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Yes�less than 2 DIMES A DAY (after Y3 Dpwn Payment required by Fed
eral \ Regulations) will buy your· 
choic:e of these worthwhHe Gifts .• 

It's simple-here's how you go about 
•• l I 

• 
• • 

Send coupon below with a dollar 
bill and a brief note telling me who 
you are, your occupation, draft class
ification, age and a few other facts 
about yourself. Indicate the article 
you ·want on th� coupon, giving 
number and price. ·f'll 6pen- on account for you on 
our SAVINGS BOOK PLAN, send 
selection for your examination and 
15-Day ·Trial on our MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE. If satisfied, you pay 
the balance of Y3 of the purchase 
price (required by Federal Regula
tions) - otherwise return selection 
and , your dollar will be promptly 
refunded. I 

A Savings- Book will be sent to· 
you, you save your dimes each day. 
YOU PAY MONTHLY bv monev order 
or check. SEND YOUR ORDER TO'
DAY. All orices include Federal To�. 

�"J:"'--� Sales Mgr. 

0 l3A - E\gin $2.75 R a i \ r o a d 
poc\r.e' 

sty\e 1 
\ewe\s; 

fo���\\OW ro\\ed go\d p\ate case. 

Send $1-POY 
$S.16 otter 

exominotion
SS o month 

FREE 
TO ADULTS --···-

1 I 
A p o s t c a r d  

JIM FEENEY brings com-
IL W. Sweet, 1670 Broadway (Dept. 13-AJ I PI e t e 4 8- . 
I 

New York N Y I p a g e  cata- · 
' · · l oRu e .  N · 

Enclosed fbd $1 deposit. Send me No. I o-bligation. 
I Price $ - • After examination, I agree to I I p�y S - - and $5.00 monthly H1ereafter until I i fu!i prire is paid, otherwise_.J'II return selection and 

you will refund my dollar. I 
INAM I I ADORES I �CITY STATE I 
·------------- - - --- _, 



/TRAINED 
THESE MEN 

$10 •••• In 
Spare Time 

"I repaired some Radio 
sets when I was on mJ 

tenth le.sson. I reallY 
don't see how you can 
give so much for auch a 
small amount of money. 
1 made $600 in a year 

and a. hal!, a.nd I have made a� a':: era.ge of $10 a week-Just svare tune. 
JOHN JERRY-. 1331 Kalamath St., 
Denver, Colorado. 

Ueutenant in 
Sisnal Corps 

.. I cannot divulge any 
ln.formation as to my type 
of work, but I can say 
that N.R.I. training 1s 
certamly c o m 1 n g in 
m 1 g h t y bandy these 

.a&ys " (Name and ad""dresS omitted for military reuoDB.) 

$200 • Month in 
Own Busi 

"Por sever&! years I have 
been 1n business for my
self making around $200 
a month. Business hact 
steadily increased. I have 
N.R.I. to thank for my 
start in this field." AR-

LIE J. FROEHNER, 300 W. Texas 
Ave., Goose Creek, Texas. 

ffiRA PAY IN 
ARMY, NAVY, 

TOO 
)fen likely to 10 Into mllltan 
service, soldiers, sailors, marines. 
should mail the Coupon Nowl 
Learning Radio helps men get e�
tra rank, extra prestige, more in
te resting duties, MUCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also prepares for liCOOd 
Radio Jobs after senice ends. 
Hundreds (1 service men now enrolled. 

• 

I ," - • ' , � ·, , • • �· • •I ' . . . .. .. . . . . . . 

THAT CAN TRAIN_YOU 
• 

AT MOM I= OR ·A 

• 

MAIL THE COUPON for a FREE 
lesson from my Radio Course. It 
shows you how N.R.I. trains you for 
Radio at home in spare time. And 
with this sample lesson I'll send my 
64-page illustrated book, RICH RE
WARDS IN RADIO. It describes the 
many fascinating jobs Radio offers. 
Explains how N.R.I. teaches you with 
interesting, illustrated lessons and 
SIX BIG KITS OF RADIO PARTS! 

ACT NOWI MANY RADIO TECHNI· 
ClANS MAKE $30,$40,$50 a Week 

Right now, in nearly every neighbor
hood, there's room for more spare and 
full time Radio Technicians. Many 
Radio Technicians are stepping into 
FULL time Radio jobs, or starting 
their own shops, and making $30, $40, 
$50 a week I 

Others are taking good-pay jobs with 
Broadcasting Stations. Hundreds more 
are needed for Government jobs as 
Civilian Radio Operators, Technicians. 
Radio Manufacturers, rushing to fill 
Government orders, need trained men • 

Aviation, Police, Commercial Radio 
and Loudspeaker Systems are live, 
growing fields. And think of the NEW 
jobs Television and other Radio de
velopments will open after the war I 
I give you the Radio knowledge re
quired for these fields. 

My uso-so Method" Helps Man, 
Make ��r $10 a Week EXTRA 

while I eernln1 
M&n.v N.R.L Students make $5, $10 a 

week extra money fixing R&dlOB ln spare 
time while learning. I send EXTRA 
MONE¥ lOB SHEETS that tell bow to 
do it! 

My "60-50 Method'•-half butlding and· testing Radio Circuits with the six klta ot 
Radio parts I send. half learning from U
lustra.ted lessons-makes you ''old friends .. 
with Radio before you know it. You run 
your own spare time shop, get practice fix· tng friends' Radios, get paid while trtJnintt I 

FIND OUT WHAT N. R. I. 
CAN DO FOR YOU 

MAU. COUPON NOW tor FREE aam1>le 
Lesson and 64-page Ulustrated book. You'll 
see the many fascinating Jobs Radio oft'erl 
and ·how you can train at home. It you 
want to Jum• ,our p�Ma.U Coupon AT 
ONCE I • E. SMITH, President, Dept. 
3AS9b National Radio lnstltuw, WaibJol• 
ten, • C. 

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS 

I 
I 

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3AS9 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE·. Wuhinaton, D. C. 
Mail me FRE�. without obll.gatton, Sample Lesson and 
64-page book, "Rich Rewa.rds in Radio/' (No SaleUDaD will call. Write pl&lnlY.) 

A&•· ...... I Name I • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

I 
I I 

A4dr"e&t • I ••• • •• ••••• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • • ••• • • •  

Clty .••••••• •• • •  , • • . •• • • . • • • •• . • • . • . • . . •  State . • . • . . • • • • •  
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AMERICA'S MOST UNUSUAL DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 
' 

February Issue 
on sale December 23 

VOL. TWENTY-THREE JANUARY, 1943 NUMBER TWO 

Stirring Mystery Novel 
1. THE DEAD CAN'T DIE ! ... . . . . . . . . . . . . Joel Townsley Rogers 11 

From the dark, exotic jungles of Venezuela to the bleak stone and steel city of 
New York came young Doctor Stiles who was dead and buried these many years. 

, 
Two Gripping Detective Novelettes 

2. FURLOUGH FOR MURDER . . .. . ... . . .. .. Frederick C. Davis 52 
Dan Bond's frantic sleuthing worked against time and himself. For the killer's 
startling alibi made Dan a candidate for the death house. 

3. THE DOUBLE-CROSSING CORPSE . .. .. . . . .... . . .  Day Keene 82 
The first break that Detective Lieutenant Jim Blade ever got in his life threatened 
to break him. For the Scales of Justice he tipped to scoop in the killer let a hun· 
dred suspects escape and almost caught Jim himself I 

Five Unsual Short Stories 
4. DEATH ONLY KNOCKS ONCE . . . . . .. . . . . .. . D. L. Champion 32 

Latimer stepped so wide of the law that only death could bring him back. 

5. MUSIC FROM HELL . . . . . .. .. . .. . . . . . .... . . John Lawrence 43 
A murder island, ghostly music and a curse on love make this a truly unusual 
detective story. 

I 6. TARNISHED SHIELD . . . .... . ... . . . . . . . . .. Philip Ketchum 68 
Brad McAllister's tarnished police badge could be cleaned only with a killer's blood. 

7. DARK IS THE NIGHT . . . . . . . .. , .... William Campbell Gault 74 
A war-worker bucks the black market of souls. 

8. RUBBER COFFIN . . .. .. .. ... .. . . ... .. . . . . . . . Eric Provost 90 
Hot rubber and hot lead can play hell these days with an honest gas station owner. 

Short Short Crime Story 
9. KII .. I .. ERS' CURFEW . . . . . .. . .. .. . .. .. ... . . Kenneth Fowler 40 

When two wrongs make a right guy. 

-And-
10. THE CRIME CLINIC . ... ... ... . .. . .. .  o • • • • •  �A. Department 6 

Keep your chin off the ground ! 
11. ODDITIES IN CRIME . . .... .. .. . .... � .. ..... Jon Blummer 8 

Murderers ride an iron horse to freedom. 

12. WHEN GANGDOM RULED . . . . . . ..... . . . ... .. . . . .  � Windas 81 
From gutter to ditches. 

THIS SEAL PROTECTS YOU AGAIN�T REPRINT FICTION·! 

Published. every month by Popular Publications. Inc.. 2256 Grove Street. Chicago, D11nois. Editorial a.pd ·executive offices. 
205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger. President and Secretary. H�ld S. Goldsmith. Vloe President 
and Treasurer. Entered as second-class matter June 5, 1936. at the wst omce at Chicago, ill., under tbe Act of March 3, 1879. Title registration pending at U. S. Patent Oftlce. Copyright, 1942, by Popular Publications, inc. .4U rights reserved 
under Pan American Copyright Convention. Single copy price lOc. Yearly subscription 1n U, S. A. · $1;20. · Foret.gn postage 
75c additional. Subscription Department, 205 East 42nd Street. New York Gtt"y. ·For advertisin& rates addr�s Sam J. 
Perry, 205 E. 42nd St .• New York, N. Y. When submitti.Dg ma.nuscripts kindly enclose stamped self-addressed envelope for 
their Mt.urn it found unavailable, and send to Editori-al Department. 205 East 42nd Street. N.Y. C. The publishers cannot 
accept responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, although care will be exercised iD. handling them. 

Printed in u. s. A. 
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HERE IS PROQ.f THAT GUARANTEE 

RESERVE'S FAMILY GROUP POLICY 

GIVES YOU MORE PROTECTION 

s 
' • For ttie ' me1Di 

bers of a laundry operator's family in Jodi· 
ana. St.O() a month provides $5,897.8) 
protection aaainst travel accidental death, 
13.935.22 apiost auto accidental death 
and S 1 962.61 attainst ordinary or natural 
death. Get this remarkable low-cost palicy 
for free inspeaion-find out how much 
life insurance your famil)· can buy for only 
$1.00 a month. ,. 

, • 'AU. S. 
ment clerk ofW ashin«ton D.C. has insured 411 members of his family in one palicy
-..ith S6.3.U. 70 protection for travel acd· 
dental death, S.f,229.80 for auto accidencal 
death and $2,114.90 for natural or ordi· 
aanr death. One dollar a month is all the 
polK)' costs him. 

' • A Michil:anlum·, "er .. his wife and .f children (6 people io aU) 
are insured in a sinjt)e S t .00 a month 
G.uarantee Resene Family Policy for a coca I .. of S5.0t 8. '70 aaainst travel accidental 
death. S3

t
345.$0 a�inst auto accidental 

death ana S1,672.90 against natural or 
ordinary death. Take advantage of the Free 
Inspection offer and see chis manelou.S 
.U-coven&e policy. 

-

NO INATION.-
WOM£M, CHilD 

o (  li(e insurance ��� 
tely the amount fb  acketins them.an 

BY· figufin� ser�IThe family htstead cpar!ily GrouP PohcY 
eacb indav& uabeGuaranteeReserve s double-the be�e· 
age groups-% more-in manY. c�se ranee policies. ft 
pays up ���3 by oth er simila! ����il� is the same.d�f:,. 
�������1to yoth

u ¥':e
y
a:�:�:�f lifeh

i�s:�!�c::I���bebr of 
S 1 oo.a mon • ording to t e find out ow 
each family vari�s :;�ed. Mail t�e couponp

t�ets {or onlY . 
( ·1 members an famaly srou familY can 
�':��life in�rf��� ��':,r 6.membersJi�:r:!amination. 
s 1.00 a mo�t • . olicy wtt�out me . s-Take a� van• 
be insured U\ t�� �rnbarrassans qu����t oblisauon. 
No Red

( Tb�Prr;e inspec:tion ofle.r �w� ·-..-.-- ----· 
tase o t as • 

INCLUDES PARENTS, CHILDREN, BROTH£RSr. 
SISTERS, GRANDPARENTS, AND IN-LAWS 

• 

As many as six who thave an insurable interest can bt 
included in this amazang low cost life insurance policy. 

Relationship makes no difference in the amount of benefits 
paid. Each member of che family is given the maximum 
protection provided for his or her age in consideration 
with the number insured. 

The policy was prepared by nationally known insuranc� 
expens to provide safe. reliable life insurance for entire 
family groups at a price c�eryone can afford co pay_. 
Only S 1.00 a month. 

Read the actual case- histories here and you can see lot 
yourself how much more you get for )'Our money in chil 
oew kind of Family Group Policy. · 

Actually get a policy for free inspection showina you 
.and )'our. family what this policy will do lot JOU. S&rul 
coupon for free iospecdoo offer today. 

COMPARE WITH ANY OTHER 
FAMILY GROUP POLICY COSTING 

UP TO TWICE AS MUCH 
·we 91ant you to compare this policy and its benefit� with. 
any other family group policy )'OU ever read about Or heard 
about. - and remember this policy is offered by a safe, 
reliable company with over S 1 S,OOO,OOO of life insurance 
in force. Send the handy free inspection offer coupon so 
rou can make this comparison-mail it to GUARANTEE 
RESERVE LIFE INSURAN.CE COMPANY. Guataotce� 
Reserve Blda., Hammond. Indian-. Depc. 56-A-1 · 

8uaranffr 1\tftrbe I.RINSURANC£ CO. 
DIPJ. 56·A·S 

. ....,.., 
Wirhouc co11 or obli••doa ttncl dttaila of ,._, """ family Group Poliq an4 lO Dar free 1-. 
tpcccion o•�,. 

II DAY I'•«E OffO 
nit pOiicr •• sold ., ..... our • • •  to ... , •••net ularit•-•tdlcal 
••P•nse-and collution coan. Gil potlcr lor 1 o 4•rs. Reecf ia-Decldt 
·'- J'OUUtlr-No Obli•adon. 

I 
N••'--------�----------------------------------. 1 

a, _________________ .fl•''------1� 
------ -�-------------· 



EEP YOUR CHIN off the • '' 
ground!'' It's a good idea to 
follow in most any situation 

that comes up in life and especially good 
to keep in mind during an air raid. If 
you are caught in the open and have to 
lie flat on the ground keep your chin 
up. For the concussion from an explod
ing bomb can vibrate the earth enough to 
knock you cold. 

And if you are working in an office or 
a machine shop and you are �og-tired 
from overwork, keep that chin up. Keep 
it up high enough to see the day when our 
fighting lads will take the last round in 
this global war and knock the J aps and 
Germans kicking. Keep it high enough 
to see the good effects that the war bonds 
and stamps you are buying are having on 
our cause. And every bond you buy, just 
mark it down in your little book as a 
knockout blow on s�me Axis jaw. · 

General George Washington in the days 
of the Revolutionary War had to keep his 
chin up. His lot was no easy one. He 
was made a general and then he had 
to turn around and create an army to com
mand. His army was untrained, undis
ciplined and starving most of the time. A 
hard bunch to hold together. Washington 
could never have held them if he had let 
them se� him once with his chin on the 
ground. 

"Black Jack" Pershing, in the first 
World War, had a mighty tough nut to 
crack, too. He not only had to be chin
up to his own lads but to all the other 
Allied commanders. They were looking 
to him as their last hope ; their backs were 
to the wall. Fresh German divisions from 
the Eastern Front were moving to the 
Western Front to take on these untried 
6 

Americans. All eyes were on Black Jack . 
And you know what he did. 

And you know what General MacAr
thur did on Bataan, and what he is doing 
now in Australia. Did you ever see or hear 
of him with his chin on the ground? 

Glance through your gallery of favorite 
fiction characters. The ones you remem
ber the most vividly and like the best 
are hardly the sort to be found with,shoul-

. . 

ders sagging and chins drooping, are they? 

John Smith, that fabulous private de
tective who has appeared so often in these 
pages, is, we think, a fine case in point. 
When the going gets tough for John
when assassins hurl themselves ruthlessly 
at himself and his beloved Marion then 
is the time that John Smith holds his head 
high and his chin at a fighting angle. 

We've just heard from the author()£ the 
John Smith stories, Wyatt Blassingame, 
that such an attack is even now being 
made on John, Marion and Bushelmouth 
in modern, bustling, ·war-busy New Or
leans tp.e throbbing nerve center of much 
of our war aid to China, Russia and the 
Middle East. The my-stery behind the 
attack is this time so deep and dark that 
John gains his first clue when the unpr e-
dictable Bushelmouth starts a little side
line of his own the Bushelmouth Johnson 
Detective Agency! 

There's deep mystery, high adventure 
and a chuckle or two in this splendid 
novelette by Wyatt Blassingame. He calls 
it "Mr. Smith Goes to Hades." It 
appears in the February DETECTIVE 
TALES along with novelettes by Day 
Keene and Dale Oark, together with an 
unusual collection of shorter fiction and 
our usual features . • • •  

- The Editor. 
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GEE ·what a bu1ld I 
Oidnt it take a long 
time to get those muscles? 

No SIR f ATLA·s 
Makes Muscles Grow 

Fast 

5 inches of new 
Muscle 

Here•s whe1t ATLAS 
did for MEl 

• 

John Jacobs JOhnJo.ClObs 
BEFORE AFTER 

GAINED 

For quack resuJts 
I reco mend 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

"Am aending anapahot 
ahowing wonderful prog• ren ... -W. G., N. J. 

11Whell I atarted, 
weig.hed only 141. 
Now 170."-T. K., N. Y. 

·c HARt FS 
ATLAS Awarde4 the 

ttUe of .. The 
Worl4'a II o • t 
Perfectly D W• 
veloped Man•• tn internatiOnal 
contest-in com
petJtioR WI t-It 
ALL men who 
wou.ld eonHnt 
to appear 
qafnat him. 

Jere's What Only 15 Minutes a Day Can Do For You 

Tbta II a ..... 
een� photo ot 
Cbarlee At Ia 1 
showt.na bow 
be look a today. 
This ta not • 
studio picture 
but an aetual u n t o u c bed 
mapabot. 

I DON'Il' care bow old or )"1JD& JOU are, 
or how ashamed ol your present physical 
conditio.ou may be. If you ean lim

ply raise your arm and ftex it I can add 
SOLID MUS� to your biceps-yes, on 
each arm-ln double-quick time I Only 15 
minutes a day-right in your own home · 1s all the time I ask ot youl And there's 
no cost if I fall. 

I can broaden your moulders, strength
en your back. deYelitP your whole musou
l&r sYstem INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can 
add inches to. }'Our_ chest. give you a 
Ylse-Use grip, make those leas of yours 
Uthe and. pOWerfuL I can shoot new 
strength Into your old baekbone, exercise 
those Inner organs. help you cram your body so full of pep. rigor and red-blooded 
tita.lity that you won't feel there's even 
"sta.ndlDI room•• left for weakness and 
that l&z;y feellnal Before I aet tbrougb 
With YOU I'll have your Whole frame 
.. measured'• to a ntce. new. beauttful IUlt of musclel 

What's Mv Secret? 
��DI/MIA!C 7'ene(tmtl: Tl.l&t'• the Uckett 

rhe identica.J natural method that I my
self developed to change my body fl'OJD 
the scrawm. skinny-chested weakling J 
was at 11 to my present super-man 
pbyslQuef Thousands of other fellows are becomtna marvelou pbysteal speetmeus-
1117 wQ. J ciTe you DO gadgets or con· 

tr&»tions to fool with. When you 
have learned to develop YQUl' Stren&t)J 
through u Dyuami.o 7'enti0ftu you can 
laugh at artifteial muscle-makers. You 
8imo).y ut1llze the DORMANT muscle· 
vower in your own GoEl-glven body
watch 1t increase and multiply dou· 
ble-quick Into real solid MUSCLE. 

My method-.,DtmGmfo Tetttiw,will turn the trick tor you. No theory 
-e\·ery exercise 1B vraeticaL And. 

man, so easy I Spend only 15 min
utes a day in your own home. From 
the very sta.rt you'll be using 
m.v method of �·D11fttnr�io f'ft
•iOft', a.lmost unconsewusly every 
minute of the day-walking, 
bending OYer. etc.-to BUILD 
MUSCLE and VITALITY. 

FREE BOOK 
'EverlastinK Health and 

Strenath" 
Ill It J fallr to you tft l!lb'atgttt. 

from ·the· shoulder Ian gu age. Paeked wttb lnsplratton&l pte· 
tures Of myself and puplle fill· 
lowe who became NEW MEN tn stz-engtb, mf Vl187. Let me show YOU what beJJ)e(J THEM do. See what ean do for YOUt For a � tbrtll, send for this book today, AT ONCE. CHARLES 
ATLAS Dept.. &31. 11& Eu* 
23rd St.., New York. N. Y. 

\ 

r•••••••••••••••••••••••••··� 
I CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.aa1, : : 115 23rd St!', New York, N. Y. 1 
I Te•� . ..- :m f:!f:' m!-r.t a:VOJ:w ��or�. 'if::'::: I 
I a healtb7, llusky body and bjg museuw development. I 
I Send me 70ur tree book, ••.mverlaatlnC Health and 1 
I Strenath. '' 1 
I 
I Name . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . • • •  • • • • • • •  • • • • • •  • • • •  I (Plea&e print or wrtt.e plainly) 

I 
I I 1 Addrea• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 1 
I I 
I City' • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 8llltlli • • • • • • • • • • I 
�-----------�---------·-···-� 



In cues where documents aN in

volved, a strong side-light shining 

nearly parallel to the paper is 

used by detectives to reveal "pres

sure pictures." Erasures and in

dentations stand out clearly enough 

to be photographed. In one black· 

·mail case the warning notes to the 

victim were written in pencil on 

tablet paper. The police gathered 

up the writing paper of the suspects 

an; were well rewarded for the 

use of the above method when, on 

the top sheet of one pad, the words 

of the blackmail message stood re

vealed-having been indented when 

the criminal penciled his message 

on the sheet above it! 

Some years ago, at Fort Leavenworth, a group 
of dan&'erous killers swarmed over the crew of a freight train entering the prison yard-and 
taking command of the locomotive, crashed 
through the gates to freedom. 

8 

The men suspected of blowing up the mine pow· 

�rhouse offered the defense that the blast was 

caused by accumulations of gas or coal dust. The 

spread of the shattered debris, as noted by de· 

tectives, ruled out gas and coal dust and other 

low-velocity explosives and indicated that a 

"high'', such as dynamite, had been used. Fol• 

lowing the flight of the debris, the detectives 

found bits of wire, clock-worlw and part of a roll 

of adhesive tape with which they reconstructed 

a time-bomb mechanism. In the house of one 

suspect, adhesive tape was found which matched 

that found at the scene of the explosion thread 

by thread in texture and thickness, lengths and 

number of threads. The suspect's home also con

tained wire which the detectives examined under 

the comparison microscope, used by ballistics ex

perts, and proved by markings that the wire was 

drawn from the same dies as that used in the 

time-bomb. The metallurgical microscope proved 

the wire also identical in grain structure. That 

was enough for the jury. The men went to 
• 

PrJ.son. 

All precious stones contain identifying "flaws!' 
Hence, the latest practice of the insurance com• 
panies in using microphotographs as an effective 
means of "fingerprinting" the gems they insure 
is making times tough, indeed, for the eem 
thieves. 



TMS VALUABLE NEW BOOK 
.,Mathematieti Made E••7"-ldveta 
you aimplifted lnstruetlon In ne� 
phase of figuring ALL typea of 
work, PLUS a FREE Deluxe Pro 
fasional 10 lneh SLIDE RULE. 
Saves time, almpliftea all ealeulat

m•• fraetiona, eatimatina, pereentage, 
deeimala, coda, ratioa, ete. Complete 
ln•traetlom fo• uinl' a Slide Rule. 

�:::-��_.,._.2B�O:!:T!:!R� FREE-witb 
..... tbill otrer. 

AMAZING NEW INVENTION 
BLUEPRINT READING EASY AS SEEING A MOYIE 

WRN AT HOME EASILY, QUICKLY-IN SPAR£ TIM£ 

MEN of ALL AGES 
end ALL TftADES 

If ,.oa are a 
Heehanlo, Student. Welder. Car• 
Denter, Plumber. Shipbullder. Macbinlst. Sheet Metal Workeri Tool Maker. Electrict•n1 Stee 
Worker. Aviation HecbDlC. eto., THOUSANDS OF MEN WANTED AT ONCEt 

Bett8' Pay are waJttng for meD who CID mr.&D BLUEPRINTII. He� &t lalt. 
11 a new, Quick and easy shortcut way to Jeam Blueprint Reading &t Bru:pe 1n an amamoglJ 
short time at aa unbelievably low cost. Tbts sensational .. Shadowaraph"" Method of Blue· 

print Bea.dtna was created by Nationally Famous Exverts sldlled in te&ehtog teclndeal subfecte 
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When Capt. Prime (1812•1886) retired, he followed the 
custom of fellow skippers-rocked a keg of whiskey under 
bia rocking chair. Thus he duplicated the surge and pitch of 
his achooner, on which he'd mellowed many kegs of whiskey. 

·Whiskeys Rocked at Sea 
�and Ashore Inspired Smooth, 

Mellow R.oc • g Chair! 

�:E;; � 
Th ese Old W hlskeya 
taughtMr.Boston how keg· 
rocking improves flavor! 
So today, he attains Rock· 
ing Chair's richness by 
controlled aAitation in hi• lpecial blendinA process. 

E n I o y the smoo thness 
and mellow richness that 
bro ug ht "keg -ro cked., 

whiskeys such enthusiastic 
acclaim- ask for Rocking 
Chair t o da y. The price 
will delight your purse! 

85 Proof (80 Proof fn some States) 
'1So/o Grain Neutral Spirits 

Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mase. 

But LiQUot �,i•� 
Is Now Cinch ly t/q, �J 

There are too many labels in 
the liquor world. I used to be 
baffled by all those bottles. 

Even the best of liquor com· 
panies ball you up because 
each puts a lot of different 
brand names on his products. 

Who makes what? And holf' 
good? And how much? 

That's why I jumped with glee 
when I found I could say one name 
-"Old Mr. Boston" -in any liquor 
store and be dead sure of catching 
top-notch quality in almost any 
type of fine liquor I needed • • •  

and at a price that wouldn't tear 
the lining out of my wallet. 

I've collected 35 bottles of Old 
Mr. Boston on my home bar-heart· 
warming. Wh iskeys, galorious 
Gins, brisk Brandies, rollicking 
Rums and a whole line-up of cap· 
tivating Cordials and Liqueurs. 

frientt 
0/JMr. 
Boston 
And el'ery drop in every Old 

Mr.Boston bottle sings with 
that craftsmanship which for 
over 300 years has been the 
juat pride of Old Boston Town. 

You don't have to own a com· 
plete Old Mr. Boston home bar, 
risht off, as I do. 

Just start off saying "Old 1\tlr. 
Boston" to your liquor dealer, and 
let Old !vir. Boston grow on you. 
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Stirring Novel 
of the Man 

Death For got 

JOEL TO SLEY ROCERS 

CHAPTER ONE 

Meet Henry Jessamon 
HE MAN who Jor almost twenty 
years had been known as Henry 
J essamon paused at the door of 

John Gray's offices. Before entering he 
removed his weather-beaten hat, brushed 
his gray unkempt hair with his hand and 
fingered the knot of his wor� tie. 

The offices of the Gray Investment 

Trust were ·on the eightieth floor of the 
great limestone and marble stalagtnite 
which towered a fifth of a mile above the 
midtown avenue. 

· 

It had been alm-ost a year since he had 
last asked John Gray for money, and John 
had given him a thousand dollars then. 
With some impatience and contempt, per
haps still he had given it. But a thou
sand dollars .doesn't last forever, when a 
man has no way of ·earning money. John 

1 1  



From the dark} exotic jungles of V ene
zuela to the bleak stone and steel city 
of New York came young Doctor Stiles 
-who was dead and buried these many 
years. Yet the man he had been lived 
on under another dead man's name-

• 

coming closer each day to a bitter, im-
passioned showdown with the smiling 
monster who had killed them both! A 
startling story of fiery lust and cold 

murder. 

I 

' 

' 

The boys rushed us through the jungle to the 
h . I " osptta • • •  
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was always his last recourse, though he 
hated almost worse than death itself to 
have to ask for · it. 

He opened the door w.ith apologetic 
caution and slid h1s lean shadowy body in. 
The paper-thin soles of his shoes, worn 
as smooth as glass, were oreeping now on 
silky antique rugs instead of rough side
walk concrete or gritty corridor marble. 
For an instant his feet, without traction, 

• 

" . 
-. 

• 

• 

. 

slipped, like glass on smooth silky grass, 
and be had the terrible feeling of falling 
as he slithered. He �ught himself, with 
an apologetic face, planting his thread 
down more carefully and firmly. 

A blond-paneled reception room was 
divided in half by a chromium railing. 

. There was a great plate-glass window 
looking out over the ·eastward half of 
Manhattan. Beyond the · railing a coo� 
young blonde secretary was typing with 
brisk mechanical efficiency from a dictat
ing machine. Her remote eyes were fas':" 
tened out the window in front of her, 
looking at the blue, white-sheeped No-
yember sky. · 

A little sign, Miss Stiles} stood on her 
desk. · 

She was new, and the office was new. 
Since he had last come in to see John, 
anyway. John's offices had always been 
down in the Wall Street district before. 
The truth of the often casually made re
mark that Wall Street was dying was 
proved concretely by John Gray's removal 
from it. 

13 
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So long as John stuck with an invest
ment, a locality, or a man, they were still 
good. When he got out, it meant that 
they were done. He had cut away from 
Wall Street now, as he had cut away from 
many businesses and men in his climb to 
wealth and power. Though ·he had stuck 
to the man who was known ·as Henry 
J essamon for a long· time, out of a senti
ment which seemed alien to his nature in 
other ways. 

Miss Stiles, for all her air of cool brisk 
capability, was young. Not more than 
twenty or twenty-one, perhaps. It wasn't 
a particularly uncommon name, of course. 
Still there was something reminiscent in 
her P.rofile, in her indifferent eyes. Quite 
posstbly she was Elinor's daughter, the 
man thought, with a numbness in  the 
depths of his hollow mind. 

She had never seen him, of course. 
She w-ouldn't know him in any way. He 
was a man long dead. 

He had c-ome in like such a shadow. 
She hadn't noticed him yet. He fumbled 
his hat in his lean sensitive fingers, lean
ing against the chro11Uum railing, waiting 
for her to turn from her machine. Won
dering, while he waited, if the darned 
patches showed at the elbows of his thin, 
old tweed suit. The patches which Nora 
had done so careful�y for him last week 
while she had been tn the hospital, with 
her tireless busy fingers and her tired 
loving eyes. If he were only wearing a 
topcoat, in this chill fall weather, he would 
look a little more prosperous and im
posing, he thought. His topcoat was only 
fiive years old. It was almost new, com
paratively. But he had pawned it last 
week, to buy a single mottled orchid for 
Nora, like the great orchids of Loyaquil. 

·Perhaps it didn't make any difference 
what his clothes looked like, anyway. A 
failure and a beggar. Doubtless it was 
written in the droop of his shoulders and 
on his hangdog face. 

A criminal, too. But that is something 
which is written on no man's face. 

The flat gun in the side pocket of his 
Jacket pressed into his side as he leaned 
against the rail. He straightened slightly, 
releasing the intolerable pressure of that 
reminder. The small, blue poison bottle 
was in his inside breast pocket,· where it 
would not break. 

HE GIRL glanced over her shoul
der at hin1. She stopped her dictat
ing machine. "Yes ?" she said im

personally, with fingers poised. 
He swallowed his Adam's apple. 

"Mr. " he started to give the name of 
Henry Jessamon to her. 

But as she looked at him with her 
cool, clear young eyes there arose in him 
a queer, perverse streak of honor which 
made him unable to give a false name to 
her, even one that he had long used auto
matically. 

"A a personal call," he said, with a 
faint stammer. "A friend of Mr. Gray's. 
I was just passing by and dropped in to 
see him, if he isn't too busy ."  

"Your name ?" 
"Just say an old friend of Henry J es

samon' s. An old friend of his. He'll 
know who I am." 

She looked at him penetratingly and 
contemptuously, he thought. She did not 
believe that he ·was a friend of John 
Gray's, or had ever"' been one. Still she 
arose. 

"An old friend of Henry Jessamon's," 
she repeated. " I'll see if Mr. Gray is in." 

She went deftly through a door in the 
blond-wood paneling, which closed. sound
lessly behind her. The n1an leaned with 
both hands on the rail his mind a little 
giddy and a strange far-off roaring in his 
ears looking out the wide loftly window 
while he waited for her to return . . . •  

A panorama of half the great city lay 
spread out, from the Battery in the south 
to the upper reaches of the Bronx and the 
hazy blue waters of the Sound. NffN 
York ! The greatest city ever built by 
man. One person out of three hundred 
living in the world lived here, beneath his 
eyes. It was a world in itself for any man ; 
whatever his desires, his ambitions and 
inclinations. 

His gaze, following the blue East River 
where it bent like a crooked elbow from 
the hazy Sound down to the Battery, 
paused and focussed on the tnassed build
ings of the great medical center on the 
river shore, shining beneath the sun. It 
was a compact city of science within the 
greater city, a modern Acropolis of white 
temples of healing, more splendid and 
beautiful than any classic temples of the 
gods. 



Science and knowledge. The healing 
art. The service of humanity. He had had 
dreams of being a great doctor once. A 
great surgeon, skillful and daring, · devis
ing brilliant new technics which would 
widen the scope of medicine and _make 
possible the alleviation of many of man
kind's ills, performing miracles in the 
eternal battle against pain and death 
which no n1an had ever dared attempt 
before. He had had the knowledge once. 
He had had the God-given skill in his 
hands. 

Millions of people. Billions of wealth. 
New York. Suddenly, as he gazed out, 
the memory of a day in the spring of '24 
came back to him, when he and John 
Gray had returned from Loyaquil, after 
John's injury and Henry Jessamon's 
death and the termination of the Essan
dee project there. · 

Two young, brown, ttopic-bitten men 
just landed from the Venezuelan jungles, 
en route out to Seattle to cash in on the 
Jessamon-Gray gold claim. Both of them 
convalescent John with his terribly man
gled hands from the dynamite explosion 
still in bandages, himself with the self
inflicted 'facial wounds 'vhich had made 
him look like Henry J essamon, and the 
superficially injured right hand so that he 
would not have to try to duplicate Henry 
J essamon' s signature. 

T HAD been the first sight of the 
city for either of them. John, from 
Utah and. Ariz-ona and Alaska, a root

less wanderer not even sure where he had 
b�en born, nor caring, had never been 
east of the Mississippi before. He had 
sailed for Loyaquil from Houston. While · 
he himself, though he 1lad been born and 
brought up in a little Massachusetts Berk
shire village not a hundred miles away, 
was as much a stranger in New York. 

They had taken a day for sight-seeing, 
and had gone up into the Woolworth 
tower, the highest in those days. The 
sounds of the city had come up to them 
in a low continual roar. Like an endless 
cry of pain, it had seemed to him for the 
moment, as he leaned on the high parapet 
with John. · The cry of millions of hu
manity, lost in the narrow canyons of 
their great stone and steel city, crying 
inchoately for help. He had felt the city 
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in that moment calling to him, who had 
the surgeon's skill, and to all other men 
who, because of superior ability, had an 
obligation to aid and serve those sub
merged millions. 

He had turned to John Gray, to see if 
John felt it, too. John, with his slender 
hawk face, his penetrating and purpose
ful # gaze, his mouth that was already a , 
little tight and thin with inner discipline, 
had been looking out over the city beside 
him. 

'�Doesn't it  get you, Hank ?" John had 
said, tight-lipped. "Money ! Power ! Bil
lions of dollars. The biggest, richest city 
in the world. How would you like to own 
it all ?" 

• 

"It  wo1.1ld be a little too big a . dish for 
me, I 'm afraid," he had replied, some
what apologetically for his own feeling 
had been quite different ; he had not 
thought of owning it. " No, thanks. You 
can have it yourself, John. " 

" I'll have . it, all right," John Gray had 
replied, with his hawk look. "All of it. 
I'm only an unknown guy from the back 
of nowhere now. Nobody in this town 
has ever heard of me. Beyond my half of 
the claim, if the syndicate buys it, I don't 
own a hundred bucks. But sdn1eday I'm . 

'' gotng to own-
And he had swept his hand out. 
"They're going to buy the claim, all 

right, aren't they, John ? They said they 
would. ' '  

Something in John's casual tone, in 
John's indifferent manner, had sent a stab 
of · fright. through him. He had been 
stabbed by a sharp alarm that somehow 
it might not go through, after all that 
even now some unforeseen hitch might 
develop and there would be none of Henry 
Jessamon's money for him, in spite of his 
deception. The money for which he had 
taken a dead man's name. 

"Fifty thousand bucks apiece," John 
Gray had said, with quiet contempt. 
"That's not dough in this town. Oh, the 
syndicate will go through with it, all 
right. The claim's worth it, and our 
title's clear. But that's just peanut money. 
What are you going to do with your 
share when you get it, Hank ?" 

" I · don't know as I've just thought of 
it. Live, the chief thing. Nora and I can 
live " 
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"Till it's spent, " John Gray had said 
succinctly. "It seems like a lot to you, 
and will seem like a lot for a couple of 
years more. Maybe you can stretch it out 
for a long time, even ten or twenty years, 
hiding out in sotne small town and vege
tating. But someday it'll be gone. 

"I 'm not giving you any advice, Hank," 
he had added, with his dark brooding 
look. " It's your dough to use, and use in 
your own way. It's not mine, and I don't 
want any part of it. I only want what 
belongs to me. What I have earned. 
What I've bought and paid for. But I 'm 
going to make a million dollars with my 
half. And when I've made it, I 'm going to 
make ten millions. That's something even 
in this town. That's power. That's 
money. That's what I 'm going to have. 
And you can have your peanut money 
and your Nora, till they're gone. " 

"You're certainly feeling cheerful, 
John, about Nora and me." 

"I look ahead," John Gray had replied 
broodingly. "It's your own life, and your 
own way of living it. But don't forget 
that I offered you something else." 

Standing together looking out over the 
city. Long ago, when they had been 
young • • • •  

CHAPTER TWO 

Red-Flame Orchids 

HE cool-eyed blonde returned, aft
er a half minute or a half hour·
the man clutching the rail had lost 

the time sense, and could not be sure how 
long. His head was light. He had not 
eaten for three days, and it was all a little 
dreamy and unreal. But she was Elinor's 
daughter, he was sure of it. She had been 
named Alice, he remembered now. 

"Mr. Gray will see you, " she said 
coolly, indifferently, opening the chrom
ium gate for him. 

He went through, and through the door 
in the blond-wood paneling which she held 
open for hin1 in turn, and which closed 
soundlessly behind him. 

"Hello, Hank," said John Gray with
out emotion, without inflection, frotn his 
desk across the room. "What 's in your 
pocket ? ' '  

He sat, John Gray, behind his tnassive 
desk, catercorner between t\vo corner 

windows with deep embrasures and heavy 
floor-length blue drapes. The drapes were 
pushed back, the windows were open on 
the crisp autumn air. The roar of the 
avenue came up from eight hundred feet 
below. Between the windows John Gray's 
face was in shadow. A great cluster of 
flame-red, lush-petaled flowers in a deep 
blue bowl on his desk was the only color 
and brightness about him. 

Orchids, thought the man who had 
come creeping in. He wondered if John 
knew that they were Nora's favorite flow
er. The great wild jungle orchids of the 
slopes of the Pacaraimas in Venezuela. 
They had grown in riotous parasite pro
fusion all around the "Essandee headquar
ters camp, fragile, exotic, all the colors of 
the pale aurora, haunted by huge slow
fanning butterflies as pale as death. The 
orchids of Loyaquil behind the little hos
pital hut, and the singing fragrant tropic 
nights. And Nora in her nurse's unifortn, 
so young and loving, in his arms. 

These orchids upon John Gray's desk 
were huge double or triple cultivated 
blooms. He had never seen red orchids 
before. A red of flame, a red of everlast
ing fire, the deepest red of anything OlJ 
earth. They had come from John's own 
hothouses, doubtless. Sotne prize rare 
bloom which had been developed by 
John's high-priced gardeners. They were 
infinitely richer and more beautiful than 
the single humble cattalya which he had 
bought for Nora last week, and which 
was withered now. He would like to 
have this great bowlful of flaunting flame
red orchids for her. 

Gray and lean, with his chill penetrat
ing eyes, his thin tight lips, John Gray 
sat with his big square hands clasped 
together on his desk top, looking measur
ingly at the tired frayed man who sham
bled towards him. Gray hair, gray eyes, 
gray tie and suit. Even his face and his 
locked hands, in the shadow between the 
windows, looked all gray. The color of 
stone and steel which clutch and guard 
money. The granite-gray of banks. 

Only a cunning eye, a very cunning 
eye, would have observed the fine lace
work of white scars, as delicate as spider · 
threads, around the fingers and' knuckle
joints of John Gray's hands. Those fine 
and almost invisible scars were the only 
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trace remaining of the bloody mangled 
things which John Gray's hands had been 
when the terrified black boys had brought 
him and Henry J essamon into the little 
hospital hut at Loyaquil both of them 
torn so terribly by the dynamite explo-

• 

s1on. 
He had done a beautiful job on John, 

thought the fired, frayed man. It had 
been a miraculous job. What skill he had 
had in those days.! Even John had never 
realized fully just what he had done for 
him. But if it had not been for him, John 
Gray would have bad no hands. And no 
life, either. He had saved John Gray's 
life, let that be put down to his creuit. 
Thoug-4 Henry Jessamon's life he had 
not been aole to save the' poor devil had 
been dying already when the black boys 
had brought him in, with his jaw and -half 
his breast blown away. 

OHN GRAY, at his desk of money 
and power, was a man with a good 
name which had always been his own. 

A man of shining honor. A man who 
never violated even an unwritten code. 

With Nora, for instance. John must 
have wanted her for himself, back in those 
days at Loyaqui1. It was inevitabl� in 
that hot and luxuriant tropic atmosphere, 
in the great orchid-starred nights, with 
her the only white woman in two hundretl 
miles. Even if she had been only half so 
lovely. 

Henry J essamon had been frankly and 
savagely in love with her. He had wanted 
to fight for her with guns or knives or 
dypmite, to the finish, winner take all. 
But it had been enough for John Gray to 
know that she belonged to another man. 
Because of that he had said no word, 
nor so -much as made a sign or gesture, to 
try to steal her away. 

'Youth and love and death and violence, 
and the hot steaming jungles of Loyaquil. 
There was a film over the eyes of the 
tired, frayed man who had come in. He 
would like to be back there again, with 
his good skill, with the young years, with 
his young love for Nora. 

The worl seemed hollow now. John 
Gray himse £ seemed a hollow shadow 
sitting behind his great desk across the 
room, saying, "Hello, Hank. What's in your pocket ?'' 

It was John Gray's characteristic greet
ing, a meaningless salutation. Instead of 
saying "How are tricks ?" or "What's on 
your mind ?" or "What's cooking ?" he 
said, "What's in your pocket ?" A little 
ironical, implying that if a man had plenty 
in his pocket everything must ·be all right 
with him. 

Beside his locked motionless hands up
on his desk there was a tiny ball of paper, 
no ·bigger than a pebble. He had cut it 
from this morning's newspaper, and 
crumpled it there. He let it lie. 

uHeJlo, John. I just dropped in " 
The frayed man swallowed in his 

throat. He had crossed the silky rug on 
his worn paper-this soles, like a dizzy 
water-spider creeping carefully on a slic}< 
glassy pond. He had reached John Grayts 
desk, with the timeless roaring in his ears. 
He slid down into the visitor's chair 
across from John Gray and sat on ·the 
edge of the seat. 

"I just dropped in, John. I was just 
passing by ' 

"How much do you need this time, 
Hank, to save your life ?" said John Gray 
with thin lips. 

"A thousand five hundred dollars 
woald do it," said the frayed man, staring 
with blurred eye!. "Things still haven't 
been going very well with me, John. Nora 
went to the hospital last week. I've got to 
have money for her. " 

"I didn't know that she was ill at all," 
John Gray said without emotion. 

"It was very sudden. An emergency 
operation. "  

"I  didn't know," John Gray repeated. 
" She's better now." 
John Gray unlocked his square power

ful hands. He picked up a pencil from his 
desk and snapped it In two. He laid the 
pieces down again. 

"Yes," he said. "No doubt she is." 
His eyes were gray as glass. With a fin
gernail he rolled the little pellet of paper 
on his desk. 

"Much better, " said the frayed man, 
swallowing. "She's out of danger now. 
But there are the hospital bills, and she 
needs rest and fF.eedom from worry. Five 
hundred ought to carry me along till I 
can get something, perhaps." 

John Gray took a gold keycase from his .. 
vest pocket and unlocked the top drawer 
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of his desk. He pulled forth a manila 
envelope, and extracted a small memoran
dum book from it. There was a sheet of 
yellowed writing paper in the envelope, 
too, and a brown withered flower ; but he 
did not pull them forth. 

" Have you any idea, Hank, of how 
much I 've passed out to you in the past 
few years ? " 

"A lot," said the frayed man, swal
lowing. " Maybe ten thousand dollars. 
Nora always kept the exact amount. She 
always said we were going to pay you 
back some day. " 

_ 

" Nine thousand, five hundred dollars, " 
said John Gray. "I  have the dates and 
figures. I had set ten thousand as the top. 
But now that's over. " He closed the 
memorandum book and laid it down. 
"We'll charge it up to profit and loss."  

" I  won't ask you again, John," said 
the frayed man. " I'll try not to. I hate 
to do it almost worse than death. But 
I've always counted on you as my last 
recourse. ' ' 

"You're an odd kind of blackmailer, 
Hank," John Gray said with a thin smile. 
"A blackmailer in reverse. You never 
understood the principle of your calling, 
it's quite obvious. The point of the game 
is that you're supposed to blackmail a 
n1an \vhen he has committed some crime 
of which you alone are a ware. You don't 
blackmail him when you have committed 
a crin1e yourself, just because he happens 
to know you are a crook. It's almost like 
-well, it's almost like shooting yourself 
and calling it murder. Or shooting some
one else, and calling it suicide. You've got 
the principle of the thing all wrong. Your 
intentions are good, I know. " 

"I  never thought I was blackmailing 
you, John," said the tired man in a low . 

' '  votce. 

CHAPTER THREE 

The Forged Face 

' '  UST why,"  said John Gray, 
"have you come to me through 
all the years for money ? Because 

I owed you any ? I have never owed a 
man a dime. Because you once saved my 
life ? You may have saved the lives of a 
hundred others by your skill. It was your 
profession, your calling, �he thing that 

you had taken the oath as a doctor to do, 
and that you were paid a salary for doing. 
I have been reasonably cognizant of the 
obligation, I think, Hank. But sometime 
or other, the surgeon's bill is paid in full. "  

" I  never thought you owed me any 
money, John. I I just always felt " 

"That I had some secret yearning, some 
frustrated desire, for your mistress shall 
we put it ?" said John Gray with his thin 
lips, quietly. "And so you felt you could 
play me for money because of her ? 
There's a word for it, of course, Hank, no 
longer than your name. "  

"I never thought of Nora as my " 
"When a man and wotnan live together 

without being married, she is generally 
referred to as "'his mistress,"  said John 
Gray. " If I have misstated your relation
ship \vith Nora Malley, the error is all 
mine. " 

The frayed, tired man sat silent. 
"Let us look at it from the beginning, 

Hank, " said John Gray. " Henry Jessa
mon and I had kno�rn each other for a 
number of years. We'd been partners 
together up north of N orne. We had 
made our little strike together, fifty-fifty. 
The claim looked · good, but we didn't 
have the capital to develop it ourselves, so 
we had offered it to the syndicate. To 
keep ourselves going in the meantime, \ve 
got this job with the Essandee Oil project 
in V eneznela. We were the pioneer con
struction bosses, the only white men on 
it at the beginning. After we had been on 
it a couple of n1onths, they sent down a 
young doctor you. In another month 
they sent a young nurse, Nora. 

" If the Essandee directors had gone 
through with their original intention, 
there would have been a big organization 
eventually. But the project stalled, and 
there was only us. The three white tnen 
-and Nora. Month after month. Good 
Lord ! If there had been ten thousand 
won1en, she would have still stood out 
above them all. I might as well admit it 
to you now. I knew from my first sight 
of her that she was the only woman I 
would ever want. The woman I was born 
to have, to complete my destiny. I would 
have given up my hope of Paradise " 

John Gray tightened his lips, and a 
gray film passed over his eyes an instant. 

" My hopes of Paradise, " he repeated, 
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with his lips tight. 11 And hers, too. To 
have had her I would have given up all 
my ambitions for money and power, if she 
had wanted it. I would have done any
thing. Henry Jessamon the same. But 
there was no chance for either of us with 
her. She was all yours, from the begin
ning. You and she had gone together like 
oil and flame. We were just shaoows to 
her. Living in your own orchid-scented 
Eden, you two. While we lived in hell. 

"All right, that was the way the game 
was. Poor old Henry wanted to fight 
you for her. He used to malinger on the 
job, inventing illnesses so as to get him
self in hospital where he could be near 
her. But I'm not a man to torment my
self needlessly. I stood clear. I think 
you can give me my due, Hank. I never 
tried to cut in, even by a glance at her. 
What belongs to a man belongs to him. 
I have a strong sense of property. 

"'There was that damned explosion. 
Henry and I both got it. It was the day 
after the monthly boat from down river 
had come, bringing orders from the Es .. 
sandee offices to fold the camp in the next 
four weeks, and taking Nora back. I-Ienry 
and I had gone up to move the dynamite 
cache down from the hills. Maybe we 
were a little careless, because of . the end 
of things. 

"Anyway, it happened. The black boys 
rushed us down to the hospital. Henry 
was dead, or the same as dead, when they 
got him there. There was nothing you 
could do for him, as I get it. I don't 
doubt that. He was dead, and that was 
the end of him. You had buried him 
before I woke up out of it. In that climate 
you couldn't wait. 

"My own hands were pretty badly 
mangled, you intimated to me. I thought 
for a while that I had lost them, I'll be 
frank, and that you were only keeping the 
bad news from me. You were worried 
yourself, no doubt. You had experiment
ed with some unorthodox technic, I rather 
gathered, which wasn't sanctioned. But 
your gamble came out all right, and I 
kept my hands. I give you credit. Hardly 
a scar." 

John Grey flexed the fingers of his big 
square hands, looking down at them a 
moment. 

"A little awkward and stiff for a long 

time," he said. "I had lost a lot of the 
knacks I'd had, and had to develop new 
ways of doing things. There was a bal
ance of seventeen odd dollars to my credit 
in a mail-order bank in Chicago, on which 
they refused tne paytnent because my 
signature had changed so. And I still tie 
my necktie differently than I used to, and 
hold a gun with a different grip. But I 
run better off than I-Ienry J essan1on, at 
any rate. 

'' OU and I got to know each 
other pretty well while I was 
in the hospital, Hank," John 

Gray went on quietly, locking his hands 
together agam. "'You used to talk to me 
about your problems. About your �hi· 
tions to be a great surgeon. The feeling 
you had that there was a unique skill in 
you, which you should put to the service 
of humanity. 

"'But you had blotched your life by 
marrying a childhood flame while still in 
medical school. A village girl of no par
ticular intelli�nce, with whom you had 
nothing in common, as you had at once 
found out. You were both penniless, and 
now there was a child, born while you had 
been down there. There had been no 
opportunity for you to save a cent of your 
salary, for everything had to go to their 
support. 

"Yet a surgeon can't start in without 
any money, without a reputation, and 
with no experience beyond what he has 
gained as a con1pany doctor in a remote 
jungle outpost, without any senior medi
cal tnen to check his work. You felt that 
you were good, but you couldn't prove it. 

"That was your dilemma and your 
probletn. When you returned to the 
States you would be jobless, and no bet .. 
ter off than when you had come down. 
There would be nothing for you to do but 
go back to your small village and hang 
up a shingle, and try to scratch a living 
for your wife and child in general prac .. 
tice. Living on credit for the first year 
or two. 

u After five years you might be breaking 
even. After ten or fifteen years you might 
be out of debt. But never an opportunity 
to use and develop your special skill. In
stead, letting it rust away till finally you 
had lost it cotnpletely by disuse. 
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11 And all the time living with an un
loved woman, a dull woman, a woman 
grown whiny and nagging with poverty. 
And all the more whiny because she 
would realize she wasn't loved. Yet a 
woman to whom you had been married by 
the church, and who believed in it herself, 
and would never divorce you. While now, 
here in Loyaquil, you had met your great 
and one true love. She believed in the 
church, too, Nora Malley. But her love 
for you was greater. " 

John Gray's lips were thin. The frayed, 
tired man who had been a dead man for 
almost twenty years sat silent in the big, 
luxurious office. 

"That was your problem, " said John 
Gray. "There were various answers to 
it, perhaps. One to do as you had to do, 
forget Nora, forget your surgery, go back 
to your wife and child, start in your 
general practice. But there was no idea 
in your mind of doing that. 

"It wasn� my probl�, Hank. I had 
my own problems and my own life, and 
my own future that I had planned out 
for myself. I'm not a man to give good 
advice. I don't know what is best for 
other men. 

"You weren't asking my advice, any
way. What you were looking for was 
some way out, whereby you could relieve 
yourself of your obligations, and continue 
to have Nora. You had been looking 
wildly for such a way out ever since you 
had known her. 

"Henry Jessamon's death now might 
have been an act of providence, you had 
almgst persuaded yourself. You asked me 
about his personal affairs. I told you of 
our little strike, for which the syndicate 
was now offering a hundred thousand dol
lars. Of how he had been, like me, a man 
without ties or family. No relatives ex
cept a rich uncle down in Texas, whom 
he had not seen for many years, and who 
hated him. 

"I wondered, I must admit, why you 
were so interested. You told me then that 
one time when he had been malingering in 
the hospital he had told Nora he was 
going to make a will naming her his heir. 
With money you and she would be free, 
you thought. The world and heaven for
ever ahead of you. 

"Lots of men like to talk about making 

someone their heir, more or less jokingly. 
Still it's not at all improbable in the cir
cumstances that Henry Jessamon really 
had such an intention towards Nora. 
Only it's something that a maa puts off. 
A man is strong and full of life. He can.'t 
quite imagine being otherwise. To mal<e 
a will seems to be, in a way, holding out 
a hand to death. 

" I  have never made one myself, though 
I have considerable properties te dispose 
of, and an1 older than Henry J essamon 
was. I will do so sometime, since other
wise the state would inherit, having no 
hettrs at law. The point is that a man puts 
it off, though I do not question that Henry 
Jessamon may have had the intention. At 
least you had that self-justification. 

DON'T know how or when the idea 
first came to you, Hank, " John Gray 
went on quietly. "The black boys 

had been paid off, -and th.ere were just the 
two of us, with plenty of time for )tOU to 
think. Perhaps it was inevitable that it 
should have occurred to you. Henry J es
samon had resembled you more than a 
little. The same general type, and more 
than that. He was ten years older, of 
course. H,e had that deep white scar 
above his left eyebrow that ygu didn't 
have. A nose a little bonier and more 
prominent than yours. A cleft in his chin. 
But all those small differences in ap
pearanae could be taken care of, with your 
skill in, surgery. 

" If you were dead, your wife would get 
the fifteen thousand dollars insurance 
which Essandee carried on all its em
ployees as a part of their contract, and 
she would get along. If Henry Jessamon 
was brought back to life, he would get 
his fifty thousand dolla-rs, and only his 
rich uncle would be deprived, who didn't 
need it, and who wouldn't know or care. 
You and Nora could live in joy forever. 

"There would be the problem of Hen
ry's signature which you might be called 
on to make. But a hand injury could 
take care of that. I�d not be able to sign 
myself, with my hands still like blocks 
of dead beef, not feeling as if they be
longed to me. The syndicate lawyers in 
s·eattle knew me by sight, however, al-
though not Henry J essa�on. . 

" It was all quite clear in your own 
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mind, almost down to the last fine detail, 
when you first broached it to me, Hank. 
You asked me if I wanted Henry J essa
mon's money myself. I told you no, ab
solutely, that I would not touch a penny 
of it ; it did not belong to me, and I wanted 
no part of it. 

"You asked me if, that being the case, 
I would certify you as Henry J essamon, 
so that you could get it .yourself and for 
Nora. I was a little appalled at the sug
gestion. I told you that it made no dif
ference to me who got Henry's money, so 
long as I had no part in it, but that I could 
not lie. You thought it over for a day or 
two more, and asked me then if I would 
denounce you if you tried it. 

"Well, you had saved my life, hadn't 
you ? How could I do that ? I have my 
own code and course of action. I have 
never made myself responsible for anoth
er man's. 

" So when the boat came back up river 
at the end of the month, there were two 
of us that it took down again. Only I was 
still John Gray, and always had been, and 
always will be. But you yourself were no 
longer the young doctor of Loyaquil. You 

were Henry J essamon, with facial wounds 
and a wounded right hand, and the young 
doctor was dead. There was a wooden 
cross, as I remember, with his name cut 
on it, at the edge of the little clearing 
back of the hospital hut. 

"All right,"  said John Gray. "We 
landed in New York, and you went out to 
Seattle with me, Hank. The syndicate's 
lawyers asked me off handedly if I could 
identify you as Henry J essamon. I told 
them that you bore a general resemblance 
to a man who had been employed under 
that name with me at Loyaquil, though 
perhaps they had better take your finger
prints and verify them from the records 
of Essandee, who fingerprinted all their 
employees as a matter of course. 

"The lawyers laughed. Perhaps we all 
laughed. Because you must be · Henry 
Jessamon. You made Henry Jessamon's 
n1ark upon the contract, and you got 
Henry J essamon' s fifty thousand dollars. 
And in the pleasant little Berkshire vil
lage of Torkford, Massachusetts, Mrs. 
Elinor Stiles, the widow of young Dr. 
Henry Stiles, received her insurance 
money of fifteen thousand dollars . 

• 
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"And Henry J essamon lies among the 
orchids and the ants. No one has ever 
seen that place again, I imagine. The j un
gle has taken it back long ago. The cross 
above him is rotted to decay. The last 
atom of him has gone long ago to earth. 
Only you and I know that he is dead. 

"I  let you get away with it, Hank," 
said John Gray, with chill eyes u pan the 
tired, frayed man. "I 'm not responsible 
for another's moral code. But if that 
makes me subject to your blackmail, I'd 
like to know how you figure it. If I owe 
you anything, I 'd like to know that, too. I 
never want to owe a man a thing. I like 
to pay my debts." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Tokens of Treachery 

HE MAN who had been Henry 
J essamon for almost twenty years 
sat fumbling his hat upon his bony 

knees, looked with a blurred gaze at John 
Gray. He did not reply. 

John Gray rolled, with his right index 
finger, the tiny pellet of paper which lay 
on his desk. He picked it up, and un
balled it, smoothing it with his thumbs. 
It was no more than four lines of type, 
from this morning's obituary page. He 
would not have seen it, it was so small, if 
he did not make a habit of reading all 
obituaries. 

"Asbury Park, N. ]. Miss Nora Malley, 
aged 37, a registered nurse formerly em
ployed by the Essandee Oil Co., died early 
this evening in Memorial Hospital." 

He rolled it up between his fingers 
again, and dropped it into his wastebasket. 
That was all the news that she had been 
worth, Nora Malley. Early last evening. 
Perhaps at six or seven o'clock, while he 
had been having cocktails. Or a little 
later, while he had been dining or at a 
show. Nothing had told him she was 
going. He had not known at all. 

"Let us survey your situation, Hank," 
he said, with an air of impassivity and 
patience. "You had fifty thousand dollars 
once. Th�t isn't money, but it isn't beg
gary and starvation, either. Where did it 

.go ?'' 
The frayed man swallowed in his 

throat. 

"I 'm not a good business man, John," 
he said. � 'I  never was one. " 

"I know," said John Gray. For he had 
known from th� beginning. "I  know," he 
repeated, with his thin lips. "I  warned 
you, if you remember. I am not a man 
to give advice. But it was allowable for 
me to give you a picture of the future. 
Even so, you might have done much 
worse. The market crash. The bank 

• 

failures. You kept going on your own 
for almost ten years, before you finally 
came to me. It was longer than I 'd ex
pected."  

" Nora went back to her profession, "  
said the frayed n1an. " She kept us going. 
Henry J essamon' s money itself had lasted 
only three years. It was as if a jinx had 
hold of n1e. Every investment . . . " 

"Why didn't you get a job yourself ?"  
"I  tried, John. But all I knew was 

medicine."  
" And Henry Stiles, who had graduated 

from medical school, and who had a 
license to practice, was dead," said John 
Gray with a nod for he had known that, 
too, from the beginning. "Still there are 
certain things which a man who is skilled 
in medicine can do, where a license makes 
no difference. Illegal things, but they pay 
big money. Why didn't you go into that ?" 

"It.'s a hard to thing to say why. But I 
couldn't. Even if Nora wouldn't have left 
me. " 

"There was always the W.P.A.," said 
John Gray. 

"I 've been on that. But they won't let 
you stay on it forever. " 

"All right," said John Gray. "There 
are jobs now. Plenty of jobs. The country 
is crying for men. You should be able to 
get something in an aircraft factory or a 
shipyard, and make a decent living. " 

" I  don't know enough, John," said the 
tired, frayed man. "I 've tried. But I 
don't know enough even to be a sweeper 
in a war factory. It's not so simple as it 
sounds. " • 

" I  know," said John Gray. "Well, why 
don't you enlist ? You're five years young
er than I am. You can't be more than 
forty-two. You haven't dissipated, and 
your constitution is still sound, after they 
had fed you up a little. You're patriotic, 
too. You missed the last one. You want 
to be jn this ?" 

· 
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. "I stopped in at the enlistment office 
this morning on my way here, and started 
to fill out an application. But then I gave 
it up, John. There was something in it 
I couldn't answer." 

John Gray. nodded again, for he had 
known that, too. 

"When you came to the question if you 
had ever been convicted of a crime, " he 
said. "Essandee fingerprinted its employ
ees, and all prints go for filing to Wash
ington. When the army had classified and 
tabulated yours, they would be found 
identical with the prints of Dr. Henry 
Stiles, of Torkford, Massachusetts, who 
died at Loyaquil in March, 1 924, and 
whose widow received fifteen thousand 
dollars insurance. Only one man has one 
set of fingerprints, of course. And he has 
them forever. You know that, Hank, as 
well as I do. " 

" Yes," said the tired, frayed man. 
"The only way you can destroy them is 
by cutting your fingers off. And tf you 
do, they won't take you. " 

"What other recourse is there for you, 
Hank?" said John Gray, his voice coming 
quietly out of the shadows. 

"You have · always been my last re
course, John," said the frayed, defeated 
man. "I have always hated to come to 
you almost worse than death itself. But 
you have never failed ·me, when I had to 
come. " 

"It  must have occurred to you, of 
course, that eventually that last recourse 
might fail," said John Gray. "Then 
what ?" 

He sat looking at the tired man who 
had been the brilliant young surgeon of 
Loyaquil, who ha"<i been a dead man too 
long. He sat looking .at this man who had 
once saved his life. Who had had Nora 
all these years, though he had been a dead 
man. 

But now Nora herself was dead. The 
bird had flown away. And he had not 
even known. 

'' Nora '' the frayed man moved his 
lips. 

· 

" She can be left --out of it, " said John 
Gray, his eyes gray as glass. " She is out 
of it. The bird has flown away. We are 
talking of you now, Hank. Of what there 
is left for you to do. Have you given that 
any thOURht ?" 

HE blurred eyes of the frayed man 
across the desk swam before John 
Gray's penetrating gaze. They 

moved towards one of the open windows. 
The cool bright noon sky above the city 
lay out there. The sounds of the street 
came up from a fifth of a mile below. 

John Gray nodded, thin lips tight. 
"There's always that, of course," he 

said. "You have always had it in your 
mind that sooner or later it must fOme to 
that. I rather knew it, too, Hank, from 
the beginning."  

He reached for his dictating machine 
beside his desk. He pulled it on its stand 
towards him. 

"A notation, Miss Stiles," he said into 
it. "To whom it may concern, colon. I, 
cemma, Henry J essarnon, comma, declare 
that what I am about to do is of my own 
volition, comma, and that no one else is 
responsible for my act but me. That's all. 
Please bring into my office as soon as you 
have typed. " 

He pressed a button. His blonde secre
tary from the outer office appeared, with 
her cool young eyes, her cool efficient 
manner. John Gray nodded towards the 
cylinder on the machine. 

"A couple of letters and a memoran
dum," he said. "Right away, please."  

She took it and withdrew, with a glance 
of her cool contemptuous eyes upon the 
frayed, tired man. 

The man who had been a dead man too 
long pressed his face within his palm. She 
had been born in December, 1923. She 
looked so much like Elinor. Yet it was� 
his mouth she had, and other little fea- � 
tures even mannerisn1s. There must be 
things within her mind and heart, too. 
She was quicker, brighter, more intelli
gent than Elinor. He wondered what her 
life had been. What it would be, after he 
was gone. Her name was Alice. That 
was all he would ever know about her. 

" She came from an employment 
agency, " said John Gray, thin-lipped, as 
if reading his thoughts. "Quite competent 
and efficient. A little young and senti
mental, perhaps, but she will outgrow 
that. There were one or two others whom 
the agency sent around. They were about 
as good, and more experienced. But the 
matter of who she was weighed down the 
balance. "  
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. •'I have done her one good turn, any
way, it would seem," said the frayed man. 

"You will do her another, "  said John 
Gray quietly. "Although she will not 
know it. There is no need of discarding 
the name of Henry J essamon, as I see it. 
For her sake, as well as that of her 
mother. " 

''Elinor ?' '  
u Mrs. Sti1es still idealizes your mem

ory, Han:k, you understand. In a way I 
have kept myself infor.med about her. It 
would shatter her pride to learn that you 
had been alive all these years. lt wouldn't 
·be the decent thing to do to her. " 

The frayed man rubbed his palm upon 
his forehead. " No, " he said. "Elinor 
must never know. rve always had that 
on my conscience, above alt. h 

He fumbled his hat in a thin hand, look
in�, 

at the win�ow with blurred ,eyes. 
Are you frtghtened," asked John Gray 

quietly, with a tighte.nmg of his jaw mus
cles1' "are yon frightened at the thought of 
going to join Nota ?" 

"Frightened ?" said the frayed man 
with blurred surprise. " No, why should 
I be ? That's what I want to do. Where 
else should I g�? I'm only sorry to have 
been away from her so long. And thanks 
for all you've done for me in the past, 
anyway, John. I almost forgot it. " 

He ma<fe a gesture to arise. 
"Wait till she has brought the memor

andum back before you do it, " said John 
Gray quietly. · 

"What memorandum ? Oh, yes, you 
dictated something for the girl, didn't 
you ?" 

,. I might as well be protected from 
every angle, " said John Gray. " I  don't 
like to be too damned cold-bleoded about 
it. But I have a rather strongly developed 
sense of self-protection. " 

ui S\lppose you hav�, , said the frayed 
man humbly. "I've never had much my
self, I guess, or I'd be better off. You've 
got so many qualities I don't have, John. 
You see things so much more clearly than 
I do." 

"I 'm nQt advising you to do it, under
stand me," said John Gray with his thin 
lips. ''If I were a man to give advice to 

�anyone, I would advise you against · it. 
The church that Nora believed in preaches 
that it is the straight way to hell. I don't 

believe in such things myself, naturally ; 
nor do ym.t, I assume. We are both intel
ligent men, and we look at the world 
realistically. Still I do not advise you to 
do it. I have only tried to help you see 
your situation, Hank, as clearly as possi
ble. The problem is yours, and not mine."  

" I  won't bother you again," said the 
frayed man apologetically. " I'm grateful 
for all you have done for me." 

HE door opened again. The cool
eyed blonde came back, laying on 
John Gray's desk the letters which 

had been on the cylinder, which she had 
transcribed, and the memotandum which 
John Gray had dictated in the name of 
Henry J essamon. 

"is that all, sir ?" 
11Do you remember," the frayed man 

said, "Henry Jessamon " 
He rubbed his forehead, shutting his 

lips. The girl was still there. Looking 
down at him with her cool eyes, imper
sonally.. A seedy bunch of rags and bones 
he must look to her in John Gray's blond_
paneled, silken-rugged offices. She would 
like to get a broom and sweep him out, 
he thought from her cool look. Yet a 
little curious about him underneath, per
haps. After all, she was a woman. 

His own daughter. 
He wondered if she had ever heard the 

name of Henry J essamon. There was no 
reason that she should. Yet he had a 
flash of feeling· that she might have. He 
had int�nded to say something to John 
about how Henry J essamon had once 
challenged him to a duel to the death b.t_ 
there in Loyaquil long. ago. But it was all 
a little confused in his mind, and it made 
no difference. 

. 

. "That's all, Miss Stiles," said John 
Gray with an expressionless face. "Thank 
you. " 

John Gray watched her with his gray 
glance as she withdrew, and the heavy 
door in the paneling closed soundlessly. 
His thin lips were bent. She had tran
scribed the death message with mechani
cal speed and precision, yet its purport 
had not registered on her mind as she did 
so. The perfect automaton. 

· 

John Gray would explain afterwards 
that he had supposed it was just a mean
ingless threat on the part of poor old 



• 

'I'HE DEAD CAN'T DIE! 2S 

Henry J essamon. J essamon had come to 
him, crying about his troubles and mum
bling about suicide, as he had often done 
before ; and to humor the poor fellow and 
shock him out of it, he, John Gray, had 
dictated a farewell message, as poor J es
samon had requested him to do. He had 
merely done it in the hope that it would 
bring J essamon back to his senses . not 
dreaming J essamon really intende_d to go 
through with it. But before he could do 
anything about it, J essamon had seized a 
pen and signed the note, and had rushed 
to the window and gone out it like a flash. 

eyes, uncomprehendingly, at John Gray 
and at the paper which had been pushed 
towards him. 

"What do you mean, John ? I can hear 
your voice, but you sound far away. I 
can see you, but you look like smoke. 
What do you mean that you want me to 
die ? Why, it's true, is it ? What Nora 
1 "d " a ways sa1 . . . .  

With a dazed gesture he pulled the flat 
gun from the side pocket of his worn old 
tweed coat. He laid it shakily upon the 
desk in front of him. 

"I  thought it was to be the window, 

Wyatt Blassingame who. has �nother great "John Smith" story coming 

up in the next issue, also has a rattling good yarn, ''The Ghost and the 

Skeleton," in the February issue of our companion publication ACE G-MAN ! 

Don't miss either of these truly fine stories ! 

• • 

He, John Gray, . was not so good, it 
seemed, in suicidal psychology. . . . 

John Gray started pushing the typed 
sheet across his desk, with a big white
laced hand. His eyes blank and cold, he 
looked at this man who had had Nora all 
these years, although he had been. a dead 
man. A dead man who had not had the 
sense to have understood long years ago 
that there was nothing for him but death. 

Why hadn't Stiles used up the fifty 
thousand in six months, and done it then, 
at a better time ? Why hadn't he had the 
brains to realize that he was a good 
surgeon only, and that he had killed him
seif as a surgeon when he had abandoned 
his identity ? He might have done this 
thing more gracefully long ago. Leaving 
to John Gray Nora. · 

She was gone now. The bird was flown 
away. 

But not this damned man who had kept 
her from him. 

" Well, that finishes it, Hank, " John 
Gray said qui�tly, pushing the suicide 
note across his desk. His eyes were cold 
as death. 

"What, John ? " 
The tired, frayed man who had once 

been a brilliant young surgeon, who had 
saved John Gray's life, who had been a 
dead man too long, stared with blurred 

Hank," said John Gray without emotion. 
" But the gun is as sure a way to hell ." 

"The pistol which someone sent me 
anoQymously more than fifteen years 
ago," said the frayed man in a shaken 
voice. "I  never knew who sent it, or why. 
But Nora knew." 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The Belated Corpse 

OHN GRAY brushed his fingertips 
across his desk. " I  wasn't advising 
you,'' he said. " I  never advise any

one. But it was within my province to 
give you an intimation of the future. A 
friendly warning of what lay ahead. I t  
was too soon, of course� You still had a 
little money left. You still had Nora. You 
hadn't yet completely realized the full 
state of your predicament. 

"The little blue bottle of KCN crystals 
which came three years later," said the 
blurred man, with a working mouth. " I  
have the bottle with me, too. I never 
kne)V who had sent that, either, or why. 
It reached me when things were at their 
blackest, and I emptied out the crystals 
down the drain and put the bottle away 
deep on a back. shelf, for I was afraid of 
it. And you sent that, too. " 
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"It was still too soon, "  John Gray re
peated with thin lips. 

"And you want me to die now ! 
You've always wanted it. " 

"What do you think this conversation 
has been about ?" 

'� I never knew, " said the frayed, blurred 
man. " I  never had a glimmering. Call 
me. dumb. I thought from the begin
ning the evil� was all within myself. But 
Nora knew. The hate and living fear 
she's always had of you. She told me 
last week in the hospital when she lay 
so near to death. She told · me you had 
killed Henry Jessamon, out of black jeal
ousy of him, though you yourself didn't 
get away scot-free and that the only 
reason you hadn't killed me, too, was be
cause you needed me to reach her. She 
told me that you lured tne on to try to 
get his tnoney, to ruin me and send me 
to hell. Knowing that if you could only 
send me to hell she'd gladly go herself. " · 

"Profit and loss, " said John Gray. 
"The bird has flown away. " 

"I  know you - now, John Gray," said 
the frayed man. "Between the windows, 
with your face like smoke. Behind your 
desk of money and power. You took me 
up onto a high place once and showed 
me all the riches of the world. And 
because I didn't know you then, I lis
tened to you. But it was her soul you 
were after, John Gray, through me. It 
was her white soul that you were born to 
get. Only you will never get her soul, 
John Gray, nor will you get mine. For 
she has prayed too long for me, and I 
know you now. ' '  

"You are quite crazy," said John Gray, 
thin-lipped. " I  have been negligent in 
allowing you to starve to quite such an 
extremity. A little food inside your guts 
and a good stiff drink would make you 
rational again. " 

"Say the word Paradise without gag
ging, John Gray ! " 

"There is no such place." 
John Gray saw that the gun upon the 

desk was pointed at him, beneath the 
loos·e clasp of that thin, n urn b hand. 

"You're crazy, of course, " John Gray 
said. "But not quite that crazy, Hank. 
You'd like to kill me, I don't doubt it, 
since most men would like to kill their 
benefactors when further benefactions 

have been refused. But you would hate 
more to bum. You know too w.ell how 
our human bodies are made, each joint 
and nerve, and all the pain of it. It 
would rtot be worth while to have to 
burn, just for the brief crazy satisfaction 
of killing me." 

John Gray looked at the frayed man 
across his desk. The pupils of his eyes 
seemed to contract and disappear, and 
they were as gray as glass.· 

" You'll burn here and in hell both !" 
he said. "I  promise you ! " He gripped 
the arms of his big leather swivel chair, 
his throne. of power, behind his massive 
desk. He seemed to start up from it like 
smoke. He swooped across the desk, 
clutching· at the gun and snatching it. 

HE frayed man said, "111 bum in 
neither place and you know it. 
Did you really think that I, a doc

tor, could destroy a man's life even 
yours ?" 

He looked at John Gray dully. 
"It isn't loaded," he said. " I  took the 

clip of bullets out of it when I got it, and 
put it away on a back shelf, because there 
had been a black strangling .pall over 
me, and I had been ten1pted to use it. 
The same when I got the blue cyanide 
bottle. The urge, the black urge to death. 
Only Nora saved me. She asked me 
this morning to bring them to you, to 
have you admit that you had sent them, 
and for what purpose. But I thought it 
was only a woman's baseless imagination. 
I " let it pass ." 

-

He looked at John Gray from the time
lessness, · light-headed and eerie, which 
surrounded him. There had been a muf
fled explosion. A second ago. A minute 
ago. As John had snatched the gun. John 
Gray had settled back in his chair again, 
between the windows, in the shadows. 
With a flung gesture of his right hand he 
swept the gun to the floor. 

" Did it go off ?" the frayed man asked 
in bewilderment. "There must have been 
one you had put in the chamber. I didn't 
think of that.' '  . 

" Nora," said John _ Gray, breathing 
heavily. " Nora asked you this morn
ing ?" His voice rasped. '' She's dead
you whining crook. You wanted to make 
me believe she was still alive, · telling me 
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she was ill but had been getting better, 
so that you could chisel a few hundred 
out of me to pay her hospital bills and 
bury her, and keep on living your damned 
life for a little while. You won't have 
her any more, either here or hereafter. "  

His eyes were blank as glass. He 
seemed to shrivel, in the shadows, set
tling down d�eper into his chair. 

"How " 
- "In the papers, you lying beggar," 

said John Gray, breathing fitfully. "Yes
ter day evening in the hospital at Asbury. 
Nora Malley, thirty-seven, once with Es
sandee. On a hack page, two or three 
lines, obscure and unimportant. If she 
had been mine, she would have died a 
queen, covered with red orchids bright 
as flame, brighter than any at Loyaquil 
among which you and she had _your love, 
while I lived in hell ! 

"If she had been mine but she was 
always yours. You had her. All these 
years. For what do you think I have 
lived this life ? lf not I,  then you won't 
have her. Go to the window, and jump 
out. Die yourself, and go to hell !"  

The frayed man turned his blurred eyes 
towards the window at the right of John 
Gray. The crisp air. The high blue sky. 
The window ledge was low enough so 
that beyond it he could see the city spread 
out in the vast blue distances. The East 
River, the hospitals along its shore. He 
took a deep breath, almost sobbing. For 
a black terrible moment he had almost 
believed that John Gray spoke from some 
knowledge which he didn't have. That 
she had died since he had left her a bare 
two hours ago, asleep and smiling. 

But that could never be. 
� 'Nora is there !" he said with a deep 

breath of joy. "There by the river. She 
passed the crisis two nights ago, and she 
is out of all danger now." 

" Nora Malley " 
uHer aunt," said the frayed man. "It 

was her aunt whose name you saw. The 
age must have been a misprint for sixty
seven years. Her aunt was head nurse 
for Essandee for thirty years. It was she 
who sent Nora down to Loyaquil She 
died last night in Asbury. Not Nora. Not 
my Nora. If you �ad known that she was 
still alive, you would still have played 
for her, wouldn't you ? Giving me the 

money that I thought I needed. Getting 
me deeper, deeper. Still egging me on 
by word and suggestion to commit that 
last black act. But you will never have 
her now, John." 

"Nora Malley," said ohn Gray thick
ly. "Go to hell yoursel , you " 

Across the desk John Gray's slumped 
and shriveled figure seemed to reach forth 
again like smoke. · He swept his hands 
forward. He swept them across the desk 
at the frayed man across from him, as 
if to clutch and strangle with them. But 
they were motionless and numb, like dead 
beef only. One of his sweeping arms 
knocked the blue bowl of red-flame flow
ers off from his desk, and that was all. 
Behind his desk he seemed to shrivel, 
vanish. Though his hands still clung to 
the desk edge for a little n1ore. 

"John ! "  . 
Behind his great desk he had van

ished. He had slid down from his seat 
of power. 

HERE had been an explosion 
when John had snatched the gun. 
A cartridge in the chamber all these 

years, which John had put there for him, 
and he had not known about. John's 
hands had been clumsy, seizing it. His 
fingers had gone thick on him in that 
moment. 

The frayed -man rubbed his blurred 
eyes, and got shakily to his feet. He 
stepped around the great desk, clinging to 
the edge of its smooth glass surface. 

The great red-flame flowers lay all 
over the floor, in the darkness of spilled 
water. 

John Gray lay on the floor with his 
strong hands spread out. Those white
laced · fingers of John Gray's. Only a 
very cunning eye would have been able 
to see those scars. The frayed man looked 
down with blurred eyes, kneeling. 

They lay dead and empty now, as dead 
beef, those hands which he had made for 

- John from the dead hands of Henry Jes
samon. Those hands he had made when 
John had been brought in with the stumps 
of his hands finger less, and Henry J essa
mon dying. He had never told even 
John just what he had done. He had 
wanted to be sure how it would work 
out, at first, and then he had delayed. i 
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He could never tell John now. 
But it had been the hands of Henry 

Jessamon which had tied John Gray's 
ties for him, and gripped his golf clubs, 
and signed his checks, in a different way 
than he had known before. In the way 
of Henry J essamon. And it had been the 
hands of Henry Jessamon which had 
pulled the trigger of that gun. 

The bullet had gone in just below 
John"s heart. An internal hemorrhage. 
No blood on his gray vest at all around 
the small scorched hole. 

He arose, the gaunt frayed man hav
ing touched nothing. He went sh�ffiing 
to the door set in the paneling, and opened 
• tt. 

11 You had better call the police," he 
said. "I believe they are the ones to be 
informed. Your employer has just shot 
himself. I feel a little dizzy. May I have 
a glass of water ? " 

The girl sat at her machine, with her 
fingers poised motionless, with her face 
half turned towards the door from which 
he had emerged. As if she had been lis
tening. As if she had half heard through 
the heavy door the muffled explosion of 
that shot which had ended John Gray's 
life. As if, perhaps, it had come to her 

• as no surpr1se. 
She sat there with her cool look ; poised, 

unhysterical, efficient. Elinor would have 
shrieked and screamed, and flopped 
around like a chicken without its head. 
But she was his daughter, Alice. Steady 
nerved in the emergency. Intelligent, as 
well. When he had said that John Gray 
had killed himself, she did not ask stupid
ly if he was dead. 

" I  will call the police, "  she said. 11His 
real name was Henry Jessamon. They 
will have to know. " 

({His name ?" • 

CHAPTER SIX 

Satan's Entissary 

HE pressed her hands to the side of 
her neck a moment, before reaching 
for the phone. "Yes," she said. 

'' Therels no need of trying to hide it any 
longer, if it's true. He always called him
self John Gray, of course, and nothing 
else. But I've known almost ever since 

. 

• . 

I first came to work for him that it wasn't 
his real name. I've often wondered what 
lay behind him. What he was trying to 
cover up. 

" You see," she said, pouring out the 
word in a momentary state of young ex
citement, for all her look of cool effi
ciency, "'you see my fiance was with Es
sandee Oil, in their main offices, before 
he went into the army. He was studying 
fingerprints in hopes of getting someday 
into the F. B. I.  Just to tease him I got 
a set of Mr. Gray's fingerprints once 
from the glass top of his desk, which 
is always covered with them, and gave 
them to Jerry. Mr. Gray had mentioned 
having on�e worked for Essandee, and I 
wanted to see if Jerry could really identify 
thetrL Jerry matched them up in the com
pany records without any trouble. But 
they didn't belong to a man who had ever 
been named John Gray. They belonged 
to a man who had been named Henry 
Jessamon. 

"I  guess that was why I felt all excited 
inside when you came in, and said you 
were a friend of Henry Jessamon's. I 
could tell from the sort of apologetic way 
you said it that you knew something 
about hirp. I've always been expecting 
someone to turn up, I guess, every time 
the door has. opened. It was just like 
in a movie. I wondered if he was going 
to turn white and deny ever having heard 
the name. But he just said, 'Send him in.s 

"I  noticed when I was in the room 
later you called him Henry, too. You 
said something to him, not thinking, like, 
'Do you remember, Henry Jessamon ?' 
And then shut up. You called him Henry, 
and he called you Hank. That was my 
father's nickname, too. When a man 
changes his name, you can't help won
dering what he's trying to cover up. Was 
he a criminal ? " 

" Your iather, girl ? "  
"Oh, heavens, no ! I'm not talking 

hysterically, am I ?  My father was a 
young doctor_, very brilliant. If he had 
lived, he would be the greate-st · surgeon 
in the world. I am somewhat like him, 
they all say. I hope I am. Was Mr. 
Gray a criminal, I mean ? I suppose I 
shouldn't ask. But now the police will 
know . "  -

" He never broke a law in his life, " said 
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the tired, blurred man. A man of absolute 
integrity. " ·  

"Of course, " she said. " I  suppose so. 
He was always very careful. But there 
must have been something he was hiding. 
Even before I learned he had changed 
his name, I felt there was something queer 
about him. I never liked him. Something 
so cold and inhuman. As gray as glass. 
I wrote my grandmother about him, and 
she said my description of him reminded 
her of a man who had come to Torkford 
when I was a baby, soon after my father 
died. 

" My mother had died when I was born, 
you see, and my father a few months 
afterwards, in South America, and granny 
brought me up. This man told her he 
was an insurance inspector, and that tech
nically it was against the law for insur
ance to be paid to a baby like me, as had 
been done, and so she must never, never 
let anyone outside of Torkford know that 
mother was dead, if they should inquire. 

" But granny asked a lawyer, and he 
said it wasn't so, and the man was just 
some sort of an imposter. She could tell · 

anyone . that my mother was dead, if they 
asked ; though no one ever did. Granny 
said she or the lawyer never could figure 
out what his game was. She just remem
bered him with a hawk nose and thin lips, 
and eyes as gray as glass. Like my de
scription of. Mr. Gray, she said." 

So John Gray had known that Elinor 
was dead. He had known it ever since 
she died. There must have been some 
message which he had intercepted down 
in Loyaquil. Eighteen years ago, \vhen 
he had first known Nora. He'd been 
free, even then, to marry her to marry 
her and live his own surgeon's life. The 
tired, frayed man leaned against the door 
post, swaying. He himself had learned 
only last week that Elinor was dead. 

" He never broke a law, " his lips 
moved. " But he has been called the 
prince of liars." 

"You are ill. You have been through 
an awful shock," said the girl, with grave 
young sympathy. "Seeing him kill him
self in your presence, after dictating his 
note. I suppose you thought it was just 
a silly bluff of some kind. That's what 
I thought it was, too, when I transcribed 
it. Men who are really intending to kill 

• 

themselves wouldn't dictate a note about . 
it, you wouldn't think. 

"But "then he really went ahead and 
did it. What a shock. What a terrible 
shock to you. I wonder what possessed 
him. He might have waited, at least, 
until he was alone. Not giving another 
man such a shock. It wasn't right." 

" My wife has been very ill ," said the 
frayed man. " I  did not sleep for several 
nights. I have not eaten since I've for
gotten when. We have been very close 
together. We have lived together n1ore 
than eighteen years, in good years and 
bad. I was afraid that I was going to 
lose her. That's why I may seem a little 
dazed to you. " 

"Oh, I am sorry. I hope tbat she is 
better now. ' '  

"He didn't know," said the tired man. 
"He didn't know that we were married. 
I don't know why I didn't tell him today, 
but I didn't. An old friend. An old, old 
friend. John Gray. I didn't tell him, 
though, that Nora and I were n1arried 
last week by the church. But he know� 
now." 

HE girl thought : Talking crazily, 
poor old man. Married more than 
eighteen years. Married last week. 

He was bewildered. Confused in all his 
thinking. Strain over his wife's illness, plus 
this sudden shock, had got him. He must 
love his wife very much, the way his face 
shone when he spoke of her. 

Alice Stiles wondered if her father, the 
cold austere young surgeon, had ever 
been in love. She knew her mother had. 
Her grandmother had told her. There 
had been the young red-haired butcher 
boy with the laughing eyes whom her 
mother had been in love with, though 
she had married Henry Stiles, because 
he had better prospects. But when her 
mother had been dying, it had been the 
red-haired young butcher boy whose name 
she had been whispering, though he was 
dead in Nicaraugua with the n1arines. 

Alice Stiles was glad that already she 
herself knew love, and glad that her 
mother had. She felt vaguely , troubled 
about her father, the cold brilliant young 
surgeon, who had died so long ago, his 
life still incomplete.. 

Poor shocked, sick n1an. 
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. "You had better sit down on the 
couch, "  she said. ui'll give you a drink 
of water. "  

His eyes were blurred. The timeless 
roar of eternity was about him. It had 
been twilight at Loyaquil, and Nora was 
standing hy the river. Henry Jessamon 
was holding up a stick of dynamite, drunk 
as an owl, and saying, I'll fight any man 
with this for her. And if I lose, she's 
your partner in the J essamon-Gray strike, 
John. I've put my Hancock on a 'U!ill . . . •  

Later John Gray talking. . . . f oor old 
Henry J essamon died worth fifty thou,
sand dollars, Hank, and he loqked like 
you, and all you'd need to do would be 
to make a mark for his name. Nora has 
a moral right to it, and you'd have money 
enough to be a great surgeon, and live 
with her always, 1-uhile your wife was 
taken care of. Of course, I don't advise 
it. I never advise. 

The world roared.. Why stop at fifty 
thousand, Hank? After all, it's only 
peanut money. A n1tan can take it, .and 
make ten mill·ion dollars. That's really 
dough. That's money and power. AU this 
town. Look out from this to1-ver, Hank. 
Doesn't it get you? I'll show you how 
to get it all, if you'll only say to hell with 
Nora. 

No, no ! 
Give. me Nora, or else I'll block you 

at every turn, and in the end you'll rot 
and die. 

No, you'll never have her ! 
Give me Nora ! 
You are the devil, John Gray. Go back 

to hell. . . . 

let them make their own observati�ns, and 
come to their own con·clusions ? It was 
so simple. He dictated. this note in his 
real name of Henry J essamon. I suppose 
it is still where I laid it on his desk. We 
can't destroy it very well, can we, even 
if we are sure it was an accident ? 

"We can't destroy his prints, either, 
which will show that was his name. Of 
course, it was an accident. But perhaps 
it would just confuse things if you stayed 
around. Y oti can give me your name and 
address, and they can get in touch with 
you later, if necessary. " 

· 

He gazed at her with his blurred eyes. 
She looked like someone he had known 

· long ago. The -sense of timelessness was 
all about him. ·something had happened 
to him whi�h had given . him an awful 
shock. There had been ·a man named 
Henry J essan1on whom he had known 
somewhere. There had been a man like 
smoke. 

"You know " he , 
g�tically, " I  think 
name. "  

• 

said humbly, apolo
I've forgotten my 

• • 

' '  CURIOUS case, ·commission
er, ' '  the police inspector said, 
lighting a big cigar .that the 

commissioner had given him. ' ' A curious 
case, sir. " , 

"Why ?" 
"It's a clear case of suicide, of course, "  

the i�spector said. "He bought the gun 
fifteen years ago. We've traced the pur
chase, though nobody knows where he's 

His lips moved. He made a signal with kept it since. He dictated this suicide 
his finger to the blonde girl. note in his own voice on the machine to 

"His name wasn't really John Gray his secretary, and it was lying on his desk. 
at all," he said. "We always called him Stating in concise, direct language that 
that. But it was just a name he took he was Henry J essamon, and that he was 
while he was on earth for a while." doing it by his own volition, and absolv-

" I  know, "  she told him gently. "We ing anyone else from blame. " 
discussed that, don't you remen1ber ?"  "He would do that, of course. He was 

"It was an accident,"  he kept repeating. careful. "  
"I'm sure of it. He didn't mean to kill "Yes, a very careful man. A man of 
liimself. The hands of Henry J essamon the highest reputation. Yet it's still some
just reached j�st reached for that gun what of a riddle why he changed his name. 
and 19lled him." · - He had been known as John Gray to 

"Of course it must have been an acci- everyone since he first came to New 
dent. I'm sure the police will consider York to plunge into Wall Street in the 
that possibility. But, pardon tne, don't balmy days of the Coolidge boom. But 

, you think it would be better if we just his name before that was obviously Henry 



THE DEAD CAN'T DIE! 3 1  

J essamon. That is shown by his finger- mon' s writing is calling himself Gray." 
prints when he was employed by Essan- " Murder, you think ?" said the commis
dee Oil, and by his signature as Henry sioner with narrow eyes. 
Jessamon to the will which he wrote in "We'll never know. If it was done, it 
longhand at Loyaquil in 1 924, naming was done at Loyaquil ;  and there would 
Nora Malley, as she was then, his sole be no trace of the fact after this length 
heir, and which was found in a manila of time. The Essandee project there was 
envelope on his desk together with a abandoned to the jungle. The natives 
withered orchid. The only will he ever who worked on it are scattered. The river 
made, as it turned out." boat captain who was the only communi-

" A lot of money." cation with civilization has died long ago. 
"Yes. Enough to tempt a forgery. But All we know is that Dr. Stiles was erro

all the handwriting experts looked over it, neously reported dead, that J essamon 
and they were all agreed without excep- took the ·name of John Gray, and that he 
tion that Henry Jessamon's handwriting kept Stiles in apparently a hypnotic state, 
at Loyaquil in 1924 was undoubtedly the under his control and thumb, for almost 
same as John Gray's of the present tin1e, twenty years. There must have been 
allowing for the normal minor alterations hypnotism in it, of course, to cause ·such 
of style over the...years. A bold square a complete amnesia. " 
writing to matco'his hands. He had made uS tiles ren1en1bers nothing still ?' '  
that will a long time ago, and then tucked "Only vaguely. That he knew a man 
it away and kept it hidden. When he named Henry J essamon, and that he 
made it he probably never dreamed that knew a man like smoke. And that he's 
it would be worth so much someday to happy to have found his daughter, and 
his inheritor. His half of the J essamon- that he loves his wife very dearly. He's 
Gray claitn, which he specifically n1en- started in his tnedicine again. He aban
tioned 'n1y half of the Alaskan claim I doned. it altogether during those long 
hold with John Gray, together with any years he was under Jessamon's thumb, 
and all other properties of which I may though he had much promise once of being 
die possessed' was apparently the major a brilliant surgeon. But with a little re
item that he considered he was willing. freshening he hopes to pick up where he 
But he ran it later to four million dollars. "  left off, and p�rhaps get in the army." 

"What's curious about that ? Nobody "Well, what's curious about that ? 
knows how much his estate is going to be That's the way things should be. "  
when he makes a will. Except that it's "I  don't know," said the inspector, re-
generally less than n1ore. "  lighting his cigar. "A simple suicide, of 

" I  mean,"  said the inspector, "it's curi- course. But I was just thinking in my own 
ous that there was actually a real John mind that well, suppose a man wanted 
Gray, it seems. Like the man we've you to kill yourself, and had a note writ
always known as John Gray, he was \vith- ten saying you were killing yourself, and 
out family or connections, and you can't then you decided to kill him instead, with 
trace where he came from. But he was a his own gun that he had kindly given 
friend of Jessamon's, and they made their you. And you pulled the gun on him and 
strike together, and were employed by shot him while he sweated and tried to 
Essandee at Loyaquil together. The real argue you out of it and tried to grab it 
John Gray's fingerprints were quite dif- from you, and then you made the suicide 
ferent from Jessamon's, of course. His note he had written out for you as if he 
signature, where he witnessed J essamon's had meant it for himself, and Oh, you 
will and again in the Essandee corre- would have to change his fingerprints, of 
spondence files, was radically different. course. And that can't be done. This 
The question is, where did this real John John Gray killed himself all right, I mean 
Gray go ? What happened to him ? He this Jessamon, and I've got mixed up in 
just vanishes his fingerprints and his my own mind, I guess. · 

writing fron1 the earth. And now this " Perhaps, after all, there was nothing 
man with J essamon' s prints and J essa- curious about it. " 

THE END 



• 

\ 
' 

• 

• 

• 

"Let him have id" 

By D. L. CH 

HE brave golden lettering on the 
frosted glass of the office door aJl
nounced that this was the suite of 

Robert 0. Latimer ; it announced further 
that Mr. Latimer was a priwte investi
gator. I hesitated in the hall for a mo
ment, and turned the doorknob. 
32 

Private Detective Latimer had 
stepped too wide of the law on this 
stolen jewelry job and it was my 
duty to set him straight. But that 
was before two gunmen} a luscious 
gal and the Grim Reaper bought 
red-blood c·hi ps in that wild kill-

crazy game. 

• 

• 

PIO 

The reception room, a square cubicle 
shabbily fttrnished, was empty. I was not 
surprised. From what I knew of Mr. 
LatimerJ s business it did not run to svelte, 
lovely secretaries. I crossed the cubicle in 
two moderate strides and opened the other 
door. 
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Robert Latimer sat in a chipped swivel 

chair on the far side o·f a chipped desk. 
His hair was on the verge of turning gray. 
There was a ruddy color in his cheeks and 
his deep blue eyes stared at me with an 
expression quite close to blankness. 

He maintained an immobile poker face 
as he looked at me. He did not speak 
which wasn't particularly odd. Robert 0. 
Latimer hadn't spoken to me for almost 
six years. That fact, incidentally, went 
double. 

I closed the door slowly behind me. I 
stared at him and was aware of powerful 
and mixed emotions surging inside me. 
I was angry. I was l!>itter. And there was 
a very strong sense of pity welling up as 
well. 

I sat down in the chair opposite him. 
There was a slight tremble in my fingers 
and an odd break in my voice as I spoke. 

"You fool, " I said, "you damned obsti
nate fool. I warned you a hundred times. 
You were bound, sooner or later, to get 
into a jam that all your shrewd sharp 
wits couldn't extricate you from. Now 
you've done it. You've ." 

I broke off. For the moment I could 
find no more words. Perhaps there was 
a hint of moisture in my eyes. He 'still 
hadn't answered me. His eyes were fixed 
upon me, cold and I thought, antagonistic, 
as ever. 

"Damn you, " I said, " I'll " 
I broke off again. This time for a more 

obvious reason. I had heard the outer door 
open. I heard footfalls in the square re
ception room. I stood up swiftly as an idea 

to me. I gl�nced hastily around the 
room. My gaze fell on another door. I 
opened it. 

I stepped into a closet just large enough 
to contain my two hundred pounds of 
bulk. I stood there holding my breath, 
my ear pressed hard against the panel. 

The footfalls sounded nearer. The sec
ond door opened. A voice said, "Latimer, 
you rat. You " . 

Another voice interrupted, "What are 
you making a speech for ? Give it to him." 

Two shots blasted out. The panel vi
brated against my ear. There was a slam
ming sound, a click and the noise of 
pounding feet evanescing in the distance. 
I sprang from the closet. I tugged at the 
doorknob. It didn't budge. I knelt down 

and squinted through the mortised lock. 
The key had been turned on the other 

side. Doubtless the visitors had done this 
to conceal their crime as long as possible 
from any casual callers Latimer may have 
had. 

It cost me an effort to turn my head 
around and look at him. There was a hole 
in his head and a second one bored into 
his shirt just above tbe heart. Blood cas
caded over his face, stained his shirt the 
color of a cardinal's robe. 

He was slumped forward over the desk 
and his hands hu�g limply at his side, his 
fingers suspended a scant inch above the 
floor. 

· 

I drew a deep breath and crossed the 
room to the water cooler near,the window. 
I picked up a paper cup, filled it with 
water and drank deeply. About to toss 
the used cup into the receptacle beneath 
the cooler I noted a tiny blood stain on its 
rim. It was only then I realized that I 
had bitten hard into my own lower lip. 

I turned my back deliberately on Lati
mer's corpse. I knelt down before the 
door, took my pocket knife out and went 
to work on the ancient lock. Even though 
my fingers were unsteady it wasn't a very 
difficult job; The door opened again. I 
stood up and regarded the unpleasant 
corpse of Robert Latimer, Private Investi
gator. I noted a slight film of white foam 
at his lips. I shuddered and once more 
was aware of taut churning emotion with-
• 

tn n1e. 
I was still staring .at the body when the 

blonde entered the outer office. She was 
small and beautifully proportioned. Her 
hair was the color of expensive honey and 
her eyes were blue as a cornflower. She 
looked at me, wide eyed, then her gaze 
traveled beyond to Robert Latimer. 

ER eyes opened wider which I 
.. had believed impossible. Her chin 

trembled. Her lips quivered. She 
ran past me to Latimer's desk. She cried 
out in a voice that broke just this side of 
hysteria, "Oh, Bobby, Bobby, what have 
they done to you ?" 

She stood at the side of the corpse, sup
porting herself with one hand on the desk. 
Her pupils were wet with tears. With a 
physical effort she puHed herself together. 
She turned to me. 
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. 
"Who did this ?" she asked. "Who are have hesitated to put in a close friend. 

you ? What are you doing here ? You Moreover, she was offering to lie to cop-· 
killed him, . didn't you ?" .. pers in case they should decide that I had 

I shook my head. "I  found him this a hand in the abrupt demise of Robert · 
way," I said. "I'm a friend of his. Who Latimer. 
are you ?'.. 

· 
She blinked her huge blue eyes at me. 

· "His girl. I loved him. We had She fumbled with her bag. She said, 
planned to marry. Only next month we "How stupid. I came out without a hand
were going to get n1arried. And now " kerchief. Would you n1ind bringing me 

Her voice trailed away obscured in a one of those paper towels from the other 
mist of tears. I drew a deep breath and room ?'' 

· 

studied her. She was undeniably sweet, I marched out and returned with a pa
undeniably pretty. But knowing Robert per · towel. She wiped her eyes and �ook 
Latimer as I did, I doubted very much my arm. She looked up into my face. 
tpat he had intended marrying her. It "You'll help me ?" she said appealingly. 
wouldn't be the first time he had told an "You'll pron1ise to help n1e find out who 
innocent girl that same tale. She turned killed him ?" . 
her face to me suddenly. She spoke with "Miss Maynard," I said, "I promise 
a· desperate impetuosity. I'll leave nothing undone. I'll do every-

. "Look, my name is Helen Maynard. I thing I can to send Latimer's killers to 
loved Bob with all my heart. If you w�re the chair. " 
his friend, find out who killed him." Lord knew that was true enough.. I 

"Well," I said hesitantly, "there are meant every word of it. "Thanks, " she 
the police. " said. "Now you call me in an hour. Don't 

"Have you notified them ?." fail me. Goodbye. " 
� I shook my head. "I  was just about to She left the office and I stared, stunned, 

when you came in. " after her. 
She looked at me for a long moment. I suppose .tpy face is as honest as the 

"I  don't suppose I should trust you," she next man's yet no one had ever taken me 
said slowly. "You were here with him on so much faith before. She had found 
when I arrived. I don't know you. I me with the corpse of her lover. Yet she 
don*t know you didn't kill him yourself. apparently entertained no St!.�picion of me. 
But I 've. got to know who did it. If you She had pledged me to aid her in tracking 
were a friend of his you've got to find down Latimer's murderers·, offered· to lie 
out." to the coppers for me and she hadn"t even 

"I'll try," I said. "But the police " asked my name ! 
"The police, " she said. "Bob didn't I pulled a chair up to the desk, lifted 

think much of their abilities. He often the phone and called headquar�ers. I made 
said that without stool-pigeons they'd be a long report of the death of Robert !� � .; 
helpless." mer. That done I stood · up. Gingerly · 1--

That was true enough. I had heard wormed my way into the trouser pocket of 
him say it several times myself. the dead man. I took out a bunch of keys. 

u Maybe I can help you," she said eager- I slipped them in my own pocket, closed 
ly. "I kne\v sotnething about his business. the door on the corpse and left the office. 
Here's a card with my phone number. As I climbed into a taxicab downstairs I 
Call me in about an hour. We'll talk it heard the wail of a squad-car siren in the 
over. In the meantime I suppose you'd distance. 

· 

better call the coppers. If you like, you Robert Latimer dwelt in a WCJ.lk up 
can say you ca1ne up here with me and apartment house. After some slight trou
we founp the body together. That'll stop ble I found the keys which opened the 
them from maybe holding you on sus- fuyer door and the one to his flat . . I let 
picion."  myself in and looked around. 

I blinked at her. After all ·we had been · It was a small shabbily furnished apart-
acquainted for something under three min- ment, consisting of two rooms and a tiny 
utes. But in that short period she "·as kitchen. I examined the place carefully. 
treating me with a confidence I would I had no clear idea of what I was looking 
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fur. But it was possible that I might come 
across something which would throw some 
light on the death of Latimer. Moreover, 
now I had a sort of proprietary interest 
in the place. 
· I had barely begun my task when I . 
heard a key go in the outside lock. I took 
up my position facing the door, drew an 
automatic from my shoulder holster and 
waited tensely. I brought the muzzle of 
my gun up as I heard the key knock over 
the tumblers. The door opened inward. 

Two men entered. One was dark, short 
and .heavy bearded. The second was tall, 
possessed o'f sandy hair an4 a pair of cruel 
gray. eyes. They had, h-owever, one thing 
in commo�. Each of them carried a gun . . 

For a split-second we looked at each 
other. Then, I think, the three of us said 
simultaneously, "Drop that gun." · 

T WAS nice impasse. None of us 
moved. The pair of thetn exchanged 
glances from the corner of their eyes. 

One of them moved to my right, the other 
to my left. I recognized the strategy im
mediately. It was impossible for m:e to 
shoot in two directions at the same time. 
The -short man looked more dangerous to 
m. I kept him co�ered, wondering if I'd 
have time to shoot, turn and shoot again 
before a bullet · blasted me apart. 

They solved the problem for me. The 
tall man made a sudden diving tackle. I 
fired the automatic futilely as I fell to the 
Boor. I hit nothing but the wall. Then 
the pair of them were upon me. They 
wrenched the automatic from my hand. 
One of them belted me in the jaw just for 
the hell o'f it, then with a gun muzzle in 
my back they permitted me to rise. 

The tall man said, "Louie, roll the joint. 
I '11 look after this guy." 

Louie proceeded to roll the joint with a 
thoroughness engendered by years of 
practise� His partner sat down at my side 
holding his gun very carefully between us. 
After a ·while Louie, wearing an expres
sion of utter disappointment, stood before 
us. 

"Jake," he announced, Hit ain't here." 
Jake looked at me as if h� held me per

sonally responsible. "Frisk him," he said 
to Louie. "Maybe he got it ahead of us. " 

Louie looked me over and shook his 
head. He patted my pockets futilely. "He 

• 
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couldn't have the stuff," he pointed out. 
"Hell, it's a big bundle. He couldn't carry 
it in his pockets. "  

Jake's regard of me became more men
acing, more suspicious. "All right,"_ he 
said, "talk. Who are you ?" 

I looked down at the gun · muzzle and 
thought with n1ore rapidity than usual. 
' 'Me ?" I said. "Oh, I 'm Jack Latimer. 
Bob .Latimer's brother. The coppers told 
me he was dead. I'm his only relation so I 
come into his property. I just came up 
here to have a look around. Who the 
devil are you ? ' '  

They didn't answer me. They ex
changed a long thoughtful glance. "Well, 
the stuff ain't here," said Jake at last. 
''Do you think we been crossed ? " 

Louie shrugged. "Maybe. Let's have 
a drink and think it over. We'll figure out 
our next move in a saloon. I always think' 
better at a bar." 

"Look, " said Jake to me. -"We're going 
now. Maybe we'll go right downstairs. 
Maybe we'll wait outside the door for five 
minutes or so. So don't stick your nose 
out for at least six minutes. Otherwise 
you might get your head blasted off. Come 
on, Louie." 

They strode from the flat slamming the 
door behind them. I waited a good six 
minutes. Then I went into Latimer's bed
room and picked up the phone. I dialed 
Helen Maynard's number. 

A moment later her voice, exciting and 
tense trickled over the wire into my ear. 
"I'm so glad you called. I think I have 
somethlng. Can you come down here rig�t 
away ?" -

I could for several reasons. I was most 
anxious to further my acquaintance with 
someone who trusted me as blindly as did 

· Helen Maynard. . 
She lived in Chelsea. It was a small 

neatly furnished aparttnent whose pastel 
walls were crowded with photographs. 
Sotne of them amazingly good. 

"My hobby," She explained, as I looked 
then1 over. "I'm_ .one of those camera 
fiends. Not bad, eh ?" 

I conceded that. most of them were quite 
good. Then I came directly to the point 
which was the murder of Robert 0. Lati
mer. 

"I think I know who killed him," she 
said. "You see, I knew a lot about his 
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business. I knew about an important case 
on which he was working." 

I lifted my eyebrows. " I  thought Lati
mer was a close mouthed guy. I thought 
he talked to no one." 

Her blue eyes looked like huge violets. 
"Oh, he talked to me," she said and as I 
gazed at her blonde loveliness, I was quite 
willing to believe he had. 

"It was a jewel case, " she said. "Did 
you ever hear of the Mastersons ? ' '  

I screwed up my brow and looked 
thoughtful. "Masterson," I said. "Yeah. 
Owned a bucket of jewelry. Was robbed 
of it a few months back. Is that it ?" 

"That's it, " she said. "Well, Bobby 
was working on that." 

-

• 

hidden the jewels. Not even his two con
federates knew where they were. That's 
why they hired Bobby Latimer. " 

"Wait a minute," I said, "let's get this 
straight. Arnold's confederates, lying low 
because the coppers were seeking them, 
go · to Latimer to retain him to find out 
from Arnold the location of the jewels ?" 

"Right. Of course the confederates had 
to keep under cover. They told Latimer 
to promise Arnold that his share would 
be kept for him until he got out. They 
were even prepared to try to help Arnold 
to escape if he'd reveal t�e location of the 
jewels. You see that would help them 
raise money to arrange the jailbreak." 

" So did Latimer see Arnold ?·" 

ARGOSY means variety I Stories of every age and every land the best 
that's written of war adventure • • •  historical romance • • •  fantasy • • •  the 
West • • •  sports • • •  mystery. Don't miss the big January ARGOSY the 
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Carse, H. Bedford-Jones, E. Hoffmann Price, and many other brilliant 
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"Was he ?" I asked. " I  thought the cops 
got the guy that pulled that job. Sent him 
up a month ago. " 

"They got one of the guys," she cor
rected. " Besides, they never got the 
jewels." 

"So," I said, "how does this tie in and 
what am I supposed to do ?" 

She looked at .me and her eyes were . 
i_1digo reproach. "I 'm trusting you," she 
�id, "trusting you without even knowing 
your name because I 'm a weak and help
less woman trying to avenge the death of 
her fiance. I want you to track down the 
killers. I want you to gather the evidence 
and present it to the police. I can't do it 
alone. Will you help me or not ?" 

I chose my words very carefully. " I  
will do my very best, " I assured her, "to 
see that Latimer's murderers end up in 
Sing Sing. You have my word." 

HE smiled at me. "All right," she 
said, "this much I know. A man 
named Arnold is in prison right now 

for stealing the Masterson jewels. There 
were three in the gang. The police only 
got Arnold. It seems that Arnold had 

" Sure he did. Arnold agreed to the 
deal and told Latimer where the jewels 
were hidden." 

"Well, where are they ? And why did 
he get killed ? Moreover, how do you 
know all this ? '' 

"Why, he told me, honey. He told me 
all his business. Of course, I don't know 
where the jewels are but I have an idea." 

"Which is ?" 
"Those two confederates have them_ 

Maybe they refused to pay Bobby's fee. 
So they killed him and took the jewels. 
Besides they may have figured he knew 
too much." 

"Well, ' '  I said, " it all sounds reason
able. But who are these thugs and where 
do we find them ?" 

''That's just it," she said excitedly. 
"That's where I was so lucky. I remem
ber that Bobby used the phone here a short 
while ago. He told me he was going to 
call those two clients. He took a piece of 
paper from his pocket with the address 
and phone number on it. When I spoke 
to you at the office today I sort of remem
bered that he'd left that paper here. I 
figured if I could find it we could find the 
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killers. And I found it just before you 
called." 

" How convenient, "  I murmured but 
she didn't hear me. 

Off . in what I prestnned was the bed
room a telephone rang. "Excuse me," 
sai� Helen Maynard. She left the room 
and closed the bedroom door. I went into 
·swift action. First, I opened the purse that 
was lying on the desk top. I went through 
it rapidly. � 

I found a numb�r of thin-gs including a 
little oblong card which bore the day's date 
and Helen Maynard's name typed neatly 
on it. I found several keys, one of which 
was small and intricate. In my book it 
had been fashioned for but one purpose. 

I wandered into the kitchen, found a 
bottle of SGotch and poured myself a 
drink. As I obtained a chaser from the 
faucet I noted an uncoyered garbage can 
beneath the sink. I bent over. In the can 
·were half a dozen paper cups. Orie of 
them bad what seemed like a spot of rouge 

• • on 1ts · rtm. 
I picked it up, examined it. The spot 

most definitely was not rouge. _ 

I was back in the living room seated 
comfortably when the girl returned from 
the bedroom. 

HSome fooi," she said. "Some fur com
pany who says I owe them money when I 
never even heard of them. Some of these 
business people are crazy. But anyway I 
got that paper for you." 

She handed me a slip of paper. Upon it 
two names, an address and a telephone 
number had been typed. The� names' were 
Louis Mantell and Jake Rathbun. I was 
not in the least bit surprised. 

"All right," I said, "and what am I 
supposed to do ? " 

" Get the coppers. Go up to that ad
dress. The police want those two anyway 
for the Masterson jewel job. They'll take 
them in on that. Then you tell the cops 
what you know about the murder of Lati
mer. The cops'll make those two talk. 
They have ways, you know." 

" Yeah, " I said, "I know. But don't 
you think you should come along with 
me ? They'll want you as a witness. " 

She shook her head slowly. " I'd rather 
keep out of it,'·' she said softly. "The ter
rible publicity, you know. I come from a 
small toWD. I wouldn't want my parents 

to read about me in a murder trial, even 
though I am perfectly innocent. " 

"'Of course," I murmured. "I '11 get 
after these guys right away. But you bet
ter stay here in case I want you. " 

She walked across the room, stood be
fore me her blue eyes boring into mine. 
"You know, " she said, "I think you're 
wonderfnl. " 

She moved her face forward suddenly 
and kissed me full on the lips. It was 
quite pleasant. 

I took two cops Sergeant Mahon of 
homicide and Ritter, his right hand man 
-with me to go calling on Louie and Jake. 
Their abode was a railroad tenement in 
the far reaches of the west side. 

-

HE three o.f us pushed through the 
door at the instant Jake opened it. 
We went in with drawn . guns. 

Louie and Jake gaped at us. Louie recov
.ered first. His hand do'te for his hip. 
There was a sudden explosion from Ma
hon's gun. Louie yelped. Blood dripped 
down from a hole on his wrist, stained the 
dusty carpet on the floor. . 

"Conie on," said Mahon. "You're go- · 
ing with us.'' . 

Jake glowered at him. 1'For what ?" 
"Robbery. Violation of the Sullivan 

Act. And murder. '' 
"Whose murder ?'' 
1' Robert Latimer's." 
I sighed. "You better hold that last 

charge for a while, sergeant," I said. 
"Hold 'em on the others." 

Mahon looked at me, puzzled. "Why ? 
I thought you said that " 

"There's another angle to the case, " I 
told him. "Send Ritter along to book 
these boys and you come with me." 

We did it that way. Ritte.r took a hack 
with his pair of handcuffed prisoners. 
Mahon and I climbed in a second· cab and 
drove back to Helen Maynard's apartment. 
When I introduced Mahon to her she 
looked blackly at me. 

"I thought I told you I wanted to keep 
out of this." 

" Sorry," I said. ,"But I promised you 
I would spare rto effort to track down the · 
killer of Bob Latimer. "  · 

"Well ?" 
"I'm still not sparing any." 
Mahon looked around helplessly. "What 
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the hell's going on ? Didn't Jake and Louie 
fire those two bullets we found in Lati
mer's body ?" 

"Sure, " I said, "but what's that got to 
do with it ?" 

Mahon looked at me as if I had gone 
mad. Helen Maynard glared and there 
was a tiny shadow of perplexity in her 
deep blue eyes. · 

"What are you trying to do ?" she de
manded and somehow she didn't seem so 
soft and helpless any more. "I'm sure 
those two guys killed Latimer. Examine 
their guns ; examine the bullets. Ballistics 
will find they check. I know it. " 

"I know it, too, " I said. "I'm not deny-
ing they shot Latimer. ' '  

· 

"Then," said Mahon, "why did you tell 
me not to book 'em for murder ?" 

"I  don't deny they shot Latimer," I re
peated. "But they didn't kill him." 

There was utter silence in the room. 
11 Suppose you clear it up ?" said Mahon. 

The girl said nothing with her lips ; her 
eyes were furiously eloquent. 

"All right," I said. "This Latimer 
whom I knew pretty well wasn't a very 
honest guy. He was shrewd and close 
lipped. He trusted no one and didn't ex
pect to be trusted himself. He operated 
barely inside the law and . sometimes 
slipped over the edge. I can't quite picture 
him telling dangerous business secrets to 
any woman. Even · one as attractive as 
you, Miss Maynard. " 

"Why not ?" she asked in a sharp tone. 
"We loved each other." 

"The hell you did," I said. "You hard
ly knew him. Let me tell you how I figur.e · 
it. Your story about Arnold, his confed
erates and the hidden Masterson jewels is  
tr1:1e. I know that personally. I know 
moreover that Latimer went to Ossining 
to see Arnold. But I doubt very much 
that Jake and Louie went to see Latimer, 
themselves. u .  

"'Why ?" 
"Because they were hot and they 

wouldn't trust Latimer. They probably 
knew him well enough .to know that if 
there was any percentage in it for him, 
he'd turn them in. They sent an emissary. 
They sent you, Miss Maynard."  

"Keep talking," said Mahon, "I'm still 
baffled. '' 

"I don't think Miss Maynard is," I 

-
said. - �'But I'll go on. As emissary, Miss 
Maynard makes the deal for Jake and 
Louie. Then they got Arnold to reveal the 
whereabouts of the jewels and promised 
that his cut would be safely held for him. 
A jailbreak may even be arranged. This 
Latimer does. Arnold tell-s hin1 where the 
stuff is. Latimer gets it. He calls Miss 
Maynard, tells her he is ready to deliver 
it for his fee." 

The girl's blue eyes were cold as the 
Arctic Sea. 

''  HEN," I continued, " Miss 
Maynard begins to figure an
gles. Perhaps she can pocket 

Latimer's fee and keep all the jewels her
self. That would set her up for life. She 
goes to _ Latimer's office. She takes the 
·ewels. She leaves. She phones Jake and 
�ouie, tel

_
ling them that Latimer intends 

keeping the stuff. Telling them that Lati
mer has the jewels planted in his apart
ment and he intends disposing of them 
himself. She suggests they go to Latimer's 
office at once and kill him. After all, they 
had no recourse at law. After shooting 
him they can roll his apartment and pick 
up the stuff. So they come in and blast 
Latimer. As a matter of fact I was there 
when they did it." 

Mahon shook his head. " You're going 
too fast for me." 

"And for me," snapped the Maynard 
girl. " How could I possibly take the 
jewels away from Latimer ? What did I 
do, threaten to beat him up ?" 

I looked her squarely in the eye. "No,, 
I said, "You killed him." 

"Wait a minute, " said Mahon. " How 
could she kill him when you say you saw 
Jake and Louie blast him ? How " 

"I  '11 tell you," I said. " I  took a drink 
of water in Latimer's office. I got some 
blood on the edge of the paper cup. That 
paper cup with all the others which were 
in Latimer's waste-paper basket are now 
reposing in Miss Maynard's garbage can." 

"Why ?" ask�d Mahon. 
" Because Miss Maynard, upon deciding 

_she wanted the works for herself, did away 
with Latimer. She's a photographer. All 
she had to do was take a vial of potassium 
cyanide frollJ her dark room and go up 
to Latimer's offic�. She knew he kept a 
bottle in the desk. She asked for a drink. 
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She dumped the cyanide into his cup. 
Then she took the jewels, went . out and 
called her thugs to shoot Lati1ner." 

"You mean they shot a corpse ?" asked 
Mahon. 

"They shot.a corpse, " I said. "But aft
erwards Miss Maynard remembered the 
paper cups she'd thrown into the basket. · 

She didn't quite know whether or not 
fingerprints could be taken from paper 
cups. She decided to play it safe, to come 
back and retrieve those cups. She did and 
ran into me. However she went into a fast 
act, sent n1e out of the roo1n to get a paper 
towel and snatched up all the cups in the 
basket not knowing just whic4 ones she 
had used." ' 

"You can't prove any of this," said 
Maynard in a dry voice. "You haven't 
got the jewels." 

" I  know where they are. In your purse 
is a card, dated today, which states you 
have rented a safe deposit box at the Fed
erated Bank. There is also a key there 
which is the type used just for safe deposit 
locks. You sank the jewels there as soon 
as you had taken them." 

"Damn you," she said and I reluctantly 
admired the steadiness of her voice, "You 
went through the house when I got that 
damned fool phone call. Just a lucky co
incidence. Just dumb luck." 

".You underrate me," I told her. " Ser
great Mahon made that call at my iristruc
tions. I wanted to look the place over., 

"All right, " said Mahon. "You better 
come along, lady . . . .  You did a nice job, 
Lieutenant Latimer. " 

"Lieutenant ?" said Mayn.ard. "Lati
mer ?" 

"Bob's brother, " I told her. "We knew 
he'd seen Arnold in Sing Sing. We fig
ured why. I called on him to tell him to 
keep to hell out of it. I hadn't spoken to 
him for years because we never quite 
agreed on what was right and what was 
wrong. But this time I thought he was 
sticking his neck out. I went in to tell 
him. I found him dead. Because the color 
was still in his face, because there was a 
film of foam...._on his lips, I figured it was 
cyanide." 

She put on her hat. 
"You tried to play me for a fall guy, " 

I told her. "You tried to play . everyone 
for fall guys. You wanted Jake and Louie 
sent up to cover up your murder, also so , 
that they'd never be able to touch you if 
they figured you swiped the jewels. Then 
you wanted me to put the finger on them 
for you. I'm afraid you've lost all 
around." 

She turned around, 'refused to look at 
me and said to Mahon, "I'm ready, s�r
geant." . 
· I jammed on my hat and left the room. 
The hardest part of the job was yet to 
come. I had to go home and report Bob's 
death. For some crazy reason he had al
ways been Mom's favorite child. 

MURDER ffl A DEAD HEAT ! 
Mr. Maddox, busiest bookie that ever covered a bet ar- · 

rives at Suffolk Downs and promptly loses his shirt t� an 
old lady who doesn't know a furlong from a filly ! It was 
a big jump from that prim and proper house in Back Bay 
Boston to Joe Maddox' hotel wire-room, yet Miss Sabintha 
Clay managed to bridge the gap and come out on the right ' 
end of a lon�shot wager. But when she wanted to double I ( . 

her win wit� a sec?nd s�rewhall gamble on a nag that couldn't win if he ran alone, Madd�x decided to Investigate. That was when he was met at the door by Uncle Ed and his wooden g'!-n, and
. 

asked po�itely to join the ''museum of corpses upstairs.'' f�� T. T. FLYNN at his best In
. 

a smashing new novel-length racetrack murder mystery. · 

CORNELL WOOLRICH Int�oduces you to The Body in Grant's Tomb, and it i�n't the General he wants you to meet either. The P.D. called the gate-crashing corpse a suicide but Aunt Agatha Applehy knew better and refused to return to her blackboards and inky-
fingered urchins until she had put the killer 

•DI on ice literally by joining the second vic· � tim in the slayer's refrigerator. 
Then there's a gripping new Colonel Kaspir 

novelette, The Sweet Waters of Death, by C. P. 
DONN�L, Jr., and other exciting stories to 
complete a great JANUARY issue of DIME 
DET$CTIVE. On sale DECEMBER 4th ! • 
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6'0kay, you mugs! Up 
with those hands!" 

Joe's heart and his patriotism were in the right place but his name 
was against him. And Joe took a chance on breaking the law to put 

himself right with the authorities . 

• 

' '  EY, Joe ! Fill 'er up !" Joe 
heard the voice, frowned as 
he swung and saw Pat Burke. 

Since his run-in with Burke over the first 
gas curfew, he and the big State trooper 
had been barely speaking. There had been 
nothing legally compulsory in that earlier 
seven to seven closing rule, and Molly' d 
40 

been sick at the time ; he'd needed every 
cent he could scrape together to make 
ends meet. But Burke had fixed it with 
the distributor. He'd had to shut down 
at seven each night or go without gas. 

He walked over and Burke growled : 
"Sorry about Joey, pal. I just heard, over 
at Gralicer's. '' 
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Joe dunked the hose nozzle into the tank 
of the trooper's motorcycle. 

"Thanks," he said stiffly. 
"Tough about losin' your lease here, 

too, " Burke said. "Why'n't yuh get a 
defense job ?" 

Joe looked up. He laughed harshly. "I 
tried that. The.Y don't want guys with 
names like Man1otti. "  

Burke stared off thoughtfully. "Your 
father was naturalized, wasn't he ?" 

"Sure." Joe hung up the hose. "But 
that's not enough for these defense guys. 
Yuh gotta be related to somebody that 
came over in the Mayflower. "  

Burke said : "Tough luck, fella, but I 
guess that's the war." He kicked down 
on his starter pedal ; then as the motor 
broke into a quick roar : "Don't forget the 
curfew, pal. I'm st.ill supposed to keep an 
eye on you birds, remember ! "  

J� followed the trooper .with a bitter 
stare. He wasn't likely to forget the cur
few. The War Production Board's order 
was for a maximum 12-hour working day ; 
but to simplify enfurcement county gas 
station proprietors had voted to re-estab
lish the seven to seven schedule, so that 
actually he had the same old turkey back . 
on his doorstep. Well, he wouldn't have 
that to worry about much longer. 

His thoughts turned to Joey as be . 
wheeled and walked somberly back to his 
little white stucco office. It had been hard 
leaving Molly that morning ; hard to think 
of her as she'd been when he'd left her, 
bent tensely ov�r little Joey's bed· and 
listening with that acute look of pain on 
her face to his labored breathing. 

"Joe, " she'd whispered to him, "please 
come home early. I'm worried, Joe. " 

He had withdrawn his hand from the 
fevered brow of the boy on the bed. 

"Now it's no good to worry, honey. 
Doc said he'd pull out of it, didn't he ? 
And then if we can send him to that sani
tarium Doc mentioned " 

Molly interrupted him. ''That's what's 
worrying me, Joe. Five hundred dol
lars " 

"Honey, worrying's not going to help 
either one of us. Now you keep that chin 
up !" 

Joe had patted the hand of the· sleeping 
child ; then he had kissed Molly's droop
ing, tired motuh. The kiss had conie from 

. . . 
his heart, but it had had no spirit in it, no 
hope. 

Five hundred bucks . . .  He was a good 
mechanic ; he could have made that much 
in just a few weeks at Liberty Aircraft. 
But now he remembered the foreman's • 

words when he had gone there fo-r a job.. 
"Maniotti, huh ? Sorry, bud ; you're 

probably okay, but I can't take a chance.1' 
And later he'd heard about the rule that · 
you had to be American from a couple 
generations back at least.' He knew then
that he was washed up. He knew that his 
chance of getting that dough for Joey was 
practically zero. 

At seven, his pump � lights ·out and the 
pumps locked, ·he went to his desk to work 
on the stock inventory he was trying to 
get done before the new lease-holders took 
over. At nine, still working, he heard the 
car drive up and went to the door. 

The man coming towards him across the 
driveway was swarthy,. tight·lipped. 

"We need some gas, buddy. And we 
got a flat." 

Joe said : "Sorry I can't help on the 
gas. There's a " 

He stopped, freezing. · The man's hand 
had flipped up to show the blue gleam of 

• an automattc. 
, 

"Get goin', buddy. Move fast and yuh 
won't get hurt.'' 

Joe stared at the gun. "I I'll need my 
keys," he faltered. "They're '' 

· 110kay, get 'em. And make it snappy.:' 
The man followed hi�m into the office, 

stood directly . behind him as -he reached 
up to the key hook. He swung with a star� 
as a second man came through the door• 
way. The man walked to his phone and 
with a savage yank wrenched out it wires. 

The automatic jabbed him. "Okay. Now 
step on it. " 

He snapped on his ptlmp lights and 
stumbled into the driveway. The car 
stood backed against his high-test pump, 
its right rear tire flat. He jacked it up and 
went to work slowly. 

The second man came over. He leaned 
into the car and turned the radio on softly. 
A news announcer was speaking in an ex
cited voice, and with a straining effort Joe 
caught the words "aircraft company" and 
"serious loss.''  

Aircraft company ! Maybe these two 
were • • •  • 
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. 

The man in back of him snapped, 
"Come on, quit stallin' ! "  and he sensed 
the man's pent-up tension. 

"I got just two hands, mister, , he said. 
"Maybe you " .. 

" Shut up !" the man cut him off tensely. 
"Just step on it, that's all. " 

Joe felt his own nerv-es fraying under 
this strain of waiting, hoping. A faint 
popping that could have been a motor
cycle's exhaust came to him from up the 
road somewhere ; then the sound abruptly 
died, and his hopes sank. 

He took out the car's spare and started 
putting it on. A heavy despondency set
tled on him. It had been too much to ex
pect, too much to hope for. He finished 
tpe last bolt and one of the men clipped : 
"Never mi_nd the hub cap. Stick in the 
gas." 

Joe straightened with a stiffened slow
ness, then suddenly tensed. Had that been 
a rustling soun.d over there in his hedge ? 
He listened with an acute attention as he 
took out his keys to unlock the pump, b.ut 
the sound wasp't repeated. . . 

11Come on, fill 'it up !" fume� the man 
with the gun. "We can't be " 

A figur� in gray uniform sprang from 
the hedge. · 

"Okay, you �ugs I Up with those hands 
-fast !" . 

Joe's heart dove. The man with the au
tomatic whirled and fired in hasty panic. 
But Pat Burke's gun was· already at shoul
der-level and he deliberately pumped one 
shot. The man with the automatic spun 
and fell ; at the s�me i�stant his companion 
moved in a crouching leap fot: the car. ... , 

Joe yelled, "Not today, brother !" and .· 
swung down hard with the heavy tire 
wrench. The man crumpled, and Burke 
walked over. The nrst: inan was dead ; 
Burke calmly stooped. over the unconscious 
form of the second and snapped handcuffs 
on him. 

"Nice goin', pal, "  he said to Joe Mani
otti, then returned to the dead man and 

• 

• 

made a rapid search of his pockets. His 
jaw was clamped rigid as he straightened 
finally with a rumpled paper clutched in 
his hand. 

He fluttered the paper in front of Joe. 
"Thought one of 'em' d have it, " he re· 
mar}<ed grimly. "These are plans of a new 
Liberty pursuit ship supposed to be fast
er than the latest Spitfire."  

Joe looked at it with a dazed stare. "You 
-·you mean these jerks were on their way 
from th� plane factory ? They were " 

u Brother, I mean but positively ! I got 
the alarm about 'em white I was over at 
Galicer's a litUe while ago. Then from the 
hill up there I spotted this lighted pump of 
yours. Joe, that was fast headwork
switchin' on those pump lights. so I'd think 
you were bustin' the curfew again." 

Joe flushed, stammered : ','Thanks
thanks, Burke. It was just a lucky break, 
l guess." 

" Brother, it's gonna be lucky for
Hey, wait a minute ! You're not goin' 
home yet !" 

Joe Maniotti turned. He stared at Burke 
in surprise. "You want me " 

"Sure I want you you lug ! I want 
you to come with me and meet Matt Halli
day." 

_Joe went rigid ; he stared at Burke 
blankly. "Matt Halliday ! You mean the 
president of Liberty Air " 

Burke broke in impatiently : "Listen, 
fella, you still .want that job, don't you ? 
Well, after I fell Halliday what you did 
here tonight it's in the bag they'd take 
y·ou on over there if your name was • • Sclitcklegruber !" 

Joe Maniotti felt a stiff lump rising in 
his throat. He _thought of Molly, Joey • . .  

thought with swelling pride of taking his 
place in that great overalled army of 
Americans who were "keeping 'em fly-. " tng . • • • •  

His eyes met Burke's. "I'll get my hat," 
he said in a choked voice. ''Sure, Burke, 
I'll I'll be rigpt with you." 

THE BONDS YOU BUY TODAY WILL BUILD 

THE PLANES THAT WILL BOMB . 

TOKYO TOMORROW ! 



He was lying on 
his c h e s t ,  his 
head and arms 
banging loosely 
over the side of 

the dock. 

T h e · n i g h t  w as 
filled u; i t  h t h e  
weifd strumming 
sound that floated . 

• 

across the water from the distant de
serted island . ..  That dark, pine-studded 
island which was cursed with the sin 
of young lovers and from which no 
music should ever come. Yet Fred 
Banks heard that music as he learned 
of another young couple's rendezvous 

with death! 

-

• 

• 

• 

. " 

KNEW it was cotning knew some
thing was. For three days, a tight, 
tormenting uneasiness had been grow-

tng on me. 
I tried to keep Carl Georges in the 

"ballroom" of my little log hotel after sup-
43 
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per. I poked up the blaze of pine logs in nature " rather than my little twenty-room 
the oversize stone fireplace till the waxed log outpost in the wilderness. He'd turned 
floor glittered and the white bearskin a bright eye on Rosemary O'Hara t&e first 
glowed on the wall. . night he was here, when I had her in to 

"A nasty night out on the water, " I wait on table. I never asked her in again 
said. "A good night to lounge around in but the damage had been done. She'd 
front of a fire." never seen anything like Carl Georges in 

Carl's coal-black eyes revealed amuse- seventeen years up at Oliver O'Hara's 
ment. "Pops, you're blowing sour again. " brat-filled farmhouse. 
He was a handsome devil black hair with Not that the O'Haras were farmers. 
just enough silver in it to make it more They kept a few cows in order to sell 
romantic. Being an actor, he wore it long. milk and an acre or two of truck. Most
He had the final cut features of his pro- ly, O'Hara was the local carpenter and 
fession, a cleft chin, and a little waxed builder ; Ma O'Hara churned butter and 
black mustache so perfect that it might did washing for some of the sun1mer pea
have been manufactured. He was slender- pie. But I'd seen Oliver O'Hara, with a 
hipped, graceful, with long, dark hands. drink or two in hin1, revert to savage 
If there was a flaw in his appearance, it shanty Irish. If he once worked himself 
n1ight be that his eyes were just a shade up over Carl Georges and Rosemary . . . .  
too closely set. He lit a cigarette, l oafed The wind was rattling the big windows 
against the door jatnb. "I came here for of the long, slender ballroom, and the fire 
a vacation, Pops, not a revival meeting. was very inviting. But somehow I couldn't 
Remember ?" 

' 
concentrate on my book. 

He flipped the match out onto the veran- I heard the screen door in the kitchen 
da. "Or are you going to flash that tin open, and I started to get up, thinking the 
of yours and lock rpe up so you can keep wind had blown it in. Half up out of my 
an eye on me ?" He had started this line chair I hesitated. Oliver O'Hara came 
the day he arrived, as soon as he found slowly to the mouth of the hall. 
that I was the local constable of a crimeless One look at the flush in his gray cheeks 
community. and I knew he'd been drinking. He was 

" No, " I told him. " I  won't lock you tall, rawboned, with the map of Ireland on 
up. But listen to me, son. Rosen1ary 0'- his face. He had heavy, hairy brows and 
Hara's father has a devil in him ! You're a wild black forelock fell down over his 
askin' for trouble. "  · short forehead. 

He laughed and slid his slender hands He wet his already moist, purple lips. 
in the slash pockets of his black corduroy "Where' s that musician at ?" he asked hus
breeks. " Hell, Pops, I've debated the is- kily. His gray eyes were dull and heavy. 
sue with tougher guys than him. Don't Because Georges, like most actors, could 
worry just a little innocent romance. strun1 superficially on my old piano, he 
What's life without romance ?" He hesi- was a n1usician to Oliver. "You mean 
tated in the open door. "I may take a Carl ?" I stalled, trying to think of some
canoe frotn the boathouse, Pops. Don't thing pacifying to . say. "He went out 
get excited if one's gone. " somewhere. " 

He wandered on out. whistling softly. "Where's Rosemary ? She over here ?" 
I shook n1y head, filled my pipe slowly " No. " What was there to say ? "Listen, 

and reached automatically for a book. Oliver . . . .  " 
. 

DIDN'T open it. Instead, I sat wor-
• 

rytng. 
For all his personality, Carl was a 

brash, selfish-minded youngster if he 
were a youngster. I couldn't even set his 
age to my own satisfaction although he 
spent most of his time off on canoe trips. 
He couldn't be very old. I wished he'd 
chosen some other spot to "get back to 

• 

He had turned and was gone, with his 
paddling, sidewinding Indian's walk. Be
fore I could move, the kitchen door 
banged. 

I looked at the ship's clock on the man
tel. It showed ten minutes to eight. . . • 

It showed well after nine when I finally 
gave up trying to make sense of ten pages 
of the book. I got up and prowled rest
lessly, put the little hotel to rights. Even 
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then, it was too early to turn in. I wan
dered outside to the veranda and stood 
looking out over the black restless water, 
the wind in my face. 

That was when I got the odd sensation. 
There was no other word for it but sensa
tion. I found myself instantly leaning for
ward, straining some inner sense to catch 
. . . .  what ? Vaguely, it gave me the ex
perience of music, or a sweet relaxation. 

Take a generous handful of silver and 
spread it on the floor. Set a pencil pointing 
roughly into their center. The coins would 
be the assorted islands of pine land around 
the junction of Lake Superior and St. 
Mary's River. The pencil would be the 
finger q£ mainland known as Buckingham 
Point, up at tlste head of the thirty thousand 
islands. It would also be the Buckingham 
Point Hotel, for my ballroom was built to 
completely cover the narrow finger of rock 
out into· the water. 

If one of your coins were oval-shaped, 
and directly facing the pencil point across 
a space representing twD miles of water, 
that island would be Campment D'Ours. 
It was as if the weird sensation were com
ing at me from Campment D'Ours. 

I strained in the roiling darkness, but I 
saw nothing, heard nothing above the 
wind and murmuring water. · 

My nerves hummed, and it dawned on 
me that perhaps a certain subconscious 
trick was being played on me, nudging my 
attention toward the island. It had a little 
history connected with it-modem, and 
pretty tminspiring but history. 

A youth named Hedleigh Noyes owned 
Campment D'Ours. You've heard of him. 
Up until the war, he was cutting a wide 
swath through his father's Chicago pack
ing million. He was one of the ten or 
twelve families who had establishments 
scattered over twenty square miles of the 
vicinity. The Canadian Railroad, years 
back, had vainly tried to promote this 
district as summer playground and in
cidentally built the tiny, twenty-room log 
hotel which, on my retirement as investi
gator for the line, they practically forced 
on me. 

N ayes had shown us a new high in prod
igality, having imported special workmen 
from as far as Chicago to build his place, 
flinging money around as though its pos
session pained him. 

And he had hired Jim Bristol as care
taker. 

• • • 

HAT, perhaps, was why I was 
drawn toward Campment D'Ours. 
Because what was happening be

tween Carl Georges and the O'Hara girl 
was a deadly parallel to what had hap
pened two years ago between Hedleigh 
Noyes and Jim Bristol's stepdaughter, 
Anne. .J 

Not an exact parallel but uneasily 
close. Anne Bristol had come in to do 
some work in young Noyes' household. 
She was a pale, pretty ash blonde thing
the English type of beauty, just as her 
stepfather's immense, powerful figure and 
blazing red face was Cockney from way 
back. The good-looking, improvident play
boy had been taken with her. 

And in a more literal sense, she had 
been taken with· him. Young Noyes had 
acquired the habit of walking over the 
island with her. One day he gave her a 
ring. He tossed it off so casually that she 
took it as a trinket. It was not till her 
stepfather got a look at it that she learned 
that it was a fabulous valuable star sap
phire. 

Jim Bristol beat her within an inch of 
her life. The next morning she was gone, 
and so was Hedleigh Noyes. Evidently 
the young playboy lacked the courage to 
stand up to Jim Bristol's terrible rage. 
To be truthful, it was something to fright
en any man, when Jim went berserk. He 
could crush a man's skull between his 
hands. And Noyes' wealth and position 
was no help to him this far from civiliza
tion, so to speak. At any rate, when the 
girl ran crying to him, Noyes had simply 
up and left in his cabin cruiser, carrying 
her along. He had not been back since. 

And that was the last we ever heard of 
her. Jim Bristol refused to have her name 
mentioned in his presence. A rumor drifted 
back to us that Noyes had turned her 
loose, not very long therafter, in Chicago. 
There was no reason to doubt that ; she 
was a numb-headed little animal, for all 
her prettiness, and would soon bore a man 
like Noyes. And as a clincher, someone 
had, very recently; brought in a Chicago 
newspaper, revealing that young Noyes 
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was now about to marry a Chicago blue
blood. Obviously Anne had passed out of 
his life. But we did not expect her back 
here not with Jim Bristol waiting. 

The queer part of it was that Jinl still 
continued to operate as caretaker of the 
island. A lawyer in the Soo administered 
the place and paid expenses. 

So definite, however, was my weird feel-· 
ing of the moment that I eould not quite 
believe it was only a tnental mirage. I 
thought of calling Jim Bristol and asking 
if there were anybody or anything on the 
island. He would know. His island, Gar
net� was directly behind Campment D'
Ours, about the same distance away as I 
was but, because of the terrain, in such 
position that he could see the buildings on 
the place from his front door. 

I debated and then suddenly realized 
that Jim had gone to the Soo a fortnight 
3:go on one of his umonkey business" trips. 
That's what he called them. Certain Tor
onto people, for · months, had been trying 
to convince Jim that Garnet was loaded 
with copper and platinum, if not bauxite, 
now soaring because of the war. They 
wanted to drill for it. According to Jim
who knew every foot of Garnet like his 
own hand they got hold of a faulty elec .. 
trolytic survey, probably of some other 
island. He was foxy enough to stand off 
their offers of a share in the profits and 
was, he told us, holding out for a fabulous 
flat cash offer. 

My knowledge was not of the best. Even 
as I considered, my phone rang inside the 
hotel three long, two short. When I 
went in and answered Jim's heavy, Cock
ney voice came through our normally ear
splitting static : " 'Allo !" 

He wanted to tell tne to advise Oliver 
O'Hara that he had just come back, and 
to kindly re-comn1ence deliveries of ·milk. 
I said I would tell hin1, and then blurted : 
"\Vait a minute, Jim. Is there anybody 
over at the Noyes place ? I thought I heard 
a noise o� something. ' '  

"Noise ? In this wind. You must be off 
you 'ead. Well, wait a minute, I'll 'ave a 
look." I held on for a n1oment or two. He 
came back to say : "I don't see anything, 
Fred. You been readin another of them 
ghost books ?"  

I hung up, but I could not beat down a fidgety uneasiness. I went back out to the 

porch, disgusted with myself. A flash of 
light winked from the island, down at wa
ter level. It was like a very brilliant red 
spark. 

And then the sharp crack reached me. 

STOOD there, struck numb. There 
was nothing at all in my mind except 
the sinking sick certainty that Oliver 

O'Hara had finally caught Rosemary and 
Car 1 Georges . . . . 

I had utterly forgotten that I was the 
Law in these parts. It was seconds before 
I recovered sufficiently to remember. 

I turned and stumbled inside to grab my 
windbreaker and after only a second's 
hesitation my cartridge belt and heavy 
holstered pistol. I hurried back along the 
veranda, to the stairs leading to my boat
house. 

. 

Rosemary O'Hara ran up the steps into 
the light and stopped, panting. Her deep, 
long-lashed blue eyes were scared in her 
thin, delicate white face. "Mr. Banks did 
you hear . . . . ?" 

· " I  heard it," I said. " I  thought you-
where's Carl ? '' · 

" I  don't know ! I don't know ! I waited 
for him over an hour �down by the 
Cove, but he didn't come ! Oh, I know 
something's happened . . .  I knew it would 
-I tried to make him tell me the last time 
what. he was doing� but he just laughed. 
And tonight Pa's out I went home and 
Ma told me Pa' d took out after us . . • .  " 

"Yeah. I Wait a minute !" I stopped 
suddenly, peered at her. "What did you 
say about the 'last time' ? You mean he's 

. kept you waiting not showed up at dates 
with you before ?" 

" Oh, yes ! He always comes late. But 
that doesn't matter now " 

" ' Come on, then ! " I took her arm. 
She burst into terrified s·obbing as we 

hurried down. "Oh, my God if Pa " 
I said grimly, "Whatever's happened, 

has happened. Pull yourself together now. 
J rttnp in." I cast off, heaved my little out
board-motored skiff out into the water. 
\¥ e tossed for a minute, till I could turn 
the engine over, and then we sped swiftly 
toward the island. I laid my flashlight, 
alight, on the bottom of the boat. 

The motor made too much noise for 
conversation .. Rosemary knelt in  the bow, 
her back to me, her eyes straining into the 
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watery blackness ahead. We made good 
speed. We were three-quarters of the way 
across when she suddenly whipped her 
head around to the side. 

Then she was suddenly up on her feet, 
yelling at me, her eyes wide and white
ringed as she pointed out into the dark
ness. I couldn't hear what she was yelling, 
but her shaking finger moved steadily and 
she was almo$t upsetting the boat. I cut 
the motor hastily, -and th�n I could hear 
her cry frenziedly : 

" Look look there's somebody . . . .  " 
I flung the beam of the flashlight hastily\ 

around to where she pointed. __,.. /' 
Oliver O'Hara was sitting, his oars 

drifting, in his dinghy. He was cowering. 
There was no other word for it. 

I bent the tiller, sent the skiff bounding 
around till I whirled up behind him. I cut 
the motor and drifted. "You Oliver
what are you doing here. ?" 

He licked his lips. The drink had died 
6ut of him now and his eyes were red
dened. He croaked, "I I heard a shot. " 

((Heard it ! Did you fire it ?" 
" No, no not me f" He gulped, and his 

turkey neck bobbed frantically. "I an 
hour or so back I was up the shore, lookin' 
fer fer her. I seen lights out on Campa
clore, up in the guest house. I run ovet 
there, around to the back, thinkin' they 
were there.. When I get there, they was 
nobody ; the the place was locked up 
again. I clumb back in the boat and when 
I'm just clear, I heard that shot." 

I set my jaw. "Throw me your painteri 
Hurry up ! I'm the constable talkin' to 
you now, Oliver !" 

With him in tow, I kicked the motor 
alive again and we bobbed and pounded 
for the spot in the blackness where I knew 
Noyes' dock was. · 

OSEMARY saw the body first. 
I had slowed down the outboard 

and was hauling in the slack of 
Oliver's painter to heave him in ahead, 
when she screamed. 

I whipped my flashlight around. 
Carl Georges was lying on his chest, his 

head and arms hanging loosely 'over the 
side of the. dock. There was no mistaking 
his black corduroy breeches, nor the loose, 
still way his arms hung. Rosemary threw 
herself, sobbing, onto the dock. 

-

When I got up, I had to move her 
aside almost bodily by the shoulders, so I 
could kneel down. I tugged the flopping 
body up onto the dock and turned him 
over. 

His face was dripping from the splash
ing of the waves, his skin the color of wet 
sand. One coal-black : eye stared frantic
ally. Where the other should have been 
was a black, bloody hole, and blood, partly 
watered away, stained his cheek. 

There was nothing in his pockets. 
I stood up just as the girl flung herself 

frantically screaming, on her father, claw
ing like a wildcat. u You killed him ! You 
killed him! You drunken old . . . !" 

I grabbed her, pulled her away as he 
stumbled backwards, !)is eyes frightened. 
" No, no, Rose, " he croaked desperately. 

The girl collapsed, sobbing, in. my arms. 
I held her skinny body, vaguely petting 
her. I snapped at O.liver : "All right. We'll 
go up to the guest house where you say 
you saw these lights."· I hesitated. "Have 
you got a gun on you, Oliver ?'' 

" No," he· cried huskily. "I swear I 
never done this ! " 

. 

The sobbing girl tried to writhe ·and 
squirm free. "He did ! He did it and then 
threw his gun in the water ! " 

" Now take it easy, Rosemary. We'll 
find out what happened, never fear. Come 
on. '' 

The island was a razorback. A path 
wound up from the dock, over the ridge 
and to the little plateau beyond. I flung a 
shaft of light to the left, where the main 
house, elaborate, . towering, gray-shingl.t, 
sat silent and shuttered. I swung the becftn 
round as we turned off to the right. The 
guest house was a low, shingled cabin 
with a long, overhanging ro9f. 

Something wh!te flutter�d and I swung 
the flash beam along the pine needles that 
lay thickly everywhere. A scrap () £ paper 
was caught in fallen branches· beyond the 
path. It looked fresh. I stepped swiftly 
over and retrieved it. It had been crum
pled and then thrown away. It was in soft 
pencil and I recognized the scribbling 
of the dead man, Carl Georges. It read : 

Pierpont Hotel 3.8.39 19.8.39 4.23 
C. N. W. R. R. Car 1 32 Seat 4. 

I stared, . uncomprehending, trying to 
make sure it had no bearing on things. 

Oliver's hot breath came on my neck.· 



48 DETECTIVE TALES 

I turned and backhanded him away. 
" Stand over there !'' I snapped, and 
stuffed the paper in my pocket as I stepped 
onto the ground-level porch. 

The front door was locked by a rusted 
padlock. I knew there was no back door. 
I hesitated only a moment, then located a 
heavy stick, ran it through the hasp of the 
padlock and bore down. The hasp squealed 
out and I palmed the doorknob, threw 
away the stick and pushed the door in
wards spraying light over the interior. I 
reached in for the light switch I knew to 
be inside the door, clicked it. 

Nothing happened. 
Oliver gasped frightenedly, "But but 

there was lights ! Somebody was up here ! 
I could see them moving around even from 
the shore . . . . " 

"Was there ?" I said grimly. "Look at 
that room." 

In the beam of my powerful torch, there 
was bare wicker furniture in the room 
before us, and an ancient upright piano. 
The piano lid was closed, and on top of 
it lay an old guitar. There was a rusty 
electric fan on a flimsy table just inside the 
door. 

Over everything was a fine, thick coat
ing of dust, so heavy as to make every 
object in the room look gray. 

I turned to Oliver. "Walk inside." 
He gulped, moved hesitantly a few steps 

in and looked at me over his shoulder. 
"Look down," I said. "See your foot

prints ? Where are the marks the 'people' 
you claim you saw made ? A squirrel 
couldn't walk in that dust without mark
ing it. Rosemary, do you know where the 
main switch is in the Delco shack ?" 

"Y b t " es, yes, u . . . .  
"Go over there and throw h.  And hurry 

back here. ' '  

HE ran off, still sobbing. A n1oment 
later, the paper-shaded globe in the 
ceiling came alive. 

I said, "So you saw lights and some
body moving. That's a stupid story, Oliv
er. " I walked over and lifted the dust
covered guitar, looked at the deep encrus
tation where it had lain. When I looked 
at him, his eyes were trapped, stunned. 

He whispered : "You you ain't going . 
F d '  Y 

. 
' 

" 

to put tt on me, re . ou atn t . • . .  

. My coat sleeve brushed the rusty guitar 

strings as I went to replace it. It gave off 
a vague singing sound. Weirdly, it jerked 
me back to the sensation I had had on the 
hotel porch. I got hold of the thing, dug 
in my tnen1ory for a chord and played it
but the vague nostalgia wasn't there when 
it was struck fairly. I finally set the thing 
back and went over to wait, perched grim
ly on the arm of a wicker chair. 

''What . . .  what . . .  ?" Oliver husked 
as the girl ran up to the door again. 

"You've got just one hairline chance, 
Oliver. Jim Bristol will be here any min
ute, when he sees the lights on here. I 
happened to be talking to him just before I 
heard that report. I think he told me there 
was nobody up here tonight. If I misun
derstood him, maybe you won't hang. 
Maybe. " 

Sure enough, the sound of Jim Bristol's 
speedy little launch was already audible, 
spluttering across the two miles of water 
from his island. We sat silent, listening to 
it. Plainly, he �as putting on speed. 

He burst into the little guest cabin ex
actly ten n1inutes· later, panting, red-faced. 
He was a huge man, as powerful as a go
rilla. The little spiked blonde mustache 
on his beefy red face looked silly. His 
steely, water-col_o�ed eyes looked at us in 
astonishment. "What what you fellers 
b k

. . ?'' \ rea tn-g tn . . . . 
I told him, HCarl Georges that actor 

who's been stayin' with me is lying on 
the dock, shot." 

His j aw sagged. "You you don't mean 
it. " 

I said, "I mean it, all right . . . .  " For 
a second I lost the thread of what I was 
saying, as a sudden startling series of 
thoughts that had been swirling in my 
head suddenly came to a point. "We we 
just caught Oliver here making a quick 
getaway from the island. He claims there 
was somebody up here tonight with the 
lights on. " 

The big, red-f�ced Cockney blinked 
stupidly. " Here ?" he exclaimed incred
ulously. "Tonight ? Why why, he's 
crazy ! I been workin' around outside my 
place. I would have seed them. Like I 
told you Fred, there wasn't nothing " 

" No lights ?" 
" Lights ? Hell, no !'' A sudden, dawn ... 

ing horror came queerly over his face. He 
jerked around to look, thunderstruck, at 



MUSIC FROM HELL 49 
Oliver. "Why why you· you done it
killed that bloke yourself and made up the 
story . . .  Hey, Fred, he done it ! I heard 
about Rosemary and this actor. By Jeru_
salem, that's it ! '' He gulped, strangling 
with excitement. 

I scarcely heard him. I was crumpling 
the slip of paper in my pocket, my brain 
suddenly whirling to the startling, terrible 
conclusion. 

" No, " I said. 
uNo?" 
"You heard me. You haven't got it ex

actly right, Jim. Not exactly. " 

HESITATED. Even yet, chills were 
playing up and down my · spine and I 
was incredulous. "Some of it's right. 

Oliver here did get a brainstorm over 
those two. Rosemary has been seeing 
young Georges was supposed to see him 
tonight, matter of fact. Only he didn't 
show up. Instead, he seems to have come 
here." 

Their eyes were like weight on me. "He 
came here I guess he's been everywhere 
else in the vicinity in these last couple of 
weeks came here to find something. I 
suddenly wake up to the fact that he's been 
prowlin·g around looking for it ever since 
he got here. Tarnation I He wasn't on 
any holiday in the first place. He was on 
a snooping expedition ! He found what he 
was looking for here in this house tonight. 
And then he was set. Once he had it, he 
wanted to attract attention a certain par
ty's attention and, knowing that that 
party would instantly come rushing, he 
turned the lights on and made himself at 
h " orne . . . .  

Jim Bristol's water-colored eyes glinted 
impatiently. "What sort o' nonsense is 
that ?" he asked. " Didn't I tell you " 

"That's right you did,"  I said quickly. 
"I'm putting this wrong. What I'm doing 
is trying to reconstruct the crime, like they 
do in the detective books, figure how it 
might have been. Let's put it this way : 
Say just for fun. that he did come here 
and did turn on the lights. Of course it's 
pretty far-fetched, seeing that he didn't 
leave any footsteps on the floor him, or 
whoever else was here . "  

Jim Bristol scowled uncomprehending
ly, then a sort of worried concern popped 
his eyes. He gasped, "Hey, now, Fred, 

you ain't been readin' one o' them ghost 
books ?" 

"It  might be appropriate, at that, Jim. 
What's happened here is kind of like the 
ghost of what happened three years ago. 
Rosemary taking up with this Georges
well, it's something like your stepdaughter, 
Anne, taking up with young Noyes." 

Bristol's red face was splotched and an
gry, and his teet}:l clenched. His water
colored eyes were gaunt. "Fred Banks, I 
told you before not to mention . . . .  " 

I hooked a thumb in my leather holster. 
" I  mentioned him because I chose to, Jim. 
You just keep your place, because I'm kind 
of het up n1yself. And I'm the Law, in 
case you forget it." 

I looked over at Rosemary. Her face 
was trembling, her eyes bloodstreaked. 
uRose, I know it's tough for you kids up 
here burning with all sort of romantic 
notions and not n1uch outlet for it. But 
take my wor-d, you're pretty well rid of this 
Georges. You can't see it now, but you 
will in a minute. He vyasn't such . a nice 
fellow. Just comfort yourself a moment. " 

I looked over at the shrunken Oliver. 
"Let's say you did see lights here toni-ght 
-that folks were, as I say, in here tonight. 
In that case, somebody' s certainly gone to 
plenty pains to make it look like it wasn't 
so. Now why would they do that ?" 

I answered myself : "Well, maybe to 
make it look bad for you, Oliver, although 
they could hardly know you'd stumble into 
this like the fool you are. There must have 
been some other reason, as well. There 
must be some other reason why, say, a 
person would be desperate to make it look 
like this shack hadn't been entered in 
years. Maybe maybe they'd even go so 
far as to take a bucket of dust from outside 
and, say, turn on that electric fan, to coat 
the whole room over. Sounds kind of silly, 
doesn't it ? That is unless you figure that 
maybe that person now, mind, I'm just 
going hog-wild on all this theory this 
person met Carl Georges here, lying 
around, his feet up, maybe strumming on 
that piano or the guitar. And maybe the 
party he met here ended up in losing his 
head and, for some reason, killing him. 
Then lugging him down there to the dock 
and setting about to fix the place so it 
looked like I said. Why would a person 
do that ? Can you think of any reason ? 
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"Well, I think of one. Just one, matter 
of fact. Maybe the party that did it didn't 
want any attention focussed on this guest
house, no matter what. Maybe he was 
scared crazy that people would start pok
ing around here, looking for clues or fin
gerprints or som-ething. Of course this 
is all crazy theory. " 

"Crazy ?" Jim Bristol said harshly. "I'll 
say it is !" 

"But just for argument, let's go along 
with it. Let's say there's something around 
this house that a certain party is terrified 
will be stumbled on. Now, it'd have to be 
something pretty important, wouldn't it ? 
Something pretty horrible, perhaps, eh 
Jim?n 

His eyes were gaunt. 
"You ought to be able to make at least 

a guess what it could be, Jim," I urged. 
"You been caretaker here all along. Kind 
of funny at that, too seeing as how the 
rich young waster that owns the place ran 
off with your stepdaughter. But at any 
rate, you ought to be able to make a 
guess. " 

" I  don't know what you're talking 
about ! You're off your head, Fred ! '' 

SAID, "No. I'm not, Jim. I'm aw
fully sharp, right at this moment, Jim 
-not that it akes much sharpness, 

now that everything's fallen into line. Now 
that I see the original mistake that we all 
made." 

"What ?" · 
"Why, in thinking that Anne would be 

able to get along in the city by herself, 
after Noyes was through with her. She 
hadn't any brains to speak of ; she was 
mostly a little native. Natives live by in .. 
stinct and once she was tossed out, her 
instinct would be to run home, no matter 
what had happened. Dumb, sure, but Anne 
was a dumb girl. Anyway, it's got to be 
that way. She couldn't stand up to the 
city ; maybe she lost what money Noyes 
gave her and was desperate ; maybe she 
still ·had money and thought it would tnol
lify Jim. Anyway, somehow, some way, 
Anne must have decided to come crawling 
back home within a month or two of 
whe� she ran off. Then that makes every
thing Carl Georges did, logical." 

"D-did . • .  Carl . • •  ?" the girl stam
mered. 

"Yes. He must have met young Noyes 
in Chicago, probably with Anne. Carl 
wasn't a nice fellow, Rosemary. He was a 
pretty sneaky, unscrupulous dollar-hunter. 
The set-up between Anne and young 
Noyes would delight his soul. Espe
cially when young Noyes went and got 
hitnself engaged to a ritzy Chicago girl. 

"A clever shyster could make the story 
sound terrible the rich young waster and 
the innocent girl inducing her to run off 
and then casting her adrift. Hell, there's 
even a legal angle to it taking her to Chi
cago. Anyway, Carl Georges saw the pos
sibilities for a shakedown that would k�ep 
him in luxury the rest of his life. All he 
had to do was locate Anne and talk her 
into it and he was a damn good talker 
to women. 

"Here " I showed them the slip of 
paper. HHere's the record of the key point 
in his tracing of her. He found that she'd 
taken the 4.23 Chicago, Northwestern 
Train out of Chicago on the 19th of 
August, two years ago, which was just 
about eight weeks after she left here. That 
train ru..ns to the Soo, about thirty miles 
from here." 

I expected a break then, but it didn't 
come. I finished grimly. " So imagine his 
surprise, when he got to the Soo and 
found that the trail died. She got to the 
Soo but she never reached here-accord-
ing to Jim's story. , 

" But Carl Georges was neither slow
witted, nor clean-minded. He smelt some
thing sour and he quickly stuck his nose 
further into it. His original plan of lining 
up a squeeze on young Noyes had fiz�d 
out, dead, finished but the chase didn't 
leave him empty-handed. He. suddenly 
realized that he'd wound up with some
thing else, something entirely different. 
But it had possibilities even greater than 
his first scheme. He couldn't blackmail 
young Noyes under the circumstances, but 
-once he'd come down here and poked 
around, found . confirmatiQn of what he'd 
suspected then, by the Lord Harry, he 
knew he could blacknwil Jim here." 

" Blackmail n1e ?' '  Jim Bristol raged. 
"Of what ? My garden truck ?" 

HI 'm beginning to suspect that you've 
been fudging us on this deal the Toronto 
money men have offered you, Jim. Maybe 
your island isn't so damned bare of metal 
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as you've insisted. Maybe it's really worth 
important money and maybe Carl 
Georges, while he was in the Soo, found 
that out, too. He must have or he 
wouldn't have bothered with you. And so, 
in the end, everything worked out fine for 
him. He could figure out just as well as I 
can, Jim, what must have happened when 
Anne tried to come home to a vicious
tempered gorilla like you." 

Bristol's eyes were flaming and fever
ish. " What what do you mean, Fred ?'' 

" I  mean I'm going to tear this shack to 
pieces, Jim. Maybe under this dust we'll 
find that Georges had the floorboards up�
or the like that he . found where Anne 
had got to in the end. I'm willing to be
lieve that when Anne came crawling home 
and you flew into a rage at her that maybe 
you didn't mean to �ill her but those 
hands of yours. . . . " 

E sobbed, flung himself at me like 
a madman, his face twitching. I 
jumped aside hastily, whacked . 

him alongside the forehead. 
Blood ran down his face. He whirled 

like a wounded bear, hysterical sobs com
ing from his deep chest, plunged at me
and got me in his terrible big arms. 

I gasped, "Leggo, Jim I'll have to let 
you have . . .  " and he squeezed the breath 
out of me in a moan. 

I pulled the trigger of my gun against 
his stomach. The light blew out of his 

eyes. His weight came on me, but the 
crushing, rib-straining hold did not relax. 
I squirtned the muzzle up a little higher 
and fired again. He fell away, both his 
shirt and mine burning from the explosion. 
He crashed down like a mountain log and 
lay there, while I beat out the fire on 
my shirt. 

"He wasn't so dumb at that, " I panted. 
"Fixing an alibi for himself on the phone 
with me probably a little blasting pow
der floated on a board with a fuse, so it'd 
dump itself when it went off to make it 
seem Georges was shot after Jim had got 
back home . . . .  " 

Rosemary screamed, ran and hid her 
face in her father's chest. 

Oliver stared at me with gaunt eyes. 
11But put how did you guess all that ? 
About Anne . . . .  ?" 

"It wasn't guessing once I got started 
-once I realized somebody had been in 
this shack tonight. Run it over and you'll 
see it's plain, straight logic." 

"But but it was my word against his ! 
How' d you know somebody had been 
here ?" 

" Why, that's simple enough, Oliver. 
That guitar is in tune. Guitars don't stay 
in tune three days, let alone three years. 
Carl Georges must have been playing with 
it while he waited here. Come to think of 
it, maybe the wind carried a little touch 
of the sound across to the hotel there 
in a vague sort of way, earlier." 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Our Numbers Are Up 

HE second blow knocked all the 
fight out of him. He melted down 
to the shabby carpet, the neck of ./ 
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Mystery Novelette 
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the bottle slipping out of his loose hand, 
and stayed there, unconscious. 

I kicked the bottle out the open door, 
having no weapon except my knuckles, 
and kept a wary eye slanted on him as I 
took up the phone. After a moment the 
operator said, "Who do you want, Ed ? "  

53 



54 DETECTIVE TALES 

"This isn't Ech" I answered. "This is  
.Dan Bond speaking, Alma." 

" Dan ?" Alma Loomis said from the 
central switchb�ard. "Didn't know you 
ever dropped in over there at Ed Finch's 
place. " 

"This is a special occasion t�ough not 
exactly a social visit. " I watched the hulk
ing, surly-faced man sprawled �otionle�s 
on the floor. '� Connect me wtth Mark 
Reece's office in the court house, will you, 
Alma ?'' 

"All righty." I heard her plugging in. 
"Mr. Reece called in a few minutes ago 
to ask the time, so I guess he's still there. " 

Brandbury was the county seat, a town 
of abo� three thousand surrounded by 
farms and a dozen crossroads villages, and 
the local telephone company was privately 
owned. Antiquated and sometimes mad
deningly inefficient, it was also pleasantly 
informal. Nobody ever bothered to ask 
for anybody else's number. You called 
for your party by name. The three ex
change operators were thoroughly ·f amiliar 
with every subscriber by sight and by 
voice. Alma Loomis was the one who 
worked the four-to-midnight shift, and it 
was almost midnight now. Her way of 
handling my phone call was typically per
sonal. 

• 

Mark Reece answered in a weary tone, 
" Selective Service office. " Being secre
tary of the board, he had a right to sound 
weary ; he was swamped with duties de
tnanding every ounce of judgment, pa
tience and ·--energy he possessed. 

"Dan calling, Mark, " I said. "I'm at 
Ed Finch's place. Please hop right over 
here. I've found something." 

Not wearily this time, but with tense 
hopefulness, Mark asked, " Something 
that'll help Barry ?" 

"Something that'll clear Barty. Come 
and see for yourself. I'll tellL you the 
rest when you get here. " 

"Coming ! "  Mark blurted. 
I turned from the phone quickly be

cause Ed Finch was beginning to stir. He 
was tough and fifty pounds heavier than 
me, so I looked around for something to 
help keep him pasted down. 

· 

From his bedroom I brought two of his 
loud neckties. The house was a mess, 
though Ed himself was a gorilla-size dan
dy. I used one of his dazzling ties to bind 

his thick ankles, the other to lash his hairy 
wrists together behind his back, and left 
him squirming there. 

Next I searched the place. · Ed Finch 
lived alone in this run-down cottage on the 
outskirts of Brandbury without a house
keeper. The bed hadn't been made for a 
week, dirty dishes were piled in the 
kitchen sink and dust-mice crouched in 
every corner. My object was a revolver. 
If Ed had it hidden somewhere close at 
hand, that fact would clin�h the case 
against him. I hunted rapidly and method
ically and in five minutes I was finished. 

The gun wasn't there. 
Hearing a car approaching, and think

ing it must be Mark Reece, I went out 
into the dark and listened again ; but now 
the sound of the car was gone. Waiting, 
I stood beside the well the well in which 
the truth had been submerged beneath six 
feet of brackish water these two weeks · · 
realizing again �hat this case meant far 
more to me than any other I'd ever 
tackled. 

Necessarily it was also the last case I'd 
handle for the duration. Day after tomor
row, at 7 : 10 a. m.,  I must appear at the 
railroad station to leave for Camp Mof
fett along with twenty other Army pri
vates. Technically I was no longer a law
yer and a civilian ; I'd already been sworn 
into the Army and my two-week furlough, 
granted immediately upon my induction, 
was already almost up. Though time was 
very short now, I was doing my damned
est to make it possible for Barry Kirk to 
enter active service with me. 

But tonight Barry Kirk was still a fugi
tive from justice, wanted for murder. 
Not only that, but on the morning of �he 
day after tomorrow he would also be
come, automatically, a potential deserter. 
That was even worse, the way Kay looked 
at .it and the way Kay looked at it  was 
vitally important to me but it was going 
to happen inevitably, unless I could bring 
Barry out of hiding, clear his name and 
get him aboard that train thirty-one hours 
from now . . . .  

HE hum of a car catne out of the 
night again, and this time a pair 
of headlights glared. rhe sedan 

swung into the driveway and braked. 
Mark Reece hastened toward me, but not 
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alone·. He was a . spare, quick-moving 
shadow, and the slender shadow at his 
side was a girl Kay. , 

" I  stopped for Kay, " Mark explained. 
He was fifty-odd, a retired attorney, and 
Kay Reece was his niece. " She's so anx
ious about Barry, I couldn't keep her in 
the dark if you've really got something." 

"What is it, Dan ?" Kay asked quickly . . 
"Can you actually prove Barry had noth
ing to do with it ?" 

"The evidence is right pere," I said. 
"I haven't found the gun so far, but I've 
got Ed Finch inside and I'm going to 
make him talk. " 

· 

• 

Mark asked next, "Have you called 
Chief Dug ley?"  

"Not yet. I'll do it as soon as you've 
seen this setup. Chief Dugley is preju
diced ; he'd try to brush me off, but once 
you're satisfied that this is the answer 
he'll have to listen. First " 

"Dan !" Kay said itf a little gasp. 
"What's that ?' '  

A muttering voice, a strange thick
lipped babble of protests was audible in
side the house. 

"Ed Finch,"  I answered. "He's re
covered consciousness and he knows he's 
in one hell of a jan1. Come on in and " 

The next sound brought a sudden chill. 
Without warning a gunshot blasted. There 
was no visible flash of fire. The report 
boomed, echoing everywhere between 
the walls inside, and also outside an1ong 
the trees and no other sound followed it. 
For a moment it shocked us to a stand- · 
still. 

Then we broke the tension of our 
muscles and ran, the - three of us, to the 
door. There we stopped again, struck with 
consternation, staring in at the ugly red 
splash on · the face of the man I'd left 
lying bound hand and foot on the floor . . . .  

* * * 

Tillson's Garage stood three blocks 
from Brandbury's .main corner. An en
terprising man, John Tillson did a brisk, 
varied business. He ca�ried a big line 
of spare parts for cars and tractors, sold 
accessories and batteries, · and was the 
county distributor for a popular make of 
tire. A mechanic $yed on duty all night 
to handle emergency calls. On an evening 

• 

just two weeks ago, however, the wife of 
the night mechanic, Bill Church, had 
phoned John Tillson to say that Bill had 
gone to bed with a touch of the flu. 

It was about .. two o'clock in the morning 
when John himself went over to the garage 
to see if everything was all right. The 
tire ban had been clamped down a short 
time previous, a few thefts had been re
ported, and John was worried about the 
hundreds of tires stored in the stockroom. 
He went in alone and unarmed, not really 
suspecting anything was up, but just to 
make sure. 

Chief Dugley was dozing in the police 
above the five-and-dime, almost directly 
across the street, and heard the shots. The 
three quick, muffled reports were followed 
by the sound of a truck engine starting up, 
snorting and grinding off. It disappeared 
while Chief Dugley hustled ov.er to the 
garage. He foun.d John Tillson lying on 
the greasy cement floor with three bullets 
in his chest, dead .. 

The crime created a major sensation in 
Brandbury. Indignation ran high. The 
murder victim was our most prominent 
and best-liked business man. · He left three 
grarid kids. His widow, a channing wom
an, was prostrated. It seemed impossible 
that we'd never again see John breezing 
down State Street with genial hellos for 
everybody, or rolling up his sleeves to re
place a broken duckfoot sweep on some
body's cultivator. We were all the more 
aroused because he'd been killed by the 
type of criminal which we'd grown to feel 
was the lowest on earth tire-thieves. 

A quick check of the stock showed that 
John had surprised the thieves when they 
were just getting started on the job. Only 
four tires were missing four new heavy 
duty 6.00 by 16's. Because the entire stock 
had been duly reported to OPM, as the 
law required, their serial nun1bers were on 
record. The whole town looked for those 
four stolen tires. Actually it was a sort of 
�nass amateur investigation. They weren't 
found not at first. 

- Early on the morning of the second day 
following the murder, Barry and. I went 
down to the railroad station. Twenty-eight 
other men were there too, all responding 

· to their formal notices of induction into 
the Army. Their families sl{owered good 
wishes on them, even though most of us 
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would be eoming back that same day. Kay 
was there to see · Barry off, of course ; 
there was a proud glow in her, and Barry 
was awkward and wordless. Mark Reece, 
as sec-retary of the draft board, was as 
solicitously busy as if all thirty of us were 
his own favorite sons. While hands waved 
the train €hugged out, hauling us toward 
Camp Moffett. We were all pretty ex
cited about it. 

That whole day at camp was devoted to 
a thorough-going physical examination. A 
corps of medical specialists went over us 
practically fiber by fiber. Eight of the 
thirty were rejected. The other twenty
two, including Barry and me, were then 
formally sworn in. With our right hands 
raised, and mumbling solemnly together, 
we. became, at that moment, buck privates 
in the Artny of the United States of 
America. 

Two of the men chose to remain at 
camp, to begin their basic training at once, 
while the other twenty accepted the usual 
two-week furlough which was granted so 
that we could put our civilian affairs in 
order. The train brought us back to 
Brandbury late in the afternoon. Almost 
the same crowd welcomed us ; but among 
them was Chief Dugley. And something 
had happened to Kay. She looked pale, 
fearful. I .glanced at Barry and wondered 
what w�s up. 

Chief Dugley grabbed Barry's arm the 
minute he stepped out of the coach. There 
was a hard glint in the chiefs eyes. 

" Where were you, Barry, " he asked 
bluntly, "at two o'clock in the morning, 
two nights ago ? " . 

"Why, I was in bed, asleep, of course," 
Barry answered. He lived in a small 
·room he'd_ fixed up in his greenhouse. 
"Where else ?" 

"Well, that's no good," the chief said. 
"You're under arrest for the murder of 
John Tillson. " His hand tightened firmly 
on Barry's arm. 

Barry tried to laugh. "What kind of 
joke is this, chief ?"  

But it wasn't a joke. Dugley's grim
ness, his few pointed words and the omi� 
nous quietness of the crowd soon made it 
very clear that this was deadly serious. 
Chief Dugley had found the four stolen 
tires that day, all four of them on the same 
car Barry Kirk's. • • • 

RILE the chief grilled Barry 
unmercifully inside a locked cell 
in the county jail, Kay came with 

me to my office. She sat stiffly in the 
chair beside my desk, her blue eyes 
stunned, her lovely face pinched. 

11 It isn't possible, Dan ! "  
Of course it wasn't possible. I'd known 

Barry Kirk all my life. I loved the guy. 
An awkward, fumbling sort, red-headed 
and impetuous, he had a broad, boyish 
grin that came easily. In his little green
house he'd grown roses that were blue
ribbon beauties, fhough he'd never in this 
world earn more than a bare living at it. 
He could make mistakes like anybody else, 
and he'd gotten into his share of scrapes, 
but certainly he had no talent for thievery 
and no capacity for murder. 

"You'll do your best to get him out of 
it, Dan, won't you ?" Kay said ear11estly. 

u If I get him out of it, you'll marry 
him some day, " I said. "If I don't �et 
him out of it, maybe you'll marry me tn
stead. "  

"Dan !" 
I gazed at her soberly, thinking how 

cockeyed and tough it was. You can 
love a girl to the point of pain and all the 
while she loves some other guy just as 
hard, and the other guy is the one you 
like best among the whole human race. I 
had to do my damnedest to exonerate 
Barry Kirk so that some day the . girl I 
loved could have him. 

Kay and I talked it over. It looked bad ; 
but, promising her I'd de everything pos
sible, I went out, asked questions of 
everyone · I could buttonhole, then hur
ried over to the jail to find Chief Dugley 
just striding in. A brusque, hard-minded 
man, the chief looked particularly sour. I 
followed him to the iron-barred door of 
the cell where Barry was moving in rest
less circles, utterly bewildered. 

"In the very first place, chief, " I said, 
11this was not a one-man job. " ·

He gave me a quick, searching look, 
then scowled at Barry. 

"You told me you kept your revolver 
in the desk in your office, over at the 
greenhouse, " Dug ley said in his flat, rasp
ing tone. "But it ain't there, Barry. It's 
gone. Where'd you hide it ?" 

Dazedly, Barry could only repeat, 
u Gone ?" ... 
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"Barry hasn't hidden his gun any

where, chief, " I said. "If it was the one 
used in the robbery, it was stolen and not 
brought back afterward. As for those 
tires, plainly enough they were planted 
on Barry. No sane man would ride around 
on four pieces of evidence that everybody 
was looking for evidence that would in
criminate him in a murder the instant · 
they were recognized."" 

"Be that as it may, Dan," Chief Dugley 
said, "I  got my duty and I'm doin' it." 

"The man who actually stole those tires 
knew they were plenty hot, " I persisted. 
"He didn't dare use them himself, or try 
to sell them. It was risky even to keep 
them hidden somewhere: The safest thing 
was to get rid of them somehow, and at 
the same time stop the investigation if 
possible. That's exactly what he accom
plished by putting them on Barry's car." 

"You ain't provin' a thing, Dan," Chief 
Dugley retorted obdurately. "Just sa yin' 
sotnebody else did it don't prove Barry 
didn't do it. " 

"Barry's car always sat outdoors, along
side his office. Somebody sneaked up dur
ing the night, jacked· it up and substituted 
the stolen tires for Barry� set. Barry's 
were the same size and even the same 
make ; he'd bought them from Tillson a 
few weeks before the ban. The stolen 
tires were muddied up a bit, so Barry 
wouldn't notice the difference. Now he's 
been caught with them, which was exact
ly what the real crooks intended."  

"Don't you argue with me about it !"  
Dug ley snapped. "You save your talk for 
the jury. I've seen Judge Bodlen and 
District Attorney Keyes, and I'm takin' 
Barry Kirk right now over to a special 
session of court to get him charged with 
murder. " 

Dugley unlocked the iron-barred door 
and grasped Barry's arm. Barry ambled 
down the corridor with him, looking like 
a man trapped inside the incredible realms 
of a waking nightmare. They went as far 
as the jail steps together, and there Barry 
cut loose with an impetuous, recklessly 
rebellious act that made it look all the 
blacker for him. 

Suddenly Chief pugley went sprawling, 
bellowing at the top of his lungs, his jaw 
marked red where Barry's fist had hit. 
Just as suddenly Barry was gone from 

sight. Running to the steps while Dugley 
jumped up, dragging his old service re
volver out of his hip pocket, I glimpsed 
Barry skirting to the rear of the jail. I 
shouted to him to stop, but he raced on
kept . going as fast as his long, loose
swinging legs could carry hin1. 

It was getting dark. Chief Dug ley's at
tempt to give chase in a car got him no
where. Barry had avoided the roads. 
With natural sagacity, he'd dodged 
through_ the woods, waded creeks and 
skirted invisibly along the fence-rows. 
The posse that went out later that same 
night couldn't find a hair of him. The 
bloodhounds that dragged Chief Dugley 
across country until dawn wound up by 
treeing a cat. They might just as well 
have tried to trail a phantom. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Hooked Evidence 

N THE Brandbury Stantl.ard the next 
day Kay publicly appealed to Barry 
to come back. I added a statetnent of 

my unshakable belief in his innocence and 
promised to leave nothing undone in my 
efforts to prove it. No answer came from 
Barry. He stayed gone. 

It was evening again with Barry still 
hiding the Lord only knew where when 
Mark Reece called me over to his office, 
which was a courtroom converted to the 
needs of the Selective Service Board. His 
face was pinched with worry. Kay looked 
pale and inexpressibly tired. 

"Like you, Dan," Mark said quietly, 
"Barry is now in the Artny. He's an 
Army private on furlough, subject to Ar
my regulations and orders. Like you, when 
you were sworn in, he was ordered to 
present himself at the Brandbury rail
road station when his present furlough 
expires, at 7 : 10 a. m. a week from 
Wednesday. '' 

"But if he doesn't come back, Mark ?" 
� 'If he doesn't come back he'll auto

matically be listed as absent without of
ficial leave. " 

"And then if he stays away ?" 
"He'll be listed as a deserter." 
"It's a sweet choice he faces," I said 

wryly. "Either Barry must come back to 
face trial for a murder he didn't commit, 

• 

• 
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with the evidence heavy against him ; or 
else he stays away with charges of both 
murder and desertion hanging over his 
head." 

' 

"The murder charge will remain at is-
sue," Mark said. " Perhaps it's improb
able that Barry will be acquitted, but at 
least it's not impossible. But eventually 
there'll be no question at all concerning 
his status as a deserter. Barry will in
evitably make himself a deserter if he 
persists in staying away. " 

"Chief Dugley and the State Police may 
find him " I said "but I doubt it. " 

"Then we've got to bring him back, 
Dan ! "  Kay said. 

"We'll keep on appealing to him 
through the papers and by radio, but " I 
wagged my head. "I  know that guy. He's 
an individual with his own personal sense 
of right and wrong, which has nothing to 
do with the law or Army regulations. As 
he looks at it, he doesn't belong in all this 
trouble, doesn't deserve to be locked in a 
cell, denounced in a courtroom and pointed 
out as a killer. He feels it's an injustice 
for him to be hunted like a criminal, but 
everything waiting for him back here is 
even more of an injustice ; so, he asks 
himself, why should he choose the greater 
of two evils ? You see, he's handling it in 
his own proud way. With matters as they 
stand, we may never see him again un
less he's caught and dragged back to jail ." 

uBut Dan," Kay said again, "we've got 
to bring him back ! ' '  

A loyal light, an almost fierce light, 
shone in her eyes. Her father, Captain 
Douglas Reece, had died in the Argonne. 
Her brother, Lieutenant Duncan Reece, 
was on Bataan ; he was now listed as 
missing in action. It was impossible, Kay 
thdught, that Barry must stand in their 
shadow, his head hung, pitch-brushed with 
the name of deserter. 

"There's only one way to do it, " I said. 
"That's to clear his name. He'll come 
back then, but not before. And that, God 
help me, is the job I 've taken on. " 

* * * 

It was a crazy way to work at it. I 
might be seen prowling through people's 
yards at night, and then Brandbury"s fav
or�te young lawyer would have some em-

barrassing explaining to do. It was also 
risky. I might be mistaken for a chicken 
thief and get myself thoroughly peppered 
with buckshot. But it was the only way, 
and I stuck to it ; and here, finally during 
the hushed hour before midnight, I stood 
beside Ed Finch's well, uncoiling a long 
rope with an iron hook knotted to one end. 

Night after night for more than a week 
I'd been sneaking about, persistently 
searching, accomplishing nothing ; but at 
least there was method in my madness. 

Having analyzed Barry's predicament, 
I was logically sure of the truth, even 
though I had no way at all, so far, of prov
ing it. Two men had planned to steal a 
truckload of John Tillson's tires for the 
purpose of bootlegging their loot at fancy 
prices. They lived in Brandbury ; not be
ing professional crooks, and not owning 
a gun, they'd taken Barry's he never 
locked his greenhouse doors. John Till
son had surprised them when they'd only 
started the job ; panic-stricken, they'd shot 
him and fled. Next they'd planted the 
stolen tires on Barry's car in order to pro
tect themselves. In all this there were 
only two leads. 

First, Barry's gun. It was still missing. 
There were so many possible places of 
concealment for an object the size of a re
volver, however, that it seemed impos
sible to find in time. This first lead, then, 
was no good ; but the second held more 

• promtse. . . 

Barry's tires. His set of four tire� 
which the cro6Ks had removed from his 
car in order to substitute the stolen ones. 
Four big, heavy tires were not ea� to 
hide. The question buzzed in my mind-
where were they now ? 

· 

I was certain they weTen't in use. To 
use them would be too dangerous. The 
crooks would fear that Barry might have 
noted down their serial numbers. Actual
ly, I'd found no such record among the 
papers in his office ; but Kay had told me 
he'd had a bit of tire-trouble, and she'd 
described them. One had been vulcanized ; 
another had a patch inside ; each of the 
other two had shallow cuts in their side
\valls. Barry would have recognized them 
easily ; I could recognize then1 also. No, 
his tires were not in use, nor had they 
b&m sold. They must be hidden some
where. 
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How . could one dispose of four tires 

which one must keep out of sight at all 
costs ? 

He might store them in his cellar or his 
attic. Neither of these would be a smart 
place, but even so, I couldn't get a \var
rant to search every cellar and attic in 
Brandbury and all the surrounding vil
lages. 

He might bury them ; but there were so 
many possible· burial places, in all the 
yards and all the fields and gardens that 
a search would be hopeless. 

He might throw them into a creek or 
pond ; and again, if he'd done this, it 
would be futile for me to try to drag every 

and my arms aching, I invariably felt that 
perhaps the tires were really there but 
somehow I'd failed to hook them. Soon, 
having exhausted almost every possibility 
in Brandbury, I faced the even more dis
hearteni�g prospect of scouting out to 
the surrounding villages. Now my fur
lough was almost spent and Barry's too. 

. Then, - at last, I reached Ed Finch's 
place. I approached it from the rear, with 
a hunch that here was a better bet than 
any of the others. Ed was frequently out 
of a job, due to his hard drinking. He 
liked money, and paid fancy prices for his 
fancy clothes. Sly and mean-minded, he'd 
consider it very smart to steal a truckload 
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pool and every stream for miles around. 
Where else. I could think of only one 

other practical possibility : they might 
have been tossed into a well. A well close 
at hand, particularly an unused one, woulc 
offer a quick, reasonably secure means of 
getting rid of them. But how many open 
wells were there in Brandbury and vi
cinity ? Perhaps hundreds 1 Yet it was 
the only plan I could possibly adopt. . 

. 
URING the day I scouted about, 

spotting wells wherever I found 
them. Late at night, when houses 

and stores were dark, and the streets of 
Brandbury deserted, I prowled. I carried 
a long rope to the end of which I'd at
tached an iron hook. I lowered the hook 
into one well after another, swinging and 
twisting it about in an effort to snag what
ever objects might lie in the black depths .. 
I shifted from yard to yard, from street to 
street, night after night. 

In this place a dog would bark, warn
ing me off. In another chickens or ducks 
would squawk an alarm. I encountered 
barbed wire fences ; I tripped over vines ; I 
stumbled into junk-heaps and bog-holes. 
My hook brought up old buckets, old 
lanterns, old chains, and once an old baby 
buggy. Turning from a well, my back 

of tires, bootleg them and get from two to 
five times their pre-war value. Actually 
he wasn't clever enough to engineer such 
a job on his own, but he'd be quick to fall 
in with such a plan master-minded by 
someone else. 

Lights burned in Ed Finch's cottage as 
I crept up to his well. As I'd already done 
thirty or forty times elsewhere, I snaked 
my rope down into its depths. I'd become 
expert, able to feel the contour of the 
shaft bottom, to twist the hook so as to 
catch a submerged object with very few 
misses. My pulse began to pound. I 
hooked something heavy that bumped the 
stones as I pulled it up. Yes a tire ! 

My flashlight showed me exactly the 
proof I 'd labored to find these many 
nights . . . a tire of the same make and 
size as Barry's and this one had been 
vulcanized ! 

I left it lying in the weeds, and the 
other three still resting on the bottom of 
the well to wait for someone in authority 
to haul them up. Ed Finch was one of the 
guilty men, and at this moment he was 
inside the house. 

Quietly I went to the door and thrust 
it open without knocking. Ed Finch looked 
up with a start. Seated, he held his posi
tion rigidly. He was in the act of pouring � 
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the last of a bottle of rye into a glass as 
I moved in on him. -

"All right, Ed. It's caught up with you. 
You helped to kill John Tillson. Frank 
Gates was in it with you, wasn't he ?" 

Finch sprang up, dropping the glass, 
hitting out with his clubbed left hand. It 
grazed my ear. My first blow slid off his 
cheekbone. Then he had the neck of the 
bottle clenched in his other fist, had it 
lifted to smash me over the head. My 
second punch connected squarely with his 
jaw. He melted down to the shabby car ... 
pet, the neck of the bottle slipping out of 
his loose fingers, and stayed there, un-

• consctous. 
I'd lost no time about making the mosf 

of this break. I'd phoned Mark Reece at 
once ; he'd come in a hurry, with Kay ; 
and I'd promised them that this would 
clear Barry. -It would bring Barry back, 
I'd thought jubilantly free him of the 
charge of murder, remove him from the 
dishonor of becoming a dese\rter, enable 
him to leave with me on time for Camp 
Moffett. Then., without warning we'd 
heard the shot the single gun-blast that 
sent us running to the door of the house. 

Ed Finch lay there in the center of the 
room, still bound hand and foot with his 
gaudy neckties, an ugly red splash on his 
face dead, silenced. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Perfect Alibi 
. 

HILE Kay and Mark stood there 
in the doorway, stunned and un
comprehending, I skirted around 

the house. Another road passed not far to 
the north. Someone using a car I re
called having heard it had stopped near
by, had come quietly across the adjoining 
field and had fired through the screen .of an 
open window. Just as I found the bullet 
hole in the screen I heard the car again
the sound of a motor fading away. 

To give chase would be hopeless. The 
car would be back in Brandbury, even 
before I could get a message through to 
Chief Dugley by phone. 

I went to the phone regardless. A dif
ferent operator was on duty now ; her 
name was Jean Knowles. Responding to 
the urgency in my voice,. Jean ·connected 

me at once with Chief Dugley's office. 
" Please hop over to Ed Finch's," I · 

said. "He"s been shot dead. Before you 
come get your hands on Frank Gates." 

"Frank Gates ?" the chief blurted. 
"What for ?" 

"I'll explain the whole thing when you 
get here. " 

I disconnected before the chief could 
ask any more questions, and found Mark 
gazing at me curiously. 

"Frank Gates ?" he echoed too. "What • 

makes you think Fratak did this, Dan?"  
11Ed was Frank's closest pal for years. 

Ed was a big dumb lug who hero-wor
shipped· Frank because Frank's so much 
smarter. Ed helped with the Tillson job, 
so common sense says he was in it with 
Frank. Frank was the brains. He's ex
actly the type-a man �ho loves to pull 
off slick ones, and cash in." 

Kay asked quickly, HBut can you prove 
that, Dan ? , Remember, Frank is also a 
close personal friend of Chief Dugley." 

" I  know, but I can prove Ed's com
plicity beyond a shadow of a doubt, and 
Frank will have to do plenty of con�nc
ing talking to get himself out of this. I 
don't believe he'll succeed. Somewhere 
there's got to be concrete evidence to 
clinch this case against him.'' 

"You've so little time now, Dan." Kay 
said. 

"I 've so damned little time ; but I'm go
ing to use every minute to make it pos
sible for Barry to catch that camp train." 

A car hummed down the road. It 
stopped behind Mark's. Chief Dugley had 
hustled. 

The other man was Frank Gates. 
Eyeing me narrowly, the chief asked, 

"Well, Dan ? " 
Watching Gates, I said, "Ed was one 

of the two men who robbed the garage 
and killed John Tillson. Look at that tire 
leaning against the well out there. It's 
one of the four they took off Barry's car in 
order to substitute the stolen set. The 
other three are still under water. I had to 
knock Ed down and tie him like that. 
While I was outside somebody fired 
through the window and killed him." 

"Somebody ?" Chief Dug ley's eyes were 
still narrowed . . "Usin' the same gun that 
killed John ?" 

'tProbably. A test will show that. The 
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rest is even more probable. Ed was mur
dered by his partner in crime." 

"Did you see this so-called partner ?" 
"No, " I was forced to admit. "But ob

viously Ed was killed in order to shut him 
up. The partner happened along just 
after I'd cornered Ed. He couldn't trust 
Ed to keep quiet. Using a gun, he made 
sure Ed wouldn't name him." . 

"And just who do you figure this part
ner of Ed's was, Dan ?" 

"You know as well as I do, chief. 
Everybody in Brandbury knows who's 
been Ed's buddy for years. "  

"You mean Frank, here. " 
Gates stood silent at the chief's side, 

handsome, forty-odd and smart. No on� 
was quite sure how he made his money. 
He talked wisely about the stock market, 
real estate deals, card playing and horse 
racing. He always looked perfectl}'Pressed 
and fastidious. His too-smooth face shone 
and his hands were scrubbed as thorough
ly as those of a surgeon about to operate. 
He made no answer to my indirect accu
sation. Instead, he smiled faintly. 

"You're goin' off half-cocked, Dan," 
Chief Dugley reproved me. "Frank 
couldn't've done this. He's been with me 
all evenin' ." 

"With you !"  I was jolted. "Are you 
sure of that ?" 

Chief Dugley nodded. "That's why I 
was so surprised when you told me over 
the phone I better pick him up. He was 
in my office with me when you called." 

"But had he been with you every min
ute. " I doubted my ears. "Was he with 
you a �w minutes past midnight. " 

"Every single minute since early eve
n in' Frank's been with me as close as you 
see him right now," Chief Dug ley stated 
flatly. "He ain't been out of my sight 
once, not for a second. Dan, you're off on 
the wrong track. WHoever killed Ed 
Finch, it positively wasn't Frank Gates. " 

Y FINE theory had exploded in 
my face. I'd been too sure of it. 
It seemed that my last chance 

to exonerate Barry was gone. 
"I'm takin' charge here, " Chief Dugley 

announced. "Better clear out, all of you." 
He crowded us to the door, including 

Frank Gates. Mark was silent with pro
found disappointment, and Kay was so 

heartsick I decided grimly that I couldn't 
let it go at that. Turning back, I again 
buttonholed the chief. 

"Whoever may be guilty, you've got to 
admit now that it's not Barry Kirk. Those 
.. tires in the well prove he was framed. "  

Eying me, Chief Dugley said, "Maybe 
it's Ed who was framed." Then he went 
on shrewdly, "Barry's still missin'. So is 
Barry's gun. He could've pulled off the 
robbery with Ed. He could've thrown 
those old tires of his into Ed's well, and 
then killed Ed, as a slick way of makin' 
hisself appear innocent. "  

"But good lord, chief . " 
"Or, if Barry didn't do that, then you 

might have done it, Dan. You're tryin' 
your almighty damnedest to clear Barry. 
You ain't stopping at nothin' to save him. 
If you thought this was the only possible 
way " The chief's eyes were shrewd 
shining slits. "There's absolutely nothin: 
so far to prove Barry's innocent. Matter 
of fact, this makes it look worse for him
and plenty bad for you too, Dan. You 
better keep quiet ! " 

Frank Gates, my prize suspect, was al
ready driving off. Going back to the car, 
I found Kay and Mark both bitterly silent. 
I knew what they were despondently 
thinking ; I was thinking it myself. "Only 
thirty hours until the_. camp train leaves. 

The hours slipped past. The rest of 
that pight was a period of empty frustra
tion. The morning brought no new de
velopments, and after almost a full after
noon of accomplishing nothing I sat alone 
in my office, keenly feeling the relentless 
pressure of time. 

"Only fifteen hours left." 
Still there was no word from Barry. 

The tension in Kay, I knew, was mount
ing minute by minute while the search for 
him went on without result. Tonight 
would be torture for her, and when 7 : 10 
tomorrow morning came, with Barry still 
gone, something in her would die. 

Brandbury seemed unusually quiet. It 
was a cloudy, oppressively dark day, this 
last day of my furlough, and of Barry's
this final day when I must close my of
fice and step out of n1y old life, never to 
return again until victory was won. 

The old town seemed precious now. 
All the little things about it, which I'd al
ways taken for granted, seemed realer and 



62 DETECTIVE TALES 
• 

warmer than ever before. It was just be
fore four o'clock, and Alma ljoon1is wa,3 
hurrying into the telephone office directly 
across the street, just as she'd done every 
day for year after year. A rather hornely 
girl in her thirties, she carried her big 
handbag and n1oved with a certain earn
estness. She disappeared into the street 
door, then reappeared in the office on th� 
second floor to relieve Martha Gates, who 
was just finishing her eight-hour spell at 
the s\vitch board. It all seen1ed so good and 
well-established ; and in a tnon1ent, I knew, 
Martha would hurry down a�d across to 
Hannock's Market, to get .meat and vege
tables for the dinner. 

Martha, however, broke her routine, 
Instead of turning to the market she came 
straight across the street. ran up the stairs 
and thrust into my office. 

"Dan, I can't stand it any longer. I've 
got to get a divorce. " 

It had been a .Jong time coming. Mar
tha had loyally held on as long as she 
could, and it wouldn't be news to the town 
that at last she'd had enough. Her hus
band was Frank Gates the same Frank 
Gates who had the unbreakable alibi. 

"He doesn't care about me any more. 
I'd rather be entirely alone than feel he's 
cheating on me behind my back.'' 

"Are you sure there's another woman ?" 
.. 

"No, I'm not really sure, Dan. That is, 
I've ·never seen them together, and neither 
has anyone else, as far as I know. I just 
feel there must be some woman he's met 
secretly, and often, too. I know the signs. 
He's kept it from me ·so he could keep on 
getting tnoney from me whenever he got 
into a hole. Well, I'm not going to let him 
walk out on me run away with her. " 

"Except to suggest that you'd better 
not ask for the divorce on grounds of in
fidelity, because you're not at all certain 
of the other woman, I'm afraid I can't 
help you, Martha. There isn't time for me 
to handle your case, you see. I'm leaving 
for camp tomorrow morning. Just go 
down to Jim Leatherman's office, around 
the corner, and talk to him about it. " 

"If I was sure, you can just bet I'd 
name that woman ! "  Martha said, her 
eyes · flashing. " She'd never be able to 
live in this town afterward. " Then Mar
tha rose. "Thanks, Dan, just the same . 

and lots of good luck in the .P ... rmy." 

WAS still sitting there, trying to 
think where to turn next to help Bar
ry, when Kay . came in, looking ill 

enough to be under a doctor's care. 
"Nothing, Dan ?" she murn1ured. 
"Absolutely nothing, Kay. Martha 

Gates was just in, wanting n1e to file a 
divorce action against Frank. She thinks 
there's another won1an, but <;he hasn't 
any evidence of it. " 

"There is another woman,"  Kay said. 
"Frank's been so mean to Martha, I'm 
willing to help her prove it." 

"Ho'v can you do that ?"  
"I  don't know who the other won1an is, 

but I've seen Frank with her. Two or 
three times I've passed his car, parked 
beside a back road, and a woman was with 
him. Once I was taking a walk when a 
thunderstorm came up, so I took cover in 
the barn of the abandoned farm. I saw 
Frank and a woman running out the 
back. I haven't told anyone until now." 

"Who could that woman be ?" 
"Any young woman in town." 
Taking up the telephone, I asked Alma 

Loomis to connect me with Jim Leather
man's office. Jim said Martha was there 
now, so I told him what Kay had seen. 

"You'll probably need stronger testi
mony than that, though," I said. "I 'd 
hire a good private detective to watch 
Frank. Sooner or later you'll catch him 
with the other woman and . then you'll be 
all set. " 

Jim said he'd do it, and also that he 
wanted to talk with Kay soon. To Kay 
and me it seemed very much less impor
tant than Barry's predicament. Aboat that . 
there was scarcely anything n1ore we 
could say. Kay was so wretchedly de
spondent, I swore at myself because I'd 
found nothing at all I could take hold1 of. 
Then, grimly determined to find some
thing somewhere, despite the short time 
remaining. I took Kay to the door ; as I 
opened it we saw Frank Gates. 

He scowled at Kay, his sly mouth 
twisted, dangerous glints in his eyes. 

"You let Martha mind her own busi
ness, " he said levelly. "You keep your 
mouth shut. If you drag another woman 
into this thing you'll regret it. Get that ? 
Keep your hands off or you '11 get hurt 1"  

He turned about, hurried down the 
stairs and disappeared into the street. 
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Kay was frightened. I started. after Frank 
Gates, but abruptly I turned back, a feel
ing of elation surging through me. 

" It's all right, Kay," I said. " I  think 
everything will be all right now. At least 
I see a chance a long-shot chance of 
gettirt.g Barry into the clear. " 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Death on the Line 

A Y didn't understand. Neither did 
I, exactly. It was just a spark 
kindling in my mind and I didn't 

dare put it into words for fear it would 
mean another disappointment for her. 

"I'm taking you home, Kay," I said. 
"'Please wait there. I 'll .let you know 
the minute I've got something. H 

She went with me, bewildered and anx
ious. Leaving her at her · door, I looked 
around. Darkness was already settling. 
The Gates place sat several doors away, 
and the lights were on inside. Martha 
was still at Jim Leatherman's office, prob.
ably, so Frank must be back home alone. 
My own place sat just around the corner. 
Walking back, I saw lights also in the 
police office above the dime store and in 
the courthouse across the square. I hur
ried into Mark Reece's office. 

"I've got a plan, Mark, " I said. "I 
need your help. I can't be sure what'll 
come of it, but maybe it'll give us the 
proof we need. If so, we've got to get 
that proof right now, tonight. "  

He listened, eager to try anything. . 
"In half a minute I'm going to leave 

here jnd go over to Chief Dugley's office. 
I 'll send him over. Then I'll go home. 
From there I'll give you a ring. What
ever I may say, pay no attention. I won't 
really mean it. Regardless of what you 
hear, hurry out of here the minute I hang 
up and take the chief with you.' Take 
him to Frank Gates's. place and watch it." 

Mark nodded. 
"Frank may come out. He may even 

look like he's about to skip town. If so, 
he's to get grabbed then and there. I'll be 
along next to handle the rest of it. It may 
not work, but it's our only chance. "  

"'I don't see what you're driving at, 
.Dan," Mark said, "but you can count on 
me." 

"Good. Wait here for my call., and re-
. 

member no matter what I say, ignore 
it and get going." 

Mark remained at his desk, puzzled. I 
circled around to the police office. Chief 
Dugley looked up at me. 

"Mark needs you, chief, right away." 
"What for ?" 
"He has to make an arrest, but he 

wants it kept quiet. It's important, chief." 
"All · right," Dugley said, slapping his 

newspaper down, "but why didn't Mark 
tell me himself ? If you're up to some new 
trick, Dan, you'd better be careful." 

Saying nothing,. I followed him down 
the stairs. I felt the suspicion ·in hi�. He 
was sternly jealous of his official power. 
One false move, I thought, and he'd riail 
me. Wheq I left him he trudged into the 
courthouse. . 

Quickly covering the next three blocks, 
I passed Kay's home, then paused in front 
of the Gates place to make sure Frank 
was still there, and finally I went into my 
own bungalow. I was ready for my next 
move, the most �rucial one ; but just in
side the door I stopped still, listening. 

My ears caught a sound, a furtive noise 
coming from the kitchen. 

Not turning on any lights, I went quiet
ly to the connecting door. The kitchen 
was empty. But I sensed a presence. 
Thinking hard, I didn't move. 

Then I said, 11l'm alone, Barry. " 
The pantry door slowly opened. Barry 

Kirk h.ppeared as a lanky, silently moving 
shadow. In one hand he had a chunk of 
cheese which he'd taken from the re· 
frigerator. I snapped on the diningroom 
light and a dim glow reached him. He 
was emaciated ; his clothes were filthy ; 
thick red-brown stubble bristled on his 
gaunt cheeks. He looked exactly like 
what he was a starving, hunted animal. 
I snapped the light off and he stood in 
the darkness gnawing on the cheese. 

1 1I'm glad you've come back, Barry. 
Are you giving yourself up ?" 

" No," he said. 11 I had to see you just 
once before you leave for camp, and I've 
got to see �ay. Then I'm " he made a 
tired, sweeping gesture toward the out· 
lying fields "I'm skipping out again." 

"I  can't let you do that, Barry l "  
"I'm going to do it. Nobody's going 

to stop me not you or anybody else." 
He meant that. If I should try to stop 
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him there'd be a fight. We'd still be the 
best of friends, but he'd beat hell out of 
me if I should attempt to keep him here. 
He'd decided on his own way and nothing 
could shake him from it . not his friend
ship with me, not even his love for Kay. 

"You've come back at the wrong time, 
Barry. It upsets a plan I've n1ade. You 
know what I've got to do, and how much 
I hate having to do it but I'm forced to 
turn you over to Chief Dug ley. " 

E let me get as far as the telephone. 
Then he strode aher me, clamped 
his big hand over mine and kept 

the instrument pushed down against the 
table. 

"Don't try it, Dan. It's wrong, because 
I'm innocent. Once they put me in a cell 
I'd never in this world get out again." 

A tough man to handle, Barry Kirk. 
By failing to notify the police he was here 
I'd make myself guilty of criminal con
spiracy. I could even be disbarred. God 
help us both, I thought, if Chief Dugley 
should walk in here now ! But Barry 
didn't realize all that. The rebellious 
stubbornness in him was part of his in
flexible integrity. 

"I've just come to say so-long, Dan. " 
His simple, sincere way of saying it 

got me by the throat. Looking at him, 
I suddenly realized that this awkward, 
big-jointed guy wasn't a flower-grower by 
nature at all. He was a fighter, a soldier. 
He'd make one of the best damn' soldiers 
the Army could ever ask for. Instead, 
clinging to his own peculiar code of jus
tice, he was determined to make himself 
a deserter. I just stared at him, unable to 
speak, still less able to argue. . 

"All right, " I said finally. " Only don't be 
too quick about saying good-by to Kay. " 

"Thanks, Dan." He gripped my hand. 
He drifted out the kitchen door. By 

crossing the back yards he'd be able to 
reach Kay's home unseen. It would be 
the most heartrending moment of her life. 
How long would he stay with her there ? 
A few minutes ? An hour ? Then, unless 
my plan worked, he'd be gone forever� • . •  

I took up the telephone. Alma Loomis 
asked, " Who do you want, Dan ?" 

"Mark Reece," I said. "At his office." 
Alma plugged in and Mark answered. 
"Dan calling, Mark, " I said, speaking 

rapidly. "Listen this is important. I've 
got the evidence we need strong mate
rial evidence that Frank Gates and Ed 
Finch pulled off the gara5e robbery. It's 
going to· send Frank to the chair for kill
ing John Tillson. I'm coming right over." 

Without giving Mark a chance to an
swer, I hung up. 

Leaving the house, I rounded the cor
ner. I waited, keeping out of sight. It 
was very quiet. Kay's house, in the mid
dle of the block, was dark. Barry was in 
there with her. The windows of the Gates 
place were lighted. A shadow moved 
across the curtains of the bedroom a 
quick shadow moving back and forth. 

Presently a car came up the street and 
stopped, and its lights blinked out. The 
two men who got out of it were Mark 
Reece and Chief Dugley. They stood be
side the car, also watching, and I could 
hear the chief's voice in argument. 

Suddenly the front door of the Gates 
place opened. Frank Gates hurried out, 
carrying a suitcase. He hustled to his 
sedan, which was parked at the curb. 
When he was ducking into it, Mark and 
Chief Dugley closed in on him from one 
side while I advanced from the other. 

"Just a minute, Frank," I said, " be
fore you leave town. "  

He straightened. " Stay out of my way, 
Dan. I've got to go to the city to see 
about a big real estate deal. "  

" There's a bigger deal on right here 
in Brandbury," I answered. "It won�t 
take long. You won't even have to an
swer any questions. I just want you 
around for a few minutes, that's all .,  

"Frank, " Chief Dug ley said, "you bet
ter do it. I ain't so sure about Dan Bond, 
but Mark Reece is a man I respect. If 
he's still got suspicions of you, I want 
'em cleared up quick. On the other hand, 
if you're puttin' anything over on me, I 
ain't going to show you no favors. Now, 
how about it ?" · 

" Why, sure," Gates said uneasity, anx
ious to remain in the chief's good graces. 
"Nobody's got anything on me.'' 

"This way, then," I said. 
As we walked into the center of town 

a repair truck drew to the curb in front 
of the telephone office. Two men, having 
done a late job of trouble-shooting some
where, lugged their tool-boxes and several 
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coils of wire up the stairs. To Mark's 
surprise, and Chief Dug ley's, I followed 
them. They dumped their stuff on the 
landing at the top of. the flight and went 
into a room on the right. We went into 
the room on the left, where Alma Loomis 
was on duty at the switchboard. 

"What're we doin' here ?" the chief 
asked. 

''  'M after information, Alma, " I 
said. The· board wasn't busy �t 
the moment, so she eased the 

spring-held receiver off her ear. "This 
afternoon I phoned Jim Leatherman's 
office. Remetnber that call ?" . 

"I remember it," Alma said. 
"A minute or two later somebody else 

phoned Frank Gates. Remember ?" 
"No, I don't. That's the busiest part 

of the day, Dan." 
u Again tonight, a few minutes ago, an

other call was made to Frank Gates' 
home. You should be able to remember 
where that one came from, Alma." 

"From a pay station," Alma said. 
Frank Gates was scowling, and Chief 

Dugley asked with sharp impatience, 
. "Where' s this gettin' us ? What's impor
tant about those calls to Frank ? Every-
body gets phone calls, don't they ?" 

"Not like those two," I said. uThey 
mean plenty. Take the first one. You see, 
I'd first phoned Jim Leatherman. Martha 
was there, having just decided to divorce 
Frank, and the conversation between Jim 
and me concerned that. It was confiden
tial. Only four persons were supposed to 
know \bout it Martha herself, Jim, Kay 
and me. Yet someone else did know about 
it. Within a few minutes Frank received 
a phone call warning him that his rela
tions with an unknown woman were about 
to be investigated."  

"Well ?" Chief Dugley growled. 
"Frank was given the same sort of tip

off again tonight. I phoned Mark to say 
that I'd found evidence strong enough to 
convict Frank in the Tillson murder. 
Again the information was confidential 
between Mark and me. Yet within two 
minutes Frank knew of it and was getting 
ready to skip town. Someone had imme
diately warned him." 

"I don't see how anybody could do 
that !"  the chief snorted. 

I stepped behind the railing and sug
gested, "Let me sit at that switchboard, 
Alma." 

Puzzled, she shifted to another chair, 
taking her big handbag along. She found 
a compact in it and powdered her nose 
while I plugged into Kay's number, then 
tipped the cam, first to ring, then to cut 
into the line. 

"Dan calling. Are you alone, Kay ?"  
She murmured, "No. " 
Barry was still with her. 
"Keep listening," I said. 
Holding the line open and keeping the 

transmitter near my• mouth, I turned to 
speak to Chief Dugley. 

"Check back from the beginning, Chief, 
and the wh9le thing will be perfectly 
clear. Two weeks ago Bill Church, the 
night mechanic over at Tillson's Garage, 
took sick. His wife phoned John Tillson 
to say Bill couldn't come to �rork. The 
tire .thieves chose that night for their job. 
It was the first night in months when 
nobody was to be on duty at the garage, 
yet the crooks knew their way would be 
clear. How did they know ·?" 

They listened Chief Dugley with skep
ticism, Mark intently, Frank Gates with 
a scowl and on the other end of the line 
Kay was also listening to every word.' 

"Last night, again," I went on, " I  
phoned Mark from Ed Finch's place. I 
told him I believed I'd found one of the 
two men really guilty of the robbery, that 
I felt confident of clearing Barry. Within 
a few minutes Ed Finch was dead, si
lenced by someone desperately anxious to 
keep him from talking. The killer hadn't 
come there in the nick of time by sheer 
accident. The killer had come for the pur
pose of shutting Ed up-kno'Wing what 
I'd learned and where I'd learned it." 

The chief blinked. 
"Take a good look at Alma," I said. 

"Alma herself wouldn't claim to be highly 
attractive to men. She's going on forty, 
perilously close to becoming an old maid. 
You'd hate that, wouldn't you, Alma ? 
More than anything else in the world 

. you've wanted a husband and a home . 
and the bitter part of it is that you've 
been in love with a handsome, slyly clever 
man who is already married." 

Alma's face went white ; she sat very 
still. 
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"The man is Frank Gates. You're the 
' 

'other woman' who has wrecked Mar-
tha's marriage. You've been so desperate 
to get Frank and keep him that you've 
played along with him in his shady 
schemes even the Tillson garage rob
bery.' You made yourself a secretly daring 
sort, Alma, more his type than Martha 
could be. Your all-important plan was to 
help Frank cash in on the stolen tires, 
then run off with him . "  

Frank Gates was struck silent ; and 
Alma sat ominously still, staring at me. 

get away together. My car's sitting right 
outside, where it always is." 

" Shut up, Alma ! " he howled. 
She was at the door, hesitating, every 

fiber drawn tight. "Aren't you coming, 
darling ?' '  

Mark Reece's hand swept down in a 
sudden arc. It struck the revolver in 
Alma's hand. The gun spun from her 
fingers, clattered across the floor. Chief 
Dugley pressed a big foot on it. For an 
instant Alma stood poised. Then a thin 
wail squeezed out of her throat. She spun 
about, flinging herself out the door. 

The next sound was a quick thumping 
"You out of your mind, Dan ?" Chief 

Dugley snapped. 
on the · stairs a series of hard thuds go

HERE'S no other answer, ing down. ' '  
chief. Everybody knows the When -we reached Alma she was lying 
operators here listen in on inert at the foot of the stairs. A long 

phone calls whenever they feel like it. On wire trailed down them, its lower end 
the night of the robbery Alma learned in curled around one of her ankles. She'd 
that way that the garage wouldn't be stumbled into the coil left by the repair
guarded, so she tipped Frank off. Frank men at the top of the flight. It had tripped 
and Ed had the job already planned and her and she'd plunged headlong. She 
were waiting for an opening. They killed wasn't dead ; but now she and Frank 
John Tillson. Frank didn't kill Ed last Gates would never fly off, as they'd 
night, though, Alma herself did that." planned, to some distant hideaway. The 

"Alma killed ! " same kind of telephone wire that she had 
"No one else could have done it. She used so ruthlessly to protect herself and 

listened in on my call to Mark's office, him had suddenly become a trap sprung 
because I was calling from Ed's place. on them both. 
It meant that Frank's and Ed's little game Chief Dugley had · Barry's gun leveled 
was up: Because Frank was at your office, at Frank now. Mark looked dazed with 
chief, she couldn't warn him-didn't dare relief and elation. First I called an am
speak to him of it in your presence. She bulance, and then I saw Kay's light flash
was forced to act herself. She was just ing on the board. 
then going off duty and she knew where " Dan, is it  true ?" she cried again. " Is 
Barry's stolen gun was hidden. At all it  all right ? Barry needn't hide any 
costs she had to save her man. There more ?" .., 
you have it the inescapable answer. Al- " Hide ?" I said. " Well, in a way. He11 
ma is the only person on earth who could be hidden among millions of other men 
have pried into all that confidential in- in U.ncle Sam's Army, until he zooms up 
formationJ on four different occasions, to an officer ship. " 
and Alma is the only person who could Barry's voice boomed over the wire. 
possibly have killed Ed. " "Thanks, Dan ! Boy, am I happy ! I'll 

· 

In the receiver Kay's voice cried, "Dan, be seeing you, pal at . the railroad sta
Dan, is it true''  I scarcely heard. Alma tion� seven-ten tomorrow morning ! "  
was rising stiffly to her feet. Her right _ As l withdrew that plug another light 
hand was lifting from her big purs�. She flashed on. Cutting in, I heard Martha 
was gripping a revolver Barryfs gun. Gates' voice. 

"Don't say anything, Alma ! "  Frank "Connect me with Kay Reece's home, 
Gates blurted. "Don't talk ! "  please. " 

Alma said tightly, "I 'm not ashamed "Sorry, Martha ; she's busy," I said, 
of it I'd do it again. You mean that though of course her line wasn't con
much to me, Frank. Come on. We can nected at all now. " She1S very b�sy. " 

THE END 
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quality of stories that made Flynn's Detective Fiction famous. 
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ERLE STANLEY GARDNER'S new Lester Leith story, "Something 
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By 
PHILIP 

ETCHU . 

• 

I 

• 

t' . 

Sometimes a hard-boiled cop can be 
a human guy when a girl like 
Mary Lee is wanted for murder. He 
can disregard a mile-high stack of · 

evidence and play a hunch! 

E KNOCKED on her hotel door 
and when the girl opened it he 
said, " Hello, l\1ary Lee," and 

came into the room. 
The girl backed away, a sudden fright 

showing in her eyes and tightening the 
lines of her face. She was tall and slen
der and had light brown hair. · she looked 
just like the pictures of her that Brad 
68 

' 

"He was dead �ith· 
• 6. • , tn ve nunutes. • • 

McAllister had studied. Even in this mo-
• 

ment of shock she didn't lose the pride in 
.her bearing that Brad had known she 
would have. 

" I  think you've made a mistake," she 
answered. "I'm Mrs. Bennett. Mrs. Rose 
Bennett." 

Brad took off his hat and laid it on the 
top of the dresser near the bed. He turned 
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back and cl�sed the door, then glanced brother lives between your home and the 
at the girl and shook his head. "You're office." 
.Mary Lee and until a week ago you lived . " Does he ?." asked the girl. 
at the Buckingham apartments. You're " In some ways, " Brad went on, "'John 
twenty-two and were born in Lincoln Dillon was a thoroughly detestible man. 
Nebraska. You went through school there He ruined his brother's life. I'll grant you 
and the university. You came here a year that. And perhaps if you thought his 
ago and went to work at the Berg��n Trust brother had killed him you also thought 
Company. You aren't married and don't that his brother deserved a �hance to get 
seem particularly .interested in men. · away. Was that the reason you came 

"Vou cook your own breakfast and here, Mary Lee ? "  
dinner, go to church on Sunday and to The girl turned back to face him. u l  
a neighborhood picture show maybe twice didn't say . it was." 
a week. You rent books from a lending . . "What would · you say if I told you that 
library around the corner from your apart- John Dillon's brother was out of the city 
ment, mainly biographies. " on the night Dil�on was killed ?�' 

The girl's eyes had widened while Brad " I'd be glad to know he wasn't going 
was talking. When he broke off she man-

_ to suffer any more at the hands of his, ·aged a f&int laugh. "You seem to know brother, even indirectly." 
a lot about this Mary Lee, at least." u And the money ?" 

"I do," Brad nodded. " I  know what uWhat money ?" 
kind of clothes she likes, what food she " A  hundred thousand dollars in · un-
prefers. I know about a brother she's registered, negotiable bonds that Dillon 
helping through school. I know so much had with him the night he was killed. " 
about her I just can't understand why she · · . "I don't know anything about it. "  

· killed John Dillon. ,  · 
Brad stood up. " I'll have to search 

" But she didn't. " your room, Mary Lee.. Do you mind ?" 
Brad sat dt>wn on the edgt of the bed. 

''Didn't she ? "  
"No. " 
"' Then \vhy did she run away ? ' �  
'' Maybe she had to. " 
''Why, Mary �ee ?' '  
The girl bit her lips. She crossed over 

to the window and stood there with �r 
back to Brad. · 

"It was raining the night Mr. Dillon 
was killed, "  she said slowly-. "I was 
sta\ding in the lobby of the building after 
work, waiting for it to slacken up before 
running . for the bus. Mr. Dillon came 
down from the office and offered me a 
lift in his car. He said he had to make 
one stop on the way to my aparttner.tt. 
He did. He went in to to see someone. 
When he came out he was stumbling. He 
could hardly get back in the car. He said 
he didn't feel well and he asked me to 
drive. I suggested that I take him to see 
a doctor but he shook his head. He was 
dead within five minutes. He had been 
shot.' '  

"Where was it that he stopped, Mary 
Lee ?'' . 

"I  don't know." 
"Was it at his brother's bouse ? His 

.HE girl shrugged her shoulders 
and after a moment's hesitation 
Brad started his search. He didn't 

find the bonds but in looking through the 
girl's purse he discovered a sl�ght tear 
in the lining and under the lining he 
found a check-stand stuh. 

'1What's this, Mary Lee ?'' 
The girl came forward, looked at the 

stub and frowned. HI don't know. I never 
saw it before in tny life. " 

Brad put the stub in his pocket. " It 
might be for a brief-case which was 
checked at the Union Station," he said 
slowly. u And if it is, we'll find a hun
dred thousand dollars in the brief-case. 
There's something else in the picture, too. 
Dillon had an apartment at the Maywood. 
He didn't use it often but sometimes he 
went there with a girl who has been de
scribed as young and slender and brown
haired." 

"Not me: " 
"The woman who rented him the place 

saw your picture. She said that you were 
the girl . ' '  

"No." 
''Get your hat, Mary Lee. " 
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"Where are we going ? " 
"To the Union Station and then to 

jail. " 
The girl caug·ht her breath. Her hands 

were tightly clenched and for a moment 
she held her body rigid. Then some of 
the stiffness went out of it and her shoul
ders sagged wearily. "I 'd like to fix up a 
little, " Brad heard her say. 

She turned to tke bathroom and while 
she was gone Brad paced back and forth 
across the room. He caught an occa
sional glimpse of himself in a wall mirror, 
an occasional glimpse of a tall, slender 
young man who was scowling fiercely and 
who didn't look nearly as pleased as he 
should have looked. 

He was the youngest and newest in
vestigator on the district attorney's staff 
an� he found the girl for whom every 
pohceman and every detective in the city 
were searching. / 

Mary Lee came out of the bathroom. 
She pu.t on a jacket that fit snugly around 
the watst and then a hat that looked ridic- · 
ulous until it was on her head. 

"I'm ready, Mr. Policeman, " she said 
quietly. 

"The name's Brad McAllister," Brad 
growled. · 

"Have you phoned for the patrol 
wagon ? "  

"We go by taxi. ' '  
"And no handcuffs ?" 
Brad flushed and hated himself for it. 

He said, " Come on," and turned to the 
door. 

Just as Brad had feared, the check
stand stub brought forth an old brie£-case 
and one glahce inside of it disclosed the 
missing bonds. Brad closed the case and 
tucked it under his arm. He had brought 
Mary Lee with him to the station and he 
looked at her now, bis face frozen in 
tight, hard lines. 

" It'll not do any good, I suppose to 
say that I don't know how that stub ' got 
into my purse ," the girl suggested. , 

Brad shook his head. 
" I  didn't check it here. " 
"Dillon had it with him when he left 

the office,." Brad said slowly. "Do you 
remember that ? " 

"No. It was raining. Maybe he bad it 
under his coat. '' 

-
"Did he take it with him when he went 

in to see his brother ? ' '  
" don't know. I didn't notice." 
" ho knew where you were hiding, 

Mary Lee ?" · 
" No one." 
"Then how could anyone have put that 

check s� .b in your purse ?" 
Mary Lee made no answer. She turned 

toward one of the station exits. Brad 
foll?wed her. Outside, they took another 
tax1 and Brad said to the. driver, " Straight 
up the avenue until I tell you where to 
stop.''  

�e hadn't meant to say that at all, he 
reahzed as he settled back in the cab. He 
had meant to tell the. driver to head for 
_police headquarters. The other order had 
J USt slipped out. He glanced over at Mary 
Lee. 

She had soft features and a mouth that 
could break into an easy smile. Brad had 
seen that smile in her photographs. He 
remembered what he had said to the dis
trict attorney. 

"Th�t girl a murderess ?" he had cried . .  
" Why you're crazy, chief. No girl who 
looks like that could possibly be a mur
deress. "  

The district attorney had laughed at 
h

. 
"Y  , . tm. ou ve got a lot to learn about 

women, Brad. Never trust the sweet 
ones. '' 

• 

RAD scowled at the rounded shoul- . 
ders of · the cab driver. It had 
started right then, he decided. 

Maybe it was crazy to think that a man 
£oul.d fall in love with a girl just fsm 
a ptcture, but that-· was what had hap-
pened. . 

"What'll they do to me ?" the girl asked 
suddenly. 

Brad glanced at her and then looked 
aw�y. "Ask you question.s. They'll keep 
asktng yoti questions until they get at the 
truth. " 

" But what I said was the truth." 
Brad fingered the brief-case he was 

ho!ding. He thought of the weight of 
evtdence they had against this girl and 
of what this would add to it and then he 
trie� to stop thinking of anything. After 
a mtnute he leaned forward and tapped 
the cab driver on the shoulder. He gave 
the man his own address .. 
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The girl looked at him curiously as he 
leaned back in his corner of the seat. She 
said, "Where did you tell him to take us ?" 

"To my apartment. " 
" Why ?" 
" Perhaps," said Brad, " because I'm 

fool enough to believe what you've told 
me. Perhaps because I know what will 
happen to you if I throw you to the 
wolves. " 

The ghost of a smile touched the girl's 
lips. She looked steadily at Brad. 

1' You'll get in trouble for this, won't 
you, H said the girl. 

Brad shook his head. 
"You ought to take me in. " 
" I  know · what I'm doing, " Brad 

growled. " It wasn't by clever work on niy 
part that I found you. An anonymous 
phone call tipped me off. " 

"You n1ean " 
" I  mean maybe someone knew where 

you were and wanted you arrested. · I 
mean I want more tin1e to work on this. 
I 'll not have a chance with you in jail ."  

The cab stopped in front of Brad's 
apartment. He got out and Mary Lee 
climbed out after him and they went in 
thr-ough the wide open doors. Whether 
or not anyone noticed them, Brad didn't 
know. He felt so mixed up that he 
couldn't think very straight. An auto
tnatic elevator took them to the top floor 
of the building and Brad led the 'vay 
down the hall to his door. He u·nlocked 
it and stepped aside so that Mary Lee 
could enter. He followed her in and 
closed the · ·door and was abruptly aware 
of how shabby his furniture looked. He 
had 4!tever thought of that before. 

"You can stay here for a while," Brad 
heard himself saying. " Don't answer the 
telephone or the door. I '11 have to· go back 
downtown. "  

"And report-you didn't find me ?" 
"Yes." 
" What about the brief-case ?" 
Brad moved deeper into the roon1. He 

laid the brief-case on a chair. " I'll leave 
it here, too . "  

" I  could take �t, you know, and run 
away again, " said the girl. 

" But you won't ." . 
The girl shook her head. " For a week, 

now, I've been expecting you. Expecting 
a policeman, that is. I think I was scared 

... 

-

to death of what would happen when 
one found me. It wasn't at all like I 
dreamed it would be. " 

" I'm not only a policeman so far as 
you're concerned. " 

The girl's eyes were very steady. " I  
know you're not ."  

" Tell me one thing, Mary Lee," said 
Brad slowly. " You ran away, didn't you, 
because you didn't \vant to have to tell 
the police where Dillon had stopped. "  

" Yes. " 
Brad turned toward the door, then 

stopped. " You'll find some donuts in the 
kitchen, Mary Lee. The glazed kind that 
you--like so well. " 

The girl's eyes widened. ��You even 
know that about me ? ". 

"I  talked to the woman in the bakery 
near where you Jived. "  

" You're a funny policeman, Brad." 
" I  said I \\7asn't just a policeman, "  

Brad answered. ".And anyhow, I like 
glazed donuts, myself. Lock the door 
after me, Mary Lee. And don't worry." 

RAD walked to the next corner 
and caught a bus· to town. He felt 
a little light-headed, a little nerv

ous. When he reached the district attor
ney's office he learned that the chief was 
busy and he paced back and forth across 
the waiting ·room. 

The door to the district attorney's 
office opened quite abrwptly and the chief 
and Henry James came out. Henry James 
was a thin, short man who stood very 
erect. He had narrow, pinched features. 
He was vice president of the Bergen Trust 
company, of which John Dillon had been 
the active head. 

"Anything new, Brad ? " asked the dis
trict attorney. 

Brad McAllister shook his head. " Not 
a thing, chief. I had a tip. a while back 
that Mary Lee was at the Capitol hotel. 
but there wasn't anything to it. " 

"We've got to find her," growled the 
district attorney. . 

James moistened his lips. "It's not so 
much the girl I'm interested in as it is 
the money Dillon took. If we don't get 
that money back, thousands of investors 
are going to lose. We may even be forced 
to the wall. " 

There was a high, nervous sound in 
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the man's voice. His beady black eyes 
were fastened on Brad McAllister . 

• 

"We're doing everything we can, Mr. 
James," Brad said slowly, "but to me 
it looks pretty hopeless. I'll · bet Mary 
Lee's a thousand miles from here by now." 

. Henry James turned back to face the 
district attorney and started telling him 
again what it would n)ean if the money 
wasn't recovered. Brad listened thought
fully. The district attorney edged the 
man to the hall door and finally got rid 
of him. 

· 

"I '11 bet he killed Arthur Dillon him
self, '' Brad offered. • 

" Impossible and you know it, Brad. He 
was at the office until eleven o'clock the 
night Dillon was killed. He had a couple 
of his staff working with him most of 
the time. Wallace checked all the details · 
of his alibi and it holds up. "  

A · telephone call came in for the dis
trict attorney and he took it. Brad went 
to the office which he shared with the 
other investigators on the district attor
ney's staff. He sat at his desk and studied 
Mary Lee's picture. 

Wallace can1e in and Brad ·said, "Hey, 
Wallace. How does this sound ? Dillon 
was going 1:o make a 'call on the way home 
the night he was killed. James knew it 
and went to meet him there and shot him, 
but Dillon managed to get back to . his 
car. J an1es followed the car and saw 
where Mary Lee went. He returned to 
the office and robbed the safe of a hun
dred grand, checked it at the Union �ta-

l tion and hired a maid in the hotel where 
Mary Lee was �iding to put the check stub 
in Mary Lee's purse. After that he tele
phones us where we can find Mary Lee. 
We find her and get his money back and 
send her up for the job. " 

Wallace blinked. He said, " Swell case, 
only it didn't work that way. James was 
at his office all evening. " 

"Are you positive. "  
"live got his \vord for it, and the words 

of two of his employees .... 
"Who might lose their jobs if they 

didn't say what he vvanted. " 
"' Nuts. '' 
B.ra.d got to his feet. "That's what 

happened, just the same. I'll be seeing 
you, Wallace." 

H-e left the office and went outside. He 

took a taxi to the Maywood apartments 
and talked to the woman who had identi
fied Mary Lee's picture as the picture 
of the woman who . had used an apart
ment there with John Dillon. She wasn't 
quite so positive in her identification, this 
time. Fron1 there, Brad went to the 
Capitol Hotel. At the Capitol he learned 
that the maid who had taken care of the 
rooms on the floor where Mary L.ee had 
lived, had quit her job thal morning. He 
got her natne and address and went to 

· see her but she wasn't home. After wait
ing around for an hour, he headed for 
his own apartment. 

Brad \vas beginning to feel pretty good. 
He was beginning to . feel a little excited 
and he wanted to tell Mary Lee what 
he had learned. He knocked on the apart
ment door in warning, then . unlocked it 
and stepped inside. Mary Lee wasn't in 
the front room. He called her name but 
there was no answer. He looked in the 
bedroom, the kitchen and the bath but 
he didn't find · her. He turned to the 
chair where he had left the brief-case. 
The brief-case was gone, too. 

Brad had a cigarette. 
. 

· HE sun had gone down and the 
· shadows of night were beginning 

to reach into the room. Brad · 
thought of the pretty case he had built 
up against Henry James and a bitter laugh 
sounded from his throat. He stiffened at 
the sound of a knock on the door. 

He hurried to the door and opened it 
and then backed away. It  wasn't Mary 
Lee who had knocked. It was Henry 
James. 

A shock of warning stabbed through 
Brad's body but he tried not to show it. 
He managed a grin a'nd clicked on the 
lights. "Come on in, James, " he invited. 

James came into the rootn and his dark 
eyes turned suspiciously from side to side 
and then fastened on Brad. " I  got a call, 
too," he said abruptly. "A call saying 
that Mary Lee was at the Capitol Hotel, 
registered under the name of Mrs. Rose 
Bennett. I went there but you had been 
there ahead of me. " 

"And discovered that there was noth-
ing at all to the ·tip. " 

· 

"But there was. " 
Brad shrugged his shoulders. 
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" Those bonds were just like money, 
McAili �ter. I suJ?pose it was quite a 
temptation to you. · 

Brad managed a grin. "You're crazy." 
James moistened his lips. " I  want them. 

I'm willing to say nothing about this." 
" Ab�ut now, " said Brad dryly, uyou 

ought to pull a gun on n1e, James." 
" About now I 'n1 going to, " James 

snapped. His hand jerked into his pocket 
and came out with a gun. 

uYou found her, but said you didn't ," 
he said quietly. u i  thought that looked 
like an easy way to pick up a hundred 
thousand dollars. Give me that brief
case. I ' J l  n1ake a slight change in plans 
and keep the bonds. '' 

Brad looked down at the gun in the 
man's hand. u Maybe that's the gun that 
shot Dillon," he suggested. u Maybe by 
the way, James, I located that maid who 
put the check stub in �1:ary Lee's purse. 
That's rather interesting, isn't it ? "  

James caught his breath. 
uy ou see, I've figured i t  all out, " Brad 

went on. "You killed Dillon. You meant 
to have his body found in his brother's 
yard. It must have been a shock to you 
when he made the car and rode away with 
Mary Lee. But when Mary Lee hid so 
she wouldn 't have to testify as to where 
Dillon was shot, you shifted your plans 
a little. 

" Mary Lee looked something like the 
girl who Dillon was running with �nd 
you didn't have to worry about that girl 
coming forward and identifying herself. 
You stole the hundred thousand yourself, 
chrcked it and hired a maid to put the 
stut in l\1ary Lee·s purse. You have been 
taking money all along from the bank and 
figured this would place all the blame 
on Dillon. . . . Of course I found Mary 
Lee on the tip you phoned tn�, but this 
was all a trap . "  

u I " 
Brad chuckled. ' � You can come out 

now, fellows, " he called. " H ere's the man 
you want. " 

James' head jerked toward the bedroom 
door and Brad knew that he would have 
no better chance than this. He dived 
straight at the man. The roar of a shot 
dinned in his ears and flecks of powder 
burned his face and cheek. He hit the 

stnaller man in a driving tackle that car
ried both of them back\vards and as they 
fell to the floor he got one hand on the 
gun and twisted it free. He stood up, 
then, conscious of a hammering on the 
door and of the sound of voices shouting 
at him. He opened the door and a .police
man lurched into the room followed by 
two men who lived across the hall, sev
eral more Brad had never seen, and Mary 
Lee. �Iary Lee was quite pale. 

Henry James was sitting up. He 
seemed. half stunned. He looked up at 
the policeman and a shudder ran over 
his body. 

Brad said, "Take him in, Mike. The 
charge is murder. And thanks for getting 
here so darned quick. " 

" My natne ain't Mike, " growled the 
policen1an. "An you can thank the girl 
for gettin' me here. She came rushing 
up to n1e j ust as I reached the corner 
an' said someone ·was bein' killed. She 
collected all these others on the way. " 

Brad looked over at Mary Lee. "You 
were supposed to stay in the apartment. " 

" I  know, " the girl nodded. '' But you 
\\·ere out Qf coffee, Brad. And donuts 
without coffee aren't so good. I just went 
out to buy some coffee and when I came 
back I saw Mr. James, watching the 
apartment. Then you came in and he fol
lowed you and something in the way he 
looked around j ust before he stepped 
through the door frightened me. "  

11Where's the brief-case ?" 
11 Out in the kitchen in the flour bin. 

You didn't think " 
• 

" Come on, ' ' Brad suggested. 14 Let's• 
get it. " 

He \vent out in the kitchen and Mary 
Lee followed him. She got the brief-case 
and Brad tucked i t  under his ar1n. Mary 
Lee set a can of coffee on the kitchen 
table. --

"We'll have that later, " Brad said 
slowly. " Right now, Mary Lee, we've got 
to go down to the district attorney's 
office. There's a lot of talki ng to do. A 
lot of explaining. But afterwards " 

- Mary Lee nodded and even irt the 
thickening darkness of the kitchen, Brad 
could see her smile. She said, "After
wards, Brad," and in those t\vo words, 
Brad heard all that he needed to know. 
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Ducky's right connect�d 

Bucky Gallagher found the first 

trace of his vanished sweetheart in 

the grimy offices of a shady detec-
• 

tive agency . . .  which led him to the 

morgue. and the uncovering of the 

blackest market known to humanity_ 
74 I 

CAULT 

........... 

HEY were having a Sunday night 
supper at the Glass Kitchen. It was 
their second date, but Bucky had 

decided it wouldn't be their last. For he 
had known, since that first night, that 
there would never be anyone but Ellen 
for him. 

He was trying to frame this thought 
into words, without sounding forward or 
unduly sentimental, when he noticed that 
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Ellen had stiffened and was staring over 
his shoulder. 

Bucky turned, to follow the direction of 
her gaze. A very large, and somehow un
pleasant, man had taken a seat at the next 
table. 

Ellen's eyes came back to Bucky's. She 
said : "I've had the strangest feeling about 
him. This is the third time I've noticed 
him, and every time he seems to be staring 
at me. He must live in my neighborhood. " · 

" If you want," Bucky said, and he said 
it }gund enough for the man to hear, "if 
you want, I 'll go over and pop him on the 
whiskers." . 

But Ellen said hurriedly : uit's prob
ably just my imagination." 

Bucky forgot the incident then, still 
groping for the words to phrase his little 
speech. They didn't come to him during 
supper, nor during the show that fol
lowed. 

They talked of many things. Of aucky's 
job as a welder in a plane factory, and the 
shop of his own he intended to open, after 
the ·war. They talked of Ellen, of her in
ability to find a job in this city, still new 
to her. They talked of everything but 
what was uppertnost in Bucky's mind. 

Then, on the way. home in a cab, thet:e 
was one of those silences, and Ellen hap
pened to be looking up at Bucky, and it 
seemed like the moment. So he bent and 
kissed her, and words came easier after 
that. 

This was it for botH of them. And tke 
days that followed were filled with the old 
magic, the alchemy that makes each day 
a p�omise, each night a dream come true. 

They planned to marry in the fall, the 
first of September. 

It was dark and stormy that night in 
August, when he got the note. 

They had planned on going to a. show, 
but Bucky was late, due to some overtime 
at the plant. Ellen's new roommate met 
him at the door of their double room. 

There was a note in her thin hand, and 
there was a hesitant expression on that 
thin face. "Ellen left it for you , "  the girl 
said and started to close the door. 

But Bucky said quickly : " What's it all 
about ?" 

The girl shrugged. "It probably says in 
the note. All I know is she packed up this 
morning and left. " · 

"Did you two have a fight, or some-
thing ?" Bucky asked. 

She shook her head. "Read the note." 
Bucky opened it slowly. 

Bucky -dear: . I had to leave town for a little 
while. I can't explain, bul I'U write, 
later. 

Always your, 
Ellen 

Bucky looked up at the thin girl and his 
voice was unnecessarily rough. "What's 
it all about ?" 

The girl's face tightened. · "Don't ask 
me," she said sharply. " She's your girl 
friend. Or she was " 

Bucky had never liked this roommate 
of Ellen's and he liked her even less now. 
But it was clear he would get no inforn1a

�on from her, whether she had it or not. 
He went down the steps slowly, and out 

into the night. The wind was higher, now, 
and the first pelting drops of rain were 
being driven in out of the north. 

He put the collar of �is raincoat up, and 
pulled the brim of his hat down to · shield 
his face. It was a night to match his mood, 
and he trudged bitterly toward home. 

IS mind went back over the days 
past, trying to find some clue for 
her action, today. · He remem

bered, then, that she had told him about 
her only living relative, a paternal grand
mother in Boston whom Ellen had never 
seen. A very snobbish old lady, from 4 
Ellen's account, who had cut herself off I 

from her on1y son when he had married 
beneath him . 

• 

Bucky thought it was logical that some-
thing had happened to the old girl, and she 
had summoned Ellen. He wanted to think 
it was logical, even though he knew that 
Ellen's grand mother had no knowledge 
of her granddaughter's whereabouts. 

Bucky decided that was it, that or a job 
out of town, a temporary job, just to last 
until they married. 

He went home to try and sleep. And he 
went to work the next day, because he had 
to go to work, no matter what trouble his 
personal llfe held. Going to work was the 

· most important thing in his life, until this 
war was over. 
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He went back to the rooming house, the 
next night, and up to the double room he 
had visited so often. The door was ajar. 
And nobody answered his knock. Bucky 
pushed the door completely open. 

The place was deserted. 
He stood there, looking at the open, 

emp�y drawers of the two dressers, at the 
empty closet, at the litter of paper and 
1niscellaneous trash that remained. 

Dully, he went over to pick up a torn 
letterhead. "Argus, " he read, and the 
rest was not to be found. There were a • 

�ew bills, marked "paid" and a broken-
toothed con1b. Some hair pins, maga-

• 

ztnes . . . .  
• 

He w.ent downstairs to the landlady's 
room. "When did Miss Johnson tnove ?" 
he asked her. Miss Johnson was the room
t nate. 

"Last night, " the landlady told him. 
She was looking at him queerly. " Aren't 
you the boy who was going with Ellen ? ' '  

Bucky nodded eagerly. " Have you 
heard from her ? " 

The landlady s�ook her head. ' ' No. I 
thought you might have some word. She 
owed me two days' rent when she left, 
and it wasn't like her to " 

Bucky reached for his wallet. " No," 
he said "it wasn't it isn't " , 

Outside, it was hot, and the porches of 
�11 �he rooming houses along the street 
\vere occupied. Bucky walked on toward 
that ftick�ring "Eat '' sign, and went ·in. 

In the han1hurger spot, he looked up all 
the Argu�s in the phone book. There w�s 

' a shoe shine stand and some movers, a 
theatre, and a restaurant. ... t\nd a detective 
agency. 

He had no knowledge of the routines 
of detective agencies, but there was an 
outside chance that this one would be open 
at night. It was in a poor district, accord
ing to the address, and perhaps it was a 
poor agency. -

It n1ight have been the movers, or the 
shoe shine stand. Theatres and restaurants 
didn't usuaJly send bills or letters to their 
customers. . 

He took . a surface car down to the 
neighborhood, and walked the three blocks 
to the agency. It was on the second floor 
of a two story, red brick building, and 
from behind the lettered windows a light 
glowed. 

" 

Bucky hesitated a few seconds; and then 
went up the stairs. He paused again at the 
door in the hall up there, and then pushed 
it open. 

It was a poorly· furnished office, and the 
man who was sitting behind the battered 
desk matched the office. He was poorly 
dressed, and there was a beard stubble on 
his fat face. 

H� said, "Good evening, " g·ruffly, and 
\vaited for Bucky to speak. 

Bucky looked at him closely, and some 
din1 chord of memory in him stirred. But 
it ¥.ras elusiv.e. Bucky said : " I  ah a 
friend of n1ine, I think, got a bill or letter 
from you, and " 

"Easy, " the fat man said. "You're 
getting a little n1ixed up. " 

Then Bucky said slowly, " I  wondered 
if you knew a girl named Mary Johnson, 
or an Ellen Burke. " And he gave him the 
address. 

The fat tnan took his time before an
swering. "Can't say that I do. What 
tnade you think I might.?" 

"There was a part of a letterhead, or a 
bill, in their room . "  

Again, the fat man paused. u I don't 
quite get all this. "  He rose, and Bucky 
saw that he was tall. He went to a file in 
one corner of the room. n Burke, you said ? 
And Johnson ? "  

(( That's right," Bucky said, and he had 
the idea that the detective agency man 
\Vas stalling� 

Then the man turned, and he was study
. ing Bucky. " We had some business with 
this Ellen Burke," he admitted. �' But it's 
not for the public our business." 

" I t's very important, " Bucky said. " It 
tnay help find her. I think she's disap
peared. '' 

The fat tnah was still studying Bucky. 
Finally he said : "I 'll tell you this� but I 
can�t see that it's got anything to do with 
her disappearing. She \vanted us to check 
up on a guy, a guy named Gallagher, 
Bucky, he was called." . 

H That's me, ". Bucky said. " Why would 
she want to check me ?" 

· 

" I  \vouldn't know." The fat man was 
shaking his head. "I told you too much 
already. Maybe, she was working a racket. 
How would I k�ow ? Maybe she was one 
of those spies. " 

Bucky's eyes lighted up angrily, then 
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dulled. "Well," he said, " thanks. I guess 
there isn't much I can do. "  

The fat tnan walked with him to the 
door. " I  think, " he told Bucky, " that 
somebody's been playing you for a sucker. 
If I were you, I'd forget all about this 
girl . "  

Bucky said nothing. He knew if he 
lived to be a hundred and forty, he would 
never forget Ellen. He went out, and 
down to the street again. He felt faintly 
sick, and his eyes went b�ck to the lighted 
windows of the agency. Somewhere, he 
had seen that n1an. 

He stood, on the dimly lighted street, 
pondering his next move. And he thought 
of one place he had to go. He walked 
the three blocks back to the car line and 
took another car downtown. 

At the morgue, the attendant toJd nim : 
"There's a girl downstairs. An uniden
tified girl. If you'd care to look ?" 

Bucky gulped, and nodded. 

HEY went down a flight of con
crete steps, and into a cool and dim
ly lighted room. Directly under the 

single, shaded bulb in this grim room 
was a glass-sided, glass-topped, coffin-
like box. 

Bucky shivered. He followed the at
tendant over to the figure under the glass. 
He looked at the girl laying there, and 
the sickness in his ston1ach grew. 

He was still staring, when the attendant 
asked : "You know her ?" 

Bucky nodded. 
"Would you come upstairs, then, and 

give us what information you have ? ' '  
Bucky went up with him, and told hin1 

what little he knew about Mary John
son. Then Bucky was out in the street 
again. Mary Johnson, according to the 
attendant, had been found in the river, 
had been killed by the river. 

It could have been a coincidence that 
Ellen had disappeared the day before her 
roommate had committed suicide, but he 
didn't think so. , 

· And, at that moment, he remetnbered 
where he had seen the fat man before. In 
the Glass Kitchen, that Sunday . . . . He 
was the man Ellen had pointed out. 

Bucky took a cab, this time. 
The light still glowed behind the let

tered windows. Bucky paused outside. 

• 
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He had nothing to go on. He had nothing 
definite. He had nothing but the deter
mination to keep the· fat tnan in sight until 
he learned son1ething more. Bucky could 
see him, now, standing near the window. 

Then the light went out. 
Bucky moved across the street, and into 

the shelter of a grocery store doorway. 
In less than a minute, he saw the man 

come through the door of the building 
across the street. The n1an started walking 
north, and Bucky let him get a half block 
ahead before he followed. 

The man walked slowly, and Bucky 
was forced to stop from time to time. 
The man turned, t\vo blocks down, head
ing east. 

Bucky followed him down this street for 
three blocks, .and Bucky saw that they 
were now near the river. He shivered . . 

There, in front of a two story, frame 
house, he turned in. Bucky saw him . go 
up the steps, onto the rickety porch. There 
was a light on in one of the upper win
dows, here, and a dimmer light in the 
lower front window. 

A shadow crossed this dimmer light, 
and then the front door opened to admit 
the private detective. The door closed. 

Bucky had two decisions to make. He 
had, first of all, to decide whether Ellen 
or the private detective had told him the 
truth . It didn't take him long to decide 
that. Then, he had to decide on whether 
to call the police, or go it alone. 

And he knew that the police would 
walk boldly in, and if there was nothing 
amiss, the private detective would be 
warned. He walked down half a block, 
and crossed the street. He came up again 
on the right side, walking quietly, and cut 
over the scrubby lawn to the side of the 
house. 

· 

Quietly, he · walked back to the rear. 
There were no lights on here but there 
was a door. 

· 

It was locked. And so were the two cel
lar windows. A light went on in a window 
overhead, and he ducked around to the 
side of the house. · 

He was crouching there when he saw 
the open window. 

·He pulled himself up slowly, and 
jammed one foot against a rain spout, 
while he hooked the weight of his body 
on his arm flung over the sill. Then, 
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cautiously' with his free hand he pushed 
the window upward wide enough to admit 
his body. 

Then he was standing up in a darkeq.ed 
reom, waiting for his eyes to focus. 

Finally, he could see the shadowy &hapes 
of furniture. And, from overhead, the 
subdued voices of two men in conver
sation. Bucky moved on tip-toe toward 
the arch that led to the hall. 

The street light, shining through the 
living rootn· window, illun1ined this part 
of the house, and he saw the stairway to 
the second floor. He moved toward them. 

The first step creaked, and his heart 
hammered, as he held his breath.. But the 
voices continued. 

At the top, the sound of the voices was 
louder, con1ing from a room at the front 
of the house. Bucky crept toward � that 
door. 

He heard the words " all negotiable 
stuff, but it'll take a little time " and 
then a board creaked loudly under his 
foot. 

The voices seemed to stop for a second, 
but they resumed · almost immediately in 
a rumtile. 

Bucky knelt, to look in the keyhole. 
He was still kneeling when the door 
opene�. 

The fat detective stood there, his eyes 
ugly. Bucky had a frightened glimpse 
of a swarthy man sitting on the bed, and 
then the fat man reached out a big hand. 

Bucky threw a right at that chin, and it 
connected. The detective shook it off, 
though, and his big hands were reaching 
for Bucky's neck. . 

UCKY put his head down, and 
buried a left hand "''rist-deep in 
that soft stomach. The fat man 

grunted, and Bucky was going to try a 
right for the chin again when the house 
seemed to hit hlm behind the ear . . . . 

His head throbbed horribly, and he 
opened his eyes to darkness. , There was 
.a sn1ell in the air, the smell of a room 
never opened to the outside, and his back 
was on an uncovered floor. He was 
beund, hand and foot, and there was a 
gag in his mouth. 

He could make out nothing but the 
shapes of furniture. Both of his legs were 
asleep, and moving them was torment. 

Then he heard a step in the hall outside, 
and he closed his eyes, as the door opened. 

A foot crashed painfully into his side, 
and he opened · his eyes to tne glare of a 
light directly overhead. Bucky closed his 
eyes again, and bit his lips at the pain in 
his side. Rough hands untied his gag, 
and the cloth burned his lips as it was 
jerked from his mouth. 

Bucky looked up into the ugly face of 
the fat man. 

" Start talking, " the n1an said. 
-

Bucky had nothing to say, and he shook 
his head hopelessly. 

Again, that foot crashed into his ach
ing side. 

" What do you want to know ?" Bucky 
whispered. 

"Who else is in on thi s ? "  
" Nobody, " Bucky answered. "I 'm 

alone. My .girl, I " Then the throbbing 
in his head increased, and pain was sharp 
behind his eyes. 

" Why did you figure I knew anything 
about your girl ?" 

" She pointed you out to me. I n  a res
taurant, one night. "  

"Why didn't you tell me that in the 
office ? Where did you go after that ?" 

1 1To the morgue, "  Bucky said. 
There was an exclamation from some

one standing at the door, and little lights 
came to the fat man's eyes. 

B ucky closed his eyes. At the moment, 
even death didn't seem so bad. 

The voice at the door said : " You never 
should have.. That \vas a sap move, fixing 
Mary. " 

"You, too ?" the fat man answered. 
" You know wnat's going to happen tcr 
this lovesick punk. And your little Mary 
got what was gJming to her. " 

There was a silence, and the detective 
continued. " With a quarter of a million at 
stake, we don't take any chances on weak
lings." 

Bucky thought, I stumbled into som-e
thing. There's no quarter of a million 
connected with Ellen. 

The fat man turned to his partner. 
"You stay here. I'm going down to see 
if there's any word. And stop thinking 
about that damned Mary."  

Again, there was a silenc6. Then the 
swarthy face was over Bucky's, and the 
man asked : "Did you see �ary ?" 

� 
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Bucky nodded. 
" Did she-did she look like she'd suf-

fered much ? "  
· 

Bucky had· a sudden hunch. " She's 
been scratched on the face, " he lied. 
"And her her eyes looked "'' Bucky 
broke off. 

"Go on," the man said, and his voice 
was curiously gentle. 

"They looked terrible, Bucky said. 
"They looked haunted. 

Bucky could see the man tremble. 
Bucky said : " I  know: how you feel. I
my girl, where is she ? 

"About five feet from you, the man 
said dully. "On the bed, over here." 

"Could I see her ?" Bucky asked. 
The swarthy man shook his head. 
Bucky said : u Mary used to talk to us 

about you. She was sure nuts about you. 
It was through her that I got a line on 

1 "  your pa . 
"You mean ?" the man said. He nod

ded toward the direction of the door. 
Bucky nodded. "He was always trying . 

to make a play for h�r. But she'd tell 
him off. She couldn't stand him. "  

There was a frightening light in the 
man's eyes, and he was looking toward 
the door through which the fat man had 
disappeared. 

Bucky said carefully : "You should bt 
Able to understand this. I want to see 
my girl. I want to talk to her before:-
before His voice broke off. 

plaining everything. But I guess you 
never got it." 

Bucky shook his head. 
"That that fat tnan came to n1y place. 

He told me my grandmother had died, in 
Boston, and left n1e a quarter of a million 
dollars. He wanted me to go down to a 
lawyer's office with him. He told me he'd 
been checking up on me, that he was 
working for some Boston lawyer." 

Bucky looked over at the swarthy man. 
He sat, some ten feet from the bed, dan
gling a revolver in one hand. 

"That's true, isn't it ? .
, 

Bucky asked. 
The swarthy man nodded. 
"But I don't understand the rest 

then, " Ellen said. · 

"I  think I do, " Bucky told her. "These 
lawyers in Boston worked through the 
Argus agency, trying to locate you. And 
this detective saw a chance to make sotne 
money. Nobody had ever seen you. He 
sent Mary over, to room with you, to get 
all the infortnation she could. Then they 
sent a stooge to Boston, to take your 
place. " Bncky pressed Ellen's hand now, 
as a warning. "But Mary was too straight 
a kid. And she didn't want to play along. 
So that fat man killed her. " 

The swarthy man was watching then1 
closely now. 

Bucky was still pressing Ellen's hand. 
"Ren1ember how he used to call her all the 
time ? And that night " 

Ellen took her cue like a trouper. She 
nodded. 

HE swarthy man was staring at "What night ?" the swarthy tnan asked 
him as though he hadn't heard. hoarsely. 
Then he nodded, and bent to untie Bucky kept his eyes on the floor, as 

Bucky's hands. Bucky rose to a sitting though embarrassed. " One night we came 
position, and looked down at the cords home earlier than usual. He he'd been 
binding his "feet, but the swarthy man trying to kiss her, I guess. She had a 
shook his head. cut lip. Didn't you ever notice it ? "  

He went_ around behind, ·put his hands The man's head shook slowly from side 
under Bucky's armpits, and dragged him to side, and his eyes weren't the eyes of 
along the· ·floor. Then, Bucky was sitting a sane n1an. "The " his voice trailed off 
on the bed's edge, looking down at Ellen. hoarsely. 

Her eyes were open, but there was a gag Bucky looked directly into those star-
in her mouth, and her hands were bound. ing eyes, and said : "I  want you to prom
Bucky untied the gag and then her hands. · ise me one thing. If he if he I want 

Then . sh� had risen fo a sitting position, you to· promise me you'll shoot Ellen, if 
and Bucky cradled her head in his arms, it will save her from him. " 
and her tears were wet on his face. Ellen whispered " I'd give up the money. 

He had no words for a moment, and He could have it all, if he,
d let us go, 

then he asked : "What's it all abOut ?" now. " 
"I le.ft a note, " she told him, "ex- The man was looking fron1 one to the . 
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other, and there was a new light in his 
eyes. " How could I be sure of that ?H he 
asked. tt Once you were free, how could 
I be sure '' 

Then, from downstairs, came the sound 
of a slamming door. 

"He's back, " the ·swarthy man whis
pered. "There's no time to tie you up 
again. Remember if you should double
cross tne-" He lifted the automatic 
threateningly. 

Then he was through the door. 
Swiftly, Bucky bent over to untie the 

cords around his feet. The l<not was stub
born, and he cursed, as he broke a nail. 
Ellen, too, was working frantically on her 
bounds. 

Fron1 do,vnstairs, he heard the voice 
of the swarthy tnan, accusing, threaten-

• 

1ng . . . . 
The fat man's voice came through to 

hi1n, talking easily, steadily. Then there 
vvas the muffled report of a shot. 

Bucky stood erect, and pain danced up 
his Jegs. He flexed them gingerly, and 

tarted to\vard the door. 
He 'vas aln1ost there when the fat · 

n1an
, 

bulk filled it. 
rfhere was a gun in the fat lnan' hand. 

Bucky dove. 
f-iis shoulder hit that heavy paunch, 

and the n1an staggered back into the hall. 
Bucky ducl{ed his head in time to catch 
the heavy barrel of the gun on his shoul
der, and then Bucky's head rose up sav
agely, to land on the man's chin. � 

He could hear the gun clatter to the 
floor, and the man's big bulk \vas crash
ing into the wall. 

Bucky catne in, fast, and a big fist 
'tnashed into his mouth. I-Ie could taste 
the wa�n1 and salty blood, and the fat 
n1an's hands were reaching for his neck. 

Bucky kept pumping- those left and 
rights into that soft stotnach, but the big 
n1an's hands 'vere tightening no,v, and 
darkness wa� settling on Bucky' s mind. 

Bucky brought a knee up desperately, 
and again tried to crash his head into the 
n1an's face. But the grip increased. 

""' 
Then Bucky saw something flash do,vn 

on the n1an's head. l-Ie saw it flash again 
and again, and his wavering visiorr could 
only tnake it out as a high-heeled shoe. 

The man ! hands relaxed, and then 

one left Bucky' s throat, to lash out at 
this new threat. 

Bucky put all his weight into a right 
hand for that big jaw. It landed, and pain 
lanced up Bucky's arm, and he kne\v he 
couldn't use that hand any more. He put 
a left on the n1an' s chin, and another, and 
another . . . .  

• 

HE chief of police said : ' They 
picked up the girl in Boston. And 
that grease-ball died this morning. 

He ·was delirious at the end. fle kept 
saying you had promised him the tnoney, 
but he couldn't use it, now. Fatty will 
get the chair. " The chief smiled. '4You're 
a very lucky young lady. " He looked at 
Bucky. "And I'd say you were lucky, 
too." 

Bucky and Ellen went out, then, into 
the sunlight, and Ellen was unusually 
quiet. Bucky had no words, and he felt 
strained, sotnehow, as though this was 
another girl from the one he had planned 
to marry. 

Ellen stooped, right out on the side
'valk, and she looked up thoughtfully at 
Bucky, and her eyes were wise beyond 
her years. u I'm going to do something, " 
she said quietly, uand maybe you'll think 
I'm crazy. But my mind's made up, 
Bucky, and I hope you'll understand. "  

He looked down at the earnest young 
face turned up to his, and his heart gave 
that little jump it always did when he 
looked at her. 

"What are you going. to do ?" he asked. 
" I'm going to save out a few thousand 

dollars for that 'velding shop of �urs, 
and I'm going to give the rest oT the 
n1oney to the U.S.O. " She put a hand 
on his artn. H I'm going to do1jate it in the 
name of that greasy tnan , Mary's boy 
friend. 'J 

" I'm not sure I understand, " he said. 
' But it's your money, Ellen." lie couldn't 
say vvhy he felt better. Maybe, he was 
ctazy, too. He asked her : "Why are you 
doing that, honey ? " 

"Because I love you," she said. "Be
cause I want you the way you are ."  And 
she put her hand in his. 

Bucky squeezed it until she ,;vinced, and 
for son1e damn fool reason, tears came to 
Bucky's eyes, and he was happier than he 
had ever been in his life. 
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Gripping Noveletie of a 

Hot-S pot Murder 

• 

• 

• 

When is a murder not a murder? 
When does Veath laugh at the best 
!aid plans of lice and men? And 
what happens to l homicide case 
when a tough detective· lieutenant 
goes all-out soft on a blotzde and 
gorgeous torch singer-whose hus
band lies cooling in the morgue? 
,) , . You'll find the amazing answers 

in this compelling story. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Sweet" and Low 

• 

T WAS three o'clock in the· morning 
when Jim Blade's phone bell rang. 
He should have been asleep. He 

wasn't. For hours he had lain staring at 
the ceiling, trying to find the answer to a 
problem seemingly impossible of solution. 



• 
• 

• • 
, • 

By DAY 
• 

, 

• • 
• •  •• • • • 

l • • • • • • . ,  • · • • • •  • • • 

• 

• 

• • • 

• •• 
... • 

• 
• 
• • ... 
• 

• • 
• • 

• 

.• 

• * 
• • 

• • ' 
• • • 

• • • • • •• • 
•• 

• 
• • 

• 
• • •• • • • 

•• 
� .  •• 

• 
• •• • • 

• • 
.. 

.. 
• 

• • 

• . . • • • -
• 

. . 

• • 
• • 

• • ••• 
• . . 

• 
• • • 

.. 

• • • 
• • •• • • •• 

•• • • • 
• • 

. .. 

• 

• • • 
• 

• 

• 
.. 

.. • •• 
· t • • • 

• 

• 
• 

.. 

• 
• 

• • 

. •' 
• • • • , 
• • • • • • 

.
. 

•
•• 

• 

•• 

• 

• 
, 

• 

• • • • 
• 

• 

. , • 

• 

• • 
• • • 

. , . • • 
• 

., 
. ' . . . .• ! '• 

.. 

. 

. 

� 

• ·
.,. 

.. 
' . . ' . . .. .,,. . , . • • • 

. .. • .. • • 0 ., ... 

: ' .
. •·. . . . ........ � . . 

,. 
.

, 

• • • 

• •• 

•· ' 
�
• 

. . , 
• 

• ••• 

. .,.. ·" 

• 

• 

• • •  
' 

-.: ,
1 ·· 

• 
• • • 

•• 
• • • 

• •• 

• • 
• • 

• • 

• . • 
• 

' • 
. 

• 
• 

• 
• 

• 
• 

, .  
• 

• 

• •• 

. ' . . . . . 

.. 

• 
. . 

• •  

,. 
• •• 

•• 

• 
-

. . · • 
•• • 

• • . -

• 

• 

• 

• 

\ 
• 

•• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
• 

. . l 

.. . 
• 

• 

• 

• 
• • 

• . 
• 

•• • 

.. 

·I • · 
. .. ·., 

• • • 
. 

. 
. � • • • , 

• 

• •, " • 

" . •• • • 
• • 

• • 
' 

' • • • • • .
. 

• .. 
•• • 
• • • -... 

• • • I • 
. .. • 

• 
• 

• • 

... 
.. 

• 

• • � 
• 

. .... ' · . 
t .  • • • • • 

• • • . . . ·, • 
. - ... . 

• • • • • 
. . 
' • • 

• 

• • • 
' 

• • 
• 

• • 
• 

• 
• • • • 

• • 
• • 

J· . • • 
• 

• 

• • • • 
• 

• 
• • 

• 
• 

•• . . • •• 
• 

.. • • 
• • 

.. 
.. ., • • 

• • 
• 

• 
• 

• 
. . 

• 
; 

• f' 
•• � . • J . . 

. . • • • • 

• • 
• 

• 

• . • 
• 

• • •  
• 

• 
• 

• 

• 
• • 

.. .. -

• 

•• .. · 
. . 

• 

,.., \ t1 • 
•• 

• 

• 

• 
• 

• 
• • • 

• 

• 

• • • • 
• • 

• 

• 

• " ' 

.. .,. 
• 

• 

' • 

• 

:.Z'·--0 • •• ... •. • •• • 0.: • .. . 

.
. .. . ·�· . .  . . . • ':\ 

• • •• 
• • •• • • • • • • 

• :·1 
• • 

: . • • . - . • •• -�. �· ·. • I o . ·.' ... .. • • • • 
•• . -:1 • • • • •• • • ' ••• '41 

-
. 

• • • 
• • •• •• • • . . . . . . 

. . .. . · . .... ,.· . ...... . . ·-J · 1' • • • '4. l . • . . 
. • � .... - · · �  � . .:.�·· ·· •. � .... . ··: �  .. ·•· 

••• • • • 

. 
.. 

• 

• •  
• • • 

• 
... ••• • . .. . . 

. '• 

• .. .. • 
• • • 

• • 
• • 

• • 
• ' • 

• 
• • • 0 • •• 

._ 

•• .
: • • • .. 

o o 4 o I • • 0 ••• ....... :· . .. J 
.. . . .. 

. , _ ., .. 
-

. . : • • • • • .. 0 • •  • :-. .. • ·...: .. 

�� ... lll' .. "'JJ!'tt •• 0 
• ., .. 

.. ... ... • ....... tr' • • •• • • • .. ,. . ... .. "' .. 

• 

• •  
.

. 
.. .• . • • -

-

•• "! 

.. , . 

• •• • . ·: .. 

.. 

.

. • 

• 

• • • 

• • 

• 
. . • • 

• 
• •• • • 

·" . • • •• • tl. • • • ••• • ... ..# •• I . . •! 
. . . . .. . 

� . • 
• 

.. _ • • 
� ... ' .. .. ·� • 

. • -� 'J .. • 
.. ;. • • • • •  

� . . . 
... . .. 

. . . . , . . . . , . .. • 0 • 0 . . ... • • • • ,. , ''I • ' •• <' ' • . , , , r 
··• - . . ' . . . . . �. ... . ..., : .. . . '· 

�· 

. 
. 

. 
• • 

•• • 
• . • 

• • •  

• • 
.; . . 

' • .• • 
• • • • 1 ' )•4 ""' '  •. ·. • •. • ... . • ·"-· l.fJ . .• •. • .. 

.• • • • .. . . . ..•• • .... 
# ... • • • • # • • 

. : .... . . . . 
. .. . . . . . . 

. 

.

. 
. . 

·.. . • .... • . . . , . . . • ttl . . .. ... l , . ., .. . . .. •. ' - ' . 

• • 
• 

• • . . -
' . 
• 

. 
...... , 

' 

. • 
' 

' 
. ( • • 

- �. . .. . . . """ . 

. 
' 

. . .. ' . .. • 
.

. . • � •• • • • 1'. • •  i \ . • . ... . . .. . '\ . :· .. : . . �·�-· ... �..
,

·.: ·; If . .. =. '- ... :. ··� .
• : 

• 

.

.

.. ¥ . • .. . • ·. � 
-· ·· .. • • • • • • 

• 
... . . 

• 
. . ... . . � • • • • • . • . 

• • • 
• 

• • • 
·. 

. • • ... 

• 

• 
•• 

• 

• • 

• • 
• • 

• 
• • • 

• 

• 
• 

• 
'· 

.. 

: 

• 

• 

" Blade speaking," he said quietly. 
"Listen, mug, " a voice said coldly. 

uLay off the dame, see ? She didn't do 
it. I did. " 

i 

" Did what ?" Blade demanded. 
"You'll find out," the voice informed 

• • • • • 

• 

• • 

• 

• 
• 

• 

. · 

• 
... 

. 

. . .  
• •  

• 

' 

•• • 
• 

• 

The three 

.. • 0 ,• • • • -
'Ill;" 

.. ' • 
: • • ..,. ' .... • • .. , '"' • J • •• ' I • • • ,. � � 't'" 

• • • • . ·. . .. . .• :.. . .. . . . ,. . • •• # • ·� ... .. •• • • f' ""'f" • 
• • 

• 
.. .  • • • • 

• •• • 
.· .. : .. ' ..... � .. .. . . \''· \ ; '  ,..� .. 

' . ,, • J/J,• • '• •••
• • ·.� , •• • •• • • • • . . . � . ' ). .... . . . .. . ' t 0 t • •• , ' 'I • • • ,. ••·�. ,, ., •• . ' . ••• . ·)· 

• 

- • • ·." . 
"' . 

• 

• 

! �' . •.- . ,., • . , \ •,\ , ,  . .. . . "-• : •.1 , .. . . 41111 I ., ,- • • ·'·" •. � . ., '· . ,  . .
.. . . . �., . .... .. '/. ,, •;,;..,. . .. � . 

• II .,. o.,. • J/1 ' 0 , ' • 4 .. i .  0 •  , , ••• -:v · -" · • . . . 

... . , • • 

... • 

• •  . . .., ., f • •  . . , .
.. ..  • .... • l • • • .. M""'• . , . . -: "'1 · 1 · o: •• · . • . .., 

•
. • • • ... • • • ••  • !I • ,. • • 0 ,.. • .. 

• # • •• • • 
• 

• 

• � 
I" ,, � 0 . ,. - � "',.;/ • •• ,. 0 • I . • • . .. . • .� .. •  ' . . . . v • " . . , .

. .
.. 

• 
• • 

• • 
•• •  • • • •  • 

• • • • .-· ·, • 
• • 

. . \ • 

• .. 
� .  0 .  & 

, . 

'. . . . •; ·. � .. . . • ,.

,., ��- ,.· . .. · .. ·: . " 0  ,. . .. . . . • ·�:· . . "' • . . '·-t 
·........ • •• ... ···•l • . ... · - ... • • .. . .. 

0 .... 4\ • 

• .. �

· 
•• 

. . 

. 

• - .  " • .. • •  .. . l • o  ... . . . . . . . . . ���""�···
'

'· :· · .....
. � ., .. . . . . . ,. ,. • .,.. T • '-.· � "_/

.i , 
... ... ;-� ··· �· 

• .. • ._. f" ' .... � ... - • 
: • J 0 .. 

• • • • • . 
. . 

' 

.
. 

. 
� : o; · ·' • 

... 

, .,. . . .,., ) 
. : 

J.; ... - .... ; 
•

.. • 

... . ' .. 
. 

..
. . . ,· ., . .... . . 

• •• •• 
_ .. . 

.
. , ..... .. 

. . •: . . , • 
- . 

' . . · . • 

.. . ... 

• • • 
• 

• . , ') 
. . . • • :! ..... t • . -. ,,• 

.• . . . . •'-·." ,., .... -� • 
... \ .  :... . • ' I •• • • . . 

• • .. 
• 

,; ' 
•• •• • • • .. � .... ;t 

• � .. • • 
• • • • 

• • • • • 
• 

\ •. 
\ < • ••• 

•• • . •. 
, .

.... : • • 
• t) • • • 

• 

, 
• 

. .. 

. ' . 
• • • 

• • 
� .  • • . , • • 

• •, • 
• • 

• • ' ••• • • 
• • 

·, I 
-

• . ... · •.-
• 

• 

• • • 

• ) 
• f /  

• • • 
, 

• • • 
• • , .. ' • • • 
• • • • 

• 

• • 
• • . .  

•• • 
• • 

• • • • 
,.. . . �./ • •  0 • • 

• 
• 

• • • • • 
• • 

• 
• • • .. 

• • 
• • • 

. . I ' 

• 
•• • 

• • 

• . ·. •• 

•• 
• • 

• • . � . . ; 
.•. .. . ' . • • • • • 

• • •  • • 

• •• 
• 

'· • •• 
• 

. . • • 

. . . 
..
. • • • • • 

• •  • • 
• • 
• • 

. . •• . . 
·'· . 

• • • . .. · • • • . . • • 

: 
. ... • 

• 

• 
'·· � 

• •• 
• 

... • • • 
. . • •• 

.. . . . • • • 

-
• .. •• • 

• • • • 
. ·� 

• 
• 

• 
. ' . ... . . ,. . . . . . . . ,. " . . . 

, . 1" , ·· · · · ,�. '' • • I "' .. . . 
• •• • • 

, 
• ·� . ·< , 

- • J • • 
. .
. 

• 
• • • 

• •• . . . • • • • • 

• 
• 

I , • 
. , . . . . : .... ... " J  • •• • • 

0 
·� 0 •o 

• 
•• • •• .. 

� 
.

. 
. . • • . . ... ·--� ,.. 

0 •• • • • • • • 

.-c . • • ... . .
• • 

. . (-.. 
. 

. : . .. •. 0 • •• • 
• • • , • .. 0 • ... . . � . 

. . ,, • • •• 
\ . 

• 
• 

.. " . . 

• • •  
• • ••• 

• 
• 

• 
•• • 

• 
. • • • 

• • • • • • • 
• • • 

• 
• • 

• 

• • 
• • • • 

• 
• 

• 

• 
• 

• 

• • 
• 

• 

• 
.. 

•• • 
• •

• 

• • 
• 

:- . � . • • 
• • 

... 
,, 

• 1 • 
• • • 

• • 
• 

• 
' 

• • . , 
•' I 

. • • 
• 

• 

• 

• 

. .  
• • • 

•• 
• 

• 
• •• • • : --··0 . 

• 
• ••• ' . • 

• • • • 

• • 

. � • 

• • • • 
• • • 

• 
• • 

. .. 

• 
• • 

• . 

• 
• 

• 

• 
.. 

• 
• 

·' 

.. , \ · . 
... 

• •• � 

men 
of 

became a rolling, 
arms and legs. • 

thrashing baD 
• 
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on the chickadee so help me, I'll kill 
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There was a sharp click on the other end 
of the phone line as the man replaced the 
receiver. Blade jiggled the cradle of his 
own phone. · 

"Find out where that call came from, 
will you, Gertie ? " . 

. 

" It came from Harve Exter's Sweet 
and Low Club on Rush Street, lieuten
ant," the ·night switchboard operator told· 
him. "I  checked w bile the party was 
speaking. And don't hang up, please. I 
have another call waiting. " She plugged 
in a second line. "Go ahead, Inspector 
Rican. You are connected with Lieuten
ant Blade. " 

"Jim ?" Rican demanded curtly. 
" Speaking. What's up, Harry ?" 
"Harve Exter has been murdered. "  
For a moment Blade was silent. 'Then 

he asked : "Would you repeat that, 
Harry ?" 

"Harve Exter has been murdered. As 
I have the story so far, he was shot to 
death in a private dining room of the 
Sweet and Low. The other boys have just 
pulled out ." Inspector Rican hesitated 
briefly. "You want in on this or not ?"  

" I  want in. " 
There was relief in the other man's 

voice. " I  though you might. McManus 
went out of here as officer in charge. You 
take over when you get there. I'll send 
Pete to pick you up." 

Blade thanked Inspector Rican and the 
other man hung up. " Gertie?" Blade said 
quietly. 
. "Evesdropping, "  she reported. 

"Mum is the word," he told her. 
.. "I '11 keep it under my arms," she as
sured him. 

Blade dressed carefully if quickly. A 
tall, big bqned, man he moved with a 
seemingly· effortless co-ordination of mind 
and muscle. · · · 

Blade smiled grimly as he knotted his 
tie and slipped into his coat. 

· 

Harve Exter's death had been the only 
solution to his problem. The way that 
Blade felt about Mignon he had even con
sidered murdering the man himself. The 
fact had been no secret, not even to the 
Department. 

On his way out he stopoed at the switch
board to thank Gertie for tracing the call. 

The red-haired girl said, "Forget it. 
It is  a liberal education to work your line, 

lieutenant. I presume you'll be marrying 
the. widow ?" 

" Suppose," Blade suggested, nettled, 
"that we bury her husband first, or at 
least find out who killed him." 

E STRODE out through the dim .. 
ly lighted lobby. The' red -haired 
girl at the switchboard nodded 

with approval as he turned up the collar 
of his overcoat before pushing on through 
the revolving doors. Then she studied her 
reflection earrtestly and critically in the 
small hand mirror on the board. 

"And what, " she demanded, satisfied 
with her inspection, "outside of a jin
husky voice and another man's son, has 
Mignon Exter got th�t Mrs. Covina's 
little gir1 Gertie is  lacking ?" 

All of Chicago knew the answer to that 
one. The torch singing, willowy blonde 
with the faint French accent had Lieu
tenant Jim Blade of Homicide wound 
around her little finger. 

In front of the hotel, on wind-blown 
. Dearborn Street, Blade cupped his hands 
against the cold blasts off the Lake and 
lighted a cigarette. More snow had fallen 
and the Sanitary Department plows were 
busily scooping it up against the morning 
rush hour traffic and piling it on top of the 
long and dirty windrows that already lined 
the street. 

A big car, · coming fast, braked abrupt
ly across the street. His head down against 
the wind, Blade crossed to intercept it 
before Pete should be tempted into trying 
a U tum and stalling in the drifts. 

It wasn't Pete. The collegiate looking 
youth at the wheel rolled down the �n
dow and said, "Hello, lieutenant. "  

The man on the seat beside the driver 
and the three men in the rear seat of the 
big car merely stared. There was a smell 
of well-oiled metal. It wasn't from the 
motor. 

"Hello, Jerry," Blade said. He put 
both hands in plain sight on the car door. 
"You boys looking for me ?"  

"That's right, " Shad Rorick's second
in-command said crisply. " Shad is down 
in the Sweet and Low and it seems that 
there's been a sudden demise down there ?''  

" So ?"  
The yo�th at the wheel was no longer 

smiling. " So as .. soon as we found out 
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that Inspector Rican had assigned you to 
the case we thought we'd drop out and 
see y�u. " 

"'That was nice," Blade said. 

CHLITZ MURRAY on the seat be-
. 

side the driver growled : '�hy kick 
the ball around ? We've been paying 

plenty, Blade. And while we don't know 
that it was Shad, see, Shad was plenty 
high the last time that we seen him. And 
if he was the lad who cooled off Exter, he's 
not standing any murder rap. We need 
him in our business. " 

"You've been paying me how much ?' '  
Blade asked. 

"Well, not you, " Jerry admitted. "But 
it's been going through the usual sources 
to " 

"I 'd just as soon not know," Blade cut 
him short. He slipped the handle of the 
door, pulled the hoodlun1 out from under 
the wheel and slapped him hard across the 
mouth. "But this is from me to you. You 
can�t buy immunity from a murder rap, not 
even in this town. And if it  was Shad who 
knocked off Exter and I can prove that 
he did, he'll fry. " 

The hoodlum stared at him, defiant : 
"And you'll marry the widow, huh ?" 

" Perhaps," Blade agreed. " I  hope so." 
Still holding the struggling

_ 
hoodlum by 

the collar he bent down an_d peered into 
the darkened interior of the car.. "Are 
there any other of you lads who would 
like a beauty treatment ?"  

The smell of oiled metal was stronger 
here. Blade could see the dull gleam of 
the barrels of a sa wed -off shotgun resting 
across one of the hoodlum's knees. He was 
answered by a surly silence. The tall, 
gangling, police lieutenant had a reputa
tion of being as tough as he was honest. 
A former back-of-the-yards boy, he pre
ferred to use his fists. 

Still twisting, helpless, in his hand, 
Shad Rorick's second-in-command snarl
ed : uLeave loose of · me. Someday you'll 
go too far ."  

Blade sat him back behind the wheel 
so hard that he 9ounced. "Let me know 
when I do," he told him pleasantly. 

"Yah," Schlitz Murray found his cour
age as the driver ground on the starter. 
"Listen to the honest cop. Him and the 
Lone Ranger.'' 

The big car leaped forward and roared 
on down the street. Blade stood staring 
after it thoughtfully until the twin tail 
lights turned right toward the Outer 
Drive on East North Avenue. He was still 
standing in the middle of the street when 
Pete Cussack braked beside him. 

Blade nodded. "Hi, ho, Silver." 
"You walking back from a ride, or just 

starting out on one ?' '  the bald-headed, 
little squad-car driver demanded. 

Blade slid into the seat beside him. "I'll 
be damned if I know," he said. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Triple Murder 

HERE were three cars parked in  
front of the night club. One was 
Homicide. One belonged to the tech 

squad. The third was the coroner's car. 
The large red neon sign that named the 

club had been turned off but small amber 
lights still spelled out Mignon on the 
marquee . . 

Blade, followed by Cussack, pushed 
through the usual crowd of morbidly curi
ous shivering in the cold and banged ori 
the glass door. A uniformed patrolman 
let them in. 

. 

McManus was in the foyer arguing with 
a black-haired, flashing-eyed woman in her 
late forties. She had a wisp of starched 
lace in her hair and a shabby gray squirrel 
skin coat thrown cloak fashion over a pert 
maid's uniform. The detective seemed 
relieved to see thetn. He tapped the wom
an on the shoulder and pointed to Lieu
tenant Blade. "You argue with hit11, see, 
sister ? He's the boss ." 

The woman tossed her head. ((Com-
ment?" . 

"What's the matter ?" Blade asked. 
" She talks French and I talk English, " 

McManus told him earnestly. " I  don't get 
what she's driving at. "  

"Her name's Celeste," the colored 
doorman offered from the corner where he 
was 'varming the back of his scarlet-and
gold uniform against a sizzling radiator. 
" She's one of them refugees. Mr. Exter · 
just hired her the other day. " · 

"As near as I can make out," McManus 
added, "she says that she's only the ladies' 
washroom attendant, had nothing to do 
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with the murder, and wants the hell out 
of here." 

Blade strode on into the club. " No
body leaves, " he called back over his 
shoulder. 

A dozen couples were sitting in sullen 
silence at the dimly lighted tables around 
the postage-stamp-sized dance floor. The 
musicians were huddled in an apathetic 
group at one end of the small bar. 

Blade strode past the closed doors of the 
row of private dining rooms to the one 
where flash bulbs were popping. He found 
Coroner Westman taking off his coat. 

" I  just beat you by a minute ,"  the 
coroner told Blade cheerfully. "A hell of . 

h h J" ? "  a ntg t, e , tm . 
"A hell of a night. "  
He stood looking at the corpse. It was, 

as always, difficult for him to reconcile a 
girl of Mignon's beauty living with such 
a man. Harve Exter had been, in life, a 
pot-bellied little weasel. Death hadn't 
added to his looks. The manner of exit 
from the world was seemingly clean cut. 
There were two brown stains on the front 
of his dress_ shirt in the region of his 
heart. The powder stains would seem to 
indicate that the death gun had been fired 
from a distance of not more than six 
inches. There was surprisingly little 
blood. 

After a quick gJance around the room 
and at the table set for two, Blade knelt 
beside the dead man and felt underneath 
his arm pit for the holstered gun he knew 
was there. Exter had carried a heavy
calibered automatic. Both the chamber 
and the clip were filled. 

" Funny," the lieutenant puzzled, "that 
Exter would let anyone with a gun in his 
hand get so close to him. " 

Pete Cussack said earnestly, " It must 
have been someone he trusted. "  

Blade shook his head. '�Harve Exter 
didn't trust anyone. He couldn't. He had 
a finger in every dirty pie on the near 
north side. No one heard the shots, I 

i> "  suppose . . 
Hartley, a print man, looked up from 

the wine glass that he was dusting. "I  
heard one of the waiters tell McManus 
that he thought that he heard two shots 
just before three o'clock. But it being 
a pretty . cold night outside, he figured 
them for backfires.,, 

"And the body was found when and by 
whom ?" 

· 

"At five minutes after three, Jim. By 
ooe of the waiters." McManus came into 
the room mopping at his forehead with 
his breast-pocket handkerchief. "Boy. 
Would I hate to be married to that dame. 
If son1e of them things that she called me 
in French mean what I think that they 
do " . 

"Wow ! " Pete Cussack grinned. 
"Wow," McManus agreed. He re

ported to Blade : "I've got the boys making 
the usual frisk and getting the names and 
addresses of everyone in the joint. You 
want what I've got so far, Jim, or do you 
want to prowl it on your own ?" 

"I'll take what you have," Blade said. 
. "Well, the joint is lousy with motive,' '  
the homicide man admitted. "And who
ever did it is still here. The doorman says 
no one has left since about two forty-five 
or ten minutes before the waiter thought 
that he heard two shots." 

Blade picked up one of the wine glasses 
from the table and sniffed at it absently. 
" Go on. "  

cMANUS enumerated his sus
pects upon his fingers. There 
were four of them. The first, the 

dead man
,
s wife. he skipped over hastily 

in deference to Blade's feelings. The other 
three were Slim Alcott, a gambler to 
whom the dead man had owed money, 
Shad Rorick the racketeer who owned one 
half of the club, and a little blonde dancer 
who had come to the club with Rorick and 
who felt that Exter had wronged her. 

"Where's Shad now ?" Blade de-
manded. . 

" Passed out on the couch of the dining 
room three doors up the hall," McManus 
told him. " But he hasn't been passed out 
long. The bartender said that he made a 
phone call at exactly three o,clock., 

�"Let's wake him up," Blade said. 
McManus led the way down the hall. 

The second private dining room was iden
tical with the first. The table was set for 
two. Shad Rorick lay on his back on a 
red leather studio couch snoring sodden
ly. A big, powerful, handsome black 
· Irishman, he looked more like a Holly
wood leading n1an than he did like the 
vicious racketeer and gunman that he was. 
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A sultry-eyed, slightly disheveled, 
young blonde eyed the two detectives 
drunkenly, and slightly frightened, from 
the table where she was building up a 
terrific hangover by drinking rye whiskey 
straight with champagne as a chaser. 

"Thish ish a private dining room,'' she 
inforn1ed them with drunken dignity. " So 
Harve Exter's dead. So what ? I didn't 
shoot him. I haven't got a gun. Now get 
the hell out of here l"  

Lieutenant Blade ignored her to jerk 
the sleeping man on the couch into a 
sitting position with one hand while he 
tried to slap him sober with the other. · 
Either Rorick was a clever actor or his 
drunken stupor was genuine. His head 
lolled from side to side. His eyes opened 
blearily but there was no recognition in 
them. He sagged back lin1ply to the 
couch when Blade released him. 

uYou checked his gun ?" 
" I  did, " McManus said. "And it wasn't 

his rod that killed Exter. It  was as clean 
as a whistle. I looked. "  

• 

"How about a hide-a-way ?" Blade's 
big hands fanned Rorick's body deftly as 
he asked. 

He found the second gun, a pear handled 
.32 calibered automatic, in Rorick's cum
merbund. Using his handkerchief to han
dle it, he slipped the clip and pun1ped 
it. The firing · chamber reeked of freshly 
discharged powder. Assuming the clip 
had been filled, two shots had been fired. 

"Okay. That's a horse on me," Mc
Manus admitted. " I  should have thought 
of a hide-a-way."  

Blade showed the �n to the blonde. 
"You ever see this before, sister ?" 

" No, " she said quite soberly, u I never 
have. And it wasn't Shad who killed 
Harve Exter. " She spoke like a small and 
somewhat frightened child who had 
memorized a piece. "Shed has been here 
in this room with me ever since two 

. thirty., 
"Without even leaving it once ?" 
"Without even leaving it once ."  
Blade and McManus exchanged glances. 

4'We'll be back," Blade told the girl. In 
the hall he called Pete Cussack and posted 
him at the door. Then he took the auto
matic into the room where the print men 
were still working. " See what you can 
eive me on that, will you, Hartley ?" He 

turned back to McManus. " Now what's 
this about Mignon ? "  

"Well, " the detective admitted unwill
ingly, '' when I first got here one of the 
waiters, a lad by the name of Allier, told 
me that Harve and Mrs. Exter had a hell 
of a row. "  · 

"Let's talk to Allier, " Blade suggested. 
They found the waiter in the kitchen 

eating a liverwurst on rye and washing 
it down with coffee. A new man to the 
Sweet And Low he didn't know of the 
torch Jim Blade was carrying. · 

_ " Yair. Sure I heard 'em fighting," he 
admitted. " Mr. Exter says that he's got 
his belly full of being two-timed by a 
cheap little chiseling tramp. He says he 
is going to toss her out on her ear without 
any alimony and is going to keep their kid 
with him on account of she was an unfit 
mother." 

"Go on," Blade said grimly. 
'' That's all I heard," the waiter shrug

ged, " except that Mrs. Exter said, ' I'll 
kill you first.' I didn't think anything 
about it at the time. But Mr. Exter was 
shouting and swearing �omething awful. 
And when Mrs. Exter comes out of the 
room she has the makings of a beautiful 
black eye." 

" I  I 'it talk to Mignon alone," Blade 
told McManus. 

" I  thought you might want to," he said. 
Blade strode out of the kitchen and 

rapped sharply on the door of the star's 
dressing room. 

IGNON EXTER was admittedly• 
half French, half Irish. She had 
come to Chicago from New York 

five years before. Her first job on the 
near north side l)ad been behind a green 
baize counter of a twenty-six game. Then 
Harve Exter had discovered she could 
sing. Six months later he had married 
her. In due time a son had been born. 
For a year they had been happy. For the 
last two years, or so Mignon had told 
Blade, Harve Exter had made her life a 
living hell. 

" It's Jim," Blade called as he rapped. 
The door opened immediately. Tall, 

beautifully formed, in her middle twenties, 
the platinum-haired torch singer clutched 
a wholly inadequate negligee together with 
one hand. She released it entirely to throw 
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her arms around Blade's neck and kiss hin1 
passionately. " Oh, Jim, " she whispered 
huskily. "I  am so glad you got here. " 

Blade closed the door behind him. "You 
didn't do it, did you, honey ?"  

The singer looked at him reproachfully 
with one eye. The other, a swollen, almost 
shut, was beginning to turn purple. "Y.ou 
know better than that, Jim. But Harve 
was raising hell about us tonight just 
before he was killed and " she broke off 
and began to sob quietly. 

"He had nothing to raise hell about," 
Blade said truthfully. "We shot square 
with him all the way. " He smiled ruefully. 
"Hell. When I catne in just now it was 
the first time that you ever· kissed me. " 

The girl stopped crying to nuzzle his 
cheek. That wasn't my fault, Jim." 

"No, " Blade admitted, "it wasn't. " 
A few stolen minutes together, a few 

drinks, a few furtive hand clasps had been 
the sole extent of their affair. Mignon had 
been willing to go further, but Blade 
hadn't. He wasn't a prude but neither was 
it in his code to make love to another man's 
wife. Carrying a torch was one thing. 
two-tin1ing was another. He had gone to 
Harve Exter openly and asked him to 
agree to a divorce. The pot-bellied, little 
night club owner had laugped at him. 

"Go on hon1e and play with your hand
cuffs, chqmp, " he had said. "You don't 
realize what a break you're getting by tne 
saying no. But Mignon is my wife. She's 
the mother of my son. And she's going 
to stay my wife as long as I want her to. " 

Blade looked at the picture of Mignon's 
three-year-old son on her dressing table. 
The boy was as dark as his mother was 
fair. Mignon idolized him. "What was 
the row about tonight ? '' he asked. 

"Us," the singer told him. "Harve 
said he was going to divorce me and take 
my boy away. " She hesitated �riefly. " He 
-he said that I wasn't a fit mother. " She 
added, hopefully, "It was Shad who killed 
him ?" 

"It begins to look that way," Blade 
said. "You know the little blonde he's 
with ?'' 

Mignon shrugged. " She used to be one 
of Harve's girls, I think. " Her lips 
twisted in a bitter smile. "You see it 
didn't matter if Harve two-timed me. 
That didn't make him an unfit father. " 

Blade nodded. " Slip on something that 
will cover up a little more of that white 
space and come on. I want to see what 
Westman and Hartley have got. " 

The singer kissed him again, hard. " But 
you love me and you trust me ?" she de
manded. 

" I  love you and I trust you," Blade 
told her. . "You'll marry me as soon as I 
can get this case washed up ?" 

" Perhaps," she tantalized him. 
At the· entrance to the hall off which the 

private dining rooms opened, the maid 
·with whom l\1cManus had .. been arguing 
descended on Blade with a torrent of 
voluble French. He lifted his eyebrows 
at Mignon. 

The singer told him, "She says that she 
is only the ladies wash room attendant, had 
nothing to do with the murder and does 
not see why she should be held like a com
mon criminal ."  

Blade said : ''Tell her we're letting thetn 
all go in a minute. " He added " She's 
new here, isn't she ? '' 

Mignon nodded. "Harve hired her yes
terday. She claims that she used to be a 
Folies Bergere star." 

Pete Cussack noted the elderly maid's 
trim ankles with approval. "About 1917 
I bet. I seen the sho"v when I was in 
France with the A.E.F. '� His eyes bright
ened at . the memory. "Wow ! '' 

The door behind ·hin1 opened and Shad 
Rorick staggered out. "What the hell's 
going on ?" he demanded of Lieutenant 
Blade. 

" Murder," Blade told him crisply. "And 
if looks as if you're tagged. You should 
have stashed the murder gun before you 
passed out, Shad. " 

"What gun ?" the racketeer said thick
ly. "You're nuts. " 

Blade sbrugged and walked on down 
the . hall. Coroner Westman was just 
wiping the hose of a stomach pump with 
a wad of cotton saturated with alcohol. 
"You notice what little blood there was, 
Jim ?'' he demanded as Blade appeared in 
the doorway. 

" I  did . "  
"There was a reason, "  Westman told 

him cheerfully. " Exter was dead when he 
was shot. He had been dead at least five 
minutes. It seems that sotneone made him 
a cyanide cocktail. " 
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ORICK had followed Blade down 
the hall. " It wasn't n1e," he mut
tered. "I  wouldn't kill a guy that 

way. Besides, I've been passed out for an 
hour. I can prove it by the little chickadee 
who " He stopped abruptly, sobered, 
"Hey ! If he was poisoned, what's this 
about a gun ?' '  

Blade looked at the fingerprint �an. . 
Hartley said : "I  found the same finger

prints on the gun that I �ound on the glass 
that must have held the cyanide." 

"Rorick's prints ?" 
Hartley shook his head. " Hell no, '' he 

exploded a bpmbshell. " B oth sets were 
made by a dame." ·. 

Blade felt MignoJl's fin-ger bite deeply 
into his �rm. " I .  didn't do it. I didn't do 

• 

it" she cried. " I  fought with Harve to-
night. I even threatened that I'd kill 
hin1." She began to cry. " But I didn't." 

The elderly French maid took the 
sobbing girl in her arms. ((Non, non, tna 
chere. You ·must not cry." She glared, de .. 
fiant, at · Lieutenant Blade. 

He crossed to the table on which Hart
ley had been working and picked up the 
pearl-handled gun. "You ever see this 
gun before ?" he demanded of Rorick. 

It's my gun," the racketeer admitted. 
" It's my hide-a-way gun." He began to 
curse, deep blistering oaths. Why the 
dirty, twQ-timing -little tramp." 

"Bring that little blonde in here," 
Blade ordered Cussack. "You want to 
talk ? " he asked Rorick� 

HI'm not' saying a word," Rorick said, 
" until I see my lawyer. "  He then added 
bitterly, " But this is what happens to a 
guy when he tries tO' give a dame a break. " 

Blade pulled the racketeer to him by 
his coat front. "Then you admit it was 
you who phoned me ?" . 

" I'm not saying," Rorick said. 
Pete Cussack flat-footed it back down 

the hall. His voice was shrill with excite
ment. "Jim ! Doc Westman ! Come here. 
She's dead. The little chickadee is dead !"  

Westman and Hartley hurried from the 
ro9m. Blade turned to follow, stopped as 
Shad Rorick said : 

" I  '11 be damned ! She lost her nerve 
and did a dutch."  

Mignon raised her tear-stained face 
from the maid's bosom. "That proves it. 
That proves it, Jim," she sobbed. 

"Proves what ?" Blade demanded. 
The platinum-haired singer said husk

ily : "Proves that she poisoned Harve. 
" I  know she did," Rorick said grimly. 

'' She confessed to me that she had." He 
added bitterly, " But I didn't know that she 
stole my gun while · I was passed out and 
plugged the dead man twice hoping that 
the blame would fall on me. " 

Blade strode down the halt. The little 
blonde was. slumped forward on the table. 
She still held a glass in one hand. Hart
ley was busily printing the fingers of the 
other. 

"Everything checks, " he told Blade 
finally. "It was her prints that I found on 
the gun and on the glass in the other 
room. " 

Coroner Westman sniffed the glass then 
smelled of the dead girl's lips. "More 
cyanide, "  he said. . · 

Blade merely stared at the · girl. There· 
was nothing he could say. There was no 
way that he could prove it. But it wasn't 
a hunch, it was knowledge. He knew 
that he had been outsmarted. The dead 
blonde had lost her nerve too convenient
ly. The solution to murder was too pat. 

CHAPTER THREE 

• 

ORNING was a dirty gray and 
two hours old when Pete Cus
sack 'pulled up before the pile of 

melting slush in front of Blade's hotel. A 
newsboy on the corner was already bellow-
• • 
tng an extra. 

uwuxtra Wuxtra paper ! Whadda ya 
read the Tribune or the Sun_? . . . • 

W uxtra paper ! . . . . Blonde dancer kills 
night club owner I "  

Blade stepped wearily from the car 
knee deep into slush. 11The hell she did,'' 
he grunted. . 

"But we can't prove it," Pete said dis
consolately. 

"At least we haven't so far, " Blade 
agreed. '�Pick me up in an hour, Pete." 

As the squad car pulled away he plowed 
througf1 and over the windrow of melting 
slush to the sidewalk, mildy surprised to 
find no reporters waiting. It was · Jim 
Blade's considered opinion, and he had 

(Continued on fxJge 100) 
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An honest American was Ben 
Thompson-and he hated the rub
ber-racket rats who took advantage 
of the war to frame garage-men into 
playing their filthy game . . . .  An 
up-to-the-minute murder story you 

won't easily forget. 
90 

. 

. -·· · .� . � •· 

� • •• . • •  .# .  

.\ \ ' 

OU'VE often heard of John Doe. 
Well, that's me.. No, don't get me 
wrong, that's not my name. But 

the Law says John Doe is just anybody, 
just John Q. Ordinary and that �ertainly 
is me. My legal handle is Thompson and 
my old lady called me Ben. 

I 'm thirty-six, have a wife and two 
kids and run Thompson's Gas Garden 
which, though small, is the best outfit of 
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its kind in Midland Beach. We go to 
the movies 3: couple of nights a week, read 
the war news and worry about the tires 
on my jallopy, even as you and you. 

This Midland ·Beach is one of the coast 
towns below Los Angeles and, as the C of 
C will tell you, bigger an.d better than all 
the rest. The population used to be sev
enty thousand, but lately we have some 
of Uncle Sam's nephews around how 
many is none. of your business as you can 
understand. 

' 

This rubber situation is a mess. I'm 
patching �ubes ·that are mostly patches, 
and some of my customers are beginning 
to offer real dough .. for· usa:ble tires ; but 
they d9n't e�ist any more like the dodo, 
they're-extinct. :· · 

• 

This gas bus1Ress of mine ·is holding 
up pretty well though and I've got no real 
beef. I'in lucky in one way : I have the 
fire dipartment business. I used to drive 
one of the big red wagons, but five years 
ago when I got married I quit the fire 
business and opened up this place. Most 
of the boys are mighty decent and throw 
what they can my way. ; . 

I've seen this thing .. coming for -some 
. ' .. . 

' 
. 

ttme, so tt dtdn t surprise me when this 
' lug came. in .and hung around, looking 
plenty, trying to .size me up, but · saying 
nothing. We don't have his type around 
any more, haven't seen them since pro-
·hibition went out. Flashy-looking clothes, 
a beefy face and shifty eyes. He was a 
bit rusty at the routine. He started ..off, 

" How's business ?"  
I told him it was lous.y and he nodded 

understandingly. Then : 
How you fixed for rubber ?" 

So that was it. I played dumb. " I  got 
a few used ones, but they don't amount 
to much. About what size are you look
ing for ?" 

His glance dropped to the floor for a 
second. When he looked up there was a 
half grin on his face. 

" I  don't want to buy any," he said. 
"But I know a guy who can get some for 
you. All you want. Any siies ! "  

· Before I could tell him off a car stopped 
by the ethyl pump and the man blew his 
horn. I filled his tank. When I was 
through entering the sale on my day
sheet, the guy said, 

"Well, what do you say ?" 

I said, " Scram, bum ! Before I call 
the cops. " 

His face flushed. His eyes narrowed 
as he took out a pocket knife and scraped 
his left thumbnail with the small blade. 

• 

He looked at me for a minute but didn't 
say a word. I wondered if he had a rod, 
but I couldn't see a sign of one at his arm
pit. Then he walked out, slammed the 
door and went across the street to a black 
convertible. 

. 

As he pulled away I stepped out by 
the gas pumps and wrote his tag n.umber 
down on the day-sheet. 

I said that 1 saw this con1ing .. A month 
ago a tire warehouse was knocked off arid 
a slew of tires disappeared:. 'The cops 
worked hard. on it, I guess, but they �d 
toq much to do on other things, like ·mov
ing J aps and helping out with blackouts. 
A few days later the Navy made head
lines and the papers forgot about the ·rob-

- bery. . 
· 

I didn't say anything about this guy. to 
my wife. You know how it is · Women 
worry. The next day when I opened up 
I thought the padlock on the door of the 
station worked hard. I looked ·. at- . it. • 

Around the keyhole there was a tiny 
scratch. The lock had been picked ! If 
it ��dn't worked stiff, I wouldn't have 
noticed it. I. opened that door sort of 
nervous, wondering what I'd find inside. 

Everything seemed in order. The stock 
on the shelves hadn't been touched and 
the six-foo_t pile of use� tires in the corner 
were. st111 there. 1 looked the rest of the 
place · over quick, but everything seemed 
kosher. 

-· 

It was a cinch that something was 
phoney. I examined the padlock again. 
Then I . went over things more carefully. 
I found it. 

About halfway down the stack of tires 
there was one I didn't recognize . . I pulled 
it out. It was a· new tire, and the number 
had been buffed off ! 

I yanked that thing out of there like it 
was on fire. I locked up again, threw the 
tire in the back of my car and took it 
home. I hid it, but good, and went back . 
to the station. . 

There was a squad car in the drive
way. I knew the cops and they looked at 
me sort of hard. 

"Little late, ain't you ?" The big one 
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was a sergeant. He looked at his watch. 
"You usually open up before this. " 

I said something about business being 
so lousy I should better stay in bed, and 
unlocked the door. This time the lock 
worked better. 

They barged in and looked around. 
They made big business of looking things 
over thoroughly before they tackled the 
stack of tires. 

WATCHED them and kept my 
mouth shut. I should have told them 
the story. That would have saved a 

lot of trouble but you know how it is. 
Right then, I was marked lousy in their 
book and a yarn about a frame-up would 
have soundect pretty thin. 

"This all the rubber you have ? "  The 
sergeant's face was flushed with the effort 
of moving the tires. 

I grinned. " But yes, sergeant. Are you 
looking for something for your car ?" · 

"Don't get smart, " he said. "We got 
a tip you had some hot rubber. I'm glad 
to see it isn't so. Right now a guy caught 
with stolen tires would draw about a 
thousand years. They hooked the rubber 
off a judge's car the other night, outside 
the Elks Club. He's just waiting to pass 
out a lifetime at hard labor ! " 

Who could blame him ? The cops left 
and I sat down to think things over. 

I was still thinking when the mug came 
back. He stood in the doorway and 
grinned. He said, 

"You are plenty lucky. Maybe you are 
smart. Will you play now and make your
�self some dough, or " 

He paused and I knew what he meant. 
It was prohibition all over again. Rats 
like him were taking advantage of the 
war, and the cops being busy and people 
hanging over radios for news, to line their 
wallets which had been unlined for many 
years. They were turning on the pressure : 
either I agreed to sell their stolen tires, 
or they'd make it unpleasant in any one 
of a lot of ways. 

I should have had more sense. But 
then, the tnen with bratrfs don't have 
much fun at least not the kind of fun I 
had then. I en joyed it, lots. 

I knocked him down. He grabbed for 
his hip and I smacked him with a small 
jack handle. It was not too small. Den-

tists should try jack handles they extract 
teeth nicely if you swing them right. 

The guy got up and ran his feet had 
not been damaged. They carried him 
across the street to where he'd parked his 
car. · I · watched him drive away and I 
felt full of virtue and inner satisfaction. 

It was not till later that I began to 
worry. What with the news these days, 
knocking two teeth out of a chiseler 
seemed such a little thing. But the mug 
would feel differently on that score I was 
sure. 

-

They kept me busy all that day. Since 
the Army took my helper I close up early 
every night. A man should spend some 
time at hotne. And that night the radio 
carried a flash bulletin. It brought my 
troubles back to me, if they had ever been 
away ! 

More rubber had been stolen. This 
warehouse had a watchn1an and he had 
disappeared, along with many tires. But 
that was not quite all. It seemed that 
suddenly people all over the city found 
that the numbers had been obliterated on 
the tires of their cars, so that no one could 
tell who rode on stolen rubber. Half the 
cars in town had tires without numbers ! 

The co s said it was done with acid, 
and talke about arrests. I wondered . . . .  

Lots of folks would be unable to prove 
that they owned their tires legally, except 
by word of mouth and .a possible bill from· 
a garage. The police would have a chore 
to find out what was what. The crooks 
were using brains which were not neces
sary during prohibition. What a setup ! 

The n.ext morning I did not open up. I 
didn't have a chance. The cops were there 
ahead of me this time. 

The watchman who had disappeared 
the night before had been found. He was 
in the bottom of my grease pit and his 
skull had been caved in, and the jack 
handle I had used on the chiseler the day 
before, was lying right beside him. 

The cops were rough. I didn't blame 
them much. My wife told them I was at 
home and they said, sure, they knew. 
They tossed me in the clink and threw the 
key away. 

That bed was hard. The mattress was 
no thicker than a blanket and the springs 
were iron slats. I sat and cursed myself 
for quite a while. Then I got smart and 
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asked to see the captain of the precinct. 
The captain was a nice guy with a 

tanned face and graying hair. His name, 
I learned, was Scudder. He listened well. 
He listened so well that I began to won
der if he had a dictaphone under his desk 
which was taking down every word I ut
tered for their use in court. If so, I told 
plenty. I told him everything. 

He waited until I was through, his 
eyes appraising me. Then he leaned for
ward and touched a button on his desk. 

uy ou may have a real lead, "  he said. 
"We'll pick up this man." 

"Wait, " I said. " Why don't you let 
me handle it ? Those guys are not small 
time. They'll have four or five lawyers 
and foolproof alibis. I'd like to clear my
self. " 

The door opened and a plainclothesman 
came in. The captain waved him to a chair 
and told him \vhat I'd said. I'd seen him 
before. He used to be an arson dick 
when I was eating smoke. His name was 
Dugan. Now he was a sergeant of de
tectives and was working on the case 
already. 

GAIN I asked then1 to let me han
dle it. I thought of all the reasons 
in the world and added that I 

couldn't get a\vay, I wouldn't have a. 
chance. I said I \vould either get the man. 
they \vanted or be back inside whatever 
time they gave me. The captain said, 

"We can't let you go, even though I'm 
inclined to believe every word you've said. 
I've checked your record. You're clean. 
You haven't been in trouble. But " 

It would do no good to argue, I saw 
that. The captain was a man \vho knew 
what he would do. But Dugan inter
ceded. 

"Let me take him along, captain. I'll 
keep him close beside me. The sight of 
him n1ight ca�se the crooks to make a 
break. "  

Dngan stopped, to let the idea sink 
into the captain's mind. I watched the 
captain. There �as no indication of what 
he thought, but his fingers drummed on 
the desk before him. 

" Sergeant, " he said, " take charge of 
Thompson . Check his story. Find the 
tire he says he hid. If you run across 
the man he's spoken of, pick him up. 

Bring them both back here. Remember, 
I'll hold you responsible for this man. 
If  you want it  that way, all right. If 

t , no . . . .  
Dugan was a man. He rose and saluted. 

He looked something 11ke a soldier stand
ing there, even in the unpressed clothes. 
" Very well, sir, I'll bring the both of 
them back with me. " 

In the squad car outside, Dugan gave 
me quite a lecture on what he'd do to 
me if I so much as thought about a break. 
I was, I heard, a dangerous character who 
deserved no hint of mercy and would re
ceive none from Dugan. It was only 
from the goodness of his heart that I had 
a chance to show what I could do. If I 
tried to make a play he'd fill me so full 
of lead that the pallbearers wouldn't be 
able to lift the coffin at my funeral . That 
is what he said, but underneath the words 
I heard a tilt of Ireland. 

Make no n1istake, I knew he tneant 
every word. Only he said it all, so that 
. I 'd have the fear of Dugan in my heart 
as well as the fear of God. 

We drove to my house and I gave him 
the new tire. He took it to Identification 
to be checked for prints. That was, he 
said, routine. 

In the gas station, Dugan checked on 
the license nutnber on my-. day-sheet by 
phone. The name was Lanford, William, 
and the p]ace he lived was an apartment 
house. On the way there, Dugan told 
me many reasons why Lanford couldh't 
be on this job alone. But we'd find Lan
ford first. As luck would have it, the 
mug was not at home. 

Dugan parked the squad car down the 
block and we sat and waited, talking 
about things in general. Dugan had a 
boy at sea on a destroyer. He showed me 
a picture that he carried in his \\'allet. The 
boy \vas Dugan, only younger. Two keys 
fell from the wallet when he put the pic
ture back. Dugan recovered . then1 and 
slipped them back in place, explaining 
they ... \vere spares in case he lost his key 

• 

nng . .  
We talked of many things until, two 

hours later, a black convertible dre\v up 
and parked. Soon afterward a light came 
on in the window we'd been watching. 

Dugan grunted. "Come on, 1ny lad. 
This looks like what we want. You go 
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in first. I 'll be right behind you. Let's go." 
My legs felt queer as we approached 

the door. It was all right for Dugan. He 
had a gun. But I was en1pty down inside 
-·until I thought of the murdered watch
man and the way the plant had been put 
on me. Then the burning anger came 
and I was all right again. 

The door of the apartment had a peep
hole. I got close to it and Dugan stood 
to one side where he couldn't be seen. 
I rang the bell. 

The peephole door swung back and 
someone cursed inside. The word was 
o�e I seldom use and I am far from per
fect. Then the main door opened. The 
guy who used the name of Lanford was a 
little drunk. He stood there, l9oking 
startled, with a highball in his hand. 

"Come in, sucker, come in ! How did 
you get out ?"  

I smiled. The \vords were blurred. The 
S's gave him trouble where I had knocked 
out his teeth. I pushed him back, a hand 
flat on his chest. Dugan followed close 
behind me. 

· 

A nasty smile appeared on Lanford's 
face. "Oh," he said. " I  get it. " He held 
out a pudgy hand to Dugan. " Let's see 
the warrant. ' '  

Dugan looked around, paying no atten
tion to the request. 

The apartment was well furnished and 
the stuff was new. A woman was in
volved somewhere, if I should make a 
guess. There were touches such as monk
cloth drapes drawn across an arched door
way and soft pillows on a couch. There 
•as, too, more than a hint of perfume in 
the air. The smell was strong. To me, it 
meant a weak tnind in the head of the 
woman who used it. 

Lanford kept talking in a load voice. 
I laid it to the liquor and made a grave 
mistake. · · 

I noticed a stack of records in a cor
n.er, ceiling high, but no sign of a phono
graph. There \vas a mantelpiece and 
several cloth bags lay empty there. I 
could see the name of a bank · stenciled on 
the fabric. Coin bags. I've used thetn 
often. There was a table in another corner 
with a shovel full of nickels heaped up 
high. A small pile of papers used by 
banks in wrapping coins, lay on the floor. 

I wondered what Dugan would do. He 

was still cataloguing things and, I could 
see, listening to Lanford's song about his 
innocence of any crime and how the cops 
had hounded him since his release and 
would not give him a chance to live a life 
of honor, free of stain. 

_ Dugan was smart. He'd let the guy 
talk and pretty soon he'd spill something 
which would be by way of news or evi-
dence. 

-

But I felt queer. The thing was just . 
too easy. It should not be this way. How
ever, I am not a cop and don't know the 
ropes, so I kept quiet and let Dugan 
handle things. 

Then Lanford offered us a drink. We 
shook our heads and Dugan made the 
pinch. He said, 

"Let's go downtown. The charge is,
suspicion. That's all, right now. But 
if you want to make it tough, we can chat 
a while of murder. Stick out your hands." 

Dugan pulled handcuffs from his 
pocket but Lanford had a gun. Quick as 
a flash of light he pulled it out of nowhere. 

"The hell with that, " he said. Then to 
me : "Back up ! "  

My head was against the drapes. Dugan 
said : . 

" Don't be a fool ! There are other cops 
outside. Put that thing down. " 

· 

Lanford's voice was loud too loud, I 
thought. He said, " I  could use a bottle. 
I sure have been a sap !JJ . 

There was a noise behind me and I 
moved. But I was late. Then there must 
have been an earthquake. . . .  

• . • + 
. • 

T WAS dark and I was cramped. 
My head throbbed and there was 
something in my hand. On top of 

that, my mouth was full of oil but it 
wasn't oil, it had the salty taste of blood. 
My jaw felt as though a piledriver had 
been working out on me. Four teeth were 
gone. I was one large lump of pain tnore 
than I could catalogue. I opened my 
eyes and pron1ptly \vished I hadn't. 

I was in the squad car and Dugan sat 
beside me. But Dugan was a corpse and 
my hand held a gun. My left wrist was 
cuffed to Dugan's right. His other hand 
held a sap a police blackjack which was 
wet with blood. As I tnoved, Dugan's· 
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head fell forward and there wasn't any 
back. 

I wished I'd stayed in jail. I wished 
my parents had never met each other and 
that I hadn't been born. I sat and shivered 
with nausea and fear. But that would do 
no good and I knew it. 

We were still parked near Lanford's 
apartment. A street light glowed feebly 
up the block and showed me what I'd 
seen. At any minute a cop might come 
around, checking up on cars parked too 
long. I didn't want to be here when he 
came. 

The ignition keys were gone. The 
handcuff bit into my wrist as I went 
through Dugan's pockets looking for 
them. I dropped the gun to my feet. My 
prints would be on it and, if that weren't 
enough, the sap in Dugan's hand looked 
like we'd had a fight which he had lost. 

The cops would never take me in alive 
if they found things this way. They'd 
say they'd found me dead, and who could 
blame them. 

I realized now what had happened. 
That talk of Lanford's had been code
crude and simple, but effective. His 
woman stood behind the curtain ,  ready. 
He'd laid much stress on "bottle" and on 
" sap. " She'd used the bottle as a sap 
and laid me out. Dugan, like the man he 
was, had tried to get his gun, or make a 
fight of it somehow. They shot him, drop
ped him cold and then they tied a frame to 
me as tight as they could make it. That 
was why they hadn't killed me. They 
hoped the cops would take care of me and 
leave them in the clear. They hadn't 
overlooked a thing. 

Dugan's key-ring lay in the street, in 
plain sight of any passer-by. It would 
look as though Dugan threw it  there as 
he died, to prevent my escape. It was 
twelve or fifteen feet away and might as 
well have been on the moon, as far as I 
was concerned. I couldn't carry Dugan. 
And as we were cuffed together I could 
not get out and pick it up. 

My throat ached and my own blood 
gagged me. That sadist had sure given 
me the works for knocking out his teeth. 
My brain was spinning but it came to me 
-there were spare keys. The wallet ! 
I found it, found the keys and got the 
handcuffs off. 

Then I had to change places with 
Dugan.. It sickened me. But I got the 
squad car tnoving. My mind blank with 
fear, my stomach tight, all I could think 
of was getting away getting to a place 
of safety getting rid of Dugan hiding 
out . . . .  

But Dugan was a man. I thought of 
that and sanity came back. Dugan would 
have been a friend. Dugan had believed 
me. Dugan had given me a break when 
no one else would listen. What would 
Dugan do i n  my place ? 

Then I got the answer. I might be 
wrong but it was a hunch worth playing. 
A heaping pile of records and change-bags 
for nickels put them both together and 
what is the sum they add to ? Those things 
called "jook organs" which have replaced 
slot machines in many places and proved, 
because they're legal, much more profit
able ! 

But how could I trace Lanford ? Even 
thought I knew he was connected with 
those musical dispensaries, I couldn't 
spend much time searching for him. My 
clothes were soaked with blood and any
one who saw me would quick call the 
cops. 

I'd headed for the edge of town, in
stinctively avoiding the streets where 
people gathered. I used more alleys than 
I ever knew existed but I got the car 
into my gas station. Thanking the Lord 
for darkness I got inside to the telephon.e. 

There was a bar not far fron1 here 
owned by Mike Caruso. I 've bought a lot 
of beer from Mike. But what is more 

• 

important, in a corner of his place there is 
a plastic thing which takes in nickels and 
gives out Crosby i n  both quantity. and 
volume. I called the bar and Mike an-
swered. · 

The man who serviced his • machine 
came regularly. he said. He often came 
in taxis and Mike had heard that the taxi 
company was part owner of the record 
business. I knew the outfit and looked up 
their address in the phone book. 

Time was precious but I squandered 
some inside my washroom cleaning up as 
best I could. It was difficult. I had no way 
of sewing rips in clothing or of hiding 
bruises which were souvenirs of Lan
ford's feelings. 

The squad car was a problem. Driving 
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i t  would be dangerous. But leaving it, 
with Dugan's body inside, would be stick
ing my head into the State's gas chamber. 

Dugan had slumped low and I prayed 
he was out of sight of people on the side
walk. Right then I should have called 
the cops. But I knew they wouldn't be
lieve me. I still had one chance. 

Luck, for a change, was with me. I 
listened to the radio and heard the police 
announcer's voice calling different cops 
and assigning chores to each. There was 
no hint of Dugan's trouble or any sign 
that they were looking for us yet. But 
it wouldn't be long before the captain, 
wondering what had happened, would 
begin to check. By that time . . . .  

The taxi outfit had a large four-story 
brick building which used to be a ware
house. I knew the building. There had 
been a fire in the old days which had 
really been a honey. Afterward they'd 
rebuilt it, installing sprinkler systems 
and putting alarn1 boxes on every floor. 
The office was downstairs, in front, with 
a switchboard for telephones. 

I parked the car two blocks away and 
walked around the building through alleys 
that enclosed it. The windows on the 
upper two floors were boarded up, as 
though they weren't being used, On the 
back there was a rusty old fire escape. 

I could, of course, walk right in the 
door. But" I thought of Aesop's tale about 
the spider and the fly. There must be an
other way of getting in and finding out 
what went on and more important, 
getting,out again when it was over . 

• 

HE GUN which had killed Dugan 
was heavy in my pocket. I knew 
there were shells left. I'd looked to 

see. Again I threaded alleys, carefully 
this time, eyes glued on boarded windows 
above. At last, on the back of the build
ing, I saw a thread of light between son1e 
boards. 

It was a slender thing but worth a try. 
The iron ladder of the fire escape was 
three windows away on that floor. I 
went up slowly, praying that the noise 
of ancient n1etal creaking wouldn't be 
heard. To me it sounded like a band, like 
Sousa at his best. 

I reached the top floor landing. It was 
still thirty feet along a narrow ledge to 

• 

the window with the light. I am no 
human fly. Reaching that vvindow would 
be impossible to me. I have no priorities 

• on w1ngs. 
Above me was the roof. If I remem

bered that roof, there were four skylights. 
I climbed. 

Gravel crunched underfoot as I found a 
skylight. There were no boards up here. 
They needed none. There were no lights 
below. The muzzle of Dugan's gun served 
as a pry to break the lock. The rest was 
simple. Getting inside I hung at arms' 
length in the darkness, then I dropped. It 
was further than I thought, and my knees 
came up and kicked me in the face. 

Feeling my way as you do in a black
out, I ran up against a row of objects. My 
hands told me what they were jook 
organs. My tip then had been good. Mike 
was right. 

I paused and got my bearings. The wall 
to the right was painted white, barely 
visible in the darkness. There must be a 
door in that wall, or a number of them, 
opening on rooms. It was from one of 
those rooms that I'd seen the streak of 
light through the boards. I walked along 
the wall and found four doors, all locked. 
Now there was no sign of light in any of 
the rooms. 

I chose a door in the center of the 
partition, about in the same position as the 
window where I'd seen the light. I wrung 
the front sight off Dugan's gun getting 
the door open, then ducked inside, clos
ing the door behind me. 

It was inky dark. I felt my way, my 
hands extended in front of me like a kid 
playing pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey. I to� 
three steps. The fourth brought n1e up 
against something familiar, something I've 
felt and looked at for the five years I 've 
owned Thompson's Gas Garden a pile of 
tires ! 

The paper wrappings had been re
moved. That, I figured, was to get at the 

· serial nun1bers. This bunch had put acid 
on a lot of legitimate tires all over town, 
removing the numbers, so that the posses
sion of unnumbered tires would not mark 
anybody as a crook, or a customer of 
crooks. This, then, was the warehouse 
where they stored the rubber until they 
had a chance to dispose of it. 

I backed to the door, opened it and got 
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out of the room. If I could get out of the 
building . . . then I remembered Dugan. 

Finding Lanford was my job and time 
was a-wasting. There were three other 
floors in the building. The lower one 
would probably be out, as it was used for 
storage space for cabs and the taxi office. 
The second or third floors were my best 
bets. I found the stairs. 

The third floor was a blank. But on 
the second, light showed beneath a door. 
Gun ready, I tiptoed forward. I heard a 
voice I didn't know, but the guy who an
swered was Lanford ! 

Lanford said, " Maybe I'll head for 
Reno. It you're so damn sure I ought to 
leave town . "  

The first man, the one I didn't know, 
came back, "All right, go to Reno.. Go 
anywhere. But get to hell away from 
here and stay out of trouble until " 

A phone bell shrilled. The man stopped 
talking and picked up the instrument. 
There was a pause. Then he spoke in a 
clipped voice. 

"Okay, have Pete take care of it.  '' 
The phone clicked back in place. This 

guy was evidently the boss. ·He was giv-
ing orders. He resumed, · 

" Why you pulled that stunt I'll never 
know. I told you guns were out so you 
shoot a cop ! " 

"The cop was wise." Lanford's voice 
held a pleading note. " That punk helped 
him somehow. He was taking me in. 
What should I do ? Go along like a 
sucker ?" . 

" It would have saved trouble if you 
had. I'd have had you out in a matter of 
hours. Now you've killed a cop and rigged 
some stupid frame-up on this Thompson. 
You're a fool ! "  . 

So there were two of them. The first 
man, the one who gave the orders, had 
brains. Lanford was the muscle man who 
worked outside and pushed the boys 
around. He had no brains. He had noth
ing but an empty belly and an eager gun. 
The gun had filled the belly many times 
and brought him to his present high 
estate. 

Only two of them ! I had a gun. There 
was a phone in there. That set-up should 
be fresh meat for me. Cover them with 
the gun while the phone brought all the 
cops in town. • • • 

THREW the door open, stepped in
side, gun ready at my hip. Light 
from a single fixture in the ceiling 

glowed on Lanford as he faced another 
man across a desk. The phone was there. 
But there were five men not two in 
the room. Three others stood by a win
dow hoods, if I ever saw any. My heart 
stopped pumping. 

Five pairs of eyes focused on me. The 
big man at the desk smiled coldly. He 
said, 

" Y  on're Thompson, aren't you ? Cotne 
in. " 

I tried to keep my voice steady but it 
shook a little. "You . catch on quick," I 
said. " I'm Thompson and I'm in already. 
Get up your hands ! " I held the rod 
straight at his head. " If these · boys of 
yours make a break, you'll get it right be
tween the eyes. So tell them to behave. " 

He frowned for just a second, then he 
smiled again.. "That gun won't get us all. 
We're too many for you."  

The hoods against the wall had their 
hands up. One of them edged sidewise to
wards a filing cabinet with a bronze bust 
on top of it. I said : 

" Hold it, Mac ! "  
He stopped but his eyes strayed to 

the bronze bust. A red box in the corner 
caught my eye. A firebox, direct to head
quarters ! 

_Lanford was edging toward the door. I 
backed him up \\"ith the ·others. He went 
a little green around the gills when he 
looked down the barrel of the gun. He'd 
killed with that same gun less than two 
hours ago ! 

" You line up, too," I told the boss. 
·He had sense and got up slowly, tak

ing his place with the others. I lifted the 
phone. Only then I notired that there was 
no dial. A voice responded, 

" Y  b h 
. . ? ' '  es, oss, w at 1s  tt . 

The phone didn't go outside the build
ing as I'd thought. It went to the switch
board, downstairs in the taxi office ! 

• 

I slurred my voice as best I could. 
" Nothing. Forget it," and replaced the 
instrument. Instead of getting cops, that 
phone would bring me trouble in large 
gobs ! Instead of trapping them, I had my 
neck stuck out like a turkey on a platter f 

A siren moaned outside. I must have 
turned my head. The next thing I knew' 
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they were on top of me ·au five of them. 
They snowed me under in a blizzard of 
slaps, kicks and punches. They rode me 
down by force of weight like a tank over
rides a pill-box. The gun was torn out of 
my hand. Then the telephone rang in
sistently. 

"Hold it ! "  It was the boss. 
They climbed off me . as he picked up 

the instrument. A voice was loud in the 
• 

recetver. 
"Boss, there's cops down here. They 

found a dead cop in a car. They want to 
know about it ! "  

That was .Dugan. A routine police pa
trol had found him. They'd tear the town 
apart now, but . they'd do me no good 
do.wnstairs. If only I could get them up 
here. 

"I 'll be right down. "  The handset 
clicked. 

It looked as though the cops would 
not come up. It looked like curtains for 
little · Ben ! But for a second, I was free. 
I got slowly to my ·feet and leaned against 
the filing cabinet. The boss spoke sharply. 

" Stay here. Watch Thompson·. This 
may be our chance to turn him in. But 
first I want a look at things downstairs. 
I'll let you know " 

· He sla:rnmed the door. They started to 
. talk. They · liked the way this was working 
out. I brought my hand up to a bleeding 
car where · smneone' s · teeth had left an 
imprint, deep. They didn't notice. So 
I threw the bronze bust on the filing cabi
net at the light. My aim was perfect and 
the room went blacker than the inside of 
a skunk. 

They lunged at me, cursing. I got away. 
I heard them grab each other, wrestling, 
swearing as they found it wasn't n1e. They 
made a lot of noise for which I thanked 
them in my heart. It coveted the break .. 
ing of glass in the fire-alarm box. I 
pulled that lever not once, but many times. 
Then I dove for the door. 

But they'd figured on that. I got it 
open and was going through like a de
stroyer in a heavy sea when one of them 
grabbed me by the coat. I let my arms 
go back, shed the coat and ran. 

In the darkness I got twisted. I'd in
tended to go downstairs faster than any 
elevator· ever made it, but I got turned 

around. The next thing I knew I was 
climbing up. 

That was bad. They heard me and 
were right behind me, coming fast. Right 
then I made a record. Stairs were never 
climbed so fast in the history of man. I 
made the top floor well ahead of them 
and, still in darkness, found the room 
where they . kept the tires. Inside, I 
closed the door and huddled low behind a 
pile of rubber . 

They didn't figure on this room. They'd 
left it locked. They took titne to search 
the space outside and they went at it 
quietly. There were �ps downstairs to 
think of. 

Sooner or later they would see the lock 
was broken and come barging in. I could 
not hide for long if they lit the lights in 
here. 

I moved back near the wall. There� 
was a clear space and a smell -of acid in 
the air. I took a chance and lit a match. 
There was a gallon bottle of acid, nearly 
full, that they used to destroy the serial 
numbers on bootlegged tires. 

· Then I heard the sound of sirens. It 
seemed as if all the trucks in town were 
coming. I'll put that sound ahead of 
Benny Goodn1an any day. · Talk about 
sweet music ! 

• 

The door opened. Lanford stood there, 
gun in hand. I tried to stop tny breathing. 
Lanford stepped inside and disappeared 
from sight. Then a switch clicked and the 
lights came on. 

I threw the acid bottle·. It was heavier 
than I thought and didn't reach hin1. 
But the stuff splashed on him when the 
bottle broke and I guess he lost his head. 
He saw me duck behind a pile of tires 
and threw three shots at me. 

I crawled. I heard him coming up 
behind me and I scuttled for the door. 
Then suddenly the place was full of cops 
and firemen. Lanford still had the gun, 
but a fireman grabbed him and held him 
like a vise. 

· 

Then Captain Scudder came. He lis .. 
tened to me a minute, and said, 

"We have t�em _al�. This was quite an 
outfit you walked into. You . . . .  " · 

I didn't hea� the rest of what he said. 
I guess I must be getting soft. I passed 
out cold . • • •  
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(Continued from page 89) 
gone on record as so sayi�g, that the per
fect murder had been comn1itted. 

Over his bellowed protests, Shad Ror
ick had been released on bail an hour be
fore. Shad maintained that he had merely 
felt sorry for the little blonde and had tried 
to give her a break by confusing the trail 
before he had learned that she had stole� 
his belly gun in an attempt to pin the 
crime on him. He knew, his lawyer knew, 
and Jim Blade knew that it was very 
doubtful if a grand jury would indict him, 
or a trial jury convict him if they did. 

Shad had, so he claimed, merely aeted 
on drunken impulse. He had told his boys 
of his intention. Jerry Lait and Schlitz 
Murray had sworn before the Commis- · 

sioner that Shad had told them that the 
little blonde had confessed to poisoning 
Exter and their attempt to pressttre Blade 
had been made in an effort to save Shad 
from himself. Blade himself had been 
forced to admit that Shad Rorick had 

. 

called· him from the Club. It seemed in-
credible that any man really guilty of mur
der would have done so. 

As the final topper for his arguments 
Shad had challegend Blade to prove a 
motive for his wanting Harve Exter dead. 
There wa:s nothing that he stood to gain. 
The dead man's widow would inherit his 
half of the Oub. They held no joint in
surance made out in each other's favor. 
The books were in perfect order. If Shad · 
Rorick and Harve Exter had not been 
iriends, they had not been enemies. 

Still, for all of that Shad Rorick would 
still have been in jail if the turnin� wheel 
of the law had not uncovered an illicit pur
chase of cyanide by the little blonc;le whos� 
name had proven to be Mary Phillips. A 
discarded plaything of Exter' s, the girl 
had ample reason to hate him. 

On the other hand it was hard for 
Blade to believe that even a desperate girl 
would drop cyanide in Exter' s drink, 
shoot a dea� man twice to lay the blame 
on another man who was be-friending her 
-and then fail to wipe her fingerprints 
off either the gun or the glass. Such things 
just didn't happen. 

"And to think," Blade sighed as he 
stomped across the shoveled sidewalk, ' ' I  
could have been a C.P.A. " 

He got his room key from the desk and 

walked into the coffee shop. Gertie, the 
red-haired night switchboard operator, 
was sitting at the counter reading the 
Morning Sun. 

"Ah ! The return of Sherlock Holmes," 
she greeted him. "A cup of coffee black, 
a stack of wheats, and a double order of 
pork sausage for Lieutenant Blade," she 
told the counterman. 

Despite his weariness Blade grinned 
as he dropped dowti on the stool beside 
her. "The reporters been here yet ?"  

"I shooed them away, " she admitted. 
11I told them that Jitpmy didntt live here 
anymore. "  

Blade thanked her and sipped his hot 
coffee with relish. Gertie returned to her 
s�udy of the paper. The Sun had gone to 
town pictorially. lt had a picture of Mi
gnon in little more than a string of beads 
and breastplates on the front page. 
Grouped around it were pictures of her 
three-year-:old son, Harve Exter, Shad 
Rorick and Mary Phillips. Blade leaned 
over and tapped the picture of Mignon's 
boy with his spoon. 

1 

11This is a hell of thing, isn't it, for a 
lad that age to be mixed up in ?" He added, 
"Or a sweet innocent kid like Mignon for 
that matter."  . 

The red-haired operator glanced at him 
sharply. "What are you stuck for, Jim ?" 
she asked. 

' '  MOTIVE for Shad Rorick to 
want Harve Exter dead,"  he 
told her candidly. He con

tinued to stare at the picture of Mignon. 
"Can you imagine a man wanting to play 
around with anyone else if he was married 
to Mignon ?" His voice held a note of awe. 
"She's beautiful, isn't she, Gertie ?" 
. " Her curves are in the right places,,., 
the red-haired girl admitted. " But who 
does her kid take after ? He doesn't re
semble· her and he doesn't resemble. 
Exter. " 

Blade grinned : "Meow. You're just 
jealous. " 

"Perhaps I am,"  the red-haired girl ad
mitted with surprising heat. " But I'll be 
damned if I'll let an addle pated blonde 
make a horse's · neck out of you." 

Before Blade could reach out a hand 
to restrain her she slipped off the stool 
and walked out of the coffee shop. 
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• DETECTIVE TALES 

"Those redheads , "  the counterman 
grinned as he slapped Blade's wheat cakes 
and sausage before him. 

"Those redheads," Blade agreed. But 
somehow his appetite had left him. He 
and Gertie had been good friends before 
he had_ begun to carry the torch for Mi
gnon. He shouldn't have kidded her the 
way he had. She was, after all, a swell 
kid and there were two or three cases to 
his credit at the Bureau that he might 
never have broken except for her common 
sense reasoning and advice. Both of them 
had come up from in back of the yards. 

He paid his check and walked out into 
the lobby but Gertie Covina was gone. Th� 
day switchboard operator saw him then 
and called, " You are wanted. on the phone, 
lieutenant. Will you please take the call 
in booth three. '' 

Blade nodded and sat down in the 
booth. 

"Jim ?" Coroner Westman demanded. 
On being assured that it was, Westman 
added crisply, " I'm calling from the 
morgue, Jim. I just finished the post. 
And I've been wrong as hell about Exter. " 

" In what way ?" Blade demanded. 
" 'He was poisoned and he was shot. But 

r it wasn't the poison and it wasn't the shots 
that killed him, " Westman said. "There 
was more cyanide in his lungs than there 
was in his stomach. In other words, it was 
poured into his mouth after he was dead . "  

" But you just said," Blade protested, 
"that it wasn't the shots {hat killed him. " 

"They didn't," Westman said crisply. 
" Harve Exter died of being stabbed 
thrpugh the auditory canal of his ear with 
some thin, sharp-pointed instrume� that 
was long enough to pierce the brain. Per
haps a woman's hat pin or a ground down 
ice pick." 

Blade fought a sudden wave of fa
tigue. 

"Yes. I'm positive, " the physician 
snapped in answer to his question. "And 
if you want my opinion of it, Jim, three 
different people had a crack at Harve 
Exter last night. But the lad or lady with 
the hatpin got there first. The other two 
missed the train. They thought he was 
drunk. He wasn't. He was dead . "  

He called the Bureau and asked for 
Inspector Rican's extension. 
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11Blade reporting in,'' '  he said. "You've 
talked to Westman ?' '  

"Just, " the Inspector inforn1ed him. 
"And you had better start rounding up 
all those possible suspects that you let 
wander away, lieutenant, or there will be 
a familiar s.ignature missing from the pay 
sheet. " 

Inspector Rican hung up abruptly. Dry 
shoes and clothes forgotten, Blade strode 
out of the hotel and hailed a cab. 

"When Pete Cussack cotnes to pick me 
up, " he told the doorman who had just 
come on duty, " tell him that I've gone 
do\\rn to the Bureau. " 

In the cab he changed his mind and 
gave the driver the address of the swank 
apartment building in which Harve Exter 
had lived. He wanted to see M ignon. He 
wanted to search through her dead hus
band's personal papers in the hope of find
ing something that might shed some light 
on this new development. 

HE building, on the Drive just be
low the Drake Hotel, was both 
new and expensive. A doortnan let 

him in. A second doorman led him to a 
desk where still a third n1an demanded his 
name and business before he would even 
phone upstairs and inform Mrs .. Exter that 
he was calling. 

Blade tinkled his .gold shield on the desk 
and the clerk forgot to call. 

"Of course, officer, " he bowed. " Please 
go right up. " 

It was the first time that Blade had 
been in the building. " What is the num
ber cl the Exter apartment ?" he asked 
the elevator boy as he let him off on the 
eleventh floor. 

"Eleven twenty-one, sir." 
Blade strode grimly down the ankle

deep carpet. His salary wouldn't pay the 
rent of the mop closet" in this building.-

He paused, his hand halfway to the 
ornate bronze koocker on the door of 1 1 21,  
as a muffled but vaguely familiar femini�e 
voice was raised in ang,er on the other 
side. 

" . . .  and if you· think that you're going 
to get n1y man, you two-timing blo11de 
alley cat, you're crazy. I knew as soon as 
I saw " 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

Blade heard the soft scuff on the carpet 
behind him too late. He turned just i n  
time to catch the blackjack, tl"'at had been 
intended for the base of his skull, full on 
the temple. 

The �arpet was soft underneath him 
when consciousness returned. Blade eased 
himself to his knees, then to his feet. There 
was no one in the hall. The angry femi
nine voice behind the door was stilled. 
Blade raised his hand again to kn�k, 
then stopped. It was either an optical 
illusion or he was standing in front of 
apartment 102 1 .  

He sat down on the hall window sill 
for a moment and stared out over ice
locked Oak Street beach at the gray wa
ters of the lake until his dizziness had left 
him. Then he looked at the number again. 
It was still 1 02 1 .  

He strode back to the elevator bank and 
punched the button. 

" Sorry. sir," the boy said too quickly 
and too glihly. " I  guess I let you off on 
the wrong floor. " 

" So it seems, " Blade said. "'Who fol
lowed me down the hall ?" 

" No one that I know of, sir ." 
The boy was lyin� and Blade knew it  

but he let it pass. There was no way he 
could prove it. Disdaining the knocker 
he pounded with his fist on the door of ' 
1 1 2 1 .  There was no answer. Worried 
now for Mignon's safety, he pounded on 
the door again. 

The door knob turned haltingly. The 
door opened slowly and seemingly by it
self. Blade could see no one in the hall. 
His hand went instinctively to his gun. 
"What the hell ? " 

" 'At's a bad word, " a small voice on 
a level with his knees said earnestly. " My 
mama says it is. " 

Blade looked down at his feet. Mi
gnon's boy in a pair of flannel sleepers was 
·studying hitp \vith interest with t>ne eye as 
a chubby fist dug the sleep from the other. 

Blade smiled : " Hello, Bub. Where's 
your mama, son ? " 

" My mama is sleeping. "  
Blade looked at the number on the door, 

then back down the hall. It was p9ssible 
that he had been mistaken. The tenth 
and eleven floor were identical. He needed 
sleep. He needed a drink. The bull 

• 
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fiddles of fatigue were sawing in his brain. 
"Suppose, " he suggested to the youngster, 
"you tiptoe in and tell your mother that 
I'm here. " . . 

The youngster's lower lip thrust out in 
a strangely familiar pout. " Who shall I 
say you are ?" the boy demanded. "Are 
you the man my daddy doesn't like, the 
man I heard him telling mama has got to 
stop coming here when " 

"Jim ! How wonderful " Mignon floated 
across the floor, her well rounded curves 
emphasized by a clinging sheer silk h ouse 
coat. " Come in, darling. I am so glad 
to see you. But what are you doing here 
this time of morning ?" She clung to him 
and kissed him. 

" You've been asleep ?" Blade asked. 
" But of course, " she answered. 
" I  was certain I heard voices, " Blade 

said. He explained the mysterious attack 
outside the door. 

Mignon's eyes grew wide. " I  don't 
understand it, " she said. "You must have 
gotten off on the wrong floor, Jim. There's 
been no one in this apartment but Sonny, 
myself and the n1aid. " She touched the 
bruise on his temple with her fingertips. 
" Oh, you poor darling boy. Why don't 
you ?" 

" Call the cops, I suppose," Blade said 
grimly. He took the girl into his arms 
almost savagely. " Look. You're shoot
ing square with me now, aren't you, Mi
gnon ?" 

. She clung to him, her body soft and 
warm against his own. " Of course I am, 
sweetheart ."  

She lifted her lips to  be kissed. Blade 
kisselher. 

The black-haired, three-year-old young
ster pounded at Blade's knees. " You stop 
'at kissing my mama, " he demanded. 
" 'At's what 'at other man does all the 
time." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Hair of the Dog 
• 

LADE pushed the girl in  his arms 
away and knelt beside the boy. 
"What other man do you mean, 

son ? "What other man kissed your moth
er ? ' '  

• 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

"A bad man, " the boy insisted stoutly. 
Mignon laughted throatily but there 

was a note of fear in her laughter. "Don't 
be silly, Jim. Sonny doesn't know what 
he is saying. He's only three years old. 
He's just repeating some of the vile 
things that he has heard Harve say during 
our quarrels. " . 

" I  wonder," Blade said crisply. He 
took the Morning Sun from his pocket 
and showed the front page to the boy. " I s  
the other man's picture on this paper, 
Bub ?" 

" Go to your room, Sonny. Right now," 
Mignon insisted sharply. 

" 'ess, " he said obediently, then jabbed 
Shad Rorick's picture with a stubby 
thumb. " 'At's a bad ma:1, " he confided 
and then toddled off too late. 

Blade got slowly to his feet. " So, " he 
said quietly. " So. While I've been carry
ing a torch, you've been making a sucker 
out of me. " 

He walked slowly towards the girl. She 
backed away. "You're crazy, Jim. You 
don't realize what you're saying. "  

" But Shad did come here ?" 
" He did. Why shouldn't he ? After all, 

he was Harve's partner. They had a lot 
in common. " 

" I  wouldn't be at all surprised," Blade 
said. " This mother love i s  quite a thing, 
eh, Mignon ? You really didn't give a 
damn about me, or Shad, or Harve. But 
you did love your boy. " He paused a 
moment, asked abruptly : " You last saw 
your own mother when ?" 

The blonde singer eyed him warily. 
uwhat i s  this, a gag ? I wouldn't know 
my mother if I saw her. M y  fath�� took 
me away from her when I was just a little 
girl . "  Her voice was bitter with scorn. 
" He said that she wasn't fit to raise ine ."  

" Just like Harve said about you. This 
happened where ?" 

" I  was too young to remember, " she 
admitted. "Why ?" 

"Just checking my facts," Blade said. 
He had the nicture now, not all of it, 

but most of it. He wonderea how he could 
have been so blind even with the smoke 
that had been getting in his eyes. He 
knew now who had killed Harve Exter. 
He believed that he knew why. He even 
knew who the girl was whose muffled voice 
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had sounded so familiar j ust before he 
had been sapped. 

"Where's Gertie Covina ?" he de
manded. 

Mignon's eyes widened slightly with 
fear but her voice remained low and 
throaty. " I  don't know what you're talk
ing about, Jim." She entwined her arms 
around his neck, pressed her lips to his. 
" Please believe me, Jim. Believe I love 
you."  

, 

Blade removed her arms. 
" The boat sailed a few minutes ago, " he 

told her. He picked up a French phone 
on a table and dialed his own hotel. "This 
is Lieutenant Jim Blade talking, " he told 
the day girl on the board. " By any 
chance did Gertie Covina tell you where 
she was going when she left there this 
tnorning ?" 

" Why, yes, she did," the switchboard 
girl admitted. " Gertie said that she was 
going over to the Beach Apartments and 
snatch Mignon Exter bald headed . "  

Blade thanked her and hung up. Then 
he dialed Inspector Rican at the Bureau. 
" This i s  Blade again . "  he said. "And I 
think I 've cracked the case wide open. Put 
l\1cManus on, will you, i nspector. I \vant 
him to pick up a fe\v folks for me. " 

When he had finished with 1\.fcl\fanus 
he dropped the phone back in its cradle 
and took his watch frotn hi� pocket. " We 
can find her, " he said to M1gnon, "but it 
1night take time, more titne than we 
have. " He glanced at the dial of his 
watch. "You have exactly one minute," he 
told Mignon, " to tell me where Shad took 
Miss Covina after he waltzed her out of 
here. '' 

"Or what ?" the . singer defied him. 
"That's fifteen seconds," he said. He 

added quietly : " I  can make it easy, or I 
can make it  tough on you, Mignon. Harve 
Exter was a louse. He deserved to die. I 
think I can get you a plea. ,· He shrugged. 
" But of course if you would rather have 
the State of Illinois raise your boy " 

" I 'll change sides, " she said simply. 

HE first floor was a one-hundred
car garage fronting on North Clark 
Street. It was well known to be 

the drop fof whatever nefarious business 
Shad Rorick was conducting at the time. 
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I n  the exact center of the building, 
swung on a steel frame work on the roof; 
a neon sign proclaimed the second floor to 
be a hotel. But there were never any 
vacant rootns. Sleep was the one thing 
that Shad Rorick didn't sell. Six of the 
rooms at one end of the building he re
served as an office for himself. He was 
sitting there now, back of a glass-topped 
desk, glowering at the red-haired girl on 
the sofa. 

" Ho,v much do you know ? Who else 
knew that you were going to Mignon's 
a partm en t ? ,., 

Her wrists and ankle� bound · with 
clothes line, Gertie Covina said : "Don't 
you wish that you knew." 

" Slap her,"  Shad ordered Jerry Lait. 
• 

The collegiate looking gunman slapped 
the red-haired girl hard across the lips. 
"Wise up, sister, "  he told her. "You 
aren't atnong friends . "  

"Or is she ?" Schlitz Murray leered. He 
stared at the girl with approval. "You 
know she ain't a bad looking chickadee. " 

"Who knew you were going to Mi
gnon's apartment ?" Shad persisted. 

"Lieutenant Jim �lade, " Gertie lied, 
"and Inspector Rican and " 

" Slap her again, " Shad said. "And 
stop worrying about Jim Blade. I tell 
you that Mignon has that dun1b shamus 
twisted around her little finger."  

The office door opened slowly and 
Blade leaned against the door jamb sur
veying the occupants of the room over the 
long barrel of a .JS slung on a .45· frame 
for better balance. " No. Not any more," 
he told Shad. " And this time it's for mur
der " he included Jerry Lait and �chlitz 
Murray with a nod "with you tw6....,boys 
tied in for perjury and as accessories be
fore the fact. " 

"How did you get in here ?�'  Shad de-
manded. 

" I  mopped up as I came along." 
" You're alone ?" Jerry Lait demanded. 
" I  am. " Blade lied deliberately. 
"Then to hell with you," Jerry swore. 
His hand streaked to his shoulder hol-

ster. Blade nailed. it there with a .38 
slug. 

" I  was hoping it would be you , "  he 
told Shad Rorick. He added, smiling, to 
Gertie Covina. "I'm seein·g better." 
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"You're looking grand, " she said. 
" Any other conscientious objectors to 

coming quietly ? "  Blade asked. 
" No," Schlitz Murray said. " I'll take 

a chance on a fix. You want me to drop 
my gun or you want to take it ? "  

" He'll take it ! " Rorick swore. His 
hand lifted from his desk drawer holding 
a spitting auton1atic. The first slug went 
through Blade's left arm. A second tugged 
at his top coat. Then the gun went spin
ning from Rorick's hand just as Murray 
dived at Blade's knees. 

" Kill him ! Kill him ! "  Rorick bellowed. 
"There's been a slip-up somewhere ! "  

The three men lost all identity and forn1 . 
They became a rolling, thrashing ball of 
arms and legs. Then Blade's slashing gun 
barrel found Murray's head. 

"That's two . "  Pete Cussack grinned 
from the doorway. 

" Stay out of this, " Blade ordered. 
The two men were well matched. Both 

had lost the use of one arm. Rorick was 
the larger and heavier man but Blade 
was the more powerful. A lucky kick by 
Rorick sent the gun spinning from his 
hand to thud against the base board. The 
racketeer broke loose and scrambled after 
it, Blade right on his heels. 

Then Rorick had the gun and turned. 
A wild shot blasted the ceiling. Then 
Blade's fist found his jaw. The racketeer 
grunted and lay still. 

" Right on the button, " Fete Cussack 
approved. " Boy. Was that a wallop, 
Wow ! "  

Jim Blade slipped his pen knife fron1 
his pocket with one hand and cut the 
ropes �·ound Gertie Covina's wrists and 
ankles. " I've been a fool, " he said. 

" Hmm. You're telling me ?" she 
sniffed. 

N THE cold gray light of wint�r af
ternoon Inspector Rican's office 
looked bleak and bare despite the 

crowd of men and women sitting in the 
straight-backed chairs that lined the wall. 
Gertie Covina sat near the desk watching 
Mignon who was crying openly as she 
hugged her sleeping boy to her breast. 

Lieutenant Blade came in the door, his 
left arm in a sling, and followed by Pete 
Cussack and a dapper little man with a 
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wisp of a black mustache. " We're ready ?" 
he asked Rican. 

"Whenever you are, Jim . "  
Blade sat down on one edge of the desk 

looking at the faces staring at him and 
choosing his words with care. "This isn*t 
in any sense a reconstruction of the 
crime, " he said finally. " We know who 
killed Harve Exter. But there are one 
or two little points · that we would like to 
straighten out before we close the case. 
That \\ras why officers were sent to bring 
everyone here \lvho was at the Sweet And 
Low Club last night when Harve Exter 
and Mary Phillips died. And it is almost 
certain proof of your own innocence that 
the natnes and addresses that you gave us 
were your own." 

Slim Alcott lighted a cigarette. "Never 
mind the taffy. Come to the point. It was 
this l\1ary Phillips who knocked off 
Exter ?" ., 

Blade looked at the ga.mbler. '' Who
ever it was cost you money ?" 

"They did. I was holding Harve's 
markers for almost thirty grand. " 

"That's one of the points I wanted to 
know, " Blade admitted. His eyes swept 
the faces in the room. Most of the em
ployees as well as the patrons of the 
Sweet And Low \Vere there. He recog
nized Allier, and the doorn1an and the 
chef and Celeste, the ladies' washroom 
maid. She sat not far from the desk look
ing very chic, her knitting needles click
ing busily as she listened. 

H You mean, " Alcott demanded sus
piciously, " that you are trying to tie me 
into this ? "  
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1' No/' Blade said. " You're as clear as 
cellophane, Slin1.  You n1ay not have liked 
the man but you didn't hate Harve Exter 
thirty grand worth. "  

The gambler grinned. " Go on. I ca11 
enjoy the party now. Who killed him ?' '  

There was an uneasy stir in the room 
and a murmur of conversation as Blade 
said. "It  wasn •t Mary Phillips. He 
called to the n1en waiting in the hall . 
" B ring Shad in, will you, McManus ?" 

The racketeer swaggered in, ha11d
cuffed to McManus. Blade continued : 

"Here's the way I see the story. Check 
me if I'm wrong, Shad. You and Mignon 
have been two-titning Harve for years. 
Last night he was sure of his facts and 
called for a showdown. He needed money 
to· pay off Alcott. And he wanted it fron1 
you. He had a club that couldn't miss. 
Unless you dished up the dough he threat
ened to take Mignon's boy away from her 
on the grounds that she was an unfit 
mother. " 

He paused. There was no sound in the 
room but 1\fignon's stifled sobbing. 

" Harve was roaring drunk and made a 
hell of a scene about it ," Blade continued. 
" But you knew it was coming and were 
prepared. You knew Mary Phillips hated 
Harve. So you had her buy sotne cyanide, 
making certain that the purchase could be 
traced to her, and you pron1ised to slip it 
to Harve. She wasn't a mental genius and 
you undoubtedly convinced her that if the 
two of you swore that the other hadn't left 
the room you would have an unbreakable 
alibi. Am I right so far, Shad ? " 

"Y� can't prove one damn thing." 
"Oh yes I can . "  Blade smiled. " Here's 

what happened, Shad. Mignon quarreled 
with Harve but not until she had fed him 
enqugh liquor to put him in a stupor. A 
little later you slipped into the room. 
Harve was 'waiting for you to pay off. But 

. by the time that you got there he was 
slumped down in his chair, passed out, or 
so you thought. 

" You dropped the cyanide in his glass 
and poured it down Harve's throat. Then 
you shot him twice with your belly gun 
to confuse the trail and lead it back to 
Mary. Then you ·�lied me and had your 
boys brace me on tlie street. 
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NEW PRINCIPLE 
Of Abdominal Support 

Sturdy p o r o u s  fabric is 
B UILT IN with the special 
stretch weave of the Com-· 
m a n d e r  f o r  E X T R A 
DOUBLE SUPPORT across 

LOOK SLIMMER the abdomen. Instantly the 
Brace back and front Command.er flattens . Y?Ur 
�gives better poa- "corporation" No b1nd1ng1 
ture - makes clothes no riding, no sagging! SenQ 
fit sanartly I for this famous all-purpose 

supporter belt today ! No 
buckles, laces or straps. 

TRY IT 10 DAYS 
At Our Expense 

Do this today! Send the 
coupon wear A Comman
der for TEN DAYS AT 
O UR E X P E N S E-and if 
you do not get all the re
sults you expec�1 return it 
and YOUR MONEY W ILL 
BE REFUNDED promptly. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  
Ward Green Company Dept. 218 
342 Madison Ave., New York City. 
Send Tbe Commander Supporter for Free Trial. I will vay post· man $2.98 vlua L>Ostaae. ( Sizee 28 to 47.) It not sathd\ed atta' 
10 d&lS 1 may return it for refund. (Sizes 48 to 60. $S.lHS.) 
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vertismg 
"Small ada" 1'021 large mt.tnU. Thia wsaqa.tine ia juat OM of a large group of fiction 1n43azina read bu mill'iona of 
people. Write to this magazine at !06 East 41nd Street, New York Citu, for lilt and advertiaing rates covering com
plete group. 

Baby Chicks 
- �--------------COLONIAL CmCKS - World's largest production 

means lowest prices. Leading breeds. Catalog Free. 
Colonial Poultry Farms, PJeaMnt Hill, Mo. 

� -

Books 
Reeetve $3.00 best-seller, monthly selection books for 

75c on approval, without obligation. KASSIN, 398 Broad
way, New York. 

Detectives 
DETECTIVES Make Secret Investigations. Experience 

unn�eeaary. Particulars FREE. WAGNER, 2640-R 
Broadway, N. Y. 

Jewelry 
ZIRCON DIAMONDS, beautiful, inexpensive. Catalogue 

FREE. Box 888/208, Wheeling, W. Va. 
• 

. . ·��----
Moneymaking Opportunities . 

LEARN METASCIENCE: REMARKABLE DRUGLESS 
Healinfl. No manipulation. No apparatm\· Unbelievable 
abnplicity and results. Inexpensive correspondence course. 
Write M�t:ttscience. DeLand, Florida. 

OPERATE P"rofitable Busi ness home or office. Very 
little cavltal required. Details Free. Lumco, Kimball. 
Nebraska. 

Nurses Training School 
MAKE UP TO $25 - $35 WEEK as a trained prac

tical nurse I Learn quickly at home. Booklet Free. 
Chicago School of Nursing. Dei>t . ..J?.:l���C;;.;;hi;;;;;.;' c;;.;;a;:go.-·�--

Old !4oney VVanted 
We buy Indian Cents, Lincoln Cents, Old Money. Send 

lOe today for 1943 catalogue of prices. We pay for all 
wanted U. S. Coins. AMERICAN RARE COIN CO., 
Dept. 6, T!�_sportation Bldg., Cbica�-·---=:----=---:---�-

We purchase all Indianhead pennies. Comvlete cata
logue lOc. Waltman, 398 Broadway, New York. 
--...-..--------=-....... --... -· . 

Patent Attorneys 
INVENTORS Protect your idea with a Patent. Se

eure "Patent Guide" -Free. No charge for preliminary 
information. Write CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN and HAR
VEY JACOBSON, Registered Patent AttorneytJ, 82�-A 
���wm�s�B�u�il�ru�n�g�, �W�a�sh�i���-��· �c-· ____________ __ 

Personal 
,. LOWEST PRICES BLADES Apris, X-Cellos, Silver
tex, Texide, others. Free Details. Star Products, Dept. 
P. Buffalo, N. Y .. 

Photo Finishing 
ROLLS DEVELOPED - 25c coin. Two 6 x 7 Double 

Weight Professional Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge 
Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16, La Croase, 
Wis. 

Poems Songwriters ���==--��-- - - -��-----����-wANTED - Poems for musical setting. Submit for 
eonsideration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Rhym
ing Pamphlet FREE. Keenan's Studio, P, Box 2140, 
Bridgeport, Conn. 
---

��= =���==
--

�
--�--�-

SONGS SONG POEMS WANTED. No charge for 
melodies. Marketing Service. Hollywood Recording Stu
dios, 87D23 Preuss Sta., Los Angeles. 

SONGWRITERS : We offer comp
.
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writing, recording, radio broadcast. marketing. ScreeD
land Recorders', Box 1247F. Hollywood, Calif. 

SONGW R'i'fERS : Send poem for Immed-=-=-ia---:t-e---::Co=--n-:-am-=-e-ra-
tlon and F'REE Rhyming Dict.ionary. RICHARD BROTH
ERS. SO Woods Building, Chicago. 

SONGWRITERS-Write. for free
:
--:-boo---;k-:-le--::t-. --:P=-r-o-=ftt�S==-h-ar--

lng Plan. Allied Songs, Z04 East Fourth, Cincinnati, Ohio. - - --- -POEMS WANTED FOR AfUSICAL SETriNG. Five 
Star Music Masters. 620 Beacon Building, Boston. 

Ptf:BMS -w ANTEn-::-lmmediate- Considerati-on-.---=u=n-
wmal Opportunity. Master Melody Makers, Box 425, 
HoUywood. California. · 

SONGWRITF!RS : Send voems for offer and FREE 
Rhnning Dictionary. Phonograph records made. Vander
bilt Studioa. Box 112-ES, Coney Ialand. N. Y. 
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DETECTIVE TALES 

uThat made you out a swell guy in
stead of a louse. You were giving the 
little blonde a break. I found the gun as 
planned. Mary Phillips made her speech. 
She said that neither of you had left the 
room. But she didn't know about the 
phone call. That made her out a liar and 
destroyed her alibi . ,. 

" Words." Shad Rorick sneered. 
"No. Fact, " Lieutenant Blade corrected. 

" A  fact that i s  going to send you to the 
chair for Mary Phillip's murder. You see 
she couldn't have killed Harve Exter, 
Shad. H a.rve Ezter was already dead 
when you poured that cya.nide into him 
and shot him with you,- pop gun f' 

HAD RORICK'S mouth gaped open. 
A tinge of green began to spread up
wards from his j ow Is. "Dead ? 

Harve Exter was dead ?" he gasped. 
· "That's right, " Blade said quietly. "You 
see Mignon had double-crossed you. She 
was so afraid that Harve was going to 
take her boy away from her that before 
she left him last night she stabbed him 
through the auditory canal of his left ear 
with an ice pick or a hatpin !" 

Mignon sobbed : "You promised me ! " 
Inspector Rican slapped his desk. " This 

is murcier !"  he bellowed. "You killed 
your husband, Mrs. Exter. And you're 
not only going to lose your boy yotlre 
going to the chair!" 

uN on, non, non !" Her black eyes blaz
ing fire, Celeste rushed to the Inspector's 
desk and loosed a torrent of voluble 
French. 

"Let's have it, Tommy," Blade said 
quietly to the dapper little man vcdth the 
wisp of a black mustache. 

The police interpreter translated as 
Celeste was speaking : 

_"You can not do this to my baby. It 
was not she who killed Mr. Exter. It was 
I, her mother, who did it. I did not mean 
to do it. I did not even mean to tell her 
that I was her mother. Years ago my hus
band took her from me. He said I was an 
unfit mother. Perhaps 1 was. I do not 
know. But all of my life I have loved her. 
It has made of n1e a no good. This I would 
not have happen to Mignon. 

J'When I came _to this country I 
searched for her for months, not to tell her 

• 
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THE DOUBLE-CROSSING CORPSE 

who I was but just that I might be near 
her. When I find her I take t�is job, me, 
Celeste, who has been a Folies Bergere 
star. I do not speak so good the English 
but I understand. And last night I hear 
them quarreling from where I sit knitting 
in the wash rootn. Monsieur Exter struck 
my baby with his fist. He told her he would 
take her child away. This thing must not 
be. When she has left I go in to plead with 
him. He laugh at me . . . !" 

The French woman made a gesture with 
one hand and the steel knitting needle 
glittered silver. 

" 'I grow excited. I am not realize what 
I do. I forget I hold a needle in my 
hand. '  " 

She stood a moment staring white-faced 
at Inspector Rican, then Mignon rose to 
take her in her arms. 

" Okay," Blade said. "That's all folks. " 
Inspector Rican squeezed his arm. 

"After all, it's only manslaughter, Jim. 
Don't feel so bad about it. We'll let both 
of the won1en take a plea. Rorick will go 
to the chair alone, for the one murd� he 
did commit that of Mary Phillips. That 
killing was obviously his own idea. " 

Jim Blade agreed. He walked back 
into the darkened squad room and lighted 
a cigarette. 

Gertie Covina followed. "How did you 
know that Celeste was Mignon's mother ?" 
she asked. 

"The same way that you knew that 
Sonny Exter was really Shad Rorick's 
boy," Blade said, "and that Mignon was 
merely feeding my torch as a cover to 
keep Exter from getting wise. They both 
were F¥nch and except for the difference 
in their ages and the color of their hair 
they might have been sisters . "  He paused 
a long moment, said quietly : "I I'm 
sorry, Gert. " 

The red-haired girl squeezed his hand. 
"It's okay, Jim, " she told him. "You j ust 
let the smoke get in your eyes, that's all. 
What you need is a little hair of the dog 
that bit. Red hair," she added hopefully. 

Inspector Rican nudged Pete Cussack. 
"Have Jim and Gert made up ? Is he kiss
ing her yet ?" he asked. 

Pete Cussack peek-ed into the squad 
room. "Is he kissing her ! Oh, boy. Wow ! " 

THE END 
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WHEN THIS 
H A P P E N S  NOW-• TO YOU · · ·  

YOU CAN '/)est roy 
You/' £,,., uiclc! 
BEA ONE-MAN BLITZ I Strlkewlth . . 
Commandoll6htningl You don't need 
ox-like muscles to use Super Ju Jitsu. 
most powerful of all defense and attack 
methods. T e c h n I q u e  is the deadly 
secret. Brains count-not size, not 
strel)gth. Almost miraculously effiCleDt. 

Gain Self-Confidence 
KNOW how YOU can lick brutes 
twice your size with your bare hands 
only, even when they are ARMED with gun, knife, club. Get ready now 
for anf�mersreney-protectyour loved • •  

ones. &Zing self-atudr course teaches • OR Do you double-quick. No bormg exercises needed. THIS 

, 
• 

DO THIS 
� 

Send for Exciting Details-Freel ----� ---
Startling Low Price. Satls· .. . -

1ctlc• n Guaranteed or your 
money back. Mai l coupon now. · FREE . . · - - - - - - -· 

NELSON CO., SOO Sherman Street I DEPT. A-513, CHICAGO, ILL. 

I PleMe rusn me flee the bard-bfttfDifdetalta about ''Super Ja Jltaa.''  No obU.atloo oa my put. 

I NAMB, _____ --�--------------

1 ADDAIRRIW:M�a__ __________ _ 

Will You Wear It and Show It to Friends! 
I need a reliable mao In J'oartown to wear a ftne made-to-meu-cue. 
aJI-wool DEMONSTRATING SUIT-advertise mf famoua UnloD 

clotbitlg'-8Dd take orden.r oa eao make op to •12.00 In a day .)b line 
cootaiu over 100 quality fabric•, all eensatfonal val nee. &'1UU'tmteed. 
Yon need DO eX'()erfence or money. I s u pply everythioa- reqoirecl 
FREE. Write today

l
tellloa about yourself- ap, etc • •  tor FREJD 

OUTFIT . STONEFIE D, 1300W. Harrt•on, .,_pt.N•7S6,Chle•ao 

-Train at Home in Your Spare Time 
The fascinating field of Art offers commercial opJ>Or· 
tunities to men and women. Trained Artists are capable 
of earning $80. $50, $75 a week. Lel}rn to draw step
by-step. COMMERCIAL ART. CARTOONING, DsLUS
TRATING, all 1n one complete home study course. TWO 
ART OUTFITS furnished. Write for illustrated FREE 
BOOK, "Art for Pleasure aad Profit." No obligation. State Me. 
WASHI NGTON SCHOOL OF ART.!.. Studio 991F 
3115 15th St. N. W. WASHINuTON, D. C. 

FREE 
BOOK 
gives 

details 
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MAIL THIS COUPON Fml · COMPLETE INFORMATION ON LOW 

COST, MODERN METHODS, PERSpNALIZED INSTRUCTION t 
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* Help yourself to SUCCES I 
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Without cost or obligat 
• BOX 13277•L, SCRANTON, PENNA. . 
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Yo r LODGE E blem or Y or 
a ame Eagraved i 

bsolulely FREE 
Special Introductory Offer 

Rising Costs 
of Leather 
May Make 
It Impossible 
To Repeal 
This Amazing 
Offer/ 

YOUR CHOICE OF 
EMBLEMS HERE 

YOUR I ITIALS � 
E 
REE ! 

HAROLD S \ SANDER ':;' 

510 N .  •, DEARBORN ST · 

1? 

�--·� CHICAGO . TEL DEL .3�62� 
rhis beautiful three-color liff>-timt ldf>ntificatJon 
Plate carries your f u l l  .,arne. adtirP.ss and �ocial 
security or draft n u m ber 

Also FREE 
If you order at once we se-na 

- you this bt>autiful ldent1fica· 
tion Key Tag and Gilt Chain to match. hand en 
graved with your name. address. city and state 
Will laat a lifetime. 

23 

Gen ne 
ighest 

Quality Leather 
BLACK CALFSKI  

De Luxe VA L U E  
Your FAVORITE Emblem, E 

ADDRESS, aad Soci I Security u ber 
Engraved in GOLD-FREE ! 

Men :-Here, without a doubt. is positively 
the greatest Billfold and Pass Case Bar
gain that you'll be likely to see for a good 
many years to come. For a high quality 
Calfskin Billfold. beautifully engraved i n  
gold, with your LODGE Emblem or Army 
or Navy Insignia and Name, you would 
expect to pay up to $4.50 and consider it 
a marvelous buy. If you take advantage 
of this sensational introductory offet·. you 
can get this superb genuine Calfskin Wal
let and Pass Case for only $1.98. and we 
will send you absolutely free a specialh 
designed three color l ifetime Identifica
tion Plate. which carries your Social Se
curity Numbet·. your Name and Address 
or yout· A rmy Draft Number. This fine 
grain calfskin Billfold must �ctually be 
seen to be fully appreciated. Beside!i the 
spacious compartment at the back which 
can be used for currency. checks, papers, 
etc., it has four pockets each protected 
by celluloid to prevent the soiling of your 
valuable membership and credit cards. 

When closed, this handsome Billfold has 

the soft velvety feel you find only in qual

ity Calfskin. Your choice of Emblerp...:
and Initials, are beautifully embosse�' 

23 karat gold on the face of the Bill fold. 

Due to difficulty i n  obtaining choice 

leathet· because of war conditior.s, the 
supply of these Billfolds is limited. Re

member if you send your order promptly. 
we will i nclude absolutely FREE. a b�u
tiful identification Key Tag and Gilt 
Chain to match. all hand engraved with 
your Name. Address. City and State. If 
after receiving your Billfold and Free 
Gift. you don't positively agree that this 
is the mC.Jst outstanding bargain you have 

ever come acruss. return them to us and 
your money will be cheerfully refunded 

in full. Send your order today. without 
fail so you won't be disappointed. 

Rush This Coupon For This Once-In-A-Lifetime Bargain I 
-64% Of I ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, I 

Service Men : Dept. 21 2-C, 54 w. Illinois st., Chicago. 11 If you want a LODGE, ARMY, or NAVY INSIGN�A, s�te �arne. here t Want ThiS 11 Gentlemen: I enclose $ 1 .98. Please send me a Genume Calfskm Bil lfold with 
1

1 my name and favorite Emblem engraved in 2:3k gold. Include absolutely free a G"ft 1 life-time Identification Plate carryin� my full Name and Social Security Number, I I or DJ•aft Number. Also include FREE an Jdentifi<'ation Key Tag and Gilt Chain 1
1 to match, all hand-engraved with my Name, Address, City and State. 

In a nation- I I 
al survey of I I I My Full Name • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  • • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 1 servire men 
j u s t  rom
pletE>d -G4% 
of all men 
i n terviewed. 

said that a 
Billfold with 
the proper in
signia. made a swell gift . 

I (Please print clearly) I I I I Addresa • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  � • • I I I I City • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • State • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • I I I 1 Social Security Nunlber . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  Draft Number . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • I o Check here if you want us to ship the a C.O.D. for $ 1 .\Hl plus tt; few p.-n-1 nies postage and c.o.D. charges. I �--------------------------- ---------- - - �  
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' PRIVATa BL'Kift 
_....-�·--

·. 

�'It's a Tasty Package'' 
"We done Olfr share of trave ll in' 

Aro.und_the U. S. A.-

From East to West we've tried the be�st, 

An' now we're here to say 

That si lky Kessler's rates on ·top, 

No matter where you go -

Just hand a friend this mellow blend 

An' watch his friendship grow!" 

(Signed) Mr. Hi  and Mr. Hatt 

-a in Neutral SDirits. 85 Proof. Juliut Kessler • 
.. -· •.. 
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