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GMe&tDIAM OND & WATCH VALUES
------------------------------------- > * * * £

0**W

\s 15
$37.50 Value 
$0 0 75 for BOTH 

4 9  RINGS
o n ly  $ 2 .8 7  a  m o n th
6 Genuine DIAMONDS
M C -1 .. .  Very popular, very attractive 

and very specially priced! Exquisitely 
matched," Queen of Love" Bridal ensemble 

featuring an unusually dazzling, genuine blue- 
white diamond in the square prong engagement 

„ and FIVE matched sparkling genuine diamonds 
in the wedding ring. BOTH rings are offered in 14K 
Solid White or Yellow Gold — please specify choice. 
BOTH for Only $29.75. O n ly  $1.00 d o w n — $2.87 a  m o .
M C-1 A . .  . Engagement ring only..................$19.75
M C -1B  . . . Wedding ring only.......................  15.50

$1.00 d o w n —  B a la n c e  10%  m o n th ly

- o, Ve\'°*ĝsissst^a\\v &uaT nêeSV!75 —- oh'*

Only 24
75

Just $2.37 a mo.
MC-2 . . .L o v e l y  
square prong engage- 

. . ,  ment ring set with a
fiery genuine blue-white center diamond and 
TWO matched side diamonds; richly engraved 
14KSolid Whiteor Yellow Gold setting—specify 
choice. $24.75— $1.00 d o w n —$2.37 a m o n th .

T H I S  C H R I S T M A S
give a genuine diamond or a fine' 
watch —  the finest and most lasting 
of gifts! Take advantage now of 
these amazing values ana ROYAL’S 
extremely liberal terms. Pay next 
year in easy monthly payments 
you’ll never miss.
Send your name and address n o w  w ith  only 
$1.00 deposit —  just state age, occupation 
and  if  possible 1 o r 2 cred it references. A l l  
dealings strictly confidentia l. N o  direct in
quiries —  no red tape —  no interest or extras 
—  no C. O .  D. to pay on arrival.

10 FULL MONTHS TO PAY 
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL

W e ’ ll send your selection p repaid  fo r your 
exam in a tio n — and if you can surpass our 
values anyw here, just return your selection 
and w e  w il l  promptly refund your fu ll deposit.
If fu lly  satisfied after 10 D a y  Trial Period 
pay only the small amount stated each month.

SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED

Every ring o r watch carries R O YAL'S  w r it
ten guarantee backed by 42 years o f fa ir 
and square dea ling . Buy now to avoid the 
Xmas rushl

America’s Largest M ail 
Order Credit Jewelers.

hundreds of special 
values in  genuine 
blue-white diamonds, 
standard watches, 
fine Jewelry, novel
ties and silverware, 
on ROYAL’S liberal 
TEN PAYMENT 
P L A N . A d u lts : 

Send fo r  your copy today.

$3 7 5
J u s t  $ 3 .6 5  a  m o .
M C - 3  . . .  E n 
gagement ring De 
luxe, set with a 
specially selected, 

"certified" fiery, genuine blue-white center 
diamond and SIX matched diamonds on the 
sides. Artistically designed 14K Solid Yellow 
Gold setting; richly engraved. Amazing value 
at $37.50 —  $1.00  d o w n  —  o n ly  $3.65 a  m o .

Only

$1975
Just $1.87 a mo.

MC-8 . . . Lady’s BULOVA and in 
the charm and color of NATURAL 
GOLD too! 17 Jewel Bulova move
ment. Never before a BULOVA 
value like this. Link bracelet. $24.75 
—  $1.00 d o w n  —  o n ly  $2.37 a m o .

M C -4  . . .  A thril- 
lingly beautiful and 
luxurious, dinner 
ring a t  a sensa
tionally low price! 
THREE dazzling, 

matched, genuine blue-white diamonds set in a 
magnificently pierced and engraved ring of 14K 
Solid White or Yellow Gold, especially designed 
to bring out the flashing brilliance of the dia
monds. (Specify color gold desired.) O n ly  $19.75 
—  $1.00  d o w n  —  $1.87 a m o n th .

Only
*tC95
1 5 9

MC-9 . . . H andsom ely  engraved 
Gent’s case of Yellow Rolled Gold 
Plate; non-corrosive steel back. Fully 
guaranteed dependable 17 Jewel move
ment. Matched link bracelet. One of 
our greatest values. $19.75 —  $1.00 
d o w n  —  o n ly  $1.87 a  m o n t h .

Just $1.49 
a month
M C -5 ... G e n t ’s 
handsome initial ring of 10K Solid 
Yellow Gold. Oval shaped genu
ine black Onyx top.with raised 
White Gold initial and a gen
uine diamond. Distinguished 
styling at a remarkably 
low price. O n ly  $15.95 — $1.00 down — 
o n ly  $1.49 a m o . I

ROYfiII Dinmono ^uirtch col
E sta b lis h e d  18 9 5

\SAJAxim - D e p t , i 50-C I7 0  BROADWAY N.Y.C.



FORDS or
$ 500 CASH 

GIVEN
as a  bonus to  m y producers

A Splendid Chance To MakeUp
Ohio reported $62.60 profit in 

le week and later in- 
his earnings to as high

I f  you w ant an unusual opportunity to  make a 
fine cash income operating a  Coffee Agency 
rig h t in your locality, send your nam e a t once 
fo r  full details about my P lan— FREE.
This chance is open to  one man or woman in 
each locality, or two persons operating in p a rt
nership. Agency is ideally suited fo r m arried 
couples: wife takes care of orders and handles 
calls a t hom e; husband makes deliveries. E arn 
ings s ta r t  first day. Prosperous business quickly 
developed through rehiarkable, tested plan. 
Agencies pay up to $60.00 in a week for full 
tim e; $35 for p a rt time. Producers are given 
their choice of a  brand-new Ford Tudor Sedan 
or $500.00 cash as a bonus, over and above their 
weekly cash income. Big weekly earnings and 
generous bonus besides make this offer one of 
the most liberal and unusual money making 
opportunities you have ever seen. Let me send 
you complete free details w ithout obligation to 
you.

No Delay—Profits Start 
at Once

No previous experience necessary—I  provide everything 
you need to get going, guide you and help you. Thirty-day 
tria l without money-risk to you. You can sta rt a Coffee 
Agency and make good money your very first week. Olsen 
of New York reported $24.86 profit for his first day; Mrs. 
Hosick, of Nebraska, $41.78 her first week : Whitcomb of

as $146.00 in a  week.

You Don't Risk a Penny
Your thirty-day tria l with complete business equipment 
is absolutely guaranteed against money-risk. Business 
easily handled. No large stock to carry, no overhead ex
penses. Make your home your headquarters. Onoe started, 
I 'll  give you credit—let you operate on my money.
This offer is made by a  large, old established and reputable 
company noted for the quality of its  products—absolutely 
guaranteed. Send for full facts about opening hi your 
locality. Complete details will be mailed free. Send cou
pon—ACT AT ONCE.

A L B E R T M ILLS , President
4294 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

Albert Mills, Pres.
4294 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.
Please send full free facts about operating a local Coffee Agency 
paying up to $60 in a week. Also tell me about your Ford Sedan 
or $600.00 Cash Bonus offer to your producers.

Name.

Address.

<Please print or write plainly)
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THIS SEAL PROTECTS YOU AGAINST REPRINT FICTION!

All stories in magazines bearing this seal are written especially lor this publisher and have 
never beiore been printed in any form!

A Smashing Feature-Length Detective Novel
1 THE RIDDLE OF THE HEADLESS MEN............By John Kohler

Out of the pitch-black night came the grim m arauder who severed his victim’s heads and left 
their gruesome bodies gushing blood. Jo-Jo Mangin fought his way through an intricate maze 
of horror to find the fiend’s identity—but the mysterious killer cunningly enlisted the aid of 
Mangin’s girl—to lay the guilt a t Jo-Jo’s feet I

3 Vivid, Jolting Novelettes of Crime Fighting 3
2 THE DEVIL’S CLINIC.........................................B y  Norvell W. Page

How could Owen Masters, with only the aid of a grey-eyed young girl and a  brave young doc
tor, hope to smash the criminal overlord who drew his bloody profits from the broken bodies 
of innocent young children ? A pulse*jolting Owen Master’s story—in which he lives two lives 
and risks them both I

3 SOLVE YOUR OWN MURDER................... By J. A. L. Chambliss
I t  was Detective Lew Bryce’s awful task to show his assassins a loophole in their diabolical 
scheme on his own life. Would he be condemned to death by his failure to find a  flaw in gang
dom’s murder-masterpiece ?

4  DEATH BREAKS PAROLE........................By Wyatt Blassingame
Could John Smith smash the crooked parole-ring of gangdom and so save the life of his 
friend. Lieutenant Paul Rutgers ? Against hopeless odds he fought them—with only the help 
of the golden haired girl who had once saved his life, and once almost caused his death 1

4 Drama-Packed Detective Short Stories 4
5 TIP FROM THE TOMB.............................................By Eric Howard

The1 crooks feared white-haired old Todd while he was alive, so they killed him. But they sealed 
their own fate when they did so—for Todd solved his greatest case from the tomb I

6 THE LADY AND THE GUN...............................By Charles Boswell
Did the festering bitterness of six years in prison cause Laura Malone to break parole—as 
well as Officer O'Connor’s heart?  Or did she really commit th a t second murder . . . ?

7 MURDER ROMANCE................................. By Robert W. Thompson
Detective Dan Richard saw his beautiful wife keep a tryst with a gunman, and for him life 
became bitter. But it  was even worse when she confessed to murder! (

8 SEVEN STEPS TO HELL................................................By Paul Ernst
When Packy Boyd swore the law would never get him he m eant it. He set a  trap  outside his 
hideout th a t would blow a  cop to hell—even if th a t cop was Detective Bill Boyd, Packy’s own 
brother!

2 Detective Short-Short Stories 2
9 THE INVISIBLE WITNESS.................................By Gabriel Wilson

When Hubert Montague killed the woman he no longer loved, he thought th a t was the end of 
it—but he carried the m ark of her crimson lips to the gravel

10 PICTURE OF GUILT...........................................By Ray Cummings
John Magin was a camera expert. One moonlight night he photographed two corpses—and 
took a  picture of his own death w arran t 1

—  AND —
11 THE MODERN SHELL GAME...........................................A Feature

—with variations.
12 THE CRIME CLINIC..............................................................A Feature
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Panic Loomed...The Show Went On!

EXTRA,

■ass?
XATIONALCA***̂
■ t—--rTA

IT  SORE WAS*LUCKY THOSE BATTERIES 
HAD .THE POWER TO, LAST THROUGH 
THAT DANCE ACT f  I WANT SOME MORE 

OF THE SAME KIND.?

THAT WASN'T OUCH -  THAT WAS FRESHNESS 1 
ALL SATTERIES CONTAIN MOISTURE .WHEN, 
THEYR'E FRESH. AS THEY ORY OUT AFTER  
MONTHS ON THE SHELF, POWER DIES. _ 
THAT'S WHY. THE*EVEREADY’  DATEsUNE  

©UARANTEES LONG LIFE.

Crowded Theatre Goes 
Dark as Fuse Blows

"T he  dog-and-pony num ber was finishing,”  writes 
Stage M anager Frank M. Polhamius, Jr., of 195 Fuller 
Lane, W innetka, 111., “w hen an overloaded m ain fuse 
blew  o u t  A s the stage w ent black, panic threatened 
the  lives of thousands crowding the  full house.

"P art of my equipm ent as stage m anager is my 
trusty ‘Eveready’ flashlight Before th e  audience 
could sense that anything w as wrong, I called for 
the  curtain, dashed to the  wings and  played my 
flashlight on the  apron of the stage like a  baby sp o t

"Fortunately, a  dance team  w as ready to go on. 
In a  split second they w ere on  the stage and going 
through their routine in the spot furnished by  my 
flashlight D A T E D  ‘Eveready’ batteries in that

flashlight h ad  lighted m y  
w ay around dark theatres 
for m anyw eeks before they  

w ere called upon to m eet th is spine-chilling em er
gency. So you can b e t 1 realized in  those critical 
m om ents just how  m uch it can m ean to buy bat
teries that a re  fresh and  full 
of life. No one can ever 
know  how m any lives w ere 
saved by  DA TED ‘Eveready’ 
batteries that night.

(Signed)

“ E V E R E A D Y ”  
A R E  F R E S H

B A T T E R I E S
B A T T E R I E S

The date-line guarantees freshness
NATIONAL CARBON CO.. INC.. 30 E ast 42nd Street. N ew  York, N. Y.
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THE MODERN
“Guaranteed to cure poison ivy, bar

ber’s itch, falling arches, spots before the 
eyes, headache . . . Such was the cry 
of the confidence man of past years. All 
this swindler needed was a number of 
bottles filled with colored liquid and he 
was ready to defraud an unsuspecting 
public. But since that time the public has 
grown smarter, very much smarter, and 
Mr. Crook has been hard put to produce 
ever more intricate, more involved 
schemes for fraud. And not the least of 
the worries of the confidence man and 
swindler has been the resourceful, quick
witted work of police detectives all over 
the country. No great city is without a 
detective bureau that smashes down on 
fraud and swindling relentlessly, without 
mercy. The cleverness of the swindler has been 
great, but the brilliance of the detective has 
been even greater. It is interesting to recall a 
few of the more elaborate swindles of recent 
years, gaining thereby an insight into the twisted 
mentality of the criminal.

An expensively dressed lady of dignified ap
pearance walked into a Boston department store 
recently and asked to look at some evening

SHELL CAME
gowns. With little hesitation, she picked out a 
a gown and asked the clerk to wrap it up—for 
payment she offered a $500 dollar bill.

Since the store had been warned to be on the 
look-out for counterfeit money, the clerk was 
told to keep the woman in conversation while 
the bill was sent to a bank for examination. 
After a short wait the woman demanded either 
the dress of her money—when she found out the 
reason for the delay she was furious. When the 
bill was returned from the bank—pronounced 
perfectly good money by them—the woman re
fused the dress and walked indignantly from the 
store. Later that^day she returned, saying that 
she had been unable to find a duplicate dress 
in any other store, and that she would consent 
to buy the one picked out earlier in the day. 
It was paid for with a $500 bill. Yes, you 
guessed it—it was not the good bill the bank 
had seen, but a counterfeit one. The whole act 
was but a scheme to insure the acceptance of 
the bogus money.

In Washington State a gruesome fraud was 
exposed a few months ago. It was the fraud of 
faked automobile accidents. The swindlers in 
this case all carried heavy automobile accident 
insurance. Taking two cars, they would meet on 
a lonely road and “stage” an accident. The occu
pants would get out of the cars and the cars 
would then be rolled down an embankment, 
smashing at the bottom. Afterward, the swin-

How do you know you can’t write?
HAVE you ever tried? Have you 

ever attempted even the least 
bit at training, under competent guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so easy 
to do, waiting for the day to come some time 
when you will awaken, all of a sudden, to the 
discovery, “I am a writer”?

If  the latter course is the one of your choosing, you 
probably n ever w ill w rite . Lawyers must be law clerks. 
Engineers must be draftsmen. We all know that, in our 
times, the egg does come before the chicken.

I t is seldom that any one becomes a w riter until he (or 
she) has been writing for some time. That is why so 
many authors and writers spring up out of the newspaper 
business. The day-to-day necessity of writing—of gather
ing material about which to write—develops their talent, 
their insight, their background and their confidence as 
nothing else could.

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America bases 
its writing instruction on journalism—the training that 
has produced so many successful authors.

COUNTRY HOME BUYS FIRST STORY
“I  received a  check for $25 from 
Country Home Magazine. This, with 
checks which I have received from 
the Oregon Journal for feature 
stories, makes about $40 I have 
earned since beginning the course. 
Of course, this is just a beginning 
but there is very tangible encourage
m ent in a check. And It is not bad, 
do you think, for a person who had 
never sold a  line before studying 
with you.” Lois M. Small

Silver Lake, Oregon

Learn to write by writing

NEWSPAPER Institute training is based on the New 
York Copy-Desk Method. I t  starts and keeps you 

w riting in your own home, on your own time. Week by 
week you receive actual assignments, just as if you were right at 
work on a great metropolitan daily. Your writing is individually 
corrected and constructively criticized. A group of men, whose 
combined newspaper experience totals more than 200 years, are 
responsible for this instruction. Under such sympathetic guidance, 
you will find that (instead of vainly trying to copy some one else'* 
writing tricks) you are rapidly developing your own distinctive, 
self-flavored style—undergoing an experience that has a thrill to 
It and which at the same time develops in you the power to make 
your feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing become awestruck by fabulous 
stories about millionaire authors and therefore give little thought 
to the $25. $50 and $100 or more that can often be earned for 
material that takes little time to write—stories, articles on busi
ness. fads, travels, sports, recipes, etc.—things that can easily be 
turned out in leisure hours and often on the impulse of the moment.

A chance to test yourself
We have prepared a unique Writing Aptitude Test which telle 

whether you possess the fundamental qualities necessary to suc
cessful writing—acute observation, dramatic instinct, creative 
imagination, etc. You’ll enjoy taking this test. It’s free. Just 
mail the coupon today and see what our editors say.
Newspaper Institute o# America, One Park Avenue, New York.

4



N O T M E .
m  NOT SO/NG TO WASTE 
M Y TIME. SUCCESS /S  

.  JUST A M ATTER OF 
\ ,£ ( IC *  AND /  WASN'T 
"  i BORN LUCKY, a

K  J W l P w  !M  CONVINCED 
THAT /  CAN MAKE GOOD 
MONEY IN  RADIO. (  /
I'M COINS TO START > B p  
TRAININS TOR RADIO /  \ \  
RIGHT NOW,

|’V6 KEN STUDYING RADIO 
ONLY A FEW MONTHS UNO 

I'M ALREADY MAKING 
. 6 0 0 0  MONEY IN ,
[ MY E W E /O Sb A
V  TIME (

«0I) CERTAINLY 
KNOW RADIO.
mine never l 
SOUNOED |  
BETTER.. N

THIS N.R.I, TRAININS 
IS GREAT. AND THEY 

k  SENT REALRAOIO 
1% PARTS TO HELP 
m .  ME LEARN 
f  QUICKLY j

BILL'S A SAP TO WASTE 
MISTIME STUDYING 

RAOIO AT HOME

SAME OLD GRIND"  
.SAME SKINNY PAY 
8  ENVELOPE" I'M 
f  JU*T WHERE I 
1 WAS FIVE YEARS

SHEW CM A
failure .

LOOKS LIKE 
I'LL NEVER 

SET ANYWHERE

VOH LL ALWAYS OS 
A FAILURE. TOM, 

UNLESS YOU OS SOME 
THIN® ABOUT IT. 

WMHINS AN0 WAITING 
WON'T GET YOU 

ANYWHERE _

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

I. E. SMITH. President 
National Radio Institute

EstaMished IMS

Many Maka $5, $10, $1$ 
a Week Extra in Spare 
Time While Learning

I every n e ig h b o rh o o d

S & S i W f f

GOOD RADIO JOBF O R A
Many Radio Ex
perts Make $30, 

$50, $75 a Week

sh o w in g  how  
T h ro u g h o u t y o

to do Radio repair lobe.
^  j r  t r a in in g  I  se n d  p la n s  an d  

id ea s  t h a t  n u d e  good sp a re  t im e  m o n ey  fo r 
h u n d re d s . I  se n d  S p ecia l E q u ip m en t to  con
d u c t e x p e rim e n ts , b u ild  c irc u its , g e t  p rac
t ic a l  e x p e rie n c e  I  GIVE YOU A COMPLETE,
MODERN, PRO FESSIONAL ALL WAVE, ALL 
PU RPOSE RADIO SET SERVICING IN STRU 
M ENT TO H ELP SERVICE SETS QUICKER— 
SAVE TIM E, MAKE MORE MONEY.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
__________  “ R ich  R ew ards In
I t 'S  f te e  to  a n y  fe llo w  o v e r 16

Mall the coupon now for
R ad io .”  I t ’s  f r e e  to  any  _ __
y e a rs  old. I t  p o in ts  o u t R a d io 's  sp a re  t im e  
an d  fu l l  t im e  o p p o rtu n itie s , a lso  th o s e  com 
in g  in  T e le v is io n ; t e l l s  a b o u t m y  t ra in in g  
in  R adio  a n d  T e le v is io n ; sh o w s y ou  le t te r s  
b o m  m en  I  tra in e d , te l l in g  w h a t th e y  a re

SSS3&BS —
J . E . SM ITH , P resid en t 

N ation a l R adio In stitu te , Dept 7NS9 
W ash in gton , D . C.

X. E . SM IT H , P resid en t 
N a tion a l R adio In stitu te , Dept 7N8B 
W ash in gton . D . C.

b e a r  M r. S m ith : W ith o u t o b lig a tin g  me, 
w h ich  p o in ts  o u t  th e  sp a re  t im e  an d  fu
ttS T S&  ’ikSStT1SSLS * sr

sen d  “ R ich  R ew a rd s i _ ______
tim e  o p p o r tu n it ie s  in R adio  and 
m e n  a t  h o m e in sp a re  time to
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How to use the steel square—How to file and net
•awe—How to build furniture—How to txw m 
mitre box—How to  use the chalk line—How to vm

arithmetic—Solving mensuration problems— 
timating strength erf timbers—How to eet gir 
and «!!•—How to frame booses and roofs—How to
estimate costs—How to build houses, barns, gaa* 
ages, bungalows, etc.—How to read and draw 
plans—Drawing up specifications—How to ex
cavate—How to use settings 12, 13 arid 17 on the 
steel square—How to build hoists and scaffolds— 
skylights—How to build stabs—How to put^oo
lay floors—How to paint

a hang doors—How to lath—

T H E O . A t!D E L  & CO ., 49 W . 23rd St., Now York City

«  mo2t»S S t f f #  i  jSdT
No oU tatioo union I  am aUWkd.

DETECTIVE TALES

dlers would return home, notify the insurance 
companies, and proceed to “injure” themselves. 
They cut themselves with knives, smashed and 
bruised themselves with hammers, and abraded 
their skin with sandpaper. When the insurance 
doctors called, the groaning “patients” would 
point to their many wounds and claim paralysis 
and shock. It may sound fantastic, but within 
five years this particular group collected over 
fifty thousand dollars from insurance companies 
within the State of Washington.

A man in Chicago had a brilliant thought re
cently: he became an agent for song writers. 
When songs were sent to him, he would write 
the composer that a publishing house was in
terested but that he needed money for “promo
tion”. Getting the money, he would then write 
the composer, on a faked publishers letterhead, 
that more money was needed for a “recording”. 
If  this money came, the agent-publisher-recorder 
would make a record of the song, singing it him
self while his stenographer played the piano. 
After that, the composer heard no more news of 
his masterpiece.

All these cases may sound clever, but it is well 
to remember that in every case the criminal* 
were apprehended and given stiff terms for their 
offenses. It was through clever detective work 
that these frauds were stopped, and but for thi* 
detective work many more innocent people would 
be the victims of conscienceless vice.

C  D  E  r I  \  I  NATIONAL'S FAMOUS
SUPER-QUALITY V <<m

C  A  I  C  |  ENGINEER'S W A T C H ^ f
O N L Y  $2 .9 7 .,

A OCCBACY guaranteed tv  KW-year-old-million-dollar fac- 
tory. Solid Gold affect c m  guaranteed »  yean. *  1mm  

handsome locomotive crown, time-keeper dial, railroad back.
Compare with a  $20 watch.
(pCUn MO M flM rV  —When your watch arrives pay postman dLMJ RU IrlUMLI 12.97 (plus postage). Examine w att* 
carefully. Your money back if not amazed a t the value. H  you 
order a t once, you can get a second watch tor only $1 more. Sell 
It to a friend for $3.97 regular price and your own will cost you 
nothing! No string to this offer, no catch to  it! B ut you must 
act AT ONCE during this special Expansion Sale. Send coupon 
or postal today! FREE knife and chain to match with every watch!

Dept E-9212, NATIONAL WATCH CO. OF WALTHAM, MASS.

YES1 D ShIp one B'  R- modei watcil a t $2.97.
□  Ship two R. R. watches for total $3.97.

I  will pay on arrivaL Nothing more to pay. Money back if 
not delighted. I  RISK NOTHING.

[y* . T - *• . 

11  * 2

[FREE!! ^U^R/XISITIE

Ever wish you'd been born in a more adventurous age? 
Read ACE-HIGH-and ride to thrilling drama at the 

side of the Old West's immortals!
On sale at all leading newsstands 10 cents a copy
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T h r e e  hundred and sixty-five days from now — 
what?

Will yon still he struggling along in the same 
old job at the same old salary — worried about the 
future — never able to make both ends meet?

One year from today will you still be putting 
off your start toward success — thrilled with am
bition one moment and then cold the next — delay
ing, waiting, fiddling away the precious hours that 
will never come again?

Don’t do it, man — don’t do it.
There is no greater tragedy in the world than 

that of a man who stays in the rut all his life, 
when with just a little effort be could advance.

Make up your mind today that you’re going to 
train yourself to do some one thing well. Choose 
the work you like best in the list below, mark an 
X beside it, and, without cost or obligation, at 
least get the full story of what the I. C. S. can do 
for you.
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THE RIDDLE OF THE
By JOHN KOBLER

(Author of "Corpses, C .O .D ." etc.)

Who was the 
grim m arauder  
that severed his vic
tims’ heads and left 
their limp bodies gush
ing b lo o d — alw ays in 
pitch-black night? . . . Jo-Jo Mangin thought he had fought his way to 
the horrible answer—until the mysterious killer cunningly enlisted the 
aid of the girl young Mangin loved—to lay the guilt at Jo-Jo’s feet!

CHAPTER ONE

H o rro r on  the Sidewalk

NIGHT, moonless and black as 
ravens’ wings, hung over the water
front. No star glimmered through 

the dense, massed cloud-banks that sailed 
low with the lashing wind. Beneath this 
oppressive, jet canopy the East River 
8

churned toward the sea. Occasionally a 
coal-barge or a tug slid silently by, casting 
a baleful gleam over the oily waters. Occa
sionally a fog-horn moaned dismally like 
a soul in torture.

Along South Street, paralleling the 
river, only the chunky, ten-story Argus 
building throbbed with life and movement; 
but shut up within itself were the rattle 
of typewriters, the clanging of telephones,
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the roar of presses, the bustle and din of 
a great city newspaper. Outside there was 
silence, impenetrable, murky silence. The 
shabby gin-dens where a derelict could 
get a shot of “smoke” for a dime, the 
grimy flop-houses, the shipyards and fac
tories were lost in black obscurity, broken 
at intervals by street-lamps. These 
splashed pools of light on the cracked

T h e  knife was poised in  midair!

pavements that were like oases in the limit
less desert of the night.

It was two A.M. Somewhere a patrol
man, cold and shivering, pounded his 
lonely beat. A scrawny cat mewed in an 
alley. A scrap of paper skittered along 
the gutter. All else seemed lifeless, dead.

9
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Then presently, some ten blocks north 
of the Argus building, a man emerged 
from a side-street and, his shadow merg
ing with the deeper shadows of the night, 
began threading his path slowly between 
the widely-spaced street-lamps. None but 
the sharpest eyes could have seen him as 
he appeared for an instant in a pool of 
light, then vanished and moved forward 
silently, almost stealthily, until he reached 
the next lamp.

He was a frail, wasted little man, car
rying his head bird-like to one side and 
hunching his bony shoulders. There was 
an odd, unnatural rhythm to his gait. It 
was not that he was drunk or weary. He 
walked straight enough, but he walked 
with a lilt, an elation, as though he were 
floating.

When he penetrated the next circle of 
light his step slackened, relaxed. He 
seemed suddenly relieved. Then, plung
ing again into the darkness, nervousness 
descended upon him and he quickened his 
pace, hugging the shop-fronts, trying to 
pierce with his eyes the night around him, 
until once more he attained the security 
of light.

Two forces appeared to struggle with
in him—the stimulus of an inner elation, 
an intoxication of sorts, and uneasiness 
—fear.

In this strange manner he progressed 
some ten or twenty blocks. As he neared 
the street known as Old Slip, he halted 
abruptly. This time he was certain. There 
was something there—in the dark—be
hind him. He crouched low, twisting his 
neck about, trying desperately to see. He 
shivered violently. Ahead, thirty feet 
away, stood another lamp. He steeled 
himself, and began hurrying toward it, as 
though his life depended upon his getting 
there. But before he could reach it, a soft, 
whirring sound shot past his head. He 
heard a sharp crack, the tinkle of glass— 
and the lamplight was blotted ou t!

He stood in utter darkness.

He wheeled, seeking with flailing arms 
to stave off the unseen terror he sensed 
was descending upon him. He emitted a 
little scream. It froze in his throat. A 
wild flurry, like the beating of giant 
wings, engulfed him. Bands of steel 
seemed to pinion his arms, encircle his 
throat. He tried to scream again. A 
sharpness, icy-cold and thin, kissed his 
jugular, bit through skin and flesh. He 
felt no pain, only a dizziness, a chill 
around his heart. Denser darkness misted 
his vision. His knees wobbled, buckled 
under him. Gouts of blood issued from 
his throat, spouted across the sidewalk.

Oh, God, God, hq,’s come for me. In the 
night he’s come for me. And I’m dead, 
dead. . . .

The first rays of dawn picked out a 
body lying half on the sidewalk, half in 
the gutter. Where there should have been 
a head gaped a bloody horror spilling 
blood over the curbstone.

CHAPTER TWO

Welcome Assignment

HTHE city room of The Argus, New 
York’s largest tabloid, was a howling 

bedlam of ink-stained, news-dizzy men. 
Copy boys raced back and forth among 
steel desks madly waving sheaves of yel
low copy paper. A battery of rewrite men 
maintained a steady pounding of type
writers that crackled like machine-gun 
fire.

But over the seemingly indifferent men 
hovered the horror of what had happened.

An early edition of The Argus, still 
redolent and wet from the presses, lay 
open on the city editor’s desk. Brand, 
toughest slave-driver this side of hell, with 
a weather-beaten face and a cast-iron 
heart, struggled to preserve his habitual 
poker-faced calm. But the headline that 
streaked across the front page made his 
deepset eyes glitter:
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HEAD HUNTER BUTCHERS 
THIRD VICTIM. FIEND STRIKES 
IN SHADOW OF ARGUS BUILD
ING.

He looked up, barked curt orders at the 
reporters waiting around his desk. Their 
whirlwind progress through the frosted- 
glass door augmented the wild din.

A fresh lead came over the wire: Po
lice were trying to match the dead man’s 
fingerprints.

The copy boys, stripped -of ties and 
coats, grabbed breathlessly for fresh copy 
paper.

Brand leaned back and surveyed the 
chaos with satisfaction. . . .

But there was one comparatively quiet 
spot in that hectic office. Inside the tiny, 
glass-enclosed cubby-hole beyond Brand’s 
desk, a man and a girl spoke in swift, 
tense words. To them, too, had come the 
nameless fear of the thing that had struck 
outside—in the dark.

Joe Mangin—“Jo-Jo the Dog-Faced 
Boy” to his colleagues because unless he 
shaved three times a day he was apt to 
resemble Barnum’s pet freak—was say
ing excitedly, “How do you like it, Lynn ? 
This kill-crazy guy pulls a job right under 
our noses; and do we scoop the town!”

To The Argus’s eight hundred thous
and subscribers Lynn Starling’s imperti
nent little face was familiar. Every morn
ing the tip-tilted nose, the small smiling 
eyes, the cupid’s-bow mouth, moist-lipped 
and red, appeared on page 18, heading 
the woman’s column. But the eyes weren’t 
smiling now.

“I know. A man’s killed a block from 
the bar where you’re drinking ’em up. 
You stagger out and you don’t even see 
him. You leave that for another reporter. 
You were drunk again last night! Drunk 
as a hoot owl!”

Jo-Jo rubbed his jowls sheepishly. 
“All right, I was drunk. I admit I had 
a couple of snifters. But, hell, a fellow’s 
got to have fun once in awhile.”

“F un ! You promised to lay off that 
stuff. Joe Mangin, you’re—say—”

She stopped, as though struck by a 
troubling thought. “I can’t quite figure,” 
she said slowly, “how you came so close 
to that body and missed it. You say you 
were the last to leave Mack’s place. Yet 
you didn’t see a headless corpse lying a 
few feet away. The cops will be inter
ested to know how you managed that.”

Jo-Jo’s broad smile was abruptly re
placed by a frown. The grin came again, 
almost immediately, but his eyes were 
puzzled, hurt.

“You’re not hinting, Lynn, that I 
bumped the poor goof ?”

At the look in his eyes, the girl re
lented. She came close to him, put her 
small hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, 
Joe,” she said. “I—I guess, like every
body else, I ’m a little on edge.”

Jo-Jo shook off a disagreeable sensa
tion. He took her hand. “Look, honey, 
I ’ll quit drinking. No kidding this time. 
Only you’ve got to break down and give 
me a chance. You know how I feel.”

T^OR an instant they forgot the inhuman 
crimes of the head hunter. Jo-Jo was 

smiling, but he meant what he said. He 
had meant it ever since Lynn, fresh from 
college, had won a job on The Argus. 
The answer had always been the same.

“Marry you, eh? What a pile of sick 
headaches I ’d be letting myself in for.” 

“You don’t care much for me, do you?” 
“Care?” She bit her lip. “You know 

I—” But she couldn’t bring herself to 
admit that this big, world-weary news
hawk meant a very great deal to her.

She might have said more, but at that 
moment the door burst open and an ex
cited young man, blond and red-cheeked 
and absurdly boyish, stormed in. He 
shouted, “Brand will have to send me out 
on the headhunter killings! He’ll have 
to!” He stopped abruptly and glared at 
Jo-Jo.
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Lynn’s brother, Bob, was the kind of 
lad who speaks his piece first and thinks 
afterwards. He said, “You leave her 
alone, see? I ’m not having my sister 
mixed up with a knock-about, drunken 
tramp.”

Jo-Jo flushed angrily. “ See here, 
youngster, Lynn’s been around. I guess 
she can take care of herself. I ’m crazy 
about her—and I want to marry her. 
Any crime in that?”

“It’s a crime for a guy like you to love 
anybody. Hell, you were so plastered last 
night you didn’t even see that body under 
your nose. You didn’t do the job your
self, by any chance?”

There it was again! That mocking, 
half-serious suggestion. Jo-Jo didn’t like 
it. He didn’t like it at all. “Is that sup
posed to be funny?” he growled.

Lynn slid off her perch on the desk and 
stood between them. "Bob, you’re acting 
like a kid. It’s none of your business 
what Jo-Jo and I do.”

“No? Well, I ’m making it my busi
ness.”

There was a moment of tension, of 
banked fury between the two men. Ever 
since Lynn had got her kid brother a job 
as cub reporter it had existed. Jo-Jo had 
felt no animus against the lad at first. He 
had never quite understood why Bob was 
so dead set against him. Maybe it was a 
subtle kind of jealousy. Bob adored his 
sister, worshipped her.

Jo-Jo, trying to understand, had held 
himself in check, had accepted the young
er man’s insults and contempt, but now 
he felt a burning behind his eyes, a sud
den anger. He spoke menacingly, “Some 
day, youngster, I may have to spank you 
—hard 1”

In another moment they would have 
been at each other’s throats. Bob was 
advancing, his eyes blazing, when the 
door swung open and Brand rasped, 
“Break it up! What is this, a house 
party?”

Bob relaxed, murmured, “Sorry, Boss.”
Jo-Jo just grinned.
Brand said, “I ’m giving you your first 

big chance, Starling. Bring home the 
bacon and you’ll be out of the cub 
bracket.”

Bob’s face lit up. “Sure, Boss. I ’m 
ready to go!”

“Then listen sharp. The cops believe 
this last head-hunter killing was done by 
the same bird who got Dr. Samuel Corn
ing and Albert .Small last month. Re
member the set-up in those two crimes? 
Coming’s body is found in his sedan, 
parked on a lonely road near his home in 
White Plains. The head’s gone. The 
headlights of the car have been smashed 
—just like that lamp light was smashed 
last night!

“The last man to see Corning alive is 
his partner, Dr. Frank Poynton. They 
had offices together in the Medical Arts 
building. Corning drives Poynton home, 
drops him and goes on. But Poynton 
leaves again and doesn’t get back until 
midnight, according to the elevator boy. 
The cops grill him and he doesn’t explain 
his movements. They let him go.

“Then two weeks later Small, the well- 
known broker and playboy, is fished out 
of the East River. Again, the head’s gone. 
Back at his flat the cops find everything 
in a mess, the electricity short circuited.

“Now, this third guy is knocked off in 
the same way. The cops figure the killer 
smashed the street lamp with an air gun 
or sling shot. They can’t identify the 
body. All the marks have been ripped out 
of his clothes. They do find some ‘decks’ 
of morphine in his pockets. So probably 
he’s a hophead. Did you digest all that, 
Starling ?”

The boy nodded.
“All right. Now, everybody knows the 

cops suspected Poynton in the Corning 
killing. Only they couldn’t pin anything 
on him. I want you to try ! Check up on 
him. Find out what his habits are, how
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he lives, who he sees—or anything else.” 
In his boyish zeal Bob was half-way 

across the office before Brand finished. 
The city editor yelled at his retreating 
back, “Hey, did you get it all?”

“Sure, I got it.”
“Then beat it.”
The next moment he vanished through 

the door. Lynn gazed after him tenderly. 
There was a certain doubt, a fear in her 
eyes. But no one saw.

Jo-Jo laughed good-naturedly, forget
ting how close he had been to battle, 
“That’s a man-sized order for the kid.” 

Lynn echoed, “Yes—a man-sized or
der.” She shuddered, thinking of the 
head hunter.

CHAPTER THREE

Lurking Shadow of M urder

LPH E rumor was that Brand had no 
-*• home, that he lived on news-type and 

drank printers’ ink and slept somewhere 
in a filing-cabinet. Anyway he was always 
the last man to leave the office at night.

Dead calm reigned. The paper had 
been put to bed. Brand sat alone at his 
desk. He was reading the out-of-town 
newspapers.

Jo-Jo blew in. His coat pockets were 
stuffed with rolled up sheets of copy 
paper—the “reporter’s notebook.” They 
were covered with his characteristically 
generous, sprawling notes.

Brand looked up. “Anything?”
“Nave. Cummings gave me a lot of 

hooey. The usual thing. An arrest ex
pected at any moment. Enough for a 
stick in the morning maybe. How about 
your end of it?”

“Jones managed to identify victim num
ber three. Fellow called Romero. Juan 
Romero. He was a hophead all right. 
They’ve got him listed down at the Nar
cotics Bureau. Seems he was quite a guy 
once. Second violinist with the philhar
monic. Then dope got him and he started

sliding. Been living from hand to mouth.” 
“Dope, eh? I see.” Jo-Jo pursed his 

lips reflectively. “Say, by the way, what 
about our white-haired boy? Hear from 
him yet?”

Brand groaned disgustedly. “Hell, no. 
He must think this is a monthly maga
zine. Not a word from him since morn
ing. He gets the gate for this—”

Another voice suddenly knifed across 
his. A woman’s voice, high and tortured. 
It was Lynn. She said, “You won’t have 
to give him the gate. He—he’s—” She 
swayed and collapsed in a cane-bottom 
chair by the door. Her lips were blood
less, white as death.

The two men rushed over to her. Jo-Jo 
encircled her shoulders with his arms. 
“Lynn! Honey! What’s happened?”

She tried to tell them. “Bob—he’s— 
something horrible has happened to him.” 
Then suddenly with strange calm, she 
said, “He’s dead!”

Even Brand blanched under the shock. 
Clumsily, he tried to show sympathy. 
Then, news-values always uppermost in 
his mind, he urged her to speak.

She was mistress of herself now. She 
gave it to them coherently, accurately. “I 
went home for supper tonight. Bob and 
I live together, you know. At eight he 
hadn’t come in. I wondered if he had 
found something that was holding him up. 
Then around nine the ’phone rang. I 
knew his voice at once. . . .  It was—” 
She shuddered, faltered a moment. Jo- 
Jo squeezed her hand She went on. “I ’ll 
try to tell you exactly what he said. 
There was no hello, no greeting, just 
words coming breathlessly. I think he 
was scared—poor kid—he just managed 
to gasp out, ‘Sis! I know who the killer 
is. I ’ve seen him! He—he’s coming!’ 
There was a silence. And then I caught 
two words: ‘Eyes’, and ‘cats’. I heard a 
shot; then a loud thud and the ’phone 
went dead. Oh, God, Jo-Jo, the poor kid, 
the poor—”
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Her story finished, she gave herself up 
to wracking sobs.

Brand was scratching his head. “Eyes 
—cats—what the hell could that mean?” 

Jo-Jo, cradling Lynn in his arms, mur
mured, “Yes, I guess Bob found some
thing, all right. He must have been right 
in the room with the killer.” With all his 
heart he wished he had not quarreled with 
the boy. If he really were dead. . . .

The trio was silent a moment, waiting 
for Lynn to recover. It was Jo-Jo who 
finally said, “We’ve got to find him. 
Maybe—it’s a long shot—but maybe he’s 
alive. Maybe he’s only hurt.”

“Find him?” Brand snapped. “Of 
course we’ve got to find him. I t’s your 
job, Mangin.”

Lynn jumped up. “I’m going too.” 
Jo-Jo’s mind was working fast. “Now 

look, the only chance we’ve got is to fol
low the same trail he took. It lead him 
to something big enough to have cost him 
his life. We’ve got to go there, too. You 
ordered him to work on Poynton. My 
hunch is to find Poynton first."

Brand nodded vigorous agreement. 
“Wait, I ’ll find out if he’s home. We’ll 
get him out of bed if we have to.” He 
thumbed through the telephone directory, 
then called a number. Two or three min
utes passed, and he hung up. “No an
swer. He might be at his office.” He con
sulted his wrist-watch. “I t’s only ten. 
Maybe there are other guys in this man’s 
town who work as late as we do.”

Jo-Jo said, “We can try.”

TJ'IFTEEN minutes later a taxi de- 
posited Jo-Jo and Lynn in front of 

a tall, grey-faqaded building in the pseudo- 
Gothic style. Graven in the keystone over 
the arched entrance were the words: 
Medical Arts. Jo-Jo craned his neck. No 
lights shone in the sheer, smooth face of 
the twenty stories.

He said, “Looks pretty hopeless. There 
doesn’t seem to be any one in that build

ing. Come on, we’ll ask the elevator boy.”
They strode into the lobby. It, at least, 

was lighted. On a chair next to the eleva
tor a colored boy dozed peacefully. As 
they walked towards him they passed a 
glass door which connected the lobby 
with an adjoining shop. “Charles Potts 
—Pharmacy” was lettered in gold-leaf on 
the door.

As they passed it Jo-Jo and Lynn be
came aware that a man was standing in 
the doorway beaming at them. They 
stopped, turned and faced him. The first 
reaction upon seeing him was to smile. 
He was an odd-looking little creature, 
buik like a barrel, no more than five feet 
tall, with ruddy cheeks and friendly eyes 
that peered at the world through round, 
thick lenses. His expression was essen
tially dull, almost stupid, but his happy, 
wide grin was somehow irresistibly comi
cal.

He just stood there, teetering back and 
forth on his chubby legs and beaming on 
them. At last he said brightly, “I know 
who you folks are. Reporters. Right? 
You can’t fool Charley Potts.”

Jo-Jo returned his smile. “That’s right. 
We’re looking for a Dr. Poynton. Would 
he be around at this hour?”

Charley Potts meditated a long while 
as though he were pondering a highly 
complex problem. Presently he mut
tered, “Dr. Poynton, hey?' Well, I ’ll tell 
you. He sometimes does stay up there in 
his offices late. But I ain’t seen him to
night. No, sirree.”

Lynn nudged Jo-Jo. “I guess it’s no 
use.” There was black despair in her 
voice.

Charley Potts bounced up to them. 
“Guess you folks have had lots of fun 
with these here killings. There was an
other reporter here tonight.”

Their eyes widened. They surveyed 
the little druggist with new interest. “An
other?” Lynn repeated.

“Yes, sirree. Fellow with red hair



THE RIDDLE OF THE HEADLESS MEN 15

came breezing through here no more’n 
half an hour ago. He was in a hurry, too. 
Didn’t even wait for the elevator to come 
down. Just ran up the stairs. . . . Say, 
what paper you people from?” ,.

Jo-Jo told him. The druggist slapped 
his leg. “Well, now, what do you know 
about that? This feller said he was from 
The Argus, too. I asked him. I always 
ask folks where they’re from.”

Lynn and Jo-Jo exchanged a sharp 
glance. In both their minds exploded the 
same thought. There was no red-haired 
reporter on The Argus!

Jo-Jo gripped her hand, dragged her 
after him through the vestibule, leaving 
Charley Potts, still delighted with himself 
and the world, grinning from ear to ear. 
The pounding of their feet on the stone 
floor brought the slumbering Negro ele
vator boy bolt upright.

“Yes, suh. What can ah do for you, 
suh?”

“Dr. Poynton’s office! Make it 
snappy!”

“Land’s sake, mister, there ain’t no one 
around at this hour. Ah ain’t seen the 
doctor since six o’clock. Ah cain’t take 
you folks up theah.”

Jo-Jo hurried into the elevator. There 
was a terrible urgency in his tone. “Don’t 
argue! I ’ve got reason to believe he’s in 
his office. He could have gone up while 
you were sleeping, couldn’t he?”

“Sure thing, ef he took the stairs. But 
what fo’ would he wanna do that?”

“You tell me. How about a guy with 
red hair? Seen him around this even
ing?”

“No, suh. I ain’t.”
“All right, then, take us up or I ’ll drive 

the thing myself.”
The Negro capitulated. The elevator 

shot up five stories, jerked to a halt. He 
slid the metal gates back. Jo-Jo and Lynn 
stepped out into a corridor. It was pitch 
black.

^TVHE Negro was terrified. “Say! They 
A —they oughta be a light on up here. 

You think—” Darkness everywhere. 
Had the killer again smashed the lights?

“Where is Poynton’s office?” asked Jo- 
Jo impatiently.

The Negro pointed at a spot mid-way 
down the corridor.

“The third door, ef you kin find it in 
the dark!”

But they were already groping their 
way toward the indicated door. Jo-Jo’s 
hand closed over the brass doorknob. He 
turned to Lynn, “This is illegal, but we 
haven’t got time to consider that.”

They heard the Negro, afraid to follow 
them in the dark, calling, “Hey, you folks 
cain’t do that! Come out of there.”

They entered the room. It, too, was 
dark, dark as night, dark as the jaws of
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death. Lynn felt the small hairs at the 
back of her neck prickle. She pressed 
close to Jo-Jo. “I don’t like it. There’s 
something in here—”

“I know." His hand slid cautiously 
along the wall, feeling for the light switch.

As their ears grew accustomed to the 
tomb-like silence they detected the faint 
ticking of a clock. It merely heightened 
the heavy, oppressive atmosphere.

Jo-Jo’s hand at last came in contact 
with a' switch. He pulled it quickly, with
out thinking. At once he regreted it, for 
the sudden blaze of light revealed with 
merciless clarity a soul-shaking horror. 
It was as though a mad butcher had 
wielded his cleaver in that room. The 
walls, the carpet, the furniture were splat
tered with blood. Fresh blood. The sweet, 
sickening odor of it lingered in the air.

Lynn saw it first and stifled an outcry. 
A man lay spread-eagled on the floor, 
gashed in scores of places by some large, 
razor-sharp instrument. He lay on his 
back so that his throat, slit and pouring 
blood, gaped at the ceiling. Elsewhere his 
clothes were ripped and torn, matted with 
blood from other wounds. But this time 
there was a head, though it was hanging 
only by a shred of flesh. Jo-Jo judged the 
man to be in his thirties. He was taste
fully dressed.

Lynn leaned weakly against the wall, 
drained of all emotion, even fear.

“At least it’s not Bob,” Jo-Jo reassured 
her. “There’s still a chance he's alive.” 
He crossed to the telephone standing on 
a wooden taboret, reported to police 
headquarters.

As he replaced the receiver his eyes fell 
on the desk drawers. They had been 
pulled out and thoroughly searched. Pa
pers lay in tumbled disarray on the floor 
under the desk. Jo-Jo contemplated them 
thoughtfully. “Our friend wanted some
thing pretty badly. I wonder . . . Lynn, 
are you all right ?”

“I ’m all right. Only I wish we could

cover that thing up.” She averted her eyes.
“I ’ll take you home. The cops can 

wait.”
He hooked his arm through hers. Her 

fingers suddenly tightened over his hand. 
“No—listen—there’s some one coming 
down the hall!”

Jo-Jo held his breath, listened intently. 
It was as Lynn had said. Steadily, surely, 
light steps tap-tapped in the hall, ap
proaching slowly, growing louder. In her 
unnerved condition she gripped his hand 
more tightly. “Jo-Jo, you don’t think— 
the killer—"

“No—but whoever it is we’re ready for 
him.”

Nevertheless, he drew her back into the 
room, keeping his eyes fixed on the door. 
With each advancing step in the hall his 
heart knocked at his ribs. He braced him
self against the desk, waited . . . .

The man who finally appeared in the 
doorway was so tall his head almost 
scraped the top of it. He was painfully 
thin, and his black Chesterfield accent
uated the impression of emaciation and 
tallness. The face was distinguished, lean 
and hard-muscled, the jaws fringed by a 
carefully trimmed Van Dyke. He wore 
thick-lensed pince-nez. But there was a 
supercilious, somewhat cynical curve to 
his nostrils that Jo-Jo instinctively dis
liked. ,

TTHE man talked in precise, clipped ac- 
•*- cents. For a brief instant he failed, 

in the sudden blinding flare of light, to 
see the slaughtered body. He spoke 
angrily.

"Just who are you and by what right 
do you break into my office?”

“I’ll answer that in a moment. Are 
you— ?”

“Dr. Poynton.”
“Well, then, Doctor, your office has 

been used as a slaughterhouse tonight.”
By this time the doctor had absorbed 

the horror of that room. Lynn and Jo-Jo
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watched him closely, trying to plumb his 
emotions. If he had any, he didn’t betray 
them. There was an instant of shock, a 
•light lifting of his eyebrows, and his skin 
turned a shade lighter. That was all.

Jo-Jo said, “I ’ve taken the liberty of 
calling the police."

And that didn’t trouble him either.
“Quite right. This—this is an appalling 

thing. My secretary, poor devil. Stanley 
Romain. I left him here at six. He was 
going over some proofs on a medical book 
I am writing. He must have been—”

“Yes. Some one he knew pretty well 
must have walked in. No, wait, that 
doesn’t jell. The lights were out. Even 
the light in the hall was out. Some one 
crept up on him in the dark. Can you 
imagine any reason, Doctor, why your 
secretary was murdered?"

Poynton seemed about to answer. Then, 
as though angry with himself for having 
been lured into speaking at all, he checked 
himself. He repeated his original question. 
“By what right do you break into my 
office?"

Jo-Jo answered, “Take it easy, Doctor. 
Earlier today a reporter, Bob Starling, left 
the office of The Argus. He's been miss
ing ever since. We have reason to believe 
he came to this building. Did you see 
him?”

“No. Certainly not. There was no one 
here today.”

Lynn turned away. “There’s no use, 
Jo-Jo, it’s hopeless. Bob is dead—I 
know it."

"Nothing is hopeless. Not until we 
prove it.” He turned to Poynton. “If 
you’ll allow me, I ’d better call my office.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He picked 
up the 'phone on the desk, got through 
to Brand . . . .

A few moments later they stood in the 
street. Jo-Jo moved towards a taxi-stand, 
but Lynn held him back. “No, please, 
Jo-Jo, let's walk. I—I need air.”

“Sure, kid, sure.” He held her elbow

lightly and guided her across the street. 
He could feel tremors of anguish and fear 
shaking her body. Yet there was some
thing in this emotion of hers that eluded 
him, something beyond concern for her 
brother, something deep and hidden.

rP H E Y  walked on, entered Central 
Park. It was deserted and cheerless at 

that hour. Jo-Jo pulled his overcoat collar 
closer about him, then seeing Lynn shiver, 
removed it and wrapped it around her 
shoulders. She thanked him absently. Her 
mind was turned inward.

“Gee, kid,” Jo-Jo said, “I ’m sorry I 
blew up about Bob. I’ve got nothing 
against him, nothing. You believe that, 
don’t you?”

“Of course I do. You say that—you say 
it as though I thought you had something 
to do with— Oh, I must be going mad. 
Such horrible thoughts keep popping into 
my mind.”

It was certainly, thought Jo-Jo, a hor
rible idea indeed, for her to suggest, to 
hint even that he— By God, Jo-Jo wanted 
to clear up this case—damned soon!

They had penetrated to the most 
wooded part of the Park. There the lamps, 
like friendly beacons, were more distantly 
spaced. They walked in almost total dark
ness.

“Let’s hurry,” Lynn pleaded. “I don’t 
like it in the dark. It—it’s so cold.”

Her nervousness communicated itself to 
Jo-Jo. He glanced sharply around him, 
quickened his steps. In the distance they 
could see the twinkling lights of the tall 
Central Park West apartment houses. 
They looked friendly and reassuring.

As they approached a thick clump of 
bushes Jo-Jo suddenly stiffened, dug his 
fingers into Lynn’s arm. There was some
thing moving in those bushes, something 
that was not the wind.

He whispered to her urgently, “I don’t 
like it, kid. There’s something there ahead. 
Stand still. Don’t move."
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She obeyed automatically, her senses 
numbed with a sudden, overpowering ter
ror. Her eyes were riveted on the lamp 
ahead of them, near the bushes. As she 
looked a sibilant, rushing sound like the 
flicking of a long whip whistled through 
the air. Something struck the bowl of the 
lamp. The light went out. It was as 
though a thick, black curtain had de
scended before their eyes.

Jo-Jo thought: The killer who strikes 
in the dark! He pulled Lynn away from 
the narrow footpath. He spoke low in her 
ear, “We’ve got to go back, quick!”

But she couldn’t move. She stared, fas
cinated, into the darkness where a moment 
before a light had glowed and a movement 
in the bushes had made itself seen.

There was another movement now. The 
trees stirred restlessly, close to them. Jo- 
Jo’s mind was frozen with fear. He drew 
Lynn to him with his left arm, his right 
raised against the thing he knew he could 
not stop—the killer’s blade that could 
slash through a man’s neck! . . .

They stood there for what seemed an 
ageless moment, unable to move, their 
senses painfully magnifying every sound, 
and each second Jo-Jo felt the stealthy 
approach of the murderous thing that 
lurked among the treeg. Then, just as he 
feared he must screamf' or strike out into 

\ that awful blackness—anything to break 
that fearful tension—firm steps sounded 
behind them and a flashlight cut the shad
ows. Mercifully a patrolman was coming 
towards them.

At the same instant a shrill howl of 
pain rose from the bushes. There was a 
violent threshing sound and something 
streaked off into the night.

Jo-Jo shouted to the policeman. “There 
was a man hiding there! Come on, after 
him !”

All three rushed ahead. They ran fast, 
panting. They ran ten, fifteen minutes, 
until they came out the other side of the 
park. They found nothing . . . .

CHAPTER FOUR

W here W ill T hey Find My H ead?

T  YNN entered the small, but exquisitely 
decorated little flat ahead of Jo-Jo 

and made light. Jo-Jo followed. She closed 
the door behind them, and went on ahead 
into the living room. Exhaustion had 
drawn haggard lines under her eyes. She 
tried to smile. It was a wan effort.

She said, “Be a dear, will you ? Go out 
in the pantry and mix some highballs. 
This time I ’ll have a drink with you.”

But a curious uneasiness was stirring in 
Jo-Jo’s mind. He had stopped in the tiny 
hallway to deposit his overcoat—the over
coat he had placed around Lynn’s shoul
ders. A heavy dragging at the pocket 
made him reach in.

His hand came out holding an air-pistol 
—a powerful air-pistol, such as might 
have been used to shatter an electric light 
bulb.

He cursed softly. Who put the thing 
into his overcoat? Some one, within the 
last half hour, had deliberately placed it 
there. And the only person with him had 
been Lynn.

He frowned. That, of course, was in
credible, impossible! Why should Lynn— 
There was no time for him to think. She 
was calling to him from the living-room. 
Hastily he replaced the air-pistol, made 
an effort, as he joined her, not to betray 
his feelings.

Apparently he succeeded, for she turned 
to him calmly and repeated, “How about 
those drinks ? Make ’em strong, will you ?”

He walked obediently towards the pan
try. He tried to make some jesting re
mark. But he couldn’t. For now he knew 
she wanted him out of the room.

He went, searched the pantry until he 
found whisky and glasses. Then, turning 
on the water tap, he tip-toed to the swing
ing pantry door, peered through the panel 
of glass. He saw Lynn in the vestibule.
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She was bending over his overcoat. She 
was looking for something. She straight
ened up suddenly and Jo-Jo ducked back.

He returned, carrying two drinks. He 
congratulated himself that he had not 
given himself away.

When he stood outside Lynn’s flat a 
half hour later, doubting her, yet not 
wanting to doubt, he searched his over
coat. His copy-paper was missing. His 
copy-paper covered with notes in his 
handwriting.

His mind flashed back to the strange, 
half-joking, remark Lynn had made in 
The Argus building about the possibility 
of his having killed Romero! And again 
in the Park, when she had made him feel 
that his quarrel with Bob was somehow 
connected with his disappearance. The 
significance of those two remarks, the 
planting of the gun in his coat, the theft 
of his copypaper, all helped to freeze the 
blood in his veins.

Did Lynn believe that he was the killer ? 
Grimly he swore to solve the mystery of 
the head-hunter killings, if he had to do it 
single-handed. There was more at stake 
now than a news story . . . .

When Jo-Jo strode into the city room 
Brand called to him and showed him an 
old, faded photograph lying on the desk.

Brand asked, “Ever seen that before?”
Jo-Jo studied it. “It’s familiar . . . . 

Sure, why it’s Corning, isn’t it? Younger 
though, when that was taken.”

“I don’t know. The name I have is Dr. 
Peter Conroy.”

Jo-Jo’s mouth tightened with surprise. 
“Judas, the Conroy case! Back in 1920.”

“Right. Know what to do with this?”
But Brand didn’t have to ask. Already 

Jo-Jo had scooped up the photograph, 
thrust it into his pocket and was heading 
for the door. . . .

TpOR three hours the same questions 
had been hammered into Poynton’s 

brain. But the doctor, a trifle grayer, a

trifle stiffer, seemed to have lost none of 
his iron control. For three hours Mason 
and his men had been grilling him. His 
calm answers had infuriated the chief of 
detectives.

No, he had no idea why Romain’s mur
derer had rifled the desk or what he’d 
been after . . . .  As for Corning, he had 
known him for thirty years. They had 
been to medical school together, but he 
knew nothing about his murder. That 
night, the night after Corning dropped 
him at his apartment, he had gone out 
again, walked in the park. That was all. 

“One moment, chief!”
Eight pairs of eyes swiveled to the 

doorway. Jo-Jo had made a dramatic en
trance.

He waited a moment, then said, “I just 
thought you master-minds might like to 
know that Peter Conroy, the defendant 
in the Conroy poison case, and Dr. Corn
ing are one and the same!”

Mason hit the ceiling. The effect on 
Poynton was even more startling. For the 
first time he lost his detached pose. Two 
crimson spots glowed in his cheeks and he 
bared his teeth in a snarl of rage.

“You blasted, snooping, little sneak! 
Couldn’t you leave his past alone?” 

Mason crowed triumphantly. “So, Doc
tor, there was something?”

Jo-Jo intervened. “Poynton doesn’t 
have to talk. It’s all in the news clips. The 
rest he’s given away himself. In 1920 
Peter Conroy, a struggling young phy
sician, was arrested on a charge of lacing 
his rich young wife’s tea with cyanide. 
He got off mainly because they couldn’t 
trace the cyanide to him. And he faded 
from the scene. But he came back, dec
orated with a beard, started all over as 
Dr. Corning. He built up a new practice 
on the proceeds of his wife’s fortune. He 
tied up with Poynton here, Poynton who 
had stuck to him through everything. 
You’ll find that Poynton was the leading 
defense witness . . . .  Right, Doctor ?”
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Poynton spat at Jo-Jo, “Damn your 
soul, Peter was innocent! Jane killed her
self.”

“Why didn’t you tell us all this before, 
Doctor?” Mason asked.

Surprisingly, the doctor’s manner al
tered. He became almost gentle. “For 
Eulalie’s sake. His second wife. She never 
knew. I didn’t want to open up that old 
scandal. I may as well tell you now about 
Romain. Peter kept locked up in his desk- 
drawer all sorts of relics of that terrible 
trial. They had a morbid fascination for 
him. Well, now they’re missing.”

Meanwhile Jo-Jo, unnoticed by the 
tense group of detectives, had wandered 
into the adjoining office. This, he knew, 
had been used by Corning as a consulting 
room. He shut the door and began looking 
around. Bookshelves reached from floor 
to ceiling. There were books on the desk, 
too, scores of them. Jo-Jo never knew 
whether it was pure chance or whether 
subconsciously he had been seeking some
thing of the sort, but the title of one book 
leaped to his attention: DISEASES OF 
TH E EYE, by J. J. Osier and Samuel 
Corning.

Diseases of the eye! The title teased 
his imagination. Almost intuitively he 
sensed that he held in his hands the key 
to the mystery of the man who killed in 
darkness. Yet he could not pin down his 
hunch. He made a note of the title and 
slipped out as quietly as he had entered.

A few moments later he entered the 
pharmacy in the lobby. Charley Potts 
stood behind a pyramid of bicarbonate of 
soda tins. His fat, waggling head barely 
showed above the high counter. As he 
saw Jo-Jo his face became wreathed in 
smiles.

“Well, well,” he chortled, “Mr. Report
er. Another killing, eh? Tsk-tsk—it’s 
terrible, terrible. How people can be so 
thoughtless!”

“Thoughtless ? Yeah, that’s a good word 
for it.”

Jo-Jo stepped into the telephone booth 
and dialed a number. In a moment Lynn’s 
cool, melodious voice came to him. It was 
easier now to keep the doubt and anguish 
out of his voice, not seeing her. Maybe 
he had imagined everything. He said, “It’s 
me, kid, how are you holding out ?”

“Oh, all right, Jo-Jo. But Bob—if 
only—”

A violent tapping on the glass door dis
tracted him. It was Charley Potts. His 
absurd, jolly face was crushed against the 
panel. His pig-like eyes were O’s of ex
citement behind the thick lenses. Jo-Jo 
motioned him to go away. But the drug
gist tapped louder, bobbed up and down in 
a frenzy of anxiety.

TTY N ALLY, Jo-Jo replaced the receiver, 
stepped out of the booth. “Say, what’s 

the matter with you? Couldn’t you see I 
was talking?”

“But Mr. Reporter, the red-haired fel
low! I just saw him!”

“You did what?”
“I saw him, I tell you. He came out 

of the building—can you imagine the 
nerve of that, with all the cops looking for 
him?—he came out of the building and 
jumped into a cab. I tried to stop him, 
but I ain’t so a-gile no more. I just heard 
him give an address and they were off.” 

“What address? Quick!”
“Yeah, I heard that, all right. It was 

out Columbus Avenue way—‘Six-thirty 
Prospect Street’, he said.”

Jo-Jo didn’t wait for any further de
scription. He dashed out into the street, 
hailed a cab, repeated the address.

Charley Potts lingered in the doorway. 
The happy, fatuous smile had returned 

to his features and he was murmuring, 
“Charley Potts will solve this case, first 
thing you know. Yessirree!”

Prospect Street, some fifteen minutes 
south of Mt. Vernon, was little more than 
a shanty-town of dismal, peeling, frame
houses. In the deepening night, lit by a
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single street-lamp, they appeared ghostly, 
unreal, despite the lights that flickered 
here and there behind curtained windows. 
Jo-Jo dismissed the taxi at the corner and 
walked down the street. His eyes sought 
number 630.

At the farthest end he found it. It stood 
apart, remote from its neighbors. It was 
larger than the others, a big, clumsy, 
squarish house, but equally shabby, equal
ly ghostly. It presented an unbroken front 
of dark windows. For a moment Jo-Jo 
thought he had come to the wrong ad
dress. Surely, there was no living thing 
here.

Then he remembered. Darkness, black, 
impenetrable darkness had been the theme 
of the head hunter killings, a sinister leit 
motif that seemed to knit together the 
eerie series of sudden, horrible butcheries. 
Jo-Jo squared his shoulders and trod soft
ly and cautiously up the worn front stoop. 
He tried his searchlight. The battery was 
dead.

He avoided the front door, sidled over 
to one of the windows opening on the 
porch. He cupped his hands over his eyes 
and peered through the window. It was 
too dark to distinguish the room inside or 
what it might contain, but he sensed that 
the house was unoccupied and unfur
nished. Again, the certainty descended on 
him that he had come to the wrong house. 
Had Charley Potts misunderstood the ad
dress? Or had he deliberately invented 
the whole story in his passion to play 
detective ?

Jo-Jo began cursing himself for an ass. 
To be sent on a wild goose-chase by that 
roly-poly brainless little oaf! But some
thing inside him urged him to go inside, 
to make sure.

He tried the window. To his surprise 
it yielded. He raised it wide and lifted 
one leg over the sill. The other leg fol
lowed. He seemed to be in a large, high- 
ceilinged room. He sensed this, rather 
than saw it. Unable to see anything, he

sniffed instead. A flat, dead odor assailed 
his nostrils, the odor of things long for
gotten.

His hand found the wall and he follow
ed it until he came to a break, an entrance 
of some sort. He passed through this and, 
still feeling along the wall, crept some 
distance down what must have been a 
hall or vestibule. His toe struck against a 
sudden rise in the floor and he stumbled. 
He saved himself from falling by grabbing 
at the first thing he felt. A stairhead.

It was then he heard a faint sound be
hind him, so faint that he thought for an 
instant it might have been his own step. 
But, no—there it was again. A scraping, 
a slight shuffling. Jo-Jo’s spine turned to 
ice. He was not alone in that house. Some 
one was watching him, following him and 
that some one could see in the dark, for 
there was no hesitation, no fumbling to 
that shuffling sound.

If only there was a light-switch, if only 
his searchlight worked. He tried it again, 
on the chance. And at that instant a blast 
of light exploded. But it was inside his 
own head—with a terrific pain at the base 
of his skull. As consciousness left him, 
he thought: Where will they find my head 
in the morning?

CHAPTER FIVE
/

T h e  M an W h o  Sees in Darkness

TT WAS dawn when Jo-Jo, lying on the 
A floor at the foot of a broken stairway, 
stirred, opened his eyes. A boiler was 
pounding inside his head and with each 
shock excruciating pain shot through his 
whole body. It took all his strength to 
lift his hand to his head and feel the dam
age. He felt the cut, the dried blood which 
had matted his hair. No mistake about it, 
he had sustained a brutal blow. But he 
was alive. That was something.

Slowly he managed to drag himself to 
his knees. He scrutinized the room. His
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intuition had been correct. It was unfur
nished. Dust lay in thick piles on the un
carpeted floor. The wall-paper hung in 
stained tatters. Was this, then, the killer’s 
hide-out ?

A thousand questions raced through his 
brain. Why had the killer felled him? 
Why, having done so, had he not mur
dered him like the others ? Why this empty 
house and why—Jo-Jo was staring into 
the large central room and his heart sud
denly missed a beat. That thing on the 
floor—contorted and bloody and—Yes, it 
was headless! Like Corning, like Small, 
like the others, the man’s throat had been 
slashed clean through by some super-keen 
blade. The head was gone. Where the 
body had fallen the film of dust had been 
disturbed, and leading away from the body 
were footprints.

An impulse caused Jo-Jo to place his 
own right foot in one of the prints. It 
matched exactly. This merely confirmed 
Jo-Jo’s mounting suspicion. He had been 
framed. The incarnadined horror had 
been lugged in while he lay unconscious 
and the footprints made with his own 
shoe?. But why? How?

He estimated the chances of establishing 
his innocence. With "rising panic he real
ized that every one of the killings might 
be laid to him. The law required no proof 
of motive. Each time he had been away 
from the office when it happened, each 
time he had been alone. How could he 
prove that he was not the inhuman mon
ster who slit his victims throat and tore 
off their heads? It fitted, all of it! And 
when it came to motive, there was his 
quarrel with Bob. Some one had counted 
on that, too.

There was only one solution for him 
now. He must escape. He must hide until 
he could unmask the killer. He knew the 
right key. But he must find the lock it 
fitted.

He turned to flee that house of desola
tion and death and, turning, saw at once

that the frame-up had been thorough. A 
patrolman had him covered with a revol
ver. Revulsion stood in his eyes. He con
templated Jo-Jo as though he were some 
obscene, monstrous thing.

The cop said, “Your bloody game’s u p ! 
One wrong move and—” He waved the 
gun expressively.

Jo-Jo appreciated the hopelessness of 
his position. He was caught in a room 
with a murdered man. His footprints 
trailed away from the body. The story of 
his wild trip from New York would sound 
mad, improbable.

Yet there was one thing he must learn 
from his captor. He faked surrender. 
“All right, you win. I’ll tell you every
thing. But—how did you know I was 
here ?”

The patrolman, delighted at the prospect 
of an easy confession, said: “A call came 
in at my booth. No one knows who made 
it. The party said somethin’ funny was 
goin’ on out at number six-thirty. So I 
came. Step lively, now.”

It was then that Jo-Jo noticed the pa
pers protruding from the patrolman’s hip- 
pocket. He recognized them. His own 
copy-paper, lost when he left Lynn’s flat! 
Cold sweat broke out on his forehead. 
“Where did you get those?”

“So they’re yours, eh? Well, that’s real 
obligin’ of you. Found ’em in the garden 
outside, and since no one’s left this house 
since I ’ve been watchin’, that kinda proves 
you have been here some little while.”

Another turn of the screw. Jo-Jo's 
mind reeled. Papers stolen from him— 
stolen by Lynn?—used against him to 
make the frame-up airtight. He felt sick 
at heart. What could Lynn have to do 
with the killings? It seemed impossible 
that this girl he loved and trusted was 
somehow trying to frame him ! His mind 
rejected such a possibility. And yet . . .  .

He went ahead of the patrolman. He 
walked swiftly down the hall toward the 
front door, swiftly so that his captor had



THE RIDDLE OF THE HEADLESS MEN 23

to walk fast to keep dose behind him. 
Then he staked everything on a wild 
gamble.

He dropped abruptly to his knees. The 
patrolman, unprepared, tripped over Jo- 
Jo’s arched back. He recovered instantly, 
but that one moment of unbalance gave 
Jo-Jo the break he needed.

He lashed upward with his fist, con
nected . . . .

f 'PH E  customers had left the little Italian 
restaurant on Ninth Street. It was 

two A.M., and fat, kindly Mama Inez was 
locking up for the night. As she ap
proached the iron-grille entrance a voice 
spoke softly from the darkness outside.

“It’s me, Mama Inez, Jo-Jo. You’ve 
got to trust me. I ’m in trouble. They’ll 
say I killed a man, but it’s a lie, Mama 
Inez. You must believe me. I ’ve got to 
hide—for awhile.”

“Santa Maria! Signor Jo keel some 
wan? I no theenk so. You come. You 
hide in thees room

He heaved a sigh of relief. Good old 
Mama Inez! He had known this friend 
would not fail him. Since first he had 
eaten in her place, she had looked on him 
as a son.

Respecting his weariness, she didn’t ply 
him with questions, but led him to a small 
room behind the kitchen where there was 
a freshly changed cot. He flopped down 
without undressing. But before he closed 
his eyes, he scribbled something on a scrap 
of paper and handed it to her: DIS
EASES OF TH E EYE—By J. J. Osier 
and Samuel Corning.

‘This one thing you must do for me, 
Mama Inez—in the morning. Go to one 
of the medical bookstores in the neighbor
hood. Bring back that book. It’s im
portant."

She promised, closed the door softly be
hind her. Jo-Jo fell into a deep sleep

Before he opened his eyes he sensed 
that some one was in the room. As he

opened them the figure of a woman leaped 
into focus. Lynn! She stood there, twist
ing her handbag between slender, nervous 
fingers, eyeing him with mixed emotions. 
He thought: So she knew where I ’d hide. 
She’s come to finish the job.

Bitterness choked him. He glared at 
her viciously without speaking. Then he 
saw her cheeks were tear-stained. She 
ran suddenly to him and knelt by the bed.

“No, my darling,” she sobbed, “don’t 
look at me that way. It’s not what you 
think.”

He raised his body on one elbow, eyed 
her narrowly. All the accumulated doubts, 
the hurt, the suspicion stood in his eyes. 
“No? Then what? What have you come 
here for? To tighten the rope that’s al
ready around my neck—for something I 
haven’t done?”

Her burning fingers fluttered to his 
mouth, trying to stem the tide of bitter 
words. “No, no, I swear it!”

“How did you know I was here?”
“It just seemed the only place for you 

to hide. I knew Mama Inez would take 
you in. I knew she’d trust me and let me 
in. And after I heard about them finding 
that copy paper—”

“I don’t have to tell you how it got 
there.”

The directness of her answer was like 
a blow between his eyes. She said, “No. 
I dropped it there myself the day before.”

“You! You did this tiling to me. But 
why, why—”

Again she pressed close to him. He 
could feel the trembling of her body 
against him. “Listen, please. Try to un
derstand. I ’ll tell you now. I ’ve got to 
even if it means Bob’s death.”

“Bob! But he—” He ran cold with ap
prehension. Had he been right ? Was Bob 
Starling the head hunter?

“Bob isn’t dead. I never thought he 
was. Please, dearest, you must listen. 
You must. That night, the night after 
Romero was killed, Bob did telephone me.
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He did say what I told you. Then there 
was some sort of scuffle. And another man 
came to the ’phone. He—he told me he 
had Bob where he wanted him, chained 
up and helpless, that unless I did exactly 
as he ordered, my brother would die—die 
horribly. So help me, I believed him, I 
had to. I love Bob, Jo-Jo, more than 
anything—almost more than anything. I 
was ready to do whatever I was told. 
Don’t ask where he is. I don’t know. I 
swear it.

“The first thing the man made me do 
was to tell Brand that I heard a shot, that 
Bob was killed. I guess you know the 
rest; how he forced me to frame you, how 
I stole your copy-paper. He wanted to 
draw suspicion away from himself.

“And I did it. I tried to go through 
with it. I thought I could. But I can’t. 
Now you’re in terrible danger. It’s your 
life or Bob’s—and I—I’ve chosen yours.”

JO-JO was amazed to find that he be
lieved every word she told him. All 

at once his brain cleared, his heart felt 
light. He could lick this thing now. He 
was certain of it with a grim conviction.

Suddenly he was taking Lynn into his 
arms, stilling her agonizing fear, murmur
ing to her softly: “Lynn, kid, if you’d only 
told me—” Then, as suddenly, he was 
again a man of action, a machine. He put 
her from him. “There’s still a chance. Bob 
isn’t dead yet. The killer has no way of 
knowing you’ve come to me. If we can 
get to him first—”

“Oh, Jo-Jo, you don’t know. He’s 
watching all the time, everywhere. I feel 
it, when I go home at night, when I go to 
the office, eyes watching me, eyes every
where.” Her trembling became violent.

“Steady now, kid. You’re going to need 
all the nerve you’ve got.”

She forced herself to smile at him. “I ’m 
all right.”

“Good. Now, tell me this, do the cops 
know about me yet?”

“No. The description that patrolman 
gave was poor. But every man on the 
force is working on it. You can’t lay low 
for long.”

“Long enough. A few hours anyway. 
This is what we’ve got to do—”

A knock sounded on the door. Before 
Jo-Jo could answer, Mama Inez sang out, 
“Itsa me, Signor Jo. I got thees book you 
want.”

He sprang across the room, tore open 
the door and took the book from her. 
“You’re an angel, Mama Inez.”

The Italian pointed her jaw at Lynn. 
“Shesa da angel, Signor Jo.”

“Yeah. Maybe. I guess you’re right. 
Look, I ’m going to ask you to do one 
more thing. Tonight, as soon as it’s 
dark—”

“But, Jo-Jo,” Lynn interrupted. “I t’s 
night already. You’ve slept all day. I ’ve 
been watching you.”

“Judas! All right then, Mama Inez, 
right away. Get Frank Martini, you know 
—the taxi guy who always takes your 
trunks home. I can trust him. Have him 
drive up to your rear entrance. We’ll be 
down in five minutes.”

“I do, Signor Jo. Right away.” She 
paused at the door. “Pleasa, be a gooda 
boy. Taka care of you’self.”

She left them. Jo-Jo took the book over 
to the bed and sat down. It was a thick 
book. He stared at the first page and 
leafed through the whole volume with 
quick, nervous fingers.

Lynn rested her hand on his shoulder. 
“What is it? What are you trying to 
find?”

He motioned her to be patient and per
sisted in his frantic search. At last, half 
way through the hook, his fingers came 
to rest on a short paragraph. It was 
headed: Nyctalopia.

Swiftly he absorbed that paragraph and 
as he read it his eyes became lambent 
balls. When he had finished, he slammed 
the book shut, emitted an exclamation.
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Lynn took fire from his excitement. 
“Jo-Jo, what is it? What have you found ?” 

“It’s—I’ve got the answer, I know it!” 
And then he faltered, afraid to tell her too 
much, realizing for the first time the full 
extent of her peril. He understood at last 
the fearful power that menaced them. 
Conflict raged briefly inside him. Should 
he tell her everything now, or shield her 
from the full realization of the ghastly 
danger that lurked for her brother—and 
herself ?

SHE tugged at his coat-sleeve. “Jo-Jo, 
tell me.”

“No. Haven’t the time to spare. I ’m 
taking you with me. I t’s risky, but I’m 
keeping you where I can see you.”

“But where?”
“To Poynton’s office.”
“Poynton! You don’t think that he— 

Mason’s given him a clean bill.”
“I ’m not sure—yet. Come on!”
They made for the door. And—abrupt

ly—they were in darkness!
Deep within the bowels of the house 

they heard Mama Inez, her voice raised 
in distress. Then silence. And Jo-Jo, with 
his newly acquired knowledge, realized 
the imminence of their danger.

Lynn realized it, too, for she gasped, 
“He’s followed me here!”

He warned her, “Don’t say anything 
now. Stick close to me.”

They were in for it. The room was 
small and windowless, the hall outside 
narrow and short. Thus, the blackness 
was absolute, deeper, more oppressive than 
anything Jo-Jo had ever known.

If they stayed in that room, they were 
trapped, helpless. If they stepped out into 
the hall and turned the wrong way they 
risked the killer’s knife—the weapon that 
would strike from the shadows with light
ning speed.

They listened breathlessly for the now 
terribly familiar steps that moved so sure
ly in the darkness. At first there was only 
silence. With a spasm of remorse Jo-Jo 
feared for Mama Inez. It was late. Her 
patrons had gone home, and the killer had 
broken in upon her.

There was Lynn to think of, too, and 
he forced the painful image of the kindly 
Italian woman from his mind. It was then 
they heard the steps, almost, it seemed, 
directly outside the door. The hall was 
short. A minute or two would bring the 
killer close enough to strike.

God! This thing that attacked in the
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dark, giving a man no chance to fight, to 
defend himself! In the dark? Then Jo- 
Jo saw a ray of hope. He fumbled in his 
pocket, brought out matches. He whis
pered an order to Lynn: “Stand back, 
away from the door!’’

Then he whipped out a sheet of copy- 
paper, struck the match, applied it to the 
paper. A ball of flame flared in the dark
ness. In it was reflected Lynn’s startled, 
baffled eyes, the grim resolve of Jo-Jo’s 
drawn face. He hurried into the hall with 
the improvised torch. It worked!

There was that agonized scream; the 
scurrying of a man’s feet. Jo-Jo lit an
other sheet of paper. It was the last he 
had. He could not go in pursuit of the 
killer, not in the darkness, but this at 
least had averted the danger for the 
moment.

He cried out to Lynn, “Let’s get out of 
here quick, while we can!”

She followed him along the hallway, 
whimpering, “The fire, I don’t under
stand.”

“There are some foul forms of human 
life,” said Jo-Jo grimly, “that can’t stand 
the light. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be alive 
now.”

They left the house, went on to the 
Medical Arts Buikling. But first Jo-Jo 
bought a flashlight.

CHAPTER SIX

T h e  Killer

HPHIS time Poynton was in. He was 
sitting at his desk when Jo-Jo and 

Lynn, without knocking, strode through 
the door. Jo-Jo slammed it behind him, 
leaned against the jamb.

Poynton looked up, stared hard at them 
from behind thick-lensed glasses. His 
voice was edged with fury. “You again? 
How dare you!”

Jo-Jo signed to Lynn not to interfere.

He walked to the desk, brought his face 
an inch from the doctor’s. “Poynton, we 
haven’t time to waste arguing with you. 
We’re here for a definite purpose and 
we’re not leaving until we satisfy it—not 
if I have to break every bone in your 
body.”

He can do it, too, Lynn thought with a 
strange exultation.

But Poynton was neither alarmed nor 
flurried. He met Jo-Jo’s threat with calm. 
“You must be a very optimistic young man 
if you think you can break in here and 
threaten me. Who the devil do you think 
you are?”

“Poynton,” said Jo-Jo moving around 
the desk, “you’re going to tell me every
thing about Corning and Small and 
Romero and the others. You know plenty. 
You know more than a man should know 
who’s not in jail.”

Poynton answered in a tone of such 
level, unfaltering sincerity that Lynn sud
denly believed Jo-Jo was wrong. He said, 
“I know nothing more than I told Mason. 
Absolutely nothing. But even if I did, 
I would make no accounting to you.”

Jo-Jo flexed his cheek-muscles. “I hate 
to do this, Poynton, but by God—”

He moved forward another step. But 
Poynton only smiled. His right hand 
slipped swiftly below the desk and reap
peared holding a small automatic. "You 
fool, did you really expect to < get away 
with this?”

But Jo-Jo was not that much of a fool. 
He backed away from the gun’s muzzle. 
Poynton rose slowly. “I’ve had enough 
of your damned interference. I’m going 
to see to it that you and this girl never 
annoy me again.”

It suddenly occurred to Jo-Jo that 
Poynton had a killer’s eyes. He told him 
so.

Lynn gasped. “God, you wouldn’t 
dare!”

“Frightened?” Poynton taunted them. 
“I have a perfect alibi. Two burglars
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broke into my office and I protected 
myself.”

“Oh, no you won’t,” Jo-Jo promised. 
“That’s a little too rough, even for you, 
Poynton.”

Abruptly he brushed past them and left 
the room. For a moment, Jo-Jo and Lynn 
stood rooted to the carpet in surprise, 
then they hurled themselves against the 
door. It had locked automatically behind 
the doctor. They were imprisoned.

“Jo-Jo, is he the one? Is it— ?”
“Better not talk now. I—” He looked 

up at the ceiling. The overhead light was 
flickering. An oath escaped his lips. He 
flung himself again at the door. He 
couldn’t budge it. He tried the door lead
ing into the adjoing office. The light was 
flickering wildly. Lynn cried. “The lights! 
They're falling.”

And all at once they were in the dark!
Jo-Jo’s voice came in a whisper. “Lynn, 

where are you ?”
“Here, darling, here by the desk. I ’m— 

I’m not scared.”
He felt his way toward her and, finding 

her, took her hand.

r P IIE Y  stood close, shoulder to shoulder, 
A their eyes trained on the door. The 

flashlight in Jo-Jo’s pocket pressed pain
fully against his flesh. Yet he would not 
use it now. Not yet. There would come a 
moment, he hoped, when. . . .

Lynn whispered to him. “Is—it—com
ing—now ?”

He wouldn’t lie to her any more. “Yes; 
now. Keep up your nerve, kid.”

A few seconds passed, only a few sec
onds. They were eternities. When it hap
pened it was so slow, so stealthy that it 
was some time before they realized it. 
Somewhere in the darkness there was a 
stirring, an almost indistinct creaking. 
The door was opening.

Jo-Jo squeezed Lynn’s hand, warning 
her to silence. He took out the flashlight 
and held it like a gun. There was no mis

take about the sound now. A soft step 
was gliding over the thick carpet. Lynn 
made a sudden, involuntary movement, 
jarring against Jo-Jo. The flashlight was 
knocked from his hand.

Instantly he dropped to the floor, 
reached for it. He heard it roll away and 
his heart became a throbbing wild thing, 
driven by paralyzing fear. Frantically he 
groped for his flashlight. A low chuckle 
drifted to their ears. The man was watch
ing them, in the darkness, jeering.

Lynn felt the steady approach of the 
stalking killer. He was making for the 
desk where she stood. She stepped aside, 
mover to another part of the room. And 
the steps halted, changed their direction, 
moved after her.

All she wanted now was to be near 
Jo-Jo, to feel his hand closed protectingly 
over hers. She pressed forward, going 
in the direction of what she thought was 
the door. A man’s body obstructed her— 
Jo-Jo! But it wasn’t Jo-Jo. It was the 
other, the monster. She opened her mouth 
to scream. A hand like tempered steel 
closed over her throat. She managed a 
little choked cry.

Jo-Jo heard it. His impulse was to rush 
toward it, but he knew that way every
thing would be lost. Fie must find the 
flashlight. Another second, another instant 
it might be too late. God gave him the 
luck to find that flashlight! His fingers 
touched cold metal! He opened his hand, 
closed it again. He had found it.

Instantly he switched it on. The beam 
stabbed through the darkness, spotlighted 
two figures struggling in the center of the 
room: Lynn helpless in the strangling 
grasp of a short, fat man and the man’s 
free hand about to plunge a knife into her 
throat. But as the beam of light struck 
his face he released her suddenly, covered 
his eyes with his hands and emitted a 
shrill screech of pain and rage—like the 
cry of a maddened beast.

Lynn, standing closest to him, saw with
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widening eyes the man’s features. She 
panted, “It’s—Jo-Jo, look—”

“Yes—it’s Charley Potts!” And at the 
tortured druggist he hurled, “How do 
you feel now, Potts? You can’t move. 
You’re paralyzed. You can’t stand the 
light, can you? Not without your special 
glasses. No victim of Nyctalopia can. 
That’s why you had to kill in the dark, 
wasn’t it, Charley ? That’s why you made 
darkness wherever you went, so you could 
take off your glasses and work fast.” An 
incoherent babbling answered him.

Lynn wasn’t looking at Potts any more. 
She was looking at the flashlight. It was 
growing dim. She shrieked a warning 
at Jo-Jo. The next instant the light failed.

WITH  a wild cry of triumph Potts 
streaked from the room, slamming 

the door shut. His feet raced down the 
corridor. Jo-Jo hurled himself against the 
door. “Judas, we’re locked in!”

But a thought more ghastly came to 
Lynn. She screamed, “Bob, if he’s still 
alive—-Potts will kill him 1 Oh, God, 
Jo-Jo, we’ve got to get to Bob!”

“Yes, and I think I know where he is, 
if we can get out of here.”

Lynn’s shoe scraped against something 
hard and metallic. She picked it up, 
handed it to Jo-Jo. “He dropped his knife. 
Try it on the lock. And hurry, Jo-Jo.” 

Jo-Jo gripped the weapon, thrust it into 
the woodwork between the lock and the 
frame of the door. Sweat stood to his 
brow as he drove the knife deeper and 
deeper into the door. Then, using it as a 
lever, he bore down with all his strength. 
He clenched his teeth, praying the blade 
wouldn’t snap. The veins stood thick and 
hard on his temples as he strained, 
strained . . . The tension suddenly ceased. 
The lock loosened. They burst from the 
room.

They flew down the stairs, entered the 
pharmacy. Jo-Jo’s eyes darted to the 
heavy door behind the counter. He

dragged Lynn to it. They went through. 
The room behind was a forest of glass 
jars, bottles of patent medicine, parapher
nalia for making up prescriptions.

It was Lynn who spotted the trap door 
under a heavy table. Jo-Jo thrust his 
fingers through the ring and pulled. Slow
ly the trap door lifted. They were staring 
down a steep flight of concrete steps. They 
went down.

There was plenty of light there and the 
killer was prepared for it. He had ad
justed his glasses. He was crouched over 
a figure, shackled by chains to a stone 
pillar. His right hand, gripping a keen- 
edged file was raised, was descending 
toward the man’s throat. Another instant 
and the point would pierce the flesh.

Jo-Jo and Lynn reached the bottom 
step. Potts’s back was to them. He 
whipped around, saw them. His features 
went blank with murder-lust. With a wild 
cry he turned from Bob and sprang at 
Jo-Jo. The two men’s bodies crashed to
gether, closed in mortal struggle.

They went down together, struck hard 
on the concrete flooring. And all at once 
there was no longer fear in Jo-Jo’s heart, 
but confidence. It was a human thing he 
was fighting and with this he could cope.

Potts had found his throat and the ter
rible fingers were closing around it, but 
Jo-Jo brought up his right knee sharply, 
catching Potts under tĥ e jaw. His hold 
broke and Jo-Jo flung after him.

The uppercut did it. It crashed against 
Pott’s jaw. Jo-Jo delivered another to his 
belly. Potts’ body slumped forward.

Jo-Jo got up. He heard Lynn sobbing 
softly. He drew her over to where Bob, 
speechless with gratitude for his escape, 
sat chained. He put his arm around Lynn.

She looked down at Bob and gave a cry 
of joy. “Bob, dearest, you’re safe now.”

T T E  WAS not alone. For the first time 
Jo-Jo noticed that another figure lay
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ten feet away. But it was lifeless. Dr. 
Frank Poynton had been stabbed through 
the heart.

Jo-Jo sucked in his breath. “Judas! 
Poor old Poynton. Potts must have been 
waiting for him when he left us locked 
up in the office. I was sure Poynton knew 
too much for his own safety.”

Bob spoke with renewed vigor. “You 
were right. For one thing he knew that 
Corning did murder his wife, and that he 
got the cyanide from Potts. But Poynton 
was loyal, never let on about his friend’s 
guilt. Even protected Potts. Then, when 
Potts murdered Corning, he made up his 
mind to get him. But in his own way. I 
think Poynton would have killed him with 
his own hands. He was waiting his chance. 
He never even said anything when Potts 
bumped off two more guys. A queer duck, 
Poynton, and a killer at heart himself.

“But,” Lynn put in, “is Potts just a 
maniac ?”

“Maniac, hell! Look around you. Look 
at those walls. God Almighty, those 
shelves are weighted down with morphine, 
heroine, cocaine. And that isn’t all. 
Poisons, too, deadly poisons no ordinary 
druggist would handle.”

“How did you get on to it, kid?” Jo-Jo 
asked.

“Through no fault of mine, I ’ll admit. 
I dropped in here to make a call when 
Potts stuck a gun in my ribs and ordered 
me below. Then he used me to frame you. 
The rest he told me—everything.

“This was the racket: dope-peddling 
and selling poisons to guys who had use 
for them. He cleaned up a fortune. Then 
he wanted to leave it while his skin was 
whole. But they wouldn’t let him. Romero 
wouldn’t. Threatened to tell the cops, un
less he kept on feeding him dope. Small, 
too. Did you know that guy was a hop- 
head?

“Potts had to kiH Corning because he’d 
never be safe while that baby could tell 
what he knew. Poynton was next on the 
list. But first he killed Romain when he 
surprised him rifling Coming’s papers. 
And to top it all he planned to frame some 
one to take the rap, just in case. He told 
me he picked up a hitchhiker, killed him 
and dumped the body in that house on 
Prospect Street—hey!” Bob interrupted 
himself. “Why the hell don’t you free 
me?”

Jo-Jo’s face split in a wide grin. “Not 
yet, buddy. You stay right there until 
you decide I wouldn’t make such a sour 
brother-in-law.”

Bob smiled back. After awhile he said, 
“Well, I don’t want to stay here until 
Judgment Day. I ’ll perjure myself. You’re 
a swell guy.”’

Swiftly Jo-Jo bent down, went to work 
on the chains.

Lynn, watching, felt a warm glow 
around her heart. And she breathed a 
fervent, silent prayer that she would never 
again have to choose between the lives of 
these two men she loved.

THE END
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TIP FROM THE TOM B
By ERIC HOWARD

Grey old Todd was dreaded by 
crooks when he was alive; but they 
sealed their own fate when they 
killed him—for Todd solved his 

greatest case from the tomb!

S p r a w le d  on the 
floor, he raised his 

gun, fired.

“Your watch could be wrong,” I said.
“Never. Sit down. Look at this.” He 

pushed a green and gold piece of paper 
across his battered desk. This office of his 
is furnished with old junk; it doesn’t look 
like the offices of the ten dozen vice- 
presidents of Great Western on the other 
floors. The decorated paper is a Great 
Western stock certificate; a hundred 
shares, per value fifty dollars, now selling 
at sixty.

“Thanks.” I cracked, putting the thing

UP ON the top floor of the Great 
Western Power, Gas and Light 
skyscraper there is a bare little 

office with no name on the door. Inside is 
a grey little old guy with a pipe clamped 
beneath his teeth. That’s where I’m headed 
that morning. Todd, the grey little old 
guy, is waiting for me.

He looks at his watch when I go in. 
“You’re ten minutes late,” he barks.

31



32 DETECTIVE TALES

in my pocket, grinning at the old fellow. 
Old Todd is in no mood for a joke. 
“Look at it, m an! It’s a phoney.” 
“Nice piece of work,” I said. “The sig

nature of Benson, your president, looks 
all right to me.” '

“It’s a phoney, just the same. We’re 
getting lots of kicks on ’em.”

“Tell me the sad story.”
“Listen, Sweeney, you’re supposed to 

be a detective, not a comedian. Save the 
humor for your leisure hours.”

“Okay, boss. Tell me.”

T  STRAIGHTENED out my face and 
listened. It’s a new one on me. Some

body has printed up a batch of these cer
tificates, filled ’em in, forged the names of 
the officers of the company. A dozen men, 
most of them prominent, have been stung. 
It’s worked this way: a good-looking 
brunette moll has the weeps in one of the 
best hotels, right in front of a prosperous, 
easy-looking man. The guy sees the 
brunette beauty in distress and wants to 
help out. The moll tells him the sad story. 
She’s just come to town; she expected to 
visit her aunt or somebody, but whoever 
it is has gone on a trip. She’s friendless 
and alone, and broke. The gent offers her 
money or makes her a proposition. Oh, 
no! She couldn’t accept anything like that. 
But she has some shares of Great West
ern in her bag. She was going to sell them 
or borrow on them, after talking to her 
aunt. She doesn’t know anything about 
business—she flutters helplessly.

The guy takes a look at the certificate. 
It’s all right. Of course it’s after banking 
hours, so he can’t take her to a bank to 
arrange a loan. But he’s big-hearted. He’ll 
lend her money on them. How much will 
she need ?

She puts the bee on him for all he can 
stand—a thousand, five hundred, two hun
dred. And insists that he keep the cer
tificate. If  he suggests a party, she’s tired; 
but tomorrow night—all right! He’s so

kind to help her this way, and so on.
He thinks he’s done himself some good. 

The moll doesn’t show the next night, of 
course. He doesn’t hear from her again. 
Then he begins to wonder. He takes the 
certificate to his broker or the bank.

“You’ve been taken for a ride,” they 
tell him. “It’s been done before. Better 
men than you have fallen.”

Most of them didn’t holler. But some 
did. Blamed the Great Western. Now old 
Todd, chief of the company’s department 
of investigation, is on the job.

“See what you can find out, Sweeney,” 
he said. “Drift around and learn things. 
You might put that good-looking young 
feller you used before on it. Dress him up 
and let him hang around the hotels. The 
moll might try him. Of course we want 
the boys back of her—find their printing 
plant and so on.”

“How much they collected so far?”
“Fifteen grand or so, from what we’ve 

heard. Maybe a lot more. Some of the 
victims wouldn’t howl.”

“You’ll be hearing from me,” I told 
him.

“I hope so. I want action—quick.”

T  HAVE an office in a cheap old build- 
"*■ ing not far from the Great Western. 
Just a place to hang my hat, take an after
noon nap and so forth. When I get there, 
I call up Bob Ainsworth, the man Todd 
mentioned. Bob is a handsome young 
squirt who hates work and likes easy 
money; but not a crook. I’ve known him 
for some time. Now and then I use him. 
He says he can come down as soon as 
he’s shaved and dressed.

I told him the yarn. “Put on your best 
clothes,” I said, “and play around the big 
hotels. Watch for a brunette with sad eyes. 
If you spot her, give her a chance at you. 
Or watch her land somebody else. If she 
tries this Great Western dodge on you, 
lead her on and bring her here—to get 
the money. After that, I ’ll handle it.” I
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poured him a drink and one for myself. 
“I ’ll stick around here every night for a 
while. You can call me up to midnight.” 

That night about ten-thirty Bob phones 
me.

“We’ll be right over to get the money 
I'm lending a lady on her Great Western 
stock,” he said. “Listen, Sweeney, I feel 
like a dog, doing this. She’s a sweet little 
number—a red-head, not a brunette—and 
she really looks sad.”

“It’s an act. She had her hair dyed or 
is wearing a wig. Bring her down, boy.” 

“All right. But go easy on her. She’s 
just doing what somebody makes her do. 
Don’t get rough on her.”

“A Sweeney,” I said, “is always a 
gentleman. Bring the lady down before she 
gets suspicious and scrams.”

Pretty soon he knocks on the door. 
“Come in,” I called.
“This is a strange place,” a girl’s voice 

says, “to come to borrow money.”
“My millionaire friend is eccentric,” 

Bob assures her. “He hates to pay high 
office rent.”

They walk in. The girl is a cute trick, 
very young, wearing good clothes, includ
ing a mink coat. She has large greenish 
eyes that go with that kind of hair, and 
lips that sort of pout.

Bob shuts the door.
“This young lady, Miss Greer,” he says, 

“would like me to lend her a thousand 
dollars on a hundred shares of Great 
Western. Will you cash a check for me, 
Sweeney ?”

“Sure,” I said.
The girl looked at me as though she 

couldn’t figure me having a thousand in 
cash and still using this old office. But 
when Bob pulls out a check book and 
starts to write a check, she’s convinced, 
I guess. She digs into her bag and pulls 
out the stock certificate.

I picked it up and looked at it, just as 
Bob finished the check and ripped it out of 
his book.

“Wait a minute!" I said. “This is no 
good.” I held the certificate up to the 
light. “The paper’s wrong. These signa
tures are forgeries. You don’t want to 
lend money on this, boy.”

The girl opened her mouth, but didn’t 
say anything, just looked frightened. Bob 
played up his surprise.

“Where’d you get this, Miss Greer?” I 
asked.

“You’re detectives!’’ she cried. “I 
thought you were the minute I saw you,” 
she said to me. “You’ve trapped me.” 

“Where’d you get it?” I demanded. 
“Who gave it to you? Who sent you out 
on this job? Who’s the brunette that has 
been pulling it ? Huh ?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking 
about,” she said, in a different tone. “I 
don’t believe you. It is good. It’s worth 
six thousand dollars. I’ve done nothing 
wrong. You can’t keep me here. I want 
to go.”

I got up and went over to her.

SH E wouldn’t say a word. I felt like 
slapping her. You can usually make a 

man talk, if you crack him first on one 
side, then the other. But a girl . . . .

I decided to call Todd. I didn’t have 
the heart to treat her rough. I woke old 
Todd up and he said he’d be down in 
twenty minutes. We sat and waited. The 
girl wouldn’t take a drink or a cigarette. 
Bob looked ashamed and the girl looked 
mad.

Todd got there in fifteen minutes. He 
came in, little and grey and hard, with 
a mean light in his eyes. I told him this 
girl had taken the brunette’s place, had 
tried the same racket on Bob. He glanced 
at the stock certificate and nodded.

“She won’t talk,” I said.
“Get out!” Todd snapped. “She’ll talk 

to me. Come back in half an hour.” He 
turned to the girl and gave her his frozen 
smile. She looked scared. “We’re going 
to have a chat, young lady.”



34 DETECTIVE TALES

It was like saying, “We’re going to 
have a murder.’’

Todd was hard and cold, all steel.
Bob hesitated. But I shoved him out in 

the hall and put my arm through his.
"Let’s get us a sandwich down at the 

corner,’’ I said. “Don’t worry about that 
dame. Todd won’t even touch her; he’ll 
just throw a scare into her.”

We had our sandwich, I bought a paper, 
lit up a cigar and we drifted back. We 
stopped outside the office door. It was all 
quiet in there.

I grabbed the knob and pushed it open. 
I knew something was wrong! The girl 
was gone—and on the floor, lying on his 
face, with the back of his head bashed in, 
was old Todd!

I thumped my head. "What a fool!” I 
accused myself. “God, I might have 
known they’d be waiting to grab the girl!”

“It’s murder!” Bob gasped.
“Nothing else but,” I said, and reached 

for the phone, to call Hager, the homicide 
man at headquarters.

There was nothing to do, after that, 
but to look for the girl and to keep the 
police looking for her. Some chance of 
finding her! They’d keep her covered up, 
of course.

The man who took old Todd’s place was 
a smug young fellow with polished finger 
nails, soft mitts and a cute mustache. The 
first thing he did was to refurnish Todd's 
office with a lot of new stuff and install 
a good-looking stenographer. His name 
was Hughes. He liked to be mistered.

I kept Bob on the prowl around the 
big hotels and the night joints. He might 
spot the brunette at work, or he might 
see the Greer girl somewhere. The way 
I had it figured, she was new to the job. 
The brunette would never have picked 
Bob, even in his best rags. She would be 
able to size them up better than that. The 
Greer girl, being young and scared, had 
gone for Bob because he was young, good- 
looking and looked decent. But the police

didn’t know anything. Bob didn’t learn 
anything. We were stuck.

T  WAS standing in the entrance of the 
A Great Western building, wondering 
what to do next, when a long black sedan 
pulled up. There’s a woman in black, with 
a black veil over her face, in the car; a 
liveried chauffeur up front. For a second 
the woman lifted the veil—and it’s the 
Greer girl!

I ducked back against the wall. She 
dropped the veil and got out of the car. 
She passed me, looking straight ahead, 
walking fast, and caught an express ele
vator. I missed it, but when it came down 
again I asked the operator where she got 
off.

"Not even widows are safe from you 
guys,” he said, sarcastically. Then I 
palmed my badge—Hager fixed me up 
with that, for plenty of favors—and gave 
him a look.

"She got off on the top floor and went 
right in to see Mr. Hughes,” he said.

"Thanks,” I muttered, and scratched my 
head.

What was this, anyway? A jigsaw 
puzzle ?

I waited until she came down. It wasn’t 
long. Then I stepped up and grabbed her 
arm.

“Hello, Miss Greer,” I. said. “Nice to 
see you again.”

She stiffened and ihen tried to break 
away. She was strong and dragged me a 
few feet.

“Jerry !” she called.
Then the chauffeur is coming at us. At 

the moment the sidewalk is clear and the 
entrance of the building almost empty. A 
few men are waiting for elevators. I hang 
on to the girl with my right hand and try 
to reach my gun with the other. This Jerry 
has a tough face and he’s swinging to
ward me like he means business.

The girl gives me plenty of trouble, 
twisting and swinging like a hell-cat. Jerry
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hits me right back of the ear, with a tight 
gloved fist, and I waver. Then he puts his 
arm around me and says, for the benefit 
of those who can hear, "Your father has 
had another heart attack, miss. Come 
along to the car, sir. I ’ll help you.” He 
whispers to me, “Play nice or I'll sink a 
knife in your back, you damn flatfoot.”

I was so groggy that I went to the car. 
He shoved me in. The girl followed and 
sat down beside me. I looked at her and 
saw she had an automatic in her hand, 
pointed at me. Jerry took the wheel and 
pulled out from the curb.

I might have made a grab for the girl’s 
gat. I don’t think she would have used it. 
But you never can tell about these inex
perienced dames, especially red-heads. Be
sides, I had an idea they might be taking 
me somewhere where I could leam some
thing.

They were.

JERRY cruises around as if he didn’t 
know where he was going, just to 

throw off anybody who might be follow
ing. Then he turns into the basement gar
age of a big apartment house, and a mo
ment later, with another tough baby open
ing the door, they hustle me to an elevator 
and we go up.

It’s a swell apartment. There’s a man 
sitting at a carved desk over near a big 
studio window. He looked up when they 
threw me in.

“Who’s this ?” he asked.
“A damn’ private dick, workin’ for 

Great Western,” said Jerry. “He made a 
grab for Molly.”

“O h!” the man said. “Did you take his 
gun?”

“ Sure,” said Jerry. “He's harmless 
now.”

The man at the desk got up and gestured 
to the Greer girl. She went out of the 
room. This fellow was a tall, husky, good- 
looking egg. But hard. I knew he was the 
boss. He had hands like a piano player— 
long-fingered, strong, well-kept. He was

black-haired and • black-eyed, and his 
mouth had a curious twist to it. He had 
a don’t-give-a-damn look.

"Sit down and make yourself comfort
able,” he said to me. “Just what do you 
know ?”

“Plenty,” I said. “I know you killed old 
man Todd. I know you’re the boss of this 
racket.”

He looked up quickly at Jerry, an angry 
question in his eyes. Jerry stared back at 
him, blowing smoke toward the ceiling. 
I guessed that the boss didn’t know about 
Todd until then. That was funny, too; the 
Greer girl must have known.

The boss gestured to the other tough 
mug and beckoned Jerry out of the room. 
He came back in a minute and he looked 
worried and mad. He had made Jerry tell 
him about Todd.

“You shouldn’t play with such rough 
boys,” I told him. “This Jerry guy is a 
killer. He bashed in poor old Todd’s head. 
You should ’a’ seen it.”

The boss drums on the table and looks 
out of the window. He mutters something 
under his breath.

“What’ll we do with this cop?” asks 
the other tough guy. “We ought to put 
him somewhere. He knows too much.”

“Damn it!” snaps the boss. “We had 
everything nice and Jerry had to get 
blood-thirsty. You lousy, ignorant thugs 
make me sick!”

The other fellow took this as a joke. He 
grinned.

“What’s the odds?” he asked. “It was 
just a dick he killed. And here’s another.”

The boss walks over to him and sud
denly socks him. The tough guy staggers 
and makes a wild swing. The boss stepped 
in and put those big, strong hands on his 
neck. He held him and shook him until 
all the toughness went out of him,

“I ’ll show you two who’s running this,” 
the boss snarled. “Now we’ve got to get 
out of town. We could have picked up an
other fifty grand here, using different
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girls. And that damned fool had to kill 
a cop!”

"You had a nice little business,” I said, 
“but one thing leads to another. Your 
sweet racket took in murder. Hager’s on 
the job. Don’t think they didn’t see Jerry 
snatch me. You don’t leave town, brother. 
You’re all in it—you three gents, the 
brunette and the red-head. The red-head 
saw Todd killed. Maybe helped.”

When there’s nothing else to do, I bluff. 
But the boss didn’t even listen to me. He 
stood at the window, thinking. The other 
fellow rubbed his neck and whined that 
he didn’t mean nothing.

When I mentioned the red-head, the 
boss went through the door she had 
opened and into another room. Pretty soon 
he came back.

He had probably asked the red-head 
what she knew. I guessed she didn’t know 
anything. Jerry had probably crashed in 
on old Todd with a gun in his hand and 
had sent the girl out of my office. Then 
he had gone after Todd.

The brunette that I ’ve been hearing 
about comes into the room. She’s wearing 
a white silk dressing gown, embroidered 
in gold, and smoking a cigarette. She’s 
a luscious dame, and you can’t blame the 
boys who fell for her.

"Oh,” she said, very hoity-toity, "I 
didn’t know you had guests, Vincent.”

TDHE boss smiled crookedly at her. "Just 
^  business acquaintances, Grace. Come

in. We’ve got to leave town at once. Jerry 
messed things up. This dick knows too 
much. We’ll have to leave him here, tied 
up, for his friends to find. You and Molly 
get dressed for traveling. Pack just the 
things you have to have. We’ll use the 
touring car.”

The woman looks mad. "Just when 
everything is nice! You’d better leave him 
and Jerry here together—for the coroner. 
What about Ed ?”

Ed is the name Mister Hughes’ friends 
call him.

Vincent snapped his fingers and gave 
her a warning look. She went out.

“Hughes is in it, too, up to his ears,” 
I tried another shot. “Hager knows that. 
Hughes may be locked up by now. What 
did he do for you?” I stared at Vincent. 
“Lifted the blank certificates, huh? Then 
edged himself into Todd’s job so he could 
give you a hand on the inside. What’s 
his cut? How come you didn’t know Jerry 
croaked Todd? I’ll bet you told him to.”

Vincent walked over to me.
“You’re a pretty good guesser. Too 

good. I didn’t know about the killing. The 
cops hushed it. The papers said old Todd 
died of heart failure. Hughes has a drag 
down there and took over his job. Hager 
doesn’t know anything. I guess we’d better 
follow Grace’s suggestion and leave you 
two here, you and Jerry.”

The tough mug looked scared. “You 
wouldn’t do that to Jerry, Vince!”

DETECTIVE
TALKS «

In  the Jan. Issue O ut Nov. 25 th

JU D G E  M A R T IN
returns

in a feature-length novelette:
CHARGE IT TO THE CORPSE!

By Norbert Davis
Also gripping crime stories by Wyatt 
Blassingame, Norvell W. Page, John Kob- 
ler, J. A. L. Chambliss, Paul Ernst, Ray 
Cummings, Gabriel Wilson, Charles Bos
well and others.

TWELVE STORIES —  TEN CENTS!



TIP FROM THE TOMB 37

“Why wouldn’t I ?” Vincent snapped.
“He’s my pal. He didn’t mean to kill the 

old guy. He just hit him too hard.”
Vincent laughed. The two girls came 

out, dressed inconspicuously, carrying 
small traveling bags. The Greer girl looked 
scared.

“What’s wrong, Vince?” she asked. 
“Why—”

“Nothing’s wrong, Molly. You just go 
down to the car with Grace. I ’ll be down 
soon.”

“Nothing wrong but murder!” I 
cracked. “You’re a nice looking kid and I 
gave you a chance. Now you’re going up 
for life.”

The tough mug made a pass at me, but 
I ducked.

“Murder!” the Greer girl said. “Oh, 
Vince!”

“He’s lying, Molly. Go along with 
Grace.”

“Was it Mr. Ainsworth?” Molly asked 
me.

You could see Bob had made a hit with 
her, even if he had turned her in.

Vincent shoved her out, and Grace 
pulled at her arm. She was badly scared, 
and kind of sobbing, as the door closed.

“Get Jerry !” said Vincent. “He’s in the 
closet, in there.”

“Vince, you ain’t goin’ to—”
“Get Jerry!” snapped Vincent.
The tough mug went after him. Vin

cent came over and 3tood in front of me. 
I saw a gun-bulge in his pocket. He was 
pretty sure of himself, all right. If I 
made a move, he’d sock me first, then 
shoot. He could sock, too.

“You do the pen work on the cer
tificates ?” I asked him. “It was nice work, 
the best I ever saw. You had old Benson’s 
signature just right. At first we though 
you’d printed the paper. Now I see you 
had Hughes lift some blanks and filled 
them in yourself. It was a pretty good 
idea. How much did you take out of this 
town? That pen work—boy, that was

sweet! I’ll bet Benson himself wasn’t sure 
about the signature.”

He grinned. Crooks eat up flattery.
“Yes, it was good. The way I had it 

worked out, they couldn’t have picked up 
more than one of us, ever. But Jerry 
spoiled that.” He shrugged. “That’s his 
hard luck—and yours.”

T  LEANED back in my chair, looking 
-*• up at him, looking dumb.

“You wouldn’t croak us,” I said. “Your 
line is pen-work. You don’t want to—”

He was smiling again, pleased by my 
repeated flattery. I shot my feet up and 
went over backwards. A second later I 
was back of the over-turned chair, and 
he was writhing and groaning on the floor, 
his face twisted, going for his gun, which 
was under him. I got up and kicked.

My number twelve caught him behind 
the ear. He was out. I rolled him over 
and was dragging his gun out when Jerry 
and the other mug came in. I felt hot lead 
across my cheek. I fired and saw Jerry, 
who was groggy, fall in front of the other 
guy. The tough baby leaped back into the 
other room and fired around the door.

Just then the main door swung open. 
The two women ran in.

“Cops!” said the brunette. “The place 
is lousy with them! Vince! Vince!”

The Greer girl was weeping, sobbing. 
I pumped away at the tough mug, then 
swung on the girls. How Hager trailed me, 
I couldn’t guess.

The brunette threw' herself down on 
Vincent and put her arms around him. 
The Greer girl sagged against the door 
and sobbed. The tough guy came out, 
shooting, and ran for the door. Lead sang 
all around me, but I w'as back of the chair. 
As he caught the door knob and swung 
the door open, I cut him down.

He fell Into the hall, right at Hager’s 
feet.

“What the hell?” yelled Hager in his 
deep, husky voice.
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1 never liked the sound of that voice 
so much as then.

I relaxed and grabbed my arm. I was 
losing a lot of blood.

“Hi, Sweeney!’’ said Hager. “Workin’ 
alone again, huh? Not cooperating with 
the department. No wonder you get your
self shot up! Why the hell— ?” He shuts 
up and waves to a couple of his men.

They slapped the bracelets on Vincent, 
still out, Grace, and Molly Greer. The 
other two don’t need bracelets.

Hager pulls me up and puts me on a 
divan, shoving a pillow under my head. 
Then he tears away part of my shirt and 
ties it tight around my arm. It hurt and I 
yelled.

“Can’t take it, huh?” Hager grinned. 
“Gettin’ soft! Where’d you be now if I 
hadn’t got here ?”

That made me sore.
“What the hell did you do?” I asked 

him. "It was all over when you got here. 
That’s always the way. I do the work, you 
get the credit. Say, how’d you know about 
this joint? One of your men see me 
snatched?”

He shook his head. “They never see 
anything, Sweeney. A dead man told me.”

“Huh ?” I was groggy and that sounded 
screwy.

“A dead man. Old Todd. He wrote me 
a letter. His widow found it and brought 
it down. Todd knew Hughes was crooked, 
spotted him at two or three things around 
the office. He knew Hughes wanted his

job, too. He didn’t see the connection be
tween Hughes and this mob, but he 
thought Hughes might try to put him 
away. I grabbed Hughes and he coughed 
up his insides. Then I came here—just in 
time to save your life, you ungrateful 
son.”

I growled at him and he laughed. Then 
he got up and took a look at Vincent. He 
knew him.

“The best damn’ forger that ever 
scratched a pen!” he said. “How are you, 
Vince? I thought they had you in jail in 
Canada.”

Vincent glared up at him out of his 
black eyes.

“I never saw you before in my life,” he 
said.

“Okay,” Hager laughed.

T7"INCENT and Grace, his wife, got 
* long stretches. So did Hughes. But 

Vincent and Grace cleared Molly; she was 
a country cousin of Vincent’s, she didn’t 
know much about the racket. They had got 
her into it, handing her a line about Great 
Western cheating Vincent out of thous
ands, and this was his way of getting 
back. The girl told a straight yarn and they 
let her off, on probation.

The last time I saw her she was hang
ing on to Bob Ainsworth’s arm as if she 
would never let go, and he was looking 
down at her, smiling.

Inddently, Bob has my job now. 
Yeah . . . they gave me old Todd’s place.
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THE LADY AND THE CUN
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Was it the accrued bitterness of a six-year prison term 
that made Laura Malone break parole—as well as the 
heart of Officer Connors? Or had she actually committed 

that second murder? . . . .

THE gun lay quietly in a steel com
partment behind a walnut panel. 
It came out rarely, then to speak 

abruptly a blasting, resonant syllable 
called Death, shorty afterwards to be re
turned to its place of hiding. It was a 
.32 double action Colt revolver, blue-black, 
with an ordinary hard rubber grip and a 
short barrel. It looked exactly like thou
sands of its brother revolvers; yet within 
its shining barrel were the microscopic 
variations which, to an expert, would 
mark and identify every bullet that left 
its mouth.. . .

A thin white hand pushed aside the 
panel and picked up the gun, for a time 
secreted it about a nervous body; then 
drew it—pulled its sensitive trigger . . . 
and later replaced it in its tomb of steel.

Following the explosion made by the 
gun a man—“Big Nose” Dick Cortear— 
sank to the floor in a pool of his own 
blood and died. For his murder a girl— 
Laura Malone—was sentenced to serve 
ten years in the penitentiary. They let 
her out in six years and eight months, 
giving her one third time off for good 
behavior.

?9
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JOSEPH CONNORS, parole officer, 
studied the case. The girl had been 
assigned to him for five years’ close 

supervision and it was his job to know as 
much as possible about her. He read the 
story of her trial and conviction, the re
ports of her keepers in prison and the 
remarks of the matron in charge.

She had been a hostess in a swank gam
bling point called Golden Shadows. Con
nors knew the spot. It had been run by 
three men: Reddy Bligh, Gash Palermo, 
and Big Nose Dick Cortear. One night, 
an hour or so after closing, Cortear was 
found dead, a bullet through his head. 
The girl was arrested, indicted on circum
stantial evidence.

Palermo had been a witness against her. 
He claimed Cortear had been making a 
play for her, that she had found it hard to 
discourage his advances . . . Others testi
fied that the girl had been left alone with 
Cortear in the club just before the killing. 
With this evidence the prosecution had its 
motive and its placement of the defendant 
at the scene of the crime . . . The only 
thing the prosecution didn’t have was the 
weapon. The gun that did the shooting 
was never found. Despite this the jury, a 
politically-minded dozen, brought in a 
verdict of guilty—second-degree murder 
—and the judge sent Laura Malone up for 
a ten-year stretch.

Parole Officer Connors remembered 
that at the time there had been some 
newspaper talk about the possible inno
cence of the girl. The papers had com
mented on the known bad blood between 
Big Nose Dick and Reddy Bligh—a 
notorious mobster and killer. . . .

And the papers had also raised the 
question of the gun. Admittedly the girl 
had been in the joint with the man. After
wards she had gone directly home. She’d 
stayed there until she was arrested . . . 
The gun wasn’t found in the gambling 
house, on the street, in her apartment, or 
anywhere else. Where was it? If it could

have been found and its ownership proven, 
it would have been a valuable piece of 
evidence. For naturally the bullet that 
wiped out Big Nose had its own peculiar 
markings. . . .

Now Connors studied the girl. She sat 
before him in a chair tilted against the 
wall of his office. She was fair, slim, and 
pale from her long confinement behind 
grey and sunless walls. Eighteen she’d 
been when she was sent up—now twenty- 
five. She was, despite her pallor, beauti
ful. Her incarceration had left no marring 
external imprint upon her. Her eyes were 
still blue and frank, her lips still impetuous 
and full. There was a grace and freedom 
in her movements tending to belie the fact 
that she’d been stuck away in a narrow 
cell the best part of her youth.

Connors was tempted to agree with the 
newspapers. In his years of experience 
as a parole officer he’d seen hundreds of 
faces trying to look innocent and injured; 
bnt now he found it hard to believe that 
this girl’s look of innocence was assumed; 
that she was really guilty of the crime of 
murder. . . .

The file Connors had been reading in
dicated that throughout the entire pro
ceedings Laura Malone had steadfastly 
maintained she was not guilty. She ad
mitted being in the gambling joint when 
the murder occurred. Why shouldn’t she 
have been? She worked there. On the 
other hand, so she claimed, she had not 
been in the death room at the time of the 
shooting, not even on the same floor with 
the murdered man. She had not even 
heard a shot. Did she know of anyone 
else being in the club at the time? Yes, 
she thought she did. She had thought both 
Reddy Bligh and Gash Palmero were up
stairs with the man who was killed. But, 
she had no definite proof. . . .

But Bligh and Palmero had plenty of 
proof. They had six witnesses to support 
their statements that they were ten miles 
distant from the club at the hour and
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minute of the murder. Six against one . . .
And so Laura Malone served time. The 

gambling business of Golden Shadows was 
temporarily interrupted, but before Laura 
was six months forgotten behind thick 
prison walls, it was going at top speed 
again. This time it split its profits only 
two ways.

A T  FIRST Connors found it hard to 
talk with the girl. She was, her ap

pearance to the contrary, bitter. Behind 
the open blueness of her eyes their lay a 
smoldering yellow hate. She despised the 
world in general and officers—police 
officers and detectives—in particular, for 
what had been done to her. “If there’d 
been a better job of detection—a really 
conscientious job—the actual murderer 
would’ve been found,” she stated vehem
ently time and again to Connors. “Why, 
they didn’t even make a thorough search 
of the club building! If they had, maybe 
they’d have found the gun. Maybe finding 
it would have been too embarrassing for 
somebody. . . .”

Connors had difficulty in convincing her 
that he was not exactly a cop or detective. 
He explained that his position was one of 
trust, to her and to the state, and that 
it was his duty to reinstate her, to restore 
her standing, in her own eyes and in those 
of society.

“The first thing,” he told her, “is to 
find you a decent place to live. And then 
a job, a good job—one that will support 
you and that you’ll be happy doing.”

He got her both: a small apartment in a 
respectable section of the city, and a job 
as hostess in a smart restaurant. She re
ported to him once weekly and with each 
visit he could see that her confidence in 
him was increasing. She was beginning 
to tell him things about herself, her job, 
the people she met. She’d given no 
thought to her old crowd, the bunch that 
hung about the gambling hall where she 
formerly worked. She wanted never to

see or hear of any one of them again.
Only occasionally did she mention 

prison, the incompetence—faked or real 
—of the detectives who arrested her and 
the crookedness of the prosecution that 
jailed her . . .

But she could not forget the gun—its 
whereabouts and the identity of the own
er. The gun continued to weigh on her 
mind . . .

Connors found himself looking forward 
to Laura Malone’s calls. They came to 
be the one bright spot of his otherwise 
dreary week. He found in her exactly 
what he’d always sought in a woman: 
companionship, understanding, and innate 
charm. It wasn’t long before he knew he 
was in love with her, and despite the fact 
that she was his criminal ward he hoped 
to marry her. To save his job he knew 
he’d have to wait for five years, until she 
was completely rehabilitated in the eyes 
of the law. But he could wait. He could 
—without her knowing it—go on loving 
her whether they were together or apart.

The first time he asked to see her out
side her required visits, she seemed aston
ished. Later he could see that she was 
pleased. They went to the movies to
gether. Afterwards he escorted her to her 
apartment door and left in a state of high 
elation. From her expression when 
she looked up at him, from the tone of 
her voice, he believed she was beginning 
to be fond of him. . . .

During the next month they went out 
together a half dozen times. To Connors 
all that marred the pure enjoyment of 
these occasions was that she continued to 
harp on the subject of the gun. She 
seemed to live with the thought of this 
weapon in her mind.

“If only I could get my hands on it,” 
she would say, a fervid light in her eyes. 
“If only I could find it and trace it back 
to its owner. Then . . . then I could clear 
my name!”

Connors grew certain the girl was in-
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noeent of the crime for which she’d paid. 
Only rarely did the searing drought cross 
his consciousness that she might be 
guilty, that he was in love with a mur
deress, that he wished to marry and have 
children by a woman who had killed a fel
low human, who might some day kill 
again. . . .

/~ \N E  evening when Connors stopped by 
the restaurant to see Laura, she was 

not at her accustomed post. The manager 
told him she’d telephoned saying she was 
sick and couldn’t come to work. Connors 
went to her apartment to see if there was 
anything he could do ; she did not answer 
her bell. Then the apartment house jani
tor told Connors he’d seen her go out an 
hour before.

Connors stopped in several places 
where she might be—the corner drug 
store, a beauty parlor. . . . He couldn’t 
find her. He returned to his office to fin
ish up some work, but he was too anxious 
and puzzled to get anything done.

Two hours later his desk phone rang. 
It was MacKnight, a detective attached to 
the Homicide Bureau.

“We’re looking for one of your par
olees,” the harsh voice came to him over 
the wire.

“Who?”
“Laura Malone.”
“For what?”
“A guy’s been shot.”
“Who?”
“Reddy Bligh—one of the partners at 

Golden Shadows—a gambler and a no 
good son-of-a-gun!”

“What makes you think Laura Malone 
did it?” Connors asked.

“Remember the killing of Big Nose 
Dick Cortear? The guy Laura was sent 
up for bumping off?”

“Yes.”
“Well, the bullet that rubbed out Reddy 

Bligh today was fired by the same gun 
that killed Cortear. The markings on both

bullets are the same. Where’s the girl?”
Connors faltered. The address was on 

his lips and then he closed them without 
giving it out. “I ’ll pick her up myself,” he 
said instead. “Where are you . . .where’ll 
I bring her?”

“O.K, Saves me a trip. We’re still at 
Golden Shadows. We’ll wait for you 
here.”

“One other question,” Connors said. 
“Did you find the gun—the gun that fired 
the bullets?”

“No.”
The parole officer hung up the phone. 

He was more worried than he would al
low himself to believe. He knew that 
Laura couldn’t have been involved in this 
second murder and yet here was the sus
picion of it staring him in the face. Where 
was she? Why had she called the restau
rant saying she was sick, staying home, 
when she had not stayed home? Where 
had she gone?

He drove rapidly to her apartment 
building. Again there was no answer to 
her bell. He found the janitor, flashed his 
badge and obtained the apartment key, 
made a thorough search of her three small 
rooms. She was not there. There was 
nothing to indicate where she was.

Outside again, he went to a phone booth 
and called up every one of her friends 
whose names he could remember. He 
called the restaurant manager. She had 
not been seen.

A HUNDRED questions prodded at the 
sensitive tissue of his brain. He was 

certain that once he found her she’d be 
able to give a logical explanation as to her 
whereabouts—an alibi. It was his own in
ability to find her, he told himself, that 
worried him. But was it? Would she 
be able to answer as to where she’d been, 
particularly as to that exact moment 
when, for the second time, the gun was 
fired ? The gun! The thought of this had 
troubled her. Now it troubled him. . . .
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Was it possible that the woman he 
loved had murder in her heart? Cotrld 
there be, beneath that exterior of inno
cence and sweetness, an urge to kill? 
He tried to dismiss the possibility from 
his mind; yet it lingered.

Detective MacKnight met him in the 
glittering foyer of Golden Shadows.

“Where’s the girl? The Inspector’s 
here—wants to talk with her.”

“T couldn’t find her.”
“We’ll broadcast a general alarm.” 
The thought chilled him—Laura stalked 

like a wild animal, a fugitive. "Not yet,” 
he said. “Give me a little more time. She 
just wasn’t home—that was all. She’ll 
turn up.”

“Yeah?” The detective regarded him 
curiously. “We ain’t taking no chances!” 

Connors was shown in to the inspector, 
in the murder room. Reddy Bligh’s huge 
body still lay sprawled on the floor where 
it had been found.

Among others in the room—fingerprint 
men, photographers, men in uniform— 
was Gash Palermo, the surviving partner 
of the original three to operate the club. 
Palermo was thin to emaciation, his skin 
a pasty white as though it had never been 
exposed to the sun. His hair was black 
and oily over a high forehead that was 
creased by a livid scar.

Inspector Devine questioned the parole 
officer about Laura, her conduct, her 
work, her associations. He wanted to 
know particularly whether she’d been see
ing any of her old cronies. Connors as
sured him she had not.

"We have a different story,” the In
spector asserted grimly. “We understand 
that she has been in the company of the 
mob with which she used to run!” 

“What’s the source of your information, 
sir?” Connors questioned.

The inspector pointed an authoritative 
finger towards Gash Palermo. “He tells 
us that Laura Malone, since getting out 
of the penitentiary, has frequently been

out with Reddy Bligh. He says on the 
last occasion—last Saturday night—Bligh, 
on coming back to the club, told him the 
girl had threatened him . . .”

“He lies!” Connors found himself 
shouting the words. The inspector looked 
at him peculiarly. Connors was on the 
point of telling everything—how much he 
really knew about the girl, that he loved 
her, that he himself had been out with her 
the night the inspector mentioned! With 
difficulty he held this information back. 
To divulge it would not only cost him his 
job but weaken whatever he might say to 
Laura’s credit. He controlled himself.

“I ’m certain Palermo is wrong,” he 
told the inspector quietly. “I ’ve kept a  

very close check on this girl and I ’m 
aware of all her movements. I ’m positive 
she hasn’t been in Bligh’s company . . .” 

“You know all about her,” the inspector 
said; “where is she now ?”

This was the question eating at his own 
mind. If only he could produce Laura he 
was sure she could establish her own in
nocence, void the suspicion that cloaked 
her.

As the parole officer was leaving Paler
mo bowed from his thin waist and allowed 
his sharp features to light with a flicker
ing sinister smile.

TYHEN Connors really started hunting.
He returned to Laura’s, apartment, 

went through all the papers he could find. 
He copied down names and addresses. . . . 
In his car he scoured the city all through 
the night. He got people out of bed to 
question them. He looked everywhere 
there was the slightest chance of her be
ing. . . . Finally the realization forced it
self unequivocally upon him that she was 
in hiding. Hiding from what? From 
justice. . .  .

At the first crack of dawn he went back 
to his office, to await the hour his duties 
would again call him . . .  he flung open 
the door.
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There, sitting at his desk, her head 
bowed in sleep over the blotter, was 
Laura.

A breath of relief rushed into his lungs. 
He awakened her gently, “Where have 
you been?" he questioned. “I’ve been 
looking all over hell and gone for you!” 

“I know.” She smiled, tired-eyed. “I 
guess the whole world has been hunting 
me.

There was a newspaper clenched in her 
hands. Its headlines carried the story of 
Bligh's killing.

“Bligh was shot,” the parole officer 
said. “The bullet that killed him was fired 
from the same gun as the one that killed 
Big Nose Dick seven years ago . .

“The gun?” the girl questioned. “Did 
they find it?”

“No.”
“Oh, God!” She bent her head again 

over the desk, her shoulders moving con
vulsively. Connors knew7 there were hot, 
baffled tears.

“The police are looking for you,” he 
told her. “You’ve got to go to them. 
You’ve got to explain where you were. 
Gash Palermo has said you were out with 
Bligh last Saturday night—that you 
threatened him—”

“That's a lie! You know that’s a lie; 
I was out with you!”

“Yes. I know.”
“You told them he lied?”
“Not yet. First I want you to explain 

to them where you were at the time Bligh 
was shot. No other explanation is neces
sary . . . ”

Laura’s head came up. Her cheeks wet, 
her eyes glistening, she looked directly at 
him. “I can’t,” she said. “I can’t tell 
them where I was. I can’t explain . . .” 

“Why not?”
“I can’t tell even you!”
Her words stunned him. They were 

an answer to the suspicions that had been 
gnawing at him. He questioned, his voice 
low with the emotion he felt: “Laura . . .

you aren’t mixed up in this thing. You 
didn’t—”

"No! N o!”
He sank down on a chair, emotionally 

exhausted. For a time both he and the 
girl silently, staring at each other. Both 
started to speak and both sucked back the 
partly formed words. . . .  No longer was 
there a look of confidence in her eyes— 
the confidence he’d built in her. In its 
place was fear, fear of harsh police hand
ling, fear of friendless prison bars and 
walls.

“You know you'll have to go to the 
police,” he said finally. “It’s your duty to 
go; it’s mine to take you.”

“I know,” she answered.
“They won’t hurt you,” he told her. 

“I ’m going to be with you.”
“All right. I ’d like to ask you one 

favor, though, before we start—I’m hun
gry. Could I have something to eat?” 

“Sure. There’s a restaurant across the 
street.”

“I don't want to go there. People will 
recognize me. By now my picture is in 
all the papers. They might come after me 
in there. . . .”

“I’ll go out and get some stuff,” he said. 
“We’ll eat here.”

“Swell.”
Connors bought containers of steaming 

hot coffee, some nut-filled buns, and re
turned to his office. The room was empty. 
On his desk was a white note with a single 
pencilled word: “Sorry.”

She had tricked him—fool that he had 
been to trust her! Fool that he had been 
ever to have become interested in her in 
the first place! He ran down the corridor 
out into the street in the vain hope of 
catching sight of her. She was gone— 
again out of his reach. He had no ex
planation from her as to where she’d been 
at the time of the murder—because there 
was no explanation. She was at the scene 
of the crime. She had committed it. She 
was guilty as well of the first killing for
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which she’d served time. . . . These 
thoughts became furrows across his con
sciousness.

A GAIN Connors searched for her—all 
day long, into the middle of the next 

night. He swore to himself that this time, 
if he found her, he’d hold onto her. Back 
and forth across the city his car zig
zagged. Afoot, in and out of buildings he 
went, restaurants, movie theatres. His 
eyes pierced crowds; they stared down 
empty alleys.

For the twentieth time he drove down 
the street on which was located Golden 
Shadows, a police guard in front of it. 
Three blocks from the club he caught 
sight of a girlish figure hurrying through 
the night shadows toward it. A familiar 
figure. . . .

Quietly he parked his car and moved 
after Laura, dodging once or twice behind 
trees, steadily gaining on her. A hundred 
feet from the gambling house, sighting the 
police in front of it, she stopped. Connors 
was almost directly behind her. He could 
hear her quick breathing.

What was she about? Why had she 
come this near the club? Did she have 
one more murder to commit? Was Gash 
Palermo, last of the three gamblers, this 
time to feel the bite of death ?

Palermo! A wave of disgust broke over 
Connors as he thought of that slimy in
dividual. The rat had lied! Why had he 
sworn that Saturday night Laura was 
out with Reddy Bligh?

He did not have time to figure out the 
answer. Cautiously, Laura was nearing 
the wall surrounding Golden Shadows. 
She did not go to the gate in front of the 
mansion but slipped past the corner along 
the wall running away from the street. 
Through the darkness, stepping carefully 
over flower beds and shrubs, he followed. 
Soon she came to a side gate, opened it; 
the hinge creaked. Inside the yard, along 
a hedge-bordered walk, she crept; Con

nors staying twenty feet behind her. In a 
moment she was in the deep shadow of the 
house and lost to his sight. He waited 
until he felt she had advanced further and 
then he ran into the shadows. Far ahead, 
alongside of the building, he glimpsed her. 
She opened a basement door and went in. 
A second later he himself was inside.

He could not see but he could hear her 
ahead. Her feet were on a stair, cautious
ly ascending. A service stairway used 
when the house was a private mansion— 
Connors felt the newel post beneath his 
fingers. Quietly he went up until he came 
to a landing, first floor, main salon of the 
gambling club—now emptied of its jewel- 
bedecked guests and under police scrutiny. 
Another flight; the second floor was used 
as living quarters by the club’s proprie
tors. Still another flight, top floor of the 
house—Connors knew that here were the 
private gaming rooms used by the wealth
ier and more adventurous of the club’s 
patrons. It was here that both Cortear 
and Bligh had met their ugly ends. . . .

A sliver of light showed itself in the 
staircase above. A door had been opened, 
closed. Connors hurried up. Laura was 
no longer on the stairway. Connors’ hands 
groped in the dark. He found a knob and 
twisted. A door opened. He peeped 
through the crack he’d made.

Laura stood in a small anteroom; a 
curtain hung at its far end and through 
that the parole officer could see a larger 
room, a broad gambling table in its center. 
Laura, looking ahead of her, parted the 
hanging curtains and stepped out into the 
main room. Connors followed as far as 
the anteroom and stood concealed behind 
the curtains. He watched.

The girl was moving about the gam
bling chamber, looking into the cabinets 
which lined its walls. She opened the 
drawers of chests, table drawers. Her 
hands beat lightly along the wall paneling 
as though she were testing it for solidity. 
She turned back the rugs on the floors
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and examined the boards beneath them. 
She was hunting. . . .

Connors wondered what she was after. 
Suddenly there was a voice, coming ap
parently from the hallway Connors knew 
was outside the gambling room doors—a 
man's voice. It sounded as if the speaker 
were shouting to someone else down the 
stairs. The girl turned the rug back, 
straightened, and fled on tiptoe into the 
small darkened chamber where Connors 
was hiding. As she entered she wheeled 
around. Her back was to him. She did 
not see him; yet he was so near to her 
he could count the quick fluttering* of her 
heart. . . .

T ^H E  parole officer spoke to her. She 
A jumped.

“Laura,” he whispered. “Why are you 
here ?”

“Oh!” she said, “It’s you—you fol
lowed me!”

“Yes.”
“Why did you? Why did you come 

here and spoil everything?”
“Why did you run away from me? 

You know I ’ve got to turn you over to 
the police?”

“Yes. I’m going to give myself up— 
in time. Before that, though, I've got to 
have a chance to do something. . . .

“What?”
As their eyes grew used to the semi

darkness, she looked at him deeply, as 
though she were examining the contents 
of his soul. “I should know that I can 
trust you," she said. “I believe that you 
care for me and that you would do any
thing to keep from hurting me. I should 
have confidence in you, but. . . .”

“But, what?” he questioned. “I do 
care for you. I ’ve never told you. I do 
love you, Laura. . . .”

“That last time,” she said. “When 
Cortear was killed. I was framed—rail
roaded. I was handled without considera
tion, mercy, or justice. The police—the

law—treated me inhumanly. In all those 
years I spent in prison I grew to despise 
the law, all that was connected with it. 
You are a part of that law. At first I de
spised you—then I liked you—then . . . 
I—more than that. Still I couldn’t tell 
you this thing because it meant so much 
to me. . .

She halted, her breath coming fast. 
“Now that you’ve found me here,” she 
continued, “I’ll tell you. I should have 
confidence in you . . . The reason I 
couldn’t tell the police where I was at the 
time Bligh was killed was because I had 
no alibi. I was at the killing. I saw him 
killed. I was standing right here behind 
this curtain as we are standing now!”

“Who killed him?”
“Palermo! And I believe he killed 

Cortear too. Maybe they both killed Cor
tear to ease him out of the profits—Paler
mo and Bligh. Maybe that’s why Palermo 
killed Bligh—to cut the business down to 
a one-man affair. The reason doesn’t 
matter. The fact is, I saw Palermo shoot 
Bligh. I  saw the gun. Palermo had the 
gun. He had it in his hand when he shot 
Bligh. He and Bligh came into the room 
together. Palermo didn’t have the gun in 
his hand when he entered. I didn’t see 
him reach into his pocket. He moved 
about the room—went to several places— 
spun the roulette wheel—was in here for 
a long time. . . . Then suddenly he shot 
Bligh. The gun seemed to come from no
where. He was bending over the gam
bling table and then he turned and fired!’’

“What were you doing here ?” Connors 
asked her excitedly.

“I was hunting for the gun! I knew it 
must be here somewhere. It was too dan
gerous a piece of evidence for either Bligh 
or Palermo to have taken out of the 
house. I knew that either one or both 
of them must have killed Cortear because 
I knew that I hadn’t done it—and only 
the three of us were in the house that 
time seven years ago. Whoever killed him
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knew where the gun was and I didn’t 
know, so either Bligh or Palermo or both 
of them knew. It had to be here—in the 
house. The place wasn’t properly searched 
the first time, either because the detectives 
didn’t want to search it or because they 
were too certain I did the killing.

46T WAS hunting for the gun when I 
saw Palermo shoot Bligh. But 

there was nothing I could do then. I ran 
down those back steps . . . tonight I came 
back to hunt for the gun again. It must 
be here . . .”

There was a sound in the big chamber. 
A door from the corridor opened. A thin 
dark man backed into the room and closed 
the door softly behind him.

The man turned. It was Palermo, his 
sharp face gleaming wickedly. He did not 
see the couple in the anteroom behind the 
hangings. He walked swiftly and quietly 
across the thickly carpeted room,to the 
gambling table. For a time he stood over 
it, spinning the roulette wheel idly. Then 
his hands moved purposefully. He manip
ulated the wheel back and forth, much 
as a man might handle the combination of 
a safe. To the right he turned it; to the 
left; back to the right. Then he shoved at 
the whole wheel, ppshing in the direction 
of the table end. The wheel, base and all, 
moved. A panel appeared beneath it. This 
he slid back.

Laura and the parole officer, peering 
between the curtain slits, could see a small 
steel box sunk in the table. The gambler 
lifted its lid. He reached his arm down. 
His thin, white, nervous hand came up 
holding a short, blue-black revolver. . . .

The gambler smiled down at the little 
gun. Connors voice boomed loud from 
behind the curtains. He had his own pis
tol out and had stepped into the room. 
"Drop it!” he bellowed.

Palermo didn’t drop it. His quick fin
gers twisted the gun around in his hand.

It spoke. A slug of lead winged past Con
nors and buried itself in the wall.

Connors fired. Blood flew from the 
gambler’s wrist. His gun arm sagged. . . .

Connors stepped towards him. “That’ll 
be all,” he said, “unless you want it in 
the gut.”

Palermo nodded. He made as if to let 
the pistol fall from his hand. Suddenly 
his left hand darted out, caught the gun; 
again its barrel came up. Connors shot 
out a heavy foot. The gambler toppled 
over. The snub, dark weapon spun across 
the floor.

The corridor door burst open. The 
room was filled with uniformed officers. 
“What the hell?” a sergeant exclaimed, 
amazed.

*  *  *

Thirty minutes later they were all 
downstairs in the big foyer of Golden 
Shadows awaiting the arrival of the in
spector. A ballistics man had already ex
amined the gun and the last bullet fired 
from it. “ It’s the same,” he told them. 
“This is the gun that fired the other two 
bullets—the ones that killed Bligh and 
Cortear.”

The inspector rushed in. He saw Laura 
standing alongside Connors. “You’ve 
found the g irl!” he shouted. “Congratula
tions !”

“More than that!” Connors said. He 
told the story. Inspector Devine listened 
in astonishment. At the end he turned to 
the girl: “Well, miss, I guess that lets 
you out!”

“It does something else,” Connors said. 
“It’ll get her an annulment of conviction 
in the case for which she served time!”

"Sure it will,” the inspector agreed. 
“Say—she’s something of a detective her
self, ain’t she? Maybe I better take her 
on my payroll.”

“Nothing doing,” Connors replied as 
he drew Laura close. “I ’ve got a place 
for her on mine—and I don’t mean parole 
work, either!”
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Another Owen Matter*—Robert Storm Novelette

strained, fleeting glance about, ran a few 
steps as she mounted the curb.

Masters’ lean, long fingers snapped open 
a satchel beside him and took out a smooth 
grey wig; busy black artificial brows. It 
was a work of moments to apply them, 
but—on the point of slipping to the pave
ment—he halted and stiffened in the seat. 
On the skirts of that white pool through 
which the girl had dived, there was move
ment, a furtive shifting of the shadows!

Masters’ hand moved momentarily to 
the dip holster beneath his right arm, 
then, with a litheness that was somehow 
wary, he slid to the walk. The phone

Crouched behind the bed he fired at 
the writhing forma in the fiantes.

CHAPTER ONE

Prescription for Health

OW EN MASTERS flung the coupe 
around the corner into Beasy and 
laid it against the curb. Intelligent 

grey eyes swept the dusk-filled street, 
lingered over a cavernous doorway near 
at hand, shot beyond. Two blocks away, 
a girl scurried through the white pool 
beneath a street light. She threw a re
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call had seemed entirely genuine, but pow
erful enemies sometimes work very subtly 
—and God knew the crooks who ruled 
Hudson City were his enemies and power
ful! Masters moved toward the nearby 
doorway with a slouching, long stride and 
his height seemed shortened by inches. 
His square shoulders were stooped now 
and his head thrust forward as if too 
heavy for erect support. He could hear 
the flurried tapping of the girl’s heels, 
heard them skip into a run. No other 
sound—and yet he was aware he had seen 
the shadows behind her shift as if a man 
had dodged about the edges of that light 1

As he turned into the doorway, the 
girl’s voice reached out to him, low and, 
somehow, desperate:

"Mr. Storm!”
Masters stood motionless in the dark 

entry while the girl’s dusk-blurred figure 
took rapid form. She was running again.

“You are . . . Mr. Storm ? Mr. Robert 
Storm?”

Masters’ eyes which, falsely shadowed, 
seemed set deeply in his head, studied the 
girl. A vagrant ray of light made a 
gleaming aura in a lock of hair. Her eyes 
shone, wide open and frightened.

“You are Melinda Moore,” he said, his 
voice deep. “My office is upstairs.”

The girl drew back when he made way 
for her to precede him. "There isn’t 
time!” she protested. No mistake about it 
this time. There was desperation in her 
voice. Her hands kneaded a small purse, 
grey like her suit. “Oh, please! Can’t 
you go with me now! Without waiting!”

CPHE shadows hid the slight smile that 
moved Masters’ thin lips. Secretively, 

his eyes stabbed off into the darkness. 
Whoever had followed the girl was mo
tionless somewhere in the canyon of dark
ness that was the street. A trap for him, 
or for the girl?

“You’re wasting time!” Masters said 
gravely and once more indicated the worn

wooden stairs that led upward. The girl’s 
teeth gleamed as she set them on her lip. 
She fled before him, stood twisting the 
purse while, deliberately, he unlocked a  
door whose legend read:

ROBERT STORM 
Investigations

The office was barren, even dingy. 
Masters locked the outer door before he 
seated Melinda Moore and moved behind 
a battered desk.

“Can I trust you?” she blurted. “Oh, 
that’s foolish! I ’ve got to. There’s no
body to turn to. Tom will keep on fight
ing. I think they’ll kill him next!”

Melinda Moore was younger than Mas
ters had thought her at first; perhaps 
twenty-one. Her eyes were violet and very 
large. Shadows lay beneath them. There 
was a tremor in her full soft lips.

“ Fighting what ?” Masters asked quiet
ly.

Melinda Moore jumped to her feet, 
beat the desk softly with her purse. It 
made a heavy, solid sound. Was it done 
to cover up footsteps on the stairs ?

“The crooks that run Hudson City!” 
she cried. “The criminals who sell hor
rible drugs to school children and the 
politicians who protect them! That’s who 
he’s fighting!”

A gleam shone briefly in Masters’ deep- 
set eyes and once more a faint smile 
touched his straight mouth.

“That’s a dangerous way to treat a 
gun,” he said quietly. “Better put your 
purse down.”

Melinda looked at her purse, flushed. 
“How did you know ?”

Masters moved one stooped shoulder, 
looked downward as he strained his ears. 
He moved a finger idly and a tendon like 
a pencil slid under the pale skin. He had 
gained that hard strength in prison, in 
order to escape. The name Robert 
Storm had been born on that day.
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Since then, Owen Masters had been 
vindicated and there was no need for 
“Storm” to survive. But in clearing him
self, Masters had made enemies among the 
political powers. And yet, had there been 
no whispers of menace, Masters knew he 
would have fought on anyway. Five 
years behind the bars had incubated a 
burning hatred for the political corruption 
that could imprison an innocent man. 
So “ Storm” sought investigations. . . . 
He decided abruptly that he trusted 
Melinda Moore. He shifted his weight 
forward a little, speaking rapidly in a low 
voice.

“A newspaper friend phoned that you, 
Melinda Moore, a nurse, had asked pub
licity for a Dr. Thomas Harris. This 
Harris ran across school children drug 
addicts in clinical work and went to the 
police. Afterward, he was kicked out of 
the clinic and other oppressions began. 
The newsman couldn’t print it and sent 
you to me. Now, why the hurry to re
turn to Harris?”

The girl’3 eyes clung to Storm’s face. 
She wet her lips. “Tom—Dr. Harris— 
learned from a patient that drugs were be
ing peddled in City Hospital. He went 
to the Chief of Staff and got laughed at. 
He threatened to go to the govern
ment. . . ."

Storm came sharply to his feet, “The 
damned fool,” he said softly. “The damned 
fighting fool. How long ago did this 
happen ?”

“Just a little while before I left!” Me
linda cried. “Oh, you understand now. 
I . . .  I haven’t much money, but what 
I have____”

T ^H E  telephone rang. Storm was al- 
ready half way to the door and he 

turned and looked at it, eyes glinting un
der the heavy brows. Melinda watched 
him. In a long stride, he caught up the 
instrument.

“Robert Storm,” he said quietly, then

listened while the phone made rasping 
noises. “I see. I don’t think I got the 
name. Captain Dickens? Thanks for the 
tip. . . What will I do ?” he laughed softly. 
“Why, Captain Dickens, that’s my busi
ness !”

He cradled the phone gently and sprang 
to the door, unlocked and wrenched it 
wide in one movement. He did that with 
his right hand and his left hovered at his 
coat lapel.

“Forgive me if I precede you, Miss 
Moore,” he called softly and went leap
ing down the stairs. Before he had the 
door of the coupe unlocked, an automobile 
turned into Beasy from Market—three 
blocks away.

“Stay back!” he called, but the girl was 
already running toward him. He caught 
the gleam of metal in her fist.

“I can shoot,” she said steadily. “Tom 
taught me.”

Masters shook his head, “I don’t think 
it’s come to that yet. Get in.” The car 
trundled past just as he kicked the motor 
to life. He whirled in a tight U-turn in 
its wake but the machine dawdled and he 
was in a hurry.

“I . . .  I feel better already,” Melinda 
whispered. “Who was that on the tele
phone ?”

“That,” said Masters thoughtfully, 
“was Captain Dickens, a police official. 
He thought it would be unwise for me to 
take your case. It seems there’s going to 
be a warrant out for you.” He laughed 
harshly. How well he recognized in these 
two the futile buzzings of innocents caught 
in the politico-criminal web of Hudson 
City! Tom Harris had more courage than 
sense! Masters’ mobile lips made a pain
ful line. Five years ago, he, too, had made 
some such weak sounds when the web had 
closed. But the years between had been 
. . . tempering. He flashed a glance into 
the mirror. That machine was trailing, 
but there was no time to dodge them. The 
phone call had shown that. He ground
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down on the accelerator and shot ahead.
It was twelve minutes past seven by the 

dashboard clock when Masters spun the 
coupe into Akins Avenue and braked to a 
halt behind a parked car. A sign in the 
lighted window of a small apartment 
building read: “Dr. Thomas Harris, M. 
D.” As Masters sprang to the pavement, 
the sign leaped and the window smashed 
out into the street. Its shards made a tink
ling sound. Inside a man groaned. Mas
ters was already bounding for the door 
when the girl cried out, the sound blend
ing strangely with the rising squeal of 
skidding tires. The sedan that had been 
trailing him slammed into the back of the 
coupe and three men exploded from it.

“All right, punk!” one of them called. 
“You asked for i t !”

In the moment of silence that followed, 
Melinda Moore’s automatic made a flat, 
spiteful sound.

CHAPTER TWO

Counselor D eath

A N instant after the girl’s shot, Owen 
Masters' own gun was level and 

ready.
“Back into that car, fools!” he ordered 

in Storm’s deep, rasping voice. "Next time 
we shoot at you—not over your heads.”

The three men stood irresolute, spot
lighted by illumination from within the 
building and by the comer street lamp. 
Masters swore under his breath. In the 
doctor’s office, something crashed to the 
floor. The doors behind him jarred in 
their frames.

“Back, damn you!” he cried. “I’ll count 
five!” He thrust out his gun so that light 
glinted along the barrel. “Linda, take the 
one nearest you. I ’ll take the man behind 
him and we’ll both get the third ape. Now. 
One . . . two . . .

With a frantic curse, one of the men 
scrambled into the car and the others

broke after him. Melinda spun and ran 
toward Masters. He heard her breath 
come in dry, rasping sobs. She was fum
bling in her purse. Masters stood rock- 
firm with his gun lined on the car. Some
thing damnably strange about gangsters 
who fell away before a leveled gun. The 
reason could only be that their orders did 
not include killing . . . yet.

Masters waited until Melinda had un
locked the apartment door, then sprang 
through and past her. He wrested her 
automatic away.

“No shooting in here,” he ordered 
curtly and bounded ahead toward the of
fice door. This would have to be light
ning swift. Those three outside un
doubtedly were in league with the men 
who were attacking Tom Harris. Within 
minutes, they would close in. Masters 
flung against the office door. It was locked. 
The automatic, held flat in his left hand, 
smashed the glass and he reached through, 
unfastened it and bounded inside, all in 
one fluid continuous movement. The wait
ing room was a shambles, but the sounds 
of battle came from beyond. Masters hur
dled an overturned sofa and went charging 
into the surgery.

In one quick sweep, his eyes took in 
the scene. Behind the barricade of an 
overturned desk, Dr. Harris crouched, 
a smallish, badly beaten man, holding a 
long-bladed scalpel like a sword. Blood 
streamed from a cut across his temple and 
his clothes hung in tatters. His left arm 
hung limp. Creeping in on him from 
both sides were two thugs. They wore 
brass-knucks and each held a blackjack 
ready. Their faces snarled with anger 
and it was plain that, though both were 
hulking men, they were far from un
scathed in the battle. So quick had been 
Masters’ entrance after the smash of glass 
that one of them had only started to meet 
him when Masters leaped to the attack.

Laughter whipped from his lips. He 
ducked under the sweeping chop of a



IHE DEVIL'S CLINIC 53

blackjack blow and sprang on the other 
man, whose back still was half turned. 
In midleap, his right arm clamped about 
the man's head. With a twist of his body, 
he hurled the thug across his hip and sent 
him crashing against the wall. The doctor 
took a staggering stride forward to take 
the second man, but he was too weak, too 
slow. The thug whirled, jerked up his 
blackjack — and Melinda popped in 
through the doorway. She held a big 
vase in both hands and she smacked It 
down across the thug’s neck and shoul
ders, began to beat his back with both 
fists. Masters stepped in and swung.

W 71TH  the continuation of the move- 
” -ment, Masters sprang into the waiting 

room. He had no need to see the effects 
of his blow—and there were three other 
men. He threw a quick glance out the 
window. The car was gone! Swearing 
under his breath, he raced for the hallway. 
It was empty. He whirled back into the 
office; a deep frown dented his forehead. 
This was wrong, all wrong. He had to 
find out—

Harris was sitting, very erectly, on the 
overturned desk while Melinda dabbed at 
his forehead with antiseptic. He had a 
hard-boned, lean face with a thrust of 
jaw that Masters liked at once; the brows 
and eyes of an idealist. They made him 
seem young, terribly vulnerable. Masters 
swore at him irritably.

“What happened?” he demanded. He 
could see the effort it was costing Harris 
to sit so erectly.

‘They came early for my evening office 
hours,” Harris said slowly. “They were 
waiting outside the door. When I un
locked it, one of them hit me across the 
temple and the other across the kidneys. 
Then they beat me. It . . .  it took me by 
surprise.”

“It would!" Masters jeered at him. 
“You fly in the face of the political gods 
and haven't got sense enough to recognize

two thugs when you see them,” He liked 
the man and it made him angry. The 
man’s jaw was getting a stubborn set. 
“Will you listen to me?” Masters de
manded.

Melinda finished with the head job and 
touched his arm. It made Harris white 
to the lips. “That’s broken,” he said. 
“You’ll have to get me to the hospital. 
I think the third and fourth ribs on the 
left are fractured also. Sir, I don’t know 
who you are,” he addressed Masters, “but 
your arrival was certainly timely. I don’t 
think they would have killed me, but they 
would have put me in the hospital for 
weeks. As it is, I shall be able to make my 
rounds tomorrow.”

Masters stood over him. “I admire 
nerve,” he said shortly, “but not foolish
ness. If you think they’re through with 
you, you’re crazy. What I don’t see is 
why . . . Listen, we’ve got to call the 
police before other people do—if they 
haven't already. There’s something 
crooked as hell brewing here.”

He took a short turn up and down the 
wrecked office, beating his left fist softly 
into his palm. He stooped over the man 
he had thrown against the wall, crossed 
back to the other thug and squatted over 
him.

“Bring this man around, Miss Moore,” 
he ordered sharply, “then phone the 
police!” He threw back the man's coat 
and cursed raggedly. “These men have 
got detective’s badges on! Here’s a war
rant, two warrants . . .” His eyes shuttled 
across the pages. “Never mind bringing 
him around. Call the police, damn it!”

“But if they’re police . . . .” Harris be
gan slowly.

Masters whipped to his feet. “Don’t you 
see? They’ll claim you were resisting ar
rest. You’ve got to behave just as if two 
thugs jumped you and you don’t know 
anything about these warrants—which 
you didn’t, I gather.”

Harris said stiffly, "Of course not 1"
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Masters heard Melinda put in the call. 
“Tell them just what happened,” he called 
rapidly. “Two thugs beat up Dr. Harris. 
Don’t mention the badges or the war
rants." He faced Harris. “These warrants 
charge you and Miss Moore with perform
ing an illegal operation on a girl named 
Thelma Lawson. She died. There are no 
details I”

Dr. Harris struggled to his feet. “Thel
ma Lawson? Illegal operation . . .”

“Think, man!” Masters snapped.
“I ’ve no need to think!” Harris snapped 

back. “I never heard of the girl and I 
never performed an illegal curetage in my 
life. Why, confound it, they can’t do a 
thing like that!”

Masters laughed shortly. “You’d be sur
prised!” He took another quick turn up 
and down the room, looked down again 
at the papers, lifted them close to his eyes, 
then bent and thrust them back into the 
pocket of the unconscious man. “Im go
ing,” he said curtly. “Tell the police who 
I am and the rest of it. One of us has 
got to keep out of jail.”

He heard the girl cry out after him, but 
his long-striding legs did not slow. When 
he sprang into his coupe, sirens were 
sounding in the distance. He kicked the 
starter and—nothing happened! He 
wasted no time, but flung from the car 
and ran. If he had needed proof of a 
frame-up, he had it now. The job of 
those three men who had followed him 
was to make sure that he, as well as Har
ris and the girl, fell into police hands. 
And they had almost succeeded. He 
ducked around the corner as a radio car 
came squealing into the street behind, 
cut his run to a swift walk.

The young doctor had certainly stirred 
up hell in a great big way, if the dope 
ring found it necessary to use Jake Steiner 
as a lawyer. But Steiner had made out 
those warrants on his own office forms 
. . . Masters’ eyes glinted under his heavy 
brows as he signaled a taxi and gave

Steiner’s office address as he had read it on 
the warrants. The whole thing might have 
been intended as a bluff. The beating as 
well as the warrants, was a threat to run 
Harris and the girl out of town. It was 
plain they didn’t know Harris very well. 
That young man wouldn’t bluff worth a 
damn!

Masters found his bitter lips curving in 
a smile. You had to like a fighting fool 
like that. However, Steiner wouldn’t do a 
thing like that unless he had the evidence 
to back up the charges. It was a bluff— 
with a wallop behind it. There was such 
a girl as Thelma Lawson all right, and she 
had been operated on illegally and after
ward died. Of that, there could be no 
doubt. There would be proof that Harris 
was responsible, God help him! He’d 
need a miracle to beat this rap. Masters’ 
mouth drew out in harsh, uncompromising 
lines. He’d get Harris off, even if—Mas
ters lifted his hands before his face and 
closed the fingers slowly as if about the 
throat of an enemy. There was a sense of 
intolerable strength and menace in the 
gesture.

CHAPTER THREE

Counselor Death

TYHE building watchman admitted 
Owen Masters at once when he men

tioned an appointment with Steiner. Mas
ters’ guess that the lawyer would be wait
ing was further confirmed by bright lights 
within his office which made the name, 
painted on the door, stand out in strong 
black relief. The door was locked. Mas
ters rapped imperatively.

It took several minutes of that before 
the door was jerked open. Steiner had his 
hand in his coat pocket and the pocket 
bulged too much to contain merely a hand.

“Look, counselor,” Masters spoke 
rapidly in a whining voice. “I know this 
ain’t no time to come to you, but . . .”
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“It certainly isn't!” Steiner cut him 
short, “Call my secretary if you want an 
appointment.”

He stepped back, moving swiftly for a 
man of his size. When Masters blocked 
the door, almost cringingly, Steiner threw 
back his large, bald head. His eyes were 
luminous, almost bulging, and they gave 
him a haughty look.

“Please, counselor,” Masters kept up 
his pose of cringing. “This . . . this is 
damned important. It's going to break to
night and . . . Look.” Masters fumbled a 
wallet out of his inner pocket, fingered out 
a thick sheaf of bills. “He gave me fifteen 
hundred for a retainer. It’s a murder 
rap.

Steiner hesitated, then jerked his head 
for Masters to enter. “For a murder rap, 
the retainer is twenty-five hundred,” he 
said shortly, “but I ’ll talk with you. The 
inner office.”

Masters said, with relief, “Thanks, 
counselor.” His tread on the soft carpet 
of the inner office was gingerly. He 
tucked his hat under his arm and began 
to count out money, mumbling the tally. 
“He only give me two grand in all, coun
selor," he said, “but I guess he can raise 
it. He's got to.”

STEIN ER sat down behind the desk and 
the hooded light, bouncing off the desk, 

made a hard glitter in his protuberant 
eyes. “Who sent you? Who are you?” 

“I'm a private dick,” Masters told him, 
tonguing his lips. “Robert Storm’s the 
name. I got a office down in . . .”

“Who—sent—you ?” Steiner rapped his 
knuckles on the desk.

Masters looked around for a chair, 
found one and pulled it toward the desk. 
He sat on the edge of it and hunched him
self forward confidentially, “It’s this way, 
counselor,” he spoke in a low, apologetic 
tone. “This client don’t want me to tell 
his name unless you’re going to take the 
case and he didn’t give me enough re

tainer, so I don’t know what to do. May
be if I could call him up . .  .” He stretched 
out a hand for the phone on Steiner’s 
desk.

Steiner swore under his breath, took the 
phone away. “There’s one in the outer 
office you can use. I ’m expecting a call. 
Now listen, I ’ve got enough of this foolish
ness. Either come clean or get out.” 

Masters hid the triumphant gleam in 
his eyes. That would be the call about 
H arris; the one he had come to overhear. 
He’d have to stall. “If you’d just let me 
use the phone,” Masters hesitated. “This 
bird hired me to keep an eye on his wife, 
see, and he goes with me to the hotel 
where I tracked her. When we bust in, 
she’s croaked, and . . .”

“What’s he afraid of, then?”
Masters grinned slily, “Well, he knew 

what room to go in before I told him, and 
he tried to put his fingerprints around in 
the room, but I wouldn’t let him touch the 
gun. He got scared as hell.”

Steiner grinned slowly. “Oh, that way, 
eh ? Listen, can he stand five grand ? I t’ll 
be worth your while.”

Masters stood up, grinning more 
widely. He winked. “You let me use that 
phone.”

Steiner showed him a telephone and 
went back into his inner office, and while 
Masters was pretending to make a call 
the phone inside buzzed faintly. Masters 
made the door in one long stride and 
fingered the knob until he could open it 
a slit. Steiner was hunched over the in
strument.

“The damned fools!” he cried softly. 
“All right. All right, I ’ll get over right 
away with the affidavits. Yes, I ’ll call 
Doxie. Who was the guy that busted it 
up? Who . . . Robert Storm! Wait, hold 
that wire!”

Masters whirled from the door and 
crossed the room in two silent bounds, 
crouched behind a desk. Steiner came 
out of the inner office with his gun in his
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fist, threw a quick look around; darted 
toward the outer door. Masters’ lips drew 
back in a smile. He exploded from be
hind the desk and his long fingers closed 
on Steiner’s gun hand. Steiner tried to 
whirl around, but the other hand had slid 
over his shoulder and was clamped under 
his chin, pulling his head the other way. 
Masters stood easily on braced legs and 
let the strength flow down into his hands.

“I can crush your hand, or break your 
neck, Steiner,” he said softly. “Let go.” 

The gun clattered to the floor and 
Steiner uttered a gasp of pain. Masters let 
go his hand and brought up his right fist 
to clip him just under the ear. After
ward, he carried Steiner swiftly into the 
inner office, caught up the phone.

46O T 0R M  was just here,” he said ex- 
^citedly in a muffled, husky voice, 

“but he got away. I ’ll be over.” He 
clanged up the phone, and stooped over 
Steiner. The blow had been light, but the 
lawyer was still out cold. Masters glanced 
at his own fingertips. The collodion coat
ing was intact. He ran swiftly through 
desk drawers, found a brief case and rif
fled through its papers. He swore under 
his breath. He had been right about the 
formidability of the case against young 
Harris. There was an effidavit from a man 
named Samuel Bigger saying that Thelma 
Lawson was his fiancee, that they were go
ing to be married, but that Dr. Harris had 
told them they were both too young and 
had advised the operation which proved 
fatal. There was an affidavit from Thel
ma’s uncle, with whom she lived. . . .

Storm bent over Steiner’s unconscious 
body and went through his pockets, took 
out a half dozen calling cards. His plan 
was not completely formed, but these 
would help him to get those who had 
sworn out the affidavits to talk. And there 
was something strange about that Bigger 
affidavit, very strange. Men involved with 
a girl in a case like that usualy ducked for

cover. Steiner made a small, moaning 
sound, tossed a hand. Storm thrust the 
papers back in the brief case and raced out 
of the office with it. Steiner would have 
duplicates, of course, but they wouldn’t 
bear signatures. It would delay for a while 
the action against Harris.

It took Storm a half hour by taxi to 
reach the apartment house in which 
Samuel Bigger lived, and during that time 
he lay back against the cushions and kept 
his eyes closed. By now, there was a war
rant out charging him with assault on 
officers of the police, hindering an arrest; 
and shortly Steiner would add assault and 
theft warrants. Fortunate that it was 
Robert Storm and not Owen Masters who 
did these things; very fortunate. A slow 
smile moved the solid lips. Any man of 
his acquaintance would call him mad for 
hurling himself against such powerful 
enemies, even if there were a huge fee in
volved. And there was no fee at all—* 
none except that he battled the old enemies 
of corruption and crime; that he fought 
everyman’s struggle for innocence and 
justice. They were swell kids, Tom Harris 
and Melinda. *

Masters moved his powerful shoulders 
impatiently. He had done nothing so far 
except to involve himself m difficulties 
with the police. The petty delay he would 
accomplish by the theft of the affidavits 
would be more than wiped out by the 
consequent suspicion of Harris . . .Steiner 
had mentioned a man named Doxie. Mas
ters knew of a Carl Doxie, a ward leader 
under Boss MacNamara whom gossip 
once had connected with various rackets, 
but his part in this case was obscure, un
less . . . Masters jerked erect in his seat. 
One other fragment of information clung 
to his memory. Doxie, a bachelor, was 
known as a ladies’ man and once his name 
had been linked with that of a young g irl! 
It was well known that he did not run 
with the molls of usual racketeering 
circles. And it had occurred to Masters
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that there was something strange about 
the Bigger affidavit. . . .

When the door of Bigger’s apartment 
opened, Masters bowed with a slightly 
pompous air and offered one of the law
yer’s cards.

“From Steiner’s office,” he said nasally. 
“Mr. Steiner requested me to check up on 
certain portions of the affidavit. Also he 
wished me to inform you that he may have 
a chance to sell any letters from Thelma 
Lawson which you may possess.”

Masters seated himself and opened the 
brief case, fingered out Bigger’s affidavit. 
“Now about the date on which you went 
to see Dr. Harris. . . .”

"Look,” Bigger cut in, “what about this 
business of selling the letters?” He 
tongued his upper lip arid there was a 
moist slyness about his eyes.

Masters felt his heart leap. There were 
letters! He looked up in assumed im
patience. “That is merely incidental, Mr. 
Bigger, and. . . .”

“Not to me, see,” Bigger interrupted. 
“How much can we get from the news
papers ?”

Masters shrugged. “Mr. Steiner ac
cepted a tentative thousand dollars, but 
of course the letters will have to be care
fully reviewed. We have a five hundred 
dollar option . . .”

“Gimme,” Bigger held out a grubby 
hand.

Masters glared at him to hide his tri
umph, took out his wallet. “I ’ll have to 
have the letters.”

Bigger strode out of the room and came 
back with a packet of letters bound with 
a rubber band. He held them until Mas
ters had counted out five hundred dollars. 
He snatched the money, tongued his lip 
while he recounted. “Boy, this is the best 
racket I ever stepped into!” he said.

Anger surged hotly through Masters’ 
veins, but he held himself rigidly in check. 
There were eleven letters and he rapidly 
made out a receipt.

Received, five hundred dollars in cash, 
for publication rights on eleven letters re
ceived by me from Thelma Lawson,

Bigger had just scrawled his signature 
on the paper when the phone bell whirred. 
Bigger swore under his breath and crossed 
to the instrument.

“Yeah,” he said, “Bigger speaking. Oh, 
hello____”

Masters watched him narrowly, but the 
man’s tense whirl was too quick to antici
pate. He had snatched a gun from his 
armpit and its black eye bore straight on 
Masters’ stomach.

“He’s here now, Mr. Steiner,” Bigger 
said thickly, “but I got a gun on him. 
Yeah. All right, hurry up with those cops 
then.”

Masters checked a curse. The man 
looked too unintelligent to have made a 
quick guess like that, but it was clear 
enough. Steiner had told him someone 
had stolen the affidavit and . . . The devil 
with that. Police would get here within 
minutes. Bigger was half the width of the 
room away and had sidled around behind 
a heavy overstuffed chair, keeping his gun 
steadily trained on him.

“Sit down, guy,” Bigger ordered softly. 
“Sit right down like a nice boy and wait 
for the cops.” The gun jutted forward, and 
the man’s trigger finger was white and 
tense.

CHAPTER FOUR 

T h e  Ambuscade

T T  was useless to attempt to continue the 
role he had assumed, Masters knew, 

and there wasn’t time to try bribery. He 
had to get out of this trap at once, or it 
would be too late. With these letters in 
his hand and a signed consent to publish 
them, he had a way open to free Harris 
—but if police caught him, he’d never 
have a chance to use it. A way out, a 
way out. . . .
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Masters clutched the briefcase in front 
of him with both hands. “Don’t shoot," 
he made his voice quaver. “For God's 
sake, don't shoot. I . . .  I l l  sit down!’’

Bigger laughed and a sneer grew on 
his lips. His position relaxed a fraction. 
Masters groped backward toward a chair. 
He made his lips tremble as if loosened 
by fear, his eyes very large. And then 
he tripped on the rug. It was convincingly 
done. He threw up an arm to catch his 
balance, quavered again, “Don’t shoot. 
I . . . "

He sailed the brief case straight at Big- 
ger’s face and at the same instant squatted 
and dived straight forward. Bigger fired 
wildly, ducked out of the way of the brief
case, tried to shoot again. Masters’ shoul
der drove into the big chair behind which 
he crouched, slammed it backward against 
the man’s belly. The chair crashed to the 
floor, pinning Bigger under it, and Mas
ters’ hand darted like a snake to the man’s 
gun wrist. The gun blasted once more, 
but its bullet buried in the wall and—it 
was over. Masters’ bunched knuckles 
drove home to the jaw.

Instantly, he was on his feet. He 
snatched the brief case, reached the door 
in three long bounds and whipped out into 
the hall. He heard excited gabbling voices. 
A door jerked open and a man’s head 
popped out and back again like a fright
ened rabbit. Masters took the steps in long 
leaps. He was two blocks away when the 
police radio car skidded to a halt before 
the apartment building. He cut around a 
corner and found a trash can, dumped the 
contents of the brief case into it and piled 
the wig and eyebrows on top the paper, 
laid the leather case over that, struck a 
match.

More police rocketed into the neighbor
hood, but they were looking for Robert 
Storm, a gray-headed man with bushy 
black brows and a stoop-shouldered 
slouching gait. Owen Masters had crisp 
brown hair and a confident, athletic car

riage. And many men wore dark 
tweeds . . .

It was midnight when Owen Masters 
entered his penthouse apartment, and set 
to work on the letters Thelma Lawson had 
written to Samuel Bigger when he was 
away on a vacation the previous summer. 
They were pitiful things, those letters. 
Sammie’s friend, Mr. Doxie, was being 
too nice to her. She was having more good 
times! Mr. Doxie had given her some 
“you know” and showed her how to use 
it. It made you feel so funny and 
happy. . . .

Masters cursed harshly when he read 
those lines. If he had needed anything to 
harden him to the course of duty he had 
plotted, he found it in those letters. Very 
plain that Doxie had taught this kid to use 
narcotics; very plain that because of that 
her death had followed. A nice kid look
ing for good times from life . . . Damn a 
political system that protected criminals 
and condoned the vending of narcotics to 
kids in their teens! Lives wrecked so that 
a flow of filthy money should pour into 
the coffers of greed. . . .

\  FTER dawn, Masters caught a few 
hours’ sleep, then was hard at work 

again. He engaged a private detective 
agency to locate and put a tail on Carl 
Doxie and on Boss MacNamara, the po
litical leader of Hudson' City, to make re
ports every fifteen minutes. He .had 
photostats made of Thelma’s letters; made 
some curious purchases at a radio shop 
and set a lawyer to work to obtain the 
release of Tom Harris and Melinda 
Moore in ball which he provided. Dusk 
was falling again when finally his lawyer 
managed to get the two into court on a 
habeas corpus writ. The newspapermen 
ignored the prisoners, closed in about 
Masters, who was in his own identity. 
When a millionaire came to court, it was 
news, especially a millionaire who had 
spent five years in prison himself.
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Masters smiled faintly into the shrewd 
laces of the newsmen. There was grim 
restraint in the line of his jaw, a stiffness 
to the set of his shoulders. He nodded to 
Fulton Davies, the reporter who had 
phoned him the first tip on Harris.

Davies grinned, “Mr. Masters, may we 
quote you as saying Harris was framed ?” 

Masters’ face was completely serious, 
“Say that I will prove that a fact within 
twenty-four hours! Davies, I want to 
thank you—” He pulled Davies aside— 
“for phoning me about Harris yesterday. 
I put Storm right to work on it.”

Davies was still grinning, narrow-eyed. 
“He worked himself into a mess. Four or 
five warrants out for him.”

Masters nodded, dropped his voice, 
“You said your paper wouldn’t print Har
ris’ charges. Suppose I could prove Boss 
MacNamara and Carl Doxie are involved 
in this frameup? Suppose I could prove 
both of them get money from dope 
sellers ?”

Davies’ grin pinched out. His tight- 
squeezed eyes bored deeply into Masters'. 
“What sort of proof ?” he asked softly.

Masters’ smile was tight-lipped. “I ’ll 
take you and another man you can pick 
as witnesses. You’ll need a stenographer 
you can trust who is also a notary. 
Listen!” He bent close whispering.

Davies listened intently and his face 
flushed. “Wow!” he gasped. “Oh my God! 
Can we print those letters ?”

Masters showed him the receipt Bigger 
had signed, “You can compare that signa
ture with the affidavit.”

“Don’t have to, Mr. Masters,” Davies 
snapped. " I’m your man. Say when.” 

“I’ll pick you up here in half an hour. 
Have the others ready.” He turned on his 
heel and Davies dropped his eyes and 
sauntered away. He said loudly, “Mas
ters is a nut. I think he got stir-simple 
in the penitentiary. You know what he 
said?” He whispered to the other news 
men and they broke into hoarse laughs.

Masters ushered Harris and Melinda into 
his waiting car, flung Harris’ apartment 
address at the chauffeur.

1~\R. HARRIS sat stiffly and frowned at 
Masters, “I ’m much obliged for all 

this, but I still don’t see why you should 
be interested.”

He was still stubborn, but there was a 
sag to his shoulders that wasn’t due to 
having his broken arm in a sling. Me
linda smiled at Masters from beyond him. 
“We are grateful, Mr. Masters,” she said, 
“but Mr. Storm only made trouble for us, 
you know.”

Masters frowned, nodded. “Dr. Har
ris,” he said. “If you’ll play this my way, 
I can get these charges killed—against you 
and Miss Moore also.”

Harris still frowned, “I can get Melin
da out of it by pleading guilty for myself. 
They made me that proposition, said they 
didn’t want to be hard on a girl.”

Masters laughed softly. “They don’t 
want this to go to trial, then. Good! Har
ris, this girl, Thelma Lawson, was a drug 
addict, made so deliberately by the man 
who seduced her. Here’s the proof.” He 
handed over one of the letters and Harris’ 
face slowly darkened with anger. He 
clipped out a hard oath.

“Will you play it my way?” Masters 
asked.

Harris shoved out his square-cut 
capable hand, “I ’ll do it, by Godfrey, if it’s 
the last thing I do!” His head was up and 
his shoulders back again and there was 
that stubborn jaw thrust out.

Masters laughed softly, feeling again a 
flood of liking for these two. “That’s fine,” 
he said. “Harris, you go to your apart
ment. I ’ll send some men to you later. 
Davies, a newspaper man. Do what he 
says. Miss Moore, I want you to go with 
me.”

When they had separated, Masters took 
from his pocket the gun that he once had 
taken from her. She accepted it silently,
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wide violet eyes questioning on his face.
“What will you do,” Masters asked 

soberly, "to save that fine boy of yours ?"
Melinda drew in a slow, shuddering 

breath, “Just try me,” she said.
Masters nodded, “You’re going to have 

to break the law,” he said shortly. 
"You’re going to have to risk your life.” 

Melinda Moore met his eyes with quiet 
confidence and her silence was stronger 
affirmation than words would have been. 
Masters nodded again, curtly. “Here’s 
money. Rent a car and go to the Manfred 
Hotel and register as Hortense Sullivan. 
Here’s a suitcase for you—” He prodded 
a grip on the floor with his foot—“Keep 
the car handy. I’ll call you in less than 
an hour and identify myself as your 
brother, Godfrey. Understand?”

Melinda nodded quietly, left the car and 
Masters sped back to the courthouse. He 
forced himself to relax against the cush
ions. He was placing two lives in jeopardy 
besides his own, but if he could win . . . .

At the courthouse, Davies and two 
others were waiting. Masters dismissed 
the chauffeur, and Davies’ friend took the 
wheel. “Boss MacNamara’s house,” Mas
ters told him. “He was there fifteen 
minutes ago, probably still is.” He picked 
up a brief case, touched a radio switch in 
the car. “Now listen,” he said.

“Now listen ,” said the radio.
Davies whistled softly, “How does it 

.work?” The radio mimicked and Masters 
switched it off. He pulled up his trouser 
leg. Fastened just above the ankle was a 
reel of fine wire. “I'm wired for sound.” 
he smiled thinly. “You three will stay in 
the car and I ’ll walk into MacNamara’s 
office. Anybody will have to have damned 
good eyes to see that wire. If they dis
cover the trick—” He shrugged. “I lose 
and I’ll have to work out something else. 
If I can, I ’ll leave the microphone behind. 
This reel unstraps easily and I’ll slide both 
under MacNamara’s desk.”

Davies shifted in the seat. “God, I ’d

hate to be in your shoes if MacNamara 
finds out!”

Masters smiled thinly, “If he does, or 
if the wire suddenly goes dead, it would 
be a good idea to get away from there fast 
yourself.”

Davies touched his tongue to his upper 
lip and tried a grin. “I t’s too late to back 
out now. What’s the odds? They don’t 
kill newspaper men in this town . . . That 
is, they haven’t yet.”

They were silent while the big car 
trundled through the night. Davies kept 
shifting in his seat. “What about those 
letters?” he burst out.

“They’re safe no matter what happens 
to me,” Masters told him quietly, “I ’m 
carrying photostats only. Your sten
ographer better sit on the floor and it 
would be best to shield the light.”

Davies laughed shakily, “Yeah. Sure.”

HPHEY didn’t speak again until the car 
A stopped before the private house which 

MacNamara owned in the heart of an ex
clusive apartment district. It cost money 
to have a house there. Masters got out 
steadily, paused to fix his shoe-lace and 
hooked the wires of the microphone over 
a screw-head in the running board.

“Lay them flat on the pavement when 
I ’m inside,” he said, then he walked 
steadily up the steps. The reel unwound 
silently and without a c^tch each time his 
right leg swung forward. When the door 
opened, he stepped to the right just inside, 
while he fumbled for a card.

“Owen Masters,” he said quietly, “to 
see Mr. MacNamara. I ’ll wait right here." 
He put a suspicious edge on his voice and 
glared hard at the butler, holding his eyes. 
The butler’s lips moved superciliously. He 
closed the door and Masters drew in a 
slow, soundless breath. The wires were 
fastened down close to the floor now. He 
moved across to the other wall and drew 
the wires snug against the hinge side of 
the door, laid them rapidly along the base
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board until they were almost to the door 
of MacNamara’s study, into which the 
butler had disappeared. When the butler 
came out, Masters straightened guiltily as 
if he had been listening. The butler glared 
at him.

“Mr. MacNamara will see you,” he 
said, sneering.

Masters said, “I ’ll keep my hat.” He 
stepped inside the study and waited for 
the butler to shut the door before he ad
vanced, and Masters could hardly restrain 
a grin of relief. The wires lay against the 
baseboard outside. The door had pinned 
them when he came into the study. All he 
needed now to fear was that someone 
might enter after him and see them lying 
on the steps. It was dark here, except for 
the hooded light above MacNamara’s desk 
which he promptly found struck him full 
in the face. Masters blinked under it, put 
his brief case on the floor and set a smile 
on his lips. It wasn’t hard. Things were 
breaking . . . but he would have to work 
fast. No telling how long those wires 
would go undetected.

MacNamara had a long, dour face but 
he could twist it into a most ingratiating 
smile. It almost closed his small, close- 
set eyes, wrinkled his long nose.

“Well, well, well, Mr. Masters,” he 
boomed. “Long time no see. Welcome. 
You’re very welcome.”

Masters said, “Thank you, Mr. Mac
Namara. I ’ve brought some letters I 
thought you might be interested in.” He 
stooped over and drew them out of the 
brief case, slid both case and the hastily 
unclipped reel under the edge of the desk. 
He straightened with the sheaf of photo
stats.

"Letters?" MacNamara intoned. “What 
kind of letters, Masters ? I don’t under
stand.”

Masters said rapidly, “I ’ll explain. Dr. 
Thomas Harris has been accused with his 
nurse, Linda Moore, of performing an il
legal operation on a girl named Thelma

Lawson. Thelma Lawson died. These let
ters I have were written by Thelma Law- 
son to a man she had been going with, 
named Samuel Bigger. Bigger is one of 
those who made an affidavit against Dr. 
Harris.”

MacNamara was frowning, “That 
doesn’t concern me in the least,” he said 
flatly.

“But it does,” Masters said. “It does 
concern you very closely, Mr. Mac 
Namara. Let me read you one of these 
letters:

“Dearest Sammie, I know I’m going to 
hurt you very badly, but I can’t help it. 
Really /  can’t. Carl—7 mean Mr. Doxie 
— has been so very nice to me I  just can’t 
help loving him. I  know you’ll think it’s 
because Carl has so much money, but 
really, Sammie dear, it isn’t that at all. Of 
course Carl has got a lot of money and 
he’s in a lot of important deals with men 
like Mr. MacNamara, the political boss, 
you know. He told me so. . . .”

“Wait a minute,” MacNamara cut in 
harshly. “What are you trying to pull 
here!”

Masters smiled slightly, “I’m trying to 
prove to you that you’ll be interested in 
these letters. Doxie did a lot of talking to 
his girl friend. These letters prove abso
lutely that it was Doxie and not Samuel 
Bigger that seduced her and made an il
legal operation necessary. They prove also 
that Doxie made her a dope addict. Doxie 
told her a lot more things, too. . . .”

ll/IA C  NAMARA came to his feet. “I 
don’t want to listen. I don’t want to 

hear any more of these lies. Those letters 
are forgeries 1”

Masters said softly, “You seem very 
sure of that, Mr. MacNamara. Why 
should you think these letters are for
geries? An agent of mine bought them 
last night from the man to whom they 
were written, Samuel Bigger. My agent 
has the signed consent of Mr. Bigger to
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publish these letters.” He smiled faintly.
“That was a fraud!” MacNamara 

snapped. “Your agent, as you call him, 
said he came from Bigger’s lawyer. . . .”

“Ah,” Masters said softly. “Then you 
do know something about the frameup 
against Dr. Harris?”

Masters rose to his feet, too. “These 
are photostats of the letters, Mr, Mac
Namara. Would you care to have me read 
more of them ?” He raced on. “Oh, Sam- 
mie, it really seems wonderful that Mr. 
Doxie should take me into his confidence 
so. He told me today that he made thou
sands of dollars a week oat of people who 
sell the 'you know.’ The stuff they call 
‘happy dust.’ Of course, he has to pay 
Mr. MacNamara a great deal of this, 
but___ "

MacNamara said violently, “This is a 
frame-up, damn it! Let me see those 
letters!”

Masters said, “Certainly, these are only 
photostats. There’s a great deal more in
teresting matter in them, Mr. Mac
Namara. You’d think a man like Doxie 
would know how to hold his tongue, but 
he seems to have been pretty badly sold 
on little Thelma, who writes such charm
ing letters.”

MacNamara said hoarsely, “Damn it, 
Masters, these things are forgeries. You 
know they’re forgeries! Doxie couldn’t 
be such a fool as—” He cut himself off 
short.

“As to tell secrets like that to a girl?” 
Masters put in smoothly. “Why don’t  you 
get Doxie here and ask him ?”

“I will,” MacNamara said flatly. “By 
God, I ’l l ____”

“Now, Mr. MacNamara,” Masters said 
quietly, “I ’ll tell you why I brought those 
letters here. I ’m not at all sure I could 
get them admitted as evidence in court, 
and anyway they wouldn’t prove that 
Harris was innocent. There’s nothing in 
the world, though, to prevent my having 
those letters published in the newspapers,

and you know what effect that will—"• 
The door of the study whipped open. 

“Hey chief!” a man cried in a strained 
voice, “There’s some wires leading under 
the front door and into here. . . .”

Masters’ hand blurred as it streaked to 
his underarm holster. He sprang back
ward and covered both MacNamara and 
the man in the doorway. “Hold it, Mac
Namara,” he ordered flatly. “I’m pretty 
accurate with this gun.” He lifted his 
voice. “The game’s up, boys. You’d better 
run for it right now! Never mind me!” 

The man in the doorway leaped back
ward and to one side and Masters did 
not try to shoot. He heard the motor of 
the car outside leap to life and roar furi
ously away. Masters darted to Mac- 
Namara's side, got his back to the wall 
where he could cover the boss and the 
doorway.

“Now, listen to me, MacNamara,” he 
said flatly. “Every word that was said in 
here was taken down through a dicta
graph. Remember what was said?”

“I didn’t say a damned thing!” Mac
Namara said thickly. “By God, Masters, 
you can’t get away with a thing like this. 
I’ll . . . I ’ll have your life for this.” 

“Undoubtedly,” Masters said smoothly, 
“if you can. But the letters are still in 
existence, and I think Doxie will talk if he 
sees he’s caught. Talk enough to get 
my friend, Harris, free. You’d probably 
be able to fight off the letters, but you 
can’t fight off Doxie when he talks. Now, 
MacNamara, walk with me to the front 
door. If any of your men makes a move 
at me, it’s going to be too bad for you! 
Understand? All right, marcht”

CHAPTER FIVE 

Men Can Die

TI/TacNAMARA was shaking, but it 
was with rage. Nevertheless, with a 

gun boring into his spine, he walked stiffly
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toward the doorway, where his men were.
"Tell them,” Masters ordered shortly, 

“if one of them makes a pass at me, you 
get it through the spine!”

MacNamara could hardly enunciate for 
his rage. “Let the rat go, boys,” he said 
to the two men in the hallway. “He’ll wish 
he had died before he tried this on me.” 

Masters grinned tightly and took Mac
Namara with him to the door, marched 
him to the corner and around it to where 
his chauffeur, acting on his orders, had 
parked another car. He waited until he 
had the motor running, made sure Mac
Namara had no gun and then pushed him 
to the pavement. Instantly, Masters was 
away. A gun roared out behind him, then 
he whirled a corner and was racing north
ward. After six blocks of top speed, he 
slewed to the curb by a cigar store and 
hurried into a booth, called the detective 
agency he had engaged to watch Doxie 
and found out where he was. Then he 
phoned Melinda Moore.

“This is your brother, Godfrey,” he 
said swiftly. “Here’s what I want you 
to do. You’ve already rented a car? Good. 
Drive to the corner of White and Foulard 
and park. A man will come out of the 
apartment house at 4614 Foulard. When 
the right one comes, you’ll hear a whistle. 
I want you to empty your gun over his 
head. Over his head. Understand? 
There'll be some other shooting and some 
of it may come toward you. Keep as low 
in the car as you can and when you’ve 
emptied your gun, go to Harris’ apart
ment and stay there.”

There was tremor in Melinda’s voice. 
“Is that all ?” she asked, and there was no 
mockery in her voice.

“That’s all,” Masters said curtly. “I’ll 
join you at Harris’ as soon as I can. Re
member, as soon as you empty your gun, 
drive like hell! Can you do that ?”

"This is . . .  to help Tommy?” 
Masters smiled slightly into the phone, 

“Yes, my dear,” he said gently. "To help

Tommy and all the other innocent people 
of this city and those kids who are being 
made into dope addicts to fill the pockets 
of crooks!”

Masters could hear her slow-drawn 
breath. “I’ll do it,” she said and the tremor 
was gone. In its place was crisp deter
mination. Masters spun out of the booth 
and raced to his car. In seconds, he was 
boring toward the intersection of White 
and Foulard. MacNamara would call 
Doxie as soon as he could return to his 
home and locate his underling. Masters 
had to be there when Doxie left the apart
ment, or it would be too late.

TI/TASTERS jerked his car to a halt a 
half block from the Foulard apart

ment house and, within a space of mo
ments, saw a small sedan draw to a halt at 
the intersection he had named. He could 
just make out a girl’s silhouette against 
the lights behind. Masters got out and 
stood beside the car. Minutes dragged past 
and no one left the building. Masters 
swore under his breath. Had he come too 
late?

Just as he had almost abandoned hope, 
the door of the apartment swung open 
noisily and a man fairly ran to the side
walk, staring both ways for a cab. Mas
ters laughed softly, recognizing Doxie. He 
pursed his lips and uttered a shrill whistle 
and at the same time began to stroll 
toward Doxie. He was counting a lot on 
Melinda’s boast that she could shoot. Sec
onds ticked past after his whistle and 
nothing happened. God, had she lost her 
nerve? Had . . . .

The spiteful bark of the automatic was 
fiercely loud in the empty street. Doxie 
whirled toward the sound, made fluttering 
movements with his hands, and the gun 
continued to spurt flame.

“Lie down!” Masters shouted at Doxie. 
“I ’ll get the dirty killers! Lie down, you 
fo o ir

He began firing, aiming his bullets 
carefully over the sedan. The third shot
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he did not aim high. He fired it very 
deliberately, with precise aim. When he 
squeezed the trigger, Doxie yelped and 
his leg flew out from under him. He 
spilled flat on the pavement. Melinda’s 
gun still barked. Masters ran up and 
knelt beside Doxie, continued to shoot as 
Melinda’s sedan whipped around in a 
tight U and took the comer on scream
ing tires.

Windows were flying up along the 
streets. Masters holstered his automatic 
and spun to Doxie. “Did they get you 
after all?” he cried. “I couldn’t seem to 
hit anything, damn i t ! I’ll have to get you 
a hospital.” He lifted his head and yelled 
at somebody leaning out of a window. 
“I ’m getting this guy to the hospital. Call 
the cops!”

He threw an arm around Doxie and 
helped him to his feet. Doxie groaned. 
He was cursing savagely. "Double- 
crossed, by God,” he whispered. His leg 
dangled. “Double-crossed all the way!”

Masters got him into the car. “What 
hospital you want to go to ?” he demanded 
hoarsely.

Doxie was leaning back against the 
cushions, his white face beaded with 
sweat. “Wait a minute,” he whispered. 
“Wait a minute; I got to think. If I go 
to the hospital, they’ll find me, and. . . .”

“They’d do the same thing if you go 
to your regular doctor,” Masters threw 
at him. “Look, I know a doc who can 
keep his mouth shut.” Without waiting 
for assent, he jerked the car into gear 
and swirled around the comer. He fought 
a thin, secretive smile that twitched at his 
mouth.

Doxie’s flabbly lips trembled. “You get 
me to that doctor and I’ll make it worth 
while. You got guts butting into a rub- 
out like this.”

Masters shrugged. “Me, I ’m out for 
dough. I ’m a private dick, so bullets don’t 
mean a hell of a lot. Most of them punks 
can’t shoot anyway. Look at this bunch.

They fire a dozen shots and one of them 
pinks you in the leg. Looks like amateur 
work to me.”

Doxie twisted his head around, creasing 
the fat neck above his collar. “Amateur?” 
he whispered. He laughed hoarsely. “Oh, 
my God, amateurs!”

Masters began to talk rapidly, almost 
as if to himself. “All right, you know who 
did it and you know why. And they ain’t 
amateurs. Maybe somebody wants to 
shut your mouth about something. There’s 
one way to beat that racket. That’s open 
your mouth and yell plenty. After that, if 
he makes a pass at you, you got a dozen 
cops to jump him. They’ll even bury you 
in a hotel, or somewhere. . . .”

“You talk like a fool,” Doxie said irri
tably. “This guy owns the cops!” 

Masters whistled softly and put on the 
brakes, “Say, I didn’t know I was hom
ing into anything like that. Maybe I bet
ter . . .”

“Listen,” Doxie pleaded, “listen, I ’ll 
give you two grand to get me to that doc
tor and keep your mouth shut.”

Masters shook his head stubbornly, “If 
your pal owns the cops . . . Listen, I got 
to know more about this business. What 
am I horning into? I know where we can 
get plenty for a story about a guy that 
owns the cops. This guy Masters will 
pay plenty for anything on the politicians.
Owen Masters. And he’d cover us, too.”

/

T~\OXIE stared at him, small eyes blink- 
ing. “God,” he whispered. “God . . . 

Maybe . . . Get me to that doctor!” 
Masters slowly threw the car into gear 

and got going. Doxie groaned at the lurch. 
“God, my leg is killing me!”

Masters shrugged, “That might be an 
easier way out. A big guy gunning for 
you whether you squeal or not. Your only 
chance is to get to cover and get protec
tion. Like this guy Masters.”

“For God’s sake, drive, I tell you I” 
Doxie moaned. “I ’m trying to think!”
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Satisfied, Masters threw the gas into 
the motor, Harris’ apartment house didn’t 
have a doorman and the elevator was 
automatic. He carried Doxie in and Har
ris opened the door, stepped back with 
an oath. Over Doxie’s head, Masters 
winked at him strenuously.

“This guy’s important, Doc,” Masters 
said hoarsely. “He wants you to doctor 
him up and keep your mouth shut.”

Harris drew himself up stiffly, but Me
linda, white-faced and trembling, shook 
Harris’ arm. “Do it, Tom.” she whis
pered. “For God’s sake, do it!”

Doxie groaned and Harris’ eyes swung 
down at the leg. His face went stiff. “We’ll 
have to stop that hemorrhage right away,” 
he said shortly. “And that leg is broken. 
Luckily, I have a can of ether. In there 
on the bed.”

Masters breathed a sigh of relief. He 
had primed Davies to tell Harris, but there 
was no accounting for what that stub
bornly honest young man would do. He 
waited until Harris had him stretched on 
the bed, then ducked back to Melinda.

“The newspaper men are inside?” he 
whispered.

Melinda nodded, “In the bathroom,” 
she whispered back. “Oh, I don’t know 
how I managed to hit him. I was shoot
ing high.”

Masters said grimly, “Don’t be a fool. 
You didn’t.”

Melinda stared up at him and her eyes 
widened slowly, but there was something 
like relief in the lines of her face. “But 
why?” she gasped. “Why?”

Masters jerked his head impatiently, 
ran back into the bedroom. Harris had 
opened a can of ether and set it on the 
floor, “Say, chief,” Masters whispered to 
Doxie. “There’s a guy staked out in the 
doorway across the street. You’d better 
let me get in touch with this guy Masters 
and let him send some guns to take care of 
you. Will you talk ?”

Doxie moaned and tossed his head, “I ’ll

have to. God, I ’ll have to ! Can that girl 
take something down?”

Masters said, “Sure, she can. She's 
expert at taking down shorthand.” He 
winked at Melinda and she hurried away 
to get some paper. Masters opened the 
door of the bathroom, and Davies’ white 
face stared out at him. “Get this,” Mas
ters whispered. “Doxie’s going to con
fess !”

Masters doubled back to Doxie’s side 
and said, "Start talking. I ’ll call Masters 
and make a deal.”

Harris frowned at him, but he was pre
occupied with working on the hemorr
hage. It was difficult with one arm in a 
sling. Masters held down the connection 
bar on the telephone and called his own 
residence. “Listen, I got to talk to Mr. 
Masters right away. It’s life and death.”

Doxie said, “Hurry. Damn it, doctor, 
easy there. Ready, young lady? I ’m 
Carl Doxie and I want to make a volun
tary statement. I ’m a political leader for 
the Ninth Ward and I run the rackets 
there for Daniel MacNamara, known as 
Boss MacNamara. These rackets include 
the selling of dope. . . . ”

TTARRIS jerked erect and Masters 
stepped hard down on his instep. 

Harris winced and looked at him, finally 
understood the elaborate wink. Masters 
began to talk rapidly into the dead tele
phone and Doxie’s voice ran on, thick with 
fear, pouring out the statement.

“I’m willing to take the rap,” he said, 
“for my part of this because MacNamara 
double-crossed me and tried to bump me 
off tonight. He called me to his house 
and then sent gunnies to iron me out, 
and. . . . ”

There was a crash in the hallway and 
the outer door of the apartment smashed 
in. Four men charged through with 
leveled guns and behind them Boss Mac
Namara stalked, long legged and evil, 
grinning. Masters’ hand flicked toward
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his gun, but he checked the draw and 
slowly lifted his hands.

“All right,” he said amiably, “you got 
us, MacNamara, but you're too late. The 
boys have already gone to the newspapers 
with the full confession Doxie just made.”

MacNamara still grinned. “That lie 
won’t get by, either, Masters,” he said. 
“One of my men spotted the license num
ber on the car in front of my house. That 
same car is parked downstairs and the 
wires are still trailing out of it. They’re 
probably in the bathroom there. Doxie, 
what kind of a fool have you made out of 
yourself ?”

Doxie’s face was mottled. He stared 
from MacNamara to Masters. “Did you 
call him . . . Masters?” he asked thickly. 
“Owen Masters?”

MacNamara nodded, “Come out of that 
bathroom, damn you, before we pump lead 
through the door!”

Fulton Davies came out with his hands 
lifted above his head and the other two 
men followed. Davies held out a note
book. “Here it is, MacNamara,” he said 
quaveringly. “Every word of it, and . . .”

“You damned fool!” Masters said vio
lently. “That was our only chance for 
life!”

MacNamara snatched the book full of 
pothooks and grinned like a wolf. “That 
about states it, Masters. I t’s a rub-out. 
Get them all out of here now before the 
cops come. One of them might turn 
honest on me, like Doxie. Doxie, I never 
knew you were such a damned fool, you 
and your women!”

Masters laughed, sat down on the side 
of the bed. “You win completely, except 
for one thing, MacNamara. I was just 
talking to Storm over the telephone, and 
he knows the whole story.” His eyes, un
der low'ered lids, were taking in the entire 
room. MacNamara with his four gunmen 
were spread out against the wall. Harris 
was behind the bed on which Doxie lay, 
and Melinda sat there with the sheets of

paper on which she had pretended to take 
Doxie’s statement. The newspaper men 
were grouped against the bathroom door. 
They had the best chance of doing some
thing but there was only fear in their 
faces.

“You can wipe out all of us, Mac
Namara,” Masters stalled desperately for 
time—time for what ? There was no hope. 
“There are seven of us, and there’s always 
Storm. And the letters, don’t forget the 
letters.”

“I won’t,” MacNamara said softly. 
“You’ll tell me where they are, and you’re 
going to call Storm right into our little 
trap. You’ll be glad to before we’re 
through with you. All right, boys, get 
them moving. Let Doxie and the doctor 
and the girl have it right here. I haven’t 
got time to fool with them.”

T>EHIND him, Masters felt for the can 
• of ether with his foot. It was a mad 

chance he was going to take, but there was 
no help for it. There was nothing else, and 
Death stared them all in the face.

“Listen, MacNamara,” Masters pleaded 
and made his lips tremble with fear. “Lis
ten, I can get those letters and Storm to 
come here. Storm can bring them. Listen, 
let me buy these kids out of it anyway. 
You’ve got to !” He twisted his head about 
and moved his lips in soundless words at 
the two. “Ask for a smoke,” he mouthed 
words. “Ask for a smoke!”

MacNamara was hesitating, not, Mas
ters knew, from any intention of mercy, 
but because he wanted those letters 
damned badly. The sickly sweet odor of 
ether began to creep into the room from 
the overturned can. MacNamara shook 
his head, “We can’t wait. Come on, 
bump them!”

Melinda’s voice was faint. “Do you 
mind if . . .  if I have a smoke ?” she asked.

Masters felt his heart leap up. He 
laughed, "She’s got more guts than I have. 
Do you mind, MacNamara?”
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MacNamara’s dour face moved wolf- 
ishly, “No. Why not?”

Masters twisted about, took a step side- 
wise while guns followed him. “In my 
side pocket, Linda,” he said. She reached 
across the bed and couldn’t make it. Mas
ters saw to it that she couldn’t. He 
lowered one hand very carefully, grin
ning his amity at the gunmen who watched 
him, fished out the packet of cigarettes. 
He got out matches and reached his hands 
together awkwardly above his head to 
strike one. He struck the match all right, 
but it dropped from his hands. It dropped 
down on the ether-soaked carpet. . . .

The flash of flame was instantaneous 
and the can of ether let go like a grenade. 
Masters flung himself backward in the 
same moment, half across the bed, carried 
Harris and Melinda to the floor. His eyes 
were blinded, and intolerable pain 
streaked up his right side. He fought his 
hand upward toward the gun beneath his 
armpit. His ears were deafened from the 
concussion, but he could hear screams. 
They were . . . horrible. He got his gun 
out, pushed himself up from the floor. 
Guns were blasting. He saw a man coated 
in flames staggering straight into the in
ferno beside the bed. The man fell for
ward and some of the screams stopped.

The bathroom door was closed, Mas
ters’ seared eyes made out. He laughed 
and began to shoot. Harris and Melinda 
were urging him to his feet, shouting 
something about the window and the fire 
escape. The heat tore at his lungs. He 
staggered up, the gun motionless in his 
hand, empty; strained his streaming eyes 
toward the spot where MacNamara and 
his men had stood. High up, he could 
see the wall, but no one stood there now. 
The screams had . . . stopped.

Numbly, Masters yielded to the tugging 
at his arms. He straddled the sill, leaned 
against the wall and felt the grateful 
cold of the night bite into his face

and side. A black-faced man was climb
ing out of the bathroom window. Two 
others already stood on the fire escape, 
helping. Masters stiffened away from the 
wall.

“You damned fool!” he shouted hoarse
ly at the man in the window. “You 
had the story of your life in that notebook 
and you gave it back to him 1”

T '|A V IE S  stiffly reached the platform 
and braced himself on the railing with 

a rigid arm. He laughed. It shook him, 
twisted his soot-streaked face curiously, 
but he kept on laughing.

“Did you really think,” he gasped, “that 
I ’d given him the right notebook? All 
pothooks look alike.” He straightened up, 
but he was still laughing, weakly.

Masters strode toward him, “What are 
you laughing at, you fool ?” he demanded.

Davies stopped abruptly, "Listen, Mas
ters, I saw what you were going to do. 
And I stood there and waited for you to 
do it.” He laughed loudly once, choked 
it off. “You see,” he said confidentially, 
“I always figured I was a coward.” He 
turned and moved toward the steps, walk
ing very steadily, very erectly.

Masters chuckled and swung toward the 
doctor and the girl, stood blinking at 
them with his blurred eyes. “I want to 
thank you,” he said quietly.

"Thank as,” Melinda stared at him, 
then ran and threw both arms about his 
neck. “Oh, Mr. Masters, if it hadn’t been 
for you and Mr. Storm, we . . . we. . . .”

Dr. Harris cut in, “I’m the damned fool 
of this combinaton,” he said bitterly. "If 
I hadn’t been pig-headed in the first 
place . . . ”

Masters squeezed Melinda and with a 
laugh clapped a hand on Harris’ shoulder. 
“Fools, eh. Well, if God is good,” he said, 
his voice deepening, “He will people the 
world with more of them—with just such 
pig-headed fools as you. . .

THE END



THE INVISIBLE WITNESS

HE thought: I once got a thrill out 
of this room. Good Lord, look 
at it. He said uneasily. “Sure— 

sure, Iris—you know I want to marry 
you, but—”

“You lie,” the girl said.
In the sudden silence young Hubert 

Montague sucked in his breath. His weak 
chin dropped; he ran his fingers through 
his sleek glossy black hair with a nervous 
gesture. His eyes roved the room—the 
eyes of an animal in a trap.

It was a small boudoir. There were 
deep red hangings, a red Chinese rug, a 
great broad couch with crimson velour 
upholstery and pillows. All of it was 
flooded with a murky light from ruby 
bulbs under the ornate tasseled pink-red 
shade of the Chinese dragon-lamp on the 
center-table.

Red light for passion . . . .  It was Iris 
Deane’s idea of their love—this room of 
the small apartment in which she lived 
alone. His room and hers . . . .  Tonight it 
made him shudder . . . .

“Iris—” he said.
“You lie,” she repeated. All the slim 

length of her seemed to stiffen. She was 
sitting bolt upright on the couch, facing 
him as he sprawled in the easy chair. He 
stared at her—fascinated. Once he had 
thought her beautiful in this maroon neg- 
68
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Hubert Montague killed the woman 

he no longer loved. But to his 

grave he carried the crimson mark 

of her dead lips. . . .

ligee, with a rose in the'coils of her dark 
hair. A little passion flower, exotic in the 
garish surroundings she thought would 
please him.

But tonight he shuddered, with a sud
den excited movement that made his heart 
pound.

“What—what do you mean?” he said. 
Then he too was sitting upright, tense.

“You’re going to marry Barbara Hast
ings,” she said. Her white arm with the 
lace of the negligee dangling from it made 
a gesture. “Don’t lie to me, Hubert. 
People talk — Valley Cove isn’t so far 
from here. You’re going to marry her. 
I know why, of course. Because she’s
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rich—an’ you can live a life of ease— 
luxury—”

He said suddenly, petulantly, “All 
right. What’s it to you ?”

He saw anger blaze in her eyes. The 
bitter galling fury of a jealous woman.

“To me? To me, Hubert? Why it’s— 
it’s everything.” The leaping fire in her 
eyes suddenly dissolved in tears, but she 
brushed them away. “Do you think I ’ll 
let you throw me over? That would be 
swell for me, wouldn’t it?”

“Iris,” he said, “take it easy—listen—” 
“An’ what am I going to do? I ’m going 

to tell her mother an’ all her friends about 
me—about us!”

But her anger wouldn’t hold. She 
slipped off the couch to her knees, hitched 
herself to his chair . . . .  These damn 
dramatics — as though that would make 
any difference.

“Iris—don’t be a fool—”
“I love you, Hubert. It’s never been 

just—just passion with me. I figured it 
was, with you. That’s why I—I fixed up 
this room. I lied to you, Hubert . . . .” 

Her damned arms were around his 
neck now—pulling at him—like a mill
stone—an albatross . . . .

46T LIED to you; I ’m not twenty. I— 
I ’m only seventeen. I lied when I 

got the job in the chorus two years ago. 
I ’ve got no relatives, just me, an’ I—I 
thought I could make you love me, Hu
bert—”

He summoned anger. “Thought you’d 
trap me. you mean!”

She seemed not to hear; she was trying 
to kiss him. His stomach heaved with 
revulsion. Across the room he could see 
that both the window shades of this 
ground floor apartment were fully drawn. 
They were alone here. The apartment 
overhead was vacant. No one would 
hear—

His heart was suddenly wildly pound
ing in his throat.

“I guess,” she was stammering, “I guess 
I went at it the wrong way, Hubert.” 

“You damn sure did,” he said. “I 
never loved you, you little fool! Your 
limited charms couldn’t hold me very long. 
I thought you knew that.”

He pushed her away and jumped to 
his feet.

“Hubert—”
Damn her dramatics. Her arms were 

around his knees.
“I can support you, Hubert. You can 

live here. I ’m going to be a specialty 
dancer in the new show. More money—” 

Then suddenly her body was pressed 
against him. Clinging to him—fettering 
him. Pleading. Whining. And then 
threatening again. “I ’ll tell her, Hubert! 
By God. I will! An’ you know I can 
prove i t ! You’ve boasted about me pretty 
well around Grafton here. I ’ve stood for 
that, an’ when I tell Barbara Hastings—” 

The window blinds were down . . . .  
No one would hear . . . .

“I’ll tell her an’ her mother an’ all her 
friends! I ’ll tell—”

The words blurred suddenly as his 
clenched fist shot out and caught her in 
the mouth. She staggered back. She was 
screaming . . . .  God, anyone passing on 
the lonely street would hear her 1

He found himself over her with a hand 
clapped to her mouth. Then as she 
gripped him, fighting like a little tigress, 
he smothered her face against his chest. 
Locked together, they swayed across the 
room, staggered against the table; a small 
chair went over; he was pounding her 
back with one of his fists, knocking the 
breath from her . . . .  They hit a high 
pedestal. A goldfish bowl on top of it 
spilled over against them. He felt the 
chill of water; he saw the bowl and its 
two tiny fish crash to the floor.

“You damn little—”
Her fingers were gouging at his eyes. 

He flung her face down on the couch, with 
a knee on her back, his fists pounding
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her . . . .  She was only twitching now— 
arms and legs moving jerkily . . . .  God, 
why wouldn’t she die ? He forced a pillow 
over her head. Tighter—press hard . . .  a 
minute . . . two minutes . . . .

It seemed an eternity. At last she lay 
still. Gruesome dead thing now, that 
once had been beautiful; and Montague 
staggered back with the lust to kill fading 
from him and a calm triumph coming to 
take its place.

T T E  thought: I must get out of here 
now—

And do what? The question leaped at 
him. He had boasted of Iris Deane. He 
would be suspected. Damned fool, he 
had boasted in Roily’s poolroom tonight 
that he was leaving for Iris Deane’s. 
That would be incriminating in the 
morning. But he had only left Roily’s 
fifteen minutes ago. If he dashed 
for Sergeant Blake now nobody would 
check on the time so closely . . . .

He stood in the center of the room, 
smoothing his hair, arranging his tie and 
the set of his dress coat. Nothing of his 
was here but his hat. He snatched it up.

The goldfish bowl! Water was splashed 
on his shirt-front. He gazed down at it 
. . . .  Distant muttering thunder sounded 
outside, and he became aware that it was 
raining. Thank God! The rain would 
cover up the wetness of his clothes.

For a moment he stood before the big 
mirror on the wall, making sure of his 
appearance.

Carefully he raised one of the window 
blinds a little. He would say he had 
come from Roily’s ; had found the place 
locked; had gazed in the window here, 
into the lighted room and seen the body.

He verified now that both windows 
were locked. Then with a last look at 
the sprawled body of the dead girl he 
adjusted his hat and slipped into the dim 
hall. The front door locked after him as

he closed it. The dark, rainswept street 
was empty. He stooped, gazed into the 
boudoir window under the shade to make 
sure that he could see the twisted crump
led figure—the disordered room horribly 
appropriate in its red appointments. But 
there was no way to tell, from here, that 
she was dead. He must remember that. 
He knew Sergeant Blake. The sergeant’s 
frame cottage where he lived with his wife 
and two kids was only a few blocks away.

Within a minute or two Montague was 
pounding at the front door — pounding 
and shouting for help. When the big, 
burly, pajama-clad sergeant let him in, 
Montague gasped out his story. . . .May
be she was murdered—maybe she still 
lived.

Then the sergeant’s wife and his gog
gling kids were there—all blinking in the 
bright white light of the hall.

Montague’s frantic babbling wavered— 
ceased. Something was wrong. He saw 
the strange tenseness of the sergeant’s 
body. Fascinated, he watched the ser
geant’s hand steal toward the holstered re
volver on the table. They were all star
ing at him, eyes wide, now unblinking. 
His own gaze traveled slowly, against his 
will, to the focal point of all those eyes.

There was something on his shirt 
front!

He brushed at the stain—futilely, child-, 
ishly. His bosom was as ted as . . .  as 
red as it had been in that ghastly crim
son room! Realization poured over Mon
tague: he’d struck her — smothered her 
bleeding lips to his chest—and in that 
murky red light he hadn’t been able to 
distinguish color . . . .  He’d thought the 
wetness was merely from the goldfish 
bowl!

Montague slumped limply to the floor. 
The white light from the hallway cast a 
bright glaze on his once immaculate dress 
shirt—and turned the blood stains there 
to little laughing devils . . . .



• MURDER ROMANCE •
It was bad enough when Detective 
Dan Richard saw his lovely wife 
keep a tryst with a gunman. . . . 
But it was more than he could bear 
— when she coni ess ed to murderl
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THE telephone bell made a low, dis
creet burr in the front room of the 
little cottage. City Detective Dan 

Richard, changing his shirt in a second 
floor bedroom, heard the sound and started 
to the door. His wife’s clear, soft voice 
called from downstairs.

“All right, Dan, I ’ll take it; probably 
my sister.”

Richard stopped at the head of the 
stairs, then shrugged and muttered, “Most 
likely Inspector Logan. A murder, I ’ll 
bet . . .” He swung his lean, smooth
muscled body down the stairs, padding 
softly in his slippers. At the bottom, he

ran his fingers through tousled blond hair. 
Just outside the door to the front room 
he paused abruptly. His wife was at the 
telephone, her back to him. Fading sun
light shone through the windows, pick
ing sparkling highlights from her raven 
black hair. Her voice was a taut whisper: 

“. . . Nicky . . . Thank heavens Dan is 
upstairs. If he ever knew Nicky Settaro 
called me . . .  He hates you, Nicky . . . .” 

Dan Richard leaned his tall body 
against the wall. His blue eyes narrowed 
under shaggy sandy brows. His square, 
hard jaw tightened. Nicky Settaro, king
pin of the protection racket in the city, 
calling his wife . . . Richard had been

Y ou killed him—  
d idn ’t yout
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making what amounted to almost a one- 
man crusade against the protection racket 
lately, had refused bribes of all kinds. He 
rubbed the knuckles of his right fist. They 
were still skinned a little; he had smashed 
Nicky Settaro on the jaw a couple of days 
ago when Settaro had attempted to buy 
him off for two hundred a month.

Richard fingered a lump on the back of 
his head, wincing slightly. Last night, just 
after he had alighted from the bus near 
his home, a car had driven alongside him 
on the dark road. A man had leaped from 
the car and tapped a hard, blunt object 
against the back of his head. He’d fallen, 
barely conscious, unable to recognize his 
assailant. Then the man had jammed a 
gun against his forehead. He remembered 
the low, hissing words perfectly: “I could 
kill you now, but I got orders not to— 
this time. Lay off, pal, or you’re through!”

The gun was withdrawn and a moment 
later the car roared away. Richard stag
gered home, related the story to his wife 
while she bathed the sore spot. He was 
sure the attacker was one of Settaro’s 
hired killers. The warning was plain: 
Richard would lay off Nicky Settaro, or 
else—

And now black-haired Julia, his bride 
of a few months, was talking to Settaro 
as though she had known him for years, 
calling him Nicky . . . .

There was no sound from the front 
room for a half-minute. Then the taut 
whisper, lower this time. “I’ll be there. 
In front of the Bradford building at 
eight . . . Yes, I ’ll make some kind of an 
excuse . . .” Silence for seconds, then: 
“But if you ever say a word to Dan, I ’ll 
kill you! Understand, I ’ll kill you!”

Richard turned, a little dazed, and 
climbed upstairs, making no noise in his 
slippers. When he was in the bedroom 
again he heard the clatter of the phone on
to the cradle. He fumbled at his shirt but
tons, looking into the mirror. The color 
had faded out of his lean, strong face.

There were sweat beads on his forehead. 
His lips made a thin slash across his face.

When he was fully dressed, he reached 
into a bureau drawer, took out a pocket- 
size blue-steel automatic. He slipped it into 
his pocket, strode out and down the stairs. 
There was a bright light on in the spot
less white kitchen. His wife was there, 
setting two places at the table. She turned 
as he entered, smiling up at him.

C H E  was tall, full-bodied under her crisp 
^  dress. The white skin of her perfectly 
formed face was flawless, colored only 
by a spot of makeup on each cheek. Her 
dark eyes were clear, sparkling. The glossy 
raven hair over the smooth creamy white
ness of her face made a startling, lovely 
effect. Looking at her, Richard felt his 
heart swell against his ribs, just as he had 
felt it thump when he first met her, a little 
more than a year ago.

He sat down at the table, watching her 
She seemed happy, untroubled. Richard 
sighed a little over his coffee. He set down 
the cup, asked:

“Was that your sister that called, 
Julia?’’

“Yes.” Her eyes were on the table, 
avoiding his. “I—she wants me to go over 
for a little while. She says she isn’t feel
ing well. You don’t mind, Dan? I ’ll be 
home before eleven." f

“No, I don’t mind. Matter of fact, I ’ve 
got to go into town myself right away. 
I ’d almost forgotten; Inspector Logan 
wants to see me about that diamond stick- 
up.”

He was glad when he had finally kissed 
her goodby and was in the bus, leading 
toward the central business district. The 
light automatic made a bulge in his pocket. 
He slipped his fingers around the cold 
metal, and his eyes were frosty, deter
mined. It was his plan to wait near the 
Bradford building until Settaro and his 
wife met, then to confront them. After 
that . . . His lips quirked in a tight, mirth
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less smile. What would happen after that?
In the quiet side street where the Brad

ford building was located, Richard stood 
in a shadowed doorway. There was little 
traffic; the street was one of old red-brick 
office buildings, filled with people during 
the day, but silent and untenanted at night. 
Richard’s blue eyes were sharp under his 
sandy brows, watching the entrance to 
the Bradford on the opposite side of the 
street.

It was one minute to eight when a cab 
stopped in front of the building, and the 
tall, full figure of a woman alighted. She 
ran across the sidewalk as the cab pulled 
away. The outstretched hands of a man 
in the doorway closed over hers. In the 
dimness Richard thought he saw the white 
flash of his wife’s teeth in a smile. Then 
she and the man were gone inside the 
building.

Richard hadn’t moved out of the door
way. He took his hand out of his pocket, 
away from the coldness and hardness of 
the automatic. The white flame of rage 
inside him had died out. He was calm 
now, although the sweat was running on 
his face. He stepped to the sidewalk, 
headed for the bus terminal.

Nicky Settaro and Julia in a secret 
tryst . . . He had felt a sense of stunned 
unbelief before; now he knew it was true. 
Julia had come from the same coast city 
as Settaro. In fact she had lived here only 
a couple of months less than the racketeer. 
Richard had once joked about it to her, 
and now he remembered that she hadn’t 
considered it the least bit humorous. The 
facts crystallized in his mind. Julia and 
Settaro must have known each other in 
their native coast city, and were now re
newing their affair. Richard rubbed his 
wet, sticky palms against his coat. His 
heart felt heavy and dead in his chest 
when he thought about his bride of a few 
months and the racketeer he hated, to
gether in the luxurious offices in the old 
Bradford building . . . .

Back in the front room of the little 
cottage, Richard slouched in a chair and 
waited for his wife. There would be no 
hysterics; he would merely tell her what 
he knew. He would pack up and go to 
a hotel room; later he would arrange 
things with her in regard to money mat
ters. And after everything was settled, he 
would get Settaro. He would smash Set- 
taro’s racket and put him behind bars if it 
cost him his life. Richard smiled a little, 
his eyes glowing and warm with the 
thought.

Julia came in not long after nine-thirty. 
She removed her coat and hat, seated her
self on the arm of the chair beside Rich
ard. He looked up into her face, and he 
was startled. Her dark eyes were wide, 
with terror in their depths. Her face 
was not smooth white cream now; it was 
grey, taut. Something had happened, Rich
ard knew, something that had written fear 
into her face and eyes.

She put an arm over his shoulder, 
kissed him. She was very close, the clean 
sweet smell of her hair in Richard’s nos
tril’s, the nearness of her firm body light
ing a flame inside him. He ran his fingers 
through her black hair; he couldn’t say 
anything yet, he couldn’t. When she wasn’t 
near him, he could think out things dis
passionately. When she was close to him, 
kissing him as she wTas now, he couldn’t 
believe she had ever been untrue. He real
ized that he loved her too much to cast 
her off like an old, outmoded hat. The 
feeling he had for her was more than 
passion; it was love, deep-rooted in his 
being. He couldn’t speak, yet . . .  .

nP H E  telephone rang. Julia stiffened, 
then slid off the arm of the chair. Her 

mouth was tight, little lines at the corners. 
Richard rose, went to the phone. A crisp 
voice crackled over the wire.

“Dan? This is Logan. Smokes Arnold 
and another mug just found Nicky Set- 
taro’s body in his offices . . . Yeah, knifed
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to death. We got here five minutes ago. 
Looks like some rival rat gave it to him. .. 
Hurry over . . .

“I ’ll be over in fifteen minutes.” 
Richard turned away from the phone 

with his face drawn and his round jaw 
hanging lax. “Somebody knifed Nicky 
Settaro. Murder.”

Julia nodded without speaking. There 
was no surprise in her eyes; it was as 
though she had expected the news. She 
let out a long, hissing breath. Richard 
sighed, said:

“Inspector Logan wants me right over. 
Don’t wait up.”

“I’ll wait,” she said in her soft, clear 
voice. “I—want to hear all about it. Do 
they know—who the murderer is ?”

“They don’t know, yet.”
He looked into her dark, shining eyes, 

still mirroring terror. Her lips were 
pressed tight against her teeth. Richard 
kissed her impulsively.

“Everything will be okay,” he said 
huskily. He went out, jamming his hat 
over his blond hair.

A quarter-hour later, in the luxurious 
offices of Nicky Settaro, Richard nodded 
a greeting to Inspector Logan. The huge 
outer office was crowded with detectives, 
fingerprint men, a reporter or two. On the 
thick rug beside the heavy polished desk, 
the body of Nicky Settaro was stretched 
out, face up. Richard looked down for a 
minute at the handsome olive features, 
ran his eyes to the blood-clotted suit front, 
where the bone-handled knife was buried.

“Right into the heart,” Inspector Lo
gan said curtly. He was a tall, thin man 
with a long, dour face and a completely 
bald head shining in the light. “No finger
prints, nothing to go on yet. Settaro’s 
right hand man, Smokes Arnold, found 
the body. That little punk, the Parrot, was 
with him. They’re in the inner office now. 
Any ideas on who the killer might be?” 

“No,” said Richard. “No ideas—yet.” 
He went into the smaller inner office.

Smokes Arnold was slouched in a soft, 
deep chair, his heavy body at ease. His 
dark face was unconcerned, a cigarette 
hanging in a corner of his thin-lipped 
mouth. The stubs of a half-dozen ciga
rettes were on the floor beside him.

The Parrot sat on the edge of the only 
straight-backed chair in the room. His 
fingers tugged nervously at the checked 
cap pulled down over his eyes. His lips 
twitched under the nose so like a parrot’s 
beak. Richard looked down at him, said: 
“Let’s have it.”

“Well,” the Parrot said, “I meets 
Smokes at a bar a ways from here, see? 
I ’ve been lookin’ for him for two-three 
hours. Nicky wants to see him about some
thin’. So we comes up and finds Nicky 
with the knife stickin’ in him. His own 
knife, too.”

Richard turned to Smokes Arnold. 
“That right?”

“Right.” Smokes tapped a fresh ciga
rette out of a package, lit it on the end 
of the old one. He dragged in deeply, nod
ding. His voice was surprisingly soft and 
sibilant for so large a man. “Nicky used 
to keep the knife handy for paring apples. 
Great guy for eating apples, Nicky was.” 

“Who do you think did it?”
Smokes shrugged heavy shoulders. “I’m 

no dick. That’s for you guys to find out.” 
“Yes,” Richard said, “that’s for us to 

find out.” He spoke to Logan: “I’ve got 
an idea I ’d like to work on, alone. I can’t 
say what it is, yet. Okay?”

“Okay.” Logan nodded, his thin dour 
face worried. “We’ve got to crack this, 
Dan. The papers will be riding hell out 
of the department if we muff it.”

“I ’ve got an idea,” Richard said, “that 
we’ll have the killer by midnight.”

T T E  STRODE out, his square jaw 
ridged with knotted muscle. It was 

simple to reconstruct the murder in his 
mind: Julia and Nicky Settaro had been 
up in the offices together; they had quar-
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eled; perhaps Settaro had threatened 
to tell Richard of their illicit relationship. 
Then Julia had snatched the knife from 
the desk. . . . The words she had spoken 
over the phone to Settaro were burned 
into Richard’s memory: “. . . if you ever 
say a word to Dan, I ’ll kill you!”

Richard found that he was sweating, 
thinking of that. All the facts dovetailed; 
little doubt that Julia had murdered Set
taro. And yet, deep within him, Richard 
refused to believe it. He wouldn’t believe 
it until Julia herself told him.

Those few months with Julia had been 
the happiest he had ever lived. Things he 
could never forget whirled in his head: 
the tingle he felt at the touch of her 
hand, the whispered confidences, the feel 
of his lips against hers . . .  He walked, 
many miles, aimlessly, in the tangle of 
downtown streets. It was almost eleven- 
thirty when he climbed into the outgoing 
bus for home. His face was drawn and 
grey. He was going to tell Julia exactly 
what he knew, and ask her frankly if she 
had killed Nickey Settaro. He must know 
the truth . . . .

There was light behind the drawn 
shades of the dining room and kitchen. 
Richard went in the rear way, fumbling 
for his key in the dark hall. He remem
bered that he had left it on the bureau, 
and punched the bell button. The buzzing 
sound cut into the silence.

It was a half-minute before Julia 
opened the door. She stood there a mo
ment just inside the kitchen, the light at 
her back. It was when she turned her face 
to the light that Richard saw the tenseness 
of her lips and the pallor of her cheeks. 
Was she afraid that he suspected?

He tossed his hat onto a chair, smoothed 
his blond hair. “I’ve been up to Nicky 
Settaro’s, Julia.” He bit his lower lip, said 
huskily: “I heard you talking to him over 
the phone tonight. I heard you say you’d 
kill him if he told me about the two of you. 
I saw you get out of a cab at the Brad

ford building. He must have threatened 
to tell me. Then you—”

“You know.” She expelled a long 
breath, and the lines at her tight mouth 
deepened. “It was six years ago when 
I went with Nicky out on the coast, Dan. 
I was eighteen; he was five years older. 
A kid romance, Dan. We never . . . Dan, 
you’ve got to believe m e!”

He said: “Then?”
“I didn’t hear from him for years— 

until yesterday. He called me up, told me 
to meet him or he’d have you killed. Just 
like that. I laughed at him. He said he’d 
call again today and that I’d be willing to 
listen to reason. Last night he proved he 
could have you killed any time. I kept 
thinking, you might get off the bus some 
night, and they’d—they’d get you. I kept 
thinking, maybe it’ll be tonight . . . God, 
Dan, I had to meet him!”

“What happened in the office ?”
“He told me that for a week I’d have 

to—to come to him every night—at his 
apartment. His way, I suppose, of strik
ing at the man he hated.” Tears glistened 
in her eyes. “I know now he intended to 
tell you and then have you killed anyway.” 

Richard rubbed his knuckles slowly 
along his jaw. “Then you—killed him?” 

For a moment she said nothing at all, 
her red lips went slack. Then she nodded 
slowly, and said in a whisper:

“I killed him.”
Richard felt every vestige of blood drain 

from his face. Julia said steadily:
“ I’ll go along to headquarters with you 

in a few minutes, Dan. But first, I ’d like 
to have you get my hat and coat upstairs. 
I ’ll—be waiting.”

Richard nodded, looking into her plead
ing eyes. Then he turned and went out of 
the kitchen into the lighted dining room, 
his mouth a bitten slash.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw 
something that jerked him half way 
around. Smoke—curling upward from an 
inch of cigarette on a table ash tray.
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His fists clenched and unclenched; he 
dug his right hand into his coat pocket. He 
whirled, looking out into the kitchen, took 
a step forward.

“Julia, there’s—”
He stopped, his lithe body rigid. The 

pantry door, slightly ajar, burst open now 
and the thickset bulk of Smokes Arnold 
moved dangerously into the kitchen. His 
eyes were narrowed, malignant. There was 
a revolver in his fist, shining in the light. 
He swung it toward the girl.

Richard fired through his pocket. The 
bullet caught Arnold in the biceps, jerking 
his arm upward. He spun about, shot 
quickly. Richard felt a crooked worm of 
blood run down his cheek. His hand 
whipped out of his pocket and flame 
speared from his automatic.

Smokes Arnold pulled in a shuddering 
breath. His gun slipped from his fingers, 
banged on the floor. He clutched at his 
stomach, staggered, slumped to his knees, 
then crashed down on his face.

JULIA stared at Arnold’s slack body, 
then looked up at Richard and ran to

ward him. “Your cheek—it's bleeding! 
Thank God you got him first!’’

“It was the cigarette in the ashtray that 
made me suspicious. You don’t smoke; I 
knew there was someone else here. You 
lied,” he said, looking down at her. “You 
didn’t kill Nicky Settaro.”

“No.” She shook her head, smiling a 
little. “Everything else I said was true. 
Arnold came in while I was up in Nicky’s 
place. I went into the inner office. I heard 
them arguing. Nicky claimed Arnold was 
holding out on him, keeping some of the 
money he should have passed over; he 
threatened to have him taken for a ride. 
Arnold killed him.”

“Then what?”
“Arnold didn’t want to kill me, just 

then. You see—” she blushed—“he 
wanted me too. He threatened to have you

killed if I didn’t give in to him. He said 
he had a couple of torpedoes watching you 
every second—that within ten minutes he 
could have you murdered, if I talked.” 
She shuddered. “After you were attacked 
last night, and could have been killed so 
easily—well, it made me afraid to say 
anything. . . .”

Richard swabbed at his wound with a 
handkerchief, nodding.

“But he was only bluffing, to keep me 
quiet for the time being,” she continued. 
“He really hadn’t hired any killers to 
watch you. So when Logan let him go he 
came here to make me go away with him. 
When he heard you coming, he went into 
the pantry. I had to say I ’d killed Nicky, 
or he’d have killed you. So I told you to 
go upstairs, to give us time to get out. 
He had his car out front.”

“You were going to walk out of here,” 
Richard said huskily, “letting me think 
you’d killed Settaro.”

“I couldn’t let Arnold get you. But if I 
were to disappear, and the police checked 
back on me, they’d find that I was once 
Nicky’s girl. That would make it look 
like I ’d killed Nicky. Arnold would be in 
the clear.”

Richard went into the front room, got 
Logan on the wire.

“This is Richard. Smokes Arnold just 
tried to kill me at my house , . . Yes, afraid 
I had something on him . . . Sure, he ad
mitted Settaro’s murder before I got him. 
Get the wagon over in a hurry. My wife 
doesn’t like the sight of blood . . .”

He cradled the phone, strode into the 
dining room. He put an arm around his 
wife, looking down at her lovely, white 
face. She asked in an anxious whisper:

“It won’t matter between us—because 
of Nicky Settaro?”

“Never heard of him.” Richard laughed, 
his eyes warm and bright. “Darling, did I 
ever tell you what a lucky guy I am to 
have such a beautiful wife?”
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W HAT?” John Magin said. 
A big, powerful, thick-shouldered 
figure, he stood in the midnight 

moonlight of the terrace with arms dan
gling like a great gorilla. The moonlight 
shimmered with liquid silver on his im
maculate white linen suit, on his iron- 
grey hair. Across the terrace, close to 
the ivy-clad wall of the luxurious country 
mansion, where a big closed window gave 
into the dark living room, young Alan 
Allaire sat in a wicker chair with the girl 
beside him. Both of them stared silently 
at Magin.

“So what?” Magin reiterated. “Out 
with it.”

“You married my mother for her 
money,” young Allaire said at last. “Don’t 
you think I ’ve always known it? But 
what I didn’t know—until Miss Delcor 
came tonight and told me—”

Magin stiffened. This damn Broadway 
gold-digging chorus girl—Magin had for
gotten her weeks ago.

“My mother died—very queerly last 
month,” young Allaire said tensely. He 
sat up with a jerk. “I won’t mince mat-

Magin knew a lot about murder 

and cameras. He took a picture of

two d ead  people  on a moonlit 

night—and photographed his own 

death warrant!

ters. You want me to talk freely? Well, 
unfortunately, you got drunk quite a few 
times with Miss Delcdr. And she has just 
told me—”

The quiet accusing words came at big 
John Magin like little poisoned darts 
stabbing into him—like the poison he had 
so carefully given his rich, sixty-year-old 
wife—little doses, until at last she had 
mysteriously died, leaving him free, with 
this house and her money. Allaire, her 
twenty-five-year-old son, handsome, ro
mantic-looking semi-professional artistic 
photographer, had the right, by her will, 
to live here. That was annoying to Mag
in. For two weeks now Magin had been 
trying to get rid of him. He hated him—
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hated the thought of the dead woman’s 
son in the same house.

To John Magin, returning now at mid
night from a musical show at the Com
munity Theatre in the little town a mile 
or so away, finding Vivian Delcor here 
with his step-son was like a lightning 
bolt from the cloudless summer sky.

“I couldn’t stand it,” the girl was say
ing. “I may be pretty rotten; I guess I 
am. But I got thinkin’—this old codger, 
it was all right for me to let him spend 
his money on me, for us to get drunk to
gether, but when I realized he wa3 hintin’ 
at havin’ done murder—”

Murder. . . The word leaped into the 
quiet moonlit terrace and stood like a 
hideous shape—malignant, menacing. . . .

“So she had to seek me out and tell 
me,” young Allaire said. He drew a long 
breath; the whole slim boyish length of 
him was tense as he stared at his step
father. “My mother,” he added, “mur
dered by you. Arsenic was what you 
mumbled to Miss Delcor—”

“You’re a liar,” Magin heard himself 
gasp.

“Well, maybe. I’m only telling you 
what she says. It ought to be easy to 
prove. The—the body can be exhumed. 
I’ll do that, of course. The arsenic may 
still be there.”

The arsenic would be there, of course. 
The thought engulfed Magin with a tor
rential rush of terror. The moonlit ter
race blurred before his gaze. . . .  No one 
•was in the big dark house; the servants 
were away this week-end. . . . No one 
was around the somnolent moonlit 
grounds of the big estate. . . .  Just the 
three of them. Magin and his two accu
sers—here on the moonlit terrace, . . .

Magin’s groping hand clutched at the 
rim of a huge iron urn that stood on the 
terrace beside him. He was hardly aware 
of swinging it, as like a great gorilla he 
leaped for his young step-son. Vivian 
Delcor screamed; but Allaire was only

half from his chair when the urn crashed 
on his head. . . . Dull sickening crunch. 
. . .  the boy’s body sank back . . .

“You too—you damn little—” The 
thick words blurred with his murderous 
passion. His huge fist floored her. He 
stooped, his strangling fingers on her slim 
white throat. . . .

T ^H E  moonlight bathed the terrace with 
liquid silver as John Magin rose from 

the body of the dead girl. . . .  Two of 
them dead, sprawled here in the moon
light with the blood-splattered urn beside 
them . . .

An alibi came quite suddenly into Mag
in’s mind—a perfect alibi that would en
able him to telephone the police and quite 
calmly report these killings. . . .  A girl 
and boy here, brutally killed by some un
known lover of the girl—someone who 
had come here, found them together and 
in a wild jealous rage, had killed them. . .

The idea came as Magin saw, under the 
closed dark library window, there against 
the terrace house-wall, the small, high- 
powered camera which young Allaire 
often used for outdoor work. It lay there 
in its leather case. A box of small plates, 
a plate holder and the camera tripod were 
beside it. The brilliant full moon was 
ideal for a moonlight picture.

Magin was not a skilled photographer, 
but he had learned something of it from 
his step-son. Allaire would have set up 
his camera here—given an exposure of 
an hour or two. . . . That much at least 
was needed for the moon to impress an 
image. . . . Allaire hadn’t done i t ; the un
opened box of plates, the empty plate 
holder were evidence that the arrival of the 
girl had stopped him.

But Magin would do it now! Or at 
least pretend to do it. A little soft mag
nesium flare—-an exposure of a second or 
two—would simulate a moonlight picture 
of the terrace, with the two murdered bod
ies lying here. To the police—as Magin
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would explain it—the thing would look as 
though Allaire and the girl had set up the 
camera, started the two-hour exposure. 
Then the murderer had killed them, with
out ever noticing the camera. By chance 
they had fallen into range of the lens— 
and lying there for an hour in the moon
light, the camera had photographed them. 
. . . He’d explain that the impression of 
the murderer didn’t appear on the film 
because he hadn’t been in front of the 
camera long enough.

Unique and perfect alibi for Magin! 
Dead bodies being photographed by 
moonlight, for an hour while he and a 
party of friends had been at the theatre.

Swiftly now he set up the camera, 
across the terrace, facing the house-wall 
where the gruesome dead things lay hud
dled. The camera, as he placed it, was 
beside a huge spreading pot of ferns—the 
murderer could easily have overlooked it.

From the unopened box of plates, Mag
in took one, loaded the empty plate-holder, 
and put it in the camera. Then he padded 
up to Allaire’s studio and came back with 
a little length of magnesium wire.

His match flared. He stood directly 
behind the camera, holding the magnes
ium aloft. For an instant the terrace 
brightened with soft blue-white light— 
simulation of moonlight. Magin left the 
camera shutter **>pen — moonlight now 
would only deepen the image. . . .

Then, keeping well away from the 
camera, he walked into the house. When 
Magin telephoned the police, he was ex
cited, babbling his news of the fiendish 
brutal murder in a most convincing way.

TTHE police discovered the camera al- 
1  most at once.

“Good Lord,” Magin exclaimed. “Don’t 
touch it—let me look—”

Magin said nothing of any alibi. “I ’ll 
develop it,” he suggested. “Come up with

me, Captain—I know enough about photo
graphy to do the job right.”

The Captain was no dim-wit. He saw 
at once that if a moonlight picture of the 
scene chanced to be here, it would prove 
that the bodies had lain there for some 
time. . . .

In the darkness upstairs Magin and the 
police captain tensely bent over the devel
oping tray where in the ruby light the 
little plate lay blankly red-white. Magin 
inwardly was chuckling.

“Certainly unusual murder evidence, 
Captain,” he murmured. “I wonder what 
we’ll see—”

Little black and white shadows coming 
on the plate. . . .  A  house wall—

“By God, it is a moonlit picture,” the 
Captain murmured. “ I can see the
bodies.”

So could Magin. But here in the devel
oper no details were as yet distinguishable.

“When the hypo clears it up,” Magin 
explained, “we’ll see it better. Just a min
ute, Captain.”

He could hardly suppress his insane 
chuckling when he took the print from the 
hypo bath and handed it to the Captain.

“Hold it up, Cap—let’s take a look.”
With the light behind it, they stared at 

the small black and white rectangle. . . . 
Dim moonlit scene—the terrace, the 
house-wall, the window with the two brok
en bodies lying there. . . . 1

And then the Captain gasped. With a 
chill of sudden blurred terror Magin 
snatched at the plate. The Captain 
whirled, his automatic drawn, “No you 
don’t, Magin. By God—I’ve got you—”

The moonlit terrace and the bodies 
were all clear in the picture, just as they 
shouldhave been. But in the big dark win
dow behind the bodies, was another tiny 
imaged scene! That window had become 
a mirror. And in it was reflected Magin 
standing carefully behind the camera, 
holding the magnesium flare high over his 
head!
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As he sprang he pushed the chair backward and lashed at Vincent’s jaw.

CHAPTER ONE

The Devil Calls

BRYCE was playing solitaire on a 
card table set up in the living room 
that night, at the time the doorbell 

rang. It was only a quarter after nine 
and he knew it couldn’t be Jack O’Hara, 
who had gone off to celebrate with his 
girl and probably wouldn’t be back until 
after eleven. Not with that two thousand 
dollar prize money to start blowing.
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For an instant, as he put down the deck 
of cards, the pleasant fancy crossed Lew 
Bryce’s mind that the visitor was Joan 
Arden—back already from her engage
ment in New York and ready to become 
Mrs. Lew Bryce. But as he stood up, he 
decided regretfully that that, too, was 
unlikely.

Puzzled, he opened the door.
“Greetings, Lieutenant.”
There were three men in the apartment 

house hallway, which was on the third 
floor. The one who had spoken, tall, lean,
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Could Detective Lew Bryce prevent 
his own murder by showing his 
assassins a loophole in their diabol
ical plan—or must he be condemned 
to death by his failure to find a 
flaw in gangdom’s murder master

piece?

rather prepossessing, well turned out, was 
Steve Vincent. He was smiling and held 
a heavy automatic which was pointed at 
Bryce. The others were a couple of Vin
cent's hoodlums, the two who looked least 
like hoodlums—Dick Marcy and Eddie 
Keeler. They were young men of average 
size dressed like rural college boys. Each 
had his hands in his coat pockets as if he 
were cold, though it was a fine June night.

Without saying anything, Bryce aimed 
a punt at Vincent’s gun.

The kick struck Vincent’s right wrist 
and knocked it high. Still holding to the 
gun, he ordered, “Grab him.’’ The two 
young men rushed at Bryce, who was 
hanging to the doorknob with his foot 
still off the floor, and knocked him off 
balance and back into the room, the door 
swinging with him.

Bryce put a hard left jab in Eddie 
Keeler’s right eye and then landed on his 
knees. Young Marcy kicked him in the
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chest, throwing him away from the door. 
Keeler cursed and produced a blackjack 
and jumped at Bryce and hit him on the 
temple, but Bryce grabbed his retreating 
wrist, jerked it hard and brought Keeler 
to the floor with him. Then he grabbed 
at the ankle of Dick Marcy, who was 
swinging a second kick.

He caught the ankle and fell backward 
with it, and Marcy sprawled, but mean
while Steve Vincent had come in swiftly, 
slamming the door, and had circled to 
Bryce’s head.

“Stop being a sap!” he said angrily. 
“You have to fight just for the fun of 
it? Get up and act sensible or I’ll kill 
you right here!”

Bryce drew back his right shoe and 
deliberately, grinning, planted it in Dick 
Marcy’s face, knocking that young man 
four feet away. Keeler, on hands and 
knees, hit Bryce in the jaw. The detec
tive-lieutenant cartwheeled and used both 
feet on Keeler’s stomach, clearing the rug 
around him.

“Of all the stubborn punks!” Vincent 
was saying disgustedly, standing over 
Bryce with the automatic aimed at Bryce’s 
head. “Get up!”

Bryce got to his feet as Vincent backed 
hastily away. Bryce’s left cheek was 
swollen, blue and slightly cu t; his black 
hair was in a tangle; his smoking jacket 
had lost its button. Keeler, coming for
ward, cursing, looked somewhat worse.

Vincent smiled contemptuously. “Had 
your fun, Mob-Wrecker? . . . Now it’s 
our turn. Sit down!”

TVRYCE walked around the card table 
-*■"* and sat down at where he had been 
playing solitaire, saying, “What’s up your 
sleeve, Vincent?”

“Better frisk him, Dickie,” Vincent said 
without moving. “That’s the first thing 
on the program.” He was smiling mali
ciously now.

Marcy went behind Bryce and felt of

his clothes as Eddie Keeler, still swearing, 
went off to find the bathroom to bathe his 
face. Marcy reported Bryce “clean” and 
was told to look around the room and in 
the bedroom for guns. Then Vincent 
pulled up a chair and sat down across the 
table from Bryce, who was finger-combing 
his black hair and straightening the tie 
in the collar of his white shirt.

“Kinda spoiled your beauty, huh, tall, 
dark and rancid? How would that little 
dancer of yours like it if she could see 
you now? Bryce, the famous murder 
solver! The dark, hard, silent man! Plan
ning on getting married, I hear, as soon 
as the dame finishes her contract? . . . 
Not bad for a dick. She’s a pretty smooth 
little trick: I saw her dance here at the 
Coliseum the night before you saved her 
from a bold bad stickup man—and started 
your romance.”

Bryce picked up the deck of cards, 
began palm-shuffling them, with an air 
of having his own thoughts. Marcy came 
in with a gun found in the bedroom— 
Bryce’s regulation .38—and three other 
guns found in a closet—Bryce’s and 
O’Hara’s ,38’s and a .32. Marcy sat on 
the sofa. Keeler joined him.

Vincent looked at his watch. “Rustle 
some liquor, Keeler. We got fifteen min
utes.” And to Bryce: “We saw O’PIara 
takin’ his girl to dinner into Dabney’s, so 
we’re not worried about him. Everybody 
knows how that partner of yours won two 
thousand bucks in that cigarette prize con
test, and will be out scattering it around.”

Bryce began laying out cards in a row. 
“Yeah, you don’t have to worry about 
him,” he murmured. “Whenever you get 
ready to tell me what’s on your mind, I 
might listen.”

Steve Vincent tilted back his chair, look
ing at the detective’s bent head. A look 
of hate passed across his pale face, to be 
succeeded instantly by an expression of 
cunning, gloating satisfaction. He pushed 
his hat away from his forehead.
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“You’ve been under my skin a long 
time, Bryce. If it wasn’t for you—and 
maybe one or two other dicks—this would 
be a good town. I tried to be reasonable 
with you a year ago. I offered you a cut 
on my gambling take if you’d be sensible 
and not press the boys too hard. All I 
wanted was to eliminate the Caroni 
crowd and handle things myself. Well, 
they’re eliminated, but it’s cost too damn 
much! You worked so hard and you 
were so damn smart that now three of my 
fellas are in the Big House doing life!

“ . . . And now it’s my turn,” Steve 
Vincent went on. “I've held off you. I ’m 
no dummy. Nobody ever got rich killing 
cops; it’s cheaper and a damn sight more 
comfortable to buy ’em. But you won’t 
listen to reason and the boys won’t stand 
it any more. They’re afraid of you, damn 
you! This town isn’t big enough for you 
and me. So it’s time for you to check out 
of the picture.”

“Ummmm-huh,” said Bryce shuffling 
the cards. “Hmmmmph.” He stopped 
shuffling and looked hard at the table.

Vincent, watching him, said slowly 
through his teeth: “And it’s too late to 
make a deal. At least, on money. ’Cause 
I ’ve got this worked out. There’ll be no 
kickback.”

“I wouldn’t deal with you,” Bryce said 
coldly, though the truth was that the bar
est thought of that had flickered through 
his mind. His time had come. His num
ber was up. He knew it—and he was 
thinking of a slim, grey-eyed, golden
haired young woman—the first ever to 
make him consider abandoning the com
forts of bachelorhood. Wouldn’t you know 
it would come at a time like this!

“Your only chance—” Vincent’s voice 
was smooth and somber as if he were 
reaching the whole point of this dialogue 
—“your only chance is to solve your own 
murder! Do that—show me how I’ll slip 
up, how the cops can pin it on me—and I 
won’t take the chance. I won’t kill you.”

CHAPTER TWO

Tightening the Strands

TJRYCE raised his head. Dark blue 
eyes were narrowed in his bony 

tanned face. But before he could speak, 
the telephone rang at the window end of 
the room, just as Eddie Keeler entered 
from the dining room with four highballs. 
Vincent kicked back his chair quickly and 
stood up, pointing his gun at Bryce.

“That’s it, Dickie. Cover him;” and 
Marcy was already standing, aiming a 
nickeled revolver at Bryce’s forehead. 
Vincent tossed his gun to the sofa, walked 
to the phone, unracked it and listened 
without speaking. Suddenly he said, soft
ly, in a voice not his own :

“Baby! . . .  So you’re in town! W here! 
At the Tracey? Room 945 . . .? Sure 
I’ll be down! ’Bout twenty minutes! No, 
no, sugar, she’s still in New York;'con
tract hasn’t run out yet.. . . Nuts to that.
. . . I ’ll slip out the back way. . . , Yeah!” 

Vincent slowly put down the phone, 
turned. Marcy, watching the puzzled 
scowl on Bryce’s face, was smiling broad
ly. Vincent returned, picking up his .45.

“Let’s drink and then scram. That’s 
part of the setup. Bryce—that phone call. 
I ’ll tell you about it when we get to the 
Tracey. That’s part of what you’ve got 
to study and find a flaw jn, if you want 
to go on living and marry your dancer.” 

“So you’re going to kill me at the 
Tracey?” Bryce said, and frowned. He 
took one of the highballs. “And after we 
get there, I ’m supposed to solve my own 
murder, in advance, if I want to prevent 
it. . . .” fie  sipped at the highball, set the 
glass down. His eyes fell on the deck 
of cards in front of him; he began to 
shuffle them absently, his eyes on a dis
tant point.

“That’s the idea,” Vincent nodded 
steadily. “I t’s on the level, Bryce. I want 
to kill you but I don’t want to burn for 
it. You’re the best murder dick in town.
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Here’s a chance to show how good you 
are, and save your own life.”

“Takes thinking,” Bryce muttered, and 
abstractedly dealt,a card to the table, face 
up. “Only I don’t think you’ll keep your 
word, Vincent,” throwing down two more 
cards. “What you’ll do—after I’ve 
showed you the loopholes in your scheme 
—is go ahead and kill me, and then plug 
’em up!” H  continued dealing. “You’ll 
just use me to make my own murder 
perfect.”

He slapped down the deck and had re
course to his glass. “That’s right, ish’t 
it?”

“No, damn you, it isn’t.” Vincent 
snapped angrily. “Sure, I ’ll admit, if it’s 
something I can plug up, I ’ll plug it up 
and go ahead and kill you. I’m not kid
ding you. I want you out of the way! But 
if you show me how I ’ll be caught, even 
if it’s just fifty-fifty, because of something 
I can’t change—then I won’t kill you. 
Because I ’m practical. I don’t want to 
burn!”

“Who’s going to judge whatever ‘evi
dence’ I turn up?”

“Me, naturally! I t’s my risk, isn’t it ?”
Bryce laughed shortly, harshly, as if 

the expression amused him greatly. He 
again picked up the deck of cards, dealt 
a few. “And if I convince you it isn’t 
safe? You mean you’ll turn me loose?” 
He studied the cards on the table as if 
interested in their artistic effect.

“I ’ll turn you loose,” Steve Vincent af
firmed. “That’s the whole idea. I wrant 
your opinion of my method of murdering 
you. Now hurry up and finish your drink 
and let’s get started.”

“Take it easy,” Bryce said, picking up 
his glass. “You said yourself there wasn’t 
any great rush. Besides, just as a tipoff 
to start with, one of you ought to wash 
and dry and put away three of these glass
es before we leave.”

“No score on that one,” Vincent said 
drily. “I ’d already thought of it. . . . Take

these out, Eddie. Like Bryce just said.” 
Keeler quit the room bearing three emp

ty glasses. Bryce set down his half empty 
glass and once more ruffled the deck of 
cards, laying down several more and mus
ing aloud:

“It all makes sense, Vincent, because 
I know how crazy you are about your own 
sweet hide. Except, you know damn 
well if you turn me loose that won’t be 
the end of it. I ’ll bring charges against 
you.” He slapped down the deck. “False 
entry. Assault and battery. Kidnap.” He 
finished off his drink and put down the 
glass very firmly and carefully, then added 
sarcastically: “Or do you also want my 
advice on how you can get out of that?” 

Marcy cackled briefly in appreciation. 
Bryce put a cigarette between his lips and 
got a book of matches from his smoking 
jacket. He lighted the cigarette and put 
the match on the card table.

“Funny as a crutch, ain’t you?” Vincent 
said from the side of his mouth. He 
swung open-handed, cuffing the back of 
Bryce’s head and knocking him against 
the table, which rattled. “Come on, funny 
man, it’s time we started. Down the stairs 
and out the back way. Get your things. 
Make a break and we’ll slug you.”

Bryce pushed back his chair and rose. 
He glanced at the table, paled, then looked 
into Marcy’s gun. For a moment he 
seemed on the verge of lpaping, but he 
shrugged and went to a closet.

T ^H E  Tracey was the largest, if not the 
•*- most fashionable, hotel in town. It 

was eleven stories high and possessed 
three entrances. Dick Marcy, who was 
driving Steve Vincent’s Packard limou
sine, took it around to the Buchanan 
Street doorway, the most private of the 
three.

Vincent stepped out, followed by Bryce 
who was followed very closely by Eddie 
Keeler, whose coat pocket bulged. They 
entered the hotel through swinging doors,
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Vincent holding back so that Bryce was 
forced on his heels by Eddie Keeler. Trek
king straight along the side of the lobby 
to a bank of three elevators, they entered 
one. “Nine,” said Vincent, and they rose.

Bryce, now wearing a grey snapbrim 
hat and a blue suit, and looming taller 
and broader than either of his captors, had 
hoped to see someone he knew in the lob
by, most particularly Harry Hague, the 
house detective. But no one had noticed 
them.

They quit the barber shop odor of the 
elevator boy’s blond head and, again in 
line, walked dowrn a red tufted carpet past 
white, numbered doors. Bryce wondered 
if Eddie Keeler would have dared shoot 
him if he had swung on him, or run, or 
yelled for help, down there in the lobby. 
It didn’t matter now; that chance was 
gone.

Vincent, having halted the procession, 
had been jabbing a bell button. A blond 
woman opened the door marked 945, 
glanced curiously at Bryce and said hur
riedly to Vincent as they brushed past 
her: “It’s all ready. Now gimme that 
money and let me get out of here.”

Bryce was shoved into an easy chair by 
Keeler. It was a large double room with 
a tan carpet on the floor, a double bed 
pinkly counterpaned, a dresser, a chiffon
ier, a writing table and other objects. It 
smelled of the blonde’s perfume.

While Keeler stood behind Bryce with 
gun out, Vincent opened a closet door 
and looked within, and Bryce saw several 
feminine garments. The woman had a hat 
on, was very nervous, would no longer 
look at Bryce. Vincent gave her a handful 
of bills and told her to scram.

“Now,” said Vincent, as the door closed 
behind the blonde, “here’s the setup.” 
Looking grimly businesslike, he peeled off 
his hat and tossed it to the bed and got 
out a cigarette. “That broad who was 
here is from out of town. Pittsburgh. An 
old acquaintance of mine, and I got her

down here just for this. She checked in 
here this morning: this room's in her 
name, or anyway, the name she gave ’em. 
Three times today, while you and Jack 
O’Hara were at your precinct or wherever 
the hell you were—she phoned your apart
ment, asked for you and acted very ex
cited to the telephone operator in your 
apartment house.”

Vincent struck a match and lighted his 
cigarette, then, seeing that Bryce had also 
put one in his mouth, stepped forward 
and held the flame for him with an ironical 
grin.

“Then tonight she called again—” wav
ing out the match—“the call I answered. 
See, here’s the point. I had one of my 
fellas, a new man—you don’t even know' 
him yourself—go around to your apart
ment house yesterday and make up to that 
little chicken on the switchbord, tellin’ her 
he wras a private dick working for Miss 
Joan Arden. Get the idea? It’ll look like 
Miss Joan Arden—” Vincent hesitated 
—“was keeping tabs on you w'hile she 
was up in New' York. So this new man 
of mine, acting like a private dick, bribed 
your telephone operator to listen in on all 
calls to your apartment. She heard the 
one tonight, the one I answered. Lucky 
she’s new; there’s no question but she 
thinks it was you—because me and Dick 
and Eddie came in the back w'ay, so she 
thought you w’ere alone up there.”

CHAPTER THREE

The Sands of Time Fall

nDHOUGH Bryce’s face was stony, his 
eyes glowed as he understood per

fectly. He glanced at the bed, at the closet 
door, then down at himself. “The bed 
open. The blond’s stuff scattered around. 
And me shot in the head, with the gun 
beside me.”

“And some of your clothes off,” nod
ded Vincent. “But even that ain’t all of 
it. See, this blond dame is a regular pay
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off Judy for a vice ring in Pittsburgh. Not 
only were you and she having a little re
union on the side, but she came to pay you 
off a couple of centuries that the vice ring 
in Pittsburgh owed you. See, you were a 
smart cap. You were clean on local graft, 
but you had a hookup out of town.”

Vincent, opening his pocket, displayed 
four fifty dollar bills and a pencilled slip 
which listed several addresses followed by 
sums, which totalled two hundred dollars. 
“Payoff on your cut on Pittsburgh houses. 
It’ll be lying where the cops can find it, 
and they can easy figure out the meaning. 
Another good reason for you shooting 
yourself. I can spare the two centuries.”

Vincent squinted at the ash of his cig
arette. “The way it will look, the blonde 
scrammed after you shot yourself, -after 
Miss Joan Arden’s private dick busted 
in, catching you in double trouble. The 
hotel management will know it was the 
blonde’s room, and if the operator at your 
apartment don’t talk, the cops will get a 
tip about her. Of course, the cops will 
look for the blonde and the private dick, 
but they’ll both have taken a powder.”

The door buzzer sounded and Dick 
Marcy was admitted. Bryce was a while 
speaking. He saw that he should have put 
up a struggle on the way here. He should 
have divined from the phone call to his 
apartment that Joan would be dragged 
into it.

Joan, of course, would deny having en
gaged a private detective to watch her 
detective lover, but how many would be
lieve her? Believed or not, she would be 
dragged through a loathsome mess! She a 
professional dancer, and her cop fiance 
found a suicide in a hotel room, not only 
embroiled with another woman, but with 
evidence of his connection with an out-of- 
town vice ring! It might blight her future 
and ruin her professional reputation.

“You slimy louse,” Bryce said to Vin
cent. “You didn’t tell me you were going 
to drag in my girl!”

“Naturally I didn’t. I wanted to get 
you here. That’s why I didn’t explain that 
phone call. All the more reason for you 
to see if there’s anything wrong with the 
plan.”

Bryce laughed curtly, showing a confi
dence he did not entirely feel. “There’s 
plenty wrong with it. I t’s weak at every 
point. I can think of a half dozen holes 
off-hand.” He broke off abruptly, staring 
beyond Vincent in thought, as the latter 
hitched his chair forward.

“Let’s hear ’em, doctor. That’s what 
you’re here for. The Advisory Commit
tee,” but Bryce didn’t immediately an
swer.

He was wondering now if he would 
be better off to refuse to reveal whatever 
flaws he discovered. Bluff Vincent. Scare 
him out of it. Cite one or two small po
tent loopholes, and imply there were even 
worse ones unmentioned.

‘YTEAH, but suppose Vincent wouldn’t 
swallow i t ! The damned scheme had 

to be balked, not because of his life but 
because of Joan! It was no longer a game 
of wits with his life at stake—a game 
which he had been half-willing to play, 
but a test of his ability as a detective, 
with Joan’s future life hanging in the 
balance. The risk was too great. But 
what else could he do? If only Jack 
O’Hara. . . .

“You’re going to shoot me,” Bryce said 
slowly, “here in this room, in the tem
ple. Contact wound, I suppose. Got my 
revolver?’ And as Vincent nodded: 
“Okay. Then you’ll press my fingers on 
the stock, put the gun on the floor. Where 
will I be lying?”

Vincent shrugged. “It don’t matter. 
We’ll take off your coat and vest and tie, 
muss up the bed, scatter the dame’s stuff 
around, pick up all our cigarette butts, 
wipe off your prints and blow. You’ll 
be found like that. If you’re thinking 
about the noise, the rooms on both sides
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of us and across the hall are empty, and 
we’ll use your .32.”

Bryce looked at his wrist watch, “It’s 
five minutes after ten. Say the shot isn’t 
heard, I won’t be discovered until tomor
row morning, probably by a chambermaid. 
Doc Harris can fix pretty closely the time 
of death. It will match up with when 
your blonde hussy was seen leaving the 
hotel, provided somebody saw her. That’s 
your theory.”

Bryce paused, let his face crease in a 
frown. “I don’t know why you’re so sure 
the cops will think I shot myself, when the 
blonde dame was on the scene and might 
have done the trick. Even if they take it 
for granted that I came to see her, there’s 
nothing to prove we didn’t have a fight 
over something, and that she got my gun 
and plugged me. But we’ll leave that for 
a minute.

“All those phone calls, of course, and 
the one tonight were simply to establish 
that I knew the woman and came to see 
her secretly.”

“You’ve got it swell,” nodded Vincent.
“A 11 right, here’s the first question— 

about that private dick. Why didn’t he 
stick around? Why let the blonde dame 
skip out, if he was a real private dick? 
And why did he bust in, anyway? For 
evidence? I'm not married yet—and 
besides, one witness isn’t enough!”

Bryce shook his head slowly, “It’s a 
lousy plot, Vincent. Aside from those de
tails, it’s full of holes.”

“Show me!”
Bryce smiled, leaning back comfortably 

in his chair. He seemed now to be at 
ease. “You say ‘Show me’. First let’s 
understand each other. I ’m not going to 
be dummy enough to show you any holes 
you can plug up.” He added ironically: 
“Much as I ’d like to help you kill this fel
low Bryce and get away with i t !”

“Stop being funny,” Vincent snarled.
“But that doesn’t matter,” Bryce went 

on, “because there are plenty of angles

that you can’t change. Have you ever 
tried taking any clothes of? a man who’s 
just been shot in the head ? Don’t you sup
pose he bleedsf Don’t you know the blood 
will run every which way, if you move 
him around? Suppose they come in here 
and find me dead on the floor in my shirt
sleeves, and my coat on a chair and blood 
on the coat, which got there before you 
took it off?”

“Jeez!” whispered Dick Marcy involun
tarily, from the bed. Vincent looked at 
him. “Shut up, mug!” But his eyes were 
narrowed in thought.

“Mean to say you hadn’t thought of 
that?” Bryce asked in disbelief. “Cripes, 
pretty soon you’ll be thanking me for sav
ing you from the chair!” He ticked off 
more points on his fingers: “I ’m sup
posed to have come up here alone, to see 
this—this woman. What about the blonde 
kid in the elevator that brought us all 
up ?”

“How’ll he know you were with us?" 
Vincent retorted. “I thought of that al
ready !”

CHAPTER FOUR

Hopeless Outlook

TYRYCE said: “He ought to remember 
that we came in together and got out 

together, and only one of us—that was 
you—gave him the floor number. That 
proves we were together.”

“To hell with him!” Vincent shrugged. 
“Even if the cops find him he probably 
won’t remember. And if he does and starts 
blabbing, I can take care of him on the 
side!”

“Suit yourself,” Bryce said, as if the 
question were no concern of his. “I ’m 
simply warning you. That’s the sort of 
thing the cops look for. Now take the 
question of how I got here. According to 
the secret assignation theory, I sneaked 
out the back way from my apartment 
house and came here pronto. How ? By a
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taxi ? . . .  Okay, they’ll try to find it. Don’t 
fool yourself—that buddy of mine will talk 
to every hackie in town! So they’ll find 
I didn’t come in a taxi. Then how did I 
get here ? I haven’t got a car of my own: 
at least, it‘s up for repairs. The trolley 
line is blocks from my house. When 
they’ve checked up the times: of when 
I got the phone call and when the elevator 
boy saw me, they’ll know I must have 
come in a car, so somebody must have 
brought me. Who? . . . The same two 
guys who were in the elevator with me? 
Who were they?”

Bryce spread his hands. “Figure on 
fixing it up with the elevator boy if you 
want to, but they’ll have him down at 
headquarters looking at your picture be
fore the sun gets hot tomorrow. And—” 
pointed Bryce, leaning forward, “don’t try 
to fix that boy tonight! Then you’ll sure 
stick your neck in it 1”

Vincent had smiled coldly through the 
last part of this. “You’re making a hell 
of a lot out of nothing. You haven’t 
changed my mind yet. Got anything 
else?”

Bryce looked disgusted. “Plenty,” he 
snorted, “but you’re too dumb to listen to 
sense. You’re like a guy that calls in a 
doctor and then goes ahead with his voo
doo. Who is this blonde dame that I ’m 
supposed to have been so nutty about that 
I rushed out to see her? And how did I 
get in with a Pittsburgh vice ring? Jack 
O’Hara and a dozen people know that 
when I’ve had anything to do with wom
en, I didn’t pick that kind and I don’t use 
hotels. So what? Think they can’t find 
her, get her description?

“And your fake private dick that bribed 
the switchboard girl at my apartment 
house—hell’s fire, that will smell phoney 
from the word go! The girl will describe 
him. Every shamus in town will be ques
tioned. They’ll know he’s a fake, aside 
from whether or not they believe Miss 
Arden—and the setup will be clear: he

was just to get the girl to listen in on that 
phone call.

“And I ’ll tell you, too, that Jack O’Hara 
won’t believe that phone call from the 
beginning: he’ll know there was someone 
in my place who answered it, and if you 
punks left any prints or signs there, he’ll 
have you hanging up by your thumbs.”

“Says you,” answered Vincent. “We 
didn’t leave any prints or cigarette butts 
or anything else. I ’ll give you one score: 
the fake shamus is a w’eak spot, but that 
don’t pin it on me! That’s what I ’m wor
ried about! Let the cops think you were 
murdered if they want to, so long as they 
can’t pin it on me! You’ve got to prove 
they can to keep from getting shot.”

“On n s amended Eddie Keeler from 
behind Bryce.

Vincent growled a response.

TJRYCE said suddenly in a blank voice:
-  “Let me stretch my legs and swallow 

some fresh air.” Without waiting for an
swer, he stood up and walked to the near
est window, which he opened from the 
bottom.

Bryce stood there several minutes, 
breathing the fresh cool air, nine stories 
above the street. He looked out over 
lights and then downward, thinking of 
Joan Arden. Some of his confidence had 
left him. Vincent wasn’t going to be de
terred except by concrete, tangible, irre
parable evidence against Steve Vincent. 
But Bryce wasn’t through yet. And if he 
couldn’t convince Vincent, then he had 
to stall, delay, on the bare chance that 
Jack O’Hara . . . .

Bryce turned, marshaling his thoughts. 
Cold and impersonal—that was the way 
to be. As if the whole subtle scheme con
cerned someone else and had been already 
perpetrated.

He sat down. Eddie Keeler was now 
lounging on the bed and Dick Marcy had 
taken his place behind the captive’s chair. 
Vincent, an envelope in his hand, finished
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making notes and looked up, grinning.
“Round two,” he said. “Y1 know, 

Bryce, I kinda like your style. Tough 
we've got to kill you.”

Bryce looked through him.
“Take another angle,” he said, and all 

were instantly paying attention. “They 
find me shot to death in a hotel room. 
Apparently suicide and a woman and all 
that, but leave that out. O’Hara says to 
himself, "It’s murder. That so-and-so 
Steve Vincent finally got Lew. He’s been 
after him for months.” That’s what 
O’Hara will think: you know it as well 
as I do. He’ll be after you.

“Have you three men got an alibi for 
this hour and a half tonight ? How many 
punks in your mob know about it, Vin
cent? I could name three stoolies of my 
own who’ll probably pick up the truth 
and who would tell me, if it was O’Hara 
you were killing. I don’t know O’Hara’s 
stoolies any more than he knows mine, 
but they could probably do the same 
thing.”

Vincent’s mouth was a hooked line. 
“That don’t prove it.”

“That’s just a beginning. Eddie Keeler 
there threw his girl over two months ago 
and now he’s playing around with some
body else. That girl will talk. Grab Eddie 
and rig it right—maybe even frame him, 
because by God, if it was O’Hara, I 
wouldn’t hesitate to frame him!—and 
Eddie will talk.”

“That’s a lie, Steve!” cried Eddie 
Keeler.

“Shut up!” rapped Vincent without 
turning his head. “Let him talk.”

Bryce moved his head backward to indi
cate the young'fellow behind him. “Marcy 
comes to the same thing, for different rea
sons. His parents are living and they’re 
good people, on the level. I ’ve talked to 
’em. They’re worried about—”

Dick Marcy, suddenly pale, ground out: 
“You leave them out, damn you, or I’ll— !” 

Vincent slapped air. “Button it!” and

Bryce went on slowly, playing for time:
“—They still hope he’ll go straight. 

That’s always an angle to work from, 
when a kid’s mother is living and will 
work with the cops to persuade him to talk 
and save himself from the chair.”

HPHE gun pressed into Bryce’s neck.
“You lousy bull!” said Marcy in rage. 

“You’ll try anything, won’t you!”
Vincent, smiling, gestured at him. 

“Why get excited? I’m not worried— 
yet.. . .  That all sounds dangerous, Bryce, 
only you haven’t given O’Hara anything 
to start with!”

Bryce took out a cigarette, tapped it, 
lipped it, struck a match, and thought 
about Jack O’Hara. . . . But it was hope
less, he knew.

“While O’Hara’s doing all this,” he 
said, “what do you suppose the experts 
are doing right here in this room over my 
dead body ? They’re giving him something 
to start with!

“Would a cop—would a man used to 
guns—shoot himself through the head or 
through the heart ? There’s something you 
don’t know. If he was going to shoot 
himself through the body, would he open 
his coat and shirt to expose the skin, as 
some people do, or would he shoot through 
the clothes? A Homicide dick could an
swer offhand, but you don’t know.

“How does a man fall when he shoots 
himself while sitting in a chair? How does 
the blood settle? If his legs are crossed, 
is that an indication of suicide or mur
der? You don’t know! The police do.”

“Nuts!” snapped Vincent, sneering in
credulously, but at the same time look
ing vaguely worried.

Bryce laughed curtly. “ ‘It’s your 
risk,’ ” he quoted back to him. “What 
have you decided about taking off my 
clothes after you shoot me? No answer 
to that, have you ? Have you noticed this 
carpet and how it takes footprints? It’d 
be queer as hell to find a suicide in a room
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where only he and a woman had been, and 
then find signs of three other men!” 

Vincent started forward, triumphant 
with a scientific rebuttal: “How could they 
tell after the cops have tramped in here 
themselves ?”

Bryce shrugged and dragged on his 
smoke. But it was Vincent’s point. And 
Bryce realized that one such point as that 
damaged his whole edifice.

The strain was getting under his skin. 
He looked at his watch. Ten thirty. How 
the hell could you solve a murder that 
wasn’t committed? When you had to 
imagine the corpus delicti, and then make 
believe you had to reconstruct it? With 
you as the victim? . . .  A foreboding of 
failure stole over him. “Keep talking!’’ 
he told himself. “Stall!”

“Boss,” said Dick Marcy suddenly, 
“let’s plug him and get it over with. I can 
slap a handkerchief over his head to keep 
it from bleeding till we—”

“Give him some more time,” interrupted 
Vincent. “Don’t you guys understand? 
We’re doing this for our own good! 
We’re being sm art! We’re making this 
cop work for u s!”

“Listen,” said Bryce, as if he hadn’t 
heard their speeches: “This blonde woman 
from Pittsburgh. Has she ever been ar
rested ?”

Eddie Keeler’s laugh crackled from the 
comfort of the bed. “Lou Pearce? She’s 
been jugged so many times she—” 

Vincent turned to bark at him, but 
Bryce was already nodding and saying: 
“Okay. Now, here’s something you lugs 
don’t seem to realize. That woman is go
ing to be the key to the whole business. 
Whether the cops believe I shot myself 
or that she shot me, she’s going to be 
hunted and hunted hard. You say she 
used a phony name to register here. That 
doesn’t mean a thing! She’ll have left 
behind her a description; half a dozen 
feminine garments in this room with labels 
in ’em; fingerprints in this room and in

the bathroom and on the hotel register— 
and maybe something else.

“With only the prints, she can be iden
tified by a wire to the F. B. I. in Wash
ington if she’s got a record, and by to
morrow afternoon two dicks will be on the 
train to Pittsburgh to arrest Lou Pearce.” 

“God Almighty!” ejaculated Steve 
Vincent. “I never— ! Geez . . . .! Be
cause that broad—”

“She’ll tell the whole thing,” Bryce nod
ded grimly. "How much did you pay 
her?”

'17'INCENT stood up, scratching his 
’ brown hair, and began pacing up and 

down quickly, agitated, paying no heed 
to their prisoner’s last question. “They 
can, too!” he muttered. “She’s heading 
back there tonight! . . .  Go straight home!
. . .  They can grab her.. . .  I never thought 
of the prints, her record, and with only 
two hundred she’ll bust wide open and—” 

He whirled and, completely ignoring 
Bruce, pointed to Keeler. “Get down and 
send a wire to Tony Schaeffer in Pitts
burgh! Tell him to meet Lou Pearce at 
the station tomorrow morning and take 
her and hold her undercover! Or maybe 
bump her.. . .  W a it. . .  !”

He stood thinking, biting a thumbnail. 
Keeler was sitting up on the bed, watching 
him,

Bryce leaned back in his chair, reached 
up with his right hand to scratch his ear, 
snatched backward behind his head and 
clutched Dick Marcy’s revolver and hand.

He dragged the gun and wrist down 
over his right shoulder even as Marcy ex
ploded in a curse. His left hand whipped 
across, twisted Marcy’s fingers. But the 
gunman of good parents held on fiercely, 
tugging, and grabbed Bryce’s black hair 
and pulled his head backward, choking, 
“Get him! Hold him! He’s almost—” 

By that time Vincent had come out of 
his trance and leaped for Bryce, nearly 
falling over Eddie Keeler who had turn-
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bled from the end of the bed in his haste 
to reach the chair. Vincent caught Bryce’s 
left wrist with both his hands and jerked. 
The hand came free. Marcy gave a violent 
tug and recaptured his pistol. In a fury, 
he raised it to slug Bryce.

“Don’t!” Vincent almost screamed, 
throwing out a hand.

The gun floated down harmlessly. 
Keeler, picking himself up, was glaring 
at Bryce with silent malevolence.

Bryce suddenly burst out laughing in 
loud, harsh scorn. “Damn!” he shouted 
lustily. “You apes are as nervous as a 
bunch of rabbits!”

Silently he straightened his hair and 
clothes. Vincent said from a yard away, 
nodding in malicious understanding: 
“Peeved, weren’t you? ’Cause you told 
me about Lou Pearce, and that’s a hole 
we can plug u p ! Sure, and I’m gonna! 
I’ll send a wire to Pittsburgh as soon as 
we finish with you. . .

Bryce turned from the window a mo
ment later, where he had been allowed 
one more breath of air.

“Five more minutes!” Vincent had said. 
“You haven’t solved your own murder yet, 
and pinned it on me. I don’t think you 
can do it. Got anything more on deck?”

It was ten minutes of eleven. Jack 
O’Hara. . . . But why think about him?

“Of course,” Bryce said, returning 
casually to his chair, though his face was 
hard and set, “the same thing I said about 
Lou Pearce goes for the man who pre
tended to be a private dick. Maybe he 
didn’t leave fingerprints when he talked 
to the telephone operator at my apart
ment, but—”

460K I P  him!” Vincent ordered impa
t i e n t l y  and with a new air of having 

the situation thoroughly in hand and 
knowing more than his teacher. “That’s 
old stuff. Give us something with a 
punch.”

Bryce crossed his legs and lit another 
cigarette. His thoughts had all but

abandoned the problem; resigned to what 
was coming, he was marking down the 
room, the position of the three, the best 
moment and position from which to start 
a battle, for it went without saying that 
he was not going out without a fight.

That, indeed, was the irony of the whole 
thing. Vincent and his helpers were not 
under any conditions going to shoot him 
as they planned: simply by putting up a 
fight he was going to demolish their sui
cide setup; and yet that was the one argu
ment which he could not bring forward, 
lest Marcy get an eye signal from Vincent 
and pull the trigger.

That was liable to happen in any case 
and any minute from now on. For Vin
cent, foreseeing a possible fight, would 
naturally lie about how much longer Bryce 
had to live. Maybe he was to be shot 
in the next minute.

“Well,” said Bryce slowly, “I suppose 
I'll have to produce my ace in the hole. I 
didn’t want to tell you about it. I wanted 
to see you three pinched and then explain 
how it happened. But I might as well 
kill a few more minutes until O’Hara gets 
here with a squad of cops.”

He shook ash from his cigarette, re
flecting that it would be nice to be as con
fident as he sounded. His little trick could 
not have worked. Not after Vincent’s 
shaking the table.

The silence that had followed his words 
was broken by Vincent. “What’s that 
you’re saying?” he cracked. “About 
O’Hara and a squad of cops?”

Bryce smiled thinly. “We’ve been talk
ing about solving my murder, but we 
haven’t said anything about preventing it. 
I hate to give you a jolt, Vincent, but I 
haven’t really been worried about this 
business of solving my own murder be
cause I ’ve known all the time that O’Hara 
was going to turn up and stop the show. 
Y’ see, I left him a message at my apart
ment before we left, to come here as soon 
as he got in. He’s probably on his way
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now—he should show up any minute.”
Bryce wished he believed so.
“Crap, Steve!” said Dick Marcy scorn

fully. “He didn’t leave no message! This 
is a bluff!”

Vincent was bent forward, looking hard 
into Bryce’s eyes. He looked worried. 
“How did you leave him a message?” he 
demanded, slowly and hoarsely. “You 
couldn’t have! We were watching you 
every minute!”

“But still I left one,” Bryce answered, 
“and I ’ll show you how. Got a deck of 
cards?”

The other lost all expression. For a mo
ment no one spoke. Then Vincent snapped 
his fingers at Keeler and barked: 
“Where’s those cards you’re always car
rying? Get ’em out!” He went back to 
Bryce. “Are you lying?”

“Give me the cards,” Bryce said, lean
ing forward in his chair, and took them 
from Keeler across the end of the bed. 
Even Marcy, the guard, moved around 
and bent to watch.

There was tense hush in the room until 
Vincent threw at Bryce: “When was 
O’Hara supposed to get back to your 
place?”

Shuffling the deck, Bryce replied care
lessly, “Oh, shortly after ten thirty. . . . 
Get me a glass from the bathroom,” he 
ordered Keeler, who immediately piled off 
the bed and performed the errand. Bryce 
set the glass on the rug nearby.

“Of course, you gents know that Jack 
O’Hara just won a two thousand dollar 
prize in the Lucky Gold contest for solv
ing ninety out of a hundred picture puz
zles, so even dumb as you are, you can see 
he’s got a mind that works that way.”

T T E  tossed out a card to the patch of 
rug encircled by the four men: it 

was the jack of hearts.
“We used to leave messages for each 

other with pictures and cigarettes and 
books and stuff like that, piled in a certain

way, and the other fellow would have to 
figure them out.”

This was pure myth, but Bryce’s life 
now seemed to hang on his build-up. He 
threw out two more cards, the nine of 
diamonds and the five of clubs, and ar
ranged them side by side under the jack.

“And don’t forget, Vincent, that phone 
call came when I was sitting at the card 
table, so I knew you were going to bring 
me here—even the room number in the 
T  racey.”

This time he brought out the three of 
clubs and then the ace of spades and ar
ranged them neatly under the other two.

“Beginning to look familiar? These 
are just the cards I laid out on the table 
while we were talking in my flat, which 
none of you apes paid any attention to.”

Rapidly five more cards went to ■ the 
rug in a row—three eights and a pair of 
sixes.

Bryce, who had been bent double to the 
rug from his chair, now straightened up. 
“That’s all I put down, except the rest of 
the deck, which went down here—between 
the jack of hearts and the others.” He de
posited it so, face down.

“And there," he said, “is the message, 
except for two things. I took my high
ball glass,” picking up the glass from the 
rug, “and made a dent in the card table 
with half its bottom, alongside the ace of 
spades—like this—” he made a C mark on 
the carpet. “And after I ’d lit my cigarette 
with a book match—” he got one from his 
pocket—“I bent it like this, into a ‘V’ 
shape, and dropped it on the deck before 
I got up from the table.”

Bryce relaxed in his chair, slanting an
other look at the three men. “Want me to 
read it for you?”

“Go on !” snarled Vincent. “Finish your 
act!”

Bryce pointed one by one. “First 
there’s the jack of hearts. That says, 
“Jack” because the message is to Jack 
O ’Hara. Then there’s the bent match on
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the deck of cards, which says, ‘V on 
deck.’ V stands for Vincent. Next under 
that is a nine and a four and five, which 
says ‘945’, the number of this room. Then 
a trey, an ace and the C mark in the card 
table, which is trey-ace-C, and that’s 
Tracey, the Tracey Hotel. And last of 
all, to tell him what’s going on here, there 
are three eights and a pair of sixes, a full 
house in poker, which says ‘Full House.’ 
It means you’ve got your boys with you.”

Bryce grinned. “With only one Tracey 
in town, that setup is plenty for Jack 
O’Hara, when he sees those cards on the 
table and me not home.”

No one spoke. Vincent looked at his 
watch. He walked to the door, listened, 
came back. Bryce kept grinning, but it was 
all on his face.

He had told nothing but the truth, and 
if his trick had been left that way, he 
would be truly confident of O’Hara’s 
comprehension. What he hadn’t told Vin
cent — what dashed all his hopes — was 
that his careful layout on the card table 
at his apartment had been ruined at the 
last minute. Vincent’s swing at him just 
before they left had knocked a king from 
the top of the deck so that it covered the 
jack, confusing everything.

“Think he’s cornin’? Think he got it? 
Think we ought to scram?" These hur
ried enquiries from Eddie Keeler.

T7IN CEN T had calmed himself. Spread- 
'  legged, he was staring at Bryce. A 

pulse throbbed in his temples as he said 
savagely, “I don’t know but we’re going to 
risk it! I ’ve planned too long to rub out 
this dick! Be damned if I ’m going to be 
scared off by a kid trick!”

He drew his gun. Bryce set himself. 
The time had come. He would go out 
fighting. But this way, in the face of a 
gun, was suicidal. If he could only now 
distract them, but for an instant. . . .  His 
mind jumped at the first thing that came 
to it.

“Forgotten something, haven’t you? 
If you’re going to send a wire to Pitts
burgh to have Lou Pearce held, you’d 
better do it quick. The telegraph office 
closes at eleven o’clock.”

This was not so, but Bryce was count
ing upon psychological effect at that mo
ment of tension. He got it. Mentally 
taken off balance, Vincent lowered his 
gun, turned his head and made an un
conscious movement toward the telephone.

Bryce came hurtling from his chair.
As he sprang, he pushed the chair back

ward so that it struck Dick Marcy in the 
midriff, knocking him against the wall. 
Bryce came at Vincent with his left arm 
cocked and his right ready for a hook, 
and Vincent took them both before he 
could pull up his gun. His head jerked 
sideways and he slipped to his knees. 
Bryce high-stepped a knee squarely into 
Vincent’ face, whirling at the same time 
for the bed, where Keeler had already 
drawn his gun.

“Damn you!” gasped Keeler, and fired.
The bullet tore through the muscles 

beneath Bryce’s left arm. He jumped, 
like a man going for a trapeze, and car
ried Keeler before him to the other side 
of the bed, his left arm useless, crossing 
his right to Keler’s chin. Keeler’s head 
struck the wall with a hollow crack that 
was sickening. He turned perfectly white, 
went limp beneath Bryce, but his gun had 
fallen to the floor before Bryce could 
grab it.

Marcy, from behind the chair five feet 
away, leveled his bright revolver. “Stop 
it, now! Stop it, Bryce!” he pleaded 
fiercely. “I don’t want to shoot you, 
but—”

“Okay, scram out of here!” Bryce 
threw at him, as he flopped over the bed 
end to get Keeler’s gun. Drop your heater 
and beat it, or—”

But Marcy’s gun went off; whether in
tentionally or accidentally there was no 
telling. Then he fired again and Bryce
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grunted in a sick way and slid headfirst 
off the bed onto the floor. He had been hit 
high in the chest and his cheek was ripped 
open.

“Gawd! Gawd!” Marcy mumbled, star
ing at the huddled detective. “I killed 
him!” And, dropping his gun, like a crazy 
man, he dashed for the door.

Bryce lifted his head at the end of the 
bed just as Steve Vincent was sitting up 
at the side of the bed, neither seeing the 
other. Marcy was clawing at the door.

Feet beat outside. Marcy spun about. 
Bryce was groping for Keeler’s auto
matic, Vincent was getting his legs under 
him, hearing Bryce, hearing Marcy, hear
ing the approaching feet—and raising his 
gun.

“It’s them!’’ cried Marcy, rushing back 
and making a dive for where he had 
dropped his gun, just as Vincent fired at 
the top of Bryce’s head, and missed it.

The door crashed open and a deep fuz
zy voice yelled: “What in the name o’— 
Marcy! Drop that! What’re you—Okay 
— !” and a .38 roared.

Marcy fell on his face. Vincent had 
jumped on the bed, his face working con

vulsively, swearing in a mumbled stream, 
scrambling for the end to shoot Bryce. 
“I ’ll get you, anyway, I’ll get you . . . , 1”

Bryce came up on his knees, shoved 
forth Keeler’s automatic and shot Vin
cent in the forehead.

In the middle of the big room, Jack 
O’Hara, quite alone, looked around be
wildered, said, “Mother of mine!” and ran 
for Bryce. "Lew! Lew! What the hell is 
this?”

Bryce had fallen to his side. A mist 
was coming over him. He wasn’t sure 
O’Hara wasn’t a ghost. “You blind ?” he 
mumbled, “Can’t you see what it is ? How 
the hell did you get here? You didn’t 
get my message, did you?”

O’Hara smelled of whisky. “Sure, I 
got it! But it took me a long time to 
figure out the King on top of the Jack, 
until I saw the bent match. Then I fig
ured you had a bottle of King George V 
Scotch and were having a party up here, 
and so I hustled . . . but what the devil 
did it mean then?”

Something like a grimace twisted 
Bryce’s face. “Party . . . Yeah! . . .  A 
murder party.”
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SEVEN STEPS TO HELL
By PAUL ERNST

(Author of "N o Shoes for Corpses"  etc.)

Packy Boyd swore the law would 
never take him. So he set a trap 
outside his hideout that would 
blow a cop to hell—even if the 
man who came to get him was 
Detective Bill Boyd —  his own 

brother!

CHICK VELIE spat out of one cor
ner of his mouth without disturb
ing the cigarette that hung in the

other.
“The kid’s dangerous,” he said. “His 

nerve’s shot. If the cops ever picked him 
up now, he’d split wide open. W e’d all 
burn or get life.”

“So?” said Hunker Williams evenly. 
“So we ought to make sure right now 

that he won’t talk later!”
“You’re thick between the ears, Chick.”

Chick snarled at him, ratlike eyes 
smoldering, thin lips twitching.

“Thick between the ears, am I? Look. 
We lift some stuff from the Brazilian 
Import Company last week. Packy drives. 
While he’s waiting for us, a cop comes up 
who knows him. We bust out just as the 
cop gets his flat foot on the running board. 
Packy lets him have it and they take the 
cop to the hospital where he almost 
croaks. Now they’re out for Packy for 
holdup and for what he did to the cop. 
Sooner or later they’ll pick him up and 
give him the office. Then he’ll come clean 
with all the jobs he’s driven us on, which 
is plenty! I still say we ought to toss 
him.”

“And I still say you’re thick between 
the ears,” retorted Williams, glaring back 
at his lieutenant. “You’ll never get an
other driver like Packy Boyd. You’ll 
never get another kid that knows motors 
like he does. Why. he can take a hot car 
and put an extra twenty miles an hour on 
it with a supercharger and special gears. 
The kid’s good.”

“Good and hot,” grated Chick Velie. 
“For God’s sake, Hunk, use sense. We 
got Stooge Kamp. He’s almost as good 
as Packy—”

“Packy knows more about cars in a 
minute than Stooge can ever learn. I’m 
tellin’ you for the last time, lay off Packy. 
He can hole in here for a couple more 
weeks till his nose heals. After that he
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can drive for us again. His own damned 
brother wouldn’t know him with a new, 
straight nose instead of the busted beezer 
he used to have.”

‘‘That’s another thing! We should 
monkey around with a guy whose brother 
is a flattie. . . .”

Chick’s voice trailed off as Williams 
looked at him. He swallowed nervously, 
ashes from his drooping cigarette falling 
onto his unclean shirt front.

‘Tacky stays,” Williams said evenly. 
“Don’t forget it—and don’t forget who 
runs the works around here. Now go on 
up and be palsy-walsies with the kid. Give 
him a little stuff, too. He’ll be needing 
it.”

Chick opened his mouth, clamped it 
shut again, and left the room without 
further comment.

The room was the dirty, grease- 
splotched office of a three-story building, 
on the front of which was the sign: 
Automobile Storage. Chick walked across 
a corner of the ground floor of the garage, 
where several dozen cars were kept in 
live storage, to the iron stairs going up to 
the second and third floor dead-storage 
space.

TN TH E windowless back of the third 
-*• floor three cars with great paper 
coverings over them were arranged in 
apparent lack of design to form an alcove 
which was almost pitch dark and into 
which you could not see till you had 
walked right up to it.

Chick went to this space, one wall of 
which was the building wall, and the 
other three the paper-covered automobiles. 
In the dim light he saw the cot that had 
been placed there, and the figure on the 
cot.

The seated figure looked up.
The haggard face of a youngster of 

nineteen turned toward Chick. He was a 
big fellow, tall, well filled-out for his 
years. But his face gave away his youth.

Narrow gauze bandages were held in 
place alongside his nose with strips of ad
hesive tape.

Packy Boyd half rose from the cot.
“Chick! Nothing’s wrong, is there? 

The cops aren’t outside, are they ?”
Chick stared stonily at him, but made 

his voice amiable.
“Naw, kid. What are you worrying 

about ? The cops won’t get you here. And 
in less’n three weeks your nose’ll be healed 
up. Nobody’ll spot you then, and boy, 
will you be good with the janes! Instead 
of having a beak smeared all over your 
face like you used to have, you’ll sport a 
regular movie mug.”

Packy clutched at the offered comfort.
“That will fix me up, won’t it? Did the 

plastic surgeon do a good job? Will the 
scars show ?”

He lifted one of the bandages at the 
side of his nose. Chick peered in the 
dimness.

“Naw,” he said, voice warm and hearty 
though his eyes were bleak. “I t’ll never 
show.”

Packy sighed. “I hope not. Because if 
they get me . . . God! I can still see 
Harley lying on the sidewalk with blood 
coming out of his lungs! Why the hell 
did I let him have i t !”

“Because he’d have nailed us if you 
didn’t,” Chick said. “If you hadn’t let 
him have it, he’d hav^ picked us up with 
ten grand worth of orchid bulbs in the 
sacks. Forget it, now, kid. You plugged 
a cop after he’d recognized you. But you 
got away, didn’t you? And now Hunk’s 
doc has fixed it so your map won’t be so 
easy to spot.”

Packy Boyd’s trembling hands went up 
to pick at his lips. After all, he was only 
a kid, only nineteen, in spite of the fact 
that he knew as much about motors as 
the men who designed them, and as much 
about fast and desperate driving as the 
average race track driver.

“I ’m not going to let ’em take me, see ?”
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he said shrilly. “They’d put me away for 
twenty years—maybe more. I ’ll kill any 
dick that tries it! You hear?’’

“Sure, I hear,” said Chick Velie, eyes 
bleak and stony though his voice was 
amiable. “And 1 know you mean it, kid. 
You got guts. But maybe you’d better 
have a little stuff, just the same. It’s 
good for what ails you.”

His hand came from his coat pocket 
with a little folded paper in which were 
whitish crystals . . . .

Packy grabbed for it, and after a while 
the trembling of his young hands eased.

TN THE office of Chief Vandon, Bill 
Boyd leaned over the desk and stared 

appealingly into the chief’s eyes. He was 
tall, heavy-shouldered, with light brown 
hair and a small cleft in his chin. He 
looked very much like his young brother 
—but with ten years of steadiness and 
hard work added.

“Give me the job, Chief,” he urged. 
“It’s not up your alley, Boyd,” Vandon 

said. “You’re in another department, on 
the vice squad. You don’t go after the 
holdup and racket boys.”

“I want to go after this one.”
Vandon rubbed his blue-stubbled jaw. 
“I don’t get it. You want to be assigned 

to bring in your own brother. What’s the 
idea ?”

Boyd straightened up slowly and 
walked to the window. He looked out at 
the grimy, traffic-filled street in front of 
headquarters.

“I want to save him a little grief, if I 
can,” he said. “Packy was straight till 
about a year ago. He looked tough, with 
his nose busted and flattened over his 
face, but he wasn’t. He was a decent kid. 
Then he got in with Williams’ gang. He 
drove for ’em. The last job was this one 
where they got ten thousand bucks worth 
of orchid bulbs from the Brazilian Import 
Company. He got caught up, there. 
Harley spotted him, and he shot Harley.”

Boyd’s lips quivered, then grew firm 
again.

“He’s always been decent till lately. 
But he’s got it in him to be an awful tough 
customer. Now, I ’m afraid he’ll shoot 
first and talk afterward if any of the boys 
catch up with him. But he won’t try that 
on me, his own brother. That’s why I 
want the assignment to get him. I want 
to save him from murder. Let him serve 
time for the holdup and the resist. It 
still wouldn’t be too late for him to go 
straight when he got out, and to make 
a man of himself. The kid’s a wizard me
chanic. Ple’d get along. Chief, let me 
take him.”

Vandon looked at the inkwell.
“You know what Harley said—the kid 

was hopped up when he shot. He’s taking 
dope now, Boyd. Maybe you won’t keep 
him from having murder on his soul by 
going after him yourself. If he was 
hopped up—he might forget he was your 
brother and remember only that you’re a 
cop out to put him away.”

Boyd sighed.
“I ’ll take the chance, Chief. He can’t 

have been on the stuff for very long. And 
I can’t believe he’d drill me. We were . . .  
pretty close till a year ago.”

Vandon shrugged. “I don’t like the 
smell of it. And it’s going to look bad to 
a lot of folks—your asking for the chance 
to arrest your own brother.”

“What the hell do I care how it looks 
to other people?” Boyd said harshly.

“You know he’ll go up for a long 
stretch if he’s caught.”

“I know,” said Boyd heavily. “But 
there’s a chance he’ll go decent when he 
gets out. That’s better than burning for 
murder, isn’t it? And he’ll murder—and 
burn—if anybody but me goes after him.” 

“Okay, Boyd,” Vandon shrugged. 
“You’re assigned.” He put out his hand. 
“Luck to you, fella. And you’ll need it. 
I only hope he looks at you as a brother 
and not as a dick—if you can locate him.”
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“I ’ll locate him,” nodded Boyd. “I got 
a lead that I think is pretty good.”

He grasped Vandon’s hand, and left.

TN TH E  garage owned by Williams 
under another name, Packy Boyd 

worked under the rear end of a small 
standard sedan. Under the upholstery of 
the back of the body he had put a bullet
proof sheet of steel. The windows had 
been refitted with bullet-proof glass. Now 
Packy was changing the gear ratio of the 
rear end to 3.2. The car had a speed of 
about eighty-five miles an hour as a stock 
job. The new gear would add ten miles 
o r more an hour. After that addition 
would come an adapted supercharger 
Packy had perfected, which would give it 
another ten miles an hour.

The gang had cracked up on their get
away from the Brazilian Import job. No 
matter. When Packy got through with 
this new stolen car, they’d have a bus 
able to hit close to a hundred and ten 
miles an hour, and bullet-proofed in the 
most important place—the rear.

Packy was whistling a little as he 
worked. He liked this work. Once he had 
played with the idea of making the rounds 
of the racing car manufacturers and trying 
for a mechanic’s job. But this paid better. 
And usually he could keep from his mind 
the price he paid in return.

Ramp, stocky, swarthy little mechanic 
with a glass left eye, who had been 
Williams’ driver and greaseball till Packy 
came on the scene, stopped tightening the 
propellor shaft. He stared at Packy with 
his venomous right eye. He hated Packy’s 
guts; had hated them ever since the kid 
replaced him as head man here; but he 
didn’t let himself show it much.

“Feelin’ kind of light-hearted today, 
ain’t you, kid?” he said.

‘‘Kind of,” said Packy, squinting at the 
new ring gear.

“What’s eating you? Couple days ago 
you had the jitters for fear a cop’d sneak

up and pull you outa your hideout.” 
Packy grinned at Ramp.
“I don’t have ’em any more. Not after 

a simple little invention of mine. And 
that reminds me, I ought to let you in on 
it because you come up to the third floor 
sometimes, and you might try it some 
night.”

Ramp stared. “Why shouldn’t I go to 
the third floor?”

“I’ll show you. Come on to the stairs.” 
They were working on the second floor. 

Ramp followed Packy out from under the 
sedan and went to the stairs with him.

“I’ve got things fixed so I don’t have 
to worry about the nights,” Packy said. 
“Days are all right. I could see cops 
coming and give ’em the works if I had 
to. But nights had me going. I can’t stay 
awake every night, and I ’ve been nuts for 
fear the bulls would sneak up on me while 
I was in bed and take me that way. This 
changes all that.”

He pointed up the steps.
“Seventh stair from the top. See any

thing wrong with it?”
Ramp squinted in the gloom. The 

staircase had no windows, received light 
only from the doors at top and bottom. 
The stairwell was pretty dim.

“I can’t hardly see the step itself,” he 
complained, “let alone see if anything’s 
wrong with it.”

“Even if it was lighter in here, you 
wouldn’t see anything,” Packy boasted. 

“What is there to see?”
“I ’ve fixed the step as a trigger to a 

trap,” Packy said. “Like this: I ’ve
raised that step a half inch. Under it I ’ve 
put three rubber hygrometer bulbs, filled 
with ammonia. Rubber tubes go from 
them to the riser between the landing and 
the last step. I ’m asleep up here—cop does 
a sneak up the stairs to get me—he steps 
on the loose seventh stair—ammonia 
squirts right in his face. While he chokes 
in the fumes, I beat it. Neat, huh?” 

Ramp nodded. “Neat enough! But
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some of the rest of us might catch it.”
“Nope. During the day, the step is 

held up by two steel blocks. It’s only at 
night, after I ’ve gone up to the third floor 
to turn in, that the trigger, is set. At 
that time, you’re the only guy around, 
playing watchman. You’re the only guv 
that might get it. That’s why I’m showing 
it to you now.”

Packy stared proudly at the innocent
looking seventh step in the dimness.

“Pretty good, I call it. Sure-fire. Even 
if three or four dicks came up here, the 
first would spring the trap and there’d 
be enough ammonia squirted to send ’em 
all to the floor, choking for breath.”

“Neat enough,” Kamp said slowly, a 
second time.

Packy grinned, and went back down to 
the stolen car whose speed was being im
proved. Kamp lingered an instant longer, 
with callous thoughtfulness expressed on 
his usually dull face.

“But not as neat as it might be . . .” he 
muttered, after a moment. “I thing I can 
rig a better trick than that.”

He went back to join Packy.

VV/HEN Detective Boyd had said he 
thought he had a line on his kid 

brother, and the rest of Williams’ gang, 
he had had in mind the nature of the loot 
taken from the Brazilian Import Com
pany.

Orchids! Neither Williams nor any 
other crook, as far as Boyd knew, could 
tell an orchid bulb from a dried onion. 
Therefore, Boyd figured that Williams 
must have had the advice of some crooked 
expert before he tackled the job. Also, 
someone famliiar with the small ware
house of the Brazilian Company must 
have put the bulbs in a specified place so 
that Williams would know what to take 
when he got there. Again someone in the 
flower business must have arranged a 
definite place where Williams could sell 
the stolen bulbs. You don’t go up and

down the streets, or to shady pawn shops, 
trying to saw off orchid bulbs.

It all spelled inside help to Boyd. So 
he began his tailing with the Brazilian 
Company itself.

In four days he found that one of the 
Brazilian shipping clerks got a salary of 
a hundred and fifty dollars a month, on 
which he contrived to live in a hundred 
and twenty dollar apartment, drive a two 
thousand dollar car, and buy off-color, 
half-carat diamonds for a girl whose 
affections were as phony as her straw- 
colored hair.

In nine days he listened in on a tip 
from the shipping clerk to an unnamed 
person that the Company was getting 
more orchid bulbs in about two weeks. 
He traced the call, found the unknown 
listener had been in a public booth at a 
drugstore, and happened to get a descrip
tion of him from the soda clerk that 
checked vaguely with a description of 
Hunker Williams.

On a night two weeks and two days 
after his assignment to the task of arrest
ing his kid brother, he stood across the 
street and down the block from the storage 
garage. He was on the track and he knew 
it. In the past two hours he had seen 
Williams and a rat named Velie go into 
the place and leave it again.. He had let 
them go. There was no definite charge 
against them yet; Packy was the only one 
identified with the orchid job at present.

He was dead sure Packy was in that 
building. So for two hours ha had waited 
in order to get the kid alone. It was one 
in the morning now, and he was alone on 
the street with his thoughts. Grim, dreary 
thoughts! The kid, a swell mechanic who 
ought to be on his way up in an auto shop 
somewhere, working for a rat like Wil
liams! The kid, a hophead and a cop- 
shooter ! At best, he’d go behind bars for 
a stretch that would make him almost a 
middle-aged man before he got out. But 
that was better than burning in the chair
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—which he’d surely do if anybody else 
tried to arrest him.

Boyd’s lips thinned. Packy was a big, 
tough, wild youngster. He’d surely kill, 
the next cop who tried to put bracelets 
on him. But not his brother Bill! He’d 
fight like hell for freedom with his fists. 
But surely he wouldn’t pull a gun on Bill, 
even if he was hopped up!

“Aw, I know he wouldn’t do that,” 
Boyd muttered. But he realized deep 
down inside him, even as he was saying 
it, that he knew no such thing.

“The hell with it,” he breathed. “Let’s 
go. Let’s get it over with.”

Unobtrusively, hat down so that it 
covered his face, he crossed the street and 
went to Williams’ garage. The big garage 
doors were closed, though the night was 
warm. There was a small door in one of 
the big ones, however, and this was in
nocently unlocked. Too innocently! Boyd 
could have sworn he heard a far bell ring 
a warning signal when his foot touched 
the floor inside the threshold. But he 
stood there a moment and no one came 
up; so, gun in hand, he began to look 
around the dimly lit first floor room. He 
expected every moment to feel lead tear
ing into his body from behind one of the 
many parked cars that offered such ex
cellent cover for an enemy. But he con
tinued to hear no sound in the place, and 
after a little while he went toward the 
iron stairs he saw in the side wall.

"PACKY was sound asleep on his cot 
when Kamp stole noiselessly over the 

third floor and touched his shoulder. In
stantly, like a wild thing, Packy was wide 
awake.

“What’s up?” he said.
“Talk lower. There’s a dick in the 

place, kid.”
“What!”
“I said, there’s a dick in the place. I 

watched him while he looked over half 
the first floor, then I came on up to tip

you. I guess he’s on his way up now. Get 
dressed. There’s going to be things to 
do.”

Packy cursed softly in the darkness. “ I 
am dressed. Do you think I sleep in pink 
satin pajamas these days? I ’ve got to 
lam, Kamp!”

“No you don’t, kid,” Kamp whispered. 
“At least not in any hurry. You got till 
daylight to get out of here. And when you 
go, you can take this dick with you, and 
come right back again like nothing at all 
had happened.”

Packy’s breath hissed between his 
teeth.

“Are you nuts, or what?”
In answer, the swarthy little mechanic 

began to laugh, almost soundlessly, in the 
dimness. Packy caught his shoulder and 
shook it.

“A cop on his way up—to get me—and 
you act like it’s nothing but a joke! Get 
out of my way!”

“Wait a minute,” whispered Kamp. 
“You’re forgetting your trap, ain’t you? 
The seventh step from the top?”

“What’s that got to do with me getting 
out of here? The dick gets a dose of am
monia in the face on his way up. So 
what ? That gives me time to get out past 
him, that’s all.”

“No,” said Kamp, with the flat laughter 
still sounding in his voice, “that ain’t all. 
The dick gets more than'ammonia in his 
face, kid.”

He stopped. Both heard the muffled 
sound of something falling on the floor be
low. The detective was searching the sec
ond floor, now; had knocked something 
over in the darkness.

“I kind of made that neat little trap of 
yours still neater,” Kamp went on in his 
low whisper. “You had battery bulbs 
filled with ammonia under the seventh 
step, with tubes coming out under the 
top step. That’s kid stuff, Packy. I took 
out the bulbs and put a double-barreled, 
sawed off shotgun under the top step.
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Then I looped a wire under the loose 
seventh step, going to the shotgun trig
gers. Get the picture?”

Packy said nothing. He was very silent 
as he sat there on the cot with the law on 
the floor below—the law coming to send 
him up the river for a twenty-year 
stretch.

“The dick comes up,” Karnp said. “He 
steps on the seventh stair and bang! A 
double charge of slugs takes him right in 
the head and chest. Then, later, you take 
him out in the country in a sack, in that 
big green sedan, and dump him in a ditch. 
That’s all. Nobody’ll know the dick was 
ever here. If any one asks about the 
sound of the shotgun, it was a backfire. 
See?”

“How do you know the joint isn’t sur
rounded ?” said Packy in a strangled 
tone. “How do you know this guy is 
alone ?”

“If he’d come with a squad, he’d be in 
here with a squad,” retorted Kamp. 
“Nope, he’s alone. And the shotgun is 
the best way out. Lot’s.surer than a little 
squirt of ammonia.”

Packy’s sigh was like a sob. But he 
said: “I guess you’re right, Kamp. Better 
to have a dick die than have him live to 
take me to the big house. But a double- 
barreled shotgun full in the face from 
four feet away . . . .”

Kamp’s hand squeezed his arm for 
quiet. They distinctly heard the rasp of a 
shoe on the bottom step of the third flight.

“In just a minute he’ll get it,” breathed 
Kamp. “There’s tarpaulin on the second 
floor. Roll him in that. I ’ll swab up the 
blood while you’re dumping him in the 
country.”

They heard another step on the stairs. 
This one was not furtive at all. It was 
open and unconcealed. And with it came 
a firm, even voice:

“Packy, it’s me, Bill. I ’ve come to take 
you. Come on down, and come with your 
hands in the air.”

T  TNDER Kamp’s hand, Packy started 
^  convulsively. He got to his feet, 
shaking off Kamp’s grip.

“What the—” began Kamp.
“I know you’re up there,” the voice 

from the stairs carried clearly. There was 
the sound of another ascending step. 
“Come down to me—or I ’ll come up to 
you!”

“My God, it’s my brother!” said Packy. 
“And he’s six steps away from the trigger 
stair!”

He started to run to the stairs; Kamps 
fingers vised in the slack of his coat 
sleeve.

“Kid—where are you going? What’re 
you going to do?”

“I’m going to the stairs and keep him 
from hitting that step.”

“Listen! W ait! That guy’s a dick! 
Don’t you make it? A cop! No matter 
who he is, it’s stir for you if you tip him 
off!”

Packy yanked at the restraining hand.
“Let me go!”
“But, kid—”
“Damn you, let me go ! That’s my 

brother down there!”
“I don’t care if he’s your grandfather!” 

snarled Kamp. “If you think I ’m going 
up, just because they take you and you 
squeal—”

That was all he said. Packy’s fist got 
him on the side of the jaw. Packy didn’t 
even know that Kamp’s gun had come out 
as he spoke. He leaped the sprawled 
figure and ran to the head of the stairs.

“That you, kid?” came Boyd’s strong, 
level voice as Packy’s running steps 
sounded.

Packy suddenly remembered the oper
ation on his nose. He stopped running, 
hit the top landing at a walk. He looked 
around the corner of the stair doorway, 
ready to duck back if Bill had a gun in his 
hand. Let him see him! The light in the 
stairwell was bad; there was only one 
miserably dim bulb, high in the ceiling.
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Bill couldn’t see the slight scars of the 
operation, and he might not recognize 
him.

“Who’re you calling ‘kid’?” he grated, 
husking his voice. “What’re you doing in 
here, anyhow?”

Boyd stared up the flight of steps. He 
could barely see the face of the man who 
was peering around the door-jamb. But 
he could see that there was a straight, 
good-looking nose where his kid brother’s 
nose would have been flattened and 
homely.

“If you’re the law, let’s see your war
rant,” snarled Packy. “If you’re not, lam 
out of here before I let you have it with— 
this!”

A .38 flashed into his hand as he spoke, 
and levelled down at Bill whose hands 
were empty and at his sides. Bill looked 
u p -----

“Are you alone in here, Packy?” he 
said. “I thought I heard some one else in 
the place.”

“What’s the idea, calling me Packy—”
Packy stopped. Dim as the light was, 

he could see sure recognition in Bill’s eyes. 
He had gambled and lost. The straight
ened nose might have fooled any one else 
in town. It might even have fooled his 
brother for a little while, had it not been 
that Bill was judging more by voice than 
by sight, because of the dimness.

Bill took a step up. “Throw down the 
gun, Packy.”

O A C K Y  moistened his dry lips. Bill 
was on the fifth step up, just five steps 

from the seventh stair.
“All right,” he said, in his natural voice. 

“I ’m Packy. You win. But listen to me, 
Bill, and get it straight the first time, be
cause there won’t be a second chance. I ’m 
not going in with you or any one else. I ’ll 
kill first. Even you. So turn around and 
beat it out of here unless you want to 
die.”

Boyd took another step up.

“Bill, I ’ve got you covered. And 
I swear I’ll let you have it!”

Another step was ascended. Boyd was 
three steps from the seventh stair.

Packy’s face and hands were covered 
with sweat. He felt the butt of. his auto
matic slide greasily in his palm.

“Bill—don’t make ine kill you!”
Boyd came up another step. “You won’t 

kill me, kid. That’s why I came for you. 
You wouldn’t kill the guy that brought 
you up after Dad and Ma died.”

His voice was as cool as fate and twice 
as certain. His hands were still hanging 
emptily at his sides. Then he reached into 
his pocket and got handcuffs. Packy’s 
startled curse rang out. The gun twitched 
in his hand—but did not go off. . . .

Boyd smiled.
“I knew you wouldn’t do it,” he said 

softly. “Thought I was going after my 
gun, didn’t you, kid? And you didn’t 
shoot. Come on, now. Come down here 
and let me take you in. Then take your 
medicine and—”

“Go to the pen for half a lifetime?” 
panted Packy. “Not for you or any one 
else on earth! If it was my own mother 
coming up these steps I'd. . . .” He 
stopped, and gulped.

“You’d kill her?” said Boyd. “I hardly 
think so, kid.” He held the cuffs in readi
ness. “Coming down?”

Packy said nothing. He stood there 
shivering, with his .38 hanging lax in his 
hand, watching Bill’s foot rise to go up 
another step.

Half a lifetime behind bars if those cuffs 
clamped around his wrists! And he could 
go free if he kept his mouth shut. He 
didn’t have to kill Bill. The gun under 
the top step would take care of that for 
him. And Kamp had put the gun there, 
hadn’t he? It was Kamp’s lookout, not 
his.

Boyd took the slow step. He was one 
stair from the seventh, now. Packy felt 
his teeth chatter, clamped them shut.
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“Bill,” he said hoarsely, “you’re licked. 
You’ll die if you come up any more. 
Please take my word for it—Stop!”

Boyd was on the eighth step. He stared 
intently at Packy.

“Don’t move another step!” panted 
Packy.

“Why not, kid?”
At least twenty years in the pen if 

Packy didn’t keep his mouth shut. And 
he had sworn he’d kill before letting him
self be put there.

“Because the next step up is a death 
trap, Bill,” he said.

And Boyd only stared at him, calmly, 
levelly.

“Yeah?” he said.
“As heaven sees me, it is. There’s a 

shotgun under my feet. The seventh step 
trips it—and you get it in the face.”

Bill smiled. “You wouldn’t fool me, 
would you, Packy? Come down, or I 
come up.”

“Bill—I ’m not coming down! I ’m not 
going up the river for you or anybody— 
Don’t step on that stair!”

T>OYD stayed on the eighth step. He 
shook his head a little.

“There’s no gun under the stairs.”
“I swear by all that’s holy—”
“Look,” Boyd said patiently. “I know 

you better than you know yourself. 
You’ve always played rough. Now, you 
might shoot a guy—but you’d never rig a 
trap that would blow his head off his 
shoulders without giving him a chance. 
It’s not in you, Packy.”

“I didn’t rig it,” Packy chattered. “One 
of the other guys did. I had it fixed so 
ammonia would be squirted out and it 
was changed—”

“That’s pretty thin, kid. For a guy 
who’s always been able to think fast, you 
ought to fix up a better one than that.”

“I ’m telling you,” shivered Packy, with 
a crack in his voice, “don't touch that

seventh step! Go over it if you have to 
—and I ’ll beat your can in when you get 
up here. But don’t step on the seventh 
stair!”

Boyd’s body was lifting for the next 
step, the seventh from the top. A sound 
that was neither moan nor shout came 
from Packy’s lips.

This was his brother. But if he died, it 
was Kantp’s fault. And his body could 
still be taken to the country and dumped, 
and Packy would still be free, hiding out 
here just a little longer till the last scars 
of his nose operation healed completely. 
Then, with Bill gone, there would be no 
one on earth to spot him. . . .

Bill’s foot came up to tread on the 
seventh step,

A scream came from Packy’s lips, and 
he jumped.

He was just a youngster. He didn’t 
want to die, any more than he wanted to 
be taken away for a long stretch behind 
bars. Probably he didn’t think he would 
die. Probably he thought he could light 
on the eighth stair, where Bill was. . . .

“Pack—” Bill’s beginning shout rang 
out in the stairwell.

Then Packy’s frantic hands had hit him 
and sent him falling back down the stairs, 
while Packy’s feet moved desperately to 
land on the stair below the seventh.

They didn’t quite miss. His heels clicked 
down on the stair’s edge.

Bill Boyd lit on his shoulders at the 
bottom of the stairs as the roar sounded; 
a roar like that of the whole building ex
ploding. He lay there a moment.

“Packy,” he said, finally, not looking 
up the stairs.

There was no answer. He heard some
thing drippin. . . . After a moment Boyd 
got up, slowly, and walked toward the 
second floor stairs. He did not look back 
at the third floor flight—nor at the seventh 
stair from its top. . . .



DEATH BREAKS PAROLE
How could John Smith, parole 
fighter, save his jriend, Lieutenant 
Paul Rutgers, from the death that 
gangdom had promised him—with 
only a golden-haired girl to help 
him—a girl who had once saved 
his life, and once almost caused 

his death!

CHAPTER ONE

Spying On Death

J OHN SMITH crouched by the small 
upstairs window. His eyes were 
glued intently on an office building 

directly across the street—all day he had 
remained in that position, keeping his 
lonely watch. And it was a lonely watch 
—in every sense of the word—for the 
hand of every political power in the city 
was turned against him, and the polit
ically-controlled mobsters were out for his 
life. John Smith had had the nerve to 
oppose and fight the evilest parole racket

Smith dived headlong for McArthur’s gun as the revolver roared.
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that ever blackened a community’s name; 
and in fighting that racket he was attack
ing the political bosses’ most lucrative 
source of income. Yes, John Smith was 
very much alone.

As the sun sank lower in the summer 
sky Carl Heikle came out the door across 
the street, stomached his way across the

sidewalk and stopped by the curb. Hot 
August sunlight poured over him. With 
the handkerchief from his pocket he 
mopped at his pink cheeks and forehead.

Pete O’Brien followed him. O’Brien 
was the political boss of the 13th District 
and one of the most powerful figures in 
the state. He looked like a small, weaz-

A Smashing John Smith 
Novelette in Which One 
Man Fights an Under- 
World Empire!
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ened monkey. His face was so wrinkled 
that no expression could show there. His 
clothes needed pressing. He and Heikle, 
his confidential secretary, went off to
gether.

Smith gazed after them, his face setting 
in hard, fierce lines. “So that’s the guy,” 
he said aloud. “And what am I going to 
do about it?” The gesture of his small 
hands showed fury, desperation—and 
helplessness. His fight against the parole 
system had bogged down in a blind alley 
when death closed both ends. He knew 
that Pete O’Brien was, if not the mysteri
ous figure back of the most foul of all 
rackets, at least close to that figure. And 
what could he do about it? Nothing. And 
throughout the city criminals hunted for 
John Smith, the “Parole Killer,” planning 
to murder him on sight.

The newspapers said that John Smith, 
private detective, had left town. Actually, 
hair and skin dyed to change his appear
ance, he was living in a small, highly re
spectable apartment on Prytania, and had 
rented this room across the street from 
O'Brien’s office in order to keep watch 
on the politician.

Smith continued his vigil for another 
half hour, but nothing more happened, 
and at sundown he was driving out of 
Prytania in the small, nondescript automo
bile he’d bought under an assumed name.

He climbed one flight to his apartment, 
reached for the doorknob and stopped. 
The muscles of his face were suddenly 
rigid. His left hand went under his coat 
lapel, came out holding a police .38. His 
right hand folded around the doorknob.

Most persons would not have heard the 
sound beyond the door, the very faint 
whisper of feet on a thick rug. But Smith 
had once lived ten years guided by his 
hearing alone. A bullet from a Parole con
vict’s gun had glanced off his forehead and 
for a decade he’d been blind before an op
eration restored his sight. During those 
years he’d trained his hearing until it was

sharp and delicate as that of an animal.
Three full minutes he waited, his ear 

against the door. Tiny beads of sweat 
stood on his forehead, colored with the 
dark powder they had oozed through. 
Then his nostrils widened in a long breath. 
Pie twisted the knob, pitched the door 
open, and went inside, crouched far over 
and twisting.

\  GIRL was looking out the window 
across the room. She turned, startled. 

For a long moment they stared at one 
another.

Then the girl grinned. “What the hell ?” 
she said. “Do you always come in like 
that, or is this a special act for my 
benefit ?”

Smith was still crouched, the gun in 
his hand, and too surprised to move. 
When he did it was to look toward the 
rear doorway where Bushelmouth John
son, the negro who acted as both valet 
and assistant for Smith, was standing.

“Ah, couldn’t stop her, Mistur Smiff,” 
Bushelmouth said. “Dere ain’t nothin’ 
you kin do to dat lady. She jes peers in 
de doe and she say, ‘Heyo, Bushelmouf.’ 
An’ I tole her; I say, ‘Dis ain’t me. Dis 
is Sam. An’ dere ain’t no Mistur Smiff 
live heah nether so tain’t no need to ask 
fer him.’ Dat’s what I tole her, Mistur 
Smiff, but she wouldn’t pay me no heed.’.’

The girl was still grinning. “It’s not 
Bushelmouth’s fault, really. Or maybe 
it is. I was lucky enough to see him on 
the street this morning and trailed him 
here.”

Smith had straightened slowly. He put 
the gun back in its holster, closed the door 
behind him. “I was a fool for letting 
Bushelmouth go after groceries,” he said, 
and waved the negro out of the room. He 
was thinking that if Marion Dark had 
found him then someone else might have 
also. And discovery for Smith meant 
death.

The girl had a face like a cherub, with
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soft gold hair curling close to her head 
and very wide and innocent eyes. Smith 
had met her once before and whenever 
she cursed, which she did mildly but fre
quently, the words came as a distinct 
shock.

Now she said, “You’re a hell of a host. 
Don’t I get to sit down? Don’t I get a 
drink or some hospitality around here?”

66"Y7DU get both,” Smith said, and ges- 
tured toward a chair while he yelled 

for Bushelmouth to make a couple of 
highballs. “I’d like to thank you,” he said. 
“The last glimpse I had of you, you were 
driving out of an alley in the Vieux Carre. 
Perhaps it was coincidence, but you came 
at the exact moment to head off another 
car and save my life. And a little while 
before that you’d been trying to take a 
picture that would get me killed. Which 
side are you working for?”

“I told you I wanted to work for you. 
I told you I wanted to fight the parole 
system.”

Smith swallowed, muscles standing out 
in his neck. “But I—”

“Isn’t it too late to keep up that pre
tense?” she asked. “Every crook in town, 
and that includes the politicians, knows 
who the Parole Killer is.”

The ice tinkled in Smith’s glass. Over 
the rim he watched her. “You look as if 
you had wings, or should have,” he said. 
“You look as if you belong on mother’s 
knee. And you want to get a job that’s 
almost sure death.”

“You don’t look so damn tough your
self,” she said, “even with that mustache. 
And that blond hair dyed black. You look 
like a dude.”

She stood up sharply. There was a vi
brant tenseness about her that clashed with 
the softness of her face. “I came to tell 
you about Lieutenant Paul Rutgers,” she 
said. “Maybe you’d like to know that the 
politicians are kicking him out.”

“What!” The round, marble blue eyes

seemed to freeze, the face to grow stiff.
“A few months from now he’ll be off 

the force with no pension and no way to 
make a living—unless some crook has ‘ac
cidentally’ killed him.”

Smith was standing now. He was a 
small man, scarcely taller than the girl 
before him, hut well made. “They can’t 
do that,” he said huskily. “The news
papers are playing Rutgers for a hero. 
The public won’t—”

Without Rutgers on the police force 
to help him there’d be no chance of finish
ing his fight against the crooked parole 
system. Without Rutgers to cover him 
the first time, Smith was forced to kill a 
criminal in self-defense. He would have 
the police as well as the underworld after 
him, politics would railroad him through 
a crooked trial straight to the chair. And 
Smith liked the little, desperately honest 
policeman. Now Rutgers was going to 
lose his job. his future, perhaps his life 
because he’d helped John Smith fight the 
parole racket.

Smith was thinking suddenly of the ten 
years of darkness, of never knowing if 
he’d see again—years caused by a paroled 
convict’s return to crime. That was his 
personal score against a foul system, but 
there was more than that. He knew that 
almost every famous criminal had been 
paroled. Dillinger, Pretty Boy Floyd. 
Baby Face Nelson killed three G-men 
after his third parole. Every G-Man ever 
killed on duty was murdered by a paroled 
convict. Parole—a crooked system run by 
crooked politicians who fattened on theft 
and murder.

“Don’t underestimate the man you’re 
against,” Marion Dark said. “Pie couldn’t 
afford openly to kick a hero off the force. 
But you saw in the morning paper about 
the two gamblers murdered out on the 
edge of town?”

“Yes.”
“Rutgers is going to be sent to solve 

that. Only he’ll have a desk job so he
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can’t do any real work. And the politi
cians will make sure that the crookedest 
cops on the force are the ones he has under 
him.”

“But the cops,” Smith said desperately. 
“They’re—”

“Sure. Most of them are honest. But 
the politicians keep a few diamond studded 
boys on the force. Those are the ones 
Rutgers will have. He’ll stay out there 
where he can’t help you until the public 
has forgotten him. They forget quick. 
And then he’ll be kicked off altogether.”

“The public—” Smith said and stopped. 
It was only the public who could actually 
win the fight on parole. Only the public 
could throw out the old, crooked politi
cians and demand honest government. But 
the public didn’t realize how rotten the 
system was. That was why Smith had 
used tactics which made parole a front 
page story. And the public was becoming 
aroused. The crooked political bosses were 
frightened. They had determined to get 
Smith and every man who helped him.

Q M IT H  crossed the room, hands 
^  clenched hard. “If Rutgers caught 
those killers—” he said.

“Caught—hell. Ryan Hardick and Nick 
Tomelli did the job. But they are Pete 
O’Brien’s boys; what can Rutgers do? If 
he had any proof, O’Brien would give the 
order and somewhere the proof would 
vanish. If he had any witnesses they’d 
either vanish, or forget. O’Brien had 
those guys killed because they weren’t 
paying tribute for their gambling house— 
and so he’d have a reason to send Rutgers 
so far in the country there won’t be any
thing he can do but grow tomatoes.”

Smith’s face got fury-white. Red veins 
came in his eyes. His mouth set hard and 
ugly. What the girl said could be true. 
O’Brien was nominally leader of only the 
13th district, but his power was state
wide. There wasn’t a chance of convict
ing a man O’Brien sponsored. The prose

cuting attorney and the judge would have 
their orders; even the Governor, if it came 
to that. Murder made safe by politics.

“Listen,” Smith said after a moment. 
“How do you know all this?”

“How does any detective learn things? 
Stool pigeons. Pipe lines. You want to 
hire me ?”

He didn’t answer. His highball glass 
was empty now, but he still held it, finger
nails whitened from pressure. “This Ryan 
Hardick and Nick Tomelli you claim did 
the shooting—what proof have you got ?” 

“None. There weren’t any witnesses.” 
“And what proof would convict them ?” 
He knew the answer before she said, 

“None, with O’Brien passing out orders 
and money.”

He crossed the room twice, noiseless 
on the thick rug. "What do these guys 
look like?”

She said, “I thought you might want 
to know. Here’s a couple of pictures the 
state made of them once, before they had 
O’Brien’s backing. They are out on parole 
now.”

She held out two regular prison photo
graphs, front and profile. Smith looked 
at them, then at the girl. “This fellow—” 

“Hardick,” she said.
“This Hardick, he’s superstitious?” 
“He kills because he likes it,” Marion 

Dark said. “But a black' cat stands his 
hair on end. He goes to church twice a 
week. He enjoys knocking off other 
people, but he wants to avoid his turn, and 
at least to be ready when it comes.”

“I ’ve seen those two gentlemen,” Smith 
said. “Thy came out of O’Brien’s office 
today, twice. And both times they stopped 
and put on a kind of act.”

“You can’t use that for proof.” 
“Maybe,” he said. But he had to use 

something for proof. Here was his one 
chance to carry on the fight. If he could 
break this case it would put him closer 
to the head of the parole system, it would 
save Paul Rutgers, and it would add more
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fire to the growing public indignation. But 
how break it when it was admitted that 
nothing could convict one of Pete 
OBrien’s boys? Murder had been made 
safe, by politics.

It was five minutes after the girl left 
that the phone rang. Lieut. Rutgers cor
roborated everything she had said.

CHAPTER TWO
Swamp Death

TVTEXT to the building housing Pete
'  O’Brien’s office was a small furniture 

store. Smith was studying the window 
display when the men came onto the side
walk, but the mirror of a dresser in the 
window allowed him to watch them. One 
was small and plump, the other dark with 
bushy brows. Ryan Hardick and Nick 
Tomelli.

It was eleven oclock in the morning. 
Traffic rattled along the street and a block 
away a streetcar made a grinding rumble, 
but Smith, straining his ears, could hear 
what the men said.

Tomelli, the dark fellow, grabbed Har
dick by the arm, said, “Have you got it?”

“I thought you had it,” Hardick said. 
He looked frightened and dug through his 
pockets.

“Me? Why, damn you, I. . . The 
bushybrowed man wet his lips as though 
he were afraid. He plunged his hands 
into his pockets.

“It musta been left,” Hardick said. “We 
gotta get i t !”

“If the cops found it. . . Tomelli 
looked sick. “Jesus! I don’t wanta burn!”

“Let’s go!” Hardick said. “H urry!” 
They started down the walk.

Smith kept looking in the store window 
as they passed directly behind him. There 
was something crazy here, something that 
he didn’t understand.

What he’d heard sounded as though 
somewhere they’d left vital evidence on 
the gambling house murders.

“I think I ’d better investigate,” Smith 
said to himself. He turned away from 
the window, vralking carelessly but fast.

Hardick and Tomelli were a half block 
away near their parked car. Tomelli, 
meaning to circle to the drivers seat, 
swerved so that he passed on one side of 
a telephone pole while Hardick was on the 
other. The plump man stopped short, cut 
back so as to go on the same side of the 
pole with Tomelli. Smith could see him 
muttering and Tomelli cursing at him. 
That guy was superstitious all right.

Smith’s car was parked not far from 
theirs. He swung out into traffic behind 
them and took up the trail. Hardick drove 
fast, but kept inside the traffic laws and 
it wasn’t hard to tail him. Evidently he 
was more worried about getting where he 
was going than about being followed.

At first Smith thought they were going 
directly to the gambling house where the 
murder had been committed, but a few 
blocks away they stopped. Tomelli made 
a telephone call before Smith could park, 
then came back to the car again. Smith 
tailed after them, out through the suburb, 
about ten miles along the Mobile high
way, then onto a shell road cutting back 
into the bayous.

Here he let the car ahead get out of 
sight. He didn’t want them to know he 
was following and this was a desolate road 
with few crossings. It would be compara
tively easy to trail them.

D U T  there was something fishy about 
this whole business, he thought. He 

couldn’t get over these men going through 
the same actions, perhaps even saying the 
same words, three times in two days. It 
didn’t make sense.

And what could they have left out on 
this lonely road ? In places it was scarcely 
wide enough for two automobiles to pass. 
Black bayou water bordered it on each 
side, thick with lilypads, and beyond the 
strip of water was impenetrable swamp.
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Cypresses held their lace-worked leaves 
high into the sunlight. Below them were 
the gaunt skeletons of oaks wrapped in 
drooling moss. Underneath the moss it 
was almost twilight-dark, dark water and 
muck, underbrush, dead logs rising out 
of the slime. Once Smith saw a moccasin 
slithering off into the water as the sedan 
approached.

And then, in his rearview mirror, he 
saw the car following him. A sudden chill 
went along his spine. His mouth got dry. 
He put his left hand under his coat and 
loosened the .38 in its holster. His eyes 
left the road for a moment, staring out 
into the swamp.

The road twisted through trees. Shells 
whirred under his tires as he went into 
the curve. His right hand was very tight 
on the wheel, his left hand barely touch
ing it but tense and ready to jerk upward 
at any instant. It was almost as though 
he had known he w’ould turn the bend and 
see the road ahead blocked by the car 
he had been following.

There was the sputter and roar of ma
chine gun fire. Flame lashed at him from 
the car that was pulled sideways across 
the road and parked. Holes pricked 
through his windshield and then the whole 
thing was gone in a mass of flying glass. 
He felt no pain but all at once blood was 
flowing down his cheek.

The .38 special was in his left hand. 
He fired three times, carefully but fast. 
Not more than twenty yards separated the 
cars and he saw the spiderwebbing on 
the glass windows where his bullets 
struck. The car ahead was bullet-proofed!

From behind came another blast of ma
chine gun fire as the second car came 
up. His back window blew out. Bullets 
ripped into the car body.

Actually Smith had been moving, slid
ing down for protection between the seat 
and the dash, with that first sight of the 
machine ahead. His own car never 
stopped, the whole thing lasted less than

five seconds, but he had the impression of 
infinite time, of thoughts plodding slowly, 
one after another, through his head.

It was a trap, arranged from the first. 
And it was the girl who had put him on 
the trail of Hardick and Tomelli! Once 
before she tried something which might 
have resulted in his death. And once she 
had saved his life. But this time would 
be the end.

Smith was on his knees, one eye cocked 
above the dash. He held the steering wheel 
with his right hand crossed under his left 
arm. The left hand held the .38. He picked 
out the narrow slit through which the ma
chine gun was blasting, steadied his re
volver.

The car lurched wildly as he fired. He 
knew that his front tires were gone. The 
sedan was slowing down despite his knee 
on the accelerator. One of the back tires 
was shot, and flung shells made as much 
noise as the machine guns. Bullets 
whanged into the steel body, dug through 
or went screaming out into the swamp.

T T E  DIDN’T have a chance and he knew 
it. He couldn’t even drive fast enough 

to wreck the car ahead and die with the 
satisfaction of knowing that he took two 
criminals with him. He couldn’t circle 
the car and he couldn’t back up because of 
the one behind, They had him.

And then he thought of the water bor
dering the road. He didn’t know how deep 
it was, but he had to risk it. He kept his 
knee on the accelerator, pushed the brake 
with his left hand, jerked the steering 
wheel with his right. The car went into 
a wild skid. It turned completely around. 
It teetered at the road’s edge. It plunged 
over sideways.

What happened in the next few seconds 
Smith couldn’t say. He felt his body 
slammed back and forth. His head hit the 
dash and new blood flowed over his face. 
His gun was gone. His leg was tangled 
between the brake and the clutch and felt
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as though it were broken. Water closed 
over him.

He knew that if he got free of the car 
they would kill him. Even if he swam 
under water to the edge of the swamp they 
would see him there and shoot him down. 
He struggled, felt one hand rise above the 
surface. Then his head was up and he 
was gulping dark air.

He’d managed to turn the car com
pletely over so that is sank with the wheels 
up. The water was only about five feet 
deep and now there was a small pocket 
of air close to what had been the floor 
of the automobile. There wasn't room 
to get his whole head out of the water. 
He had to keep his neck bent sideways, 
but he could breathe.

He heard men calling to one another, 
the crunch of shell under leather. Tomelli 
said, “Well, that’s that.”

“It wasn’t jio fun,” Hardick’s voice 
complained. “We didn’t even get a look at 
the guy.”

A strange voice, one of the men from 
the rear automobile probably, said, “Oh, 
it was him. After you telephoned we 
drove right past him once. He’d dyed his 
hair, but it was Smith all right.”

It was getting hard to breathe in the 
narrow space between water and car. The 
air was thin and hurt his lungs. He tried 
to breathe slowly, to hold the air as long 
as possible.

And then he heard Tomelli’s thick voice 
saying, “There may be a little air left un
der that car. The guy could still be alive.” 

Hardick said, “Like hell he is. I musta 
cut him apart with the tommy.”

“But there’s a little space,” Tomelli said 
again.

One of the men from the back car said, 
“The boss is gonna give us hell if we 
don’t get the body outa there. You know 
how he kept saying to fix the stiff so no
body would find it.”

“How the hell you gonna get it?” Har
dick asked.

“We got to find a wrecker,” the other 
man said. “We got to get that body!” 

“Won’t nobody come along this road. 
We got time. Let’s go.”

“But there’s a little air under there,” 
Tomelli said again.

YANE of the men said, “Oh hell, you can 
fix that if you’re worried. There’s gas 

all over the water. Throw a match on it. 
If  the guy’s alive he’ll cook.”

John Smith thought he was going to be 
sick. Such a terror as he had never known 
crawled cold and slimy through his 
veins. His chest hurt and there was a 
dull roaring inside his head that seemed 
to repeat over and over, “If the guy’s alive 
he’ll cook.”

“I’d rather be shot,” he thought. He 
couldn’t crouch there in the dark and roast 
like a trapped rat. He would dive, either 
drown trying to get out of the car or come 
up to the surface and be killed with a blast 
of machine gun bullets. It was better that 
way. He took a breath of the hot thin air.

It struck like a blow on the back of the 
neck. It jolted him, knocked his head for
ward, knocked the air out of him. He 
couldn’t believe the sound until it came 
again—the wild shriek of a police siren! 
A sudden burst of gunfire!

One of the men in the road said, “For 
God’s sake, what. . . ?”

“Let’s scram!”
There was the noise of running. Then 

Tomelli’s voice, “But suppose the guy’s 
alive? There’s air. . . .”

Hardick answered from up the road. 
“You stay and chuck a match on him.” 
Car motors burst into life. Smith heard 
Tomelli running along the shell road. He 
didn’t know whether or not the gunman 
had dropped the match which would burn 
him. Both cars roared off.

He couldn’t wait for the sound of fire. 
The oxygen was gone from the small air 
pocket underneath the car. He had to 
dive, try to get free even if he came up
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into a hot, searing sheet of flame. . . .

CHAPTER THREE

Bay Saint Louis Corn

O M IT H ’S head broke the surface and he 
^  gulped air into bursting lungs. The 
water lilies tugged at him, threatened to 
pull him down again. He floundered 
about, saw that no wave of fire rolled at 
him and for moments he was too relieved 
to see anything else. He beat his way 
through the lily pads and crawled onto the 
shell road.

He stood there panting for moments 
before he remembered the police siren and 
the gunfire which had saved him. But 
now the road stretched pale and empty to 
right and left until it curved and the dark 
swamp walled it in.

Far off to the right was the fading 
sound of automobiles. That would be the 
two cars with the gunmen. He wa-s certain 
that no other machines had passed, but 
when the sound of those cars was gone 
there was only the faint whisper of the 
wind against the cypresses, the sleepy 
lagging chirp of a cricket, the drip-drip of 
water dropping from his clothes to the 
road.

What had happened to the police car?
He couldn’t figure it out. He started 

walking back down the road toward the 
city. He took three steps—and stopped.

Somebody beyond the curve was walk
ing toward him!

Instinctively his left hand came up to
ward his shoulder holster before he re
membered it was empty. There wasn’t 
any place to hide so he just waited. The 
crunch of the shoes got louder and then 
Marion Dark came around the curve.

For a half minute they stood and looked 
at one another. The cherub face was 
puckered with fear and grief that kept the 
facial muscles stiff even after the emotions 
were gone. And then she said, wonder

ingly, “I was afraid—you’re not dead?” 
“Not yet,” Smith said. “You put the 

finger on me all right, but your trigger 
men didn’t do a clean job.”

She kept staring at him. “I don’t under
stand,” she said. “I didn’t. . . .”

“You didn’t put me on the trail of these 
guys, knowing they were laying for me 
all the time?”

She said, “You damned fool. I told 
you they killed those gamblers. They did. 
But I didn’t tell you to go up and intro
duce yourself to them, then come out 
where they could kill you without inter
ruption.”

Smith’s round blue eyes studied the 
girl and she looked back at him steadily. 
If she was telling the truth, how had this 
trap been planned ahead of time? How 
had Hardick and Tomelli know he would 
trail them?

And then he thought about their strange 
actions outside the office doorway. Sup
pose O’Brien, or whoever was the power 
behind him, had figured that Smith, know
ing O’Brien to be connected with the 
parole racket, would watch O’Brien’s 
office? And suppose he had known that 
Smith would learn of Hardick’s and Tom- 
elli’s connection with the gambling mur
der, had allowed Rutgers to learn that 
much so he would tell Smith. Knowing 
that, O'Brien could be alipost certain that 
Smith would follow the killers if he over
heard their remarks about leaving evi
dence. Then Tomelli had made his phone 
call, and the trap, already planned, was set.

•’T 'H E Y  had not wanted to murder Smith 
openly because of the way the public, 

already aroused over the parole racket, 
would howl. Smith’s death might gain the 
very thing he fought for in life: indignant 
citizens voting out the old, graft- corrupted 
politicians, demanding honesty from their 
officials. So O’Brien, or the shadowy 
figure back of him, if there was one, had 
wanted Smith simply to disappear. “The
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boss is gonna give us hell if we don’t get 
the body outa there,” one of the gunmen 
had said. “You know how he kept saying 
to fix the stiff so nobody could find it.” 
With Smith’s disappearance the fight 
against the crooked parole system would 
simply fade from the front pages. The 
public would forget. The old system would 
continue.

“It could have been that way,” Smith 
thought. “Maybe that guy’s smarter than 
I ’ve been willing to admit.” And it could 
have been the girl.

“If you didn’t put the finger on me,” 
Smith asked, “how did you happen to be 
here ?”

“A hell of a guy you are!” she said 
angrily. “I wish they had killed you!” 
She turned and went swiftly back down 
the road.

Smith stared, then he was loping around 
the curve to catch up with her. He walked 
beside her toward her parked car. “I’m 
sorry,” he said. “I didn’t want to make 
you angry. But I—can’t trust anybody 
in this job. I’ve got to be careful.” He 
was angry at himself for apologizing, 
angry because he wanted to. And yet he 
did want to. He wanted to explain, to 
say he hadn’t meant to hurt her.

She turned to look at him and he was 
surprised at the misty sheen of her eyes. 
But she was grinning again. “I come out 
and save your life,” she said, “and what 
kind of thanks do I get?”

“You saved my life? You mean. . . .”
“You were tailing Hardick and Tomelli 

and I was tailing you. When that car full 
of apes cut in behind you on this road I 
knew what was coming. There wasn’t 
time to get the police The shooting started 
while I was trying to make up my mind 
what to do. So I used my siren and back
fired the car trying to bluff them away. I 
didn’t really think I was doing any good. 
I thought you were dead.”

Smith’s wet hands made dark spots on 
her shoulders as he turned her to face

him. “If they'd caught you—” he said 
huskily, and didn’t finish. “You took that 
chance. . . .”

The girl laughed, a little nervously. 
“I didn’t take any chance—not for a 
sawed-off private cop. I was careful to 
turn my car around first. I’d have been 
half way back to New Orleans before 
those guys could have reached the curve.”

They were driving along the shell road 
when Smith asked, “What was the idea 
of taling me? Who are you working for 
anyway ?”

She glanced at him, then her blue gaze 
went back to the road. “I came along 
for the fun,” she said. “But I’d like to 
work for you.”

“Why don’t you try the truth some
times ?”

She hesitated. Then said, “I told you 
the truth.”

“Maybe,” Smith said. He wanted des
perately to know. If she were honest, she 
could help him. If she was lined up with 
the crooks and he trusted her it meant 
death.

A H  don’ know as I feels right ’bout 
us bein’ heah,” Bushelmouth said. 

“Hit’s housebreakin’, Mistur Smiff.”
“Shut up,” Smith said.
“Yassur. But hit don’ seem right to 

come bussin’ in dat nice 1 young lady’s 
’partment an’ she ain’t eben heah to say 
‘come in’ er ‘git out’.”

“Shut up,” Smith said.
“Yassur. How come you think she 

gwine come floozyin’ in heah wid a couple 
dem cemetery-fillers? She don’ look to 
me lak the kinda gal would have no tripe 
wid such folks. I don’ bleav she do it.”

Smith said, “Shut up.”
“Yassur. But Ah—” He looked at 

Smith’s face and became quiet.
“They’re coming,” Smith said softly. 

His lips were hard and thin. His eyes 
pulled Bushelmouth after him as he 
backed out of the living room into the rear
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of the apartment. “Do exactly what I told 
you,” he said, and grated the words 
through clenched teeth.

A moment later the hall door opened. 
Smith heard Marion Dark say, “Sit down, 
boys. Take it off your feet.” Then she 
called, “Ethel! Come on out. We’ve got 
company.”

Bushelmouth answered, “He say to say 
she say she ain’t heah right now on ac
count she gone to de drugsto’ fer a min
ute and she be right back, but dat—” 
Smith’s hand landed hard over the negro’s 
mouth. It didn’t cover the vast expanse 
of shining teeth, but it stopped the words.

In the next room the voice of Nick 
Tomelli broke sharp, nervous. “Who the 
hell’s that ? What did he mean ?”

Marion giggled. “That’s Sam, the nig
ger who cleans up for us. He’s not very 
smart.” She called, “Make us three drinks, 
Sam.”

Smith kept his hand pushed on Bushel- 
mouth’s lips although he had to reach high 
to do it. He called, “Yes’um,” then said in 
a tight whisper that only Bushelmouth 
could hear, “You use your hands when the 
time comes. And keep your damn mouth 
shut.”

“Yassur,” Bushelmouth said. “But—” 
The look in Smith’s eyes stopped him.

Smith mixed the drinks himself, handed 
them to Bushelmouth. The negro started 
to say something, caught Smith’s gaze, 
choked on the words. Muttering to him
self and shaking his head, he took the tray 
into the front room.

SPH ER E was a long-barreled revolver 
-*• in Smith’s left hand as he watched 

through the cracked doorway. Hardick 
and Tomelli were on a sofa to her right, 
Marion between them. The plump man 
had his arm around the girl and her gold 
hair cradled on his shoulder. But Tomelli 
sat bolt upright. His bushy brows were 
pulled into one continuous line across his 
forehead. He looked nervous. When

Bushelmouth handed him a drink he 
smelled it, tasted carefully.

"Here’s to a pleasant evening,” Marion 
said. “Success to the plans on foot.”

“You must be reading my mind, baby,” 
Hardick said. " I ’m glad you feel that way 
about it.” He lit Marion’s cigarette, his 
own, then jerked the match away as 
Tomelli reached for it.

“Three on one match,” he said. “You’re 
crazy.”

Bushelmouth had circled the sofa and 
come up behind it. He stood for a moment 
gazing down at the men, a puzzled look 
on his broad face. “Why in hell doesn’t 
he go ahead and conk them ?” Smith won
dered. He tried to hurl his thoughts at 
the negro, “Go ahead! Go ahead!” 
Tomelli was getting nervous.

Bushelmouth raised a fist that looked 
like a head of a nine pound hammer. There 
was a sort of wistful expression on his 
face. He balanced carefully. He brought 
the fist down on the top of Hardick’s 
head.

The plump man’s whole body went 
down as though it had been driven into 
the sofa. His head seemed to vanish into 
his shoulders. He stayed that way a mo
ment, then the springs of the sofa raised 
him gently. He swayed and was crump
ling when the girl put her arm around 
him.

Bushelmouth had stepped to the edge 
of the sofa beside Tomelli, but made no 
motion to hit the gunman. Tomelli had 
been dazed for only a second, not under
standing what had happened. Then like 
an uncoiling spring he came upright. His 
hand flashed under his coat and out. There 
was the gleam of light on blue steel.

A groan caught in Smith’s throat as 
he plunged through the doorway. He cried 
hoarsely, “Hit him, you fool!” His own 
gun was raised shoulder high to strike but 
he saw that he couldn’t make it. He jerked 
it down, finger tightening on the trigger.

But he had figured without Bushel-
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mouth. The negro waited until Tomelli’s 
gun was free of his coat—and then he 
swung. The blow had the free flowing 
motion that once had made Bushelmouth 
Johnson a top flight heavyweight. It had 
all his two hundred and thirty pounds be
hind it. It landed flush on Tomelli’s jaw.

The Italian seemed to leap into the air 
and backward. When his feet touched the 
floor he skidded as though he were on 
roller skates until he hit the wall. It 
bounced him forward and he went down 
hard on his face.

Smith had pulled to a stop, panting. 
“Bushelmouth,” he said a little plaintively, 
“why in God’s name did you wait so long 
to hit him ?”

Bushelmouth shifted his great feet and 
looked embarrassed. “Well, Mustur Smiff, 
Ah—well, you know. . . . He had de gun 
out befo’ ah hit him.”

Marion was still on the sofa cradling 
Hardick against her shoulder. “He damn 
sure did,” she said.

“Well, you didn’t say nothin’ ’bout hit- 
tin’ folks widout no guns, Mistur Smiff. 
But you ’member one time. . . .”

Smith sighed and said, “Oh, my God.” 
From his pocket he took a dollar bill and 
handed it to Bushelmouth. “Okay,” he 
said. “Go on out and get it.”

“What’s all this?” Marion asked.
“Bay St. Louis corn whiskey,” Smith 

said. “Bushelmouth doesn’t like the legal 
stuff.”

“Hit tase lak ole coffee mix with dish
water,” Bushelmouth said. “Hit ain’t got 
no mule.”

“I told him that if ever he saw anybody 
pull a gun on me and he hit the guy before 
he could shoot, I ’d give him a dollar for 
corn whiskey. So now, after I figure out 
a method to get these guys without mak
ing any noise and having the neighbors 
call the cops, Bushelmouth stands there 
waiting for the man to get his gun out 
so he can make a dollar. I didn’t put any 
Micky Finns in that liquor because I

was afraid to risk them noticing you 
pick a certain glass, and anyway there 
would have been several seconds during 
which they’d have known they were doped 
before they passsd out. They might have 
started shooting, so I sent Bushelmouth 
out to conk them from the back.” He 
shook his head wearily, then set about 
tying up the men. They would be out for 
minutes yet.

“I still don’t know why you asked me 
to bring these boys up here.” Marion said. 
“Even if you beat a confession out of 
them, make them sign it, you wouldn’t get 
anywhere. Not against Pete O’Brien.”

“I want these boys to write out their 
own confessions,” Smith said. “I want 
’em to include the man who hired them for 
the job. Maybe then I can make a trade.”

“They’ll never do that. You’re crazy.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Politics Can’t H e lp  You in H ell

i^IVTAYBE it won’t work,” Smith said.
•*•*■*■ “But I’ve an idea, and I can’t be 

any worse off.” He told Bushelmouth to 
lug Tomelli into one of the bedrooms and 
gag him. Then he waited until Hardick, 
propped upright on the sofa, regained con
sciousness.

“Okay,” Smith said then. “We can get 
down to business now. I want a written 
confession to those gambling murders, Mr. 
Hardick. The exact time you and Tomelli 
went there, all the details, how much you 
were paid for the killing and who paid 
you.”

Hardick stared back at Smith. He was 
a rather innocent looking man at first 
glance, but now Smith could see in his 
eyes the thing which made him a killer. 
“You can go to hell,” Hardick said softly.

“I don’t want to have to beat you to 
death,” Smith said. “But I will if neces
sary.”

“You can go to hell,” Hardick said
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again. He sat very still, like a rock.
Smith worked on him a little with the 

barrel of his gun. He didn’t expect to get 
anywhere this way. This was bluff, build
up for what was to come later. “Listen,” 
Smith said. “I don’t mind killing you if 
I have to. Had you rather go out this way 
or take a good long prison term ?”

“I don’t know anything about those kill
ings,” Hardick said. “If I did and if I 
talked, I wouldn’t get any prison term. I ’d 
rather bump off this way.”

That was how O’Brien kept his boys in 
line, Smith thought. He’d read of gang
land killings, victims horribly butchered 
and tortured. Any death was preferable 
to what a squealer would get, so the boys 
kept quiet.

“Okay,” Smith said. “If you think this 
is going to be easy, I ’ll try a different 
method.”

Marion Dark had watched from an 
overstuffed chair, sipping a drink. She 
looked frightened now. “You mean you’re 
going to try—that thing ?”

“I am,” Smith said, and went out of the 
room, leaving his gun on the table. Marion 
got up and backed to the far corner. “For 
God’s sake, be careful,” she called. “It 
might kill all of us.”

Smith came back wearing heavy leather 
gloves. With both hands he gripped a 
black and green snake just behind the 
head. He walked over close to Hardick, 
the snake’s tail coiling around his arm.

The gunman was a sick yellow. His 
eyes bulged out of his head. “What— 
what are you going to do?”

“Have you ever heard of the Green 
Mamba of Africa?” Smith asked. “Next 
to the King Cobra it’s the most deadly 
snake in the world. It doesn’t kill as fast 
as some, but there’s absolutely no anti
toxin for its bite. You swell up about four 
times your normal size and you turn pur
ple and die.”

“Wha—what—” The words w'ere too 
tliick for Hardick’s throat. His skin was

a mottled yellow and green. The muscles 
of his neck worked. “You—you wouldn’t 
—couldn’t kill—”

Smith pushed the snake closer. “Some
body’s killed a lot of crooks lately,” he 
said. “Pinned signs about parole on their 
chests with knife blades. You’re on pa
role, aren’t you ?”

“I—I. . . .” Saliva spilled over the 
man’s chin. His popped eyes were blood
shot.

“If you don’t believe I ’ll kill you,” 
Smith said, “Just keep quiet for five sec
onds.” He began to count.

“All right,” Hardick whimpered. "I 
killed ’em. Me and Tomelli shot ’em. We 
were running another gambling house in 
the same district and. . . .”

The snake was less than half an inch 
from Hardick’s eyes. “You’re lying,” 
Smith said. “Who paid you for killing 
them and how much?”

"Nobody paid. I—”

44T~'0 HELL with you,” Smith said.
A He made a gesture as though to 

push the snake forward, then tried to pull 
it back. Hardick screamed. At the same 
instant, Marion, who had come close be
hind Smith, stumbled. She hit his arm, 
knocking it forward. The snake struck 
just above Hardick’s eye.

The man went mad, ipore from fear 
than from pain. Smith had to gag him mo
mentarily. He writhed, chewed at the 
gag, froth spilling from under it. Finally, 
exhausted, he lay still and Smith removed 
the gag. “Get me a priest,” Hardick 
begged. He was whimpering, sobbing like 
a baby. “I got to be ready before I die.”

“I ’ll get you the priest,” Smith said, 
“—if you write out a confession for me 
first.”

“Get the priest!” Hardick cried. “I ’m 
dying!” His face was already swollen and 
turning purple.

Smith untied one arm for him, gave him 
paper and pen. “Write it all out,” he said
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“Who paid you the money, everything.”
Hardick yelled, “No! Not to you. 

Get—”
“I ’m not calling anybody until you write 

it for me,” Smith said. He thrust his face 
close to Hardick’s. His voice shook with 
tension. “You’ll be going to hell in an hour 
and Pete O’Brien and all his politics can’t 
help you then! He’s the man who’s send
ing you there. Are you going to die with 
that on your soul? Are your last words 
going to be a lie about murder you’ve 
committed ?”

“All right!” Hardick sobbed. “All 
right!” He grabbed the pen and wrote.

When he finished, Smith said, “Okay, 
pal. You’ll have plenty of time for any
thing you want. That was a black snake 
with green paint on it. They hurt worse 
than a bumblebee, but they’re not much 
more deadly. I ’ve watched how seriously 
you dodge bad luck. I thought you’d be 
serious about the last thing you ever did.”

Hardick stared at him. He was still 
panting, sobbing. Along with his panting 
he began to curse, steadily. “You’ll em
barrass the lady,” Smith said, and gagged 
him again.

It was easy after that. He brought in 
Tomelli, showed him the confession and 
got another one. Both stated that Ross 
McArthur had paid them a thousand dol- 

(Continued on page 118)
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lars for the murders. McArthur wais 
nominally leader of the district in which 
the killings had taken place, but most 
persons knew that he took O’Brien’s or
ders.

“Well, you’ve got that much,” said the 
girl. “But what have you got ? I told you 
that a confession wouldn’t convict one of 
O’Brien’s boys. Something will happen 
to those two before they reach the court 
room. Or the judge will find a flaw. Or 
the jury’ll be bribed.”

“Maybe,” Smith said. “But at least it’s 
going to put McArthur in mighty hot 
water. The publicity will force him out 
of his job. And if we can get a conviction 
on these boys, then McArthur would talk 
to save his own hide. And then we’d have 
O’Brien.”

There had been noise in the room, ex
citement. Smith didn’t hear the cat-soft 
pad of gun shoes beyond the door. The 
first he heard was the click of the latch. 
He dived for the table where he’d left his 
gun, and was too late.

“Stop!” a voice snapped. “Don’t move!”
Smith stopped. His hands well out from 

his sides, he turned slowly.

T T E  HAD never seen the man who stood 
just inside the door, an automatic in 

his hand, but he recognized him from pic
tures. Ross McArthur was tall and thin, 
with thin brownish hair. Rimless glasses 
blurred watery eyes. Fear had drained his 
face an unnatural white. His hands shook. 
His finger was so tight around the trig
ger that the gun might go off at any 
instant.

“I heard you say they’d written con
fessions,” he blurted. “I want them. Give 
them to me quick and let those boys go. I 
won’t shoot unless you cause trouble. But 
I will if I have to,” he said quickly. Ter
ror had made him as dangerous as a hop- 
head. Sweat stood in thick beads on his 
forehead.
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“Sure,” Smith said. “I ’ll get them for 
you.” He moved casually toward the table 
where the confessions and his gun lay. 
"How’d you get here?” he asked. He 
was trying to block McArthur’s view of 
the table.

McArthur said, “I got a tip what was 
happening.” Then he saw the gun. He 
yelled, “ W ait!” His hand was white where 
it gripped the automatic. The trigger was 
half back, all the slack gone out of it. 
Smith knew that any jar, any added fright 
would send lead ripping through his body.

And then, from the foot of the outside 
stairway, he heard a soft slurred voice 
singing:

Now dat my ole dog dead
De rabbits gwiner eat my peas and
bread.
McArthur slid across to the table, put 

Smith’s gun in his pocket, then the con
fessions. He backed away to where Har- 
dick and Tomelli sat tied. With his pocket 
knife he began to cut them free.

Steps wavered slowly up the stair. The 
singing voice was very soft.

Ah got a hogeye gal name Laki Bell—
Hardick and Tomelli shook off their 

cut ropes, stood up. “We gotta find our 
guns,” Tomelli said. “ I ain’t leaving this 
guy alive again.” He began to search for 
the weapons Smith had taken away.

McArthur said, “Hurry u p ! I want to 
get out of here.” Already he was backing 
toward the door.

In the hall a voice crooned,
She got hair on her haid lak a horse’s 

mane
An er mouf as big as a table—
Bushelmouth Johnson stood in the door

way. His song cut short. He gazed with 
consternation at McArthur and the gun.

Hardick yelled, “Look out! The nig
ger!”

McArthur jumped. The gun roared. 
Smith was spinning and the bullet tugged 
at his coat. McArthur’s gun kept blast
ing as he whirled toward the door.

(Continued on page 120)
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GUARANTEE ON A MC------WE BACKMONEY
BASIS, do not affect their marvelou* tmoklng 
qualities! With each "WESTMINSTER 260* 
we Include absolutely free a 60c Oilskin Silk 
Tobacco pouch I A 20c Trial Size of our BRIT
ISH PIPE MIXTURE, Blend No. 17 and 2 
package* of Pipe Cleaner*!

O U R  G U A R A N T E E
If th* pipe Itself does net give you at least $2.60 smok
ing ptossuro, wo refund full purchase pries. Note: 
Wo reserve th* right to refund your money If no mere 
of these pipes ar* available when your order reaches 
us. Only on* Special to a customer.

Send no money unless yon 
wish. Pay peatman 60cupon 
arrival, plus 18c C. O. D. 
fee or send 50o (coin, 
stamps, check' or money- 
order) and save C.O.D. fee.

SEND NO 
M O N E Y
I F  A D O L L A R  B I L L

voniont to »«nd w* will Inoludo for th* oxtra 60o a 
y4 pound of our British Pip# Mlxturo, No. 88. 
Faokod In moltturo-proof motal can ltfr  (Bafl. $1.00),

H O U S E  OF W E S T M I N S T E R ,  L td
1 9 1 -M  F o u r t h  A ve . ,  N e w  Y o r k ,  N . Y
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5CP N O W  10 MONTHS TO DAY DETECTIVE TALES

WATCHXwhit*
No. 41. _ ,
tifoi white or 
y e l l o w  finish. 
Dust proof, shock 
proof, 7 jeweled 
movement, 
bracelet to match. 
Polly guaranteed. 
$14-15

3 d ia m o n d  
e n g a g e m e n t  

ring  and 5-dia
m o n d  W e d d in g  

r i n g .  P e r f e c t l y  
matched. 5<)035 

BOTH FOB I S
SEND 
FOR

FREE CATALOC
H O W  T O  O R D E R

Send 60c with order. Pay 
balance in 10 monthly payments.

State age and occupation. No extra 
charge or red tape. Order filled promptly. 

O R D E R  T O D A Y

ATLAS CREDIT JEWELERS .p

Home-Study
Business Training

Your will iver be bigger than your 
Prepare now and reap the rewards erf 

early success. Free 64-Page Books Tell How. Write 
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your 
name, present position and address in margin today.
□  H igher A ccountancy  
□ M od . Salesm ansh ip  
O Traffic M anagem ent
□  Law: Degree o f  U U S . 
D C om m ercial Law
D Industria l M gm ’t  
O B usiness M gm ’t  
□ B u sin ess  Correa.

□ C red it and  C ollection  
C orrespondence 

□ M odern  Forem anship
□  Expert Bookkeeping  
QC . P . A. C oaching
□  B u sin ess E n glish  
□ E ffective Speaking  
Q S ten otyp y

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
D e p t .  1 2 3 3 4 - R

Closing Out--Automatics
8 Shot-32 eat No. 067

Tine blued finish; accu
rate hard shooting: well 
constructed; smooth w orking; 
good quality. Pocket size,
6t4" overall: wt. 25 ox. Price
now .....................................17.85
32 Cal. Colonial Military Model 
10 shot, overall; wt. 8 ox.
Price now............................ J8.95 _
Mo | « . r .  °p .n  T5c; Fl.p—J81.25; S houM er—*1.7*. A m m u n itio n—--- 25 0. 1 .— 85IK 3 2  0*1.— 75c por box a t 26. All lororlcM  25 caL
A u to m a tic , so ld . * ft D( ip o .lt rm iu ired  o n  C .O .O .’a .
Vmt *Td( i T,T7|- S' * w- cw“- **<•.
LEE' SALeT V o . ! Uopt?‘ o O )'3 » Wert 82nd 8t.. New York City

F U N !
M A K B  T H I S  3 -  
S q u i r r e l  L a m p
Yes sir. oat of areal CO 
squirrel! Also make 
a s h -tr a y s , hook- !»

__ ________  Dee-
.................. o ra te  y o u r room .
r u n s  BIG p ro fits  la  

•p a r e  t im e  I
_________t*U* bow.
F R E E  .....■ ■ ■ »
B O O K !
-  - - ■ ■ .  to  Inom

BletnrM .

H.W.

( Continued from page 119) 
Bushelmouth stepped forward. His lips 

were pulled up in a huge, beatific smile. 
The sound of his fist striking was as loud 
as that of the gun.

In the ringing echoes of the shots the 
noise of the step was buried but Smith 
heard it. He was still moving and he 
didn’t stop. He dived headlong toward 
the point where McArthur had fallen. 
From the rear doorway one shot cracked.

C M IT H  hit the floor with one hand on 
McArthur’s gun. He rolled and fired. 

During years of blindness he’d practiced 
shooting at sound. But now, rolling, the 
bullet went wide.

Another shot thundered. He saw Mc
Arthur’s body jolt, quiver. Smith shot at 
the light and darkness plunged into the 
room. From beyond the door he heard the 
swift clatter of steps. He leaped to his 
feet, raced after the steps. Over his shoul
der he yelled at Bushelmouth to hold Har- 
dick and Tomelli.

The kitchen door was locked. He ham
mered against it, heard the sound of the 
back window closing and knew it was too 
late. He twisted, jumped back for the 
living room. Pale light filtered into it 
from the open door. Evidently the two 
gunmen had tried to make a break past 
Bushelmouth for they lay placid on the 
floor now. The girl stood where she had 
been. Near the door, rigid.

“Get everybody out of here!” Smith 
snapped at Bushelmouth. “Out the back! 
The cops will be here in a minute.”

“Yassur,” Bushelmouth said. He began 
to load limp bodies over his shoulder. 
“Dat’s two bucks in one night. Hot damn! 
Business sho is eloquent.”

“Come on,” Smith said to Marion. 
“You’re going too.”

Carl Heikle said into the telephone, 
“Mr. O’Brien’s not here tonight. He’s 
an awfully busy man, you know, awfully 
busy. Tries to look after everything for 
his constituents himself, tries to do it per-
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DEATH BREAKS PAROLE

sonally. You see, it keeps him mighty—”
“I know,” Smith said. “It keeps him 

busy.” He could picture O’Brien’s big 
blond secretary resting the telephone on 
his ample stomach, tilting back in his 
chair.

Smith said, “I’ve got two written con
fessions saying that Ross McArthur hired 
Hardick and Tomelli to commit those 
gambling murders. I took them up to my 
office and persuaded them to sign. But 
O’Brien or the real head of the parole 
system, somebody, saw them come there 
and tipped off McArthur. He wanted Mc
Arthur to do the dirty work, but followed 
and came in the back to make sure. When 
McArthur failed, this fellow killed him.”

W ill"U R D ER ED !” Heikle said. “That’s 
too bad. Too bad.”

“Yeah, isn’t it. But everybody knows 
that McArthur took orders from O’Brien. 
If the papers get these confessions, the re
sulting stench will knock Pete O’Brien 
right out of his office.”

“Why, er—er. . .
“But if O'Brien will stand aside and let 

Hardick and Tomelli go to the chair— 
we’ve got their guns, the ones they used 
for the killings, and enough evidence with
out the confessions. O’Brien’s got power 
enough to get those men free, but not 
enough to keep in office if he does it. Is 
it a deal ?”

“Why, er, of course, I couldn’t . .
“Of course,” Smith said, “Mr. O’Brien 

looks after those things personally. If he 
agrees, let him mention it in the personal 
column of the Democrat tomorrow. I 
think he’ll agree.”

Smith read the morning paper with 
much satisfastion. In the personal column 
a line said:

Plan okay; let the boy toast. Pete.
Most of the front page was divided be

tween two stories. Lieutenant Paul Rut
gers had caught the murderers he’d been 
after. He’d captured them single handed 

(Continued on page 122)

FACTORY 
TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON N O IS E L E S S
PORTABLE!

Money Back Guarantee 
10-Day Freo Trial Offer

AT LAST! The famous Remington Noiseless 
JTY. Portable that speaks in a whisper is available 
for only 10* a day. Here is your opportunity to 
get a real Remington Noiseless Portable direct 
from the factory. Equipped with all attachments 
that make for complete writing equipment. Stand
ard keyboard. Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable 
line spacer and all the conveniences of the finest 
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS fea
ture. Act now while this special opportunity 
holds good. Send coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY
We send you the Remington Noiseless Portable 
direct from the factory with 10 days FREE trial. 
If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE PAY 
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

•  FREE TYPING COURSE
With yoor new Remington Noiseless Portable we will send yoo 
— absolutely FREE—a 19-page coarse in typing. I t teaches the 
Touch System, need by all expert typist*. I t  is simply written 
and completely illustrated. Instructions are as simple as A, B, 
C. Even a  child can easily understand this method. A little 
study and the average person, child or adult, becomes fasci
nated. Follow this course during the 10-Day Trial Period we 
give you with your typewriter and you will wonder why you 
ever took the trouble to  write le tters by band.

e F R E E  CARRYING CASE
Also under this new Purchase Plan we will send yoo FREE with 
every Remington Noiseless Portable a  special carrying case 
sturdily built of 8-ply wood. This handsome case Is covered with 
heavy du Pont fabric. The top Is removed by one motion, leaving 
the machine firmly attached to  the base. This makes i t  easy to  use 
your Remington anywhere—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don't 
delay. . .  send in the coupon for complete details!

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD
r  Remington Rand, Inc., Dept. 193-IS 
I 3IB Fourth Ave.. New York. N, Y.

Please te ll me bow I can get a  new Bonington Noiseless Portable
typewriter, plus FREE Typing Course and carrying case, for only 
10c a  day. Also send me new illustrated catalogue.

Name---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- .

Addres s ....... — —  - ....................................

City ................. ...............  —....  ■ State-
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DETECTIVE TALES

The P E R F E C T  Shaver 
W I N D S  Like a Clock
Rapid, motor-driven, pulsating 
action cute beard at base o f hair 
without polling or Bcraplng.
Works equally well on tough and wiry, or light beards.
Curved head gets Into 
hollows: shaves upper lip 
perfectly. Vibratory mo
tion gives skin a health
ful. stimulating massage.

N o  Electricity Needed
Operates anywhere — at home. In camp, on boats, trains, trailer. 
No wires. Vibro Is the only non-electric, automatic shaver made.

D e ta c h *  
able H ead.

2. W in d in g  K ey. 

3. Release B u tto n .

W o m e n  L i k e  V i b r o  S h a v e r
Prefer its light, smooth action. Ideal for re
moval of hair from the armpits and limbs.

This shaver will amuse and delight you. 
Order now—while special, low,Introductory 
price Is In force. Send for yours today 1

S E A J A Y  C O M P A N Y ,  D e p t  PP -1
HOI Cottage Grove flve., Chicago, lltinais

S TA R T at $1260 to $2100 a YEAR
> you p a ss  i 
Jobs. ( I f  X

SOCIAL SECURITY 
EMPLOYEES TO BE HIRED 
THROUGH EXAMINATION

ask  fo r S p ecia l B ookle t
am in er) P rin c ip a l, 
SCHOOL. 7 1 2  ‘
R o ch este r, N. V.

•A” ). A r th u r 
„r Gov’t  Ex- 
P A T T E R S O N"  Bkta-.

Send for FREE LIST

When Poisons Clog
KIDNEYS

and Irritate Bladder
JUST DO TH IS

Go to your druggist today and get this safe, 
swift and harmless diuretic and stimulant—ask 
for Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules and start 
at once to flush kidneys of waste matter satu
rated with adds and poisons.

That’s the way to bring about healthy kidney 
activity and stop that bladder irritation which 
often causes scanty passage with smarting and 
burning as well as restless nights.

Remember, the kidneys often need flushing 
as well as the bowels, and some symptoms of 
kidney weakness are: Getting up once or twice 
during the night—puffy eyes—crampB in legs— 
backache and moist palms. But be sure and get 
GOLD MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules—the 
original and genuine—right from Haarlem 
in Holland—the price is small (35 cents), the 
good results will fulfill your expectations.

(Continued from page 121) 
in a vacant house on the outskirts of his 
precinct, handcuffed them and gone out 
to call the wagon.

When he returned he’d found them 
chained to chairs with the bodies of their 
victims on a table between them. The 
bodies had been stolen from the morgue. 
Pinned to each man’s chest was the sign:
CROOKED POLITICS PAROLED 

TH IS CRIMINAL 
But

TH E ELECTRIC CHAIR GIVES NO 
PAROLE

Another story dealt with the murder of 
Ross McArthur, prominent politician. His 
body had been found in the very heart of 
the city, and the papers were demanding 
that Rutgers he sent back to headquarters 
to take this case.

On page twelve was a one-stick story 
saying the police had been notified of a 
disturbance in an apartment house on 
Gentilly Road, but investigation had found 
no sign of violence. The occupant had 
been shooting firecrackers, they believed. 
The police who had answered that call, 
like the vast majority, had been honest. 
Rutgers had got in touch with them. They 
hated the parole system as much as John 
Smith, and were glad to help.

“Well, I ’ve got those confessions,” 
Smith thought. That would be a little 
evidence when the final showdown came. 
And it should come soon. He knew 
O’Brien was connected with the system, 
but Smith still needed proof.

He began to wonder about the girl. 
Sometimes her tips worked, sometimes 
they almost got him murdered. He 
couldn’t figure her out. But the crooks 
would know now that she had helped him. 
She’d had to move into another apart
ment, but even so they might find her.

“If they do anything to her,” he said 
fiercely, “If—” He was suddenly afraid. 
He wondered where she was now.

THE END
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FINAL SALE RUSH!!
OWUf $®.4S—Double Action Revolver,
e lse w h e re . 2 2 , 32  o r 38 ca l. N icke l o r b . , ______
B rand  n ew . P o w erfu l an d  h a rd  h i t t in g .  G u a ran tee d  5 
E****. Id e a l fo r  ta rg e t  p ra c tic e . 3  to  6  In . fatal. S en d  ^  
f l  w ith  o rd e r . C a rtr id g e s  f r e e  fo r  c a sh  In  fu l l .  O rd er to d ay .
WINEBOLT CO., Bo* *0, WOODBINE, PA.

S“« “ POTATO CHIP 
BUSINESS

m Y O U R  K IT C H E N  and  
M A K E  M O N E Y !

at Ho®0

T Splendid opportunities. Prepare in spare 
time. Easy plan. No previous experience 

■ needed, common school education sufficient. 
Send for free booklet “Opportunities in  Pho
tography” . particulars and requirements.

SELL WHOLESALERS, RETAILERS. .SELL EVERYBODY
Bazor Blades. Double C 9 7  

Edge. 100 Blades.. ?
Sha ving and Dental A 7C  

Cream. Special. Gr. ‘* • •9t  Cake Wonder Soap i f )  
Assortment. Box...

Perfume, Face Powder A 
Necklace Combination. Q£ 
Dozen Seta Complete..

D ep o sit w ith  All C. O. D. O rder*.

g w < » W i S ^ s a
.84

SNitVEfKSAL WHOLESALERS, SOL Broadw ay, Naw York, N . 1

Lotions and Creams C IU  
Special. Dozen.. . .  ▼ -r~r i

Shoe Laces. 27 In. Black. 7C 
Paired. Boxed. Gross ^  

Army & Navy Needle 1 I B
Books. Gross..........

Vanilla Extract. Good 
Quality. 16 oz. Do*. 
lOOO’s of O ther B ig . Va lue* . 
fo r  Low O verhead a n d  L ow est

I f  you want to know high adventure, the spice of 
danger, the glamorous flavor of the Old West in 
all its glory . . . the salty, courageous men who 
rode hell-bent up the cattle trails, followed the 
lure of frontier gold-camps, or gambled their 
lives along the perilous midnight outlaw p a th s ,. .

You'll w ant to share the thrilling, lusty drama 
found only in these great Western magazines, 
which ail bear this seal of Guaranteed Fiction:

DIME .44
WESTERN WESTERN

STAR Ifiipl B IG -B O O K
WESTERN T 'SetaeJ WESTERN

10 STORY
ACE-HIGH

RANGELAND
WESTERN ROMANCES

**Go West With Popular Publication W esterns!"
Wherever good, magazine* are soldi

Free for Asthma 
During Winter

IF you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when It is cold 
and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make you choke as if each gasp for 
breath was the very last: if restful sleep is impossible because of 
the struggle to breathe; if you feel the disease is slowly wearing 
your life away, don't fall to send at once to the Frontier Asthma 
Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No matter where you 
live or whether you have any faith In any remedy under the Sun, 
send for this free trial. If you have suffered for a lifetime and 
tried everything you could learn of without relief: even if you are 
utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send today for this 
free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address 
Frontier Asthma Co. 383-B Frontier Bldo.
462 Niagara S t, Buffalo, N. Y.

O n l y'-'M idwest 
M o t o r i z e d  Tuning 1 
Just touch buttons (on 
of radio) . . .  and their 
stations flash in 1 Zip . . .  
9 stations in 
12,000 miles.

reception up to 
and 101 advanced features

bring in weak, distant foreign stations like locals.
syoutobuy

■
Famous Midwest factory-to-you plan enables; 
a t wbolesaleprice...to save up to50% ...to 
enjoy 30 days Free trial in your own home. 
Send tor F R ££ 1038 Cot aloe 
MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION 
DepLHM-98 Cincinnati. Ohio

PAST£ COUPON ON 1< POSTCAPP- OP WP!J£ TODAY!"
MIDWEST RADIO 
C O R P O R A T I O N  . .PwtHH-98WHiMae
Send me your new 
F u s s  catalog and .  J t 
eompUte detail* of A d d f t t l

„vi» T»«"...................... sat...........
when dcalinc direct U*er-AgaM*M*k* EeayKictr* Money, CheefcHereO tar detail* 
w ilt  factory by mail.) O Cheek Mere tar 1938 BATTEHV cattles

n e w
In v e n tio n

C U T S
G A S O L I N E

C O S T S

S A V E S  G A S !
Creates New M ileage Records
It’a Here! VACU-MATIO‘*7A* Carburetor 
That Breathe*” AUTOMATIC CONTROL
go Bran tees constant peak performance. M o re

Kiw er, s m o o th e r  ru n n in g , q u ic k e r  s ta r tin g *  
ts  all cars: tnatailed In ,a law minutes.

q u ic k e r
. . . ____w minutes.

TRIAL S S U ff^ S S S i^ ' 
OFFER SFritS'rcSr’i 

VACU-MAT1C CO. 7*17.33* W. State SUWaMKaWSA. Wl»
30%
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W H A T D O ES YO UR  F U TU R E  
HO LD FOR Y O U ?

Let Me Tell You FR EE
Would you like to know without cost, what the stare 
indicate your future will be; whether you will be suc
cessful, prosperous and happy; about business, love, 
money, marriage ties, friends, 
enemies, travels, sickness, lucky 
and unlucky periods; what pit- 
falls to avoid; w hat opportunities 
to grasp, new undertakings and 
other information of untold value 
to yout Here is your chance to 
obtain an Astrological Interpre- 
tation*
pD E T E T  Your Astral reading will 
■ come to you a t once from
this great Astrologer whose predic
tions have excited the interests of two 
Continent s. Let him te a  you FREE 
startling facts tha t may change the 
whole course of your Ufe and bring 
success, happiness and prosperity.
Simply write your name and address, 
plainly, give date of your birth and 
send 25c to cover postal expenses.
Don’t delay. Write Now, to GOD
FREY SPENCER. Stdte PF-2, 160 
FIFTH  AVENUE. N, Y.
NOTE: Godfrey Spencer ft held in high.  -  -  - 1 |0 . . . . . . . . esteem by his many
influential and Important clients. He hae predicted the election and 
reelect ion of President Roosevelt, Edward's Abdication, Mussolini’s 
victory In Ethiopia, the Spanish Revolution, the Assassination of 
the present Head in Ruse!a  The Floods In America and the 
present Unton Strikes.

in  12 WEEKS
I W IL L

FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
YOU ARE SH O RT  OF MONEY

,  r Prepare for jobs m Kadlo Broadcast, Talking Pictures, 
r  Television by 1 £ wooks of practical shop work in the greet 

_ Joyne Radio Shops, on real RADIO and Sound equipment.
Yoa don’t  need advanced education or experience.Free Employment Serv

ice for life . M any e a rn  w hile lea rn in g . E lec tr ic  R efr ig e ra tio n —Air Con
dition ing  Included. MAIL CO UTONTO DAY fo r free  book which tells too 
how hundreds have become successful Radio Men a f te r  taking oar training.

TOWN. STATE-

Hair or No Pay
Use SCALPOLENE for Dandruff, ex
cessive falling hair, Itching Scalp 
and Baldness. Absolutely guaranteed. 
NO HAIR—NO PAY. Large outfit, 
$3.00. Particulars free.

RELIABLE SPECIALTY CORP. 
1500 Lafayette Ave., Buffalo, New York

ARMY-NAVYBargains
Haversacks ................$ .75 | Cart, belt.......................$ .6#
Maehete-bolo . . . . . . .  ,$1.50 Flint pistol...................$6.95
Army saddle................$9.85 I U. S. Hunting knife $1.25
Springfield rifle 50/70....................................................... $3.50

1936 catalog. 864 pages of pistols, armor, guns, daggers, 
etc., mailed for 50 cents. Special circular for 8c stamp. 
Established 1886.
FRANCIS BANNERMAN SONS, $01 Broadway, N. T . C,

BACKACHES JB."
Thousands who used to  suffer from  miserable 
backaches, chest colds and sore aching muscles, 
now find immediate relief in  Allcock’s Porous 
Plasters. Muscle pains of rheumatism, neuritis, 
arthritis, sciatica, lumbago are quickly curbed as 
Allcock's Porous Plaster draws blood to the pain
ful spot. I t  trea ts the ache where it  is—brings 
welcome warmth and prompt relief. Insist on 
ALLCOCK’S, the original and long-lasting porous 
plaster. Costs a  trifle more, but worth it. Goes on 
©asy, comes off easy. 25£ a t  druggists everywhere.

TH E policeman was a huddle of blue 
slumped down against the wall. His 
cap had fallen off, and his blond 

hair was plastered down over his fore
head. His face was startlingly white and 
shiny.

Patricia Grey w'as kneeling beside him, 
her eyes darkly horrified, wanting to help 
him but not knowing what to do. At that 
moment officer Lenz burst out of the sta
tion house.

“Poley 1” Lenz cried in a choked voice. 
Poley’s head moved just a little when 

Lenz dropped down on the wet stones 
beside him. Poley was very young, and 
there were little bubbles of blood on his 
lips that mixed with the rain and slid down 
redly over his chin.

“Poley,” Lenz groaned. “Poley, boy. 
What happened ?”

“He jumped in front of me,” Patricia 
Grey said in a whisper. “He jumped in 
front of me and pushed <me when the man 
shot. And the bullet hit him. . . .”

A motorcycle engine kicked into life 
near them. Its siren moaned, rose to a 
screeching howl. Suddenly it appeared, 
bouncing out over the ramp of the Police 
garage entrance further up the alley. The 
engine made sustained thunder between 
the walls, then it skidded wildly out into 
the street and was gone, siren wailing, the 
uniformed driver bent forward over the 
handle-bars.

“Who?” Lenz asked hoarsely. “Who, 
Poley? Did you see him, boy?”

Poley’s head moved an inch from side
(Continued on page 126)



LAST CALL
High Grade German 
25 Cal. ID Shot Auto.

Shoots as fast as you can pull the trigger.
Protect your home with one of these $15.00 
Buns at our close out price only $8.95. A 
few genuine Haenel 25 Auto 7 shot $12.75.

Holster 60o. Box of Cartridges 65o.
Write for catalog of Rifles, Guns, Colts, S. & W.
Binoculars, etc. $2 Deposit required on C.O.D.’s 
HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO., A-52 Warren 8t., New York

FOLLOW THIS MAN

J  *0 0 1  warren BWd. Dept.9 9 5 .Chicago
tSuec—aor to National College o f  Monsoon)

f o r  MORE PAY l e a r n

IRAFTING
F ro m

An
ENGI
NEERDl — —in a good position a t better pay. All tools and drawing 

table furnished to  you. if you s ta rt now. W rite today for 
F R E E  BOOK and full details. No obligation.
ENGINEER DOBE Div. 3349 LibertyvlIU, III.

) ,  g u a r a n te e d  to  give sa m e  
hear as Instruments ^

5 to $175 and

c A f
** aid. Wit]

whispers CLEAI

N O W
HEAR!

New scientific, low-priced hearing aid. the 
GODSEND, guaranteed to give same 
power to hear as instruments 
costing $85
more. -  a n .  <=*• Bare 50 to

80 percent on the 
cost of an electric hearing

___ With a Godsend you hear even
whispers CLEARLY and DISTINCTLY. 

Super-Power Amplifier, and both BONE and AIR 
Conduction Receivers included at low price. 10 Day TRIAL 

OFFER. Money-Back Guarantee. Write for FREE DETAILS in 
plain envelope. GODSEND CO., Dept. B-497, Cincinnati. Ohio.

I  W i !  enjoy ■ learning forG U I T A . F i
HAMftWH INSTITUTE Of MUSIC. 3111 N. 3<tl PI.. Dipt II, Mllwiukn, Wll,

ASTHMA
W . K , STC H U N K .

m ailed  on FREK TRIAL. Ifeatisfled, send $1; if not, It'e F r e a . Write for treatment today. 
6 1 0  Ohio A w .,  SIDNEY. OHIO

IO DAYS' TRIAL
SEND ONLY 20 CENTS with name, age and 

address, and by return mail RECEIVE a set of 
14 TRIAL GLASSES to select from to fit your 
eyes NOTHING MORE TO PAY until you can 
see perfectly far and near. Then the above Beau
tiful Style will cost you only 13.90, no more; other styles $2.20 and up.

We only handle High Grade Single Vision and 
DOUBLE VISION or KRYPTON BIFOCAL 
toric lenses, ground into ONE SOLID PIECE ot 
GLASS. DOCTOR H. E. BAKER, O.D , with 
over 30 years’ experience, GUARANTEES to 
give vou Perfect Fit or NO COST. Circular 
with latest styles and lowest prices FREE.

MODERN SPECTACLE CO.
812S Pensacola Ave. Dept. 712-0 Chicago, III.

&  Price

Only 10c a

SEND NO MONET
Ben actional caving on  all la te  models com
p letely  refan is bed like new. FU L L Y  G U A R .

SPEC IA L PO RTA BLE B A RG A IN S —
Brand New FEATHERWEIGHT—Latest Model Portable—njv-tod*t* 

Fraa course In typing Included. ^  Mnii^  M
International Typewriter Each., K ^ im eB L S .

‘T f t a n y C a / f it  L  UCK Y
Are you unlucky in games of chance, 
love, money, or business ? Legends say 
Live Lodestones have been a  great 
favorite with occult people, who, U la 
said, carry them as a  so-called

POWERFUL LUCKY CHARM,
t»ie a lle g e d  to  a t t r a c t  good luck , money, love and
p ro sp e rity , and  th e  o th e r  b e liev e d  to  p re v e n t bad  luck , 
ev il and  m isfo rtu n e . You can  n o w  g e t  a  p a ir  o f g en u in e  
MYSTIC KARMA h ig h ly  m a g n e tic  L ive L odestonea. 
T h ese  s tra n g e  am a z in g  cu rio s  D raw , Com pel, an d  A t
tra c t , and  a»e g u aran tee d , liv e . No s u p e rn a tu ra l  c la im s  
m ade , b u t  so ld  as  e x tra  h ig h ly  m a g n e tic  L odestone , 
TH E REAL THING p re p are d  by a Bpeclal p ro ceas . A b
so lu te  s a tis fa c tio n  g u a ra n te e d . O rder now , SEND NO 
MONEY. On d eliv e ry  pay  p o stm a n  o n ly  $ 1 .9 7  p lu s  12c 
p o s ta g e  fo r th e  tw o, d ire c tio n s  and  in fo rm a tio n  FREE.

TH E  LODE CO. Dept. JA,
507 Fifth A*«. New York. N.V.

the profession that pays-
Accountants command good in
come. Thousands needed. About 
16,000 Certified Public Account
ants in U. S. Many earn $2,000 to 
$15,000. We train you thoroughly at 
home in your spare time for C. r . A. 
examinations or executive account
ing positions. Previous bookkeep

ing knowledge unnecessary — we 
prepare you from ground up. Our 
training is personally given by 
staff of experienced C. P. A.’s. 
Low cost — easy terms. Write 
now for valuable 64-page book 
free, “Accounting, the Profession 
That Pays.”

L A S A L L E  E X T E N S IO N  U N IV E R S IT Y
Dept. 12334-H Chicago, Illinois

125



DETECTIVE TALES

m
SAVE MONEY ON RADIOS AND 
ELECTRICAL PARTS

S « t  W *  and  more with th is big new 1938 illustra ted  
catalog. Contain* over 30,000 rad io  and  electric parts 
lo r every purse and  purpose. 180 pages of guaranteed 
W H O LESA LE bargains. T rem endous savings on 
highest-quaHty Lafayette radios. 30-day Free T ria l. 
Easy T im e Paym ent Plan. M ail coupon now.
WHOLESALE RADIO SERVICE CO., INC 
Ĵ SIXTH AVJN̂ Ê EWjrORK, N._Y.
WHOLESALE RADIO SERVICE CO.. INC.
100 SIXTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 
Rush FREE new catalog No. 09-38M7
Nam©..^_ 

I Address „
I

_  _  £ B S H _ C 0 B P 0 B /  ,*

FRFF ENLARGEM ENT
V ■•■■■a Just to get acquainted with 
n e w  c u s to m e rs , w e  w ill  b e a u t i f u l ly  e n la rg e  
o n e  s n a p s h o t  n e g a t iv e  (film ) to  8x10 In c h e s—  
F R E E — if  y o u  e n c lo se  th i s  a d  w ith  10c fo r  
r e tu r n  m a ilin g . I n fo rm a t io n  on h a n d  t in t in g  
in  n a tu r a l  c o lo rs  s e n t  im m e d ia te ly . Y o u r n e g a 
t iv e  w ill  be  r e tu rn e d  w ith  y o u r  f re e  e n la r g e 
m e n t. Send  I t to d ay .

GEPPERT STUDIOS „ = « .

BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS
P ow erfu l— A ccura te— E conom ical— P rac
t i c a l —  A d ju s tab le  S h oo tino  F orce —
A m azing  M axim um  V elocity— cal. 177  
o r  2 2  an d  BB— F o r T a rg e t  a n d  S m all
G am e— th e  on ly  G enuine C om pressed  A ir L___ _ —  _
S h o o tin g  BB on th e  m ark e t— S in g le  S h o t v rtth  B o t t \
A ction— H am m er F ire — H a ir  T rig g e r— S afe ty . P ric e  '
* 7 .0 0 .  H o ls te r  8 2 .0 0 . A lso  177  and  2 2  S in g le  S hot 
A ir R ifles $ 7 .5 0 — S in g le  S hot BB A ir Rifle $ 6 .0 0 —
2 6  S h o t BB R e p e a te r A ir Rifle 8 7 .0 0 — a t  D e a le r o r
D irec t— N o licen se  ieguire<* ---- -------

F U U  DETAILS— TARGET 
D e w lm fn  A ir RH>e Osi.,

Kidneys M ust 
Clean Out Acids

Your body cleans out excess Acids and poisonous wastes 
In your blood thru  9 million tiny delicate Kidney tubes or 
filters. I f  functional disorders due to germs in the Kid
neys or Bladder make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, 
Nervousness, Leg Pains, Circles Under Eyes, Dizainess, 
Backache, Swollen Joints, Acidity, or Burning Passages, 
don’t  rely on ordinary medicines, l ig h t  such germs with 
the doctor's prescription Cystex. Cystex starts working 
In 8 hours and must prove entirely satisfactory in 1 week 
and be exactly the medicine you need or money back is 
guaranteed. Telephone your druggist for Cyatex (Sisa- 
tex today. The guarantee protects you. Copr. 1987 The 
Knox Co.

stailations as In 1933. F R E E  booklet on home study > 
points out YOUR opportunities in  Air Conditioning. . 
Telia W HY this new industry  promises steady  work, ■ 
good pay, promotion, and jobs where you are s t i l l « 
young a t 40. N o obligation, w rite  TODAY- I
American School, Dept. A C - D r e x e l  a t 58th,Chicago |
A billion dollar industry in the making

( Continued from page 124) 

to side. “No. Just glimpse. Tommy gun.” 
He coughed with a hollow, moist sound.

“Oh, God,” Lenz said, shuddering at 
the sound. He put both hands over his 
face.

Poley’s red lips twisted into a travesty 
of a smile. “Come on . . . guy. You said 
. . . coppers gotta . . .  be tough.”

“God forgive me,” Lenz said hoarsely.
“You get . . . that guy, huh?”
Lenz’s face was a tortured, jerking 

mask. “I’ll get them, boy!” He held up his 
clenched fists. “Oh, where’s that damned 
ambulance. Why don’t somebody do some
thing?”

Poley’s breath bubbled a little. “Hey. 
Come on. Why . . . Pm all right. Quit 
worryin’. Why . . .  I feel fine. . . His 
voice died weakly, and his head slumped 
forward on his chest.

Judge Martin touched Patricia Grey’s 
arm, lifted her gently to her feet. He 
shook his head slowly and sadly.

“You can’t help him any more, my dear. 
No one can.”

They started to walk down the wet 
street, through the drizzling rain. As they 
passed under a street lamp Patricia was 
startled by the look in Judge Martin’s 
eyes. They were glinting dangerously and 
his mouth was a thiq. firm line.

“There are things to be done,” Judge 
Martin said softly and in a measured tone, 
as though speaking to himself.

Judge Martin returns in a Norbert 
Davis novelette, Charge It To The 
Corpse! in the January edition of DE
TECTIVE TALES.
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L e a r n
t r W T 'Piano, Violin, ComotT 

Trumpet, Mandolin, Guitar, 
Banjo,OrKan,Accordion,Saxophone,Clarlnet

way for beginners, 
ehort time. Many

,---------  ---- — , — /  terms. Satisfactionguaranteed. Free Catalog gives full details.
NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 
8 2 3  1525 East 53rd Street, Chicago

t y p e  CHEAP OIL B U R N E R
WHY COOK OR HEAT With COAL or WOOD
" ' T M . a r r i a f ------- D oil new w*

i t m i r n k
FREE SAMPLE ■
um n^rM Tois8! M ia

spare or fa ll time, 
K ansas City. Mo.

BE TALL YOUR H E I G H T  IN. 
CREASED IN 15 DAYS 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK

[
Stop being called shorty. W rite now for complete 
course, $2.00, or send 3e for convincing testimony. 
Guarantee.

NEW YORK CULTURAL INSTITUTE
Beat 271. Dept. PP-12. Jamaica. N. Y.

L E T  M E  SEND Y O U  ■ 
T H IS  TAILORED S U IT  |

PAY YOU UP TO $10.00 IN A DAY!
sw idea! Wear tide splendid suit and TO 

pay you for it if you follow my easy plan and qual
ify. Choose suit from fine woolens, union tailored to 
your measure. Just show it to your friends. Make up 
to $10 in a day—easy—representing big nationally- 
known tailoring house. No experience needed. ACTUAL 
SAMPLES FREE! Write today for details of sensation
al new plan and actual Samples. SEND NO MONEY.

N. J. Graves, Pres. 8T0NE-FIEL0 CORP.
1300 W. Harrison Dept. Z-796 Chicago

Fascinat
ing book on Scientifically 

solved true crime cases sent 
absolutely free to those over 17. Also 

tells how to get into Scientific Crime 
Detection. Home Study. New opportunities. 

Travel. Steady Employment. Experience not 
necessary. Very easy terms.

SCEHUFIC CRIME DETECTION INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC 
r & 0 Blfe, J. T. Burdette. Pro.. Dept. 9U7, Heghgec, Wed Virini

U J flM C D
O R I G I N A L

POEMS, SONGS
For Immediate Consideration . . . . .  Send Poems to 
COUimiAM MUSIC PURUSHERS, LTD.- D »t R  TORONTO, CAM.

WE M ark ets  w a ftin g  fo r  a l l  y o u  can  ahtp! 
BUY! G ood p r ic e s  p e a r  round! S m a ll pon d
»  y o u . F re e  book sh o w s sk e tch . P o s tc a rd  b rin g st s  y o u .

spec ia l offi 
tO* P*. 18S-X1

. .. -  b r in g s
A m erican  F rog  C ann ing  Co. 
___________________N ew  O rleans.

* WANTED - MEN "
to  c a s t  C h ris tm a s goods, 5  a n d  1 0 c  N o v e ttlea , T oy A utos. A sh . 
t ra y s , e tc . Can b e  done In  a n y  sp a re  room  an d  no  ex p e rien c e  
n e c e ssa ry . A ra re  o p p o rtu n ity  to  d ev o te  spare o r  fu ll  t im e  to  
p ro fitab le  w ork. A pply o n ly  ir o ver 2 1 .

_  METAL CAST PRODUCTS CO. O opt. T
1 6 S S  B oston Read N ew  Y ork, N . Y.

.rFREEll[l a n t e r n8 Ufifh FvArv
J World’s  L ow est 2 Tire* ordered 
iT IR E  PRICES
I  T l r .  u s e r ,  b y  the q th o u sa n d s  all over 
J the U.S.A. vouch for J tha L on g Hard Serv- 
Q I c s  of our Stan d ard  
|  B rand tires recondi- 
I  tioned with high grade 
^materials and latest 
^m ethods by our tire 

^ e x p e r ts .  O ur 21 
■ y e a r s  e x p e r ie n c e  

iff makes It possible to l~L 1T 1 1'1—.J f  offer tires at lo w e s t  p r ic e s , wirii leg a l  
J r  a g r e e m e n t to replace at Hire that falls to give 12 Mos. S erv ice .

"e v e r y  t i r e  GUARANTEED!------------ REGULAR CORD TIRg*

3 .6 5  1.6ft 
3 .7 8  L7#

'u h  3 .5 5  Liftboxs 3 .9 8  L7B 
HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIR ES

....... " W

s r i s s “ Lit Alt R h  WAN f fcD
I  SE N D  ONLY * 1 . 0 0  DEPO SIT o n e a c h t ir o  entered. I
* “ 8.00 on each Truck Tire.) We state tmlaece C. O. T ■ 
.  „educt S per cent if cash la sent In foil with order. 1 
|  Oil order promptly we rosy Bnbatitote brands If neen . .

ry. Al l*. TUBES BHAND NEW -GUARANTEED— I
, PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
I H I S - 3 0  S .  M tctatgee A .- ,  D e p t. 67Q-A. C h ica g o , Ml. |

FALSE T EET H
60 DAYS

T R IA L
I  h a v e  th o u s a n d s  
o f sa tis f ie d  c u s 
to m e rs  a l l  o v e r  th e  
c o u n try  w h o  co u ld  
n o t  a ffo rd  to  pay 
b i s  p r ic e s . I h a v e  
b een  m a k in g  d e n 

t a l  p la te s  f o r  m a n y  y e a r s ,  b y  m a ll, I  g u a r a n te e  
y o u  s a t is f a c t io n  o r  th e y  do  n o t c o s t y o u  one  
c e n t, a n d  I ta k e  y o u r  w o rd . T e e th  m a d e  e s p e 
c ia l ly  fo r  you  p e r s o n a l ly  ca n  b e  t r ie d  f o r  s ix ty  
d ay s . In  o n e  P e n n s y lv a n ia  to w n  a lo n e , 91 p e o p le  
a r e  w e a r in g  te e th  m a d e  b y  m e. T h e y  a r e  s a t i s 
fied a n d  sa v e d  m oney .

SEND NO MONEY
My plates are very beautiful to look at and are constructed to give life-long service and satis
faction. You can look younger at once. They are made with pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. 
Well fitting and guaranteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send one cent—Just your TTy H I name and address, and we send 
2* K  £ >  F .  free impression material and •  full detailed directions. Be sureto write today for my low prices and complete information. Don’t put this off Do it today.

DR. S. B. HEININGER, D. D. S.
440 W. Huron St., Dept. 1272, Chicago, Illinois
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Why He Went MT
LEARN FREE

Thousands lose hair, go bald and 
stay bald, because they don’t  know 
what, to do.

But now a ,new method enables people 
who have ecalp Itch, dandruff, falling hair 
and bald parts to remove the old, outer 

• scalp skin and have a fresh, new scalp 
skin, and many ape growing hair who 
never thought it possible. This new meth
od explained in a  treatise oaUed "HOW HAIR GROWS" is 
being mailed FREE to all who wish it. Simply write to Der- 
molav Lab. Desk 400-P, No. 1700 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
I t  will be mailed in plain wrapper absolutely Free.

H IC H  BLOO D PRESSURE
S O  E B B D  E D C New book. Just published. Con- 

B 1 »  aV ew tgin,, priceless information and
methods at treatment for High Blood Pressure. Send no money. 
Just write name and address on card and mail to Dept. 33.
BROWNLEE & SHAW, 500 W. Dearborn S t. CHICAGO

GAMBLERS SECRETS EXPOSED
Cards 4 new ways to mad 'sso. Xmy-Ceethru know 1st. Jnd and
3rd without taldns card off top. Dioe Missers Passen. Srstems.

Races. Stock Market Send *1 for new hook "BEAT

f. ”  Invisible card ink. Slot Machine. Punchboard 
31 to Johnson Exootet. Box 2468-P. Kansu City. Mo.

iisa t?
S«nd$

BE A DETECTIVE
Work home or travel,
DETECTIVE 
GEORGE P .6 .  WAGNER 2640Broadway,N.Y.

Experience unnecessary. 
Particulars FREE. Write NOW to

ORTU RE This Q uick W ay
For quick relief from the itching of eczema, blotches, 
pimples, athlete's foot, scales, rashes and other ex
ternally caused skin eruptions, use cooling, antiseptic, 
liquid D .D .D . P r esc r ipt io n . Doctor Dennis’ original 
formula. Greaseless and stainless. Soothes the irritation and 
quickly stops the most intense itching. A 35c trial bottle, at drug 
stores, proves it-or money back. Ask for D.D.D JPRESCRIPTION,

CATARRH or SINUS
Irritation Due to Nasal Congestion
C H A R T  F R E E !

H all’s Catarrh Medicine relieves phlegm-filled 
throat, stuffed up nose, catarrhal bad breath, hawk
ing,and Sinus headaches caused by oust congestion. 
R elief or Your M oney B ack. At all Druggist’s, gawd 
P oet Card forFreeYreatmentChart.65yearsinbusiness.
F. J. CHENEY & CO., Dept A-12. TOLEDO, ft

iToAnySuii
I D oub le  th e  life o t your 
’ co a t a n d  v e s t w ith  c o rrec tly  
[ m a tch ed  p a n t s .1 0 0 , 0 0 0  p a t t e r n * . ^ ®  

Every pair band tailored to  your measure. 
O ar match sent FREE fo r your O. K. before 
pants a re  made. F it guaranteed. Send piece 
o f  Cloth o r  vest today .

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 
209 S . State S t. Dept. 526,

Classified Advertising
Detectives

T e  a*DIRECTIVE. Make secret Investigations. Excel
lent opportunity. Write for free particulars. Raymond 
Stulls, Elkhart, Indiana.___________________ _ _ _ _ _

Female Help Wanted
Your owiT hose sent without cost with outfit. Take 

orders for amazing hosiery. Replacement guaranteed 
against holes, snags, and runs. Rush name and hose size. 
Wilknit, Desk 12R15, Greenfield. Ohio.________________

Instruction
"FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-175 MONTH'. 
Cabin, hunt, trap, patrol. Qualify immediately. Write 
Rayson Service, C-62, Denver, Colo.

e a r n '  EXTRA MONEY! Preparing newspaper dip
pings for publishers. Simple, fascinating, profitable. 
Stamp brings details. Division 47, National Press, 3928
West Sixth. Los Angeles, C a lifo rn ia .___________

LEARN Masaage, physiotherapy. Free literature. Dept. 
PP, Crandalls Institute, York, Pa,
"WORK"FOR “UNCLE SAM”. *105-$176 month. Pre
pare now for next examinations. Particulars FREE. 
Franklin Institute, Dept. J37, Rochester, N. Y._________

Old Money Wanted
n s  .00 to $2500.00 each paid for rare coins. Send 15c for 
new 28 page complete buying book. American Coin Com
pany, Box 8607-T, Cleveland, Ohio.

$500.00 Paid for Certain Indian Head Cents. Large 
Cents $2000.00. Half Dollars $1500.00, Etc. Send Dime 
for Complete Catalogue. Romanocoinehop, Dept. 131, Nan- 
taaket, Mass.

Patent Attorneys
PATENTS. Low Cost. Book and advice free. L. F. 

Randolph, Dept. 573, Washington, D. C. _____________
For Inventors

WB SUCCESSFULLY SELL inventions, patented and 
unpatented. Write for proof, and tell us what you have 
for sale. Chartered Institute of American Inventors, 
Dept. 31, Washington, D. C.

Patents
INVENTORS—Write for New Free Book, “Patent 

Guide for the Inventor” and “Record of Invention” form. 
No charge for preliminary information. Clarence A. 
O’Brien and Hyman Berman, Registered Patent Attor
neys, 16-G Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

Photo Finishing
ROLLS DEVELOPED—Two Beautiful Double Weight 

Professional Enlargements, 8 Never Fade Prints, 26c. 
CENTURY PHOTO SERVICE, LaCrosee, Wis._________

Poem—Songwriters
Songwriters: Interesting Proposition. Write: PARA

MOUNT SONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-16, Box 100, 
Hollywood, Calif.

SONG POEMS WANTED—any subject. Send best poem 
today for offer. RICHARD BROS., 30 Woods Bldg., 
Chicago.

SONG POEMS WANTED TO BE SET TO MUSIC. 
Free examination. Send poems to McNeil, Bachelor of 
Music, 4153 A South Van Ness, Los Angeles, Calif.

POEM WRITERS, SONGWRITERS—Send for free 
Rhyming Dictionary, Writers’ Guide. Submit best poems, 
melodies today for bona fide, superior offer. MMM Pub- 
lishers, Portland, Ore.____________________________

Salesman Wanted
MEN WITH CARS to sell new electric arc welder to 

mechanics, repairmen, factories. Wholesalee $2.50. Rve 
minute demonstration makes sales. Up to 150% profit. 
Trindl Products, 2225-ER Calumet, Chicago.
*~BIG CASH DAILY. Sell Shirte wit* “Sensational Year 
Guarantee. Ties, Hose, Underwear also. Outfit Free. 
Dept. PX, Rosecliff-Quaker, 1230 Broadway, New York.

Wanted I Men and Women
To take over Food Routes. Supply Farm and Home 

necessities at Bargain Prices. Get your own household 
products at Wholesale! Free Premium Deals make Quick 
Cash Sales! Write today for our Free Money Making 
Proposition, Togstad Food Company, Kokomo, Indiana.
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T h a t 's  a ll I a s k — S E V E N  DAYS ! In  
j u s t  O N E W E E K  I 'l l  ab so lu te ly  
PROVE th a t I  can give you, too, the 
k in d  o f body m en re s p e c t a n d  w om en 
ad m ire  ! You w ill a c tu a lly  see a n d  feel 
th e  im p ro v em e n t in  even  th is  s h o r t  
tim e.

I w as  once a  sk in n y , t im id  w eak lin g  
o f on ly  97 lbs. I d id n 't  know  w h a t rea l 
h e a lth  o r  s tr e n g th  w ere. I  w as  a f ra id  
to figh t, a sh am ed  to  be seen  in  a  sw im 
m in g  su it.

T h en  I d iscovered  th e  am az in g  sec re t 
t h a t  changed  m e, like m agic, in to  “T he 
W o rld ’s M ost P e r fe c t ly  D eveloped 
M an”— th e  t i t l e  I w on tivice a n d  h av e  
held  ever  since, a g a in s t  a ll com ers. My 
s e c re t is  D y n a m ic  Tension.  I t  is  th e  
tested, na tu ra l  m e thod  o f deve lop ing  
you inside and o u t !  I t  n o t on ly  can  
g ive YOU th e  p o w e rfu l r ip p l in g  m u s
cles y o u 'd  like  to  see in  yo u r ow n 
m ir ro r  . . .  i t  also d ig s  dow n in to  
y o u r  sy stem  a f te r  su ch  need less, jo y 
k illin g  c o n d itio n s  a s  o rd in a ry  c o n s ti

CHARLES ATLAS
H older of t i tle . “ T he 
W o rld 's  M ost P erfectly  
Developed M an ” — who 
offers y o u  a  7 - d a y  
T R I A L  w ith  re su lts  

gu aran teed .

p a tio n . p im ples, in d ig es tio n , u n d e r
w e ig h t a n d  o v erw eigh t.

I  h av e  no  u se  fo r  “c o n tra p tio n s ” 
t h a t  can  do yo u r h e a r t  an d  o th e r  v ita l  
o rg a n s  m ore h a rm  th a n  good. I  h ave  
no p ills  o r o th e r  qu ee r id eas  ab o u t 
body-bu ild ing . M y D y n a m ic  Tension  
m ethod  is a ll i t  ta k e s  to  m ake a  N E W  
M AN of you in  doub le-qu ick  t im e —  
an d  I ’m read y  to  P R O V E  i t  to  you 
in a 7 -day  T R IA L  O F F E R .

Book of Photographs— /  N »
_ _ _ _ _  + I w an t th e  proof th a t  yourF R E E  + system  of Dynamic Tension will

#  m ake a New M an of me— aive me 
Let m e show you th e  am azing  resu lts  produced *  a hea lth y , husky body a n d  big m us- 

for th o u san d s of o th e r men ! I ’ll  send you F R E E v *  cle developm ent. Send m e your free 
my fam ous book, “ Everlasting Health a n d #  book. "E v erla s tin g  H e alth  a n d  S tre n g th .”  
Strength.”  I t  shows ac tu a l photos. I t  te l ls ^ #
exactly  w h a t I  can  now  do fo r your bod y ’ ♦  x a m e ................................................................................
W rite  your nam e a n d  add ress  c a re fu lly ^ *  (P lM _  nH nt np Wl.irp n]aitliv)
on Coupons. M ail to  m e personally  (1  lease p n n t  or w n te  p lain ly)
today. I ' l l  ru sh  your free copy to # #
you A T ONCE! C harles A t la s , .♦  A d d ress .........................................................................................
D ept. 8312, 115 E a s t  23rd S
S tree t, New York, N . Y . C ity ............................................................ S ta te ..................................

BILL ,YOU SURE HAVE A SWELL 
BUILD! DID YOU TRAIN FOR A 
LONG TIME WITH WEIGHTS AND PULLEYS?

ABSOLUTELY NOT! THE ATLAS 
WAY-WITH NO APPARATUS-
MAKES MUSCLES CROW LIKE MAGIC!

Here’s the Kind o f
NEW  M EN  I Build!

Vo YOU Want to Be One?

Men—meet William J. Goldstein, of Metuchen, N. J., win
ner of my 1936 Sterling Silver Cup! A smashing example of 
what my Dynamic Tension can do! Look at his sculptured 
stomach muscles—perfectly proportioned arms—beautiful leg 
muscles—giant shoulders. Read what he says. “It seems like 
just yesterday that I mailed you that coupon. Look at me 
NOW! Your Dynamic Tension  is the only system that 
can develop a build like mine—right in the privacy of 
a fellow’s own home! No weights. No pulleys. No 
freak drugs or diets. I’m proud of the way you have 
made me an ‘Atlas Champion’!”

Do you want a prize-winning body like this? Are 
you fed up with having no strength, no vigor, being 
only HALF-ALIVE? Then listen—

Give Me 7 Days and I’ll Prove I Can 
Make YOU a Champion!



SHIP'S ENGINEER, G . B uck ing 
ham : “ I ’ve sm o k ed  Cam els fo r 
years. I never tire  o f  th e m .”

S I R  H U B E R T  W I L K I N S :
“ W h e re  I  g o , Cam els go  
w ith  m e. Cam els help  m ake 
m y m o n o to n o u s  e x p lo re r’s 
d ie t d ig e st m ore sm o o th ly .”

N EW  CAMEL C A R A V A N — 2 g re a t shows 
in a single h o u r’s e n te rta in m e n t!

Includes  " J a c k  O ak ie  C o lleg e” and  Benny 
G o o d m an ’s "S w ing  S c h o o l” ! Every Tuesday  
n ig h t a t 9 :30  pm  E .S .T ., 8:30 pm  C .S .T ., 7:30 
pm  M .S .T ., 6 :30  pm  P .S .T ., W A B C -C B S .

D o smokers appreciate
the Costlier Tobaccos in Cam els?

A QUESTION ASKED BY MANY PEOPLE

THI BEST ANSWER I S . . .

C a m e ls are the Largest-Selling

HELEN HICKS, g o lf  cham pion: 
" I  sm oke Cam els co n s ta n tly  
w ith o u t a s ign  o f  ‘ jitte ry  
nerves .’ I  k n o w  Cam els are 
th e  la st w o rd  in m ild n ess .”

Camels have given more 
people more pleasure than 

any other cigarette!

A ND  this didn’t happen by chance. 
jL jL Camels are the largest-selling 
cigarette in America . . .  and in the 
w o rld ... because people can and do 
appreciate finer, costlier tobaccos.

Millions o f men and women have 
given Camels the severest test — they 
have smoked them steadily. And have 
learned to  trust those finer tobaccos 
to give them more of the pleasure 
they want in smoking. If  you are not 
a Camel smoker, try them. See if you? 
too, don’t find more enjoyment in 
Camel's finer, costlier tobaccos.

JOSELYN LIBBY, p riv a te  sec
r e t a r y :  " W h e n  I  f e e l  f a 
tig u ed , I ta k e  tim e o u t fo r a 
Cam el and  g e t a Quick ‘lif t.’ ”


