
ARE YOU 
RESPONSIBLE 

for DILLINGER?
W h y  is Dillinger? Have the American homes, 
schools and churches failed? Parents of A m e r 
ica should dem and an answer to this problem 

of national importance!

SEE PAGE 24 IN T H I S  ISSUE 
•
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COOPER
IN ROBERT LOUIS S T E V E N S O N ’S

TREASURE
ISLAND

WALLACE BEERY jts%Qng,John Silv, 
JACKIE COOPER ffc as Jim HawI 
LIONEL BARRYMORE as Billy Bones 
OTTO KRUGER - - - - - as Dr. tivesey
LEWIS STONE - as Captain Smollett.
"CHIC” SA LE.......................... ... -as Ben Gun
WILLIAM V. MONG as Old Pet
DOROTHY PETERSON '  - ■ as Mr,
Directed by Victor Fleming • Produced by Hunt Strom!

I o A  M E T R O  - G O L D V Y N  - M A Y E R  R l C T U

Little did he know that one day his 
immortal story of " Treasure Island” 
would come to life.. .just as his other 
thrill-novel "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde” captivated the world. Two 
million copies of "Treasure Island” 
have quickened the heart-beat of 
men, women and children.

Glorious news that each exciting 
moment has been recaptured to stir 
your soul! Wallace Beery is Long John 
Silver, and Jackie Cooper is the ad
venturous youth Jim Hawkins, whose 
boyish loyalty will grip your emotions, 
as he did before when he adored his 
"Champ” with tear - dimmed eyes.

, t Lionel Barrymore too, gives his most 
thrilling performance. See the cast 

all-stars!
It is a great picture and Metro- 

>  Goldwyn-Mayer is proud to have de
voted its vast resources to the 
production of this, the year’s impor
tant entertainment!
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SHE HAS A BIG HOUSE . . .  A SUCCESSFUL H USBAN D  . . . BUT O H , HER TERRIBLE TEETH !

mily's house is a show-place— the finest 
house in town. And Emily is as gracious 
and lovely as her house is grand! But—  
there's a “but” about Emily!

E'mily's husband should tell her what 
people notice about her teeth— that 
they look dingy and ugly. If  only she'd 
go to her dentist. . .

mily's successful young husband would 
send to the ends of the earth to grant 
her smallest wish! But— the “but'' about 
Emily gives her many bad moments!

H

'e’d  explain that it's “pink tooth 
brush" which is responsible—that she 
should clean her teeth with Ipana— 
and massage Ipana into her gums.

'hen Emily goes to parties in other 
people's houses, she doesn't seem to 
‘click.” She feels left out of it all. For 

the “but” about Emily is her t e e t h !

the time Emily's gums were firm, her 
would be good-looking again, 
be attractive again! And she'd 

get plenty of compliments!

m a y

YOU, like Emily, should 
examine your teeth in a 

mirror, by bright daylight.
If your teeth look dingy 
and ugly, “pink tooth brush’ 
be at the root of the trouble.

To be sure that your teeth are bril
liantly clean and good-looking—do 
as many dentists suggest: clean them 
with Ipana Tooth Paste, and each 
time, put a little extra Ipana on your

t i w ix l  Tcrcrtlj ^ r iw l i  ’

Iv it J l  C W lf  YVCcl-O^-GUjC.!

brush or fingertip, and massage it 
directly into your tender gums.

The foods of today are not coarse 
enough to stimulate the gums and 
keep them hard. Inactive gums 
often become tender, and sometimes 
bleed. This is “pink tooth brush.”

Stimulate your gums and 
keep them firm with a 
twice-daily massage with 
Ipana. The ziratol in Ipana 

aids the massage in toning them. In 
protecting them against “pink tooth 
brush,” you are safer from gum 
troubles like gingivitis and Vincent’s 
disease.You can feel safer, too, about 
yourteeth. Remember: Ipanaforten- 
der gums, and Ipana for clean teeth.

TUNE IN THE "HO UR  OF SMILES" AN D  HEAR THE 

IPANA TROUBADOURS WEDNESDAY EVENINGS 

— W EAF AN D  ASSOCIATED N. B. C. STATIONS

VISIT
'A CENTURY OF PROGRESS'1

SEE IP A N A  MADE FROM START T O  FINISH 
See the Ipana Electrical M an. General Ex
hibits Group Bldg. No. 4 — Chicago, June—  
October, 1934.
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HELLO, MARY, DARLING. 
JIM'S WORKING LATE 
SO I DROPPED IN FOR 

A CHAT
SPLENDID-BUT MIND IF I 
HOP IN THE TUB FIRST ? 

I'M MEETING MY HUSBAND 
IN TOWN FOR DINNER 

AND I'M LATE NOW

/l

CANT MISS MY LIFEBUOY 
BATH THOUGH. SO REFRESHING 

THESE HOT, STICKY DAYS 
—  AND IT KEEPS ONE SAFE. 

NOTHING KILLS ROMANCE 
QUICKER THAN "B.O."

V

IS MARY HINTING ?
HAVE I EVER 

OFFENDED ? IS THAT 
WHY JIM ACTS SO 

INDIFFERENT-STAYS 
IN TOWN SO OFTEN 
LATELY ? l'D BETTER 
USE LIFEBUOY,TOO

NO B.O." NOW —  y o o d  tim es f o r  a tt
YES, I'M CALLING FOR 

JIM  AT HIS OFFICE.
WERE DINING IN TOWN SO ARE WE !

LET'S MAKE IT 
A FOURSOME

/

IM O  M O M

HONEY, YOUR LIFEBUOY 
KEEPS MY SKIN MUCH 

CLEARER

I CAN SEE THE DIFFERENCE..
IT CERTAINLY DID WONDERS 

FOR M INE,TO O

MEN and women everywhere find Lifebuoy a 
truly remarkable complexion soap. It deep- 

cleanses pores. Gently searches out impurities that 
cloud the skin. Adopt Lifebuoy and see! A  love
lier com plexion is yours for the taking!

Brisk co ld  showers, lazy warm tub baths 
—whichever you choose for summer, Life
buoy always gives thick, creamy lather.
Lather which refreshes, 
protects! Stops “ B .O .”
(body odor) ,socom m onin 
hot weather. Lifebuoy’s 
fresh, clean scent van
ishes as you rinse.

Approved by
Good Housekeeping Bureau

W A S H D A Y S  F d D K i M E 0&

SOME women have saved up to $ 1 0 0 -  
just by changing to  Rinso. For Rinso 

soaks out dirt— saves clothes from being

scrubbed threadbare. It is safe for your fin
est cottons and linens— white or colors.

Makers o f  40 famous washers recommend 
Rinso. Gives rich, lasting suds — even in 
hardest water. W onderful for dishes and all 
cleaning—easy on hands! At your grocer’s.

A PRODUCT OP LEVER BROTHERS CO .
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Dead IS
LOAN

A  famous true-life mystery drama— complete on 
this page! The Episode of the Thirty Bodies! H U G H  A L C O R N  

Famous Prosecuting Attorney

Fr a n k l in  A n d r e w s  was a quiet little man
who never did anybody any harm. On the day of 
his death he painted a picket-fence, whistling 
cheerily and swinging his brush with great gusto, 

for a man of seventy.
It was the thirtieth of May, 1914— unusually warm 

for that season in Connecticut, and the neighbors were 
not surprised to hear that Mr. Andrews’ exertion at 
the fence had brought about a feeling of illness soon 
after he had his supper.

Andrews went to bed, and at eleven o’clock his sister 
in an adjacent town received a telephone call stating 
that he was ill but in no danger. Ten minutes after 
eleven Franklin Andrews was dead.

His was not the first death that year in the big 
rambling house in Windsor where the bustling and 
capable Mrs. Archer-Gilligan ran a semi-charitable 
Home for the Elderly. But deaths among the elderly 
are the rule rather than the exception, and nobody 
wondered.

Mrs. Archer-Gilligan summoned to the bedside of her 
dying “ward” no less a personage than Dr. H. F. King, 
county medical examiner as well as private practitioner, 
and Dr. King wrote a death certificate as “gastric 
ulcers.”

All the same, it was pointed out to the editor of the 
state’s most influential newspaper, the “ Hartford 
Courant,” that Mrs. Archer-Gilligan had recently lost 
two husbands—first Archer and then Gilligan— both of 
whom died suddenly and left comfortable amounts of 
cash and property. The Courant editor managed to 
place two elderly detectives in Mrs. Archer-Gilligan’s 
Home, in the guise of “guests” . These detectives found 
that the woman was kindly and well-meaning toward 
those elderly persons in her care—but they also discov
ered that almost without exception, those who entered 
the Home paid a lump sum in cash, in exchange for 
which they were to receive board, lodging, and all com
forts for as long as they might live!

The worldly possessions of the dead Andrews, 
amounting to a few clothes and some books and papers, 
were shipped to his sister. This inquisitive soul, on 
going through the papers, discovered that Mrs. Archer- 
Gilligan had solicited him for a loan a few months 
before his death. Five-days after the date on this 
scribbled memorandum, she discovered, Andrews had 
drawn five hundred dollars from what was left of his 
savings account. Putting two and two together, 
Andrews’ sister demanded repayment of the loan from 
Mrs. Archer-Gilligan. At first the woman insisted that 
Andrews had given her the money as a voluntary con
tribution to charity. She thought it over for one night, 
and then sent back the five hundred.

It was a sad mistake. There was no proof of the loan, 
and Andrews’ sister had nothing to show for it except 
a wild guess. Mrs. Archer-Gilligan had only to keep 
a stiff upper lip. But she didn’t. Perhaps she thought 
that repayment of the loan she had so conveniently 
“ forgotten” would keep Andrews’ sister quiet.

If so, she was sadly mistaken. Now the good sister 
knew that something was wrong. She remembered also

that she had been told her brother was in no danger 
just ten minutes before, according to witnesses, he 
breathed his last. She appealed to the Courant, to Chief 
Egan of the State Police; and finally matters were 
placed in the hands of the great Hugh Alcorn, who 
made himself immortal by his conduct of the case 
against Gerald Chapman the bandit. Prosecutor Alcorn 
made painstaking and quiet investigations for more 
than a year. At every point he was met by the question 
—why should Mrs. Archer-Gilligan kill innocent old 
people? She had little enough to gain, and everything 
in the world to lose. Besides, she had just contributed 
a thousand dollars to help buy a new church organ.

Then one evening just at six o’clock, almost two years 
from the day when Andrews came in to supper after 
painting the fence, officers of Chief Egan’s staff 
swooped down upon the kind and thoughtful Mrs. 
Archer-Gilligan and dragged her off to jail.

Townspeople surged to her support, and sympathy 
swelled until the facts were made public. In a period 
of five years the Archer Home, which was only one- 
sixth as large as the Hartford Old People’s Home, had 
buried exactly the same number of inmates. Its death 
rate was more than six times too high!

Forty-eight deaths in five years—it was an impres
sive total. Then Prosecutor Alcorn made public another 
strange series of coincidences. Out of nearly thirty 
bodies exhumed— including the body of her own second 
husband—all showed traces of arsenic and most showed 
arsenic still in the remains in quantities heavy enough 
to poison the earth around the coffin!

The local druggist then remembered that he had sold 
Mrs. Archer-Gilligan, early in 1914, no less than a 
pound of arsenic, enough, as one commentator writes, 
to have wiped out a regiment. She was troubled with 
rats, she said. This strange woman did not even trouble 
to think of a fresh excuse for possessing the deadly 
poison—as have others, since.

There was hardly a graveyard in Connecticut which 
did not give up one or more of its dead in this pre
mature Last Trump—mute, terrible witnesses against 
the woman who, claimed the state, had outdone La Tof- 
fana or the fabled exploits of Lucretia of the Borgias. 
The desire to “cut down overhead” , and acquire the 
money set aside to take care of the old people, had 
been too much, for her.

The defense, when her case came to trial, consisted 
of a weak attempt to imply that undertakers might 
have used arsenic in embalming, although it had been, 
even then, forbidden for years. But it was too much 
of a coincidence to suppose that all the embalmers in 
Connecticut had thus broken the law by accident.

Amy E. Archer-Gilligan was found guilty of pre
meditated murder, and sentenced to death, but the 
women of the state flew to her defense, maintaining 
that there had been no hanging of a woman in Con
necticut for a hundred years—and the final result 
achieved was to place the condemned woman in a cell 
at Wethersfield Prison, where she remains today.

One wonders whether Amy Archer-Gilligan, as the 
gray years roll on, thanks them for their trouble.
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A  S U A V E  V I L L A I N  —  
A  B E E P  M Y S T E R Y  — 
A  S T U N N I N G  G I R L  —

» » » That’s all Bulldog 
Drummond wanted! And 
Scotland Yard spent the 
unhappiest hours of its life 
learning that Drummond 
. . .  as usual. .  .“ got” his 
villain . . . and got his girl! 

•
JOSEPH M . SCHENCK

presents

»uh LORETTA YOUNG
WARNER OLAND • UNA MERKEL 
• CHARLES RUTTERWORTH •
Directed by R O Y  D E L  R U TH  - Released thru U N ITE D  ARTISTS

a DARRYL F. ZANUCK production
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THE MYSTERY OF

EDWIN DROOD
Dramatized by

BUR TO N E. 
STEVENSON

Charles Dickens’ mystery mas
terpiece, with Andrew Lang’s 
solution! The world’s greatest 
detective novels told for the first 

time in pictures!

A HAGGARD man pulled himself to a sit
ting posture on the dirty bed and looked 
about him with bloodshot eyes. He was 
in a mean little room, reeking with the 

fumes of opium. Beside him, in sodden sleep, lay 
a Lascar and a Chinaman. Through the ragged 
curtain of the narrow window, the first pale 
light of the day was beginning to penetrate.

The keeper of the den, a repulsive old woman 
known as the Princess Puffer, came toward him, 
a lighted pipe of opium in her hand.

“ Another ?”  she asked in a rattling whisper. 
“ Have another?”

The man waved her away, rose unsteadily 
from the bed, laid some money on the table, 
found his hat, and groped his way down the 
grimy stairs.

“ He’s a bad one!” muttered the Princess 
Puffer, looking after him. “ He’ll do murder 
some day, he will! There’s somebody named Ned 
what he’s allers threatenin’ in his sleep. I’ll toi
ler him some day and find out who he is.”

And taking a few puffs at the pipe, she fell 
back upon the bed, little dreaming that her sin
ister client was none other than John Jasper, 
the respected choir-master of Cloisterham Cathe
dral.

Illustrated by N IC K  R IL E Y

ON Christmas Eve, according to his custom, John 
Jasper entertained his nephew, Edwin Drood, in 

his apartment over the gatehouse of Cloisterham Cathe
dral. It was a cheerful apartment, in the living-room 
of which a fire blazed in an open fireplace. A grand 
piano stood in one corner of the room, heaped with 
music. The shelves were lined with books. Candles on 
the mantelpiece lighted the room. Also, on the mantel, 
stood an unfinished but lovely sketch of a girl, about 
sixteen years old. Edwin, a handsome young fellow 
who would soon be twenty-one, was an orphan whose 
father had betrothed him, as a boy, to little Miss Rosa 
Bud, also an orphan— the daughter of an old friend. 
The marriage was to take place when Edwin became 
of age, and he had planned to take her with him to

Egypt, where he had secured a position as engineer.
John Jasper was apparently very fond of his nephew, 

upon whom he lavished attentions and endearments, 
but whom he sometimes watched with a strange, sin
ister intensity. That evening, he was even more affec
tionate than usual, but suddenly a sort of fit seemed to 
seize him, as he sat in a chair by the fire.

“ Good heavens, Jack, you look frightfully ill!” cried 
Edwin. “ There’s a strange film come over your eyes!” 

“ It is nothing, dear Ned,” protested Jasper, faintly. 
“ I have been taking opium for a pain— an agony—-that 
sometimes overcomes me. The effects of the medicine 
steal over me like a blight. It will be gone directly.” 
And in a few moments, he was all right again.

{Please turn to page 12)
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JAM fo r  TW O
A  famous true-life mystery drama—  

complete on this page! The Strange 
Episode of the Dried Clay and the 

Blurred Finger-prints!

THE life of the little widow, Mary Ennis, a quiet 
retiring female of uncertain years, was snuffed 
out quickly and brutally in London a few years 
back. The crime had all the earmarks of being 

a perfect one, for Mrs. Ennis was one who kept very 
much to herself and rarely, if ever, gossiped with her 
neighbors. It was a good three days, therefore, before 
neighbors realized that she was not about as usual and 
commenced to wonder why.

And then someone more inquisitive, perhaps, than 
the rest, forced the front door of the little red brick 
house, where she lived the life of a recluse, and found 
her strangled body lying on the kitchen floor. The 
cupboard had been jimmied. An empty cash box lay on 
the floor. Burglary, undoubtedly, was the motive of 
the crime.

To the Constable who took charge of the case pending 
the arrival of homicide experts of the famed C.I.D. of 
Scotland Yard, it looked very much as though the 
murderer of the little woman would never be appre
hended. To begin with, he had several days’ start in 
which to make good his getaway and, what is more, 
it did not appear as though he had left any worth-while 
clues behind.

The Inspector of the C.I.D. arrived, and with him a 
finger-print man. The latter went over the place, and 
shook his head dubiously.

“ Nothing worth while here,” he said.
“ You’re certain?”  asked the Inspector.

“ Yes, just some blurred prints on this jam jar.”
Carefully he lifted the jar from the table in front 

of the cupboard.
“ I see,” said the Inspector. “ Blurred, eh?”
He did not wait for an answer. Instead, he went 

brousing about the kitchen, examining the windows, 
the door, the chair and table, and finally the floor near 
the table. He gazed down for some time and then 
finally he bent over and picked up something. He 
gazed at it approvingly. It was a piece of dried clay.

“Here is our clue—this and the jam jar,” he said 
briefly.

Back at Scotland Yard, laboratory sleuths took the 
dried scrap of dirt and subjected it to a chemical an
alysis. They also studied it under powerful micro
scopes, and compared it with various samples of clay 
they had on hand for just such emergencies. From 
their tests they learned that the mud was not London 
mud, but that it was clay of the same variety to be 
found in Dorking.

Meanwhile, the Inspector had been checking over the 
Yard’s famous modus operandi classifications, wherein 
the idiosyncrasies of criminals are tabulated. The 
theory being— and invariably proved— that most crimi
nals fall into a rut. One robs only churches; another, 
jeweler’s shops. Some reveal themselves by their 
clumsiness; others, by their cleverness. Some smoke, 
some don’t; some drink, others don’t; and some have a 
fondness for jam.

The Inspector found the name of a burglar who did. 
An underworld character, named Jim Sully. And, what 
was even more enlightening, the records showed he had 
a sweetheart in Dorking.

It was all Scotland Yard needed. It took them two 
months to catch up with Sully, but when they did he 
swung from the gallows, betrayed by the mud from his 
boot and by his liking for jam.

Publishers Photo
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| What Gn
ANOTHER

Grocery Store salesperson 
has been most h e l p f u l  to you?
HOW? WHEN? WHERE?

A TW O -W AY OPPORTUNITY:
( 1) To earn easy, quick cash, yourself
( 2) To help a G ro cery Store salesperson 

w in  local and national FAME.

Pick from behind the counter of any grocery 
store in which you trade, the one salesperson 
from whom you have received the most helpful 
service. Put that salesperson’s name on the official 
ballot on the right hand page o f this announce
ment (or facsimile thereof). Then submit to 
TO W ER  M AGAZINES, New York, a letter of 
50 words or less describing this enjoyable gro
cery shopping experience. Tell what you bought 
—how you were helped in making your purchase 
—when and where the incident occurred.

Help yourself to earn part of this $1,000 which is 
available only to August readers of TOWER MAGA
ZINES. Help that neighborhood grocery store sales
person who has given you friendly, helpful service, win 
FAME in the 1934 Retail Sales HONOR ROLL spon
sored by TOWER MAGAZINES!

Courtesy—enthusiasm—knowledge of goods on dis
play—honest desire to help you—these are the qualifi
cations of the ideal Grocery Store salesperson.

You need not buy anything to compete. Letters will 
be judged on their merits: value of the salesperson’s 
service to you—manner in which you tell of the grocery 
buying incident, etc. Keep your letter within the 50 
word limit. Have both it and your ballot in the mail 
before midnight, September 15, 1934. Address Shop
ping Editor, TOWER MAGAZINES, 55 Fifth Ave., 
New York City.

(Entries may be used by publisher in any manner 
desired and will not be returned.)

Duplicate awards will be paid in case of tie. Decision 
of judges final. Only one statement per person for each 
of the monthly Cash Offers in this series. Tower 
employees and their families are excluded.

A  P r o g r a m  to  Im p r o v e  R e la tio n s  B e tw e e n  

S to r e  S a le s p e o p le  a n d  T h e ir  C u s to m e rs

TOWER MAGAZINES believe that in these three 
words—Friendly, Helpful Service—lies a basis for finer 
understanding between store salespeople and their 
customers. It is the basis upon which we want you 
to help us pick the 1934 Retail Sales Honor Roll.

Not only may you win an award yourself, 
but you may help bring fame to a grocery 
store salesperson in your community.

T o  A l l  G r o c e r y  S to r e  S a le s p e o p le :

Be courteous—helpful— always. The re
ceipt in our office of 5 ballots bearing your 
name, admits you to membership in the 
1934 TOWER Retail Sales HONOR Roll. 
You will be presented with an attractive 
bronze honor badge of identification. 10 
ballots, similarly received, entitle you to 
membership and a silver HONOR badge. 
25 ballots, similarly received, give you 
membership and a gold HONOR badge— 
highest recognition of all.

HOME • SERENADE

$1,000 IN CASH!
H elp  TO W ER  M A G A Z IN E S  Choose the 

1934 RETAIL SALES H O N O R  ROLL 
Cash for TO W ER  R E A D E R S -  
FA M E  for Store Salespeople

Sit down immediately after reading this announcement 
over carefully and compose your letter of 50 words or 
less. Get it in the mail today— in plenty of time to be an
August winner!

82 CASH AWARDS:
( 1 )  F i r s t  P r i z e  f o r  t h e  best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r ............................................. $ 2 5 0 .0 0

( 1 )  S e c o n d  P r i z e  f o r  t h e  2 n d  best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r ............................1 0 0 .0 0

( l )  T h i r d  P r i z e  f o r  t h e  3 r d  best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r .....................................5 0 .0 0

( 4 )  F o u r t h  P r i z e s  f o r  t h e  ( 4 )  next best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r s  . . 2 5 .0 0  e a .  

( 2 5 )  F i f t h  P r i z e s  f o r  t h e  ( 2 5 )  next best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r s . . 10.00 e a .  

( 5 0 )  S i x t h  P r i z e s  f o r  t h e  ( 5 0 )  next best 5 0 - w o r d  l e t t e r s . . .  5 .0 0  e a .

(Awards given ONLY in accordance with rules stated in this announcement) Tower
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enjoyable shopping experience
*1,000 IN CASH

fo r August TOWER Readers!
FA M E for G rocery Store Salespeople

Write about an enjoyable experience in which you received 
helpful service from a Grocery Store Salesperson. Follow 
suggestions on opposite page. Watch September issues of 
TOWER MAGAZINES, too . . .  $1,000 more in awards for 
buying experiences in a Department Store. You may try for 
each month’s awards.

DEALERS: Beautiful two-color F r ien d ly , Helpful Service 

Window Seals are yours for the asking. They will 

identify you as co-operating in this tremendous nation

wide movement to improve store SALES and SERVICE. 

Write Ben Irvin Butler, TOWER MAGAZINES, 55 Fifth 

Avenue, New York City.

10 FREE TRIPS TO NEW YORK
Each 1934 T O W E R  Retail Sales H o n o r  R o ll w inner w ill be 
provided an opportunity to  obtain still greater reward. A  FREE 
trip to  Am erica’s retail capital—N ew  Y o r k —FAME as on e  o f  
the nation’s best ten retail store salespersons—This is  the final 
goal for each o f  those best ten retail Salesmen o r  Sales
w om en w h o w rite the best ten (5 0 -w ord ) statements o n  W H A T  
CO N STITU TE S FRIEN DLY, HELPFUL SERVICE. Be the G ro
cery Store salesperson from  your  city to  earn this g lor iou s  visit 
to  the center o f  retail activities! Civic and m erchandising leaders 
w ill be here to  acclaim  you for  your achievement!

N E W  M O V IE  • T O W E R  R A D IO  
M YSTERY

Magazines

MAIL THIS OFFICIAL BALLOT TO 
SHOPPfflG EDITOR, TOWBR MAGAZINES,

AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY, N. Y.
__“

J  clearly, in  this^ space, name o f  your m ost help
fu l  Grocery Store Salesman o r  Saleswoman, together 
with nactie p fT p ore  inJIldiich he o r  she is  employed. 
M ail tnSr official ballot fa r  facsim ile) com pletely 
filled, to  S hoppin g E & to irT O W E R  M AG AZIN ES, 
55 Fifth Avenue, N ew  York.C ity.

............................................V*: • V ....................CHECK
(Grocery Store Salesper^to'Sii’ame),, (Mao?) (jWoman?) WHICH

(Name of Store in which em]

(Your Name) (M«

(Your Address—Street City, State)

(No. o f  children in your family) (Occupation

D o you O W N ?.. .  .or REN T?.. . .  (apartment?) *ftouse?). . . .
CHECK WHICH

• • ............... ^ .-^C H E C K
arried?) (Single?) ^ H IC H

(Department o f  Store)

■P , ___

of family)
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The Mystery of EDWIN DROOD
( Continued from page 8)

A /IISS ROSA BUD was a pupil of Miss Twinkleton’s 
1 V 1  “s eminary f or Young Ladies” at Cloisterham. There 
Edwin called for her on the morning following his dinner 
with his uncle, and they set out for a walk together.

“ Oh, Eddy,” sighed Rosa, “ it is too absurd to be en
gaged to an orphan!”

“ Perhaps we had better stop short while there is time,” 
suggested Edwin. But she shook her head. “ You mean 
that we must be resigned ?”  he asked.

“ Yes, we must be resigned,” she agreed. “Just the 
same, I know I shall hate the Pyramids!”

They had seated themselves on a bench not far from 
the door of the Cathedral, and presently the choir issued 
from it on the way to the chapter-house. John Jasper, the 
choir-master, came last, more sinister than ever in his 
vestments, and the glance he cast backwards at the couple 
on the bench would have made them shiver had they 
seen it.

ONE of the characters of Cloisterham was Durdles, a 
stone-mason, chiefly in the gravestone, tomb, and 

monument way, and so invariably drunk at night that 
he had employed a small imp named Deputy to stone him 
home. Jasper encountered him one night, with Deputy 
in attendance, just outside the high fence, surrounding 
the cathedral graveyard.

“ I hear you have found another old tomb in the crypt, 
Durdles,”  said Jasper. “ Oh, aye,”  answered Durdles. “ I 
taps on the wall with my hammer and I finds ’em.”

“You have the key to the crypt, haven’t you?”
“ Yes; here ’tis,” and Durdles produced a large key from 

his pocket. “ Here’s another one,” he added, showing a 
second key almost as large as the first. “ It’s the key to 
the Sapsea monument—that big one there,” and he indi
cated a large tomb with an iron door just inside the fence. 
“ I’ve been making some repairs.”

“ Indeed,” said Jasper, deeply interested, and he took 
the two keys and struck them gently together. “Will you 
take me on a tour of the crypt some night? I should like 
to see you at work.”

“ That I will,”  agreed Durdles, “ but don’t forget to 
bring a bottle of the right stuff along,” and he lurched 
away, Deputy in pursuit, while Jasper, his head bent in 
thought, returned slowly to his rooms.

THE Rev. Septimus Chrisparkle, athletic minor 
Canon of the Cathedral, had taken as a pupil a 

young man named Neville Landless, who, with his 
twin sister Helene, had arrived at Cloisterham a 
few days before. Helene was placed at Miss Twin
kleton’s, where she soon became a close friend of 
Rosa’s. Both Neville and his sister were un
usually handsome, dark and lithe, with something 
untamed about them. They were born in India.

Mr. Chrisparkle entertained them at dinner, 
one evening, and also invited Edwin Drood, Rosa 
Bud and John Jasper. It was evident from the 
first moment that Neville was greatly attracted 
by Rosa, and that he resented the casual way in 
which Edwin treated her. After dinner the com
pany adjourned to the parlor where Rosa con
sented to sing, to Jasper’s accompaniment. Helene 
noticed how closely he watched Rosa’s lips, and 
suspected at once that he was in love with her.

The song went on; but suddenly Rosa’s voice 
broke, she burst into tears, and shrieked out: “ I 
can’t bear this! I am frightened! Take me 
away!”

The little beauty was soothed after a time, and 
Helene took her tenderly home to Miss Twinkle- 
ton’s, attended by Neville Landless and Edwin 
Drood.

12

(Please turn to page 14)
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I Go Sleuthing
A new kind of department for new writers. Do you know any true, unsolved, “unwritten 
mysteries”?  This magazine will pay $100 apiece for the best solution submitted each 
month! Below is this month’s prize winner! How about you? See page 97 for contest rules.

Decorations by Itobert Faiccett

“ I G O  SLEU TH IN G ” 
W IN N ER FO R 

AU G U ST 
•

V. B. WOOD  
CO LU M BU S, OHIO

A BOUT ten years
/\ ago, when I was 

I  \  graduated from 
high school, I was 

given, as one commence
ment present, a trip to 
see my favorite uncle, 
who was a detective in 
Copenhaver, a city of 
about twenty-five thou
sand inhabitants. As soon 
as I arrived, of course, I 
begged to go with him on 
some of his jobs, which I 
imagined would be highly 
thrilling adventures, with
out exception.

One day he stopped at the 
house and told me to come 
along. I was overjoyed at a 
chance to see how the master 
minds of the city police 
worked. My home was in the 
country, and I was on one of 
my first visits to the city. He 
told me about the case as we 
rode along. An old negro woman 
had worked for one of the best 
families in the city for a few 
months only, when the mistress 
of the house had discovered the 
theft of a hundred-dollar bill, 
which she had put in a drawer, in
tending to put it in the bank the 
next day. The colored woman had 
gone home when the theft was dis
covered. The police went imme
diately to her house and turned it 
from top to bottom, but could dis
cover no trace of the bill. They had 
made several surprise visits, with the 
same results. Now the old woman was threatening 
to make it unpleasant for the family which had ac
cused her. My uncle told me he was making one last 
visit to the old woman to see if he could trip her up 
in her contention o f her innocence, but he admitted 
that he didn’t expect to have any success.

The suspected woman had a cottage on the very edge 
of town. She was hoeing in a little vegetable patch 
when he arrived. She threw down her hoe with the 
belligerent statement that every visit from the de

tectives was making 
it that much harder 
for the family she 
intended to sue for 

ruining her character 
as an honest woman, 
and went on at a piti
ful rate about her 
chances for any work 

having been spoiled, be
cause of the suspicion 
cast on her honesty by 
this persistent investiga
tion, until I honestly felt 
terribly sorry for her. 
My uncle ordered me to 
wait on the back porch, 

to my intense disappoint
ment, while he took her in
side for a final questioning. 
His little dog had followed 
us to the car, begging for a 
ride, when we started. My 
uncle usually has him along, 
anyway, so there were two of 
us waiting on the porch for 

him. Dogs adapt themselves 
very easily to any circum
stances, however, and this one 
was soon nosing around the gate 
of the chicken pen. I didn’t pay 
much attention, as there was a 
high wire enclosing it, and I 
thought the chickens were safe 
from the mischievous intruder. 
Suddenly there was a great 
squawking and cackling, and to my 
dismay I discovered that the little 
rascal had nosed his way between 
the gate and the post, and there he 
was scampering around the pen in 
great glee. The chickens, as soon as 
he singled one out individually, bent 
all their effort on flying over the 

wire, with pretty fair success. I no
ticed their wings had not been clipped 
so this was no great feat for them. 
However, one fat hen seemed to be hav

ing a good bit of trouble in keeping 
out of Scot’s reach, and I noticed that 
she seemed to have a broken wing. Every 

time she tried to fly over, this wing seemed useless; 
so she finally gave it up and indulged in helpless 
squawking, to Scot’s great delight. By now the old 
woman had run out of the house and was adding her 
angry shrieks to the general uproar.

I was primarily a farmer boy, and a hen with a 
broken wing was an object which needed attention 
which I was able to give. I quickly captured the crip
pled chicken and started to examine her. I didn’t notice 
that the redoubled shrieks (Please turn to page 81)
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The Mystery of EDWIN DROOD
( Continued from page 12)

“T HAVE heard-from Mr. Crisparkle of your good fortune, Mr.
A Drood,”  remarked Neville, as the two turned away from Miss 

Twinkleton’s door.
“What do you mean by my good fortune?” demanded Edwin, 

sharply.
“ I hope there is no offense in my referring to your betrothal?”
“ Everybody in this chattering old town refers to it,”  retorted 

Edwin, “ so why not you?” and in a moment the two were in the 
midst of a quarrel. But suddenly John Jasper stood between them.

“ Ned, Ned,” he protested, “ I don’t like this. I have overheard 
high words between you two. Come— forget it! I have a heater 
on the fire and glasses on the table. Come along—we’ll drink to 
our friendship!”

So they went to his rooms with him, Neville most reluctantly, 
and Jasper mixed mulled wine at the fire—a process which seemed 
to require much compounding. What was there in the wine that 
should inflame the young men anew? Why was it that Jasper 
adroitly urged them on until at last, in a fury at an insult from 
Edwin, Neville sprang to his feet, threw the contents of his glass 
in Edwin’s face, and would have hurled the glass after it, had 
not Jasper caught his arm.

“ Mr. Neville, for shame!” he cried. “ Give me that glass. I will 
have it.”  He twisted it from Neville’s grasp, and the latter stag
gered out into the night, realizing that he had disgraced himself.

JOHN JASPER made the most of Neville’s assault upon Edwin 
Drood, and confided to everyone that he feared for his nephew’s 

life. But Edwin returned to London the next day, and the two 
did not meet again. The weeks rolled on without special incident, 
until Christmas drew near again—the day when Edwin was to 
go to Cloisterham to claim his bride.

A few days before Christmas, Edwin was summoned to the 
office of Mr. Hiram Grewgious, an eccentric but shrewd and 
sound-hearted attorney, who had served for years as Rosa’s guar
dian.

“ I sent for you, Edwin,” Grewgious explained, “because I have 
a trust to fulfill,” and he opened his safe and took out a small 
ring-case. “ This ring belonged to Miss Rosa’s mother. It was her 
engagement ring, and it was confided to me with the injunction 
that when you and Miss Rosa had grown to manhood and woman
hood, I should give it to you to place upon her finger, should your 
betrothal prosper. Your placing it on her finger,”  Grewgious went 
on earnestly, “ will be the solemn seal upon this betrothal. You are 
going to her—take the ring with you.”

Somewhat unwillingly Edwin took the little case and placed it 
carefully in a breast pocket.

“ If anything should be amiss,”  Grewgious added, “ if anything 
should be even slightly wrong between you, I charge you, by the 
living and the dead, to bring that ring back to me!”

“ I shall, sir,” Edwin promised, and it was with a very thought
ful face he took his leave.

But neither of them suspected that that little ring was gifted 
with an invincible force to hold and drag.

T HAT same night, John Jasper, equipped with a large bottle of 
drugged liquor, called upon Durdles to conduct him on that 

promised expedition through the crypt of the Cathedral. As they 
started away through the yard of Durdles’ marble-cutting estab
lishment, the latter seized Jasper by the arm and drew him back.

“  ’Ware that there mound by the yard gate,” he said. “ It’s 
lime.”

“ Lime!”  echoed Jasper, staring down at the pile with sudden 
intent interest. “ What you call quick-lime ?”

“ Aye,” Durdles answered. “ Quick-lime—quick enough to eat 
your boots—quick enough to eat your bones!”

They went on at last, and in the course of that night, Jasper 
not only tested the effects of his sleep-inducing drug, but also 
took a wax imprint of the key to the Sapsea monument, from 
which he had a key made in London the next day.

(Please turn to page 16)
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By
A N N  M O R T O N

Mexican salads based on old Spanish tradi
tions have a definite place in the A merican 

bill of fare.

SALADS aren’t what they used to be—thank fortune. 
Everything from lettuce, endive and romaine to the oil, 
vinegar and mayonnaise have improved enormously even 
within the experience of the younger housewives and you, 

if you have a good memory, can perhaps recall the time when 
olive oil and mayonnaise dressing were still looked upon with 
some disdain by a number of old-fashioned Americans whose 
only notion of salad for supper consisted of garden lettuce— 
sometimes topped with sliced tomatoes or onions—smothered 
with vinegar and sugar.

The fact is that an appreciation of salads is something that 
Americans as a whole have been very slow to acquire. In 
records of early Colonial and pioneer days, if you find any 
reference at all to the use of greens in the bill of fare, it is 
usually tinged with sadness, mentioned only to indicate the 
inadequate supply of meats, grains, fruits and more substantial 
vegetables. Here and there you may come across a passage in 
old books on food and cookery suggesting that the use of “ sallet 
herbs” might be beneficial to the health, and in one hundred- 
year-old record we are told of salads in which lettuce is com

bined with such things as cold oysters, 
salmon or other fish. Crude Gothic mix
tures, they are called, which would 
hardly be found on American tables.

Salad-making progressed very slowly 
indeed until a generation ago and then— 
thanks to a wide-spread interest in diet 
and nutrition and a greater willingness 
to accept food suggestions from foreign 
lands— (Please turn to page 75)

Tower Studios

Dandelions and other tender greens are 
transformed into delectable salads by the 

natives of Italy and southern France.

An a l l-A  m erica n  
salad— tomato stuffed 
with diced celery and 
cucumbers garnished 

with asparagus.

THREE HUNDRED YEARS

To make a Salad
From the four corners of the world Americans have 

taken suggestions about salad making

For inform ation concerning this m onth ’s 
food circulars turn to page 99
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The Mystery of EDWIN DROOD
(Continued from page 14)

TT was the day before Christmas, and Edwin Drood, the ring in his pocket 
1 and with a heart none too light, called for Rosa at Miss Twinkleton's 
and together they started on their usual walk.

“Let us be courageous, Eddy,”  said Rosa at last. “ We have not been 
truly happy in our engagement. You know we will be doing right to 
break it.”

And so it was agreed.
“ But how shall I ever tell Jack?” Edwin asked, referring to his uncle.
“ Does he have to be told?” said Rosa, recoiling a little. “ Yes, I sup

pose he does. Why not leave it to my guardian, Mr. Grewgious? He is 
coming down in a day or two.”

“ A good idea!” Edwin agreed. “ I don’t want to spoil Jack’s Christmas 
eve. He has asked Neville Landless to dine with us—peace and good-will, 
you know.”

They had come among the elm-trees by the cathedral, where they had last 
sat together, and Rosa raised her face to his, as she had never raised it 
in the old days.

“ God bless you, dear! Good-bye!” she said, and they kissed each other 
fervently.

And John Jasper, looking on with contorted face from behind a neigh
boring tree, his heart aflame with jealousy, never suspected that they 
were bidding each other farewell. And one of his hands stole to the long 
black scarf he wore about his neck.

THERE was a great storm that night, but the light burned steadily in 
Jasper’s chambers, where he and Edwin Drood and Neville Landless were 

dining together. Early the next morning, a little group which had gathered 
in front of Canon Crisparkle’s house to inspect the damage done to the 
Cathedral opposite, was suddenly thrust aside by John Jasper, and heard 
him loudly inquiring of Crisparkle, at an open window, “Where is my 
nephew ?”

“ He is not here,” answered the minor Canon. “ Is he not with you?”
“ No. He went down to the river last night with Mr. Neville, to look at 

the storm, and has not come back. Call Mr. Neville.”
“ Neville is not here,”  Crisparkle explained. “ He left early this morning 

on a walking trip.”
“ Left this morning! Let me in! Let me in !”  and white, half-dressed, 

panting with terror, the choir-master pushed his way into the house. “ My 
boy has been murdered!” he cried.

EDWIN DROOD had indeed disappeared, and led by 
Jasper, a party started out in pursuit of Neville, 

caught up with him not far from town, and brought 
him back. But there was no real evidence against him, 
and he was placed in charge of Mr. Crisparkle. Ed
win’s watch and the stick-pin he used in his tie were 
discovered caught in the timbers of an old weir along 
the river, and the river was searched for the body, but 
without result. Returning home, from this search, 
muddy and exhausted, Jasper found Hiram Grewgious 
warming his hands before his fire.

“ I have a communication to make to you that will 
surprise you,”  said Grewgious, greeting Jasper coldly

and not turning even a step away from the fire.
“What is it?”  demanded Jasper, his face white and 

haggard.
“ Edwin and Rosa had decided to be affectionate 

friends, rather than husband and wife,”  answered 
Grewgious, his eyes on Jasper’s face. “ They said good
bye and parted the day before Christmas. . . . ”

Jasper, open-mouthed, his face the color of lead, 
stared at the speaker for an instant, and then, with a 
shriek of anguish, pitched in a senseless heap to the 
floor. And Hiram Grewgious, still warming his hands, 
looked down at him over his shoulder, his face very 
grim.

ONE afternoon, a servant brought Rosa word that that Mr. Jasper desired to 
see her. Unable to refuse, but shuddering at the thought of being shut in 

the same room with him, Rosa directed the servant to say that she would come 
to Mr. Jasper in the garden, which she knew was commanded by many of the 
windows of the house. She found him leaning carelessly against the sun-dial. 

“ I can stay but a moment,”  she said.
“You will stay longer than that,”  he countered. “ I do not forget how many 

windows command a view of us, and I will not touch you; but you must listen. 
I love you madly, madly— I have loved you for years, as you well know.”

“Yes, I do know,”  and she looked at him with horror. “You were false every 
day and every hour to the nephew you pretended to love so much.”

“How beautiful you are!”  said Jasper thickly. “ You shall be mine. I don’t 
ask for your love; give me yourself and your hatred, or I swear I will hound 
Neville Landless to his death, and destroy his sister’s good name. I know he 
loves you. . . .”

“ Enough!”  broke in Rosa, getting up. “ You dare to propose to me . . ”  
“Yes!” cried Jasper. “ I dare anything! I swear I will make you mine!”

(Please turn to page 18)
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Use plenty of creams, lotions and pow
ders when the mercury soars to the top 

of the thermometer.

SO O TH IN G
T A L C

RE FR ESH IN G
C R E A M

EFFE CTIV E
D E P IL A T O R Y

Pretty Girls Look COOL
PERHAPS an Eskimo belle 

can go walking with an 
Eskimo beau at twenty 
below zero and not be 

afraid she will acquire a red 
nose. And we know that the 
South Sea Island beauty can look 
charming without benefit of 
powder or cream when the ther
mometer is in the hot nineties.
But most of us need a lot of help, so far as looks go, 
in midwinter cold or midsummer heat.

Pretty girls look cool in Summer. Otherwise they 
aren’t pretty. The higher the thermometer goes, the 
cooler and fresher and daintier they must look— just 
to counteract the weather. For certainly there is noth
ing more refreshing to the beholder than a pretty girl 
all crisp and dainty and unflustered by the heat.

Fortunately for those of us who aren’t Eskimos or 
Tahiti belles there are all sorts of cosmetic aids to cool 
looks. There are, first, baths—water always on tap, 
stores of soap to choose from—to clear away dust and 
perspiration from the skin. And shampoo soaps and 
liquids to make the hair shining and soft. Then there 
are creams and lotions to keep skins clear and smooth, 
to counteract sunburn and to clean away grime. More 
lotions and creams, and all the paraphernalia of mani
curing for the fingers and nails. There are toilet 
waters and deodorants and depilatories to add to the 
hot weather cosmetic shelf, with bath salts and dusting

powder and water softeners, all 
designed to help the pretty girl 
keep cool.

This is a sort of foundation, a 
background, for the real matter 
of a cool make-up. Just what 
shall a girl do to look her fresh
est and daintiest now that hot 
weather is really here?

There are two good answers 
to that question. One says: “ Let’s protect ourselves
as much as we can from the heat and sun, and look as 
nearly like a graceful white rose as a modern girl can 
look.” The other says: “ Let’s weather the heat and
still be beautiful and fresh— even if we look, perhaps, 
more like a hollyhock than we do like a white rose.”

The girl who chooses the first course keeps her skin 
as white as she can. She protects it from the sun, uses 
bleaching creams and lotions, wears shade hats and 
hides under an umbrella when she goes on the beach. 
She may use a slightly darker make-up than she would 
in Winter to give the appearance of a faint coat of tan. 
Or she may use a lighter powder, because the dampness 
of perspiration on the face makes her usual powder look 
darker, and she wants to look fair as well as cool.

The other girl gives her skin a careful coat of tan and 
uses make-up to go with it. She chooses a powder three 
or four shades darker than the one she ordinarily uses, 
matching it to the hue of her skin—and perhaps chang
ing it once or twice in the (Please turn to page 64)

This is what a girl should 
do to look fresh and dainty 

in warmer weather

By PAM ELA PINKERTON
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The Mystery of EDWIN DROOD
(Continued from page 16)

YEARS before, Hiram Grewgious had been deeply in 
love with Rosa Bud’s mother. She was buried in 

the graveyard beside the Cathedral, and he never failed 
to visit her grave whenever he came to Cloisterham—  
always late at night, lest he start some unworthy gossip 
about her.

He had hurried down at his ward’s summons, had 
heard from her lips the story of Jasper’s outrageous 
proposal, and late that night made his customary visit 
to her mother’s grave. As he stood gazing down at it, 
he was startled by a voice behind him.

“ Deary,” it said, “ I am sick. I must have medicine.”  
He turned and saw a dirty and disgusting old woman

leering up at him. It was the Princess Puffer.
“What sort of medicine?”  Grewgious asked. “ Gin?” 
“ No, deary— opium,”  answered the hag. “ I’ll be 

frank with you. I live in London— I came here to find 
an old customer of mine and ask him for money, but I 
can’t find him. I don’t know his name, but he has black 
hair and whiskers, and hates someone named Ned.” 

“How do you know that ?”  demanded Grewgious, sud
denly intent, and the Princess Puffer told him of 
Jasper’s opium ravings. “You shall have your opium,” 
Grewgious assured her, his face shining with satisfac
tion. “ Come with me,”  and the disease-racked old 
woman followed him obediently from the churchyard.

H IRAM GREWGIOUS, at last, was ready to spring his trap. So, the 
next night, he called upon John Jasper.

“ I need your help,”  he said. “ Did you find a ring among Edwin Drood’s 
belongings— a ring of diamonds and rubies?”

“ No,”  answered Jasper. “ My nephew had no such ring.”
“Yes, he did,”  said Grewgious. “ I myself gave it to him a few days 

before Christmas. He was to place it on Miss Rosa’s finger to seal their 
betrothal. If it was not among his things, he must have had it on him.” 

“ I will make a search for it,”  muttered Jasper, and showed his visitor 
out. Then he threw himself into a chair and grasped his head in his 
hands. “ I must go back!”  he moaned. “ I must search in the lime. It 
would not destroy the ring. Curses that I did not know of it !”

He waited till midnight sounded; then, making his way through the 
deserted church-yard to the Sapsea monument, he unlocked its door, 
lighted a lantern, and entered. But in an instant the lantern crashed 
to the ground, and, with a shrief of terror, Jasper fled into the night. 

For there within the monument stood Edwin Drood.

BUT even as he turned to flee, Jasper was seized by a group of 
men— Crisparkle, Grewgious and Neville Landless. He tore 

himself free, and in wild panic, sprang through the entrance to the 
Cathedral tower and dashed up the winding stair, his pursuers 
close behind, Neville Landless in the lead. Up and up they went, 
round and round, until at last they reached the roof, and as Jasper 
paused for an instant to look about him, Neville sprang upon him.

“ I shall have you, at least!”  cried Jasper, his face distorted with 
fury, and seizing Neville with maniacal strength, he sprang to the 
low parapet.

“ Stop! Stop!”  shouted his pursuers, but it was too late.
With a yell o f triumph, Jasper reached the parapet and hurled 

himself over it into the void below, his victim clutched firmly in 
his arms.

“ T CANNOT give you all the details,”  said Grew- 
gious, later that night, “ but the main outlines of 

the story are clear enough. Jasper, mad with jealousy, 
determined to kill his nephew. He devised the quarrel 
with Neville Landless in order that Neville might be 
suspected. On the night of that fatal dinner, after 
Neville had departed, he invited Edwin to a last drink, 
and gave him a glass of drugged wine. As soon as 
Edwin was unconscious, he threw about his neck a 
scarf he had been wearing, twisted it tight and held 
it so until he thought Edwin dead. Then he took the 
watch from his victim’s pocket and the pin from his 
tie, as they were marks of identity which quicklime 
would not destroy, and finally, carrying the body to 
the Sapsea monument, of which he had secured the 
key, he placed it on the floor, and covered it with quick

lime, which he had stolen from a pile in Durdle’s yard. 
Perhaps at that moment he was overcome by one of 
his opium fits— at any rate, he staggered away, for
getting to lock the door o f the vault.

“ Edwin was not dead. The first bite of the lime on 
his hand brought him back to consciousness, and he 
staggered blindly from the tomb, not knowing what 
had happened— staggered, as it happened, into my 
arms, for I had been paying a visit to the grave of 
an old friend. I concealed him until I could unearth 
convincing evidence against John Jasper. The Princess 
Puffer gave me the last clue. Then I told Jasper of 
the ring, knowing that he would be forced to revisit 
the tomb, and stationed Edwin inside it. The rest 
you know. That is the story, gentlemen, and John 
Jasper has paid for his villainy.”
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The weirdest story ever written — By GUY ENDORE
The celebrated author of “The W ere
wolf of Paris” and “The Man from 
Limbo” presents his first short story 
written exclusively for M y s t e r y  M aga

z i n e ! A  breathless drama of two men 
—one who went mad, another who

destroyed himself with the help of a 
beautiful gypsy girl! An amazing fan
tasy of nightmare horrors, by the pias
ter of weird fiction! Turn the page and 
begin the thrilling story of the dead 
gypsy’s wrath and the magic dri!
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FOR a number of years now Karl Schmidt had 
been wanting to kill his best friend, Joseph Poldi. 
At one time, in fact, he had actually bought him
self a revolver for that purpose. Then he had 

pictured to himself the scene that would ensue:
“Well, Poldi,”  Karl would say, “we’ve been pretty 

good friends now for many years. And all the time 
we’ve been in business together we’ve never had a 
serious difference, have we?”

What would Poldi say to that? Of course he’d 
begin at once to reminisce in that disgusting sentimen
tal fashion of his, and Karl would get tired of listen
ing and suddenly pull out his gun and crying out: 
“You liar! You thief!” he would begin to shoot. Bing! 
Bang! emptying all the chambers of his revolver into 
Poldi’s bulky body.

Well, and after that, what? Why the police would 
come and they would take Karl away and they would 
hang him, that being the punishment which the jus
tices of Vienna allot to murderers.

Now wouldn’t that be ridiculous? Just picture the 
papers with their stories: “ Karl Schmidt, for many
years a trusted employe and minor partner of the Poldi 
Pump Works, shot down his boss in cold blood, yester
day afternoon.” And Karl could imagine all the cooks 
of Vienna poring over the lurid tabloids in the kitchen 
while their mistresses devoured it with equal avidity in 
the living room. Why Karl would simply die of shame 
long before the hangman slipped a noose around his 
neck.

Really now was it worth while to have brooded on 
revenge for nearly twenty years to come to such a trite 
and unsatisfactory conclusion? Only fools could be 
satisfied with such a stupid revenge. What Karl wanted 
was to watch Poldi’s face and see his features screwed 
up with pain and be able to relish every furrow of an
guish on Poldi’s brow. What he wanted was to wit
ness Poldi’s agony day in and day out and enjoy over 
and over again the knowledge that all this pain that 
Poldi suffered came from him, from Karl, and that

Poldi never even in the slightest way suspected it.
That was revenge! Yes, that would be real revenge! 

And never had man a better reason than Karl. Never 
had there been so skillful a scoundrel as Poldi.

COME twenty years before Karl and Poldi, both re- 
^  cent graduates from the same technical school, had 
met in the street. Karl had wanted to slip by. He was 
an undersized timid sort of fellow. He came from a 
very poor family, his health had always been fragile, 
and worse still, he stuttered.

But big jovial Poldi barred his way and bawled out: 
“Servus!” which is Latin for “your servant!”  and the 
common greeting among students of Vienna. So Karl 
replied meekly:

“Ah, ser-ser-vus!”
“Well and what are you doing?” Poldi bellowed in 

his rough, irresistible voice.
Karl did not want to answer that he was looking 

for a job. That sounded like too cheap a thing to be 
doing. In his moment of humiliation, just to save him
self from the shame of poverty, Karl revealed some
thing that he ought never to have spoken about: “Why 
I’m about to . . . form . . . ah, to form a company. Yes, 
to form a company to exploit my invention.”

“ Say! Why that’s fine. What have you invented?”
“ A new kind of air pump.”
Now it was true that Karl had been working on a 

new and improved method of pumping out air and 
creating a rapid vacuum, a device that would be of 
great value in the growing industry of electric illumi
nation, but that was the last thing he had wanted any
body to know. He had meant to wait until he had 
worked out every last detail and then have it all pat
ented safely in his name. And now he had blurted it 
out.

One thing led to another, however,- and before long 
he found himself with Poldi in an expensive cafe 
where the luxurious surroundings and the prices 
charged were so disconcerting to poor Karl that he
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lost whatever wits he had and revealed everything
In a trice, right there in the cafe Poldi had laid 

the basis for a company to develop and exploit Karl’s 
invention, and Karl, dazzled by Poldi’s talk of big sums 
of money, had agreed to all of Poldi’s plans. And so 
it did not take many days before he was owning a 
small share in the Poldi Pump Works and his inven
tion was no longer his. In fact it wasn’t even patented 
in his name, but under that of the Poldi Pump Works 
and Karl Schmidt was merely mentioned as the 
inventor.

The whole thing had happened so fast that Karl 
hadn’t had time to protest. He let things happen. Then 
one day Poldi came into Karl’s office and casually threw 
a scientific paper on the desk. “ Look at that!” he ex
claimed. “They refer to the principle you invented as 
the new Poldi pump principle. I guess I’ll have to 
write them a letter. After all it’s your principle, you 
know. Ha-ha!”

Karl was still so much under Poldi’s influence that 
he only smiled and looked about to find the mention in 
the paper: “ Oh yes, yes. Well, what do you know about 
that? Funny isn’t it? Heh!”

And Poldi laughed heartily too. “ Ha-ha! Those 
editors! Never know what they are talking about. 
Well, I’ll write them a letter.”

For some weeks Karl watched the columns of this 
scientific paper to see Poldi’s letter. But it never ap
peared. Finally he screwed up his courage to the point 
where he could say casually: “ Say, did you ever send 
in that letter?”

“What letter?” Poldi asked.
“You know. That letter about the Poldi pump 

principle.”
“ Oh. Oh, ohoh! Now I remember.” And Poldi burst 

out laughing. “ Can you beat that. Slipped my mind to
tally. Clean forgot it. Pooh! Well I guess it's too late 
now.”

“Yes I suppose so,” Karl agreed meekly.
“ Funny how that slipped my mind,” Poldi laughed.

“ He-he,” Karl laughed obediently. At the moment it 
did seem a little funny. But that night when he lay- 
awake in bed his whole being was flooded with the 
realization of the fact that he had been completely 
despoiled, so much so that he, himself, had that very 
afternoon in his conversation with Poldi, spoken of 
his own invention as the Poldi principle. Karl could 
not close his eyes that night. His mind swarmed with 
fantastic plans to regain his invention. But by dawn 
he had forced himself to the bitter admission that there 
was nothing he could do but accept his fate.

He had indeed thought of confronting Poldi with his 
crime and demanding restitution. But several circum 
stances made that impossible. One was the simple fact 
that in Poldi’s presence Karl’s courage just oozed out 
of him. After all Poldi owned the company and the 
company owned the invention. Why Poldi might, if 
provoked, fire him. Then where would he be? For the 
first time in his life Karl was actually earning a fairly 
decent income. That was too good to jeopardize.

Thus, Karl put off from day to day the moment 
when he would accuse Poldi of having robbed him. And 
everyone knows how the habit of putting things off can 
grow on one. At night, true enough he had the courage 
again to dream of any number of revenges, and he 
found such dreams so soothing to his irritated nerves 
that when morning came he was all prepared to put 
up with his misfortune again and swallow all the in
dignities of his real life.

The habit of dreaming instead of acting may explain 
much of Karl’s life. For example he never married. 
After his mother died he lived alone in a tiny room 
furnished with but a single cot and a diminutive table. 
Though Poldi persistently invited him to go out to 
cafes and elsewhere, Karl just as persistently refused. 
“You aren’t going to salve your conscience by taking 
me out and treating me to a drink with the money 
that should have been mine,” he would say to himself; 
and after work he would go out for a walk and then go 
home. And there after removing his shoes he’d lie

g r ip p e d  h im , w o r e  his m in d  a w a y .  K a r l ,  w ith  his g y p s y  g ir l ,  w a s  h a p p y  in  his re v e n g e .
Photos by Robert Speckman
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down on his cot and smoke innumerable cigarettes and 
brood all'the while over his one great misfortune.

'T'HUS, years passed and things remained as they 
A had been. And thus they might have remained for

ever if Karl hadn’t fallen ill. Mortally ill, so that for 
a time it seemed that he must die. He had pneumonia 
and in the most galloping and virulent of forms. Yet 
throughout the haze of his illness, his mind did not 
lose sight of its greatest desire. The night nurse heard 
him moaning time and time again: “ I mustn’t die! I 
must not! I must not die!”  Until even that hardened 
creature who had seen so many die, was moved. But 
later she was puzzled for she heard him add these 
words: “ I’ve got to kill him before I die. I must see 
him perish first!”

He did not die. He grew well. Poldi came to his 
bedside and wept copiously. “ So you’re going to be 
well, old man,” he said in a husky voice and picked up 
Karl’s thin feeble hand that was limp as wet sea-weed. 
“ Brace up, old boy. And put on some weight now.”

From that time on Karl took the greatest precautions 
for his health. He eschewed meat and cut down on his 
cigarettes and avoided all strain and exposure. He 
felt that his life had been spared so that he might 
carry out his revenge and this without delay.

But now the question was what to do? Was he going 
to do nothing but dream about various forms of re
venge as before and let year after year slip by? Often 
he remained late in the office, brooding upon this and 
thinking up such silly ideas as repainting the name on 
the door. Then he would laugh bitterly to himself, 
aware of his complete impotence.

And so he did nothing, but left the office late in the 
evening and wandered slowly along the Ringstrasse 
and then cut through the Stadt Park. Then when he 
was tired he would find himself a bench and watch the

children playing diabolo while there was still light to 
play by.

Occasionally a handsome girl would walk past and 
turn her head around to look at him. But Karl was 
not interested in such matters. The girl might even 
go so far as to sit down beside him. Then finding the 
fascinating trend of his thoughts disturbed, he had 
been perhaps just on the point of thrusting a dagger 
into Poldi, he would get up and seek some more se
cluded spot where he could thrust the dagger home in 
peace.

But it happened one day that a gypsy girl passed by. 
She held in her arms a vast circular loaf of black bread 
and in addition a tremendous black radish. It was a 
common enough business this of selling slices of black 
radish and of black bread in the park. Children often 
bought just a slice of bread with which to feed the 
swans or with which to roll pellets tied to a string in 
order to catch the cygnets.

The gypsy girl passed the bench on which Karl was 
seated and he looked up at her with such a peculiar 
glance that she automatically stopped, expecting to 
sell him a radish sandwich. But Karl said nothing, 
only continued to stare at her. And yet he did not 
really see her. He did not notice her voluminous skirts 
of flowered calico nor her dusky and not unhandsome 
face. What he saw was a sentence he had read in 
some book long ago and which had for a while fur
nished him with many a fine dream revenge: “Gyp
sies,”  so the sentence had read, “are said to know how 
to make a mysterious poison called dri which causes 
death after long agony. Nothing more is known of this 
poison.”

Indeed when Karl had pursued a little toxicological 
study in order to discover for himself he found too, 
that nothing more was known of this dri, in fact 
scarcely any of the standard texts as much as men

tioned the name.
Noting Karl’s stare the gypsy girl 

was inclined to hope that this man had 
other interests than mere bread and 
radish. She was not unwilling to find a 
more lucrative trade. Her method in 
such cases was to suggest: “Would the 
gentleman care to have his fortune 
told?" She couldn’t do it here, she 
added quickly, because of the “ Schutz- 
man” and she nodded her head toward 
the policeman who was standing near
by.

Mechanically Karl followed the mo
tion of her head. “Yes, yes,” he said 
vaguely. Then he added hastily: “To 
be sure, I do want my fortune told. Are 
you good at reading the palm ?”

“Very good,”  said the girl. “ My 
father is King Rom.”

Karl wasn’t just quite sure how this 
made her good at reading palms, but he 
let it pass.

“My name is Princess Stella,” said 
the girl. “And if you will follow some 
distance behind me, no one need know 
we are together.” And with that she 
hoisted her great loaf of bread into a 
convenient position in the crook of her 
arm and was off.

Somehow Karl found in himself the 
courage to follow her. She traversed 
the Stadt Park, walking lithely, easily, 
like a panther. She crossed the bridge 
over the Vienna brook and then led the 
way into the 10th ward, a quarter of 
Vast (Please turn to ' page 85)

“W e’ve been keeping too much 
to ourselves, Karl,” said Poldi. 
“W e’ve got to go out more 

often hereafter.”
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OFF the RECORD
A department where every month you may read of the ridicu
lous and amusing things that happen to A merica's law-makers. 

A rib-tickler hot off the political griddle in Washington

Madame Secretary’s Afternoon Tea

T HERE’LL be a grand new building for the Depart
ment of Labor soon— if Madame Secretary of Labor 

Frances Perkins can persuade the powers that be to 
spend about $125,000 remodeling a structure which still 
isn’t completed. The vast pile is about half-finished, 
built to the standard Republican specifications of the 
late William Nuckles Doak and so lacking the feminine 
touch. Doak was a Secretary of Labor who needed a 
brass spittoon at his desk.

So, before he died, he planned himself a magnificent 
office in the new building, even including a special 
private elevator for his <fwn 
personal use. The rest of the 
building was to be just an
other building.

When Miss Perkins became 
Secretary of Labor, she was 
aghast. The cuspidors went 
out. She even tried to have 
the special private elevator 
removed, but desisted when 
she learned that it would cost 
about $10,000 to brick in the 
shaft.

The secretary’s private 
office, fitting Doak’s ideas of 
grandeur perfectly, made 
Miss Perkins shudder. She 
plans to spend about $2,000 
doing it over to suit her own 
tastes.

There will be no private 
shower bath, for one thing, 
but there will be installation 
of an additional electric out
let, handy to Miss Perkins’ 
desk, so that she can hook up 
a stove and a percolator for 
the serving of afternoon tea.

Biggest fight on the hands of Madame Secretary con
cerns the floors which Doak figured were good enough 
for his clerks. The floors were to have been made of a 
shiny composition, inexpensive but flashy, and slick as 
a wet beer bar.

“Too dangerous,” said Miss Perkins, ordering cork 
floors.

“ Too expensive,” said the Bureau of the Budget, toss
ing the order back at her.

Miss Perkins also wants noise-absorbing walls and 
an indirect lighting system. Whether any or all of 
her requests will be granted remains to be seen. While 
the argument rages, work on the limestone building is 
practically halted. No telling when it will be completed 
— unless Miss Perkins gets her own way.

She is one of the capitol’s most interesting charac
ters, a vigorous and frequently charming person in tri
corn hat and black dress. She’s always rushed for time, 
drinks black coffee for lunch and makes monkeys out 
of members of Congressional committees almost every 

time she’s called to testify or 
defend herself.

Madame Secretary (she 
asked that she be called that) 
inherited a limousine and 
chauffeur from the adminis
tration of Doak. But the 
chauffeur was used to Doak.

He couldn’t stomach the ac
tivity of Miss Perkins. So 
busy was she figuring out 
plans for the five-hour day 
that she frequently worked 17 
and 18 hours at a stretch. 
While she worked, the chauf
feur waited.

He stood it as long as he 
could, then announced that if 
Miss Perkins considered the 
five-hour day long enough for 
other people, it ought to be 
long enough for her chauf
feur.

Miss Perkins disagreed and 
the chauffeur quit, with some 
pungent comment about prac
ticing what you preach.

Brickbats and Democrats

CO many fourth class postmasters have been mailing 
^  brickbats to themselves that Congress is about to 
pass a law.

The postmasters, it has developed, wrapped up bricks, 
flat-irons, rocks and sandbags (Please turn to page76)

SPECIAL!
Have you any questions, serious or other

wise, to ask about your government? John 
Alexander, MYSTERY MAGAZINE’S spe
cial correspondent in Washington, will an
swer the most interesting questions sent in 
by MYSTERY readers every month. If 
you want to know how your government 
works; if you wish information on any sub
ject of national importance; or if you just 
want to gossip; address your queries to this 
expert on political happenings—John Alex
ander, Reporter of Capitol Comics, care of 
Tower Magazines, 55 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, N. Y. Questions and answers will 
be printed each month in this magazine.

By
JOH N A L E X A N D E R
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Are YOU responsible

home-

AS the man unharnessed the horses and sent them 
scurrying into the yard with an affectionate 

L slap on the rump, a woman came out of the 
house and started down the path to meet him. 

Her feet seemed to skim over the top of the grass 
without really touching it, so lightly she ran. In her 
eyes burned a new and ethereal flame. Then suddenly 
something thudded against the bulwarks of the man’s 
credulity and he caught sharply at his breath.

She cried to him, “ I’m going to have a baby!”
“ The Lord be praised!” ejaculated the spare, 

spun figure.
Awkward arms that were infinitely tender 

encircled her. “0, Mary, Mary,”  he said, “ 0,
Mary!”

The woman said nothing; she was too filled 
with emotion to say anything. She cried a 
little, as women sometimes do under sudden and 
great joy, and he stood there like a gaunt, 
rugged oak in the Indiana soil, and crushed 
her to him.

There was one child, a girl, but they had 
wanted another, and now after fifteen years the 
dream miraculously was coming true.

The woman put her arms around him and 
drew his head down to her lips. “ I hope he is 
a boy, my darling. I’ll name him John, for 
you. What a beautiful name it will be—John 
Dillinger!”

Thus came John Dillinger, Public Enemy No.
1, into the world. Thus came the Last of the 
Gunmen!

moment ‘ and see if we can unriddle him.
His eyes are slate yellow, large and clear now, but if 

he had a gun in his hand they would turn a dirvish 
green and narrow to slits. Between them is a slight 
brown mole.

His forehead is high and strong, which is supposed 
to denote intelligence, but this is a contradiction in 
John Dillinger. He is dumb. After spending nine 
years behind bars for robbery, a new life was suddenly 
opened to him. He was paroled, set free, to begin anew. 
Within three days he broke that parole and robbed a

CiOMEWHERE along the line between here 
^  and the inevitable villain’s grave, John 
Dillinger personally will answer for his crime. 
But who will answer for John Dillinger? That 
is what society would like to know.

Let us look this renegade in the face for a

Here is the picture of Dillinger:

Fifteen men have died sudden and violent deaths. 
Banks have been robbed.
He is a liar and a thief.
A failure in school—he deserted.
In accepting salvation, he robbed with one hand 
while shaking hands with the minister with the other.
From the cradle he has been anti-social.
He has shamed the name of his father.
He has been false to every trust—marriage, church, 
home.

Not one redeeming feature is there to fiis credit. 

W h a t  a r e  y o u  g o in g  to  d o  a b o u t  it?
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for DILLINGER?
A challenge to the parents of America! Is Dillinger the result of our 
social system? Have our homes, schools and churches failed? The 
answer to A merica*s prize hoodlum lies with the mothers and fathers 

of the next generation! Can they prevent future Dillingers?

By JOHN R O Y  H A R R I S O N
bank. Only the crassly stupid deliberately choose crime 
when respectability is within reach.

At thirty-one he stands five feet seven-and one-eighth 
inches high, is neither dark nor fair, and is crowned 
with chestnut hair. The mouth is straight and stern. 
What pleasantness the lips ever held lies curdled in a 
sneer. He weighs 153 pounds.

There you have the physical John Dillinger, the man 
who pulls a trigger with one hand and tips his hat to 
the ladies with the other. Now let us see whether 
heredity had a hand in fashioning the son who proved 
false to every trust imposed in him.

The records prove that John Dillinger, Sr., is a re
spectable, law-abiding citizen. He is a Bible reader and 
a church-goer. A man who pays his debts, works hard, 
and is the very antithesis of the son he begot.

For generations the Dillinger men have been farmers. 
Even in the old country they were tillers 
of the soil. They were a frugal, thrifty 
clan who worked hard, respected their 
neighbors, and feared the Lord. They 
were men who remained close to nature, 
because the soil, in a way, was symbolic of 
all that was good and clean and strong.
From it they drew food and clothing, and 
so, being men of the soil, they loved and 
nurtured it as best they knew how.

At sixty-nine the elder Dillinger still adheres to the 
good earth. He lives on a pleasant little farm not far 
from Mooresville, Indiana. In the morning he goes 
over the growing fields of grain. In the late evenings 
he sits in the shadows and milks his cows. He has 
four cows, and in return for the rich grass and the 
grain he gives them they yield butter and milk and 
cream.

For thirty years he has been a constant churchman 
and a pillar in the community. He saved his money 
and at one time had nearly $10,000 in the bank.

His labors for his minister and his church are a 
testimony to his sense of fidelity, for when, in 1908, his 
first wife died, she called him and the infant John to 
her.

“I want you to promise me to live within the church,” 
she implored.

CONDRADO MASSAGUER,
famous Cuban publisher, artist and master of satire, 
gives his conception of the American parade 
marching under the shadow of the last gunman!
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DILLINGER—Gangster! Murder! Hoodlum! Deserter! 
America has come to regard these names as synonymous. A  
disgrace even to. the underworld, this mobster has blazed a 
trail of violent death and shame across the Middle West!

John the infant clapped his baby hands and gurgled. 
John the elder whispered through his grief, “ I 

promise, Mary.”

\T 0, it wasn’t the father. No blemish ever touched 
the name of Dillinger until John, the killer, cruci

fied his father, betrayed his God and the mother who 
bore him.

What about his mother? Was there bad blood in 
Mary Lancaster’s line which lay dormant all these 
years until finally it manifested itself in Kill-Crazy 
John?

There is nothing to substantiate such a belief. There 
is no flaw in the Lancaster make-up. No known herit
age from the past has been found that enables John 
Dillinger to point an accusing finger and say, “ What 
chance did I have when my own mother gave me bad 
blood ?”

Like the Dillingers, the Lancasters were humble 
stock. They too were tillers of the soil. From it they 
drew sustenance and they remained close to it.

Killer Dillinger’s one contribution to the soil of his 
father and his mother was to spill blood on it.

If not heredity, what about environment? Some
where the answer to the Dillinger riddle lies buried. 
Something gave impetus to the career that has left 
fifteen dead in its wake. Dillinger’s parents were 
lovers of the truth. Killer Dillinger is a liar and a 
thief, and has been since he was able to walk. Maybe 
his homelife had something to do with it. Maybe his 
early companions led him astray. Perhaps the school, 
even the church was at fault. Let us see.

When Dillinger’s mother died, in 1908, and she vir
tually died of the effects of childbirth, the elder Dil
linger set about the task of raising his boy. In those 
days John, Jr., was a young man and just making his 
way. That was before a surplus showed itself in his 
bank account; nevertheless, there was plenty for 
all the necessities. The (Please turn to page 59)
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M URDER A T  TH E  BAR

AFTER a hard day in the ice busi
ness, Frank La Piano joined two 
friends at a table in a Newark 

beer saloon. They were looking for 
relaxation. Little they guessed that 
they would need it more at the end of 
the evening than at the beginning.

For when midnight came and a lot 
of suds had been washed up, the drowsy 
peace of the establishment was shat
tered by shouts, curses, brandished 
fists, blows. Four men, strangers to 
La Prano and his friends, were brawl
ing at the bar. One of them, without 
warning, whipped out a revolver and 
fired twice at another, who staggered, 
clutched at his chest, where an ominous 
red stain was spreading, 'moaned, and 
pitched over.

A woman screamed and fainted. 
“He’s shot!” someone shouted; and an
other, “You’ve killed him!” In the up
roar and confusion the man with the 
revolver fled, unpursued. “ I’d better 
call the police,” said the bartender, 
and walked out, for there was no phone 
in the place. In a little while a stranger 
entered. “ I’m an undertaker,” he ex
plained, as he bent over the limp and 
bloody body.

La Prano and his friends had re
treated—badly scared, uncertain what 
to do—into a far corner. Two men 
came over to them. “ Listen,” one of 
them said, “ it’s a tough break for you 
fellows to get mixed up in this, but 
if the cops find you here they’re likely 
to hold you as material witnesses.” 
The trio turned frightened faces to 
one another. “But I want to give you 
a break. For $500 apiece I can fix 
things for you to get out now, and for 
$6,000 more I can see that no one 
knows you were here. But make it 
snappy.”

La Prano had been collecting that 
day and had a large sum of money 
with him. He turned it out, and the 
others emptied their pockets.
They handed it all over, and 
slipped away through a side 
door, gratefully promising to 
pay $6,000 on Saturday.

La Prano was on hand at 
the appointed time and place 
to buy himself and his friends 
out of appearing as witnesses 
to a murder. He deposited a 
thick roll in a designated spot

Truth is stranger than fic
tion! And this new diary 
of odd occurrences will ac
quaint you each month with 
the most peculiar events of 
the day! A  monthly record 
of strange things that happen 

to strange people!

and withdrew. The blackmailer ap
peared and seized the money. But he 
had barely time to discover that he 
held only a roll of brown paper 
wrapped in a ten dollar bill before 
policemen stepped out of hiding and 
arrested him for taking part in a 
gruesome swindle.

There had been no murder in the 
saloon—only a fake for the purpose of 
bilking La Prano and his friends, 
likely-seeming victims. The brawl was 
staged. The “ murdered” man was 
“shot” with blanks. The “blood” he 
shed was red ink from a squirt gun. 
These very implements were found 
later, police said, when three more ac
complices were rounded up. They were 
all charged with extortion, and their 
case is pending.

How did it come to light? The day 
after the “ murder” La Prano saw the 
“dead” man walking along the street, 
went to the police, and was by them 
advised to pretend to go through with 
the shakedown, while they hid nearby 
to catch the swindler in the act of col
lecting.

CONVICTS in Joliet who have 
canaries must cover their cages by 

nine o’clock at night so that their 
singing won’t disturb the others.

H O W  GOOD IS YO U R  
M E M O R Y ?

(1) What is Booze Bourse? (2) 
How many armed thugs are there in 
the American underworld? (3) What 
well-known gun-moll smoked cigars? 
(4) What is the French executioner 
paid per guillotining? (5) Who 
were Izzy Einstein and Moe Smith? 
(6) How long did Jesse James, the 
famous outlaw, stay in prison? (7) 
What is a rat stand? (8) What mur
der case led to diplomatic difficulties 
between the United States and Italy? 
(9) Who were Albert O. Jones and 
E. J. Lord? (10) What is a roach? 
(Answers at end of department.)

T HIS just goes to show how hard 
times are in Chicago. Three rob

bers, looting a warehouse, were sur
prised by two strangers who wanted 
to know what they were doing. 
“ Whaddaya think we’re doing?” one 
replied. “ We’re sticking up the joint.” 
So the three who were first on the 
scene, and the newcomers, there for the 
same purpose, decided it was better to 
cooperate than to fight. They teamed 
up and got away with $1,500.

H O W  TO  G ET RID OF  
A  G H O ST

THERE was sobbing about the sui
cide’s grave in Damian, Roumania. 

And as the mourners turned to go, 
there was an unspoken question in 
every mind. “Can she sleep quietly in 
her grave when she has died by her 
own hand?” Apart from the rest, 
slowly, blinded with tears, went 
Stephen Safta, husband of the self- 
slain woman, going back to his lonely 
home, the empty years ahead.

In the night came driving rain that 
pounded on Safta’s cottage roof, while 
low thunder growled in the distance. 
He wakened. The room was faintly 

luminous with a strange blue 
light that came from nowhere. 
He looked about anxiously, 
and was frozen with terror 
when in a corner he thought 
he saw the figure of his dead 
wife. He sat stiffly, the covers 
clutched about him, staring 
speechlessly, as she advanced 
slowly to the foot of the 
bed, (Please turn to page 98)
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M urders
Ferrin Fraser again presents Professor 
Baker, of Riverside University, who hated 
violence, hut couldn’t help getting mixed up 
in murders of all kinds— and solving them. 
And when a fatal accident, an impossible 
suicide, and a mysterious death followed 
each other in quick succession, he had his 
own unique way of trapping the killer, 
which had little to do with the Fine Arts

PROFESSOR GEORGE BAKER walked briskly along 116th 
Street and the University campus. It was a lovely May 
evening, and he was thinking that in one short month the 
term would be over and he would be free. Every Spring 

he began longing for the fine galleries of Rome and Naples, and 
began hating his imagination-less Fine Arts students who didn’t 
know a Gothic arch from a Cellini cup.

For a few moments he slackened his pace to drink in the curved 
beauty of the granite sun-dial in the starlight. Then he smiled 
to himself and remembered that he had started out to call on his 
old friend, Dr. Thorndyke. Professor Baker was calling because 
he really liked Thorndyke, and also because for the past two weeks 
he had had a slight pain around his heart. Being an underpaid 
faculty member, there was no harm in getting free medical advice 
at the same time he paid a social call.

Professor Baker moved up the narrow walk, mounted the 
brownstone steps, and jerked the ancient, enameled bell-pull by 
the side of a wide, white door. He smiled at the neat brass signs 
just above the bell— “C. J. Thorndyke, M.D.” —and— “ Emanuel 
Cortez, M.D.” They seemed business-like, incongruous, and out 
of place on this tree-surrounded old house on Momingside 
Heights that had once heard the Truesdale horses of the doctor’s 
wife prancing under its porte-cochere to the stables. There was 
no answer to the bell, and the Professor waited. There was 
always someone home at the Thorndyke’s— if no one else, Drake, 
the butler. A bit impatient, the Professor pulled the bell again.

A moment later he heard steps on the hall stairs, and the 
wide door swung open. Drake looked red and flustered, slightly 
out-of-breath, and Baker noticed that his hand shook on the 
door knob.

“ Come in, sir,”  the butler said. “ I don’t know whether the 
doctor will see you. There’s been an— an accident.”

“ An accident? I’m sorry, Drake. What was it?”
“ Miss Alice,”  Drake said, “ she— she’s dead, sir.”
“ Dead!”

THE Professor was irritated that the word had slipped out.
He hated exclamations, and he hated them particularly when 

they came from himself. But after all, he had seen Alice Thorn
dyke on the campus just two days before. As a matter-of-fact 
the girl, red-cheeked and smiling, had stopped him for congratu
lations. “ I’m going to be married, Professor!”  she had cried. 
“Brad Westover. You had him in your class two years ago.”  
Standing on the Thorndyke steps now Baker very clearly remem
bered his joking reply “ I hope he makes a better husband than 
he did a Fine Arts student, Alice!”

He looked at Drake, trying to maintain a professional calmness.
“ How did it happen?” he asked.
“ It was a picture, sir. The picture 

The younger Thorndykes: of her mother. I—perhaps you’d bet-
Arthur, Alice, James, Sonia. ter step in. The doctor might like to
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that couldn't Happen
By FERRIN FRASER

see you. He seems to be very much upset.”
Drake held the door wider, and the Professor stepped 

into the dim hall, mechanically removing his hat.
“ It just happened, sir—not five minutes ago. They’re 

all upstairs in her room. If you’d like to step up— ” 
Without waiting for an answer Drake began mount

ing the carpeted stairs. Baker followed. The upper hall 
was brightly lighted and the door on the left stood open.

From the head of the stairs he could see into the 
room. His friend, Doctor Thorndyke, was, bending 
over a white bed. Other members of the family stood 
about, and he heard a girl’s sobs from somewhere in 
the shadows. That would be Sonia, of course. He 
caught a glimpse of the oldest son, John’s round face, 
staring mutely down at the bed.

But what really startled the Professor was. the face 
on the floor. He recognized it immediately as that of 
Sarah Truesdale Thorndyke, and he saw that it was 
the atrocious portrait which had once hung 
in the lower hall. Its heavy gilt frame 
caught and reflected the light. Even to the 
Professor the floor seemed a queer place for 
Mrs. Thorndyke’s picture.

He touched Drake’s arm at the doorway.
“ I won’t go in,”  he murmured. “Just ask 

the doctor if  there is anything I can do.”
For a moment Professor Baker hovered 

uncertainly about the doorway. He really 
hadn’t intended to come upstairs at all.
Drake had really rushed him into it, and he 
felt a little resentful. But he also felt very 
sorry for his old friend, and he took Thorn- 
dyke’s big hand in both his little ones when 
the doctor came out.

“ I’m so sorry, Carl. If there’s anything I 
can do— ”

Doctor Thorndyke looked down at him with 
dark, serious eyes and shook his gray head.

“ I’m afraid there’s nothing anyone can 
do, George. She’s dead.”

The Professor shivered slightly. It was 
difficult to associate the word “dead” with 
the red-cheeked and happy girl he had seen 
but two days before.

“ How did it happen?”  he asked. “ Was she 
ill— ?”

Again Thorndyke shook his head.
“ It was that picture,”  he said, looking 

down. “ That picture of her mother.”
Professor Baker felt a little foolish as he 

murmured, “ I know it’s a very bad painting,
Carl, but I don’t see how— ”

“ It fell,”  Thorndyke said in a low voice.
“ It was hanging over the head of her bed.
That two hundred pound frame crushed her 
skull.”

Professor Baker made a sympathetic noise 
in his throat.

“ But the last time I saw it,”  he said “ it 
was hanging in the hall downstairs.”

“ I know. But last week Alice had it moved 
to her room.”

The Professor stood a moment and looked 
down at the sweet, faded face of Sarah

Truesdale staring up at him from the canvas.
“ There’s a striking resemblance,” he said gently, “ be

tween mother and daughter. I remember, Carl, when 
Sarah was just Alice’s age. I remember the day you 
were married, in fact. She was very happy, wasn’t 
she?”

Thorndyke nodded. For the first time the Professor 
saw tears in his friend’s eyes.

“ Very. Marriage was a lovely thing to Sarah. She 
wanted all her children to be married—and then she 
died before seeing even one of them at the altar.”

“ It is very sad,”  said Baker gently, “very sad. If 
there is anything I can do, Carl—”

“ I’ll let you know, George. Thank you.”
The Professor turned and went slowly down the dim 

stairs. At the bottom he looked up at the unfaded 
place on the wall where Sarah Truesdale Thorndyke’s 
portrait had once hung. He shook his head thought

Tower Stuillos

“I’m all upset, Professor,” the 
boy stammered. “This thing, it 

couldn’t have happened!”
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fully and started for the door. Footsteps sounded on 
the stairs behind him and he paused a moment. It was 
James, Thorndyke’s youngest son.

“Professor Baker,”  the boy called.
•“ Yes, James?”
“ I saw you upstairs and I— I wanted to speak to you 

a minute.”
The boy fumbled in his left-hand pocket for a cigarette 

and lighted it nervously.
“ I’m all upset. This thing is—well, it couldn’t have 

happened!”
Professor Baker put a sympathetic hand on the boy’s 

arm.
“ It did happen, James.”
“ I know— but it couldn’t have! You see, I hung 

that picture myself— last week. Alice was very fond of 
it. She wanted it over her bed. I put it up solidly. 
It couldn’t have fallen!”

Professor Baker touched the boy’s shoulder.
“You mustn’t blame yourself, James. Accidents have 

a way of happening.”
“ But,”  James said steadily, “7 don’t believe it was an 

accident! . . .”

pROFESSOR BAKER went home, vaguely worried. He 
* realized that James Thorndyke was young and had 
been greatly shocked by his sister’s death; but the 
boy’s words— “7 don’t believe it ivas an accident” 
bothered him. Still, pictures did fall from time to time 
—the walls of old houses trembled under traffic, and 
old plaster became dry and crumbly.  ̂ Undoubtedly 
James blamed himself for a faulty hanging of the pic
ture and was attempting to make excuses.

The Professor couldn’t forget it, however, and during 
the next week his lectures on Da Vinci suffered.

One evening he said to Mary, his wife. “ A picture 
coidd fall from a wall if the plaster about its fastenings 
was loosened, couldn’t it?”

Mary looked up humoringly. “ Of course, George.”
“ And if a bed were flat against that wall, and a 

young girl bounced into it—as I suppose young girls 
do—the shock of the head of the bed against the wall 
would be very likely to dislodge that picture—wouldn’t 
you say?”

“ Yes, George.”
The Professor sighed helplessly.
“ Sometimes, Mary,” he said, “ this seems to be a 

very strange world.”
He turned back to his “ History of the Fine Arts” 

as the telephone rang. Mary came back into the room 
a trifle breathless.

“ That was Drake, George,” she said. “ He asked if 
you would go over to Thorndyke’s house at once.”

“ Why, Mary?”
The Professor saw his wife tremble slightly.
“ James has committed suicide!” she said.

A FEW minutes later Professor Baker moved quickly 
up the short walk to the Thorndyke’s wide, white 

door. There was a police car before the house this 
time and Baker shuddered. His previous experience 
with the police had been extremely boring, and he had 
no wish again to encounter the unintellectuals of the 
law. He knew, however, that the coroner and police 
must be called in cases of suicide, and he was stoically 
prepared to bear their burden if he could help his 
friend Thorndyke.

The door was opened almost immediately by Drake. 
The butler’s face was drawn and pale, but he still main
tained his dignity.

“ Come in, sir. The doctor asked me to call you— ” 
“Yes, Drake. Where is he?”
“ Upstairs, sir. Go right up. There are some police

men there.”
The Professor winced. But he straightened his nar

row little shoulders and mounted the stairs. There was 
brilliant light in James’ room at the end of the hall and 
he hesitated in the doorway. It was a large room, 
a window on each of two sides. The college pennants 
on the wall, the framed photographs o f crews and foot
ball teams, proclaimed it a boy’s room. Lying on the

bed, fully clothed, was the body of James Thorndyke. 
Even from the door Professor Baker could see the 
ugly black hole in the right side of the boy’s head just 
below the temple.

There were a number of people in the room and the 
Professor hesitatingly singled out the tall figure of 
Dr. Thorndyke and said, “ Carl?”

Everyone turned and stared at him. He recognized 
two faces that he knew. One was Police Surgeon Swan, 
and the other Detective-Sergeant McCarthy. He had 
met them both during a little matter of a man found 
hanging from a building across the street from his 
house.

“Well if it ain’t Baker!”  McCarthy boomed. “ Glad 
to see you, Professor! How are you?”

“ I am very well, thank you,”  the Professor said 
politely.

He felt that somehow it was wrong that he should 
know this coarse policeman in Thorndyke’s presence. 
It was time for sorrow, not for bellowed greetings. 
He turned to Thorndyke and took the doctor’s hand.

“ I’m so sorry, Carl. Why did he do it?”
Thorndyke looked sadly toward the bed. His face 

had aged since the Professor had seen it a week before. 
It was intensely pale, with deep lines running down 
from each corner of the wide mouth.

“ Poor James! He hadn’t been the same since Alice 
died. He kept saying that it wasn’t his fault— that he 
had hung the picture solidly. He brooded about it—

“ Death must have come very sud
denly,”  the Professor murmured. “ She 

was smoking when it happened.”
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he spent hours in her empty room— he became horribly 
despondent. And tonight—he did this.”

Thorndyke motioned toward the bed and the Pro
fessor followed the doctor’s hand with his eyes.

“Yeah— it’s suicide all right,” he heard McCarthy 
say. “ Not a doubt. He was sitting here in this chair 
by the table— ”

“ Then he was not on the bed?” the Professor asked 
mildly.

“ Nah. We moved him there later. He was in this 
chair slumped down across the table with the gun in 
his right hand. Here it is— .32 calibre— one shot 
fired. Both windows are locked. If anybody came in 
they had to do it by that door. And if they’d done that 
with a gun, this guy would have had plenty of time 
to get out of that chair. The powder marks show the 
shot was fired within two inches of his head— ”

“But,” Professor Baker said apologetically, “James 
wouldn’t have risen if he knew the person.”

“ Huh?”
“ What I mean is, if someone whom James knew very 

well— his father, say, or his brother or sister, or Dr. 
Cortez, or one of the servants— came in, it is very 
likely he would have remained seated.”

Immediately the Professor was sorry he had spoken. 
In trying to be completely logical he had forgotten how 
harsh the suggestion in his words would be to his 
friend Dr. Thorndyke. He turned impulsively.

“ I’m sorry, Carl. I— ”
But Sergeant McCarthy had pounced on the idea.
“ Say! There might be something in that! Any

body who knew this kid could have walked in here, 
stood behind him while he was looking at this book on 
the table, and popped him off without his ever knowing

it! Who owns this gun, anyway? Do you know?” 
“ I do,” Dr. Thorndyke said.

TV/TcCARTHY took a step forward. 
iV1 “ Oh, you do, eh? Where was it?’

“ In a drawer of my office desk downstairs.”
“ Could anyone in the house have got it?”
“ Yes. The drawer is never locked.
Sergeant McCarthy thrust his thumbs in his vest. 

He seemed very pleased with himself as he turned to 
the Police Surgeon.

“There may be something in this, Swan!”  He swung 
back on the doctor, almost belligerently. “Who heard 
the shot fired?” he snapped.

“ I think Dr. Cortez and my son, John, were the only 
ones,”  Thorndyke answered. “ John’s room is just 
across the hall, and Dr. Cortez was in the library on 
this floor with the door open.”

“ Anybody else in the house?”
“ Of course. Arthur and Sonia, my other children, 

were in bed— asleep. The servants, except Drake, had 
gone to their rooms on the third floor.”

“And where were you, Doc?”
Professor Baker wondered at his friend’s sudden 

nervousness. There seemed no reason for it, as the 
Sergeant’s question was natural enough.

“ I was downstairs in my office,” Thorndyke said. 
“ You didn’t hear the shot?”
“ No— the walls of this old house are very thick.” 
“Yeah,”  said McCarthy. “ I see they are. Well, let’3 

have in these guys that heard it. I got some questions 
to ask.”

While they waited, Professor Baker looked thought
fully toward the bed. In his placid life he had seen 

very little death, and when it came 
— especially to young people— it al
ways shocked him. He had taught 
James in one of his classes, and the 
boy looked now very much as he 
always had. His blue and white 
tie was fastened in its same back
ward knot—the sleeves of his 
crumpled coat were worn shiny in 
the same way. Apparently the 
mystery of death made only in
terior changes.

Dr. Cortez and John Thorndyke 
came. The Professor had never 
cared for Cortez. He had often 
wondered why Thorndyke had gone 
into partnership with him. “ Doc
toring,” Thorndyke had said once, 
smiling, “ requires a bedside man
ner which I haven’t got. I always 
send Cortez to call on the ladies.” 
The Professor judged that Cortez 
would be very efficient in calling on 
the ladies.

And Baker had always been 
rather indifferent to John, too. He 
was the oldest of the Thorndyke 
children, sober, steady, serious, 
deep in his real-estate business, 
and with no more sense of beauty 
than one of the Manhattan rocks 
the Thorndyke house was built on.

“ Well, Cortez,”  McCarthy said, 
“ the doc here tells me you heard 
the shot fired tonight.”

“Yes,” Cortez said, “ I was in the 
library at the end of the hall. I 
wasn’t certain, at first, it was a 
shot. It might have been a 
slammed door or the back-firing of 
a car. I listened for a couple of 
minutes, then rose and stepped in
to the hall.”

“ Was anyone in the hall?”  Mc
Carthy asked.

Cortez paused a split second 
before (Please turn to page 66)
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Old Matilda was a 
little crazy. She used 
to go running to the 
old house, trying to 

be on time.

BU N N Y BROOKS brought Dr.
Greerson and Dr. Greerson’s son 
Kenneth back from the lower 
barns. Bunny’s young wife, Elea

nor, a pale and rather pretty girl with 
gray eyes, her small mouth brightly 
rouged, was sitting in a canvas chair be
fore the front door of the old house. She 
and Bunny had lived there a month. Dr.
Greerson and his son, also city people, 
or ex-city people, were their first visi
tors.

“ I have always admired the place,”
Dr. Greerson said.

Kenneth looked into the wistful eyes of young Mrs. Bunny 
Brooks. “ I think it might be a bit lonely,” he said.

It was Bunny’s discovery, this old farmhouse with a stone 
chimney, small window panes and clapboards blacked with 
weather. It had been unoccupied for years, standing blind and 
empty on its round hill. The horizon was green woods. The 
only cleared meadow that remained, sloped down to the glinting 
pond and the crooked barns; and it would soon join the new 
wilderness for sumac, young birch, hickory, flourished, and the 
stone walls were lost under grape, poison ivy, elderberry.

“Yes, sir,”  Bunny said as they all sat down, “you’re our first 
visitors, except the old woman yesterday. And Eleanor thinks 
I didn’t really see her.”

“ I haven’t said so.”

T he Woman in

Scarlet
Stockings
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By NORMAN MATSON
Illustrated by 

L. R. G U STAV SO N

A n  old house, a young wife, an indifferent 
husband, and the weird ghost-woman make 
this story a dramatic masterpiece of chills 
and creeps you will never forget! A  per
fect haunted-house mystery— that might 

actually have happened!

hell difference does it make what 
it was?”

“ Oh, come,”  Dr. Greerson said 
reasonably. “ It was the wind.” 

Kenneth smiled at Eleanor. 
He liked her. He thought she 

was beautiful, too young for Bunny, and he 
was sorry for her. She smiled back, looked 
away.

“Anyway,”  Bunny went on, “ it was 
damned dark on that stairway. I had to 
grope for the catch on the door, and I came 
out blinking against the bright square of 
light from the window in the front door. 
When I could see clearly I found myself 
looking straight into her eyes—the old 
woman’s eyes.”

Eleanor shivered. “ I do wish you’d not 
be so serious about this,”  she said.'

“ I’m not. I’m just telling it. I know I 
saw her.”

“ No, but that’s what you think. I can tell.”  Bunny 
was a dapper little man with gray hair, parted neatly 
in the middle, a man who had always lived in the city, 
who belonged there. He lifted his glasses. Red marks 
were on his short nose. He rubbed these, frowning.

“ Eleanor was in the kitchen,”  he explained, “ and 
when she heard me speaking to this old woman she 
sang out: ‘Bunny, are you talking to yourself?’ She 
was frightened. Weren’t you, dear?”

“ We had been alone here for so long. I’ve never 
been so alone in all my life. Yes, I was a little fright
ened. I came out into the front hall, and . . .”

“ Oh, let me tell it,”  Bunny said. “ It was this way, 
Doctor: I had gone upstairs to get a coil of wire I 
remember having seen in the east bedroom. The door 
wouldn’t open at first. The latch must have fallen. 
I had to shove hard to get in. I picked up the wire 
—it was rusty and quite useless I found out later, 
something left in the house— and started down again. 
Someone had closed the door at the bottom of the 
stairway.”

“ I didn’t,”  Eleanor said. She had evidently said this 
before. Bunny turned on her: “ Oh, very well! It was 
the cook we haven’t got. It was a ghost. What the

“ It was an old woman in a bonnet,” Bunny went on. 
“ A black crepe bonnet, the kind you never see any more. 
Her face was close to the pane; her mouth slightly 
open. Several of her teeth were gone, and the ones 
she had were long and gray-colored. She was screwing 
up her eyes to see in, shading them with one hand. 
She was very thin, and her skin was yellow; she looked 
like she was dead. Her eyes were fixed on the air in 
front of my face, understand, and then they focussed 
and steadied. We stared at each other through the 
glass. I was, h’m, terrified. The road here goes no 
place, as you know, doctor; we’re a mile off the high
way and this road really ends right here; and nobody 
ever comes. I wasn’t expecting any caller, so that 
made it worse. But I managed to open the door. I 
said: ‘How do you do?’ ”

Eleanor interrupted again: “ Your voice was so 
strange.” Kenneth watched Bunny’s face skeptically. 
He asked: “ So then what did the old woman say?”

“ She said: ‘ I don’t know who you are,’ whispering. 
I didn’t say anything. She said: ‘I been to the Par- 
telos’. If you see my sister say I came back. I didn’t 
go to church!’ ”

“ I didn’t say anything. How could I? She nodded
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A  stair creaked, quite plainly. 
After a time, another creak. She 
heard someone breathing, just 

outside her door.

her bonnet at me. ‘I’ll be back,’ she whispered; and 
that was all. She went away. I watched her go along 
the road. She had scarlet stockings on and black 
shoes.”

Eleanor added; “ I ran out the back door to see if  
I could catch her beyond the corn crib but the air was 
empty. She wasn’t anywhere.”

“ She took the foot path into the woods,”  Dr. Greer- 
son said. He repeated this as if  he thought it im
portant.

“ Scarlet stockings,”  Kenneth said softly as if to him
self.

Bunny turned his way. “ Yes, I saw them. I saw 
her. I talked to her.”

“ Man, man, we believe you,”  Dr. Greerson assured 
him.

“ But you don’t! Kenneth doesn’t. Eleanor doesn’t. 
Hell, I’ve got feelings! Doctor, you tell me, you’re 
supposed to know something about the mind, you tell 
me why I should imagine that old woman.”

“ You didn’t. You saw her, actually, in the flesh. 
Why not?”

“ But the Partelo place she said she was stopping 
at. That’s nothing but a cellar hole now, lost in the 
woods down there. And the church— she pointed down 
there, toward the woods; there was a church there—  
once. It burned down long ago.”

The doctor touched his forehead. “There are queer

old folk around here,” he said, “ plenty of them. 
You said you were going to show me the old 
mill dam where you plan the swimming pool. 
Shall we go? The afternoon’s already gone.” 

“ Yes, yes, of course.” Bunny got up, looked 
at Kenneth.

The young man shook his dark head. “ I’ve 
seen your dam.”

Bunny and the doctor started down through 
the timothy grass toward the pond. They 
were soon out of sight. A bob-white called, 
sudden as a pistol shot, and that seemed to 
mark the end of the day, though it was still 
broad daylight. A chill breath ran across 
the yard. *

W HO was the old woman?” Eleanor asked. 
“ You’ve lived around here for a long 

time. Tell me.”
“ Nobody.”
“ You think . . . Bunny only imagined it?” 
“ He must have. Father often treats cases 

like that. Bunny was tired out— he said so 
himself—from outdoor work, not being used 
to it. When you’re tired . . . you sometimes 
see things.”

She shivered.
“ People walk about upstairs in these old 

houses, creak-creak, back and forth. Know 
why? Because of the wide floor— boards ex
pand and contract with temperature changes. 
That’s all. Bertha Bliven’s no more than a 
thermal crack.”

“ Bertha Bliven?”
“ She opens doors. She’s up in 

the east bedroom; you heard about 
her, surely, when you bought the 
house.”

“ Nope. She’s— she’s a ghost, is 
that it?”

“ It’s just one of those stories; 
I ’d not have mentioned her, if I’d 
known you hadn’t heard. She hung 

herself one Sunday; sent 
her kid sister Matilda, 
who was living with her, 
off to church but Matilda 
went only half-way. She 
was w orried  the way 
Bertha acted; so when she 
reached the Partelo farm 
down there she stopped 
and turned b a ck ; and 

when she was back to the barns 
and could see this house again it 
seemed all changed. The only 

thing really was that the shutters upstairs and down 
were tight closed; queer, though in the middle of Sun
day. She crept in and called Bertha and nobody an
swered. Finally she went upstairs and then she heard 
a pounding on the walls o f the bedroom. It shook the 
house. She ran downstairs and hid in a closet. Of 
course the pounding was Bertha’s feet against that 
board partition, she hanging by her neck and dying; 
but the kid didn’t know. I f  she had she could have 
saved her sister. She hid; and when Bertha’s husband 
came home he took her back upstairs and they opened 
the door together. Then it was too late. Bertha had a 
white dress on. She’d used wire. That’s all there is 
to it. Everybody knows the story.”

Eleanor said: “Poor kid. Poor little kid; What 
happened to her?”

“ I don’t know. She moved away. She died. This 
was thirty years ago, you know.”

T A  RIVING home, on the highway, Dr. Greerson 
pointed out an old woman they glimpsed in the 

glare of their headlights. She had a bonnet on.
“ There,” Dr. Greerson said, “ is Bunny’s old woman. 

Old Matilda. She’s crazy, a little crazy. Her sister 
Bertha Bliven, you remember, was the one hanged 
herself in Bunny’s house. (Please turn to page 100)
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GIFTS
YOU CAN MAKE

Here’s a bag 
made of paste- 
board and fig- 
ured chintz that 
anyone would 
like to have to 
hold n eed les, 
t h r e a d s , and  
other seiving ma
terials as well

Thirty cents pays for the 
materials needed for any of 
these up-to-date accessories

By FRANCES COWLES

With a pair of mit
tens made of water
proof chintz you 
will be able to keep 
your hands dry 
w h e n  m a k i n g  
malted milk shakes 
or o t h e r  c o l d  

beverages.

Thirty cents is all 
you need to make a 
plump little cushion 
covered with flow
ered chintzy large 
checks or plaid, 
for the living- 
room, bedroom or 

veranda.

You can make this jaunty little apron of dainty 
dimity or dotted swiss, and finish it with bright 
seam binding, and give it to a friend, or use it 
for a card party prize. The original, made of 
pink and white figured print bound with pink, 
was specially designed for Grade Allen of film 

and radio fame.

For information concerning this month’s 
circulars please turn to page 84

This oilcloth  pin
cushion can be made 
for less than thirty 
cents but it is attrac
tive enough for a most 

exacting friend.

Crocheted gloves are 
very smart and new, 
and w e l l - d r e s s e d  
women will wear them 
throughout the Sum
mer and early Autumn.
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THE SINISTER

Totcer Studios

Ellery observed that Miss Krutch was a distinctly attractive young woman. “Tell 
Mr. Queen what you told me,” Detective Murch ordered.

MR. PHINEAS MASON, attorney-at-law, had a 
chunky nose and wrinkle-bedded eyes. He sat 
glaring at his discreet chauffeur.

“And now,” he said in an angry voice, 
“ there’s actually been murder done. I can’t imagine 
what the world is coming to, Mr. Queen.”

Mr. Ellery Queen drawled: “ The world’s all right; the 
trouble is the people in it. Suppose you tell me what 
you can about these curious Shaws. After all, you

know, I shan’t be too heartily received by your Long 
Island constabulary; and since I foresee difficulties, I 
should like to be forearmed as well.”

Mason frowned. “ It was my partner, Coolidge,”  he 
began in a pained voice, “ who originally handled Shaw’s 
affairs. John A. Shaw, the millionaire. Before your 
time, I daresay. Shaw’s first wife died in childbirth 
in 1895. The child— Agatha, she’s a divorcee now, with 
a son of eight— of course, survived her mother; and
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BEARD By

Ellery Queen

M r. Phineas Mason didn’t know what the world was coming to, 
but Ellery Queen did, and proceeded to solve a very mysterious 
murder in a very weird house, where queer people,a beautiful nurse 
and a fight for life marked the high spots of this new, exciting 

adventure with the scholarly sleuth

there was one previous child, named after his father. 
Son John’s forty-five now. . . . Old John Shaw remarried 
soon after his first wife's death, and then shortly after 
his second marriage died himself. The second wife, 
Maria Paine Shaw, survived her husband by a little 
more than thirty years. She died only a month ago.” 

“ A lot of mortalities,” murmured Ellery, lighting a 
cigarette. “ So far, Mr. Mason, a prosaic tale. And 
what has the Shaw history to do— —”

“Patience,” sighed Mason. “ Now old John Shaw be
queathed his entire fortune to his second wife, Maria. 
The two children, John and Agatha, got nothing, not 
even trusts; I suppose old Shaw trusted Maria to take 
care of them.”

“ I scent the usual story,”  yawned Ellery. “ She didn’t. 
No go between stepmother and acquired progeny?”

The lawyer wiped his brow. “ It was horrible. They 
fought for thirty years like— like savages. I will say, 
in extenuation of Mrs. Shaw’s conduct, that she had 
provocation. John’s always been a shiftless, unreliable 
beggar, disrespectful, profligate, quite vicious. Never
theless, she’s treated him well in money matters. As I 
said, he’s forty-five now; and he hasn’t done a lick of 
work in his life. He’s a drunkard, too.”

“ Sounds charming. And Sister Agatha, the di
vorcee?”

“A feminine edition of her brother. She married a 
fortune-hunter as worthless as herself; when he found 
out she was penniless he deserted her, and Mrs. Shaw 
managed to get her a quiet divorce. She took Agatha 
and her boy, Peter, into her house and they’ve been liv
ing there ever since, at daggers’ points. Please forgive 
the—ah— brutality of the characterizations. I want you 
to know these people as they are.”

“ We’re almost intimate already,”  chuckled Ellery. 
“ John and Agatha,” continued Mason, biting the 

head of his cane, “  have been living for only one event 
—their stepmother’s death. So that they might in
herit, of course. Until a certain occurrence a few 
months ago Mrs. Shaw’s will provided generously for
them. But when that happened------ ”

Mr. Ellery Queen narrowed his gray eyes. “You 
mean------ ?’’

“ It’s complicated,” sighed the lawyer. “ Three months 
ago there was an attempt on the part of someone in the 
household to poison the old lady!

""P  HE attempt was unsuccessful only because Dr.
Arlen— Dr. Terence Arlen is the full name— had 

suspected such a possibility for years and had kept his 
eyes open. The cyanide— it was put in her tea—didn’t 
reach Mrs. Shaw, but killed a house-cat. None of us, 
of course, knew who had made the poisoning attempt. 
But after that Mrs. Shaw changed her will.”

“ Now,”  muttered Ellery, “ I am enthralled. Arlen, 
eh? That creates a fascinating mess. Tell me about 
Arlen, please.”

“Rather mysterious old man with two passions: de
votion to Mrs. Shaw and a hobby of painting. Quite an 
artist, too, though I know little about such things. He 
lived in the Shaw house about twenty years. A doctor

Mrs. Shaw picked up somewhere; I think only she knew 
his story, and he’s always been silent about his past. She 
put him on a generous salary to live in the house and 
act as the family physician; I suspect it was rather 
because she anticipated what her step-children might 
attempt. And then, too, it’s always seemed to me that 
Arlen accepted this unusual arrangement so tractably 
in order to pass out of— ah— circulation.”

They were silent for some time. The chauffeur 
swung the car off the main artery into a narrow mac
adam road. Mason breathed heavily.

“ I suppose you're satisfied,” murmured Ellery at last 
through a fat smoke-ring, “ that Mrs. Shaw died a 
month ago of natural causes?”

“ Heavens, yes!”  cried Mason. “ Dr. Arlen wouldn’t 
trust his own judgment, we were so careful; he had 
several specialists in, before and after her death. But 
she died of the last of a series of heart'attacks; she 
was an old woman, you know. Something— thrombosis, 
they called it.” Mason looked gloomy. “ Well, you can 
understand Mrs. Shaw’s natural reaction to the poison
ing episode. ‘ If they’re so depraved,’ she told me 
shortly after, ‘that they’d attempt my life, they don’t 
deserve any consideration at my hands.’ And she had 
me draw up a new will, cutting both of them off without 
a cent.”

“ There’s an epigram,” chuckled Ellery, “ worthy of 
a better cause.”

X /f  ASON tapped on the glass. “ Faster, Burroughs.” 
1V1 The car jolted ahead. “ In looking about for a ben
eficiary, Mrs. Shaw finally remembered that there was 
someone to whom she could leave the Shaw fortune 
without feeling that she was casting it to the winds. 
Old John Shaw had had an elder brother, Morton, a 
widower with two grown children. The brothers quar
relled violently and Morton moved to England. He 
lost most of his money there; his two children, Edith 
and Percy, were left to shift for themselves when he 
committed suicide.”

“ These Shaws seem to have a penchant for violence.”
“ I suppose it's in the blood. Well, Edith and Percy 

both had talent of a sort, I understand, and they went 
on the London stage in a brother-and-sister music-hall 
act, managing well enough. Mrs. Shaw decided to leave 
her money to this Edith, her niece. I made inquiries 
by correspondence and discovered that Edith Shaw was 
now Mrs. Edythe Royce, a childless widow of many 
years’ standing. On Mrs. Shaw’s decease I cabled her 
and she crossed by the next boat. According to Mrs. 
Royce, Percy— her brother— was killed in an automobile 
accident on the Continent a few months before; so she 
had no ties whatever.”

“ And the will— specifically?”
“ It’s rather queer,” sighed Mason. “ The Shaw estate 

was enormous at one time, but the depression whittled 
it down to about three hundred thousand dollars. Mrs. 
Shaw left her niece two hundred thousand outright. 
The remainder, to his astonishment,” and Mason 
paused and eyed his tall young companion with a curi
ous fixity, “was put in trust for Dr. Arlen.’'
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“ Arlen, you say!”
“ He was not to touch the 

principal, but was to receive 
the income from it for the re
mainder of his life. Interest
ing, eh?”

“ That’s putting it mildly.
Ellery leaned forward. “ And 
what was to be the disposition 
of Aden’s hundred-thousand- 
dollar trust on Aden’s death?”

The lawyer gazed grimly at 
the two rows of prim poplars 
flanking a manicured driveway 
on which the limousine was 
now noiselessly treading. “ It 
was to be equally divided be
tween John and Agatha,”  he 
said in a careful voice. The 
car rolled to a stop under a 
coldly white porte-cochere.

“ I see,” said Ellery. For it 
was Dr. Terence Arlen who had 
been murdered.

A  COUNTY trooper escorted 
them through high Co

lonial halls into a remote and 
silent wing of the ample old 
house, up a staircase to a dim 
cool corridor patrolled by a 
nervous man with a bull neck.

“ Oh, Mr. Mason,”  he said 
eagerly coming forward. “ We’ve been waiting for you. 
This is Mr. Queen?” His tone changed from unguent 
haste to abrasive suspicion.

“ Yes, yes. Murch of the county detectives, Mr. Queen. 
You’ve left everything intact, Murch?”

The detective grunted and stepped aside. Ellery 
found himself in the study of what appeared to be a 
two-room suite; beyond an open door he could see the 
white counterpane of a bird’s-eye maple four-poster. A 
hole at some remote period had been hacked through 
the ceiling and covered with glass, admitting sunlight 
and converting the room into a skylight studio. The 
trivia of a painter’s paraphernalia lay in confusion 
about the room, overpowering the few medical imple
ments. There were easels, paint-boxes, a small dais, 
carelessly draped smocks, a profusion of daubs in oils 
and water-colors on the walls.

A little man was kneeling beside the outstretched fig
ure of the dead doctor— a long brittle figure frozen in 
death, capped with curiously lambent silver hair. The 
wound was frank and deep; the delicately chased hilt 
of a stiletto protruded from the man’s heart. There 
was very little blood.

Murch snapped: “ Well, Doc, anything else?”
The little man rose and put his instruments away. 

“ Died instantly from the stab-wound. Frontal blow, 
as you see. He tried to dodge at the last instant, I 
should say, but wasn't quick enough.” He nodded and 
reached for his hat and quietly went out.

Ellery shivered a little. The studio was silent, and 
the corridor was silent, and the wing was silent; the 
whole house was crushed under the weight of a terrific 
silence that was almost uncanny. There was some
thing indescribably evil in the air. . . .  He shook his 
shoulders impatiently. “ The stiletto, Captain Murch. 
Have you identified it?”

“ Belonged to Arlen. Always right here on the table.” 
“ No possibility of suicide, I suppose.”
“ Not a chance, Doc said.”
Mr. Phineas Mason made a retching sound. “ If you

want me, Queen------ ”  He stumbled from the room,
awakening dismal echoes.

The corpse was swathed in a paint-smudged smock; 
in the stiff right hand a paint-brush, its hairs stained 
jet-black, was still clutched. A color-splashed palette 
had fallen face down on the floor near him. . . . Ellery 
did not raise his eyes from the stiletto. “Florentine, 
I suppose. Tell me what you’ve learned so far, Cap-

“Fire! Fire!” Everyone came scuttling out of

tain,”  he said absently. “ I mean about the crime 
itself.”

“Damned little,”  growled the detective. “ Doc says 
he was killed about two in the morning— about eight 
hours ago. His body was found at seven this a .m . by a 
woman named Krutch, a nurse in the house here for a 
couple of years. Nice wench, by God! Nobody’s got 
an alibi for the time of the murder, because according 
to their yarns they were all sleeping, and they all sleep 
separately. That’s about the size of it.”

“Precious little, to be sure,”  murmured Ellery. “ By 
the way, Captain, was it Dr. Arlen’s custom to paint in 
the wee hours?”

“ Seems so. I thought of that, too. But he was a 
queer, old cuss and when he was hot on something he’d 
work for twenty-four hours at a clip.”

“ Do the others sleep in«this wing?”
“ Nope. Not even the servants. Seems Arlen liked 

privacy, and whatever he liked, the old dame— Mrs. 
Shaw, who kicked off a month ago— said ‘jake’ to.” 
Murch went to the doorway and snapped: “ Miss 
Krutch.”

She came slowly out of Dr. Arlen’s bedroom— a tall 
young woman who had been weeping. She was in 
nurse’s uniform and there was nothing in common be
tween her name and her appearance. In fact, as Ellery 
observed with appreciation, she was a distinctly attrac
tive young woman with curves in precisely the right 
places. Miss Krutch, despite her tears, was the first 
ray of sunshine he had encountered in the big, old 
house.

“ Tell Mr. Queen what you told me,”  directed Murch 
curtly.

“But there’s so little,” she quavered. “ I was up be
fore seven, as usual. My room’s in the main wing, but 
there’s a storeroom here for linens and things. . . .  As 
I passed I— I saw Dr. Arlen lying on the floor, with 
the knife sticking up— The door was open and the light 
was on. I screamed. No one heard me. This is so 
far away. . . .  I screamed and screamed and then Mr. 
Shaw came running, and Miss Shaw. Th—that’s all.”

“ Did any of you touch the body, Miss Krutch?”
JOh, no, sir!”  She shivered.
“ I see,” said Ellery, and raised his eyes from the 

dead man to the easel above, casually, and looked away. 
And then instantly he looked back, his nerves tingling. 
Murch watched him with a sneer.

“ How,” jeered Murch, “d’ye like that, Mr. Queen?”
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their rooms like frightened rats, but Ellery stood still as if searching for someone.

Ellery sprang forward. A smaller easel near the 
large one supported a picture. It was a cheap “ proc
essed” oil painting, a commercial copy of Rembrandt’s 
famous self-portrait group, The Artist and His Wife. 
Rembrandt himself sat in the foreground, and his wife 
stood in the background. The canvas on the large easel 
was a half-finished replica of this painting. Both fig
ures had been completely sketched in by Dr. Arlen and 
the brushwork begun—the lusty, smiling, mustached 
artist in his gayly plumed hat, his left arm about the 
waist of his Dutch-garbed wife.

And on the woman’s chin there was painted a heard.

TILLERY gaped from the processed picture to Dr.
Arlen’s copy. But the one showed a woman’s 

smooth chin, and the other—the doctor’s— a squarish, 
expertly stroked black beard. And yet it had been 
daubed in hastily, as if the old painter had been work
ing against time.

“ Good heavens!”  exclaimed Ellery, glaring. “ That’s 
insane!”

“ Think so?” said Murch blandly. “ Me, I don’t know. 
I’ve got a notion about it.”  He growled at Miss Krutch: 
“ Beat it,” and she fled from the studio, her long legs 
twinkling.

Ellery shook his head dazedly and sank into a chair, 
fumbling for a cigarette. “ That’s a new wrinkle to me, 
Captain. First time I’ve ever encountered in a homi
cide an example of the beard-and-mustache school of 
art— you’ve seen the pencilled hair on the faces of men
and women in billboard advertisements? It’s------ ”
And then his eyes narrowed as something leaped into 
them and he said abruptly: “ Is Miss Agatha Shaw’s 
boy— that Peter— in the house?”

Murch, smiling secretly as if he were enjoying a 
huge jest, went to the hallway door and roared some
thing. Ellery got out of the chair and ran across the 
room and returned with one of the smocks, which he 
flung over the dead man’s body.

A small boy with frightened yet inquisitive eyes came 
slowly into the room, followed by one of the most re
markable creatures Ellery had ever seen. This appari
tion was a large stout woman of perhaps sixty, with 
lined rugged features, so heavy they were almost wat
tled, painted, bedaubed, and varnished with an astound
ing cosmetic technique. Her lips, gross as they were, 
were shaped by rouge into a perfect and obscene Cupid’s 
bow; her eyebrows had been tweezed to incredible thin

ness; round rosy spots punctuated her sagging cheeks; 
and the whole rough heavy skin was floury with white 
powder.

But her costume was even more amazing than her 
face. For she was rigged out in Victorian style—a 
tight-waisted garment, almost bustle-hipped, full wide 
skirts that reached to her thick ankles, a deep and shiny 
bosom, and an elaborate boned lace choker-collar. . . . 
And then Ellery remembered that, since this must be 
Edythe Shaw Royce, there was at least a partial ex
planation for her eccentric appearance; she was an old 
woman, she came from England, and she was no doubt 
still basking in the vanished glow of her girlhood theat
rical days.

“ Mrs. Royce,”  said Murch mockingly, “ and Peter.”
“ How d’ye do,”  muttered Ellery, tearing his eyes 

away. “ Uh— Peter.”
The boy, a sharp-featured and skinny little creature, 

sucked his dirty forefinger and stared.
“ Peter!”  said Mrs. Royce severely. Her voice was 

quite in tune with her appearance: husky and slightly 
cracked. Even her hair, Ellery noted with a wince, was 
nostalgic— a precise deep brown, frankly dyed. Here 
was one female, at least, who did not mean to yield to 
old age without a determined struggle.

“ Peter,” said Ellery, “ look at that picture.”  Peter 
did so, reluctantly. “ Did you put that beard on the face 
of the lady in the picture, Peter?”

Peter shrank against Mrs. Royce’s voluminous skirts. 
“ N-no!”

“ Curious, isn’t it?”  said Mrs. Royce cheerfully. “ I 
was remarking about that to Captain Burch— Murch 
only this morning. I’m sure Peter wouldn’t have drawn 
the beard on that one. He’d learned his lesson, hadn’t 
you, Peter?” Ellery remarked with alarm that the ex
traordinary woman kept screwing her right eyebrow 
up and drawing it deeply down, as if there were some
thing in her eye that bothered her.

“ Ah,” said Ellery. “ Lesson?”
“You see,” went on Mrs. Royce, continuing her ocular 

gymnastics with unconscious vigor, “ it was only yester
day that Peter’s mother caught him drawing a beard 
with chalk on one of Dr. Arlen’s paintings in Peter’s 
bedroom. Dr. Arlen gave him a round hiding, I’m 
afraid, and himself removed the chalk-marks. Dear 
Agatha was so angry with poor Dr. Arlen. So you 
didn’t do it, did you, Peter?”

“ Naw,”  said Peter, who (Please turn to page 101)
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Before
DAWN

Mark Harrell, the Taxi D e

tective, solves another baffling 

crime for the N ew  York  

police, in his own inimitable 

way, as he traps a killer, re

covers stolen jewels and res

cues a pretty girl in distress!

“Don’t shoot! I give up 
—I give up!” The girl 
who faced them was as 

helpless as a kitten.

THE silent streets of the city were cool dark 
tunnels of night; the coming day was merely a 
small distant fire below the eastern pave
ments.

In a still midtown block of darkened residences Mark 
Harrell, speeding Inspector John Farrand of Head
quarters in response to an alarm, brought his Scarlet 
Tanager taxicab to a quick stop beneath a street light. 
The Inspector was already half out of the cab, spurred 
by a desperate urgency. A plainclothes man was 
waiting in a nearby doorway; he came out quickly. 

The Inspector snapped, “ Have you made your arrest?”  
“ No, sir,”  said the detective in a tone of curt sus

pense. “ Held off till you got here. The apartment 
is covered, front and rear. We called you the instant 
the burglar alarm flashed. Whoever it is, he’s still 
up there. I saw a light in the windows a minute 
ago.”

“ Got the keys for a quick entrance?”
“ Fitted them this afternoon when we set up the 

burglar alarm.”
“ Right!”  Farrand glanced grimly at the tall luxuri

ous apartment house opposite. “ Well, we’ll go up and 
take him. You— ”  he hesitated, eyeing Harrell coldly, 
reluctantly—  “ I suppose you’ll want to come along?” 

Without waiting for assent, the Inspector led the 
way rapidly across the street.

Mark Harrell smiled a small, undisturbed smile as 
they shot upward in the elevator. The Inspector was 
ignoring him pointedly. Farrand was a veteran and 
a professional; he could only view with scorn the 
intrusion of an amateur. But it was a morsel he must

swallow. Police Commissioner Ryan was himself an 
amateur, a brilliant executive given to sudden shrewd 
hunches, among the most successful of which had 
proved to be Mark Harrell, retired ship’s officer and 
the unassuming Taxi Detective of growing renown. 
Harrell, mysteriously and urgently summoned out of 
bed in the early morning, was here at the Commis
sioner’s express command, a free-lance on special ser
vice— and a certain magnet for departmental skepti
cism and a measure of jealousy.

TJARRELL’S smile grew a little grim; these as- 
signments were not of his choosing. He scrambled 

for none of the honors they contained, though they 
were, following a lifetime of responsibility and com
mand, a duty he was powerless to shirk. From the 
few details he knew, this seemed a straight police 
job, and he was wholly willing, as Farrand pointedly 
hinted, merely to “ come along.”  There was, he knew, 
a certain dangerous character named Jim Ireton 
wanted by the police; a trap was set in the man’s 
abandoned apartment—some one had now entered, 
touching off the alarm, and the trap was ready to be 
sprung. No more than this had the Inspector vouch
safed.

Two detectives were on post on the seventh floor, 
balefully on watch at a door to a front apartment. 
They rendered a terse, low-voiced report that told 
nothing new.

“We’ll go on in,”  Farrand ordered. He warned, “ And 
mind—the man’s a killer. Take him if  possible, but if  
there’s to be any shooting, see that you shoot first.”
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By

WILLIAM
CORCORAN

The local men had by police custom the dangerous 
precedence of entry. In tense silence they unlocked 
the door.

The elevator operator took shelter in his cage and 
peered apprehensively out from cover. Harrell waited, 
watchful and wary, as the door swung noiselessly 
open.

Darkness and silence lay beyond. The detectives 
entered, probing the menacing dark with sudden quick

beams from their flashlights. Harrell 
followed Farrand.

Beyond a small entry lay a sumptu
ous living-room, a place of rose satin 
and ivory and fragile rich ornament. 
A deep soft carpet muffled their tread. 
They scattered, feeling their way 
eerily.

A thin line of light showed beneath 
a door. One detective motioned the 
others aside. He gripped the knob and 
threw open the door.

It was a bedroom; the illumination 
came from a bathroom beyond. There 
came a quick sound of consternation, 
a crash of broken glass, and a desper
ate scramble of flight. A door slammed.

The detectives shouted a command 
to halt, rushed into the bathroom. An
other door led from the bathroom. 
They charged the door, reckless and 
deadly, and burst upon black darkness.

It was a connecting bedroom. Their 
quarry was gone. They switched on 
the lights and made search, furiously, 
opening doors, peering under the bed, 
behind draperies.

"‘Here he is !" a detective yelled 
tensely. He leveled his gun at some 
masculine garments hanging in a 
clothes closet. “ Come out of there, 
you . .

Nothing stirred. Then the garments 
shook in sudden frenzy.

“ Don’t shoot! I give up— I give up!" 
The lurking fugitive bolted forth in 

abject fright.
They all stood frozen, stunned. 

This was no killer— this was a young 
woman, very pale, pretty, unarmed, no 
more dangerous than a kitten.

INSPECTOR FARRAND’S forceful 
*- jaw was out-thrust in furious dis
appointment. “ Who the devil are you, 
may I ask?"

“ My name is Beaudry," she said
hastily. “ Albertine Beaudry. “ I------ ”

“ You’re under arrest for illegal en
try," he barked. “ What are you doing 
here?”

The girl quailed and sent a quick 
dismayed look at all their faces. It 
lingered a fractional second on Har
rell, as if seeing in his ironic, amused 
detachment a single likelihood of hope.

“ I was just going to tell you—" she 
said anxiously. “ I mean, I live here, 
officer. I thought you were burglars." 

“You lie! Jim Ireton lives here."
She brightened. “ Oh, but I’ve sub-let. He’s gone." 
“ We know that. That’s why we’re here. Where 

is he?"
“ I have no idea." Her pretty face sobered. “ I 

haven’t seen him. I just moved in."
“ In the last fifteen minutes?" Suddenly he clutched 

her arm hard. “ Where’s Ireton?" he roared.
“ I haven’t any idea."
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“You won’t talk then? You won’t come through?”
“ Oh— ” she winced in his grip. “ I really haven’t 

any idea. Really, officer.”
Farrand let her go. His blue eyes flashed sparks. 

The girl stared at him accusingly, angry and appre- 
hensive.

“ So that’s the game we’ll play at?” said Farrand, 
his voice quivering with a terrible cold wrath. “We’re 
not going to talk when we’re told to, eh? Well, we’ll 
waste no time on that! Boland, call the wagon. Take 
this one in and book her for burglary. Shoot her up 
to another precinct immediately where her friends 
won’t find her in a hurry. O’Brien— you and your 
partner look around. See if anything’s been disturbed. 
Be quick about it. If Diamond Jim Ireton don’t show 
up, we’ll bring in a haul of his friends.”

Alarm fired the girl anew. “ Oh, don’t take me in! 
Please, please. I didn’t steal anything.”

“ We’ll find that out when the matron gets to work 
on you,”  Farrand said brutally. He was deliberate 
about it; he was a skilled policeman, and shrewd 
brutality was one of the keenest tools o f his trade. 
“ I’ll work on you myself. Little alley cats of your 
kind are no novelty to me. Go on down to the wagon.”

The girl shrank from him. She looked again at 
Harrell, beseechingly, terrified. She seemed on the 
verge of urgent, momentous speech.

But a detective gave her a blunt poke. “ Get moving.”
The girl dropped her eyes and started across the 

room in blind misery.
Mark Harrell’s cool gray gaze was hard and his 

mouth was wry and unpleasant as he turned on his 
heel and followed, watching the girl’s small bowed 
shoulders, so stricken with numb despair.

Inspector Farrand rode to the precinct house in the 
taxicab. The bitterness of his disappointment was 
acid, and he was spurred to talk. He sat on the 
folding seat while Harrell drove swiftly through the 
gray morning.

“ I don’t mind saying I fail to see the need of you 
on this case,”  he said bluntly. “ But I got the orders 
to rouse you out, direct from the Commissioner. You 
might as well know what’s doing. You’ve read about 
the Medici Crown disappearance, haven’t you?”

Harrell had. Everyone had. The case was a sen
sational mystery; the glitter of priceless Medici jewels 
had cast a halo of fascination about the theft o f the 
famous gem-studded 16th Century golden crown worn 
long ago by Cosimo I, Duke of Florence and first 
Grand Duke of Tuscany.

“ Is this Ireton involved?” asked Harrell over his 
shoulder.

“ Over his head. We can’t prove it—yet. If we had 
him in hand, maybe we’d make shift. We have ways. 
He has an unwritten criminal record as long as the

right arm of Primo Camera, and he’s never had a 
conviction. He’s smart enough to have figured out 
an entirely new racket. Traffic in most stolen com
modities is ruined by bad times. Kidnaping flourished 
a while, but then turned too dangerous. This Ireton 
bucko has taken to kidnaping art treasures and hold
ing them for ransom. If no ransom is paid, the things 
are destroyed. There’s no way to trace the loot, as 
there is in robbery. He’s eliminated most of the risk 
of thievery and practically all the risk of kidnaping. 
It was Ireton made away with the Medici Crown from 
the rich Glendenning collection.”

“ How?”
“ That, none of us can tell exactly.” Farrand spoke 

angrily, as of a blot on the escutcheon of the Force 
that must be erased. “ By devilish cunning. Plainly 
he studied the routine and lay-out of the Glendenning 
mansion on Fifth Avenue and found a loophole. None 
of those private collections are ever properly policed, 
and it’s me, a cop, that says so, if ever you’re asked. 
He got in, and he got out. Plainly he had keys made 
for the place and enjoyed the freedom of it. And one 
morning five weeks ago the watchman on his rounds 
simply found the Medici case broken open and the 
crowm missing. There was never a clue. Not until a 
letter came demanding a quarter million dollars of 
ransom was a trace of the thing ever found.”

“ Is Glendenning willing to pay?”
“ The Commissioner persuaded him to refuse. The 

responsibility is all ours. The last minute of grace 
is up at nightfall this day. We must break the case 
now— or the crown is gone forever.”

Harrell smiled grimly. The immeasurable loss of 
the treasure was as nothing beside the humiliation to 
the Department. “How do you know Ireton did it?” 

“ We have ways. We were told. We don’t look our 
secret information too closely in the mouth. We’re not 
interested in fancy detective work; we know who did 
the job. What we must do is get the crown back. 
Ireton knows we want him and is satisfied to hide 
out. More than satisfied, by the way he’s kept clear of 
us. We watched the apartment for days; only this 
afternoon in desperation we withdrew all the men 
posted near it, trying to lure him back. We left a 
burglar alarm to let us know.”  Farrand swore. “ And 
this piece of fluff is our pinch!” He swore again, furi
ous at the mere thought of his chagrin.

npH E Y  were approaching the station-house. Har- 
*- rell’s cool eyes were narrow, and he said nothing.

Nor, for that matter, did Harrell have occasion for 
speech inside when the inquisition began. He looked 
on and listened, and he stood by at intervals in the 
detectives’ room where they cornered the girl Alber- 
tine Beaudry and hammered incessant questions at her.

Ireton was no longer 
sane. He brought his 
gun to bear, leveled 
on the girl and Har

rell—
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Harrell’s calm gray gaze studied her long. In anguish 
and despair she clung to the story they pried out of 
her.

“ I tell you I never even saw this Jim Ireton,” she 
told them, weeping. “ I’m from a place out of town, 
and I’ll never tell you where because it would be too 
terrible. Can’t you understand what I’m saying? It’s 
on account of my sister. She’s unhappily married and 
very young. She fell in love with this Ireton; she 
never knew what kind of man he was. She wrote him 
letters, crazy, lonesome love letters, and suddenly he 
turned around and blackmailed her with them. She 
was only young and foolish, and a man like that could 
ruin her. The scandal would kill our parents. It’s too 
terrible to think of. I hid in that house for hours 
tonight and then crawled on a ledge and climbed in 
a window. I wanted those letters back and I was 
ready to commit burglary to get them. You must 
believe me!”  she gasped. “You must let me go. Don’t 
you see what you’re doing?”

But they were cold, hard-boiled. They cared little 
what they were doing.

“Why won’t you let us wire your chief of police and 
check this?” Farrand flung at her. “We’ve got you 
booked for a major felony, and you’ll either clear 
yourself damn quick or take a rap for the limit we 
can get out of the jury.”

She looked at him. She was silent. She was at the 
end of her tether. Her eyes were unnaturally big, 
and dark-ringed; her face was drawn of blood. “You 
really mean that?”

“ I mean it.”
“ Then . . . ” she said, faltering and recovering

starkly. “Then there’s nothing else. I can’t betray my 
sister. I can’t. I’ve got to go to prison if you say.” 

Farrand towered over her, tortured by his im
potence, shouting, “ You’ll go to prison and I’ll hound 
you when you come out of prison. . . .”

But Farrand abruptly stopped. Albertine Beaudry 
had fainted.

The name Albertine Beaudry was a fiction, of course. 
Nothing in her possession hinted at her true name. 
The Criminal Identification Bureau labored vainly. 
Her finger-prints matched none in the files; a photo
graph swiftly taken and rushed downtown resembled 
none in the Gallery. Time and the irresistible pa
tience of the police would break down the mystery, 
of course—but there was no time. The day was draw
ing on, and the vast city hid its secret securely.

Inspector Farrand was like a crazy man in his raging 
despair. Mark Harrell stopped him outside the de
tectives’ room.

“ Inspector, may I offer a suggestion?”
“ No!” roared Farrand instantly.
“ You’ll listen to it, at least,” Harrell told him 

bluntly.
Farrand gazed at him. “What is it?”
“ Let me have the girl alone in my custody and on 

my responsibility for one hour.”
Farrand choked a little. “You? Turn her loose 

with you?”
“ You’ve talked the girl hoarse and the case is at 

a standstill. It’s time I had my chance, whether you 
like it or not.”

Farrand blew up, literally blasting Harrell out of 
his way and strode out of the room, absolutely denying 
the request.

Harrell let the officer go. He wore a small dry 
smile as he picked up a telephone and put through an 
official call.

Four minutes later a uniformed man hastened to 
find Inspector Farrand. Harrell was now leaning idly 
in a doorway, watching.

“ The Commissioner?” said Farrand. “He wants to 
talk to me? At this hour?”

“ He’s on the wire, sir,” said the policeman earnestly. 
Farrand hastened to the telephone. What he heard, 

none of those about the station-house learned. But 
the high color of his face changed and the sparks faded 
from his eyes, and briefly answering, he hung up and 
made for Harrell. He looked at him opaquely an 
instant.

“ All right,”  he said in a snarl. “ You can have her. 
Orders are orders. But the responsibility’s no longer 
mine. And I’ll not forget that you went over my 
head, Harrell.”

Harrell shrugged dryly. “ I’ve got my orders, too, 
Inspector.”

The Inspector turned on his heel and strode away.
It was an intensely relieved but very mystified young 

woman Mark Harrell drove away from the station- 
house five minutes later. She snapped down the fold
ing seat in the cab and sat where she could look 
at Harrell’s face as he drove. She was fairly breath
less with mystification.

“ What’s happened?” she demanded. “Where are we 
going? Are you a policeman, too?”

“ I’m a hackman,”  Harrell said ironically. “ Did you 
happen to take note how I rated among those cops?”

She declined to take this at face value. Well, what
ever you are, you’re good! You got me out— and I 
thought I was in for life, at least. Tell me where 
you’re taking me?”  (Please turn to'page 77)
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FREDERICK NEBEL, popular young author of 
best-selling novels and short stories, returns to 
M ystery M agazine with another heart-stirring 
story in which M arcus Corcoran, the beloved  
district attorney in “M urder Offstage, 
again plays the role of the human prose
cutor. H e  hated to find a lovely girl 
mixed up in a nasty murder; but 
h e d id  and a l s o  —  t h e  k i l l e r !

J ACOBS, the coroner’s man, got 
up from his knees and clicked 
shut his black satchel. The 
cuffs of his trousers had be

come hitched up almost to his stout 
calves; he stamped the cuffs down 
to his shoe tops, set his satchel on a 
small Sheraton table and drummed 
his stubby heels across the bare 
floor to the bathroom, drawing up 
his sleeves.

A  portrait o f a girl, still in rough 
outline, stood on an easel at the 
north end of the studio.

In the center of the room, near a 
divan, Charles Bennett, the artist, 
lay dead.

Inspector Tom Rockford, a hard- 
boiled big man, stood with one foot 
planted on a small stool. He leaned 
with one elbow on his jacked-up 
knee, dangling in his hand a long, 
stiletto-like letter - opener with a 
curved ivory handle. A  brown Hom- 
burg was on the back on his head.
He stared with blank-eyed concen
tration at the dead man.

Two uniformed policemen and 
Anton Schlaik, the janitor, stood in 
the background. Schlaik was a tall, 
bony, stoop-shouldered man dressed 
in a coarse black suit. His bald head 
leaned far forward and his large, 
protuberant eyes hung mournfully 
in their sockets. Farther back, Phil
ip Davidson, a lean youth with a 
long, aesthetic neck and curly blond 
hair, stood worrying the brim of his 
hat with thin, pale fingers.

When Marcus Corcoran, the dis
trict attorney, drifted in swinging a 
stick, one of the policemen turned, touched a finger to 
the visor of his cap. Corcoran, without pausing in his 
leisurely progress, slipped the stick beneath his arm 
and came into the wide pool o f light where the dead man 
lay and Tom Rockford stood with his foot planted on 
the stool.

Corcoran’s voice was quiet, unamazed; “ Murder, eh, 
Tom?”

“ Hello, Marcus. Yeah.”
Corcoran stood back on his heels, bending his brows 

above his strong, straight nose, drawing off his chamois 
gloves. He was terse but amiable. “ Who is he?” 

“ Charles Bennett.”
Corcoran squinted around the studio. “ He the 

artist?”
“ Yeah. This is his place.” Rockford held up the 

letter-opener. “ This is part of the pretty picture.” 
“ Finger-prints ?”
Rockford grunted. “ Swell chance!”

KILLED
JACOBS came, drumming his heels across the bare 

J  studio floor and drying his hands. “ Hello, Mr. Cor
coran. The fellow certainly gat it neat, didn’t he? Yes, 
sir— right through the old pump!”  He pointed. “ That 
thingamabob Tom’s playing with. Moral; Tear your 
letters open; never have one of those things around.”

“ Is that Bennett’s?”  Corcoran asked.
“ Of course. His initials are on it,”  Rockford said.
“ Anything startling?”
Rockford growled under his breath and swung his 

foot down from the stool. He scowled irritably at 
Schlaik and then he scowled at Philip Davidson. He 
tossed a thumb toward Schlaik and said, “ That’s the 
janitor and caretaker for these apartments here— name 
o’ Schlaik. The other fellow’s name’s Davidson. From 
what I can gather, Charles Bennett walked into some
thing. You can see how his desk has been rifled and 
that there cash box forced open. It looks like murder 
and robbery. It looks like Bennett walked in on the rob-
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By FREDERICK NEBEL
Ben Ricardo was mut

tering, “That D. A., 
he ought to have his 

face caved in.” 
Corcoran didn’t 

relish the job 
he had ahead 

of him.

after 10 P. M
ber and the robber let him have it through the heart.”

Corcoran strolled to the desk, laid down derby, gloves 
and stick. He turned, saying offhand, “ How do you 
know he walked in?” and rubbed a handkerchief briefly 
across his nose.

Rockford nodded toward Schlaik. “ He said he met 
Bennett coming in a few minutes past ten tonight. 
Down three flights, in the ground-floor hall. Right, 
Schlaik?”

Schlaik nodded with his whole gaunt body and said 
in a hoarse croak of a voice, “Yes, sir. I met Mr. Ben
nett when he came in. It was a cold night out and he 
asked me to bring up some logs for his fireplace. I had 
my overcoat and hat on, account of I was going out for 
a walk. I go out for a walk every night so’s I can 
sleep good. I asked him if it would be all right if I 
brought the logs up in twenty minutes or half an hour 
and he said yes. So when I brought the logs up, he— 
well, I seen him on the floor.”

“What time was it when you came 
in here?” Corcoran asked, strolling 
over to look at the unfinished por
trait on the easel.

“About ten-thirty.”
Rockford put in, “ When I arrived, 

Bennett was laying there with his 
overcoat still on. It was unbuttoned 
but he had it still on. Which is why 
I claim he walked right into what he 
got.” He flung a hand toward the 
blond youth. “ Davidson, there, ar
rived a few minutes after Schlaik 
was supposed to have discovered 
Bennett dead. Tell the district at
torney, Davidson.”

Davidson ran a hand up through 
his hair. “ Well, I came up the stairs 
at about half-past ten and I knocked 
on the door there, and in a minute 
it was opened by Mr. Schlaik. He— 
he looked very upset, very white and 
shocked, and I asked him if  Mr. Ben
nett was in. He couldn’t say any
thing for a minute. I guess he was 
so shocked, and then he took hold of 
my arm and pulled me in and pointed 
to—the body.”

Corcoran asked, “ Why were you 
coming to see Mr. Bennett? Are 
you a friend of his?”

Davidson swallowed. “ Well— no,
I ’m not. I’m thinking of taking up 
an art course. I phoned Mr. Bennett 
yesterday and asked him if he’d give 
me an interview and perhaps a little 
advice on the best way to go about 
it. He said he was busy during the 
day but if I came by at night, well, 
he’d be glad to do what he could. 
So— well, I came by tonight— and— 
well, there he was— dead.”  He swal
lowed again and then broke into a 
fit of coughing which drove red color 
across his pale face. Presently the 
spell passed and he sat breathing 
rapidly and worrying the brim of his 
hat.

Rockford then barked, “ You seem 
damned nervous, Mr. Davidson!”

“ I am,” Davidson nodded. “ I’m 
not well, anyhow, and—well, walk
ing in on a thing like this------ ”  He
coughed again, holding his hand up 
to this mouth.

Corcoran was saying, “ How about 
the other tenants, Tom? Did you 

quiz them?”
“The apartment next this is empty. So is the one 

under this. I sent Jake Holman around to the others, 
just in case. It looks like pure murder and robbery to 
me, Marcus.”

Corcoran said, “ The only thing that’s not pure about 
it is the weapon. If this’d been a professional job, 
the robber would have carried his own weapon. If he 
was addicted to a gun, he’d have shot Bennett; if to a 
knife, he’d have had his own knife. It looks to me, 
Tom, like a panicky job. I mean, when the killer was 
surprised, he grabbed something— ”

Corcoran paused and lifted his chin. “ Mr. Schlaik, 
did Mr. Bennett have many women visitors?”

CCHLAIK was staring glassy-eyed at the corpse. He 
^  started, said, “ I guess he did, sir; models and 
things. I don’t know for sure, though. There used 
to be women in here sometimes when I came in, 
but I always went about minding my own business
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and I didn’t pay no attention to them.”
There was a stir at the doorway and Detective Jake 

Holman came in with a short, white-haired old man 
wrapped in a dressing-gown. Holman was gaunt, 
beetle-browed.

He said, “ Hi, Mr. Corcoran.” And then: “ This is
Mr. Graves. He lives in the second floor front. Mr. 
Graves, this is District Attorney Corcoran and that’s 
Inspector Rockford. Tell them what you told me.” 

Graves did not appear to relish his position. “ I don’t 
think there’s anything in it, gentlemen. Mr. Holman 
was questioning me about a lot of things and he hap
pened to mention Schlaik and he asked me if by any 
chance I knew if Schlaik was hard up. I said I didn’t 
really know, and then I happened to remember that 
about two weeks ago Schlaik asked me if I could loan 
him fifty dollars. I couldn’t, and I told him.”

Schlaik stared stonily at the floor.
Rockford ripped out, “You hear that, Schlaik?” 
“ Yes, sir.”
“ Did you manage to get that fifty from someone 

else?”
Schlaik’s fists hung limply. “ No, sir.”
Rockford spun on Davidson. “ Did you notice his

hands when he opened the door?”
Davidson stammered, “ N-no, I didn't.”
“ Did you meet anyone on your walk, Schlaik?” Rock

ford demanded.
“ I—no, I didn’t meet no one.”
Graves said, “ Really, Inspector, I don’t think Schlaik 

had anything to do with it.”
“ You don’t know anything about it,”  Rockford flung 

back at him. And to Schlaik, “ Why did you want that 
fifty?”

Schlaik said in a hoarse, choked voice, “ I had to have 
some dentist work done. It would have cost seventy- 
five and I figured if I could get fifty, then I could make 
up the rest out of my salary.”

“ Did you ever see Bennett put money in that box?” 
Schlaik shook his head. “ No.”
“ I’ll bet you’re a damned liar!” Rockford growled. 
Corcoran was holding the vest which Bennett had 

worn and which the man from the coroner’s* office had 
removed. “Look at this, Tom,” he said. He crossed to 
Rockford, passed him a magnifying glass the size of a 
fifty-cent piece. “Look through this, Tom, and tell me 
what you see on this vest.”

Rockford looked. “Cigarette ash.”
“ Look again.”
“ It still looks like— ”
Corcoran said, “ It’s face powder. Right around the 

spot above his heart.”
“ So what?” Rockford growled angrily.
“ I  think,” Corcoran said, “ that when Bennett lay on 

the floor a woman leaned down to listen to his heart 
beats. Maybe he’d harmed her some time ago. Maybe 
she came here seeking redress. Maybe he told her to 
get out. Maybe. . . . ” He shrugged, draped the vest 

on the back of a chair.
Rockford groaned. “ Oh Lord, 

now you’re dragging a woman 
in it, Marcus!”

“Why not? I said I thought 
it looked like a panicky job. 
It’s the kind of instrument a 
woman would grab.”

“ But it was robbery, Mar
cus!” Rockford shook a fist 
toward the desk. “ Robbery!” 

“ That,” said Corcoran, stroll
ing to the desk, “ is one part 
that puzzles me.”

He ran his fingers through 
a hodge-podge of odds and ends 
on the desk, scooped up a small 
leather address book, thumbed 
the pages, glancing idly at the 
alphabetically arranged names. 
The “E” page was missing. He 
could see that it had been 
ripped out. He made a small, 
ruminative sound behind his 
teeth, baring them slightly.

“ Hanh?” grunted Tom Rock
ford, at his elbow.

“ This,”  Corcoran murmured 
in a low voice. “A page miss
ing. The book’s new— still 
stiff. See if there’s a telephone 
book around. See if he checked 
anything in the E’s.”

Rockford found a telephone 
directory in a drawer of the 
desk, thumbed to the E’s, found 
nothing checked. A rectangu
lar ruled card, about eight 
by six inches, flew out of the 
book as he tossed it down. 
Corcoran picked up the card. 
At the top it advertised artists’ 
supplies. Below this heading 
were the ruled lines. There 
were about a dozen scrawled 
names, with telephone num
bers.

Corcoran's eyes stopped on the fifth name from the 
bottom. Marjory Eden. Belmont 2030. He looked for 
tlm name in the telephone directory but did not find it.

_ “ It’s the only E,”  he remarked quietly, partly to 
himself.

Rockford still looked disgruntled. “ You’re chasing 
rainbows, Marcus—chasing rainbows.”

“How about Bennett’s relatives?”
“ They live way the hell out in Phoenix.”
“ You’d better wire them (Please turn to page 92)

“Did Bennett ever try to make love to you?” Corcoran asked.
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To the young man’s astonishment, Riley Dillon did not budge in the least.

Stained RUBIES
To Riley Dillon, gallant Irish Raffles, jewels 
were the breath of life. Between them and a 
woman he never hesitated— or hardly ever; 
but from the moment he saw Anne Nichols' 
matchless beauty, the audacious rogue was 

a lost man, and he knew it

ON the same evening that witnessed 
the shocking murder of General 
Nichols, any such contingency was 
far from the thoughts of Riley

Dillon.
It was of the Malabar rubies that he was 

thinking, as he dined lightly and at leisure 
in the main dining room of the Drake. He 
had never seen them, but he knew every 
one of them intimately. It was his business 
to know all the famous stones in the world, 
and all about them to boot.

Before midnight, or shortly after, Riley 
Dillon meant to have the Malabar rubies 
himself.

His meal finished, he sauntered down to 
the street level, and en route encountered 
cheerful nods on every hand. Those thinly 
carved but laughing features of his, those merry gray 
eyes, drew quick friendliness. At the entrance, Dillon 
favored his friend the starter with one of his precious 
Havanas, and the man in uniform beamed as he 
saluted.

“ In precisely half an hour,” said Dillon, “will you 
have a rented car here for me? Hire it for the evening.

By RODNEY BLAKE
I can’t very well go in a taxicab to the Nichols’ recep
tion and dance, with half of Chicago there, eh? A fine 
old chap, General Nichols.”

“ One of the finest in the world, Mr. Dillon,”  agreed 
the starter, who naturally knew everyone who was 
anyone. “ Marvelous how he pulled that bank of his out 
of the hole after the crash, last year! Still, I hear he

The MYSTERY Magazine, August, 193A 47



made a lot of enemies. People lost 
money, and that hurts. A hard man, 
the old general is, a fighter all through!
But that’s the best kind.”

“ True for you,” Riley Dillon agreed.
He turned back toward the elevators, 
slim and straight in his impeccable eve
ning attire.

In front of him, an elevator dis
gorged an uproarious, rowdy throng 
evidently just from a party in one of 
the hotel rooms, as the liquor-thick 
voices testified. A dark young man 
whose silk hat was thrust over one ear, 
collided with Dillon. His arm shot out 
and with an irritated oath he shoved— 
shoved hard. To his astonishment,
Riley Dillon did not budge in the least.

Instead, Dillon hooked two fingers 
inside the young blood’s high dress 
collar and then shook him violently, 
casting him aside to skid over the 
floor and collide with the nearest pillar.
Riley Dillon smiled amiably.

“ Faith, if it’s shoving you’re after,” 
he said lightly, “there’s one for you— ”

The liquor-laden young man got his 
bearings and rushed, but his compan
ions and two hotel employes intervened.
He was led forth cursing, and with a 
laugh, Dillon entered a car and was 
shot up to his own floor. He thought 
nothing more of the incident; but he 
was to think of it, and think hard, ere 
this memorable evening was over.

N his own corner room that over
looked the garish lights of the North 

Shore, Riley Dillon sat at his desk, and 
beneath the shaded light went over 
very carefully the final details of his 
night’s work.

Riley Dillon loved jewels passion
ately and tenderly. To him, these bits 
of glittering stone were the very 
breath of life. Between a glorious 
jewel and a glorious woman he never— 
or hardly ever— hesitated.

Yet, with few peers as an expert of 
precious stones, Riley Dillon kept his 
knowledge a secret. No one guessed 
what passed within that keenly alert 
brain, or the swift, deft genius that reposed in those 
slender carefully kept fingers of his. And it should be 
noted that Riley Dillon never stole for profit. If the 
moral principles involved were dubious, his own code 
of ethics was a rigid one.

His campaign was not so simple this time. General 
Lucas Nichols, banker, soldier, connoisseur, owned the 
Malabar rubies. They had been presented to him by a 
grateful European power whose finances he had rescued 
from chaos. General Nichols also had three children, 
and tonight he was entertaining the elect of Chicago in 
honor of his youngest daughter’s birthday.

Riley Dillon smiled as he pocketed the engraved and 
numbered invitation. He had once seen General Nichols 
at a distance, it is true, but this bit of cardboard had 
cost him quite a bit of finesse and cash. To a casual 
glance, however, it was quite authentic.

“ One can’t pocket the Malabar rubies,” thought Dil
lon cheerfully, “without a bit of cost and trouble. One 
more glance at the house plans, now, and we’re ready.”

He bent once more over the roughly sketched but 
accurate plan of the Nichols mansion, whose distant 
lights could almost be discerned from the window be
fore him.

One reason *or Riley Dillon’s success was that he 
never neglected details. He must have every feature 
of that house clearly in his head against any emer
gency, from the great ballroom on the third floor down 
to the famous “ Nichols Sanctum” on the side of the

house overlooking the beautifully kept gardens.
In this “ sanctum” which other men would have 

termed a library, had been made both financial and 
political history. Here the eccentric millionaire, with 
a touch of pardonable vanity, kept his medals, honors 
and trophies; and not the least of these mementos of 
his career were the Malabar rubies.

A glance at his watch, and Riley Dillon rose. The 
evening was warm; no overcoat was needed. The house 
plans he tore into tiny fragments and cast from the 
window. Turning with a gay whistle—the old lilting 
tune of Lillibulero was most frequent on his lips— he 
picked up his green ebony stick, donned his silk hat, 
and drew on his gloves. Some said it was bad luck to 
whistle, but Riley Dillon believed only in good luck.

The ordered car was awaiting him below.
Twenty minutes later, crawling along in line with 

limousines and town cars, it halted beneath the porte- 
cochere of the glittering Nichols mansion. Upon the 
attendants at the doors, Riley Dillon bestowed his hat 
and stick, his heart-warming smile, and his invitation; 
he was announced without question.

Welcoming his guests stood the widowed general, his 
two daughters, and his son. General Nichols was 
straight as an arrow despite his sixty years, choleric 
and dictatorial. For one flashing instant Riley Dillon 
caught the eye of the elder daughter; from that instant 
he was a lost man, and knew it.

He advanced. Audacious, whimsical, he shook hands
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with the general and mentioned 
mutual friends. His gay smile, 
his charm of manner, carried it 
off superbly. Then he was shak
ing hands with Anne Nichols, was 
looking into her eyes, and was 
forgetting all about the Malabar 
rubies. He met the younger 
daughter, he was introduced to 
the son—

And the son was the young man 
whom he had encountered by the 
Drake elevators. Sober now, but 
flushing darkly with recognition.

“An unexpected pleasure,” he 
said ironically, as Dillon extended 
a hand. “ But in my own house—” 
and he gave Dillon a quick, hard, 
resentful grip. “ What was the 
name?”

“ The name is Riley Dillon,”  and 
Dillon, gray eyes twinkling, clap
ped him on the shoulder. “ Come,

Riley D illo n ’ s alert 
n o s t r i ls  caught the 
odor of blood; his eyes 
searched the floor—  
and found it, coming 
from beneath the screen.

think no more of what’s past!” he went on cheerfully, 
deliberately accentuating his touch of brogue. “ Had 
I known you were the brother of Anne Nichols, you 
could have pushed me all over the place. And both 
of us with a drop too much, maybe— eh?”

The other laughed, none too genially. “ Oh, you’re 
a friend of Anne’s, eh? Well, if you put it that way, 
perhaps— nonsense! Let it pass, Mr. Dillon. Look 
me up later.”

Dillon went his way. Among the scores of guests, 
his distinguished air and his perfect ease, which is 
the touchstone of social credit, made him instantly at 
home. Within another half hour he was on friendly 
terms with a dozen people, but he forgot them all when 
he came to dance with Anne Nichols.

Too impulsive for his own good, Riley Dillon found 
himself captivated.

Her mystery, her beauty, fascinated him. Dark, 
lovely, impetuous, Anne Nichols was known for her 
lack of conventional restraint, for her general disdain 
of society and marriage in favor of art. Already, at 
twenty-four, her oils were hung in numerous museums, 
and the artistic world was opening wide to her.

Riley Dillon danced with her once. He 
danced with her twice. Then she turned 
her back on all the gay throng and went 
strolling through the gardens with him, 
talking of Cellini and Matisse and things 
in between. Already they were warm, 
sure friends, but something in her air, in 
her eyes and voice, disquieted Dillon. He 
divined something amiss with her life.

“Why did you tell Robert that we were 
friends?” she asked suddenly, without 
warning.

“ Devil and all, isn’t it true?” retorted 
Dillon whimsically.

“ It wasn’t then. He asked me about you, 
and— ”

“ And you backed me up? Good for 
you!” Dillon exclaimed. “ Well, my dear, 
if you must have it, from the first moment 
I caught sight of you, I knew we were 
friends. And there was but one way of 
meeting you— to come here tonight. So I 
came, and your father himself introduced 
us, and devil take the rest! And now I 
find you’re an unhappy woman, and I’m sad 
for you.”

This was shifting the attack with a ven
geance. She halted and stood looking at 
him.

“Yes,” went on Dillon gravely. “ It’s an 
impudent rascal I am, but what of it? Be
tween us is a spell like old intimacy this 
night; whether it’s your goodness or my 
roguery that draws us together, my dear, 
what matter? Listen to me, now. There’s 
some sore trouble eating at your heart. It 
shows in your eyes and your words. Is it 
a thing that can be given help or aid, I’m 
asking you?”

She stood astonished, meeting his direct, 
incisive gaze in the reflected glow of the 
house lights. Then she laughed a little, 
in embarrassment.

“What a suddenly intimate stranger you 
are, Mr. Dillon! Undoubtedly I should be 

angry, but it’s rather hard not to like you a 
little.”

“ A true word you spoke there,” said Riley 
Dillon heartily. “ Didn’t I know at once that 
you were not the person to misunderstand me? 
A sensible fine girl she is, I said to myself, and 
a sensible woman never misunderstands any
one.”

“ You do know a lot about women, don’t you?” 
she replied, and laughed softly as she met his 
gaze. Then her hand went out and through his 
arm, and she was at his side again. “ You’re 
a queer, dear sort of (Please turn to page 54)
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A  real department for M ystery 
readers! Write your opinions and 
suggestions for M ystery M agazine 
every month. Tell us what story 
you like best—who your favorite 
mystery writer is. For every let
ter published we will pay one dol
lar. And, remember, if you don’t like 
this magazine, be frank and say so! Write 
to the M ystery Editor, Tower Magazines, 
Inc., 55 Fifth Avenue. New York, N. Y.

A  BIG OPINION
DENVER, COLORADO—May I offer the following 

opinion o f Mystery Magazine?
Cover and general make-up—Very high class.
Stories— Interesting, entertaining and suitable for 

the entire family.
Favorite authors— Albert Payson Terhune and Sax 

Rohmer.
Articles— Ably written and very helpful.
Book-length novel—Worth many times the price of 

the book.
Family Opinion—We ought to have five copies and 

have them twice each month; it’s the biggest dime’s 
worth in the world.

Mrs. F. A. Buda

FIRED AN D  HIRED
DETROIT, MICHIGAN— Just why is it I never 

have any luck? On the first o f May I found M ystery, 
for the first time, on the magazine shelf at the drug 
store. I can honestly say that I have never seen as 
keen a magazine.

To prove how good the magazine is, I forgot about 
getting back to my job after lunch and was fired; 
however, I told my boss what to do about it and that 
if he had ever read a story half as good as “ The Im
perfect Twins” I would eat his shirt. My boss bawled 
me out, then, in . a low voice asked me where I got the 
magazine.

I don’t gush and I hate people that do. I have never 
written a fan letter o f any kind before so I hope you 
understand my inadequate praise of Mystery, the 
stories and the nominal price.

Elizabeth Cady

M YSTER Y IN TH E SPRING
CHICAGO, ILL.— Perhaps these beautiful spring 

days inspired all our Mystery authors, for they all 
came through with a bang. I enjoyed every story to 
the wth degree, but, of course, I picked my favorites. 
The very best of all the swell stories was the “ Murder 
on the Fast Express” ; and, of course, Stuart Palmer 
and Ellery Queen came through with flying colors as 
usual. “The Imperfect Twins” didn’t lack anything 
either in way of entertainment, but why, oh why, did

Cobbden Claine have to die; why couldn't it have been 
Dick Delchester? I’m sure no one would have cared. 
Can’t authors understand that we, the readers of their 
stories, don’t like to have any character that we’re in
terested in, die?

Elaine Hart
TASTES DIFFER

CLEVELAND, OHIO—-“Resolutions”— runs an old 
adage—“are made to be broken.” And I guess they 
are for I had made a resolution never to pester an 
editor with letters of any sort. But, the truth is that 
being a detective and mystery story addict I can’t 
keep from writing you to pat you on the back for put
ting out a magazine like Mystery. There isn’t a mag
azine half as good being published either in America 
or anywhere else. It’s a magazine that even Sher
lock Holmes would have on a desk in his Baker Street 
residence. And I guess that like the rest of us, he 
would be pestering friends to read it or phoning them 
that the latest issue had just come out, for Mystery 
is that kind of a magazine. You don’t have to wipe 
blood off its cover as you do of the run of the mill 
pulp magazines. And you don’t throw it in the fur
nace after you’ve finished it; you either let it lie with 
the family magazines on the living-room table or pass 
it on to a friend.

Of course, tastes differ. Personally I never read 
anything even halfway through if written by Rohmer, 
LaCossit, Ripperger or Footner. Their stuff is too 
pulpy. At least to me it is.

On the other hand anything by Queen, Starret, Pear
son, Eberhart, Surdez, Palmer is devoured by me. 
My pet is Stuart Palmer. His “ Murder on the Black
board” and his short stories rank very high as detective 
fiction. Mignon Eberhart is almost as good and I would 
like to know why you haven’t given us a complete 
novel by her, featuring Miss Keate? Not that there’s 
anything wrong with the novels that have appeared. 
They have all been first rate. The last three “ Cursed 
Gold,”  . . . “ Going to St. Ives”  and “Black Fog” were 
excellent. But a novel by Eberhart would be something 
special. I hope to see one before this year is out.

Alex Papps, Jr.

A  FAM ILY TREAT
UPLAND, CALIFORNIA—There are four of us in 

our family, and I must say there is something of
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interest in your Mystery Magazine for all o f us.
It is in our house and everyone has had a grab at it 

before it has been on sale twenty-four hours. One 
member of our family has repeatedly brought home 
the same issue and when we quiz him about it he says 
“Aw shucks," I wish they’d print one twice a month.

I feel sure he isn’t alone in that idea.
It sure has been a life saver to us on different occa

sions when other entertainment was out of the ques
tion. Everyone is happy and contented while absorbing 
its contents. I myself wish it would come out twice 
a month if only for peace and quietness. It’s just a. 
case of “ grabber’s luck’’ once the book is free and laid 
down on the table.

No need to go into detail as to which story or article 
each one likes best. For I know each and every word 
is read and enjoyed by all of us: the ads, beauty ar
ticles, thrillers, cookery, patterns, complete novels, etc.

We are all satisfied and say it is one dime very well 
spent.

Mary Stainton

RIGHT IN TH E  TEETH
WAUWATOSA, WIS.— You ask us to be frank and 

tell you if we don’t like the Mystery Magazine. I’ll be 
frank and say I do like it.

But if  you must have criticism, here it is------
In the June issue we read in “ The Riddle of the

Blueblood Murders’’ by Stuart Palmer------
“ Through the loose cork came the 
tell-tale odor of bitter almonds.”

And in “ The Sinister Death in the Black Room”  by
Henry LaCossitt------

“ And in his nostrils was a curious 
pungency, a bitter-sweet odor, like 
that of sweet almonds.”

All I can say is, make up your mind— is it bitter or 
sweet? Or is it just plain nuts to you?

Arthur R. Tofte

T H A N K  YO U !
SAN LEANDRO, CAL.— I have been reading 

Mystery Magazine for over a year now, and wish 
to tell you that I think each new number surpasses the 
preceding one.

I always enjoy your book-length novels, and I don’t 
believe that I have ever read any story at any time 
that can beat “ Going to St. Ives,” and would like 
to have more of Colver Harris’ stories. “ Murder on the 
Fast Express” is all that one could wish for in a 
mystery.

I am glad that you have changed the picture for “ I 
Go Sleuthing.”  The other always gave me the shivers, 
but this new one is the ticket.

I wish to send my sincerest thanks for this splendid 
magazine—the maximum in reading for the minimum 
in price.

Mrs. L. Campbell

RIGH T IN TH E TEETH  A G A IN !
BELLEVUE, WASHINGTON— I see we have a con

tortionist in Colver Harris’ story, “ Going to St. Ives.” 
Mrs. Harris states in the first two paragraphs of 
Chapter II, that our heroine on awakening from a 
faint “ stared upward into the great vaulted ceiling of 
St. Ives.”  This is done, “ stretched prone upon a pew 
in the great Cathedral.” According to Noah Webster, 
LL.D., the definition of prone is: “ lying with the face 
downwards.”

Since I bought my first copy of Mystery, a year 
and a half ago, I have noticed a great improvement 
in the magazine. I am more than pleased to see that 
“The Rogue’s Almanac”  has been eliminated and re
placed by more interesting reading.

How a magazine publishing stories by such authors 
as Sax Rohmer, Mignon G. Eberhart, Ellery Queen, 
Carl Mattison Chapin and Walter F. Ripperger can sell 
for ten cents is beyond my humble comprehension.

I, as many others of your readers, would greatlj' 
enjoy a book-length novel by Mignon G. Eberhart star
ring Nurse Keate.

Thanking you for the world’s greatest value for a 
thin dime.

J. G. Nelson

W E L L ! W E L L !
NEWFOUNDLAND, N. J.— I feel that it is just 

and right for the readers of a worthy magazine to 
show their appreciation of the editor’s efforts to give 
them only the best. So I am going to speak “ right out 
in meeting” about it. (Please turn to page 106)
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i ne Picture of Wanderer’s 
wife, and a view of Hal
stead Street in Chicago.

lagged Gunman

A  famous true-life mystery drama— complete on this 
page! The Terrible Affair on Halstead Street!

A TALL young fellow of nondescript appearance 
shuffled across North Campbell Street, Chicago, 
toward Carl Wanderer, former Army Lieuten
ant, and his pretty wife, Ruth, as they ap

proached their home on the night of June 20, 1920.
He was a ragged individual. The khaki Army shirt 

he wore was open at the throat. The trousers of his 
soiled and shabby suit were torn at one knee.

He followed the couple as they turned in at their two- 
family dwelling; followed them up the steps and into 
the darkened vestibule. In its murky gloom, he spoke 
for the first time. His words were a mumble. Wan
derer held back. His wife went ahead.

“ I’ll switch on the light,” she announced evenly. 
Wanderer cautioned her not to. His words were fol

lowed by a burst of profanity, then a shot. Then, 
almost instantly, a fusillade. Ten bullets plastered 
across the narrow strip of hallway. Wanderer had his 
automatic out and was giving battle.

A bullet pierced his wife’s knee; another struck her 
just below the heart.

When the police arrived they found Wanderer 
a-straddle the bleeding form of the ragamuffin, fren- 
ziedly hammering him with his fists.

“ The rat! The rat!” he screamed over and over. “ He 
shot Ruth, but I killed him. I killed him!”

On the floor of the vestibule were two Colt .45 auto
matics. Seven bullets had been fired from one. It bore 
the manufacturer’s number C-2282. Three bullets 
had been fired from the other, which was marked with 
the initials “L. H. B.” and the inscription, “ property of 
the U. S. Army.” Wanderer identified the latter revol
ver as his own.

To Chicago, the young husband was a hero for so 
bravely and promptly avenging the murder of his pretty 
young wife. Formality demanded that a Coroner’s in
quest be held, and then and there the case would have 
been closed had not the police asked for a continuation. 
They wanted to identify the ragged gunman, if possible.

What little chance of finding out who he was appar
ently lay in tracing the Colt automatic, C-2282.

From the Colt Company came a dry-as-dust communi
cation, advising that the revolver had originally been 
shipped to a Chicago sporting goods house. There was 
no hint of drama in the wording, but there was drama 
in the offing.

For when the police checked the gun further they 
found that it had come into Carl Wanderer’s possession 
two days before his wife was slain.

Wanderer denied all this and, although the grilling

dragged on into the wee small hours of the morning, he 
continued to deny it. And then a detective, who had 
found one aspect of the case very puzzling to him, 
spoke up.

“Ten shots were fired,” he told the young widower. 
“ Three of them by the gun you say you had, seven by 
the other gun. Now that vestibule isn’t very large. 
You were between your wife and the bandit. Doesn’t 
it seem strange to you that you escaped injury with so 
many shots fired at you in such a narrow space?”

Wanderer shrugged, attempted no explanation, but 
changed his story. Before the thin streaks of dawn 
appeared in the East he had given detectives seventeen 
versions of the shooting, each one different, yet each one 
possible.

And then, weakened and exhausted, he advanced still 
another version. This time it was the true one.

“ I murdered my wife,”  he announced. His voice 
showed no emotion. “ I shot her to death in cold blood. 
Why? Here’s why! I hated married life. I wanted 
to get back into the Army. I killed that bum, too. I 
had both guns.”

Slowly, calmly, he told his amazing story.
Down in the vicinity of Madison and Halstead 

Streets, where bums and tramps congregate, he had 
found the man to play the role of “ ragged stranger,” 
as the newspapers were to refer to him. He had taken 
him into a speakeasy, bought him several drinks and 
offered him a job. The man accepted. He needed one 
badly. Wanderer gave him carfare and told him to 
go out to North Campbell Street that night and wait 
for him. When he came along, the tramp was to follow 
him into the house and ask for money, which Wanderer 
promised to give him.

It all worked out as he had planned it. With the two 
automatics in his pockets, he took his wife to the movies. 
On their way home they met the tramp. He followed 
them into the vestibule and asked for money. Then it 
was that Wanderer, standing between his wife and the 
“ ragged stranger,”  drew both guns and fired in both 
directions. It was dark in the hallway, difficult for 
either his wife or the tramp to see what he was doing, 
but it didn’t make any difference whether they saw or 
not. Both were marked for death. They would never 
be able to tell.

It was a diabolical, fiendish crime, and Wanderer 
swung from the gallows for it. As for the “ ragged 
stranger,”  his identity is still an enigma. Three times 
women came forward and identified him and three times 
their identifications proved to be false.
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Courtesy of Abraham & Straus

This fireside grouping done in the semi-modern manner has all the sturdy simplicity of 
the more extreme modernistic design with a greater feeling of warmth and grace.

Right, two of the new 
chairs built for comfort, 
durability, beauty and last

ing satisfaction.

A t  the August 
Furniture Sales
Semi-modern furniture is now on 
display at the stores. It’s smart, 
conservative, durable and not too 

expensive for a modest purse

By B E T T Y  L E N A H A N

Photographs courtesy of L. Bomber get A Co.

THEY call them semi-modern—these new chairs 
and tables, sofas, desks and bookcases—that will 
be pointed out as the latest thing at the August 
furniture sales. They retain all the sturdy sim

plicity of the more extreme modernistic designs with 
something more to offer in the way of grace and 
comfort.

So if  you have ever wanted to go modern, but have 
never quite made up your mind to take the drastic 
step, now’s the time. And if you are starting from 
scratch with a small house or apartment you may very 
well decide in favor of furniture of this type. It will 
satisfy your own yearning to be up-to-date without 
striking your more conservative friends and relatives 
as being a bit extreme or revolutionary.

It is sturdy man-size furniture— no doubt of that—  
but it is very definitely designed with one eye toward 
beauty and the other to usefulness in the not so large 
house or apartment. The simplicity of design and color
ing make it possible to assemble in fairly small quarters 
all the pieces that you will need.

Now really is the time, during these August furni
ture sales, to buy the furniture you need or can afford. 
But just because this new semi-modern furniture is the 
big news of the season, don’t feel that it is the only 
worth-while selection. If you have already started out 
in your quest for a Colonial atmosphere for your home 
keep it up and let the opportunities to buy good furni
ture at a reasonable price bring you nearer your orig
inal goal. Various sorts of Colonial furniture as well 
as English and Spanish types are, and will continue 
to be, valued for their beauty of design.

Left, a group of reasonably priced semi
modern furniture suitable for the small living 
room or combination bedroom-living room.
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Stained Rubies (Co“ /rom
m an, and w e’re friends, and— yes, you 
w ere r ig h t in your guess. But w hy on 
earth  should I tell you  m y troubles, 
th ings that are a  deep, personal part o f  
m yse lf?  I never saw you before  this 
evening. I f  your interest is m erely a 
fo rm  o f  im pertinent curiosity— ”

“ Oh, fo r  the love o f  heaven d on ’t be 
ta lk in g  rea son !”  exclaim ed R iley  D illon 
in sudden dism ay. “ D id you ever know 
a reasonable Irishm an ? W hy, reason ’s 
the deadliest enem y o f  fa ith , m y dear! 
Come, believe in m iracles; i f  I hadn ’t 
fe lt  the urge to help you , I w ouldn ’t be 
asking questions.”

A n oth er laugh, and .her fingers tight
ened a little on his arm .

“ Y ou  can ’t possibly  help. N o out
sider cou ld .”

“ V ery  likely. I t ’s not as an out
sider that I ’m o fferin g .”

“ R obert and I used to be very  close. 
M other died a fter  he w as born, and 
F ath er holds it aga inst him, u n ju stly ,”  
said her quiet voice. D illon understood 
n ow  that she w as confiding in him.

“ I ’ve m othered him alw ays, w henever 
I could, but now — oh, it ’s no secret 
a fte r  a l l ! H e ’s been drinking, gam b
ling , w a stin g ; the old story  o f  too 
much m oney fo r  his ow n good. He re
sents F a th er ’s au th ority .”

“ A n d  your fa th er  isn ’t the m an to be 
resented w ith success.”

“ E xactly . So you see w hat’s behind 
the g litter  and laughter tonight. Robert 
got home barely in tim e fo r  the party, 
hardly  sober; they had a fe a r fu l row. 
F a th er ’s go in g  to have it out w ith him, 
there in the sanctum . They m ay be at 
it n ow ,”  and she indicated the bow  w in
dow s o f  the fam ous room , ju st ahead 
o f  them.

“ A  row  m ight do the boy  good ,”  D il
lon observed thoughtfu lly . “ In some 
w ays your fa th er  is a b itter hard man. 
I suppose you know  the story  o f  the 
M alabar ru b ies?”

“ Oh, o f  cou rse ! T h ey w ere pre
sented to  him by— ”

“ Y es, yes, I know all that, m y dear; 
but the real story  is d ifferent! They 
belonged to a poor devil o f  a Russian 
prince, w ho got them out o f  Russia 
a fte r  the revolution. W ell, one day he 
w as found m urdered, and all his jew els 
had vanished.

IA T E R , much later, they turned up 
-J as part o f  the crow n treasure in a 

certa in  country. Mind you , I don ’t say 
th at the rasca lly  prim e m inister, or the 
unspeakable scoundrel o f  a king, knew 
anything about the m urder o f  the poor 
devil! A t  all events, they had collared 
the loot on some plausible pretext. A fte r  
you r fa th er  saved their state from  
ruin, they gave him the rubies. They 
could well afford the g ift . It was 
cheap.”

She frow n ed  slightly . “ Do you  sug
gest th at Father has no r ig h t to the 
ru b ies?”

“ F a ith !”  and D illon laughed gaily. 
“ W h o has any rig h t to  such jew els, ex
cept the r ig h t o f  possession? W ell, now, 
about th is brother o f  yours, m y dear.”  

“ T h ere ’s nothing you can do.”
“ But there is,”  said Dillon quickly. 
“ W hat, th en ?”
R iley  Dillon had not the fa in test idea, 

bu t his laugh w as g a y  and confident.
“ M ust I be a lw ays expla in ing in 

black  and w hite? Leave the m atter to 
me. I prom ise you I ’ll give him a bit 
o f  help, m aybe straighten  th ings out.”  

“ A h !”  She looked at him and

smiled. “ W hatever you do w ill be well 
done, I kn ow ; and I ’ ll thank you from  
m y heart. Shall we go in n ow ? I ’ll be 
m issed.”

D illon patted her hand and ushered 
her into the house by  the side entrance. 
He had made a prom ise and he m eant 
to  keep it— som ehow.

A t  the fo o t  o f  the g rea t staircase they 
encountered the butler, and D illon asked 
fo r  the general.

“ I believe he’s in the sanctum , sir, 
w ith  M r. R obert.”

“ Then don ’t disturb h im ,”  D illon said, 
and led Anne N ichols upstairs.

A n oth er dance, and still another. 
Then R iley D illon, relu ctan tly  yielding 
his partner to the m assed insistence o f  
other guests, caught sight o f  Robert 
N ichols return in g to  the dance floor. 
The young man w as agitated, w ith 
spots o f  an gry  co lor flarin g  in his 
cheeks, and D illon w histled so ftly  to 
him self.

“ A  hot battle w ith  the old fe lla , eh? 
Then, ten to one, the sanctum  is em pty 
and I ’ ll never have a better m om ent!”

TH O U G H T  o f the M alabar rubies 
rushed into his mind. E veryth ing 

else was driven out. He fo rg o t  Anne 
N ich ols ; rather, she lessened than grew  
on him. Yes, i f  the place w ere em pty, 
this w as the tim e o f  all others to  act!

He quietly disappeared by  the rear 
stairs.

U pon ga in in g  the low er hall, he 
found it em pty, and so he gained the 
door o f  the fam ed sanctum , unobserved 
by anyone. To his hand, the door 
sw ung open, and the room  showed 
em pty to  his quick glance. H e slipped 
inside and closed the door again.

H is g ra y  eyes flashed around. The 
air w as filled w ith m usic from  the ball
room  on the th ird  floor. Tw o o f  the 
w indow s— w hich w ere F rench  doors—  
stood w ide open. O utside the screens 
showed a balcony w ith a w hite m arble 
rail, three feet above the ground level. 
N o one on the balcony. It  w as his 
chance.

H e exam ined the room in a sw ift 
glance that saw  everything. I t  was 
a bizarre place. The center o f  the 
floor w as occupied by a hideous roll
top  desk. The w alls w ere adorned w ith 
books, p ictures, fram ed letters, old 
w eapons. To the righ t o f  the w in
dows w as a tall Corom andel screen, an 
immense affa ir o f  a dozen garish  lac
quer panels.

N ear this screen, but standing in 
fro n t  o f  the bookshelves w as a long 
and n arrow  table. The top  o f  the table 
w as a cabinet in sections, under heavy 
g lass, like a show case; and, in effect, 
this w as exactly  w hat the table was. 
Securely locked w ithin it and on dis
play, w ere the diplom as, m edals, honor
ary  keys and decorations bestow ed upon 
General N ichols by  g ra te fu l govern 
ments. In  the center section reposed 
the M alabar rubies— a h !

Suddenly D illon ’s pulses leaped. The 
g lass top o f  this section had been 
smashed by a m assive lum p o f  carved 
jade, w hose teak w ood pedestal stood 
upon the desk. The jade  lum p now  lay  
in the case, am ong jew els and glass 
flinders. Beside it, in a case o f  spot
less w hite m orocco and satin, g lim 
m ered the rubies. R iley D illon stared 
a t them.

In the quarrel betw een fa th er  and 
son, no doubt, the case had been 
smashed. H ere, then, w ere the M ala

bar rubies fo r  the ta k in g ! Their deep, 
rich  red m ade his heart pound. H ere 
they lay, all tw enty o f  them , graduated 
but never set, from  the central O rloff 
ruby to  the p erfectly  m atched stones 
on eith er side. T h ey w ere not large, 
but w ere o f  the finest and rarest 
quality, richest blood frozen  into 
stone.

Through the broken glass top , R iley 
D illon reached his silk -gloved fingers 
and picked them out, one by  one, 
dropping them in his le ft  palm . He 
lifted  his head abruptly, sniffing the 
air. Had the thought o f  blood charm ed 
his senses? N o ; his a lert nostrils 
caught the odor again , m ore distinctly, 
beyond mistake. H e searched the floor, 
and saw it. T here, com ing from  be
neath the carved edge o f  the tall screen, 
A  crim son thread, that widened and 
spread even as he looked a t  it.

S w iftly  he stepped fo rw a rd  and 
moved out the end panel o f  the screen. 
General N ichols lay  fa ce  up, eyes star
ing— dead. A  w ound in the side o f  his 
head, near the tem ple, w as dra in ing 
blood. D illon stooped. The body  w as 
still w arm , but life  had fled.

The rubies clasped in his hand, D il
lon rose and darted to  the d o o r ; he 
locked it, to  foresta ll any  intrusion. 
Then he looked around, brain racing.

In  a flash, everyth ing w as changed 
fo r  him. T o take the stones now  was 
out o f  the question. R iley  D illon  never 
ran needless risk, and here w ere all 
sorts o f  possibilities. N o ; he must get 
rid  o f  them , and yet leave them  avail
able— a h ! The very  thing. On the 
desk w as a sm all brass bow l h a lf filled 
w ith ashes and c ig ar ends. A  step, 
and he scooped aside the ashes. D rop
p ing in the rubies, he covered them 
over. So fa r , so good. I f  anything 
w ent am iss, they w ould not be found 
on him.

W h o had done this th ing? The 
answ er w as obvious, and the shock o f 
it g ripped  D illon strangely . P a rr i
cide ! T hough well aw are o f  the danger 
in delay, D illon lingered . H e could not 
get aw ay from  the first h orror  o f  so 
unnatural a crim e. The boy was 
w recked fo r  life , then.

C J T E P P IN G  back to the cabinet, Riley 
^  D illon looked a t the lum p o f  jade 
m atrix. H e frow ned, reached one 
finger dow n, and touched an odd smear 
on the jade. He looked a t the w hite 
silk o f  his g love and sniffed  it. Oil or 
grease— sin gu lar! The killer had 
caught up this lum p o f  jade , strik ing 
the o lder m an, k illing  him instantly. 
Then the ja d e  lum p fe ll here upon the 
cabinet. It  w as all obvious enough, ex
cept the sm ear o f  grease. O r w as it?

W ith  great care, D illon reached into 
the cabinet, sw eeping the decorations 
and other ob jects  into confusion . Thus, 
the rubies w ould not be m issed a t once. 
H e straightened up, frow n in g , puzzled. 
The ja d e  lum p could not have been 
hurled a t N ichols, fo r  so it m ust have 
crushed the skull. O nly a g lan cin g  
blow  w ould have struck on the temple, 
m aking such a sharp cu ttin g  wound. 
N o, noth ing deliberate here. A 
fren zied , uncalculated blow  in the heat 
o f  fe a r  or  passion.

“ Faith, the lad ’s done fo r ,”  D illon 
thought. “ A nd I prom ised A n ne— ”

Som ething caught his eye, and he 
dropped to one knee. A  m ark against 
the ligh t brow n w ool o f  the cam el hair 

(P lea se  turn  to  p a ge  58)
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I f  you think it impossible fo r  
a person sitting next to you 
to be killed without your 
knowing it, read this short 

story o f—

The
Matinee Murder

NE, please.”
The man returned the 

cashier’s pleasant sm ile, 
passed the box-office, crossed 

through the spacious outer lobby, and 
entered the theater.

A roar of racing automobiles 
greeted his ears as he came into the 
darkened auditorium and lowered him
self to a seat on the aisle. On the 
screen, speedy cars were hurtling wildly around a dusty 
track, and though he knew nothing about the story, the 
action gripped his attention instantly. So much so, in 
fact, that he became annoyed at a growing pressure 
against his shoulder.

His side glance showed him that the man in the seat 
beside him wa3 evidently dozing, slipping sideways in 
his chair, leaning more and more against the support
ing shoulder next to him.

“ I say, there, wake up,”  he whispered, then shook the 
recumbent figure gently, even as he wondered how any 
one could fall asleep during so exciting a picture.

The slumbering man made no response, only seemed 
to slip a little further, and as the first patron seized his 
arm in a firmer grip to shake him again, something 
about the strange limpness brought a sudden, eerie

prickling of the scalp. He looked 
around—an usher was just passing up 
the aisle.

“ Boy!” he called in a low whisper. 
“ Yes, sir?”  The usher paused be

side him.
“ This man seems to be ill. I think 

he’s fainted.” He indicated the limp 
■form now leaning fully against him. 

“ I’ll call another usher and we’ll 
help him out. Thank you, sir.”

'T"'HE ushers had no sooner assisted the unconscious 
A man into the brighter lobby, carrying his sagging 

form between them, than they looked at one another 
with distended eyes.

“ He looks bad to me,”  said one.
“ He acts as though he were dead!” the other an

swered in a hushed whisper. “ Help me get him down
stairs, and then you better call Mr. Kingsley.”

The manager was with them in a few moments, his 
face mirroring the worry of the two boys, as he bent 
over the form of the man where the ushers had placed 
him.

“ I’m afraid you’re right, Joe,” he said to the usher 
who had told him that the (Please turn to page 82)

By

CELIA
KEEGAN

“I say, there, wake up,” he whispered. The slumbering man only slid further 
down in his seat. Something about his strange limpness brought a sudden, eerie 

prickling to his neighbor’s scalp.
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THE CLIPPER SCONCE

BILLIONS OF CANS

FRESH AIR REVIEW

NEWS
OF THE NEW

PETTIC O A T S are here again, or rather 
they are waiting round the corner to 
slip in upon us if, in a frivolous or un

guarded moment, we give them the slight
est encouragement. Paris dressmakers—  
notably W orth— have been making them 
to wear with evening dresses. American 
women have taken kindly to  the fashion, 
and you can even buy ready-made long, 
slinky petticoats o f taffeta, organdy or 
other sheer fabrics, with frills and ruffles 
at the flaring hemline. But you cannot 
say that petticoats are part of the mode of 
1934 as long as they are worn only with 
formal evening dress b y  a very small 
minority of womankind.

There really will be a petticoat revival 
worth talking about when, and if, we wear 
them under the usual sort of afternoon 
and evening dresses, when gay young girls 
in their teens consider a ruffled petti
coat as quite indispensable to  a party 
costume and when taffeta petticoats are 
worn as they once were under the tailored 
street suit or street dress. Rustling taffeta 
petticoats actually have been seen and 
heard under tailored suits in Paris. The 
suit is of a dark or neutral tone, navy blue, 
beige, gray or black, and the petticoat with 
pinked ruffles at the hemline is of a bright 
color to  m atch the scarf and other acces- 

j sories. A  rose pink or hyacinth blue 
taffeta petticoat can give new glamour to  a 
simply made black satin dress.

NO W  that everything from soup to nuts 
comes to  us perfectly sealed in tin 

cans it is easy to believe that quite a few 
tons o f tin are used in the course of a year 
to make the cans. The fact is— as the 
latest figures show— that to  supply Amer
ican tin can production, 20,000 tons of tin 
are used a year. Iron ore is needed to make 
the pig iron for steel ingots needed for the 
tin plate. Coal is needed to make the 
coke to  make the pig iron and to supply 
heat and power for refining processes, and 
limestone is needed for flux in the blast 
furnaces. All of these minerals needed 
to make tin cans amount to some eight 
million tons of minerals— in addition to  the 
twenty thousand tons of tin.*

The yield in tin plate from this mountain 
o f minerals amounts to  1,150,000 tons or 
enough to cover a surface of five billion 
square feet.

Figures like this should be of interest 
to  all o f us who make daily use of canned 

1 foods, but even more important is the 
assurance that along with the widespread 
use of the tin can container there has been 
a constant effort to  make it an ideal food 
container. The materials used must be 
absolutely harmless to quality or flavor 
o f the food, the can must be air tight so 
that the food will not deteriorate, the can 
must conduct heat rapidly so that the 
contents m ay be heated and cooled quickly, 
it must be light so as not to  add materially 
to the cost o f transportation, it must 
be strong enough to stand rough handling

and— last but not least— it must be in
expensive enough so that canned foods 
will be an economical addition to our food 
supplies. It  is only because the present 
day tin can actually does come up to this 
high standard of perfection that canned 
foods have the important place in the 
American bill of fare that they now occupy.

W E speak and think of lighting fixtures 
as if they really were fixtures— some

thing definitely attached to our rooms to 
be part of our background until we m ove 
into a new house or have the old one com
pletely done over. If we rent a house or 
apartment with fixtures that do not go 
with our furnishings we feel that we must 
just take them as we find them or look for 
another place to live, not realizing that 
new fixtures of the sort we like, and that 
will really contribute to  the charm and 
beauty of the room, are often quite in
expensive and are little more difficult to 
set up than new hangings for a window or 
a new cover for a chair. If you cannot ad
just the new fixtures yourself you can get 
an expert to  do it for you at very small 
cost.

The right idea is to think of electric 
lighting accessories, even when they are 
solidly fastened on the wall, as movables 
rather than fixtures. And there is no good 
excuse for having them strike a discordant 
note. Because you have chosen to furnish 
a room in the Colonial style is certainly no 
reason why you should light your rooms 
with candles and rush lights, but you 
should avoid fixtures of too modern design. 
Thoroughly up-to-date in application but 
of genuinely old-fashioned design is a new 
clipper ship sconce that takes its inspiration 
from the old whaling ports of Massachusetts. 
The sea-green glass backplate is a faithful 
copy of an old whaling lantern, the scal
loped brass frame is typical of the work of 
early seamen on their long voyages and the 
Yankee clipper ship on the top of the 
sconce is a copy o f an old time ship.

VA C A T IO N  days are here again but 
there are thousands o f bright youngsters 

who, for one reason or another, must spend 
some of their holiday time with their text 
books. If failure to  pass one or two difficult 
subjects is all that holds a child from going 
on with his class there is every reason why 
he should be encouraged to make up the 
work in Summer. In some towns and 
cities there are summer school classes 
where needed instruction can be obtained. 
M ore often the task falls to parents or 
older sisters and brothers. But helping 
any youngster to regain his status in his 
school community is always worth while 
and to a child in normal health summer 
studying can do no harm. N ot infre
quently the child who has made little or 
no progress in the close confinement of a 
crowded school room shows exceptional 
alertness when he can do his work out of 
doors.
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In the Orient, house
wives still have an 
opportunity to haggle 
over everything they 

have to buy.

In Europe you still 
have the chance to 
play the game of 
barter—-with excel
lent chance of losing.

Say THANK YOU
to the Grocery Man

Once retail dealers had to be sharp and 
housewives had to haggle— but the 
modern salesman is a real friend and 

deserves your gratitude

SHOPPING used to be an exciting game. If the 
housewife were of a pugnacious disposition she 
rather enjoyed it—set her jaws and went forth to 
haggle and barter. Even if the grocer were her 

next door neighbor’s husband, she was on her guard. 
She wouldn’t have considered him a good business man 
if he hadn’t tried to get the best of her over each pur
chase. If she were a really experienced housewife she 
felt perfectly capable of getting the better end of the 
bargain more than half the time.

It was part of the every-day game to sniff of the 
butter to see that it was fresh, to pinch the vegetables 
and prod the meat and insist on having the berries 
and other small fruit turned out of the baskets to see 
that there wasn’t paper padding or inferior fruit at 
the bottom. To make sure that she wasn’t getting short 
weight she kept a pair of scales in her own kitchen.

But all that was no particular reflection on the char
acter of the old-time grocer. Because often the only 
way he could make any kind of profit was by means of 
clever barter. It was a game at which he and the 
housewife played with equal chance of winning.

When you visit Europe or the Orient, you may still

have a chance to play at this thrilling game. But in 
this country the excitement of barter has practically 
disappeared. The most important factors in bringing 
this change about are:

Uniform prices.
Government regulation of weights and measures.
Government regulation of labels.
The use of trademarks and standardized containers.
Because of this, the modern American housewife 

goes to do her marketing without considering the possi
bility of paying less for what she buys than her neigh
bor. She has the assurance that she will receive full 
measure of what she pays for. By taking time to ex
amine the labels on the packages of the food she buys, 
she can inform herself as to the grade and quality of 
the product. Once she has found a certain brand of 
goods satisfactory she has every reasonable assurance 
of being able to obtain goods of the same quality when
ever she wants it. Even fruits and vegetables nowa
days are offered to her under the protection of a jeal
ously guarded trade name. Lettuce, cabbages, spinach, 
tomatoes and other vegetables that were once sold by 
the piece or measured by the pint or quart are more 
and more being sold by the pound.

A grocer’s cooperation, courtesy, knowledge of his 
products and an understanding of the housewife’s 
needs take the place today of old-time barter. These 
are the traits the modern grocer uses to hold his 
customers. If you avail yourself of his expert knowl
edge of his wares, you will have a real and sincere 
ally, ready to be of service at all times.
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Stained Rubies re“ /'"”
ru g — no, a b it  o f  d ir t!  D illon  poked 
at it, crum bled it betw een his fingers. 
I t  w as garden  soil, still dam p and 
cold.

W ith  a sharp exclam ation  he rose 
and w ent to the w indow s, scrutin izing 
the sw inging screen doors. These w ere 
enam eled w hite. A g a in  a s ligh t sm ear, 
like th at on the jade  lu m p; again  it 
w as oil o r  grease, still f r e s h !

“ I  begin to think I ’ve m issed m y ca ll
in g ,”  he m urm ured. “ But one can ’t be 
sure o f  such evidence; th at’s the devil 
o f  it !  W hen a man has ju st killed an
other m an, he loses his h e a d ; the w orld  
is changed fo r  him. T h at is, unless he ’s 
a born  killer, w hich  is rare. H m ! He 
shoved open the screen— ”

He reached out casually  as though 
to open the screen. H is hand touched 
it, a good  fou r inches above the slight 
sm ear. D illon stood a fu ll s ix  feet. 
The m urderer, then, w as probab ly  not 
over  five feet eight. But— the fa in t 
o ily  sm ear! W h a t w as it?

He unlocked the door again , crossed 
to the w indow , and stepped out upon 
the balcony. The m arble balustrade 
w as too high to leap easily. D aring 
m uch, he struck a m atch and held it 
close to the w hite m arble. Y e s ! There 
on  the top w as another slight smear, 
w here a man had rested his hand to 
vault over. B ut there w ere no finger 
prints. O nly the trace  o f  oil, w hich 
sticks lon g  to leather. G loves, then!

L ook ing dow n, Dillon eyed the gravel 
w alk  below . F rom  one side he made 
a care fu l vault and landed in the 
gravel, leaving no traces. Another 
m atch, and he knelt. A h ! It  w as clear 
enough now. There at the edge o f  the 
gravel, a shoe had gone deeply into the 
d ir t ;  a small shoe, about an eight. 
A n d  here a t one side—

W IT H  a leap o f  his pulses. R iley 
D illon  picked up a cigaret stub. A  

straw -tipped cigaret, suddenly dropped 
and allow ed to burn out to the edge o f  
the straw  tip. D illon tossed aw ay his 
m atch, rose, stood reconstru cting  w hat 
m ust have taken place. Then a sudden 
incisive voice burst from  the room  be
hind and above.

“ He m ust be here som ew here— good 
G od, m a n ! L o o k ! Behind the screen !”  

R iley  D illon w hipped around and fo l 
lowed the gravel path, sw iftly . It 
brou gh t him to the rear o f  the house. 
There ahead o f  him  the drive w as 
packed fu ll o f  cars, ligh ts w ere  blazing 
at the garage. .C hauffeurs w ere chat
t in g  in groups or  lolling  in their cars. 
A s  he approach ed  one o f  the groups, 
D illon noted that the ba llroom  m usic 
had com e to an abrupt cessation. The 
m urder w as no longer a secret.

“ E ven in g,”  said D illon , w ith  his 
ch eery  nod and smile. “ A  little  w hile 
ago , up at the house, I w as talking 
w ith  one o f  you boys. I w ant to find 
him again , but don ’t know  his name. 
H e w as about five fe e t  eight, smoked 
straw -tipped  cig arets , and had greasy 
g loves— ”

“ Y ou  mean Shorty  A bbot, sure,”  
spoke up one o f  the chauffeurs. “ H e’s 
over there b y  the garage w ith  that 
F iat. H e ’s been cleaning out his car
buretor—  he w as argu in g  a w hile ago 
about this h igh-test gas ad justm ent.”  

W ith  a w ord o f  thanks, R iley  D illon  
continued his w ay.

A bove the open doors o f  the garage 
w as a floodlight, and w ith in  its circle  
o f  rad iance w as draw n up a F iat. Ten

or tw elve feet aw ay, a t one side, tw o 
chauffeurs stood sm oking and talking. 
The hood o f  the F ia t w as up, and a 
sm all m an in w hipcord  uniform  was 
w ork ing a t the engine and cu rsin g  in 
violent tones. H e was a wizened m an, 
sharp in the face , and he gave R iley  
D illon a nervous g lance o f  inquiry.

“ Y ou ’re A bbot, I th ink? I ’d like to  
see you f o r  a m om ent.”

“ Y es? ”  responded A b bot w ithout in 
terest, and w ent on w ork ing .

“ T h ey ’ve ju s t  discovered it,”  and 
D illon , w ith  a g lan ce  a t the house, low 
ered his voice. “ Y ou  know , w hile you 
w ere w aitin g  outside the w indow s, un
til the general and his son had finished 
th eir quarrel— ”

A bbot straightened up. “ W h at you 
ta lk in g about, a n yh ow ?”

“ Y ou ,”  said R iley D illon calm ly. 
“ Y ou  shouldn ’t have sm oked th at c ig a 
ret w hile you w ere  w a it in g ; it was bad 
luck. A n d  those g loves o f  yours le ft  
w orse than fingerprints. T hey le ft  
sm ears on the ja d e  lum p, on the doors, 
and elsewhere. A n d the m arks o f  your 
gloves, you know , can be identified.”  

R iley D illon spoke quietly , carefu lly , 
so that the tw o men at one side would 
not catch his w ords. A fte r  all, he was 
taking a gam ble. One could be sure, 
w ith  such evidence—

A bbot m oved like a flash. Dillon 
saw  the blow  com ing, too late to evade 
it. The m onkey-w rench caught him 
over the head. He w ent staggerin g  
backw ard.

One w ild, gasp in g  cry  broke from  
A bbot, w ho leaped to his car  and 
reached inside. In the w hite flood o f  
ligh t his face  w as fra n tic , convulsed, 
terrible  to  w itness. A  pistol leaped 
out in his hand as he w hirled about.

“ I killed him— but you  w on ’t  get m e !”  
he scream ed fu riou sly . “ I been see
in g  him strut around long enough, 
the blasted m illion aire, w hile his 
dam ned bank crash w iped out every 
th in g  we h a d ! D idn ’t  hurt him none, 
but it ruined me, cleaned us a l l ! I w ent 
in there and told  him a few  things. I 
d idn ’t g o  to h u rt him  till he started 
fo r  me, then I grabbed that stone and 
let him have it. Served the old th ie f 
righ t— th ief, th a t ’s w h at he w a s ! Get
t in g  rich  on poor fo lk s ’ m oney— get 
back, th ere ! D am n you, back up— ”

CH A U F F E U R S  had com e running, 
crow ding in. They backed hastily 

as A bbot flourished the pistol at them. 
H e was fra n tic .

“ Put that gun d o w n !”  snapped D il
lon.

“ Yes, you ’d like to  get me in you r 
ja il ,  but you w on ’t— ”

There w as the sharp, bu rstin g  ex 
plosion o f  a shot.

R iley Dillon strode into the house. 
I f  he w as appalled b y  the grim  finale 
o f  his experim ent w ith Shorty A bbot, 
his chill g ra y  eyes gave no sign o f  it.

E veryth in g  here w as in confusion . 
Guests w ere leaving or  m illing about 
the house. W ork in g  his w ay  through 
the mass, D illon came to the door o f  
the sanctum . One o f  the traffic offi
cers who had been stationed outside the 
m ansion fo r  the evening, stood on 
guard  here.

“ You can ’t com e in ,”  he barked at 
D illon. “ The ch ief’s here h im self 
and— ”

“ So much the better,”  said D illon, 
and throw ing open the door, strode in. 

H e cam e upon a poignant scene. A t

the desk was seated the ch ie f o f  po
lice, in even ing a tt ire ; he had been one 
o f  the guests. A n oth er officer held 
R obert N ichols. A t  one side, Anne and 
her sister clung together in fra n tic  
g r ie f  and dism ay.

“ N ichols, those rubies are gone,”  the 
police ch ie f w as saying. “ N obody ’s 
been here but you . A n d  you adm it you 
quarreled w ith him— ”

“ W hat o f  i t ? ”  cried out the young 
m an, desperate and defiant. Then the 
ch ie f sw u ng an grily  about, as R iley 
D illon stepped forw ard .

“ W ell, w ho let you in ? W h a t do you 
w an t h ere?”

“ Y ou , obviously,”  draw led D illon. 
“ I f  you happen to be lookin g fo r  the 
m urderer o f  General N ichols, he ’s out 
b y  the garage. Crazed by  a bank fa il 
ure. H e ’s been scream ing out a con
fession  and ended up b y  shooting him 
se lf— ”

NE X T  m om ent, on ly  the two g ir ls  and 
R iley  Dillon w ere le ft  in the room. 

The younger sister, sobbing, sank into 
a chair. A nne cam e up to Dillon.

“ W h at does it m ean ?”  H er gaze 
searched his fa ce . “ Y ou  had som ething 
to  do w ith it !  T h ey w ere  ju st  accusing 
him— ”

“ Sure, I know  a ll abou t it, m y dear; 
praise be, it ’s all righ t now ,”  and Riley 
D illon ’s w arm  sm ile leaped out, as he 
patted her shoulder. “ I had to be 
keeping m y prom ise to  you, d idn ’t I—  
even i f  it w as in a w ay  I hadn ’t  ex
pected? W ill you be tak in g  your sister 
off to  bed be fore  she has h ysterics?”  

She nodded, and looked at him .
“ A n d when shall I see you again, 

p lease?”
D illon read singu lar th ings in her 

gaze, fou n d  m ore singu lar echoes in his 
heart. T h ere w as a choice be fore  him, a 
choice that brooked no hesitation  or de
lay. He m ade it in the fra ction  o f  a 
second.

“ N ext week, w hen I get back from  
F lorida. Y ou see, I ’m  leav ing  on  bu si
ness in the m orning, m y dear,”  he lied, 
v ery  gallantly.

So she w as gone, an arm  about her 
s ister ; the door closed behind them.

R iley D illon g lanced  at the little 
brass bow l on the desk, and drew  a deep 
breath. Yes, he had m ade his choice. 
I t  was not too late, how ever, i f  he 
w ould change his m ind. Even now, it 
w as not too late—

W ith  a shrug, he leaned forw ard  and 
dipped his fingers in the ashes.

Ten m inutes later, R iley  D illon got 
his hat and stick and w orked his w ay 
out o f  the house. P olice w ere searching 
the garden  w ith  flashlights, fo r  un
doubtedly the m urderer had lost or 
throw n aw ay the M alabar rubies. 
Guests w ere leaving, an am bulance and 
m ore police cars w’ere c la n g in g  up.

R iley  D illon smiled ch eerfu lly  at the 
scene. There w as a sore spot on his 
head, bu t he fo rg o t  th at as he patted 
the slight bulge in his w aistcoat pocket.

“ D evil take it, I ’ve earned th em !”  he 
reflected cheerfu lly . “ I ’ll w a ger that 
p oor  dead devil o f  a Russian prince is 
chuckling from  his seat in Paradise, 
this very  m in ute! A nd sm all blam e to 
him. I ’m chuckling m y  ow n self. O nly 
on ly— ”

Only— /
A  sigh fluttered on his lips as he 

thought o f  the dark lovely  eyes to 
w hich  he had bidden farew ell forev er. 
R iley  D illon  had his ow n code.
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SURPRISING COLORS HIDDEN IN HUMAN SUN PRODUCE

(from left) Mrs. William T. Wetmore uses 
Brunette. Miss Charlotte Young and Mrs. 
Hal Fitzhugh Lee use Pond’s Rose Cream.

DO YOU KNOW that there is now a 
face powder that actually contains 

the hidden colors in human skin?
A delicate machine has made this pos

sible!
A machine that discovered bright blue 

in blonde skin . . .  vivid green in brunette. 
Hidden shades that give transparency to 
blonde skin . . .  creamy charm to brunette.

Pond’s tested over two hundred girls’ 
skins with this scientific machine. Daz
zling complexions to wan, dull skins . . . 
we tested every one.

New shades freshen skin 
From all of this study we evolved the six 
perfect powder shades that will enhance 
—enliven—any coloring.

natural. . .perfect for very fair blondes.

Brightens the face . . . rose cream is 
for most blondes and for fair-skinned 
brunettes. Adds fresh luminous quality 
to the skin.

light cream for ivory-skinned blondes 
and brunettes. Adds a velvety radiance 
to skin . . . brunette (Rachel) for bru
nette and “ creamy”  skins. Gives them life!

rose brunette, a warmer shade . . . 
gives sparkle to sallow skins and tones 
down ruddiness . . .  dark brunette is for 
brunettes of pronounced coloring. And 
for sun-tanned skins.

And Pond’s—in these heavenly new 
shades— spreads with such marvelous 
smoothness that you stay powdered all 
day long. The perfume is very French — 
very expensive! Yet Pond’s is amazingly 
reasonably priced. A glass jar for only

5 contains as much as many 31.00 boxes. 
The extra-big jar is 31.10. Five-and-tens 
and Variety Stores carry 10̂  and 25f£ sizes.
★  S en d  5#  f o r  T w o S pecia l B oxes  o f Pond’s 
Face Powder and an extra sample . . . three 
different Light or three different Dark Shades, 
with directions for choosing yo u r  shade.

Pond’s Extract Co., Dept. H , 92 Hudson S t ., New York 
I enclose Sf! (to cover cost o f postage and packing) for 

Two Special Boxes o f Pond’s new Face Powder and an 
extra sample—three different shades in all.

I prefer 3 different Light Shades □
I prefer 3 different Dark Shades □

City_
R O S E  B R U N E T T E  D AR K B R U N E T T E

111 Powder Shadeskaole



SCIENCE ADVANCES NEW DATA THAT MAY COMPLETELY 
CHANGE YOUR IDEAS OF CIGARETTES!

Experience o f  Camel Smokers Confirmed
H ere’s a basic discovery that throws new  light o n  our past kn ow l
edge about cigarettes. It em bodies an “ energizing effect” . ..a  quick 
restoration o f  the flow  o f  natural bod y  energy, .a delightful re lie f 
from  fatigue and irritability. Y o u  d o  "get a lift w ith a Camel,”  and 
it is a pleasure that you  can repeat as often as you  like.

smoked

Camels are 
made from finer, 

M ORE E X PE N SIVE 
T O B A C C O S  —  Turkish 

and Dom estic— than 
any other popu

lar brand.

CAMELS can

CAMEL’S
COSTLIER TOBACCOS 

NEVER GET ON 

YOUR NERVES!

K N O W  TH IS FEELING? The 
feeling o f  being to o  "a ll in ”  to  
respond to  the gaiety o f  the 
crow d? That’ s on e  o f  the many 
times to  light a Camel and enjoy 
its rich  flavor w hile your flow  
o f  healthful energy is restored.
Y ou  w ill like Camels—a match
less blend o f  costlier tobaccos!

Copyright, 1934, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company

literally relieve fatigue 
and irritability

Are you irritable...cross and fussy 
when tired? Then light a Camel. 
As you enjoy its cool,rich flavor, 
you will quickly feel your flow 
of natural energy being restored. 
That “done-in” feeling drops 
away. Your pep and cheerful
ness come flooding back.

E F F E C T  I S  N A T U R A L

The effect is produced by Camels 
in a wholly natural and utterly 
delightful way. So, whenever 
you feel run-down, tired and 
irritable, just light a Camel.

You can smoke just as many 
of these delightful Camels as you 
want. You can increase your flow 
of energy over and over again. 
And you need n ever worry about 
your nerves. For remember: 
C am el's costlier tobaccos n ever  g e t  
on y o u r  nerves.

darnel!

"Get a LLEI with a Camel !"



Are You Responsible for Dillinger? (Co“ 6f
D illingers set a good table. There 
was an abundance o f  rich, nourishing 
food . The fa th er  saw  that the boy 
had p lenty o f  w arm  clothes and shoes 
to protect his fra m e from  the rig ors  o f  
the Indiana snow s, w hich are as severe 
in W in ter as the breezes that blow  in 
Sum m er are gentle. John ’s sister was 
fifteen years older than he— a signifi
cant fa c t  that w e shall do w ell to re 
mem ber. T o  the boy this sister w as 
passionately devoted. H er nam e was 
A u drey  and it w as she w ho took over 
the m other role until her w idow er 
fa th er took  unto him self a new  w ife.

A t  the proper age the boy  w as sent 
to  school w ith  the other little boys and 
girls. On Sunday he w ent to  Sunday 
school and church w ith a regu larity  
that is understandable— his fa th er es
corted him.

B elievin g in discipline and a certain 
orderliness, Joh n ’s fa th er m apped out 
a definite schedule fo r  him. He went 
to bed by the clock  and g o t  up by  the 
clock. It  w as his fa th e r ’s w ish to  in
still in him the know ledge that life , like 
a fa rm  or a departm ent store, must be 
lived in a system atic w ay.

John, Jr., show ed little lik ing fo r  
such tactics. N atu ra lly  self-indulgent, 
he w anted to  do th ings his ow n w ay.

Speaking today through his tried pa
tience, the N o. 1 outlaw ’s fa th er says 
he guesses he w as too easy w ith  the 
boy. H e w anted to raise his children 
by the Golden R ule, and i f  he spoiled 
his b o y  by  sparing the rod, it w as be
cause he tried  to  do w ith  kindness what 
m ight have been achieved by  sterner 
m easures.

TH E  church  to w hich the D illingers 
belonged w as the H illside Avenue 

Christian Church, o r  the D isciples o f 
Christ, a sect that greatly  outnum bers 
contem porary grou p s  in the M iddle 
W est.

The pastor o f  th at church w as the 
Rev. Charles M. F illm ore, or  B rother 
F illm ore, as he w as called b y  the mem
bers o f  his congregation . F rom  1908 
to 1918 he w as there, and thus he came 
to know  John D illin ger w hen John was 
only fo u r  years old.

A t  the outset o f  the Reverend F ill
m ore ’s pastorate he conducted a re
vival m eeting, and at that m eeting a 
tall, spare man, w ith  a child in his 
arm s, strode dow n the aisle and en
tered the fa ith . I t  w as the E lder D ill
inger, keeping fa ith  w ith  the dead 
m other o f  his children.

The other ch ildren  o f  the loca lity  
w ent to  the same church and the same 
school. T h ey fra tern ized  at recess and 
in vacation  period. Y ou  could not 
have to ld  one from  the other in those 
carefree  days o f  adolescence— by look
in g  at them . F rom  this environm ent 
they spran g  into lives o f  usefulness 
and respectability . T h ey becam e law - 
abiding citizens, m arried, had children, 
and are rearin g  them  to do the same.

B ut John D illinger em erged a crim i
nal. H e had the same opportu n ity  his 
colleagues en joyed. But he broke fa ith  
at every  turn. One n ight he w ent to 
church and becam e converted. He 
w alked dow n and placed his hand in 
th at o f  the Rev. H om er D ale, w ho had 
succeeded B roth er F illm ore, and said, 
“ I believe. I accept Jesus Christ and 
h is teachings. I w ill look to God fo r  
strength  and inspira tion .”

H av in g  acknow ledged his Creator,

his next act w as to betray H im—ju st 
as he has betrayed everyth ing and 
everyone w ith w hom  he has ever come 
in contact.

L ook ing John D illinger in the eye 
does not yield the key to him. H eredity, 
as w e have seen, is not to  blame. N or 
is environm ent insofar as w e are able 
to  ascertain .

In school he w as hopeless. He lied 
and cheated and played hookey. W hen, 
at the end o f  the m onth, it cam e time 
to take his report card  home fo r  his 
fa th er ’s signature, he resorted  to such 
subterfuges as fo rg in g  the elder D ill- 
inger’s name, or  changing the grades. 
These ruses w ere as transparent as 
w indow  panes. The teacher and the 
fa th er  saw  through  them . T h ey talked 
and pled and argued, but it w as so 
much w asted breath. I t  m ade no im
pression on the conscience o f  the fu ture 
killer. U nhesitatingly  he w ould prom 
ise to be a better boy— and go right 
a long in his sam e old ways.

W E have fo llow ed to a certa in  ex
tent the adolescent phase o f  D ill

in ger ’s life . N ow  see how  quickly the 
m ilestones fly by when one fo o t  is set 
upon the road to ruin.

In 1918, when John w as fourteen  
years old, the Reverend D ale arrived 
and inaugurated a series o f  the old- 
tim e revivals. U nder the spell o f  the 
m in ister’s eloquence the recalcitrant 
alm ost flew  to the a ltar to  accept sal
vation and be born  anew. W ith in  the 
w eek he w as back in character, p laying 
hookey, re fu sin g  to  study, creating  dis
turbances, p rov in g  h im self genera lly  
undesirable.

D uring these days D illinger had de
veloped an eye fo r  the ladies. H e was 
g ir l crazy. W ith  this new  interest 
cam e an indisposition fo r  fu rth er  class
room  activ ities. In  spite o f  his fa th er ’s 
p leadings, he quit school— one more 
evidence o f  lack o f  character.

H e secured a position in a veneer 
fa c to ry  near his fa th er ’s store and held 
it less than six  m onths. A fte r  that he 
becam e errand b oy  fo r  the Indianapo
lis Board o f  T rade, w hich  he relin
quished a fte r  n early  fo u r  m onths, and 
then finally h it on som ething that 
seemed in his line.

M echanically inclined, he got a job  
in a m achinist’s shop and exhibited a 
definite flair fo r  the w ork . To every
body ’s astonishm ent he rem ained there 
m ore than a year, earn in g  six and 
seven dollars a day  w ith  piece w ork.

Such affluence soon had him dizzy 
and presently  you n g  D illinger turned 
up in a second-hand Chevrolet. He 
began staying out until all hours, tak
ing in the dances in neighboring  tow ns, 
go in g  on w ild  parties. Som etimes he 
showed up a t daw n; som etim es not at 
all.

W ith  grow in g  concern  D illin ger ’s 
fa th er  w atched his boy. Perhaps, he 
soliloquized, he had been w ron g  in 
rearin g  his son in the city . A fte r  con
sulting w ith  his second w ife , w hom  he 
had m arried som e tim e b efore , and A u 
drey, now  a w om an th irty-three years 
old , the fa th er  decided to  m ove to  the 
country— aw ay from  the b righ t lights 
o f  the city— to a fa rm , and its attend
ant w holesom e atm osphere.

Because it w as a change and som e
th in g  different, John show ed a surpris
in g  enthusiasm  fo r  the new  life . But 
this w ore  o ff a fte r  a b r ie f  w hile, and

the laggard  gave fu rth er  evidence o f  
his instability  by sh irk in g his chores.

T h erea fter  he devoted his tim e to 
hunting and fishing and p laying am a
teur baseball w ith a small tow n Indi
ana team . He w as su rprisin g ly  good.

It  w as during this phase o f  his ex 
istence, in 1922, to  be axact, that D ill
inger first ran a fou l o f  the law. He 
stole an autom obile one night and es
corted a you n g  lady to a dance in it. 
I t  w as a new  and “ c la ssy”  lookin g job  
and enabled the now  d istinctly  g ir l
conscious D illin ger to  appear to  good 
advantage.

W ith in  an  hour the th e ft  w as de
tected. and duly reported. A nd in less 
than an hour a fte r  that John D illinger 
w as under arrest. This set the stage 
f o r  the first o f  m any breaks the law  
w as to  accord  him , because the ju stice  
o f  the peace in a generous mood, 
changed the charge  to disorderliness 
and gave him a suspended sentence.

B ut D illinger w as too thick-headed 
to thank his stars a t this narrow  es
cape, and em phasized his stupid ity  by  
turn ing to  com panions picked up in 
pool halls, men the very  acquaintance 
o f  w hom  w a s a certificate to lawless
ness.

A nd he fe ll  in love. This w as a se
vere case o f  pup py  or  c a lf  love, w hich, 
f o r  a fe w  b r ie f days, appears to  have 
been reciprocated  w ith  zeal. T h ey kept 
secret trysts , because the g ir l ’s social 
position  forb ad e  open association  w ith  
one o f  John D illin ger ’s loose w ays.

T h is a ffa ir  cam e to an abrupt end 
w hen D illinger, beard in g  the g ir l ’s 
fa th er  in his hom e, received a cu rt and 
em phatic dism issal. The g ir l w as fo r 
bidden to speak to him , and th erea fter  
she appeared at social a ffa irs on ly  
under the strictest v igilance.

The fru stra ted  sw ain  tore  his hair. 
H e w rote  letter a fte r  letter, but no 
answ er cam e to assuage his jilted  soul.

There have been a fe w  indulgent ac
quaintances w ho advanced the belie f 
that this disillusionm ent is the answ er 
to  D illin ger ’s w ayw ardness, say ing  
that it  soured him on gentility , and 
that, perhaps, he m ight have becom e a 
decent citizen  had the g ir l looked w ith 
m ore fa v o r  on his suit.

A  m ore rid icu lous assum ption w ould 
be difficult to  arrive  at. He was al
ready a liar and a th ie f w ho had been 
arrested and perm itted to g o  fre e  
through the m isplaced kindness o f  an 
officer o f  the law.

W e have seen w hat a ro tter  he was 
in school and at home. W e have 
w atched him , tongue in cheek, accept 
salvation and then backslide at the first 
opportunity.

N ow  w itness this next step, w hich  is 
consistent w ith  everyth ing he had un
dertaken. H e ran aw ay and jo in ed  the 
N avy. I t  w as his naive be lie f that 
sailors w ore  snappy u n iform s and 
leisurely sailed about the w orld  fo r  the 
fu n  o f  it. W hen he did this he le ft  
home w ithout one w ord o f  fa rew ell to 
his fa th er , sisters, o r  the stepm other 
he professed  to adore. H e m erely 
vam oosed like a th ie f  in the night.

A rr iv in g  back in Indianapolis, he en 
listed f o r  fo u r  years, w a itin g  until he 
w as on the A tlan tic Coast before  noti
fy in g  his fa th er o f  his w hereabouts, 
and then doing that by  postcard. He 
even told  a lie w hen he enlisted, g iv in g  
his age as tw en ty instead o f  nineteen.

(P lease turn  to  page  60)
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Are You Responsible for Dillinger? (“ %/rom
Once under colors, he w as assigned 

to the U .S.S. U tah as a third -class 
seam an and sent to  sea. N aturally  he 
deserted. A fte r  qu itting school and 
running out on his fa th er on the farm  
one could not expect him to be true in 
the N avy. H e stayed in the service 
about five m onths, having been twice 
locked up in the b r ig  fo r  goin g  A W O L , 
be fore  tak ing perm anent F rench  leave.

Boston w as his port o f  betrayal. In 
D ecem ber the U .S .S . U tah put into 
Boston H arbor and D illinger w ent 
ashore f o r  the usual leave. He did 
not com e back. A s  a deserter the gov 
ernm ent set out a fte r  him , but when at 
last they caught up w ith  him the F ed 
eral authorities w ere too late. The 
State o f  Indiana a lready  had him 
under lock and key, servin g a ten to 
tw en ty-year sentence in the Pendleton 
R eform atory , fo r  robbery.

The deserter’s activ ities leading un 
to his internm ent are enlightening. W ith 
a brazenness that is difficult to im ag
ine, he returned to sponge on his 
fa th er ’s generosity . Instead o f  assist
in g  w ith the w ork , how ever, he played 
baseball on the M artinsville, Indiana, 
nine, servin g as catcher and coach.

Into his life  there cam e one day a 
beau tifu l g ir l. It  is said th at B —  H—  
w as the prettiest g ir l the county  had 
ever seen. O f sw ains she had dozens. 
The com petition w as fierce, but B—  
fe ll in love w ith  Renegade D illinger, 
and so, flushed w ith the trium ph o f  his 
conquest, he m arried her. The man 
who perform ed the cerem ony w as the 
Rev. V irg il T revis, w ho, strangely 
enough, w as a form er  prosecutor.

Even w ith  a w ife  to  provide fo r , you 
w ouldn ’t expect D eserter D illinger to 
go to w ork , w ould you? R ight. He 
w ent to live on the bounty o f  his 
fa ther, d iv id in g the time betw een his 
ow n and his bride ’s parents. The usual 
b ickerin g ensued and presently  our 
hero fou n d  it m ore pleasant to lounge 
in the pool halls, w here he m et up with 
E d Singleton, w hose record  already 
boasted o f  tim e served in M ichigan 
City.

ON E  night they decided to g o  a fte r  a 
little “ easy cash .”  W ell shot w ith 

booze, they w en t to the store o f  B. F. 
M organ, a g rocer  in the tow n o f 
M ooresville, and, in addition to g iv in g  
him a severe beating, robbed him o f  
$550. N atu ra lly  the grocer recognized 
them and so w ith in  tw en ty -fou r hours 
both o f  them  w ere under arrest.

A t  the suggestion  o f  a law yer, D e
serter D illinger pleaded g u ilty  and was 
sentenced from  ten to tw en ty  years. 
S ingleton, how ever, denied his guilt 
and got off w ith  on ly  tw o years. T h at’s 
one fo r  the books. A n y  w ay , here D ill
inger was langu ish ing in ja il  less than 
five m onths a fter  being  m arried.

It is said th at his w ife  visited him 
on several occasions a t the re form a 
tory , but w h at passed betw een them 
none can  say. A n yw ay , in 1929, she 
sued fo r  d ivorce on the grounds that 
he had been convicted o f  an in fam ous 
crim e— and w on  it readily  enough.

L ater she becam e the w ife  o f  a re 
spectable farm er.

B u t like a plague, the nam e o f  D ill
inger has com e to haunt her. Since 
D eserter D illinger becam e K iller D ill
inger, Pu blic E nem y N o. 1, this u n for 
tunate w om an has had to barrica de her 
hom e against the inquisitive, even

going so fa r  as to have the telephone 
disconnected. It  is said she made one 
blazing statem ent concern in g her fo r 
m er husband, and then presum ably 
locked her lips on the sub ject forever. 
It  w as, “ John D illinger is dead to m e !”

OU T L A W  D IL L IN G E R ’S nine-year 
tenure behind bars w as d istin 

guished by tw o unsuccessful e fforts to 
escape. F or  ill conduct during this 
period he w as punished six  different 
times. The records show  that w hile an 
inmate he even broke into the com m is
sary  and stole everyth ing to eat he 
could get his hands on.

He w as, in fa ct, the last person in 
the w orld  you ’d expect to be paroled.

B u t they paroled O utlaw  D illinger. 
The circum stances to that act are cu ri
ous and they now  bear a double in
terest, inasm uch as D illinger has since 
been the cause o f  fifteen deaths, and 
that the parole, even as you read this, 
is threatening to  unseat Paul V . M c
N utt, the G overnor o f  Indiana who 
signed the order.

W hat a lot o f  people w ant to know  is 
w hy D illin ger ’s record in prison was 
not cited w ith the plea w hen it came 
up before  the parole board.

W hat rea lly  happened is this. A  pe
tition  w as circu lated through the 
county and signed, a long w ith hun
dreds o f  others, by B. F . M organ, 
whom  D illinger and Singleton robbed 
and assaulted, by  the fa m ily  m inister, 
the tria l judge, and even the prosecu
tor , p leading that D illinger w as u rg 
ently needed to help his ag in g  father 
tend the farm .

The State Com m ission o f  Clem ency, 
accord in g  to the parole, “ A fte r  carefu l 
investiga tion”  o f  all fa cts  in the case, 
then recom m ended D illin ger ’s release. 
W hereupon G overnor M cN utt signed 
the order, and the die w as cast.

In M ay, 1933, a new  g r ie f  cam e to 
perch  on the elder D illin ger ’s shoul
ders. H is second w ife  died. T h is w as 
alm ost sim ultaneous w ith D eserter 
D illinger’s parole, and he w as there 
fo r  the funera l.

W ith  outrageous insin cerity  he 
walked up to B rother F illm ore, who 
officiated a t the services, and w ru ng 
his hand. There w ere fa lse  tears in 
his eyes. H e looked the m in ister in the 
fa ce  and said, “ I ’m go in g  straigh t this 
time. I ’ve learned m y lesson .”

The echo o f  this rem ark had hardly 
died before  D eserter D illinger had 
robbed the D alesville, Indiana, bank o f 
$3,500. This accom plished, he de
scended on the N ational Bank o f  M ont
pelier, Indiana, and relieved it o f  
$12,000, and then sh ifted  his field o f  
operations to  Ohio, w here, w ith  aston
ishing ease, he took three banks fo r  
$82,000.

A fte r  th at he decided to  lay  low  fo r  
a spell, and so w ent into h id ing a t the 
hom e o f  M rs. M ary Jenkins Longnaker, 
at D ayton, Ohio, the sister o f  an es
caped M ichigan C ity  convict. Through 
a m ysterious tip  the police tracked him 
to this address and there captured him. 
Thereupon bank-robber D illinger be
came “ eel”  D illinger, m aking the first 
o f  his sensational escapes from  the 
A llen  County Jail, in  Lim a, w here he 
had been taken.

In m aking this getaw ay  he w as as
sisted b y  his desperado com panions, 
w ho shot and killed Sheriff Jess Saber 
in effecting it.

A n d so the th ie f and the liar, the de
serter and the renegade added the 
stigm a o f  m urder to his name.

Then the gan g— D illin ger ’s gan g—  
rea lly  g o t  going. They robbed and shot 
up banks com ing and going. The 
State o f  Indiana w as so terrorized that 
the state m ilitia w as called out. M ean
w hile K iller  D illinger and his gang 
m oved out through the South W est.

In this g a n g  w ere three o f  the prize 
hoodlum s o f  the decade— H a rry  Pier- 
pont, D illin ger ’s “ T r ig g er  M an,”  R us
sel C lark, and Charles M akley.

It  w as this tr io  who, dressed in the 
height o f  fashion , sauntered into the 
ja il  at Lim a and liberated Jum ping 
John D illinger a fte r  killing  the sheriff 
and lock in g his w ife , w ith  a deputy, in 
a cell.

Thus delivered, D illinger and his 
com rades disappeared, and the next 
day a rew ard  o f  $7,000 w as placed on 
their collective heads.

S tung by  the K ill-B ug, the gang 
popped up in E a st C hicago, Indiana, 
w here D illinger h im self is credited 
w ith m urderin g Patrolm an W illiam  
O ’M alley.

Then came the w estern invasion. 
F lushed w ith the cash they had lifted 
from  banks, the g a n g  arrived  in T u c
son, A rizona , under the guise o f 
w ealthy tourists. M akley, Clark and 
P ierpont had their “ w ives”  w ith them, 
and all seven registered a t the Con
gress H otel, a fam ous hostelry  in that 
section.

Shortly  a fte r  they had settled down 
to en joy  the calm  o f  that w estern 
m etropolis, how ever, an oil fu rn ace  in 
the basem ent o f  the hotel had the 
tem erity to catch fire. Q uickly the 
blaze got underw ay, and in no tim e at 
all guests w ere com pelled to flee fo r  
their lives.

The D illinger retinue was ensconced 
on the th ird  floor. L eisurely  assem 
blin g their equipm ent, w hich included 
an arsenal o f  m achine guns and am
m unition, in addition to their personal 
effects, they started to descend by  the 
e levator ; but by  that time even the 
stairw ay w as in flames.

TH E  situation looked m enacing until 
firemen conveniently raised their lad

ders righ t next to  the w indow s o f  their 
suite. Th is w as a break. K iller D ill
in ger’s phenomenal luck still held. 
They descended w ith a lacrity , pouring 
a profu se  flood o f  thanks into the fire
m en’s ears. Such w as their gratitude 
that they tipped firem en W illiam  Bene
dict and Kenneth Pender tw elve dol
lars fo r  their assistance— but not until 
these firemen had rescued the g a n g ’s 
“ lu g g a g e”  from  the room.

A t  the tim e this luggage seemed in
ord inately  heavy, but the tw elve-dollar 
tip  dissipated an y  evil thoughts, in the 
excitem ent o f  the hotel fire.

Several days later these tw o firemen 
w ere to  think a g rea t deal o f  th at lug
gage. A ccord in g  to  report, they hap
pened to be g lan cin g  through a m aga
zine devoted to  detective thrillers  and 
came upon the p ictu res o f  a num ber o f  
fu g itives.  ̂ These pictures tallied  with 
the descrip tion  o f  one o f  the men 
whose lu ggage they had rescued from  
the Congress H otel on ly  a short time 
before.

A blaze w ith  excitem ent, they re
ported to  the police, and thus paved 

( P lease tu rn  to page  62)
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Your Dentist’s Detective
'‘It's a good thing we made these X -ra y  
pictures. H ere's a sm all hidden cavity 
which I  could not discover without m y  
X -ra y  detective."

rTjOSTPONiML; a visit to your dentist is 
1 not postponing trouble. It is bringing 
it closer. Time and money will be saved by 
a visit to your dentist every six months. It 
is impossible to have good health i f  the 
teeth, gums and soft tissues o f  your mouth 
are not kept in good condition.

If your dentist advises X-ray pictures o f 
your teeth, take his advice. W ith the X-ray 
to inform him, he knows the condition o f the 
deeper structures, the roots and the tooth 
sockets. In many cases early cavities can be 
found only by X-rays. If you have pyorrhea 
he may discover it at a stage in which it can 
be successfully treated.

Because an aching tooth demands prompt 
attention it is usually far less dangerous to 
health than the undiscovered trouble-maker. 
A  tooth may seem to be sound and healthy 
and yet hidden trouble may be brewing. 
Infection may exist at the root o f  a guilty 
tooth long before it is suspected that any
thing is wrong. Meanwhile, the surround

ing bony structure is being broken down 
and destroyed, while infection may be ab
sorbed into the system through the blood 
stream. Such infection may damage the heart 
and other vital organs, may cause eye, ear, 
sinus, nerve, joint or digestive trouble.

When a firmly rooted tooth is to be ex
tracted an X-ray picture may be needed to 
assist the dentist. Sometimes the roots.are 
hooked or teeth may have failed to come 
through the gums. In such cases damage to 
the jaw-bone may result from a “ blind”  
extraction.

If you have sound teeth and gums, then a 
correct d ie t , in clu d in g  som e hard and 
“ crunchy”  food, will help to keep them 
healthy. Teeth, living parts o f  the body, 
are built by food. They need the minerals 
contained in eggs, milk, vegetables, fruits 
and cereals.

Send for the Metropolitan’s free booklet, 
“ GoodTeeth.” Address Booklet Dept. 834-B.

M e t r o p o l i t a n  L ife
Frederick H. Ecker, President

I n s u r a n c e  C o m p a n y
One Madison A ve., N ew York, N. Y.
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( Continued from  
p a g e  60)Are You Responsible for Dillinger?

the w a y  f o r  one o f  the m ost singular 
captu res in the h istory  o f  cr im inology. 
C . A . W ollard , w ho w as C hief o f  P o
lice , effected th is coup w ithout firing a 
shot.

T h is  am azing fe a t  electrified the n a
tion . The on ly  th in g  rem ain ing w as a 
d iv ision  o f  the spoils, in w hich  state 
rig h ts  played a conspicuous part.

The State o f  Ohio dem anded M akley, 
P ierpon t, and Clark fo r  the m urder 
o f  S heriff Saber, a t  L im a. Indiana 
w anted D illinger f o r  the E ast Chicago 
s la y in g  o f  Officer O ’M alley.

The battle betw een the states fo r  ex 
trad ition  rig h ts  w a s  b r ie f but snappy. 
A fte r  a telephone conversation  w ith 
G overn or M cN utt, o f  Indiana, in w hich  
he prom ised to  release P ierpont, Clark 
and M akley to  O hio, A r izon a ’s G ov
ernor, B . B . M oeur, signed extradition  
papers fo r  all fo u r  men.

TH E N  cam e the return  o f  the fu g i
tives. D illinger, snarlin g like the 

cornered  ra t he w as, put up a figh t bu t 
w as quick ly  overpow ered  and put in 
irons. Then he w as shoved in a fa s t  
plane and taken to C h icago. H is three 
com panions, m eanw hile, had begun the 
long ride to  the Buckeye State.

F rom  this point on the D illinger 
dram a becom es the prize  com ic opera 
o f  the cen tu ry . H e w as delivered to 
the Lake County Ja il, a t C row n Point, 
Indiana, on Jan u ary  30, 1934. E x actly  
th irty -five  days la ter  cam e the “ w ood
en  p isto l”  episode and the sensational 
escape. In  its brazen  au d acity  it is 
com parable to  the W ooden H orse o f  
T roy . Let us reenact this ludicrous 
scene and observe the stra teg y  o f  M as
ter  D illinger.

On the day  o f  his aston ish in g get
aw ay  D illin ger w ith  fou rteen  other 
prisoners w ere  m illin g  about in the 
exercise room  on the second floor o f  
the ja il .  T h at w ith in  itse lf  is a curi
ous fa c t. D illinger had been hunted 
over the nation  as a renegade and 
killer. W h y  w as he not in an escape- 
p r o o f  ce ll?

M rs. L ilian  H olley, In d ian a ’s woman 
sheriff, hadn ’t  thought it necessary. 
W hen D illin ger w as turned  over to  h er 
fo r  sa fe-k eep in g  she to ld  th e  w orld  
th at D illin ger w ould stick. “ H e’ll 
never get out o f  this ja il ,”  she said 
w ith  conviction .

W hile the men w ere  d oin g  th eir daily 
dozen D eputy Sheriff E rnest Blunk 
cam e into the enclosure. He w a s a fter  
the fin ger-prin ts  o f  a n ew ly  arrived 
prisoner. A s  he m oved through the 
door D illin ger leaped fo rw a rd .

“ Stick  ’em up ,”  scream ed the K iller, 
shoving w h at appeared to be a gun in 
the depu ty ’s ribs. D um bfounded, B lunk 
obeyed. H e w as flung in to  a cell. A s  
i f  it  w ere a p la y  that had been per
fe ct ly  rehearsed, W arden  Lew  B aker 
then cam e in to the room . He w as fo l 
low ed by T u rn key  Sam  Cahoon and 
W in  B ryan , a  v ig ilante. W ith ou t bat
tin g  an eye D illinger turned  the fake 
gun  on them . “ Stick  ’em up,”  he cried, 
back in g  them  into a ce ll; and as they 
obeyed, “ G im m e them  k e y s !”

There w ere  three keys on the r in g . 
P ocketin g  these he locked the te rror - 
stricken  ja ile rs  in a cell and then drove 
the prison ers into the open bull pen. # 

H is next m ove w as to gain  the co rri
d or , a  com paratively  easy  m aneuver, 
and in less than a m inute later he had 
entered the office o f  Sheriff H olley.

A h , here w as w hat he w anted. Ma
chine g u n s ! H e seized tw o o f  these, 
caught up a couple o f  autom atics and 
filled his pockets w ith  am m unition. 
Thus arm ed, he returned to the bull 
pen and turned his guns on the flabber
gasted officers.

In that g rou p  o f  prisoners w as H er
bert Y ou ngsblood , a negro. “ H elp m e,”  
barked D illin ger, “ and I ’ll g e t  you out 
o f  here.”  The negro stepped forw ard  
w ith  alacrity . T h ru sting  a gun into 
his hands, D illinger— w ith the hapless 
B lunk ahead o f  him , m ade his w ay  out 
o f  the ja il  and into a  garage w here five 
m echanics w ere at w ork .

“ Give m e the fa s test  car in this ga 
ra g e ,”  the slat-eyed D illinger cried, 
m enacing them w ith  the m achine gun. 
F ou r m echanics shot th eir hands in the 
a ir. The fifth , E d w ard  Saagers, who 
w as w ork in g  on the S heriff’s new 
eight-cy linder F ord , indicated that this 
w as the fastest car.

“ G et in ,”  ordered D illinger, shoving 
him  into the back seat. “ H ere,”  he 
hissed in B lunk’s ear, “ you  drive .”  
B lunk slid behind the w heel. D illinger 
got into the fro n t  seat w ith  Blunk 
w hile  Y ou n gsblood  clim bed in w ith  the 
m echanic, coverin g  him all the w hile 
w ith  his gun.

U nder D illin ger ’s terse orders the 
ca r  z igzagged  a deceptive course to  the 
Illinois State line, w here Blunk and 
Saggers, w ho expected  to be killed any 
m inute, w ere ordered to  the ground.

“ I ’ve been  in m y last ja il ,”  the K iller 
exulted, tossin g  fo u r  dollars to  his lib
erated captives. “ T h ey  w ill never take 
m e alive.”

T h at fo u r  dollars w as fo r  them to 
get home w ith. T h ey got. The w ord 
w as flashed and the alarm  spread, but 
D illinger had disappeared dow n the 
road.

Then, f o r  the first tim e, the c ry  was 
taken up in earnest. I t  resounded from  
coast to  coast— “ G et D illin ger.”  E v ery  
new spaper in the cou n try  bore flam ing 
headlines. A n d  organized nation-w ide 
hunts began , w hile D illin ger, alw ays 
one. ju m p ahead o f  his pursuers, 
slipped like a  phantom  through  a 
labyrinth  o f  room s and hidden re
treats.

T w ice  the police have had him  in 
traps and tw ice he has shot his w ay 
out o f  them , leav ing  a tra il o f  dead 
and w ounded that m akes k ill-thrill fic
tion  tam e as w ater.

M E A N W H IL E , back in Ohio, P ier
pont, C lark, and M akley w ere not 

fa r in g  so w ell. P ierpont and M akley 
w ere tr ied  fo r  the m urder o f  the Lim a 
Sheriff and sentenced to  die in the elec
t r ic  chair, at the State P en itentiary , in 
Colum bus, w hile  C lark w as sentenced 
to l ife  im prisonm ent.

Th is tr io , as you w ill reca ll, killed 
Sheriff Saber w hile  “ sprin g in g”  D ill
in ger from  the ja il at Lim a.

W ould D illinger t r y  to liberate his 
erstw hile  pa ls?  The State o f  Ohio be
lieved he w ould , and took  steps a t once 
to  checkm ate a n y  such endeavor. To 
fru stra te  possible kidnap ing, a double 
guard  w as p laced about G overnor 
G eorge W hite. The N ational Guard 
w as called  out to m ake it  absolutely 
certa in  the condem ned m urderers could 
not escape. Then O hio offered a $1,000 
rew ard  f o r  D illinger, dead or  alive.

A fte r  the w ooden pistol episode and 
th e  rep ort that D illin ger w as h id in g  in

C hicago the banking elem ents were 
throw n into pan ic. B anks w ere D ill
in ger ’s prey— he needed thousands in 
cash to pay his w a y  from  day  to day. 
It  is  said nearly  one hundred banks 
took  the precaution  o f  doubling guards.

H ot on his tra il, the police came 
w ith in  an ace o f  nabbing D illinger in 
those first fe w  days a fte r  his escape. 
F o llow in g  a tip , they m ade a number 
o f  raids a lon g  the N orth Side, includ
in g  one on a hotel in R okeby Street, 
but th eir  b ird  had w inged it out o f  
there. On another occasion , fo llow in g  
another hot tip , the v ice squad de
scended on a C hicago apartm ent that 
litera lly  proved  to be a nest o f  w anted 
men. W h a t fo llow ed  w as one o f  those 
m otion p ictu re  braw ls, gang lan d ver 
sus the law. W hen the smoke lifted 
three notoriou s gunm en w ere dead in 
their tracks— but Jum ping Jack  D ill
inger w as not a m on g  them.

LIT T L E  Bohem ia Lodge, in the w ilds 
'  o f  W isconsin , w as the scene upon 

w hich the battle lines now  converged. 
D esperate, w ounded, beset on all sides, 
D illin ger and his m ob had slunk aw ay 
to this north w oods sanctuary  hoping 
fo r  a  few  days ’ resp ite b efore  the bull
dogs o f  the law  cam e h ow lin g  to his 
door.

But once again , through th a t cu r i
ous grapev ine  system  o f  fa lse  con fed 
erates and stool p igeons, D illin ger ’s 
hand had been tipped. A  trap  w as set. 
This one w as to be foo l-p roo f. A bout 
the lodge a net o f  arm ed officers, w ith 
orders to shoot on sight, w as spread. 
It  w as a hum an noose w ith  w hich  they 
hoped to snare the elusive renegade. 

But they didn ’t snare him.
H e fled in the n ight, betw een lulls in 

the firing, and w hen at daw n the gang 
w as routed by  tear-gas bom bs, only 
three w om en staggered out into the 
early  light. D illinger had faded  from  
the scene as early  as 3 a.m. and at 
that m om ent w as lick in g  his w ounds, 
safe f o r  the m om ent, m iles aw ay.

T h ey say th at even ra ts  have a cer
tain kind o f  courage. P erhaps this 
m ight expla in  the sw a ggerin g  im pu
dence o f  the m an w ho fo r  a w hile has 
hoodw inked the nation . N eed in g  bullet
p ro o f vests, he ca lm ly  held up a police 
station , and took  them. T h at w asn ’t 
bravery . I t  w as insanity. H e ju s t  
happened to get aw ay w ith  it.

W h ile  officers beat the underbrush 
like hunters try in g  to  get up a deer, he 
dropped in  on  h is  old dad one night. 
B ut love o f  paren t h ard ly  prom pted 
this move. Y ou  w ouldn ’t  expect an in
gra te  w ho could  so persecute his own 
flesh and blood, to  be m otivated b y  an 
unselfish interest, w ould you ? He did 
it because a t the tim e it  seemed the 
sm art th in g  to  do, and once again  he 
happened to get aw ay w ith  it.

I t  never entered the k iller ’s head 
that i f  this v isit had been anticipated 
by  the law , a pitched battle  w ould have 
resulted , w ith  the likelihood that his 
fa th er  w ould have been killed. Con
sideration  f o r  the other fe llow , even 
w hen the other fe llow  happens to be 
his ow n fa th er , is som ething D illinger 
know s noth ing about.

W hen , to  his fa th er ’s astonishm ent, 
Jum ping John did arrive , an aide-de- 
cam p and a w om an accom panied him.

“ W h a t’s she doing w ith  y o u ?”  his 
fa th er  inquired pointedly.

( P lea se  tu rn  to page  64)
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says DR. ROBERT LATZEL, clinic head in Vienna’s largest free hospital
Read Dr. LatzeVs complete expla
nation o f  this case . . .  it may be 
similar in many ways to yours!

“  "JV/TR. H. B.,”  Dr. Latzel reports,
1 ▼ X “ was a civil engineer. He had 

become chronically tired out, with 
boils, a very poor appetite and the 
usual distressing stomach symptoms.

“ His abdomen was flabby, large. 
Intestines were weak, clogged. He 
was nearly always constipated.

“ I put him on a Yeast diet — asked him 
to report back in a week. By that time, 
one o f his boils was gone, another had

started to dry up. In 3 weeks, his skin 
was entirely clear, he had good color, 
healthy appetite. Constipation stopped. 
He showed every sign o f improved energy.

“ Run-dowm health, poor complex
ion, indigestion, heartburn, and other 
troubles usually come from poisons 
carried through the blood from the in
testines,”  states Dr. Latzel. “ Yeast 
softens the clog
ging waste in the 
body so you can 
clear it out . . . 
regularly.”

Why not go to 
your grocer, or a

restaurant or soda fountain and get 
some Fleischmann’s Yeast right now 
. . .  then eat 3 cakes every day, follow
ing the directions on the label ? Each 
cake is rich in vitamins B, D  and G 
that every one of us needs.

Start to eat Fleischmann’s Yeast today! 
And keep it up for 30 days at least! See 
what it’s like to feel real well!

Fleischmann’s Yeast Does 3  Things
f o r  Y O U — I t  (1 ) s t im u la te s  y o u r  s to m a c h  
ju ic e s  (2 ) s tr e n g th e n s  th e  m u sc le s  o f  y ou r  
sto m a c h  a n d  in te stin e s  (3) s o fte n s  w a ste  
s o  i t  passes easily  fr o m  th e  b o d y .

Copyright. 1984, Standard Brands Incorporated
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C cw y...
to get good snapshots now

with JIFFY KODAK 
and VERICHROME FILM

T HERE’ S a new way to take snap
shots—an easier way. With a Jiffy 

Kodak . . . the smart folding camera 
that’s so simple to use.

At the touch of a button the Jiffy 
leaps out—ready for action. A click of 
the shutter and you’ve made a picture.

Smartly designed in metal and en
amels—as trim as a lady’s compact. 
The Jiffy comes in two sizes . . . for 
2'A x 4'4 inch pictures, $9 . . .  for 214 x 314 
inch pictures, $8. If it»isn’t an Eastman, 
it isn’t a Kodak.

Y OU’ LL get better pictures with 
Verichrome Film. In the glaring 

sun or the porch’s shade—this film gets 
the picture. The cheaper the camera . .  . 
the slower the lens—the more the need 
for Verichrome. Load your camera with 
Verichrome for better pictures. Eastman 
Kodak Co., Rochester, New York.

Are You Responsible for Dillinger?
( Continued fr o m  page 62)

The outlaw  leered : “ I like a home 
cooked meal now  and then. She 
cooks it.”

S ince then he has slipped like a 
phantom  from  c ity  to c ity  and state to 
state. H e travels in high-pow ered cars 
bristling  w ith m achine guns. A t  his 
heels crow ds a pack  o f  m ongrels.

O bviously som ething m ust be done to 
rem edy a situation that enables kill- 
fiends to find such easy sailing. But 
w hat i f  the law  does get him— as it 
eventually w ill? G etting D illinger 
w on’t b rin g  fifteen  dead men back to 
life . E xecu ting him or shooting him 
down in his tracks w on ’t l if t  the stigm a 
that w ill fo llow  his sisters to the grave. 
The answ er lies in prevention— not 
m erely in punishm ent.

They say an offend ing eye should be 
plucked out. T h at takes care o f  the 
eye, but w hat about the rest o f  the 
body? W ouldn ’t  it  be better to cure 
the em bryo sty  b e fore  it degenerates 
into cancer?

The law  can ’t attend to this. It  m ay 
on ly  punish offenders. B u t society can, 
i f  it is sincere in its desire to  cut down 
crim e. In the m a jority  o f  states a de
term ined society has deemed it advis
able, upon proper provocation , to  take 
hum an life . W h y  can ’t it make up its 
mind to clam p dow n on youthful unde
sirables and rem ove them so irrevoca 
bly that m urder and p illage w ill be 
im possible?

In other w ords, w hen D illinger, as 
a youngster, stole an autom obile, w hy 
w as that charge changed from  th e ft  to 
d isorderly  conduct and his sentence 
suspended?

W hen he w ent to  prison  fo r  robbery  
and assault and established an un
paralleled record as a reca lcitrant be
hind bars, w hy w as th is record shoved 
aside and a parole g iven  him ? I f  he 
had stayed w here he belonged, m ur
dered men would now  be happy in the 
bosom s o f  their fam ilies. The govern 

m ent w ould not be spending m illions—  
think o f  it, m illions— to capture one 
man.

It w ill be argued that paroles are 
essential— but w hen a case presents 
itse lf that can not be qualified, no al
ternative is left. Y ou  can ’t qu a lify  
D illinger. H is blood was good  blood. 
O ther ch ildren  in his ow n environm ent 
grew  up into usefu l citizens. H is home 
w as a Christian home.

K now ing this, a squeam ish society 
perm itted him  to s ift  through its 
fingers, although even as a  juven ile  
his inherent viciousnes was in evidence. 
Could not a m ore resolute system  have 
prevented th is? W e the People, who 
m ust answ er these questions, rebel at 
the thought o f  a ruthless, uncom pro
m ising code o f  ou r children, yet when 
ou r children grow  up to  be m urderers, 
it is we the People w ho m ust pay  fo r  
ou r  squeamishness.

In  the case o f  John D illinger, let us 
see w hat the toll o f  this negligence 
am ounts to :

Thirteen men have died sudden and 
v iolen t deaths.

Banks have been robbed.
H e is liar and th ief.
A  fa ilu re  in school— he deserted.
H e joined the U nited States N avy—  

and deserted.
In acceptin g salvation he robbed 

w ith  one hand w hile shaking hands 
w ith his m in ister w ith the other.

From  the cradle he has been anti
social.

H e has sham ed the nam e o f  his 
fathers.

H e has been fa lse  to  every trust—  
m arriage, church, home.

N ot one redeem ing feature is there 
to  his credit.

W hat are W e the People g o in g  to 
do about it?  N ot m erely about this 
John D illinger— but about fu tu re  Dil- 
lingers? T h a t ’s w hat society would 
like to  know.

Pretty Girls Look Cool
(Continued from page 17)

season, as her skin gradua lly  becomes 
darker. A nd she chooses darker lip 
stick. The usual tone o f  lipstick looks 
g la r in g  and inharm onious when cheeks 
are tanned.

Cheek rouge should be very ligh tly  
used by the g ir l w ho goes in fo r  tan, 
w hether she gets it from  a pow der box 
or from  the sun. T hat is, in the day
time. F or the b righ t outdoor ligh t o f  
vacation  tim e m akes heavily  rouged 
cheeks look hot and rath er blow sy. In  
the evening, o f  course, when more 
tem pered and fla tterin g  lights are 
gleam ing, cheek rouge m ay be m ore 
generously  used.

W a terp roo f cosm etics come in fo r  a 
lot o f  pra ise from  the g ir l who swims 
to keep cool. They rea lly  make it pos
sible to  look natural w hen you are in 
the w ater. L ipsticks and rouge com e 
in th is form , and so does m ascara.

Cosm etics fo r  the legs and feet get 
m ore attention in vacation  days than 
at other times. L otions th at keep the 
skin sm ooth and flaw less are much 
used. It  is a fa v or ite  tr ick  now  to 
use brillian t enam el polish on the toe 
nails m atching th at on the finger nails.

The hands m ust not be forg otten  in 
Sum m er. They quickly show  the re
sults o f  a ll sorts o f  outdoor activ ities

if they are the least bit neglected. So 
long as hands are looked a fte r  regu 
larly— m anicured and cream ed and 
anointed w ith  soothing lotions— they 
are all right. B u t i f  they are 
allow ed to acquire the effects o f  a 
w hole sum m er’s bad treatm ent, they 
m ay suffer perm anently. The school
g ir l ’s skin has enough resiliency so 
that it w ill stand a lot o f  exposure 
and rea lly  come back. But the older 
w om an should rem em ber that careless 
exposure o f  the skin w ill m ake it per
m anently coarse and rough.

One o f  the quickest w ays to look all 
hot and bothered about the w eather is 
to  let the hair g row  scraggly .

A  becom ing coiffure th at can be 
easily  kept in order should be chosen 
f o r  the vacation  and fo r  the Summer 
generally. The h a ir  should be sham 
pooed frequently  to  keep it fre e  from  
dust and persp iration  incident to 
outdoor exercise. It should be p ro 
tected against too much sun. Blond 
hair especially is burned b y  hot sun 
and sometimes a lovely  color is ruined 
in this w ay. A n d  it should be carefu lly  
w ashed a fte r  its ow ner swim s in a salt 
w ater pool or  the ocean. H air on 
w hich  salt w ater is allow ed to d ry  usu
a lly  becom es harsh and unattractive.
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H e’ll carry it and look  at it and show it until it’s worn dog-eared— this square o f 

paper. Because it’s a snapshot o f  the girl. Her smile. Her sweetness. Put down on 

paper, by some magic, so he can carry it around with him, and feel always that she’s 

near. Now pictures like this are easier to make than ever. Kodak Verichrome Film 

extends snapshot possibilities amazingly. Eastman Kodak Co., Rochester, New York.

T h e  |iii>tDr«N y o u  w i l l  w a n t  T O M O R R O W  . . .  y o u  m u s t  t a k e  T O D A Y

The MYSTERY Magazine, August, 1934 65



VAMTI1NISTS!
Don’t forget to pack 

in the most important 

thing of all!

T HE vacation rush is on!
Packing left for the last 

minute! When you check up, be 
sure that you’ve taken along one 
of the most important things of 
all—a good supply of Ex-Lax!

A change of cooking, different 
water, staying up late nights—all 
these things are apt to throw you 
off-schedule.

And when you’re off-schedule 
—even temporarily—you can’t 
get the full fun out of your vaca
tion. So if you’re looking forward 
to happy vacation days—take this 
extra precaution: Take along a 
liberal supply of Ex-Lax.

Ex-Lax, the chocolated laxa
tive, works over-night without 
over-action. It doesn’t cause 
stomach pains. It doesn’t form a 
habit. You don’t have to take 
Ex-Lax every day of your vaca
tion, like some laxatives. And 
Ex-Lax is good for every mem
ber of the family.

At all drug stores, 10c and 25c.

EX -LA X
T H E  C H O C O L A T E D  L A X A T I V E

Murders that Couldn’t Happen
(C ontinued fr o m  page  31)

answ ering. “ Y es— John w as.”
“ T h at’s a lie !”  John snapped. “ Y ou  

know  I was ju s t  com ing ou t o f  m y 
door when you saw m e.”

“ I  rather thought,”  said Cortez, 
“ that you w ere just- g o in g  in  your 
door.”

John Thorndyke sw ung quick ly  on 
the Sergeant, his fa ce  flam ing.

“ I f  you w ant the truth ,”  he said, 
“ when I entered the hall I saw  Cortez 
sneaking back  into the lib rary .”

T h ere w as a m om ent o f  silence. P ro 
fessor  B aker looked interestedly at the 
tw o men. O bviously they disliked each 
other intensely. E ither each w as try 
in g  to  m ake it  uncom fortab le fo r  the 
other— or one w as ly in g . H e w as 
rather surprised w hen M cC arthy 
dropped the w hole m atter.

“ I  take it you cam e into th is room  
together. W h a t did you find h ere?”  

“ Jam es w as sitting  in that ch air,”  
said Cortez, pointing, “ slum ped across 
the table, the revolver in his r ig h t 
hand. He w as quite dead w hen I  ex 
am ined him . I ra n g  the bell f o r  D rake 
and had him  call D octor  Thorn dyke.”  

M cC arthy turned to John.
“ A n d  what did you  d o ? ”  he asked. 
“ I ’m a fra id  I ju s t  stood around help 

less f o r  a tim e,”  John said. “ The th ing 
sort o f  knocked m e out, com in g  rig h t 
on top  o f  A lice ’s death. It  w as an 
aw fu l shock. A fte r  a  w hile I w ent and 
told  A rth u r  about it, and both  o f  us 
told  Sonia .”

MC C A R T H Y  again  put his thumbs 
in the arm s o f  his vest. H e looked 

hopefu lly  a t the P ro fessor as i f  expect
ing him  to say som ething. B u t the 
P rofessor w as toy in g  w ith  his gold 
Phi B eta K appa key, turn ing it over 
and over in his little  fingers. M cC arthy 
released one hand fro m  his vest and 
scratched his head.

“ A n ybody  else in the house, D oc?”  
“ T h ere ’s D rake, m y butler,”  T h orn 

dyke said. “ H e’s been w ith me fo r  
years. Since lon g  before  M rs. T h orn 
dyke died, in fa c t. Then there ’s M rs. 
Sw inburne, the housekeeper. She’s 
been here— it m ust be all o f  five years. 
D ora  R anny, our office assistant, has 
a room  on the th ird  floor. R osin i is 
the garden er and chauffeur.”

M cC arthy blinked. “ A n d all these 
people w ere in the house ton ig h t?”  

“ Y es, their quarters are above.”  
M cC arthy scratched h is head again 

— hard this tim e. H e looked once 
m ore a t P ro fessor Baker, and then at 
Police-Su rgeon  Sw an.

“ W ell, Sw an,”  he said, “ w hat do you 
th ink? Still su icide?”

“ Sure.”  said  Sw an. “ N oth ing else 
but. The boy  ju s t  plain shot him- 
se lf.”

P ro fessor  B aker heard his ow n voice 
speaking. H e didn ’t  intend it to speak,

| but he -heard it sounding again st his 
w ill across the room .

“ B u t he didn’ t shoot h im self,”  his 
voice said. “ I f  y o u ’ll notice his neck
tie  and his shoe laces— the w a y  th ey ’re 
tied backw ards— and the w ay  the 
sleeves o f  his coa t are w orn— y ou ’ll 
see w h y . Jam es w ould never have held 
that gun the w a y  it w as found, or shot 
h im self the w ay  he w as shot. Y ou  
see Jam es is left-handed— and the gun  
was in his rig h t hand. . . .”

Three evenings later P ro fessor Baker 
was sitting  w ith  M ary in his cozy  
liv ing room . A cross his knees was

a copy  o f  “ The M oral Influence o f  
A r t ,”  but f o r  once Baker w as not be
in g  influenced by  sculptured or painted 
beauty. He w as w ritin g  th ou gh tfu lly  
w ith  a pencil on a large sheet o f  paper, 
and he w as so intent th at he started 
vio len tly  w hen the doorbell rang.

M ary  answ ered it  and the P ro fessor 
heard P olice-Sergean t M cC arthy ’s deep 
voice rum bling in the hallw ay. The 
S ergean t cam e fo rw a rd  w ith  an out
stretched hand and a cord ia l smile.

“  ’E vening, P ro fe sso r ! I w as pass
in g  by and thought I ’d drop in a m in
ute.”

The P ro fessor politely  indicated a 
chair. It  w as the first tim e he had 
seen M cC arthy  o ff duty, and he w as 
surprised  to  find the policem an al
m ost human.

“ This T h orn dyke business has got 
m e off m y nut, P rofessor. T w o deaths 
— one an accident, and one a suicide—  
noth ing to put a finger on. But there’s 
a fee lin g  about that house th a t ’s got 
me scared. I 've  g o t  a hunch there ’s 
som ething w ron g  about it. Y ou  know 
in g  the Thorndykes, I th ou gh t m aybe 
you  could tell me som ething about the 
fa m ily  that I don ’t  know .”

The P ro fessor  shrugged thin shoul
ders. “ I ’ve know n the doctor fo r  a 
good m any years. And I  knew  his 
w ife  before  she died. She w as a Trues- 
dale— th at’s w here the house came 
from . A  fine w om an, Sarah, but— er—  
w ell, perhaps overly  sentim ental. She 
had  a  passion f o r  m arriage, w anted 
every  one o f  h er ch ildren  to m arry—  
and then, sadly enough, died before  
she had seen even one o f  them stand 
be fore  an a ltar .”

M cC arthy rubbed his hands im pa
tien tly . “ T h at ’s ancient h istory ,”  he 
said. “ I w ant to  find ou t som ething 
abou t the live ones.”

H a lf  relu ctan tly  P ro fessor Baker ex
tended the pap er he had been w ritin g 
w hen the bell rang. He blushed 
slightly , and turned his fa ce  aw ay as 
the S ergean t grinned.

“ S ay ! Th is th in g  is  gettin g  you, 
P ro fe sso r ! T h ink ing o f  being  a detec
t iv e ? ”

M cC arthy  chuckled and read the 
p a p er:

1. D r. C. J. T h orndyke, 60. Came 
to  N ew  Y ork  in 1890; m arried 
Sarah Truesdale, 1892. F ive  ch il
dren. C om paratively p oor  until 
his m arriage, then his w ife  in
herited the Truesdale fortu n e  
w hich  she kept in her ow n name.

2. Dr. Em anuel Cortez, 35. Been 
w ith  T horndyke nine years, first 
as assistant and later as a part
ner. Studied m edicine U niversity  
o f  M adrid. E n gaged  to Sonia 
Thorndyke, but no announcem ent 
has been m ade. Q uarrelled three 
weeks a g o  w ith  John, w ho op
poses the union  w ith  h is sister.

3. John Thorn dyke, 29. Real-estate. 
Sober, serious, industrious. Is 
heavily  in debt a t two banks. 
Spends a ll h is  tim e betw een office 
and hom e.

3. A rth u r  Thorndyke, 27. N o oc
cupation. Spends his tim e read
in g  philosophy and putterin g 
w ith  w ritin g . Is  interested in 
D ora R anny.

5. Sonia Thorndyke, 26. Studied 
music. H as w hat she calls tem 
peram ent and everyone else 
calls tem per. A p parently  she is 

(P lea se  tu rn  to p a ge  68)
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• GAY NEW COLOR FOR FADED APPAREL •

• KEEPS YOUR 
SUMMER APPAREL 

ALLURING!

Use TIN TE X  fo r

Underthings • Negligees 
Dresses • Sweaters • Scarfs 
Stockings • Slips • Men's Shirts 
Blouses • Children's Clothes

Curtains • Bed Spreads 
Drapes • Luncheon Sets 
D o ilie s  * S lip  Covers

O n sale a t  d rug s to res  and  
n o tio n  c o u n te r s  ev eryw h ere

»■ • . UJorldsTintex Lr?;sl Tints

AD M I R I N G  ey e s  fo llo w  th e  sm a rtly  d ressed  w om a n .
- During the romantic summer days your apparel 

must be bright . . . fresh . . . gay in color. And that’s 
why you need Tintex . . .  to restore faded colors—or 
give new colors—to everything you wear. It’s so easy, 
so quick. You simply "tint as you rinse” !

Millions of smart women depend on Tintex to keep 
apparel color-fresh . . . home-decorations bright, too. 
They find it such an economy • . . for Tintex costs only 
a few cents and saves dollars.

Try Tintex today. See its perfect results—results that 
only professional work can equal. There are 35 bril
liant, long-lasting colors from which to choose!

PARK & TILFORD, Distributors
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No longer a 
S p inach -sp urner . .

His IA°,her . .  
feeding

CLAPp
•  M others say it  seems like m agic— the 
w ay babies w ho refuse hom e-cooked  vege
tables change their m inds w hen th ey ’re 
given C lapp ’s! B u t the reason is simple: 
B a b ies  l ik e  th e  ta s t e  o f  C la p p ’ s . C lapp’s 
B a by  F oods are alw ays silky-sm ooth, un 
varying in “ feel”  and flavor. A n d  always 
rich in vitam ins and mineral salts. T h ey ’re 
cooked in air-tight, glass-lined kettles to  
preserve these v ita l elements.

Clapp’s 15 Foods for Babies

In the New Enamel Purity Pack
•  A s k  y o u r  d o c t o r  w hich o f  these fif
teen C lapp ’ s F ood s you r b a b y  should have 
n ow : B a b y  Soup Strained, B a b y  Soup U n
strained, V egetable Soup, Tom atoes, A s
paragus, Spinach, Peas, Beets, Carrots, 
W a x  B ea n s , A p r ic o t s ,  P ru n e s , A p p le  
S a u c e ,  B e e f  B r o t h ,  a n d  
W heatheart Cereal.

Send f o r  FREE B O O K
H a r o ld  H . C l a p p ,  I n c .
Dept. 74, Rochester, N. Y.

Please send me your free book, “ Before Your 
Baby Goes on Vegetables.”

N a m e,

S t r e e t  a n d  N u m b e r .................

C ity .................................... S ta te ,

Murders that Couldn’t Happen
{C ontinued  fro m  p a ge  66)

deeply in love w ith  D r. Cortez.
6. G eorge D rake, 60, butler. Has 

been th irty  years w ith  the T h orn - 
dyke fam ily .

7. M rs. Sw inburne, 40, housekeeper. 
Been five years w ith  the Thorn - 
dykes.

8. D ora  R anny, 24. Studied nurs
ing, and assists both doctors. 
P retty , clever, blonde. I  have 
seen her m any tim es w ith  A rth u r  
Thorndyke.

9. R osini, 39, gardener-chauffeur. 
Italian. H as no frien ds. Leads 
a quiet sober life .

M cC arthy fo lded  the paper. “ M ind 
i f  I keep th is?”  he asked. “ Y ou  know , 
Baker, there ’s som ething about that 
house th a t ’s g ettin g  me. It ’s so old 
and alone and queer------- ”

P ro fessor B aker looked at the Ser
geant in m ild surprise. He had never 
expected this b ig  policem an to feel 
anything but a stubborn duty  to his 
job . H e thought o f  the Thorndyke 
house, and shivered a b it  h im self. It 
w as old and alone and queer— and he 
had a sudden fee lin g  that m ore queer 
th ings w ere to  happen there.

The telephone ra n g  in the next room  
and M ary cam e to the doorw ay.

“ I t ’s f o r  S ergean t M cC arthy,”  she 
said.

The Sergean t pulled h is bu lk  out o f  
the ch air and grinned.

“ H ope you don ’t m ind H eadquarters 
ca llin g  you r house, B aker. I  to ld  them 
I  w as com in g  here.”

B u t the Sergean t w as not grin n in g  
w hen he returned to the room . H is 
usual red fa ce  w as quite pale and his 
solid ja w  had dropped.

“ P ro fessor,”  he said, “ there ’s hell 
to  pay. T h at w as Sw an ca llin g .”

P ro fessor  B aker answ ered very  
softly .

“ W ho is  it  this t im e?”
“ A rth u r has been fou n d  dead in the 

T horndyke ga ra ge  . . .  !”

IT  w as com fortin g  this tim e to have 
com pany in app roach ing  the T h orn 

dyke place. F or the first tim e P ro
fessor  Baker w as pleased w ith  the 
S ergean t’s presence. The solid bulk 
o f  the m an lent an assurance o f  sa fety  
to  the darkness o f  th at tree-strew n 
yard  on M orningside.

T h ey found D octor T horndyke pac
in g  nervously  in the hall, an unlighted 
c ig a r  in his teeth. Cortez, w as sit
t in g  in a corner ta lk in g w ith  Sonia. 
John w as beside them  lookin g slightly  
stunned.

“ W h at is it th is tim e, S w a n ?”  M c
C arthy dem anded. “ Suicide a g a in ?”  

“ It  am ounts to  th at.”
“ W hat do you m ean ?”
“ Sim ply th at no one killed this 

you n g  m an. H e w as fou n d  in the ga
rage  suffocated b y  fum es o f  carbon 
m onoxide from  the exhaust o f  the 
m otor.”

“ A n y  m arks on h im ?”
“ Y es— a cu t on  his foreh ead . But it 

w as m ade w hen his head struck the 
fen der as he fe ll .”

“ W ho fou n d  h im ?”
“ Rosini— the gardener. H is room ’s

at the back o f  the house. H e heard the 
m otor running and w ent dow n to see 
w hat w as up. The garage doors w ere 
closed and the body  w as ly in g  on the
iiuur.

“ I ’ ll have a talk  w ith  R osini, 
grow led  M cC arthy “ A n d  I ’d like to 
take a  look  at this garage. Come

along, P ro fessor, w ill y ou ?”
P ro fessor B aker sh ifted  uneasily. 

H e w anted to ta lk  w ith  his friend  
D octor  Thorn dyke, but there seemed 
to be a com m and in the Sergean t’s 
voice. G lan cing sym pathetica lly  at the 
doctor, he docilely fo llow ed  Sw an and 
the Sergeant.

T h ey le ft  the house by  a rear door 
and w alked across a short path  tow ard 
the old stables, n ow  used as a garage. 
The night w as dark  and in the shad
ow s o f  the trees the g loom  w as alm ost 
im penetrable. The stable w as used fo r  
three cars and each set o f  doors now  
stood w ide open. I t  w as to  a roadster 
on the r ig h t that Sw an led them.

“ The body  w as here,”  he said, “ on 
the floor, by  the r ig h t fro n t  w heel. 
R osin i can tell you about it.”

R osin i proved to be a keen little 
Italian . H e had lithe, quick hands 
and his teeth flashed w hen he talked.

“ I am upstair— m y room — up there. 
I hear a m otor running a long tim e—  
I look  out— I th ink  m aybe som ebody 
stea ling a ca r  and I com e dow n. I 
sneak up to the fro n t  door and look 
in— the m otor o f  this car  is running 
— I open the door and the gas smoke 
— she terrib le ! I open all the door and 
let her out. Then I go in and shut 
off the m otor. On the floor— here—  
is Mr. A rth u r— th ere ’s cut in his head. 
I run  to get D octor  T horndyke and 
they ca rry  him  aw ay .”

“ D id you see anyone around the 
g a ra g e ?”

“ N o, th ere ’s no one.”
P ro fessor B aker had been standing 

helplessly to  one side putterin g w ith 
the tools and w aste on a sm all w ork 
bench w hich  ran a long  the side o f  the 
garage. F or  the first tim e he spoke.

“ Y ou  said, M r. Sw an, that a cut 
was m ade in A rth u r ’s head w hen he 
fe ll? ”

“ Y es. On this fen d er— you  can  see 
fo r  y ou rse lf.”

The P olice -S u rgeon  pointed to  a spot 
on the edge o f  the fen der w here there 
w as an unm istakable stain o f  blood.

“ C arbon m onoxide gas is deadly. It 
knocks you  out a ll in a second and 
w ithout w arn in g. W e have such ac
cidents as this n early  every  day .”  

“ A cc id en t?”  the P ro fessor  said 
so ftly . “ There is som ething here on 
this w ork  bench that m ight interest 
you. I f  th at cut on A rth u r ’s head 
w asn ’t caused b y  the fen der— it m ight 
very  easily  have been m ade by  th is.”  

F rom  the bench P ro fessor  Baker 
held  out a sm all but heavy  w rench . It 
had evidently  been hu rried ly  w iped on 
a b it  o f  w aste, but the m etal end o f  
it  w as still sticky w ith  blood.

“ I t  is  ju s t  possib le ,”  he said, “ that 
A rth u r  w as knocked unconscious, the 
m otor started, and the doors closed .”  

“ B y  G od !”  M cC arthy cried. “ I ’ll 
have everybody in the house on the ca r 
pet fo r  th is !”

H e did. P ro fessor  B aker adm ired 
the m an ’s ten acity  and patience. F ar 
into the n ight M cC arthy  questioned 
everyone connected w ith  the T h orn 
dyke household. Just as oh  the night 
Jam es w as killed everyone w as again 
on the prem ises— but no tw o o f  them 
had been together. The servants w ere 
in separate room s on the th ird  floor ; 
D octor T horndyke w as in the lib ra ry ; 
John w as in his room  and Sonia  in 
h ers ; Cortez w as in the office, and 
D ora R anny had ju st  returned to the 

{Please turn to page 70)
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C ALL o n  t h a t  g r a n d  o ld  f a v o r i t e ,  H e in z  
O v e n - B a k e d  B e a n s ,  w h e n  y o u  w a n t  a 

q u i c k ,  s a t i s f y in g  m e a l  f o r  h o t  s u m m e r  d a y s .  
H e in z  c h e f s ,  not you, s p e n d  l o n g  h o u r s  i n  
m o d e l  k i t c h e n s  b a k i n g  t h e s e  b e a n s  t o  m e l t 
i n g  t e n d e r n e s s ,  t h e n  b l e n d i n g  t h e m  w i t h  r i c h ,  
s a v o r y  s a u c e s  t o  b r i n g  o u t  e x c e p t i o n a l  f l a v o r .  
A l l  r e a d y  t o  h e a t  a n a  s e r v e ,  t h e y  m a k e  a  d e 
l e c t a b l e  m a i n  d i s h ,  o r  m a y  b e  c o m b in e d  w i t h  
m e a t s ,  v e g e t a b l e s  a n d  s a l a d s  f o r  a p p e a l i n g  
p l a t e  d i n n e r s  a n d  c o l d  s u p p e r  s n a c k s .  H e in z  
O v e n - B a k e d  B e a n s  a r e  p r e p a r e d  i n  f o u r  d i f 
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T r y  t h e m  t o n i g h t .
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( C ontinued fro m  pa ge  68)

house. N ot one had an alibi, and 
against none o f  them  could M cC arthy, 
w ith  all his b lustering, uncover a shred 
o f  evidence.

H e dismissed the w hole fa m ily  pres
ently and turned to Baker.

“ D am n it, P rofessor, this th in g ’s get
t in g  m e !”

It  w as gettin g  P ro fessor Baker, too. 
It w as past m idnight now — tw o hours 
a fte r  his usual bed tim e— and the 
P ro fessor w as a bit sleepy. But his 
frien d  Carl T horndyke w as in terrible 
trouble, and i f  there w as anyth ing he 
could  do to  help he w anted to do it. 
H e shook him self aw ake, like a little 
terrier , and looked at M cCarthy.

“ The w ay  these people w ere killed, 
Sergeant, w ould seem to be som ething 
to  w ork  on. A lice , b y  a heavy picture 
fa llin g  from  the w a ll; Jam es, an obvi
ous case o f  su icide; and A rth u r  by  an 
‘accidental’ closin g  o f  the garage 
doors. I f  I w ere a policem an I ’d think 
over ju st  w hat sort o f  a m ind w ould 
plan deaths like these.”

The Sergean t fe ll back on his old 
habit o f  scra tch in g  his head.

“ One w ith  im agin ation ,”  he ventured. 
“ It  certa in ly  took a lot o f  planning 
to  m ake them all look like accidents.”

Baker slow ly shook his head.
“ K now ing nothing o f  police m eth

ods, Sergeant, I ’d say  the person who 
planned these crim es had no  im agina
tion . T h ey ’re too com m onplace— too 
every-day. A n yone w ith  im agination  
w ould have dressed them  up— le ft  fa lse  
clues to  indicate an intruder or  a rob 
bery .”  Baker sm iled slightly , then 
w ent on apologetica lly . “ I ’m a fra id  this 
w on ’t help you much, Sergeant. F or  
the persons involved are tw o doctors— 
scientific m en n otoriou sly  devoid o f  
im agination— a doctor ’s daughter, a 
real estate agent, a nurse, and fo u r  
servants.”

“ I don ’t know  w hat you ’re ta lk in g 
about, Baker— it sounds screw y to  me. 
A ll I  know  is that everybody in this 
house had the opportu n ity  and the 
means to  m urder these people. The 
gun  w as kept in  an open draw er in 
T h orn dyke’s desk, the w rench w as 
ly in g on th at w ork  bench, and any
body  could have loosened the plaster 
around that p ictu re . . . . S ay ! Y ou  
don ’t think m aybe som ebody around 
here is h a lf-cracked , do you .”

The P ro fessor shivered s ligh tly  at 
the w ords. He had thought the same 
th in g  h im self, but he w ou ld  not have 
m entioned it. He rem em bered that 
Sarah T ruesdale had been a little 
“ queer”  —  over -  sentim ental, strangely  
fixed concepts, w ith  a pecu liar love and 
reverence f o r  m arriage. He spoke 
hesitatingly.

“ There is one th ing, Sergeant, th at I 
have noticed .”

“ W h a t?”
“ A lice  T horndyke w as about to  be 

m arried— she w as killed. A rth u r 
Thorndyke w as seriously interested in 
D ora  R anny— he w as killed------- ”

“ H ow  about Jam es? I haven ’t  heard 
o f  him  being troubled w ith  any love 
a ffa irs.”

“ No— but you rem em ber it  w as 
Jam es w ho first raised the question 
that perhaps A lice ’s death w as not an 
accident. H e m ight have know n some
th in g— m ight have fou n d  out som e
th ing— that m ade his rem oval neces
sary  to  the m urderer.”

M cC arthy again  scratched his head.

Murders that Couldn’t
Happen
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There was a sm all lam p burn ing in the 
room  and he stared at it a moment. 

“ I don ’t fo llow  you, P rofessor. M aybe
I ’m dumb, but------- ”

“ C ertain ly not, Sergean t.”
“ Thanks. B ut w hat has this m ar

riage business g o t  to do w ith  i t ? ”  
“ I ’m not sure that it has anything 

to  do w ith  it. But i f  I w ere you, 
Sergeant, tom orrow  I ’d go down to the 
Bureau o f  Records and get a cop y  o f  
Sarah Truesdale T horndyke’s w ill.”  

“ H er— w ill— ! W hy, th at ’s ancient 
h istory-------”

From  the shadow s o f  the doorw ay 
there cam e a sudden flash and exp lo
sion. P ro fessor B aker slum ped down 
in his chair, his arm s and hands lim p. 
M cC arthy stood a m om ent, his face  
bew ildered. The fa in t  sound o f  feet 
hurriedly  c lim bing stairs cam e from  
the hall.

“ P ro fe s s o r !”  M cC arthy 's voice rang 
across the room . “ P ro fe s s o r !”

P rofessor B aker ca lm ly  opened one 
blue eye behind his spectacles. Then 
the other eye opened and a grim  look 
crossed his mouth.

“ I t ’s all right, Sergean t.”
M cC arthy pointed a b ig  finger at 

the hole in the tapestried back o f  the 
P ro fessor ’s chair.

“ That bullet m issed you by  in ch es !”  
“ I fe lt  it go  by,”  said P rofessor 

Baker. “ I  thought it m ight be unw ise 
to appear too  lively— or there m ight 
be a second.”

“ I ’ ll get the man that did i t ! ”  
snapped M cC arthy. “ H e’s som ewhere 
in this house— I heard him g o  up
stairs ! ”

“ I ’m  a fra id , Sergeant, there is som e
th ing else to  do first,”  B aker said 
w earily.

“ W h a t?”
“ Investigate the fou rth  death.”  
“ F ou rth— d ea th ! ”
“ Yes. I am very  sorry . I f  I had 

on ly  thought quicker I m ight have 
saved her.”

“ Saved w h o?”
“ Sonia Thorn dyke.”
“ W h at m akes you think som ething’s 

happened to h er?”
“ Because she w as engaged to Dr. 

Cortez, Sergean t. A n d because o f  that 
bullet ju s t  fired at us. F or the first 
tim e the m urderer is a fra id . He has 
slipped som ew here— and this tim e, I 
hope, you  w ill g e t  h im !”

IN the dim  upper hall M cC arthy and 
P ro fessor Baker paused before  

Son ia ’s door. The house w as u tterly  
silent. E v iden tly , D r. T horndyke’s 
previous statem ent th at the old w alls 
muffled sound w as true. O bviously, no 
one had heard the revolver shot below.

M cC arthy pushed open the door. The 
ligh ts in the room  w ere on, and sit
tin g  in a chintz-covered ch air by  a 
table w as Sonia Thorndyke. On her 
lap w as an  open book, but her w ide 
eyes w ere not lookin g at the pages. 
They w ere starin g  blankly and sight
lessly  at the fa r  wall.

“ G od !”  M cC arthy gasped.
P rofessor B aker stood quietly in the 

doorw ay, his little  eyes rov in g  alertly  
about the room . F or the first tim e in 
his b r ie f “ career”  in crim e the P ro 
fe ssor  seem ed intensely interested. 
A fte r  all, th is w as his fr ien d ’s daugh
ter, the fou rth  child th at had died m ys
teriously. A n d m ore than that, though 
not a figh ting man, the P rofessor re- 

(P lease  turn  to page  72)
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vantages; it is delicious in flavor, easy to 
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mixes with the gastric juices and works 
more thoroughly.

Because FEEN-A-MINT has this natural 
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Murders that Couldn’t Happen
(C ontinued  fro m  p a ge  71)

sented th at bullet w hich  had fanned  
so closely  by  his cheek.

T h e room  seem ed entirely  norm al. 
It  w as a typ ica l g ir l ’s room , w ith  blue 
curta in s and bed spread, an a rra y  
o f  to ilet articles on a dressin g table, 
a  F rench  doll p ropped  up on the lace 
pillow s o f  the bed. Beside Son ia  w as 
a  sm all tab le w ith  a lam p, an open 
box  o f  candy, and an  ash tra y . In  the 
tra y  w ere the stubs o f  tw o smoked 
cigarettes.

M cC arthy  turned, his fa ce  pale.
“ I can ’t  see a m ark  on th is g ir l,”  

he said.
“ D eath m ust have com e v ery  sud

den ly ,”  the P ro fessor  m urm ured. “ She 
| w as sm oking a c ig arette  w hen it h ap 

pened. It  dropped fro m  her fingers 
and burned out on the ru g .”

H e pointed to the butt o f  a cigarette  
betw een the chair and table. It  w as 
h alf-sm oked  and had sm ouldered out. 
A rou n d  it w as a sm all burn.

The exam ination  th a t fo llow ed  
brought out very  little  th at w as use
fu l. Carl T h orn dyke w as g rea tly  
shocked. In  fa ct, D octor  C ortez in 
sisted th at he retire a t once and, w ith  
the P ro fessor  c lin g in g  to one arm , led 
T h orn dyke to his room . B aker patted 
his fr ie n d ’s hand be fore  leav ing  him.

“ A n yth in g  that can  be done, Carl, 
w ill be done.”

H e w ent back to Sonia ’s room  and 
presently  D octor Cortez fo llow ed . C or
tez also w as grie f-strick en , and the, 
P ro fessor  rem em bered that he w as en
gaged  to Sonia.

“ Look her over, w ill you, D oc?”  M c
C a rth y  said. “ I ’d like to  have you r 
opin ion  b e fore  Sw an gets here.”  . 

■" Cortez nerved h im se lf and m ade a, 
hurried exam ination.

“ T h ere ’s no w ound o f  any  kind ,”  he 
said  quietly. “ Sonia had a  large heart 
leakage w h ich  could have caused death 
at any  tim e. H er fa th e r  and I  w ere 
both aw are o f  it and w ere trea tin g  it  
constantly . She shouldn ’t  have 
sm oked,”  he added, poin tin g  to  the ash 
tray . “ W ith  her heart in the con d i
tion  it  w as, any stim ulant w as dan ger
ous. . In fa c t ,  I d idn ’t  know  she d id , 
sm oke.”

“ O f course she did,”  John Thorndyke 
said. “ I o ften  w arned her again st it.” '

M cC arthy 's fa ce  ligh ted and he 
stepped fo rw a rd  eagerly . “ M aybe she 
didn’t  sm oke those c ig a rettes ! T h ey 
could have been sm oked b y  som e m an 
in  this r o o m !”

P ro fessor  B aker shook h is head.
“ N o ,”  he said. “ Y ou  see, on the 

t ip  o f  each o f  them  is a fa in t  red stain 
— lipstick. I ’ve o ften  noticed  it  on
c ig arettes the g ir ls  in m y classes throw  
on the floor w hen I com e in to the room . 
H ow ever, there w as  a second person 
in th is room  w hen those c ig arettes w ere 
sm oked.”

“ H ow  can you te ll th a t? ”
“ Because,”  said P ro fessor  Baker, 

quietly , “ it is im possible to  ligh t c ig a 
rettes w ithout a m eans. There is no 
ligh ter  in the room , S ergean t, and 
n o  m atches in  th e ash t r a y ! ”

FO R the next tw o  hours P ro fessor  
B aker sat be fore  an em pty  hearth 

in the T horndyke liv in g  room . F rom  
w here he sat he could  see vague shad
ow s in the corners and a round hole 
in  the tapestried  back  o f  the chair he 
had sat in previously . U psta irs  he 
knew  P olice -S ergean t Sw an w as ex
am inin g the dead g ir l, and in another

room  D octor  T horndyke w as ly in g, 
w ide eyes starin g  a t a w hite ceiling. He 
sh ifted  u n ea sily -in  his ch a ir  w hen he 
heard fe e t  com in g  dow n the stairs. 
M cC arthy  and Sw an  cam e into the 
room .

“ The D octor  here says it  looks like 
a natural death,”  M cC arthy  said.

“ I can ’t rea lly  te ll until the autopsy,”  
Sw an  stated. “ B u t there are certa in ly  
no signs o f  v io len ce .”

“ I ’m suspicious o f  th at box o f  
can d y ,”  M cC arth y  said. “ C andy’s been 
poisoned lots o f  tim es. I ’ve been think
in g  about those cigarettes, too, P ro 
fessor . T h ey  m ust have been smoked 
by  Sonia, D ora  R a n n y  or  M rs. Sw in
burne— or th ey  w ou ldn ’t have had lip 
stick  on.”

P ro fessor  B aker drew  a w ea ry  hand 
across his foreh ead .

“ U nless,”  he said, “ the lipstick  stain 
w as rubbed on  to m ake us think  they 
w ere sm oked b y  Sonia. I  noticed a 
lipstick  on  her dressin g table. But 
then , w hy w as it  don e?”

PR O F E S S O R  B a k er began pacin g  the 
floor w ith  short, m easured steps. I t  

had seen him  agitated . E ven w hen a 
bullet out o f  the dark  had fanned  his 
cheek the P ro fessor  had rem ained calm. 
B u t now  he w alked back and forth , 
turned je rk ily , and paced again. H e 
stopped sudden ly and looked stra igh t 
at M cC arthy.

“ T h at burn on the rug, Sergeant-1— 
th at burn  on the r u g ! ”

“ I don ’t  see------- ”  began M cC arthy.
“ I f  you w ant to  clear up this case, 

Sergean t, g e t  th at copy  o f- Sarah  
T h orn dyk e ’s w ill— quick ly— n ow — to 
n ig h t !”

M cC arthy  stood a m om ent unde
cided.

“ A ll r igh t, P ro fessor,”  he said. “ I ’ll 
get it .”

L e ft  a lone, P ro fessor B aker con tin 
ued his pacing. T h en  his eyes fe ll  on 
a book  on one o f  T h orn dyk e ’s shelves 
and he took  it  dow n w ith  gentle 
fingers. It  w as C arson ’s “ Leonardo 
da V in ci— H is L ife  and W ork s .”  V ery  
ca lm ly  the P ro fessor  sat in the ch a ir  
w ith  the bullet hole, ad ju sted  the lam p, 
and opened the book  across his little  
knees. A n d  as ca lm ly  he d r ifted  from  
the h orrors o f  the T horndyke house 
to the beauties o f  the Ita lian  R en ais
sance.

H e looked up m ild ly  w hen M cC arthy 
aga in  cam e into the room .

“ I  got it,”  the Sergean t said. “ G ot 
the C lerk o f  N ew  Y o rk  C ou nty out 
o f  bed— bu t I got i t ! ”

H e passed a typew ritten  cop y  to  
B aker. The P ro fessor  read  it through  
care fu lly , nodd in g  several tim es. F in a l
ly  he looked up.

“ H ave you read this, S ergea n t?”  
“ Y eah .”
“ W h at do you think o f  i t? ”
“ W ell, m aybe the old g ir l  w as h a lf 

cracked , and m aybe she w asn ’t. I t  
strikes m e there ’s a  lot o f  sense in  it. 
A ll the m oney goes to the children 
w hen th ey ’re th irty  years old— and not 
a penn y to the doc.”

“ B ut d id  you  notice, S ergean t, the 
clause th at i f  any  o f  the ch ildren  
m arry , even b e fore  they are th irty , 
th ey  get a double p ortion ?”

“ Sure I noticed it. W e  knew  the 
old dam e w as sentim ental on  the idea 
o f  m arriag e .”

P ro fessor  B aker fo ld ed  his thin 
hands.
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“That’s all very well for the ones 
who marry first. But, Sergeant— 
what about the others? There would 
be nothing left ‘for them!”

A light of understanding—and ad
miration—began to gleam in Sergeant 
McCarthy’s brown eyes. The more he 
saw of this little fellow the more 
amazed he became at the keenness and 
precision of his mind. He doped things 
out which, when the Sergeant heard 
them, sounded so simple he wondered 
why he hadn’t been able to think of 
them, himself. But where was the Pro
fessor headed for now?

“Say!” he began. “ I’m beginning to 
think------”

“It isn’t a time for thinking, Ser
geant,” Baker said calmly. “ It’s a time 
for doing”

“I still don’t get it all! That burn 
on Sonia’s rug, for instance—those 
cigarettes------”

“Those cigarettes were necessary, 
Sergeant—to explain that burn on the 
rug. It wasn’t made by fire—it was 
made by acid. Hydrocyanic, probably 
—the deadliest fumes known. The 
murderer forced Sonia to breathe it. 
There would be no signs of violence, 
no traces in the stomach. Only the 
lungs would show that it was not a 
natural death.”

“And the burn?”
“A drop of the acid spilled during 

the struggle of forcing Sonia to breathe 
it. And then the murderer tried to 
make us think that burn was caused 
by a dropped cigarette.”

“And he is—?”
“The only one of the Thorndykes 

not contemplating marriage. The only 
one who was twenty-nine and in one 
year would inherit his share of his 
mother’s estate providing there was 
any left. The man who was heavily in 
debt at two banks. The man who was 
seen by Cortez going to his room the 
night James was killed. The man 
who swore- he knew Sonia did smoke. 
The man------”

“John Thorndyke!” McCarthy snap
ped.

“Exactly,” Professor Baker nodded. 
“ If you take him quickly, Sergeant, 
you will probably find he has a bottle 
of hydrocyanic acid—and a gun whose 
bullet will match that hole in the back 
of that chair. You may even find an 
acid burn on one of his hands. You 
will certainly find cigarettes of the 
same kind as those he smoked in 
Sonia’s room—and probably a pocket 
lighter to light them. And you will 
probably see----- ”

McCarthy hitched his belt grimly.
“All I want to see,” he said, “ is John 

Thorndyke!”

PROFESSOR BAKER listened to 
Police-Sergeant McCarthy’s heavy 

feet mounting the stairs. Then he 
sighed. He glanced at “Leonardo da 
Vinci—His Life and Works,” and finally 
tucked the book under his are. His friend 
Dr. Thorndyke would not miss it, and 
Baker had always wanted to make a 
careful study of the work. His friend 
Dr. Thorndyke was going to be a heart
broken man for a long time to come.

In the hall Professor Baker paused 
for a moment to stare up at the sweet 
face of Sarah Truesdale Thorndyke, 
now hung again in her old place on the 
wall. Then, shrugging his thin shoul
ders, and with the book held tightly 
under one arm, the Professor went out.

Murders that Couldn’t
Happen

Science shows they equal 
$1 to $3 brands in Quality

America’s loveliest women have come to 
depend on Faoen Beauty Aids. For no 
smart woman pays *1 to $3 for face 
creams, powder, lipsticks or other cos
metics when for 100 she can buy Faoen 
products— scientifically proven to be of 
the exact same purity and quality. Read 
the report of a famous testing laboratory:

" e v e r y  F a o e n  p r o d u c t  t e s t e d  is  a s  p u r e  a n d  f in e  
a s  p r o d u c t s  o f  l ik e  n a t u r e  s o ld  f o r  $ 1 ,$ 2  a n d  $ 3 . "

Be satisfied with nothing but the best—  
your loveliness demands the best. You can 
have it, now,for 100 in Faoen Beauty Aids 
— the very finest science can produce.

PARK & TILFORD'S

AOEN
C o l t .

CLEANSING CREAM COLD CREAM -10^ each  at-
face  p o w d er  • r o u g e s  • perfum es F. W . Woolworth Co Stores1
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P jLK O ilk.
THE ORIGINAL "LIPSTICK" DEODORANT

•  How perfectly simple to prevent under
arm odor when you use Perstik, the lipstick 
deodorant. Just lift off the cap, touch the cream 
stick to the armpits—that's all. Your fingers 
stay clean because they touch only the lipstick 
case. You can depend on Perstik to give you 
unfailing protection against odor for the day— 
without stopping the natural flow o f  perspira
tion. Perstik is recommended by the beauty 
advisers to over ten million women.
•  Perstik does not stain, does not irritate skin 
or harm fabric. Use it before or after dressing— 
before or after shaving. Perstik is dainty to 
use— easy to carry in your 
purse. And it is ^endorsed 
b y  G ood  H ousekeeping 
Bureau. Obtainable at all 
stores from coast to coast.

PERSTIK
469 Fifth Ave., New York City

___________

IilAK€-UP BOX

capped in sun-orange. Bathing, today, 
may be a dull routine or an enjoyable 
luxury. Bathe in water softened and 
scented by a handful of bath salts from 
the great plump bottle; step from the 
tub and pat on toilet water which 
leaves your body as fresh as early 
clover; then fluff on the chiffon-fine 
bath powder to prolong the cool sen
sation. More detailed information 
about these glorious bath products may 
be found in this month’s beauty circu
lars. Want one?

GOLF players welcomed these prod
ucts for foot-relief with loud huz- 

zahs! But there’s no reason why 
young mothers who find Junior’s baby 
carriage outings a bit tiring, or even 
enthusiastic beauty editors who raise 
an occasional blister in their quest for 
beauty news, shouldn’t use them too! 
One is a tube of medicated salve which 
when massaged in will cool the feet, 
quell pain, and reduce swelling. Then 
there’s a special cuticle softener which 
does things for the old corns or cal
louses, if you are so afflicted. One 
treatment is as refreshing to the feet 
as a mint julep on a summer’s day.

W E wish there were room enough 
to picture all the thrilling things 

that came to the Beauty Department 
this month . . .  a fat green and white 
jar of cucumber emulsion for sallow 
skin . . .  a tiny bottle of perfume with 
a cool fresh fragrance designed for 
warm weather . . .  a white glazed pique 
beach kit trimmed with blue containing 
sunburn cream and sensitive skin 
cream, with an ample space for comb 
and dark glasses.

DID you ever notice how dry and 
chapped your lips become during 

summer months? Sun and salt water 
intensify this condition but there are 
two new kinds of pomade which come 
in green or red lipstick-like containers 
. . . one is white and the other a blush 
rose. Use them to correct chapped dry 
lips and remove all traces of indelible 
lip rouge.

W OULDN’T you like a personal 
complexion analysis by Holly

wood’s famous make-up expert? He 
will select for you the color harmony 
which is individually yours, which 
harmonizes with your complexion and 
emphasizes your personality. What 
you do is to fill out a questionnaire in 
which you tell all (about the color of 
your eyes, hair, complexion, skin tex
ture, and so on). Then you are told 
exactly what make-up is correct for 
your type. Armed with this knowledge, 
you dash out and purchase the color 
harmony ensemble. It’s a treasure 
chest of everything your heart desires 
. . . a huge jar of melting cleansing 
cream, finely textured face powder, a 
bottle of spicy skin freshener, eyebrow 
pencil, eye shadow and mascara, a 
superindelible lipstick. When Pandora 
opened her magic box, she could have 
been no less excited than when we 
opened ours.

T HE young lady pictured above may 
be lacking in smart apparel, but 

she’s certainly not lacking  ̂ in hot 
weather beauty aids. The jars, bot
tles and boxes which she is contemplat
ing, while whisking a towel about her, 
are shown in their new summer dress 
. . . pale peach and tropical orange 
with masses of tropical flowers and

If you would like further infor
mation about the articles described, 
and other beauty news, write to 
the Beauty Editor, Make-up Box, 
Tower Magazines, 55 Fifth Ave
nue, New York, N. Y.
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Three Hundred Years 
to Make a Salad
( Continued from  page  15)

pre jud ice  vanished and in a few  short 
years we have turned out to be the 
m ost salad-m inded people in the w orld.

F rom  F rance, Italy , Spain, Germany, 
we have taken suggestions in a whole 
hearted m anner and to these tradition 
al old w orld  dishes we have added an 
entirely new  list o f  salads that are the 
results o f  our ow n invention.

F or  som e reason salads have never 
been h igh ly  thought o f  in the British 
Isles. Y ou could rack  your brains to 
recall an interesting salad o f  Scotch 
or Irish  orig in , and you m ight travel 
the length and breadth o f  England even 
today w ithout encountering a salad 
that quite cam e up to your expecta
tions.

A  know ledge o f  the fine points o f  
salad m aking is as old as E gypt. Skill
fu l cooks studied the art o f  m aking 
salad dressing in Rome and Greece. 
But in the m odern w orld  F ran ce has 
undoubtedly taken the lead in salad 
culture. D on ’t fo rg e t  how ever, that 
F ran ce is divided into tw o sections as 
fa r  as salads go— one, including the 
southern sections, w here olive oil is 
produced; and the other including sec
tions too fa r  north fo r  olive raising, 
w here butter and som etim es bacon are 
used to  provide the traditional fa t  fo r  
the dressing.

F rench  dressing, to us, always means 
a com bination o f  olive oil and vinegar. 
But dressing made w ithout olive oil is 
ju st as tru ly  French . A n d w hat we 
call F rench  dressing has been known 
as long to the o live-grow ing sections 
o f  Spain and Ita ly  as it has to southern 
France.

A m on g Spanish settlers in this 
country the tradition  o f  the olive oil 
type o f  dressing w as early established, 
but in m ost parts o f  this country any 
o f  the oil dressings, including m ayon
naise, cam e to us as French concoc
tions.

G erm an settlers in this country 
brought w ith  them valuable contribu
tions to our national salad lore.

The Russians, too, made their con
tributions, and som ehow  m anaged to 
obtain cred it fo r  the now  popular Rus
sian dressing, w hich w as unquestion
ably an im portation  from  France into 
Russia and had no place in native Rus
sian cookery.

W ith in  recent years M exican salads 
based on the old Spanish ideas o f  cook
ing have com e to us through southern 
C a liforn ia  across the borderland.

W hat rea lly  gave impetus to the 
salad m ovem ent in this country  w as the 
realization o f  the fa c t  th at salad greens 
contain much needed vitam ins and m in
erals and that the age-old  dressing, 
com bining oil and acid o f  some sort, 
renders the fibrous leaves m ore easily 
digested.

W e had been a lon g  tim e learning. 
But once w e w ere started on the w ay, 
nothing could stop us. From  the fou r 
corners o f  the w orld  we took our sug
gestions and adding som ething o f  our 
native invention, devised new types o f  
salads o f  an entirely  different sort.

F ru it salad and vegetable salad as 
w e know  them  are definitely an A m eri
can invention. They are as pleasing to 
the eye as to the palate, provide 
v isitin g  E uropeans w ith som ething to 
w rite home about and give g lobe-trot
tin g  A m ericans som ething fo r  w hich 
they look in vain in fo re ig n  ports.

0 1 0  mmmhswj
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S i N C E  the tim e o f  C leopatra , c lever women have known 
that gracefully formed eyebrows, delicately shaded lids, and the 
appearance o f  long, dark, lustrous lashes add much to beauty.

Cleopatra, for all her wealth, had only crude materials with 
which to attempt this effect. H ow she would have revelled in 
being able to obtain sm ooth , harm less, and easy-to-apply 
preparations like Maybelline eye beauty aids!

T o  have form ed  beau tifu l, expressive eyebrows with the 
delightful, clean-marking Maybelline Eyebrow Pencil —  to have 
applied the pure, creamy Maybelline Eye Shadow for just the 
right touch o f  colorful shadow —  and, to have had the appear

ance o f  long, dark lashes instantly with May- 
b c llin e  m ascara— tru ly  she would have ac
claimed these beauty aids fit for a queen!

Nothing from modern Paris can rival May
belline preparations. Their use by millions o f  
women for over sixteen years commends them 
to YO U ! Then . .  there is the highly beneficial 
Maybelline Eyelash Ton ic Cream for preserv
ing soft, silky lashes . . . and a dainty May
belline Eyebrow Brush for brushing and mas
saging the brows and lashes. All Maybelline 
eye beauty aids may be had in purse sizes, 10c 
each at all 10c stores.

M aybelline 
Eyebrow P en cil 
smoothly forms tho eye
brows into graceful, expres
sive lines, giving a perfect, 
natural effect. Of highest 
quality, it is entirely harm
less. and is clean to use and 
to carry. Black and Brown.

M aybelline 
Eyelash Q row er 

A pure and harmless tonic 
cream, helpful in keeping 
the eyelashes and eyebrows 
in good condition. Colorless.

MAYBELLINE CO. CHICAGO

M aybelline 
Eye Shadow  

delicately shades the eyelids, 
adding depth , co lo r  and 
sparkle to the eyes. Smooth 
and creamy, absolutely pure. 
Blue. Brow n, B lue-G rey, 
Violet and Green.

M aybelline 
Eyebrow 'Brush 

Regular use of this specially 
designed brush will train the 
brows to lie  flat and smooth 
at a ll times. Extra long, 
d a in ty -g r ip  handle, and 
sterilized bristles, kept clean 
in a cellophane wrapper.

EYE BEAUTY AIDS
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MAKE MEN WANT 
YOUR

KISSES!

Give your lips alluring natural 
color. • .without a trace of paint
AFTER That First Kiss, a man likes you 

J [\ m ore  than ever . . .  unless, o f course, your 
lips are coated with paint. For paint makes 
him think of lipstick, not of lips!

So to keep your lips alluring, use the lipstick 
which colors lips . . .  without painting them. 
Tangee isn’t paint. Instead it contains a color- 
change principle that makes it intensify your nat
ural color and become a very part of your lips!

L O O K S  O R A N G E - A C T S  ROSE

In the stick Tangee looks orange. On your lips 
it changes to the one shade o f blush-rose most 
becoming to your type! Thus, Tangee keeps 
your lips youthful-looking with natural color. 
Moreover, its special cream base is soothing to 
dry, summer lips. Get Tangee today—39^ and 

$1.10 sizes. Also in Theatrical, a deeper 
shade for professional use. (See coupon 
offer below.)

UNTOUCHED-Lips left un
touched are apt to have a faded 
look..make the face seem older.
PAINTED — Don't risk that 
painted look. It’s coarsening 
and men don't like it. 
TANGEE-—Intensifies natural 
color, restores youthful appeal, 
ends that painted look.

Tangee Creme Rouge makes 
cheeks glow with natural rose 
co lor, even in swimm ing. 
Waterproof. Greaseless. Can
not clog pores. Its vanishing 
cream base protect! skin.

■ ■ ■  Worlds Most Famous lipstick

T flN < 5 € 5
* *  4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP SET
I THE GEORGE W . LUFT COMPANY TG81
I  417 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
"  Rush Miracle Make-Up Set o f miniature Tangee 
| Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge,
■ Face Powder. I enclose 10«! (stamps or coin).

■ S ta te  □  F lesh  □  R a c h d  □  Li6 Iu  E ach el

(Please Print)

Off the Record
(Continued from page 23)

and mailed them to themselves. They 
did so because they are paid according 
to the number of stamps cancelled in 
their offices. The more brickbats, the 
more stamps, the more cancellations— 
and the more salaries.

The House Post Office Committee, in 
any event, has approved a law making 
it illegal for postmasters to mail 
bricks to their own post offices.

The measure was recommended by 
the Post Office Department a few days 
before Postmaster General James A. 
Farley and a few other Democratic 
stalwarts had an accident which made 
them forget brickbats momentarily and 
think of the hereafter.

Farley, Ambrose O’Connell, his ex
ecutive assistant; Will Bill Lyons, his 
administrative assistant; Bill Bray, 
his private secretary, and Senator O’ 
Mahoney, Democrat, Wyoming, strolled 
into Farley’s private elevator (similar 
to the one Miss Perkins disowned).

These five officials counted up to 
more than 1,000 pounds of Democrats, 
too much for the elevator to stand. It 
plummeted downward and banged into 
the cellar floor, where it stayed for 
thirty minutes.

After the Democrats recovered from 
their fright somewhat, they began to 
shout for help. As a matter of fact, 
said a guard:

“They yelled their heads off.”

Twelve Little Words

RETURN of Samuel Insull to Chi
cago nearly ruined the dignity of 

the State Department, strained rela
tions between the United States and 
Greece, caused rumors of war between 
the latter nation and Turkey—and re
called to the memory of the writer an 
incident which Insull himself probably 
will remember to his dying day.

The year was 1931. The scene was 
the banquet of the Chicago Stock Ex
change in the grand ballroom of the 
Stevens Hotel on Michigan Boulevard.

Your Washington correspondent was 
a Chicago newspaperman then and 
Samuel Insull was overlord of the whole 
Middle West, Midas of the electric 
power lines and patron of grand opera. 
He was guest of honor at the banquet.

An impressive figure he was. After 
the waiters had passed around the 
electrically-lighted ice cream, the blue- 
white spotlight was turned on Insull. 
The diamond buttons on his dress 
waistcoat glistened like six flash lamps. 
His white hair looked like snow. His 
blue eyes sparkled behind pince-nez 
glasses as he related in a hearty voice 
the story of his struggle from London 
slums to American wealth. Finally he 
came to the high point of his address. 
The richest men in Chicago waited 
silently while the richest of them all 
paused a moment before saying:

“ Gentlemen, the first million was the 
hardest. After that it was easy!” 

My Chicago spy reports that when 
detectives escorted Insull from the 
train this Summer as a fugitive from 
justice, a broken and penniless old 
man, he was whisked past the Stevens 
Hotel on the way to the Federal Build
ing.

“ Insull was seen to look momentarily 
at the hotel,” wrote my spy, “and then 
turn his head away—as if he’d seen 
a ghost.”

He had. I’m sure of it.

Clipped Clipper

T HE world’s most expensive clipper 
of newspapers upped and quit the 

Agricultural Adjustment Administra
tion the other day. Said he intended 
to clip short his clipping career, even 
though he got $6,000 a year for it, and 
that he wanted to run for the Senate.

So ex-clipper Theodore G. Bilbo, for
mer governor of Mississippi, is in his 
home state campaigning for a seat in 
the upper house. He figures he’ll get 
it, too, because he’s a phrenologist and 
can tell pretty well about the future 
by the shape of people’s heads.

As a clipper-of-newspapers de luxe 
Bilbo had an office in the magnificent 
Agriculture Department building and 
a succession of stenographers, some of 
whom were pretty and some of whom 
were smart.

One who was neither got Phrenolo
gist Bilbo into a swell jam. The de
partment is still chuckling about it.

It seemed that Bilbo had a large 
sedan, but no place to park it. He no
ticed that the Secretary of Agriculture 
and other big-wigs had special parking 
places reserved for their cars. So Bilbo 
sent his secretary to the man who sees 
about such things.

“ Governor Bilbo wants a reserved 
space for his auto,” said the stenog
rapher.

“ Sorry,” replied the space reserver, 
“but there isn’t any more room.”

“Yes, but,” butted the secretary, 
“ the governor said for me not to come 
back without a place for his car.” 

Exasperated, the parking attendant 
exclaimed:

“ It would take Dr. Einstein to find 
another place.”

“Well,” squelched Bilbo’s assistant, 
“tell me where his office is and I’ll 
go see him.”

Bilbo’s successor is Harry Price, one
time newsman. He sticks to his clip
ping, monkeys not with phrenology 
and goes to work on the street car.

Down with Sea Lions

T HE United States House of Repre
sentatives has decided to a man that 

it was all a mistake about those sea 
lions the government has been pro
tecting these many years.

They’re ugly beasts and mean. The 
government isn’t going to have any 
more truck with ’em. The down-with- 
sea-lions bill passed the House without 
a dissenting vote after the Merchant 
Marine, Radio and Fisheries Commit
tee had explained the sea lion menace.

The Committee went into consider
able detail about the home life of sea 
lions, explained that they had no com
mercial value, said they weighed up 
to three tons each, that they ate their 
weight in salmon every forty-eight 
hours whenever there were any salmon, 
and concluded:

“ It seems unwise to protect them as 
game animals, since they are not game 
animals.”

With that information before them, 
the 435 members of the House voted 
unanimously to rescind a bill which 
had protected the life and limb, if any, 
of sea lions ever since the memory of 
the oldest resident.

Thank the House for solving the sea 
lion problem. It was one of that body’s 
last major acts before adjourning for 
the rest of the Summer.
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Before Dawn
{Continued from page 43)

“ Back to Ireton’s apartment.” 
“ There? . . . But why?”
“ To help you find those letters.**

HARRELL kept Albertine at his side 
when he went to the basement of 

Ireton’s apartment house and threw a 
switch disconnecting the temporary 
burglar alarm system. Together they 
rose above.

“ The information was flashed the in
stant you entered the apartment,” Har
rell told the girl. “The place is alive 
with wires.”

“ Is it that serious? Why?”
He gave her a slow look. “ Serious? 

Sister, its deadly! The police are go
ing to get back that golden crown or 
gang somebody to death for making 
fools of them.”

She looked blank, and he went on 
sarcastically, “ I’d forgotten that you 
were a stranger in town, my dear. It’s 
quite a story. It goes back a few cen
turies to the House of the Medici in 
its big days. I’ve been in Florence 
and I’ve seen the remains they left, so 
I can appreciate the excitement this 
has caused.

“ It’s a gorgeous thing, designed 
by the Pope himself, with the points 
all extending outward like the Oriental 
crowns, and a jeweled Florentine lily 
between each two points. In the front 
is a single large red lily made of rubies, 
one of them big as a walnut. Fergus 
Glendenning went after it like a house 
afire, and when he brought it home it 
was the richest thing in all his glit
tering collection.”

“ It was real gold? And real jewels?” 
“Real and flawless and actually price

less by every test. Nobody but a Me
dici would ever be so lavish. It would 
bring a real fortune just broken up for 
junk. I don’t know a better proof of 
its origin than that.”

Albertine sighed enviously. “ Imagine 
being that rich! And this Ireton actu
ally stole it?”

“ So I’ve been told. The cops seem 
satisfied. They’re quite indignant about 
it.”

Albertine was wary and none too cer
tain of things as they let themselves 
into the apartment with the key Har
rell had obtained from the police. She 
stood in the center of the living room 
looking about curiously at the luxurious 
furnishings.

“ He must have a lot of money.”
“ He has ways of getting it, cer

tainly,” said Harrell, studying her with 
a kind of wryness in his gaze. “Rob
bery—kidnaping—blackmail. . . . And 
now you want to try and find those 
letters ?”

“Terribly.”
“ Then we’ll look for them.”

T HERE was an avidity about Alber- 
tine’s air of absorption as she went 

to work. She had been interrupted in 
this task; she simply resumed it. She 
had already skimmed over the more ob
vious places, she said—the secretary in 
the living room, the few book shelves, 
the various closets—and she put her 
shrewd little brain to work ferreting 
out the more secret places likely to con
ceal valuables.

“ I’m positive they’re here some
where,” she told Harrell. “ And if 
they’re here, I’ll find them.”

Harrell left her and explored the 
apartment. It was a comfortable home, 

{Please turn to page 78)

W I N \ A  G E N U IN E

NATURAL

Diamond Nail Enamel comes in both 
Creme and Transparent form. In 4 
smart shades: — Crimson, Cherry,

Medium and Natural. Only 10̂  for gen
erous-sized bottle, including metal-shaft 
brush that can’t come loose from cap.

Get one or more bottles tomorrow. 
Ask for limerick, rules and entry blank, 
and enter this thrilling contest im
mediately!

Its brilliance is the 
nearest thing to 
Diamond Nail Enamel

Write the Best 
Last Line for a 
Simple Limerick

Here’s your chance to win a valu
able Diamond Ring!. . .  A beauti
ful blue-white stone. . .  nearly half 
a carat in size . . . set in 18-carat 
white gold.

To be eligible for this wonderful 
prize, just write the last line of a 
simple limerick. Anybody can do it!

You get the limerick, rules and 
entry blank free—at the better 
ten-cent stores, where Diamond 
Nail Enamel is sold.

And the best last line written 
and submitted by August 1,1934, wins 
the Diamond Ring Prize!

Try your hand at it! Everybody will 
. . . it’s a lot of fun!

Diamond Creme Polish will not 
dry the nails. It goes on evenly, 
without streaking. Covers nail 
blemishes. Gives brighter lustre 
and longer wear.

H ERE’S A SAMPLE LIM ER IC K !

Diamond Nail Enamel turned a Miss Bright 

To a raving success overnight—

Her nail tips were glorious 

They made her so victorious,

Th a t she q u ic k ly  roped in  “ M r. R ig h t."

Dr. J. Parker Pray, Inc., New York City, N. Y.
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^ H E  n e v e r  m a d e  d a t e s  to  g o  p la c e s  d u r 
i n g  th e  d a y .  S h e  l e t  h im  s e e  h e r  

o n ly  a t  n i g h t .  T h e  d a r k n e s s  w a s  r o m a n t ic ,  
s h e  s a i d ;  i t s  s o f t  l i g h t s  in t r i g u e d  h e r .  
O t h e r s  b e l ie v e d  i t ,  b u t  in  h e r  o w n  h e a r t  
sh e  k n e w  th e  t r u t h .  S h e  w a s  s u n - s h y  .  .  . 
a n d  f o r  a  g o o d  r e a s o n !  T h e  r u th le s s ,  
r e v e a l in g  l i g h t  o f  d a y  t o ld  t h e  t r u t h  a b o u t  
h e r  s k in .  I t  w a s  s a l lo w , c o a r s e ,  p im p ly —  
e m b a r r a s s in g .

• • • •
Cosmetics and shadows may conceal complexion 
faults for a while— but sooner or later the 
humiliating truth will out. And it’s all so un
necessary. You can have a smooth, radiant 
complexion like the others— and just as many 
friends and good times. If you don’t, it’s no
body’s fault but your own.
For there is one time-tried aid to skin health 
and beauty that has proved its value to liter
ally millions of people the world over— Cuticura 
Soap used along with Cuticura Ointment. 
Stubborn, seemingly hopeless cases of pimples, 
eczema and other skin troubles yield to these 
soothing, gentle, yet highly effective emollients. 
Start today with this simple, economical Cuti
cura treatment—and note how your skin be
gins to look clearer and fresher.
Cuticura Ointment 25c and 50c. Soap 25c at 
leading Drug and Department Stores. Also at 
variety stores in 10c size.
FREE! Helpful folder on Cuticura 
Products for the care of the skin and 
scalp. Write Cuticura Laboratories,
Dept. TM-5, Malden, Mass.

fijticura
^  O i n t m e n t

A N D  S O A P

. . . Over half a century of success in 
controlling and healing skin troubles.

Before Dawn
(Continued from page 77)

but a characterless one. This Diamond 
Jim Ireton was a bird of passage; he 
lived mostly on the wing, leaving but 
faint impression of himself wherever 
he alighted. Intimate belongings were 
few: golf clubs, a few lurid novels, a 
couple of photographs of women.

Harrell could hear Albertine busy 
in the bathroom, making a brisk clatter 
as she turned the place upside down in 
her search. Harrell opened the rear 
windows and studied the outside of the 
building. He roamed about quietly. The 
place might be characterless, but it was 
luxuriously outfitted. The pantry was 
practically a bar, with a store of mel
low whiskies and rare liqueurs and all 
the accessories of wassail. The kitchen, 
oddly for a bachelor’s flat, was well 
supplied with staples: food crowding 
the automatic ice box, a shelf loaded 
with condiments, an electric grinder 
ready to supply fresh coffee, a flour bin 
in the kitchen cabinet full to the brim, 
and carefully smoothed over. Harrell 
whistled casually as he poked about. 
He looked into the room where the girl 
was captured that dawn and examined 
the clothes closet from which she had 
made that frightened exit. Presently 
he joined her, to inquire into her 
progress.

HE found her standing in perplexity 
in the middle of the first bedroom, 

tapping the floor with one small, exas
perated foot.

“ I’ve looked,” she said. “ I’ve looked 
everywhere.”

“No luck?”
“There’s nothing here. Not a paper, 

a memorandum, a letter, anything. 
He’s cleaned the place out.”

Harrell smiled a somewhat irrele
vant smile. “ I’ve just been trying to 
figure something out, Albertine, and 
I’m stumped. I’ve been trying to figure 
out how you climbed on a ledge and 
crawled in a window here when there 
isn’t a ledge anywhere on the 
building.”

“ Oh!” . . .  It was a cry of dismay, 
of reproof. The large eyes pleaded. 
“ You won’t tell them that, will you? 
I had to say something.”

“Why not the truth? It’s a lot safer. 
You had a key, didn’t you?”

She looked miserable and her gaze 
dropped. “ Yes, I had a key.”

“ Well?”
A mantle of tragedy enveloped her. 

Her voice was small. “All right, I’ll 
tell. I’ll tell you. I didn’t want to 
tell the exact truth. It was approxi
mately right. But I really haven’t 
any sister. The girl I described . . . 
the girl Jim Ireton threatened with 
ruin . . . that was me.”

Harrell’s eyes narrowed so that no 
emotion was visible in the gray, hard 
pupils. “He betrayed you? Did you 
write him letters?”

She nodded. “ I was out of my senses. 
He carried me off my feet . . . for a 
little while.”

“ Still care for him?”
Hatred flamed in her. “ I loathe him! 

I could kill him, I hate him so.”
Harrell drew a small automatic pis

tol from his pocket and turned it over 
in his hand. “ Is that why you brought 
this thing along?”

“Where did you get that?” she de
manded. She was shocked, genuinely 
frightened.

In the pocket of a coat hanging up 
in that closet where they found you

hiding. You were wise to get rid of 
that gun before surrendering to Inspec
tor Farrand. He was in a bad mood 
this morning.”

Terror was in her face as she flung 
herself at Harrell, anguished and be
seeching. “Don’t put me into that man’s 
hand again! I’d never stand a chance. 
He wants to get even with me for his. 
disappointment that I wasn’t Ireton. 
He told me he’d crucify me, and he 
will.”

“ If that’s his job according to his 
lights, I can’t very well stop him.”

She wailed in mortal fear, hiding 
her face against Harrell’s stiff breast, 
clutching with her hands at his shoul
ders as a beguiling child might cling 
to a stalwart elder who holds all fate 
in his hands. “ But what have I done 
to deserve punishment? Heavens, I’ve 
been punished enough! I didn’t know 
the kind of a man Jim Ireton was. I 
thought I loved him. I’ve been crazy 
and desperate trying to save myself 
from him. Why must the police help 
him instead of helping me?”

Harrell’s hands gripped her small 
shoulders. They were so fragile in his 
grasp; her little rounded body was so 
tender and soft and so potent in its 
appeal. The abjectness of her plea was 
unnerving. Harrell’s mouth was a thin 
line, but the veins in his temple pulsed.

“ You’re a swell little actress, Alber
tine,” he said. “ You’re one of the fast
est liars I’ve ever met.”

She wilted a little, but continued to 
meet his eye, opaquely.

He said sharply, “ What was it you 
found in the bathroom?”

Something in the opaque deep eyes 
snapped, incredulous, overwhelmed with 
horror. “ Oh . . . that’s not so. You 
didn’t see me . . . ”

“ I most assuredly saw you. I was 
watching in the mirror in the other 
bedroom when you opened that false 
panel in the back of the medicine cab
inet. What was in the packet you took 
out?”

“ The letters,” she gasped. “ I found 
them. I wanted to destroy them. No
body must see them.”

“ I’ll see them—right now.”
She broke suddenly from his grasp 

and backed across the room. Defiance 
flamed in her; her pretty face was un
lovely now, transfixed by a trapped 
fury and hatred. “ You can’t see them! 
I won’t give them to you!”

Harrell followed her quickly, cutting 
off escape and pocketing her in a cor
ner of the room. He was grim, im
placable.

“ Where’s the packet? You’ve got it 
on you. Give it up, or I’ll take it by 
force.”

Her face flamed with reluctant shame. 
“ You wouldn’t dare! You couldn’t . . . ” 

“I’ll repeat for you,” he said. “Give 
it up—or I’ll strip every stitch from 
you to find it.”

For an instant there was a silence, 
a tense, explosive stillness in which 
their wills struggled in deadlock. In 
Mark Harrell’s face was the terrible 
grimness of the calm man in wrath. 
Albertine’s shoulders rocked a little in 
despair—then with a sob she suddenly 
turned her back and reached inside her 
clothing and drew from its hiding place 
a manila envelope. She threw it at Har
rell and crumpled to the floor in pas
sionate tears.

Harrell flipped open the envelope. 
He stared uncomprehendingly. Inside
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Before Dawn
was a sheaf of crisp new banknotes in 
the $100 denomination. There were one 
hundred of them—$10,000 in cash!

“ What in thunder,” Harrell said, 
nonplussed, “ is this?”

Albertine spat a terse and quite un
ladylike expletive at him in the midst 
of her sobs. The futile, angry absurd
ity of that released something in Har
rell. He suddenly laughed. He sat 
down in a chair and laughed in a kind 
of grim and cosmic mirth.

Albertine abruptly quieted. Presently 
she asked in a low tone, “ What are you 
going to do with me now?”

He looked at her. “ Well, I can turn 
you back to Farrand . . . ”

She glanced at him through the glis
tening tears.

“ Or,” he finished, “ I can turn you 
loose.”

She got up, dried her eyes quickly, 
and came to him. After a brief hesita
tion, she sat down demurely on a cor
ner of the chair, perched very close to 
him, and began to twist a button on his 
coat.

“What good will it do to turn me 
back to Farrand?” #

“ I was wondering.”
“ Will you really let me go?”
“ That’s up to you, isn’t it?”
She was silent. Then she sighed do

lorously. “ I suppose so . . .  ”
“ Did Ireton send you here?” he 

asked.
“ He did. I came after that money.” 
“For him?”
“For him. He needed it. You have 

no idea. He’s desperate. The police 
pressure is terrific; they’ve hounded 
him. all these weeks, just frothing at 
the mouth, driving him out of one cor
ner into another, just barely missing 
him. He hasn’t stirred out of a dirty 
little room now in nine days. The strain 
was getting him. So I took this chance.” 

“Just what is your official standing 
with Jim Ireton?”

“ Oh . . . ” She shrugged and gave 
him a quick look under the long lashes. 
“We’ve been . . . pals. He’s not so 
bad.”

“Willing to turn him in?”
“Well, he’d do the same. I have no 

illusions.” She began to pluck at his 
coat lapel. “After all, all’s fair in 
love and war and . . .  so on.”

He grinned. “And where then will 
I find Jim Ireton?”

“ I’ll tell you that,” she said slowly, 
deliberately, “on one condition. That 
money doesn’t belong to the police. It 
belongs to him. Let me have* it—and 
I’ll tell you where to find Jim Ireton.” 

“ Huh! That’s out,” he said flatly. 
She pouted, but to no avail. She 

bleakly gave in before his firm refusal.
“ You’re getting off lightly enough,” 

he told her. “ The moment Ireton is 
under arrest, you’ll be released.”

“All right. I trust you.” She gazed 
at him inscrutably and sent a soft hand 
creeping along his shoulder. “ What
ever you may be, I trust you more than 
those big mugs of police. You’ll be 
good to me . . .  I know you will . . . ” 

“ I will.” Harrell quickly took a deep 
breath and stood up, lifting and set
ting her firmly on her feet. He grinned. 
She looked a little chagrined, but then 
she smiled, standing there gazing at 
him.

But suddenly a new thought seemed 
to spring into that nimble little brain. 
The smile faded. Her eyes reflected un
accountable fright, as of something 
unexpected, and she shook her head a 

(Please turn to -page 80)

Why the Writer
o f this ad suddenly took a New 

Interest in his wife!
B e in g  m a r r ie d  to an ad-writer sometimes makes a woman skeptical 
about certain advertised products and their merits. I found this to be true 
in my case for my wife did not usually believe in the things I advocated.

But, she DID try the famous unit Beauty Bath, and she did send in 
the unit package top (and 10^) for an attractive lipstick, 50^ value.

I know she enjoyed the l i n i t  Baths because her skin is more soft 
and smooth than ever before. I also know she was delighted with the 
lipstick because o f  my comments on how it improved her appearance. 
And naturally, she is pleased at the new interest and attention I have 
shown in her since then.

LINIT is sold  by 
grocers a n d  departm ent 

stores. / a *delightfully
peb fu m eu

FOB THE BATH

Name

Address... 

City.......

Try linit  — the Bathway to a Soft, Smooth Skin — and send in the 
top o f a linit  package and lOff (wrapping and postage costs) for EACH 
lipstick desired. See convenient coupon below.

Signed

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING COMPANY. Dept. TM -8, 
P. O . Box 171, Trinity Station, N ew York City

Please send me........ lipstick(s). Shade(s) as checked be
low. I enclose........... i- and............LINIT package tops.

□  Light □  Medium □  Dark

THIS OFFER
good in U. S. A. 
only and expires 
Sept. 1, 1934
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KODL Before Dawn
( Continued fro m  page  79)

like a downstream paddle . . .

like a breeze from the sea • . . 

like a shower on a dusty day . . . 

like a tall, tinkling drink . . .

KODLS are definitely refreshing. T hey’re 
mildly mentholated to  cool the smoke, save 
your throat, and to bring out the full flavor 
o f  the choice tobaccos used. Cork tips— easy 
on lips. Coupons packed with KGDLS good 
for gilt-edged Congress Quality U. S. Playing 
Cards; other nationally advertised merchan
dise. (Offer good in U .S . A . only.) Send for 
illustrated list.

little in a protesting, appalled anxiety.
“ L is ten !”  she said, and cam e to H ar

rell quickly. She clutched his coat 
lap e ls ; im m ediately she let g o  and 
gripped  his shoulders.

“ Y ou don ’t . . . you don ’t think I ’d 
sell out Jim  ju s t  fo r  the m oney? You 
don ’t think I ’m a little ra t fo r  doing 
th is?”

H arrell was dubious. “ W ell . . . a ll’s 
fa ir , you said. Y ou  tr ied  to  drive  a 
bargain .”

“ But . . . ”
She did not finish. She stood there, 

close to him, silent, the v iolet eyes 
opaque and hypnotic.

H arrell was m ystified and touched 
w ith  sudden unaccountable alarm . 
He heard or  perhaps fe lt  a presence 
behind him , but too late. A  hard, grim  
pressure was driven sharply  in to  the 
small o f  his back and a voice snarled : 

“ Freeze, you . . . ”
H arrell froze. A lbertine spran g  aw ay 

from  h im ; she w as like an aroused, 
sp itting feline.

“ C arefu l, J im !”  she cried. “ H e ’s a 
copper. Take his gun  aw ay from  h im .”  

H arrell, still and cold as death, fe lt  
the m an’s hand reach to his belt and 
je rk  the autom atic from  its holster. 
The hand gripped  his shoulder and 
spun him bod ily  around. A  heavy, 
strong fa ce  w ith jow ls  and deep lines 
m arrin g  the once handsome features 
stared ba lefu ly  into his own.

“ So it ’s you th at w as keeping h e r !”  
Ireton  snarled. “ I w aited fo r  her. I 
w aited, bu t I cou ldn ’t w ait any longer. 
So I cam e up to  find out. And y ou ’re 
the guy th at’s g o in g  to arrest Jim  Ire- 
t o n !”

“ N ever mind him , Jim ,”  A lbertine 
said breathlessly. “ G od ’s sake, le t ’s get 
out o f  h e r e !”  She clutched his arm .

Ireton  flung her aside. “ I ’ll get out 
o f  here when I find out w h at’s been g o 
in g  on.”  There w as a m adness in the 
m an ’s bloodshot eyes; the tw in flames 
o f  fe a r  and treach ery  had burned him 
to the core. “ I heard enough to w ant 
to know  m ore !”

She w as aghast. “ A b ou t w hat, J im ?”  
“ A bout tu rn in g  me in, by  Judas! 

A b ou t selling  me out fo r  the ten grand. 
I creep up the stairs and slide in here 
on  the quiet and find you alone w ith 
your arm s around this m ug, ta lk in g 
about turn ing m e in ! ”

“ J im !”  she said desperately. “ Y ou ’re 
out o f  your m ind. A sk  him. H e’ll tell 
you. I ’ve been p lay ing  them  all fo r  
suckers, fo r  hours.”

“ Y ou told him y ou ’d turn  me in ! ”  
“ C erta in ly !”  she flamed. “ W hat else. 

I ’d send the w hole D epartm ent on a 
w ild -goose chase. H aven ’t I done as 
much b e fore?”

But Ireton  w as beyond reason. He 
stood over her, a big , bru ta lly  hand
some creature, reckless and uncontrol
lable. He did not know  w hat to believe, 
and w ent berserk. M ark H arrell, who 
knew even less w hat to believe, stand
ing r ig id  in the center o f  the room , 
knew  the m easure o f  his terrib le  mood.

The g ir l suddenly scream ed and re
coiled fro m  the quick blow  o f  Ireton ’s 
hand. She sprang aw ay and snatched 
up a heavy  m etal vase from  a low  c o f 
fee  table.

“ H it m e again and I ’ll brain  you, 
J im !”  she cried fra n tica lly . “ I ’ve got 
to. I ’ve stood fo r  your jea lou sy  and 
tantrum s. I can ’t now. T h ere ’s prison 
fo r  both o f  us in this, Jim . Jim  . . . / ”  

W hat happened seemed quicker than

a ligh tn in g  flash. Ireton charged, his 
fist raised fo r  a v icious backhand blow. 
A lbertine sw ung the vase in ultim ate 
despair. Ireton realized her determ i
nation too late, and the w eapon struck 
him  a g lan cin g  blow  on the head.

Ireton  reeled under the im pact and 
stum bled backw ards over the coffee 
table. He fe ll solid ly  to the floor. But 
instantly like a cat he w hirled about, 
leaning on one elbow , and he was no 
longer the least sane. H e brought the 
gun to bear, leveled on the girl.

A lbertine scream ed.
There w as a shot. A n  unaccount

able shot. It cam e from  M ark H arrell. 
In H arrell’s hand w as a small auto
m atic— the autom atic he had found in 
the closet and confiscated and dropped 
forg otten  into a pocket.

A n d Jim  Ireton , w ith a small u g ly  
hole in his tem ple, slum ped on the floor 
in the silent blind collapse o f  instant 
death.

The fu g itiv e  had found at last the 
final grim m est refu ge.

It  was an unnerving m oment that 
follow ed . A lbertine B eaudry took this 
trag ic, stunning turn  in a w ay H arrell 
could neither expect nor im m ediately 
account fo r . She stood immobile, a l
m ost senseless o f  expression, her big, 
starin g  eyes blank. • H arrell retrieved 
his pistol and took the gun from  the 
dead m an ’s hand, and then stepped 
quickly to her. She did not see him. 
H e was grim  w ith  the passion o f  sud
den death.

“ A lbertin e! Snap out o f  it. Y o u ’ve 
got to save you rse lf now .”

“ Save m y se lf? ”  she repeated. She 
passed a hand over her dazed face  as 
i f  to brush som ething aw ay. “ H e ’s 
dead. . . ?”

“ I had to. It cam e too fa s t .”
She pushed him aside m echanically 

and w ent to the body. She stood over 
it, looking a t it blankly fo r  a moment. 
Then she turned aw ay. She gazed at 
H arrell, and fo r  an instant som ething 
like hatred flashed into being in the 
depths o f  her large eyes, on ly  to be 
replaced by  a stunned, numb apathy. 
She w alked across the room  and picked 
up her purse from  a chair. She did 
not know  what to  do n ex t; she looked 
like a child helplessly w aiting to be 
told .

H arrell w ent to  her and took her 
arm . “ L isten to me care fu lly , A lb er
tine. Som ething’s happened. Som e
th in g ’s ended. Y ou  have no police rec
o rd ; you ’re no crim inal— leave this 
behind you and close a door betw een.”

“ I have no record ,”  she repeated. 
“ N o. But, oh— w hat do I care?  H e ’s 
gon e . . . ”

“ Y ou cared fo r  h im ?”
“ Do you think fo r  anything e lse?”
H e was silenced. But he m anaged, 

“ Y ou ’ve g o t  to  go. H ere. T h is m oney 
is as much yours now as anyone’s. I t ’s 
certa in ly  not mine. Take it and buy 
a long railroad  ticket and don ’t com e 
back .”  He pressed the m anila envelope 
into her hand.

She looked at it, startled to  aw are
ness. She flashed an incredulous look 
into his fa ce . The stunned numbness 
slow ly  vanished in her eyes. A ll o f  a 
sudden she broke in to passionate tears 
and threw  h erself on H arre ll ’s breast.

H arrel tr ied  cu rtly  to  com fort her, 
to  urge her to quiet.

“ Oh, I ’ ll g o ,”  she w ept. “ But let me 
cry . Let me ju st once. I ’ll never again  
in m y life  . . . ”Brown Sp Williamson Tobacco Corp., Louisville, Ky.
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Before Dawn
Harrell let her cry, and his own lean 

face was bleak.
There was no time for the luxury 

of grief. In a little while Harrell forced 
her out the door. She went, aware of 
the inexorable destiny that had her in 
hand, without protest.

“Just this,” she said in the doorway, 
suddenly pleading. “Just one last word. 
You are good. I want you to know I 
meant that. I could even wish . . . ” 

“ Yes, I know,” he said quickly. He 
caught his breath. “ That’s just one of 
the breaks life deals out, every now 
and then. Better luck next deal, child.” 

He watched her small forlorn figure 
walk mutely down the hall, alone . . .

Back in the apartment Harrell went 
to the telephone. He dialed a number 
and spoke. Then, “ Inspector Farrand? 
This is Harrell. I want to report the 
escape of my prisoner . . . ”

There was a moment while the re
ceiver crackled like a thing gone mad. 
Harrell smiled dryly, wanly, and broke 
in, “But hold on! Let me finish. I 
also want to report that I’ve got Ireton 
here, dead. Yes, stone dead. And that 
we’ve recovered the Medici Crown. Yes, 
I found it myself . . .  in the bottom of 
a flour bin in the man’s own kitchen 
cabinet, carefully covered over, undam
aged and all ready for return to the 
owner. Right you are. I’ll be here.” 

Harrell carefully replaced the re
ceiver on its cradle and somberly 
waited for the Department to come 
and reclaim its zealously guarded 
honor and good name.

I Go Sleuthing
(Continued from page 13)

of the hen’s owner now seemed to be 
directed at myself, but thought she was 
scolding Spot, and paid little attention 
as she came flying toward us. She 
reached me with a sound whack on the 
head a second later, but not before I 
had seen carefully woven back and 
forth on that Plymouth Rock hen’s 
wing some black thread which held a 
bill in place underneath the wing. I 
shouted to my uncle, holding the ex
cited hen above my head as the angry 
old negress divided her efforts between 
trying to grab the hen and beating 
me with her fists. When I shouted my 
discovery above the uproar, he im
mediately subdued the woman with a 
few words, and cautioned me to quiet 
the chicken holding the evidence and 
bring her along to the police court.

There was a great deal of back-slap
ping and generous praise from his 
particular buddies at the station, and 
I felt that I had qualified as a second 
Sherlock Holmes indeed. Imagine my 
disappointment the next morning when 
my uncle sheepishly brought in the 
morning paper with a paragraph in it
Eraising him for his clever work in 

reaking down the thief’s persistent 
denial and discovering the evidence 
with which to convict her. After a man 
to man talk with him, however, in 
which he explained what it meant to 
him and his career, I took it with more 
grace, although I was still disap
pointed when I got on the train to 
return to the farm with no newspaper 
clippings covering me with glory. I 
knew I should be afraid to boast about 
this to my skeptical chums without 
having any proof.

For contest rules see page 97.

auc£s
C C U t

C H O C O L A TE  SAUCE
2 squares unsweetened 

chocolate
W i cups ( 1  can) Eagle Brand 

Sweetened Condensed M ilk

y i teaspoon salt 
to 1  cup hot water

Melt chocolate in a double boiler. Add Eagle Brand 
Sweetened Condensed Milk and stir over boiling 
water five minutes until mixture thickens. Add salt 
and hot water, amount depending on the consistency 
desired. Makes 2 or V/2 cups.
• Only 5 minutes’ cooking! No lumps—always gor
geously creamy and smooth! The ice cream, too, is 
failure-proof. See free booklet. # But remember— 
Evaporated Milk won’t—can’t — succeed in this 
recipe. You must use Sweetened Condensed Milk.]\ist 
remember the name Eagle Brand.

P P £ £ |  WORLD’S MOST AM AZIN G  COOK BOOK!
Contains dozens of short-cuts to caramel, chocolate 

and lemon good things—also magic tricks with candies, cookies, 
ice cream, salad dressings!
Just address: T he Borden Co., Dept. TM 84
350 Madison Avenue, New York,

>ept. JN. 1
Name... 

Street... 

City......
(/Jrint name and address plainly)

Your Grocer’s Motto Is 
Helpful Friendly Service

Whether it’s a bar of soap or a long list of groceries— eggs, 
flour, shortening, coffee, sugar, canned staples and luxuries— 
your grocer is on the alert to give you friendly, helpful service 
. . . to offer all his experience that you may be better satisfied. 
Sometimes you find unusual service, which you particularly 
appreciate. For the best letters of 50 words or less, telling 
how some grocery clerk has shown you unusual service or 
courtesy, Tower Magazines will pay $1,000.00 in cash. Turn 
to pages 10 and 11 of this magazine for details how to win.
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The Matinee Murder
(Continued from page 55)

man looked as though he were dead. 
“You’d better go call a doctor right— 
wait a minute. My God!” Kingsley 
was staring at Joe’s uniform where, 
near the collar, a telltale spot stained 
the light blue cloth. “ That’s blood!” 

The manager stooped again over the 
unconscious man, running a hand 
around his head, then straightened, his 
eyes fastened upon his fingers, where 
that same curious stain appeared.

“ He’s dead, all right. Worse, it 
looks pretty much as though he’d been 
shot, or stabbed!”
“ CURE, we’ll try to keep ourselves 
O  as inconspicuous as possible,” 

Sergeant Lake of the Homicide Squad 
assured the manager. “ I know all 
about this hurting your business; but 
after all, murder’s been done and we 
have to act accordingly.”

“Murder!” echoed young Duncan 
Collier, the assistant manager.

“ Yes, murder,” repeated Lake. “ But 
at that, even if a silencer was used, I 
can’t understand how the sound wasn’t 
heard and some commotion started.” 

“That’s easy,” offered Kingsley grim
ly. “ We’re playing a feature called 
‘The Crowd Roars,’ an auto racing pic
ture, and there are several scenes 
where you could probably fire a dozen 
shots, silencer or no silencer, and no 
one in the audience would even notice 
it. How long do you think you’ll keep 
the theater closed?”

“ I can’t say right now,” replied Lake. 
“ Some of my men are up there check
ing up on the people. We can possibly 
eliminate quite a few, but this is go
ing to be a nasty job, I’m afraid. I 
wish I knew just how many people 
were in there watching the show.”

“ I can tell you that, easily,” said 
Kingsley. “ I suppose the cashier’s left 
her box, Dune?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Collier. “ When 
the theater was closed, I asked her to 
wait.”

“All right. Run out then, will you, 
and get the figures?”

Lake tugged at his short, stiff mus
tache, as they waited.

“ Two of my best men, Graves and 
Johnson, are going over your audience,” 
he said. “ They’re trying to see if they 
can’t separate the possibilities from the 
impossibilities. I expect their report 
shortly.

“ Hello, Doc,” he said as the office 
door opened and an elderly man with a 
self-explanatory black bag stepped in. 
“ What’s the verdict?”

“ In plain terms, death from a shot 
through the head,” the doctor returned 
crisply. “ It was fired, I should say, 
from about an even level and very 
close. Death was practically instan
taneous and he hasn’t been dead longer 
than an hour, at most. Half of that, 
I’d say, at a rough guess. If you don’t 
need me any more, I’ll run along. The 
wagon will be here any minute. When 
you’ve finished with him, you can send 
him away. So long.”

Kingsley watched him bleakly as he 
bustled out and then turned to Ser
geant Lake with a helpless shrug. He 
started as the door opened again but 
relaxed as he saw it was only Duncan. 

“ Well, how many?” he asked.
“ There were seventy-nine people in 

the theater, Mr. Kingsley,” said the 
assistant.

“Good Lord,” groaned Kingsley.
“ Seventy-nine su spects!”

“ More than that,” muttered Lake 
morosely. “You forget the people 
working in the theater itself.”

“ You don’t mean any one of my 
crew?” protested Kingsley hotly.

“ Why not?” shrugged Lake. “We 
don’t know a darn thing, so far. One 
guess is as good as another. Just who 
was in the theater here on duty?” 

Kingsley considered a moment. 
“Betty Wayne, the cashier,” he began, 
“ two operators in the booth, the door
man who takes the tickets, five ushers 
on the main floor (the balcony is closed 
except on Saturdays and Sundays), a 
maid in the downstairs ladies’ room 
and the colored porter. That’s all, 
besides Duncan Collier and myself.” 

Lake looked from the young, anxious 
face of Collier to the slightly older but 
no less worried face of John Kingsley 
and shook his head in sympathy.

“ It’s too bad, I know,” he said. 
“You’ll have to make the best of it. 
Yes, Harrison?” as an officer entered.

“ Here are the contents of the pock
ets of the corpse, sir,” he said, putting 
a heterogeneous collection on the long 
table that ran down the center of the 
office.

“ Hmmm.” Lake was examining the 
property. “ Several letters to Sam 
Hanklin, addressed to the Schaffer 
Hotel here, so we’ll take it for granted 
for the moment that that’s his name. 
Quite a bit of money—watch—keys— 
cigarettes—matches—” he turned over 
the objects, apparently thinking aloud 
as he murmured to himself. “Just 
about what nine out of ten men would 
have in their pockets.” He opened a 
leather case. “ Guess he’s Sam Hank
lin, all right. Here’s a New York driv
ing license made out in that name. 
Well, that’s that.”

“ You collect the lot and label them,” 
he said to Harrison.

“ Now, to get back to our discussion.” 
He turned to Kingsley again. “You 
were telling me about the employes. 
I suppose the cashier couldn’t have 
left her booth?”

“ Impossible,” Kingsley assured him. 
“ O. K. First elimination. The 

operators?”
“ The two men remain in the booth 

until their relief comes on.”
“ Good. How about the doorman?” 
“ He never leaves his post without a 

relief, either,” said Kingsley. “ I can 
soon find out if he did or did not this 
morning, and also, if any of the ushers 
were off the floor for any length of 
time. As for Duncan and myself, we’ve 
been in this office ever since the theater 
opened, going over the plans for our 
new picture next week. You’ll have to 
take our word about each other for 
that.”

“ Unless I can’t find any one else to 
pin it on, I will,” smiled Lake. “You 
might find out about the doorman and 
ushers now, if you will.”

“ Surely. Dune, run upstairs and 
check them, will you?”

As young Collier left the office, Offi
cer Harrison entered again, an omi
nous object protruding from the hand
kerchief he carried in his hand.

“ We found it on the floor, sir,”  he 
said. “ It was several rows down from 
where the man sat. Could have been 
kicked along, of course.”

Kingsley watched curiously as Lake 
examined the gun.

“Just as I thought,” murmured the 
sergeant, “a silencer. This sure is a
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The Matinee Murder
queer case. I’ve watched plenty of 
murders on the screen, but this is the 
first time in my experience where one 
of the audience has been murdered!”

“Mr. Kingsley!”
Both men looked around as Duncan 

Collier came in, followed by another 
policeman.

“Yes, Dune?”
“ None of the ushers or the doorman 

were off duty, sir. Kingsley breathed a 
sigh of relief. “ What did you find, 
Graves?” Lake asked eagerly of the 
policeman.

“ We’ve done our best with the check
ing up, sir,” replied the policeman. “As 
near as we can make out, almost every
one is eliminated. Most of the people sat 
further down front than the murdered 
man and most of them are also sure 
that certain people within their range 
of vision didn’t move or change seats 
while the feature was going on. Sev
eral of them came in after the man had 
been taken out of the auditorium and 
only ten people were here alone. The 
rest of them were in parties of two or 
three or more and out of the ten solos, 
one of them is an old lady over sixty 
and the other a man who is so deaf that 
he was sitting down in the second row 
all through the show and everybody 
else is sure he never moved, or they 
would have noticed it.”

“ That leaves eight good possibil
ities, eh?” mused Lake aloud.

“Yes, sir. Three of them are women, 
but, of course, you can’t ever tell.”

“ Eight sounds better than eighty,” 
sighed Kingsley.

“ Yeah, but we may find out it’s 
eighty after all,” grunted the detec
tive. “All right, Graves. Send ’em in, 
one at a time.”

“ You might just step into that other 
office.” Lake gestured toward young 
Collier’s room, a smaller office opening 
off that of Kingsley. “ No one will be 
able to see you and I’d sort of like to 
have you listening, just in case any
thing crops up.”

As Kingsley and his assistant left 
the room, he nodded to Graves to bring 
in the people. “And you stand there 
in back of me, Davis,” he said to a 
uniformed bluecoat who had taken a 
stolid, silent part in all the proceed
ings. “Keep your eyes glued on their 
faces and see if you get anything I 
miss. O. K. Let’s go. The women 
first, Graves.”

Kingsley and Collier, waiting in the 
small office, listened with more than 
curiosity. But though their ears were 
strained to catch every word, every in
flection, as Lake conducted his ques
tioning, one after another of the eight 
sounded equally guiltless.

The only break in the regular stories 
was that of Thomas Lewis, the man 
who had called the usher to attend to 
the “sleeping” patron. When the two 
listeners finally heard Sergeant Lake 
tell the last man to sit outside in the 
lounge with the others, they joined him 
again.

“ You heard it all?” When they 
nodded, Lake grunted in disgust. 
“ Didn’t get a single thing out of any 
one of them. Lewis is the only one ab
solutely clear, for the usher who seated 
him is sure there wasn’t time for him 
to do it. The rest may all be innocent 
or guilty—or it may still be one of the 
other ‘eighty’ with some one helping 
the alibi. It may not be a one man job 
at all. I suppose I’d better go and try 
my questions on them myself. What a 

(Please turn to page 84)
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The Matinee Murder
(Continued from -page 8 3 )

nice little job that’s going to be!”
“ Er—Sergeant Lake—" Kingsley 

spoke hesitatingly.
“Yes?” The detective turned back to 

him, one hand already on the knob of 
the door.

“ Please don’t think I’m trying to 
horn into your business, but I have an 
idea—” Kingsley’s voice trailed off 
into a modest silence.

“ Well, come on, let’s have it,” urged 
Lake. “ I’m willing to listen to any 
idea in a case like this.”

“ You do think that the most likely 
suspects are the eight people you just 
questioned?” asked Kingsley.

“ I do,” nodded Lake. “ Yet you your
self heard every one of them give me a 
straight story.”

“ Yes, that’s just it!” Kingsley 
nodded eagerly. “Now listen!”

Duncan watched the two curiously 
as his boss drew the detective into his 
office. They were not absent long. 
When they returned Lake had a new 
expression on his face, a combination of 
amused doubt and hope.

“ Graves!” he called. “When the 
policeman entered, he spoke crisply. 
“ Send in those eight again, one at a 
time.”

To Duncan’s disappointment, Lake 
talked with each of them in the inner 
office, where Kingsley remained this 
time, evidently sharing the interview. 
As each suspect came out, Lake told 
them to sit down in the large office 
where they were to wait, under the 
cold and watchful eye of Officer Davis.

Collier’s impatience mounted high 
when at last all eight of them were 
sitting there and Kingsley and Lake 
still remained in the adjoining room. 
The door was closed and he could hear 
a low hum of conversation, more like a 
monologue, and surmised that one of 
the two was talking over the private 
phone, but when at last Lake did come 
in, with Kingsley close behind him, he 
was disappointed to see that nothing 
happened immediately.

“ I’m very sorry to detain you all like 
this,” the detective said gravely. “ I’m 
sure you'll be released definitely in a 
few moments. I’m just waiting for a 
message.”

Tension grew in that office as Lake 
paced slowly back and forth. Eight 
pairs of eyes watched him, eights pairs 
of eyes lined up in a row along the 
wall, eyes moving as he did, back and 
forth, back and forth. A knock at the 
door made everyone start.

“ Come in!” called Lake sharply.
A policeman in uniform entered.
“ Excuse me, sir,” he said, “but we’ve 

just come from the hotel where this 
Hanklin was staying. There was a 
woman living there with him as his 
wife and when she heard of the mur

der, she tried to commit suicide! Her 
name is Constance Some------”

“ Connie!”
The name, like a cry of agony, had 

burst from some one’s lips, from one 
of the eight sitting so tense against 
the wall.

“That got you, eh? I thought it 
would!” Lake nodded grimly at a 
man who, stark now with the realiza
tion that he had convicted himself by 
his involuntary gasp, was glaring at 
the policeman who, in obedience to a 
swift gesture from Lake, now had him 
in a tight grasp.

“ So Hanklin was the man who ran 
off with your wife a year ago?” Lake 
spoke tersely, every word like a sharp 
blow. “ You swore you’d get him some 
day, didn’t you, and you kept your 
word! I didn’t really need this to 
prove it; you gave yourself away in
side, and I guess you knew it, but I 
thought I might as well clinch mat
ters. Some juries are queer, you know. 
You finally got him, after a year of 
waiting.”

“ Yes, I killed him. Why not?” The 
prisoner’s lips writhed defiantly. 
“ Would you let a man come into your 
home and run off with the only thing 
you cared for and do nothing about it? 
I swore he’d pay for it, and he has! I 
knew he’d be back in town again about 
this time, and I waited for him, 
watched him everywhere he went, wait
ing for a chance. I had the gun ready 
—I followed him in here to see the pic
ture. When all that noise started on 
the screen—I was right in back of him 
—no one was near us—I leaned for
ward—” a shudder shook his tense 
frame and then he sagged in the offi
cers’ grip, sobbing.

“Take him away, boys.” Lake 
shrugged and sighed as they left the 
office.

“Well—” he shook himself slightly, 
“ it’s all over. Business as usual, eh, 
Kingsley? I guess we can leave you 
now and I hope the publicity you’re 
bound to get won’t do any harm. And 
thanks a lot for your tip. It was a 
swell idea.”

Kingsley grinned self-consciously. 
“ It was a good idea, wasn’t it? It 
worked!”

“ I’ll say it worked,” exploded Dune 
enthusiastically. “ But what was it?”

“ Well,” Kingsley grinned again, 
“they all came through but the guy 
they caught and Lake clinched that by 
some tricky phoning. You see, I fig
ured that a man who came in to mur
der some one wouldn’t have his mind 
on much else, so I just suggested that 
Lake ask everyone of those suspects to 
tell him the plot of the picture! The 
rest of the suspects could—and he 
cculdn’t! That’s all.”
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(Continued from page 22)
tenements, hovels, and large unbuilt 
sections. Karl trotted along some 
hundred feet behind her, amazed at his 
own temerity, drawn by visions of the 
vast possibilities of this unknown 
poison. Already he imagined himself 
possessed of it. Already Poldi had 
drunk of it and was dying. His body 
was dissolving bit by bit, dropping 
off into yellow waxen drops, like a 
candle when it gutters. And Poldi 
was seeing himself dissolve, his hands 
melting away before his eyes, then his 
arms and feet, and he was screaming 
. . . and Karl was there too, looking 
on and gloating. . . .

So satisfying was this vision that 
Karl was almost ready to abandon the 
task that confronted him and go home 
to pursue his beautiful dream in quiet 
and peace. Then he remembered his 
recent illness and his vow that he 
would see Poldi perish, and doggedly 
he followed the Princess through the 
growing darkness.

The palace of the Princess was a 
wagon standing in a bare lot. The 
kitchen of the palace was just in front 
of the wagon and was equipped with 
an open fire and a kettle hanging over 
that. The living rooms of the palace 
were anywhere to the right and to the 
left, that is to say all the space of the 
world which to the roaming gypsy is 
his living room. The wagon evidently 
was but the place for storing things 
and for sleeping in, in case of rain. 
That the location of the palace was 
but temporary was shown by the 
presence of two horses who nibbled 
with disgust at the tufts of coarse 
grass that grew sparsely out of the 
red clay of the lot.

A few gypsies, who were about, paid 
no attention to the arrival of the 
Princess nor she to them. She led 
Karl to a little tent where she seated 
him across from herself at a small 
deal table and brought his hand for 
inspection under the light of a smoky 
oil lamp.

“You are going to be very rich,” she 
prophesied. It was her usual way of 
beginning. After all one had to feel 
one’s way and wait for the subject to 
show signs of interest, then one knew 
that one was on the right road.

“Really?” said Karl his mind still 
wondering how he was to get the dri.

“ Someone very close to you is going 
to die.”

“ Are you sure?” said Karl, his 
interest aroused.

“ I see very much danger for you, 
too,” Stella pursued mysteriously.

“What kind of danger?” Karl asked, 
his interest now definitely caught.

Stella looked up. Had she struck the 
right note so soon? “ For ten shillings,” 
she suggested, “ I can show you the 
face of your greatest enemy.” She 
had expected to have to haggle with 
her customer, but to her surprise he 
agreed at once. Whereupon she filled 
a cup with water and from the drawer 
of the table produced a large spoon 
filled with lead shavings. These she 
melted above the flame of the kerosene 
lamp.

Suddenly, she dropped the molten 
lead into the cold water. “ Now you 
shall see the likeness of your greatest 
enemy,” and she fished out the soldified 
mass from the bottom of the cup.

“ This man will lead you to certain 
ruin,” she said, “unless you take every 
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W H A T Terrible Vengeance
(Continued from page 85)
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precaution. We gypsies can help you. 
Do you recognize your enemy?"

Karl was turning the piece of 
natural sculpture this way and that 
and for the life of him could not 
recognize any sort of face at all, 
particularly not that of Poldi, which 
he had hoped to see, until suddenly, 
looking at it from one angle, he caught 
all the features of his own emaciated 
face. Startled he dropped the piece 
of lead.

“You recognize him,” Stella cried 
with delight. Such luck was rarely 
her’s. “ He is your greatest enemy. 
He will lead you to your destruction. 
Beware of him!”

Karl’s cigarette drooped from his 
ashen lips. His corded hands covered 
with liver-spots wrung with each 
other. He shivered. “ Enough of that,” 
he said, his dry mouth ejecting words 
with some effort.

“ There are other things I can do,” 
the Princess suggested quickly. “ I 
can find hidden treasure. Just think, 
the earth under our feet is full of 
caches of gold and jewels concealed 
there by the peoples of olden times.”

“ Could you get me some driV ’ Karl 
asked timidly.

The effect of these few words on 
Stella’s features was amazing. Her 
lower jaw fell open suddenly as if 
loosened at its hinges and she stared 
out thus with gaping mouth without 
uttering a word. Just as suddenly she 
recovered herself, blinked and snapped 
her mouth shut.

“What did you say?” she asked.
“ I asked you if you could get me 

some dri?” Karl repeated, but now he 
said it not timidly, but incisively, for 
now he knew that there was such a 
thing as dri and he knew too that it 
was a terrible thing. No other ex
planation would fit the rapid changes 
of expression that he had observed on 
Stella’s face.

“What is dri?** the Princess asked 
innocently.

Karl did not answer her question, 
instead he proposed: “I will give you 
a hundred shillings for some.”

Beneath her dark olive skin Princess 
Stella blanched.

“A hundred shillings?” she repeated. 
Then she pulled herself together: 
“ But what is this . . . this dri? Where 
can I get some?”

At this moment a witch-like brown 
and wrinkled visage surrounded by 
rebellious wisps of unkempt gray hair 
poked itself into the tent and ex
changed rapid words with Stella. The 
latter rose and swept out of the tent 
so that Karl was left alone there with 
nothing but the little deal table and 
the dismal kerosene lamp.

He did not find this at all congenial 
to be left alone just when he had felt 
himself on the verge of grasping the 
coveted prize. What could this dri be 
like anyway, he asked himself. Stella 
knew of it, of that there could be no 
doubt. Perhaps she had gone off to 
get some, in the company of that 
witch-like person?

Karl’s heart pounded wildly.
Whatever was keeping her so long? 

Just then she brushed into the tent, 
obviously intensely irritated. “ Oh!” 
she said as if surprised to find Karl 
there. But he burst out:

“ Did you get me some?”
“ Some what?” Stella asked angrily.

“ Some dri, of course.”
“Dri,”  snorted Stella with disgust. 

“ Don’t talk to me about dri. My 
father just died.”

Karl was stricken. “ I’m awfully 
sorry,” he said. “I guess I’d better be 
going. You must feel terrible losing 
your father.”

“ It isn’t that,” Stella said curtly. 
“But he left my three brothers each 
ten thousand shillings. And he left 
me nothing! Although he had plently 
more when he died. “And she began 
to relate how King Rom had had all 
his money dug up from its hiding place 
and placed in his hands when he began 
to feel his end approaching. And he 
had distributed to each of his three 
sons this sum. The rest he wished to 
take with him to spiritland, and he 
held his money tightly in his hand and 
so died taking it with him. For he 
knew well that no gypsy would dare 
touch the property of a dead man for 
fear of his ghost.

To Karl the matter seemed very 
simple indeed: “Why don’t you just 
take it away from him now that he’s 
dead.”

“ Take it away from him?” Stella 
exclaimed. “ So that his spirit should 
come back to me at night when I’m 
asleep and pull at my hair? Oh, no, I 
couldn’t stand that.” She shuddered. 
Then suddenly she asked: “You’ve 
been to school. You know things. Tell 
me, do the dead return?”

“ I thought you gypsy fortune-tellers 
knew more about the mysteries of life 
than we,” Karl replied. Then an idea 
struck him, a marvelous idea. “Of 
course there might be a way to test 
him, to see if he would come back.” 

“What do you mean,” Stella asked 
hurriedly.

“ I mean,” said Karl calmly, feeling 
very sure of himself now. “ I mean 
that I might be able to arrange things 
so that if he didn’t come back you’d 
have the money and all would be well. 
And if he did come back, why he’d 
have his money.”

Stella was puzzled. “How could you 
do that?”

“ Easily,”  said Karl. “ Only what 
would you give me in return for show
ing you how? How much money has 
your father in his hands?”

“ Thirty-three thousand shillings.” 
“ Phew! A neat sum. Well and 

what would you do if I made it possible 
for you to take that immense sum of 
money without fear?”

With a rapid undulating motion 
Stella rose and brought her body in 
close contact to Karl’s. “Anything,” 
she whispered.

Karl felt his pulses quicken. The 
girl was very beautiful, very volup
tuous.

“ I want some dri,” he said hoarsely. 
Stella’s body moved warmly, gently, 

close to him. She murmured: “Are
you sure you can make it so that my 
father’s ghost won’t haunt me?”

“Yes.”
Stella’s arms were around his neck, 

warm lips on his. You shall have the 
dri,” her voice promised. Her eyes 
promised more. “ I can’t make it my
self, because my people would kill me 
if they discovered that I had made it. 
It’s too terrible! But I will tell you 
how to make some for yourself.”

“ Is that a promise?” Stella nodded. 
“Very well then. I’ll keep my part of
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DO BRUNETTES LOOK 
OLDER THAN BLONDES

THE A N S W E R  IS T H A T  7 O U T  OF 10 BRUNETTES 
USE T H E  W R O N G  S H A D E  O F  FACE P O W D E R !

it first. You gypsies keep your money 
on your person or hide it away some
where, but you know how we take 
care of ours, don’t you?”

“ You mean you put it in banks?”
“Yes. And you know too how we 

can draw it out in checks?”
“ I know; a woman once gave a check 

for telling her fortune.”
“Very well then. Now supposing I 

make out a check for thirty-three 
thousand shillings and give it to your 
father in place of the money he now 
has in his hands. Then if his spirit 
returns and wants his money then all 
he need do is go to the nearest bank 
and cash my check. And of course 
if he doesn’t return, so much the 
better . . .  In any case the money is 
yours!”

“ I think I see. . . Stella said, a 
queer smile beginning to illumine her 
face. Then she clapped her hands. 
“ That’s it! Of course. If King Rom 
comes back let him go to the bank and 
get his money!”

She disengaged herself, and rushed 
out of the tent to return in a second 
with a dark surly-looking fellow who 
bore over his shoulder a spade with a 
sinister smear of freshly turned earth 
on it. The gypsies do not wait long 
to bury their dead. They are too 
afraid of ghosts.

Stella and her friend conversed 
rapidly in a mixture of gypsy and 
Viennese dialect, then Stella said: 
“Michael says we must do it at once, 
because they are going to bury my 
father soon.”

“Very well,” said Karl and he drew 
forth his check book and his fountain 
pen and wrote out the biggest check he 
had ever drawn, and far greater than 
his bank would ever honor. Michael 
put out his dirty hand and snatched it.

“That good check?” he asked in his 
heavy coarse speech, his permanent 
scowl puckering up into an ugly leer as 
he strove to decipher the words.

“King Rom will be able to cash it 
all right,” Karl laughed. “Don’t you 
worry about that!”

“ Come, come,” Stella urged, tugging 
at Karl’s sleeve. “There’s no time to 
be lost.”

The trio left the tent and entered 
the wagon. There on a cot and covered 
by a bit of gaudy calico, none too clean, 
lay the body of the King, all alone, 
with none to mourn him, for in the 
first place gypsies do not mourn their 
dead. Some clans even rejoice at fun
erals, and in the second place the dead 
are regarded with such superstitious 
fears that it is as much as they can do 
to summon the courage to bury them.

“ Quick now while no one is here,” 
Stella whispered, hanging back near 
the door but pushing Karl toward the 
cot.

Karl overcame a wave of revulsion 
born of a sudden horrid image; he saw 
King Rom leaping up with a scream to 
protect his money and crying out: “ I
don’t want to cash your check, it’s no 
good.”

“Well, it’s for a worthy cause,” Karl 
said to himself and stepped up to the 
cot; and since he had no wish to look 
into the face of King Rom while he 
robbed him of his money, he folded 
back the flowered material from the 
feet-end up until he had exposed the 
lower part of the body up to his hands.

King Rom’s brown and sere fingers 
readily yielded their hold on the bills.

{Please turn to page 88)

Terrible Vengeance

• BY J ^ u ly E k tliv i
If there’s one thing women fool themselves 
about, it ’s face powder shades.

Many women select face powder tints on 
the wrong basis altogether. They try to get a 
face powder that simply matches their type 
instead of one that enhances or flutters it.

Any actress will tell you that certain stage 
lights can make you look older or younger. 
The same holds true for face powder shades. 
One shade can make you look ten to twenty 
years older while another can make you look 
years younger.

It ’s a common saying that brunettes look 
older than blondes. There is no truth in it. 
The reason for the statement is that many 
brunettes make a mistake in the shade of the 
face powder they use. They simply choose a 
brunette face powder shade or one that 
merely matches their type instead of one that 
goes with the tone of their skin. A girl may be 
a brunette and still have an olive or white 
skin.
One of Five Shades is the Right Shade!
Colorists will tell you that the idea of 
numberless shades of face powder is 
all wrong. They will tell you that one 
of five shades will answer every tone 
of skin.

I make Lady Esther Face Powder 
in five shades only, when I could just 
as well make ten or twenty-five shades.
But I know that five are all that are 
necessary and I know that one of 
these five will prove just the right 
shade of face powder for your skin.

I want you to find out if you are using the 
right shade of face powder for your skin. I 
want you to find out if the shade you are 
using is making you look older or younger.

One Way to Tell!
There is only one way to find out and this is 
to try all five shades of Lady Esther Face 
Powder—and that is what I want you to do 
at my expense.

One of these shades, you will find, will in
stantly prove the right shade for you. One 
will immediately make you look years younger. 
You won’t have to be told that. Your mirror 
will cty it aloud to you.

Write today for all the five shades of Lady 
Esther Face Powder that I offer free of charge 
and obligation. Make the shade test before your 
mirror. Notice how instantly the right shade 
tells itself. Mark, too, how soft and smooth 
my face powder; also, how long it clings.

Mail Coupon
One test will reveal that Lady Esther Face 
Powder is a unique f ace powder, unparalleled by 
anything in face powders you have ever known.

Mail the coupon or a letter today for the 
free supply of all five shades that I offer.

FREE( You can paste this on a penny postcard)

LADY ESTHER 
2020 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, 111.
Please send me by return mail a trial supply o f all five 
shades of Lady Esther Face Powder.

Name_____ L______________________________ _____

Address... 

City____ _____________ State_________ ____
This offer is not good in Canada
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Now B L O N D E S  
Made Irresistible

A m a zin g  N ew  D iscovery For  
Light H air P erfected !

An almost magical way has been found to 
increase and in tensify  the special allure 
of the Blonde Girl. To enable you to at
tract as never before, if you’re blonde . . .  
with the golden shim m er o f  your hair!

Science has found a way to marvelously 
enhance the beauty and fascination of 
light hair. Even when it is dull and faded- 
looking, to restore its real blonde color 
and lustre!

No matter how lovely your hair is now, 
this discovery will make it lovelier. . .  give 
it a dazzling gloss and sheen . . .  make you 
a golden m agnet of fem inine appeal.

Win and Hold Men
It is called Trublond. Try it just once. It is 
SAFE—n ot a dye. Simply acts to bring out 
the natural hidden color, golden light and 
fluffiness to your hair. And when hair has 
darkened and become streaked, Trublond 
quickly brings back its original color and 
sparkle.

You use it like an ordinary shampoo. 
Get a package of Trublond — for a few 
cents at any drug or department store or 
at the 10c stores. Begin using your blonde 
charm to the utmost!

TRUBLOND
BLONDE SHAMPOO

Oif Jo-Cur'
- hUu W IlffcWi . K~p. tW . ..d M"

Ml*, fd  **•*.» Gfcn • KM, 
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Terrible Vengeance
(C ontinued from  page 87)

Karl quickly pushed the check under 
King Rom’s hands and drew down the 
shroud. At once Michael’s greedy 
fingers reached out for the money, but 
Karl handed it past him to Stella who 
quickly stuffed it into her bosom. 
Michael gave Karl a black look but 
Karl paid no attention for Stella had 
winked to him to follow her out of 
the wagon, and he guessed that now he 
was to receive his promised reward.

Together they walked off into the 
darkness until Stella judged herself 
safe from spying eyes or ears.

“Dri is a poison which you can mix 
with a dinner and everyone may eat 
of the food; but only the one for whom 
the poison was made will die of it,” 
so Stella began without any pre
liminaries, compressing her knowledge 
as if she wished to get through with 
it in as few words as possible. “And 
the person for whom it was made, will 
die of the most horrible death, after 
months of suffering and shame. I have 
never seen it used. But I have heard 
terrible stories told of it. You under
stand that it is so deadly and so easily 
administered that we must all agree 
to kill any person who is caught mak
ing it for fear of being the victim. I 
would not even know how to make it 
if it had not been for Old Mira who 
still remembers how it is done and 
who told me.

“Look, you must take three gold 
rings and three gold thimbles and you 
must go into the forest and press these 
three rings into the ground there 
where mushrooms grow. Then you 
must fill the three thimbles with hair 
and fingernail parings and blood taken 
from the one you want to die, and 
these three thimbles you press into the 
ground within the three rings. Then 
you wait weeks or even months, until 
one day you find mushrooms growing 
in the thimbles, and these mushrooms, 
when they are ripe will shed a little 
dust. That dust is dri.”

Stella’s voice paused. Karl was 
about to ask her for more information 
when he suddenly felt her arms about 
him. She kissed him, kissed again 
again and again, passionately. Karl re
sponded hungrily. It seemed that now 
that he had made up his mind to act 
in one direction, life was taking an 
interest in him in many directions. 
Stella drew him toward a small tent 
near the edge of the field. Karl fol
lowed her swaying form.

HOURS later, Karl managed to 
stumble his way back to the 

Favoriten Guertel and from there he 
knew his way home. The adventure of 
the evening seemed in retrospect like 
a crazy glorious dream; but as for the 
making of dri, that was preposterous.

Preposterous or not Karl could not 
help thinking about it and was forced 
to admit that in the making of dri 
there was much that could be called 
strict science. Why not try it? 
Though none too diligent in the matter 
he nevertheless went about preparing 
himself. He bought the three thimbles, 
for example, and then from another 
jeweler he purchased three gold bands.

Since he did not intend to prepare 
his dri out in the forest it was neces
sary to grow mushrooms at home. For 
this purpose he secured a general 
handbook on the subject and studied 
it thoroughly. Instead of a cellar he

constructed a cool stone chamber re
producing the moist cold atmosphere 
as nearly as possible. Furthermore he 
purchased a brick of spore of the 
edible mushroom and the necessary 
manure on which to grow it. In due 
time, under his bed, Karl was growing 
a fine crop of mushrooms.

So far so good, but that was noth
ing yet. One must fill the thimbles. 
But how? Where was he to get the 
hair, the finger-nail parings, the blood? 
At first this difficulty seemed insur
mountable; then Karl realized that this 
part of it might be as readily solved 
as all the other prerequisites for the 
making of dri.

The fact was that within recent 
months Poldi had been growing in
creasingly bald. His pink scalp was 
coming more and more into evidence 
and he was using all manner of tonics 
and lotions and mechanical devices 
that were all guaranteed to overcome 
the tendency of the human hair to 
depart some years before its owner. 
In a dressing room adjoining his office, 
Poldi had a shelf full of hopes that 
had failed him.

One day Karl came to the office with 
a great brush spiked with the heaviest 
variety of boar’s bristle obtainable and 
presented this truly formidable weapon 
to Poldi:

“You must try this, Poldi,” he said. 
“ There’s nothing like it. Use it two or 
three or even four times a day. Use 
it vigorously. Don’t mind a bit of 
scratching now and then, or even a 
little bleeding. That won’t hurt. On 
the contrary. You see you’ve got to 
stimulate your scalp to renewed activ
ity.”

“Why I’ve heard that that was the 
very worst thing to do,” said Poldi.

“Who told you that? Don’t listen to 
every fool that comes along. Whip up 
your scalp! Don’t pander it with a 
lot of sweet-smelling concoctions. A 
ploughed field gives the best harvest 
you know.”

“Sounds logical enough,” said Poldi. 
“Well many thanks, old man, I’ll give 
it a trial.”

“Do, by all means,” said Karl.
A few days later Karl asked: “ How’s 

the brushing doing? Is it showing any 
results?”

“I can’t see anything yet,” Poldi 
confessed, “and I’ve certainly been 
using it plenty. Why my scalp is 
simply raw.”

“Fine,” said Karl, noting how Poldi's 
scalp was lacerated. “That’s the 
stuff. If anything works, that will.”

Thus encouraged Poldi went at it 
with a will. Half a dozen times a 
day he retired into his dressing room 
to emerge, scratched but hopeful.

The one day Karl stole Poldi’s brush 
for a few hours and was able to 
garner, in hair, in dandruff and in 
clotted blood, more than a good 
thimbleful of detritus. He divided his 
spoil between two thimbles and stuck 
them into the soil among the mush
rooms of his stone box. Now it was 
simply a question of waiting.

Morning and night Karl used to pull 
his box out from under the bed and 
examine the thimbles. For a while it 
seemed to him impossible that ever a 
mushroom should grow there, then 
suddenly one day, there they were, 
both thimbles crowded with tiny mush
rooms that could not all find a suffi
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HELEN STOPS A 
WANDERING EYE

HEXIN STOPS A  THROBBING HEADACHE

cient amount of room to expand there.
No mother ever watched over a baby 

with half the tenderness Karl expended 
on his thimble mushrooms. He would 
have watered them with his tears if 
that were necessary. But they grew 
without such aid; flourished, and in 
time grew ripe and heavy with the 
dust that is their fruit and seed. This 
dust Karl gathered with endless care 
and put it into a bit of paper folded 
as for a medicinal powder, and this he 
kept in his breast pocket, impatiently 
waiting for an opportunity to adminis
ter it.

N OW Poldi used to keep a bottle 
of very special cognac in his 

office and whenever he had put 
through an especially fine piece of 
business he would call in Karl to have 
a drink with him. And it was into 
this cognac that Karl managed one 
evening to spill his powder.

The very following day Poldi called 
Karl in and declared: “ Well, that
deal is closed. Come now we’ll have a 
bit of cognac on that.” Ceremoniously 
he poured out two glasses full of his 
favorite liqueur.

“Not so much for me,” cautioned 
Karl. “You know I can’t stand 
much.”

“Ah, come on. Don’t be that way, 
especially now when I feel so good.” 

“Well, to your health,” Karl pro
posed and sipped a little of his cognac. 
Poldi drank his in large gobbles and 
then smacked his lips:

“Ah, that was good. I think I’ll 
have another.” And he suited his 
actions to his words: “ How about
you, Karl?” But Karl shook his head. 
“ Say you know what?” Poldi sug
gested. “ I’m hungry. What would
you say to a nice juicy steak across the 
street at the Golden Lion? Will you 
join me, Karl?”

“You know I’m a vegetarian,” said 
Karl severely.

“ Ah, come now. A nice tender 
steak? How could you refuse it? I 
wouldn’t tell any one I saw you eat
ing it.”

“Do you think I’m a fake vege
tarian,” said Karl angrily.

“Now don’t get sore. But the 
thought of a steak, a nice fat steak 
with a heavy mushroom sauce . . .” He 
paused and seemed to be testing the 
reaction of his mouth to the idea.

“Well, I’ll go with you,” Karl re
lented, “and eat your mushrooms.” 

“ Oh, no you won’t,”  Poldi laughed. 
“ I’ve got a sudden craving for mush
rooms. In fact I think I’ll order my
self a double portion of them.”

“You know,” said Poldi when they 
were seated in the restaurant. “What 
I really wanted all along was mush
rooms. I think I’ll just have the 
waiter prepare me a special dish of 
them. Bother the steak.”

This desire for mushrooms mani
festing itself so early after the drink
ing of the dri was both surprising 
and welcome to Karl. And just a 
trifle frightening too. That dri was 
potent stuff, no doubt about that. He 
could not resist the pleasure of re
maining with Poldi all that evening, 
and for the first time accepted the 
latter’s invitation to spend a few hours 
in one or the other of Vienna’s pleasant 
cafes, so as to be able to watch his 
victim closely and not lose a single 
symptom of the drug’s onslaught.

(Please turn to page 90)

Terrible Vengeance

N O W  there is no need to avoid a 
difficult situation when you feel 

“ below par” — no need to break im
portant engagements on account of 
ordinary aches and pains.

“ 2 IIe x in  with water”  is a magic 
phrase to people in pain. It means 
relief in record time and — above all 
— safe relief.

IIe x in  was originally developed 
for children. It could not and does

not contain any habit-forming drugs.
I I e x i n  eases pain s a f e l y  by relax

ing tenseness and nervous strain—by 
removing the pressure on sensitive 
nerve ends.

Buy IIe xin  from your druggist 
in convenient tins containing 12 tab
lets or economical bottles of 50 and 
100 tablets.

Send coupon below for f r e e  trial 
size package.
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A  COM PLETE W A V E  
FOR O N E  CENT

NOW you can quickly and easily wave 
your hair at home for one cent or less! 

New improved Wildroot Wave Powder, 
approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau, 
makes full pint of professional wave set for 
10 cents. You make your own wave set. 
Just mix powder with water. Dries quickly, 
leaves no white flakes. Keeps indefinitely. 
Simple directions in every package for finger 
waving or resetting your permanent. At all

S H O E  D R E S S I N G

“We’ve been keeping to much to our
selves, you know that, Karl?” Poldi 
said as they were separating to go to 
their respective homes. “We’ve got to 
go out together more often hereafter.” 

And Karl was only too willing, in 
fact there was nothing he wanted 
more. And the excitement of being 
with Poldi was enough to endow Karl 
suddenly with all sorts of social talents 
that he never suspected himself of 
possessing. Their evenings now were 
a round of the merriest of cafes. And 
Karl’s chief delight each night was to 
observe how Poldi after some hemming 
and hawing would always come around 
to ordering mushrooms in one form or 
another. “ Ha-ha,” he would laugh, a 
bit embarrassed, “ I don’t know but 
that there’s something to be said for 
vegetarianism, after all.”

“ One of these day’s you’ll be turning 
into a mushroom, if you don’t watch 
out,” Karl warned jocularly.

O NE evening Poldi said to Karl: 
“ Say I feel awfully queer 

around my head. What can it mean 
do you suppose? My scalp feels kind 
of . . . well, strained. As if hair were 
going to grow there again. Yes, that’s 
it! As if I were going to sprout hair. 
Look, Karl, can you see if my hair is 
coming back? You know I’m thinking 
that idea of brushing it the way you 
said is beginning to show some 
results.”

“ I wouldn’t be surprised,” said Karl, 
“but the fact is that I can’t see a 
thing. But give it a chance.”

Late that night after a long and 
merry evening at the cafes Karl 
brought Poldi to his handsome apart
ment and Poldi was so drunk that 
Karl felt he could not leave him alone, 
and therefore arranged to spend the 
night on the living room couch.

Very early in the morning Poldi 
complained of a splitting headache. 
“ Its good you stayed over, Karl,” Poldi 
moaned. “ I think you’ll have to get me 
a doctor. Oh my head, my poor head. 
It feels as if it were as big as a 
room.”

Karl came to his bedside and stared 
at Poldi in amazement.

“ Oh my head, my poor head,” Poldi 
groaned. “What are you standing 
there for and looking at me so? Is 
anything wrong? Why don’t you get 
me a doctor?”

But Karl could do nothing but 
stand there with eyes and mouth wide 
open. Poldi felt Karl’s stare directed 
to his head and he nut his hands up 
to his bald scalp. “Why my hair has 
grown back!” he exclaimed with great 
joy. Then he felt the growth more 
attentively with his finger tips. “But 
it’s not hair,” he said puzzled. “ Karl, 
for God’s sake,” he screamed, “what’s 
the matter with me? It feels as if my 
brains had oozed out?” Horrified at 
the thought he grasped at his scalp to 
discover what was there. His hand 
came away filled with light soft objects 
unexpectedly strange to the touch. 
Slowly he brought his hand down to 
the line of his vision and stared. Then 
he stared at Karl. Then he stared 
back at his hand.

“ Mushrooms!” he screamed. He 
looked wildlv about the room. “ Mush
rooms!” He began, fractically, to 
feel around on his scalp and his fingers 
encountered a few more that he had

not removed with his first handful. 
“My God, Karl, they’re growing out 
of my head!” Gingerly he probed 
around and removed these that re
mained. With a shuddering moan he 
cast them away from himself, and fell 
back on his pillow: “Karl, bring me a 
glass of water. I feel sick.”

Karl went at once to fetch one, but 
when he returned he found Poldi fast 
asleep. Karl put down the glass on 
the night table and bent down on his 
knees to pick up the mushrooms that 
had been thrown on the floor. It was 
plain that they were precisely of that 
variety of which he had purchased the 
spore. The whole business for making 
dri was evidently as rigorously exact 
as any biological laboratory could have 
demanded. It merely involved finding 
a sub-species of mushroom that would 
grow on the detritus of a human scalp.

When Poldi awoke from his nooze 
his first words were: “ Are you there,
Karl? Say, you know I had the most 
amazingly vivid dream.” And he told 
about the mushrooms that had grown 
out of his head. And Karl laughed 
quietly: “ Perfectly fantastic!”  was his 
comment. “But really I think you’d 
better cut down on your consumption 
of mushrooms. Such dreams are often 
a warning from the system.”

“ Ho-ho,” Poldi burst out laughing 
“ What nonsense! Why, right now I 
have a craving for mushrooms and if 
you’ll go down with me I think I’ll step 
into Seppi’s place and have a big dish 
of creamed mushrooms for breakfast.”

But it was not long before Poldi 
realized that those dreams he was hay
ing night after night of getting up in 
the dark and removing mushrooms 
that grew on his head were nothing 
less than the truth. The discovery 
completely unnerved him. “ Why I’m 
awake,” he cried suddenly. “ Oh, Karl, 
I’m awake!” And he wept in Karl’s 
arms like a baby. “ Don’t leave me 
alone,” he cried. “ Don’t leave me 
alone for a moment.”

After a few moments he took a 
calmer view of the matter. “Yes, I 
guess I did go kind of crazy about 
mushrooms. And I suppose I got my
self infected. Well, I must cut them 
out. I think I ought to have a doctor 
in, too.” But the doctor who was 
summoned could do nothing before 
such a peculiar state of affairs.

“What you need is a specialist,” he 
advised Poldi and himself called upon 
a good skin man. The latter however, 
being completely baffled suggested a 
toxicologist, who in turn called in a 
specialist in saprophytic and parasitic 
diseases.

At first Poldi used to remove the 
mushrooms in the morning and then go 
to his office. But after a while he 
found himself unable to do that, for 
the mushrooms sprouted even during 
the day. And though he had got in 
the habit of passing his hand back and 
forth over his scalp he could never 
feel quite certain that he might not 
be caught in public with a button 
mushroom growing from out of his 
head. The possibility of such a morti
fying event caused him to remain at 
home thereafter; besides, the manifold 
treatments he was undergoing upon 
the advice of his physicians kept him 
busy all day long.

Poldi therefore delegated Karl to 
take charge of the business and that
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suited Karl right down to the ground. 
There he was in command of his own 
business after so many years during 
which he had been defrauded of it. 
Why hadn’t he taken his revenge years 
before?

Since Poldi couldn’t do without him 
Karl practically lived in his apartment. 
And as a result it began to be a little 
tiresome, seeing one’s victim suffering 
day after day. At first Karl had 
relished every second of it, now it was 
becoming a bit of a bore. Poldi, the 
big healthy Poldi, proved to be rather 
a weepy patient, always complaining 
about one thing or another and fairly 
slopping over with sentimentality.

One morning he called Karl into his 
room and spoke somewhat in this 
fashion: “ Do you really mind taking
care of me, Karl?”

“Why of course not, Poldi, I do it 
gladly.”

“Now and then I’ve been under the 
impression that you were holding 
something against me.”

“Nonsense! Why should I?” Karl 
protested.

“Well, I don’t know, but that was 
my impression. Besides I did rather 
barge in on your invention, you know?” 

“Oh, I’ve forgotten that long ago.” 
“ I’m awfully glad to hear you say 

that, Karl. You’ve no idea how terrible 
it is to wake up every morning and 
have to face this . . . this . . .  oh it’s 
awful!” As he spoke he put up his 
hand to his scalp. “ They’re there all 
right,” he sighed. He sat up in bed. 
His once so bulky figure, exhausted 
from producing crop after crop of 
mushrooms was now haggard and 
wasted to half its former size.

IN the office of the Poldi Pump 
Works, Karl felt better. He had 

the pleasure of being in command and 
of executing daily some innovation 
that erased the figure of Poldi. He 
had begun by having his own name 
painted on the door in letters so large 
that it quite overshadowed the name 
of the firm. Now he was having the 
same thing done to the stationery.

There were other forms of com
pensation too. For example whenever 
business had been good he would call 
in the head bookkeeper and pour out 
a little cognac for himself and the 
man.

“Excellent cognac, isn’t it?” said 
Karl expansively.

“Excellent indeed, sir,” replied the 
book keeper obediently. “And how is 
Herr Poldi? He will not admit any 
one to his house.”

“ I know it,” Karl sighed. “ I am 
afraid he’s doing very poorly.” So life 
was pleasant with Stella now installed 
in his new, luxurious apartment, and 
filling his hours away from the office 
and Poldi with an ecstasy he had never 
dreamed existed. Stella grew daily 
more beautiful and sensual; but best 
of all seemed to care for Karl.

That afternoon, however, the spec
ialist in saprophytic growths called at 
the office and begged to speak to Herr 
Schmidt.

“ How is Poldi?” Karl asked at once. 
The doctor bent his head. Karl 

sighed. After a moment of votive 
silence however the doctor spoke up 
briskly:

“Herr Poldi died of a most unusual 
and horrible parasitic infection. For 
the last few months, that is to say, 

(Please turn to page 92 )
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Terrible Vengeance
(Continued, fr o m  p a g e  91)

ever since I was called into this case 
I have devoted my’self to the task of 
discovering its cause, its source. I 
have fine-combed medical literature in 
order to discover similar cases. . .

“And what have you found to be 
the cause?” Karl asked quietly.

“Alas, it has been a singularly 
fruitless search. No similar case ever 
has been recorded. Still I did run 
down this much. Rumors of such a 
disease are known, vague statements 
here and there, giving practically no 
information but all conforming in this 
one respect. . .

“ And what respect is that?”
“ Invariably the disease is connected 

with gypsies.”
“ Gypsies?” Karl asked with com

posure.
“Yes. Now what I’d like to know is: 

did Herr Poldi have any gypsy 
friends?”

“ None that I know of,” said Karl 
shaking his head. “But of course 
much of his life was a secret to me. 
He had many affairs.”

“ That’s a clue,” said the doctor, “a 
jealous gypsy mistress, for example. 
Or perhaps some of his friends had 
relations with gypsies? Well that at 
any rate seems to me the path to 
search for the origin of his horrible 
disease, and I shall so advise the police 
and the health authorities in my

report on this peculiar case.”
At this moment the telephone rang. 

“Pardon me,” said Karl. He lifted 
the instrument. The chief teller of 
the Merkur Bank was at the other 
end.

“Herr Schmidt,” said the voice, “ did 
you ever know anyone of the name of 
King Rom? — I thought not. Well 
I’m holding an ugly looking fellow, a 
gypsy, who has presented us with a 
check for thirty-three thousand shill
ings drawn against your account 
nearly a year ago. Sure, plain 
forgery. And we’ve turned the case 
over to the police authorities who will 
get in touch with you to testify against 
this man.”

Karl replaced the instrument quietly 
and pondered for a moment. “Don’t 
go yet, doctor,” he said. “Let’s first 
have a drink of Poldi’s prize cognac, 
in memory of him. And then there’s 
a little thing here I’d like to show you.” 
He fished around in his desk and 
brought out a lump of lead.

“ Look at that, doctor,” Karl said 
while he went to fetch the decanter,” 
and tell me if you can recognize my 
features. A gypsy girl once cast this 
piece of lead and said the features 
would be those of my worst enemy, 
the man who would lead me to 
destruction. Looks awfully much like 
me, don’t you find?”
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(Continued from page 46)
and meantime shoot the body over to 
the morgue. I think I’ll run along.”

Rockford looked very pained. “ Lis
ten, Marcus, you don’t really think 
there’s a woman hooked up in this, do 
you?”

Corcoran pointed to the vest. “ That’s 
face powder, Tom. If you want to, 
get it analyzed.” He crossed to Schlaik. 
“Mr. Schlaik, I think the inspector will 
have to hold you for further question
ing.”

Schlaik did not look at him, did not 
remove his glassy eyes from their fixed 
unwavering stare on the dead man. 
His long, powerful arms hung motion
less at his sides.

Corcoran turned to Rockford. “ Will 
you want Mr. Davidson?”

“ I’ll want him later,” Rockford 
growled. “ He seen Schlaik open the 
door. He’s been acting as if he’s scared 
to hell of Schlaik—scared to tell all 
he saw. When I get Schlaik behind 
bars, maybe he won’t be so afraid to 
talk. I’ll get his address and let him 
go for the time being.”

CORCORAN’S limousine was parked 
at the curb, his uniformed chauf

feur drowsing behind the wheel. It 
was a quiet, dark street of three- and 
four-storied houses, many of them, like 
the one Corcoran had just come out 
of, containing studios. He stood draw
ing on his gloves, sniffing the crisp air 
of a starlit winter’s night. Then he 
said, “Wake up, Gus. My office,” and 
climbed in. He sat back in the deep, 
soft cushions, unclipped an electric 
lighter attached to the sill of the rear 
window and touched it to a cigarette. 
The big car hummed swiftly, smoothly 
through the city streets.

“Anything hot, boss?” Gus asked 
over his shoulder.

“ I think so,” Corcoran said, not hap-
o wen :

Corcoran shook his head in the dark
ness, said, “ Uh-uh.”

“ Hanh?”
“ Unpleasant, I mean.”
“ How come?”
“Girl in it, I think. Tom Rockford 

has a pretty hot hunch himself. There 
may of course be a connection.”

The chauffeur groaned, “Jeeze, these 
dames!” and swung into a broad bou
levard. White globes stretched away 
atop wrought-iron lamp-posts. Gus 
tooled the car across a wide plaza and 
drew up before a large white building. 
’He hopped out, opened the rear door 
and Corcoran alighted, snapped his 
cigarette onto the pavement. Sparks 
showered upward.

“ I’ll be down in a minute,” Corcoran 
said.

He entered the vault-like lobby, 
crossed its lozenger-shaped tiles and 
climbed a broad stairway to the second 
floor. In his office, dark but for an 
inverted cone of light above a broad 
desk, he found Warburg, one of his 
assistants. He had covered the Ben
nett killing in place of Warburg. He 
said now:

“John, get the telephone company 
and locate the address of Belmont 
2030.”

“ Steer already, huh?”
“ Maybe a blind one.”
Five minutes later Corcoran climbed 

into* his limousine and said, “Two- 
ninetv-three Paxton Street. Know where 
it is?” .

“ I got an idea.”
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It was on the south side of the city. 

Paxton Street was broad, deserted at 
this hour. Most of the houses were of 
frame construction, with high stoops, 
and some of them had small lawns, and 
there were a few trees, scattered. Gus 
rolled along slowly, craning his neck.

Then he said, “ It ought to be along 
here. I’ll look.”

He stopped the car, climbed out and 
ran up to one of the stoops. He came 
back and said: “That’s two-ninety-one, 
the one I went to. It must be the next 
one.”

Corcoran climbed ten wooden steps, 
saw a sign alongside the vestibule door 
reading, Furnished Rooms. There was 
no bell button outside, but he found 
one within the vestibule. He pressed it 
and in a moment a short, very round 
woman—old, rosy-cheeked—opened the 
door.

Corcoran lifted his hat. “Pardon 
me, madam. Does Miss Eden live here?” 

The woman was jolly. “Yes, sir; 
she does.”

“ Is she at home?”
“No, sir; she isn’t.”
“ It’s very important. Do you know 

where I can find her?”
“Yes, I do. She works nights at the 

Casa Ricardo. I think she starts at 
eleven.”

“ Do you remember when she went 
out?”

“No, sir. I’m sorry, but I don’t.” 
He said, “Thank you very much, 

madam,” and departed.
“ Casa Ricardo,” he said to the chauf

feur.
“Ah, a hot spot, hey!”

/^ORCORAN knew the Casa Ricardo, 
^  for he by no means led a sedentary 
existence. He reflected that the Casa 
Ricardo was considered a fashionable 
resort, expensive but on the level. 
It served excellent food, good liquor, 
and there was no gambling.

Ben Ricardo met him in the blue- 
draped foyer and said: “Well, well, 
Mr. Corcoran, this is something.” 

“Hello, Ben.”
“Take the D. A.’s things, Marie.” 
The checkroom girl took Corcoran’s 

things and he stood plucking the 
starched cuffs of his shirt slightly out 
of his coat-sleeves.

Ricardo was young, in his early 
thirties. He was rugged, swart, good- 
looking. “Quiet table or one in 
the----- ”

“You’ve got a private room, haven’t 
you?”

“ Sure. Got a party coming?”
“No. Where’s the room?”
As Corcoran followed Ricardo up 

a stairway, he could hear the muf
fled rhythm of the orchestra below 
and beyond. Ricardo led him into a 
small private room, richly furnished, 
and Corcoran said:

“Now you’ve got a girl working here, 
Ben. Eden’s the name. Send her up, 
w’ill you?”

Ricardo’s voice dropped, his eyes 
steadied. “What’s the matter? What’s 
wrong?”

“Send her up, will you, Ben?” Cor
coran said, and walked away to the 
other side of the room to admire a 
mural.

Ricardo stood for half a minute 
darkly regarding Corcoran’s well- 
groomed back. Then he pivoted and 
went out. After a moment Corcoran 
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began pacing slowly up and down, his 
chin lowered, thumb and index finger 
rubbing his jaw. When the door again 
opened, Ricardo stood there with a 
slim, brown-haired girl who held a 
light-colored satin dressing-gown about 
her.

“ Thanks, Ben,” Corcoran said.

T HE girl came in and Ricardo, his 
eyes still hanging darkly, quizzical

ly on Corcoran, remained standing in 
the doorway.

Corcoran crossed the room, took hold 
of the doorknob and said, with a dip 
of his head, “ Thank you, Ben.” Ri
cardo stepped back into the corridor 
and Corcoran closed the door.

The girl was standing in the center 
of the room. She was, Corcoran saw, 
very beautiful. She had a sweet face, 
rather unusual, rather intelligent, and 
her eyes were large, very dark—and 
very wide now with wonderment. There 
was a certain breathlessness about her. 
She seemed poised, as if ready to take 
flight.

He was casual, making a casual ges
ture: “ Sit down, Miss Eden.”

She let herself down slowly, quietly, 
to the edge of an armchair, drawing 
the wrap still more tightly about 
her.

Corcoran sat down on a straight- 
backed chair and stared at the floor, 
elbow on knee, chin in hand. “ You 
know Charles Bennett, I believe, don’t 
you?”

Her “ Yes” was quick, quiet, with an 
inquisitive rise at the end.

“ In what capacity?”
“ I—well, I have posed for him.” 
“Much?”
“ Quite a bit.”
“ When did you last see him?” He 

looked up at her.
Her eyes were fixed on him. After 

a moment she said: “Three days ago. 
Wednesday.”

“ I saw a rough outline he’d been 
working on. Striking likeness.”

“Yes. I was posing for it.”
“At what time did you come to work 

tonight?”
“ Usual time.” She sat very straight, 

her firm breasts rounding the satin 
wrap.

“ A little before eleven, or eleven.” 
“ Where did you come from?”
“ My room.”
“ Direct?”
“Yes. I walked. It was a nice night 

and I walked.”
“ What time did you leave?”
“ At ten past ten.”
“ You’re exact as that?”
“ I happened to set my watch by my 

alarm clock.”

He sat back, put his hands on his 
knees, stared down between his knees 
and drew his lower lip in between his 
teeth, then let it go with a slight pop
ping sound.

“ When you left the place where you 
live, did you meet anyone?”

“No, I didn’t.”
“Meet anyone on the way?”
“No one I know.”
He said, “ M’m,” and frowned.
She had not moved. She still sat 

poised on the edge of the chair, her 
eyes very wide, her voice very low, 
still a little breathless.

Corcoran said, “ Bennett’s been 
murdered.”

“ I thought it was something like 
that.”

He looked up. “ Why?”
“The kind of questions you were 

asking.”
He regarded her for a long moment. 

“ Did you think that when you first 
came in here?”

“ I didn’t know what to think when 
Mr. Ricardo said the district attorney 
wanted to see me. I—well, I was nat
urally frightened a little.”

“ Why should you have been fright
ened?”

“I don’t know. I guess the average 
person would be frightened if she were 
called unexpectedly by the district at
torney.”

“What do you do here, dance?” 
“Yes.”
“ Not meaning to be derogatory to

ward dancers, I still think you’ve un
common logic to be a night club en
tertainer.”

SHE shrugged, looked downward and 
sidewise. “ One has to make a liv

ing. I’ve looks and a shape and I can 
dance. I pose for artists sometimes, 
too. Every little bit helps.”

He wore a veiled smile. “ I suppose 
you support somebody?”

“ My father and a younger brother, 
in Topeka, and a younger sister in 
school.”

“And you’re sure you didn’t see 
Charles Bennett tonight?”

Her eyes came back to him, quickly, 
brightening, and her low, whispered 
voice said, “ I didn’t see Charles Ben
nett.”

“Did he ever try to make love to 
you?”

She stood up. “Of course not!”  And 
then she put her hands to her face, 
whimpered, “Oh, I’m sorry he’s dead. 
He was a good man. He was very 
kind to me, understanding.”

She wore black tights.
Corcoran rose. “ Please,” he mur

mured, “ don’t cry.”
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She took down her hands to draw 

the wrap about her again. “ I’m sorry.” 
She dried her eyes, saying, “ I don’t 
see why you should think I did it,” 
in a mutinous but rather weak little 
voice.

“Curiously,” he said, “ I found an 
address book of Bennett’s with the E 
page torn out. Then I looked on a 
card on which he’d scrawled a lot of 
telephone numbers. Found your name 
there.”

He saw her throat quiver for an in
stant. She swallowed, staring straight 
at him.

The door opened and Ricardo stood 
there, a shadow on his face. He said 
in a cluttered voice, “ I’m sorry, Mr. 
Corcoran, but the folks are asking for 
Marjory. Couldn’t you------”

“Do you always come in without 
knocking, Ben?”

The shadow grew deeper. “ I’m sor
ry,” Ricardo muttered.

Corcoran made a negligible gesture, 
said offhand, “You can go, Miss Eden. 
We’ll see more of you again.”

She walked to the door, very 
straight. Ricardo had a hand out. He 
took hold of her arm, squeezed it, tight
ened one corner of his mouth. He 
left the door open and went away with 
Marjory Eden.

Outside, Corcoran put his feet on 
the step of his limousine.

Gus said eagerly, “ Didja nail some
thing, boss?”

Corcoran was thinking. In a moment 
he said, “Drive back to that Paxton 
Street address,” and stepped into the 
car.

The jolly rooming-house mistress, on 
being again confronted by Corcoran’s 
face and raised hat, lost some of her 
jollity but was still very polite. “ Yes, 
sir?”

“Madam, I am District Attorney 
Corcoran. Could I trouble you to show 
me to Miss Eden’s room?”

“But I told you, sir------”
“ I know. I want to see her room.”
The woman looked pained. “Oh, 

dear. Oh, dear me, what is this, what 
is this?”

Corcoran stepped into the hallway. 
“ Doubtless nothing at all. I hope you 
don’t mind. I’ll wait here till you get 
a key.”

It was a large room, with a day-bed 
in one far corner. It looked more like 
a living-room. The furniture was 
decent, it looked comfortable, and every
thing was clean and fresh-looking.

“Oh, dear; oh, dear!” bewailed the 
woman.

Your Grocery Store Clerk Is On the 
Job to See That You Are Served

O n E of the most obliging ♦ . . 
one of the persons most necessary to 
your every-day existence, is the man 
behind the grocery store counter. 
Perhaps you’ve never especially 
thought about it—just taken him for 
granted. But what would you do 
without him?

As a shopping housewife, you no 
doubt recall some occasion on 
w hich a grocery clerk gave you

/^•ORCORAN went first to the bath- 
< room. It was a step up and looked 

as though it had been a large closet. He 
examined the soiled towels, the wash
basin. He came back into the large room 
and sat down before an old Governor 
Winthrop desk. He rifled its drawers 
and pigeon-holes. He was looking for 
letters from Bennett. He found none.

“What kind of girl is Miss Eden?” 
he asked.

“Oh, dear; I’ve found her the best. 
Always pays her rent on time. Very 
quiet. Usually these night club women 
live in swell hotels.”

“ M’m,” he said, reading a letter 
from her father. It was a letter full 
of thanksgiving. He read two more; 
read one from her sister at school; 
one from her brother. He put things 
in order again and rose, stood with 

(Please turn to page 96)

This month's awards 
tuill he given to the best 
letters about friendly, 
helpful service in grocery 

stores,

TOWER
55 Fifth Avenue .

special helpful or courteous service. 
For the best letters of 50 words or 
less, telling about your experiences, 
Tow er Magazines is paying $1,000.00 
in cash this m onth. See pages 10 
and 11 o f this magazine for complete 
details— and mail your letter before 
September 15th!

MAGAZINES, Inc.
. . . . New York, N. Y.
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Remove Corns and Callouses
Sizes fo r  C orns, Callouses,
Bunions and Corns between 
toes. T ry  this sure relief to 
day. Sold everywhere.

D- S ch olls 
Zino-pads
Put one on—th e *  pain is genet

Character ReadingChart
•A "get acquainted” gift from REJUVIA, the favorite lipstick of more than a million women. A complete 
17 x 22" scientific character reading chart absolutely FREE to you.
Study your sweetheart’s character • Analyze your 
friends • Learn what you are, and why you are • You 
will be amazed with the mysteries that this chart will 
reveal to you.
Mail your name and address on penny post card. No 
cost. No obligation. SEND NOW TO Rejuvla 
Beauty Labs., Inc., Dept. II 40 395 Broadway. N. Y.
Try REJUVIA Lipstick today, velvet smooth, permanent 
waterproof, indelible, in correct shade for your individual 
omplexion. A tested quality full size lipstick for only 

. 10 cents at most F. W. W00LW0RTH Co Stores. .  .  .i
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WITH A 
CLEAR 
WHITE

SKIN ^ p r  /
End freck les, blackheads quick
Be lovely I Have the flawless, satin-smooth skin men ad
mire! No matter how freckled or blemished your com
plexion, how dull and dark, Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
will bring you flawless, radiant new beauty—almost over
night. Just smootli it on at bedtime tonight—no massag
ing, no rubbing. Instantly Nadinola begins its beautify
ing work. Tan, freckles, blackheads, pimples, muddy, 
sallow color vanish quickly. Day by day your skin 
grows more lovely—creamy white, smooth, adorable. No 
disappointments, no long waiting: tested and trusted for 
over a generation. Try at our risk—money back if not 
delighted. Get a large box of Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
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NADINOLA, Box T-21. Paris. Tenn. Generous 10c 
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Killed After 10 P. M.
( Continued fro m  page  95)

his hands on his hips, n ibbling on his 
lip, his eyes narrow ed and sw inging 
puzzled about the room.

H is sw inging gaze stopped. It 
stopped on the alarm  clock th at stood 
on a low  bureau. He crossed, bent 
down and listened. I t  w as not going. 
It  had stopped a t n ine-fifty-eight. M ar
jo r y  Eden said she had set her w rist 
w atch  by  it at ten past ten.

Corcoran swiveled and said quietly, 
“ Take a look at the clock, m adam .” 

She crossed the room.
“ I t ’s stopped,”  she said.
“ Yes. A t  w hat tim e did it  s top ?”  
“ W ell, you can see fo r  you rse lf it 

stopped a t n ine-fifty -e ight.”
H e dropped his voice. “ Please re

m em ber that. M em orize the tim e at 
w hich  that clock stopped. I ’ll be back 
in a m inute.”

He le ft  her standing in a daze and 
w ent rap id ly  dow n the staircase, out 
and dow n to the street.

“ Gus,”  he said, “ pull up about a 
b lock  and park. I ’m  goin g  to  w a it up
sta irs  a w hile.”

“ Should I com e back on  f o o t? ”
“ N o. Stay in the car.”

C orcoran returned to M a rjo ry  Eden’s 
room  and said quietly but point-blank 
to the w om an: “ Y ou  can go dow nstairs 
now. I ’m go in g  to rem ain here. Make 
certa in  you don ’t  tip  o ff M iss Eden 
that I ’m in h er room .”

“ Oh, dear; w h at’s the w orld  com ing 
t o ? ”

He saw  her to  the door and closed 
it, then clicked shut the snaplock. He 
turned out all the lights but one, and 
by  this he read a m agazine; read an
other, w hile the hours w ore on. A t 
h a lf-pa st tw o he heard footsteps com 
in g  up the staircase. H e rose, replaced 
the m agazines w here he had found 
them , snapped o ff the still rem aining 
ligh t and stood w aiting. W hen he 
heard a m an ’s voice  as w ell as a w om 
an ’s, he stepped quick ly  to  a closet, 
pressed into it  and le ft  the door open 
a  m atter o f  an inch.

HE  heard the sound o f  the snaplock 
w ork ing and heard footsteps come 

in. The door closed.
“ I ’ ll go now , M a rjo ry ,”  a low, trou 

bled voice  said.
It  w as Ben R icardo ’s.
“ Oh, Ben,”  M a rjory  Eden said 

w earily . “ I ’m so done in .”
“ Buck up .”
“ I know , B en.”
“ W ell . . . I ’ll g o .”
“ Ben . . . ju s t  a minute. W ill you 

sit w ith me ju s t  a m inute, B en ?”
“ Gosh, you ’re shivering, M a r j.”
“ I— I ’m a fra id .”
H e m u ttered : “ T h at D. A ., he ought 

to  have his fa ce  caved in .”
“ N o, Ben. N o. H e w as very  nice. 

He couldn’t  have been nicer. But . . . 
I ’m------- ”

Ben R icardo ’s voice cam e low , w a rm : 
“ D on ’t  be a fra id , M arj. Look a t me,
w ould y ou ! G ot m y arm  around------- ”

“ It  feels good, Ben. Thanks. Just 
a little m inute, t ill  I— I fee l all r igh t.”  

There w as a m om ent o f  silence, and 
then she said, “ Y ou ’ve been good to 
me, B en.”

“ A s  a m atter o f  fa c t, I ’ve been nuts 
about you  ever since you cam e to w ork 
fo r  me. T h at ’s on the level— but 
you  can fo rg e t  it i f  you  w ant to. I ’m 
not try in g  to steal bases on you. But 
i f  you w ant to  rem em ber it, rem em ber

too that I ’ll g o  the lim it fo r  you. W h at
ever you did, M a r j------- ”

She burst into tears. “ Oh, B en ! 
Oh, B e n !”  she cried brokenly.

C orcoran opened the closet door, 
stood holding it open w ith one out
stretched arm . H is fa ce  looked as i f  
he did not relish his job . He even 
dropped his eyes a  bit, pursed his lips, 
deep fu rrow s on his foreh ea d ; said in 
a chopped voice that tried hard to 
mask his inner fee lin g :

“ Y ou ’d better get some th ings to 
gether in a suitcase, M iss Eden.”  

R icardo ’s eyes flashed and his mouth 
hardened. “ Look here, M r. Corco
ran------- ”

“ E nough, Ben. Y ou ’re out o f  th is.”  
“ A m  I ! ”
“ M iss Eden, get you r th in gs 'to

gether.”
H er voice w as listless. “ Let me go, 

B en.”  She dragged  her fe e t  to the 
closet, pulled out a black patent leath
er  suitcase and began th row in g  clothes 
into it.

R icardo snapped, “ F or  tw o cents— ”  
“ F or  tw o cents,”  said C orcoran 

gravely , “ you ’d sm ack me. W ell, don ’t 
try  it, Ben. U se you r head and keep 
your m outh shut. I f  you  think I en joy  
m aking this pinch, you ’re crazy .”  He 
strode to  a  w indow , clasped his hands 
behind h is back  and stared intently at 
the n ight-b lack  pane.

In a little w hile M a rjo ry  Eden said, 
“ I ’m ready,”  in a sapped voice.

R icardo took  her bag.

CO R C O R A N  jo in ed  them  and they 
w ent dow n the staircase. The land

lady w as standing back in the shadow , 
her eyes round w ith  am azem ent. W hile 
R icardo and the g ir l w ent to  the fro n t  
door, C orcoran  stopped in the hallw ay 
to  say to the w om an:

“ Thank you  fo r  you r cooperation , 
m adam .”

“ W hat has she— she don e?”
R icardo and M a r jo ry  Eden w ere 

w alk ing out to the stoop, starin g dow n 
the steps.

Corcoran sa id : “ T h at w ill likely be 
in the new spapers. G ood-n ight.”  He 
touched his hat and strode tow ard  the 
open hall door.

H e heard a sharp outcry . R icardo ’s. 
H e caught a glim pse o f  R icardo sw ing
ing the g ir l violen tly  to  one side w ith 
one hand w hile he raised the other in 
fro n t  o f  his fa ce . A  gun banged. The 
g lass panel in the top  o f  the vestibule 
crashed. The landlady scream ed.

C orcoran w hipped out a sm all auto
m atic pistol and jum ped as a second 
shot banged som ewhere in the street. 
He saw  R icardo m iss a step, heard him 
grunt. C orcoran fired in the a ir once. 
Then he heard fe e t  poun din g aw ay 
and saw  the shadow  o f  a m an racin g  
off up the street.

“ H ey, y o u !”  C orcoran yelled.
H e jum ped past R icardo, reached 

the sidew alk and broke into a run. 
U p ahead he saw  the shadow  fleeing 
fast. H e saw  the ta il ligh t o f  his 
lim ousine. H e heard a voice bellow , 
“ S to p !”  H is chauffeur’s voice.

The running man skidded aw ay into 
the center o f  the street and fired. Cor
coran heard the snarl o f  lead against 
m etal— his lim ousine. Then he saw 
Gus fire. The m an in  the m iddle o f  
the street w ent dow n hard, his gun 
bouncing from  his hand.

C orcoran reached him , found him ly-
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in g  on his side, panting. A nd Gus came 
over, ca rry in g  his gun.

“ W hat the hell, b oss?”
C orcoran shrugged . “ Y ou ’ve g o t  me, 

Gus.”
“ Gee, I think I nailed him dead 

center.”
R icardo cam e ou t into the street, 

one hand pressed to his side, his voice 
ta u t: “ W hat did we w alk in to ? ”

The man ly in g in the street— scarce
ly  m ore than a youth— raised his chin 
and cried, “ Y ou  know  w h a t! You 
and h er! I saw  you running aw ay 
w ith h e r !”

R icardo said to  C orcoran, “ The g u y ’s 
got dream s.”

M a r jo ry  Eden cam e w alk ing slow ly, 
w ooden-legged , and dropped to her 
knees. “ Ph ilip ,”  she said in a low, 
hopeless voice.

“ I saw  y o u !”  the youth  cried. “ M eant 
to  get both o f  y ou ! I was w atch in g ! 
I trailed  you  from  that n ight club o f  
h is ! Y ou ’re a d irty  tram p, M a rjo ry —  
a d irty  tram p.”  H e spat a t her.

“ D avidson . . . D avidson,”  C orcoran 
m urm ured ruefu lly .

The g ir l stood up, shaking her head, 
dazed. R icardo, his fa ce  pale w ith 
pain, put an arm  around her. “ Take 
it easy, M a r j.”

C orcoran  turned to  Gus. “ W e ’ll run 
him to the hospital.”  A n d to Ricardo, 
“ Y ou  too, Ben. Come along, Miss 
E den.”

SH E  w as still sitting  in the reception 
room  at the hospital when Corcoran 

got out o f  the elevator and cam e in. 
He laid his hat and overcoat on a 
chair. She did not raise her eyes but 
sat look in g  tired  and forlorn , her el
bow s on her knees, her eyes red and 
sw ollen from  cry in g . He lit a ciga
rette, gazin g  dow n at her through the 
first pu ff o f  smoke. H e tossed the m atch 
into a sand-filled urn and sat down 
beside her.

“ I ought to  apologize,”  he said, 
squinting dow n a t the red end o f  his 
cigarette.

“ N o, don ’t. I t  w asn ’t you r fa u lt.”  
H e took  a drag. “ Ph ilip  D avidson 

ju st died.”
She w inced a little.
“ He d idn ’t  ta lk  m uch,”  C orcoran 

w ent on, bending his brow s m oodily. 
“ It  w as pretty  jum bled . H e said he 
got into B ennett’s p lace through  a sky
light and th at Bennett w alked in a 
little  la ter and surprised him  and he 
stabbed B ennett w ith  the letter opener. 
He cam e back to  the studio later 
through desperation. H e’d lost a fou n 
tain  pen there w ith  his initials on it. 
H e cam e the regu lar w a y  because he 
knew  the door w as open then. B u t he 
knocked first— and Schlaik opened it ;  
and w hile  Schlaik w ent dow n to meet 
the police, D avidson recovered his 
founta in  pen from  beneath the divan. 
V e ry  incoherent.

“ He said, o f  course, th at he ’d em p
tied B ennett’s pockets and broke open 
his cash box to  make it look like rob 
bery. But he w as so incoherent that 
I couldn ’t m ake out w hy particu larly  
he w anted to make it appear as rob
bery .”

SH E  sat up, leaned back, fa r  back, 
and stared desolately at the ceiling. 

“ I know  w hy. I know. Ph ilip  fe ll in 
love w ith  me six  m onths ago, but I 
told him it w as no use, I w as not in 
love w ith him . But he cam e around. 
A nd, w ell, I did go out w ith  him , I 
did let him kiss m e— I thought to make 
him happy. It didn ’t make me happy. 
Y et he ’d get insanely jea lou s i f  I w ent 
out w ith anyone else. I liked him in a 
w a y  and I w as desperately sorry  fo r  
him— because I rea lly  couldn ’t love 
him.

“ Then I began posing fo r  Mr. Ben
nett. I needed the m oney and Mr. 
Bennett was a fine m an. I posed in 
the nude. H e painted a nude o f  me. 
It  hung fo r  a fe w  days in a ga llery  
and while it w as there P h ilip  saw  it 
and recognized me. H e accused me o f  
all kinds o f  things. H e w ent to  the 
g a lle ry  every  day  it w as there and 
then it w as gone, and he grew  more 
insensate because he figured someone 
else had it. I told  him that Mr. Ben
nett had taken it back to  his studio, 
to  w ork  a little m ore on it. T h at was 
ton ight— or rath er last n ight— it ’s 
m ornin g now. He said he w as goin g  
to  Bennett’s studio, steal the painting 
and take it hom e and burn it. He 
ran  off. I didn ’t know  w hat to do. 
I tried  to get M r. Bennett on the phone, 
but there was no answ er. So finally I 
decided to  go to  the studio.

“ Y ou  know  I got there too late. I 
saw  Mr. Bennett ly in g  on the floor. 
I  listened to his heart. I d idn ’t  hear 
any  beats. I  knew  he w as dead. And 
then I w as pan icky. I thought the 
police w ould check up through people 
he had know n, and I tore  that ‘ E ’ page 
out o f  his little  book, because I re
mem bered his hav ing  w ritten  m y tele
phone num ber in it. It w asn ’t fo r  m y
self. But I w as a fra id  the police would 
get to  Philip through me. I d idn ’t 
love him— but I did p ity  him , he w as 
so blind. I did p ity  him. He w as so 
jea lou s o f  Ben, too, and Ben never so
much as— until ton ight------- ”

C orcoran patted her knee. “ I under
stand .”  H e stood up. “ M y car is out
side. Y ou  w on ’t  be able to  see Ben till 
m orn in g.”

H e took her arm  and they le ft  the 
hospital and he handed her into the 
lim ousine, smiled as he fo llow ed  her in 
and said, “ I ’m glad this is hom e, M iss 
Eden— instead o f  to ja il . . . . Gus, the 
P axton  Street address again .”

Gus rolled his eyes, said out o f  the 
side o f  his m outh, “ Jeeze, w hat a run
around, w hat a ru n -a rou n d !”

Write Your Own Mystery
Do you know any actual events that have happened either to yourself or to your 

friends that you think constitute a real mystery problem? If so, try to solve it. 
M ystery  M agazine will pay $100 apiece for the best true “ unwritten mystery stories” 
and their solutions submitted each month. All manuscripts should be no more than 
1,500 words in length, no less than 500 words, preferably typewritten, double-spaced, on 
one side of the paper only. Each month M ystery  M agazine  will print one or more real 
mystery problems, told by M ystery  readers, and their solutions. And remember—it 
will pay $100 for each of the best contributions published! Address your manuscript 
to the “I  Go Sleuthing"  Editor, M ystery  M agazine , 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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G R I F F I N  A L L W I T E  
for ALL white shoes
GRIFFIN ALLWITE gives a “new 
shoe”  finish that lasts. Doesn’t cake, 
crack or discolor . . . will not rub 
o ff on clothes or upholstery . . . 
and actually cleans as it whitens.

Step out smartly with GRIFFIN 
ALLWITE. Use it on all white shoes, 
fabric or leather. Buy it for as little 
as 10c . . .  in the convenient ready- 
mixed bottle or the economical tube.

GRIFFIN MANUFACTURING CO.. Inc.. B’KLYN, N. Y.
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SO LD  E X C L U S I V E L Y  AT A L L
F.W.WOOLWORTH CO. STORES

“AWomanmauMarnj whom She Likes!” ~
— said Thackeray. This great 
author knew the power o f  w o
men—better than most women 
do. Men are helpless in the hands 
o f  women w ho really knowhow 
to handle them. You have such/''*11 
powers. You can develop and use them to win a 
husband, a home and happiness. Read the secrets 
o f ‘ ‘Fascinating Womanhood”  a daring book which 
shows how women attract men by using the simple 
law s o f man’s psychology.

Don’t let romance and love pass you by. Send us 
only 10c and we will send you the booklet entitled 
“ Secrets o f  Fascinating W om anhood”—an inter
esting synopsis o f the revelations in "Fascinating 
Womanhood.”  Sent in plain wrapper. Psychology 
Press, Dept. 19-11, E85 Kingsland Avenue, St. Louis, Mo.

Secretly and Quickly Removedl
V O U  can banish those annoying, 

embarrassing freckles quickly and 
surely in the privacy o f  your own 
room. Your friends will wonder how 
you did it. Stillman’ s Freckle Cream 
removes them while you sleep. |“ A C 
Leaves theskinsoftand smooth, o U
the complexion fresh and clear. A  Jar

Little Book of Strange Crimes
( C ontinued fro m  page  27)

leaned over it, gazed at him lon g  and 
silently, until a t last she faded  aw ay.

The ghost— or w h at S a fta  thought 
w as the ghost— cam e nightly , staring 
m utely. He grew  thin and pale. In 
days he seemed to  age by  years. Then 
one n igh t the specter did not come. 
But the next day a frien d , looking 
strangely  shaken, spoke to  him. 
“ Stephen. Y ou r w ife . She haunted us 
last n ight.”

“ Y ou , to o ? ”  S a fta  w hispered.
N ow  the app arition  troubled the en

tire  v illage. D am ian w as in an uproar 
and panic. “ W e m ust band together,”  
someone suggested. “ She w ill not mo
lest us in a crow d.”  They gathered  at 
sundow n in a single large room , but 
they saw  her com e as usual, shedding 
her eerie blue light. She passed 
through the terrified  crow d and van
ished.

A  hubbub, a babble o f  frightened  
voices. “ W hat can w e do! W h at can 
w e d o !”  A t  last a w om an, very  old, 
very  w ise, spoke. “ There is on ly  one 
th ing to  do w hen a suicide cannot 
rest. . . .”

A ll D am ian set out together in the 
darkness, Stephen Safta  w ith  them, 
fo r  the grim , unhallow ed spot where 
the se lf-destroyer lay. They dug in the 
grave. They reached the coffin, raised 
it, rem oved the lid. Safta  turned aside 
and hid his fa ce , unable to  look  upon 
w hat w as to  fo llow . W h ile  some 
kindled a blaze, a long, sharp knife 
was produced. It  w as buried in the 
dead w om an ’s flesh. It  cut and sliced. 
M rs. S a fta ’s heart w as taken out and 
placed in the flames.

W hile the corpse w as reburied, the 
fire w as tended until the heart was 
ashes. M rs. S a fta ’s ghost bothered her 
v illage no more. She had fou n d  the 
rest denied her. The ancient sorcery 
had w orked.

Th is happened not in th e  M iddle 
A ges, but in 1934.

CELEBRITIES OF T H E  
M O N TH

A L E B  P O W E R S , fifteen , P erry , 
Lv M ich. He had been reading all the 
D illinger news, dream ed th at the out
law  had him cornered , g o t  up in his 
sleep, and jum ped out o f  a second 
story  w indow . M inor in juries.

John  K ovacs, B udapest, hangman. 
He got eight days and lost his jo b  for  
lock ing up a room er who cou ldn ’t  pay 
his rent.

S erg t. W illiam  F in e, D en ver, police
man. W hen a m other phoned and asked 
him to send up an officer to  g ive  her 
naughty son the scare o f  his life , he 
refused, said, “ The boy should be 
taught to  be fr ie n d ly  w ith officers o f  
the law .”

A n a to le  D ieb ler, P aris, execu tion er. 
He has beheaded 300 persons, made 
$149,512.50, and is inventing a non
stop guillotine.

M ike M onosky, B row nsville, Pa. 
W hen tw o  gunm en held him up on the 
w ay hom e he ob lig in g ly  w ent through 
his pockets, found eleven cents, turned 
the sum over. B u t w hen the disgusted 
thugs slapped him  he got m ad, knocked 
one dow n and started fo r  the other. 
They m ade them selves scarce. _

One hundred and six teen  prisoners, 
cou n ty  ja il, Portland , Me. W hen the 
rockpile  w as abolished and they w ere

put at w ash in g  dishes and scrubbing 
floors, they petitioned to be returned 
to the he-m an jo b  o f  m akingflittle  ones 
out o f  b ig  ones.

N O W  th at the N R A  code o f  the 
small arm s industry  bans sales to 

gangsters, the underw orld  is  m aking 
its ow n m achine guns . . . Gangland 
has taken up the idea behind the c ir 
cu lating lib rary  and stai-ted the circu 
latin g  arsenal, in  w hich  you can rent 
a rod fo r  fifteen  dollars a day.

W H ER E T H E R E ’S A  W A Y  
T H E R E ’S A  W ILL

AN  old w om an in servants’ dress was 
h u rry in g  a long  the road into the 

Portuguese tow n  o f  R iodades from  the 
run-dow n estate w here she lived alone 
w ith  her eccentric m istress— w ealthy, 
friendless O linda H eitora.

A  florid ly  handsom e m an— M anuel 
Proena, the barber— observed her 
haste. Som e instinct to ld  him that it 
w ould be to  his advantage to  learn 
its cause. T h ey knew  each  other and 
he stopped her.

“ W here a re  you off to  in such a 
h u rry ?”

“ M y m istress has ju s t  d ied! I am 
g o in g  fo r  help to  prepare  her fo r  
b u r ia l!”

The barber considered this in form a 
tion . “ D on ’t  be in such a rush. Y ou r 
m istress w as a rich  w om an. H ow  
w ould you  like to  be to o ? ”  He out
lined a sudden ly conceived plan o f  dar
in g  cunning. The old w om an hesitated, 
bu t M anuel w as persuasive. She gave 
in.

“ N ow ,”  he said, “ com e w ith me and 
keep you r m outh shut. F irs t  w e ’ll go 
to  m y shop.”  There he provided him 
se lf w ith certa in  accessories, and the 
p lotters proceeded to the house o f  
death.

Olinda H eitora ’s bod y  la y  on the bed 
w here she had died. T hey gathered 
her up and hid her. P roena  put on a 
w ig  he had brought, m ade up his fa ce  
w ith grease paint, donned a n ightgow n, 
got into bed. H e had tran sform ed  him 
se lf into an excellent im itation  o f  the 
dead w om an.

“ N ow ,”  he to ld  the servant, “ fetch  
the law yer.”  She b rou gh t him. He 
sat b y  the b ed ; and the barber, in a 
cracked, quavering voice, dictated a 
w ill in w hich the H eitora p roperty  w as 
le ft  to him self. H is deception suc
ceeded in the dim ligh t o f  one sm oky 
lam p. E ven the fo rg ed  signature w as 
accepted.

The m asquerade w as over, the law 
yer gone. P roena  rose, rem oved his 
m ake-up, b rou gh t the corpse back to 
the death bed. “ Get the doctor,”  he 
ordered. “ Tell him  to hu rry , that she 
m ay not last.”  But, o f  course, the 
m edical m an found O linda H eitora 
dead.

She w as buried. H er fa lse  w ill w as 
produced. T h ere was surprise that she 
had made the barber her heir, but it  
w as accepted as part o f  her w ell-know n 
queerness. P roen a  received  his legacy. 
F o r  two years he lived in luxury. H e 
thought th at it  w ould last.

But he fo rg o t  that he had an a c 
com plice. N ot long a g o  the old servant, 
in her turn, w as dying. She was strick 
en in conscience, and before  she 
breathed her last she confessed the
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SH IP,
A H o y /

A/l Hands 
On Deck/

We're off on Treasure

Hunt, mates . . . with pirate ships and 

whales, crocodiles and storms. That 

is, we are, if we're readers of TIN Y 

TO W ER , the new magazine that is 

full of good fun for little boys and 

girls. And after they finish the Trea

sure Hunt, there are so many other 

fascinating things to do and read.

yHow to make a sail boat! 

A  sailor poem! A  song! Adventures 

of the animals that visited Niagara 

Falls! Picnic page and how to make 

a drinking cup! A  game on the 

beach! Jokes . . . puzzles . . . magic!

You can get the August 

'T IN Y  TO W ER  at F. W . 

W o o lw o rth  Co. stores 

and on selected newsstands— 10c a 
copy. After the children have had 

one copy, we predict they will simply 

have to have a year's subscription 

. . . but that's easy. Just slip $1.00 

for 12 months' fun in an envelope 

with the child's name and address. 

If it's a birthday present, tell us, and 

we'll send an attractive birthday card 

from you with the first issue.

TINY TOWER
55 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Little Book of Strange 
Crimes

plot. P roena  found h im self rudely 
snatched from  his life  o f  ill-gotten  
ease to the hardships o f  the tow n ja il.

W H E N  the tr ia l o f  tw o young N ew  
Y orkers, accused o f  a drugstore 

hold-up, began , it ran into snags. Court 
had to  ad journ  because o f  tne illness 
o f  a  w itness, again because a ju ror  
cam e dow n w ith  grippe, a third  time 
w hen an autom obile accident laid up 
still another im portan t w itness, and a 
fou rth  w hen the arrestin g  policem an 
w ent to the hospital w ith  a  broken 
leg. M istrial. The case had been 
started on F rid a y  the 13th.

ANSW ERS TO QUESTIONS
(1 )  U nderw orld  slang  fo r  Brooklyn.

(2 ) A ttorn ey  General Cum m ings fig 
ures 557,891, about tw ice the num ber 
in the A rm y , N avy, and M arine Corps.
(3 )  Bonnie P ark er o f  the B arrow  mob 
in the Southw est. (4 ) Seventy-five 
hundred fra n cs . (5 ) T w o early  under
cover proh ibition  agents. They put on 
such a good  show, pu lling  sensational 
raids in fan tastic  disguises, that, ac
cord in g  to  some authorities, they al
m ost m ade the dry  law  popu lar. (6 ) 
They never got him there. (7 ) G ang- 
sterese fo r  ra ilroad station. (8 )  In 
1891 Police C h ief H ennessy o f  N ew  
O rleans w as slain and eleven Italian 
subjects, suspected o f  the crim e, w ere 
lynched. The U nited States had to 
pay  their fam ilies $25,000. (9 ) Tw o
naval enlisted men tried  w ith Mrs. 
Fortescue and Lieutenant M assie in 
the H onolulu “ honor m urder”  case. 
(10 ) W h at the gangs call a cop.

FAVORITE SALADS
This month’s food circulars 

have been designed to help 
you plan and serve delicious 
salads of every description. 
Here they are:

1. Salad greens.
2. Salad dressings.
3. Simple salads.
4. Fish salads and cheese.
5. Meat salads and egg 

salads.
6. Cheese and egg salads.
7. Fruit salads.
8. Dessert salads.

If you would like copies of 
these circulars, send 10 cents 
to Rita Calhoun, care of 
M y s t e r y  M a g a z in e , 55 Fifth 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Remember they are printed 
on loose leaves, so that you 
can keep them in a loose- 
leaf binder.

All WHITE Shoes 
Easily Cleaned

Wonderful results with ColorShine All-Pur
pose White Cleaner in Tube on kid, cloth or 
buckskin shoes. Easy to use. Will not rub off. 
Only 10«! at Woolworth stores. Twelve kinds of 
ColorShine for all colors and kinds o f shoes.

INSTANTLY CLEANS P O T S W W A N S
No more dishwashy hands!

- ~  Patented parallel outer layers provide—
Double the Wear, where the Wear comes"

I

Ex p e r i e n c e d  M o th e rs  k n o w
that summer teething must not 

be trifled with—that summer upsets 
due to teething may seriously inter
fere with Baby’s progress.

Relieve your Baby’s teething pains 
this summer by rubbing on Dr. Hand’s 
Teething Lotion. It is the actual pre
scription o f a famous Baby specialist, 
contains no narcotics, and has been 
used and recommended hy millions 
o f Mothers. Your druggist has it. 

"Ifo u n d  Dr. Hand’s such relie f 
to  my Baby that I  never needed to 
worry on  the hottest summer day".

—Mr*. Wm. 11. Kem pf, fPilliamiport, Pa.

DR.HANDS
Teething Lotion
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A  cU o/ju lar H O T E L

Located in a delightful section 
which retains traditional dignity 
and quiet charm. Here is every 
provision for comfort. Solarium, 
roo f garden, lounge, library, rec
reation rooms and entertainment.

2 D AYS IN N. Y. &ET50
E V ER YTH IN G  INCLUDED ^ —  

R oom  and private bath . M eals at hotel. 
Sightseeing tours. Radio City Music Hall. 
Shopping tours.

3 D AYS IN N. Y . $ 1  A 0 0  
COME AN Y TIM E J  U —

Room and bath. Meals at hotel. Royal Blue 
Line sightseeing, uptown and downtown. 
Radio City Music Hall. Empire State Obser
vation Tower. NBC Broadcasting Studio at 
Radio City. Choice o f  other entertainment. 

Also 4, 5 and 6 day tours at proportion
ately low  cost.

W R ITE  FO R D E TA ILS

< 0 .
GEORGE W ASHINGTON
23rd Street and Lexington Ave., New York City

AM AHI S H A M P O O
The World-famous Shampoo and

A m am i A u bu rn  H en n a Rinse  
w ell k n ow n  H air Beautifiers

are now  on  sale at your favorite 5 and 10
Prichard &. Constance, London and New York

T H A T  
NEW WAY

To get lovely soft French
Laundered effeots in all T  p  V  I T  
you ir o n ...n o  trick at all. I l\  ¥ I I

J u s t  s e e  a n d  f e e l  t h e  a m a z in g  
d if fe r e n c e  in  y o u r  i r o n in g s  w h en  
y o u  c h a n g e  f r o m  t h e  b o th e r  a n d  
u n c e r t a in t y  o f  lu m p  s t a r c h  t o  
Q u ick  E la s t ic .  I t ’s  t h a t  p u lv e r 
i z e d ,  c o m p le t e  s t a r c h in g  a n d  
i r o n i n g  m ix t u r e  th o u s a n d s  a r e  
t a lk in g  a b o u t . N o  s t ic k in g .  N o 
s c o r c h in g .  W o n d e r fu l ly  p e n e 
t r a t i n g ,  i t  r e s t o r e s  e l a s t i c i t y  
a n d  t h a t  f r e s h  n e w  lo o k  a n d  fe e l  
to  th in g s .  Y o u r  iro n  f a i r l y  g l id e s .

THANK YOU-------
| THE HUBINGER CO., No. 793, Keokuk, la. j 
j Your freesampleof QUICK ELASTIC, please, j 
j and "That Wonderful Way to Hot Starch.”  j
l __________________________________________I
l l

FR E E

The Woman in Scarlet Stockings
( Continued fro m  page 34)

M athilda ’s the little g ir l she sent o ff to 
church that Sunday. She o ften  walks 
this road. W alks like a m an. She’s 
strong, and sane except abou t the old 
house. She used to  go running to the 
old house, try in g  to  be on time, over 
and over again. It  w as boarded up, o f  
course, and the first sight o f  it often  
w ould stra igh ten  her out; bu t not al
w ays. She has been seen try in g  to 
open the fro n t  door, w hispering, ca ll
in g  out to  her s ister, that she w as com 
ing, com ing, com ing .”

Kenneth sa id : “ So you knew  it w as 
she all the tim e Bunny w as telling  us. 
A nd you  said nothing.”

“ B unny’s h igh -strun g. So is Eleanor. 
I didn ’t  w ant to  feed  their im agina
tions an y  m ore than they had already 
been fed .”

“ But suppose she goes back  there to 
n igh t; she w as w alk ing that w ay? The 
fa c t  that she found som ebody in the 
house at last m ay  have. . . .”

“ Oh, w ell, B u nny ’s sensible.”
H ere was the G reerson drivew ay. 

They le ft  the ca r  in the open carriage 
shed. Supper w as ready w aiting, but 
Kenneth did not eat.

“ W h at’s the m atter, K enneth?”
“ H as she alw ays been around h ere?”  
“ N o, she cam e back  last month—  

w hile you w ere aw ay. W h y ?”
“ I to ld  E leanor the old w om an w as 

ju s t  som ething B unny m ade up in his 
mind. She thought so, too. I f  the old 
w om an should come to the door in the 
dark n ight— T h at’s not all. I told her 
about B ertha B liven.”

“ Y ou ’ re a donkey.”
K enneth looked as i f  he believed that. 

“ A ll right. B ut, D ad, now  I want to 
go back there, and quickly, to  tell her 
w e saw  the old w om an, and w ho she is .”  

“ V ery  w ell.”
“ But you  m ust com e, too. P lease.”

EL E A N O R , putting dishes aw ay in 
the lam p-lit kitchen, w alked from  

darkness to darkness. A  w hip -poor- 
w ill began loudly  its w itless reiteration  
outside the w indow  and bending dow n 
she looked out, saw  in silhouette, a 
large bird  on the stone w all, ugly  in a 
nameless fash ion , saw  how  it raised its 
head and fluttered its w in g  each tim e it 
w histled, heard the slight sm acking 
sound a fter. She w ished it w ould go 
aw ay.

In the b ig  room  w ithin  the outer 
radiance o f  the fire in the huge fire
place, Bunny sat a t a trestle table, as 
usual w ritin g  dow n and d iagram m ing 
fu rth er plans fo r  the fa rm . H e did not 
speak as she cam e in from  the kitchen 
and sat dow n opposite him w ith her 
sew ing. The ligh t w as on her chin and 
under her eyes w hich w ere a ll shadow. 
It  w as too quiet. She w anted B unny 
to say som ething, to  adm it stra igh t out 
that he had on ly  im agined his old 
w om an.

Then, into the silence, spreading out, 
filling  it like a quick torren t, like the 
rising, spreading sound heard under 
ether, she heard one w ord , one stra in 
in g  w h isper:

“ B er th a !”
E leanor looked at her sew ing. N ow , 

she  w as im agin ing things. B unny made 
another m ark in his paper.

There w ere m any other sounds, 
sounds in the w alls. She even heard 
the latch  o f  the fro n t  door click, and 
w ith am azing cla rity  fo r  som ething 
im agined, click  again , as i f  it had been 
closed a fter  some one entering. She

looked across w ithout ra isin g  her eyes, 
stealth ily, at B u nny ’s hand, the one 
holding the pencil. W as it trem bling? 
W as he, too, concealing his fea rs?

She sa id : “ I t ’s gettin g late.”
He looked up. “ M ust be a ll o f  nine 

o ’clock. H ow  sleepy w e get out h e re !”
“ Let’s g o  to  bed.”
He yaw ned and a g reed ; w ent out 

into the fro n t  hall and locked the door. 
H e called from  th ere : “ W hy did you 
lock the cupboard under the s ta irs?”

“ I d idn ’t  lock it.”
H e cam e back. “ Perhaps I d id ,”  he 

said. “ I t ’s no m atter.”
T h ey w ent upstairs, he first, said 

good-n ight a t the head o f  the stairw ay, 
fo r  they slept in separate bedroom s.

“ Sleep w ell.”
“ I ’ll t ry ,”  she said. H is expression  in 

the lam plight was stra n ge ; his eyes 
moved too quickly. W as he terrified , 
as she w a s ; or  w as this again  her im ag
ination?

From  his bed in the w est room  he 
called good-n ight. F or  a long tim e she 
com bed her hair in the lam plight, 
w atch ing h erself in the m irror. B e
h ind h er on that square beam w as an 
iron  hook. W as that the one Bertha 
had used? Possibly. She com bed very  
slow ly. I f  she could on ly  lock the door, 
perhaps that w ould m ake her feel bet
ter. But there w as no lock, the latch  
w as broken.

She heard, o r  seem ed to hear, a door 
open dow nstairs in the hall. The cup
board door. One hand u*p w ith the 
com b she w aited. I t  w as nothing. It  
w as the w ind. . . .  A  sta ir creaked, quite 
plainly . A fte r  a lon g  tim e another 
creaked. She heard some one breath
ing out there, ju s t  outside her door.

The latch  began  to move.
The door opened. She, the old 

w om an, stood in the doorw ay, black 
bonnet and shaw l. A s  she came into 
the room  she raised her hands, reach
ing. H er arm s w ere stron g  as a m an’s. 
Silent, robbed o f  her voice by  terror, 
E leanor struggled  again st their tight 
em brace. The lam p toppled, smashed. 
There w as ligh t still, a bluish light 
from  a pool o f  kerosene, spreading.

Sm iling lips lifted  from  long, g ra y  
teeth ; the old w om an w hispered: 
“ There, there, dear. I t ’s M atilda, com e 
back.”

B unny’s voice ca lled : “ E lean or!
E lea n or !”

In her arm s, tig h tly  cradled, the old 
w om an carried  E leanor dow n the stairs, 

uickly, quickly, w hispering. E leanor 
id not hear. She did not struggle.

M ID W A Y  betw een h ighw ay and 
farm  the G reerson car h it som e

th ing w ith  a clang. F or  a m om ent they 
sat in silence. K enneth clim bed out, 
flashlight in hand. P resently  he sa id : 
“ T ie -rod ’s bent alm ost double. W e ’ll 
have to  leave her here.”

T h ey stum bled on. A t  the first stone 
gate, there w as the house, and a ligh t 
upstairs, reflectin g on the leaves o f  an 
elm. T h ey  w ent on through  the or
chard. K enneth w hispered : “ W ait,”  
and pointed.

U nder an apple tree near the house 
stood M atilda, the old w om an. She did 
not move.

The ligh t upstairs w as brighter. 
L ights flickered in the dow nstairs w in
dows.

B unny’s voice ca lled : “ W ho ’s th a t?”  
“ D octor G reerson and I ,”  K enneth 

shouted. “ W e cam e back. The car— ”
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The Woman in Scarlet Stockings
" F o r  G od ’s sake com e quickly. E lea

n o r ’s gone.”
T h ey fou n d  him craw lin g  in the long 

grass. H e tried  to tell how  he had 
heard the crash  o f  the lam p, had found 
her room  ablaze, had tr ied  to  sm other 
the fire.

A ll the w indow s w ere broadly  lighted 
now . F rom  the rain-soaked shingles o f  
the g reat r o o f  rose clouds o f  steam and 
sm ok e; and w ithin, a m ultitude o f  
voices w ere  started, crackling, w his
tling , w hispering . The green w oods 
stared. A s  flames filled the kitchen 
w in g  a dish fe ll, a sm all deliberate 
crash , then another and another.

T h ey looked over the ground fo r  
E lean or, calling.

The D octor found her. She w as ly in g  
a t the old w om an ’s fee t, and the old 
w om an w as sm iling at the g lare, as 
w ith  a  rending final c r y  the roo f-tree  
pitched down.

“ I carried  her out— in  tim e, in  tim e,”  
M atilda said. “ Oh, m y G od! I ’ve 
dream ed so m any tim es I w as too la te !”  
H er head w as filled w ith  a w eary  con
fu sion  o f  m adness and m em ories. H ow  
m any tim es through the years she had 
com e back  h ere ! She sighed : “ B ertha, 
B ertha. A t  last. A t  last.”

Dr. G reerson on his knees listened 
fo r  the beat o f  a heart that had stopped 
from  sheer terror . F or  a long tim e he 
w orked over her. “ W e ’re too late,”  he 
said.

The Sinister Beard
( Continued fro m  p a ge  39)

had becom e fascin a ted  by  the bulging 
sm ock on the floor.

“ D r. A rlen , eh ?”  m uttered E llery . 
“ Thank you ,”  and he began to pace up 
and dow n as M rs. R oyce took  Peter by  
the arm  and firm ly  rem oved him fro m  
the studio. A  form idable  lady, he 
thought, w ith  her v igorou s room -shak
in g  tread.

“ Com e on ,”  said M urch suddenly, 
g o in g  to  the door.

“ W h ere?”
“ D ow nstairs.”  The detective sig 

nalled a troop er  to gu ard  the studio 
and led the w ay. “ I w ant to  show you ,”  
he said as th ey  made fo r  the main 
p a rt o f  the house, “ the reason fo r  the 
beard on th at dam e-in -the-picture ’s 
ja w .”

“ In deed?”  m urm ured E llery , and 
said noth in g  m ore. M urch paused in 
the doorw ay  o f  a pale Colonial liv in g- 
room  and jerk ed  his head.

E llery  looked in. A  hollow -chested, 
cadaverous m an in b a g g y  tw eeds sat 
slum ped in a C ogsw ell chair starin g 
a t an em pty g lass in his hand, w hich 
w as shaking. H is eyes w ere yellow - 
balled and shot w ith blood , and his loose 
skin w as a w eb o f  red veins.

“ T h at,”  said M urch contem ptuously 
and yet w ith  a  certa in  trium ph, “ is 
M r. John Shaw .”

E llery  noted that Shaw  possessed the 
sam e heavy  features, the sam e fa t  lips 
and rock-hew n nose, as the w onderfu l 
M rs. R oyce, his cou sin ; and fo r  that 
m atter, as the dour and annoyed- 
lookin g old p ira te  in the portra it  over 
the fireplace w ho w as presum ably his 
fa ther.

A nd E llery  also noted th at on M r. 
John S haw ’s unsteady chin there w as 
a  bedragg led , pointed beard.

M R. M A S O N , a b it  greenish about 
the jow ls , w as w a itin g  fo r  them  in 

a som bre reception-room . “ W ell?”  he 
asked.

“ C aptain M urch ,”  m urm ured E llery , 
“ has a th eory .”

The detective scow led. “ P lain  as day. 
I t ’s John Shaw. I t ’s m y hunch Dr. 
A rlen  painted th at beard  as a clue to 
his killer. The on ly  one around here 
w ith a beard is Shaw. It  a in ’t evidence, 
I  adm it, but it ’s som ething to w ork  
on. A n d  believe you m e,”  he said w ith 
a snap o f  his brow n teeth, “ I ’m go in g  
on  i t ! ”

“ John ,”  said M ason slow ly. “ He cer
ta in ly  had m otive. A nd yet I find it

difficult to. . , .”  H is shrewd eyes 
flickered. “ B ea rd ? W hat b eard ?”  

“ There’s a beard painted on the chin 
o f  a fem ale  fa ce  upsta irs,”  draw led 
E llery , “ the fa ce  being on a R em brandt 
A rlen  w as copy in g  a t the tim e he w as 
m urdered. T h at the good  doctor 
painted the beard h im self is quite 
evident. I t ’s expertly  stroked, done in 
black oils, and in his dead hand there ’s 
still the brush tipped w ith  black  oils. 
There isn ’t  anyone else in the house 
w ho paints, is th ere?”

“ N o,”  said M ason uncom fortab ly . 
“ V oila .”
“ B ut even i f  A rlen  did such a— a 

mad th in g ,”  objected  the law yer, “ how 
do you  know  it  w as ju s t  b e fore  he 
w as attack ed ?”

“ A w ,”  grow led  M urch, “ w hen the 
hell else w ould it  b e ? ”

“ N ow , now , C aptain ,”  m urm ured 
E llery , “ let ’s be scientific. T h ere ’s a 
p er fectly  good  answ er to  your question, 
Mr. M ason. F irst, w e all agree that 
Dr. A rlen  couldn ’t  have painted the 
beard a f te r  he w as a ttack ed ; he died 
instantly. T h ere fore  he m ust have 
painted it b e fore  he w as attacked. The 
question is :  H ow  lon g  b e fore?  W ell, 
w hy did A rlen  pa int the beard a t a ll? ”  

“ M urch says as a clue to  his m ur
derer,”  m uttered M ason. “ But such a—  
a fa n ta stic  legacy  to the p olice ! It 
looks deucedly odd.”

“ W h a t’s odd about i t ? ”
“ W ell, f o r  heaven ’s sake,”  exploded 

M ason, “ i f  he w anted to leave a clue 
to  h is m urderer, w h y  didn ’t  he w rite 
the m u rderer ’s nam e on the canvas? 
H e had the brush in his hand. . . .”  

“ P recise ly ,”  m urm ured E llery . “ A  
v ery  good question, M r. M ason. W ell, 
w hy didn ’t  he? I f  he w as alone— that 
is, i f  he w as anticipa tin g  his m urder—  
he certa in ly  w ould have le ft  us a w rit 
ten record  o f  his concrete suspicions. 
The fa c t  th at he le ft  no such record 
show s th a t he didn ’t  anticipate his 
m urder b e fore  the appearance o f  his 
m urderer. T h erefore  he painted the 
beard w hile his m u rd erer  ivas presen t. 
B u t n ow  w e find an  explanation  fo r  
the painted beard as a clue. W ith  his 
m u rderer present, he couldn’ t paint 
the n am e; the m urderer w ould have 
noticed it and destroyed it. A rlen  was 
forced , then, to  adopt a  subtle m eans: 
leave a clu e that w ould escape his 
k iller ’s attention . Since he w as paint
in g  a t the tim e, he used a pa in ter ’s 

(P lea se  tu rn  to  p a ge  102)
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The Sinister Beard
(Continued from page 101)

means. Even i f  his m urderer noticed 
it, he probab ly  ascribed it to A rlen ’s 
nervousness; although the chances are 
he didn ’t  notice it.”

M urch stirred. “ Say, listen— ”
“ But a beard on a w om an’s fa ce ,”  

groaned the law yer. “ I tell you— ”  
“ Oh,”  said E llery  dream ily, “ Dr. 

A rlen  had a precedent.”
“ P recedent?”
“ Y es ; w e’ve found, Captain M urch 

and I, that young P eter in his divine 
innocence had chalked a beard and 
m ustache on one o f  D r. A rlen ’s daubs 
w hich hangs in P eter ’s bedroom . This 
w as only yesterday. D r. A rlen  w haled 
the ta r  out o f  him fo r  this horrible 
crim e vers  Vart, no doubt justifiably. 
But P eter ’s beard-scraw l m ust have 
stuck in the doctor ’s m ind; threshing 
about w ild ly  in his mind w hile his 
m urderer talked to him , or  threatened 
him, the beard business popped out at 
him. A p paren tly  he fe lt  that it told 
a story, because he used it. A nd there, 
o f  course, is the rub.”

“ I still say  it ’s all p erfectly  asinine,”  
grunted Mason.

“ N ot asinine,”  said E llery. “ Inter
esting. H e painted a beard on the chin 
o f  R em brandt’s w ife . W hy Rem brandt’s 
w ife , in the name o f  all th at’s w onder
fu l? — a w om an dead m ore than tw o  
centuries! These Shaws aren ’t  rem ote 
descendants. . . .”

“ N uts,”  said M urch distinctly. 
“ N uts,”  said E llery, “ is a satisfac

to ry  w ord  under the circum stances, 
Captain. Then a grim  je s t?  H ardly. 
B u t i f  it w asn ’t D r. A rlen ’s grisly  no
tion  o f  a joke, w hat under heaven w as 
it?  W hat did A rlen  m ean to con vey?”  

“ I f  it w asn ’t  so rid icu lous,”  m uttered 
the law yer, “ I ’d say he was pointing 
to— Peter.”

“ Nuts, and double-nuts,”  said M urch. 
“ W ell, w ell,”  sighed M ason, “ I ’m 

sure I ’m all at sea. John, eh. . . . 
W hat do you  think, M r. Q ueen?”  

“ M uch as I loathe argum ent,”  said 
E llery , “ I can ’t  agree w ith  B rother 
M urch .”

“ Oh, yea h ?”  jeered  M urch. “ I sup
pose you ’ve g o t  reasons?”

“ I suppose,”  said E llery , “ I have; 
not the least im pressive o f  w hich is 
the dissim ilar shapes o f  the real and 
painted beards.”

T H E  detective glow ered. “ W ell, i f  he 
didn’t mean John Shaw by  it, w hat 

the hell did he m ean?”
E llery  shrugged. “ I f  w e knew  that, 

m y dear Captain, we should know 
everyth ing.”

“ W ell,”  snarled M urch, “ I think it ’s 
spinach, and I ’m goin g  to  haul M r. 
John Shaw  down to  county headquar
ters and pum p him  till I find it ’s 
spinach.”

“ I shouldn’t  do that, M urch,”  said 
E llery  quickly. “ I f  on ly  fo r — ”

“ I know  m y duty,”  said the detective 
w ith a black look, and he stam ped out 
o f  the reception-room .

John Shaw, w ho w as quietly drunk, 
did not even protest when M urch 
shoved him into the squad car. F o l
lowed b y  the county  m orgue-truck 
bearing Dr. A rlen ’s body, M urch van
ished w ith his prey.

E llery  took  a h un gry turn  about 
the room , frow n in g . The law yer sat 
in a crouch, gnaw ing his fingernails. 
And again  the room , and the house, 
and the very  a ir w ere charged w ith

silence, a very  om inous silence.
“ Look here,”  said E llery  sharply, 

“ there ’s som ething in this business you 
haven ’t told  me yet, M r. M ason.”

The law yer jum ped, and then sank 
back b itin g  his lips. “ H e’s such a 
w orrisom e creature,”  said a cheerfu l 
voice from  the doorw ay and they both 
turned, startled, to find M rs. Royce 
beam ing in at them . She cam e in 
w ith the stride o f  a grenadier, her 
besom  jo g g lin g . She sat dow n by  
M ason’s side and w ith daintiness lifted  
her capacious skirt w ith both hands a 
bit above each fa t  knee. “ I know 
w hat’s troubling you, Mr. M ason !”  

The law yer cleared his th roat hast
ily . “ I asure you— ”

“ N onsense! I ’ve excellent eyes. 
Mason, you  Jiaven’t  introduced this 
nice young m an.”  M ason numbled 
som ething placative. “ Queen, is it?  
Charmed, M r. Queen. F irst sam ple o f  
reasonably attractive A m erican  I ’ve 
seen since m y arriva l. I can ap
preciate a handsome m an ; I w as on 
the London stage fo r  many years. 
A n d really ,”  she thundered in her 
form idable baritone, “ I w asn ’t  so ill- 
lookin g m y se lf !”

“ I ’m sure o f  that,”  m urm ured E llery. 
“ But w hat— ”

“ M ason ’s a fra id  fo r  m e,”  said M rs. 
R oyce w ith a girlish  sim per. “ A  most 
conscientious barrister! H e’s sim ply 
petrified w ith fe a r  that w hoever did 
fo r  poor Dr. A rlen  w ill select me as 
his next victim . A nd 1 tell him  now, 
as I told  him a fe w  mom ents ago  w hen 
you w ere upstairs w ith that dreadful 
M urch person, that fo r  one th ing I 
shan’t be such an easy  victim — ”  E llery  
could well believe th a t— “ and fo r  
another I don ’t  believe eith er John or  
A gatha , w hich is w hat’s in M ason ’s  
mind-^-don’t deny it, M ason !— w as re
sponsible fo r  D r. A rlen ’s death.”

“ I never— ”  began the law yer feebly . 
“ H m m ,”  said E llery . “ W h at’s you r  

theory , M rs. R oy ce?”
“ Som eone out o f  A rlen ’s past,”  

boom ed the lady  w ith  a click  o f  her 
jaw s as a punctuation m ark. “ I under
stand he cam e here tw en ty years ago 
under m ost m ysterious circum stances. 
He m ay have m urdered som ebody, and 
that som ebody’s brother or  someone 
has returned to  avenge— ”  

“ Ingenious,”  grinned E llery . “ A s  
tenable as M urch ’s, M r. M ason.”

The lady sniffed. “ H e ’ll release 
Cousin John soon enough ,”  she said 
com placently. “ John ’s stupid enough 
under ord in ary  circum stances, you 
know , bu t when he ’s drunk— ! T h ere ’s 
no evidence, is th ere? A  cigarette, i f  
you  please, M r. Queen.”

E llery  hastened to offer his case. 
M rs. R oyce selected a cigarette, smiled 
rogu ish ly  as E llery  held a match, and 
then w ithdrew  the cigarette and ex
haled, crossing her legs as she did so. 
She smoked alm ost in the Russian 
fash ion , cupping her hand about the 
cigarette instead o f  holding it betw een 
tw o  fingers. A  rem arkable w om a n ! 
“ W h y  are you so a fra id  fo r  M rs. 
R o y ce !”  E llery  drawled.

“ W ell— ”  M ason hesitated, torn  be
tween d iscretion  and desire. “ There 
m ay have been a double m otive fo r  
k illin g  D r. A rlen , you  see. T h at is,”  
he added hurriedly , “ $/ A gatha  or 
John had anyth ing to  do— ”

“ Double m otive?”
“ One, o f  course, is the conversion o f
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The Sinister Beard
the hundred thousands to M rs. Shaw ’s 
stepchildren, as I told you . The other. 
. . W ell, there is a p rov iso  in connec
tion  w ith the bequest to Dr. Arlen. 
In  return fo r  o fferin g  him a home and 
incom e fo r  the rest o f  his life , he was 
to  continue to  attend to the m edical 
needs o f  the fam ily , you see, w ith 
specia l attention to M rs. R oyce .”  

“ P oor  A u n t M aria ,”  said M rs. Royce 
w ith a tidal sigh. “ She m ust have been 
a dear, dear person .”

“ I ’m a fra id  I don ’t quite fo llow , 
M r. M ason.”

“ I ’ve a copy  o f  the w ill in m y 
pocket.”  The law yer fished fo r  a 
crack ling  docum ent. “ H ere it is. ‘And 
in particu lar to conduct m onthly m ed
ical exam inations o f  m y niece, Edith 
Shaw — or m ore freq u en tly  i f  Dr. 
A rlen  should deem it necessary— to  in
sure her continued good health ; a pro
v ision ’ (m a rk  this, Q u een !) ‘ a  p rov i
sion  I  am  su re m y  step -ch ild ren  will 
a p p recia te*  ”

“ A  cyn ical addendum ,”  nodded E l
lery , b linking a little. “ M rs. Shaw 
placed on her trusted leech the respon
sibility  fo r  keeping you healthy, M rs. 
Royce, suspectin g th at her dearly be
loved step-children m ight be tem pted 
to— er— tam per w ith your life . But 
w hy should th ey?”

F or the first tim e som ething like 
terror  invaded M rs. R oyce ’s massive 
fa ce . She set her ja w  and said, a trifle 
trem u lously : “ N -nonsense. I can ’t be
lieve— D o you think it ’s possible 
they ’ve a lready tr— ”

“ Y ou don ’t feel ill, M rs. R oy ce?”  
cried M ason, alarm ed.

U nder the heavy coatin g  o f  pow der 
her coarse skin w as m uddily pale. 
“ N o, I— D r. A rlen  w as supposed to 
exam ine me fo r  the first tim e to 
m orrow . Oh, i f  it ’s. . . . The food — ”  

“ Poison  w as tried  three m onths a go ,”  
quavered the law yer, “ on M rs. Shaw, 
Queen, as I told  you. G ood God, M rs. 
Royce, y ou ’ll have .to be ca r e fu l!”  

“ Come, com e,”  s n a p p e d  E llery . 
“ W h at’s the point? W hy should the 
Shaws w ant to  poison M rs. Royce, 
M ason?”

“ Because,”  said M ason in a trem 
blin g  voice, “ in the event o f  M rs. 
R oyce ’s dem ise her estate is to  revert 
to  the orig ina l estate ; w hich would 
autom atica lly  mean to John and 
A g ath a .”  H e m opped his brow.

EL L E R Y  heaved h im self out o f  the 
chair and took another h u n gry  turn 

about the som bre room . M rs. R oyce ’s 
r ig h t eyebrow  suddenly began to g o  up 
and dow n w ith nervousness.

“ This needs th inking over,”  he said 
abru p tly ; and there w as som ething 
queer in his eyes that m ade both  o f 
them  stare at him w ith  uneasiness. 
“ I ’ll stay  the n ight, M r. M ason, i f  M rs. 
R oyce has no ob jection .”

“ D o,”  w hispered M rs. Royce in a 
trem ble ; and this tim e she w as a fra id , 
very  p la in ly  a fra id . A nd over the 
room  settled an im palpable dust, like 
a distant sign  o f  app roa ch in g  villainy. 
“ Do you think they ’ll actu ally  try. . . ?** 

“ It is en tire ly ,”  said E llery  dryly , 
“ w ithin the realm o f  possib ility .”

The day  passed in a tim eless haze. 
U naccountably, no one cam e; the tele
phone was silent; and there w as no 
w ord  from  M urch, so that John Shaw ’s 
fa te  rem ained obscure. M ason sat in 
a m iserable heap on the fron t porch, 
a c ig ar cold in his m outh, rockin g 
him self like a weazened old doll. M rs.

R oyce retired, subdued, to her quarters. 
Peter w as o ff som ew here in the g a r 
dens torm en ting a dog, occasionally 
M iss K ru tch ’s tearfu l voice repri
m anded him ineffectually.

To M r. E llery  Queen it w as a pain
fu l, puzzling, and irr ita tin g ly  evil 
tim e. He prow led the ram bling m an
sion, a lost soul, sm oking tasteless 
cigarettes and thinking. . . T hat a 
blanket o f  menace hung over th is house 
his nerves convinced him. It took  all 
his w ill-pow er to  keep his body from  
sprin g in g  abou t a t  unheard sounds, 
m oreover, his m ind w as distracted and 
he could not think clearly. A  m urderer 
was abroad ; and this w as a house o f  
violent people.

H e shivered and darted a look over 
his shoulder and shrugged and bent 
his mind fiercely to  the problem  at 
hand. . . A n d a fte r  hours his thoughts 
grew  calm er and began to range them
selves in orderly  row s, until it was 
evident that there w as a beginn ing and 
an end. He grew  quiet.

H e smiled a little as he stopped a 
tip -toeing m aid and inquired the loca
tion  o f  M iss A g ath a  Shaw ’s room . M iss 
Shaw  had w rapped h erself thus fa r  in 
a m antle o f  invisibility. It w as m ost 
curious. A  sense o f  r is in g  dram a 
excited  him a little. . .

A  T IN N Y  fem ale voice responded to 
his knock, and he opened the door 

to  find a fem in ine Shaw  as bony and 
unlovely as the m asculine edition curled 
in a hard knot on a chaise-longue, star
in g  ba lefu lly  out the w indow . H er 
negligee was adorned w ith  boa feathers 
and there w ere varicose  veins on her 
swollen naked legs.

“ W ell,”  she said acidly, w ithout 
turning. “ W hat do you w a n t?”

“ M y nam e,”  m urm ured E llery , “ is 
Queen, and M r. M ason has called  me 
in to  help settle your— ah— difficu lties.”  

She tw isted her skinny neck slow ly. 
“ I ’ve heard all about you. W h at do 
you w ant me to do, kiss you ? I sup
pose it was you w ho instigated John ’s 
arrest. Y o u ’re foo ls , the pack  o f  y o u !” 

“ On the contrary , it w as you r w orthy 
Captain M urch ’s exclusive idea to  take 
your brother in custody, M iss Shaw. 
H e’s not fo rm a lly  arrested, you know. 
E ven so, I advised strongly  against it.”  

She sniffed, bu t she uncoiled the knot 
and drew  her shapeless legs beneath 
her negligee in a sudden consciousness 
o f  ^fem ininity. “ Then sit down, M r. 
Queen. I ’ ll help all I can.”

“ On the other hand,”  smiled E llery, 
seating h im self in a g ilt and Gallic 
atrocity , “ don ’t  blam e M urch overly, 
M iss Shaw. T h ere ’s a pow erfu l case 
against your brother, you know .”

“ And m e !”
“ A n d ,”  said E llery  regretfu lly , “ you .”  
She raised her thin arm s and cried : 

“ Oh, how  I hate this damned, damned 
house, that damned w om an! She’s the 
cause o f  all our trouble. Some day
she’s likely to get------- ”

“ I suppose y ou ’re re fe rr in g  to M rs. 
Royce. But aren ’t  you being u n fa ir?  
F rom  M ason ’s story  it ’s quite evident 
that there w as no ghost o f  coercion 
when you r stepm other w illed your 
fa th er ’s fortu n e  to M rs. Royce. They 
had never m et, never corresponded, and 
your cousin w as three thousand miles 
aw ay. I t ’s aw kw ard fo r  you , no doubt, 
but scarcely  Mrs. R oy ce ’s fa u lt.”

“ F a ir !  W ho cares about fa irn ess?  
She’s taken our m oney aw ay from  us.

( P lease turn  to  page  104)
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name, D E LIC A -B R O W . A t any drug or 
departm ent store and a t the 10c stores.

So you’re going camping! Then you will 
want the helpful food circular "Cam p and 
Tourist Cookery," price 10 cents. Address 
Rita Calhoun, Tower Magazines, Inc., 55 
Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Z I P  E P I L A T O R - I T ’ S O F F  b e c a u s e  I T ’S O U T  

P E R M A N E N T L Y  D E S T R O Y S  H A I R
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D e m J t, A_e C L r i

“ A ir e d a l e ” — that’s 
w h a t  H o l l y w o o d  

calls a g ir l w ith hair 
o n  a rm s  and  1 

That's why all 
wood uses X - B a z i n  

Cream to  rem ove super
fluous hair. It  is  essential 
fo r  legs, arms and under
arms that expect to  be 
seen! Constant research 

and im provem ent have made 
X-Bazin more and more mild, 
efficient and agreeable. This 
really reliable cream depilatory 
leaves your skin exquisitely smooth, white and hair- 
less—without irritation, stubble or that blue, shaved 
look. Even the future growth o f hair is retarded.

Insist on X-Bazin—in new giant-size tubes at drug 
and department stores — only 50c. Good size tubes 
10 cents in five-and-ten-cent stores. X-Bazin also 
comes in the original powder form.
HALL & RUCKEL, Inc. Esc 1848, Brooklyn, N. Y.

X-BAZIN
# •

Dispel Complexion Worries
J o i n  t h e  r a n k s  o f  t h o s e  w h o  r e l y  e f f e c 
t i v e l y  u p o n  R e s in o l  O in t m e n t  a n d  S o a p  
a lo n e  a s  t h e i r  e x t e r n a l  a i d  to  c l e a r ,  
s m o o th ,  b e a u t i f u l  s k i n .  T h is  t r e a t m e n t ,  
d a i l y  c o m b a t s  c lo g g e d  p o r e s ,b l a c k h e a d s ,  
p im p le s ,  r o u g h n e s s  a n d  s i m i l a r  d e f e c t s -  
a n d  u s u a l l y  w in s .  S a f e  a n d  e a s y  t o  u s e ,  
s o o t h in g  a n d  b e n e f i c i a l  in  e f f e c t ,  R e s in o l  
O in t m e n t  a n d  S o a p  a r e  l e a d in g  t h e  w a y  
t o  l o v e l i e r  s k in .  S o ld  b y  a l l  d r u g g i s t s .

F o r  free  sa m p le  o f  ea ch  w ith  in stru ction s , 
w r ite  R e s in o l, D ep t. 4 - K ,  B a lt im ore , M d.

Resinol

The Sinister Beard
( C ontinued fr o m  p a ge 103)

A n d now  w e ’ve g o t  to  stay  here and—  
and be f e d  by her. I t ’s intolerable, I 
tell y ou ! She’ll be here at least two 
years— tru st her fo r  that, the painted 
old h u ssy !— and all that tim e.”

“ I ’m a fra id  I  don ’t  understand. Tw o 
yea rs?”

“ T h at w om an’s w ill,”  snarled Miss 
Shaw, “ provided  th at this precious 
cousin o f  ours com e to live here and 
preside as m istress fo r  a minim um  o f 
tw o years. T hat w as her revenge, the 
despicable old w itch ! W hatever F ather 
saw  in  her. To ‘ p rovide a hom e fo r  
John and A g ath a ,’ she said in the w ill, 
‘ until they find a perm anent solution 
o f  th eir problem s.’  H ow  d ’ye like that? 
I ’ll never fo rg e t  those w ords. Our 
‘ p rob lem s!’ Oh, ev ery  tim e I think— ”  
She bit her lip, eyeing him sidew ise 
w ith a sudden caution.

E llery  sighed and w ent to the door. 
“ Indeed? A n d  i f  som ething should— er 
— drive  M rs. R oyce from  the house be
fo re  the exp iration  o f  the required 
period ?”

“ W e ’d get the m oney, o f  course,”  she 
flashed w ith  b itter trium ph ; her thin 
dark skin w as greenish. “ I f  som ething 
should happen--------”

“ I tru st,”  said E llery  dry ly , “ that 
noth ing w ill.”  H e closed the door and 
stood fo r  a m om ent gn aw in g  his 
fingers, and then he smiled rather 
g rim ly  and w ent dow nstairs to  a  tele
phone.

JO H N  S H A W  returned w ith  his 
escort a t ten th at night. H is chest 

w as hollow er, his fingers shakier, his 
eyes b lood ie r ; and he w as sober. M urch 
looked like a thundercloud. The cadav
erous man w ent in to the liv ing-room  
and made fo r  a  fu ll decanter. He 
drank alone, w ith  steady m echanical 
determ ination. N o one disturbed him.

“ N oth in g ,”  grow led M urch to E llery  
and Mason.

A t  tw elve the house w as asleep.

T H E  first a larm  w as sounded by 
M iss K rutch . I t  w as a lm ost one 

when she ran  dow n the upper corridor 
scream ing a t the top  o f  her v o ice : 
“ F ire ! F ire ! F ir e !”  T h ick  sm oke w as 
curling about her slender ankles and 
the m oonlight sh in ing through  the 
corridor-w indow  behind her silhouetted 
her long plum p trem bling shanks 
through the thin n ightgow n.

T h e corrid or erupted , boiled over. 
D oors crashed open, d ishevelled heads 
protruded, questions w ere shrieked, dry  
throats choked over the b itter smoke. 
M r. Ph ineas M ason, look in g  a  thousand 
years old w ithout his teeth, fled tow ard  
the staircase. M urch cam e pounding 
up th e  stairs, fo llow ed  b y  a bleary , be
w ildered John Shaw. Scraw ny A gatha  
in silk  pa jam as staggered  dow n the 
hall w ith Peter, h ow ling a t the top 
o f  h is lusty  voice, in her w ake. Tw o 
servants scuttled dow nstairs like fra n 
tic rats.

B ut M r. E llery  Queen stood still ou t
side the door o f  his room  and looked 
quietly about, as i f  searching f o r  some
one.

“ M urch ,”  he said in  a calm , pene
tra tin g  voice.

The detective ran  up. “ The f ir e !”  
he cried w ild ly . “ W here the hell’s the 
fire?”

“ H ave you  seen M rs. R oy ce?”
“ M rs. R oyce? H ell, n o !”  H e ran 

back  up the hall, and E llery  fo llow ed

on his heels, th ou gh tfu lly . M urch tr ied  
the knob o f  a d o o r ; the door w as 
locked. “ God, she m ay be asleep, or 
overcom e by------- ”

“ W ell, then,”  said E llery  through 
his teeth as he stepped back, “ stop 
yow lin g  and help me break this door 
dow n. W e don ’t  w ant her fry in g  in 
h er ow n lard, you  know .”

In  the darkness, in  the evil smoke, 
th ey  hurled them selves a t the door. . . 
A t  the fo u rth  assault it splintered off 
its hinges and E llery  sp ran g  through. 
A n  electric torch  in his hand flung 
its pow erfu l beam  abou t the room , 
w avered. . . Som ething struck  it from  
E llery ’s hand, and it splin tered on the 
floor. T h e next m om ent E llery  was 
figh ting fo r  his life .

H is  adversary  w as a braw n y, pan t
in g  demon w ith m uscular fingers that 
sought his throat. H e w rigg led  about, 
coo lly  seeking an arm hold. Behind him 
M urch w as ye llin g : “ M rs. R oy ce ! I t ’s 
on ly  u s !”

Som ething sharp and cold flicked 
over E llery ’s cheek and le ft  a burning 
line. E llery  fou n d  a naked arm . He 
tw isted, hard, and there was a clatter 
as steel fe ll  to  the floor. Then Murch 
cam e to his senses and jum ped in. A  
county  trooper blundered in , fum bling 
w ith his electric torch . . . E llery ’s fist 
drove  in, hard, to  a fa t  stom ach. 
F in gers relaxed from  his throat. The 
trooper found the e lectric sw itch. . .

M rs. Royce, trem b lin g  v iolently, lay 
on the floor beneath the tw o men. On 
a chair nearby lay, in  a m ountain o f  
V ictorian  cloth ing, a very  odd and 
solid -look in g contraption  th a t m ight 
have been a rubber brassiere. A nd 
som ething w as w ron g  w ith  her h a ir ; 
she seemed to  have been partia lly  
scalped.

E lle ry  cursed so ftly  and yanked. 
H er scalp cam e aw ay in  a piece, re
vea lin g  a pink gra y -fr in g ed  skull.

“ She’s a m a n !”  scream ed M urch.
“ Thus,”  said E llery  grim ly , holding 

M rs. R oy ce ’s th roat firm ly w ith one 
hand and w ith  the other dabbin g at 
his b loody cheek, “ v in d icatin g  the 
pow ers o f  th ou gh t.”

J S T IL L  don ’t understand ,”  com 
plained M ason the next m orning, 

as his chauffeur drove him and E llery  
back  to the c ity , “ how  you guessed, 
Q ueen.”

E llery  raised his eyebrow s. “ Guessed? 
M y dear M ason, th at’s considered an 
insu lt a t the Queen hearth. T h ere w as 
no guessw ork  w hatever involved. M at
te r  o f  pure  reasoning. A n d a neat job , 
too ,”  he added reflectively, touching 
the thin sca r  on his cheek.

“ Come, come, Q ueen,”  smiled the 
law yer, “ I ’ve never really believed 
w h at people call your uncan ny ability 
to  put tw o  and tw o togeth er; and 
though I ’m not unintelligent and m y 
lega l tra in ing g ives me a m ental ad
vantage over the laym an and I ’ve ju st 
been treated presum ably  to  a  dem on
stration  o f  you r— er— pow ers, I ’ ll be 
blessed i f  I  still believe.”

“ A  skeptic, e h ? ”  said E llery , w in cin g  
a t the pain  in his cheek. “ W ell, then, 
let ’s s tart w here I started— w ith  the 
beard  D r. A rlen  painted on the fa ce  
o f  R em brandt’s w ife  ju st be fore  he 
w as attacked. W e ’ve agreed  that he 
delibera tely  painted in  the beard to 
leave a clue to  his m urderer. W hat 
could he have m eant? He w as not
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The Sinister Beard
pointin g to a specific  w om an, using the 
beard ju s t  as an attention -getter; fo r  
the w om an in the pa inting w as the 
w ife  o f  Rem brandt, a h istorical figure 
and as fa r  as person ae  w ent an utter 
unknown. N or could A rlen  have m eant 
to  point to  a w om an w ith a beard 
lite ra lly ;  f o r  this w ould have m eant a 
frea k , and there w ere no freaks in
volved. N or w as he pointin g to a 
bearded man, fo r  there was a m an ’s 
fa c e  on the painting w hich he le ft  un
touched ; had he m eant to point to  a 
bearded m an as his m urderer— that is, 
to  John Shaw — he w ould have painted 
the beard on R em brandt’s beardless 
face . Besides, Shaw ’s is a V andyke, a 
pointed beard ; and the beard A rlen  
painted w as squarish in shape. . . .  You 
see how  exhau stive it is possible to  
be, M ason.”

“ Go on ,”  said the law yer listening 
intently.

TH E  on ly  possible conclusion, then, 
all others having been elim inated, 

was that A rlen  m eant the beard m erely  
to indicate m asculinity, since fa c ia l ha ir 
is one o f  the few  exclusively  m asculine 
characteristics le ft  to  our sex by  dear, 
dear w om an. In other w ords, by  paint
in g  a beard on a w om an ’s fa ce — any 
w om an ’s face , m ark—  D r. A rlen  was 
v irtu a lly  sa y in g : ‘ M y m urderer is a 
person w ho seems to be a w om an but 
is really a m an.' ”

“ W ell, I ’ ll be dam ned !”  gasped M a
son.

“ No doubt,”  nodded E llery . “ N ow , 
‘a person who seems to be a w om an 
but is rea lly  a m an’ suggests, surely, 
im personation. The only a c t u a l  
stranger at the house w as M rs. Royce. 
N either John nor A g ath a  could be im- 

ersonators, since they w ere both w ell- 
now n to D r. A rlen  as well as to you ; 

A rlen  had exam ined them periodically, 
in fa ct, fo r  years as the personal 
physician  o f  the household. A s  fo r  
M iss K rutch , aside from  her unques
tionable fem in in ity— a ravish in g young 
w om an, m y dear M ason— she could not 
possibly  have had m otive to be an im
personator.

“ N ow , since M rs. Royce seemed the 
likeliest possibility, I thought over the 
infinitesim al phenomena I had ob- 
observed connected w ith her person—  
that is, appearance and m ovem ents. I 
w as am azed to find a vast num ber o f  
rem arkable con firm ation s!”  

“ C onfirm ations?”  e c h o e d  Mason, 
frow n in g .

“ A h , M ason, th at’s the trouble w ith 
skeptics: th ey ’re so easily confounded. 
O f co u rse ! L ips constitute a stron g  
difference betw een the sexes. M rs. 
R oyce ’s w ere shaped m eticulously into 
a p er fect cupid ’s-bow  w ith  lipstick. 
Suspicious in an old w om an. The gen 
eral over-use o f  cosm etics, particu larly  
the heavy app lication  o f  fa ce-pow der: 
v e r y  suspicious, w hen you consider 
that overpow dering is not com mon 
am ong genteel old ladies and also that 
a m an ’s skin, no m atter how  closely 
and freq u en tly  shaved, is undisguisably 
coarser.

f ' ,L O T H E S ?  R eally  potent confirm a- 
^  tion . W h y  on earth that outlandish 
V ictorian  get-u p? H ere w as presum ably 
a w om an w ho had been on the stage, 
presum ably a w om an o f  the w orld, a 
sophisticate. And yet she w ore those 
horrib le  doodads o f  the ’90s. W hy? 
O bviously, to  swathe and disguise a

padded figure— i m p o s s i b l e  w ith 
w om en’s thin, scanty, and clinging 
m odern garm ents. And the collar— ah, 
the co lla r ! That w as his inspiration. 
A  choker, you ’ll recall, concealing the 
entire neck? B u t since a prom inent 
A d am ’s-apple is an inescapable heritage 
o f  the male, a choker-collar becomes 
v irtu a lly  a necessity in a fem ale im
personation. Then the baritone voice, 
the v igorous m ovem ents, the mannish 
stride. . .”

“ E ven i f  I g ra n t all that,”  objected  
M ason, _ “ still they ’re generalities at 
best, m ight even be coincidences when 
you ’re argu in g  from  a conclusion. Is 
that a ll? ”  H e seemed considerably 
disappointed.

“ B y  no m eans,”  draw led E llery. 
“ These w ere, as you say, the general
ities. B u t your cunning M rs. Boyce 
w as addicted to three habits w hich  are 
exclusively  m asculine, w ithout ar
gum ent. F or one thing, when she sat 
dow n, on m y second sight o f  her, she 
elevated her skirts a t the knees w ith 
both hands; th at is, one to  each knee. 
N ow  th a t ’s precisely  w hat a man does 
w hen he sits dow n— raises his trou sers ; 
to  prevent, I suppose, their b a gg in g  at 
the knees.”

“ But------- ”
“ W ait. D id you notice the w ay  she 

screw ed up her r ig h t eyebrow  con
stantly, ra ising it fa r  up and then 
draw in g  it fa r  dow n? W hat could this 
have been m otivated by  excep t the life 
lon g  use o f  a m onocle? A nd a monocle 
is  m asculine. . . A nd finally, her pecu
lia r  habit, in rem ovin g a cigarette  from  
her lips, o f  cupping her hand about 
it rather than w ith draw in g  it between 
the forefin ger and m iddle finger, as 
m ost cigarette-sm okers do. But the 
cu pp in g  gesture is precisely  the re 
sult o f  pipe-sm oking, f o r  a m an cups 
his hands about the bow l o f  a pipe in 
tak in g  it out o f  his mouth. Man again. 
W hen I balanced these three specific 
fa cto rs  on the same side o f  the scale as 
those generalities, I fe lt  certa in  Mrs. 
Royce w as a male.

“ W h at m ale? W ell, th at w as sim
plest o f  all. She had shown a minute 
know ledge o f  Shaw  h istory  and speci
fically o f  Edith Shaw ’s h istory . On 
top  o f  that, it took h istrionic ab ility  to 
ca rry  off this fem ale im personation. 
Then there w as the m onocle deduction 
— E ngland, surely? And the strong 
fa m ily  resem blance. So I knew  that 
‘ M rs. R oyce ,’ being a Shaw  undoubt
edly, and an E nglish  Shaw  to boot, 
w as the other Shaw  o f  the M orton side 
o f  the fam ily— th at is, E d ith  Shaw ’s 
brother P e rcy !”

“ B ut she— he, I m ean,”  cried Mason, 
“ had told me P ercy  Shaw  died a few  
m onths ago in E u rope in an autom obile 
a cc id en t!”

DE A R , dear,”  said E llery  sadly, 
“ and a law yer, too. She lied, th at’s 

a ll!—  I mean ‘ he,’ confound it. Y ou r 
legal letter w as addressed to Edith 
Shaw, and P ercy  received it, since they 
probab ly  shared the sam e establish
ment. I f  he received it, it  w as rather 
obvious, w asn ’t  it, that it  w as Edith 
Shaw  w ho m ust have died sh ortly  be
fo re ; and that P ercy  had seized the 
opportun ity  to  gain  a fortu n e  fo r  him
self by  im personating h e r? ”

“ But w hy,”  dem anded M ason, puz
zled, “ did he kill D r. A rlen ?  He had 
noth ing to ga in — A rlen ’s m oney was 

(P lea se  turn  to  p a ge  106)
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The Sinister Beard <csrs
destined f o r  Shaw ’s cousins, not fo r  
P ercy  Shaw. D o you  m ean there w as 
some past connection------- ”

“ N ot a t a ll,”  m urm ured E llery . 
“ W hy look fo r  past connections w hen 
the m otive ’s s lick  and shiny at hand? 
I f  M rs. R oyce  w as a man, the m otive 
was a t once apparent. U nder the term s 
o f  M rs. Shaw ’s w ill A rlen  w as period
ica lly  to exam ine the fam ily , w ith p a r 
ticu lar attention  to  M rs. R oyce. And 
A g ath a  Shaw told me yesterday that 
M rs. R oyce w as constrained by  w ill to 
rem ain in the house fo r  tw o  years. 
O bviously, then, the on ly  w a y  P ercy  
Shaw  could avert the cataclysm  o f  be
ing exam ined by  Dr. A rlen  and his dis
guise penetrated— fo r  a doctor w ould 
have seen the truth instantly on ex
am ination, o f  course— w as to kill A rlen . 
Sim ple, n ein ?”

“ But the beard A rlen  drew — that 
meant, did it not, he had  seen through 
it?

“ N ot unaided. W h a t probab ly  hap
pened w as that the im postor, know ing 
the first physical exam ination im
pended, w ent to  D r. A rlen  the other 
n ight to strike a bargain , revealing 
him self as a m an. A rlen , an honest 
m an, refused to  be bribed. H e must 
have been p a in tin g  a t the tim e and, 
th inking fast, unable to  rouse the 
house because he w as so fa r  aw ay from  
the others, unable to  pa int his assail
an t’s name because ‘ M rs. R oyce ’ w ould 
see it  and destroy  it, thought o f  P eter ’s 
beard, made the ligh tn in g  connection, 
and calm ly painted it  w hile ‘ M rs. 
R oy ce ’  talked to him. Then he was 
stabbed.”

“ A n d the previous poison ing attem pt 
on M rs. S h a w ?”

“ T h at,”  said E llery , “ undoubtedly 
lies betw een John and A g ath a .”

M ason w as silent, and fo r  some tim e 
they rode in peace. Then the law yer 
stirred, and sighed, and sa id : “ W ell,

a ll th ings considered, I  suppose you 
should thank Providence. W ithout 
concrete evidence— your reason ing w as 
unsupported by  legal evidence, you 
realize that, o f  course, Queen— you 
could scarcely  have accused M rs. Royce 
o f  being a m an, could you ? H ad you 
been w ron g , w hat a beau tifu l suit she 
could have brought against y o u ! That 
fire last n igh t w as an a ct o f  G od.”

“ I am ,”  said E llery  calm ly, “ above 
all, m y  dear M ason, a m an o f  fre e  w ill. 
I appreciate acts  o f  G od w hen they 
occur, but I don ’t  sit around w aitin g  
f o r  them . Consequently. . .”

“ Y ou  m ean— ”  gasped M ason, open
in g  his m outh wide.

“ A  telephone call, a hurried trip  by  
Sergean t Velie, and sm oke-bom bs w ere 
the m ateria  f o r  breaking into M rs. 
R oyce ’s room  in the dead o f  n ight,”  
said E llery  com fortab ly . “ B y  the w ay, 
you don ’t  by any  chance know  the p er
m anent address o f— ah— M iss K ru tch ?”

The Line-Up (Co“ i)/rom
F or  Mystery certa in ly  g ives us 

the best o f  everyth in g  in each o f  its 
varied departm ents. T h ere is som e
th ing fo r  everyone, even to plans fo r  
a house. W h y  one gets  a fu ll-len gth  
novel com plete in each  issue, fo r  ten 
cents. T h ink o f  it! A n d  th at’s saying 
nothing about the other cork in g  good 
stories in Mystery.

I especia lly  like the short stories; 
they are ju st  the r ig h t  length to pick 
up the read w hile w a itin g  fo r  husband 
to com e home to supper, o r  to glance 
through w hen one m ust stop and rest 
fo r  a mom ent. The on ly  trouble is 
you ju s t  can n ot put Mystery dow n 
w hen once you  have picked it up.

The crisp  concentrated story  that 
m ust be told in a lim ited num ber o f  
w ords, such as your “ I Go S leuthing,”  
appeals to  me. No lon g  draw n out ex 
p lanations there.

“ G ossip  o f  W ash in gton ”  is an inno
vation  in Mystery Magazine, and I 
like it, it  seem s to fit som ehow. P er
haps it ’s because the doings in W ash 
ington  are so m ysterious to  som e 
o f  us.

I h aven ’t said  h a lf w hat I w anted to, 
but the ed itor w ill say  this is too much, 
so I ’ ll just, add, th a t Mystry is a 
publication  f o r  its editor to  be proud 
o f . B elle  M . D rake.

A  YEAR -O LD  FRIEND
P A W T U C K E T , R . I.— This coming 

June will make it exactly a year since 
I began reading the Tower Magazine.

T h ere have been m any good  stories 
edited and som e not so hot.

It  seemed alm ost im possible to  get 
one good  th riller  until I stum bled on 
you r edition. W hen I  read  it and 
fou n d  it an ideal m ystery  m agazine I 
b roadcast it  to p ractica lly  everyone 
in  m y neighborhood and believe me 
vou ’ve g o t  a great m a n y  m ore 
Mystery fa n s  than you can  ever 
im agine.

H enry LaC ossitt is  a p er fe ct  w riter  
o f  m ysteries. M ay he keep up his 
good w ork .

“ The Im p erfe ct T w in s”  has been the 
best lon g  story  so fa r  in m y estim ation. 
G osh ! I t  certa in ly  held m e in  w ild  
suspense.

I w ish w ith  all m y  heart that R iley 
D illon  w ould , fo r  a change, becom e in
fa tu ated  w ith  som e lovely  g ir l and 
actually  m arr> her.

Oh, and another th in g  I w an t to 
congratu late  you on and that is the 
cover. Y ou  know  that it ’s  that w hich 
first a ttracts  the attention . I t  did w ith 
me, anyw ay. N o covers, ever please, 
w ith  blood d ripp in g  on them. They 
don ’t  look any better than these at
tractive  covers you  have now, and the 
chills they g ive you  are pretty  m orbid 
ones.

I am forever a Mystery fan and will 
be so until doomsday.

W ish in g  you continuous luck in 
ed itin g  Mystery.

G ladys Tiderm an.

OUR AIM  IS TH E BEST
LO S A N G E L E S , C A L IF O R N IA —  

I  have ju s t  finished read in g  the M ay 
Mystery Magazine— and am  abou t to 
rush  to the corner to  buy  the June 
num ber, w hich  I  hear is ju s t  out.

O f all the detective o r  m ystery  
stories, you r Mystery Magazine surely 
contains the finest. W h at I especially 
like about a ll your articles is their 
clean  language and tru th fu l points.

The stories are not so th in ly veiled 
that the plots can  be easily solved, but 
require som e th ou gh t and concentra
tion .

I  have ju st read  the book-length 
novel, “ B lack  F o g ,”  by  Chas. J. D ut
ton , and en joyed  w ith Officer Rogan, 
the fa c t  th at a ll deep fo g s  are not 
“ Black- F o g s .”

“ The G irl on the Trapeze,”  by  
E llery  Queen, w as interesting as a 
c ircu s story .

O f  course w e ca n ’t  expect to  have 
ou r fa v or ite  author in every  issue, but 
I  did m iss a story  b y  Sax Rohm er, 
or  a t  least one b y  A lb ert P ayson  T er- 
hune. P erhaps you  w ill have one o f 
theirs fo r  us later.

Then you have some usefu l depart
m ents outside the m ystery  stories, to 
w it :—  The M ake-U p Box, which 
surely  contains som e tim ely  hints for  
her ladyship. Just w hat she needs—

a usefu l, and yet inexpensive make
up box.

These are on ly  a fe w  o f  the good  
th ings in Mystery Magazine.

M aria n  L . B rad ley.

NO CH AN G E H ERE!
A K R O N , O H IO — W e ll! W e ll!  W e ll! 

A t  last the public is offered a high 
class m ystery  m agazine a t a price 
am azingly  low .

The w ork  o f  such sterlin g  authors 
as V in cen t S tarrett, M ignon G. E ber- 
hart and E llery  Queen represent to 
me the finest type  o f  ana lytica l detec
tive literature. I have bough t m any 
m agazines so le ly  because they con
tained a n arra tive  o f  on ly  one o f  this 
tr io  and to  d iscover a publication  sell
ing  f o r  a dim e and having  two or  
three o f  authors represented in a 
single issue is m ost g ra tify in g .

F rom  a perusal o f  recent copies o f  
Mystery Magazine I pred ict a rap id 
ly  increasing  circu lation  fo r  your 
w orth y  publication . C erta in ly  this 
w ill occu r unless you revise your 
present ed itorial policy  and g ive  you r 
readers an in fer ior  class o f  stories.

P h il M. Smith.

A  LITTLE H ELPER
C H IC A G O , IL L . —  The m ystery  

story  kindles the spark  o f  adventure 
that lies in all m ankind. T o  some it 
is m ore than a jo y — a re lie f  fro m  
the w orries  and hardships o f  the day.

Mystery Magazine prints those 
stories that hold  the reader’s interest, 
help ing spare hours to fly, and en joyed 
b y  all.

Mystery Magazine helps thousands 
o f  readers to  actu ally  live the thrills 
and lives o f  each  new  ch aracter  from  
the pens o f  you r w on derfu l staff o f  
w riters . Let’s have m ore stories b y  
H erm an Landon, the author o f  that 
sure-th riller, “ The B orrow ed G host.”

M y easy ch a ir  is a fron t-row  seat 
to  a thousand and one th rillin g  m ystery  
perform an ces, so here ’s to your un
equalled publication— lon g  m ay it liv e !

H elen  Johnston.
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The House of Sleep
CHAPTER I

T H E  a ftern oon  grew  steadily hotter. A  drow sy still
ness pervaded the flat desolate countryside. The thin 
rarefied haze th at hung over the m arshes shimmered 
in the heat. D ust lay  thick on the narrow  stony

road.
The little man, patiently tru d g in g  along under his hiker’s 

pack, w as v isib ly  w ilting. F ifty  w eeks in a drapery  estab
lishments—even though i t  be a rather large establishm ent 
— is not the best kind o f  tra in in g  fo r  a holiday on the 
open road. H enry D ownes had never attem pted a w alk ing 
tour before . H e w as beginning to  appreciate some o f  the 
snags.

“ M y goodn ess !”  he m urm ured surprisingly— fo r  he was 
a very  abstem ious little  m an— “ I ’d  g ive anything fo r  a pint 
o f  b e e r !”

He trudged on. H e estim ated th at he had w alked nearly 
fou r  m iles since leaving the last v illage. It  couldn ’t  be 
long now be fore  he cam e to some sign  o f  civ ilization. N o 
one had told him th at the road he w as traversing m ean
dered fo r  m iles through the m arshes w ithout goin g  any
w here in particu lar.

So he w as alm ost at his last gasp when he did, a t last, 
come to a house. He had seen it from  som e distance aw ay, 
and had m ade a pathetic attem pt to quicken his steps. 
H is kindly brow n eyes brightened in anticipation  as he 
follow ed the high w all that enclosed an extensive garden. 
But when he reached the gate he groaned aloud.

N ever had he seen a m ore inhospitable house! The 
glim pses he could catch o f  it  through the shrubbery showed 
only closely  shuttered w indow s. The iron  gates w ere pad
locked. They bore an enameled p la te :

H aw kers 
N O  Canvassers 

C irculars
A lon g  the top o f  them  w ere threaded several strands 

o f  barbed w ire w hich w ere continued on the w alls. Just 
inside stood a la rge  sign announcing th at: T R E S P A S S E R S  
W IL L  BE P R O S E C U T E D .

H enry D ownes collapsed on the grass beside the wall. 
“ E m p ty !”  he m uttered feebly . “ And I can ’t  go a step 

fu r th e r !”
The sun blazed down on him in fiendish glee. H e had 

a m om entary w istfu l vision o f  the cool shady in terior o f  
D ow nes’s D rapery Em porium . Then, suddenly, he cocked 
his head. H e could hear music.

It seemed to be com ing from  the house behind him. A fte r  
a w hile he struggled to  his feet and approached the gates 
once m ore. There was no doubt about it. E ither a gram o
phone or  a radio w as running in the closely shuttered house. 
I t  w as not em pty, a fter  all.

“ T h ey don ’t  exactly  encourage v isitors,”  H enry told 
him self w ith a sigh. “ Queer fo lks they must be, shut up 
like that. A n  old m iser, perhaps. O r a lunatic, more 
likely.”

As he turned he halted, shading his eyes from  the sar
donic g lare  o f  the sun. H ope sprang anew  in him. He 
had been so intent on this queer house that he had not 
noticed another, h a lf a mile fu rth er on the road. Could 
he reach it b e fore  h is  legs fa iled  him  entirely? A d ju stin g  
his pack , he set off to try.

The m arshes on each side o f  the road had now  given place 
to  a narrow  strip  o f  open w ater, and he realized th at he 
m ust be approach ing the sea, or  at least the estuary o f  
the r iv er  visible in the distance. He thought that he

could fee l a suspicion o f  a breeze b low in g  in, and the 
thought cheered him trem endously.

H e plodded on through the dust. The road danced in 
fro n t  o f  him. H is m outh and throat grew  dryer than he 
w ould have believed possible. B ut eventually he reached 
the second house. A n d, fo r  the second tim e, he groaned 
aloud.

The house w as bu ilt on an island in the creek. It was 
connected to the end o f  the road by  a brick  causew ay which, 
ju d g in g  b y  its condition, w as subm erged at certa in  states 
o f  the tide. The causew ay w as dry enough now. The 
reason fo r  H enry's groan  w as the large notice board that 
adorned it :  S T R IC T L Y  P R IV A T E . T R E S P A S S E R S
W IL L  B E  P R O S E C U T E D .

“ F riendly  lo t o f  people round h ere !”  he grow led  thick ly. 
“ O f all the selfish, unsociable. . . . ”

H enry D ow nes w as annoyed. M ore than that— he was 
desperate. H e decided to ignore the offensive notice board 
entirely.

H e crossed the causew ay. W hen he reached the gate at 
its fu rth er  end, another board inside the garden attracted 
his attention. B E W A R E  O F T H E  DOG.

H enry w as norm ally  tim id  w ith  dogs. It  says a good 
deal fo r  the state o f  m ind which heat and th irst had 
brought about in him that he decided to  ignore  th is w arn
ing, too. He pushed open the creak in g  ga te  and strode 
bold ly  a long the gravelled  path that tw isted am ong the 
shrubbery.

Still another notice menaced h im : B E W A R E  O F M A N - 
T R A P S . He laughed hoarsely.

“ They can ’t  do i t ! ”  he assured h im self. “ They daren ’t 
do i t !  I t ’s illega l.”

B y now  he w as fee lin g  very  an gry . A n  Englishm an ’s 
hom e m ight be his castle, but there was no need fo r  all 
this kind o f  thing. Som eone ought to  be told  about it.

H e sw ung round a clum p o f  rhododendrons and found 
him self fa c in g  the house. He halted abruptly  and his 
anger began to dissipate. The door o f  the house stood 
w ide open. Sunning itse lf on the threshold lay  a b ig  black 
dog.

It  looked like a bloodhound. H enry stared a t it, fa s 
cinated, expectin g  that a t any m om ent it w ould sprin g  to 
its feet and com e tearin g  tow ard him . B u t apparently 
it had not heard him . It  slept soundly, w ith  a p erfectly  
audible snore.

H E began cautiously to  edge his w ay back a long  the 
path. It  w ould sim ply be asking fo r  trouble to  waken 
that sleeping dog. There w as another path w hich 

presum ably led to  the rear o f  the house. He w ould try  his 
luck on this.

T read in g  g in gerly  in the effort to  m ake as little  noise 
as possible, he cam e at last through a small kitchen garden 
to the back door o f  the house. This, too, w as open. Cross
ing the stone flags outside it, he knocked gently.

There w as no response. He knocked again , m ore loudly, 
but no one cam e to the door, nor could he hear any  sound 
o f  life  inside. T aking a step forw a rd , he risked a peep 
through the door into the kitchen beyond. H e jum ped 
back suddenly. Then, a fte r  a m om ent’s hesitation, he 
stepped fo rw a rd  again.

C ontrary to  expectation, the kitchen was not em pty. A 
stout m otherly body occupied a rock in g  chair on the hearth. 
H er head drooped forw a rd  on her am ple bosom . A  trim  
parlorm aid sat near the table, leaning heavily  again st it. 
A  large g in ger ca t lay  stretched on the hearthrug. A ll w ere 
fast asleep.
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The House of Sleep
H enry D ow nes’s brow n eyes opened wide as he stared 

in at the door. A  curious household, this. He coughed. 
N o one stirred.

“ E xcu se me,”  he said loudly, alm ost shouting. H e m ight 
have saved his breath, fo r  all that resulted.

He w as w onderin g w hat to  do next w hen he noticed the 
pum p over the sink. Beside it w as a large pint m ug. The 
tem ptation w as irresistible. He tiptoed to  the sink, filled 
the m ug and drained it— tw ice.

H is action had not disturbed anybody. Perhaps it would 
be as w ell to  fade aw ay w ithout any fuss. F eeling  much 
refreshed , he turned back tow ard the door. A lm ost im
m ediately he trod  on som ething.

It  w as the g in ger cat’s tail. Instead o f  the usual agon 
ized squaw k, the accident elicited only the fa in test o f  
squeaks. The g in ger cat stretched itse lf, turned over, and 
w ent to  sleep again.

A t  this m om ent H enry D ow nes first realized that there 
w as som ething w ron g  in the house. In the ord inary w ay 
cats stron gly  ob ject to h aving their ta ils trodden on. W hy 
was everyone asleep here? W h y  didn’t they w ake up?

A  curious chill ran dow n H en ry ’s back, a chill w hich w as 
not in any w ay due to the coldness o f  the w ater he had 
ju st drunk. He cast a rather w istfu l glance a t the open 
door. Then he re luctantly crossed the hearth and shook 
the stout cook in the rockin g chair.

She m oaned a little, and her lips tw itch ed ; but her eyes 
rem ained tig h tly  closed. D efinitely alarm ed now , H enry 
transferred  his attention to  the trim  parlorm aid. The 
result w as the same. H e panted a little w ith his exertions, 
and the cold chill ran down his back again.

He stood lookin g a t the tw o  sleeping w om en in helpless 
bew ilderm ent; and a fte r  a w hile it occurred to him that 
it m ight be a good th in g  to  m ake sure w hether there was 
anyone else in the house or  not. He w as on the point 
o f  ca lling  out w hen he suddenly restrained him self. A fte r  
all, this w as not a picnic. The state o f  a ffa irs looked rather 
sinister to  him. It  w ould be better, perhaps, not to adver
tise his presence, but to proceed by stealth.

T h ere was a horrib le creepy fee lin g  at the back o f  his 
neck as he m oved cautiously  out o f  the kitchen. He told 
him self that he w as several kinds o f  foo l fo r  m eddling in 
som ething w hich w as no concern  o f  his. B ut he kept on 
a long  the passage until he cam e to tw o  open doors fa cin g  
one another. C hoosing the one on the le ft , he g in gerly  
peered into the room  beyond.

It w as the din ing-room . T w o men w ere seated at the 
table w ith  the rem ains o f  lunch be fore  them . One was 
short and fa t , red -faced  and clean-shaven. The other w as 
long and thin, rather pallid, w ith a  stra g g lin g  moustache. 
Both slept peacefu lly , leaning over the table. There w as 
no sign  o f  disorder in the room . H enry noticed that three 
people had partaken o f  the meal.

A S he stared at the tw o sleepers it seemed to him that he 
heard a slight sound fro m  the room  across the passage. 
T u rn in g  quickly, he tiptoed to  the door and looked in. 

Here, again , w ere tw o m ore sleepers. In a large arm chair 
reclined a pleasant-faced you n g  m an. On a soft-cushioned 
settee lay  a very  beau tifu l girl.

H is brain  in a w hirl, H enry stum bled into the room . 
He w as past being surprised at what he had found. He 
had w alked into some grotesque dream , and w as now  pre
pared fo r  anything.

H e stood looking dow n at the g ir l;  and as he studied her 
lovely fa ce  another queer th ing happened. G oing back 
nearly fo r ty  years he rem embered the old nursery story  o f  
The S leeping Beauty, o f  the kiss that brought the princess 
back to life . C ircum stances w ere very  sim ilar here. He 
was perhaps not much o f  a p rin ce ; but he had m ade his 
w ay by  accident to this hidden castle, and found everyone 
under a m agic spell.

S illy , o f  course ! U tterly  ch ildish ! But H enry couldn ’t 
rid him self o f  the idea that i f  he kissed this g ir l she w ould 
wake up. He grew  hot and bothered w ith  the thought. 
K issing had no place in the routine o f  D ow nes’s D rapery 
Em porium . It w as som ething he w as not used to. And 
his d iscom fort increased as he made the astonishing dis
covery  that he w anted— yes, rea lly  w an ted !— to kiss this 
sleeping girl.

H e had never w anted an yth in g  so m uch. He m ust be 
mad. H e had fa llen  under th e  spell o f  this strange house. 
H e struggled  against the tem ptation  but it w as too strong 
fo r  him. A fte r  a quick g lance round he bent over and 
gently  kissed the so ft  w arm  lips.

The g ir l did not stir. H er eyelids rem ained closed. 
H enry sighed deeply.

A t  this m om ent a v ery  startlin g  th in g  happened. 
“ Splendid idea, old ch a p p ie !”  said a  quiet voice. “ But 

it doesn ’t seem to have w ork ed .”
Scared out o f  his w its, H enry sw ung round. The 

pleasant-faced you n g  man in the arm chair had com e to 
life , and w as regard in g  him  w ith  a quizzical smile.

C H A P T E R  II

F OR a m om ent H enry could do no m ore than stare at 
the p leasant-faced  young m an in dumb am azem ent. 
Then he found his voice.

“ I— I’m  sorry ,”  he stam m ered. “ I suppose I ought 
not to have com e in. But w hen I saw  everyone asleep, I— ”  

“ D on ’t apolog ize , old chappie,”  interrupted the young 
man. “ I  oughn ’t to have com e in, either.”

“ Then you ’re not— ”  H enry’ s eyes g ogg led . “ Y ou  haven’t 
— I m ean, w ho are y o u ? ”

“ I ’m Clarence K night, one o f  the K nigh ts from  Reddle- 
sham, Suffolk , you  know. W ho are y o u ? ”

“ H enry D ow nes. D ow nes’s D rapery Em porium , B rixton .”  
“ Pleased to m eet you, Mr. D ow nes.”  M r. Clarence K night 

rose from  his chair, crossed the room , and shook hands 
solem nly. “ Perhaps I m ay ca ll on you  some tim e? I sell 
vacuum  cleaners, you  know .”

“ D o y ou ?”  H en ry ’s brain  reeled. Som ehow  this conversa
tion  seem ed the m ost fantastic part o f  the dream . V acuum  
cleaners! W ith  all these people asleep in this m ysterious 
house! Surely he m ust w ake up soon ?

“ W ell, I try  to ,”  continued M r. K nigh t, w ith an idiotic 
rin. H e was about th irty-five years o f  age w ith fa ir  w avy 
a ir  and g ra y  eyes w hich looked as though they missed 

nothing. “ D euced hard w ork  som etim es, old chappie. I 
was hoping to  do a b it o f  business here today, but— ”  he 
shrugged his broad shoulders “ — no one seem s interested.”  

“ Y ou  mean that— you called here today on business— to 
sell vacuum  c lea n ers?”

“ P recisely.”
“ Y ou— you found everyone asleep?”
“ Quite. Then I heard you com ing, so I  pretended to  be 

asleep m yse lf.”
“ W h y ? ”
“ Frankly, old chappie, I w as scared. D ow nright fr ig h t 

ened. I mean— w ell, there’s som ething w ron g  here, isn ’t 
th e re ? ”

“ There certa in ly is !”  H enry studied the you n g  m an doubt
fu lly . Som ehow , his story  about vacuum  cleaners didn’t 
carry  conviction . “ There’s no electric ligh t here,”  he added 
suddenly.

“ I beg  your pardon .”
“ To w ork  the cleaners.”
“ Oh, quite. I sell both kinds, you  know .”
“ W here are th e y ? ”
“ I ’m not a peddler, old chappie.”  Mr. K n igh t’s tone w as 

injured. “ I ’m a salesman. I call first to  m ake an appoint
m ent fo r  dem onstration . N ot until then do I produce m y 
cleaners.”

“ Found it a long w alk, d idn ’t y ou ?”
“ I cam e on a bicycle .”
“ I didn’t see any b icycle .”
“ Perhaps you w eren ’t lookin g fo r  one.”  The foo lish  sm ile 

spread over the you n g  m an’s fa ce  again. “ W hat w ere you 
lookin g f o r ? ”

H enry was still not convinced about the vacuum  cleaners. 
H e fe lt  that M r. Clarence K nigh t knew m ore about what 
w as happening in this house than he pretended. Still, he 
realized that his ow n presence required som e explanation, 
and he told the story  o f  his search fo r  a drink in detail. 

“ And now ,”  he concluded, “ w hat’s it all a b o u t? ”
“ A sk  m e another, old chapp ie.”
“ W hat’s w ron g w ith these p e o p le ? ”
“ At a guess, I ’d say  they ’ve been drugged .”
“ D ru gged! But w ho— w hy— ”
“ Y ou  go  too fa s t  fo r  me, Mr. D ow nes.”  The you n g  m an 

shook his head thoughtfu lly  as he gazed  round the com 
forta b ly  furnished room . “ Beautiful g ir l, isn ’t s h e ? ”  

H enry blushed. “ I don’t know  w hat m ade me— ”
“ V ery  natural impulse, old chappie. V ery  natural, in d eed ! 

Funny about that house fu rth er  back on the road, isn ’t i t ? ”  
“ Y ou  mean the one that’s fastened u p ? ”
“ Yes. I expect you  thought it w as em pty. But it ’s oc

cupied.”
“ I know .”
“ H ow  do you  k n o w ?”
H enry explained. Mr. K nigh t w histled softly .
“ D idn ’t  look much like business there. D idn ’t look  like 

m uch here, fo r  that m atter. D idn ’t  strike me that either
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house was particu larly  anxious to  receive visitors. D id it 
strike you that the occupiers w ere frigh ten ed  o f  som e
th in g ? ”

“ N o.”  H enry w as startled. “ But now  you  m ention it— ”
“ Both frightened  o f  the same som ething, p erh a p s?”
“ It  m ay be— ”
“ Is this w hat they w ere frightened  o f ? ”  Mr. K nigh t in

d icated the sleeping g ir l. “ H as the long expected blow  
fa lle n ? ”

H enry gaped . Mr. K night looked at him queerly.
“ Seen any ow ls a b o u t? ”  he asked.
“ O w ls? ”
“ N ever m ind. H ave a sm oke.”
Blindly, H enry took  a cigarette  from  the proffered case. 

M echanically, he accepted a light. He hardly knew  w hat 
he w as doing. He w as not used to this kind o f  thing. It 
disturbed him— profoundly . A nyhow , w hat on earth had 
ow ls to do w ith a household o f  drugged  people?

“ W ell, w hat are w e goin g  to  d o ? ”  he m anaged to  say 
a fter  a w hile. “ Send fo r  the p o lic e ? ”

“ There’s no telephone.”
“ Y ou 've  g o t  a b icycle .”
“ Y es .”  M r. K night grinned again. “ I think it ’ll be easier 

to  w ait until som eone wakens up.”
H enry sat down. H e fe lt  suddenly w eary, tired out.
Mr. K nigh t prow led about the room . H e paused by the 

sleeping g ir l, and raised one o f  her eyelids.
“ Y es ,”  he m urm ured, “ she’ s been drugged .”
He continued his pacing. H enry w atched him drow sily. 

A fte r  a w hile  he darted out o f  the room  and across the 
passage.

Curious how  sleepy he w as g ettin g ! H enry fou gh t against 
an ever-increasing desire to  close his eyes. It was absurd 
to w ant to  sleep in such circum stances. But he could 
hardly raise the cigarette to his lips.

The cigarette ! A  m om ent o f  horrified realization brought 
him to his feet. The cigarette w as drugged! He tossed it 
into the fireplace and took  a step across the room . Then 
he tottered, and collapsed into a chair again.

In less than no tim e he was anxiously w atch ing a g in ger 
ca t on a b icycle  chase an ow l w hich was fly ing aw ay with 
a vacuum  cleaner. . . .

HE N R Y  D O W N E S cam e back to consciousness to  find 
that som eone w as shaking him vigorously . He tried 
to open his eyes, but the lids refused to  budge. N or 

w ould his lips fram e the words he w anted to say.
“ W ho is this fe l lo w ? ”  asked a loud an gry  voice. “ W hat 

does it a ll m ea n ?”
“ I rea lly  d on ’t know , sir,” protested another voice, much 

m ilder, rather deferential. “ Y ou  fo rg e t  that I have been 
a victim  o f  this— er— outrage m yself.”

“ Can’t  you  waken A ile e n ? ”
“ N ot yet, sir. M iss Porter seems quite unconscious.”  
“ It ’s the very  devil! Look here, W ilson, there’s no two 

w ays about it. T im othy H aslam  is behind this.”
“ I don’t see who else— ”
“ O f course you don ’t !  It  couldn ’t be anyone else. I 

don ’t  know  w hat his idea is, but I ’m g o in g  to find out. 
Come on! W e ’ll see the old scoundrel stra igh t aw ay.”  

“ But M iss Porter, sir. And this man. Is it sa fe to— ”  
“ Oh, com e on! T h ey both look  like sleeping fo r  hours 

yet. W e shan’t be lon g .”
“ V ery  good , sir. Shall I take a— ”
“ O f course you  w ill! And see that it’s loaded.”
The voices ceased, and H enry could hear the tw o men 

hurry from  the room . D row sily  he w ondered w hat was 
go in g  to happen to M r. T im othy H aslam.

H e tried to  open his eyes, and this tim e he was success
fu l. He w as surprised to  see the lam p burning in the 
room , the closely  shuttered w indows. H ow  long had he 
been asleep ?

A nd w here was M r. K n igh t?  N either o f  the tw o voices 
had been his. H enry sa t up and looked round searchingly. 
The g irl still slept on the settee. But there was no sign 
o f  M r. K night.

H e rose to his fee t. He fe lt  d izzy and unsteady, but 
otherw ise all right. H e investigated his w allet, and found 
that his m oney w as untouched. W hy had Mr. K night 
drugged  him ?

H e m anaged to stum ble to  the door, cross the passage, 
and look into the room  opposite. There w as no lam p lit in 
it, but sufficient ligh t cam e through the open door to  en
able him to see that the room  w as em pty.

H e w andered back to the room  and stood lookin g down 
a t the g ir l. She had a face  like a Madonna, he thought, 
pure, serene and lovely .

Quite suddenly she opened her eyes. Though they w ere 
heavy yet w ith sleep, he was thrilled by  the v iv id  blueness 
o f  them.

“ H e llo !”  she said doubtfully .
“ H ello !”  said H enry.
“ W ho are y o u ? ”
H e told  her.
“ W here’s U ncle B ob ?  A n d Mr. W ilso n ?”
“ I— I think they ’ve gone to  see Mr. H aslam .”
“ Oh, dear! M ore trou b le !”  Sleep cleared aw ay from  the 

blue eyes, and H enry now  decided that he had never seen 
a m ore vivacious impudent little  face . “ Good g ra ciou s !”  
The g ir l sat up, rea lizin g  som ething o f  the situation. “ It’s 
n igh t! I ’ve been asleep since lunch-tim e. W h at’s the 
m atter ? ”

“ I don’t know. Y ou ’ve been drugged , I think.”  
“ D ru gged ?”
“ Mr. K nigh t said so. He drugged  me, too.”
“ W h o ’s M r. K n ig h t? ”
“ H e sells vacuum  cleaners.”
The blue eyes opened wide. “ A m  I d ip p y ?  O r are y ou ?  

W hat are you doing here, an yw ay?”
H enry started to explain. H e had g o t  out on ly  a few  

w ords w hen he broke off, staring. The g ir l ’s m ovem ents 
had disarranged her light sum m er frock . One white 
shoulder w as partially  exposed. And on that shoulder 
H enry could  distinctly see a sm all picture o f  an owl.

C H A P T E R  I I I

HIS  surprise w as too obvious to be overlooked.
“ W h at is the m atter n ow ?”  asked the g ir l.

“ Y ou r— your shoulder,”  fa ltered  H enry. “ H ave 
you  seen it? ”

“ G ood L ord ! T h at’s nothing. H ave you never had a 
s ister?”  She m isunderstood him  and slipped the dress back 
into position. “ I thou gh t you ’d seen a g h ost !”

“ But rea lly— at the back— that ow l— ”
“ T hat w h a t?”
“ A n ow l— draw n on your shoulder.”
It  was necessary fo r  the g ir l to stand be fore  a m irror 

to see the draw in g crudely executed in ink on her white 
flesh. She w as as surprised as H enry had been.

“ W ell, o f  all the— W h o ’s done th a t?”
“ I don ’t know .”
“ What’s it mean?”
H enry shook his head. “ M r. K nigh t asked i f  I ’d seen 

any ow ls about.”
“ It  w asn ’t there a t lunch-tim e. Som eone's done it while 

I ’ve been— drugged .”  A  trace o f  anxiety  crep t into the blue 
eyes. “ L ord y ! I w onder— ”

“ W h a t?”
“ N othing. N ever m ind.”  She sat dow n w ith decision. 

“ Tell me about this M r. K nigh t.”
H enry resumed his story. The g ir l listened intently, 

show ing a particu lar interest in the pretended seller o f  
vacuum  cleaners.

“ So everyone in the house w as dru gged ?”  she com 
mented. “ E xcept M r. K nigh t.”

“ T h at’s r igh t.”
She laughed suddenly, surprisingly, m errily.
“ You m ust have w ondered w hat sort o f  a place you ’d 

got to, M r. D ow nes,”  she gurgled.
H enry thought he had never seen m ore beau tifu l teeth, 

but he didn ’t feel like laughing.
“ I ’m still w onderin g,”  he said severely.
“ O f course you are, you poor dear! I expect you ’re 

dy in g  to  be o ff, too. But you rea lly  m ust w ait until Uncle 
Bob com es back so that you can tell him all about Mr. 
K nigh t.”

“ H ow  lon g  w ill you r uncle be, M iss— I presum e you are 
M iss P orter?”

“ Yes, A ileen  fo r  short. H ow  lon g ’s U ncle Bob been 
gon e?”

“ I should think about an hour.”
“ H e’s had plenty o f  time to— ”  M iss P orter glanced 

at the clock, and burst out lau gh in g  again . “ H ow  scrum p
tiou s ! H e ’s forg otten  all about the t id e !”

“ The t id e ? ”
“ I t ’s high  about ten tonight. The causew ay w ill be cov

ered by now . He w on ’t be able to  get back.”
“ A n d  I ? ”  H en ry ’s face  lengthened. “ Can’t  I get 

across— ”
“ Oh, I ’ ll take you over in the boat. W h at say? Shall we 

go n ow ? A  spot o f  fresh  a ir w ouldn ’t  do us any harm. 
W e can w alk along the road until we m eet U ncle B ob .”

She broke off suddenly as a p iercing scream  cam e from
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som ewhere in the house, fo llow ed  im m ediately by  another. 

“ G -good L o r d !"  H enry fa ltered . “ W hat's th a t?"
“ T h at’s K ate ,"  said M iss P orter practica lly . “ H ysterics. 

Come o n ! "
She dashed from  the room  w ith  H enry padding heavily 

a fter  her. In the kitchen they found the m otherly cook 
try in g  to  calm  the trim  parlorm aid.

“ W h at’s the trouble, Su sa n ?" asked M iss Porter.
“ I dunno, M um ." The cook patted the parlorm aid ’s 

hand as though it w ere a piece o f  dough. “ W e was sittin ’ 
’ere talk in ’ , like, when all o f  a sudden she ’o ilers out, near 
scarin ’ me out o f  m e w its. A n ’ I can ’t m ake ’ead nor 
tail— ”

“ Come now, K ate ! T ell me w hat’s the m atter.”
“ I— I w ant to  go  hom e," sobbed the m aid brokenly. “ I 

daren ’t stay  here— it’s a horrib le  place. I w ant to  go hom e. 
I— I'm  frightened . T h ere ’s som ething w ron g. W hy did 
everyone sleep all a ftern oon? T h at’s w hat I w ant to  know. 
And there w as a fa ce  lookin g in at the w indow — ”

H E N R Y  glanced at the w indow . It  w as quite dark out
side, and he could see nothing but the reflection o f  the 
kitchen in the glass. H e crossed over w ith  the uncom 

fortab le  fee lin g  that som eone was w atch ing him from  
outside. Rather hastily, he fastened the shutters over the 
window.

“ He w as a m urderer, I ’m s u r e !"  K ate ’s voice was r is in g  
to a scream  again. “ B lack shining eyes ! Y ellow  teeth ! 
And a horrib le scar dow n one side o f  his face . I saw  him 
looking at me. Then he disappeared and— ’’

“ Just a tram p, probably, w ho lost his w ay .”
“ W h y  didn ’t Rover bark at him ? W h y  should he look 

at me like th at?  Oh— oh— ”
“ N ever m ind, K ate. Y ou ’ll be all r ig h t  now. M r. 

D ownes has fastened the shutters and— ”
“ I w ant to  g o  home. I w an t to  go home. . . . ”
It  took some time to calm  the terrified g irl. W hen her 

hysterical sobbing had quieted into com parative silence, 
Aileen P orter  led the w ay  from  the kitchen.

“ I w onder i f  she did see som eone," she mused, halting in 
the passage.

“ W ouldn ’t the dog— ”
“ T h at’s w hat m akes me think she m ust have imagined 

it. R over ’s a good house dog. K icks up a terrific shindy i f  
anyone com es, though he’s p erfectly  harm less."

“ He w as drugged , too, you know ,”  said H enry, lookin g 
on the black side, and fee lin g  fa r  from  happy. “ Perhaps 
he hasn ’t recovered yet."

“ Or perhaps U ncle Bob took him along. Yes, on the 
whole I should say K ate did see someone. She’s quite a 
sensible g ir l as a rule. W ell, w hat’s the next step, Mr. 
D ow nes? H ow  does this a ffect us? Do w e carry  out our 
orig inal p lan ? O r do you think we ought to  stay h ere?"

H enry looked into the eager young fa ce  so close to  his, 
and sigrhed. H e didn ’t w ant to go out into the darkness 
one little bit. It  was sa fer  and more com fortab le inside. 

“ Just as you lik e ," he said.
“ I f  there is someone h an ging about in the garden it 

m ight be better— ”  Aileen stopped short, w ide eyes fixed on 
the door. A n d H enry, fo llow in g  the d irection  o f  her gaze, 
shivered.

A  dark  om inous pool w as creeping under the door, 
spreading out w idely  on  the tiled  floor o f  the hall.

“ T h at’s— blood, isn ’t  i t ? "  breathed the girl.
“ Looks like i t ,"  agreed H enry, alm ost inaudibly.
“ Come o n ! L et’s see ."
A ileen  opened the door w ith a jerk . She stood rig id , her 

hand on the knob, her blue eyes hardening.
“ The d e v ils !"  she m uttered hoarsely. “ Oh, the filthy 

cruel d e v ils !"
The lam plight shone through the door. Stretched on the 

wide step outside lay  the body o f  the b ig  black dog. Its 
throat had been cut.

“ I can ’t  som ehow  believe," H enry began uncertainly, 
“ that M r. K nigh t w ould— ”

There w as a w h irrin g  sound, and som ething whizzed past 
his ear, thudd ing into the w oodw ork o f  the door. T u rn ing  
breathlessly, he saw a long slender kn ife , still quivering 
w ith the fd rce  o f  its im pact.

Suddenly grabbing  A ileen , he pushed her back into the 
hall, and slam med the door. A  m om ent later he opened it 
again, pulled the knife out o f  the w ood, then slam med it 
once m ore. A nd this tim e he locked it.

“ H eaven s!”  he gasped. “ T h at w as a— a nasty experi
ence ! ’’

The g ir l looked at him  curiously. “ W hy trouble to  brin g  
the k n ife  in ? "

“ It m ay possibly be som e m easure o f  p rotection ."
“ In case o f— ”
“ W ell, w e know  there ’s som eone out there now , don’t  w e? 

They m ay try  to  get in .”
“ A n d you ’re goin g  to  try  to  keep them o u t? "
“ W hy, o f  cou rse ! W e don ’t  w ant trea tin g  like that poor 

dog, do w e?”
A ileen  laughed brokenly, a queer little laugh w ith a hint 

o f  tears in it.
“ I rather like you, M r. D ownes. Y ou ’re a s p o r t !"
H enry blushed. In all his fo r ty  years he didn ’t  rem em 

ber anyone ca lling  him a sport before. A n d  he knew  he 
didn’t deserve it. H e w asn ’t a sport really . H e was ju st 
a very  frigh ten ed  little draper from  B rixton . But it 
sounded rather nice.

“ I— I think I ’d better go around ," he stam m ered, stick ing 
the kn ife  into his belt, “ and see that all the w indow s and 
doors are securely  fasten ed ."

“ Y ou ’re quite sure that w e ’re in fo r  a siege, th en ?"
“ I don 't k n ow ," said H enry fo r  perhaps the twentieth 

time. H is voice grew  firm er. “ But there's one th ing I do 
know— neither you nor I m ust w ander ou t into that garden 
while there's a desperate crim inal there throw ing knives 
about."

“ Okay, c h ie f ! "  smiled A ileen  shakily. “ W e ’ll see to  our 
defences."

They w alked round from  room  to room , m aking sure that 
the w indow s w ere closed. Luck ily, both shutters and doors 
w ere sturdy, and could be bolted securely.

“ And th at’s that,”  said H enry as they returned to the 
lounge. “ N o one can get in now — at least w ithout g iv in g  
us good w arning. I suppose w e needn’t  bother goin g  round 
u p sta irs?"

“ I don ’t think so ."
“ Then w hat do we do n ex t?"
“ Supper,”  said A ileen. “ I ’m hungry. Sit dow n. I ’ll see 

what Susan can do fo r  us.”
L e ft to h im self, H enry sat down. Perhaps a cigarette 

would do him good, soothe his unsteady nerves. He lit one, 
and lay back in his chair, t ry in g  to  m ake som e sense o f  the 
situation.

He hadn’t the fa in test idea w hat was happening. A ll 
he knew w as th at som ehow  danger threatened; and that 
w hatever the reason fo r  it all m ight be, he had dropped into 
it. So fa r  as he could see, he w as here fo r  the night, part 
and parcel o f  this m ysterious household, a ta rget fo r  m ur
derous knives, a victim  o f  circum stances he did not under
stand.

Useless to pretend that the prospect pleased h im ! The 
D rapery E m porium  at B rixton  had never seem ed m ore a l
luring. A nd yet he w as conscious o f  a s tra n ge  exhilaration, 
a kind o f  don ’t-care  m adness very  fore ign  to his usual prim  
tem peram ent.

He had forg otten  that fo r ty  is the dangerous age ; and 
he w ent hot all over as he suddenly rem em bered how  he 
had tried  to w aken A ileen  P orter. . . . She returned, fo l
lowed by  the parlorm aid ca rry in g  a supper tray.

C H A P T E R  I V
“ IT T O U ’D  better g o  to bed, K ate ," said A ileen. “ I fV  M r. P orter  w ants anything w hen he comes in, I ’ll

_L see about it. Put a hot-w ater bottle in the spare 
room , please. Mr. D ownes is s tay in g  the n ight."

“ V ery  w ell, M iss.”  The m aid hesitated. She w as still 
rather pale and shaky. “ Is— is it sa fe  to  g o  to bed, 
M iss?"

“ Is it sa fe, H en ry?”
“ O f cou rse !”  snapped H enry, w ishing he w ere snugly 

between sheets behind a locked door. “ I t ’s alw ays safe 
in b e d !"

Aileen handed him a cup o f  coffee.
“ Y ou ’re rather en joy in g  your little self, aren ’t y ou ?”  

she smiled as the maid w ent out.
“ I can ’t say that I am ." H e rem em bered som ething, 

and he w atched her closely  as he spoke. “ It  m ight be more 
com fortable i f  you explained what is g o in g  on ."

“ I expla in? Good L ord , m an! I haven ’t  the fa in test 
idea.”

“ Y ou know  som ething about it."
“ Do I ? "
“ Y ou know , fo r  instance, w ho M r. H aslam  is, and w hy 

you r uncle should consider him responsible fo r  the drug
ging. Y ou  know  som ething  about that draw in g o f  an owl 
on your shoulder."

“ Yes, I suppose I gave that aw ay ." A ileen  smiled at 
him again . “ Y ou  don ’t m iss much, H enry, do you? I

The MYSTERY Magazine, August, 19SU 111



The House of Sleep
didn ’t w an t to  say anyth ing about it be fore  because—  
w ell, it w as none o f  you r business. B u t you ’ve insisted 
on gettin g  you rself m ixed up in it,”  the blue eyes twinkled 
again , “ so I  m ight as w ell tell you all I know.

“ I t ’s m ighty  little, anyhow . H ave another sandwich. 
F irst about M r. H aslam . H e lives in that house h a lf a 
m ile dow n the road. I exp ect you saw  it— all shuttered 
and locked up .”

“ Y es, I  saw  it. I decided it  m ust be occupied by  a 
lunatic.”

“ A n d then you  cam e on  here and saw  all ou r notice 
board s ! G ee! I t  m ust have seem ed fu n n y  to you. And 
it is fu nny, really , w hen you know  the reason.

“ U ncle B ob and M r. H aslam  w ere partners in business. 
Stock-brokers in rather a b ig  w ay , w ith  offices in Col
chester and London. T h ey quarrelled— I ’ll tell you  w hat 
about in a m inute— and dissolved partnership . T h ey both 
retired  from  business and cam e to live w here they could 
devote them selves exclusively  to  the prosecution o f  the feud 
betw een them . I t ’s a very  b itter affa ir, I can assure you. 
O u r notice boards w ere  put up specia lly  fo r  M r. H aslam ’s 
benefit. H is house is locked up m erely  to keep U ncle Bob 
out.”

“ Sounds cra zy  to  m e,”  m uttered H enry.
“ It  is crazy— absolutely ! T h ey ’re both a bit d ippy—

ju s t  on th is one subject. T h ey ’ve nothing else to  do, you 
know . L ike a couple o f  kids p lay in g  at p irates.”

“ B ut surely  they don ’t  ca rry  this feud  o f  theirs to  the
extent o f  d ru gg in g ------- ”

“ O f course th ey  don’ t ! ”
“ Y ou r uncle seemed very  sure--------”
“ I ’ve told  you  he’s d ippy. I t  w ould be the first explana

tion  to  com e into his mind, and h e ’d a ct on it  w ithout 
stopp in g  to  think. I ’m  p erfe ctly  certa in  M r. H aslam  never 
did a th in g  like that. H e ’s quite a darlin g , rea lly .”

“ W ho did dru g  you, th en ?”
“ W ho drugged  you, H en ry ?”
“ H eavens! D o you  think that M r. K nigh t------- ”
“ L isten ! I ’ll tell you the rest. The quarrel between 

U ncle B ob and M r. H aslam  w as due to  a bu rg lary . It ’s 
ju s t  over a  y ea r  ago  now . A b ou t fifty  thousand pounds 
w orth  o f  bonds w ere taken from  the sa fe  in th eir London 
office. E ach  blam ed the oth er because the bonds had been 
le ft  in the sa fe  instead o f  being  deposited in a bank. Each  
considered the other responsible, see?”

“ Y es. B ut I don ’t see w hat this has g o t  to  do w ith  Mr. 
K nigh t.”  . , ,

“ W ell, the bu rg lary  w as com m itted by  a notorious crim i
nal called^The Owl—̂— ”

“ H e le ft  a card  in the sa fe. W ith  a little  p ictu re o f  an 
ow l draw n on it. The police told us he alw ays did this. 
T h ey told  us a lot m ore about him , too— w hat a clever 
chap  he w as, and all th at kind o f  th ing. B ut they didn ’t 
catch  him .”

“ A nd you think------- ”  , , ,
“ Th is is certa in ly  a p ictu re  o f  an ow l on m y shoulder, 

isn ’t  it?  H is signature, so to  speak.”
“ B ut w h y  should he com e here? W h a ts  he a fte r . 
“ T h at’s som ething I don ’t  know. I ’ve told  you all I can. 
T h ey w ere silent fo r  a w hile. H enry absent-m indedly 

sipped at h is coffee. It  had gone cold.
Suddenly, break ing  in to the stillness w ith  startling  

abruptness, a bell jan g led  som ewhere in the house.

C H A P T E R  V

A IL E E N ’ S eyes opened w ide as she stared at H enry. 
“ That's the fron t door bell,”  she w hispered. 

“ W -w h at shall w e d o ? ”
“ W e’d better open it, hadn ’t  w e ?”  .

“ W a it !”  H enry ’s cup clattered in its saucer as he laid it 
dow n. “ Y ou r  uncle w ouldn ’t  r in g ? ”

“ N o.”
“ And no one can cross the causew ay?
“ N ot till the tide goes out.”  .
“ Then it m ust be som eone w ho’s been han ging about out

side fo r  a lon g  tim e.”  t , . . .
“ Y es. I see w hat you  m ean. Perhaps w e d better not 

take any notice.”  . . T. .
The bell jan g led  again. And again. Its effect was m ore 

startling  w ith  each repetition.
“ W e can ’t  g o  on like this,”  m uttered H enry. H e had a 

brainw ave. “ I say! Can I have the cord  from  that pic
tu r e ? ”

“ Sure W h y ? ”
“ I’ve thought o f  som ething. Just an idea. I t ’ll be all

righ t i f  there ’s only one o f  them  at the door. Shall w e
risk  i t ? ”

“ I f  you  w ill, I  w ill.”
H enry detached the cord  from  the pictu re, m ade a run

ning noose in one end, and stole  qu ietly  to  the fro n t  door 
as the bell ran g  once m ore.

“ W h o ’s th e r e ? ”  he called.
“ Oh, is that you , old ch a p p ie? ”  replied a fam iliar  voice. 

“ Mind i f  I com e in a m in u te?”
“ Mr. K n ig h t!”  H enry w hispered to  A ileen . H e called 

again : “ W h at do you w a n t? ”
“ I  w ant to  see the lady o f  the house.”
“ She doesn ’t  require a vacuum  cleaner.”
“ ’T isn ’t  that, old chappie. I ’ve g o t  a present fo r  her.”  
H enry g lanced enqu iringly a t A ileen  w ho w as listening 

intently. She nodded.
“ The last tim e I opened th is door,”  he said, “ som eone 

threw  a kn ife  at m e.”
“ D euced bad m anners,”  agreed  M r. K n igh t’s voice. “ And 

som eone’s made quite a nasty  m ess out here.”
“ Y ou ’ll understand that w e ’re not taking any m ore risks,”  

continued H enry. H e considered th at he w as doing very  
w ell in the circum stances. “ Y ou ’ll have to  show  you r bona 
fides.”

“ A n d how  do I  do th a t ? ”
“ I ’ll open the door a little  w ay. Y ou ’ ll put both  your 

hands through so that w e can see there’s no kn ife  o r  any 
kind o f  w eapon in them .”

“ G ood enough fo r  me. C arry  on.”

H O L D IN G  the cord  in readiness, H enry w aited w hile 
A ileen  drew  the bolt and unlocked the door. H is feet 
w ere braced against the floor to  prevent the door 

being suddenly flung w ide. A s  it slow ly  opened, tw o hands 
cam e into view , one above the other. W ith  rea lly  re
m arkable ce lerity  he slipped the noose over  them , and 
drew  the cord  tight. A t  the sam e m om ent he jam m ed the 
door against the in tru din g arm s, holding them  m otionless 
until he had securely  fasten ed  the w rists together. W ra p 
p in g  the cord  round his ow n hand to prevent any  violent 
pull je rk in g  it aw ay, he opened the door m ore w idely.

“ Y ou  can com e in now ,”  he said, snatching the k n ife  from  
his belt. “ B ut don ’t try  any tricks.”

Mr. K n igh t did not try  any tricks. H e neither charged 
forw ard  nor tried to escape. Instead he strolled  in w ith
out hurry, grinn ing am iably a t his bound w rists.

“ Cute little w heeze,”  he said, as A ileen  locked and bolted 
the door behind him. “ Y ou r idea, old ch a p p ie ? ”

“ Y es ,”  said H enry curtly .
“ M ight not have w orked so w ell w ith  som eone else, o f  

course. In fa c t  w ith som e people I  know  it w ould have 
been positively  dangerous. H ow ever, a ll’s w ell th at ends 
w ell, as Mr. W h at’s-his-nam e says. I see you ’ve m anaged 
to w aken the lady up a t last. N oth ing like perseverance, 
old chappie.”

“ Shut u p !”  snapped H enry, reddening. “ Com e in here.”  
H e led his captive into the lounge. A ileen  follow ed, 

w atch ing Mr. K nigh t w ith  interest. She helped H enry 
fasten  him into a chair w ith  m ore p ictu re cord.

H e made no attem pt a t resistance.
“ R ou sing reception  you ’re g iv in g  me,”  he said cheer

fu lly . “  ’T isn ’t  o ften  people g row  so fon d  o f  me all at 
once.”

“ W e w ant to ask you a fe w  questions,”  said A ileen. She 
sat down fa c in g  him. “ W hy did you  drug  us all this a fte r 
n o o n ? ”

“ I didn’t.”
“ It ’s no use denying it,”  H enry broke in. “ N o one else 

could possibly have drugged  m e.”
“ A n d how  did I d rug  you , old ch a p p ie ? ”
“ Y ou  know  quite w ell. The cigarette  you  gave me— ”  
“ The cigarette ! I see now ! I w ondered w hy you  blam ed 

m e.”  M r. K n igh t’s g ra y  eyes narrow ed as they focu ssed  on 
the half-sm oked c ig arette  still ly in g on the hearth. “ That’s 
the rem ains o f  it, isn ’t i t ? ”

H enry picked it up. “ Y es .”
“ W ell, put it in m y m outh. L ight it. I f  it drugged  you 

it should d ru g  me, e h ? ”
“ I suppose so.”
Both H enry and A ileen  w atched the experim ent w ith ex

citem ent. M r. K nigh t puffed regu larly  a t the cigarette, 
sm oking it to the end. It had not the ligh test effect on 
him.

“ Satisfied?”  he inquired.
“ I can ’t understand that,”  m urm ured H enry puzzled. “ I f  

I w asn ’t d rugged  that w ay, how  on earth— ”
“ I ’ ll tell you, old chappie. Y ou  w ere drugged  in precisely

1 1 2 The MYSTERY Magazine, August, 193U



The House of Sleep
the sam e w ay  as everyone else in the house. W hen I came 
back into the room  and found you  fa s t  asleep, it gave me 
quite a nasty  ja r . I couldn ’t see how  it had been done, 
because I knew  you ’d on ly  ju st com e into the house. I 
started thinking about poison gas, and all sorts o f  queer 
th ings like that. Made m e quite nervous, I can assure you. 
Then I rem em bered that you ’d helped you rse lf to  a drink 
o f  w ater from  the pum p. I w ent to  have a look  at this, 
and found the solution to  the problem . There’s a filter un
der the sink, as you  know , Miss Porter. Som eone had opened 
this and placed inside it a fa ir  quantity o f  a harm less but 
pow erfu l sedative w hich dissolves rather slow ly in w ater. 
E veryone in the house had been dosing h im self during the 
m orning w ith this doctored w ater. Mr. D ownes g o t  only 
the fa g  end o f  it, w hich explains w hy his sleep didn’t  last 
so long as the others.”

H enry looked at A ileen.

H A T  m ust be rig h t,”  he said slow ly. “ I t ’s the only 
possible explanation  o f  w hat happened to m e.”  

“ Y es ,”  she agreed, “ it m ay be so. “ But w e don ’t 
know  that our frien d  here didn ’t  m onkey w ith the filter.”  
She turned back to M r. K night. “ W hat w ere you doing 
in the house?”

“ H asn’t M r. D ownes told you about m y vacuum  clean
ers?”

“ Y es, he has! And I don’t believe a w ord o f  i t ! ”
M r. K night grinned. “ I  hardly thought you w ould. But 

it was the best excuse I could think o f  on the spur o f  the 
m om ent.”

H e sat forw ard  suddenly. A nd H enry saw  w ith am aze
ment that the prisoner w as free . H e saw also the tiny 
silver-plated revolver that had m agically appeared in his 
hand.

“ Y ou ’re not too good at ty in g  knots, old chappie,”  he w ent 
on. “ I ’ll g ive you a lesson some tim e. F org ive  me i f  I 
appear in rather a hurry ju st now. There’s w ork  to be 
done.”

He rose from  the chair and poured him self a cup o f  
coffee.

“ Y ou think I ’m The O wl, M iss P orter,”  he continued. 
“ I ’m not— but I don’t expect you to  believe it. Appearances 
are rather against m e.”  H e drank the coffee. “ W e must 
g e t  a m ove on. I  said I had a present fo r  you. Y ou 'd  better 
com e w ith me— both o f  you— and co llect it.”

N either H enry n or A ileen  stirred.
“ Q uickly! P lease!”  he said.
There w as a new quality in his voice, a sternness that 

com manded respect. A ileen  slow ly  rose to  her feet. The 
revolver turned tow ard H enry, and he jum ped to attention 
by her side.

“ Open the door, p lease,”  Mr. K nigh t com m anded. “ There’s 
no dan ger— at present. B ring that e lectric torch  w ith you .”  

In view  o f  the revolver, it seem ed foo lish  to  argue. Henry 
walked slow ly  to  the door w ith A ileen  close a t his heels. 
Mr. K nigh t brought up the rear.

“ K eep to the le ft ,”  he said as they passed through the 
door into the darkness o f  the n ight outside. A nd a fter a 
few  steps: “ Show  your ligh t on that bush.”

The circle  o f  ligh t disclosed the body o f  a m an ly in g  be
neath the bush. It also disclosed the fa c t  that he w as 
securely bound and gagged .

“ M y knots are a trifle better than yours,”  chuckled Mr. 
K night. “ H e doesn ’t show  any sign o f  gettin g  loose.”  

“ W ho is th is ? ”  asked A ileen.
“ The little present I m entioned, M iss Porter. H ave you 

anyw here you  can— er— store h im ? ”
“ W hat do you  m ea n ?”
“ H e’s rather a dangerous gentlem an— and he m ay have 

friends o f  the sam e calibre about. H e ’s quite adequately 
fastened up, but I ’d fee l m ore com fortab le  i f  he w ere under 
lock and key.”

“ W e could put him in a cellar. But— ”
“ Carry him in, please. I ’d do it m yself, but you m ight 

try  to  truss me up again .”
H enry fe lt  bew ildered, and he guessed that the g irl w as 

equally uncertain o f  herself. T h ey both hesitated to follow  
these instructions. F or all they knew, they m ight be help
ing The Owl to  ca rry  out his m ysterious plans.

“ Q uickly, p lease!”  said Mr. K nigh t again. And fo r  the 
second tim e that stern quality in his voice com manded 
obedience.

They carried the prisoner into the house. A s  they passed 
under the hall lamp A ileen  noticed the scar down one side 
o f  his u g ly  fa ce , the fierce brutal eyes.

“ W h y !”  she cried. “ I t ’s the m an K ate saw lookin g in at 
the w in d ow !”

“ Y ou  are quite right, in that conclusion, M iss P orter.”  
“ Is he The O w l? ”
“ H ardly . H e ’s ju st an underling. But he’s responsible fo r  

k illing your dog, and throw ing that kn ife  at you .”
“ Y ou  seem  to know  everything that has happened.”
“ I  ought to ,”  adm itted M r. K night. “ I ’ve been here 

all the tim e.”  H e advanced to the top  o f  the stairs leading 
dow n to the cellars, and flashed the torch . “ D o you mind 
i f  I hu rry  you? There isn ’t much tim e to spare.”

B y the ligh t o f  the torch , the captive was carried dow n 
the stone steps and deposited in an em pty w ine-cellar the 
door o f  w hich had a strong though ru sty  lock.

“ H e should be out o f  m isch ief now ,”  said Mr. K night, 
lock in g the door and dropping the key in his pocket. “ I ’m 
not frightened  o f  him releasing h im self. And I  don ’t  think 
anyone but w e three know s w hat has happened to  him, so 
w e needn’t fe a r  his friends.”

They returned to the hall.
“ W hat does he w a n t? W hat w as he doing h ere? W hy 

did he— ”
“ He w ouldn’t say,”  grinned Mr. K nigh t. “ I  asked him .”  
“ But you know  som ething about him , don’t y o u ?  Y ou 're  

not w hat you pretend— ”
“ I know ju st this.”  The foo lish  grin  vanished com pletely 

from  Mr. K n igh t’s pleasant fa ce , leaving it strangely  stern. 
“ I know  that you ’re in grave danger. The w hole business 
is typical o f  The Owl’s m ethods. H e alw ays aim s at te rr ify 
ing his v ictim s be fore  he strikes.”

“ And dru gg in g  th e m ?”
“ N o. T h at’s som ething I can ’t  fa th om  yet. But since 

then— the draw ing on your shoulder w hich I heard you  d is
cussing, the fa ce  a t the w indow , the flung kn ife— all cal
culated to  frigh ten  you. H e ’s a very  w ise old bird .”

“ But w hy should The Owl com e h ere?  W h at does he 
w a n t? ”

Mr. K nigh t thrust his fa ce  close to  the g ir l ’s, and looked 
deep into her w orried blue eyes.

“ D on’t  you know, M iss P o r te r ? ”
“ N o, I don ’t ! H onestly ! I haven’t the fa in test idea.”  
“ Then I ’ ll have to  find out som ew here else.”  Mr. K night 

turned tow ard the door. “ D on ’t  go out. Lock the door 
and keep  it locked. D on ’t open to  anyone but me.”  H is 
g ra y  eyes twinkled. “ A n d  don ’t pay  too much attention to 
friend H enry’s brainw aves, or  they m ay land you  into very 
serious trouble.”

The next m om ent he w as gone.

C H A P T E R  V I

W  E L L , that’s a  d e v il!”  said A ilen .
H enry didn ’t approve o f  young ladies using strong 

language, but he fe lt  that the present w as hardly  a 
propitious m om ent fo r  protest.

“ R a th er!”  he agreed.
“ He m akes  you do th ings, doesn’t h e?”
“ H e made us.”
“ H e adm itted that he w asn ’t a vacuum  salesman. A nd 

I don ’t believe now  that he’s anything to  do w ith The Owl. 
I ’ll bet he’s a d etective !”

“ I shouldn’t be surprised ,”  agreed H enry. H e w as so 
puzzled and bew ildered that he w ould have agreed to 
anything.

“ But I w ish I knew  w hat it w as all about.”  The g ir l ’s 
bright eager fa ce  becam e w orried . “ A n d  I wish I knew 
w hat has happened to U ncle B ob .'

“ H e’ll be all r igh t,”  said H enry, w ithout m uch confi
dence. “ H e had someone w ith him .”

“ W ilson— yes. I don ’t  like W ilson  m uch.”
“ W ho is h e?”
“ Sort o f  secreta ry  to  U ncle Bob. W aits on him hand 

and fo o t.”
“ They took the revolver w ith them .”
“ H e ll!”  A ileen  jum ped. “ W hy d idn 't you  tell me that 

b e fo re? ’
“ I ’ve on ly  ju st  rem em bered. A nd it 's  all to  the good, 

isn ’t  it?  Protection  against— ”
“ It ’s a ll to  the bad. U ncle B ob ’s not fit to  ca rry  a gun. 

H e’s quite capable o f  shooting M r. H aslam . A n d W ilson 
daren ’t say  no to him about anyth ing.”

T h ey returned to the lounge. A ileen  w as restless and 
uneasy. She paced about the room  so quickly that H enry 
grew  dizzy w ith w atch in g  her.

“ I w ish you w ouldn ’t do that,”  he com plained. “ Y ou 
m ake m e nervous.”

“ It ’s no g o o d !”  She stopped suddenly. “ I ’ ll have to 
g o ! ’

“ W h ere?”
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A fte r  U ncle Bob. I ’ve g o t  to  find him .”

“ Oh, I kn ow ! H e also said that there w as no danger 
a t present. W here’s he gone, an yh ow ?”

A  silly  question to  ask, thought H enry. H e was not Mr. 
K n igh t’s keeper— thank goodness!

“ I f  it ’s safe fo r  him it ’s sa fe  fo r  m e,”  A ileen  w ent on, 
“ I ’m g o in g !”

“ V ery  w ell,”  H enry agreed reluctantly. “ B ut I hope 
w e ’re not being foo lish .”

On the fa r  side o f  the kitchen garden , a small boat
house w as built am ong the w illow s. T h ey stole tow ard 
this, instinctively m aking as little noise as possible. In
side it was a sailing  dinghy w ith a little  outboard m otor 
attached.

“ M r. K n igh t’s evidently  taken the other,”  said A ileen, un
hitch ing the painter. “ W e w on ’t start the m otor in case 
anyone is about. W e ’d  better ju st cross the creek and 
w alk on the road , don ’t you  th ink? W e m ight m eet U ncle 
Bob there.”

“ A ll right,”  agreed  H enry, helping to  push the boat out. 
I t  did not take lon g  to  row  around the little  island and 

reach the fa r  side o f  the creek. They fastened the boat 
ca re fu lly  to a post, and set off at a brisk  pace along the 
road.

They reached their destination w ithout fu rth er  speech. 
The gates were padlocked as H enry had seen them before. 
The house showed up dim ly am ong the surrounding trees. 
T h ey could see no ligh t anyw here m  its b lack bulk.

A ileen  pulled a t the old -fashioned  bell beside the gate. 
T h ey could hear the creaking o f  the w ire, but not the 
r in g in g  o f  the bell itself. A fte r  w a itin g  a few  moments, 
she pulled again.

A  door closed gen tly  in the distance. The gravel patch 
crunched so ftly  under the fe e t  o f  som eone cautiously  ap 
proach ing. Then a quavering high-pitched voice  called : 

“ W h o ’s there? W hat do you w an t?”
“ H ello, Mr. H aslam ! Th is is Aileen Porter. I ’m looking 

fo r  U ncle Bob.”
There w as a perceptib le  pause be fore  the voice sa id : 

“ H e isn ’t here.”
“ B u t he came here, M r. H aslam . O ver tw o hours a go .”  
“ I know  he did. H e ’d £ot some kind o f  bee in his bon

net, so I sent him  back w ith a flea in his ea r .”
“ F on d o f  insects, a ren ’t  you? Come on— tell me all 

abou t it. He hasn ’t  com e hom e, you know .”
“ H e w ill. H e’ll turn  up in the m orn in g like the bad 

penny he is.”  The voice developed a w heezy chuckle. “ Take 
m y w ord  fo r  it, m y dear. He’ll turn  up.”

“ A nd W ilson ?”
“ W ilson ’s w ith him , w herever he is.”
“ W h at did he say to  you when— ”
“ I ’m sorry  I can ’t  stay to  talk  to  you , m y dear. I ’ll 

catch m y death o f  cold. N igh t a ir  never did agree w ith 
me. Run along back  to bed, and don ’t w orry  about your 
precious uncle. H e’ ll turn  up  in the m orning. G ood-night, 
m y dear. G ood-night.”  „  „  .

The gravel crunched again , m ore loudly. The distant 
door closed w ith a perceptib le slam. A ileen  stared through 
the gate.

“ W h at do you think about th a t?”  she asked a t last.
“ I don ’t know your M r. H aslam ,”  said H enry judicia lly , 

“ bu t it seemed to me that he was— ”

O F  course he w a s ! Y ou ’ve g o t  ideas, H enry, i f  you ’d 
on ly  allow  them  to em erge. H e w as lying. H e know s 
p erfectly  w ell w here U ncle B ob is.”

“ T h at ’s w hat I thought. And I ’d g o  fu rth er than that.
I got the very  definite im pression— ”

“ Y ou  do take some time to sp it it  out. Y ou  mean that 
U ncle Bob is in th at house?”

M r. H aslam  w as so very  sure abou t him turning up 
in the m orning— ”  , ., , , , .

“ T h at’s right. Y o u ’ve hit the nail r ig h t on the head, 
H enry. I ’ll bet a quid he’s in there.”

“ A  prison er?”
“ P robably . I ’m g o in g  to try  to get in .”
D elighted w ith  his unsuspected pow ers o f  deduction, 

H enry w as quite w illin g  to  help to v e r ify  them.
“ H ow  do you propose to  do th a t?”
“ H eaven k n ow s! W e m ay find an open w indow , or som e

th in g  o f  the kind. F a ilin g  that, w e’ll have to  tem pt M r. 
H aslam  out aga in , and slip in w hile his back ’s turned. 
W e ’ll m anage it som ehow. Come on ! L e t s  shin over 
this w all.”

“ T h ere ’s barbed w ire on the top.
“ I know .”  A ileen  took o ff her coat and flung it on to  the 

top o f  the w all. “ I f  w e ’re care fu l w e’ll be all right.”

The clim bing o f  the w all did not present m uch difficulty. 
Once over, they exam ined the first w indow  they came to, 
and it w as evident that th ey  w ere g o in g  to  have difficulty 
in find ing a w a y  into the house. The w indow  w as covered 
by  a stron g  w ooden shutter, secured b y  sturdy  iron bolts 
w hich fastened inside.

Som ew hat disheartened, they set o ff on a cautious circu it 
o f  the house. T h ey passed w indow  a fte r  w indow , sa fe ly  
guarded in the sam e w ay. It seemed that they w ould have 
to  try  their plan o f  tem pting M r. H aslam  to open a 
door.

A n d  then fortu n e  favored  them . A t  the back o f  the 
house they discovered a sm all w indow  near to the ground. 
E v iden tly  its fu n ction  w as to  adm it ligh t to  a cellar be
neath the kitchen. It  had been protected  by  iron bars, 
but fo r  some reason the bars had been cu t aw ay. And the 
w indow  itself w as open.

“ C ru m bs!”  breathed A ileen. “ W e’re in lu ck !”
H enry w as doubtfu l. It  occurred to  him that this in

vitation  to  enter m ight be a trap , but he knew  they would 
have to  risk it.

“ I ’ ll get in first,”  he said, w ishing h im se lf a thousand 
m iles aw ay, “ then I can g ive  you a hand.”

It  w as easy to slip  through the w indow  fe e t  first. F or 
a m om ent he hung there, clutching the rem ains o f  the iron 
bars, fu lly  expecting that som eone w ould g rab  his legs. 
B u t nothing happened. He let g o  o f  the bars. The drop 
w as not m ore than a few  inches.

“ A ll r ig h t !”  he said. “ Come o n !”
A ileen  fo llow ed w ithout hesitation. H e caught her round 

the w a ist and set her gently  on her feet.
“ Splen d id !”  he m urm ured. “ N o noise at a ll.”
He turned aw ay  from  the little w indow . A lm ost imm e

diately he stum bled over som ething on the floor, som ething 
so ft  and yield ing that could only be the body  o f  a man.

C H A P T E R  V I I

I^ O R  one fren zied  second H enry thought th at he m ust 
 ̂ scream . Then he m anaged to suppress the m om entary 

panic, and clu tched A ileen ’s arm .
“ The l ig h t !”  he gasped . “ The l ig h t !”

She flashed the torch . Its  beam disclosed a stout rubicund 
m an ly in g  on the stone floor, bound and gagged .

“ Y e g o d s !”  she exclaim ed. “ I t ’s U ncle B o b !”
The prisoner’s fa t  jo lly  fa ce  was an a larm ing  color, livid. 

W hen they hu rried ly  rem oved the g a g  from  his mouth, they 
d iscovered that his condition w as due to anger rather than 
suffocation.

“ M y soul and b o d y !”  he exploded a t once. “ W hen I get
m y hands on T im othy H aslam ------- ”

“ S s h !”  w arned A ileen , un fasten ing the rope round his 
legs. “ N ot so much noise.”

“ A n d W ilson, to o ! I ’ll break his--------”
“ D on ’t talk  until w e get out o f  here.”
It  took  quite a w hile to rem ove the various bonds. Robert 

P orter  groaned as he scram bled stiffly to  his feet.
“ A  hell o f  a r o w !”  he w ent on, ru bb in g  his cram ped

lim bs. “ Som eone’s g o in g  to  pay  fo r  th is ! O f all the------- ”
“ F o r  the love o f  M ike, do be q u iet! W e ’ve got to  get 

out o f  here w ithout being  heard.”
“ G et out? Run aw ay? N ot m e! I ’m g o in g  to  find Tim othy 

H aslam  and------- ”
“ Y o u ’re  g o in g  to do nothing o f  the kind, U ncle Bob. 

Y ou ’re com ing stra igh t hom e w ith us. N ow  don ’t argue. 
T h ere ’s trouble enough w ithout you m aking it  worse. W e ’ll 
tell you  all about it as w e g o  hom e.”

A ileen  flashed the torch  round. T h ey w ere in a  bare 
stone cellar w ith a strong wooden door.

“ Cellars seem popu lar tonight,”  she m urm ured. She 
tried  the door; it w as locked. “ W e ’ll have to get out 
through the w indow .”

G etting out w as not quite so easy as gettin g  in. S prin g
ing up, H enry m anaged to grip  the sill o f  the window. 
The others pushed, and he scram bled through. H e gave 
a hand to A ileen, and she follow ed easily  enough. Be
tween them, they hauled the reluctant U ncle B ob up w ith 
out accident, though there w as on ly  ju s t  enough room  fo r  
him to pass betw een the rem ains o f  the iron  bars.

T h e house w as still dark  and silent. E v idently  Mr. 
H aslam ’s suspicions had not been roused. T h ey hurried 
through the neglected garden, clim bed the w all at the 
sam e place, and retrieved  A ileen ’s coat. W hen they stood 
together in the road, she form a lly  introduced the tw o men.

“ M r. D ownes is a sport,”  she told  her uncle. “ H e’s 
been aw fu lly  nice to  me. I don ’t know  w hat I ’d have done 
w ithout him. L isten to  me. Then you can have your say.”
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A s they w alked back a long the road  she gave a detailed 

description  o f  everything that had happened at the house 
since R obert P orter  le ft . He listened w ith grow in g  in
credulity.

“ A re  you pu lling  m y le g ? ”  he snorted w hen she had 
finished. “ Is this som e sort o f  s illy  jo k e ?”

“ Y ou  should know  better than I ,”  she replied tartly . 
“ Y ou 've  probably m et this Mr. K n igh t b efore .”

“ N ev er !”
“ W ell, you m ust have som e idea w hat The O w l is  a fter— 

in your ow n house.”
“ I haven 't the fa in test notion. I ’ve not heard a w ord 

about The Owl since the burglary . By h e ck !”  P orter 
stopped abruptly. “ I ’ll bet he’s w ork in g  in con junction  
w ith T im othy H asla m !”

“ W hatever makes you think th a t? ”

I T ’S on ly  ju st struck me. Y ou  know  that Tim othy 
H aslam  w as responsible fo r  those bonds being le ft  in 
the sa fe. Just so th at The Owl could steal ’em, eh? I t ’s 

never occurred  to me before, but now  it ’s plain as a 
pikestaff. T h ey ’re in collusion. A n d tonight— w hen The 
O w l’s got som e m ore d irty  w ork  to do, H aslam  fastens 
me up in his cellar to  keep me out o f  the w ay .”

“ But you w ent to his house o f  your own accord, U ncle 
B ob .”

“ O f course I d id ! H e knew  I ’d go. H e knew  I ’d guess 
w ho’d drugged  us all, and hu rry  there to have i t  out w ith 
him . H e planned it all out. Isn ’t that p erfectly  clear, Mr. 
D ow nes?”

“ It  sounds rather— er— theoretical to  m e,”  said H enry 
apologetica lly. “ Y ou  see, you haven ’t  told  us yet ju st 
w hat happened to you .”

“ H aven ’t I ?  N o, o f  course I haven ’t !  W ell, I ’ll tell you 
now. A n d  then perhaps you can  tell m e w h at’s becom e o f  
that priceless foo l, W ilson .”

R obert P orter ’s voice had risen , and som ehow  H enry 
knew  th at his fa ce  w as grow in g  purple w ith  anger again.

“ W e w alked straight to H aslam ’s,”  he w ent on, “ and 
I don ’t  mind adm itting that I w as a b it  annoyed. A nyone 
would be, I  think, a fte r  his w hole household had been 
drugged . The old devil cam e to his gate and jeered  at 
us. H e got m y m onkey up, as he alw ays does, and I pulled 
out a revolver.

“ A s soon as he saw  this, he changed his attitude. He 
was scared stiff, I  can tell you. W ouldn ’t I com e in? 
A n d W ilson , too?  I f  I ’d put that gun aw ay and be friendly , 
he’d tell me everyth ing he could .”

“ And you fe ll  fo r  i t ? ”  laughed Aileen.
“ D on’t  interrupt. I t ’s easy enough to be w ise a fte r  the 

event. I thought it w as all right. N ever guessed that he 
was such a double-dyed scoundrel. H e unlocked the gate, 
took  us into his house, and insisted that we should have 
a drink. I w atched him deuced care fu lly  w hile he w as 
m ix ing it, I  can tell you. I w asn ’t g o in g  to be drugged 
again. But everyth ing seemed to be all right. He had one 
him self.

“ Then he said he’d som ething to  show  me privately. He 
took me out o f  the room  and down to the cellars. I follow ed  
him like a lam b to the slaughter, never suspecting any
thing. M y soul and body ! W hen I g e t  m y hands on h im ! 
B efore  I knew  w hat w as happening he had me on the floor 
w ith  a rope round m y neck. I f  I struggled  he pulled it 
tight. I had to lie quiet w hile he fastened me up.

“ He le ft  m e in th at cellar, and returned in a few  m in
utes w ith W ilson. W h at he ’d told him I don ’t know, but 
I expect he’d played the sam e trick. A nyhow , W ilson was 
fastened up ju s t  as I w as. T im othy put some m ore ropes 
round us. ‘ Y o u ’ll have a  ̂chance o f  coolin g  o ff here,’ he 
said, g rin n in g  all over his ugly  face. ‘Y ou  m ay have 
learned some sense b y  m orning.’ Then he took him self and 
his candle out, lock in g the door behind him.

“ W ell, w e ju s t  la y  there. W e couldn ’t do anything else 
— not even talk. I got sore and stiff. A nd there w ere ra ts !
L ord ! W hen I see Tim  H aslam  again  I ’ll------- ”

“ Go on, U ncle Bob. W h at happened n ext?”
“ I can ’t  say  how long w e ’d been ly in g  there when I  saw 

a light at the w indow . It w as an e lectric torch ; and 
a fte r  flashing round a bit, the ligh t was directed straigh t 
through the w indow  on to us. Then it focu ssed  on the 
iron bars, and the man outside started cu ttin g  through.

“ ‘It  took him  a deuce o f  a time. W hen the jo b  w as done, 
he forced  the w indow  catch  and slipped through. He di
rected his ligh t onto each o f  us as though try in g  to make 
up his mind w ho we w ere. B u t he never spoke a w ord . 
A n d I couldn ’t see any more o f  him than a dark shadow 
behind the ligh t.”

“ Y ou  don ’t know  who he w as, then?”  inquired A ileen. 
“ Even n ow ?”

“ I haven ’t the fa in test idea.”
“ I ’ll bet it w as M r. K nigh t,”  said H enry suddenly. 
“ W h y  do you think th a t?”
“ Oh, I don ’t  know . But it— w ell, it sounds like him, 

som ehow.”
“ It  couldn ’t have been M r. K nigh t,”  objected  A ileen. 

“ He was in the house with us at that tim e.”
“ W ell, w hoever it w as,”  R obert Porter w ent on, “ he 

played me a d irty  trick. A fte r  looking at us fo r  a w hile, 
he seemed to decide w hat he w anted to do. B ending dow n 
he cu t the rope around W ilson ’s feet. H e le ft  his arm s 
fastened, and the g a g  in his mouth. Still w ithout speak
ing, he helped W ilson  to get up, lifted  him  to the w indow  
and litera lly  pushed him through. Then he clim bed through 
him self.

“ I w aited, quite unconcerned, expecting him  to  come 
back to me. A fte r  a while, it began to daw n on m e that 
he w asn ’t com ing back. A nd he didn ’t !  N oth ing m ore 
happened until you cam e along.”

They w alked on in silence. The moon w as now  sw inging 
h igher into the sky, bathing the deserted countryside w ith 
w arm  light. The road showed w hite and em pty before  them. 
In the distance they could see the black blob o f  their 
boat on the w ater. A p a rt from  them selves, nothing seemed 
to be stirring.

“ D on ’t you th ink ,”  H enry suggested again as they 
reached the boat, “ that one o f  us should go fo r  the p o lice?”  

“ S u re !”  agreed Porter. “ W e ’ll give ’em another h a lf- 
hour, in case W ilson  did go  fo r  them. I f  they don’t turn 
up by then, either you or  I ’ ll have to take a long w alk. 
In  the meantime I ’d like to see i f  I recognize this fe llow  
w ith the scar.”

T hey row ed back to the boathouse. The second boat 
w as still m issing. T h ey w alked through the garden w ithout 
seeing an y  sign o f  an intruder. B ut w hen they reached 
the house a little shock aw aited them . The door stood
a jar.

“ I ’m sure I locked it,”  said A ileen . “ A n d  here ’s the key 
— in m y pocket.”

“ E a sy  enough fo r  a crook to p ick  that lock ,”  m uttered 
Porter. “ I t ’s quite a simple pattern .”

There w as nothing disturbed inside, no indication that 
anyone had been in. B efore  the men could stop her, Aileen 
slipped upstairs. She returned in a m om ent to  report that 
the tw o m aids w ere all righ t and had heard nothing.

“ Perhaps the prison er’s escaped,”  suggested H enry anx
iously. “ Shall I see?”

“ W e ’ll keep together,”  said P orter. H is red jo lly  face  
had becom e serious. He fe lt  in his pocket and w ithdrew  
a revolver. “ Thank the L ord ! T im  H aslam  fo rg o t  to  take 
this from  m e.”

T hey w ent dow n the stone sta irs  to the cellars.
“ H e’s g o n e !”  cried  Aileen as soon as they turned the 

corner a t the bottom . The door o f  the cellar in w hich 
Mr. K night had locked their prisoner w as open.

“ N o, he hasn ’t ! ”  said H enry, flashing the torch  in.
“ H e’s still h ere! Fastened up and------- ”

He stopped abruptly. The m an who lay  trussed up on 
the floor w as not the man w ith  the scar.

“ I t ’s W ilson !”  exclaim ed Porter. “ M y soul and body !
H ow  in the name o f  creation  has he got--------”

And he, too, broke off w ith a stifled exclam ation. A s 
they drew  nearer, the light disclosed that W ilson  was 
dead, his throat cut from  ear to  ear. I t  also showed a 
small w hite card pinned to his breast, a card bearing 
a rough draw in g o f  an owl.

F or a m oment they all stared in stupefied amazement. 
Then, be fore  they had recovered their w its, pandemonium 
broke out in the distance.

A  shot ra n g  out w ith  startlin g  suddenness. This was 
follow ed im m ediately by  the sp luttering o f  a m otorboat. 
Several voices yelled loudly, and m ore shots penetrated 
the noise. The exhaust o f  the boat settled into a steady 
roar w hich grew  rapid ly  louder.

And abruptly, all w as silence again.

C H A P T E R  V I I I

RO B E R T  P O R T E R ’S heavy ja w  dropped, and his broad 
red fa ce  paled a little.

“ W h at the devil’s th a t?”  he m uttered.
“ W e ’d better hurry ,”  said H enry nervously. “ W e 

le ft  the door open.”
T h ey ran  upstairs to  the hall. In  the dim light o f  the 

lam p it appeared ju s t  as they had le ft  it, em pty, undis-
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turbed, w ith the door still sw inging slightly  a jar.

A ileen  looked out.
“ C ru m bs!”  she exclaim ed. “ T h ere ’s som ething doing 

n o w !”
The tw o men peered over her shoulders. In  the m oon

ligh t they could d istinctly see several dark  figures m oving 
about on the fa r  bank o f  the creek.

T hey closed the door and shot the heavy bolt.
The fr igh ten ed  faces  o f  K ate and Susan appeared in the 

g loom  at the top  o f  the stairs.
“ Go back to bed,”  A ileen  told  them. “ E veryth in g ’s all 

right. N oth ing to w orry  about.”
H ard ly  had the tw o m aids disappeared than the door

bell jan g led  suddenly.
“ W h o ’s th a t? ”  roared Porter, startled.
“ A  fr ien d ,”  cam e a fam iliar  voice  from  outside. “ Can 

I com e in ? ”
“ M r. K n ig h t!”  exclaim ed H enry.
“ T h at’s right, old chappie. Open up. I ’ve g o t  another 

little  present fo r  you.”

A IL E E N  opened the door and M r. K nigh t w alked in. 
O ver his shoulder w as slung the bound and gagged 
figure o f  a man.

“ M y soul and b o d y !”  cried Porter. “ I t ’s Tim  H a sla m !” 
“ Guessed it  first tim e.”  M r. K night laid his captive 

gen tly  on  an oak  settee. “ M ind i f  I g o  upstairs and see 
w hat ou r frien ds across the w ater are d o in g?”

“ W ho are th ey ?”
“ Gentle, tim id little creatu res! Creatures o f  The Owl. 

I fan cy  w e ’re in fo r  a spot o f  bother.”
“ But w hat— ”
“ Let’s go  upstairs. I 'd  like to keep an eye on them .”
M r. K night w as evidently in a hurry . H e took  the stairs 

three a t a tim e. The others fo llow ed  him helter-skelter 
in to a  sm all bedroom  over the hall. A s he opened the w in 
dow  to look out, they could see the silver-plated revolver 
g litterin g  in his hand.

“ G ood !”  he m urm ured, gazin g  across the creek. “ They 
haven ’t a boat handy. T h ey ’re  held up fo r  a little w hile.”  

“ T h ey ’re g o in g  to  attack the house?”  asked A ileen  in
credulously.

“ I  think so.”
“ But th at’s a b su rd !”  cried Porter. “ I  never heard such 

ru bb ish ! W hy on  earth;— ”
“ Y ou  ought to  know  Better than I, old chappie. It ’s your 

house.”
M r. K night w as w atch ing the distant figures closely. 

They w ere gathered together near the w ater edge, app ar
ently hold ing some sort o f  consultation.

“ It m ight help ,”  he w ent on, “ i f  you told  m e what The 
O w l is a fte r .”

“ I  haven ’t the fa in test idea,”  snapped P orter angrily. 
“ A n d  I  don ’t  know  w ho you are, or  w hy you should come 
b arg in g  into m y house like th is.”

“ T h at’s easily explained,”  grinned Mr. K night. “ I  came 
back  here because it w as the sa fest place I knew .”

“ I  w ish  you ’d be sensible,”  said  A ileen , “ and te ll us 
w hat y ou ’ve been d oin g .”

“ Y ou r wish is  granted  w ithout hesitation, little lady. 
W hen I le ft  the house I thought it  w as high tim e the police 
w ere in form ed o f  the probab ility  that a few  unpleasant 
m urders w ould be com m itted round here tonight. I bor
row ed one o f  your boats and row ed up the creek to a spot 
near M r. H aslam ’s house w here I had le ft  m y bicycle.

“ I m ounted m y tru sty  steed and rode off. I had ju st 
passed the house w hen I cau gh t sight o f  tw o o f  ou r friends 
h iding in the bushes a little  w ay  ahead. I also saw the 
m oonlight g lin ting on som ething that rem inded me o f  a 
revolver.

“ I didn ’t  like the look o f  them  at a ll, so I fe ll off m y 
bicycle  into the bushes. C rouch ing  there, I d rew  m y gun 
and w aited  f o r  the fun .

“ B elieve me, nothing happened! Those tw o men hidden 
a little fu rth er  on the road treated me w ith  com plete dis
dain. I knew they ’d seen m e, and a t first I couldn ’t  under
stand th eir unconcern. Then it daw ned on m e that their 
orders w ere n ot to in terfere  w ith  anyth ing th at w ent on, 
bu t sim ply to  prevent anyone passing along the road. I 
d idn 't fee l like try in g  that.

“ The b icycle didn ’t  seem m uch use to m e now . Leaving 
it w here it w as, I craw led back  to the boat. I  thought I ’d 
better investigate the other bank o f  the creek .”

“ Y ou couldn ’t  land there,”  said P orter. “ It ’s all m arsh .” 
“ So I  d iscovered. I exp lored  pretty  th orou gh ly ; and m y 

on ly  consolation fo r  the w asted tim e w as the know ledge 
th a t a ll The O w l’s little  p a rty  m ust be on one side o f  
the creek. Rather com fortin g  now ,”  M r. K nigh t indicated

the men still ta lk in g on the w ater side, “ to know  that they 
can ’t get round to attack us in the rear.”

“ Y ou still haven ’t  told  us w hy you brought T im  H aslam  
here.”

“ I ’m com ing to that. W hen I ’d convinced m yse lf that 
the on ly  w ay o f  reach ing the village w as by  the road, I 
decided that w e ’d have to  m anage as well as we could 
w ithout the police. I w anted to find out w hat had becom e 
o f  you and M r. W ilson, so I row ed back across the creek, 
and tied  the boat up am ong the bushes opposite Mr. 
H aslam ’s house.

“ I ’d only ju st done this w hen three people hopped over 
the w all from  the garden. I w as rather surprised , you 
know, because I ’d understood that you tw o w ere go in g  to 
rem ain in the house until I  returned. H ow ever, there you 
w ere tro tt in g  dow n the road w ith  U ncle Bob, and I couldn ’t 
help w onderin g w h at had happened to W ilson.

“ M r. H aslam  seemed the likeliest person to te ll me. He 
cam e w hen I ra n g  the bell, and in form ed me th a t he knew 
nothing w hatsoever about anyth ing. I told  him  that I ’d 
ju st seen U ncle B ob w alk ing dow n the road, and w ith that 
he w ent o ff the deep end. H e w as very annoyed indeed to 
hear o f  the escape. It w asn ’t difficult to  persuade him 
to show  me w here he'd im prisoned his captives, bu t I 
couldn ’t pick up any in form ation  there. The old boy w asn ’t 
very  helpfu l, so I thought I ’d better fo llow  you back to the 
house. A n d  as I d idn ’t like leaving him alone in that place 
w ith The Owl fly ing about, I suggested that he m ight like 
to  com e w ith  m e.”

M r. K night chuckled.
“ H e seems to have rather a dislike fo r  you, Mr. P orter. 

I  had to use a  good  deal o f— er— persuasion, but I  really 
couldn ’t  leave him there. I  carried  him to the boat and 
pushed out into the creek. I  w as in fu ll view  w hen som e o f  
ou r frien d s  cam e a long  and decided th at I m ade quite a 
good  target. I t  d idn ’t seem  a m om ent fo r  standing on 
cerem ony, so I started up the m otor and streaked fo r  
hom e.”

“ I believe Tim  H aslam  is in  league w ith  The O wl,”  said 
Porter.

“ Do you? W h y ?”
T h ey told  M r. K nigh t w hat had happened during his 

absence. H e listened w ithout comment.
“ So S ca r f ace is gone, and The Owl has k illed  W ilson ,”  

he m urm ured w hen they had finished. “ The p lot thickens, 
doesn 't i t ?  W e ’ll get H aslam  up and have a ta lk  w ith  him, 
though personally I don ’t think— ”  He broke o ff suddenly. 
“ B y J im in y ! L o o k !”

A t  first the others could not see the reason fo r  his excite
ment. Then they noticed the dark  shadow  slow ly  advanc
ing over the countryside.

“ A  s to rm !”  cried A ileen.
“ Y es.”  M r. K nigh t pointed up a t the m oon w hich seemed 

to be racin g  tow ard a th ick  black cloud. “ W e shan’t be 
able to  see our frien ds across the w ater much longer.”  

H enry gazed from  the storm -cloud to the men on  the 
creekside. It  w as clear that th ey  w ere agitated about 
som ething; and a fte r  a m om ent they separated, running 
a long  the bank.

“ T h ey ’re g o in g !”  he said.
“ I ’m a fra id  not, old chappie. A s  soon  as the m oon is 

hidden, they ’ll be in darkness. T h ey ’ ll swim  across the 
creek singly , landing a t different points o f  the island. And 
w e shan’t be able to  stop them .”

C H A P T E R  I X
“ T T 7 H A T  do you  su ggest?”  asked R obert P orter. 

% /% /  It w as strange how  M r. K nigh t seemed to have 
▼ ▼ assum ed control o f  the situation. P orter w as look

ing a t him now. The others w ere looking at him. 
Since the m oon had gone they could see no more o f  him 
than a vague blur silhouetted against the w indow . But 
still they looked a t him as though expecting him to p ro 
duce a m iraculous solution o f  their troubles.

“ Y ou ’ve g o t  a gun, haven’t  y o u ?”  he asked.
“ Y es .”
“ G ood ! U nfortunately , not know ing that I w as in f o r  a 

little p icn ic like this, I didn ’t b r in g  am m unition w ith me. 
I ’ve five shots le ft . G ot an y  spare ca rtrid ges?”

“ I think so. There should be plenty in m y bedroom .”  
“ G ood again. W ell, vis ib ility  outside is about a foot. 

O bviously it ’s no use try in g  to stop ou r frien d s  landing. 
P robably  the storm  w on’t  last long, bu t they ’ll be on  the 
island. W e can on ly  hope to  keep them out o f  the house.”  

“ Y ou  rea lly  think they ’ll t r y  to  break in ? ”
“ I ’m sure th ey ’ll get in, unless w e keep very  w ide aw ake.
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N ow  suppose you stay up here, M r. Porter. B etter get the 
m aids out to  do their bit, also. P a trol the corridor, and 
keep an eye on all the w indow s. I ’ll do the sam e dow n
stairs. M r. D ownes and M iss P orter can help to  barri
cade the doors and keep w atch gen era lly .”

N o one queried this plan. L eaving P orter  upstairs, Mr. 
K nigh t returned to the hall, fo llow ed  by H enry and A ileen.

“ M r. H aslam  w ill have to  be content w ith the floor,”  he 
said. “ W e w an t that settle against the door.”

“ A re n ’t you  g o in g  to  unfasten  h im ?”  asked Aileen as they 
lifted  the old man off the settle. “ H e’s nothing to  do w ith 
The O wl, you  know .”

“ Y ou r uncle seems to think he has.”
“ Oh, U ncle B ob 's  d ippy about that. I ’m sure he hasn ’t.”  
“ I ’m inclined to  think you ’re right. W e ’ll attend to him 

as soon as w e’ve seen to our defences.”
T h ey pulled the heavy oak settle again st the door. O ut

side the ra in  w as still sw ish ing dow n, and the roar o f  
thunder alm ost deafened them.

“ They— they ’ll get very  w et, w on ’t th ey ?”  g igg led  H enry 
hysterically.

“ To be sure they w ill.”  M r. K nigh t glanced a t him 
sharply. “ Look here, old chapp ie ! Suppose you take a 
flashlight and go around m aking certa in  that all the shut
ters are fa s t .”

“ A ll r igh t,”  agreed H enry. “ I— I ’ll do th at.”
He w as on the verge o f  losing control o f  him self. H is 

fingers w ere trem bling as he accepted the electric torch . 
H e had alw ays been scared o f  thunder and ligh tn in g ; and 
the sudden storm , com in g  in  the m idst o f  all this m ystery  
and violence, had increased his nervous tension alm ost to 
the breaking point.

B u t as he w ent around the lounge, care fu lly  inspecting 
the shutters, he began to fee l better. H e w as no longer a 
helpless passenger in a tra in  heading to  destruction. A t 
least he w as doing som ething, taking a share in the fight 
against the com m on enemy. A nd little  by little, as he 
carried out his task, a fierce anger again st that enem y 
slow ly  replaced his fear.

B efore  leaving the room  he picked up a  heavy poker from  
the hearth.

“ I f  they do get in ,”  he m uttered to h im self, “ they ’ll find 
m ore than they bargained fo r .”

He continued his c ircu it o f  the house. The feel o f  the 
poker in his hand cheered him considerably. H e had never 
hit anyone with a poker. It  m ight be quite a pleasurable 
experience.

H e did his jo b  very  thoroughly. In  spite o f  the dead 
m an ly in g  dow n there, he included the cellars in his tour 
o f  inspection. A s  he returned up the stone stairs, he 
noticed a door w hich he had overlooked previously .

Th is door led into a sm all pan try , and when H enry opened 
it, he knew  a t once that th ings w ere not as they should be. 
The suddenly increased noise o f  the rain w arned him that 
here was some com m unication w ith the n ight outside.

H e stood breathless, palpitating. A  fa in t  scraping sound 
cam e from  the darkness. H e flashed his light.

H is heart stopped, then raced on unm ercifu lly . H e could 
hardly  believe his eyes. The sm all w indow  o f  the pantry 
w as open. Th rou gh  it  protruded the head and shoulders 
o f  a man.

In that m om ent H enry saw  red. W ith out hesitation he 
spran g  forw ard , ra isin g  the poker.

“ G ot y o u !”  he cried, b rin g in g  dow n his w eapon w ith 
all the force  he could. “ G ot you, you d e v il !”

T H E  poker m issed the m an’s head and fe ll  on his shoul
der. There w as a crack  as the bone fra ctu red , and a 
m oan o f  pain. The man vanished.

“ A n y  m ore o f  y o u ?”  yelled H enry. “ Come o n !”
A  revolver spat outside, and a bullet w hined through the 

w indow . H astily  slam m ing the shutter to, he shot the bolt.
H e fe lt  sick now , w ith  the thought o f  that breaking 

bone. B ut he forced  h im self to  exam ine the fasten in g  o f  
the shutter b e fore  return in g to the hall.

“ Y ou ’ve been h aving adventures,”  said M r. K night, a fter  
cnee g lance a t  his pallid  face . “ W h at’s happened?”

H enry told  h im ; then sat dow n heavily on the settee. 
“ G ood w ork , old chapp ie ! Couldn ’t  have done it  better 

m yself. W h at do you think o f  our preparations h ere?”  
The hall w as reeling about in a m ost fan tastic  m anner. 

H en ry  saw  A ileen  slip  into the lounge through a door in 
the ceiling, and he w ondered dizzily how she m anaged it. 
She returned in a m om ent w ith  a  g lass w hich she held, 
upside down, to  his lips. Som ething burned his throat.

A fte r  a w hile, th ings steadied down. The hall resum ed its 
norm al appearance, except fo r  the fu rn itu re  piled against

the door. Even M r. K night ceased ro llin g  about the floor, 
and seriously applied h im self to the task o f  unfastening 
T im othy H aslam ’s bonds.

H enry smiled shakily up a t A ileen.
“ W e— w e’re g iv in g  ’em hell, a ren ’t w e?”  he fa ltered . 
“ S ure! W e ’ve put tw o o f  ’em out a lready. Y ou ’re great, 

H en ry ! H ave another drink.’
M r. K nigh t finished his jo b  a t last, and helped Tim othy 

H aslam  to his feet.
“ Perhaps you see now  w hy I invited you  to com e along 

h ere?”  he asked.

HA S L A M  drew  his eyeglasses from  his pocket and ad
ju sted  them  precariou sly  on his nose. H e w as a man 
o f  sixty -five, tall and spare, w ith sandy hair and a 

thin, in telligent face .
“ I think so,”  he replied in his high-pitched voice. 

‘ T hough I could understand anyth ing happening in R obert 
P orter ’s house. W h at’s it a ll abou t?”

“ T h at’s ju s t  what I w ant you to tell us.”
“ I know  nothing about it .”
“ Y ou  know  w hy you im prisoned P orter  and W ilson .”  
“ Oh, th a t !”  A  trace  o f  a sm ile show ed on H aslam ’s 

ascetic face. “ T h at ’s d ifferent. I ask you— w hat w ould 
you  do i f  an  old enem y cam e to you r house late at night, 
breath ing threats and flourishing a  rev o lv er?”

“ Y ou  lied to m e,”  said A ileen. “ Y ou  told  me U ncle Bob 
w asn ’t— ”

“ O f course, m y dear. I thou gh t a n ight in m y cellar 
w ould do him no harm . I know  you r U ncle Bob as well 
as you  do. H e ’s rather— er— hot b looded.”

“ T h at’s all very  w ell,”  said M r. K night. “ B u t-------”
A  loud knocking on the door in terrupted  M r. K night. 

H e m otioned the others to  stand against the w alls. 
“ H e llo !”  he called.
“ A re  you g o in g  to  open this d oor? ”  dem anded a soft 

sm ooth voice from  outside.
“ W h y  are you so anxious to com e in ? ”
“ N ever m ind about that. W ill you open, or  w on ’t y o u ?”  
“ W e certa in ly  w on’t !  W e ’re having quite a good tim e, 

doing very  n icely so fa r , thank you .”
“ I ’m g iv in g  you  a  last chance.”  The voice show ed no 

trace  o f  em otion, but its silky coldness w as m ore horrib le  
than any  threat. “ O pen the door, and I ’ ll prom ise you 
shan’t  be harm ed.”

M r. K nigh t looked round a t his com panions. A ileen  
shook her head vigorously . So did H enry. H e didn ’t  w ant 
an y  closer acquaintance w ith the ow ner o f  that voice.

“ I don ’t think we trust your prom ises,”  said M r. K night. 
“ I f  on the other hand you resist, w e shall kill you  all.”  
“ B ut first you ’ll have to  get into the house, w on ’t y o u ?”  
“ W e shall set fire to  it, and shoot you  as you  try  to 

escape.”
“ T h at’s ju st one th in g  you daren ’t  do, old chappie. Y o u ’d 

be frigh ten ed  o f  the g low  in the sky brin g in g  help to us.” 
There w as silence fo r  a moment.
“ Thank you, m y fr ien d ,”  said the sm ooth voice then. 

“ I hadn ’t thought o f  that. W e shall not burn the house 
dow n. There are enough o f  us to  break th is door open .”  

“ C a rry  on. Y ou  fo rg e t  th at w e on th is side can do a 
little  shooting, too .”

A g a in  there w as silence, a silence th at seemed all the 
m ore om inous because the ra in  had ceased. F a r  aw ay 
thunder still rolled interm ittently.

Those in the hall listened intently. Soon they could 
hear a scuffling o f  feet outside. A nother pregnan t hush 
follow ed , then a sharp w ord o f  com m and: “ N o w !”

Som ething struck the door w ith  a trem endous thud. The 
stout panels shivered.

“ Q u ick !”  w hispered M r. K night. “ Out w ith the light. 
A n d  m ake sure o f  the back. T h is m ay be ju st  a ru se .”

A s  A ileen  turned out the lam p, H enry seized his poker 
and groped  his w ay to the rear o f  the house. U sing  the 
electric torch now , he again  exam ined a ll the w indow s and 
found them  intact. So fa r  as he could tell, noth ing w as 
stirr in g  outside.

He heard repeated crashes on the fron t  door as he 
hurried round, and one sharp bark from  a revolver. W hen 
he returned to the hall, he could not distingu ish  its oc
cupants in the darkness. B u t he saw  a long narrow  hole 
in the door, and realized that the m oon w as shining outside 
once m ore.

A g a in  the trem endous thud on the door, and the gap 
w idened. F o r  a second a m an ’s arm  w as silhouetted in the 
opening, and M r. K nigh t’s revolver spat flame.

“ W e have the advantage at the m om ent,”  he said quietly 
as the arm  disappeared. “ B ut I ’ve only three shots le ft .”
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“ I ’ll fe tch  U ncle B ob ,”  suggested A ileen. “ There are 

p lenty o f  cartridges to  fit his revolver.”
“ H e’d better stop w here he is, I think. The stairs are 

our second line o f  defence, you know .”
Crash a fte r  crash on the door. The w oodw ork  splin

tered, and suddenly fe ll aw ay altogether. The attackers 
slipped to one side out o f  sight. O nly the old oak settle 
now  blocked their way.

H enry gripped  his poker tightly . H e had forg otten  the 
fa in tness that fo llow ed  his first use o f  it, and w as quite 
prepared to try  again. He had no intention o f  standing 
still while these thugs outside shot him.

There w as quite a perceptible pause before  anything else 
happened, slow ly  and deliberately, the unseen men outside 
started shooting into the darkness o f  the hall. H enry ’s 
heart stood still as a bullet w hined past his ear and buried 
itse lf in the wall.

“ Get upstairs everybody,”  w hispered M r. K night. T h ey ’ll 
rush us in a m inute.”

H enry could hear A ileen  and Mr. H aslam  make tow ard 
the stairs. He stood r ig id , holding the poker ready. He 
w anted one m ore sm ack b efore  he ran aw ay.

W ithout w arn in g  o f  any kind the attack cam e. One 
m oment the doorw ay w as em nty: and the next it was 
filled w ith a confusion  o f  b lack shadow s sw arm ing over 
tne settle.

M r. K n igh t’s revolver barked sharply. H enry ’s poker 
rose and fe ll  in a fren zy  o f  action . He couldn ’t see what 
he w as hitting, but he knew  he w as h itting som ething.

The turm oil and the noise w ere bew ildering. H e fe lt  a 
sharp pain in his arm  and w ondered i f  he’d been shot. The 
attackers w ere over the settle now. H e w as in the m idst 
o f  them. He realized that, in the darkness, they couldn ’t 
distinguish him as an enemy. Pushed back by  their rush, 
lie continued to lay  about him as v igorou sly  as he could 
w ith the poker.

But this couldn ’t  g o  on forev er. A fte r  one particu larly  
wild blow  lie heard a m uttered oath close beside him. The 
poker w as wrenched from  his grip , and tw o vicious hands 
clutched his throat. B righ t lights flickered before  his eyes. 
Intense agony tore a t his chest. In  a m om ent he would 
surely be lost to the w orld.

Suddenly R obert P orter ’s hearty voice roared from
a b ov e :

“ K eep ’em ou t!
T "

Just a m oment longer. There’s help 
com in g !”  , . , .

A lm ost a t the same m om ent a loud report sounded m  the 
distance. Som eone outside shouted:

“ Come on, b oys! F a d e ! I t ’s the c o p s !”
The grip  on H enry ’s throat relaxed. Breathless, he 

swayed dizzily on his feet. A s in a dream  he saw  the 
v icious and horrib le black shadow s retreating  through the 
door. .

A  w ild exultation thrilled through him. The attackers 
w ere in flight— and he had done his b it ! He stumbled to 
the door, clim bed over the heavy old settle, and looked out.

The night w as bright and peacefu l once m ore. A ll trace 
o f  the storm  had vanished, and the m oon hung serene in a 
cloudless sky. In  her so ft  ligh t H enry could see a large 
m otorboat rapid ly  approach ing up the creek.

C H A P T E R  X

T H E  next fe w  hours w ere the m ost hectic the little 
draper had ever experienced. The new com er turned 
out to  be one Jonas H ardaker, solicitor, on a holiday, 
w ith his servant, Benn. H e im m ediately attached 

him self to  the attacked p a rty  as an ally. N ext, The Owl’s 
gan g  tried to  abduct A ileen ; and in the ensuing rescue, 
H enry killed one o f  the kidnapers, the man w ith the scar.

Benn, the servant, then disappeared. He had been shot, 
w hile try in g  to  get A ileen  and the tw o m aids to  a spot o f  
sa fety , and had fa llen  overboard from  the boat in which 
they w ere fleeing, and in all likelihood, drow ned. The two 
m aids then vanished during the excitem ent, probab ly  lost 
in the bogs. Mr. K night had also been rudely knocked into 
the w ater, and le ft  fo r  the worse.

H enry and A ileen , returning to the house a fter  w ander
ing in the m arshes— H enry, dazed, at having dealt out 
death a t close quarters— found the house deserted and 
ransacked from  top to  bottom . A n d in the cellar was 
T im othy H aslam , w ho stared at the ceiling w ith sightless 
eyes. H is throat had been cut as W ilson ’s had. A nd on 
his chest, too, w as a sm all w hite card bearing a draw in g 
o f  an owl.

“ T 'T T E L L , ”  H enry asked w hen they reached the hall, 
% / Y /  “ w hat do w e do n ow ?”
T  T She looked a t him fo r  a w hile in silence. The 

flickering candlelight show ed the grow in g  de
term ination  on her face.

“ I ’m going to  look fo r  U ncle B ob ,”  she said eventually. 
“ W h ere?”
“ I don ’t know. Oh, H en ry ! Can’t you see? H e must 

be in desperate danger. The Owl m ust have caught them 
all— perhaps M r. K night as w ell.”

“ I don ’t think that fo llow s ,”  protested H enry, try in g  to 
cheer her. “ H aslam  m ay have— ”

“ M r. H aslam  is dead. F or  all w e know , U ncle B ob is 
dead, too. I m ust find out— at once. I f  you  don ’t w ant to 
com e, you can stay here and— ”

“ D on ’t be stupid ,”  said H enry rudely. “ W here do we 
g o ? ”

“ W ell, there ’s no one here. T h ey m ust be som ewhere. I 
think we ought to  search the garden, the bank o f  the creek, 
the road— anyw here— everyw here.”

“ A ll right. Come on.”
L eaving the dark silent house, they w ent out again into 

the m oonlight. It  did not take long to  ascertain that they 
w ere alone on the island. T h ey crossed the causew ay and 
searched the farth er bank o f  the creek w ithout result. 
They w orked their w ay slow ly  a long  the road , carefu lly  
exam ining the bushes on either side, until they reached 
M r. H aslam ’s house, shuttered and deserted as before. 
T h eir search was unavailing. They saw no sign o f  anyone. 
A p art from  them selves the countryside w as em pty.

“ The Owl m ust have carried  them off som ew here,”  said 
A ileen  hopelessly.

“ T h ey m ay be m iles aw ay by  now .”
“ Yes. I suppose w e’d better get a long  to  the village and 

in form  the police.”
“ I suppose so.”  A ileen  hesitated. “ Y ou  don ’t think there 

m ay be anyone in h ere?”
H enry gazed at the padlocked gates, a t the dark mass 

o f  the house loom ing ghost-like and silent in the moonlight.
“ D oesn ’t seem very  likely,”  he said. “ But perhaps you ’d 

feel more com fortab le i f  we had a look round.”
“ I believe I should.”
“ V ery  w ell. Be carefu l o f  that barbed w ire.”
They climbed the w all as before, and jum ped dow n into 

the garden. It  w as fu ll o f  shadow s, but though they stood 
m otionless fo r  quite a w hile they could see no movement. 
N ot even a rustle o f  leaves disturbed the stillness o f  the 
night.

“ D oesn’t look as though there ’s anyone here,”  whispered 
H enry, instinctively low erin g  his voice. “ But w e ’ll make 
sure.”

They crept through the undergrow th tow ard the house. 
They w ere h a lf-w ay  across the garden w hen a sudden m ove
ment in the shrubbery startled them . B efore  they had 
tim e to do anything, a dark fo rm  m aterialized out o f  the 
shadows.

“ Stick ’em u p !”  barked a hoarse voice. “ A n y  foo lin ’ , 
an ’ you ’re in fo r  i t ! ”

H is heart pa lp itating from  the shock o f  surprise, Henry 
slow ly  raised his hands. A ileen  did the same. The dark 
figure stepped forw a rd  into a patch o f  m oonlight. They 
could see the threatening revolver in his hand, the black 
mask that hid his face.

“ Babes in the w oods,”  he sneered unpleasantly. “ D on’t 
move unless you w ant the dickey birds to  bury you .”  He 
imitated the call o f  an ow l. “ Tu -w hit, tu -w hoo-o-o. J erry ! 
H i, J e r r y !”

In a few  m om ents another dark figure slid silently into 
view. He, also, w as masked and he also carried  a re
volver.

“ V isitors, J erry ,”  said the first m an. “ Y ou ’d better take 
’em to the B oss.”

“ O kay,”  said Jerry  briefly.
T h ey w ere in the hands o f  The O w l!
There w as not much tim e to think. A s soon as they 

reached the house, Jerry  gave three sharp raps on the door, 
keeping a w ary  eye cn his prisoners. The door w as opened 
by another m asked man. O bviously, now  that they had 
com e into close contact w ith  their victim s, The Owl and 
his satellites w ere taking precautions.

“ W h ere ’s the B oss?”  asked Jerry.
“ Through here,”  replied the doorkeeper, pointing. 

“ W h o ’ve you g o t? ”
“ Dunno. B u t I guess he’ll be pleased to  see ’em .”
Jerry  herded his prisoners through the dim ly lit hall. 

H ere w as the sam e confusion  as in R obert P orter ’s house,
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the sam e signs o f  hurried but thorough search. A nd in the 
din ing-room  indicated by  the doorkeeper, the la rge  table 
w as covered by  a m ass o f  papers w hich the sole occupant 
w as scrutin izing carefu lly .

He looked up as they entered, his eyes g litterin g  evilly  
through the mask.

“ W ell, m y fr ien d ,”  he asked, his voice so ft  and sm ooth as 
velvet, “ m ore v is itors?”

“ Y essir. Found ’em w anderin ’ in the garden .”
“ G ood !”  The man rose from  the table and approached 

A ileen  and H enry, looking a t them closely. “ D ear m e! 
Quite a coin cidence! Surely you are the you n g  lady who 
le ft  in Mr. H ardaker’s m otor b oa t?”

A ileen  faced  him fearlessly . H er cheeks had paled a 
little, but her m outh w as firm.

“ I am ,”  she replied briefly.
“ D ear m e !”  There w as som ething h orrib ly  m enacing 

in the quietness o f  the silky  voice. “ The gods seem to be 
fa v or in g  me. I intended using you as— shall we say  a 
hostage fo r  the good behavior o f  your frien d s?  You 
escaped, evidently. And n ow  you  have com e w alk ing back 
to  m e! V ery  considerate o f  y ou ! W here are all your 
com panions?”

“ F ind o u t !”  said A ileen  defiantly.
“ T h at should not be too difficult, m y dear you n g  lady.”  

The man turned to H enry. “ A nd you, m y friend— w ho are 
y ou ?”

“ W ho are y o u ?”  countered H enry.
“ I f  you  m ust have a nam e, you  can call me M r. Sm ith.”
“ Cough D rop s?”  sneered A ileen.
“ H ard ly  that. But I fea r  we are w asting valuable time. 

Come, tell me— w hat has becom e o f  the young man w ho le ft  
with you in the d in gh y?”

“ Find o u t !”  said H enry, fo llow in g  A ileen ’s exam ple, but 
w onderin g i f  this w as quite the best attitude to  adopt in 
the circum stances.

Their questioner showed no sign o f  irr itation  or  im pa
tience. H is voice retained its repellent softness.

“ Y ou  are m aking th ings rather difficult— fo r  yourselves 
as w ell as fo r  me. A t  least you w on ’t mind te lling  me how 
you m anaged to  rescue this you n g  lady. One o f  m y men 
was hidden on the b oa t; he can usually be trusted to carry
out his w ork .”

“ H e didn ’t this time. I  killed him .”
“ D ear m e! I shall miss him . I understood that you had 

— er— gone fo r  the p olice?”
“ So I d id,”  lied H enry. “ T h ey ’ ll be here any minute

n°I t  w as im possible to  tell w hether the man w ho called 
him self Smith believed this statem ent.

“ I ’m a fra id  you are not entirely tru th fu l,’ he said. 
“ W ell, w ell, we have w ays and means o f  gettin g  at the truth .”  
In  spite o f  his calm , a certa in  briskness appeared in his 
movem ents, as though there w ere little tim e to spare. 
“ W e ’ll go into the kitchen. Perhaps w e shall hear more 
there. Lead the w ay, Jerry .”

Puzzled, m ore than a little uneasy, H enry and Aileen 
w ere ushered out o f  the room . In  the hall, Sm ith paused 
fo r  a w ord w ith  the doorkeeper.

“ D on ’t be disturbed w hatever you hear from  the kitchen, 
he said. “ It  m ay be that w e shall be try in g  some little ex 
perim ents.”  . , .

There w as an om inous r in g  to  these w ords th at made both 
the prisoners hesitate. J erry  jabbed  his revolver into the 
back o f  each  in turn. . . . . . .  . , „

“ K eep those hands up,”  he snapped. And keep m o v m .

SM IT H  preceded them round the turn  in the short pas
sage, and unlocked the kitchen door. .

“ F riends o f  yours here,”  he purred sm oothly. Quite 
a fa m ily  reunion.”  .

He pushed the door open. Through it, by  the dim light 
o f  a single oil lam p, they could see the helpless figures o f  
R obert P orter and Jonas H ardaker securely fastened to a 
couple o f  chairs.

Ign orin g  her captors A ileen  ran forw a rd  through the

"U n cle  B o b !”  she cried. “ A re  you  a ll r ig h t?”
P orter ’s round fa ce  w as purple w ith  anger.
“ O f course, I ’m a ll r ig h t !”  he roared. “ A n d i f  on ly  I 

could lay  m y hands on some o f  these devils— ”
“ Be quiet, P orter ,”  interrupted H ardaker. N o use 

m aking th ings w orse than they are. S orry  to see you two 
back. W e hoped you ’d got aw ay.”

“ M r. D ow nes rescued me from  the man w ith the scar

aT1“ I f  you don ’t  m ind,”  the smooth cold voice broke in, “ I

think w e m ight pass to m ore im portan t m atters. Fasten 
these tw o up securely, J erry .”

J erry  pushed H enry and A ileen  into chairs. H e knew 
how  to handle a rope. W hen he had finished, neither o f  
them could m ove an inch.

Smith stood w atch ing, a hint o f  a sm ile cu rv in g  the thin 
cruel lips below  his mask.

“ A nd now ,”  he said, his tone suggesting  the evil m alice 
o f  a serpent, “ w e ’ll try  to  get a t the truth .”

C H A P T E R  X I

NO W  th at we are all here,”  he said— and there w as 
no trace  o f  hurry  in the silky voice— “ we m ight as 
well settle our business— am icably , i f  possible. 
N one o f  you has seen his w a y  to answ er m y harm 

less questions. I ’m go in g  to  tell you a little story  in the 
hope that it m ay persuade you to be m ore friendly . I f  not 
— w ell, I ’m a fra id  I shall have to  resort to different 
m ethods.”

There w as a tense silence in the kitchen. N o sound from  
outside penetrated through the shuttered w indow s. The 
prisoners, realizing that the events o f  the n ight had reached 
a crisis, w ere listening anxiously. O nly the man Jerry , 
carelessly  leaning against the door, seemed unconcerned. 
H is eyes, occasion ally  glim psed through the slits in his 
m ask, w ere rare ly  still.

“ M y story  goes back a year,”  continued Sm ith, “ to  the 
tim e w hen you, P orter, w ere in partnership  w ith H aslam .”  

“ The old f o o l ! ”  snapped Porter.
“ U ncle B o b !”  said Aileen so ftly . “ H e ’s d ea d !”
“ Old T im oth y?”
“ Yes. M urdered. Just like W ilson .”
“ M y soul and body ! I f  on ly  I could------- ”
“ P lease! P lease! Y ou  rea lly  m ust a llow  me to proceed .”  

Sm ith ’s fingers w ere tapping a restless tattoo on the table, 
but his level tone did not alter. “ This supposed bu rg lary  
was attributed to a crim inal know n as The Owl. I think 
you w ill adm it by  now  that I should know som ething o f  
The O w l’s a ctiv ities ; and I assure you, m ost em phatically, 
that he did not steal those bonds.”

H e paused, but no one spoke. R obert P orter  stared at 
him w ide-eyed, as though struck dum b w ith surprise.

“ The bu rg lary  w as a fak e ,”  he w ent on. “ It  w as what 
the police call an inside job . The bonds w ere stolen by 
som eone w ho knew  that they w ere in the safe.

“ I am naturally  jea lou s o f  The O w l’s reputation, and 
when I heard o f  this bu rg lary  w hich I knew he had not 
com m itted, I decided to  do a little investiga ting on m y own. 
It  has taken a long tim e to m ake sure o f  m y fa cts . I have 
had to w ork interm ittently, o f  course, and secretly, through 
underground channels. N evertheless, I  have established 
one or  tw o im portan t points.

“ In the first place, I discovered that three people— and 
three people on ly— knew  o f  the existence o f  the bonds. 
Those three w ere Porter, H aslam , and their confidential 
clerk, W ilson . One o f  them w as responsible fo r  the theft.

“ In m y efforts to narrow  the case dow n, I discovered an 
interesting fact. N o one o f  these three suspects seemed to 
have benefitted financially from  the theft. M y cautious 
inquiries through banks and other channels told me that 
P orter  had retired on a com fortab le incom e, quite ade
quately acccounted fo r . H aslam ’s case was precisely  sim i
lar. W h ile  W ilson  still earned his liv in g  as a sort o f  
secretary .”

“ W hich  knocks you r theory  on the head com pletely,”  
com m ented H ardaker caustica lly.

“ N ot at a ll.”  Sm ith leaned forw a rd  a little, and his voice 
g rew  so fter  than ever. “ I t  m erely proves that the th ief 
w as aw aiting a suitable opportu n ity  fo r  d isposing o f  the 
bonds— w hich w ere still in his possession .”

A g a in  silence fe ll on the kitchen. H enry looked at 
A ileen. It  w as clear from  her expression that she had no 
suspicion o f  w hat Sm ith w as alleg ing. R obert Porter, too, 
seemed quite dum bfounded, but H enry realized that his 
apparent surprise m ight be fictitious. O nly Jonas H ard
aker appeared unm oved.

“ The police investigated this b u rg la ry  a year ago, I sup
pose,”  he pointed out. “ It  hardly  seems likely that------- ”

“ The police w ere  convinced th at The Owl w as responsi
ble ,”  said Sm ith. H is lips curved into a fa in t smile. “ Y ou 
see, they lacked the inside in form ation  w hich I possess, and 
they looked no fu rth er  fo r  the th ie f. There is no doubt 
about the fa cts , m y friends. P orter, H aslam  or W ilson—  
one o f  these three had the stolen bonds.”

“ A n d  this idea o f  yours, w hether r ig h t or  w ron g , explains 
your— er— activ ities ton igh t?”
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“ Precisely. I fe lt  that as The Owl had been blam ed fo r  

stealing those bonds he ought to have them. Seeing that 
tw o o f  m y suspects w ere liv in g  in the sam e house, that 
house seemed the logical p lace to  start. I had no w ish that 
anyone should su ffer from  m y search so, as you know, I 
used a harm less drug  to keep the occupants quiet. U n for 
tunately, this plan w as spoiled by the unexpected arriva l o f  
tw o stran gers."

“ M r. K n ig h t!"  exclaim ed H enry.
“ A nd you rse lf.”  Sm ith slid from  the table to  his feet, 

and paced slow ly  about the kitchen. “ I had to m ake a 
rather hurried exit, and consider w hat steps to  take next. 
T o  be on the sa fe  side I gathered some o f  m y frien d s  to
gether, and aw aited developm ents.

J N O W  had w hat appeared to be a stroke o f  good luck. 
P orter  and W ilson  le ft  the house. F ollow ing  them, I 
w itnessed their im prisonm ent in the cellar here. I 

knew  that this m eant nothing— I have been studying my 
suspects fo r  some time, o f  course, and was quite aw are o f 
the preposterous feu d  between H aslam  and P orter— but it 
suggested another line o f  action . I rescued W ilson  and 
talked to him alone.

“ A n oth er setback. H e denied all know ledge o f  the bonds. 
Judging by  what in form ation  I had, I considered him the 
m ost likely o f  the three to  be the m an I w anted. I told 
him he m ust either con fess or  die. H e persisted in his 
denial. I alw ays keep m y w ord .”

N ot a hint o f  com punction  or  regret in the cold , smooth 
voice. It  w as clear to everyone in the kitchen that the man 
they w ere w atch ing w ould allow  nothing to  deter him 
from  his purpose.

“ It  is hardly necessary to  g o  into every  little  detail,”  he 
w ent on imm ediately. “ M y attack on the house w as fru s 
trated by you, H ardaker. W hen you  very  foo lish ly  decided 
to separate I saw  another opportunity. A s  you know , I 
captured the three o f  you on the creek ; and one o f  m y men, 
though you tell me he is dead, m anaged to prevent anyone 
reach ing the police.

“ I now m ade a thorough search o f  the abandoned house, 
and cam e to the conclusion that the bonds w ere not hidden 
there. I talked to H aslam  as I had talked to W ilson— w ith 
the same result. I have searched this house unsuccessfully. 
A n d now, by  a process o f  logical elim ination, I have nar
row ed m y suspects dow n to one. P orter ! W here are those 
bonds?”

R obert P orter  strained breathlessly at the ropes that 
fastened him  to the chair.

“ I know  nothing about th em !”  he snapped.
“ Y ou  are the last o f  the suspects.”
“ I f  I knew  I ’d see you in hell before  I told y o u !”
“ So.”  M r. Smith ceased his pacin g  and stood facin g  

A ileen. “ I anticipated this difficulty, and tried to arrange 
fo r  it by  im prisoning the young lady— M iss Porter, isn ’t it?  
Y ou r niece, I believe. L u ck ily , she is still w ith  us. I don ’t 
w ant to kill you , P orter—you m ay have some golden eggs 
fo r  me— but I do intend that you shall talk. Y ou  under
stand m e?”

“ Y ou  w ouldn ’t touch h er ! Y ou  daren ’t  touch her,
you------- ”

“ Please p lease! I alw ays keep m y w ord . It  is a very 
old, perhaps hackneyed m ethod, but usually efficacious. 
L ight the fire, Jerry .”

L eaving the door, J erry  lounged across the kitchen. He 
found paper and sticks, and soon the fire w as blazing 
brightly . A ileen ’s fa ce  w as pale as she follow ed his every 
movem ent. H enry, w atch ing her, grew  sick w ith  
apprehension.

Sm ith picked up the poker and thrust it into the heart o f 
the flames.

“ It  w ill take a little w hile to  g row  hot,”  he said. “ Just 
long enough fo r  you to m ake up your m ind to behave 
sensibly.”

Distended veins stood out on R obert P orter ’s fa ce  as he 
vain ly  tried  to  free  him self.

“ Y ou  d e v il !”  he cried hoarsely. “ I f  only I could------- ”
“ Be quiet, P o r te r !”  said H ardaker. “ Let me handle 

this. Y ou ’re on ly  m aking th ings w orse. Look here, Sm ith ! 
L et’s talk  this over. I t ’s a very  horrib le  th ing you ’re con
tem plating, and I ’m sure you don ’t w ant to  do it i f  you can 
help it .”

“ I w an t the bonds.”
“ Yes, y es ! But you ’re actin g entirely  on supposition. 

Y ou ’re not sure  that P orter  has them. F or  all you know  I 
m ay have them .”

“ Then you can speak and prevent this goin g  an y  fu r 
th er.”  Smith smiled again . “ Y ou  can ’t throw  dust in m y 
eyes, H ardaker. Y ou  know  nothing about this business.

Y ou  dropped into it quite accidentally, ju s t  like Downes 
here, and I ’m not interested in you  except in  so fa r  as you 
stand in m y w ay. Stoke up, Jerry .”

H ardaker tried no m ore. B ut H en ry ’s brow n eyes were 
hard and g litterin g  as they gazed a t the m asked face.

“ Y ou can ’t kill us a ll,”  he said slow ly. “ I f  you  harm 
M iss P orter in any w ay  w e 'll find you out later, and w e’ ll 
han g you— som e t im e !”

“ I ’ll look a fte r  m yself— w hen I ’ve got those bonds.”  
A g a in  there w as silence, tense, dreadfu l, sickening. 

A ileen ’s w hite throat w orked convulsively  as she tried  to 
sw allow . H enry dared not look at her. R obert P orter ’s livid 
fa ce  w as stream ing w ith persp iration , but he did not speak. 
H ardaker was som bre, tight-lipped. Even the cold-blooded 
Sm ith seemed agitated. O nly the m an Jerry , back  at the 
door again, w as com pletely unconcerned.

Slow  m inutes dragged  past rem orselessly . Sm ith drew 
out the poker. It  glow ed redly, and the kitchen w as filled 
w ith the suggestive smell o f  hot metal.

“ N ow , P orter ,”  he said, advancing to A ileen. “ W here 
are th ey?”

“ I don ’t know ,”  m uttered Porter. H is lips w ere quiver
ing.

“ I  shan’t ask you again. F irst a s light burn on the face  
as an earnest. It  w ill be pa in fu l, o f  course, and leave a 
scar. I f  this does not m ove you, I shall take the eyes— one 
b y  one. A n d  m ay I rem ind you that— I keep m y w ord .”  

Aileen tried  to shrink back as the hot m etal approached 
her face. H er eyes closed, and her cheeks grew  paler still. 
But she did not speak or  cry  out.

H enry struggled  desperately w ith  his bonds. R obert P or 
te r ’s horrified eyes stood out from  his fa ce  as they follow ed 
the slow  advance o f  the red hot iron.

“ Oh, G od! . . .”  he groaned.
“ Tell him , m a n !”  cried  H ardaker suddenly. “ H e’s not 

bluffing. H e’ ll do i t !  Y ou  can ’t see the g ir l blinded. Tell 
him  w here the darned th ings are.”

“ I don ’t k n o w !”  P orter ’s voice rose into a scream . “ I 
don ’t know  anything about them. A s  G od ’s m y ju d g e ! I
didn ’t take them . I ’ve never seen them . A n d------- "

“ A nother h alf-in ch ,”  said Sm ith so ftly , “ and the skin 
w ill b lister.”

“ I ’d tell you i f  I cou ld ! T h at’s tru th ! I haven ’t the
fa in test idea w here they are. I f  on ly  I knew------- ”

“ Say, B o ss !”  J erry ’s high-pitched voice broke in. 
“ T h ere ’s someone outside this door.”

Sm ith turned, the g low in g  iron  alm ost in contact w ith 
the g ir l ’s s o ft  cheek.

“ See w ho it is ,”  he ordered.
J erry  opened the door. A  revolver barked sharply  out

side. He jum ped back into the room , pu lling  the door to. 
“ G osh !”  he exclaim ed. “ T h at was a near o n e !”
“ W ho was i t? ”
“ Dunno, B oss! H adn ’t tim e to see a th in g .”
“ Can’t be the police.”  Smith strode to  the fire and 

thrust the poker back into it. There w as a trace  o f  un
easiness in  his voice. “ Come on ! W e ’d better look into it .”  

D raw ing an autom atic from  his pocket, he turned to 
the door. A s  he touched the handle, an am azing thing 
happened. H is back w as tow ard J e r ry ; and J erry  raised 
a revolver and hit him gently  behind the righ t ear. He 
dropped w ithout a sound.

Jerry  turned and surveyed the astounded prisoners. 
“ M iss P orter 's  fa in ted ,”  he said, and the fa lsetto note 

had gone from  his voice. He strode tow ard  H enry. “ Bet
ter try  your special rem edy again, old chapp ie.”

H e stripped the mask from  his fa ce , d isclosing the cheer
fu l sm iling fea tu res o f  M r. C larence K night.

C H A P T E R  X I I
“ T " X T - W E L L ,  I ’m h a n g ed !”  stam m ered H enry. “ H ow 

% /% /  did you get h ere?”
7 7 “ G etting here w as easy enough,”  Mr. K night at

tacked H enry ’s bonds. “ I t ’s how  to get out again 
that troubles me. W hen I swam  ashore, I w as ju st in time 
to fo llow  everyone here. I sneaked into the garden, but 
couldn’t get any fu rth er  because J erry  and his boy  frien d—  
nam e o f  Pete, by  the w ay— w ere keeping a pretty  keen 
lookout. A fte r  w atch ing them  a w hile, I m anaged to catch 
J erry  by  h im self. He w as about m y size, and w ore clothes 
sim ilar to th ese ; I saw an opportun ity  o f  gettin g  into the 
house sooner or  later, so I persuaded him  to lend me his 
mask and revolver. H e’s fa s t  asleep under a bush— at 
least, I hope so. There you are, old chappie. Perhaps 
you ’ll attend to M iss P orter w hile I look a fte r  the others.”  

Jonas H ardaker gazed at him w ith relu ctan t adm iration. 
“ D angerous gam e you played, young m an,”  he grunted as
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his hands w ere freed . “ W ho shot a t you w hen you  opened 
the d oor? ”

“ N o one,”  grinned M r. K nigh t. “ I fired into the w all. 
Y ou  see, som ething fa ir ly  desperate w as required to draw  
Sm ith from  M iss P orter .”

“ Y ou  le ft  it rather late.”
“ N aturally . I  d idn ’t w ant to disclose m yse lf unless abso

lutely necessary.”
“ W ell, you saved the g ir l from  a horrible fa te . H e m eant 

business. H ardaker shook off the rem ain ing rope and 
turned to Porter. “ Y ou ’d have let her die,”  he m uttered in 
disgust.

“ I couldn ’t  help it ,”  m oaned Porter. F or  the m om ent he 
w as broken, flabby and inert w ith the reaction a fte r  the 
nervous strain . “ I couldn ’t tell him  w hen I didn’t  know .”  

“ Y ou ’re ly in g.”
“ I ’m n ot! I t ’s G od ’s tru th ! N o one w as m ore surprised 

at w hat he told  us than I w as.”
“ Then he’s m iscalculated som ewhere. I  apologize.”  

H ardaker crossed to the m otionless body o f  Sm ith and picked 
up his revolver. “ A n d now— w hat’s the situation  pre
c ise ly ?”

“ N ot altogether brigh t and beau tifu l,”  said M r. K night. 
“ W e ’re all right fo r  the m om ent, I suppose, but it ’s on ly  a 
question o f  tim e b e fore  w e’re d iscovered .”

“ Can ’t we fight our w ay  ou t? ”
“ W e ’ve got tw o guns betw een us. A n d  a g ir l to protect.’ 
“ H ’m ! D oesn ’t sound too prom ising. Y o u ’ve put tw o o f  

them hors de com bat. H ow  m any m ore are le ft ? ”
“ I don ’t know  exactly. There m ust be three or  fou r  about 

in the house. A t  least one in the garden. A n d the two 
still guard ing  the road .”

“ Y ou  don ’t think we can sneak out— say, by  a w indow ? 
“ F ive  people are too m any to sneak out o f  a guarded 

house.”
“ I suppose you ’re right. W h at do you suggest?
“ L et ’s talk  about it.”
H enry released A ileen. In  spite o f  their perilous situa

tion , he w as filled w ith an  intense and joyou s  re lie f. In 
those few  nightm are m om ents w hen he had been com pelled 
to sit, helpless, w atch ing the preparations fo r  tortu rin g  her, 
he had realized that the suspense was very  much w orse to 
bear than i f  any other g ir l had been in her place. H e had 
com e to see th at A ileen ’s sa fe ty  and happiness m eant a 
great deal to  him. And he fe lt  that he could never repay 
M r. Clarence K nigh t fo r  w h a t he had done.

H e fussed over the unconscious g ir l as he listened to the 
conversation . He rubbed her cold hands, and brought 
w ater from  the tap to  m oisten her pale lips. He drew  her 
head on to his shoulder and patted it gently. H e w as a 
very  lon g  w ay  from  D ow nes’s D ra pery  E m porium  at B rixton .

The discussion on  plans w as carried on  alm ost entirely by 
H ardaker and Mr. K night. P orter  w as still su ffering from  
shock and H enry w as otherw ise occupied. He gathered, 
how ever, that neither o f  the tw o w as very  optim istic about 
the fu tu re . _ , „  _

“ W e ’re in a b it  o f  a hole,”  confessed M r. K nigh t eventu
ally. “ A nd I ’m a fra id  it w ill be a question o f  choosing the 
least o f  several evils. O bviously, there’s nothing m uch to 
be said fo r  w a itin g  here until someone discovers w hat has 
happened. There are tw o m ethods o f  leaving— openly and 
secretly. F ran k ly  I w ouldn ’t care to attem pt the form er in 
the circum stances. A nd I don ’t see how  we can m anage
the latter.”  He paused. “ U nless------- ”

“ U nless w h at?”  H ardaker prom pted.
“ W ait here fo r  me, all o f  you, please. A nd don ’t make a 

sound.”

MR. K N IG H T  readjusted  his m ask and silently opened 
the door. H e stole cautiously through it, closin g  it 
behind him.

A n xiou s m om ents dragged  past. A ileen  opened her eyes. 
The haze cleared aw ay from  them alm ost im m ediately, and 
she sm iled feeb ly  at H enry, a w eak tru stin g  little smile that 
clutched at his heart. He held her more tigh tly  in his arm s. 
She didn’t seem to mind, but lay there quite content while 
he w hispered to her about the strange m etam orphosis o f  
Jerry .

Mr. K night returned as silently as he had departed.
“ N o suspicions yet,”  he announced. “ I think w e’ ll be able 

to  m anage it. H ello, little la d y ! Glad to see you aw ake 
again . Strange craze fo r  sleeping there is in these parts.”  

H is cheerfu lness was stim ulating. A ileen  m anaged to 
get to  her feet.

“ W e need a few  super-salesm en to stir us up,”  she ad- 
m itted. ,  ,

“ G ood fo r  y ou ! D on ’t hurry. W e ’ve a few  little things

to do here be fore  w e go . F irst w e m ust put the fire out. 
P erhaps you ’ll attend to that, H ardaker, w hile I look round 
fo r  paraffin.”

“ W hat do you w ant paraffin f o r ? ”
“ Strange paradox— I w ant to  m ake a fire.”
“ Set fire to the house?”
“ W hy riot, old chapp ie? It  isn ’t ours.”
“ B ut I don ’t see--------”
“ I t ’s very  sim ple, really .”  M r. K nigh t w as searching 

cupboards. “ W hen they discover th a t  the house is on fire, 
th ey ’ll com e rush ing here. T h ere ’ll be a w indow  open, and 
th ey ’ll think w e’ve escaped through it. T h ey ’ll rush out to 
look fo r  us, and they w on ’t find us. Then, because they 
daren ’t let the house get p roperly  alight— fo r  fe a r  it brings 
investigation— they 'll rush back here to  put the fire out. 
A n d  w hile they ’re doing that w e’ll fade  aw ay .”

A N D  w here shall w e be w hile they ’re search ing fo r  u s?”  
“ D own in that cellar w here P orter  and W ilson 
w ere im prisoned. I t ’s ju s t  under this kitchen. I ’ll 

bet a fa t  c ig ar they ’ll never think o f  lookin g there f o r  us—  
until i t ’s too late.”

“ B y  J o v e !”  cried H enry. “ T h at’s a b ra in w ave !”
“ O f course it is, old chapp ie ! Better than som e that 

com e from  B rixton , eh ?”
“ It  m ay w ork ,”  adm itted H ardaker slow ly. “ I t ’s w orth  

try in g , anyhow .”  H e pointed to  the unconscious figure o f  
Smith ly in g  on the floor. “ W hat about Him?”

“ A h , here w e are .”  M r. K nigh t brought a large tin o f  
paraffin from  a corner cupboard. “ P lenty  o f  it, too. A bout 
Smith— w e’ll ju s t  leave him here.”

“ T o b u rn ?”
“ W ell, we can ’t take him along, can w e? I ’m very  much 

a fra id  that he w on ’t burn— his pals w ill get here too soon. 
W e ’ll pull him nearer the door i f  you ’ll fee l m ore com fort
able about it. Personally , I ’d like to pu t a bullet into him. 
But that isn’t considered gentlem anly, unfortunately. A n y 
how, w e’ll ju s t  take a look at him. I ’ve an idea we m ay see 
him again , and w e ’d a ll be disappointed i f  we didn ’t recog 
nize him .”

L a y in g  dow n his tin , M r. K nigh t strode across to the 
unconscious m an and rem oved the mask. H e stood fo r  a 
few  m om ents gazing down a t  the pallid face , evil even in 
its helplessness, then shrugged  his shoulders.

“ N o prizes fo r  beauty,”  he m uttered. “ B ut I think w e’ll 
all know  him i f  w e ’re unlucky enough to see him again .”  

H e turned his attention to the fire and helped to ex
tinguish it  w ith  ju g s  o f  w ater.

“ W h y  do you w ant it ou t? ”  asked H ardaker.
“ So that w e can open the shutters w ithout the glow  

show ing through. F or  the sam e reason w e m ust turn  the 
lam p out. B u t that can w ait. H elp me to sh ift  the fu rn i
ture into the m iddle o f  the room .”

E veryone set to w ork w ith  a w ill. D ressers, chairs and 
tables w ere piled together and liberally drenched with 
paraffin. Old new spapers and sticks w ere stuffed beneath 
the pile, and the tin o f  oil em ptied over the lot.

“ Q uite a nice bonfire w e ’ll have,”  said M r. K night. “ P ity  
ou r frien d  Sm ith ’s name isn ’t Faw kes. A re  w e all ready 
now ? O ver by the door, please. I ’ m g o in g  to  turn the light 
out.”

H uddled by  the door, they w atched him  extinguish  the 
lamp. In the darkness they heard him cross the kitchen 
and ca re fu lly  unfasten  the shutters. T hey caught a m o
m entary glim pse o f  his vague silhouette as he silently opened 
the w indow . Then he was am ong them once m ore.

“ Q uietly now , please,”  he w hispered. “ Follow  me. I f  
w e ’re discovered, w e ’re done.”

H e opened the door and stood listening. A  dim glim m er 
o f  reflected ligh t cam e from  the lam p in the hall. There was 
a m urm ur o f  d istant voices, but no sound near at hand.

Breathless, on tip toe, they all m oved a long  the stone- 
floored corridor behind him. They had to pass the end o f  
the hall, but as they flitted past like silent g ra y  ghosts, they 
could see that it w as em pty.

“ W here ’s the m an on duty  at the d oor?”  breathed H enry 
as they fe lt  their w ay  dow n the stone stairs a t the end o f  
the corridor.

“ H avin g  supper,”  chuckled Mr. K night. “ I told him  he 
could break off fo r  it.”

G rop ing through the darkness he led the w ay to the 
cellar in w hich P orter  and W ilson  had been im prisoned. 
The w indow  w as still open ju st  as H enry and Aileen had 
le ft  it, and sufficient ligh t filtered through to show up w hite 
fa ces  in the gloom .

H ard ly  had they entered the cellar w hen a w eird scream  
cam e from  the garden, the ca ll o f  an ow l, repeated twice.
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“ B y  j im in y !”  m uttered M r. K night. “ T h at ’s an a larm ! 

I ’ll bet they ’ve found the real Jerry . I 'd  forgotten  all 
about him . T h ere ’s no tim e to w aste. I f  I don ’t get back, 
you know  w hat to do .”

He disappeared silently. The others stood tense and 
breathless, listening.

They heard confused sounds overhead. A  door slammed 
som ewhere, and someone yelled an indistinguishable ques
tion. There w as a scu rry  o f  feet. Then silence again.

It  seemed an age before  M r. K nigh t returned.
“ M anaged it,”  he said briefly. “ Quiet, p lease! W e m ust 

listen to w h at’s g o in g  on.”
T h ey could hear vague sounds o f  m ovem ent in the 

garden. A n oth er etern ity  passed. Then, dim  at first but 
rapid ly  g row in g  stronger, a red g low  began to m ingle w ith 
the m oonlight outside.

“ H e ll !”  suddenly shouted a voice, so near th at they w ere 
all startled. “ The place is on f ir e ! W h at’s the Boss doing? 
Come on, b oy s ! T h ere ’s som ething w ron g .”

H urried footsteps retreated , the door slam med again, and 
there w as a con fusion  o f  m ovem ent overhead. A  note o f  
consternation w as evident in the unintelligible cries they 
could hear.

V ery  soon, heavy fe e t  ran  past the w indow .
“ H ey, P e te !”  It  w as the sam e voice as before . “ T h ey ’ve 

knocked the Boss out, set fire to  the house, and escaped 
through the kitchen w indow .”

“ W hat the h e ll!”  exclaim ed a second voice. “ They couldn ’t 
do that. N o one’s passed through this garden. I ’d have 
seen ’em.”

“ N o use ta lk in g  that w ay. T h ey ’ve got through som e
how. The fa c t  that you ’ve fou n d  J erry  out there proves 
that. T h ey ’ve got aw ay. A nd w e’ve got to  put this darned 
fire out pronto. Come on and g ive  a hand. Y ou ’re doing 
no good out there n ow .”

“ W h at a b it  o f  lu ck !”  m uttered M r. K night as the fo o t 
steps retreated once m ore. “ T h ey haven ’t realized yet that 
som eone w as im personating Jerry . They think he's only 
ju st been knocked out— during your escape.”  He paused, 
listening. There w as a tum ult o f  sound overhead, and the 
red g low  outside w as brightening. “ T h ey ’re pretty well 
occupied, I think. Come on ! I t ’s now  or never.”

One by  one they squeezed through the small w indow . 
O utside they had to keep on hands and knees to  avoid show
ing them selves in the g lare from  the kitchen w indow . K eep
ing close to  the w all, Mr. K nigh t led them round the house 
to the side aw ay from  the fire.

“ D on’t  think there ’s anyone abou t,”  he said. “ A nyhow , 
w e’ve got to risk it. Make stra igh t fo r  the w all.”

T h ey passed quickly through the undergrow th. No one 
barred their w ay. In a very  short tim e they had clim bed 
the w all and stood in the road , free  again.

“ A nd now — w h a t?”  asked H ardaker. “ Make fo r  the 
v illage?”

Mr. K nigh t w as silent fo r  a mom ent, listening to  the 
vague noises audible from  the house.

“ Those tw o guards will still be there,”  he said. “ W e 
can ’t risk a fight w ith  them . It  w ould brin g  the others 
a fte r  us.”

“ W hat do you  suggest then?”
“ Got another ignition  key fo r  your m otorboat?”
“ N o. B u t I daresay w e couid m anage to get over that 

difficulty.”
“ Take too  lon g  i f  w e ’ve to  start m onkeying w ith  it. 

W e ’re not sure th at S carface  is dead, you know. N o, the 
safest p lace fo r  us is P orter ’s house. W e can barricade 
that broken door. A n d  there ’s p lenty o f  am m unition.” 

“ Good L ord ! Y ou  don’t think they ’ll try  anything m ore?”  
“ T h ere ’s on ly  one thing I know  about The O w l,”  said Mr. 

K night gravely . “ I f  he once gets his teeth into anything 
he never lets g o .”

C H A P T E R  X I I I

T H E  road  w as still em pty and deserted, and they saw 
no sign  o f  life  on their w ay. The house, when they 
reached it, slept peacefu lly  under the moon. It 
seemed alm ost incredible now  th at the events o f  the 

last fe w  nightm are hours had actually  occurred.
Y et the broken door rem ained to prove their reality, the 

d isorder throughout the house, and the tw o  bodies in the 
cellar. N o one could fee l sure th at the trouble w as really 
over. It  took  some considerable tim e to restore order and 
barricade the door. D u rin g  that tim e, though an anxious 
w atch w as kept fro m  the little room  above the hall, no 
m ovem ent o f  any sort or  descrip tion  on the m ainland could 
be made out.

“ I expect anything, old chappie— when The O w l’s flying 
around.”

H ardaker grunted. “ Y ou  seem to  have a g rea t respect 
fo r  this crim inal, you n g  m an.”

“ I have.”
“ I can ’t understand w hy you know so much about him. 

I ’m a solicitor— with a fa ir ly  la rge  practice in the crim inal 
cou rts— and I ’ve never even heard o f  him. W hile you—  
W hat did you say you w ere?”

“ A  salesm an.”
“ W ell, how  is it  that you— ”
“ Y ou ’d be surprised w hat a lot o f  things one hears w hilst 

selling vacuum  cleaners,”  grinned Mr. K night. “ Look how  
innocently I dropped into this curious business here. And 
that rem inds me— w e’re not m aking much progress.”  

“ P rogress in w h a t?”
“ F in d in g  those stolen bonds.”

“ n n H E R E  are no stolen bonds here,”  said R obert Porter 
I heavily, speaking fo r  the first time. H e had been 

standing silent in the darkness o f  the little room , al
m ost broken by the strain  o f  the ordeal through w hich he 
had passed. O bviously he was recovering  now. “ I don ’t 
believe a w ord that fe llow  said.”

“ I don ’t know  that I agree w ith  that,”  H ardaker’s harsh 
voice w as ju d icia l in tone. “ I suppose there’s no doubt that 
the bonds did disappear a year a g o ? ”

“ N o, there's no doubt about that.”
“ W ell, surely The Owl ought to  know w hether he got 

them. I ’m assum ing that this m an Smith is The Owl— or 
at any rate one o f  his lieutenants. I  can ’t  im agine any 
reason w hy he should say he hadn’t got them  i f  he had. 
A n d  he'd not go to  a ll th is trouble unless he w ere sure o f  
his fa c ts .”

“ But I tell you the th in g ’s im possib le!”  P orter ’s tem per, 
alw ays short, had been fra yed  by  the n ight’s happenings. 
“ M y soul and body ! Y ou  don ’t  suppose I ’d have let that 
devil tortu re A ileen i f  I ’d know n— ”

“ Y ou  w ere not the on ly  suspect, Mr. P orter ,”  interrupted 
H ardaker. “ E ither W ilson  or H aslam  m ight have— ”  

“ H aslam ! P oor old T im oth y !”  R obert P orter  choked. 
“ W e never saw  eye to  eye on anything. B ut I ’d stake m y 
life  on his honesty.”

“ I w as inclined to  suspect him a t first,”  confessed M r. 
K night. “ But I expect you ’re right. W hat about W ilson ?”  

“ I f  W ilson  had stolen the bonds, w ould he rem ain here 
as m y servant fo r  a y e a r? ”

“ H e m ight— i f  he w ere w aitin g  fo r  an opportun ity  to 
dispose o f  them. T h at w as Sm ith ’s idea, and I ’m inclined 
to  agree w ith him. I don ’t fa n cy  that gentlem an makes 
m any m istakes.”

“ Y ou  think they m ay be hidden som ewhere arou n d ?”  
asked H ardaker thoughtfu lly .

“ Y es.”
“ The house has been searched pretty  thorough ly .”
“ I know . But not thoroughly enough. A fte r  all, it ’s 

not easy  to  m ake a prop er jo b  o f  a search in a hu rry  in 
the dark.”

“ A nd you propose that w e should— ”
“ I think we ought to  investigate W ilson and his affa irs 

a little  m ore ca re fu lly  than w e have done. It  m ight be a 
good idea to  start w ith  his body .”  M r. K nigh t turned to 
H enry. “ Com ing a lon g ?”

“ Y es, I ’ll come w ith  you ,”  said H enry reluctantly.
He follow ed M r. K night out o f  the little room .
D own in the cellar he held a candle w hile M r. K night 

rapid ly  exam ined the bodies o f  the tw o men w ho lay  there 
stiff and cold. A ll th eir pockets had been em ptied. N ot 
a clue o f  any sort or  description could be found upon them.

“ N ot much help here,”  m uttered M r. K night, r is in g  from  
his knees. “ Our on ly  consolation is that the m urderer 
didn ’t get any in form ation  from  them, either, or  he ’d have 
had the bonds by  n ow .”  H e noticed som ething, and held 
up one o f  W ilson ’s hands. “ B rin g  the candle a b it nearer, 
w ill y o u ?”  In the flickering ligh t it could be seen that 
several o f  the dead m an’s fingers w ere stained. “ W hat 
do you think abou t that, M r. D ow nes?”

“ C igarettes?”  suggested H enry, overcom ing his repug
nance and app roach ing  m ore closely.

“ I think not. N icotine stains are usually confined to the 
tw o first fingers and the thum b. E ach finger is affected 
here. Just the tip— especeially the nails. A n d  both hands! 
T h at’s pyrogallic , or  I ’m a D utchm an.”

“ P y rog a llic?”
“ Yes. Y ou  know — the stuff photographers use fo r  de

velop in g  plates.”
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There w as a r is in g  excitem ent in M r. K night’s voice 

that puzzled H enry.
“ W hat abou t i t ? ”  he asked.
“ I don ’t know  yet. It m ay not lead to  anything. But 

there ’s ju s t  this one p o in t: Judging by these stains, W ilson 
evidently did a good  deal o f  photography. M oreover, he 
w ent about it in the old-fashioned w ay, developing his 
plates or  films h im self, instead o f  sending them to the near
est chemist. T h at seems to indicate a darkroom . N ow  
both you and I have been through this house fa ir ly  care
fu lly . H ave you  seen even the slightest sign o f  a dark
room ?”

“ N o.”
“ N either have I. A n d I think we should have noticed 

one. W e ’d better ask the little lady about it.”
They w ent up the stone stairs. They could hear A ileen  

ta lk in g to  her uncle in the kitchen. M r. K night w rinkled 
up his nose.

“ C offee !”  he said, sniffing. “ G ood! L et’s g o .”
A s  all the kitchen w indow s w ere closely shuttered it had 

been considered sa fe  to  leave the lam p burning. Robert 
P orter stood by  the oilstove, w aitin g  fo r  the m ilk to  boil. 
A ileen  was cutting sandw iches.

“ Y ou ’re ju s t  in tim e,”  she sm iled, lookin g up. “ D is
covered a n yth in g?”

“ I ’ve discovered an ach ing void ,”  grinned M r. K night. 
“ A n d  as M r. D ownes has been w ith me, I expect he ’s dis
covered it, too.”

“ R a th e r !”  agreed H enry, w onderin g how  anyone could 
cut sandw iches so neatly.

“ W ell, neither o f  you can have anything until M r. H ar- 
daker has been served. H e’s keeping w atch upstairs.”  

“ G ood m an ! W e m ustn’t neglect the on ly  chap w ho’s 
w ork ing . I ’ ll take his rations up.”

M r. K night disappeared w ith a  cup o f  coffee and a plate 
o f  very  appetizing sandw iches, and returned a few  mo
ments later.

“ E veryth in g  okay,”  he announced. “ N oth ing stirring  
outside. H ardaker ’ 3 quite convinced noth ing w ill stir .”  

“ A nd y ou ?”
“ D on ’t  know , little  lady. E xcellent co ffee ! T ell me—  

W ilson  dabbled in photograph y, didn ’t he?”
“ It  w as his hobby.”
“ A n d  w here did he w ork ?”
“ In an old hut on the m arshes. H e converted it to  his 

liking, and buried h im self in it fo r  hours at a tim e. I s a y !”  
A ileen ’s blue eyes opened w ide. “ T ell me— are you thinking 
that------- ”

“ I ’m  on ly  th inking o f  the possibility  that The Owl knew  
nothing o f  this hut. H e em ptied W ilson ’s pockets and 
searched the house. H e found nothing. W e m ight have 
better luck in this hut. W here is i t? ”

“ I ’ll take you  to it,”  suggested Porter.
M r. K night shook his head thoughtfu lly .
“ B etter i f  you stayed here, I think. W e don ’t  w ant so 

m any o f  us w andering  about outside. Suppose I take Mr. 
Downes. It w on ’t  be difficult to  find?”

“ Oh, you ’ll find it easy enough. I t ’s on the other bank 
o f  the creek. There are stepping-stones across from  the 
boathouse, uncovered at low  w ater. T im e ’s ju st about righ t 
now. W hen you get over the stones you ’ll see a path. Keep 
to it, and it leads you stra igh t to  the hut.”

“ Stones only uncovered at low  w ater, eh ?  T h at’s w hy 
I ’ve not seen them before . A nd the odds are that none 
o f  The O w l’s men have seen ’em, eith er,”  M r. K night 
sw allow ed his coffee and beckoned to H enry. “ Come on, 
old chapp ie! T h at hut m ay be interesting. W e ’d better 
get a m ove on i f  w e w ant to  be there first.”

T H E Y  had one revolver betw een them— H ardaker had 
the other— and one torch . A fte r  seeing that both w ere 
in order, M r. K nigh t unbolted the door.

“ M ight as w ell g o  out this w ay ,”  he m urm ured. “ W e 
should be able to  reach the boathouse w ithout being seen.”  

“ Y ou  think The Owl and his men are still som ewhere
n ear?”

“ I ’m quite sure o f  it. I f  I w ere equally sure o f  w hat they 
are doing, I ’d be a lot happier. N ow , rem em ber, ca re fu l’s 
the w ord .”

S low ly and silently M r. K nigh t unlatched the door and 
pulled it open an inch or  tw o. He peered out cautiously 
through the narrow  slit. A  m om ent later he started back, 
pushed the door shut and rebolted it.

“ A  change o f  plan required,”  he announced calm ly. 
“ T h ere ’s som eone w andering about outside.”

C H A P T E R  X I V

SU C H  rapid  confirm ation o f  his opinion w as startling. 
The other stared at him in silent agitation .

“ W ho is i t? ”  breathed P orter at last.
“ I  don ’t know. I saw  no m ore than a  shadow  m ov

ing am ongst the shrubbery.”
S ilence again.
“ W h a t’s to be done n ow ?”  asked A ileen  a fte r  a w hile, 

m oving a step tow ard H enry.
“ W a it,”  said M r. K night. “ U ntil som ething happens to 

g ive us a cue.”  H e strode soundlessly tow ard  the hall. 
“ B etter see that H ardaker is all r igh t.”

H e returned in a few  m om ents to  report th at nothing 
had been seen a t the fro n t  o f  the house.

“ W e shall have to  keep a lookout at the back as w ell,”  
he w ent on. “ I hadn’t realized it w as so easy  to  cross the 
creek at low  w ater. W h at about it, P orter?  D o you  fee l 
equal to------- ”

H e broke o ff as footsteps sounded clea rly  on the stone 
flags outside. E veryone- in the kitchen stood rig id , listen
ing. The footsteps seemed to be fa lte r in g  a little. But 
they w ere unm istakably app roach ing the door.

Clip, clop, heavy, unhurried, g row in g  louder like sounds 
in a nightm are. A n d  then the crescendo suddenly ceased. 
There was nothing now  but a fa in t  shuffling beyond the 
door, and it w as evident to  everyone th at the m ysterious 
v isitor  had halted im m ediately outside.

Mr. K night crept forw a rd  and laid his ear against the 
w ood. H en ry ’s eyes narrow ed as he saw  the handle o f  the 
door m ove gently , stealth ily. Then there cam e a knock on 
the door, a knock altogether different from  w hat anyone 
had expected, a knock tim id, alm ost apologetic.

“ H e llo !”  called M r. K nigh t. “ W h o ’s th ere?”
“ I t ’s Benn, s ir,”  cam e a shaky voice. “ M r. H ardaker’s 

servant. Thank heaven I ’ve found you here. Can I com e 
in , s ir ? ”

“ N o one w ith  you , B en n?”
“ N o, sir.”
“ A ll right. Come in.
M r. K nigh t drew  the bolt. He also drew  his revolver, 

holding it ready  in case the servant’s entry  m ight be f o l 
lowed by  a rush o f  The O w l’s creatures w ho had forced  
the man to p lay  a trick. B u t th is precaution  w as unneces
sary . Benn slipped quickly through the half-open door, 
and a g lance outside show ed that nothing w as m oving in 
the m oonlight.

“ Y ou ’ve been h aving adventures, old chappie.”
The m anservant w as w et through, and plastered w ith 

mud from  head to foot. He looked exhausted. H e wiped 
aw ay some sodden grass that w as c lin g in g  to his grim y 
fa ce , and stared round the kitchen.

“ I ’ll say I have s ir !  I thought I ’d never get out o f  those 
b linking m arshes. I ’m nearly  done in .”

“ S it down. H ave some coffee. Feel equal to  te llin g  us 
w hat happened?”

“ T hat w on ’t take long, s ir.”  Benn eagerly  sw allow ed a 
cupfu l o f  coffee. “ I rea lly  don ’t know  much about it. I 
w as steering the S ilver  S ta r  dow n the creek when som e
th ing h it me on the head. I think som eone had hidden on
the boat, sir, and------- ”

“ T h at ’s right. O ur old frien d , S carface .”
“ I thought it m ust be som ething like that, though I never 

saw  him . I never heard him , either. Just a w hack on the 
head that knocked me overboard. I ’ve a sort o f  confused 
recollection  o f  hearing a scream  then, and a revolver shot. 
B ut I w as m ore than h a lf dazed, sir, and it ’s all very  m ud
dled. W hen I cam e to m y senses, I w as splashing in the 
w ater, and the S ilver  S ta r  w as nearly  out o f  sight.

“ W ell, it w as no good  sw im m ing a fte r  it, sir. I w as 
pretty  w ell fed  up because I thought the w om enfolk  had 
been kidnaped. I ’m real g lad to see the young lady
here, w ell and unharmed. H ow  did she--------”

“ T h at’ s another story. Go on w ith yours.”
“ There rea lly  isn ’t any m ore, sir. I ju s t  swam to the 

nearest shore, and I ’ve been m essing about in the swam ps 
and bogs ever since. I thought I ’d never get back to the 
house. A nd I didn ’t  know  w hether I ’d find you all here 
w hen I  did. W h ere ’s Mr. H ardaker, s ir?  I hope he’s all 
r ig h t .”

“ Y es, he’s all right. K eepin g w atch upstairs. I ’ ll tell 
him  at once that the prod iga l has returned. D id you cross 
the creek by  the stepping-ston es?”

“ Y es, s ir.”
“ Y ou  didn’t  see anyone h an ging arou n d ?”
“ H aven ’t seen a soul, sir, since I  w as knocked out o f  the 

S ilver  S ta r .”
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“ Y ou ’ve been luckier than w e have. But I expect Mr. 

H ardaker’ ll tell you all about it. W e ’ve a job  o f  w ork  on. 
H ave some m ore coffee.”

M r. K night hurried upstairs again . H e returned before  
long, brisk and business-like.

“ Come on, M r. D ownes. One person ’s found our stepping- 
stones already. A n d he m ay have been seen. W e don ’t 
w ant anyone to  get to the hut b efore  us. R eady?”

“ Y es ,”  said H enry. “ I 'm  ready .”
H e looked at A ileen. She smiled encouragem ent at him. 

C h eerfu lly  he fo llow ed  M r. K nigh t out into the yard.
T h ey crept cautiously  through the kitchen garden to 

the boathouse, stopp in g  occasion ally  to  listen. N o sound 
disturbed the stillness o f  the n ight. They cau gh t no 
glim pse o f  an enemy.

AS P orter had said, the stepping-stones w ere now  visible 
above the su rface  o f  the sluggish  w ater, stretch ing 
across the second arm  o f  the creek. Mr. K nigh t led the 

w ay, strid ing rap id ly  over the stones to  the m ainland. 
H ere the beginning o f  a narrow  path showed clea rly  in the 
m oonlight.

The path tw isted and turned am ong the bushes, avoid
ing the m arshy land on either side. It  was evidently not 
much used. A s  they progressed  it  g rew  fa in ter  and m ore 
swam py.

T h ey cam e eventually to  a sm all w ooden hut in a tin y  
clea rin g , quite hidden from  casual observation by  the 
bushes that surrounded it. The hut w as w indow less and 
in good repair. It  had a strong , close-fitting door secured 
by  a padlock.

“ Shall we have to break it open ?”  asked H enry.
“ I  think not,”  replied M r. K nigh t. H e drew  a bunch o f  
keys from  his pocket. “ T h ere ’s no point in ca lling  our 
frien d s ’ attention to w h at w e ’re doing. One o f  these should 
m anage it.”

A fte r  he had fiddled w ith the keys fo r  a w hile the pad
lock succum bed. H e pushed the creak in g  door open and 
flashed a ligh t into the hut.

“ Y es, this is W ilson ’s darkroom ,”  he rem arked, noting 
the w ork  bench crow ded w ith chem icals and photograph ic 
apparatus. “ A n d i f  no ligh t gets  in, none can get out. 
Come in  and shut the door. T h ere ’s a lam p here. I f  you ’ll 
light it we can have a care fu l look around.”

H enry lit the oil lam p on the bench, and they com menced 
their search. W ilson  had been a very  tidy  man. E v ery 
th ing in the hut w as neatly  labelled and stored aw ay in the 
small space available. T h e search did not take long. Its 
results w ere com pletely  negative.

“ I ’m a fra id  w e ’ve draw n a blank, old chappie,”  said Mr. 
K night. “ I w as rather hoping we m ight have g o t  on to  the 
track  o f  som ething here.”

H e picked up a cardboard  box labelled “ U N D E V L .P L .”  
“ M ethodical bloke, he w as,”  he m urm ured. “ U ndeveloped 

plates. E v iden tly  he w aited till he had a few  before  w ork 
ing on them .”  He shook the box  gingerly . “ T h ere are 
some in. I w onder i f  i t ’s w orth  w hile  looking a t them. 
P robably  not. A n d yet. . . .”

H e opened the box. I t  w as apparently  em pty. H e shook 
it again , and could fee l som ething m ove. He exam ined the 
inside m ore closely. A  tig h tly  fitting  piece o f  cardboard 
had been w edged in, m aking a fa lse  bottom  to the box.

“ B y  jim in y !”  he exclaim ed. “ T h at rather alters things. 
W e ’re  certa in ly  goin g  to  have a look at this undeveloped 
plate— i f  it is a plate. L ight that red lam p, M r. D ownes, 
and put the other out.”

H enry obeyed, in fected  by  his com panion ’s excitem ent. 
A s  soon as their eyes grew  accustom ed to the dim  red light, 
M r. K night ripped out the fa lse  bottom  o f the box. B e
neath it w as a thin rectangu lar ob ject care fu lly  w rapped in 
the usual black paper.

“ It  fee ls  like a plate.”  H e unw rapped the paper. “ It is 
a plate. And undeveloped, too, w hether it ’s been exposed 
or  not. I w onder w h y  W ilson  took  such pains to  hide 
th is?”  . . , ,

H e ca re fu lly  rew rapped the plate and put it in the box. 
“ L et’s have a bit m ore ligh t on the scene. I think w e’ll 

see w hether this has been exposed or  not.”
H enry lit the other lam p. B linking in the w hite light, 

Ihev prepared solutions o f  the required chem icals, and col
lected the necessary dishes. Then the ord inary lam p was 
extinguished once m ore, and M r. K nigh t unw rapped the 
m ysterious plate again.

“ I ’ve got an idea w e m ay find som ething interesting on 
th is,”  he said, as he laid it in a tra y  and poured developer 
over it. “ A fte r  all, it ’s a good  w ay  o f  keeping a secret, 
isn’t i t ? ”

They both w atched w ith  grow in g  excitem ent as the 
developer did its w ork . B lack  patches appeared on the 
cream y w hiteness o f  the plate, and gradu a lly  coalesced 
into a pattern  w hich conveyed noth ing at all to  the 
w atchers.
_ “ Looks like an ord in ary  landscape,”  m urm ured Mr. 

K night doubtfu lly . “ W e ’ll see better w hen it ’s fixed.”
But w hen the various processes w ere com pleted, they 

both stared a t the p late in disappointm ent. It  w as a very  
ord inary photograph , nothing m ore o r  less than a view  o f  
the creek w ith  the stepping-stones show in g up plainly.

“ T h at’s not going to help us m uch,”  m uttered H enry, 
disgusted.

“  ’F ra id  not, old chappie. A nd yet there m ust be some
reason w hy W ilson------- ”  M r. K nigh t broke off, holding the
w et plate nearer the light. “ B y  jim in y ! H ave another 
look at th is. N otice anyth ing about the th ird  stone from  
the r ig h t? ”

“ Can’t say I  do. E x cep t th at there ’s a sort o f  
streak------- ”

“ T h at’s right. I t ’s an overhang ing  w illow  branch, and 
it ’s poin tin g directly  at that th ird  stone. M ay be the purest 
coincidence, o f  course. B u t it ’s out o f  focu s, and W ilson  
could, i f  he’d w anted, have arranged  the cam era so th at the 
branch w ould point to any  other stone. Is there any  s ig 
nificance in the fa c t  that it points to  the th ird ?”

“ W ell, i t ’s fu n n y  th at he should take such trouble to  hide 
a simple view  like th is .”

“ V ery  fu n n y ! A n d  there ’s nothing else on the plate that 
m eans anything to  us. I think w e ought to  have a look at 
that third  stone, M r. D ow nes.”

“ So do I ,”  agreed H enry, his excitem ent returning.
L eaving the enigm atic plate in a dry ing  rack, they locked 

up the hut and returned to the creek. There w as no diffi
culty , even in the pale m oonlight, in loca tin g  the spot from  
w hich the photograph had been taken, and thus identify ing 
the th ird  stepping-stone from  the right.

A fte r  gazin g  round to m ake sure that no one w as in 
sight, M r. K night flashed his torch  on  the stone. It  looked 
precisely  like its fe llow s, rough ly  cut, rectangu lar, h a lf 
covered w ith moss.

“ Seams v ery  natural, doesn ’t i t ? ”  he said.
“ W ill it m ove?”  suggested H enry.
T h ey tried. The stone w as steady enough w hen pressure 

w as applied from  above, as in stepping on it ;  but when 
they pushed against it sidew ays, it certa in ly  did move.

In  a m om ent M r. K nigh t w as up to his thighs in  the 
creek, exertin g  him self to l if t  the stone. The portion  above 
w ater cam e aw ay from  its  base. The torch  showed that 
this base had been hollow ed ou t; and in the cavity, still 
covered b y  the sluggish  w ater, lay  a square parcel care
fu lly  w rapped in w a terp roo f sheeting.

“ Feels like a tin  b ox ,”  said H enry, lift in g  the parcel out 
o f  the cavity.

“ A  tin box it w ill be,”  agreed M r. K nigh t cheerfu lly. 
“ A n d it contains those m issing bonds, or I ’m a Dutchman. 
Come on, old chapp ie ! W e ’d better take it back to  the 
house, and let Robert P orter  open it .”

C H A P T E R  X V

A IL E E N  adm itted them  into the kitchen when they 
knocked, and her blue eyes opened w ide at s igh t o f  

l the rectangular package.
“ W hatever have you got th ere?”  she asked.

“ A  present fo r  a good  little  g ir l,”  sm iled Mr. K night. He 
glanced at Robert P orter w ho was staring at him with 
som ething like fear in his broad fa ce . “ N oth ing w ron g , is 
th e re ? ”

“ N o.”  Porter advanced a step, reaching out a hand
tow ard the package. “ Is this------- ”

“ D on’t know  yet. W here ’s B e n n ?”
“ U pstairs w ith Mr. H ardaker.”
“ W e ’ll have H ardaker dow n, I think. The m ore w itnesses 

to  the opening o f  this box  the better.”
A  call brought the solicitor dow n, shivering a little from  

his v ig il.
“ N ippy up there w ith  the w indow s open,”  he said. “ I’ve 

told  Benn to  keep m oving from  back to fron t. H e ’ll be 
able to  w atch  both sides o f  the house, and keep him self 
w arm  at the sam e tim e. H ullo! W h at’s t h is ? ”

Mr. K nigh t explained. “ I su ggest that Mr. P orter should 
open it in our presence.”

“ Quite rig h t,”  agreed Jonas H ardaker. “ Come on, Porter! 
S atis fy  our curiosity .”

P orter obeyed. There w as an obvious reluctance in his
m ovem ents.
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The w aterp roof coverin gs w ere soon  rem oved from  the 

package. But the steel box  thus disclosed offered m ore 
difficulty. It  was lock ed ; and the lock  w as a good  one. A  
ham m er and a chisel w ere required before  they could m ake 
any im pression on it.

E ventually, how ever, they m anaged to force  it open. 
R obert P orter looked through the docum ents cram m ed into 
the box. and the frow n  on his broad fa ce  grew  deeper. 

“ Y e s / ’ he said w earily . “ These are the stolen bonds.”  
“ A ll o f  th em ?”  asked H ardaker.
“ I think so. Lord ! I ’d never have believed that W ilson  

was a th ie f!”  _ . .
“ I ’m a fra id  there ’s no doubt about it,”  said Mr. K night. 

“ Sm ith’s in form ation  w as correct— so fa r  as it w ent. W il
son certa in ly  hid that b ox  under the stepping-stone.”

“ I think it w as jo lly  clever o f  you to find it.”  A ileen in
cluded H enry in her com m endation. “ A  real sm ack in the 
eye fo r  The Owl. Y ou  succeeded w here his men failed .”  

“ Y ou  certa in ly d id !”  H ardaker joined  in the congratula
tions. “ A ll because you  w ere sharp enough to notice that 
W ilson ’s fingers w ere stained. Just show s how  human these 
m aster crim inals are, doesn ’t i t ?  M ake m istakes like the 
rest o f  us. And the fa ilu re  to  notice those stains and draw 
the necessary deduction from  them  is g o in g  to  cost The 
Owl fifty  thousand pounds.”  #

“ I shouldn’t  be too sure o f  that y e t ,”  objected Mr. K night 
drily. “ Our friend  is not easily  discouraged. A nd i f  he
discovers that w e have found the bonds------- ”

“ But he couldn’t do that! H ow  could he possibly------
“ It ’s  never w ise to  underrate your enem y, old chappie. 

G ive Him credit fo r  a certa in  am ount o f  intelligence. W e ’ve 
been w atch ing fo r  him. W e can be pretty  sure that he’s 
been w atch ing us. I f  he’s seen our little expedition  to  the 
hut in the m arshes, it  w ill not require a great deal o f  im 
agination  fo r  him to guess w hat has happened, w ill i t ? ”  

“ Y ou ’re still suggesting  that he’ ll attack us a g a in ? ”  cried
A ileen.

“ W ell, there ’s som ething here now  that m akes us w orth 
attacking.”

“ D ear m e!”  m uttered H ardaker testily . “ Y ou ’re the m ost 
persistent young m an I ’ve ever m et. I’d better get back 
upstairs and help Benn to keep w atch .”

W hen he had gone, R obert P orter looked round appeal
ingly.

“ W h at shall I do w ith  th e se ? ”  he asked, eyeing the bonds 
w ith distaste.

“ H ide them ,”  said Mr. K night. “ It  doesn ’t m atter much 
where. I f  The Owl doesn ’t get in they’ ll be safe enough. 
I f  he does, he’ll m ake you  tell him w here they are.”

“ Y ou ’re a very cheerfu l sort o f  person, aren’t y o u ? ”  said 
A ileen, pulling a fa ce  at him. “ But we m ight as w ell do 
w hat w e can. W hat do you  say, H en ry?  A n y  su gges
t io n s ? ”  _  , ,

“ Y es ,”  replied H enry prom ptly . “ Put ’em under the coals 
in the coal-cellar. I ’d an aunt once w ho kept all her money 
there.”  .

“ F ilth y lucre it m ust have been. But it ’ s an idea. Good 
as anyw here else, don ’t  you think, U ncle B ob ?”

“ I suppose so,”  agreed P orter dully. “ A n yw here out o f  
m y sight.”

H e w alked out o f  the kitchen, lookin g tired and old. A fte r  
burying the steel box  under a heap o f  coals, A ileen  and 
H enry joined  him in the lounge.

IT w as c lear that Mr. K nigh t anticipated fu rth er  trouble, 
and the thought w as not v ery  com fortin g . Aileen was 

w orried  abou t her uncle, who sat in a brooding silence very 
different from  his usual heartiness. They discussed the situ
ation uneasily and spasm odically, w ith  frequent long pauses 
during w hich they a ll listened intently  fo r  any  sound from  
inside. . .

N oth ing could be heard, yet everyone w as on the qui vive, 
fu lly  expecting som ething to  happen. H a lf an hour passed, 
and the tension becam e alm ost unbearable.

Then, w ith  startlin g  suddenness, H ardaker called from  
u psta irs : . . .  . .  „

“ Can you  com e u p ?  There’s som ething go in g  on outside. 
Mr. K n igh t w as up the stairs in a flash, w ith H enry and 

Aileen close behind him. They entered the little  room  above 
the hall, and joined  H ardaker at the w indow.

“ L ook !”  he w hispered, pointing to the furth er bank o f  the 
creek. “ H e ’s ju st com e up the road .”

The figure o f  a m an w as bending over the dinghy, busy 
w ith the m ooring rope. He had ju st  unfastened it when 
a second m an appeared from  the bushes. They had a short 
conversation , a fte r  w hich  the first m an refasten ed  the 
m ooring  rope to its post. The second man stood near the

w ater edge, fa c in g  dow nstream , and the w atchers could 
see a succession o f  tin y  flashes com e from  som ething he 
held in his hands.

“ H e ’s signalling ,”  m uttered H ardaker. “ W ith  a pow 
erfu l lam p. “ A n yone read M o rse ? ”

“ Y es,”  said Mr. K night. “ H e hasn’t started his m essage 
yet. I ’ll w atch him. Y ou  all look  dow nstream  and see if  
you can distinguish any rep ly .”

Though the lam p w as not directed tow ard the house, it 
was easy enough to read the flashes.

“  ‘S end m ore men. Bonds in  house. M ust a tta ck  again*. 
W ell, that’s pretty  definite. E vidently they did w atch our 
expedition to the hut. A n yone locate the spot he’s signalling 
t o ? ”

N o one had seen any answ ering flash.
“ P robably  round a bend o f  the creek ,”  said A ileen, “ and 

hidden from  us by the bushes.”
“ M aybe there’s a boat dow n there,”  suggested Benn w ho 

had crept in unobserved.
H ardaker turned on him angrily.
“ W hy the devil have you le ft  you r p o s t ? ”
“ W ell, sir, I heard you  call, and I thought------- ”
“ It ’s not your business to think. F or all w e know this 

m ay be a ruse to d istract our attention from  the other side 
o f  the house. G et back at once.”

“ V ery  good , sir.”

BE N N  returned to the room  across the corrid or. Struck 
w ith a sudden fe a r  th at H ardaker’s suggestion  m ight be 

correct, H enry w ent a fter  him. But the outlook from  the 
window at the back w as reassuring. The stepping-stones 
showed up deserted in the m oonlight. N oth ing w as stirring 
in the em pty countryside.

H e rejoined the others. The tw o men w ere still visible 
on the bank, still flashing their lamp.

“ T h ey ’re sim ply  repeating the m essage,”  said Mr. K night 
doubtfully . “ I w onder i f  you ’re r igh t, H ardaker.”

“ There’s no one about at the back,”  reported H enry. 
“ T hat’s good ! But I can ’t understand w hy these fe llow s 

— H ullo! T h ey ’re saying som ething else now .”
There w as silence fo r  a w hile. E veryone w atched the 

flickering dots and dashes from  the distant lamp.
“ N o sense at all.”  M r. K night m oved aw ay from  the 

window. “ E ither it ’s som e kind o f  code, or th ey ’re fo o l
ing------- ”

A  brigh t ligh t flashed suddenly from  the doorw ay, daz
zling.

“ Perhaps the latter,”  said a sm ooth cold  voice. “ Put 
your hands up, please.’ "

Y ellow  flam e spurted from  Mr. K nigh t’s pocket, and the 
ligh t w ent out. Instantaneously another spran g  up, and 
its g lare shone on the barrels o f  fou r  revolvers pointed 
directly  at the occupants o f  the room .

“ D on ’t  do that again, p lease,”  said the fam iliar  voice. 
“ I ’ve no desire to  kill you  all.”

It  was Mr. Smith, undoubtedly. Mr. K night slow ly  raised 
his hands above his head. The others, blinking in the strong 
light, follow ed  his exam ple.

“ Search them !”
A  m asked man stepped forw ard  from  the darkness be

hind the light. Q uickly and expertly  he ran his hands over 
the prisoners’ cloth ing, rem oving the revolvers w hich they 
carried.

“ B ring the other in.”
S truggling  desperately, Benn w as brought in and thrown 

to the floor a t H ardaker’s feet.
“ N ow ,”  continued the invisible M r. Sm ith. “ W h ere ’s 

P o r te r ? ”
N o one replied.
“ I hope to  teach you all to be m ore reasonable.”  There 

was horrible m enace in the cold voice. “ Find him, Pete! 
Y ou  others com e dow n into the lounge w here w e can see 
one another.”

H enry glanced at A ileen. He could see that she w as more 
troubled about her uncle’s d isappearance than anything else. 

The fourth  m asked man returned from  his search.
“ Can’t find him anyw here, Boss,”  he reported.
“ Take a look round outside. Perhaps he opened that back 

door and sneaked out either be fore  we cam e or ju st a fter 
our arrival.”

“ O kay, B oss.”
The shadow  o f  a frow n  flickered across M r. Sm ith ’s face. 
“ Y ou  people are not m aking th ings any easier fo r  your

selves,”  he said when the man had gone. “ I know  that the
stolen bonds are in this house------- ”

“ H ow  do you  know  th a t? ”  asked H ardaker.
“ N ever mind. W ill you  tell me w here they a re?  Or
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m ust I renew  m y experim ent w ith this you n g  la d y?”  

“ I ’ll tell y o u !”  snapped H enry. “ T h ey ’re in the coal- 
house. U nder the coals.”

“ Go get them .”  Mr. Smith spoke to  another o f  his men. 
The man hurried out. There was a tense uncom fortable 

silence. I t  seem ed an age before  he returned. And then 
the result o f  his quest w as startling.

“ N o, B oss,”  he said, shaking his head. “ N ot a sign  o f 
’em !”

C H A P T E R  X V I
M IT H ’ S evil face  w as contorted w ith rage as he looked 

at the prisoners.
“ So th at’s how  you ’ve planned th in gs?”  he snarled. 

“ P orter ’s gone off w ith the bonds, and you ’ve remained 
here to  bluff me.”

M r. K night laughed aloud. “ Y ou give us too much credit, 
old chappie. I t ’s a great idea, I ’ ll adm it— but no one here 
thought o f  it .”

“ You mean that P orter ’s done it on his ow n?”
“ P recisely. Som ething o f  a brainw ave, w asn ’t it?  He 

seems to have put a rather b ig  spoke in you r w heel.”
“ H e can ’t  get fa r  aw ay .”
“ Can’t h e?”  M r. K nigh t laughed again  as the roa r  o f  

an out-board m otor burst in to the silence o f  the night. 
“ It rather looks as though he’s— ”

W ith  a m uttered curse, Smith unfastened one o f  the shut
ters and flung it open. Through the w indow  the dinghy 
could be seen ju s t  leaving the farth er bank o f  the creek. 
Seated in it w as a  stout figure recognizable even a t that 
distance as R obert P orter.

“ A pparently  he ’s o ff fo r  the police, old chappie.”
The rage died out o f  Sm ith’s face , leaving his expression 

cold and m alignant.
“ Y es,”  he said very  so ftly . “ I suppose it w ill take them 

about an hour to get here. There is plenty o f  tim e before 
you need die, and I should like to  be sure that you are not 
bluffing. Y ou — ”  pointing his revolver a t H ardaker—  “ I 
have no quarrel with you. Tell m e the truth and your 
life  shall be spared. W ere those bonds hidden under the 
coa ls?”

H ardaker shrugged. “ I know  nothing about that. The 
box w as opened in m y presence in the kitchen, but I had 
gone upstairs be fore  it w as decided w here to  put the bonds.”  

“ Is your story  the sam e?”  Sm ith turned to Benn.
“ I haven’t  a story ,”  m uttered the servant. “ I didn ’t 

even know  there were any bonds.”
“ Perhaps w e’d better search the house again .”
“ Y ou ’d better m ake you rse lf scarce,”  sneered H ardaker. 

“ O r you ’re goin g  to find yourself in— ”
“ Perhaps you are r igh t.”  Smith raised his revolver. “ In 

a w ay, I am sorry  to kill you all— ”
“ Is that rea lly  necessary?”  asked M r. K night causti

cally.
“ I ’m a fra id  it  is. I f  you hadn’t rem oved m y m ask . . . 

B ut you  m ust see that I couldn ’t run the risk o f  any o f 
you recogn izing me in the fu tu re .”  The revolver pointed 
directly  betw een M r. K nigh t’s eyes. “ A n d I ’m not at all 
sure that you w on ’t be better out o f  the w ay in any case. 
Y ou seem rather a rem arkable young— ”

Smith broke off. Through the silence o f  the n ight out
side shrilled a w histle, unm istakable in its p iercing quality.

“ H ere com e the police,”  said M r. K night. “ Y ou ’ll have 
to  get a m ove on, old chappie.”

Three revolver shots rang out in quick succession. A 
large m otor-beat started up in the distance. Its roar grew  
rapid ly  louder as it approached.

A  flame o f  hatred sprang up in Sm ith’s eyes. H is finger 
closed round the tr igger.

M r. K night acted so quickly that no one saw precisely 
w hat happened. W ith  a sw ift  kick he knocked over the 
table on which the lam p stood. A t  the same m om ent he 
pulled H enry and Aileen to the floor.

The lamp splintered into fragm ents, p lunging the room 
into darkness. Several flashes o f  flame spurted and re
volvers barked. Then Sm ith ’s voice rang out:

“ Get going, b oys ! W e can ’t stop to make sure that we 
have finished this job . S ca tter! M eet at the boat.”  

H urried footsteps clattered out o f  the room  and all was 
silent.

A  voice called through the barricade at the fro n t  door: 
“ H ello ! A n ybody  h ere?”
“ Y es, old chappie. T h ere ’s quite a fe w  o f  us here. 

W ho are y o u ?”
“ Inspector D avies. E ssex County Constabulary. I  un

derstand you ’re having trouble o f  some sort.”

N ot much w ron g  w ith  your understanding. I suppose 
you haven 't a v isiting  card w ith  y ou ?”

“ M eaning w h a t?”
“ Oh, well, it doesn’t  m atter.”  Mr. K night began to pull 

dow n the barricade. “ W e’re unarm ed now , so we couldn ’t 
resist in any  case. And I expect you rea lly  are Inspector 
D avies. One gets into the habit o f  querying these little 
things, you know .”

“ It  is Inspector D avies,”  said A ileen  positively. “ I know 
his voice quite w ell.”

She helped the others to  rem ove the piled-up fu rn itu re . 
Soon the doorw ay was free .

The inspector entered the hall, fo llow ed  b y  tw o constables 
in un iform . H enry looked out. He could see a large m otor- 
boat m oored a t the bottom  o f  the garden, and several more 
policem en searching the island. It  rea lly  did seem as 
though their troubles w ere over a t last.

Davies was a big man w ith honest, ugly  features. He 
made no attem pt to  hide his bew ilderm ent as he surveyed 
the occupants o f  the hall.

“ N ow , then,”  he asked, using the tim e-honored form ula. 
“ W h at’s all this abou t?”

Aileen was gazing at him  anxiously. “ W here ’s Uncle 
B ob ?”

H e glanced a t one o f  the constables and nodded.
“ It  w as him you saw, then,”  he said.
“ Y essir. I thought I recognized him .”
“ Y ou r uncle passed us in a d inghy a little w ay  down 

the creek, M iss Porter. W e w ere w aiting fo r  the signal—  
some o f  us cam e b y  land, and some by  w ater— and we didn ’t 
w ant to  disclose our presence prem aturely . Constable 
Grim es here fe lt  sure it w as your uncle, so we let him pass 
w ithout challenging him .”

“ T h at’s all r ig h t then.”  A ileen breathed a sigh o f  relief.
“ E vidently  he w as m aking fo r  M arshend. But I  say, 

how  did you  get to  know  about u s? ”
“ Y ou r m aids, Miss. They’d been stranded in the marshes, 

but they m anaged to get out and find Sergeant W alton  at 
M ereside. They told such a b lood-curd ling story  about 
w hat w as happening here that W alton  got busy on the 
phone straigh t aw ay, and we decided to  com e in force . I 
don ’t know  w hether m y men have caught— ”

“ They’ve a boat hidden som ewhere down the creek,”  said 
M r. K night. “ It  m ight be a good plan to send yours down 
a fte r  them .”

“ I ’ll do that at once.”  D avies gave the necessary instruc
tions. “ N ow  suppose you tell me all about it.”

They gave him a b r ie f  outline o f  w hat had happened. 
H is pleasant hom ely fa ce  becam e grave as he listened.

“ T w o m urders,”  he m uttered, “ and another m an prob
ab ly  k illed! H oly  sm oke! I m ust get w ord o f  this to  the 
C hief Constable at once. A nd I ’ ll have to  send out a gen
eral w arn in g  in case these men escape. Can you describe 
any o f  them ?”

They had to explain th at the men had been masked, 
and that M r. Smith was the on ly  one whose face  they had 
seen. D avies w rote dow n their description in detail, then 
sent a constable to  telephone headquarters from  the nearest 
village.

ON E  by one the police began to d r ift  back to  the house 
w ith a confession  o f  com parative fa ilure. T h ey had 
-managed to catch on ly  one o f  the crim inals. Th is w as 

the man whose shoulder H enry had broken w ith the poker. 
H ehad becom e separated from  his com panions, and had 
been arrested w hile stru gglin g  through the m arshes.

O f Smith and the others there w as no w ord . N or had 
any sign o f  their boat been seen.

“ They w on ’t get fa r  aw ay,”  said D avies w ith assurance. 
“ T h ere ’s a cordon round the county by now. A nd boats 
are w atch ing out at sea.”

He turned to the prisoner, and tried to question him. 
The man refused to talk a t all. He w as carried off to  gaol, 
and the search w ent on.

In the reaction fo llow in g  the excitem ent, H enry found 
him self yaw ning, D avies noticed it.

“ Y ou  all look fa g g ed  out,”  he said kindly. “ W hy not 
get a b it o f  sleep? Y ou  can leave everyth ing to  me now .”  

“ T h at’s good advice,”  agreed M r. K night. “ A n d  I fo r  
one am goin g  to take it.”  H is g ra y  eyes twinkled. “ That 
is i f  Miss P orter ’s hospitality w ill stretch to  a draper, a 
vacuum  salesman, a solicitor and his servant.”

“ The first tw o are frauds, I ’m a fra id ,”  smiled A ileen. 
“ But very good friends fo r  all that. Come on ! I ’ll show 
you w hich room s you can have.”

W hat a re lie f it  w as to  get betw een clean w hite sheets,
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to be able to relax  in the snow y com fort w ith the knowledge 
that it was no longer necessary to be continually on the qui 
v iv e l  H enry took  tw o or  three deep breaths o f  content
ment, and closed his eyes. W hen he opened them again, 
the sun w as blazing into his room , and an appetizing smell 
o f  cooking bacon floated up from  dow nstairs.

He dressed quickly and hurried down. There was no 
one about in the hall. He glanced out o f  the doorw ay. A t 
the bottom  o f  the garden, Inspector D avies, M r. K night and 
tw o constables w ere busily engaged, d ragg in g  som ething 
out o f  the w ater.

H e w alked slow ly and relu ctan tly  tow ard them . A  sud
den intuition told him w hat they had found. A nd w hen he 
reached them he saw that he was right.

“ M orning, old chappie,”  said Mr. K night cheerfu lly. 
“ A nother o f  your victim s! Y ou  made a proper jo b  o f  this 
one.”

H enry stared a t the body o f  the man S carface  w hich had 
floated up w ith the incom ing tide, and the brightness w ent 
out o f  the m orning.

“ Y ou m ustn’t w orry  about it, M r. D ow nes,”  said Davies 
kindly. “ He only got w hat w as com ing to him .”

A s they w ere ca rry in g  the lim p body to the boathouse, 
an official m otorcycle came roarin g  dow n the furth er bank 
o f  the creek. A  plainclothesm an dism ounted, propped up 
his machine, and splashed over the causew ay.

D avies hurried to meet him. A fte r  a short conversa
tion, the plainclothesm an saluted and w ent back to his 
m achine. The inspector rejoined the others.

“ N ot a sign o f  R obert P orter ,”  he announced, his pleas
ant fa ce  grave and w orried. “ H e didn’t go to  Marshend, 
and we can ’t find anyone w ho’s seen him. Looks as though 
he’s been drow ned.”

“ There’s another alternative.”  M r. K night glanced 
round. “ I w ouldn ’t  dare suggest this i f  Miss Porter was 
w ithin hearing. But he acted very  queerly w hen we found 
the bonds. It  is possible, isn ’t it, that he’s run off w ith 
them ?”

C H A P T E R  X V I I

T O the hectic n ight succeeded a rather w earisom e day 
o f  w aiting and w ondering. There w as much com ing 
and going, much questioning and repetition. Some 
inklin g o f  the situation had leaked out, and reporters 

buzzed round the house like persistent flies. B u t no new 
developm ents occurred . In  spite o f  the police cordon, Smith 
and his men had not been captured. The single prisoner 
resolutely refused to talk. There was no news o f  Robert 
Porter.

A n d so the day w ent on. P olice surgeons arrived and ex
amined the bodies o f  the m urdered men. The coroner com 
menced his inquiry, and adjourned it a t  once. In  the middle 
o f  the aftern oon  a g reat man arrived, no less a personage 
than C hief Inspector Dransfield o f  New Scotland Y ard .

Inspector D avies had been to M arshend to m eet his car, 
and had given  him particu lars o f  the case as they drove 
back together. Though he listened politely to the recital, 
Dransfield did not seem to pay much attention. A nd as soon 
as they had crossed the causew ay, he le ft  his com panion 
and approached M r. K night and H enry, w ho w ere talking 
in the garden.

“ H ullo, Paul,”  he said w ithout pream ble, thrustin g out 
a huge hand. “ I g o t  your w ire. I pulled the strings and 
here I am. W hat’s it all abou t?”

“ Ssh, J im !”  Mr. K night took the proffered hand and 
shook it heartily . “ I ’m glad to  see you. B ut don ’t  give me 
aw ay. I ’m Clarence K night, and I sell vacuum  cleaners—  
though I don ’t think M r. D ownes here believes it. M eet a 
new frien d , Jim . Mr. D ownes is a great hand w ith a poker. 
H e’s also invented a special m ethod o f  w akening young 
ladies w ho have fa llen  asleep.”

D ransfield shook hands w ith H enry w ho couldn ’t help 
blushing whenever this early  exploit o f  his w as mentioned.

“ Q uit foo lin g , Paul.”  The Y a rd  man grunted. “ Y ou 
haven’t called me dow n here fo r  nothing. W hy the 
m asquerade?”

“ W e ’re dealing w ith The Owl, old ch ap p ie !”
“ Y ou  don ’t mean the real— the orig inal------- ”
“ Yes. The Owl you and I had dealings w ith  before. W e 

half expected him to come back to life , didn’t w e ?”
“ B y cr im es!”  m uttered D ransfield. “ Th is is real new s! 

H ow  do you know, P a u l?”
“ Y ou ’ll see as soon as I tell you ju st w hat has happened. 

There’s no m istaking his handiw ork. I cam e here yesterday 
because I had a tip that he m ight be som ewhere around. I 
found a rather peculiar state o f  affa irs when I arrived,

and I knew  that m y tip  w as correct. I had to give a name 
o f  some sort, and I didn ’t w ant to  use m y ow n because he 
know s it.”

“ He know s you, too.”
“ Yes, but his underlings don ’t. A nd he hasn ’t  turned up 

in person yet, so fa r  as I know .”
“ W asn ’t  Mr. Smith the O wl, then?”  asked H enry.
“ I ’m sure he w asn ’t. I ’ve never seen The O w l except in 

one o f  his num erous disguises, but I ’ll sw ear he looks quite 
a harm less sort o f  individual. A  man w ith a fa ce  so evil 
as Sm ith’s could not hide his true character under any 
disguise.”

“ W ell, I ’m glad you  sent fo r  me, Paul,”  said Dransfield. 
“ L et’s have the dope.”

“ I thought you w ouldn ’t  like to be le ft  out o f  it. I ’ll 
start righ t at the beginning.”  Mr. K night lit  a cigarette. 
“ F irst about the tip  I had. I can ’t betray a confidence by 
m entioning any names, but it cam e through a m an who was 
one o f  The Owl’s g a n g  in the old days, and has since been 
goin g  straight. A s  a m atter o f  fa c t, his w ife  cam e to see 
me, very  perturbed because o f  a m essage he had received. 
This w as from  The Owl and it told him to report im
m ediately a t a certain place. The poor w om an had copied 
some figures from  the note. She thought they w ere some 
kind o f  code, but actually they represented cross bearings 
on an ordnance map. W hen I w orked them out I found m y
self directed to a spot a little w ay  dow n this creek.

“ I decided I ’d better spy out the land be fore  doing any
thing. I brought a b icycle and trundled about. This house 
seemed rather prom ising— and I dropped slap into it !  By 
jim in y , I ’d never have believed this desolate countryside 
could hold so m uch excitem ent!”

“ I ’ve heard a second-hand story  from  D avies,”  said 
Dransfield. “ L et’s hear it from  you .”

So once again  the w hole ground had to be gone over. Mr. 
K night told the fa cts  briefly but accurately , occasionally 
calling  on H enry fo r  his version. The Scotland Y ard  man 
listened carefu lly  w ithout interruption  until the recital was 
ended.

“ W hat about this anonym ous frien d  o f  yours w ho got the 
note?”  he asked then. “ Did he com e?”

“ No. H is w ife  persuaded him to ignore it.”
“ N oth ing doing there, then. Looks as though P orter ’s 

eloped w ith the bonds, doesn’t i t ? ”
“ A fra id  so. I f  he’d been drow ned, I think some trace o f  

him w ould have been found. A nd he had quite a good start 
from  Smith and his m en.”

“ There w as the w ire across the creek,”  H enry put in. 
“ Perhaps he------- ”

“ H e knew  about that, old chappie. H e’d be able to  avoid 
it easily enough.”

“ W ell, w hat do we do next?”  asked D ransfield. “ A ny 
suggestions?”

“ D on’t know  that I have, Jim . C irculate w hat descrip
tions we can o f  the m issing men— including Porter— and 
w ait fo r  som ething to turn up. I 've  been over the house 
pretty  thoroughly, and found nothing.”

“ Y ou  didn’t bring me down here ju s t  to  tell me that.”  
“ Y ou read me like a book,”  grinned Mr. K night. “ Such

penetration is------- ”  H e becam e serious. “ E ver know The
Owl to g ive anything up once he set out a fte r  i t? ”

“ N o. I see w hat you m ean.”  D ransfield pulled at his 
heavy moustache. “ Y ou don ’t know w hat you ’re expecting?”

“ r T A V E N ’T the fog g ies t  notion. B ut I ’m expecting some- 
1 -1 thing. Perhaps w e’ll get a brainw ave later. Come 

along into the house and m eet M iss Porter. Y ou ’ll like 
her. A nd look here, M r. D ow nes! N ot a w ord  to anyone 
about me being anything but a vacuum  salesm an.”

“ A ll righ t,”  agreed H enry. “ But no one believes it  now, 
you know .”

They found A ileen  sitting alone in the lounge, looking 
rather blue. Mr. K night introduced Dransfield.

“ W here ’s H ardaker?”  he asked.
“ H e’s in the cellar w ith  Benn, m aking— a coffin.”
“ A  coffin?”
“ One o f  the constables was go in g  to throw  poor R over’s 

body into the creek. I didn’t like that— he w as such a 
fa ith fu l old soul. W e have another dog buried on the fa r  
side o f  the creek. M r. H ardaker offered to  see about it 
for  me. There’s no reason w hy we shouldn’t, is th ere?”  

“ N ot the slightest.”  Mr. K nigh t’s voice w as very  gentle. 
“ I ’m so sorry  to add to your troubles ju s t  now, but In
spector D ransfield w ants to ask you a few  questions about 
your uncle.”

H enry w andered out o f  the room  w hile the g ir l w as be
ing questioned. H e w as fee lin g  irritable and restless, fa r
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from  happy. I t  was quite evident that M r. K n igh t consid
ered The Owl to  be still a d a n ger; and M r. K night, 
apparently , w as a person whose opinion counted fo r  som e
th ing. C ertain ly Inspector D ransfield thought h igh ly  o f  
him . A  sort o f  private detective he m ust be, H enry thought.

H e strolled into the kitchen. K ate  and Susan had been 
persuaded to return, and w ere now  preparin g  tea . A fte r  
exchang ing a fe w  w ord s w ith  them  he w andered out again 
and m ade his w ay  in to the cellars, w here the sound o f  
ham m ering to ld  him that H ardaker and Benn w ere busy 
w ith  their task. H e stood w atch in g  them  fo r  a moment, 
then w earily  clim bed the sta irs  again . He couldn ’t keep still. 
H is depression had grow n  stronger. H e fe lt  that som e
th in g  dreadfu l w as g o in g  to  happen.

In the hall A ileen  passed him, running up to her bed
room . H er eyes w ere filled w ith  tears, and he guessed that 
M r. K nigh t had told her their suspicion  that her uncle 
m ust have absconded w ith  the bonds. Curse M r. K n igh t! 
Curse every th in g ! . . .

H e peeped into the hall as he passed. D ransfield and 
his com panion w ere deep in  conversation . H enry didn ’t 
w ant to  hear any m ore. H e w as sick and tired  o f  the 
w hole business. H e passed out into the garden.

There w as no escape fo r  him. Even in  the garden  uni
form ed  constables w ere pacing, plainclothes officers still 
d iligently  searching fo r  any  clue.

“ Oh, h e ll!”  m uttered H enry D ow nes; and w ished he w ere 
back in B rixton .

He stood lookin g around over the flat, desolate countryside. 
Beyond the garden  there w as no liv in g  th ing in sight, but 
he knew that the police w ere equally busy in H aslam ’s 
house, h a lf a m ile up the road. H e w ondered how  Smith 
and his men had m anaged to break  through the cordon. 
Perhaps they hadn’t tried  to  get through . Perhaps they 
w ere h iding in  the m arshes, w a itin g  until the hue and 
cry  slackened. Perhaps even n ow  th ey  w ere planning 
fu rth er  deviltry. . . .

A fte r  a w hile  H ardaker and Benn em erged from  the 
house, ca rry in g  a couple o f  spades and the large box they 
had m ade fo r  the burial o f  the b ig  black dog. A  constable 
helped them w ith  it as fa r  as the causew ay, then returned 
to his post. T hey carried their burden to the fa r  bank o f  
the creek, and com m enced to dig, their figures on ly  dim ly 
visible in the ga th erin g  dusk.

H enry w atched them  idly. The ground was soft, and it 
did not take lon g  to d ig  the shallow  grave. T h ey had com 
pleted their task and w ere turn ing aw ay from  the m ound 
w hen a shot ra n g  out.

H enry stiffened. H e saw  Benn spin round and drop  to 
the ground. M ore shots follow ed , and H ardaker dropped, 
too.

Then there w as silence.

CHAPTER XVIII

AS H enry stood starin g, Mr. K n igh t dashed out o f  the 
house, fo llow ed  by D ransfield. They ran  tow ard 

„ him.
“ W hat is it, D ow nes? Seen an yth in g?”

He explained. T h eir  eyes, accustom ed to the lam plight 
in the lounge, could distinguish noth ing in the dusk- 
shadow ed bank o f  the creek. T h ey ran across the cause
w ay, w ith  constables and plainclothesm en close at their 
heels.

A s  they approached the tw o figures ly in g  in the mud, 
one o f  them  scram bled to h is feet. I t  w as Jonas H ardaker, 
g rim y  and dishevelled.

“ There w ere three o f  them ,”  he cried. “ In the bushes—  
ju s t  there. T h ey can ’t be fa r  aw ay .”

“ Scatter, b o y s !”  roared D ransfield. “ Make sure o f  them 
th is t im e !”  He blew  a  shrill blast on a w histle. “ One o f 
you ru n  up the road  and m eet the boys from  the other 
house. Tell ’em w h at’s w anted.”  H e turned back to 
H ardaker. “ H urt a n yw h ere?”

“ No. It 's  ju s t  th at I thought the ground w as the safest 
place. B u t I ’m a fra id  they’ve got poor B enn.”

T h ey bent to  exam ine the servant. H e was unconscious, 
breathing heavily, and blood seeped from  his le ft  sleeve.

“ Shot through  the arm ,”  said M r. K nigh t. “ I think he ’s 
only fa in ted . W e ’d better ca rry  him back to the house.”  

“ R ight,”  agreed D ransfield. “ Can you  three m anage 
him ? I ’d like to  keep an eye on th ings out here.”

“ Sure. W e ’ll look a fte r  h im .”
B etw een them  Mr. K nigh t, H ardaker and H enry carried 

the unconscious man across the creek and laid him on the 
settle in the hall. H is w ound proved to be slight, and it 
w as not long be fore  he opened his eyes.

“ They— th ey ’re in the bu sh es !”  he gasped at once.
“ W e know , old chappie.”
“ I  saw  a shadow  there, sir. I w as ju s t  go in g  to ca ll out 

when------- ”  The m an ’s frigh ten ed  gaze rested on H ard
aker. “ Y ou— you ’re all r igh t, s ir ? ”

“ Y es. L ie  still. D on ’t w orry .”
Mr. K nigh t w ent to  the door and H enry fo llow ed  him. 

N igh t had fa llen  quickly. They could see the occasional 
flash o f  a torch  from  beyond the creek, and hear confused 
shouting as the search o f  the m arshes progressed . They 
stood in silence, w atch ing and listening.

“ Y ou  w ere righ t,”  said H enry at last. “ A bout some
th ing m ore happening, I m ean.”

“ Y es ,”  agreed  M r. K nigh t absently. “ I w ish  I  knew 
w hat it m eant.”  H e drew  a cigarette  from  his case. In 
the m iddle o f  ligh tin g  it, he stopped abruptly. “ W here ’s 
M iss P orter?”

“ She w ent up to her room .
“ Y o u ’d have thought the noise w ould have-------  See i f

she’s still there, w ill y ou ?”
In a sudden pan ic H enry dashed up the stairs to A ileen ’s 

room  and rapped loudly on  the door. There w as no re
sponse. H e tried the handle. The door opened. The 
room  w as em pty.

He ran dow nstairs again . A ileen  w as not in the kitchen. 
N either K ate nor Susan had seen her. N o one had seen 
her since she passed H enry in the hall.

T h ey searched the house, ca lling  her nam e loudly. They 
searched the garden. T h ey  saw no sign o f  her.

“ Som eone’s got h e r !”  cried H enry fra n tica lly  as they 
returned to the house. “ Som eone carried  her o ff w hile  we 
w ere all------- ”

“ Steady, old  ch a p p ie !”  Mr. K n igh t laid a hand on his 
shoulder. “ It  m ay be th at w e’ve been fooled , that the 
shooting w as designed to draw  us aw ay from  the house so 
that M iss P orter  m ight be kidnapped. On the other hand, 
it ’s equally possible that she’s le ft  o f  her ow n accord .”

“ W h y ?  W h y  should she run aw ay and-------”
“ I ’d ju st  told  her about her uncle. It m ay be that she 

had som e idea o f  find ing him , and took  the opportunity 
when------- ”

“ Oh, you don ’t  believe th a t! Y ou  know  she w ouldn ’t
do th a t! I t ’s The Owl a ga in ! H e’s------- ”

“ D on ’t be so dam ned s i l ly !”  There w as a rough  kindli
ness in H ardaker’s voice. “ T h ey can ’t possibly  get aw ay 
w ith  her. T h ere are too m any police about.”

But w hen Inspector D ransfield, sum m oned to  hear o f  the 
new  developm ent, reported that so fa r  no trace o f  The 
O w l’s  men had been seen, H ardaker had to adm it th at he 
w as w rong.

“ T h ey  com e and g o  like phantom s,”  he m uttered. “ They 
m ust know  some w a y  across the m arshes. A  firm path 
that enables them to m ove about much m ore quickly than 
their pursuers. A n d  it seems to me that they m ust have 
a pretty  good h iding-place, there, too .”

“ Looks like it.”  D ransfield grunted in agreem ent. “ One 
th ing I ’m  sure o f— they ca n ’t  be fa r  aw ay. W e ’ll get some 
m ore men, and g o  through the w hole d istrict w ith a fine- 
tooth com b. I t ’s darned unlucky that a man doesn ’t leave 
footp rin ts  in these m arshes. But i f  they ’ve  a hide-out any
w here around, w e’ll find i t ! ”

H e g o t  in touch with county headquarters stra igh t aw ay 
by  means o f  a field telephone w hich had been r ig ged  up 
during the a ftern oon . A fte r  consultation  w ith  the local 
authorities, he arranged f o r  fu rth er  detachm ents o f  men 
to be sent to  various points o f  the com pass, w ith instruc
tions to  search  the m arshes th orough ly , grad u a lly  con
verg in g  on the house.

“ Y ou ’re g o in g  to  start ton ig h t?”  asked H ardaker in some 
surprise, w hen he heard o f  the arrangem ents.

“ T om orrow  m ay be too late.”

IT  w as a w eird experience. The search had been so organ 
ized that there w as no need fo r  any shouting o f  instruc
tions. The silence w as ex traord in ary ; though all knew 

they w ere surrounded by  scores o f  police, they could hear 
nothing but the squelch o f  their ow n boots through the 
mud. The n ight w as d a rk ; but through it, from  every 
d irection , cam e tin y  flashes o f  ligh t as unseen searchers 
used their torches.

S low ly  but surely, the searchers w ere con verg in g  on the 
house. Stand ing in the garden, H en ry  could see the flashes 
o f  ligh t gradu a lly  g row in g  nearer. A n d as the first com ers 
began to d r ift  in w ith  their con fessions o f  fa ilu re , his heart 
sank low er.

Inspector D ransfield w as bustling about fro m  point to 
point, rece iv ing reports. These w ere o f  a m onotonous simi-
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larity . N o lurking figures had been seen, no place found 
w here it w as possible fo r  men to hide.

B efore  lon g  it becam e apparent that the huge hunt had 
been a  com plete fa ilu re . Im possible though it seemed, 
A ileen and her abductors had vanished com pletely.

“ They ju st  can ’t have got a w a y !”  m uttered Dransfield 
obstinately. “ Even before  we started this search there was 
a cordon round the county.”

“ O bviously they hadn’t got aw ay before ,”  said Mr. 
K night, “ or  they couldn ’t  have attacked H ardaker and
Benn. But now ------- ”  He shrugged. “ W e ’re dealing w ith
a clever man, Jim . This abduction o f  M iss P orter------- ”

“ Y ou ’re adm itting now  that she’s been k idnaped?”  
asked H enry m iserably.

“ I ’m a fra id  w e must. I f  she’d run off on her ow n we 
should have found her. The Owl has carried  out some 
clever plan fo r  sp iritin g  her aw ay. Jim  says no one could 
get through the corddn; but I ’ve a fee lin g  that M iss Porter 
is m iles aw ay by now. A s  you know , I ’ve a healthy respect 
fo r  The O w l.”

“ B u t w hat’s the good o f  ta lk in g like that? A s  though
w e w ere u tterly  helpless to------- ”

“ W e are helpless— f o r  the m om ent.”
“ But w e m ust do som ething! W e can ’t ju s t  let him run

off w ith h er like this, and------- ”
“ L isten ! There’s not a th ing we can do tonight— beyond 

the usual police routine w hich is already function ing. By 
now, every  police station in E ngland has a fu ll description 
o f  M iss P orter— as w ell as her uncle. She m ay be found 
alm ost a t on ce ; I ’m not too hopefu l about that. B ut we 
shall have news o f  her before  long.”

“ I don ’t see------- ”
“ W ell, w hy has The Owl kidnaped her? O bviously to 

hold her as a kind o f  hostage fo r  the bonds. H e’ll com 
m unicate w ith  us. Tsn’t that right, J im ?”

“ S u re !”  grow led D ransfield.
“ A n d his com m unication m ay give us a clue. N ot a 

great hope, I  adm it. B ut the best w e have at present.”
In the m orning, this prediction w as fulfilled. The post

man brought a letter addressed to  C h ief Inspector D rans
field w hich had been posted at M arshend late the previous 
night. I t  w as br ie f and to the p oin t:

“ M any thanks, old friend , fo r  a llow ing me to take 
the g ir l so easily. Y ou  know  w hy, o f  course* A s  soon 
as I have the bonds she will be returned unharm ed—  
provided you don’t take too long about it.”

This m essage w as printed in block  lettering, and bore 
the fam iliar  small p ictu re o f  an owl.

“ H asn ’t taken him long to find out I ’m here,”  m uttered 
D ransfield, passing the note along.

“ But it doesn ’t  tell us an yth in g !”  cried H enry as soon as 
he had read it.

“ It  tells us three th ings,”  said M r. K n igh t thoughtfu lly. 
“ F irst, that The Owl has m anaged to convey M iss P orter 
to some place th at he considers safe. Second, th at he didn ’t 
get R obert Porter, w ho is either drow ned or  a t large with 
the bonds.”

“ And the third  th in g?”
“ W ell, that w e’re in rather a mess, old chappie. Because, 

even i f  we wished to  free  M iss P orter  b y  handing over the 
bonds, w e couldn ’t do it. W e ’ve got to find ’em first.”

CHAPTER XTX

IM M E D IA T E L Y  a fte r  breakfast, M r. K nigh t had a 
hurried consultation w ith  Inspector D ransfield. Then 
he beckoned to H enry, and led the w a y  to the boat
house.

“ W here are we g o in g ?”  asked H enry, w ithout m uch in
terest.

“ Just a run dow n the creek. Push off, please.”
The outboard m otor started up, and the little d inghy 

m oved off at h a lf speed tow ards the sea. H enry w atched 
the sunlight spark ling on the ripples and sighed. He re
mem bered that he w as supposed to be on a holiday. He 
smiled bitterly.

“ N ot fee lin g  too ch irpy, are y ou ?”  suggested Mr. K night 
kindly. “ I t ’s a rotten situation— I know . I ’ve been through 
it m yself. But don ’t get too despondent about it all— yet. 
There’s one th ing we can say about The O w l: H e doesn’t 
kill fo r  the fu n  o f  k illing .”

“ Smith w ould have tortured h e r !”
“ He had a reason fo r  that, hadn ’t he? A n d that reason 

is gone now. T h ings are pretty  disastrous, I adm it, but 
I ’m  sure M iss P orter is p er fe ctly  sa fe  fo r  the present.”

“ W ell, that’s som ething.”  H enry responded to the en
couragem ent. “ W hat are you doing n ow ?”  he asked more 
cheerfu lly.

“ I t ’s rather a forlorn  hope, I ’m a fra id . W e ’re looking 
fo r  any trace o f  R obert P orter.”

“ R obert P orter ! But w hy don ’t we------- ”
“ Inspector D ransfield agrees w ith m e that w e m ust con

centrate on him . In  the first place, w e ought to have a 
better chance o f  finding him. He is a lone; and he has no 
experience o f  h iding from  the police— w hich doesn’t app ly  
to The Owl. In  the second place, we m ust recover those 
bonds. Then, i f  the w orst com es to the w orst, w e shall be 
in a position to  trea t w ith  The O w l.”

“ I  see. Y es, I suppose you ’re right. But w hat are you 
expecting to find? The creek has been searched before, 
hasn ’t i t ? ”

“ I t ’s been searched again  and again. But that means 
nothing in police w ork. A p parently  insignificant clues m ay 
be overlooked at the first attem pt. T hey m ay develop a fter 
it. W e ’ve ju s t  got to  keep on and on until we do find 
som ething.”

“ And i f  we don ’t ? ”
“ Then w e’re  beaten, old chappie. B u t it takes us a long 

tim e to adm it that.”

TH E  dinghy travelled slow ly  dow n the creek. M r. K night 
kept a close w atch  on the banks. H e ran in occasionally 

to investigate som ething he had seen. H e stopped to ex
am ine every  b it  o f  debris floating on the w ater.

They passed through the narrow  channel m arked out by 
posts w here H enry had been flung from  his boat to  provide 
a target fo r  Scarface. The w ire, o f  course, had been re 
moved. H e shivered a little a t the recollection.

F u rther dow n, the creek widened. They began to feel a 
s light swell from  the sea. They w ere approach ing the 
estuary.

Suddenly M r. K nigh t stopped the engine. W ith  an oar 
he kept the boat from  driftin g . H is keen gaze flitted from  
one side o f  the creek to the other.

“ W hat do you think about th a t?”  he m urm ured.
“ A bout w h a t?”  asked H enry eagerly . “ I don ’t see any

th ing.”
“ Oh, yes, you d o ! Y ou  can  see all that stuff floating on 

the w ater, collected round the rushes.”
“ Oh, th a t !”  H enry w as disappointed. “ I t ’s ju s t  o il.”  
“ T h ere ’s quite a lot o f  it, isn ’t th ere?”
“ W ell, I can ’t— O h ! Y ou  think P orter had an accident. 

H is boat sank, and th at’s the oil from  it? ”
“ N o, I don ’t think that. T h ere ’s fa r  too much o f  it fo r  

one thing. And it w asn ’t  here yesterday, fo r  another. Looks 
to me as though some pretty  big m otor-driven  c ra ft  w as in 
this creek last night. W onder i f  that’s how  The O w l’s men 
got a w a y?”

“ But H ardaker was patrollin g  the creek. A n d  there w ere 
boats w atch ing out at sea.”

“ Yes. B u t it m ight be------- ”
M r. K n igh t dropped the oar, and reached fo r  a ball o f  

fishline under the seat. T o  the fre e  end he tied a heavy 
bunch o f  keys w hich he dropped overboard, a llow ing the 
line to  run out until the bottom  w as reached.

“ Y es,”  he m urm ured, draw in g in the line again , “ it ’s 
deep enough.”

“ Deep enough fo r  w h at?”  asked H enry, w atch ing in 
amazement.

“ A  subm arine, old chappie.”
“ Good Lord  !”
“ I t ’s the on ly  w ay  I can explain  all that oil— and the 

fa c t  that The Owl was able to get M iss P orter aw ay so 
easily. A  very  carefu l w atch w as being kept in the 
estuary, you know . But, o f  course, i f  a subm arine was 
used. . . . A n d don ’t you rem em ber? Sm ith told  his men 
to m ake fo r  the boat.”

“ Y es, I rem ember. B u t it— it sounds so incredible.”  
“ N oth ing is incredible w here The O w l is concerned. He 

has alw ays w orked on a b ig  scale. P robably  he on ly  started 
a fte r  these pa ltry  bonds because they looked like easy pick
ings. H e ’ll persist now , o f  course, because he ’s been 
thw arted .”  Mr. K night lit a cigarette. “ L et’s see how  the 
theory fits in w ith  the fa c ts .”

There w as a short silence.
“ It fits in all righ t,”  said H enry, a fte r  a w hile, “ i f  you 

once adm it that he ow ns a subm arine. H e could com e and 
g o  as he liked.”  He hesitated. “ A ll the same, there are 
tw o points------- ”

“ Go on. I w onder i f  you ’re th inking the sam e as I am .”  
“ W ell, a subm arine w ould explain  h ow  The Owl got his 

men aw ay, through the cordon. B ut I can ’t  understand how

The MYSTERY Magazine, August, 198U 129



The House of Sleep
the men m anaged to reach the subm arine a fter  attacking 
H ardaker. A nd I can ’t  understand how  they got Aileen 
there, either.”

“ Y ou 've hit the nail precisely on the head. It seems im
possible that those men could ever reach this part o f  the 
creek. And as fo r  conveying Miss Porter here. . . . They 
couldn ’t carry  h er; they didn ’t bring her d ow n 'b y  w ater.”  
Mr. K night puffed aw ay at his cigarette in silence again. 
“ O f  course the subm arine would be gone by the time 
H ardaker started his patrol. O r at any rate submerged. 
And there’s that b ig  tw o-fo ld  problem o f  how— B y jim in y !”  
He dropped the cigarette and sat starin g out at the sunlit 
water.

“ B y jim in y !”  he repeated. “ That w ould explain i t ! ”
“ W hat w ould explain i t? ”
Mr. K night did not rep ly  fo r  a moment. He slow ly turned 

tow ard H enry, his eyes narrow ed.
“ Suppose there never w as an attack on H ardaker,”  he 

said so ftly  as though m aking the suggestion to him self.
“ But------- ”
“ W e’ve only his w ord fo r  it— and Benn’s. N o one else 

saw  anything o f  the attackers. H e him self called them 
phantom s.”

“ Good L o r d !”  H enry stared in w ide-eyed amazement. 
“ But Benn was shot and------- ”

“ A  trifling flesh w ound. A  small price to pay fo r  the 
successful kidnaping o f  M iss P orter. B y jim in y ! It  ex
plains every th in g !”  M r. K night w as suddenly galvanized 
into activ ity. “ W e must get back to the house straight 
aw ay.”

He started up the m otor and turned the boat round. W ith  
the engine roarin g  at fu ll speed, they raced back up the 
creek.

H enry w ondered i f  his com panion had gone mad. He 
couldn’t understand the situation at all.

“ W on ’t you tell me------- ”  he began.
“ I can ’t ju s t  yet, old chappie. I ’ve got to think it out. 

But suppose that Aileen w as in that coffin H ardaker was 
putting together, instead o f  the dog. H ow  easy it would 
be fo r  them to sm uggle her aboard the subm arine, un
n oticed !”

H enry ’s heart sank as he realized the significance o f  what 
Mr. K night w as saying.

N o furth er w ord w as spoken until they reached the 
island. In  the boathouse they found Benn, ham pered by 
his bandaged arm , tinkering w ith the engine o f  the Silver  
Star.

“ W here ’s M r. H ardaker?”  asked M r. K night, his voice 
pleasant as usual.

“ I think he’s in the house, sir,”  replied Benn.
“ Y ou m ight tell him I ’d like a w ord w ith him .”
“ Y essir.”
The servant hurried aw ay. M r. K nigh t’s fa ce  became 

grim .
“ Y ou ’ve got a gun, haven ’t you?”
“ Y es ,”  said H enry, wondering. “ W e all had one given  us 

yesterday.”
“ H ave it ready in your pocket. W atch Benn closely. 

H e’s dangerous. I f  he tries to start anything, shoot him 
w ithout hesitation. Come o n !”

T H E Y  follow ed the servant up to the house. H enry was 
thrillin g  w ith excitem ent. He caught a glim pse now  o f 
what was in his com panion ’s mind, and the incredible 

thought held him breathless. It w as impossible— unthink
able! And yet . . .

The constable w ho w as on duty stationed at the door 
saluted.

“ W here's Inspector D ransfield?”  asked Mr. Knight.
“ In  the lounge, sir.”
“ Thanks.”
Mr. K night opened the door o f  the lounge. Inspector 

Dransfield looked up from  his papers as they entered. 
“ H ello,”  he said. “ Y ou ’re back soon. Find anyth ing?”
“ Y es.”  He in form ed Dransfield o f  his suspicions.
“ Sure o f  your facts , P a u l?”  Dransfield inquired. “ W e 

checked up on H ardaker, you know .”
“ I know ! T h ere ’s a solicitor o f  that name in Leeds. 

H e’s on holiday in Essex a t present w ith his m anservant. 
But i f  this is him, I ’m a D utchm an!”

“ By crim es! A n  old tr ick ! Do you mean------- ”
“ I mean precisely that H ardaker is The Owl, old 

ch ap p ie !”
But capturing The Owl was an entirely different m atter; 

fo r  at that moment, The Owl and his com panion were 
sw iftly  m aking their getaw ay from  the island, unseen and 
unhaaid by the police. Such w ere The O w l’s talents.

CHAPTER XX

IT  looked like w ar, w ith all the breaks on the enemy’s 
side.

In the first place, K night (he was Paul Grendon, 
fam ous private investigator, w ho had been engaged with 

Inspector Dransfield on m any o f  the Y a rd ’s outstanding 
cases) discovered that his anonymous in form er had been 
taken fo r  a ride by The O w l’s gang. That ended that source 
o f  inform ation.

Then, Robert P orter was no sooner discovered in his 
h iding place than he was shanghaied aw ay from  there be
fo re  the police or  Grendon could get to him and learn why 
he had so m ysteriously disappeared w ith the bonds. A ll in 
all, every  move they made seemed to be anticipated by The 
Owl. The police w ere very  much in the dark, and very 
much on the spot.

A ll search fo r  the subm arine, in w hich it  w as supposed 
Aileen had been abducted, w as fru itless, too. In despair, 
Grendon finally made an appeal to  the A dm iralty  fo r  aid. 
H ere, by the use o f  the A sdics, an anti-subm arine detec
tion  branch o f  the N avy, he hoped to locate the w here
abouts o f  the sinister underw ater c ra ft  by the use o f  a 
secretly developed hydrophone which the departm ent had 
perfected fo r  the detection o f  enem y c ra ft  under w ater. 

A n d here he met w ith his first success!
F or  a day and a n ight the police w ere able to  keep track 

o f  the boat, aw aiting an opportunity fo r  attacking the gang 
without endangering the lives o f  the kidnaped victim s.

“ It ’s all very well to  say that The Owl has what he wants 
now ,”  Grendon w as saying tw en ty-four hours later in 
D ransfield’s office. “ H e’ll m ake P orter tell w here the bonds 
are. W e’ve lost them— w e can do nothing more in that 
direction. The point is :  Suppose The Owl recovers them, 
w ill he release Miss P orter?”

“ Y ou know damned well he w on ’t ! ”  cried H enry 
fiercely. “ I f  w e’d had them we m ight have bargained with 
him, but— ”

“ A nd, o f  course, w e don ’t  know  that he can recover 
them, even i f  he learns w here they are. T h at’s our first 
line o f  defence gone. W e ’d better start thinking about 
attack.”  Paul rose to his feet and paced restlessly about 
the office. “ W hat about the subm arine, J im ?”  he asked 
suddenly.

Dransfield glanced through the papers on his desk. Then 
he ran g  a bell.

“ R eports from  the A d m ira lty?”  he asked the clerk who 
entered. “ W here are th ey?”

“ N one this m orning, sir,”  replied the clerk. “ T hat on 
the desk is  the latest.”

“ Get them on the phone.”
“ V ery  good, sir.”
The clerk retired, and in a few  moments the telephone 

buzzed. D ransfield spoke briefly into it, then turned back 
to his com panions w ith a scowl.

“ They’ve lost the subm arine,”  he announced.
“ Lost i t? ”  exclaim ed H enry.
“ Yes. There’s nothing been heard o f  it since last night. 

T h ey ’re using every  effort to pick it up again, but— ”  
“ W e’re in a b it o f  a hole now ,”  said Paul softly.

There was a long silence. H enry gnaw ed a t his finger
tips. Dransfield sat staring g loom ily into space. Paul re
sumed his pacing.

“ Can I see the last rep ort?”  he asked, a fter  a while. 
Dransfield handed a paper over. It  gave observations, at 

approxim ately hourly intervals, o f  the progress o f  the 
strange subm arine up the east coast. The last position, o f  
w hich latitude and longitude w ere given, had been 
noted about eight p. m. A fte r  this there had been com 
plete silence, as though the subm arine had disappeared 
from  the fa ce  o f  the earth.

Paul studied the report carefu lly. And suddenly a gleam 
o f  excitem ent sprang up in his g ra y  eyes.

“ Got a good a tlas?”  he asked. “ N o !— better still— let’s 
call on the A dm ira lty .”

“ W hat is it? ”  queried D ransfield, brightening as he 
noted his frien d ’s excitem ent.

“ D on’t know  yet, old chappie. M ay be nothing. B ut I ’ve 
got an idea— Come o n !”

They hurried across to  the A dm ira lty  and were quickly 
shown into the office o f  Captain F arley , w ith  whom D rans
field had ju st spoken on the telephone.

“ I ’m sorry  to let you chaps dow n,”  he greeted them, o f 
fe rin g  cigarettes. He w as a typical naval man, keen-eyed 
and alert. “ But we can ’t get a smell o f  your m ystery tub 
anyw here.”

“ Perhaps there ’s another w ay  you can help us,”  sug-
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gested Paul. “ Can you  show  us, on a large scale m ap, the 
precise sj?ot w here the bloom ing old subm arine w as last 
h eard?”

“ S ure! I ’ve ju s t  been looking it up.”  Captain P a rley  
unrolled a chart, and indicated w ith a pencil a point on 
the ccast o f  Suffolk . “ There you are. B earings w ere taken 
from  0 rford  N ess and Felixstow e. She w as quite close in. 
C an’t  understand her silence at all. I f  there w ere any 
ree fs  about—  B ut there aren ’t. She can ’t have piled up 
anyw here.”

P au l’s fa ce  w as a p ictu re o f  eagerness as he studied the 
chart.

“ Suppose she ju st— stopped?”  he inquired.
“ Stopped? I don ’t quite get you, M r. Grendon. There’s 

no harbor anyw here near.”
“ Tell me how this listening business o f  yours w orks.”
“ W ell, in non-technical language, we detect the pres

ence o f  a subm arine by  listening, with rather delicate ap- 
aratus, fo r  the impulses transm itted through the w ater by 
er engines.”

“ A n d i f  they stop ?”
“ W e hear nothing, o f  course. B ut you see, there ’s alw ays 

m achinery w ork ing on a subm arine. W hen she’s sub
m erged, the electrical side takes over. Even i f  she’s resting 
on the bottom , the com pressed air apparatus is w orking. 
W hen she’s on the surface, her ord inary engines are used. 
And i f  they ’re not being used to  m ove her, the opportunity 
is taken to  charge up her batteries. A bout the on ly  tim e 
a subm arine is entirely silent is when she’s in dock.”

“ T h at’s ju st exactly  what I had in m y ow n m ind,”  said 
Paul.

“ But I tell you there’s now here she could dock,”  F arley  
leaned over the chart again. “ O f course, there are lots o f  
little inlets about. A n y  one o f  them m ight be m ade deep 
enough. But surely  these crim inals o f  yours w ouldn ’t 
leave the boat w here anyone could see i t? ”

“ T h ey ’ve got to leave it som ewhere, haven ’t they? They 
can ’t  spend all their tim e on board. I suppose they could 
sink it in one o f  these in lets? A n d  send dow n a couple o f  
men in d iving kit to  b rin g  it up w hen required? That 
would solve the m ystery o f  the silent engines, w ouldn ’t 
i t? ”

“ B y  Jove, I  never thought o f  th a t! Yes, it w ould be
possible.”

“ G ot a large scale ordnance survey o f  th at coa st?”
“ I ll have one up in a m inute,”  said F arley , pressing a 

bell.
W hile the m essenger was fe tch in g  the m ap, Paul puffed 

restlessly at his cigarette.
“ H ere ’s the idea,”  he explained, pressin g the stub in a 

tray. “ I t ’s a shot in the dark, but it m ay w ork . It doesn ’t 
seem reasonable to me that The Owl and his men w ill spend 
m ore tim e on that subm arine than necessary. N or does 
it seem reasonable that th ey ’ll sink her at any  great d is
tance from  w here th ey ’re liv ing. T h ey ’ll w ant to keep in 
touch w ith her. In  other w ords, I ’m expecting The Owl to 
have land quarters very  near the sea. M ost o f  that coast 
is sparsely  inhabited. I f  we can find an inlet w ith a mod
erately  large house near to  it, I ’m th inking that house will 
repay investigation.”

“ B y crim es, P a u l!”  cried D ransfield w ith unwonted ex
citem ent. “ I believe you ’ve got i t ! ”

TH E  ordnance m ap arrived. On it, C aptain F a rley  care
fu lly  m arked the approxim ate position o f  the sub
m arine w hen last heard. The others bent over the 

desk eagerly . A n d everyone uttered an exclam ation o f  
profou n d  delight as they saw  w here F a rley ’s pencil 
pointed.

There w ere several inlets w ithin easy reach o f  the in 
dicated spot. There w ere a few  isolated cottages scattered 
here and there. But there w as only one la rge  house any
where in the v icin ity . And this w as at the head o f  the in
let nearest to  the pencil.

“ Looks as though you ’ve hit the nail on the head, Mr. 
G rendon,”  said F arley . He w as as excited as anyone else. 
“ Sm art b it  o f  w ork , too. W hat do you  do next? Raid 
this house?”

“ I ’m a fra id  w e daren ’t do that, dare w e, J im ?”  
D ransfield shook his head. “ It ’s not so easy as all that, 

unfortunately. W e ’ll have to  plan som e— ”
“ T h ere ’s only one th ing so fa r  as I can see,”  Paul 

looked at the m ap again. “ M r. D ownes and I assum e a 
slight disguise and g o  to spy out the land.”  He turned to 
H enry. “ W hat do you say, old chapp ie?”

“ I say y e s !”  replied H enry eagerly . “ But— w e’d better 
hurry, hadn’t w e?”

CHAPTER XXI

T H O U G H  there w as no certa inty  about P aul’s deduc
tion  it did seem to show  a ra y  o f  hope in the deadlock. 
M oreover it offered an  opportun ity  fo r  action which 
w as m ore than w elcom e.

“ T h ere ’s no doubt that this Eldon G range m ust be inves
tigated ,”  said D ransfield, one broad forefinger b lotting out 
the house on the map. “ But I ’m not at all sure that I 
oughtn ’t to set about the jo b  officially.”

“ T h at’s fo r  you to decide, o f  course, J im ,”  said Paul w ith 
disarm ing m odesty. “ But i t ’s got to be done w ithout the 
inm ates suspecting it. Y ou ’re rather handicapped by  red 
tape, a ren ’t you? I fa n cy  m y freedom  from  regulations 
m ight be an advantage.”

“ Y es, I suppose you ’re right. A n y  p lan s?”
“ N o. W e ’ll have to take things as w e find them, and be 

ready fo r  any em ergency that crops up.”
“ I t ’s  a  dangerous job , Paul. H ow  do you propose to  keep 

in touch with m e?”
“ W e can ’t do that.”  Paul shook his head slowly. “ I f  we 

find that Eldon G range really is The O w l’s headquarters, 
we shall have to  rescue M iss P orter w ithout any help 
from  you.”

“ But------- ”
“ I know. I t ’s a pretty  desperate business. But w e ’re up 

against one hard fa c t :  A t  the first suspicion that w e’ve 
located him, The Owl w ill m ake aw ay w ith the girl. Can 
you suggest any other course o f  a ction ?”

D ransfield pulled at his m oustache. “ N o,”  he adm itted. 
“ I can ’t. But I w ish I could keep ta g  on you .”

“ I ’ ll phone you at once as soon as w e learn anything. It 
m ay be, o f  course, w e shall find that we need you r help. I f  
you don ’t hear anything by tonight you ’ll know  that w e ’re 
on the right track .”

SE V E R A L  hours later, tw o very  ragged  and disreputable 
tram ps em erged from  the bushes alongside the main 
road, and plodded their w ay tow ard Fa irbridge. Con

cealed in the tattered garm ents o f  each, how ever, was a tiny 
pin-fire revolver, deadly at close range, and several high 
explosive bom bs about the size o f  a g o lf  b a ll; a lso a pair o f  
headphones, w ire, and a little square black box w ith a hook 
on one side o f  it.

Just be fore  reach ing the village a footp ath  led off 
through the fields.

“ Th is is our w ay,”  said Paul G rendon, clim bing the stile. 
“ Joins up w ith the on ly  road to Eldon G range.”

H en ry ’s heart w as beating fa s t  as they tram ped through 
the fields. The one eye he could use searched eagerly  in 
the d irection  o f  E ldon  G range, but as yet he could not 
see it.

T h ey cam e eventually to  the road, narrow , rough, little 
m ore than a cart track. T rees and bushes still hid any 
sign  o f  the house. B u t P a u l’s eyes sparkled in his scarred 
grim y fa ce  as he noted the poles ca rry in g  the double tele
phone w ires.

“ T h at’s ou r first job , I think,”  he said, looking round fo r  
a suitable place. “ T ap the w ires and listen in .”

A t  the next curve o f  the road, the w ires took a short cut 
through a copse, cu ttin g  o ff the corner. Paul vaulted the 
low  fence round the copse and pushed his w ay into the 
thick undergrow th w ith H enry close at his heels. Choosing 
a convenient tree, he clim bed it and attached the apparatus 
he had brought to  the w ires. Then he descended, and 
handed the headphones to H enry.

“ I know  you ’ll be disappointed,”  he said, “ but one o f  us 
ought to stay here and listen w hilst the other goes forw ard . 
And perhaps I ’ve a little m ore experience o f  this kind o f  
th ing than you have.”

“ I ’m not disappointed,”  lied H enry.
“ T h at’s the sp ir it ! Y ou r jo b  m ay turn  out to be more 

im portant than mine. Y ou ’re quite hidden from  the road 
here. Make you rse lf as com fortab le as you can .”

“ Y ou— you ’ll not be lon g ?”
“ Can’t prom ise that, can I ?  I ’ ll be as quick as I can—  

w ith sa fety . M aybe I ’ll find that w e’re on a w ild-goose 
chase, in w hich case I shall be back pretty  soon. But i f  I 
can v e r ify  the fa c t  that this house is The O w l’s headquar
ters— w ell, there ’s no telling  w hat m ay happen.”

Paul hesitated a moment.
“ T h ere ’s ju s t  this about it,”  he w ent on. “ I f  I ’m not 

back be fore  dark you ’ ll know  tw o things. Y ou ’ ll know  that 
w e’re on  the right track , and you ’ll also know  that th ey ’ve 
got m e.”

“ A nd w hat shall I do then?”  asked H enry.
“ I think the on ly  th ing w ill be to  get D ransfield here as
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quickly as possible and ra id  the place. I shall be dead. So 
w ill Miss P orter  and her uncle. B u t you m ay get some 
o f  The O w l’s m en.”

CHAPTER XXII

W H E N  Paul had gone, H enry put on the headphones 
and sat dow n to w ait. H e realized that his job  
w as a very  necessary one, but he wished that he 
had been able to  g o  forw ard , to keep going, to  keep 

doing som ething, w hatever it m ight be. It  was horrib le  to 
s it here, fee lin g  that A ileen  was so near, yet m aking no defi
nite progress tow ard reaching her. There was so little 
tim e; and so m any difficulties to be overcom e.

P au l’s last w ords had brought home to him the fu ll dan
ger  o f  the situation— assum ing that Eldon G range proved 
to be The O w l’s headquarters. There was no doubt that 
i f  they w ere caught prow ling around it w ould mean death, 
not on ly  to  them selves but to A ileen. The Owl or  Smith—  
w hoever w as in charge— would take no risks. A  single 
fa lse  step w ould lead to terrible  disaster.

Perhaps it w as as well that Paul G rendon had gone on 
alone. A fte r  all, this kind o f  th ing was his profession, and 
he could be relied upon not to make any  foolish  mistakes. 
H e knew  the danger and w ould take every  precaution . . .

The a ftern oon  dragged  slow ly on. The hot sunshine 
made H enry drow sy. The song o f  the birds and the occa
sional low ing o f  distant cattle w ere the only sounds in the 
peacefu l sleepy countryside. He began to feel that it was 
im possible fo r  a nest o f  crim inals to be so near.

Then the phones buzzed, startling  him. E xch ange re
plied, and an unfam iliar male voice asked fo r  a loca l num 
ber. This turned out to  be a coal m erchant. The first speaker 
asked fo r  a  load o f  coal to  be delivered at Eldon G range 
tom orrow  w ithout fa il. The coal m erchant thanked M ajor 
Capstick fo r  his order, prom ising to deliver it.

N oth ing very  helpful about this. H enry hoped that 
Paul w as having better luck.

A s  the sun sank low er in the w est he grew  m ore anxious. 
Suppose they w ere on the w ron g  track a fte r  all. Suppose 
they w ere w astin g  precious tim e on an entirely harmless 
household. W h a t could they do i f  it  turned out that M ajor 
Capstick w as quite innocent?

The phones buzzed again. T h is tim e it w as an incom ing 
call, and H en ry ’s heart m issed a beat when he heard that 
it orig inated from  London.

“ T hat you, M a jo r? ”  asked London. H enry didn’t  recog 
nize the voice. “ Is Mr. Sm ith still w ith  y ou ?”

“ Sure,”  replied the man w ho had ordered the coals. “ Do 
you w ant to speak to h im ?”

“ I f  you please.”
There w as a short delay. H enry sat rig id . Mr. Sm ith! 

Surely this could not be a coincidence . . .
“ H ello, Smith speaking,”  said a voice a t last; and its 

cold velvety quality could not be mistaken. “ W ho’s th a t?”  
“ Feathered w isdom ,”  said London. “ D id the stout arrive 

in sa tisfactory  condition?”
“ I t  arrived  undam aged; but I haven ’t had an opportu

n ity  o f  sam pling it yet.”
“ I ’d like to  have your opinion as soon as possible. I im

agine our com petitors have som ething up their sleeves. I 
haven ’t  been able to. get in touch w ith either Mr. Dawn or 
M r. D raper this m orning. It  a lm ost seems as though 
they’ve been deliberately avoid ing me.”

“ Perhaps they ’ll be ca lling  to see me.”
“ I dom t think that’s a t all likely.”  London laughed 

shortly. “ They don’t even know  o f  your existence— unless, 
o f  course, one o f  the firm has told  them. That hardly seems 
possible. Still, you  m ight as w ell be prepared. Y ou ’ll 
know  w hat to say to them  i f  they do ca ll? ”

“ I should ask them to w ait until you arrive .”
“ T hat’s right. N ow  please let me have your report on 

the stout by  tom orrow  m orning. Give me a r in g  a t ten- 
th irty . I shall be at C ity 0462.”

“ C ity 0462. A ll right. I ’ll r in g  at ten -th irty  precisely. 
A n yth in g  m ore?”

“ N ot ju st now, I think. G ood-bye.”
The line w ent dead. H enry sat starin g  stra igh t ahead. 
There was no doubt about the m atter now. This con

versation , guarded fo r  the benefit o f  any operator who 
m ight chance to be listening, had been quite clear to  him. 
The stout, obviously, w as R obert P orter, w ho m ust have 
been brought stra igh t here w hen he w as kidnaped. So 
fa r , Smith had not been able to  m ake him talk, and The 
Owl was grow in g  im patient. The O wl, too, w as w ondering 
w hat had becom e o f  Paul and H enry, and w as w arning 
Sm ith to  be carefu l.

They w ere on the righ t tra ck ! God, w hat a re lie f it was 
to be sure about that! Surely now, they w ould be able to 
devise some w ay  o f  rescuing Aileen and her uncle.

D eep in his thoughts H enry did not hear someone ap
proaching through the undergrow th. H e started when 
Paul Grendon suddenly appeared at his side.

“ W e’re right, Mr. G ren don !”  he cried, ju m pin g  to his 
feet. “ The Owl has ju s t  been talk ing to Sm ith.”

Paul nodded. “ Yes, w e ’re r igh t,”  he said slowly. “ But 
tell m e about it .”

H enry repeated the conversation . A s  he cam e to the 
end he realized that his com panion w as unusually grave.

“ W h at’s the m atter?”  he asked in quick anxiety. “ Is—  
is anything w ron g ?”

Paul threw  him self on the grass and lit  a cigarette. 
“ There’s no m ore w ron g  than there w as before ,”  he re

plied. “ I t ’s ju s t  that— w ell, I can ’t see how the deuce w e’ re 
ever goin g  to get into that house.”

“ H ave you— seen anyon e?”
“ N o. B u t I knew straight aw ay that w e ’d got to the 

righ t spot. In  the first place, there ’s a sort o f  w atch- 
tow er a t the top  o f  the house. It ’s rea lly  an old chimney, 
covered w ith ivy , and looks quite harmless. I happened to 
see the sun glin t on the w atch er’s glasses, or  I should never 
have suspected that anyone w as hidden am ongst the ivy. 
W hen I used m y ow n glasses I could ju st distinguish him, 
keeping a constant w atch on the road. I t  comes under ob
servation im m ediately round that next bend. Luckily I 
w as m aking m y w ay  through the trees w hen I saw the flash 
o f  reflected light. O therw ise I should have been seen. I 
m anaged to advance a little by  dodgin g  behind hedges, but 
I  daren ’t  go too near. I saw  enough to realize that w e ’re 
up against a b ig  proposition .”

“ But w e m ust get in ! ”  m uttered H enry fiercely. “ N ow 
that we know  A ileen— ”

“ W e don ’t w ant to  sign her death w arrant, old chappie. 
I ’ll tell you the situation, and perhaps some brainw ave will 
be forthcom ing. There’s nothing very  unusual about the 
house itse lf, except that one or tw o  w indow s are closely 
shuttered, w ith the outside o f  the shutters painted to repre
sent w indow s. M iss P orter ’s som ewhere behind those shut
ters or  I ’m a Dutchman.

“ T h ere ’s a b ig  garden round the house, and three or 
fou r  A lsatian  dogs run loose in it. Surrounding the gar
den is a high w all w hich continues righ t dow n to the shore 
o f  the inlet. I don ’t mind bettin g th at w all is fitted with 
a very  efficient bu rg lar alarm . There are tw o gates in it, 
one a t the fro n t  o f  the house, the other a t the back, and 
both are under the d irect observation  o f  the joh n n y  in 
the w atch -tow er. N ow  how  are we go in g  to elude w atchers, 
alarm  and A lsa tian s?”

“ H eaven k n ow s!”  said H enry glum ly. “ There doesn’t 
seem much—  W hat about when it ’s d a rk ?”

" ^ p  H E R E ’L L  still be the dogs and the alarm .”  Paul rose 
I to his feet. “ W e ’ll scout round again , o f  course, but it 

doesn’t  seem very  prom ising to  me. In the meantime, I 
think I ’d better get to a phone and tell Inspector D rans- 
field all about it. H e m ight be able to  suggest som ething.” 

“ I  s a y !”  H enry had a brainw ave. “ H e ’ll be able to find 
w hose num ber C ity 0462 is, w on ’t  h e?”

“ Y es .”
“ Then he’ll know  w here The Owl is to  be at ten-thirty 

tom orrow ! H e’ ll be able to  catch him and— ”
“ I don ’t think so.”  Paul shook his head. “ I don ’t think 

I  shall tell him  about that.”
“ But— ”
“ I suppose it ’s m y duty, really. But listen— and tell me 

w hat you think. Suppose they do lay a trap  fo r  The Owl. 
They catch him— w hat then?”

“ W e m ight be able to  arrange an exchange— The Owl 
fo r  Aileen and her uncle.”

“ W e  m ight, perhaps. But Jim  couldn’t— even i f  he would. 
H e daren ’t even consider such a thing. H e’d have to put 
The Owl sa fe  behind bars a t once. W ould that help us so 
fa r  as M iss P orter  and her uncle are concerned? Obviously 
not. Smith w ould soon find ou t; I can ’t  see him  letting his 
prisoners escape a fte r  that. W e should be in sta tu s quo 
ante  except that Smith w ould take The O w l’s place. Isn’t 
that r ig h t?”

“ I— I think so.”
“ N ow  suppose The Owl m anaged to escape from  the 

trap. He w ould know  that there w as a leak in his organ
ization somewhere. F or  sa fe ty ’s sake he would probably 
throw  up the w hole business, phone Sm ith to  kill the pris
oners, and m eet him som ewhere w ith the subm arine. That’s 
not much use to  us, is i t? ”
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“ M y God, n o !”
On the other hand, so long as no suspicions are aroused 

we m ay obtain valuable in form ation  by listening in. I f  I 
tell Jim  about C ity  0462, he 'll fee l it his duty to act on it 
at once. W hat do you think I ought to d o?”

“ K eep silent,”  said H enry w ith prom pt decision. “ I hadn ’t 
quite realized— ”

“ I ’m glad you agree w ith m e.”  Paul smiled and crushed 
out his cigarette. “ I hate deceiving Jim , but it seems the 
only w ay. N ow  I m ust get off. I shall be some tim e aw ay 
because I ’m goin g  in to Ipsw ich.”

“ Ip sw ich ?”
“ Yes. I don’t  w ant to  phone from  any place w here I 

m ight be conspicuous. A nd I w ant to  get some poison fo r  
those dogs— ju st in case. “ I ’ ll have to  recover m y clothes, 
then try  to  find som e kind o f  conveyance from  F a irbridge . 
It  w ill be three or  fou r  hours before  I ’m back, and it ’s no 
use you com ing w ith me. W ill you stay here and hang on 
to those headphones?”

“ T h ere ’s nothing else I  can  do, is th ere?”
“ N ot yet. Y ou  w on ’t stir aw ay from  here?”
“ N o. Be as quick as.,you can .”
Sure but we can ’t risk another look round until Smith 

and Co. have settled fo r  the nig;bt.”
Paul crept aw ay through the shrubbery. H enry adjusted 

the headphones and sat dow n again.
The rem ainder o f  the a ftern oon  passed slow ly. The 

sun sank, and dusk crept over the countryside. N o message 
o f  any sort cam e a long  the w ires.

D uring the lon g  tim e o f  w aitin g , H en ry ’s mind w as to r 
tured w ith thoughts o f  w hat m ight be happening in Eldon 
G range. He couldn’t fo rg e t  w hat m ethods Smith had used 
before  to  try  to  persuade R obert P orter  to  talk. Perhaps 
at this very  m om ent sim ilar methods w ere being  used . . .

A nd the situation seemed so desperate, so hopeless. They 
knew  w here A ileen  w as, but they couldn ’t get to  her. Even 
if,  som ehow, they m anaged to  elude the guards and pene
trate unnoticed into the house— w hat then?

There w ould be  m any men about the place, arm ed crim 
inals w ho w ould fight to  the last. It  w as fan tastic  to  hope 
that he and Paul could storm  the house alone and ca rry  
o ff the tw o prisoners unharmed.

The stars came out, and dark night descended. Eventu
a lly  Paul Grendon returned, ca rry in g  a large parcel w ith 
him. , ,,

“ I ’ve had a w ord w ith  Jim ,”  he announced. He c a n t  
suggest anything except a raid. A nd th a t ’s no use to  us 
a t present. I ’ve got some poisoned m eat here. A nd I ve 
rounded up a bit o f  grub fo r  ourselves. W e m ustn ’t get it 
m ixed. I ’ve been th inking as I came along— if  the w orst 
comes to  w orst, w e’ll have to  b last our w ay into the house 
w ith those bom bs and risk w hat happens to M iss Porter.

H enry thrilled a little. P aul G rendon, a t any rate, had 
not abandoned all hope.

“ A re  w e— goin g  n ow ?”  he asked. ^
“ T h ere ’ve been no m ore calls th rou gh ?”
“ N o ”
“ W e ’ll get a long, then. I ’ve got a g lim m ering o f  an idea. 

Luckily there ’s no moon. Come o n ! L et’s see w hat w e can 
do.”

CHAPTER XXIII

A F T E R  sharing out the poisoned m eat and the h igh- 
explosive bombs, they crept through the copse to - 
w ards the road. The n ight w as dark and still. 
H ard ly  a breath o f  w ind w as stirr in g  am ong the 

trees The silence o f  the sleeping countryside seemed 
alm ost oppressive. O nly the fa in test o f  m urm urs cam e 
from  the sea. , . ... . . .  „  , .

“ Sound w ill travel a long w ay on a n ight like this, w his
pered Paul. “ W e'll have to be carefu l. G ot your gun

ha“ Y es ,”  replied H enry, fee lin g  at the cold butt o f  the 
revolver in his pocket. . , . . .  ,

“ W e ’ll keep o ff the road, i  think. W e don ’t  w ant to  run

in A saitheyd5slow ly advanced tow ard  the house, dodging 
from  hedge to hedge, Paul explained his plan

“ I ’m frigh ten ed  o f  that w all,”  he confessed . I feel so 
sure that it w ill be connected up w ith  some kind o f  alarm . 

“ Can’t  such th ings be put out o f  action ? asked H enry. 
“ Sure— i f  w e knew  w here to find it. But in finding it 

w e’re so damned likely  to  set it o ff. I w ant to keep well 
aw ay from  the w all, i f  possible.”

“ But how  can you-------”

H en ry  broke off. Clearly through the silence o f  the 
night had com e the sound o f  a door closing.

They stood m otionless, listening to the tum ultuous bark
ing o f  the unseen dogs. Soon they heard a  slid ing door 
being opened ; and a m om ent later a light spran g  up in a 
garage, d isclosing three men gathered round a car.

The car w as fa c in g  tow ard the inlet.
“ D ow n in this h o llow !”  m urm ured Paul urgently. “ I f  

they put the headlights on------- ”
H enry dropped into the small sandy hollow , and lay  fu ll 

length beside Paul. They heard the ca r  start up. Then a 
bright ligh t flooded the shore around them. T h ey w ere only 
ju st in tim e.

T h ankfu l fo r  the shelter o f  the shallow  rid ge  in fron t, 
they listened. The car cam e dow n the drive tow ard the 
gate near the inlet, w ith the dogs clam oring round it. 
A s  it turned a t the bottom , the headlights sw ung aw ay 
from  the shore.

IN darkness again, Paul and H enry peered over the ridge. 
The car had stopped w hile the gates w ere being opened. 
It  was no m ore than fifty  yards aw ay from  them . In  the 

stillness o f  the night they could hear the gentle pu rr o f  its 
engine, the creak in g  o f  the gate as it sw ung open.

Then a fam iliar  voice spoke, the cold em otionless voice 
o f  M r. Sm ith.

“ K eep running round, and keep your eyes open. I t ’s not 
a b it likely  that Grendon and his pal are w ith in  a hun
dred m iles o f  here, but w e can ’t  a fford to  take a risk at 
this stage.”

“ A n d i f  I see ’em ?”  asked the driver, “ do I bum p ’em 
off?”

“ Y ou  do n ot! Y ou  turn the car tow ard the house, 
sw itch off your headlights three tim es, then get back as 
quick as you can. Jerry  will be w atch ing from  the tow er, 
and he ’ll see your signql. W e shall know  w hat to do. I f  
you don ’t see anything in a couple o f  hours, com e back.”  

“ Okay.”
The car passed through the gatew ay  and m oved slow ly 

along the narrow  road, its headlights sw inging from  side 
to side w ith the curves. In  the darkness behind it, the 
gate clanged shut. Then Smith spoke again.

“ The dogs know  you better than anyone else, Pete. Y ou ’d 
better stick  around in the garden w ith them . G ive a short 
r in g  on the alarm  every  h a lf hour so long as everyth ing ’s 
okay.”

“ God, w hat a blasted g a m e !”  grum bled a third  voice.
“ W hen you know  damned w ell------- ”

“ W e don ’t k n ow !”  snarled Sm ith. “ W e’re tak in g  ele
m entary precautions. A nd i f  you don ’t like------- ”

“ Oh, all r ig h t! H ow  long does this go o n ?”
“ Y ou ’ll have a fou r-h ou r spell. Then I ’ ll send someone 

out to  relieve you .”
The barking o f  the dogs broke out again  as Sm ith moved 

aw ay. Pete cursed them  into silence. The distant door 
closed again. Soon all w as quiet as it had been before  the 
car had left.

F or  quite a w hile Paul lay  m otionless, w atch ing the 
beam s throw n into the sky by the headlights o f  the car as it 
slow ly  twisted and turned through the narrow  country 
lanes.

“ T h at seems to have torn  it com pletely, old chapp ie,”  he 
w hispered a t last.

“ Y es,”  agreed H enry reluctantly.
“ T h ey ’re not goin g  to  bed tonight. W ith  a guard  accom 

pan ying the dogs in the garden , we haven ’t the ghost o f  a 
chance o f  gettin g  into the house unseen. W e m ight as 
w ell re tire .”

In  silence they m ade their w ay  back to the copse, using 
the sam e devious route to avoid the searching car. Once 
am ong the thick undergrow th they w ere sa fe  from  its 
p ry in g  headlights.

H enry slum ped dow n on the bracken, m iserable, despair
ing.

“ W hatever are w e goin g  to  do n ow ?”  he m uttered 
desolately.

“ H eaven k n ow s!”  replied Paul. H e took  a cigarette 
from  his case, then replaced it. “ One th ing is certain—  
w e can ’t  do anything tonight. B u t there ’s another day 
tom orrow , you know .”

“ Y ou  said it w as quite im possible to  approach anyw here 
near the house in daylight.”

“ So it is. A t  the m om ent I haven ’t the first glim m erings 
o f  a plan. L et’s try  to  get a little sleep. Perhaps Sm ith’s

Fhone m essage in the m orning w ill give us an idea. Shall 
take the first fo u r  hours, or  w ill y ou ?”
“ Y ou  g o  to sleep,”  said H enry. “ I couldn ’t.”
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CHAPTER XXIV

TH E  m ornin g broke c lea r and cloudless, aw akening 
H enry from  a deep sleep. In  spite o f  his protests, 
Paul had made him  lie dow n w hen his w atch  was 
o v er ; and m uch to his surprise he had fa llen  asleep 

alm ost a t once. A s  he rose to  his fe e t  stretching, he fe lt  
refreshed , he fe lt  m ore hopeful— and he fe lt  hungry.

In his package Paul had brought a bottle o f  m ilk, a loa f 
o f  bread , and some cheese. T h ey breakfasted  fru ga lly .

“ I  think w e'd  better lie doggo ju st a t present,”  said Paul, 
ligh tin g  a cigarette. “ A n y  suspicions they m ay  have had 
at E ldon G range should be dispelled b y  now. and it ’s no use 
r isk in g  being seen. P erhaps th at phone m essage w ill give 
us a  tip .

It  w as a dreary  business w aitin g  fo r  ten -th irty . But 
punctually a t the tim e arranged, there w as a buzz in the 
headphones and Sm ith’s voice asked fo r  City 0462. There 
was a s ligh t delay  in gettin g  the connection through. Then 
they heard The Owl reply.

“ T h at stout’s not up to  m uch,”  said Smith a t once. “ The 
report is rather too lon g  to  g ive you  in fu ll, bu t you  can 
take i t  from  m e it w on ’t be an y  use to  us,-’

“ I ’m  sorry  to  hear that. Y o u ’ve seen nothing o f  our 
frien ds, D aw n and D ra p er?”

“ N o. H aven ’t  you got in touch w ith  them ?”
“ N ot one o f  our firm  has caught a  glim pse o f  them  since 

yesterday m orn in g.”
“ I ’ve been h a lf  expectin g  th at they m ight turn  up here, 

but th a t ’s h ard ly  likely now, I  think.”
“ I ’m ju st a bit anxious about them ,”  confessed  The 

Owl. “ I t ’s queer that they should disappear w hen w e ’re so 
near the end o f  the deal. T h ere ’s noth ing d oin g  as regards 
candles, either.”

“ Looks as though the deal w ill fa ll  through , doesn’t  i t ? ”  
“ A fra id  it does. I f  so, we shan’t have any use fo r  either 

stout o r  lean. Y ou can expect me tom orrow  m orning. Y ou 
needn’t  r in g  again  unless som ething turns up .”

“ O kay.”
B oth  Paul and H en ry  had been listening in to  the con

versation . H enry sw ore fo rc ib ly  as he reversed one o f  the 
earpieces and relinquished the phones to  Paul.

“ T h at doesn ’t get us much fu rth er,”  he m uttered.
“ It  doesn’t, old chappie. B ut there ’s a certa in  com fort in 

the know ledge that T h e Owl has not got the bonds.”
“ Oh, dam n the bonds! ' I ’m th inking o f  A ileen. W e m ust 

do som ething.”
“ Short o f  b lasting ou r  w a y  in w ith  the bom bs I  don ’t

see--------”  Paul stopped. “ There’s another call com ing
through .”  H e listened intently, then relaxed w ith  a shrug. 
“ It ’s on ly  an order fo r  the butcher.”

“ B y  J o v e !”  H enry spran g  to his feet. “ I w onder------- ”
“ G ot an id ea ?”
“ I  don ’t  know . It ’s ju s t  occurred to  m e that they ordered 

a load o f  coa l yesterday aftern oon . I ’d fo rg o tten  all
about it . I ’m w onderin g i f ------- ”

“ A  load o f  coa l? T o  be delivered tod ay?”
“ Y es. Couldn’t  w e------- ”
“ I  get y o u !”  Paul flung dow n the phones and jum ped 

up. “ I t ’s a great idea, old chappie. W e ’ll risk  it. They 
haven ’t  been delivered yet. L et's  g e t  fu rth er  back along 
the road. W a it a m inute. W e m ay w ant som e rope.”  

F um bling in the package, he produced a length o f  strong 
thin cord.

“ Come on ! I t ’s a real brainw ave fro m  B rixton  this tim e! 
But th ere ’s no tim e to lose.”

H enry had never seen his com panion so excited before. 
T h ey clim bed the fen ce  around the copse and reached the 
road.

“ I f  you  hear any sort o f  car  com ing, ju st  dash fo r  the 
hedge,”  said Paul. “ I t ’s no use both o f  us being seen if  
Sm ith happens to  send out his F ly in g  Squad aga in .”

T h ey w alked rap id ly  along the road  aw ay from  Eldon 
G range. A t  a point about a m ile fro m  the copse., Paul 
halted. T hey w ere in the m iddle o f  an  S-bend.

“ T h is seems quite a suitable spot,”  he m urm ured. “ W e 
can ’t  be seen from  any  distance aw ay. L et’s hide behind 
that hedge.”  . _

C rouching behind the hedge, they w aited. A lm ost imm e
diately they heard the rum ble o f  a lo rry  approach ing.

“ O nly ju s t  in tim e,”  w hispered Paul. “ B y jim in y ! Sup
pose w e’d been too  la te ! Leave it to  m e.”

H e advanced into the road. A  small lo rry  lumbered 
around the bend. H en ry ’s heart jum ped w hen he saw  that 
it  w as fu ll o f  coal. Paul stepped forw a rd  and held up his 
hand.

The driver pulled up. H e w as a you n g  m an w ith  pleas

ant sm iling features alm ost hidden by  coa l dust.
“ ’ E r e !”  he said, surveying the disreputable figure. 

“ W ot’s the b ig  idea?”
“ G otta m atch, m ate?”
“ W ell, I ’ll be------- ”  W ord s  fa iled  the driver, bu t he fu m 

bled in his pocket. “ O f all the— ’E re y ’a r e !”
Paul looked a t him closely  as he took the m atch.
“ A n y  use fo r  a  pound note, m y m an?”  he asked abruptly. 
“ G arn, w ho’re y e r  k id d in '? ”  The d river ’s hand w ent to

his gear lever. “ I a in ’t  no tim e to--------”
“ W ait a m in ute!”  F rom  som ewhere in the ragged  fo lds 

o f  his coat, Paul produced a pound note, and his identifica
tion  w arra n t as a special constable. “ Take a  look at 
these.”

The driver ’s eyes goggled . “ G o sh !”  he m uttered. “ W hat 
the ’ell’s u p ?”

“ Y ou  are delivering this coal a t E ldon G range?”  
“ Y essir .”
“ W ell, w e w ill take it  fo r  you.”
“ But--------”
“ Listen, m y m a n !”  T h ere w as stern com m and in P a u l’s 

voice. “ F o r  reasons w hich I have not tim e to g ive  you, it  is 
necessary fo r  us to deliver this coal a t Eldon G range.”  A  
revolver suddenly appeared in his hands. “ Y ou  have seen 
m y authority. Y ou  can take it quietly o r  not. B u t i f  you 
obstruct the law-------”

“ Orl righ t, guvn or,”  said the driver starin g at the gun, 
“ I  ain ’t  g o in ’ to-------”

“ This pound note is yours now. I ’m g o in g  to  fasten  you 
up and leave you here till w e get back. T h ere w ill be 
another note fo r  you  then, and a third  tom orrow  aftern oon , 
provided you  haven ’t breathed a w ord  abou t th is to  anyone.”  

Paul beckoned to H enry and urged the m an tow ard  the 
hedge.

“ Better come behind here,”  he said. “ W e  w an t to  borrow  
you r clothes as w ell.”

The driver seemed com pletely resigned to the situation. 
In  a very  few  m inutes he had exchanged his g rim y  coat and 
trousers fo r  H en ry ’s rags. T h ey fastened  him up securely 
w ith  the cord and thrust an im provised g a g  into his mouth.

“ S orry  to have to  do th is,”  said Paul. “ B ut w e can ’t 
take a risk. It  w on ’t  be fo r  long—i f  w e have any  luck 
a t all.”

A s  they returned to  the road  H en ry  clu tched P a u l’s 
sleeve.

“ Do you  think it w ill w ork ?”  he gasped excited ly. “ A re  
w e goin g  to  use the bom bs as soon as w e g e t  into the yard? 
H ave w e to shoot first and ask questions a fte rw a rd s?”  

“ Steady, old ch app ie ! Y ou ’re  gettin g  fa r  too blood
th irsty . I  think w e ’d better try  a quieter w a y  than that. 
L et me te ll you m y idea.”

PA U L  clim bed into the lo rry  and heaved a sigh  o f  re lie f 
when he saw  that it contained some old sacking.

“ The coal-grate is usually  near a w all o f  the house, isn ’t 
i t ? ”  he continued. “ N ow  suppose I ’m ly in g  on this coal, 
hidden by  the sacking. T h ere ’s a  good  chance that no one 
w ill be particu larly  interested in your operations. I f  you 
can back the lo rry  near to  the w all and tip  it, I  ought to  be 
able to slip  dow n the gra te  w ithout being  seen. W h at do 
you  th in k?”

H enry stared. “ Do you m ean that I------- ”
“ I mean that you ’ll have to do your dam ndest to  arrange 

th ings fo r  me. I f  w e fa il  o f  course, w e ’ll have to  fight. 
B u t i f  the plan w orks— w ell, I shall be inside the house. 
Y ou ’ll have to com e aw ay and listen in on the phones in 
case I can get a m essage through to you .”

“ I  thought I w as go in g  to------- ”
“ I  know , old chapp ie ! But don ’t you agree that m y idea 

seems lik e ly  to  g ive  the best resu lts?”
“ I  suppose so.”  H enry sw allow ed hard. H e w as dis

appointed, but— “ Yes, .it’s the best w ay .”
“ Good m a n !”  Paul patted him on  the shoulder. “ Cover 

me up w ith the sacking. Then— stra igh t f o r  Eldon
G ra n g e !”

H e clim bed in to the lo rry  and lay down in the coal. 
A fte r  sm earing his hands and fa ce  w ith  coal dust, H enry 
arranged  the sacking so that his passenger w as quite 
hidden.

“ G -good lu ck !”  he said brokenly.
H e had never driven a lo rry  before , but he soon becam e 

used to the gears. A s  he tw isted and turned a long the 
road, his pace increased w ith  h is  confidence. In  a few  
m inutes he rounded the corner b y  the copse and cam e in 
sight o f  Eldon G range.

H is heart w as throbbing unm ercifu lly  as he drew  nearer 
to  the house. T h ey w ere r isk in g  everyth ing on th is last
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venture. I f  it fa iled— he dare not think o f  the conse
quences.

H e could see no one about, but he knew  that he was 
under observation. W hen the road branched, he drove to
w ard  the rear o f  the house.

A s  he approached the gate it opened. H e steered the 
lo rry  into the large yard  beyond. A  quick glance round 
showed him the location  o f  the coal-grate. A  little thrill 
o f  exultation ran through him w hen he saw  that it w as 
in a corner, in  the angle o f  tw o w alls. W ith out hesitation, 
he sw ung the steering wheel over and backed the lo rry  into 
the corner.

A s  he clim bed dow n from  the driver ’s seat, the man 
who had opened the gate fo r  him lounged across the yard. 
“ Passed anyone on the road, b roth er?”  he asked.

“ N o,”  said H enry, pu lling  a delivery note from  his 
pocket. “ Lonely as ’e ll! S ign  this, please.”

The man fum bled  in his pocket. H enry w ent to  the 
back o f  the lo rry  and rem oved the grate. Then he turned 
the tilting  apparatus, and part o f  the coal shot noisily  
down.

The man handed him the signed delivery note and 
sauntered aw ay. H enry seized hi3 shovel and turned to the 
back o f  the lo rry  again. There w as a w rigg lin g  m ove
ment under the sacking, and Paul's  fa ce  appeared.

“ A ll c lea r?”  he w hispered.
“ Y es .”
H enry quickly shoveled dow n the coal w hich w as piled 

round the opening. A  second later Paul had slipped 
through feet first. A fte r  g iv in g  him tim e to m ove aw ay, 
H enry continued his job .

It w as done! Paul was inside the house!

CHAPTER XXV

WH E N  Paul Grendon dropped blindly into the cellar 
at E ldon G range he twisted his ankle on the heap 
o f  coal below  the grate. It  was not a bad sprain, 
but sufficient to  turn him sick fo r  a moment.

F or quite a long time he sat in the darkness rubbing 
his in jured fo o t  and listening. V ague sounds cam e from  
above his head, but he fe lt  sure that there w as no one about 
in the cellars. He had no plans. H e w ould have to  seize 
any opportunity that offered itself. The first thing, ob
viously, was to fam iliarize h im self as fa r  as possible w ith 
the geograph y o f  the house.

He rose to  his feet’ eventually and padded so ftly  through 
the cellars. There w as nothing to  interest him here. He 
limped cautiously to the end o f  the passage and found him
self at the fo o t  o f  a flight o f  stone steps.

A s  soon as he reached these, he could hear an indistinct 
m urm ur o f  voices quite near at hand. It  seemed clear that 
the steps led up to the kitchen o f  the house, and that at 
least two or  three men w ere in the kitchen.

No use goin g  up a t present. He sat at the bottom  o f  the 
steps, ready to dart aw ay at a m om ent’s notice. The 
m urm ur o f  voices continued, and he guessed from  various 
sounds which accom panied it that the men w ere engaged 
in preparing a meal. He w ould have have to  w ait until the 
coast was clear.

H e returned to his first h iding-place and sat down.
H ours dragged w earily  past in irksom e w aiting. Paul 

made frequent expeditions to the fo o t  o f  the stairs, but 
the kitchen was never em pty. On several occasions som e
one came dow n to the cellars and he had to crouch  behind 
the packing-cases, holding his breath, ready fo r  desperate 
action i f  discovered.

He could not even make any plans. Rem em bering w hat he 
had seen from  the outside, he tried  to visualize the internal 
structure o f  the house, w ith special re ference to  the rooms 
w hose w indow s w ere guarded by painted shutters. He fe lt  
that he could make his w ay  stra igh t to these room s. But 
he did not know  w hat conditions he w ould find upstairs.

A s  afternoon m erged into evening, he began to grow  
more anxious. H is entry  into the house w ould not do much 
good i f  he could get no fu rth er than these cellars. A nd the 
kitchen seemed to be used as a living-room .

N ine o ’clock ! D esperate fancies w ere flitting  through 
P aul’s mind now. W ould it be possible to hold up the 
occupants o f  the kitchen a t the point o f  a revolver? To 
overcom e them, bind and g a g  them w ithout ra isin g  the 
alarm ? He knew it w ouldn’t. But it would have to  be 
tried unless-------

A n d then, w hen he had alm ost decided on this last re
source, the opportun ity  came. L istening once more at the 
foot o f  the stairs, he, could hardly believe that som ething 
had not gone w ron g  w ith his hearing. N o sound came to his

stra in ing ears. So fa r  as he could tell, the kitchen was 
em pty.

H e m ust take the chance w hile it w as offered. Creeping 
cautiously up the stone steps, he reached the door a t the 
top. He pressed his ear to  this fo r  a fe w  moments. Then, 
silently turning the knob, he opened the door an inch.

The kitchen beyond was in darkness. Paul gently pushed 
the door fu rth er open and slid through. There was alw ays 
the possibility o f  a trap. But he w ould have to  risk this.

F or  several m inutes he stood m otionless, revolver ready. 
N oth ing stirred. H e could hear a rum ble o f  voices in some 
distant part o f  the house. W ith  hands outstretched he 
groped his w ay  through the blackness tow ard the fro n t  o f  
the house.

There w as a short passage w ith a door separating the 
kitchen from  the hall. Paul cautiously opened the door a 
trifle, then quickly closed it and stood hesitating. A  lamp 
w as burning in the hall. T o  his eyes, grow n  accustom ed 
to the darkness, its ligh t seemed very  brilliant. I f  any
one should surprise him now , he w ould have no chance to 
hide.

But this risk, too, w ould have to  be taken. H e opened 
the door again and passed through.

The hall w as large, and com fortab ly  furnished. Paul 
noted w ith delight that he w as standing alm ost at the foot 
o f  the broad staircase. He lim ped up the stairs w ithout de
lay, treading on the edge o f  each to avoid creaks. In  the 
dark corridor at the top he paused to get his bearings. So 
fa r  luck had been w ith him. He m ust not throw  aw ay the 
opportun ity  by any foolish  action.

H aving decided w here the room s w ith the shuttered w in 
dows m ust be, he crept a long the uncarpeted corridor like 
a g ra y  ghost. O utside one o f  the bedroom s he halted. I f  
his ju dgm ent w as correct, this m ust be his destination.

A  fa in t  streak o f  ligh t showed at the bottom  o f the door. 
A  tin y ray, too, cam e through the keyhole. A n d when Paul 
stooped to app ly  his eye to this, a little thrill o f  exultation 
ran through him. The key w as in the lock— and it w as on 
the outside!

O bviously som eone w as im prisoned in this room . S i
lently he unlocked the door. W ith infinite caution he 
turned the knob and gently  pushed it open.

Through the crack  he could see a bed. He could see 
A ileen P orter ly in g  on it, fu lly  dressed, staring up at the 
ceiling. Stifling a sigh o f  re lie f, he opened the door a 
little fu rth er, slipped through, and closed it noiselessly 
behind him.

“ H ello, little  la d y !”  he said.
The g ir l started violently. She turned and looked at 

him in fear, her w ide eyes taking in every  detail o f  his 
filthy clothes and the repulsive scar across his face.

“ W ho— are you ?”  she breathed.
“ D on’t m ake a sound, please. I ju s t  called to see i f  you 

would like a vacuum  cleaner.”
“ M r. K n ig h t!”  A ileen  jum ped from  the bed. “ Surely—  

it can ’t be— ”
“ H ow  did you gu ess?”  asked Paul w ith a cheerfu l grin .
The next m oment the g ir l w as in his arm s, sobbing on 

his ragged  shoulder.
“ Oh, I thought— I thought no one w ould ever— ”
“ O f course you did.”  He patted the back o f  her head 

soothingly. “ B ut, listen, M iss Porter. W e ’re not out o f  the 
w ood yet. Y ou  m ust try  to  pull you rse lf together and— ”

“ I w il l !”  The g ir l ’s sobbing ceased abruptly. “ W here ’s 
H enry? Is he— all r ig h t? ”

Paul explained briefly.
“ Y ou r uncle ’s som ewhere in the house,”  he continued. 

“ H aven’t you seen h im ?”
“ N o.”

I M U S T  try  to  locate him. P robably  he’ll be in the next 
room . Look here, M iss Porter. W h at about your gaolers? 
D o they keep bobbing in any old tim e o f  the day or— ”  

“ They took m y dinner aw ay an hour ago. T h ey ’re not a 
b it likely to com e in again  till m orning.”

“ Then I ’ ll see i f  I  can find your uncle straight aw ay.”  
Paul opened the door and looked out into the dark 

corridor. He could see no one about. He crept silently 
to the door o f  the next bedroom .

H ere again , the key w as on the outside. H e unlocked the 
door and entered.

R obert P orter lay  stretched on the bed. H e was still in 
the pyjam as w hich he had been w earin g  at Duke Street. 
H is bruised and b leeding fa ce  bore evidence o f  the brutal 
treatm ent he had suffered. H e w as obviously ill ; so ill 
that he paid no attention to his visitor.

“ Y ou ’ve been having a rough tim e, old chappie,”  m ur-
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m ured Paul. “ I ’m going: to try  to  help you. D on ’t make 
a noise, please. Can you  m anage to w a lk ?”

“ N o. Y o u ’ve done enough. K ill me i f  you— ”
“ Pm  a friend , Mr. Porter. I ’m go in g  to  take you to 

A ileen .”
“ A ileen ! W here is she?”
“ In the next room . Com e on ! See w hat you  can do.”  
A ided  by  P a u l’s s tron g  arm , Porter m anaged to rise and 

slow ly m ake his w ay to A ileen ’s room . H ere he collapsed 
on the bed, hardly conscious o f  the g ir l ’s caresses.

Paul slipped back, closed and locked the door o f  his room, 
then returned. Ke stood fo r  a m oment looking dow n on the 
sick m an. This w as an unforeseen  com plication. It was 
clearly  hopeless to think o f  escaping from  the house and 
taking R ob ert P orter along.

H e looked up to find A ileen ’s troubled eyes fixed on him. 
“ I know  w hat you ’re th inking,”  she said so ftly . “ I— I 

can ’t  leave him .”

' / \ F  course you can ’t !  P aul’s voice w as cheery. “ In any 
case, I don’t think there ’d be the slightest chance o f  
gettin g  aw ay unnoticed. I guess these shutters are 

fastened on the outside. A n d  there are dogs in the garden.”  
“ Then w h y  did you com e?”  cried A ileen. “ W h y  did you 

put you rse lf into such d an ger?”
“ Y ou ’re fo rg e tt in g  our frien d  from  B rixton ,”  said Paul. 

“ I f  I  can get w ord through to him, he’ll b rin g  the police. 
Then I think we should be able to barricade ourselves in 
this room  and hold the fo r t  until help com es.”

“ But how  can you— ”
“ T h ere ’s a  telephone som ewhere in the house. I ’m going 

to  find it.”  Paul took  a sm all revolver from  one o f  his 
pockets and handed it  to  the g ir l. “ Y o u ’d better lock the 
door behind me. I f  I get back I ’ll knock three times. I f  
I don ’t— w ell, you ought to  be able to keep anyone out with 
that.”

O pening the door again  he tran sferred  the key  to the 
inside. A ileen  w atched him breathlessly.

“ Y ou ’ll be— carefu l,”  she gasped.
“ S u re !”  grinned Paul. “ T h at ’s m y jo b .”
H e closed the door behind him and lim ped back along 

the dark  corridor. P robably  the telephone w ould be some
w here in the hall. H e w ould have to  go down.

F u lly  realizing that discovery  now m eant death to them 
all, he crept slow ly dow i* the stairs testing each one before 
putting his w eight on it. The m urm ur o f  voices still came 
from  behind one o f  the doors opening o ff the hall.

H e reached the bottom  o f  the stairs and looked eagerly 
around.

In  a m om ent he saw  the telephone. I t  stood on a small 
table ju st  outside that dangerous door.

Pu lling his own revolver from  his ragged  clothes, Paul 
stole across the hall, the gun ready fo r  instant action.

H e reached the telephone and lifted the receiver.
“ A re  you there, old chapp ie?”  he w hispered tensely. 

“ A re  you  there? Get D ransfield as quick ly  as possible. 
A re  you th ere? A re  you— ”

The door beside him  opened suddenly, and a  man ap
peared. H e saw  Paul a t once and shouted. Paul’ s revolver 
spat. The m an staggered  back.

T u rn in g  sw iftly , Paul ran up the stairs, as more men 
cam e tum bling into the hall. H e lim ped a long  the corridor 
and knocked on the bedroom  door. I t  w as opened a t once. 
H e had ju s t  tim e to lock  it  aga in  b e fore  his pursuers a r 
rived.

“ Q uick! H elp me w ith th is !”  he said, g ra sp in g  one end 
o f  the large w ardrobe.

“ D id you— do it? ”  gasped  Aileen as they dragged the 
w ardrobe against the door.

“ I don ’t  know ,”  said Paul. “ I got a m essage though. 
W hether it  w as heard— ”

The door w as shaking under the vigorous onslaught o f  
several shoulders. A  crash came from  the next room . Sud
denly all the noise stopped, and Sm ith’s voice w as heard, 
cold and velvety as alv/ays.

“ H ello, you in sid e!”  it said.
“ H ello y o u rse lf!”  said Paul. A  conversation  now  would 

suit him better than action. E very m om ent o f  delay m ight 
be valuable. “ W hat do you  w an t?”

“ W hat on earth do you  think you ’re d o in g?”  asked Smith. 
“ Just settling  dow n fo r  the night, old chappie.”
“ Oh, it ’s you , Grendon, is it?  I w ondered i f  it  m ight be 

as soon as I saw that you ’d got P orter in w ith  you. D on’t 
overlook  m uch, do y ou ?”

“ N ot i f  I can help it.”
“ H ow  did you get into the house?”
“ Y ou  don ’t  expect me to tell you that, do y ou ?”

“ Perhaps not.”  Sm ith’s voice w as very  silky. “ But 
you ’re  in a b it  o f  a hole now, aren ’t y o u ?”

“ On the contrary , it ’s a very  com fortab le  room .”  
“ Rather absurd o f  you to think th at you can prevent 

us from  breaking this door dow n.”
“ Perhaps not quite so absurd as you think,”  laughed 

Paul. “ I ’ve g o t  a v ery  excellent bom b here— three, in 
fa ct. And a fte r  I ’ve shot everybody I  can, I ’ll throw — ” 

“ I see,”  said Sm ith slow ly. “ Perhaps that does require 
th inking about.”

In point o f  fa c t  M r. Sm ith w as rather w orried. H e didn ’t 
think he w as being bluffed. The situation  m ight be quite 
good— or very much the reverse. A ll depended on w hether 
Paul G rendon had m anaged to get his phone m essage 
through.

It would be easy to discover this. Sm ith hurried down 
into the hall and w ent to the telephone.

The receiver lay  w here Paul had dropped it. H e listened. 
The line w as dead. H e ra n g  Exchange.

“ Can I have that num ber again, p lease?”  he asked. 
“ W hich num ber?”  grow led E xchange, annoyed at being 

disturbed.
“ The one I ’ve ju s t  been connected to .”
“ M istake som ewhere. N o call has come through on this 

line, sir. W h at num ber is it you w a n t?”
“ I ’m sorry ,”  Sm ith smiled evilly . “ The m istake is mine. 

London— City 0462, please.”
W hile w aitin g  fo r  the connection to be made, he turned 

to one o f  his men.
“ W e w ere ju st  in tim e evidently,”  he chuckled. “ G ren

don didn ’t get through. But in all probability, D ownes 
is som ewhere around, w aitin g  fo r  him. I f  he doesn ’t turn 
up w ith in  a certa in  tim e, D ownes w ill phone the police 
h im self. Y ou ’d better get out the car, run straight along 
to  the main Ipsw ich  road and cu t every  telephone w ire 
there is. Then com e back and search fo r  D ownes. Un
derstand?”

“ S u re !”
“ A nd don ’t w aste any tim e.”
E xchange announced that the call w as through and a 

m om ent later Sm ith w as talk ing to The Owl.
“ M r. Dawn has called. D ropped in quite unexpectedly. 

I ’ve persuaded him to stay  until you com e.”
“ Sp len d id !”  There w as a m om entary hesitation in 

The O w l’s voice. “ H as he com m unicated w ith his firm ?”  
“ I ’m quite sure he hasn ’t. H e was g o in g  to telephone, 

but he— he changed his m ind.”
“ I see! I ’ll com e dow n straigh t aw ay. I think you ’d 

better arrange fo r  the shipping facilities— ju st in case.”  
“ I ’ll attend to th at at once.”  Sm ith hung up the re

ceiver, and stood fo r  a  m om ent gazin g  at his m en w ith 
narrow ed eyes. “ The Owl is com ing ,”  he said tersely. 
“ Pete and J e rry ! Get the subm arine up. The rest o f  
you scout round and find plenty o f  straw  and brow n paper. 
W e ’ll smoke those rats upstairs out o f  their hole.”

CHAPTER XXVI
IT H  Paul G rendon’s appeal r in g in g  in his ears, 
H enry D ownes stumbled from  the copse.

Get D ransfield ! W hat good  w as that? The shout 
and the revolver shot w ere c lear indications that 

Paul had been caught. Get D ransfield ! It  was now  fa r  too 
late fo r  the police to help. But— it w as the only th ing to do.

G roaning in his haste, he crashed through the blackness, 
scratch ing h im self w ith  thorns, stum bling over p ro jectin g  
roots. H e could not see his w a y ; and this w as no tim e for  
caution. H e had the nightm are thought that he never 
w ould escape from  the clinging undergrow th. But eventu
a lly  he reached the road.

H e stood fo r  a m om ent listening. N o sound cam e from  
the direction o f  Eldon G range. A p parently  the w hole w orld 
still slept undisturbed.

The nearest phone w ould be at F a irbridge . The quick
est w ay to F a irbridge w as by the footp ath  through the 
fields. A fte r  a last frenzied g lance tow ard the hidden 
house, H enry ran sw ift ly  down the road tow ard the stile.

A lm ost im m ediately he saw  a beam in the sky, m oving 
slow ly  across. R ealizing that it cam e from  the headlights 
o f  a car, he dived fo r  the hedge.

H e w as on ly  ju s t  in time. The car sw ept rapidly past. 
H e couldn ’t see the occupants. W as Smith escaping a fter  
k illin g  his prisoners?

A t least there w as a chance o f  preventing this— i f  he 
could get to the telephone in tim e. H e noted the num ber o f  
the car and hurried on a fter  it.

He w as breathless w hen he em erged from  the fields o n  to
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the road  near Fa irbridge. He stumbled in to the village. 
A  public call box w as outside the Post Office.

He ran g  fra n tica lly  and lifted  the receiver. A s  soon 
as he put it  to  his ear, a  dreadful suspicion flashed across 
his mind. A n d when his repeated rin g in g  brought no reply, 
the suspicion was confirm ed. The line w as com pletely dead. 
The w ires had been cut.

E m erging from  the box, he stood fo r  a m om ent hesitat
ing. He rem embered noticing the w ires yesterday when 
he and Paul had changed their clothes in the plantation. 
There w as on ly  the one telephone in Fa irbridge. The next 
would be at the tin y  village tw o m iles back along the road.

He set o ff running again. H ardly  had he passed the first 
bend, when he saw  the lights o f  a car  again. Once more 
he dived behind a convenient hedge. The car was approach
ing slow ly  from  the direction o f  Ipsw ich. It  w as sw erving 
about in the road. A n d  H enry realized w ith an unpleas
ant shock that it w as searching fo r  something.

He crouched low er behind the hedge. A s  the car w ent 
slow ly past he saw  its num ber. It  was the car that had 
driven aw ay from  Eldon G range. He knew  w hat had 
happened. It had travelled sw iftly  several m iles dow n the 
road so that the telephone w ires could be cut. A n d now it 
had returned— to search fo r  him !

W hat should he do now ? In  all p robability  he would not 
find an intact telephone fo r  five or six: miles. I f  he ran on 
the road the car w ould be sure to  find him eventually. H is 
only hope was to  m ake his w ay  through the fields.

A ll that distance! Through unknown country, on a dark 
moonless n igh t! H enry knew  that it would take him hours. 
H ours— when every  m inute counted!

And another idea suddenly occurred to  him. Smith evi
dently had not le ft  E ldon  G range. H e w as still there, w ith 
his com pany o f  m urderers, perhaps w aiting fo r  the sub
marine to be raised, th inking them selves sa fe because 
H enry could do nothing.

Do noth ing? W ith  a revolver and three high-explosive 
bombs in his pocket! Do nothing? G od! H enry sw ore to 
himself as he turned abruptly and dashed back across the 
fields. D o noth ing! H e'd show the evil sw ine! . . .

F u lly  convinced that A ileen  and Paul w ere dead by  now, 
he had lost all sense o f  proportion . F or the second tim e in 
his l ife  he w as seeing red. He w as too late to  help his 
friends, he told  him self as he stumbled along, sobbing and 
breathless. But a t least he w ould exact a terrible  vengence.

He m ust not be seen by the searching car. W hen he 
reached the road to the G range he kept behind the hedge 
and hurried forw ard , try in g  to  m ake as little noise as 
possible.

A  vague idea w as ferm enting in his feverish  brain. He 
remembered Paul G rendon’s plan o f  reach ing the garden by  
swim m ing across the inlet. H e also rem embered that last 
resource— o f  blasting a w ay  into the house by  m eans o f  the 
bombs.

He had reached the branch o f  the road when he heard 
a car approach ing. D rop pin g flat behind a bush, he hugged 
the ground, trusting that the blazing headlights would not 
discover him. The car whizzed past w ithout hesitation. 
R aising his head he saw that it w as not the one w hich had 
been searching fo r  him.

CO U L D  it be the police? He w atched the car approach 
the fron t  gate o f  the house and stop. A  man came out 
and, a fte r  a w ord w ith  the occupants, opened the gate. 

The car passed through. I t  occurred to H enry that The Owl 
had com e to g loat over his success.

The possibility spurred him to greater haste. H e ran 
forw ard  to the w all round the garden. U ntying his parcel 
o f  poisoned meat, he threw  the portions over the wall. He 
could hear fa in t  scuffling m ovem ents in the garden beyond, 
and an occasional grow l. A  w ild delight surged through 
him at the thought that the dogs had found the meat.

A s he crept sw iftly  a long the w all tow ard the w ater 
edge, he realized that there w as som ething doing in Eldon 
G range. There w ere lights about, and vague sounds o f  
movement. O ccasionally he heard a whistle.

W hen he reached the shore he saw  the reason fo r  the 
activ ity. The w ater w as no longer form less, hidden in the 
black shroud o f  night. The darkness was pricked by  several 
pin-points o f  light w hich glinted on w et smooth metal.

The subm arine w as ju s t  breaking su rface !
A s H enry w atched, a brigh t light sprang up on the 

vessel, d isclosing the expanse o f  deck still aw ash. The 
hatch to  the conning tow er opened and a man in a diver's 
suit clim bed out.

So this w as the idea ! Th is w as how  The Owl and Smith 
w ere goin g  to escape! N ot so long as H enry w as a liv e ! He

stepped into the w ater. P addling through it, he reached 
the shore at the other side o f  the w all, and ran tow ard the 
subm arine. A s  he drew  near it, he pulled one o f  the bombs 
from  his pocket.

Careless as to w hether he w as seen or  not, he w aited 
until he w as close to  the g ra y  sinister vessel. Then, extri
catin g the sa fe ty  pin, he tossed the bom b through the open 
hatch.

There w as a m om ent o f  tension. Then a dull muffled 
roar. The lights on the subm arine w ent out. H enry could 
not see it sink. But he could hear the gu rg le  o f  the w ater 
as it poured into the conning tow er, and he laughed aloud 
in w ild exultation .

Footsteps came running. He dodged through the shrub
bery. Som ew here a dog w as how ling, but he ignored it. 
H e was in the garden  o f  Eldon G range now, revolver in 
one hand, another bom b ready in the other. H eaven help 
anyone who blocked his path !

Tw isting and turning, he zig-zagged through the garden 
tow ard the house. H e reached the broad level terrace  in 
fron t o f  it. Tw o cars w ere parked near the door. This 
stood open, and H enry could see the figure o f  a m an sil
houetted against the ligh t in the hall.

He w ithdrew  the pin on the second bomb and tossed it 
into the doorw ay. There w as a blaze o f  light, a terrific 
crash, and the fro n t  o f  the house seemed to crum ple into 
ruins.

Then a quick footstep  sounded behind him . Som ething 
descended w ith  terrific fo rce  on his head.

He passed out. . . .

CHAPTER XXVII

BE H IN D  their barricade in the bedroom  at Eldon 
G range, Paul Grendon and A ileen  P orter w aited, look
in g  a t one another in silence, w ondering w hat was 
goin g  to  happen. They knew enough o f  Sm ith to  be 

certain that he would evolve som e plan fo r  dealing w ith the 
situation.

“ H e’ ll be sure to  get us som ehow, w on 't h e ? ”  m urmured 
Aileen at last.

“ I f  he has tim e,”  agreed Paul. “ It  all depends on whether 
H enry g o t  m y m essage. I f  he did, we should be able to  hold 
out until he brings the police.”

H e broke off at a shuffling sound in the corridor outside. 
The next m om ent a streak o f  ligh t appeared under the door 
and a strong sm ell o f  burning w afted  into the room .

“ T h ey ’re try in g  to  smoke us out,”  he said, lay ing  a hand 
on A ileen ’s shoulder. “ It ’s go in g  to  be rather unpleasant, 
I’m afraid . There’s som e w ater here, isn’t th e re ? ”

“ In a ju g  on the w ash-stand.”
“ Good. Let’s tear som e strips from  the sheets, soak them, 

and fasten  them round our m ouths. Y ou ’d better attend to 
Uncle Bob, too .”

The g low  under the door increased. O ccasionally a yellow  
flame w ould travel through the narrow  space and lick  at 
the wardrobe. The sm oke in the room  grew  denser, m aking 
them cough in spite o f  their im provised resp ira tors.

W ith his revolver Paul broke the w indow, knocking the 
glass aw ay com pletely. But this did not im prove the situa
tion much. The shutters outside fitted closely. T hey were 
steel and he could not m ove them . The smoke grew  thicker, 
burning their eyes, choking them.

“ I f  this goes on m uch longer,”  he w hispered, “ w e shall 
have to  m ake a dash fo r  it.”

In despairing silence now  they fou gh t against the acrid 
asphyxiating cloud. They had alm ost reached the lim it o f  
human endurance. Coughing and spluttering, Paul drew  one 
o f  the bom bs from  his pocket. A s  he fingered the sa fety - 
pin, a sibilant hissing sound filled the room .

“ M y G od!”  he m uttered. “ The O w l’s poison gas ! I ’d 
forgotten ------- ”

H e dropped to the floor. A ileen  collapsed beside him. A  
m oment later the door crashed open and the w ardrobe over
turned. A  ligh t flashed into the room .

“ That’ s g o o d !”  said a harsh voice. “ H old your breath, 
and collect the bom bs i f  they really  have any. Guns as well. 
Y ou  needn’t bother about fasten in g  them. T h ey ’ll be dead in 
a m inute.”

A  man advanced into the ligh t o f  the torch  and took 
P aul’s revolver and the bombs. He searched A ileen  and 
R obert P orter w ithout result.

“ Okay, B oss,”  he said.
Som eone struck a m atch and lit the lamp.
Paul and A ileen, recovering from  the tem porary effect o f  

the deadly gas, saw  that they w ere caught. The corridor 
outside w as filled w ith men. Just inside the door stood
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The House of Sleep
an evil-lookin g creature hold ing a sub-m achine gun trained 
on them . Beside him w as a stranger.

This m an w as dressed in a dark  suit w ith clerical collar. 
There w as a very  fa in t resem blance in his features to  Jonas 
H ardaker.

“ W ell, w ell, G rendon!”  he said. “ Y ou  keep popp in g  up.”  
Paul knew  that he w as fa ce  to  fa ce  w ith The Owl fo r  the 

last tim e. A n d it seem ed that The Owl had w on— unless he 
could be kept in conversation  until H enry arrived w ith the 
police.

“ Y es ,”  he agreed. “ I ’m glad to  see y ou ’ve com e appro
p ria te ly  dressed.”

“ F or w h a t? ”
“ Y ou r funeral, old chappie.”
The Owl smiled grim ly . “ In  a fe w  m om ents,”  he said, 

“ this m achine gun w ill talk  to you  m uch m ore effectively 
than I can. B efore  that, I ’d like to  know  w hich o f  m y men 
has ratted. H ow  did you  g e t  in here ? ”

“ I  cam e w ith the coa l.”  Paul sat up, gen tly  rubbing his 
ankle. “ Sprained m y ankle doing so.”

“ W here 's  you r draper fr ie n d ? ”
“ H e’s gone fo r  the police. T h ey ’ ll be ever so pleased to  

see you .”  Paul w as still p lay ing  fo r  tim e. “ I suppose 
you ’d like to  know  how  I discovered Eldon G ra n g e ?”

“ I  should very  much like to  know, but I ’m a fra id  I haven’t 
tim e to w ait.”

The Owl turned his head suddenly as the muffled roar o f  
an explosion  split the silence o f  the night.

“ W hat’s th a t? ”  he asked shortly. “ See about it.”
Tw o o f  the men in the corridor hurried aw ay. There w as 

a tense silence until they returned.
“ The subm arine, B oss !”  gasped one o f  them . “ She’s sunk! 

G inger says a bomb--------”
“ G ood old H en ry !”  said Paul. “ H e does m ake a proper 

job  o f  a th ing w hen he------- ”
“ See that the cars are all filled up w ith  petrol,”  snapped 

The Owl. “ W e ’ll have to get aw ay in them .”
A  trace o f  anxiety  w as show ing in his fa ce  as he turned 

back to the prisoners.
“ I ’m a fra id  I m ust leave you  now ,”  he said hurriedly. 

“ But this tim e, Grendon, I ’ ll m ake sure th at you  don’t 
fo llow .”

“ Y ou  haven’t made sure o f  the bonds, have y ou , old chap
p ie ? ”

“ N ot yet. But they ’ll keep. Y ou  w on ’t .”
The Owl m ade a signal to  the m achine gunner. A t  this 

m om ent a terrific explosion  shook the house, and the men 
in the doorw ay w ere alm ost throw n from  their feet.

“ G ood old H en ry !”  repeated Paul. H e w as still caressing 
the sprained ankle. “ H e’s q t  it a ga in !”

The O w l’s fa ce  w as contorted  w ith  rage.
“ Shoot, dam n you, sh oot!”  he cried.

T H E  m an w ith the m achine gu n  had been throw n off his 
balance w hen the house shook. R ecovering, he trained 
the gun again on  the prisoners, and his fingers closed 

round the tr igger.
Paul acted so quickly that his m ovem ents could hardly be 

observed. The small pin-fire revolver, w hich had been se
creted in his sock, appeared in his hand as though by 
m agic. Tw o shots ran g  out in  rapid  succession. The m a
chine gun  belched flame tow ard the ceiling  fo r  a second, 
then clattered to the floor as it slipped from  the nerveless 
fingers o f  the man w ho had held it.

A  sm all round hole had appeared in the centre o f  The 
O w l’s forehead. The ra g e  died from  his fa ce , leaving an 
expression o f  acute surprise. H e slow ly  toppled backw ards 
and fe ll across the doorw ay.

The m en in the corridor raised their guns. A  hubbub 
broke ou t beyond them. Revolvers cracked viciously , and 
there w ere shouts o f  “ P o lice !”

A s  they turned in confusion  to see w hat w as happening, 
Paul sprang to his feet. Snatching the m achine gun from  
the floor, he trained it  on the corridor.

“ P u t your hands u p ! ”  he cried. “ The gam e’s o v e r !”  
T h ere w as a scu rry  o f  feet, and police crow ded along 

from  the top o f  the stairs. A  m om ent later D ransfield 
strode into the room .

“ H ello, J im !”  said Paul, sw ayin g unsteadily. “ Punctual as 
usual!”

CHAPTER XXVIII

SM IT H  and those o f  his men w ho w ere alive had been 
taken aw ay before  H enry w as found. H e was ly in g 
on his fa ce  in the garden, unconscious, w ith a large 
w ound a t the back o f  his head.

They carried  him into the house and laid him on a 
settee in the hall. A ileen  took ch arge  o f  him , fu ss in g  
round w ith  hot w ater and bandages.

“ The little chap saved the situation ,”  m urm ured Paul, 
lookin g dow n affectionately  at the pale d irty  face . “ I f  he
hadn’t  g o t  w ord  through to you--------”

“ He didn ’t,”  said D ransfield. “ The w ires w ere cut.”  
“ Then how  did you------- ”
The Inspector grinned, pu lling  a t his heavy mustache. 
“ I did a little p lanning on m y ow n, Paul,”  he confessed. 

“ A fte r  you ’d told  m e about you r success in listening in, 
it occurred  to  me that it w ouldn ’t  be a bad idea to have 
a m an on the telephone exchange at Ipsw ich . I ’ve had 
one listening all the tim e. H e overheard Sm ith telling 
The Owl that you w ere caught, and The O w l’s decision 
to com e dow n straigh taw ay. H e phoned me a t once.”  

T h ey w ent upstairs to  the bedroom . The body  o f  The 
O w l still lay  across the door.

“ S orry  I  couldn ’t hand him over to  you , J im .”  Paul 
stood lookin g down a t the dead m an w ith  a certa in  respect. 
“ B u t you know  how  it w as.”

“ Y es ,”  agreed D ransfield. “ A n d  perhaps he’s sa fer 
w here he is than behind bars.”

R obert P orter  w as ly in g  m otionless on the bed. H is 
eyes w ere closed, but he opened them  as Paul and D rans
field approached.

“ The Owl— is dead ?”  he asked feeb ly .
“ Y es.”
“ Then I w ould like to  tell you— I w ould like to  confess. 

This trouble has all been due to m e.”
“ D on’t w orry  about that now , old chappie. W a it unti! 

you  are--------”
“ I w an t to get it  o ff m y m ind.”  P orter  m oved uneasily 

on the bed. “ T hat b u rg la ry  a year ago  w as faked . I ’d 
stolen the bonds be fore  that. Stolen them  and le ft  forg ed  
cop ies in the safe. I arranged  w ith  W ilson  to fake a 
bu rg lary , and to destroy  the fo rg ed  bonds as soon as they 
w ere in his possession. H e told m e that he had done so. 
Instead, as you know , he hid them, probab ly  intending 
to  blackm ail me later.

“ W hen you found them , I fe lt  that I had to do som e
thing. I f  The Owl had discovered th at they w ere forgeries ,
he w ould have killed us all. A n d  so I— I------ ”

“ Y ou  took  them  aw ay and destroyed them ?”
“ Yes. I daren ’t  tell anyone. Y esterday, w hen Smith 

tortured me, I w ouldn ’t tell him. B ut I ’m glad to  tell 
you now, and I— I ’ll be g lad to  take m y punishm ent. . . .”  

P orter ’s voice trailed  aw ay into silence.
Paul nudged D ransfield and drew  him aside.
“ The poor devil’s suffered enough ,”  he m urm ured. “ But 

he ’ll have to  take his tria l, I  suppose?”
“ I ’m a fra id  he w ill.”
“ The little  lad y ’ll be very  cu t up. N o need to tell her 

about it ju s t  now , is th ere?”
“ N one at a ll,”  agreed  D ransfield. “ C rim es! T o  think 

that w e’ve had all this bother over some bonds that 
w eren ’t ! ”

T h ey w ent dow nstairs again . In  the hall, they found 
that H enry w as ju s t  recovering, w hile A ileen  leaned 
over him anxiously.

“ Y ou  haven ’t tried  his special m ethod o f  b rin g in g  people 
round, have y ou ?”  asked Paul.

Aileen turned to  him  quite seriously.
“ I ’ve heard you say som ething about that be fore ,”  she 

said. “ W h a t is i t? ”
“ W ell, w hen you  w ere drugged  he tried  a rather curi

ous w ay  o f  aw akening you .”
“ Go on .”
“ Rem em ber how  the S leeping B eauty w as aw akened?”  
A ileen  flushed. Then, defiantly, she gathered H enry ’s 

head into h er arm s and pressed her lips to his..
H e opened his eyes. A n  incredulous w onder sp ran g  up 

in them.
“ A ile e n !”  he w hispered. “ Thank G od ! A re  you— are 

you------- ”
“ I love you , H e n ry !”  she m urm ured.
H e closed his eyes again  happily.
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