith re-
tire from our venture. Dutton is a
double crosser. He would, no doubt,

trick me as readily as he is prepared to
make away with you.”

Plenn was stunned. “Is it as bad as
that?” he finally gasped. “I ought to
have had more sense, knowing as | do
that he packs a gun.”

His deceiver plied him with yellow
bark brandy. Craftily he led the radio
enthusiast on; worked him up to a point
of bitterness where he yearned for ven-
geance. “Two can play at the game of
double crossing,” said Plenn. *“Stick to
me.”

Mr. Chang feigned reluctance. Plenn
implored. He pointed out the magni-
tude of the loot that was at stake. The
Chinaman yielded, at last, hesitantly—
or so it seemed to Plenn.

“l1 don't like the idea of murder,”
Mr. Chang said in counterfeit regret.
“But if Dutton chances to attack you—
well, of course, you would have to act
in self-defense.”

Plenn was very pale. “1'd do it,” he
admitted. “Yes, I'd defend myself.
As for a murder in cold blood, I'd never
even contemplate it.”

“Your attitude is wiser than you
fancy,” said the Chinaman quietly. “In
all criminal ventures where a participant
must trust others as henchmen, there is
always the possibility of a murder.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE GENTLE GRAFTER.

1IMR. CHANG was too shrewd to Kill

any goose that laid golden eggs.
Jessup might be just such a bird.
Among swindlers, he apparently was a
veteran and a master.

“His loot will fall readily into my
hands, the stage being favorably set for
a clean-up,” the Chinaman meditated on
the morning following his conferences
with Plenn and Dutton. “The plunder
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is in the nature of solid gold eggs. But,
among Caucasians, the get-rich-quick
swindler possesses the highest order of
criminal brain. If 1 can induce this
Jessup to ally himself with me, the
alliance should lead to winnings that
would make the immediate profits look
like a bag of rice. | have long sought
an able and trustworthy white-skinned
confederate. It would be a wise invest-
ment of my time to pass up this nestful
of golden eggs if, in return, I can se-
cure the goose. In my stock of schemes,
I have for some time had one that would
clean up a tremendous sum. Give me
a million of loot, and | could return to
China and live like a mandarin,”

Accordingly, Mr. Chang presented
himself that afternoon in the reception
room of Jessup’s suite of offices. The
Oriental was as graceful as a cat inside
his smartly tailored and well-pressed
business suit. His nails glistene'd.

He had not, however, shaved. That
was a ceremony that Mr. Chang never
indulged in. Long since, to conserve
precious time, he had— Chinese fashion
— taken tweezers and pulled his beard
out, hair by hair, roots and all.

It developed that Jessup could be got-

ten to without difficult}). The Ilatch-
string was out. There was no “Pri-
vate” sign stenciled on his door. His

environment was craftily arranged so
that nothing' existed to suggest that he
had anything to conceal.

Half a dozen stenographers were
busily clicking away at their typewriters
in the reception room when Mr. Chang
softly pattered in from the hall. Well-
trained, they paid no attention to him
other than a brief glance. The girl at
the switchboard smiled a welcome.

“Fair young lady,” ,the Chinaman
asked in his most oily tone, “is the
honorable Mr. Jessup in conference?"

“No, sir. Do you wish to see him?”

“ Assuredly—on a personal matter.”

“Walk right in, sir.”

Mr. Chang passed through the gate

and approached the mahogany-finish
steel door. He tapped softly.

“Co'me in, come!” called a soft voice.
It was more than soft, being velvety,
genial, hospitable, the tone of a kindly
old man who has mellowed with age.

The Chinaman accepted the invita-
tion. He closed the door behind him
and slowly approached the room'’s lone
occupant.

“No actor,” he reflected, “could make
up for the part as convincingly as this
fellow is by nature.”

Ronald Jessup would have inspired
confidence even in an income tax-audi-
tor. His calm blue eyes were frank
and gentle. His plump pink cheeks had
the delicate pink of one in perfect
health, one who never dissipates. His
head was quite bald, save for a fringe
of silky white hair. He wore the plain
gray suit of a conservative banker, the
sort one feels instinctively he can trust.

No expensive cut flowers were on his
desk, to suggest to prospective investors
that their funds might be wused for
ornament. Instead, he had an old-fash-
ioned flower—a geranium. And, as
Mr. Chang advanced upon him, the
swindler reached out and touched the
blossom in a petting way. He did it
with the air of a lover of simplicity,
did it so naturally that it seemed spon-
taneous and subconscious.

The Chinaman sensed that this old
man— unquestionably a finished actor—
was now going through a stock per-
formance that he staged for every vis-
itor. His hand, drawing attention to
the geranium, made one forget the price
of mahogany furniture, oil paintings
and costly silver inkwells. One had the
resultant impression that such expensive
trappings were tolerated by Jessup only
as an inevitable intrusion by a very
prosperous and substantial business—e
one that must be “a good bet” for an

investor. So he impressed his dupes.
Mr. Chang, be it noted, was not a
dupe. He saw through the stage props.



Mr. Chang Calls on Uncle Sam 21

“Pray, be seated!” Jessup urged. He
hurried from behind his desk and drew
up an upholstered chair. It was like
sitting on a mountain of feathers. Here,
too, was psychology, for a sucker is
more readily parted from his savings
if he is physically comfortable.

Jessup returned to his own chair. He
opened a desk drawer and brought forth
several apples.* With a smile of deep
satisfaction, he bit into one and rolled
the other toward his guest. “They are
delicious,” he said. “1 am an old-fash-
ioned man, perhaps, to have such tastes.
But there is a certain sentiment attached
to these apples. They come from the
New England farm of my venerable
father, a retired clergyman.”

'Mr. Chang languidly examined the
apple, as though it were the most
natural thing in the world to drop into
his hands. His face was utterly with-
out expression as he inquired in a bland,
emotionless tone: “Have you heard
lately from this venerable sire of
yours ?”

Jessup was a bit uncertain how to
take this. “Why, yes,” he answered
slowly. “Why'do you ask?”

“1 think you had better check up on
the location of your parent’'s farm,” the
Chinaman  suggested. “Apparently
some one has played a mean trick on

papa and moved the farm. | am in a
modest way a student of fruits. This
apple is from Oregon.”

Jessup sat motionless, trying to

fathom his visitor. His efforts were
likely to be futile.

“1f 1 were you,” Mr. Chang cau-
tioned, “1 would cut out either the
apples or the reference to a New Eng-
land source. It is a sour note in your
magnificent symphony of bunk. Pop-
corn is more convincing. Why not
munch popcorn?”

A flicker of anxiety appeared in the
old swindler’'s blue eyes. It changed to
one of apprehension, of fear—then
quickly vanished. “What is your busi-

ness with me, my dear sir?” he asked
uneasily. “Have you money to invest?”

“l have,” said Mr. Chang grimly,
“but not with you. It requires no tele-
pathic ability on my part to sense that
you will shortly be buying a railroad
ticket a yard long.” 'x

Jessup abruptly lost his composure.
His plump pink face paled. His fin-
gers trembled as he placed his half-
consumed apple on the glass top of his
desk.

“1 am afraid you have blundered into
the wrong office,” he said. His tongue
ran nervously around suddenly dry lips.
“Perhaps you-------

“Nothing of the sort,” the Chinaman
retorted. “Come, we are birds of a
feather, and it is ridiculous for us to
waste precious time sparring. Like
yourself, I am crooked enough to hide
behind a pretzel. Our minds run in
similar channels. I-can read you like
a book. At this instant you are won-
dering whether I am a detective.”

Jessup swallowed. “A Chinese sleuth
would be a new one to me.”

“You say that with the air of one
who has encountered innumerable
dicks.”

“Really,” said Jessup, “it is quite re-
markable, your walking in here and an-
nouncing that you are a crook. Espe-
cially so on account of your race. Not
only are the Chinese secretive, but they./
are famed for their honesty. Of course,
there are bound to be exceptions.
What's your game?”

“That would be telling,” Mr. Chang
reminded. “However, | shall take you
into my confidence and admit that I am
not selling prayer books.” He bared
his long teeth in a mirthless smile.
“How is the smooth violator of the blue-
sky laws to-day?”

The swindler frowned. “l1 do not
get what you are driving at,” he said.
“Come to the point. Why are you
here ?”

“l am here,” the Oriental answered,
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“because the time is ripe for our meet-

ing.. There is in nature a fine syn-
chronization of seemingly unrelated
events. 'For instance, the Canadian

salmon trout in springtime strike best
when the wild plums are in bloom. If
the plums blossom late, the trout hover
deep and delay their rising to the shoals.
So with the venture | have in mind.
Our paths cross by fate— because aur
careers have reached the point where
we are in tune with each other.”
Jessup wagged his head sagely.1 “You
sure have a beautiful flow of language,”
he said, “Il perceive that some Cau-
casian school of learning has you on its
enrollment records of bygone days.
That is revealed by your manner and its
effect on an observer’s eye. If you ever
want a job as advertising manager,
writing prospectuses for me, welcome.”
“I1t would appeal to me as pastime,

but not as a profession,” said Mr.
Chang. “Like yourself, I am an en-
trepreneur, a promoter who never

| crave to work
How would it

subordinates himself.
with you, not for you.

strike you, a proposal that we join
forces in a partnership to fleece the
public? I have some magnificent
schemes in mind. With my brain and

your front, we could put them across.
And | mean no offense therein to your
own intellect. For, undoubtedly, judg-
ing by my preliminary size-up, you are
the slickest Caucasian | ever met.” e

“l am immune to flattery.* Jessup
countered. “Yet | do not desire td' de-
tract from your own obvious abilities.
| gather that you want to float fake
stock. So? Then let me be enlightened
as regards your psychology of the
sucker.”

Mr. Chang contemplated the swindler
placidly. “lI would scarcely call it one
hundred-per-cent dishonest to separate
a sucker from his wallet,” he informed.
“The average sucker is dishonest at
heart— for he bites the alluring bait in
hope of getting-something for nothing.

That hope is dishonesty in the raw.
Every man who does not give equal
value, in service or cash or commodi-
ties, for what he receives in return, is
a thief. Hence the sucker often is a
thief at heart, merely beaten at his own
game.”

Jessup nodded. He regarded his vis-
itor intently. “You’'d make a swell law-
yer for the defense,” jje said with a
chuckle. “Of course, even though the
sucker is a thief at heart, that doesn’t
lessen his swindler’'s guilt.”

“Professionals like ourselves,” the
Chinaman reminded, “are not scrupu-
lous about little matters like that. Now,
I would be charmed to ally myself with
you. For one thing, you are a veteran.
You know the laws and their loopholes.
You have, no doubt, in the course of
years, acquired a vast familiarity with
the machinery of gently parting suckers
from their funds. | must confess that
get-rick-quick swindling is a field in
which | still can learn much. My oper-
ations, to date, though intricate, have
necessitated the employment of brute
force. Your game would be a vacation
to me—gentle, following a line of least
resistance.”

“Quite!”
employ force.

Jessup agreed. “1 never
The pistol, blade, black-

jack and poison are taboo with me. My
wits are my only weapons.. | never
carry a gun. tor instance. In crime,

sir, 1 am an aristocrat.”

Mr. Chang's boring black eyes re-
mained riveted to the white man's. “lIs
it never necessary to shoot your way
out ?”

“To be sure,” Jessup answered easily.
“For that purpose, | have a subordinate,
in the nature of a guard. | pay him
well. In fact, he is a partner though
he does net share equally in my divi-

dends. He does the dirty work. He is
the watchdog that | sick upon my
enemies.”

The swindler paused and pondered
the Chinaman. A long silence, followed,
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in which he appeared to ponder the
Oriental’s possibilities.

“How many men have you Kkilled?”
"he asked at length.

Mr. Chang yawned.
white soul!” he said. “I have quite lost
count. Years ago, in Java, | took stock
of the number of men that | have as-
sisted out of this vale of tears and woe.
There were only eight then.- Of course,
that was long back in the past.”

Jessup involuntarily shivered. “Only
eight,” he repeated. “Only! Br-r-r!
And what assurance would | have, that
you would not dissolve our partnership
by adding me to your list?”

“1 play fair,” said Mr. Chang, “as
long as a confederate does not attempt
to double cross me.” This falsehood
was voiced in a convincing tone. But
Jessup was a skeptic. Perceiving which,
the Chinaman continued his persuasion,
“You, my dear sir, would be too profit-
able an accomplice to do away with. It
would be like letting the blood- of a
goose that lays golden eggs.”

Again a silence, and again the master
swindler studied his visitor. “You
would make an admirable henchman, no
doubt of that,” he admitted. “While 1
am no longer young, | still have vast
ambition. My game is my sport. The
prospect of bigger ventures quickens
my pulse. Well, let me think it over.”

Mr. Chang leaned forward. “And
when do | get your decision?”

The faintest smile played about Jes-
sup’s lips. “Call at this office to-morrow
morning,” he invited.

This was a throw-down. For, during
the approaching night, the swindler was
scheduled—according to his own plans
—to fade into the distance with his
booty. Mr. Chang knew this. But he
gave no indication. His face continued
expressionless as, rising with a polite
bow, he said in counterfeit hopefulness:
“1 trust that you will soon be sharing
your plunder with me.”

This parting sentence made Jessup

\'Bless my lily-

very thoughtful. He had a queer appre-
hension that trouble was in the wind.

CHAPTER VILI.

SKYSCRAPER PLUNDER.

'TT1E night of the crime was frosty.
* With a stiff wind blowing from
the northwest, the air /was bitingly cold
up on the roof of the skyscraper where
Hector Plenn had his radio workshop
and bed. No clouds were visible in the
sky. Stars twinkled actively. A bright
moon clearly illumined the roof. This
was unfortunate to the conspirators, for
the silvery radiance flooded the deep
shaft down which they must climb by
rope to reach their intended plunder.

The three looters assembled in Hec-
tor’s cabin-shop early in the evening.

Both of the white men masqueraded
to each other. Plenn falsely believed
that Dutton had schemed to double cross
him. Dutton had the same delusion as
regards his old-time friend. Mr.
Chang, by deception, had thus hood-
winked them for two reasons. In the
first place, it protected him against any
plotting to pool their forces and leave
the Chinaman in the lurch. Secondly,
it might be to his advantage to be able
to pit them against each other in emer-
gency, thereby distracting attention
from himself.

They were as putty in his hands.
Obeying his orders, each made an effort
to act naturally to the other and appear
unsuspecting. Yet they were so
wrought up that irritation cropped out
at the most trivial incidents.

The bond salesman, for instance,
nearly precipitated a pitched battle by
accidently knocking one of Plenn’s
vacuum tubes to the floor where it shat-
tered to smithereens. And Plenn gener-
ated dangerous resentment by helping
himself, without asking, to one of the
perfectos that projected from Dutton’s
coat pocket. He did this by sheer force
of habit. In the old days, Dutton would
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have urged him to take all he wanted,
and even held a match for him. But
mot to-night. Mr, Chang had sown the
seeds of discord. The young fellows
were in fine mood to fly at each other's
throats.

The cautious Chinaman had led them,
in turn, aside and searched them for
weapons. Each, anticipating treachery
by his ex-pal, and prepared te commit
murder after the robbery, was armed
with a pistol and blade. Mr. Chang
epocketed the revolvers.

“You keep the knife,” he whispered
soothingly. “Il've taken your pard’'s
blade from him, along with his gat.
That leaves him defenseless and with
the knife you can finish him off easily
—unless | do it ahead of you, as | prob-
ably shall.”

Plenn swallowed this story; believed
that his white rival was disarmed. So
did Dutton. Yet each had a piece of
steel, designed and intended for murder,
without the other’s knowing it.

Plenn, sullenly silent, busied himself
at his radio. In a few hours, as he fore-
saw the future, he would be fleeing with
the Chinaman. His precious and be-
loved radio apparatus would have to be
left behind. This was agonizing to con-
template. But with his share of the
plunder he could buy more and better
wireless equipment— buy it, too, in the
big quantities for which he had always
yearned but never achieved except in
dreams.

Around nine o’clock he removed his
headset and spat disgustedly. “Rotten
luck !” he growled. *“The static is com-
ing in something fierce.”

Mr. Chang was sitting on a box near
the window. “Forget your radio,” he
advised significantly. “Outside there is
something worth worrying about. The
moonlight floods the courtyard all the
way down to the glass roof of the bank
lobby. In fully a dozen windows there
are the lights of men working late or
staging bootleg parties. That makes it

bad for us. One of them may chance
to glance out at the psychological mo-
ment, and see us traveling up or down
the rope—then spread the alarm.”

Plenn spoke up eagerly. “Don’t be
too sure of that,” he informed. “I can
tell by the static that a big storm is blow-
ing up. By ten o’clock, when Jessup is
scheduled to meet his pal in the office
below us, the moon may be clouded
over.”

His prediction proved correct. Dense
clouds presently drifted toward the
southeast, and the moon became cur-
tained fully three fourths of the time.

Sharp on the stroke of ten from a
a near-by tower clock, the Chinaman
high-geared himself for action.

If all went well, within a few min-
utes he would have a fortune in his
hands.

He had taken charge of the situation
and issued the orders. The scheme
was for him to stage the hold-up un-
aided, Plenn and Dutton would await
his return on the root.

Of the two white men, Dutton was
the faster thinker—and less inclined to
overlook any bets. Though he believed
that Plenn intended to double cross him,
he was not stupid enough to overlook
the possibility of treachery by Mr.
Chang.

“Listen, chink!” he said quietly as
the Chinaman looped the noose over
the iron hook and prepared to lower the

long rope, “that rope reaches clear to
the bottom of the court. It has to, for
get-away. Now, don't you get any

fickle notion of emerging from old Jes-
sup’s office with the plunder and going
on down the rope with it instead of
back up. If you try any such brilliant
scheme, we’'ll just naturally cut the rope.
It's a drop of eighteen stories, and when
you complete it you'd be a pancake.
Get me?”

Mr. Chang certainly did. This was a
development that he had foreseen and
accepted as the inevitable. Whatever,
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the final outcome' of this night's dark
.work, he must return to the roof after
securing the loot. There was no other
way out—except via the halls. And
there the night watchman was on guard.
While a fugitive might elude him, es-
cape would be difficult. This bank
building had a system of locking steel
doors at night so that each floor was cut
off by itself. Any one staying late in
his office had to ring for the watchman
to take him out via the elevators. A
stranger .would be interrogated. Mr.
Chang, in particular, would be. He was
not a tenant. And, having come to the
roof early, he had not registered on the

night book.
“l shall be back, never fear,” he
promised. “And with me will come

such a pot of money as is fabled to
mexist at the foot of the rainbow.

The moon now was clouded over, and
outside all was black. The two white
men heard very faint sounds as the
Chinaman agilely made his way over
the window sill and down the rope.

“Huh!” Plenn grunted, for the mo-
ment forgetting his new and bitter
hatred of the other. “In darkness like
this, how you going to tell whether
he goes on down the rope with the
swag? You sure can't see when the
moon isn't out.”

“Keep your mouth shut!” Dutton re-
plied surlily. “1 don’t need a light. |
have ears like a hawk and can hear if
he slopes. Not only that, but | have
my fingers on the rope, and as soon as
he comes out and throws his weight on
it again, I'll feel it tremble and quiver.

Then I'll give him time to return—no
more.”
So, hearts in mouth, they waited

breathlessly in the black room while Mr.
Chang closed in upon the plunder.

Jessup apparently had not changed
his plans. He was in his office, all right,
for bright lights streamed from the win-
dows. The Chinaman silently left the

roper and stood upon the ledge outside
the washroom. Slowly, a fraction of
an inch to the second, he raised the sash.
Then inside he went and crossed the
short expanse of floor as quietly as a
cat, after closing the window, behind
him.

At the door he paused and held his
head close to the panel. Through the
thin metal, voices reached him dearly
though they were low, barely above
whispers. Jessup had some one with
him. It was a man, all right, no mis-
taking the gruff tone, quite a contrast
to the master swindler’s purring, sooth-
ing speech.

“Well, Jenkins," Jessup was saying,
“there she is—a queen’s ransom. We've
counted it twice—three hundred and
eight thousand dollars in cash and nego-
tiable bonds. That's a bit over a hun-
dred thousand cool for you. [I'll make
it a hundred and ten, though you were
only to get a third.”

“Fair exchange is no robbery,” Jen-
kins agreed. He laughed—in a husky
way, as though the sight of so much
money agitated him. “1'm off for Mex-
ico. You go to Europe, eh?”

“You bet—and then on down to the
Near East. Got a fishing tug chartered
to take me across the lake into Canada.
I'll hang low in a hunting lodge | own
up near Lake Xipissing. Then later,
when the hue-and-cry dies down, I'll
sail from Montreal. Don't try to get
in touch with me. Letters and cables
are too dangerous. These United States
postal inspectors stick to a trail like
leeches. They never give up the chase,
not when they're after two such birds
liks us. Using the mails to defraud is
about as dangerous as killing a man in
the Royal Mounted’s territory.”

“I'm to rejoin you in one year, eh?”
Jenkins asked.

“To a day! We'll meet at the old
hangout in Florida, all primed for an-
other big deal.”

Jenkins chuckled. “This sure has
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been a juicy game. | have to hand it
to you for knowing when to quit. With
money flowing in like water from an
open tap, few men could resist hanging
on and on until too late to make a safe
get-away ahead of government raiders.
Great gtins! Look behind you.”

Jessup jumped as if electricity had
suddenly been turned into him. He
spun on a heel. The door leading to
the washroom was open. Framed in
the entrance was the Chinaman stand-
ing motionless.

Mr. Chang had three pistols on his
person, including the one he had taken
from Plenn and the other from Dutton.
But two of them now reposed in his
pockets. - One pistol was sufficient for
the Oriental. An expert shot, he could
kill the swindler and his henchman in
such swift succession that they would
waken to find themselves in the Inferno
without either of them knowing just
what had happened.

The pistol was trained directly at
Jenkins. He, burly and with hard black
eyes, was the gunman of the pair. Jes-
sup had told Mr. Chang that he person-
ally never carried weapons, having a
human watchdog to do his dirty work
for him. There was no mistaking his
truthfulness. One could have told as
much, merely by glancing at the con-
trasted two.

“Hands clasped on top of your heads,
and make it snappy!” Mr. Chang or-
dered. His voice was sharp, harsh—
as menacing as his boring black eyes.
Relentless, unscrupulous were those
eyes. The smoldering fire of their dis-
tant depths had leaped into flame.
Otherwise he was without expression.
His poker player’'s countenance was
rigid, emotionless. His hands were as
steady as steel girders. They had
noticed an utter lack of excitement in
his voice. Mr. Chang was as cool as
ice. He was quite at home, in his
natural element—looting.

“You silly ass!” Jessup chided his

pal.
him?”
“Fat chance | had!” Jenkins retorted!
“He had me covered the instant he
opened that door. And | knew from
his eyes that he'd shoot in a twinkling
if 1 made the least suspicious move.”
Jessup’s pink cheeks were pale. He
realized the Chinaman’s mission— knew
the magnitude of the catastrophe that

“Why didn't you get the gun on

impended.
“How long were you hiding in
there?” he demanded. His voice

sounded wilted. He was suddenly an
old man facing poverty.

“How long?” Mr. Chang took his
cue. “I let myself into your office with
a skeleton key early in the evening, and
hid in one of the steel lockers. Un-
wisely you left them unlocked.”

Jessup groaned. “You've been there
before,” he decided aloud. *“Eavesdrop-
ping—that must have been how you
learned that this was the night and hour
for the divvy. | comprehend now, why
you called on me this afternoon and
offered to become my partner. You
said something about the goose laying
the golden eggs. You figured that,
allied with me, the prize would be bigger
than the haul you now expect to make.
Ah, | was a poor fool not to take you
up.”

“No fool like an old,fool,” said Mr.
Chang evenly.

“Is it too late?” Jessup implored.
“Listen, 1I'd split the stake three ways
if you'd listen to me now. Give you a
third, I would—and gladly take you as
a partner as soon as it's safe to start
operations again.”

“A hundred thousand dollars!” Mr.
Chang answered. “It is no sum to be
sneezed at. But in view of your inten-
tion to flee to tire Near East and not
work again for a year. I'll just take the
whole works. Back up against yon wall,

white men. Keep your hands above
your heads or you'll join your an-
cestors.”
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Still keeping them covered, he ap-
proached the treasure.

Three hundred and eight thousand
dollars, in cash, and negotiable securi-
ties !

It lay invitingly on a long mahogany
table near the room’s third door—not
the one leading to the reception quarters
where stenographers by day had been
busily typing form letters to prospective
suckers, but the door that led directly
out into the main hall of the building.
Trust Jessup not to conduct his danger-
ous business in a lair with only one
exit!

Mr, Chang held his automatic in his
right hand. With his left he flipped a
canvas bag from a pocket. Into this
cloth sack went the fruits of Jessup’s
gigantic get-rich-quick fraud. And,
wattching, Jessup moaned. But he did
not protest, did nbt implore, knowing
that he might as well appeal to the moon
that now was so heavily veiled by black
clouds.

The money was in bank notes of large
denomination. Yet the currency and
the securities made a big package. They
filled the bag to overflowing. The thief
rammed them tightly, and drew the
puckering string. He had a bundle half
as large as a bushel basket.

Meantime, he had kept Jenkins under
intent scrutiny. It was a certainty, from
that individual’'s rigidly tense muscles,
that, given a matter of two seconds, he
would flash a pistol into view and cut
loose at the Chinaman.

Mr. Chang bowed mockingly. “I re-
gret,” he said ironically, “that | cannot
lingerlto enjoy a cup of tea with you.
But pressing business calls me away.
Unfortunately, 1 am compelled to make
you two gentlemen a bit uncomfortable
for the balance of the night. | must
fetter and gag you, with cord that |
brought with me for said purpose.
Otherwise, you might rouse the watch-
man and cut off my escape, though it
might embarrass you if, having called

in the police, they began inquiring how
you happened to have so much loose
money on the premises. Turn your
faces to the wall, hands still above you.”

They obeyed. The Chinaman stood

motionless for a moment, surveying
them. His attitude was one of inter-
ested contemplation rather than tri-
umph.

He placed the bag of money and se-
curities on the table.

Then, relaxing, he lowered his pistol
until it hung at his side.

Fate intervened, and interjected that
which was not expected. Remarkably
keen sense of hearing had Mr. Chang.
But he was not superhuman. Intent
on his prisoners, he had failed to notice
that the reception room door had opened
to a crack.

And now it flew wide open. In
stepped a man, closely followed by two
others—grim-faced intruders with pis-
tols drawn. Through the crack they
had taken stock of the situation. So
all three pistols were directed at the
Chinaman.

They had him covered, had the drop
on him. Being prudent and a person
of swift decision, he opened his fingers.
Mr. Chang's pistol thudded softly to the
deep rug.

CHAPTER VIII.
WITH THE TABLES TURNED.

THE three strangers who had burst
into the office so unexpectedly were
not to be trifled with. That was evi-
dent from their very attitude, not to
mention the familiarity with which they
flourished their pistols. Veteran rob-
bers could not be more at home with
revolvers in hand. But they quickly
disclosed that they were not bandits.
“United States post-office inspectors!”
announced their leader, a wiry, thin man
with a big splash of gray in his dark
hair just above his eyes. It was strik-
ing, that splash of gray, much as though
made with a paint brush. “It's a Fed-
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eral pinch, boys,” he warned, “so don’t
try any funny business.”

The outlook for Mr.
black.

But he accepted the situation serenely.
No emotion showed in his face. In its
utter lack of expression, that counte-
nance appeared to be frozen.

Jessup and Jenkins had turned.
Jenkins began cursing. His pal was
more composed, though his face was
white at the prospect of a long trip to
Atlanta.

“Hello, McMahon!” he greeted
weakly. “Haven't seen you for years.”

“Not since the judge sent you away
in Indianapolis,” was the answer. “You
sure staged a clever escape while they
were taking you to the pen.”

Jessup’s face lighted up proudly. “I
bribed that baby who was guarding me.”
he blurted out. Next instant he bit his
lip, as one who realizes that he has
thoughtlessly betrayed a friend.

The eyes of the three postal inspec-
tors stared at him in incredulity. For
a moment the Chinaman was forgotten.
And a moment was all that he needed.

On the wall near the door, and close
at hand, was a pushbutton that pre-
sumably controlled the room’s lights.

Mr. Chang jabbed with a finger. He
struck the switch with the precision of
a snake hurling itself at a victim.

Click!

The room went black.

This night Tu Chieng Kui, god of
gambling, certainly was playing Mr,
Chang for a favorite. The hall outside
was black. No lights were on. the
watchman having turned them off from
the switch-box near the distant freight
elevator.

Out into the cover of friendly dark-
ness went the Chinaman. And with
him went the canvas bag containing
three hundred and eight thousand, dol-
lars’ worth of plunder in the form of
bank notes and negotiable securities.

Bedlam broke loose in his wake.

Chang was

Pistols roared. Bullets buried them-
selves in the plaster of the corridor.
The fugitive 'escaped death by a matter
of inches. The inspectors were after
him on the instant. And along with
them came the two swindlers.

McMahon had turned on a pocket
flash light and located the switch jabbed
by Air. Chang. He pressed; brought
the lights into play again. Then hall-
ward they all dashed, so close on each
other's heels that they wedged in the
doorway. One of the inspectors, with
presence of mind, had lingered alertly
and, the second the lights flashed on, he
covered Jenkins and made him drop his
gun. He bellowed a command. Jessup
turned back from the .corridor. The
inspector stood guard. He had igjo
prisoners and they must not escape,

Mr. Chang had to wuse his wits
mquickly. He had to think, reason and
reach decisions with lightning speed. As
he sprang into the hall and slammed
the door behind hint, he knew the lay
of the land, having sized things up dur-
ing his trip to confer with Jessup that
afternoon. This was a side corridor in
which he now was. Not more than ten
paces away, it turned to the right and
jogged along to the main hall. Run-
ning. he could round that corner and
betake himself far down the adjoining
gallery before the inspectors could rush
up and spot him with their pocket lights.

But they would surely overtake him
before he could reach the steel door that
walled off this floor from the others,
and pick the lock.

Now. the postal detectives had come
upon the scene by way of the reception
room of Jessup's suite of offices. How
had thev gotten into that room? That
was easv to answer—they must have
entered it from this very hall, using
skeleton keys, or possibly a pass-key
borrowed from the night watchman.
That individual, by the way, might now
be waiting in the main hall, to shoot
down any possible fugitive.
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Three leaping bounds brought Mr.
Chang to the door of the reception
room. Ah! Upon entering, the inspec-
tors had not bothered to close it. It was
open a trifle. He slipped inside; softly
turned the knob and closed it. Now
he was no longer in absolute darkness.
Through the open door leading into Jes-
sup’s private office, light streamed.

Stealthily Mr. Chang darted forward
on the balls of his feet, fortunately being
out of line of vision of the inspector
who lingered in the private office with
his swindler captives.

Mr. Chang made for a window. 'He
opened it as quietly as possible. Still
clutching his precious bag of loot, he
crawled over the sill. He closed the
wi#dow behind him. This window was
only a few feet from the one opening
into the washroom. The Chinaman
cautiously moved along the ledge.

He thrust forth a free arm—and
grasped the rope.

Out he swung, holding the bag with
his teeth, and went roofward like a
monkey fleeing from a caged existence.

That was his predicament exactly.
For, if he were caught, they would
thrust him into prison—until such time
as the courts passed through the neces-
sary legal formalities to send him to the
gallows or the electric chair. The
method of his extermination would de-
pend on what American State or
Canadian province obtained his extradi-
tion. In this regard, there would be
many eager claimants.

A price was on his head.

Capture meant death.

He was in a tight corner, and his
chances of escape might be slim, indeed.

It was quite natural for the two pur-
suing postal inspectors to believe that
the fugitive would immediately get as
far away as possible. Therefore, it did
not at the moment occur to them that
he might run back into the suite of
offices from which he had escaped by
quick judgment and wits.

So along the corridor they dashed,
around the comer and ahead. As they
ran, they explored with pocket flash
lights. Unquestionably they were brave
men, else they would be following a dif-
ferent profession. But were they not
a bit reckless in their eagerness? It
seemed so. True, they did not as yet
know the identity of their ferocious
quarry. Nor were they aware that he
still had two pistols, the ones he had
taken from Plenn and Dutton. They
had seen him with one pistol. But he
had dropped it to the rug when they got
the drop on him. In making his hasty
exit in the darkness, he had not paused
to recoup the weapon. Both had ob-
served it. still lying on the floor, as they
set forth on the chase.

At any rate, they ran along the hall
as boldly as if they were after an un-
armed man. Of course, there were two
of them. Many times in the past they
had demonstrated that they could give
a good account of themselves against a
lone enemy or even superior numbers,
armed or unarmed. It would not be the
first time they had shot it out with cor-
nered desperadoes.

Now, by nature of their detective
work, it was frequently necessary to
creep silently upon criminals wanted by
Uncle Sam on various charges. That
was why they wore rubber heels and
soles on their shoes. But, even with
rubber underfoot, a man makes con-
siderable noise when dashing along a
flooring of tiles. Especially so at night,
in a virtually deserted building, when
the least sound carries far through the
stillness.

Ahead they heard a shout:
Stop or I'll fill you full of lead.”

Then the electric lights blazed on.
About fifty feet away, standing by the
freight elevator, was a man. It was
human nature for the postal inspectors
to see his drawn pistol before they com-
prehended his identity.

McMahon raised his revolver to fire.

“Hil
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“Hold on!” the man at the elevator
yelled frantically. “It's me—the night

watchman.”
So it was. McMahon lowered his
gun. “Did you see a Chinaman?” he

asked quickly.

The watchman shook his head nega-
tively. “No one came this way,” he
answered. ‘Tve been standing here
ever since you left me. And not a sound
of footsteps reached me until you two
gentlemen rounded the corner up
yonder. 1've got ears like a hawk, and
I'd have heard sure.”

McMahon cursed lightly. He turned
to retrace his steps. “Must have gone
the other way,” he said.

“Ain’'t no other way,” the watchman
informed. “Jessup’s office is near the
end of a blind corridor. The Chinaman
you mentioned must have run into one
of the offices, even near by. though I'm
sure I'd have heard.”

- “Hustle!” McMahon wurged impa-
tiently. There was no need to adjure
the watchman to hasten, however. Al-

ready he was darting along the hall, un-
locking door after door with his pass-
key. McMahon and his companion had
been through such things before. They
followed the watchman, systematically
exploring the offices, one taking rooms
at the right, the other at the left.

In a few minutes they had searched
all the offices—and were back in Jes-
sup’s lair without any results.

The watchman scratched his head
“That's funny,” he commented. “The
Chinaman couldn’'t have dissolved into
thin air. Still, you never can tell what
those yellow boys will do.”

The two swindlers were quite as dis-
appointed as the postal detectives. They
were disarmed, under arrest, and would
soon be behind steel bars. A judge,
even in Federal court, would be more
lenient with them if they could make
restitution of the money which they had
won from suckers by their get-rich-
quick fraud. Restitution depended on

the capture of Mr. Chang. He had
their winnings, in his canvas bag.

“Oh, well,” said the inspector who
had lingered to guard the financial
fakers, “we've got our two prisoners,
anyway.”

McMahon snapped his fingers impa-
tiently. “That isn't all we want,” he
reminded. “It was obvious, while we
peeked through the door just ahead of
our raid, that the Chinaman had stuck
up Jessup and his pal and taken their
loot. He made off with it. How ftiuch
of a haul was it, Jessup?”

“Three hundred and eight thousand
dollars,” Jessup answered dismally. He
was wretched and looked it.

McMahon whistled. “1 didn’'t know
you had taken in that much,” he said.
“Of course, we struck your trail late in
the game.”

Jessup smiled wanly. “It was the
best graft | ever pulled,” he said with
dignity and a certain satisfaction that
was almost pride. “Matter of fact, I
took in more than three hundred and
eight. Right around four hundred
thousand was the exact figure. The
difference is gone. We paid it out as
dividends. The old system, you know,
paying dividends from takings until we
felt it was time to blow.”

“You know this building,” McMahon
said to the watchman. “How could this
Chinaman get away?” He paused and
his face brightened. “Windows were
unlocked in nearly every room we
searched. | have a hunch. Let's go up
and explore the roof,”

CHAPTER IN.
WHAT HAPPENED ON THE ROOF,

AA R. CHANG, scaling the swaying

rope like a monkey, was quite calm
despite his desperate predicament. His
absolute control of emotions-——or per-
haps it was an utter lack of the emo-
tional in his make-up—was what made
him a successful criminal. Where a
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white man would go to pieces in emer-
gency, the Chinaman invariably kept his
head. Thereby he was able to handle
situations as fast as they arose, barring
bad luck.

“1 was born a generation too soon,”
he reflected as he ascended the rope with
the canvas bag full of loot held in his
long and glistening teeth. “If this
affair had been staged by fate twenty
years in the future, or even less, | would
have a flying machine parked on the roof
for my get-awrmy— or even standing mo-
tionless outside that window through
which | just escaped. The infernal air-
plane as yet is too noisy for subtle
criminal operations. Alighting with a
modern plane, 1'd have had the watch-
man upon me before | could turn a
trick.”

Certainly it was a pity, for him, that
he could not have gone on down the
rope to freedom below, instead of
climbing back to the roof. But Dutton
had made any such maneuver impos-
sible. He had warned Mr. Chang that
he would be listening and keeping fin-
gers on the rope to detect its use, and
that he would cut the rope and drop the
Oriental to death in the courtyard
eighteen stories below if he discovered
treachery.

This time in his career, it seemed that
Mr. Chang had passed up a good bet.
Now, if he only had had another rope
hidden in Jessup’s washroom, he could
have used it for descent and escape.
But the crafty Dutton had anticipated
any such strategy. He had'brought his
dinner in a package to Dutton’s office
and remained on guard to watch for
just such trickery. Furthermore, he
had advised Mr. Chang of this in ad-
vance and told him that, if he had any
such notion, he might as well save his
time and energy.

The Chinaman had grinned mirth-
lessly. He had his plans cunningly
worked out in finest detail. They called
for his return to the roof with the loot.

That accomplished, he had something
prepared in the nature of----—--- He
pondered as he climbed; pondered
grimly. Fate was against him, all right.
The raid on the swindlers’ offices, by
the United States postal inspectors, had
been something that he could not fore-
see. So he had not provided for it.

He reached the top of the rope and
came over the window sill into Plenn’s
radio workshop like a great jungle cat.
They could see him faintly, for the
moon was on the verge of breaking
through the black clouds.

Mr. Chang’s whisper carried through
the dark room like a flying knife. It
stabbed to the consciousness of his two
young white confederates, and sent
chills creeping up their spines and out
along their shoulder blades.

“Jessup was raided by postal inspec-
tors,” he announced. “I1 escaped with
the swag. But the dicks will be up here
searching the roof in a jiffy. We can
bank on that. Quick! Every second
counts. Switch on your lights, Plenn.
You and Dutton put on head-sets and
listen to the radio. Keep your heads
when the inspectors show up.”

“Great grief!” Plenn
“Where'll you hide?”

“Leave that to me,”
vised.

He was pulling up the long rope,
hand over hand, coiling it swiftly at his
feet. “Dump that radio junk out of
your trunk,” he ordered: “Pile this
rope at the bottom, then toss the loose
wire and other stuff back on top and
shut the lid. |If the inspectors find the
rope and query you about it------- 7

“Oh, oh, oh! Plenn moaned.
“They'll smell a rat.”

“Not if you keep your head,” said
the Chinaman coolly. “Just tell them
that you bought it for bracing a new
antenna you're going to put up. That
will seem plausible.”

Obeying orders, Plenn had switched
on the lights. It was dangerous to ex-

faltered.

Mr. Chang ad-



32 Detective StoryMagazine

pose the Chinaman in bright illumina-
tion. But it had to be done. Working
in the darkness was too blundering and
slow.

Plenn, as in a daze, was automatically
twirling the dials of his radio. Dutton,
alert, quick in a pinch, carried out Mr.
Chang’s instructions. There was a lot
of the rope, but it was small size, so
accordingly it left room in the trunk for
odds and ends on top of it

The Chinaman turned to the radio
bug. "How strong is your aerial
bracket?” he asked. "Would it hold a
man’s weight?”

“Easy!” Plenn responded confidently.
“1 built that antenna myself. It's a one-
strand affair. But there's a big porce-
lain insulator at the lead-in. Other end
of that insulator connects by heavy wire
to a hinky-dinkus bolted just under the
roof.”

Mr. Chang sprang to the window sill.
Pie reached up, grasped the “hinky-
dinkus” and pulled himself out of sight.

His exit was none too soon.

It was only a matter of seconds until
the two young fellows, sitting before
the radio in pretended innocence with
head-phones over their ears, heard a
crash. They recognized the sound, and
their hearts leaped in apprehension.
Some distance away, on the roof, the
trapdoor leading down into the sky-
scraper had been flung open. They
feigned to be so engrossed in a radio
concert that they did not hear.

But through a window at the left they
saw, in a brief period of moonlight, two
men come dashing up through the trap-
door opening. These were followed by
the night watchman, so they knew that
the first two must be postal inspectors.

“Let me do the talking,” Dutton whis-
pered. “You’'ll gum things up, you
dumb-bell.”

“Shut up, you fool,” Plenn whispered
back. “Pm the tenant of this place.
They'll look to me for information.”

The intruders made directly for the

lighted cabin. As they walked through
the open doorway, Plenn looked up with
mild interest. The desperation of his
predicament had suddenly calmed his
nerves.

"Hello, Burke!” he greeted the raw-
boned Irish night watchman. "Bringing
some friends with you to hear my new
set? It's a darb.”

McMahon did the answering. "Take
off those things from your ears,” he
commanded. “We're Federal, officers.
Looking for a fugitive Chinaman. Have
you heard any one up here on the roof ?”

Plenn shook his head. “Not a sound,”
he informed. “Maybe you'd better look
around, though. We might not have
heard a prowler with these head-phones
on and KDKA coming in loud enough
to wake the dead. Say, gents, you ought
to listen in for a minute. Sit down and
hear my latest radio hook-up—the Plenn
Super Inverse Simplex, | can tune in
the coast in broad daylight with it. It
gives me twelve tubes out of five, and
the regeneration—

“Dry up!” McMahon growled. He
turned to Burke. “This is the radio nut
you told me about?” The watchman
nodded. “How about his pal?” Mec-
Mahon asked. “Is it in order for him
to be here at this late hour?”

Burke grinned. “Sure,” he answered
“This other chap is all right. He’'s on
the radio here several nights a week.
He and Plenn are as thick as thieves.”

“What's your name, fellow?” the in-
spector queried.

“Dutton, sir—James Dutton.”

“H'm!" said McMahon. “I know
about you. Been selling securities for.
Jessup, eh?”

“Yes. sir.”

“Well, during our investigation we
decided that you were all right—just
one of Jessup’s dupes, not knowing he
was a swindler.”

Young Dutton gaped in excellent imi-
tation of amazement. “What!” he ex-
claimed. “You don’'t mean to tell me
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Mr.

that Jessup has been hoodwinking me
into peddling fake stocks ?”

“You said it. He sure did. But Jes-
sup absolves you. He says you weren’t
in the swindling ring. However, you'll
have to appear in court as a witness.”

Dutton began stammering protesta-
tions of innocence. He was an able
actor. To look at him was to believe.

Meanwhile the other inspector had
been searching the roof. “Not a sign
of anything, chief,” he reported as he
returned to the open doorway.

McMahon'’s official capacity was more
of a model for the rising generation
than was his choice of language. He
cursed a blue streak. Then he became
thoughtful. “This sure is a puzzler,”
he admitted presently. To his associate
he directed the query: “Are you confi-
dent that you did not overlook any pos-
sible hiding place out on the roof ?”

“Chief,” the other declared emphati-
cally, “a cat couldn't have escaped my
scrutiny. It was an easy job—just plain
flat roof, chimneys and a few skylights.
I even thought of the possibility of the
Chinaman hiding inside a chimney. But
they all have smoke consumers on the
top, so he couldn’t have crawled in. No.
sir, take it from me, no one is out there.”

McMahon .began to whistle softly be-
tween set teeth. It was obvious that he
was exasperated. He glanced keenly
about the room. He opened a cupboard
—and found only an old raincoat.

“What's in the trunk?” he asked,
“It's big enough to hold a man.”

Plenn cleared his throat. “Take a
look,” he invited willingly. “It isn't
locked. Nothing inside except some

rope and wires and a few odds and ends
of radio apparatus.”

“Rope, eh ?” McMahon repeated with
interest. “What's it doing here?” He
had opened the trunk and was groping
among the contents.

“That's guy ropes, sir,” Plenn ex-
plained glibly. “The building manager

_has given me permission to put up a
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newer and bigger antenna. The ropes
are to brace it.”

Burke, the watchman, cut in with, “I
heard something about it, mister. The
boss told me there was a new aerial
going up. Plenn doesn't do much of
anything else, just radio. He works in
a radio shop.”

The explanations appeared to satisfy
McMahon. He moved to the window
and, leaning over with his palms on the
sill, looked out. The moonlight, filtered
through light-gray clouds, was rather
dim. But it enabled him to see to the
bottom of the courtyard far below.

Involuntarily he shivered, and not
from the cool night air. “1'd sure hate
to lose my balance here,” he said.

Spellbound, as men so often are when
gazing from a great height, he stared
fascinatedly into the yawning chasm.
Quite unaware was he that the fugitive
Chinaman was only a few feet above
him. Mr. Chang, body curled up to
keep his legs from view, was hanging
from his support by his left hand.
Though he had been in this tiresome
position for some minutes, he was
neither cramped nor weary. Nature,
fitting him to be a prowler in the jungles
of society, had endowed him with a
jungle body.

The Oriental’'s right hand was free.
It clutched one of his two pistols.
Strange, how close.men can be to death
without knowing it If McMahon
chanced to elevate his head so that he
could look upward, a bullet would crash
into his brain. That would start the
fireworks.

Mr. Chang would have to shoot his
way out. He had his plans drawn.
Following the murder of McMahon, he
would pull himself to the low roof of
the workshop and from there shoot
down the other postal inspector and the
night watchman the instant they rushed
outside the radio cabin.

Providence takes care of fools and
drunkards; so runs the old saying. To
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the list might be added, occasionally,
detectives.

McMahon did not look upward.

Instead, he drew away from the win-
dow and turned to the four who had
been watching him. His eyes moved
back and forth from Plenn to Dutton.
His look was penetrating, boring, as
though reading their minds. At first
they returned his stare innocently. But
gradually they sensed that they were
under suspicion. Plenn was the first
to crack under the pressure. He swal-
lowed with an effort, averted his eyes
and began nervously toying with a screw
driver. Dutton, too. grew uneasy, rest-
less.

He lit a cigarette, inhaled, blew the
smoke from his nostrils and faltered:
“Why do you look at me that way, sir?”

McMahon’s face was tightly set,
rigid, hard. His voice came metallically.
"W e're right above Jessup’s office,” he
said. “Maybe the chink, when we
chased him, darted-into the main room
instead of going on down the hall. That
would explain why the watchman did
not hear him. As for his baffling dis-
appearance, it has occurred to me that
maybe your pal's explanation of pres-
ence of the rope in the trunk isn't al-
together plausible. Using rope, a
Chinaman could descend from here to
Jessup’s quarters.”

Dutton agreed with this readily
enough. “But, sir,” he protested, “why
isn't it just as logical to assume that the
Chinaman lowered himself to a lower
floor instead of coming to the roof? If
he came this way, where is he?”

McMahon scowled. “That's just it.”
he admitted. “I'm up against a stone
wall. But I'm going to detain you two
fellows for questioning.”

This was sad news, indeed— except
to Mr. Chang. |If the postal inspectors
took the Chinaman’s fellow conspirators
away, Mr. Chang would have the entire
swag to himself. On the other hand,
his immediate peril was multiplied.

Placed under arrest, either Plenn or
Dutton might break down and confess
in hope of gaining leniency by turning
state’s evidence.

“I'm going back downstairs and go
through those offices again,” McMahon
announced. “We might have overlooked
such as a wardrobe in which the China-
man could be hidden. Mr. Night
Watchman, you come with me in case |
need help. My associate will remain
here and keep an eye on these two ambi-
tious radio enthusiasts.”

He departed with Burke. Their foot-
steps rustled on the loose gravel of the
floor. Then came the sound of them
going down the stairs. Their Voices
died away into silence. Conversation
lagged in the radio room. Plenn and
Dutton were terror-stricken. It was all
they could do to maintain a calm front.

Mr. Chang did not have to be a mind
reader to grasp all this. He would have
bet the bag of plunder, which he still
held between his teeth, that it would be
just a question of time— probably min-
utes—until one of his henchmen would
toss the sponge and blurt out the entire
truth.

“The adventure must be terminated
at once.” the Chinaman decided.

He shifted his position so that his
head went down. Cautiously he peered
into the room. None of the three occu-
pants saw him. Plenn and Dutton sat
in chairs, elbows on knees, cheeks in
palms, moodily staring at the floor. The
assistant postal inspector was watching
them alertly. He stood with his back
to the window.

Quietly Mr. Chang lowered himself.
His feet rested on the window sill. And
then he crouched, ready to spring. A
vague uneasiness seemed to come over
the inspector, as of a premonition of
danger. Pie tugged at his collar. The
Chinaman gripped his pistol by the
barrel.

He leaped forward just as the detec-
tive turned.
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CHAPTER X.

THE DISASTER,

'TTIE human skull is sometimes re-
4  markaMjf thick. But the butt end
of a revolver is hard and heavy. It is
not on record that when the two meet
in determined combat the skull emerges
victor of the encounter.

The postal inspector, turning, saw
Mr. Chang in mid-air and almost upon
him. Before he could cry out or lift
an arm to ward off the blow, the handle
of the Oriental's pistol struck him
viciously on the head.

The. government detective went down
like a wet towel. He collapsed in a
sprawled-out heap. His attacker turned
him over with a foot, knelt, felt for his
pulse—then shook his head approvingly
from side to side.

Plenn and Dutton were frozen with
horror. Their eyes bulged almost from
their sockets.

“Oh, oh!” the radio bug gasped.
—did you kill him?”

“What if | did?” Mr. Chang asked
indifferently. “Three babies are born
every minute in the United States to
take his place. | am a follower of
Malthas, who feared overpopulation,
and | believe in direct action.”

And now he darted to the switch near
the door and turned off the lights. The
die was cast. Mr. Chang had deter-
mined to fight his way to freedom.
With the inspector knocked out, it was
impossible to turn back. Hereafter
safety demanded that he move in dark-
ness. McMahon and the night watch-
man, if they returned and saw him,
would shoot him instantly. For the
presence of the Chinaman in the radio
cabin would mean that foul play had
overtaken tire official left on guard while
the others re-explored the lower offices.
Those two searchers would return, no
doubt of that—and return quickly, not
finding Mr. Chang below. He must
work fast. He did.

“Did

“Plenn,” he commanded, “get that
rope out of the trunk and lower it ready
for escape.”*

Plenn did not respond, either by word
or movement. He seemed paralyzed
with fright. The moon had clouded
over. The room was pitch dark. But
even in the blackness the radio man
knew that the Chinaman was approach-
ing him. He saw two eyes, saw them
because they were catlike, phosphores-
cent. A gurgle sounded in Plenn’s
throat.

“Yes, sir,” he faltered faintly. And
hurried to obey orders for there was
nothing else to do.

Dutton was calmer. “We’'re in for
it now, all right, the whole caboodle of
us,” he said. “We've got to flee, and

we'll take the plunder with us. Have
we time to divide?”
Mr. Chang spat audibly. “Not here,”

he said.

His original plotting had been cun-
ningly shaped so that when it came time
to “whack up” he could bait the two
young white men into going at each
other with knives. Each had been duped
into believing that the other had con-
spired to double cross him, cheat him
of the plunder, even make away with
him if necessary. Each, in turn, had
agreed to reverse the tables—to aid the
Chinaman to dispose of his pal.

But there was no time now for any
such proceedings.

Two courses were open to Mr. Chang.
He could flee with his henchmen and.
if they reached a safe distance, under
cover set them upon each other. Then,
while they fought, he might steal away
with the canvas hag and its three hun-
dred and eight thousand dollars in en-
tirety.

His alternative was to shoot them
both—now. They could not put up a
very formidable fight, for he had seen
to it that they were armed only with
knives. Shots, however, would be heard
downstairs. Back would come the
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postal inspectors before Mr.
could get away.

So, in prudence, he was compelled to
adopt the first course— take the white
men with him in flight. This was no
pleasant prospect to contemplate. They
would be burdensome baggage. Plenn
would be, in particular. There was no
mistaking his gasping breath nor the
sounds of nervously uncertain actions.
Once he slipped and fell into the trunk.
Dutton cursed him and administered a
vicious kick.

Plenn turned on him in a rage. “I'll
settle accounts with you later, you dirty
double crosser!” he threatened.

“What! You have the gall to call me
a double crosser? Well, of all nerve!”

“Silence!” Mr. Chang ordered sharp-
ly. They obeyed sullenly.

The moon broke through the clouds

Chang

again. It filled the room with a radiance
that under the circumstances was
ghastly.  Spectral was the light. It

illumined the face of the man lying mo-
tionless on the floor. His eyes were
closed, his face that of a corpse.

Yet he was not dead. Mr. Chang had
merely knocked him wunconscious. It
was not his strategy, however, to permit
Plenn and Dutton to know this. They
might balk, decide to take a chance on
surrendering since there would be no
murder charge. In the uproar that
would rise, Mr. Chang would be unable
to escape. If he tried it, by going down
the rope to the courtyard roof far below,
they might retaliate by cutting the rope
and dropping him to his death.

Mr. Chang was standing guard at the
door, pistol drawn, ready to shoot down
any one showing his head at the trap-
door opening some distance away.

“Hurry!” he ordered Plenn.

“l1 am,” that individual responded
with a whine.

“Who goes down the rope first?”
Dutton asked.

“l do,” said Mr. Chang.
for you below with the loot.”

“1'll wait

“Not by a jugful, you won't!” Dut-
ton declared heatedly. “We’'d get down
there and find you gone.”

“The guy with the plunder ought to
descend last,” Plenn suggested. “Then
the others can wait for him to join

them.”
“Very well,” Mr. Chang agreed
smoothly. “That suits me. How much

of that rope you got out?”

“About a third,” Plenn answered.
“ It got tangled in the trunk.”

Dutton swore. “You blasted fum-
bler, you did it! he charged.

“Shut up, boys!” said the Chinaman.
His voice was so soft that it was almost
velvety. But it had something in it that
silenced them on the instant.

The radio enthusiast was feeding out
the rope. Doing it as fast as possible,
too. Frequently he had to stop and
shake the coils on the floor until mixed-
up loops came loose.

“You'd better hurry.” Mr. Chang ad-
vised quietly, “else you'll end your days
strapped in an electric chair.”

“l—1 didn't kill him,” Plenn pro-
tested. “You did it.”

“No matter, you were in the gang.”

Out, out went the rope—down, down,
down. Each foot of it meant a cor-
responding narrowing of the distance
that separated the thieves from escape.

Dutton was panting. “It's curtains
for us,” he muttered, “if they happen
to look out the window below and see
this rope going past.” He paused, then
went on, as though talking to himself.
“ Course, they wouldn’t see it unless they
leaned out. for the rope is in line with
the window of the washroom, not the
other offices of Jessup’s. Oh. oh, | wish
I'd never gotten into this mess. |
should have kept clear. | might be snug
in my bed at home now if------- 7

His voice gradually trickled away into
silence.

The pile of rope on the floor was
growing smaller.

Only a few more coils of it remained.
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Out, out it went—and down, down,
down toward freedom.

At length the lowering was com-
pleted, and Plenn held the noose end in
his hand.

Joy gushed through him, for now all
was ready for escape. He stepped
closer to the window sill, arm out-
stretched to loop the noose over the
stout hook.

At that instant the unconscious in-
spector on the floor moaned. Dutton
jumped as though he had been shot. So
did Hector Plenn. Both had.believed
the victim to be dead. The moan, to
them, was a sound from a dead man.

Plenn was of the nervous tempera-
ment, highly strung. As Mr. Chang
had frequently meditated, one never
could be sure of what' he would do in

emergency. Such was the case.
Startled, Plenn involuntarily opened
his fingers.
The rope, sole means of escape,

dropped from sight—down, down, down
to the bottom of the courtyard far
below.

CHAPTER XI.
WITH HIS BACK TURNED.

~ DISASTER worse for the looters

e than the dropping of that rope
would be difficult to imagine. There
they ivere, stranded at the top of a sky-
scraper. To escape down through the
inside of the building was next to the
impossible, under the circumstances.
And to descend along the outer wall, to
the courtyard eighteen stories below,
was out of the question, now that the
rope was gone.

Plenn had dropped it—Plenn the
neurotic, Plenn the blundering, Plenn
the unreliable. And. we should add—
Plenn the unfortunate.

For he would most assuredly pay the

full price for his gross error. Poor
Plenn! Fate had not been kind to him.
Never in his life had he made more

than a living wage. Before the war his

various employers had, in turn, held
him down to twenty cents an hour. Ad-
vancing cost of living had kept pace
with his increased income during the
war boom and after. He received more
dollars, but in actual buying power he
was no better off than in the old days.

In radio, the new and wizardly
science, he had seen a possibility of bet-
tering himself. Night after night he
had toiled, mastering the intricacies of
wireless. Because radio was his ex-
pected avenue to prosperity, he had
grown to love it with a passion that was
little short of madness.

Alas, he became an expert, only to
learn that the profits were largely in the
sales or manufacturing end. The
younger rising generation had hordes
of individuals who seemed born for this
new field of entertainment and com-
munication. They were natural experts
at the game. Plena had realized this
when he began noticing lads in knee
trousers who knew, seemingly by in-
stinct, as .much about receiving sets as
himself. Moreover, they were quite as
fanatically zealous as himself; were
eager to assemble sets at low wages.
Their competition kept his own wages
low. It held him to the rut.

He accepted the situation philosophi-
cally. though at times he burned with a
maniacal bitterness. His lone hope was
to stick to the business and, perchance,
invent something that he could patent
to profit. To date, he had been unsuc-
cessful. That was why he so willingly
fell in with Dutton’s plan to rob Jessup,
the master swindler.

And now he had brought catastrophe
upon himself—and upon Dutton who
had long been his pal, as well as upon
an unscrupulous Chinaman who would,
no doubt, as soon murder a man in cold
blood as look at him.

Frozen with terror, appalled by the
magnitude of what had resulted from
his fumbling fingers, Plenn stood mo-
tionless at the window. He was leaning
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on the ledge, looking down into the
courtyard. There was something for-
lorn and pathetic about his figure. It
suggested that he had a fleeting hope
that possibly he could bring the rope
back up to him by merely gazing at it

The moon still was out, Plenn could
see the rope, though indistinctly, lying
yellowish in a heap on the glass that
roofed the bank lobby far below. Ah,
if he only were that rope! How quickly
he would race across the strong, steel-
reenforced glass, thence down a fire es-
cape of the adjoining building and on
to freedom.

“1f | ever get my feet on the ground
again,” he vowed, “I'll keep on running
for a year.”

Dutton, too, seemed paralyzed by the
disaster. Fate had been more kindly to
him than to Plenn. Dutton, smooth and
of agreeable personality, had been able
so far to sidestep his way through life
without much work. The falling of
that precious rope, however, might well
mean that he would shortly do an honest
day’'s work-—many of them— perhaps
years—on a prison rockpile.

This robbery of the get-rich-quick
swindler, Jessup, had been born from
Dutton’s scheming brain. He had

sensed the opportunity. Emboldened by
numerous petty crimes that he had got-
ten away with safely, he had gone into
this large criminal venture with con-
siderable confidence. It had looked like
a sure thing, if cautiously handled.
Dutton had even been so convinced
of a successful outcome, that he already
had made plans as to how he would
spend his share of the plunder. No
more America for him! He'd head
for the Continent, where a man could
buy all the liquor he could pay
for. Paris would be the place, he fig-
ured, In the French capita! he would
be a millionaire while his money lasted.
But now he abandoned all hope of
ever spending any of Jessup’s swindling
profits. As the rope fell from view,

dow*h in a heap went also Dutton’s
dream castles. Recovering from his
daze, his mood abruptly changed from
despair to.rage.

Plenn was the object of Dutton’s fury
—and immediately.

Uttering a low animal cry, Dutton
seized a near-by dry battery, a dead cell.
He leaped toward the man at the win-
dow. Up went the arm holding the bat-
tery—clump! It landed viciously on the
blunderer’s head.

And now the post-office inspector was
not alone in his unconscious condition
on the rough hemlock flooring of the
room. Another man lay near him, mo-
tionless. ghastly of face as the moon
played over him.

Dutton stood still for a few seconds,
holding the battery. Then gradually
he emerged from his insane trance. He
realized what had happened. The at-
tack had taken place in a moment of
fury, when he was quite out of his head.

His fingers opened. The battery fell
to the floor. Dutton swayed. He re-
covered his balance and staggered back
against the workbench where Plenn had,
night after night, toiled on his inven-
tions.

“My soul!” Dutton whispered. “May
God have merev on me! |I've killed
Plenn.”

Spellbound, he stared at his victim.

As he regarded the object of his
wrath with eyes flickering in horror, the
world began- to turn dark around him.
He fancied that he was swooning. But
it was only the moon, slowly being ob-
scured by the drifting clouds. Dim
grew the light—dimmer, dimmer— and
then came blackness.

Dutton moaned.

He had, in the excitement of his ter-
rible deed and terror after its comple-

tion, forgotten the presence of the
Chinaman. He gave a violent start as
Mr, Chang’s calm, emotionless voice

reached him in a low tone:

“White man, you will never travel
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far unless you learn to control your
emotions. That temper of yours will
get you into trouble.”

Dutton whirled, peering into the dark-
ness, straining his eyes to see the
speaker. But the room was too black.
Mr. Chang's voice had sounded from
near the door. Dutton’s brain was reel-
ing. His thoughts were confused, with
no logical sequence. . He realized that
he was in frightful trouble. Knew, too,
that any faint chance he might have of
escaping depended on quick and ac-
curate thinking. Creature of exception-
ally nimble wits and fast decision, his
intellect failed him now when he needed
it most. Such was the effect of fear.

The young bond salesman was on the
verge of hysteria. He fancied that he
could see Something luminous in the
darkness—a grimly impressive chair
with black straps—the electric chair!
That was what this State had in store
for Killers like himself. By strange
contrast, he saw another vision, the
scene of his boyhood. Ah, but it rose
clear and fascinating from memory—
the old swimming hole at the bend of
the river,- the dam where he had fished
for rock bass, the haymow where he had
read Nick Carter on rainy days.

Where was that Chinaman, anyhow?
What was he doing? A fresh terror
convulsed Dutton. Had Mr. Chang, by
some mysterious Oriental magic or by a
prearranged method, faded away and
abandoned him?

“Mr. Chang!" he whispered implor-
ingly. “Are you still here?”

“Reluctantly | answer in the affirma-
tive,” said the slant-eyed scoundrel
placidly. “Aye, | am here—and sp are
the two corpses.”

Dutton felt clammy at the Chinaman’s
serenity and utter lack of emotion in
the midst of such a double tragedy.

In the brief vocal silence that fol-
lowed, the white man heard a methodi-
cal swishing, a sound that he could not
identify.

“In Heaven’'s name, what are you do-
ing?” he quavered.

“Rest assured that I am not lying on
my back wooing Morpheus,” said Mr.
Chang. “l have just had an inspira-
tion. And if you keep your foolish
mouth shut, there is a possibility that |
can get you out of this mess. | have
been in much tighter comers, in encoun-
ters with Lontana, and escaped.”

“Lontana ?” Dutton repeated dully.
His hysteria, by some emotional nervous
freak, was subsiding into dazed stu-
pidity. “Who's Lontana?”

Breath hissed audibly between the
Chinaman’s teeth. “It is well for you
that you do not know the answer by
first-hand experience,” he responded
throatilv. “Lontana is a Scotland Yard
operative who has long been on my trail.
He is a man of a fair degree of intelli-
gence, considering that he is a detec-
tive.”

The swishing had changed to a rustle,
with occasionally a light thump.

Somehow the air seemed charged with
a subtle force, akin to electricity.
Vaguely the bond salesman compre-
hended that it was a psychic current
emanating from the Chinaman. It was
so powerful that it stimulated him. gave
him a glimmering hope and confidence.
Perhaps his companion might rescue
him, after all.

If so, it would have to be quickly.
True, things had been happening fast.
Only a few minutes had elapsed since
the falling of the rope. But other min-
utes had intervened between that
catastrophic incident and McMahon's
departure with the night watchman to

search again the lower offices. At any
moment they might return. Then it
would be all up with Dutton. They

would arrest him and lead him away
along the legal trail that led to the elec-
tric chair. His only alternative would
be suicide by leaping from the top of
the building, plunging to death.

Suicide! The thought made hint



40

cold. Next instant he was feverish.
After all, it would be over quickly. Just
a few seconds of terrifying descent, an
agony that would be terminated by death

—and, he believed, oblivion forever-
more.
As one hypnotized, Dutton ap-

proached the window. The chill breeze
fanned his face. It was invigorating,

remindful of the joys that made life
worth while. No, no! He could not
do it, could not take his own life. He

staggered back, and nearly lost his bal-
ance as he tripped over something on
the floor, in the darkness.

The object could not be one of the
motionless victims. He had carefully
avoided them.

What was it, then? Dutton stooped
and felt with his hands. His heart
leaped into his throat as his fingers
closed on the thing.

It was the canvas bag containing the
three hundred and eight thousand dol-
lars’ worth of plunder.

A fortune! Ah, if he could only out-
wit his accursed fate and escape with
this precious loot.

Cornered men sometimes have in-
spirations. Dutton did. In a flash he
saw a means of flight. It was so simple,
so obvious that he silently swore at him-
self for not having thought of it before.
And how was it that the crafty China-
man had overlooked such a good bet?
Dutton did not linger to reason.

Softly he picked up the bag. Quietly
he tiptoed to the window. Gripping the
bag of plunder between his teeth, he
stepped up on the sill. Stealthily he
reached overhead.

Hector Plenn had boasted that his
radio antenna wire was strong—that it
would support the weight of a man.
This aerial extended out across the open
court. Its far end was affixed to the
opposite building, firmly fastened to the
roof. And that building had a fire es-
cape! Once he reached it, Dutton could
descend to the ground and rush off into
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the friendly night in a matter of min-
utes.

Possibly he could make it. All de-
pended on a silent get-away, so as not
to arouse the Chinaman's suspicions. If
he started in pursuit—would the wire
support the weight of both of them
combined? Dutton doubted it. But it
was a gamble that he had to take.

He was not of a praying tempera-
ment, this bond salesman. Spiritual
weakling, he subconsciously fancied that
the universe revolved around himself—
that all natural phenomena had been
created for his individual enjoyment.
He was, for instance, the sort that pooh-
poohs the idea of Mars or any other
astronomical body being inhabited, hav-
ing a notion that such things existed
merely as specks of light for him to
glance at when he felt like it.

But now Dutton raised a prayer of
thanks. It went, pantheisticallly, to the
moon for its friendliness in remaining
behind the clouds. The fugitive was
sufficiently egotistical to believe that
darkness was being staged for him in-
stead of his happening to have it by
coincidence. It was what he called
“good luck.” Surely it was, at that. In
darkness, Mr. Chang could not take aim
with a pistol and shoot his treacherous
confederate while still in mid-air before

reaching the skyscraper across the
courtyard that separated the two build-
ings.

The antenna wire sagged as he in-
trusted his whole weight to it. A wave
of consternation gushed through him.
There are more pleasant situations than
being suspended eighteen stories aloft.
He felt cold sweat ooze out on his fore-
head and trickle along his ribs from
under his armpits. But the wire, mul-
tiple strands of copper, so far was hold-
ing gallantly. Dutton was no expert at
the science of stress and strain. Yet it
seemed plausible to him that if the wire
held him at this end it should be as
faithful at the middle or any other point.
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Out he went, hand over hand, the bag
of plunder gripped determinedly be-
tween his teeth. From far down in the
city streets came the steady rumble and
murmur of metropolitan night traffic.
It was a sound that heartened him. Al-
ready he was halfway across the chasm.
Permit him just a few more minutes,
and he would be safely hurrying along
those streets. A few blocks away was
a garage, operating as a blind for a relay
headquarters of motor-car rum run-
ners. Dutton was well known there.
They’d put him in hiding, all right, and
later sneak him across the line into
Canada. A man with three hundred
and eight thousand dollars in cash and
negotiable securities has no difficulty
finding shelter.

Out, out he went, farther and farther
away from the roof on which he had
been trapped—and farther and farther
from the Chinaman.

In the radio workshop on the roof
of the Buckeye building, Mr. Chang
completed the transaction that had kept
him busy on the floor near the door.
He had not heard Dutton’s furtive, si-
lent departure. The pitch darkness had
prevented him from seeing it. For one
thing, the Chinaman’'s keen ears and
sixth sense were concentrated in the
other direction— listening for a sound
that would herald the return of Mec-
Mahon and the night watchman.

Rising to his feet, the Oriental whis-
pered: “1 shall now demonstrate the
power of foresight.”

There was no answer. This was sur-
prising, for the agitated Dutton would
naturally be expected to exclaim in
grateful delight.

Immediately Mr. Chang jerked a
flash light from his coat pocket. He
pressed the switch. A white cone of
illumination swept the room. Dutton
had vanished. Breath hissed inward be-
tween the Chinaman’s set teeth. Like a
panther he leaped to the window. The

light’ was turned off now. It had
-gleamed only for a second. But in that
second Mr. Chang had discovered that
the bag of plunder had disappeared
along with the white man.

At the open window, Mr. Chang stood
motionless. He cocked his ears and
listened. A faint creaking reached his
ears. It came from overhead. Instantly
he identified it, and comprehended what
was transpiring. This end of the radio
antenna was straining and vibrating as
Dutton worked his way hand over hand
along it

“A fine kettle of fish!" the Chinaman
murmured. “Mosangec!”—which is
Malay Chinese for "bad business.”

He was stranded on the roof, out-
witted, his precious plunder gone. He
could not, with safety, start in pursuit
until Dutton reached the opposite build-
ing. It was extremely improbable that
the aerial wire would support two men
at once. If he lingered until he would
have the wire to himself. Dutton would
get such a start that he would be down
to the street and lost in the crowds be-
fore Mr. Chang could overtake him.
Mr. Chang had observed the fire es-
capes on the skyscraper across the court-
yard. He had, too, contemplated the
possibility of flight via the radio an-
tenna. But, though brave, the China-
man was no rash fool. He had doubted
that the wire itself would hold under
the strain of a man's working his way
along it, however secure might be the
supports at the ends. The odds ap-
peared on the side of disaster. Dutton,
however, was demonstrating that Mr.
Chang had underestimated the strength
of the wire leading out from the bracket
to which he had clung while eluding
McMahon.

Again the Oriental used his flash
light. Its brilliant cone sped through
the air. It disclosed Dutton more than
halfway to his goal. The fugitive saw
the light play on his advancing hands.
He realized that his escape had been
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that he now
His heart

discovered. Knew, too,
made an excellent target.
almost ceased beating.
ebbed. It was all he could do to main-
tain his grasp. With utmost effort he
stifled in his throat a scream that would
have opened his mouth and precipitated
the plunder downward.

Mr. Chang, however, dared not risk
a shot. True, a bullet would loosen
Dutton’s clutch. He would drop to de-
struction. But a shot would bring the
postal inspectors on the run. They, too,
could shoot men clinging to a copper
line in mid-air.

Mr. Chang leaped to the workbench
and back to the window.

And now he was flourishing a pair
of pliers.

Without hesitation, he reached up
and, smiling mirthlessly, severed the an-
tenna wire to which Dutton was cling-
ing far out.

CHAPTER XII.
THE BAG OF PLUNDER.

I-IAVING severed the radio antenna
to which Dutton clung, Mr. Chang
calmly leaned out of the window and
listened intently. Time was precious,
delay dangerous, what with the postal
inspector and the night watchman apt
to return at any moment. But it would
require only a few seconds to ascertain
Dutton’s fate. That fate—a downward
plunge of eighteen stories—was some-
thing new in the Chinaman’s checkered
experience. Most certainly he would
not pass up such a fine opportunity for
observation of what happens when
gravity operates without restraint on
the body of man. To Mr. Chang the
thrill fully compensated tor any added
danger due to lingering on the roof.
“How unfortunate.” he meditated,
“that thefmoon is behind the clouds. It
would, indeed, be a choice spectacle to
watch Mr. Dutton’s descent. However,
we cannot have ice skating and peach
blossoms simultaneously. | must con-

His strength .
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tent myself with the sensations that
reach me through my ears.”

And, as he listened, he deftly rolled
a wheat-paper cigarette with one hand,
and with the other clicked match into
flame on a thumb nail.

Jim Dutton had confidently expected
to hear the roar of a pistol and fee!
bullets penetrate him. This he con-
sidered inevitable, the moment his body
was illumined by Mr. Chang’'s flash
light. He was an excellept target and,
no doubt, the Chinaman was an expert
marksman.

Ah, if he could only stay those bul-
lets! It occurred to him that, if he
called out quickly, perhaps the enemy
would permit him to return. In order
to shout, however, he would be com-
pelled to open his mouth. Down would
go the bag of plunder—three hundred
and eight thousand dollars. It was light
in weight, that sack, compared with such
an article as a paving brick. But, with
the momentum of falling eighteen floors,
it might crash through the ridged glass
roof of the bank lobby at the bottom of
the court. Or would it? That glass
must be fully two inches thick. Its
strength was reenforced by steel lattice.

Dutton had dared much in hope of
making a get-away with old Jessup’s
get-rich-quick gains. Now that he had
the entire loot, he by criminal instinct
clung to it

Then he suddenly realized that his
position in space was changing. It was
a queer sensation, weird, unearthly.
Why, the wind seemed to have shifted.
But how could this be—a furious gale
blowing around him from beneath?

Everything was going topsy-turvy.
An earthquake must have taken place.
A faint glow of illumination showed
through the glass roof far below. That
roof seemed tilting.

It flashed over him, that he was fall-
He could not understand, for he

ing.
still clung to the wire. Nor did he
loosen his grip. Instead, desperate,
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panic-stricken, he held more firmly, as
a drowning man clutching any manner
of support, however illogical, even a
straw.

The hag of plunder still was clenched
between his teeth. He hfid lost interest
in the loot, was concerned only with his
personal safety; hysterical lockjaw had
taken place.

So he dropped to destruction.

His body described an arc through
the air. _

The humaii pendulum went hurling
toward the brick wall of the building.

It was long believed that a man fall-
ing a great distance, as from a sky-
scraper or precipitous cliff, is dead be-
fore he strikes the ground. The medi-
cal profession indorsed this supposition.
They discoursed learnedly, advancing a
theory that the sudden rush of air into
the lungs, at great pressure, would most
certainly stop the beating of the heart

This notion has been disproved, how-
ever, by aviators who have dropped hun-
dreds of feet before their parachutes
opened and slowed down their descent.
Certainly these bird-men must be be-
lieved, inasmuch as they lived to tell
the tale.

Jim Dutton had ample opportunity to
learn the truth in this regard.

Mr. Chang, listening alertly, heard a
thud as Dutton’s body struck the brick
wall at the opposite side of the chasm.
A brief silence followed. Then came
another impact as the dead man landed
far below. Having clung to the wire
until he crashed against the wall, then
dropping straight, he ended his terrible
journey on the main roof below instead
of smashing through the glass dome
that vaulted the bank lobby.

Somewhere near him lay the canvas
bag with its three hundred and eight
thousand dollars of plunder— for which
he had sacrificed his life.

Other people’s money may be entic-
ing. But striking for it is apt to be as
dangerous as teasing a rattlesnake.

43

Extract from the written report of
Patrick McMahon, United States post-
office inspector, to his superior officer
in Washington:

From the foregoing, it would seem that the
Chinaman, by severing the radio antenna, in
effect cut off his nose to spite his face. In
other words, that it left him stranded on the
roof. We know that he cut the wire, for
we have the sworn testimony of Hector Plena,
the radio expert. Plena had been dazed, not
killed, by Dutton’s attack. He was recover-
ing consciousness when the tragedy reached
its climax. And, from faint sounds he heard
at that time, and from what we have since
told him, he was enabled with us to piece to-
gether the events that followed.

This Chinese scoundrel was .the notorious
Mr. Chang. (See our department files, in-
cluding reports from American operatives in
the Orient, also confidential exchanges from
Scotland Yard.)

I was, as previously outlined in the com-
munication herewith, on the lower floors of
the Buckeye Building, searching for the
Chinaman. Having left an able assistant on
guard in the radio workshop, I felt no neces-
sity for haste. Instead, the night watchman
and | conducted a systematic exploration of
the skyscraper, not overlooking the basement,
in the belief that he must have gone that
direction instead of roofward.

Upon returning to the roof, I found Pienn
and my knocked-out associate both regaining
consciousness, though still extremely weak
from the fury of the attacks upon them.

As any one who knew him would have
foreseen, the crafty Mr. Chang is not the sort
to intrust his safety to any other man’s rope,
particularly in making such a perilous descent
as from the top of a skyscraper in the dark
of night. Unknown to Hector Pienn, the
Chinaman had procured a rope of his own
and smuggled it to the radio workshop, where
he secreted it under the flooring near the
door. This rope is rather in the nature of
a cord. But it is powerful despite its small
diameter, being of pure China silk, such as
mandarins use in fishing for shark.

Attached by a loop to the heavy iron hook
near the window, | found the aforementioned
silk rope. It dangled outside, swaying in the
breeze, its far end reaching to the bottom
of the courtyard, far below.

We found James Dutton’s mangled body.
But the canvas bag holding the three hun-
dred and eight thousand dollars, which had
fallen with Dutton, had disappeared. Cer-
tainly it was a rich haul for the Chinaman.



Author of “He Certainly Does,” etc.

F it had not been for the sud-

den bend in the road, it is very

much to be doubted if Peter

Collins would have turned off
the main highway to travel upon a road
which he did not know. But then, if
there was anything which he could not
resist, it was a road which had a bend
in it. Always he wanted to know what
was around the corner. And that is the
reason, that when he first glimpsed this
road—a road which ran for almost a
quarter of a mile, and then suddenly
bent away from sight— he simply had
to turn his car around, and discover
what was around the corner.

There was no reason in the world why
he should not do this, if he wished. He
was going nowhere in particular. Many
months before, the chief of the New
York police had informed him that the
city could well spare his presence. He
had gone to a small place some hundred
miles from New York, and opened a
little bookshop. Books he had always
loved, and then again the bookshop gave
him some excuse for being in the city.
But when the winter had given place
to spring, and the warm days had come,
Peter Collins had become restless.

For a while he played with the idea
of going to Europe. Though the gilt
sign on the window of his bookstore
bore the name— Peter Collins—still he
remembered that the police of Europe
knew him under his own name— David

Phelps. Europe was out of the ques-
tion at present. So in the end, he de-
cided to take his car. and simply ramble
through the country. He closed his book-
shop, and taking the Airedale which had
one day walked into the store and
adopted him, started upon his travels.

Three weeks after he started, he
found himself in the lower end of Rhode
Island. He had driven to Providence,
crossed over to Fall River, and was
rather listlessly on his way to Newport.
Driving along, his eyes had fallen upon
another road, which lost itself around a
distant corner. The road looked so
peaceful, under the leaves of the great
trees, that after a moment’s thought he
turned his car away from the main high-
way. Where the new road led, he did
not know7 nor for that matter did he
care a single bit. After all, the one
thing which he had most at his disposal,
was time.

As is usual, the bend in the road led
to another straight stretch, and then, of
course, another bend. The road itself
did not seem much traveled, for he en-
countered no one. On each side, great
elm trees rose far above his head, their
branches meeting in an arch of green
leaves. On his right, large fields
stretched down to a river, and far away
on his left, he saw a green mass of
woods. Here and there he passed a
white farmhouse, its front lawn filled
with gay-colored flowers, flowers whose
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fragrance came to him upon the warm
air.

After driving about three miles, the
road left the plain, and began to climb
a high hill. The trees suddenly ended.
At the top of the hill he saw, only a few
miles in front of him, the dark waters of
the ocean, and far below, that the river
had widened out into an arm of the sea.
Then, as he drove along, he saw ahead
of him the tall, white steeple of a church,
pointing high in the midst of many trees.
But what me name of the little town
might be, he did not have the slightest
idea, and though the Blue Book would
have told him, he had not the slightest
desire to find out.

A few moments later, when he
stopped his car, he decided that it was
a very little town indeed. Perhaps at
the'most there were twenty houses cen-
tered around a small square, a square
with a great, rambling, white church on
one side, and a little post office and gen-
eral store on the other. It was before
the store that he had stopped, and after
a moment he got out of his car, and en-
tered the open door.

Just why, he did not know, but Peter
Collins had decided that if he could find
some place to stay, he would spend a
few days in the village. This was such
a restful little place, with not a sound
to break the silence, that the thought
came to him, that he might as well stay
here. Then again he had no place in
particular to go.

It was the typical general country
store. The shelves were very much in
disorder, the goods piled high. And
there was no doubt it sold everything, as
most country stores do. But when he
entered, it took him several moments
before he saw any one. and then it was
only after he had gone out of a back
door and into -a large barn that he was
able to find the storekeeper.

In response to his questions as to
where he might secure a room for a
few days, he received the response that

so far as the storekeeper knew, there
was no place. He was told that though
there were a great many summer people,
they owned their own homes, and that
no one rented rooms in the town. Then,
as Peter pressed him, he finally said
there was an elderly woman, who lived
in a brown house about a mile down the
road; she might be willing to take him
in. Securing the directions, Peter
thanked him, and climbed back into the
car.

For a moment his first thought was to
turn around and retrace his route, and
go to Newport as he had planned. But
then again for some unknown reason,
Peter Collins felt he would like to stay
a few days in the place. He had what
he called a “hunch,” that is, something
might happen—and Peter Collins was a
great believer in playing a hunch. So he
started his car and drove down the
road.

He had no trouble in finding the place.
It was the only brown house he had seen
in the village, and was in a rather un-
kempt condition. AH the other houses
had been white, freshly painted, lawns
close cut, and plenty of flowers in the
front yard. But this house sadly needed
paint; the grass was long; even the ap-
ple trees by the side looked old and
tired. But one thing he did notice, the
glass of the windows shone, as if they
had been polished.

He drove the car into the yard, and
then going to the side door, knocked.
In fact, he knocked several times before
it was opened. Peter Collins had half
expected from what the storekeeper had
said, that the woman who might take
him in for several days, was a semi-
invalid. But when she opened the door,
he saw that she must he seventy, yet a
very active old lady, indeed. Her kind-
ly eyes traveled over him as he asked
regarding a room, and then turned to
glance at the expensive car in her yard.

When she replied it was to say, she
was very much afraid that he would not
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be satisfied with what she could offer.
She made no apologies for the fact that
she was poor, and said that if he wished,
she would be pleased to let him have a
room. From the moment Peter Collins
had seen her open the door he had liked
her. In fact, he had a very soft spot
in his heart for old ladies. So he soon
brushed aside her remarks, and at length
was shown the front room on the sec-
ond floor.

As the door closed behind him, there
came a tender smile over Peter’'s face as
he surveyed the room. It reminded him
a great deal of a similar room that he
had once occupied, years ago, when a
boy. There was a braided rug on the
floor, such as he had not seen for years.
The furniture was old, and a glance at
the counterpane on the bed showed it
had seen many years’ service. But it
was clean, and there came a faint odor
of lavender. When he found upon the
wall an old steel engraving of “Wash-
ington Crossing the Delaware,” nothing
could have given him greater joy.

He had intended to stay but a few
days in the village, but a week soon
passed by. His landlady accepted him
as if she had known him all his life.
And soon Peter was informed as to the
history of the town, and all its inhab-
itants. For though his landlady might
have been seventy years of age, she had
spent every year of it in the village, and,
what is more, she loved to talk.

It was one of those villages which you
find once in a while in New England.
A village some miles off the main roads,
which the passing years have left un-
touched. Though the city was but fif-
teen miles away, yet so far as the town
was concerned, it might just as well have
been a hundred. Cut off as it were from
the city, life flowed on in a very quiet
manner. Only in the summer did the
village come to life, and then there ar-
rived several hundred wealthy people,
who passed their days in the farmhouses
they had bought. But even these peo-

ple did not bother the sleepy hamlet very
much, for their estates were several
miles away, down by the shore. One
thing did interest* him, it was the fact
that the town people as a rule were
fairly well to do. Farms had been
handed down from one generation to
another, and the village was prosperous.

During the week, Peter learned the
personal history of his landlady, and
to him it was a pathetic story. Years
ago her husband had died”~nd then one
by one her three children. In the end
she had been left alone in the world,
without even a relative to whom to turn.
For many years her life had been a long
struggle against poverty, with very few
moments of cheer. And Peter discov-
ered something else. Though most of
the time she was cheerful, and he heard
her singing some hymn as she moved
around the house, yet once in a while
she was very silent. Twice he caught
her in tears.

The last time he found her with her
apron to her eyes, he set to work in an
attempt to discover what was the
trouble. And in a short time he found
out. It was an old story, the backbone
of every old-time melodrama. There
was a mortgage coming due, a mortgage
of two thousand dollars, and she did not
have even a hundred dollars to her name.
It was some time before he had the
whole story regarding the mortgage, and
when he did have it, he could not see any
way in which he could help her. But he
did discover something else.

The mortgage was held by a rich
farmer, named William Miner. He was
the local money lender. From what
the woman told him, he pictured the
man. He was the leading deacon in the
white church on the village green. Hard
and narrow in his opinions, he had once
succeeded in having a young minister
thrown out of the church, because the
man had said in a sermon that the world
was not made in six days. He owned
five farms, and held mortgages upon
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many more. Any one could always se-
cure money from him, if they were will-
ing to pay ten per cent interest. But
he was always very careful to collect

_ what was due him .and woe betide the
borrower who was behind in his pay-
ments.

In the case of Peter’s landlady, the
mortgage had been renewed several
times, because after all was said, her
little farm was not worth much. But she
told Peter th"t only a tew weeks before,
she had been told that she would have
to pay the face of the mortgage when it
came due. With a little sob, she said
that the money lender now wanted her
farm for some purpose, and she knew
when it was sold there would not be
even a thousand dollars left for her old
age.

Nbw, Peter Collins once had been
called perhaps the most skillful of all
the men in the country, who live by their
wits. Peter knew very little about the
old Book the woman so often quoted,
but there was one statement upon which
his entire philosophy was based. Like
a good many other men, and most of
them well educated at that, he thought
that the expression—“God helps those
that help themselves”—was in the Bible.
Of course it is not, but that expression
summed up Peter's philosophy. But
though the sad face of the woman trou-
bled him, there did not come to his mind
even the slightest idea of any plan to
help her.

But on his seventh day in the village,
he took his car, and with the Airedale as
a companion, started out to look at the
farm of William Miner, He found it
down by the edge of the sea, a large
farm with fields which stretched from
the road to the high bluffs that lined the
shore. He even got out of his car, and
walked across the large field, until he
'stood on the very edge of the bluff. And
then as his eyes went down to the sandy
beach below him, and to the smooth sur-
face of the sea, there came a sudden

a7

little smile across his lips. He turned
and'studied for a moment the field. It
contained, he judged, about five acres,
and he knew that most of the houses
that he saw far down the road belonged
to the summer people. When he
climbed into his car he gave a laugh.
There had come to him a simple idea,
one which contained many interesting
things. Everything he had heard about
the money lender, he did not like. He
liked no man who took advantage of
poor people.

It was ten o’clock the next morning,
when he stopped at the village store,
and, seeking out the storekeeper, asked
what might seem to be a very foolish
question. All he wished to be told was
what newspaper Miner took. Securing
the information, he went back to his
car, and started toward the near-by city.
As he swept over the road, he was hum-
ming a little tune, a foolish little tune,
but one which told that Peter Collins
was in good humor.

The first thing he did, when he
reached the city, was to stop at a large
hank. There he secured the name of
the leading criminal lawyer of the city.
This also might have caused those who
knew Peter to wonder, for he did not
care any too much for lawyers. And his
next move might have caused far more
wonder, for ten minutes after he left
the bank, he was seated in the private of-
fice of the lawyer whose name had been
given him.

The lawyer was fairly young, and he
treated Peter with great respect. The
respect due a client who wears a gray
suit which must have cost several hun-
dred dollars, and whose voice has a
slight Oxford accent. For if there was
one thing about Peter which was true,
it was the fact that he looked prosper-
ous—very prosperous. And his great,
black-rimmed glasses gave him a cul-
tured look. The tone of the attorney’s
voice showed that he was sufficiently im-
pressed.
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But, after all, what Peter wanted from
the lawyer was a very simple thing. He
asked the attorney if he would go that
very afternoon to Stradford, and see
William Miner. When he saw him, he
was to offer him one thousand dollars
for a ten-day option upon his land, that
is, Peter explained, for the five acres
which faced the sea. He was to say that
he had a client who wished to buy the
land, and who would at the end of nine
days pay an extra nine thousand dol-
lars. The lawyer, who seemed to know
the village, insisted the land was not
worth anything like that amount, but a
gesture from Peter silenced him. He
agreed to go that very afternoon, and
to stop at the brown house on his return
and inform Peter of his success. After
paying the law'yer a much larger fee
than had been expected, Peter bowed
himself from the office.

His next move might have seemed
even stranger. Inquiring where the of-
fice of the Nctvs was. he parked his
car before the brick newspaper building,
and in a leisurely manner went up. to
the editor’'s office. Though the editor
was busy, as the paper was an evening
one, Peter’'s well-tailored gray suit— his
general air of money and position was as
effective as before.

But for a while there seemed to be
little occasion for Peter's call. He told
the editor that he had simply called be-
cause he thought that a newspaper editor
could give him the information he
wished. And then he asked questions
regarding the little village of Stradford.
These questions all seemed to center
about the fact that, though Stradford
was but six miles from Newport, there
was no hotel there. And he let drop,
very incidentally, that a syndicate of
New York hotel men were thinking of
putting up a hotel there, near the shore.

This last remark stirred the editor to
attention at once. It was news, real
news upon a day when he wondered how
he ever would be able to fill his front

page. And he 'begged Peter to allow
him to publish the story. Like the good
psychologist he was, Peter at first pro-
tested, but at length laughed and agreed
that, if the editor would mention no
names, he could give a general hint that
a hotel would be built. And then, a
little later, he left the editor and went
down the stairs to the street. It was
not until the next afternoon that the
editor suddenly remembered that he had
not discovered the name of his visitor.

Peter went back to the village after
that, for the hot mill city made him glad
he did not live in it. And all the way
back, as he drove slowly along the river,
and then down the tree-lined road, he
talked to the Airedale. The conversa-
tion was a bit one-sided, for the dog
stretched himself as far out of the win-
dow of the car as he could get. A one-
sided conversation, but one which
showed that Peter Collins was very
much pleased over something.

Three things happened during the aft-
ernoon and evening. The first was the
smiling visit of the lawyer, who told
Peter that Miner had jumped at the
chance to give an option on the land. He
produced the paper, but Peter told him
to keep it, and then walking out to the
road, he stood by the lawyer's side and
talked mn a low voice. When he fin-
ished, the attorney laughed, but there
was an admiring note in his voice as he
drove away.

The next thing which Peter did was
to go to the store at five o'clock and
meet the stage. What he wanted was a
copy of the evening paper. Securing it,
he gave one glance at the front page,
then smiled. He had found what he
had been looking for, an account of al-
most a column, telling of the new ho-
tel which was to he built at Stradford.
And as he read it, he marveled at the
ability of a newspaper man to build a
story out of nothing. For this account,
though it did not mention any names,
hinted of a half-a-milliort-dollar hotel,
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which, when it was built, would make
Stradford the rival.of other summer
places. It even said that a very wealthy
group of New York hotel men were back
of the project. A rather overdrawn
article, thought Peter after he read it—
but it would serve his purpose.

The last thing he did that night, was
to take his car, and, about eight o’clock,
drive down to see William Miner. He
drove up a narrow, winding lane, and
stopped .before a long, unpainted farm-
house. Though William Miner, had a
great deal of money, he never spent it
except upon what he called useful things,
and so it was that Peter saw the barn
looked much better than the house. As
he stopped, a dog came running from
the house and growled at him. But
Peter paid no attention to the dog, and,
walking to the house, banged on the shut
door.

It was opened in | moment by a man,
and Peter knew it was the person he
wished to see. A large man, with a
heavy face that had no: been shaved that
day, and with narrow, little eyes. They
were cold eyes, and very suspicious as
they went over Peter. The lines of his
lips were cruel, and the face was that
of one determined tc get in this world
what he wanted, and not overparticular
as to how he got it And as Petdr
looked at him, there came to him the
thought of how much he disliked him.
But he noticed one thing. In the man’s
hand was a copy of the News—it was
open to the first page.

The money lender glared at Peter as
the latter asked: "Are yon William
Miner ?”

“Yes," snarled back the man.

Peter saw at once that the man was
not in very good humor. With a little
smile he said: “If yon are Miner, and
own that field over there”—and he swept
his hand toward the five acres beyond
the barn—“it will not take me .long to

¢ tell you what I want."

Miner's face turned red as he fol-

lowed Peter's gesture, and an angry
look came over his face. As he did not
speak, Peter went on:

“1 am a busy man, Mr. Miner, and al-
ways go tc the matter at hand. It will
take me but two minutes to tell you
what | want. | am after a five-day op-
tion on those five acres. | will pay you
one thousand dollars when you sign the
option, and agree to pay you twenty-nine
thousand more in five days. What do
you say

The man's face went white, and, see-
ing his confusion, Peter swept on:

“Of course, that land is not worth
any more than four thousand dollars at
the best. | see you have the paper, and
yon have read that a hotel is to be built
here. | want your land; | am not sure
the hotel will be built upon it, but |
will take the chance. How about it?”

The man's face was a study of greed.
In a moment he stammered: “But | just
gave an option on the field for ten thou-
sand dollars."

“You have?" came Peter's disgusted
voice, and with that he turned and
started to walk over to the car. But the
money lender rushed across the yard and
grasped his arm. If there was any-
thing that Peter did not like, it was
for some one to place his hand on him.
He shook off the man’s grasp, though he

did stop.
“Well?" he drawled.
“Maybe,” came the eager voice,

“maybe the lawyer | gave the option to
will be able to get his man to give it
up."”

Peter looked at him. and then asked
if he could get the lawyer on the phone.
The money lender assured him that he
could, and half broke into a run as he
turned to the house. Peter waited his
return in the yard, and when the man
came out again, was told that the bu -
yer said he could see him in the morn-
ing, Soberly agreeing to meet him at
ten o'clock at the lawyer’'s office, Peter
left him.
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Before he went to bed that night,
Peter took a number of bills from his
pocket, and looked at them thoughtfully.
Like most men, he felt a bit foolish
about being sentimental. He wrote a
little note, and placed it in an envelope
with the money. The envelope 'was ad-
dressed to the old lady who had been
his landlady for the last few days. By a
strange coincidence, the money he placed
with the note was just the amount of
her mortgage, which was due in five
days. He gave her the envelope the next
morning when he said good-by, and she
promised not to open it until noon. It
was just a little gift for her kindness.

Though he had been told not to be at
the lawyer's office before ten o’clock, Pe-
ter was there at nine. He held a short
but rather intense conversation with his
lawyer. In his inquiries of the day be-
fore, he had discovered all he wanted
to know about his attorney. He had
not wanted a lawyer who had much of
a conscience. This young man had sim-
ply thrown back his head and laughed.

At a little before ten. Miner came
bursting into the offie. Peter was sit-
ting in a chair by the lawyer’s desk. He
looked rather distinguished, with his
smooth face and mass of snowy hair.
His gray suit did not have a single
crease. As befits a moneyed man, he
bowed rather coldly to the money lender,
and waited for what was to come.

“Did you see the man who has the
option?” came Miner’s eager voice.

“Yes,” replied the lawyer.

“What did he say, what did he say?”

“Well,” drawled the attorney, "it de-
pends a good deal upon yourself. My
client wanted to sell those five acres for
cottage sites. He thinks that maybe
your eagerness to get the option back,
means that perhaps that hotel he read
about in the paper wants the same land.
But on the other hand, he is not sure,
and. what is more, is not eager to give
up the option. But he says he will do
it for a consideration.”

“What is it?” came the sharp voice
of the money lender, and as Peter looked
at him, his face reminded him of' a
wolf he had seen once at feeding time.

“Ten thousand dollars,” was the short
reply.

The man’s face turned white, then
flushed a brick red, as he shrieked: “Ten
thousand dollars, ten thousand dollars?

Why, that was what | was going to
get.”

“Well, Miner,” said the lawyer, “my
client knows your reputation. You have

gained your wealth by never missing a
chance to take care of yourself. You
have foreclosed a good many mortgages
in the past, and will do the same in the
future. He simply says that if you
want the option back, you are to give
him ten thousand in cash. You can keep
the thousand | gave you yesterday.”

The man’s face was a study. Then he
turned eagerly to Peter: “You will want
to take an option ?”

Peter simply nodded, and the money
lender thought for a moment. Then,
with a greedy expression on his face,
said: “ It will cost you forty thousand.”

Peter rose to protest, but at length
agreed to give him one thousand cash,
and in five days pay thirty-four thou-
sand more. And this agreement the man
accepted.

About an hour later, when Peter drove
across the bridge which leads into Rhode
Island, he was content. He had waited
until the man had gone to the bank, and
had returned with ten thousand dol-
lars, which he had given to the lawyer.
The first option had been destroyed, and
then Peter had given him a thousand
dollars, and both men had signed the
new option.

The money lender had been rather
excited, but when the lawyer had drawn
up the option, he had read it very care-
fully before he signed. There were two
copies of the paper; the man was to
have one; and Peter the other. He read
the one he was to keep very carefully,
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signed it, and signed the other, pushing
them both over to Peter to sign in turn.
And Peter signed. But the options
were not the same in wording. The one
the man had read, was an agreement by
which he was to sell in five days his
property to Peter.

The man read this,*and glanced
through the other one. But Peter was
very sure of one fact. It was that when
he signed the paper which the money
lender had read and was to keep, he
would never have to buy that land. All
he had done was substitute the copy he
had intended to keep himself, and hand
it back to the money lender. That copy
contained a word which was not in the

which read, “and the party of the sec-
ond part agrees that if he takes up this
option, to pay------- " Peter knew the
man never saw the substitution, and as
the print was rather small, knew that
little word if had been overlooked.

As he drove across the bridge he fig-
ured it out. The lawyer had received
a thousand dollars. He had paid Miner
two thousand, a thousand for each op-
tion ; the landlady had taken two thou-
sand. also. That left him five thousand
ahead. Not so bad, he thought, for a
week in the country, and not such a had
trick to play on a man who had played
far worse on people himself. And as he
thought of it, he was very glad he had

option that had been read, a phrase wanted to explore the bend in the road.

“SUCCESSFUL ACTOR” TRAPS DRUG PEDDLERS

'T'W O men were taken to police headquarters in New York recently, accused
4 of taking three thousand dollars in marked money for eight and a half
pounds of heroin from a supposed customer, stylishly dressed, wearing a silk
hat, diamond studs and stick pin, spats and other accouterments of ultrapros-
perity. This customer represented himself as a “successful actor,” but actually
he was Henry Starr, a Federal narcotic agent.

Starr had been working along what he describes as “the Broadway Dope
Curb,” for several days and made the acquaintance of Bernard Schertzer, one
of the prisoners, who he said agreed to sell him the heroin. Later he met George
Judell, the other prisoner, alleged to be the head of a large drug-peddling ring.
After the sale of the narcotic, the pair were arrested by Ralph H. Ovler. chief
of the Federal Narcotic Division, and Agents Convent and Mallon. If these
prisoners ever have the opportunity to sell drugs to a successful actor again,
they will investigate him pretty thoroughly beforehand and make sure that they
are not dealing with a Federal agent in disguise.

CIGARETTES CAUSE ROBBERS DOWNFALL

I HE longing for a cigarette caused the arrest of three men on the charge of

highway robbery in New York City, a few weeks ago. Benjamin Schildhaus,
a taxi driver, was held up by a trio of highwaymen. One of them pressed an
automatic pistol against his side and demanded his money, but one of the others
asked the victim for a cigarette.

Taking advantage of this diversion, the chauffeur reached out for a crank
handle and struck out at the bandits, who promptly fled. Patrolman Crowley,
noting the disturbance, came on the scene at about that time and pursued the
three young men into a basement. There, by firing a number of shots, he finally
induced them to surrender. Only for the fact that one of the trio could not
control his craving for a cigarette at the crucial moment of the holdup, they
might have got away scot-free.
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CHAPTER XX.

“HOW DID HE KNOW?”

**'|L'ST at that instant, a man en-
tered the shop through the
front door. Like a flash

'mmmm Clancy was out of sight behind
the partition. He spoke softly to Kelly.

“Go on, Dan”"—with a jerk of his
head in the direction of the intruder—
“see what he wants and if you need any
help, call me.”

With a face the picture of bewilder-
ment, Kelly did as he was bid. Peter
listened. A voice that brought back to
him distant memories and foreign lands
said quietly, “You're the proprietor
here ?”

“Darn it, he shan't try any of his third
degree on Kelly,” Peter thought. He
started around the end of the partition
and came to a sudden stop. Kelly had
answered in the affirmative, and it was
the other man who was now speaking.

“1 wonder if I could see your assist-
ant,” he said in an easy tone. “Some
one told me he mixes the finest frosted

chocolate in the State, and | want to
try one. Is he around ‘'handy any-
where ?”

“No,” said Kelly. “I'm afraid he
isn't.’

Peter quietly drifted out from behind
the partition, The man .who was talk-
ing to Kelly, the same man who had

been in the telephone booth the night
before, caught Peter’s eye again, and
again he made no sign. Peter drifted
nearer.

“Well.” said the stranger to Kelly,
“if he’s likely to be in soon. I'il wait.
He will be in before very long, won't
he?”

“Hello, Bill,” said Peter in a low
voice, “l thought you were a Federal
agent. | had no idea you were after
Karl Swartz."

"Karl nothing, Pete!” exclaimed the
man grasping Clancy's outstretched hand
and speaking rapidly. “Mean to say
eyou don't know? | thought you were
ahead of me on the job! Mean to say
you don't know who this guy is?
Pierre Cotonne, James Flag, Franz
Pietroff—he’s got a hundred aliases. |
thought you were on the job and | had
nothing to do but stick around and helo.
And do you mean to tell me------- "

“Tkat*s just about it, Bill Travers,”
said Clancy disgustedly. “Mr. Cre-
tosne-Flag-Peterhoff-Swartz, or what-
ever lie calls himself, has faded from
these parts!”

"That's the worst of trusting in luck,”
exclaimed Travers. “When | saw you
in here yesterday | was sure------- 7

“And when | was in here yesterday,”
Peter retorted, “l was just as sure of
something else. | wasn't after Swartz
then at all.”



The Snake in the Grass 53

“ ‘Then?"” Travers repeated eagerly.
“Do you mean you're after him now,
Qancy? Has he pulled something in
the provinces? He’s had time enough,
God knows. It's been months since we
started to crave for his society. He
fell d#wn flat on a big job in Detroit.
You must have read about it, Pete.
Bank robbery. He croaked the watch-
man, but almost got his when he was
making his get-away and 'had to drop
the swag. This nice little quiet drug-
store clerk is the one all right. He
started life as a first-class experimental
chemist and 'he’s been able to pull a few,
let me tell you. It’s only lately that he’s
started on the rough stuff. We just
got wind of him a couple of days ago—
more by good luck than good manage-
ment, and | came out to identify

“You knew him by sight then?”
Qancy interposed. Travers nodded.
"And by the same token he probably
knew you. What made you take a
chance like that, Bill ? That phone stuff
was pretty good, but there was light
enough for me to recognize you——"

“Yes, Pete,” Travers objected hastily,
“but when you saw me last | was clean
shaven like | am now, hut when Pietroff
saw me—he called himself Pietroff that
time—I1 had a full beard and mustache
and so did he for that matter.”

“You dam fool,” said Peter disgust-
edly. “You recognized him in spite of
his being trimmed off, didn't you? No
doubt it was more to him to be on his
toes than it was to you. And now 'he’s
gone. Geared off last night, didn't he,
Kelly ?”

«“Last night,” Kelly replied sadly.

“Know what train he went on?” asked
Travers.

“No,” answered Kelly.
know if he went on a train.
motor cycle.”

Travers spread his arms in the air.
“The plot widens,” he said. “Train—
motor cycle—where shall we start?”

“l don't even
He has a

“1 think you can be pretty sure he
left on the motor cycle, Bill,” said
Peter quietly. “l’'ve got a reason for
thinking so that we won't take the time
to go into. Your best bet is to get this
bunch of State constabulary on the job.
They're a peppy lot of ex-service men
and they’ll comb the countryside for.
you. And, of course, you'll telegraph
and have all the railroads watched and
all the rest of it, but he’s got a good
ten or twelve hours’ start. You've got
some chase before you, Bill, old scout,
and you'd best go to it!”

“Aren’t you coming -too, Pete?”

“Not right away, Bill. I'll trust your
bunch to get the chase started in form.
You don’t need me. And, besides, |'ve
got to take an inventory of the goods
I've got on your friend Peterhoff-
Swartz. | was just starting to take
stock when you blew in.”

“Then you haven't got your case made
up yet, Pete? Well, mine’s complete and
finished if | can only get that guy. |I've
been a fool and let him give me the
slip for once, but 1'M get on his trail
again, Qancy. You watch my smoke!
So long, old top. Keep in touch.”

“1 will, Bill. And let me know when
you catch him. | may have a case
against him by that time that will help
finish him if he has as many lives as a
cat. Good luck, old scout.”

Peter watched Travers' rapidly re-
treating figure until it was lost to sight
around the corner. Then he turned and
glanced* at Dan Kelly.

“The best drug clerk | ever had,”
mourned Kelly. “Satisfactory in every
particular. What your friend said was
true. He could mix the best frosted
chocolate------

Clancy was not listening. After a
moment he said, “How did you ever
happen to pick up a man like that, Dan ?”

“Easiest thing in the world,” Kelly
answered. “l advertised in a Newark
paper and he answered the advertise-
ment. He had fine references. He
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showedlme a diploma from one of the
big colleges in Germany, Heidelberg I
think it was. He said he was a Belgian
and had studied there before the war.
Oh, Ire sounded O. K., Mr. Clancy.
And, by gosh, he behaved O. K. so far
as anybody could see. | knew he liked
to talk a lot to the girls that come in
here for sodas, but that sure was noth-
ing against him, and he was so polite
—it was good for trade. Everybody
liked him. 1 can't believe-------

“You can believe what Bill
said,” asserted Clancy firmly. “You
can't get back of those returns. Your
polite Swartz has a criminal record as
long as an arctic night. And at that,
Dan, | can’'t make -out what his object
was in getting mixed up with that busi-
ness up on the hill. That's why |1
haven't really cast him for a part in
the piece until this very morning. What
was he to get? How would he benefit
by the old man’s death? And he couldn’t
have done the actual poisoning himself.
| dbn’t see how he could, Dan. | can't
see that at all.”

At this point a man came in for cigars
and a little girl for chewing gum. Kelly
waited on them automatically and hur-
ried back to Clancy, who was leaning
on the high marble soda counter. He
did not look up when Kelly reached his
side, ibut spoke with his eyes on the
floor.

“Did you ever notice, Dan— | mean to
say, did you ever see Swartz talking to
—to any .one in particular—any— wom-
an?” Suddenly Peter's keen blue eyes
fixed themselves on Kelly’'s. “Did you
ever happen to see him talking with Miss
Helen Field? He was quite good-look-
ing and rather a gentleman in appear-
ance. Did you ever see anything to
make you think------- "

“l see what you're driving at, Mr.
Clancy,” said Kelly, soberly. “But |
never saw anything to make me think
there was anything between— those
two. No more than with a dozen that

Travers

come in here every day or so in the hot
weather. Karl was polite to 'em all, in
his foreign way, but | never saw that
he was more— interested, you might say,
in Miss Field than he was in Pat Con-
roy’s sister, Lizzie. She comes in here
'most every afternoon and-------

Peter flipped ‘'his hand in the * ir by
way of interruption.

“I1t was Lizzie Conroy, Dan, that gave
me my first real suspicion of Swartz.
Now isn't it tunny how things work out.
I heard you rowing Pat Conroy last
night, and after a friend had told me
the story that was going the rounds of
the village, | just thought 1'd make it
my business to find out whether Lizzie
was telling the truth about Pat, and if
so, who 'her informant had actually been.
While | was talking to her this morning
I made sure she hadn't had that drug
story from you or her brother, Pat;
and yet, Dan, she had a very straight
story. | checked that up before. She
knew most of the facts, and where did
she get them, | ask? Not from you.
Not from Pat Conroy. Well, who else
mhad accurate knowledge? | knew one
person who, had, for the simple reason”
—here Peter tapped Kelly's arm—
“for the simple reason that he had care-
fully told me all the revolting details of
those pilocarpine prescriptions — last
Monday night.”

“Karl did?”

“Karl Swartz and no other,” replied
Peter.

“The infernal hypocrite!” said Kelly,
turning very red. “The little—great
Scott, Mr. Clancy! That man swore
by all that was holy, he'd never men-
tioned the subject to a soul! And you
say he told Lizzie Conroy? He might
as well have broadcast it.”

“That's about the size of it,” said
Peter. “He sure got bigger returns
from telling Lizzie than he did from
putting me wise. | don't quite see how
he happened to pick on me at all. For
some reason, maybe just plain devilish-
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ness, he wanted to get that story on
the press and | suppose the opportunity
was too good. Why, Dan, he showed
me your chart with those two pilocar-
pine entries last Monday night, when
we had drinks together back there. You
remember!”

“To think | drank with the scoun-
drel " groaned Kelly.

“He met me outside,” Peter went on,
“and he explained to me 'how there hap-
pened to 'be so much of that particular
drug floating around, on those particu-
lar dates. He "told me all about the
explanation Miss Field made to you in
regard to the second prescription you
put up for her--—-----

“1 1" Kelly touched his breast with
his fingers. “I, is it? She told me, did
she, Mr. Clancy? Not on your life!
It was Karl put up that second pre-
scription. It was Karl, not me, she
told the story to—if, by jinks, she did
tell that story at all, at all. Maybe he
made it up, Mr. Clancy.”

“Maybe he did, Dan,” said Peter
soberly. “What was it he told you?”

Kelly eagerly related the incident in
relation to Helen Field’'s accident with
the first prescription of pilocarpine. It
was in ail particulars the same as the
account that Karl Swartz had given
Peter.

“But, even so, Mr. Clancy, you know
it could be that he was lying to both
of us.”

Peter nodded, but his face was still
very grave.

“That's true, Kelly,” he said, “but
that theory doesn't help us such a lot.
It doesn’'t account for the two perfectly
correct prescriptions; the one signed by
Doctor Rice and the other by Doctor
Druse—if the signatures are genuine,
and Doctor Druse’s is, I'm sure.”

“1 know the first one’s O. K.,” Kelly
asserted confidently. “I1 put that one
up myself. I didn't know anything about
the second till Karl called my attention
to it. With a guy as slick as he seems

to be, maybe he forged Docter Druse’s
signature.”

Peter shook his head slowly.

“1 don't think so. Dan." he said medi-
tatively. “It looks to me as if Miss
Field did actually have in her possession,
within two days, forty one-eighth grains
of' pilocarpine. And it certain!}' did
look to me— that horrible death, up there
at Craigburst— I've never seen anything
like it but once, and that was a suicide
—a frightful case of poisoning by pilo-
carpine.”

“Karl said that, too," Kelly admitted
reluctantly. “And I'm certain | needn’t
ask if it was yourself might have put
it into his head, Mr. Gancv?”

“No,” replied Peter. “He had spoken
of it to Doctor Druse before | got there
Monday morning. Cases of fatal poi-
soning by this particular drug must be
very rare, and yet—of course Swartz
may have been lying—he may never
have seen, a case like that—but he cer-
tainly was familiar with the symptoms.”

“What makes you so sure, yourself,
that the okl man was murdered, Mr.
Clancy ? That lie was poisoned on pur-
pose?” asked Kelly argumentatively.
“Ptomaine poisoning is something ter-
rible and------- "

“It isn't much like that was, Dan, and
it never lasts as long. The symptoms
aren’t as violent either. Doctor Druse
had no real doubt about it. I'm sure of
that. He admitted to Mrs. Brown, at
the very first, that he thought it was
some violent poison, and 'he didn't back
water until Karl spoke of pilocarpine.
Then he side-stepped as fast as he pos-
sibly could. Karl's word for this might
not mean so much, but it was backed by
my own observation. Which makes me
think. Dan, that Doctor Druse knew of
both of those prescriptions. Either he
wanted to shield Helen Field or------- "

“Of course,” said Kelly eagerly.
“That would be it, wouldn't it? Miss
Field told him about dropping the first
bottle in the wash basin, and he gave
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her a new prescription, naturally. And,
by the same token, he wouldn't want a
question to be raised! about it for fear—
well, of some sort of trouble for the
young lady.”

“That's the way | figure it out now,”
said Clancy thoughtfully. “But, Dan,
how do you think | felt about Doctor
Druse when | found that the atropine
he was giving Craig as an antidote for
whatever sort of poison it was— that the
atropine,” he repeated, “was nothing at
all—but sugar of milk.”

“Lord have mercy!’ Kelly ejaculated.
“You don’t mean to say------- "

“Yes, | do,” said iPeter. “I1 swiped
one of the tablets that same morning.
Don't ask me why | did it. 1 don’t
know myself, unless it was that the vial
it was in seemed to me to be ire a kind
of an out-of-the-way place for a thing
they were using constantly: or else it
was just habit—and a bad habit at that.
Anyway, Dan, | did take one of the tab-
lets and sent it in to be analyzed, and
the report was, as | have said, sugar of
milk and nothing else. Well, you can
easily see how bad that looked for some-
body. | can' see now that that some-
body was probably your sweet little
friend, Karl-------

“Oh, Mr. Clancy, don’'t rub it in.
He's no friend of mine! But | can
see how it would have been an easy
thing for him to do,” Kelly answered.
“When Doc Druse phoned in- the mid-
dle of the night for morphine and atro-
pine—if Karl knew what the atropine
was wanted for—if he didn't want Craig
to recover—he could easy substitute
blanks for the real stuff.” His knitted
brows showed his strenuous effort at
concentration. “He’'d probably save the
atropine tablets and trust to luck to sell
some in a box to somebody and put
back tire vial, properly filled, so as to
make the count on the chart come right.
He wouldn’'t dare to change the chart
=without having a prescription to account
for the tube that was missing.”

“Bully for you, Dan,” said Peter.
“That's about the way | figure it out
now that Doctor Druse has been in here
and inisisted that there! ishouild be a
charge for atropine on Gifford Craig’s
bill. It isn't reasonable to think he'd
be smart enough to make that up. He
had no reason in case he'd been- using
blank tablets in place of atropine, and
knew it, to think that I, or any one else,

was on."
“To think,” said Kelly, “of Doc
Druse, all night, pumping that poor,

suffering devil full of—sugar of milk!
Isn’'t it horrible, Mr. Clancy?. .Do-you

“There's a lot that | don’t see yet,
Dan," said Peter. “I think that between
us we've got enough on Swartz to have
him arrested—if they find him. But
I can’'t see, for the life of me, unless
he's just a fiend, Dan, why he should
deliberately keep back the atropine which
would ‘'have relieved Gifford Craig’s
agony at least, and might have saved
his life. And | ask you, Dan, was it
just that he guessed, on general prin-
ciples, what the atropine was to be used
for, or did he hold it back because he
knew—because he knew that it was
wanted as an antidote for pilocarpine?
And if so, how did he know that, Dan?”

CHAPTER XXI.
THE HOUSE IN THE BLACK SWAMP.

|T was night again. A night of hard

white stars and scudding clouds. A
great wind screamed in the high trees
tearing the reluctant leaves, and sending
them spinning through the shadows.
Peter listened to the sound, like the beat-
ing of mighty wings, in the woods all
about his little cottage. He threw an-
other log on. the fire and wished that
Ben Dawes was there to lighten the
loneliness of the empty room.

There was little chance that the
trooper would drop in. All day long the
constabulary had been, on the alert,
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watching highways and byways and
stopping every motor cycle on the road.
From long experience, Glancy knew how
little was accomplished by these broad
gestures of omniprescence on the part
of the police, but it was all part of the
game, and sometimes, often enough to
keep the public paying taxes for this
sort of protection, the wide net would
be caught up at one corner, and in it
would be found the hunted man.

In this instance, 'Peter felt sure that
watching the open roads and stopping
the obvious and easily traceable motor
cydes in the broad light of day, was a
mere waste of time. A clever criminal
like the many-aliased Swartz would be
far away by this time—or else------

The incompleteness of the evidence
incriminating Swartz in the death of
Gifford Craig was as miserably teasing
to Peter’s mind as the hum of a hornet.
That the man was at least an accessory
before the fact, Peter was morally cer-
tain, although, in 'his later talk with Kelly
that afternoon he reluctantly realized that
he had turned up a fact which was ca-
pable of an wugly interpretation. It
seemed that there was an actual founda-
tion for Swartz’s innuendo in regard to
Doctor Druse; that there always had
been a very real antagonism between the
doctor and Gifford Craig. It had started
in their boyhood and grown with their
growth. If it had not been for the
strong friendship .between their parents,
Winstead Druse would probably never
have put his foot inside the doors of
Craighurst, or so Dan Kelly said. He
was also certain that it was owing to
the fact of Doctor Druse’s professional
preeminence that Craig, after having
tried every other physician within many
miles’ radius for his more or less imag-
inary ailments, and latterly been brought
to place himself in Doctor Druse’s
charge. Peter could not fail also to un-
dterstand, as mudh by what Kelly omitted
to mention as by what he did say, that
there had been a good deal of talk in,
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the village just before Craig’s marriage;
that the marriage was in itself a sur-
prise and that “everybody thought it
would have been the doctor.”

Peter felt at that moment, as he sat
in concentrated meditation before the
fire, that he was justified, in view of
all the circumstances, in discounting the
idea of an active, vicious hatred between
the two elderly men. At (thirty, or
thereabouts, it is difficult to believe in
the existence of vivid, sweeping, over-
powering passions in those who are
twenty years or more our seniors.
Clancy’s experience should have taught
him otherwise, but it is always fatally
easy to fit our theories to our desires,
and so he urged that whoever else was
implicated, Larry’s father was clear of
suspicion. And Larry’s fiancee? Still
in Clancy’s mind were the questions he
had asked Dan Kelly. Was Swartz’s
action in regard to the atropine based
on guess work ? Or did he know? And
if the latter, how?

Helen Field was a stranger. Stockton
Brown had been out of the country for
a number of years. They had appeared
in Somerset, unexpectedly, within a few
months of each other. Almost at the
same time Swartz had answered Kelly's
advertisement, and had remained ever
since an inconspicuous drug clerk in an
inconspicuous village. Was there noth-
ing suspicious in these facts? Nothing
significant in the large legacies which
two of these persons were to receive
upon the death of the man who had
so recently died? If these three were
in collusion, why had Swartz taken such
pains to throw suspicion on Helen
Field? Was she proving recalcitrant?
And had Swartz been taking this means
of putting on the screws when his plans
were rudely interrupted by the appear-
ance on the scene of Bill Travers?

And then a vision of the girl’s bright,
fascinating face came 'before Peter’s
mind and argued for her. Was it pos-
sible that a hideous, frightful crime
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could find lodgment behind those clear,
beautiful eyes?

He leaned over angrily to poke the
fire. Suddenly, above the moan of the
dying wind, and near at hand, the tele-
phone sounded. Peter jumped to his
feet and swept the receiver off the hook.

“News, news!” he thought. “At last!”
“Hello,” he said quietly. “Whom do
you want?”
“Peter. iPeter Clancy, is that you?”
“Yes, Mrs. Brown. Is there any-
thing------- "
“Yes, Peter. | want you to do some-

thing for me if you will.”

“Surest thing you know, Mrs. Brown.
What is it?”

“I'm afraid I'm an awful nuisance,
but I don’t know how else------- You see
I must get there as quickly as | can,
Peter. And it's so far. The
horses-------

“1'll take you anywhere you say at
any time day or night, Mrs. Brown,”
said Peter cordially. “Don’t bother to
apologize.”

“Win Druse said you would.” Mary
Brown’s voice sounded hurried. “And
he said there was no time to lose. Could

you bring your car-------
“1'H be over there
fifteen at the outside,”

in ten minutes,
said Clancy

promptly. “You can tell me then------ 7
“Yes. | will. You're very good to
me, Peter. I'll be ready at the door

when you come. You're mighty good
to an old woman, Peter Clancy.”

In less time than the least he had
calculated, Peter made the run to Craig-
hurst. Tire front door of the big house
was flung open as his foot sounded on
the stone steps, and in the light of the
hall he saw Major Mary already attired
in a queer sort of long old-fashioned
wrap and a black -hat tied as usual under
her chin. Behind her, dressed in a soft
white gown, the simplicity of which set
off tire exotic beauty of her face, was
Helen Field.

“It's good of you to do this, Peter,”

she said, and turning to Mrs. Brown
she added, “1 do wish you'd let me go
in your place, Aunt Mary. Night nurs-
ing is so much easier for me.”

“But it's not so much.' the nursing,
you know, Helen,” said Mrs. Brown
hurriedly. “1 must go. Don't expect
me before morning. .Win says there's
very little chance-------

“Yes. | understand, Aunt Mary. We
won't worry. Take care of her, Peter.
Good-by.”

In the hurry and excitement Peter
had scarcely spoken. He ;wondered
what it was all about, but realizing that
some one was ill and that Major Mary
wanted to get somewhere as quickly as
possible, he started the car and shifted
to third before he even asked, “Where
to, Mrs. Brown?”

“Turn right on Highland Avenue,
Peter,” she answered quietly. “We go
out along the Myerstown road and when
we get to the schoolhouse turn right
again on the road we call the Swamp
Road. Do you know it, Peter?”

“Yes, I know where you mean, Mrs.
Brown, but if you don’t mind telling
me, why in the world do you have to go
away out there in the middle of the
night? Or at least it is after ten. And
who is it that's ill? | thought | under-
stood from what Helen said------- "

“Yes, Peter, You're right. Some
one is desperately ill—dying. Win Druse
says. It'sno one you know, Peter. An
old woman | went to school with so
long ago it makes me ache to remember.
Win's out there now, of course. The
poor thing was all alone. She managed
to crawl to the window and stop a
trooper who was riding by. He brought
in the message and Win went out post-
haste. He found the poor creature—
Esther Moore, her name is. Peter— he
found her dying. She wanted only one
thing. She wanted to see me—and
made Win leave her alone and go nearly
a mile to the nearest neighbor to tele-
phone me. He said he thought she’'d
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Hest the night,Jbut 1'd -better burry;
Larry’'s in town, but Win said you'd
bring me, he was sure. | just don't
know what we'd ever do without you,
iPeter Clancy.”

Peter reached over and touched her
hand but said nothing. He could see
that Major Mary was rallying all her
forces to meet this new demand on her
courage and strength. It made him
rather indignant, with Doctor Druse.
Knowing at least a great part of the
strain Mrs. Brown had' been under for
the-last week, it would seem to be the
duty of a wise physician to prevent a
further tax on her endurance. The poor
woman who was dying was, apparently,
not even a close friend. Why should
Doctor Druse subject Mrs. Brown to
a second experience of the kind within
the week? It seemed cruel to Peter.
He could see no sense in it. Many days
later in thinking it over, Peter saw that
the true and- tempered steel of Major
MaTy's character had -been used as an
effective weapon in the hand of some
great, inscrutable destiny; that without
Major Mary, much that was written
would not have been written, or would
have been written with a different pur-
pose and effect.

But the mist which hides the future
still hung before Peter's eyes as, in
silence, he drove forward. Mist of the
future and mist of the present; for the
road they traversed ran through low-
lying fields where marsh mist, faintly
wavering in the -fitful light, hung above
patches of tall rushes and over little,
secret pools. Within the hour, the wind
had veered to the east. It was dying
now and the clouds were drawing
silently together, blotting out the pale
face of the moon. The Swamp Road
lay, a faint, gray track, turning a
warmer tone where Peter’'s headlights
bored a little way -into the fog.

“You'll know the house when you
come to it?” Peter asked at last, break-
ing a long silence.

“Oh, yes,” answered Mary Brown.
“We'll be able to see it. It stands al-
most directly on the road, and there
aren’'t many houses along here to con-
fuse us. It's queer to have this great,
lonely tract of swamp right in the midst
of so many towns and villages. You
know, Peter, the Black Swamp runs
along here for twenty miles or more.
It’'s full of little trails, but almost no one
knows them all. They say there are
deer and lots of smaller game in the
depths of the swamp. Hunters go in
in the fall, but almost no one else at any
time of year. There are a few poor
farms here and there, but the land lies
so low it's almost impossible to drain
itand fdr miles and miles------- There”—
she pointed to the right— “do you see,

Peter ? Over there. The little white
house? That's John Owen’s farm; the
place Win Druse telephoned from.

We're almost there. It's only a mile
farther to Esther’'s. You mustn't be
shocked at what you see, Peter. She's
very poor. And she never would take
any help from any one. Her husband
and children died many years ago. It's
a very sad story. Terrible.”

“Don’t tell it t-hen,” urged Peter.
“It isn't necessary for you to remember,
nor for me to hear it.”

“No,” said Mrs. Brown. “No, Peter.
This life has plenty of sad things with-
out d'welling on those that are gone by.”
Neither of them knew then under what

circumstances Esther Moore's story
would be told before another day.
“Slow down now, Peter,” Mary

Brown said after another minute or two.
“It's just beyond this bridge. It's hid-
den by the trees, but you’'ll see it as
soon as we get around the bend. There.
The little light by the side of the road,
Peter. Do you see?”

Peter saw it then. A pale, thin glim-
mer, in a small, -huddled shape of black-
ness, which, as they came dose, resolved
itself into a little old unpain-ted house
with one faintly lighted window.
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“Would you mind waking a minute,
Peter?” said Mar}- Brown as Clancy
helped her out of die car. “There may
be something needed from the village,
and | know------- "

“Of course,” Peter answered almost
eagerly. There was something eerie
about this lost little dark house. Not
for 'his life would Clancy have allowed
the brave old soul to enter that low
door alone, even though he was assured
that there could be no physical danger.

With1 his arm wunder hers, Clancy
guided Mary Brown along the short
rough path whioh he could feel but
could not see. As they reached the
door, something dark moved on the step
in front of it, and a low, whimpering
sound half menaced and half welcomed
their approach.

“Good old- boy.” said Peter in that
tone of comradeship that all dogs trust.
“Good old pup.”

At the sound of his voice the door
opened quickly, stowing the tall figure
of Doctor Druse silhouetted against the
dull light. *

“Ah, Clancy, that was good work to
get her here so soon. So sorry to have
to call you out at this time of night,
Mary Brown, but it seemed the only hu-
man thing to do.” Doctor Druse spoke
in a low hurried tone.

“It's all right, Win.
Is she still------- "

“Just living and no more,” answered
Druse scarcely above a breath. He had
drawn Major Mary inside the house.

Peter followed and closed the door,
pushing back the old black hound before
he could shut it. Then he turned and
looked about him. The}' were all three
standing in a small entry from which
a steep short flight of stairs led upward
into black darkness. To the left a door
opened' into a small, disordered room
where, standing upon the seat of an old
wooden chair, an oil lamp burned dimly.
To the right was another door through
which Doctor Druse led them into a

How is Esther?
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little duttered Kitchen-... He pushed the
door as nearly shut as its sagging hinges
would allow, and with ‘his hand on Mrs.
Brown’s arm, he said:

“You know me well enough, Mary
Brown, so that | don’'t have to tell you
that I wouldn’'t have brought you out
here to-night if any one else would have

answered. It's you that the poor crea-
ture wants— wants terribly, for some
reason that she won't tell me. She’s just

kept herself alive by sheer force of wall
until you could get here. As soon as
she is able to relieve her mind, she’ll
—go on. | warn you. She's very low
and there’s nothing more that we can do.
You must be prepared for the end. It
will come almost immediately. Hush.”
A low moan came from the front room.
“We'd better go to her at once. No

time to lose. Will you wait, Clancy?
It may be best to------- "
“l understand,” said iPester quietly.

“Don't bother about me.”

Major Mary was still clinging to
Peter's arm. She seemed to derive
strength from the contact, and when
she turned to fallow Doctor Druse sfhe
did not release her hold, so that all three
crossed the little entry together, (the kind
physician in the lead.

“ls she here, doctor? Has she come
at last? | thought | heard------- "

The voice was very low and rough,
but the words came clearly to Peter’s
ears. Looking past Doctor Druse he
could see across the little room, in the
far corner, an old wooden bedstead,
drawn close against the wall, to leave
room for a rusty stove, two chairs, and
a table on which stood a pitiful row of
old flower pots and tin cans filled with
dry earth from which limp and dusty
plants drooped upon a faded red cloth.
These things Peter took in automatically.
What he really saw was the old face
against the ragged pillows on the bed;
a face lined and carved with weariness
and pain, but instinct now with a pur-
pose that would hold .the straining spirit
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in its outwornShouse until that purpose
was accomplished.

“She’s here, Esther.” The doctor’s
voice was very kind. “She came *is fast
as she could.”

Peter felt the grasp on his arm loosen.
Major Mary went quickly forward into
the room.

“Mary Craig! Ah—I can hardly see.
Come close, Mary. | want to see your
face again. Move the light nearer.
There.”

“Oh, Esther,-Esther! | didn't know
you'd come to this. | had no idea------

“Hush, Mary.” The dignity of the
great change was in the poor old crea-
ture’s voice. “I have little time | know.
| have waited. Hold me there. I'm
slipping—slipping----- Doctor!”

Druse came quickly forward with an
old white cup ready in his hand.

“Drink this, Esther,” he said, and
with the gentleness of a tender mother
he slipped his arm under the pillow and
raised the frail body. “It will give you
strength. There. Rest a minute. So.
Better ?”

The dark, burning eyes were raised
in gratitude to the face that bent above
them.

“Yes.” The voice came stronger now.
“l can go on. Come close, Mary. |
must be sure you hear. | must see that
you understand.”

Softly Doctor Druse drew a chair for-
ward and with a touch on her shoulder,
made Mary Brown take her seat on it
close to the tumbled bed. From the
shadowy doorway, unseen by the dying
woman, Peter waited and watched.
Mrs. Brown leaned forward and laid
her wrinkled hand lightly upon the other
woman’s breast.

“You can tell me anything you like,
Esther, and be sure I'll understand,” she
said. “If there is anything you want

“It’'s not what | want done, Mary.”
The words were spoken so clearly that
Peter heard every one. “It's for you
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to say. You shall decide. | will tell you
what | saw, and you c¢%n do what you
think best. | was afraid— " There
was a pause, then the voice came clearly

again. “l was afraid they might not tell
you. I'm too ignorant to figure things
out for myself. But you were the

brightest girl in school, Mary. You
helped me time and time again at recess,
do you remember? And at night when
I couldn't get my lessons-——— "

The voice trailed off into silence. The
eyes closed. Mrs. Brown glanced up at
the doctor in alarm. He only shook his
head and touched his lips, enjoining
silence. After a moment, Esther Moore
opened her eyes and spoke softly.

“1 think 1 wandered off somewhere.
It was very still and quiet, but | knew
I had to come back. Where was | ?”

“You wanted to tell me something,
Esther. It's Mary Craig, you know.
You wanted to say----- "

“Oh, yes. Listen, Mary. It was only
yesterday | heard—what they’re saying
in the village—about Gifford— Gifford
Craig’s death. That he was poisoned.”
There were short pauses after ,every
phrase. “l would have gone to see you,
but | was stricken down. Doctor Druse
will tell you about that. John Owen'’s
wife comes here sometimes. She told
me—how he died—Gifford—Gifford

Craig. You never suspected, did you,
Mary? You never knew that once |
loved your brother. Long, long ago.
It's all past. So long past. And vyet,

when | heard that he was dead, and how
—Lucy Owen told me how he died.
And then—Il—knew!”

Esther Moore’s voice had gained in
strength as she went on. Now she
raised herself on her pillows and fixed
Mary Brown with her deep, burning

eyes.
“This is a lonely place,” she said
grimly. “A lonely road and lonely fields

and woods; but a lady rides by here on
a big black horse. Often and often I've
seen her, but she never glanced my way
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but once. That was a few days ago.
Only a few days. Sunday morning,
early. See this, Mary Craig. It was
Sunday morning, early. | was out in
the woods, picking up a few sticks to
make my fire, when | saw this lady rid-
ing toward me down the road0 She did
not see the old gray woman among the
gray stems of the trees, before she
reached the clearing around the house
here, she turned off in the path that
leads down into the swamp. | had seen
her do this before and thought nothing
of it, but this morning—why | can not
tell you— this Sunday morning | said to
myself, T will see why the pretty lady
rides down into the swamp!

“So | put down my bundle of sticks
and crept softly through the trees. |
know every foot of the marsh for miles
about. | know the birds and where their
nests are. | know what grows in the
woods and on the marshy meadows. |
knovr all the little paths and short cuts.
| went along one of these. Soon | came
to a place where | could see the wide
trail where it comes into an open space.
There was the lady before me. She was
on foot new. She had a basket on her
arm and was hunting for and finding
something in the short grass. Now and
therP I could see what it was she was
picking, and | said to myself. ‘Oh, she's
after mushrooms, that's all.’

“l had found out what | wanted to
know and | had started back through
the woods when something made me
turn. There was the lady, on the other
side of the meadow, close in by the
trees. Now and again she stooped and
added something to what was in her
basket. Deeper and deeper she went
into the marshy woods, and suddenly
a thought came to me and my heart
stood still.”

There was something so compelling
in the voice that Peter held his breath
so as not to lose a word.

“You know, Doctor Druse”— Esther
Moore turned her head that she might

include the doctor in her deep, fateful
glance— “no one knows Better than you
mhow my children and my husband died,
for it was you that tended them, pa-
tiently and well. And you know what
it was they died of—and you can think
how it was | felt when | saw the lady
gathering mushrooms where my children
did, that dreadful day so long ago. The
‘deadly amanita’ the} caill it. Deadly.

Yes. | know it now, the poison cup, the
scales and all. Had | but known it
then!”

Spellbound by that voice of woe the
listeners waited. There was a moment’s
silence. No sound was heard save the
soft, blurred splutter of the dimly burn-
ing lamp, and, outside, the old hound
snuffling at the door.

“When 1 saw where the lady was
going,” Esther Moore went on, “I think
I screamed, | know' | must have, for
the lady turned quickly and stood still,
facing me, as | went fast across the field.
| .suppose | was frightening to look at,
waving my arms and calling and trying
to run. The lady was very white when
I came up close to her. ‘Let me see
what you've gathered,” | said as soon
as | could speak. And she said, ‘Why?
Are all the mushrooms in the field
yours ?  And she twisted round so that
the basket was out of my reach.

“That made me angry, because I
wanted only to save her; to spare«her,
young and beautiful, what | had suf-
fered. So | said, ‘You fool! Do you
think | care how many mushrooms you
take, so you take the safe, healthy ones.
Let me see your basket, | said and
made a snatch and caught the edge of
itt. And when | saw what was in it—
‘God help you,’” | said to her. ‘A dozen
or more of these here are more poison-
ous than a rattlesnake. Throw away
every one of those with the yellow, scaly
tops and the bulge at the bottom of the
stem. That's where the poison lies. The
white and brown ones are good, but if
I was you I'd throw every one away.
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Poison. Poised There never was
worse poison than what you've got
there,” | says.

“l was only trying to do her good,
but she got very angry. She jerked the
basket away and she said, ‘You're crazy,
you poor old thing. You don't know
what you're talking about. 1 have a
book and | know every mushroom that
grows.” And more like that.. | argued
—pleaded with 'her. | told her about
my husband and my little children. She
only smiled and shook her head at me,
and went her way.”

The voice was growing fainter, but
Esther Moore rallied all her forces for
a last effort. She reached out and
caught Mary Brown'’s wrist.

“Listen, Mary Craig,” she said.
“Listen to me. Doctor Druse will bear
me out. It took my husband and my

little children nearly three days to die
—nearly three days of agony and tor-
ment. And | watched and waited and
suffered with them—as you watched and
waited and suffered with Gifford while,
in agony, he died. | know, | know he
died as they did”—the voice rose almost
to a shriek—*for the woman that gath-
ered the deadly amanita in the woods—I
knew her—knew her all along. It was
Gifford Craig’s beautiful young wife!”

She fell back stiffly upon the ragged
pillow. And outside the door, the voice
of the old, black hound rose suddenly
upon the silent night.

CHAPTER XXII.
WILHELM VON LOWEN.

DETER CLANCY, tell me what you
1 think.”

It was nearly an hour later, and Peter
and Major Mary were on their home-
ward way. Doctor Druse remained to
watch until some one could be sum-
moned' to relieve him. Peter, glad to be
of service, had made the necessary ar-
rangements by telephone from John
Owen'’s farm, while Mary Brown waited

for him in the car outside. She had
scarcely spoken up to that time, and it
was not until they were nearing home
that she broke silence.

“Tell me what you think of it all,
Peter Clancy,” she repeated, noting his
hesitation. “What do you make of this
story of poor Esther Moore?”

“Well,” Peter’'s voice was grave and
troubled, “I don't know what to say,
Mrs. Brown, and that's a fact. A
strange coincidence—very strange in-
deed. Enough to rouse wild thoughts
in a wild brain. Certainly strange
enough for that. But how can it be
anything more, | ask you?”

“How can it, iFeter?” said Mrs.
Brown slowly. “We have had the wild
mushrooms often this fall. They have
been very plentiful and very delicious.
Usa has always gathered and prepared
them. As she told Esther, she knows
all about all sorts of fungi. We have
eaten them many times—'all of us ex-
cept Gifford. He has never touched
them.”

“You'recertain of that?” asked Peter.

“Absolutely certain,” answered Mary
Brown decidedly. “There can be no
possible question on that score.”

“Then,” said Clancy, “how could the
idea that your brother had died from
mushroom poisoning be anything but
the vagary of a flighty brain?”

“It couldn’t, Peter.” Major Mary’s
voice was deeply troubled. “How
could it be anything else? Poor Esther.
Poor thing. She meant to do the right
thing, of course, only she’s started some-
thing buzzing, away in the back part
of my tired brain—something that won't
come clear, and yet buzzes, buzzes and
will not stop. Oh, Peter.” She turned
suddenly and put a trembling hand on
Clancy’s arm. “I don't trust lisa. 1've
never trusted her from the first. And
when Stockton came home------

“Stockton!” Peter exclaimed involun-
tarily. Did Major Mary know, then?

“You've seen nothing, Peter?” Mary
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Brown answered ‘'his tone rather than

his words. “You've never seen them
together— 1 mean in such a way as to
make you suspect------- " She hesitated

and stopped. Since she knew that much,
Peter felt that it was possible to be
quite frank.

“1 will confess to you, Mrs. Brown,”
he said slowly, “that once | did see—
something. | would never have spoken
of it, of course, only-------

“1 understand, Peter. | know you
wouldn’'t want to make trouble any more
than | would. Gifford believed in her
and trusted her—and after something
| saw and heard, | had it out with
Stockton. He has one great weakness—
that you know of, Peter”—the old voice
was very tender—*“but otherwise he is
g.uite all right. After I'd talked with
«him I knew | could trust to his honor,
even if it had not been for Helen. You
have realized, haven't you, Peter, how
it is with Stockton?”

In a daze, Peter answered with an-
other question:

“1'm not quite sure, Mrs. Brown. Do
you mean—do you mean to imply
that Stockton is in love with— with
Helen Field?”

“Why, yes, Peter. Surely you must
have known that. He told me about
her letter— the letter you took to him in
town—the one that brought him home.
It was Helen’s kindness and strength
that gave Stockton the courage to put
himself completely in Win Druse’s
hands. He has done it completely,, with-
out any mental reservation, I'm sure.”
Clancy 'bad never heard the old voice
so moved. “He wanted to prove it to
his old mother, and he gave me this.
Look, Peter.”

In the bright ray from the little
hooded light on the dash board she held

a small object. Clancy looked at it
curiously. It was a small Chinese box,
jade green, and as he looked Major

Mary removed the cover, disclosing a
number of brown tablets.

“I1t's morphine, of <gjirse, Peter,” she
went on. “He had it bidden somewhere
on his person when you brought him
home. | knew nothing about it and he
gave it to me of his own free will. It
made me so happy that I've carried it
about with me ever since—like a foolish
girl with a love token. But of course
it was Helen who did it all. It was she
that persuaded him to give it up for-
ever and to go with Win Druse and
let himself be cured/ And though he
knows now that Helen’s heart is entirely
given to Larry, Stockton has made up
his mind to prove himself worthy of
her loving friendship. God bless her,
| think she's saved my boy."”

After a tense silence IBeter said: “Did
| understand, Mrs. Brown------- Forgive
me, but 1'd like to get this straight in

my mind. Do you mean to charge Mrs.
Craig---—--- "
“Oh, | know nothing happened,

Peter,” Mary Brown interrupted hastily.
“l make no actual charge against 'her,
you understand, except that of course
I know that she was and is infatuated
with Stockton. | couldn’t help knowing
that. What | saw with my own eyes— —
You see | naturally move quickly and
I don’'t make much noise about it, Peter.
And I'm about the house early and late.
I came upon them one night when lisa
had completely lost her self-control. |
couldn't help being sorry for her, in a
way. It was plain that she really suf-
fered.”

Peter’'s brain was in a whirl. Had
he been jumping at conclusions again?
Was it possible that his observation was
wrong, and Major Mary's right? But
lisa Craig had practically told him. or
at least purposely allowed him to be-
lieve that Stockton Brown had been
pursuing her ever since his return from
the East. Ilsa knew that Peter so un-
derstood the situation. There had been
no possible ambiguity in that connection.

Had she been deceiving Major Mary,
then ?

Would any woman be so noble &
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and seif-sacrising as to incriminate
herself in order to save a son’s charac-
ter in the eyes of his mother?

They had turned into the drive at
Craighurst and at this moment, as was
his custom, Peter out out his engine and
coasted down the gentle slope to the
door. Up on the ridge the wind still
moaned a little in the tops of the trees
and now and then the moon looked out
between the drifting mists. As Peter
helped Mary Brown from the car it
was light enough to see her little old
face, and he found himself marveling
again at the strength and endurance it
expressed.

In silence the}' passed around the cor-
ner of the house and were approaching
the garden door when Major Mary
suddenly clutched Peter’'s arm.

“Lookl Look there!” she exclaimed
in his ear. “Over by the stable, Peter!
Can you see? Something moved.”

“It was a man!” whispered Peter,

striving to shake off her grasp. “Let
me go, Mrs. Brown! Let me go. |
may be able------- "

“No, no, Peter. You'll never catch

hint that way, and on foot. He's got
too good a start.” The words almost
tripped each other up. “We haven't
any light and he'd only have to step off
into the thick woods to let us go right
by him.” Her voice thrilled 'with ex-
citement. “There’'s just one chance,
Peter.” She was dragging on his arm.
“The car! If we go round by the

“l may be able to head him off,”
Peter whispered. “Good idea. There's
a chance.”

Still clinging to his arm, Major Mary
was fairly dragged along by Peter’s im-
petuosity. In asecond they had reached
the car. The door was open. Peter
jumped in, slid across to the wheel and
reached back to slam the door.

“1'm going too, Peter.”

“Oh, Major Mary!” Peter expostu-
lated.
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“Yes, Major Mary,” she repeated
swiftly. “Major Mary it is, and you'll
take orders from your superior officer
for once, Peter Clancy.” She had
climbed in with the agility of youth, and
closed the door. “Now go ahead. If
we have luck we’ll head hint off at the
place your road comes out on Western
Boulevard.”

There was no time for argument.
Peter started the engine and threw in
the dutch, heedless of the noise it made.
If this was the same man Mrs. Brown
had trailed on the previous night, he
very likely had his motor cycle con-
cealed along the road, somewhere near
Peter's cottage. There was a chance
that he would trust to it to make good
his escape, even if he was aware that
he had been seen, but Peter felt quite
certain that the intruder in the garden
of Craighurst had been unconscious of
their near presence and would, there-

fore. have no suspicion of being fol-
lowed.

As to the. man’s identity, Peter had
little doubt. Some intuition had told

<him that Craighurst was a lodestar; that
it would inevitably draw the man who
had been in hiding since the night be-
fore. Some strong necessity had drawn
him back to Craighurst, that was plain.
But what. Peter asked himself as he
drove swiftly through the night.

“1'm going to find out,” said Peter to
himself. “I1I'm going to get to the bot-
tom of this if it takes------- "

The car swerved madly as it swung
around the curve into Western Boule-
vard. It was very late. The roads were
empty. There were no traffic laws and
Peter drove as he had rarely driven be-
fore, but Major Mary, leaning forward
from the edge of the front seat, only
clung closer and never made a sound.
It was not until they reached the top
of the long hill at the bottom of which
was the road to Clancy’s place, that she
spoke.

“Shut off the and

engine coast,
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Peter,” she said, breathlessly. “I1'm not
afraid of going fast and it'll make less
noise.”

Peter grinned in the darkness. Not
once had the game old lady backed down
on any proposition.

Silently the}- slid down the long hill.
Faster and faster they went. Major
Mary's bonnet strings flapped in her
eyes. She gave them a jerk and chucked
her little black bonnet into the back seat
without taking her eyes from the dim

road ahead. Suddenly she leaned close
to Peter.

“Listen,” she said. “Don't you
hear ?”

Off to the right cause faintly the

guick putt putt of an engine—a motor
cycle unmistakably, and coming that
way. Peter's car was running almost
noiselessly, and at terrific speed. In-
stinctively his foot came down upon the
brake. He must not get to the junction
of the roads too soon, but he must not
he too late. If he 'had been alone,
Clancy would have staged a collision
and timed his driving for that result,
but with .Major Mary aboard he could
not take that risk. Realizing the speed
powers of a motor cycle. Peter felt that
his one chance was to get to the cross-
road just long enough ahead to block
the road; to be seen from a sufficient
distance to avoid a collision, yet not to
be seen in time for the rider of the
motor cycle to take to the woods. It
would be a nice calculation.

Nearer and nearer, though still hid-
den by the trees along the side road,
came the motor cycle. The putt putt
was now a rattling blur. The other ma-
chine must be moving as fast as Peter’s.

“Down on the floor, quick.” ordered
Peter, in a voice of command. “He
may shoot. Get down. Keep your head
down whatever happens and— look out!”

The last words were a shout, and then
things happened so rapidly that Major
Mary was never able afterward to de-
scribe them in sequence.

At Peter’'s cry, the lights of the ma-
chine, which had just appeared in the
crossroad, swerved wildly in a wide arc.
Peter's car failed in its purpose of
'‘blockade. The motor cycle took the
main road, ahead by little more than
Peter's fender, and the chase was on!

Peter was running so fast that he
was able to pick up his engine in third.
Without an instant's hesitation he
stepped on the gas, there was the roar
of the double jet, and the car leaped
forward like a willing horse, but
swifter, far swifter and more enduring
than any horse that was ever foaled.
But was Major Mary content?

“Oh, Peter Clancy,” she cried in his

ear, “l thought you had a good car!
Yes! Yes! Now! That's better!
We're gaining, Peter. We're gaining!
Look out! Peter!”

There was the crash of glass, and
Major Mary's voice rose again. “Never
touched me, Peter! He's a bad shot!
Get him, Peter! Get him!”

“Keep down, Major Mary!” yelled
Clancy, almost beside himself. Out of

the tail of his eye he could see the little
old gray head bobbing about behind the
shattered windshield. Close ahead was
the swiftly moving motor cycle, its rider
now in plain view in the glare of Peter’s
headlights. “Oh. God, if | only had
a gun,” groaned Peter. He was
equipped for a peaceful mission only.
He had had no idea that Major Mary
would be leading him to battle.

“Run him down. Peter! He can't

shoot! Run him down !” Major Mary's
little old voice fairly cracked. *“Can't
you speed up a little? Oh, Peter, if

”

only you-------

There had come a flash, a sharp re-
port, and Peter's car slowed up with a
flat tire.

“He’'s got us,” groaned Peter.
no use------- "

In the shine of Clancy’s lights the
rider of the motor cycle turned and
waved a mocking farewell. At that in-

“It's
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stant, from a road at the left dashed
another motor oyde and on it-------

“Ben Dawes!” yelled Peter. “Ahead!
Look! It's—------ "

His words were drowned as the
trooper came into action, for Sergeant
Ben Dawes of the State constabulary
was not one who weighed risks. There
had been a time in his life, owing to
this quality of his, when, had it not
been for one of Uncle Sam’s secret-ser-
vice men, he would have intercepted a
bullet on its way to an old white French
wall. It took hut one glance of his
quick eye to recognize the occupants of
the limping car, one look at the fleeing
figure down the road, and the cause and
effect of the shots he had heard was
clear.

There was a blinding flash, and then
two almost simultaneous reports.

“Keep on, Peter! 1 said he couldn't
shoot!” said Mary Brown from between
shut teeth.

“T1l stop dead if you don't keep your
head down,” cried Peter fiercely, at the
same time making all the speed possible.

“You're a good boy, Peter’— Major
Mary was shaking with excitement—m
“but you're young. Too young, and

careful! It's only the old that aren't
afraid of risks. Faster, Peter. Faster!
Ah _______ ”

Staged in the glare of Peter's head-
lights, a shifting duel moved to its
sudden end. Another exchange of
shots, and as the man ahead still looked
backward, there was a grinding crash,
a horrible cry. There had been an un-
seen turn of the road—a high stone
wall—a twisted heap of wires and metal,
and in their midst something stirred and
groaned.

"Help me to lift him, Peter. Oh,
poor thing, poor thing.” All the ex-
citement and exaltation were gone

from Major Mary’s voice and only pity
remained. There could be nothing but
pity for a thing so shattered and broken.

in the Grass
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“Give him a little of this, Mrs.

Brown.” The rtrooper's gloved hand
thrust a small flask into hers. *“I think
he’s trying to speak, Mr. Clancy. Ilhis
over his- shoulder to Peter who leaned

above him.
he's saving?”

“German,” said Peter. “He’'s speak-
ing German. | can understand only a
few words, but------- ”

“lisal!”

Mary Brown started. It was the
broken thing in her arms that had
spoken the name.

"llsa!™ The eyes opened slowly and
peered up into the old face above them.
From the ground there came a little,,
chuckling, sinister laugh. “You're not
llsa, beautiful lisa. The witch—the
white, golden devil. Thought she’'d give
me the slip after all our plans worked
out so well. Thought she’'d double cross
me, did she? Well, we’ll see. She did
not come out to-night, nor last night,
but there are other nights coming.
Night for her. and night for me. Night
at last for all of us.” The voice trailed
off. The eyes closed.

“1 think he's gone, Mr. Qancy.” The
trooper, kneeling on the dusty roadside
grass, spoke gruffly.

“Not—not yet.” Slowly the heavy
lids were raised. “Wilhelm von Lowen,
sometimes called by other names, and
known at present as the humble chem-
ist, Swartz, is about to go. But listen
to this, trooper, and you others, he does
not plan to go far alone. He'll be wait-
ing for her to join him. You tel! her
this for me. And bear witness, all of

"Can you make out what

you”—the voice took on a solemn
note—-1 speak the truth before God, I
speak it. | planned it all, and Fate

played into my hand as if she had been
a partner in a game. The long waiting;
and the time ripe to strike. Then came
the two prescriptions for pilocarpine.
Unforeseen! 1'd never thought of any-
thing so good. And the kind doctor
telephones Karl Swartz— Karl Swartz
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who knows. To him and to no other
does the good physician telephone in
haste for the antidote! Ah, it is to
laugh! How simple. But like all good
things, too perfect—too perfect to last
—like—lisa.” The name was a sharl.
“Too perfect in her beauty, too perfect
in consistent evil. Thought she could
defy me from her high place at last—
the place | found and made for her!
Bah! | spit upon her name. Ilsa!”

And with that name upon his lips,
the twisted soul of Wilhelm von Lowen
went out into the dark.

CHAPTER XXIII.
NIGHT.

/"\NCE more Peter's car slipped si-

lently down the Craighurst drive,
and for the third time that night stopped
at the door. Again he helped Major
Mary out of the car, andltogether they
went around to the garden. This time
there was no swiftly moving shadow
against the white stable door at the gar-
den’s end. That shadow at least had
passed forever from their lives.

‘Til get the key,” said Peter softly.
“1 know just where it is.” In another
moment they were inside the house.

It was very dark and still. Not a
rustle. Not a sound, save from the
steady, slowly swinging pendulum of an
unseen clock.

“Good night, Peter,” whispered
Major MaTy, “I think | won’'t make
a light. 1 can find my way.”

“l can't bear to leave you here like
this,” Peter replied in the same low
tone. “Won't you reconsider what you
said in the car just now, and let me
sleep on a couch down here? 1'd feel
so much safer. It's almost three o’clock.
There’s not much of the night left.
Wouldn't you be glad to know you
could call me in case—in case you were
ill—or nervous?”

"No, Peter.”
firm.

Her voice was low but
“I'm not afraid, and it's best for

you to go. I'm sure of that. So, good
nightt And God bless you, Peter
Clancy!”

“Good night, Major Mary,” Peter

whispered back.

Moving very quietly, Peter went out-
side and closed the door softly, but with
sufficient strength to spring the lock.
He withdrew the key and stepped off
in the grass as Mary Brown had done
the night before. But he did not re-
turn the key to its hiding place 03 the
ledge behind the ivy. Instead he stood
for a moment with it in his hand. Then
he stepped back on the path and went
around the house to the drive. There
he got into his car, started the engine
and drove quietly away.

When he reached a spot on the drive
near the boundary of the grounds, but
well out of sight of the highway even
in daylight, he slowed down, method-
ically backed his car off the drive, locked
the engine switch, and left it there.
Then very quietly indeed he made his
way back to the house. Treading softly
on the grass, and keeping to the side
of the road that would bring him to the
garden without necessitating the cross-
ing of the gravel near the house, Peter
found himself once more at the garden
door. There was only the faintest
breath of sound as the key again turned
in the lock, and like a shadow Peter
slipped into the hall, closed the door and
tried it to see that the snap lock was
fast.

In Peter Gancv’s varied life accurate
remembrance of detail was often as
necessary as breathing. In fact on seve-
ral occasions it had been his accurate
memory which had made it possible for
him to keep the breath of life in his
body. Hence had arisen an almost
photographic faculty of revisualization,
and at this instant, as he stood at the en-
trance of the silent, pitch-dark hall, he
could see every detail of the interior as
plainly as if it were broad daylight. Un-
hesitatingly, and stepping soundlessly
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from one thick rug to another, he ad-
vanced, making for a couch which he
knew stood in a deeply recessed window
almost opposite the foot of the main
staircase. From that point it was pos-
sible to see in both directions down
the L-shaped hall, and it would be prac-
tically impossible for any one to leave
the house by either the front or the
garden door unperceived, even in the
dark.

Clancy sank upon the deep cushions
and composed himself for thought. The
events of the night had followed each
other too closely to admit of more than
a hasty tabulation, and now, with a feel-
ing of dread and horror, Peter faced
the problem of arrangement and deduc-
tion.

Scarcely, however, had he achieved
that acme of physical comfort which is
one way of freeing the mind from the
body, scarcely had his head touched the
heap of pillows in the corner of the
couch, when suddenly he was sitting
bolt upright again, listening with every
power of mind and body. Some one
was moving on the floor above. A faint,
wavering circle of light played along the
upper walls of the hall and about the
head of the stairs.

Cautiously, Peter turned himself
about, and with the soundless agility of
a cat he was on his feet upon the cush-
ions of the couch. One step, and he
was behind one of the straight, heavy
curtains that hung on either side of the
recess. Taking care that the metal
rings above, should not slip, he drew
back the edge of the curtain and peered
out through a narrow opening between
the curtain and the corner of the wall.

Some one was coming softly down
the stairs. The ray of a flash light
picked out each step as the person de-
scended. It was difficult, at first, to
make out the figure behind the blinding
veil of light, but as it came nearer and
nearer, Peter’'s taut muscles relaxed a
little.

It was only Major Mary. Wonder-
ful, indefatigable Major Mary. Was
there no limit to the strength in that
slender, straight old body? He watched
her turn down the hali, away from him
and toward the back of the house. She
disappeared under the arched entrance
to the library. Peter maintained his po-
sition, and in a few moments she came
back down the hail. He could see her
a little more plainly now, owing to the
position of the light she held. She was
still fully dressed except that she must
have changed to soft slippers or none
at all, for her feet made not the slightest
sound as she went rapidly up the stairs,
and again disappeared from view.

“Too restless to sleep and' wanted
something to read,” Peter thought, for
on Major Mary's return from the li-
brary he had noticed a fairly good-sized
book under her arm. “Poor old dear.
I'm afraid she’ll be a wreck in the morn-
ing. And Heaven knows -what she'll
have to face. But she’ll face it, Peter
Clancy,” he answered himself sternly as
he dropped down again upon the couch.
“She’ll face it—and so must you.” With
tense concentration he proceeded to con-
sider that night's events. One fact con-
tradicted everything else and presented
to Peter's mind an unsurmountable dif-
ficulty.

Everything else tallied. Wilhelm von
Lowen of the many roles had made clear
much that had been dark. Helen Field’'s
explanation in regard the loss of the
first vial of pilocarpine was undoubtedly
true. Her emotion when Clancy had
first mentioned the drug to her was read-
ily understandable, on the supposition
that her patient was very ili and a very
disagreeable woman. It would be nat-
ural for a person of that type to make
it exceedingly unpleasant for a nurse
whose carelessness had made it neces-
sary for her to go without her medicine.

It was plain, too, why Doctor Druse,
knowing of the circumstances of the
double prescription, should have been
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very much disturbed when both Clancy
and the so-called Swartz seemed to
recognize Gifford Craig’'s symptoms as
those of pilocarpine poisoning. He
would readily have seen the several ways
in which this fact might become known,
and so had warned Helen, and had tried
in every way to protect her from the
inferences that might be drawn from
the facts, if they were known. Very
likely the doctor might not have thought
of himself as implicated in any way,
since it was obvious now that he had
used the blank tablets in perfect good
faith. Von Lowen’s words had been
few, but they had been quite clear as
to this point.

And Gifford Craig's dying appeal.
W'hat was to be made of that? Peter
turned restlessly" on the couch and
stared up into the darkness. He could
not bring himself to believe, nor to
think that Doctor Druse actually be-
lieved at the time, that Gifford Craig
was delirious. No. The dying man
knew that he had been poisoned. But
how? Craig would ask himself, how
had it been accomplished ? And his type
of mind, full of hatred and suspicion,
would it not, perhaps, hark back to the
only thing he was conscious of having
taken, the nature of which he did not
thoroughly understand? The hypoder-
mic injections that Helen Field had
been giving him, must he not have had
these in his mind when he whispered
in Clancy’s ear, “Hypodermic—you
find------ " Did he then suspect the
nurse who had administered the drug?
Or did his racked mind hark back to the
hatred of his youth and to the unsuc-
cessful rival of his old age? And did
he try to throw suspicion on the doctor
who had prescribed the hypodermic
treatment? Who could tell? Those
lips, with their suspicions and innuen-
does, were sealed forever.

But the words they had spoken still
echoed in Peter's ears. “Poisoned!”
.Yes. But how? Von Lowen—or Karl

Swartz, as Peter still called him in his
mind—had not been near Craig until
several hours after he had been stricken
down. Yet his last words had made it
plain that the whole criminal plan had
been his, and that his accomplice was
lisa—lisa Craig! How unthinkable.
So beautiful, she 'had seemed, so gentle,
so gracious. There had never been a
flaw in her manner to her elderly hus-
band so far as Peter knew. Even to
his sophisticated mind she had seemed
above suspicion, and when he had seen
Stockton Brown with her in the arbor,
only one inference had occurred to him.
But now, if Major Mary was right in
thinking that Stockton truly loved
Helen Field, if he had repulsed lisa that
day for the last time, how easy to think
that it was outraged pride that spoke in
her voice when she gave Peter to under-
stand that it was Stockton who was the
pursuer; how natural to believe that
lust for revenge was at the root of her
simulated fear of cholera and her clever
suggestion that Stockton had given
Craig the Chinese tiles with criminal in-
tent.

Revenge—and fear. Fear for herself.
Anything, no matter how bizarre, to
throw suspicion elsewhere. If lisa
Craig were guilty-—-- Over and over
again the scenes of this tragic week were
enacted in Clancy’s mind. Only a week,
think of it, and everything changed.
This house that had welcomed him was
now silent and dark—and he, watching,
waiting—for what? He scarcely knew.
Something sinister. Something terrible,
fateful. And vyet, nothing happened.
Twice during the night he thought he
heard a faint stirring somewhere above,
but there had been no outcry—nothing
to alarm him. Only for a long time
there seemed to be, somewhere in the
otherwise silent house, voices murmur-
ing very low—and at last, silence, utter
and profound.

Perhaps it was only the chill of early
morning that made Clancy shiver under
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his heavy overcoat as he waited for the
homely household sounds that would re-
lease him from his watch.

At last they came. A heavy, shuf-
fling tread upon the back stairs, the
sound of coals rattling in the kitchen
range, and the flip-flop of slippers as
the servant went back upstairs to dress.
Peter, feeling that his watch had been
relieved, drew a long breath, and slip-
ping into his overcoat, made his way
softly out of the house. Keeping close
to the wall, so as not to be observed
from an upper window, Peter gained
the trees at the far corner of the house
and quickly made his way back to his
car.

A few hours later, a little pale from
his all-night vigil, but refreshed by a
bath and a good breakfast, Clancy pre-
sented himself at the front door of
Craighurst. He had determined at last
to take Major Mary entirely into his
confidence, and with her permission to
call Larry and Doctor Druse in consul-
tation. The horrible story that had been
told about Helen Field was still rife in
the village, and some drastic means must
be taken to refute it. The best way of
accomplishing this must be a matter of
careful consideration. There would be,
of course, a great deal in the papers
both in the New York dailies and in the
local press, about the capture of so emi-
nent a criminal as Wilhelm von Lowen
of the many names, but Bill Travers
knew nothing of the local record of Karl
Swartz, and with the cooperation of
Ben Dawes it would be quite possible to
color the rough drawing of Karl
Swartz's dying confession to harmonize
best with the wishes of those most
deeply concerned in the protection of
Helen Field.

As to lisa Craig, what was to be done
with her? What did they really have
against her that would stand in point of
law—or even in clear, daylight common
sense? A dying criminal breathes his
hatred of her; a dying woman accuses
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Gifford Craig’'s beautiful young wife—
of what? Why merely of having in her
possession a number of mushrooms
which Esther Moore recognized, or
thought she did, as the deadly amanita.
Peter could see, in imagination, how ab-
surd this evidence would appear to
judge and jury.

And vyet, Jrhe confession of Karl
Swartz was almost certainly true in
every other respect. Twice he had been
seen attempting .to gain secret communi-
cation witlF some one at Craighurst.
Why should he lie as to who it was?
And Usa Craig would inherit over eight
million dollars even after the other be-
quests had been paid,

Peter had still no light on this point
as he followed the servant down the hall
at Craighurst 'that bright October morn-
ing. If he had been possessed of a
greater degree of vanity he would have
hated to admit to Major Mary that he
was a professional detective, and yet
had been unable to deteot the most im-
portant part of this entire plot, if plot
it was. Having, however, a simple, di-
rect and modest personality, he was
quite unembarrassed when the butler,
with a quiet, “Mis’ Brown say you're
to come in here,” opened the library
door.

It gave him a feeling of relief rather
than of anything else when he saw that
besides Major Mary there were, seated
in the library, Doctor Druse, Larry, and
Helen Field. Since his story must be
told, it was just as well to have it over
once and for all, and he was glad to
have Larry there to vouch for his repu-
tation and character.

As“he crossed the room, Peter was
not surprised at the look of care and
anxiety expressed by each face as it
turned toward him, and it gave him a
thrill of happiness to see the look lighten
with confidence and welcome as he ad-
vanced.

“Come and sit by me, Peter,”
Major Mary holding out her

said
hand.
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“You're just in time. | have told Helen
and Larry and Win all -that happened
last night, and | want you to hear what
I have to say now. After what hap-
pened last night, Peter Clancy, and the
way you stood by, you deserve to hear
the rest.” She spoke slowly, and with
a tragic weariness that Peter thought
he could understand. “I have told them
of the words of that villain who died
last night—of what he said”—her
voice was very low—*“about my
brother's wife. | have told Helen and
Larry of the death of Esther Moore,
and why she made Win call me there,
and what you and Win and | heard.
And Helen and Larry say as you did,
Peter, ‘What does it matter if Esther
Moore saw, as she thought she saw, the
deadly amanita in lisa’s basket? Since
it is we who ate the mushrooms she
prepared that day, and we are well.
While Gifford, who did not touch them,
died” They ask this. But Win says
nothing.” She fixed the doctor with
her eyes. “Is it because you know, Win
Druse?” she asked.

He bent his head. “lI know—now,”
he answered solemnly. “In view of
everything, and of what you have just
told me, | can see but one thing to be-
lieve.”

“And you had no suspicion before—
last night?”

Doctor Druse spread his open hands
toward them. He mused for a second
and then spoke.

“Over and over again | have said to
you, Mary, that Gifford’s symptoms
were those of amanita poisoning. That
that seemed to me the only sort of
poison that would have such frightful
effects, and that would rack its victim
for so dreadfully long a time before he
died. | even knew what you have been
looking up in that book.” He pointed to
a rather large volume that Mary Brown
held in her lap. “But it meant—it
meant—not accident, but deliberate mur-
der, and | could not bring myself to

believe that any one here could be ca-
pable of such a crime.”

Mary Brown sat stiffly upright in her
chair regarding him. On her fine, thin
face was the fateful look of some old
sibyl. Slowly she opened the book she
bad been holding and with her thin
finger she traced the words upon a
certain page.

“And yet it seems there have been, in
history, several beings who are believed
to have been guilty of such a crime,”
she said solemnly. “Pliny speaks of a
mushroom ‘very conveniently adapted
for poisoning’ and goes on to say that
they are ‘deservedly held in disesteem
since the notorious crime committed by
Agrippina, who through their agency
poisoned her husband, the Emperor
Claudius’.” She looked up from the
book with still, cold horror in her eyes.
“Was it this entry in the book she so
often consulted that resulted in my
brother’s death? Or was it this other ?”
She turned a few pages. “I will read
it to you. Remember all the circum-
stances. Listen. | leave you to judge.”
In a low voice, as if reciting a lesson,
she read:

“A fungus can be absorbed by a harmless
element. Then, if this element in which the
fungus is absorbed, is eatenethe venom acts
quickly. Furthermore, if the amanita is cut
in sections and laid in vinegar the fungus
may be eatent without danger to life.”

“You mean,” cried Peter starting for-
ward. “you mean that you all could
actually have eaten that deadly fun-

“Yes, Peter. Let me finish,” said
Mary Brown. “It means that, and more.
Listen to this.” As the horror of com-
prehension dawned slowly in the youth-
ful eves fixed on her, she read :

“If the amanita is laid in vinegar, the fungus
may be eaten without danger to life; but if a
very small dose of the vinegar is taken, death

will follow more speedily than if the whole
fungus were eaten.”

“No, Aunt Mary!” cried Helen Field,
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her face blanched with horror. “No!

No! | can't believe it. | was here that
day. Last Sunday. It was only last
Sunday! I saw her. The servants

were off for the day, and | saw her ar-
range the salad course with her own
hands. And------- Oh, | remember some-
thing now; but it can't be true. She
couldn’t------- 7

“What do you remember that can't
be true, Helen?" asked Mary Brown.

The girl bent her head. Her hands
were fast locked in her lap. Her voice
was scarcely above a whisper.

“|] started to put all the plates on a
tray to carry them into the dining room
and lisa said to me, quite sharply, ‘Don’t
try to take so many, Helen." Then she
took off one plate, and | went into the
other room. She didn't bring the last
plate until those | had brought were
placed.” Then, as if the words were
dragged from her, Helen said, “1 re-
member clearly. She said something
about grandfather’s liking more red
pepper than the rest of us, and she took
the plate | had placed for him and sub-
stituted the one she -had in her-----

A sharp knock sounded at the door.
So tense was the atmosphere that the
sound had almost the effect of an ex-
ploding bomb. Peter jumped for the
door, but it was opened before he could
reach it and the scared face of the butler
appeared.

“Oh, Mr. Clancy,"” he said quickly,
“do come, please, sir. Mis' Brown say
I wasn’t to 'low nobody in, but I don’t
guess she knew------- "

“Mr. Clancy!” A voice sounded over
the butler’'s shoulder, and Sergeant Ben
Dawes of the State constabulary came
suddenly into view. "Oh, Mr. Clancy,”
he repeated, “I'm so glad you’'re here,
sir. |- "

“What is it, Clancy?” Doctor Druse
had joined Peter at the door. “Oh, Ben
Dawes,” he said looking past Peter into
the hall. “What do you want, Ben?”
he asked regarding the trooper steadily.

Ben Dawes hesitated.
come inside, doctor,"
glance at the butler.

Mary Brown spoke
across the room.

“Come in, Ben Dawes,” she said in
a tone of authority, and, as they all came
forward, Peter having dosed and locked
the door, she went on addressing the
trooper: “You've come here to find out
what your duty is in regard to last night.

“1f 1 might
he said, with a

quietly from

You can't make up your mind. Is that
right?™'
“That's exactly what it is, Mrs.

Brown,” said Dawes nervously drawing
off his gauntlets and pulling them
through his belt. “I can’t feel right
about your being here, in case, for once
in his life, that devil we all called Swartz
told the truth last night. It don’t sound
reasonable a bit— 1 mean—you know,
what he said about Mrs.—about Mrs.
Craig.”

“And yet it is the truth.” The
strength of Major Mary’s voice sur-
prised them all. “Listen, Ben Dawes,
and all of you.” She stood up and
raised her right hand in the air. “I
accuse lisa Lockhart, latterly known as
lisa Craig, of having murdered my
brother by the most horrible poison
known to man, the deadly amanita.”

“-Good heavens. Mrs. Brown,” cried
the trooper, “do you realize what you
are saying?”

“l do.” answered Mary Brown
sternly. “l know what | am saying,
and | will abide by the consequences.”

Peter started forward. Mary Brown
checked him with a gesture. Ben Dawes
spoke:

“You mean, Mrs. Brown—you mean
you wish me to arrest her?”

“Now!" said Mary Brown, and her
lips closed in a straight line.

“But it would be illegal, Mrs. Brown,”
the trooper objected. “There must be
a warrant------- "

“You were sent at the right moment,”
said Mrs. Brown inexorably, “and you
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will come up with me now—or | will go
alone.”
“But, Mrs. Brown,” Dawes expostu-

lated, “1 must go down and swear out
a warrant. You tell her so, Mr. Clancy.
I'lll_ come right back, Mrs. Brown.

You'll be perfectly safe with Mr. Clancy
and Doctor Druse and------- ”

“Do you think I'm afraid, Ben
Dawes?” The old voice was filled with
scorn. “Do you think | was afraid last
night? Do you think I am afraid now

to face—whatever there is to face?
Come or not, as you please.” And like
some old king she swept past him,
opened the door for herself and left the
room.

But not alone. Instantly Peter was
at her side. By some strange but deeply
centered sympathy he felt he could di-
vine much if not all that was passing in
that clear, brave, strong old mind. He
realized now what the errand was that
brought her down through the dark and
silent house last night. The book from
which she had just read that illuminat-
ing and convincing paragraph, was the
book she had carried up under her arm.
She must have remembered that state-
ment, aifter those dying words of Esther
Moore. She must have verified it—and

With a curious contraction of the
heart, Peter passed with her along the
hall and up the broad flight of stairs.
Behind them, undeterred by the illegal-
ity of the action, since it was supported
by Peter Clancy, came the trooper.
Close on his heels were the Druses,
father and son, and, as they turned on
the landing, Peter, looking into the hall
below, saw Helen Field, her face paper
white, shrinking in terror against the
wall.

With step unfaltering. Major Alary
led them along the upper hall and to a
certain door.

“Knock,” she said to Peter.

Peter obeyed. Softly at first,
then louder and louder still.

and
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There was no answer.
trooper stepped forward.

“Has she gone— escaped, Mr. Clancy,
do you think?” he whispered in Peter’s
ear.

“The windows are high. And | was
here all night, in the hall downstairs,”
Peter answered. “She didn't go out

Suddenly the

He looked at Major Mary. She was
white to the lips. Quite suddenly, like
the swift rolling up of a curtain, Peter
saw and knew. The footsteps— the
voices in the night—the silence— he
could read the meaning of these in the
stern, white old face before him. With
a heart full of pity and horror, Peter
put his arm about her and stepped back.

“Try the door, Dawes,” he said in a
tone of command. “If you find it
locked, break it in.”

There was a strong intake of the
breath from the two men behind them,
a sharp word of expostulation from

Doctor Druse. The trooper paid no
heed. He turned the doorknob and
pushed. The door did not yield. He

stepped back with a gesture to them
to clear the way and hurled his young
strength against the panels. Again—
and yet again. At the third onslaught
there was the tearing crash of splinter-
ing wood, and the door fell inward on
sagging hinges.

One look, and Peter caught Major
Mary in his arms as she sank toward
the floor.

“1 gave her the chance, and she took
it, Peter,” the tragic old voice sounded

faintly in his ear. “Life is too hard
sometimes, and'fate too relentless. You
understand how it was? Peter, how

can man judge the temptations of a soul
like hers? | let her judge'herself—and
she has paid.”

A little later Peter stood alone beside
the body of lisa Craig. Beautiful be-
yond words, the pale face was turned
up toward him. The coverlid was
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smooth as if she had but just dropped
asleep. The little table by the head of
the bed was in neat and exquisite order,
and upon it stood a glass half full of
water and beside tihat, a small box—a
little, Chinese box, jade green. Peter
opened it. The box was empty.

It was a week later, and in the golden
rain of autumn leaves and autumn sun-
shine, Peter Clancy sat by his cottage
door. Upon his knees was an open
book, a book he had recently borrowed
from the village library where he had,
mlatterly, become a frequent visitor. The
title of the book, “Great Crimes of His-
tory”, had intrigued him, and he had
brought it home the night before, but
had not opened it till now. He was
sitting by his cottage door, staring down
at a face which looked gently up at him
from the open page; a face tragically
familiar, and as haunting in its beauty
as an old melody.

Startled and shaken, Peter looked at
the small inscription under the portrait.
Lucrezia Borgia. Yes. Of course. He
remembered now. That same portrait
had been in one of his text books at
school. That was why he had been
troubled by a persistent sense of famil-
iarity when he had looked upon that
other face so like it, the face of lisa
Craig. What could it mean? Was it
only a coincidence?

The sound of wheels upon the rough
roadway caught his ear. Steel tires, and
the beat of horses’ hoofs. 'Peter closed
his book and stood up quickly, looking
curiously toward the triumphal arch of
gold and scarlet where the trees flung
their branches across the road.

In a moment a sight one sees but
rarely nowadays met Peter's eye. Issu-
ing from tihe opening in the trees came
a handsome and well-kept old Victoria,
drawn by two sleek carriage horses. On
the box, 'his silk hat shining in the bril-
liant sun, sat an old Irish coachman,
handling the reins with ease and grace.

A's the apparition drew near, Peter ut-
tered a cry and ran down the steep,
short path to tHe road.

“Look who's here,” he said with a
glad note in his voice. “By all that's
great if it isn't my captivating friend,
Major Mary Brown!”

“You're a very saucy boy, Peter
Clancy,” said the old lady rising as the
quaint vehicle stopped. “But the cap-
tivating part of your remark is correct.
I've come”— her strong little chin was
thrust forward, her eyes twinkled and
her little gray side curls vibrated like

springs—" 1've come,” she repeated, “to
take your castle by storm. Help me
out, Peter.”

"But of course, Mrs. Brown. And

it's so good of you to come to see me,”
said 'Peter heartily.

As he lifted her from the 'Carriage,
she turned her head and looked at him
darkly.

“What is that thing you say? ‘You
don’t know the half of it, deary. You
don’'t know the half of it”” She imi-

tated Peter's tone. Then she turned
back to the carriage. “Carry the trunk
into Mr. Clancy’s guest room, Patrick.”
she said. “It's the door at the right of
the fireplace. Be very careful of the
rods. | thought we might try for bass
over at Elkins Pond, Peter, so | brought
my tackle along.”

“But, Mrs. Brown,” Clancy ex-
claimed rather hastily, "do you mean
that if------- "

The coachman, with a steamer trunk-
on his shoulder, was already starting to
climb the steep path. Mary Brown
looked up at Peter with an expression
half tragic, half quizzical.

“1 can’t stay in that house any longer,
Peter," she said. “No matter if | have
been ft! for a week or more, I'm well
now. Helen has taken care of me as
if she were my own child, but she wants
to go to town for a while now, and she
ought to get into a different atmosphere.
As soon as Stockton is completely re-
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covered, we're going to travel, but until
then— 1 knew you had a guest room,
Peter—and so— 1 came.”

Clancy laughed aloud.

“But what a scandal that will start in

laughter made a network of wrinkles
around the sad, oM tired eyes, making
them young again, and infinitely appeal-
ing. “Don’t you know what they'll say,
Peter ?” She put her little, worn hands

Somerset, Major Mary,” he cried. on his shoulders. “They'll say, ‘Cod
“Have you considered that? What will help Peter Clancy F” And, leaning for-
the people in the village say ?” ward, she kissed him smartly on the
“What will they say?” Crinkling cheek.
THE END.

SURRENDERS TO SAVE GIRL

pROM Edwards, Kansas, comes the report of the capture of William La
* TraSse, a notorious outlaw, who for a quarter of a century has played a
lone hand against the authorities. It was a woman who was the cause of the
bandit’'s surender. He had a chance to escape from the shack in which officers
had found him, but fearing that the fire from their guns would injure his sweet-
heart, Hazel Henderson, he turned back and gave himself up. La Trasse and
the girl had planned to be married.

“l am a prisoner now and on my way back to the penitentiary’ to do four-
teen years and nine months,” La Trasse is reported to have said shortly after
his capture, “because | could not run away and let Hazel get hurt. | never had
a woman around me before, but Hazel ain’'t like the rest of them. She believed
in me and was ready to marry me and help me make good all the promises |
made when | was paroled.”

FAKE INSPECTORS FOR BANK

A RECENT news report from Bloomington, Illinois, tells how two bank Tob-
** bers perpetrated a daring impersonation on J. F. Kelly, president of the
Farmers State Bank of Chenoa. Posing as bank inspectors they kept the presi-
dent busy counting cash and checking up accounts for some time after other
employees of the bank had left. When the time seemed ripe for the robbery, a
third man dressed as a mechanic, entered the bank and informed the two “in-
spectors” that repairs to their car had been completed. This evidently was the
signal for action, for the three at once set upon Mr. Kelly and bound and gagged
him. Then they gathered together seventy-five thousand dollars of the bank’s
cash and bonds, and drove away in the car that was waiting for them outside.
It was an hour before the bank president could release himself and give the
alarm.
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FTER canoeing the short dis-
tance from the summer-resort
hotel, across the lake to the
mouth of the Ripley, Eric Hol-

vin and his wife continued on, up the
river as far as the foot of the rapids.
There they beached the canoe and trav-
eled on foot up the bank of the rushing
stream to the second pool below the falls.
It was mid-morning of a summer day.

Holvin's wife was a slim, blue-eyed,
distinctly modern woman, some would
say a little too modern for her husband.
Holvin was proud of her, and very jeal-
ous, too.

They began casting for trout at the
lower end of the pool, in the deeper
water below the big tree which lay across
the shallow sand bar at the upper end,
Holvin eagerly showing her just where
to cast the tiny bit of silk and feathers
to best attract the notice of the huge
trout which he assured her lay concealed
under the big rock at the edge of the
pool, thirty feet away on the other side
of the water.

Not long after they had begun fish-
ing in this pool, there came a cheery
hail from above. A man was waving
to them from the rocks at the top of the
fails. The woman answered, and the
man, waving his hat to her, started to
climb down the rocky path. Holvin
waved a hand in salute, but, turning
away, apparently intent on the fishing,
scowled. His lips.tightened to a grim
line.

Holvin hated Leslie Brentling, al-
though it had not always been so. Out-
wardly they were still close friends.
Brentling, with his easy ways, his vi-
olently forceful manner, his dynamic
energy, and ever cheerful friendliness,
seemed to Holvin to be everything that
he was not,

It did not lessen his hate for the man
to see his wife, after waving again, go
up to the next pool to meet Brentling.
Holvin, pretending to be fishing, watched
them closely out of the corners of his
eyes. Above the roar of the falls he
could hear what they were saying, for
they talked loudly.

“Aren’t they beauties ?” Brentling had
opened the cover of his fishbasket, and
the woman was peering into it.

"Oh, Leslie, they're wonderful!”

Holvin cast his line out viciously,
pulled it in regardless of the fact that
the fly had not floated down to the spot
where the fish might be expected to be,
and cast it again, with venom.

“Caught 'em up above the old bridge,”

he heard Brentling explaining. “Caught
any yet?”
“No,” said the woman. “How many

are there? And they’'re such big ones!”
She was looking up at Brentling in a
way that caused Holvin to bite his lip
and swear softly. “She might have told
him that we'd just started fishing,” he
thought bitterly. Brentling was a good
fisherman, always a successful one. He
was like that, always a little better than
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Holvin, no mater what it was. As far
back as Holvin could remember, it had
been like that.

“How's that one, Eric?"’ called the
man above. He was holding up a trout,
a large trout, a speckled beauty that
would have gladdened the heart of any
fisherman.

Holvin grinned up at his friend.
“Pretty good,” he called, and silently
cursed himself for the show of appre-
ciation, cursing Brentling as well. He
wondered just what he should have
done. Hated the thought that he might
have to go on grinning at Brentling,
and applauding his success. But what
else could he do? He did not know.

“Caught them under the big stump,
above the old bridge,” called Brentling.
“Hard place toeget at, but man! they
grow Mg, up there, 1'ixffgoing to get out
early tomorrow and try them again.”

Holvin grunted an answer and re-
turned to his automatic casting. The
woman was still admiring the fish.

“You won't get much, down there,”
called Brentling. “Come up here. |
lost a big one here, before I went up to
the bridge. Try ’'em in here, Eric.”

Holvin swore softly, and hoped that
he might at least this once get a big one
here, and show Brentling. But even as
he wished, he knew that he would not.
Brentling would be right, of course.
(After a few more casts he reeled in his
lline and went up.

Brentling was a big man, a head taller
than Holvin, with clear, blue eyes, that
seemed to sparkle with that dynamic
friendliness that is hard to put aside.
Holvin knew that his own eyes were
lusterless, unfriendly, as he climbed the
path to the higher ground and came up
to them.

Here the ground was several feet
above the pool, dropping off at the edge
in a sheer cliff. The woman had gone
to the edge, and was preparing to cast,
while Brentling was lighting his pipe.
Suddenly? the woman gave a little cry.

“Oh! there’s a dead man in the
water!” She turned toward them,
staring with horror.

It was Brentling who moved first, and
it was perhaps natural that the woman
would run to him, and cling tc”~iim. She
was very much agitated, and not, prob-
ably, thinking of anything but what she
had seen. Brentling had already put a
comforting arm about her before Hol-
vin moved.

“Queer | didn't see it when | fished
here, half an hour ago,” said Brentling®
“But pull yourself together, Frances.”

Holvin, his thoughts all on the little
thoughtless action of his wife, ran
quickly to the edge of the cliff and
looked down. Below him was the bank
of foam, held back by the branches of
the fallen tree, in shallow water at the
lower side of the pool. A mass of white
and gray foam from the falls, with bits
of leaves, sticks, and general rubbish
washed down the river. He searched
the whole of it with a rapid glance.

He turned. The woman was still in
Brentling’s arms. "l don't see any-
thing,” snapped Holvin. “What's the
matter with you, anyway? Don’'t make
a fool of yourself, Brentling. There's
nothing here."”

“l saw it.” protested the woman. “A
man’s face in the edge of the foam!”
She still clung to the man. Holvin
grunted his anger.

“There’s nothing here,” he said short-
ly. “Come back and show it to me, and
don’'t make an idiot of yourself.” There
was uncompromising hardness in his
tone.

Brentling gently pushed the woman
away from him, and the two of them
approached, the woman fearfully, Brent-
ling more intent on the obvious anger in
Holvin’s face. “The little girl's had a

bad scare, Eric,” he said. “Must be
something down there, eh?”
“There isn't a thing,” said Holvin

again, his eyes on the woman. *“Show

it to us,” he demanded coldly.



The Face

She looked down,, searching the fleecy
masses with timid eyes. “There! Over
there .beyond that big stick. Just a face,
can't you see it?”

Holvin laughed. “Rubbish!”  he
snapped. “It's not the face of a man.
You're seeing things!” He picked up
several pebbles, and began tossing them
at the thing which his wife called a
face, in the foam.

The ~others watched intently, the
woman obviously horrified. The peb-
bles fell wide of the mark, at first. “It's
nothing, anyway, but a little mass of
foam, with dead leaves for eyes, and a
bit of straw for a mouth,” Holvin de-
clared, still tossing the pebbles.

“I1t would be the natural place for a
body to ground,” said Rrentling, star-
ing down at the face uncertainly.
“There’s a sand liar under the foam. The
water there is hardly ten inches deep.
But | guess you're right, at that, old
man. It's only a mass of foam, Fran-
ces, but there is a remarkable resem-
blance to a face. Ghastly looking thing,
but nothing but foam, and bits of rub-
bish.”

“There!” exclaimed Holvin at last,
as one of. his pebbles, striking fairly,
plopped down through the face, splash-
ing the resemblance entirely away.

The woman laughed, an uncertain lit-
tle laugh that was drowned out by the
rushing of the water over the fall. “It
did look like a face to me.” she said.
“l was sure it was a dead man in the
water. | guess | must have something
on my conscience! |I'm seeing things.”

Holvin glanced at her sharply, and
then looked quickly away, and, picking
up his fishing rod, prepared to cast,
again. It was Brentling who decided
that the fly the woman was using was

not just the right kind, and tied on an- '

other for her. out of his own fly book.
She cast it, under his direction, but the
trout would not rise. Holvin was not
having any luck, and after a few min-
utes suggested that they continue on up
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the stream. Brentling was not Ashing
any more. “Guess I'll be going along
down,” he said. “Hope you have lots of
luck, folks. Try that hole above the old

bridge, when you get up there. It's the
best spot in the whole brook.”

“l think I'll go down with you, if
Eric doesn't mind my deserting him,”
said the woman. “I'm getting tired of
fishing, already.”

“And I'll paddle you to the other end
of the lake and back,” agreed Brentling,
falling in with the idea instantly. “Eric
won’'t mind. No man wants a woman
around when he’s trying to catch fish,
eh?”

Holvin shrugged his shoulders and
tried to smile. He began casting again.

“You don't mind, do you, Eric?”
asked the woman. “I think that awful
face scared the life out of me.”;

“Come on, then. We'll leaVe Eric to
his fishing. And don’t forget to try that
place above the bridge,” Brentling ealled
back, as they went down the path.

Hdlvin grunted noncommittally, and
as he turned away his lips set grimly.
After a few casts he reeled in his line
and climbed up the path to the top of
the falls. There he stopped and looked
down. He could see his wife and Brent-
ling on the path below the pool. They
were striding along rapidly, with the
woman looking up at him as he talked.
Holvin did not like the look on her face.
Bitterly he turned away, continuing on
the path along the stream until he came
to the old bridge.

Along the stream here were thick
bushes, shielding the rapidly rushing
water from view. The old bridge, he
knew, was one which some logging crew
had thrown across many years before,
He squeezed down the narrow path in
the bushes to the end of the bridge. By
going out on the weatherworn planks
one could cast up and down the stream
without interference from the bushes
that lined both banks. Up above was
the hole which Brentling had spoken of,
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where the river, making a slight turn,
had washed out the bank on the nearest
side, leaving the roots of an old stump
exposed, forming a sheltering spot for
some big trout to hide in.

Stepping gingerly on the rotten planks
of the bridge, Holvin went out from
the shore. The dark water rushed un-
derneath, running swiftly down from
there to the falls, a couple of hundred
feet below. The planks did not go all
the way across the bridge, having rotted
entirely away in the middle, leaving
only the bare, moss-covered beams,
stretching from shore to shore. Holvin
did not fish. He sat down on one side
of the bridge, and with his feet just
above the black water, bitterly contem-
plated the past. He thought again of
all the little things which had occurred
recently* to inflame the jealousy that
had already been there.

“Another six weeks with Brentling
and I'll be out of it altogether,” he said
bitterly. He tore off bits of the rotten
planking and threw them into the stream,
and watched them. How swiftly they
were carried away! In half a minute
they would be dashed over the falls.

“1f Brentling would only fall through
this rotten old bridge to-morrow morn-
ing when he comes here to fish," he
mused coldly, “it would be the best thing
that ever happened for me. But there
is no chance of that. He's been- here
before, and he knows the planks are rot-
ten, and steps only on the safe ones.”

He stared down at the rushing black-
water. It was deep here, for the river
was narrow—deep and black, and rush-
ing with terrible certainty to the brink
of the falls.

“Tired, was she?" he grumbled, think-
ing of his wife, and how quickly she had
deserted him when Brentling came on
the scene. *“She’'s getting tired of her
husband, more probably. If I don't do
something soon, curse him. there’ll be
only one end to it. He’'s too infernally
perfect to live, confound him!”

All the while he was staring down
at the black water. It fascinated him to
see the bits of rotten plank whisked
away. He got up suddenly and sur-
veyed the bridge. The end nearest the
shore seemed much the safest. Toward
the middle some of the planks were so
weak as to be almost ready to break in
two of their own weight.

There was an evil light in his eyes as
he took notice of the fact that the nar-
row path through the bushes came out
on the bridge between the two beams
which stretched across the river. The
planks, being laid crossways, were held
up only at each end. If the planks at
the end of the bridge were as weak as
those out over the middle of the stream,
he thought grimly, Brentling would fall
through as soon as he stepped on the
bridge.

Speculatively he lifted one end of the
plank nearest the end. He was surprised
to discover that it was not nailed down
solidly. The big nails, rusted and weak,
came out easily from the rotten wood of
the beams. The whole bridge, he dis-
covered, was in a very weak condition.
He passed suddenly from the stage of
hoping that Brentling would meet with
an accident to wondering if it would be
possible to weaken the bridge, and make
the accident certain.

It was a terrible thing to contemplate,
but he tested the planks with a harden-
ing of the heart—grim resolution grow-
ing in his mind. It would be easy, he
decided. Easy to move some of the
planks at the middle, and put the
weaker ones at the end. It would
be a man trap that would claim as its
victim the first living thing which
stepped on the bridge from the path.

That, he knew, would make his trap
a little uncertain. Unless Brentling were
the first to step on it, he would escape
and an innocent person would suffer.
Holvin sat down again, and with one
hand tearing at the rotten wood uncon-
sciously. thought over his desperate mur-
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der plot in a coldly calculating fashion.
He was not afraid of being caught and
convicted of murder. The idea hardly
occurred to him, yet he realized that once
the trap was sprung, the evidence would
be torn away, and with the drowning
man, be washed over the falls. People
would say it had been an accident, there
seemed no doubt of that.

He decided, finally, that he would
come back late in the evening and change
the planks, then no one would walk into
the trap that day, and it would be ready
for Brentling when he came the next
morning.

Holvin got up and walked slowly
down the path, got into his canoe, and
paddled about the lake, thinking, and
thinking, bitterly, working himself up
to a state of mind by brooding over his
troubles. When he got back to the ho-
tel, he was silent, shunning the other va-
cationists. He told them he did not feel
well, and in truth he did not.

The long day wore away at last, and
that evening the final straw was added
to the weight of evidence which told him
that he must kill Brentling. After vari-
ous unsuccessful efforts to interest Hol-
vin in something, Brentling and the
girl went canoeing in the moonlight. He
watched them go, and for the first time
since planning his crime he smiled, a
grim, leering smile that was not good to
see.

Half an hour later he left, quietly,
taking one of the canoes and paddling
across the lake to the mouth of the Rip-
ley. Aware of the possible danger of
his presence there being connected with
the death of Brentling on the next
morning, he drew the canoe far up into
the hushes before he went on, up the
path toward the bridge. The moon was
shining brightly, round and white in the
sky, only occasionally dimmed by the
passage of a cloud.

When he had arrived at the bridge he
sat down, studied the problem of how

F ibest to arrange his trap, and waited till

the moon should pass behind a cloud to
do the work. There was no sense in
taking any unnecessary risk, he told him-
self coldly, even though he hardly cared
whether his crime found him out or
not.

He heard, above the droning beat of
the falls the sound of voices on the path.
Some one was coming. There were two
of them, a man’s voice and a woman's.
He grinned leeringly again as he re-
alized that they were Brentling, and his
own wife.

“Out walking in the moonlight!” he
grated between clenched teeth. “I hope
to Heaven, Brentling, that you get here
before any one else to-morrow morn-
ing!”

Would they stop at the bridge? He
sat on one of the beams and kept quite
still. He could barely make out what
they were saying. Brentling was telling
of some exploit of his. At the end of
the bridge they hesitated for the frac-
tion of a minute, then passed on. Soon
their voices faded into the distance.
Holvin sat on the beam for a time, and
then, the moon having passed behind a
cloud, he set to work on the trap, lift-
ing the planks from the end to the mid-
dle. and placing the very weak ones at
the end. One of them broke in his
hands as he picked it up. The two pieces
darted quickly out of sight in the black
water. The suddenness of the disap-
pearance gave him a thrill.

There were other weak planks, how-
ever, and it was only a short time till
the trap was finished. He sat down
again and contemplated what he had
done. He would have to be careful
when leaving the bridge to walk along
the very edge of the thing, over a beam,
and force his wav up through the bushes,
at one side of the path.

“The next man who steps on those
planks.” he thought grimly, “goes into
the river and over the falls.” He waited
for Brentling and his wife, who would
probably return the way they had gone
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up. And as he waited he cursed Brent-
ling silently.

There was a half formed plan in his
head to call to them when they should
pass. Brentling would come out on the
bridge, and die before his eyes. He
thought of it coldly, and decided that
while dramatic, it would be an unneces-
sary risk to himself.

He had not long to wait for them. As
he heard their voices, coming down the
path, he cursed Brentling again. They
were not talking very loudly, and at first
he coudd not hear what they were saying.
They stopped at the path leading down
to the bridge. Brentling seemed to be
arguing about something, and the woman
protesting, laughingly.

Then the wind seemed to carry the
a few of Brentling’'s words, “—go away
— better that way— never know-------

Holvin'’s muscles tightened, and he
leered down at the black water. “Yes,”
he thought grimly, “you’re going away,
drone of the falls away, and he caught
Brentling, but not with mv wife!” Then
in a sudden panic he caught a few more
words. “First train in the morning------- "
Did Brentling mean that he would leave
in the morning? He set his teeth hard
on the thought that the man might get
away from him after all.

“No, you don’t, Brentling,” he mut-
tered between clenched teeth. “I1 can
call you into the trap, right now!” He
was about to call out to them, when the
wind, blowing fresh from up the river,
seemed to dull the drone of the falls,
and he could hear Brentling’s words
plainly. The man was talking louder,
too, and more insistently.

“The first train in the morning, dear.
It's the best way, -and the only way.
People are talking. Eric is frightfully
jealous of you, and he must have heard
some of the things that are being bandied
about among the gossips about us. Even
though there is nothing at all between
us, the effect on him must be the same.”
Here Holvin caught his breath suddenly.

What did Brentling mean by that?
Brentling continued.

"W e've been good friends, Eric and
I, and there’s no sense in my stirring up
trouble, especially when you and | are
only friends. [I'll slip away, and spend
my vacation elsewhere. Eric is unrea-
sonably jealous of you, but he's a friend
of mine, you know.”

Suddenly Holvin scrambled to his
feet. What was Brentling saying, that
there was no affair between them ? That
he was going away because he had dis-
covered that he was creating discord?
With a sudden wave of nausea at what
he had been about to do, Holvin remem-
bered all the good things about Leslie
Brentling that he seemed to have for-
gotten in his moments of mad jealousy.

The man and the woman in the path
started on again, the woman protesting
laughingly about something. Holvin
stood as though frozen till their voices
died away. He could not realize that
what he had heard must be the truth,
yet neither Brentling nor his wife could
have known he had been listening. What
a blind fool he had been! He was filled
with contrition by the thought that he
had doubted Leslie Brentling. Why,
there was no sense in the man going
away. Let the gossips talk. He did not
care; this was a matter for only the three
of them. Forgotten now were all the
foolish imaginations of the past weeks;
forgotten were alt his furious resolutions
to bring about the death of Brentling;
forgotten was even the death trap itself
as he quickly started across the bridge
in his eager haste to overtake them and
apologize, and insist that Brentling stay.

Brentling and the woman had got
nearly to the falls when Brentling
stopped suddenly. “What was that, eh?
Sounded like a cry.” They listened.

“1t was nothing,” said the’'woman.

“Probably a bird,” agreed Brentling.
They went on, down the rocky path,
past the falls, in the white glow of the
moonlight. They stood at the foot of
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them, admiring the glistening white and
black of the falling water, and passed
on.

The woman laughed, a litle ripple of
sound, as they passed the bank of foam
where she had seen the face that morn-
ing. “Poor Eric was quite provoked
about my thinking that thing in the water

this morning was a real face.” She
laughed again. And then gave a little
cry. “For goodness’ sake! 1 do believe

| can see another one, almost in the same
place! Do you see it, Leslie?”
Brentling peered at it. “It does look

real,” he replied. “It is remarkable, we
shall have to tell Eric about it. | think
it was just then, when you first saw the
face, that | realized how jealous of you
Eric is. He was angry because you
came to me, instead of him, when you
were afraid.”

“Don’'t be silly, Leslie,” said the
woman. “Ugh! But I don’'t like fo see
dead people in the water. Let's go.”

And long after they were gone, the
white, glistening face in the water re-
mained, staring up at the sky, waiting
for morning.

EDWARDS ESTATE A MYTH

C?IVE hundred persons from Illinois, Oklahoma, Louisiana, Arkansas, and
* Texas, attended a conference on February 21st, in Fort Worth, Texas, to
form an association to recover the proceeds of a vast estate to which they were
led to believe they were the heirs. It was said to be the Edwards estate in New
York City, but according to the register’'s office of New York County, there is
no such estate. At the meeting held in February, two Texas lawyers had advised
the supposed heirs not to take any steps to investigate their claim until the New
York register’'s office should be heard from. The claimants, believing that a
share in the fictitious estate would be paid to them eventually, had contributed
from ten to twenty dollars each for the purpose of forming the association. It
would appear that what might have proved a hoax of colossal proportions was
thus nipped in the bud by the shrewdness of the Texas lawyers, before any
further contributions' were levied from the numerous “heirs.”

SWINDLER OF WOMEN GETS EIGHT YEARS

TH E General Sessions Court in New York City contained many women who

had been victims of Allen Kichman, when that gentleman was sentenced
a few weeks ago to serve from four to eight years in Sing Sing. In the front
row of the spectators’ benches were six women whom he had defrauded of
sums ranging from a few hundred dollars lip to ten thousand, after he had
become engaged to their daughters. Two of them were the complainants in
the cases in which indictments had been returned. Kichman pleaded guilty.

Although already having a wife and child, the prisoner had become engaged
to various girls and had not only borrowed money of their mothers, but had
also induced them to cash bogus checks. Only two of the victims, however,
would make complaints against him. Judge Collins flayed the swindler severely
when pronouncing sentence. “You are the most despicable kind of a thief
and a crook,” he said, “You victimized dozens of confiding young women and
their mothers. If there is any swindling scheme you haven't tried, I've not
heard of it!”
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Early American Experiments
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EN have always considered it
legitimate to conduct experi-
ments on the living bodies and
minds of other men who hap-

pened to be convicted of offenses. In
the time of the great Ptolemy Soter,
convicts were handed over to court phy-
sicians, Herophilus and Erasistratos,
who performed vivisection upon them
by cutting open the abdomen and the
chest, to observe the beating of the
heart and the working of other organs.
Mithridates of Pontus had his doctors
try the effects of various poisons on
felons. And both poisoning and vivi-
section were practiced on criminals in
Italy at the dawn of the Renaissance.

Horrible as all this may seem, the
custom of human experimentation in the
case of lawbreakers has by no means
been abandoned. It has been no more
than changed and modified.

In the preceding article of this series
the failure of the first reform prisons
in the United States was related— a fail-
ure due partly to a faulty system of
construction and lack of segregation,
but even more to mismanagement and
official corruption. Thus, in the second
decade of the nineteenth century, the
pioneer States, Pennsylvania and New
York, found themselves facing a ter-
rible dilemma. Must they go back to

the old physical tortures and the reyival
of capital punishment for a long list of
major crimes, or was there some path
forward ?

The late O. F. Lewis, for long secre-
tary of the American Prison Associa-
tion, has recorded some opinions of the
time in his book on prison customs, to
which | am indebted for much material
that has gone into these writings.
These show clearly enough what the
drift was. The old prisons had been
“colleges” and “refuges” for convicts.
They had not punished, but sheltered the
worst elements of the community.
They had not paid. They were a bur-
den. Many cried out in clear terms for
a return to the direct methods of earlier
times, and there was a very grave danger
that these men would prevail and that
this terrible retrogression would take
place.

The reformers, themselves, as | have
already related, were appalled by the
condition in which their first experiment
had been left, after about twenty-five
years of trial and disorder. They
fought, however, to retain the prison,
instead of returning to the ever busy
gallows tree, the branding iron, clipping
shears, stocks, pillory, lash, and what
not. They won their fight, but at a
cruel price.
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Since one of the greatest objections
to the older prisons was based on the
charge that the young were corrupted
by the old, the inexperienced by the
hardened, it was a natural conclusion
that association of convicts in prisons
should be done away with. This idea
gave rise to the building of single-cell
prisons, where every convict, as some
wag of the times said, “would have his
private room.”

A good many writers seem to believe
that this idea originated in America;
but not so. As a matter of fact, the
cell prison was imitated from the mod-
els of cenobite monasticism, under which
each monk occupied, more or less con-
tinually, his separate room, den, or cell.
And it was a pope, Clement XI, who
built the first single-cell prison, San Mi-
chele, at Rome, in 1703. It was he, too,
who first used the word penitentiary.
Later a prison on this model was built
at Milan, and still later, the famous
Maison de Force was erected at Ghent,
where the one-to-a-cell system and other
features later used in America were
put into practice. As a matter of fact,
this Ghent prison first tried out a plan
of prison conducting which has since
become world famous under the name,
“the Auburn system,” because it was put
into practice at Auburn, New York, in
1820, But Ghent began it, in accord-
ance with the ideas of Count Vilain
X1V, of Flanders, in 1791.

The great debate in the minds of
prison advocates of this period was, as
already noted, between the idea of soli-
tary confinement and the perpetual si-
lence discipline. There was also the
lesser conflict between those who ad-
vocated hard labor and those who felt
that complete idleness and time to medi-
tate upon sins and crimes were the sure
cure for criminality. John Howard, the
father of prison reform, impressed by
the foul conditions he found in British
and European jails and lazarettos, be-
cause of the association of all kinds of

prisoners, frequently of both sexes, had
a strong feeling for the solitary-confine-
ment method, and when he finally per-
suaded Parliament to let him take
charge of and rebuild the Gloucester
prison, he instituted this form of pun-
ishment there. In the beginning the
prisoners were kept in idleness. Later
they were given such work as might be
done in their cubbies, singly and alone.
This happened at least two decades be-
fore the solitary idea was adopted in
America as a method of correcting the
evils which did their part to wreck the
Walnut Street Prison in Philadelphia
and Newgate in New York.

The fall of Newgate was foreseen,
mainly because it became indescribably
overcrowded. Consequently the State
had begun, as early as 1816, the con-
struction of another prison in west cen-
tral New York, at the village of Au-
burn, where parts of the original prison
are still standing and in use, among them
the administration building with the
Continental soldier at the top of the
tower. The early parts of this prison
were no departure from the older mod-
els of Walnut Street and Newgate, for
they consisted of a number of large
rooms, to hold from eight to ten prison-
ers, and about sixty solitary cells, into
which one or two men could be locked.
So Auburn started out on old and dis-
credited lines, with the result that there
were outbreaks, mutinies, corruptions,
and what not? Also there were, by
1819. more prisoners than the little in-
stitution could hold.  Accordingly, in
that year, Governor De Witt Clinton
recommended to the legislature that
money be appropriated and provision
made for an enlargement of Auburn
through the building of the famous
“north wing.”

This wing is a building inclosing a
double row or block of cells, back to
back, but entirely confined within the
main structure. The wing is one great
cel! in which are many smaller cells.
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The thing is- thus a good deal like a
hive. Each cell was built to accommo-
date only one prisoner, and special facil-
ities for guarding and observing the
men were provided by the architect. |
make mention of these details because
they had a tremendous influence on
prison architecture all over the world,
and they still control the prison build-
ers of to-day. No better model, save
for obvious variations, could be found
when the great Federal prisons were
built in Leavenworth and Atlanta, and
even now the Auburn plan is being fol-
lowed in the new Sing Sing, as it was
at the new Stillwater, Minnesota. In
fact, nearly all later American prison
houses trace back to Auburn in some
detail. Great Meadow, which was built
without a wall, also followed the Auburn
plan.

A good deal has been written about
the question of the invention of the
Auburn plan. Some believe that it was
conceived by William Brittin, the first
agent and warden. Others credit Elam
Lynds, his deputy and successor. Still
other writers say that the plan was ma-
tured by one of the five supervisors of
the Auburn prison, natives of the vil-
lage. who served without pay. We shall
see a little later that this is all untrue.

Salaries at Auburn in 1820 may inter-
est present-day wage workers. The
warden, who was also a builder, received
$1,800 a year; his deputy, $450; his
chief clerk, $450; turnkeys or keepers,
$350; the surgeon, $200. and the chap-
lain, $125.

Discipline at Auburn continued so
bad that in 1819 the five inspectors or-
ganized a militia force of three officers
and thirty privates in the village of
Auburn, who served without pay. but
received their arms and equipment, in
return for which they were required to
assemble and rush to the prison to help
the turnkeys in case of trouble. Nev-
ertheless. there was turmoil inside the
new keep, and the situation was brought

to the attention of the legislature by
members who were hostile to prisons
and wanted no more money spent on
this now dubious experiment.

The legislators decided not to give up
the prisons because they did not work
perfectly, but they passed a grading bill,
by the terms of which all prisoners in
the State institutions were to be divided
into three castes. The old, hardened
offenders were the first, and their pun-
ishment was to be perpetual solitary
confinement without work. The second
class were refractory prisoners, who
were to alternate between solitary con-
finement and association, and between
idleness and work. The third and best
grade were the younger men and first
termers, who were to be permitted to
work in common during the daytime,
and be locked up separately at night.
This law forced the English form of
solitary confinement on about half of
the inmates of Auburn. Oddly enough,
it was on Christmas Day, 1821, that the
law went into effect, and an unfortunate
eighty bad men of Auburn were thus
locked away.

This was not, be it known, the first
or tfte only infliction of the solitary' as
a general form of prison discipline in
this country. The Western Penitentiary,
at Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, had opened
its doors three years earlier, having been
built expressly for the solitary-confine-
ment plan of punishment, and similar
methods were being tried in Virginia
and elsewhere. The solitary was, of
course, in full swing in England, where
it was also combined with the principle
of silence. In some of the British pris-
ons the thing was carried so far that
such convicts as had to go about from
place to place, doing .the absolutely
necessary work of the prisons, were
masked.

All this seems barbarous nonsense
now. Let me quote from an official
document of those times to show how
the matter was then regarded:
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The end and design of the law is the pre-
vention of crimes, through fear of punish-
ment, the reformation of offenders being a
minor consideration. Let the most obdurate
and guilty felons be immured in solitary cells
and dungeons; let them have pure air, whole-
some food, comfortable clothing, and medical
aid when necessary; cut them off from all
intercourse with men; let not the voice or
the face of a friend ever cheer them; let
them walk their gloomy abodes and commune
with their corrupt hearts and guilty con-
sciences in silence, and brood over the horrors
of their solitude and the enormity of their
crimes, without the hope of executive par-
don.

g.-Contrast with this the sarcastic com-
ment of George lIves in his famous
“History of Penal Methods,” which
deals mainly with English and European
jails:

Once make the prisoners think and they
will forthwith see the error of their ways.
The broken-down, the cretinous, the neurotic,
the unbalanced, once made to think were
somehow to solve all the terrific problems of

disease and environment; repent, and so save
themselves.

But there was no understanding of
such matters in 1821. The idea that
crime might be another term for dis-
ease had not yet crept into the minds
of men, nor did the folks who ran pris-
ons and made laws even dimly appre-
hend that a man, cut off from the solace
and communion of other men, will die as
surely as the hive ibee if placed in soli-
tude. Men knew little of human minds
then, and cared less. Force was the
most obvious means to an end, and it

was employed, unsparingly. But it
didn’t work.
In Auburn the eighty men in soli-

tary confinement slowly went mad. One
committed suicide in his cell; several
others tried it. Another solitary pris-
oner, being let out one morning so that
his dungeon might be cleaned, threw
himself over the railing of the gallery
to the pavement below, and was hor-
ribly mangled, but still alive. He was
patched up and put back into solitary.
Another man, driven to frenzy by the

loneliness and terror of the dark and
silent cell, butted his head against the
stone walls of his keep until he had
broken his skull. He, too, survived and
was sait back to the torture.

The State, which until now had ex-
pressed little interest in prison matters,
was horrified by the reports of these
happenings, and for the first time there
was popular indignation.

Meantime, in other communities, soli-
tary confinement had been no more suc-
cessful, In the Thomaston Prison, in
Maine, the men confined in solitary cells
without labor either went insane or
broke down physically, so that they
spent about half their time in the prison
hospital. The physician reported at last
that the solitary men had to be taken to
the hospital and kept there under treat-
ment so that they might be sufficiently
restored to endure a return to the soli-
tary, where they again shortly broke
down and had to be carried back to the
care of the physician and nurses.

In Virginia the health of the men in
solitary grew so poor that any sort of
mild disease carried them off inevitably.
Such things as measles and heavy colds
killed these shattered hulks one after
another, and the system had to be done

away with.

At Auburn, the solitary business
lasted a little more than eighteen
months. In 1823 Governor Yates vis-

ited the prison and saw at firsthand
what confinement was doing to the pe-
nal charges of the State. The good man
was shocked and appalled. He ordered
the solitary discontinued on the spot,
and before the year was out he had par-
doned nearly all of the men who had
been subjected to this dread punishment.

In issuing these pardons, Governor
Yates in that early day made one of the
most striking demonstrations of the fail-
ure of punishment as a means of re-
forming human beings that ever has
been recorded. The chance to "reflect
on their crimes” had not made any of
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these tragic human beings honest. It
had made maniacs of some, and they
ended their days in State institutions of
another kind. It made derelicts of
others, who came to their conclusions
in the State almshouses. Twelve of the
pardoned men soon committed other
crimes, and were returned to Auburn,
while more found their way into other
prisons. One man committed a burglary
the very night he was released, after
seventeen months in the lonely dungeon!

Now what? If prisoners were left to
associate one with another the bad con-
taminated the good, the discipline broke
down, and there was the devil to pay.
If men were locked apart, so that they
could not corrupt one another, they went
mad and became wrecks, so that the hu-
mane feelings of the public became
aroused and governors stepped in with
edicts. Was it possible that prisons
would have to be abandoned after all ?

Once more the good old conservatives
rose in their chairs at many a lecture
and public meeting, and in the halls of
the legislature, to demand a return to
physical torture, the only method ever
devised “to strike terror into a felon’s
heart.” The identical phrase has lately-
been used by a New York judge in his
defense of the death penalty.

But, once again the friends of the
prisons were to have their way. They
gave up the solitary-confinement idea
and undertook to try the method known
to penologists as the silence-and-asso-
ciation system. For this plan the
foundation had been laid at Auburn in
the building of the famous north wing,
already described. Here there were
ranks of small individual cells, where
one man could be kept apart from his
fellows in the hours of leisure or of
sleep. Men could be locked up here
and made to work in their cells. That
was one idea, strongly sponsored by the
1822 report of the New York Society
for the Prevention of Pauperism, per-
haps the earliest document in this coun-

try dealing with an investigation of so-
cial conditions by a public committee,
as Lewis points out. The society
summed up its ideas in these terms:
solitary confinement, hard labor, moral
instruction, and discipline.

But Auburn soon did better than that.
By 1824 there was in full operation in
the prison the Auburn plan. Prisoners
of all grades and kinds were locked into
separate cells by night and at leisure
time. In the daytime, for from eight
to ten hours, prisoners were forced to
do hard labor in shops and yards, in
complete association. But, and here was
the important and long-lived feature,
they were enjoined with perpetual si-
lence. They must not communicate
with their fellows at any time or in any
way unless their keepers specially per-
mitted. They could see other human
beings, work beside them, eat with
them, touch them, and know them, but
they must never speak. The authorities
of the prison went to the greatest length,
short of gagging, to enforce this rule.

Many additional keepers were needed
to see that the convicts did not sneak
a word with one another. The matter
caused the wardens emany sleepless
nights and much graying of the thatch,
but the silence system was at length
made to work with a fair degree of suc-
cess, so that prisons, after thirty-five
years of travail and failure, were at last
established as permanent institutions.
The success at Auburn was soon re-
ported in all other States and in for-
eign countries. Prison managers and
penological students came from all the
ends of the earth to visit Auburn and
see how this wonder was being worked.
Some went home and wrote reports of
what they had seen. Others wrote
learned books on the subject. Approval
was widespread if not unanimous. And,
with a single exception, these writers
and reporters gave the men at Auburn
credit for the origination of this sys-
tem. Only Doctor Rudolph Julius, a
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Prussian, who also visited Auburn and
saw with wide-open eyes, reminded his
readers that the Auburn system was
really the Ghent system. For thirty-six
years before Auburn had its plan in full
operation, the Maison de Force had
used solitary cells for the night keeping
of its men, had employed them in
“forced labor” by day, and had imposed
complete silence upon all inmates.
Ghent had also, as did Auburn, retained
the solitary confinement for reasonably
short periods as a method of handling
refractory fellows and discipline break-
ers. Many a man went to the solitary
for whispering the time of day to his
neighbor at the lathe or loom.

It may be of interest to note at this
point that the silence rule has endured
in some of the prisons of our leading
States to within ten years, and that in
many of the backward communities of
the United States it is still the rule.
Other customs, which still persist, also
originated at Auburn in this period, per-
haps copied from Ghent again. What
these things were can be read from a
report of the Prison Discipline Society
of Boston, made in 1826. It reads in
part:

“The unremitted industry, the entire
subordination, the subdued feeling
among the convicts, has probably no
parallel among any equal number of
convicts. In their solitary cells, they
spend the night with no other book than
the Bible, and at sunrise they proceed
in military order, under the eye of the
turnkey, in solid columns, with the lock
march, to the workshops, thence in the
same order at the hour of breakfast,
to the common hall, where they partake
of their wholesome and frugal meal in
silence. Not even a whisper might be
heard through the whole apartment.

"Convicts are seated in single file at
narrow tables, with their backs toward
the center, so that there can be no in-
terchange of signs. If one has more
food than he wants, he raises his left

hand, and if another has less, he raises
his right hand and file waiter changes
it. When they have done eating, at the
ringing of a bell of the softest sound,
they rise from the table, form in solid
columns, and return under the eyes of
the turnkeys to the workshops.

“From one end of the shops to the
other, it is the testimony of many wit-
nesses that they have passed more than
three hundred convicts without seeing
one leave his work or turn his head to
gaze at them. There is the most per-
fect attention to business from morning
till night, interrupted only for the time
necessary to dine—and never by the fact
that the whole body of prisoners have
done their tasks and the time is now
their own, and they can do as they
please.

“At the close of the day, a little be-
fore sunset, the work is all laid aside
at once, and the convicts return in mili-
tary order to the silent cells, where they
partake of their frugal meal, which they
are permitted to take from the kitchen,
where it is furnished to them, as they
return from the shop. After supper
they can, if they choose, read the Scrip-
tures undisturbed, and can reflect in si-
lence on the error of their lives. They
must not disturb their fellow prisoners
by even a whisper.

“The feelings which the convicts ex-
hibit to their religious teacher are gen-
erally subdued feelings.”

So here we got the lockstep; the
cowed convict, who dared not turn his
head to see the face of a passing woman;
the common dining room; the supper-
in-the-cell and the Bible-per-cell idea.
All these customs of early Auburn have
survived until the latest years, and many
of them will not pass till many another
snow has fallen on the walls and para-
pets of the grim houses.

Another custom which originated at
Auburn at this time or, at least, was
then made into a formal practice, was
that of visiting. Any and all persons
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were admitted to Auburn on payment
of a fee of twenty-five cents. It was
said that this habit was founded on the
idea that any citizen was entitled to in-
spect the prisons and so guard against
abuses. Others said that the visiting
was permitted so that many might get
an idea of what prison was like, and so
be deterred from crime. No matter.
The prisons visitations began here, such
as have only lately been forbidden by
the most forward-looking wardens and
commissioners, who have, after the
lapse of a century, come to understand
what havoc is played among convicts by
intrusions of all and sundry.

A good deal is always said about the
frugal meals— frugal but healthful—
served to convicts. At Auburn the food
of the prisoners in 1825 was provided
by contractors, who were paid a frac-
tion more than five cents per day for
each convict's meals. Clothing was pro-
vided on the same basis, and each man’s
garb cost five dollars and eighty-seven
cents a year.

For breakfast, this was a typical pro-
vision: Cold meat, bread, cold hominy,
hot potato, pint of rye coffee, sometimes
with molasses sweetening.

And here is a dinner of the usual sort;
Meat, soup made of corn meal cooked
In broth, bread, potato.

The meat was usually salt pork or
corned beef. Fresh beef was permit-
ted once a week. The convict got from
ten to sixteen ounces of meat a day, ac-
cording to the official reports.

Prisoners were not permitted to write
or receive letters or visits from rela-
tives except under the most extraor-
dinary situations, which is to say when
a prisoner lay dying or when there was
a legal paper commanding the warden
to permit the visit. There were no
books except the Bibles, no schools, no
teaching of trades, no fitting of the men
for facing the woi'ld at the expiration
of their terms. Flogging was going
on from morning to night, and the up-

right judges and political wiseacres of
the day stated with their usual assur-
ance that the prison could not be kept
going without this infliction. Such was
the beginning of the system of penol-
ogy on which the present form of pun-
ishment is based, except for the addi-
tional scientific and medical understand-
ing which is now being used.

Among the foreign gentlemen who
came to visit Auburn in .the days of its
great repute was an English ex-chaplain
and inspector of prisons for the British
government, William Crawford by
name. What he tells about Auburn in
those days is illuminating, especially
when we consider that he approved of
the prison and was enthusiastic about
it, save that he felt there wasn’'t enough
religious and moral instruction for the
prisoners’ good.

At Auburn the prisoners at work in
the shops, Crawford tells us, were
watched by seen and unseen Kkeepers,
some of the later operating from peep-
holes and slits in the ceiling. At the
first infraction of the silence rule the
convicts were flogged on the spot with
heavy, rawhide, cutting whips, which all
the keepers carried. These warders
could inflict as many “stripes" as they
liked. There was no trial system, no
reference to the warden or deputy be-
fore the punishment was inflicted, and
no recourse for the convict, in case he
might prove innocent. All the keeper
did was to lash his man and later make
a report to the warden, according to his
own lights. What cruelties, injustices,
and partialities this system must have
evoked can be imagined.

Crawford recounts that in this way,
because of a keeper’s violence, a woman
convict was practically flogged to death,
and prisoners were constantly being
treated in the hospital for blows and
other injuries received at the hands of
the turnkeys. The men, Crawford
further relates, were forced to sit with
heads bowed and keep their eyes on
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their work. No matter what happened,
they dared not look up, “and it a con-
vict is caught looking off his work he
is flogged by the overseer,”

This dreadful rule of silence, night
and day, gave birth, of course, to many
of the strange inventions of convicts.
Men learned to talk without moving
their lips. They learned how to com-
municate by means of little taps on the
cell walls. They invented the Siberian
sgquare— not in Siberia, we may be sure,
but in Alburn or one of the Pennsyl-
vania prisons, for Siberia knew of no
such cruelty as perpetual silence.

Eventually this had to be discarded.

Men found out after a while that it was
not possible to make men moral and
sweet even by taking from them the
power of communication, on which so
much of civilization, so much of even
animal life, is based. Thus both the
solitary-confinement experiment and the
silence experiment came to grief, after
their human victims had numbered hun-
dreds of thousands, in this and other
lands. But the keepers and the law-
makers went right on making their ex-
periments. Perhaps there was no other
way.

What they did next we shall see pres-
ently.

CRIPPLE HELD AS BLACKMAILER

EXCLUSIVE society circles of Cambridge, Massachusetts, were terrorized a

little while ago by a supposed “Brotherhood of Death” blackmail ring. The
blackmailing demands lasted for two months and culminated in the arrest of
a nineteen-year-old youth, Kenneth Wiltshire, on suspicion of being the guilty
one. It was Miss Alice Longfellow, daughter of the poet, Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow, the “grave Alice” of his famous poem, “The Children’s Hour,”
who enabled the police to trace the blackmail demand for three thousand dollars
to young Wiltshire.

According to police statements, Wiltshire admitted authorship of the black-
mail notes received by Miss Longfellow and gave as his reason for his action
his need for money for an operation on his hip. His parents, however, stated
that they had spent hundreds of dollars to remedy his defect, whereupon the
prisoner wavered in his story.

FINGERPRINT EXPERT RETIRES

AFTER thirty-nine years of service in the London police department, C. S.
** Collins, superintendent of the identification bureau of Scotland Yard, has
retired. Mr. Collins is said to have made nearly five hundred thousand finger
prints of criminals and suspects during his term of service. From the prints
on file in his department, about two hundred and sixty thousand identifications
have been made, without a single mistake.

In speaking of his work a little while ago, Mr. Collins said: “1 would stake
my life on the probability that there never will be finger prints alike on any two
human beings, even though the world should go on indefinitely.” During the
next generation, he asserted, finger prints would be more generally used every-
where, not only in the identification of criminals, but as a matter of record in
births, and in numerous other ways.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

WIAXWELL SANDERSON, who is known as ‘'The Noiseless Cracksman/’ has gambled away his
money at Frey’s, and is now compelled to "work out a scheme by which to replenish his bank

account.

Sanderson and his friend. F.arton Clark, hit upon the idea of stealing the Russian Crown

gems, which are to be seen at a benefit at the summer home of Mr. Rodger Wellington, near Port

Chester.

Their plan is for Sanderson to impersonate an Italian count, and pose as a guest of

the Wellingtons, while Barton Clark is to stand outside to await his cue.
lu the meantime Peter Blodgett and Sam Lash, detectives employed by Adam Decker, who
have been shadowing Sanderson, on the chance of catching him, set themselves up to guard the

safe in which the gems are placed, at the Wellington house.

However, Sanderson overlooked the

fact that there might be two detectives guarding the safe instead of one, and at first things seem
to go against him. After a combat, followed by shooting, Sanderson and Barton Clark escape.

CHAPTER VI.
A DOCTOR OR DEATH.

IGHTS were appearing in the
windows of the second and
third floors; one after an-
other they flashed on in quick
succession. A woman’s scream, shrill
with terror, rang out through the night.

It was no easy task to carry a man
of Barton Clark's weight, for he tipped
the scales at better than a hundred and
sixty pounds, but Sanderson had the
desperate urge which made the feat pos-
sible. He did not stumble beneath the
burden but strode steadily toward the
road, his progress aided by the down-
ward dip of the lawn, yet when he had
reached the public highway and the edge
of the Wellman estate his breath was
wheezing from his mouth in exhausted
gulps and his arms were numb.

“This is about my limit. Bart,” he
said as he lowered his wounded friend
to the roadside. “I'll have to leave you
here, get the car out of the lane and

He bent down and tried
“Are you

drive back.”
to peer into Clark’s face.
suffering much, old man?”

"Not—not as much as you might
think,” Clark answered with difficulty.
“1I'm pretty sure this is the end of me,
Sanderson; the final curtain. It was a
thriller while it lasted— down to the very
last. It—it couldn't go on forever; as
we've both said before, there had to be
an end—some time. I want to tell

"Nonsense!” Sanderson broke in, but
his voice was husky. “Get that sort of
stuff out of your head. You've never
been a quitter and you're not going to
quit now. Make yourself as comfort-
able as you can while | get the car. 1'll
be back as quickly as | can. There's
little enough time to lose. As soon as
somebody in the house gathers enough
wits to do any thinking they'll be tele-
phoning all the towns to stop us. They
may search the roads.”

He plunged through the darkness,
broke into a run and. a hundred yards

t
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or so further on, turned into the lane.
The burning dash light of the parked
car shone faintly through the foliage,
guiding him to the machine. He sprang
into the driving seat. He had to take
the time to put on his shoes, for both

the bedroom slippers had been lost
somewhere on the Wellman lawn and
his feet were bare. Also, since the
gaudy silk pajamas' would likely in-

crease the hazard of their escape, he
hastily drew on his clothes over the
sleeping garments.

With his foot on the starter button
he paused for an instant, listening. He
heard a motor burst into a rhythmic
humming through the night stillness,
and knew that there would be pursuit—
speedier pursuit than he had expected.
There was indeed no time to lose.

“The luck’s against me!" he muttered.
“The luck’s all gone against me!”

The car lurched forward and poked
its nose out of the lane and into the
main road. He swung to the left, driv-
ing it blind, for to switch on the head-
lamps was to advertise his presence.

“It's a quiet motor, thank Heaven!”
he told himself. As he came to the spot
where he had left his wounded friend—
the location marked by a tree of un-
usual size—Clark pulled himself up
from the roadside and lurched drunk-
enly forward. Sanderson stopped the
car, got down and helped the other up.

“1 seem to feel a little better,” said
Clark; “1 guess you've bucked me up.”
But the effort had drained that small
remnant of strength he had called upon
and he collapsed against the seat.

“Good!” Sanderson said tensely and
began to turn the automobile, for to
proceed in that direction was to-drive
past the entrance of Wellman place.
They could hear voices, men shouting
back and forth, and some one racing a
motor impatiently. Hardly was the
fugitive machine in motion when a pur-
suing car shot from out of the drive-
way, headlamps glaring.

. hope now

It turned to the left, but Sanderson’s
satisfaction, as he noted this through the
reflector, was lost in a renewed alarm
as he saw a second pursuer shoot down
to the main road and swing—to the
right.

“This means a race, Bart. Our only
lows. Somebody with a brain inside his
head is giving orders back there. Pur-
suit in both directions, hoping to nab
us no matter which way we went. |If
this engine’'s got the power and the
speed you claim for her-------

“1've had ’'er do better than seventy,”
Clark responded, but his voice was so
faint that it was hardly more than a
whisper. “If you hadn’t stopped to
bother about me-------

The pursuers had sighted the fleeing
car. A shot crashed from behind, a
second, a third, until the fusillade had
the sound of a bombardment. Bing!
A bullet struck the metal of the body;
if a shot like that should happen to
pierce the gas tank-------

Sanderson trod on the accelerator, call-
ing for every ounce of speed the motor
possessed. Clark had not exaggerated
the maximum of its performance. The
needle of the speedometer touched fifty,
climbed to fifty-five, sixty, then crawled
to sixty-five, sixty-seven, sixty-nine, and
then edged across the seventy mark.
Such a pace as this over a dark, strange
road, with curves concealed in the
shadows ahead, was madness, but the
risk bad to be taken. The only alterna-
tive was capture and Maxwell Sander-
son, for his own part, preferred being
crashed into eternity. More than once
he had told Clark that he would never
let himself be taken alive.

He had not, of course, once the car
was headed away from the Wellman es-
tate, attempted to drive without lights.
The powerful lenses cleaved the night
and the man at the wheel strained for-
ward, his eyes glued to the road ahead.

A sharp turn, a narrow, unsuspected

is to outdistance those fel—*
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bridge. The brakes screamed like a
soul in agony, the machine careened
wildly and the fenders missed the stone
railing by a matter of bare inches. A
film of cold perspiration beaded Sander-
son’s forehead, for a narrow escape like
that was enough to strain even nerves
of steel.

The terrific speed did not slacken but
the pursuers matched it, almost mile for
mile, taking the turns with less reckless-
ness but making it up on the straight
stretches.

“I'm not able to shake them off,
Bart!” Sanderson shouted. *“It must be
a racer that's after us.”

Clark stirred from a daze that ap-
proached semiconsciousness.

“Box of tacks,” he said jerkily.
“Pocket of the door. Forget that.
Brought 'em for an emergency like this.
When | made my get-away that time in
the Rittenhouse job, it taught me some-

thing. Pretty sure—to puncture their
tires.”
“Good !” Sanderson exclaimed. “Do
you think you can manage------- "
“Thev're on your side.” Clark told

him.

Sanderson checked their mad rush to
a pace which would permit him to drive
with one hand without so much danger
of ditching the car and, reaching into
the space within the door, found the
cardboard box with the tacks. This
slackening of speed allowed the pursuit
to gain on them.

Bang! Bang! Bang!
hind had again opened fire.

The tacks were the largest size Clark
had been able to purchase, wicked things
to strew in the path of pneumatic tires.
Sanderson leaned far out and tossed a
handful of them behind him. followed
by several more until the box was
emptied. Then he gripped the steering
wheel with both hand? again, trod upon
the accelerator until the car was again
lurching forward with all the speed of
which the motor was capable. The

The men be-

'headlights blazed upon a sign which
warned, “Danger Ahead. Go Slow.”
But there was greater danger behind.

Sanderson took the abrupt downhill
curve without mishap and the road
straightened into a long black ribbon
which led on now for several miles with-
out a twist. It was under conditions
like this that pursuit was most likely
to overtake the two fugitives, but the
lights of the following car did not swing
their probing beams over the top of the
hill and around the turn.

“The tacks must have done the trick,
Bart.” Sanderson exclaimed with a ,deep
breath of relief. “A puncture has
stopped 'em; at the rate they were com-
ing a flat could have easily piled them
up into a ditch.”

“And killed somebody most likely I’
Clark groaned. “Lord, but what a trail
of tragedy we've left behind us!”

“I'm not so much concerned about

that, Bart, as | am over ‘you. .How do
you feel now, old man?"
“Pretty badly, Sanderson; at first

there was no pain to speak of, only a
sickening numbness, but it's hurting now
— like the very devil. It—it's queer,
isn't it. that there doesn't seem to be
much bleeding.”

“A bullet wound is like that some-
times, thank Heaven! If it had cut
an artery you'd have been a goner by
now.”

“I'm afraid I'm a goner anyhow,
Sanderson; with this chunk of lead in
mv middle-------

“The motion of the car is doing you
no good,” Sanderson interrupted, “but,
there’s no helping it. Now that we've
lost those fellows back there | can drive
more carefully, but we've still got to
make time. Daylight is our enemy; the
roads ahead will be watched by the po-
lice of the towns telephoned to but
there's a chance for------- "

“You'll never be able to get into New
York before the sun comes up; dawn is
breaking now.”
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Sanderson was silent for a moment;
they came to a crossroad, one branch
leading north and the other south. He
slackened speed and, for an instant,
seemed undecided, then he swung the
car northward.

“We're not going to New York,” he
said. “Connecticut is our best chance;
we'll be across the State line almost any
moment.”

“Connecticut?” Clark gasped. Why?”

“Two reasons,” Sanderson answered
tensely. “For one, that's probably the
direction they expect us to take; it's
the roads into New York that will be
our worst danger. The machine that
chased us may have been able to make
out our license number.

“Then also New York's the worst
possible place for a wounded man who
doesn’'t want the police prying into
things, demanding explanations.”

“But where, in Connecticut, can we
get safety? Clark asked. “Anywhere we
go they’ll want to know how | got this
bullet, and there’'s no way we can ex-

“Perhaps there is, Bart. Do you re-
member that shack of mine back in the
woods where we went fishing one week-
end the past spring? You know | told
you that it might come in pretty handy
some time if it became necessary for
me to suddenly drop out of sight.
You'll remember that I'm known up
there under another name.”

“But that must be forty or fifty miles
from here,” Clark said dully. “I don't
believe | can hold out, and those damn-
able roads------- "

“We're in a tight fix. Bart; about the
tightest possible fix that it's possible
for two. men to be in. We've got to
get you medical attention; it's a choice,

probably, of------- 7

“Of a doctor—or death,” the other
completed.

“Yes, Bart, that's it—a doctor or
death. An internal wound—if it's as

bad as we think—demands surgery.

But we’ve got to get it for you without
arousing suspicion, and that's not easy.
My plan is to take you to this place of
mine, make you as comfortable as the
conditions permit, and then I'll go get
a doctor—a surgeon. The story will be
that you've accidentally fired your re-
volver while cleaning it. There's a
chance that we can make it plausible
enough to prevent an investigation.”

Clark made no response for a mo-
ment. The pallor of his face was
ghastly in its grayness and there was
a tight pinch to his lips.

“Sanderson,” he said, speaking with
difficulty, “you’ve told me more than
once that you preferred death to being
sent up the river—if it ever came to
that. Sometimes |'ve thought you were
right, but when it comes to the show-
down, old man, perhaps you’'ll want to
live—as I'm wanting to now. It's easy
to talk about dying, but it's not easy—
when you're face to face with it

“Maybe it's fear; | guess it is. 1've
never bothered much thinking about the
hereafter. I've said a thousand times
there is no hereafter, but even if
that's right—oblivion!” He shivered.
“Snuffed out— forever; total oblivion!
To me that's more horrible than being
turned on an eternal spit. | want to

live, Sanderson; no matter what the
alternative, I want to live.”

“Don't talk like that!” Sanderson
begged, his voice unsteady. “Keep a

grip on yourself, old man, and don't let
yourself think of dying. We'll pull out
of this—somehow. | got you into it
and it's up to me to get you out. Don't
lose your nerve.”

“There’s just one chance for me to
pull through,” Clark went on, speaking
with pauses between his words; “that
is, to get to a hospital, or a good doc-

tor, quickly. The drive to your place
in the woods would finish me; 1I'd be
dead before the doctor got there. Just

drive me to the first hospital, make your
own get-away, and------- ”
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“Do you realize the chance that
would mean, Bart Sanderson asked.

“Yes, | know; I've thought that out.
It probably means I'll have to stand the
rap for the job to-night. It's a chance
I'm ready to take, that I've got to take!”

“But, Bart,” Sanderson persisted,
“there is something else. We don’t
know how badly that detective back
there got it; if the man’s done for------- "

“1've thought of that, too,” Clark
broke in. “If | croaked him it means
—the chair. “That's a chance, but if |
don’t get to a doctor quickly it'll be all
over with me anyhow.” He coughed,
wiped his hand across his mouth and
held his fingers down to the dash lamp;
they were flecked with a pink foam.
“You see, it's like | thought; I'm bleed-
ing inside.”

Sanderson’s face was almost as pale

as that of the wounded man. He drove
on for perhaps three miles.
“All right,” he said heavily, “we'd

better do as you say. We're getting
into a town now, but—I'll see 'you
through somehow. So help me, Bart!”

Clark braced his feet and mustered
the strength to pull himself to a more
erect position.

“Stop the car for a moment; there's
something | want to do before—before
we separate.” As the machine was
brought to a halt, he fumbled at his
pockets and drew out a folding check
book and a pen. Clumsily, at the cost
of considerable effort, he began writing
out a check.

“The money I've got.” he explained
jerkily, “is in this bank—under an as-
sumed name. I'm writing this check
to you for the full amount; if it comes
to my cashing in------- "

“Do you think I could ever touch a
dollar of it?” Sanderson’s voice was
choked.

“There’s not a soul in the world who
means anything to me—except you,
Max. No, don’'t blame yourself for
what happened to-night, old pal. |

played the game—just as you’'d have
played it for me. Here; take the check.
If 1 do pull through and they nab me
for to-night's job, there’ll be money
needed-—for the trial.” He coughed
again. A trickle of crimson seeped
through his lips. The check book fell
from his fingers and he reeled in the
seat, his body sagging heavily against
Sanderson’s shoulder.

“It's getting darker when—when it
should be getting lighter,” he whispered
thickly. “Where's your hand, Max?
I think— 1 think I'm snuffing out.

CHAPTER VII.
THE NET CLOSES.

'T'HE village of Baileysville was both
1 picturesque and beautiful; the
streets were wide and lined with stately
trees, and the lawns rolled back to at-
tractive houses, many of them very old.
Still, Maxwell Sanderson, his eyes moist
and his face set grimly, failed to see
the beauty. Driving slowly through the
graying dawn, he searched for a doc-
tor's sign. Presently he found it, a
neatly lettered name-plate mortared
into the stones which formed the en-
trance posts of a driveway, back of
which stood a rambling white house.
The plate announced “Doctor M. S.
Cotter.”

The grounds as well as tire house in-
dicated Doctor Cotter as a man of sub-
stance and affairs. The driveway led
beneath a portico and Sanderson turned
in. His forehead was furrowed with
desperate thinking. When a wounded
man. possibly dying, is brought for
treatment at this unusual hour, even the
most credulous country physician may
be expected to demand a satisfactory ac-
count of the circumstances. Only a
fool would have minimized the hazards
of the situation, and Maxwell Sander-
son was not a fool. He knew the
danger for himself.

“The story's got to be a plausible
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one,” he told himself as the cord tires
bit into the white gravel of the drive-

way. At this moment Clark stirred
faintly.

“Bart!” he said tensely. “Do ‘'you
hear me?”

“1—'l guess | fainted; | thought it

was”™-the end.”

“I'll have you in a doctor’s hands in
another minute or two, Bart. Remem-
ber, no matter what | tell him, back me
up. Do you understand ?”

“Yes,” the other answered mechani-
cally.

There were two surprises for Sander-
son as he halted the car beneath the
portico of the doctor’s residence. One
was the startling promptness of a man’s
appearance, for Sanderson had expected
there would have to be much ringing
of bells before he was able to arouse
any one. The second surprise was the
man himself.

He had, somehow, preconceived Doc-
tor Cotter as being a graying old fel-
low, easy going, genial, kindly. Instead,
the Baileysville physician was not far
into his thirties, crisp, businesslike, and
rather chilling in his personality. He
had the medical air but it was not that
of the old-fashioned practitioner, rather
that of the new school which makes the
field of medicine a business, as well as
a profession.

“You are Doctor Cotter?” Sander-
son asked.

“Yes, | am Doctor Cotter.” The
physician came across the porch. “That

man with you is hurt?”
“Badly hurt, doctor,” Sanderson an-

swered. “I'm lucky to find you up so
early. Will you help me get him into
the house?”

“Just returned from a maternity case.
What is this—an automobile accident?”
“My friend is shot; he’s got a bullet
in his abdomen.” At this the physi-

m cian’s expression changed slightly and

L he looked at Sanderson sharply.

*

The

latter expected that. “ Are you prepared

97

to give emergency treatment in a case
of this kind? | don’'t suppose there's a
hospital------- "

“No nearer than forty miles, but |
have operating facilities, if that is nec-
essary, and my wife has been a trained
nurse. We'll see how bad it is.”

Together they lifted Clark from the
machine and carried him within,
through the doctor’s reception room for
patients and past a second door into as
completely a surgical layout as Sander-
son had ever seen outside a modern
hospital.

“l see | came to the right place,”
Sanderson said with obvious relief. *“I
hadn't expected to be so fortunate.”

Doctor Cotter made no response. He
was engaged in getting the wounded
man placed on the operating table.
Clark opened his eyes and as his gaze
rested upon Sanderson’s face he tried
to smile, but the crooked twist of his
lips told that he was in much pain,
dulled a little perhaps by a merciful
semistupor. The physician filled a hy-
podermic syringe and gave his patient
an injection of morphine before prob-
ing the wound, for that was bound to
be more or less agonizing. The exami-
nation was brief but Barton Clark’s
hands clenched and his face streamed
with cold perspiration.

Still without comment to Sanderson,
the doctor laid aside his probing instru-
ments and stepped to a telephone, fitted
with a dial, for intercommunication
through the house.

“Emergency case,
crisply, “Gunshot wound. Abdominal.
I'm going to operate immediately. [I'll
want you dow& to give the'anaesthetic.”
He switched on the button of an elec-
tric device used to sterilize his surgical
instruments and turned to Sanderson.

“How did this happen?” he de-
manded.

Maxwell Sanderson bad prepared
himself for that question and a most
amazing answer he gave.

Helen,” he msaid
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"l shot him,” he replied, his voice
low and husky. At this amazing state-
ment Barton Clark’s eyes popped open
and his lips parted as if to make a pro-
test, but he had the good sense to keep
bis silence until he could know the true
purpose of Sanderson thus taking re-
sponsibility.

“Oh, | see!”
were clipped and hard as steel.
shot him.”

The doctor’'s words
“You

“Accidentally,” Sanderson added.

“Oh, | see,” the doctor said again,
staring questionmgly. “So it was an
accident?”

“l've got a little summer camp up
on Mirror Lake. Barton”—it was his
intention to convey the impression that
Barton was Clark’s surname—“and |
drove up there yesterday afternoon to
spend a few days fishing. It's heavily
wooded up there and not infrequently
there’'s big game which wanders down
from the mountains. About dusk last
night | sighted a bear at the edge of
the clearing, a big brute, but he got
away before | could get my gun out
of the house.

“Early this morning | heard some-
thing prowling outside, and”— Sander-
son gave a hollow groan—*“how was I
to know that Barton had been seized
with a fit of insomnia, had got up and
dressed to try and walk it off? The
rest of it, | suppose you can guess. |
thought it was the bear. The window
of my sleeping room was open; | got
my gun and saw something moving in
the darkness, and—and | pulled the
trigger. You're going to be able to pull
him through, Doctor Cotter? In heav-
en’s name don't tell me that he's------- "

“This man— Barton, has what you
might call a fighting chance; a good
deal depends upon his vitality. There's
a very grave possibility that he may not
survive the operation. In such a case
I must get his version of his injuries.”

Barton Clark heard and turned his
bead.

“1t happened—just as you've heard,”
he said faintly. “An accident. There’s
no one to blame.”

Doctor Cotter seemed entirely satis-
fied and Maxwell Sanderson experi-
enced a great relief. Obviously he had
forestalled an investigation which, in all
probability, would have led to the truth.
The physician, burying himself with the
necessary surgical preliminaries, asked
no more questions. Presently his wife
entered the room in nursing uniform,
conversed with 'her husband regarding
the case in a low-voiced, professional
manner. She did not speak to Sander-
son.

“You will not wish to remain while
the operation is in progress?” said the
doctor.

“No,” Sanderson answered huskily.
“1'll wait outside. May | say good-by
to him, in case------- "

“Certainly, you may do that,” Cotter
agreed.

Sanderson leaned over the operating
table and touched his friend’'s hand.

“It's going to be all right, old man,”
he said ; “you’re going to pull through,
and everything’'s going to be all right—
everything.”

With as much strength as he had,
Clark’s fingers closed about Sander-
son’s; fhe bond between the two was
closer than it had ever been and the
latter, as he turned away, could not
conceal the depth of his emotion al-
though he was not an emotional man.
The doctor had put on his face a mask
of white gauze; the doctor’'s wife was
ready with the ether, and she placed
herself at the head of the operating
table.

“We are ready now,” the doctor mur-
mured, and Sanderson went out, closing
the door behind him. On. the wide
porch, with a cool morning breeze stir-
ring through the trees and daylight
warming into a golden flood of Sun-
shine, he paced to and fro.

“A fighting chance!” he muttered, re-
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“Good old
old pal—if

peatitig the doctor’s words.
Bart! 1'd pray for you,
I knew how.”

The sun climbed higher and the sleep-
ing town began to stir itself. For more
than an hour Sanderson moved restless-
ly back and forth. It was nearing eight
o'clock when Doctor Cotter appeared
in the doorway and the other strode to-
ward him with a swift stride.

“How is he, doctor?”

“The operation was a success, but—
will you step inside, please?” The
physician’s face told nothing beyond a
tense expression which might be that
of the surgeon who has just emerged
from another conflict with death.

Sanderson followed into the doctor’s
office. Cotter sat down at his desk and
motioned the other to a chair opposite.

“its | said, the operation was a suc-
cess, but your friend’'s life hangs by a
thread, a very slender thread. The bul-
let punctured his stomach and one of
the kidneys, and there was a good deal
of bleeding internally. Another half
hour and it would have been too late
to have done anything for him. Frankly,
there is considerable doubt in my mind
that he will recover.” He saw the
twitch of Sanderson’s mouth. “You
are very fond of Barton, | see.”

“He is my best friend, the only true
friend | ever had,” Sanderson answered
huskily. “Do everything you can, doc-
tor; spare no expense. | can pay for
the best. What is to be done about
caring for him?”

“1f he does pull through.” Doctor
Cotter replied, “it will not be possible
to move him for a good many days.
He will have to remain here; my wife
will act as nurse until I can get a pro-
fessional op the case.”

The physician opened the drawer of
the desk and reached his hand inside
but his eyes did not leave Sanderson’s
face. There was something about the
steely intentness of the stare which
forewarned the other man.

“Have you ever seen any one under

the influence of an anaesthetic?” Cotter
inquired.
“No, | never have.”

“Ether drugs only the conscious mind
and the subconscious is often stirred to
great activity. Frequently the patient
talks. Sometimes it is only a jumble
of nothing, crazy fragments of fancy.
A nice old lady, one of the most pious
souls | ever knew, cursed like a pirate
while 1 was removing her appendix.
The human mind is indeed a mystify-
ing organism.”

Tensely Sanderson waited; he had an
apprehensive suspicion of what was
coming and yet, so complete was the
mastery over his facial expresion that
he seemed merely interested.

“What was the effect on Barton?”
he asked quietly.

“Very startling,” responded the doc-
tor. his voice taking on a harder edge.
“He rambled constantly of detectives,
of a trap, of making a get-away.”

Sanderson pretended to ignore the ac-
cusing note in Doctor Cotter’'s tone.
His lips parted into a faint smile.

“That's what comes of reading detec-
tive fiction; Barton’s an addict of the
thriller type of literature.” He didn't
have much hope in soothing the physi-
cian’s suspicions so easily, and he took
note of the position of the other’s hand
—just reaching within the half-opened
drawer of the desk.

“You must think that I am a most
credulous person!” Cotter exclaimed.
“That was a very clever little story you
told about the camp on the lake and the
prowling bear; | believed it until Bar-
ton’s anaesthesia set me to thinking. |
have just taken the trouble to telephone
our local police. Some two hours ago
he received a message, phoned from
across the State line, asking him to be
on the lookout for two men in a black
roadster—and that one of them would
be found wounded.” The doctor’s hand
darted up from the drawer. “Don’t
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move, sir! This gun is fully loaded and
I am an excellent shot. Stay where
you are; the constable will be here at
any moment.”

Sanderson obeyed; there was no bluff
about this crisp country doctor. But if
the trapped man’s body was motionless
his mind was active, seeking the pos-
sible loophole— if, indeed, there was one.
A faint, sardonic smile flitted across his
mouth as he stared into the unwavering
bore of the weapon held in the physi-
cian’s steady hand.

“Gad, but you're a cool one!” ex-
claimed Cotter, not without admiration.
Sanderson merely shrugged his shoul-
ders; further talk was just so much
breath wasted. The net had closed.
The constable was on his way; it
wouldn't be long before the handcuffs
clicked—the thing he had always
dreaded most. He measured the dis-
tance between himself and his captor;
it was too great to allow any chance
of grappling for the gun before the
other had a chance to fire.

“Yes, you're a cool customer,” Doc-
tor Cotter repeated; “no matter what
you're wanted for, I've got to admire
your courage in sticking to your pa.
You could have driven away while |
was operating, but you knew that would
arouse my suspicion and spoil his
chances of ever getting out of it, and
your scheme might have worked—if
Barton hadn’'t talked under the ether.”

Sanderson’s head lowered a trifle; his
eyes came to a rest on the back of the
desk. It was open in the center so
that from where he sat he could see
Cotter’'s legs beneath. Suddenly his
blood tingled with a new-born hope and
his muscles tensed, ready to execute the
plan which had leaped into his mind.

A sluggishly moving man would have
been a fool to attempt it and it was a
grave hazard for even one of Maxwell
Sanderson’s quickness. He fairly flung
himself out of the chair, forward to the
floor, out of the other’s gun range with
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the desk barricading him from sight.
As he fell, Doctor Cotter fired, but the
bullet passed harmlessly through space,
crashing through the framed diploma
which testified that the Baileysville
physician had taken a postgraduate
course in an European medical univer-
sity.

Sanderson’s hands shot out and his
fingers fastened themselves about Cot-
ter’'s ankles before the latter could arise
from the swivel chair. A violent tug
and the doctor was jerked forward,
pulled under the desk, trying in vain
to use the revolver. The cramped space
gave him no opportunity. He was, per-
haps, the strongest man of the two but
Sanderson had the advantage; one knee
butted into Cotter’'s stomach with a
force that knocked all the wind out of
the man, and' an instant later it was
Sanderson who was in possession of
the weapon.

There was no time to be lost. The
crashing of the revolver shot must have
been heard through the house; even if
there were no servants, there was the
doctor’s wife.

The operating room, Sanderson re-
membered, had no windows, being
lighted by a skylight. There -was but
one door, that which now faced him.
The key must be in the lock on the
other side.

“Get up!” he said panting,
had not been an easy struggle.

Doctor Cotter looked chagrined but
not particularly malicious. He com-
plied.

“Gad, but you're a game one!” he

for it

gasped. “That—that was neat! But
you can't hope to get away—and
damned if I'm not almost a little
sorry!”

“Go into the operating room!” San-
derson commanded. “I’'ve, got to lock
you in.”

Again Cotter obeyed without any
signs of opposition, and Sanderson re-
moved the key from the door, trans-
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ferred it to the outside of the lock,
and turned it. As he swung around to
take flight he heard some one running
through the hall. The next instant the
doctor’'s wife had burst in upon him,
white and anxious'of face.

“What has happened? | thought 1|
heard—a shot.” She was tremulous
but not hysterical, for she was not the
hysterical sort. Her training as a nurse
had steeled her nerves to the unusual,
but when sire saw the revolver in San-
derson’s hand she took an involuntary
step backward and her eyes went wide
with apprehension, yet she did not
scream.

“You did hear a shot, madam,” San-
derson responded with a calm politeness,
“but, fortunately, no harm was done be-
yond a slight damage to one of the doc-

tor’'s diplomas. W.ill you step in and
close the door behind you—if you
please.”

“But where— where is the doctor?”

“He is in the operating room where,
under the circumstances, | shall have to
ask that you join him.” He took it
for granted she was aware of her hus-
band’s telephone call to the local police
and the information he had got from
that source; evidently she had, “I1 hope
you will be reasonable, Mrs. Cotter; it
is not a pleasant thought that | might
have to use force with a woman, but
when a man finds himself in a desperate
plight it is not always easy for him to
act according to the rules of chivalry.”

This somewhat amazing speech, par-
ticularly amazing from a man hunted
as a criminal, seemed to hold the doc-
tor's wife spellbound. She came to
the sensible conclusion that he zvould
use force if she refused, but at the
same time she leaped backward to the
door behind her, thinking to escape
from the house and give an alarm.

Quick as she was, Sanderson leaped
forward, his hand closed upon her
shoulder, at the same time slipping the
gun into his pocket.
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“l am sorry,” he murmured; “I
shan’'t hurt you unless you struggle.”
He picked her up, clapped his fingers
over her mouth to prevent her scream-
ing, and carried her to the door of the
room wherein the doctor was a prisoner.
She was not, perhaps, so much terri-
fied as angry and, as she squirmed and
kicked, she tried, womanlike, to claw
his face with her nails. But her strug-
gles were futile.

A moment later the door was open,
Sanderson deposited her on her feet
within the operating room and, as he
did so, he saw Doctor Cotter hastily
putting down the telephone. Undoubt-
edly he had been sending out a call
for help.

The telephone in the operating room
was one thing Sanderson had forgot-
ten, but it was too late now to remedy
that oversight, for the damage was done.
As he slammed the door and turned the
key in the lock again, the woman was
pounding her fists upon the panel.

“I'm ashamed of you f’ she cried at
her husband. “You—you're going to
let him get away. You—you coward!”

“Take it easy. Helen,” the doctor
answered. “l've just telephoned. The
constable left his house five minutes ago
and ought to be here any moment. The
fellow can’t possibly get away.”

Sanderson bolted from the house,
flung himself across the porch and into
the driving seat of the roadster; he
started the motor, swung the car around
the circle of the driveway and shot it
swiftly forward toward the street.

“Poor Bart!” he groaned. “I'm leav-
ing him behind to face the music.
There’s no helping it; fate stacked the
cards against us—every hand that was
dealt.”

But this thing that men call fate,
fickle and erratic, had turned a tardy
smile upon Maxwell Sanderson." As
the roadster clipped 'past the second
street intersection, he passed a burly
bodied man who hurried in the opposite
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direction. This was the Baileysvilie
constable, floating in a cloud of ecstasy,
for the two prisoners he expected to
take into custody meant a large stun of
money in his pocket. Five hundred dol-
lars reward, the message from across
the State line had said.

The black roadster rounded the cor-'
ner; Sanderson was putting the town
behind him.

CHAPTER VIII.
A FIGHTING CHANCE.

IT was four days before Barton Clark
® had any intimation of the true state
of affairs. For almost a hundred hours
he hovered between life and death, con-
scious of nothing. There was a part
of that time when he was in the grip
of a fever. Fortunately or unfor-
tunately, judged from the point of view,
this fever was unaccompanied by de-
lirium as is so frequently the case.

Unfortunately, certainly, for Peter
Blodgett who, arriving at Baileysvilie
within a short time after having re-
ceived news that one of the suspects had
been arrested, had kept a tireless vigil
beside the wounded man’s bed. It was
Blodgett’'s hope that, in delirium, the
prisoner would let drop one word, a
name— Sanderson.

Doctor Cotter had never expected to
permit the use of his house as a hospital,
but there was no choice in the matter,
and Clark occupied a guest room on
the second floor in which, of course, he
would have to remain until such time
as removing him would not endanger
his chances of recovery.

Peter Blodgett was taking a stroll
about the grounds of the doctor’s place,
smoking a cigar. The nurse attending
Clark refused to permit any smoking in
the same room with her patient, and
with the detective a good smoke every
few hours had become almost a neces-
sity.

One of the village taxicabs, a sorry,
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disreputable affair, scurried along the
street from the direction of the rail-
road station, turned in at Doctor Cot-
ter's place and came to a noisy halt.
The solitary passenger alighted, an un-
dersized, sad-faced man with a medical
bandage about his head in such a
fashion that his hat cocked up at a
ridiculous angle.

Blodgett, turning on his heel as the
taxi approached, gave a grunt of sur-
prise and strode forward.

“Hello, Sam,” he said and held out
his hand after a moment of hesitation
which totally robbed the gesture of
cordiality. The truth of it was that he
blamed Sam Lash for the debacle at the
Wellman house. “1 didn't expect to
put eyes on you for a week to come.
When did he let you out of the hos-
pital ?”

"Yesterday afternoon, chief,” Sam
Lash responded. “Them medico birds
tried to keep me a coupla days longer,
but | talked ’'em outta it, and here
I am.”

“You're a lucky fellow, Sam; a dam
lucky fellow, take it from me. We
thought you was good as dead that
night. The doc Wellman calledl in
said it was a skull fracture—but that's
the way with you tough little runts,
can't kill you with an ax.”

“1f that bullet hadda nicked me a
quarter of an inch lower 1'd be playin’
on a gold harp,” Sam Lash nodded.
“Guess you had a pretty narrow squeak
yourself, huh?”

This remark caused Blodgett to give
his operative a resentful stare.

“1 wouldn’'t have been knocked out
except that you went to sleep,” he said

accusingly.

“Yeah. | knew you’'d be sore at me
over that, chief, but | wasn't asleep
when------- "

“Don’t try to lie out of it, Sam; I
heard you snoring!” Blodgett broke in
angrily.

"What | was tryin’ to tell you, chief,
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that | was awake after you and that
fellow started talkin’. | was asleep, all
right, but | come outta it before he
walloped you. I was layin’ there,

“You were awake and let him black-
jack me?” the otherbellowed. “That
makes----- itworse. | gota good no-
tion " Further words failed him.

“On the level, chief, there wasn't no
time for me to stop it. It was the
fastest piece of work | ever seen.
Greased lightnin’, that's what it was!
That was clever stuff, too, him walkin’
right in on you, bold as daylight, in
them flashy pajamas, with his pal posted
outside the windows to make that noise
at the right time.”

At the memory of the way he had
been tricked, Peter Blodgett's face
flushed uncomfortably and angrily.

“1t was Sanderson, chief; there ain't
any doubt of it bein’ Sanderson.” Sam
Lash declared in a positive tone.

“You recognized him—despite the
disguise?” Blodgett demanded eagerly,
“Can you swear to that?”

“W-well,” Lash answered cautiously,
“1 ain't so dead sure | could go on the
witness stand, look a jury in the eyes
and take my oath it was him. But there
was somethin’ about him that made me
think of Sanderson. | was tryin’ to
get a good look at his hands but I guess
he's wise enough to know they mean
trouble for him; he was darn careful
to keep 'em outta sight.”

“Us just thinking it was Sanderson
doesn’t help any,” Blodgett said. “In
a case like this what we need is proof;
we can’'t arrest him for what we think.
The coppers laughed at Decker when
he tried to get 'em to make the pinch
that first time and they’ll just laugh
at us.

“This guy that we've got here in the
house is supposed to be named Barton
and he's the fellow that plugged you.
You got him, too. you see, and hel
came mighty near croaking. It's only
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this morning that the doc said he would
pull through. I've been camping be-
side him, mighty near night and day,
hoping that he'd spill something while
the fever had him—something that
would give it away that he's Sander-
son’s pal. Not a peep, Sam, but he’s
going to- get well now and he'll talk
before we get through with him. Oh,
he'll talk, all right!” An expression of
ruthless determination settled upon his
features, that expression which em-
phasized the outward thrust of his jaw
and which always gave force to the
legend: “Bulldog Blodgett always gets
his man.” It was upon the strength
of this reputation that Blodgett, retir-
ing from the police department, had
started his private detective agency with
considerable success.

“Oh, he’'ll talk, all right,” he re-
peated : “there are ways of making a
man talk, whether he wants to or not.”

“Wouldn't be surprised if that'll come
easy.” said Sam Lash. “It always
makes a guy sore to take the rap when
his pal’'s made a get-away. Hand ’'im
that salve about Sanderson bein’ the big
game we're after and that well try and
let him down easy if he’ll come through
with a full confession.”

“Yeh, I'd thought of that,” Blodgett
agreed with a jerk of his head, “but I
got another scheme | want to try on
him first.” The two men walked to-
ward the house and sat down on the
porch.

“Who caught this fellow Barton?”
Sam Lash inquired curiously.

“It was Doctor Cotter who did the
headwork,” Blodgett answered, “but the
constable is claiming the reward.” He
recounted Cotter’s version of the affair,
how Sanderson had managed to make
his get-away with the odds against him.

“l've got one of my men watching
Sanderson’s apartment,” he added, “and
he hasn't showed up there, | didn't
expect he would; that would be a fool's
trick—and Maxwell Sanderson is no
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fool. We're hot on his trail this time
and he knows it.”

On the second floor of the house, Bar-
ton Clark was emerging from a fevered
fog, regaining consciousness for the
first time since the past Monday morn-
ing when his last memory had been the
suffocating fumes of ether and the voice
of the doctor's wife, murmuring,
“Breathe deep; breathe deep.”

His first thought was a degree of
amazement that he was still alive and
his second was to wonder if anything
had happened to endanger his own and
Sanderson’s safety. He turned his head
upon the pillow and saw the young
woman in nursing uniform. She was
reading a book by the window and now
she turned.

She did not smile with that profes-
sional tenderness of her calling when
she observed that her patient had re-
gained his faculties; instead there was
a cold hostility which telegraphed to
Barton Clark an apprehensive warning.

The nurse arose swiftly and left the
room.
“They suspect something!” Clark

thought, and there flashed through his
mind the dread possibility that he had
been out of his head and that he had
let something slip.

Alarmed as he was, he was totally
unprepared, a moment later, for the
opening of the door and the appearance
of three men—Doctor Cotter, Peter
Blodgett and Sam Lash. This could
mean but one thing; the jig was up!

Clark’s sensation, as he recognized
Sam Lash, was partly one of relief for,
at least, he did not have to face a charge
of murder! He took refuge in a simu-
lated weakness and closed his eyes, try-
ing to make it appear that the presence
of the two detectives meant nothing
whatever to him.

“Steady!” he told himself.
yourself, old boy!”

Blodgett and Lash remained to the
rear as the doctor approached the bed-

“Watch
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side and reached for his patient’s wrist,
smiling a grim, knowing smile as he
timed Clark’s pulse. No other proof
was needed to tell him what agitation
the appearance of the two detectives
had caused.

“How do you feel, Mr. Barton ?”

Barton Clark stirred a little and mut-
tered something unintelligible. At that
Doctor Cotter laughed softly.

“Oh, come, Barton, you can't fool us
by pretending. | can tell the way your
heart is hammering that you know
what's going on.” He turned to Peter
Blodgett. “1 consider it safe for him
to be questioned—within limits, of
course.”

But Barton Clark’s eyes remained
closed as the burly detective came for-
ward; he didn't want to run the risk
of letting some expression of his face
possibly betray him.

“You and Sanderson led us a merry
chase,” Blodgett said as he sat down,
“but we got you. Yeh, we got you—
with the goods.”

Clark clung to the refuge of silence
but he wondered if Blodgett's use of
‘you’ was singular or plural.

“Maybe you've got it in your head,”
went on Blodgett, putting a sneer into
his voice, “that you're still going to get
away with it, that Sanderson is clever
enough to pull you out of this hole.
Well, guess again; we've got him in a
place where al' he's thinking about is
saving his own skin. Sanderson, the
great Maxwell Sanderson, has fallen!”

A chill swept through Barton Clark.
Perhaps it was true that they had
Sanderson, and then again it might be a
bluff. He wasn't sure.

“l don't know what you're talking

about,” he muttered weakly. “ Sand-
erson? | don't know any one named
Sanderson.”

“Oh, yes, you do!” Blodgett crowed.
“Now see here, Barton, I'm going to
put my cards on the table. You're in
a bad box. Take a look at this!”
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The detective took from his pocket
a small cardboard container which he
opened and which revealed what ap-
peared to be a piece of paper. It was
a piece of wall paper and it was dis-
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blood from the wound where my op-
erative plugged you, and you put your
hand— here.”

Barton Clark stared for a brief mo-
ment at this exhibit, the crimson wit-
ness that no alibi could hope to im-

colored by some brownish stains which
revealed, with startling clearness, the
imprint of four fingers and a thumb.
"I'm giving you the low-down on
this,” rumbled Blodgett, "so you'll see
how tight we got you sewed up and
what a dam fool you are to think you
can ever squirm out. These are your
finger prints and this is paper we peeled
off the wall of the Wellman library.
You got blood on your hand, your own

peach, and then he closed his eyes again
wearily, hopelessly. Yes, they had him
—cold; no lawyer on earth could save
him in the face of this proof.

Twenty years! That's what it meant,
twenty long, dark years. There was
just one hope left, that Sanderson was
still at liberty and would find a way,
with that master mind of his, to en-
gineer an escape.

To be continued in next week’* issue of DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE.

THE JUDGE PROVED HIS POINT

A JUDGE in one of the Boston courts was trying to impress a jury with the
r% fact a wjtness was not necessarily untruthful because he altered a state-
ment he had previously made. In order to illustrate his point, the judge said:

“When | entered this court to-day, | could have sworn that I had my watch
in my pocket. But then | remembered that | had left it in the bathroom at
home.”

That evening when the judge went home, his wife, after greeting him, asked:
"Why all this bother about your watch—sending four or five men for it? |
gave it to the first one who came. He said you'd told him just where to find it
—in the bathroom, and sure enough, that's where it was.”

Neither the caller nor the watch has been seen since, and now, when the
judge wants to elucidate points in his discourse to a jury, he finds material for
the illustration elsewhere than in his own personal affairs.

<>

PRISON TRUSTY MURDERED

ARTHUR SMITH, a trusty in Auburn Prison, New York, was found mur-
** dered by an unknown assailant within the prison a short time ago. Captain
Lamb saw Smith stagger into the yard from the north wing of the cell block

and then collapse.

No other convict was seen in the vicinity, and Smith died in the prison
infirmary without making a statement of any kind. He had been struck with
a three-cornered weapon which fractured his skull, and a second blow severed
the jugular vein. So far as is known, Smith had no enemies, although there
is often much jealousy of a trusty. He was received at Auburn Prison from
Erie County in 1923, to serve not less than six years for manslaughter. He
was twenty-nine years old.



N innocent man was in the

Tombs. That had happened

on numerous occasions and no

doubt would continue to hap-
pen, with scarcely any one to take heed,
,but in this instance the victim of cir-
cumstances was lucky in arousing inter-
est. On the surface it might appear
that he was extremely unlucky, for he
was without friends or money. At
some future time the State would pro-
vide him with a lawyer, who perhaps
would do all he could to win an acquit-
tal, but the prisoner needed help at
once, before lie went to trial.

Where could he get that? Held pris-
oner, he could not take the steps neces-
sary to prepare his defense, Without
money, he could not employ a lawyer.
Friendless, he had scant hope of a
volunteer agent. So he languished in
the Tombs, living the customary life of
a prisoner, spending so many hours each
day alone in a cell, with certain periods
for exercise in the corridors or in the
yard, which gave him brief opportuni-
ties for talks with other prisoners.

Therein lay his luck, for it happened
that one of these prisoners was Jack
Augler, a notorious burglar, a man who
had strong connections in the under-
world of the city. And so it happened
that this innocent man. baffled by the
police system in his efforts to get help
from society, found what he sought in
the underworld. A strange circum-

stance, when the underworld is called
on to right the wrongs of society.

Yet the prisoner’'s case presented an
intricate problem, even to the under-
world. which is used to intricate prob-
lems. It was by no means certain that
any one could help the man, yet it
cheered him immeasurably to think he
had won the sympathy of one man, no
matter if that man was a burglar who
seemed to be bound for Sing Sing him-
self.

The innocent prisoner’'s name was
Frank Burwedge. He was a young
man, scarcely more than a youth, and
he had manners and a way of speech
which spoke highly of his breeding and
education. There was something of a
mystery about him. He met Jack Aug-
ler, the burglar, in the yard one after-
noon, and they walked up and down to-
gether, briskly, in the way of men seek-
ing to make the most of a brief spell in
the open air. It was on the third after-
noon afterward that Burwedge's story
was told.

“Did you ever know a fellow in New
York named Ed Blainey?” Burwedge
inquired, when he had seen enough of
the other man to form an idea of the
circles in which he moved.

"No.” said Jack Augler, but the de-
nial was rather half-hearted. He turned
a sharp glance on his companion, and
asked: "W hy?"

"Oh. | was just wondering," Bur-
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wedge replied. "I certainly would like
to find him— Ed Blainey.”

Another sharp glance from the burg-
lar, and still another “Why?”

“He'd help me out of this scrape,”
Frank Burwedge said. “I1'm quite sure
he would.”

“You a friend o’ his?”

“Yes.”

If this were true, it put another face
on the situation. Eddie Blainey— “The
Lamp,” as he was called—Was one of
the most notorious crooks in New York.
If Burwedge and The Lamp were
friends, it was safe for Jack Augler
to talk quite freely with the former,
and Burwedge had a frank, honest way
about 'him that made Jack Augler almost
certain of his sincerity.

“Seems like | heard that name some
place,” Augler ventured, with a thought-
ful frown on his brow. “What'd he do,
this fella Blainey?”

“1 don’t exactly know. He was al-
ways a mystery to me—more so than
ever since this thing happened. |1 took
him to be just a fly young fellow around
the town, like myself, until this thing

came up. I've done a lot of thinking
since then. I've got an idea that Blainey
will------- Well, | don't suppose | ought

to say it without more proof—but some-
thing makes me think he’'s a profes-
sional crook.”

So that was it. They were not really
close friends. This man did not know
the truth about Eddie Blainey—didn't
even know perhaps that Blainey was
called The Lamp in the underworld.
The burglar thought he understood. He
knew that Eddie Blainey was, as Bur-
wedge said, a “fly young fellow around
the town.” Eddie was a flashily-dressed
crook, a slick article, who liked to pose
as a rich young idler. As such he had
met Frank Burwedge, and Burwedge
knew no more about him.

Jack Augler would have to be care-
ful. Yet he was very much interested
now, and mystified too.
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“What'd this fella Blainey hafta do
with you being in here ?” Jack asked.

“Nothing. He had nothing to do
with it.”

“Then how’'d you come to think he
could help you?”

“He knows the map, who put me in
here.”

The mystery deepened.
pursued:

“How long since you seen Blainey?”

“Two years—almost two vyears, |
think.”

This fitted in with Jack Augler’s in-
formation in regard to The Lamp. Ed-
die Blainey had disappeared some two
years previously, and being suoh a fa-
miliar and widely known character in
the underworld, his disappearance had
often been the subject of comment.
None had ever heard a word from him,
so gossip went, and none had an idea
as to where he was. It was natural
that the underworld should jump to one
conclusion.

Eddie Blainey— The Lamp—was in
prison somewhere. He hadn’'t been sent
up from New York. He couldn't very
well pass through the process of arrest,
trial and conviction in New York with-
out being identified—and if the police
had known they had Eddie Blainey in
their hands, the papers would have been
full of it. And the police would have
heard if Eddie Blainey had been sent
up elsewhere under that name. If he
was in prison, he was there under an
alias, and he would take all possible
precautions to conceal the name of Ed-
die Blainey. If he wasn’t detained by
prison walls, and if he were alive and
well, he wouldn't stay so long away
from New York—at least some one in
New York would have heard from him.

So said the wiseacres of the under-
world—and Jack Augler had heard this
talked over many times.

“Two years, eih?” said Jack Augler.
“And you ain't got no idea where he
is, eh?”

The burglar
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“Not the slightest,” Frank Burwedge
replied, “And that's what makes it
tough for tne. If 1 could locate Ed
Blainey, I'm sure he'd do what he could
for me. He seemed like a square fel-
low.”

“I'll say he’s™square-------

Jack Augler let that slip. Burwedge
looked at him.
“You know him then?" he said.

“Well, | heard about him—and they
say he’'s square. But say, kid, this
sounds like a funny mix-up you're in.
I ain’t a man that asks questions, and
| ain't been snoopy when we got to
talking her?”. You said they had you
for highway robbery—holdup, wasn’t
it? Well, what's the dope, eh?”

“I'm not guilty.”

“That's what the)- all say—but you
sound differ'nt. You sound on the
square with it. Spill it. Might be
such a thing as me helping you.” And
then he added cautiously: “If | think
| oughta.”

Frank Burwedge told his story. It
was interesting to Jack Augler, as all
such stories were likely to be. yet he
was hardly in a position to help. But
he couldn’t get the thing off his mind.

“Somehow | believe that kid,” he
ruminated in his cell that evening. “It’s
cert'nly a tough break that put him in
here—and sumpin oughta be done. But
what can | do? [I'll be a lucky stiff if
I spring myself. He’'s a clean looking
kid—been a gay boy all right, but he
ain’t no holdup guy. And he’ll take his
medicine too before he calls on the

home folks. He'll stick by that phoney
name he give ‘'em—yeh. he'll stick.
He's that kind. Well, | guess there

ain't nothing for me to do about it
Fat chance | got o’ springing anybody!”

It so happened that Jack Augler, so
far as “springing” himself went, turned
out to be a lucky guy. Jack had had
money, and he knew exactly what law-
yer to hire. The attorney had provided
an alibi that the jury did not see fit to
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disregard. Jack's trial lasted only two
days—and he was acquitted.

No one was quite so shocked with
surprise as Jack himself.

“Now here | am with my feet on the
sidewalks o’ New York.” he solilo-
quized. “'S guilty as can be too—so
guilty that | almost fainted when that
jury foreman said ‘not guilty.” Course
that was a good alibi, a wonder—but |
didn't think that jury’'d believe all them
crooks that testified for me. Oh well,
such is life. I'm guilty, and I'm out.
That kid in there—he ain’'t guilty, and

up he'll go. It's up the Hudson for him
all right, unless------- Now | wonder
what old Simon Trapp'd say if | mo-

seyed over to Broome Street and sprung
that yarn on him? Not a bad idea—
and anyway | wanta see Simon. |
gotta have a lift o' some kind. That
lawyer took everything but my shoe
laces—but he’'s welcome. Uh huh—It's
Broome Street for mine. Simon
Trapp'd pass right out when he sees
me stalking in—but he’ll be tickled.”

Simon Trapp, the Broome Street
pawnbroker, was tickled to see Jack
Augler, the burglar, at liberty again.
The old man showed this in his own
peculiar way. bustling about his little
sitting room at the rear of the pawn-
shop, making Jack comfortable and talk-
ing a blue streak all the while. “Pug-
gie” Rooks, Simon’s youthful assistant,
was on duty in the shop, so Mr. Trapp
was able to give his undivided attention
to the visitor in the sitting room.

That room occupied an extremely im-
portant position in the field of crime, for
Simon Trapp had occupied the estab-
lishment for something like twenty-
years—and most of those years had
hfien filled with activities far removed
from pawnbroking. The pawnshop, in
fact, was merely a blind—a screen be-
hind which Simon Trapp operated as a
leader of one of the cleverest and most
thoroughly organized bands of criminals
in New York. Hi? organization had
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none of the aspects of an East Side
gang. He had nothing to do with gun-
men and brawlers. He was a captain
of thieves—very quiet and, on the
whole, well behaved thieves. They lived
for loot and plunder, but they conducted
no raids o» human life.

The true character of that room was
known to those who were close to Si-
mon Trapp and none others. So skill-
fully had he chosen, that knowledge of
his activities had not spread to the un-
derworld in general. That would have
brought disaster, for a rendezvous that
becomes notorious has a short life. The
police and the stool pigeons, if they
knew him at all, saw in Simon Trapp
only a grubbing old pawnbroker doing
a precarious business among the poor of
the East Side.

Yet any one in the confidence of Si-
mon Trapp could depend on him for
help at all times. That was the secret
of the high regard in which he was
held. That was why the most skillful
thieves in the city came to him for ad-
vice and leadership in many of their
enterprises. Also they came to him in
personal matters, seeking aid for them-
selves or friends. Simon Trapp had
been known to extend his activities in-
side the very walls of a prison to help a
friend.

The pawnbroker and Jack Angler
had an extended conversation about
Jack’s affair and certain prospects in
the line of burglary. And then Jack
happened to think again of the young
man in the Tombs.

“Say, Simon,” he said, “there’'s sum-
pin worrying me.”

“Well you should tell me your
troubles,” the pawnbroker rejoined with
a grin.

“You know Eddie Blaine}, don’'t
you ?”

“Eddie Blainey— The Lamp—you bet
I know him! But say—1 ain’'t seen
Eddie in a long time. Now | wonder

where he should be at? Fellas some-
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times come here and ask me that—but
I don't know.”

“And | don’'t know,” said Jack Ang-
ler, “but | got my own notions.”

Simon Trapp wagged his old head
wisely.

“You think just like I do about Eddie
Blainey,” he returned; “and | guess
maybe everybody thinks that. Can't
see what else'd keep Eddie away from
New York. Well, maybe he’ll get out
some way and be corning back one of
these days. He’'s a fine fella, Eddie is
But say—how should Eddie
Blainey be worrying you?”

“1'd like to find him,” Jack Augler
lit a cigarette. “It ain't often 1 get
upset, Simon, about things that ain't
right— but there’s a kid in the Tombs
Well, his story’s got my goat.
Maybe you'd like to hear it, eh?”

“Sure,” the pawnbroker assured his
visitor, “1 should always like to hear
stories about fellas in the Tombs. It's
like hearing from friends— 1 got so
many of ’em that get in there.”

“This kid ain't no friend o' your'n,”
the burglar explained, “but it's a swell
chance for you to do a good stunt.”

“And | sometimes like to do that
too,” said Simon Trapp.

“Sure. I know—that's how | come to
think o’ you, when | made up my mind
sumpin oughta be done.” Jack Augler
smoked his cigarette nervously, like a
man bewildered by his own state of
mind. “l never worried much about
other fellas’ troubles, Simon—and |
don't see why | got worked up over
this. But it seem-s funny that I come
clear and that kid’'s gotta take a stretch.
He ain’'t got it coming to him, Simon,
Well, it ain't right, that's all.
And lots o’ times I've heard about you
doing sumpin for a fella like him, so

“Well you should tell me about him.”
“It's like this—way | got it sized up.
There's a young fella in the Tombs
waiting trial on a stick-up charge. He's
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a nice kid, and seems to come from big
people, know what | mean? Maybe his
peopie're rich, 1 don't know—but that's
a hunch | got. He's keeping mum about

that. He'll take a stretch before he tells
who he is. Even if he told, and come
clear, there’d be the disgrace— 'cause

he's guilty o' traveling around with
crooks and thieves anyway. It'd be bad
for him and the family even if he did
beat the sfick-up charge. Now here’s
what he says—and | believe him.

“This kid was wild. He got to play-
ing the cabarets and the gambling-
joints. He chummed up with two
young fellas, and they went the route
to-gether. One of ’'em was Eddie
Blainey. | can't make the other one at
all—not a-tall He ain't nobody we
know—just some ‘corner-stiff’ that Ed-
die Blainey run with a little when lie’s
posing as a cabaret hound. He ain’t no
regular crook, or I'd know him— his de-
scription don’'t fit nobody that Eddie
Blainey ever run with, that | know
about. And the trick he played on the
kid proves that too.

“This ecorner-stiff pulls a stick-up.
He does a hum jpcb of it, and he gets
chased. He beats it for the kid’'s room,
dashes in and drops the stuff—and out
again, on his way. He does the fancy
dodge, and when a policeman and the
stick-up victim come tearing into the
kid’'s room, a minute or so later, there’s
the kid standing there looking at the
stuff this corner-stiff dropped. He ain’'t

had time even to think what it's all
about. They nail him.
“And they give him the big laugh

when he says another fella left the stuff

there a minute or so before. Where'd
he go to, they ask him. The kid don't
know. The corner-stiff's  dodged

through the hallways of that little hotel,
and he’s out by this time. What's his
name, they ask him—and all the kid
can spring on 'em is the name he knows
him by. That don't mean nothing to
the police. Nothing a-tall. The police
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laugh harder'n ever then. Ain’t the
kid been caught with the stuff? And
ain't the holdup victim said he's the
man that stuck him up?

“You know them identifications, Si-
mon. The holdup victim’s excited. He
sees a fella about the same size as the
real stick-up gu'y, sees him standing
there, looking at his watch and wallet.
‘That's him, that's him! he yells. He’s
carried away by the way things look—
and maybe he's sure of it. He thinks
he's sure anyway—and that's all the
police want. They got a clear case.
The Kkid’'s been caught with the goods
on him, and the stick-up victim says
he's the man.

“But what would that stick-up vic-
tim say if they confronted him with the
real guy? Why, he'd get all mixed up.
He’'d see his mistake. If he’s any kind
of a guy at all he'll admit it. Anyway,
it's the only hope the kid's got—and
maybe that ain’t much hope. But it's
better'n nothing. It's a chance. Well,
Eddie Blainey’'s the man that can give
us the dope. Who's the corner-stiff that
went by such and such a name when he
was traveling with this kid? That's
what we'd ask Eddie. And he'd tell
you. He'd know he oughta tell if you
ask him. That'd give us a working line
on the real stick-up guy. We'd get a
lawyer to go through with it. We’'d go
after the corner-stiff under the name
that maybe the police know him by.
We'd have him yanked up. The kid'd
have some chance then—know what I
mean ?”

Simon Trapp meditated a few min-
utes.

“1 see it all plain enough,” he ad-
mitted ; “but ain’t it possible that we
should get a line on this here corner-
stiff without bothering Eddie Blainey?
What name did he give this boy you're
talking about?”

“Oh. | don’'t know,” Jack Augler re-
plied. “Jones, or sumpin like that—a
name that don’t mean a thing when it
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comes to running a guy down. The
name don’t count, Simon. It's the name
that Eddie Blainey knows him by that
counts. If you wanta do sumpin about
it, I'm telling you you gotta locate Ed-
die Blainey. You gotta find The
Lamp.”

Once again Simon Trapp fell into a
meditative reverie.

“And that ain't easy,” he rejoined
presently; “to find a fella that's in
prison some place, and doing all he can
to keep his real name secret. That's
how it looks about Eddie Blainey.” He
studied Jack Augler with keen interest,
and his friendly manner was a trifle
warmer. “But | tell you one thing,
Jack,” he continued, “l never stand in
the way of a burglar that wants to do
a thing like this. | don’'t know this here
kid that you're talking about, but I do
know this. It don’t do a fella like you
no harm to help such a fella. It shows
a good streak in you. It's things like
that that makes it seem better for me—
there’s something kinda human about
us fellas after all. It's important that
things like that should be done. It
kinda softens the hard life we live. So
| always been in favor of them little
things. | encourage 'em. I'm going to
help you save this here kid—and you
know, you’'ll feel better for doing it
Yes sir, I know—you’'ll feel better.”

And then Simon Trapp performed
one of those mental feats which were so
disconcerting to those with whom he
talked. He leaped abruptly clear away
from the subject in hand. Jack Augler
sat smoking quietly, after listening to
Simon Trapp’'s offer of help, wondering
if the old pawnbroker had a plan to
suggest at the moment. Suddenly Si-
mon Trapp, his eye lighting on a news-
paper which had apparently claimed his
interest before Jack came in, spoke in a
voice which seemed to indicate he had
forgotten all about the young man in
the Tombs.

“Now it beats all,”

he said, “how

popular prisoners is getting to be these
days. Did you read about this here
stunt that's being framed up by the
American Prisoners’ Betterment Soci-

ety ?”

“No,” Jack replied, somewhat disap-
pointed.

“Well, read it.”

Jack Augler did so, reluctantly. He
looked up from the paper, as much as
to inquire, “Well, what of it?”

“Now that should be all right,” the
pawnbroker went on. “That'll be en-
joyed by a lotta our friends that ain't
getting much enjoyment outa life right
now. They're givin’ ’em baseball
games and movies in prison now— they
been doing that for a long time. And
they been giving 'em shows too. Only a
little while ago | read about a lotta New
York actors going up to Sing Sing and
putting on a show. Well it ain't funny
that somebody should think about a big
radio concert—is it?”

“No, it ain't funny,” the burglar ad-
mitted. “But things is differ'nt now.
When | done a stretch up there a few
years back there wasn't no shows or
baseball games for us. We done our
batting with a sledge-hammer, and we
hadda hit the ball, which was a big rock,
every time we swung. And there wasn't
no base-running for us in them days.
A guy'd have a fine time making first
base with one o' them big iron balls
chained to his ankle, wouldn't he?
That's the kinda ball we played—ball-
and-chain. And shows------- Say, they'd
hardly let us look up at the sky!”

“Well,” the old pawnbroker suggested
musingly, “times is changed. Yes, sir,
times is changed.” His mind appeared
to be wandering. Jack Augler listened
in bewilderment. “You know, Jack, |
always did say you look like a college
perfessor. If | didn't know you was a
burglar, 1'd never believe it just to look
at you. And that's a good voice you got
too—a heavy voice, kinda ringing. A
good voice to make a speech with. |
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bet that if somebody wrote you out a
nice speech and you learnt it by heart,
you'd rip it off in good shape’------ 7

“For the love 0'--—----- What're you
talking about, Simon?"

“And you just got outa jail, too.
The papers’'ve been printing stuff about
your trial, and what a notorious burglar
you are. Maybe there ain't a burglar
in the country that's known better'd you
be, Jack. Now wouldn’t that make a hit
with them there reform societies— Jack
Augler reformed? They'd throw their
arms right around your neck, and if
you said .to this here society I'm talking
about that you wanted to make a speech
to prisoners over the radio—tell 'em
how you come to reform, and beg 'em
to see what the reformers call the light
Well, thatd make a hit too.
Jack.”

“Simon,”’ said Jack Augler in despair,
“maybe I'm dippy. | been in the Tombs
a long time—and my brain ain't work-
ing just right I guess. For | don’'t get
you, Simon, no | don't—1 don’t get you
a-talll”

Simon Trapp chuckled.

“But yop will get me,” he promised,
“when | tell you about a little scheme
I got. Maybe it won't work. | don’'t
know—1 just happened to think about
it; and maybe when we talk it over it
won't look so good. But just now it
looks fine. It looks as if it should be
the best thing to do. Jack Angler,” he
added musingly, “the notorious burglar,
has went and reformed. Yes. it looks
good. Now listen, Jack------- "

And Jack listened.

In the mess hall of a prison in the
middle West, more than a thousand con-
victs sat at the long eating benches, but
there was no food in front of them. It
was mid-afternoon, and this was Pris-
oners’ Betterment Day. Music from
afar filled the big room—a hymn sung
by a celebrated choir. The eyes of al-
most every man were riveted on the
loud-speaking radio set on the platform,
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as though looking for the grouped sing-
ers themselves.

It was only natural that the music
and the program, and the purpose of the
day itself, should inspire a variety of
emotions among that vast assemblage.
Many were eagerly interested— others
were skeptical and cynical, and filled
with hard thoughts about society in gen-
eral and about “lily-white squads,” as
crooks call reform organizations. Yet
all were pleased by the diversion from
the deadly routine of prison.

Two hardened crooks sat side by side
about midway of the room. Something
like a sneer spoiled the young faces of
both men. They had no use for hymn-
singing “lily-white squads,” and they
had sneered ever since announcement
was first made of Prisoners’ Betterment
Day. Thoughts of betterment so far
as they were concerned had to do with
saws and files and perhaps a rope lad-
der, none of which they saw a chance of
getting.

The radio program was part of a
campaign for the benefit of prisoners
all over the country. Numerous sta-
tions had been hooked up, and the war-
dens of thirty State’s prisons had co-
operated. Prisoners in as many peni-
tentiaries were listening in.

In this particular prison »each man
had received a slips of paper on which
was printed the radio program, and one
of the two crooks was filled with eager-
ness in regard to a certain feature—the
talk that was to be made by a reformed
burglar. Tack Augler. That prisoner
was known in the underworld of New
York as Eddie Blainey, The Lamp, but
he was in that prison under a different
name.

“1

know that guy,” he said to his

'friend, in a whisper, without moving his

lips,
talk.

as prisoners train themselves to
He indicated the name of Jack
Augler, “Me and him used to train to-
gether—pals, thick as could be. |
thought he was A No. 1. | never

Sip
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thought he'd go over to the lily-whites.
Wonder what he’ll preach about? He’'s
next.”

The hymn ended. A voice announced:

“Jack Augler, who knows as much
about a jimmy and drill as any man in
the country, lias taken his recent acquit-
tal in the courts of New York as a
‘hunch’ to go straight, as he terms it.
This society welcomes a man like Jack.
He can do great work, and he has an
appeal to make to you this afternoon.
You will now listen to Jack Augler.”

The Lamp bent forward, ears alert
for die voice of his old friend, the man
who, from The Lamp’s point of view,
had gone wrong.

“Boys,” this voice was saying, “I'm

one o' you. I've made up my mind to
go straight, but that don’'t mean I've
forgotten my old friends. | s’pose

some o' my old friends're listening to
me now. | eert'nly had a lot of 'em in
places like you're in. | wish you could
chime in. so we could talk back and-
forth—but this is a one-way telephone.
You ain’'t got no chance o’ arguing with
me, except maybe by writing. You
gotta set there and take my guff. But
listen, boys, | cert'nly’d like to hear
from my old friends, and maybe if we
corresponded | could make it plainer
just why | made up my mind to go
straight. The society’s told me they'd
be glad to forward mail, if there’'s any
prisoner that'd like to write me and get
a heart-to-heart talk. All you gotta
do is address a letter to me in care o’
the Prisoners’ Betterment Society, New

York, and I'll get it. [I'll answer too.
| aim to do what | can for fellas like
you. It'll help me to forget all the

things | done—and which I'm ashamed
of now.”

Eddie Biainey-—The Lamp— sniffed.

“You fellas that know me, know |
was a good crook,” the voice was say-
ing now. “Il was good at dodging the
| didn't always dodge 'em, but
I "-as lucky most o’ the time. | used to

113

know a fella we called The Lamp------- "
The Lamp pricked up his ears. His
personal interest in this feature of the
program was thus heightened to the
keenest edge.

and he come by that name,”
Jack Augler continued, “ 'cause he was
the best man we knew at showing us
jobs. He was a wizard, The Lamp was,
at finding places to rob—and he'd come
to us with the layouts all framed up.
We'd go out and do the jobs—us bur-
glars. But The Lamp was the guy that
showed us how to get to these places.
And by the way, I'd eert'nly like to
hear from The Lamp— but | know he’s
in Europe now. Only the other day I
was talking with a friend o’ mine—and
he told me The Lamp was in Europe—
that he was going straight. 1'm glad to
hear that. Another fella we called
‘Simple Simon’ told me that— Simple
Si-mon, ’'cause he was always -getting
into a trap. | hope--—---- "

Eddie Biainey did not miss that point.
“Simple Simon,” who was always get-
ting into a “trap”--—---- That certainly
was guff. There was something signifi-
cant in this. Jack Augler and his pointed
references to The Lamp— Simple Si-
mon, the trap— Simon Trapp! It cer-
tainly would be wise to listen to every
word of Jack Augler’s.

R wandering,” so came the voice
from afar. “But | ain't no speech-
maker—and | can't help wandering. A
fella like me mentions the name of an
old friend, and he’s just gotta say sum-
pin about him. What | meant when I
started to tell you about The Lamp—
the guy that showed us burglars the
way—was that | wanta be your lamp.
I wanta show you how to go straight.
Instead of showing you places to rob,
I'll try and show you how to get jobs,
through the society, as that's the work
they do. [I'll be your lamp, if you’ll
let me.”

There followed then a brief appeal,
a heart-to-heart talk from a supposedly
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former crook. Eddie Blainey’s
thoughts were racing, but he missed
not a word from Jack Augler. Jack, un-
der the subterfuge of wishing to turn
himself into a guiding lamp, was en-
abled to sprinkle his talk with phrases
highly significant to Eddie Blainey. Ed-
die Blainey’s veins tingled. The hint
that he chose to take from this talk—
the hint that crafty old Simon Trapp
had something to do with it—explained
much of the elaborate scheme, if it was
a scheme. That was Simon Trapp’s
way, and well Eddie Blainey knew it.

Eddie Blainey had the curious feel-
ing of having received a personal mes-
sage. The long line of prisoners was
marching from the mess hall, arms
folded.

“He was a good friend of mine, Jack
Augler was,” he mused. “I can't be-
lieve he's going straight—but even if
he is, he wouldn’'t play no dirty tricks

on me. He might have some word for
me that | oughta hear. [I'll be outa
here in another year, but------- '"Twon't

do no harm to write that guy anyway—
and see if he did mean anything. I'd
like to know for sure.” He clutched
the printed program in his fingers.
“The address is on this thing. Jack
Augler wouldn't do me no dirt—even if
he is going straight. And | can't get
over that ‘Simon Trap’ business. He
must ’'a’ meant Simon Trapp. It
couldn’t just be an accident, with things
fitting in like that. | think I'll write.
I'll slip a letter out— and make sure any-
way.”

Jack Augler, one morning, hastened
to Simon Trapp.

"l got it!” he cried.
Eddie Blainey!”

“Good!” the pawnbroker rejoined.
“My, but | never saw you so excited be-
fore.”

“Well,” said Jack, in a quieter voice.
“1 almost forgot that kid in the Tombs,
I got so excited seeing if this thing'd

“A letter from

Detective Story Magazine

work out. It did all right—and Eddie
Blainey’ll come through. That soci-
ety’'s going to take up this kid's case,
and they're gonta send me out there to
talk to Blainey. Oh, they're all right,
Simon—that society. They don't spill
a fella’'s secrets. They're out to help
fellas like us—and they ain't police.
They won't stand for nothing crooked,
but they won’t spill secrets that come
to them.”

“Say,” said the pawnbroker, study-
ing the burglar sharply, “you kinda got
stuck on that society, eh?”

Jack Augler was very much embar-
rassed.

“Well,” he blurted out, “I'm one of
'em now, Simon. | went into this thing
just to help a kid—but I met some fine
people up there. They think | was on
the square. Well, I'm gonta be on the
square. They got a place for me, help-
ing discharged prisoners. It's a living,
and—and a chance------- Don’'t laugh
at me, Simon— I'm going straight.”

“1 ain't laughing at you,” the old
pawnbroker assured him. “1 never
laugh at a fella for going straight—
and | never try to stop him. Not me.”
He chuckled. “But say,” he added,
“won’t it knock the boys cold when they
hear how | found Eddie Blainey— how
we found him, as you done the talking,
even if it was my idea. Only the other
day a friend o’ mine said | was getting
too old for fancy stuff—but | guess I'm
keeping up with the times, ain't 1 ? Si-
mon Trapp’s using the radio to find a

friend, that's what the boys'll say.
Nothing like being up-to-date. Jack.
Well, | don't s’pose I'll ever see you
again. Good luck, Jack. | know you'll

.go straight right—that you won't turn
on your old friends. Now that radio—
Finkelberg, acrost the street, he sells
'em. He says they're fine for an old
man like me—alone in the evening. |
guess I'll get one. | should be up-to-
date.”



¥Paul Ellsworth Triem

Author of “See You in Church,” etc.

AN LUNDY had had an un-

usually busy morning; and, in-

deed, had been kept away

from .his place of business by
various duties which he lumped under
the head of “footwork” until nearly
three o'clock. He stopped at the corner
delicatessen on the way up to his of-
fices, which were on the second floor of
an old studio building on Harby Street,
and bought a paper bag of kippered cod
and a loaf of pumpernickel.

With these comestibles under his arm,
he eventually made ‘'his way along the
gloomy corridor off which his quarters
opened; removed the tag he was wont
to pin just below the frosted glass panel
during his absences, and unlocked the
door. The tag intimated that Mr.
Lundy would be “Back in ten minutes."
The glass panel above it bore the words,
“Dan Lundy, Confidential Agent. We
never sleep!”

“And that's more truth than poetry,”
the short-legged, long-bodied little detec-
tive grumbled, as he glanced at it this
afternoon. “Never sleep, and it's get-
ting nowadays so | don't never eat!
I've got to hire a clerk!”

There were some letters on the floor.
Lundy picked these up and examined
them. They were mostly police circu-
lars, and later on they would have to be
filed. He tossed them upon his desk,
which stood facing the door, Then he
went on. into the rear room, which was
a combination of laboratory and
kitchen, and proceeded to set out the
delicacies he had bought down on the

street, and also to put a small pot of

coffee to brew over the hissing, blue
flame of his Bunsen burner. Then,
with the afternoon paper propped

against the condensed milk can, the con-
fidential agent sat down to his meal.

Fifteen minutes later, the outer door
opened and dosed. Lundy cautiously
peered out. A tall man with a mane of
rusty hair and very bushy eyebrows
stood looking about the office.

“There he is again!” the detective
communed with himself, an expression
of muystification on his round, red face.
“Now what in sin do you suppose he’'s
up to? Just three o’clock— why, it was
three to the minute he came in yester-
day! And he's shaking his head and
talking to himself again,” Lundy said,
a? he turned off the lights in the back
room and started in the direction of the
newcomer.

The new client, if client he was to be,
eyed Lundy dubiously as the two came
face to face.

“Well," he said, speaking with a
slight accent which hinted at Scotch an-
cestry, “I'm back again !"

“So | see. And now that you are
back, what can | do for you?”

This unequivocal beginning seemed to
frighten the newcomer. He eyed the

door nervously, then settled back in the
chair he had taken and shook his head.

“Well, maybe nothing!” said he.
“There is a small matter—but | don’t
know------- "

At it again, Lundy realized, That

was the way he had gone on the after-
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noon before. Well, if he didn't come to
the point without much more waste of

The stranger arose abruptly and
crossed to the window opening upon the
side street. His hand was over his
mouth, his cheeks showed mottled pur-
ple; and he seemed to be in the grip of
some mysterious inner paroxysm. Dan
Lundy, who was something of a judge
of such performances, watched him
critically.

“Water!”
drink!”

The confidential agent went back to
his rear room, ostensibly to fetch the
drink. He turned just inside the door,
however, and peered through the crack.
Ah, he had known it—the rusty haired
stranger was sprinting on tiptoe for the
outer door. He reached it, let himself
soundlessly out, and was gone.

Dan Lundy stood for a moment, a
flush rising into his habitually high-
colored cheeks, a smoldering spark in
his round, widely opened eyes. This
thing had passed the verge of a joke.
He meant to know what was really be-
hind it.

Pulling his soft felt hat snugly upon
his head, the detective strode across to
the hall door and let himself out. He
snapped on the spring lock. The ele-
vator, around the corner, was just start-

gasped the stranger. "A

ing down. Lundy sprinted for the stair-
way, and was standing in the heavy
shadow of its lowest steps when his

mysterious visitor passed him, headed
at a rapid' stride for the street.

Lundy had never prided himself
especially on his ability as a trailer.
Some men are born with the ability to
slip through crowded or vacant streets
in the wake of a given victim with an
almost total lack of visibility. Their
work is instinctive, as is that of a trail-
ing wolf or tiger. But the confidential
agent had to use his head at every twist
and turn; and moreover, his short legs
handicapped him when he was obliged
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to shadow a long-geared individual like
the man with the rusty hair.

The chase continued up Harby Street
and around the corner into Grand. For
a time, Lundy was able to hold his own.
Then he began to fall behind, and in
spite of his utmost efforts he was not
able to overcome any of this handicap.
It was with a sigh of relief that he saw
the man ahead of him pause suddenly,
just in front of a drug store, and con-
sult his watch. The stranger turned
and went into the store.

“Going to telephone some one, | ex-
pect,” Lundy told himself as he worked
closer to the drug-store entrance and
leaned against the side of a friendly
doorway. “Well, he don’t need to be in
any hurry about starting out again, as
far as I'm concerned.”

That was all very well to say; but
when ten minutes passed mwithout any
sign from the rusty haired individual,
Lundy abruptly moved forward and
looked into the store.

“What do you know about that!” he
asked himself disgustedly. “1 forgot
this store went through to the other
block-—walked out on me! Well, |1
never told anv one | was a class-A
trailer!”

There was nothing for him to do now
but to return to his office, which he did
at a leisurely amble, musing on his
recent adventure. Dan Lundy was in-
volved in no big cases at the present
time, so that apparently there could be
no purpose in this lanky individual's
hanging about his office on the chance
of surprising information, or stealing
evidence. He had something of the man-
ner of a bungler trying to approach the
ticklish subject of offering a bribe; but
there was nothing Lundy could be
bribed to do or to forego doing, as far
as he himself knew.

“And | don't believe he's crazy, which
some folks might suspect!” the confi-
dential agent told himself, with a shake
of his round, capable head. Now, let's
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see— he came at three, on the dot, yes-
terday and to-day. I'm fed up on fool-
ishness. I'll just invest a few simoleons
on this bird, and see what comes of it!”

Thereupon he quickened his stride,
reached his headquarters, and withinjive
minutes had called a young man who
did occasional odd jobs for him. Lundy
made an engagement for half past two
the following afternoon.

“Probably now that I'm ready for
ehim, this hood won’'t show up again!”
he told himself as he hung up the re-
ceiver and .tunned to the pile of police
circulars on his desk. “That's the
way things generally work out in this
world!

The man with the rusty hair appeared
promptly at three the following after-
noon, however. He eyed Dan Lundy
craftily, but made no explanation of his
abrupt departure the day before except
to mutter something about having
“turned faint.” Lundy grinned. He
sat regarding his vis a vis with bland
amusement which he made no effort to

conceal. Under this treatment the other
fidgeted.

“Have a smoke ?” he asked, proffering
a cigar.

The confidential agent took it and put
it into his vest pocket.

“1 never indulge,” he replied, “but
they come in handy in my business
sometimes— getting folks to talk. Bet-
ter than offering them money. Was

there anything you wanted along the line
of information out of me?”

“Well, I don't know— it depends------- "

With a plunge, the stranger was on
his feet and halfway to the door. Lundy
watched him depart without comment,
but the moment the door had closed the
little detective jerked on his soft felt
hat and followed.. He went boldly into
the hall and hurried along it and down
the stairs to the first floor. He arrived
just in time to see his recent visitor
springing into the street.
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Dan Lundy did his best to keep the
rusty haired man in sight, just as he had
the day before; but he knew from the
start that he was outclassed. The
stranger was built like a pair of long-
bladed scissors, and his long, straight
legs ate up distance in a way that made
the little detective marvel. Eventually
the man ahead ducked round a corner.
When' Lundy reached it, he had disap-
peared.

“All right, my bucko,” Lundy mum-
bled. “But | guess you'll discover be-
fore long that thig was three times—
and out!”

Thereupon he returned placidly to his
office and sat studying police circulars
till Tim Livingston, the young man he
had hired for the afternoon, reported.

“Well, 1 followed him on my motor
cycle. After he shook you, he climbed
into a sport car he had parked around
the corner, and beat it. He was laugh-
ing and shaking his head to beat the
band. | tagged along behind, till we
struck into Arcadia Way-------

Lundy whistled, and Tim nodded.

“Not only that, but he finally turned
in at the driveway of one of the sweliest
dumps out therel | saw him run the
sport car into an eigh”-car garage, and
take himself into the house by the back
way. Then | got busy. | learned that
this place belongs to old Josiah Ham-
mond, who made a fortune canning
smelts and calling them sardines. He's
retired, and lives out there alone except
for a corps of servants and this red-
headed fellow, Andy Reed. Andy is
the old man’s ‘man Friday'— his handy-
man. Combination of secretary, valet,
chauffeur and even does a little fancy
work on the banjo and saxophone for
Josiah’s entertainment. But what Reed
means by trying to play jokes on you
is more than | can say!”

Dan Lundy nodded.

“Good work, Tim,” said he. “I may
have something more for you in con-
nection with this business—Ilet you know
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later. And now, | think I'll just run
out and have a little heart-itonheart talk
with the old gentleman— Hammond.
Unless | miss my guess, he’'s the spider
at the center of this web!”

The confidential agent took a taxicab
to the aristocratic, three-story house on
Arcadia Way. He went boldly up the
steps and rang the bell. The butler who
presently swung it soundlessly open be-
fore him eyed the little detective with
bilious disapproval.

“Just take my card up to Mr. Josiah
Hammond, my man!” Lundy com-
manded, proffering his business card.
“Sure he's expecting me! His dinner
time? Well, he can wait. Just you
hustle along with that card!”

With obvious unwillingness, the man
in black did as he was ordered. He
returned a minute later, his face some-
what more tolerant.

“Come into the library, sir.
Hammond will see you at once!”

It was a cheerful room, with bright-
colored English sporting prints on the
dark-paneled walls and a fire crackling
in the big fireplace at one end; and
shelves and shelves of books. At a
house desk in one corner sat a little old
man, with shaggy brows and a great,
high-bridged, masterful nose, and two
piercing gray eyes; but a small man, for
all that. He sat staring unwinkingly at
the newcomer, nor did he offer to rise
or shake hands.

“Well?” he snapped, his voice curt
and domineering.

Dan Lundy smiled and shook his
head.

“1t won't do, Mr. Josiah Hammond!”
he replied. “I'm here, and you know
why. It's not for me to venture a guess
as to your motives------- "

Tlte strong, intent old face relaxed
into a grim smile.

“Sit down, Lundy!” the old man said.
“You exceed my expectations! Mr.
Amos Cushman, my attorney, was good
enough to .recommend you—but you’ll

Mr.
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pardon me for not taking you entirely on
<his recommendation. 1'm a great student
of the Bible, sir, and | have always ad-
mired the perspicacity of our old friend,
Nebuchadnezzar. He believed in test-
ingout the people who claimed to be able
to do bdg things for him—but that
won't interest you. | wanted to see if
you had initiative and resourcefulness
enough to find me. If you hadn’t how
could 1 hope that you would be able to
find my enemy? So | gave Andy a free
hand------- "

Dan Lundy had drawn a chair close
to the desk, and sat regarding the old
man with undisguised interest.

“Your enemy, sir?”

“Aye, my enemy! |
these Pollyanna times, that good old
word has become almost obsolete. But
| still cling to it. My friends and my
enemies are very dear to me! And this

realize that in

His penetrating, deeply sunken gray
eyes were beginning to glow, and a
flush had come into his sunken cheeks.
With a frown he turned and drew out
a drawer of the desk before him. Tak-
ing from the drawer a sheaf of letters
held together by a brass, spring clip, he
selected one, after a glance over the col-
lection ; and handed it to the confidential
agent.

“Just be good enough to cast your eye
over that!” he requested.

Dan Lundy read the typewritten let-
ter through without comment. Then his
eyes traveled up to the head of the page,
and he went slowly through it again, his
lips pursed, his head bowed. It was a
poison-pen letter—a blackmailing letter
—an evil letter that brought the blood
slowly into the confidential agent's
cheeks.

“Evidently written by a man—signs
himself ‘Lone Wolf.” ‘Lone jackal
would be closer to it. Who is the woman
he claims to have incriminating letters
from?”

“My sister. She died last year.”
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Josiah Hammond’'s face had flushed
also, but his sunken and penetrating eyes
never wavered or turned aside under the
detective's prolonged scrutiny. Rather,
a deeper fire had kindled in them.

“And you want me to find the reptile
that wrote this letter?”

“That one and the others—you can
look them all through at your leisure,
but that is a fair sample. Want you to
find him? More than | want anything
else in the world. | want his evil mouth
stopped. But can you do it? What do
you deduce from this letter ?”

Lundy stared hard at his new client.

“Deduce?” said he.

“ Aye— deduce. You have a document
written by this rascal in your hand.
What sort of person is he? What facts
can you make out------- "

The confidential agent let his glance
wander to a case of books set conven-
ient to the house desk. He scanned the
titles, and a smile played for a moment
about his mouth.

“Ah, Mr. Josiah Hammond,” he com-
mented, “l see that you have a taste
for fairy stories—just as | have. I've
read them all, from Sherlock Holmes,
the famous amateur of crime, back to
his old granddaddy, Poe’s thinking-
machine. | read that sort of thing when
I'm tired with the world as it is, and
wish | had wings. Those lads had, all
of them.—they didn’t have to crawl over
the earth. They spread their pinions and
flew across difficulties. Did you ever
notice—but never mind that. Deduce,
is it?”

Josiah Hammond was plainly disap-
pointed, and more than a little troubled.
He let his masterful glance rest on the
confidential agent, seated comfortably in

his chair; and then his eyes dropped to
the sheaf of letters on his desk.

“1 don't know what to think, or say,”
he commented. “The man who wrote
these is clever, and it will take a thinker
to outwit him. | know the sort of foot-
work the police depend upon, and in
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dealing with a thieving maid or butler
it is all well enough. But with this vil-
lain------- "

“Look here—do you mean to say you
know the fellow that wrote those let-
ters?” Lundy broke in, a trace of excite-
ment in his manner.

“1 know him—but | have no proof.
And if | did have, I wouldn't know how
to deal with him. | won't pay the money
he demands. That would be a tacit ad-
mission on my part that the things he
intimates are true. But | can’t take the
thing into court. Her memory mustn’'t
be smirched. In som” way | must fasten
his crime to him, and then------

“And then?”

“l don't know. That's one of the
things I'm hiring you for—advice!”

Lundy sat forward in his chair. For
an instant his glance rested cryptically
on the letter.

“Tell me about him!” he commanded.
“Perhaps, we aren't as helpless as we
look!”

Josiah Hammond told his story with
the brevity and directness of a trained
thinker. His sister was much younger
than himself but not as young by fifteen
years as this young fellow, Arthur Deer-
ing, whom she had met on a visit to
friends in a distant city. He had
courted her ardently, and for a time the
woman had believed his protestations.

“But she had a level head, Beatrice
had,” the old man explained. “She
wrote me about the affair, and | ven-
tured to suggest certain lines of inquiry
into her suitor's past, and present.
Strange to say, in this day of indepen-
dence fo women, she followed my sug-
gestions. After that she kept her eyes
open, and still later there came a break.
Deering tried to patch it up. He threat-
ened to sue me for defamation of char-
acter, but that was just a shyster trick.
He didn't dare. Then he dropped out
of sight. He had a pretty fair business
started where he was then located, but
he wasn't looking for work. So he took
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himself off, and | heard nothing more
from him or about him till these letters
began to arrive!”

“1 didn't see the envelopes.
came by mail ?”

"They have been delivered one a day
now for nearly a week, by messenger—
uniformed boys from one of the regular
companies.”

“Ah,” Dan Lundy commented, “he
knew better than to drag Uncle Sam
into this business! Sending this sort of
thing through the mail would constitute
an additional felony, | fancy. You say
he was in business? What sort of busi-
ness ?”

“He was a handwriting expert—ex-
pert witness, consultant.”

The detective grunted and shook his
head.

“When a professional gent like that
turns sour, he makes a bad one!” said
he. “He knows how to do things, you
sge. And that accounts for the letters
he refers to. He doubtless had some-
thing in your sister’s handwriting, and
with his professional training he figured
he could put over something that would
defy detection. Maybe he could— but
there are points about this case-------

A low knock sounded at the door ; and
at a word of command from Josiah
Hammond, the butler entered, carrying

They

stiffly before him a silver tray. This
he presented to his master.
“A  letter, sir!” he announced.

“Brought by a young lad on a bicycle.”

Hammond’'s face had turned dusky
red. He took the envelope from the tray,
his blazing eyes resting for a moment
on the face of the detective. But Dan
Lundy was on his feet, and out the door.
He raced along the hall and reached the
front porch in time to see a uniformed
messenger boy mounting a bicycle at the
foot of the broad steps.

“Just a minute, my boy!” he called.
“Perhaps we’ll have something for you
to take back!”

The youngster dismounted and came
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nimbly back. Lundy collared him and
led the way into the library. He was
a common city type, the confidential,
agent noted with his swift, appraising

glance: impudent, self-confident, with
beady, black eyes and a snub nose.
Lundy smiled beguilingly and produced

half a dollar.
“Suppose we should want to send a
message back to the gentleman that sent

this letter?” he suggested. “Think you
could get it to him for us?”

The boy shook his head.

“Not a chance, mister! The letter

was turned into the office by a kid about
my age, and he said another bigger kid
had given it to him to give us. And
a man had given it to this first guy, see?
He wasn’'t taking no chances— black-
hand, isn't it?”

“Well, something like that. There
have been other letters delivered
here------- "

“Not from our office! We're just a
branch,” the youngster interrupted. “I
asked the boss about it, 'cause | was in-
terested. You're a detective, ain't you?”

Lundy handed over the half dollar
and dismissed his inquisitor. He saw
Josiah Hammond read the newly arrived
poison-pen missive through; and lay it,
with steady hand but glowing eyes, upon
the others.

“Ah, the same amiable party!” the
confidential agent said as his client
handed him the document. “And he’s

getting impatient. You're to communi-
cate with him through the classified col-
umns of the morning paper! Threatens
exposure— just hand me those other let-
ters. Mr. Josiah Hammond! Thank
you. Ah, now | wonder-------
The little detective settled back in his
chair and stared unwinkingly at the
documents in his lap. His expression
changed, subtly but unmistakably. He
was paging through the letters as if
searching for something.
“You have a clue?”
manded eagerly.

Hammond de-
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“1 suppose you never set eyes on this
man, Deering, yourself?” Lundy coun-
tered.

“Nol!"

“And he hasn’'t an office here in the
city? Not that you've heard of—ah, |
rather think that he hasn't. He would
keep himself foot-loose. And there are
indications here—but | must be on my
way. | will bid you a very good evening,
Mr. Josiah Hammond, and | venture to
predict that | will have something defi-
nite to report within twenty-four hours!

And in spite of the older man’s ob-
vious eagerness to know what he had
discovered Dan Lundy left. Half an
hour later he was seated in his rear
room, a pot of coffee brewing over the
blue flame of the Bunsen burner, and
one of the blackmailer's letters propped
up against the condensed milk can. His
soft felt hat was tilted to the back of
his round head, and his manner was

pensive.

"It's a long shot,” he murmured.
“But | believe | shall plug the bull's-
eye!”

His eyes were sparkling as he sprang
up and hurried in to the telephone on
his desk.

Dan Lundy was busy with some de-
tail work at the hall of justice most of
the next morning, but soon after he had
returned to his headquarters on Harby
Street he had a phone call from his as-
sistant, young Tim Livingston. The de-
tective's eves sparkled as he listened to
the tinny voice coming to him over the
wire.

“Fine— fine I” he exclaimed, breathing
hard and gripping the receiver till his
knuckles showed white. "Now, keep
close track of him till you see------- "

His voice dropped and he was almost
whispering into the phone. He hung
up presently, sat staring into space for
a time, and then again removed the re-
ceiver from the hook. This time he
called Josiah Hammond.

“I'll be glad to have you call at my
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office about six, this evening!" he told
the old man. “Found him? Got proof?
Ah | make it an invariable custom not
to discuss my cases prematurely!"

And again he hung up, this time with
a smile twitching about the corners of
his mouth. If the old herring Kking
wanted mystery, he should have it. Dan
Lundy always tried to give his clients
what they asked for.

The afternoon passed swiftly; and at
six, exactly, the door opened and Josiah
Hammond entered the office. He had
paused outside long enough to read the
sign on the frosted glass panel, and now
his eyes rested piercingly on the face
of the confidential agent. He asked no
questions, however; nor did Dan Lundy
volunteer any information. They sat
for a time discussing current events in

Europe, and the rise and fall of the
stock market.
Silence fell, eventually. There was

a mysterious tension in the air, which
the night sounds from the great city-
seemed only to intensify. Somewhere
down on Harby Street a newsboy was
calling the night edition. On the dis-
tant avenue street cars hummed and
jangled by.

And then there came the droning
of the ancient elevator, ascending from
the first floor. Its gate clanged open,
and clanged shut. Steps sounded in the

hall. The office door opened, and two
men entered.
The penetrating glance of Josiah

Hammond fastened itself as if by in-
stinct on the face of one of these new-
comers ; a snarling, sinister face, with
a trace in it to-night of somber menace.
And the stranger regarded the retired
merchant with the same intuitive dis-
trust.

“What's the meaning of this out-
rage?” he demanded, his crooked' lips
a-tremble. “This fellow insisted on my
coming here with 'him------- "

“Ah, Mr. Arthur Deering,
begin by using harsh language!”

let’'s not
Dan



122

Lundy broke in. His watchful eyes
caught the start of surprise with which
the stranger reacted to this boldly
spoken name. '‘Outrage? Why, what
do you call this letter-writing campaign
of yours? And to assail the” memory
of the dtead------- "

The snarling face was turned upon
him, now.

“S0?” the blackmailer growled. “This
is a plant, is it? A conspiracy engi-
neered by a private detective! All of
them are thugs and crooks !*

Dan Lundy's habitually florid color
deepened at this aspersion on his profes-

sion. He took a swift step nearer his
unwilling caller, then paused and
glanced inquiringly at the young man

nearest the door.

“It's all right, chief!” Tim Livingston
assured him. “He was just going to
give the letter he wrote this morning to
a boy to carry for him when | tapped
him on the shoulder. He-------

But the cornered crook had heard
enough. He was a burly fellow, and
now he whirled suddenly and struck out.
Tim Livingston, who was between him
and the door, went down under the un-
expected blow.

Deering leaped forward and had the
knob in his fingers. Before he could
jerk open the door, however, the confi-
dential agent had gripped him by the
collar and with one vigorous jerk had
landed him on his back.

Sitting astride his captive, Dan Lundy
slid a hand into a side coat pocket and
brought out an envelope with a type-
written address.

“1 have no doubt this is what we are
looking for !” said he. Tearing it open,
he glanced at the page within. “Just
so—and this time we have an unequivo-
cal threat! Now, will you lie still?”

Deering was trying to dislodge his
captor from his chest. The detective
suddenly thrust his finger tips under the
line of the blackmailer's jaw and
prodded energetically upward.
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“1'll have your tonsils out in a min-
ute!” he threatened. “That's better—
just examine that letter, Mr. Josiah
Hammond!”

Hammond and Tim Livingston had
been helpless spectators of this little
drama. Now they bent together over
the letter Lundy had captured. The
confidential agent stood up, gripping
Deering’s right coat sleeve at the cuff
with his own left hand and hauling the
blackmailer to his feet.

“Get up!” he commanded. "I'm not
going to have you polluting the air of
my office any longer than | have to.
I'm going to turn you loose, my young
friend, but just let me give you a bit
of advice: don't ever write to Mr. Josiah
Hammond again, as long as you live;
and don't let the name of a certain
young woman we know ever pass your
lips, or appear in anything written by
you! If you do, I'll land you as easily
as | did this time, and there won't be
any smutty and sensational court trial
for you, either! [I'll attend to your case
personally, and by the time I'm through
with you, all you'll be needing is a slab
down at the morgue!”

The door closed, and they heard the
writer of the poison-pen letters stum-
bling hurriedly along the dimly lit hall
toward the elevator. Lundy turned to

his client.
"The best way, sir!” said he. “I
hated to let the reptile get out from

under my heel, but he'll land himself be-
hind the bars soon enough without our
help. And you'll not be bothered by
him again!”

The old man nodded. His eyes
glowed with bewilderment and with ad-
miration.

“And now that you've completed your
case, wouldlyou mind telling me how
you managed it?” he asked.

“Not at all. As a matter of fact, most
of the credit for the thing goes to you!”

“To me?”

“Absolutely. It was you that set me
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to thinking about book detectives, and
their methods. They look at ‘Exhibit
A ' and send out a trusty messenger to
bring in the crook. And it happened
that this was the one case in a thousand
that could be handled best by that sys-
tem, You'll remember that | looked
over one of those letters, and then asked
for the whole bunch and examined
them? Well, | haven't written any
monographs on typography, but it hap-
pens that in my bumble-headed way I
do know the difference between one
typewriter and another by the way it
prints its letters. | recognized the ma-
chine this first poison-pen letter was
written on— it was an ‘Underhill.’

“Now, this Tascal being in the expert
testimony line himself, it was a safe
guess that he would know that each in-
dividual machine puts its mark on every
page and word it turns out. That's been
proved in court, plenty of times. So he
would figure out some way of using a
machine that couldn’'t he traced to him.
He wouldn’t even venture to rent one,
for that could be run down. He’'d used
just one make of typewriter for all these
letters, but he'd used at least half a
dozen different individual machines.
Now, how would he manage that? Sure,
you guess the answer. He’'d go to the
Underhill agency, where there are a
dozen free machines the public is invited
to come in and use!

“Well, having got that far in my
chain of deductive reasoning, | called
Tim and told him to get down to the
Underhill Typewriter Agency the first
thing this morning and to stick there till
he picked out his man. But we didn't

THEY
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have any description of Deering, you're
thinking, so how could we pick him out?
The answer is easy: we made him pick
himself out. | told Tim to kind of
saunter up behind each man who came
in to write a letter. Most of them
wouldn’t think anything about it, and
wouldn’'t notice him. But | figure our
friend would. It would make him
nervous. He'd be apt to fidget------- "

“He sure did, chief!” Tim Livingston
broke in. “I tried out ten or twelve dif-
ferent people before | came along be-
hind this bird, Deering. The rest didn't
pay any attention, but he turned what
he was writing down so | couldn’t see it
and gave me an ugly look. | left the
office and parked down the street till
he came out. | trailed him to his hotel
and called you. After that | stuck to
him like you told me, till Deering
stopped a kid on the street this evening
and was about to give him a letter to
take some place. Then | took him by
the arm, and asked him if he'd come
up here with me or go down to the
police station. He came!”

Josiah Hammond had followed this
narrative closely. Now he sighed, and
drew out his check book.

“Ah,” he murmured, “I thought you'd
done something quite remarkable till you
explained it! Now | see that it was
simple, after all. No great effort, no
display of intelligence------- 7

The confidential agent flushed with
passing annoyance. Then a smile twisted
the corners of his mouth.

“Wasn't it something like that they
used to tell my colleague, Mr. Sherlock
Holmes?” he inquired.

THE SHERIFF

N answer to a tip which had been sent to the sheriff’'s office of Lincoln County,
Oklahoma, an armed force from the sheriff's office carefully guarded all the

banks in the town of Stroud.

In the meantime, the men who had sent the tip
to the sheriff were busily engaged in the town of Chandler.

There were four

of them, and they looted the Farmers' National Bank of an undetermined amount

of cash and escaped.
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T was an aid red brick man-

sion, dignified, aloof, in

grounds that were guarded by

a high iron fence with spear-
shaped pickets, * Massive brick posts
punctuated the array of ornamental
iron, while ivy softened the prisonlike
effect. A gravel driveway wound in
from the street to a massive porte-
cochere. Beyond was visible a portion
of a brick carriage house, a story and
a half affair that was now used as a
garage. Huge old trees crowded close
on all sides, and rank shrubs filled the
nooks and corners.

An uneven brick walk, quilted here
and there by grass tufts, fed down from
the wide piazza steps to an iron gate
that adjoined the driveway entrance.
The deep shade of the trees con-
veniently veiled the fact that the
grounds had received indifferent atten-
tion. The lawns needed cutting and
bold weeds towered over meek but smil-
ing flowers. At the side a grapevine
flung its snarled branches over an arbor
and dilapidated summerhouse.

The entire place seemed to be stub-
bornly holding its ground against the en-
croachment of the modern three-flat
houses that threatened on all sides.
Here and there other staid mansions in
the vicinity offered defiance to the on-
ward march of tenements. The Hill
Crest section, however, had lost already
the greater part of its old families.

In front of the old red brick man-
sion a small colored boy, molded in
iron, stood on a pedestal holding out a
ring invitingly. Close beside him at
the curb was a venerable automobile.
Like the house beyond, it seemed to re-
flect yesterday's wealth, while it at-
tempted to hold up a proud head in
spite of its rags.

The machine was like an ark, an ark
that had weathered several floods. Its
fenders had been bent and straightened
many times. The paint, where there was
paint, was cracked; where there was not,
rust showed. The rear half of the
stately vehicle’s top bad been lowered,
allowing the passenger to ride in state,
while the driver occupied a position for-
ward and well apart from the nobility.
The tires wore patches until it seemed
that there was less of the original mate-
rial than of the repaired area.

At the wheel of this equipage there
sat a chauffeur. He could scarcely have
been more a part of the machine had he
been incorporated in its manufacture in
the beginning. He, too, gave evidence
of long, hard wear. He had the same
dignity that the house and the machine
attempted to retain. His coat was large,
and it was patched. It was a winter
garment, and the month was July. The
gentleman’s hat was soft felt, and its
brim was rolled up in front and back.
Age had ventilated it, and the sweat of
old “Giddup” Mclnnis’ noble brow had
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sketched the outline of a mountain
range on the hand.

The man sat stiffly erect, like a little
general. The brows of old Giddup were
mbushy and small eyes looked out fiercely
from beneath them. On his cheeks was
a coarse stubble.

For years this individual had driven
a hack downtown, a tumble-down affair
that had been much like the machine
in which he now sat. Later when the
motor threatened to drive horses from
the streets, Giddup Mclnnis invested in
an ancient and honorable landaidet.
People knew him for the haekman to
whom staid old ladies of the aristocracy
entrusted .themselves when they wished
to go shopping.

A man now appeared on the walk
that led from the old red brick man-
sion. He angled himself leisurely to-
ward the aged machine and its frayed

pilot. The gentleman was stepping
across the threshold of forty-seven,
we’'ll say. His hair was streaked with

gray and, while it was carefully brushed,
curled forward slightly from behind his
ears in apparent defiance of tonsorial
artists. Has cheeks were smooth and
pink. His eyes were gray and full to
the brim with a light of tranquillity and
innocence.

The nose of this individual was large
and it supported an assortment of pores
that were unusually generous in propor-
tion. Nevertheless, it was a well-shaped
beak, and the owner was not ashamed
of it. The prominence of his proboscis
had resulted in a moniker that was
more or less famous from Kerry Village,
Boston, to the Plaza in Los Angeles.

The personage to whom we refer was
attired in trousers that bagged slightly
at the knees and he wore a black frock
coat. His collar was of the once-
popular stand-up, or choker, variety.
The tie was a black four-in-hand, and
it had escaped from its mooring with
characteristic disregard for appearances.
The man’s shoes were of a type that
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is known as the congress hoot. His
hat would have been described a few
years ago as a “dicer,” It rested on
his head stiffly and with the apparent
insecurity of a crown. He adjusted it
now, using a hand on the brim at either
side, attempting, it seemed, to force it
lower and tighter.

Giddup Mclnnis observed the ap-
proach of his fare from the corner of
bus eye. '

Silas Boggs— alias ‘Big-nose’ Charley
— pulled up beside the landaulet and be-
gan -fishing for the makings. Mr. Mc-
Innis did not look around. His jaw be-
gan clamping. He with the dicer rolled
a coffin nail, lighted it; then said:
“Joimes, take meh down t’ the willage.”

“Wot willage?”
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“The ci-ttuy.”
“Whut part? I aint no mine
reader.”

“1 wants t’' go t' the Queen an’ Cres-
cent D’partmunt Store, Joimes,” said

Mr. Boggs. “Yuh will wait fer meh,
an’ then fetch me back—home.”
Giddup Mclnnis grunted as he

climbed out to open the door for his
passenger. The lanky individual in the
black frock coat settled himself, and the
driver crawled behind the wheel.

“Now will ye be afther goin’, ye gorl
dummed ole bone yard, or must | bate
the stuffin’ out of yez?” He fumbled
with the switch and kicked savagely at
the starter. Considerable noise and not
a little smoke issued from the hood, and
finally the engine started. The chauffeur
grew tense, his jaw set and a dogged
look came into his eyes as he manipu-
lated the levers on the steering wheel
and then pushed the gear shift into first.
He braced himself and let in the dutch,
meanwhile he urged his modern steed
ahead quite as he had his ancient quad-

ruped of old. “Giddup! Giddup, dura
ye! Go long!”
Some -time later Giddup Mclnnis

managed to get his machine parked ini a
street near the side entrance of the
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Queen and- Crescent Department Store.
He got out and opened the door for
Mr. Boggs. The latter straightened his
coat, pushed down his tie at the back
and ambled into the building.

It was at this moment that a bulky
individual near the corner suddenly
stopped and squinted in the direction of
Giddup Mclrmis’ landau-let; then
watched the frock coat and baggy
trousers disappearing in the doorway.

“Great heavens-!" exclafmed Inspector
Dorsey. “l've seen that old blat be-
fore.”

He walked quickly toward the lan-
daulet. “Say,” he demanded of the
driver, “who was the bird that just got
out of this bus?”

Giddup Mclnnis eyed the other coldly.
“What do yez want to know fur?”

“Never mind what I want to know
for,” retorted the inspector. “Pm ask-
ing you who it was?”

“What talk have you?” snapped Mr.
Mclnnis, glaring at Mr. Dorsey.
“Niver mind, ’tis is it? Mm-huh! An’
who might ye be that yez is ashkin’ me
questions about me bizness, | want to
know? The likes of ye have a foine
chance of findin’ out who is anybody
from mesilf. Gwan! Git away from
me!”

Inspector Dorsey leaned closer and
displayed his badge. “Just cut out that
yelling a minute,” he advised. “Pm not
trying to pick a fight with you.”

Giddup  Mclnnis scrutinized the
badge; then pursed has lips and nodded
his head slowly. “Ye're a detective,
hey? Mm. Ye are. Ye're afther
.wantin’ to know things fur information,
| shpose. Ye do. | mistrusted ye from
the fur-r-st. | did that. Yis, yis. The
gintlemin ye be mentionin’, now | come
to think of it, is a Misther S-Silas
Boggs, and a scholar he is, every foot
av him. He spinds aisy, an’ he ashks
no foolish questions from nob»dy. |
wisht there was more like him.”

“Oh, my gosh!" muttered Inspector
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Dorsey. *“Silas Boggs, eh? Well, I'll
he jiggered! Hump!” He turned to
Mr, Mclnnis again. “Are you'going

to wait here for him?”

“l am that,” replied the other. He
finally cocked his head to one side and
added; “Pm thinkin’ Mishter Boggs be
afther ownin’ considerable property in
Hill Crist, an’ | wouldn’'t be makin’ a
monkey av meself, if 1 was ye, me laddy
buck.” He nodded his head knowingly.

Inspector Dorsey grunted. “We'll
see about that part of it,” he declared,
starting toward the entrance. Inside the
store, the inspector met the store dick,
one Peter Farrell, an ex-harness-bull.
The two men exchanged, greetings, and
then the inspector explained that he
-had seen a suspicious character entering
the building a few moments before, and
he wished to check up on the gentle-
man. “He looked to me, the glimpse
I got of him, like Big-nose Charley,”
stated the headquarters man. “You
knew that old stiff, didn't you?”

Mr. Farrell nodded his head slowly.
“H'm!” he mused. “I bet | know who
you mean. | have been trying to place
that guy for over a month. | thought
I had seen him, but that get-up fooled
me.*

“You mean a bird in a frock coat?”

“Yes; that's him.”

“1 just saiw him coming in here.” In-
spector Dorsey glanced about him.
“There he is over there,” he said sud-
denly. “At the jewelry counter.”

The store detective turned and glanced
in the direction indicated by Inspector
Dorsey. “That man has been in here
quite a few times the past month,” he
said. “l was speaking with the floor-
walker, Tones, there. | forget who he
said the gent was, but ire spends money.
Everybody knows him on account of
his queer clothes. OIld Giddup Mclnnis
carts him around in that junk heap of
his.”

“Well, that's Big-nose Charley all
right,” the inspector stated positively,
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"and 'he’s got some darned scheme under
ibis hat.”

"That guy is cuckoo,” said the store
detective, watching the lanky gentleman
who was now hanging over a show case
in the jewelry department. “Crazy;
that's what's the matter with him. W'ho
ever heard of a regular crook parading
around in a rig like that? Huh!”

"Big-raose Charley may be loony, but
he’'s nobody’s fool,” asserted Inspector
Dorsey.

“And that's Big-nose Charley,” mused
Mr. Farrell, rubbing his chin with his
thumb and forefinger. “Mm. He's the
guy who put Kerry Village on the map.
I got a glimpse of him once or twice
when | was on that Green Street beat,
too. OlId time peterman, slough-worker
and the Lord knows what, and look at
him now. | thought he was another one
of those rich freaks that cling to the
old-fashioned stuff till they croak. Yes,
sir; he's nutty. Just the same | guess
I'd better tip off the house.”

“l wouldn't just yet,” advised
spector Dorsey. “I'd like to know what
his game is. W e have been trying to get
the goods on this fellow for a long, long
time; maybe our card is coming up.”

“Let’s just sort of get back here out
of sight,” suggested Mr. Farrell, “and
we’ll see what the old fossil has on his
mind.”

“You say he’s been coming in here off
and on for quite a while?” queried the
inspector.

"Oh, yes. He makes right in with
everybody. It's Mr. Boggs this and Mr.
Boggs that, and all the time me trying
to remember where 1'd seen him before.
Ain't that a hang of a note?”

The Queen and Crescent Department
Store was the largest and most fashion-
able in the city. Above the basement,
their patrons were made up to a certain
degree of people of means. The jewelry
department had been built up to meet
the demands of a class who liked to do
their buying under one roof, at the holi-

In-
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day sSeason iIn particular.  Bighose
Charley had discovered that it was pos-
sible to pick up very expensive little
trinkets here, and hence he adapted him-
self to the personality of one Silas
Boggs, with a view to acquiring some-
thing nice.

Charley dangled a lavalliere from his
thumb, while he contemplated it specu-

latively. To fthe attentive salesman, he
said: “ 'At's wery purty. Oh, my,
yea-ah.” To himself, he thought: *“I

wonder how much .1 could git f'r 'em
rocks off a good fence like ‘Hanover
Street Rosey ?"”

“l have something a little more
elaborate,” the salesman was saying.
“How does this strike you, Mr. Boggs?
Look at that drop. There is a history
to that diamond. And the setting. Isn’'t
that beautiful work?”

It would melt down, Charley thought,
but when the alloy was removed the
gold would not amount to so much.
Small stuff. That might do for cheap
pennyweighters, but not for a blowed-
in-the-giass crook like himself. After
all, there was nothing so easy to turn
over as precious stones.

“Let meh look at some more di’'muns,”
he said, toying with an elaborate pendant
setting. "They is quite a hobby with
meh, an’ a good inwestment besides.”

“One is fortunate who can spend
money for things like these,” said the
salesman. “There is so much life and
color in precious stones that | have
known of people who really looked on
them as friends.”

Inwardly Charley agreed to this. He
was thinking of making love to a few
himself. Aloud, 'he remarked: “Yuh
know, oY Solomun says, ‘Gold and

rubies is well, but the lips of knowledge
is a precious joo'l."”

The other laughed. “Ha, ha! You
have some very droll sayings, Mr.
Boggs. How do you ever think of them
all?”

“l read ut all in Prowerbs,” said
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Charley. “In another place Soiomun
was sayin’, ‘Don’t work too hard t' get
rich, and cease once in a while'from your
own wisdom.””

The salesman took occasion to wink
at the floorwalker, who was hovering in
the background. Here was a balmy old
bird who was just tottering with money,
one of those eccentric fellows who could
do and talk and dress as he liked, and
get away with it just because he had
wealth back of him. It didn't seem
right that a crazy chap like tliat should
have it so soft, and a bright, snappy per-
son, like himself, for instance, had to
slave his days away in the jewelry de-
partment of the Queen and Crescent
Store.

Big-nose Charley selected a lavalliere,
which he explained was for a favorite
niece, who was having a coming-out
party that evening. Had the gentleman
been reading the society notes? The
gentleman had not, happily.

Also, Silas Boggs bought a diamond
ring, an expensive watch, a diamond
stud and a ruby scarf pin. He would
have purchased more, but that was all
he thought he could get away with. He
estimated roughly that when the stuff
was broken up, he ought to be able to
wheedle a couple of thousand dollars,
anyway, out of some fence. He thought
he probably would have to leave town
before he could connect with Hanover
Street Rose)-, but it did not matter;
there were other receivers of stolen
goods in the country. Without a doubt,
the bulls would be awfully mad at him
for thistuni and he had better stay
out of Boston for a couple of blue
moons.

Having completed his purchases, he
looked around for his friend, Mr. Jones,
the floorwalker. He caught the other’s

eye, and smiled. The gentleman ap-
proached. “And how do you find your-
self to-day* Mr. Boggs?” he asked
genially.

“Oh, I'm purty well f'r an old feller,”
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said Big-nose Charier. “Ut's gettin’
warm, ain't ut?”
It was, Mr. Jones agreed. The

jewelry salesman stood expectantly be-
hind the glass show case, his pencil
poised above a sales slip. He was wait-
ing for Mr. Boggs to pay for the jewelry
he had purchased. “You wish to have
this charged?” he asked at last, diplo-
matically.

“Eh ?”'said Charley, alias Silas Boggs,
quite as though the matter had slipped
his mind for the moment. *“Charged?
What? Why, -now, lemme see.” He
ran his thumb along the edge of his jaw

reflectively. “N-no, | guess | won't
bother t' get it charged. Yuh see, I'd
like t' take ut with meh.” He indicated

the small array of dainty boxes that the
salesman had placed the individual
pieces of jewelry in. “I wuz goin’ t
give meh niece the halter t’-nigbt.”

Mr. Jones smiled. Indeed, this was
a peculiar person, a very quaint char-
acter. His eyes wandered to the clock.
It was after three. He was wondering
if Mr. Boggs would offer a check; he
hoped not. While the gentleman was a
valued customer, he was not as well
known to the Queen and Crescent as
some. He was, in fact, a comparative
stranger. And 'because he had always
paid cash for his purchases previously,
he had not been looked up. The floor-
walker wondered what he had best do in
a case of this kind. Big-nose Charley
saved him further mental strain by
offering a suggestion.

“1f yuh had a d-detective yuh could
send out t' the Hill Crest section with
meh,” he said, “I could give him the
cash. | got it t' home, but | didn't
figger on makin’ no purchases when |
come in. It was werv stupid uh meh
not t' brung ut along.”

When Big-nose Charley adopted the
raiment of an entirely fictitious Siias
Boggs, he was shrewdly building up a
psychological defense. He has often re-
marked that many a person has dug a

D
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ditch to fall into with his tongue. He
has said: “Some stiffs sentences
theirse'fs to stir ewery time they open
their yap.”

Hence, realizing that his mode of
speech did not belong to the present
social circle he had adopted the disguise
of an erratic old plutocrat of yesterday,
who, it seemed, had never caught up
with the parade. Thus attired in a man-
ner that would harmonize with his
linguistic attainments, he had set out to
work at his trade.

Mr. Jones blinked owli'shly and played
with his bristly little mustache. “Ahem.”
he murmured. “Mm. | see. Yes, yes.
Why—er—1 think that arrangement
will be satisfactory. | just'saw Mr. Far-
rell around here a moment ago.”

Big-nose Charley had not only seen
Mr. Farrell, but Inspector Dorsey, of the
front office, to boot, and he was wonder-
ing if, perhaps, he hadn't chewed off
more than he could swallow.

“1t will be a wery great accommoda-
tion,” said Mr. Boggs, smirking at Mr.
Jones and rubbing his hands together
softly.

And it would, and the floorwalker
didn't know half of it.

“1 will speak to Mr. Llewellyn,” said
Mr. Jones, moving off. Soon he re-
turned with the personage mentioned.

Mr. Boggs was glad to meet Mr.
Llewellyn.

“Howdy do, Mr. Lillian,” said
Charley. “I'm wery sor-reh t' bother
yu«h.”

The busy Mr. Jones went after De-
tective Farrell now, and there was a
general council. After some discussion,
pro and con, during which time Mr.
Llewellyn pointed out the fact that this
was a most unusual procedure, Mr.

Boggs won. Mr. Farrell slipped away
for a word in private with Inspector
Dorsey. The latter scowled. *“It’s too

late now to switch the jewelry,” he said,
noting that a neat package had already
been placed on the counter by the sales-
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men who had waited on Big-nose Char-
ley, “and | guess it's up to you, Farrell.
You've got a chance to nab one of the
best of 'em. Hang to him like a leech,
and don’'t give him any opportunity to
get gay.”

“The first time he bats an eve I'll
wallop him so hard he’ll ache till Christ-
mas,” promised the store detective.
“I've got a nice little blackjack right
handy. Will he have a gat, d'ye think,
inspector?”

Mr. Dorsey shook his head. “I don't
believe so; Big-nose Charley isn't fool
enough to pack a rod any more. He's
handy with his fists, though."

“What are you going to do?” asked
Mr. Farrell, feeling that maybe too
much responsibility was being unloaded
onto bis shoulders.

“1I'll follow you in a taxi,” stated the
inspector. “There are a couple parked
right behind that old dog-face with the
landaulet out there. If he starts a fuss
you tap him, and I'll be right there to
hang the jewelry on him.”

A moment later Mr. Farrell and Mr.
Boggs had shaken hands with the same
warmth as a pair of bulldogs. The dick
sized the other up as a weak-minded old
woman, “I'll numb the loony mutt if
he tries anything with me,” thought De-
tective Farrell.

“Would vuh like t' have a drink of
so'dy pop before we go?” asked Charley
politely. “uUt's kinda warm, ain't ut?”

Grudgingly Mr. Farrell accompanied
Mr. Boggs to the soda fountain. The
latter ordered a nut sundae, which he
ate with great deliberation, much to the
annoyance of the dick, who wanted to
get the suspense over with.

Inspector Dorsey immediately ac-
quainted My. Jones and Mr. Llewellyn
with late developments concerning the
Bertillon of one Silas Boggs. Both
gentlemen were instantly thrown into a
state bordering apoplexy. Could it be
possible ? And such an innocent appear-
ing old dub.
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“What can his game be?” whispered
Mr. Llewellyn excitedly. “Our Mr.
Farrell has gone with him?”

“Why didn't you inform us immedi-
ately ?” demanded Mr. Jones in a hoarse
voice.

“1 wanted to let him play out his
hand,” replied the inspector. “If it is
the means of sending this bird to
Charlestown you'll be just that much
safer in the future, as will a lot of other
people. He can’t get away. Well, I've
got to go. I'm going to follow right
along. We'll bring that stuff back.”

Big-nose Charley, alias Mr. Boggs,
and Mr. Farrell had finished their
temperance round at the soda counter
and were now walking toward the en-
trance through which Charley had
entered a short time before. Mr. Mec-
Innis eyed the stranger with Mr. Boggs.

“There was a smart aleck afther ask-
in’ me impertinent questins immejit ye
was wented,” stated Mr. Mclnnis. “I
told him a thing or two, | did. Mm-hm.

Yis. He was a fresh feller, but he
didn’t git no place wit’ me.”
Mr. Boggs smiled on Mr. Mclnnis.

“Yuh done all right.”

Detective Farrell scowled at the
chauffeur, and Mr. Mclnnis returned
the compliment. A moment later he was
engaged in getting his automobile
started. “Come on, gorl durn ye! Will
ye commence, or must | bate ye?”
After several attempts, the engine
started. Then, grumbling and swearing
under his breath, the old cabman finally
got his chariot under way with a great
clashing of gears and a dense smoke
screen.

Detective Farrell and Mr. Boggs sat
stiff and upright in the open tonneau
like a pair of potentates in a parade.
There was little or no conversation.
Each seemed to feel that his breath
would be wasted if it was used to formu-
late any discourse of a social nature.
The dick was a trifle nervous. On the
other hand, Big-nose Charley appeared

Detective Story Magazine

to be enjoying the ride immensely. He
looked about him, smiling and saluting
a traffic cop now and then with the air
of a king condescending to address a
servant.

“Wuz yuh ever up this way ?” Charley
asked at last.

“Naiw!” replied Detective Farrell.
“And | don’'t want to be up here again.”

At length the Mclnnis chariot turned
into the driveway and squeaked to a stop
beneath the porte-cochere of the old
red brick mansion at Hill Crest, The
driver got out and opened the door for
his passengers.

“This is the place,” Charley told Mr.
Farrell. “Come right in.”

Detective Farrell shot a glance to-
ward the street, and was relieved to note
that Inspector Dorsey was hovering in
the offing. He had a feeling that he
might be getting into something. He
squared his shoulders and eyed Big-nose

Charley. “You live here?” he de-
manded.

“Oh, my, yea-ah,” said Charley; “this
is the ol’ Boggs hum’stiid. All the
Boggses wuz brung up here. Ut's get-

tin’ kind uh run down, but I'm goin’ t’
fix ut up purty soon. Right this way,
Mr. Farrell.”

Detective Farrell’'s fingers went into
his side coat pocket and sought the
handle of the blackjack. He wasn't as
hard as he had been when on the force.
It was soft work hanging around a de-
partment store.

Mr. Boggs mounted the steps, in his
pocket the gems he had selected at the
Queen and Crescent jewelry department.
Mr. Farrell followed close behind. In-
spector Dorsey ducked behind the taxi
in which he had been driven out.

Silas Boggs wiped his feet carefully
and rang the bell. The door was opened
almost at once by a pert little maid in
apron and cap. She smiled and bowed
at Charley. “Come right in. We were
expecting you.”

Detective Farrell was puzzled. He
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had been looking for some sort of a
strong-arm stunt, He couldn’t quite
make out what sort of a place this was.
Everything looked ali right.

“They will be right here,” said the
maid. She smiled again and disap-
peared.

Now another door opened and two
husky young gentlemen wearing white
coats masrched forth.

“Boys,” said Big-nose 'Charley, “this
is my pore brother that | came to see
you about this morning. He thinks he
is a dick. Take him as gentle as yuh
can. An’ who'd think he'd ever come t’
this.”

The two young men evidently knew
exactly what to do in a case of this
kind; for they placed themselves, one at
either side of Mr. Farrell, and took a
firm hold on the gentleman.

“And how’s the little old detective to-
day?” said one.

“We have a very important case for
you,” stated the other. “You came just

in time. There lias been a murder. Are
you good on solving murders?”
“Whoop I howled Mr. Farrell,

struggling to free himself.

“1I'm afraid he’s got a buzzolver,” said
Mr. Boggs. “He alius carries one.
An’ prob’ly yuh'll find a second-hand
badge on ’'im. Don't hurt 'im now.
Careful, C'n I help yuh?”

One of the young men twisted Mr.
Fan-ell's arm behind him, while the
other relieved the gentleman of his
shooting iron and blackjack. “A tough
case,” panted the second personage in a
white coat. “We’ll have to put him in a
strait-jacket.”

“No; Il don't think so,” said the other.
“He’'ll be all right in a minute.” He
then addressed Mr. Farrell soothingly:
“Now, detective, please be good. We
have a large assortment of robberies for
you to look into. Calm yourself.”

“He thinks he is a detective, you
said?” inquired the smaller of the two
attendants.
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“Oh, yea-ah, he thinks he is a dick all
right,” replied Big-nose Charley. “You
ask him if he ain’'t one.”

“l am a detective!” yelled Mr. Far-
rell. “1 tell you fools I am a detective!
That man is a crook 1 His name is Big-
nose Charley! Leggo of me! What the
whoopin’ Hannah is the matter with
you? Leggo my arm! Leggo!”

“Ain’t it the truth,” agreed one of the
men who was holding the gentleman
from the Queen and Crescent store.
“Of course you're a detective. Cer-
tainly. Yes, sir-ee!”

At this Mr. Farrell threatened to
blow up and burst. He started to
struggle again desperately, but the stal-
wart attendants knew, from long experi-
ence, how to handle such cases. “Some-
body will make you birds suffer for
this!” shouted the detective. “You
wait! Ow-w! Leggo! Stoppit!
O-ouch! You're breaking my arm!”

“Pore brother Wil-leh,” said Big-nose
Charley. “Seems like he's unusual vi'-
lent t’-day.”

“Merciful gosh!” gasped Mr. Far-
rell, gazing about ham with wide eyes.
“l believe it's a bug-house! Holy
Mackinaw!”

A big man appeared now, a pompous
individual with-a neatly trimmed Van-

dyke beard. He nodded at Charley and
glanced at his new patient, “Ah, a little
boisterous, isn't he?”

“Lemme telephone!” shouted Mr.
Farrell. “1 wanna call up the store!
Whoop! Hey-y, Dorsey! Where the

Sambo are you?”

Out on the sidewalk Inspector Dor-
sey pricked up his ears. He had just
been interrogating a passer-by concern-
ing the character of the old red brick

mansion.

“Qih, that's a private sanitarium,” was
the reply. “A nut factory. Hear one
of ’em hollering ?”

Promptly the inspector ran through
the gate. Just then Big-nose Charley
opened the front door and cast a specu-
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lative eye about. He saw the gentle-
man from headquarters, and ducked
back. “Well, what d’ yuh know about
that!” he exclaimed, addressing the doc-
tor. “Here comes meh other brother.
He's balmy, an’ thinks he's a copper,
too. He must have follered us.”

A moment later Mr. Dorsey was in
the toils. Wrapped in the powerful
arms of the larger of the white-coated
attendants, he was held while the doc-
tor relieved him of his gun and cuffs.

“I'm an officer of the law!” bellowed
Inspector Dorsey. “You fools are play-
ing into the hands of an old crook.
That man is Big-nose Charley. He
just stole some jewelry from the Queen
and Crescent. Call 'em up if you don't
believe me, but don't let him go.”

“Sure, we know,” panted the attend-
ant. “You're another detective. It
runs in the family. Now you be good!”

“Oh, my gosih!” exclaimed the in-
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spector as he was handcuffed to Mr.
Farrell.

“Yes,” said the doctor, looking
sharply at the inspector, “you can see
it in his eyes. Delusional insanity.
Does it run in your family, Mr. Boggs ?”

“Oh, yea-ah,” said Charley. He
added: “Yuh had better send pore
Jim-meh down t' the psychopatick ward,
doc; | couldn't afford t' pay t Kkeep
'em both here.”

Big-nose Charley, a strange light in
his gray eyes, moved toward the door.
“1 have a wery important engagement,”
he said, “an’ | gotta be goin’. I'll see
yuh ag'in.”

A few moments later Giddttp Mclnnis
was driving his ancient chariot down
the street faster than it had ever 'been
urged along before; for he had been
promised fifty dollars if he got Mr.
Boggs to the Back Bay station in time
to catch the next New York train.

A SIDE-CAR CELL
I OS ANGELES, California, has a new and drastic method for handling mo-

mtorists who tear up the summons or tags handed them by the police.

These

tag-tearing motorists are the men who shatter the speed and parking laws of
the city and then tear up the summons handed them by an officer. To meet the
dodges of these transient motorists who disregard the city’s traffic laws, Los Angeles
has devised the side-car cell. This is a veritable cage attached to the motor cycle
of a traffic policeman, and when an officer now apprehends a man who is breaking
speed laws, he does not hand him a tag or summons, but puts his man in the
side-car cell and carries him off to court. The victim looks like a caged animal
in a zoological park menagerie.

MAYOR OUTWITS HIS CAPTOR

UICK thinking and coolness probably saved the life of Mayor George Cryer
Q of Los Angeles, a short time ago, when for three hours he matched his wits
against the determination of a desperate gunman who threatened him with a
revolver pressed against his forehead, while he demanded five thousand dollars.

For three hours the inayor stood off the man, pleading inability to get money
so late at night. The gunman finally agreed to leave, afer Mayor Cryer told him
the money would be ready at his office the next morning. The story was made
public when the man called for the money and was arrested. He gave the name
of Benjamin Critchlow, a former chiropracter and now a hospital nurse. Critch-
low gained entrance to the mayor’'s house by representing himself as a Federal
secret-service agent on government business. He had made a telephone appoint-
ment in advance.
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JU BLEYER was trem'bling

as he entered the cigar store.

This- was to be his first

crooked job and now, at the
elast moment, his nerve was about to
desert him. All during the night his
excitement had kept him awake. He
had tried to create a spirit of bravado
by constantly reassuring himself that
the task would be easy and attended
with little or no danger. He had tried
to keep his mind on the size of the haul.
And he had finally deluded himself
into believing that he could go through
with it with the proficiency of an old-
timer.

And now he was trembling. Only
the fact that the store was empty pre-
vented him from welching. The clerk
was in She rear room, behind the parti-
tion. Had the clerk been behind the
counter and confronted Bleyer squarely
with, “Well, sir, what's yours?” Bleyer
would undoubtedly have asked timidly
for a pack of cigarettes and then walked
out But now he had a few moments’
respite; a few moments in which to
control his fluttering heart and allow
his quivering fingers to ease on the bar-
rel of the gun in his coat pocket. And
in those few moments a little of his
courage returned.

For ten days, Bleyer had made ob-
servations of the layout. He worked
as a waiter at night and so he had the
leisure to collect certain significant facts
in the daytime. The store he intended

to hold up was one of the Kress chain,
situated on Hamilton Street, across the
street from a small public square. From
a bench on this square, Bleyer held long
watches and he had entered the store
several times as a customer.

He had learned that the store was
opened at eight o’clock in the morning.
From eight to noon, only one clerk was
on duty; a second clerk arrived at that
time. By the simple process of count-
ing those who entered the place, Bleyer
gathered that the store had fewest cus-
tomers between eight and nine in the
morning—sometimes not more than a
dozen patrons.

Bleyer had also noted that every
morning within a few minutes of ten
o'clock, an armored express car drew
up in front of the store. Two men
with guns strapped on the outside of
their uniforms went in and when they
came out, one of them carried a small
black bag. At ten o’clock, then, the
receipts of the previous day were col-
lected. The time for a holdup was be-
fore ten o’clock— between eight and nine
would be safest—and obviously the best
day to select was a Monday because no
collections were made on Sunday and
the store would hold the receipts of two
days. Bleyer figured these would run
up to a thousand dollars or higher. A
thousand in cash was certainly worth
the slight risk in getting it.

Bleyer was now in the store. The
clock on the wall behind the counter
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registered seven minutes past eight.
From the room back of the partition
came the sounds of some one moving
about. Bleyer took a deep breath and
then gritted his teeth. He would go
through with it; his nervousness had
almost passed.

He stepped close to the counter to-
ward the rear of the store. He waited,
breathlessly. The clerk came out. He
was a pleasant-faced young man, slen-
der, of medium height. He did not look
in the least formidable.

“Gimme a Cosmopolitan cigar,” said
Bleyer. He knew from previous obser-
vation where these cigars were Kkept.
They were on a lower shelf, within two
feet of the opening to the partition.
Right on a line with this point, the
counter stopped. Between this main
counter and the side counter there was
a space through which a man could walk.

The clerk bent down to reach for the
cigar box. In a flash Bleyer was di-
rectly behind him. Without drawing
his gun from his right hand coat pocket,
he pressed it into the clerk’s back.

"Get up and walk quietly into the

rear room!” ordered Bleyer. “If you
peep, I'll blow you full of holes. Hurry
now!”

The maneuver was a complete suc-
cess. The clerk was momentarily par-
alyzed by surprise and fright. He of-
fered not the slightest resistance. Quite
slowly he rose, turned and walked into
the small back room.

Bleyer followed, keeping the weapon
pressed against (his victim. It had been
Bleyer’s intention to force the clerk to
open the safe which he felt certain was
in this room. But now a hurried glance
about him told Bleyer that this would
be unnecessary.

Against the front partition wall, a few
feet to the left of the opening, stood a
small, round table. A Kkey lay on it;
nothing else. Beside this table, on the
floor, was a large cardboard box, meas-
uring four feet or more in every dimen-
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sion. The box was uncovered, and it
was filled with refuse: empty cigar
boxes, boxes from which packages of
cigarettes had been removed, wrapping
paper, newspapers and dust which had
been swept off the floor. On a hook
on the right wall hung a coat and a
straw hat—the clerk had put on a light-
weight office coat. And against the rear
wall stood the safe, a huge, old-fash-
ioned, clumsy-looking affair. And the
door of it was open!

There was nothing to do but take
the money and then clear out. But
there was a strong streak of yellow in
Bleyer, and now, in this critical situa-
tion, it took possession of him. The
remote possibility that the clerk might
cry out before the job Ihad been done,
sent a cold chill of fear up Bleyer's
spine. Acting on the impulse of that
fear, Bleyer drew his gun and brought
the butt of it down heavily on the clerk’s
head.

With never a sound,.the clerk sank
to his knees; then the body toppled side-
ways and lurched against the small table,
upsetting it. Bleyer stepped over the
writhing body and knelt down before
the safe.

The inside of the safe consisted of
three compartments, one of them taking
up the lower half. This was closed by
means of a door, which Bleyer pulled
open. He found only two large ledgers.
Tlhe door to the left upper compart-
ment was also open, but it revealed only
several small order books and hundreds
of order blanks and old receipted bills.

The right upper compartment was a
drawer about six inches deep and five
inches wide. Bleyer, feeling that he
must now certainly come upon the
money, seized the drawer handle and
yanked at it violently. The drawer did
not budge. Once again Bleyer pulled,
with all his might, but to no avail. Then
his eyes fell on the keyhole above the
handle of the drawer.

“Hang it, it's locked!” he muttered.
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At this- point his attention was dis-
tracted from the safe by a groan from
the clerk. Bleyer crossed the room,
rammed a handkerchief into the clerk’s
mouth and then tied another handker-
chief around the lower part of the clerk’s
face. Then, with a ball of twine he
had brought with him, he bound the
clerk’s arms and legs so that they were
immovable.

Bleyer was moving toward the safe
again, when he heard the door to the
store open and close. Strangely enough,
he did not lose his head. The adventure
had exhilarated him and worked up in
him a recklessness which did not quail
before danger. He considered his pre-
dicament calmly and arrived at the only
sensible conclusion.

He would have to go out into the
store. He recalled having read of sev-
eral eases in which the holdup man had
waited on customers. This store was
just outside of the theatrical district, in
a neighborhood which consisted almost
exclusively of shops and office buildings.
Most of the trade was undoubtedly
transient and there was more than an
even chance that a customer would not
know the clerk.

Bleyer laid his hat on the safe and
stepped into the store. The customer—
a mild, middle-aged man, scarcely
looked at Bleyer as he asked for a pack
of a popular brand of cigarettes. These
cigarettes were in plain sight in one of
the cubby-holes of the case behind the
counter. Bleyer served the man who
handed him the exact amount of the
purchase and then left the store.

As soon as the man had gone, Bleyer
rang up “no sale" on the casih register.
And before closing the till again, Bleyer
abstracted therefrom thirty-five dollars
in bills—he scorned the silver.

The next moment Bleyer was in the
rear room again. The problem of open-
ing the safe drawer still confronted
him. He had, of course, .brought no
tools with him, nor would they have
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done him much good for he was un-
usually inept with his hands. To open
the drawer he had to have the key—
he'd have to get that key and get it quick.
A small clock on the shelf of the rear
room indicated twelve minutes past
eight. He had already been in here
ten minutes—and he was beginning to
feel that this was long enough.

But how could he get the key? He
could look for it—but where? On the
person of the clerk? That was a likely
place. He knelt down beside the bound
man and went through all of his pockets.
He found everything a man usually car-
ries— a handkerchief, a watoh, a wallet,
a small note book, a fountain pen— but
no key—not a single key. He pocketed
the watch and the nine dollars which
were in the wallet. And then he re-
called his original idea.

He had intended to make the clerk
open the safe for him. Why couldn’'t
he force the clerk to reveal the place
where the key to that drawer was kept ?
He could try it anyhow—a threat might
work. He was conscious; he could be
talked to.

Bleyer pressed the muzzle of his gun
against the clerk’s temple, and with his
other hand he carefully loosened the
gag.

“l want to know where the key to
that safe drawer is!” demanded Bleyer
in a low voice. “You tell and tell pretty
quick or you won't live to say another
thing.”

The clerk took a deep breath. Then
he answered, slowly: “Key? The—the
key— yes—no— don’'t shoot— I won't hol-
ler— I'll tell you— the key— there— there
was a key—the key was on that small
table— the table— it fell over—key must
have fallen— fallen------ "

That was as far as he got. Bleyer
replaced the gag. Yes, there had been
a key on the small table. Bleyer recalled
seeing it when he first came into the
room. The table had fallen in such a
way that its top lay over one of the
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sides of the large cardboard box which
was used for refuse.

Bleyer looked down into this box and
grumbled angrily. To find a small key
among all that junk and dirt was like
finding a needle in a haystack. But
there was nothing to do except look for
it—or else pass up all the money in the
drawer.

He bent forward to the task. He
searched slowly, painstakingly at first
and then with increasing nervousness
and anxiety. He pulled out cigar and
cigarette boxes, wrapping paper, news-
paper and dirt—but he came upon no
key. Finally he had everything that had
been in the large box on the floor. He
was kneeling down, going through the
rubbish again, when he heard some one
enter the store.

He suppressed an oath, went out and
waited on the man who bought three
cigars from a box in the main show
case. He had to change a bill for the
customer. As he was returning to the
rear room, two other men came in—so
he had to turn about and play the clerk
again. In his excitement he had de-
veloped a bravado which enabled him
him to play his part with utmost suc-
cess.

Then once again he was back before
the trash heap. He now began to re-
place the refuse in the large box, care-
fully scanning each bit of paper, wood
or dirt as he did so. The clock now
showed twenty-two minutes past eight
—the time seemed literally to fly as he
worked at this annoying search. His
fingers began moving feverishly, divin-
ing here and there, pressing this bit and
that, creeping into boxes and piles of

paper.
Twice more he was interrupted by
customers. Twice more he satisfied

their wants, pocketing the receipts. And
then—at last—he found the key. He
fondled it and allowed a long sigh of
relief to escape him.

As he rose and walked toward the

Detective Story Magazine

safe, he noticed that it was now twenty-
seven, minutes past eight. He had been
in the store twenty minutes—-that was
what a fellow might call taking some
chance! Butnow he had what he wanted
—now there was nothing more between
him and a large haul.

He knelt before the safe and tried to
insert the key. It did not fit. It was
by far too small! He had been tricked!
He had wasted all this time—and now
the blamed key didn't fit!

With this unexpected turn of events,
Bleyer came near to going into a panic.
His courage and his temper left him.
He threw an emotional fit, swaying be-
tween anxiety and rage. He couldn’t
waste any more time—and here he was,
standing in front of all that money—
unable to get it.

He was galled into fury. He felt like
killing the clerk. But that would not
help him get the treasure. He would

give the clerk one more chance!

"Say listen!” Bleyer again had his
gun pressed against the clerk’s fore-
head. “I'm goin’ to take that gag offa
you once more and you're gettin' this
last chance to say where that key is.
Understand? When the gag is off, I
count three and if you haven't told
then, I'll crash out your brains. ' And
the same goes if the key isn't where you
say it is.”

But just as Bleyer was about to loosen
the handkerchief tied around the clerk’s
mouth, the store door opened and closed
again. Another customer was in the
place. This time Bleyer found it diffi-
cult to drum up the courage to do his
impersonation act, but he finally did get
his nerves under control and walk out
into the store. He consoled himself
with the thought that this was to be
the last time. And he felt safe—as
long as his gun was in his coat pocket.

The man standing in front of the
counter was a small, broad-shouldered
fellow, with gray eyes. He made no
secret of his surprise at seeing Bleyer.
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“Hello,” fee said, in a pleasant enough
«/0ice, “where’'s Mr. Fais?”

There was a small sign hanging over
the cash registered, which told that Mr.
Charles Fais was the clerk on duty.
Bleyer had seen this sign and so he was
prepared to answer;

“Charley was transferred to the Mad-
ison! Street store on Saturday night.
What can | do for you?”

The man asked for Elipses cigarettes.
Bleyer turned to reach for them on one
of the upper shelves behind the counter.
As his fingers touched the package, the
man behind him spoke again, this time
in a sharp, commanding voice:

“That's it— just keep that hand up—
and put up the other one too. Hurry
—I've go you covered—if you’'ll turn
your head a bit to your right you can
look into the mirror back of the cash
register and see the reflection of my
gun. Satisfied? Well—walk slowly
into the back room—careful now—you
might get hurt------- "

So the game was abruptly over.
There was no mistaking the intention cf
this keen-eyed- little fellow. He might
have been another holdup man—or he
might have been a detective. In either
case Bleyer could tell by his tone and
manner that he meant business and
would stand for no nonsense,

Bleyer marched meekly into the rear
room. The man followed close on his
heels, and as Bleyer crossed the thresh-
old, fee felt his gun being yanked out
of his pocket.

“So that's it!” snapped the little man.
“Well just hike right against that side
wall and press you hands flat against
itt. One minute, Charlie, I'll get you
out of these ropes. Steady now, Mr.
Yegg, thata boy. Now run out, Charlie,
and find a cop—wiggle along.”

Then came a long silence during
which Bleyer felt the continual pressure
of something hard against the small of
his back. There was a commotion in
the store—some one called, “this way,”

137

t
and after another moment a hand
grasped Bleyer firmly by the coat collar
and wheeled him around. He was in
the grip of a uniformedlpatrolman.

“What's all this about?” demanded
the officer.

Charlie Fais, the clerk, spoke up:
“This chap,”— indicating Bleyer— “came

into the store just after | had opened
the safe and taken out the necessary
cash to put into the register outside. He
forced me to come in here and then he
knocked me down and tied me up.
When | came to | saw him fumbling
about at the safe, and after a while he
came over to me and asked me where
the key to the upper right hand com-
partment of the safe was.

“1 knew then that he must be pretty
green at this holdup business and so
| decided to take a chance and bluff it
out with him. You see, officer, it was
then about twelve minutes past eight—e
and | knew that if | could entertain
this chap for fifteen or twenty minutes
longer, he’d be done for.

“Every morning, between twenty-five
after and half-past eight, Detective
Phinney calls here.” At this point, the
little man who had caught Bleyer bowed
and smiled. “Phinney is a detective for
the Kress Company. He makes the
rounds of all the stores in this district
just to see that all the clerks are on
duty and that everything else is O. K.

“1 was fighting for time When | told
this yegg that the key he was after—m=
the key he thought would unlock that
upper right compartment in which, in-
cidentally there are now eleven hundred
odd dollars— had been on this little table,
and that in upsetting the table when |
was knocked down, the key must have
fallen into the rubbish in that large
box. | knew—or at least | hoped—it
would take him a pretty long time to
find a small key in that debris—and it
did—it took him longer than a quarter
of an hour. Then he found out the key
didn't fit—and | was beginning to think
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he would i>rathn me—he looked pretty
mad—when Detective Phirmey came in

Phinney interrupted with: “He told
me Charlie had been transferred to an-
other store and that gave him away at
once because the Kress detectives are
informed of all transfers or changes in
the clerical staff as soon as they take
place. So | nailed him.” Then: “By
the way, Charlie, where was the key
which opens that money drawer in the
safe?”

Charley Fais pointed to his coat hang-
ing on a hook on the wall. “On the
same hook, under the coat.”

“And the key he looked for and found
what does that open?” asked Phinney.

“Search me,” answered Fais. “Il've
been carrying that fool key around on
my key-ring these last five years with-
out knowing wihat it was for. You
know how a man is—he'll keep lugging
around keys for years after he has for-
gotten their use. Well, this morning, |
took that key off my ring—before |
hung the ring up on that hook—and
just before I went out to wait on this
chap, | placed the discarded key on this
small table. Then I set him looking for

“That was ushig the old bean, all
right,” broke in Phinney. “But you
were sure lucky you had that money

compartment locked when this fellow
blew in. Otherwise the two days’' re-
ceipts------- "
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“That's where you're wrong.” A
broad grin spread over the countenance
of Charley Fais. “And that’'s where Mr.
Yegg was wrong too. And that's what
told me he was a rank amateur and
that it might be safe to bluff him. That
drawer which holdis the money is not
locked! It------- "

“The deuce it ain’t!” cried out Bleyer
angrily. “I know it's locked—1 couldn't

“Sorry to contradict you,” said Fais.
“You tried to open the drawer by pull-
ing on the handle in a straight line out-
ward. Nine horses couldn’t puli it open
that way. You see, the drawer is made
of wood—and when the weather is hot
and damp, as it is to-day, the wood be-
comes warped and the drawer refuses
to slide.

"But in that case, all you have to
do”—here Fais walked over to the safe
and suited his actions to his words—
“is to seize the handle of the drawer
firmly—yank upward, hard—and then—
here she comes—a child could do it with
one finger.”

The drawer was open and the stacks
of bills totaling over eleven hundred dol-
lars were exposed to the view of every
one in the room.

"Take me out of here,” said Bleyer.
“1've seen enough.”

The policeman was still grinning from
ear to ear as he ushered his new very
humble captive into the presence of the
desk lieutenant.

SLICK THIEF GETS FUR COATS

A LITTLE while ago, a polite young man presented himself at the residence
w*y of Herbert C. Pell, Jr., in New York City, and informed the maid that he
had been sent from the cleaning establishment, at Mr. Pell's request, for two

fur coats which were to be renovated.

The maid, unsuspicious of the polite

young man, gave him her employer’'s two fur coats valued at five hundred dol-

lars, and the caller went away with them.

Later, when Mr. Pell returned home

and was told of the incident, he stated that he had not given any order to a

cleaner.

Furthermore, the firm of cleaners whose name the polite young man

had mentioned denied having any person answering his description in their em-

ploy.



E have always contended that

W Apple had more information

packed into his stories than

any oflher writer of mystery and detec-

tive yams. Mrs. G. M. Davis, writing

from Boston, Massachusetts, appreciates
this, saying:

“Dear Editor: Have just read ‘Mr.
Chang Meets Mr. Jap.” | wonder if
the people who dislike these stories have
ever stopped to think what a won-
derful fund of information Mr. Apple
possesses on the subject of Chinese cus-
toms. | took the trouble to look up
some of the things that have to do with
Chinese and Japanese history, their cus-
toms, likes and dislikes, et cetera, and
found everything true. Mr, Apple has
succeeded in creating a clever, unscru-
pulous character, depicting the very es-
sence of Chinese cunning and deviltry.
He has used truth and knowledge of
his subject as a background for his very
interesting yarns. Although 1 dislike
stories where the author allows the cap-
tured criminal to commit suicide, | think
the Chang stories should terminate in
that way, via the jade dagger route.

“1 have made a study of story con-
struction, and am always so interested
in the way an author leads up to the
climax, and the descriptions of places,
mannerisms and everything that goes to
make a smooth-reading plot, that | don’t
have time to get disgusted over the mur-
ders and ugly phases of a well-drawn
character.

“mits about time for The Gray Phan-
tom to appear in a story of his mar-
riage to Helen. Tell that author to
hurry up.

“1 did not like the story by Max*
Brand that appeared a while ago. But
| have read some wonderful stories by
this author in W estern Story Maga-
zine, and any one who has read them
knows that Max Brand is a genius at
his own style of writing.

“ ‘Mother Hansen' and ‘Simon Trapp’
are just as clever as ever.

“Where are ‘Big-nose Charley’ and
‘Mr. Clackworthy?’

“Well, 1 guess all the Detective
Story Magazine writers do their best
to please, and most of them please me.
Good luck to the magazine.”

Here is an extremely interesting let-
ter from Fellowes Davis, Jr., M. D.,
writing from 3 and 5 Place Vendome,
Paris, France:

“Dear Editor: Whether modern sci-
entific investigation of crime appeals to
the average individual on account of the
sordid details it unearths, or because of
the science invoked in its investigation,
I am unable to determine after many
conversations on the subject with a
great variety of people. There are argu-
ments from both points of view, and
probably, you will agree, there is an
appeal to the two sides of human nature.
We know, however, that literature deal-
ing with crime and its solution, whether
founded on fiction or fact, is widely cir-
culated, and is sought after and con-
sumed with equal avidity by the old and
young, the rich-, the poor, those who are
uneducated, as well as those who pos-
sess summa aim laude degrees. The
type of interest on the part of the reader
scarcely enxers the question for editor
or author.
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“To the psychologist, this is all an-
other problem for study.

“My first interest in detective stories
dates back to my youth and was di-
rected toward ‘Nick Carter’'s Library.’

“1 devoured these pamphlets, and
marveled at the ability of the hero and
his assistants to be always in the right
place at the right time, and at their
successful accomplishment of numerous
hair-breadth escapes.

“That such tales must have conveyed
to the reader avestige of truth is proved
by the fact that an investigator of
crime, of no small reputation on this
side of the Atlantic, walked into police
headquarters in New York City with
the expressed desire to meet the great
American Detective, Mr. Nicholas Car-
ter. Time: Commissioner Woods' ad-
ministration.

“But | am wandering from the ob-
ject of this letter and the article that
prompts mv writing: ‘Poison,” by Ed-
ward H. Smith, in the June 6th issue
of the Detective Story Magazine.

“Certainly the case reported by Mr.
Smith is an extraordinary one, and the
knowledge of toxicology he evidences
proves conclusively the vast amount of
scientific study and research necessary
for the successful exponent of the law
and investigator of crime.

“1 wonder that the peach pit did not
suggest itself, to the local authorities
of Cumberland, as the possible source
of the first presumed cause of death?
In a noteworthy case in England the
defense brought out t'he fact that prussic
acid is contained in apple pips, and that
the murdered lady, who consumed many
apples daily, pips and all, was in reality
a suicide. This was disproved, how-
ever, on the grounds that in order to
obtain a lethal dose she would have had
to consume about a-barrel of pips, which
would mean at least a couple of car
loads of apples.

“It is with deepest interest and ap-
preciation that | read all articles by Ed-
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ward H. Smith; they are well written
and have the added interest of dealing
in detail with the scientific side of the
question.

“In the course of niy work, over a
number of years, | have many times
come in contact with cases of poison-
ing, all of the noncriminal type; which
is usually the experience of men on am-
bulance service or with hotel associa-
tions.

“Cyanide of potash is not an infre-
quent means employed by suicides, and,
as Mr. Smith cites, the effect is not as
instantaneous as it is usually supposed
to be. Two instances of this come to
my mind in corroboration of his state-
ments.

“First— A man wishing to commit
suicide employed as the means, cyanide
of potash, a white crystalline material,
soluble in water, and obtained without
much difficulty.

“A small handful of this was put in
a glass of water, stirred with a spoon,
and three quarters ot the contents of
the tumbler consumed.

“The individual, evidently repenting
of his act, had time to step to the tele-
phone and request the immediate serv-
ices' of a doctor.

“1 was in the hotel lobby at the time
the call was received, proceeded at 'once
to the room indicated, and found death
occurring as | entered.

“1 calculate that the patient must have
lived three or four minutes after drink-
ing the poison, for he had placed the
glass on the bureau, used the telephone
—replacing the receiver—and thrown
himself on his bed. On my arrival I
found the door locked on the inside and
had to force it.

“Second— Another case, a woman,
also using cyanide of potash but em-
ploying a different method of adminis-
tration.

“This individual took a Maws In-
haler—an apparatus for the inhalation
of medicated steam in throat and chest
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affections—in which she had placed the
crystals and upon which she had poured
boiling water.

“After inhaling the vapor she had
time to put the inhaler on the table be-
side her couch. She was found lying
on her back with her hands tightly
clasped; the inhaler with its deadly fluid
and fumes on the table beside her.

“In the first instance the patient died
from taking a solution of cyanide of
potash, death being less rapid than in
the second instance where hydrocyanic

IN NEXT WEEK’S
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acid gas, formed by the action of boil-
ing water on crystalline cyanide of
potash, was the cause of death.

“Both cases showed evidence of
spasm.

“Of the various magazines on the
table in my waiting room, your edition
has always received the lion’s share of
attention.

“Please accept my compliments to
your staff in general, and extend to Mr.
Smith my appreciation of his many in-
structive articles.”

ISSUE:

By ERNEST M. POATE

“The Compact Compendium” may have been passe so far as man-
ners were concerned, but when it came to mystery, it was a twentieth-

century edition.

THE SMUGGLERS

By EDWARD LEONARD

Dazzled by the precious jewels her pal

has smuggled over, she

ignores the code of the underworld as well as the law of the land.

PRINCE JONAH

By ROY W. HINDS

No one knew the mystery of this suave,

enigmatical crook. It

took a strange occurrence to reveal his story.

AND OTHER STORIES. ORDER YOUR COPY NOW
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i <?rtuots.2 in Sf*? WESTERN STORY MAG/UINE ani
ATIVE STORY MAGAZIM& thus aivirsg routers stoubte service, h stimuli tre*" a)
sharge to «ir reader*, Its gurpoie U to aid the® la ggttiiig Ia touch with partem
®mf who* they have lest tratk.

WW la.it will he better to use your nems in the notice, wa will print your roguet
“blind  if yen prefer. In sendlng “blind” notice*, mu mutt, of course, give us your right same and addreot thai
can f{)rmard promptly any tatter* that may cob® fer yea We reserve the right to reject any notles that seems to ut
unsuital
If it can be avoided, please do not send us a “ General Delivery'' port-office address, for experience has prtved that
those persons who are not specific as to address often have mall that we send them returned to us marked “not found/'
It would be well. also, to notify us of any chance in your address.
_Now, readers, help thoso whoso friends or relatives are missing, as you would like to be helped If you were In a similar
position.
WARNING.— Do not forward money to any one who sends you a letter or telegram, asking for money “te got borne/* et
cetera, until you are absolutely certain tbat the author of such telegram or letter Is the person you are seeking.

SAMPSON, JOSEPH.—He Is twenty-two years of age. He BRASSIE, CLARENCE E.—He is forty-four years old, six
was adopted by Henry Sampson when he was seven weeks feet tall, of medium weight, has blue eyes, light hair and
old, and he lived at Meyers Falls, Wash., when he \va8 six complexion. He formerly lived In Victoria, B. C., Can.,
years old. His own mother Is earnestly seeklng his present and worked as a motorman on a street-car Una. He left
whereabouts, and will be grateful for any information. there in 1921, and. it is thought he is working in a lumber
Please write to Mrs. Edith Ingersoli, 2615 Rainier Ave., camp somewhere in Canada. News as to his present where-
Everett, Wash. abouts will be gladly received by Jack G. W., B, F. D. 6,

Box XS8, Houston, Tex.
NEWSOM, JOHN.—He is forty years old, five feet ten

inches tall, has blue eyes, dark hair, and weighs one hun- BLACKMAN, HELEN CONSTANCE.—She taught school
dred and forty pounds. In June, 1924, he was working on in Durango, and Creede, Colo.,, two years ago. Her friend
the highway near Browning, Mont. Any information will is anxious to get in touch with her. Please send any infor-
be thankfully received by hi3 mother, Mrs. Mary Newsom, mation to E. A. Bralnard, 33 W. Farnum St., Lancaster, Pa.

Box 192, Tulla, Tex.
MAY.—1 received the cards, and everything is all right.

COLE, CHARLEY.—His sister hasn't heard from him for Please let me hear from you again. George X.

thirty years. She will be extremely grateful for any Infor- R R
mation “concerning his present whereabouts. Please write to HARDY, GEORGE HENRY.—He is twenty-six years old,

Carrie Cummins, or Mrs. D. C. McFagher, 321 5th St., five feet eight inches tall, has dark-brown , blue eyea*
Bremerton, Wash. and weighs one hundred and thirty-five pounds. He has been

missing from his home in Talmage, Calif., since Apr. 24,

CARNAHAN, DAVID C.—He Is sixty-one years of age. 1925. His wife wishes him to know that everything Is set-
He has lived in Tex. since 1890. Any one knowing .his tled, and that she has a job for him. She and the baby
present address will confer a favor by notifying Fred E. need him, and want him to come home. Please send in-
Mohn, 209 Church St., Richmond, Mo. formation to Mrs. George H. Hardy, Gen, Del., Talmage,

Calif.

WOODBURY, STEPHEN.—He is forty years old. He was
in the army at Camp Bowie, Tex. Hi3 daughter is very LANDRETH, DOROTHY.—She was in Haxtun, Colo., in
anxious to get in touch with him, and will appreciate In- Sept., 1922. Any one knowing her whereabouts will confer
formation concerning him. Please write to Alvina W. Den- a favor by notifying Boscoo Crader, R. 1, Potlatch, IdabOt

nison, 1489 Washington St., Boston, Mass. R . R

WHITE, JAMES M.~He was in Colo. Springs, Colo., in

MULLEN. WILLIAM MARTIN.—Ho is six feet tall, has Sept., 1922, working for the Tex. Oil Co. Any information

blue eyes, and light-brown hair. He is generally known as will be thankfully received by A. G. Etringer, care of Mason,
Jack. News of his present whereabouts will be gladly re- 520 Central Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

ived by Mrs. Hazel Y Schott, 19 X. Manchester’ Bd.
Kenmore, Ohig, o 2c) roung sehoth anchester Bd., PAGE, OTTO, BRYAN. CLAUDE. CLYDE, and JOHN.—

In 1915 they were in Poplar Bluff, Mo. Information as to
WALSH, MARTIN.—In 1920 he was in Duran, N. M. their present whereabouts will be gratefully received by J. P.
His friend has knportant news for him, and is seeking his Pace, 344 Flowers Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa.

whereabouts. Please notify Curly King, care of “Billboard/

Cincinnati, Ohio. STARNES, WINFIELD SCOTT.—He deserted Uis wife

in N. Y. City, N. Y., in 1890. Any information concerning
FRANCIS, ELBERT J.—He spent three years in service him will be appreciated by his wife. Mrs. Marie L. Starnes,

overseas during the World War. Three years ago ire was in Metropolitan Hospital, Ward T, Welfare Island, N. Y.

Mont. His mother is getting old, and would be grateful for . .

information concerning him. Write to Albert Campbell, FALLON, ALICE.—Her husband's name Is Francis, and

Moundvilie. Mo. she had two children. Any information will be gladly re-

ceived by her brother, William George Champion, Rainier,

EUGENIO, RANGEL.—He is twenty-one years old, has Wash.

brown eyes and black liair. In May, 1922, he was in

Lampoc,  Calif. He was also in Dallas, Tex., and Calif. CHAMPION, Mrs.—1 would greatly appremate any news of
His family is very much worried over his absence. Hi3 my mother. She was in N. J. 918. Please write ta
present address will be appreciated by M. E. R., care of this William George Champion, Ra|n|er, Wash.
magazine.

9 ERWIN, ROBE_RT O.—1 have tried to find you for t_hree

LeROY, S.—Please write to me, as | have some Important years. Please write to your old huddle, of Santo Domingo
news for, you. R. E. R., Vienna, W. Va, days. Copper, care of this magazine.

BRASHER, JAMES L.—Information regarding hi9 where- C. E. L.—We love you, Bud, and all is forgiven. Please
abouts will be appreciated by E, P., care of this magazine. come home and make a new start In life. Write to your

sister, M. L.
MESSER, JACK J—His wife's name is Stella. He was

last heard from in Memphis, Term., in 1921. Any news will EDIE.—I have news of advantage to you. | can explain

be gratefully received by Private Jack A. Randall, Bks. 55, our misunderstanding. Please write to Balitzie.

3d Casual D, Ft. Slocum, N. Y. WHITESIDE. THOMAS.—He was in Rockville. Pa..
HOOSIER, RED.—Both of W wish you luck, and hope you thirty-ono years ago. His sister wishes him to know that

sho has been in Can. seventeen years. Information concern-
ing him will be greatly appreciated by his sister, Maggie,
or Mrs. A. Campbell, 96 Kathleen St., Guelph, Ont., Can.

are all right. Please communicate with me. Margaret, care
of this magazine.

BIRK, REUBEN H.—He is forty-four years old, five feet
five inches tall, and weighs one hundred and forty pounds.
His home was formerly near Allendale, Mo., but he left

FEES, LOWELL.—He was last heard from in Fresno,
Calif. Any information regarding his present whereabouts

there about twenty-six years ago, .and during the World will be greatly appreciated by F. H., care of this magazine,
War he was in Sugar Pine Mills, Calif. His presence is re- R N
quired_in the se'ttling of_an estate, and Ijis father_will greatly Mt\JNILi?lO,l\gOlEVEi}i?sEleugﬁtleLrBliEsRlﬁ;g:Jes ‘g)asheI:r ?rl;)emenvhlglme,
2’?&?5';?;6 ’\a;lr(\)y information. Please write to William Blrk, and will appreciate any news. Please write to Mrs. Essie V.
' . Wilson Howard, R. 1, Box 120A. Kennewick, Wash.
TUSK, ALBERT.—He is fifty-eight years old, six feet . .
tall, has gray hair, blue eyes, fair complexion, and a birth- _C. F. A.—Florence cries for you. Ginger has gone to
mark over his right temple. He left Huntsville, Ala., on live with Junior. You can never make amende if you con-
the 11th of Apr., 1925, in a Ford sedan for Tampa, Fla. tinue to keep silent. Please write to mother.
Information will be appreciated by his wife, Mrs. Orla R
Tusk, Douglas Hill, Huntsville, Ala: PATTERSON, CEDRIC R.—He was last heard from in
Huntington, W. Va. Information will be appreciated by
LAYMON, MORRIS.—He is twenty years of age. He and Pvt. Howard E. Nance, Battery E, 1st C. A., Fort Randolph,
his sister, Nellie, were in an orphans’ home in lola, Kan., C. Z, Panama.
sixteen years ago. He was adopted by an aged couple,
named Height, and was given the name of Albert M. Height. WATERMAN, JAMES G.—He left home on May 13, 1925,
His mother is married again, and Nellie lives with. her. and went to N. Y. City, N. Y. His parents want him to
Information concerning him will be appreciated by Thomas come home, and will send him money, if be is in need of it.

E. Hogle, 410 Dorchester Ave., Muskogee, Okla. He is asked to please write to his father and mother.
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STARK, ERNESTINE, formerly of Wichlts Falls, To*.—
Later she was living In Weslaco, Tex. She 1b twenty-four
years old, tall and blond. Her friend 1b anxious to get in
touch with her, and will be thankful for Information. Write
to Rubye Dodge, Box 283, Wichita Falls, Tex.

TOWNSLY, FOREST or NELLO.—They were in El Paso,
Tex., about seventeen years ago. Information concerning
them will be appreciated by an old friend. K., care of this
magazine.

HARVEY, formerly of Indian Orchard,
almost helpless. Please write to us; we love you.
care of Toney Ross, 803 W. Adams St., Chicago, 111;

SEIFERT, WALTER.—His wife's name was Annie Fisher.
He has two children, named Marlon and Julian. In 1907
they lived at 3032 Oram St., Philadelphia, Pa. He is a
butcher by trade. Any information as to their present
whereabouts will be gratefully received by V., care of this
magazine.

Mass.—Father is
Yiolet,

FLETCHER.—My last hope was In you; my heart is broken
over this. The reprimand will be light if you return within
the next few months. Please come back. Mother.

8TEGER, WILLIAM 0., formerly of Ky.—He is forty-
four years of age, has black hair and gray eyes. He served
In tho Spanish-American War, and was discharged in Calif.
The same year he played ball with a minor league in Calif.
Any information will be greatly appreciated by his sister,
Edna McDonald, 3065 Sheridan Ave., Detroit, Mich.

BEL8PY, JOSEPH.—He is known as Gypsy the Wanderer.
His friend wants to know if he remembers their first trip
to Syracuse. He asks him to please write to M. Straus-
berg, 121 Arlington St., Newark, N. J.

LAUX, MARTIN J., formerly of 1411 Chicago St., Omaha,
Neb.—He Is twenty-nine years old. He served as a sailor
during the World War on the U. S. S. “Louisiana.” Any
one having any information concerning his whereabouts is
asked to please get in touch with his 6ister, Mrs. J. B.,
Box 423, Wakefield, Mich.

WINDHAM, OVERTON MACK.—He is sixteen years old,
has dark hair and complexion, gray eyes, and weighs one
hundred and twenty-five pounds. He formerly lived in Sayre,
Okla., but later he was in Lubbock, Tex. Any one know-
ing his whereabouts is asked to please write to his mother,
Mrs. Willie Windham, R. 2, Grimes, Okla.

RICHMOND, EARL.—He was a recruiting sergeant in
the Canadian army during the World War. His mother
wishes him to write to her. Mrs. Susan Richmond, 3702

E. 16th St., Pueblo, Colo.
CART EONS, VIRGIL.—Please forgive me for the mis-
understandings. Write to Rose, care of this magazine.
FIELD, MATHEW.—He came to Can. sixty years ago

from Co. Meath, Ireland. He has sisters, named Mrs.
Bridget Byrnes and Rose Connors. His relatives have tried
for many years to find him. Please write any news to Mrs.
W. H., care of this magazine.

LYONS, ROY F.—He is thirty years old, six feet tall,
has red hair and blue eyes. In 1919' he was in Co. 14,
Coast Artillery Div., at Corregidor, P. 1. His time ex-
pired In Mar., 1920. Information will be gratefully received

by Mrs. Hazel Lyons Greene, 1554 S. Cloverdale St., Los
Angeles, Calif,
KING, EUGENE, or RAWLINS, EVERETT.—He has a

kewpie doll tattooed on his head. His wife wishes him to
know that everything is forgiven, and that she is anxious for
him to come back home to her and the twins. She asks him
to write to Grace King, Gen. Del., Oshkosh, Wis.

O'NEIL, HARRY 8CULLION.—He worked in the Charles-
ton navy yard as a ship fitter in 1916. Information will be
gratefully received by his niece, Catherine Tweed or Alberts,
508-10 W. 167th St., N. Y. City, N.

HAWKINS, CLARENCE.—He is about twenty-five years
old. He left C. B. C. farm and Gobles twelve years ago.
He is asked to write to his friend, who worked at the farm
at the same time. Roy, care of this magazine.

BLANCHE.—Aunt L.
hands.

is dead, and things are changing
Please write to us. Mother.

HASTINGS, TOM.—His right arm and leg are missing.
He was night operator at Marion, Tex., in 1892. He was
known as Barney, the sidewheeler. Parties knowing him
are asked to please get in touch with Tom Hastings, 629
N. Rose St., Kalamazoo, Mich.

ENGLAND, Mrs. LOUISE, DELLA, CORA, BERNICE,
and WILLIAM.™My brothers, Leslie and Earl, were placed
with me in the Franklin Co. children's home in 1906, after
our father was killed in Mt. Sterling, Ohio. My mother,
sisters, and little brother were living at 40 8. Mill St.,
Columbus, Ohio. I am very anxious to find them, and
will appreciate any information regarding their whereabouts.
Please write to Max England, 4105 Davis Lane, E. E., Cin-
cinnati, Ohio.

H, C. R.—Do you wish to arrange to aee me at some
convenient place, and make an agreement as to the future?
If so, please write to me at the same address. E.
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JOLLY, PAUL.—He is twenty-four years old. Be was in
Detroit, Mich., In Dec., 1925. News as to bis present
whereabouts will be gladly recived by O. H. P., care of
this magazine.

ROUTH, MARY.—She is eighteen vyears old, five feet
two inches tall, has dark hair and eyes, and weighs one
hundred and ten pounds. She was working in Brown &
Borden's Dept, store in Yakima, Wash. Information con-
cerning her with be appreciated by Happy Grant Butler,
551 Hipling 8t., Akron, Obhio.

JUDD, DANA.—Your letter was lost in a fire, which de-
stroyed our home about fifteen years ago. If you see this
please write to your old friend, Olive, care of this magazine.

JOHNSON, HARRY.—He was on a train from Chicago,
111, to Detroit, Mich. His mother would appreciate any in-
formation regarding him. Please write to George Johnson,
742 Lincoln St., McKeesport, Pa.

ROOP, JOHN W.—He is twenty-one years old, five feet
eight inches tall, hasred hair, blue eyes, fair 6kin, and
weighs one hundred and eighty pounds. He waB last heard
from at 726 Island Ave.,, McKees Rocks, Pa. Both of his
arms are tattooed. His mother is very anxious to hear from
him, and asks for information, Ollie Gaskey, Cramerton,
N. C.

EICHBERGER, MINNIE.—She is five
tall, has light complexion, sandy hair,
weighs one hundred and sixty pounds.
named Horstman,

feet five inches
blue-gray eyes, and
She married a man
and left Louisville, Ky., in 1917. Her

Bister is anxious to hear from her. Send news to Annie
Selbel, care of this magazine.

LYSTER, CHRIS.—He is fifteen years old, five feet six
inches tall, of slender build, has blue eyes, fair complex-

ion, dark-brown hair, and weighs one hundred and twenty-
five pounds. He lefthis home at Senlac, Saskatchewan,
In Aug., 1924. It is thought he may be on a ranch,

s a good rider, and familiar with stock. Any infor-
mation will be gratefully received by his father, A. T.
Lyster, Senlac, Saskatchewan, Can.

BAKER or ROGER, FLORA or LOUZON, VERNA.—She
is about twenty-eight years old, five feet five inches tall,
has brown eyes and hair. She has been married twice, and
may use either Miss or Mrs. to any of the above names.
In 1923 she lived in a rooming house in Cincinnati, Ohio,
and worked for the Thompson restaurants. Her brother is
very anxious to find her. Please write to Leslie L. Baker,

4616 Oakland Ave., S., Minneapolis, Minn.
KIMBALL, LEWIS H.—He left Idaho about ten year*
ago and went to Kan. City, Kan. He has two daughters,

named Mabel and Mazie. Any one knowing his whereabouts
will confer a kindness by communicating with his daughter,
Mrs. Mabel Marie Lee, 5443 3d St., Chico, Calif.

HART, CHARLEY.—He was horn in Tallahassee, Fla.,
thirty-one years ago, but later lived in Woodsville, Fla.,
and worked for a farmer named Richard Johnson. It is
thought that he served in the World War. His mother's
name was Ola Brown Pearly. Any information concerning
him will be gratefully received by S. B., care of this maga-
zine.

GILLIAM, BASIL.—He is five feet
height, has black h dark-gray eyes, ana a scar on his
left hand. He lived in Denison, Tex.,un/il July 5, 1924,
when it ia thought he went to Calif. Any information con-
cerning his present whereabouts will be appreciated by Mrs.
B. Gilliam, 101 W. Bond St., Denison, Tex.

eleven inches in

BLANCHE.—1 am sorry that | acted as | did. All is
well now. I have goodnews for you. I amvery anxious
to see our baby soon. Please write or wire me at once.

B. F. Leitch, 5800 Lincoln Ave., Detroit, Mich.

GLENN, Mrs. MATTYE.—Her husband's name is Noble,
and they have a son, named Carlton. They formerly lived In
Lexington, Okla. They moved to Phoenix, Ariz., and later
to Mesa, Ariz. News of their present whereabouts will be
appreciated by M. L. G., Duncan, Ariz.

GRAY, WILLIAM H.—In 1914 he *?as in Utah, working
on the railroad. Information of his present whereabout*
is sought by his brother, Ralph Gray, Mt. Falls, Minn.

THOMPSON, JOHN C.—He Is five feet nine inches tall,
has dark hair, blue eyes, and weighs one hundred and sixty
pounds. In Feb., 1924, he was canvassing in Dayton, Ohio.
Information will be appreciated by his wife and baby, who
are anxiously waiting for his return. Please send informa-
tion to M. E. T., care of this magazine.

PARTAIN, EARNEST EMERY.—He is twenty-four years
old, about five feet eight inches tall, has brown eyes and
black hair. He married a nurse, named Vera MeCormick,
who lived in Altimont, Kan. In 1922 ho was working in s
creamery in Kan. City, Mo. He belongs to the Odd Fel-
low Lodge and also the Elks. Any news as to hiB present
whereabout* will be gladly received by Yera McBee, Miami,
Okla.
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PETERSON, HARVEY, tonaecly at Ptttubuigh, Pa —
He has s plcture of Salome and a cowgirl tattooed on his
right arm. He worked at the Thompeon-StarreU Co. In
Powell, «Ohio. He or any one knowing his whereabouts is
asked to pleaso write to Henry H. Varner, Headquarters Co.,
34th Inf,, Ft. Eustis, Va.

MADDOX, CHARLES W.—1 served with him in the
Motor Transport Corps at Camp Gordon, Ga., of which he
was the company clerk. I would like to hear from him,
or any one else in my company. Kenneth R. Hall, for-

merly 1st Sgt., SI. T. G., 13, Camp Gordon, Ga.
HOUCK, BILLY GRONTON, or THOMAS STANLEY.-—
He is six feet tail, has curly red hair, large blue eyes,
tattoo marks on one shoulder, and weighs one hundred and
eighty-five pounds. He was in Fairfield. Calif. His wife
wishes him to know that she has letters from his mother for

him also that she levee him as much as ever, and wants
him to return home. Please write to Mrs. B. G» Houck,
3881 16th Are., S. W, Seattle, Wash.

PAGANO, JOHNNIE.—AII is forgiven. We are longing
to see you again. Please come home. Your mother, Mrs. L.
Pagano, 105 Cross Si., Harrison, N. J

HENDERSON, JAMES.—Everything is forgiven. I am

worrying constantly about you, and longing for your return.

Please write to your wife, Irene, 523 Llzette Are;, Webster
Groves, Mo.

ZEAL or ZIEL, WILLIAM HENRY.—He wag in Silver
City, lIdaho. His hrotber, Philip Alfred, is anxious to hear
from him or his children. He is asked to please write to his
grandniece, Dorothy Zeal, R. 1, Notus, Idaho.

SHAW, MABEL.—I was born in Toronto, Can., on May
17. 1888. My mother's name wa3 Anna Shaw. My father
wa? of Scotch descent, and died when | was two years old.
I am very anxious to find my relatives, und will greatly
appreciate any information. Please write to Mrs. Harry M.

Garman, 1337 Susquehanna St., Harrisburg, Pa.

BAUGHMAN, GEORGE R.—He is the son of Mrs. Trossa
Baughman, forty-eight years old, sis feet tall, and of large
build. He spent his boyhood In Neodenha, Kan. Two years
ago he was in Arlz.,, where he worked as a mining engi-
neer. Information will he gratefully received by Etta Myers,
213% E. Main St., Independence, Kan.

ANDING, THEODORE.—He is five feet six inches tall,
has gray eyes and a dark complex n. He fcrmerly lived In
Highland, Wis. His brother is trying to get in touch with
him, and will be thankful for any news. Write to Leonard
AndIng. care of this magazine.

UNDERWOOD, J. CARL, JANET and CARL.—They lived
in Missoula, Mont., in 1910 Later they moved to Chicago,
1JL, and J, Carl worked in the crockery department of the
Marshall Field store. He was last beard from in N. Y.
City, where he was employed in an importing house. Beulah
D. is anxious to hear from him. Please write to her, care
of this magazine.

RANEY, GEORGE.—He
dark hair, dark-gray* eyes,
years ago he was at Clear
greatly appreciate any information.
Raney, 9, Honey Grove, Tex.

is five feet five inches tall, has
and a sandy mustache. Sixteen

Lake. Tex. His brother will
Please write to Joe

REED, JOHN arnd NORA.—They lived in Forsythe, Toney
Co.. Mo., in 1888. Nora went to Springfield, Mo., the samo
year, and married u man named Kennedy. . Their friend is
anxious to get in touch with them, as she has information

regarding their daughter, whom she adopted in Nov.. 1888.
Please write to Mrs. T. J. Baldwin, Box 158, Weston, Ore.

HOWTON, PIERCE.—Ho waa in Bovina, Tex., in May,
1924. Later he was in Frionia, Tex. Any information

will be gratefully reccdved by Mrs. P. E. Shaw, Star R.,
Box 18, Hequiam, Wash.

GIGLIOTTI, ERNEST A.—He is forty-two years old,
five ' feet eight inches tall, dark hair, dark-brown eyes,
and weighs one hundred and sixty pounds. Ho left our
home in Holyoke, Mass., in 1913. He was in Pittsburgh.
Pa., later. His daughter wishes him to know that her
mother died on Easter Sunday. Any information will be
very much appreciated by Pearlo Oigliotti, care of this
magazine.

IWINK, MANFRED.—He |Is forly-six years old. In
1920 ho was in the Woodman Sanitarium. His daughter
i» very anxious to hear from him. Please send infor-

mation to Marion Independence Swink, Apt. 26, 487 Char-

lotte Ave,, Detroit. Mich.

STAID, ROBERT.—He formerly lived in Salt Lake
City, Utah, and Toledo, Ohio. He is known as Bob. His
friend did not go to Calif., and she is very anxious to
hear from him, aa she lent his address. Please write to

Butb, care of this magazine.
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MARK.—Mother is very much worriod about you. Your
father is at Mayer & Co., 419 7th St.,, N. W., Washing-
ton, D. C, Please write or come home. Clarice K,

HARRINGTON, Mrs. MAUDE.—She was formerly from
Denver, Colo. Any one knowing her present address please
notify Mrs. C, S. Miller, Box 492, Ft. Pierce, Fia,

FRANZ, MOX or M. J.—He is forty-four years of age.
six feet tall, and has brown eyes. Ho is a contractor and
carpenter by trade, and was in Wichita Falls, Tex. Any
information will be appreciated by his sister, Freda Hedges.
Offerle, Kan.

WRIGHT, SLIM.—He is forty years old, six feet tall, has
light complexion, blue eyes, auburn hair, and weighs one
Hundred and eighty-five pounds. He left hig wife on Feb. n,
1925, in Hopland, Calif. He formerly waa a cowboy rider
in Buffalo Bill's Show. Any information will be very much
appreciated by his heartbroken wife, E. Wright, 288 Jefferson
St., Portland, Ore.

JONES. ELIZA JANE, formerlv of
Lanberris. Carnarvonshire.
years ago they were living
very anxious to get In touch with them,
for any information. Please notify Mr.

and HUTTON. KATE,
Wales. England. Thirty-eight
in Ashley, Pa. A relative is
and will be grateful
Francis Walker, No.

1 Chapel Place, Oliver St., Birkenhead, Cheshire, England.
SMOCK, BOBBIE D.—1I have always loved you. and can't
forget you. The suspense is breaking my heart. 1| will send
for you, if you will come back to me. Laura.
ADAMS. FRANK CLARK. Jr., formerly of Kan.—He Is
five feet eleven inches tali, has dark hair, bluish-gray eyes,
F. C. A. tattooed on his right arm. and weighs one hun-

During the World War he served
on the V. S. S. “Henderson.’" In 1929 he attended the Man-
hattan Agricultural College, Kan. He has a pal, named
Russell, living in Palo Alto, Calif. He was last heard from
in Nov., 1922. when he Ilved with Mrs. Hagenhaugh. at 711
E. 6th St. Los Angeles, Calif. Any information wIiH be
gratefully received by Betty, care of this magazine.

dred and sixty—five pounds.

SLOAN, FRANK CHESTER.—He Is five feet seven inches
tail, has light-brown hair, blue eyes. largo nose, a soar Oil
his left hand, and weighs one bundrd and fifty pounds. His
brother lias good news for him, and Is anxious to get in touch

with him. Send information to Harry E. Sloan, 2 S. Green
St., Plymouth, Mass.
PIERCE, TURNER.—His Aunt Emma is dead. Jud and

his sisters are very anxious to hear from him, and ask any
one knowing his address to please write to Box 1218, Sacra-
mento, Calif.

Please write to me at
Annie.

JIM.—1 have something for you.
once, as your letters will make me happy.

BRANNEN, T. A.—He is known as Tom. and is fifty
years old, six feet tall, has dark eyes, gray hair, and right
forefinger is off at the first joint. Any one knowing his
whereabouts will confer a favor by notifying Amanda, care
of this magazine.

Please write and tell me
U. S. A., Receiving Ship.

C. L.
where you are.
San Francisco,

F.—1 am in the navy.
Ralph H. Fowler,
Calif.

and am
along all
Lillie,

CHARLIE L. S.—I still love you,
without you. I know we can get
Please write to me and come home.

so unhappy
right now.

JULIA.—1 am well and hope that evcrytldng is all right
with you. Please remomber the I. L. W., and wait for me.
If you need help, be sure to let me know at once. Bdw.

BARRINGTON, RALPH.—Please come home and every-
thing will be farglven My sister has been very ill in the
hospital. Your wife, Rita.

O'LEARY, JOHN M,—He has black hair, blue eyei. false
upper teeth, one gold eyetooth, saber vround through his left
side, and left band missing. He was in Salt Lake ty,
Utah, in Nov., 1924. His wife is very anxious about him,
as he was shell shocked in the World War. He was a
member of the P. P. L. I. from Can. Information will be
gratefully received hy his wife, Mrs. J. M, O'Leary, 604 S.
Poplar St., Sapulpa, Okia.

DAY, JAMES M.—He is forty-one years of age, five feet
eleven inches in height, has hlond hair, blue eyos. and
weighs one hundred and ninety pounds. Ho was born in St.
Johns, Newfoundland, but was in Winnipeg, Can., in 1903,
Any news will be appreclated by A. M. Day, 1268 Park
Ave., N. Y. City, .

DIEHL, GUY C.—The children and | arc living at an
orphans’ home. We love you and long for your return. We
are at a loss to understand why you left ua. Please write to
your wife, Y. A. D., care of this magastae.

CLICK. ROY.—In 1917 he was in the army and navy hos-
pital In the 4th Co.. A. <i. at Hot Npringa, Ark. His
present address WIH be appreciated by Pansy Hnlen. Gen.
Del., Bolivar, N. .
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ONMLT

Thousands havefoundfresh energy,
new vitality, health and success
through one simple fresh food

N OT a “cure-all,” not a medicine in any
sense—Fleischmann’s Yeast is simply
a remarkable fresh food.

The millions of tiny active yeast plants
in every cake invigorate the whole system.
They aid digestion—clear the skin—banish
the poisons of constipation. Where cathartics'
give only temporary relief, yeast strength-
ens the intestinal muscles and makes them
healthy and active. And dav by day it re-
leases ntw stores of energy. t

Buy several cakes at a time—they will keep
fresh in a cool dry place for two or three days. All
grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. Start eating
it today! And let us send you a free copy of our
latest booklet on Yeast for Health. Health Re-
search Dept. Z-20, The Fleischmann Company,
701 Washington Street, New York.

BELOW
“As a YOUNG mother, having given birth to eight chil-
dren within nine years, complications setting in and my
nerves badly shattered, | was fast losing my vitality. 1
tried eating Fleischmann’s Yeast. | soon developed a
fondness for it, and my health started to improve won-
derfully. Within eight months | felt as if I could do the
work of a longshoreman. It certainly did restore energy
to my wasted body. For clearing the complexion there is
nothing like it. And it has also proved a life-saver to my
husband for boils.” M rs.Florence Murray, New York

JEallFER

“A severe airplane crash while serving as Flying
Instructor during the war resulted in derangementof
internal organs. My health failed rapidly for two
years. Extreme gas pains, boils and other effects of
aggravated auto-intoxication combined to make exist-
ence a thing of almost constant pain. Malnutrition
helped lower my vitality. My wife started me on 1
cakes of Fleischmann’'s Yeast daily. Within a week
natural functions were normally resumed. Immedi-
ately | gained strength. Rest became possible and
proper nourishment. Thanks to Fleischmann’s Yeast,
today | am in normal rugged health.”

Res V, Bixby, Culver City, Cal.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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CHEVROLET,

Count them
on the road

the New Chevrolet

QUALITY AT LOW COST

CH'EV ROLET MO .
DIVISION Of- RS CORPC

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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w tT u -be?

W 2y back in 42 B. C., Publius Syrus said:
“ Powerful indeed is the empire of habit.”

Sixteen centuries later Shakespeare wrote:
“How use doth breed a habitin a man!”

Since the copyrights of both these authors
have expired, I'll use their nifties to illustrate a
point.

The Mennen Company perfected an ingen-
ious opening device for tubes that replaced the
old-style threaded cap. This invention, applied
to Mennen Shaving Cream tubes, was hailed
as a masterpiece by millions of men. My mail
was flooded with enthusiastic letters.

Yet here and there was a man who frankly
confessed that he was “sot” in his tube ideas.
The ingrained habit of years was too strong
to change overnight.

Now | know that no Mennen user would giv*1
up the cream, even if we packed it in burglar-
proof safes. But | want every Mennen fan to
know that he can have his cream in the tube that
suits him best. We have kept right on pro-
ducing Mennen’s in its original package.

Every druggist has Mennen’s in the old
tubes as well as the new. “You pays your
money and you takes your choice.”

Either type of tube costs 50c and contafns
>he shaving cream that has created more good-
will and honest appreciation than any other
man-product ever made.

d&u.

(i (Mennen Suleiman)d

Rusty nails
Clamshells
Fish-hooks
Gun-wounds
Campfire burns
Cuts, scratches
Blisters
Insect-bites
Poison ivy
Sunburn

Dontrisk . |
blood-poisoning

N ihe summer time the*dreaded scourge <

of infection creeps on jts victims un-

awares. The camper or vacationist natu-
rally must have his share of cuts, burns, and
insect-bites. Broken bottles and clamshells
infest even the nicest bathing beaches.
Barbed wire and fish-hooks and poison ivy
are always with us. Mosquito bites and sun-
burn, too, are dangerous sources of infec-
tion. Tennis, rowing and hiking cause
blisters which may have extremely serious
consequences.

But you need not carry a whole medicine
chest full of special preparations for ail these
purposes. The same bottle of zonite which
prevents infection from knife-cut or gun-
wound will soothe your sunburn and insect-
bites or, asa mouthwash, will prevent colds
and more serious diseases of throat, nose
or gums.

Best of all, Zonite is absolutely non-poison-
ous. Though far morepowerful than any dilu-
tion of carbolic acid that can be applied to
the body, Zonite is safe in the hands of a
child. Full directions with every package.
Zonite Products Company, Postum Building,
250 Park Avenue, New York, N.Y.

At your druggist's in
bottles - 50c and $1
Slightly higher in Canada

If your druggist does not
have Zonite, we will send
you a bottle postpaid on
receipt of 50c.

Zonite Products Company, Postum Building
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or
booklets checked below.
O Use of Antiseptics in the Home
O Nursery and the Baby
O Feminine Hygiene (D-D)

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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opens new road

to lower
Saves you 25%

T he Prest-O-Lite Storage Bat-
tery that cost you around $20 a
short time ago can be bought
today for $15.50.

Remember, it's the same
twenty-dollar battery! Only
the price has been changed —
not the quality nor the service.

Prest-O-Lite’'s sweeping
price reduction is made pos-
sible by eliminating extra
profits in distribution.

Many storage batteries pay
four profits before they reach
the motorist — profits to the
factory; the jobber; the dis-
tributor; the dealer.

Now Prest-O-Lite has
changed the order of things.
Prest-O-Lite Storage Batteries
are sold by the factory to the
dealer or service station and
then to you. Two profits less
—service intact—25% saved!

There is a Prest-O-Lite Bat-
tery for all makes of cars, with
proportionate savings.

No motorist need now take

battery costs

a chance on a battery of
unknown quality simply be-
cause of the low cost. Prest-
O-Lite enables everyone to
have the best battery at a re-
markably low-price.

It was natural that Prest-O-
Lite should lead in this revo-
lutionary plan. “The Oldest
Service to Motorists” was
established twenty years ago
by this company. Since that
time it has progressed con-
stantly in giving better service.

There is a Prest-O-Lite
Service Station near you. Take
advantage of its “Friendly
Service,” no matter what make
of battery you may have. And
when you do need a new bat-
tery, save at least 25% by buy-
ing a Prest-O-Lite.

The Prest-O-Lite Co., Inc.

<INDIANAPOLIS, IND.
New York San Francisco

In Canada
Prest-O-Lite Company of Canady, Ltd.
Toronto, Ontario

FOR RADIO —Prest-O-Lite Radio
Batteries are especially designed for
radio and combine many improvements.

Write for Free Road Map

We have prepared up-to-date road maps of every state in the United

States.
the roads are hard surfaced.

These maps show ali towns and principal highways and which of
Ideal for tourists.
the maps of any states you specify—free upon

We'll gladly send you

request Address

Prest-O-Lite Company, Speedway'Road, Indianapolis, In«.

Please mention this' magazine, when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING i-_

Will the Son of a Bandit Turn Qutlaw?

Because Jerry Peyton’s father was a criminal
every one thought Jerry would follow suit. But ,
they were wrong.

Read

JerryPeyton’s
Notched

Inheritance

The Brand
BY
of a Good
Book David Manning
Another
Book

Do You Love a Good Story?

Then you will love every one of the titles that
bear the “CH” brand on their jackets. Books of
adventure, romance and mystery, bound in cloth,
well printed and brand new for only 75 cents.
Look for these books at your dealer's today.

Other “CH” Title*

Unseen Acres____ Harry Golden

Bull Hunter, David Manning
The Coyote James Roberts
Watched Out.-Eugene A. Clancy
Rovin’ Redden___ James Roberts
Gemsof Promise.Emart Kinsburn

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Preventtooth decay
below the gum-line

A's the soil nourishes the tree
roots, the gums nourish the
teeth." And as the tree de-
cays if you bare the roots, so
do the teeth decay when gum
shrinkage starts in.

This condition—one of the
first stages of Pyorrheafls tion. 50 are healthy
very common and something teeth depend*

that ordinary tooth pastes are ent upon
powerless to prevent. If not healthy gums <
checked promptly, it will lead

to loss of teeth and serious

organic diseases.

1f used in time and used con-
sistently twice daily, Forhan's
will prevent Pyorrhea or
check its progress. It will
preserve the gums, safeguard
your health and Jfeeh your
mouth clean and wholesome.
All druggists, 35c and 60c.

Formula of. H.J.Forhan, D.U.S.
Forhao. Company, New York

fhrhan’s

FORTHE GUNIS

More than a tooth paste—
it checks Pyorrhea

| Just wthe stabilityor
alighthouse depends
upon a firm founda-

Quick
Safe
Lasting
Relief

corns

In one minute —that’'s how quick you get com-
plete and lasting relief with Dr. Scholl’s Zino-
pads. They work like magic. The soft, thin pro-
tective pad prevents the shoe from rubbing or
pressing the sore spot, while the medication it
contains soothes and heals the corn. Absolutely
safe and sure and antiseptic. They cost but a trifle. Geta

box of Dr. Scholl’'s Zino-pads today at your drug- |st's.-/\
shoe dealer’s. For free sample, address The Scholl Mt v>
213 West Schiller Street, Chicago. .
Three Sizes—for corns, callouses, bunions andy .c* sfots

D rScholls
Zino-pads

"Putoneon <thepainisgond*

A. M. CHISHOLM

lives out in the country in which he lays
the scenes of his stories— British Colum-
bia, the land of big rivers, the great fur
country. All lovers of the outdoors
should read

When Stuart Came to Sitkum

By A. M. CHISHOLM

The “Sitkum" of the story is up at the
headwaters of the Big Canoe, in British

Columbia, in the midst of a steamboat
and wagon-road country; no railway.
To this primitive . region, young Bill

Stuart was sent to look after the interests
of his father, old Bill Stuart. He found
plenty of trouble waiting for him, but
young Bill was a tough customer.

Price, $2.00 Net

At All Booksellers or Order from the Publisher m

CHELSEA house

%939 SetvrithCloe j
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